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Have you ever 
seen a rusty, 
leaky dipper ? 
Then you know 
what moisture 
does to steel. 

RUST— 
—destroys steel 
FOR the first t ime i n the 
his tory o f safe mak ing , a 

dry-insulated safe has passed 
the gruel l ing tests necessary to 
w i n the Underwr i t e r s ' L a b o r a 
tories' " B " L a b e l . 

I n the past, safes o f th is class 
have depended upon moisture 
for a par t o f their protect ion 
against heat. B u t moisture 

rusts steel a n d permanent 
protect ion demands a d ry -
insulated safe. 

W e have perfected an insula
t ion w h i c h is bone-dry a n d 
w h i c h protects solely because 
of the ster l ing q u a l i t y o f the 
materials used. 

I f y o u value y o u r records, 
wr i te for our "Safe B o o k . " 

Y A W M A N A N D F R B E M F G . c O . 
Filing System Service, Equipment and Supplies 

1154 St. Paul St., R O C H E S T E R , N . Y . 
Branches, Agents or Dealers in all principal cities 

In Canada; 
The Office Specialty Mfg- Co., Ltd., Newmarket, Ont. 

FILING CABINETS 
FILING SUPPLIES 
SYSTEM SERVICE 
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C H A R L E S S C R I B N E R ' S SONS, 
F I F T H A V E . A T 4 8 T H S T . , N . Y . C. 

Gentlemen: Enclosed please find $4.00. for a year's subscription to S C R I B N E R ' S M A G A Z I N E beginning with 
the Christmas Number. 
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Christmas Number 
S C R I B N E R ' S M A G A Z I N E 

fDECEMBER 

H E N R Y V A N D Y K E , To Avernus and Out; a story o f a descent 
to depths of. ev i l , and the wa y out. 

H A R R I E T W E L L E S , The Runaway Blimp; an amusing adventure 
that was almost a tragedy, cu lmina t ing on Chr i s tmas E v e . 

K A T H A R I N E H O L L A N D B R O W N , The Right Hunch; a story o f a 
father, and a son who almost went wrong. 

J O H N B I G G S , J R . , Corkran of the Clamstretch; a new k i n d of 
horse story by a new writer . 

S H I R L E Y L . S E I F E R T , Philandering Among the Roses; a love-
story by a wri ter whose first publ ished novel has been received 
w i t h high praise. 

A remarkable group of statesmen, conspicuous in the seventies 
and eighties, is described by Mfr. Depew, who knew them a l l . 
I t includes General Gran t , Roscoe C o n k l i n g , Garf ie ld and A r 
thur, Grover Cleve land , and James G . Bla ine . 

There has been produced for several years in a Connect icu t town 
a Chr is tmas p lay which is here described b y E l l a M . B o u l t and 
pictured by Beatr ice Stevens. 

E D G A R J A M E S S W I F T writes of Painless Thinking; M A R Y E . 
R O B E R T S tells of her experiences on a j u r y in In the Name of 
the Commonwealth; E R N E S T P E I X O T T O writes and illustrates 
An Adventure in Salamanca; C a n o n V a u g h a n , o f Winches ter , 
E n g l a n d , describes The Plant-Lore of the Compleat Angler; 
T H O M A S G . T U C K E R presents a new slant on British English 
and American English, from a Co lon ia l poin t o f v iew. 

There are poems by M A X W E L L S T R U T H E R S B U R T , S A R A H N . 
C L E G H O R N , C L I N T O N S C O L L A R D ; and the usual Depar tments , 
The Point of View, The Field of Art, w i t h comments on the work 
of Theodore Robinson, by E L I O T C L A R K , and The Financial Situ
ation, by A L E X A N D E R D A N A N O Y E S . 

Short Stories 
for the 

Christmas Season 

Chauncey M. 
Depew's 

Recollections 

The Nativity: 
A New England 

Miracle Play 

Special Articles 
Poems 

The Point of View 
The Field of Art 

The Financial 
Situation 



Look under the lid 

The picture "His Master's 
Voice" is a registered trade
mark of the Victor Talking 
Machine Company and iden
tifies all Victor products. 

The word "Victrola" is also 
a registered trademark and 
applies to the products of the 
Victor Talking Machine Com
pany only. 

To be certain the instrument 
you buy is a Victrola, be sure 
to see the Victor dog and the 
word "Victrola." Look under 
the l id! 

Victrola instruments $25 to 
$1500. 

Victor Talking Machine Co. 
Camden, New Jersey 
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H E beauty of detail and simple 
curved lines of early eighteenth 

cemury English furniture seem to 
lend themselves with equal grace and 
distinction to both conservative and 
luxurious homes. 

In completing such fine old painted 
paneled interiors as shown in this 
photograph, in accordance with the 
individual preferences of each client, 
the Hampton Decorators offer not 
only their experience and knowledge, 
but also the vast resources of the 
collection of beautiful antiques and 
hand-made reproductions which are 
assembled with harmonious fabrics 
and accessories in the Hampton ex
hibits. 

hamptonShops 
l86a8t50*StrffP-, 

fating StPatritk'8 Cathrttral 

Decoration antiquities furniture 

The Hampton Ex-
bililts occupy this 
entire liuilding. 
No franchisor aa-
EO elate ileum pan iea 

(Deettng the TCeecte of 0oc)atj 
at the hampton Shops 



Looking up Fifth Avenue from 53d Street 

The FIFTH A V E N U E 
S E C T I O N 

O F SCRIBNER'S M A G A Z I N E 
C O N T E N T S 

C A L E N D A R OF C U R R E N T A R T EXHIBIT IONS 
A CHOICE FOR CHRISTMAS IN P A I N T I N G , S C U L P T U R E , OR PRINTS 
E A R L Y CHRISTMAS SHOPPERS FIND T H E MOST A L L U R I N G THINGS 

7 
11 
13 

^T"n nr/Jof ni'tirlP c • Send check or money order (payable to Charles Scribner's Sons) to cover cost of shopping 
J. 0 Of lie f tit l l t l c j . desired to Miss Walton, Scribner's Magazine, 557 Fifth Avenue, New York. 

A. Sulka & Company 
SHIRTMAKERS AND HABERDASHERS 

French Silk Mufflers 
Center, S25.00 

Monograms additional 
Handsome House Robes 

Prices range from $50.00 to $200.00 

D I S T I N C T I V E O F F E R I N G S — U N U S U A L H O L I D A Y GIFTS 
These distinctive French Silk Mufflers and handsome Silk Robes are luxurious 
in quality. They are most appropriate for immediate use or for Gift purposes. 

Orders by Correspondence will receive our most Particular Attention 

N E W Y O R K PARIS 
51 2 F I F T H A V E N U E 2 R U E D E C A S T I G L I O N E 
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American Paintings 
of Distinction 

by A L B E R T P I N K H A M R Y D E R 
G E O R G E I N N E S S 
H O M E R D O D G E M A R T I N 
R A L P H A L B E R T B L A K E L O C K 
J O H N S I N G E R S A R G E N T 
W I N S L O W H O M E R 
R O B E R T L O F T I N N E W M A N 
W I L L I A M G E D N E Y B U N C E 
A N D O T H E R S . 

F R E D E R I C F A I R C H I L D S H E R M A N 

8 W e s t 47th Street N e w Y o r k C i t y 
(Studio hours 0.30 to 12.30 a.m.) 

A s y o u s ink in to a comfortable 

a rmchai r to-night, glance up at 

that space o n the w a l l . T h i n k 

what a pa in t ing of the r ight 

k i n d w o u l d do for the r o o m 

C h o i c e selection o f Paintings by 

A m e r i c a n Ar t i s t s o n v iew 

A R L I N G T O N G A L L E R I E S 
274 Mad i son A v e . : at 401(1 St. : N e w Y o r k C i t y 

Costikyan & Co. 

R U G S 
F R O M T H E O R I E N T 

12 East 40th Street 
New York 

A R T I N A M E R I C A 
A N D E L S E W H E R E 
A N I L L U S T R A T E D B I - M O N T H L Y R E V I E W 

$6.00 a Year $1.00 a C o p y 

The handsomest as we l l as the best magazine 
of art published i n Amer ica . It has an inter
nat ional reputation and numbers among its 
contributors the greatest l iv ing authorities. 
It presents the latest conclusions of recog
nized experts i n articl es wh ich are based upon 
original research and include new informa
t ion of real importance regarding the objects 
w i th wh ich they are concerned. 

8 W e s t 47 th Street N e w Y o r k 

G O R H A M 
GALLERIES 

Sculpture 

T H E G O R H A M C O M P A N Y 
F i f t h A v e n u e at T h i r t y - S i x t h Street 

N e w Y o r k C i t y 

A.Kimbel&Son 
I N C . 

I N T E R I O R 
D E C O R A T I O N S 

Tapestries 

Antique Furniture 

Needle Point 

534 M a d i s o n A v e n u e :: N e w Y o r k 
Between Fifty-fourth 
and Fifty-fifth Streets 
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C A L E N D A R of C U R R E N T A R T EXHIBITIONS 
One of the keen delights of F i f t h A v e n u e is the E i h i b i t i o n s held i n the A r t 
Gal ler ies along the A v e n u e . M a n y canvases now in great museums and famous 
col lect ions were first on v i e w to the pub l i c in these galleries. These exhibi t ions , 
open to the pub l ic , hold a unique place in the art wor ld . T h e y arc listed below, 
arranged according to their locat ion as one proceeds up town on the Avenue . 

M a c b e t h G a l l e r y : 450 F i f t h A v e n u e : E x h i b i t i o n of M a r i n e s f rom 
the Wes t Indies by Freder ick J . W a u g h — N o v e m b e r 1-21. F i f t h 
A n n u a l E x h i b i t i o n , N o v e m b e r 22 to December 12, showing In t ima te 
Pa in t ings . 

P r i n t G a l l e r y , N e w Y o r k P u b l i c L i b r a r y : E t c h i n g s and D r a w i n g s 
by Charles M e r y o n . 
Dudens ing Gal le r ies , 45 W e s t 44th Street: P o r t r a i t s by R o s a m o n d 
T u d o r . 
T o n i L a n d a u G a l l e r y , 1 E a s t 45th Street: Colored Facs imi les of O l d 
and M o d e r n M a s t e r s — t o December I. 
Mont ros s A r t G a l l e r y , 550 F i f t h A v e n u e : G r o u p s of P ic tures by 
A m e r i c a n A r t i s t s — d u r i n g N o v e m b e r . 
Knoed le r Gal le r ies , 556 F i f t h A v e n u e : O n E x h i b i t i o n , E n g l i s h P o r 
traits, F r e n c h Pa in t ings , F ine E t ch ings . 
A r d e n G a l l e r y , 599 F i f t h A v e n u e : T h e T w e n t y - t h i r d A n n u a l E x 
h ib i t ion of the A m e r i c a n Society of M i n i a t u r e Pain ters . A C o l 
lect ion of R o s t r a n d Porcelains by M r s . George Oak ley T o t t e n , J r . 
(V icken V o n Pos t )—Octobe r 31 to N o v e m b e r 12. 

Ch r i s tmas E x h i b i t i o n and Sale inc lud ing Decora t ive Pa in t ings , 
Porcela ins , T a b l e D e c o r a t i o n s — N o v e m b e r 17 to December 28. 

Fe ra rg i l Ga l le r ies , 607 F i f t h A v e n u e : Pa in t ings by T h a y e r , M u r p h y , 
T w a c h t m a n , R o b i n s o n , Inness, and W e i r — d u r i n g October . 

K e n n e d y and C o m p a n y , 613 F i f t h A v e n u e : E a r l y A m e r i c a n Sport
ing P r i n t s — t o N o v e m b e r 15. 
Ains l i e G a l l e r y , 615 F i f t h A v e n u e : F l o w e r Pa in t ings by A m y Cross 
— d u r i n g October . 
Jun io r A r t Pa t rons of A m e r i c a , 22 W e s t 49th Street: Opening of 
the permanent galleries. E x h i b i t i o n of W a t e r Colors by Sargent, 
H o m e r , L u k s , Sterner, K e n t , M a r i n , H a s s a m , M c K n i g h t and Davies 
—to N o v e m b e r 10. 
H o w a r d Y o u n g Gal le r ies , 620 F i f t h A v e n u e : A m e r i c a n and E u r o 
pean Pa in t ings—through N o v e m b e r . 
Scot t and Fowles , 667 F i f t h A v e n u e : D a n t e Cen tena ry E x h i b i t i o n , 
O r i g i n a l Drawings by B l a k e and F l a x m a n for D a n t e — t o N o v . 1. 

K r a u s h a a r A r t Ga l l e r i e s , 680 F i f t h A v e n u e : Genera l E x h i b i t i o n of 
Pa in t ings . 

Y a m a n a k a Ga l l e r i e s , 680 F i f t h A v e n u e : E x h i b i t i o n of Ancien t 
Chinese and K o r e a n Pa in t ings of F a m i l y and B u d d h i s t i c Por t ra i t s 
—to N o v e m b e r 10. 

A r t Center , Incorpora ted , A r t Cen te r B u i l d i n g , 65-67 E a s t 56th 
Street: O p e n i n g of the N e w B u i l d i n g and E x h i b i t i o n of the M e m 
bers' W o r k — O c t o b e r 30 to N o v e m b e r 30. 

Sa t inover Gal le r ies , 27 W e s t 56th Street: O l d Mas te r s from the 
Four teen th to the E igh teen th Cen tu r i e s . 

T h e M i l c h Gal le r ies , 108 W e s t 57th Street: P o r t r a i t and Figure 
Pa in t ings by W a y m a n A d a m s — t o N o v e m b e r 5. Landscape Pa in t 
ings by George H . Clements and F lower Pa in t ings by M a t i l d a 
Browne V a n W y c k — N o v e m b e r 7-19. E x h i b i t i o n of For ty- f ive 
Sculptures by G l c b D e r u j i n s k y — N o v e m b e r 21 to December 3. 

T h e E h r i c h Gal le r ies , 707 F i f t h A v e n u e : G r o u p E x h i b i t i o n of Six 
Amer i cans , V o l k c r t , O l i n s k y , Pot thas t , Snel l , C l a r k , N i c h o l s — N o 
vember 4 -19 inc lus ive . W a t e r - C o l o r Por t ra i t s of C h i l d r e n by E l i n o r 
B a r n a r d — N o v e m b e r 21 to December 3 inclusive . 

A r t h u r H . H a r l o w and C o m p a n y , 712 F i f t h A v e n u e : E tch ings of 
B i r d s by R o l a n d C l a r k . E tch ings and D r y p o i n t s by W h i s t l e r — 
dur ing November . 

M u s s m a n n G a l l e r y , 144 W e s t 57th Street: E tch ings by Ernes t 
H a s k e l l — t o October 29. Wa te r -Co lo r s by H o w a r d L e i g h — N o 
vember 14-26. 

Metropolitan Museum of Art: 

L o a n E x h i b i t i o n of O r i e n t a l Rugs from the Co l l ec t i on of James F . 
B a l l a r d , in the G a l l e r y of Special E x h i b i t i o n s — t o December 31. 

E x h i b i t i o n of P r in t s by Legros , Lepere , and Z o r n , in the P r i n t 
Ga l l e r i e s—to December 31. 

E x h i b i t i o n of Drawings , W o o d c u t s , and Sketches by Florence 
W y m a n Iv ins , in Class room B — t h r o u g h N o v e m b e r 19. 

CRICHTON BROTHERS 
G O L D S M I T H S & S I L V E R S M I T H S 

IN N E W Y O R K , 6 3 6 F IFTH A V E N U E 
IN C H I C A G O . 622 S . M I C H I G A N A V E N U E IN L O N D O N , 22 O L D B O N D S T R E E T 

A pierced Dessert Service copied from a fine George III. model with 
Fru i t or Cake Baskets of the same period. The Dessert Stands are in 
various sizes, from 6'A to 10 inches' across. 
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A Possession 
for the Years 

N o pen can describe this poem in 
paint by H a r r y A . Vincent , A . N . A . 
It takes you in a flash into the bound
less outdoors where leafy aisles and 
tumbling water j o i n the azure of the 
sky i n an appeal that is not resistible. 
A n d t ru th and romance, fact and 
imagination a l l make sensitive the un
derstanding of even a chi ld. 

Noth ing l ike Superla Colortypes is 
made by the genius of man. E v e r y 
graded tone, brush-mark, color tex
ture, is repeated as the art ist put 
himself into his work . So true are 
these superb prints that the eye is 
challenged to tel l canvas f rom the 
printed replica. This Vincen t is one 
of a collection of paintings by re
nowned A m e r i c a n artists. I t is 21 x 26 
inches in size. 

The more you know about pictures, 
the more you w i l l appreciate these 
works of the master-plate-maker and 
color-printer. They are sold by good 
art dealers. I f yours is not included, 
send us his name and address and 
we w i l l see tha t y o u r w a n t s a r e 
supplied. Qual i ty and satisfaction are 
guaranteed. 

T H E U N I T E D STATES P R I N T I N G 

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

Fine Arts Division 

No. 0 E . 39TH ST. NEW YORK 

"Mystery of the Tropics " by Frederick J. I faugh 

M A R I N E S from the W E S T I N D I E S 
by F R E D E R I C K J. W A U G H 

N O V E M B E R 1ST-21ST 
October " A R T N O T E S " will be mailed on request 

(Title Registered) 

WILLIAM MACBETH 
I N C O R P O R A T E D 

450 Fifth Avenue : at Fortieth Street : New Y o r k 

E X H I B I T I O N G A L L E R Y of the 
S C R I B N E R B O O K S T O R E 
597 F I F T H A V E N U E - - N E W Y O R K 

O R I G I N A L P H O T O G R A P H S , D R A W I N G S 
P A I N T I N G S M A D E F O R P U R P O S E S O F 
B O O K O R M A G A Z I N E I L L U S T R A T I O N 

Porcelain as Gifts 

Have you ever loved a dog? 
If so you w i l l enjoy these porcelain statuettes. 
Appeal ing , playful, roguish, dignified, there is 
a statuette to fit each mood. M o d e l e d by 
sculptors who knew and loved animals and 

j sympathized wi th them. 
Remember these when you want to choose 
a gift o f i n d i v i d u a l i t y a n d c h a r a c t e r . 

Models of wild and domestic animals, birds and fishes. 

$12.00 to $65.00 
according to size and prominence of the artist. 

R O Y A L C O P E N H A G E N 
Porce la in and Danish A r t s , Inc. 

Just below 6 1 5 F i f th A v e n u e , 
the Cathedral N e w Y o r k C i t y 
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E L S I E dE W O L F E 
INTERIOR DECORATIONS 

One of a pair of small corner cabinets of finest descrip
tion in black'lacquer,gilded bronze mounts with red 

lacquer insets. Marble tops; original state. 

TWO WEST FORTY-SEVENTH 
N E W Y O R K CAT Y 

A Noteworthy Collection 
arge ga the r ing o f E a r l y A m e r i c a n H o o k e d R u g s , 
resu l t o f years o f d i s c r i m i n a t i n g sea rch t h r o u g h 

o u t N e w E n g l a n d a n d the l o w e r P r o v i n c e s o f o l d 
C a n a d a . 

A c lose ly h o o k e d rug , cen te r h a v i n g b o u q u e t o f v a r i 
c o l o r e d f lowers o n c r e a m g r o u n d , wave p a t t e r n 

b o r d e r , t a n against sapph i re b l u e . 
O N EXHIBITION A N D SALE at 

E L I Z A B E T H - H R O W E Inc 
Interior Decorations 

4 West 40thStreet- New York 

christmas Is coming 
Have you begun to think of that Christmas list? 

Look through the following pages, a pad and pencil at your side. 
M a k e out your list, send a check and Miss Walton will do the rest. 

The Goose Girl, 4 : 11" Silhouettes 
Pied Piper of Hamelin (below) 

W o o d B l o c k s , C o l o r P r i n t s , E t ch ings 
T O N I L A N D A U P H O T O G R A P H I C C O . 
1 E A S T 4 5 t h S T R E E T N E W Y O R K 

M I L C H galleries 
— a M E R I c A N = 

P A I N T I N G S 
and S C U L P T U R E 

Exhibitions 
Throughout 

the 
Season 

Latest Booklet 
sent 07i request 

108 W e s t 
57th St. 

N E W Y O R K 
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MONTAGUE FLAGG, Inc. 
42 East 57th Street 

N E W Y O R K 

Carved Oak Settle 
English—dated 1 7 0 9 

Eng l i sh and F r e n c h Furn i tu re 

Pictures and Tapestries o f the 17th 

and 18th Centur ies 

Specimen of Hooked Rug at $75.00 

B. Altman & Co 
are specially featuring a splendid collection of 

Colonial Hooked Rugs 
which will directly appeal to those interested 

in the assembling of Georgian and pre-
Revolutionary interior furnishings 
Remarkable values are offered at 

$20.00 tO $75.00 
The collection is displayed on the Fifth Floor 

3\iti\ Aufttup—ffflaiitHOtt Kvennt 

QHprtg-fmtrllt anti Sihirtu-fiftlj g'trerta 

JJcui f o r k 

ELSIE COBB WILSON 

Empire Commode, walnut and gold—Antique Gold 
Mirror—pair Walnut Floiuer Stands 

I N T E R I O R D E C O R A T I O N S 
A N T I Q U E S 

33 East 57th Street - N E W Y O R K C I T Y 

Washington, D . C—808 Seventeenth Street, N . W . 

M A C B R I D E 
O F 

" T H E HOUSE OF T H R E E G A B L E S " 
IT WEST .-1ST ST., NEW Y O R K 

DECORATIVE INTERIORS 

©ne of our Special 
V i c t r o l a Cabinets, $195.00 
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A p o l o g i e s : 

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

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

P a g e 1 1 s h o u l d a p p e a r h e r e . 
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S C R I B N E R ' S 
Fifth j\*Venue ^Section 

Peg. U. S.Patint (%f. 

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

F I N D T H E M O S T A L L U R I N G T H I N G S 
Yes, you can purchase any 
of these you wish. Just 
send a check (payable to 
Charles Scribner's Sons) 
to Miss Walton at Scrib
ner's Magazine, 597 Fifth 
Avenue. She will purchase 
them for you or give ad
dresses where they can be 

obtained. 

Quaint game-cock teapots come from England and have not been seen here in many 
years. Of Minton ware, $7.50. The white bear, evidently curious by disposition, will 
adorn your desk or table top post-haste for $5. He is of glazed china; while the patient 

brown bear is yearning for a trip to you. $4.50 will fetch him. 

A glint of gleaming brass catching the lights of a cherry fire—can't you picture these in your room ? An old 
Dutch milk-pail was the model for this sturdy pail of copper with heavy band and handle of brass—just the 
s'ze to hold logs for the fire. Diameter, 14 inches. $25. All the pieces were made in England, faithful copies 
of old ones, excellent in color and antique finish. The chestnut roaster could, if an ingenious owner desired, 
be used for popping 
corn with the addi
tion of a fine meshed 
lining. 23 inches long. 
$15. Thehearth-stand 
8 inches high, $6. 
Toasting-fork — the 
children love it for 
in a rsh mallows — 19 
inches long, $3. Bel

lows, $10. 

Candlewick spreads 
—the mere name con
jures up the charming 
old pieces. These are 
madeentirely by hand 
by the mountaineers, 
much as in the olden 
days. With white or 
colored tufting, pink 
or blue on unbleached 
muslin. Its extra 
length and full size 
makes it exceedingly 
practical. Single size, 
72 x 90, $25; double, 

88 x 100, $30. 

An old ship's lan
tern was the in
spiration for this 
lantern, suitable 
for a ball light or 
marking the en
trance to the 
English stucco 
cottage. $20. It 
can be fitted for 

electricity. 
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IS E a s t 56th Street 
N E W Y O R K 

N E W I M P O R T A T I O N S 

S U I T A B L E F O R 

C H R I S T M A S G I F T S 

O F 

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

I N 

China, glass & Pottery 

I l lus t ra ted H a n d - B o o k of the bet 
ter known marks b y which C h i n a 
can be identif ied sent on receipt 
of seventy-five cents in s tamps 

Merry Xmas 1921 
G I F T S 

i n u n u s u a l variety, style and quan t i t y 
embraced i n our Stock this Season. 

B O O K S 
Rare and O l d . Sets and Single V o l 
umes i n beaut i fu l B ind ings . Books 
o n A r t Subjects. C h i l d r e n ' s Books 
and G i f t Books i n a l l Languages. 

X M A S C A R D S 
of Individual i ty—executed i n Correct 
Style . Leather Goods. Brass Goods. 
C a l e n d a r s . I m p o r t e d N o v e l t i e s . 

B R E N T A N O ' S 
B o o k s e l l e r s to the W o r l d 

Fifth Avenue N e w Y o r k 

Anti-
wrinkle 

Cream 
The outstanding achieve
ment of Elizabeth Arden ' s 
recent research work i n 
Paris. $2. By mai l . 

S e n d for booklet "The Quest of 
the Beautiful," describing all the 
A r t i e n V e n e t i a n P r e p a r a t i o n s . 

E L I Z A B E T H A R D E N 
673-N F i f t h Avenue 

255 Rue St. Honore. Paris 
New Y o r k 

Mil F I T T I N G T H E N A R R O W F O O T 

SHoECRAFT 
Although ShoeCraft 
prices are now appre
ciably lower than in 
p r e v i o u s seasons, 
S h o e C r a f t Shoes 
retain their unques
tioned supremacy in 
style and their char
acteristic snug fit at 
heel, 
Send /or Folders S-u, show
ing latest designs. Post 
prepaid. Fit guaranteed. 

S H O E C R A F T SHOP 
[ W I D T H S AAflA T O E - LENGTHS I TO 10 

; A K 0 I . I £ — A patent leather 
xf jrd quaint ly Moan- toed 
ml l o w - h e e l e d — in the 
node's best &1C Ct\ 
nanuer. 1 D . D U 

714 F l f i l i A v e n u e 
\bet. 55th and 56th Sts. 

N e w Y o r k 
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O V I N G T O N ' S 
* "The Gift Shop of Fifth Avenue " 

Fifth Avenue 
A t 39th Street 

L A M P S t a l l a n d s m a l l , cosy and 
stately—dignined floor lamps and 

dainty table lamps — lamps in almost i n 
finite variety are here for your sele t ion. 

A n d at Ovington's new home you wi l l 
find not only charming lamps but 1 ter-
ally hundreds of other gift suggestions 
equally as pleasing. 



EACH package of sweets i n Whi tman ' s Qual i ty G r o u p has a "personality" 
al l its own . It is an ind iv idua l conception, distinct i n its assortment and 

appearance. Whether your selection is the Sampler or the Pleasure Island 
or the Fussy Package or any of the others, it w i l l be unl ike any other candy 
package i n the wor ld , yet true to the Whi tman ' s standard of quality—famous 
since 1842. At the store that shows the Whitman's sign. 

S T E P H E N F. W H I T M A N 6k S O N , Inc., Philadelphia, U . S. A . 
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Latest Doran 

Books C O Q U E T T E Frank Swinnerton 
"The same tense emotional quality, the same force and t h r i l l and passion which 
made N O C T U R N E an art is t ic achievement vibrate again through C O Q U E T T E . " 
— N e w Y o r k Times. $1.90 

T H R E E SOLDIERS John Dos Passos 
"It is difficult to speak calmly of T H R E E S O L D I E R S . However viewed i t is so 
good that I am tempted to topple from m y cr i t ica l perch and go up and down the 
street w i t h banners and drums. I say Dos Passos is a genius."—John Peale Bishop, 
E d i t o r of Vanity Fair. $2.00 

THE THIRTEEN TRAVELLERS 
Hugh Walpole 

" A hugely enjoyable book. It is a pleasure to 
have the chance to tell others how delightful 
it is. It is sure to creep up and hold on in the 
list of favorites."—Philadelphia Public Ledger. 

$2.00 
THE TREMBLING OF A LEAF 

W. Somerset Maugham 
A n unforgettable study 'of the effect of the 
Islands of the Pacific upon the white man, re
calling in its ruthless power certain scenes 
from T H E M O O N A N D S I X P E N C E . $1.90 

LIZA OF LAMBETH 
W. Somerset Maugham 

A love idyl of a g i r l of the London tenements, 
poignant and inexpressibly tender, said to 
rival in power T H E M O O N A N D S I X P E N C E 
and OF H U M A N B O N D A G E . $1.75 

LOVERS AND FRIENDS 
E. F. Benson 

With characteristic charm and wit ty dialogue 
M r . Benson tells the story of a practical 
young dreamer and a very modern g i r l who 
didn't believe in cherishing illusions. $1.90 

I HAVE ONLY MYSELF TO BLAME 
Elizabeth Asquith Bibesco 

Finely cut, gem-like short stories from a very 
new, a definitely fresh point of view. This 
observer has her perceptions keyed to top 
pitch and has all the lively wit and keen anal
ysis of her clever mother, Margot Asquith. 

$2.00 

ROSE AND ROSE E. V. Lucas 
A new novel by the author of T H E V E R 
M I L I O N B O X , V E R E N A I N T H E M I D S T , 
etc., with his characteristic blend of worldl i -
ness and romance. $1.90 

SIGHT UNSEEN and THE CONFES
S I O N Mary Roberts Rinehart 
"When we get two short novels by Mrs . Rine
hart in a single book and for the price of one 
•—well, mark that day in red on the fiction cal
endar."—Boston Herald. "The kind of a 
study of fear and conscience that Hawthorne 
might have written." — Philadelphia Public 
Ledger. $1.75 

RED MEEKINS W. A. Fraser 
There's a genuine whiff of balsam about the 
rugged figure of Red, mixed with the acrid 
odors of smoke and frying bear steak. A 
book about the men who live alone in the 
white northern spaces. $1.90 

DODO WONDERS— E. F. Benson 
Dodo, Benson's first creation, made h im fa
mous over night. A n d no wonder. Charming, 
witty and daring, there is nothing she would
n't do or say. Now she is back again, more 
recklessly herself than ever. $1.90 

THE PILGRIM OF A SMILE 
Norman Davey 

"It is so good humoredly ironic i t reminds us 
of the best of the French. It would have been 
a credit to Boccaccio in his prime."—Chicago 
News. $2.00 

G E O R G E - H . D O R A N C O M P A N Y 
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T H E C A R E E R 

O F D A V I D 

N O B L E 

By F R A N C E S 
P A R K I N S O N K E Y E S 

The struggle between New 
England Puritanism and Con
tinental freedom is the main 
theme of this novel, which tells 
of the molding and bending of 
two conflicting temperaments 
and characters in the throes of 
a tenacious passion. The au
thor, wife of Senator Keyes of 
New Hampshire, is well known 
to magazine readers. Her 
"Letters from a Senator's 
W i f e " are appearing regularly 
in a popular monthly. $1.00 

T H E W I N G S 

O F T I M E 

By E L I Z A B E T H 
N E W P O R T H E P B U R N 

A novel that brings home a 
too-often-forgotten truth—life 
is something more than falling 
i n love. Friendships, ambi
tions, work have to be taken 
into account. The heroine of 
this novel has a happy, satis
fying romance, but her life is 
full to overflow with more than 
that. $1.90 

In Four Volumes 

M R . P U N C H ' S 
H I S T O R Y O F 

M O D E R N E N G L A N D 
" Volumes I and II now ready 

Volumes III and IV published Spring 1922 

A chronicle of life i n E n g l a n d d r a w n in i ts essentials 
from the pages of the wor ld- famous Punch—a his
to ry of the V i c t o r i a n s w r i t t e n b y themselves. N o 
h i s to r ica l l i b r a r y is complete w i t h o u t i t , no s tudent 
can afford to pass i t by , and no searcher for p iquan t 
reading need go further for u t ter sat isfact ion. T h e 
i l lus t ra t ions—over 5 0 0 in the four volumes—repre
sent the best w o r k of Punch's ar t is ts . 

As requests for the first edition wil l be filled in order of their re
ceipt we suggest that you mail your order (to your bookseller, if 
convenient) at once. Order by set only. Volumes I and I I wil l 
be sent you at once. Volumes I I I and I V next Spring. Remit 
for the entire set with order ($20) or for two volumes now ($10) 
and for two in the Spring ($10). 

T H E P R E S E N T S T A T E O F O L D 

E N G L I S H F U R N I T U R E B y R . w . S Y M O N D S 

A practical handbook on old English furniture by a well-known 
English dealer in antiques. It outlines the history of English 
furniture, discusses the essential qualities of design, proportion, 
etc., and examines the present condition of antique furniture. 

With 96 illustrations from photographs. $20.00 

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

A N D W A L E S By T . F R A N C I S B U M P U S 

A new, inclusive edition of the author's well-known work originally 
published in three volumes, thoroughly revised and brought down 
to date. Withfrontispiece in colorand32half-toneillustrations. S5.00 

W E S T M I N S T E R A B B E Y B Y M A R Y S T U R G E O N 

A n account of the famous Abbey in its connection with English 
life. The author treats her subject broadly, pointing out the 
significance of what a visitor to the Abbey sees. With etched 
frontispiece and 15 exquisite drawings by Louis Wcirter. $7.50 

S T O R I E S F R O M D A N T E 
By S U S A N 

C U N N I N G T O N 
The author does for Dante what Lamb did for Shakespeare, pro
viding a v iv id introduction to the great Italian for those who 
might never attempt his study otherwise. With 16 full-color il
lustrations by Evelyn Paid. $2.25 

4 4 3 F o u r t h A v e . F R E D E R I C K A . S T O K E S C O M P A N Y N e w Y o r k 
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G O O D books m o u l d character just as surely as s u r r o u n d 
ings and associates. T h e ideals a n d aspirations established 

by the favorite heroes o f c h i l d h o o d are never forgotten inf lu
ences i n later life. 

Fo r every youngster, f r o m kiddies o f six to the boy or g i r l 
o f fourteen, there is a Bradley book , o r series o f books . F ine , 
wholesome li terature cover ing a wide range of subjects. N o t a b l e 
for the mastery a n d s k i l l o f the authors . Beau t i fu l books , w e l l 
p r in ted , at tractively i l lustrated, handsomely b o u n d . D o n ' t 
merely " buy a b o o k " for the boy . A s k for— 

Bradley Quality Books for Children 
Once Upon a Time Animal Stories 

Illustrated by Power O'Malley. 
By C a r o l y n S. Bailey 

Price $1.25 
T h e animals in these stories talk, work and play much like human beings and the result 

of their activities convey valuable moral lessons. C h i l d r e n never tire of hearing about 
animals to which human traits are attributed. 

Hero Stories By C a r o l y n Sherwin Bailey. Illustrated. Price $1.50 
Stories of the great heroes and heroines of history. Especially adapted for the child's 

reading during the age of hero worship. 

Firelight Stories . By C a r o l y n Sherwin Bailey. Illustrated. Price $1.50 
A collection of nearly fifty adapted folk tales taken from the folk lore of the Norwegians, 

Celts, English, A m e r i c a n Indians, the southern negroes and from New England. 

Ask your bookseller for Bradley Quality Books 

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

J O H N M A R T I N ' S B O O K For Children From Three to Ten 

O H N M A R T I N ' S B O O K is as necessary to 
your children as food, for it is soul food. It 

is as important as clothes, for it is a mental gar
ment of joy, clean thinking, and high ideals. 
J O H N M A R T I N ' S B O O K is an institution and 
not a commercial enterprise. It is devoted first 
and always to the sincere purpose of making hap
pier, finer and nobler LITTLE AMERICANS. 
John M a r t i n has had and will have the encour
agement and support of right-thinking AMERI
CAN PARENTS. 

W H A T IS J O H N M A R T I N ' S B O O K ? 
I T IS A L I F E T I M E I N V E S T M E N T 
in happiness, good taste, moral sense, 
and ideal thought. It is a book all 
children need but have never before 
been given until John Mar t i n devel
oped his book. It is more of a book than 
a magazine. I t is full of pictures in one 
and two colors, strongly bound, and 
crowded with all that is best for the 
child. 

THINGS T O D O A N D T O M A K E 
Every issue of J O H N M A R T I N ' S 
B O O K contains a treasure store of pages 
devoted to things to do and make. Those 
who love and know the child's endless 
activity of mind wil l appreciate what 
this feature alone means to the busy 

mother and teacher. Countless amusing and edu
cational pages will appear as the merry months 
come and go, leaving impressions and benefits of 
incalculable good to the child. 

IT IS A B O O K FRIEND 
Yes, it is a friend and playmate who gives the 
children songs, games, things to do, fairy-tales, 
history, nature and Bible stories. It sparkles with 
whimsical F U N and fellowship. In fact, it holds 
the very heart of normal and happy childhood. 

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

Oh, the pathetic boredom of these 
leaden hours ! Sympathetic mothers 
and nurses know that they are harder 
to bear than pain. J O H N M A R T I N ' S 
B O O K is a constant resource and joy; 
and for long journeys by land or sea 
J O H N M A R T I N cures boredom and 
builds self-reliance. 

AND S U R P R I S E S 

Every little Subscriber receives a pretty 
C H R I S T M A S C A R D and a merry 
Introduction Letter from John Mar t i n 
himself. 

(AN IDEAL GIFT THAT LASTS FOURTEEN 
MONTHS AND LIVES A LIFETIME) 

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

• J O H N M A R T I N ' S B 
B O O K R O O M F O R YOUR 

C H I L D R E N 
is a charming spot where the 
B E S T B O O K S , not all books, are 
beautifully displayed, courteously 
presented and intelligently se
lected. It is— 

A N A T I O N A L C E N T E R 
for advice to earnest parents about 
truly formative literature for chil
dren of all ages. 

R E C O R D Y O U R N A M E 
to receive without cost "John Mar
tin's Best Book List." 

33 W e s t 49th St. . N E W Y O R K 
• "At llic fifth liale tree" B 

FOURTEEN MONTHS FOR $4.00 
T h i s offer expires D e c e m b e r 31st, 1921-

and is for n e w subscribers only 
J O H N M A R T I N 

33 West 49th St., New York 
I am interested in your S P E C I A L O F F E R . Attached you wi l l 

find $4.00 (Canada $4.50) for Fourteen Months' Subscription to John 
Mart in 's Book (The Child's Magazine) which please send to 
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The F L A M I N G FOREST 
By James Oliver Curwood 

Author of " The Valley of Silent Men," " The River's End," etc. 

T H E O D O R E R O O S E V E L T , following his famous father in his 
ibili ty to estimate a noteworthy book in a few lines, says of this 

new novel: " I have read with great interest M r . Curwood's book, 
'The Flaming Forest. ' It is excellent. It is good, clean adventure 
in the open 'spaces.' " Call for it today—Price, $2.00 

From one of 
Louderback's 
Illustrations 

The PRIDE of P A L O M A R 
A Triumphant Romance of the New West 

By Peter B. Kyne 
Y O U ' L L find laughter in it, moist eyes, wonderful romance and mag
nificent bluff. Its author stirred a mil l ion hearts last year with his 

story " K i n d r e d of the D u s t . " A n d already " T h e Pride of Palomar" 
is one of the most widely-discussed novels of years—a story so " a l i v e " 
that you ' l l want to cheer for the people in it. 

Wherever Boots are Sold—$2.00 

119 west 40 th Street. New York. 

N E W B O O K S 
A r t • Science • Business 

M O D E R N T E N D E N C I E S IN S C U L P T U R E . By Lorado Taf t . 
Lovers of art have given it a cordial welcome. A charming and instructive volume written in the inimitable 

style of the creator of the Fountains. Four hundred twenty-nine illustrations. Royal octavo. $5.00, postpaid $5.20. 

T H E G R A P H I C A R T S . 
A study of the processes of the graphic arts: drawing, 

the greatest living authority on the subject. Ready soon. 

By Joseph Pennell . 
printing, engraving, etching, lithographing; by 

One hundred fifty illustrations. Royal octavo. 
$5.00, postpaid $5.20. 

By H . H . Newman. 
Historical survey and present status of doctrines. 

By L . C . Marsha l l . 

E V O L U T I O N , G E N E T I C S , A N D E U G E N I C S . 
Most thoughtful people are interested in these subjects. 

Illustrated. $3.75, postpaid $3.90. 

BUSINESS A D M I N I S T R A T I O N . 
Designed to help the modern business man solve his problems of policy, organization, and operation. In 

dealing with concrete situations it " gets down to brass tacks." The man who is or wishes to be an administrator 
will appreciate this book. Ready in December. $4.00, postpaid $4.20. * 

I N T R O D U C T I O N T O T H E S C I E N C E 
O F S O C I O L O G Y . By Robert E . Park and Ernest W . Burgess. 

Nothing better for the person who desires a foundation for real sociological understanding. 
$4.50, postpaid $4.70. 

M A D E L I N E M c D O W E L L B R E C K I N R I D G E . By Sophonisba P. Breckinridge. 
A n inspiring biography of a noted social worker. $2.50, postpaid $2.65. 

Our new fall catalogue will be sent free upon request. 

T H E U N I V E R S I T Y Of CHICAGO P R E S S 
5906 Ellis Avenue - Chicago, Illinois 
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Two Novels of the Sort That 
Vigorous People Like to Read 

Cosmopolitan Book Corporation 



Which 
of these 
two men 
has learned 
the secret of 15 minutes a day? 

T h e secret is c o n t a i n e d in the free b o o k o f f e r e d b e l o w . U n t i l y o u h a v e r e a d it y o u h a v e n o 
idea h o w m u c h 15 m i n u t e s a d a y c a n m e a n in g r o w t h a n d success . S e n d for y o u r c o p y n o w . 

h E R E are two men, equally good-looking; equally 
well-dressed. Y o u see such men at every social 

gathering. One of them can talk of nothing beyond 
the mere day's news. The other brings to every sub
ject a wealth of side light and illustration that makes 
him listened to eagerly. 

He talks like a man who had traveled widely, though 
his only travels are a business man's trips. He knows 
something of history and biography, of 
the work of great scientists, and the writ
ings of philosophers, poets, and drama
tists. 

Ye t he is busy, as all men are, in the 
affairs of every day. How has he found 
time to acquire so rich a mental back
ground? When there is such a multitude 
of books to read, how can any man be 
well-read? 

The answer to this man's success—and to the 
success of thousands of men and women like him 
—is contained in a free book that you may have 
for the asking. In it is told the story of Dr. Eliot's 
great discovery, which, as one man expressed it, 
"does for reading what the invention of the tele
graph did for communication." From his lifetime 
of reading, study, and teaching, forty years of it 
as President of Harvard University, Dr . Eliot tells 
just what few books he chose for the most famous 
library in the world; why he chose them and how he has arranged 
them with notes and reading courses so that any man can get from 
them the essentials of a liberal education in even fifteen minutes 
a day. 

The booklet gives the plan, scope, and purpose of 

Dr. Eliot's Five-Foot 
Shelf of Books 

T h e F a s c i n a t i n g . P a t f i to a L i b e r a l E d u c a t i o n 

Every well-informed man and woman should at least 
know something about this famous library. 

The free book tells about it—how Dr . 
Eliot has put into his Five-Foot Shelf 
"the essentials of a liberal education," 
how he has so arranged it that even "fif
teen minutes a d a y " are enough, how in 
pleasant moments of spare time, by us
ing the reading courses D r . El io t has 
provided for you, you can get the knowl
edge of literature and life, the culture, 
the broad viewpoint, that every univer
sity strives to give. 

"For m e , " wrote one man who had sent in the 
coupon, "your little jree book meant a big step for
ward, and it showed me besides the way to a vast new 
world of pleasure." 

Every reader of N A T I O N A L G E O G R A P H I C is in
vited to have a copy of this handsome and enter
taining little book. It is free, it will be sent by 
mail, and involves no obligation of any sort. 

Merely clip the coupon and mail it today. 

P. F . C O L L I E R & S O N C O M P A N Y , N e w Y o r k 
P u b l i s h e r s o f G o o d B o o k s S i n c e 1875 

Send for 
this F R E E booklet 
that gives Dr. Eliot's 
own plan of reading 

P . F . C O L L I E R & S O N C O M P A N Y Sc. 11 -21 
416 W e s t T h i r t e e n t h Street , N e w Y o r k . 

By mail, absolutely free and without obligation, send me the little guide-book 
to the most famous books in the world, describing Dr. Eliot's Five-Foot Shelf 
of Books, and containing the plan of reading recommended by Dr . Eliot of Harvard. 
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M A R S H A L L J O N E S B O O K S 

Furniture of the Pilgrim Century 
1620-1720 

Including colonial Utensi ls and H a r d w a r e 
B y W A L L A C E N U T T I N G 

Illustrated with 1000 photographs b y the author 
hitherto unpubl ished. Price $15.00 

The Story of Jesus 
C o m p i l e d a n d arranged b y 

E T H E L N A T H A L I E D A N A 
C o n t a i n i n g 40 five-color reproductions of paintings 
b y Ital ian Pr imi t ives and B i b l e text. Price $16.50 

The Spirit of the Common Law 
B y R O S C O E P O U N D 

D e a n of the H a r v a r d L a w School 
T h e first of the D a r t m o u t h A l u m n i Lectureships . 

Price $2.50 

The Pilgrim Spirit 
Prepared for the P i l g r i m Tercentenary Commiss ion 

B y G E O R G E P . B A K E R 
Professor of E n g l i s h , H a r v a r d U n i v e r s i t y 

Cloth $1.50; paper 50 ds. 

Circulars of important books and our descriptive 
catalogue sent on request 

M A R S H A L L JONES C O M P A N Y , Pubiuher. 
212 Summer Street B O S T O N 

HISTORY 
WORLD 

A T A B A R G A I N 
£ will name our Bargain Price and easy terms of payment 
and mail free our 32 beautiful sample pages to all readers 

interested. A coupon for your convenience is printed at the 
bottom of this advertisement. Tear off the coupon, write name 
and address plainly and mail now before you forget it. 

Six Thousand Years of History 
romplete h i s to ry of a l l na t ions and peoples, anc ien t , 

med ieva l a n d m o d e r n . G e t th is H i s t o r y of the W o r l d and 
begin reading; it. R e a d it for the joy it wi l l give you; read it for the in
creased earning- capacity it wi l l bring- you; read it for the inspiration that 
will lead you toward better things. " Show me a family of readers," 
said Nacoleon, " a n d I wil l show you the people who rule the w o r l d . " 
M a i l the C o u p o n 

F R E E C O U P O N 

let the GREAT AUTHORITIES 

helpyou in your special 
problems with the CHILDREN 

bRINGING U P children, i n complex modern 
life, calls for more special knowledge than 
the wisest parents,—and prospective par-, 

ents,—can possibly have. The Parent's Library 
makes this special knowledge readily accessible. 
The Parent's Library consists of nine simple, concrete, 
non-technical, authoritative books on the topics that 
moat interest parents. Prepared under the direction of 
M . V . O'Shea, Professor of Education at the University 
of Wisconsin—acknowledged authority on Child Life. 

T H E P A R E N T ' S L I B R A R Y 
Maternity and Child Care, by Fanltaof Childhood and Youth. 
W. H. Gal hind, M. O. by Professor M . V. O'Shea 
The Proper Feeding/of Infanta, 
by W. H. GaJland. M. D. 
Diseases of Infancy and Child
hood, by W. H. Gafland, M. D 
First Stepa In Child Training;, 
bv Professor M_ V . O'Shen 

The Trend of the Teena, by 
Professor M. V. O'Shea 
Everyday Problems In Child 
Training, by Prof. M.V. O'Shea 
Putting Young* America In 
Tune, by Henrietta Weber 

The Home Guide to Good Reading;, 
by Prof. David Harrison Stevens 

Among these books is information you specially want. 
Put an X after the volumes you are particularly inter
ested in; we will send them to you, prepaid, to look over 
for five days. The price is $1.50 for each volume. Your 
money will be refunded in full i f not wholly satisfactory. 

O u r cata log is F R E E — l i s t i n g a n d de sc r ib ing 
over 100 va luable books for home s t u d y . 
Drake's Books r>fe on sale at all Book Stores. 

F . J . Drake & Co . , 1054 Michigan Ave.,Chicago,111. 

My Maiden Effort 
Isn't it "thrilling" to know how your 
favorite authors began to write? 
When you read the early adventures of the 
125 American authors who have contributed 
their autobiographical confessions to this 
unique book, you wi l l be surprised to find 
how many rivals Daisy Ashford had in this 
country. 
The book is published by The Authors ' 
League of America, and the proceeds go en
tirely to the fund for the support of author-
members who are i n need. This fund has 
been of good service in many worthy cases; 
it now requires new assistance. 
Everyone interested in the welfare of Amer
ican authors wil l own a copy of " M y Maiden 
Effort." Aside from its fine mission as a book, 
it is packed full of interesting notes and many 
bits of good advice to the newer writers, too. 
The coupon wi l l bring your copy. 

A U T H O R S ' L E A G U E O F A M E R I C A 
22 East Seventeenth St., New York. 

F o r w a r d me when ready a copy of " M y M a i d e n Ef for t ." con-
raining the autobiographical accounts of 125 authors a n d their 
earliest experiences. 1 am enclos ing $2. 

Name 

Address. 
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W E S T E R N N E W S P A P E R A S S O C I A T I O N f i x - a x ) 
1 4 0 S o . D e a r b o r n S t . , C h i c a g o , I I I . 

Please mail your 32-pQE-e free sample booklet of The History of the W o r l d , 
containing- sample page and photographs of great characters in history, and 
write me full particulars of your special offer to Scribner's Magazine readers. 



RUBINSTEIN 
Plcujsjbrt/ie Czar 

pamledJorrfie 
S T E I N W A Y 
C O L L E C T I O N 

Itj F. XpaLS<3\Iom 

S T E I N W A Y 
THE INSTRUMENT OF THE IMMORTALS 

hE who owns a Steinway is in the company 
of the great. Rubinstein, who charmed care 

from the heart of the Czar of all the Russias; Liszt, 
to whose home in Weimar came emperors and 
kings and prelates of the church to steep their souls 
in the solace of his art; Wagner, the giant of mod' 
ern music, dreamer of tone visions that are among 
the most precious inheritances of man; Paderewski, 
loved as an artist, revered as a man, who played 
his way across a continent to save his country! 

These are but a few of the towering figures of 
music to whom the Steinway has been 'not alone 
an instrument, but an inspiration." In homes of 
culture the world over; in palaces of royalty and 
nobility; in great conservatories of music every
where, the Steinway is the chosen piano. A n d 
the reason for this is simple — the materials which 
go into a Steinway are available to the whole 
world, but the genius which transmutes them into 
Steinway tone begins and ends with Steinway. 

Sleinrvay & Sons and their dealers have made it conveniently possible for music lovers to on>n a Steinway. 
Prices $875 and up, plus freight at points distant from Netv V'or\ 

S T E I N W A Y g S O N S , Steinway Hal l , 109 E . 14th Street, N e w York 



The Ardsley last is shown, above. Your local dealer can furnish these shoes, 
in black or tan calf or Cordovan; Style Nos. 58, 49, and 60 respectively. 
If not, we will ship to him the same day we receive his order. 

THERE is a certain something 
about expertly made shoes wh ich 

gives them an unmistakable air. 
You ' l l find it in Nettleton Shoes of 
W o r t h . 

A n d they retain this smartness 
months after mediocre shoes have 

been discarded. Comfortable; good 
looking; each day lowering their 
original cost. 

A booklet, "F ive Thousand M i l e 
Shoes," explains h o w Nettleton 
shoes are made and w h y they give 
such service. W r i t e for a copy. 

Nettleton 
Shoes of worth 

A . E. N E T T L E T O N C O M P A N Y Makers of Qentlemen's Fine Shoes S Y R A C U S E , N . Y . , U . S. A . 



BOOKS A R E L I K E PEOPLE 
Y O U M U S T L I V E W I T H T H E M 
T O K N O W T H E M 

O u r subscript ion p lan now makes i t possible for y o u to own and l ive w i t h 
tlje works of any or a l l of the standard authors listed below. 

The-edi t ions are a l l authorized and definitive. The volumes represent the 
best of A m e r i c a n bookmaking — printed on specially made and water
marked deqkle-edged paper, from beautiful clear type, and bound in c loth 
or morocco to suit the v a r y i n g tastes. 

I f y o u ever had a desire to have a l ib ra ry of your own—we w i l l help you . 
I f y o u ever wanted to own good books, books that give joy and pride in 
possession — fill out and send coupon by next mai l . 

" One set at a time or all at one time —you should own these books." 

C H A R L E S S C R I B N E R S S O N S 
597 F I F T H A V E N U E , N E W Y O R K CITY ' ' 

Send, without.obligation on my part, information concerning your subscription plan and details about 
the sets which I have checked: 

[ ] B A R R I E 
] DAVIS 

[ ] D I C K E N S 
[ ] F I E L D 

[ ] IBSEN 
[ ] J A M E S 
[ ] K I P L I N G 
[ ] M E R E D I T H 

[ ] M I T C H E L L 
[ ] P A G E 
[ ] P A R K E R 
[ ] P A R K M A N 

] F O E 
[ ] H A S T I N G S 
[ ] SMITH 
[ ] S T E V E N S O N 

[ ] T H A C K E R A Y 
[ ] T O L S T O I 
[ ] T U R G E N I E F F 
[ ] V A N D Y K E . 
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Vigilance 
THE V A L U E T O T H E PUBLIC of 
the Bell System service is based 

on the reliability, promptness and 
accuracy of that service. 

As quality of service depends upon 
the economic operation of all tele
phone activities, vigilance begins 
where work begins. Science and en
gineering skill enter into the selection 
of all raw materials; and into the 
adapting and combining of these ma
terials to the end that the finished 
product may be most efficient in 
operation and endurance, and pro* 
duced at the least cost. 

A series of progressive tests are 
made at every step during the trans
formation of these materials into tele
phone plant and equipment. And 

when all these complicated devices, 
with their tens of thousands of deli
cately constructed parts, are set in 
operation they are still subjected to 
continuous, exhaustive tests. 

As the best of materials and the 
most complete machinery is of little 
value without correct operation, the 
same ceaseless vigilance is given to the 
character of service rendered in pro
viding telephone communication for 
the public. 

Such constant vigilance in regard 
to every detail of telephone activity 
was instrumental in upholding stand
ards during the trials of reconstruc
tion. And this same vigilance has 
had much to do with returning the 
telephone to the high standard of 
service it is now offering the public. 

" B E L L S Y S T E M " 

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

AND ASSOCIATED COMPANIES 
One Policy, One System, Universal Service, and all directed 
toward Better Service 
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M A G A Z I N E N O T E S 

C H A U N C E Y M . D E P E W , over sixty 
years in public life, for more than a half 
century wi th a great railway, for twelve 
years a senator of the Uni ted States, has 
in his eighty-eighth year set down his 
v i v i d memories of the long, interesting, 
and important series of events and the 
makers of events of his lifetime. M r . 
Depew, as chairman of the board of 
directors of the N e w Y o r k Central , is i n 
active connection wi th business to-day. 

F R E D E R I C K P O L L E Y , whose home 
is i n Indianapolis, w i l l be remembered 
for his interesting graphic impressions 
of New Y o r k C i t y which appeared i n the 
Magazine just a year ago. 

M A R Y S Y N O N , a well-known C h i 
cago newspaper woman, has writ ten a 
number of notable short stories and 
articles which have appeared i n SCRIB-
N E R ' S and elsewhere. 

L I L L I A N M A Y F I E L D R O B E R T S 
is a West Virginian , a recent graduate 
of Wesleyan College, and at one time a 
pupi l of Joyce Ki lmer . 

E U G E N E E . P R U S S I N G completes 
in this number the historical account of 
George Washington's successful financ
ing, pieced together from rare original 
documents and sources. 

A M Y L O W E L L , pioneer and acknowl
edged leader of the new movement in 
poetry, is the sister of President Lowel l , of 
Harvard . Her volumes are valued espe
cial ly by a l l students of free-verse forms. 

H E L E N E . S P R I N G E R was the first 
white woman to penetrate the lit t le-
known wildernesses of the Belgian Congo 
and to come into close contact wi th the 
native cannibals. Her story is compiled 
from the day-to-day entries in her note
book. 

V I O L A I . P A R A D I S E , author of " B y 
M a i l , " has interviewed many expert tea 
and coffee tasters and perfume makers, 

and has obtained first-hand accounts of 
the technic of their professions. 

L O U I S D O D G E , whose stories, 
" N a n c y , " "Bonn ie M a y , " etc., a r e f a -
miliar to a l l readers of SCRIBNER'S, lives 
in St. Louis . " T h e Sidewalks of. N e w 
Y o r k " was writ ten when he came East 
to report the Dempsey-Carpentier fight 
for the St. Louis Globe-Democrat. 

E L S I E V A N D E W A T E R H O P P E R 
appears i n SCRLBNER'S for the first time 
wi th a story founded on her foreign ob
servations. She lives i n Trenton, N . J . 

H A R D W I C K E N E V I N is a member of 
the well-known family of composers and 
writers, and devotes most of his time to 
poetry. 

W I N I F R E D K I R K L A N D , of Ashe-
ville, N . C , has contributed short stories 
and essays to many periodicals. She is 
the author of several volumes. 

W . J . H E N D E R S O N , one of the fore
most of American musical critics, pleads 
guilty and not gui l ty—with his usual 
wit and candor—to the charges most 
often brought against members of his 
profession. 

M A U R I C E F R A N C I S E G A N was 
for years Uni ted States Minis ter to Den
mark. He has also taught English, been 
an editor, lecturer, and translator, and 
written widely on many subjects. 

J A M E S B O Y D is a young author 
whose first appearance i n SCRIBNER'S was 
made with his story, " T h e Sound of a 
Voice , " in the August number. 

N O R A W A L N , a native of Pennsyl
vania, has just spent a year in Ch ina i n 
intimate touch with Chinese family life. 

F R A N K W E I T E N K A M P F is head 
of the art and print division of the 
New Y o r k Publ ic L ib ra ry . H i s volume, 
" H o w to Appreciate Pr in t s , " has gone 
into many editions. 
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R E T A I L " D E P A R T M E N T 

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

•BOOKSELLERS— O L D & N E T V 

T T • 

T H E N E W E S T B O O K S include two more volumes of M r s . A s -
quith 's astonishing autobiography; another of L o r d Frederic H a m i l 
ton's delightful volumes, " H e r e , There and E v e r y w h e r e " ; a most 
useful book on our early Amer ican furniture, " T h e Furn i tu re of the 
P i l g r i m Century , 1620-1720," by Wal lace N u t t i n g , w i th numerous 
i l lustrat ions; a beautiful book on " O l d Inns ," by Cec i l A l d i n ; D r . 
Di l lon ' s " M e x i c o " ; " M y Li fe H e r e and There , " the memoirs of the 
Princess Cantacuzene, nee J u l i a Dent G r a n t ; a new book by E d w a r d 
H u t t o n , " T h e Pageant of V e n i c e " ; and " L o n d o n R i v e r , " a most 
delightful book by H . M . Toml inson , author of " S e a and Jung le . " 
The new fiction includes: " H a r b o u r s of M e m o r y , " by W i l l i a m M c -

• Fee; " A a r o n ' s R o d , " by D . H . Lawrence; " T h e B r i a r y B u s h , " b y 
F l o y d D e l l , author of " M o o n C a l f " ; and " T h e Charmed C i r c l e , " 
by E d w a r d A l d e n Jewel l , and a new book of short stories by M a x w e l l 
Struthers Bu r t , inc luding " E a c h in H i s O w n Genera t ion ," which 
won the O. H e n r y prize for the best short story in the year 1920. 

V Y • 

C O L L E C T O R S O F R A R E B O O K S wi l l find in the Rare Book; D e 
partment an unusual gathering of choice and desirable items. F i r s t > i 
editions, " S p o r t i n g " books, beautiful bindings, color-plate books, p r i 
vately printed books, and other treasures newly arr ived from L o n d o n . 

N E W F R E N C H B O O K S are: "Suzanne et le Paci f ique ," by Jean 
Gi raudoux; " L e P i l o r i , " by Maur i ce Ros tand ; " L e s Rus t iques , " 
by Louis Per igaud; "He lene en F l e u r , " by P a u l F o r t ; " I I faut 
marier J e a n ! Preseances," by Francois M a u r i a c ; " L e Cure des 
Avranches , " by Emmanue l Denarie; and " F r a n c i a . His to i re i l lus-
tree de la France ," by Joseph Reinach (Polybe). 

Mail and telephone orders receive special attention 

V V V 

C H A R L E S S C R I B N E R ' S S O N S , F i f t h A v e n u e 

B O O K S E L L E R S , P U B L I S H E R S , I M P O R T E R S 
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Clergy Seat and Prayer Desk 

QUEEN V I C T O R I A gave her later years to 
the perpetuation of her deceased consort's 
memory and ideals. As in the privacy of 

her own life she retained, in a very touching man
ner, every physical memento of his earthly 
presence as constant reminders of his lofty ideals 
and aspirations, so in many a public memorial, as 
most notably in the beautiful Albert Memorial 
here portrayed, did she seek to perpetuate the 
memory of his life for future generations. 

For bereaved husband or wife there is likewise 
truest solace in thus honoring their loved ones. 
T o place such a memento within the sacred 
House of Worship where spirit communes with 
spirit and all are one with God seems most fitting 
and proper. 

Lending itself so readily under our artists' ski l l 

ful chisels to a thousand varied forms, wood of 
the living oak is made to live again in sculptured 
forms of Saints and Angels, in delicate traceries 
of rood screen or pulpit, or in superbly fashioned 
chairs and sedilias. 

The memorial which you give may be as simple 
or elaborate as your circumstances dictate. It 
may be a small lectern—or a complete altar. But 
in any case its workmanship at the hands of our 
patient craftsmen wi l l be faultless. It wil l be a 
worthy and notable acquisition for your favorite 
church and a beautiful and everlasting witness 
of your sentiment. 

The selection of such an individual memorial is 
a loving task. Send for our literature—which 
tells you more about this beautiful and age-old 
custom of memorial giving. 

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

N E W Y O R K 
Address Genera! Offices 

C H I C A G O 

American Seating Company 
B O S T O N 

4 East Jackson Boulevard 

It will assist us greatly if you will give us the name of the church you have in mind. 
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T h e Fiery CreSCent g i g a n t i c t r a n s f o r m a t i o n . . . w h o s e 

' r e s u l t s m u s t a f f ec t a l l m a n k i n d . . . " 

of Mohammed— 

Is It Again 
O n The Rise? 

LOTHROP STODDARD 
Author of T H E R I S I N G T I D E O F C O L O R , makes a startling 

assertion in his new book 

T h e N e w Wor ld 
of Islam 

A n analysis of the economic, social, po l i t i ca l , 
and religious energy now manifest throughout 
the M o s l e m wor ld . Aga ins t the d ramat ic 
background of the amazing his tory of I s l am, 
M r . S toddard has wr i t t en an arresting and 
highly significant book. With map. $ 3 . 0 0 

Russia from the 
American Embassy 

By David R. Francis 

The United States ambassador to Russia, 
first under the Czar, then under Kerensky, and 
finally under Lenin and Trotzky, tells here, for 
the first time, his full story of those momentous 
days. It includes an interesting estimate of 
Bolshevism and its leaders. Illustrated. $3.50 

Four Years in the 
Underbrush 
By a Novelist of Note 

" . . . I walked out of the National Arts 
Club into the underbrush of the greatest jungle 
of civilization. . . . 

' 'Dur ing four eventful years I remained in 
the underbrush—the world of the unskilled 
working woman of New Y o r k . " 

These are the first words of one of the most ab
sorbing human documents of recent times. $2.50 

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

M y L i f e 
Here and There 
By Princess Cantacuzene, nee 

Julia Dent Grant 

Included in these entertaining and note
worthy memoirs are personal reminiscences of 
General Grant and his last days; diplomatic life 
in Vienna; Washington and New Y o r k society 
during a brilliant period, and life in Russia as 
the bride of Prince Cantacuzene. 

Illustrated. $3.00 

F u l l Up and F e d U p 
By Whiting Williams 

This record of experiences does for the Bri t i sh 
workman what "What ' s on the Worker's 
M i n d " did for the American. 

M r . Wi l l i ams worked in Glasgow, Coventry, 
and many other Brit ish cities devoted to great 
industries. The impressions which make the 
book notable* cover his contacts with workers in 
all parts of the country. #2.50 

F I F T H A V E N U E , N E W Y O R K 
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M y Brother 
Theodore 

Roosevelt 
" I n g i v i n g to t h e p u b l i c 

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

s o n a l r e c o l l e c t i o n s , I d o so b e 

c a u s e o f t h e a t t i t u d e o f t h a t 

v e r y p u b l i c t o w a r d m y 

b r o t h e r . T h e r e is n o s a c r i 

l ege i n s h a r i n g s u c h m e m 

o r i e s w i t h t h e p e o p l e w h o 

h a v e l o v e d h i m a n d w h o m h e 

l o v e d so w e l l . " 

—From the Author's Preface. 

B y C O R I N N E R O O S E V E L T 

R O B I N S O N 

No, Mrs . Robinson, there is no sacrilege 
in your allowing us to share with you and 
yours the memories of your great brother. 
Your loving handiwork, well and truly done, 
will inspire countless numbers in this and 
every other generation. One hears so much 
everywhere these days about the lack of 
home life, especially in the United States, 
that to read your beautiful story is an anti
dote more refreshing than just words can 
tell. 

I feel that, brilliant as the Roosevelt 
family has been, and is, the picture indel
ibly painted in my mind by the letters of 
your brother to his children and now framed 
so superbly by your sisterly account of his 
childhood, boyhood, youth and manhood, is 
but a reproduction of the masterpiece named 
"Happiness," copies of which may be found 
in hundreds of thousands of homes in these 
United States and, indeed, the world over. 

I read every word of your brother's let
ters to his children. They were inspiring. 

I was living in London at the time, and I 
believe I made myself something of a 
nuisance to my friends by exhorting them, 
one and all, to share my inspiration. When 
my friends had families, I urged them to 
read the book aloud, especially for the bene
fit of the younger members. That reading 
a chapter aloud to the "kiddies" was a 
wonderful character former in the days of 
our grandparents. 

It seems to me that your book should be 
read before "his" letters to his children. 
At least this would be my advice to any one 
seeking it and who had not yet read either. 
But that both should be read by young and 
old, white and black, is as obvious as hop
ing that every one will have breakfast to
morrow morning. 

Now that I have read your book and his 
letters to his children, I realize that he re
flected something far greater, far deeper, 
than just ordinary human love of his fel
low-man. 

— W . O R T O N T E W S O N in the Philadelphia Public Ledge 

With many illustrations, including several of the picture letters of his boyhood. Sj.00 
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W h e r e t h e 

S t r a n g e T r a i l s G o 

D o w n 
'By E . A L E X A N D E R P O W E L L 

Author of T H E E N D O F T H E T R A I L and 
T H E N E W F R O N T I E R S O F F R E E D O M 

"Adventuring after adventure " in the outposts of 
the tropics, A i r . Powell discovered a new world of 
mystery and color, talked with kings and slaves in 
forgotten islands, saw the exotic dances of beautiful 
savages, surprised the natives at their most intimate 
tribal rites, and picked his way through jungles 
where death in every eerie form lurked at the turn 
of the trail. 

In Siam, Cambodia, Borneo, Java, and the little 
islands of the Archipelago he travelled by every 
known means, seeking always the unusual. T o one 
who thinks the world holds nothing new there is a 
wealth of bizarre delights in this fascinating book. 

Illustrated. #2.50 

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

Westward 
Hoboes 

W I N I F R E D H A W K R I D G E D I X O N 

There were two "hobojes," both of them Boston 
women, on this fourteen-thousand-mile expedition. 
One acted as official photographer; the other has 
written a narrative which for sheer good fun and 
vivid description could hardly be surpassed. 

The,y shipped their automobile to Galveston and 
from there motored up through the R io Grande 
country and eventually—after they had seen the 
Indian Southwest as few white persons have seen it 
—north through the Rockies and home by way of 
the Northern States. "Westward Hoboes" is more 
diverting than fiction. Y o u can't escape reading it 
—some nature-loving or fun-loving or motoring 
friend will insist. 

With 64 of the finest Western photographs ever 
taken. $4.00 
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T h e 
A m e r i c a n i z a t i o n o f 

E d w a r d B o k 
T H E A U T O B I O G R A P H Y O F A D U T C H 

B O Y F I F T Y Y E A R S A F T E R 

Now in its T H I R D P R I N T I N G 

in the new $3 .OO'edition 

This "best se l ler" among A m e r i c a n 
autobiographies, winner of the Pul i tzer 
prize for the best A m e r i c a n biography, 
has appeared in fifteen editions in 
three countries—the U n i t e d States, 
Eng land , and The Netherlands. 

Illustrated. $3.00 

Scholarship a n d 
Service 

By N I C H O L A S M U R R A Y B U T L E R 
President of Columbia University 

This volume constitutes an interpretation of 
the modern university in terms of its ideals, its 
problems, and.its counsels. #2.50 

T h e V o c a t i o n a l Series 
These books are designed to lay before 

the youth who is about to decide on his 
career the various advantages and l imi
tations of each profession, and the natural 
talents and abilities which each requires. 

THE MINISTRY 
By C H A R L E S LEWIS S L A T T E R Y , Rector of Grace 
Church, New York 

THE NEWSPAPER MAN 
By T A L C O T T WILLIAMS, Director Columbia 
School of Journalism, Columbia University, 
1912-1919 

THE ENGINEER 
By J O H N HAYS H A M M O N D , former president of 
the American Institute of Mining Engineers 

THE TEACHER 
By F . B. P E A R S O N , formerly Superintendent of 
Public Education in the State of Ohio 

Each volume £1.25 

EDWARD BOK 

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

History of the United 
States, 1801-1817 

H E N R Y A D A M S * 

The constantly increasing interest in the life 
and work of Henry Adams makes necessary the 
publication, of a' new-edition of his greatest 
achievement in historical writing. This work 
covers one of the most important periods of 
American history, from 1801 to 1817, embracing 
the two administrations of Jefferson and the two 
following of Madison. 

"li would be difficult to speak too highly of the work. 
M r . Adams has exhibited all the qualities of the.ideal his
torian. He is thorough in research, exact in statement, 
judicial in tone, broad of view, picturesque and impressive 
in description, nervous and expressive in style." . :< "5 

—New York Tribune.' 
"The materials which M r . Adams has had access to are 

such as have been at the disposal of no previous writer. It 
is fortunate that they have fallen into such hands. Of his 
abilities for investigation there can be no doubt. The book 
is in perfect taste. -The style-.is admirable; it combines 
clearness with elegance and simplicity with a dignity and a 
gravity worthy of the greatness of the subject." 

—New York Times. 

9 vols, in set. #27.00 
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S I X S H O R T P L A Y S by J o h n G a l s w o r t h y 
Included in this volume are: 

T H E F I R S T A N D T H E L A S T 

T H E L I T T L E M A N 

H A L L - M A R K E D 

D E F E A T 

T H E S U N 

P U N C H A N D G O 

" W e must l isten to M r . G a l s w o r t h y . I f the future of the wor ld depends upon 
understanding between men and nations, we have reason to be thankfu l for his 
peculiar gift of sympathet ic ins ight ; he l ives a lways in the House of the Interpre
t e r . " — A t l a n t i c Monthly. $1.25 

T h e M a n in 
the Street 

By 
M E R E D I T H N I C H O L S O N 

" L e t M a i n Street Alone," 
declares M r . Nicholson in 
the first of these papers, 
which express the humorous 
and yet fundamentally seri
ous outlook which distin
guishes his work as an es
sayist. 

The essays are varied in 
c h a r a c t e r , i n c l u d i n g a 
charming sketch of James 
Whitcomb Riley; several 
political discussions; a num
ber of literary papers like 
' ' The Open Season for Amer
ican Novelists" and "The 
Poor Old English Lan
g u a g e " ; t w o f i c t i o n a l 
sketches with a special sig
nificance; and several whim
sical comments on life in 
general. #2.00 

Q U E N T I N 
R O O S E V E L T 
zA Sketch, "\vith Jfetters 

8dited by 

K E R M I T R O O S E V E L T 

Quentin, the youngest Roosevelt 
boy, was killed flying in France during 
the Great War before he reached 
twenty-one. His gift for writing began 
to develop when he was at Groton, 
while his taste for literature was almost 
as catholic as his father's. The unusual 
experiences of his brief career gave 
him opportunity in his letters to show 
his decided literary gift. This volume 
contains early specimens of his writ
ing in prose and verse; the bulk of it is 
made up of his letters from France. 

I L L U S T R A T E D . $1.^0 

T h e Sense of 
Humor 

By M A X E A S T M A N 

A contribution to the 
psychology of the emotions 
which advances an original 
and complete theory of the 
causes 0 / laughter and the 
nature and function of 
humor. The field of A i r . 
Eastman's analysis ranges 
f r o m A r i s t o p h a n e s t o 
Charlie Chaplin. He has 
presented, in clear, gay, and 
delightful language, prac
tically everything.there is to 
know about this subject. 

About gz.oo 

T H E E N J O Y M E N T O F 
P O E T R Y , by MAX EASTMAN 

A new and enlarged edition of 
what the London Evening Post 
calls "one of the most original and 
gallantly indited books we have 
ever had the good hick to fjnd." 

IS2.00 

Essays on E n g l i s h 
'By B R A N D E R M A T T H E W S 

' A bright and encouraging glimpse of the E n g l i s h language in the process of 
g rowth on both sides of the A t l a n t i c is g iven by Professor M a t t h e w s i n these 
d iver t ing essays. T h e much-asked modern question, " I s the E n g l i s h Language 
D e g e n e r a t i n g ? " is answered w i t h a flat negative. Br i t i c i sms and A m e r i c a n i s m s , 
slang, newspaper and adver t is ing E n g l i s h , the u t i l i t y o f dialect , " m o n g r e l " words 
and the question of " p u r e " Engl ish—these and m a n y other subjects are discussed 
w i t h the lightness and w i t wh ich L have always character ized this d is t inguished 
author. #2.00 
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John 
Galsworthy's 

latest novel 

T o L e t 
" M r . Galsworthy has lavished his skill and ten

derness. . . . Never has he used his gift of interpre
tation to better advantage."-—New York Times. 

"So fine in spirit and manner that he musbdespair 
of surpassing it.". . .. A n ornament to English liter
ature ."—Philadelphia Evening Ledger. 

"Engrossing and moving."—Phi ladelphia Record. " 

"Beautifully written, with a poetical impress and 
a frequent thrust of Galsworthy satire." 

—Cleveland Plain Dealer. 

• " H e has sketched in masterly fashion an age with 
its manners and morals, and an Idea." i- • 

—New York Globe. 

"Galsworthy's patrician prose glows through the body of his novel as phosphorescence, seen at night, 
gleams in the currents, of the sea."—New York Tribune. 

story of the rising generation, 

in -which an old marriage with

out love thrusts its grim hand 

into a young and eager romance 

At his best when writing of the Forsytes."—New York Herald. $2.00 

C h a n c e E n c o u n t e r s 

By M A X W E L L 

S T R U T H E R S B U R T 

This is a collection of stories by one of the 
foremost writers of short stories, whose popular
ity has rapidly increased with the growing rec
ognition of his talent, so markedly emphasized 
this year by the award of the 0 . Henry prize for 
the best short story in the year 1920. The prize-
winning story, " E a c h in His Generation," is 
included in this volume along with other stories 
hardly less notable, such as "The Scarlet 
Hunter," " A Dream or Two," "The Blood-Red 
One," "Devi l led Sweet-breads," "Experiment," 
"Shining Armor ," and " ' B a l l y ' Old Knot t . " 

*i-7S 

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

V i g n e t t e s of 

M a n h a t t a n 

'By B R A N D E R M A T T H E W S 

Few volumes of short stories published a gen
eration ago remain in print to-day and fewer still 
either merit or would repay reprinting. The two 
volumes published by M r . Matthews in the 
early nineties under the above title and subtitle 
respectively are herewith combined in one. 

Almost every essential phase of New York life 
and character belonging to every quarter of the 
city is vividly pictured in these twenty-four 
brilliant and polished stories. And the whole 
constitutes a dramatic panorama of the metrop
olis a generation ago. 

Illustrated by W. T . SMEDLEY. #2.00 
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L A R A M I E 
H o l d s t h e R a n g e 

b y 

F r a n k H . S p e a r m a n 

A Galloping Western Romance 

By the author of 

W H I S P E R I N G S M I T H and 

N A N O F M U S I C M O U N T A I N 

" A tale of brisk style and intriguing incident. . . . 
Sounds vividly true to its sort of life. . . . M r . 
Spearman has undoubtedly scored another success." 

—Philadelphia Public Ledger. 

"Good sizzling stuff; wholesome." 
—Worcester Evening Gazette. 

"Possesses a saving grace which the majority of its 
type do not even know of. . . . Logical situations, 
handled logically. . . . Carefully planned and written 
in a clever narrative style. . . . Clever characteriza
tions. . . . Wi l l prove interesting reading for a fall 
night."—Springfield Union. 

' "Wel l worth while. . . . Honest, finely wrought 
sentiment. . . . Real characters instead of cutouts 
for the movie screen. . . . Several outstanding bits of 
realism. . . . Easily ranks first among the books which 
M r . Spearman has written."—New York Tribune. 

I L L U S T R A T E D . $1 -75 

T h e H e r m i t o f 

T u r k e y H o l l o w 
j3y A R T H U R T R A I N 

Another exploit of Ephraim Tut t , A t 
torney and Counsellor at Law. 

Here the celebrated M r . T u t t appears 
for the first time in fiction of a larger sort, 
a thrilling detective story and an event
ful legal battle. In this volume he is 
called to defend a poor, feeble-minded 
youth in up-State New Y o r k against a 
murder charge. $ 1.65 

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

N a n c y 
H E R L I F E A N D D E A T H 

L o u i s D O D G E 

" F o r those who have loved and 
lost a dog." 

Beginning with the acquisition 
of Nancy as a fluffy little puppy, 

this little biography relates her short and simple 
career, up to that tragic day when she accidentally 
ate poison, in such a way as to express, to a degree 
never before achieved, the "personality" of a dog. 

Illustrated. $1.00 

F I F T H A V E N U E , N E W Y O R K 

36 



Daughter of the Sun 
A Tale of Aztec Treasure 

B y Q U I E N S A B E 

N o t s ince R i d e r H a g 

g a r d ' s " S h e " h a s so e n 

t h r a l l i n g a w o m a n a p 

p e a r e d i n fiction as Z o -

r a i d a , D a u g h t e r o f t h e 

S u n . J i m K e n d r i c , a 

y o u n g c a t t l e m a n , first sees 

h e r d r e s s e d as a m a n i n a 

l o w b o r d e r s a l o o n . S h e 

sits a t p l a y w i t h h i m a n d 

w i n s h is f o r t u n e a n d a l 

m o s t h is h e a r t . 

T h e 
O t h e r Susan 

Hy J E N N E T T E L E E 

A f u l l - l e n g t h n o v e l 

w h i c h d e a l s w i t h a s t r i k 

i n g s i t u a t i o n . A t r a n q u i l , 

w h o l e s o m e N e w E n g l a n d 

w o m a n , a f a r m e r ' s d a u g h 

t e r o f t h e best s o r t , m a r r i e d 

a n d w i t h g r o w n c h i l d r e n , 

c o m e s t o t h e age o f n e a r l y 

f o r t y be fore she a w a k e s t o 

t h e f a c t t h a t f o r m a n y 

y e a r s she has l o v e d n o t h e r 

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

w i t h w h o m t h e o r d i n a r y n e i g h b o r l y 

r e l a t i o n s o f l ife h a v e b e e n c lose . $1 . 75 

Quie'n Sabe in a character
istic likeness. He is no li
brary novelist; he has lived 
adventures almost as strange 
as those he contrives in 
DAUGHTER OF T H E SUN. 

K e n d r i c goes t o M e x i c o 

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

t r e a s u r e o f t h e A z t e c s a n d 

fal ls p r i s o n e r to Z o r a i d a o n 

h e r r a n c h . H i s e n t a n g l e 

m e n t w i t h her a n d his s e a r c h 

for t h e t r e a s u r e t h r o u g h 

t h e g a r d e n s o f t h e M o n t e -

z u m a s f o r m a v o l u m e o f 

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

has s e l d o m b e e n e q u a l l e d . 

With frontispiece. #1.75 

-a n e i g h b o r , 

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

Gods 
B y S H A W D E S M O N D 

Author of D E M O C R A C Y and PA-SSION' 

T h i s c o l o r f u l l o v e - s t o r y 

f o r m s a k a l e i d o s c o p e o f 

m o d e r n l i fe , w h i c h r e v e a l s 

t h e c o n f l i c t s o f t h e g o d s 

P o w e r , B e a u t y , a n d L o v e . 

T h r o u g h i ts h e r o ' s e a g e r 

eyes t h e r e a d e r e x a m i n e s 

t w e n t i e t h - c e n t u r y l i fe a n d 

t h o u g h t as t h e f o r m e r sees 

t h e m i n L o n d o n a n d I r e 

l a n d i n h i s c o n t a c t s w i t h 

t y p i c a l figures o f t h e d a y — t h e r e v i v a l 

ist , t h e n e w s p a p e r o w n e r , t h e c a p t a i n 

o f i n d u s t r y , a n d o t h e r s . # 2 . 0 0 
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C o m m e n t s o n 
H a c k s and H u n t e r s 

By Lida L. Fleitmann 

This work by a famous American horsewoman 
is intended for the horse-lovers of America. 
Hitherto the leading books on the handling of 
high-class horses have been English, and the 
few books upon the subject by Americans were 
largely written from a technical and professional 
point of view. Profusely illustrated. About #4.00 

A r c h i t e c t u r a l 
R e n d e r i n g i n W a s h 

By H. Van Bur en Magonigle, 
F. A. F A. 

Architect. Gold Medallist of the Architectural League of 
New York 

With a preface by 
THOMAS K. K I M B A L L , F . A . I. A . 

Past-President of the American Institute of Architects 

A manual for the student in the school of ar
chitecture and the draftsman in the office, the 
novice and the experienced man, which describes 
the making of a rendered drawing from the bare 
drawing-board, through the processes of choice 
and mounting of the paper, pencilling and inking 
in, cleaning and sponging off, the preparation and 
toning of the ink. Illustrated. $5.00 special net 

S m a l l B u i l d i n g s 
i n F r a n c e 

By Henry M. Polhemus, Lewis A. 
Coffin, Jr., and Addison F. 

Worthington 

T h e authors of this book are all practising ar
chitects who have had many opportunities for 
studying at first hand out-of-the-way and little-
known phases of minor French architecture. 

Their subject includes the farmhouses, farm 
groups, peasant cottages, the manoirs, and the 
little and more suggestive town houses—a wide 
and fresh field of study. 

Illustrated with many original photographs, pen-
and-ink drawings, and drawings of measured de
tails. About $10.00 special net 

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

T h e C o n s e r v a t i o n 
o f the W i l d L i f e 

o f C a n a d a 
By C. Gordon Hewitt, D.Sc. 

Consulting Zoologist of the Canadian Government 

This book is of prime interest to sportsmen 
and lovers of wild life everywhere. O n the 
American continent at least it is only in Canada 
that any important part of the original wild life 
survives. M r . Hewitt has invested his book with 
interest and charm and has made a compelling 
plea for a concerted effort toward the preserva
tion of our fast disappearing wild life. 

Illustrated. $2.50 

M o d e r n B u i l d i n g 
S u p e r i n t e n d e n c e 

and the W r i t i n g of Specifications 

By David B. Emerson 

This is a book for practical service, written by 
a man of long experience. T h e author has taken 
as a topic a modern, up-to-date building, in
cluding the new materials and methods of con
struction that have been developed in recent 
years. The treatment starts from the founda
tion and carries on the construction to the com
pleted building. There is no other book of just 
this kind in print. #1-75 

C o l o n i a l F u r n i t u r e 
in A m e r i c a 

By Luke Vincent Lockwood 

Experts who have examined this work con
sider it a splendid, definitive treatment of its 
subject. The writer has covered the entire field 
and has examined not only every important col
lection in America, but practically every collec
tion in existence. T h e present edition contains 
more than twice the matter and six times the 
illustrations of the original edition, and is sold 
at a lower price than the second edition. 

A new edition, with 869 illustrations of repre
sentative pieces. Two volumes. $25.00 
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Portraits 
of the Nineties 

By E . T. R A Y M O N D 
Author of" Uncensored Celebrities" 

A group of brilliant impressions of such figures as 
Gecil Rhodes, Gladstone, Meredith, Kitchener, Bal
four, Oscar Wilde, John Morley, Aubrey Beardsley, 
Thomas Hardy, and many others. The quick char
acterization and careful discrimination with which 
these important personalities are described give the 
book a twofold value: it is at once exceedingly read
able and a fair judgment. 

With many illustrations. $4.50 

Astarte 
A F R A G M E N T O F T R U T H C O N C E R N I N G 

G E O R G E L O R D B Y R O N 

By R A L P H E A R L OF L O V E L A C E 
This new edition has been edited and largely am

plified, with an introduction by Mary Countess of 
Lovelace, together with much hitherto unpublished 
material, including forty letters from Lady Byron, 
Mrs. Leigh, and Mrs. Villiers, thirty-four letters from 
Lord Byron to Mrs. Leigh and Lady Byron, and also 
seven full-page illustrations. The original edition, 
privately printed and issued in 1Q05, is now a very 
scarce book. It is a vindication of Lady Byron in her 
charges against her husband and also presents a 
graphic study of a character as interesting as any in 
literary history. 

New edition. Illustrated. 8vo. Net $6.00 

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

P a i n t i n g 
By P E R C Y M O O R E 

T U R N E R 

The author, a well-known and 
experienced English art critic, 
gives an account here of the aims 
of the various schools of art, in
cluding Primitive art, the Renais
sance, the Moderns—Turner, Con
stable, the pre Raphaelites, the 
Classicists, thelRomanticists, Im
pressionists, Post-Impressionists, 
Cubists, etc. The book is the re
sult of twenty-five years' study 
and is written on simple and pro-
gressivelines. It will be a valuable 
and much-needed help in the ap
preciation and understanding of 
the different schools of painting 
upon a graduated basis. 

With 12 illustrations reproduced 
by collotype process. Net #4.00 

T h e 
E n j o y m e n t of 
Arch i t ec tu re 

By T A L B O T F . H A M L I N 

This book will help you to 
understand wherein a build
ing is beautiful or wherein it 
lacks beauty and will lead 
you to an appreciation of ar
chitecture as a living art. 

New edition. Profusely 
illustrated. #3 .OO 

Engl i sh C h u r c h M o n u 
ments of the G o t h i c Pe r iod 

A . D . 1150-1550 

By F . H . C R O S S L E Y 
Joint author of" English Church Woodwork" 

A very complete treatment of English monumental 
art, with full introduction, illustrated by many com
parative examples, followed by an account of the 
evolution of monumental design in its various forms 
of altar, wall, and canopied tomb and chantry chapel, 
with sections on tomb figure sculpture, heraldry, and 
metal grilles; there is also a division on effigies ar
ranged in chronological series, comprising royalty and 
peers, ecclesiastics, ladies, military figures; all with 
continuous illustrations arranged progressively for 
comparison and study. 

With over 350 illustrations. Net $ 1 2 . 0 0 

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

Sculp ture of 
T o - D a y 

Volumes: A M E R I C A , G R E A T 

B R I T A I N , A N D J A P A N 

By K I N E T O N P A R K E S 

Including the best work of mod
ern sculptors with reproductions 
of[notable examples. With numer
ous illustrations. %vo. Net $8.50 

The Ar t Draw
ing in Lead Pencil 

By J A S P E R S A L W E Y 

Contains 122 full-page finely 
printed reproductions of pencil 
drawings by old and modern 
masters, and numerous text illus
trations invaluable to the student. 
It includes a detail study of all 
stages of lead-pencil drawing. 

Illustrated. Svo. Net $4.00 

D r a w i n g for A r t Students 
and Il lustrators 
By A L L E N W . S E A B Y 

University College, Reading 

A thoroughly practical and carefully graded course 
of instruction in the art of drawing. His text is 
written with the remarkable clarity of style and pur
pose to be expected from one whose practical experi
ence of teaching in art has spread over many years. 
To the beginner especially, as well as to the more ad
vanced student, the book will be found most lucid 
and full of sound precepts. 

The book should prove of inestimable value to 
art teachers, students, designers, illustrators, and all 
who have any interest in the graphic arts. 

With numerous illustrations. Svo. Net $4 . 0 0 

F I F T H AVENUE, NEW YORK 
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Everychild 
BY L O U I S D O D G E 
Illustrated in color by B L A N C H E F I S H E R L A I T E 

This promises to be by far M r . Dodge's 
most popular juvenile, even in the face of the 
success of the two Sandman books. 

Everychild, a little boy, first encounters 
the Giant Fear, whom he overthrows. This 
is the beginning of a series of wanderings 
which brings him into contact with all the 
great figures of child literature—Jack the 
Giant Killer , Aladdin, Cinderella, etc. 

#3.00 

T h e Strange 
Adventures of a 

Pebble 
By 

H A L L A M H A W K S W O R T H 

The story of the earth and how 
to read it in the landscape and the 
stones. 

In the whole range of popular 
science there is nothing that ap
proaches it: to any one interested 
in the wonders of nature it is im
mensely informing and absolutely 
fascinating. 

Profusely illustrated. Si.60 

In theTiger 's L a i r 
By L E O E . M I L L E R 

Ted and Stanley drop into the 
hidden Incan'country in a disabled 
aeroplane. They finally escape 
after many thrilling adventures. 

Illustrated. $ 2 . 0 0 

T h e T h a n k f u l 
Spicers 

By 
A G N E S M A R Y B R O W N E L L 

Not since the Peterkins has there 
been such a family as the Spicers 
in point of amusement; but the 
village life of Jed, Fanny the ste
nographer, Evalina the child blue
stocking, and Mrs. Spicer who 
found something in the worst state 
of things to be thankful for, is 
much more than amusing: it is a 
truly lifelike picture of a simple, 
genuine country family and their 
friends, 

Illustrated. §1 .50 

H o w It Came About Stories 
By F R A N K B . L I N D E R M A N 

Illustrated by CM.. Booc 

H e was a very phi losopher of a bear, this shaggy 
hero, a n d he knew quite a l i tt le about bio logy, too, as 
his conversat ion wi th the W o l f - p e r s o n and the W e a s e l 
shows, in this c a p t i v a t i n g v o l u m e b y M r . L i n d e r m a n , 
w h o wrote " I n d i a n W h y Stories ," etc. 

$2.50 

C H A R L E S S C R I B N E R ' S S O N S F I F T H A V E N U E , N E W Y O R K 
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T h e 

S c o t t i s h C h i e f s 
By J A N E P O R T E R 

Edited by K A T E D O U G L A S W I G G I N and N O R A 
A R C H I B A L D S M I T H 

Illustrated in f u l l color 

N . C . W Y E T H 

In this, the 1921 addition to the Scribner 
Classics for Younger Readers, Mr. Wyeth 
so vividly and tangibly recreates the great 
figures of this period as to lift it out of the 
blank centuries. #3-5° 

Peter P a n a n d 
W e n d y 

By J . M . B A R R I E 

Beautifully illustrated in full color by 
Miss A T T W E L L 

Until now this famous child's classic has 
never been adequately illustrated. Miss 
Attwell, one of the foremost of English 
illustrators, has prepared a beautiful set 
of full-color illustrations for this volume. 
Mr. Barrie's text, complemented by these 
pictures, attractively bound, will form one 
of the most popular holiday books of the 
season. #3-5° 

B o u n c i n g B e t 
By J O S L Y N G R A Y 

The sixth novel for girls by an author 
who has taken the lead over all writers of 
the present time in the field of girls' fiction, 
and who is proving the real successor to 
Louisa Alcott. Illustrated. #1.75 

z^hCiss Cjrays other novels: 

T H E J A N U A R Y G I R L — R O S E M A R Y G R E E N -
A W A Y — R U S T Y M I L L E R — E L S I E M A R L E Y , 
H O N E Y — K A T H L E E N ' S P R O B A T I O N . 

All illustrated. Each $1.75 

T h e D o n o v a n C h a n c e 
By F R A N C I S L Y N D E 

An exciting tale of the experiences of two boys in
volved in a great undertaking in railroad construc
tion under rough conditions, in which Larry Dono
van, the son of a one-armed crossing watchman, 
makes good when his great opportunity comes. Mr. 
Lynde's first boys' book. Illustrated. $1.60 

C H A R L E S S C R I B N E R ' S S O N S F I F T H A V E N U E , N E W Y O R K 
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The Illustrated 
Magazine 
de Luxe 

T O W N & C O U N T R Y appears on your library 
table like an illustrated letter from your friends in 

many cities. Always with this comment appear photo
graphs—photographs edited with rare judgment 
and printed with the highest excellence of publishing. 

The result is a magazine with a surprising number of 
pages, devoted to telling about the latest entertain
ments of Society, the latest play or opera, or book or 
art exhibition; devoted to recounting interesting 
incidents about people of note, about amateur sport 
as it appeals to people of wealth, about their new homes 
and about club and country house life. 

T O W N &C C O U N T R Y professes to a frank and 
wholesome friendliness toward outdoor life and lux
urious living, and it reflects this life with accuracy 
and understanding. 

Buy it at the better class newsstands, or—a surer way— 
SEND US $2.00 FOR THE NEXT EIGHT 
ISSUES, and secure the biggest and finest issues of the year. 

Town & Country 
8 W E S T 4 0 T H S T R E E T • N E W Y O R K 
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T H E N O V E M B E R H O U S E B E A U T I F U L W I L L B E 
T H E S M A L L H O U S E A N D A P A R T M E N T N U M B E R 

There will be suggestions for furnishing 
apartments and good ideas for small houses 

The Mouse Beautiful for November will contain, among other things : 

Furnishing the Small Apartment A Chinese Dining-Room, by Virginia Robie 
The Really Restful Room Possibilities in a Little House 
" Number Sixty," by Richard B. Kimball Lighting the Small House, by Lydia Garrison 

A Little Journey to the Home of Dallas Lore Sharp 

SPECIAL T R I A L O F F E R 

Regular Subscription rate $3.00 a Year. Foreign postage $1.00, Canadian 50c. extra per Year 

Published under the same management as the Atlantic Monthly* 

T H E H O U S E B E A U T I F U L P U B L I S H I N G C O . , I N C . , 10 Depot St., Concord, N . H . ; or s c - " - 2 1 

8 Arlington St., Boston (17), Mass. 

Gentlemen: Enclosed find $3.00, which entitles me to a 15-months' subscription—Or $1.00, which 
entitles me to a 5-months' subscription. 

Most of Us Do Not Live in Palaces! 
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W H E N a man sings 
at his work his heart 
pulses in harmony 
with the eternally 
vibrant purpose of 
life—Service. Then 
does the mind shape 
thoughts and the hand 
shape things unmarred 
by discord. 

The Song of Serving 

As this nation has progressed and prospered she has burst into 
songs of fealty and love of principle. For over a century, 

Seth Thomas with rhythmic hands, has kept the time of her 
melodies. 

When in 1814 the flame of "The Star Spangled Banner" 
kindled in the soul of Francis Scott Key, Seth Thomas graced 
the colonial mantel in many a "home of the brave." 

"Home Sweet Home," written in 1823, is tender with thoughts 
of a quiet hearthside, and a peacefully tick-tocking Seth Thomas 
that seems to say, " N o w that we're all here let's have a good visit." 

When the Rev. Samuel F . Smith composed "America" in 1830, 
"from every mountain side" echoed the voices of Seth Thomases 
serenely intoning in the hamlets of the valleys. 

In 1861 their richly sonorous chimes caught the step and 
marched on with the refrain of Julia Ward Howe's immortal 
"Battle Hymn of the Republic." 

Whatever appreciation of the joy of Service, whatever of in
tegrity of performance, whatever of artistic expression has been 
revealed to the craft of clock making Seth Thomas workmen 
have symbolized in Seth Thomas Clocks. 

S E T H T H O M A S C L O C K C O M P A N Y 

If it be an industry 
that goes singing to its 
tas& then does its mer
chandise embody the 
joy and beauty of 
worth and perform
ance. Seth Thomas 
Clocks are a song of 
absolute sincerity 
materialized. 



Redwood for pipes Ask your building contractor 
Nowhere have Redwood's unique qualities been more completely demonstrated than in its use for 
piping. The Government used Redwood pipe almost entirely for its camps, hospitals and debarkation 
stations during the war. It is in no way affected by soils which usually destroy all other pipe. It costs 
less than any other pipe of equal efficiency. Because of Redwood's unequalled resistance to decay, many 
architects, building contractors and engineers give it preference for the exterior siding, mud-sills, and 
exterior finish of homes, for tanks and silos, for mine timbers, and for a multi
tude of industrial uses involving exposure to acids or to moist earth. 

In addition, its natural beauty of grain and tone, and its easy workability have 
given it a steadily increasing vogue for interior finish, panelling, etc. 

For detailed facts and figures about this most interesting of woods, go to your 
architect, building contractor or lumber dealer and ask "What about %edwood?" 

Redwood is unequalled for 
the special uses to which it is 
best adapted, and for these 
uses the avai lable supply is 
adequate for generat ions. 
Meanwhile, according to U.S. 
Forest Service Bu l l e t in 38, 
merchantable second • growth 
Redwood is produced in less 

than sixty years by natural 
growth from the stump. 

CALIFORNIA 
REDWOOD 



Tel-U-Where Service is easy to use 
N o trouble, for instance, to find any of the many at

tractive things advertised in this magazine — 
Simply 'phone your local Tel-U-Where — give the 

names of the products you wish to find, and your name 
and address. 

Tel-U-Where will place in your hands, as fast as 
Uncle Sam will bring it, an envelope of descriptive 
matter giving information about articles, with addresses 
of stores where they may b& examined and bought. 

Because the manufacturer is anxious to make it as easy 
as possible for you to find his product — he pays all 
costs of Tel-U-Where Service. 

So there is no charge to you whatever for T e l - U -
Where information. 

If you ask for a product not yet listed with T e l - U - W h e r e , that is 
to say, when the manufacturer is not yet a subscriber to the Service, 
T e l - U - W h e r e will get the information for you, but there will be 
a few days' delay. 

no charge-no red tape=just phone! 

T E L - U - W H E R E Bureaus 
are now operating in the 
ones marked * 
The Service will be read? 
within a very few weeks in 
all cmes listed. 



N e w Y o r k C i t y a n d V i c i n i t y 

Classification Clinic 
Special organization for the physical and psychological study of 

children and adolescents. 
Often educational measures and readjustments of great benefit 

can be recommended. No treatment. 
Report is sent to physician or to whoever refers the case. 
For further information as to rates, etc., address 

T h e C l a s s i f i c a t i o n C l i n i c , 149 E a s t 67th St . , N o w Y o r k Ci ty 

N e w J e r s e y 

M i s s B E A R D S S C H O O L FOR G I R L S 
A country school, 13 miles from New York. College preparatory, 
special courses. Music, Art, Domestic Arts and Science. Super
vised physical work in gymnasium and field. Catalog on request. 
Address Miss Lucie C . Beard, Orange, New Jersey. 

P E D D I E 
For the all-around education of manly boys. Athletic sports. 
60-acre campus. Prepares for college and business life. Moder
ate rates. Lower School for boys from 11 to 14. 

Roger W . Swetland, Headmaster, Box J i -C, Hightstown, N . J . 

M a s s a c h u s e t t s 

A B B O T A C A D E M Y 
A School for Girls. Founded 1828. 23 miles from Boston. 
College Preparation. Strong course for High School graduates. 
Outdoor sports. Address 

Miss Bertha Bailey, Principal, Andover, Mass. 

T H E B U R N H A M S C H O O L FOR G I R L S 
Founded by Mary A. Burnham in 1877, opposite Smith College 
Campus, Northampton, Massachusetts. 

Miss Helen E ; Thompson, Headmistress. 

S E A P I N E S S C H O O L OF P E R S O N A L I T Y FOR G I R L S 
Rev. Thomas Bickford, A . M . , Founder. For grammar and high 
school students. Three terms, fall, spring and summer. M i d 
winter vacation. Pine groves. Seashore. Happy outdoor life 
for training in self-disco very and sell-development. Miss Faith 
Bickford, Miss Addie Bickford, Directors, Box G , Brewster, Mass. 

W O R C E S T E R A C A D E M Y 
250 Boys. 22 Teachers. Strictly preparatory for college or en
gineering school. Junior School for young boys. For catalog 
address The Registrar, G . D . Church, M . A . 

Samuel F . Holmes, M . A . , Principal, Worcester, Mass. 

R h o d e I s l a n d 

T H E MA R Y C . W H E E L E R S C H O O L , A T O W N A N D 
C O U N T R Y S C H O O L FOR G I R L S 
College preparatory and General Course. Advanced studio 
classes. Music. Secretarial Course. Farm home for girls 10 to 
14 years. Providence, Rhode Island. 

SC O V I L L E S C H O O L FOR G I R L S 
Ful l preparatory and advanced studies. Art , Music, Interior Dec
oration, Dramatic Art , Languages and Practical Courses. Indi
vidual care and supervision. For catalogue address 

Miss Rosa B . Chisman, 
2042 Fifth Avenue, New York City . 

E L I Z A B E T H D U N C A N ' S M E T H O D OF " R H Y T H M I C 
D E V E L O P M E N T A N D D A N C I N G 
taught by MISS G E R T R U D D R U E C K , for the past eight years 
with the Elizabeth Duncan School. 

Address Miss Drueck, Hotel Astor, New York. 

N e w Y o r k S t a t e 

C A S C A D I L L A 
College Preparatory School for Boys. Individual attention. 
Small classes. Athletics. Gymnasium. Well-known school 
crew. Enrollment 125. Summer Session. Write for catalogs. 

The Cascadilla Schools, Box n o , Ithaca, N . Y . 

M i s s C . E . M A S O N ' S S U B U R B A N S C H O O L 
FOR G I R L S 
Only 40 minutes from New York City. Upper School for girls 13 to 25. 
Lower School for girls 7 to 15. All departments. Vocational training 
emphasized in Summer School. Preparation for leading colleges. For 
circular address Miss C. E. Mason, L.L.M., Lock Box 707, "The Castle," 
Tarry town-on-Hudson, New York. 

T H E K N O X S C H O O L FOR G I R L S 
Formerly at Tarrytown-on-Hudson. now on Otsego Lake, Coopers' 
town, New York. For catalog and views address 

Mrs . Russell Houghton, Box 3, Cooperstown, N . Y . 

A N N O U N C E M E N T 
United Hospital Training School for Nurses. Registered; offers 
a 2% years' course; 8-hour day; affiliation with M t . Sinai Hos
pital, New York City . Scholarship for Teachers' College. Beau
tifully equipped, new plant. Address—Superintendent of Tra in 
ing School, Port Chester, New York. 

M I S S W A R N E R ' S R E S I D E N T A N D DAY S C H O O L 
Individual Instruction, Handicrafts and Elementary Subjects. 
Excellent care nervous and backward children. Summer Camp. 
" Bulkley Manor," Rye, N . Y . 

C o n n e c t i c u t 

T H E GATEWAY 
A School for Girls. Four buildings. Athletic field. Horseback 
riding. Domestic Arts. College preparatory, general and special 
courses which include stenography and typewriting. Miss Alice 
E . Reynolds, Principal, St. Ronan Terrace, New Haven, Conn. 

R U M S E Y H A L L 
A school for boys under 15. Yearly rate Suoo . 

L . R . Sanford, Principal. 
Louis H . Schutte, M . A . , Headmaster. 

Cornwall, Connecticut. 
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Virginia Music and Dramatic Arts 

HOLLINS COLLEGE FOR W O M E N 
Founded 1842. Standard College courses for Bachelor of Arts 
and Bachelor of Music degrees. Admission by certificate and 
examination. 2go students. Healthful location in mountains 
of Va. For catalogue and views, address 

Matty L. Cocke, Pres't, Box 341, Hollins, Va. 

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

F o r the higher education of y o u n g women. Extension courses of two years' 
collegiate work above high school. H o m e Economics , Floriculture, Arts 
and Crafts, M u s i c , Pa int ing . Dramatic A n , systematic study of the National 
Capital . Illustrated book on request to Registrar. 

James E . Ament , A . M . , P h . D . , L L . . D . , President. 
Box 102, Forest G l e n , M d . Wash ington (Suburbs), D . C . 

Pennsylvania 
T H E M A R Y L Y O N S C H O O L 

A Country School in a College Town. College Preparatory. Cer
tificate privileges. General and Finishing.Courses. Opportunity 
for advanced study. Open-air classrooms. Seven Gables, our 
Junior School for girls 6 to 14. H. M. Crist, A.B., Frances L. 
Crist, A.B., Principals, Box 1540, Swarthmore, Pa. 

Missouri 
L E N O X H A L L 

" T h e Rea l Eas tern School in the Heart of the M i d d l e West ." Suburban 
location, 30 minutes from St. L o u i s . T w o railroads and two suburban elec
tric lines. Six-acre campus, magnificently landscaped. Col lege Prepara
tory and Special Courses. Athlet ics . L i m i t e d enrol lment. T u i t i o n $1,000. 
Catalogue. Address M r s . M . L o u i s e Thomas , Principal , Box 1004, K i r k -
wood, St. L o u i s Co . , Missouri . 

Illinois 
High School Course 
in 2 Years You can complete 

this simplified H i R h 
School Coarse at home inside 

two years. Meets all requirements for entrance to college and the 
leadine profesoiona. Thia and thirty-six other practical COUTOOB are deacribed 
In oar Free Bulletiii. Send for ft TODAY. 

A M E R I C A N S C H O O L 
Peart. H-8195 PcexaJ Ave, a S8th St. 

Tennessee 
W A R D - B E L M O N T 

For Girls and Young Women. Offers a six-year course of study 
embracing two years of college. Meets exacting demands of a 
most discriminating patronage. For information, address 

The Secretary, Belmont Heights, Box K, Nashville, Tenn. 

Correspondence Schools 

Short-Story Writing 
A Course of Forty Lessons, taught 
by D r . J. Berg Esenwein, Editor of 
T H E WRITER'S MONTHLY! 
O n e p u p i l has r e c e i v e d o v e r 
$5,000, for stories a n d articles 
w r i t t e n most ly i n spare t i m e — 
" p l a y w o r k , " he cal ls i t . H u n 
dreds a r e se l l ing r ight a long to 
the l ead ing m a g a z i n e s a n d the 
best producing c o m p a n i e s . 
Also coursesin Play Writing, Ph otoplay 
Writing, Versification Journalism, etc. 

150-Page illustrated catalogue free. Please Address 

T&e Home Correspondence School 
Dep't. 64, Sprirurfteld.Mass. 

t S T A S U S M t D t S 9 T I N C O R P O R A T E D i 9 0 4 

DR. ESENWEIN 

American Academy of 
Dramatic Arts 

Founded in 1884 

F R A N K L I N H . S A R G E N T , President 

The leading institution for Dramatic and 
Expressional Training in America. Con
nected with Charles Frohman's Empire 
Theatre and Companies. 

For information apply to 
SECRETARY. ISO Carnegie Hall, New York, N . Y. 

I R V I N G 
C O L L E G E and M U S I C C O N S E R V A T O R Y 

W i l l beg in 66th year Sept. 28th. A. B . course; P ipe O r g a n , Piano. V i o l i n , 
V o i c e . Theoret ica l Subjects: E x p r e s s i o n ; H o m e E c o n o m i c s ; Secretaryship; 
Publ ic School M u s i c ; Outdoor Basketball and T e n n i s ; H i k e s ; S w i m m i n g Pool . 
In one o f the most beautiful and healthful valleys in the world . Just outside of 
Harr isburg . 4 hrs. from N e w Y o r k Ci ty and W a s h i n g t o n ; 3 hrs. from Phila
delphia and Baltimore. Select patronage. T e r m s , $450 to $700. A p p l y early. 
Overf lowing patronage. Box 11. 

E . E . C a m p b e l l , A . M . , P h . D . , Pres . , M e c h a n i c s b u r g , P a . 

STAMMERING 
lts Cause and Cure '* 

Ton can be quickly cured If you stammer. Send 10 cents, coin 
or stamps, for 288 page cloth bound book on Stammering and 
Stuttering. It tells how I cured myself after Stammering and 
Stuttering for 20 years. B E N J A M I N N . BOG U E 

, 2818 Bogue B u i l d i n g . H47 N . III. St. Indianapolis. 

David Mannes Music School 
157 East 74th St., New York City 

M A C L E A N C O L L E G E O F M U S I C , D R A M A T I C A N D 
S P E E C H A R T S 

An Institution ot National Reputation. 
2835 South Michigan Avenue, Chicago. 

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

Frank Damrosch, Director. An endowed school. Provides a 
thorough and comprehensive musical education in all branches 
and is equipped to give highest advantages to most exceptional 
talents. Address Secretary, 

120 Clarcmont Avenue, New York City. 

Byron W . Kings School of Oratorv 
Courses for Teachers. ELOCUTION AND 
SPEECH ARTS. Lyceum and Chautauqua 
Work. Speech defects, loss of Voice posi
tively cured. Largest School of Speech Arts in 
America. Send for prospectus, Pittsburgh, Pa., 
Mt. Oliver. 

Teachers' Agency 
The Pratt Teachers' Agency 

70 Fifth Avenue. New York 
Recommends teachers to colleges, public and private schools in all 
parts of the country. 

Advises parents about schools. Wm. O. Pratt, Mgr. 
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Where-To-Go 

appears every month in the uniiedSlates exclusively in 

T H E Q U A L I T Y G R O U P M A G A Z I N E S 
ATLANTIC MOMTHLY-CENTURY-HARPERS-REVIEW of. REVIEWS 

SCRIBhIER'S and WORLD'S WORK, In THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE <n Canada. 
Send postage/or advice where and how t'o go. The right" hotel etc 

For space and rates in our departments write to 

T H E W H E R E T O GO BUREAU.lnc 8 B e a c o n St., Bos ton.Mass. USA.* 
H A W A I I 

P L A Y G R O U N D • • 

F o r Y o u r Next 
V a c a t i o n 

ioy America's mid-Pac iGcPar-
w a d i s e . Continuous outdoor rec

reation. Gorgeous scenery, 
t r o p i c a l climate, fruits , 

flowers; l iv ing volcano. 
Ask your nearest rai lway, 

travel, tourist or steam
ship agency for the new 
Hawai i Booklet just out. 
Or write direct to 

Hawaii T o u r i s t Bureau 
Honolu lu , Terr i tory of,-

H a w a i i , U . S. A . 

T O U R S T O U R S 

N O R T H C A R O L I N A 

Pinehurst 

N O R T H C A R O L I N A 

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

Informally N O T . 8th. Formally NOT. 20th 

Rates substantially reduced 
G OLF— RIDING— MO TORING — TENNIS 

DRIVING—SHOOTING—RACING , 
-For Reservations or Information address 

General Office, P inehurst , N o r t h C a r o l i n a 

N E W O R L E A N S L A . 

New Orleans 
Hire 'Palis ofJJmci-ica 

Travel i n Comfort 
Tours 

M E D I T E R R A N E A N J A P A N - C H I N A 
including 

Philippines, Manchuria, Korea 
Leaving Pacific Coast Jan . and Feb. 

S O U T H A M E R I C A 
including 

East and West Coast, Panama 
Canal, Andes Mountains 

Frequent departures from New Y o r k 
December to March 

No Rushing — No Crowding — Everything Firs t -Class 
Small DeLuxe groups, each limited to 12 members. Best steamers and hotels, lib
eral sightseeing and time for resting. Ear ly reservation necessarv. Send for 
information and itineraries. 

F R A N K TOURIST C O 
489 Fi f th A v e . . N e w Y o r k 

visiting 
Riviera, Italy, Egypt, Holy 

Land, Morocco, Algiers, 
Tunis, Spain, France, 
Switzerland, England 

Frequent departures—Jan. Feb. M c h . 

CRUISES 
To Bermuda, West Indies, etc. 

T O U R S < 

M i . n r n K i t A V I ' A N T O I n 
sails January 7, S. S. Adr ia t i c 

EGYPT, NILE CRUISE, PALESTINE, 
GREECE, SICILY, and ITALY 
Briefer tour sails February 18 

>. Wri te for details 
Bureau of University Travel 

4 Boyd Street Newton, Mass.' 

E U R O P E 1 9 2 2 
Italy, Switzerland, France, Belgium, Ho l 
land, England. T h e Passion Play. 

L i m i t e d parties enrolling now. 
T W n r J p . T n n r « 0 5 1 1 F r a n k l i n St. lempie l O U r S t Boston, Mass. 

CLARK'S 17th Orient Cruise ^SSP 
S. S. Empress of Scotland, 25,000 gross tons, 
13 days in E g y p t a n d Palestine, etc. F e b . 4 , 
1 9 3 3 ; 6 3 d a . y 8 . $ 6 0 0 u p , including shore 
excursions, hotels, guides, drives, fees, etc. 
F r a n k C . C l a r i s , Times Bui lding, N . Y 

E G Y P T , P A L E S T I N E 
Sail J a n . 10 and M a r c h 11. Madeira , Gibral
tar, Algiers, Monaco, Naples, Cairo, The 
Ni le , Jerusalem, Constantinople, Athens. 

Temple Tours 
This Department visits more than three-
quarters of a million homes monthly, com
prising the 650,000 persons in North America 
with incomes of thOOO a year and over. 
W H B R E - T O - G O for D E C . closes N O V . 1 

The seven magazines The Wher e-to-go Bureau 
uses monthly are all quality publications, 
appealing to quality people everywhere. 

C A L I F O R N I A 

• a S a S y S f Y A H NUYS H O T E L 
Centrally located. Excel lent cafe in con
nection. The best of accommodations at 
moderate prices. Fo lder mailed on request 

\&ffimZ H O T E L S T O W E L L 
275 rooms, all baths. Running ice water. 
Fireproof. Strictly first class. #2.50 up. 
Ask for folder and auto map of California. 
G E A R Y A T T A Y L O R 
S A N F R A N C I S C O • 
Convenient to shopping, amusement, and 
business districts. A l l rooms with bath. 

-ffifcljWWoe 

C H I C A C O I L L . 

DRAKE 
C H I C A G O 

Stands pre-eminent among the great 
hotels of A m e r i c a . Front ing Lake 
Michigan a n d on the famous Boule
v a r d L i n k . F i v e minutes from the 
theatrical and shopping districts. 
Table d'JIote Mealsat Popular Prices 
Rooms for two, #3.00 each person, & 
up. Single rooms, #5.00 and up. A l l 
rooms have bath. Write for booklet. 

Chicago's City autiful Hotel 
Lake Shore Drive 
6LACKSTQNE MANAGEMENT 

ST. CHARLES 

The St. Charles 

" O L E ' M A M M Y " 
CREOLE PRALINES 

ST. CHARLES H O T E L 
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W H E R E TO-GO 
H O T E L - R E S O R T - c S i - T R A V E L - D E P A R T M E N T 

C O N C L U D E. D 
F L o r i d A N E W YORK City 

H O T E L H A R G R A V E 
West 72d Street, N . Y . 300 rooms, each with bath. 
Absolutely fireproof. One block to 72d St. entrance 
of Central Park. Comfort and ref ioementcombined 
with moderate rates. Send for i l lustrated booklet. 
When writing to these advertisers will you 
please mention The Where-to-go Bureau 

M E W Y O R K C I T T 

W. 45th St. Hotel St. James K . Y . City. 
Midway between F i f t h Avenue and Broadway . A n 
hotel of quiet dignity, having the atmosphere and 
appointments of a well-conditioned home. M u c h 
favored by women traveling without escort. 3 m i n 
utes' walk to 40 theatres and all best shops. RateB 
nriH hnolilpt nn a n p ' i c n t ^ n . W . J O K K S O N OTTIVV. 

F L O R I D A I N F O R M A T I O N 
Where to go. .Whatto do. W h a t possibilities. Its 
climate—its heal thful , t r u t h f u l , weal thful oppor
tunities. T h i r t y years experience. 10 cents stamps 
for bul le t in . Geo. Andrews . West P a l m Beach 

Wr*te to Where-to-goBureau,8 Beacon Street, 
Boston, for space <fe- rates in our departments. 

Your Nearest florist will tell you How to 
Say it with Flowers 

For Every Occasion,-WEDDINGS ~CHRISTENINGS~GIFTS 
REMEMBER THE BIRTHDAYS OF YOUR FRIENDS 

R E A L H A R R I S , L E W I S , A N D 

S H E T L A N D H O M E S P U N S 
D I R E C T F R O M T H E M A K E R S . 

The Aristocrat of tweed for golf and all sports wear. 
Patterns and Prices on application. 

S. A. NEWALL & SONS, (Dept. S) Stornaway, SCOTLAND. 
State shade desired and i f for ladies' or gent's wear. 

South 
America 

S. S. Vauban 
November 17 

S. S. Vestris 
December 8 

Rio de Janeiro 
M o n t e v i d e o 
Buenos Aires 

By fast and luxur
iously appointed 
steamers of21,000 
tons displacement 
affording every 
modern comfort 
and convenience 
en voyage. Con
nections for all 
parts of South 
America. 

F o r full p a r t i c u l a r s , s a i l i n g dates , por t s o f ca l l , ra tes 
of passage , etc., a p p l y C o m p a n y ' s office, 42 B r o a d 
w a y , N e w Y o r k C i t y , or a n y l o c a l s t e a m s h i p agent . 

L A M P O R T & H O L T L I N E 

H o n o l u l u , S u v a , .New Z e a l a n d . 

T h e P a l a t i a l P a s s e n g e r S t e a m e r s 
R . M . S. " N I A G A R A " R . M . S. " M A K C K A " 

20,000 T o n s 13,500 T o n s 
Sa i l f r o m V a n c o u v e r , B . C . 

"or fares and sail ings ^apply C a n a d i a n P a c i f i c R y . , C a n a d i a n 
'aci f ic B u i l d i n g , 4 4 t h St. a n d M a d i n o n A v e . , N . Y . , or tc 
:;niadian-Australiaii Roya l M a i l L i n e , 440 Seymour St., Vancouver , B. C . 

Trustworthy Friends for 
Travelers 

For particulars, write to 

Bankers Trust Company, New York City 

D R I F T W O O D F L A M E 
sprinkled on your log tire will give 
forth wonderful colorings — the 
beautiful effects produced b y burn
ing driftwood. In the fascinating 
flames can be seen the blue of the 
sky. the green of the sea, and the 
red a n d gold of the setting sun. 
Package containing 10 oz. lasts a 
long time. Sent Postpaid, $1. Ask 
for N o . 4306. T h i s is just one of 
the m a n y novel things 
shown in our catalog 
of t h o u g h t f u l g i f t s , 
sent free on request. 
L o o k for the Pohlson 
things in stores and gift 
shops. 

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

A B A ' American 
Bankers 

Association Cheques 
Accepted the world over as the best funds for t r ave l e r s . 



The American Consulate at Mukden—once a Chinese Temple 

Treasures of the East 
A l w a y s have m e n sought for treasures 

a n d new opportunit ies . 

W e s t w a r d across E u r o p e , t h e n westward 
across the A t l a n t i c to A m e r i c a , a n d o n to 
the P a c i f i c — a n d then o n westward again to 
the F a r East—searching for new treasures and 
new opportunities. 

M a n c h u r i a today offers a l l the treasures 
o f the East . It has r i c h industrial a n d 
agricultural opportunit ies , a n d resources al
most untapped. It is easy o f access by rai l 
a n d sea f r o m C h i n a a n d J a p a n , w i t h trade 
routes to the leading p o r t s ' o f the world . 

T e n thousand tons o f coal 
a day are c o m i n g f r o m the 
F u s h u n mines, w h i c h have 
reserves o f 1,200,000,000 tons. 
T w o h u n d r e d m i l l i o n tons o f 
i ron ore o f g o o d quali ty are 
available for the steel industry, 
a n d the A n s h a n Steel W o r k s 
have a n a n n u a l capacity o f 
150,000 tons o f p i g i r o n . M a n -
chur ian wheat is n o w m o v i n g 

F o r all information, a n d free travel 
literature, write Y o z o Tamura,"South. 
M a n c h u r i a R a i l w a y C o m p a n y , 111 
B r o a d w a y , N e w Y o r k . 

Some Expor t s i n 1920 
f r o m M a n c h u r i a 

Tons 
Beans, Bean Cake 
Bean Oil . . . 121,179 
Bean Meal . . • 14,263 
Cereals . 871,946 
Coal . . . . • 8S2,934 
Flour . . . . • 46-'77 
Pig Iron . . . 41,638 
Salt . . . . • 9°,S33 
Seeds . . . . . 76,618 
Silk (wild raw) . • '}7,4'3 
Silk (cocoons) • 97,396 
Hides, Lbs. . . ',977,444 
Tobacco, Lbs. 21,280,000 
Skins, Furs, Pes. . 321,271 

to E u r o p e , a n d A m e r i c a n f a r m i n g methods 

are being adopted. A company has been 

organized at M u k d e n , wi th a capital o f 

ten m i l l i o n yen, to raise beets a n d refine 

beet sugar. 

Stock-farms are s p r i n g i n g u p o n the 
M a n c h u r i a n pla ins; soya bean fields stretch 
out for miles. T h e product ion o f cement, 
glass, pottery, p u l p , jute , tobacco, wool , 
bristles, hides, furs, is be ing st imulated by 
scientific a id . O i l - r e f i n i n g is growing "in 
importance; m o d e r n methods o f silk-filature 
are supplant ing the ancient C h i n e s e system. 

Four American Consuls keep in 
touch with Manchuria's develop
ment and make frequent public 
reports through the Department 
of Commerce in Washington. The 
South Manchuria Railway, the de
veloping factor in this land, fosters 
and encourages all enterprises that 
contribute to the growth and pros
perity of the country. 

Manchuria is a land of promise. 

T h e South M a n c h u r i a R a i l w a y , r u n 
n i n g through C h o s e n ( K o r e a ) a n d 
M a n c h u r i a , is the o n l y rai lway i n the 
O r i e n t w i t h a i l - A m e r i c a n equip
ment . It conducts a cha in o f hotels-
de-luxe, travel bureaus, a n d city a n d 
country clubs. 

Your Host and Guide 

S O U T H M A N C H U R I A 
R A I L W A Y 
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TU Navajo 
Ik* Missionary 
TKe Scout" 

Ao to California this winter 
(Jo on the Santa Fe choice 
of four trains - a quick trip 
in comfort' the scenic way 

T H E C A L I F O R N I A L I M I T E D is all that the name implies. V e r y best for best travelers. F iner than ever this 
season. Y o u wi l l like the F r e d H a r v e y dining-car service, and the through Pul lman v ia G r a n d C a n y o n . 
T h e Miss ionary also has Pullman for the C a n y o n . T h e Navajo , Scout and Miss ionary c a r r y tourist as wel l as 

standard sleepers. T h e y provide Fred H a r v e y dininfe-room service at artistic station hotels. M a n y travelers prefer 
to feet offthe train for their meals. 

Never have y o u eaten a better meal for the money than on the Santa Fe . 
Never have y o u seen anything comparable to G r a n d C a n y o n National Park—or more interesting than the Petrified Forest 

and Indian pueblos. 

A*k for illustrated folder*, " T o California the Santa Fe W a y , " "Cal i fornia Picture Book," and " G r a n d C a n y o n Outinfes." 

W . J . B L A C K , Pass. Traffic Manager, A . , T . & S. F . R y . System, 1102 Rai lway Exchange, Chicago 
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The Raymond-Whitcomb 
Mediterranean Cruise 

Sailing February 14, 1922 

The Route 
T h e most interesting ever planned, including historic 
and romantic places—many of them off the usual routes 
of t ravel . A m o n g others are the Azores and M a d e i r a , 
Cadiz , Algiers, Palermo, Naples , Constantinople, 
Athens, Jerusalem, Cai ro , Corfu , the R i v i e r a and Corsica. 
Generous and extensive shore excursions are included. 
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The Date 
Ideal for winter cruising in southern waters. 

The Ship 
T h e great liner, " G E O R G E W A S H I N G T O N " — one of the 
largest and most sumptuously appointed ships afloat. 

A Special Feature 
T h e entire Cruise of two months — from N e w Y o r k 
back to N e w Y o r k — w i l l be made o n this one great ship. 

R a t e s , $625 a n d u p w a r d 
Send for our Mediterranean Booklet. 

O t h e r T o u r s and Cruises to C a l i f o r n i a , the 
W e s t Ind ies , H a w a i i , F l o r i d a , S o u t h A m e r i c a , 
J a p a n - C h i n a , E u r o p e , A r a b i a n N i g h t s A f r i c a , 
R o u n d the W o r l d , E g y p t and the H o l y L a n d . 

For booklets address Raymond & Whitcomb Co., 
Beacon and Par\ Streets, Boston. 

Other offices in New York.. Philadelphia, Chicago, 
San Francisco and Los Aneclcs 

RAYMOND-WHITCOMB 
T O U R S & C R U I S E S 



M E D I T E R R A N E A N 
Under Our Exclusive Management 
the S. S. " Caronia" of the Cunard Line 
will sail from New York on 

J A N U A R Y ,28th N E X T 
R E T U R N I N G M A R C H 30th 

The exceptional itinerary of sixty-one days 
of luxurious travel, prodigious yet leisurely 
sightseeing and perfect recreation includes 
visits to M A D E I R A , S P A I N (Cadiz-Seville 
— Granada), G I B R A L T A R (Tangiers), 
A L G I E R S , M O N A C O (Nice and Monte 
Car lo ) ,NAPLES(andenvirons) ,ALEXAN-
D R I A (Cairo and Nile) , P A L E S T I N E 
(Jerusalem, Bethlehem, etc.), C O N S T A N -
T I N O P L E , A T H E N S , ITALY(Naples and 
Rome). Stop-over privileges in Europe—• 
with return passage by Aquitania, Maure-
tania, Berengaria or other Cunarders. 

THE CRUISE IS STRICTLY 
LIMITED TO 350 GUESTS 

Immediate application for accommodations advisable. 
Full information and descriptive literature on request. 

T H O S . C O O K & S O N 
N e w Y o r k C h i c a g o Phi lade lph ia B o s t o n 

S a n Franc i sco L o s Ange les M o n t r e a l 
T o r o n t o V a n c o u v e r 

150 Offices Throughout the World 

Happy, healthful winter days at 

CHALFONTE-
H A D D O N HALL 

A T L A N T I C C I T Y , N . J . 

These two 'most favored of Atlantic 
City's famous hotels are now com
bined in ownership and manage
ment. T h e homelike comforts and 
hospitality, which made each so in
dividual for many years are theirs 
combined—with added facilities and 
greater charm. 

Beautiful pavilions and sun parlors. 
Broad deck-porches overlooking the 
sea. Pleasant sunny rooms. M i l d 
sunshine and tempered air. New 
vigor in the ozone of the salt sea. 
Good food, perfectly cooked, per
fectly served. G o l f club privileges. 

On the Beach and the Boardwalk. 
American Plan Only. Always Open. 
IVrite for illustrated folder and rates. 

L E E D S and I i P P I N C O T T C O M P A N Y 

COOK'S 
CRUISE DE LUXE 
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The Apache Trail 
F O R T Y years ago a handful of nameless, blue' 
clad troopers won for you the site of one of 

the wonders of the modern world—won it from 
the merciless Apache by tracking him down 
and fighting i t out, hand to hand. 
Stop off a day i n Ar izona on your "Sunset w a y " to 
California and see the marvels of this Apache Trail—the 
th i r ty mile, maivmade lake beneath whose waters are 
buried the windings of Geronimo's last war trail—the 
famous Roosevelt Dam, whose foaming cascade overtops 
Niagara. 
Ride in a comfortable motor car over the most ancient 
highway on our continent—see cliff dwellings older 
than Babylon—glory i n gorgeous vistas of mesa, peak 
and canyon more v i v i d than any painting. 

Take the 

Sunset Route 
t o California 

Every mile a Scene worth while 

New Orleans 
San Antonio 

Los Angeles 
San Francisco 

S U N S E T L I M I T E D 
A mi ld , sunny route a l l the way wi th Observation Car , Through D i n 
ing Ca r and other comforts of modern travel . D a i l y Through Touris t 
Sleeping Car Service between Washington, D . C . and San Francisco. 
Tri-weekly Sleeping Car Service to Globe, Ar izona , for the side tr ip 
to R O O S E V E L T D A M on the A P A C H E T R A I L . 

For Information and Literature address 

S O U T H E R N P A C I F I C L I N E S 
N e w Y o r k N e w Orleans 

165 B r o a d w a y T u c s o n , A r i z o n a P a n - A m e r i c a n B a n k B l d g . 
H o u s t o n Score B u i l d i n g San Francisco 

Southern Pacific B l d g . Southern Pacific B l d g . 
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W H E T H E R y o u w e a r spectacles or eye-glasses— 
whe the r y o u r preference is for S h e l l t e x o r g o l d 

—wha teve r style i m p r o v e s y o u r appearance most, i n 
S h u r - o n frames and moun t ings y o u w i l l f ind pe r f ec t ion 
of fit and ease, p lus the h ighes t q u a l i t y of m a t e r i a l and 
excel lence of w o r k m a n s h i p . 

When you order glasses, order Shur-ons. 

S H U R - O N O P T I C A L C O . , I N C . , Rochester, N. Y. 
E S T A B L I S H E D 1864 
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Shur-on Glasses 





From a photograph copyrighted by Underwood & Underwood. 

C H A U N C E Y M . D E P E W . 
On his eighty-sixth birthday. 



S C R I B N E R S M A G A Z I N E 
V O L . L X X N O V E M B E R , 1921 N O . 5 

L E A V E S F R O M 
M Y A U T O B I O G R A P H Y 

C H I L D H O O D A N D Y O U T H — I N P U B L I C L I F E — A B R A H A M L I N C O L N 

B Y C H A U N C E Y M . D E P E W 

C H I L D H O O D A N D Y O U T H 

mY memory goes back for 
more than eighty years. I 
r e c a l l d i s t i n c t l y w h e n 
about five years old m y 
mother took me to the 
school of M r s . Westbrook, 

wife of the well-known pastor of the D u t c h 
Reformed church, who had a school i n her 
house, within a few doors. The lady was 
a highly educated woman, and her hus
band, Doctor Westbrook, a man of letters 
as well as a preacher. H e specialized 
in ancient history, and the interest he 
aroused i n Roman and Greek culture and 
achievements has continued wi th me ever 
since. 

The village of Peekski l l at that time 
had between two and three thousand 
inhabitants. Its people were nearly a l l 
Revolutionary families who had settled 
there in colonial times. There had been 
very little immigrat ion either from other 
States or abroad.; acquaintance was uni 
versal, and i n the activities of the 
churches there was general co-operation 
among the members. Church atten
dance was so unanimous that people, 
young or old, who failed to be i n their 
accustomed places on Sunday felt the 
disapproval of the community. 

Social activities of the village were very 
simple, but very delightful and healthful. 
There were no very rich nor very poor. 
Near ly every family owned its own house 
or was on the way to acquire one. M i s -

fortune of any k ind aroused common i n 
terest and sympathy. A helping hand 
of neighborliness was always extended to 
those i n trouble or distress. Peekskil l 
was a happy community, and presented 
conditions of life and l iv ing of common 
interest and sympathy not possible i n 
these days of restless crowds and fierce 
competition. 

The Peekskil l Academy was the domi
nant educational insti tution, and drew 
students not only from the village but 
from a distance. I t fitted them for col
lege, and I was a student there for about 
twelve years. The academy was a char
acter-making institution, though i t lacked 
the thoroughness of the N e w England 
preparatory schools. Its graduates en
tering into the professions or business had 
an unusual record of success in life. I 
do not mean that they accumulated great 
fortunes, but they acquired independence 
and were prominent and useful citizens 
i n a l l localities where they settled. 

I graduated from the Peekskil l A c a d 
emy in 1852. I find on the programme of 
the exercises of that day, which some old 
student preserved, that I was down for 
several original speeches, while the other 
boys had mainly recitations. Apparent
l y m y teachers had decided to develop 
any oratorical talent I might possess. 

I entered Ya le in 1852 and graduated 
i n 1856. The college of that period was 
very primit ive compared wi th the uni
versity to which i t has grown. Our class 
of ninety-seven was regarded as unu-

Copynghted in 1921 in United States, Canada, and Great Britain, by Charles Scribner's Sons. Printed in 
New York. A l l rights reserved. 
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516 Leaves from M y Autobiography 

sually large. The classics and mathe
matics, Greek and L a t i n were the domi
nant features of instruction. Athletics 
had not yet appeared, though rowing and 
boat-racing came i n during m y term. 
The outstanding feature of the insti tu
t ion was the literary societies: the L inon ia 
and the Brothers of U n i t y . The debates 
at the weekly meetings were kept up and 
maintained upon a high and efficient 
plane. B o t h societies were practically 
deliberative bodies and discussed wi th 
vigor the current questions of the day. 
Under this training Ya le sent out an 
unusual number of men who became elo
quent preachers, distinguished physi
cians, and famous lawyers. While the 
majority of students now on leaving col
lege enter business or professions like 
engineering, which is allied to business, 
at that time nearly every young man was 
destined for the ministry, law, or medi
cine. M y own class furnished two of the 
nine judges of the Supreme Court of the 
Uni ted States, and a large majority of 
those who were admitted to the bar 
attained judicial honors. It is a singular 
commentary on the education of that 
time that the students who won the high
est honors and carried off the college 
prizes, which could only be done by ex
celling in L a t i n , Greek, and mathematics, 
were far outstripped in after-life by their 
classmates who fell below their high 
standard of collegiate scholarship but 
were distinguished for an all-around i n 
terest i n subjects not features in the col
lege curriculum. 

M y classmates Justice D a v i d J . Brewer 
and Justice Henry B . Brown were both 
eminent members of the Supreme Court of 
the Uni ted States. Brewer was distin
guished for the wide range of his learning 
and i l luminat ing addresses on public oc
casions. H e was bicentennial orator of 
the college and a most acceptable one. 
Wayne MacVeagh , afterwards attorney-
general of the Uni ted States, one of the 
leaders of the bar, also one of the most 
bri l l iant orators of his time, was i n college 
wi th me, though not a classmate. Andrew 
D . Whi te , whose genius, scholarship, 
and organization enabled E z r a Cornell to 
found Cornel l Univers i ty , was another of 
my college mates. H e became one of the 
most famous of our diplomats and the 

author of many books of permanent 
value. M y friendship wi th M a c V e a g h 
and Whi te continued during their lives, 
that is, for nearly sixty years. M a c 
Veagh was one of the readiest and most 
attractive of speakers I ever knew. H e 
had a very sharp and caustic wit , which 
made h i m exceedingly popular as an 
after-dinner speaker and as a host i n his 
own house. H e made every evening 
when he entertained, for those who were 
fortunate enough to be his guests, an 
occasion memorable i n their experience. 

John M a s o n Brown , of Ken tucky , be
came afterwards the leader of the bar i n 
his State, and was about to receive from 
President Harr i son an appointment as 
justice of the Supreme Court when he died 
suddenly. If he had been appointed i t 
would have been a remarkable ci rcum
stance that three out of nine judges of the 
greatest of courts, an honor which is 
sought by every one of the hundreds of 
thousands of lawyers i n the Un i t ed 
States, should have been from the same 
college and the same class. 

The faculty lingers i n m y memory, and 
I have the same reverence and affection 
for its members, though sixty-five years 
out of college, that I had the day I 
graduated. Our president, Theodore D . 
Woolsey, was a wonderful scholar and a 
most inspiring teacher. Ya le has a l 
ways been fortunate i n her presidents, 
and peculiarly so i n Professor Woolsey. 
H e had personal distinction, and there 
was about h im an air of authori ty and 
reserved power which awed the most 
radical and rebellious student, and at 
the same time he had the respect and 
affection of a l l . I n his historical lec
tures he had a standard joke on the 
Chinese, the narration of which amused 
h im the more wi th each repetition. I t 
was that when a Chinese army was 
beleaguered and besieged i n a fortress 
their provisions gave out and they de
cided to escape. T h e y selected a very 
dark night, threw open the gates, and as 
they marched out each soldier carried a 
lighted lantern. 

I n the faculty were several professors 
of remarkable force and originali ty. The 
professor of Greek, M r . Had ley , father of 
the distinguished ex-president of Y a l e , 
was more than his colleagues i n the 
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thought and talk of the undergraduates. 
His learning and pre-eminence i n his 
department were universally admitted. 
H e had a caustic wit and his sayings were 
the current talk of the campus. H e 
maintained discipline, which was quite 
lax in those days, by the exercise of this 
abili ty. Some of the boys once drove a 
calf into the recitation-room. Professor 
Hadley quietly remarked: " Y o u wi l l take 
out that animal. W e wi l l get along to
day wi th our usual number." I t is 
needless to say that no such experiment 
was ever repeated. 

A t one time there was brought up i n 
the faculty meeting a report that one of 
the secret societies was about to bore an 
artesian well i n the cellar of their club
house. I t was suggested that such an 
extraordinary expense should be pro
hibited. Professor Hadley closed the 
discussion and laughed out the subject by 
saying from what he knew of the society, 
if it would hold a few sessions over the 
place where the artesian well was pro
jected, the boring would be accomplished 
without cost. The professor was a 
sympathetic and very wise adviser to the 
students. If any one was in trouble he 
would always go to h im and give most 
helpful relief. 

Professor Larned inspired among the 
students a discriminating taste for the 
best Engl ish literature and an ardent love 
for its classics. Professor Thacher was 
one of the most robust and vigorous 
thinkers and teachers of his period. H e 
was a born leader of men, and generation 
after generation of students who grad
uated carried into after-life the effects 
of his teaching and personality. We al l 
loved Professor Olmstead, though we 
were not v i ta l ly interested i n his depart
ment of physics and biology. H e was a 
purist in his department, and so confident 
of his principles that he thought i t un
necessary to submit them to practical 
tests. One of the students, whose room 
was immediately over that of the pro
fessor, took up a plank from the flooring, 
and by boring a very small hole in the 
ceiling found that he could read the 
examination papers on the professor's 
desk. The information of this reaching 
the faculty, the professor was asked if he 
had examined the ceiling. H e said that 

was unnecessary, because he had mea
sured the distance between the ceiling 
and the surface of his desk and found 
that the line of vision connected so far 
above that nothing could be read on the 
desk. 

T imothy Dwight , afterwards president, 
was then a tutor. Learning, common 
sense, magnetism, and all-around good-
fellowship were wonderfully united in 
President Dwight . H e was the most 
popular instructor and best loved by the 
boys. H e had a remarkable talent for 
organization, which made h im an ideal 
president. H e possessed the rare faculty 
of commanding and convincing not only 
the students but his associates i n the 
faculty and the members of the corpora
tion when discussing and deciding upon 
business propositions and questions of 
policy. 

The final examinations over, com
mencement day arrived. The literary 
exercises and the conferring of degrees 
took place i n the old Center Church. I 
was one of the speakers and selected for 
my subject " T h e Hudson Rive r and Its 
Tradi t ions ." I was saturated from early 
association and close investigation and 
reading wi th the crises of the Revolu
tionary War , which were successfully 
decided on the patriots' side on the banks 
of the Hudson. I l ived near Washington 
Irving, and his works I knew by heart, 
especially the tales which gave to the 
Hudson a romance like the Rhine's . 
The subject was new for an academic 
stage, and the speech made a hit. Never
theless, i t was the saddest and most re
gretful day of my life when I left Ya le . 

M y education, according to the stand
ard of the time, was completed, and my 
diploma was its evidence. I t has been a 
very interesting question wi th me how 
much the academy and the college con
tributed to that education. Their dis
cipline was necessary and their training 
essential. Four years of association wi th 
the faculty, learned, finely equipped, 
and sympathetic, was a wonderful help. 
The free associations of the secret and 
debating societies, the campus, and the 
sports were invaluable, and the friend
ships formed wi th congenial spirits added 
immensely to the pleasures and compen
sations of a long life. 
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I n connection wi th this I may add 
that, as i t has been m y lot i n the peculiar 
position which I have occupied for more 
than half a century as counsel and ad
viser for a great corporation and its 
creators and the many successful men 
of business who have surrounded them, 
I have learned to know how men who 
have been denied i n their youth the op
portunities for education feel when they 
are i n possession of fortunes, and the 
world seems at their feet. T h e n they 
painfully recognize their l imitations, then 
they know their weakness, then they 
understand that there are things which 
money cannot buy, and that there are 
gratifications and triumphs which no for
tune can secure. The one lament of a l l 
those men has been: " O h , if I had been 
educated! I would sacrifice a l l that I 
have to obtain the opportunities of the 
college, to be able to sustain not only con
versation and discussion with the edu
cated men wi th whom I come in contact, 
but competent also to enjoy what I see 
is a delight to them beyond anything 
which I know." 

B u t I recall gratefully other influences 
quite as important to one's education. 
M y father was a typical business man, 
one of the pioneers of river transportation 
between our village and N e w Y o r k , and 
also a farmer and a merchant. H e was a 
stern man, devoted to his family, and, 
while a strict disciplinarian, very fond of 
his children. 

M y mother was a woman of unusual 
intellect bordering upon genius. There 
were no means of higher education at 
that period, but her father, who was an 
eminent lawyer, and her grandfather, a 
judge, finding her so receptive, educated 
her wi th the care that was given to boys 
who were intended for a professional life. 
She was well versed in the literature of 
the time of Queen El izabeth and Queen 
Anne, and, wi th a retentive memory, 
knew b y heart many of the Engl i sh 
classics. She wrote well , but never for 
publication. Added to these accomplish
ments were rare good sense and prophetic 
vision. The foundation and much of 
the superstructure of a l l that I have and 
all that I am were her work. She was a 
r igid Calvinis t , and one of her many 
lessons has been of inestimable comfort 

to me. Several times i n m y life I have 
met w i t h heavy misfortunes and what 
seemed irreparable losses. I have re
turned home to find m y mother wi th wise 
advice and suggestions ready to devote 
herself to the reconstruction of m y for
tune, and to brace me up. She always 
said what she thoroughly believed: " M y 
son, this which you think so great a 
calamity is really divine discipline. The 
L o r d has sent i t to you for your own good, 
because i n H i s infinite wisdom H e saw 
that y o u needed i t . I am absolutely 
certain that if you submit instead of re
pining and protesting, if you wi l l ask 
wi th faith and proper spirit for guidance 
and help, they both wi l l come to you and 
wi th greater blessings than you ever had 
before." T h a t fai th of m y mother i n 
spired and intensified m y efforts and i n 
every instance her predictions proved true. 

E v e r y community has a public-spirited 
citizen who unselfishly devotes himself or 
herself to the public good. T h a t citizen 
of Peekski l l i n those early days was 
Doctor James Brewer. H e had accumu
lated a modest competence sufficient for 
his simple needs as bachelor. H e was 
either the promoter or among the leaders 
of a l l the movements for betterment of 
the town. H e established a circulating 
l ibrary upon most l iberal terms, and i t 
became an educational inst i tut ion of 
benefit. The books were admirably se
lected, and the doctor's advice to readers 
was always available. H i s taste ran to 
the Engl i sh classics, and he had al l the 
standard authors i n poetry, history, fic
tion, and essay. 

N o pleasure derived i n reading i n 
after-years gave me such delight as the 
Waverley Novels . I think I read through 
that l ibrary and some of i t several times 
over. 

The excitement as the novels of D i c k 
ens and Thackeray began to appear 
equalled almost the enthusiasm of a 
pol i t ical campaign. E a c h one of those 
authors had ardent admirers and part i 
sans. The characters of Dickens be
came household companions. E v e r y one 
was looking for the counterpart of M a -
cawber or Sam Weller , Pecksniff or 
D a v i d Copperfield, and had l i t t le trouble 
i n finding them either i n the family circle 
or among the neighbors. 
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Dickens's lectures in N e w Y o r k , which 
consisted of readings from his novels, 
were an event which has rarely been 
duplicated for interest. W i t h high dra
matic abi l i ty he brought out before the 
audience the characters from his novels 
wi th whom al l were familiar. E v e r y 
one i n the crowd had an idealistic pic
ture i n his mind of the actors of the story. 
It was curious to note that the presenta
tion which the author gave coincided 
with the idea of the majority of his 
audience. I was fresh from the country 
but had wi th me that evening a rather 
ultrafashionable young lady. She said 
she was not interested in the lecture be
cause i t represented the sort of people 
she did not know and never expected to 
meet; they were a very common lot. In 
her subsequent career i n this country and 
abroad she had to her credit three matr i
monial adventures and two divorces, but 
none of her husbands were of the common 
lot. 

Speaking of Dickens, one picture re
mains indelibly pressed upon my memory. 
It was the banquet given h im at which 
Horace Greeley presided. Everybody 
was as familiar wi th M r . P ickwick and 
his portrait by Cruikshank i n Dickens's 
works as wi th one's father. When M r . 
Greeley arose to make the opening speech 
and introduce the guest of the evening, 
his likeness to this portrait of P ickwick 
was so remarkable that the whole audi
ence, including M r . Dickens, shouted 
their delight in greeting an old and well-
beloved friend. 

Another educational opportunity came 
i n my way because one of m y uncles was 
postmaster of the village. Through his 
post-office came several high-class maga
zines and foreign reviews. There was no 
rural delivery i n those days, and the mai l 
could only be had on personal applica
tion, and the result was that the sub
scribers of these periodicals frequently 
left them a long time before they were 
called for. I was an omnivorous reader 
of everything available, and as a result 
these publications, especially the foreign 
reviews, became a fascinating source of 
information and culture. They gave 
from the first minds of the century cr i t i 
cisms of current literature and expositions 
of poli t ical movements and public men 

which became of infinite value i n after-
years. 

Another unincorporated and yet valua
ble school was the frequent sessions at 
the drug-store of the elder statesmen of 
the village. On certain evenings these 
men, representing most of the activities 
of the village, would avai l themselves of 
the hospitable chairs about the stove and 
discuss not only local matters but the 
general conditions of the country, some 
of them revolving about the constitu
tionality of various measures which had 
been proposed and enacted into laws. 
They nearly a l l related to slavery, the 
compromise measures, the introduction of 
slaves into new territories, the fugitive-
slave law, and were discussed wi th much 
intelligence and information. The boys 
heard them talked about i n their homes 
and were eager listeners on the outskirts 
of this village congress. Such institu
tions are not possible except i n the uni
versal acquaintance, fellowship, and con
fidences of village and country life. They 
were the most important factors i n form
ing that public opinion, especially among 
the young, which supported M r . L inco ln 
in his successful efforts to save the Union 
at whatever cost. 

A few days after returning home from 
Ya le I entered the office of Edward Wells, 
a lawyer of the village, as a student. M r . 
Wells had attained high rank in his pro
fession, was a profound student of the 
law, and had a number of young men, fit
ting them for the bar under his direction. 

I was admitted to the bar i n 1858, and 
immediately opened an office i n the 
village. M y first client was a prosperous 
farmer who wanted an opinion on a 
rather complicated question. I prepared 
the case wi th great care. H e asked me 
what m y fee was, and I told h im five dol
lars. H e said: " A dollar and seventy-
five is enough for a young lawyer like 
you . " Subsequently he submitted the 
case to one of the most eminent lawyers 
i n N e w Y o r k , who came to the same con
clusion and charged h im five hundred 
dollars. On account of this gentleman's 
national reputation the farmer thought 
that fee was very reasonable. In subse
quent years I have received several very 
large retainers, but none of them gave 
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so much satisfaction as that dollar and 
seventy-five cents, which I had actually 
earned after having been so long depen
dent on m y father. 

After some years of private practice 
Commodore Vanderbi l t sent for me and 
offered the attorneyship for the N e w 
Y o r k and Har l em Rai l road. I had just 
been nominated and confirmed Uni ted 
States minister to Japan. The appoint
ment was a complete surprise to me, as I 
was not an applicant for any federal posi
tion. The salary was seven thousand five 
hundred dollars and an outfit of nine 
thousand. The commodore's offer of the 
attorneyship for the Har l em Rai l road , 
which was his first venture in railroading, 
was far less than the salary as minister. 
When I said this to the commodore, he 
remarked: "Rai l roads are the career for 
a young man; there is nothing in politics. 
Don ' t be a damned fool ." Tha t de
cided me, and on the i s t of January, 
1921, I rounded out fifty-five years i n the 
rai lway service of this corporation and 
its allied fines. 

No th ing has impressed me more than 
li t t le things, and apparently immaterial 
ones, which have influenced the careers of 
many people. M y father and his broth
ers, a l l active business men, were also 
deeply interested i n politics, not on the 
practical side, but i n policies and govern
mental measures. They were uncom
promising Democrats of the most con
servative type; they believed that inter
ference wi th slavery of any k i n d imper
illed the union of the States, and that the 
union of the States was the sole salvation 
of the perpetuity of the republic and its 
liberties. I went to Y a l e saturated wi th 
these ideas. Ya le was a favorite college 
for Southern people. There was a large 
element from the slaveholding States 
among the students. I t was so consider
able that these Southerners withdrew 
from the great debating societies of the 
college and formed a society of their own, 
which they called the Calliopean. Out
side of these Southerners there were very 
few Democrats among the students, and 
I came very near being drawn into the 
Calliopean, but happily escaped. 

The slavery question i n a l l its phases of 
fugitive-slave law and its enforcement, 
the extension of slavery into the new 

territories, or its prohibit ion, and of the 
abolition of the inst i tut ion by purchase 
or confiscation were subjects of discussion 
on the campus, in the l i terary societies, 
and i n frequent lectures i n the halls i n 
N e w H a v e n by the most prominent and 
gifted speakers and advocates. 

T h a t was a period when even i n the 
most l iberal churches the pulpi t was not 
permitted to preach politics, and slavery 
was pre-eminently politics. B u t accord
ing to an old N e w England custom, the 
pastor was given a free hand on Thanks
giving D a y to unburden his mind of 
everything which had been bubbling and 
seething there for a year. One of the 
most eminent and eloquent of N e w E n g 
land preachers was the Reverend Doctor 
Bacon, of Center Church , N e w H a v e n . 
H i s Thanksgiv ing sermon was an event 
eagerly anticipated by the whole college 
community. H e was violent ly anti-
slavery. H i s sermons were not only 
intently listened to but widely read, and 
their effect i n promoting antislavery sen
timent was very great. 

The result of several years of these 
associations and discussions converted 
me, and I became a Republ ican on the 
principles enunciated i n the first plat
form of the par ty i n 1856. When I 
came home from Y a l e the situation i n the 
family became very painful, because m y 
father was an intense partisan. H e had 
for his par ty both faith and love, and was 
shocked and grieved at his son's change 
of principles. H e could not avoid con
stantly discussing the question, and was 
equally hurt either by opposition or 
silence. 

I N P U B L I C L I F E 

T H E campaign of 1856 created an ex
citement i n our village which had never 
been known since the Revolut ionary 
War . The old families who had been 
settled there since colonial days were 
mainly proslavery and Democrat ic , while 
the Republican par ty was recruited very 
largely from N e w England men and i n a 
minori ty . 

Several times i n our national pol i t ical 
campaigns there has been one orator who 
drew audiences and received public atten
tion and reports i n the newspapers be
yond all other speakers. O n the Demo
cratic side during that period Hora t io 
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Seymour was pre-eminent. O n the Re
publican side in the State of N e w Y o r k 
the attractive figure was George W i l l i a m 
Curtis . H i s books were very popular, 
his charming personality, the culture and 
the elevation of his speeches put h im in a 
class by himself. 

The Republicans of the village were 
highly elated when they had secured the 
promise of M r . Curt is to speak at their 
most important mass-meeting. The oc
casion drew together the largest audience 
the village had known, composed not 
only of residents but many from a dis
tance. The committee of arrangements 
finally reported to the waiting audience 
that the last train had arrived, but M r . 
Curtis had not come. 

It suddenly occurred to the committee 
that it would be a good thing to call a 
young recruit from a well-known Demo
cratic family and publ icly commit h im. 
First came the invi tat ion, then the shout
ing, and when I arose they cried "pla t 
form," and I was escorted to the plat
form, but had no idea of making a speech. 
M y experience for years at college and 
at home had saturated me with the ques
tions at issue i n a l l their aspects. F r o m 
a full heart, and a sore one, I poured out 
a confession of faith. I thought I had 
spoken only a few minutes, but found 
afterwards that i t was over an hour. The 
local committee wrote to the State com
mittee about the meeting, and in a few 
days I received a letter from the chair
man of the State committee invi t ing me to 
fill a series of engagements covering the 
whole State of N e w Y o r k . 

The campaign of 1856 differed from 
all others in memory of men then l iv ing. 
The issues between the parties appealed 
on the Republican side to the young. 
There had grown up among the young 
voters an intense hosti l i ty to slavery. 
The moral force of the arguments against 
the insti tution captured them. They 
had no hosti l i ty to the South, nor to the 
Southern slaveholders; they regarded 
their position as an inheritance, and were 
will ing to help on the lines of M r . L i n 
coln's original idea of purchasing the 
slaves and freeing them. B u t the sug
gestion had no friends among the slave
holders. These young men believed that 
any extension or strengthening of the 
insti tution would be disastrous to the 

country. The threatened dissolution of 
the Union , secession, or rebellion did not 
frighten them. 

I was elected to the assembly, the 
popular branch of the N e w Y o r k Legisla
ture, i n 1861. I was nominated during 
an absence from the State, without being 
a candidate or knowing of it unt i l my 
return. Of course I could expect noth
ing from my father, and my own earnings 
were not large, so I had to rely upon a 
personal canvass of a district which had 
been largely spoiled by rich candidates 
running against each other and spending 
large amounts of money. I made a hot 
•canvass, speaking every day, and with 
an investment of less than one hundred 
dollars for travel and other expenses I 
was tr iumphantly elected. 

B y far the most interesting member of 
the legislature was the speaker, Henry J . 
Raymond. H e was one of the most 
remarkable men I ever met. Dur ing the 
session I became intimate wi th h im, and 
the better I knew h im the more I became 
impressed with his genius, the variety 
of his attainments, the perfection of his 
equipment, and his ready command of all 
his powers and resources. Raymond 
was then editor of the New Y o r k Times 
and contributed a leading article every 
day. H e was the best debater we had 
and the most convincing. I have seen 
h im often, when some other member was 
i n the chair of the committee of the whole 
and we were discussing a critical question, 
take his seat on the floor and commence 
writing editorial. As the debate pro
gressed, he would rise and participate. 
When he had made his point, which he 
always d id wi th directness and lucidity, 
he would resume wri t ing his editorial. 
The debate would usually end with M r . 
Raymond carrying his point and also 
finishing his editorial, an example which 
seems to refute the statement of meta
physicians that two parts of the mind 
cannot work at the same time. 

In 1862 I was candidate for re-election 
to the assembly. Pol i t ica l conditions 
had so changed that they were almost 
reversed. The enthusiasm of the war 
which had carried the Republicans into 
power the year before had been suc
ceeded by general unrest. Our armies 
had been defeated, and industrial and 
commercial depression was general. 
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The election had reversed the over
whelming Republican majority in the 
legislature of the year before by making 
the assembly a tie. I was re-elected, but 
by reduced majority. 

The Democrats of the assembly and 
also of the State were determined that 
M r . Cal l icot should not enjoy the speak
ership. They started investigations i n 
the House and movements in the courts 
to prevent h im from taking his seat. 
The result was that I became acting 
speaker and continued as such unt i l M r . 
Cal l icot had defeated his enemies and 
taken his place as speaker i n the latter 
part of the session. 

I was also chairman of the Committee 
of Ways and Means and the leader of the 
House. 

The polit ical situation, which had been 
so desperate for the national administra
tion, changed rapidly for the better wi th 
the vic tory at Gettysburg, which forced 
General Lee out of Pennsylvania and 
back into Vi rg in ia , and also by General 
Grant 's wonderful series of victories at 
Vicksburg and other places which liber
ated the Mississippi River . 

Under these favorable conditions the 
Republicans entered upon the canvass in 
the fall of 1863 to reverse, if possible, the 
Democratic victory the year before. The 
Republican State ticket was: 

Secretary of State Chauncey M . Depew. 
Comptroller Lucius Robinson. 
Canal Commissioner Benjamin F . Bruce. 
Treasurer George W . Schuyler. 
State Engineer Wil l iam B . Taylor. 
Prison Inspector James K . Bates. 
Judge of the Court of A p 

peals Henry S. Selderr. 
Attorney-General John Cochran. 

The canvass was one of the most i n 
teresting of poli t ical campaigns. The 
president was unusually active, and his 
series of letters were remarkable docu
ments. H e had the ear of the public, he 
commanded the front page of the press, 
and he defended his administration and 
its acts and replied to his enemies wi th 
ski l l , tact, and extreme moderation. 

Publ ic opinion was peculiar. M i l i 
tary disasters and increasing taxation had 
made the position of the administration 
very cri t ical , but the victories which 
came during the summer changed the 

situation. I have never known in any 
canvass any one incident which had 
greater effect than Sheridan's v ic tory in 
the Shenandoah Val ley , and never an 
adventure which so captured the popular 
imagination as his ride from Washington 
to the front; his ra l lying the retreating 
and routed troops, reforming them and 
turning defeat into victory. The poem 
"Sheridan's R i d e " was recited i n every 
audience, from every platform, and from 
the stage i n many theatres, and created 
the wildest enthusiasm. 

When I returned to N e w Y o r k (having 
campaigned for several weeks i n Pennsyl
vania wi th Governor Curt in) to enter 
upon m y own canvass, the State and 
national committees imposed upon me a 
heavy burden. Speakers of State reputa
tion were few, while the people were 
clamoring for meetings. Fortunately I 
had learned how to protect m y voice. 
I n the course of the campaign every one 
who spoke wi th me lost his voice and had 
to return home for treatment. When I 
was a student at Y a l e the professor i n 
elocution was an eccentric old gentleman 
named N o r t h . The boys pa id l i t t le 
attention to h im and were disposed to 
ridicule his peculiarities. H e saw that I 
was specially anxious to learn and said: 
" T h e principal thing about oratory is to 
use your diaphragm instead of your 
throat." H i s lesson on that subject has 
been of infinite benefit to me al l m y 
life. 

The programme la id out called upon 
me to speak on an average between six 
and seven hours a day. The speeches 
were from ten to th i r ty minutes at differ
ent railway-stations, and wound up wi th 
at least two meetings at some important 
towns i n the evening, and each meeting 
demanded about an hour. These meet
ings were so arranged that they covered 
the whole State. It took about four 
weeks, but the result of the campaign, 
due to the efforts of the orators and other 
favorable conditions, ended i n the reversal 
of the Democratic vic tory of the year 
before, a Republican majority of th i r ty 
thousand, and the control of the legisla
ture. 

When m y term was about expiring 
wi th the year 1865 I decided to leave 
public life and resume the practice of m y 
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profession. I was at the crossroads of a 
poli t ical or a professional career. So, 
while there was a general assent to my 
renomination, I emphatically stated the 
conclusion at which I had arrived. 

In our country public life is a most 
uncertain career for a young man. Its 
duties and activities remove h im from 
his profession or business and impose 
habits of work and thought which unfit 
him for ordinary pursuits, especially if he 
remains long i n public service. W i t h a 
change of administration or of party 
popularity, he may be at any time 
dropped and left hopelessly stranded. 
On the other hand, if his party is in power 
he has in it a position of influence and 
popularity. H e has a host of friends, 
wi th many people dependent upon h im 
for their own places, and i t is no easy 
thing for h im to retire. 

When I had decided not to remain any 
longer in public life and return home, 
the convention of m y old district, which 
I had represented i n the legislature, 
renominated me for the old position wi th 
such earnestness and affection that i t was 
very difficult to refuse and to persuade 
them that i t was absolutely necessary 
for me to resume actively my profession. 

Our village of Peekskil l , which has 
since grown into the largest village i n the 
State, wi th many manufacturing and 
other interests, was then comparatively 
small. A large number of people gath
ered at the post-office every morning. 
On one occasion when I arrived I found 
them studying a large envelope addressed 
to me, which the postmaster had passed 
around. It was a letter from W i l l i a m 
H . Seward, secretary of state, announc
ing that the president had appointed me 
United States minister to Japan, and 
that the appointment had been sent to 
the Senate and confirmed by that body, 
and directing that I appear at the earliest 
possible moment at his office to receive 
instructions and go to m y post. A few 
days afterwards I received a beautiful 
letter from Henry J . Raymond , then in 
Congress, urging my acceptance. 

On arriving in Washington I went to 
see M r . Seward, who said to me: " I have 
special reasons for securing your appoint
ment from the president. H e is reward
ing friends of his by putt ing them in 

diplomatic positions for which they are 
wholly unfit. I regard the opening of 
Japan to commerce and our relations to 
that new and promising country so i m 
portant, that I asked the privilege to 
select one whom I thought fitted for the 
position. Y o u r youth, familiarity wi th 
public life, and abi l i ty seem to me ideal 
for this position, and I have no doubt you 
wi l l accept." 

I stated to h i m how necessary i t was 
that after long neglect in public life of my 
private affairs that I should return to my 
profession, if I was to make a career, but 
M r . Seward brushed that aside by recit
ing his own success, notwithstanding his 
long service in our State and in Wash
ington. "However , " he continued, " I 
feared that this might be your attitude, 
so I have made an appointment for you 
to see M r . Burlingame, who has been our 
minister to China , and is now here at the 
head of a mission from China to the differ
ent nations of the wor ld . " 

Anson Burlingame's career had been 
most picturesque and had attracted the 
attention not only of the Uni ted States 
but of Europe. As a member of the 
House of Representatives he had ac
cepted the challenge of a "fire-eater," 
who had sent i t under the general view 
that no Northern man would fight. As 
minister to Ch ina he had so gained the 
confidence of the Chinese Government 
that he persuaded them to open diplo
matic relations with the Western world, 
and at their request he had resigned his 
position from the Uni ted States and ac
cepted the place of ambassador to the 
Great Powers, and was at the head of a 
large delegation, composed of the most 
important, influential, and representative 
mandarins of the old empire. 

When I sent up my card to his room at 
the hotel his answer was: " C o m e up 
immediately." H e was shaving and had 
on the min imum of clothes permissible to 
receive a visitor. H e was expecting me 
and started in at once wi th an eloquent 
description of the attractions and i m 
portance of the mission to Japan. W i t h 
the shaving-brush i n one hand and the 
razor in the other he delivered an oration. 
I n order to emphasize i t and have time 
to think and enforce a new idea, he would 
apply the brush and the razor vigorously, 
then pause and resume. I cannot re-
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member his exact words, but have a keen 
recollection of the general trend of his 
argument. 

H e said: " I am surprised that a young 
man like you, unmarried, and wi th no 
social obligations, should hesitate for a 
moment to accept this most important 
and attractive position. If you think 
these people are barbarians, I can assure 
you that they had a civi l izat ion and a 
highly developed literature when our 
forefathers were painted savages. The 
western nations of Europe, i n order to 
secure advantages i n this newly opened 
country for commerce, have sent their 
ablest representatives. Y o u wi l l meet 
there wi th the diplomats of a l l the great 
western nations, and your in t imacy wi th 
them wi l l be a university of the largest 
opportunity. Y o u wi l l come i n contact 
wi th the best minds of Europe. Y o u 
can make a great reputation i n the keen 
r iva l ry of this situation by securing the 
best of the trade of Japan for your own 
country to its western coasts over the 
waters of the Pacific. Y o u w i l l be wel
comed by the Japanese Government, and 
the minister of foreign affairs w i l l assign 
you a palace to live i n , wi th a garden 
attached so perfectly appointed and kept 
as to have been the envy of Shenstone. 
Y o u w i l l be attended by hundreds of 
beautiful and accomplished Japanese 
maidens." 

When I repeated to a large body of 
wait ing office-seekers who had assembled 
i n m y room what M r . Burlingame had said, 
they a l l became applicants for the place 
which eventually I decided not to accept. 

President Andrew Johnson differed 
radically from any President of the 
Uni ted States whom it has been m y good 
fortune to know. Th i s refers to all from 
and including M r . L inco ln to M r . H a r d 
ing. A great deal must be forgiven and a 
great deal taken by way of explanation 
when we consider his early environment 
and opportunities. 

I n the interviews I had wi th h im he 
impressed me as a man of vigorous men
tali ty, of obstinate wilfulness and over
whelming confidence in his own judgment 
and the courage of his convictions. H i s 
weakness was alcoholism. H e made an 
exhibition of himself at the time of his 
inauguration and during the presidency, 

and especially during his famous trip 
" around the circle " he was in a bad way. 

H e was of humble origin and, i n fact,-
very poor. I t is said of h i m that he could 
neither read nor write un t i l his wife 
taught h im. H e made a great career 
both as a member of the House of Repre
sentatives and a senator, and was of 
unquestionable influence i n each branch. 
W i t h reckless disregard for his life, he 
kept east Tennessee i n the U n i o n during 
the C i v i l War . 

General Grant told me a story of his 
own experience w i t h h im. Johnson, he 
said, had always been treated wi th such 
contempt and ignored socially by the 
members of the old families and slave 
aristocracy of the South that his resent
ment against them was vindict ive, and 
so after the surrender at Appomat tox he 
was constantly proclaiming "Treason is 
odious and must be punished." H e also 
wanted and, i n fact, insisted upon ignor
ing Grant 's parole to the Confederate 
officers, i n order that they might be tried 
for treason. O n this question of main
taining his parole and his mi l i ta ry honor 
General Grant was inflexible, and said he 
would appeal not only to Congress but 
to the country. 

One day a delegation, consisting of the 
most eminent, pol i t ical ly, socially, and in 
family descent, of the Southern leaders, 
went to the Whi te House. They said: 
" M r . President, we have never recog
nized you, as you belong to an entirely 
different class from ourselves, but i t is the 
rule of a l l countries and i n a l l ages that 
supreme power vested i n the individual 
raises h im, no matter what his origin, to 
supreme leadership. Y o u are now Presi
dent of the Uni ted States, and by virtue 
of your office our leader, and we recognize 
you as such." T h e n followed attention 
from these people whom he admired and 
envied, as well as hated, of hospitality 
and deference, of which they were past 
masters. I t captivated h i m and changed 
his whole attitude towards them. 

H e sent for General Grant and said to 
h i m : " T h e war is over and there should 
be forgiveness and reconciliation. I pro
pose to cal l upon a l l of the States recently 
i n rebellion to send to Washington their 
Uni ted States senators and members of 
the House, the same as they d id before 
the war. If the present Congress w i l l not 
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admit them, a Congress can be formed of 
these Southern senators and members of 
the House and of such Nor thern senators 
and representatives as wi l l believe that I 
am right and acting under the Const i tu
tion. A s President of the Uni ted States, 
I w i l l recognize that Congress and com
municate wi th them as such. A s general 
of the army I want your support." Gen
eral Grant replied: " T h a t w i l l create c iv i l 
war, because the N o r t h wi l l undoubtedly 
recognize the Congress as i t now exists, 
and that Congress wi l l assert itself in 
every way possible." " I n that case," 
said the president, " I want the army to 
support the constitutional Congress which 
I am recognizing." General Grant said: 
" O n the contrary, so far as m y authority 
goes, the army wi l l support the Congress 
as it is now and disperse the other." 
President Johnson then ordered General 
Grant to Mexico on a mission, and as he 
had no power to send a general of the 
army out of the Uni ted States, Grant 
refused to go. 

Shortly afterwards Grant received a 
very confidential communication from 
General Sherman, stating that he had 
been ordered to Washington to take com
mand of the army, and wanted to know 
what i t meant. General Grant explained 
the situation, whereupon General Sher
man announced to the president that he 
would take exactly the same position as 
General Grant had. The president then 
dropped the whole subject. 

A B R A H A M L I N C O L N 

T H E secretaryship of the State of N e w 
Y o r k is a very delightful office. Its 
varied duties are agreeable, and the i n 
cumbent is brought in close contact wi th 
the State administration, the legislature, 
and the people. 

We had i n the secretary of state's office 
at the time I held the office, about fifty-
eight years ago, very interesting archives. 
The office had been the repository of these 
documents since the organization of the 
government. M a n y years afterwards 
they were removed to the State L ib ra ry . 
A m o n g these documents were ten volumes 
of autograph letters from General Wash
ington to Governor Cl in ton and others, 
covering the campaign on the Hudson i n 
the effort by the enemy to capture West 
Point , the treason of Arno ld , and nearly 

the whole of the Revolut ionary W a r . I n 
the course of years before these papers 
were removed to the State L i b r a r y , a 
large part of them disappeared. I t was 
not the fault of the administrat ion suc
ceeding me, but i t was because the legis
lature, i n its effort to economize, refused 
to make appropriation for the proper 
care of these invaluable historic papers. 
M o s t of Washington's letters were writ ten 
entirely i n his own hand, and one wonders 
at the phenomenal industry which en
abled h i m to do so much wri t ing while 
continuously and laboriously engaged in 
active campaigning. 

I n view of the approaching presidential 
election, the legislature passed a law, 
which was signed by the governor, pro
viding machinery for the soldiers' vote. 
N e w Y o r k had at that time between three 
and four hundred thousand soldiers i n the 
field, who were scattered i n companies, 
regiments, brigades, and divisions all over 
the South. Th i s law made i t the duty of 
the secretary of state to provide ballots, 
to see that they reached every uni t of a 
company, to gather the votes and trans
mit them to the home of each soldier. 
The State government had no machinery 
by which this work could be done. I ap
plied to the express companies, but al l 
refused "on the ground that they were not 
equipped. I then sent for old John But -
terfield, who was the founder of the 
express business but had retired and was 
l iv ing on his farm near U t i ca . H e was 
intensely patriotic and ashamed of the 
lack of enterprise shown b y the express 
companies. H e said to me: " I f they 
cannot do this work they ought to re
t ire." H e at once organized what was 
pract ical ly an express company, taking 
i n a l l those i n existence and adding many 
new features for the sole purpose of dis
tr ibuting the ballots and gathering the 
soldiers' votes. I t was a gigantic task 
and successfully executed b y this pa
triotic old gentleman. 

Of course, the first thing was to find 
out where the N e w Y o r k troops were, 
and for that purpose I went to Washing
ton, remaining there for several months 
before the W a r Department would give 
me the information. The secretary of 
war was E d w i n M . Stanton. I t was per
haps fortunate that the secretary of war 
should not only possess extraordinary 
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executive abil i ty, but be also practically 
devoid of human weakness; that he should 
be a rigid disciplinarian and administer 
justice without mercy. I t was thought 
at the time that these qualities were 
necessary to counteract, as far as possi
ble, the tender-heartedness of President 
Lincoln . If the boy condemned to be 
shot, or his mother or father, could reach 
the president in time, he was never exe
cuted. The mi l i ta ry authorities thought 
that this was a mistaken charity and 
weakened discipline. I was at a dinner 
after the war wi th a number of generals 
who had been in command of armies. 
The question was asked one of the most 
famous of these generals: " H o w did you 
carry out the sentences of your court 
martials and escape Lincoln 's pardons ? " 
The grim old warrior answered: " I shot 
them first." 

I took my weary way every day to the 
War Department, but could get no re
sults. The interviews were brief and 
disagreeable and the secretary of war 
very brusque. The time was getting 
short. I said to the secretary: " I f the 
ballots are to be distributed in time, I 
must have information at once." H e 
very angrily refused and said: " N e w 
Y o r k troops are i n every army, all over 
the enemy's territory. T a state their 
location would be to give invaluable in 
formation to the enemy. H o w do I 
know if that information would be so 
safeguarded as not to get o u t ? " 

As I was walking down the long corri
dor, which was full of hurrying officers 
and soldiers returning from the field or 
departing for i t , I met E l i h u B . Wash-
burne, who was a congressman from I l l i 
nois and an intimate friend of the presi
dent. He stopped me and said: 

" H e l l o , M r . Secretary, you seem very 
much troubled. Can I help y o u ? " I 
told h im my story. 

" What are you going to do ? " he asked. 
I answered: " T o protect myself I must 
report to the people of N e w Y o r k that the 
provision for the soldiers' vot ing cannot 
be carried out because the administration 
refuses to give information where the 
New Y o r k soldiers are located." 

" W h y , " said M r . Washburne, " that 
would beat M r . Lincoln . Y o u don't 
know him. While he is a great states
man, he is also the keenest of politicians 

alive. If i t could be done in no other 
way, the president would take a carpet
bag and go around and collect those votes 
himself. Y o u remain here unt i l you hear 
from me. I w i l l go at once and see the 
president." 

In about an hour a staff officer stepped 
up to me and asked: " A r e you the sec
retary of state of N e w Y o r k ? " I an
swered " Y e s . " " T h e secretary of war 
wishes to see you at once," he said. I 
found the secretary most cordial and 
charming. 

" M r . Secretary, what do you desire?" 
he asked. I stated the case as I had 
many times before, and he gave a per
emptory order to one of his staff that I 
should receive the documents in time for 
me to leave Washington on the midnight 
train. 

The magical transformation was the 
result of a personal visi t of President 
L inco ln to the secretary of war. M r . 
L inco ln carried the State of N e w Y o r k 
by a majority of only 6,749, and i t was a 
soldiers' vote that gave h im the Empire 
State. 

The compensations of my long delay 
in Washington trying to move the War 
Department were the opportunity i t gave 
me to see M r . L inco ln , to meet the mem
bers of the Cabinet, to become intimate 
wi th the N e w Y o r k delegation i n Con
gress, and to hear the wonderful adven
tures and stories so numerous in Wash
ington. 

The White House at that time had no 
executive offices as now, and the ma
chinery for executive business was very 
primitive. The east half of the second 
story had one large reception-room, i n 
which the president could always be 
found, and a few rooms adjoining for his 
secretaries and clerks. The president 
had very little protection or seclusion. 
I n the reception-room, which was always 
crowded at certain hours, could be found 
members of Congress, office-seekers, and 
an anxious company of fathers and 
mothers seeking pardons for their sons 
condemned for mil i tary offenses, or ask
ing permission to go to the front, where a 
soldier boy was wounded or sick. Eve ry 
one wanted something and wanted i t 
very bad. The patient president, wea
ried as he was wi th cares of state, wi th the 
situation on several hostile fronts, wi th 
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the exigencies i n Congress and jealousies 
i n his Cabinet, patiently and sympa
thetically listened to these tales of want 
and woe. M y position was unique. I 
was the only one in Washington who 
personally d id not want anything, m y 
mission being purely i n the public 
interest. 

I was a devoted follower of M r . 
Seward, the secretary of state, and 
through the intimacies wi th officers in his 
department I learned from day to day 
the troubles i n the Cabinet, so graphi
cally described i n the diary of Post
master-General Gideon Welles. 

The antagonism between M r . Seward 
and M r . Chase, the secretary of the 
treasury, though rarely breaking out i n 
the open, was nevertheless acute. M r . 
Seward was devoted to the president and 
made every possible effort to secure his 
renomination and election. M r . Chase 
was doing his best to prevent M r . L i n 
coln's renomination and secure i t for 
himself. 

N o president ever had a Cabinet of 
which the members were so independent, 
had so large individual followings, and 
were so inharmonious. The president's 
sole ambit ion was to secure the ablest 
men i n the country for the departments 
which he assigned to them without re
gard to their loyal ty to himself. One 
of M r . Seward's secretaries would fre
quently report to me the acts of dis
loyal ty or personal hosti l i ty on the part 
of M r . Chase wi th the lament: " T h e old 
man—meaning Lincoln—knows al l about 
i t and wi l l not do a thing." 

I had a long and memorable interview 
wi th the president. As I stepped from 
the crowd i n his reception-room, he said 
to me: " W h a t do you w a n t ? " I an
swered: " N o t h i n g , M r . President, I only 
came to pay m y respects and b id you 
good-by, as I am leaving Washington." 
" I t is such a luxury , " he then remarked, 
" to find a man who does not want any
thing. I wish you would wait unt i l I 
get r id of this crowd." 

When we were alone he threw himself 
wearily on a lounge and was evidently 
greatly exhausted. Then he indulged, 
rocking backward and forward, i n a 
reminiscent review of different crises i n 
his administration, and how he had met 
them. I n nearly every instance he had 

carried his point, and either captured or 
beaten his adversaries by a story so apt, 
so on a l l fours, and wi th such complete an
swers that the controversy was over. I 
remember eleven of these stories, each of 
which was a victory. 

I n regard to this story-telling, he said: 
" I am accused of telling a great many 
stories. They say that i t lowers the 
dignity of the presidential office, but I 
have found that pla in people (repeating 
wi th emphasis pla in people), take them 
as you find them, are more easily influ
enced by a broad and humorous il lustra
t ion than in any other way, and what the 
hypecri t ical few may think, I don't 
care." 

In speaking M r . L i n c o l n had a peculiar 
cadence i n his voice, caused by laying 
emphasis upon the key-word of the sen
tence. I n answer to the question how he 
knew so many anecdotes, he answered: 
" I never invented a story, but I have a 
good memory and, I think, tell one toler
ably well. M y early life was passed 
among pioneers who had the courage 
and enterprise to break away from c iv i l i 
zation and settle i n the wilderness. The 
things which happened to these original 
people, and among themselves i n their 
pr imit ive conditions were far more dra
matic than anything invented by the 
professional story-tellers. Fo r many 
years I travelled the circuit as a lawyer, 
and usually there was only one hotel i n 
the county towns where court was held. 
The judge, the grand and petit juries, 
the lawyers, the clients, and witnesses 
would pass the night telling exciting or 
amusing occurrences, and these were of 
infinite variety and interest." H e was 
always eager for a new story to add to 
his magazine of ammunit ion and weap
ons. 

One night when there was a reception 
at the executive mansion Rufus C . A n 
drews, surveyor of the port of N e w Y o r k , 
and I went there together. Andrews was 
a good lawyer and had been a correspon
dent i n N e w Y o r k of M r . L i n c o l n , while 
he was active at the bar i n Ill inois. H e 
was a confidential adviser of the presi
dent on N e w Y o r k matters and frequently 
at the executive mansion. A s the pro
cession moved past the president he 
stopped Andrews and, leaning over, 
spoke very confidentially to h im. The 
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conversation delayed the procession for 
some time. When Andrews and I re
turned to the hotel, our rooms were 
crowded wi th newspaper men and pol i t i 
cians wanting to know what the confiden
tial conversation was about. Andrews 
made a great mystery of i t and so did the 
press. H e explained to me when we 
were alone that during his visit to the 
president the night before he told the 
president a new story. The president 
delayed h im at the reception, saying: 
"Andrews, I forgot the point of that 
story you told me last night; repeat i t 
now." 

The first national convention I ever 
attended was held i n Balt imore in 1864, 
when M r . L inco ln was renominated. I 
have since been four times a delegate at 
large, representing the whole State, and 
many times a delegate representing a 
congressional district. Judge W . H . 
Robertson, of Westchester County, and 
I went to the convention together. We 
thought we would go by sea, but our ship 
had a collision, and we were rescued by 
a pilot-boat. Returning to N e w Y o r k , 
we decided to accept the security of the 
railroad. Judge Robertson was one of 
the shrewdest and ablest of the Republ i 
can politicians in the State of N e w Y o r k . 
He had been repeatedly elected county 
judge, State senator, and member of 
Congress, and always overcoming a hos
tile Democratic majority. 

We went to Washington to see M r . 
Seward first, had an interview with h im 
at his office, and dined wi th h im in the 
evening. T o dine wi th Secretary Seward 
was an event which no one, and especially 
a young polit ician, ever forgot. H e was 
the most charming of hosts and his con
versation a liberal education. 

There was no division as to the renomi
nation of M r . L inco ln , but i t was gener
ally conceded that the vice-president 
should be a war Democrat. The can
didacy of Danie l S. Dickinson, of N e w 
Y o r k , had been so ably managed that he 
was far and away the favorite. H e had 
been all his life, up to the breaking out of 
the C i v i l War , one of the most pro
nounced extreme and radical Democrats 
in the State of N e w Y o r k . M r . Seward 
took judge Robertson and me into his 
confidence. H e was hostile to the nomi-
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nation of M r . Dickinson, and said that 
the situation demanded the nomination 
for vice-president of a representative 
from the border States, whose loyal ty had 
been demonstrated during the war. He 
eulogized Andrew Johnson, of Tennessee, 
and gave a glowing description of the 
courage and patriotism wi th which John
son, at the risk of his life, had advocated 
the cause of the Un ion and kept his State 
part ial ly loyal . H e said to us: " Y o u 
can quote me to the delegates, and they 
wi l l believe I express the opinion of the 
president. While the president wishes 
to take no part i n the nomination for 
vice-president, yet he favors M r . John
son." 

When we arrived at the convention 
this interview with M r . Seward made us a 
centre of absorbing interest and at once 
changed the current of opinion, which 
before that had been almost unanimously 
for M r . Dickinson. I t was finally left 
to the N e w Y o r k delegation. 

The meeting of the delegates from N e w 
Y o r k was a stormy one and lasted unt i l 
nearly morning. M r . Dickinson had 
many warm friends, especially among 
those of previous Democratic affiliation, 
and the State pride to have a vice-
president was i n his favor. Upon the 
final vote Andrew Johnson had one ma
jori ty. The decision of N e w Y o r k was 
accepted by the convention and he was 
nominated for vice-president. 

This is an instance of which I have met 
many i n my life, where the course of 
history was changed on a very narrow 
margin. Pol i t ica l histories and the news
papers' discussions of the time assigned 
the success of M r . Johnson to the efforts 
of several well-known delegates, but 
really it was largely, if not wholly, due to 
the message of M r . Seward, which was 
carried by Judge Robertson and myself 
to the delegates. 

The delays in the prosecution of the 
war had created a sentiment early in 1864 
that the re-election of M r . L inco ln was 
impossible. The leaders of both the con
servative and the radical elements in the 
Republican party, M r . Weed on the one 
hand, and M r . Greeley on the other, 
frankly told the president that he could 
not be re-elected, and his intimate friend, 
Congressman E l i h u B . Washburne, after 
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a canvass of the country, gave h i m the 
same information. 

Then came the spectacular vic tory of 
Farragut at Mob i l e and the tr iumphant 
march of Sherman through Georgia, and 
the sentiment of the country entirely 
changed. There was an active move
ment on foot i n the interest of the secre
tary of the treasury, Chase, and fostered 
by him, to hold an independent conven
tion before the regular Republican con
vention as a protest against the renomi
nation of M r . L inco ln . I t was sup
ported by some of the most eminent and 
powerful members of the party who threw 
into the effort their means and influence. 
After these victories the effort was aban
doned and M r . L inco ln was nominated by 
acclamation. I recall as one of the ex
citements and pleasures of a lifetime the 
enthusiastic confidence of that convention 
when they acclaimed L i n c o l n their nomi
nee. 

Governor Seymour, who was the idol 
of his party, headed the N e w Y o r k dele
gation to the national Democratic con
vention to nominate the president, and 
his journey to that convention was a 
t r iumphal march. There is no doubt 
that at the time he had wi th h im not 
only the enthusiastic support of his own 
party but the confidence of the advo
cates of peace. H i s own nomination and 
election seemed inevitable. However, i n 
deference to the war sentiment, General 
M c C l e l l a n was nominated instead, and 
here occurred one of those li t t le things 
which so often in our country have turned 
the tide. 

The platform committee, and the con
vention afterwards permitted to go into 
the platform a phrase proposed by 
Clement C . Vallandigham, of Ohio, the 
phrase being, " T h e war is a failure." 
Soon after the adjournment of the con
vention, to the victories of Farragut and 
Sherman was added the spectacular cam
paign and victory of Sheridan i n the 
valley of Shenandoah. The campaign 
at once took on a new phase. I t was the 
opportunity for the orator. 

I t is difficult now to recreate the scenes 
of that campaign. The people had been 
greatly disheartened. E v e r y family was 
i n bereavement, wi th a son lost and others 
st i l l i n the service. Taxes were onerous, 

and economic and business conditions 
very bad. Then came this reaction, 
which seemed to promise an early victory 
for the Un ion . The orator naturally 
picked up the phrase, " T h e war is a 
fa i lure" ; then he pictured Farragut tied 
to the shrouds of his flag-ship; then he 
portrayed Sherman marching through 
Georgia, and the glee-club sang the well-
known song " M a r c h i n g Through Geor
g i a " ; then he pictured Sheridan leaving 
the War Department hearing of the battle 
i n the Shenandoah Val ley , r iding down 
and ral lying his defeated troops, reform
ing and leading them to one of the most 
important victories of the war; then 
would be recited the famous poem 
" Sheridan Twen ty M i l e s A w a y . " Every 
occasion was the opportunity of the de
scriptive and imaginative orator. 

M r . L incoln ' s election under the con
ditions and circumstances was probably 
more due to that unfortunate phrase in 
the Democratic platform than to any 
other cause. 

The tragedy of the assassination of M r . 
L inco ln was followed by the most pa
thetic incident of Amer ican life—his 
funeral. After the ceremony at Wash
ington the funeral-train stopped at P h i l 
adelphia, N e w Y o r k , and Albany . In 
each of these cities was an opportunity 
for the people to view the remains. 

I had charge i n m y official capacity as 
secretary of state of the t rain after i t left 
Albany . I t was late i n the evening 
when we started, and the t rain was run
ning all night through central and western 
N e w Y o r k . Its schedule was well known 
along the route. Wherever the highway 
crossed the rai lway-track the whole popu
lation of the neighborhood was assembled 
on the highway and i n the fields. Huge 
bonfires lighted up the scene. Pastors of 
the local churches of a l l denominations 
had united i n leading their congregations 
for greeting and farewell for their beloved 
president. A s we would reach a cross
ing there sometimes would be hundreds 
and at others thousands of men, women, 
and children on their knees, praying and 
singing hymns. 

Th i s continuous service of prayer and 
song and supplication lasted over the 
three hundred miles between A l b a n y and 
Buffalo, from midnight un t i l dawn. 

(To be continued.) 
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Bessemer the beautiful, with its stacks, trestle supports, and the ascending smoke. 



A city of wonderful hills. Pittsburgh's streets follow terraces and inclines around the sides to the 
tops of the hills. From the summits of these elevations one may look down 

upon the sky-scrapers, the rivers, and the mills. 
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The wonderful blast furnaces, massive forms set against tertiary backgrounds of smoke and steam. 
This drawing was made from the Twenty-second Street bridge over the Monongahela 

River, only a few blocks removed from the business section of Pittsburgh. 
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Corner of Fifth and Sixth Avenues. Fifth Avenue swerves and crosses Sixth Avenue almost at right 
angles. The stone towers and turrets of the County Court are strongly set out 

against the gray background of the Frick Building, 
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Homestead, near Pittsburgh, with the graceful curves of the Monongahela. The largest unit of the 
Carnegie Steel Works is located here. 
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Miles and miles of mammoth mills. From the hills and from the bridges one may get such views 
as this, not one only but hundreds. This drawing shows a portion ot the 

giant plant of the National Tube Works. 
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Sixth Avenue from Wood Street, with the beautiful Gothic spires of Trinity Episcopal Church and the 
First Presbyterian Church, surrounded by tall buildings-the Oliver, McCreery's, and others. 
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B O U G A I N V I L L E A 
By Mary Synon 

I L L U S T R A T I O N S B Y J A M E S R E Y N O L D S 

U N T I L the night when Joan 
M a x s o n s t o o d b e f o r e 
Kingsley, convicted wi th
out tr ial of the crime he 
would have stigmatized as 
the lowest lapse i n his code 

for humankind, she had never revealed to 
the world through which she moved her 
potentiality in romantic drama. People 
should have known, of course, that the 
years of her marriage to Maxson must 
have been filled wi th events beyond the 
ordinary ken of her k ind , but they were 
so accustomed to picturing her i n the 
background of the Car l in millions that 
nothing but Kingsley 's calcium could 
have picked out the blazing reds of ad
venture and purples of passion which she 
hid beneath the gray garment of poor 
relationship. T o the men wi th whom 
she danced and the women wi th whom 
she lunched she was M r s . M a r t i n Carl in 's 
niece, brought from some hinterland of 
the north, married to an Englishman, 
widowed or divorced—no one seemed to 
know or care whether or not Maxson was 
dead—and returned to the Carlins, ap
parently unchanged, taking up her life 
exactly where she had set i t down on the 
day when she had come down the aisle of 
the Four th Presbyterian to the thunders 
of the usual recessional. Few of them 
even knew that she had l ived in Egyp t . 
N o one, unt i l she stood forth to combat 
Kingsley's bitter revelations, had any no
tion of how she had l ived in the old land 
where East and West meet and never 
mingle. 

Blane, who had known M r s . Car l in in 
her girlhood, was the only one who had 
opportunity to see how Joan Bai ley dove
tailed her past into her future when she 
came to Chicago. H e had seen her early 
girlhood in the raw town on the copper 
range where her father worked in some 
obscure way for the Car l in Company. 
She had been restless, chafing at the 
chains of economic and social restrictions 

which their poverty forced upon her, hat
ing the bleak ugliness of the place, yearn
ing for beauty and breadth of experience, 
despising the treadmill of her life. Blane, 
though, was never subtle, and to h im the 
sullen moods of the girl went when her 
father died. For M r s . Car l in , moved 
perhaps by some belated sense of respon
sibil i ty, packed her, shoddy bag and 
shabby baggage, from the little cottage on 
the copper range to the Georgian man
sion outposting the sands beyond Linco ln 
Park and overlooking the waters of the 
lake. 

Joan Bai ley might have been expected 
to enjoy her coming into Canaan, but, 
for al l Blane's idea that she was floating 
in a languorous mental ease, she didn't , 
any more than had M r s . Car l in , and with 
both of them a journey around the world 
must have been part of their quest for a 
farther land of promise. Somewhere in 
its course she met Maxson . When they 
came back M r s . Car l in announced the 
engagement, informing the society editors 
that the wedding would take place when 
Maxson would arrive in Chicago in Octo
ber. She also told them that Maxson 
was a younger son of Sir Henry Maxson , 
K . B . , who had an estate in Somersetshire, 
a shooting-box i n Scotland, a yacht at 
Cowes, and a town house in Park Lane. 
M r s . Ca r l i n was that k ind of woman. 
Just as thoroughly and as successfully did 
she strive to conceal the fact that Joan 
Bai ley had gone to work. 

Blane stumbled on the gir l when she 
was taking dictation in Melv in ' s office. 
For the moment the remembrance of how 
he had seen her, dozens of times, at the 
same task in her old home town dulled his 
possible surprise, un t i l the thought that 
she was supposed to be the fluttering 
fiancee in what the newspapers were call
ing an international romance pierced 
through his outer consciousness. H e 
must have looked his amazement, for 
Joan Bai ley signalled h im into silence. 
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That night she telephoned h i m a request 
to cal l upon her. H e asked her to lunch
eon, and the next day, i n a crowded res
taurant, she flung at h i m the statement 
that she didn' t believe she'd marry M a x -
son. " I feel that I hardly know h i m , " 
she said. 

" Y o u know h im as well as you d id 
when you promised," Blane, who had his 
moments of perception, told her. 

" I t was different there." H e r eyes 
flashed as if in recollection of the occa
sion. " I hate to hurt h i m , " she went on. 
" Y o u don't know how nice he seems, 
really, but he's different from any one 
else I 've ever known, and sometimes I ' m 
frightened. I hate to hurt A u n t Laura , 
too, and she's so keen on this. I suppose 
that, if I don't marry h im, I ' l l have to go 
out on my own. That ' s why I ' m working 
now. I want to remember just what I ' l l 
have to go back to. You ' r e the only one, 
except A u n t Laura , who knew me before 
I came here. Y o u know just what life 
was wi th me back home." 

" B u t you don't have to go back to i t , " 
Blane said, " i f you don't marry this man. 
A n d , if you don't love h im " 

" I don't know whether I do or not ," 
she said. " I thought I d id over there, 
but i t was Cairo, and Cairo might change 
one's sense of values." 

" W a i t t i l l he comes here," Blane ad
vised. 

" B u t that would hardly be fair ," she 
protested. 

" I f you think you might love h im, 
wouldn't i t be the only fair w a y ? " 

"Perhaps you're r ight ," she said. 
She kept on working, however, un t i l 

Maxson came. H e was one of those 
dark, blazing-eyed Bri tons who try to 
hide their capacity for sentiment back of 
a mask of saturnine silence. There was 
something rather wistfully pathetic about 
h im, for a l l the resoundingness of his 
family connection as i t rolled off M r s . 
Carl in 's tongue. H i s gaze followed Joan 
Bai ley as if she were the sun, moon, and 
stars of his world. Blane, a l i t t le sorry 
for M a x s o n because he seemed so dis-
tressedly alien from the crowd wi th whom 
M r s . Car l in had surrounded h im, went 
out of his way to draw h im into conversa
tion. The effort ran into failure. M a x 
son told h im that he was one of the engi

neers engaged on the bui lding of the 
Assouan D a m , but he seemed to fear lest 
interest i n his work might be regarded as 
part of a personal revelation, and after a 
desultory discussion of the var iab i l i ty of 
American weather, they parted. If it 
had not been for the sight of Maxson 's 
face, as he turned from the chancel on 
the day he married Joan, Blane would 
have set h i m down as a l i t t le stolid; but 
the memory of that look of visioning, 
that gaze of a man upon the G r a i l of his 
dreams, came back to h im even when he 
had forgotten Joan Bai ley 's white won
derment. 

For three years no one heard more of 
the Maxsons than M r s . Car l in ' s gossip, 
although, i n the beginning, there was 
plenty of that. T h e y had been enter
tained in Somersetshire by Sir Hen ry and 
L a d y Maxson . They had spent a roman
tic fortnight at the shooting-box i n the 
Trossachs. T h e y had been guests at a 
dinner in the Pa rk Lane house, where the 
roster read l ike cream skimmed from 
Burke 's Peerage. The M a x s o n yacht had 
borne them to E g y p t . T h e y were l iv ing 
in Cairo, in a fascinating house near the 
Sharia-el-Dawaween, that white street of 
the ministries. " Jus t too sweet," Joan's 
aunt characterized her menage after her 
return from her one visi t to i t . " It 's like 
l iv ing in a Hichens nove l . " Afterward, 
wi th less ostentation, she told Blane that 
the Maxsons had moved out of the city, 
so that C l ive might be more conveniently 
located to his work at Assouan. Then 
the ways of the Maxsons ceased to be 
social coinage unt i l Joan came back. 

She returned w i t h M r s . Car l in , who 
had gone abroad following Carl in 's 
death. B o t h of them wore mourning, 
and people rather took i t for granted that 
Maxson had died, perhaps because Joan 
bore the look of one who has been 
stricken by sudden bereavement. A l 
most too quietly she slipped back into 
the semi-obscure niche she had occupied 
before she had met M a x s o n . E v e n when 
M r s . Ca r l i n came out of mourning Joan 
held to the unobtrusiveness of her own 
manner of existence. If her eyes, brood
ing or blazing, sometimes betrayed v o l 
canic flames beneath the du l l lava of her 
surfaced aspect, she managed to ve i l them 
at most times wi th the mist of casual i n -
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difference. Blane, who knew that Cl ive 
Maxson was not dead, fell into thinking 
that the marriage had failed for the single 
and v i ta l reason that Joan had not loved 
her husband. H e thought about the cir
cumstances of her marriage so li t t le, in 
fact, that it was he who brought Kingsley 
to M r s . CarHn's, knowing, even then, that 
the engineer had been one of the builders 
of the Assouan. H e was probably the 
one who told Kings ley that Joan had 
been Maxson's wife, for the man had not 
seen her in Egypt , and there was nothing 
in her personality or her words to lead 
him to the connection of identity on that 
night when he met her at the dinner to 
which M r s . Car l in had bidden him. 

Kingsley, tal l and rangy, hawk-nosed 
and keen-eyed, was one of those men who 
could make i t evident that, for a l l his 
deferential manner toward them, he did 
not like women. M r s . Crosman, whom 
he had taken in , accustomed to the adula
tion of a Southern bellehood, bridled un
der his lack of real interest and turned to 
the man on her other side. Adele W i n -
ship, having known Blane's tame-cat con
versation from her cradle, shifted to 
Kingsley, amused a little by his survey of 
the group around the table. She, l ike 
M r s . Crosman, caught the undercurrent 
of his attitude, but, unlike the other 
woman, did not care. " W h a t are you 
going to do to make us over ? " she taunted 
him. 

" I don't know that I ' d care to," he said. 
" F r o m another man," she countered, 

" that might imply a tribute. F r o m you 
i t means, doesn't i t , that you think we 
aren't worth the effort of revis ion?" 

" I didn't say that." 
" Y o u ' r e looking it. You 've been star

ing at Joan M a x s o n as if she were a snag 
in the stream that must be blown up be
fore progress can be reported. Wha t did 
she ever do to y o u ? " 

" T h e n she is Joan M a x s o n ? " 
" W h y n o t ? " 
" I thought she'd be different." 
" W o r s e ? " 
" N o , " he said, " b u t different." 
" M o r e exo t ic?" 
"Tha t ' s it . H o w did you k n o w ? " 
" O h , every one expects that of people 

who have l ived in unusual places. I ex
pected i t of y o u . " 

"Because I 've worked back of Suez?" 
" O f course." 
" B u t w h y ? " 
" Wel l , l iv ing back of beyond from your 

own choice presupposes some unusual 
quali ty. Don ' t you know remarkable 
men—or women," she threw the t iny 
stone against his armor, "who've made 
life more bril l iant on the banks of the 
N i l e ? " 

"Pharoah's daughter. A n d there was 
Asenath. A n d Cleopatra." 

"Spectacle stuff," she gibed. " W h a t 
about the real people of to-day, l iv ing real 
dramas of real courage ? " 

"Courage? A n d women?" H i s eyes 
went back to Joan Maxson. " I know a 
tale of cowardice and a woman, but I ' m 
not so sure that I should tell i t . " 

" O h , then, you must. I won't let you 
off." She leaned forward toward the 
roses and orchids massed over the table. 
" T h i s man knows a story of Egyp t he 
won't te l l , " she called to M r s . Car l in . 
" C a n ' t you make h i m ? " 

M r s . Car l in , radiating the inclusive 
smile of a hostess who doesn't know the 
question, nodded to Kingsley. M r s . 
Crosman turned her shoulder in bored 
resignation. Blane and a couple of older 
men looked up wi th interest, the younger 
ones flashed their annoyance at this as
sumption of stardom by one of their con
temporaries, three or four girls gave to 
Kingsley appraisal which questioned if 
he would repay their attention, and Joan 
Maxson shrank a little into the shadows 
back of the candle glow. 

" I t ' s the story of a woman who ran 
away," Kingsley said. H i s eyes pierced 
through the golden mists above the roses 
to the gir l . 

" F r o m what ? A tiger ? A n elephant ? 
A pasha?" The questions blazed up i n 
laughter. 

"She thought," Kingsley said, " tha t 
she was running away from her husband. 
I think that she was t rying to run away 
from herself." . 

" O h , then, it 's real ," said Adele W i n -
ship. 

" V e r y real ." H i s gaze lingered upon 
Joan. Slowly she raised her eyes and 
met his squarely, defiantly. " Shall I tell 
i t ? " he asked her. " A s you please," she 
said, but her hand clenched above the 
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flowers at her belt, and from the shadows 
she watched Kings ley wi th burning eyes. 

" W a s she an exotic person?" Adele 
Winship prompted h im. 

" N o , " he said. "She was a gir l of the 
sort you 'd know. She'd been brought up 
in ease, I suppose, and luxury. She was 
a nice gir l , I ' m sure, and, like most nice 
women who have l ived as she did, she had 
no idea of the basic truths of existence, 
the brutal , cruel facts of every-day l iv ing . 
I think that if she had married a r ich 
man she'd have gone on to the end wi th
out a care or a problem. B u t she didn' t . 
She married a splendid, romantic dreamer, 
a man so accustomed to the ways of 
wealth that money meant nothing to h im, 
even when he didn' t have i t . H e didn' t 
need gilt for decorating the gold of his 
spirit, and, because he loved her he 
thought she didn' t , so he took her to live 
where his work called h im. I t was 
E g y p t . " _ 

Into M r s . Carl in 's polite attention 
sprang a look of sudden alarm. Her nar
rowed eyes shot query from Kings ley to 
Joan, but the man wore an apparent u n 
consciousness of any personal effect i n his 
preamble, and only the blaze of the girl 's 
eyes betrayed her tension of interest. • N o 
one else noticed Joan except i n the mo
ment when one of the younger girls flung 
her a casual question: " Y o u l ived there, 
didn' t y o u ? " • : 

" Y e s , " she said, "bu t i t 's a bigger 
country than they imagine, isn't i t ? " 
Her appeal went not to Kings ley but to 
M r s . Car l in , and in the moment of wait ing 
for h im no one heeded her. 

" L i v i n g in E g y p t , " he went on, " i sn ' t 
exactly the affair that you imagine when 
you see ' A i d a , ' or read the blue-and-sil--
ver novels, or even what you think i t is 
when you stay at Shepherd's or the Semir-
amis. L i v i n g anywhere, when it 's close 
to the realities of existence, isn't part icu
lar ly picturesque unless you carry the 
touchstone of romance i n your own spirit. 
I suppose a village on the N i l e , up near 
the Cataracts, wasn't the idea this gir l 
had of what marriage was going to be, 
but she'd made her bargain, and she 
should have held to i t . D o n ' t you think 
s o ? " 

" Y e s , " a half-dozen of them' told h im. 
" N o t necessarily," said Adele Winship . 

" T h a t depends," said Blane. A n d " W a s 
i t her ba rga in?" M r s . Ca r l in asked, a l i t 
tle hostile flame leaping into her eyes as 
she watched the teller. 

" W a s n ' t i t ? " he demanded. " H a d n ' t 
she said 'for worse' as well as 'for bet
te r ' ? A n d i t wasn't really awful, only 
comparatively so. They had good l iv ing 
quarters there at Assouan." 

" A r e you sure?" M r s . Ca r l in asked. 
In the shadow Joan's face shone whitely. 
• "Qui t e sure. I reached there the day 

after this gir l went. I saw what she left. 
I pieced the story together out of what I 
found. I n some ways it 's almost too 
simple for the telling. She had failed, 
that was a l l . She couldn't stand the 
hardships of the place, although she knew, 
when she married the man, that he had a 
profession which entailed hardships upon 
h im. A n d so she had left h i m brutally, 
cruelly, in utter cowardice of soul. A n d 
the queer part of i t is that i n leaving h im 
she d id something that I 've never known 
another Western woman to do i n Egyp t . 
She went out of the settlement, set out 
toward Cairo i n the night, missed her 
way, wandered into the desert, and was 
lost for five days. H o w she l ived heaven 
knows. Wha t she endured only those 
who have known the desert can imagine. 
Wha t she- escaped would have been more 
than the hell she deserved. She reached 
safety, they tell me, exhausted. People 
made quite a heroine of her for the ex
plo i t . " 

" W e l l , i t was brave," Adele Winship 
declared. 

" N o , i t wasn' t ," K ings l ey banged. " If 
she'd done i t for something fine, i t would 
have been. The bravest man I ever knew 
is a l i t t le Canadian paper sales-manager 
who crossed the Andes i n mid-winter, after 
the railroad had gone out of service on ac
count of the snow. H e walked i t alone 
because his baby was sick in N e w Y o r k , 
and he had heard he could make a boat 
three weeks earlier back to the States if 
he could reach the port on the eastern 
side. H e was bat t l ing back to a dying 
chi ld and a grieving woman. Th i s girl 
was running away from a dy ing hus
band." 

" H e wasn't d y i n g ! " Joan Maxson 's 
voice rang out, a brazen trumpet of com
bat over the ordered field of a cloth of 



From a drawing by James Reynolds. 
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gold. She had risen from her place and 
was standing, her hands gripping the 
table, as she stared at Kings ley wi th 
blazing eyes. " Y o u may think you're 
telling the truth about the rest of i t , but 
that's a l i e . " • 

" Joan , Joan dear, please," M r s . Car l in 
was pleading. A l l the rest of them, Blane 
and M r s . Crosman and Adele Winship 
and the men and girls who were a l l the 
friends Joan M a x s o n had, were watching 
in the stricken dulness of people appalled 
by the catastrophe of self-revelation i n a 
world buil t on repression. Only Joan and 
the man she faced seemed v i t a l . " I t ' s 
not a l i e , " Kings ley said. " I found h im 
delirious wi th river fever when I went out 
there two nights afterward. I nursed h i m 
for eight weeks. Y o u see, I had known 
h im in India. H e ' d done the same for 
me there. I saved his life—and he's 
wondered ever since why I d i d . " 

" I didn't know," she said, the fire dying 
down in her eyes. " I didn' t know. Y o u 
believe that, don't y o u ? " She had for
gotten the others unt i l Kingsley 's glance 
included them. " T o be sure I do," he 
said, but wi th no conviction. " I ' m sorry 
that I told the story, M r s . M a x s o n , " he 
said. " I shouldn't have done it , but I 
thought I owed its telling to—to h im. I 
thought that you and I need be the only 
ones who would understand. I ' m des
perately sorry," he repeated, as M r s . 
Car l in marshalled the eyes of the women. 

" I t doesn't matter," Joan Maxson said. 
" I t had to be known some time. D o n ' t 
go, A u n t Laura"—she reached out to re
strain M r s . Car l in . " T h i s man has told 
you what he thinks of what I d id , what 
the people back there thought of i t . L e t 
me tell h im m y side of i t . Y o u heard 
him, a l l of you. N o w you're going to 
hear me." 

" B u t , J o a n — " her aunt protested. 
She sank into the chair, then leaned 

over the table unt i l her face came wi th in 
the radiance of the candles. F r o m the 
mass of flowers she took an orchid, pu l l 
ing at it wi th nervous fingers as she spoke. 
" I suppose that any woman who runs 
away from any issue is a coward," she 
said, "bu t I thought there were extenuat
ing circumstances. M r . Kings ley isn't 
quite right. I wasn't reared in luxury. 
I l ived for twenty years of m y life i n 

shacks no better than those at Assouan. 
I was so poor that the only way I could 
enjoy life was i n dreams of fairy-tale hap
penings. W h y , I hardly knew what but
ter tasted like un t i l I went to work and 
earned money to buy i t . Then one fairy
tale came true. A u n t L a u r a brought me 
to this ." H e r glance went over the din
ing-room, that stately replica of one of 
the great halls of Florence. " I was still 
l iv ing i n that dream when Cl ive Maxson 
led me to the portals of another. 

" We met i n Cairo . M o s t of you know 
what Cairo can be in the season—a big, 
gay bazaar that the East opens for the 
West, and where the West comes in 
bright clothes to buy and play. Y o u 
know the wide shops, and the great 
houses, and the procession of carriages 
under the balconies, where women look 
as if they were just going to sing in some 
opera. Y o u know the streets that lead 
nowhere and that always take you where 
you want to go. Y o u know the Ezbe-
kieh Gardens, and Napoleon's house, and 
A b d i n , and Roda , and M a r g , and the 
Tombs of the Mamelukes , and the Coptic 
church, and the Shwe Dagon. Y o u know 
the river, w i th the feluccas and gyassas 
drifting up and down, their sails white in 
the sun and black i n the shadows. Y o u 
know the desert, always calling. Y o u 
know the color of Cairo , the beauty of it, 
the lure of i t . It 's one of the places that 
gets into your blood. I used to feel, 
when I ' d ride out to Ghizeh wi th Cl ive , 
or walk wi th h im between the white and 
gold and red and blue and p ink and green 
houses of the M o u s k y , or go out to the 
Tur f C lub , or loiter in the coffee-shops, or 
dance at the hotel, that I wasn't Jdan 
Bai ley . H o w could I be the gir l who'd 
slaved in a miserable town up i n the cop
per country ? I was some one else, a girl 
who l ived in beauty every waking mo
ment. Cairo was bui l t for the day, they 
say, and i t lives for the day alone, but to 
me it was m y day, and I l ived i t , every 
instant of i t . " 

Her voice rang into exaltation as her 
look went above and beyond them all—• 
over M r s . Ca r l in , nervously b i t ing her lips, 
over Blane, stricken b y friendly remorse 
that he had precipitated the crisis where 
Joan Bai ley was commit t ing social sui
cide before their eyes, over Kings ley , r igid 
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as the monuments to M e m n o n . I t was 
as if she had cast them out from her con
sciousness and was pleading her cause 
wi th a justice higher than their opinions. 
They watched her wi th some realization 
of her apartness, some recognition of her 
possession of a qual i ty not their own, as 
she went on. 

" I thought I loved Cl ive . Wouldn ' t 
any gir l , loving life and beauty and ro
mance as I d id , and there in that amber 
moonlight that draws the world into its 
yellow spell and makes i t al l gold wi th 
soft loveliness, think she loved a man like 
C l ive? W h y , it was part of the fairy
tale, and i t was a l l part of Cairo, like the 
bougainvillea on the walls. 

" When I came back I saw how m y love 
for h i m had been part of the dream, not 
all of i t . I was afraid to marry h im then, 
for I thought i t might have been just that 
to h im, too. B u t when he came I knew 
that i t wasn't that for h im. I was the 
same to h i m out here beside the gray lake 
that I had been in the Levant . H e isn't 
like us." H e r gaze came down to Kings -
ley, as if to seek confirmation of her asser
tion. " H e doesn't have to go seeking 
beauty. H e makes it for himself. A n d , 
when I saw h i m again, I saw Cairo again. 
I wanted it , wanted m y life to be part of 
that color and mist and sunshine and 
splendor. I called i t love, because I 
thought that love was something for the 
decoration of life, something bright and 
picturesque and foreign and alluring, and 
unlike a l l the ordinary experiences of l i v 
ing. I suppose I imagined i t was like 
the flowers, flaming and pervasive, and 
covering the cracks and the crannies of 
the every-day, wi th color of the East . 
That ' s what I thought I was getting when 
I married Cl ive . 

" I got it , too, for a while. I l ived on 
the top of the wave, first in expectation 
of Cairo and then in the reality. We 
went back to live in one of the ta l l white 
houses, where the days were like rainbows 
and the nights of gold or purple. I don't 
believe I was myself at al l through that 
time. I was playing the part of the beg
gar maiden whom Cophetua had found 
there under that same cobalt sky. I 
never thought there would be an end to 
it. E v e n when"—she glanced down 
upon the lifted faces, then swung on as if 

she had decided to discount their presence 
in her communion wi th the t ruth i n her
self—" even when m y baby came, it made 
no difference except to make the dream 
seem no dream at a l l , but the l iv ing reality 
of perfection. Then i t changed. 

" W e went out to Assouan. Cl ive had 
to be near his work, he said. H e ' d spent, 
too, what money his father had given h im. 
E v e n when he told me that it didn' t seem 
to matter. I had h im and the baby, I 
thought. B u t when I came out to where 
we were to live something in me snapped, 
and I saw that the dream was over. I 
was back in the life I had thought forever 
behind me. For , although i t was Egypt , 
bright and v i v i d , and gorgeous yet in its 
sun and moon and skies and trees, i t was 
just as crude, just as hard, just as squalid, 
as that town on the range had been. 
Cl ive couldn't see that. A l l he saw, all 
any of you builders of the Assouan saw" 
—she flung down at K ings l ey—"was the 
result you were working for. B u t every 
day we women of the West whom you'd 
taken there saw the misery and the 
wretchedness and the fut i l i ty of our lives 
there. We struggled wi th the natives. 
We fought against the poverty of our l iv 
ing conditions. W e tried to keep up a 
brave front. Some of us d id . I think 
that I might have done i t , too, i f—if my 
baby had l ived. When he died I couldn't 
see the use of any effort. The place had 
ki l led h im, I knew. It was k i l l ing me. 
Love had cheated me. I t had led me 
into a desert. I had expected so much of 
love. I t wasn't that I had expected i t to 
give me luxury, too, but I ' d seen so much 
misery, so much struggle in poverty, that 
I thought I knew that love couldn't live 
unless it had beautiful settings, sunlight 
and warmth and an atmosphere out of 
the ordinary. Bougainvi l lea , I had called 
i t . I t was that to me. I t had grown like 
a weed upon the walls of the ci ty. There, 
by the river, i n the muck and the mud 
and the toiling thousands and the beating 
engines and the dai ly grinding of exist
ence, it died. 

" F o r months I tried to pretend that it 
was l iv ing . I used to laugh and talk wi th 
Cl ive as if I were s imply an actress of the 
role I had created in the time that was 
past. I think that, if I had been back 
here where I could have found new inter-
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ests, I would have crossed the bridge. 
M o s t women do. B u t there, struggling 
day after day wi th the pettiness of l iv ing, 
I couldn't. One night I told h im. H e 
wouldn't believe me. H e treated me as 
if I were a sick child. ' I hate you , ' I told 
him. ' I hate a l l this place. I hate the 
ugliness of i t . I hate poverty. H o w 
can you expect any woman's love to 
live through this endless purgatory of 
squalor ? ' 

" H e looked at me as if he didn' t exactly 
know what I was talking about. ' W h y , 
that's what love's for,' he said. ' I t ' s the 
light that makes even purgatory the way 
to heaven. H o w can this matter when 
we have each other ?' 

" H e wouldn' t quarrel wi th me. H e 
wouldn't talk to me about i t at a l l after 
that. We kept on l iv ing side b y side, but 
a mi l l ion miles apart. I hated i t a l l so 
terribly that I came to hate him. One 
night, after he'd come up from the con
crete-mixer, and we were sitting on the 
tiny veranda, i t came over me that 
I couldn't stay any longer. A l l life 
stretched out before me, if I stayed, as 
dull and listless as the flats beside the 
river below. I was the poorer because I 
had been so r ich. I felt that I should go 
mad if I didn't leave i t . I was sinking 
down in the mud of the misery that comes 
out of commonplace poverty. ' I 'm going 
away, Cl ive , ' I told h im. 

" H e turned from looking out over the 
flat, and stared at me. I thought he 
was going to tell me again that I was i l l , 
that al l I needed was a run down to 
Cairo, that he loved me and that I loved 
him. I would have screamed if he had. 
But he didn't . H e put down his pipe and 
looked at me so solemnly that I felt sud
denly out of place, as if, somehow, I ' d 
stumbled into some mosque of Islam, the 
only unbeliever. ' I don't believe that 
you can, Joan, ' he said, 'bu t if you do 
you know that it 's good-by.' 

" ' D o you think that I ' d want to come 
back ?' I cried to him. 

" ' Y e s , ' he said, ' y o u wi l l . For love's 
the only thing in life that counts.' 

" I laughed at h im, and I went into the 
house. Some one called h im back to the 
work. A shovel had broken, and they 
needed h im to give an order for its repair. 
While he was gone I went away. A u n t 

L a u r a found me in the hospital at Tunis . 
A n d that is " 

"She was raving, poor ch i ld , " M r s . 
Car l in rushed in , too busily t rying to 
gather up the shreds of Joan's life in an 
effort to shroud the girl 's nakedness of 
soul. I t was indecent, she felt, as they 
al l seemed to realize but Kings ley , that 
any woman should bare her tragedies. 
Her eyes pleaded wi th Joan to pick up 
some rag of raiment, but the gir l lifted 
not the dun cloth of remorse but the 
scarlet scarf of rage, as she bent over the 
table, staring into the faces of those who 
had thought they had known her best. 

" D o you think I've told you this to 
entertain y o u ? " she cried. " O r to jus
tify myse l f?" She blazed at Kings ley . 
" I d id rush into i t . Y o u baited me. It 
was so contemptible of you that I don't 
care for your opinion. Wha t are your 
half-truths to me when I know al l the 
truth now? N o , it 's because I've known 
ever since I came back that a l l of you 
are to blame, as much as I am, for m y 
mistake that I ' m telling you. Is there a 
single one of you "—her wrath smouldered 
over Adele Winship and M r s . Crosman 
and the wide-eyed gir ls—"who doesn't 
believe love to be just what I believed i t ? 
Haven ' t we al l , r ich and poor, been 
trained into thinking that it 's the frost
ing on the cake? Bougainvil lea on the 
walls ! Have our mothers and our fathers 
taught us that i t is not the petty tinsel 
of a fairy-tale but the real gold of trans
mutat ion? It 's a sacrament, that's what 
i t is, not a plaything. B u t how are we 
going to know it unt i l it 's too late? I 
thought I could forget love, could put 
away the memory of a l l that had lured 
me and cheated me. B u t I couldn't. 
It 's N i l e water. If you drink of it , you 
wi l l go back to Egypt . I drank of true 
love, and I ' m dying without it , dying in 
m y heart. C l ive was right. I want to 
go back to h im. I don't care where he is, 
or what he is, or what he has. That ' s my 
punishment. D o you suppose that what 
this man has said of me, that what you 
think of me, matters when I know that ? 
N o , I 've l ived a fool, the sort of fool that 
every one of you is yet, but when I go 
out of life I ' l l go in the knowledge of 
what love is. Perhaps that's enough to 
have l ived for." 
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She rose and stood looking down upon 
M r s . Carl in 's guests, her mouth stormily 
scornful but her eyes cloudy caverns of 
sorrow. Swiftly M r s . Car l in lifted a sig
nal to Adele Winship , and the women 
moved toward the doorway. Joan M a x 
son stepped back of them to where Kings -
ley stood. " Where is he ? " she asked h im. 

" U p on the Tigr is . B u t you " 
" O h , yes, I can," she said. " Y o u ' v e 

told me al l I needed to know to take me. 
Y o u wouldn' t hate me so if he didn ' t love 
me yet ." 

" H e does," said Kingsley. 
" H e would , " she said. " L o v e ' s not a 

reward to the deserving, is i t ? " 
" I begin to think i t may be," he told 

her. 
H e watched her move down the hal l , 

passing the room from which came M r s . 
Carl in 's high, excited voice, and up the 
stairway. She looked back over the 
vista, not sacrificingly but wi th the look 

of one who has long before passed from 
its portals. H e turned to find that Blane 
stood beside h im, and that Blane's eyes 
shone as they followed Joan Maxson . 
" C o w a r d i c e ? " he snapped at the other 
man. " Y o u said i t was going to be a 
story of cowardice. B y God , I cal l it 
courage!" 

" T o fling down truth from the house
tops?" 

" N o , to go back to h i m . " 
" T h a t isn't courage," Kings ley told 

him. " I t ' s something you and I don't 
know. Cl ive M a x s o n knows i t , and she 
knows it now. It 's love ." 

" B u t " 
" Y o u learn in the Eas t , " the other man 

said, " tha t there are four roads to para
dise." 

For , ere she passed from his sight, he 
had seen in Joan Maxson 's eyes the look 
of a p i lgr im who glimpses the spires of 
his journey's end. 

T H E P R O F E S S O R ' S W I F E 

By L i l l i a n Mayfield Roberts 

I S O M E T I M E S wish I were a common gir l , 
Of common people, moving through the dusk, 
W i t h packages piled high upon m y arms, 
A n d weary hat pushed back upon m y head. 
I sometimes even wish that I had wed 
A common man, wi th simple common ways, 
W h o would not be ashamed to walk wi th me 
Out i n the moonlight on a starry night, 
A n d tell me that he loved me, i n the dusk; 
Or sit beside me i n some movie house, 
Watching the simple ways of common folk, 
Smiling or weeping for us, from the screen. 

I can't imagine Braithwaite doing this, 
Or reaching for my hand across the dark, 
While I sniff-sniff in tearful sympathy. 

I sometimes weary of the stupid round 
Of stupid people quoting stupid books, 
W h i c h I was reared among and know by heart. 
I sometimes wish a l l this—and yet I know, 
If I should find myself among the crowd, 
A n d married to some blundering, loving lout, 
I should be very plainly miserable. 
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Custis, properly, as I am told, authen
ticated. Y o u w i l l , therefore, for the fu
ture please to address a l l your letters, 
which relate to the affairs of the late 
Danie l Parke Custis, to me, as by mar
riage, I am entitled to a third part of 
that estate, and am invested likewise wi th 
the care of the other two thirds by a de
cree of our General Court , which I ob
tained in order to strengthen the power 
I before had in consequence of m y wife's 
administration. 

I have many letters of yours in m y 
possession unanswered; but at present 
this serves only to advise you of the above 
change, and at the same time to acquaint 
you, that I shall continue to make you 
the same consignments of tobacco as 
usual, and wi l l endeavor to increase them 
i n proportion as I find myself and the 
estate benefited thereby. 

The scarcity of the last year's crop, 
and the consequent high price of tobacco, 
would, in any other case, have induced 
me to sell the estate's crop in this coun
t ry ; but, for a present, and I hope small 
advantage only, I d id not care to break 
the chain of correspondence, that has so 
long subsisted. 

On the other side is an invoice of some 
goods, which I beg you to send me by the 
first ship, bound either to the Potomac 
or Rappahannoc, as I am in immediate 
want of them. L e t them be insured, and, 
in case of accident, reshipped without de
lay. Di rec t for me at M o u n t Vernon, 
Potomac River , V i rg in i a ; the former is 
the name of my seat, the other of the 
river on which i t is situated. I am, etc. 

G°. W A S H I N G T O N . 

The tone and habit of command as well 
as the giving of regular, formal proof and 
documents in support of a l l statements of 

tHE marriage of Washington 
and the Widow Custis took 
place January 6, 1759, at 
her residence, the White 
House, i n N e w K e n t . The 
great house wi th its six 

chimneys, betokening the wealth of its 
owner, is no more—the record of the 
marriage is lost—and even its exact date 
rests on the casual remark of Washington 
said to have been made to Frankl in ' s 
daughter on its anniversary in 1790, 
Franklin 's birthday. 

The honeymoon was spent i n visi t ing 
i n various great houses in the neighbor
hood. Besides a call at Fredericksburg, 
where Mother Washington and her 
daughter Be t ty dwelt, a week was spent 
at Chatham House, on the Rappahan
nock, the grand house of W i l l i a m F i t z -
hugh, buil t after plans of Sir Christopher 
Wren and named by the owner in honor 
of his schoolfellow, W i l l i a m P i t t , E a r l of 
Chatham. Tha t house st i l l stands, nearly 
one hundred and seventy years old, and 
perhaps the finest piece of colonial archi
tecture of the Georgian period, ;in Virg in ia . 

Will iamsburg, the little capital, where 
Colonel Washington must attend the 
House of Burgesses and the affairs con
nected with the settlement of his accounts 
with the army, was chosen for the winter 
residence and unt i l adjournment sent the 
young couple to M o u n t Vernon i n June. 

The urgent affairs of the great estate of 
the late Colonel Custis promptly claimed 
the attention of the young Benedict, and 
we find that at Wil l iamsburg, on M a y 
1, 1759, he is wri t ing to Robert Cary , the 
agent of the estate i n London , thus: 

sIR W I L L I A M S B U R G , I May, 1759. 

The enclosed is the clergyman's certif
icate of m y marriage wi th M r s . M a r t h a 
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fact and claim of right which pervade this 
letter make i t a model, and wi l l indicate 
that the young planter and colonel was i n 
full control of the subject and the situation. 

A n d on June 12, 1759, he tells the same 
correspondent that he had writ ten h im 
on M a y 1, and adds: 

" I shall expect also . . . to receive 
some account of the sales of the estate's 
tobacco sent you, and an account current. 
As the last is necessary for me to compare 
wi th m y own account i n order to satis
factory settlement wi th our General 
Court , I entreat you to be punctual in 
sending me one every spring and fall 
yearly. I shall keep the estate under the 
same direction as formerly, neither alter
ing the managers, the k i n d of tobacco, 
nor the manner of treating i t , unless you 
advise otherwise for our interest. 

" A n d while I continue to pursue this 
method, I hope you wi l l be able to render 
such sales as w i l l not only justify the 
present consignments to you but encour
age m y enlarging them; for I shall be 
candid i n telling you , that duty to the 
charge wi th which I am entrusted, as 
well as self-interest, w i l l incline me to 
abide by those who give the greatest 
proof of their abilities i n selling m y own 
and the estate's tobacco, and purchasing 
goods of which I cannot otherwise judge 
than by the accounts that w i l l be ren
dered." * 

The French and Indian W a r was over 
in Vi rg in ia when Washington became 
successor to his wife as administrator of 
the estate of Dan ie l Parke Custis and 
guardian of her children, but i n the rest 
of the world and especially on the high 
seas it s t i l l raged vigorously; and so 
Washington wrote, " I shall find occasion 
to write you fully by the fleet" which 
then, as later i n 1917 and 1918, was con
voyed across to England by men-of-war, 
and he said: " T i l l then I shall forbear 
to trouble you wi th particulars." 

In September 1759 the fleet sailed and 

* These cautious admonitions were probably not neces
sary; at any rate the friendship which ripened out of the 
acquaintance thus begun in 1759 continued for forty years, 
despite time, the changes of firm, the Revolution, the polit
ical independence of the United States, and the engrossment 
of Washington in larger affairs. Robert Cary and Com
pany and Wakelin Welch, their successor, were the firm 
and faithful friends of Washington and of the United States 
throughout, and enjoyed the confidence and conspicuous 
consideration of the man who trusted them though he never 
s.w them, or they him except in the fine portrait they sent 
Sharpies in 1794 from London to paint for them. 

Washington wrote, as he said he would, 
fu l ly : 

M O U N T V E R N O N , September 20, 1759. 

G E N T L E M E N : Th i s w i l l make the fourth 
letter I have wri t ten you since m y mar
riage to M r s . M a r t h a Custis . The first 
two served to cover invoices of such goods 
as I wanted and to advise you at the same 
time of the change in her affairs; and 
how necessary i t would be to address, for 
the future, a l l your letters, which relate 
to the estate of the deceased Colonel Cus
tis, to me. The last tended only to order 
insurance on fifteen hogsheads of tobacco, 
sent by the Fair American. 

After remarking upon some difficulties 
experienced by the agents in fighting new 
import duties, he continues: 

" I likewise observe the difficulties you 
have met wi th in settling for the interest 
of the bank stock; but I hope that this 
is now over, unless any part or the whole 
should require transferring (when a d iv i 
sion of the estate is made) and timely 
notice w i l l be given; but un t i l this hap
pens, i t may be received and placed to 
the estate's credit i n the usual manner. 

" F r o m this time i t w i l l be requisite 
that you should raise three accounts; 
one for me, another for the estate, and a 
third for M i s s P a t t y Custis, or if you 
think i t more eligible (and I believe i t 
w i l l be) make me debtor on m y own ac
count for John Parke Custis , and for Miss 
M a r t h a Parke Custis , as each w i l l have 
their part of the estate assigned them this 
fal l , and the whole w i l l remain under my 
management, whose particular care i t 
shall be to distinguish always, either by 
letter or invoice, for whom tobaccos are 
shipped, and for whose use goods are i m 
ported, in order to prevent any mistakes 
arising. . . . I t must appear very plain 
from m y former letters, as well as from 
what is here said, how necessary i t is to 
send regular accounts current, that, by 
comparing them w i t h the books here, 
satisfactory settlements may from time 
to time be made to our General Cour t . " 

Under date of " 28 M a y 1762," Wash
ington wrote again to Rober t C a r y and 
Company, and regarding the bank stock 
said: 

" M y letter of the 25th of January w i l l 



Copy of record in books of the Bank of England relating to stock (£1650) owned by John Custis, bequeathed 
to Daniel Parke Custis and descended to Martha Custis (later wife of George Washington) 

and her children. By his marriage, Washington acquired one-third of this stock. 

inform you how the interest of the bank 
stock is to be applied. A s that fund was 
appropriated towards the payment of 
Miss Custis ' fortune, I am informed that 
the stock ought to be transferred to her. 
Y o u wi l l please, therefore, to have it done 
accordingly, and whatever charges may 
arise, in so doing, place to her account. 
I hope Messrs. H i l l & C o . w i l l send the 
wine into this river, for I had rather have 
it in Made i ra than at Y o r k . " 

The subject of the bank stock and 
Washington's relation to i t , seems never 
to have excited any interest on the part 
of those who have writ ten the story of his 
life and times. 

In the summer of 1917 the writer of 
this article was in pursuit of a study of 
the business affairs of Washington. It 
occurred to h im that these references to 
shares of stock in a bank could apply 
only to the Bank of England, and that if 
so, here lay the beginnings, perhaps, of a 
story of interest to the American and 
Br i t i sh public, at a moment filled wi th 
fraternal feeling. 

England in 1917, was pretty deeply en
gaged in making history and the Uni ted 
States likewise. For several years we 
had been sending money, food, and muni 
tions across the At lan t ic and now were 
landing ships and men, to help ward off 
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the white peril to democracy and c iv i 
l ization. Perhaps the play of "hands 
across the sea" made the time not un
favorable to rouse an interest in a long-
forgotten business, the record of which 
must be found chiefly in the mother coun
try. 

A t least it was worth while to take the 
chance and so this letter was sent to the 
H o n . Walter H . Page, ambassador of the 
Uni ted States, at London, wi th the k ind 
assistance of the administration at Wash
ington. 

C H I C A G O , I L L I N O I S , August 27th, 1917. 

D E A R S I R : 
In preparing my book, " T h e Estate of 

George Washington, deceased," I dis
covered that the General, through his 
marriage wi th the widow of Dan ie l Parke 
Custis in 1759, became the owner of some 
shares in the B a n k of England—concern
ing which some correspondence on his 
part is preserved here. 

M y purpose in wri t ing to you is to ask 
your k ind assistance i n ascertaining from 
the B a n k whether or not any records, 
documents, or letters to or from h im, re
lating to the subject are preserved in its 
files and, if so, to obtain copies, photo
graphic or otherwise, and such other i n 
formation on the subject as the B a n k 
may be able to give, wi th a view to my 
telling the story of his connection wi th 
the institution in some proper time and 
place. 

I appreciate, of course, that you and 
the Bank are both too busy to take up 
any merely speculative side issue of a 
curiosity hunting scribe, but as I wish to 
use the information only for historical 
purposes, I trust both you and the Bank 
wi l l find this of sufficient importance to 
give i t examination. 

In using the material, full credit to a l l 
concerned wi l l follow as of course. 

Believe me, my dear Sir, 
Fai thful ly yours, 

E U G E N E E . P R U S S I N G . 
H o n . Walter Hines Page, 

Ambassador of the U . S. 
London, England. 

In less than three months, despite the 
dreadful days of the autumn of 1917, on 
November 26, to be exact, the secretary 
of state transmitted to the writer a copy 
of the ambassador's despatch of Novem
ber 2 (No. 7426), which acknowledged 
the receipt of m y letter and covered the 
subject b y enclosing the reply received 
from L o r d Cunliffe, the governor of the 
B a n k of England. 

B A N K O F E N G L A N D 

g j £ . 1st November, 1917. 

Referring to your letter of the 23rd 
ult imo, I have caused a search of the 
Bank records to be made in the matter of 
M r . Prussing's enquiry, wi th the result 
that no account has been found in Bank 
Stock in the name of George Washington. 
The books have been searched from the 
year 1747 to 1798. There was however a 
sum of this stock standing in the year 
1735, and subsequently, in the name of 
John Custis of the C i t y of Wil l iamsburgh, 
Vi rg in ia , of whom Dan ie l Parke Custis 
was registered as executor. Danie l Parke 
Custis died and Letters of Adminis t ra t ion 
were granted i n 1774 to M a r t h a Wash
ington, formerly Custis, wife of George 
Washington. I n 1784 letters of adminis
tration wi th the W i l l annexed of the goods 
unadministered of the said John Custis 
were granted to W a k e l i n Welch , "the 
" l awfu l At to rney of M a r t h a Washington, 
"wife of H i s Excellency the Honourable 
"George Washington the Rel ic t and A d -
" ministratrix of the rest of the Goods of 
" D a n i e l Parke Cust is d e c d " 

In connection w i t h this account it is 
found that dividend instructions were 
given i n November 1759, signed by 
George Washington and M a r t h a Wash
ington, and I enclose a photograph of 
this document and of the entry in the 
Bank Stock Register relating to the ac
count, both of which may be of inter
est to M r . Prussing i n his investiga
tions. [Pages 551 and 553.] 

I t w i l l be seen that M a r t h a Washing
ton was registered on the account as A d 
ministratr ix from 1778 to 1784, and i t 
may be that the correspondence referred 
to in the enquiry relates to this holding, 
but the B a n k cannot trace that the name 
of George Washington appears in con-



Original in possession of the Bank of England. Refers to shares of stock standing in the name of Jo 
Custis, of Virginia, father of Daniel Parke Custis, whose estate passed to his widow (Mrs. W.) 

and children. The shares were held until 1784 and then sold on Washington's order. 

nection wi th any further documents or 
letters in their possession. 

I am, Sir, 
Yours faithfully, 

C U N L I F F E . 
S. L . Crosby, Esq . , 

First Secretary, 
Embassy of the Uni ted States of 

America . 

The two documents enclosed i n this 
letter are here reproduced. 

The one above is al l in the handwriting 
of Washington, except the signature of 
his wife and the clerk's notation at the 

bottom. It is the earliest document we 
now have evidencing the marriage of 
Washington. It is published for the first 
time. 

"The document on page 551 is a tran
script from the bank's stock ledger and 
notes first the death of Colonel Custis and 
the grant of letters of administration upon 
his estate on Ju ly 16, 1774, in the A r c h 
bishop of Canterbury's Court—the Pro
bate Court of England, called Doctors ' 
Commons; and second, the grant of 
letters of administration in the same court 
on September 23,1784, to Wake l in Welch, 
referred to in L o r d Cunliffe's letter. 

553 
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The appended note in the ledger shows 
the extent of the holding: 

£ 1650 
13. 19. 2. Increas'd by Cal l of 8 prCt . 

£ 1663. 19. 2. are at the disposal of Wake-
l in Welch Administrator, the 
Attorney to Mar tha Washing
ton formerly Custis wife of the 
Hon . Geo: Washington. 

The record thus disclosed confirmed the 
belief that here lay a story, for i t made 
vi ta l the meaning of a letter writ ten by 
Washington to Wake l in Welch at a later 
date. 

Gratefully and in the assured hope of 
further Washington material, L o r d C u n 
liffe was addressed on December 17, 1917, 
in part as follows: 

" D E A R S I R : 
" I am emboldened by my first success 

i n this matter of great interest to the 
American public, to quote to you the old 
proverb of Roumanian origin, which says: 
' H a v i n g done us one favor, you are under 
obligations to do us another.' I trust i t 
needs no assurance on my part to make 
you feel that it w i l l be gratefully received 
and that reciprocity wi l l be m y aim. 

" W h e n I opened this subject in m y 
letter to Ambassador Page, I did not fully 
state what I hoped to find, as that letter 
was intended chiefly to be one of prelim
inary discovery. The case is this: 

" W e have at hand a letter from Wash
ington to Robert Cary , his wife's agent 
i n London, dated M a y 1, 1759, the first 
after his marriage in the preceding Jan
uary, in which he opens up the subject of 
his interest in his wife's affairs and those 
of her two children. I append a copy of 
this letter. (A) 

" I n the opening paragraph of that 
letter, wi th which only we are now con
cerned, he refers to the enclosure of his mar
riage certificate and a decree of the General 
Court at Richmond, Virginia, in substan
tiation of his rights. 

" I t is my hope that both these docu
ments, and perhaps others, have been 
preserved and are in the Bank ' s posses
sion, as evidence to support the dividend 
order, because, curiously enough, there is 
no record now existing here of this marriage, 
and even the date and place are merely 

matters of tradition. The date is reason
ably certain because of a casual remark 
said to have been made by General Wash
ington on January 6, 1790 that i t was his 
wedding anniversary. The parish records 
and the Cour t records were destroyed, 
the former, probably, during the Revo
lut ion, the latter, certainly, during the 
Rebell ion of I86 I - ' 65 . Permit me to 
state the history of the shares in the Bank 
briefly. 

" T h e y were originally owned by John 
Custis of Vi rg in ia and London , who de
vised them to his son Dan ie l Parke Custis 
upon whose death, in 1757, they passed 
to his wife and minor children, M a r t h a 
Custis, John Custis and ' P a t s y ' Custis. 
M r s . Custis was appointed Administratr ix 
to her husband's Estate and while such, in 
January 1759, married George Washing
ton. 

" General Washington thus became en
titled to his wife's share and as Guardian 
of her children, was i n control of their 
portions. Th i s was confirmed by the de
cree above referred to, i n the General 
Court at R i c h m o n d . " 

Then followed quotations from the letters 
to Robert C a r y given i n this article, and 
the letter continued detailing the history 
of the Custis estate interest i n the bank 
stock unt i l Washington became sole own
er, and concluded w i t h a request for fur
ther information, through the bank's so
licitors, concerning bank or court records 
on the subject, and this apology: 

" I know this is ' a large order,' espe
cial ly when times are not favorable for 
inquiries of this character, but i t seems a 
matter of duty to exhaust the subject 
now so favorably begun, despite the con
cluding lines of your letter to Ambassador 
Page, dated November 1, 1917, wherein 
you say ' the B a n k cannot trace that the 
name of George Washington appears in 
connection wi th any documents or letters 
in their possession.' " 

Abou t a month later I received " passed 
by the censor," i n a pla in tissue-paper 
envelope, a letter from the then deputy-
governor of the B a n k of England, Sir 
Br i en Cokayne (now the successor of 
L o r d Cunliffe, as governor). The letter 
covered three long legal-cap pages on plain 
paper, no print ing, engraving, or other ex-
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pense being indulged in during the war 
time. I t follows: 

B A N K O F E N G L A N D E . C . 2 
8th January, 1918. 

E U G E N E E . P R U S S I N G , E S Q . 
Dear Sir, 
In the Matter of General George Wash

ington. 
Referring to your letter of the 17th 

ultimo it is to be observed i n the first 
place that the photographic copy sent in 
my previous letter was that of a dividend 
instruction—not a dividend warrant— 
and did not require endorsement or cor
roboration. 

The Bank are not i n possession of the 
marriage certificate to which you refer 
(nor would they have required that i t 
should be produced) or the Decree of the 
General Court at Richmond, Vi rg in ia . 

Enqui ry has now been made of the 
Pr incipal Probate Registry in London 
with the result that among the records 
of Doctors Commons which passed to the 
keeping of the Registry after the Probate 
Act of 1857 there is found an exemplifica
tion (i. e. a certified copy) of the W i l l of 
John Custis dated 14th November 1749, 
the original of which is presumably wi th 
the Vi rg in ia State records. The W i l l was 
proved " A t a Cour t held for James C i t y 
County, A p r i l 9th, 1750." The Grant 
was signed by Lewis Burwel l , President 
of H i s Majesty 's Counci l and Comman
der in Chief of this Colony and Dominion 
(i. e. Virginia) , and bears the Seal of the 
Colony. The Residuary Legatee is 
Daniel Parke Custis. 

The Pr inc ipa l Probate Registry has 
also i n its possession two Bonds given 
with regard to the Grants of Adminis t ra
tion of the Estate of Danie l Parke Custis, 
(1) to the At torney of M a r t h a Custis, and 
(2) to M a r t h a Washington, and these 
documents may be of interest to you. 
The Preamble to the 1st B o n d contains 
the following: 

That the said Daniel Parke Custis in his Life
time and at the time of his death was and stood 
interested of and in certain shares or dividends 
in the Capital Stock of the Governor and Com
pany of the Bank of England, and being so there
of interested departed this Life Intestate and 
Administration had been committed to Martha 
Custis—and whereas it was lastly alleged that 
the dividends already due and that may here

after become due &c. (on the Bank Stock) can
not be received in virtue of the Letter of Attorney 
(Martha Custis to John Moorey) and can only be 
received by virtue of and under Letters of A d 
ministration of and under the Seal of the Preroga
tive Court of Canterbury and that Mar tha Cus
tis resides in Virginia and whereas the said Sur
rogate, &c, &c. did decree Letters of Administra
tion of the Goods Chattels and Credits of the 
said Daniel Parke Custis, deceased, so far as con
cerns and to the effect of receiving all dividends 
already due &c. but no further or otherwise—to 
be committed to the said John Moorey. 

(Signed) J O H N M O O R E Y 
(Attorney to Mar tha Custis, Wo.) 

R O B E R T C R O K E R and 
T H O M A S C L A R K E . 

(All Merchants in London) 

The 2nd B o n d is signed by George 
Washington, Peyton Randolph and R o . 
C . Nicholas, and is dated 31st M a y , 1774. 

The preamble recites (inter alia): 

And whereas it was further alleged that the 
said Daniel Parke Custis died and left certain 
other Goods Chattels and Credits in England 
which as well as the aforesaid Stock Share and 
Interest (&c. Bank Stock) standing in his the de
ceased's name cannot be received under and by 
virtue of the limited Administration so granted 
to the said John Moorey & c , &c. and whereas 
the said Surrogate did decree Letters of Adminis
tration of all and singular the Goods Chattels 
and Credits of the said Daniel Parke Custis (save 
and except only so far as concerns all dividends 
&c. and which have been received by the said 
John Moorey) to be committed and granted to the 
said Mar tha Washington Wife of George Wash
ington—Justice so requiring & c , &c. 

The document then proceeds as follows: 

K N O W A L L M E N B Y T H E S E P R E S E N T S 
that W E G E O R G E W A S H I N G T O N of the 
Countv of Fairfax, P E Y T O N R A N D O L P H and 
R O B E R T C A R T E R N I C H O L A S of the C i ty of 
Williamsburgh in the Colony of Virginia, Es 
quires, are become bound unto the Mos t Rev
erend Father in God—by providence Lord Arch
bishop of Canterbury, Primate of all England and 
Metropolitan, in the sum of £4,000 of good and 
lawful money of Great Bri tain. 

It is sealed and delivered " i n the presence of 
me, Governor of Virginia ," 

(Signed) D U N M O R F , . 

There is also extant a B o n d given by 
Wakel in Welch, H u g h Innes, and John 
Stabler dated 16th September, 1784, in 
connection wi th the Grant of Adminis t ra 
tion of the estate of John Custis wi th W i l l 
annexed of the goods unadministered by 
Danie l Parke Custis. This Grant is re
ferred to in the copy of the B a n k Stock 
Register which you have. 

The particulars of the holding of Bank 
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Stock as shown by the ledger here are as 
follows: 

A sum of £1,500 stood in the year 1735 in the 
name of John Custis. In 1746 a sum of £150 
was added to the account in consequence of a 
Cal l of 10% on the Bank Stock Proprietors and 
in 1782 a sum of £132 through a Cal l of 8%. In 
1782 a sum of £ n 8 : - i o was sold from account 
by the Bank in order to satisfy the Cal l , in pur
suance of the Power given them by an Ac t of 
the third year of K i n g George I, to sell Stock be
longing to holders who failed to respond to the 
Cal l . 

In November 1784 the account was closed by 
transfer of £1,663: 19: 2 to Wakel in Welch of 
Maryland Point, Essex. The death of John 
Custis had previously been proved and Daniel 
Parke Custis was registered as sole Executor; 
Administration of the Estate of the latter had 
been granted in July 1774 to Mar tha Washing
ton and in September 1784 Letters of Adminis
tration with W i l l annexed of the goods unad-
ministered of John Custis were granted to Wake
lin Welch, the lawful Attorney of Mar tha Wash
ington formerly Custis. 

The subsequent history of this Stock 
is as follows: 

A sum of £1,163: 19: 2 was transferred by 
Wakelin Welch in December 1784 to J . L . L a -
motte, Jnr., of Devonshire Street, and in Novem
ber 1786 the account was closed by the sale of 
£500. 

I n conclusion I may say that the Bank , 
after careful search, have not discovered 
any further documents in connection 
with the Stock, nor has the Probate Regis
try been able to produce in response to 
the Bank 's application any further papers 
or entries i n the records, l ikely to be of 
interest, bearing upon the subject of your 
enquiry. 

I am, Dear Sir, 
Yours faithfully, 

B E I E N C O K A Y N E . 

Dep. Gov . 

A n appreciative letter of thanks i n 
reply closed the correspondence. 

Appl ica t ion to the principal registry i n 
London at Somerset House promptly re
sulted i n the following certified copies: 

1. The last will and testament of John Custis 
deceased on file there in form of an exemplified 
copy from the court in Virginia in which it was 
probated, duly certified by the Colonial Gover
nor, devising his estate to his son Daniel Parke 
Custis. 

2. The order of November 17, 1753 showing 
that Daniel Parke Custis proved the will of his 
father by his own oath and was granted adminis

tration thereof as son and sole executor by letters 
" in and by Thomas, by Divine Providence Arch
bishop of Canterbury, Primate of all England 
and Metropolitan, to our well beloved in Chris t" 
at London. 

3. The order of said Archbishop in June 1758 
granting to John Moorey letters of administra
tion on the estate of Daniel Parke Custis, de
ceased, as the lawful attorney of Mar tha Custis, 
his widow. 

4. The bond of John Moorey, with Robert 
Croker and Thomas Clarke, merchants of Lon
don, as sureties, in the penal sum of four hundred 
pounds. 

5. The order of July 1774 under "Frederick 
by divine Providence Archbishop" etc. which 
extended to " M a r t h a Washington, (wife of 
George Washington, Esquire), formerly Custis, 
greeting;" and granted to her letters of adminis
tration on the unsettled estate of her late hus
band Daniel Parke Custis. 

6. The bond of George Washington, as prin
cipal, and Peyton Randolph, and R . C . Nicholas 
as sureties under date of May 31, 1774, signed in 
the presence in the Governor of Virginia, Lord 
Dunmore, in the penal sum of four thousand 
pounds, unto Frederick, Archbiship etc. "to be 
paid to the said most Reverend Father in God 
or his certain attorney, in case the said Martha 
Washington shall fail of her said duty." 

7. The order dated September 23, 1784 grant
ing administration to Wakelin Welch, which is 
referred to above and noted in the bank's record 
reproduced here. 

8. The bond of Wakel in Welch accordingly, 
with Hugh Innes and John Stabler as sureties in 
the sum of four thousand pounds sterling. 

Between the records noted under six 
and seven the Revolu t ion intervened. Its 
effect may be noted in the language of 
the court in number seven, which no 
longer speaks of "George Washington, 
Esquire ," but refers to h im as " H i s Ex 
cellency General George Washington." 

W i t h the records thus before me it was 
not difficult to piece out the letters of 
Washington saved to us in his letter-
books, and the story now tells itself thus. 

A t Colonel Dan ie l Parke Custis 's death 
the shares for one thousand six hundred 
and fifty pounds sterling i n the stock of 
the B a n k of Eng land standing in the name 
of his father, John Custis, passed to M r s . 
M a r t h a Custis as her late husband's ad
ministratr ix and she i n turn passed them 
on to George Washington when she mar
ried h im on January 6, 1759, and he suc
ceeded her i n office as administrator. 

H e so held the stock un t i l the division 
of the Dan ie l Parke Custis estate in 1762, 
when the entire number of shares was set 
apart to " M i s s Pa tcy Cust i s , " as her 
name appears on Washington's ledger of 
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the time. A t her death i n 1773 one-half 
of the shares fell to her mother and, ac
cording to law, became the property of 
Washington; the other half became the 
property of her brother, John Parke Cus
tis. Washington arranged to have the 
stock sold when the boy should arrive at 
age i n 1774. T o this end legal proceed
ings were begun in London in the court 
of the Archbishop of Canterbury, letters 
of administration were granted to M r s . 
Washington and General Washington 
with Peyton Randolph, the first presi
dent of the Continental Congress, and 
Robert Carter Nicholas, the famous law
yer, who was attorney for the Custis 
estate, signed her bond as sureties. 

The Revolut ion interrupted these pro
ceedings, and unt i l 1784 the matter re
mained i n abeyance i n England, except 
that an eight-per-cent increase of its capi
tal stock was voted and called for by the 
Bank of England during the war to enable 
Great Br i t a in better to carry on its strug
gle wi th the colonies and wi th France, 
Spain, and Hol land , " thei r allied and 
associated nations." 

Under an act of Parl iament the pay
ment of the assessment for the increase 
upon the stock of those who by reason of 
absence or otherwise were unable to meet 
it was enforced. Washington's share of 
one hundred and thirty-two pounds, being 
eight per cent of his holdings, was sold 
under this act at a premium. F r o m the 
proceeds his assessment was paid and he 
was given credit for the excess realized, 
to wi t : thirteen pounds, nineteen shillings, 
and two pence as the bank's memoran
dum shows. 

When the war was over, peace finally 
declared, and the independence of the 
colonies assured, Washington resigned 
his commission as commander-in-chief, 
resumed his favorite occupation as farmer 
and again undertook his duties, obliga
tions, and interests as a captain of in 
dustry. 

Immediately after January 1, 1784, 
his papers were securely housed at M o u n t 
Vernon, and two secretaries were em
ployed and instructed to put them i n 
order and transcribe them into books. 
The house is st i l l used for office purposes, 
and the assistant superintendent on the 
estate at M o u n t Vernon and his family 

are lodged in it , as were the youthful 
secretaries of that time. 

Then a crop was planted and harvested, 
and as soon as it was secured on Septem
ber 1, 1784, Washington mounted his 
horse and started out on his next adven
ture, the building of the Potomac Canal , 
which resulted so directly wi thin five 
years in the creation of the government 
of the Uni ted States under the Const i tu
tion. B u t before we enter upon that 
story let us see how he closed the chapter 
relating to the Bank of England stock. 

In one of his letters to his manager in 
1775 from Cambridge, he wrote that he 
intended in his settlement wi th " J a c k " 
Custis to take over the boy's share of the 
bank stock and give h im well-secured 
bonds and mortgages for the value of it . 
A n d he so directed L u n d Washington to 
state the account wi th the lad who came 
into his estate while his guardian was in 
vesting Boston. H e asked his friend and 
neighbor, George M a s o n of Virginia , to 
audit and settle the account wi th his 
ward. 

This arrangement put upon Washing
ton the loss of the stock which might re
sult from his participation i n the Revolu
tion and saved the boy from that danger. 
I t being impossible to carry out the sale 
of the stock i n England for which pro
ceedings had been begun, Washington 
promptly took upon himself what he sup
posed would be the consequence when he 
"pledged his estate, his life, and his 
sacred honor " to the cause of the colonies. 

B u t it turned out otherwise. Perhaps 
because he was not an alien enemy, only a 
rebel, his case was postponed unt i l the 
rebellion should be crushed. H e hap
pened also, to owe his London agents, 
Robert Ca ry & Company, to whom 
Wakel in Welch seems to have succeeded 
during or just after the Revolut ionary 
War , about fourteen hundred pounds 
sterling for advances made to h im wi th 
which to buy lands in the West. Per
haps they held the bank stock or a lien 
on it during the war. They certainly col
lected the dividends on i t regularly, and 
credited these to his account while charg
ing against i t the interest on his debt. 

They made no effort to force the sale 
of the stock or to embarrass h im about 
the principal of their claim. They were 
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importers from and exporters to the 
colonies, and sympathized heartily wi th 
the colonists. Their correspondence 
shows that they were great admirers of 
Washington, and i t was prompt ly re
sumed at the close of the war. After an 
exchange of courtesies and accounts, 
Washington wrote this letter to Wake l in 
W e l c h : 

g M O U N T V E R N O N , July, 17S6 

I have received the paper-hangings 
and watch by Capta in Andrews. W i t h 
the last M r s . Washington is well pleased, 
and I thank you in her name for your at
tention to the making of i t . 

If the stocks keep up, and there is not 
a moral certainty of their rising higher in 
a short time, it is m y wish and desire, that 
my interest i n the B a n k may be imme
diately sold, and the money arising there
from made subject to m y drafts i n your 
hands, some of which, at sixty days' sight, 
may soon follow this letter. 

The footing on which you have placed 
the interest of m y debt to you is al l I 
require. T o stand on equal ground wi th 
others, who owe money to the merchants 
in England, and who were not so prompt 
in their payment of the principal as I 
have been, is a l l I a im at. Whatever the 
two countries may finally decide wi th re
spect to interest, or whatever general 
agreement or compromise may be.come 
to between Br i t i sh creditors and Amer i 
can debtors, I am wi l l ing to abide b y : 
nor should I again have touched upon this 
subject i n this letter, had you not intro
duced a case, which, i n m y opinion, has 
no similitude wi th the point i n question. 
Y o u say I have received interest at the 
Bank for the money which was there. 
Granted: but, besides remarking that 
only part of this money was mine, per
mit me to ask if Great B r i t a i n was not 
enabled, by means of the Bank , to 
continue the war w i t h this country? 
Whether this war d id not deprive us of 
the means of paying our debts? A n d 
whether the interest I received from this 
source d id or could bear any proportion 
to the losses sustained by having m y 
grain, m y tobacco, and every article of 
produce rendered unsalable and left to 
perish on m y hands? However, I again 
repeat, that I ask no discrimination of 

you in m y favor; for, had there been no 
stipulation by treaty to secure debts, nay 
more, had there even been an exemption 
by the legislative authori ty or practice 
of this country against it , I would, from 
a conviction of the propriety and justice 
of the measure, have discharged m y orig
inal debt to you. 

B u t from the moment our ports were 
shut, and our markets were stopped by 
the hostile fleets and armies of Great Br i t 
ain, t i l l the first were opened and the 
others revived, I should, for the reasons 
I have (though very cursorily) assigned, 
have thought the interest during that 
epoch stood upon a very different footing. 

I am, Sir, etc. 
G°. W A S H I N G T O N . 

M r . Welch sold enough of the stock, 
one thousand one hundred and sixty-three 
pounds nineteen shillings and two pence, 
at the price of one hundred and forty-
three per cent of par to pay Washington's 
debt to h im w i t h interest. La ter he sold 
for Washington's account the remaining 
five hundred pounds at a good figure and 
accounted for both the transactions as 
appears b y Washington's ledger. This 
ended Washington's experience wi th the 
B a n k of England . 

I t probably proved of great importance 
to h im and to the Uni ted States. He 
subsequently invested his granddaugh
ter's dowry i n stock of the B a n k of Alex
andria. H e became a stockholder himself 
i n that bank, and i n the B a n k of Colum
bia at Georgetown when the Dis t r ic t of 
Columbia was established. H e directed 
i n his last w i l l and testament, that the 
proceeds of his entire estate, i n so far as it 
should be sold b y his executors during the 
Lifetime of M r s . Washington, should be 
invested for her benefit i n good bank 
stocks. 

H i s experience i n the Revolu t ion with 
paper money and public credit depre
ciated to the lowest point, his inabi l i ty to 
borrow or collect when he began to restore 
his dilapidated estates and buildings from 
1784 to 1789, when he was slave and land 
poor, had told h i m the value of banking 
establishments. 

Eve ry th ing he had was run down, his 
tenants could not or would not pay with
out suit and he forbore to sue. Those 
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who owed h im on bond and mortgage de
layed h im by stay laws or paid h im a 
shilling i n the pound in the depreciated 
paper currency which then flooded the 
country. H e paid his debts, which were 
not small, at twenty shillings in the 
pound in good money and wi th interest, 
promptly and wi th honorable pride, here 
and in England. T o do so he had to sell 
his best farm to L u n d Washington and 
his best investment, his Bank of England 
stock as we have seen. 

H e was applied to, as i n former times, 
for loans by friends and kindred. H e 
frankly replied that not only could he not 
loan them money but he would be glad if 
they could tell h im where he could borrow 
even a few hundred pounds on the amp
lest security. 

One good crop usually followed by two 
poor ones was about the average result 
of his farming and his tenants fared like
wise while the three to four hundred 
slaves which he was trusted wi th must be 
fed, clothed, and sheltered, and taxes 
must be paid. H i s house was " like a well 
resorted tavern," he said, and entertain
ing the world was costly. 

Pol i t ical ly the country seemed to be 
going from bad to worse. The Continen
tal Congress under the Articles of C o n 
federation was impotent, while the several 
States in their imagined independence 
and sovereignty were unwil l ing to apply 
the necessary remedy, namely a grant to 
it of sufficient powers of taxation and 
regulation. Soon the crit ical period in 
the affairs of the 'nation arrived and 
prudent, far-seeing men felt that the 
choice lay only between a stronger cen
tral government and immediate anarchy. 
The struggle lasted nearly six years. 
Final ly the Const i tut ion was achieved 
and Washington became President of the 
United States of America . 

Facing an empty treasury, wi th a 
worthless currency, a total lack of na
tional credit, a war debt of $75,000,000, 
and with no financial machinery what
ever, Washington offered the position of 
secretary of the treasury to Alexander 
Hamil ton. 

For ten years this young lawyer of 
thirty-two had been ardently studying po
lit ical economy and wri t ing and working 
on the finances of the nation. H e had 

urged the organization of a national bank 
upon the Continental Congress and its 
superintendent of finance, Robert M o r 
ris, but without success. H e had per
suaded his friends in N e w Y o r k to estab
lish a bank under his guidance, which 
flourished and st i l l exists i n honor. 

The new Congress of the Uni ted States 
soon received his proposals and financial 
plans wi th renewed urgings, and now 
they met wi th sufficient favor despite 
some opposition. The happy trade with 
Thomas Jefferson passed the assumption 
b i l l to fund the war debts in return for 
fixing the Cap i ta l on the Potomac. The 
national bank which Hami l ton proposed 
Congress should incorporate met wi th 
more vigorous contention. The narrow 
constructionists from the rural communi
ties, especially Madison , Jefferson, R a n 
dolph, and Monroe, from Virg in ia , feared 
the money powers of the cities of Ph i la 
delphia, N e w Y o r k , Boston, and B a l t i 
more. They were of opinion that such 
a bank was unwise and that such a law 
would be unconstitutional. There was 
no specific grant of power in the Const i
tution to create corporations for any 
governmental purpose or otherwise. 

B u t the b i l l passed and Washington 
had i t before h im for signature or veto. 

H e asked the opinions of his Attorney-
General Randolph and his Secretary of 
State Jefferson, in wri t ing. H e consult
ed Madison . They vigorously declared 
against the policy of a bank and the con
sti tutionality of the law. Washington's 
judgment that the b i l l should receive his 
signature was gravely shaken. T o have 
his attorney-general, his secretary of 
state, and the leaders of his party in his 
State unanimously advise h im that a 
national bank was not only unconstitu
tional but undesirable and dangerous 
was " a facer" for a mere farmer or even 
a captain of industry. 

W i t h but five days more i n which to 
come to a conclusion, he sent the writ ten 
opinions to the secretary of the treasury, 
and requested his reply at an early hour. 

Hami l ton was delayed by official du
ties, but on the fourth day he gave Wash
ington his famous and epoch-making 
opinion on the constitutionality and 
necessity of a national bank which covers 
over one hundred pages of his printed 
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works, and expounds the doctrine of i m 
plied and inherent powers under the Con
stitution. 

Washington carefully considered i t and 
then laid aside the petty fears and fal
lacies of his Vi rg in ia friends. None of 
them, probably, ever had had a bank-
account or known the use of bank credit. 
H e recalled the regularity wi th which his 
dividends had been paid to h im for twen
ty-five years on Lady-day and Michae l 
mas. H e probably also remembered his 
question to Wake l in Welch four years 
before: " I f Great Br i t a in was not en
abled b y means of the bank to carry on 
the war wi th this coun t ry?" H e signed 
the b i l l . 

Tha t act created the division into the 

two poli t ical parties under which for one 
hundred and thi r ty years and more this 
nation has contended for the control of 
its government. 

If Washington had been as ignorant as 
Jefferson of the value of banking insti
tutions, or had taken his narrow view of 
governmental powers, which admitted the 
grant of them but denied their exercise 
by non-enumerated methods, this govern
ment would have become forever a spine
less jellyfish like China , as i t was largely 
from 1801 to 1824, or speedily have gone 
upon the rocks. A captain of industry 
la id its foundations broad and deep and 
strong in common sense based on experi
ence, so that i t could function despite 
mere theorists at the helm i n later days. 

T H E B O O K O F S T O N E S A N D L I L I E S 

By A m y Lowel l 

I R E A D a book 
W i t h a golden name, 
Wr i t t en in blood 
On a leaf of flame. 

A n d the words of the book 
Were clothed in white, 
W i t h tiger colors 
M a k i n g them bright. 

The sweet words sang 
L i k e an angel choir, 
A n d their purple wings 
Beat the air to fire. 

Then I rose on m y bed, 
A n d attended m y ear, 
A n d the words sang carefully 
So I could hear. 

The dark night opened 
L i k e a silver bell, 
A n d I heard what i t was 
The words must te l l : 
" H e a v e n is good. 
E v i l is H e l l . " 

The night shut up 
L i k e a silver bell. 
Bu t the words st i l l sang, 
A n d I listened well. 

I heard the tree-winds 
Crouch and roar, 
I saw green waves 
On a stony shore. 

I saw blue wings 
In a beat of fire. 
M y hands clutched "the feathers 
Of a l l desire. 

I cried for hammers, 
For a hand of brass, 
B u t my soul was hot 
A s melted glass. 

Then the bright, bright words, 
A l l clothed i n white, 
Stood i n the circle of the silver night. 
A n d sang: 
" E n e r g y is E te rna l Del ight . 
Energy is the only l i fe ." 

A n d my sinews were like bands of brass, 
A n d the glass of my soul hardened and shone 
W i t h a l l fires, and I sought the ripeness of sacrifice 
Across the dew and the gold of a young day. 



A M O N G T H E L U B A C A N N I B A L S 
[ B E L G I A N C O N G O ] 

By Helen E . Springer 

I L L U S T R A T I O N S F R O M P H O T O G R A P H S B Y T H E A U T H O R 

N0 white woman has ever 
yet ventured into the canni
bal country north of B u -
kama in the Congo Belg i -
que, and certainly none 
should unt i l the Cape to 

Cairo railroad is completed through i t . " 
The little Belgian government official 

who thus argued wi th me had history on 
his side at least. I n fact, few white men 
had yet penetrated the territory of the 
L u b a and Luunda tribes, only recently 

V O L . L X X . — 3 6 

opened by government order. Hitherto 
it had been closed to all save the mil i tary 
because of the rampant cannibalism pre
vail ing there. In the hurry and bustle of 
preparing for our trek into the jungle, I 
had had no time to look at the situation 
from the outside. N o w , as I stood on the 
t iny pier at B u k a m a beside a pile of lug
gage made into proper packs for our car
riers to bear on their shoulders, wi th our 
two bicycles leaning against the heap, I 
had time to hear comments. They were 
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Mr. Springer asking directions to the next village. 
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forthcoming wi th typical European volu
bi l i ty . The official in charge at B u k a m a , 
the northern extremity of the Cape to 
Cairo railroad, is a little wizened man, 
pal l id under his tan from successive sieges 
of fever and quinine. True to his type, 
he is a polite, nervous l i t t le busybody. 
H e began his argument wi th exclamations 
of astonishment, quickly plunged into 
warnings, and ended wi th gloomy predic
tions of my fate in the wilderness, gesticu
lating the while in his most convincing 
manner. I divided m y attention between 
his harangue and deciding whether I 
had packed up enough medicine for so 
many carriers. 

The matter of precedent, or lack there
of, does not, I fancy, have as much 
weight wi th the American as wi th the 
European, even when they are pioneering 
together. M y friend the Belgian official 
thinks so, at any rate. The fact that the 
country to the north was as yet unvisited 
by any woman of my race made the t r ip 
through it al l the more interesting in 
prospect. I laughed at the little man's 
earnestness. H e made me feel quite 
heroic, when as a matter of fact there was 
no backing out. M y husband, as super
intendent of the Congo mission field for 
the Methodist Church, had to go through 
that country to decide where to station 
the new missionaries soon to arrive, and 
to provide for their reception. Wou ld I 
let h im go alone? N o t now when we 
had already trekked ten thousand miles 
together through the Afr ican bush, i n 
places almost as hostile as the L u b a coun
try. The reason this section of the con
tinent has resisted the white man's 
penetration so long may be seen by a 
glance at a map of the Congo Belgique. 
I t is fortified against easy approach by a 
network of shallow lakes and papyrus 
swamps, interlaced wi th innumerable 
small streams—tributaries of the Upper 
Congo or Lua laba River . Here only a 
few traders hold forth for European com
panies, and scattered Agents Territorials 
keep up a semblance of enforcing the 
colonial law. 

I t was therefore wi th a zest which a l l 
the gibberings of the little Belgian at 
Bukama could not destroy, that my hus
band and I looked forward to this jour
ney. Afr ica had begun to lose its p r imi 

tive charm which held us there for nearly 
twenty years. M y husband often com
plained of " too much c iv i l iza t ion ." Poor 
man, he was born for the long trek, and 
he was as joyous as a schoolboy as we 
started out upon this one. A t one time 
we had turned our backs on the Indian 
Ocean at Inhambane and ended our jour
ney only when we looked out over the 
At lan t ic at Benguela. A n d now we were 
to trace a thousand-mile circle i n this new 
region to the north of Bukama . 

In the bri l l iant sunshine of that African 
M a y morning, we bade farewell to the 
solicitous Belgian and went aboard the 
t iny side-wheel steamboat which was to 
take us down the Lua laba Rive r to K i -
kondji on L a k e K i s a l i . There were four 
white people aboard and a horde of blacks, 
including our th i r ty carriers and the na
tive crew. The Norwegian skipper, an
other Belgian native commissioner, my 
husband, and I made up the first cabin, 
which as an insti tution of accommodation 
did not exist. Our stateroom for the 
night would be the top of the pilot-house. 
Fo r this we were duly grateful, i t being at 
least apart from and above the native 
rabble on deck. A barge carrying a com
pany of native soldiers and their wives, 
bound for Br i t i sh East Afr ica , was hitched 
alongside our little vessel, and wi th many 
shouts and cries from the passengers and 
warning whistles from the engine-room, 
we cast off from B u k a m a and got under 
way. Lonely , desolate B u k a m a lay be
hind us, marked only by the huge store
houses of bright corrugated iron, and 
these quickly sank into the bleak horizon 
of the lowlands. 

The rainy season that year had been 
unusually heavy and the river was every
where overflowing its banks, inundating 
the country for miles. A s we glided 
down-stream, native villages w i t h only 
their thatched roofs visible above the 
water appeared in places. The naked 
inhabitants were l iv ing on crude rafts 
tied to the projecting peaks of the sub
merged huts. W e could see them cook
ing, eating, and carrying on the routine of 
their daily lives as though the flood were 
a matter of course. Canoes in great num
bers were tied to the edges of the rafts or 
swarmed about the waters which covered 
the village streets. O n the stretches of 



Saul and Vita. 
Bride and groom in the party returning to Luba village. 

high land farther on we could make out 
thousands of antelope and water-buck 
crowded together upon these last havens 
of refuge from the engulfing waters which 
covered their range. Magnificent groves 
of palm-trees grew where the bank was 
higher. In these stood ruined native v i l 
lages, wi th not a sign of human life any
where. Only a few years before these 
groves had teemed wi th happy-go-lucky 
natives, l iv ing on the bounty of nature. 
Then the sleeping sickness came and 
wiped out every l iv ing thing. As we 
searched the deep vistas wi th our glasses 

we could make out here and there amidst 
the undergrowth the ruins of still more 
villages, mere piles of straw wi th the 
jungle fast engulfing them. 

In the short tropical twilight our boat 
drew up beside a high bank topped by a 
great grove of palm and mahogany trees, 
and was moored for the night. The sol
diers on the barge leapt upon the bank 
with glee and began gathering fire-wood 
for their camp-fires. We ate a cold supper 
on deck in the fading light, and repaired 
to the top of the pilot-house for the night. 
Darkness dropped out of the clear blue 
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sky, and enveloped us before we had 
spread our bed-rolls on the flat roof and 
settled ourselves wi th in them. 

We were awakened next morning by 
the twittering song of myr iad canaries in 
the tree-tops. The camp was already 
astir, and soon we were on our way again. 
Our boys cooked breakfast on the little 
deck stove, and we ate our mush and 
watched the banks move past. Toward 
noon one of our boys, a L u b a negro 

A l l the yelling and pushing and hauling 
of the native crew, aided by the soldiers 
on the barge, could not free i t from the 
clutch of the fibrous weed. W e had to 
spend the night i n this position, a papyrus 
swamp beside us, and no ground any
where solid enough to bear human weight. 
The dun-colored tufted papyrus growth 
covered the landscape. The project of 
making paper out of papyrus is an ancient 
topic among white people i n Afr ica . 

Kabongo and a number of his subchiefs. 

named Saul, came to my husband. H e 
had been with us for some years; now he 
was on his way back to his own country 
wi th his bride. H e told us that we were 
soon to pass a point on the river which was 
nearest to his native village, and he 
wanted to land and make a short cut 
across the country. The Belgian com
missioner, who happened to be wi th us at 
the moment, sternly forbade i t . A l l along 
this part of the river l ived fierce cannibal 
tribes which the government had not yet 
subdued, he declared, and Saul and V i t a 
would never get through their territory 
alive. A t K i k o n d j i he would send them 
back with a guard. 

T h a t afternoon our little boat ran onto 
a bank of matted papyrus and stuck fast. 

Rumors are always afloat about some 
enterprise which w i l l make millions out 
of it , but nobody takes them seriously. 
B u t we did that night. We decided there 
was enough papyrus i n that one spot to 
supply the world wi th paper for one hun
dred years, w i th a margin to double the 
daily comics besides. I n the circum
stances, we felt our estimates to be on 
the whole conservative. 

A cold mist rose from the swamp, chill
ing the very marrow in our bones. The 
soldiers grumbled and huddled together 
below deck in their barge. Here the pres
ence of so many l iv ing beings kept them 
fairly warm, but sent up a stench which 
rose on high by way of the pilot-house. 
I t was intensely cold, and the next morn-



Kikondji, Lake Kisali. 
Native venders approaching the boat in canoes with their wares. 

ing when our boat was at last pried loose 
and on its way, we were heartily glad 
that K i k o n d j i was not far off. 

A t length we emerged from the river 
through dense masses of papyrus and 
water-growths into the shallow Lake 
Ki sa l i , almost choked wi th vegetation. 
As we neared K i k o n d j i the growth be
came so thick and the water so shallow 

that we were forced to anchor a half-mile 
offshore. A swarm of canoes filled wi th 
natives came out to meet us. One canoe 
I remember had eight little naked pick
aninnies standing up in i t ; they were 
excited over the arrival of the soldiers, 
and screamed all sorts of questions at 
them, which went unanswered save for 
the gleam of white teeth among the 
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brown-clad men. We were bundled into 
a canoe, in which there was no room to 
sit down, and a native poled i t toward the 
shore. Then we ran hopelessly aground, 
and our porters carried us pickaback to 
dry land. 

The natives crowded around us by the 
hundreds, looking us over from head to 
foot. They became highly excited over 
the two bicycles which our boys brought 
ashore; and when my husband and I 
mounted them and set off up the hi l l 
toward the caravansary, they cheered and 
followed part of the way. Nex t day we 
bade farewell to Saul and V i t a . The 
black bridegroom coolly piled a huge 
bundle of clothes on his wife's head. 
Then he lifted the household effects, con
sisting of a blanket, two grass mats, and 
a chair, on to his own shoulder, and the 
bride and groom were ready for their wed
ding journey. E v e n their escort, the na
tive soldier, grinned when he saw them. 
Kikond j i is noted for bananas and mos
quitoes in a land where both of these com

modities abound. The caravansary, a 
thatched roof supported by poles, under 
which to pi tch a tent, afforded li t t le pro
tection save from sun and rain. As a 
shelter from mosquitoes its uses were n i l . 
One of the three white men who live in 
K i k o n d j i told us that he always went to 
bed before dark to avoid being devoured 
piecemeal. We invented a new way of 
surviving. We broke camp at the earliest 
possible moment and struck out on the 
trai l . K i k o n d j i is noted for one other 
thing. I t has a wireless station. Here in 
the midst of the jungle country, a thou
sand miles from either coast, you may 
send a message to friends in N e w Y o r k or 
Cedarville, that is, provided you have the 
necessary cash. A l ion ate the predeces
sor of the present operator. 

The wilderness now lay before us. 
Without firearms of any k ind , owing to 
the war laws, we were starting on a cara
van trip of nine hundred miles. We had 
heard varied tales of native moods, and a 
few blood-curdling cannibal stories were 

At the government post near Kabongo's town. 
Mr. Vanderveld, Belgian official, Kabongo (in centre with his subchiefs), and Mr. Springer. 



The Springer caravan crossing one of the many swamps on rickety bridges. 
In many places the bridges were down altogether and wading was the only thing that could be done. Again one 

had to walk a single rail. In this part it was fairly good. 

still considered to be very recent history. 
Malnngu, the white man, it was well un
derstood, was persona non grata along the 
entire route save wi th the paramount 
chiefs. The word Malungu originally 
meant God. The L u b a people had a 
tradition that their Great Spirit was 
white, and that some day his representa
tives would appear, also white. When 
white men came, they were accepted as 
gods, benevolent and trustworthy— 

wherein were the natives sadly in error. 
They have learned their mistake. B u t 
the name for white man remains the 
same, as if the natives feel that the word 
has been rendered forever useless for its 
original meaning. The missionary, how
ever, has come to be pretty general
l y known as the friend of the black 
man. We depended on this to carry us 
through. 

F r o m K i k o n d j i our caravan went west-
567 
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Mwata Yamvo's gods 

ward through great forests and broad 
veldts. The paths we followed had been 
hacked through the dense undergrowth, 
and were often barely over a foot wide. A t 
night we made camp at the caravansary 
beside some stockaded village, and bought 
casava meal from the natives. M a n y of 
these towns were supposed 
to be hostile to white men 
because of some rascality 
they had suffered. The in 
habitants have a way of re
ceiving the newcomer at the 
point of a gun, and deny
ing h im even the ordinary 
hospitality of the jungle. 
Noth ing of this k ind , how
ever, occurred to us. M y 
husband's manner of dealing 
with natives and his com
manding black beard have 
smoothed many a r o u g h 
p l a c e i n our wanderings. 
There is no denying the fact 
that a thick, becoming beard 
gives a white man great 
prestige among Afr ican na
t ives . T h e b l a c k s have 
such pitifully scanty beards 
themselves that they heart
ily envy those more blessed. 

Frequently across o p e n 
spaces as we pedalled along 
ahead of our carriers, we 

could see herds of elephants 
b r o w s i n g , l i ke so m a n y 
weather-beaten boulders on 
the landscape. B u t none of 
them sought to do us harm. 
N o t so wi th our friend back 
i n B u k a m a . W h e n he 
passed through this v e r y 
region- a short time before, a 
herd gave h im and his car
riers a l ively time of it . The 
big beasts charged down up
on them from a distance, 
t r u m p e t i n g m a d l y . T h e 
men dropped their burdens 
and took to the bush, where 
they h id themselves before 
the elephants reached the 
spot . Seeing no h u m a n 
beings about, the elephants 
trampled the loads to atoms. 
The packs were mostly cases 

of liquor for the Belgian's own private 
use. Our friend related this story to us 
by way of warning to me, and awaited 
our commiseration for the loss of his 
rum. " B u t we haven't any liquor along 
wi th us," I told h im. " A n d so we ex
pect the elephants to behave better." 

Mutombo Makulu's special god. 



O n e street i n Kabongo ' s town. 

It is occupied entirely by Kabongo's wives. There are other streets used for the same purpose. 

And they did. .The. trai l was often 
blocked by uprooted trees and masses of 
vines, where they had crossed it , and in 
places the trail itself had been well-nigh 
obliterated. Otherwise the elephants we 
saw might have belonged to a circus. The 
spoor and tracks of lions and leopards, as 
well as of hoofed denizens of the jungle, 
told more plainly than words that these 
same narrow paths were used as frequently 
by wild beasts as by men, for whom they 
were made. These trails are kept open 
by the government, that is, as a rule they 
are cleared out every two or three years, 
but the jungle soon chokes them down to 
the merest footpaths. 

We came upon one village shortly be
fore reaching Kabongo, without a stock
ade, but, nevertheless, i n a state of war. 
It was la id out on either side of the trail 
which formed its main street. As the 
head of our caravan emerged from the 
jungle, the natives raised a loud outcry 
and came running from all directions, 
shouting and waving their guns in a 

threatening manner. They were headed 
by a chief who wore an old slouch hat in 
addition to his loin-cloth, doubtless as a 
mark of rank. Our carriers stopped, and 
the villagers called out to know who they 
were. M y husband and I hurried up to 
the head of the column. When they saw 
us their manner changed completely. 
The village folk, it seems, had been badly 
handled by Kabongo, who was their king, 
or paramount chief, and a veritable ty
rant. H e had formed the habit of swoop
ing down upon their unprotected village 
and taking anything they had that he 
wanted, from chickens to wives. O ld 
Chief K i m i — h e of the slouch hat—and 
his people were determined to make the 
next visi t of their k ing a memorable one 
in local history. 

The next day we arrived at the gov
ernment post, one mile outside the 
stockaded native town of old Kabongo 
himself. Here we were most cordially 
received by the Belgian agent. This poor 
fellow, a graduate of the Universi ty of 
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" A hundred mil l ion dollars for church 
w o r k ? " he gasped. " Imposs ib le! A h ! 
B u t you Americans do the impossible 
things, always." 

Kabongo, the L u b a k ing , returned from 
a visi t somewhere—not to Chief K i m i — 

the following day and hast
ened up to greet us. He 
wore a motley array of c iv i l 
ized garments, including a 
skirt or petticoat of big-
patterned, bri l l iant ca l i co . 
H i s feet were bare and he 
wore a man's shirt and two 
old coats, the whole sur
mounted by a slouch hat in 
worse repair even than that 
of K i m i . I t looked as if he 
had slept i n i t . " M o y o ! 
M o y o ! " (Welcome! Wel
come !) he exclaimed as he 
came f o r w a r d and shook 
hands wi th M r . Springer. 
Being only a woman, I was 
not entitled to any attention, 
and received none from him. 
This gave me a good oppor
tunity to look over his grace 
at leisure. H e was a blear-
eyed, dissipated old vil lain, 
w i th a fawning manner that 
begets no trust i n a white 
person, although it does get 
h i m a margin of value in an 
exchange of presents. The 
Belgian official told h im he 
c o u l d have a missionary. 
The chief had heard of mis
sionaries and wanted one. 
H i s desire for anything that 
comes free is a proverb in 
his country. 

Kabongo became a close 
associate of my husband dur
ing the weeks spent in erect
ing the mission house, and 

we soon became familiar wi th his town, his 
harem, and his wardrobe. H e lives by 
himself i n four native huts, beautifully 
and, I must say, art ist ically decorated 
wi th woven weeds and grasses. They are 
covered wi th sweeping strands of jungle-
grass, which reach from the peaks of the 
conical roofs to the ground. Behind his 
abode is a line of huts where live his 
two hundred wives. Th i s harem is, in 

Mwata Yamvo, while paying a call on Mr . Springer. 
Notice the Portuguese words on his loin-cloth. The natives are very fond 

of mottoes on their clothes. This, however, happens to be an 
advertisement. 

ceal. " M y government has placed me 
out here to collect taxes," he said. " H o w 
can I ? U n t i l you missionaries civilize 
them a little, my task is hopeless. It 's 
your job anyway," he concluded wi th a 
characteristically European gesture. M y 
husband told h im of the centenary fund 
and the Methodist mission programme 
for Africa, promising h im a missionary a 
little later. 

Louva in and a gentleman born and bred, 
was thoroughly miserable in his lonely 
post. H e had hardly finished his greeting 
before he began begging us to settle there 
at his post. H e had ulterior motives in 
this, which he made no attempt to con-



M w a t a Y a m v o in his harem c o m p o u n d . 

reality, a masked slave-market, and quite 
a traffic is carried on in female slaves 
throughout the Congo despite government 
efforts to thwart it . Between the harem 
and the abode of its lord is a hole in the 
ground, beside which lies a life-size figure 
of a crocodile made of red clay. This 
hole is the king's bath. Kabongo some
times gets into i t and his servants throw 
buckets of water on h im from all sides 
at once. I said sometimes. In reality 
it is more a legend than a.custom of the 
chief, if external evidences count for 
anything. Certain i t is that the hole 
was never wet during our stay of one 
month at his town or showed any signs 

of having been so recently when we ar
rived. 

The wardrobe of Kabongo comprised 
several other bril l iantly flowered or 
striped skirts, a pair of army shoes which 
gave h im great pleasure and physical 
pain to wear, a waiter's white coat, and a 
pair or two of men's trousers badly 
patched in the seat. The slouch hat 
usually topped off any combination of the 
chief's attire, but i t had one substitute. 
Tha t was a chef's cap of white duck 
which perched upon Kabongo's bullet-
shaped head like a pill-box. Powder, 
made of white clay, is a very important 
part of the polit ical as well as social life 
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in Kabongo's town and also at the capitals 
of other paramount chiefs. Powder over 
one's bare portions shows gratitude to 
the chief or guiltlessness of any mys
terious crime committed in the neighbor
hood. Sometimes the complexion of the 
whole town changes overnight. Then , 
too, powder is good for headache, and i t 
drives away evi l spirits, and a variety of 
other things equally undesirable. V a n i t y 
bags are everywhere. T o me the sight of 
those big, black, naked savages, part ly 
powdered white, carrying little squirrel-
tai l vani ty bags on their wrists is the most 
amusing thing in Afr ica . A n d to see a 
big cannibal reach into his vani ty bag, 
get some powder on his fingers and pat 
i t on his nose or cheeks, is for al l the 
world like seeing a.Broadway "f lapper" ! 

Leaving Kabongo behind us, we turned 
westward and travelled by compass 
without guides for three weeks. We 
crossed a great many streams, tributaries 
of the Upper Congo, many of them in 
fested wi th crocodiles. A t such places 
the "monkey bridges," swinging struc
tures buil t of vines by the natives, were a 
boon, although hard for our carriers to 
negotiate. A t one small river, which we 
were crossing in this manner, a native 
appeared on the farther bank greatly 
excited. " Y a n g a ! Y a n g a ! Go away! 
Go a w a y ! " he shouted to us, motioning 
us back. B u t the bridge was strong, so we 
went on, and found that only a few rnin-
utes before a l ion had carried off a native 
woman working in the field near the 
bridge. The rude hoe she was using lay 
as i t had fallen from her hand, not ten 
minutes before. A n d there were the 
fresh tracks of the l ion as he bore her off 
into the tal l grasses of the veldt. A s we 
looked mutely at the scene of the tragedy, 
Joni , our little kapita, an ex-soldier and 
hunter, and a negro steeped in the cruel 
philosophy of the jungle, laughed gaily. 
"There are many women, but few lions 
left," he remarked, showing his fine white 
teeth. " W h y should not the women feed 
the l i ons?" 

When we left the village of Mutombo 
M a k u l u , where we had made quite a stay, 
we asked its chief about the road north as 
far as Kapanga. Kapanga is a European 
rubber station. The chief argued that 
there was no trai l , and m y husband, hav

ing obtained reliable information else
where, insisted. After a long argument 
the chief admitted that there was and 
offered us a guide. We accepted gladly. 
The trai l that guide led us over was the 
worst I have ever travelled. I t wound 
through swamps and morasses and over 
ranges of rocky hills. After a four-day 
struggle we came wi th in sight of the 
station, and our guide departed upon re
ceiving the usual present for his services. 
When we reached the station we indig
nantly told the Belgian trader the trick 
played upon us. H e laughed. " T h e old 
king probably saved your l ives ," he said. 
"There is a fine open trai l between here 
and there, but one of its fords is perilous 
to attempt. Las t month a caravan of 
two white men and fourteen carriers was 
wiped out by crocodiles. N o t a man lived 
to tell the tale. The chief sent you by a 
circuitous route." 

Resuming our march next day, we 
again had to travel by compass, no guides 
being available. A t each village we 
learned the way to the next, and so pro
ceeded by stages toward Musumba , the 
capital of the L u u n d a king, M w a t a Y a m 
vo. Th i s particular section through 
which we were passing had been closed 
to white travellers for many years be
cause of the rampant cannibalism of the 
natives. We had been unable to detect 
any signs of cannibalistic practice in the 
umwatte ruled by Kabongo or Mutombo 
M a k u l u , although trusted carriers still 
often disappeared overnight from cara
vans i n these regions and feasts always 
took place wi th suspicious sequence in 
some village near by. Farther on to the 
north, where the strong arm of the white 
man's law has not yet reached, cannibal
ism is s t i l l i n its pa lmy days, and slaves are 
fattened for the regular feasts of the year. 
Here the government has not yet allowed 
white men to penetrate. E v e n in the dis
trict through which we were now passing a 
Belgian trader had been attacked only a 
few months before. Short ly after leaving 
the village of a chief—Mpereta—who had 
received us wi th extreme cordiality, we 
came upon a relic of the recent history of 
the chief and his village. I t was a phallic 
emblem post decorated wi th the bleached 
skulls of small children. I t had escaped 
the notice of government troops who have 



Ladies of L u u n d a . 

A group of Luunda lassies who were very keen to have their photos taken, but much disgusted 
that they were snapped before they had posed to their satisfaction. 

orders to destroy them. A t several v i l 
lages we found the old sort of Bachokwe 
natives still avowedly hostile to all white 
people, who had given up open cannibal
ism only when they had to. The people 
and their chiefs refused to have anything 
to do with us, although they did not open 
hostilities. O n such occasions we quickly 
changed our plans as to setting up camp 
for the night. The trail ahead seemed 
strangely attractive just then, even to our 
tired carriers. 

On one such occasion while we were in 
the Bachokwe territory, we had to camp 
where no caravan had ever stopped be
fore. M y husband and I left the caravan 
to sleep beside a stream and went on 

looking for a place to pitch our tent. We 
came out on the open veldt, and my hus
band cleared a small space in the jungle-
grass. Here it grew eight feet high, so we 
could not bui ld our usual fires for fear of 
burning ourselves up in a general con
flagration. I t was a reckless thing to do, 
to camp in such a position. Back in 
Chilango in A p r i l a young engineer had 
done this, and turned up missing. They 
found the tracks of the lion next morning. 
B u t to-night we were dead tired, and 
will ing to risk anything for a little rest. 
I had barely fallen asleep when I was 
awakened by the stealthy swishing of the 
giant grass-blades outside. Something 
was coming toward our tent. I woke my 
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husband. We both listened as the 
stealthy movement came nearer and 
nearer. We had only a hoe wi th which 
to defend ourselves, and I v iv id ly remem
bered the gr im occasion of Joni 's laughter 
a few days before. The folly of camping 
without fire became tragically apparent. 
Several times on the trip lions had stalked 
about our camp at night while we slept, 
leaving tracks wi th in six or eight feet of 
our tent. B u t then we were secure be
hind our camp-fires. The sound outside 
drew nearer, and the shadow of some 
large animal, either a leopard or a lioness, 
ears acock, was thrown on the sloping 
tent side by the rising moon. We got to 
our feet and my husband grasped the hoe. 
The animal moved cautiously around the 
tent, and a nose was thrust between the 
tent-flaps wi th a loud sniff. M y husband 
threw the hoe at the door and shouted 
madly. The animal bounded away 
through the grass. W i t h a sigh of relief 
we again lay down, but not to sleep. 
Tha t was too much to expect. Then we 
heard the animal coming again as before, 
if anything more cautiously. Aga in we 
rose in dread and again m y husband 
scared i t away, only to have i t return 
when we had grown drowsy. These re
peated alarms were hard on the nerves 
and we only got a few cat-naps i n relays 
through the night. D a w n came at last, 
and m y husband, armed wi th the hoe, 
ventured forth. I stood inside wi th the 
t in wash-basin as reinforcement. Soon 
I heard h i m laugh loudly. " Y o h o ! " he 
yelled. " C o m e out and meet our l i o n ! " 
I ran out. M y husband was stooping 
over playing wi th a little half-starved, 
sharp-eared dog which was cavorting 
weakly about h i m i n its joy at finding a 
human being. H i s shadow extended by 
the slant of the tent side had made h i m 
seem at least the size of a large leopard. 
We gave h i m something to eat and he 
followed us to the next village, where we 
found a master for h im. 

As we neared Musumba , we left the 
tsetse-fly belt behind, and cattle were to 
be seen at the villages we passed. A half-
mile from the capital, as we crossed the 
last stream, a young native, clad in a 
white helmet, black-and-white-checked 
waistcoat, and a blue loin-cloth, came for
ward to welcome us. H o w he could have 

known of our coming is one of those mys
teries which never cease to perplex the 
white man in the jungle. N o European 
gentleman could have welcomed us more 
gracefully than this L u u n d a youth in his 
three-piece costume. H e was the king's 
favorite, we learned later, and he was 
intrusted w i t h the management of the 
royal harem. Outside the outer wall of 
Musumba , M w a t a Y a m v o stood await
ing us, dressed in a beaded head-dress of 
a sunburst design, set far back on his 
shaven head, a white-duck coat and long 
skirt, or loin-cloth, of many colors in bar
baric pattern. H e is rather a fussy in
dividual , small of stature and of nervous, 
fidgety temperament. H e addressed my 
husband as Mefundisi (friend and teach
er) and escorted us to the guest-house in 
a compound next his own. Next day 
M w a t a Y a m v o made us a formal call. 
H e came riding astride the neck of one of 
his slaves, followed by his household. He 
wore a bri l l iant , flowered petticoat. On 
his ankles and wrists he wore many brace
lets of th in brass which jingled at every 
move, and on his left wrist he had a huge 
band made out of an elephant's tail, 
which he kept on only b y holding his fin
gers spread or resting his hand on his hip. 

The present k ing is about eighth of his 
dynasty, a l l named M w a t a Y a m v o , and 
i n Livingstone's day the L u u n d a people 
ruled the country from what is now Stan
ley Pool to the Congo-Zambesi divide. 
M w a t a Y a m v o , now ruling, was restored 
to his throne after he had been captured 
by some plot t ing subchiefs, who were 
each t rying to usurp the power of the 
paramount chief. B y this measure the 
government succeeded i n terminating a 
long period of constant warfare. M w a t a 
Y a m v o furnishes carriers, b y the thou
sands, every year to the Kassa i Company 
factory and the government post, sit
uated six miles from his capital , and so 
keeps i n close touch w i t h white men. 
There i n the Afr ican wilderness, the town 
of M u s u m b a has quite a metropolitan air 
about i t . I t is a new town, about seven 
years old, and I thought was la id out with 
the assistance of white men. However, 
upon reading Livingstone 's notes of 1854, 
I find the description of the town of 
M w a t a Y a m v o , given h i m b y the natives 
as he crossed a corner of the L u u n d a couh-
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try. This description tallies remarkably 
with the details of the capital of the pres
ent M w a t a Y a m v o , and goes to show that 
the style of capital of the present M w a t a 
Yamvo has been a L u u n d a tradition for, 
perhaps, a century. I t is laid out on the 

ing the people to the compound next our 
own, and we followed the crowd. A new 
subchief was to be installed by M w a t a 
Y a m v o according to the ancient rites of 
the Luunda nation. The king came 
dressed in a beautiful blue-and-white 

Palm forest—Springer trail. 

same principle as civil ized towns, with 
straight streets crossing at right angles. 

M w a t a Y a m v o enjoys posing for his 
picture. A n d he especially likes to ap
pear very grave and stern, although he is 
guilty of much inane grinning in the 
course of a conversation wi th a white 
man. L ike Kabongo and M u t o m b o M a 
kulu, M w a t a Y a m v o has approximately 
two hundred wives, which seems to be the 
number required by convention in those 
parts for a paramount chief. 

The next day after our arr ival in M u -
sumba we heard the town drum summon-

blanket which was draped about his form 
like a Roman toga. In addition to his 
beaded crown, he wore an immense pom
pon of scarlet feathers. He entered the 
compound followed by an orchestra of 
native drummers, beating a slow, digni
fied march. The whole assembly rose. 
E v e r y one picked up dust very seriously 
and rubbed it on his stomach as he 
chanted praises of the king. M w a t a 
Y a m v o seated himself in a European arm
chair, a gift from the post, over which 
was thrown the purple blanket wi th 
leopard's spots my husband had presented 
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to h im the day before. The bare feet of 
the king rested on a handsome lion-skin. 
Other members of the royal family were 
seated on leopard-skins about h im. The 
skins of these two animals are the insignia 
of royalty among the Luundas. Each 
chief then arose in turn and made a long 
harangue. We were able to understand 
everything fairly well because we had 
known before many L u u n d a people to the 
south of Bukama . Each chief declared 
himself innocent of the former chief's 
death and of any knowledge of its cause. 
Then M w a t a Y a m v o , after observing a 
stern silence for some moments during 
which he kni t ted his brows i n a ludicrous 
pose of deliberation, pronounced the ver
dict that al l were guiltless. We knew b y 
this that M w a t a Y a m v o now had no ene
mies whom he wished to dispose of. B y 
the aid of witch-doctors, the chiefs often 
accuse their enemies of bewitching persons 
to death, and thus succeed in proscribing 
undesirable or ambitious subjects. 

When the king uttered the verdict a l l 
the chiefs reached into their vani ty bags, 
and quickly daubed powder over their 
faces and bodies unt i l they looked like an 
assemblage of ghouls. . Then a grizzly 
old chief, clad in hyena-skins, bounded 
through the gate of the compound, and 
advanced wi th big, , awkward jumps 
toward the king, yell ing wi ld ly and beat
ing the ground before h i m wi th a huge 
club. H e was followed by a double file of 
the king's soldiers. Th i s procession wi th 
its noisy leader approached M w a t a Y a m 
vo and suddenly wheeled and took its 
place behind his chair wi th much waving 
of weapons. Then the native nominee ap
peared, announced by shouts, the firing 
of guns, and the beating of drums. A dead 
silence now ensued. H e stopped wi th in 
a few paces of the king, fell down on both 
knees, clapped his hands, picked up a 
handful of dust and rubbed i t over his 
bared stomach. M w a t a Y a m v o bade 
h im approach. H e half arose, then pros
trated himself at full length on the ground, 
touching his temples to the earth. B y a 
series of these prostrations and writhings 
the nominee finally reached the royal per
sonage. M w a t a Y a m v o arose and handed 
h i m a large sword, an ugly-looking weap
on about twenty inches long and four 
inches wide. I t was encased in a carved 
bamboo scabbard, wi th a belt of fur dan

gling from it. The nominee slung this over 
his shoulder and touched the king's hand 
reverently wi th his forefinger. Then 
M w a t a Y a m v o made a long speech of ad
monition to the new chief, who chanted 
an assent almost as tedious and back-
stepped to a place in front of his own men. 
M w a t a Y a m v o waved his hand to him, 
and the new chief dodged into a hut di
rectly to the rear. H e came out in a few 
seconds clothed in an immense loin-cloth 
sixteen yards long and fifty inches wide. 
Th i s was the signal for bedlam to break 
loose again. Frant ic screaming and yell
ing, together w i t h the firing of guns and 
the beating of drums, followed. A t length, 
when everybody was hoarse or out of 
breath, the k ing made another long 
speech. M w a t a Y a m v o seemed to enjoy 
the speech more than his hearers, but they 
listened w i t h the usual native patience. 
T h e n the new chief unsheathed his sword 
and capered about the open space before 
the k ing , performing the ancient sword-
dance of the Luundas , wi ld , graceful, and 
barbaric. H e was followed by each chief 
i n turn. The dance then suffered some 
amusing variations. The fat chiefs did 
not move so fast or k ick so high as their 
younger and more active peers and their 
whirls were like the gambols of aged 
rhinos. E a c h d id his utmost in yelling, 
however, and received loyal support from 
his own following. The climax was 
reached when M w a t a Y a m v o ' s son, the 
heir apparent, took the sword, and danced 
about wi th a heavy frown upon his face, 
wriggling like a t iny Salome, and making 
ferocious slashes through the air wi th the 
heavy sword. I t was now deep twilight, 
and the k ing suddenly rose and strode off 
to his own house without further cere
mony. The crowd closed around the new 
chief, and his men bore h im off trium
phantly on their shoulders to their own 
village. Here the inaugural ball kept up 
all night. 

F r o m M u s u m b a W a M w a t a Yamvo 
we turned our faces eastward and plunged 
into the desolate country where broken 
hills and deep swamps seemed to alter
nate in never-changing succession. The 
broad veldts, rolling hills, and great for
ests we had known before were left behind. 
There was nothing but a few lonely villages 
of L u u n d a folk and great waste stretches 
on every side^a few crocodiles and rhinos 
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in the streams, and a few yowling leopards 
which made their presence known by 
night. Over a trail that was sometimes 
steep and rocky, sometimes made of 
fagots piled in a line across the swamp
lands, wi th monkey bridges crossing the 
larger streams and difficult fords at the 
smaller ones, we travelled for eight days 
under the burning tropical sun by day 
and chilled by the cold of the high al t i 

tude at night. Then, altering our course 
two points to the south, we trekked an
other fortnight and emerged from the 
wilderness near Chilango, south of B u 
kama. Here a little later I had the plea
sure of meeting our friend, the Belgian offi
c ia l , he who had so vehemently advised 
me against the trip. Y o u know, that 
creature looked actually sorry to find me 
alive and his pet theories exploded. 

S I P P I N G A N D S N I F F I N G 

By V i o l a I. Paradise 
Author of "Trailing Statistics on an American Frontier," " B y M a i l , " etc. 

AN old, pre-prohibition story 
concerns an argument be
tween two Spanish wine-
tasters. " T h i s cask," said 
one, " has an excellent bou
quet, yet there is in it a 

trace of some alien substance. I detect a 
metallic flavor." 

"Some alien substance mars i t , i n 
deed," replied the other; "bu t the flavor 
is leathery, rather than metall ic ." Each 
maintained his position, and to settle the 
argument the cask was emptied. In the 
bottom of i t was found a leather-headed 
tack. 

A good yarn. Ye t , after talking wi th 
numbers of tea-tasters, coffee-tasters, per
fumers, and others whose livelihood de
pends largely upon their senses of taste 
and smell, I have i t i n me to believe the 
wine-tasters' tale. I t seems hardly more 
extraordinary than the statement of a 
tea expert: " Some hotels are spoiling the 
best teas," he complained, " b y steeping 
them i n muslin bags; W h y spoil a good 
beverage by adding a flavor of f ab r i c?" 
A n d he insisted that i t scarcely needed a 
trained palate to detect the foreign flavor 
of tea so made. 

A n expert tea-taster cannot only place 
a tea by its flavor and aroma, but, in 
many instances, can give its pedigree, 
telling the country of its origin, at what 
season of the year i t was grown, and at 
what altitude; indeed, frequently he can 
name the very garden from which i t came. 

V O L . L X X . — 3 7 

A skilled coffee-taster, similarly, can dis
tinguish several hundred kinds of coffee. 
One man said he could tell by tasting 
how long a coffee had been roasted. 
Others claimed they could distinguish 
the ingredients in a blend. 

" T h e publ ic , " said one, "takes things 
too easily for granted. It swallows its 
coffee and tea, sips its liquor—or used to 
—as a matter of course, without realizing 
the care and ski l l and art that have gone 
into the selecting and blending of its 
beverages. Whenever you drink a good 
cup of tea or coffee you are as dependent 
upon some one's highly developed senses 
of taste and smell, as you are dependent 
upon some musician's ear when you hear 
a good symphony. The success of my 
business depends almost entirely upon my 
nose and m y palate." 

Other tea and coffee tasters spoke, 
sometimes wi th less eloquence; but to 
the same effect, and almost invariably 
wi th enthusiasm. Frequently they com
pared their work to a musician's. " Jus t 
as the violinist can detect the slightest 
gradation of sharpness or flatness, so the 
coffee-taster can detect the faintest shades 
of difference," said one. " I n blending 
teas," said another, "one must realize 
that certain teas have an affinity for each 
other. T o blend indiscriminately creates 
discords in flavor. Rea l tea or coffee 
blending is an art ." I thought of this 
statement later, when I found in an old 
book writ ten i n 1785, by Richard T w i n -
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ing, a tea merchant, the following para
graph: 

" I n m y grandfather's time, i t was the 
cu / tom for Ladies and Gentlemen to come 
to the Shop and to order their own Teas. 
The Che/ ts u / e d to be /p read out and 
when m y Grandfather had mixed /ome of 
them together, i n the pre/ence of his c u / -
tomers, they u/ed to tajjte the tea; and 
the mixing was varied t i l l i t suited the 
palates of the purcha/ers. . . . A pound 
of tea may have been mixed from /ome 
twenty che/ts ." 

T o purchase a pound of tea i n those 
days must have been indeed a labor. 
The ski l l of the tea-taster saves us much 
time and trouble. 

Picture the tea-taster at his work. H e 
sits at a round, revolving table, about 
which stand canisters of tea, a cup (with
out a handle) i n front of each canister. 
I n the centre of the table is a finely bal
anced jeweller's scale. The taster, after 
an examination of the dry leaf, carefully 
measures from each canister into its corre
sponding cup, a quanti ty of tea-leaves, 
the weight of a Canadian half-dime. 
(The weight was always so stated, just 
as, i n the case of coffee, i t was always 
given as that of an American five-cent 
piece. Indeed, when I asked for the 
weight i n grams, i t could not be given.) 
Next , he pours filtered, boiling water upon 
the tea; " a n d then we watch the agony 
of the tea-leaves." ( " A n d be sure to 
mention i n your art icle," said another, 
demonstrating the process, " tha t the 
water must be at a mad, galloping boi l , 
to make good tea.") The effect of steep
ing upon the appearance of the leaf is 
significant. A variat ion i n color means 
poor, uneven fermentation. I n fermented 
teas—that is, the black as distinguished 
from the green teas—the perfect color of 
the infused leaf may range from a r ich 
chocolate-brown to a bright reddish 
shade. The color of the liquor i n the 
cup, too, is important. Is i t clear ? Is i t 
c loudy? Is i t pale? Is it colory? A 
good tea must have style. I t must appeal 
to the eye as well as to the palate. For 
this reason i t is customary to use the 
finest French china for the testing. After 
the leaf is examined i n the liquor, i t is 
taken up i n a spoon, and smelled. The 
odor of the leaf tells the taster whether 
i t is old or new, the k ind and grade of the 

tea, and, among other things, if i t is burned 
(overfired) or sour (overfermented, or 
affected by dampness after manufacture). 
When the tea has steeped a minute or 
two, the aroma of the liquor is noted. 
Then i t is tasted. The taster takes it into 
his mouth w i t h a loud sucking sound—in 
order to accentuate the taste—rolls i t 
about on his tongue and back i n his 
throat; but he swallows almost none of 
i t . The taste reveals the body, the flavor, 
the sharpness or " p o i n t " of the tea. It 
may have flavor and be smooth; or little 
flavor and be sharp. H e keeps tasting 
and studying the aroma of the tea for 
about five minutes after i t is infused, and 
again when i t is almost cold. The amount 
of flavor left i n the leaf after i t has stood 
is significant. D u r i n g the tasting process 
the appearance of the infused leaf is 
examined i n the spoon. 

The taster turns the table about, savor
ing cup after cup, judging, comparing. 
Usua l ly he is " m a t c h i n g " a tea to a 
standard. I n such cases, the cup to be 
matched is placed on a small rack at
tached to the table, but which does not 
revolve w i t h i t . The taster turns the 
table unt i l each cup has been compared 
wi th the tea he is t ry ing to match. 

" H o w many cups do you taste in a 
day ? " the tasters were asked. Tha t de
pended upon the season, upon the size of 
a shipment. "Sometimes," said one, 
"we taste t i l l our hps pucker. A thou
sand cups a day, or more, can be done 
easily. Y o u understand that i n many 
cases the appearance of the leaf and the 
smell and appearance of the liquor tell us 
that the tea is unsuited to our purpose, 
without tasting. N o real, dyed-in-the-
wool tea-taster bothers to taste common 
teas. I t is only i n selecting a good strike 
of tea that the taster exercises what may 
be called his ar t ." [ Some tasters further 
test the teas after cream and sugar have 
been added, but more commonly this ad
dit ional test is dispensed wi th . 

The Engl i sh method of tea-tasting dif
fers from the Amer ican . There the leaves 
are infused i n a small , covered, cup-sized 
china pot, and are allowed to steep for 
exactly five minutes—timed, i n some es-
tabhshments, by an hour-glass, or rather 
a five-minute sand-glass; i n others by a 
stop-clock, which rings a bell at the end 
of five minutes. T h e n the brew is stirred, 
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the liquor is carefully drained off into a 
cup, and the steeped leaves placed i n the 
cover of the pot. Thus the color and 
aroma of the leaves are examined sepa
rately. American experts, however, pre
fer the American way as simpler and 
quicker. In England the tea is tested on 
long stationary counters instead of upon 
the American revolving table, which pro
vides greater comfort to the taster, and 
does not necessitate his moving from cup 
to cup. Some of the preliminary work, 
in England—such as t iming the infusion 
and drawing the liquor from the leaves— 
is done by "cup-boys." I n former years 
English tea-tasters had to serve a long 
apprenticeship; but this is no longer the 
custom. N o w beginners usually start as 
errand or cup-boys, and work up accord
ing to their aptitude and the opportuni
ties of the business. In this country, too, 
no regular training is given. Some per
sons can never learn the art of tasting, 
others pick i t up in a few years. " Y o u 
can hardly expect to get a first-class tea-
taster under five years' experience," said 
the head of one firm. 

In selecting coffees, too, the aroma and 
taste play the leading parts, although, as 
in the case of tea, the appearance of the 
bean, either green or roasted, is impor
tant. Indeed, there are licensed graders 
who classify the green coffee in grades 
ranging from one to eight, according to 
the number of "b lacks , " "quakers ," or 
immature beans, etc:, found i n the sample. 
(The government allows no coffee poorer 
than grade eight to enter the country.) 

The odor of the green coffee-bean in no 
way suggests the flavor of coffee to the 
layman. I t has only a "green smell ," 
quite unlike the aroma of roasted coffee. 
Yet the green odor is not without mean
ing to the coffee-taster. I t tells h im 
whether the crop is old or new. " I n the 
pre-tasting days, about thir ty years ago, 
coffee was sold green to the consumer, 
who did his own roasting. Then coffee 
was coffee. The art of blending had not 
been discovered." 

The flavor of coffee is brought out i n 
the roasting, and its color is also thus 
determined. In the Nor th , what is called 
a dark cinnamon roast is commonly pre
ferred. In the South, the darker " F r e n c h 
roast" or the st i l l darker " I t a l i an roast" 

is in demand. This is true, too, of cer
tain cities in the Nor th , which have large 
Ital ian colonies. The tasters must con
sider not only the actual taste of the 
coffee, but how it wi l l taste to their 
trades. Certain sections of the country 
have specific preferences. One taster 
said that the character of the community 
water-supply to some extent governed 
his blending. 

The process of coffee-tasting is similar 
to that of tea-tasting. The taster sits at 
the revolving table, upon which are var i 
ous trays of roasted coffee-beans, and 
cups, and the standard which the taster 
is matching. A nickel weight of ground 
coffee is placed i n each cup, and boiling 
water is poured on. M u c h can be de
tected from the aroma of the steaming 
cup, and, as in the case of teas, samples 
are often rejected without recourse to 
taste. After the aroma has been consid
ered, the coffee is tasted, first very hot, 
and then at different temperatures as i t 
cools. In some establishments i t is also 
tested wi th cream, and with cream and 
sugar. Sometimes the flavor changes as 
the coffee cools. "Coffee is deceptive. 
It may deteriorate in the cup, although 
at first taste it appears all r ight ," said 
one taster. "Coffee is almost wholly an 
aroma," said another. " T h e purpose of 
tasting is to confirm the scent. If you 
should hold your nose, you could not dis
tinguish between quinine and black cof
fee." The fact that tasting is only a more 
accurate way of smelling was mentioned 
by many tasters, and is, of course, a 
generally recognized physiological fact. 
(Aside from the perception of sweet, acid, 
salt, and bitter, there is no taste apart 
from odor.) 

So, from an examination of the taste 
and smell of coffees, the taster knows if a 
coffee is " sof t " or " h a r d " or " R i o y " ; 
if i t is sound or fermented (from improper 
curing); if it is groundy or mouldy or 
" h i d e y . " 

Coffee is often bought " o n descrip
t ion." Thus a coffee may be listed by the 
country or even the plantation of growth, 
may be described as a "good roast, soft 
coffee"; or as a "ha rd coffee." " A soft 
coffee has a smooth, sweet taste. A hard 
coffee has a harsh, meaner flavor." A n d , 
of course, there are many grades of either 
hard or soft coffees. 
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The differences between coffees are 
subtler than those between teas. Thus , 
in the case of coffees, disputes sometimes 
arise as to whether a coffee is according 
to description, as to whether i t is soft or 
hard. In such instances certain men, 
who have a reputation i n the trade as fine 
tasters, are called upon to settle the dis
pute. E a c h par ty may choose an expert 
and the two arbitrators, i n case they do 
not agree, choose a third. The decisions 
thus reached are always abided by. 

Can a taster taste a l l day long ? H o w 
soon does his sense become blunted? 
What happens when he has a cold i n the 
head? C a n he smoke? Are there ar t i 
ficial means of restoring and stimulating 
the sense of taste? These were among 
the questions the tasters were asked. 
The answers varied wi th the individual . 
Ev iden t ly coffee' requires a somewhat 
more intense effort than tea. Al though 
tea-tasters could work fairly steadily all 
day, few coffee-tasters could work more 
than two or three hours without stopping 
to rest. One taster said his sense of taste 
became paralyzed at the end of forty-five 
minutes. Then he had to stop, do some
thing else, and smoke a cigar, which he 
found restored his abi l i ty to taste. On 
one occasion he tasted from fifteen to 
eighteen hundred cups i n a single day—a 
very unusual occurrence. A s a rule two 
or three hundred cups is a good day's 
work. One taster said he found a " nip of 
g i n " restorative to his sense of taste. 
Others said that since they had begun to 
smoke their power of discriminating had 
suffered somewhat, though not enough to 
induce them to stop smoking. A tea 
broker told of a customer—an old man 
who had learned tasting in the days when 
tobacco was considered fatal to the art— 
who could do no tasting if any one i n or 
near the room was smoking. Some of the 
younger men thought h im crochety, and 
on one occasion one of them went out into 
the street, and, standing near the open 
window of the tasting-room, smoked. 
E v e n this bothered the old man so much 
that he bought no teas that day. There 
are, however, some tea-tasters who can 
perceive even subtle differences wi th a 
lighted cigar i n their hands, puffing, 
every now and then, between tastes. A 
number of tasters said they could not 
taste in a drafty room, though an open 

window, without a draft, helped rather 
than interfered w i t h tasting. Practical ly 
al l the tasters said the keenness of their 
taste depended largely upon their state of 
health; but a l l denied that anything un-
healthful or harmful was inherent in their 
work. " Sometimes the work is a nervous 
strain," said one, " b u t that is due to the 
high degree of mental concentration 
necessary, and not to any properties in 
the tea or coffee." Some of the tasters 
drank li t t le tea or coffee aside from their 
work. (It must be remembered that the 
beverages are seldom swallowed in tast
ing. In fact one man said that swallow
ing would spoil the taste for the next 
flavor.) O n the other hand, one coffee-
taster drinks coffee at a l l three meals, 
often consuming as much as ten cups a 
day. 

Wha t is the effect of prohibit ion on 
coffee-drinking? N o statistics are avail
able, but the coffee-roasters estimated 
that the consumption of coffee had in
creased trom ten to twenty per cent. 
The green-coffee brokers stated that the 
amount of green coffee sold was no index, 
since much green coffee is stored. Roast
ed coffee, however, goes in a fairly short 
time to the consumer. 

Tea and coffee tasters do not have the 
same relation to an establishment as do, 
for example, the cutters i n the clothing 
trade, or the cabinetmakers i n a furni
ture factory. The tasters are the buyers. 
Usual ly they are members of the firm, 
often the most important members, al
though i n some tea establishments the 
salesmen are expected to learn tasting. 

The personalities of the tea and coffee 
men interviewed interested me. Nearly 
all were men of education, and nearly all 
had a warm feeling for their work. I 
mentioned this to one man, asking if my 
impression was based on too few instances 
to be correct. " I t used to be," he said, 
" that the tea business was a gentleman's 
business. I n m y boyhood the heads of 
the various houses would come down to 
work i n silk hats, and twir l ing their canes. 
Often, before beginning the day's work, 
they would call on one another for a 
friendly chat ." Those days are past. 
A coffee man complained: " A lot of men 
are getting into the trade now who have 
no ideals. They ' re only interested i n it 
as a money-making venture." 
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The tasters were jealous of the good 
name of their profession and their prod
ucts. One tea-taster had been so out
raged at a garbled newspaper write-up 
that he had lost his faith i n print and 
would not give me an interview. Another 
spoke wi th feeling against the reporters' 
use of the epithet " tea-hound"—imply
ing there was something disreputable in 
tea—when they meant a " lounge-l izard," 
or the sort of person who attended after
noon tea-dances. A trade paper editori
alizes as follows: " T o d a y , tea is the butt 
of stage jokes and the v ic t im of a l l kinds 
of misrepresentation i n the public press. 
If a co-operative campaign were launched, 
adequate provision could be made to an
swer these attacks i n an authoritative 
manner and create an entirely different 
psychological attitude toward tea." 

A n editor of this journal thought the 
unfriendly attitude might be a psycholog
ical heritage from the Boston T e a Par ty . 
A number of tea-tasters deplored the ig
norance of the public " w h i c h not only 
considers 'Orange Pekoe ' as a k ind of 
tea—when it is merely a trade name de
scriptive of the type of leaf, and might 
be one of several kinds of tea—but con
sistently mispronounces i t , to boot." 

A coffee expert, who also dealt i n tea, 
was rather jealous of the higher social 
standing of tea. "Coffee," he said, "has 
never had the social opportunity that tea 
has had. A n d why shouldn't i t ? I t is 
one of the graceful things i n life. Ye t , 
though i t is more generally beloved than 
tea, and much more extensively used in 
this country, people brew i t in metal, and 
serve it in coarser china than they use for 
tea, and do not surround i t w i th the fine 
service and ceremony that a skilful hos
tess feels essential for tea. People sip tea. 
They too often gulp coffee. A n d yet cof
fee is a universal thr i l l , a constant thr i l l . 
Y o u can get i t every day. Near ly every 
one likes coffee; you never tire of i t . I t 
makes a definite emotional and psy
chological appeal. Just as sorrow brings 
a tear, just as emotion floods over you as 
you hear music, so coffee brings a flash of 
gratification and pleasure. I t isn't only 
the stimulating effect of the caffein, but 
the aesthetic thr i l l which the aroma gives 
—provided, of course, that the coffee is 
properly prepared. The public treats 
coffee as if i t were a raw food, not realiz

ing that roasting is a form of cooking. 
Coffee should never be boiled. . . . " A 
recipe for making proper drip coffee fol
lowed. 

If the coffee and tea tasters spoke wi th 
enthusiasm of their work, some of the 
perfumers were even more lyr ic . " D o 
not," said one, when I had inadvertently 
spoken of a perfumer as a chemist, "do 
not call me a chemist. I am a chemist, 
but I prefer to be called a perfumer. A n y 
man who makes a cold cream, nowadays, 
calls himself a chemist. Bu t a perfumer— 
that is different. A perfumer must have 
individual i ty , he must have personality, 
he must have originality. . . . T o orig
inate a bouquet, to think of a fragrance 
that has never yet existed, to compose i t 
i n your mind, and then, by combining i n 
gredients in new ways, to create i t— 
that" (with a wave of the hand) " i s ar t ! 
A high-grade perfumer is an artist. A 
highly cultivated nose he must have, of 
course; just as a musician must have a 
well-trained ear; but, as wi th the musi
cian, the sensitive physical organ is not 
enough. There must be personality." A s 
wi th the tea and coffee tasters, compari
sons to music were frequent. One per
fumer speaks of "orchestrating an odor." 
" Some manufacturers," said another per
fumer, "are purely commercial. They 
make certain products according to 
formulae, and go on selling the same per
fume, the same sachet, the same face 
powder, year after year—millions of one 
k ind . They are content wi th that. B u t 
not the real perfumer!" Another, wri t
ing in a trade journal, says: " T o be a 
perfumer, one must first be an art ist ." 
A n d again, " i n perfumes solely, does the 
soul inspiration mate perfectly wi th the 
inspiration of sense." 

"Amer icans , " said a French perfumer, 
"prefer sweet, heavy, Oriental perfumes, 
just as they like sweet foods. They are 
much less discriminating than Europeans, 
especially than the French ." A n Amer
ican perfumer denied this, and then modi
fied his denial by saying that an American 
woman would almost invariably express 
a preference for delicate perfumes, but, 
when asked to specify, would name " w i ld , 
strong, heavy perfumes, which she con
siders delicate." 

The perfumer has a much more complex 
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product to handle than the tea and coffee 
taster; and chemistry comes to his aid. 
Al though he can identify hundreds of 
odors, the material he buys must be 
analyzed for adulteration by his chemist. 
A perfumer cannot use his sense of smell 
all day, for after smelling for a few min
utes, his sense "becomes paralyzed, and 
everything smells the same." " I f I am 
studying a single scent," said one, " I can 
smell it for three or four minutes, without 
losing m y power to perceive its qualities. 
Bu t if I am comparing four or five, I can 
smell only about two minutes. The odors 
persist i n the nose from one to five min 
utes after they have been smelled, and one 
usually does something else for a while, 
unt i l one's sense is restored. Some odors 
are toxic, and must be studied at wider i n 
tervals. Some perfumers find that a sniff 
of camphor aids i n restoring their sensi
tiveness." 

Smoking, i t appeared, interfered wi th 
perfume-smelling more than w i t h tea or 
coffee tasting. " M o s t of us smoke, but I 
usually postpone my first cigar of the day 
unt i l after m y most difficult perfume-
smelling problems have been settled. I n 
ordinary smelling, a cigar is not a h in
drance. Y o u can smoke and smell at the 
same time. B u t not for fine problems. 
Of course, the state of your health is very 
important. Almost any indisposition 
registers in a decrease i n the keenness of 
your nose." 

" One must have a quiet place to work ," 
said another, " for great concentration 
is required. I t is intense mental effort. 
There must be no noise, no disturbance. 
The room must be airy but not drafty." 
I asked the perfumers, as well as a num
ber of tea and coffee tasters, if b l ind per
sons were ever used for smelling or tast
ing. N o such instances were known. The 
question, however, brought from one per
fumer the statement that though he 
usually closed his eyes, to shut out visual 
distractions, one of his assistants always 
put on eye-glasses for the process! 

Tea and coffee tasters, as well as per
fumers, emphasized the "personal fac
t o r " which influenced the ultimate cus
tomer. A n indiv idual used to inferior 
coffee or tea or perfume frequently pre
fers the qual i ty he has the habit of using 
to a superior one. A very fine perfume, 
a very fine tea or coffee, a very fine cigar, 

would be put aside for the familiar or for 
something resembling the familiar prod
uct. " A l t h o u g h great sk i l l and art are 
used in perfecting a perfume, not only an 
uneducated public taste, but the char
acter of the container i n which the per
fume is put up may mil i ta te against 
i t . " 

The complaint of the public 's lack of 
subtlety i n sense discrimination brought 
to' mind, b y way of contrast, Lafcadio 
Hearn's account of the " K o - K w a i , " or 
incense parties popular i n Japan, where a 
game of incense guessing is played. Cen
sers of incense are passed around, each 
guest smelling the fumes, and recording 
his guess or judgment. A s the game 
progresses, the sense of smell becomes 
numbed, and i t is customary to rinse the 
mouth at intervals, w i th pure vinegar, 
which par t ia l ly restores the sensibility. 
Et iquet te demands that the guests arrive 
i n as odorless a condition as possible, 
that they wear no perfumed clothes, or 
perfumed ointment; further, they must 
not have eaten any but the lightest and 
least odorous of foods before coming; 
and, b y way of preparation for the party, 
they are expected to take a prolonged hot 
bath. A t the par ty they are expected to 
give their entire attention to the guessing, 
indulging i n no unnecessary conversa
tion unt i l i t is finished. The results of 
the game are recorded i n detail on charts, 
and the charts are kept i n special books, 
sometimes for years, and are frequently 
referred to. 

I n the preparation of drugs, too, the 
senses of taste and smell are indispensable 
aids. The chemist must know the exact 
odor characteristic of each ingredient— 
each root, herb, leaf, o i l , solvent; and 
any deviat ion from the standard odor 
expected is significant. Tast ing, both 
on the tongue and back i n the throat, is 
often used, not only to test palatability, 
but to "taste the odor," and for purposes 
of identification. E v e r y batch of elixir, 
every batch of cough syrup, every batch 
of infants' teething medicine must be 
tasted. Occasionally even such danger
ous drugs as strychnine must be tasted 
by the chemist—if any doubt arises as to 
the identi ty of the drug. A s a rule, when 
poisons must be tasted, they are diluted. 

The odor of drugs is most important. 
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Especial ly is this true of anaesthetics. 
Ether , for example, may be effective, and 
yet unnecessarily malodorous. Th i s the 
manufacturer seeks to avoid. " Imagine," 
said one, " i f a person is so unfortunate 
as to need an anaesthetic, the additional 
distress which exposing h im to an unnec
essary, vile odor would contribute." 

Sometimes anaesthetics must be further 
tested. One manufacturer received a 
complaint of the efficacy of a half-pound 
can of ether. Al though ten thousand 
half-pound cans were made i n the same 
batch wi th the one complained of, and 
although no other complaints had come 
in , the company tested the can in ques
tion by anaesthetizing wi th it one of the 
employees. As a rule, however, such tests 
can be made on animals. 

U n t i l recently, when a chemical test 
was devised, the government labora
tories used to depend entirely upon tast
ing for the discovery of bitter almonds. 
A hundred or sometimes a thousand sam
ples would be divided, a few at a time, 
among the chemists, who would bite off 
a small piece of each. The chemical test 
is so slow and tedious that many private 
food-analyzing chemists s t i l l use the tast
ing method. One of these said that one 
bitter almond would so affect the taste 
that the next few almonds would taste 
bitter. Therefore, after every bitter al
mond, he restored his sense of taste by 
eating a few which he knew from previous 
testing to be sweet, or by eating candy. 
The persistence of the taste of prussic 
acid, the fact that it interfered tempo
rari ly wi th the discriminating power of 
the taster, and that he was l ikely, there
fore, to report a larger number of bitter 
almonds than a sample actually con
tained, was one reason why the chemical 
test was devised. 

A more tempting use of the sense of 
taste is reported by Luther Burbank. H e 
grafted a cherry-tree to produce five hun
dred different kinds of cherries, a l l to 
ripen on the same day. When that day 
came, the cherries were studied for size 
and color, and then tasted and compared, 
in order that the best specimen might be 
selected for perpetuation. I n a l l fruit 
and flower production, the sense of smell 
or of taste or both are used. 

This article makes no attempt to ex

haust the subject of the commercial uses 
of the senses of taste and smell. Some
thing could be said about the professional 
food-tasters employed by hotels; about 
the use of smell i n testing fabrics (the 
textile expert can tell from the odor of 
burning cloth whether i t is an animal or 
vegetable product); about the judges of 
jellies and other such at country fairs; 
about the tasters in fruit and vegetable 
canning establishments; not to mention 
the fragrant occupations of the cigar, 
tobacco, and snuff manufacturers; and 
doubtless about numerous other fields of 
act ivi ty for the keen nose and the sharp 
palate. 

B u t perhaps the gentle reader would 
forego a discussion of these industries, if 
a word might be said about the liquor-
tasters. Unfortunately for his curiosity, 
I was unable to find any ex-tasters of 
wine, or other legally non-existent liquids. 
Though armed wi th a carefully prepared 
questionnaire, I could find no one to an
swer the questions. The liquor-tasters of 
yesteryear have vanished. Apparent ly 
no one had vocationally guided them into 
occupations where their cultured palates 
could be used, for they had not applied 
for positions i n any of the tea, coffee, or 
perfume houses visited. The impression 
i n these places was that they had al l 
retired i n a state of well-stocked, com
fortable, but melancholy affluence; or 
else had gone into the automobile busi
ness. So I cannot tell you authoritative
l y whether, unlike the tea and coffee tast
ers, they swallowed i t , or whether they 
merely rolled i t about on their tongue. 
(Rumor, however, has i t that they not 
only rolled it about, but gargled slightly, 
and then swallowed; but the reader ac
cepts this statement at his own risk.) 
Could they taste all day long, or d id they 
have to stop now and then to rest ? Was 
imperviousness to intoxication a prereq
uisite for the job, or was a special ca
pacity for intoxication essential to test 
what is vulgarly known as the " k i c k " ? 
Were the liquor-tasters as enthusiastic 
about their work as some of the coffee 
and tea tasters above quoted? H o w 
ever, I found no modern Omar, heard no 
di thyrambic on the liquor-taster's art. 
A n d therefore these questions must be 
relegated to the l imbo of the Unasked 
and Unanswered. 
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By Louis Dodge 
Author of ''Bonnie M a y , " "Nancy," etc. 

I S U P P O S E the folks of 
N e w Y o r k o c c a s i o n a l l y 
wonder what k ind of folks 
they are who come out 
from the West and up from 
the South and parade on 

Broadway, and patronize the Chinatown 
and Coney Island buses, and crowd the 
theatres and hotels. M o r e than l ike ly the 
N e w Yorker wonders mi ld ly what the 
visitor finds to interest h im. 

Perhaps the two—the host and his 
guest—do not often meet int imately. 
The visitor, especially if he be i n a hurry 
to get back home, is l ikely to make the 
mistake of spending his time on Broad
way. H e does this under the delusion—-
the very entire delusion—that he is see
ing N e w Y o r k , that he is mingling wi th 
N e w Yorkers . 

I suspect that the real Manhat tani te 
keeps more to the avenues: to the outer 
avenues if he be a toiler, and to F i f t h 
Avenue if fortune has been k i n d to 
him. The really astounding display of 
legends and figures i n incandescent lamps 
be tween—say—Fort ie th and Fif t ie th 
Streets on Broadway cannot be supposed 
to delight those who have seen them 
often, nor can there be much to attract 
i n the lure, often pitched i n too high a 
key, of the theatres. These, almost cer
tainly, are largely for the outsider rather 
than for the sons and daughters of M a n 
hattan. 

Whatever Broadway may have been i n 
its day, i t is a thoroughfare of aliens now, 
and i t has no day, comparatively speak
ing, but only the night, when the Doctor 
Kennicot ts of the inland towns walk wi th 
their more or less restless womenfolk, and 
try to believe they have struck oi l in an 
emotional sense, and that they are having 
the time of their lives. T h e y are well-
behaved men and women, and well 
dressed too, who reveal their strangeness 
to their surroundings only now and then 
by pausing wonderingly before crossing 
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a street and inquir ing—by their attitude 
—whether i t w i l l ever be safe to t ry to 
get across. T h e y scarcely seem bucolically 
curious, and the old-time V a n Bibbers, if 
they are yet in the land of the l iving, 
would not regard them patronizingly or 
wi th amusement. 

I t may be that i n too many instances 
the visitor does not see the N e w Yorker 
at a l l , but comes and goes without having 
encountered any but others of his own 
k ind . H e may even entertain the belief 
that there are no genuine N e w Yorkers 
any more—that the c i ty has been given 
over to intruders, to the alertest and 
most persevering individuals of a l l the re
mainder of the nation. A n d those who 
concede that the real N e w Yorker still 
exists somewhere outside the crowd are 
of the opinion that he is comparable to 
the moose of the Nor the rn woods: ad
mirable, but largely dispossessed of his 
birthright, and usually invisible. 

Th i s theory is of course an absurd one. 
The greatest c i ty i n Amer ica is so dis
t inctive i n a thousand ways that i t could 
not help but keep on creating real New 
Yorkers , just as Amer ica keeps on creat
ing real Americans, even out of stock 
which was once alien. Moreover , the old-
time N e w Y o r k e r s t i l l holds his ground. 
H e may be found, for example, i n his 
club, where the outsider may be invited, 
if he come wi th a suitable introduction, 
to lunch or dinner. A n d the N e w Y o r k 
club is sometimes the finest thing of its 
k i n d i n Amer ica . 

Y o u wi l l find the real N e w Yorker in 
numbers i n the players' clubs, which are 
among the unique institutions of the 
famous old town. These clubs, which one 
might suppose not to stress ethical and 
intellectual qualities too heavily, are mag
nificent i n a manner not at a l l bizarre, and 
one w i l l hear in them much besides ac
cla im of.George M . Cohan , a popular tra
di t ion to the contrary notwithstanding. 
T h e y possess an atmosphere of seclusion, 
if not exactly of exclusiveness, and it is de
lightful to the Westerner to note how fa-

I 
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mous players do not take themselves very 
seriously, or talk shop, or indulge i n pos
turing, even unconsciously, and how-
quick they are to evaluate the things of 
their own world justly. Apostles of a 
world of make-believe, they are the read
iest of al l men to brush aside all manner 
of shams. If you are or have been a 
dramatic critic, and confess as much, the 
older members of the guild may fall silent 
and smile a bit musingly, without looking 
at you, and lift their eyebrows a trifle in 
a manner not str ict ly flattering. B u t 
gradually the gentle malice i n their faces 
wi l l fade away i n the remembrance of 
larger things, and they w i l l speak of 
something else. I suspect that persons 
whose business i t is to amuse mankind i n 
a more or less honest fashion would usual
l y prefer not to say what they think of 
other persons whose task i t is to criticise. 
After a l l , acting is l iv ing i n a sense: and 
it is the fools rather than the angels who 
are always cock-sure about the business 
of l iv ing. 

Y o u wi l l find real N e w Yorkers , too, 
in the H a r v a r d C lub . Indeed, it was here 
that I found, during a recent visi t to the 
city, my first glimpse of that fine aloof
ness which can be achieved even in the 
heart of a modern Babylon . A silence 
which seemed a bit ecclesiastical reigned 
about the rooms, suiting nicely the com
paratively d im light and the sedate colors 
which prevailed. Here on a cross-street 
within reach of the restless vibrations of 
Fif th Avenue on the one side and Broad
way on the other, two young men were 
seated at a table, far from any window, 
playing a game of chess. Their delibera
tion and repose were almost Oriental , it 
seemed to me. T h e y were oblivious to 
everything about them, far or near. One 
of the two placidly, almost automatically, 
moved a figure on the board as I passed. 
Neither looked up. T h e y were as far 
from the Follies and the breathless sub
ways and the surging thoroughfares as 
if they had been seated on a housetop in 
Benares. Here I got m y first glimpse of 
the fact that one may contain one's soul 
in N e w Y o r k as surely as one may any
where. 

Y o u wi l l also find the real N e w Yorker 
if you are privileged to look into the 
Univers i ty C l u b , which is situated on 
F i f th Avenue—of course—and Fi f ty -

fourth Street. I t is an extraordinarily 
impressive place, wi th immense pillars 
suggesting the Pharaohs, and wi th a great 
collection of books and pictures, and a 
t ruly distinguished membership. There 
are secluded nooks here and there wi th 
shaded lamps and a reposeful silence 
where the members may read or study or 
write. M a n y a book has been writ ten in 
the cloisterlike silence of the l ibrary and 
many an achievement planned. I t is not 
an easy club to get into. Y o u may apply 
for membership as soon as you have an 
alma mater, but you are not admitted, in 
al l probabil i ty, un t i l you have been out 
four or five years. A s a result of this 
many of the members are seemingly mid 
dle-aged or elderly men, and the atmos
phere is that of an assured tranquil l i ty. 
If you have dined i n the club you may 
descend to the main floor to have your 
coffee and cigar, and as night falls—if i t 
be in the summer—you may see the old-
fashioned victorias come out and pass the 
boarded houses of millionaires who dwell 
across the way. 

These old victorias, by the way, are a 
pleasant note out of the past which wi l l 
not die—the past of elegant leisure and 
fine propriety. I t would seem a great ad
venture to "poor r ich ch i ld ren" to ride 
i n a victoria, wi th a very reliable horse 
leading the way up or down the Avenue. 
Too often the modern chi ld must content 
himself wi th a ride in a motor-car; but 
for the specially privileged there are these 
strange vehicles, coming out i n the dusk 
like crickets and other rare and enchanting 
things, wi th a live animal to lead the way. 

I I 

I T is, indeed, the dumb animals of N e w 
Y o r k which reveal to the visitor in un
mistakable terms the real character of 
the ci ty and its people. Good old Alex
ander Pope, who would not number 
among his friends "the man who heed
lessly set foot upon a worm," would take 
N e w Y o r k to his heart without reserve if 
he could visit i t . Dogs, cats, horses— 
these have their paradise throughout 
Manha t t an Island. Y o u cannot help 
noting this, l i t t le by lit t le, as you get 
about the ci ty. 

I had thought I d id not care at a l l about 
cats; but when a cat proved to be the 
first l iv ing creature that made up to me 
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after I had arrived i n town, I discovered 
that even a cat can look good under cer
tain circumstances. I had gone into a 
dining-room on Th i r ty - s ix th Street just 
off Broadway, and I felt the depression 
which results from the bustle of armies of 
strangers. A s I ate the baked fish I had 
ordered I felt the searching gaze of a pair 
of eyes below me. I looked. A mother-
cat had sat down beside m y chair and 
was importuning me, by her glance, for a 
share of m y meal. 

I was more than wil l ing to divide wi th 
her. I was not really hungry, and her 
gaze was incredibly persuasive. There 
she sat wi th a demureness which could 
scarcely have been genuine in a wren on 
a village fence. I knew that as a matter 
of course she was a wi ly and furtive crea
ture, and therefore i t seemed to me amus
ing that she should so wholly vei l the 
story of her midnight stratagems, and 
gaze at me as if butter would not melt in 
her mouth. I gave her a fragment of fish. 
She ate this wi th the exquisite particular
i ty of a l l feline creatures. We were both 
eating, without harming anybody, when 
a waiter appeared. H e was a jol ly and 
handsome young Greek, and he could not 
look either severe or forbidding as he 
gathered the cat up under his arm. 

I saw that I was again to be left a l l 
alone. I protested weakly: " W h y not 
let her s t a y ? " 

H e paused dubiously. "Doesn ' t she 
annoy y o u ? " he asked. 

" N o t at a l l , " I said. " O n the con
trary: I want her to stay." 

H e put her down and I gave her more 
of my fish. The waiter moved away. 

She presently conveyed to me subtly, 
as she did everything, that I might look 
behind me if I wouldn't make a fuss. I 
looked behind me casually, and there I 
beheld her progeny: two wee kittens of 
the same pattern as herself. W i t h very 
bright eyes they were looking out of a 
dark place. They made me think of two 
little Eves peeping out of Eden's gate 
into the uncharted wood. They had not 
ventured far out into the world as yet, 
but you could see that they were making 
up their minds. Being younger by some 
months than their mother they were less 
demure, less innocent, than she. Perhaps 
they felt they had less cause to be demure 
and innocent, since they d id not have to 

provide food for a family in this exacting 
world. 

I t wasn't an epochal event, m y eating 
there among the cats; and of course I 
don't mean to imply that a cat and two 
kittens are provided for each diner in 
every N e w Y o r k hostelry. B u t i t seemed 
to me pleasantly significant that a 
mother-cat and her young could thrive, 
unintimidated, here only a few yards from 
the busiest thoroughfare in the world. 
In small villages cats—even mother-cats, 
alas!—are made the butt of stupid jests 
and tricks. B u t the large heart of New 
Y o r k has room even for a tabby and her 
young, and holds them i n security and 
peace. 

I was to discover later, as m y stay in 
the ci ty extended day after day, that cats 
in every section of the town were as safe 
from stupid cruelties as m y cat and ki t
tens of the dining-room. I saw them 
everywhere, especially after nightfall. I 
saw none which appeared moth-eaten or 
i n distress, either physical or mental. It 
is true that they moved wi th that ab
stractedness, that soft furtiveness, which 
is peculiar to cat natures, and that they 
took no one into their confidence, as dogs 
in the same situation would have done. 
B u t this they d id from choice, not from 
necessity. 

I saw many dogs, too, during my visit, 
but in not one instance d id I see a dog in 
distress. The lost dog frantically seeking 
water on a hot day and stupidly feared 
and driven on its way by men and women 
is a common enough sight i n Western 
towns, but not i n N e w Y o r k . I saw only 
one dog that stirred me to p i ty . This was 
a Scotch terrier in a pet shop just off 
F i f th Avenue. I had entered the shop to 
look at the animals whose barking had 
come up to the street, and the terrier 
alone had not barked at me. H e came to 
me mutely and put a paw on m y knee as 
I stooped above h im. Suddenly he keeled 
over and lay in perfect submission—this 
meaning, in dog language: " T a k e me and 
let me be yours. I want to go wi th you . " 
H i s eyes were incomparably k i n d and ap
pealing. I think he may have known at 
some time a home other than that little 
shop down below the pavement. I could 
not guess why he wanted to go w i t h me, but 
I went away regretfully, feeling like a be
trayer. I might have had h i m for a price. 
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I have mentioned the fat horses of the 
victorias. They are typical of a l l the 
horses the visitor w i l l see. E v e n the ped
dlers' horses are as sound as dollars, wi th 
flesh on their bones and good eyes in their 
heads. O n the ferry, in the congested 
East Side districts, i n the heart of the 
city, the horse is a sound creature, ob
viously protected by humane laws and 
by that far more potent force, enlight
ened public sentiment. This may seem 
merely a matter of fact to a majority of 
the readers of Scribner's Magazine; but 
I fear there w i l l be many who, like my
self, have often been depressed or an
gered by the spectacle of unfit horses, 
overburdened and abused, i n the average 
American town and city. 

I was to learn, presently, that there is 
a reason for this gratifying condition of 
affairs. In one of the hotels I came upon 
a lady who is a member of an organiza
tion which looks after the welfare of dumb 
beasts. She was a pleasant and energetic 
young woman who was accompanied by 
a young Airedale dog which she under
stood perfectly, and she talked to me 
about the work i n which she is engaged. 
She described a farm which is situated not 
far outside the c i ty where ail ing horses 
may go free of cost to their owners for a 
rest. Dogs, too, have a haven on this 
farm, which is also a hospital. She pre
sented me wi th a sort of tract describing 
this humanitarian enterprise. I had sup
posed I was beyond the reach of tracts 
of any sort, but I was not beyond the 
reach of this one. I t had been formulated 
with a genuine sense of affection toward 
the creatures of the lower-animal king
dom. It contained the immorta l eulogy on 
a dog, by the late Senator Vest, of M i s 
souri, and Kip l ing ' s " D o n ' t Give Y o u r 
Heart to a D o g to Tear , " and a genuinely 
inspired "Horse 's Prayer . " I ' d like to 
give a hint of the simplici ty and insight 
of this last: " A n d finally, O m y master," 
the last paragraph runs, "when my use
ful strength is gone, do not turn me out 
to starve or freeze, nor sell me to some 
brute, to be slowly tortured and starved 
to death; but do thou, m y master, take 
my life i n the kindest way . " 

I wonder if N e w Y o r k C i t y does not 
owe something of its bigness in relation 
to animals to the hordes of European 
peasants among its citizens. I t has been 

related often how the European peasant 
regards his horse as a member of his 
family, sometimes even taking h im into 
his house when the weather is uncom
monly cold or stormy. 

I enter here these passing observations 
touching the care of dumb animals i n a 
great city because I believe that a com
munity 's quality, the measure of its 
civi l izat ion, may be gauged accurately 
by its attitude toward inferior creatures. 
A n d in this matter N e w Y o r k is a shin
ing star among American municipalities. 

III 

I F dumb animals have a pretty good 
time of it in N e w Y o r k , so also does an
other great group of l iv ing creatures who 
are dependent upon a general enlighten
ment for their proper care. Who can 
speak, without a quickening of the pulse, 
of the children of N e w Y o r k ? 

There are such countless thousands of 
them, and i n respect to parentage, they 
are such a variegated lot; yet they are 
like flowers transplanted from choked 
gardens and poor soil, reacting instantly 
to happier influences and lifting bright 
faces t o t h e sun. 

O n a day when I rambled aimlessly 
into the East Side, well above One H u n 
dredth Street, I was caught in a sudden 
shower. I climbed a flight of steps and 
sought shelter i n a doorway. The neigh
borhood, which I had not noted partic
ularly up to that moment, now became a 
subject of detailed study. The houses, 
buil t solidly on either side of the street, 
were tenements of a fairly decent type, 
some six or seven stories i n height. I t 
was, obviously, a Jewish section. Ancient 
Jews sat in windows across from me look
ing out at the beating rain, and legends 
in the Hebrew language in many windows 
made known that the womenfolk i n the 
houses carried on industries of their own 
in their homes—sewing, for the most 
part. 

U p the street not far away a modern 
school building stood, and even as the 
rain fell smartly the pupils of the school 
began to spill out into the street. I t was 
close to noon. M y thought was that I 
should see many children of alien ways 
and looks. B u t I was mistaken. There 
was suddenly the bursting forth of a class 
yell—the 'rah, 'rah of the colleges—and 
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bands of children swept by me and dis
appeared a l l about me. A t intervals of 
a few minutes other rooms in the school 
were dismissed. For fifteen minutes the 
thoroughfare was dotted wi th boys and 
girls, scurrying to get out of the rain. 
A n d they might—with slight exceptions 
here and there—have been the school
children of P lymouth , Massachusetts, or 
let me say of Springfield, Il l inois. T h e y 
were not foreign. T h e y were Amer ican : 
happy, well nurtured, bright, normal i n 
every way. I t filled me wi th strange 
emotions to watch as they darted up 
stairways and into houses where the 
Hebrew legends were, and where bearded 
and skull-capped old Israelites sat nod
ding and brooding not at al l unhappily 
at their windows. 

D o w n i n Bat te ry Pa rk I drew near to 
where a group of longshoremen and other 
laborers surrounded some sort of side
walk drama. What , I thought, could 
have caught the eager attention of men 
of this type? 

I t was a children's game, participated 
in by two very li t t le boys. Their curly 
black hair proclaimed them, I thought, 
of I ta l ian stock; but they wore the short 
cotton hose and wide-soled pumps of 
well-to-do American children. They had 
drawn a series of geometrical figures on 
the pavement, and the game appeared to 
be to hop from one figure to another ac
cording to a system which I d id not 
clearly fathom. Indeed, I was noting the 
faces of the children and those of the 
bystanders rather than the game. The 
grace and humor i n the children's move
ments were charming; their smil ing lips 
and eyes were good to see there in that 
beaten place where vegetation faltered 
and where the hordes of Europe have 
filed i n , strange and unkempt, for genera
tions. They were perfectly happy. B u t 
almost better to see were the wistful 
smiles of the longshoremen who looked 
on, and who could y ie ld a quicker beat 
of their hearts as they regarded these t iny 
children, to whom the bitter years had 
not yet come. 

In Sheriff Street, i n the lower East 
Side, I walked wi th a newspaper friend 
through a congestion of carts and mer
chandise and men and women—and chi l 
dren. M y friend, frowning upon that 
swarm of children of alien stock, stopped 

me and asked: " Wha t w i l l Amer ica be like 
in twenty years, w i th that coming on ? " 

I looked at the children, even at those, 
the larger boys, who were running away 
from outraged venders and pursuing 
police; but I felt no apprehension. I did 
not reply to the newspaper man, because 
I knew we should not agree. T o me it 
was good to see them, those scores of 
children, who were remarkable because 
they were almost deliriously happy. 
There was a street-piano near by, wi th a 
circle of men and women drawn up about 
i t . Inside the circle children were danc
ing—little girls who danced, without 
knowing how they danced, the rhyth
mic steps of Spanish and Moor i sh and 
Greek dancers. Thei r ideal was grace 
rather than agil i ty. T h e y seemed to float. 
Their faces were lighted from within. 
M y friend pressed forward into the circle 
of men and women. H e d id not know or 
care that he marred the harmony of the 
scene. H e beckoned me to join h im and 
was puzzled to find me shrinking back 
into a doorway. H e gazed wi th a broad 
grin at the undulating arms and rapt 
faces of the t iny dancers. The charm 
went out of the scene because of his 
presence, but I had seen the dancers be
fore this intrusion occurred, and I knew 
that the East Side—and N e w Y o r k and 
America , too—was safe. Where grace 
and harmony are worshipped, how can 
destiny bring anything but a predominat
ing good ? 

The children of N e w Y o r k are not 
afraid of bigness, and is not this to say 
that they are i n the way of achieving 
greatly ? 

A t Thir ty-f i f th Street and Seventh 
Avenue I stood ta lking to a youthful 
policeman. I t was just after five o'clock 
in the afternoon, and Seventh Avenue 
was boiling wi th ac t iv i ty . Tens of thou
sands of men and women were making 
their way homeward. Suddenly a man— 
a Greek, I took h i m to be—approached 
the policeman and accosted h im. He 
seemed disturbed, but only mi ld ly . He 
inquired: " D i d y o u see a liT bay-bay 
come this w a y ? " 

The policeman shook his head almost 
indifferently, but I was thril led. A baby 
lost at such a time and i n such a place! 
I made occasion to remain where I was 
for a few minutes. I t seemed to me that 
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a baby once lost to sight here must be 
lost forever—maimed, destroyed,^blotted 
out. B u t I was wrong. The questing 
father reappeared presently, leading a 
t iny gir l by the hand. Father and daugh
ter were doing nicely. The father was 
not angry, not even vexed. The child 
hung back a lit t le. P la in ly she had been 
arrested in the midst of a mi ld ly exciting 
adventure. T o her the thousands of 
human beings were no more alarming 
than so many clover-heads to a rustic 
child: somewhat impeding to progress, 
perhaps, but not i n any sense fearful. 

It is often the children whose presence 
is felt chiefly at the wonderful Aquar ium. 
There on a summer afternoon I watched 
the antics of a sea-lion in a caged pool. 
It had been given a fish-head and it 
revelled wi th delight. I t tossed the head 
high in air and caught i t . It swam 
furiously about the pool, flinging the 
head from i t and recapturing i t . Pres
ently there was a slight mishap. The 
tossed fish-head fell quite outside the 
pool. The sea-lion waited for some one 
to return the head. I t came to a full stop. 
It looked expectantly, good-naturedly. 
When the head was not restored i t arose 
perpendicularly and rested its fins on the 
border of the pool, its head on a level wi th 
the watching throng. This produced a 
roar of laughter and everything else in 
the Aquar ium was for the moment forgot 
—so potent is comedy when opposed to 
mere research and wisdom! A child was 
permitted to fling the fish-head back into 
the pool. The twinkl ing eyes of the sea-
lion caught the flash of the thrown head. 
The awkward yet extraordinarily clever 
beast caught the head and dived joyously 
to the depths of the pool to a chorus of 
children's laughter. 

I V 

A N easily achieved efficiency is the 
quality the visitor notes, on every hand, 
in his observations of men and women. 
This, of course, is due less to individual 
abili ty than to a perfected system em
bracing everything. 

The transportation of the people seems 
to the outsider a miracle: the elevated, 
the subways, the tubes, the surface-cars, 
the ferries, the buses—they work with a 
maximum of speed and smoothness (and 
noise), and wi th a minimum of confusion 

and mishaps. Somehow, N e w Y o r k 
makes the nickel stretch i n most i n 
stances, while other cities have bankrupt 
or complaining corporations charging as 
high as eight cents for a ride on a surface-
car. 

The city is marvellously clean. The old 
Bowery region, it is true, is not "fragrant 
and flowery"; i t is sufficiently grimy. 
A n d one may come upon a sinister atmos
phere in the region of Tammany H a l l . 
Bu t in the main the forcefulness of an en
lightened population is felt throughout 
the island. There are abundant aids to 
decency and order. Statues wi th inspir
ing beauty or wi th reminders of a uni
versal humanity are at unexpected turns 
everywhere. E v e n the uniformed and 
almost comically majestic figures which 
stand guard before the hotels, ready to 
serve and direct, are unique and reassur
ing. The visitor is afforded courteous 
information wherever he may go. A n d 
occasionally one wi l l encounter a public 
servant who manifests and inspires pride 
of a high order in the wonderful old 
town. 

A t the Metropol i tan Museum I came 
upon an attendant, or employee, who 
made me forget the restless procession 
which moved down Fi f th Avenue, be
cause he himself was so wholly oblivious 
to i t . When I asked a question touching 
an immense restored Egypt ian tomb he 
became, in a measure, my slave. H e was 
so whole-heartedly in love with his work 
and so remarkably learned in every detail 
of i t . I t was the only complete tomb 
which the Egypt ian Government had ever 
permitted to be taken away, he informed 
me; and he himself had been of the party 
which effected the transferral from the 
land of the Pharaohs and Fellahs to an 
American museum. H e had taken down 
the structure, stone by stone, and set i t 
up again in its new place. H e had re
stored the crumbling wal l on one side 
wi th a sort of concrete which met the 
broken fines of the original wi th the 
nicety of a jeweller's masterpiece. 

B u t it was not the tomb which i m 
pressed me as much as it was the man 
who had devoted his life and affections 
to a task so aloof from all l iv ing enter
prises. H e was an Englishman by birth, 
but he had forgot England. H e was 
wedded to this tomb. H e talked wi th the 
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ardor of a true amateur: he pointed out 
many little images to me, and a stack of 
yellow linen dating back many centuries 
before the Chris t ian era—in perfect 
preservation; he called m y attention 
wi th troubled eagerness—lest I fail to 
care sufficiently—to the delicate coloring 
of stone and hieroglyphic. H e related to 
me the lore of an ancient people who 
placed mummied fowls in the tombs of 
their dead. H e explained parenthetically 
that he had a little home not far from the 
museum; but i n t ruth his real home was 
this tomb. I was convinced that he loved 
his work so deeply that he would have 
managed to carry i t on somehow if he had 
received no pay and had had to make his 
l iv ing by outside tasks. 

Wha t is there i n a city which can win 
service like this? What l imitat ion can 
be placed upon the progress of such a 
c i ty? 

The newspapers of N e w Y o r k are also 
examples of efficiency which might well 
create pride in the minds of al l Americans. 
The worst and the best of our poli t ical 
philosophies are represented; but in a l 
most every instance you get an impres
sion of thoroughness and vigor. The 
wri t ing is on a remarkably high level; the 
proof-reading is uncommonly expert. It 
has long been a tradition that the ambi
tious Western newspaper man goes to 
N e w Y o r k at the first opportunity. The 
quali ty of the N e w Y o r k newspaper jus
tifies this tradition. Y o u wi l l find scarce
l y a " dead " or perfunctory editorial page. 
A fine sense of proportion is seen in the 
handling of the news. The " c o l y u m i s t " 
thrives and achieves his highest plane. I 
think it is no sin against proportion to 
single out " F . P . A . " as one of the genuine 
forces i n the intellectual life of the city. 
I t seems to me doubtful if the present 
generation wi l l fully comprehend what a 
unique gift is here at work. The Spectator 
and Taller of another land and time are 
reborn i n the Conning Tower, wi th a new 
body, it is true, but wi th the same genuine 
salt and magic. There is never a lapse 
into malice in the work of " F . P . A . " 
There is the candid readiness to praise 
which characterizes the unfettered mind; 
there is the leaping eagerness to discredit 
empty pretense and pompous vanity. I 
think that in " F . P . A . , " as i n the late 
W i l l i a m M a r i o n Reedy, of St. Louis , the 

ephemeral field of journalism has claimed 
too rare a gift; but who can be sure that 
the newspaper at its best is not as i m 
portant a thing to the community as any 
other k ind of printed page ? I came away 
from N e w Y o r k wi th a new debt of grati
tude to " F . P . A . " I could not feel wholly 
away from home in the town where the 
Conning Tower stands. 

V 

I S U S P E C T that visitors who are old-
timers find more interest i n the southern 
end of the island than i n the upper end. 
Of course there is the famous Riverside 
D r i v e up the Hudson wi th its two immor
tal dead: Grant , first, and then the 
" A m i a b l e C h i l d , " who slumbers not far 
distant from h im. (What other great 
ci ty is there that would cherish this hum
ble plot generation after generation?) 
A n d there are the great parks wi th their 
zoos, and the magnificent homes along 
the avenues, and the Palisades. 

B u t I think the imagination of an older 
generation is more accurately touched by 
the monuments and memories of those 
neighborhoods embracing Bat tery Park 
and the historic regions near b y : Wal l 
Street, which has afforded so much ma
terial for earnest Western reformers to 
write about, and T r i n i t y churchyard, 
wi th its suggestion of Wordsworth and 
his " W e Are Seven," and the great sky
scrapers, and the statue standing in the 
seaward mists. 

On m y last day's ramble in N e w Y o r k 
I sat down in Bat te ry Park , and watched 
the shuttle-like movements of the boats 
p ly ing between Manha t t an and El l i s Isl
ands and weaving their ways about the 
harbor. Presently I found myself listen
ing to two rather unkempt men who oc
cupied a near-by bench. 

They had revived the familiar jest 
which has i t that the Statue of Liber ty 
ought to be removed now i n favor of a 
monument to M r . Volstead, or something 
of the sort. One of them remarked in a 
disgruntled tone: "There 's gett in ' to be 
too many cranks i n A m e r i c a . " I gath
ered that he meant our liberties are being 
too much encroached upon i n recent 
years. B u t that word crank awoke in my 
mind a long-dimmed memory. I remem
bered where I had first heard i t . I re
membered how, as a small boy, I had seen 
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m y father come wi th white face and 
trembling hands into the home circle to 
announce the news that President Gar
field had been assassinated. It was 
thought, he said, that the deed had been 
that of a crank. A sinister word, that, 
which was long applied to unwashed and 
untutored malefactors. B u t the old wind 
which blew the word from the polite world 
to the submerged world has turned now, 
and men of low brows—together wi th a 
goodly company of others—are stigma
tizing the professional moralists wi th the 
same old useful word. 

I sauntered away into the lower East 
Side, and presently I found myself, at 
sight of some familiar word or other, re
moving m y hat and standing reverently, 
lost in fond memories. Here I was amid 
scenes made familiar to my youthful mind 
and heart long years ago by " O l d Sleuth" 
and M r s . Alex. M c V e i g h M i l l e r and M r s . 
Sumner Hayden, and other magic tale
tellers for the old N e w Y o r k Fireside Com
panion. D o you remember those names ? 
D i d you ever read " L i t t l e Goldie; or, 
The Story of a Woman's L o v e " ? A h , 
well, I 'm sorry. I 'm not saying what a 
good story i t is; but oh, what a magic 
story it was! 

In justice to m y guardians of those 
days I ought to relate how another type 
of book was placed within my reach: 
Charles Kingsley's and M i s s Mulock ' s 
and a little blue-and-gold edition of Ten
nyson. B u t who is not the better for a 
period of literary wi ld oats ? A t any rate, 
in more than one little Western town I 
found the tales of N e w York ' s East Side 
and revelled i n them as I do not now— 
alas!—in the best books I can find. I 
sometimes wonder what was i n those 
stories; or was it , perhaps, that I had 
just entered a new kingdom? A t any 
rate, there was always a girl i n them, a 
girl who was strangely beautiful and inno
cent and persecuted. She was not un
commonly an orphan, and often she had 
an older sister who was either an inval id 
or blind. She was often to be found down 
about the water-front, along East River , 
at about two o'clock in the morning, in 
very dangerous company. She lapsed 
into terrible predicaments wi th an abso
lute profligacy of readiness. I do not re
call why she should have been abroad so 
late quite habitually, since she was always 

a working girl by trade, and ought to have 
been in bed. B u t there was always an 
unfailing charm in her story, and now 
that I am by way of being an humble 
story-teller myself, I often sigh with re
gret because I cannot command an East 
River , and a hapless heroine, and, above 
all , the magic of those old tales. 

I could not contentedly hurry away 
from that neighborhood where yet the 
ghost of a little boy hovered near den and 
attic and dock and trembled for the perils 
of the heroine he could not rescue. Y e t I 
could view the scene* complacently, now 
that the long years had passed; for I re
called how the hapless girl of the old tale, 
after being beset by perils by flood and 
fire and evil agencies of the night, was 
always saved by a tardily arriving hero 
in about Chapter X L V I , and borne into 
a domestic eddy which must have seemed 
a bit tedious after a l l she had passed 
through. 

N o t to be too soon through wi th the 
neighborhood I stopped into a dingy inn 
and ordered a bottle of beverage. I t 
was promptly forthcoming: a bottle of a 
deliciously sinister color, yet of no very 
sinful potency. 

As I drank I derived yet one more v i v i d 
impression of a typical N e w Yorke r— 
this time of one of the lowest strata. 
Three men sat sweltering at a table, eat
ing a boiled dinner. They were remark
able for only one thing: their extraor
dinary vehemence. Where men of a 
similar type elsewhere would have been 
indolently cynical, they were savagely in 
earnest and perilously energetic, in view 
of the high temperature. They were dis
cussing the Dempsey-Carpentier fight, 
which was then about to take place. 

One of the three had a mouth of tragic 
masklike irregularity, as if from a more 
or less harmless incorrigibili ty and a hab
it of making eccentric pronouncements. 
Thus handicapped he was trying at once 
to eat heartily and to dominate the con
versation among his fellows. I did not 
gather which of the two fighters he was 
championing, a fact which need not be 
regretted now, since the "fight of the 
ages" is beyond the reach of prophecy. 

V I 

I T was when I was returning to m y 
hotel that afternoon from a ramble 
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through Brook lyn that I came upon the 
crowning picture of my journeyings. 

Toward the L o n g Island end of the 
Brook lyn Bridge I came within the shad
ow of a tower, and here I found a seat 
beside two boys who were reading and 
discussing a book. 

Was i t some history by " O l d Sleuth"? 
Yes , in a way: i t was the greatest tale by 
the O l d Sleuth of his day. They were 
reading the " Odyssey." 

They were so absorbed, so wholly re
moved from our own world, that I re
garded them wonderingly and almost at 
w i l l . The great H a l l of Odysseus, and 
the Suitors, and the wise swineherd, and 
the fascinating Calypso whose tale is left 
untold—these held them spellbound. 
They d id not dream how Ulysses a thou
sand times mult ipl ied and greater than 
h im of I thaca had buil t the very bridge 
upon which they rested from the heat, 
and that even greater Manha t t an Bridge 
less than half a mile away. They did not 
realize that N e w Y o r k is i n itself romance 
infinitely greater than the tale of T roy . 
They were enraptured by the swing-
paced cattle, the rosy-fingered dawn—the 
tale of an ancient Muse. They were of 
foreign heritages, that I could see, yet 
their faces were in process of being re
stored, as the art-phrase has i t . 

Is it too much to believe that the Amer
ican face at its best is the normal face ?— 
the face which is the product of equal 
rights, and an unembittered humor, and 
untroubled wide horizons, and individual
i ty of thought and deed and choice ? The 
face of Europe is a cunning face, or stu
p id , or despondent, or bitter, or oppressed, 
or dominating, or arrogant. This is the 
face which comes to America from across 
the ocean. Th i s was the face these two 
boys' parents had brought. 

B u t these two young faces were subtly 
yielding to new influences. They held a 
strange commingling of the old and the 
new. There was in them the dawning of 
a pleasant candor, of a soul no longer 
fearfully on guard, of unsuspicious enthu
siasms. 

I slipped away unobserved, fearful of 
checking the pleasure of these two boys. 
I turned m y back on the kingly house of 
Odysseus. 

A mist covered the river before me and 
the farther end of the bridge. For a mo

ment I thought I could see nothing of 
N e w Y o r k . A n d then there was a thin
ning of the upper mists, and I saw as in 
a vision the tops of high houses. They 
filled the distant sky—the M u n i c i p a l 
Bui ld ing and the towering Singer and 
Woolworth piles, cloud-high and strange
l y pure. The mists washed them, and 
ebbed and flowed. Fa in t distant sunlight 
touched them softly. 

I thought: " I f the old theologians 
could stand here now as I do—the Wes-
leys and R icha rd Baxter and the rest— 
how their eyes would stare incredulously, 
and how, as the reality of i t dawned upon 
them, they would exclaim i n an ecstasy 
of relief: 

" T h e n heaven i s ! " 

V I I 

N E W Y O R K is not an isolated unit. It 
is part and parcel of a l l the nation, of al l 
the world. Certa inly much of the best in 
America has gone into its making. It is 
the work of our sons and daughters, of our 
brothers and sisters. I t is the apex of our 
Western civi l izat ion. I t would be a stu
pid pose to deny this. I t has in greater 
abundance than any other American city 
the best in painting, i n sculpture, in mu
sic, i n a l l manner of art-treasures. A n d 
are not these the agencies by which we 
measure civi l izat ion? Its people are 
more r ichly endowed than we of the in
land. It has the stored treasure, i t is the 
gateway to a l l the seas. The American 
family—whether i t w i l l or no—sends the 
best of its children to Manha t t an Island, 
and i t follows them wi th the best of its 
bread and meat, the best of its apples and 
corn, the best of its songs and prayers. 

N o t Washington, but N e w Y o r k , is our 
real capital—the capital , the head, of our 
best achievement. Of old i t was the fash
ion for rustic minds to speak contemptu
ously of N e w Y o r k : to magnify its wick
edness, to invent ev i l garments for it to 
wear, to belittle its wi t and wisdom. The 
new fashion is better. Th i s inclines 
toward candor and praise. W e are learn
ing to value that which we have helped 
to make, that which is i n part our own. 
We go to N e w Y o r k for inspiration, and 
to be gratified, to be made larger. We go 
as to an exposition, to see the wonders of 
our time. 

A n d we are abundantly rewarded. 



T H E F L I G H T O F T H E W H I T E H E R O N S 

B y Elsie V a n de W a t e r H o p p e r 

I L L U S T R A T I O N S B Y K Y H E I I N U K A I 

THE door of the Engl ish Hos
pi ta l at H w a i Y u e n opened 
a cautious inch, and Niles 
Page, busy over a bundle of 
delayed home newspapers, 
raised his head in time to 

catch the first glimpse of a wonderfully 
lovely face; loveliness of a kind, he had 
never become quite used to. The skin 
was a creamy tint wi th deep rose showing 
beneath the cream, the mouth like a scar
let flower, and the dark eyes, startled 
now, which were raised to his, were large 
and luminous and indescribably tender. 
Then, out of the brilliance of the sunshine 
beyond the doorway, emerged the rest of 
the slim figure of a Chinese girl dressed 
in trousers and jacket of mauve satin. 
The high collar about her neck was stiff 
with gold embroidery cunningly picked 
out with bits of jade and seed pearls, and 
from the top button of her jacket drooped 
a lotus blossom of white jade so perfect 
on its skilfully hidden wires, that Niles , 
pausing only long enough to throw away 
his cigarette as he came to meet her, 
fancied he caught its illusive perfume. 

Resisting a primit ive impulse to touch 
her, he bowed wi th necessary ceremonial 
politeness while his heart beat a reveille 
of tattoos against his ribs. The girl , wi th 
the most hurried of salutations, broke 
into a soft volubi l i ty in which expressive 
Chinese phrases persisted in mixing them
selves wi th her carefully learned English. 

"Honorable doctor must come ! M a n 
burn, ver' bad in r o a d ! " 

" W h e r e ? " 
"Just l i l ' way. H s i n Tsao show you. 

M e n can carry." 
Niles's hands were busy wi th instant 

preparations. T w o hospital boys, an
swering his r ing, received his instructions 
and were off; while H s i n Tsao, wi th an 
expression of interested concern, gazed 
silently at h im from the extreme edge of 
the big chair he had pulled out for her. 

V O L . L X X — 3 8 

When they were alone he drew the only 
other chair the room contained in front 
of her, and easing his six feet of length 
into its not over-solid structure, gave a 
sigh of lazy content and smiled at her 
with half-closed eyes. B u t after a moment 
he ran his fingers nervously through his 
hair that would have had a decided ripple 
in i t , had i t not been so mercilessly 
groomed—finding it more difficult than 
he had imagined to begin a conversation 
wi th this slip of a girl . The smile wi th 
which she regarded h im was quite friend
ly , Ni les even fancied there was sym
pathy in i t ; yet she offered no remark. 
H i s knowledge of her relationship to the 
big man calling himself Been Sin L o w — 
who had brought a mysteriously wounded 
man to the hospital a month ago—had 
been rather in the nature of a coincidence. 
Niles had been standing at the time on 
the veranda of the hospital, gazing id ly 
at a closed palanquin at the steps, when 
the curtains parting had disclosed the 
face of this girl beside h im, and a suave 
voice at his elbow had murmured, " M y 
sister." H e remembered now the start 
wi th which he turned to confront the 
owner of the voice—for he had fancied 
himself alone—and found himself gazing 
wi th veiled hostili ty into the inscrutable 
eyes of Been Sin L o w . Later Niles had 
been at pains to find out that the fellow 
had no settled business in town; yet he 
carried himself wi th a conscious air of 
authority, and paid wi th a lavish hand. 

It was H s i n Tsao, after a l l , who broke 
the silence that threatened to become 
embarrassing. 

" T i m e to go, Honorable Mis te r Doc
tor. M y A m a h may miss me. H s i n 
Tsao wi l l thank you not to mention her 
coming to Been Sin L o w . " She spoke i n 
almost perfect Engl ish wi th only a hint 
of a delicious accent. 

" B u t you can't go alone! Suppose 
something happened to you ? " Niles was 
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on his feet now. In imagination he saw 
her robbed, ill-treated perhaps, and left 
to unspeakable agony along some unfre
quented roadway, or tossed, a thing of no 
account, into some swampy rice-field 

" I came alone," she reminded h im de
murely, but her eyes were roguish. Then, 
evidently deeming some explanation 
necessary, she added: 

" I t happened so: A heron, wi th much 
flapping of his strong white wings, flew 
over the house. This means happiness to 
all the dwellers in that house. So I went 
into the courtyard to kiss my hand to 
him, where he sailed against the blue of 
the sky. B u t , even as I looked, another 
came into view and, following h im, a third. 
I watched them, circling on lazy wings, 
long yellow legs stretched out behind 
them, unt i l a l l three had passed over the 
house, flying toward the south; and I 
stepped outside the gate—unguarded at 
the moment—to watch unt i l they dwin
dled to three dots and vanished in the 
purple haze. Y o u see," she went on 
naively, "unless one watch them out of 
sight, they bring death. B u t when one 
does it 's only trouble to the master of 
the house." 

" W h i c h is bad enough," Niles sym
pathized. " Chinese birds know a lot, 
don't they ? " 

H e watched her nose crinkle into a 
smile. " B u t it 's a very sure sign," she 
assured him. " A n d you see the trouble 
has begun already, for as I started to go 
back, I saw the burned man ." 

"Sure he is burned?" Niles questioned. 
She closed her eyes, and white palms 

crossed against her breast swayed back 
and forth. " H i s hands! H i s feet! " s h e 
shuddered. 

" Y o u shouldn't have come!" he ad
monished her. H e wanted to take her 
hands and assure her of his vigorous pro
tection; instead, in a manner he strove 
to make only professional, he added: 

" T h i s burning case is not the first we 
have had. The work of Spotted T o m , 
l ikely, or some of his followers." 

F r o m the edge of the big chair where 
she perched, H s i n Tsao lifted scared eyes 
to his. 

"Spotted T o m ! " she repeated in awe. 
" H e thinks nothing of burning his v ic

tims when they refuse to reveal the hid

ing-places of their treasures," Niles ex
plained further, glad to be started on 
something at last. Then , wi th a petulance 
wholly beside the subject: " W h y don't 
you Chinese put your money in banks? 
Y o u invite trouble by keeping i t about 
y o u ! " 

H s i n Tsao's smile was indulgent. 
" M o n e y belt more good," she assured 

h im. "Besides, no one trouble Been Sin 
L o w . " 

" H o w do you know that? What 's his 
business? M e r c h a n t ? " wi th a compre
hensive glance at her rich satins. 

H s i n Tsao shook her head. " H e not 
tell me. Very much he goes away." 

" A n d leaves you a lone?" 
"There are the house boys and the 

A m a h , " proudly; "also Se Woo at the 
gate. B u t he grows o l d , " she added 
honestly. 

" A pack of sheep to run at the first 
a l a r m ! " Ni les dismissed them. " W h y 
does your brother leave you at a time like 
this, w i th Spotted Tom's atrocities being 
perpetrated in the very district ? " 

Aga in H s i n Tsao shook her head. 
" H e never say. Sometimes he comes 

home early i n the morning very tired and 
dusty, wi th mud on his shoes. B u t Se 
Woo said I should not speak of that," she 
added as an afterthought. 

Doctor Page frowned; then his eyes 
widened at a thought which had sprung 
full-grown into his mind. Cou ld Hs in 
Tsao's brother be one of the followers of 
the notorious robber? I t was so natural 
to suspect ev i l of anything mysterious. 
B u t at the moment i t was too prepos
terous to admit of more than scant con
sideration. 

The stretcher-bearers passed the win
dow wi th their sheeted burden. Niles re
sisted an impulse to prolong this moment 
that had promised so much of very real 
satisfaction, and had been productive of 
so l i t t le; this moment alone wi th the girl 
whose face had been wi th h i m almost 
constantly since that first chance glimpse. 
M a k i n g her possible danger an excuse, he 
would accompany her and warn her 
brother. A n d , too, although he could 
hardly be said to be conscious of it , in 
the back of his mind , where he had thrust 
it to wait the time when he could give 
i t his full consideration, the thought of 
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this man's possible connection with the 
bandit who was terrorizing the whole 
countryside, was growing from a mere 
doubtful contingency into full certainty 
at H s i n Tsao's chance remark. Of course, 
he might be wrong; no doubt he was. 
But in the event of his being correct in 
his surmise, he might, through the fol
lower, reach the head. H e d id not count 
on any direct information, knowing the 
crafty Chinese mind; but depended 
rather upon some chance word let slip; 
some tell-tale expression, caught before 
the other was aware. 

As they passed down the street, so nar
row that his extended arms would have 
touched the high walls on either side, 
Niles felt again the eerie sensation of 
being watched he always experienced in 
the native part of the town. H o w easy 
it would be for one of those wide gates to 
open just far enough for a long yellow arm 
to snatch the girl from his side, and close 
again, presenting a blank, impervious sur
face to his frantic importunities ! 

He watched her covertly as she stepped 
along at his side, so like yet so subtilely 
different from the other Chinese women 
he had met. 

Around a corner she stopped before a 
brass-studded door in the wal l . 

" I t is I , H s i n Tsao ," she called, beat
ing upon its surface. 

The door opened a crack; a pair of 
eyes, fierce and penetrating, under lower
ing heavy lids, peered out of a wrinkled 
weatherbeaten face, and the wide gate 
swung open, permitt ing them to enter the 
courtyard beyond. The sound of gently 
falling water came from a grotto of rocks 
under the shade of two swaying cypress 
trees. The narrow path they followed led 
between bri l l iant beds of nodding blos
soms, to the guest house where century-
old dwarf pines stood sentinel in their 
weathered tubs, either side of the wide 
steps. Here H s i n Tsao left h im while she 
went to seek her brother. Niles sat down 
in one of the chairs arranged wi th cere
monial exactness around the wal l , and 
studied the interior while he waited for 
her return. I t varied in no way from the 
others he had visited, except in its added 
richness. Plum-colored satin, over which 
sprawled Chinese characters in gold, 
covered the walls from rafters to floor. 

A n d behind the carved ancestral table, 
facing the open side of the room, hung a 
gorgeous banner of imperial yellow. The 
chairs and tables were of polished red
wood, and the honor couch of priceless 
teak, carved in dragons, gods, and flowers. 
Ev iden t ly the master of the house was 
wealthy; no mere merchant of H w a i 
Y u e n possessed such treasures. If he were 
a follower of Spotted Tom—Niles let the 
thought sink in , growing more and more 
accustomed to it as he turned it this way 
and that. H e was growing a little i m 
patient before H s i n Tsao returned in the 
wake of the big Chinaman who extended 
the hospitality of his unworthy house to 
the foreign-born. 

W i t h much waving of a t iny fan, and 
many honeyed phrases on his part, and 
diplomatic questions—which Niles was 
forced to acknowledge to himself were 
more than cleverly parried—on his, they 
spent the better part of an hour. A t the 
end of which, having gained nothing, not 
even a smile or a glance from H s i n Tsao, 
who worked diligently at a great frame 
of embroidery in the corner, he rose to 
go. 

" Y o u r sister, H s i n Tsao, alone, was 
not safe in the street—I must ask your 
pardon for accompanying her." 

Been Sin L o w bowed his acknowledg
ments. " T h e A m a h shall be punished." 

Hs in Tsao plucked his sleeve. " N o t 
so, August Brother, H s i n Tsao ran away. 
E W i n g did not know." 

" T h e n H s i n Tsao shall be punished." 
Been Sin L o w smiled and touched her 
cheek with a tender finger. 

As he bowed his farewells Ni les caught 
a fleeting glance of roguish eyes behind a 
broad Chinese back that belied this 
Oriental setting. It al l seemed a fas
cinating play at which he and H s i n Tsao 
were interested spectators. 

Once on his way back to the hospital, 
he tried to dismiss the whole occurrence. 
H e would think, instead, of his work. H e 
wondered if his latest patient was another 
of those victims of the bandit 's cruelty 
who treasured their hoard of silver above 
their poor tortured bodies? Later , when 
he reached the hospital, and the ward 
with its t r im rows of beds, the wounded 
man was sleeping under the anaesthetic 
they had given h im. He was swathed in 
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cooling bandages, his hands and feet 
great pi l lowy stumps. 

"Spot ted Tom's w o r k ? " he inquired 
of the Chinese intern at his side. 

The man paled under his yellow skin 
and shrugged expressive shoulders. H e , 
like a l l the rest, refused to commit h im
self, lest a like fate overtake h im. 

As he turned away from the bedside, 
Niles strove to recall what he had heard 
of Spotted Tom's appearance. Some 
rumors portrayed h im a li t t le man, of 
mouselike proportions and wolfish cun
ning; and others, of Gargantuan ampli
tude; yet a l l united i n the certainty of 
the two large spots of purplish red that 
disfigured his right forearm. H e won
dered what depth of knowledge lay be
hind the inscrutable calm i n the eyes of 
Been Sin L o w ; and from the mystery of 
the brother i t was an easy transition to 
H s i n Tsao herself. The image of her w i l 
lowy daintiness, even her pose whether 
she rested or moved an unconsidered 
beauty, persisted in intruding itself be
tween h i m and his work. The brother 
was forgotten; but the vision of H s i n 
Tsao, cuddled i n the depths of his big 
chair 

For days he tried to put i t from h im, 
bringing the weight of his strong common 
sense to reason against it . B u t at each 
encounter, prejudices inherent wi th his 
N e w England bringing up, withered and 
died. 

A t last came a day when he could no 
longer avoid the issue. Finishing his 
after-dinner cigarette on the veranda, he 
gave himself up to his thoughts. M y r i a d 
stars spangled the purple heavens, and the 
town wi th its human note seemed far 
away and sleeping. A night-bird called, 
and was answered by its drowsy mate 
from a near-by bamboo in the compound. 
A woman's soft laugh, followed by the 
deeper note of a man's voice, broke for an 
instant the silence of the empty street 
where the houses wi th their upcurled 
eaves threw fantastic shadows across the 
roadway. For the first time since he had 
been in Ch ina Niles felt the utter desola
tion of loneliness. A m b i t i o n suddenly 
became a pale thing, vo id of reality. 
Wha t was work but the means whereby 
a man gained the bigger things of Jife— 
a home, a wife and children ? H e needed 

—what d id he need ? A vacation—with
out H s i n Tsao—? H e dismissed it. 
Swift-born as a summer breeze, that grew 
into a very typhoon of desire as the warm 
insidious breath of passion choked and 
stung h im into a taut, quivering creature, 
he realized how much he wanted her. 
Under his calm, spare, brown exterior he 
harbored many emotions; and perhaps 
the most fierce of them al l had been a 
healthy hatred for the average opinion of 
the world. Y e t now he felt himself on 
tr ial before a body of his peers, his mad
ness condemned, and he had no word of 
defense to utter. 

H e left the pi l lar against which he had 
been leaning, and walked the length of 
the porch. A s he turned he caught a 
faint gleam of white from two shrouded 
figures that entered the compound and 
came up the steps. They hesitated a 
moment at the top, then the slighter of 
the two came quickly forward, throwing 
aside her enveloping ve i l as she reached 
his side. She laughed softly at his star-, 
tied exclamation. 

" We have brought our treasures, H o n 
orable Doctor . Been Sin L o w again has 
departed, and we were afraid." 

Ni les did not speak. H e waited for the 
tumult in his veins to become calmer. 
The presence of E W i n g steadied him 
after a moment, and he was surprised at 
the naturalness of his own voice when he 
d id speak. 

" W h y have you brought i t to me, Hs in 
T s a o ? " 

" T h e hospital is safe. L e t us hide i t in 
the walls ." 

She lifted one of the two great jars 
from E Wing 's hip and set i t before him. 

"There is no place to hide i t here," 
Niles objected. " B r i n g i t inside." He 
lifted the jar, heavy even for h im, and 
preceded by the women, carried i t to his 
study, where he set i t upon the table. 
E W i n g deposited its mate beside it. 
Ei ther her action was deliberate, or her 
hand unsteady, for the jar rolled upon its 
side, spilling a stream of scintil lating light 
from its broad mouth. Ni les ' fascinated 
gaze caught the glint of topaz, large as 
pigeon's eggs; translucent jade as green 
as young bamboo; rubies wi th a smoulder
ing heart of fire; and pearls, alone, in 
clusters, and in strings. Curious orna-
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merits too large to pass unhelped its slen
der throat, gleamed and twinkled from 
within the jar. 

Niles was plainly disturbed. H e 
glanced wi th suspicion at the placid fat 
face of E W i n g , then uneasily about the 
room. H e d id not trust himself to look 
at H s i n Tsao. 

" I t is not safe," he told them. " Y o u 
must take i t home again. Suppose Been 
Sin L o w should return and find i t gone? 
I w i l l set a guard outside your wal l , if you 
l ike . " 

Has t i ly he gathered handfuls of jewels 
and poured them into the neck of the jar, 
while E W i n g looked about the room wi th 
unconcealed interest. B u t H s i n Tsao, 
pressing against h im, la id her hand upon 
his arm. 

" I t is not only the jewels, honorable 
doctor, but I was alone—the house is very 
big and silent " 

St i l l he refused to look at her; but the 
hand that replaced the stones trembled a 
li t t le, so that one spilled out and rolled 
upon the floor. When he had recovered 
i t , she bent a l i t t le nearer and peered sor
rowfully up into the face above her. She 
seemed very small and very desirable. 

" H a s H s i n Tsao offended in some 
w a y ? " she murmured. 

Niles 's hand closed over the one on his 
arm. " Y o u make i t hard for me, H s i n 
Tsao," he said, meeting her look bravely. 
H e did not expect her to understand, but 
he was not prepared for the finality of the 
gesture wi th which she drew away her 
hand and turned to E W i n g . 

" H s i n Tsao !" he pleaded. B u t she re
fused to listen. 

" W e would not longer infringe upon 
your valuable time, Honorable Doctor . 
Take up the jars, E W i n g . " 

H e loved her more for her outburst of 
pride, he thought, although he had given 
up trying to find out just why he did love 
her, and had come to the conclusion— 
sane as any—that i t was just because she 
was herself. Wha t good of explanation, 
since East must remain East , and West 
West? 

A t a discreet distance he followed the 
two closely veiled figures, the heavier one 
balancing an unwieldy jar on each hip, 
unt i l they vanished through the studded 
gate in the wal l . 

H i s two guards posted, and wi th no 
further excuse to linger, he walked on for
lornly toward the town. The solitude of 
the hospitable porch just now was un
bearable. 

F r o m the quiet of the residential streets 
through which he passed, he turned at 
last into the one busy thoroughfare where 
the shops st i l l stood wide open. Once at 
home he remembered to have seen a 
flimsy row of houses from which a sweep
ing wind, tornado-like in its instant of 
power, had stripped the fronts, revealing 
the life of the interiors a varied, unbeau-
tiful thing. The Chinese shops were like 
that. 

As he paused at the corner of an alley, 
undecided which way to take, a man 
passed h im. Outside the wine-shop this 
figure paused and whistled three notes: 
a curious, eerie sound like the call of a 
curlew. Then he turned and retraced 
his steps; but not before Ni les had seen 
his face. Somehow he felt no surprise in 
recognizing the brother of H s i n Tsao. 

Ni les ' first feeling was one of relief that 
he had sent H s i n Tsao home wi th her 
jewels. The next, half-forgotten tales of 
Spotted T o m were flitting through his 
mind. H e found himself, w i th no con
scious vol i t ion, t rai l ing the shadowy figure 
up the d im alley. A breeze had sprung up 
and as he followed through deserted street 
after deserted street, hiding for a moment 
i n the shadow of a sunken gate when de
tection threatened, he came at last to the 
edge of the town where the road ran north 
and south, straight into the open coun
try. 

It was close to midnight when the soli
tary figure before h i m turned abruptly to 
the left and was gone. Niles leaped 
forward. B u t as he more cautiously ap
proached the place where the man had 
vanished he saw a t iny path through the 
field of growing rice, faintly i l lumined by 
the ghostly radiance of a rising moon. 
H e followed stealthily. A t the edge of 
the forest he fell back breathless. The 
space before h im, wi th a mediaeval forest 
of cypress as a background, palpitated 
wi th the shadowy figures of men. He 
heard no sound, yet momentarily the 
number increased unt i l he guessed there 
must have been close upon five hundred. 

The clouds drew closer together, hid-
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ing the face of the pale moon; a faint 
wind whispered in the rice; a night-bird 
stirred. Niles could hear the call of tree-
toads along the road. Into the black 
night shot a gleam of yellow l ight; then 
another and another. A n d suddenly the 
air was rent wi th a low sound, hah wail , 
half chant, that rose and fell once—twice 
—then silence. B u t the lanterns st i l l 
glowed, huge fireflies in the dusky grove. 
Niles crept nearer. A man stepping upon 
a rude platform of large flat stones, began 
to speak. H i s words were the l iquid 
Manchur ian of an ancient day, but here 
and there Niles caught a word that helped 
to make the meaning clear. Above the 
fitful gleam of the lanterns the speaker's 
face was in shadow, but a light played 
along the arm that held aloft a gleaming, 
jewel-encrusted dagger. P la in ly discern
ible upon the right forearm, from which 
the silken sleeve fell back, were two great 
spots of purplish red. The dusky mass 
before h im fell upon its knees, foreheads 
pressed to the ground. For a rapt mo
ment even the wind paused to catch the 
just audible words of the speaker, as the 
hand loosed its hold, and the dagger 
dropped, a flash of steely blue, to bury 
itself to the hi l t in the soft earth. Niles 
knew the significance of the action: 
Spotted T o m was disbanding his fol
lowers. 

As the swaying mass arose, four men 
appeared from the dimness of the forest, 
bearing a great bound chest among them, 
and close behind came four others sim
ilarly burdened. The chests were put 
upon the ground, the lids thrown back. 
Spotted T o m stepped down, and dipping 
his arms to the elbows in the flood of 
golden taels inside, scattered them among 
his followers. The golden stream flowed 
with seemingly no abating into the bags, 
pockets, and sleeves held out to receive it. 

When al l were satisfied they fell upon 
their faces and waited. Spotted T o m 
again mounted the pile of stones. T o 
Niles crouching in the shadow outside 
the ring of prostrate bodies, his words fell 
clear, rounded, exact. 

"Seek me not," he commanded. " I 
go to Shanghai to engage in the honorable 
business of jewel merchant. Should 
trouble come to you, send me the symbol 
you wear inside your money belt, and help 

wi l l come. For the last time I command 
you. Give the sign of fealty." 

The throng arose, lanterns were lifted 
high in the air once, twice, thrice. A n d 
at each uplift of arms, came an unintel
ligible word that gripped Niles wi th its 
intensity, and left h im shuddering; for 
as the light fell upon the face of the man 
upon the pile of stones, he knew it as the 
face of h im whom he had followed from 
the town. 

In the weeks that followed, Niles threw 
himself wi th redoubled energy into his 
work, i n a vain effort to forget H s i n 
Tsao. As the struggle in his mind went 
on, the longing for some definite knowl
edge of her grew. In bed, to which he 
went from force of habit rather than from 
any refreshment he derived from it, he 
l ived over again those few blissful mo
ments wi th her. Gray dawn found h im 
thinking over just what he had said and 
had omitted to say, what she had said, 
and what she probably meant; how dif
ferently he would have managed every
thing if he could have it over again; and 
finally to sleep and dream of her married 
to some fat and hideous Celestial. 

H i s first free day found h im, late in the 
afternoon, elbowing his way through the 
crowded station at Shanghai. Coolies, 
sedan-chair carriers, and donkey men 
clustered around h im, clamorous for at
tention. B u t he shoved through them, 
and leaving the noise of their solicita
tions, and the bustle of departing and ar
r iving travellers, behind him, set off at a 
brisk walk for the street of jewellers. A t 
the corner he stepped aside for a gorgeous 
red sedan-chair to pass. I t was accom
panied by many servants and preceded 
by an outrider or two. Doubtless it 
carried a bride to her new home. Sup
pose behind those red silk curtains sat 
H s i n Tsao? The thought drove the 
blood from his face. H e quickened his 
pace. 

I t was growing late when he came to 
the street he sought. I n some of the 
shops coolies were putt ing up the shutters 
preparatory to closing for the night, while 
the front of others blazed forth into fan
tastic dragons and flowers of electricity. 
A fat amah, in blue cotton trousers and 
jacket, passed h im and entered a shop 
on the left. Instantly he recognized 
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E W i n g and crossing over, strolled past. 
A sound of sobbing reached him, depriving 
h im of his last scruple. H i s heart ham
mered i n his throat wi th a sickening feel
ing of suffocation. W i t h a bound he was 
inside the shop, bending over the quiver
ing, tumbled figure prostrate on the floor. 
After one look at his face, E W i n g stepped 
aside, her beads of eyes disappearing in 
the folds of her vast smile. 

" W h a t is i t ? " he demanded, fear of 
he knew not what making h im almost 
inarticulate. 

A t the sound of his voice H s i n Tsao 
raised her tear-stained face from the 
shelter of her arms, and struggling to her 
feet, essayed a rather moist smile of greet
ing. Ni les took her hands and held them 
hard. H e r smile grew luminous and the 
color flooded her cheeks. When he finally 
released her, and brought himself to 
speak, he found his voice unsteady. 

A t his inquiry for Been Sin L o w her 
eyes grew veiled and absent; a l l color 
and life seemed gone from her face, leav
ing it quiet as if the real H s i n Tsao were 
away on a sorrowful journey, before she 
turned to the shelter of E Wing's broad 
bosom. 

" T e l l m e ! " Niles commanded. 
" T o - d a y the master makee much bath, 

same like always," E W i n g began. Bu t 
H s i n Tsao silenced her wi th a little push. 
She lifted her head, the wet lines of her 
tears extending from the corners of her 
eyes to her lips. 

" M y brother, according to his custom, 
went to-day to bathe in the public bath. 
A s he stepped from his kimono, at the 
edge of the steaming pool, one who waited 
laid hands upon h im and carried h im away 
to the fastness of the foreign prison. Be
cause he was unarmed they dared to touch 
h i m ; and because he bears two great 
spots upon his arm, they say he is the 
bandit chieftain, Spotted T o m . T o 
morrow they send h i m back to H w a i 
Y u e n to be punished." 

" D o n ' t you worry. N o doubt they're 
wrong," Niles sympathized; but i n the 
light of what he knew, he felt his comfort 
lacked conviction. "To-morrow I ' l l go 
to H w a i Y u e n and see the mayor. I ' l l 
fix h i m in a hurry ! " In the glow of H s i n 
Tsao's grateful eyes he felt no task too 
large for h im. 

After a l i t t le, when she was calmer, he 
and E W i n g persuaded her to return to 
the house back of the shop. I t was as 
unlike as possible the home i n which she 
had l ived at H w a i Y u e n , and Niles , even 
in his concern over her grief, found him
self impressed by its beauty. The entire 
space was open to the roof, where the 
light from one great window, transfused 
through rosy silk, focussed itself upon the 
bril l iant satin banner suspended from the 
carved rail ing of the balcony that ex
tended around the second story, and fell 
more softly on the dusky teak and red
wood of the furniture below. The tiny 
flame from the lamplet on the Buddha 
shelf flickered before the shrine in the 
corner, seeming to quicken each fibre of 
its incense-penetrated wood wi th a secret 
life suggesting strange possibilities. It, 
and al l i t stood for, seemed irreconcilable 
wi th H s i Tsao at his side. 

"See how preposterous such a thing 
would be i n the light of a l l t h i s ! " he said 
wi th a comprehensive sweep of his arm. 

" Y o u think s o ? " her eyes brightened 
wi th an expression approximating hope. 

" I ' m convinced of i t . N o w run along 
wi th E W i n g and rest. I ' l l let you know 
as soon as there is anything to te l l . " 

Wi thout even a touch of her hand he 
let her go; and wi th only one backward 
look H s i n Tsao obediently ascended the 
broad steps of the balcony, leaving him 
standing there making a pretense of light
ing a cigarette, to catch the last glimpse 
of her. H e thrust into the background of 
his consciousness, as he turned away, dis
quieting thoughts that threatened the 
exquisite emotion of his more than half-
awakened dreams. 

Ni les lost no time next morning in head
ing for H w a i Y u e n . E v e n at the early 
hour at which he entered the town he was 
conscious of an unwonted act ivi ty . M e n 
were arr iving every few moments from 
beyond the golden stretches of rice-fields, 
to swell the throng that surged back and 
forth along the streets. A company of 
soldiers wi th their bamboo pikes pattered 
by, and disappeared around the corner 
of the station, the blue and yellow of 
their flapping garments a v i v i d contrast 
to the crimson of the persimmon-trees 
that l ined the way. H e pushed his way 
through the crowd to the hospital, but, 
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after an hour, returned to the street. The 
throng by this time had swelled to thou
sands. Blue-clad coolies, unrebuked, 
brushed against mandarins in their cost
ly silks, geisha girls beautifully coifed 
and painted, accompanied by their amahs, 
pushed their way through the crush of 
men. Strange rough men from the north, 
fresh-colored, clumsy, powerful, rubbed 
elbows wi th the small sallow men of the 
south. 

The blast of a trumpet caught the at
tention of the throng; and Niles , gaining 
a momentary eminence upon the edge of 
a t iny hillock, wedged himself between 
two gayly dressed youths and waited. 

Into view around the bend came the 
beginning of a procession. Drums beat, 
stringed instruments twanged, and cym
bals clashed; and above al l blared the 
noise of the ancient trumpets of great 
length, of the same design l ikely as those 
used outside the walls of Jericho. A crisp 
breeze, washed clean of any particle of 
dust by the heavy dew of the night be
fore, fluttered the gay flags and bril l iant 
banners borne b y the good-humored sol
diers. 

I n their midst, high over the heads of 
the thousands who lined the streets wait
ing for a glimpse of the famous bandit, 
rode Spotted T o m . H i s legs were mana
cled to the chair in which he sat, but his 
hands were free. A s he went along, sol
diers handed h i m cup after cup of wine. 
As he was carried by, Niles caught 
snatches of the boasting of the crowd. 
"Yonder rides Spotted T o m , the terror 
of the northwest coun t ry ! "—"He has 
travelled to P e k i n g ! " — " H e has l ived in 
Shanghai !"—"Now he is being welcomed 
home in a most fitting manner!" 

Niles turned away, shouldering back 
through the press of men to a side street, 
and on to the house of the mayor, whom 
he found at home, awaiting the arr ival of 
his captive. 

T o Niles, who knew h i m well , he volun
teered an explanation of the seemingly 
inexplicable conduct of the people in the 
street. 

" Y o u see for yourself he is very power
f u l ? " he said. 

" Y e s , " Niles assented. 
" Y o u have told me you saw h im shar

ing his treasure wi th his fol lowers?" 

Aga in Niles agreed. 
" T h e Chinese are very loyal . Wou ld 

i t not be better to have five hundred 
friends than five hundred enemies?" A 
crafty smile, pointed by a suspicion of 
mockery, lurked under his picture-book 
mustaches. " A n d he might be par
doned," he went on slyly. " I should not 
care to be his enemy." 

Niles found this diplomacy staggering. 
A n d as he went, at the mayor's sugges
tion, to view the feast spread in honor of 
the captured bandit, he found himself 
even further fascinated by the subtlety 
of the Chinese mind. 

" W h i l e they feast, he and the young 
toughs of the town who have been invited 
to eat wi th h i m , " the mayor explained 
further, " I shall talk wi th the governor 
as to his disposition. Whether we shall 
shoot h im, cut off his head, or pardon 
him, rests wi th the governor." 

" A n d if he is pardoned? " Niles wanted 
to know. 

" Then he wi l l look wi th favor upon the 
mayor of H w a i Y u e n who has treated 
h im so royal ly; but I should prefer that 
they cut out his heart," he added blandly. 

Niles pondered. " W o u l d the governor 
pardon h im if you wanted i t as a favor? " 
he asked after a moment. The mayor 
shrugged. 

"Because if he would ," Niles went on, 
" w h y don't you ask i t and suggest that 
Spotted T o m be pardoned upon the con
dit ion that he—who wi l l naturally feel a 
great attachment for his deliverers—and 
al l his followers, shall become the attaches 
of the mil i tary po l i ce?" 

The mayor didn' t seem to hear. A n d 
although Niles stood directly in front of 
him, he saw no change in the blank stare 
the man fixed on space, save that the eyes 
widened a little and then steadied. Tha t 
was al l . Y e t Niles found himself wi th a 
conviction that the mayor had found a 
way to reconcile his official integrity wi th 
some private form of graft known to the 
Chinese mind as "squeeze," that would 
work out to the advantage of Spotted 
T o m . 

A s he passed the deserted residential 
quarter on his way back to the hospital 
Niles could not resist a last look at the 
house that had sheltered H s i n Tsao. If 
Been Sin L o w , as he continued to call 
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h i m in his own mind—were executed, 
Niles could do nothing but carry the news 
to his sister as he had promised; while if 
the man were pardoned, he would carry 
the glad tidings to H s i n Tsao himself. In 
either event, he, Ni les Page, was nothing 
but an outsider. H s i n Tsao thought only 
of her brother, and it was better so. B u t 
as he came to the brass-studded door i n 
the high wal l , his heart was heavy. Ten
tat ively he tried the latch. T o his sur
prise, i t yielded to his touch, and pushing 
the gate slowly open, he looked wi thin . 

Si t t ing there on the porch, wi th the 
sunshine sifting down through the lacy 
leaves of the two big willow-trees on 
either side of the door, was H s i n Tsao. 
A t his startled exclamation she looked up. 
Niles disregarded an annoying tendency 
to feel dizzy that came over h im, and 
went to meet her. 

" We came, E W i n g and I , wi th Se Woo 
this morning," she said. " T h e y have 
gone to watch the procession. I could 
not. Y o u think he w i l l be pardoned?" 
Her figure, slender as a willow branch, 
swayed toward h im. 

Ni les murmured something affirmative 
in a doubtful tone. H i s mind was busy 
wi th this amazing sensation that warmed 
h im like a flame at the mere presence of 
H s i n Tsao. A n d she, wi th a woman's 
intui t ion, seemed to sense his feelings, for 
she gave h im a sidelong look that met his 
and they both smiled without exactly 
knowing why. A thr i l l even more like a 
flame seemed to burn up everything be
tween them, leaving just this warm 
golden noon, a garden of soft blossoms, 
a girl and her lover. 

A l l the restrained longings of those two 
endless months leaped forth, an uncon
trollable force, at this unexpected meet
ing. Ni les tried to think, to reason, to 
decide; instead, he found her in his arms, 
her soft body crushed against h im. 

" I love you, H s i n Tsao, I love y o u , " 
he murmured against her hair. 

A patter of running feet in the alley, 
and Se Woo, panting, stood before them, 
sallow cheeks moist, and a sound that 
might have been a laugh gurgling in his 
throat. 

" M a s t e r can come!" he announced 
when he could speak. Before he had 
finished his tale, in answer to H s i n Tsao's 

excited questions, the house-boys came 
straggling back. E W i n g , breathless, re
turned to announce that Been Sin Low, 
mighty as a mandarin, was on his way. 
The courtyard cleared as if by magic. 
Only H s i n Tsao and Ni les remained when 
Se Woo opened the gate for his master. 

Been Sin L o w , in the costly ceremonial 
robes of his new office, entered calm, un
ruffled. A wrai th of a smile crossed his 
lips when he saw the two before him. " I 
thought to find you here," he said. " H i s 
August Honor , the mayor, has graciously 
permitted me to know that i t was you 
who saved me from an ignoble and dis
honorable death." 

Ni les tried to say how little he had 
done, but Been Sin L o w waved aside his 
explanations. 

" W i l l the honorable foreign doctor 
listen to a short tale? I t w i l l explain 
many things, and add, I believe, not a 
l i t t le to his happiness." There was a 
ripple of badinage, fascinating, prophetic, 
i n the smooth voice. 

H e beckoned to Se Woo. " T e l l what 
happened on the twelfth of November as 
the foreigners count, sixteen years ago." 

Se Woo prostrated himself before his 
master, and raised supplicating hands. 
B u t Been Sin L o w ' s voice was stern, im
placable. " I command y o u ! " he said. 

So Se Woo, cringing, began his story 
in the pidgin peculiar to his k ind . He 
told how, many years ago, he had at
tacked and robbed a foreigner, passing 
through a lonely forest wi th his baby and 
her Chinese amah; how he, Se Woo, had 
dragged h i m from his coach and tied him, 
blindfolded, to a tree, and left h im. A n d 
how he had brought away the child and 
its nurse to Spotted T o m to dispose of. 
Pleased wi th the chi ld , who showed no 
fear, Spotted T o m had brought her up as 
his sister, having sworn the amah to 
secrecy wi th most direful threats. 

When Se Woo finished, Been Sin Low 
waved h i m aside. " I t is we l l , " he said. 
A n d turning to Ni les , extended his hand, 
upon the open pa lm of which lay a ring 
and a quaint button. " T a k e these," he 
commanded, "together w i t h a paper 
which I w i l l bring you , and wi th Hs in 
Tsao and E W i n g , go to the missionary at 
Bwro , and ask h i m if he remembers the 
twelfth of November , sixteen years ago." 
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In their midst, high over the heads of the thousands who lined the streets waiting for a glimpse of the 
famous bandit, rode Spotted Tom.—Page 601. 
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H e folded his hands in his sleeves and 
turned to leave them, his head sunk upon 
his breast. The H s i n Tsao that Ni les had 
known, just girlish, and full of pleasant 
silences and soft gaieties, was gone; and 
in her place had come a woman, sad now 
at a l l this startling truth-telling and the 
sorrow of Been Sin L o w . She ran after 
h im and laid her hand upon his arm. The 
recital had left Ni les wi th a sensation of 
profound emotion, overpowering in the 
contemplation of its results. 

A t H s i n Tsao's touch, Been Sin L o w 
raised his head and met the forgiveness in 
her face wi th a look of equal tenderness. 

" I t w i l l be hard to part from thee, 0 
li t t le gay bi rd , and I cannot bring myself 

to regret the years you have spent under 
my roof; but when Buddha speaks, who 
shall quest ion?" 

A t the top of the steps leading to the 
guest-house he turned and regarded them 
with a long enigmatic look before he 
stepped wi th in , and was gone. 

" Y o u think thewhite heron isappeased, 
y e s ? " H s i n Tsao questioned, a smile 
part merry, part earnest, but altogether 
adorable, wr inkl ing her nose. 

" I ' m certain of i t ! " Niles answered 
wi th convict ion; and he opened his arms 
and held them out to H s i n Tsao. A n d 
with the swiftness of a homing bird, she 
came into them while he held her close 
and kissed her lips, 

W A N D E R L U S T 

B y H a r d w i c k e N e v i n 

I T H I N K I shall go searching soon 
(When Night-in-the-Woods'] lets down her hair) 
Upon impassioned peaks, that rear 
Their bosoms to - the proffered moon; 

Ere, pressing through the morning light, 
Unwavering winds reach far and wide 
L i k e fingers on the stars, to hide 
Their restless beauty out of sight; 

I shall go searching star to star 
Beyond the far horizon—O 
I shall go searching ' t i l I know 
Who is i t calls me, from afar. 

Though beauty break along the heart 
A n d br im the margent of the soul; 
A n d lightning hurl its burning dart 
Beyond the sunset's aureole; 

A n d wonder move wi th in the brain 
I n little waves of growing fears; 
A n d thunder moan among the rain, 
A n d rol l the music of the spheres,— 

I shall go searching Something F a r ; 
I shall not rest nor be content 
W i t h Sorrow in her battlement— 
I am the night. I am the star. 



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

By Winifred Ki rk land 

I L L U S T R A T I O N B Y A L O N Z O K I M B A L L 

THE playhouse door opened 
and shut wi th a bang, emit
ting a man and a paste-
brush and a swear-word. 
A t the same moment there 
went bouncing off the play

house porch a ball composed of small, 
clutching hands and kicking, socked 
legs and bumping, shrieking little heads. 
Down the long, parched lawn the bal l 
went rolling, now a white frock on top, 
now a green, now a pair of blue Dombey 
knickerbockers. A tornado of noise and 
movement beneath the bright mountain 
sun, the bah somehow avoided the scat
tered pine trunks, cut a clean swathe 
across the crimson tulip bed, and barely 
veered off from the forbidden fountain 
basin. The marr came leaping and thun
dering down the h i l l . F r o m the rear of 
the house on the crest a chocolate-colored 
nurse was flying toward the rumpus. 
Just then a woman parted the pendent 
tendrils of the arch i n the ragged honey
suckle hedge. Large, white-clad, calm, 
Marc ia V a i l stooped at the same moment 
with Crewe Ho l ton to disentangle his 
heated, tousled mass of children. She 
held Junior against her skirt, clasping her 
quiet hands across his panting but unre
sisting little chest. Crewe Ho l ton was 
shaking his seven-year Peggy, because 
Peggy was plump and convenient, and 
you had to shake one of them, and you did 
not dare to shake disdainful S i lv ia or vo l 
canic June. S i lv ia stood, as ever, a little 
apart, seeking to repair her white plumage 
from the indignity of June's assault. She 
was a mite of nine, a Bouvet de M o n v e l 
little girl , wi th dusky, square-cut hair 
and dusky eyes. She had a subtle little 
mouth, which could be razor-sharp or 
unctuously tactful, whichever manner S i l 
via deemed advisable for the management 
of grown-ups, her father or brown Beulah; 
to Miss Marc i a , however, S i lv ia always 
spoke with directness, as now. 

"Whose fault, S i l v i a ? " 

"June's; he tried to kick me away from 
the window, where we were watching 
D a d d y inside papering the playhouse." 

" A n d shrilling m y ears off wi th their 
comments !" said Silvia 's father. " W h e n 
I do take a Saturday off for 'em, wi th the 
best parental intentions " 

B u t M a r c i a , stooping over June from 
the rear, was examining the stroke of a 
red pencil across his cheek. 

" A n d who scratched June ? " she asked. 
There was only one person before whom 

Silvia 's head ever drooped. 
N o w Marc ia ' s gaze travelled over to 

Peg, too glad to be near her father to care 
for his condemnatory clutch on her shoul
der. One looped molasses braid was sti l l 
held by its l imp black bow, the other was 
scattered free; the ends of the black 
leather belt of her green frock flapped 
about her ankles. Peggy's blue eyes were 
reddened; she had dropped her jaw in the 
grotesque fashion that always irri tated 
her father. M a r c i a regarded Peggy's tem
ple. 

" A n d who," she pursued, "scratched 
Peggy? A n d how did Peggy get into it , 
a n y w a y ? " 

" F i r s t I was between them, and then 
I was trying to pul l them apart." 

"Defending her neutral i ty," grinned 
Crewe. 

B u t M a r c i a , too serious for grown-up 
pleasantries when a child's conscience was 
at stake, pressed home. " W h o scratched 
P e g g y ? " 

Collapse of Si lv ia , abrupt, histrionic, 
arranged on a green garden bench. 

" I think I ' m a changeling," she 
sobbed. " I think that's why you-all 
don't love me." 

" Y o u think you're a w h a t ? " thun
dered Crewe. 

" I think I 'm a changeling. I think the 
fairies changed me. I think that's why 
I ' m not more like—more like the rest of 
the fami ly ." Her face was well hidden. 

Tau t words broke from Junior, gazing, 
605 
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hot-eyed and pitiless, toward that care
fully crumpled li t t le white form. 

" I don' t care if you are a shangeling! 
I don't l ike you for a sister! Y o u never 
play wis me." 

" L o r d ! " groaned Crewe. " W h a t 
makes 'em hate each other so? A n d 
what devi l possesses 'em the days I take 
off on purpose to play wi th ' e m ? " 

M a r c i a lifted to Beulah, now arrived 
by the fountain-side, a quietly accusa
tory glance. I n the midst of these three 
sprouting li t t le personalities, intense, en
tangled, growing each day more insistent, 
Crewe's eyes and Marc ia ' s met, saying 
simultaneously that the charge was a good 
deal to expect of any Beulah, white or 
black. 

M a r c i a was an ample, Mad o n n a wo
man wi th creamy pallor, bovine brown 
eyes, and dark hair parted and piled. 
E v e n an angel i n the sky could hardly 
have penetrated her profound calm, to 
her heart, that morning i n torment from 
her mother's talk. B u t , meanwhile, there 
were the children; because of what she 
had just read in Crewe's troubled, twin
kl ing eyes, there was a world of signifi
cance i n that l i t t le word meanwhile. 
M a r c i a steadied herself wi th the small, 
immediate needs. 

She la id a hand on a hunched li t t le 
shoulder. " Sit up, S i lv ia , and move over 
so that I can sit down." A tragic l i t t le 
girl raised a face of hypnotized obedience, 
suddenly revealing behind sly lashes, now 
wide, a tired and lonely baby. 

" Sit between, June-boy." M a r c i a lift
ed h im unresisting. She kni t ted his 
clinched fist into Si lvia 's cold little palm. 
The two hands lay unprotesting each i n 
each, but without pressure. 

" D i p your handkerchief in the foun
tain, Crewe, it 's big enough for a face-
wipe a l l around. O l d Pegtop! M y lap 
for y o u ! The biggest and heaviest needs 
a lap most, perhaps." 

" W i l l m y feet make grass-stains on 
you ? " hesitated Peggy, but her hot cheek 
was against the cool linen shoulder. M a r 
cia was braiding the syrup-shaded hair, 
rebuckling the belt. She rolled the hand
kerchief into a wad and tossed i t back to 
D a d d y , who had dropped on the grass 
beside the fountain but was gazing wi th 
transient annoyance into its depths. 

H o w often had he told that nigger D a n 
to clean out the basin ! W h a t matter! 
There were worse worries to think about 
than di r ty fountains; but even these 
worse worries — specifically speaking, 
three in number, and aged respectively 
nine, seven, and five—could be put out of 
a man's mind on a M a y morning, so long, 
that is, as M a r c i a stayed. The comfort 
of her flowed over Crewe as the water over 
the motionless goldfish. 

Softly M a r c i a slipped Peggy from her 
lap to the bench at her side and drew 
Junior up to stand at her knee facing her. 
W i t h imperceptible l i t t le shovings Si lvia 
pressed into the unoccupied space close 
to Marc ia ' s elbow. Crewe gazed at M a r 
cia's calm brown head above his children. 
M a r c i a smiled at Junior 's tousled ear
nestness. June had a flying mop of yel
low, Dutch-cut hair, his father's clear, 
square-cut features, and Jean's elfin eyes, 
of chameleon color, brown-gold i n the sun
shine, black when he was sad or angry. 
Marc ia ' s cool hand clasped tightly the 
hot l i t t le fists. 

" W h y are y o u always slapping Silvia, 
J u n e ? " 

H i s eyes were wide and deep, upraised. 
" W h y won' t S i lv ia ever p lay wis me, 
M i s s M a h ' s a ? " 

" I ' d play wi th h i m , " murmured Peggy. 
" Y o u can ' t ," he answered cruelly. 

" Peggy never understands when I make 
up a new play i n the middle. Silvia 
could ." 

" I ' d t ry , " whispered Peggy to the com
forting arm that, wrapped about her, 
healed a l l the heartaches of a little girl 
clumsy w i t h great love. 

" A n d y o u think slapping S i lv ia is the 
way to make her p lay wi th y o u ? " 

Slowly June's intense face relaxed until 
a shy twinkle showed, and a dimple, and 
his head ducked i n a sheepish chuckle of 
self-amusement. " T h e r e , " said Marc ia , 
turning h i m about w i t h a little push. 
" R u n and play, you si l ly l i t t le boy. Go 
and play jacks w i t h the pebbles there; 
and Peggy w i l l p lay, too. I know she'll 
beat." 

B u t June stood s t i l l , bargaining. " I f I 
play, w i l l you stay si t t ing there?" 

" Y e s , run along, you two." 
" I ' m too old to p l ay , " remarked Sil

v ia . 
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" C e r t a i n l y , " agreed M a r c i a briskly, 
"but not too old to amuse a lonely little 
brother. Can ' t you see he only teases 
you because he loves you so and wants 
some at tent ion?" 

"One might expect S i lv ia to be a little 
kind to h i m ! " broke forth Crewe. 

Rebuke from the father she idolized 
always summoned a sombre demon to 
Silvia's eyes. Ic i ly she remarked: " I 
don't believe I love June very much ." 

" Y o u ought to be ashamed of your
self!" cried Crewe, but Marc ia ' s clear 
laugh rang. 

" Y o u foolish child to talk like that! 
Who 'd be the first to pul l June out, sup
pose he dropped into the fountain this 
minute?" 

Silvia looked up at her, cloudv. 
" W o u l d I ? " she asked doubtfully. 

" R u n and prove i t to D a d d y by play
ing wi th June now." 

Si lvia stood up. She turned on M a r c i a 
a whimsical face, on whose keen little 
lips a smile quivered, then she darted off 
on feet that were fairy-free when they 
could be beguiled from self-consciousness. 

"There goes the biggest handful of the 
lot," remarked Silvia 's father gloomily. 

" I am not sure," answered M a r c i a com
fortably, " w h i c h one is the biggest hand
ful. They're a l l right, a l l of them, real ly." 

" W i t h you, yes ! " 
The children were wi th Beulah on the 

other side of the fountain now. Crewe 
drew himself up and took a loping stride 
toward Marc ia ' s bench. W h y should 
Marc ia draw to its farthest end, as if 
Crewe had not sat down beside her a 
thousand times? Leaning back and 
stretching forth his long legs in ease, 
Crewe seemed to expect, as confidently as 
did June, that M a r c i a was going to spend 
the morning. Y e t i t was to seek a quiet 
talk with Beulah that M a r c i a had come. 
But what was Beulah doing? Slowly, 
imperceptibly, decoying her charges away 
from the fountain, up the h i l l , farther, 
farther, unti l they reached the croquet-
ground terraced into the slope. She 
halted them there for a game, the three 
youngsters well in sight and well out of 
hearing. 

For the first time i n three years M a r c i a 
was afraid to be alone wi th Crewe. I t 
was because she perceived i t was the first 
time Crewe had been afraid of silence. 

They did not look at each other; they 
looked at three children playing croquet, 
and that i n no calm fashion, but wi th 
shrill protests sometimes, and stampings, 
and once with an uplifted mallet that had 
to be cowed by Beulah's firm hand. 

" T h e y don't mean to be so naughty, 
Crewe." 

" D o n ' t t h e y ? " asked their father iron
ical ly; then, meditatively: " I must say, 
you seem to be the only person who has 
the clew to their meaning, or ever did 
have. They puzzled Jean as they puzzle 
me, i n spite of a l l the larks she used to 
have wi th them." 

Then down pressed the silence again, 
a sunny M a y silence that talked unbear
ably, rustle of honeysuckle, chirp of bird 
and insect, iterant plash of the fountain, 
and through i t a l l , insistent, unescapa-
ble, the click of children's croquet-balls. 
E v e r y word of her mother's talk was 
ringing, beating, in Marcia ' s head. A 
placid, stay-at-home woman of thir ty 
obeys a mother like Marc ia ' s , aging, ex
quisite, frail as a flower. A n d perhaps, 
after a l l , Crewe would take i t quietly, 
what M a r c i a had come to say. She said 
it as casually as she would have men
tioned a day's shopping jaunt. 

" B y the way, Crewe, mother is after 
me again to make a trip Nor th , a long lot 
of visits. It 's years since I 've been off for 
any length of time. I 'm supposed to 
need a change." 

Crewe's lounging back shot up 
straight. " B u t you can ' t ! Y o u know 
you can ' t ! " 

M a r c i a laughed. " W h y , of course I 
can, Crewe. There is really nothing to 
prevent my going, and Mothe r insists." 

" Y o u r mother!" H e bit his wrath off 
sharp. " H o w about my chi ldren?" 

" B e u l a h is devoted to them." 
" B e u l a h , " he answered, " i s wearing 

mighty t h in ! Y o u can't expect to get 
the whole world from a coon ! A n d wi th
out you to keep an eye on her—and on 
the youngsters! This morning's a fair 
sample of what we'd be without y o u ! " 

" Y o u ' d al l get along." M a r c i a shook 
her head. "People always get along, 
as Mothe r says, without other people. 
Mother somehow makes me feel that I ' m 
not a very important person, after a l l . " 

" W h a t ? What ' s that? W h y , even 
wi th you right next door it 's a l l bad 
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enough. The whole place looks like the 
poor-farm! Beulah fights every cook, 
and the children are well on their way to 
the dogs!" H e hunched himself in utter 
gloom, repeating: " E v e n wi th you next 
door ! B u t gone off ! U p N o r t h ! Fo r 
six months, perhaps!" 

" O n l y three." 
"Three months! I ' d like to know 

where you expect to find us by that time? " 
•"Just about where I left you, Crewe. 

T r u l y , I don't see how it can make very 
much difference, m y being N o r t h or next 
door. It 's none of it so bad, you know, 
honey." 

Crewe had stretched forth his long legs 
again, but i n no easy fashion. H e had 
bowed his head in moody determination 
and folded tense arms across his chest. 
I t no more occurred to h im to dissemble 
his thoughts from M a r c i a than i t would 
have occurred to Junior. H e ground out 
the words. 

' ' Y o u r — b e i n g — N o r t h — o r — n e x t — 
d o o r — c a n ' t — m a k e — s o — v e r y — m u c h 
difference ! N o . That ' s true. Ei ther one 
is too far from the seat of action. I t needs 
a woman on the spot—in that arena— 
where the kids and I are fighting—Beel
zebub ! I t needs you! Right- here! 
N o w ! I suppose that's exactly what an 
astute li t t le old party, l ike your mother, 
meant to indicate to a—slow-witted— 
widower!" 

Tha t big, quiet M a r c i a should suddenly 
moan like a hurt bi rd would have brought 
any cad to his senses. " C r e w e , " she 
breathed, dead-white, " do you, you, think 
I could have meant that ?" 

" Y o u ! " H e thundered about at her. 
" Y o u ! N o ! I said your mother! A n d 
I meant your mother! W o u l d any one 
ever accuse you of any scheme? Would 
any one ever suppose you 'd think up any
t h i n g ? " 

" I am, I suppose," admitted M a r c i a , 
" a rather dul l person." 

" N o t where children are concerned," 
responded Crewe, judicial ly. " Y o u n g 
sters that snarled even Jean's wit you 
seem to disentangle without even the 
bother of thinking about i t . " fl 

" Chi ldren seem easier to me than " 
" T h a n a m a n ? " H i s eyes twinkled. 
"Perhaps, yes, than a man ." 
" Y o u seem to understand enough to 

make h im feel mighty peaceful when you 

are around. ' ' Crewe could generously al
low M a r c i a that much. " B u t I don't in
tend," he added gently, "ever to ask you 
to understand—a man . " 

She was very quiet. 
" I don't intend to ask you to love me, 

M a r c i a . " 
She was as s t i l l as if she had been a 

silent, sheltering tree. 
" W e both loved Jean," he said. 
There was color on Marc ia ' s cool 

cheeks, two round crimson spots. 
" Y o u love the children, M a r c i a . " 
H e r breath broke on her whisper: " O h , 

no one can understand—that p a r t ! " 
" W i l l you marry me, M a r c i a , and be 

their mother ? " 
For half a moment she d id not move, 

then she turned. The tone of her voice 
throbbed strange, but the words were 
quite what one would have expected of 
good old M a r c i a . 

"Crewe , you are as honest a child as 
J u n i o r ! " 

I t was best to take the morning this 
way, squarely. I t had been coming on 
them so slowly, so inevitably, for three 
years. Doubtless everybody had seen it 
coming. They were both aware of what 
eyes had probably foreseen i t most clear
l y of a l l , eyes flickering wi th amusement, 
sweet, keen eyes, gold-brown or else mys
teriously shadowed. The croquet-balls 
clicked, children shouted, scolded, insist
ent. I t would have been pretty rough on 
both of them, Crewe meditated, to take 
the thing too romantically. Fo r himself, 
romance belonged to a beautiful dead 
day. For three years the hurly-burly of 
reality had been pounding away at him 
and the children unt i l there was only one 
thing to do. 

" Y o u wi l l marry me, M a r c i a , and be 
their m o t h e r ? " 

" N o ! " she cried, risen and shivering. 
" N o ! " 

She stood before h im, not plodding old 
M a r c i a at a l l , but a strange woman, blaz
ing, beautiful, and tremulous. 

H e sprang up, staring, arraigning. " B u t 
I thought you were a l l mother ! " 

She turned. H e saw her plunge blindly 
from h im through the hedge, but he had 
caught her vibrant whisper: "Perhaps I 
am a w o m a n ! " 

She was gone, leaving h i m bewildered, 
helpless, to the endless rumpus of a Satur-
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day alone wi th the children. A l l day they 
teased and fretted. Desperate, Crewe 
dashed over to M a r c i a once, but her 
mother was i n the room and would not 
go away. Never had life seemed so pet
ulant, never had the children seemed so 
unescapable. O h , to drop it a l l , as i n the 
old, exquisite years he had dropped it a l l , 
and run off for a tramp wi th Jean ! Slow
ly the sultry day wore itself out. 

There was one spot where the children 
never came. Si lv ia , who remembered, 
had impressed its inviolabi l i ty on the 
other two. The circle about " M o t h e r ' s 
Seat" remained, as in Jean's lifetime, cut 
off, as if by necromancy. The great 
pine had spreading, flat branches like the 
pines of a Japanese picture. It stood on 
the h i l l crest, a stone's throw from the 
dusky, shingled house. O n one of the 
middle boughs a rude seat had been built , 
unobtrusive as a bird's nest. There 
Jean, free as a squirrel wi th all trees and 
trails, used to climb and sit, gazing with 
her glowing eyes out upon the mountains. 
N o t even Crewe had ever followed to 
"Mothe r ' s Seat" i n the old days. N o w 
he often climbed to it i n the late after
noon. F r o m a window the children used 
sometimes to watch h i m there, silently, 
never sharing w i t h each other their 
thoughts about " M o t h e r ' s Seat." Beu
lah, if she came on them, would drive 
them sharply from the window back to 
playing. 

Crewe leaned against the pine trunk, 
motionless. The wind sang its ceaseless 
murmur through the branches. It was 
cooler now. Amethyst shades were upon 
the mountains, lights of faerie. There was 
not a mountain there that he had not 
climbed wi th Jean—Square Top , Barna-
by, Piper 's Peak, M a n Alone. They had 
known how to scramble up, up the steep
est trails, w i th the clear brown water 
dripping down mossed walls of gray 
boulder, up to the sky-line beyond the 
tallest tree-tops. They had known how 
to come scrambling down, Jean laugh
ing out melodious as brook water as she 
caught a sapling to save her from the 
precipice, and they gazed down, undiz-
zied, at the buzzards wheeling far below 
them and at lesser mountain-peaks prick
ing up out of the rich green coves. The 
taste of mountain springs ! The relish of 
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bacon from a pine-cone fire! The flame 
of azalea flaring out beneath the bare 
brown branches of the mountain spring
tide ! The big, sleek chestnuts of the 
autumn-time ! A n d always Jean, laugh
ing, singing, darting, always ahead of 
h im, so that there was exhaustless zest 
i n following her. H e had never quite 
caught up wi th Jean, wi th those untam
able wi ld feet of hers in their stout little 
boots. 

Crewe, remembering, caught at a pro
jecting twig and clinched i t wi th a groan, 
for they should have had more sense, they 
should have had more sense ! Always , i n 
the few months of freedom between her 
babies, Jean had climbed in the old fash
ion, more madly, perhaps, i n the surging 
liberty that was reaction from the fitfully 
conscientious care she gave her children. 
Their mountain days had grown more 
rare but more intoxicated through the 
seven years. June had been a toddler 
before they realized what he had cost. 
Jean had been so gay that when she 
coughed you could not tell whether i t 
was the choke of laughter or of disease. 
She had climbed unt i l the mountains had 
brought that thin blood stream to her 
lips, and then i n the few weeks left had 
seemed to toss away her body i n a mer
ry impatience of its brittleness. Crewe 
seemed always to see her cl imbing st i l l , 
mysterious peaks that touched the stars, 
always ahead of h im, farther and farther 
ahead. If Jean had stayed wi th h im, 
could he have kept up with her ? Some
times he wondered. Y e t how gaily he 
and she had always run away from dul-
ness", never speaking what each guil ty 
twinkle, each shared chuckle of freedom, 
confessed, how afraid they were of life 
and of the children. Life had caught 
them squarely, tossing Jean out to death, 
tossing h im back to earth, leaving h im 
alone with Jean's children. Out on the 
mountains Jean and Crewe had never 
talked about the children, although they 
had always come back to them for the 
supper-hour, come back, wi th the moun
tain wind still blowing through them, to 
find small, hungry faces pressed to a dark
ening pane or small, socked legs dangling 
in a gate-post v ig i l . 

Jean had always put her children to 
bed herself. For a while afterward Crewe 
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had attempted the task, but, despite the 
apparent s implici ty of their garments, 
they proved to be done up in so many 
buttons and strings that he fumbled him
self into profanity. They were captious 
of the prayers he' suggested and crit ical 
of his stories. H e left them to Beulah 
now. T h e y were always fretful and whim
pered a good deal when they went to bed. 
Were all children like his, he wondered, 
so uneasy, so underfoot ? Or was i t sim
ply because his had no mother ? 

The pearly gray came softly stealing 
over the clear gold of the twilight sky, 
slowly blurring the outlines of the moun
tains. One after another, as Crewe 
watched, the stars came pr icking forth. 
St i l l he did not go back to the house. I t 
was so st i l l there in the pine ! Crewe had 
been fiercely jealous of Jean's way of 
meeting death. H e knew how she had 
tried to veil from h im her zest for freedom, 
her insatiable curiosity for new adven
ture. H a d Jean ever t ruly belonged to 
h im? Sometimes his marriage seemed 
to h im like the stories of men wedded 
to pixie-maidens or wood-fays. H o w 
strange sometimes to think that they 
should have had children—he arid Jean— 
those three small, terrible facts to be dealt 
w i t h ! 

A n d now the end of his romance was 
that he must find a mother for his young
sters, and marry her. G r i m humor pulled 
at his lips. H e was not the first man 
who had had to do that. A l l the world 
expected, encouraged, enjoined the man 
with l i t t le children to marry again. H e 
must, that was a l l . Probably he'd get 
used to i t somehow, worry along, as he 
had got used to a l l the rest of i t . 

Of course, M a r c i a was the one. If he 
were going to plunge into the thing i t be
hooved h im to be pretty sure of the wo
man. A n d he was sure of M a r c i a , as good 
a woman as ever the L o r d made. A 
little dul l , perhaps, i n dai ly conversation, 
but a mother from head to heel of her. 
W h y had she balked so unexpectedly that 
morning? H e had supposed that for a 
year she had been ready for what she 
surely knew was coming, that word he 
had kept postponing. She could not have 
meant that "no ." She had too much sense 
and too much sweetness. She was prob
ably more like other women than he had 
realized, and wanted a l i t t le more plead

ing; he'd go about i t next time a bit more 
gingerly. Then there flashed across his 
vision Marc ia ' s face of that morning, 
burning, beautiful, wholly new. What if 
she had really meant i t ? Wha t man 
knew any woman? W h a t if Marc i a 
would not marry h im? 

Suddenly, across the whispering stil l
ness of the pine-tree a scream tore, and 
another, and another, each i n a different 
key, one the roar of a prince outraged, 
another the shriek of utter abandon to 
noise and grief, and the last the fine, 
teasing wai l that was Silvia 's own. The 
Ho l ton children could sometimes shriek 
like that steadily for half an hour and 
audibly for half a mile. Crewe groaned, 
but he d id not swing himself down. H e 
knew what was the trouble. Beulah 
wanted to get to town, and was putting 
them to bed early, hence protests. Bu t 
he could not go in . To-day his children 
made h i m feel old and hunted. B u t all 
peace, a l l thought were gone. C r y after 
cry fell l ike a lash across his nerves. D i d 
any children on earth ever ye l l l ike his? 
The noise kept on and on. N o w he knew 
he must not go in , for he might murder 
the whole lot of them. 

Then i n a sudden exquisite flash of 
silence the shrieking ceased, dying to a 
few whimpers like the twitterings of 
sleepy nestlings beneath warm mother 
wings. A t last Crewe dared to peep 
through the branches to the wide, lighted 
nursery windows. M a r c i a must have 
heard the racket and run across to stop 
i t . She had come to the window; at each 
side, breast high above the s i l l , a little 
girl appeared, night-clad, hair i n comic 
top-knot. I n Marc ia ' s arms lay Crewe's 
little boy, tight-clasping her neck, his 
head at peace upon her shoulder. The 
children had begged, perhaps, for one last 
look out to D a d d y i n " M o t h e r ' s Seat," 
alone. 

Then a strange thing happened to 
M a r c i a , to Crewe, such a thing as may 
happen to taut nerves after a day of ten
sion. I t seemed to M a r c i a as if Jean 
stood there, i n the air, just outside the 
open window, like a floating fairy. The 
breath came and went between her parted, 
laughing lips, i n the old, quick-panting 
way. H e r eyes looked clear into Marcia 's , 
twinkl ing l ike soft stars, yet wi th a glint 
of malice. She lifted her hand and the 
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tips of her fingers touched Junior's shoul
ders, forever Jean's baby, not Marc ia ' s . 
A n d Jean's form blurred a l l the pine-tree 
so that M a r c i a could no longer see June's 
father. 

For Crewe, against that picture of the 
Madonna painted in the nursery window, 
upon the background of dusk, there also 
flashed Jean's face. H e saw its thin, clear 
contours, the sweep of her tendrilled hair 
to the great mass at her neck, the sweet 
mockery of her eyes. H e felt the brush
ing of her hand upon his shoulder. Once 
again, as throughout a l l the years of that 
fairy wooing and wedding i t had never 
failed to do, the touch of Jean's light, 
urgent l i t t le hand quickened his pulse 
feverishly. Bl inded and groping, Crewe 
plunged down from the pine and away 
from " M o t h e r ' s Seat." 

After a long while the tired children 
fell asleep, to the tune of Marc ia ' s 
voice crooning " M o t h e r Goose" i n the 
darkened nursery. A t last M a r c i a rose 
and turned the gas-jet altogether off. She 
left the warm, regular breathing from the 
three li t t le beds and stole along down 
the stairs out into the night, alone. There 
was no i n k y shape i n the pine-tree now, 
and she was glad. N e x t week she would 
go away, for the reasons her mother had 
given, and for her own reasons, infinitely 
stronger. H o w strange that, after a l l , she 
could not? do i t ! Shaken wi th sickening 
yearning, yet she could not do i t . It 
seemed as if she felt Junior 's arms about 
her neck strangling her wi th their need, 
yet she could not do i t . She was not an 
analytical woman; she knew only two 
things to-night about herself, that she 
could not marry a man who d id not love 
her, and the other thing she knew pressed 
i n a whisper to her hps as she went along 
the gravel path down the h i l l , " I could 
marry h im, if I did not love h i m ! " 

I t was a l l so sad that i t made life seem 
hollow and old and dead, but i t was true. 
She could not do i t , that was a l l . Crewe 
must be lonely, and the children must be 
lonely, and she must be lonely, always, 
but i t could not be helped. Probably 
everybody i n the world was lonely. They 
must somehow manage to live on, a l l of 
them, alone. 

There was something there b y the 
fountain, a form that slowly took shape 
i n the soft starlight. I t was Crewe flung 

face down upon the ground. A man was 
crying, crying like a chi ld , l ike Junior ! 
A n d i t was Crewe! 

She forgot. 
I t might have been the fall of a leaf 

upon his shoulder, so soft was the touch 
and so self-less. H e r voice might have 
been the crooning of the wind, k indly 
nurse stooping from the tree-tops to com
fort some tumbled human baby. He 
heard the words, iterant as the sweet lap
ping of the fountain: " I ' m so sorry, so 
sorry, so s o r r y ! " 

H e caught b l indly at the comfort of 
her hand, not lifting his head. Marc i a 
stroked his hair, understanding. Ti red 
to death, Crewe moved a li t t le, resting his 
head upon her knee as if i t had been his 
mother's. Through the night stillness 
the fountain went t inkl ing, t inkl ing, soft, 
persistent. T h e y were silent a long time, 
and unafraid of silence. 

Suddenly Crewe opened wide eyes, 
looking up. W h o was this strange wo
man bending over h im, restful as the sky ? 
W i t h such a woman a man need never be 
afraid of anything, not even of his chil
dren. T h a t touch upon his forehead, had 
he not been hungry for i t a l l his life ? I n 
one infinite second, realization crashed the 
t ruth through his soul. 

B u t M a r c i a , gazing into the blue mys
tery that encompassed them, d id not see 
Crewe's eyes. T o Crewe her words came 
as if she thought herself calling to h im in 
another world , unwit t ing that he was 
close beside her. 

" Y o u need never stop loving Jean, 
Crewe, because I understand." A n d after 
a moment: " Y o u need never love me, 
Crewe, but I w i l l marry you and be a 
mother to the chi ldren." 

" T h e ch i ld ren?" he questioned dream
i ly , having utterly forgotten them. " The 
ch i ld ren?" 

" I t is for them"—Marc ia ' s voice was 
solemn w i t h sacrament—"that we mar
r y . " T h e n her hand strove to become 
comfortably rhythmic , as though she 
were pat t ing a chi ld to rest. " I wi l l 
take care of you a l l . Y o u need never 
worry any more about anything, laddie." 

H e rose, at last fearless and full-stat-
ured. Quie t ly he drew her up to stand 
facing h i m beneath the stars. Then at 
last she saw. Swaying, white, she lifted 
her face to his love. 
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H A V I N G practised the un
gentle and generously hat
ed art of music crit icism for 
something more than half a 
lifetime, I have been some
what comfor ted by the 

daily appearance of proof that i t occupies 
a position unique and piquant. Writers 
of comment on art, drama, and literature 
are deprived of certain honors reserved 
for the critic of music and musicians. 
These honors are bestowed upon h im by 
the opinion of society and may be summed 
up as follows: 

First . The music critic is the only 
human being entirely ignorant about 
music. 

Second. If he does display any infor
mation, he obtained i t from a book. 
(This book, of course, could not have 
been writ ten by some other music critic, 
for such an one could produce only a 
compendious volume of ignorance.) 

T h i r d . H e does not hear the whole of 
every concert or recital about which he 
writes, and is therefore guil ty of deliber
ately misinforming himself. 

Four th . H e writes his article before 
the performance instead of after i t . 

Fif th . When wri t ing about the art of 
singers or instrumental players, conduc
tors, orchestras, or opera companies, he 
is invariably dishonest. When wri t ing 
about compositions, he is merely incom
petent. H e has no comprehension of 
compositions and can only plagiarize 
what some one else has already writ ten 
about them. 

This is a moderate statement of the 
view of music critics taken by the ma
jority of those who give any considera
tion at a l l to their existence. I have been 
much refreshed on m y journey through 
the world by the insistent reiteration of 
the assertion that the little company of 
scribes who have dwelt i n the midst of 
music, saturated their souls wi th it , stud
ied everything about i t they could ferret 
out i n a l l the byways as well as along the 

highways, and even spent thought upon 
it in the waking hours of the night, ever 
since they were boys, were the only per
sons who knew nothing about it and who 
must be always mistaken in their views. 
The self-evident justice of this charge is 
such that it would be futile to combat i t . 

Touching the second article of the in 
dictment, the critic must confess that he 
does obtain much of his information from 
books. Possibly he might disclose greater 
originality by inventing i t . He could stir 
up some very pretty discussion by con
tradicting Berlioz or Strauss on the sub
ject of instrumentation, or Spit ta on the 
biography of Bach . A n incident of ex
perience, however, is worth a whole his
tory of speculation. A cultivated ama
teur of music, much addicted to the opera 
habit, once pointed at Grove's " D i c t i o n 
ary of M u s i c " and said: " T h a t is where 
our music critics get al l their information 
about operas." I t seemed a pi ty that he 
had not peeped into the work himself, 
since it contains just seven lines about 
" A i d a " and nine and one-half about 
" C a r m e n . " I can aver unhesitatingly 
that, when the music critics go forth to 
obtain their information from books, they 
know in which works to seek for i t . This 
in itself is an achievement worthy of re
spect, as any librarian wi l l tell you . 

The critics of music do not remain 
through the concerts. Th i s is undenia
ble. They sit to the end of some, but 
not of others. The "others" are i n the 
majority. N o r is this because the review
ers have to attend so many of them. The 
musical editor of a dai ly newspaper i n 
N e w Y o r k seldom "covers" more than 
two performances in a day. Occasionally 
circumstances may compel h im to do 
more, but his rule nominates two. H e 
selects those two which offer the most 
pregnant matter for consideration and 
turns over the others to his assistant. I t 
is the unfortunate assistant who has to 
rush to five or six entertainments between 
3 and 9 p. M . 

6 1 3 
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These assistants deserve highly honor
able mention. They work hard and un
der relentless pressure. The afternoon 
performances are not their chief source of 
difficulty. I t is the singer, the violinist , 
the cellist, that passes i n a night. B y 
10 p. M . the assistant, always going from 
hal l to hal l i n high speed, must be ready 
to finish up, for early " c o p y " is the rule 
of the office. Of course the assistant does 
not stay through a concert except on 
some halcyon afternoon when he has only 
one to cover, and then he follows the 
principle which guides the action of the 
first critic. 

The principle is elementary. The late 
W i l l i a m Winter , the distinguished dra
matic critic of the N e w Y o r k Tribune, was 
censured for not sitting through a certain 
play. " I t is not necessary," he calmly 
replied, " to eat the whole of an egg in 
order to find out that i t is bad ." The 
same proposition can be la id down i n re
gard to musical performance and to music 
itself. U p o n one occasion a distinguished 
music critic from a learned ci ty to the east 
of N e w Y o r k was visi t ing us. H e was 
present at the first appearance of a Met ro 
poli tan Opera Company soprano in the 
role of Juliette. After the chamber scene 
he found the leading critics i n the press 
room wri t ing their reports. H e said to 
the writer of this article: 

" Is that the way you men do your work 
here? W h y , i n our town we sit t i l l the 
end of the opera and then work t i l l two 
i n the morning." 

" Real ly ? " I answered. " D o you mean 
to tell me that i t takes you three hours to 
find out that a woman cannot sing J u l i 
e t te?" 

The whole matter rests on one founda
tion. Does the person under observation 
know how to do the thing he or she is 
t rying to do ? If he does not know how, 
he wi l l not learn before the concert is 
over. N o w a real critic can tell you i n 
five minutes after a recital begins whether 
the performer knows how to do the thing 
he is t rying to do. If he does not, there 
is no use i n sitting through the entertain
ment. If he shows any evidence of abi l 
i ty , the critic must wait t i l l absolutely 
certain that he has the musician's mea
sure. T w o incidents may serve to illus
trate. Once upon a time a young woman 

possessed of an insatiable desire to sing 
in "grand opera" also had a wealthy 
father. So she came to N e w Y o r k , hired 
an opera company and an opera-house, 
and burst forth as Carmen. I sat through 
two acts, although I knew before half of 
the first was ended that she was a lament
able failure. When I reached the lobby 
on m y way out, I was buttonholed by the 
pr ima donna's manager, who adduced his 
most potent arguments to persuade me to 
stay. When I had exhausted m y pa
tience, I said unto h i m : 

" J immie, I ' l l tell you what I ' l l do. I ' l l 
bet you twenty-five dollars she can't learn 
to sing before the next act." 

N o w for the other side of the medal. 
A n unknown pianist was to give his first 
recital i n A E o l i a n H a l l . None of the 
critics had ever heard of h im. Pianist 
after pianist had passed across that stage, 
each a supreme exponent of the ancient 
doctrine " ex nihilo n ih i l fit." What mat
tered one more or less? Enter ing the 
hall , I found that the youth was already 
on the stage at the piano. I t was too late 
to go to m y seat. Overcoat st i l l on and 
hat i n hand, I stood behind the rai l at the 
rear, ready to fly after the first or second 
number. One of m y confreres arrived 
and joined me. The unknown pianist, 
palpably nervous but not overcome, 
played his first number. There was no 
mistaking the qual i ty of the performance. 
I looked at m y confrere and he looked at 
me. 

" R i c h a r d , " I said, " I think we'l l have 
to sit down and listen to this boy ." 

We went to our seats, remained through 
the whole recital, and turned out half a 
column each the next morning. The boy 
was M i s c h a L e v i t z k i . When we heard 
h im p lay his first number we both per
ceived not only that he knew how to play 
the piano but that he was thoroughly 
musical. The questions remaining to be 
settled were those of his breadth of vision, 
his knowledge of styles, and his command 
of his clearly manifested powers in var i
ous fields. Wha t has been said about the 
crit ical examination of performance ap
plies equally to that of composition. It 
is not necessary to hear the whole of a 
badly conceived and feebly wri t ten piece 
of music i n order to know that i t is worth
less. B u t music critics make i t a rule to 
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listen to new compositions, for they hold 
that the creative artist deserves more 
searching investigation than the passing 
performer. When the professional lis
tener, tired and bored, hears a new note 
in the vast and confused chorus of con
ventionalists, he sits suddenly erect in his 
chair, and his heart beats wi th fresh vigor. 
There is more joy in cri t icdom over one 
composer discovered than over a hundred 
new chanters or manipulators of keys. 

M a n y excellent persons, whose food 
brings to them the chief joy of l iv ing , are 
wont, when they read a few curt state
ments in regard to an insignificant per
formance, to declare that the critic was 
suffering from indigestion. I t must be 
conceded that critics, being people, do 
sometimes suffer some of the ills to which 
the flesh is heir; but after a long and ardu
ous experience i n the business of listening 
to musicians, I am prepared to assert that, 
when I am "indisposed," as the opera-
singers call i t , I do not hear people singing 
out of tune who are singing in tune, nor 
pianists pounding the instrument merci
lessly when they are actually playing as 
gently as sucking doves. Probably a 
bilious commentator might phrase the 
record less politely than a man who had 
just fallen heir to a fortune. Personally 
I am unable to speak wi th authority, since 
I have not suffered from biliousness in 
many years. 

Bu t the t ruth is that the majority of 
casual readers of crit icism are under a 
misconception as to its real character, 
and, therefore, as to the methods by 
which its duties are discharged. Four-
fifths of the work of a so-called music 
critic are pla in news reporting. The most 
cursory examination of the review of a 
concert rin a morning paper w i l l show that 
i t is chiefly not an expression of opinion 
but a statement of facts. It is not a mat
ter of opinion whether a singer has a good 
voice, an equalized scale, a just intona
tion, a good legato, a fluent delivery of 
florid passages, a correct t r i l l , a clear-cut 
staccato, or distinct enunciation. Neither 
is i t a matter of opinion whether she sings 
Handel or Bach in the right style or shows 
a comprehension of Brahms's " N i g h t i n 
gale." Similar conditions surround the 
determination of the merits of a pianist, 
a cellist, or other solo performer. 

The question to be asked is "Does the 
critic know these things ? Can he recog
nize the facts which are presented to his 
hearing by the performer?" If he can, 
he is able to tell in ten minutes whether a 
singer or instrumental performer is worth 
listening to for an hour. In nine cases 
out of every ten he w i l l know as much 
about the musician in a quarter of an hour 
as he can learn in an hour and a half. 
The critic who cannot tell wi th in five 
minutes after a singer begins a recital 
whether she knows how to sing ought to 
be in some other business. H e is surely 
not qualified for that which he is pursuing. 

The objection wi l l be raised that singers 
and performers are frequently so nervous 
at the beginning of a recital that they 
cannot do themselves justice. This is 
incontestable. B u t the critic ought to 
know just what sort of shortcomings re
sult from nervousness and what do not. 
Furthermore, when he perceives that the 
performer is part ly incapacitated by ner
vousness, it is his duty to wait t i l l com
posure is acquired. B u t no degree of ner
vousness deprives a musician of his knowl
edge of his art; and if the beginning of the 
concert reveals radical ignorance, even the 
disappearance of nervousness wi l l not un
cover wisdom. 

Of al l the jests concerning music critics 
which enshrine a fundamental belief, the 
oldest and most honored is that the critics 
write their articles before the perform
ance and not afterward. Th i s merry 
gibe is applied principally to the long art i 
cles which appear after operatic produc
tions. N o one is more astonished than 
the jester when he is told that his asser
tion is true. 

If there is somewhere a man of such 
supreme intellect that he can walk into 
an opera-house, a perfect stranger to a 
new opera then and there to be performed, 
sit through it , and write a column and a 
half or two columns of analyt ical com
ment, he is not i n the music-critic busi
ness. M e n wi th intellects of that caliber 
are commanding armies i n the field or 
managing the foremost commercial and 
financial enterprises of this world, and 
some of them are paid more i n a year 
than the profits of any newspaper except, 
perhaps, half a dozen. 

The method of the music critic in pre-
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paring his two thousand or two thousand 
five hundred words about a new opera 
may be worthy of passing consideration. 
The first thing he does is to buy a score, 
and the next thing is to absorb the l i 
bretto. The newspaper critic is not at 
l iberty merely to read the l ibretto and tell 
its story. H e is expected to give some 
account of its l i terary origins. This is 
sometimes easy to do and sometimes not. 
This matter of l i terary sources and i n 
spirations pursues the music critic far be
yond the borders of opera. Three titles 
wi l l suffice to suggest to the reader the 
possibilities: Goldmark 's " S a k u n t a l a " 
overture, D T n d y ' s " I s t a r " variations, 
and Strauss's " D o n Juan . " W h o was 
Sakuntala and what was the Oriental tale 
which aroused the imagination of C a r l 
Goldmark? Who was Istar, what was 
her descent into the nether world ? Wha t 
was the dance of the seven veils which 
was derived from her history, and how 
did Oscar Wi lde associate i t w i th the 
dancing of the daughter of Herodias be
fore Herod? W h o was D o n Juan and 
what resemblances are there among the 
hero of Strauss, the chief actor in M o 
zart's opera, and the irresponsible ph i 
landerer of Byron ' s poem ? 

When Wagner wrote "Tannhauser ," he 
imposed upon music critics the task of 
tracing a l l the versions of the legend, of 
pointing out i n what way the composer 
had altered or added to the tales, and, 
above al l , of defining clearly the strongly 
developed ethical lesson of the drama, 
which rests largely upon the fact that 
Tannhauser's deadly sin is not carnal but 
religious, in that he associated wi th one 
of the heathen deities who were the mor
ta l enemies of Chris t iani ty . The study 
of the literary side of an opera is captivat
ing. Also , i t is almost endless, as the 
writer of this paper could easily illustrate 
b y producing the mass of matter accu
mulated in the preparation of commen
tary on the " Salome " of R ichard Strauss. 
When the composer's theme is historical, 
or associated wi th historical topics, ques
tions innumerable may arise. E v e n so 
lately as the time of the production of 
" T h e Pol ish J e w " at the Metropol i tan 
Opera House, when the red-robed hang
man appeared in the last act, one of the 
younger critics instantly asked: " D i d 

they have hanging in Alsace in 1833, when 
i t was a French p r o v i n c e ? " Some of 
the young persons who wish to become 
music critics, and who believe themselves 
qualified because they have studied har
mony and can p lay upon some instru
ment, might do well to ponder these 
matters. 

B u t to proceed wi th the newspaper 
man's preparation for his account of the 
production of a new opera. After he has 
thoroughly studied the libretto as a play 
and acquired a l l the necessary informa
tion about its l i terary sources, he begins 
to examine the music. The more ambi
tious the cri t ic the more searching the ex
amination. If any a id can be had, he 
naturally avails himself of i t . If some 
amiable I ta l ian has already writ ten a 
careful analysis of this music, the Amer i 
can commentator does not say to him
self: " I w i l l not read that lest some ama
teur accuse me of stealing m y ideas." 
Bu t , unfortunately, assistance as a rule 
is scarce. Sometimes the American com
mentator is obliged to originate all the 
ideas about a new opera, as in the case of 
" T h e G i r l of the Golden West , " which 
was first heard at the Metropol i tan Opera 
House. Di l igent study of Puccini 's score 
revealed to me fourteen leading motives. 
I confess i t would have been easier to 
have them discovered for me by a pre
vious writer. 

I n the case of that particular opera I 
borrowed D a v i d Belasco's prompt-book of 
the original p lay and carefully compared 
it wi th the opera libretto, i n order to show 
precisely what changes had been made by 
the librettists. The next step was that 
which a l l the musical writers take, 
namely, to attend rehearsals. A t several 
rehearsals of that particular work I sat 
wi th M r . Belasco and had the benefit of 
his incomparable judgment of stage val
ues. One day, however, I found that cer
tain details of the music baffled me. I 
needed an orchestral score i n order to 
grasp them, but the Amer ican representa
tive of the Ricordis , M r . George Maxwel l , 
informed me that I could neither buy nor 
borrow the score because there were only 
two in the country, one on the desk of 
Ar tu ro Toscanini , the conductor, and the 
other in the hands of Pucc in i , who was 
sitting on the opposite side of the house. 
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" V e r y w e l l , " said I , " then you go and tell 
Puccini that I want i t . " 

A n d M r . M a x w e l l , being a gentleman 
of fine discrimination, did so wi th gratify
ing result. F ive rehearsals of " T h e G i r l 
of the Golden West ," including the final 
full-dress rehearsal, furnished the recorder 
with the information about the actual 
stage presentation of the work upon which 
he based his review. Na tu ra l ly , some 
space was reserved for the last words 
about the first performance, its effect wi th 
an audience, and other details. A n d i t is 
in this way that criticisms of new operas 
are invar iably writ ten before the produc
tions. M r . Gat t i -Casazza never reveals 
a new work to the public without giving 
it at least one complete private perform
ance, exactly as i t is to be done before an 
audience. Sometimes two such dress re
hearsals take place. The dai ly newspa
per recorders are accorded every possible 
privilege by the impresario, to the end 
that they may assimilate a novelty before 
they turn out an article about i t . N o re
sults at a l l comparable wi th those now 
attained by this process could be reached 
by an attempt to write the article after 
the performance. 

Bu t what about the new symphonic 
composition in a concert which does not 
terminate t i l l after 10 p. M. ? The lay
man's mind pictures the music reporter as 
boarding a subway train and entering his 
office down-town wi th a rush, seating h im
self at a desk and wri t ing at top speed t i l l 
some ghostly hour i n the early morning. 
The task is neither easy nor comfortable 
as i t stands, but i t need not be quite so 
unpleasant as that. The new symphonic 
composition is not l ike ly to be the last 
number on the list. The reporter may go 
away after i t is played. A g a i n he must 
commit that grave sin of departing before 
the concert is over. The critics of the 
critics, who never give any good reason 
why he should stay, hold that he should 
not go, but his business compels h im to 
do so. If he desires to get anything into 
his paper, whose first edition is closed up 
at midnight, he must have his article 
written and in the office by 11.30. H e 
usually goes home to write and sends the 
article by messenger. 

A n d what about the hasti ly prepared 
article after a first hearing? Wel l , the 

conditions surrounding the duties of a 
daily newspaper writer on music are far 
from ideal. H e ought to saturate himself 
wi th the symphony as he does wi th the 
opera; but the same opportunities are not 
offered. The best he can do is to train 
himself to analyze musical works while 
listening to them. H e must content h im
self wi th a more or less impressionistic 
review, knowing full well that, if the work 
is good, he wi l l hear i t again and again, 
and be permitted to write more about i t . 
W h y , then, would i t not be better to wait 
t i l l he does hear i t again and again before 
wri t ing anything at a l l about i t? That , 
indeed, would be supreme happiness to 
the hurried music reporter, were i t not for 
one difficulty. If his review were not 
printed i n a dai ly newspaper the day after 
the performance of the work to be dis
cussed, i t would never be printed at a l l . 
D a i l y newspapers have a singular lack of 
appreciation of a l l news more than twen
ty-four hours old. In fact, they do not 
accept i t as news at a l l and hence wi l l not 
publish i t . 

B u t these so-called music critics al l 
concoct weekly articles, generally "re
leased" on Saturday or Sunday. W h y 
not reserve the cri t ical consideration of 
important music t i l l then? I n a l imited 
way this is now done, but the quanti ty of 
music calling for comment in the course 
of a week is far too great to be held for 
Sunday consideration. The Sunday art i 
cle would occupy a page, and no one reads 
page articles. Furthermore, as already 
shown, the bulk of the critic's work is pure 
reporting, and this can be done quite as 
well immediately after the performance as 
three days later. The chief requirement 
of the dai ly paper is news, and unless 
music and the drama are treated as news 
they wi l l assuredly receive very li t t le con
sideration of any k ind . 

After so many years in the harness of 
the dai ly newspaper chronicler of musical 
small beer, the writer of this article is 
amazed at receiving so many communica
tions from young persons of both sexes 
who are ambitious to become music crit
ics. " Wha t should we study ? H o w pre
pare ourselves ? " they ask. Wha t should 
be studied has already been par t ly told, 
but emphasis may be la id now on the 
value of linguistic acquirements. A mu-
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sic critic ought to know L a t i n (the lan
guage of the Catholic Church) , French, 
German, and I ta l ian. If he should ac
quire some knowledge of other tongues, he 
would find i t useful. B u t the four which 
have been named are really necessary. 

One of the duties of a commentator on 
the making of operas is to determine 
whether the musician has shown consid
eration for the genius of the language in 
which his libretto is writ ten. T o be sure, 
the public cares nothing about this; but 
the critic should invite attention to i t . 
Once he sets out on the quest after correct 
"declamat ion," as i t is called,.much wi l l 
be his amazement at the sins of the great. 
F r o m Puccin i to Wagner and from Wag
ner to Henry Had ley he wi l l find a l l of 
them distorting words i n such a manner 
that no audience can identify them. The 
same offense is committed i n songs and i n 
Roman church music. The less-informed 
commentators w i l l blame the singers for 
the unintel l igibil i ty. The linguist w i l l 
lay the censure where i t belongs. 

A second reason for learning languages 
is that many valuable books writ ten i n 
foreign tongues have not been translated. 
A serious student of musical art would 
hardly wish to be shut out from the " E n 
cyclopedic de la Musique et Dict ionnaire 
du Conservatoire" because he knew no 
French, or from Alessandro D 'Ancona ' s 
monumental " O r i g i n i del Teatro in I ta l i -
a n o " or Johannes Wolf 's " Geschichte der 

Mensura l N o t a t i o n , " for want of linguis
tic acquirements. Fetis 's "Biographie 
Universe l le" and Clement and Larousse's 
"Dic t ionna i re des Operas" may be cited 
as two works very frequently consulted. 
If the amateur who charged critics with 
getting information from Grove's " D i c 
t ionary of M u s i c " had known of the ex
istence of the French work on operas, he 
would have made a much better shot. 
Possibly he might have been interested to 
learn that books very often referred to by 
critics are M r . Krehbie l ' s " B o o k of 
Operas" (there are two of them), W . F . 
Apthorp 's "Ope ra Past and Present," 
and Gustave Kobbe ' s "Comple te Opera 
B o o k . " B u t , alas! a l l three of the au
thors were dai ly newspaper critics, and 
hence must have been entirely ignorant of 
the matters about which they wrote. 

The final confession of a l l , and perhaps 
the most significant, is that no one of the 
dai ly newspaper commentators on music 
knows a l l that he ought to know. True, 
the same thing may be said of a l l doctors, 
lawyers, and ministers; but that is not our 
affair. The temptation, while disclosing 
some of the secrets of the music critic's 
methods, to point out also what he ought 
to be able to do, could not be resisted. 
A n d so i n the end the penitent, making 
his confession, admits that he has left un
done those things which he ought to have 
done, and therefore there is no health in 
h im. 

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

By Maurice Francis Egan 

C O M E , come, m y boy, you've played enough 
In the fair fields of Arcady , 

Y o u ' v e loved the flashing of the fluff 
T h a t from the thistle top is free; 

You 've gathered gold from daffodils, 
Y o u ' v e loved the sound of silver r i l ls , 
Y o u ' v e played wi th Syr inx i n the reeds 
A n d rode upon the winged seeds, 
Y o u ' v e followed Daphne, un t i l she 
Sought refuge in the laurel tree,— 
C o m e ! C o m e ! 
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Come, come, m y boy, the M a y is past, 
A n d June is walking down the street, 

The joy of spring is gone at last, 
A n older lady you must meet,— 

Y o u r Muse has ceased to be a maid, 
She'll have no lyrics in the shade, 
N o dalliance 'mid primroses, 
A settled matron her pose is, 
N o trifling lays wi l l please her now, 
A full-blown wreath is on her brow, 
Come! Come! 

W e l l , take your lyre,—a song of spring 
Bursts from your throat,— 

" O f early l i ly bells I sing, 
The melting ice around the boat—" 

It wi l l not do,—it wi l l not do! 
The lady yawns,—polite, 'tis true,— 
Behind her fan,—the M a y is gone, 
The grass is dry upon the lawn, 
N o young lambs play about her feet, 
Mut ton ' s only good to eat,— 
Come! Come! 

A h , Poet, throw away the lyre, 
A n d take you up the larger harp, 

B u r n oak, not beech-buds, in your fire,— 
Y o u r youthful tenor, clear and sharp, 

A mellow barytone's become; 
Discard the songs you used to hum, 
Y o u r hands that touched the dainty strings 
Are now too strong for little things; 
N o longer delve into the earth 
In search of long-dead writers' worth, 
Come! Come! 

Y o u have the head, you have the heart, 
- Y o u have the poet's soul of flame,— 

The right is yours to play your part 
A n d take the bardic crown of fame; 

L e t Shelley whisper in the night, 
A n d Herr ick cheer you as he may; 
B u t from our ever-moving life 
Learn to quell the world's wi ld strife,— 
T o cheer the old, inspire the young, 
T o sing the songs that might be sung. 
Come! Come! 

C O P E N H A G E N , 1917. 



E L M S A N D F A I R O A K S 

By James Boyd 
Author of "The Sound of a Voice ' 

HE always struck me as a 
futile old man, my grand
father. Nice and kindly 
and a l l that sort of thing, 
but somehow he just didn' t 
seem to have the stuff. I 

don't know how to put it , but I ' d been to 
one of the big schools where they teach 
the fellows to make good, and I could see 
that there was something missing in h im. 
When I was a little k i d at home I thought 
he was fine, but after I ' d been at school 
long enough to learn some of the things 
that count I found out that the old man 
didn't have them. Everybody liked 
h im, but that was a l l . They called h im 
" G r a m p e r " ; everybody. St i l l when I 
was ready to leave for college i t seemed 
like the only decent thing to go and say 
good-by. Especial ly as he'd gone to 
Princeton himself, some time before the 
C i v i l War . A n d anyway I 'd noticed that 
the really big men at school were always 
nice to an older man, even when you could 
see they knew he hadn't the stuff. 

H e was sitting in his l iving-room before 
the fire. The place had been the same 
for years; lots of books, an old globe of 
the world, and a picture of L inco ln . H e 
turned slowly as I came in . H e looked 
like an old l ion. T h a t was the funny 
thing about h im; you would think if you 
saw h im that he was a great man. 

" W e l l , Gramper," I said, " I ' m going 
off to college to-morrow. Thought I ' d 
come and say good-by." 

The old man raised his big gray head 
and then looked into the fire. 

" G o i n g off to college, eh? Going to 
Pr inceton." H e stroked his neat, short 
beard. 

"Pr ince ton , " he murmured. " I t ' s a 
queer sort of a place unless it 's changed, 
and I don't suppose i t has, really. It 
gets hold of a man in a way none of the 
others do—gets hold of h im whether for 
good or bad. Princeton made a lot of 
difference to me. I suppose you're busy 
getting r e a d y ? " 

620 

" N o , " I said. " I ' l l sit here for a little 
whi le ." 

Gramper nodded slowly toward a chair 
and looked at the bowl of his pipe. 

" I went down to Princeton in the fall 
of ' 5 8 , " he said, " w i t h a hair trunk and a 
new beaver hat. I suppose you knew ? " 

" I knew i t was just before the war," 
I said. " B u t I didn ' t know about the 
hat." 

Gramper smiled. " T h e hat," he said, 
"was the main thing. A t least I thought 
so then. M y father gave i t to me the 
day before I left. It came from Phila
delphia." 

" I know," I said, " a l l hats come from 
Phi ladelphia ." 

" N o , you don't know. N o t at al l . 
A l l the hats come from Philadelphia now, 
but then every town had its own hatter. 
N o one m y age ever had a hat from Phi l 
adelphia before." 

" I expect you were pretty well stuck 
on yourself, Gramper ," I said. 

" W e l l , I might have been," he an
swered, nodding, " i f I hadn't been so 
scared. Y o u see i t was a big thing in 
those days—to go away to college. A 
k ind of scaring adventure. I was the 
only one from the academy here." 

" I suppose i t was quite a journey," I 
said. " D i d you go by stage-coach or did 
they have the canal-boats then ? " 

" O h , I ' m not quite as old as a l l that; 
the railroad was running; only, the en
gines were wood-burners. I t went to 
Philadelphia and from there to N e w Y o r k 
along the canal. I remember I kept 
looking out after we left Philadelphia to 
see if I could make out the college build
ings. B u t I could only see flat fields and 
sloping woods. Suddenly the conductor 
roared out ' Princeton !' i n m y ear. His 
voice lifted me right to m y feet. I was 
very red and thought every one i n the 
car knew he meant me. 

" T h e next minute I was standing in a 
ring of hack-drivers, a small ring, but 
very noisy. I picked out an old darkey 
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in the background who looked compara
tively respectable in a bleary way. 

" O n the way up the long h i l l I found 
out that the driver's reserve, which I 'd 
thought came from delicacy of feeling, 
was really due to intoxication. B u t the 
horse seemed to know the way and we 
got along slowly. 

" M y room was i n East College and 
the driver carried up my trunk. I gave 
him a quarter and he took off his hat 
and scraped a foot behind h im. 

" ' A h thanks you, misto, A h pro-
foun'ly does,' he said, and then he looked 
to make sure no one was around. 

" ' A n don' fo'get Eustace, ' he said, 
' F r i en ' alle young gempmum.' 

" H e rolled his eyes like a stage con
spirator. ' A n y l i ' l thing, ' he said, ' any 
l i ' l thing, ' and tiptoed out. Of course, I 
didn't know what he meant. 

" T h a t night I sat i n my li t t le room 
looking at m y hair trunk. I t was hard 
to believe that very trunk had stood the 
day before in m y own room at home. It 
seemed as though I had gone such a long 
way since then. 

" I could hear some one moving in the 
next room. I t was another freshman, 
the janitor had told me. H e began to 
sing a song about ' E l i z a Jane.' I re
member how funny it seemed the way he 
pronounced the words. I ' d never heard 
a Southern accent before. B u t he could 
sing like anything, wi th a little k ind of 
shuffle in the time that made my feet tap 
on the floor. There were a lot of verses 
and I began feeling better all the time. 

" A t last he stopped. Tha t singing had 
given me a k i n d of bold, adventurous 
feeling. I wasn't that way by nature. 
Bu t before I knew it I was pounding on 
the wal l and calling out to h i m : ' Go on— 
sing some more.' 

" T h a t doesn't sound part icularly bold, 
I suppose, but it really was for me. 

" H e hollered right back as if i t was the 
most natural thing. 

" ' Y a n k e e ! ' he hollered, 'come on in 
here and I ' l l show you how to sing—and 
dance.' 

" W e l l , then I felt a l i t t le awkward for 
having so much brass, but I got up and 
went into the room. 

"There stood a tal l , s l im young man, 
with reddish hair ." Gramper mused. 

" T a l l and s l im , " he went on, " w i t h a 
lean, reckless face. H e was standing, 
elegantly dressed, in a pile of belongings 
that he'd thrown everywhere. H e bowed 
and held out his hand with a sort of mix
ture of formality and impudence. 

" ' L a Rue is m y name, seh,' he said; 
' from N e w Orleans !' 

" I gave h im mine and he asked me to 
sit down. We talked for a while. He 
was very much at ease and I was bashful 
and lumbering, I suppose. I told h im I 
had enjoyed his song. When I said that 
he began to sing again: 

' L i ' l Dav id , play on yo' harp— 
Hal le lu! Hal le lu! 
L i ' l David , play on yo' harp— 
Hal l e lu ! ' 

" T h e n he whistled it , doing funny 
little gliding steps right there in the pile 
of clothes." Gramper hummed a bar, 
moving his square hands in rhy thm on 
the arms of his chair. 

"There wasn't much to it , but it made 
me tingle a l l over. It was so new and 
strange. 

" W e l l , sir, that was the man, L a r r y 
L a Rue. French and Irish—and imp of 
Satan. 

" W e stuck to each other from that 
time on. H e was just the k ind of fellow 
I wanted to be and couldn't. A t first he 
kept me from getting too homesick. I 
asked h im if he ever felt homesick h im
self. 

" ' W e l l , if I do,' he said, ' d 'yeh reckon 
I 'm going to let on to these Yankees? 
N o seh, I 've got my tail over the dash
board and I ' m bound to keep it there.' 

"La t e r on things changed and I used 
to help h im sometimes. I got him home 
once when he was pretty full—he'd 
started to shoot out the light on the 
president's porch wi th a horse-pistol— 
and several other times. 

" H e was always like that. Right to 
the end whenever I saw Prexy Maclean 
sprinting across the campus in his ga
loshes and cloak, I knew that L a r r y was 
probably a few yards in front of him—but 
gaining. 

"Af ter the first year we had a room 
together. H e called me Achates and let 
me get h im out of scrapes wi th a sort 
of good-humored tolerance. One day, 
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though, when another fellow tried to call 
me that, he turned on h im like a flash. 

" ' W h a t do you mean, seh?' he said, 
' b y insulting my fr iend? ' 

" I t was ridiculous, of course, but he 
had a small , cold voice when he was an
gry, and the fellow got red and apolo
gized. 

" H e was just l ike a ch i ld , " said 
Gramper gravely, " just l ike a child—he 
was wonderful. 

" They were great days. In the spring 
we played town-ball and rounders. B u t 
the winter was the time for L a r r y . I t 
was a cold, dul l term, and he became one 
of a crowd who were bent on bringing 
convivial i ty into life by fair means or 
foul. They were mostly Southerners, 
and belonged to a secret society that had 
been forbidden by the faculty like a l l 
the others. 

" I first noticed that Eustace was 
hanging 'round a good deal. L a r r y used 
to call h im a ' free nigger' in a way that 
made i t sound as if that were as low as a 
human being could sink. A n d Eustace 
worshipped h im. L a r r y made h im con
fess that Eustace wasn't his real name— 
he'd just heard i t i n a play. H i s real 
name was Henry , but L a r r y said that was 
too high-toned and christened h im ' G o 
morrah ' instead. 

" W e l l , Eustace was always shuffling 
back and forth wi th messages, and i n the 
end L a r r y told me what i t was all about. 
H e and his friends were to have a dinner 
the next night at the tavern i n town. 
Tha t was against the rules of course, but 
when the time came they slipped out. 
The tavern was just across Nassau Street, 
so i t was easy. B u t about ten o'clock I 
could hear the noise of their cheering in 
m y room. I knew that couldn't last long, 
so I went out to see how things stood. 
I sneaked along by the church and across 
the street. There, sure enough, was a 
tutor coming toward the inn. I just had 
time to duck into the coach-yard and up 
the back way to where they were. I 
could hear Lar ry ' s voice as I came up the 
stair. H e was saying, 'Gentlemen, I 
give you the sacred rights of each sover
eign state and each sovereign individual . ' 
They started to look at me very coldly as 
I burst in . B u t I just said, 'Old Noggs— 
out front,' and the sovereign individuals 

were out the back door, c l imbing fences in 
al l directions, and me wi th them helping 
L a r r y , who would start to cl imb every 
fence six feet before he got to it . 

" N o n e of them was caught, but there 
was no chance of another party at the 
tavern after that. 

" Y o u know," said Gramper wi th an 
uncertain smile, " I ' v e always regretted 
that I didn't have the sense to say, 
'Gentlemen, I give you Old Noggs—on 
the front pavement. ' Tha t would have 
been good. It 's just the sort of thing 
L a r r y would have done. 

" W h a t was I telling about? Oh , the 
next thing was a party in one of their 
rooms. I t really didn' t amount to much, 
but they had got Eustace to smuggle in 
quite a lot of port, and this time the 
tutors caught them a l l . 

" P r e x y Mac lean let them know that it 
would go a good deal easier wi th them if 
they told h i m who smuggled the port. 
There was always something of the sort 
going on, and he wanted to stop i t . 

" T h e y came back to our room to talk 
i t over. Some were i n favor of telling, on 
the grounds that i t would save their 
skins and at the same time r id the college 
of a pernicious influence. B u t Larry 
was indignant. ' I resent that sugges
tion !' he s a i d , ' most vehemently. I con
sider i t beneath our dignity to save our
selves at the expense of a free nigger.' 
So they didn' t tell and were rusticated 
for four months. 

" T h e fall of junior year was '60 and 
we began to hear of trouble between the 
N o r t h and the South. I t worried us all 
a l i t t le, because nearly half the men were 
Southerners, of course, and our friend
ships were all mixed up together. The 
place was so beautiful—the old buildings 
and elms and green country—a great 
place to make friends. W e were worried, 
though, when we read the papers and 
heard from home, but we never thought 
war would really come. We thought 
every one was like us. B u t toward spring 
some of the Southern men began to leave, 
and then al l of a sudden one morning in 
A p r i l '61 we got the news that Sumter had 
been fired on. I t was incredible. I t still 
is—the most incredible day of m y life. 
I n other places they were full of excite
ment and patriotism—getting ready to 
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fight. B u t in Princeton there was nothing 
but a k ind of dumb sadness. 

" T h a t night L a r r y and I walked away 
off together. The elms were dark and 
soft in the starlight. The road was soft 
and dusty. We didn't say anything. 
Far away we heard the bell strike nine. 

" I stopped and whispered, ' L a r r y , I 
hope it won't come. I hope i t won't . ' " 

" ' W o n ' t come! ' he said, ' D o n ' t be 
a fool. I t has come.' 

" ' I ' m not,' I said, 'but you know.' 
" ' I know,' he said, ' I ' m the fool and 

always have been. B u t I ' d have been a 
heap bigger one if i t hadn't been for you, 
Achates. I know that, too. I expect you 
thought I didn' t . Bu t you just always 
remember—' and before I knew it he put 
his arms around me and began to cry. 

" I was trying to think of something to 
say to h im when he looked up in his old 
way and started to sing: 

' Y o u might as well live in union, 
Y o u got to die.' 

" W e went back to our room. 
" E a r l y next week the Southerners all 

left together. Prexy Maclean made them 
a great speech, and loaned them money to 
get home on. 

" W h e n i t was time for them to go, 
the rest of us marched down wi th them to 
the railroad station. We carried their 
satchels for them. 

" I was carrying Lar ry ' s , but, the first 
thing I knew, old Eustace had appeared 
from nowhere, the way he always did, 
and was taking i t out of my hand. 
' 'Scuse me, misto, ' he said, 'bu t dis yer's 
ma bin'nes,' and he fell i n at Lar ry ' s heels 
and never took his eyes off h im. I t was 
a busy day for the hacks, but he let some 
one else drive his. 

" W e straggled along in little groups; 
some of them were making a good deal of 
noise, some were very quiet. A few of 
the Southern men had negro body-
servants, slaves they had brought to col
lege wi th them. We knew these old 
darkies, of course, and had lots of fun 
with them, blaming al l the trouble on 
them and getting them mixed up and 
indignant. 

" B u t when the train came i n the fool
ing stopped. We shook hands awk
wardly as if we were ashamed of what was 

separating us. L a r r y turned to Eustace 
and handed h im a dollar b i l l , one of 
Prexy Maclean's. B u t the old negro 
drew back. 

" "Scuse me, no suh,' he said, "scuse 
me, no. Y o u is de highes' gempmum 
das been to dis yer college since A h come; 
de highes'gempmum. A h des tote de bag 
down fo' de honor, dassall. ' H i s voice 
broke and he bundled the satchel up 
the steps of the car. 

" W e just stood there watching the 
others get on board. As the train be
gan to move, we gave three straggling 
cheers. They waved from the car win
dows. • 

" W e were turning away when we heard 
a long high yel l . There was L a r r y on the 
rear platform. H i s hat was off and he 
was laughing. I can hear h im now. H e 
was shouting, 

" 'Good-by—you damn Yankees !' 

" W e l l , after that college was just a 
sort of pretense. M e n kept leaving to 
join the Union A r m y , and the next year, 
when people saw what the war really 
meant, most of the fellows who were of 
age went. We were seniors then. I ' d 
hung back on one excuse and another, 
but, in my heart, it was because I didn't 
want to fight against La r ry . In the 
end, though, I had to go. I joined the 
300th Pennsylvania from home. 

" I ' d had mil i tary dr i l l at the ^academy 
and they were short of officers then, so 
in four or five months I got my commis
sion. I wasn't properly qualified, of 
course, but things were in a bad mess in 
those -days and if I didn't take it , i t 
would go to some polit ical hanger-on. 
We were swamped with bad officers then. 
There was no system. As the war went 
on we got r id of them. Some were shot 
by firing squads, some by their own men, 
and a few by the Confederates—by mis
take. That ' s a part of war you don't 
hear much about. Others were given 
small jobs where they could do no harm." 

Gramper slowly knocked out his pipe. 
" I was one," he said. 
" A t first, though, I got on well enough, 

and by '62 I was a captain—captain of 
Company E . 

" W e were fighting i n the Peninsula, 
though there wasn't much fighting to i t . 
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We were always changing position and 
digging fortifications wi th nothing much 
to show for it so far as we could see. 
Bu t our brigade was well officered and 
well disciplined by that time, and we 
didn't lose heart as much as some of the 
others. When we got to Fa i r Oaks, they 
put us i n the centre of the line and told 
us we were going to be attacked. The 
men made bitter jokes about the honor, 
but they were proud, in a way, and we 
knew they would stay there. I was 
proud, too, unt i l I heard that one of the 
regiments against us was the Louis iana 
Tigers. 

" When morning came we were behind 
a stone wall and the enemy were in the 
woods on the opposite slope of the little 
swampy valley. M y orders were to hold 
our fire t i l l they struck the soft ground in 
the bottom and then to give a volley and 
fire at w i l l . 

" T h e day was sti l l and bright and 
though we couldn't see them, we could 
hear their officers forming them up to 
charge. 

" M y men were bi t ing their cartridge-
caps and spitting. I remember one new 
recruit about your age, near me, who 
tried to spit l ike the older men. B u t he 
couldn't. H i s face was gray and he 
couldn't spit at a l l . 

" T h e n from the woods there came that 
wi ld shivery cheer. We knew it well by 
then, but we never l iked it . 

" There was a crackling of branches and 
the tattered, muddy lines broke out of the 
woods on the run. They were a tough-
looking crowd. We could see the white 
of their cheek-bones against their scrubby 
beards. 

" W e were well equipped and turned 
out like regulars, but I wished we looked 

rougher than we did when I saw them 
coming. 

" T h e n as they hit the swamp, I saw 
an officer in the front rank take off his hat 
and jump ahead. It was L a r r y . " 

Gramper breathed hard. 
" I couldn't give the order to fire. 
" O u r troops had opened on both sides 

of me and as the Confederates floundered 
through, I could see m y lieutenants— 
looking at me. The men had sighted 
their rifles, but they were trained sol
diers and there wasn't a shot. 

" I kept staring at L a r r y . M y God, 
would he never get out of the way? 

" A s they came out of the swamp, some 
of his own men passed h im. H e was 
covered for an instant and I gave the 
order. B u t i t was too late—the next 
minute they were through the smoke of 
our volley, clubbing at our heads. We 
fell back. 

" A s we went down the h i l l I saw Lar ry 
standing on the stone wal l . H e was 
making a l i t t le bow and yel l ing: 

' " G o o d - b y — y o u damn Y a n k e e s ! ' " 

Gramper stared for a long while into 
the fire. 

A t last I asked, " D i d you never see 
him again, G r a m p e r ? " 

H e raised his big head wi th a start and 
gave a short laugh. 

" L a r r y ? O h no. I was sent to the 
rear in charge of a rmy stores. After the 
war I looked for h im. H e was missing-— 
missing since the battle of Fa i r Oaks." 

H e burnished the bowl of his pipe in 
the palm of his hand and cleared his 
throat. Then he looked at me with a 
smile. 

"Those were great days," he said in a 
strong, clear voice, "a t Princeton." 



C H I N E S E S K E T C H E S 

By Nora W a l n 

B E H I N D T H E W A L L S 

G R A Y walls, of stone and mortar built , stretch out a dul l expanse along the 
city street, enclosing in strong protective arms the life wi thin , making of 
each compound a citadel secure. 

N o w that Spring has come, gates st i l l guarded close against unwonted entrance 
are here and there left ajar and admit of glimpses of stone-flagged courts 
wi th many colored flowers set in stiff array and passing peeps at the life 
of the world within. 

A pair of great red doorways, decorated with carved designs, painted in green 
and gold and blue, are flung wide, revealing a clean-swept court wherein a 
small boy sits mending his broken kite. 

Farther down the hutung, an amah holds back two silk-clad children, who peer 
through the gateway and beg to buy of sweets from a vender just outside. 

A n d st i l l a little farther on, a broken door hangs unevenly on rusty hinges and 
within half a dozen miserable beggars squat. 

Beyond the gates of a government school, a group of boys pass back and 
forth in dr i l l . 

A coolie crosses the courtyard before one entrance-way, bearing great buckets 
of water suspended from a bamboo pole across his shoulder. 

A flash of color is caught as a girl clad in trousers and coat of soft green and 
heliotrope silk sways over a flower-filled courtyard on her small bound 
feet, lifting her dark eyes as she passes the gate for one swift glance at 
the mysterious world without. 

Before one door, a tethered donkey waits his master's return, pushing his nose 
against the crack i n a va in attempt to force i t wider. 

A n d so as spring comes, the gray dusty hutungs are no longer dul l dir ty 
passageways, but winding paths along the edge of many worlds. 

M Y T E A C H E R 

H E sits across the table from me, repeating in a monotonous voice the sounds 
with which his people make known their thoughts to each other. 

I repeat after h im tone for tone. 
While we drone on I wonder about h im, how he lives and what he thinks in 

the brain beneath his tight-fitting velvet cap. 
His voice is even and clear, his eyes contemplative wi th what seems like the 

wisdom of ages. 
H e is good to look at i n his long-skirted garment of green silk, l ined wi th 
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tan-colored fur; his trousers are bound neatly at the ankle wi th strips of 
purple satin, and his feet disappear into shoes of black velvet like his cap. 

H i s hands are slender; the long supple fingers end i n carefully kept pinked 
nails. 

H e turns a page and repeats a new proverb. 
We drone on. 
The clock strikes and the hour is done. 
H e rises to go, the passive calm of his face st i l l unbroken. 
Just at the door, he pauses—for a moment the barrier is down. H i s face is 

aglow wi th pride, and his eyes are l i t wi th a new wisdom as he says, 
" T h i s morning my first son was born ." 

B A B Y ' S B A T H 

M Y teacher's little son had his first bath to-day, as he is three days old. 
The custom is that a friend shall stand by while i t is done, and I was asked 

to come. 
They took me through two inner courts to a room where there was a rosewood 

bed carved in quaint design and hung wi th curtains a l l about. 
O n a quilt-covered chair beside the bed the young mother sat. 
Her hair was oiled and smoothed a glossy black, her eyes shone like jewels, 

and a faint pink glowed in her olive cheeks. 
She was supremely happy, for she had borne a son and won the place of honor 

next to her mother-in-law in the home. 
Her rosebud mouth was sweet wi th smiles as she held her baby close and shyly 

looked at me, the stranger who had come. 
The amah b rough t - a small white basin, and i n the water I was asked to place 

the egg and coin, for food and wealth. 
The mother unfolded the baby's blanket and held his l i t t le olive body on her 

knee, while wi th her hand she put the water over h im. 
H e did not like i t a bit, but kicked and began to cry. 
She let me hold his rosy crumpled hand, and before the bath was done, she of 

the East and I of the West, wi th so much of difference between, knew 
that just being women made us k in . 

G O L D E N L I L I E S 

T H I S morning they bound the feet of little Su Leng . 
She was five years old to-day, and I went wi th a bir thday gift i n the late 

afternoon, taking a bouncing bal l because I l iked to watch her run and 
skip in play. 

Then I did not know that she would never dance in glee again across the 
sunlit places. 

The mother and I drank tea i n the flower-filled inner court, and exchanged 
the courtesies of the day. 

Su Leng's brothers of four and six, foot-free, tossed the new ba l l back and 
forth. 

A gaily colored butterfly flitted from blossom to blossom. 

On former days the li t t le gir l had fluttered in laughing pursuit of butterflies 
from over the wal l . 

To-day she sat quietly beside her mother, save for one pi t i ful attempt to play, 
made when the bal l fell near her. 

H e r cheeks were stained wi th traces of tears of the day's earlier pain. 
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She kept her eyes intently on mine and when I looked at her she smiled the 
saddest, sweetest smile. 

The round contour of her baby face was already marked with the passive 
patience of the women of her race. 

A l l the while I stayed the mother chattered on. 
She showed me wi th pride her small feet clad in richly embroidered slippers, 

and told me they measured but four inches. 
I thought of the shapeless mass of dead white flesh beneath the outer silken 

coverings; and how they thumped when she walked. 
"Go lden L i l i e s , " she called them. 
The mother smoothed the little girl's hair as she said to me, " Y e s , they wi l l 

hurt for a few years, but they may be only three inches long, because 
they were bound so young." 

I t is late. 
Outside the moon floods my compound wi th white light. 
I cannot sleep. 
O n the other side of the wal l in my neighbor's compound, a little girl moans 

and moves on her k 'ang. 
"Go lden L i l i e s " — 
"Three-inch shoes"— 
That is what the mother said. 

S H A C K L E S 
S i x o'clock. 
E n d of the day's work, rest and the evening meal. 
The coals glow cosily on my fire and I draw the curtains close; 
To-night I cannot bear to see them pass. 
A n d yet I know they go. 

Bent shadows in the gathering twilight their bodies are, as they trudge wearily 
by m y door. 

Some are only six and seven years old; 
Bu t they work the twelve-hour night shift. 
Wrapped i n cloth they carry a cold midnight lunch. 

H o w small their hands are! 
Bu t they are trained to be swift and there is work that t iny fingers can do 

best. 
They are l i t t le children but there is no play i n them. 
Their bodies droop like flowers that never see the sun. 

A block away the great new factories belch forth the day shift ready for the 
night turn. 

The wooden structures house shining new machinery, intricate, and wonderful, 
the first ever seen in this Oriental city. 

The buildings are quickly and cheaply made wi th no thought for light and air. 
They are newly come and there is no law to question how they are made. 

The factories and I are of the West; 
We represent the new—increased production, progress. 
We make our profits and depart, 
H a v i n g taught a few Orientals how to fasten shackles on the lives of little 

children. 

Oh God , is this to be our gift? 
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T H E E M P E R O R ' S B I R T H D A Y 

A . L X day long, from early dawn t i l l late at night, men i n silken robes went by ; 
but we, who were not M a n c h u , were made to stay without and so we 
could not hear them b id h im joy. 

The magnificent spaces of the Imperial C i t y through which they passed were 
l i t wi th sunlight that matched the golden roofs. 

A l l of those who went wi th in wore coats of wondrous silk, spun in patterns 
that had been an artist's dream. 

O n their feet were velvet shoes; and on their heads were hats wi th crowns of 
cloth of gold, wi th brims embroidered, l ike the squares on front and back 
of each of their robes, wi th gossamer threads of lovely hues i n designs of 
angels and curves and flowers and dragons and butterflies. 

F r o m the neck folds of their robes, and sometimes caught up and held i n their 
slender hands, long chains of bright colored beads hung down. 

There was quite a host of those who passed. 
We heard not what they said within , for the guards would not let us go. 
B u t we saw the l imits of the grounds and the roof 'neath which the little 

Emperor had grown to be fifteen. 
W i t h three more years added in the Chinese count, one given by court, and 

one by earth, and one by heaven, because he is the birthright king. 

A n d I wondered why they kept h im there, and if he would not like to come 
out and have a real place i n the ranks of boys and men. 

A n d why, in the days of the Republic, they hire a tutor to teach h i m the 
ways of ruling a l imited Monarchy . 

A n d why, just once i n twelve months, the Manchus wear their ceremonial 
robes and go to b id h im joy in the growth of another year. 

The M i d d l e K i n g d o m is no more, and in its place a Republic has come; 
A n d yet they seem to fear h im, a little boy just fifteen years, while they teach 

h im to be an emperor. 

I wonder why. 

H A T A M E N S T R E E T 

A N E V E R - E N D I N G tide of life flows up and down Hatamen. 
The street is made i n generous length and breadth as Peking spaces are. 
A l l along its three-mile way, from the south gate under the four pilos to the 

north wal l , i t has on either side a fascinating line of shops. 

A t any hour i t is a wondrous place to walk, but the street is at its best when 
the day is almost done. 

A s the sun goes to rest behind the western hills, the coals 'neath the steaming 
pots of the street cook brighten, and from the ruddy forges the sparks 
dance like fireflies. 

There is a rhyme of home even in the fall of the camels' heavy feet as their 
master leads them to the place of the night's rest. 

I t tinkles merrily i n the donkey's bells as he trots by wi th his fat rider. 
I t is heard i n the springless rattle of the blue Peking carts. 
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I t is i n the song on the lips of folks and the bl ind musician gives i t voice on 
his quavering viol in . 

Street venders pack their wares and neatly put away the rattles and the drums 
they use by day to call their trade. 

The toy man, knowing that the children are near to sleep, makes ready to go 
home. 

The street sprinklers cease their work. 
M e n who have heavy loads to carry swing them carefully balanced from 

bamboo poles across their shoulders, ere they join the home-bound throng. 

Some of those who hurry along have houses a l l their own; 
They disappear into hutungs and through gates. 
A n d some, like the fortune-teller yonder, have only a shelter i n which they 

sleep. 
B u t those who have no place to call their own seem to satisfy the longing in 

their hearts by calling Hatamen—Home. 

There is a friendly feeling all about at eventide, when folk talk wi th folk as 
they do here. 

As night draws near the policemen assist each other to light the lamps, and 
passers-by stop and make a ceremony of the lighting. 

A l l up and down Hatamen, the cooks serve steaming food to those who have 
no stoves at home. 

Overhead the bril l iant stars hang low. 
A n d i n the street, the friendly lights glow for the folk who tarry there. 

A W E D D I N G D R E S S 

F O U R years artists of the thread took to make ready M a i Sung's Wedding 
Dress. 

A thing almost alive i t seemed to the gir l as it lay there in the moonlit room 
drawing unto itself the silver rays that came through the paper windows 
and reflecting a quivering radiance. 

M a i Sung moved cautiously lest she disturb her slumbering household, for this 
was not quite a modest thing she did—to slip into the room alone at 
night and show curiosity about the morrow. 

The dress wi th magnetic force drew her toward i t . She had had small part i n 
its making but she knew the symbolism of its every pattern stitched as 
they had been on the wedding dresses of a l l the women of her family 
before her. 

The heavy golden threads almost h id the r ich scarlet satin on which they were 
embroidered. 

The gir l ran her fingers caressingly over the dress. She l iked its beauty and 
she tried to realize that it was hers. 

She slipped i t over her shoulders, patting its folds into place, fastening each of 
the little buttons, thri l led wi th the magic of its golden threads. 

A n d then as she lifted up the wedding head-dress to slip it over her dark hair, 
all the light i n the room seemed to be drawn to the long band of heavy 
red satin that lay beneath it. She drew back trembling with fear; i t was 
the band which her mother would wind round and round her head 
to-morrow, the symbol that her own family bound her to her new life, to 
the unseen man who was to be her husband, and to the wi l l of his family. 
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She tried to take her eyes and thoughts away from it , turning them to the 
boxes of clothing, the rosewood furniture and the lovely linens that her 
parents had prepared to make more sure her welcome into her new home. 

Her parents were k ind , they loved her, she need not fear. She thought of the 
pretty patterns of the dresses, of the dainty little shoes of many colors, of 
the soft squirrel l ining i n the long blue wrap; there were more than she 
could count from memory. T h e y filled thirty-seven cedar boxes. 

E a r l y i n the morning she knew that gifts of fruit would go to her new mother, 
a lit t le later the long procession of thirty-seven chests, and then i n the 
afternoon she would follow, leaving her father's compound for the first 
time since she was fifteen. Her heart beat rapidly wi th the thought of the 
adventure—a whole new unknown world opening to-morrow. 

She smoothed the wondrous dress again; it glowed pure gold, reassuring her, 
but each time she raised her eyes they were drawn to the band of plain 
red satin, and each time she was shaken wi th fear. W h o were these 
people to whom she was to go? Would this man she was to marry be 
k i n d to her and how would she please h im? 

F ive of these years of preparation he had spent studying i n America . She 
could read a l i t t le , but to her, America was a far-away somewhere—she 
did not understand about i t . 

To-morrow the wedding chair would come early so that the guests might 
examine i t . Lost i n thought, she turned the engagement bracelets around 
on her wrists. She recalled the day that her mother had slipped them 
over her hands and told her that three years before arrangements had 
been made for her marriage. I t seemed a long time ago now. 

Only a few hours more and she would go to the new home. The chair would 
be of red satin; i t too would be embroidered w i t h golden threads. There 
would be a fine procession; there would be banner carriers and music men, 
but she would be sealed i n utter darkness and would not see the streets 
through which she passed; and they would leave her at the threshold of 
her new life wi th the band of red satin wound round and round her head. 

I t lay before her glowing wi th a frightening bri l l iancy. She would have thrust 
it away but she was afraid to touch i t—i t seemed some evi l spirit about 
to spring to life. 

Fascinated she could not take her eyes from it . 

The bell on the drum tower sounded the hours as they passed. 
There was a stir i n the kitchen court; servants were up early put t ing the 

finishing touches to the wedding-feast. 

The day had come. 

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

C O O L groves of quiet trees 
A distant line of blue domed temples. 
Bronze urns for sacrifice buil t w i th infinite care by the hand of man. 
Great open spaces where new grasses cl imb up through the brown stubble. 
A n altar la id of pure white marble by a people whose Emperors came wi th 

pomp and pageantry to wait i n silence for the voice of G o d . 
Yel lowed and softened by time the altar is no longer used when affairs of state 

are troublesome. 
Rel ics of a day that is gone are the spirit steps, the mute white pillars that 
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lift their arms beside the groves, the bronze urns, the crumbling oven i n 
which the sacrificial beasts were burned. 

Relics too of a day that is gone are the creeds and cants wi th which I sought 
to find G o d i n earlier times and i n the maze of which I lost H i m i n a 
world torn asunder wi th war and distrust and suffering. 

Here i n the quiet peace at a discarded altar buil t for another creed and 
another people I have rested, and a voice that has been speaking i n a l l 
the tongues of a l l the ages, wi th wondrous patience and tenderness, has 
spoken again to me, saying; " B e sti l l and know that I am G o d . " 

P E K I N G . 

FOR people to live a life which has the 
appearance of being blameless, bland, 
and innocent is certainly becoming 

more difficult all the time. A man who 
casts languishing glances at a glass of lemon
ade is suspected of knowing something of 

the mysteries of copper kettles 
and stone crocks. A woman who 
wears her skirts below her knees 

is considered to have been treated unfairly 
by nature. The idea of the ulterior motive 
is becoming irritatingly prevelant. There's 
an opinion that every one has something to 
sell—or, at least, is using all his wit to make 
a trade or deal of some kind. This one may 
be shrewd in disguising his design; that 
one's motive may be immediately apparent. 
But every one is considered as "handling a 
line." Lately I heard a business man, laden 
with golf clubs of a Sabbath morning, re
mark that he didn't care to go to church 
that day because he had "heard the preach
er's l ine" before. A graduate of a great 
university has been heard to mention "Ten
nyson's line." The implication in all this 
lies deeper than we suppose; it does not de
scribe a mood or a trend. It means that 
every one is a trader, and that each one has 
a special method of displaying his wares. 

Because of this commercialized view of 
life, all of us have become suspicious char
acters. When we receive a kindly invita
tion, we wonder what social game is afoot; 
when your old and tried family physician 
suddenly discovers that you have appendi
citis, you cannot avoid speculating meanly 
that his car is badly in need of a set of cord 

tires now so alluringly advertised. And the 
moment we meet a new acquaintance this 
process of appraisal begins. In very short 
order we try to have every one ticketed, 
docketed. I suppose that this feverish 
" l i n i n g " is a form of self-defense; we are 
forearming ourselves because we are sus
picious. We fully expect something to be 
offered us in the way of a bargain. For ex
ample, the ornate catalogue of one of Amer
ica's proudest colleges is called by the under
graduates "Our Lit t le Song and Dance." 
The gravest of our public officials are suf
ferers from the levity of the attitude of those 
who should do them honor. A senator who 
has made a great speech—Do senators make 
great speeches in these days?—is said to 
"have the goods." Imagine any one dar
ing to say, in 1850, that Daniel Webster 
"had the goods !" We are losing our rever
ence because we have become a suspicious 
people. 

But the chief sufferers from this trouble 
are the great men and women of the ancient 
world. Opening a magazine, we see a most 
fetching Antony and Cleopatra scene, and 
we imagine that we are viewing an historical 
pageant. But, as we read the description of 
the magical scene, we learn that the real 
purpose of the picture is to enamour the eye 
until it is trapped into the discovery that 
Mutimas, of the purest Turkish, can be had 
in week-end boxes of one hundred, with or 
without cork tips. Or perhaps the scene is 
of the Queen of Sheba, for whom all men 
and most women have a secret mysterious 
regard. We are pleased to have the great 
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biblical character drawn for us in so alto
gether charming a fashion. But the inevi
table " l i n e " is to follow. We come to the 
exciting and delicate discovery that Sheba 
must have known the salubrious effect, on 
the epidermis, of Olivene soap. But we are 
disappointed at this neatly arranged climax; 
for soap and romance do not cohere very 
satisfactorily. Vaguely dissatisfied, we turn 
to a page showing vignettes of eighteenth-
century coffee-houses, with artistic inserts 
of Johnson, Addison, Goldsmith, and other 
worthies of their day. This page has a de
cidedly literary aspect; but its flavor is to 
prove commercial: we are told with much 
enthusiasm that Dingo Coffee wil l make 
any table as vivacious and intellectual as 
the Great Cham's at the M i t r e ! Perhaps, 
we see a picture of blind Homer, pathetically 
begging his bread in an At t ic village; then 
we are dramatically reminded that if he had 
been able to take advantage of a course in 
the National Condensed Correspondence 
College, he never would have been a beg
gar! 

I do not know that there's anything new 
about all this. K i n g Charles I I , who had 
a most urbane knowledge of life, used to 
claim that every man had himself to sell, 
and every woman, herself; and that the 
device whereby the man kept up the price 
of his product was the word "honor" ; 
women, he claimed, used the word "v i r t ue" 
for the selfsame purpose. Naturally we dis
sent from such arrant cynicism. But it is a 
fact that a suspicion of the ulterior motive 
is robbing us of many of the simple enjoy
ments of life. . . . If, on a cool autumn 
day, a wife kisses her husband with grati
fying zeal, we begin to wonder if her last 
year's set of furs is not just a little too 
shabby to go through another winter; and if 
a husband phones in a most serious tone 
that he is detained at the office, his wife's 
mind instanter sniffs the approach, at mid
night, of a clove-alloyed breath. . . . The 
fact is, we are terribly suspicious of our 
loved ones, of our neighbors, and perhaps of 
ourselves. I wish it were easier to be un
suspected. Even a man who writes a little 
paper for a magazine is suspected of covet
ing rewards other than those purely aesthetic 
and artistic. Base suspicion! Yet this 
game is one that all of us are playing; and 
the pain we experience from being suspected 
is perhaps compensated by our pleasure in 
suspecting. 

G R E A T - G R A N D M O T H E R came 
across the mountains to Indiana 
from the Old North State more than 

eighty years ago, with nine children and 
such few household goods as the caravan 
of covered wagons could accommodate. In 
some corner she tucked away a 
book with stout brown-leather 
covers; medicine-stained and 
water-marked, but speaking as of old with 
a voice of final authority, "Gunn's Domes
tic Medic ine" is with the family yet. 

It was printed in 1832 with the inten
tion of furnishing medical advice to those 
inhabitants of Tennessee and the "South
ern and Western country" who had no 
physicians and who desired to know the 
proper time and method to bleed the pa
tient or administer sassafras tea. It re
mains in this later age to give strange 
thoughts to those who are venturing to 
build post-war houses and are undecided 
whether one bath on second floor for the 
family and another on third for the maid 
are enough, or whether a guest-room bath 
is also a necessity. 

For Doctor Gunn was a bath enthusiast, 
and he gloried in his eccentricity. Not even 
feather-beds nor "dispepsia" could rouse in 
him the scorn that he felt for those "who 
imagine that when they have furnished 
their mansions with splendid mirrors, Tur
key carpets and sophas that all things are 
complete." 

" I say," he thunders, "that unless they 
have a small room appropriated to bathing 
in which the necessary apparatus can be 
fitted up for use, their houses want one of 
the most necessary appendages for health." 

Noble! we say; and we applaud loudly 
when he turns with many italics and rather 
uncertain spelling to the demolition of some 
of the contemporary medical brethren: " I 
do ascert without fear of contradiction, save 
by the ninnyhammers of the profesion, that 
if the warm bath were more frequently used 
with proper abstinence from food on the 
approach of fever and many other diseases, 
medical assistance would not be required." 

We remember our own debates on tile 
floors vs. linoleum, and built-in bathtubs vs. 
the kind that stand on legs and are ag
gravating to scrub under, and we follow 
Doctor Gunn with anxious interest into his 
ideal small room appropriated to bathing 
to survey the "necessary apparatus." 

Our unaccustomed eyes rest upon a " bath-

The Bath 
in 1832 
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ing-machine, improperly called a tub." 
Says Doctor Gunn proudly: " I t is easy of 
construction and very simple, being in shape 
like a child's cradle without the rockers, 
about six feet in length and of width suf
ficient easily to admit the body, with a hole 
in the bottom near the foot to let the water 
pass off after being used. 

" I t may be constructed of wood or tin, 
and if of the latter, ought to be painted to 
prevent rust. Where it is made of wood 
plank the cracks ought to be filled with 
boiling tar or pitch to prevent leaking. 

"Rocks properly cleansed previously to 
being heated in the fire afford a very easy 
means of heating the water to any tempera
ture." 

This was the "warm bath." One might 
safely indulge once a week in winter and 
two or three times a week in summer; and 
this, on the whole, does not seem too fre
quent unless one objects to the labor of 
heating the water with hot stones fished 
from an equally hot fireplace. 

There was also the cold bath, and this 
in its simplest form required only a con
venient river or creek, free from "cold 
springs in its branches." 

Only the time of day and year was con
sidered here, although it is better to "enter 
the bath on an empty stomach," and, hav
ing first wet the head, "to dive in head 
foremost, so as to make the impression uni
form. The morning is the best time for 
bathing, or two hours before sunset, as the 
water has by the rays of the sun acquired 
an agreeable warmth." As autumn draws 
on, the cold bath should last only a minute 
and should be replaced by that novelty, the 
shower-bath. 

"The shower-bath means the falling of 
water from a height of seven or eight feet 
in a shower similar to rain," Doctor Gunn 
proceeds happily. "The construction of 
this bath is very simple. Fix a box that 
will hold water, or a large tub will answer; 
bore the bottom full of holes made with a 
large gimblet—let the box or tub be placed 
above your head the distance above men
tioned and let the water be thrown in, you 
being underneath." 

Or, preferring the bath without assis
tance, we may exercise a little ingenuity. 
"Have a box made with a trap door under
neath so that by pulling a string the trap 
door will fall a hinge and permit the water 
to fall on your body." A less social occa

sion but with more "delicacy to the ex
posure of your person" ! 

This form of cold bath, we are assured, 
produces the most electrifying and delight
ful sensations, and it is obviously free 
"from the injuries to which bathing in 
creeks and rivers expose us." 

Confidentially speaking, I doubt if any 
of great-grandmother's flock ever forsook 
the wooden wash-tub for the "bathing-ma
chine," or the shower-bath, and when they 
went swimming in the creek, probably they 
never considered the medicinal advantages 
of their splashings. I never saw great-
grandmother, but I gather that she was a 
busy person with little time to try or ten
dency to encourage new-fangled notions. 
Her " D r . G u n n " opens most readily to 
Measles and the section on common herbs. 

But somewhere in its many editions the 
"Domestic Medicine" must have reached 
an adventurous soul who was brave enough 
to astonish the neighborhood with a bath
room and the "necessary apparatus." 

There our modern bathrooms had their 
beginning and there, when weary of plumb
ers and the high cost of building, we might 
return, with the aid of a few boards, some 
asphalt to fill the cracks, borrowed, let us 
say, from the nearest road-making machine, 
and a half-dozen cobblestones heated in the 
furnace. 

The guest-bath ? Certainly, we will have 
that, too. The easiest solution would lie 
in building on the banks of a creek, but, 
failing that, why not a trap-door shower in 
the garage? 

OF all the changes that have come 
about in commercial life probably 
none are more striking or significant 

than that which has taken place in the shop 
of the apothecary. 

The long, ill-lighted "drug store" of forty 
years ago or less, lined below with 
row after row of mysterious draw
ers filled with roots and herbs from 
every land, and with shelf above shelf of 
Latinized-labelled jars containing gallon 
after gallon of extract and tincture, has 
given place to a gay saloon, housing a giant 
bar of polished marble and glittering metal, 
flowing with carbonated drinks, ice-cream, 
cakes, pies, sandwiches, and candy. The 
containers for healing liquids have shrunk 
in size, and slunk to the rear, while the draw
ers of drugs have been displaced by displays 

At the 
Apothecary's 
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of perfumes, powders, stationery, vacuum-
bottles, toilet articles, china, bric-a-brac, and 
what-not. The composite odor from the 
world congress of the vegetable and mineral 
kingdoms has given place to another from 
scented soaps, perfumes for my lady's hand
kerchief and for my master's breath. 

The house of the servant of /Esculapius 
has certainly undergone a most marvellous 
transformation. The substitution of vege
table and mineral substances for powdered 
snail-shells, extracted frogs' eyes, and desic
cated deer dung was a process of centuries, 
and their place of residence still remained 
the house of healing, but with the revolu
tion of the past few years the drug store is 
no more except in name. It still caters to 
the inner man, but is more a heavenly annex 
to the grocery store than a dispensary of 
cures for human ills. The mixer of drinks 
has become a far more important person 
than the pharmacist. Even the globes of 
colored fluids, which, in nights gone by, 
directed the seeker after relief from bodily 
ills to the harbor of hope, are fast disappear
ing. The lights have lost their significance, 
are extinguished at an early hour, the key 
is turned, and the proprietor retires for an 
all night's rest, while poor humanity must 
put up with its pains as best it may, until 
long after the break of the succeeding day. 

Oh yes, the proprietary preparations, 
coquetting as formerly in containers of 
every contour and wrappers of every hue, 
still have a place, though they huddle to
gether in fear of extinction since their al
coholic content has been exposed and re
duced. 

The factors which have worked this ex
traordinary change are not apparent on the 
surface, but, in general, are: better sani
tation and, so, less sickness; better medi
cal knowledge, and more ready cash. The 
drugs which, in a generation past, were 
employed for the "treatment" (not cure) 
of typhoid fever would, alone, have kept 
one of the old-time apothecaries busy in any 
community. So desperate and so long an 
illness makes it difficult, even now, not to 
employ many medicines to bolster the cour
age of the well, even when they seem of 
doubtful value to the sick. 

The actual laboratory testing of drugs, 
with the failure of most of them to live up 
to their reputation, has, of course, greatly 
reduced the writing of elaborate prescrip
tions, and sent a whole host of drugs into 

oblivion, though their names and histories 
and suggestion of their supposed magical 
virtues are still preserved in that monument 
of medical ignorance—the pharmacopoeia. 

This accounts for the shrinking of the 
business; the expansion of the carbonated 
and saccharine side is certainly due to the 
fact that people have more money to spend. 
The business has passed from one dealing 
with nauseous necessities for preserving life 
to one dispensing the most elaborate of 
luxuries for pleasing the palate. The busi
ness is on the same foundation, for most 
medicines, nowadays, are taken to con
ciliate and restore an abused stomach, or to 
quiet the outcry of organs sympathetically 
injured, and now the drug store lures to the 
overworking of that same indispensable re
ceptacle for that which passes the palate. 
The apothecary was more worthy in fur
nishing hope to the unhealthy than in mak
ing the healthy less hopeful. 

W i l l the results of this commercial revo
lution be reflected in the physique and lon
gevity of the rising generation? If they 
can withstand, without damage, the deluge 
of iced drinks and the avalanche of sweet
meats to which their alimentary organs are 
exposed, the human machine is more ad
justable than we know it to be. 

It is interesting to note that, as the drug 
store changes to cafe, the eating-house is 
exhibiting a reverse metamorphosis; for, in 
a large establishment, devoted otherwise 
exclusively to meats and drinks, we read, 
at the bottom of the menu: 

Aspirin 5 cents 
Bromo-Seltzer 15 cents 

Superfeed and swallow an antidote for dis
comfort, this seems to say. The Romans 
were wiser in prophylactically poking their 
fingers into their fauces. The physician as 
an adviser, if not as a prescriber, is more 
necessary than ever, for humanity's main 
business and pleasure in life is ever that of 
pleasing its palate at all costs. 

Where our ancestors of a century or so 
since swallowed tons of liquor and moun
tains of meat, we imbibe fountains of fizzing 
water and consume freezers of cream and 
counters of confection. We are certainly 
more aesthetic in our choice, and perhaps 
we are wiser; but equally with the men of 
former time we work our bodily laboratories 
to the limit, and usually beyond. 
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W O O D - B L O C K P R I N T I N G T O - D A Y 

By Frank Weitenkampf 
Author of " How to Appreciate Prints " 

I L L U S T R A T I O N S P R O M R E C E N T E X A M P L E S 

From a book-plate 
by G. W. Plank. 

IN these days there 
are many demands 
on our appreciation 

of art in many forms. 
Wood-engraving should 
not be lost s i gh t of 
through a possible con
tempt bred of a famil
iarity of centuries. The 
wood-block is of a possi
ble pliability, a poten
tial response to individ
ual touch, quite apt to 
be overlooked or insuffi
ciently realized. 

Forty years ago, wood-engraving in the 
United States entered on a brilliant period 
of achievement in reproductive work, with 
remarkable virtuosity, an almost incredible 
refinement of technic. It was the nat
ural final outcome of the development of 
the method practised by Thomas Bewick in 
England in the late eighteenth century. 
That was based on 
the employment of 
wood cut across the 
grain instead of with 
the grain, and the 
u t i l i z a t i o n of the 
"white line." T h e 
latter was cut into the 
block instead of being 
thrown into relief by 
cutting away the sur
face around it, thus 
offering a more eco
nomical and more ef
fective m e t h o d of 
producing variety of 
tone by utilizing the 
gamut of grays be
tween b l a c k and 
w h i t e . T i m o t h y 

Cole, active veteran of those golden days 
of America's " N e w School" of wood-en
graving, W. G. Watt, and a few others, are 
yet exercising the witchery of this craft, 
transmuting the painter's art into the mono
chrome of the wood-block. 

But to-day, overwhelmingly, our produc
tion in wood-block printing, and its near 
relative, linoleum printing, lies in the direc
tion of "or ig ina l" or "painter" engraving. 
That implies artist and engraver in one 
person, the block being used, as is the etch
ing plate or the lithographic stone, as a 
direct medium of expression for the artist, 
an autographic art. Thus the artist's de
sign is transmitted directly to his public, 
without the intervention of a professional 
engraver. 

In this use of the wood-block the tendency 
is toward simplicity in execution, few lines, 
flat tones of black or color, the use of the 
plank cut with the grain instead of the 
block cut across the grain. A n d there is 

Sleigh Ride. By J . J . Lankes. 
635 
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felt the influence of the early facsimile cuts 
and of the Japanese color print. Whatever 
reflection there may be found of the spirit 
of the fifteenth and 
sixteenth centuries is 
usually not shown in 
a dull c o p y i n g of 
manner. Pure, un
adulterated archaiz
ing is rarely more 
than a sport, a stunt, 
the artist projecting 
himself backward in
to a time which is 
not his own living, 
pulsating p r e s e n t . 
More than one of 
our artists evince a 
s y m p a t h e t i c a n d 
profitable study of 
the spirit and crafts
m a n s h i p of o t h e r 
days, assimilated and 
placed at the service 
of the expression of 
their own time and 
place. W i t h this 
there comes also an 
understanding of the 
characteristics of the 
medium—the wood
block and knife or 
burin—with both its 

possibilities and its 
limits. 

A striking feature 
in all this modern 
work, viewed collec
tively, as in the re
cent comprehensive 
exhibition of Amer
ican prints at the 
New York Public L i 
brary, is its variety 
in handling and ex
pression. That as
pect is n a t u r a l l y 
intensified if we con
sider foreign produc
tion as well, with its 
added racial and per
sonal outlook. Eu
ropean artists such 
as B l a k e , Calvert, 
S h a n n o n , S le igh , 
Brangwyn, Sturge 

Moore, Nicholson, Ricketts, F . Morley 
Fletcher, Vallotton, Lepere, Colin, Riviere, 
Calregle, Orlik, Laage, Klemm, R. Leclercq, 

Washington Market. By Adolph Treidler. 

Wounded. By John J . A . Murphy, 
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Jan Claessens, Adolfo de Karolis, Emilio 
Mantelli, offer rich proof of the response of 
the evidently pliable wood to the evoking 
touch of individual intent. 

In the increasing use of the wood-block 
by American artists there appears not only 
the individual note but also the reflec
tion of modern 
points of view, 
ideas, i d e a l s , 
which integrate 
the spots of in
dividuality into 
groups of ap
p r o x i m a t e l y 
common aims. 
I t ' s a l o o s e 
c lass i f ica t ion , 
h o w e v e r , for 
the spirit of in-
d i v i d u a l i s m 
shines forth in 
differences sub
t l y expressed 
here, vigorously 
t h e r e . T h e 
clean-cut blacks 
of Mildred M c -
Millen contrast 
with the rolling, 
r o u g h - h e w n , 
scumbled lines 
of Birger Sand-
zen, the preci
sion and reti
cent delicacy of 
Rudolph R u -
zicka with the 
bold cutting of 
Tod L i n d e n -
m u t h , t h e 
sculpturesque realism of J . J . A . Murphy 
with the decorativeness of Horace Brodsky, 
the light tints of A . W . Dow with the com
plete color effects of Gustave Baumann. 

Certain artists, while differing in style 
and aims, may conveniently be considered 
together because of a general tendency 
toward realism. Most of them have some 
connection with deep-rooted traditions in 
wood-engraving, traditions of the old days 
of facsimile cutting on the plank. One, 
indeed, Howard McCormick, with a rugged 
insistence on pictorial completeness, re
calls our American school of the eighteen-
eighties, but only at a distance; no trained 

line here, but a vigorous yet sane variation 
of handling to suit the passing need. Draw
ing with the graver, brushing almost. Tod 
Lindenmuth also works for distance, and 
gets effects of detail by suggestion of detail 
which is not there. Wi th Sandzen the 
rugged line turns into a sweeping gesture 

New York from the Manhattan Bridge. By Rudolph Ruzicka. 

which at times rolls gnarled trees and 
clouds into convolutions like those of a 
finger print. Robustness, likewise, is the 
outstanding quality of J . J . Lankes, with a 
muffled undertone of sympathetic human 
interest in his bits of rural life. More 
suave is the vigor, changing in manner 
with the purpose, of W. A . Dwiggins, al
ways direct, happy, and sufficient. Vigor 
is still the word for J . J . A . Murphy. Quite 
personal and natural, with thoughtful en
try into his subjects, and with a fine sense 
of omission and of balanced composition, he 
guides his technic in terms of the mind to 
produce results of a sculpturesque effect. 
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His wife, Cecil Buller Murphy, has a 
similar bigness in execution. In her nudes 
there is no attempt to go beyond the sim
plest outline to indicate the soft firmness of 
flesh, yet it is indicated. Childe Hassam, 
again, uses a tint block with white cross-
hatching to arrive at results similar to those 
in his paintings and etchings of the human 
body. Sanity, directness, restraint, and 
honest craftsmanship mark the work of 
Rudolph Ruzicka. He has observed and 
reproduced the beau
ties and interests of 
urban aspect with a 
delicate taste, a con
templative attitude, 
and quiet humor. 

The reality of ev-
ery-day life is thrown 
out of focus in fig
ures such as those 
by John Storrs, of a 
monumental quality 
that stamps a group 
of soldiers, for ex
ample, as a type of 
the warrior rather 
than a picture of 
present-day "dough
boys." This feeling 
of an alignment of 
the world into linear 
arrangements to ex
press mental atti-

tudes is also Rockwell 
Kent's. His nudes 
stride this world of 
problems and trage
dies and ecs tas ies 
with a gesture that 
recalls Blake, without 
calling for further 
compar i son ; Ken t 
needs no such crutch. 

Thence the step is 
natural to the decora
tive effect which is 
the key-note of cuts 
by Hunt Diederich, 
George Biddle, Hor
ace Brodsky, William 
and Marguerite Zo-
rach. A matter of 
conventionalities and 
swirling lines, going 
from a certain central 

impulse to divergent individualities. Where 
Brodsky offers strong juxtaposition of abso
lute black and white, which at times be
comes silhouette, Diederich remodels men 
and animals into proper shape for the 
measured cavortings that fit into his dec
orative scheme. A n d with the Zorachs 
form is schematized even more into a matter 
of design, of balance, of intertwining pat
terns almost geometrical. 

A frank' and humorous archaizing is 

Landscape. By Mildred McMillen. 

Village Roofs. By Arthur W. Dow. 
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indulged in by John Held, Jr., borrow
ing from early nineteenth-century chap-
books or similar popular printings. In his 
"Mate of the L i l l e -E lena" he moves to
ward the methods of the old-time theatre-
poster carvers, well utilized by James Bri t -
ton in some posters done years ago. Harry 
Townsend has announced the Painter 
Gravers' exhibition with the di
rectness which the mural adver
tisement demands, and Adolph 
Treidler, his poster-making abili
ties evident, digs out form with 
an almost tactile effect. In all 
this black-and-white work the 
wood-block remains in evidence, 
the grain shows. 

The mention of posters recalls 
other uses to which the wood
block has been put. Book-plates 
form an interesting specialty, 
cultivated by Ruzicka, George 
W. Plank, A . Allen Lewis, and 
W. F. Hopson, the art of the last-
named long since clarified into a 
sure and calm taste and crafts
manship. A n easy change of 
manner, according to the subject 
in hand, is shown by Plank, while 
Lewis has a direct and simple 
vigor that recalls the fifteenth 
and sixteenth centuries in a 
vague and attractive way. Hol i 
day cards for individuals embody 
happy conceits by R u z i c k a , 
Lewis, and F . T. Chapman, and 
the art has been felicitously ap
plied to commercial purposes by 
Murphy, Chapman, Percy A . Grassby, and 
Ruzicka. 

The service rendered to the people by 
wood-engraving through five centuries 
came to a very large extent in the form of 
book illustration. And to-day, now and 
then, some of our "painter-engravers" get 
an opportunity to exercise their craft in 
the adornment of a book. I n such cases— 
for instance Mrs . Charles MacVeagh's 
"Fountains of Papal Rome" and "Jour
neys to Bagdad," by Charles S. Brooks, 
Ruzicka the illustrator of the former, Lewis 
of the latter—even though the artists have 
not had opportunity to direct in the wedding 
of type and decoration, there is yet the 
impetus toward harmony between the two. 
Wood-engraving, a relief process as is type-

cutting, is a peculiarly effective and proper 
element in the realization of this funda
mental factor in the making of decorated 
books. The example of the finest illus
trated books of those early days of printing, 
whose productions we have not surpassed 
to-day, shows that clearly. 

In the course of the tendency to get be-

yond straight black and white, Lewis, 
Ruzicka, Grassby, and Childe Hassam have 
used, with modifications, the old chiaroscuro 
method, employed centuries ago to repro
duce wash-drawings with white high lights. 
The process consists in adding to the black 
design a tint printed from a separate block, 
with the lights cut out in white. Ruzicka 
sometimes employs several tints to suggest 
color effect. From this, one steps on nat
urally to color printing, in which the 
influence of the Japanese has been very 
strong. 

The question of color or no color is one 
to be settled by individual taste. If you" 
are in an affirmative attitude, there is a 
very notable variety to choose from. The 
Japanese tradition is expressed with grace 

French Hillside. By Harry De Maine. 
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and delicacy by the late Helen Hyde and 
Mrs . Bertha L u m , more robustly by B . J . 
O. Nordfeldt. Arthur W . Dow, long since, 
with a facile and sure touch, showed the 
possibilities of flat tints without black out
line, in his "Ipswich Prints." Since then, 
that method has been applied in ways that 
reflected changing tendencies, general and 
individual, in a variety of manners, ranging 
from merest color suggestion to a chromatic 
vehemence that ends in practically ignor
ing the character of the medium. Hugh 
M . Eaton, Elizabeth Gardner, Harry De 
Maine, Mi ldred Fritz, Juliette S. Nichols 
exemplify as many different ways of color 
printing, which in some cases turns into 
a reduction into juxtaposed tints of the 
artist's seeking rather than nature's. A n 
avowedly decorative use of color and form 
in combination appears in the studies of 
birds by H . M . Baer and in the Russian 
dancers by Mrs . W . M . Ivins, Jr., graceful 
weldings of tint and form, some with a 
touch of Bakst, others with a faint sugges
tion of children's books of the Greenaway 
period. Gustave Baumann strives for a 
completeness of realistic color effect, with
out losing sight of the wood-block, while 
the color prints of Margaret Patterson, 
Edna Boies Hopkins, Elizabeth Colwell, 
and others almost suggest actual work in 
oil or body color rather than printing. The 
fact that most of the women artists in this 
field work in color may be noted. 

In all this contemporary work, here as 
abroad, there is, quite apart from the ques

tion of quality, a variety of an extensiveness 
and richness not dreamed of in other days. 
A n d it reflects its time, our time, a period 
of many minds, ideas and ideals, and some 
aberrations. 

Clearly, here is an art which, with all its 
characteristic of vigorous simplicity, can 
be moulded, without loss of its nature, to 
the manner of each individual artist. A 
medium as much worth our attention, in 
its way, and within its limitations,—limita
tions are always to be understood in any 
medium—as is etching. Clearly, too, the 
amateur or collector, in this garden of 
latent delights, must attend to some weed
ing. We cannot escape here, any more 
than we do in etching or any other art, the 
entrance of the glib one. It's so tempting 
to be able to perpetuate one's drawing by 
putting it down on a plate or block or stone 
from which impressions can be taken,—and 
perhaps sold! It 's comparatively easy to 
make prints, but much more difficult to 
make good ones. After all , part of the 
pleasure of the game lies in the hunt, the 
comparison, the choice. A n d the exercise 
of those prerogatives, the activities of 
sorting, wil l help also to keep up the good 
name of wood-engraving. A n d to keep the 
block print, that buxom maid now being 
introduced to so many would-be practi
tioners, from the indignities which, in 
Whistler's metaphorical pleasantry, the 
more elegant etching had to endure when, 
with easy familiarity, the passing gallant 
chucked her under the chin. 

A calendar of current art exhibitions will be found on page 7. 



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

T H I S present autumn season has i n 
some respects fulfilled expectations of 

judicious financial observers; i n others, i t 
has been a chapter of surprises. Of one 
thing we may be certain: that this au

tumn wi l l be remembered i n 
the traditions of financial his
tory as the first grasp at re
covery from the long after-

war depression, and yet as a season 
marked by events so conflicting and 
anomalous as to illustrate by themselves 
the confusion into which the world has 
been thrown by the war and its inevitable 
economic sequel. 

The events of the past few weeks have 
been disconnected and yet connected; 
some of them were spectacular i n the ex
treme. T h e y comprised the continued 
inpour of gold on a prodigious scale into 
the Un i t ed States, un t i l the treasure 
vaults of our Federal Reserve were be
lieved to hold 30 to 40 per cent of the 
whole world's monetary stock of gold. 
W i t h this came reduction of the official 
bank rate for money, on the very eve of 
the usual active autumn business season, 
to the lowest level since January, 1920; 
sudden release of stored-up grain which 
farmers had refused to sell at the lower 
prices, i n such quant i ty as to cause dur
ing J u l y the largest shipment of wheat 
ever made i n a single month from A m e r i 
can farms to Amer ican markets, and i n 
August the largest export of Amer ican 
wheat of any month on record. 

A t the very beginning of autumn, the 
discovery was made that not only had 
the acreage planted to cotton suffered the 
largest reduction i n the history of the cot
ton industry, but that this curtailment 
had been followed by the most disastrous 
cotton-growing season i n our history, pos
sibly cut t ing down the yie ld one-haif from 
1920. Such a rise i n the cotton market 

had resulted that, while the lately insol
vent South was busy paying its debts by 
selling its cotton at the doubled price, the 
cotton merchants and manufacturers 
were withdrawing from the market be
cause of their absolute doubt if the con
suming public would pay the necessary 
higher cost for goods. Y e t along w i t h a l l 
this confusion of events an atmosphere of 
increasing hope and confidence, reflected 
i n the strong recovery on the Stock E x 
change, was pla in ly discernible. 

W H I L E these perplexing occurrences 
were visible at home, the financial 

public 's attention was attracted forcibly 
to the rap id and spectacular fal l i n the 
foreign value of the German currency and 
to the spread through Bolshe
v i k Russ ia of a famine which 
foreshadowed one of the great 
calamities of history. I t is 
doubtful whether an economic situation 
has ever arisen w i t h any country i n which, 
as i n the present situation of Germany, the 
concrete economic facts were so plainly 
visible to every one yet i n which the out
side world's deductions from those facts 
were so diametrically conflicting. The 
three outstanding facts, which any reader 
of the news could learn, were these: F i rs t , 
Germany's export trade was increasing 
steadily. Statements published at Ber l in 
have valued such shipments at 10,057,-
000,000 paper marks in the calendar year 
1919, an immense shrinkage from 1913, 
but at 69,524,000,000 i n 1920, and even 
allowing for the depreciation of 50 to 75 
per cent i n the average value of the Ger
man currency for 1920 as compared wi th 
1919, the larger figure would indicate 
more than the doubling of the actual ex
ports. 

Second, the German Government was 
duly providing the stipulated instalments 
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on its war reparations; payment of one 
bi l l ion gold marks, arranged to be made 
in the three months beginning M a y 31, 
was completed by transfer of the actual 
cash on the Paris , London , and N e w Y o r k 
markets before the 31st of August . 
T h i r d , the inflation of Germany's paper 
currency was proceeding at an extremely 
rapid rate, wi th resultant fall i n value of 
the mark i n foreign countries to the low
est level in history. Between the last 
week of M a y and the middle of September 
the outstanding German paper, as re
ported by the Reichsbank, increased 
11,000,000,000 marks, making a total i n 
crease of nearly 40 per cent, as compared 
wi th twelve months before, and mean
time the mark, which, as against its nom
inal value of 23^8 cents, had sold i n for
eign exchange transactions for 2 cents i n 
September, 1920, and for cents when 
reparations payments began at the end of 
last M a y , had fallen i n September of the 
present year to seven-eighths of a cent. 

S U C H were the visible economic 
changes i n the German situation. 

F r o m these undisputed facts our own 
financial markets at the beginning of the 
present autumn were drawing alternately 

two highly conflicting infer
ences. One was that Ger
many, being able, because of 
her low labor costs and the 

low foreign value of her currency, to sell 
goods on foreign markets for less than the 
cost of foreign products, was about to i n 
vade the markets of the world wi th Ger
man merchandise and ruin foreign com
petitors. The other inference was that 
the fall i n value of the paper currency, to 
a discount of no less than 96 per cent from 
parity, foreshadowed wreck of the whole 
financial and industrial organism of Ger
many. 

The first prediction was heard most i n 
sistently while the " A m e r i c a n valuation 
p l a n " for imports under the Fordney 
Tariff B i l l was being urged at Washing
ton, but i t appeared and re-appeared in 
subsequent trade reviews and despatches, 
and i n the talk of American merchants. 
The second prediction began to have its 
day when the wi ld and extravagant spec
ulation on the German markets, caused 
by the violent change i n paper values 

which followed the increasing deprecia
t ion of the mark, had led to the tempo
rary closing of the German stock ex
changes through absolute inabi l i ty to 
handle the prodigious mass of speculative 
orders crowded into brokers' hands. In 
particular, i t was then very commonly 
asserted that when the date for the next 
instalment on the reparations payment 
should arrive, Germany would default. 

N o w these deductions as to the indi
cated strength or weakness of financial 
Germany could not possibly both be cor
rect. One or the other of them must 
have been whol ly wrong, or else the actual 
probabilities of the situation must have 
rested on some middle ground. L e t us, 
if we can, discover what is the truth of 
the matter. We shall find many facts 
apparently conflicting and some informa
tion curiously contradictory. B u t a cool 
survey of the situation, i n the light of 
past experience and of the actual present 
status of the markets, ought to provide at 
least some basis for intelligent conclusion. 

T H A T the bil l ion-mark instalment, due 
before August 31 on the German rep

arations, was pa id i n gold or its equiva
lent at the stipulated date, nobody ques
tions. I have previously explained the 
machinery by which this 
$238,000,000 payment was 
effected. The money was 
raised par t ly by sale of old 
German securities on foreign markets; 
par t ly by sale of actual paper marks to 
foreigners; par t ly b y use of foreign credits 
arising from German exports of merchan
dise, those credits having been bought by 
the government from the German export
ers i n exchange for German bank balances 
or new German paper marks; part ly by 
its purchase of Amer ican currency sent 
by German-Americans i n the United 
States to friends i n Germany, such cur
rency being then returned by the govern
ment to Amer ica to establish a credit bal
ance; par t ly through export of silver to 
the Uni ted States, and part ly, at the very 
last of the bi l l ion-mark payment, through 
shipment of something l ike $20,000,000 
gold. _ 

Th i s gold was obtained by the German 
Government i n two ways. M o s t of i t 
(67,000,000 gold marks, or $15,900,000) 
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was taken from the German Reichsbank's 
gold reserve, which was drawn upon then 
for the first time since the autumn of 
1919 and which was reduced by such 
withdrawal from the 1,091,000,000 marks 
at which i t had remained during nearly 
two years, to 1,023,000,000, the lowest 
point since 1912. B u t part of the gold 
was also obtained through purchase at a 
premium by the government on the open 
German market. Probably some con
siderable sums of gold from the old Rus
sian Imperial B a n k had been sent into 
Germany by the Soviet to buy food. A t 
all events, the German treasury made a 
bid of 340 marks i n paper currency for 20 
marks in gold—which meant, i t w i l l be 
observed, a home price of 1,700 for gold 
in German paper, if the normal value of 
the paper mark were to be assumed as 
par. Some idea of what this gold pre
mium meant may be had from the fact 
that at the extreme point of our own 
country's currency inflation during the 
C i v i l War , the price of gold i n Ju ly , 1864, 
reached 285. 

tHIS brief summary of the process by 
which the German Government col

lected the foreign gold credits necessary 
for the bil l ion-mark payment, forcibly 
proves one fact—that the payment was 

i n the main achieved, directly 
or indirectly, through a much 
more than equivalent dis

bursement by the German treasury of 
paper currency. Since the government's 
home expenses were far greater than its 
receipts, i t was inevitable that the foreign 
credits bought from German exporters, 
the American currency bought from Ger
man beneficiaries, and the gold and silver 
bought on the German market, should 
have been obtained through issue of new 
paper marks of a nominal value many 
times greater than the amount of the rep
arations payment. In other words, the 
German Government has thus far been 
paying its indemnity through constant 
and very rapid increase of its irredeem
able paper. 

Bu t that is a process which cannot go 
on indefinitely without some str iking con
sequences. We have hitherto seen that 
when France paid its five bi l l ion francs 
indemnitv to Prussia after 1871, it pro

cured the requisite foreign balances part ly 
through exporting moderate amounts of 
gold, silver, and French bank-notes, 
part ly through buying from its own ci t i 
zens, by issue of new domestic bonds at 
very low prices, such foreign credits as 
were owned by those citizens, but mostly 
through selling to foreign investors a 
great part of the four-billion-francs gov
ernment loan and transferring the cash 
proceeds to Ber l in . The bank-note cir
culation of France, i t is true, nearly 
doubled in the two years following 1870, 
rising from $298,000,000 i n American 
values to upward of $500,000,000. B u t 
the country was able to command an ex
cess of gold imports on foreign trade ac
count, and although gold redemption of 
its paper currency was suspended during 
two or three years, the depreciation of 
that paper was never greater than 2 per 
cent, and before the end of 1872 the cur
rency was back at par. 

oNE may readily see the diametrical 
contrasts of this process wi th the 

present machinery of the German pay
ment. Whether through choice or neces
sity, but largely because of inabil i ty to 
float a great loan abroad and 
unwillingness to float one at 
home, Germany has embarked 
on an outright programme of 
foreign-reparations payment 
based upon inflation of the currency. 
Tha t recourse was bound to bring a train 
of special consequences. The fall in the 
foreign value of the mark from 17 cents 
when we went to war wi th Germany in 
1917 to 8 cents when international deal
ings were resumed i n 1919 and to less 
than 1 cent i n September, 1921, was only 
the outward sign of what was happening. 
Germany's home prices necessarily ad
vanced along wi th this depreciation of 
the currency. 

The Frankfurter Zeitung, after reducing 
the general average of German commod
i ty prices at the beginning of 1920 to 100, 
has estimated that the average just before 
the war was about g)4, and that the aver
age last Ju ly was 156. In other words, 
prices had increased 15 times over since 
the war began, as against prices increased 
at their highest point if£ times in the 
Uni ted States, 3 times in England, and 
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times i n France. B u t these high home 
prices necessarily counterbalance on the export 
market the low exchange rate. Furthermore, 
whereas prices in England, France, and the 
United States decreased i n each case more 
than 40 per cent from the highest during the 
violent trade reaction which began in M a y of 
1920, the German average, after an irregular 
decline in the first half of 1920, has this season 
reached unprecedented heights. 

On the Ber l in Stock Exchange the Frankfur
ter Zeifang's average for last Ju ly showed prices 
even of securities to have then been double 
what they were i n January, 1920. Th i s repre
sented not only the measure of currency depre
ciation, but eagerness of German people to get 
rid of their paper marks in exchange for some
thing else of tangible value. As an inevitable 
result, not onjy did the wildest k ind of specula
tion prevail in commodity values, but such an 
avalanche of speculative buying orders came 
to the German stock market that i n August 
and September, when the buying mania was 
stimulated to its highest point by the sudden 
collapse of the mark to its lowest level, the 
Boerse had to shut down repeatedly, first for 
a day and then for several successive days, 
with the purpose both of enabling brokers to 

put their accounts wi th customers in order and 
of getting some k ind of control over the specu
lative hysteria. 

SO far as the'-e was any evidence at the open
ing of autumn, this programme was bound 

to be continuous. N o doubt, so long as paper 
marks could be sold to German citizens or to 
foreign markets, money could be raised for 
the next reparations payments, of 
which further large instalments are 
to fall due in the middle of this N o 
vember and next February. B u t 
i t is wholly inconceivable that such a process 
could be repeated without i n the end reducing 
the value of the mark to a purely nominal 
figure. The possibilities i n that regard have 
already been shown by the experience i n other 
parts of Central Europe. 

The paper currency of Poland, before her 
experiment of war wi th Soviet Russia, had 
fallen to i cent per mark, or about the value 
at which German currency was quoted last 
August. But between September of 1920 and 
August of 1921 this paper currency increased 
from 33,200,000,000 marks to 115,200,000,000, 
and the value of the Pol ish mark had shrunk 
to two one-hundredths of a cent, or less than 
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What Follows A Rise 
In U . S. Government Securities 

H E r e c e n t a d v a n c e i n p r i c e o f 
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one nine-hundredth part of its nominal value. 
It was said at Lo n d o n this past summer that 
whereas about 20^i marks should normally ex
change for a pound sterling, 14,000 Pol ish pa
per marks were now required to buy a Br i t i sh 
sovereign. I t is surely not surprising that the 
further comment of financial London should 
have been that^English trade wi th Poland had 
become impossible. 

NOR was Poland alone i n this experience; 
Hungary, wi th her paper valued on ex

change at nineteen one-hundredths of a cent, 
and Austr ia wi th her currency rated at nine 
one-hundredths (the unit being in each case 

normally worth 2 0 ^ cents) pointed 
the same unpleasant moral ; the 
Central European currencies as a 
group had fallen to no very differ

ent value from that of a Confederate dollar i n 
1864 or a French assignat i n 1796; and, to 
emphasize the possible situation, one had to 
consider also the case of Russia, where the 
paper inflation experiment seemed to have 
reached outright burlesque, where the cost of 
the actual paper on which the government 
printed its ruble currency became a serious 
item in the public expenses, and where it was 

not the imagination of an extravagant humor
ist but the report of official American agents 
crossing Russia that such a traveller had to 
provide a suitcase to carry the paper money 
for the expenses of the journey. 

W i t h any such progressive depreciation, the 
doing of business except on the basis of barter 
must eventually become vir tual ly impossible. 
Meantime, the cost of necessaries of life would 
have to go on rising wi th the depreciation of 
the mark. The struggle for adjustment of 
wages and salaries to the impossible cost of 
l iv ing would disorganize industrial and social 
mechanism; contracts and business projects 
would become mere gambles; the government 
itself would find its expenditures reaching such 
a scale of magnitude as could not be approached 
by the slow upward readjustment of taxation. 
A t the same time, the extravagant speculation 
called into being by the depreciated money 
would necessarily subject the German financial 
structure to the constant chance of collapse i n 
prices and a credit panic. 

T H E S E were the formidable facts on which 
was based the inference of a ruined Ger

many. How, i t was asked, could the country's 
economic organism possibly survive ? Bu t , on 
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Unity of American Banking 
THE basic strength of our financial structure 
rests in the thousands of local banks which 

constitute the first line of American banking. 
Such a bank is a bond of union between its own 
community and world markets. It provides a 
safe and orderly process for collections and pay
ments, whether local, national or international. 
It has access to national credit resources requis
ite for local needs and in turn merges the surplus 
of its community into the national pool of capital. 

By the very nature of its purpose your bank is 
vitally interested in and essential to your finan
cial welfare. Its success depends on yours; your 
problems are the problems of your bank. It under
stands your business—its needs and opportunities. 

The collective power of these local banks 
focuses in another sort of bank which serves the 
country as a whole, supplementing rather than 
competing with local banks. The National Bank 
of Commerce in New York, an example of such a 
bank, operates on a world-wide basis, maintain
ing relations with the great banks of foreign 
countries and representing local banks in matters 
outside of their fields. 

By reason of its vast resources this bank of 
national scope is able to serve those great indus
tries whose credit needs are beyond the legal 
loaning capacity of local banks. 

Thus, American banking constitutes a finely 
balanced, highly efficient machine adequate to 
the needs of business, whether large or small, 
national or international. 

The National Bank of Commerce in New York 
is in the broadest sense a national and interna
tional commercial bank. 

National Bank of Commerce 
in New York 
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the other hand, it was set forth by another 
body of insistent opinion that the low and 
constantly depreciating value of 
the mark was enabling Germany 
to sell goods on foreign markets 
at such abnormally low prices in 
the currency of those other countries that no 
competitor could meet her exporters' prices. 
Wages in Germany, it was pointed out, had 
not risen in proportion to depreciation of the 
currency, and long working hours were the rule 
for the German laborer. How, then, could the 
rest of the world compete wi th Germany in 
cost of production? W h y should her govern
ment itself not deliberately keep the mark at 
its depreciated value and thereby capture the 
trade of the world ? 

There is an answer to each of these despair
ing questions. T o take the second of them 
first, i t is pertinent to inquire why, if Ger
many has possessed ever since the armistice 
such indisputable and increasing power of in
vading outside markets through her own de
preciated values, her merchants are not doing 
it. Tha t the German merchant has begun to 
regain some of the markets lost to Germany in 
war-time is entirely true. Tha t would have 
happened had the mark remained at par. 
German goods are troubling competitors in 
Spain, i n some parts of South America , even in 
the Far Eastern markets. B u t the picture of 
a disastrous and destructive competition is 
hardly borne out by the facts. 

Dur ing the first six months of 1921 England 
imported £11,794,000 worth of goods from 
Germany, undoubtedly more in quantity than 
the £11,896,000 of the similar period i n 1920, 
but a poor enough showing, at the more than 
doubled average prices, when compared wi th 
the £39,531,000 of the first half of 1914. In 
the seven months ending last Ju ly the Uni ted 
States imported $45,274,000 worth of merchan
dise from Germany, which was about the same 
as in 1920. B u t this compared with $102,430,-
000 in the same seven months of 1913, when 
the average of American prices was 40 to 50 
per cent lower than i n the present year. Y e t 
England and the Uni ted States were by far the 
richest markets in which to sell. They were, 
moreover, the markets in which the relative 
depreciation of the German currency was 
greatest and i n which, therefore, the theoret
ical opportunity for competitive sales was 
largest. (Financial Situation, continued on page 67) 
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-"the chequered history 
of this trust estate" 

T H I R T Y - S E V E N years ago a 
man whom we shall call M r . 

B . d i e d . H e left a w i l l i n which 
he made certain trust provisions 
for his daughter. I n the w i l l he 
appointed four individuals to 
carry out these provisions. 

M r . B. 's daughter is s t i l l l i v ing . 
B u t not one o f the trustees or ig
inal ly named is serving today. 

One o f these persons never 
qualified; a second resigned; a 
th i rd was removed;thefourthdied 
a number o f years ago. 

M e a n t i m e the husband o f M r . 
B. 's daughter had been appoint
ed as the trustee. A short time 
ago he, too, died. 

F o l l o w i n g t h i s , M r . B . ' s 
daughter, through her attorney, 
applied to the court to have a trust 
company appointed as trustee. 

T h e court granted this applica
t ion, and a trust company is now 
administering the fund. 

T h e advantages o f a trust com
pany as executor and trustee are 

emphasized by the history o f this 
case and the fol lowing words from 
the court record: 

T h e application was based on the 
desire o f all the persons interested 
" t o avoid a repetition of the expense, 
annoyance, and care to wh ich they 
have been subjected by the unusually 
chequered history o f this trust estate in 
its thirty-seven years o f existence. 
N o t only do they seek the stability 
and freedom from natural death o f a 
corporate trustee, but they have 
special reasons for desiring the ap
pointment o f a trust company wi th 
which they have sustained continuing 
relations o f trust and confidence. 
Moreover , they do not desire to be 
put to the expense o f premiums on 
bonds and o f successive accountings 
whenever a new individual trustee 
might be required." 

A n interesting bookle t on wills 
and trusts, entit led, Safeguarding 
Your Family s Future, may be 
obtained free at trust companies 
throughout the country, or by 
writinp- to the address below. 

T R U S T C O M P A N Y D I V I S I O N 
A M E R I C A N B A N K E R S ASSOCIATION 

F I V E N A S S A U S T R E E T . N E W Y O R K 
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HOW is this slowness of Germany to use her 
advantages to be accounted for? First , 

by the obvious fact that Germany's own home 
prices had risen i n reasonable proportion to the 
fall in the value of the mark. On August i , 

when the German mark was worth 
i n N e w Y o r k one-nineteenth of its 
value of 1913, German statistical 
tables calculated that average 

prices on the German commodity markets were 
17^8 times as high as in the same pre-war year. 
But the price of German-made goods i n Ger
many must largely fix the price of the same 
goods when offered on foreign markets. 

The question of cheap German labor is itself 
subject to certain substantial qualifications. 
Recent German calculations have shown that, 
even last Ju ly , average wages paid i n Germany 
were more than eleven times as high as what 
was paid in 1914. The efficiency of that work
ing community has been openly declared by 
German manufacturing associations, i n a for
mal report, to be only 60 per cent per capita 
of what it was before the war. The theory 
of a ten-hour German working-day has been 
conclusively proved to be a myth , and Ger
man wages have been at least advanced in 
full proportion to the rise i n the German cost 

of l iv ing. One extremely well-informed and 
practical observer of the international trade 
problems wi th which i t is his official duty 
nowadays to grapple, Secretary Hoover, has 
said in a public statement that, wi th the bur
den of her taxes and her economic confusion, 
aggressive competition by Germany even i n 
such markets as those of South Amer ica can
not possibly be more than temporary. 

The reasonable inference from the whole 
situation is that whereas in the long run Ger
many must pay i n exported goods the interest, 
if not the principal , of the international debt 
incurred by her government's actions in the 
war, she is far more l ikely to make such pay
ment effective if her home finances have been 
brought out of their present chaos. Th i s was 
distinctly the experience of the Uni ted States 
after the depreciated money period of the C i v i l 
War and the subsequent resumption of specie 
payments. The reasons for i t in our own case 
were reasons which apply to Germany to-day. 
B u t there remains the other and opposite popu
lar deduction from Germany's present disor
dered national finances and, in particular, from 
the fall of the paper mark to less than one 
twenty-fifth of its normal value. It was not 
only in the outside world but in Germany i t-
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Back of the Bond! 
Just as a man may 'be judged by the 
company he keeps so may the merits 
of a bond be judged by the house 
wh ich issues it. 

A m e r i c a n 
B o n d & M o r t g a g e 

C o m p a n y 

Back o f every bond issued by the 
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A n d the bond holder is protected by 
every possible safeguard k n o w n to our 
executives through 41 years' experience 
i n the investment business. In these 
years gone by many mi l l ions of dollars 
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Bargains in 
Bonds 

INVESTORS who have bought 
bonds for many years do not 

need to be told of the investment 
opportunities that now exist. A l l 
they need do is to compare pres
ent interest rates with those pre
vailing a few years ago. 

But present opportunities can
not last indefinitely. Predictions 
as to the future of interest rates are 
useless. Present facts are known 
—bonds are now a real bargain. 

May we send our current investment 
offerings? Write for list "NS" 

WELLS-DICKEy COMPANY 
" E S T A B L I S H E D I 8 7 S 

S U R P L U S G C A P I T A L $ 1 , 3 0 0 , 0 0 0 

MINNEAPOLIS • MINNESOTA 

Looking Ahead 
W h e n your favorite speculative 
securities have run their course 
and carried you far behind in 
the race for financial indepen
dence, when that time comes, 
Prudence-Bonds w i l l s t i l l be 
paying six per cent, regularly, un
interruptedly, year in and year 
out, to the last hour of maturity! 

Send for Booklet S.C. 131 ex
plaining Prudence-Bonds in detail 

The Prudence Company, Inc. 
{Really Associates Investment Corporation) 

31 Nassau St. 
New York 

162 Remsen St. 
Brooklyn 
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self that prophecies of a country threatened 
with permanent economic ruin became recently 
familiar. 

No one, after the world's repeated chapters 
of experience in the past century and a 

half, can reasonably question the certainty of 
weakened credit, financial disturbances of an 
increasingly serious sort, ultimate extreme dis
tress among its people and ultimate 
paralysis of its foreign trade, in the 
case of a country whose govern
ment persists indefinitely in put
ting out irredeemable paper cur
rency on any such scale. Tha t much is beyond 
dispute. Poland and Aus t r ia have already 
reached the point of currency depreciation at 
which i t is difficult for outside nations to trade 
with them at a l l ; Russia long ago reached a 
condition in which i t was impossible. B u t to 
recognize these unavoidable results of un l im
ited inflation and depreciation is a very dif
ferent thing from proving economic ruin. 

"Economic r u i n , " indeed, is a term which 
people who use i t would find trouble i n defin
ing. The assets which insure to any country 
the prospect of economic power and prestige 
are its natural resources, the efficiency of its 
working classes, and the energy of its financial 
and industrial managers. A country may pos
sess all of these qualities and sti l l be reduced 
to a negligible place i n the economic world if 
i t is saddled wi th an insane government or a 
worthless currency. Y e t even in such case the 
potentialities remain. Russia of to-day is 
crushed under both sorts of incubus; notwith
standing which, the outside commercial world 
is absolutely in agreement as to the enormous 
tangible wealth and economic power which 
are latent i n that country. I have hitherto 
pointed out, but it is worth pointing out again, 
the manner in which the seemingly hopeless in
dustrial and financial paralysis which had 
seized on the American States under the worth
less paper currencies just before the formation 
of the Union and on France in the riot of her 
revolutionary paper money, was followed—in 
each case almost within a decade—by return 
of great prosperity under a sound money sys
tem. Such was the outcome in those two 
historic cases, even though the paper-inflation 
experiment had to be ended in both by out
right repudiation of the fiat 'money. 

T wi l l doubtless be replied that Germany's 
present case is out of line wi th all precedent 

and reason because of the crushing war in -
(Financial Situation, continued on page 71) 
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W h e n you 
are in 
N e w Y o r k 

T H E R E are many ways that we can serve 
you. W e can help you transact your 

business; we can make your stay more 
pleasant. 

I f you are going abroad, we will furnish 
you with our Dollar Letter of Credit, and 
after you reach Pans, the Travel Service 
Bureau of our Paris Office wil l help you ar
range your itinerary, assist you in passport 
matters, purchase railroad and steamship tickets, 
obtain hotel accommodations, arrange motor, 
airplane and sightseeing trips, relieving you 
of all details. 

Perhaps you never thought of making a 
personal call on a big New York bank. If 
you will come to see us on your next visit to 
New York , we believe you will begin a 
friendship that will be as valuable as it will 
be pleasant. Our Uptown Office, Madison 
Avenue at 4 5 t h Street, is very convenient to 
your hotel. 

T"E EQUITABLE 
TRUST COMPANY 

OF NEW YORK 
37 W A L L S T R E E T 

UPTOWN OFFICE: Madison Ave. at 45th St. 
COLONIAL OFFICE: 222 Broadway 

L o n d o n - 3 K i n g W i l l i a m St., E.C.4 
Paris—23 Rue de la Paix 
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How to Test 
Public Utility Bonds 
EvEN experienced investors wi l l be interested 
in the outline for judging the merits of Utility 

Bonds suggested in our pamphlet, "Ten Tests of a 
Sound Public Utility Bond." The beginning in
vestor wil l find it full of helpful information. 

Write for full details 
contained in our booklet S.l\f.-o 

H A L S E Y , S T U A R T & C O . 
C H I C A G O 

209 S. L a Salle St. 
P H I L A D E L P H I A 
Land Title Bldg. 

M I L W A U K E E 
First Wis . N a t . Bk . B ldg . 

N E W Y O R K 
49 Wal l St. 
D E T R O I T 
Ford B ldg . 

B O S T O N 
10 Post Office Sq. 

ST. L O U I S 
Security Bldg. 

M I N N E A P O L I S 
Metropolitan Bk. Bldg. 

are you getting ahead or just getting along? 
Many people try hard to save, but 
only just get along—they merely 
"get by." 
The Forman Plan shows you how 
to be financially independent. It 
enables you to make full interest on 
your money from the start and gives 
you a vivid incentive to save sys
tematically. 

"The T r u e S tory of Plain Tom 
Hodge" is a book worth reading. It 
will show you a new future and a 
new prosperity. 

Write today for FREE copy 

George M. Forman & Company 
Farm Mortgage Investments 

1 0 5 C West Monroe St : Chicago 
Thirty^ix Years Without Loss to a Customer 
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demnity and that, in particular, her experience 
with the first reparations payment has proved 
that no recourse exists for laying 
down the stipulated cash except 
through sale of constantly depre
ciating issues of government paper. T o this 
familiar contention, however, there are two 
somewhat obvious answers. One is the fact 
that the Reparations Commission has full 
power to relax the terms of payment when 
they are proved to be impracticable. E v e n 
now negotiations between two thoroughly 
practical financiers, Rathenau in behalf of 
Germany and Loucheur in behalf of France, 
have gone a long distance toward outlining a 
plan for payment of German reparations i n 
material and services, and not i n cash. 

The other equally obvious answer is that 
the policy thus far pursued by Germany i n 
financing the reparations, involving, as i t has 
done, the rapidly increasing discredit of Ger
man finance, German currency, and German 
securities, has cut off her government from 
the one recourse through which such inter
national cash payments have always hitherto 
been made—the placing of government loans 
with prosperous foreign markets and the draw
ing on the proceeds. Bu t Germany wi l l never 
achieve that solution of the problem unt i l her 
government takes the currency in hand, with 
the courage displayed by France in recently 
cutting down the French paper circulation 
2,700,000,000 francs from its maximum of last 
November. Thus far the German Govern
ment's plan of financing its reparation pay
ments has been as hopelessly unsound in prin
ciple, as sure of bringing economic retribution, 
as the Imperial government's deliberate policy, 
under the Helfferich finance ministry, of pay
ing for the war i n bonds and refusing to raise 
the taxes. 

IT is probably true that return to world-wide 
economic equilibrium wi l l have to await the 

solution of this problem by Germany. It wil l 
probably also have to be preceded by some 
kind of rehabilitation of their public finances, 
some k ind of reform in their cur
rencies, and some return to sane 
procedure in poli t ical and economic 
relations wi th their neighbors on 
the part of the other states in Central Europe. 
Whether we can expect to see an economically 
reconstructed Europe unti l the ending of the 
political nightmare in Russia is also a consider
ation which may make the hopeful hesitate. 

(Financial Situation, continued on page 72) 
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W H A T ' S Y O U R I N C O M E ? 
rcoME taxes prove how hard that question 
is to answer—from memory. W i t h $ M y 

Finances? you can answer it instantlybecause 
you have a complete and perpetual record of 
your personal income. " Keeping track of your 
income with $ M y Finances? is a pleasure, not 
a drudgery." Handy, loose-leaf, all leather. 
See your stationer or mail the coupon today. 

T R U S S E L L M A N U F A C T U R I N G C O . 
21 N . C h e r r y St . Poughkeeps ie , N . Y . 
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Prediction has gone wrong too many times 
in the four years of Bolshevik dictatorship to 
encourage acceptance of prediction now as to 
the time or manner of its downfall. A l l that 
any experienced reader of the news from Rus
sia can say wi th assurance is that the Soviet's 
abandonment of its hope for a Communist up
rising in the rest of Europe, its failure to con
vert the Russian peasants, and its clumsy 
efforts to make terms wi th foreign capitalism, 
foreshadow the eventual complete collapse of 
the Bolshevik undertaking as surely as the re
treat from the Marne i n September, 1014, fore
shadowed defeat of Germany i n the war. 
Whether the poli t ical change wi l l come in con
nection wi th the catastrophe which has over
taken agricultural Russia is pure matter of 
conjecture. 

Famines, even of the most devastating sort, 
are not new i n Russian history. Three times 
in the first half of the nineteenth century and 
four times i n its second half the failure of a 
harvest has brought whole provinces to the 
verge of starvation. A s recently as 1891, cen
tral and eastern Russia was reduced to a state 
of suffering whose only alleviation was the 
prompt and generous forwarding of grain in 
quantity by the American people—so forcibly, 
though under such curiously altered circum
stances, does history repeat itself. Ye t the 
Russian famine of 1921, which many signs have 
seemed to indicate as the worst i n Russian 
history and whose vict ims, by the official cal
culation of the American Food Relief directors, 
may i n the end be numbered by millions, stands 
in a class apart from all the others. 

IT is a sequel as logical as i t is mournful to 
the practices of the poli t ical fanatics who, 

governing at Moscow, have forced the farmer 
to give up in exchange for v i r tua l ly worthless 
paper rubles the little grain he had been able to 
produce, or else have flatly confis
cated his surplus. A calm and dis
passionate survey of the situation 
by our own Department of C o m 
merce, based on a mass of expert reports re
ceived by i t , informs the reader that in one of 
the richest grain-growing provinces of Russia 
the peasants, faced w i t h the law against selling 
their surplus grain on the open market, planted 
last spring only 58 per cent even of the meagre 
acreage harvested a year ago. 

In another fertile province "95,000 acres 
usually cult ivated were not sown at a l l . " In 
yet another, such had been the government's 

(Financial Situation, continued on page 73) 
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Partial Payment Investing 
i n Byflesty Securities 

R E S E N T day yields of 7% to 9% 
f rom safe securities are being ob

tained for future years by large num
bers o f investors using our Part ial 
Payment P lan . 

This plan was designed for the pur
chase o f Byllesby securities — the 
Bonds , Notes a n d Preferred Stocks 
of successful, l ong established ut i l i ty 
companies bui l t up and permanently 
supervised by our o w n engineering 
and management organization. 

Byllesby utilities render vital service to 500,000 
customers residing in 533 cities and towns in 16 
states. T h e y have 25,000 home shareholders. 

W r i t e for Booklet S-5, describing the 
attractive, income-building features o f our 
Partial Payment Plan. 
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I n c o r p o r a t e d 
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8% 
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O N 
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S e n d for book l e t B i 

Bond and Mortgage Dept. 
F I R S T N A T I O N A L C O M P A N Y 

First Trust & Savings Bank Bldg. 
MIAMI, F L O R I D A 

The Financial Inquiry Bureau 
W h e n you have Capital to invest take the trouble to in
vestigate so that you will be in a position to gauge for 
yourself the value of the Security you are about to pur
chase. The careless investor has only himself to blame 
for his losses. 

If you desire advice or information on any financial mat
ter, send your inquiry to the Bureau. 
N O T E . — W e have no securities for sale. W e neither buy nor sell, 
being solely Inquiry Agents . 
T h e personal attention of a conservative Investment specialist is given 
to each inquiry received. F o r a thorough analysis of an investment 
a nominal fee is charged amount ing to $3.00 for one stock or b o n d , 
and $ 2 . 0 0 for each additional security analyzed at the same time. 

Many of our readers who have utilized this service have commented 
upon the quality and scope of the information received. If ycu have 
an investment problem write to-day. 

Address inquiries, accompanied by a remittance, to The 
Financial Inquiry Bureau, Scribner's Magazine, Fifth A v e 
nue at 48th Street, New Y o r k . 
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requisitions on the grain growers of the pre
vious season that "on ly 20 to 35 per cent of 
the necessary seed for sowing this year was 
available." Under the paralyzing hand of the 
Soviet " the urban population has produced li t
tle goods to offer in exchange, and the currency 
depreciation, through the increase of currency 
issues to over one thousand billions of rubles, 
has rendered their accumulation no attrac
t ion ." 

As for the possibilities of transportation, 
"out of a total of 19,106 locomotives i n good 
condition before the war, there are at present 
only from 5,500 to 7,650 reported i n working 
order by different authorities, or a decrease of 
motive power by 60 to 75 per cent. E v e n of 
that number approximately 1,000 are idle, ow
ing to lack of fuel. Serviceable cars are re
ported at a decrease of from 48 to 70 per cent 
of the pre-war number." E igh ty per cent de
crease of coal production under the Bolsheviki 
has, in fact, forced the railways to use wood 
for fuel; but " such wood must come from the 
forests of northern Russia, and the haul is too 
long for supply to southern Russia ra i lways ." 
E v e n if i t were a question of exchanging manu
factured goods for grain, " i t is estimated that 
industry in general has decreased over 90 per 
cent." 

BUT the peasant has not the grain to sell. 
It is the Nemesis of this wicked tyranny 

that, unt i l the present season, i t was the Rus
sian provinces far away from Moscow, and, 
therefore, free from compulsion of the Bolshe
v i k armies, which raised such grain 
as was produced i n Russia, whereas 
the provinces within easy grasp of 
the Soviet had i n despair practi
cally ceased producing. What has happened 
now is that the great drought of the past sum
mer has blighted the crops of the Volga Val ley , 
where the Soviet emissaries had been kept at 
arm's length, and has spared the northern 
grain fields, where, as a consequence of the 
Soviet's plundering policy, nothing had this 
season been planted. 

The social and economic results of this ap
palling disaster are too plain to need predic
tion. Wha t its poli t ical results wi l l be no one 
can guess. It is often said that history does 
not tell us of governments overturned because 
of destructive famines. In a measure this is 
true, probably because a famine-stricken peo
ple is apt to lose a l l hope and al l ini t iat ive, ex
cept for the desperate struggle to escape starva
tion. Ye t , on the other hand, famine has often 
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had a part historically i n some of the greatest 
poli t ical reversals. The French Revolut ion 
of 1789 would probably have occurred i n any 
case; but it was indisputably the grinding fam
ine of that year and the armies of hungry men 
which crowded from the provinces into the 
capital, that made the poli t ical downfall so 
complete. Too little importance has been given 
to the part played, even i n Russia, by the har
vest shortage of 1905 i n bringing about the 
polit ical revolution of that year. B u t as for 
Russia of to-day, we shall have to wait to see; 
knowing only this—that the ghastly picture of 
the results from a Communist regime in full 
control of the life and industries of a great pro
ductive country wi l l at least put an end, once 
and for al l , to Bolshevist propaganda i n the out
side world. 

I N F O R M A T I V E 

F I N A N C I A L 

L I T E R A T U R E 

Following are announcements of current booklets 
and circulars issued by financial institutions, which may 
be obtained without cost on request addressed to the 
issuing banker. Investors are asked to mention 
S C R I B N E R ' S M A G A Z I N E when writing for literature. 

I N V E S T M E N T B O O K L E T S A N D C I R C U L A R S 

Two folders of timely interest are being distributed 
gratis by Halsey, Stuart and Company. One, entitled 
" T e n Tests of a Sound Publ ic Ut i l i ty Bond , " wil l serve 
as a guide in the selection of such bonds, and the other, 
" H o w to Judge a Municipal B o n d , " wil l be of equal 
value to intending purchasers of municipal issues. 

"Tomorrow's Bond Prices," "Bonds as Safe as Our 
Cities," and " M u n i c i p a l Bonds Defined" are a series 
of booklets recently published by Wil l iam R . Compton 
Company, St. Louis, New York , Chicago, Cincinnati , 
and New Orleans. The first explains the significance of 
the present investment situation and the opportunity to 
obtain high returns over a period of years. The other 
two describe the various kinds of municipal bonds and 
the safeguards surrounding them. 

The Guaranty Company of New Y o r k has published 
a new booklet, "Investment Recommendations," which 
will be sent to investors on request. 

" W h o Buys Bonds," an analysis recently published 
by Wells-Dickey Company, of Minneapolis, shows a 
surprisingly wide-spread interest in sound securities. 
Write for your copy. 

B O O K L E T S O N F I N A N C I A L S U B J E C T S 

A Quick-Reckoning Income Tax Table, aiding the in
vestor to determine the gross yield he must get on a 
taxable bond to correspond to the yield on a tax-free 
municipal, is being distributed by Stacy and Braun, 5 
Nassau Street, New York . 

"Income Building on the Byllesby Ten Payment 
P l a n " is the title of a new attractively illustrated book-' 
let which is being distributed by H . M . Byllesby and 
Company, 208 S. L a Salle Street, Chicaeo, and 111 
Broadway, New York . 

The Guaranty Trust Company ot New York has pub
lished for free distribution a booklet entitled "Trust 
Service for Corporations." 

" T h e Giant Energy—Electr ici ty," a booklet in pop
ular form, which shows the attractiveness of carefully 
selected public ut i l i ty bonds, and deals largely with the 
wonderful growth in the electric light and power busi
ness. Published by the National C i t y Company, Na
tional C i t y Bank Building, New York . 

The Continental and Commercial Banks, Chicago, 
will send on request booklets on the general condition of 
business and "Capi ta l—Shal l We Export It or Use It 
for American Business." 

" A Booklet Describing Equitable Service." The 
Equitable Trust Company of New York . 

Bankers Trust Company of New Y o r k will send on 
request its booklet, " W h y a Trust Company," an in
formative little pamphlet explaining the advantages of 
appointing a trust company instead of an individual as 
executor and trustee under wills. 

R E A L E S T A T E A N D F A R M M O R T G A G E 
B O O K L E T S 

"Greenebaum Safeguarded Bonds" is a new booklet 
just published by Greenebaum Sons Investment Com
pany, L a Salle and Madison Streets, Chicago. It 
shows how First Mortgage Real Estate Bonds offered 
by this old institution are protected by a positive, time-
tested system of safeguards. 

" $100 per month makes over $20,000 in twelve years," 
says the booklet published by The Prudence Company, 
Inc., 31 Nassau Street, New Y o r k Ci ty . 

The Tit le Guaranty and Trust Company of Bridge
port, Connecticut, wil l furnish upon application a list of 
mortgage investment offerings. 

"Common Sense in Investing M o n e y " is a compre
hensive booklet published by S. W . Straus and Com
pany, Fif th Avenue at Forty-sixth Street, New York, 
outlining the principles of safe investment and describ
ing how the Straus Plan safeguards the various issues of 
First Mortgage 6% Serial Bonds offered by this house. 

The American Bond and Mortgage Company, Chi
cago and New York , has just published a book entitled 
"Bu i ld ing W i t h Bonds," beautifully illustrated, hand
somely bound, and dealing comprehensively with the 
familiar forms of investment, especially First Mortgage 
Real Estate Bonds. Copy on request. 

" T h e True Story of Pla in T o m H o d g e " describes in 
detail a new partial-payment plan for selling farm mort
gage securities. Wri te George M . Forman and Com
pany, 105C West Monroe Street, Chicago. 
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It is no longer considered good housekeeping to overlook,between 
semi-annual housecleanings,the continual accumulation of germ-
breeding dirt in the depths of ones rugs. For a new standard of 
cleanliness, that of rugs kept totally free of dirt the year around, 
has been introduced by The Hoover. This efficient cleaner thereby 
minimizes the danger of sickness and repeatedly saves its mod
erate cost by preserving all rugs from wear. In one easy, 
rapid, dustless operation guaranteed to prolong rug life, it gently 
beats out all germ-laden, nap-wearing grit from beneath rug 
surfaces, electrically sweeps up stubbornest litter, erects trod
den nap, revives colors and suction cleans. Only The Hoover 
does all this. Get a Hoover and live in an ever-clean home. 

H O O V E R 
It Beats — as it Sweeps — as it Cleans 
Write for booklet," How to Judge an ElecTtic Cleaner," and names of Author
ized Dealers l icensed to sell and service Hoovers bearing our guarantee 
The Hoover Suction Sweeper Company, Factories at North Canton, O . , and Hamilton, Ont. 

The Hoover lifts the rug from th>_ 
floor, like this—gently beats out its 
embedded grit, and so prolongs vtS life 
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The 
Financial 
Policy of 

Corporations 
A practical study of the financial structure 
and the financial problems of business 
corporations, i n five volumes, by Arthur 
Stone Dewing, Assistant Professor of Eco
nomics at Harvard Universi ty . The high 
standing of its author as an economist and 
financier, and his thorough and practical 
treatment of the subject make this the pre
eminent work on corporate finance. 

D r . Dewing, during his long and active 
experience wi th representative enterprises, 
has assisted materially i n the formulation of 
the accepted principles of modern finance. 
H i s years of intensive research have enabled 
him to complement and illustrate his work 
with many hundreds of notes and precedents. 

Guidance in Deciding 
Financial Questions 

This work will be of specific value to everyone who haa 
financial questions to decide or who is concerned in any 
way with corporate activities. It gives a thorough 
understanding of all policies and operations of corporate 
finance, and unmistakable advice in handling particular 
situations. The five_ volumes cover, I Corporate 
Securities, II Promotion, III Administration of In
come, I V Expansion, V Failure and Reorganization. 
Cloth; 953 pages; published 1920. 

Let Us Send You This Work 
for Examination 

That you may fully appreciate the value of this work, 
we will be glad to send a set to you for thorough exami
nation. The form below is for your convenience in 
ordering. After your examination, send your check 
for $12, or return the set. 

The Ronald Press 
Company 

.-i^ 2>oo^-^.'/or•...;:IiIi;IIIIIIII[IIIIII;iI! ;:I :::;:;;:IiI;I::IiiIrIIIIIIIIII• -: or ?/ Mail 

The Ronald Press C o . , 20 Vcscy St . , New York 
Send me, for examination, "The Financial Policy of 
Corporations" in five volumes. Within five days of 
receipt, I Mill either remit $12 or return the set. 

S A F E S A I L I N G 
I t ' s safe sail ing 
with this Old Salt. 
Why? 
Because he knows-
He knows every 
reef and rock—• 
Every light-house 
and derelict. 
A l l the changing 
winds and clouds. 
He knows how to 
steer through them 
or around them. 
Y o u have confi
dence in him be

cause he has confidence in himself. 
Why should you not have the same confidence 
in your investments ? 
Here are thirty-five booklets telling you how 
to steer around the rocks and reefs of risky 
financing. 

1— H o w t o I n v e s t 
2— B o n d s a n d the I n v e s t o r 
3— I n v e s t m e n t P o s i t i o n o f M u n i c i p a l B o n d s 
4— P a r t i a l P a y m e n t I n v e s t m e n t s 
5— V a r i e t y a n d Classes o f R a i l r o a d B o n d s 
6— R a i l r o a d E q u i p m e n t Issues 
7— T h e P u b l i c U t i l i t y F i e l d 
8— P u b l i c - U t i l i t y Secur i t i e s as I n v e s t m e n t s 
0 — H o w t o Se lect the S o u n d U t i l i t i e s 

10— T h e F u t u r e o f O u r V a r i o u s P u b l i c U t i l i t i e s 
11— T h i n g s to K n o w A b o u t S t o c k s 
12— P r e f e r r e d S t o c k s — " A M i d d l e G r o u n d Invest

m e n t " 
13— P r e f e r r e d S t o c k s , P r o a n d C o n 
14— U n l i s t e d S e c u r i t i e s — W h e n c e D o T h e y C o m e ? 
15— T h e M a c h i n e r y o f the U n l i s t e d S e c u r i t y M a r k e t 
16— U n l i s t e d S e c u r i t i e s — W h e r e D o T h e y G o ? 
17— O u r F o r e i g n B o n d H o l d i n g s 
18— " I n t e r n a l " F o r e i g n L o a n s a n d t h o E x c h a n g e s 
19— F o r e i g n B o n d s to S u i t A l l T a s t e s 
20— R e a l - E s t a t e S e c u r i t i e s — S t r o n g - B o x I n v e s t m e n t s 
21— T h e U n i q u e I n v e s t m e n t — T h e M o r t g a g e L o a n 
22— T h o M o r t g a g e i n R e t a i l P a c k a g e s 

2 3 — M o b i l i z i n g M o r t g a g e M o n e y 
\ 2 4 — A m o r t i z a t i o n o f M o r t g a g e s 

2 5 — T h e F a r m M o r t g a g e as a n I n v e s t m e n t 
'^6—How S o u n d F a r m M o r t g a g e s A r e M a d e 

2 7 — T h e V a r i o u s F o r m s of F a r m - M o r t g a g e 

a r m M o r t g a g o B a n k -
1 
) S t o c k E x c h a n g e ? 

M e m b e r s a n d W h a t 
J • 
inews o f t h e M a r k e t 
i s t m e n t a n d S p e c u -
t ion 
D i m e n s i o n s of the 

M a r k e t ( L o n g a n d 
S h o r t ) 

3 4 — T h e C o m m i t t e e 
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Why our Colonial forefathers 
liked Mahogany furniture 

FOR the seventy years preceding the 
Revolutionary W a r , American Colonists 

lived in greater comfort, even luxury, than 
did people of l ike circumstances in England. 
More Mahogany furniture was made in 
New England than O l d England knew. The 
possession of Genuine Mahogany meant a 
substantial standing in the community, just 
as it does today. 

Our Colonial forbears had a tremendous 
pride in the appearance of their homes. In 
every residence of importance, the "best** 
room was almost a shrine, 
the finest pieces of M a 
hogany furniture. 

The universal desire 
to own articles of G e n 
uine Mahogany is just 
as evident today. T h e 
young housekeeper looks 
forward to the time when 
she can furnish her din
ing room with " r e a l " 
Mahogany. A Mahog
any table or desk is 

looked upon as being a desirable gift to the 
head of the house. 

A n d while the desire to own Genuine 
Mahogany is just as strong as it was in the 
times of the Colonial Dames, care must be 
exercised to see that furniture bought today 
is Genuine Mahogany and not a substitute. 

If you pay for Mahogany you ought to 
get Mahogany—and nothing else. 

The Mahogany Association is co-operating 
with the furniture manufacturers and dealers 

of the United States in 
an effort to aid the 
purchaser of furniture 
in his desire to get 
Genuine Mahogany. A 
return to the days of 
Genuine Mahogany is 
apparent. 

Mahogany is the ivood 
of fashion and refine
ment today just as it 
has been for the last 
three hundred years. 

After all—there's nothing like 

M A H O G A N Y 
M A H O G A N Y A S S O C I A T I O N , 347 M a d i s o n A v e n u e , N E W Y O R K 
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Cary Means To Safes 

What 14K Means To Gold 

It means quality throughout. When you see 
the name C A R Y on a safe you know that it 

is a real safe;—one capable of withstanding 
ravages of fires and tampering of thieves. 

Cary Safes are built to the high standard of 
the Company's quality watch word. 

Uniform Strength Throughout 
Cary Safe doors are as strong as Cary walls. 

This achievement, unusual in safes, is accom
plished by Cary construction. The doors are 
built extra thick so as to accommodate the lock 
mechanism and at the same time to maintain 
uniform strength. 

Cary lock mechanism is automatic in its re
sistance to thieves. A mechanical dog, posi- ' 
tive of action, protects the lock from tamper
ing fingers. Behind the drill-proof plate is a 
trigger device of special design. The dog holds 
the lock—it cannot be forced. A sledge ham
mer blow on the combination spindle would 
only serve to force the trigger—and the dog 
would hold stubbornly. 

And Cary patented insulation keeps the con
tents of Cary Safes unharmed through fires. 

Consider these Cary superiorities when you 
plan to buy a safe; and you wil l agree that the 
name Cary means to safes what 14K means 
to gold. 

Special literature telling more about safes is being 
sent to other business executives. A note from you 
telling of your interest will bring this literature to you. 

C A R Y S A F E C O M P A N Y 
Dept. 104 B U F F A L O , N . Y . 

Establ i shed 1878 

Cable Address " CarySafe," Buffalo, N . Y . 
Western U n i o n C o d e — 
Five letter edition. 

C A R Y S A F E S "The Safe /nSesimenf 

Free t o W r i t e r s ! 
W O N D E R F U L BOOK-read about Itt 
TeHs how easily Stories and Play sare con

ceived, written, perfected, sold. How many 
•who don't D R E A M they can write, suddenly 
find It out. How the Scenario Kings and the 
Story Queens live and work. How bright men 
and women, without any special experience, 
learn to their own amazement that their sim
plest Ideas may furnish brilliant plots-forPlays 
and Stories. Howone's own Imaguiationmay 
provide an, endless gold-mine of Ideas-that 
bring- Happy Success and Handsome Cash 
Royalties. How aew writers get their names 
into print. How to tell if you A R E a writer. 
How to develop your "story fancy," weave 

• clever word-pictures and unique, thrilling, 
realistic plots. How your friends may l>eyourworst judges. How 
to avoid discouragement and the-pftialls of Failure. How to imnt 
This surprising book is absolutely free. Nocharge. No obliga
tion, yburcopyis waitJne for you. Writeforitnow;. Justaddress 
A U T H O R S ' PRESS, Dept. 321 AUBURN, NEW YORK 

H E A V E N and H E L L 
By Emanuel Swedenborg 

This book of 632 pages, or any of the 
following w o r k s of S w e d e n b o r g , 
printed in large type on good paper, 
well bound in stiff paper covers, will 
be sent, prepaid, on receipt of 15 cents 
per book: 

D i v i n e P r o v i d e n c e 
T h e F o u r D o c t r i n e s . 
D i v i n e L o v e a n d W i s d o m 

6 2 9 patfes 
6 3 5 pajfes 
6 1 8 patfes 

The American Swedenborg Printing and Publishing Society 
Room 747 3 W E S T 2 9 t h S T R E E T New York 

P u p : " U m ! S o m e b o d y ' s been n a t u r e f a k i n g . " 
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CARY SAFES 

BRAXTON 

B E L T 

THE BELT WITH THE COMFORT FEATURE 

PERKINs-CAMPBELI 
C I N C I N N r f V T I . O 



S a y " K a p o c k . " 
IF you would have the utmost satisfaction in hangings for your home. 

Kapock Si lky Sunfast Draperies are exquisite in color, silky in texture, 
graceful when draped. Sunshine does not fade the "Long-Life-Colors," 
water restores them to newness ! 

Send us your dealer's name and 
receive a "Kapock Sketch Book" 
—ideas in house-furnishing 

A . T H E O . A B B O T T 85 C O M P A N Y 
Dept : 14 Phi ladelphia , P a . 
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Silky Sunfast Draperies 

KAPOCK 



Matchless for the 
Complexions 

Since 1 7 8 9 , 

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

T h e t ime for Vapo-Creso lene is at the first indica
t ion of a c o l d or s o r e t h r o a t , wh ich are so often the 
warnings of dangerous complicat ions . 

I t is simple to use, as y o u just l ight the little l amp 
that vaporizes the Cresolene and place it near the 
bed at night. 

T h e soothing antiseptic vapor is breathed all night, 
m a k i n g : b r e a t h i n g easy, rel ieving the cough and 
easing the sore throat a n d congested chest. 

Cresolene is recommended for W h o o p i n g C o u g h , 
S p a s m o d i c C r o u p , I n f l u e n z a , B r o n c h i t i s , C o u g h s 
a n d N a s a l C a t a r r h . Its germicidal qualities make 
it a reliable protect ion when these diseases are epi
demic. 

It gives great relief in A s t h m a . 

Cresolene has been recommended and used for the past 
forty-two years. The benefit derived from it is unquestionable. 

Sold by druggists. Send for descriptive booklet 39. 

T r y Cresolene Ant i sept ic T h r o a t Tab le t s for the 
irritated T h r o a t , composed of s l ippery e lm bark, lico
rice, sugar a n d Cresolene. T h e y can't h a r m y o u . O f 
y o u r druggist or from us. 10c in stamps. 

T H E V A P O - C R E S O L E N E C O . 
62 Cortlandt St., N e w Y o r k 

or Leming-Miles Bldg., . Montreal, Canada 

The Guarantee of Quaht 

The dealer offers with pride 

W H I T I N G - A D A M S 
B R U S H E S 

They always have been his best sellers 
and strong helpers for his prosperity 

They have satisfied brush users for over a century 
Send for Illustrated Literature 

JOHN LWHITING-J. J. ADAMS CO.,Boston,U.S.A. 
Brush Manufacturers for Over 112 Years and the Largest in the World • 

pro-phy-lac-tic 



A Karpen Suite of Modern Design Style No. 604. Under/raming of solid mahogany, hand carved 
luxurious upholstery and beautiful fabrics. 

On every piece 
Make sure it is there 

Individual Arm Chair and End Table 
matching the suite above. 

K A R P E N 
F U R N I T U R E 

FINE furniture, restful and in good taste, is a 
constant source of pride and comfort in the 

home, 

Beauty of design and pattern in furniture is 
easily recognized but assurance of its permanency 
is doubtful without the unqualified guarantee of 
an established name. 

Karpen Furniture is good furniture—guaranteed 
furniture—and for your protection we affix the 
Karpen name-plate to every piece. 

W e shall be glad to send you upon re
quest Book T of "Dist inct ive Designs" 
wi th name o f nearest Karpen dealer. 

S. K A R P E N & B R O S . 
Exhibition Rooms Exhibition Rooms 

801-811 S.Wabash Ave . 37th St. and.Broadway 
C H I C A G O N E W Y O R K 
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Sectional Bookcases 
Education, Knowledge, Culture, Success — 
al l may be housed safely, economically and 
attractively i n G l o b e - W e r n i c k e S e c t i o n a l 
Bookcases. Start w i t h a single uni t i f you 
wish. Y o u r b o o k c a s e s expand w i t h your 
growing library. 

A b o v e is our N E W Universa l Style Sectional 
Bookcase. W o n d e r f u l quality at exceptionally 
l o w price. Ornamenta l addi t ion i n any home. 

New York C I N C I N N A T I Chicago 
Boston Detroit St. Louis Cleveland 
Philadelphia Washington New OrleanB 
Agencies in all cities. Send for F R E E Catalogue 

T H E G L O B E - W E R N I C K E C O . 
Dept. 114, Cinc innat i , O . 
Please send without charge samples of Bookplates, also 
Booklet, " T h e "World's Best Books," and Catalogue. 

Perhaps the most important factor in 
the half century of K r a k a u e r success is that 
the founders a n d present directors of the 
H o u s e of K r a k a u e r are musicians b y hered
ity a n d choice . T h e K r a k a u e r is a mus i 
cian's p iano built b y m e n w h o k n o w music . 

W r i t e for D e L u x e C a t a l o g of uprights, 
grands , players a n d reproduc ing pianos. 

K R A K A U E R B R O S . 
209 Cypress A v e . , N e w Y o r k 

N. V. City Retail Wan-rooms, 11C W. 44th St, 

Y O U R electric lights give y o u 
one hundred per cent conve

nience o n l y w h e n control led by 
D I M - A - L I T E . P u l l the cord to 
regulate the intensity o f light. 

D I M - A - L I T E screws in to any 
socket—fits any lamp—saves cur
rent. It is useful i n every room. 
W I R T C O M P A N Y , Philadelphia. Pa. 

Next time yon see an Electric Shop think of 

D I M - A - L i t e 
F o r S a l e E v e r y w h e r e 
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" O h , T o m m y ! These radiators are adorable! T h e y go perfectly 
wi th the woodwork and other things. W h a t did you d o ? " 

"Just put on two coats of Cream Vitral i te whi le you were away. 
It's wonderful , Betsy, what people can do, if they just use 
their brains, their hands, their hearts and a little V i t r a l i t e ! " 

Radia to r s , cha i r s a n d tables are on ly 
a f ew o f the m a n y th ings y o u c a n trans
f o r m w i t h V i t r a l i t e , the Long-Life En
amel. W h e t h e r y o u e m p l o y a decora tor 
to do over y o u r ent ire h o m e o r use a 
s m a l l c a n yourse l f , the d is t inc t ive cha r 
acter o f that i m m a c u l a t e V i t r a l i t e f inish 
is so different f r o m the finish secured 
w i t h c o m m o n , o rd ina ry , p a i n t y " e n 
a m e l co lo r s . 

D i p y o u r b rush in to the c r e a m y V i t 
ralite — W h i t e , I v o r y , C r e a m , G r a y , 
L e a f G r e e n , C h i n e s e B l u e — 
y o u c a n feel the d i f fe rence . 
A n d there w i l l be n o laps o r 
brush m a r k s o n its chaste, 
g l e a m i n g surface. 

T h e decora t ive possibi l i t ies of V i t r a 
lite are u n l i m i t e d . T h o s e rare, del icate 
tints h a r m o n i z e o r m a t c h w i t h w o o d 
w o r k , wa l l s , hangings and uphols te ry . 

V i t r a l i t e lasts •— longe r than paint . 
A s t rong statement, but an enduring 
e n a m e l . 
Send for Color Card and Name of Dealer 

Pratt & Lambert Varnish Products are used 
by painters, specified by architects and sold by 
paint and hardware dealers everywhere. 

Our Guarantee: If any Pratt & Lambert Var
nish Product fails to give satisfaction 
you may have your money back. 

Pratt & Lambert - Inc , l37Ton-
awanda Street, Buffalo, N . Y . In 
Canada: 83 Courtwright Street, 
Bridgeburg, Ontario. 

PRATT LAMBERT VARNISH PRODUCTS 
"61" Floor Varnish-Vitralite Enamel• Effecto Auto Finishes Miscellaneous VamishesEnamelsStainsFilkrsetc. 
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"Yes,Madam,"Says the Grocer, 
"White House Coffee is Different 
—Very Different— 
—and that's just the real reason you will prefer it to any 
other brand. The 'promise of a good cup of coffee' you 
make to yourself when you put White House in your 
coffee pot is just as certain to be realized as that the 
daytime will follow the night. Users of White House 
invariably anticipate meal time for the keen enjoyment 
afforded by this splendid coffee.which always has the same 
delicious flavor that has made it the most talked-about 
and popular brand in the United States. Try it and see I" 

D W I N E L L * W R I G H T CO. BOSTON• C H I C A G O 

For the Man Who Works 
*with Hands or 'Brain 

Probably the very best in
spiration for the strenuous 
work of the day comes with 
the invigorating delicious-
ness of White House Coffee 
at the morning meal. 

7-5-5 lb. Packages Only 

• Principal Coffee Roasters' 
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Does Cypress Last?! 
Study These Photographs of an "Ingrowing Fence" 

WITHOUT A NAIL 
OR A PEG IN IT. 

B e l o w is a g l impse 
d o w n a c o u n t r y 
h i g h w a y ("de b i g 
r o a d , " a s U n c l e 
R e m u s c a l l e d it) 
n e a r M o n r o e , 
L o u i s i a n a . T h a t 
fence has n o posts. 
It was b u i l t b y forc
ing- spl it C y p r e s s 
boards be tween sap
l ings . T h i s o c c u r r e d 
so m a n y years ago 
that n o b o d y k n o w s 
w h e n it was, n o r w h o 
was the l a b o r - s a v i n g 
genius w h o d i d it. 
T h e n the trees grew, 
a n d grew, a n d grew. 

N O W , PLEASE, study the 
larger photograph and 
see in detail how the 
fence looks today. Note 
the size of the tree, and 
how deeply are embedded 
the ends of those old 
Cypress rails — no one 
can tell how deep they 
extend In; Note, also, 
how weathered they are, 
yet they ring as true and 
Bound under a hammer 
as though just hewn. 
Were those old Cypress 
boards s o m e b o d y ' s 
money's worth / Why 
s h o u l d not Y O U do 
as well with YOUR lumber 
money—whether you are 
building a beautiful home 
or just patching up the 
old place T (USE CYPRESS.) 

' T H E P R O O F O F 
T H E F E N C I N G IS 
I N T H E L A S T I N G . ' 

" B u i l d of Cypress L u m b e r and Y o u B u i l d but Once . " 
Let our " A L L - R O U N D HELPS D E P A R T M E N T " help Y O U . Our entire resources are at your service with Reliable Counsel. 

S O U T H E R N C Y P R E S S M A N U F A C T U R E R S ' A S S O C I A T I O N 
1269 P o y d r a s B u i l d i n g . N e w O r l e a n s . L a . , or 1269 G r a h a m B l d g . . Jacksonv i l l e . F l a . 

INSIST ON C Y P R E S S A T Y O U R L O C A L L U M B E R D E A L E R ' S . IF H E H A S N ' T IT, LET US KNOW IMMEDIATELY. 
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Its abundant grist is the means 
by which thousands of impor
tant dollars are saved. The whirr ing wheels of 
the Mimeograph, reduce the time and material 
elements i n printing down to min imum. Quickest, 
most economical printing! The Mimeograph tops 
all kindred devices in sales, because it does aremark-

I able job i n turning out an hourly record of five thou
sand clean-cut copies of a letter, form, blank, design, 
map, or chart—at a cost almost negligible. For unnum
bered thousands of industrial and educational institu
tions throughout the wor ld it is saving unnumbered 
thousands of dollars every year. Let us show you how it 
cuts costs. A l s o you w i l l be interested i n our booklet 
indicating some of the constructive work and economies 
which the Mimeograph puts into easy operation. A s k for 
Booklet "Q-10." Saved dollars are important dollars right 
now. A . B . D i c k Company, Chicago — and New Y o r k . 
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W h e n Y o u Buy a Closed C a r , Remember: 

C L O S E D b o d y is heav ie r t h a n an o p e n 

b o d y . I f y o u b u y a c l o sed m o d e l ca r , 

the ques t ions of ba l ance a n d p o w e r are e q u a l l y 

i m p o r t a n t . 

I n genera l a p p o i n t m e n t s , the S t a n d a r d E i g h t 

V e s t i b u l e S e d a n , Sedane t te , a n d C o u p e ' have 

e v e r y t h i n g that c a n be des i r ed . 

T h e t h i n g that y o u c a n ' t see is the a t ten t ion 

that has b e e n g i v e n to the b a l a n c i n g o f w e i g h t , 

the e l i m i n a t i o n o f v i b r a t i o n , a n d the adjustment 

o f s t ra ins . 

T h e u n u s u a l p o w e r ot the S t a n d a r d E i g h t 

m o t o r g ives it a spec ia l fitness tor i m p a r t i n g 

flexibility o f m o t i o n u n d e r the a d d i t i o n a l b u r 

d e n o f a c l o s e d b o d y . 

Vestibule S,dan,$S0OO Sedan,$4800 Sedanttte.$4500 Coupe' $4100 
Tturins Car,$3400 Read,ter.$3400 Spin.$3400 Chami.$31S0 

Ahove prim. f. O. H. Butler. Pa. 

STANDARD EIGHT 
A P O W E R F U L C A R 

S T A N D A R D S T E E L C A R C O M P A N Y 

Automotive Dept. Pittsburgh, Pa. 



Like the handiwork of an "Old Master* 
IN a l l its g lowing loveliness, a H a n 

del Lamp makes an irresistible ap
peal. F rom base to shade, it is a perfect 
harmony of line and color—and of ma
terial that w i l l forever hold its beauty. 
The colors are permanent and fadeless 
and after years of use w i l l be bright as 
when new. A l l metal parts are specially 
treated, resulting in a finish and decora
tion as permanent as the metal itself. 

T H E H A N D E L C O M P A N Y 
Meriden, Conn. 

HANDEL 
Lamps 

Floor lamps; lamps for the boudoir 
and alongside the easy chair; lamps 
for the library and for every corner 
that needs a spot of bright color—all 
these are made by the Handel master 
artists and sold by best dealers every
where. Look for them in the window. 
The Handel name is on every genuine 
Handel Lamp, 



WHITTALL RUGS 

Their Wonderful Beauty Costs You'Nothing 



Illustrated 
Graceful, hand-rubbed mahogany 

finish clocf(t eight day pendulum type 
movement and Normandu chimes. 
Height S% inches. Width 20yzinches. 

New thin model; thirty hour con
tinuous alarm, symmetrical design. 
Height 6 inches, with artistic radium 
hands and dial. 

Hand-rubbed mahogany finish 
clocfi for dest\ or dresser. Depend
able thirty hour movement. Height 5 
inches and width 8 inches. 

Hand-rubbed mahogany finish 
clock, with eight day pendulum type 
movement and Cathedral gong. 
Height 11 inches. Width 14% inches. 

Leisure Time 
an open fire, with its genial warmth, a com
fortable chair, the affection of a child, and 

the cheery, almost human companionship of a 
Gilbert Clock combine to make perfect the charmed 
circle of enjoyment. 

Beauty of line, harmony of design and strict accu
racy are the signs manual of the Company that 
has engaged in good clock making since 1807. 
Clocks silent and with voices—Cathedral gongs 
and Normandy chimes. 

Plain or Radium Dials 

William L . Gilbert Clock Co. 
Winsted , C o n n . 

"Makers of good clocks since 1807" 

Gilbert Clocks 



Real Comfort 
Arise on cold mornings in comfort— 
dress in a warm room, not in one 
with the temperature so uncomfor
table you ruin a good night's rest 
with a dose of shivering before break
fast. Y o u can have generous warmth 
every morning and without anyone 
getting up to open furnace drafts. 

Keep your narrow toed, high 
heeled, "dress u p " shoes and 
party slippers i f you must be a 
slave to Style; but i f Health 
is of any value to you wear 
' ' Ground Grippers ' ' whenever 
and wherever you use your 
feet as part of your understand
ing' and not just as ornaments 
to a tortured nervous system. 

Ground-Gripper 
W A L K I N G S H O E S 

are the O R I G I N A L muscle-develop
ing health shoes for Men, W o m e n 
and Children. 

The illustrations above (an authentic case) 
show how speedily they can correct even 
the most aggravated conditions. B y flexing 
naturally in every part, at every stride, 
they relieve nerve pressure, improve circu
lation, strengthen muscles, reduce swell
ings, straighten bones and soon restore 
feet to normal shape, vigor and comfort. 

G E T A P A I R T O D A Y ! 
Exclusive Stores in Principal Cities 

2000 Agents Everywhere 

Ground Gripper Shoe Company, Inc. 
GrippertowD (East L y n n ) , Mass. 

S E N D 

F O R O U R M E D I C A L 

B O O K L E T O N F E E T 

F R E E ! 

III 

4 MONTHS' RESULTS 

Takes over the entire control of the 
heating plant. In the morning it 
automatically opens the drafts, rais
ing the temperature to exactly the 
degree you want maintained through
out the day. A t bedtime it lowers 
the temperature, holding it at 60 
degrees or lower if you like. 
It does all this with less fuel than you 
formerly used—a saving that covers 
its cost in two or three seasons. 

M I N N E A P O L I S H E A T 
R E G U L A T O R C O . 

2787 Fourth A v e . So. 
M I N N E A P O L I S 

Easily and quickly installed i n 
o ld or new homes o n any type 
of heating plant burning coal, 
gas or o i l . 



To The People of New Jersey 
Stop Crime Waves At Their Sources 

K E E P N E W J E R S E Y I N T H E L E A D 

p R O V I D E medical treatment and adequate training for those 
children and growing youth of this State who are in danger 
of becoming insane. Check the disquieting growth of insanity, 

instability, feeble-mindedness and delinquency'. Apply well-tested 
preventive measures in each State institution. Convert hospitals 
and reformatories into centers of preventive work. Supplement the 
public schools and health departments with training and treat
ment they cannot provide. 

Dollars spent to insure sound minds and strong bodies for the rising 
generation save hundreds of dollars and valuable lives. The old 
way is hopeless and wasteful. 

Vote for the Institutional Construction Bond B i l l at the November 
8,1921, election, referred to the people by the Governor and the Legis
lature as required by the New Jersey Constitution. It will allow the 
State to build when prices are low and when men need work and to 
stop when prices are high. 

Interest and principal of bonds and operating expenses all are to be 
paid from revenues. No new taxes or methods of taxation are 
contemplated. 

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

DWIGHT W . MORROW, 
Englewood, N e w Jersey 

F . W A L L I S ARMSTRONG, 
Moores town, N e w Jersey 

M R S . H . OTTO WITTPENN, 
Jersey C i t y , N e w Jersey 

F R A N K A . FETRIDGE, 
Newark , N e w Jersey 

OGDEN H . HAMMOND, Pres., 
Bernardsvi l le , N e w Jersey 

E L L I S P . E A R L E , 
M o n t c l a i r , N e w Jersey 

M R S . LEWIS S. THOMPSON, 
R e d B a n k , N e w Jersey 

JOSEPH M . B Y R N E , 
Newark , N e w Jersey 
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ADLER-ROCHESTER 
Clothes-for-Men 



E V E R Y beauty of score, 
every delicate shading of 

expression of voice or instru
ment is reproduced-with life-like 
fidelity by the incomparable 
Steger Phonograph. 
To please the critical ear by 
creating the illusion of reality 
is the Steger ideal. Through 
the wonderful Steger tone-arm, 
which bears with correct pres
sure on all makes of disc 
records, the scientifically con
structed reproducer, and a 
marvelous tone-chamber of 
even-grained spruce, perfect 
sound-reproduction has been 
achieved. 

It brings all the world 's greatest 
artists to you. Hea r the artistic 
Steger. It plays all records correctly. 
Steger dealers everywhere. Style 
book sent on request. 

S T E G E R & S O N S 
P I A N O M F G . C O M P A N Y 
S T E G E R B U I L D I N G . C H I C A G O . ILL. 

Factories: S T E G E K . I L L I N O I S , where the 
"Lincoln " and "Dixie " High-ways meet 

I F I T ' S A S T E G E R IT'S T H E M O S T V A L U A B L E P I A N O IN T H E W O R L D ' 

Samuel-Kirk & Son Co 

Baltimore MD 

Silverware 

in Hie 

| llujrr>*kri°n$\yp<>n j^Ruejr 

" I urge those trou
bled with Gravel and 
Rheumatism to make 
use of Buffalo Mineral 
Springs water."—G. E. 
Roy, Surgeon-Major, 
650th Battalion, C. 
M . A . , Montreal. 

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

Buffalo Mineral Springs Water is helpful in 
the treatment of Dyspepsia, Bright's Disease, 
Gal l Stones, Ur ic A c i d , Gout and Nausea 
from any cause. It is an active anti-acid 
Diuretic. 

Physicians and other interested persons are 
invited to write to the Springs for "Fifty 
Years of Medical Opinions," a little book 
about Buffalo Mineral Springs Water written 
by many prominent physicians in all parts 
of the country. A t all Druggists. 

BUFFALO LITHIA SPRINGS 
VIRGINIA 
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The Hunt for Cigarette Supremacy 
Ends with Murad 

M U R A D is'the W o r l d ' s largest 
selling high-grade Cigarette— 

M U R A D is made of 100% PureTurk-
ish Tobaccos — personally selected, 
by our own experts, from the finest 
varieties grown in the justly famous 
tobacco fields of the Orient. 

S. Anagyros 



W i l l you k ind ly address 

A M E R I C A N W A L N U T 
M A N U F A C T U R E R S ' ASSOCIATION, 

Room 1207 
616 South 

Michigan Blvd., Chicago 

The Supremacy of American Walnut as the ac
cepted cabinet-wood of today—for the drawing-room, the 
modest sitt ing-room and the dining-room, no less t h a n for 
the l ibrary or bed-chamber (and of course for all the better 
furniture) is such that the desire of the guest vies wi th 
the pride of the owner. 

The historical status of this true and beautiful— 
and most tractable—wood constitutes a compl iment for the 
restored good taste and judgment of the present period, 
which happi ly promises to be a long a n d creditable one 
owing to the ample supply of A m e r i c a n W a l n u t and the 
wonderful facilities for making the best use of i t . 

"THE CABINET-WOOD SUPERLATIVE." 
WALNUT 

AMERICAN 



M A R M O N 34 
A Marmon-built body gives this 
Sedan a distinction and exclu-
siveness not attainable in ordi
nary bodies, Y o u ' l l note the 
difference immediately. Y o u ' l l 
appreciate the many refinements 
and added conveniences. Y e t by 
building it complete, we present 
it at 1922 prices. Also a Subur
ban and Coupe of similar dis
tinction. 

N O R D Y K E & M A R M O N 
C O M P A N Y 

Established 1851- I N D I A N A P O L I S 



more you look around at shoe 
values, the greater the wonder at 
the good old-fashioned moneys 
worth i n Regal Shoes to-day. y» 
For instance,the satisfying select
ion of Fall and Winter styles at 
$ 7 g » 8 g » 9 g at Regal 

stores or authorized 
Regal agencies 

REGAL SHOES 



Standard .Sanitary Mfg. Co. Pittsburgh 
In addition to the displays of "^inrdard" Plumbing Fixtures shown by Wholesale Dealers and Contracting Plumbers, there art permanent Siondord' exhibits in the following cities: 

NEW YORK IB E.45TH, BORDEN BLDG. 
NEW YOHK (EXPORT DEPARTMENT) . 50 BROAD 
BOSTON IBS DEVONSHIRE 
PHILADELPHIA 1215 WALNUT 
WASHINGTON SOUTHERN BLOQ. 
PITTSBURGH 445 WATER" 
PITTSBURGH 106 SIXTH 
CHICAGO 14 N. PEORIA, 
ST. LOUIS 4)40 FOREST PARK BLVD. 
EAST ST. LOUIS 16 N. MAIN 
CLEVELAND • 4409 EUCLID 
CINCINNATI . . . . . . . . . . . . 633 WALNUT 
TOLEDO 1002-1016 SUMMIT 

•COLUMBUS 503-19 PARK ST., S. 
CANTON. 1106 SHCOND, N. E. 
YOUNGSTOWN 458 W. FEDERAL 
DETROIT 5943 SECOND BLVD. 
WHEELING 40 EIGHTEENTH 
HUNTINGTON SECOND AVE. AND TENTH 
ERIE 130 W. TWELFTH 
ALTOONA 918 ELEVENTH 
MILWAUKEE 416 BROADWAY 
MILWAUKEE 3 " FIFTH 
LOUISVILLE 323 W. MAIN 
NASHVILLE 315 TENTH AVE., S. 
NEW ORLEANS M6 BARONNE 

HOUSTON . . . COR. PRESTON AVE. AND SMITH 
DALLAS 1200 JACKSON 
SAN ANTONIO 212 LOSOYA 
FORT WORTH 628 MONROE 
KANSAS CITY 201 RIDGE ARCADE 
SAN FRANCISCO 149-55 BLUXOME 
LOS ANGELES 216-224 S. CENTRAL 
SYRACUSE OFFICE 303 HERALD BLDG. 
ATLANTA OFFICE 217 HEALEY BLDG. 
CHICAGO OFFICE . . 1010 STANOARO OIL BLDG. 
SEATTLE OFFICE . . . , 1714 L C. SMITH BLDG. 
TORONTO. CAN 69 E. RICHMOND 
HAMILTON, CAN 20 W. JACKSON 

FACTORIES: Pittsburgh, Pa.; Louisville, Ky.; New Brighton, Pa.; Toronto, Can. POTTERIES: Kokomo, Ind.; Tiffin, 0. 
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One o f the premier events o f the year i n the 
publ i sh ing wor ld is the c o m p l e t i o n o f the 

A V A L O N EDITION 
O F T H E W O R K S O F 

H E N R Y 
V A N D Y K E 

T h i s month the last four volumes, N o s . i 3 to 16 i n 
clusive, w i l l come from the press. Those discr iminat ing 
readers w h o have been fortunate enough to subscribe 
to this now famous edition w i l l have in their libraries 
the complete works of this distinguished author. 

Those who have not yet subscri bed w i l l be glad to k n o w 
that the publishers are now i n position to furnish c o m 
plete sets. T h e A v a l o n E d i t i o n is the only complete 
edition of D r . van D y k e ' s works . F u l l particulars con
cerning character of b ind ing , paper, p r in t ing , price and 
terms w i l l be mailed on receipt of coupon below. F i l l 
out and mai l it now. 

C H A R L E S S C R 1 B N E R S SONS „ 
F I F T H A V E N U E A T 4 8 T H S T R E E T , N E W Y O R K 

Send, without obligation on my part, information in regard to the Avalon Edi t ion of the works of 
H E N R Y V A N D Y K E and how I may secure them on your special plan. 
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Make Tour C R A N E Visit 'Part of the Plan 
for your new home. T h e complete resources of Crane 
Branches and Exhibi t R o o m s the country over are at 
your disposal when you need equipment for any phase 
o f p lumbing , sanitation, heating or kindred service. 

It wil l pay you to call wi th your architect at the nearest 
B r a n c h or Exhibi t R o o m and profit by Crane co-opera
tion. Y o u can see the various articles as they appear in 
use, select exactly the types and sizes you desire, and rest 
assured that in all details you are protected by un i form 
C r a n e quality. 

We are manufacturers of about 20,000 articles, including valves, 
pipe fittings and steam specialties, made of brassr iron, ferrosteel, 
cast steel and forged steel, in alt sizes, for all pressures and all pur
poses, and are distributors of pipe, heating and plumbing materials. 

T H E R E IS A N E A R B Y C R A N E B R A N C H T O 
GIVE Y O U C R A N E SERVICE 

C R A N E C O . 
• 3 0 S. M I C H I G A N A V E . . C H I C A G O 

V A L V E S - P I P E F I T T I N G S 
S A N I T A R Y F I X T U R E S 

NEW HAVER. CONN. 
'HEW ORLEANS, LA. 

OAKLAND, CAL. 
ftCOCH. UTAH 

' H O C m i . ARII. 
'"1TTIIUKCH, »«. 
POCATELLO. IDAHO 

'PORTLAND, H E . 
PORTLAND, ORE. 

'PROVIDENCE, A- I. 
READING, PA. 

OTTAWA, *camA, 

JOHN, VICTORIA, I I M I F , H. S. 

SAGINAW. MICH 
SALT LAKE CITY. U T 
SAM FRANCISCO, CAL 

'SAN JOSE, CAL. 
SAVANNAH, OA. 
SEATTLE, WASH. 

*SHREVEPORT, LA. 
3IOUK CITY, IOWA 

*SOUTM BENS, IND, 
SPOKANE, WASH. 

SPftlHOFIELoj MASB. 
•T . MBEPM, HO. 

C R A N E - B E N N E T T . L T D . 
U M A X S T . , LONDON, CNO. 

< OFFICES) A L N U N O H A A , MANCHESTER, ERA. 

SYRACUSE, H 1 

TULSA, OKLA. 
'UTICA. m. V. 
'WASHINGTON, D C 
WASHINGTON, D. C, 

*WATCRBURY, CONN. 
WATERTOWN, S D. 
WICHITA, RAN. 

*W1LKEB*BARRE, PA. 
WINONA, HIMM. 
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K I P L I N G 
C O M P L E T E W O R K S 

O U T W A R D B O U N D E D I T I O N 
Twenty- four handsome v o l u m e s — K I P L I N G ' S c o m 
plete works , arranged under his personal supervision. 
Bound i n fine maroon si lken c loth—stamped i n gold . 
Beautiful deckle-edgedpaper, specially water-marked. 

Considered by many 
the most popular of 
the modern writers. 
K i p l i n g is wide ly 
read i n every E n g l i s h 
speak ing coun t ry . 
W h y ? Because he 
has wri t ten for every 
mood — from chi ldr 
hood to old age. 

this elephant head medallion insert is on 
the front cover of each volume and was 
designed in clay hy Mr. Kipling s father. 
This world-famed set is frequently referred 
to as the E L E P H A N T H E A D E D I T I O N . 

S E N D F O R F O L D E R — N O O B L I G A T I O N 

C H A R L E S S C R I B N E R ' s SONS Sc.u-21 
F I F T H A V E N U E AT 4 8 T H S T R E E T , N E W Y O R K 

Send , w i t h o u t o b l i g a t i o n , desc r ip t ive fo lder i n regard to the O u t w a r d B o u n d E d i t i o n of the w o r k s of 
R U D Y A R D K I P L I N G a n d h o w I m a y secure t h e m o n y o u r spec ia l p l a n . 
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APOLLO 
TftADC MARK NtGiSTietO 

Reproducing P I A N O 

Brings the oArt of the 
World's Great 
Pianists toYourHome 
T h e outstanding problem of the player 
piano has been how to match the touch of 
human fingers. Science has solved this 
p r o b l e m in the A p o l l o Reproduc ing 
Piano. A perfect pianistic reproduction, 
without the slightest deviation f r o m the 
original in tone, touch or interpretation, 
has been accomplished. 

T h i s means that y o u m a y have in your 
home the very genius of the world's mas
ter pianists. T h e inspiration of the 
concert, w h i c h y o u c a r r y away only to 
become a m e m o r y , m a y now be your 
constant possession: — a refining influ
ence upon your life, a guide to a deeper 
understanding of music , and, to the m u 
sical student, a spur to ambit ion. 

These Great Pianists Will Play for You 
Y o u m a y c o m m a n d in your o w n home the p lay ing of the 
most famous pianists of the day on the Apol lo . A m o n g 
those whose art is now available are the fo l lowing: 
Paderewski Hoffman Bloomfield-Zeisler Lhevinne 
Bauer Goaowsky Gabrilowitsch DePachmann 
A s new pianists are discovered, their art, also, wi l l be 
available to owners of the A p o l l o . 

How This Is cAccomplished Foot-Tower Upright 

T h e pianist, p lay ing upon a special re
cording piano, records this indiv idual 
rendition upon a mus ic rol l which catches 
every detail of tone, touch and expres
sion. T h e A p o l l o R e p r o d u c i n g M e c h 
anism, h a v i n g wi th in itself the power to 
match the touch of any h u m a n fingers, 
responds to this personally recorded ro l l 
and produces an exact repetition of the 
or ig inal interpretation. 

M several styles <±L I O W C S L 
prices consistent with ut
most quality. H a s M E T R O -
N O M I C S P R I N G M O T O R 
which p r o p e l s the roll; 
p u m p i n g only p l a y s the 
music. T h u s , even tempo 
isassured and easier pump
ing . Rol ls rewound*without 
use of pedal . F u l l details 
a n d prices on request. 

Catalog on Request! 
Booklets descr ib ing the various styles of the A p o l l o 
and g iv ing important F A C T S of great value to those 
considering the purchase of a reproduc ing piano, player 
piano or piano wi l l be sent, without obligation, o n request. 

T H E A P O L L O P I A N O C O M P A N Y 
Department 1858, De Kalb, Illinois 

Pacific Coast B r a n c h : 985 M a r k e t Street, San Francisco 

A p o l l o P i a n o C o . , D e p t . 1858, D e K a l b , III. 
Without o b l i g a t i o n . B e n d me your Apollo catalog. 

I would like information, particularly on the fol
lowing, as checked: 
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S C R I B N E R C L U B S 
S A V E Y O U M O N E Y 

T h e s e c l u b b i n g p r i c e s a r e l o w e r t h a n m a g a z i n e r a t e s h a v e b e e n 

i n y e a r s . Y o u w i l l n o t o n l y s ave m o n e y b u t a v o i d d e l a y s b y p l a c i n g 

y o u r o r d e r n o w . I n m a n y cases t h e s a v i n g i s m o r e t h a n 3 0 p e r 

c e n t . Y o u w i l l p a y m o r e l a t e r f o r t h e s a m e m a g a z i n e s . 

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

Special Club 
Price 

w i t h WORLD'S WORK . . . $8.00 $5.50 
" REVIEW OF REVIEWS 8.00 5.50 
" PICTORIAL REVIEW . . . . 6.50 5.00 
" BOYS' LIFE 6.00 4.50 
" C E N T U R Y MAGAZINE 9.00 8.00 
" HARPER'S MAGAZINE 8.00 6.00 
" ST. NICHOLAS 8.00 7.00 
" FORBES MAGAZINE . . . . 8.00 5.50 
" SUNSET MAGAZINE . . . . 6.50 4.75 
" CURRENT HISTORY (N. Y . Times) . 8.00 5.50 
" T H E B O O K M A N 8.00 6.00 
i t j AMERICAN MAGAZINE and 
" i WOMAN'S H O M E COMPANION 
i t j AMERICAN MAGAZINE and 
" i WOMAN'S H O M E COMPANION 9.00 7.00 

T h e B e s t o f A l l — Y o u S a v e $ 2 . 0 0 

T w o yearly subscriptions to S C R I B N E R ' S 
M A G A Z I N E sent by one person, f\f\ 
but to different addresses, for only « f l>O.UU 

S e l e c t t h e s p e c i a l c l u b d e s i r e d n o w , fill o u t t h e c o u p o n , m a i l i t 

t o - d a y a n d y o u w i l l s ave m o n e y . 

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

Enclosed find $ for which send periodicals mentioned to addresses given below: 

Send 

Name 

Address 

Name of Sender.. 

Address. 

Magazine to Send Magazine to 

Name , 

Address 
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absolute reliabili ty h the first 
requisite in a revolver, the repu

tation of its manufacturer becomes 
of prime importance. Since 185:5 
Smi th cSc Wesson revolvers have 
justly merited the title "Super ior . " 

S M I T H & W E S S O N 
Manufacturers of Superior i\eyol<vers 

S P R I N G F I E L D 

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

Catalogue sent on request 

Address Department B 
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So, it is quite natural for the mind to travel from the admiration of such garments 
to thoughts of Ivory Soap. Fabrics and handwork that leave nothing to be desired 
call for the soap that leaves nothing to be desired. 

Likewise with beautiful faces, delicate hands, vigorous bodies and luxuriant hair—the 
more nearly perfect they are, the more appropriate it seems to care for them with 
Ivory Soap. 

Since 1879, Ivory has been giving this complete satisfaction for the daily bath, for the 
toilet, in the nursery and for fine laundry, because it offers every quality necessary 
for harmless, thorough, agreeable, convenient cleansing. In it are combined abundant 
lather, easy rinsing, mildness, purity, whiteness, fragrance, and "i t floats." These 
are the seven essentials of perfect soap. N o soap can offer more. What other 
soap offers so much? 

I V O R Y S O A P 9 9 1 4 P U R E 
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H E charm of fine underthings depends as much upon the suggestion of sweet 
immaculate cleanliness as upon exquisite texture and painstaking needlework 
—every woman of refinement will acknowledge this. 

Whenever soap comes in contact with the skin—use Ivory. 

It floats 



The Pierce-Arrow Coupe A Portrait by A . E. Northup 

P I E R C E - A R R O W 
i 

HE CONTROLLING SPIRIT of Pierce' 
A r r o w manufacture is the quality car 
and not quantity production. 

The same engineering genius that de-
vised and perfected each improvement 
that for twenty years kept Pierce 'Arrow 
up to its standard, devised and perfected 
the Dual-Valve engine, wh ich three 
years ago gave the Pierce-Arrow the 

most notable impetus of its entire career. 
There has been no change in the 

policy of Pierce-Arrow, for that policy 
has always been broad enough and for
ward-looking enough to include any 
betterment that might be discovered. 
A t no time in its history has it been so 
true as right now that the Pierce-Arrow 
is a better car than it has ever been. 

T H E SCRIBNER PRESS 



Fountain Pen 

Is designed, produced, sold 
and guaranteed to give a last
ing a n d satisfactory service 
to hand-writers . 

T h r e e T y p e s 
Self-Fil l ing.Regular and Safety 

il.50 and up 
S e / e c t i o n and Service 

at best stores 
L .E .Wa te rman C o m p a n y 
191 Broadway New York. 

Could medical skill devise or money buy a 
better combination of ingredients for safely 
correcting disorders of baby's stomach and 
bowels, it would be* done in producing 

MRS. W I N S L O W S 
S Y R U P 

The Infants' and Children's Regulator 
Attention is called to the open publ ished formula: 

Rhubarb, Senna, Glycerin, Sodium Citrate, 
SodiumBicarbonate, Oil Anise, O i l Carraway. 
O i l Coriander, O i l Fennel, Cane Sugar Syrup. 

Costs twice as much to make, yet it costs you 
no more than ordinary baby laxatives. 

At All Druggists 
A N G L O - A M E R I C A N D R U G C O . 
215-217 F u l t o n Street , N E W Y O R K 

Cmral Selling Agents: Harold F. Ritchie & Co.. In. 
New York and Toronto 

You d r i n k to 
health-when 
y o u d r ink 

INSTANT 
P O S T U M 

instead of coffee 

"There's a Reason" 

Ideal 
waterman's 

Mothers: 

Bakers 
Breakfast 

Cocoa 
is pure and good, de
licious and nutritious. 

Genuine made only by 

Walter Baker & Co. Ltd. ) 
L Established 1780 

D O R C H E S T E R , MASS. 
Booklet of Choice Recipes jt 

^ V . sent free /T\ 
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