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LOCOMOBILE

N order to accentuate the enormous struétural strength and vita]it}' of
the Locomohile its Makers announce an entircly new specific time and

distance Guarantee on individual components.

Perhaps in no other way can the sincerity and real value of the car be so

cﬁnrinﬂ.‘ingl}r stated.,

GUARANTEE

THE Frame. The forndarion of the car veplaced free if it breaks or sags in 1§ years,

Trhe Evcive Ben is alse guarantesed for 1§ years.

Tur Cvriwoens. New ones will be provided, no charge, if they crack inside of 3 years.
Twe Crank SuarT is to be inscalled free if it should break in § years.

THE Coxuxecting Rops are guaranteed against breakage for ¢ years.

Tiie Pisroxn axp Rivcs are gu:ran:::d for 1 year,

THE FroxT AxLE is guaranteed against breakage for 15 years.

THE CarnuURETOR, if permission is given to seal to prevent meddling, is
guaranreed against replacement of parts in 3 years.

Tre Macueto is guarantesd for 24,000 miles,

Twue Raptaton 15 guaranteed for 2 years.

Tue Cruren is guaranteed for 25,000 miles.

Tue Trawssssion Case is guaranteed far 1§ years,

.]IN'I' RR.’.K_TE arc h"'ll.ﬂ.rﬂl'“lﬂlj :|-:|-r !Dlﬂw |'|'|.i|:'5.I

Tue ProreELLER SHAFT is guarantesd for 5o,000 miles.

The Reaz Axie Housixg axp Tuses are guaranteed for 15 years,

Tue Trawssussion Gears will be replaced without any charge, if one breaks.

THE Trawssission SHAFTs are guaranteed against breakage in go,000 miles.

The Steerivg Gear is protected by a special guarantee which replaces any
part at any time without charge if it breaks,

Tue Dhrrenestial GEars anD CAsE are guaranteed for § years.,

Tur Winixc 15 gl:..'l.r:lnncd for 3 years.

Tue Startivo Motor is guaranteed for 3 vears.

THE BATTERY is guaranteed for 25,000 miles if well used.

Tue Streening WHEEL 15 gu:rnnrud for § years.

Tue Srrings are guaranteed on a basis of 2 years,

Tue WHEeELs are guaranceed for § years.

Tue Cizcvraring Puar axp Fan, 5 vears.

Tue Rean Axie GEars, for 24,000 miles against breakape.

Frort Tiine Geans guaranteed against defect for 25,000 miles,

Equirment. Even the details of equipment are guaranteed.

THE LOCOMOBILE COMPANY
Bridrepore, onnecticut
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“TIME TO LEARN TO PLAY MY FID-
DLE " |
From a drowing by Perry Barlow to illus-
trate " The Ripe Peach.”
EUROFPE AT WORK-I.
WORK : . - 4
Hlustrations from photographs by the Author,
LEAVES FROM MY AUTORBIOGRAPHY
FIFTY-51IX YEAKS WITH THE NEW
YORE CENTEAL RAILROALY, FoURTH
rarek.  (To be continned) i

AMERICA ANID 1

FEANCE AT

THE RIPE PEACH - A Stary
IMustrations {Frontispiece) by Perey Barlow

THE TOWN OF DMON PABLO THE CRAFTY
Ilustrations from drawings by the Author

“TO EVERY MAN A PENNY."
EILEAN EARRAID : THE BELOVED ISLE
OF ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON
Hlustrations irom photographs b
thor and a painting by N. C. Wyeth.
THE PERIL OF LABOR
WHAT SHALL 1 BELIEVE ?

THE LOVE-VINE-— A\ Stary .
IMustrations by W. Al Berger.

THE CLASSIC PATTERN -\ Story
Ilusteations by Arthur Litle.

POEING FUN AT GRAMMAR
With an intreduction by Horace D, Talft and
a note of reply by Meredith Nicholsaon.

EMPTY BOTTLES—A Story
THE PRESENT HOUR.
THE POINT OF VIEW —AMr. Kose, of Barr
suit of Happiness
THE FIELD OF ART—Un the Making of
Bronzes F
Illustrated.
THE FINANCGIAL SITUATION—The Econemi

Conference
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Scribner’s Magazine

France —
Yesterday's Habit
To-Day’s Hnlw

Germany
Sinee the War
Seen by

a Frenchman

Depew’s
Recollections of
Queen Victoria
Prince Edward
and Others

Two Views of
Huneker

Short Papers and

Discussions

Stories
Departments

Jfor MARCH

Whiting Williams continues his graphic narrative of his experi-
ences while actually working 1n France. This article particularly
deals with the ruined coal mines and why they have made France
g insistent on immediate reparation. He then outlines the rea-
sons of France's hope for the future,

Ravmond Recouly, well known in this country for his books,
“"Foch: the Winner of the War" and * General Joffre and His Bat-
tles,” has visited Germany three times since the Armistice at in-
tervals of about one vear. This paper gives his most recent im-
pressions, showing just what Germany has accomplished and why
there is every hope for a permanent republic without Bolshevism,

For many vears Senator Depew went abroad every summer and
met the most important people.  This paper contains recollections
of Queen Victoria, the Prince of Wales, Mr, Gladstone, Lord Rose-
bery, and a bit of secret history telling how the Rathschilds tried
to avert the Spanish YWar.

The remarkable intercst in James G. Huaneker, shown since his
death by the great discussion of his books, makes particularly ap-
propriate this critical discussion by '\nrr'rnn T. Byrne and a charm-
ing account of Huneker as a neighbor by Laura Spencer Portor.

“The Problem of the Superfluous Woman,” by Carcline E. MacGill.
“Why Do We Laugh " by Professor William MeDougall.

“The Pictures of Past Ages,"” by Charles R. Knight—in the Amer-
ic an Museum of Natural History,

‘A Navaho shepherd hoy described and pictured by the artist, W.
R. Leigh.

The short stories include: **

The Gambo Lily,"
“The Wind Witch

_ by Badger Clark;
o by John Biggs, Jr.; "

E The H]Iip o ”rt'm'n.‘i," |'r!.‘
Isabel J. Huhu ts; “"Hadji Hamid,” by Herbert E. Winlock: also
The Point -’x Firem [anonymous), The Field .-;-,l" Art (Preserved
Smith), and The Financial Sitwation (Alexander Dana Noves).

—— — —— e S —— ——— —— — R S S e S S — — T— S (S S o S

CHARLES RCRTR‘.\TF'.R'E S0OWNS,
Please send Scribner’s Magazine for one vear.

N.IIIIE B AT ot g A o
Address

SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE, §97-599 Fifth Avenue, New York
Signed : e O
WITHOUT COSTTO YOU
Sign e coupon and we will include
withoat cost & copy of the cur-
rent isiue of SCRIDKER'S MAGASINE



" The Victor Record Catalog is the

world's greatest catalog of music

| e

i

Lask wnder whr bl Loak om the labal®

VIOTOR TALEING MACHINECO
Carvder, W. |

From its 486 pages come to you the
most famous artists of this generation.
Here are listed their offerings — here you
will fimd cataloged the greatest music
the world has produced. In this book
are also poriraite and biographies and
interesting information which help to a
better appreciation of all muosic,

Do vou know, for instance, the
story of La Boheme, and which two
composers wrote operas of that
name F

DMd you know that James Whit-
comb Riley himself recited some of
his poems for Victor Records?

Can you name the great com-
poser who though born in Germany
is buried in Westminster Abbey?

Did vou know Mozart wrote i con-
certo when but six years of age?

Can yvou recall the |'|ri|u'i|!:.l| numn-
bers in the Mikado and Pinafore?

Get a copy of this new Victor Record
Catalog. It isa book that interests every
one, and vou can have a copy free at any
Victor dealer’s. Or write to us for it

ictrola

REE. L& ey D

Victor Talking Machine Company, Camden,N.J.
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FIFTH AVENUE

SHIRTMAKERS AND HABERDASHERS

SHIRTS OF DISTINCTIVE CHARACTER
THE fine art of Custom Shirtmaking is exemplified in SULKA

Shirts- To-Measure which are widely recognized for their
unmistakable Distinction.

Unusual Materials of the finest quality and superior workmanship
are the fundamental elements that largely constitute the exclusive

individuality reflected in each SULKA Shirt.

Through Specializing in this particular business and with unlimited
resources for securing the most Exceptional Shirtings we are able to
offer many advantages to those desiring Shirts of Unusual Quality.
Prices range from $7.00 upward.

We are now showing our new Spring and Summer Shirtings

NEW YORK PARIS
a B2 FIFTH AVENUE 2 AUE DE CASTIGLIONE
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MILCH | Ga eries

AMERICAN PAINTINGS

A reproduction from our Jamunry Exhibition of

PAINTINGS of CALIFORMIA
Iv_, P Hs‘kLLARD ‘WILLIA"V!S, NA

chednlad in the Ar o7
nd SCULPTURE l_llquu ||d"\' .'\Iir ‘\I'L"H-‘_-u will be ma u-ul' “ln.|u-.:
— WILLIAM MACBETH
; e 3 3 == ] ! % L S
| 1kb Ththt _']?TJ‘I street, NEW YORK | 450 ]'Lrlh -".l.enu: 1 dr hmul'l brrm: 1 Mew York

Scott & Fowles
New Art Galleries
667 Fifth Avenue MNew York

PAINTINGS—DRAWINGS
BRONZES by PAUL MANSHIP

GORHAM
GALLERIES

Small Bronges
try

AMERICAMN SCULPTORS ll

EXCLUSIVELY

THE GORHAM COMPANY

Fifth Avenue ar Thirts-Soah Swreet
Mew York Ciny

(0sTikvan B (0,

RUGS

FROM THE ORIENT

12 East 40th Street
Mew York

The Gocas Girl, g3 11" Silbouettes
Pied Pipes of Hamelin (below) =

Wood Blocks, Color Prints, Etchings

TONI LANDAU PHOTOGRAFPHIC CO.
I EAST 45th STREET NEW YORK




IN THE ART GALLERIES DURING FEBRUARY

HE exhibitions  held during  Feliruar, | wient of anuatint in ahbatl one hundeed o Gifty
promise much of interest. vears, showing the technique of the process,

Beginning at the lower end of Filth Fhe Dudensing Galleries—at 45 West ggi
mireet nave an ;:Il'lll'\-l:li;_" -|||--r-i||l_; ol recent

Avenue and working our way up-town, the : 3 : 5
paintings by Charles Retffel

Salmagundi Club, 47 Fifth Awvenue, is the first
stop of interest.  The Annual Auction Sale af Colar ctchings, Tacsimile copies of the old
amall ]a:ti]'llillf{!-'- and sketches |a_‘._ the members masters, mezzotints, and wood-hblocks in color
hold the attention at the Tond Landau Coanllery

1 East gsth Street,

are on exhibition 1o Felrwary ro—the sales held
on the last three evenings of the exhilation.
Until Febroary 18 water-color drawings of
game-hirds by Philip Rickman and etchings by
Dwight C. Sturges share equal attention at the
Ackermann Galleries, 10 Enst g46th Strect,

The next stop brings us to goth Strect, 330
Fitth Avenue, where at the Macheth Galleries
the Twellth Annual Exhibition of Thirty Paint-
ings by Thirty Artists is held—an evenl of pe-
culiar interest each year. Fictures by John Marin on view at the Maont

s ross Galleries—sso Fifth Avenwe—until Febru-

Yroumni lh.ll corner at 274 Madison Avenue | ary 1r are followed by those by Haves Miller
recent paintings of a Japanese artist, kyoher | : ’ ’
Inukal, are on view untid February v oat the
Arlington Gallerics, | At the Arden Gullery in the Scribner Building

Alrs. Alexander has areanged *“La Poupde,™

on February 13 to March 4,

“The Making of an Aguatint™ s the latest
exhibition in the Public Library's Print Gallery, |

a loan exhibition of Period Dhalls T'his is on
until February 18,

i 1
Here are shown exhibits which trace the develop- (Cantinaed on page o

CRICHTON BROTH ERS
GOLDSMITHS & SILVERSMITHS
IN NEW YORK, 636 FIFTH AVENUE

IN CHICAGD, G222 S M!CHIGAH AVEMUL 1M LONDON, 22 OLD BOND STREET




ELSIE COBB WILSON

Lomiis '.\.'- | Console Tahle, marhle eap—
Black wnd Gold Mireor, reproducbim—jairir
Cireem Vinses
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Finely ho |lc1“ﬂ rui with old blue ground in center
b Ut of gy lowees with border of rare colu'rrd
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INTERIOR DECORATIONS | e i |

N JES E ] TION 5 g

ANTIRLE | ELIZABETH-H-ROWE Inc |

33 East 57th Street - MNEW YORK CITY | frzfem’ar Decorations l

Washingron, D, O, —88 Seventeenth Soreer, MW .I 4we5t 40‘]15:!“3&" NEWYOPK :
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EARLS from the ocean,
silks from the Orient, and
gifts for all occasions from
Ovington’s—three excellent
examples of fine things com-
ing from their proper places.

P T e s el e e

Cvingfon"s Book of Giffs
senf wpon yowrr regqeess

OVINGTON'S

I " The Gift Shop of Fifth Avenue '
| FIFTH AVENUE AT 39TH STREET

!
E
5
|.TG'.TL.-.__.-. R =aiTT Gﬁ_—:m‘lj

I"\I'I ERIOR DECO H.z‘"u']. ID\IS

A.KIMBEL & SON

=

. 534 Madison Avenue

:: New York



Annual
Stock -T aking
Sale

During February we

CHINA offer a marked re-
POTTERY duction on Plates,
MARKS ;
Glassware, Dinner-
Sets, and Single
i Pieces.
Vlustrated Hand-
Tockof the better

kenown marks by

which China can

ke idemtified sent

on receipt of

seventy-five cents
i stam s

U @@

15 East 56¢h Sereer, NEw York

MAacBRIDE

[
STHE HOUSE OF THREE GADRLES"
1T WEST Sis7T ST, NIEW YORIK

II

INTERIOR DECORATION

Anything You See

in this Fifth Avenue Section or any-
thing you want which you don't see
Miss Walton will purchase for you,
Write her ac Scribner’s Magazine
|| 597 Fifth Avenue.

[Comtimiped from page §)

Eric Hudson's AMarines are on wview at the
Ferargil Gallerv—6o7 Fiith Avenue—for three

weeks beginning January 23,

U'mtil February 3 is an exhibition of paintings

and sculpture by Anna Vaughn Hyait, Grace
MNoxon, Jane Peterson, and others in the Ainslic
Galleries at 615 Fiith Avenue.

For three weeks, beginning January 20, Mrs.

Albert Sterner at 22 West goth Street is showing
an exhibition of water-colors by Carl Sprinchorn,
a young artist of modern tendency
nality.

anid origi-

The Babeock Galleries at 10 East goth Street
show portraits by Henning BEvden until January
28, Then an exhibition of paintings by Birger
Sandzen follows for two weeks.

Recent paintings amd water-colors by George
Luks call for an interesting stop at Kraushaar
Galleries at 68o Fifth Avenue, These are on
just until February 1.

J. Stewart Barney is exhibiting a group of
paintings the last two weeks of January at the
Ehrich Galleries (707 Fifth Avenue}, and during
the first two weeks of February an exhibition of
selected portraits by modern artists will be held
there, followed by portraits by Dorothy Vicaji.

The Milch Galleries,
are holding a special exhibition—Crane, Dainger-
Balard Williams,
11, followed by Harry Vincent's

108 West s7th Street,

field, Granville Smith, and F.
until February
landscape paintings.

A few doors farther west on 37th Street brings

the Mussmann Gallery,
and woodcuts by Ruzicka and a new etching

us Lo where etchings
by Brouet are on view for the first three weeks in

February.
work of Charles

Back on Fifth the

Hawthorne is shown at Galerie Intime le-

Avenue,
W
tween s7th and 38th Streets, while the next stop
brings us to the Metropolitan Muaseum, Hers
the Sixth Exhibition of Industrial Art {on until
26} is of much interest as well as the
Special Exhibition of Old English prints in the

February

Print Galleries and Japanese paintings of the
late nineteenth century in Boom H-11.
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INTERIOR DMECORATIONS

Six Seventy-zeven Fifth Avenue

NEWYORKCITY

CThe NewYork Cntrance to Paris
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The Present Home of
JINGioding & T,
Jifth Avenue
S0"and 57" Streets

8. Altman & @n.
Amoretta =1 _ I
Cream Discriminating
Pure, smooth, and sofr People
a5 a4 Caress, Amoretta e, :
vanishes into the skin whether |'E51d|ng n NEW York
and leaves just a film or elsewhere
of protection  ngainst
wind and weather. Pos- may obtain from this Store
sesses an elusive fra- hi h !
grance; it never reap- everyt |'_|"E‘. that iz new and
pears on the face; is a smart in clothes for every
most becoming base for z
i B % occasion
mail. Clothes for Men. for Women
e 1 Rl O I for Misses and
ot ket 1} for the Younger Set
|
ELIZABETH ARDEN Madison Avenur - Fifth Avenue
Salom d'Ore, 673-N Fifth Avenze, New York Sdtl and 25th Steeets New Yok
R s e A T P

10



SCRIBNER'S
ﬂlqiwﬂ venue Secrfion

PIECES
T SATISEY THE COLLECTOR

IN SCULFTURE, FAINTING,
CEAFTSMANSHIF

AND FINE

Fi
Yin "
Frishmuth

whl wilver Larra mnde im 1710 Bis priee Firgy, . f _d._'\-—'-j";‘":-:...u
hie poval B |, 0r wa e - ar "‘f“t"

6.
L rly churches

I ta
¥ Church, bears this marking.

Herat rug of the seventesnth century, o Lype that has grown cheolete,

11



1t H &re
Diwells

Scientific Face Molding
Treatments
(riven '|1_w.' Trained Nurses

To make s mscles Arm, T-.duw
douhble ghln-. |.ruln it hnes and give
the skin new freshness

PRIMROSE HOUSE

ELSIE WATERBURY MORRIS, Vice Presidend

Felephone, 1z 5547 3 East 52nd Srreer

' SCRIBNER'S

C——1 ] Y outh”

EW Youmans

Custom Made
Sailors of Distinct-
ive design and ad-
vanced styles,

Im wwriting Tequese
Baokler “F*

ou MANS

1 Feunded 1503

581 Fifth Ave. ™"

AT 47TH STHEET

F‘:f_n!- Au-'rn-urr Secrion

B Moy

Thas seal may mot “<enl™ vour Fate, hot he will
stunel guned over vour papers or table.  Sealp-
tare i porceliin mounted on onye, £

AMUSING TRIFLES AND
WORTH-WHILE PIECES

T purchase, of for information, write Miss Walton,
Scribmer's Magazine, 597 Fifth Avonuo

For one who persists
in asking “*YWhat wre
trumips? " comes this
brilge scorer in the
forns of ash-lray oq
pencil, $3.50,

o it f' him. His

inches owver all, 1.50

25 inelies, el with goosl
reaidahle peint, ape 540601,

[ E-‘EF!' FITTING THE MNARROW FOOT ]El

i SHOECRAFT :
%;; -|I._.. and opality - at \ | ﬁ
T H
Eii :'Inl-l-l‘.:" |“I-II' rI I|III |.|II:||.I|I v

B s SRS
T4 Fifth Avenwe

% SH[]EER.A.FT SH“F sict. S5k amd B6eh S}

MNiew York

;2R WIDTHS AAAA TOE- LENGTHS | T0 i0 438
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[} WHEREVER CHILDREN ARE

there should be the works of RUDYARD KIPLING

It hardly zeems faar in these
times for a child to grow up
without having read the
& Jungle Stories,” “*Just So
Stores,” ““Tuck of Pook's
Hill," *¢ Rewards and Fair-
ics," and the others,

And Kipling has written for
all members of the family—
from youth to ald aze,

._I_.&,g ' ‘f%?""—
ﬁ? 3

ﬂ(\_\_ arﬂ"“ﬁ;- j.-*j' .—,HJL o

¢ 15 the Elepl ||-'E II‘l.
pulled T ]

DREAWN BY MR, KIPLING

The Outward Bound Edition

RUDYARD KIPLING

COMPLETE WORKS

AR S ESAS S ASFES ASHSESES AN ANAN
: | | . : I . S, .::_.:-'
W&%VAVM%WM%V&V&VA@

|
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CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS
FIFTH AVERUVE AT §3TH STRELT; NEW YORK
Send, withowt obligation, des criptive r dder in reeard to the |h.|-...-|.| F i l|,|| on of the works of
RUDYARD KIPLING and how |. may secure them on vour special plan. Ads | infor o concerning the
wiher sets 1 have checked,

| 1 -Barrmic, 12 Yals | 1 James afh WVols [ ] Packer, a1 Val g b
|1 Davis,  §- Sl | ]\|||||_ - i | | Parkmans it - Tl
| Dnckens, i | Meredith, n | | Poe, 10 24

| | Field, || Mitchell, 15 ! | | Hastings, E0.01. o | i

| | Them, 13 | | Page, s P [ ] 5mith | [

NAME .........

ADDRESE e
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H
i
£
|
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|
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The Queen nf Sheba’s Visit to King Solomon

in the history of the
enificen
never since bee

rl'llI s af

Th

hastary of every famous man ancd

e workd as wel that of every nation, em-
pire, principality and power from parl iquity
lo the present, then seace Lhis opparin plivce 1

your home the d publication—ithe il'-'- -Sluilrl

HISTORYY
the WORLD

We will na ur Special Price and easy l:m: of pay-
maent an: free our 32z heaudifol sam

miails us the coupon below,
buy. Tear off the coupon, write name
plainly and mail now before you forget it

of LG

Six Thnusand Years of History
]:“" ‘B hundreds of e .|.|*- the |'I.'FH.|.'|'|| s of Egy

].-3'_: I _.-C\:-CI‘_II l'E' - I'l|.||. ||I|'] ahuk
the time when the "-'.Il. n r.-[ "1- hebin
T = l--n‘-’-n or the Chi of Israel
Evplt ncross ] b | and
even before that distant period the story
of mankir .l| Before the separation of races, before
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on the blackness of unknown and uneou
And so this story of man, from the far be
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recent World War, I'le work covers EVErY race,
every nation, every time. Mail the coupon.
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-nse mail your 12-page free sample booklet of The History of
lbr Warld, <ot i sample page and pholag s af great
characters in b and write Tl partculars of your

|pg|,-i-| olfer 1o Scribmer’s Magazise readers

HAME
ADDRESS -
T

“You have the t]erlts of
a bloodhound—find him!”

ITH that ‘-‘I:]]Lcmtli' she set her son upon the

trail of the man she had sworn to love! Like
a hound he traile his father—the father whom he
had never seen—the husband who turned znarl-
ing bloodhounds loose upon his bride—across
seas, into mining camps—while vou follow with
breathless interest to a3 odd a climax as ever
ended a mvstery tale, Who wrote this amazing
medley of suspense and fun? Whe else could
have written it but that most amazing author,
Mark Twain, himself?
As far back as you can remember you have heard
of Mark Twain as a story-teller. You have read
many of his imperishable works, But did vou
know that this great storyv-teller had written his
conception of how a story should be told? This
he has dome, and you may have it FREE.
Merely clip the coupon and we shall send vou
the free booklet which containg Mark Twain's
delightful and instructive essay, “"How to Tell a
Story.” The booklet also contains a complete
reprint of one of the funniest stories the great
humorist ever wrote, We have included in this
same little book interesting and wvaluable infor-
mation about the Author’s National Edition of
the works of

‘MARK TWAIN
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Send for this Free Booklet in which Mark
Twain tells .Flnl:.r.' to tell a story

Corviee & Sox ©

MPANT MTA
16 West Thirteent el New York, N.Y
Senid me, Tree and without ohligation, * How to Tell a " by
Mark Twain. 3
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“It is a question whether they are greater
as History or Literature”

The War-time Letters of
Walter H. Page

Late American Ambassador to Great Britain

IN FEBRUARY: The Drives for Peace from Washington and
Great Britain. They were German Peace Drives that started
on the banks of the Hudson. They tell of President Wilson's
peace drives in 1914-15; and the reason for Colonel House's fa-
mous trip abroad in 1915; the origin of Article X and the Doc-
trine of the Freedom of the Seas, as shown in Colonel House's
letters to Mr. Page.

IN MARCH: *“The Lusitanta and After.” How the news reached the
Embassy; “We shall be ar war with Germany within a month,” said Colonel
House as he left London for America; the result of the phrase “Too Proud to
Fight" in London; Bryan's plan to go to Europe and personally make peace;
Ijiigi".‘i fTHl'Ik ||.'I1'1-T:: -'II“F“T *I'H.' rt'.‘;ulrhhlltht‘ f"r(‘:—ii:](‘l:l“.‘- jr_.:'f_'rflldﬁ M i'lu"nl i?“li{'_‘f. e T.rl.-‘r;'
ir no other person in the svorld who dare talk to him like that,” smd one of President
Wilson's friends, but Wilson wrote asking Mr. Page not to resign.

IN APRIL: “Washington in the Summer of 1916."" Mr. Page vividly
describes the lack of interest in the war—*“An interest in peace and politics,
but lietle in the war and the world " —and a description of President Wilson at
that time as the loneliest man in the world.
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AT THE NEWSSTANDS—35¢ [ 74 worLD's work ...
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A scene on Broodwoy, Mew Fork, in 1890,
howing the densily of E

T'he same scene after the overhead wires were
rr:lﬂm'enr!m unn'erzruurln' cablrz

Improvements

The history of thetelephone is a record
of constant improvement. Only by
numerous inventions and ceaseless re-
search for new and better ways has the
present standard been reached.

Two-score years ago the telephone
could hardly ecarry the human voice
across a city. Mow it carries it distinetly
across this great continent. The once
familiar network of overhead wires in
large cities has been replaced by systems
of underground cables, each cable con-
taining thousands of slender, sensitive
wires.

Switchboards, once primitive devices,
called upon to handle only a few con-
nections and limited in their workings,
havenow become great and precise

mechanisms through which the volume
and complexity of telephone traffic is
handled with mechanical perfection.

With the continued growth in the num-
ber of telephone users, there is a con-
tinued increase in the problems of speed,
accuracy and speech transmission.

These are the problems forever before
the scientists and engineers of the Bell
System; and the solution of these prob-
lems, in advance of necessity, is the ob-
jective of this great body of specially
trained experts.

The Bell System will continue the
improvements necessary to maintain its
standard of service, which is the best and
cheapest telephone service in the world.

" BELL SYSTEM"

AND ASSOCIATED COMPANIES

One Policy, One System, Universal Service, and all directed
toward Better Seruvice




MAGCAZINE NOTES

WHITING WILLIAMS, of Cleveland,
author of the two important volumes
“What's on the Worker’s Mind” and
“Full Up and Fed Up,” spent the past
summer working as a commen laborer
in the factories and coal-mines of France,
Belgium, and Germany. His first-hand
ohservations make possible a thorough
and understanding account of the con-
dition of European industry from the
worker's point of view,

CHAUNCEY M. DEPEW tclls in his
third paper his experiences as a member
of the United States Senate, and gives
intimate and interesting anecdotes about
the many famous people with whom he
has come in contact.

ANZIA YEZIERSEA has recently
zold the motion-picture rights to her re-
markable book * Hungry Hearts.,” Her
account of how she became an American
will answer many questions of those in-
terested in Americanization,

RAYMOND S. SPEARS iz the au-
thor of a number of books on camping
and the outdoors, He is the son of the
navy historian and story writer, John K.
Spears.

ERNEST PEIXOTTO, Chevalier of
the Legion of Honor, and noted as ar-
tist, author, and traveller, needs no in-
troduction to the ScrIBNER audience
that has long enjoved his articles and
their illustrations.

ISABEL WESTCOTT HARPER is a
student at Smith College. She has con-
tributed before to ScriENER™S MAGAZINE.

LLEWELLYN M. BUELL, an in-
structor in Englith at Yale, made a
recent visit to Eilean Earraid, and was
not greatly surprised that this island
should have stirred the imagination of
Robert Louis Stevenson.

J. LAUBRENCE LAUGHLIN

has
been since 116 professor emeritus of
the department of political economy at
the University of Chicapo,

EDWARD G. SPAULDING, author
of “The New Rationalism,” lecturer al
the Marine Eiological Laboratory, Woods
Hole, Mass., is professor of philosophy
at Princeton. His article, “ What Am I?"
appeared in the January SCRIBNER’S,

DOROTHY LIVINGSTON was born
in Pittsburgh, but educated in New
York and England. She writes that
since she became a wanderer she has
been sheltered by Mexico, South Wales,
London, the West Indies, British Guiana,
and Prince Edward Island.

OLIVIA HOWARD DUNBAR has
written many stories for ScCRIENER'S and
other magazines. Her previous stories of
the Binneys will be recalled.

C. H. WARD, of the English depart-
ment of the Taft School, Watertown,
Connecticut, after reading Meredith
Nicholson's reply to his article, writes as
follows: “Talk about sportsmanship!
The prince of good sports seems to live
in Indianapolis, Mr. Taft says that
these are his sentiments, too,”

T. WALTER GILKYSON is a Phila-
delphia lawyer, and a writer of storics of
distinetive qu tlJil_‘.‘.

MARGARET SHERWOOD, head of
the department of English literature at
Wellesley, is well known for the rare
quality and beauty of her many volumes
and the excellence of her essays and
poems in the magazines. She has con-
tributed o Scriewer’s [or a number of
Vears.

LOUISE ERERLE, sister of the sculp-
tress Abastenia St Leger Eberle, i= a
frequent writer on art subjects, with
which she has a wide acquaintance.



RETAIL DEPARTMENT
CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS

NEW. OLD. & RARE BOOKS

ne NEwest sooks [or lale winter publication include another in-
T stalment of Mrs, Asquith’s fascinating and disturbing ** Autobiog-
raphy.” which continues her recollections: an important study by Louis
Madelin of “ Danton™; George Nathan's ** The Critic and the Drama™;
and a work similar to H. G. Wells’s = Outline of History 7 entitled ** The
Outline of Seience,” under the editorship of Prof. J. Arthur Thomson.
The new fliction is very promising, including: “Cytherea.” by Joseph
Hergesheimer; * The Memoirs of a Midget,” an extraordinary perform-
ance by the English poet, Walter de la Mare; ¥ Searhaven Keep,” a new
mystery story by J. 3. Fletcher; and “The Hills of Buel,” by Fiona
MoeLeod.

HE RARE BOOK DEPArTMENT has specialized in books on Natural

History—DBirds, Animals, Butterflies, and Fishes—and is unusually
replete with all the standard works on these subjects in the best editions
and with the beautifully colored plates in the finest condition. There
are also very fine copies of Repton and the other old garden writers, with
colored and folding plates,

Ew FRENCH BOOKs recenlly arvived include: René Boylesve's *Le

carrosse aux deux lézards verts”; Claude Farrére's © L'extraordinaire
avenlure ' Achment Pacha ™ Georges Dubamel’s ** Les Hommes aban-
donnés™; Pierre Villetard's * Le Chitean sons les roses™; and Benjamin
Vallotton’s ** Achille & Cie.”

Viail and Telephone orders receive _x'l;u-rr'r:f' allerilion
CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS, New York
PUBLISHERS . BOOKSELLERS . IMPORTERS

18



FULL UP AND FED UP
By Whiting Williams

A picture of the worker's
mind in crowded Britain,
based om Mr. Williama's ex
periences as a laborer among
laborers in all the =taple Brit-
ish industries

SiGifted with o keen sense
of observation and an excel-
lent knack of story-telling, he
sucrends admirably in stating
the pro Jlems of the British
workers."—¥. V. Fribune

Titustrated. §2.50

MY BROTHER
THEODORE ROOSEVELT
By Corinne Roosevelt Robinson

“Biography rarcly has the opportunity of tell-
ing a story o full of personal association as this
It s full of entertaining reading.” _

—Lilerary Dupest.
Filth large pronting.  Ilustrated,  §3.00

FOUR YEARS IN THE
UNDERBRUSH

A woman novelist’s acoount of four vears in the

world of the unskilled workingwoman
“Ope is impressed immediately and  often
throurhont the narrative with the simplicity, di-
rectness and eourageoss frankness displayed by
the nronymous .a1|H1-:|:r."—.\'P.rmq_.'fr.':! R:',ﬂl.un'h':ru .
S1.50

QUENTIN ROOSEVELT
A sketch with letters, edited by
Kermit Roosevelt

A book for mothers and fathers, who will de-
light in the lvable boy Chaentin and whe -.'ull CIVY
Mrs. Roosevelt the memory of such a son”

—N. ¥. Herald,
Fowrlk primting.  fifustraled.  §2 50

THE AMERICANIZATION
OF EDWARD BOK

PRINTINGS

1se Sopt.. 1920

ad. ... L Mow., 1%

. D, 192D

deh.. .. D, 1920

feh Mar., 1921

hEh Mar., 1921

Teh Jume, 1921

Eth Aug., 1921

feh Aug., 1921

bl Sopr., 1921

1th Oct., 1911 * Universally appeal-
L2ch. Nov., 191 ing. sensible, and lov.

th, .. e, P 1 R

Tdch . i, o e F, Sum
L8th. .. Dec,, 1921 $100
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THE RISING TIDE
OF COLOR.

Aegaiant Whins World Sy

3T, IR,

et |
f=as

CHANLES STEIBNERSS SOME |

HNarding

Tenlk priviing

1.00

What Mr. Harding said :

“"Whoever will take the time to
read and ponder Mr, Lothrop Stod-
dard’s book on *The Rizing Tide of

Color”

problem here in the United Stares 15
only a phase of a race 1ssue that the
whole world confronts.  Surely we
shall gan nothing 11_1 blinking the
faces, by refusing to give thought to

them.

way nf .:|]1|'-rr:..1r|1m|_ l|Lll.|'l. Ih“-LIl:'n

oF mt i Ainenrhig M
Cen you, fike President Hardin
nese and .'J'l_l"l.'rn'-.'.ll_;; fdear o
STRLCIIE §

must realize l'|1:.1T OUr rTace

That 1= not the "ml:‘rll..m

t ealls it a book for the
ut wincing the impact

THE NEW WOE
OF ISLAM

FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK



MEMORIES & NOTES OF PERSONS & PLACES

i Ean .'.‘-:u]'fll.'}
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ersrili
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i Creorge Mersd ith

i illigm Eward Gladrionr

The  Britiok Nusrum  gnd  Sir
Charler Nevrten

tm Spme Az prets of drkems

Edmward fohm Trelaeny

Frctor -Huge

ffom Gambeita

1 the Land's End of France

O & o e

]_i}r Sir Si{ine}r Colvin

“These reminiscences are documents of abiding value for those who want o
lnow what manner of men these artists and these authors were outside of theie
studios and their libraries."—Brasoen Matrnews in the Nesw York Times.

“A book rich in story, incident, and trifles that hold a significance all their
A model of that charming style, at once lucid and eloquent, which
Sir Sidney has long made distinctive,"—Maonireal Star,

“Much precious truth, unalloyed and well polished, No man of letters has
produged a book of reminiscences more charmingly literary."

$1.50 —North Armierican Repies,
3.3

EDWIN AUSTIN ABBEY, R.A.

The life story of one of the greatest American artists, published
in a most distinguished example of book-making, with 118 photo-
yravures and go half-tone and line plates, representing the fincet

reproductions possible of Abbey's important work,

I'n tooo volumes,  Crowen gto,  $30.00

By E. V. Lucas

Y N adeguale im pression, in smeall space,
citm possibly Be pizem af the pichness of Hese
tow todwmes—both in color of persemality
ond in wealth of pictoriol valne.”

~Literary Digest.

VARIATIONS  {lposchussont

By James Huneker

“The greatest literary magician that this country had yet
produced. . . . Here is Huncker viewed from a thowsand
angles,  Haold your breath as you go through the book, tour-
ing the universe with a man who takes all of life in its ever-
lasting fecumlity and cfflorescence for his theme,'”

—HBErjaMy pE CassERES in the New Vork forald

1 Variations " is moture,"=Literary IMNges!.

“Immediately we meet that clash of names and mages,
that marshalling of fnctz, that masdng of information, that
ioandation of gossip, sage advice, enap judgments, guotn-
tions, which s Huneker. _ He lad the way te pgreat
riches. "—L kicagn .f.lnril'y News,

Baon

THE SENSE OF HUMOR
By Max Eastman

When Max Eastman tobd Bernard Shaw that he was writ-
e this bock, Shaw advised him to go to & sanitariam,
“There §5 no more dangerous literary symptom,” he said,
“than a temptation to write about wit and humor. It in-
dicates the total loss of both.”  Buot this gay aml sparkling
L.';Fﬂu.lm!iull of the mystery of humorous laughter, bosed upin
un analyss ranging from Aristophanes to Charlie Chaplin,

proves that Shaw was wrone, LER .

WESTWARD HOBOES
By Winifred Hawkridge Dixon

S0 T were Bmited to one book of travel and adventure for
the winter's reading [ should choose this one without gues-
tion.”"—HeLew Cony HBaker in the Chicage Dadly News.

o Westward Hobaes " is the ]Ih!il.n;ll!lL‘T"! title of one of the
||L|u|.1.1r|.|vual books that | have come across for a |cu'uz time,
Winifred Hawkridge Dizon has a jaunty, gay way with her
pen’ that is a sheer delight.”

—Faxsy Butcnek in the Chicoge Tritune,
Wtk g beaudilad Wesfarar phﬂaqm’;‘lﬁ;
Third printing. %300

MY LIFE HERE AND THERE
By the Princess Cantacuzéne, née
Julia Dent Grant

The memoirs of an American princess, ranging from America
Lo Kussia.

“The pen pictures are intimate, yet ahs Hutely free from
the brutal frankness that seems to be the fashion in severnl
current memairs written in the Englizh language. The un-
crring goad taste of the author iz one of her many gifts as a
writer.  Another is her zsincerity, and vet another is that she
his niok been guilty of writing a dull page,”

Philadel phia Ledoer,

Fijth privting,  [lusirated.  S3.06

WHERE THE STRANGE TRAILS GO DOWN

By E. Alexander Powell
Travels in remote regions of the islands of the Malay archipelago.
“ Crisply informing and quite uniformly cnter taining,"—Philadelphin North American,

* Downright enjovability and gay hemor,"—Springfield Union.

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS

Hustrated. $2.50

FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK



LABOUR: THE GIANT WITH THE FEET OF CLAY

This is a frank expression of disillusionment on the By Shaw Desmond
part of a man who for 14 years has been a member -
of the British Labor Party and has been the sincere and Gons

and ardent champion of labor throughout the
world. Now he sees its idealism based upon the clay
of a gross materialism.

£3.50

RUDOLF EUCKEN:| T'wo Notable Books SOCIALISM :
HIS LIFE WORK By Rudolf Eucken AN e
AND TRAVELS : 5 I;:.Ii‘_._:ﬁ?""l"‘hlh

By Himself, Translated by Joseph McCalwe THE FROBLEM OF WUMAN LIFE

These reminizcences of the noted German philosopher, A critical examination which begins with a careful exposi
whose books have had such a wide circulation and such ap-  tion of the nature of Socialism aml its manifestations, goes
proval in this country, cover the experiences of his long life on tecstablish a criterion by which its value may be mensured,
m Germany amd inclide an enlightening study of the de- amd concly with a very acute analysis.  The critical sec
velopment of spiritual anid maral conditions there and iw l|llr| radical and searching. The anuthor's style is admirably
nther countries, £3.00 crispe, clear, amd cogent, €194

FURNISHING THE HOUSE By R. Randal Phillips and Ellen Woolrich

In thiz book the autlors have brought together a series of ;||||nl|-|:rJJ||'|i|' il- Liditars of DU MOMUS AND GARDENS
lustrationz showing the great variety of treatments that can be adopted in the . . }
furnishing of a house of moederate size, and I|'lIII|1IFI 1.5‘I= COMEKES ¢ any one ol Witk nearly tso ilusiraiions
R -

maderate means, The result is a compre shensive series of interior sclwmis for
every room in the house, which takes full recognitien of the needs of the day,
ambining comioet with convenience, and also showing the wse of odd anad mod
orn furnitare (o the follest advantage

B1.50 mel

THE MINISTRY A HISTORY OF FRENCH
By Charles Lewis Slattery ARCHITECTURE

Rectar of Groer Chured, Neww York FEGS TIHE DEATH OF MAZARIN T0 THE DEATH OF

n for the ministry, full Bt el Tl E
1 a clerpyman af B WI-1774
]

TS By 5ir Reginald Blomfield

Turkor of & BIATOHEY (0 FRERCH ARCHITECTURE, 1404— 14430

= & S T
TI IL '[_,R;‘lFT {_)1‘ }' ]L l I{ }N Thene s complete the author's sccount of Feeach srchi
Lecture of Cilid Rigunie, of which the first instalment covered the
By [J,:ﬁ.-q'- L“l.h”,‘:k period U F TR LU war published in dgus. It forms &
e - standard work on the . treating it in great detail and i a

Editor af THE LETTIRS OF MENRY (AN S m B t hemkis devinted 1o the period.

A weEmeulan ||||,, and diwriminating a: |||:|:|I of the
nowels, by a well-kpown British crie .f. ||. lading a I|<|r
amimation and |:.'-1'||1ur| om in detail of the work of roprepes
novels by moted wrie

Toro molumey,  Ooarte,  $20.00 mei

Vewr Uilieme o the Eagiink flomer Seeivr

ENGLISH CHURCH MONU- Perionp V: EARLY GEORGIAN

R e R [1714-1760]
1 b e WA D +
MENT yf:ﬁ]){-iic]; I;I;{: PERIOI By H. Avray Tipping, M.A,

- 1Lt L| mization of the Taie He
By F, H. Crossley i ety domipated the
anthor of EXGLIAN CHURCH WaODTWaEE

T smbined
I preciar |u.|| e of the archine
I thar pe

larity ¢

of Englisth monumental art, with &
mimeental desdign i 1td varsus
on cfigies arrangee
e aper 150 dfaieationr. Nt $12.00 Wik oovr 430 incivarions aod plan Felies 2500 vri

ehronclegical sene

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK




By Shatv Desnond GO DS

Author of nEMoCRACY and PASSION

of the fiwmes. . .. A cha-
lenge to thinbers and a shin-
ing smeord fo the smugp.”

—Mew York Tribune,

“ Shaw Desmond, the brilliant young Irish n{w:::]i.*-ar,l wlhu
reveals some of the ironies and subtleties of his distin-
guished namesake of the first name, has written a remark-
able novel in *Gods.” Mr. Desmond sets forth in almost
epic form, yer with lyrically lovely passages, the conflicts
of the various gods of present-day life — power, hs:‘ﬂl.::'r}',
patriotism, love and the church, analyzing their diminish-
ing or swelling appeal as the case may be. . . . The book
has substance and significance.”

—Philadelphia Public Ledger.

“A book that thoughtful readers will lay aside to enjoy a
second time.""—Roston Herald. 2200

!_.er.r." Fi 'f':'f.rf i J{fﬁ'.-;:f You J?.j’:’ L.-’IJ{‘:' - B);Jc',hl'l Galb“rﬂrth}'

if you were brought up in a couniry home alone with an
ever-complaining and unreasonable father who had a

grudpe against vou for not having been born 1 bov ? ! l Il() I I I:J l \

R.;.h:.' Verdon, the hersine f

[.. Allen Harker’'s new novel

“After reading the last Galaworthy . . . we

’l‘ 1_[ h H R.I I'J. G E ;“\ (; R U S S may even look Balzac inI Irlhf eye and say,

naturally is s delightful tomboy whos
affairs give Mrs. Harker occasion 1o te
charming than “Montagu Wycherly " and “Allegra.” 173

*Here 15 our masterpiece.
—JanmEes DovcLas, Literary Critic

girlhood and love R

Us i $LOTY even mone

“This latest Galsworthy is,

undoubtedly, the greatest and
most moving of all hiz novels,
[ts level outlook on life, its

LARAMIE HOLDS THE RANGE
By Frank H. Spearman

Autkos of wirArERING BT
and MAN OF MUSLE MOURTAIN
* Easily ranks first among the books
which Mr, Spearman has written.”
New York Tribune
Third Large Privting,  Werirated

BL.75

poignant tragedy of vouth and
love, its bitterness of thwarted
age, its fashes of beauty, and,
above all, its great and sym-
pathetic understanding of humanity, mark
the genius of its author, and make it the out-
standing novel of the year”

-—.r.n-r.ﬂ'-'ln' Tn'-mg'_l'.

Fhird Large Printing. $2.00

Watch for F. Scott l"itxgtmld':: second novel
THE BEAUTIFUL AND DAMNED

.JH'I. event w:.'lg{:rl}' ii\'r'i'lif':‘-u] ||_'| IJ'II'Z-llh'iII‘E._‘lH

oo
x T

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS =

Published March 3rd

FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK



THE EVERLASTING
WHISPER

A new novel by

Jackson Gregory ¢

The wvast forests and mighty ranges of the High |
Sierras form the background of rhis splendid romance. y
Out into rthe wilderness goes Mark King, adventurer . N

and explorer, in answer to the Foverlasting Whisper.

With him on his hazardous quest, because conditions I
are such that he cannor safely leave her behind, goes

Gloria G.;Ij.'l'u)l‘T a child of ]1|Rl|rj. , stranger o !1;11'.|~:.|‘|i|‘| 1|
and danger of any kind. \'

Hardship and danger come; others
are headed for King’s goal; an early
blizzard roars over the ridges. The
stary hecomes one of a strong man's

struggle against savage narure and
savage humanity and of
a beautiful girl’s gradual
regeneration from a
wprnilun_l child of wealth
mto a L'I:IUTR,IIH'I;H H]H.| 51 |'|:l|'|g
willed woman.

By the author of
* Judith of Blue Lake Ranch ®*
and ** Man to Man "

Mo man could have wntten
it but one who loved the red-
woods and the barren ranges,
who had smelt the wood-smoke
ind had seen the -Illi'u. ring
smowslide, ™Mo one can read 1
without sharng rhese scencs
and feelings; the breach of na-
ture stirs 165 pages.

At All Baookstores, I\j‘l ."_-T

il Frontis Jn-'z- *

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS



Fllm Service

Wilion f_-'J.<'-'Jr.‘.~'.-.'.'.:-'.'4.' .'r_‘.' Reveals H ."ri'-'.r.-'.':.’

F Lineoln at Had

i i
airad Inal

{ e Fl.r:l.'... Irlrllul.'-'.lf.' :'Iu':l-:l o i

afef Trome wndernsath thare

"[*m-_ HUMAN side of Woodrow Wilson is now revealed to vou by the man best fitted to
j rosition in the World War

do it—his secretary from 1910 to 1g9z1. Woodrow Wilson®

necessitared acti h was mot fully comprehended at the time, Tumulty, who was
closest ta h « truth ai he sees it in a way that interests both friend and foe of the
war President. heing behind this international hgure,

Joseph P. Tumulty

relates, with anecdote and serict adherence to 1'Iih1jl'=g tL'Cr:-t’lJE-. the career
of a statesman and a warm-hearted American, in an account of which it 15
said : “ Mothing equal ro this work, in Amencan history, has appeared
since Wicolay and Hay's Life of Abraham Lincoln.”

WoODROW WILSON
As 1 KNOw HIiMm

$35.00 ar every book store

il the fruman

1 & penetrating study

Doubleday, Page & Co.

Garden City, New York

—a few of the challenging facts:

HI TELLS what Wilson said to lam
about the sinking of the Lusiana
at the time 1t occurred.

He gives the President's soliloquy
when they were alone together in the
Cabinet room afrer the President had
‘.]L']i"-ﬁ'rr_'d |IL"- frredt War message [o [1]|:
{_1|5|\'_:||,"n..

He explaing how secret preparations
for war were made by the President's
orde rin 191t

He tells how the “amazing mdiscre-

tions” of the Irish-American delegares
prevented Wilson from aiding Ireland
at the Peace Conference,

He tells why Wilson made his ill-fared
tour for the League after his return
frem Pans,

He tells why Col. Harvey became his
enemy instead of his Ambassador.

He rells of his physical collapse and
how Lansing during his illness tried to
have |II.I1t .ﬁ.|||'--.|.--.|-n{|_'|.] |:|l.' .".1.-||-~.|:,|II




LYMAN ABBOTT'S LATEST BOOK AND
THE OUTLOOK FOR 26 WEEKS FOR ONLY

k] HIS is

“The one exception which we should take to
this I'u.‘-_it'inal':nj__: volume is to its title,” says the
New York “Tribune.” “A silhouette is a portrait
showing just one side of the subject and without a
touch of color or gradation of light and shade and
without the slightest background or environment.
But these pen-portraits of a few of the great men
whom Lyman Abbott has known in a lifetime of
more than eighty years are vastly more than that.
They show various sides or phases of their subjects,
they are rich in wvivid, vital, natural coloring, and
they have an abundance of background and of
circumstantial setting. . . . It is the highest of
tributes to his E“'rlt|:::-]i:"l1}' of mind and b‘[riri[ Lo
say that he does this so perfectly in all cases
that we should be at a loss to select any one
of the chapters of his book and say, Here is his
best work ; with this subject he was most at home,”

a collection

Silhouettes of

My Contemporaries
By Lyman Abbott

of intimate sketches of the

great—by one of them,” announce Doubleday, Page
& Co,, publishers of the book, *The most striking and
lasting impressions of Lyman Abbott’s eighty years' asso-
ciation with great men are here given. The most interest-
ing history is personality.
men through the eves of one of the wisest of observers.”

Here are seen

$3

interesting

P. T. Barnum
Edwin Booth

The Smiley Brothers
Joha B. Gough

John Fiske
Edward Everstt Hals
John G, Whittier

Armstrong

Daniel Bliss

Dwight Lyman Moody
Henry Ward Beecher
Phillips Brooks

Rutherford B. Hayes
Abraham Lincoln
Theodore Roosewelt
Jacob Abbott

The following historic American fig-
iifes are portrayed by Lyman Abbott:

Alice Freeman Palmer

General Samuel Chapman

General William Booth

Booker T. Washington

The book has just been published.
It contains 381 pages; finely bound
in cloth; gold lettering ; frontispiece
portrait of the author.

Please Fill in and mail us the coupon
to-day with your remittance and you
will receive the book at once, and

your name will be entered for a 26 L

weeks' subscription to The Outlook.

THE OUTLOOK COMPANY

381 Fourth Avenue, Mew York

Mg

Addresy

Pleasze send me Lyman Abbott’s © Silhouettes
of My Contemporaries ” and enter my name
for 26 weeks' subscription to The Cutlook,
I enclose $3. (Add 78 cents for foreign
subscriptions.)
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'El:nwu._r_ 5-1:H¢ﬂ|. FOR GIRALS THL Sn:rn:u:u. oF AMERICAN SCULFTURE
Full preparatory aml advanced studies, Aet, Music, Interior Dec- Salon H. Borglum, Scalptot-Director. (Open all the year} Draw-
Tredi- g AModeling from life.  Compe i 4
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A e Fine Art AT nklrs, Bisiness Director,
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NewY r:rrf. State Rhode Island
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New Jersey
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o i Virginia
HOLLINS COLLEGE FOR WOMEN
Foumded 185z, Stane ||r|. L) I|-|.. Courses for Bachelor of Aris
and Hackel 3 1158 i zgo sudenis. Healthiul bocx-
tion in the Virginia mw
Athletle sports Alatty L l_-uL:- Prez"t, Box zar, Hollins, Va

e=s life.  Mader-
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High School Course
[n 2 Ycal's You can complete

this_ simplified High
. Behool Cotrss at bome nside
iremanta for entranse to sollege and the
s Thisand thi BT fither preclical courses e described
Fend for I TODAY.

( :an necticut

THE GATEWAY
A School for il
regular college pre

rat well &8

ial LETHE

two pears,  Maets &l Fog
leading prefan
In war Fres Hulleils

RAUMSEY HALL

A schioo] [or b
i By, H- 2185 h:“ﬁf‘!lﬁ |H i CHICADD
. AL A, Headmnster
Caornwall, Connecticgl =
THE ELY SCHOOL | = ‘j}.f.-”'m;” : o
In ibe country. One bouwr from New Yook LENOX HaLL

Elv Courd, Greenwich, Comnect

X 100d,
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THE MOST SUCCESSFUL SCHOOLS of to-day began Lo
advertise in SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE VEALE Ag0 for pupdls

[or & To-ay thege schools are advertising for {o-moerow

and Crals
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Massachusetts

Abbot Academy

Winety years' devotion wo the development of eulturesd amnd intelligent
womanhood, Notable schoolshome and  eguipment =—ample  athletic
Hedds. Collegre proeparatory course, Acpudemic course, including two
years' work for High School graoduoates, gives advanced college credit.
Christian but not sectarinn, 23 milesfrom Boston, Catalosue.  Address

MISS BERTHA BAILEY, Principal, Andover, Mass,

SEA PINES SCHOOL OF PERSOMNALITY FOR GIRLS
Fev. Thomas Bickford, AM., Founder. For grammar and high THE BURNHAM SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
school stadents, Three terms, [all, spring and & er, M- Founded by Mary A, Burnbam in 1877, opgosite Smith College
winter vacation. Fine groves. Seshore,  Happy baor life Campas, Morthampton, Massachuasents
for training in self-discovery and sell-devclopment.  Mizs Faith
Bickford, Miss Addie Bickford, Dircctors, Box G, Brewster, Blass

Tennessee

Mizs Helen E- Thompson, Headmistress

Music and Dramatic Arts

WARD-BELMORMNT
For Girls 7

£ Women. TS s : f I A
mil{ff:;::::‘::irjl lllrr: .L:h:lllllrll ..|'|...-| I-;' Box I\ ."'..l-!'l:."-.:. !:'III': Amerlcan ila.-cad Em}r Gf
Dramatic Arts
Founded in 15384 |
FRANEKLIN H. SARGENT, President

Teachers' Agency
The Pratt Teachers’ Agency

70 Fifth Avenue, New York

The leading institution for Dramatic and

Recommemds teachers to colleges, public and private schools in all E'.K].Irr' ssional Training in America. Conr-
parts of the country ; 3 necled  weath  Chasder  Frolmran's  Embive
Advises parents about schools Wm, 0. Pratt. Mazr- o i Lt o Emifire

Dieafre and Companici,

Cﬂj'rgj‘pgndg,:;fg S{‘,ﬁrm}f_f { For infermation apply to

SECRETARY. 1580 Carnemie Hall, New York, N_ Y.

Short-Story Writing [} | _

A Coane of Fm:r Lutml. Eaugh

'ﬁ_lrh.%? Eseniwein, Editor of - = »
RITER'S MONTHLY. wlr “u[
One pupil has m-uu-rml over

il
35,000, F stories and articles 157 East T4th 51, New York City
writlen mostly in rpare tme— |
“play work,"” he calls it, Hun-
dreda are selling right along to

leadi d ik
E::t FN;:E::.:::::;.L e MACLEAN GoLLtGE OF MUSIC, DRAMATIC AND

Al counsainPlay Writing, Pholopliy Lo SPEECH ART
DR, ESENWIIN  'opos V enifieation, Journalism, ete, Ar Institution af ‘-,.. |.~|”| Reputation

150-Bage ilestrsted catalegue bree, Please Address eH55 South Mickigan Avenue, Chicagn,

INSTITUTE OF Muslcnl. ART

114 I.l:l’|| vl bl

laremont Avenoe, Xew York City

Eyrnn W Kings School of 'Drntory
Ciourses for Teachers, ELOCIT IIII\ AND
SFEECH AR I 1 ST TV
Arts in

Dependable Investment Bankers

The Financial Department of Scribner's
Magazine exercises every precaution to
limit its advertising columns ro offerings
of sound securities and to Invesoment
bankers and brokers with whom our

readers may deal with confdence. We Dlltﬁ ts f(_‘.".l bL]]UUl
believe each Anancial institution adver- Pile up your

Mise Waleon wi

 Filth Asenue Sectaon

shopping for v

tising i Scribner’s Magazine 15 worthy
charge for her servioes
Wire, call, or write MI55 WALTOM, Scribner's Magasine

97 Fitth Avenue, New York | ¥ wrray Hill 7553

of the patronage of investors.
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MEDPITEREANEAN TOUR=

Egypt, Greece, Italy and Spain
Later Tours to Northern Europs
SPECIAL LEADERSHIP

Write for detailsto:
Bureag of Upiversity Travel
4 Boyd Street Newton, Mass,
'ROUND THE WORLD
Two Tours & F18 & 21 Daya. AlsoJapan &
China. Leaving Bapt, & Nov, Lowes rates.

EUROPE in 1922
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4 ATRIP to Europe on a Cunarder is like a restful, yet invigorat-

ing few days sojourn at the highest class modern hotel. For ¢
over eighty years black and red funnelled Cunard Liners have
typified the highest development in ship building and the business |

of ship manaping, All the Company's major ships are u.-ith&r.i_

equipped or are now being equipped with oil-burning cngines. I

AQUITANIA BERENGARIA MAURETANIA
The HWorld's One of the Borkd"s Holder of the
W ander Ship Largest Lovers in Commpion ' Biwe R-ﬁmm‘"a_r’_rkc Ailamiic

A Fleet of
ONE MILLION TONS OF LARGE, FAST AND
LUXURIOUS STEAMERS
including a namber of new steamers now completing.
For Schedudes and All Informarion apply o
CUNARD-ANCHOR STEAM SHIP LINES
25 Broadway New York

or their Branches and Agencies




(alifornia
Picture Book

Something unique in travel
publications ~

Contains bird's-eye map of state
in color

MAILED FREE UPON REQUEST, with our “Off the Beaten Path’® and
“Grand Canyon Outings’’ folders.

The Santa Fe operates four daily trains to California—two of them carry Pull-
mans via Grand Canyon.

Fred Harvey meals “‘all the way.”

W. J. BLACK
Pass, Traffic Mgr, A. T. & 5. F
Ey. System

113] Railway Exchange
CHicago
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change 18 if progress rlucn.-_l".umpu: 15
secthing with mew ideas, mew impulses, a

cross-sea of conflicting aspirations,
interests, hopes.

desires,

Side by side with this New Europe is the
Europe of ancient tradition, of Art and Letters
and Music, [t s a situation infinitely dramatic
—a drama that may never be played again.

See Europe this vear, before

oA FOrETE fow

If you ravest ake an oo
blank anymoay and wrge mme
wemd [ e _|'.?.. regt semd phe
umply giwe i Is
drip build the American Merckant

Far ixfermatien #n regard da ral

Write for Booklet

See Europe 1n 1922

now is the time to plan your trip

nesw  costs  ess, The average  American

' ' ' '
salary s a rich man's income in Eur

ape toxday,

. 5. Gavernmens passenger liners are now
among the finest aflcat, They are famed alike
for comfort, cuisine and service. Every derail
is arranged to delight the most exacting traveler.
The 8. 5. George Washington, fagship of the
Shipping Board’s great feet, is an aristocrar of
theSeas. Youwillbeproud to sail on such aship,
knowing that it is in part your

this apportunity passes. Visit the ingr wnd aoamsadatine, ship. See Europe now, when
battlefields before reconstruc- Untted States ii'.”,l"r you can see more at less cost.
tion obsenres them, Become 45 Braadway New Yordy  Send in the information blank
familiar with new business con- Mawrs amd Melisrmaci, In and let your (Government give
difions. A vacation in Europe g g i el S 1 £ vou the information you need.

INFORMATION BLANK
To UL S, thpping Board
Information Section 1852
Washington, D. G,

slbgatlat
ing traved fac

Pleaze send withoul o

2, Gavernment §
a trip tw Eu
Amnerica
ely decided to go I am meraly «
pusskbility L would go s
1 I g alon ¢ With uthete [

lefing Lhe

U. S. SHIPPING BOARD

\\Inlurm ation Section 152

Washington, D C,




DEPENDABLE—

. + .. becausethe
world knows that
they are the official
travel cheques of
the American
Bankers Associa-
i g AL

= "uv.r-mrn'-'rr'l.l--1 COMDARY [

About A. B. A. Cﬁeg'ues

univeraally nHed b:,r travelers and
accepted as money in every land.
—¥our counter-signature in presepce
of acceptor identifies you.

TRAVELERS —gafe to have on the pergon because

they cannot be used until they have

American been countersipned by the orginal
1. k |
A-B-A i<t Cheques | o

safer than money, and frequently
more convenient than Letters of

Credit because the bearer is less de-
Aﬁ'k fﬂf th cm pendent on banking honrs,
—issued by banks eve here in de-
at }'ﬂﬂf bﬂﬂk Enmimtiona of $I|:|4r;;.1,, £50 and
100,
or

—tompact,easy tocarry, handy touse.

write fﬂr parti culars m

fo
] ﬁ}.\‘ﬁu
BANKERS TRUST COMPANY s
Mew York Ciry %Bﬁﬁ'—f— ___.__:.h _&




Travel to the Orient
on American Ships

Government owned ships, your ships, have
* brought the wonderland of the East within your
In one month you can travel to the Orient, in the
Now Yokohama is only 11 sailing days

L,

reach.
Orient—and back.
from Seattle.
but a few days beyond. Twenty-two golden cruising days
—with the tang of the salt sea, the bracing air, indolen:
days on shaded decks, soothing to jangled nerves, Now you
czn enjoy this surrounded with all the comforss and loxuries

Of the _Em'a.l'_ lgJ-"|.||||.'I'ig':||| |'|1|':|:|., with American :u[.il'l-.i.i:'d:. L,‘F

food, service, and appointments—on American ships,

New American Ships

These swift, new, American vessels—21,000 ton oil-
burners—are yours. Owned by the Government, they are
operated by the Admiral Line, and offer comfort and speed
that mark 2 new era in trans- Pacific travel. The social rooms
are luxuriously appointed. The spacious staterooms are far-
nished like rooms at home—beds, not berths, all rooms on the
outside, private baths in most. Every room has running water,
bﬂd-n:a.d.i.ng 'L.me. electric fans and radiators, The service
efficient, cheerful, American—persusdes commendation,

F-lr J.I:f':ITE'II'I'II\JdITiI:lﬂ! ﬂl'ad !ﬂiIiIIEH J-lu:-l:-:"'" _'I'-“-!' laca .'I.Erl'l? ar

Admiral L}ne

Kobe, Shanghai, Hong Kong and Manila are om—

Th e T oud o 1o a_,:
L. C. Smith Bldg., Sesttle, Wash, 17 State Street. New York ity I |I':.: .ll;ll_ il be g |,,“_:|'I =
Maraging perators for My Nams £
My Streat N, ar R, F. I» :
U. S. SHIPPING BOARD (= J

Write for Booklet

Your Goeernment wishes ihe n@me af fsery phoi-
Pechive fraveler, I yow dme condid
woyage anwwhene, vend ihe i
w0 mmatter wihem you intend 10 go. ¥
withoud cost the Government’s bookler of au
eravel infermarion; complete descriprion of the
Cvrnament shiper thar il 10 the portr im whic
ave intereited and deicriprue ligenatume tilling of places
to po and things ks see in foreign s, You uall be
under no obfiparion,

* INFORMATION BLANK
To U. 8, Shipping Board
lpformation Oilice 185}
Washington, D. .

il oliligatkom the 11, 5, Goys

a trip to the Ordent i
Americn i

dAreidhd o go . | nm merely

Information Office 1852  Washington, D.C.

=
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Seattle Invites You
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eystem exceeds all the glaciers of Switzerland com-
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SNOW  peaks rising

western hemisg

2000 miles of shore-

Puget Sound

_|"l.l """"5.' 1

i e, Woons Hurcrixsos.
THE FORCES OF NATURE united to make the Pa-
cific Northwest the Nation's Supreme Summer
Plavground, There 15 no excessive heat or 1
cold.” One sl =z under blankets every ;
the year. There are no hurricanes, cy mes, earth-
quakes, or severe electrical storms.  The climate

I ane  out-af-do the wvear around, and to
what an out-ol-doon
SvcH woons, il vou love the woods and wo

'.|'|il1j;‘\—'~' itely forests, carpeted with a wealth of
ferns and 1 fls n'.-.inf plants and shrubs—and not a
nous reptile in the Puget ‘ﬂ-unl ared.

SUCH MOUNTAINS—IWO great f of snow-
clad peaks, and Mt. Rainter Natis rk. where
one may spend a summer of L|||-.II--3.uI -.I||-I|L
Mr. Rainier 15 the most majestic single
feature in the United States proper

weial

SUCH MOTOR ROADS—hroush
delights, WL SEPea IS,
Such goll—eoll every day in the vear, Such camp-
ing, such hikes, such mountain climbing, such ski-
irig, such all-around [un.

AND SUCH HEALTH—year by year Seattle 15 the
healthiest city in the warld,

Come tH1S vEAR., Come to the Charmed Land.
Come b l:r'ill or motor, Come once and yvou'll
COMmE agai

Coug |>rlrr-.r to the
merce  tourist bureau
easy lar you,

SEND FOR THE
Land™ now
OCCur to vou

a paradise of scemic Such t

Seattle Chamber of Com-
and let them make things

rooKLET “‘'The Charmed
and ask any questions that

Seatfle Chamber of Comnrerce,
Building, Se Wash.

022 Arche

Seattle — Center of America’'s Summer Playground



From New York, June 28, 1922, to
Iceland
The North Cape
The Norwegian Fjords
Sweden
Denmark
Belgium
ngland—
Send for details

To cruise with Raymond-Whitcomb is to realize
the luxury of zailing on a private yacht. In effect
you are ‘‘part owner’' in a splendid ship — a liner
exclusively chartered for the vovage. The pleasant
informality of ship-life iz combined with numer-
ousdelightful excursions ashore, Excellent service
assures your comfort, and wvour social inclina-
tions are undisturbed—so that you may be as com-
pletely exclusive or quite as sociable as you wish.

Winter and Spring Tours to Europe. Comprehensive journeys
with new and seasonable features, to Spain, ltaly, Southern France
and Switzerland, DMotor trips in the Brtish lsles, and itinerarics
espectally devized to include the famous ™ Passion Play ™" a1t Ober-
AITUTIEEaLL j‘u!.lrl_'.' other tours to Californis, Hawaian [slands,
Florida, Arabian Nights Aflvica, Japan-China and Scuth America

Write for Booklet Degired

RAYMOND & WHITCOMB
COMPANY

22 Beacon Street, Boston

NEW YORK PHILADELFHLA CHICAGD SAN FRANCISCO
LOS ANGELES FARIS L DN

[
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oft pays to stop
al the PALACE

OMFORT—Convenience—
Dhisrinction — the essentials
I:I'F Hl Ennd hﬂtl:l!
In San Francisco, at the Palace,
interesting and well-ordered sur-
roundings unite, for your en-
joyment,with a service, unobrru-
sive, alert.
It's but a moment to the finan-
cial —cheater, or 5|'an ing dis-
tricts, the steamship offices —to
anywhere downtown.

Exceptional standards of opera-
tion please a growing roster of
discrimina I;Eng patrons.

"It pays to stop at the Palace.”

An illustraved handbook of San

Francisco is sent on request,

PALACE

HOTEL

Q.-lfm‘gwm:uf'
HALBEY E.mMAanMWARING

San Francisco
Lﬂlfﬂn’g‘:’f af XNew Maﬂ{;ﬂ:ﬂf{p St

ki

' Special Gates Tougs to Europe
including 1922 Oberammergau

ate amoines cover all wavelllsg. [k

1iIL"J: B e

Ouly once in ra years s this solemn eelipious mpeant en-
o Ok e uﬁh; r;

i 25 eliminate all
and growlde world wavel by groups of fon.
. Prices $395 anid wy

skler Eapb - Apply
& W miby § L Agents il New
i, Chizaggo, Plaludelphia, Detesit and Taleda,

AN Gates Towrs sefthopt extra cond dncluds Pards, the
Argonne ond the ather Amerdoar Bartfafelds

GATES TOURS—Founded 1892
*Wearld Trasel af Recponable Copl ™
225 Filth Aveniie, Mew York

Londan—Paris— Rome

otel Somerset

Sheridan Road at Argyle, CHICAGO

M Chicage's chicf boulevard, near the lake, in the
smart Morth Shore district, the luxuricus new
Semerset s the preferred abode of metor tourists
and of others who seek highest dass accommo-

dation at moderats cost.

Kitchenette apartments (large and small) for fam-

ilies or single guests; also rooms, single or in suite,
without Kitchenettes; excellent restaurant, roof gar-
den, solarium for parties and conventions. Spring

summer reservations now being received. For

booklet and floor plans, address Hotel Somerset

Sheridan Road at Argyle, Chicagn.

5. W. GERSTNER, Manager

{Fermerly of French Lick Springs Hatel)




Your Ships to the dﬁent

are Finest and Fastest

END the coupon below and let your Govern-
ment tell you about yvour ships that sail between
San Francisco and the Orient. They are new,
American-built, oil-burning vessels of 21,167 dis-
placement tons and 555 feet long. They have broken
all speed records over the Southern route. Sister
ships, they are alike in every luxurious detail, State-
reoms are larrer ; medern beds take the place of old-
fushioned bunks; all rooms on the outside and equip-
ped with running water, electric fans, electric
radiators, bed reading lamps, telephones, Nearly

all the rooms have private baths,
Belt

The Sunshine

U'nder the direction of the Pacific Mail Steamship
Company, experts {or 54 years in trans-Pacific travel,
these swift, palatial ships follow the " Siunshine
Belt to the Orient.’” A day’s stop is made at
Honolalu. Stop-overs in any Fastern country may
he arranged. The elimate throughout the trip is
ideal. Yokohoma, Kobe, Hong Kong, Shanghai,
and Manila are ports of call on this direct route,
Forinformation in regard o sailings ard accommaedefions, address
PACIFIC MAIL S S " COMPANY

503 Califernia Strest 1% Hapover Squanre
Son Francisco, Cal, Mow ark Y.

Managing Operators for

U. S. SHIPPING BOARD

rite }qr‘ Booklet

Youer Gove ishies the mame o

vou imiersl to i
& Lponwrnment’s bookler of amth
I escripeions of ships and ocher Dneremre.
Yow will Be under no ofdigazion.  [f you conmor ke
n gevan enp, clip the isflormanon blonk @nsway and
terpe some friend who may go o send i i,

n._____,..d"'-n..___..—-"‘

e [NFORMATION BLANK
To U. S. Shipping Hoard
Inlormation Divisan 1852
Washington, . G

Please gendd without obligntion the 1. 5.
Government Booklet giving travel Tacts
and alse information regnrding the L. 5.
Government ships which go to the places ]

vie mnrked X.
JI.:|| .-';121.--.nsi.,||-| ing n trip to the Orient
te Enrope [ Lo South America L, i)

I have definitely decided to go O 1

am merely consbdering the trip

Ir 1 go dote will be nboul =
My Nami_ -
My Street No, o IE F. Ik, —
Tt State E

Information Division 1852 Washington, D, C.

e
Y_



THE FAR EAST

I PERIENCE is & school from
which yod can'newer graduate.
Enter it often through the door of

travel. The world is calling to you.

| Bevond the horizon lie strange and

beautiful places. Our Escorted
Tours to

HONOLULU—JAPAN

— KOREA— MANCHURIA —

| CHINA—SOUTH CHINA— |

PHILIPFPINES, etc.,
offer a real

opportunity to see in all comfort the |
large cities of China—to spend |

} Springtime in Japan—to know the
Philippine Islands. Departures from
Pacific Coast on Feb, 7th-21st,
March 4th-25th. Full Information |
and Literature on reguest.
Other current programs present the best |
itineraries for travel to EUROPE— South
of Freance—[taly—Passion Play in Oberam-
mergau, etc., CALIFORNIA—by land or sea
(via Panama Canal —BERMUDA—WEST
INDIES—A choiee of routes—large variety
of itineraries— ROUND THE WORLD, etc.

Programs are suitable for Individuals,
| Families or larger groups.

245 Broadway, New York '|

Chicaga Philadelphia Baston San Frapcisco
] Los Angeles  Montreal Torante Vancouver
=

150 Uffces Throudhout the Woeld

| THOS. COOK & SON §

MORTH CHINA—MIDDLE |

:_TR_'F_YF'-___S.ERV'_‘?E_Z-

s

#27| Make This Paradise
4" {1 YOUR Playground
Y i’r: All Out-door Slmrts

Golf, Tennis. Salling. Bathing
Fishing, Riding, I’Jrﬂ.:u.-,. e,

NoPassportsRequired
Many Modern Hotels

DeLuxeService on Palatial
Twin-Screw Steamers

Sailings Twice Weekly via

5. 5. “ FORT VICTORIA™
5. 5. “ FORT HAMILTON
of FURNESS BRERMLUDA LINE
34 Whitchall 3t., New York
and SBailings Weekly via
5.5. “ARAGUAYA" of RoYAL
MAIL STEAM PACKET C0.
26 Broadway, New York

Write 8.5 Co.'s or any Tourist
A.g,t-ll for Booklet.

This sdvesiieen | by
THE BEEHUM GD‘rEﬂ"H‘IFHI
Hamilton, Bermuoda

A restful sail I||"n1:|;_11 SUMIMEeT SEs. H||r|'|l.
hreezes, Old Waorld cities, Quaint People, Mutor-

mg, Sports and exceptional steamer service.
ALL EXPENSE CRUISE 16 Days $IE'IJ -
Laarge 10,000 pm 2l ially desizmed laxuan

"Rt

ale BonEn Do

v J\-I'| privike

fll

=
|

I alfenetave booklals piving ful wafine
DRTD RICD LI E z?u.fL“?l‘ﬁE"
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Amencaw peam ihovel frem Waconim af sonk im Maschburia

Manchuria—
Where the Door is Open

When the South Manchuria Railway C.um}]:ln}r lltgnn de-
veloping the resources of Manchuria fifteen years ago, the
total ﬁ:rrcig_n trade of the country was less than §6o,000,000
a year. In the past three years the trade of Manchuria has

averaged $400,000,000.

A very considerable Pa'rt of the overseas trade
of this rapidly developing country is with the
United States, because it is te America that the
builders of Manchurian industries have turmed
for modern machinery and railway materials,

American manufacrurers have found an Open
Dioor in Manchuria for their products, and the
return tide of Pacific traffic has brought to the
United States an increasing flow of the products
of the rich soil of Manchuria.

The Scuth Manchuria Railway has purchased
in the Uniced States §50,000,000 worth of loco-
mul‘.[m, cars, ra[is ﬁnd DI:['I.L'I.' maL{riaJS, il:l'lx'.E [l::lt
industries developed by it in the railway zone
have imported §25,000,000 worth of machinery

and materials, In contrase to this O:Pcn Do

for American products in Manchuria, the Far

Eastern Beview a few months ago showed that

railways in neighboring provinces of China had

Eur{h-’lﬁed $67.500,000 of materials in Burope,
ut none in America.

Manchuria, as its latent resources continue
to be developed by modern engineering and
agriculeure, will offer greater and greater oppot-
tunities to the American trade,

The South Manchuria Railway, running through Chosen

Kerea! and Manchuoria, is the only railway in the Oriene
with all-American equipment, It conducrs o chain of
hotelscde-luxe, travel bureaus, and civy and country clubs,

For all information and free travel literature, write
Mr. Yoro Tamura, Souwh Manchuria Railway Company,
111 Broadway, New York,

Your Host and Guide

SoutH MAaNCHURIA

N

RAILWAY

T A

i"alh."




The City Within a City

¥ |'!l-.|:. i TI'-"TL'"" r_‘.l'_.

_/NEWYORK
(ENTRAL,
LINES 4

AILROADS are like pioneers. When they enter a territory, civili-

zation and prosperity invariably follow closely. American railroads

have been not only forerunners of progress but leaders in the growth
and development of localities whose transportation needs were served.

It was for the greater convenience of the public that the Grand
Central Terminal was planned and built; yet the Engineering News-
Record gives the development larger significance:

“The term ‘Grand Central’ no longer
designates a mere railroad station, but
a large and impressive civic center.
The story of its development in the
last twenty years is a romance, Where
there were formerly smoking stacks
and four-story buildings, there are now
handsome structures—office buildings,
banking houses, stores, hotels, apart-
ments and clubs.

“The terminal area itself, because

of its attractiveness, has become the
heart of a still greater development,
radiating from it in every direction.
In fact the whole surrounding neigh-
borhood now goes by the name of
Grand Central District, and is one of the
chief business centers of the metropolis.

“As a civic as well as a railroad de-
velopment, it is unique and stands as
a monument to the foresight of the
New York Central Railroad.”

The Grand Central Terminal is the heart of a city within a city.

NEW YORK CENTRAL LINES

BOSTOMN EALEARY = MICHIGAN CENTRAL = BIG POUR — LAKE ERIE &~ WESTERM
EANAWHA MICHIGAMN =TOLEDD & OHIO CENTHAL=FITTSBURGH & [AKE ERIE
NEW YORK CEMTHAL- AND-SUBSIDIARY LIMNES

4
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dratwing by Perry Barloe,

From &

‘TVE A HUNDREDY ACEES HERE THAT I'VE OWNED TFOR THIRTY-FIVE YEARS,
AND ALL 1T HAS EVER DONE FOR ME IS GIVE ME TIME
TO LEARN TD PLAY MY FIDDLE."

—"The Ripe Peach,” page 163,
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Europe at Work

BY WHITING WILLIAMS

I.—FRAMNCE AT WORK

Sy habit, msien—habil and custom.”

JLLUSTRATIONS FROM ProTocearis #Y THE AUTHOR

Y French miner “bud-
dy " had been swing-
ing his pick back and
forth at amazing specd
for nearly an hour one
morning last summer.
We were down about
two thousand feet be-
low a mining village a few miles from the
ruined mines and ¢ity of Lens in northern
France. The coal had been coming down
so rapidly that it kept the rest of us busy
shovelling it into the cars which the boy
of fifteen with equally amazing speed kept
bringing up to the “face™ of the seam.
All of us were stripped to the waist, Not
one back amongzt us but zlistened in the
light of the safety-lamps with the mixture
of coal-dust and sweat. Except for the
hali-hour’s pause for breakfast every one
kept going at the same pace hour after
hour.  Alsoday after day. Yet never did
I find one of them willing to confess the
job fatipuing. From the lips of all of
them came the same words accompanicd
by the same smile and the same shrug:

*“C'est I'habitude [”

Later in other parts of France from
leaders in various helds of her work and
life az well as from other laborers came
almost always the =ame name for the
ml?'li.\"ﬂ !;II:_'I-'.'I."!:I 'rh'hii_'ll kl_!("[)."'\ 1I'H.,: FH.,:UJT'LT I.If
France busy:

“It’s habit, m'sien’—habit and custom
—that does it."

Copyrighted in 1922 in United Staves, Canada, and Grest Brirain, by Charles Scriboer’s Sonps,

The phrase appears to me to go further
than any other to explain the spirit of
modern France as jt shows itself among
the French workers as T came to know
them. It holds almost equally well, 100,
whether th':\' are hand-workers or head-
workers. In either case, if they are
French born, they have lived their life in
very much the same groove for a long
time, Established social habit and social
custom have come of ald social institu-
Ii.'.'ﬁ.‘l ‘.'lT!‘l l:‘h[ F(H‘iﬂ.l ?IrTi{nf{'lﬂ{‘“lﬁ I.:F_I- H
[ ] ile Icm;; established in the same eco-
nomic environment.  France is socially an
elderly il not an old country—socially as
well as geographically and geologically,
perhaps socially because peographically
and geologically. The French are an el-
derly people—al least a people beyond
the middle of maturity.

[ believe the evidences of that after-
middle maturity are as generally manifest
and as generally significant in the life of
present-day France as are those evidences
of England’s crowdedness which were set
forth in these columns last year as ex-
planatory to the life of Great Britain,

France is a land of habit, of content-
ment born of Eung usage, It iz also a land
of ito—, but let the spelling of that second
keyv-word wait until we can discuss the
new problems which await France and
the French spirit now that she turns the
corner of the great victory.

“We French were too happy ! This

Printed in

New York: All rights reserved.

131



132

wits the explanation given by one of them
as the cause of the war. *We have al-
ways been too easy-going—too contented
with our modest little homes, our appetiz-
ing—if usually simple—fare, and our mod-
est though inspiriting ‘ wine red or wine
white,” No wonder our enemy thought
they should overcome us easily |"”

That does not mean that everybody in
France to-day is con-
tented—by force, asit
were, of long-estab-
lished custom. Far
from it.

“The capitalists
know no patriotism,
They go wherever
thev can find profits,
Then why shouldn't
we laborers do the
same?” 50 the tall
grenadier of 4 mason
with the hupge red
mustache—also the
gseven children at
home in a distant city
where there was no
work-—used to 2ay at
our labor hoarding-
house at Douai in the
invaded district of

EUROPE AT WORK

broke his bowl of much potato and litile
meat. After we finished our soup, we al-
ways filled the same dish to the top with
much potatoes, but of meat the landlady
made sure to give us the precious and
costly portion with her own impartial
fork. It was easy to see that with him as
with many others elsewhere the hatred
of the endless nights and days in the
trenches had made
him hate war with a
hate which covered
every phase and force
of modern life which
he belieyved helped
cause war, including
capitalism and nation-
alism. Their logic
was easy to find holes
in. But it iz difficult
for masses of men to
live happily and think
straightly when re-
turning to the high
cost of living after
months and years with
the front-line's horrors,

“Buried alive we
were there at Verdun
—for several days and

nights !" one man put

northern France.
“At one time during
the war—you recall it,
messieurs 7—les pa-
trons, the big fellows
who tell us what we
workers must do and
must not do, spent a long time deciding
whether we French soldiers should shoot
the Italian zoldiers or not.  Finally, they
decided that we did not need to—you
remember it, yes? Very pood. So we
did not shoot them. But if the big ones
had decided otherwise—well, then we
should have had to shoot them, is it not
so? But in any case the Italians would
have been fellow laboring men like our-
selves. Tsn't that truer”

“After all, this matter of patriotism
gets us into much trouble—according Lo
my experience, ‘La Patrie’ for you and
for me and for all of us workers, what is
it? T'H tell you. It is the country that
gives us this—this for our wives and our
children—"" and with his {ork he nearly

Author as worker in French steel plant.

The carciulness of the French skilled working men
practically furbade their opening their jumpers
at the throat even on a hot day. Onthe bottest
days I wus glad to assert my Amercanism by
taking off my cowl and vest

it. “Several of my
triends were gray-
haired when they
found us. Horrible!
Horrible 1™

*“I remember,” so
the mason would con-
tinue, “how I used to go to the library as
a boy and look at all the pictures of
armies and battlez, Perhaps you all did
the zame, messicurs, ves? 1 would dream
of the days when 1 might get into a uni-
form myself. But my company-—or at
least the remnant of it—spent some
months at Verdun. Then, thanks to the
zood God, T was wounded and was taken
away. Now L am through with war! For
the rest of my life, T hope! Never again
any fighting for me! No nation is worth
itk

Approval of this pleasant-voiced but
hard-pressed internationalist would often
come from his helper, a small jolly chap
in his plaster-covered clothes and great
wooden work-shoes. When it did it meant



Brealkfast with thic miner

Tl hais made of heavy fhre for the protection of the h

a cough from the rest of us because he only occasionally. At first he seemed to
would slap his leg and so bring a cloud of me the most typical villain met in many
dust out of his faded blue overalls. aday. His make-up included heavy black

The :x'ur|1ri.x"l|'._*_': thing was that the one- hair, a great mustache, one |:i5_5 white and
eyed road laborer agreed with the mason  sightless eveball, and brown cordurovs

i the devastated

Because it was =0 near the fromi-line trenches, wirk had ofte
£ o that i1s v
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held up with a broad red sash, It made
him look like a prime trouble-maker in
any plot, private or public. Yet he was
not a radical. Perhaps because he had
managed to make himself too comfortable
during the war. If so, it was certainly
comfort bought with courage.

“Yes, m'sien’, it i5 necessary to say
that he is brave—thiz one-eyed fellow.”
So the landlord would

EUROPE AT WORK

we miners went out by thousands in order
to help the railway men in their peneral
strike on May Day, 1920. And then the
railway men were the first to go back and
make sure of their jobs again! Bad lead-
ership, is it not? Bad leadership in the
nation and also, is it not so, one must add,
bad leadership right here at home? For
our two last local strikes have failed also.”
Untiring and thank-

explain.  “When the
invaders arrived here
in October, 1914,
they captured every-
body in town. Soon
they put everyhody to
work, But our friend
refuzed.  ‘Me, T will
nolt work for you
hoches,” he said.
Three soldiers stuck
three bayonets against
his neck—just like this
—ugh! Then they
counted *eins—zwei—
drei '—to give him ten
to decide whether he
would change his
mind or not.  Finally
they counted ten.
But he only looked
them in the eve and
shool hiz head, and
said: *No, I will not
work for you!" And
they did not fire! No,
they did not fire!
For why? No cne
knows, All during
the war—the invaders were here almost
exactly four years |—he was in the hospi-
tal or doing pretty much what he pleased.
Mainly he pretended to be sick. Un
brave gargon, is he not? "

It was a good friend among my coal-
miner companions who put in a nutshell
the present feeling of the French workers,
especially the unskilled ones. We were
resting from about three hours” work, and
sat with our shirts or coats thrown on
while we breakfasted out of our cans of
weak coffee and our cloth bags of sand-
wichez. (The bags’ strings allow them to
be hung up from the timbers away from
the rats.)

“What is one to think, m'sicu'!

Here

Author after an eight-hour term in o coal-
mine 2,ge0 fiect deen, five or six miles
from the destroyed mines at Lens.

ful to be busy, but
unhappy and per-
plexed—that explains
the present mood of
the French worker,
Too suddenly shaken
out of his established
and habitual pre-war
world to know just
what to do about it
and apparently anx-
ious, on the whole, not
o po too far in any
sudden attempt o
“tear things loose.”
It causes one to won-
der whether the Reyv-
olution has not made
us think the French-
man—at least the
Frenchman outside of
Paris—much less a
man of ordered mod-
eration than he is.
The wonderment
grows when you see
signs on the wall that
bills are not to be
pested or ashes
dumped here or there, “in line with the
law of 1881, or 1807—or 1701 !

The General Federation of Labor is
said to have lost five-eighths of its mem-
bers since the failure of that general
strike in 1920, To-day about the only
members left in it are the Communist
radicals and the Socialist conservatives.
These are fighting constantly for control
of the organization. Both sides claim
victory. The evenness of the current
battle makes it look as though the Com-
munists were disquictingly strong. When
the votes go against them the Commu-
nistz claim that the real story is told in
the circulation figures of their competing
newspapers—two thousand daily for Le




The [nmily=—mrst &I it—nl the estaminet in Douri, north France

* This ope-eyed {ellow "™ my hero of the bayonets; is at the rght

Untiring and thankful to be busy, but unhappy and perplexed-—so the author found most of the workers
in the mines and [actories of France

'l'|||'-< were & Tew ol his fellow workers near Lens
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Pew ple, izzued by the Socialist Federation-
i5ts, and forty thousand for L' ffwmaniié,
of the Communists,

The country’s =urprising experience
during the war also helps the careful ob-
server to discount somewhat the amazing
extremes of the Bolshevism of the Com-
munists.  This experience showed that
;|'|1_' 'I.'I."i":’liil_'l."; I i|| .;lL'l_l,'i{l.lh:\' |!||.||'|:I muore
patriotic—more conservative—than the

EUROPE AT

WORK

pected to impede mobilization. In the
maoment of invasion these, like all the
others, came into the army 'l'l."i.'l.d"‘\.' Lo de-
fend their homes."”

Much the same explanation could
doubtless be given for the failure of that
general strike.  The patriotic spirit of the
war was still too active. Since then the
failure of the Russian experiment has dis-
couraged many, though the Communist

Unloading the local .-'.|:-|-|_'.' of rel wine from the tank-cars

bitterness of their public expressions
might lead one to conclude. A French
labor expert with an international reputa-
Lon reports:

“Before the war the radicals were =0
much in the mind of the government that
all estimates of our ]1‘|i]i|u|'_x' hlrl'n;ﬂh
when completely mobilized included con-
siderable deductions for the Socialists and
others whe, it was believed, would make
unsafe soldiers. When the tes ciame,
even the government was surprized to
finel the percentage an extremely small
one—practically  negligille.  Further-
maore, it proved quite unnecessary to carry
out the long-contemplated plans for the
arrest of certain leaders who were ex-

leaders insist that the famine, for in-
stance, s r:mﬂﬁnj: bt I,]t(:. [14_11'111;11 Tn;:nxu]l
of last summer's extreme drought as ex-
perienced in France and more or less
throughout !':I..I'(I:|H'.

But it is, of course, unsafe to argue that
the French worker as a whole can be
trusted always to accept without organ-
ized protest whatever comes, We will all
make progress toward solving the prob-
lem of happy relations between the hand-
workers and the head-workers when we
learn this; the periods of unemployment
which bring the worker into the greatest
straits are usually the periods least favor-
able to his effective expreszion of that un-
happiness in the form of strikes. Yet it is



Above-ground, or “ outside,"” workers at a coal-mine in 5t. Etienne, one of the obld manulacturing and

mining districts of =outh middle France.

e
¥
b

Youngsters doing thesr hit in the hard-working |||.u||.|':|.|'.|i.|c' digipiet of S, Dienis, outside the walls

ol Pans.
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the memory of these strails that provides
the motive power for troubles when the
gituation comes again to play into the
worker's hands by making jobs plentiful
and workers scarce.  When jobs begin to
grow scarce, men fear that a strike will

only give the employers a good excuse for
When 1they begin to grow

closing down.

AT WORK

the unwisdom of fighting against the en-
tire public’s pressure for lower selling-
prices and, therefore, lower production
costs in terms of wages.

And such evidence can be appreciated
b the French worker as by few others in
the world. For, in general, he is some-
thing more than a member of an old and,
therefore, [undamentally careful
and conservative people. That is
true of the British worker. But
to an extent far beyond the Hrit-
ish worker, and In some aspects
beyond even the American work-
er, the French-born worker is a
skilled man, a user of a good mind
and of good tools. In the steel
plant at Douai it was a pleasure to
watch the machinists carry on
their work. From the youngest
apprentice up to the oldest expert
in the place everything required
the accuracy of millimetres or
tenths of millimetres! Accuracy
and cleanliness were the keyv-notes,
On Monday mornings the great
shop locked like a blue edition of
__Tr-:au_-}uhl—. coat of many colors, Of
course each suit of overalls or
“hLlues™ was freshly laundered—
1I|I1I_'r'|'|.'i:‘--l..,' [l"- W TIET '.'l'“l.]ll:r .llﬁ".'l:L
been asked if * the wife is then per-
haps ill 7 In addition toall the
variations caused by the diffe ng
number of launderings, each suit
in turn showed a color harmony of
i';"_-'u VW If.l:- i|:‘-- -ﬁ:‘-uhllr“'[H_'l'll_ ll'l- ]I]l]l:'
or near-blue, new or much-washed

< in I"|-. stnall §

anc most !.".

|_:-'a,"|_lf.|l'| 1l A
tion to bargam tor
Lure.

Partlvy becavse the
rebuilding the devastated regions, there
much unemployment
France proportionately than in either
Crreat Britain or America during the last
vear, There has been, however, enough
to make the workers generally feel the
time inopportune for large-scale agitation
The recent failure of the textile workers
of the north added one more evidence of

eel that they are in a posi-
Lt ter omes in

'll'i_' il

of huee work

has heen less i

patches.  Inthe working quarters
lis within the walls of Paris the furni-
ture-makers and the carpenters,
masons, and machinists look like
artists in their dust-colored over-
alls and h-n-r blouses. They speak of the
bt BA Fi 'Il'l 51 |.I "'~'|'||'I1 niks 'If'l '|'n|"||l: ]'I '|hl_"|. ‘-‘-l.JT!h.
for the “patron’ as ateliers. When you
talk with them or see them reading semi-
radical papers as they eat the most ap-
III.]J"ITI"' l."[ IH'lll'H- 0 |.|r|.|"'I\ Hlli:ﬂ] 1.‘.]t'|€ ]r"
the restaurants which line the broad
houlevards near their studio-factories, vou
somehow find it hard to take their guiet
Socialism or philosophical or political
Communism very seriously.
In such working suburbs outside the
walls St. Demiz and St. Quen, the



A street soene in Frances most important stee] and actillery town, Le Creusat,

In many of the mast Ln:.p:rl amt manufnciuring towns there are 'r.,||w nily re mimalers ol France's interest in

griculture and of the copservatizm of F

chemical and other large-scale plants
give rougher jobs and much poorer homes
to men of less zkill and education—anid
of more serious discontent, as proclaimed
from many a flaming poster. But for all
these, there 1= an outlet such as neither
Britain nor America can enjoy to any-
thing like the same extent—an outlet
".".'I'Ii.l:_'h musk never 1)[" fnrgulli_‘n iI'I s
tion with all thought of industrial France.

“When we don't like our employers or
their jobs, we can usually take & vacation
an the farms.  There, especially since the
war, they need us badly.’

As a matter of fact, France has hardly
yet come into the full swing of modern
indusirialism. As vet, it is hardly to he
called a frst-class industrial power. Al
exactly that point the near future brings a
new equipment and, therefore, a new chal-
lenge to the established habits and atti-
tudes—but about that later. Inthe mean-
time, the farm provides the opportunity
for moderate comfort and more than maod-
erate independence to the great majority
of the country’s native population.

That great body of native farmers it is
that represents a sort of huge gyroscope

rance's agricaliurists,

which ebtained its motion from a distant
past and so keeps the ship of French life
rnrw!:m .,l.llll'ﬁ’_"' |!'H,' COUTSe uf I_;'I._{I .,l.ri' I'I]Ill
conservative *habitude.” Besides offer-
ing relief when the pressure of industrial
life grows too heavy, the French farm
furnishes the bulk of the population with
a strong sense of property—there are said
to be more than ten million property-
holders in France —an imperviousness Lo
radicalism of any serious and funda-
mental sort, and an unfailing opposition
to heavy direct taxation.

The influence of the isolation and tra-
ditional inertin of that farm iz threat-
ened in several ways by the new industrial
and social factors ]lruu'r]ﬂ by the war.
The most immediate of HIL"‘-L i= the for-
eign-horn unskilled laborer.

“Six vears in Poland, all the time fight.
Mo can get bread for family—must come
here. See my back!”" the Polish laborer
in gur gang in the north France mine ex-
plained in broken German. One glance
at the dreadful assortment of shrapnel
wounds was enough. His back was in
plain view because we were all strippred
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to the waist—after the manner of all
French miners except those who work at
lower and, therefore, hotter levels, where
they wear nothing but a coat of coal-dust
and a pair of shoes.

There were r'|| teen hundred of his Polish
fellow citizens there in this one coms-
paratively small mine town. They were
houzed in barracks with the minimum
of food and comfort, and were quite

EUROPE AT WORK

“This grave must be for an officer,
m'sien’. You can see it is six inches
deeper than these others,’” a Moroccan
laborer explained amidst the ruination of
the hills about Verdun., Hundreds of his
fellows and others from Algeria have been
digring graves there and elsewhere
throughout France ever since—as well
as during—the war. And as they dip
they have constantly in their ears the ex-

Workers leaving the steel

certain that they were not being paid
according to contract. In I'rench steel
plants and blast-furnaces most of the
comman labor iz done ]l_‘k lt:1:Ii.I,I|- oar
Belzians, Inthe brick-vards of the north
these last come in for the seazonal work,
returning home in beiween jobs,  In the
great Schoeider steel and artillery works
at Le Creusot I saw three thouzand Chi-
nese |L:L||I]|j||;_[ the shovels or the heaviest
and hottest pieces of fiery steel. They
still occupy, under semimilitary super
vision, the barracks originally built for
them in war time. The chances are
hardly good, however, for their return to
China, judging from the air of success
won by many of them as the result of
their present earning capacitics as com-
pared with those they enjoved in China.

;-|.:'|I where the author worked at Downi,

plosions of the great shells being searched
out and sel off by their companions.
These laborers are perhaps not to be
called foreigners, since they are borm
under the French Colonial flag.  Certain-
lv, they make the natural backbone of
the nondescript gangs which clear away
the brickbats and débris in the devastated
regions, Nevertheless, they all bring to
i|'|"|.|.|.."1|.|"i:-|.| I'.r;]“n; c ]'I'Iui_'h 111I: same Prﬂh]i.:m
as do the others who have come by thou-
sands from various parts of Europe, in-
cluding Spain and Portugal, Except for
the several thousands of British “Tom-
mies”" recently set to work near their old
trenches, all these tend to depress the
status of the less skilled groups of French-
born workers, Like the Ttalians in Amer-
ica, they are slow to identify their in-



A t_l,-pi-.'._'.f Blast-furnnce at Longwy, in the iron country af
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terests with those of the native workers:
their homes are so near that they do not
hesitate to return to them rather than to
take active part in any aggressive efforts
to hetter their conditions.  Or they move
on to other p:‘trhul.- the international mar-

ket
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a biz blast-furnace in Longwy, the capi-
tal of France's iron country, gave me the
high-spots of his lifelong and world-wide
attempt Lo dispose of his muscular abili-
ties.

How long all his compatriots and their
non-French friends will stay in France
after all the “duds"” have been exploded,

EUROPE AT WORK

proper lengths almost miles of heavy steel
beams for the factory's extension. For
it was they who had applicd the torch—
the acetylene torch—to all the steel
stanchions of the old factory the week
before the “ Tommies™ had driven them
out in October, 1918, All during the war
they had run an army bakery near the

Starting the pork cutlets to the Pariz table from the farming towns.

all the graves dug, and all the ruined
ratlway-stations and all the six hundred
thovsand I]L'nlrlu_x'-:f] homes r:'p:liri'cl Of
rebuilt, will depend upon that qguestion
of France's attitude toward her new and
changed induzstrial future which we are
rescrving, In any event, the presence of
these outsiders brings to France, just as
it has bromght to us here in America, a
threat against that lomg-standing unity of
French life which has come from the un-
disturbed unity of the national Dlood,
At least one of these outsiders T am
sure France will find it hard to lose, He
iz an ]':-IEIL','“.F-]'I.]T!I.'!:I'I whao, nr|-|]_\' I'_'|'|11".|gh, Wi
happy to be the leader of our gang that
operited the big saw in the steel plant
there at Douai. In a way it was the Ger-
mans that kept us busy cutting into

place where we stood,  After running
away to sea as a Jad and swearing or
fighting for either military or “social™
purposes all over the seven seas, my
Tom had entered the town with his
friends, seen the girl he had been looking
for, and now

“Well, blime but "twill tike a bloody
fine job to get me awve from 'ere now—
unless T can tike 'er alonz 1"

He can probably be depended upon to
co-operate with his French brothers-in-
law to oppose such efforts to reduce
salaries as are now worrying the French
workers in mine and factorv. Some
thousands of other foreign-born fellow
workers can't.  In any event, France can-
not get along without them, even though
they may become dangerously discon-
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tented. Ewen if France's raw materials
had =een no increase from the war, she
would still be in need of “hands.” For
too many pairz of hands born in her homes
and trained in her schools and factories
lie rotting beneath those battle-fields. Nao
country responsible for production can
casily spare hands to the number of one
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been maintained as wide as before the
war, wages having kept up about even
with the high cost of living. But to-
ll:l_\.' = .k:l:\'fi.l.:lll 'l'l"]fl\'l'r l.ll- l\.lll'l'i'l"\-IHI.'lll-
ing equipment would find that margin
a pretty narrow one.  Apparently  the
French workers also find it so. At any
KX

rate, the government had recently

Evervhody warks in 5t Eticnne, the

Eut the margin between oatzo aml

million eight hundred thousand pairs |
Especially when that represents of all her
possessors of the hands of fighting age
the huge proportion of 53 percent ! Least
of all a country that has suffered for vears
from a Fa]|ing hiT|]I-]':'I|I.‘ and a decrease
of native population !

Under normal conditions this huge lack
of man-power can be expected to bring a
sgmewhat higher valuation to the brawn
and brain of the native worker-group.
As during the fourteenth century in Eng
land when the Black Death took off half
the population, so those graves at Ver-
dun, it must be said with sadness, are cer-
tain sooner or later—unless the foreign-
born interfere—to widen somewhat the
mzl.rg'in between income anid outgo for the
survivors. In general that margin has

ntre of some of Franoe's

income 15 not

wide naw amd net before the war

send aboul forty thousand troops Lo that
textile region of Lille, Roubaix, and Tur-
coing when the workers opposed the ef-
forts to reduce their rates,

“Lemme tell ve wmy experience!" as
the workers 3 .*LI_\' 1':1I;|m':|u-1,
boarding-house-and -bar, about  thirty
miles from Lille, represented the lowest
level of French laborers: the rung nexi
lower in the ladder would have taken me
AITEnE 1|:H,: |I_I'|'|'|'|I‘1 assortment I‘IE I[,'I“H_II"\
and Spaniards. Most of us paid virtually
half our week's earnings for our week’s
hoard and bed.  The combination of
these daily necessities purchased by this
half-day’s work is hardly as good as 1
bought here for nearer a thicd of an eight-
hour turn.  The proprictor worked at the
same steel plant with us. He charged us

=AY, 0or
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extra if we had single instead of double
beds, But 'm sure, single or double, none
of us lacked for company! The first
maorning I tried to leave them all at home
but the first worker I met flicked one off
my lapell Every morning we took our
turn with the landlady in washing our
faces and brushing our hair at the pump
placed in a glass-covered kitchen-court in
the centre of the house—with a half-par-
lition separating us from the very odor-
iferous toilet.  In going up-stairs past the
corner where the dog and the garbage-pail
slept together, it was almost necessary to
wait for the flies to get out of the way.
At the table in the rear of the barroom
and, therefore, near the kitchen we had
to fircht flies with one hand while we took
care of our food or drink with the other,

Altogether, it struck me as about the
worst place encountered to date. But
the estaminet where T later worked as a
miner a few miles from the destroyed
mines of Lens waz worse. The combina-
tion of cows, chickens, rabbits, babies,
boarders, and barnyard was too awful
to permit accurate description.  But the
landlord there did give a service I'd never
encountered before. When after the
day's work below ground T told my buddy
Ilmt I'|1 wa,u.h his I!H.".'ii, :Im::LI:J'lng L]mt |
hoped that he would take care of my own,
he answered:

“Ah, no, m'sien’, it i3 not necessary.
Here that iz done for us all—and withouot
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charge—by m'sien’ the landlord himself [

Sure enough, at the appointed moment
a whistle brought him to us—ready and
fquick to take soap and rag in his experi-
enced hands!

After paying for such meagre though
friendly arrangementis—and at this board-
ing-house I slept, or al least tried to
sleep, in the same bed with a young
worker along with four others in the same
room—the pay left over does not go very
far. A suit of overalls costs about a day
and a half of work—or twelve muscle-
hours. A pair of shoes half-soled takes
ahout three-quarters of a day's earning
power.

If this represents approximately the
same margin as that before the war, then
the conclusion is inevitable that the mar-
gin must have been narrow then.

But as nearly as 1 can judge this nar-
rowness of margin is also true—and has
been true—since long before the war—
for the employer, too. And it has been
true, also, for the French people as a
whole. Tt goes back to the age of French
gpeography.  Take the country's equip-
ment of coal-veins and coal-mines, for
instamce. . . .

But about that and similar considera-
tions and their influence on the French
worker and the French citizen—also the
challenge presented 1o French life by the
change in that equipment following the
war—about all that a little later.

{ The second article by Whiting Williams on " Europe at Work ™ will appear In the March number]

Street laborers fixing the pavement in the heart of Paris, near the
Uhpera,



Leaves from My Autobiography

FIFTY-5IX YEARS WITH THE NEW YOREKE CENTRAL EAILROAD

BY CHAUNCEY M.

DEPEW

|FOURTH FAFER]

IEREDITY has much
to do with a man's
career. ‘The village of
Peckskill-on-the-Hud-
son, about forty miles

¢l from New York, was
f72 in the early days the
market-town of a large
section of the surrounding country, ex-
tending over to the State of Connecticut.
It was a farming region, and its products
destined for New York City were shipped
by sloops on the Hudson from the wharfs
at Peekskill, and the return wvoyvage
brought back the merchandise required
by the country.

My father and his brother owned the
majority of the sloops enpaged in this, at
that time, almost the only form of trans-
portation.  The sloops were succeeded by
steamboats in which my people were alzo
interested.  When Commodore Vanderbilt
entered into active rivalry with the other
steamboat lines between New York and
Albany, the competition became very
seriouz, Newer and faster boats were rap-
idly built. These racers would reach the
Bay of Peekskill in the late afternoon,
and the vounger population of the village
would be on the banks of the river, en-
thusiastically applauding their favorites,
Among well-known boats whose names
and achievements excited as much in-
terest and aroused as much partisanship
and sporting spirit as do now famous race-
horses or baseball champions, were the
following: Mary Powell, Dean Richmond,
The Alida, and The Hendvick Hudson.

I remember as if it were vesterday when
the Hudson River Railroad had reached
Peekskill, and the event was locally cele-
brated. The people came in as to a coun-
ty fair from fifty miles around. When
the locomotive steamed into the station
many of those present had never seen

Vor. LXXI.—10

one. The engineer was continuously
blowing his whistle to emphasize the great
event. This produced much consterna-
tion and confusion among the horses, as
all farmers were there with their families
IN CArriages or Wagorns.

I recall one team of voung horses which
was driven lo frenzy; their owner was
unable to control them, but he kept them
on the road while they ran away with a
wild dash over the hills. In telling this
story, as illustrating how recent is railway
development in the United States, at a
dinner abroad, T stated that as far as I
knew and believed, those horses were so
frightened that they could not be stopped
and were still running. A very successiul
and serious-minded captain of industry
among the guests sternly rebuked me by
ﬁﬂ}'ihg: i Sir, that is imp:yﬁﬁﬂ:!c; horses
were never born that could run for twen-
ty-five years without stopping.””  Amer-
ican exaggeration was not so0 well known
among our friends on the other side then
as it is now.

As we hoys of the village were gathered
on the banks of the Hudson cheering our
favorite steamers, or watching with eager
interest the movements of the trains, a
frequent discussion would be about our
ambitions in life. Every yvoung fcllow
would state a dream which he hoped but
never expected to be realized. T was
charged by my companions with having
the greatest imagination and of painting
more pictures in the skies than any of
them. This was because I stated that in
politics {(for T was a great admirer of
William H. Seward, then senator from
New York) 1 expected to be a United
States =enator, and in businesz (because
then thelargest higure in the husiness world
was Commodore Vanderbilt) 1 ]l:}"ld.'(,l ta
become president of the Hudson River
Railroad. It 15 one of the strangest inci-
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dents of what seemed the wild imaginings
of a village boy that in the course of long
vears both these expectations were . eal-
ized.

When I entered the service of the rail-
road on the first of January, 1866, the
Vanderbilt system consisted of the Hud-
son River and Harlem Railroads, the Har-
lem ending at Chatham, 128 miles, and
the Hudzon River at Albany, 140 miles
long. The Vanderbilt svstem now covers
20,000 miles. The total railway mileage
of the whole United States at that time
was 36,000, and now it is 261,000 miles,

My connection with the New York
Central Railroad covers practically the
whole period of railway construction, ex-
pansion, and development in the United
States. It is a =ingular evidence of the
rapidity of our country’s growth and of
the way in which that growth has steadily
followed the rails, that all this develop-
ment of States, of villages growing into
cities, of scattered communitics becoming
great manufacturing centres, of an inter-
nal commerce reaching proportions where
it has greater volume than the foreign
interchanges of the whole world, has come
about during a period covered by the of-
ficial career of a railroad man who is still
in the service: an attorney in 1866, a
vice-president in 1882, president in 1885,
chairman of the board of directors in
1800, and still holds that office.

There iz no such record in the country
for continuous service with one company,
which during the whaole period has been
controlled by one family. This service of
more than half a century has been in
every way satisfactory. It iz a pleasure
to see the fourth generation, inheriting
the ability of the father, grandiather, and
great-grandfather, still active in the man-
agement.

I want to say that in thus linking my
long relationzhip with the railreads to
this marvelloys development, T do not
claim to have been better than the other
railway officers wheo during this time have
performed their duties to the best of their
ability. I wish also to pay tribute to the
men of original genius, of vision and dar-
ing, to whom so much is due in the ex-
pansion and improvement of the Amer-
ican railway systems,

Commodore Vanderbilt was one of the
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most remarkable men our country has
produced. He was endowed with won-
derful foresight, grasp of difficult situa-
tions, ability 1o =ee opportunities hefore
others, to solve serious problems, and with
the courage of his convictions. He had
little education or early advantages, but
was eminently successful in evervthing he
undertook. As a boy on Staten Island
he foresaw that upon transportation de-
pended the settlement, growth, and pros-
perity of this nation. He began with a
small boat running across the harbor from
Staten Island to New York. Very early
irn his career he acquired a steamboat and
in a few vears was master of Long Island
Sound. He then extended his operations
to the Hudson River and speedily acquired
the dominating ownership in boats com-
peting between New York and Albany.

When gold was discovered in California
he started a line on the Atlantic side of
the Isthmus of Darien and secured from
the government of Nicaragua the privi-
lege of crossing the Isthmus for a trans-
portation system through its territory,
and then established a line of steamers on
the Pacific to San Francisco. In a short
time the old-¢stablished lines, both on the
Atlantic and the Pacific, were compelled to
sell out to him. Then he entered the trans-
atlantic trade, with steamers to Europe,

With that wvision which is a gift and
cannot be accounted for, he decided that
the transportation work of the future was
on land and in railroadz. He abandoned
the sea, and his first enterprise was the
purchase of the New York and Harlem
Railroad, which was only one hundred
and twenty-eight miles long. The road
was bankrupt and its road-bed and equip-
ment going from bad to worse. The
commodore reconstructed the line, re-
equipped it, and by making it serviceable
to its territory increased its traffic and
turned its business from deficiency into
profit.  This was in 1864. The commao-
tdore became president, and his son, Wil-
liam H. Vanderbilt, vice-president. He
saw that the extension of the Harlem was
not advisabile, and so secured the Hudzon
River Railroad, running from New York
to Albany, and became its president in
1865, It was a few months after this
when he and his son invited me to become
a member of their staff,
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The station of the Harlem Railroad in
the city of New York was at that time at
Fourth Avenue and Twenty-sixth Street,
and that of the Hudson River Railroad at
Chambers Street, near the North River.

In a few vears William H. Vanderhilt
purchased the ground for the Harlem
Railroad Company, where is now located
the Grand Central Terminal, and by the
acquisition by the New York Central and
Hudson River Railroad of the Harlem
Railroad the trains of the New York Cen-
tral were brought around into the Grand
Central Station.

In 1867, two vears after Mr. Vander-
bilt had acquired the Hudson River Rail-
road, he secured the control of the New
York Central, which ran from Albany to
Buffalo. This “control was continued,
through the Lake Shore on one side of
the lakes and the Michizgan Central on
the other, to Chicago. Subsequently the
Vanderbilt system was extended to Cin-
cinnati and St. Louis. It was thus in
immediate connection with the West and
Northwest centring in Chicago, and the
Southwest at Cincinnati and 5St. Louis,
By close connection and affiliation with
the Chicago and Northwestern Railway
Company, the Vanderbilt system was ex-
tended beyond to Mississippi. I became
director in the New York Central in 1854
and in the Chicago and Northwestern in
t877.

It has been my good fortune to meet
with more or less intimacy many of the
remarkable men in every department of
life, but 1 think Commodore Vanderbilt
waz the most original. I had been well
acquainted for some years both with the
commodore and his son, William H.
When I became attorney my relations
were more intimate than those usually
existing. T was in daily consultation with
the commodore during the ten years
prior 10 his death, and with his son from
1866 to 188c, when he died.

The commodore was constantly, be-
cause of his wealth and power, impor-
tuned by people who wished to interest
him in their schemes. Most of the great
and progressive enlerprises of his time
were presented to him. He would hi;t::n
patiently, ask a few questions, and in
short time grasp the whole subject. T'I'ru:n
with wonderful quickness and unerring
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judgment he would render his decision.
No one knew by what process he arriverd
at these conclusions, They scemed 1o be
the results as much of inspiration as of
insight.

The Civil War closed in 1865, and one
of its leszons had been the necessity for
more railroads. The country had dis-
covered that without transportation its
vast and fertile territories could neither
be populated nor made productive.
Every mile of railroad carried settlers,
opened farms, and increased the national
resources and wealth.  The economical
and critical conditions of the country,
owing to the expanzion of the currency
and banking conditions, facilitated and
encouraged vast schemes of railroad con-
struction. This and a wild speculation
resulted in the panic of 1873, Nearly the
whole country went bankrupt. The re-
covery was rapid, and the constructive
talent of the Republic saw that the res-
toration of credit and prosperity must
be led by railway solvency, In August,
1854, Commeodore Vanderhilt invited the
representatives of the other and competi-
tive lines to a conference at Saratoga.
Owing, however, to the jealousies and
hostilities of the period, only the New
Yark Ceuntral, the Pennsylvania, and the
Erie railways were represented,

The castern railway situation was then
dominated by Commodore Vanderbilt,
Colonel Thomas A. Scott, of the Pennsyl-
vania, and John W. Garrett, of the Balii-
more and Ohio.  Both Scott and Garrett
were original men and empire-builders.
There was neither governmental nor
State regulation. The head of a railway
gystem had practically unlimited power
in the operation of his road. The people
were &0 anxious for the construction of
railways that they offered every possible
inducement to capital. The result was a
great deal of unprofitable construction
and immense losses to the promoters,

These able men saw that there was no
possibility of railway construction, opera-
tion, and efficiency, with a continuance
of unrestricted competition. It has taken
from 1874 until 1920 to educate the rail-
way men, the shippers, and the povern-
ment to a realization of the fact that
transportation facilities required for the
public necessities can only be had by the
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freest operations and the strictest govern-
ment regulations; that the solution of the
problem is a svstem so automatic that
public arbitration shall decide the justice
of the demands of labor, and rates be ad-
vanced to meel the decision; and that
public authority also shall take into con-
sideration the other factors of increased
expenses and adequate facilities for the
railroads, and that maintenance and the
highest efficiency must be preserved and
alen necessary extensions. To satisiy
and attract capital there must be the as-
surance of a reasonable return upon the
investment.

The meeting called by Commodore
Vanderhilt in 1874, at Saratoga, was an
epoch-making event. We must remember
the railway management of the country
was in the absolute control of about four
men, two of whom were also largest
owners of the lines they managed. Fierce
competition and cutting of rates brought
on utter demoralization among shippers,
who could not calculate on the cost of
transportation, and great favoritism to
localities and individuals by irresponsible
freight agents who controlled the rates,
Under these influences railway earnings
were fluctuating and uncertain.  Im-
provements were delaved and the people
on the weaker lines threatened with bank-
ruplcy.

Public opinion, however, believed this
wild competition to be the only remedy
for admitted railway evils. As an illus-
tration of the change of public opinion
and the better understanding of the rail-
way problems, this occurred in the month
of October, 1g20. A committee of ship-
pers and producers representing  the
farmers, manufacturers, and business
men along a great railway svstem came
to see the manager of the railroad and
said to him: “We have been all wrong
in the past. Our effort has always been
for lower rates, regardless of the necessi-
ties of the railways. We have tried to get
them by secking bids from competing
lines for our shipments and by appealing
to the Interstate Commerce Commission.
The expenses of the railroads have been
increased hy demands of labor, by con-
stantly rising prices and cost of rails, cars,
terminals, and facilities, but we have been
against allowing the railroads to meet
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this increased cost of operation by ade-
quate advances in rates. We now see
that this course was starving the rail
roads, and we are suffering for want of
cars and locomotives to move our traffic
and terminals to care for it. We are also
suffering because the old treatment of the
railronds has frightened capital so that
the roads cannot get money to maintain
their lines and make necessary Improve-
ments to meet the demands of business,
We know now that rates make very little
difference, because they can be absorbed
in our business. What we must have is
facilities to transport our products, and
we want to help the railroads to get
money and credit, and again we empha-
size our whole trouble i= want of cars,
locemaotives, and terminal facilities.”

Happily, public opinion was reflected
in the last Congress in the passage of the
Cummins-Esch bill, which iz the most
enlightened and adaptable legislation of
the last quarter of a century.

To return to the conference at Sara-
toga, the New York Central, the Pennsyl-
vania, and the Erie came to the conclusion
that they must have the co-operation of
the Baltimore and Ohio.  As Mr. Garrett,
president and controlling owner of that
road, would not come to the conference,
the members decided that the emergency
was so great that they must go to him.
This was probably the most disagreeable
thing Commodore Vanderbilt eéver did.
The marvellous success of his wonderful
life had been won by fighting and defeat-
ing competitors. The peril was so great
that they went as associates, and the visit
interested the whole country and so en-
larged Mr. Garrett’s opinion of his power
that he rejected their offer and said he
would act independently. A railway war
immediately followed, and in a short time
bankruptcy threatened all lines and none
more than the Baltimore and Ohio.

The trunk lines then pot together and
entered into an agreement to stabilize
rates and carry them into effect. They
appointed as commissioner Mr. Albert
Fink, one of the ablest railway men of
that time. Mr. Fink’s administration
was successful, but the rivalries and jeal-
ousies of the lines and the frequent break-
ing of agreements were too much for one
marn.
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The presidents and general manapers of
all the railroads east of Chicago then met
and formed an association, and this asso-
ciation was a legislative hody without any
lezal authority to enforce its decrecs, It
had, however, two effects: the disputes
which arose were publicly dizcussed, and
the merits of each =ide 20 completely dem-
onstrated that the decision of the associa-
tion came to be accepted as just and
right. Then the verdict of the association
had hehind it the whole investment and
banking community and the press. The
weight of this was sufficient Lo compel
obhedience to its decisions by the maost
rebellious member.  No executive could
continue to hold his position while en-
deavoring to break up the association.

It is one of the most gratifving events
of my life that my associates in this great
and powerful association elected me their
president, and T continued in office until
the Supreme Court in a momentous de-
cision declared that the railroads came
under the provision of the Sherman Anti-
Trust Law and dissolved these associa-
tions in the East, West, and South.

It was a liberal education of the rail-
way problems to meet the men who be-
came members of this association. Most
of them left an indelible impression upon
the railway conditions of the time and of
the railway policies of the future. All
were executives of great ability and sev-
eral were rare constructive geniuses.

In our system there was John Newell,
president of the Lake Shore and Michigan
Southern, a most capable and efficient
manager. Henry B. il_.cd}'a,rd, president
of the Michigan Central, was admirably
trained for the great responsibilities which
he administered so well.  There was Wil-
liam Bliss, president of the Boston and Al-
bany, who had built up a line to be one of
the strongest of the New England group.

Melville E. Ingalls, president of the
Cleveland, Cincinnati, Chicago and St
Louis, had combined various weak and
bankrupt roads and made them an effi-
cient organization. He had also reha-
bilitated and put in useful working and
paying condition the Chesapeake and
Ohio.

Ingalls told me a very good story of
himself. He had left the village in Maine,
where he was born, and after graduation
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from college and admission to the bar
had settled in Boston, To protect the
intercsts of his clients he had moved to
Cincinnati, Ohio, and rescued railroad
properties in which they were interested,
When his success was complete and he
had under his control a large and success-
fully working railway system, he made a
visit to his birthplace.

One evening he went down to the store
where the village congress was assem-
bled, sitting on the barrels and the coun-
ter. They welcomed him very cordially,
and then an inquisitive farmer said to
him: “Melville, it is reported around
here that vou are getting a salary of nigh
unto ten thousand dellars a vear,”

Mr. Ingalls, who was getting several
times that amount, modeztly admitied
the ten, which was a prodigious sum in
that rural neighborhood, Whereupon the
olid farmer voiced the local zentiment hy
saving: “Well, Melville, that shows what
cheek and circumstances can do for a
man.”

I recall an incident connected with one
of the ablest of the executives in our svs-
tem. One day we had a conference of
rival interests, and many execulives were
there in the effort to secure an adjust-
ment, For this purpose we had an arbi-
trator. After a most exhausting day in
the battle of wits and experience for ad-
vantages, I arrived home used up, bul
after a hali-hour's sleep T awoke refreshed
and, consulting my diary, found I was
down for a speech at a banguet at Del-
monico’s that night,

[ arrived late, the intervening time
being devoted to intensive and rapid
preparation. I was called early, The
speech atiracted attention and occupied
a column in the morning’s papers. I was
in bed at eleven o'clock and had between
seven and eight hours’ refreshing sleep,

On arriving at our meeting-place the
next morning one of the best-known presi-
dents took me azide and said: “ Chauncey,
by making speeches such as you did last
night you are losing the confidence of the
people. They say you cannot prepare
such speeches and give proper attention
to yvour business"

“Well,"” I said to him, “my friend, did
I lose anything before the arbitrator ves-
terday 2"
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He answered very angrily: “No, you
rained entirely too much.”

“Well," I then said, “I am very fresh
this morning. But what did vou do last
night "’

He answered that he was so exhausted
that he went to Delmonico’s and ordered
the best dinner possible. Then he went
on tosay: “A friend told me a little game
was going on up-stairs, and in a close
room filled with tobacco smoke I played
poker until two o'clock and drank several
high-ballz, The result is, I think we bet-
ter postpone this meeting, for I do not
feel like doing anything to-day.”

“My dear friend,” I said, “you will
eet the credit of giving your whole time
to business, while I am, by doing what
refreshes my mind, discredited, because
it gets into the papers. I shall keep my
method regardless of consequences,”

He kept his, and, although much young-
er than myself, died vears ago.

George B. Roberts, president of the
Pennsylvania, was a very wise executive
and of all-around ability. Frank Thomp-
son, vice-president and afterward presi-
dent of the same road, was one of the
ablest operating officers of his time and
a most di:iighlful ]_u:rsu:lla]it_\‘. Mr. AL _T
Cassatt was a great engincer and pos-
sessed rare foresight and vision. He
brought the Pennsylvania Railroad into
New York City through a tunnel under
the Hudson River, continued the tunnel
across the city to the East River and then
under the river to connect with the Long
Island, which he had acquired for his sys-
fem.

. W. Caldwell, president of the New
York, Chicago, and St. Louis, added to
railway ahility wit and humor. He told
a good story on Mr. George Roberts,
Caldwell was at one time division super-
intendent under President Roberts. He
had obtained permission to huild a new
station-house, in whose plan and equip-
ment he was deeply interested. Tt was
Mr. Roberts's habit, by way of showing
his subordinates that he was fully aware
of their doings, to either add to or take
away something from their projects.

Caldwell prepared a station-house ac-
cording to his ideas, and, to prevent Rob-
erts from making any essential changes
he added an unnecessary bay window to
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the front of the passengers’ room. Rob-
erts carefully examined the plans and
said: *“Remove that bay window,” and
then approved the plan, and Caldwell had
what he wanted.

Caldwell used to tell of another occa-
sion when on a Western line he had over
him a very severe and harsh dizciplinarian
as president. This president was a vio-
lent prohibitionist and had heard that
Caldwell was a bon-vivant, He sent for
Caldwell to discipline or discharge him.
After a long and tiresome journey Cald-
well arrived at the president's house. His
first greeting was: * Mr. Caldwell, do you
drink ?”

Caldwell, wholly unsuspicious, an-
swered: “Thank you, Mr. President; I
am awfully tired and will take a little
rye.”

Mr. E. B, Thomas, president of the
Lehigh Valley, was a valuable member of
the association. The Baltimore and
Ohio, as usual, had its president, Mr.
Charles F. Mayer, accompanied by an
able stafi. The Erie was represented by
one of the most capable and genial of its
many presidents, Mr, John King.

King was a capital storv-teller, and
among them T remember this one: At
one time he was peneral manager of the
Baltimore and Ohio under John W. Gar-
rett. In order to raise money for his pro-
jected extensions, Garrett had gone to
Eurape, The times were financially v
difficult. Johns Hopkins, the famous phi-
lanthropist, died. His immortal monu-
ment is the Johns Hopkins University
and Medical School. Ewvervbody in
Baltimore attended the funeral. Among
the leading persons present was another
John King, a banker, who was Hopkins's
executor. A messenger-boy rushed in
with a cable for John King, and the boy
handed it to John King, the executor, who
sat at the head of the mourners. He read
it and then passed it along so that each
one could read it until it reached John
King, of the Baltimore and Ohio, who sat
at the foot of the line. The cable read as
follows: “Present my sympathies to the
family and my high appreciation of Mr.
Johns Hopkins, and borrow from the
executor all you can at five per cent.
Garrett."

Commodore Vanderbilt was succeeded
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in the presidency by his son, William H.
Vanderhilt, who was then past forty vears
old and had been a successful farmer on
Staten ITsland. He was active in neigh-
borhood affairs and in pelitics.  This
brought him in close contact with the
pecple and was of invaluable benefit to
him when he became president of a great
railroad corporation.  He also acquired
familiarity in railway management as a
director of one on Staten Island.

William H. Vanderbilt was a man of
great ability, and his education made him
in many ways an abler man than his
father for the new conditions he had (o
meet. But, like many a capable son of
a famous father, he did not receive the
credit which was due him because of the
overshadowing reputation of the commo-
dore. MNevertheless, on several occasions
he exhibited the highest executive quali-
ties,

One of the great questions of the time
was the duty of railroads to the cities in
which they terminated, and the decision
of the roads south of New York to have
lower rates to Philadelphia and Balti-
more, New York felt so secure in the
strength of its unrivalled barbor and
superior shipping facilities that the mer-
chantz and financiers were not alarmed.
Very soon, however, there was such a
diversion of freight from New York as to
threaten very seriously its export trade
and the superiority of its port. The com-
mercial leaders of the city called upon
Mr. Vanderbilt, who after the conference
said to them: “I will act in perfect har-
mony with you and will see that the New
York Central Railroad protects New
York City regardless of the effect upon
its finances.” The city representatives
said: “That is very fine, and we will
stand together.”

Mr. Vanderbilt immediately issued a
statement that the rates to the seaboard
should be the same to all poris, and that
the New York Central would meet the
lowest rates to any port by putting the
same in effect on its own lines. The re-
sult was the greatest railroad war since
railroads began to compete. Rates fell
fifty per cent, and it was a question of the
survival of the fittest. Commerce re-
turned to New York, and the competing
railroads, to avoid bankruptcy, got to-
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gether and formed the Trunk Line Asso-
ciation.

New York City has not always remem-
bered how intimately bound is its pros-
perity with that of the great railroad
whose terminal is within its city limits.
Mr. Vanderbilt found that the railroad
and its management were fiercely assailed
in the press, in the legislature, and in
municipal councils. He became con-
vinced that no matter how wise o just or
fair the railroad might be in the interesis
of every community and every business
which were so dependent upon its trans-
portation, the public would not submit
toany great line being owned by one man.
The Vanderbilt prompiness in arriving al
a decision was immediately shown, He
called upon Mr. Pierpont Morgan, and
through him a syndicate, which Morgan
formed, took and sold the greater part
of Mr. Vanderhilt’s New York Central
stock. The result was that the New York
Central from that time was owned by the
public. Tt iz a tribute to the justice and
fairness of the Vanderbilt management
that, though the management has been
submitted every vear since to a stock-
halders” vote, there has practically never
been any opposition to a continuance of
the Vanderbilt policy and management.

Among the most important of the many
problems during Mr. Vanderbilt’s presi-
dency was the question of railway com-
missions, both in national and State gov-
ernments. In my professional capacity
of general counsel, and in common wit
representatives of other railroads, T de-
livered argumentative addresses apainst
them. The discussions converted me,
and I became convinced of their neces-
sity. The rapidly growing importance of
railway transportation had created the
public opinion that railway management
should be under the control and super-
vision of some public body; that all pas-
sengers or shippers, or those whose lanid
was taken for construction and develop-
ment, should have an appeal from the
decision of the railway managers to the
government through a government com-
mission.

As zoon as T was convinced that com-
missions were necessary for the protection
of both the public and the railroads, 1
presented this view to Mr. Vanderhilt,
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The idea was contrary to his education,
training, and opinion. It seemed to me
that it was either a commission or gowv-
ernment ownership, and that the com-
mission, if strengthened as a judicial
body, would be as much of a protection
to the bond and stock holderz and the
investing public as to the general public
and the employees. Mr. Vanderhilt, al-
wavs open-minded, adopted this view
and supported the commission system
and favored legislation in its behalf.

In 1883 Mr. Vanderbilt decided, on ac-
count of illness, to retire from the presi-
dency, and Mr. James H. Rutter was
clected his successor. Mr. Rutter was
the ablest freight manager in the country,
but his health gave way under the exac-
tions of executive duties, and I acted
largely for him during his years of ser-
vice. He died early in 1885, and I was
elected president.

The war with the West Shore had been
on for several vears, with disastrous re-
sults to both companies, The Ontario
and Western, which had large terminal
facilitics near Jersey City on the west side
of the Hudson, ran for fifty miles along
the river before turning into the interior.
At its reorganization it had ten millions of
cash in the treasury. With this as a basis,
its directors decided to organize a new
railroad, to be called the West Shore, and
parallel the New York Central through its
entire length to Buffalo. As the New
Work Central efficiently served this whole
territory, the only business the West
Shore could get must be taken away from
the Central. To attract this business it
offered at all stations lower rates. To re-
tain and hold its business the New York
Central met those rates at all points so
that financially the West Shore went into
the hands of a receiver.

The New York Central was sustained
because of its superior facilities and con-
nections and established roadway and
equipment. But all new and necessary
construction was abandoned, mainte-
nance was neglected, and equipment run
down under forced reduction of expenses.

I had very friendly personal relations
with the managers and officers of the
West Shore, and immediately presented
to them a plan for the absorption of their
line, instead of continuing the struggle
until absolute exhaustion. Mr. Vander-
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bilt approved of the plan, as did the ﬁﬁ_ﬂ.]]-
cial interests represented by Mr. Pier-
pont Morgan. -

By the reorganization and consolida-
tion of the two companies the New York
Central began gradually to establish its
efficiency and to work on necessary im-
provements. As evidence of the growth
of the railway business of the country,
the New York Central proper has added
since the reorganization an enormous
amount of increased trackage, and has
practically rebuilt, as a necessary second
line, the West Shore and used fully its
very large terminal facilities on the Jersey
gide of the Hudson,

During his active life Mr. Vanderbilt
was very often importuned to buy a New
York daily newspaper. He was person-
ally bitterly assailed and his property put
in peril by attacks in the press. He al-
ways rejected the proposition to buy one.
“If," he said, “T owned a newspaper, 1
would have all the others united in at-
tacking me, and they would ruin me, but
by being utterly out of the journalistic
field, I find that taking the press as a
whole I am fairly well treated. I do not
believe any great interest dealing with
the public can afford to have an organ.”

Colonel Scott of the Pennsylvania
thought otherwise, but the result of his ex-
periment demonstrated the accuracy of
Mr. Vanderbilt's judgment. Scott sze-
lected as editor of the New Fork World one
of the most brilliant journalistic writers
of his time, Wiliam H. Hurlburt. When
it became known, however, that the World
belonged to Colonel Seott, Hurlburt's
genius could not saveit.  The circulation
ran down to a minimum, the advertising
followed suit, and the paper was losing
enormously every month. Mr. Joseph
Pulitzer, with the rare insight and fore-
sight which distinguished him, saw what
could be made of the World, with its privi-
leges in the Associated Press, and so he
paid Scott the amount he had originally
invested, and took over and made a phe-
nomenal success of this bankrupt and ap-
parently hopeless enterprise,

I tried during my presidency to make
the New York Central popular with the
public without impairing its efficiency.
The proof of the success of this was that
without any effort on my part and against
my published wishes the New York dele-
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gation in the national Republican con-
vention in 1883, with unprecedented
unanimity, prezented me as New York's
candidate for president. I retired from
the contest because of the intense hos-
"tility to railroad men in the Western
States, Those States could not under-
stand how this hostility, which they had
to railroads and everybody connected
with them, had disappeared in the great
State of New York.

Druring my presidency the labor ques-
tion was very acute, and strikes, one after
another, common. The universal method
of meeting the demands of labor at that
time was to have a committee of em-
ployees or a leader present the grievances
to the division superintendent or the
superintendent of motive power. These
officers were arbitrary and hostile, as the
demands, if acceded to, led to an increase
of expenses which would make them un-
popular with the management. They
had a difficult position. The employees
often came to the conclusion that the
only way for them to compel the atten-
tion of the higher oTicers and directors
was to strike,

Against the judgment of my associates
in the railway management 1 decided to
open my doors to any individual or com-
mittee of the company. At first I was
overwhelmed with petty grievances, but
when the men understood that their
cases would be immediately heard and
acted upon, they decided among them-
selves not to bring to me any matters un-
leas they regarded them of wvital impor-
tance. In this way many of the former
irritations, which led ultimately to serious
results, no longer appeared.

I had no trouble with labor unions, and
found their representatives in heart-to-
heart talks wery generally reasonable.
Mr. Arthur, chief of the Brotherhood of
Locomotive Engineers, had many of the
qualitiez of a statesman. He built up his
organization to be the strongest of its
Lind among the labor unions, T enjoyed
his confidence and friendship for many
years.

There never was but one strike on the
New York Central during my adminis-
tration, and that one occurred while I
was absent in Europe. Its origin and
sequel were somewhat dramatic. T had
nearly broken down by overwork, and
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the directors advised me to take an abso-
lute rest and a trip abroad.

I sent word over the line that [ wanted
everyvthing settled before leaving, and to
go without care. A large committee ap-
peared in my office a few mornings after.
To my surprise there was a representative
from every hranch of the service, pas-
senger and freight conductors, brakemen,
shopmen, vardmen, switchmen, and so
forth. These had always come through
their local unions. T rapidly tock up and
adjusted what each one of the representa-
tives of his order claimed, and then a
man said: “1 represent the locomotive
engineers.”

My response was: “You have no busi-
ness here, and I will have nothing to do
with you. I will see no one of the loco-
motive engineers, except their accredited
chief officer.”

“Well," he said, “ Mr, President, there
is a new condition on the road, a new
order of labor called the Knights of Labor,
We are going to absorb all the other
unions and have only one. The only ob-
stacle in the way is the locomotive en-
gineers, who refuse to give up their broth-
erhood and come in with us, but if you
will recognize us only, that will force them
to join, Now, the Brotherhood intends
to present a demand wvery soon, and if
you will recognize our order, the Knights
of Labor, and not the Brotherhood of
Locomotive Engineers, we will take care
of what they demand and all otherz [rom
every department for two years, and you
can take your trip to Europe in perfect
peace of mind. If you do not do this
there will be trouble.™

I declined to deal with them as repre-
sentatives of the Brotherhood of Loco-
motive Engincers. Then their spokes-
man said: "As this is 50 serious to you,
we will give vou to-night to think it over
and come hack in the morning.”

I immediately sent for the superin-
tendent of motive power and directed
him to have posted by telegraph in every
roundhouse that the e Juest of the Broth-
erhood of Locomotive Engineers, of which
this committee had told me, had been
granted.  The next morning the com-
mittee returned, and their leader said:
“Well, Mr. President, you have beaten
us and we are going home.™

Then I appealed to them, saying: “1
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am a pretty badly broken-up man. The
doctors tell me that if I can have three
months without care 1 will be as good as
ever. You must admit that 1 have at all
times been absolutely square with you
and tried to adjust fairly the matters vou
have brought to me, Now, will vou take
care of me while I am absent?"

They answered unanimously: *Mr.
President, we will, and you can be con-
fident there will be no trouble on the
New York Central while you are away.”

I sailed with my mind free from anx-
iety, hopeful and happy, leaving word to
send me no cables or letters.  After a
visit to the Passion Playv at Ober-Ammer-
gau in Upper Bavaria, I went into the
Austrian Tyrol. One night, at a hotel in
Innshruck, Mr. Graves, a very enterpris-
ing reporter of a New York e, suil-
denly burst into my room and said: “1
have been chasing yvou all over Europe
for an interview on the strike on the New
York Central.” This was my first in-
formation of the strike.

As soon as T had left New York and
was on the ocean, the voung and ambi-
tious officer who was at the head of the
operations of the railroad and disap-
proved of my method of dealing with the
employees discharged every member of
the committee who had called upon me,
Of course, this was immediately followed
by a sympathetic outburst in their behalf
and the sympathizers were also  dis-
charged. Then the whole road was tied
up by a universal strike. After millions
had been lost in revenue by the railroad
and in wages by the men, the strike was
settled, as usual, by a compromise, but it
gave to the Knights of Labor the control,
except as to the Brotherhood of Loco-
motive Engineers, The early settlement
of the strike was largely due to the loyvalty
and courage of the Brotherhood.

During my presidency 1 was much
criticised by the public, but never by the
directors of the company, because of my
activities in politics and on the platiorm.
For some time, when the duties of my
office became most onerous, and [ was in
the habit of working all day and far into
the night, I discovered that this concen-
trated attention to my railroad problems
and intense and continuous application
to their solution was nol only impairing
my efficiency but my health. As I was
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not a sport, and never had time for games
or horses, I decided to try a theory, which
was that one's daily duties occupied cer-
tain cells of the brain while the others re-
mained idle: that the active cells became
tired by overwork while others lost their
power in a measure by idleness; that if,
after a reasonable uze of the working cells,
vou would engage in some other intellec-
tual occupation, it would furnish as much
reliel or recreation as outdoor exercise of
any kind. 1 had a natural facility for
quick and easy preparation for public
speaking, and so adopted that as my
recreation.  The resolt proved entirely
successful.

After a hard day’s work, on coming
home late in the afternoon, [ accustomed
myvself to take a short nap of about fif-
teen minutes. Then I would look over
my tablets to see if any engagement was
on to speak in the evening, and, if so, the
preparation of the speech might be easy,
or, if difficult, cause me to be late at
dinner, These speeches were made sev-
eral times a week, and mainly at banquets
an closing of the sessions of conventions
of trade organizations of the country.
The reciprocal favors and friendship of
these delegates transferred to the New
York Central a large amount of competi-
tive business.

While T was active in politics T issued
strict orders that every employvee should
have the same liberty, and that any at-
tempt on the part of their superior officers
to influence or direct the political action
of a subordinate would be cause for dis-
missal. This became so well known that
the following incident, which was not un-
commaon, will show the result,

As 1 was taking the train the morning
after having made a political speech at
Utica, the vardmaster, an Irishman,
greeted me very cordially and then said:
“We were all up to hear ye last night,
hoss, but this vear we are agin ye.”

The position which this activity gave
me in my own party, and the fact that,
unlike most employers, I protected the
employees in their liberty of political ac-
tion, gave me immense help in protecting
the company from raids and raiders.

We had a restaurant in the station at
Utica which had deteriorated. The situa-
tion was called to my attention, in order
to have the evils corrected, by the receipt
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of the following letter from an indignant
passenger: “Dear Mr. President: You
are the finest after-dinner speaker in the
world, T would give a great deal to hear
the speech you would make after vou had
dined in the restaurant of your station at
Utica."

After thirteen years of service as presi-
dent 1 was elected chairman of the board
of directors. Mr, Samuel R. Callaway
succeeded me as president, and on his
resignation was succeeded by Mr. William
H. Newman, and upon his resignation
Mr. W. C. Brown hecame president.
Following Mr. Brown, Mr. Alfred H.
Smith was elected and is still in office.
All these officers were able and did excel-
lent service, but I want to pay special
tribute to Mr. Smith.

Mr, Smith is one of the ablest operat-
ing officers of his time. When the United
States Government took over the rail-
roads he was made regional director of
the government for railroads in this terri-
tory. He received the highest commen-
dation from the government and from
the owners of the railroads for the admi-
rable way in which he had maintained
them and their efficiency during the gov-
ernment control.

On the surrender of the railroads by
the government, Mr, Smith was welcomed
back by ais directors to the presidency
of the New York Central. The splendid
condition of the Central and its allied
lines is largely due to him. During his
service as regional director the difficule
tusk of the presidency of the New York
Central was very ably performed by Mr,
William K. Vanderbilt, Jr. Though the
voungest among the executive officers of
the railroads of the country, he was at
the same time one of the hest.

Among the efficient officers who have
zerved the New York Central during the
time I have been with the company, 1 re-
member many on account of their worth
and individuality. H. Walter Webb
came into the railway service from an
active business career. 'With rare intelli-
gence and industry he rapidly rose in the
organization and was a very capable and
efficient officer. There was F. W. Voor-
hees, the general superintendent, an un-
usually young man for such a responsible
position, He was a graduate of Troy
Polytechnical School and a very able
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operating officer. Having gone directly
from the college to a responsible position,
he naturally did not understand or know
how to handle men until after long ex-
perience. He showed that want of experi-
ence in a very drastic way in the strike of
18g2 and its settlement.  Being very arhi-
trary, he had his own standards.  For in-
stance, I was appealed to by many old
brakemen and conductors whom he had
discharged. I mention one particularly,
who had been on the road for twenty-
five vears.  Voorhees's answer Lo me was:
“These old employees are devoted to
Toucey, my predecessor, and for efficient
work T must have loyalty to me.”

I reversed his order and told him [
would begin to discharge, if necessary, the
latest appointments, inclueding himself,
keeping the older men in the service who
had proved their loyalty to the company
by the performance of their duties.

Mr, Voorhees became afterward wvice-
president and then president of the Phila-
delphia and Reading. With experience
added to his splendid equipment and un-
usw# ability he became one of the best
executives in the country.

Mr. John M. Toucey, who hadl come
up from the bottom to be general super-
intendent and general manager, was a
hard student, His close contact with his
fellow employees gave him wonderful con-
trol over men. He supplemented his
practical experience by hard study and
was very well educated. Though seli-
taught, he had no confidence in the grad-
uates of the professional schools,

In selecting an assistant, one of them
told me that Toucey subjected him to a
rigid examination and then said: “ What
iz your railroad carveer?”

“T began at the bottom," answered the
assistant, “and have filled every office on
my old road up to division superinten-
dent, which I have held for somany years,”

“That is very fine," said Toucey, “but
are you a graduate of the Troy Technical
School 2"

“Mao, sir.”

“Of the Stevens Tech?"

“MNa, sir.”

“0Of Massachusetts Tech?™

“Mo,-sir.”

“Then you are engaged,” said Toucey.

Mr. Toucey was well up-to-date, and
differed from a superintendent on another
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road in which T was a director.  The sub-
urban business of that line had increased
very rapidly, but there were not enough
trains or cars to accommodate the pas-
sengers. The overcrowding caused many
serions discomforts. I hatl the superin-
tendent called before the board of direc-
tors, and said to him: “Why don't vou
immediately put on more trains and
carse”

“Why, Mr. Depew,” he answered,
“what would be the use? They are set-
tling 2o fast along the line that the people
would fill them up and overcrowd them
just as before.”

1 was going over the line on an impor-
tant tour at one time with John Bur-
roughs, superintendent of the Western
Division. We were on his pony engine,
with seats at the {ront, alongside the
boiler, so that we could look directly on
the track. Burroughs sat on one side and
[ on the other. He kept on commenting
aloud by way of dictating to his stenog-
rapher, who sat behind him, and praise
and criticism followed rapidly. 1 heard
him wutter in his monotonous way:
“Switch misplaced, we will all be in hell
in a minute,"” and then a second after-
ward continue: “ We jumped the switch
and are on the track again. Discharge
that switchman."

Major Enos Priest was for fifty years
a division superintendent. It was a de-
lightful experience to go with him over
his division. He knew evervbody along
the line, was general confidant in their
family troubles and arbiter in neighbor-
hood disputes. He knew personally every
emplovee and his characteristics and do-
mestic situation, The wives were gen-
erally helping him to keep their hushands
from making trouble. To show his con-
trol and efficiency, he was always pre-
dicting labor troublez and demonstrating
that the reason thew did not occur was
because of the way in which he handled
the situation.

Mr. C. M. Bissell was a very efficient
superintendent, and for a long time in
charge of the Harlem Railroad., He mld
me this incident, We decided to put in
effect as a check upon the conductors a
svstem by which a conductor, when a fare
was paid on the train, must tear from a
book a receipt which he gave to the pas-
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senger, and mark the amount on the stub
from which the receipt was torn. Soon
after a commitiee of conductors called
upon Mr, Bissell and asked for an increase
of pav. “Why," Bissell asked, * boys,
why do you ask for that now?"”

After a rather embarrassing pause the
oldest conductor said: " Mr. Bissell, you
have been a conductor yvourself.”

This half-century and six vears during
which I have been in the service of the
New York Central Railroad has been a
time of unusual pleasure and remarkably
free from friction or trouble. In this
intimate association with the railroad
managers of the United States 1 have
found the choicest friendships and the
most enduring.  The raileoad manager is
rarely a large stockholder, but he is a
most devoted and efficient officer of his
company., He gives to its service, for the
|:1.|.'|J][i)§. the employees, the investors, and
the company, all that there is in him. In
{00 many instances, because these officers
do not get relief from their labor by varia-
tion of their work, they die exhausted be-
fore their time.

The story graphically told by one of
the oldest and ablest of railroad men, Mr.
Marvin Hughitt, for a long time presi-
dent and now chairman of the Chicago
and Northwestern Railway, illustrates
what the railroad does for the country.
Twenty-five vears ago the Northwestern
extended its lines through northern Iowa.
Mr. Hughitt drove over the proposed ex-
tension on a buckboard, The country was
sparsely settled because the farmers could
not get their products to the market; the
land was selling at six dollars per acre.

In a quarter of a century prosperous
villages and cities had grown up along
the line, and farms were selling at over
three hundred dollars per acre. While
this enormous profit from six dollars per
acre to over three hundred has come to
the settlers who held on to their farms
because of the possibilities produced by
the railroad, the people whose capital
built the road must remain satisfied with
a moderate return by way of dividend
and interest, and without any enhance-
ment of their capital, but those investors
should be protected by the State and the
people to whom their capital expenditures
have been such an enormous benefit.

(T be continued.}
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Auther of * Hungry Hearts™

S one of the dumb,
voiceless ones I speak.
One of the millions of
immigrants beating,
beating out their
hearts at your gates
for a breath of under-
standing.

Ach! America! From the other end
of the earth from where T came, America
was a land of living hope, woven of
dreams, aflame with longing and desire.

Choked for ages in the airless oppres-
sion of Russia, the Promised Land rose up
—wings for my stifled spirit—sunlight
burning through my darkness—freedom
singing to me in my prison—deathless
songs tuning prison-bars into strings of a
beautiful violin,

I arrived in America. My young,
strong body, my heart and soul pregnant
with the unlived lives of generations clam-
oring for expression.

What my mother and father and their
mother and father never had a chance to
give out in Russia, I would give out in
America. The hidden sap of centuries
would find releaze; colors that never saw
light—songs  that  died unvoiced—ro-
mance that never had a chance to blossom
in the black life of the Old World.

In the golden land of flowing oppor-
tunity I was to hnd my work that was
denied me in the sterile village of my
forefathers, Here 1 was o he free from
the dead drudgery for bread that held me
down in Russia. For the first time in
America, I'd cease to be a slave of the
belly. I'd be a creator, a giver, a human
being! My work would be the living jov
of fullest seli-expression.

But from my high visions, my golden
hopes, I had to put my feet down on
earth, 1had tohave food and shelter. I
had to have the money to pay for it.

I was in America, among the Ameri-
cans, hut not of them. No speech, no
common language, no way to win a smile

#
of understanding trom them, only my
voung, strong body and my untried faith,
Only my eager, empty hands, and my
full heart shining from my eves !

God from the world ! Here T was with
somuch richness in me, but my mind was
not wanted without the Janguage. And
my body, unskilled, untrained, was not
even wanted in the factory, Only one of
two chances was left open to me: the
kitchen, or minding habics.

My first job was as a servant in an
Americanized family. Once, long ago,
they came from the same village from
where I came. But they were so well-
dressed, =0 well-fed, so  successful in
America, that they were ashamed to re-
member their mother tongue,

“What were to be my wages?" T ven-
tured timidly, as I looked up to the well-
fed, well-dressed “ American™ man and
woman,

They looked at me with a sudden cold-
ness.  What have T said to draw awdy
from me their warmth?  Was it so low
from me to talk of wages? 1 shrank back
into myself like a low-down bargainer.
Mayvhe they're =0 high up in well-being
they car't any more understand my low
thoughts for money.

From his rich height the man preached
down to me that 1 must not be so grab-
bing for wages. Only just landed from
the ship and already thinking about
maoney when I should be thankful to asso-
ciate with “ Americans.”

The woman, out of her smooth, smiling
fatness assured me that this was my
chance for a summer vacation in the coun-
try with her two lovely children, My
great chance to learn to be a civilized
being, to become an American by living
with them,

So, made to feel that T was in the hands
of American friends, invited to share with
them their home, their plenty, their hap-
piness, I pushed out from my head the
worry for wages. Here was my first
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chance to begin my life in the sunshine,
after my long darkness. My laugh was
all over my face as I said to them: *'T'll
trust myseli to you. What I'm worth
yvou'll give me.” And I entered their
housze like a child by the hand.

The best of me I gave them. Their
house cares were my house cares. 1 got
up early. I worked till late. All that
my soul hungered to give T put into the
passion with which I scrubbed floors,
scoured pots, and washed clothes. 1 was
so grateful to mingle with the American
people, to hear the music of the American
language, that I never knew tiredness.

There was such a freshness in my brains
and such a willingness in my heart that I
could go on and on—not only with the
work of the house, but work with my head
—learning new words from the children,
the grocer, the butcher, the iceman. I
was nol even afraid to ask for words from
the policeman on the street.  And every
new word made me see new American
things with American eyes. 1 felt like a
Columbus, finding new worlds through
every new word.

But words alone were only for the inside
of me.  The outside of me still branded
me for a stecrage immigrant. T had to
have clothes to forget myself that I'm a
stranger yet. And so I had to have
maney to buy these clothes.

The month was up. I was so happy!
Now I'd have money. My men, carned
money. Money to buy a new shirt on
my back—shoes on my feet. Maiyhe vet
an American dress and hat!

Ach! How high rose my dreams!
How plainly I saw all that 1 would do
with my visionary wages shining like a
light over my head!

In my imagination I already walked in
my new American clothes. How beauti-
ful T looked as I saw myself like a picture
before my eyes! I saw how I would
throw away my immigrant rags tied up in
my immigrant shawl. With monev to
buy—free money in my hands—I'd show
them that I could look like an American
in a day,

Like a prisoner in his last night in
prison, counting the seconds that will free
him from his chains, T trembled breath-
lessly for the minute I'd get the wages in
my hand.
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Before dawn T roze.

I shined up the house like a jewel-hox,

I prepared breakfast and waited with
my heart in my mouth for my lady and
gentleman to rise. At last T heard them
stirring. My eves were jumping out of
my head to them when I saw them com-
ing in and seating themselves by the table.

Like a hungry cat rubbing up to its
boss for meat, so I edged and simpered
around them as 1 passed them the foad.
Without my will, like a beggar, my hand
reached out to them.

The breakfast was over.
vet from my wages.

“Gottunin ! 1 thought to myself,
“Wavbe they're so busy with their own
things they forgot it's the day for my
wages, Could they who have everything
know what 1 was to do with my first
American dollars? How could they,
soaking in plenty, how could they feel the
longing and the fierce hunger in me, press-
ing up through each visionary dollar?
How could they know the gnawing ache
of my avid fingers for the feel of my own,
carned dollars? My dollars that T could
spend like a free person. My dollars that
would make me feel with everybody alike |

Breakfast was long past.

Lunch came. Lunch past.

Oi-i weh! Not a word yet about my
money.

It was near dinner,
yet about my wages.

I began to set the table.
—it swam away from me. 1 broke a
glass. The silver dropped from my ner-
vous fingers. 1 couldn't stand it any
longer. I dropped evervihing and rushed
over to my American lady and gentleman.

“0i weh! The money—my money—
my wages ! T cried breathlessly,

Four cold eyves turned on me.

“Wages? Money?” The four eves
turned into hard stone as they looked me
up and down. “Haven't yvou a com-
fortable bed to sleep, and three good
meals a day? You're only a month here.
Just came to America. And you already
think about money. Wait till your
worth any money. What use are you
without knowing English? You should
be glad we keep vou here, It's like a
vacation for you, Other girls pay money
yet to be in the country,”

And no word

And not a word

But my head
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It went black for my eves. 1 was so
choked no words came to myv lips. Ewven
the tears went dry in my throat,

[ left. Nota dollar for all my work.

For a long, long time my heart ached
and ached like a sore wound. If mur-
derers would have robbed me and killed
me it wouldn't have hurt me so much. 1
couldn’t think through my pain. The
minute I'd see before me how they looked
at me, the words they said to me—then
evervthing began to bleed in me.  And 1
was helpless.

For a long, long time the thought of
ever working in an “ American' family
made me tremble with fear, like the fear
of wild wolves. No—never again would
I trust myself to an “ American” family,
no matter how fine their language and
how sweet their smile.

It was blotted out in me all trust in
friendship from “Americans.” But the
life in me still burned to live.  The hope
in me still craved to hope.  In darkness,
in dirt, in hunger and want, but only to
live on!

There had been no end to my dav—
working for the “ American” family.

Now rejecting false [riendships from
higher-ups in America, 1 turned back to
the ghetto. I worked on a hard hench
with my own kind on either side of me, |
knew before I began what my wages were
to be. I knew what my hours were to be.
And I knew the feeling of the end of the
day.

From the outside my second job seemed
worse than the first. It was in a sweat-
shop of a Delancey Street basement, kept
up by an old, wrinkled woman that looked
like a black witch of greed. My work
was sewing on buttons,  While the morn-
ing was still dark T walked into a dark
basement. And darkness met me when |
turned out of the basement.

Day after dav, week after week, all the
contact I got with America was handling
dead buttonz. The money I carned was
hardly enough to pay for bread and rent,
I didn't have a room to myself. T didn’t
even have a bed. I slept on a maltress
on the floor in a rat-hole of a reom occu-
pied by a dozen other immigrants, I
was ai’:.‘;a}'s hungry—oh, =0 hungry!
The scant meals T could afford only sharp-
ened my appetite for real food, But I
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felt myself better off than working in the
“American’ family, where [ had three
zood meals a day and a bed to mysell.
With all the hunger and darkness of the
sweat-shop, I hi 1 at least the evening to
myself.  And ali night was mine. When
all were asleep, I used to creep up on the
roof of the tenement and talk out my
heart in silence to the stars in the sky.

“Who am I? What am [?7 What do
| want with my life? Where is America?
[5 there an America? What is this wil-
derness in which I'm lost "

I'd hurl my guestions and then think
and think, And T could not tear it out
of me, the feeling that America must he
somewhere, somehow—only 1 couldn't
find it—my America, where I would work
for love and not for a living. 1 was like
a thing following blindly after something
far off in the dark !

“Oiweh!” T'dstretch out my hand up
in the air. My head is so lost in Amer-
ica! What's the use of all my working
if I'm not in it? Dead buttons is nol
e

Then the busy seazon staricd in the
shop.  The mounds of buttens grew and
grew.  The lang day stretched out longer,
[ had 1o begin with the buttons earlier
and stay with them till later in the night.
The old witch turned into a huge greedy
maw for wanting more and more butions.

For a plass of tea, for a slice of herring
over black bread, she would buy vz up 1o
stay another and another hour, Gill there
seemed no end o her demands,

One dayv, the light of self-assertion
broke into my cellar darkness,

“I don't want the tea. I don't want
yvour herring,” 1 zaid with terrible hold-
ness.  “T only want to go home. 1 only
want the evening to myself "

"“You [resh mouth, vou!™ eried the old
witch. “You learned already too much
in America. I want no clock-watchers in
my shop.  Out you go!"”

I was driven out to cold and hunger.
[ could no longer pay for my mattress on
the floor. T no longer could Buy the bite
in the mouth, 1 walked the streets. 1
knew what it is to be alone in a strange
city, among strangers.

But T laughed through my tears, Sol
learned too much already in America be-
cause I wanted the whole evening to my-
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gelf ' Well, America has vet to teach me
still more: how to get not only the whole
evening to myself, but a whole day a
week like the American workers.

That swveat-shop was « biller memory
but a good school. Tt fitted me for a
regular factory. I could walk in boldly
and say 1 could work at something, even
if it was only sewing on buttons,

Gradually, I became a trained worker.
1 worked in a light, airy factory, only
eight hours a day. My boss was no
longer a sweater and a blood-squeezer.
The first freshness of the morning was
mine. And the whole evening was mine.
All day Sunday was mine.

Now I had better food to eat. T slept
on a better bed. Now, I even looked
dressed up like the American-born.  But
inside of me I knew that I was not yet an
American. I choked with longing when
I met an American-born, and I couldn’t
say nothing.

Something cried dumbin me. 1 could-
n't help it. I didn’t know what it was I
wanted. I only knew I wanted, 1
wanted. Like the hunger in the heart
that never gets food.

An English class for foreigners started
in our factory., The teacher had such a
good, friendly face, her eyes looked so
understanding, as though she could see
right into my heart. 5o I went to her one
day for an advice:

“T don’t know what is with me the
matter,” I began. *“I1 have no rest in
me, I never vet done what I want.™

“What is it you want to do, child?™
she azked me.

“1 want to do something with my head,
my feelings.  All day long, only with my
hands I work.”

“First you must learn English.”  She
patted me as though 1 was not yet grown
up. “Put yvour mind on that, and then
we'll see.”

So for a time T learned the language.
I could almost begin to think with Eng-
lish words in my head. But in my heart
still hurt the emptiness. I burned to
give, to give something, to do something,
to be something. The dead work with
toy hands was killing me. My work left
only hard stones on my heart.

Again I went to our factory teacher and
cried out to her: “1 know already to read
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and write the English language, but 1
can't put it into words what T want,
What 15 it in me so different that can't
come out?"

She smiled at me down from her calm-
ness as if I were a little bit out of my head.
“What do you want to do?”

“I feel. I see. T hear. And I want
to think it out. But I'm like dumb in
me, I only feel I'm different—different
from evervbody.”

She looked at me close and said nothing
for a minute.  *You ought to join one of
the sacial clubs of the Women’s Associa-
tion,” she advised.

“What's the Women's Association?”
I implored greedily.

“A group of American women who are
trying to help the working-girl find her-
self. Thev have a special department
for immigrant girls like vou.”

I joined the Women's Association.
On my first evening there they announced
a lecture: “The Happy Worker and His
Work,” by the Welfare director of the
United Mills Corporation.

“1s there such a thing as a happy
worker at his work?” I wondered.
“Happiness is only by working at what
vou love. And what poor girl can ever
find it to work at what she loves? My
old dreams about my America rushed
through my mind. Onee I thought that
in America everybody works for love.
Nobody has to worry for a living. May-
be this welfare man came to show me the
real America that 1ill now I sought in
vain,

With a lot of polite words the head lady
of the Women's Association introduced
a higher-up that locked like the king of
kings of business. Newver before in my
life did I ever sec a man with such a sure-
ness in his step, such power in his face,
such friendly positiveness in his eve as
when he smiled upon us,

“Efficiency is the new religion of busi-
ness,” he began. “In  big Thusiness
houses, even in up-to-date factories, they
no longer take the first comer and give
him any job that happens to stand empty.
Efficiency begins at the employment-
office. Experts are hired for the one pur-
pose, Lo find out how best to fit the worker
to his work. Tt's economy for the boss
to make the worker happy. And then he
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talked a lot more on efficiency in edu-
cated language that was over my head.

I didn't know exactly what it meant—
efficiency—but if it was to make the
worker happy at his work, then that’s
what I had been looking for since | came
to America. 1 only felt from walching
him that he was happy by his job. And
az I looked on this clean, well-dressed,
successful one, who wasn't ashamed to
sav he rose from an office-boy, it made me
feel that I, too, could lift myself up for a

FSom.

He finished his lecture, telling us about
the Voecational-Guidance Centre that the
Women's Association started.

The wery next evening I was at the
Vocational-Guidance Centre. There 1
found a young, college-locking woman.
Smartness and health shining from her
eyes! She, too, looked as if she knew her
way in America, T could tell at the first
glance: here is a person that is happy by
what she does.

#1 feel you'll understand me,” I =aid
right away.

She leaned over with pleasure in her
face: “I hope I can.”

“1 want to work by what's in me.
Only, I don't know what's in me, I only
feel I'm different.”

She gave me a quick, puzaled look from
the corner of her eyes. “What are you
doing now ™

“I'm the quickest shirtwaist hand on
the floor. But my heart wastes away by
such work. I think and think, and my
thoughts can’t come out.”

“Why don't wyou think out vour
thoughts in  shirtwaists?  You could
learn to be a designer. Earn more
money.”’

“I don't want to look on waists, If
my hands are sick from waists, how could
my head learn to put beauty into them?”

“But you must earn vour living al
what yvou know, and rise slowly from job
to job.’”

1 looked at her office sign: © Vocational
Guidance.” *What's your vocational
guidance?™ T asked. " How to rize from
job to job—how Lo earn more money ¢

The smile went out from her eves
But she tried to be kind yet. “What do
vou want " she asked, with a sigh of last
patience.
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“T want America to want me.”

She fell back in her chair, thunder-
struck with my boldness,  But vet, in a
low wvoice of educated self-control, she
tried to reason with me:

“You have to shew that yvou have some-
thing special for America before America
has need of you."

“But T never had a chance to find out
what's in me, because I alwayz had to
work for a living. Only, I feel it's effi-
ciency for America to find out what's in
me 20 different, 50 1 could give it out by
my work.”

Her eves half closed as they bored
through me. Her mouth opened to
speak, but no words came from her lips.
5o I flamed up with all that was choking
in me like o house on fire:

“America gives free bread and rent to
criminals in prison.  They got grand
houses with sunshine, fresh air, doctors
and teachers, even for the crazy ones
Why don’t they have free boarding-
schoolz for immigrants—sirong people-
willing people? Here you 2ee us burning
up with something different, and America
turns its head away from us.”

Her brows ]iftmi and dropped down.
She shrugged her shoulders away from
me with the look of pity we give to crip-
ples and hopeless lunatics.

“America is mo Utopia. First vou
must become efficient in earning a living
before vou can indulge in your poetic
dreams.”

I went away from the vocational-gui-
dance office with all the air out of my
lungs. All the light out of my eves. My
feet dragped after me like dead wood,

Till now there had always lingered a
rosy veil of hope over my emptiness, a
hope that a miracle would happen. 1
would open up my eyes some day and
suddenly find the America of my dreams.
As a young girl hungry for love sces al-
ways before her eyves the picture of lover's
arms around her, se I saw always in my
heart the vision of Utopian America.

But now 1 felt that the America of my
dreams never was and never could he.
Feality had hit me on the head as with a
club. T felt that the America that 1
sought was pothing but a shadow—an
echo—a chimera of lunatics and crazy
immigrants,
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Stripped of all illusion, I looked about
me. The long desert of wasting days of
drudgery stared me in the face. The
drudgery that T had lived through, and
the endless drudgery still ahead of me
rose over me like a withering wilderness
of sand.  In vain were all my cryings, in
vain were all frantic efforts of my spirit
to find the living waters of understanding
for my perishing lips. Sand, sand was
everywhere.  With every seeking, every
reaching out I only lest mysell deeper and
deeper in a vast sea of sand,

[ knew now the American lanpuage.
And I knew now, if [ talked to the Ameri-
cans from morning till night, they could
not understand what the Russian soul of
me wanted. They could not understand
e any more than if T talked to them
in Chinese, Between my soul and the
American soul were worlds of difference
that no words could bridge over. What
was that difference? What made the
Americans 2o far apart from me?

I began to read the American history,
I found from the first pages that America
started with a band of courageous Pil-
grims. They had left their native coun-
try as I had leit mine.  They had crossed
an unknown ocean and landed in an un-
known country, as I,

But the great difference between the
first. Pilgrims and me was that they ex-
pected to make America, build America,
create their own world of liberty. 1
wanted to find it ready-made.

I read on. 1 delved deeper down into
the American history. T saw how the
Pilgrim Fathers came to a rocky desert
country, surrounded by Indian savages on
all zidea, But undaunted, they pressed
on—through danger— through famine,
pestilence, and want—they pressed on
l|h’."'. did not ask the ]nllﬁnn for sym-
pathy, for understanding. They made no
demands on ‘ll'l"l.fhnrh" bt om their oWwn
indomitable spirit of persiztence.

And I—1I was forever begging a crumb
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of sympathy, a gleam of understanding
from strangers who could not sympathize,
who could not understand.

I, when I encountered a few savape
Indian scalpers, like the old witch of
the sweat-zhop, like my " Americanized"
countryman, who cheated me of my
wages—I, when I found myseli on the
lonely, untrodden path through which all
seekers of the new wmr]d must pass, 1
lost heart and said: “There 1= no Amer-
ica

Then came a light—a greal revelation |
[ saw America—a big idea—a deathless
hope—a world still in the making. I saw
that it was the glory of America that it
was not wvel fimished. And I, the last
comer, had her share to give, small or
great, to the making of America, like
those Pilgrims who came in the May-

_.f.ru VE,

Fired up by this revealing light, I began
to build a bridge of understanding be-
tween the American-born and myself.
Since their life was shut out from such
as me, I began to open up my life and the
lives of my people to them. And life
draws life. In only writing about the
Ghetio 1 found America,

Great chances have come to me.  But
in my heart is always a deep sadness. I
feel like a man who is sitting down to a
secret lable of plenty, while his near ones
and dear ones are perishing before his
eyes, My very jov in deing the work I
love hurts me like secret guilt, because
all about me I see so many with my long-
ings, my burning eagerness, to do and to
be, wasting their days in drudgery they
hate, merely to buy bread and pay rent.
And America is losing all that richness of
the soul.

The Americans of to-morrow, the
America that is ey ery day nearer comin
to be, will be 100 wise, too open-hearted,
Loo fru.nrll, ~handed, to let the least last-
comer at their gates knock in vain with
hiz gifts unwanted,
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BY RAYMOND 5 SPEARS

IutusTraTioNs (FroxTiseiece) sy Peney Bariow

W IM G'ROURKE came
| to America, and a few
vears afterward wrote
his sister that when
Jim Carney, her boy,
was ready to come
vizit him in Kansas,
his face would be wel-
Accordingly, Jim Carney one day
bade his mother good-by, and started.
Jim landed in New York with no money,
but willing hands, Somehow, he just
couldn't lay his tongue to the name of the
place where Tim O'Rourke lived, and for
a yvear or two every time he wrote to his
folks he forgot 1o ask them.

In the meanwhile he started West, with
ambition, and in Western Pennsylvania
he gazed down upon a stream with
green water in it, the Allegheny, some
called it, and they said around that
this was a DLranch of the Mississippi
River. Then, having ill regard for
working on oil-wells, Jim struck another
stream, which was called the Wabash,
where he fished for button shells awhile;
and this ;ri'ﬂ-r, towo, was a fork of the Mis-
sissippi. Then Jim headed away for the
Big Woods people told him about, and
amid the pines of Minnesota he gazed at
another stream with green water, and, his
suspicions aroused, he demanded to know
if this, too, was the Mississippi? It was,

Jim didn't talk any about it, He
worked all winter in the log camp, and
drank the Mississippi water with a sus-
picious look in his eyve.s The winter
chilled hiz enthusiasm, it was so cold, but
he staved till the Cutaway Camps shut
down, and then with enthusiasm he spent
his season's wages down the line. At
St. Paul he saw the Mississippl again.

Then he moved out into the West,
harvesting wheat with a gang, and then
joined a thresher outfit. Standing on
hills that were golden with ripe wheat, he
wiped the sweat as he pitched the shocks,
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and paused to inquire if the wide, yellow
river down in the bottoms was the Mis-
sissippi, too? It was a fork of it—he
learned; this, it was not green.

After the harvest, he rolled into Great
Falls, and gazed again at the Mississippi,
while he held & job in one of the big plants
devoted to the conversion of ore con-
centrates into heautiful metals, Here,
too, the sweep of wintry winds whistling
over the sage made Jim Carney shiver.
When the warm Chinook blew he loos-
ened the big sheepskin lined corduroy
jacket, and threw his job over his shoul-
der, to leave the roar of the Great Falls
behind him at their flood, A veice within
reminded him that he had vet to pay a
visit to his uncle’s folks; still he hesitated,

He needed clothes, and a present to
take to his relatives. He went on to the
Montana lumber camps, but a new feel-
ing about trees had come into his heart.
All across the prairies he had seen thou-
sands who had planted trees, and raised
them tenderly, with infinite pains. It
hurt to be concerned with slashing trees
where they were growing by the bounty
of nature.  Jim soon returned down the
trail, A brook, bounding down the steeps
of the Rockies, bade him pause. He
learned from a cattleman that this was
out of Two Ocean Pass—and an its way
to the I‘n]jﬂii:—.ﬁi];]lj.

Jim tried cowboving on the strength
of the great stories he heard about the
life. The foreman found Jim's skill with
the axe useful in building fences and sledg-
ing lignite for the cook. Then one day
Jim had to build a bonfire in which strange
irons were heated blue. Forty-odd calves
were driven up with their mothers, A
calf was stretched out with ropes, and
a cowman snatched one of the hot irons,
and laid the claw on the end of the iron
against a helpless calf’s side.

Blue amoke rose odorows; the calf
bawled; a certain cow came prancing
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angrily. Jim Carney stared with bulging
eyes and loosening jaws.

L\l_u-{' me, Hn 221" he said respect-
fully. “T'll take me time right now!"

He roamed away southward, finding
odd jobs here and there. In t]ttsl.’ wide
spaces he put two and two together. The
houses were twenty, thirty, or even more
miles apart. In hunger, often in thirst,
he gave thought to the life he was leading,

“I'm getting nowhere, always in the
Mississippi Basin!" he grumbled."

All one day on a naked prairie, with
only a sod house to interrupt its roll-
ing grace and emphasize its vast beauty,
he tmrnpul along drinking sparingly of
salty water in his canteen, At dusk the
toad remmined but a pair of ruts through
the sod, with little ghosts of voung sage-
brush standing stark in the gloom, milky
white amid the curly buffale bunch-grass,

“Tim!" he grumbled to Thimself,
“Sure, I believe vou are lonesome and a
fonl. 'Tis a gr*md butte looms there in
the dark, [lLrl:‘l miles, or may be fifteen
miles away! Ah—a sod house!"

In half an hour he arrived at the house.
He looked at the darkness of it. Humans
had lived there; perhaps they had driven
their flivver to town: He hailed, but there
was no answer.  He unhooked the loose
wire gate and walked to the building that
somehow sympathized with his predica-
ment of loneliness. He smelled some-
thing, he saw jagged holes through the old
socl walls; the roof was settling crooked;
above the quict he heard a faint burring,
a crisp, clattering rattle like amall dey
bones shaken together with great vio-
lence,

“Bnakes!" Carney cried. “They're
always thickest around T.hL ruins of men’s
hopes—good-by, me b'ys! 1'm disturbin’
you no more !

He roamed on. At dawn, when his
water was all drunk, and it seemed the
prairie waz a Hades, with no limits,
he emerged on a brink; he looked into
the confusion of a thousand washes, clay
banks, buttes and knolls which were pink
in the first sun-rays, but soon changed to
blue in the :[lwt.ml:l‘: t'H] 1.1_"0“, gray,
orange, dark pur]mh, not so far away.
The whole scene of Bad Lands was at his

feet, so that he looked down on that evil
waorld.
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Hunger made him faint, while thirst
tortured his throat, vet something in that
scene guickened his heart beat. With
wonder he tried to think what it was, till
his awakened soul laughed at himself,
There, four hundred feet below him, zo
nearly straight beneath that he had fairly
missed its significance, was a stream; a
grand little river to whose pretty fload he
scrambled down Dbluffs, sand slips, and
clay banks, with no regard [or safety,
or the ease of the roadway which curved
on switchbacks at a fair grade back and
forth along the wind-worn, water-washed
steeps.

A stream forty feet wide reached its
wet waves to All his throat with riches of
moisture. Having drunk, he looked from
his knees into the rippling, running flow.

“A pale green with milky tinge,” he
shook his head, **like me, running along
through easy times or hard, as the case
may be. Green—what! Can it be? It
must be, for a fact—another brook feed-
ing into that Mississippi. "Tis a different
green, however, not the same green like a
gem stone,  "Tiz nothing to me, I know."

He splashed across the wagon ford,
stopped at a horse range, but seeing the
red scars on a colt’s ham he did not stay
to work,-though he was asked, Needing
a bit of money he worked on a railroad
section; then with a pang of graders;
then, happeni on a wildcat oil-drillin
rig, he 1ﬂ£ﬁcﬂnﬁi:phand to feeding a 'l:n:uleE
with lignite coal.

“T'm variously skilful,” he mused,
“soon 1 will have tried all the labor in
the world, after which I may turn back
to what suits me— Ugh!"”

Sitting in a clump of cottonwoods on a
river bank, the name of which he did not
know. he harked to his memory. He
scratched the vears on the sand, and
found that he had been fifteen in the
country, and*ourteen within the basin of
the Mississippi. Marking the vears far
apart, he made an “x,” underneath, for
each job that he had held. When he was
through he summed it all up with a
laugh that was a sigh:

“Sure! I'm an illegant worker, for
have T not had wan hundred an' sixty-
eight jobs? There's work for ivery wan
of Mr. Jim Carney’s procrastinations and
indifferences.  An’ you, I know by the



Muacking the years far apart, he mode an *x,
thit he lad beld

looks, Mister River, lead straight into
that same old Mississip’ that 1've been
evading since I was sixteen years of age.
Green with a tinge of red, quickszand in
yver bottom, an'—an’ a divil of a twinkle
in yer eye. What does it mean to me,
now p

He crossed this river, resolutely turned
his back on it, going West again. Yet
when he circled a little to the left, at the
end of six weeksz spent with a man who
needed a teamster, athwart his course
was another river. It was the Arkansas,
somebody told him; a large, useful, and
interesting stream, he was willing to ad-

unclerneath, for ench job

Mme 16y

J'uil., with some strange cows in the
pastures, large, black, with humpz on
their shoulders and remarkably bright
eyes with red rims whose stare made the
“":I.'l'lfl{‘ﬂ:r NCryous,

“ S0 this s Kansas?"” He looked about
him. “I wonder iz Tim O'Rourke near
here, which I must find out. Tim must
be visited, Les' see—Kansas. He was
in Kansas City on a farm. I'll look
around a bit to find Kansas City, What,
only three hundred miles?  "Tis but a
step. T'll soon be thereabouts.”

The following spring he arrived in Kan-
205 Cit}',uutf x\']l:lt,\t"tl]n'.'urk in 1E1|_' r-lm,'k-

(R
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vards and a greasier, but more interesting
job in a garage, Jim was only six months
in finding Tim." Tim drove up to the
garage in a big automohile to have the
knuckles of his steering-gear tightened up.

“Sure, Tim! I'm the lad to do so sim-
]_ﬂ., a job as that!" said the man in one-
piece, greasy overalls.

“And who the divil might vou be?"”
Tim demanded of the tall, variegatedly
patched mechanic.

“Jim Carney,” was the answer.

“What? The son of me own sister?
What on earth! Why didn’t you look me
up?™

“1 did—and down, and arcund, when
I had found Kansas by luck and chance.™

HTm 1’1]'||_'|,‘ fm'L:.,-' miles from here, and
ivery man knows me!'

“0Oh, I know that—but my face was
dirty, so vou see ke

“Well, fix the old bus so she will not
shake to pieces on me; then come to my
place, when I've done some shopping. 1
need sixty tons of fertilizer, an’ Mary says
not to forget a camping outfit for the auto-
mobile; the children What did they
want? Oh, yes! Two motorcycles an’
a side-car. And I want six twin tires for
two of me big trucks, a new roof for each
of 1wo houses of the hired men—'

“Tim " Jim inguired. s all that for
effect on me?"”

“Eh? What! Not a hit of it, for
twenty-nine years ago I took up my first
eighty acres, and I've seven thousand
now in wheat, How long have you been
in the country, Jim?"

“Not long.” Jim blinked. *I've heen
wearing the brogue off my tongue for a
while getting an illegant, pencral gift of
conversation.” '

“I'll be back soon. Have the machine
ready day after to-morrow. 1'm busy at-
tending a wheat-grading, and must fight
for my pop-orange which thev’ve not vet
been willing to recognize for the fine four
produocer it is.”

The car was ready when Tim arrived
at the garage. It had never run better,
Jim, however, was gone.

“He was a fine workman, but 1 had to
let him go," the garage owner said. “He
hard a lLturrram message calling him East.’

“The pity of it " Tim exclaimed, I
wished to make the young man!”
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This was the suspicion in Jim's heart,
Tim O'Rourke would make him. That,
however, was not what had brought Jim
Carney to America.  Sitting on the bank
of the Missouri which he had crossed
thirty times_or so in recent years, the
wanderer harked back in his memory to
the day when he had walked down off
the big steamer, to tread on the land that
buoys the world’s hopes.

Following the setting sun he had come
to the Middle West, only to go to the
right, to the left, circling around and
around. Now seventeen years were be-
hind him. He felt age in his bones, stiff-
ness in hiz muscles, and the weary cry in
his heart that a man is old at thirtyv-odd,

“I've wasted me life; Uncle Tim'll
waste his charity on me; it'll do me nor
him any good; so "tis a fareyewell again
for me!™

For a long time he had traversed the
prairies, the places where one must look
twice to see the horizon; the building lots
were  mile square out yonder; the very
bigness of things had made Jim Carney
blink with far-sightedness, as he stum-
bled along in his heavy-soled shoes.

He issued forth from Kansas City to
be clear of the example of his Uncle Tim,
whose prosperity was the evidence of his
constancy, Seeing so much of the world
had been the ruin of Jim, the wanderer
thought. Shame overcame him, for how
could he face the aunt he had never seen,
ani children whese lives were bound up
in the one job of living according to the
example of a strong parent who bought
roofs, motorcycles, tives for trucks, and
grew better wheat—a man whose retail
affairs would have kept Jim busy all his
life at better than any day wages he had
ever known.

“"Tis a fool 1 am, a wasted product
instead of a by-product!™ Jim sighed.

He wandered off down into Joplin,
where the smell of zine carried him back
vears Lo a similar smell. Tt was a taunt
of his conscience Lo his memory, and he
fled from it. He left the main highways;
he followed rutted wagon roads; he ar-
rived at last beside a fine, wide stream
of pale-green water, but not milky at all
—sharp, clear, glistening gem-like grecn
it was !

“'Tis that same old Mississip'!"” he
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grumbled, sitting down. *The old boy
spreads himself across my trail wherever
I go. 'Tis a quiet place here, If I knew
my own heart——"'

He looked about, up and down. There
was a little clearing across the river with
a small log cabin in it. Trees grew up the
slopes of many hills while squirrels ranged
amid the heavy branches of the forest.
Birds were chirruping. Around the cabin
the trees were heavy with ripe peaches.

“I presume it would cost a man a
thousand dollars or two to own a place
like that.” Jim shook his head, looking
across the river at the twenty acres of
stumpy, stony clearing. * Funny I never
inquired the price of land. I'll just go
hail the man, take a drink of water, pick
a peach from his shade tree, and be
sociable.”

The man was sitting on the front steps.
He was playing a fiddle. He was a whisk-
ery, small-eved, grinning Hill Billy. At
sight of Jim a look of strong suspicion
filled his eves.

“1 presume there’s no land for sale in
a fine country like this?" Jim asked
sociably.

“No land for =sale, stranger? I've a
hundred acres here, or mavbe two hun-
dred, that I've owned for thirty-five
vears, and all it has ever done for me is
give me time to learn to play my fiddle.”

“1 suppose 'tis worth, therefore, a
million dollars?" Jim smiled.

“A man told me that in Kansas City
or St. Louis a fiddler like me could earn
five dollars a day,” the man replied.
“All T need’s a hundred dollars and 1'd
give possession for it ]

“OF the fiddle?” Jim inquired. *'Tis
a poodd fiddle that’s worth a hundred——"

“'This fiddle is three hundred wyears
old; T've played music on it that is five
feet high from the floor, sheet music, be-
sides all the tunes I've heard the hirds
ang, and—and aother fiddlers ]1].11,:.', 1 sell
everything bul my horses and wagon for
a hundred dollars.”

“Is—is it safe to believe o man's ears
in these parts?"” Jim asked. “I—I
thought I heard the—the river down
there saying something?™

“I'd miss the river,” the fiddler said.
“For ten years, since I learned at last to
play, it has 10ld me a story that some
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day a man would come along and turn me
loose from here. Listen while I play ie!"

The fiddler struck a note, held it, then
struck and held another. Jim, having
heard much music, French harp, talking-
machine, log camp, mine town, and the
like, had alzo an ear for river talk.

“You're right,” Jim said, when the man
had finished his play, and was slumped
limp with the fatigue of waiting over-
much, leoking down at the river, which
seemed these many vears to have been
lying to him. “The river told you the
truth. I am the promise the river made
ve, man! Here's the hundred dollars!"

“You mean it!" the shagpy-headed
fiddler cried. “You'll pay me a hundred
dollars for my prison? Good Lord—can
it be so!”

Jim stared at him as the man stood
forth with a fiddle and a bow held toward
the sky. 5Small eyes? Jim wondered
whence he had had that notion. The
fellow's face was alight with joy, his eyes,
bright, large, and wonderful, believing
the release that at last had come to him.

There was the money., The man
snatched it up. He brought out the
papers and scrawled a sale—a quit claim
and a transfer; eagerly he gave Jim di-
rections as to how to have the sale re-
corded in the county records, as though
he feared the responsibility for the land
would still be on his shoulders, The
fiddler would not wait. He hitched up
his team, brought out arms full of music-
books, a pair of old hlankets, and a canvas
that long since he had acquired against
the time when at last he should be able
to migrate, as the stream had promized,
when skill a-fiddling should be his, by
hard work and faithful effort.

Jim Carney sat on the steps of the litile
log hut to watch the man who was driving
away with such joy. The splash of the
horses in the ford was followed by their
rattling and clattering up the poor new
road into the woods heyond.

“"Tis not true,” Jim shook his head.
“I'm aslape, afraid to turn over for fear
I'll wake up. How come it I had one
hundred dollars and ninety cents in my
pocket at this minute—Oh Lord! Tell
me, is this thing true?"

He sat there, weak and stunned, all the
afternoon. The world tells its children
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the most outrageous lies, 10 make them
believe that their dreams have been real-
ized. There were ripe peaches on the
tree, and pigs eating some that had fallen
from the weight of their own juices.

A log cabin with one room, a floor of
half-round timbers, hewn toprand sides.
shade for chickens and pigs under the
house, and hirds on the roof, a fence
around the clearing to keep the woods
and half-wild cattle out of the richness of
a field long neglected for the music of the
fiddler's soul.

“1 have no music in me soul,” Jim
sighed as night fell. *But I've a great
contentment, two strong arms, much ex-
perience, and a deed to the property to
curb my spirits with!"

Eating peaches, he built a fire in the
big stone fireplace, to bask in the red and
vellow glow of it. This night he would
cherizh all his future life, sure that he was
falsely treated somehow. Who sells a
million-dollar farm in beautiful woods for
a hundred dollars? It is the most impos-
sible thing. He slept in a bunk full of
sweet ferns and spice-leaves. He was in
the fairy place when he awakened. There
were still peaches on the trees when he
awakened. It was a little late for water-
melonz, but he found muskmelons when
he walked around.

“What manner of a place is this?" he
asked himself. “Am I enchanted?™

He was a much practiced man, speak-
ing of wvarieties of work. One does not
recall with fluency a hundred and seven-
ty-odd jobs without also recalling ways
and means of accomplishing things. Jim
Carney, who had hoed, ploughed, pitched,
grubhed, built fences, and swamped roads
for other men, now felt the jov of doing
things for himself.

Did his bones rattle from the age?
Were his muscles creaking?  He felt them
not, or at least he had found new oil for
them. The fiddler had planted corn bt
not hoed it; he had a vegetable garden,
badly erowded by luxurious growths of
weeds; he had chickens running too wild
and pigs lazving around too tame; there
was much to be done.

“T need four hands and six feet for my
opportunities,” Jim told himself, *“But
I'll keep steadily at the job; 1 may vet
have time for my wasted years!”
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At the end of two weeks he had ninety
cents, as al the beginning,  Around his
log cabin there was a greai change, how-
ever. He had a garden all hoed out, and
a black spot to show whither the weeds
had vanished. The corn was growing tall,
luxuriating in the new freedom. Chickens
were making the most of excellent oppor-
tunities for domestic arrangements,  Pigs
were indignantly discussing the most ex-
asperatling fence in the world, to wit, a
pig-tight one.

"I am fish hungry,” Jim told himseli.
“I wonder would it be a sin to lay off
work before dark to-night? Epps are
good eating, chickens, pork, and the like
—but fish? May a man fish once in a
while? "

He risked the effects on his soul of
fishing. The fiddler, whose example was
wholly bad, had left a cut cane pole, with
lines and prodigious hooks. Of worms
there was no lack.  Jim Carney went
down to the green river, and listening to
the rippling music of a shoal that glided
down a smooth strata of limestone, he
dropped a large worm on the smallest
haok, where the current swept out of the
shallows into a pool on which the late
afternoon sunshine cast vellow heams into
emerald depths,

Jim watched the black head sinking
slowly through the limpid water. He
saw a fish with =errated back, a 1ail as
wide a= an oak leaf, a body like a hronze
watermelon, and a certain gift of agility,
come darting out of somewhere, and start
away with the worm and chalk-line,

“The impudence of him !" Jim Carney
exclaimed. “He's taking my hait!"

Jim set up the end of the pole, on whose
tip was a wad of fish-line as large as a
small fist. The curving sag of string
straightened with a hiss through the
water. A great apgitation scized both
ends of the ling, with Jim exclaiming to
himself, to the woods, to the stream, and
to the fish whose anxieties increased as
the contest waxed.

There is always some question when a
great black bass is at one end of a fish-
line, hanging to a bent, black piece of
tempered steel, and a tall, cmbattled man
is al the other end, giving the various
lever lifts on a pole, as to what the issue
will be. For minutes Jim was full of
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excitement, which did not end as at last
the green depths of the pool yielded a
tumbling, twisting, diving, pin-wheeling
mass of shimmering bronze with silver,
which churned the surface for a minute
into white gleaming foam on which the
sun fell with bright-colored hues; the next
moment, still full of acrobatic confusions,
the fighter of the pool fopped in mid-air,
swung on the dark line inland, and struck
a rock with a sound like a mighty hand-
clap.

“Ah, me beauty!" Jim held up his vic-
tien, stunned and quivering. “What a
fish for me! '"Tiz a full meal, and fish-
gravy for breakfast, too, besides,”

He stuffed the fish with onions, pota-
toes, corn-meal, and wrapped it in a strip
of home-smoked bacon rind, tied with
wire. Then he daubed the pigskin with
heavy clay. He put the fish into the hot
coals of his fireplace.  When he broke it
out again, and unwrapped the bacon
rinel, he lifted the skeleton of the fish out
of the white meat, and, smelling 1t, won-
dered what he had ever done to deserve
such living as this.

Needing =alt, some time later, Carney
was disturbed.  He felt a certain menace.
Could it be that the dream was too pleas-
ant to last? He looked about, wonder-
ing what he had to sell that any one
would buy? There was a pig whose
manners were 100 bad, for no fence would
keep the brute in.  This pig the man har-
nessed and led sixteen miles over a rough
road to town.

It was a full-grown, black-and-white
cane-rooter, weighing sixtyv-six pounds,
It was middle afternoon when the land-
holder dragged hiz unwilling preduoct
along the village streel to the buicher's.
Hay wire, fish-line, old canvas, and the
like, had made an effective harness for
the =quealing and indignant pig outlaw.

“Mr. Meat Market Man!" Jim greeted
the butcher. *I have here the champion
racing hog of the world! What am |
aiven for itr"

*Five dollars,’” the butcher laughed,

“He is yvours1" Jim said, and took the
cash,

The butcher had the hog put into his
own pen vard. Jim went around and
bought supplies. He started home on
foot, carrying a heavy bag. He was dead-
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tired, vet he would not desist from his
intention of walking the round thirty-two
miles that day.

In the darkness of his wooded route,
passing only occasional little farms like
his own, he heard something at his heels;
he stepped faster, and the sound in-
creased; he looked about and saw some-
thing near by,

“'"Tis a ghost!™ he murmured, as the
snuflling, snorting, grunting, pursued him.
“Surel 'Tis a great incentive not to
waste any time "

Hanging onte his precious supplies,
tormented by fears, hounded by the
thing at hiz heels, he found, on reaching
home after dawn, that it was the pig
which had foellowed him so reluctantly to
town, and was now keeping him company.

“You're a fine specimen!™ Jim cried.
“The butcher will believe me when I say
thiz boar's a great racer!”

The pig, too, was tired that day. Jim
allowed the brute the freedom of the
shade of the log cabin, Three days later
he took another cane-rooter to the buich-
er, one as large but not so obhstreperous.

“1 knew wou'd lost the other one,”
Jim explained. ‘' He haunted me all the
way home, 1o the discomfiture of my con-
scignce.  This one js a better, 1 am sure,
anid far more willing "

Jim’s eredit was somehow established
b this event, the farmer could not ex-
actly figure out how. An honest man, for-
sooth, it was declared ! It was a strange
sensation Lo feel that he was known to his
neighbors.  In the vears of his wanderings
Jim had not once thought of being
known to the owners of the soil or to the
men of industries. Even the county
clerk, to whom he took the deeds 1o have
them transferred, shook his hand, and in-
quired which way he was poing to vote
that fall?

“For you,” Jim replied promptly, and
later went out around to make inguiry as
to whether the man was a Republican,
Democrat, or what ?

It was a great day in Jim's life when he
cast his first vote.  No one questioned his
citizenship, till the next spring he learned
hiz mistake. He went to the county clerk,
who was perturbed in the matter, too.
Between them it was figured out that
owning land, and having been so many
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vears in the country, the State laws would
expedite the matter.

“1'll be doing penance, while 1'm wait-
ing,” Jim said. “I knew it was too
pleasant, voting; for me always to enjoy
the privilege.”

He carnied a back load of little fruit-
trees to his farm, and planted them. A
neighlwor, his nearest, five miles distant,
came to help him find his old government
survey lot lines. He owned two hundred
and forty acres, bottoms, hills, and river
bank. CGreat trees grew on all but twenty-
odd acres of clearing. They grew too

close together for comfort. He looked at
them with syvmpathetic eyes.

“'Tis a job for me,"” he shook his head.

He was a man of wild notions. This
river that flowed for nearly hali a mile
across his land, was a stream of moods
and habits. After a hard rain, it would
rise twelve feet or so overnight, run vel-
low instead of green, and roar instead of
whisper.

Thirty miles below on the bank of the
stream was a sawmill town,  Jim Carney
went down to it on a little flood tide, rid-
ing two logs which he had felled into the
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stream. He lopped their tops, and lashed
them with hickory withes. The sawmill
man paid him forty dollars for the
timbers, and asked for more,

Thus was opened the way to the man,
who had been a logger, for ready sales
of the surplus growth of his forest. He
worked all winter, and drove a good raft
down in the spring, alternate black walnut
and sycamore, the sycamores floating the
heavy hardwood,

“T need a team of horses,” Jim said,
and to his own surprise, he now owned a
team, with a mule colt to boot.

Driving home over the rough road hurt
his feelings. Never had he seen worse
going, Having swamped haul-roads on
logging camp jobs, he used his team of
horses to work on his right of way. He
persuaded a neighbor to help, and they
spent many spare days improving their
rough going. The days were too short
for Jim, having so many things to do!

Jim learned the ways of the countey,
modifving them by his own expericnee,
He raised a great crop, when he had done
his own planting, Having more comn
than he could uze, he increased the num-
her of his pigs. He trimmed his half-wild
fruit-trees, planted grapes, and added
acres to his little clearing, where the add-
ing wouldn't spoil the best of his woods,
He loved his trees.

He bought cows to milk them. He
made vellow butter, which was a rarity
in that region, and it sold well. He would
labor briskly every day, but one after-
noon a week he would go to one or an-
other of his river's deep pools to catch a
black bass on a big worm for a roast, or a
frv, as the mood moved him.

Pride was in his heart. His heel never
scuffled the earth he walked on. He
wondered what sin he had committed
that for more than fifteen years he had
been condemned to range the earth be-
fore coming to this, his Paradize ?

Peaches, pears, blackberries, apples,
raspberries, wild grapes and tame, per-
simmons, strawberries in a little patch,
cherries coming on red and ripe—the
fruits of the earth were his. For sub-
stance, he raised corn, potatoes, carrots,
turnips, cabbages, tomatoes, and all the
ingredients of a mulligan, every one
honestly come by,
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He was puzzled, as he saw his pros-
perity. In five years he was living on a
good road, carrying wagon loads of pro-
duce to his market, driving big mules,
and with a hired man to add strength
and effort to the business of working to
the river music. He knew, now, what
the fiddler had heard. At night, when the
river was straining at its banks, Jim would
catch the strain of a tune, and knew it
was the voice of the Mississippi, approv-
ing him. He was three hundred miles
from the great river, vet he felt the in-
fluence, as he always had, of that vast
flood whose tributaries had caught his
fancy to bring him at last to this his
happy home.

Jim Carney was a citizen now. He
was one of the supervisors. He was the
best neighbor in the county, people said.
When all the talk was going on about
local improvements, he stood up and aid:

“We need a good stone road from the
county court to the line, where it joins on
the prosperity of our next people's pros-
perity 1"

The road was built, and then another
one was built of stone, wide and sub-
stantial, Into the clearings of the moun-
tains struck the fact that a road gave an
outlet for what they could easily raize.
Jim's was the only vote against the im-
proving of the road that led to his own
farm.

“Sure, gentlemen!” he cried out.
“There are others that need the road
more than I do, or my neighborz "

“You're wasting breath, like you've
wasted strength hauling these many
vears, Jim]"” he was told bluntly.

So the fourteen miles was contracted.
It added ten thouzand dollars to the worth
of the already wvaluable property of the
original home. It added more to the
places that Jim Carney had taken over,
when others would have abandoned them.
Ot of his land grew hundreds of tons of
things to eat, and a bridge spanned the
river where formerly a ford had been.

“Stll, Tl run a barge down on the
Hoods, once in a while, to keep my hand
in, and not to forget the days when 1
must carry out my crops that way of the
friendly river!"” Jim said.

The new road reminded Jim of some-

_thing that he had forgotten, Some years
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before he had worked in a garage., Now
he saw the good road before his very
eyves. Hardly able to look his faithful
horses and mules in the eyes, telling them
shamefacedly that he wasn't deserting
them, he sneaked into a salesroom,
locked at a most beautiful awtomaobile,
with fixings and improvements he hadn't
heard of, lines that amazed his love of
the graceful, and promises of mileage for
tires that were utterly incredilile—and
wraote his check on the spot.

“In a few years times have greatly
chanped,” Jim Carney said more than
half to himseli.

His hired man drove the team home;
he drove the automobile.  He could hard-
Iv think for things that he saw, and yet
he heard, as he crossed the bridge.

“Here's your home, Jim "

His home—could it be possible?

There was the old log cabin, beautifully
preserved. But a little back, on the hill,
nearer the road, stood a fine dwelling with
water from a little brook in the woods, a
lawn with shade trees, an orchard, fields
of grain, a Iittle sawmill to cut his own
trees tenderly into good boards for fine
cabinetwork.

“It's a dream!™ he exclaimed, *'Tis
somebody else, not Jim Carney, that has
done this thing? I know it iz, T'll Jook
at the map to see where I am wandering
to-morrow. "’

It was a road map, one that had come
to him as a man interested in good roads.
He could not believe his eyes. He looked
far and wide. His glance fell upon a
painted trail that led away across coun-
try and stung his conscience as he saw
whither it went.

“'Tis time, now, L0 gO pay my re-
spects | he thought to himself, 1 can
go and look him in the eve!"”

He had done a man’s work at last.
He never had been lazy, but every day
had been neglected, till he saw the peaches
hanging by the door of the fiddler, who
had waited ten vears for him to come,
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Jim Carney rode away in the fine spell
of weather, He was in his new spick-
span automobile. He was at his Uncle
Tim O'Rourke's hefore he knew he was
started. The big farm was wonderful,
as he looked at it. Now he knew that the
vitlue was not so much, but the work that
was in the place, the toil, thought, pride,
effort were what counted.

Jim turned in at the wide driveway,
rolled up 1o the porch, and stopped. A
man smoking a cigar sat in the shade,
wondering who the newcomer was.  Jim
looked. The smooth face was good-
humored, firm, bearing the marks of a
lifetime of toil, steadfast in purpose, and
the hair graved amid the sandy.

“Irid the car run all right, Tim?™ the
visitor asked,

“What car?”

“The wan I fixed for vou in Kansas
City."”

“What's aching you, anyhow "

“I was afraid it wouldn't work well;
[ came to find out. 'Tis some years
since——"'

“Jim! You spalpeen! Come along.
I've been wondering would you turn up,
What’s your job? Livery?™

“No—farming."

“Where? "

“Owver in the mountains and woods,
Fruit, corn, vegetahles, chickens, pigs,
with one thing and another,"

“5it down, lad—I'm glad you came,
Tell me aboul it?"

“Sure. Knowing vou had come, when
I could, T followed,” Jim said. *I was
fifteen vears or so arriving. One day I
saw a peach-tree, and bought the place.
So T bring vou a few haskets of them, now
that the trees are trimmed and bearing
proper, having been sprayed.”

“Arragh!” the old man laughed. “I
told the folks it'd be all right—that some
:],il}-' :.'t,‘llj ||l,.' L'c'rmin;; r:ij.:lH. {l wWas in Vi,
when the time was ripe."

“Not the time—the peach!” Jim
laughed.



Its Alcazar briztling with barbacan and battlement.

The Town of Don Pablo the Crafty

BY ERNEST PEIXOTTO

TnLvsTEATIONS FROM [DDRAWINGS BY THE AvtaoR

&5 vou stand upon the
| terrace of the Roval
Palace in Madrid, you
look out over a broad
expanse of varied
landscape and follow
the meanders of the
Manzanares, a river
that winds off through lovely groves and
gardens to a line of lofty mountains—the
Guadarramas—whosze summits, hlue and
snow-capped, close the limits of the back-
ground just as they do in the Velasquez
portrait of the Infante Don Carlos,
174

Among these mountains nestle old towns
and castles, and on one of their northern
spurs clamber the medizval walls and
houses of Segovia,  As long as fortresses
were necessary or as men lived in feudal
cities girdled by walls and towers, Segovia
was a prosperous and powerful city of Old
Castile, but when the Moor had heen
driven forever from Spain the mission of
these warrior hill-towns was fulfilled, and
since that time Segovia, little by little,
has sunk into a peaceful slumber, retain-
ing, with its neighbor Avila, the charm
and glamour of a bygone age, the mourn-
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176 THE TOWN OF DON
ful beauty of a city whose decay has made
it even more precious to the dreamer of
dreams and the lover of the picturesque,

The railroad station, as so often is the
case in Spain, lies somewhat apart from
the town, making it a necessity to use the
rattle-trap omnibus that stands drawn
up before it. Three mules, harnessed
abreast, with their skins stretched tight
as drumheads over their dry old bones
and their leanness hidden under jangling
bells and scarlet pompons, leaped for-
ward under the driver's lash as we started
toward the city. Luckily we had taken
seats on the derling, and I say luckily ad-
visedly, for, had we sat inside, I verily be-
lieve we might have lost our hearing even
in those few moments.

Some turbulent imp of mischief seemed
to impel the driver to speed, for we en-
tered the Madrid Gate at a gallop, clat-
tered on at the same wild pace through
the twisting streets, and proceeded thus
through the town to the -accompaniment
of urging cries to the mules, the fierce
cracking of the whip and the rattle and
bang of the dozen coach-windows crack-
ling like pistel-shots about our ears. As
we tore through the narrow lanes, people
fled in every direction at our approach, or
rushed from doorways to grab up errant
children, or popped out upon balconies to
see what in the world was the matter.
We caught fleeting glimpses of weather-
worn houses tottering on wriggly stilis; of
dingy posedas before which groups of
overladen donkeys mournfully hung their
heads; of beflowered balconies and gaily
painted house-fronts; then we plunged
into the gloom of a lane narrower than
all the rest, where our wheel-hubs grazed
the walls on either hand, only to emerge
at last into the brilliancy of the sun-
baked Azoqguejo.

Could anything be imagined more re-
plete with character than this quaint old
market-place? Venerable houzes straddle
its squat arcades and enclose it on every
hand, while across its verv centre, vault-
ing from hill to hill, piled high with red-
tiled roofs, strides the colossal puente like
some prehistoric monster with a hundred
legs. But a glance at this aqueduct,
vast and simple as a work of nature, is
needed to tell that it is of Roman origin,
for who but Roman builders could have
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reared such mighty stones?  For nearly
two thousand years it has carried upon its
countless arches the pure, clear waters of
the Sierras to fill the fountains of the city
and the great reservoirs of the Aleazar,
the favorite home of Alfonso the Wise.
With its three tiers of mighty arches it
remaing the most important work that
the Romans left in Spain—so extraor-
dinary, indeed, that the peasants prefer
to believe, and always will believe, T dare
say, that his Satanic Majesty, in love
with a beautiful Segovian maiden, built
it in a single night to win her faver and
spare her the trouble of going down the
hill to fill her water-jug at the spring !

In its verv shadow we spied the hotel
that we were seeking; so, picking our way
through the clutter of the market—a
litter of pottery, baskets, and blankets—
we soon had chosen a cool little apart-
ment that faced the square and, having
caught the Spanish custom, spent most of
that Saturday afternoon hanging over the
railing of our balcony.

At one hand, towering high into the
heavens and framing a niche of blue in
each of its countless arches, the giant
aqueduct arose, and around its bases the
peasants bartered and gossiped and chat-
tered. On the other hand the land sloped
sharply away down toward the valley of
the Eresma, cut in two by the main road
to Pedraza, broad, white, and dusty.
Vehicles of every description—covered
carts, pgigs, coaches, and lumbering far-
mers’ wains drawn by patient oxen, kept
arriving by this road (for Saturd,ai,;-":s.
market-day), varied by trains of sli
legged denkeys trotting under inconceiv-
able loads. And every once in a while a
stage-coach with four or six horses would
rumble up with a grand flourish and a
prodigious cracking of whips and deposit
its load of sweltering humanity before
our fonda : peazants in kerchiefs or queer-
ly plaited straw hats; priests, crimson-
checked and apoplectic; or tired-looking
commercial travellers with wilted collars
and dusty clothes,

But we were the only touristz in the
dining-room that evening, or, in fact, on
any of the evenings of our stay there. At
the various tables there were but few
women, There were some sturdy farm-
ers, a few officers, a priest or two, and a
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178 THE TOWN OF DON
travelling barrister or doctor, but the
women were left at home—doubtless a
survival of Oriental custom, for the
Spanish lady, though prone enough to
attract attention on her afternoon prome-
nade, still shrinks from showing herself in
provincial hotels.

A large table of honor at one end of the

The ancient memastery of El Parral.

oIy Was I-H.-l-'.]lfi.L"! h_"-' B mess |l|I artl Itllll.'r_'\.'
cadet-officers, for in Segovia the artillery
school of Spain is located, They were a
good-looking group of young fellows, with
clear-cut features and whitish skins, most
of them imluh]mhlg.- titled, and one at
least might have Leen a cousin to the
King, with hiz wide mouth and ponderous
protruding chin. This table alone was
enough to keep busy the single waiter
and his overworked assistant, for from
it proceeded a continual rapping of glasses
and calls for wine, for food, for paper and
ink, for a messenger, or for coats and caps.
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And such appetites as they had! The
fruits, the nuts, the cakes upon the table
all disappeared with the soup or, at latest,
with the fish. And when I chanced to
remark to the proprietor one day that
doubitless he was glad to have such steady
patrons in his establishment, he remarked,
with a grunt and a shrug: “Oh, that-
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that doesn't bring much gain to the
house.™

Dinner was late, usually at nine rather
than at eight, so that, when we went up-
stairs that first evening, the streets were
dark and deserted, and no one was stirring
excepl the sereme, or night-watchman,
who, with lantern and spear, wandered
about calling the hour. TIn his belt he
carried a number of house-keys, and in
his hand zome tapers, and when the
people came home late at night, he un-
locked their doors for them and handed
them a taper to light them up the stairs—
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an antiquated custom that still prevails
even in as big and cosmopolitan a city as
Madrid,

Next morning we found that the bulk
of the city lies up the hill from the Azo-
quejo, The Calle del Carmen leads up to
it, affording from time to time, through
gaps in its houses, glimpses out over the
pottery roofs of the suburb of San Millan
with the Piedad and its stations of the
cross in the distance. Just at the sum-
mit of the hill vou come upon the singular
Casa de los Picos, cach stone of whose
facade iz cut in facets like a diamond, giv-
ing it a warlike aspect like a porcupine
bnistling for battle. It was the home of
the corregidor, or mavoer of the city, and
in it the town council used to assemble
to greet the sovereign when he came on
a vizit, and see that he duly took his oath
to respect the fueres, or privileges of the
cily.

The old streets and bywayvs of Segovia
are as picturescque and as replete with
character as any in Spain.  Hidden away
in them you will find ancient house-fronts
diapered with rich patterns in stucco,
relies of the Moorish occupation, and
Gothic facades five centuries old, while
in the smaller squares you will come upon
palaces whose stout masonry and heavily
grilled windows have withstood every
assault of man and time—palaces whose
grim facades, with their massive scutch-
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econed doorways, hide behind their rog-
gedness warm patios, =un-baked, deco-
rated with tiles and ornate balustrades,
and planted with palms and fMlowering
shrubs,

It is in these streets of Segovia that
Quevedo lays the scenes of his master-

The cobbler and maker of hats,
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piece, “El Gran Tacafio,” a classic that
the Spaniards rate only second to Cer-
vantes’s immortal story, Piece of realism
that it is, with itz biting sarcastic philos-
ophy hidden under a cloak of hroad
humor, it might have been signed by any
of the realists of to-day, so true to life do
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dered in the dirty Calle de la Neveria, but
a step from the Plaza Mayor, I came upon
this sign over the door of a barber-shop:
Ferrre, PracticantE EN Cirulia—for
all the world Don Pablo's father, barber
and surgeon in one !

And so I always think of Segovia as

i g
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its pictures remain. And as you walk
about these streets and watch the people
in them, you will still find his types ex-
tant and will fancy Cabra's school shut
up behind some grim fagade, or Don
Pablo's uncle, the executioner, living in
one of the noisome alleys; or, in some
passer-by, proud though dressed in well-
bruzhed, threadbare clothes, ol will
recognize old Don Torribio, the penniless
hidalgo, who, existing by his fattery and
his wit, j.:!'.'!‘ct'];l.' hows to the ladies in their
black mantillas as they pass on their way
to church. And one morning, as I wan-

b

Don Pablo's town (the French transla-
tion of Cuevedo’s work bears as its title
“Don Pablo de Segovie™), and see in its
streets the backgrounds of Daniel Vierpe's
unequalled drawings, to my mind the
greatest masterpieces of modern illustra-
Liomn.

Segovia has further claims to artistic
laurels. Its craggy hill slopes, its austere
buildings, its far-reaching horizons have
tempted the greatest modern Spanish
painter, Ignacio Zuloaga, to leave his
native town Eibar and take up his resi-
dence in it. For vears he wandered over
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the rugged face of Spain in quest of the
picturesaque, then made up his mind that,
of all the Spanish cities, matchless Sego-
via hest suited his ssthetic liking. There
he maintains two studios, one being the
Canonjia, a noble casa with great walls
such as T have before described and win-
dows that overlook the endless plains of
Old Castile; the other the nave of the
primitive church of San Juan de los
Caballeres, an old Romanesque structure
that has been abandoned for more than
three hundred years.

These early Romanesque churches of
Segovia are of a particularly pure and
beautiful type. During the wars against
the Moors Segovia changed hands several
times, and when the infidels were finally
driven from the city, and retired to their
fastnesses at Toledo, the Christians who
crowded into Sepovia after them, fired
with religious zeal, began to construct a
number of parochial churches in the style
then prevalent, the purest Eomanesque,
These churches thus mark the period of
the town's grealest prosperity and coin-
cide in date with the huilding of its pal-
aces and its Alcazar, a perfect type of
fewdal caztle. Later, when the Moors
were driven from Toledo and retreated
still farther south, Segovia ceased to he
important as a frontier town, and since
then ite churches, except those in its more
populous districts, have sunk more and
more into dicrepair, have been thorn one
by one of their inestimable treasures, until
now they remain mere empty shells from
which the pearls have been stolen. But
these abandoned churches, some quite in-
tact, others more or less fallen to decay
and ruin, still decorate the squares and
street corners, where their cloisterlike
arcades, their well-proportioned bell-
towers and their airy loggias borne aloft
on zlender colonnades, add the key-notes
to the general picturesqueness of the city.

But, if vou wish to obtain a true idea of
the peculiar beauty of this grand old Cas-
tilian burg, you should do as we did one
sunny Sunday afternoon—walk around
it.  We descended from the Azoquejo to
the faubourg of San Lorenzo; then went
on past the Santa Cruz and along the
steep road that descends from the Puerta
da San Cibrian to the Alameda, which
hali-abandoned promenade, bordering the
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bank of the purgling Eresma, is one of the
most romantic pleasaunces that I know,
Its loneliness, its grass-grown walks
shaded by rows of venerable trees, stimu-
late the imagination and make of it a sort
of poet's retreat or lovers' paradise.  And,
besides this sylvan charm, it commands
a number of striking views of the city that
piles high above it, girt by its mighty
walls and bartizaned towers, cut with
gates and punctuated here and there with
the beliries of its churches.

Beyond the Alameda, on a hill, perched
high amid wvine arbors and trellises,
stands the ancient monastery of El Par-
ral, at one time known as “a terrestrial
paradise,” now but a ruin set in ruinous
gardens, From here on the road be-
comes more and more picturesque.  He-
yvord the Moneda, the only mint in Spain
until a hundred years ago, you come upon
the highway that descends precipitously
from the castellated gateway of Santiago,
a road enlivened with gyvpsy women, with |
men in  faded smock-frocks  goading
cream-colored oxen, with deformed and
tattered beggars and all the riffraff that
gathers in the dust of Spanish post-roads,
Above the evil-smelling lanes of San Mar-
cos the church of Vera Cruz stands alone,
twelve-sided, built by the Templars in
imitation of the Holy Sepulchre, upon
their return from the Holy Wars. Far-
ther down the river looms the sinister
Pena Grajira or Crow's Cliff, from whose
top criminals used to be flung to death,

It is from this point that, as you look
back, vou realize the justice of the com-
parison that likens Segovia to a ship sail-
ing loward the setting sun, as, behind a
swinging hend of the Eresma, it towers
high above the two rivers that have cleft
it from the surrounding plateaus, its
Alcazar, beristling with barbacan and
battlement, looming like the giant fore-
castle of some medizval galleon sailing
the southern zeas.

It was growing late in the afternoon as
we returned by the other side of the city
up the narrow valley of the Clamores,
deeply imbedded between wooded hills.
Had you been spending July as we had
been, on the sun-haked plains of Old
Castile—treeless, shadeless, seared and
scorched—you would have felt as we did
that Sunday afternoon as we breathed
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the moisture-laden air and heard the
wind sighing in the poplar leaves over-
head and looked into the shadows where
children played ameng the willows. The
city piles up grandly from this side too
with its walls and towers, its tiled roofs
and buttressed garden-walls, culminating
in the fretted mass of the cathedral whose
west front seemed ablaze in the sunset,

Down among the trees by the river a
little féte was in progress.  In one corner,
near a refreshment hooth, the centre of an
admiring crowd of peasantz, stood two
musicianz of a bygone day, a drummer
and a piper, belted with fajas and clothed
in sheepskins. Anything more weird or
primitive than the lilt and quaver of their
music—strange and Oriental as one might
hear in Tunis or in Tangier—could scarce-
ly be imagined, nor did this surprize me,
for almost all the Spanizh melodies that
I have heard among the people—their
dances, their folk-songs, and their love-
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songs as well—are impregnated with this
same relic of the Moors, Even in Seville
Cathedral, at the solemn moment of the
elevation of the host. T detected the same
strange note in the improvisations of the
master who evolves such wondrous har-
monies from his pealing organ.

As we came into the paser upon our
return to the L"LI.:." we found a J'I'Ii!]llta:r:.'
band playing, and, tired with our long
strodl, we were well content to sit down
and amuze ourselves by watching the
citizens and their Sunday raiment. The
men talked over their affairs; the women
sal gossiping in groups, their daughters
glancing askance at the well-groomer
cadets of the artillery school; the children
rolling hoops or plaving fors, mounted on
each other's shoulders as picador, charging
with danderilla or giving the conp de grice
as ¢spada 1o the poor litte bull-boy, just
as Goya depicted them years ago in his
tapestries in the Escural.

“To Every Man a Penny”

BY I1SABEL

WESTCOTT HARPER

Axn so they sleep forever and a day;
Of that great quietness they do not tell:
Only the face of nature seems Lo say

That all is well.

“The rest is silence’: only in the dawn
Do they have being now, and in the wind.
Pist vunto kindred dost again iz drawn

With healing kind.

Ah, human love ! for
Their heritage, the
The love divine, and

this they sacrifice
pride of conzciousness:
heaven that men devise,

Would make this less,

Through all the ages death has ever lain
The fact toward which we move, the |:-Tii.'l: of []'Ll.'llt;_.l;l‘]!—
Benignity of fate that takes again

The pain it brought.

Is there more love than this?

Greal peace they sought.

They tell us nothing more; and o'er the hill
The stars rize ceaselessly, and time is naught.

Let us be still)




Tona from Earraid, as David Ballour saw it,

Eilean Earraid: The Beloved Isle of
Robert Louis Stevenson

BY LLEWELLYN M.

BUELL

|| LUSTRATIONS FROM ]']zl'l'rh(_ull..'lll"rﬁ. BY THE .l||| THOR

*But it was in Earraid itself that I delighted chiefly."—RE. L. 5.

OT a few travellers,
since the davs when
Doctor Johnson and
!I[.“'; !3‘?')'./-}.' "-'{'I'Illl.rl."ll
upon their difficult
and hazardous tour of
the western 1slands of
Scotland, have vizited,

afeot or afloat, those isles of Skye, Mull,

Ulva, Gometra, Eipg, Staffa, Iona—the
very names, in their strangeness of sound

and accent, recall the sombre and roman-

tac ’..-L'.’L{Hj.' of those outworks of the British
coast. Seldom, however, is the casual
tourist of to-day, steaming around Mull
from the banalities of Oban to :=|H'I'.--l oande
hour “doing” lona and another in the
caves of Staffa, aware that he passes Ear-
raid,® that islet which Robert Louis Ste-
venson loved perhaps above all others,

P 1, 2 n
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Earraid is
i
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'
1

which he used as -u,'l,ling in two of his
stories (*'Kidnapped” and "The Merry
Men "), and which still called his fancy
hack to it from the soft delights of distant
Vailima.

Something of the fascination this island
had for Stevenson communicated itself to
me from my carliest reading of “Kid-
napped,” and was strengthened as 1 came
to be familiar with *“The Merry Men,"”
so that it was with a sense of rare privilege
that I found myself, this past summer,
sailing close to its rocky shorves. Perhaps
a discursive narration of the way Earraid
unfolded itsell to me will have some value
as a guide to any that may wish to visil
the izlet, and as a commentary on Ste-
venson's use of it as setting.

Granted though it be that all mankind
loves an island, how came it, the reader
may ask at this point, that Stevenson
chose this for his own, of all the islands
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Map of Tona, Eaveald, and the Roas of 3ull

I ** The Merry Min "

Earraid iz called A H Eareaid Sounid. A Eo\.h H Mu”

Grisapal; Tralgh Gheal, Ssmbag Bay: Ben More, Hen Eyaw.

sown upon all the seas—bleak Eilean
Earraid rather than Ceylon or Fayal,
Torcello or Formosa or Sark? First of
all, he was with all hiz heart and =oul a
Scotsman.  Again, he was justly proud
of his family’s work, since before his
rrandiather’s time, in the service of the
Morthern Lights, building heart-stirring
beacons like Bell Rock, DMhu Heartach,
and Skerryvore, all about the rugged
coasts of Britain, but mostly in these
same western islands. Chiefly, however,

Stevenson owed this affection for the
Hebrides to a vacation in his twentieth
yzar spent upon this very islet, while the
elder Stevensons were IJu11d1:|1g the Dhu
Heartach light. That reef lying fifteen
miles out in the occan southwest from
Mull, Earraid was the nearest availahle
fied i derve Tor the builders, and the boy
Louis had the delightful occupation of
idling about as the nephew of the chief
engineer, as he tells us in “ Memoirs of
an Islet.” There is no record of his ever
185



186

having revisited Earraid, but the crowded
impressions of all his later years never
obscured its features in hiz memory,
For the ordinary modern traveller,
without a vacht or an uncle in the light-
house service, the only convenient way
to reach Earraid is to go north from Glas-
gow by land or sea to Oban, where at
least the sunsets and the whiskey are to

EILEAN EARRAID

people the lad had met at Oban and on
the steamer that brought him to Toma,
It sounds startlingly like the present day
to hear him tell how he sized up his fel-
low passengers, decided that a certain
voung girl was his “ best investment,” and
struck up acquaintance with the old gen-
tleman who was with her—""and so with
the damzel.” Now, as then, every one

seemz to reéerard

Buins of the Darmaway farmlwuse.

be commended. From Oban vou take
the swift and equable Gremadier, which
thrice weekly goes the circuit of the great
izland of Mull and makes a stop at Iona,
the nearest point of approach to Earraid
itself, Tona is the historic isle where 5t.
Columba landed in his little curagh from
Treland, braving those stormy seas (o
carry the message of the Cross to the
pagan and barbarous Hebrideans and
Picts—lona, the burial-place of kings
and of vore the seal of picty and learning,
now all ruined in the hiim:lru:-ss of reform-
ing zeal. It is to-day such a delightful
place for those who love simplicity and
guiet, romantic scenery and intercourse
with the gentle, “ homely ™ islanders, that
one s given to wonder why R. L. 5.
showed so little affection for Tona when
he had so much to lavish on its plainer
neighbor, Earraid,  Perhaps the explana-
tion is to be found in a letter written to
his mother, just after his arrival at Ear-
raid, that summer of 1870 when he was
young and twenty,

Of Earraid the letter says nothing, but
there are pages and pages about the

those island boats
as heaven-sent op-
portunities for en-
larging his ac-
quaintance and
ministering to his
self-esteem. All
flushed with his
social successes, as
he calls them, Ste-
venson had to stay
behind at Iona
while his new
iriends, including
charming Miss
Amy, went on,
Moreover, during
his wait for a boat
to ferry him over to
Earraid, he had a very bad dinner at what
he calls “the wrong hotel.” He tells his
mother of the miserable sequence of rice-
and-waler soup, mashed herring flanked
by iron potatoes, and a leathery fowl that
must have been “ the grandmother of the
cock that frightened Peter,” a recital that
in its vividness and its reflection of high
spirits shows the twenty-year-old boy al-
ready a promising apprentice to the art
of writing. Indeed, one of the final
sentences shows where his heart lay—
“Really, the whole of vesterday's work
would do as a novel without one little bit
of embellishment.” *

Unwittingly I followed Stevenson to
that “wrong hotel,” but times and Mac-
leans had changed in fifty years, and its
unpretending simplicity and the friend:
liness of puests and staff alike made the
Argyll quite the right hotel for me. Be
fore my first luncheon was over, a party
had been formed to explore Earraid with
me, and with the help of these strangers
of longer residence than mine it was a

= Letters,” vol. L |_:|E;i 27-afi, edited by Sidoey Calvin
{4 volumes, Scobner's, New York, rgrr).
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sitnple, albeit gradual, matter to get Coll
MacDionald, a surly but harmless native
in whose veins surely flows the blood of
ancient pirates and wreckers, to sail us
across Tona Sound to Fionphort on the

EARRAID 187
ter Mary Ellen. It is now the land sta-
tion for a section of the lighthouse service,
with a landing-stage, warehouses, cranes,
and a row of cottages ||..||;i:|-_-. as if cast
in block out of the hardest and dullest

The coast

Isle of Mull. From there it was a walk
of a mile or so southward by a desultory
road to the shore of FEarraid Sound, or
“Aros Bay," as it iz called in  The Merry
Men.”

As I looked across from this point there
came the frst disillusionment. Earraid
or “ Aros,” 15 no longer uninhabited as in
David Balfour’s l:t.'l:l.'._ nor vet fu'rupi-.-ul
only by Gordon Darnaway and his daugh

in @ storm

iron in the world, all impinging their
commonplace ugliness upon the beauty
of Earraid. Yet from here are served
Dhu Heartach and Skerryvore, both
lonely and uwltimate outposts in the At
lantic bearing comfort to mariners, both
counted among the proudest achieve-
ments of that *family of engineers ™ trom
which K. L. 5. felt himself the degenerate
offspring.
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Confronted with this sight, we stood
on the rocks and waved hopefully at the
apparent Ij.' --||.'+_']1i.'|;_[ settlement, and final-
Iy got a response from a leisurely moving
hgure near the landing-stage. While he
slowly rowed across to us, we had time
to fortify ourselves with tea from a ther-
mos flask and hiscuits brought from the
tiny general store on “The Street” of

EILEAN EARRAID

reef, which Stevenson loved to call “the
noblest of all extant deep-sea lights," He
told us the long days of summer were
harder to endure than the twenty-hour
nights of winter, and set us to reflecting
on the oppressiveness of interminable
daylight in that wide unbroken desert of
waters, Yes, he read a great deal, espe-
cially in winter, and he once had a royal

Sandag Hay™

The Merry Men

lona. The man in the hoat, on arriving,
turned out 1w be a good-natured member
of the Lights colony, who assured us that
there was no public ferry, and that we
could have walked across the sands higher
up the bay so long as the tide was out.
None the less, he ferried vz across. On
I]Il.' WLV, 1|‘|i|1]~.i.’|}{ II'I- 1}1|' 1I:I_I'T|""|111_"-'u-\. ||[
the island as it appears in " Kidnapped,”
I asked how long the single farmhouze on
the bay had been there. “Since Noah
was a baaby,” was the reply, so prompi
and emphatic as to terminate discussion.
Stevenson, who |'Fi3{<."'| the II:1."-:|..|_'\x L3
speak with ease and opportunity to all

sorta and conditions of men,” should have
1

heen there to draw oul this Charon of
ours—who was no less than the keeper of
Skerryvore itself,

He had been enjoving a four-wecks'
holiday-—amidsl the gaieties of Earraid
and was going off on the morrow for an
eight-weeks' tour of duty on that far-off

from above

and the place where David Balfour in *“ Kidpapped " was washed ashore,

breakfast on snipe and woodcock he
found dead from dashing against the light
as they flew along in the migrating sea-
son.  All in all, a stanch, simple, and
L]‘lt'{‘r]‘ll] :"'ﬁl._ll. ||1_ Lo Carry on 1_h|'_' [H_thff
traditions of the Northern Lights.

Once landed on Earraid, we ascended
by the road past the hideous granite cot-
tages up a continually greener and softer
track to a white land-beacon and helio
graph station used for communicating
with the deep-sea lights, and thence over
untrodden moorland to the highest point
on the 1slet. Here, with the view unob-
structed on every side, the Stevensonian
iz struck at once by the felicitousness of
the description in ““Memoirs of an
Islet” :* “The little isle of Earraid les
close in to the southwest corner of the
Ross of Mull: the sound of Tona on one
side, across which you may sce the isle

i In “ Memories and Portraits," po 251 (Seriboers, New
LOrE, &8N



and church of Columba: the open e Lo
the other, where vou shall be able to mark
on a clear surfy day the breakers ranning
white on many sunken reefs.”” Add to
this that there is a small bay in the rocky
soithern side, and that the narrow chan-
nel that separates Earraid from the great
island of Mull is high and dry at low tide,
though a fathom deep at high water, and
you have the essentials for a portrait of
thiz heloved 1sle.

So from my high-placed coign of van-

tage I could casily recognize that this was
the place where David Balfour, washed
off the brig wrecked out there on the Tor-
rang, came ashore and B ni four miser-
able days and nights, wet to the skin,
fending gf starvation by a nauscating
diet of limpets and bog water, and suffer-
ing the mental pangs of solitude and
dezertion, all ironically needless, simply
because it never occurred 1o him, an in-
lander, that escape might be perfectly
easy at low tide!



Perhaps not o many as have read
= Hilil!.’LlIlH'llH are :'Ifl|LI:'Iir'HL'I'|. with *The
Merry Men,” though it iz a singularly
artistic short story, even more int ir:mr{-i_r
and completely associated with this is-
land. It was Stevenson's first literary use
of his memories of Earraid, and his re-
mark to Graham Balfour,* “1 began with

r's, New

e of Stevenson.” vol. II, po a6g (S<ribne

wi togetl
day.""—

in troons into the s=a, ke catthbe on o

“The Merry Men

the feeling of one of those islands on the
west coast of Scotland, and 1 gradually
developed the story to express the senti-
ment with which that coaszt affected me,"”
shows how he not 20 much set the story
in this particular place as built up the
action to suit the island atmosphere he
loved. All who have read that “fantastic
sonata about the zea and wrecks,” know
that the action and, indeed, the charac-

The channel between Earraid and Muyll at low tide

The Basck band on the rocks shows mean high-water line, about siz fect bighi.



ters owe Lheir nature 1o the situation and
topography of the island.  There is mean-
ing more than literal in the statement
that “any way the wind was, it was al-
ways salt air,”’

Actually on the spot, where one’s view
embraces practically everything men
tioned in the story, it is eazy to appreciate
how the sea lies all roumnd about the island
and about the lives of the characters,

Mary Ellen and Charlie and the blindly
faithiul Maclean Lt
especiallv Unele Gordon Darnaway.  One
can picture that dour Lowlander, penned
I circumstances on his ultimate Hebrid-
egn islet, “biting his nails at destiny,”
beset byv the awe and the fascination of
the sea, and obsessed at once by the tragi
spectacle that is shipwreck and hy greed
for plunder from the broken ships, to the

clansman  Rorie,

The farmhouse on Farraid, ssid to have
nm the

1 there “since Noah was @ Laaley
nee
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point of having killed the sole survivor
from a brig, the Christione, wrecked on
hiz shore. One sees him in that other
storm, at the time of the story, lving on
the rocks above Sandag Bay down there
below us, and watching vet another ship
going down among the breakers called
the Merry Men, till the sight puts him
into a complete frenzy, a sorl of diabol-
ism, a worship of the sea as the embodi-
ment of “the auld sin o the warld.”
Eoaming at large like a wild goat on his is-
land, he eludes the well-meant pursuit of
hiz servant and his nephew, until he sees
they are aided by a kingly negro saved
from the night's wreck. Him he mistakes
in his madness for the ghost of his victim,
and flees straight from him into the swift-
running tide, which ¢ngulfs them hoth—
“and if ever they came up again, which
Gaod alone can tell, it would be ten min-
utes after, at the far end of Aros Roost,
where the sea-birds hover fishing.” A
grim tale of wild folk and mortal deeds,
fitting outgrowth to spring from this
waste of rocky islands, buried reefs, and
sudden mighty storms.  Fitling, too,
where one is hearing melancholy songs,
tales of old and recent wrecks, and eerie
superstitions that neither Christianity nor
science has ever fully dislodged from the
minds of the dwellers therein,

It does give one a thrill to have all the
setting spread out before ome and to he
able to follow out the details of the story,
That little bay with straight rocky sides
and a steep sandy beach Ailling the inner
end is “ Sandag Bay,” where Charlie Dar-
naway dove to find the wreck of the Ar-
mada ship, and where the Christiana had
broken her back on the sands, to fire his
uncle into a wrecker's frenzy of rapacity
and murder.  MacPhail, the postmaster
of Tona, told me that there actually had
been a wreck in that bay, a bit hefore
Stevenson’s fime, and that the skipper
mistook this blind cove for the deeper
entrance to the channel between Earraid
and the Ross of Mull (see map, p. 185).
That Stevenson heard this tale in 1870
seems as likelv as not, so that for him 1o
combine thiz wreck with the indubitable
Armada ship sunk near Tobermory, on
the other side of Mull, would be but a
simple movement for his nimble and ro-
mantic fancy. The third ship, that of
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the Spanish treasure-hunters, wrecked
among the Merry Men during the action
of the ztory, was evidently a pure fig-
ment of the romancer’s brain, born whilst
he thought of the other wrecks and of the
fate of ignorant =ailors in a badly rigeed
ship storm-tossed on that sharp-fanged
coast.

As for the terrain itself, it is only a
half of a square mile, more or less, of
Highland moor set into the sea—rock,
bog, grass, and springy beds of heather;
nothing, of course, approaching a tree,
and hardly an acre of level ground in its
whole extent. As we climbed about, my
sympathies were strong with Charlie
Diarnaway in his chase after his poor mad
uncle, the day after the storm, and T had
no difficulty in imagining the physical
distress of the Edinburgh divinity stu-
dent, soft from a winter spent over his
books.  Those crags and hummocks
would be truly heart-breaking to ascend,
and in the haste and disregard of a pur-
suit, especially, so slippery and uneven to
descend that one would be in constant
jeopardy of a turned ankle, or even a
cracked skull. In “Kidnapped,” Steven-
son shows that he had not forgotten the
quality of his rambles on Earraid, by
making David's journey from the channel
back to Sandag Bay, a distance of hardly
quarter of a mile, cost him half an hour
of painful scrambling from rock to bog,
and hummock to crag.

Earraid is given a peculiar quality of
semi-insularity by the tidal chanmel to
the east. At low tide it appeared like a
sandy-bottomed canyon with a rill of salt-
water trickling through it. On our return
journey we crossed it, almost literally
dry-shod, The floor of the channel, be-
fore the turn of the tide, stood easily five
feet above the level of Ares Bay outside,
but in two hours high water would fill it
guite a fathom deep.  So deep it was when
David Balfour saw it first and jumped to
the conclusion that he was marooned on
a desert island.

There are not many living things on
Earraid, but what there are harmonize
with the personality of the island. The
poisonous vipers that Stevenson's roman-
tic heart loved to dwell upon were not at
all in evidence. There were, however,
picturesque black-faced horned sheep,
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and a dozen or so of goats as wild as deer,
Once, for a moment, I saw on the beach
of Sandag Bay some of the spotted
white zeals of the region. Besides these,
there were only sea-gulls wheeling over-
head with plaintive, "“human" cries, the
long-necked black cormorants gossiping
on their rocks, and the limpets amongst
the seaweed, poor and patient as Keats's
nyster,

Of more scenic value than the surface
of the izlet are its surroundings—the Paps
of Jura far off to the southeast, the ru:uc[;;a
to the immediate west, the mountains of
Mull to the northeast looming over the
nearer low green pastures, with Ben Mare
dominating them all, thalt noble peak
spoken of as * Ben Kyvaw" in * The Merry
Men," and in *Kidnapped ™ serving as
David's only landmark. It is not to be
called a smiling prospect, the view from
Earraid, for every way vou look there is
but treeless moor and crag and sea-worn
rock, set off against broad tracts of empty
sea.  Yet, even apart from its grandeur
of mass and expanse, this landscape on
such a sunny day as I saw it first had its
points of tender beauty—the gleam of
green and silver water, relieved by the
whiteness of breakers on the rocks and
the moving purple shadows of the clouds,
the brilliant green of the rain-washed ver-
dure toning off to the purest blue in the
mountain distances, the majestic sun-
beams descending in a glory of mist far
out on the western plain of the ocean, the
bright bell-heather and the harebells, and
the orange lichens on the rocks at my
feet.

And over across the =ound Lo the north-
west lies the sacred isle that men call
Tona, or Icolmkill, or simply “1"—the vil-
lage, the cathedral, and the ruined nun-
nery standing out bare and clear against
the trecless green of the island, whose
actual beauty seems haloed by its an-
cient piety and sway,

Finally, to the south show the rocks
and reefs and little bird islands that
create the Merry Men and the Roost.
These are the rocks of which Stevenson
writes =0 tellingly that “they go down
together in troops into the sea like cattle
on a summer's day, There they stand,
for all the world like their neighbors
ashore . but when the sea is up,

Vor. LXXT.—13
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heaven help the man that hears that
cauldron boiling."

Thus I saw them, that first day, the
great rocks gathering like kine in sunlit
water, but that evening a wind sprang up
from the southwest. To mine hostess of
the Argvll I spoke of wishing to see a
proper storm in those waters, and she re-
plied: “It'll be a storm itsell we're having
the night.” It was. The next morning
the Dinara, the weekly steamer to Skye,
declined to land passengers or mail, or
even bread for Iona, but stood by in the
harbor of Bunessan till the next day.
Coll MacDonald's ferry dared not ply,
and even the Hesperns, the Northern
Lights tender, successor to the Steven-
sons’ Pharos, felt uneasy in Aros Bay,
and took herself off to a quieter road-
stead.  All thiz in the Tmrljﬁ] shelter of
Iona Sound. What the Merry Men, on
the exposed southern side of Earraid,
were up to, literally defies description.

Storm-bound on Iona in good earnest,
I clambered to a promontory opposite
Earraid, and watched the mad water leap
and dance over the reefs that are sown
out in the vicinity of Sandag Bay, Truly
the Merry Men were holding carnival,
and 1 could almost hear their song at
a distance of over two miles, as they
smashed and spouted and sucked away
at the jagged immovable rocks.  Charlie
Darnaway iz made to speak of these

breakers as running fifty feet high, * but
that must be the green water only, for
the spray runs twice as high as that,” No

maore can I say exactly how high, having
seen them only from alar, but if what T saw
on the similar coast of Jona be any mea-
sure, I can say they leapt as if goaded by
the wrath of God or the fury of the devil.
All day long the wind held, and all day
long monstrous billows came tirelessly
piling in upon the rocks of Lona to fill the
island with the thunder of their breaking.
Toward night the gale fell off, and by
Inurr:ling there was hI.H f Ht'!l'l"l_r1 ]erar
though the swell was still running high in
the sound. Learning that boats would
venture oul, I hired a native yawl and
two Gaelic sailors to sail me through the
Merry Men and up the little bay to the
gut that just keeps Earraid an island.
Some sail, as Scotch, English, and
Americans alike would say. A rough
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passage over the sound against wind and
tide, then right in amongst the rocks, so
that the spray from the breakers wet us,
now bearing full upon a reef marked only
by boiling white water at one moment
and showing its discolored teeth at the
next, a2 the billows sucked away from it,
then sheering away from that danger only
to run ten yards to windward of a spray-
washed clifi. Happily the canny Gael at
the tiller had nerves of whipcord, and he
knew those reefs and their tricks as an
animal tamer knows his lions, so that he
took us safely into the entrance to the
channel and back home again. For all
that, there could be no question as to the
fate of any vessel, large or small, that
should try to navigate in that passage
without such intimate and instinctive
knowledge as his. Hence the inevitahil-
ity of the third wreck in *The Merry
Men.” From this angle of approach, too,
one could understand how the Christiana
was cast away, for Sandag Bay did look
to an unpractised eve enough like the
entrance Lo the gut to deceive any skipper
on a stormy night, =eeking anxiously for
refuge.  Scarcely, however, does it seem
the T.)Iﬁ_q:u fora :-'.|'Li]:| to be driven into after
a whole day’s struggle, as the uncle pic-
tures jt: “A sair day they had of it; their
hands was never aff the sheets, and it
perishin’ cauld—ower cauld to snaw; and
ave 1,|1{,':.,' '|.1."|J1,|,11| el a bit nip (r‘ '|.'|."'l]'|.t‘lI anc
awa' again, to pit the emp'y hope into
them. Eh, man! but they had a sair day
for thelasto’t! . . . But,man !the dunt
that she cam’ doon wi' when she struck |
Lord save us a'! but it’s an unco life to
be a sailor—a cauld, wanchancy life,”

We must allow something, after all, to
the author's imagination. The greatest
troubhle with a literary pilgrimage like
this one is just that we somehow expect,
against reason, to find everything exactly
as described, not realizing that the pic-
ture was painted for us by a man who,
by his very quality of art, should he ex-
ceptionally endowed with imagination
and sentiment, and that he was 'i.!.rurking
under the excitement of creation and pre-
occupied with the dramatic emotions of
his self-borne characters. Such being the
case, we must expect to find the actuality,
viewed in cold blood and prose, a little
less brilliantly colored.

EILEAN EARRAID

Less, however, than any other literary
setting I know does Earraid let you down,
If Stevenzon has overstressed the vipers
in his zeal for the romantic, at least he
left vou to discover the seals, those mys-
terious ladies out of the sea, for yourself,
If he has, as he admits in the preface to
“Kidnapped,” moved the Torran Rocks
several miles nearer to Earraid, if he has
somewhat altered Sandag Bay, and trans-
ported to it an Armada ShiE from twenty
miles away, why, that is but testimony
to the godlike power of the creative imag-
ination.

The firm-handed way in which Steven-
son moulded his material is further shown
by the fact that though “Kidnapped "
and “The Merry Men” deal with much
the same period of time, the latter half
of the gighteenth century, in the one he
represents the islet as uninhabited, while
in the other he has the rather superior
family of Darnaways living there. A
similar freedom in adapting his setting to
his purpose is manifested when he makes
Diavid Baliour haunt the rocks on the
northwest of Earraid and yearn for the
warmth and companionship of the fire-
sides of lona, seen so clearly across the
sound, while in “The Merry Men™ it
suits him to take no cognizance of that
blessed isle, and to allow the reader to
think of *Aros' as unsheltered from the
great desert ocean to the west.

But Stevenson's wvariations from his
model are a2 nothing to his conformities
with it. The picture in “The Merry
Men" is practically identical with that
in *Kidnapped,” and both, as I learned
from my pilgrimage, are close to the orig-
inal. The *Memoirs of an Islet " and the
references in the letters are really less
positive evidence as to the hold that
Eilean Earraid had taken upon Steven-
son's imagination than the fact that
twelve and fifteen years after leaving it
he used it as setting for two stories, com-
plete and unchanged not only in its gen-
eral character and location but in all de-
tails of contour, vegetation, climate, and
surroundings. I make no doubt that dur-
ing that summer of 1870, the bov, on the
threshold of a creative manhood, let his
romance-weaving mind rove about the
islet, making it the scene of any number
of fantastic and thrilling adventures in
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the manner of his favorite Scott, From
these, after a lapse of ten vears and more,
he selected with a maturer mind the ma-
terial for that grim “story of wrecks, as
they appear to the dweller on the coast,”
and for the episode of Davy Balfour's
mizerable experience as a castaway.

And why should not Earraid have made
this impression on him—him, a Scots-
man, & scion of that line of light-builders
to whom the western islands were a work-
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ground and a monument? Yes, even
though one be alien to such traditions of
family and nation, Earraid, with its semi-
inzularity, its heathery crags, its outlook
upon storied Tona and a quadrant of the
unbroken ocean, with its deadly reefs and
weirdly mewing =ea-birds—Eilean Far-
raid just herself, hard, wild, strange, with-
drawn from the paths of men, captivates
the imagination and bewitches the heart of
any one who has a vein of true romance.

The Peril of Labor

BY J. LAURENCE LAUGHLIN

| F a skipper of a ship in
a I-r_'vg kl:d_']':lfi the strict-
ezt outlook, he may
even yel strike a hid-
den reef and go down,
In such a case we re-
gard the dizaster as
practically unavoid-
able, hecause he was following the hest-
known rules of the sea. But the errors
of leadership of organized labor cannot
be thus typified. They may rather be
compared with the possible action of
some eccentric aviator,  When our great
Pacific fleet was moving south along the
west coast of South America, suppose an
opinionated flier had become convinced
—after sailing for days close to a shore
hidden to the zenith by dark clouds—
that there were no Andes to the cast be-
hind those clouds. From his own per-
sonal ohservation there could be seen only
thick mists produced by the cold antarctic
current condensing the moisture in the
upper air, Of course, he had heard that
geographers and scientific folk had de-
clared the existence of a lofty mountain
range close to the Pacific coast; but, he
reasoned, these academic persons were
mete theorists, for to the observant
traveller there were in fact no such moun-
tainz, Therefore, obstinately sure of his
opinion, he decided to act on it. One fine
morning he rose from the mother ship in
his plane to about a thousand feet and

steered due east at full speed for Brazil
and the Atlantic Ocean. Needless to say,
no trace of him would ever have been re-
ported.  And so it must be with any
leader of labor who [anatically plunges
into the rugged world of industry without
the puidance of established economic ex-
perience.  If he acts in this way, he ob-
viously imperils the organization he rep-
resents. But why should he go to smash
to prove what has been already estab-
lished by scientific methods?

I1

As every one knows, there has sprung
up in recent years a class of leaders who
have been hoth a cause and a result of the
growth of unionism. Unionization has
been forced in many cases where it would
otherwise have lagged, and the natare of
the union has called to control men of a
special tvpe. Most of them must be of a
H(}rl hl,li[!"l] illr l]Tl.Il}H.HH['HL'!. FI.I'I.(l. |]1L‘ 1”51-
semination of views adapted to extend
the influence of the unions. Mentally
they are commitied to a point of view;
they are not as a rule searchers after
economic truth. Hence the agitator is
frequently found in office.  But in the
class of workingmen, just as in other
classes of men, there are included all types
of mind, the conservatives and extrem-
ists, the ignorant and intelligent, the in-
dustrious and lazy, the reasonable and
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unreasonable, the evil and the worthy.
To hold his place, therefore, the labor
leader must be primarily a politician; he
must adjust his policy to the views most
largely held by his group. To keep his
following he may pose as a conservative,
and yet, in fact, aid in dangerously revo-
lutionary operations; to get the support
of the general public he will advertise the
patritism of the unions as if they were
the only class engaged in the war, and at
the same time abet strikes and cessation
of work to gain a party point at the ex-
pense of the very existence of the nation.
A unionist code of morals has sprung up
which places the union above the state
wherever their interests conflict and justi-
fies acts which would be condemned by
the accepted thinking of civilized society.
Truculence, bullving, brutality, persecu-
tion, even arzon and murder, have been
used 1o carry a point,  Such things, of
course, are repugnant to the great num-
ber of reasonable and fair-minded work-
ing men. Hence it has become common
to say we must distinguish between the
often vicious point of view of the leaders
and the generally sensible attitude of the
men in the unions. It may be that, by the
very nature of the organization in a union,
the unscrupulous get to the front and do
not rightly represent their constituency,
If a leader, for instance, has received a
bribe to call off a strike which he has
threatened for the very purpose of black-
mail, the rank and file are supposed to
know nothing of it.  But, whatever the
cause, a situation has come about in which
the leaders practically supply their mem-
bership with their reading, direct the gen-
eral course of their belicls on the subjects
of labor and capital, and have even coun-
tenanced a systematic agitation against
any opposition to their views, The inde-
pendent press, so far as it reaches the
workers, is the only corrective.

111

VERY few persons can think correctly
in any subject. Our colleges and universi-
ties have had almost no influence on the
economic thinking of our people, except
to provide with fact and argument those
who have already preconceived convic-
tions. To-day the way the country goes
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on a great economic issue is a matter of
chance, the accident of the prezentalion
of the question by scli-interested politi-
cians. It is not surprising, therefore, to
find that union members hold as many
erroneous and false economic views as
those in other walks of life. The point of
danger about it is thal organized labor
can base its combined action on these
miztaken opinions and drive it home 1o
the irretrievable danger of its membership
and society as well. I its leadership can
force its thinking on its members, it 1z not
of much practical importance to say that
it ‘does not correctly represent the mass
of reasonable workmen. It iz of impor-
tance, however, to note the thinking of
these labor leaders and to test its quality
by some economic standards. It is well
to inqguire of the aviator driving into the
clouds hiding the Andes whether his opin-
ions are well-conceived.

Without going far afield, it is obvious
that unionist opinion findz itself in an-
tagonism Lo the existing economic system;
its immediate demands are for higher
wages and better conditions of emplay-
ment, but its writings and arguments go
much farther. OF course, those leaders
who court popular support aver that they
detest socialism; but their protestations
are not convincing. Everywhere in
unionist utterances is to be found a con-
viction that the share paid to labor is un-
just; often that labor produces the whole
product; that under the present wage
system the workers are enslaved; that the
share of the capitalistic emplover is large
at the expense of wages; that wages can
e advanced to any limit because of the
amazing expenditure of the rich; that
profits are an inexhaustible fund on which
a laborer should draw by every means at
his command; that employment at wages
fixed by his own desires is a right; that
industry should more and more be con-
trolled by the state; and, in general, that
the existing system of distribution of the
product is so unjust that labor should he
placed in more or less power over the
management of industry to the end of
obtaining a larger share for labor. This
brief summary, however, is wvery re-
strained. ‘The radicals have so *“bored
into" the unionist pronunciamentos az to
make the above statement of their de-
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mands seem like colorless conservatism.
But, without making the unionists {whose
demands range from ]ugiwr wages to

vulutmnar:.r COmMmunism responsibile
for the opinions of the extremists, it is
clear that in general they were taught to
look for *a new social order™ at the end
of the war; and the change of the present
industrial system to a new social order is,
of course, only a change to socialism.  All
the persistent agitation of the unionists
sooner or later merges into the current
of socialism. TInevitably there appears
sooner or later the antagonism to privatle
property and capitalism, This conclusion
may be met by a superior smile of the in-
{elligentsia and the remark: “Of course,
that is the end in view: it was not neces-
sary to make this labored demonstration
of it.” Nevertheless, it is not the end
which the great mass of intelligent work-
ers in this country desire; but they are
being insidiously sweplt on to that in-
evitable end by the guidance of their
leaders. Unless one is mistaken in read-
ing human nature, we are likely to see a
cleavage in the ranks of the workers on
the fundamental differences between con-
servative and radical temperaments, lines
which are so fixed in human nature that
they do not conform to the divisions be-
tween employees and employers,

1V

THE crux of the situation lies in the
necessity of the leaders Lo hold their fol-
lowing by showing increasing encrgy in
propaganda both as to numbers and dog-
ma; while al the same time the true
meaning of the agitation is becoming
clearer and clearer, and the fulility of
carrying on industry without encouraging
the saving of capital as well as insuring
its safety, and the resistance of comman
sense and human nature to a weakening
of property rights, is everywhere emerg-
ing. No writing or teaching on the fal-
lacies of socialism has had much effect on
the thinking of the world compared with
the unexpected and amazing demonstra-
tion of its actual working in Russia,
Sovietism is nothing but socialism plus
force; socialistic theory enforced by a
mosl brutal Lvranny. The world has had
teaching on =ocialism by Russia on such
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a colossal scale that it has been made
clear to the meanest understanding. Not
only the socialistic, but the unionist, agi-
tation has felt the jolt.

As the unions seem to have passed more
and more under the influence of the ex-
tremists, the fuller understanding of the
aims of the leaders has stiffened the fun-
damental instincts of the Anglo-Saxon to
resist attacks on the safely of capital and
any infringement of its rights to property.
It is not a matter of argument. It is the
action of primary instincts under which
the present industrial world came into
being with itz accumulated aids 1o the
cheap production of the very essentials of
modern life, It has been stated by a
Liographer of President Wilson that it
15 an issue between “human rights
and property rights.” In fact, propery
rights arose only because lh{:y were hu-
man rights, Historical jurisprudence has
shown us that law came from within, not
being imposed from without; that the
habits and customs of a people were
crvstallized into its codes.  Properiy
rights developed out of primitive need.
There is nothing immutable alout prop-
erty rights; they are what they are be-
cause the race is what it is. They arc
expressions of the wishes of the race
shaped during many centuries.

The right of a man alzo to the use and
conirol over his capitalistic tools and
equipment, whether it be a carpenter’s
hammer, a man's factory, or a larmer’s
harse, is as little open Lo question. The
claim of a farmer to his capital in the
form of a horse and to the returns for its
uze and depreciation, admit of no argu-
ment 1.-.iih the rank and file; it is hased
on a primary sense of right over his own
passessions, It is more necessary to the
protection of the man of scanty property
than to the rich, who can easily take care
of themselves.  Against these fundamen-
tal requirements the steadily expanding
demands of the extremists have been held
up; against this derpasse socialistic and
revolutionary agitation has come to a
halt.

v

As radical leaders have been hrought
up against this barrier they have come
to see that their subversive views will
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never be accepted voluntarily by posses-
sors of capital and property. The colossal
egotism of the fanatic, who so believes in
hiz self-appointed judgments (as against
that of the commonweal) that he intends
to force them upon others contrary to
their will, inevitably leads to the policy of
“direct action,”’ or force. Conzsequently,
the problem to leaders of organized labor
to-day is how to force their demands upon
a resisting public. In what way, in de-
fault of peacelul persuasion, can the
policy of * direct action” be carried out ?
How can the primary instincts of man be
overcome ?

The first method—by physical force, by
strikes, intimidation, boycotting, picket-
ing. threats, and assaulis—has admit-
tedly not been successful in gaining the
ends of organized labor, even for such
simple purposes as an increase of wages,
It is now generally agreed that, in an
ordinary condition of the labor market, if
order is preserved by the state, strikes
are ineffectual.  Force can, of course, be
applied equally by both sides, if the state
fails in its duty. In Italy, for instance,
the Fascisti pave the Communists a dose
of their own medicine and forced their re-
tirement. In Russia we know that the
power of an unparalleled tyranny has not
been able to make a success of revolu-
tionary doctrine. It has reduced a gran-
ary of the world to a devastated, starving
territory. Lenine and the Kaiser have
bath sufficiently demonstrated the futility
of a policy of force,

Another method has by experience
proved much easier and more effective.
If the source of legislation can be con-
trolled, even extreme doctrines can be
enforced on others against their will by
law, This is “direct action™ by political
means. Leaders of organized labor and
extremists find this an effective method
because politicians are open to deals for
votes, Thus the Adamson Law was forced
upon Congress in the sole interest of the
railway brotherhoods. After the experi-
ence with government control during the
war the unions very naturally prefer to
deal with pliant politicians. If nation-
alization of railways and industries were
established, similar class legislation could
be passed by bargaining for votes. Such
direct action does not depend upon argu-
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ment and persuasion but upon success
in political strategy. Industry under it
would cease to be governed by efficient
management, but instead it would pass
under political control, and the end would
be a certain rise in cost of living, Only
when an fmperium in imperie is created
will it be possible for truculent leaders of
the railway brotherhoods effectively to
say, as they did in August, 1919, in op-
posing the return of the railways to their
owners: “The brotherhoods were in no
mood to brook the return of the lines to
their former control.” Or, if their de-
mands are refused, they reply that “in
that case, we cannot restrain our men;
we do not know what will happen.” But,
where, we ask, is authority lodged, in the
unions or in the Government of the
United States? Can the opinions of the
few be forced on the majority?  Direct
action by politics is a twnm&ged sword
which, like physical force, can be used on
both sides, It is a dangerous weapon to
introduce. Capital, too, can resort to di-
rect action. It is better to avoid its use
on either side.

VI

Tue resort to force and direct action is
the tacit admission that the demands of
organized labor will not be voluntarily
accepted. Newvertheless, they are being
pressed with all the authority of the large
union membership, But, if the leaders
are untrained in economic analysis, if they
adopt impossible and fanatical plans that
are ruinous lo industry, their policy is
certain to bring disaster, not only to the
community but to the men who make
up the unions. We have recently had
some  remarkable illustrations of the
manner in which the wrong-headedness of
labor leaders has compromised their fol-
lowing,

In the painful readjustment of costs
and prices Lo a lower level, after the erisis
of 1gz0-1921, =0 that demand might
apain be able to call for continuous pro-
duction, the leaders of the railway unions
clung to the idea that they could make an
exceplion to economic law in their favor.
It was well understood that high materials
and wages had held up the level of war
prices; but materials had fallen, as well
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as wages in other industries.  With great
audacity they decided to insist for them-
selves on war wages, They had Leen af-
flicted with a megacephalous conception
of their power to enforce their wishes,
After the precedent of the Adamson Act
they set out to threaten the very govern-
ment with “direct action." Since Jan-
uary I, 1gry, the outlay of the railways
for labor per annum had increased from
81,405,000,000 to mare than §3.000,000,-
ooo; and vet, because the Labor Board
granted a reduction of 12 per cent in
wages on July 1, ro2r, amounting to
about $400,000,000, they called a strike.
They were not satisfiecd with having
$2 000,000,000 more wages than in 1917,
Or, compared with December, 117, their
wages had increased from 53 to 113 per
cent, while cost of living had gone up
only 24.5 per cent. The sirike was a chal-
lenge to the United States through the
Labor Board. The strike was, in effect,
a blow at lowered freights for the farmers
and consumers in general. In spite of all
this, the leaders proposed to shut off coal
and food from the cities, to cut off mil-
lions from the use of the railways, to hold
up measures for the reduction of unem-
ployment just when business was slowly
recovering—in support of inane and im-
possible demands.  Public opinion forced
the calling off of the strike,

In utter disregard of public necessities
the leaders made their membership ac-
cessary 10 an economic error whose con-
sequences would have been almost in-
fimtely disastrous. The assumption in
such strikes is that, occupying a key posi-
tion by which they have a power 1o
paralyvze industry, the public and the
government have no option but o grant
their demands, no matter how extreme
they may be. The effect is exactly the
opposite. The irresistible conclusion is
forced on the country that action should
be taken to prevent in the future any
small group of persons from holding up
the nation, for its own selfish purposes.
If men take employment on the railways,
which are affected by a public interest,
they must accept the fact that they are
not as free to indulge their whims about
stopping work as they would be in a pri-
vate industry. The attitude of the rail-
way unions disclosed a whollv mistaken
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psvchology, a state of mind out of touch
with the practical world in which we live.
In taking such a position the leaders com-
promised their membership in the eves of
all other citizens, and made them seem
as if they were no better than highway-
men.  This is an imputation that the
greal ].HM’!].‘ uf ill|h‘|.|i¥|l,‘l'|1_ ]':|,i|1.l.':|,:,' mon
waould instantly resent.

Nothing has been settled by calling off
the railway strike, except possibly to re-
duce the country's belief in the power of
the unions.  The problem still remains,
for the contumacious attitude of the
leaders remains the same. When the
{ederal court in Indianapolis declared that
the coal-miners could not force unioniza-
tion on a district where it was not wanted
and forbade the employers o “check
off " union dues Trom miners' wages, the
answer of the unions was practical de-
fiance. The hold of the leaders would, of
course, be much weakened if they had to
depend for funds on the voluntary pay-
ment of duez by members of the union.
The effect on public opinion has Leen
cumulative. The action of the miners on
top of the railway fiasco tends to create
an almost universal prejudice against the
doings of all labor-unions.  And yet the
unions have legitimate and useful fune-
tions to pecform. In truth, labor is im-
perilled Ty its own leadership,

VII

For some unaccountable reasons the
leaders of the unions have assumed that
truculence, threats, and ugly intimida-
tionz are the only means by which they
can accomplish their Hurpusrﬁ. Their
Prussian methods of bullving and the use
of force have no other results than the
creation of bad blood between the men
and their emplovers. 1f their leadership
were worthy of the name, it would aim at
establishing such relations with the other
necessary factors of production that
amelioration of conditions and better pay
would be made possible rather than im-
possible.  Again and again officious lead-
ers have intervened to prevent friendly
relations between workers and employ-
ers, in order to keep their membership
in hand for combined action on any policy
set by the leaders. The idea of onc big
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union, or that employers should not be
allowed to negotiate with their workers,
except through an outside representative
of the unions, bears in the same direction.
These ** oral laborers ™ are more concerned
in keeping themselves in office than in
forwarding the real progress of their mem-
hers,

An army is always in peril under a
stupid or incompetent general. It may
bie led to defeat and slaughter against its
own will. That the members of unions
have suffered incaleulably from bad lead-
ership iz only too true. The bane of the
wﬂrl»;ing men i:"- 1]1:; lovw qua]it}' of their
leaders, In temper, in intellectual power,
in dizrespect for the long process by which
civil liberty has been won for all classes,
in contempt for law and order, they are,
with some obvious exceplions, often un-
fitted for leadership. But, in the main,
their mistakes have been due to lack of
economic training and insight. Men have
seldom sought the study of economics
and the ways of increasing wages from a
desire to get at the truth, and afterward
gone into unionizm; but, as a rule, those
who have had a personal ztake in labor
organizations or who have already fixed
a priovi convictions afterward have gone
into economics to find support for these
convictions.  The creation of labor col-
leges is a case in point. It is like estahb-
lishing an institution to teach free silver,
or protectionism,

Assuming that the lucubrations of
earnest but untrained labor leaders are
more to be trusted than the impartial,
scientific study of all economists since
Adam Smith, the results which have been
reached on wages and allied topics of dis-
tribution have been largely ignored. It
may be said, obviously, that economists
do not agree on these subjects; but it
should be understood that the many dif-
ferences of economists are the inevitable
concomitants of a live and progressive
scicnce, Nevertheless, a general residuum
of accepted principles affecting wages can
be counted on. Without going into de-
tail here,* it is clearly understood that an
increase of efficiency is a cause of higher
wages. Every one knows that more pay

*See the wrter's " Latter-Diay Problema ' [Scribner'sh
on The Hope for Labor Usiens, and ather similar stodies,
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can be commanded by a skilled than by
an unskilled laborer. Moreover, il the
joint efforts of the factors of production
{resources, management, labor, and capi-
tal} can be made to yield more product,
more can be paid to each. In fact, higher
wages in the United States than in some
other countries have prevailed for years,
because our productivity was greater. By
working in accord with, rather than
against, positive economic forces, gains to
labor might be easily achieved, rather
than defeated. In bringing such resulis
Lo fruition unions can play an important
part. There is no opposition to organiza-
tion of labor in itself, but only to the abuse
of its power by wrong-headed leaders.

The peril to labor, moreover, lies not
only in the lack of economic understand-
ing by their leaders, but in the frequent
cases where half-baked theorizing crystal-
lizes into fanatical bigotry which then
governs the policy of the unions. Thus
some leaders may be absclutely sincere,
and yet their fanaticism makes them
Lilind te conditions which might have
been used to the advantage of the general
body of members, During the English
coal strike the opinions of the leaders of
the miners were, no doubt, honest; but
that did not prevent action which, at a
critical time in the recovery of business,
cut ruinouzly into English exports, weak-
ened her foreign exchange, crippled the
chief industries of the nation, and worked
evil not only to the coal industry but to
the finances of the state. The effect was
the same as if they bad been avowedly
disloyal to the state.

In looking forward to the possible bet-
terment of our industrial relations we
must admit the fact that the union lead-
ers encourage industrial inefficiency by
“making work,"” and are insisting on
policies directly antagonizing the racial
instincts regarding the safety of capital
and property as well as the accumulated
respect for constituted authority exer-
cised by the modern state. Direct ac-
tion can make little headway against
such obstacles. Such an attitude can be
likened only to that of the eceentric avia-
tor who would drive ahead regardless of
all evidence that the rugged Andes do lie
behind the clouds on the Pacific coast.



What Shall T Believe?

BY EDWARD

=0T long since a friend
asked me if there was
a conflict between
science and religion,
and, when I told him
that T was convinced
there was not, he re-
gquested me to make
an address on the subject before a forum
conzisting of the congregations of two
churches. T accepted the invitation, and
in due time forth I went, made my argu-
ment, and stood a strenuous cross-exam-
ination for an hour afterward.

T relate the incident, because through
it 1 discovered an interest on the part of
the members of two orthodox congrega-
tions in having the principles of their
faith brought into contact with certain
specific knowledge that has arisen in
our modern civilization, especially that
knowledge which is identical with seience,
I found that there was the demand for
free discussion, for question and answer,
with no dodging of the issue. In brief, 1
discovered that a question was present
in the minds of many devout and reverent
people, the question, namely, as to what
15 the bearing of the results of modern
science, when these results are fairly
stated as the scientist states them, on
one's faith and belief.

That my audience was typical T am
convinced. Tt consisted largely of church-
members. At one time or another they
had come to believe. Either they had
been brought wp in an environment in
which it was the tradition to believe, or
they had had a highly emotional and un-
analyzed experience, or, consciously or
unconsciously, they had exercised the will
to believe. But now, whatever may have
been the origin of their belief, and still
holding to it, they desired to examine its
relation to science and to reason, az well
as to tradition, emotion, or the will to
believe,

This incident has led to the writing of

G. SPAULDING
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this article. Long before the conversa-
tion with my friend I had, however, re-
flected on the questions which he and my
forum audience raised. What shall T be-
lieve? Or, if one prefer, Why should 1
believe? What is there, when one ex-
amines frankly and fea r]-. sslv the realms
of science, of art, of literature, of history,
that, apart from profound emotional ex-
'E}LerI\(‘L, from tradition, and from the
will to believe, allows or even compels one
to believe?

In those who ask this question T can,
I confess, find no spirit of irreverence, al-
though it may be that that which they
revere above all other things is the truth,
But this means that the truth is regarded
by them as itself a good—indeed, as per-
haps that good which is better or higher
than anything else, And it is worthy of
remark at this point that again and again
in ecclesiastical history the truth as an
immaterial, ideal, and universal entity
has been regarc!ed as an essential char-
acteristic of the nature of the Divine
Being.

The question, What shall T believe? is,
then, not irreverent. It can be so re-
garded only provided one presupposes
that it is the very nature of the Divine
Being to disapprove of all sincere ques-
tioning. But to maintain that this is the
nature of the Divine Being is to give an
answer to the implicit question, In what
kind of a Divine Being shall T believe?
It is an answer to a question which, if it is
not asked by devout believers now, was
certainly asked by those who in the past
determined that very dogma which forms
the content of certain specific beliefs to-
day. For present unquestioning belief iz
itseli in many instancez the historical
product of questions that have been an-
swered by those great masters of the
church who in the past sought the truth,
and acknowledged the progress of rational
and free inquiry, albeit their answer may
have been that the truth is accessible only
201
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through that divine enlightenment and
aid which come from revelation. Huat,
again, to maintain that one shall helieve
in a Divine Being who reveals the truth,
is to ask and then answer the question,
What shall I believe?

In a previous article the question was
azsked, What am 17 * and the appeal was
made to science in order to find an an-
swer. The result was that it was found
that even the very answers that science
itself gives to this question carry one be-
vond science and into a realm in which
personality is discovered to be an entity
that is unitary, qualitatively new, and
free from the limitations of those scien-
tific realms to which it also belongs. It
was found that the personality belongs to
those realms with which, not science, but
religion, art, literature, and |:!1ilnmph1,
deal. True ]JL‘r-Ul'L'l].lt‘.’ is found only a
this level. I am all that science L!mm:-,
but T am also that which was recognized
to be a fact long before there was any
science, and must still be so recognized.

The answer to my first question led
me, then, beyond science, so that, as I
:tpprmch my “second qutstmn I am famil-
iar with the conviction that science is
not all, however counter to this its own
claim may be,

In seeking an answer to my new gques-
tion I take belief as T find it and ask,
What are the facts, apart from tradition,
emotional experience, and the will to be-
lieve, that lead one to believe? It would
thus seem that T am searching for proof,
for demonstration, at least to a certain
extent, and I confess that T am. DBut
proof and demonstration have degrees,
The lesser degrees are supplemented
logically by probability, p-f-;v-:hu]u;_jl.llh.-
by conviction. For example, that the in-
dividuals of a species vary in structure
and function can be directly observed,
but that one species evolves from another
by wirtue of minute wvariations that
are advantageous, is not directly demon-
strable. Nevertheless by the strict Dar-
winians this iz believed to have been the
most probable course of evolution. How-
ever, no one has ever seen evolution ac-
tually taking place by such means.
Scignce is replete with similar examples,

"See Senmsre’s Macanxe far Fanuary, 1gas
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Belief also may have different degrees,
and, accordingly, different doimmnm
It may be defined, for example, as “the
holding to be true in the absence of direct
proof and demonstration™; also as *the
holding to be necessarily true, with the
opposite regarded as inconceivable; or,
finally, as “the holding to be true not-
withstanding demonstration to the con-
trary.”” But with this psychological ques-
tion I am not primarily concerned.
Rather, my question is, What facts can
I discover that compel me to believe,
and, believing, what is the content of my
Lelief when it is reasoned about 7 Finally,
what is absolutely essential to belief and
what is not ?

What means, now, shall one take in
orider to answer these guestions with a
maximum of proof and demonstration,
and a minimum of assumption? 1 an-
swer that such a means is furnished by
a;.;l-,[n azking and giving an answer to the
(uestion, Are there certain facts that
science is incapable of dealing with? The
reply that T find myself obliged to give is,
“Yes there are.”

Seience deals with electrons, atoms,
energy, evolution, cells, machines, statis.
tics, and a host of other things, but as yet
we have no strictly and exclusively scien-
tific account of personality, love, sincer-
ity, goodness, beauty, justice, and the
like. Yet these are as undeniably and
directly experienced as are any of the
whoele gamut of scientific facts, Indeed,
at that level at which personality comes
in contact with personality, it is to such
facts that all science, both pure and ap-
plicd, is ultimately subservient as a means
to an end. For either science iz good in
itself, which means that knowledge for its
own sake, like beauty, is good; or zcience
is but a means to that which is good—
such as the production of works of art,
the bettering of the material and social
conditions of living, the alleviation of
pain and suffering, and the like. And I
am not sure but that one may doubt
whether, when the account is balanced,
and the evil that sclence is capable of
producing, as in war, i= debited against
the good, science has produced an age
that is better than those ages which were
without science,

I shall denote these non-scientific facts
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by the well-recognized term ‘“values,”
and then distinguish among values two
kinds, namely, ethical and msthetic, iden-
tifying the former with i good, and the
latter with the beantiful. There iz no
doubt that we experience these walues,
that we are actuated by them, and that
we judge things by their means, Thus
values are efficient causes, forces, powers
in our lives, albeit they are immaterial
In brief, it iz by values that we live,
Also there is no doubt that neither of
these two kinds of values is reducible to,
or definable in, any other terms ultimately
than itself. Sconer or later in any at-
tempt to define values a point is reached
beyond which one cannot go.  The good
and the beautiful are, as the scholastics
would say, swi gemeris. Thus, for ex-
ample, to till the soil is good, because it
produces food; food is good, because it
keeps men in health: health is good, be-
cause it conduces to life; and life is good,
—but why ? Andwhat is that good which
life is? The good is an ultimate concept
which one can only liken to the beautiful
and admit to be an undeniable and final
fact of experience.

Nor iz the outcome different if, having
versed oursclves in the history of such
ethical doctrines as Stoicism, Epicurean-
ism, and Utilitarianism, we compare
these as to their merits. For by such
comparison we endeavor to arrange the
three in accordance with a scale of good-
ness in order to find which doctrine is the
best or highest good as a rule of life. But
goodness itself as the common factor in
respect to which we compare these doe-
trines is not itseli comparable with any-
thing else. It is as much a fact in this
universe as is length, but it is a different
kind of fact, and there is no scale on which
goodness and length can be compared.

Seemingly, then, I must admit that I
live in the presence of goodness as the
common factor or invariant of those par-
ticular facts that are pood. In experi-
encing those facts I experience it, and
experiencing it, I arrange those facts in a
scale according to degrees of goodness, or
in a series of means to ends, until in the
one instance I reach the highest good,
and in the other an end which is not in
turn a means, but is good for and by itself
alone,
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Values, then, are experienced, and,
being experienced, are reasoned about.
We hind particular instances of things that
are good as well as of those that are bad,
and we reason about them. In fact we
discover by reasoning that there iz a dis-
tinction between concrete, particular
good things, such as a brave act, a kind
word, an honest man, a just nation, and
the good as an ideal, The actually exist-
ing EELT[FE‘UEEIF pood may never reach the
ideal. Further, we find that the good is
dynamic in character. It is a force, an
impelling power, in the sense that it in-
spirez and leads men to action, whether
it is the concrete or the ideal good, or
both, of which they are conscious,

Indeed, even when men explicitly deny
the good, they implicitly presuppose it.
They act on the basis of the good whether
they will or no. Whatever course of ac-
tion iz adopted is presupposed to le
better than any alternative course that
is not, and, therefore, to belong to the
realm of the good. For example, to give
up one’s life as something evil is to pre-
suppose that something is good, namely,
cither death itself or that to which the
sacrifice of one's own life may lead. Such
is the motive indeed that actuates many
of those who die for their country in war.
The good, then, is something that cannot
be escaped. It is experienced, presup-
posed, and lived by, although there may
be radically different and even contra-
dictory views as to what the good is in
particular circumstances,

However, in the broader realm of
values that includes both the good and
the beautiful, there are also directly and
undeniably experienced evil and ugliness.
Theze may be called negative wvalues,
Evil and ugliness are no more identical
with the things with which science deals
than are goodness and beauty, and yet
they are in opposition to, and in direct
conflict with, goodness and beauty re-
spectively.  How, now, shall these nega-
tive wvalues be accounted for, especially
evil? What is its status, its place in the
scheme of things?

Things that are commonly regarded
as evil are, perhaps unfortunately, too
familiar to demand illustration. But in
order to present two typical ways of deal-
ing with evil, or with the problem which
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it presents, two examples of evil may be
selected, namely, war and poverty.

Is war an evil? The answer depends
on the point of view, which in turn de-
pends on one's philosophy. But what
philosophy can possibly allow or main-
tain that war is not an evil?

The answer to this question is found
in that very special and widely influen-
tial philosophy which is called Idealism,
or, preferably, Objective Idealism. This
philosophy originated in Greek thought
in the fifth century B. C., but reached
the climax of its development in the nine-
teenth century in the system of Hegel
and his followers, among whom are in-
cluded our own Emerson and Royee. A
constant stimulus to the modern develop-
ment of this philosophy has been science.
For science seems to be in its implications
absolutely deterministic or fatalistic, non-
moral, soulless and godless, and Ideal-
ism promises a way of escape. This is
accomplished logically by distinguishing
between appearance and reality, between
the related and the relater, between the
opposed or conflicting and the synthesiz-
ing, between the many and the One.
Science is held to be concerned with only
the first member of each of these pairs of
terms and therefore to imply something
beyond or transcendent to, and different
in kind from, the things of science, Ac-
cordingly, the conclusion is reached that
there is One Absolute and Spiritual Being
who is ultimate reality, synthesizer and
relater, in contrast with all other things
as the manifold of illusory appearances,
In that One all oppositions and differences
are held to disappear. There is in the
Absolute One no right and left, no up
and down, no attraction and repulsion,
no cauze and effect, no subject and pred-
icate. And the case is not different with
evil. It, too, in the Absolute disappears.

Idealism, then, is that philosophy
which holds that there iz an Absolute
One that may be identified with perfect
and complete Personality, all-knowing,
all-powerful, and all-good. Human his-
tory is regarded as a manifestation of
that One, so that nothing which appears
in history is admitted to be ultimately evil,
All evil is mere appearance. Its char-
acter as evil is lost, absorbed, transformed
in an all-inclusive Being, Evil seems to
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be evil, therefore, and a very real fact,
only because it is regarded from a limited
point of view. But as viewed by an All-
Enower it vanishes, Thus it is that the
evil of war, as a seemingly very specific
and horribile evil, is argued out of exisi-
ence. Indeed, who of uz have not heard
the argument, quite in keeping with
[dealizm, that the Great War would he
seen to be a good if one could only have
a sufficiently broad knowledge of all the
circumstances and results past, present,
and future, connected with it?

But this idealistic method is not the
only way of disposing of evil. There is
also a scientific method. Science, and
especially that naturalistic philosophy
which grows out of science, must have
its own solution for each of the pressing
problems that Idealism claims to he able
to solve, or vield to Idealism; and evil
presents such a problem. The scentific
and naturalistic way of treating evil is
well exemplified Ly the solution that is
oiven to the problem of poverty,

Iz not poverty, and the suffering which
it entails, an undeniable evil—poverty as
it affects a large part of the world’s popu-
lation? It would certainly seem to hbe
until one considers evolution and its fac-
tors—at least those factors that Darwin
emphasized. Those factors are (1) the
differences, both great and small, among
all the individuals of a species; (2] the
chance occurrence of these differences;
(3) the chance advantage given to some
individuals by certain specific differences;
{4) the unfaverable character, in some
respects, of the environment; (3) the fact
of great fecundity, and, therefore, of the
lack of sufficient food for all individuals;
(6} the resulting struggle for existence
and survival of the fittest in the sense of
the strongest; and (7) the inheritance by
each successive generation of the average
of those individuals of the preceding
generation that survive, This is, in brief,
the Darwinian recipe for progress—a
progress which shall include the produc-
tion of new species and the differentiation
and specialization of structures and func-
tions, both physical and mental—but a
progress whose only standard or norm is
constant or increasing adaptation to, or
uzefulness in, each specific environmenlt,
In such a scheme everything is ecither a
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means to or an incident of this one end,
and poverty is no exception. Poverty is
hard on the individual; it is the price to
be paid by the individual for being weak;
but it disappears as an evil if it iz regarded
as an incident that is necessary in order
that the species may progress toward fit-
ness and strength. Nor 13 the arcument
different as applied to nations, No won-
der that the Germans, science-mad and
swallowing whole a Darwinian ethics,
preached the doctrine that small and
weak nations have no right to survive.

There are these two chief ways of nulli-
fying evil, of showing that it iz not what
it seems, and there may be other wavs,
But if there are, then there is always one
remaining philosophy that allows evil to
stand at its full face value and that finds
all methods of arguing it out of existence
to be invalid. Whether or not one accepts
thiz perhaps more uncomfortable wview
will depend on whether or not some meth-
od of disposing of evil other than by fight-
ing it 15 convincing, but, according to my
philosophy, there is no such method.
Evil is evil, and it cannot be transformed
or argued out of existence. There are
evil persons, evil motives and deeds, evil
institutions and practices, evil forces. In-
deed, running through all evil things is
evil itself.

I find, then, in answer to my question,
What shall 1 believe? that the waorld is
peculiarly divided and then redivided,
There are the indifferent non-values of
science—such things as atoms, masses,
motion—and there are values; values are
seathetic and ethical, and these logically
include, the former, the beautiful and the
ugly, the latter, good and evil,

Directing my attention to the last two,
I find that there is in the affairs of men
a conflict between good and evil. T find,
too, that each exists both in particular
cazes and as a principle. I put the goods
together, both the particular instances
and the principle, and recognize in the
combination a reality or a power in the
senze that the Good i= efficient in influenc-
ing men to action and in leading them to
be their best and highest selves. The
Good is an immaterial force. I likewise
recognize in the combination of partic-
ular evils and the principle of evil a real-
ity that works efhciently te oppose the
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Good, T then ohserve humanity, in
whom and in whose affairz the fight takes
place, and discover that the only means
by which evil is combated is Ly the
Good. T study history, and again the
conflict is revealed. But this means, it
seems to me, that throughout history,
working in men, inzpiring them and aid-
ing them, there has been a reality, a
power, that is identical with the Good,
and that, taking things by and large, the
Good has not been vanquished.  Rather,
I believe it has been winning, 1 must ad-
mit, however, that I cannot prove this.
It is only my belief, and belief begins
where demonstration ends,

I have reached, then, a certain basic
answer to my question, What shall T be-
lieve? Tari of that answer I can demon-
strate, namely, that there is something in
the world besides physical fact, and that
is goodness, or the Good. T can demon-
strate, also, that the Good throughout his-
tory has actuated and inepired men, It
has always been working. But I am not
able to demonstrate that this reality
always will work, or that, working, it
always will e victorious.  However, T be-
lieve that it will both continue to work
and be victorious, This, then, is my first
answer to my question.

It iz an answer, however, that is de-
rived, not by arbitrarily limiting science
in order logically to find opportunity for
the Gonod, but by finding first the fact of
the Good and then the necessity of ac-
knowledging the limits of sclence. It is
an answer, too, that identifies the Good,
not with a power that is confined to hu-
man affairs, but with a cosmic realitv—
a reality in the universe that exists side
by side with those realities with which
science deals.  Belief in such a reality is
trust and confidence; it is a belief that
means hope, humility, and reverence, and
the conviction that in those efforts and
endeavors that are the best in human na-
ture there is the presence of a Moral Ally.
Belief in a Being of this kind is belief in
a God who, if he is not known and under-
stood intellectually, is nevertheless used
by men in the business of living.

But the objection will doubtless be
raised that this conclusion gives far oo
limited an answer to my question, and
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that there is much more in belief and
faith than the conviction that there is a
power in the universe that is identical
with the Good. While the objection is
granted in part, the reply may neverthe-
less be made that whatever other content
faith and belief may have, they would
not be faith and belief in God were they
not identical with the conviction that the
Good exists and is a power as this has
been thus far defined. It is impossible to
conceive of God as evil. The conviction
that there is a Power that not only makes
for but that is righteousness is the very
essence of religious faith, toward what-
ever ¢lse faith may also be directed.

There is nothing in principle, however,
to prevent the development of this con-
viction into a greatly enlarged belief. In-
deerd, such a development is demanded by
the very fact that no two personalities
are ever quite the same, and because the
ethical, religious, and wsthetic nature of
the personality iz all too richly endowed
to be satisfied with the mere conviction
of the presence, the conservation, and the
increase of the good in the universe.
Only one principle of limitation to such
an extension of belief must be recognized.
This is that as regards those things in
which science is authority, science must
be allowed to have its way. What shall
I bLelieve in addition to my faith in a
Power that makes for righteousness?
Why, whatever appealﬁ to me as a per-
sonality that is in some respects unique,
and therefore whatever satisfies my own
emotional and msthetic nature, so long as
the specific beliefs that thus arise do not
conflict with reason or with science. And
what would T have others helieve? Only
that which appeals to and satisfies the
emotional and msthetic nature as well as
the rational character of each personality.
There thus appears the principle of the
freedom of belief—a principle that might
well be recognized side by side with the
principles of the freedom of the reason
and the freedom of the will

This very principle of the freedom of
belief as it has historically gone hand in
hand with its sister principle, the freedom
of reason, has as a matter of fact led to
the development of a number of specific
beliefs, or specific concepts, concerning
the nature of the Divine Being, This de-
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velopment, however, has always been in-
fluenced by the contemporaneous cultural
forces in other fields. Thus the fact is
that in the historical development of
Christianity the Divine Being has been
conceived of as Personality, as Power, as
All-knower, and as Spirit. Particularly
important, however, in this list of attri-
butes is spirituality, for if there is any
one concept more than another that tra-
ditionally has been regarded as necessary
to the nature of the Divine Being it 1=
this. Yet the study of the sources of the
influences which historically led to the
conception of God as a Spiritual Being
shows that this, like other concepts con-
cerning the Divine nature, was at least in
part the product of other cultural forces.
Thus it is the historical fact that in the
thought of Plato and Aristotle there were
present the conceptions of the perfect as
opposed to the imperfect, of the ideal, the
immaterial, the conscious and the per-
sonal as opposed to the material, of the
eternal as opposed to the ephemeral, of
the omnipresent as opposed to the limited,
of the true and the rational as opposed to
the false and the irrational, and of the
intuitive as opposed to the discursive.
These conceptions played an important
role in the period from the zecond to the
fifth century when in the thought of such
theologians as Justin Martyr, Origen,
and Augustine the Divine Being was first
clearly conceived of as spiritual. The
spiritual is the perfect, the ideal, the im-
material, the persomal, the eternal, the
true, and the intuitive, one or all. Thus
the philosophy of Plato and Aristotle not
only was of profound influence on Chris-
tian doctrine but still is of influence
through the tradition that was established
with the formulation of that doctrine.
When modern science began to develop
in the sixteenth and seventeenth cen-
turies, there was, however, the oppor-
tunity, peyvchologically at least, for the
development of still further conceptions
as to the nature of the Deity, notwith-
standing the fact that in certain respects
these conceptions logically were incom-
sistent with science. These inconsisten-
cies were doubtlesz at first overlooked, as
they are cven now overlooked. But their
removal does not in the least violate the
essence of genuine Dbelief or make im-
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possible the existence of a deep and de-
vout religious faith, It makes impossible
only certain specific and unessential theo-
logical conceptions, thus to demand a dis-
tinction between theology and faith.

Throughout the Middle Ages, when
there was little if anyv science, there was
an ever-growing use of reason, not as a
basis for faith, but in order to clarify
dogma and to establish the principle of
the authority of the church. But in this
twolold appeal to reason there was pecu-
liar irony. To use logic to clarify dogma,
although the outcome of such reasoning
might be the conclusion that one must
accept and believe dogma in order to
know, was logically to make the infallible
fallible and to condition belief by reason.
This human tendency to use reazon con-
tinuwed to develop when modern science,
with its appeal to nature, to experiment,
and to its own authority, made its ap-
pearance. But the result was that rea-
son as serving faith now had certain novel
facts and theories with which to construct
new arguments that were regarded not as
displacing, but as supplementing, other
conceptions of the nature of the Divine
Being,

The first great period of modern science
was characterized by the development of
the mechanical conception of the uni-
verse. This conception was the result of
the experiments, the ohservations, and the
reasoming of such master minds as Co-
pernicus, Galileo, Kepler, Newton, and
Laplace. The general guiding-point of
view of these pioneers was that only nat-
ural causes could he accepted as account-
ing for natural effectz. The specific result
of their discoveries was the theory that
ultimately there were only two kinds of
matural causes: the one, the push of one
body striking another; the other, the pull,
through gravitation, of bodies on one an-
other. Bodies were naturally in motion,
and not at rest, as Aristotle and the
church had maintained, and the operation
of specific causes of these two types kept
all bodies in the whole universe in mo-
tion, The result was what iz known as
the dynamic conception of the universe.
In such a dynamic universe every cause is
itself the effect of a preceding cause, as far
back as one may go. But could this
series, this regress of causes and effects,
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be infinite ? The answer to this question
on the part of the theologians and even
of zome scientists of the period was that
it could not, but that there must be a
First Cause, a Prime Mover who was
Himself Unmoved, a Creator, a Mecha-
nist., Thus it was that there was added to
the traditional group of conceptions of
the nature of the Divine Being a new
group. But may it not have been theal-
oy and not religion that was enriched or
at least altered thereby?

It is at thiz= point, however, that a
specific conflict between science and the-
ology appears.  The theologians and the
scientists did not at first see the inconsis-
tency of this answer with the genuine
implications of science, but this inconsis-
tency became apparent as those impli-
cations later became recopnized, and
especially as still further fundamental
sclentific  conceptions were developed.
Lavoisier in 1790 established the principle
of the conservation of matter, and later
Rumford, Joule, and others the principle
of the conservation of energy, As a
matter of fact, the science of mechanics
implied that {for every effect there was a
preceding cause in a world of nature that
is a group of moving and mutually at-
tracting bodies, and that the series of
such effects and causes could have no be-
ginning---[il other words, that there was
no First Cause, no Prime Mover., Here
was a direct conflict between science and
theologyv, and, seemingly, theology must
yield. But the conservation of matter
and energy also demanded further yield-
ing, for the implication of these two prin-
ciples is that the creation of something,
either matter or energy, oul of nothing,
is impossible, Matter and energy are
only transformed, not created; matter
comes from preceding matter, and energy
from preceding energy, in hoth cases with-
out anyv beginning. Thus again there was
direct conflict between science and that
specific theological view in which the Ih-
vine Being was regarded as having created
the material world ex nikifo.

But if the mechanistic theory of the
universe was the first great development
in modern science, the theory of evolu-
tion and the general group of biological
sciences that centre around that theory
form the second. Evolution as a theory
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was itself long in evolving, but when it
reached maturity in the work of Darwin
and his successors, it radically altered
every field of human knowledge. Espe-
cially did it render logically possible a
new explanation of the origin of all living
beings and of all those refinements in the
usefulness and adaptiveness of organs
and functions that so impress the ob-
server of nature as “evidences of design.”
Thiz explanation was, briefly, that species
evolved from other species and were not
especially created and eternally fixed, and
that the usefulness of organs and func-
tions was the result of the accumulation,
through heredity, of minute wvariations
that were advantageous, Criticism and
new discoveries since Darwin have some-
what modified the specific explanation
made by that great pioneer, but no scien-
tist, whether he is a follower of Lamarck,
of Diarwin, of De Vries, or of some other
leader in the field of biology, doubts that
purely natural factors quite adequately
and satisfactorily account for all so-called
instances of design. This means again,
however, that that specific theological
view which was based, especiallv in the
eighteenth century, on the argument that
the wonderful adaptations found in na-
ture implied a Designer, if it did not con-
flict with science, was at least rendered
unnecessary by science.  Just as the
science of mechanics does not logically
allow of a cause that iz first in time and
uncaused, or of a creator who makes
something out of nothing, so does evolu-
tion render at least superfluous the con-
ception of a being who, external to and
distinct from the universe, is nevertheless
its architeet, its designer, or its purposer.
In brief, the argument from design loses
itz cogency in the face of the equally valid
explanation that evolution furnishes, just
as the argument for a first cause is nulli-
fied by the implications of the laws of
mechanics and of the principles of the
conservation of matter and of energy.
However, that this is the fact has been
frankly recognized in both philosophical
and theclogical circles, especially since
the time of Kant, with the result that the
concept of a First Cause has been inter-
preted to mean, not first in time, but first
in order of reality, first in importance,
first transcendentally. Similarly the pur-
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posive, the teleological, the design ele-
ment, haz been interpreted, not in analogy
to what a human mechanist, or architect,
or designer does, but as meaning the pres-
ence in the universe of the Good and the
Beautiful as another aspect of things than
that which forms the subject-matter of
science. That these are the correct inter-
pretations is, indeed, the verdict of prac-
tically all philosophy from the time of
the Greeks to the present—a verdict that
is opposed only by that philosophy, called
Naturalizm, which maintaing that the
sam total of the sciences is the only valid
philosophy there is. However, it seems
to be guite impossible, as we have pre-
viously seen, for this naturalistic philos-
ophy to establish its case, even for such
a familiar fact as personality.

I conclude, then, that there i= an essen-
tial distinction between religion and the-
ology; that theology is influenced by con-
temporanecus tendencies in other fields
of thought, such as science, to build up
specific theories that are, however, not in
the least necessaryv either to theology or
to religion; and, finally, that the irre-
ducible essence of all genuine faith con-
gists in the conviction that in the universe
there is a Being who is that reality which
iz the Good, and which may be identified
with the Spiritual, the Transcendent, and
the Eternal.

We may now reach a definite answer to
our original inquiry. On the one hand, it
has been found that, guite apart from be-
lieving because of the influence of reli-
gious tradition, or because of some deep
emotional experience, or because it is pos-
sible to will to believe, there are specific
reasons for belief that come from a can-
did examination of all the facts. Belief
is quite congruous with science, with his-
tory, and with all other bodies of knowl-
edge. It is congruous because that which
is helieved in is directly experienced as
fact. Only one principle of limitation
has appeared, and that is, that to science
must be allowed the decision as regards
certain questions. But to vield to science
in this respect is to yield in nothing that
is essential to deep and devout religious
faith.

Ii this limitation is ohserved there still
remains, however, ample opportunity for
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the exercize of the greatest freedom of be-
lief. Tndeed, the principle of the unique-
ness of personality not only permits but
may even demand those more specific
beliefs that are traditional and that may
alone satizly the ethical and ®sthetic na-
ture of the personality. In fact, the very
recognition of this principle shows that
it is irrational to suppose that any two
individuals can ever have quite the same
belief and faith. A personality is a unique
entity, and so also must the belief that
arises in a personality be unigue,

This recognition of the uniqueness of
one's own personality as a special instance
of the uniqueness of personality in gen-
eral demands, however, that the right of
each personality to a belief that satisfics
that personality, even though it satisfics
no other, shall also be recognized. This
means that the right of the individual to
base his belief on any foundation whatzo-
ever—authority, tradition, emotional ex-
perience, the will to believe, and reason,
one or all—must be acknowledged, and it
must be admitted that if any one of these
docs not appeal, for example, reason, then
there is no wayv of making it appeal. One
who cannot or will not reazon cannot be
made to reason. Nevertheless, it is only
to place oneself in line with the general
tendency of the spiritual development of
mankind in the broadest sense of this
term as including science, literature, art,

and religion, to appeal to reason as at
least one basis for faith. In the historical
development of religion itself that appeal
has in fact not only always been made,
especially by the great masters of the
church who have lormulated doctrine,
but it has been made more and more fre-
fquently as that development has pro-
gressed,  Also, life in modern times, in all
of its aspects, has come to be founded to
an ever greater extent on reason. It is
only in keeping, then, with both history
and the spirit of the times to appeal to
reason as at least supplementing tradi-
tion, emotional experience, or the will to
believe, as a basis for faith. But one may
have a knowledge of all the more impor-
tant facts of science, history, art, and
literature, and eme may reason on the
basis of this knowledge, and still find the
widest freedom for the ethical and ms-
thetic development and expression of
ane's personality with no conflict resulting
Letween what reason shows and what
is essential to faith,  Reason in alliance
with science discloses only certain limi-
tations to this freedom.

In fine, the appeal to reason shows that
there is a rational justification of faith,
but it dizcloses alzo the rational demand
for a wide freedom of belief, so that the
non-rational nature of the personality
may be satisfied, and for the recognition
of the correlative principle of toleration.
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Ieewstramions By W. M, Bircer

ECAUSE the after-
noon was wet and dull
and he had been left
quitc alone in the
apartment, Strong,
with one of his brown
fingers, beckoned a
book from the row at

the back of his desk, opened it at random,

jotted down the date, July 5, 1919, and
wrote:
Vor LXXI.—z4

“Viewing things now from the sixth
floor of our New York flat, to her I must
have appeared the perfect ass.  The idea
of a full-grown man, first officer of a
sizable liner, grousing about the deck at
five in the morning, sifting, to the best
of his ability, deck-chairs, cushions, and
sundry, seems absurd. But at the mo-
ment of our first meeting my mind was
far from effects in heroes and heroine-wor-
ship.”



210

He drew lines of dizapproval through
thiz much.

“1°11 begin where 1 met her and do pre-
liminaries some other time.”

Az T secured the rope Hupp(‘rrtmh the
last group of chairs, a vision in pink,
something she calls 0r;,’|.1'|r|1e was blown
around the corner of the for'ard cabin.
The vision smiled upon me through the
ends of a veil, and some curls—golden,
but red where the sun shone upon them,

“Have you lost a diamond necklace?™
asked the vision, in a tone that convinced
me she had been watching.

“Only a passport,”’ 1 said gracelessly,
s5till free from the contagion of her,

“1 wonder,” she remarked thought-
fully, and now 1 saw her eyez were ma-
rine-blue, moving one hand from behind
her back, “if this is it?"

1 darted toward the g green booklel.

“For heaven's sake

“Please! Evervthing is here.”

“I begr your pardon,” I saicd,
meant it,

“T'm going Lo identify you, that's all.
Now let us see: Age, 36, Height, 6 feet;
Forehead, hbroad; Eyes, gray; Nose,
straight; Mouth, large; Chin, square;
Hair, black; Face, oval; Scar on left
cheek: Occupation, traveller; Signature
of bearer— What's your name? "’

* Johnston Cunliffe Strong!™ 1 had
become anxious to prolong our conversa-
tiomn.

“Right ! She handed me the booklet
anid waited for me to say f—:nmr:l.hi]lg.

“1 can’t tell you what I owe you for
thiz,” I began.

“A hundred thousand dollars!™ Her
[ace became closed like a bud with laugh-
ter.  ““And yOu are a most foalish :.'m.lth
to carry so much money so carelessly.”

I placed the notes she returned me he-
tween the visa leaves of the passport and
pocketed all, Then T realized she was
again waiting for me to speak.

“When I was twenty-one,” I explained,
“T had zaved twenty pounds which 1 put
inan Australian bank; the bank failed and
I lost all, and I have never since trusted a
bank.”

“I don’t blame you! But how did vou
come to be in Australia?"

So I told her how [ had loved a certain

and
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actress of thirty-five, how she had al-
lowed my sapling adoration, and how
upon entering the greenrcom one day
pods and ideals had smashed when she
had said to the manager: “ Ah, shut up !
How T had sought the sea for diversion,
All this and many other things followed
on the trail of a lost passport, vet T never
realized how quickly she had become
aware of most things that to the rest of
the world were a closed book. I knew
only that for the first time since T was
twenty I wished the society of one woinan
in particular,

Going out from breakfast the purser
drew me aside to allow some one 1o pass,
and upon turning, I saw her, with a man,
enter Suite A,

“Who are they?"" I asked my friend.

“Robertsons,  Bride and groom ! She
is fascinating but he is rather a cad, I
understand.™

“Because she is fascinating?” T said,
and went to my quarters,

We came up outside the islands. The
Nirvana, sister of our Valkalla, had
wirelessed reports of exceptionally had
weather. Our barometer predicted hurri-
cane weather, but the night was as clear
and beautiful as anv night 1 have ever
seen, 1 admit that part of the loveliness
was due to the idea that just below me
she stood looking out upon the vast tropic
glory of it all. By standing on the star-
hoard side of the bridge 1 could see her,
and the fact that her husband was there,
too, did not mar my pleasure. Strange
what stuffl a man's made of, after all!

Dhiscipline is slack in the South Seas,
so when my watch ended T took a couple
of turns up and down the deck, hoping—
not in vain—for an invitation to the
ecmpty chair beside the Robertzons’. A
kind of friendship had sprung up between
the hushand and myself, for Ihe was a
likable sort of chap, possessed of all 1 had
not: good looks, charm, polish, and an
extensive education.  All three of us had
been to the same places, but our French
was the greatest bond of all.

The skipper sent for me. Robertson
gave me his card and called after me he
wished to arrange a party when we
reached port.
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“That ought to be about sundown of
to-morrow,’” T said, and hurried away,

As 1 went up the ladder I noticed that
the wind had wveered to due north, and
that the sky ahead was overcast. 1
found the skipper in the chart-room.

“*Notice the weather? Barometer?”
he asked.

“Ominous "

“Bad,” he replied definitely.
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groped blindly. . . . Mental eclipse, a
blinding crash, cool, soothing water, then
air! Ah, how sweet it was! Air!

I struggled madly but the vicious sea
roared and dashed in ceazeless paroxysms
of fury., 1 saw no trace of the wvessel,
I determined to float, and was tossed
here and there. 3y ribs pained and at
moments I was senzeless, but the coal
water revived me, Something came upon

Y Please !

By ten o'clock we were well into it, but
we had had time to prepare, and with a
lusty crew and a ship like ours T had no
fear.

By midnight all the port life-boats had
Leen washed away, the rail was gone, and
the anpry sea tugged untiringly at the
for'ard hatches, DManganese, too, is a
nasty cargo, The skipper and I had been
caught in the pilot-house. He held to
me and screamed something into my car,
when, with a mighty lurch and an ob-
vious shifting of ballazt, the Valhalla was
tossed on her side and refused o right
herself,

Hellish din was in my ears, 2 moment
of supreme agony when breathing was
impossible; the wheel pierced my zide, 1

Everything is bere.™
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my wrist with a crushing force. Again
and again it came. Mobilizing all my
strength, T clutehed at it but it was some
time before 1 found a hold,

At dawn T scrambled on to the raft,
Then I must have slept.

When T came to, the sea had calmed a
bit and 1 espied a speck—it seemed half-
way to the horizon.

I paddled, prayved, and wilfed movsell
lnwarcl Lh:: :-'.|;-|:‘{‘1:, Lt I|'|L: U wWas ]J]in:i—
ing bright when 1 reached—/fer.

She wore a life-belt. 1 picked her up
for dead,

To zee the sky the next day vou woulid
never guess it knew how to do anything
but  behave. We zighted land  abous
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high noon.  We were without food, but
the contents of my flask—a silver one—
had kept us alive. She was very weak,
and the energy the sight of land had
called forth disappeared when we found
all efforts to reach it were apparently
futile.

The storm had revolutionized even the
currents. The surface of the water was
alive with Portuguese men-of-war and
sting-rays which pestered us every time
we gave them an opportunity. Their
stings are nasty, too, The constant sight
of fish in the clear water nearly drove us
mad, for we were starving. The sharks
were thick about us; they seemed to know
how far gone we were, 1t would be only
a question of hours until we would have
to give in,

Some time in the night T realized we had
struck a current of some kind, T hardly
cared whether it took us ashore or to sea,
so long as we moved. I wakened her, but
her strength had already been overtaxed,
and she received my news with a calm,
tired smile.

In the pitchy darkness that precedes
the dawn, I smelt the stench of stale fish.
We were near something, but I dared not
paddle on account of the sharks. When
day finally came we were but a stone's
throw from shore. Beneath us were the
wonderful coral formations of the South,
and tiny fish were everywhere. The
sharks had deserted their prey.

Making u fish-net of the hack of my
porous shirt 1 secured our first meal. 1
had to carry her ashore, but water from
a fairly good spring soon revived her,

Near by, two negroes, deal mutes who
understood nothing but their own signs,
fished for a livelihood, and gave us cut-
tings of vam and sweet potatoes to begin
a garden. I could not make them tell
me anything about the surrounding
country, and finally abandoned my at-
tempts.

Soon after I had erected a kind of
“benab™ of bamboo, guinea-grass, and
mud I coniracted pneumonia. Our sol-
emn-faced black neighbors took me in
hand. I was given a strong concoction
of coffeg, lime-juice, and rum, and my
reerd bed was placed in the sun,  She was
given herb sap with which to anoint me,
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and I convalesced under her constant, un-
tiring care.

They kept poultices of wild-plum leaves
on my head to bring down my temper-
ature, and 1 always managed to pull
these well down over my eyes that I
might watch her without her knowing [
did so. Once, when 1 apparently slept
overlong, she came near, so near—the
fragrance of her intoxicated me so that
I caught her arm, but she gently disen-
gaged herself and arranged a new roll of
grass beneath my head.

She still had but the filmy white dinner-
gown she had worn when 1 picked her up.
She told me she washed it in a pool near
by each night, and at sundown she would
tie the pink sash about her waist, and
laughingly called this “'dressing for
dinner.”

The tropics seemed to accentuate her
ethereal loveliness; her hair was more
brilliant. . . . She had become alarm-
ingly dear to me, and it was perhaps my
utter weakness that caused me to forget
all elze, until one day she came to me as
1 sat propped up in the sun.

“ Johnnie," she said—she called me
Johnnie and T ealled her Valerie—"are
vou absolutely sure my husband was
killed? Couldn't he have been picked
up as I was?"

*No one could have lived in such a sea.
There was no wreckage even that he
could have held to, and you know we
searched thoroughly.”

“Yes, I know! Of course I know; I
can’t think why I ask when I know—""she
answered hopelessly, looking out to sea.

“What's the matter, Valerie? Aren't
vou happy—here with me?"

I don't know why I said such a thing.

“Yes, ves, Johnnie; but poor Jim—!
I sometimes—always in the night, John-
nig, I seem to see him—hiz eves— Oh,
it is awful! Always his eves, imploring
me to help him. Last night he called and
called: *I'm not dead, Valerie; I'm alive!
Help me! Help me!™"

That was the beginning. Before, the
shelter in which we lived, the garden, the
fishing had distracted her; but the time
was now at hand when she had only the
wreck of a man as companion, and the
horror of the whole thing seemed to pos-
sess her,  She lost interest in evervthing
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and became listless, sitting always look-
ing out to sea and waiting for assistance
which never came,

The black men prepared a fish for me
and brought it with a vam one morning.
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tation, so I struggled to the scene of the
catastrophe. One look was enough.
“Love-vine [ I announced. ' Beastly
thing! Kills everything it comes in con-
tact with—there 1= no escape! Chokes
all vegetation, anything, to have its way.

I haad o carry her

They were our advisers in everything.
Later that morning she came into our
“benab,” her face ghastly, and dropped
to her knees beside my bed.

“The parden!" zhe sobbed. *Some-
thing has killed everything! A wvine is
growing all over it!"

I had seen a good deal of tropical vege-

ashore. —Fage 112

In some countiries it is a criminal offensze

to have it found on one’s property,  Lowe-
vine—1"
“Love-vine " she repeated.  * Yes, il

must have itz way—always f™

I wondered what she meant.

Our neighbors were informed, and they
stood, silent witnesses of our plans to
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escape starvation. We decided to offer
them my watch and ring, with the hope
that they would find a means of obtain-
ing food, They received the things and
left the camp.

Things were getting pretty bad by the
fifth day. We had eaten the black men's
food, but this would give out in time, 1
could not sleep, and lay thinking. Sud-
denly Valerie burst in upon me from be-
hind the curtain of banana=leaves which
separated our quarters.

“They are coming back over the hill 1™
she cried, and ran out to meet them,

I staggered after her. Sure enough!
those faithful souls were returning.  And
their return meant two things: we would
have plenty of canned food and beans,
and there was a town somewhere near,

God knows T was content enough here
with her, and 1 felt that in time she would
overcome the nightmare about Robert-
son, I had searched for him even when
I had abandoned all hope of finding him.
No one could have lived in such a sea
without a belt or spar to hold to; and she
had assurcd me he had just secured her
belt about her when the ship capsized,

Diring the davs at sea the friendship
between Robertson and me had waxed
strong, and being then unaware of the
greatness of my passion for her, no jeal-
ousy had marred that friendship. Ewven
those days of her mourning for her hus-
band failed to incite me with aught but
reverence and pity, and with the self-
assurance of an amateur I thought only
time was necessary to make my suit suc-
cessful,

Our silent helpers carried me to the
shelter of our “ benab.” They are terribly
superstitious about the potency of the
moon's rays, and it was now full,  Recent
events diverted my thoughts from sleep,
Recovery was a matter of honor; 1 was
Lound to take her to the town and ulti-
mately to find a means of transportation.
Diuring those brief momentz of reasoning
my enthusiasm dropped to zero. The
thought of losing her—and of a sudden
this became even probable az a thousand
incidents arose in my memory to prove
her devotion to the drowned man and no
particular interest in me. A weird hope-
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lessness overwhelmed me as this realiza-
tion took root, My fever returned, and
after Jong hours of batiling with devils of
fancy, I lapsed into a twitching sleep,

The sound of footfalls on the shell
heach awakened me in time to see our
two neighbors tearing about in a frenzy
of surprise. One burst into our quarters
and, with unearthly guttural sounds,
urged our attention toward the hill and
the sea. On the hill nothing was visible,
but by laying his forehead to the earth
he tried to impart to me the knowledge
that it would be only a matter of mo-
ments until there would be plenty to be
seen there. But the sea offered a differ-
ent aspect.  The moon divulged the fact
that almost within ear-shot a creature
struggled in a death-grip with nature,

I boarded the raft and shoved off,

The supernatural had certainly had a
hand in bringing Robertson back to us,
I knew a greal gladness at his return, for
his poor distorted face and blanched hair
told of his days out there in the great un-
known. He had heen sucked down hy
the sinking Valkalle, and ejected to the
surface when the boilers exploded. A
member of the crew in a zalved life-boat
had picked him up,

Hunger had come gradually upon them
while they were becalmed near the scene
of the wreck. Then they had seen
floating, face down; they had picked it up
and later;

“My God, he was only thirsty "' Rob-
ertzon told us,

“His act seemed to turn his mind,” he
went on.  *He drank sea water and went
raving mad. I had to make an awiul
fight for it because he was a big brute, but
he died—died with threats and curses for
all mankind.

“Then I came upon a cask of fresh
water in the boat, not much, but it kept
me alive, and from time to time flying-
fish lighted in the hoat. Luck was with
me, after all, you see! And I got into a
current that brought me here.”

At this point our neighbors directed our
attention to several figures silhouetted on
the crest of the hill.  Our dilemma, how-
ever, was short-lived, as the black men,
by trying to secrete the beans and canned
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provisions, imparted to us the fact that
the law was tracing them to their lair to
discover how they had come by the watch
and ring.

“That will be easily explained,” 1 said;
but Robertson, with maniacal alacrity,
grabbed up the sacks, slung them into the
life-boat, and dragging Valerie down, in-
sisted upon her getting in.

*Come on, Strong; no telling what may
crop up !’

“No!" I protested.
old man. Hold on!”

“Tt will be easy,

“Rills everviimg it comes i
' Page g

But | saw the lovewvine! Tf the law
travelled for twe davs to ind a satisfac-
tory explanation only for their pains—?
No, the law would be compenszated for its
clever ruse in tracing the two BCAIM s, |
had no idea in what country we were, and
if it was of the Spanish-American variety,
I realized our zafety lay in our absence
when the law arrived. The supplics
would last, and we could explore the
coast and return when we desired.

There are things too big to understand
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To these the Oriental bows.  And one he
calls The Great Destroying Power.

Why half the world is distorted that a
fourth may know more complete happi-
ness—the other fourth is never heard of—
one cannot understand.  Why s the
fourth an unrecorded nonentity? We
call it life, and are satished.

With Robertson and Valerie, myself
and the provizions sailed The Great De-
stroving Power,

We were to take our turns as lookout,
Action had imbued me with new strength,
zo I took first watch. Robertson slept.
At sunset of the next day he awakened,
and I suggested that he relieve me. He
refused, so Valeric and T sat together
through the night, with only the sea and
moon and stars as companions while Rob-
ertson slept.  This went on for days, he
devouring all canned goods and refusing
to watch or to eat the beans which we
knew he should eat.

“Look here, old chap,” I ventured one

day, *you'd betier lie low on cans and
eat some of these, or the consequences
mayv be serious, It's dangerous, Robert-
somn,’”
“Fou can darned well shut up on beans,
because [ won't eal them. When aman's
been starving he will eat what he pleases |
These were the first words he had said
since we had shoved off. He sat always
at the tiller, muttering to himself -and
cracking his knuckles, Sometimes a
harsh laugh burst suddenly from him, and
at such moments it seemed Valerie's nerve
would snap.

To prevent beriberi I wet both sacks in
the sea, laid them in the bottom of the
boat, and spread beans between them,
These soon sent out zprouts which Valerie
and T ate while we cruised about in'search
of land—any land. Constant showers
kept our thirst appeased.

On the tenth day at sea Robertson
struck his wife when she tried to induce
him to eat. The same night he caught
me by the throat and =lit my back with a
piece of tin,

“Starve me, will you?"” he yelled in
my ear. “‘Starve me and take my mon-
ey

But when I freed mysell he dropped

Worse.
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down exhausted. His fever rose rapidly,
and by the time a whaler picked us up,
he was a very sick man.

“Same old owl!" the skipper told us,
and I was glad Valerie was ignorant of his
particular vernacular. “An T ain’t seen
none these nine vear. The cans got 'im,
But I'll be puttin’ inter Savanny fer per-
visions, an” we kin hope on.”

The old man acted as medical adviser.
Valerie nursed him by day, and because
his delirium was worse at night T sat with
him then, although she came constantly
to offer assistance and to sce that all went
well,

The strain of the davs through which
she had passed, while not detracting from
her beauty, caused a great sadness to fill
her beautiful eyes, her face becama wan
and resigned, and where she went she cre-
ated an atmosphere of hushedness,  Even
the hard zinners in the crew offered their
savage homage in various ways, and the
skipper had given her his quarters, and
entered always as a usurper for occasional
clean linen or a chart.

Y But we'll do it, won't we, Johnnie?"
she said one day when Robertzon seemed
“We'll make him get well, vou
and 1.

And—

“When a man can command the sea to
behave he can surely make another man
obev ! You make him, Johnnie—dear!"”
and she placed both hands on my shoul-
ders and drew me down to her.

“Lips please, big brother [ And a bit
of her old-time mirth returned, with its
same old contagion.

What a honevmoon she had had |

“Sure thing, little sister! We'll make
him—>&ufly him until he recovers in self-
defensze.”

Sure enough, Robertson began to
mend.  Cooler davs came, and presently
he recognized Valeric,

" Change vour dress | Where's Strong? "'
he remarked, and dozed off.

We sent for the skipper, but he failed to
find it an occasion for rejoicing.  He was
a glum old customer,

As we neared land, Robertzon's condi-
tion improved,

Land to the shipwrecked! Only as
one of the wrecked do T realize what this
means, and words refuse to come. A big
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lump fills my throat, quite like the

(e
my Hag never fails to produce !
"_luhnr]i::!" A cool slim arm was

slipped through mine as 1 stood on deck,
hands in pockets, watching home come
home.

“1s he asleep?™ T asked, without look-
ing at her,

“ Tofmnie!
crying 1"

“Tt's home, little sister.”

‘Home ! she repeat eid qL'..iL't]j.', and the
little arm was withdrawn to find a hand-
kerchief,

“Let's go down and tell him,” I sug-
gested. .

" He lay motionless in the dark room, his
two thinnrms:iru[q wil Jistless on thesheet,

“You tell him and I'll go.™ 1 felt my
'iI'IIr'II.!'-il:H:I.

*“We want you, too, Johnnie ™

¥ Johomie! What was that "

“The anchor.” 1 now made

she exclaimed. *“You're

as if to

LOVE-VINE

L1

leave,  Something
[ could not remain.

“How it f[ighli_'uc:ul e |
my nerves.”

* Johnnie ! Her scream arrested my
retreating steps, and I ran back.

“What!" I cried, and I did not recog-
nize the voice as my own.

“He won't move.”

The skipper came in.

*Just what I was afraid of,”" he said.
“As the anchor goes down life goes out.
Peculiarity of the disease!™

Beriberl. . . .

was smothering me.

It must Le

Valerie would not marry me for more
than a year, for, after her fever—during
which she seemed to {forget all the horrors
of our adventure—she insisted upon let-
Ii:n_|_{ her hair ETOW thick before our wed-
ding. It—the hair—is all little golden
ringlets now, and— But there she is at
the door b "

“What!" T cried, amd I dil not recognize the voice as my own.
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dHERE was the usual
difficulty in believing
that the girl standing
at the wicket could
possibly  have grown
up so quickly. But I
had her own word for
it that she was Mari-
belle Binney, and that, after all, she was
only eighteen. A moment earlier I my-
seli had belatedly descended into Circle-
ville upon a stale cloud of smoke and cin-
ders. Outside the station, there had heen
nobody,  Inside, there.were hot, con-
cealing shadows, contrivances for selling
chewing-gum, and Maribelle.  But young
girls, at least if they were Binneys, didn't
compozedly buy tickets and stow away
time-tables at that time of night unless—
unless— T had to speak to her.

The tall young creature had smiled
down at me a little disconcertingly. But
she met all my meddling inquiries. They
were taking the ten-three to Chicago.
Her father was resting over in the corner
opposite—paossibly he was even asleep.
Seven or eight meetings every week, n
strange places, did exhaust him, even
now that Maribelle herself went along to
see that he had enough to eat and got
aboard the right trains and all that.
“But perhaps vou hadn’t heard that
father’s carrving on what you might call
a drive.”

“A drive 2" The word seemed gro-
tesque.  Wilbur Binnev was diligent and
single-minded; he was all piety and vir-
tue. But one couldn't help knowing it
was his temperament to putter, and
that as to all financial values he had re-
tained the innocence of paradise.

“0Oh, I don't mean he's raising money,
That wouldn't be so hard, T suppose,”
the girl set forth with perfect simplicity.
“1t's missionaries that he wants to find—

218

new ones. They've given out—at least
among our own church people. People
sav it's because of the war. And since
father isn't going back to India himself,
he's arranged to do this instead. No, he's
not strong enough to go about in this
way. But, you see, when it's what he
wants more than anything . , "

There was no time to ask about ' re-
sults, And I felt that would have been
indiscreet, anyway. There were in fact
only three minutes in which to recall my-
selfl to Mr, Binney and to discover that
ill as he looked, he had a new quality,
Some urgent flame was searing him,

I pretended T knew about what he was
doing, and murmured something that
must have sounded congratulatory. He
laid hiz hand wpon Maribelle's shoulder
and looked at her with adoration, ‘‘She
makes it possible,” was all he said.

Their train whistled and T went out-
side with them,

*“0h, no, please—at the other end,"”
Maribelle called after me. 1 had started
toward the sleeper with one of their bags.
“We always take the day coach. It's
quite comfortable, reallv.” From this I
knew that the bag I held must contain
sandwiches for a succession of inadeqguate
and clammy meals.

The girl was all competence and ten-
derness as she got her ilalher aboard the
hot, littered train. Something held me

there watching them till they were out of

sight. Perhaps it was my sudden eonvic-
tiwon that the relationship of these two
was of a peculiarly classic pattern, Pure-
Iy the products of a new world, they were
nevertheless the unchanged father and
daughter of antique fable.

Ta this new impression of the Binneys
I was to find in a day or two that Circle-
ville had itz sharp correctives to supply.
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“Poor Mr. Binney,” they called him
now, in a tone that just stopped short of
contempt if it didn’t in the least stop
short of patronage. They couldn’t be-
lieve in him enough to praise or even to
tolerate his single-handed effort to relieve
the missionary shortage. And perhaps,
in any case, frugal and prose-bound
people that they were, they would have
shrunk from secing Wilbur Binney squan-
der that thin and scanty essence that was
his life-blood in a cause that wasn't per-
somal or demestic or visibly immediate.
The idea that possessed him was the sort
of thing at which their own bridled imag-
inationz halted stubbornly. And to no-
Loely, of course, did the whele enterprise
seem as fantastic and unnecessary as it
did to Wilbur Binney’s wife.

The color of her opinion was in fact so
eazily imaged that I made no effort 1o
see Leota. Rather the contrary., But
within a week the missionary’s wife and
I were inevitably sharing a seat of an
interurban  trolley-car, with an hour
ahead of us. It soon became clear enough
that up to the moment of her skilfully
shaped confidence I hadn't understood
the situation at all. And it was only in-
directly that T seized it now—only by
translating what she said into the terms
of my own understanding, supplying all
the clews and annotations that my old
knowledge of the Binneys furnished me,

The thing that somehow evervbody
hael omitted to tell me, that Maribelle,
with that delicacy of hers, hadn't men-
tioned, Leota promptly told me now.
She couldn’ of course, in decency, stress
it tog inhumanly. But the rather dread-
ful truth was that she had secured her
heart's desire.  Nothing had been maore
frankly admitted between us, during the
years that she had found me a sym-
pathetic confessional, than the fact that
Leota dreaded a return to India, to the
mizssionary life, beyond all human pos-
sibilities, Well, the fates had listened to
her, And this is what the fates had con-
trived.

Three months earlier the doctors had
told Wilbur Binnev, no longer that he
must keep on postponing his return to
India, but that he must never return at
all, This was what I hadn't known, He
was in the category of incurable chronic
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cases, and there wasn't any appeal. Had
he been alone, a free agent, I could have
my own secret surmises as to how this
pronouncement would have affected him.
The urge to fling himself, however fechly,
upon the breast of that inert unchristian
hemizphere he vearned for would, 1 sup-
pose, have heen irresistible.  But the
husband of Leota Binney and the father
of Leota’s unnumbered lovely children
was far from being a free agent. The
luxury of dving cutright for a cause was
clearly quite outside his range of choice,

He had had to betray, it proved, how
much he minded,

“It didnt seem reasonable of him to
take it so.” Leota spoke with singular
mildness, but I saw that she was striving
not Lo seem to exult in her own deliver-
ance. “ A man with all that Wilbur has—
his pleasant home, and the children, and
his easy, congenial work at the seminary.
And they tell him that if he iz careful
and stays in this climate, he can casily
Eeep the upper hand of his trouble,

“You know he's never been in the least
a moody man. Perfectly serene through
all that struggle out in India, though we
uzually had a sick baby of our own to
WOITY OVer,

“But alver that last interview with the
:~"|11::;i:1]i.-iL in '['_fhil:.'lg_;- 1, he came trg‘t]ming
home and scarcely spoke to any of us for
a week, even Maribelle—and I bLelieve
he’s more attached to her than he was to
Dorcas, even.  You would think it had
never occurred to him before, in all these
yvears he has been ailing so, that things
might turn out this way. He just groped
{Ll]llul ll'll:' !'H'I'I,I!-'\.l." s i' ]IL‘: HH'T‘!"."E'H‘)".".‘ L"“uhl]lli
feel or see things any more.

“Then one day I went into his study
when he was out, and I saw he had un-
packed his hand-hag.

“ .. You remember, I've told you
about it hefore, The bag that has always
stood there strapped and bulging by his
doorever sincewe came back from India-
as if he expected to start the next day on
some sudden summons, Sort of a sym-
bolic comfort to him, 1 suppose, though
he never said a word to explain it, Bt
now, fpally—he'd given in. The hbag
stood in his closet, empty.”

Leota paused and looked toward me
for the usual comment. Then she turned
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from my squirming silence and brightly
went on with her tale.

- Pfup|e saw how it was, and wanted
o do things for him, But what could
they do? He simply wouldn't talk about
his affairs to anvbody, not even to me,
And the little things that distract the
rest of us don’t distract him. As for the
children, they might as well not have
been there—except Maribelle, Mari-
belle is a girl that for my own part I don’t
understand at all, nowadays, But her
father seems to. And Heaven knows how
he would have pulled through this sum-
mer without her. She’s given up every-
thing, it seems to me, that a girl of her
age augiu to have, and done everything,
almost, that a well-brought-up girl cught
nol to do. But T won't go into that now,

“Well, what 1 am getting to is that
within a few weeks after the time I'm
speaking of, Doctor Pettigrew, who is al-
ways making those important sudden
trips of his, or at least he acts as if they
were important, in the interests of the
National Board of Missions, came out
this way and stopped overnight with us,
I had hoped that when the doctor saw
how wretched Wilbur looked he'd find
something conzoling to tell him. But
that izn't the doctor’s way. The first
minute we three were alone together, he
and Wilbur and I, he came out with this
serious news of o missionary shortage,
Up to this time they hadn’t made it
public.™

Leota swiltly
I{H:lk.

“Oh, well, 1 suppose that to you a
thing of that sort may not seem of much
consequence.  But perhaps you can guess
how it would zeem to Wilbur, 1t actually
irightened me to have him know it, in
that sudden way, now that he couldn’t
go out to the foreign field himsell.

“But the strange thing was that in a
way it seemed to do him good—stimu-
lated him. Some people might think than
Wilbur's view of things is a little narrow,
And there's no doubt that he's too good,
or too idealistic, mavbe, to get on in the
world.  But, anvway, his feeling was, as
he told me afterward, that with a hig
need like that existing, he had to rouse
himseli to help meet it, at whatever cost,
So he had his plan ready in an hour, And

interpreted my  blank
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the doctor, before he left the next morn-
inﬂ, gave it his official sanction,

*Think of Wilbur, in his weak con-
dition, racing through 4he Middle West,
all through this hot summer, asking hu'r-'lr
people to drop their own affairs and start
out for that impossible India! Tt seemed
lunacy to me when he first proposed it,
and it does now. But you can’t take too
strong a stand against a powerful man
like Doctor Pettigrew.

“5till, I should have opposed this cam-
paign more forcibly if T had realized what
it entailed in regard to Maribelle. The
child hasn't been of the slightest help to
me all summer, and she hasn't made a
single preparation for going to college.
You know she enters the State University
in September.”

I zeized upon thiz mention of Maribelle
as an excuse for shifting the theme, It
was so much less uncomiortable to talk
of Maribelle than of her father, even
though from Leota's point of view the
radiant voung creature was not without
her definitely irritating qualities. In fact,
I was to discover that ever since Mari-
belle had allowed her actual z¢ll to become
at all apparent, it had been quite clear to
her mother that in a newly grown-up
daughter almost any other tvpe of per-
sonality would have been preferable, Yet
I saw she drew consolation from the fact
that Maribelle was lovely to look upon
and that people praised her.

My companion’s tone became even
conventionally maternal as she repeated
to me the extravagant commendation of
Maribelle’s teachers, and assured me that
the girl expected to complete her college
course in three vears, and so on, TEE
string of formulas began to rattle from
her lips like beads.

“With a mind like hers, they tell me
that the work will be nothing, And she
can manage the expense very easily, min-
isters’ daughters gel so many discounts.
Then she can earn quite a little—"

But here the glibly boasting mother
stopped short and blushed. Then she
laughed a little. She had remembered
that perhaps T might remember, too.

“That is—we did of course have an
erducation fund for the children, T told
vou about it yvears ago. But we've had
to horrow from it now and then. Oh,
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mostly for Wilbur's sickness, though he
himself doesn't know. And it took a good
deal for Joshua's freshman year.  He's not
as quick as Maribelle, . . .

As we separated, fifteen minutes later,
I thoroughly perceived how ineffectual,
. even more, how almost basely self-re-
garding, had been my wretched little
resolve, on coming this yvear to Circle-
ville, that T would allow a definite rift of
formality to develop between the Bin-
nevs and me. For after five days spent
in the same community, here I was caught
up again as unreservedly as ever inio
the current of this curious family. 1 had
1o confess to myszelf that T really did care
what became of voung Maribelle—and
of her father. And since Leota had told
me that *the campaign”™ would be over
in three weeks, and that her hushand was
already preparing for the final meeting,
to be held in Circleville, T knew that I
should have to see it through. Already
I felt as uneasy, as sensitive Lo an im-
pending crisiz, as though the missionary
cause were mine also.

It proved to be all below the surface,
the agitated expectation of those few
weels.

Though one caught brief sombre
glimpzes of Wilbur Binney, bent on his
apostolic journeys, vet one was far from
hearing any shout of encouragement for
his weariness,

But if the general silence was ever so
faintly hostile, it was by no means inat-
tentive. From an unguarded source or
two, a seamstress or some such non-
participant, T learned that it was well
known just where Mr. Binney was spend-
ing each day of each weck, and precisely
what measure of success he was atlaining.
Rigidl} withholding itzelf from open in-
quiry, the town nevertheless succeeded
in satisfying itz curiosity in exact detail.
I have no explanation of how this was
accomplizhed.

Circleville was likewize elaborately
aware, and in whispered concert it power-
fully disapproved, of all that was implied
in Maribelle's lieutenancy. Only a cold
occasional word or =0 was dropped.
There was no vociferous disparagement,
But one underztood plainly that if Mari-
belle had been their daughter, she would
not have given up her summer to any

such unnatural pursuit. To the need of
such o parent in such a causze they con-
ceded no legitimacy whatever.,

On the other hand, there was the sur-
prising fact, unspoken alzo, of Leota
Binnev's tremendously  altered  status,
Extravagantly as Leota preferred Circle-
ville, she had always in a sense been
obliged to buy her way within it. Circle-
villians had had their reserves about her,
This was partly snobbiery because she
was a Sncad, that is to say, a nobody,
and partly the result of her not having
had the warm humanity to compel their
liking.

But all that was changed. Leota and
Circleville were become closely, reckless-
ly, intimate, This almost ostentatious
social pesture in the direction of his wife
was =0 far perhaps the only visible result
of Wilbur Binney's missionary campaign.
Leota moved in an atmosphere of sym-
pathy quite new 1o her experience, and
no doubt lusuriously sweet,  And she
reacted dramatically, simalating the tra-
ditional wife with a grievance, overbur-
dened, long-suffering. Not that she com-
plained, publicly, except in the most in-
direct and ladylike fashion. She didn’t
have to. I even heard somebody zay she
was “brave,”

And from Circleville's point of view
there was, of course, a strong case against
Wilbur Binney. If the missionary's life
was not his own, as his neighbors pas-
sionately believed, then it was true that
he was seriously damaging the family
property,  With all Maribelle's care, he
was growing thinner and vellower and
weaker every day. He was taking liber-
ties with the single source of supply of
an exceszively large family. The collapse
of a man of such responzibilities would he
an.offense aga.i:uﬂ the domestic code not
readily 1o be condoned.

I suspected that somebody must have
hinted something of this zort to Mari-
belle, because her manner came to sug-
gest a certain mild defiance as their
coalition, hers and her father's, became
continually more close. It struck me
that it was with almost a retalintory
accent that she withheld herself from
that web of secular affairs . which her
mother was always trying to entrap her
between trains.  And for the Circleville
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frivolities with which all her contem-
poraries were busily dallving, she had
only an occasional bright lock of angelic
scorn.  There was no real fattery in her
coming to me for a quiet half-hour now
and then—she merely knew I didn’t
share the prevailing attitudes,

Now, of course, I am stricken by a
gense of the meagre use to which those
precious intervals were put. T was older,
I had a certain prestige with her. 1
might have preached to her a wholesome
erotism that would have saved her. Or
I might at least have tried to do this,
For, after all, in any important issue,
above all in any point involved in her
relationship to her father, I am by no
means sure that T could have influenced
Maribelle. Young as she was, she knew
so well what she was about. And her
seli-control was so complete that it was
only through odd little omissions, now
and then, rather than through anvthing
she actually said, that 1 acquired my
curious suspicion in regard to the girl,
A suspicion that I shall never verify. I
shall never ask her now whether or not she
has her secret reserves as to her father’s
propagandist doctrines.  The time for
asking that is past.

Diropping in at the Binneys' one morn-
ing, I had found the girl and her mother
engaged in some dark and drippy process
of preserving fruit,

“Maribelle isn't going to college, after
all,” Leota let fall, with elaborate care-
leszness. 1 understood that T was heing
called as referee into a situation already
acute. Then, as nobody said anything,
she went on, with a hint of passion:
“She's simply petting to be her father's
slape 4™

Maribelle gigeled at this, very vouth-
fully.

“He certainly needs one,” she re-
marked cheerfully. And then, (o me,
in explanation: * And that was, of course,
why I had thought of staying at home,
I was atraid I couldn’t do enough for
himin the week-ends. He's so dependent,
poor thing, since he has been such an
nvalid.”

“¥ou would think that with the house
actually bursting with children, some of
the rest of us might replace Maribelle a
little,” Leota threw in.
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Maribelle was conscientiously hent over
her steamy mass of plums. “ Father did
say something thiz morning about my not
giving up college. What really consoles
him for my going,"—she looked up witha
queer little smile,—*is that 1've promised
to take up Hebrew. It does seem a
little dull, but T don't mind. Then when
T've learned enough, I can help him with
that hook he's heen writing for =o long,
A sort of Biblical commentary, you
know."”

I looked at her flushed and charming
face and wished I might dress her in
something exquisitely frivolous and send
her to a party. But I had repented the
wizsh in an instant. It was, after all, a
mere ignoble sharing of the cause of
Leota and the other Circlevillians, For
I knew well enough what these would
have done to Maribelle if they could.
Strip from her her generosity and vigor
and intelligence, equip her with super-
ficial arts and a conventional wardrobe,
and pack her off with the hope that she
would “make"” a desirable sorority im-
mediately, and become engaged before
the vear was over to some son of a pros-
perous father, Ewvervbody knew that
such was the provincial parent’s view of
the possibilities of coeducation.

But though it was all very well to
despise  this popular ambition, you
couldn’t, whatever your point of view
might be, feel at ease about Maribelle.
There was something awesome in the
girl's resistance, in her strength. She
was in no danger whatever of slipping
into one of the familiar easy grooves.
But she was perhaps at every moment
of her life exposed to some wilder danger
—something up to which that courage,
that perhaps fanatical lovalty of hers,
would lead her straight and unwavering.

For my own part, 1 wasn't in the least
committed to the wish that the citizens of
our town, even a handful of them, should
spring forth to proselyte remote conti-
nents. Yet more and more 1 found it
sinister that Circleville at larpe, that
nursery of foreign missionaries, that seat
of theology and theologians;, should
cxhibit so calculated an indifference to
the fact that on a certain Wednesday
evening, rather early in September, the
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pious effort of Wilbur Binney was to
reach itz public climax. A few days later
the exhausted apostle, his conscience pre-
sumably appeased, would return to his
post in the theclogical seminary, and
Maribelle would enter college.  Ewery-
body knew all this, and everybody still
pretended that he didn't.  For that final
output of energy and hope one could see
that Circleville had merely its cold rebuke
in waiting. No hysterical response would
the mistaken man elicit from this sane
and cool-headed group.

I was still lingering on, in a state of
fascinated dread, when the dav of the
meeting came.,  Just an ordinary dull
little evangelical gathering vou would
have supposed it to be if vou had been
passing through the town. But Circle-
ville and I knew differently.

The day itsell T can still image clearly
—a day of sickish, stationary heat. The
earth was spread with a thick, tawny
haze. Fences and trees seemed to lean
oliliquely against each other in a dizzy
unreality. The thick sweet odor of ripe
grapes, the strong pungent smell of mari-
golds in the near-by garden, reached me
almost unconvincingly, as through inter-
polated screens.

It was with a stillness like that of night
that the crisis of noon arrived and passed.
1 suspected myseli of a touch of delirium.
For the afternoon zeemed to swell, formi-
dably, as T contemplated it. Tt was such
a hopeless sort of bigness.  You felt there
could be no end to this hot, still, round
phenomenon.

At what T suppose must have heen
about four o'clock Maribelle stopped in.
She had come, she said, to return some
books. But she stayed on uneasily.
Soon I zsaw that she wanted to talk about
her father. There were =0 few people,
nowadays, to whom she could talk about
him. And she could at least count upon
my understanding her.

She was rather white, I noticed, and
uncharacteristically nervous.

I asked if Mr. Binney wasn't well.

“0h, he's not ill," she said, *but he's
rather strange. He has stayed shut up
by himself all day long. We've never
Enown him to do it before. Do you sup-
pose he is—praying—or——""

“He feels it's so critical-——this talk 2"
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“0h, it's just that ! " she breathed with
intensity. ‘“He cares =0 much about
rousing these especial people.  1f I could
only be sure they would understand——"

I hesitated: *“They’re generous. They
always give.”

“Oh—money ! She was youthfully
scornful.  “But they won’t give them-
selves. What he asks is that they drop
their little lives and go /™

She wouldn’t pausze or rest. Before
she left 1 had agreed to join their family
group for the evening. It was Mari-
belle’s urgent idea. And I was glad, now
that the moment had come, to make this
slight public demonstration of loyalty to
the Binneys.

So three hours later Maribelle and 1 sat
side by side in the slowly Glling church.
Each additional presence was indescrib-
ably comforting. So long as people didn't
stay away altogether, I felt that the
ordeal could be borne. Yel they were
drifting in with the air of leaves on a
light wind. There was an elaborate sug-
gestion of having come by chance, and
with no idea of what it was all.about.

It was a nerve-straining matter wait-
ing fullv half an hour for an audience of
respectable size to assemble. At last the
church must have hecome quite half fall,
The organ burst into a shrill sigh, and
kept on pumping drearily away, in de-
spairing prelude, until Wilbur Binney rose
—a severely modelled, inelastic ipure, not
without a kind of dignity.

Circleville may have had a right to its
resetves, perhaps even lo ils sulkiness,
But it hopelessly missed the clew to the
grim desire in the look of the man who
stood there facing us.  He believed him-
self to have shirked sacred duties. T was
sure of that, and T was sure his soul was
sick from it, And the thing our eves
were bent on, as though we had been a
psychological clinic, and Wilbur Binney
the exposed and quivering “subject,”
was the man's strugele to gain relief
from his mizerable sickness. An unbear-
ably intimate spectacle, it seemed to me.
I felt that the lights should have been
dimmed,

It was noticeable that he faced us
without books or documents.  Such
wasn't the custom among Circleville
preachers. It was understood among us
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that only the superior and highly paid
city clergy, men with the expensive silver
tongues of angels, spoke without notes.
But Wilbur Binney spoke in this fashion
now.

I hadn't expected to listen. In fact,
I deliberately yielded him only a small,
blurred area of attention.

But before he had been speaking more
than a minute or so, 4 word penetrated
to me, - It was the word famine. He re-
peated it—famine. He was speaking
very concretely. My surprised atlention
half surrendered, and 1 found T was
following him closely when he finished
with his first point, which had to do with
the impulse to relieve hunger. He was
being definite and a little startling. He
was even being “timely,"”

Then he quickly changed his tempo,
“But it's another famine I'm concerned
with.” He launched this in a slow, dis-
tinct voice that was still free from con-
ventional pulpit solemnity. “A famine
far more terrible—a famine of holiness.
It is well to prolong the beating of the
eager human heart for a vear, if you can,
or for ten. But I am speaking of eternal
life. I am asking you to relieve a famine
among people who are hungry for efer-
nrly !

%here was an effectiveness in this. And
more effective even than the extrava-
gances he uttered were the loock of the
man himsell and the sound of that odd
recurrent rough note in his voice—the
note of an unsubduable emotion. The
values he presented were so luridly real
to him. He meant it all, so profoundly.

And yet, T couldn’t feel sure that the
human beings all about me were yielding
any quiver of response. Men easily
classified az professional churchgoers sat
heaped within the outer corners of the
pews, so expertly balanced between sleep
and waking that they actually retained,
even while luxuriously half-unconscious, a
certain loose control of movement and
expression.  But they weren’t thinking,
they weren't feeling. Nor was there the
most delicate interruption of the trivial
rhythm of those miniature fans oscillat-
ing aver chiffon bosoms. Above these,
smooth, solid faces seemed to convey
that there was no conceivable arrange-
ment of words, nor any modulation of
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voice, through which a man so irrevocably
classified as Wilbur Binney could sur-
prise or rouse them.

The Binneys themselves were sitting
rigidly =till, even the youngest of them.
I didn't, somehow I couldn't, look at
their faces. But as I sat staring straight
ahead, a thin, very cold hand was slipped
into mine. It was Maribelle’s. T allowed
myself an excessively slight pressure of
her fingers, still without facing her.

Yet I could almost bave wondered how
it was that the girl had not long ago
squandered her emotional response. To
this very argument, no doubt, she had
listened almost daily for months. And 1
could feel no certainty that it intellec-
tually convinced her.  So why should its
final repetition affect her as profoundly
as those cold, trembling fingers told me
that it did?

Leota had all this time been sitting
inexpressively at my other side. Now 1
felt a touch upon my arm. She was
offering me a fan. She was smiling faint-
lv, the meaningless small social smile she
so often wore, and her face was flushed
from the warm atmosphere. The icy
chill of sheer sympathy had not smitten
her. She was not even aware, I think,
that there was an issue in the air. And
for her, indeed, there was none. Should
missionaries be evoked from nothingness
ot should they not, she at least was safe.
India, and life itzelf, had remitted their
menace,

The talk wasn't longp—twenly minutes,
perhaps. Toward the end the speaker
halted a little uncomfortably. There
was a point not contained in the pro-
gramme which honesty evidently com-
ljc]lm,l him to make.

“You will not expect 1o find this work
easy. You will oot expect to find it
even—safe. It is not safe. ¥Wou will he
facing danger, I must warn you, you will
be facing practically a certainty of some
degree of dizease.

“But the true worker in this field will
always be glad to pay for his high privi-
lege, whatever it may cost him."

He paused as if be had finished,  Then
he came to the edge of the platform. 1
knew what was coming. There was no
longer any question of listening or not
listening. In fact, I listened so well that
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She stood waiting hopefully for the sign that he should make, —Page s25,
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I can almost remember hiz exact words.
They were something like this:

“T have said enough.

“Now T want those of yvou who have
agreed with me, to prove it. 1 want you
to pledge yvourselves to go across the in-
tervening land and seas to relieve this
famine I have told you of. I mean pledge
yourselves here and now, with your
brothers near you—the pledge to go and
do vour utmost for seven years,

“You will be tempted to think it over.
But there isn't time for that. Your
hearts should settle it. And you may
say you are needed where you are. T
take that for granted. There isn't one
of you who hasn't an exigent houschold
or a delicate little child or a responsible
profession. But incomparahly more than
any of these can need you India needs
you. . . . I beseech yvou to pledge your-
selves now, openly. A dozen of you, if
there are so many; two of you, if there
are 50 few.”

The missionary sat down and covered
his face with his hands. There was an
intense stillness. Not even a fan was
moving anywhere. But the silence was
that of rigidity rather than surrender. 1
glanced furtively at the faces about me.
They expressed nothing but complacence
—asif they were satished at last to demon-
strate to Wilbur Binnev how useless his
whole effort had been. * We could have
told you weeks ago that there wouldn't
be the slightest result from all this
pother,” proclaimed those unyielding
shoulders, those obstinate chins,

It seemed a long time that we waited
in the challenging silence. But one
couldn’t measure it. Then Wilbur Bin-
ney rose again.
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“If there is no one—" His wvoice
broke. The silence persisted.

“Is there no one—?"" came from him
in a hoarse cry.

But in a moment he had recovered him-
self. *“Then I will commit this cause-
he began.

But as the first rapid words dropped
from his lips Maribelle's cold hand left
mine, In the same instant she sprang
from her seat, sharply arresting her fa-
ther's speech with a sound you would
have supposed too slight to reach him—
a spontancous little sound of vouth and
lovingness.  Then, without a look at her
mother, at me, at any one, but hastily
flinging her hat behind her, she reached
with incredible quickness the aisle, then
the open space below the pulpit. There
she pavsed, and with a bright air of en.
couragement looked up into her father's
dark and frozen face.

She stood waiting hopefully for the
sign that he should make. But one saw
that he could make none. A man stricken
by the horror that stood out upon his
face had no longer words to utter, or
any will behind the wordzs. Though there
had never been speech in that place =o
eloquent as his dumbness was,

“I pledge mysell,” Maribelle began
in a steady wvoice—and went on, un-
prompted. Then she sat quietly down
in the front pew.

There was nothing more to wait for.
Wilbur Binney could do nothing. Per-
haps the wisest and ablest of us could do
nothing, then.  In hasty, embarrassed

fashion, without a look for the father
and daughter we were leaving alone to-
gether, we found our way out of the
church.




Pnking Fun at Grammar
BY . H. WARD

DI not see till vecently the article in Scripxer's by Meredith Nicholson on

“The Teaching of English.” It seems to me likely to do a good deal of harm, It

is of the s=ame kind as a good many articles on education, resting on vague theory
and not at all on facts and experience.  Meredith Nicholson's prominence seemed 1o
me to be likely to make this article especially harmful and 1 asked Mr, Ward, the head
of our English department, to write something in the way of a reply, I enclose here-
with what he has written and hope that you will publish it.

Our education is being attacked all along the line by those that think that hard
work is out of date and that school ought to be made a playroom. People complain
steadily of the dreadful results of our schooling and the illiteracy that appears in
school and college praduates, and in the same breath say that grammar and all dis-
ciplinary studies are preposterous.  They do not seem to connect the illiteracy with
the fact that their own preaching has pretiy well disposed of grammar and other
disciplinary studies and that a large part of the resulis they deplore comes from the
wide-spread adoption of the casy and the soft. The results of the whele campaign
are painfully evident to one who has received boys from all over the country. One
great difficuliy is that the advocates of the alluring theories have the platform. They
are heard and read everywhere and the general public are easilv convinced. A few
who are on the other side are hard at work teaching and are enduring with what
philosophy they can the effects of the new inspirational methods. 1t is for this reason

that I hope that vou can use the enclosed article,

Tae Tarr ScrooL, October 135, 1027,

POKING FUN AT GRAMMAR
My pear MoDERN NOVELIST:

You have recently given pleasure 1o
the public by picturing what you would
do if vou were a teacher of English. Your
sketch is racy, persuasive, and true to
life. You exhibit, moreover, a virtue
which was never a constituent of any
previous essay of this sort—e, r., Milton’s
“ Education”—hy poking fun at yourself
for venturing into “ this wide field where-
in so0 many foolz disport themselves.”
You intimate at the outset that vou have
received an invitation to express your
opinion about grammar; you announce
that vou are amusing us and vourself with
vour “henightedness.”  And throughout
the article you continue in every sen-
tence as scrupulously truthiul and as ob-
viously an entertainer,

Yel yvour patent truthfulness will be
misunderstond in the sirangest way—a
way which a novelist, unaccustomed (o

_'_'H

Very truly vours,
Horace Ih. Tarr.

the perverting power of literal minds,
would never suspect. Some thousands of
teachers and superintendents and peda-
gogical experts will apply your merriment
to fhe sokole body of actual feachers i aciual
schonls ¢ they will pass on to one another
the glad message that M. N. advises afl
frachers to discard grammar in ali schools.
Incredible—isn’t it?—that your plainest
meaning will be turned topsyturvy. 1
adjure vou, my dear M. N., as vou wish
well to American children, to aid me dur-
ing the rest of your life, whenever you
find opporiunity, in upholding your truth
against this comical distortion.

Stretch your novelist’s imagination to
conceive some of the false deductions
which educators will draw from your
playful paragraphs. You say, “1 doubt
whether I could pass an examination in
English grammar,” and you thought the
purport obvious enough. But all the
thousands of inefficient teachers 1o whom
those words come will interpret thus:
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0h, goody ! T don’t have to know any
grammar. My kiddies don’t have to
know anv., The right kind of English
teacher ought not to know anyv. Hur-
rah!” You took it for granted that vour
phrase “the fury of the grammar
hounds” would be interpreted in terms
of urbanity, but in fact it will be ren-
dered, quite apart from context, “Any
ane who advocates the study of grammar
is & hound dog,” or “a bloodhound on the
track of little Elizas who are trying to
ezcape into the hlessed land of lterature.”
Probably several hundred of vour readers
have consulted the Century Lo get light on
yvour quaint epithet and have decided
that you imply “a mean, contemptible
fellow; a dastard; a poltroon; as, a low
hound—so low and dastardly in nature
that he would be willing to have grammar
taught in the schools.” Many a lazy
teacher will be enamoured of you becausze
she supposes you to say that “grammar
makes a hateful mystery of English
speech,” and “the sensible student casts
grammar aside with disdain.”

They, in their ignorance, will suppose
that yvou say such things., They will quite
overlook the statement which qualifies
vour whole delightful humor, and which
vou supposcd would need no emphasis:
“Having an intuitive sense of the proper
and effective manner of shaping =en-
tences, there would be no text-books in
my schoolroom.”  You are describing
what your genius, in vour school, with
vour fertility of resource, your quick sym-
pathy with youthful needs, would do.
You never thought of advising all us
mediocre teachers in average schools Lo
emulate your high talent. No, there is
no excuse for misunderstanding vou; yvou
frequently enough repeal that vou are
discussing simply what your special ap-
titudes wonld do if =ome sad fate obliged
them to labor in a 2mall school composed
of delightful and ambitious young Mod-
ern Novelists: “This is what I should do
il 1 were responsible.”  You take pains
to show that vou are speaking of unreal
conditions: you have written a poem and
have read Greek, you sometimes make
grievous blunders in grammar; vou would
exclude all inspectors and reformers; vou
would leave the choice of subjects to the
students; you would efface yourself com-
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pletely as an instructor; vou would have
every confidence that students would un-
derstand the |:ni:ni of any rLi|1,':-i uf (FEETAE
to which you referred them. Surely vou
have insisted sufficiently upon the un-
reality,

In this respect you have done much
Letter than your fellow author Milton,
who once made the same sort of veniure
into the wide field where =0 many fools
disport themselves. Still a discerning
reader has no difficulty in perceiving that
Milton intended 1o portray a purely ideal
school,  The teacher, for instance, iz of
this sort: “He who hath the art and
proper eloquence to catch them with . | .
might in short space pain them to an in-
credible diligence and courape, infusing
inte their young breasts such an ingenu-
ous and noble ardor as would not fail to
make of them renowned and matchless
men.”  You and I understand at once
this hivpothesis of an ideal condition. We
grant that if a Milton were privileged to
gather about him a hundred and fifty
Miltonic boys, he could perfectly succeed
in the programme he outlines.  You,
with vour hatred of grammar, concede
instantly that a Milton, teaching voung
Miltons, is correct in saving: * First they
should begin with the chief and necessary
rules of some good grammar.”  You know
that a Cardinal Newman, teaching young
Newmans, could win his bovs te a noble
ardor by the means of grammar, which he
admired so much; heis a fellow poet, and
you know that he could make of grammar
a kindly light. Of course vou, teaching
in vour Indiana school in 1g22, would
completely fail to win vour bovs by gram-
mar, o season them to a love of virtue
and true labor; but Ve know that Mil-
ton could have succeeded in Indiana.
You grant that all his lofty ideals would
be realizable: *“to inflame them with the
study of learning . . . o teach them
geometry and trigonometry by plaving

. . soon to enter upon the Greek tongue
by overcoming the ditficulties of grammar
. . . losave an army by learning to man-
age a crudity . . . to make both facile
and pleasant Orpheus, Theocritus, Op-
pian, Nicander, Dionysius . . . to furnizh
them with proairesis, that they may with
some judgment contemplate upon moral
good and evil . . . to lead their yvoung
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and pliant affections through all the moral
works of Plato, Xenophon, Plutarch,
Laertiug, and those Locrian remnants

. may have easily learned at any odd
hour the Italian tongue . . . the Hebrew
tongue at a =zet hour might have been
gained, whereto it would be no impos-
sibility to add the Chaldee and the Syrian
dialect . . . to enable them to write per-
spicuously, elegantly . . . would make
them soon perceive what despicable
creatures our common playwriters and
rhymers be, and what glorious use might
be made of poetry . . . forming them to
ke able writers in every excellent matter,
when they shall be thus fraught with an
universal insight into things.”

Achievements like those are nothing
for you and Milton. You know, as yvou
indicate in your essay, that it is casy to
learn Ttalian and to teach youth to write
well. You show us how you would tri-
umph without grammar. You would
register their vulgarities on the black-
board to visualize them “as long as neces-
zary'"; you would make it appear that
clean and accurate speech is a part of
good manners; you would efface yourself
completely as an instructor; you would
teach effective speech and writing by
memorizing short passages: wou would
make the English speech the most natural
thing in the world. There is no doubt
that you and Millon could produce re-
sults which, compared with our school
results, are as heaven to ant-hills, You
and Milton !

“Why,” vou will ask in bewilderment,
“should any practical educator expect
average teachers in ordinary schools to
copy the processes of me and Milton?"
It is a hard question. The best answer
is to show how so learned and astute a
critic as Samuel Johnson once did thus
misapply Milton's plain meaning. He
dragged Milton’s hypothetical school in
the mire of reality by saying sceptically:
“Every man, that has ever undertaken
to instruct others, can tell what slow ad-
vances he has been able to make, and how
much patience it requires to recall vagrant
inattention, to stimulate sluggish indif-
ference, and to rectify absurd misappre-
henzion,””  Johnson, vou see, thought
that Milton was boasting what he could
do in an ordinary school, and thus ma-
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ligned the great poct. How, then, can
vou, judged by readers far less acute, hope
to escape being classed as one of the fools
that disport themselves in the wide field
of education ?

Ii dull readers misjudge, yvou will not
be perturbed; for vou are conscious of
the sound sense of your real meaning. [
am not pleading that you should care to
evade slander, but that you should have
affection for American youth, You have
unwittingly prepared a damage for them,
ad: amage which will continue through the
coming years, which is great and will in-
crease in proportion as your fame and our
love for you increasze. By the hope that
fame and love may prosper I conjure you
to help me undo the harm. Deign to say
publicly that you are not advising fifteen
thousand high schools to abandon gram-
mar. Your witty literary mind will never
realize the need of such a disavowal, but
it can get an inkling if it will consult suc-
cessful teachers in Indiana. I suppose
you don't utterly scorn the professors of
English in the colleges of your most lit-
erary State in the Union; you grant that
they have a bit of practical knowledge of
education as it most lamentably is to-day.,
Gather their opinions of how vour essay
will turn to poison in our schools.

In order to persuade you that such
consulting may result in great good, I
offer you the following facts, which can-
not be better introduced than by your
own words: “In these free States we are
making no marked headway in the at-
IlLrI;'lgln to improve spoken or written Eng-
is

Do you know any particulars about
the depth of the evil in your own State?
Six years ago Professor Brown, of the
college that made you Litt.D., organ-
ized the administering of a simple test
to all the college freshmen who matricu-
lated that fall in Indiana; only half of
them knew the difference between one
sentence and two sentences. Two years
ago the same kind of test was applied to
the freshmen of the University of Wis-
consin after they had been in residence
a month; not a third could distinguish
between a whole sentence and a fraction
of a sentence. Seven years ago the Har-
vard School of Business Administration
{to which only college graduates are ad-
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mitted) announced that only a fifth of
the theses submitted by students would
receive a passing grade if marked as fresh-
man composition. This year Yale tells
us in print that a sixth of itz freshman
class are “illiterate.” The list of horrors
could Le indefinitely extended. If wou
never went farther with us grammar
hounds than to publish with your nov-
elist’s skill some of this record of illiter-
acy, especially as it flourishes in secon-
dary schools, you would do a notable
service.

Do vou know what remedy for illiteracy
is proposed in your State?  What pro-
portion of the successful, experienced
teachers do you suppose would agree that
improvement can be hoped for by aban-
doning grammar? Yoo must make clear
when vou put questions to them that vou
are not referring 1o Modern Novelists,
You must cater to the lowly minds of in-
structorz by saying explicitly; * 1 am ask-
ing about all teachers, whose average of
intuitive skill is much less than mine;
and about all students, whose average
capacity for profiting by Illumn examples
iz infinitely less than mine." Thus you
will ;,u:-er against wrong answers.  You
will discover that many excellent teachers
do not make grammar hideous, do not uze
it as a mechanical toy; but employ it
with effective purpose to educate voung
people.

I vour genius smiles sceptically at an
“effeetive ™ purpose in grammar, restrain
its smile. In wour happy ether of intui-
tive knack with composition you know
only one part of grammar, a part that is
not much taught nowadays and in which
there was never much faith,  Indeed, the
“prammar” that you have in mind is a
supposition. It exists only in such cap-
tivating screeds as that writlen tweo years
ago by an Amherst professor for a most
literary magazine, and in another put
forth by a New York educator at the same
lime in a most reverend review, and in
those frequent joyful skits, written in just
vour vein, by a host of well-meaning peo-
ple. One and all they inveigh against
grammar without knowing what it is.
Grammar is not nowadavs a matter of
rules for correct usage, bul a bhody of
knowledge of how sentences are con-
structed.  You might some time enjoy
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investigating thiz region—just as 1 sup-
pose you like occazsionally to read abwoui
Alaska or the planetesimal origin of the
earth. Pr.r]m]:;-i you would find a p]un:
even in your ideal school for the sort of
grammar that is the only teaching device
vet discovered for shm'.m-'f the averare
fiteral mind the dli’fercnm, Letween one
sentence and two sentences,

You seem not to know that your dia-
tribe against grammar is all compact of
phrases and gpuesses that have been often
repeated in these last two decades, They
are trite, evervwhere bandied about,
evervwhere popular,  You show o naive
ignorance of present-day conditions when
vou say that vou would exclude from your
classes “all prml:lp-a!f-t and trustees aned
insist on protection from physical mani-
festations of their indignation.” There
are plenty of principals and trustees to
guard vou from the other party, and they
would most zealously protect vou without
your insistence.  You would daily receive
flowers and congratulations. You seem
to suppose that the grammar hounds are
in power and that you are the first cham-
pion lo appear against them; vet all your
brave words of ridicule appear to experi-
enced teachers as merely a dull and late
addition to a chorus of ignorance.  How
happy must be that state of life in which
acritie of education can originate all these
concepls without a suspicion that they
are antigue!

And vou are most happy in another
regard. You have never been told that
among teachers of English the knowledge
of grammar was never so slight as at
present, that in the schools there was
never =0 little grammar taught as now.
You do know, however, that ignorance of
the mother tongue was never so great
as now. Henece vour reasoning—lrue
enough, doubtless, for vour ideal school

~will appear to logic hounds and base
practical people to be false,

Though you are so unacquaintied with
the minor elements in our Tragedy of
Poor Old English, you do know the cen-
tral theme—to wit, that our youth are
uneducated,  About this you are much
concerned; vou cogitate il; in your
anxicty you write an essay proposing a
rem;ed_'l,'. You do well. All teachers of
the mother tongue are grateful for your
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interest. Can you not during the next
vear trv to learn what the best teachers
have proposed as a remedy ? At first you
will be disinclined to such an investiga-
tion, for teachers must appear to you to
he pedagogic hounds of base degree. So
it may be in order to remind you that
some of them could say of themselves—
with a truth and modesty equal to your
own— “Having an intuitive sense of
how to construct sentences, grammar will
be the great engine to lift our youth out
of the slough of illiteracy.” There are
secondary teachers whoe, like you, write
poetry; I know two of them., What do
vou suppose they would do with grammar
if they buill pedagogic castles in Spain?
They would use it for the mental and
moral and @sthetic upbuilding of pupils.
May I suggest to your catholic mind—
which I am sure will welcome the informa-
tion—that there are university professors
who can in all humble verity declare of
themselves that they have an intuitive
sense of using language. Would they ex-
clude grammar from their ideal schools?
A few would. The great majority would
use it as the very basis of decent teach-
ing; for they have, as vou most happily
have not, an acquaintance with the work-
ings of the average freshman mind, and a
sense of how to direct it, and a knowledge
of the only way in which it has ever been
led to proficiency in the use of English,

Do you notice that T keep insisting on
the average? You must not impatiently
judge grammar hounds by observation of
any one boy. Perhaps that boy has in-
herited a charm of style and a scunner
against grammar; he can be taught with-
out a knowledge of syntax formally
schematized; indeed, he will teach him-
seli. So will about five per cent of our
most desirable young citizens. What is
more, about five per cent of our adults who
might teach composition could succeed
without grammar; but these rare spirits
never go into school work; they are to be
found only in editorial sanctums and
novelists' studies.  We must, since we
are a democracy, consider always the
ninety-five per cent of students and
teachers. Sofar as can be judged at pres-
ent, the ninety and Ave will inevitably go
to hideous ruin unless they practise the
grammar method.
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To furnish reasons and testimony
would be bad form in such a literary
magazine, where I am commenting upon
such a literary essay as yours. But I may
be allowed to indicate where evidence js
to be found. In rgrg a literarv-minded
committee of the University of Wisconsin
English faculty formally announced to
the world the creed that no adequate in-
struction in composition is possible ex-
cept upon the basis of familiarity with
the facts of syntax. Their report was
published with approval in the Bulletin of
e Tlinois Association of Teackers of Eng-
lish., (You will be glad 1o know that the
editor has an intuitive sense of how to
use his native language. At times in his
life he has, like you, been able to read
several foreign languages.) The Wisconsin
creed has been indorsed at the University
of Iowa. (By the way, the critical Mr.
O’Brien says that the literary journal of
that university has a higher average of
artistic short stories than any other pub-
lication in America.) You can for vour-
self easily learn what is thought about
grammar by the most intuitive minds at
Yale, Harvard, Princeton, Columbia,
Minnesota, California, Washington—and
as far as you choose Lo travel,

There is no need of travel. Just as the
poet, abiding at home, could zee Pisa’s
leaning miracle, so you can learn in In-
diana that grammar is considered a ne-
cessity by the nation that is most literary-
minded and that has best established a
universal respect for good use of its
mother tongue. Allis displayed for you in
“How the French Boy Learns to Write,"
a book made in the very town where you
were born. The author fervently be-
lieves that the example of France applies
to American conditions, and that there
can be no proper teaching of English com-
position without a foundation of gram-
mar.  When vou have digested this book,
ask yourself an entertaining question:
“What must a French novelist think of
an American novelist and doctor of letters
who advises teaching the mother tongue
without the aid of grammar?” Well,
what do you suppose he would think?
I can imagine fairly accurately; but when
1 try to fancy how he would express his
thought, how his Gallic wit would con-
vey the truth and still remain polite—
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then I have a great curiosity to see his
deft contriving.

Oh, my dear Meredith Nicholson, let's
cut the kidding and get down to brass
tacks in this last paragraph. Can't yvou
see the evil you have done? Can’t vou
guess how incompetent teachers every-
where like to excuse their ignorance and
failure by quoting a literary fellow who
has poked ?un at grammar? Can't you

uess how devoted teachers everywhere

those overworked and underpaid ones
that you speak of 2o feelingly), builders
of democracy in this time of siress, are
discouraged and weakened by your jibes?
There is, for example, in Omaha a woman
who has for a quarter of a century fought
the good fight of grammar, doing incalcu-
lable good to her city, bringing immea-
surable help to thousands of boys and
rirls by teaching them some skill in the
use of English. This invaluable servant
of democracy you have scoffed at. You
have wantonly heaped opprobrium upon
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the same sort of priceless service by de-
riding a teacher in Worcester, a woman
who for thirty vears has proved that there
iz no health in schon] English courses ox-
cept by way of grammar. You have
merrily jeered at conscientious workers
in the Northwest, who have for the past
four yvears been planning to show the
teachers of their Inland Empire how to
build upon grammar in this age of shifting
pedagogic quicksand. You have made a
mock of serious efforts in Oklahoma and
Maryland and your own State to show
young people the straight way to mastery
of their language. You have sneered at
all that is most hopeful in our nation's
hard struggle to improve instruction in
the mother tongue.  Aren’t vou ashamed
of yourseli? Please help along a good
cauze by publishing, just as soon as you
can, an essay, nol on what yor would do
if the impossible happened, but on how
the best teachers have to proceed when
they actually labor in real classrooms.

WOTE BY MEREDITH NICHOLSON

There is always a keen pleasure in shooting an arrow into the air, knowing that
it is bound to fall somewhere and in all likelihood upon the head of some one who
is moved to shoot it back. Mr. Ward has a good eve and a steady hand: my arrow
now reposes in mine own bosom ! 5till I am consoled in my suffering by the knowl-
edge that T have elicited this interesting and forcible reply to my playful remarks
on the teaching of English. T am grateful for the rejoinder, not more for its informa-
tion, so pleasantly communicated, than for its disciplinary rapping of my knuckles.
MMr. Ward's courteous refusal to accept the invitation I generously extended to all
masters of grammar to search my pages for infelicities reveals a spirit of good sports-
manship that I greatly appreciate. Several other critics, including an anonymous
friend writing from Coblenz, have called me sharply to task for a hull that roars
from the very midst of the article in question. A professional critic of the highest
standing, having diligently searched the volume containing the offending paper,
chalks up three errors against me, and seems rather tickled that the score is so low
in the writing of one so obviously uninstructed as I am, While I confess to a de-
gree of astonishment that my paper should anvwhere be taken seriously, T must in-
sist that not for much fine gold would I add a straw to the burdens of the teaching
profession. I am not unaware of the perplexities and embarrassments of those who
in these changing times undertake the instruction of indifferent or hostile youth.
The method I so innocently suggested as a possible solution of the problem of better
English would doubtless fail miserably, And so, having sauntered a little too
blithely into a region that is best left to expert guardianship I beg for safe-conduct
through the lines and bevond the gate to those familiar fields of complacent igno-
rance “where all is possible and all unknown."” G
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BY I

HE looked down from

the windows of the
| Club dining-room, the
spark from her ciga-
rette glowing like a
belated firefly in the
warm September
dusk. The cautious
murmur of waiters floated up, the soft
shuffle of their feet across the stone fAag-
ging; there was a flicker of candles above
white cloth and shining silver; beyvond the
terrace the dark foliage caught the dis-
solving globes of milky light that came
from the lamps upon the balustrade. An
echo of steps sounded below her, a run-
ning fire of talk and laughter; the wait-
ers zcurried to their places as the party
drifted toward the table,

The girl left the window and walked
to the mirror. She lifted her hands to
her hair with a slow encircling gesture,
“A Tangara in Ivory "—she remembered
she had been called that. The full gray
eves in the glass opened wide beneath
dark lashes. As a description it rather
pleased her.

“Betty, I think I need a thrill,”" she
saied,

“What's the matter with Jimmie?™
responded Betty from the stool where
she was struggling with a recalcitrant
slipper. I thought he was quite a hall
of fice, Elaine?™

“He was, that’s just it. Now he's
worse than a husband. T'm tired of
Jj.1T]|:I'IiL'. I need something subitle and
complex and—inexhaustible "

“=something you can cerebrate uwpon
for a long time,” responded Betty
promptly. “I don't blame you; we all
do.  Well here's hoping.”  She rose and
smoothed her dress. " Jack brought a
mild man from the West to-night. He's
anything but interesting to me, but vou
might dig something out of him. Come
on, old dear, we're late.”

The party settled into place around the
table.  Elaine looked casually about her.
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There were no changes in the alignment,
the same sleck heads swayed toward the
same unblemished shoulders. Ewvidently
there had been no quarrels in the last
fortnight. It was a little disappointing.
She caught a glimpse of her husband
hovering with soft rapacity above the
woman to his left. She could imagine
him breathing heavily through hiz nose in
the unpleasant way he had. So that af-
fair was stillon! Betty had heard it was
off. She turned to the man next her,

“What do you think of all this?" she
said.

“Itll do.” His eyes swept the table
with a far-away glance. I suppose you
have these parties every night?” He
looked at her with distant directness, his
face glowing like beaten copper against
the light of the candle,

“We do lead complicated lives, don't
we?'" she confided. “You must find it
all very involved after the splendid sim-
plicity of the West! Tell me about the
West "' she murmured with soft urgency.

*“I don't know as I could tell you all
about it in one night.” His smoke-col-
ored eves seemed to place her in the back-
ground of some larger vision. ‘' It'sa big
place, the West.”

“Yes, " she breathed, “I know. 1 love
to dream about it.  We need wide spaces,
we city dwellers—we lead such feverish
lives—we're so difficult, and so complex !”

“You do crowd some. I've noticed
that,” he answered. “ About complex—,
I don’t know,”

“Oh, but we arel"
“Don’t you find us se?”

He hesitated for an instant. “You
think more about vourselves if that's
what vou mean. Tt isn't the same thing.
With us—we call that—just childish.
It's only the way we look at it,” he added
with gentle dignity.

“0Oh," she laughed, “how lovely ! Re-
ally "—her eyes opened wide—*1 never
thought of it that way before. Maybe
we're not nearly =0 subtle as we think we

she exclaimed.
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are. It's a fascinating idea!” She
looked at him with parted lips. “If
we're not, then you are !" she exclaimed.

“What 2" he asked blankly.

“Subtle—full of wisdom.”

“Oh!" he smiled tolerantly. “Ididn't
follow vou.” He looked about the table
and then turned toher,  * Ranching does
give a man some wisdom, 1 suppose.””

“¥es,” she murmured, “I think it
does. Do you know "—her shoulder just
touched his sleeve—"You're not a bit
easy to understand. 1 imagine vou must
live alone, on a great ranch with only
mountains for company. Do you?"”

For an instant his gaze cut like the
edge of a knife, then its sharpness disap-
peared in a fash of humor. “I have
twenty men in my outfit, and we handle
about ten thousand sheep. That's plenty
of company, even if you don’t count the
sheep. "

“Wes," she smiled, “1 should say it
was. You oughtn’t to have any trouble
sleeping with all those sheep to count.
But a crowd isn't always company, is it #"

He shook his head.

“I feel that so often.” There was a
note of self-pity in her voice. “We go
through life stmn,gelv izolated from each
other—we can't even understand those
who are closest to us.,”” Her eves were
veiled and wistful as if she contemplated
some melancholy vision hovering beyond
the circle of light. *“Tell me, do you
still believe in women in the West#"

“0Oh, ves,” he answered in a matter-of-
fact tone.

“ And protect them?"

“When they need it,” he said dryly,

Her hands :Imma:d lightly upon the
table, and she fixed her gaze on the rose-
colored flame that wavered so delicately
within its silken covering. “1 imagine
vour wife wouldn't need any protection.”

“I haven't any," he said simply.

*You may be very fortunate.  Perhaps
it’s a part of your wisdom. Look, Mr,
Ross," she touched his arm, “that’s my
husband.” At the moment Morris Pen-
nington was engaged in fixing a comb in
the hair of the woman next him; he gave
her shoulder a little pat, arched his head
with grotesque fatuity, and leaned back,
breathing heavily. His face made a gray
bloteh in the subdued light.
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“Yes," said Ross, “I met him before
dinner."”

A sudden beat of little drums, a plan-
gent cry of ukuleles, swept with a gusi
of alien sound across the chatter about
the table, Some of the diners rose, and
a young man appeared at Elaine's side.
She glanced at her dinner companion.
He was studying Morris Pennington with
evident curiosity.

1T

Tue party stood in groups about the
disordered table. A feeling of slight sus-
pense stirred in the air; Betty's eves held
the concealed preparedness of the hostess
whose guests are about to go. Penning-
ton poured two drinks from the hottle on
the table and pushed a glass in front of
the woman at his side.  Then he walked
over to Elaine.

"My dear, if you're going home with
Jack and Betty, I'll go home with Edith.”

“You'll see that I get home, won't you,
Jack ?™ asked Elaine sweetly.

“Why, certainly—we told you.”

“We'll take care of you, Elaine dar-
ling,” interrupted Betty. “Don’t worry
about hv;-l'1 Morris, she'll be quite safe
with us." She gave Elaine a little hug
and smiled brightly at Ross.

“ All right,” said Pennington,
night, Betty, it’s been a fine party,
"Wight, Sturges. See you later.” He
bobbed vapuely at Elaine and pursued
his course to the other side of the table.

It was fairly early and the terrace was
still dotted with tables. Against the
1):3..1;|»;grul.;|t:n’! of []1{‘- n;;;hl ”!l.:_'f shone like
suddenly revealed interiors; the warm
radiance of faces, the sheen of silver and
white linen, glowed in concentrated bril-
liance within the enveloping darkness.
One of the men, stretched far back in his
chair, stared steadily with pale, insolent
eyes at Ross. A woman at the next
table leaned out and touched Elaine's
arm. *“Oh, my dear!" she =zaid impres-
sively. Her glance swept the tall figure
at Elaine’s side; she felt him stiffen sud-
denly as if repelling an invasion of
privacy; unconsciously his gait fell into
the suspicion of a swagger.

They threaded their way through the
wide hall to the stairway. Betty and

“Good-
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Elaine dizappeared up the stairs and the
two men went out to the driveway to get
the car.

The veranda was filled with a chatter-
ing, moving crowd; a line of motors passed
the steps in halting procession, made the
wide turn beyond the archway and shot
in single shafts of light through the long
alley of the trees. Ross watched the
crowd with casual curicsity, He had
alwayvs found Easterners in the West
ruite simple, inevitably giving themselves
away in the face of problems he was ac-
customed to solve in silence. They
seeméd about the same in the East.
They knew business, that was their game,
but here they were laughing and pushing
all over the place like a bunch of * dudes.™
His broad shoulders straightened, and
the edge of his stiff shirt slipped out be-
vond the line of his waisteoat. He
tucked it in with a sudden feeling of em-
barrassment that annoyed him.

“Oh, here he is,”" said Elaine, at his
elbow. “We thought yvou'd be standing
under the elk head in the hall. Do they
still seem to crowd 27" She looked at him
as if she had struck some subtle note of
*ﬂmpmh

“Yes," he answered, a little surprized
at her intuition.

“There's Jack !" said Betty yigurnus]g.-
mJme.r, her way to the steps. “I'm go-
ing to ride with you, Jack. Get in, chil-
dren.” She jumped into the front seat
beside her husbhand.

The night was faintly pungent with
the smell of falling leaves; in the meadows
bevond the roadside the mist lay in pale
drifting folds upon the grass. A low
moon shone dimly through a haze of
chost-like vapor; between the black shad-
ows of the trees, the road was splashed
with silver. There was a damp, rich odor
of corn in the air; a smell of browsing
cattle and of water running between
sedgy banks, the fragrance of shrubbery
and cut grass and distant gardens. Dark
well-oiled drives slipped suddenly from
the road, plunged into foliage-shrouded
tunnels, and swept in dotted lines of
light toward the blank houses. On the
h-:rrtz{:un the lamps of the great city burned
in an unwavering arc against the sky.
To Malcolm Ross, seated by Elaine, it all
seemed civilized and finished, breathing
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a secured contentment that seemed for
the moment something desirable,

“Do vou live near the Sturgesez?" hie
said,

“Yes,"” she answered. Her handz
glimmered faintly against the robe that
lay against her knees; she swaved toward
him and the curve of her dark hair
emerged from the shadow.

“T love to ride at night ! Don't vou?
Do you feel the mystery of it, that strange
sense of going on and on forever? I
wonder if vou do?™

She seemed to reach out in some sub-
tle pervasive way; vaguely Ross felt the
current of her presence, disturbing and
unfamiliar,

“Yes," he answered slowly, “1'm used
to it. We have a lot of riding to do at
night."

“Of course,” she murmured. **And
how you do ride, you Westerners! I've
seent you. They say we don't under-
stand horses in the East,  Is that true?”

“You don't know them.” He spoke
with calm assurance. *They're a luxury
here. With wus they're a necessity,
Every man rides. Have you seen them
do stunts #™

“Yes," she cried enthusiastically. “Dao
yvou know I'm going out to the West
some day! I feel as if I craved it—as
one of vour sheep craves salt." She
lifted her hands suddenly from her lap.
“Our lives are so smug and orderly, and
regulated! It's deadly! We have no
risks, no danger. Only the danger of—dis-
integration,—I suppose vou'd call it, and
there—"" her voice dropped into a wistful,
pathetic note, * we're not protected. It's
different in vour country, isn't it?"

Betty turned her head. * What's all
this T hear?” She twisted around until
she could see Ross, * Temperamental,
isn't she?"

Neither spoke and Betty cheerfully
turned her back on them,

“She wouldn't understand,”
whispered, as if to herself.

The lights of the car plunged into a
Dlack gulf; on either side of the road the
woods stretched up, dark and silent.
Sturges increased the speed, his hack
seemed glued to the seat. They swept
round a turn, the lights caught the tree
trunks, leaped forward, and shot suddenly

Elaine
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beyond a dark object moving in {ront
of them. The car ground to a slow stop
Lehind a man walking unconcernedly
down the centre of the road.

As the car stopped, the man wheeled
about. Elaine's heart jumped, scemed
to drop with a sickening descent. She
gave a little shriek and buried her face
in the cushions. In the tingling Llack-
ness hefore her eyes a fAgure, sinister,
masked, with something dully gleaming
in his hand, burned in livid outlines.
She heard his voice, nervous, savage,
trembling with an odd note of despera-
tion. She lifted her head, as if forced
against her will.

“Quickly !" he shouted. The ohject
in his hand flashed uncertainly in the
light of the lamps.

“All right,” said Jack. His
sounded Very clear and distant,
out, Betty."”

She felt a hand on her shoulder.
“Don't be frightened,” Ross whispered.
With a sudden cat-like movement across
the seat he had turned off the lights and
sprung out of the car,

There was a grunt of dismay in the
darkness, the thud of a small ohject fall-
ing upon the ground; then f[ootsteps,
retreating up the road. They ceased,
and she heard a swift crashing through
the underbrush,

Ross turned on the lights,
he hadn't run,” he said.

Elaine drew a deep breath. Sturges

looked as if he had just dropped from a
distance and found himsell unhurt. He
eved Ross a little sheepishly.
“T thought the damn man might shoot
Ut His arm tightened around Betty.
Ross walked to the front of the car
and picked up the pistol, “Well, he
couldn't see in the light, and he couldn't
see in the dark,” he said reflectively.
“Considering the bad start he made, 1
should say he used good judgment.”
He weighed the pistol in his  hand.
“Some army kid, I reckon.  1'd like to
have got the covote just the same.”
He put the pistol in his pocket. “All
right back there, Mrs. Pennington?”' he
called cheerily. *“Let’s go, Sturges.”

“Did you hit him?" Elaine's voice
was a little awestruck, and her eyves shone
out of the darkness.

volce
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“No, he just ran,"” sniffed Foss, with
reminiscent amusement.  *He was pull
ing a bluff, you sec.”

“And vou called it, didnt vou?" her
voice deepened with admiration. My,
how quickly you think! You turned off
those lights and jumped out of that car—
I didn’t know what vou were going to do !
You really saved us all from—{rom—
Oh " she shivered—" it might have been
very unpleasant! 1 was frightened.”
She leaned toward him. “I'm glad yvou
were here.  I'd have been awfully fright-
ened if you hadn't been.  I'mafraid T lost
my nerve, didn't 17"

“You were a little scared,” he laughed.
“Tt came kind of quickly and it jarred
vou,”

she slipped her hand within his arm so
gently that he scarcely felt the pressure.
“It jars vet—a little,” she said. “I'm
not as brave as [ thought T waz., Tdidn't
think I'd act that way. Did you?"

“I didn't know how wvou'd act,” he
answered.

“Well, I hope you're not too disap-
pointed in me. 1 want vou to like me.”
He felt the faint pressure of her hand
upon his arm. “We really know each
other, after what’s happened. You've
seen me at my worst, T puess. T can see
vou now, putting out the lights and jump-
ing out of the car, all in one swift beauti-
ful movement! That's pretty talk, but
it's true.  I'm not tryving to flatter you—
vou wouldn’t know what it was. But ]
can't help it—it is comfortable to know
some one like you.™

He did not speak, and she sat in silence,
watching the road that vanished into the
mist before them. They were passing
through an estate; on either side lay an
unbroken line of wall, toned to a gray
similarity by the moonlight. Sturges
slowed down a little and then steered the
car beneath an archway.

*This is where I live,” she said,

Ross looked directly at her.  She could
see the grave lines of his face quite clearly
in the meonlight. Do vou often come
home without your hushand?™ he said.

She held his arm in a light clasp and
then withdrew her hand. Y1 have to.
If T didn't, I wouldn't get home at all.”
The hitterness in her tone cut with a fine
cdee.
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He was silent, his face impassive, in-
gerutable in the dim light. Apparently
he was staring ahead. She leaned back
against the cushions.

“Will yvou come and see me?"”

He nodded.

“To-morrow night for dinner?”

“Yes," he answered.

The car swung deftly up to the broad
steps and stopped. “Here we are, all
safe and zound,” cried Betty,

Ross helped Elaine out. She ran to
the front seat., *Good-night, Betty.
It’s been a real experience, hasn’t it?
Do vou know, my knees are positively
shaking ! 'Night, Jack, old dear, take
good care of her on the way home.”  She
held out her hand to Ross, “I'm going
to steal your guest to-morrow night,
Betty. Do you mind?”

When they reached the road again
Betty looked back at Ross.

“So vou're going to dine with Elaine,
are yvou?" Her tone was that of pleasant
inquiry.

“Yes," he answered.

She turned away, apparently quite
satisfied. *“Jack, 1 think Elaine must
have hired that hold-up man,” she whis-
pered.

In the seclusion of his own room Ross
sat and contemplated his discarded shoes.
Meditatively he rolled a final cigarette,
and stared at his bed. Some one
knocked; without moving he shouted,
“Come in." Sturges, dressing-gowned,
put his head through the door.

“Got everything vou want, old man?"

Ross jerked his head. “Come in a
minute."” Sturges walked to the mantel-
piece and looked inquiringly down upon
him.

* Nice party, Jack,"” said Ross thought-
fully.

“Had a good time, did you?"

“Yes: pood lot, those men,”

“And women?" Sturges's eyebrows
shot upward.

“0h, yes,” said Ross nonchalantly.
“Retty, she's a preat little girl,  Tell me,
what do they do, the men?"

“Oh, business mostly,”

Ross cleared his throat and looked
around the room as if thinking of some-
thing to say, “What's Pennington do? "
he asked,
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“Nothing," responded Sturges cheer-
fully. “Takes care of his wife.”

Ross leaned down and picked up a shoe,

“Dhoes he work steady 7'

Sturges laughed. *“Well, vou see, she
takes pretty good care of hersell,”

“(Oh, she does.” His face was blank.
“That doesn’t leave him much of a job,
doesit?"

“You're going there to-morrow night,
aren't your” He looked at Ross with
sharp amusement.,

“Yes," said the other rising. * What
time do we go to work in the morning

111

Ross became uncomfortably aware of
his footsteps echoing across the polished
hardwood floor. One hand went to his
tie and then dropped with abrupt irrita-
tion., ‘The man ahead of him led the way
with a flat-footed obsequiousness that
was somehow annoying. The delicate
ordered precision of the hallway, its
trim spaciousness, choked him a little;
he squared his shoulders and fell into an
easy swagger. His pglance followed the
stairway winding in a slim white spiral
toward a shaft of orange light that fell
from the West window. He heard the
leisured click of heels upon the stairs,
and then the sunlight leaped into a warm
radiance about a white figure that stood
smiling pleasantly down upon him,

“Good evening, Mister Man," she
said.

Ross looked up with difficulty, as if the
light confused him.

* Good evening, Mrs. Pennington."

She descended with an exquisite de-
liberateness, and he stood waiting, his
hand resting upon the mahogany railing
of the stairway. He did not move even
when she had reached the step above him.
For a moment she paused, a little smile
on her lips, as if she were aware of some-
thing hoped for, but not entirely expected.
Her eyes were very gray and deliberate;
she held out her hand, slowly, almost
beseechingly.

“ It was good of vou to come.”

He moved his shoulders with a sudden
gesture of escape.

" " Feel all right to-day ? " he asked cheer-
.
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“Wot quite.” She shook her head, and
walked to the door without leoking at
him, “We're going to the Leicester
Hunt for dinner. Come on.”

Ross helped her into the car, and then
glanced at the porch.

“Get in 17 she zaid inpatiently.
don't mind going alone with me?"

The car swept with a crisp crunch
around the circle of gravel in front of the
Hunt. In the flagged doorway stood the
cteward, a discreet =mile of welcome on
his youthful face. Ross streiched his
legs comfortably, Elaine's wrap trailing
over his arm. There was an air of de-
lightful solitude surrounding the little
house; its low white outline seemed a part
of the countryside, as if it had grown old
with the hills, and the blue mist-wreathed
valleys that lay aboul it. Peaceful
country, he thought, so settled and farm-
like. And then this Club, with a man in
a dress suit, put right down in the middle
of it, Little one-horse homey place.
What funny things they did in the East!
Banged themselves to pieces in big
houses, and then came out 1o little farms
like this! His eyes followed the pale,
gold-powdered purple of the hills that
melted into a shimmering mist on the
horizon,

“Nice place,” he said,
for a Hunt.”

Elaine laughed. "It's not alwavs as
quiet as thiz.,” 5She paused at the stair-
way. “I'll he down in a minute.”

Ross wandercd about the living-room
looking at the printz that covered the
walls,  They showed horses in extraordi-
nary action,—large horses with red-coated
gentlemen falling in impossible postures,
The corners of his mouth dropped sar-
tdomically. The air of horse was every-
where, horse as an amusement, some-
thing to be enjoved!| Sporting enough,
but not useful, They ought to live on
their horses; they wouldn't need any
hunting, or pictures then! A hot resent-
ment flamed up in him, he felt fiercely,
proudly alien to it all, and yet, strangely
covetous of something that lay behind it
He buttoned the single button of his
dinner jacket, with unconscious fingers,
It made him feel grotesque, and he undid
1t.

Elaine’s voice sounded from the stair-

“You
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way calling the steward. Ross turned,
and zhe came toward him.  “'We're go-
ing to eat dinner putside.  Burr will hring
our cocktails there.” She put her hand
through his arm.  “How do you like our
little Hunt?  We have it all to ourselves
this evening.”

The wind came softly through the open
arches of the piazza; the candles burned
with an uncertain radiance in the twi-
light., Beyvond Elaine's face Ross could
see the slow, subtle change of color in the
encircling hills, the deepening folds of
shadow that spread like a dark veil over
the valley below them. A crescent moon,
a pale shell of silver, lay against the dusky
horizon; there was a smell of wood smoke
in the air, pungent, breathing vaguely of
unrest, The intimacy, the friendly iso-
lation of the little table pervaded him, he
felt a sense of ease and comfort, as if he
had known Elaine for a long while.

She leaned forward and regarded him
geriously, the smoke from her cigaretie
drifiing in a hlue cloud between the can-
dles. "It odd being oul here with
vou,"” she reflected,  * 1 didn’t know vou
before last night. You fit in somchow,
don't you? 1 hate nervous men."” She
frowned and crushed the cigarette against
her plate.  ““Tell me, what do vou really
think of me "'

Ross grinned comioriably.

“I hadn’t thought, ' just enjoving
myself,”

“ But you must think,” she exclaimed.
“I'm not always like this,"  She sighed.
“1 wish I were. Oh—how simple life
could be made ! She leaned I.I'HIL';R in her
chair and regarded him, her hands clasped
behind her head. “Why do we get all
tangled up in it?"  There was a wistiul
perplexity in her face as if she sought
spome hidden source of injustice.

Russ gazed bevond her into the moon-
lit valley,

“We don’t, some of us.  Life's always
been pretiy simple for me.”  He dropped
his eves to met hers. “What's your
trouble 2™

“Why should I bother you with my
troubles? I seem to want to, though.™
She Jooked up quickly. "I don't know
why I talk to you the way I do. Its
positively queer.”

*No, it isn't.”  His voice was gravely
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sympathetic. I guess you have a pretty
hard time of it."”

“1 have a rotten time of it,"” she ex-
claimed bitterly; “I sometimes think—
Oh well,” she laughed, **it doesn’t mat-
ter what I think. Tt isn't interesting to
vou, anyway.” She rose. “Come on,
we'll go down to the kennels and hear the
hounds bark. Don’t vou want to hear
the hounds bark?”

Ross leaned over one of the candles and
lit his cigarctte.

“You're a funny girl,” he said.

“Am I?" she smiled. “Will wou
please keep on thinking that as long as
you know me? Promise me—you won't
ever think anything worse, will vou?r™

He touched her hair very lightly with
his hand. “I won't,” he answered.

Two shafts of light pierced the dark-
ness behind them, opened, fanlike, upon
the shrubbery, the grass, a sector of yel-
low gravel. They heard the sound of
wheels, crunching to a slow stop before
the door of the Club; then woices and
laughter. The door banged to, and the
windows in the lower room were suddenly
illuminated. Elaine paused, her lip
caught between her teeth. She looked
at Ross.

“It's a party. Maybe we'd better go
in for a minute. What do you think?”
“1 suppose so," he said impassively.

She hesitated, gazed for a moment at
the hills, nebulous above a pale lake of
mist in the moonlight. Then she walked
slowly toward the house.

A blaze of light, a wave of hot perfumed
air, the greeting of many voices, met
them, Betty’s arm shone above a circle
of clustered heads; she crossed the room,
two men following her,

“*We're just starting,” she said breath-
lessly.  “"To-morrow we're going to Bob
Hemingway's.” She indicated one of
the men. “It's a big party; the Hulls
and some Englishmen are coming over
from New York, We called vou up this
afternoon.”  Her eves rested momen-
tarily upon Ross, standing a little de-
tached from the group. “You're com-
ing with us. Bring him along—it'll do
him good.”

“We'll need you, Mrs. Pennington,"”
said Hemingway. *It wouldn't be a

party if you weren't there. Special
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assortment of balls of fire coming from
New York—they'll expect to be devilled
within an inch of their lives.”  His florid,
heavily grained face had a challenging
smile.

She flashed a sudden, unwilled re-
sponse, as if, instinctively, she caught the
challenge, threw it back at him.

“":"n’f][," she said, “it sounds interest-
ing.

“It will be,” he answered solemnly.,
Her eves wandered toward Ross; he had
turned away, was staring at a picture on
the opposite wall; there was a suggestion
of uneasiness in the stiff, uncompromising
set of his shoulders.

“0Oh, come on ! broke in Hemingway,
impulsively. * You know you enjoyed the
last party. This will be the best yet.”

“Morris poing "' she asked.

He nodded.

“Mr. Ross!" Ross turned and she
beckoned to him. * This is Mr. Heming-
way and he wants you to motor over to
his farm to-morrow. Can vou do it2"

“I hope you can,” added Hemingway
cheerily.  “Mrs. Pennington is coming.”

Ross shook his head.

“I'm afraid I can’t to-morrow night.”

“How about the next day 7" Heming-
way asked,

For an instant Ross paused, looked at
Elaine as if seeking guidance.

“1 could then,"” he answered.

“All right,” said Hemingway. *Come
az early as you can.” He turned to
Elaine. “I'll expect vou to-morrow
night."

v

It was late afternoon, and Ross zat
alone looking out into the garden. He
sat without moving, his lean hands pas-
sive upon the arms of the wicker chair.
The deep repose of physical well-being
enveloped him, gave a certain powerful
immobility to his attitude of waiting, As
a matter of fact he had been waiting for
Elaine nearly all day. For the thou-
sandth time he visualized her slow, ex-
guisite step, her slow, drifting motion as
she came toward him., She seemed only
a face—very clear—and then a shadowy
image that drifted, indefinite, delightful,
vague as the outline of a dream. VYears
ago, as a boy, he had watched clouds for
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long hours, against a.clear blue sky; he
had repressed the habit, and now, curi-
ously enough, it had come back to him,
strangely humanized. He settled slightly
in his chair, as if to reach, for the moment,
an even deeper centre of repose.  He felt
no impatience; the passage of time had
been short in his absorbing occupation.

A voice behind him broke his day
dream into iridescent fragments. His
heart jumped, and he caught his breath.
The thrill of actuality, more poignant
than any dream, pervaded and stifled
him. He rose deliberately.

“Have you been waiting long?" said
Elaine.

He shook his head.

“I've been sleeping,” the yawned.
"When did you come?"”

“About eight o’clock.”

She held out her hand. “Shame I
didn't get up.  We had quite a party last
night. I wish you'd been here.” She
looked reprua.i:h]{l]t}' at him, still holding
his hand.

“I wanted to come. You don't know
how much.” He seemed to struggle in
the apology ; between his far-sighted eves
a little wrinkle grew with the focus of his
slance,

“It couldn't be done,” he added, sim-

ly.
et You should have tried harder,” she
answered. It might have been better—
for hoth of us” She put her arm
abruptly into his, “I'm sick of parties
anyway. Let's take a walk.”

Bevond the slope of lawn a country
road vanished in glimmering whiteness
through the green and gold of the sur-
rounding wood.  Elaine walked toward
the gateway that cut the low stone wall,
“1'm going to take vou out into the coun-
try—what there iz of it,"” she said.

Their feet padded neciselessly through
the dust; it rose in a white eloud before
them. Above the delicate tracery of the
pine branches the sky shone with the
deepening blue of late afterncon. It was
very quict, an acrid smell of burning brush
was in the air, from the depths of the
wood a bird's call echoed through the
trees; burdened with a sustained and
melancholy note of warning.

Elaine stopped. * Listen—that's the
wood-pewee | My father always said it

Voo, LXXI.—10
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was the bird that warned Ulyvsses on the
Island of Circe. He was a quaint man,
my father., Do you know about Ulys-
ses?'" she added a little shyly.

F.ozs shook his head.

“He was a wanderer. ' Forever roam-
ing with a hungry heart.' You under-
stand that, don't you?"

“Yes," he answered.

HOh,” she shook her head, “so do 1.
I get so restless!  It's like searching for
snmething all the li:ﬂ’:u_::I and never know-
ing quite what you want." 5She looked
wistfully at him. * You seem =0 poised,
so completely at rest. You never get
upset over anyvthing, do you?' She
laughed. “You're what Bob Heming-
way calls an indifferentist. = And yet"—
her hand slipped through his arm—*1
don’t think you really are an indifferent-
isl.r are }'u'l.l?"

“I don't know what you mean,” he
answered,  “Whatever it is, I guess I'm
usually too busy to be it."

The edge of the wood appeared before
them, a glimmer of light through the
brown line of tree trunks., Beyond it the
meadow dropped to a siream just vizible
between two rows of dwarf-like willows.
They walked down the slope, Elaine wad-
ing luxuriously through the long grass.

“It's the last of summer, isn't it?"
She leaned down and pulled a handful of
feathery blades. "It hovers about us
for one last moment—Ilike to-dayv, and
then "—she threw the grass into the air—
Hit goes, like everything else. I wonder
where it poes. You're wise, do you
Enow?"

Koss smiled at her.  “You run on like
a stream, Elaine,” he said, with amused
tenderness,

Theyv reached the willows, and Elains
seated hersell on the bank., *Let's sit
here for a while and watch the water,
Come on!"”  She patted the grass at her
side.

For a moment they satin silence watch-
ing the rippling color that broke from the
waves in tiny flashes of gold and orange.
In the still pools above the current the
light from the setting sun glowed in vivid
crimzon and yellow against the steel-blue
reflection of the sky. A faint mist rose
above the sedgy banks, blurring the
stretch of meadow with its ghostlike
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breath. Elaine leaned forward, her chin
upon her hands.

“You'd never believe we were any-
where near that awful house, would vou 2
Mayvhe vou didn’t think it was so awful 2"
She smiled whimsically at him. *You
would if you knew as much as I do.”

“Pretty bad, was it 7' he said seriously.

“Yes, it was pretty bad.” Her gaze
rested upon the still water that lav so
tranguilly beneath its shimmering mirage
of color, “0Oh"—she stretched out her
arms with a sudden gesture of escape—
“the wearving, scattering distractingness
of our life! I wonder sometimes how we
ever live it We scurry about from one
little thing to another like driven animals,
and we don't even know who drives us!
Altogether it’s an- odd performance!”
=he said, with a little twist to her smile.

“You seem to enjoy it,” he answered,

* No,we don’t,"” she said bitterly. “It’s
just habit, and a craving for excitement,
that's all.”

“Tell me"—her eyes were fixed on the
.'l;:[.l.ll;‘,r—"“ AT VOl EVEr SOTTY for things you

3

" Sometimes,"” he answered.

“0Oh, T do such foolish things, and then
I hate mysell, just fate myseli!”  She
turned away and Ross caught the profile
of her face glowing faintly in the reflection
from the stream. “[ don’t know why 1
do them either.”

He touched her hair, a light touch,
curiously awkward in its restraint.

*1'm beginning to understand how vou
all live. It isn't healthy, Elaine,”

“It isn'l." Her voice trembled. *1
wish I could escape, but T can't. 1 was
born into this life, it's caten into my fibre
sodeeply it's become a part of me, 1 guess.
If only—"" she stopped abruptly.

“Ii what?"

“Oh, I have no reason to complain.
We're masters of our own fate. We
make ourselves, day by day, Only™—
she laughed bitterly—"' now and then we
see what we've made, and sometimes, my
dear, we're not very proud of it,"”

The eagle-like look in Ross' face had
gone, his eyes were more vague and far-
seeing than ever. “I don't think women
are always masters of their fate. I think
men have a lot to do with that. It's
always been my belief,” he said decidedly,
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“Oh ! but you have so many beliefs. T
think the West must be a land of beliefs,
Tell me, Malcolm "—she hesitated over
the name—"“why is that?” Her face
touched his coat, rested against it, as if
for one instant she amelt the tang of rough
homespun and tobacco.

“T dont know that it's true,” he said,
“We can't trust evervbody any more
than yvou can.  We've got some bad men
oul there, and some bad women. They're
kind of separated more from the others
though. It's hard to explain.” The
wrinkle grew between his eves. “You
see, when we're bad why we're bad and no
mistake. We don't think or talk much
about it—we just go ahead. There isn't
any bluff that way with us. I guessit's
the country,” he said reflectively.

“How is it the countrv?™ she ques-
tioned, her eves on his face.

“Well,” he continued in a slow voice,
“vou can't bluff wind and rain and cold
the way vou can people. That's what
we're up against all the time. The
troble with you is you have oo many
people.”

“We're too civilized, you mean?”

He hesitated for a moment as if formu-
lating some expression for his theught,
“It's not exactly my idea of civilization,
not what I've seen.  It's too many peo-
ple and too much money all bunched to-
gether, A man gels soft.  You know a
man's got to be awfully wise hefore he
pels zoft, otherwize he's lable 1o jusL get
rotten. I don't know whether you all
are wise enough yet.” He looked som-
brely out over the water and the lines of
his face tightened. *“I know I couldn’t
stand it,"” he said.

Elaine leaned back, her hands clasped
Liehind her head.

“You think things out, don't you?"

“1 have 1o," he answered without a
hint of self-appreciation. * You see, I
wasn't educated much when I was a boy.”

“Was it hard, your boyhood?” she
asked gently. ’

“Yes," he said with a reminiscent
smile, "1 suppose it was.”

“Tell me about it,"” she pleaded.

“MNot much to tell, just what every-
body else had. Plenty of work and a
little fight. It's that way now,” he
added in a matter-of-fact voice.
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“ Plenty of work and a little fight,” she
repeated to herself. “T'd like to tell that
to somebody ! You're right we are—so
soft that we're absolutely rotfen!™ She
stood up, and her fingers closed tightly
against her palms.

“Do you know, it hurts me to think
that you could find it out so casily "

Ross got slowly to his feet, His look
was humble, almost beseeching. I
didn’t mean to hurt you, Elaine,” he zaid.
The dark color of his face seemed gray in
the twilight. “Idon't know how I came
to do it.  You understand I didn’t mean
to, den't you?"

For an instant she did not speak or
move, only stood looking at him with
eves that shone quite unaccountably in
the still pallar of her face.

“1 can't imagine vour hurting any
woman,” :-‘-!u: said. *¥You needn't apolo-
gize to me." She held out her hand,
“Come on, I'm going to take you back,”

Ross' ﬂngers closed about her hand, he
looked dumbly at her as if I]'Il."lr.lablf.‘ of
speech or movement, She could imag-
ine that she heard the beating of his heart,
that she could leel it pulsing through her
in a current of deep inarticulate desire.
For an instant she fought against an over-
powering weakness, an irresistible force
that drew her toward him, and then her
head drooped, she put out her hand, and
reached blindly for his shoulder,

“T wish you'd take me away,” she
sobbed.

His arms closed about her like the gates
to some deep perilously sought refuge.

“ Away from—everything " he =aid in
a steady voice.

“Yes, from everything—but you.™

v

Ross stood at the window looking out
into the dusk. He was not given to
visions, and yet in some unaccouniable
way he kept seeing Elaine’s face, a pale
and insubstantial image floating within
the shadows that crossed the garden. It
Eavc strength to his resolution, fortified

im in the decision he had reached an
hour apo when she had asked him to take
her away. The conventions meant noth-
ing to him—the fact that he would take
her from someone to whom she belonged
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meant a great deal. It had happened
now and then, within his observation; he
had always regarded it as a species of
theft. Any punishment awarded was
usually merited. But in her case it was
different. She was dving spiritually, and
she had appealed to him, That gave
him the rizht to act, to fulfil the almost
overwhelming desire which otherwise he
would have beaten down mercilessly.
The resolution had grown in his mind,
had crystallized into a definite intention,
He did not pick at it—turn it over and
over, as a weaker man would have done,
His only concern now was one of method.

He dreszed leisurely, rolling cigarette
after cigarette with steady fingers. There
was only one way to do the thing, have it
out, straight from the shoulder, with
Pennington, A divorce could be ar-
ranged, people went to Reno or some such
place. He remembered a lawver, a man
of unpleasant, oily manner, who had
come through the country, hunting. He
had put him up at the Ranch, and had
listened, for one shorl evening, to stories
told with a disgusting enjoyment. He
would take care of all that himseli—
there would be no stories told about
Elaine in Reno, or anywhere else. A cold
anger against Pennington swept over him,
Pennington was an obstacle capable only
of creating the semblance of indecency.
A man like that had no right to any wo-
man, and the sooner he was told the bet-
ter. He dug his brush through his hair
with vicious strokes. Penninglon might
as well be seen, and the whole thing set-
tled.

His knock at the door brought Penning-
ton in the last stages of dressing.

“(h, hello,” he said, standing in the
doorway as if expecting Ross Lo state his
mission.

Ross merely nodded,

" Elaine,"” Pennington called, over his
shoulder. “Mr. Koss is here.” He
smiled affably at Ross.  * Almost dressed
—let you in in a minute. How've vou
been?” Bencath his lifted chin he com-
pleted the final touches to his tie,

“uite well,'" said Ross,

“Have a good time here, don't your"
His pale eves wavered expressionlessly in
the vicinity of Ross' face. “Get over,
Jast pight#"



244

# Mo,

Pennington cleared his throat. The
difficulty of the conversation seemed 1o
oppress him and he looked back into the
rooml.

“ All right, Elaine?”

“¥es," she answered,

“Come in,” he zaid expansively, swing-
ing the door open,

Ross felt, rather than saw, a spot of
vivid rose plowing beneath the shaded
light that hung above the couch. Elaine
was seated there looking al him.  She did
not speak, and for an instant he let his
glance dwell on her, absorbing the color
of her gown against the gray stuff of the
couch, the exquisite pallor of her face,
and the dark outline of her hair that
rimmed her low forehead. He realized
that her eves were fixed on him with a
startled, almost frightened look; for an
instant it troubled him, gave him an un-
familiar sense of doubt and insecurity.
He brushed it aside and turned squarely
to Pernington.

“1 came to have a talk with you,” he
said,

“Right 0! Sit down, won't you?"
Pennington seated himself on the couch,
“Have a drink,"” he said suddenly, as if
he had forgotten something.

Ross shook his head.

Pennington waited, his fat white hands
resting upon his knees.  His eyes moved
unhappily as if he were suffering from
some internal disturbance, and he began
to fidget with the buttons of his waist-
coal.

“Mr. Pennington,” said Ross gravely,
“I'm in love with yvour wifc.”

Pennington rubbed his chin, his {ace
showed mingled relief and amusement.

“You are, are you? I wondered what
ol were 2o damn serious about | Well "
iu.' said cheerfully, *I can’t blame you.
Lots of men have been in love with
Elaine, although I don’t know that any of
them ever bothered to tell me about it."”
He smiled pleasanily and then looked
around at Elaine,

Her face was hidden, her eyes fixed on
the carpet.

“You don't get me,” said Ross gently.,
“1 want to marry her.”

The other looked at him with blank
astonishment.
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“What !" he stammered.

“T want to marry her,” repeated Ross,

Pennington's forehead puckered into a
frown. He eved Ross narrowly as if he
had suddenly grown into something for-
midable and threatening.

“How long have you wanted to marry
her, may I ask#"

“For some time."

The muscles aboul Pennington's mouth
twitched irresolately, he continued to re-
gard Ross with a puzzled, almost fright-
ened air.

“You know really I don't understand
this at all!"” He turned sharply around.
“Elaine, what’s this all about anyway?"

“*He means what he says, T suppose,”
she said in a dull veice,

Pennington breathed heavily through
his nose.  “Why, damn it all,” he said
feebly, “this sounds like a comic opera.
We don't do that way here. Elaine,"
he almost shouted, “get up and tell me
what in the devil this all means! Do you
want to marry this man?"

Elaine got to her feet, her eves went
from one to the other with a dazed, al-
most uncomprehending look. “I1 told
him this afternoon I wanted him to take
me away.””  She looked piteously at Ross,
as if seeking his aid.

“That's what T want to do,” he an-
swered promptly.

Pennington walked over to him.
“Well, you can't do it, and I'll tell you
that right now. This iz a bit of damn
foolishness, and nothing else. Elaine
doesn’t want toleave me,  She may think
she does, but she doesn't. 1 know her
much better than you do.” He shook
his head significantly, *“This is a piece
of acting, this is.”

Ross' hands gripped the mantelpiece.
He opened his mouth as if Lo speak, and
then looked down.

“You're wrong,” he zaid quietly.

“No, I'm not,"” snapped the other,

“You are!” His voice shook with an
intense effort at control. **She's un-
happy here. T think she would be happy
with me."

** She'd be unhappy anywhere,” granted
Pennington, “I tell you—wou don’t
know her.” He looked at his watch.
** Let's stop talking nonsense and go down
to dinner,”
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Ross shot out an arm; a spasm of pain
flickered over Pennington's face and he
pulled himself away with unexpected
agility.

“Man, vou've gol a grip,” he snarled.

“Hadn't you better ask her what she
thinks?" the other suggested in a polite
voice.

“1 don't propose to ask her anything,”
said Pennington ﬁhrm;: at him.

“Yes, you do,” Ross replied firmly.
“1F you don’t, T will.”

Pennington tossed his head asz if to
escape from the intolerableness of the sit-
uation. He turned to Elaine. Do you
want a divorce? " he zaid, with the sug-
gestion of a sneer,

She twisted her handkerchief in a tight
band about her fingers, and stared wva-
cantly before her, as if at something that
had unexpectedly arisen,

A dizzinesz swept over Ross, a part of
his brain seemed suddenly to turn over;
he caught himself and took a deep breath,
every nerve in his body tingling in an
effort to give her support.

“Do you want a divorce?™ repeated
Pennington,

“1—I hadn't really thought about it,"”
che =aid in a frightened voice.

“Well, think about it now,” he an-
swered brutally.,  “If you want one, T'll
give it to you."” He waited, a glitter of
triumph in his eyes, “O0 course, you
can't live here,” he went on. “'I don't
suppose you'll mind that, though. 1 un-
derstand there's social life of a sort on a

ranch.” He looked in the direction of
Ross. “What do you raise, sheep or
‘dudes #* "

The knuckles of Ross’ hands upon the
mantelpiece were white, and his face was
still as a carven image.

“H you want it you can have it
continued Pennington in a slow, purring
voice. “I'll see Johnny Hutchinson to-
morrow, Give vou alimony, pewdente
fite, or whatever they callit.”  He waved
his hands graciously. “That’s what
Montie gave Lillian Margeson, She's
living in the West somewhere, Indiana, 1
think. 1 suppose she's happy —a1. any
rate we don't hear much from her.” He
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stopped in fmnt of Elaine. “Well, what
do vou say '

She sank down suddenly on the couch,
“Oh, don’t start to-morrow,” she cried in
a stifled voice.

Pennington smiled contemptuously at
RBoss.  “You're a good deal of a fool, my
dear man,” he said.  “ Grabhing me by
the arm and telling me I don't know my
own wife!™ The anger in his eves was
evaporating, he hreathed less heavily
through his nose, and his face resumed its
habitual look of mild and futile rapacity.
“T'd no objection to your seeing Elaine,
I baven't now. Only"—he glared inef-
fectually at Ross—"you mustn’t try to
break things up. Tt isn't done.”

Ross looked beyond him to Elaine—a
crumpled, listless figure, pathetically re-
mote in its attitude of defeat. He saw
the dim drift of her hair, the curve of her
face, tragic, appealing, and vet, so inevi-
tably beyond his help. A savage impulse
swept over him, to run to her, to carry her
from the room; it beat within his brain,
shot in sudden nervous spasms through
the lean fingers that clutched the maniel,
He looked steadily at her, but she did not
lift her head. The impulse ebbed, gave
way, he felt a sickening senze of paml}'sis,
a soft yielding resistance, wrapping him
in itz folds, striking like a chill mist into
his heart. He realized that he did not
know her, that he did know the man who
was standing before him, that he was, and
always would be, hopeleszly alien 1o them
and all their kind. It came upon him, a
sudden revelation, filling him with an
anger that burned above a stark and
aching loneliness.

Elaine lifted her head; she looked at
Pennington with a dull weariness, as if
she contemplated something repulsive,
inescapable, familiar to the point of dis-
gust. Her face seemed a little sunken,
the lines of the mouth a little {]u':;r in
the shadow of her eyes hovered a restless
flicker of pain. She raised her hands to
her hair with a slow encircling gesture,
and then dropped suddenly on the couch,
her head buried in her arms,

Very quictly Ross walked from the
TOm,
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The Present Hour
BY MARGARET SHERWOOD

1, wao am God, being Love,

Flowing through all the universe of space,
Within, abowve,

Petal and star obedient to my will;

Forever present, though time veil my face,

In strugoling hearts, though alway baffled, still
From all eternity a white desire,

An upward leaping flame of fire,—

At all mankind waxed wroth.

I, who had granted them joy for growth,
Sorrow and pain whereby to find their way,
Saw them betray

The higher hope wherein their race had birth,
The sons of God went crawling close to earth,
Forgot the upward urge, crept down the slope
Whereon I bade them climb; in lust and greed
Betrayved the higher need;

Forgot their fellows, leaving them to groan
While each man sought hiz own,

Broken and scattered, who had held high aim
Of being one in me. Then, near and far

Hot gleamed my rage, from star Lo molten siar,
A universe in my white wrath aflame.

Alone, alone, for wrath iz isolation, I

Quivered through earth and air and sea and sky,
Casting off man, knowing no hope for him,

Then my might waxed dim,

And mine omnipotence within me strove,

Shot through with sudden dread:

Were T not less than God in being less than Love?

Should Love grow faint and frail

The wvast of things would crumble; world by world
And sun by sun, in trembling ruin hurled

A universe lie dead.

Sudden my Godhead swept exulting back;
My very self their lack,

Breath of my being is the human wail.
Enduring passion of creative power,

I, in the creatures of an hour,

Hope, hear, believe, endure, and may not fail.

I bend mine ear

Once more above the utter need of men,
Striving to hear,

As erst from all eternity, again

The whispers faint that syllable my name.
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From out a world of broken faith and promises forgot, there came
Even now the word which sayveth all things, Love;

The very word a prayer,
The word a polden stair,

Whereon the stumbling heart of man climbs to myv heart above.

—————"
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to shrines so obscure that even their

most ardent worshippers would be sur-
prized to hear that they had drawn a single
traveller over long roads. So these words
were enough 1o start me travelling: “Ed-
ward Rose (died 16s53), buried
outside the south wall of Barnes
parish church, left & bequest to
provide a constant succession of rose-trees
to grow on his grave.” 1 wanted to sec
whether Mr. Rose's rose-trecs were still
living.

The last stage of the journey from Prince-
ton, on the D). and B, canal, to Barnes on
the Thames, was nol costly.,  An antobus
took me, for the modest sum of sixpence,
from Piccadilly to the edge of the borough,
and as I walked across the common which
separates Barnes from its railroad station
—an vast field with prass so withered from
the long drought as to suggest grave doubts
about finding the roses of Mr. Rose in bloom
—my imagination was busy with his char-
acter. Had he been a sentimentalist who
had loved roses all his life, tending them
with his own hands so long as he was ahle,
and leaving 1o all future generations a record
of his tireless affection for them#  Or was
the bequest an illustration of another sort
of passion strong in death; the tyrannows
habit of an inveterate punster, playing his
favorite game of juggling with words even
in the face of the last enemy? I hoped
vaguely that some answer to Lthese questions
would come to me beside his grave.

The church of Barnes is concealed behind
acres of those infinitesimal brick dwellings
which abound in the suburbs of London, and
sugpest, by their refulgent door-knobs, their
curtaing white as hoar frost on the pane, and
their yards as small and gay as colored
handkerchicfs, the gratitude of women es-
caped from crowded tenements Lo homes of

I AM a great friend of little pilgrimages

their own, managed on incomes as tiny as
the buildings which house them,  The older
and probably the wealthier part of the bor-
ough, lies bevond the church, and I did not
explore it: for I could net imagine that the
house of Mr, Rose survived, and I was in-
tenl on him.

The parish church of Barnes is not large,
and if all the dwellers in the multitude of
little homes, whom I liked to imagine as
happy as their howses looked pleaszant,
zhould determine to attend it, let us say on
the first Sunday of the vear, surely they
would have to come in many relays. Nar
i5 the building in its present form very old.
I noticed anly the old brick of the tower—
those bricks of soft, warm red which, per-
haps. even more than the lines of the archi-
tecture, give its charm to near-by Hampton
Court. But the little churchyvard was
crowded with old trees and old graves, snug-
gled up to the walls of the church as if
their occupants had loved it in life and
wizshed to lie cloze to it in death. T walked
twice around the building looking for a
rosc-bush or the name of Edward Bose,
while the murmurs of worship flonted out
through the open windows., My pilgrimage
was at its height, myv quest was incom-
plete, and then suddenly my ear caught the
unmistakable sounds of the end of wor-
ship. The congregalion was coming oul!
Should these pious folk find me lurking in
the churchyard, IJ].'u'nJy convicted of ab-
sence from morning prayer?  Seized with
sudden panic I fled, and Barnes knew me no
Mo,

That no highly floriferous rose-bush was
visible on August 14, 1021, in the vard of
the parigh church at Barnes—that the name
of Edward Rose ia not there writ on any
tombstone so that he who runs may read—
1 can swear. But T cannot swear that be-
side a modest stone bearing half illegibly the
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name RosE, a rose-tree, much depressed by
drought, may not have been sturdily hold-
ing its own and waiting for better days to
biliosiomm.

Yet my pilgrimage did not fail. I saw,
indeed, no rose on the grave of Mr. Foze,
but my spirit went out to search for his. 1
thought of him with pleasure and I was
enough interested in him to wish very much
to meet him. What more can one do for
the most living of strangers?  As for the
impiety—well, it was wise to avaoid scandal
to the most pious part of the people of the
gentle borough of Barnes, but I fulfilled,
after two hundred and sixty-cight vears, the
pathetically human wish of Edward Rose
that he should not be forgotten—and to
carry out the last wish of the dead, is not
that an act of piety?

pet superstitions,  Same of them we

play with, and pretend to adopt, be-
cause we fnd them amusing; some, and
those of the most senseless, we take seri-
ously, What, for instance, could be more
utterly silly than the refussl to ac-
cept a black pin? And yet, only
a few years ago I heard a woman
who asked for a pin decline a black one, al-
though it was more appropriate for its des-
tined use than any other could be.  She was
2 perzon who rather fancied herself, on
cccount of her exclusive social position.
“(h no," she said, with a deprecatory apol-
ogetic smile, I don't think I could take a
black pin,”' In my childbood I had heard
of that superstition, but didn't believe that
it prevailed any longer among civilized
people.

Feally, beside such puerility, you regard
with respect the belief prevailing among cer-
tain savage tribes that a man’s name (being
an integral part of himself) must nol be
mentioned, lest it come into possession of
an enemy who, by the aid of magic, may
use it to work him harm. In fact, the be-
lief that one’s name is a part of onesell can
be understeod by any one who has toiled
over the naming of the characters of fiction,
For truly the name is part of a fictitious per-
son, and must fit him if he is to seem to live,
It is anlv in real life that vou can live down
an unsuitable name.

Then there is our unlucky Friday. How
many people there are who really do regard
it with apprehension. But somewhere in

! I 'HEY are of all gorts and kinds—our

THE PQOQINT OF VIEW

the world each day in the week is unlucky.
Why discriminate? Sunday, to be sure, is
fortunate sxcept in Christendom, where its
bad luck is only a retribution for desecra-
tion; with one curious exception. Why
should it be belicved that if vou fall ill on
a Sunday yvou will surely die? And why,
among good Christians, should a Sunday
excursion in a sailboat be considered more
ill-omened than, for instance, a ride or a
drive? For that matter, the horse may
need his rest, and you make him work., T
don't know of any superstitions about
motor-cars, but there might well be some.
As to Mondav: In Russia no one took a
journey on Monday, In Germany one
didn't enter a new building, make a mar-
riage, or send a child to school for the first
time on that day. One doesn’t know what
they do now, but these superstitions are
compatatively recent. Tuesday, as far as
one can learn, scems to be comparatively
free from ill luck, but one must look out for
Wednesday., On that day witches were out
and storms brewed and Judas betraved
Christ; and it was made one of the fast-days
of the Church, Thursday has been un-
luckiest of all. There was hardly anything
you could de. You couldn’t be married,
or attend Lo vour cattle, or comb your chil-
dren's hair, But there was one thing you
could do.  You could hold public meetings.
Thursday was the day of judgments, since
Thor confirmed laws with his hammer, and
the other meetings followed naturally; inci-
dentally, our own college commencements.
But Friday, our ill-omened Friday, seems to
have been lucky, especially for courting and
marriage and for games of chance. It was
Christianity which, failing to eradicate the
worship of Venus in the south and Freya
in the north, on the one hand, preached that
since Venus and Freva were devils, their
day must be unlucky, and on the other
hand laid stress on the memories of Christ’s
Passion; :1|lhnugh the Eastern Church per-
sonificd Friday and then turned her into
Saint Prascovia (Saint Friday) to be
specially vencrated on that day. Saturday
really secems to be the only all-round un-
lucky day, when you must cease from most
kinds of activitv, Vet if you are impious
enough to begin to spin on a Saturday you
must spin your spindle full, else the witches
will get vour yarn and make knots in 1.
But all these ]cg:nds will never make any
difference to you if Friday is your pet super-



THE POINT OF VIEW

stition.
1Y,

The superstitions of the card-table are
many. You laugh about them, play with
them because they are picturesque, choose
the pack from which you have drawn the
deal, change vour seat to get on the lucky
side of the table, and perhaps, il you take
your game quite seriously, you always zlip
into your chair from the right, and never,
never from the left.

The ballreom, too, has its omens.  Once,
sitting in the chaperons' row of chairs be-
hind those of the dancers, T saw a g[rl walk
across the room and seat herself in the chair
of a young girl who wsed it only to hang her
favors on, since she never stopped dancing.
“Why does she do that 2" 1 asked my neigh-
hor, an Eugli_-ihwum.'\m. “She's Scotch,'"
said my neighbor. “She thinks that a
popular girl's chair will bring her luck.
She hasn't been dancing much.” I thought
it would have been more to the point to
have had the poor dear taught to dance
better—hut there she was, she and her
superstition.

Ouite recently I have encountered a new
superstition, perfectly absurd and vet evi-
dently compelling to 2 larpe number of
women., The other day I received a note
from a friend, apologizing for the enclosure
it contained. Ter own copy had been scnt
to her by a woman whom she couldn't re-
fuze, and who, by the way, was the wife of
a man in high official pesition. A well-
educated woman, accustomed to the world.
It was as follows:

*The Endless Praver Chain.—' God bless
our Soldiers and Sailors and keep them in
the hollow of His hand."—This was received
by me on May 16th, ro=r. It is said to
have gone around the world.  Copy it and
see what happens on the seventh day. It
i5 said that all who write it will be taken
care of, and one who breaks the chain will
meet with misfortune,  Send it to seven
married women, and on the seventh day
vou will méet with great joy. FPlease do not
break the chain. It was started on Flan-
ders Field. Sign wvour name in full.”

When one thinks how many groups of
“seven married women™—and I'll venture
to say, without much thought of the Sol-
diers and Sailors—have exclaimed impaa
tiently: “What an awful nuisance this is,
and why did she send it? 1've a great mind
not to do it—but one never knows; better

Better be on the safe side, you will
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be on the safe side,’" and with a thrill of real
apprehension of the mysterious misfortune
threatened by the breaking of the chaim,
have copied the missive and selfishly sent
it on its troublesome way to seven times
zeven women—well, when one thinks of
that, one realizes that we are still in the
bonds of superstition,

As for me, I broke the chain.
not my pet superstition.

LL day it rained, and that, in 2 coun-
A try which is accustomed to reckon on
& clock-work thunder-storm al foeon
and otherwise blazing blue sky and sun-
shine, is distinctly dizconcerting. It was
peculiarly disconcerting on the anniversary
of the signing of the Declaration of
Independence, when all Denver—
and all Denver at this time of year
includes a goodly proportion of the inhahi-
tants of the Eastern States—had taken to
the mountains in pursuit of that happiness
which the Fourth of July guarantees us as
an inalienable right. What did the signers
of the Declaration mean by the pursuit of
happiness, anyway ?

We, and most of the other inhabitants of
Denver, started for home that afternoon
down the Big Thompson,  The Big Thomp-
son is the kind of canvon you have always
dreamed about, if you are an Easterner, and
never expected Lo see. A wild, brown river
goes tearing through the heart of the hills,
Great walls of rock rise up on either side.
Whaole mountains scem to block vour path,
anid then, suddenly, the road doubles and
you see the passage through., Fine-trees
grow, apparently by faith alone, straight
out of the rocky walls.  Flying buttresses
of mock, wine-red and brick-red and gold
and green, project into the river and the
river leaps and rtoars and tumbles, mile
after mile of seething creamy foam. To-
day gray clonds =it upon the hills and all
the rocks are Lernible with o, The rver
tears at the rocks, shaping and making the
canyon as you watch.  You are zecing Na-
ture at ber work, vou are gazing on creation,
a sight almost too wonderful for the eyes of
man. Is this what the signers of the Thec-
laration meant by happiness ¢

Chur car, in second gear, slides down the
red road cut into the side of the clifi. We
hug the rock wall at the turns and send the
warning notes of our horn echoing rau-
cously far ahead.,  Apgain and again we pass

‘This was

The Pursuit
of Happiness



250
little  plateauns, green and  tree-shaded,
backed by sheer walls of rock. Each one

has a whole flock of flimsy wooden cabins
conscientiously labelled with their names,
Ehutt and Jeff,” " Wildrose,” or * Bidea-
wee." For every settlement there is a
store or two dispensing the necessities of
life, gasolene and cigars and soda water; and
for every other scttlement, a dancing pa-
villion where couples whirl to the strains of
a hoarse Victrala, Is this, perhaps, what
the signers meant by happiness®

There are other sheltered spots along the
river where man has pitched his tent, a
strange contraption of weather-beaten can-
vas attached to the stern of the family
Ford. While father, in hip boots, whips
the fonming stream with a fly-rod, mother,
buxom but as unconcerned in khaki knick-
erbockers as her youngest daughter, is
keeping up the camp-fire. Perhaps this is
what Lhe signers meant by happiness ?

Mow we are out of the canyon and em-
barked on the countless miles across the
plains to Denver. The driver has told us
that the road is bad, but we, being Eastern-
¢rs, are unconcerned; we do not know what
a bad road is. Endlessly it stretches away
across the plains, twisting and turning, up
hill and down, a boundless sea of mud;
zoft mud that slides and slithers under your
wheels: thick mud that sticks and clings;
winding, crisscross ruts, inches deep, that
shake and pull you this way and that if you
swerve by so much as a haic’s breadth from
their devious path; mud holes where you
stall and must climb out again in low gear:
little ponds which your car fords gallantly,
its wheels churning up fountains of red spray.
And all because of that unscheduled rain.
In dry weather, and the weather is supposed
to be dry, it is not a bad road at all.

The cars stretch out along the road be-
fore and behind us as far as the eye can see.
There are, at a cautions guess, two hundred
of them. The pursuers of happiness have
turned to the pursuit of home.  Any mo-
torist east of the Mississippt would cast one
glance at that expanse of mud and pro-
nounce the road impassable. If one man
dared negotiate it he would be proclaimed
a hero. But here they all plunge in with
glorious unconcern, Fords and Marmons,
limousines and touring-cars, sedans amd
trucks and roadsters. They are driven by
skilled chauwffeurs, by nonchalant, long-
limbed men in wide-brimmed hats, by stal-
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warl mothers of families, by little boys of
twelve, And every car is loaded to the
punwales with camping equipment, with
tents and frying-pans, with babies and bas-
kets and bird-cages.

The rain slants down cold and gray.
Night comes on and the search-lights flash
out, each one fixed, as steadily as possible,
on the lurching rear of the car ahead,
Slowly, slowly, one after another we creep
and slither and skid. Woe betide the mis-
erable few who are going in the opposite
direction. There are not many places
where the road iz wide enough for two and
they must wait in these places while scores
of cars stagger past. Occasionally there is
a break in the line, a stretch of harder road-
bed, and some bold spirit seizes his chance
Lo dash, skidding madly, abead—and gains
two places,

A bridge is down, we must make a dé-
tour—we are travelling, let me tell you, on
the Lincoln Highway—and the détour takes
us across the fields of a young farmer who
stands at his gate and collects a quarter
from each car, the easiest money he has
carned in many a long day, A détour in
this country, where the roads run parallel
and wvery far apart, means three sides of a
square and each side all of a mile long.
Except for that there is nothing to choose
between main-road and cross-road mud.

Back on the highway again, but sud-
denly the whole line comes to a reluctant,
jerky halt. Trouble up ahead, what is it ¢
Three big ten-passenger motor-buses are in
the ditch, and their scarlet bulk, gav even
in the wet darkness, Wocks the toad,  Men
and boys clamber out of all the near-by
cars, descend into the ditch, heave, strain,
and push the buses out. Caked with
mud, the men chmb back into their ma-
chines and the long line of lights slides on
again, Why did any Western member of
the A. E. F. ever complain of the roads in
France?

There iz an illusion here of the road to
Verdun as the endless line of cars lurches
through the blackness and the rain along
the muddy track between the sodden fields;
but those convoys travelled for a purpose, a
matter of life and death—and these are
travelling in the pursuit of happiness.

Whatever the signers of the Declaration
think of our definitions of happiness they
must feel satisfaction in the fact that we
most certainly do pursue it.
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s THE FIELD OF ART

On the Making of Bronzes

BY

O the ninety and nine the mystery of
T how a statue gets into bronze is far

greater and more interesting than the
mystery of how a sculptor, without the
painter’s advantage of color or background,
or the illusion of distance, can produce a
work of art that, equally with the painted
picture, touches the
heart and the im-
agination of man-
kind.

A sculptor showed
a friend the detailed
process of making a
cast, and the friend
summarized this
whaole point of view:

“Then all you
had to do was to
make the original
model,” was what
he said.

S0 this iz the
stary of the cast—
leaving the sculp-
tor's interests to
take care of them-
selves.

When the sculp-
tor has conceived
his idea and
brought it forth, with infinite study and
patience and labor, and it stands before him
in perishable modelling wax or clay that
any vagrant chance might ruin, the great
man steps back and sends for that humble
artizan, the plaster-caster, and places his
child's life in his hands, 20 to speak. And
it is curiously like the mythological tale of
Ceres, to whom the child Triptolemus was
intrusted, and who horrified the mother by
nestling the infant in a cosey bed of coals to
make him immortal. The arlist is sup-
posed to be temperamental, vet he gprows
accustomed to submitting each piece of his

Original model and enlargement of * Alexander
Hamilton,” by James Earle Fraser.

LOUISE EBERLE

life-work to an intricate process that can be
bungled more eazily than most things, and
that always includes a moment when the
whole thing hangs over the abyss of possible
total loss,

We'll suppose the sculptor is modelling
Fsyche., Being small, she is in olive-gray
plastiline  { model-
ling-wax) in which
minute detail can
be obtained better
than in clay.
When she is fin-
ished, as far as
the artist iz con-
cerned, he hands
her aver to Tony or
Francisco, or who-
ever is deoing his
casting, hands aver
all the subleties of
his art, in soft ma-
terial that a touch
would mar.

Tony wraps her
very gently in soft
wet paper. Then
he takes lumps of
miadelling-clay and
rolls them flat, with
some handy imple-
ment like an old beer bottle. From these
sheets he cuts pieces which fit into every
fold of drapery or around every lurn of
the figure, without overlapping and with-
out gaps. The coat of clay is from one to
one and a half inches thick, and the work is
neater, even, than a pastry-cook’s, the cast-
er's resemblance to whom s made perfec
by the white plaster dusting him and the
souare paper cap he often wears, When
the coat is done he takes a big bowl and
mixes just enough water and just enough
plaster and just enough salt—salt makes the
plaster harden quickly. Meanwhile he has

E14 4
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The Spirit of Life,” by Daniel Chester French

jfenced off & jutrt ol the now I'IIT|I|III.'IZI hgure

of |' L':':-:: usually he fences off half, 50 as

and onto l|1|_' fenced-off
part he pours his plaster mixture. When it
has set he removes the fences, greazes the

to have two parts

|-l||:1: af the _'::|.l:-'~ll.'l' 50 Lhat
E|'||' next h.,ll_l'|1 will ot :-I_i;_l\-:
it, and cuts nicks in it so
that the lock L=
rether

Then he
pours on more of hi

o
pieces will
afterward
miixture,
and so covers the entire figure
with a |l|" ster shell,

When this shell has set and
removed in its sections,
he' and the
paper wrapping are taken off as
carefully as they

|'--_-.|'|-;-;-. '.|::_'.' ConL

and Psyche pL{il ] 1
shell, which 158 held |"i::"|..!'ll_'i'
immovably by still another
coating of plaster, in a solid
piece this time as the

K II"""

sectional shell was

the base on which the

| i
RN

" Gitel,™ |

statue stands, with no interven-
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ing clay or paper, the shell goes back in
the same relative [m:—ﬁl,i i as before,
g0 that there ie between the figure and
the shell a as wide as the thick-
ness of the clay coat the fAgure wore
when the cast was made. All this time
the caster has been heating over the gas-
burner a pot of smelly | coarse gela-
tine—which i3 glue, of course. When
the mixture iz just right it is poured like
so much fudge illing in through a hole in
the top of the shell till all the space he-
tween Payvche and her prison wall is filled
and she herseli 15 completely buried in
warm glue

When thiz glue is about the o
tency of very stiff blane mange, the p
ter shell is removed in its sections, and
there is a mass of glue, a duplicate of
what Psyche was in her overcoat of
paper and clay.  But what is to separate
this kernel from its clinging seamless
wrapping ©  When
take up a knile. one remembers the judg-
ment of Solomon, and is inclined to cry
out for the preservation, at any cost, of
the lovely thing within. But the knife
makes a sht bere and a cut there, and

one discovers that the gelating coating

iz highly elastic, the cut parte are
drawn back, and with a good deal of pulling
and squeezing poor Psyche 15 extracted in
shapeless hunks and dabs from her vielding
jacket, and thrown in handiuls back into
the plastiline bin. And now all that is left

100
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one sees the caster

for

w A 5t. Leger Ebefle—a bironze cast
“ st wax ' process,

mitde by the
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of the artist’s conception and labor is a
hollow shell of wabbly gelatine that may
contain bubibles just where the subtlest bit
of modelling was, and that 15 only good for
two or three days at best, for the gelatine
keeps on hardening, and is worthless when
its pliability is gone.

This empty mould is then cleaned—kero-
sened, alummed, talcum-powdered —any-
thing to remove every suspicion of plasti-
line from its inner surface, and then it is put
back in its outer shell to keep @t from
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Now that the plaster cast stands com-
plete, the result is only a beginning for the
bronze caster. OF poes the figure to a
bronze foundry where they specialize in the
fine work that sculptors require.  The figare
is oiled, and a piece mould is made of it just
as the piece mould was muade of the padded-
out Psyche, except that this mould js in
many more sections.  For a picce mould of
a plaster figure m “undercuts "

that is, pieces whose outlines double back,
as under a fold of drapery or around a limly,

15t have no

Left—Painting the melted wax i

The front anid back parts of the moukl are then thed togeth
of the figwre.

sl piece maould

and enouzgh ol g stifler wax & powred in to form s halliw

Right —The piece mould partly taken aff the Gnished wax

Anotleer waz and the plaster shell from which the
The pecen of the m

stretching anywhere, and is 0lled brimiul
of the same plaster mixture of which the
shell itself was made.

It is at this point that the ariist can once
more claim to be something in connection
with his work of art, for, when the plaster
hardens, the gelatine mould is pulled and
coaxed off, and there stands the lost Psyche,
restored Lo Ber creator 1n o lorm more per-
manent than the one in which he created
her.

The artists like thiz gelatine mould, for,
besides producing good results, it may be
uscd over again for two or three figures in
the round, or for from five to twenty casts
of medals, according to their simplicity or
complication of design.  This
mean that only this limited number of casts
frosm any |];_-|LL;|'1:. by the gelatine-mould prod-
esg, is possible.  Casts may be made from
the other plaster casts that came out of the
first glue mould. But if copies are made
from ecopics—first, second, third, and so
on—outlines become blurred and sharp
edges dulled.

does  nol

eare beside it Note the * dawels ™ by which

b ok tagpet e

and that could not, consequently, be lifted
off without injury either to the mould or
the igure, When the whole statue is cov-
ered with the sections of a plaster shell that
fit together perfectlv—with nicked edpges,
called keys, to lock them—these are lifted
off the statue (which is uninjured this time)
anmdl are put together again.  Then coats of
wax stiffened with resin are painted into the
interior if it is accessible, or else the hot wax
iz poured in and out several times until
there is a hollow wax shell about & quarter
of an inch thick. This wax mould is not as
sharp as the original, and scams appear on it
l.-|||_'r|_".'|_i' :||l_' |_|i1'|,'|.':-'\. of H]ll,'gl jl;l-l'||'|| |;:|l.|1
other. A number of these waxes are gener
ally made, for—especially if the statue is o
-|||;|]| |'-1'|1_"—i1 is ;>r--]r:«.h]1- that there will be
several bronze casts, and o wax is necessary
for each bronze. The :-IL'.||.ILL:'F retouches
these waxes, using a heated metal tool with
which he can work the wax into shape, and
if he spoils one there is another to take its
place. And, as it s necessary, even with
the advantage of a piece mould, for the cast-
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er Lo make a figure of any
complications in sections,
there is the amusing spec-
tacle of the artist sitting at
wark, surrounded by legs
and heads and arms and
bodies, welding them with
his hot tool, and correcting
any flaw in the wax.

The perfected wax goes
into the hands of the caster
again, and then he does two
[ the most mysterious-
looking of all the mysteri-
ous things in the process.
The inside of the wax shell
is filled with a core of plaster
and cement and pulverized
ferra-cotia, for hoth ‘.h:‘.‘
weight and the cost of bronze make a solid

statue unfeasible, Then the caster sticks

The artist's Ainished model (in
plastiline), which is to be
cast in plaster of paris,
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brought to a common
terminal mear the base of
the figure. They are
called **gates,” and when
they are done the statue
158 covered with a Very
thick shell of the same
mixture which went into
the core, ]n:-'un:l] on solid,
After this the whaole
thing is put into a special
oven and the wax shell is
melted out. The melted
wax rods run out first, of
course, and through the
channels thus provided the
rest of the wax is able to
escape also, till there is
nothing left but the core
and the outer shell, which is a perfect, if
inside-out, duplicate of the statue.

Left

Centre—The shell open, showing the gelatine, which has set.
apace it occupied flled with plaster of ll:ln- and water.
atine mould is being pulle:

Right

~The plaster has sot, and the g

Pouring the glue (or gelatine) into the shell and around the bead which is inside.

The original mode] has been remaved and the

off.  Motice its Aexibility. Several plaster

copies can be made from this mould.

long iron nails into the statue in the less im-
portant parts,—only fout or five nails if the
statue is small. These are not driven in up
to the heads, but project on both sides, and
their purpose 15 to join the core to the shell
that is about to be made, 50 as to keep the
two in unchanged relationship while making
the final cast. The other mystery is the
cutting and rolling of long rod-like pieces
of the wax, which are stuck to the statue
here and there, their loose ends all being

After this double shell has been emptied
the whole thing is buried upside down in
ihe ground, for such protection alone will
prevent the bursting of the shell when the
bronze is poured in.  Only the “ gates™ pro-
trude, and now their purpose appears, for in
through them is poured the white-hot iri-
descent bronze which must reach every part
of the statue at practically the same time
50 that there may be no failure of the bronze
to form a perfect whole because of any dii-
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ference in temperzti ure
the

it 15 ungarthed, the

broken away, the core dug out, lea
hollow bronze statue adorned

ridls where the gates were,
When these are fled off, the
statue 15 bathed in nitric
acid, and is really done at
last, all but the coloring of
the bronze.

S0 there 15 your bronze
statue, and, considering it,
one wonders how poor pea-
ple can ever become s
tors, since Lhe mere making
of a single bronze copy has
complication and expense
every step o v. Yet
the process is a simple thing
compared to the making ol
an enlargement

The large statue begins
just as s small one did,
from the artist’s 1l
‘|||:|*-'.1i|.:i|'||_'. as I'._| ras the |l|'|-.-
ter cast. 1f the figure is to
be more than life-size the
small plaster o yvith
which it is to begin is gen-
erally cut in two, and hall
of the enlargement handled
at one time. The artist
goes over the small white

When it has

terra-cotia

shell

cooled

15

Ving
VINE il

with bronze

sl

5 ij_'ll'l.-\-l clevation

marks are

plaster figure, m

CPO=S 00N £y

rilw

=L

or skeleton, with

pim clay

-‘|I||I il II'.I'I Ill\.l'I II !

woeent, even to he

multitudinous

alled “points," and it is from

them that the name * point-

up’" has been given 1o

this process of enlargement.

['he pointing-up machine
steel |li\--|-.
I]uu| N
ire sl

has two great

reach from
They
sockets, and are connect
that if one is revolved

e other will

celling

revolve ox-
I'is

attad hie || a

v o correspond,

h pivat is

one small and
rpe, and on the tiny
M, close ::'_::Li" i the

the small fgure is
firmly fixed, while on the
larger ]';|::‘.I-:|I'||| |-_'. the ot het
pivol a few boards are sel
e Lie form a core [or the

“armature”

"-\.I.Cl'.ll'! an ar

that is to be huilt.

]lin--llj- over Lhe small
platform is & wooden arm
that swings out at right

angles (rom the top of the
pivot, and then back again
@il a J-lil'.l so that it can be
with perfect

manipulated
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freedom. Tt terminates in a long metal
needle, and when the point of this needle
is placed in contact with the plaster gure,
a larger needle, at the end of & longer arm,
connected with the smaller arm by a series
of levers, antomat-
ically swings to a
point. in the air
that exactly corre-
sponds, on an en-
larged scale—the
scale being set to
whatever degree of
enlargement 15 Te-
quired, The ma-
chine iz, in fact, an
old-fashioned pan-
tograph, working
in three dimen-
sions instead of
two, With this
infallible guide a
lath-and-plaster
figure is built
about the wooden
core on the large
platform, locking
for all the world
Hke a cubist ren-
dering of the stat-
e, €no l"l'l'l.l"l'l'l""]_'l' ETl=
larged. Not every
shading of form is
reproduced, hut
wherever there is
a decided projec-
tion in the statue there is one to correspond
in the skeleton, but about two inches within
what iz to be the surface of the finished
work.

When the armature 1s complete the small
needle is directed at a point marked on the
small figure, and a nail is dreiven into the
corresponding place in the wooden skeleton.
Then the small needle is swung to touch an-
other of the points, and another nail driven
into the skeleton. And so from peint to
point, until the hig skeleton has become a
porcuping, the heads of the nails represent-
ing exactly the surface of the l::rg'. statue-
top-Eree.

Two destinies are possible for the porcu-
pine. If the figure is intended for tempo-

Joseph Choate, by Herbert Adams.
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rary purposes, the spaces within the nails
are filled in with plaster of paris, giving an
exact enlargement of the statue,

Lut if the enlargement is to be a bronze
also, then the spaces are filled in with clay,
and the work once
again comes un-
der the =culptor's
hand. No radical
change is possible,
of course, but the
fact that he can
pull out nails un-
der a surface he
wishes to h;;wcr, ar
acdd on indefinite-
ly, means ample
leaway.

The sand-cast-
ing process is used
for large figires
(unless their detail
is very involved),
and for small
things in which
there are no un-
dercuts, suchk as
medals and reliefs.
A fine French sand
is used which,
when pressed into
2 mase, retains its
shape. This is
beaten onto the
object in sections,
somewhat like 2
piece mould, and these sections are then
placed together with an iron frame about
them. This [rame does not have to be built
anew for each cast, for since the shape of the
cutside of the sand shell does not matter it
can be made to astume one of several general
forms, and fitted into the iron frame that
corresponds. It is then kiln-drigd, which
makes the sand quite hard, the bronze is
potred ing the iron frame removed, the sand
knocked off, and the statue revealed, com-
plete.

There are other processes, but those
described are in general use by that skilful
group of men called casters—who leave the
sculptor nothing to do but to make the
original mould,

A calendar of current ari exhibitions will be lound on page 7.



The Economic Conference
BY ALEXANDER DANA NOYES

IN the series of important movements
on the great financial markets toward
the end of 1gz1, the rizse of foreign ex-
change was in some ways the most re-

markable. Whether and to what extent

) the sweeping decline of 119,
P Panse  which carried sterling ex-
Exchange change from $4.7554 in March

of that year to £3.15 in Febru-
ary of rg20 was influenced by the interna-
tional market’s judgment on the rejection
of the Peace Treaty by the United States,
with the consequent collapse of expecta-
tions for this country’s political and finan-
cial co-operation in rehabilitating Europe,
iz a debatable question. International
exchange may be termed the solvent of
the whole world's ideas, hopes, and disap-
pointments, not only regarding economic
conditions but in regard to political oc-
currences which bear on the economic.
But for the very reason that movements
of exchange reflect a score of separate in-
fluences, it is unwise to give too much
weight to a single cause. The fact that
the interval between the spring of 1910
and the early months of 1920 was a period
of wild inflation in the whole world's com-
merce, credit, and currency, would of it-
=elf account for great depreciation in ex-
change rates on the debtor countries.
London alone of the sound European
states quotes an actual premivm on gold,
which 15 done, as most people know,
through zale 1o the highest foreign bid-
der, at a premium : above the fixed Mint
price per ounce in British currency, of the
weekly arrivals of gold from the South
African mines. The premium is made
possible through the discount on the
pound sterling in foreign markets. This
foreign bid per ounce, on Fehruary 6,
1920, when the pold was bought mostly

for India, South America, and the United
States, reprewntul a price of 1434 if the
normal Mint price in British currency is
taken as par. The highest price in 1921
wis 136; it had got down below 1135 last
December. The franc sold on the New
York market for 5% cents in 1g20; it
brought 84 last December,  The Tialian
lira had risen from 3% to 43,

In the closing weeks of 1921, exchange
on Sweden, Holland, and Spain went to
the highest rates in a year and a half; ex-
change on Switzerland crossed parity on
the rise, the first time it had touched par
of exchange since the middle of 1g10.
As for the rate of nearly $4.25 for ster-
ling, reached on December 12, that em-
bodied a rise from $3.55 last summer and
was fairly in sight of the 84.40 rate of
September, 1015,

OR the very extraovdinary rise in ex-

change rates during December, which
carried sterling up nearly 25 cents per
pound within ten days, the common ex-
planation was that professional specula-
tors for the decline who had
misjudged their market were
taking fright and were being
compelled to buy at rag ndix
rising prices 1o cover their engagements.
That this sort of speculation was a potent
force there is no doubt whatever.  Spec-
ulation in foreign exchange has for three
vears been of world-wide extent; it has
displayved great boldness; its scope of op-
eration haz probably been greater thamn
the similar undertakings in any field of
financial values during the whole history
of speculation—a fact perhaps not sur-
prising when one recalls that selling ex-
change for the [all or buying it for the rise
is speculating on-1he economic fortunes
of the countries on which the hills are
drawn; also that the news and events on

g7
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Speculation
in Exchange
Rates
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which such speculation must be based are
an open book for the whole financial
world's consideration,

The machinery of speculation in ex-
change differs in some essential particu-
lars from that which exists in nearly all
other markets. A Wall Street speculator
who “=sells stocks short™ has to make
next dav the actual delivery of the stocks
which he has =old. He does this through
borrowing those stocks from some one
\\'hi] lI_L'iL'Iq'{]l:..' ]t(l](lH I,i'll_'“l'l :|.|“I Il'l.'hﬂ 'I.'.'illl
lend them for a consideration; but the
operation will not he completed until the
speculator buys for cash in the open mar-
ket the same amount of the samé stocks
and returns them to the holder from
whom he had horrowed for immediate
delivery. If he buvs in his stocks at a
lower price, he gels his expected profit,

The New York speculator for the fall
in sterling exchange sells a draft on Lon-
l!l.}l]., “']]ii_'h Cun |IE LI] H_“i.lll;"lll I"I|'I.|_'||' 1']”..'1.[;.':']
hiz possession of an equivalent London
bank balance, either previously owned or
acquired through borrowing in Lombard
Street.  In effect, the New York “hear
speculator” in exchange has become in-
debted to the London money market.
The debt must eventually be repaid, and
repayment must e effecied through his
purchase in New York of a draft on a
London bank for the sum required. If
he has sold at %3.75 per pound sterling
and has repurchased at 83350, he will
have gained a handsome profit in excess
of interest paid on his London loan,  But
i the rate for zterling rises when he
thought it would fall, his losses mount up
very quickly, and the larger the out-
standing *“bear account ™ which iz forced
Lo change its mind about the outlook, the
more rapid the movement of exchange
rates above the I':'rii"l:‘ at which he imughl.

In the violent rise of a few weeks ago.
an abnormally large speculative accouni
of the kind Ut'l[{l.ll.'}it'il.ﬂ'lﬂhl._'u‘ existed—an
account which had been accumulated and
obstinately maintained on the basis of
wide-spread predictions that an imminent
crisiz was at hand in the financial affairs
of Europe,  Quite unmistakably, the un-
expected readjustments at Washington
in the world's political relations caused
something of a panic among this mob of
speculators committed for the fall.

FINANCIAL

SITUATION

BL’T outright speculation for the fall in
rates had not been the only influence,
Merchants in the United States, in South
America, in Canada, in the Far East,
accumulate a deln 1o London based on
their actual import of English

merchandize. Inthe usual or- Interna-
der of events, such a merchant  tonal

3 - Merchants
terminates the transaction by gn4 the
purchasing draftz on London  Market

for the necessary sum, pay-

able at a London bank, and remits such
drafts to the English =zeller of the im-
ported merchandise.  But if it scems Lo
him that sterling exchange is likely to
decline, say from §3.75 to §3.50, he may
deem i1 wise as a matter of husiness pol-
icy not to buy exchange at the higher
price, but to borrow in London the sum
required to meet his English pavment and
to await the expected fall in sterling be-
fore repaying his loan and closing the
Liusiness operation.

This is not a speculation in the same
sense @5 the operation previously de-
scribed, which was based on no commer-
cial transaction whatever. But the mo-
tives, the reasoning, and the effect on
sterling rates are the same with the one
aperation as with the other, and the prob-
ahility of a sudden rush to cover obliga-
tions, through purchase of actual sterling
bLills on the rise by a great body of foreign
buvers who had misjudged the situation
and overstayed their market, is the same
with the merchants as with the speeala-
tors,

S0 much for what may be called the
machinery of the season’s rise in foreign
cichange. In =0 highly speculative a
market, it is possible to assume, and there
have been those who did assume, tha
the violent upswing of rates which oc-
curred in the autumn of 1921 was nothing
more than reaction from a greatly over-
done previous speculation for the decline,
Nevertheless, two facts must be kept in
mind—that this season’s recovery hrought
exchange rates on the majarity of sound
European markets 1o the highest zince the
great after-war depreciation began in
prg, and that a strong and sustained
movement of foreign exchange is never
without significance. The guestion on
this occasion, as on many others—not
only since the war, but during it and



THE FINANCIAL SITUATION

before it—is how much the movement
means.

HAVE had occasion in numerous re-
cent discussions of the matter on these
pages to show how real had been the
economic improvement.in England and
Western Europe during 1921, As a mat-
ter of fact, the foreipn ex-

Economic wbin
R aehos ch.:a..nge market hﬂtf.}'t‘ﬂLtlLd
at Work  this improvement since the

early weeks of 1921, notwith-
standing the efforts of incredulous specu-
lators to force rates down again, and not-
withstanding the temporary upsetting of
the New York sterling market by so ut-
terly artificial an influence as the sale of
840,000,000 sterling bills by London to
New York last summer, in order totransfer
German reparations money to New York.
Ouite aside even from these considera-
tions, there had been definite influences
at work in foreign trade. During the
eleven months ending with November,
tp2o, exports of merchandise from the
United States to Europe had been 2 015,-
ooo,000 preater than our imports from
Europe. In the same months of 1ga1 the
excess of exports was reduced to §1,517,-
ooo,0co.  Here was a reduction of $1,100,-
ooooo0 in the balance of merchandize
trade against Europe. The adverse bal-
ance which still existed in 1921 was cer-
tainly large enough. But it must be ob-
served that even in the same eleven
months of 1913, before the war, our ex-
ports of merchandise to Europe exceeded
impaorts from that continent by #3560 ooo -
ooo.  Furthermore, during the calendar
vear 1921 there were sent to the United
States from the outside world, mostly for
account of Europe, very nearly $700,000,-
ooo more gold than the country exported.
This was something wholly beyond
precedent. Even in 1g16, when England
was sending to us all the gold available,
with a view to supporting her govern-
ment's American credit, the vear's net
importation was only $530,000,000. The
largest surplus of gold imported in any
calendar year before the war was $142.-
ooo,000 in 1898, and in g1z, although
that vear's surplus of merchandize exporls
was the largest ever reached before the
European War, we actually exported $28 -
ooo,000 more gold than we imported.
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It will be seen, then, to how great an
extent the real “irade balance™ must
have been met by the presenl year's
fnonoonoon pold impoerts. To that off-
setting influence must be added payments
made in 1921 from America to Europe on
account of the preat body of American
tourists who had resumed their trips to
Europe, spending freely during their visit;
also payments arising from the fact that,
when exchange rates on Europe were
lately at their lowest, American investors
were heavy purchasers of European se-
curities. Finally, allowance must bhe
made for the extensive redemption by
England of short-term war loans matur-
ing on the American market in the two
past wears having greatly reduced from
tgrg or 1618 the annual payment due on
interest account from London (o New
York.

ERE were potent influences; yet it
was not these considerations alone,
forcible az they were, which chiefly col-
ored the market's discussions when the
violent recovery of exchange on Europe
was under way in December,
More frequently than any
other explanation of that rise,
Wall Street assigned the be-
lief that a sequel to the unex-
pected achievements of the Washington
Conference would be another conference
to deal with national and international
economic problems. A month before, the
suggestion of such a conierence and the
idea that anvthing practical could be
accomplished by it would have been rid-
iculed in the markets. But when the un-
believable events of the Washington Con-
ference had actually taken place, it was
quite in accord with human nature for the
financial mind to shift abruptly from dis-
belief in any solution of the existing eco-
nemie ]1T(ht}]l‘“1 to belief that a series of
such conferences, acting with the propel-
ling force and resolute common sense of
the Washington Conference, could settle
anvthing.
There was undoubtedly much that such
a conference could settle—certainly the
German reparations tangle, and probably
the promotion of trade with Furopean
couniries whjrh are 1'ri§:lﬂt'cl h:.' CXOR5-
sively adverse foreign exchange and by

The
Propozal

of a
Conference

{Financial Situstion, contimeed on page 43)
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IFinancial Situation, continaed from page 1)

anywhere near as much of merchandize as they
necd to import.  In the matter of trade the
machinery has already been tentatively set up;
it would unguestionably operate with far more
immediate eficiency if the governments of the
countries concerned were to reach general
agreement on the underlying principles, and
were to act in co-operation, instead, as they |
have thus far done, of confining themselves to
individual assurances of sood-will. In the
matter of international loans, there is no douli
whatever that absolutely necessary credits
could be obtained with far more ease if a gen-
eral plan of action were contrived and were |
indorsed  with assurance of governmental
support. Some noteworthy results may be
achieved in that direction, especially if gov-
ernments of the weaker states show willingness
to attack the problem of economic reform at
home, But how much more could be effected
I g conference, in the way of removing ¢co-
nomic obstacles, zeemed to the financial mar-
kets very debatable.

OUR outstanding questions of the day
arose to mind in all discussions of what
might conceivably be the work of an cconomic |

The Revenue Act
and Your Income

NDER the new revenue law a
maximum surtax of 504, on

tg22 net taxable incomes is imposed,
This 1s nnl_'|,' a moderate reduction of
the maximum tax under the old law.

The tax exemption feature of Munic-
ipal Bonds is still, therefore, of great
importance and attractiveness to the
investor,

Will you pay in taxes this year any
considerable sum that mighe have

z Fo i conference,
their present +'|l1!|r.'ull_1,r of producing for export |

| other governments.

The first, a point of special inter-
est during the excited rise of sterling, was
the possible “stabilization™ of ex- ;
r-h:m!_:r rales, 1:|L'¢|1 I::.' themsels =, Q“%"ﬂ“g
The second was the [Hil:-:-ilJl{' re- Iiutfer;;i_ﬂn
urr:mg{'ml_‘rit (Al i_'illl'i'l.'”:t!lllll of Wil

debts owerl I-:.' one group of governments o
The third was the ques
tion what should be done with the inflated
and depreciated currencies of Europe. The
fourth, and the most immediate because of
surrounding circumstances, was the question
of Germany's réparalions payments,

Not all these prohlems stood on the same
footing, The proposal for some kind of arbi-
trary stabilization of international exchange
rates, supposedly at a level nearer their par
value, seemed to be regarded by the markets
as the most feasible of all; which makes it in-
teresting to observe that this was the one pro-
posal which virtually all expericnced ceono-
mists and bankers immediately pronounced
impracticable.  Their point of view was tersely
summed up a few wecks ago by Mr. Paul M.
Warburg, one of the highest authorities on the
subject, who declared in a public specch that,
while “it is true that the world cannot hope to
return to normal economic conditions until the

Finamcinl Situation, continwed oo page 11}

of 1921

been saved by a greater investment
in tax-exempt Municipal Bonds ?

We shall be glad to confer with yvou
and to recommend Municipal Bonds,
exempt from the Federal Income
Tax, best suited ro your needs.

Complete text of the Revenue Aet of
1921, woith table showing relative net
:.'J'r'.fpf r,-_,rr taxable and r.;x—_,fn-.-- securiiies
under the various brackets, swill be rent
free on request to owr nearest office.
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{Financial Situativon, vostinued drom page 10
exchanges of the principal countries are stali-
lized,” nevertheless stabilization “ will follow
the restoration of economic order, it cannot
precede it.” By this the speaker meant that

| depreciated exchange rates are in themselves

a symptom and not a cause.  They reflect, not
some occult condition in the international mar-
ket for national currencies but such perfectly
well-known facts as the balance of international
trade and international debt :Lgainf-t a gi'l.'i_:n
nation, the suspension of gold pavments on
that country’s paper money, and the prospect
for or against return hereafter to such redemp-
tion.

I I' is quite true that Congress, in its war-loan
legislati ion of 1918, expressly authorized the
Treasury “during the war and for two vears
after its termination’” to “make arrangements
in or with foreign countries to stabilize the
foreizn exchanges.” What was

accomplished under thiz authority ﬂgth?nuizin g
was shown by the fact that w lun Exchange €

as sterling had fallen to $4.10 in
to15, nearly two vears before we entered the
war, it stood almost unmoved around &4.751:
during 117 and 1018, Here, without doubt,
was a “stabilized” exchanpge market. But a
very little further examination of the facts
shows that exchange rates were then sustained
through assumption by the United States Gov-
ernment of the greater part of the payments
due on war account by England and our other
allies to the American producing markets.
The achievement involved, however, the lend-
ing by our Treasury to the Allied governments
of 810,000,000,000 procured from the proceeds
Loan sales |=_1,' the United States
Government 1o American investors—a credit
\'n'hiL'h '||‘|-'I:'I'I,I..|fi 1)1.!'H.'r“'i:-'l‘ I'II.'II'I.'.""!"IL”II_\.' 1Li|.'|.'ll_' }H":'."I
obtained through drawing bills on the several
foreign markets. The exchanges could be
“stabilized " again if the same expedient were
to be adopted, but nothing is to-day more out
of the guestion than another recourse to it.
The enormous debts created between the
Allied governments during the war constitute
a peculiar problen. Of the $9,474,000,000 of
such obligations now held by our government,
24,166, 000,000 represent the indebtedness of
Great Britain, $2950,000,000 the indebted-
ness of France, $1,648,000,000 that of Italy;
the rest being in smaller sums, of which §345.-
1,000 is for account of Belgium, and $187.-
s2q.000 for account of Russia. Concerning
these loans by our government to its allies, the
war-loan statutes of 1917 merely provided for

{Financial Situation, comtinued op page 451
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{Finamcial Situation, continued from page 45)
delivery to our Treasury, in exchange for its
advances, of foreign-government obligations
*containing in their essentials the same terms
and conditions™ as our own Liberty honds.

The interest rate was lo be discretionary

| with our Treasury, but it must at least equal

the highest rate fixed on any United States
war loan into which earlier loans should have
been converted.  The foreign  oblizations
would fall due for payment not later than the

| I.ilu-rt}r honds izsued to ]Jru‘».il]t' the Money,

They might be sold by the Treasury, but not
for less than [Har; and the [l.rni_'u;t--lz-. either of
such sale or of repayments by the borrowing
government should be used to redeem “any
bonds of the Unmited States issued under the
authority of this act.”

T i= L‘i‘m‘allmn]_\' said that no interest has been
paid on these governmental obligations.
That iz by no means strictly true. Fvery one
of the eleven hurrum'ing governments has paid
something by way of interest—England 8247 .-
ooo,o00, for instance, and France

$120,000,000—and the total of EETE:E "
such payments up to date of the 5 voor °
Diecember Treasury report was ments

Sas54.bo0.405. But, despite these

partial payments, the accumulated interest due
and l:l\lmitl last November, at the 5 per cent
rate tentatively fixed by the Treasury, was
$1,155,500,000. The British Treasury's ad-
vances of a nearly equal sum to England’s con-
tinental allies would make a similar showing.
The question, therefore, stared both lending
and borrowing governments in the face—Whait
iz to be done about the loans? Owur govern-
ment has EOTE 10 farther than to ask that the
Treasury Department he authorized to con-
vert these ill-arranged obligations into funded
bonds, with power to arrange *' the form and
terms of the refunding obligations, the rate or
rates of interest and the maturity dates, and
to extend the time for payment of interest on
the indebtedness to be refunded.”

The British Government has pretty ]1|ain|l1,.'
intimated its willingness to cancel the £1,800,-
ooo,000 indebtedness of its war allies to the
British Exchequer, provided the United States
Treasury will do the same.  Such action would,
in a sense, be in line with England's traditions;
for the advances of money by the Exchequer to
England’s allies in the war against Napoleon—
mostly made to the German states and Russia,
ani very substantial for those d;l:l.'-'. Were
never repaid. Their repayment, indeed, does
not seem to have been asked for or expected;

{Finamcial Sitsation, continued on pape 4o)
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{Financial Silustion, contloued from page 47
they were England’s direct contribution to the
war, recognized at the time as being made in
lieu of sending a large English army to engage
in the earlier land campaigns of Continental
Europe.

SOMEWHAT =zimilar line of reasoning
has been emploved by many American
financiers and economists as an arpument for
capcelling the war debts of our allies to the
United States Government. Yet the analogy
is not exact, for, with very few ex-

Ef“:a::jf ceptions, “Pitt’s subsidies” were
cellation® ul.Hr'lg]L[ rrants of money, voted as

part of the terms of a treaty of al-
hiance, in order to secure the military co-opera-
tion of other European governments against

Nap-u-]i:ull. whereas our ;.:-n-rmmq:m s |u:1|1~1 Lo |

its allies in 1917 and 1918 were officially rec-
ognized as a business operation of the war;
most of the proceeds being used, indeed, to
purchase war munitions, but a very large pari
also to purchase food. The contract for re-
payment, as we have seen, was reflected in the
language of the war-loan statutes,

It was therefore partly also a contract for
the benefit of subscribers to the Liberty Loans
through which the necessary funds were

raised; partly a contract for the benefit of
American taxpavers on whom the war-loan acis
placed a continuing burden.  Assuming that
the debts of our allies 1o the United States
Treasury can eventually be paid, interest or
principal, their cancellation would clearly
l']]f".l:f.,'L mean increase in our taxation bevond
the amount originally contemplated, or else its
continuance bevond the date originally ex-
pected, These considerations do not take ac-
count of the possible inability of the indelited
El]fH[H.'EtrI j_"'l]".'l."l'lil'l"ll,"lllﬁ (1] I'I[IIT. L I:I‘il 1,'-:h|:'|1_'|;_'.r‘-.'{|,-
ble economic unsettlement occasioned by their
payvment. It iz impossible to foresee just what
will he the ultimate logic of events. Mean-
time, it 2 not casy 1o see howe the matter could
be settled at this time by a general economic
|'-.rr1I:1_-r|;:|11_'|.-.

HE problem of depreciated currencies is

in SOOI “-n._'l..h ]l‘!"h L'Hn'll:l]l:'."- ”I.illl |.|I.]I:-'.. in
others more 0. In France and England, as
we have found abundant evidence, steps have
been taken steadily during the

x H ¥

past twelve months looking to its Europe's
5 == Depreciated
eventual solution. Neither of purrencies

those 1wo governments ]ta:-i for A
:.'L':'lrpﬂh'l beenincreasine its PAaper-money 1E510ES
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OUNGEST of the great Capital

Cities, Washington, the Capital of
America, has become a world center.
Upon it are focused the political and
economic hopes of many peoples.

Here the Goverment builds and
conducts its business; here men from
every State have their homes; here
the nations of the earth have their em-
bassies. And here the mortgage inves-

(}ﬁc

‘?' INTEREST, pavable seriannuaily
7 @ Denomimatioms £100, £500, F1000
Ten Mok Tavestmen! Savimgs Flan

“World Haﬁe Is Centered
in this Capital City”

F HSMITH (OMPANY

=-PRESIDENT HARDING
in a Message o Congress

tor finds complete security in the un-
questioned future of real estate values,

The F. H. Smith Company, with a
record of 49 years without loss to any
investor, offers Mational Capital First
Mortgage Investments secured by busi-
ness property in the heart of Washing-
ton. The story of them is told in our
booklet—"“Washington, the heart of
America,” May we send you a copy?

eAddress Dapf. 14

r}m&a’ My

815 FIFTEENTH STREET NW
WASHINGTON. D.cC.
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SAFETY " BONDS

For Conservative Investors

First
Mortgage
Real Estate
Bonds

will be secured by a first moregage on land and a new 13-
These Boﬂds sStoTy ]"."I.II.:\.JLHI: 1_;:';’ mm‘lu'rh ﬁEuﬁh‘Kaf cOnSirucCion to be
situated in one of the most desirable residential sections of New Yotk City.
Located on the corner of 74th St and the world famed avenue of Broadway, bue
two blocks from Ceneral Park, one block from Riverside Drive and the Hudson
river, these apartments will enjoy most excellent transportation facilities and will
have pood permanent rental value, The building will conrain 168 apartments of
two rooms and bath each, B stores and a restaurant.

The ‘“Safety’’ Features of this Issue:

1 building $1,400,000
Jand . . 700,000

. Securliy appraised at - 3 .

. Toml amount of bond isoe, 51,100,000, | Toewl 32,100,000

. HMer annual income estimated by borrower ar 5269,400 or 3§ times greatest annomal
interest charges.

. Payment of principal and interest guaranteed by corporation leasing entre property
subject 1o the said first mortgage in addition to first mortgage on land, building and
equipment 1o be erected and furnished.

Interet rate, seven and one-half per cent.
. Mormal Federal Income Tax up to 47 of the annual interest, paid by borrower.
Interest payvable MMay 15th and Novembar 1 5th,
Blaturitice I-10 years,
Denominations—$100—5500—351.000,
Cuarantee Mortgage policy to be made by a New York Title Insurance Co.

The bonds ave affered subjece to pricr sale. and when, @, and if izpusd and recelied I s The abowe imfar-
wraeion, althoigh not gearantesd, has been c!"r..:l-'.:J from soiirces wehich e belisve innises 4 doourdey.

Boun & MORTGAGE :
COMPAN Y

American Bond & Mortgage Bldg., 127 N. Dearborn St., Chicago
562 Fifth Avenue, New York City
Columbus, Ohio Davenport, lowa Grand Rapids, Mich.
Please send me literature (.52 describing this attractive investment op-
portunity. This is without obligation on my part.

1L 1| ep e RO e £ L L S T Lohddress.




Foreign ‘Remittances

are made promptly
and accurately

through the mediation of
KNAUTH. HACHOD & KUHHNE
and their correspondents throughout
the world

We &re especially equipped through
experience and organization to ren-
der & complete Foreign Exchange
service to  American  business  and
Amerfcan travelers.

Sight Drraft—Cable Transferi—Money Orders
Lenters qurfﬂ'rr—ﬂavr!ﬂ': Checks
Commercsal Letsers of Credre
Invesrment Securities

Knauth Nachod & Kuhne

130 Brondway Mew York

Buy Safety as

well as Income
T.HE IJlTiI'I'IHl'i.' I|.l."|!|.'..|1]ih"'-' I!E AN

investment is deternuned more
by 1ts Fundamental safety than by
the income which it bears.

This 15 axiomatic—yet many
investors today are being blinded
tor the safery faccor by ther anxi-
Lt"u o SeCure i |'||:{|'| i.:l'|1.1.-|.'l.':~'t rerurn
on i rising marker,

I v eui

prog
conIrrvatice

ASK FOR LI1sT

WELLS ~DICKEY COMPANY

Fouraabdisbed TR
MINNEABOLIS

MINNESOTA

(Fimapcial Situation, continued from page Ja)

as France avowedly did in war-time, to meet a
deficit in public expenditure; they have re-
spectively reduced their paper currencies 16
anil 1o er cent. But Central |':L|t‘11pf_' is doing
sl hi]]g ‘L'{"F}' -I]”‘F{'Tl'll‘ = li1 sl I'i:l \5- I![Ll W
money, which in the middle of 1921 had al-
ready reached 5o,000.000.000 crowns or, in
normal values, $10.000,000.000, had passed
1 30,000,000,000 CTOWN:S --||I_x' five months later,
Last May the outstanding paper currency of
Poland footed up o4.500.000,000 Polish marks,
to which it had risen from 49.000.000000 on
January 1. 1t had increased 10 182, 700,000,000
at the end of last October. The paper cur-
rency of Germany increased in Decembar
12, 500000000 marks, or 13 per cent, leaving
it greater by 44 per cent than the outstanding
circulation of June, roz1, although the total at
that earlier date was 315 times as great as in
July, 1g14. Hungary and Roumania are in
little better plight.

Mr. l’nmln_-rfip has remarked of this whole-
sale recourse 1o the government printing-press
that the statesmen under whose direction it
has oceurred are not fools but very able men,
that they are under no illusions, and that the
have merely yielded to hopeless pressure of
circumstances.  The apology is nol altogether
convincing; it might cqually have boen urged
in every previous epoch of inflated and de-
preciated paper money. Cambon, a dis-
tinguished finance minister in hiz day, took
exactly that ground regarding the French as-
signats, and he did so only three or four vears
before the problem was zolved in 1707, The
British Parliament of 1311, with the paper cur-
rency exchanging for gold at a discount of 2o
per cent, decided that the irredeemable Bank
of England note had not depreciated, but that
pold was itsell at an artificial premiom, and
adopted a formal resolution 1o the effect that
“the pound sterling has: no relation to am
weirht of metal of a given fineness.”

Soowell-known a |rl:|l|‘.:1 man as Thaddeus
Stevens, discussing our own depreciated green-
backs in the Congress of 1860, asked why that
currency should be taken up when it repre-
sented a government deld * bearing no interest
and which need hear no interest.” There is
much the zame confusion of ideas to-dav,
among governments with immensely inflated
and depreciated currencies: not least of all in
‘_Ill_'!'lllilr'l_".'.. '.'l'.l'I.L'rl' il E'Iil"- 1;I1{"|_\.' I}L'l_']l_ |_|'|E Colm-
mon remark, even in government circles, that
the fall in the mark was not a consequence of
'E'I‘l' |-|||.'r'|.'.:|."'t‘|'.| i:"-"'-L'lL'.‘- Ui- il'rl"}l'l..,'rlli,lllll_' [Iil'lll."l' 1|'|||
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BANKS BANKERS A BONDS i‘m

OUR PRESIDENTS

of Banks, four Vice-

Presidents of Banks and four

Directors of Banks constitute

the major part of the govern-

ing board of the Mortgage &
Securities Cumpany.

The L‘Dmhinf:djudgmcntcf
these men skilled in finance,
is made available to all those
consulting us in the selection
of safe securities to yield the
maximum interest rate.

Southern banks and bank-
ers are vitally interested in
our investments becausze their
growth is largely dependent
upon the development of the
South, and their profit de-
termined by theinterest return

and safety of invested funds
A large part of our securi-

ties are purchased b].r banks
and insurance companies and
no investment is made by us
that fails to measure up to the
standard acceptable to them.
That is the reason our gov-
erning board iz constituted as
it 1s.

Are all your investments
made with the safety of abank's
investments?

Mortgage & Securities
Bonds are available at attrac-
tive interest rates in denomi-
nations of $100 upward. In-
vestigate these Southern Se-
curities,

Write for Circular C-335.

Seventeenth der—,?*{ﬂwr P ,{:w: o a Client

MORTGAGE & SECURITIES CO.

CAPITAL AND SuRPLUS OVER ONE MILLION

CANAL & CAMP STS.

NEW ORLEANS

MNMew Yord Officp == 46 Codar Sreedt
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on an ultra-conservative
Investment

The shrewd investor plans to get the
utmost yield with safety. sees bo it
that his money is never idle.  But not so
with those who give less heed (o system.
atic investing. Perhaps those who invest
their savines from time to time are the
worst offenders. They lose half their
:ﬁhﬂﬂtint!ﬁall?t. But 'h-u?: than lii_m

¥ elr savings slip away for
things not needed.

*The True Story of Plain Tom Hodge"
imm book that revesls & novel plan for saving
and investing, ¥ouwehoald pead it. It shows
howiodefeat extravagancs, how tomake hegd-
way financislly—how to meke o mew profi
iy @6 GlERE-Chaer wikive invertment.

Tha plan makes possitle the full interest paic
I'IIII- [T f“ betrer REll, It shown you
how to esve. A prof uhllmlhlrinmtﬂmt
in Yoo ¥ivid infeodive to coniinue saving.
It hiclps yoo to make good on yoar ressdol ban
fo shve & ppecific amotant each manth,

We orge that write for & mmp\hrnm!lr'r
enp¥ of *“Tha Tran Hlmﬁd{ Flain Teen Hodge, ™
Be sure toda

Tear aut this ad, write your name
ond address in margin, mail fo ws.

GEORGE M. FORMAN
& COMPANY

Farm Mortgage Investments
.rpl.. 1713, 105 W. Mearee 5v., Chicage
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CanYnu Answer
These Questions ?

Ht}w can a person who invests
a small amount each month
in safe urilicy securities become
financially independent when his
earning power has declined?

Why i this the best time in a
generation to invest in ably man-
aged electric and gas companies?
What are the fearures particularly
commending our Ten-Fayment
Plan for profitable investing !
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Finamcial Stivsthon, continued [rom page st
that the imereaszed [T PERUCS WOTE [ COdEl

quence of the fall in the

HAT an economic conference would

favored by oursiders with plenty of plans
Lo solve this paper-money question may be in
ferred from the abundanee of such sugrestions
even before a Priv-
posals which have been made for a
‘Feserve Bank of the World ™
izsue new paper currency to all the
nations—proposals. for =uch cur-
rency 1o be based on gold. 1o be based on the
debt of the Allies 1o the United States, to be
based on Germany's debt to the Allies, to be
based on foreign merchants’ paper, to he ex-
x‘]‘l;‘tl'l._:‘;t’:ﬂhh: al '.1.|'I|Zil|':l|'_~ ratios for existinge
paper currencies, not to be exchangeable for
them at all, to be conducted Ly business men,
LK1 ] ||1,' |_'n-|'|1:|l,l|1,|_':F ]:_1.' t|'|l.; [_-Ii'ih_'l'l !"'IIJI{J_':-'\., Loy 1_||_

mark.

III.

conference was in sight.
Interna-
tional Paper
Issues

1o

«onducted by a committee of governments, Lo

be conducted by the League of Nations—ar
at least a tribute to the imaginative fertility
of the public mind in matters of high finance.
But a formal economic conference which enter-
tained =erious propesals for an issue of paper
currency wherehy exchange and trade might Le
reztored, mm countries whose existing worthless
currency is making such transactions impossi-
hle, would have to deal, not with general prin-
ciples but with severely practical details.
Economic hiztory in America or Europe has
had only three solutions of this paper-mone
problem 1o suggest: retirement of excessive
note issues with the proceeds of funded govern-
ment loans; accumulation of a gold reserve ac-
quired through such loans, followed by resump-
tign of gold payments on the paper currency
when trade had sufh i.l.mlj'.' (.'.\IJ‘:HHI{'H to ab-
sorly the amount outstanding; or, finally, re-
pudiation of the depreciated paper v the is-
:\-'I.IEI‘.IJ_]’ Fovernment, sorelimes :'i.Hm.*.']:'lj._{ L
holders the privilege of subscribing with such
currency, at a rating far below the face value
af the paper, to new bond issues of the govern-
ment. Oiher plans than these have been pro-
||rr={-|| ur '||'i|_'l!: 13k ll'|.|'ll'|"‘- ||LL'\'L" ]JL'-L'”. :II]“Eﬂt"li..
and carried to success. The q‘\.]m‘ﬂil.!'l[ of the
sovernment’s issuing another paper currency,
to be exchanged for the old one on such a basis
as greatly to reduce the total nominal amount
outstanding, was tried by our own American
States before the Constitution, by France in
the Revolution, and by the Southern Con-
federacy; revolutionary France, for insiance,
offering what 1t called a2 “mandat” of 100
francs in exchanpge for depreciated * assignats™

{Financial Situation, continued on page 53)



Permanently 38 YEARS WITHOUT
' || LOSS TO AN INVESTOR
at Par!

We furnish FIRST MORTGAGES, secured by
Imnproy el Farms in Georgia, Alabama and Fhorid,
Ordinary bonds may go up, paying 37 interest.
but sometimes don't.  And
when they are up, they may
go down, and sometimes do.
6% Prudence-Bonds don't do
gither. Backed by first mort-
gages and puaranteed as to
interest and principal by our
entire resources, they are
pillars of unalterable stahil-
ity, ungualified safety, and [
impregnable strength.

Send for Bookler 5. C. 223 d

I'hey run for a term of five years, without right of
[k ||I'|'|5.-1||‘I|‘|

Follow the rule—SAFETY first, and oy Farm
Maortgages such as are offeresd by

Bonds :f 3._-/, 8% 8%
|

" TneTiTLe GuaraNnTY &TRusT Co.
THE FIRST HATIONAL BANE OF BRIGGEFORT BDLDGE.
BRIDGEPORT, CONN.

mgwrirRs ornce oF THE GEaRGIA Loan ATRUST Co.
HMacon, GEORGLA

The Right Bank

In The Right Place

The Pruden{:e Company, Inc. B U P R

| Realty Ascociates Tuvestment Cor poratisn Banks are situated at amf
31 Nassau 5t . 162 Remsen St f:::;ﬁgs:h;ﬁ;i?&e K
New York Brooklyn advantage,
S — The CONTINENTAL and
e COMMERCIAL

BANKS

CHICACD
More than $33,000,000 Invested Capital

Cifg? ‘] L M' =3y
It’s June in Miami
Leave wour frozen north amd
come to Mismi. Here in mid-
winter you will find Jone—warm,
clear days, filled with the exotic
E;:-r!".l.mr of millions of fowers.
rimk in the nurLFym[l, sanahing,
revel in the water sports,  Fiad
vour youth again in Miami,
Miami with its many beautiful
I:.nl:-.-la and apartments, its thriv-
ing husinesa districts, offers un-
usual opportunities f-.'.r investors
who demand safety of principal
together with high interest vield,

secured in time—
often save losses in
mmvestments

Every investor at timesneeds reliable, unbiassed
intormation regarding securitics.

In recopnition of this face, Seribner’s Mapazine
maintains an Investor's Service Bureau, the
purpose of which is to analyze securities and
supply current news and up-to-date staristics
regarding invescments.

le'.. FIR 5T M DHTC-AGE 5

abe [ beleg able i offe

The T‘—..de.\l'l'll amtention of o condervative investment spe-
cialise is given to each inquiry received. For a thorough
analyais of an investment a nominal fes B charped amaunt-
ing to $3.00 for one stock or bond, and §2.00 for each
additional securicy analyzed at the same tine.

Bosklad W gladly seni
Epan rogusel

sl sl Movigmere Tetp dincwd
Fiﬂ'ﬁ.'l.' NATIONAL ("G_'.I_P.LN'!'
Many of our readers who have wutilized this service haw
commented upon thie quslizy ond scope of che infor
received. [f you have o s:n.::“l:r'nhbtl'n write to-day,
Address inguir L nied by a remimance,. 0
INVESTOR"S R\]{L I|l|1tE‘iL SCRIBMER'S
MAGAZINE, ‘.-"" FI1’:I'. Awvenaee, Mew ‘Lo‘rL Clry.




(Fimamcial Situation, contlnued from page 53

nominally worth 3.000. But the plan has al-
ways failed; in the end the new paper currency |
invariably became as worthless as the old.

ANOTH'ER plan, proposed but not adopted '
in the older depreciated-monev days of
England, had in wview reduction of the gold
value of the country's standard monetary unit,
If, for example, a coin were to be minted con-
taining only half the gold now con-

Ihe tained in the British sovereign or
i - gk o
%ﬂ“ " the American dollar, if that new

coin were declared by law to be the
pound sterling or the dollar contemplated in
contracts and obligations previously drawn,
whether by governments or individuals, it will
readily be seen that redemption of an outstand-
ing paper currency in pold, whether through
gutright retirement or through maintenance of
a gold reserve, would then cost the government
only half what redemption would have cost it
at the present standard of value. T have de-
scribed in a former article the hali-hearted
efiort of certain English controversialists to get
a hearing for the plan of recourse to this project
by Great Britain. The idea has been vehe-
mently urged by a Swedish professor of eco-
nomics from the University of Stockholm much
quoted by English “devaluationists,” whose
argument is largely bazed on the evil results of |
letting prices decline from the inflated heights
to which they rose in war-time, and whose view
of the moral question invalved is illustrated by
his half-contemptuous remark that the prev-
alent desire to restore the former value of the
paper currency and the old power of exchange
“is founded on a feeling that degradation of
the international value of the country’s money
is somehow degradation of the country itself.”
Yet that conviction goes to the core of the
question; not because of the rate for sterling
bills at New York or Amsterdam, but because
of the quite indisputable fact that such reduc-
tion in actual gold content or intrinsic value
of the pound sterling or the dollar would cut
down to that extent the actual payment pre-
viously pledged on long-term contracts by com-
mercial debtors to their creditors. It would
repudiate a similar proportion of the long-term
payments pledged by the government on its
public loans, and, what is possibly of even more
importance, would cut off by law the future
prospect of repaying at par value bank bal-
ances and investments owned in England by
foreign capitalists and foreign business men.
Such action by the British Government would
necessarily be the end of London as a central
money market.

The British Government would in fact have
surrendered on the spot to the influences of
partial repudiation, against which our own

| people fought so obstinately in the long

“sound-money " struggle between 1875 and
1806, It would invite an outflow of foreign
capital from London such as was faintly in-
timated by the flight of Eurcpean capital
from the United States when a similar degra-
dation of the currency standard, under a dif-
ferent name, seemed for a moment o be near
at hand in our country during 1802 and 1804,
These excecdingly obvious facts are the rea-
sons why no such plan is at all likely now to be
considered, unless in countriez with a worse-
confused currency system and perhaps with an
easier conscience than those of France or Eng-
land; countries which might conceivably be
found in Central Europe.

THE fourth problem which an economic con-
ference must dizcuss, Germany’s repara-
tions payments, presents still other considera-
tions. The German Government has asserted
its inability at this time to pay anything more
on reparations. What Germany has
already paid in cash to the Repara-
tions Commission does not exceed
what France paid in cash to Prus-
sia in the three years after 1870, Germany's
total payments of all kinds to date are prob-
ably less than would have heen required if the
counter-proposal made by the German Govern-
ment itself to the Allied Council last spring had
been accepted,  But Germany bases its present
protesi mainly on the fact that, with the paper
mark at its present value, the cost of making
the necessary foreign payments is fifty times
what it would have been with the mark at par.
There will probably be much difference of
opinion as to who is responzible for that, Hut
the situation, after all, embodied a condition,
not a theory; Germany had announced de-
fault on obligations which her government hacd
unwillingly accepted; the question was, what
step should follow,

One way to answer this question is to con-
sider the situation which now exists as a hank
would consider the case of a financial or busi-
ness  enterprise  which, through  choice or
through force of circumstances, had assumed
obligations whose punctua! discharge would
reqquire the most skilful and judicious manage-
ment, which had entered on the task with a
wholly unsound plan of operations, which had
grown discouraged as to results but had there-
upon resorted on a still larger scale to the zame
dangerous expedients, and which new had
found itseli at the end of its rope and been

FETMany
and the
Reparations



forced to plead for indulgence from its credi-
tors.  For the creditors to answer that the
debtor had nol fairly utilized his possibilities,
that he had been indulging in illusions and had
neglected to go about the matter in a business-
like way, and that the financial vagaries which
he had dizplayed would not entitle him to
credit at the bank—all this would probably
not help the matter.

The salient fact would be that the debtor,
whether through his misfortunes or his per-
versity, was unable or unwilling to fulfil his
present obligations, and could not easily be
forced to do so. If he were granted an exten-
sion, he might make good hercafter; perhaps
merely through postponement of the date or
dates of payment, perhaps through reduction
of the principal agreed on.  Yet in such a case
it would hardly be conceivable that remission
of liabilities would be granted in a settlement
without some substantial guarantee that the
embarrassed debtor would at least mend his
own financial practices. In the case of Ger-
many, the further fact has strongly cmerged
that, at the very least, repayment for the wan-
ton, deliberate, and malicious destruction which
marked the German army’s occupation of
northern France still had to be assured. It
was to the settlement of this question with an
equal view to financial expediency and politi-
cal justice that the markets at the beginning
of the vear looked most hopefully in discussing
an economic conference,

INFORMATIVE
FINANCIAL
LITERATURE

Follvwing are announcements of curreat bosoklets and eirculars
iszued by Bnancial institutions, which may be abtnined without
cost om request addeessed do the fsuing banker, [nwesiors are
asked to mention SCRIBNER"S Macazive when wriling for literature.

INVESTMENT BODELETS AND CIRCULARS
The Guzranty Company of New York has puldished 2 new book-
I=t, “ Investment Recommendations,™ which will be sent to investors
o Terjiest.

The surprising results of systematic investment apd reinvestment
are s¢t forth interestingly in a mew book entitled A Sure Road 1o
Financial Independence,” now being distributed by Halsew, Stuart
and Company. The booklet will be of valae to any investor who
ddesires to stimulate the amaunt of his savings nnd isvestments.

"Who Buys Ronds,” an amalysis recently published by Wells-
Dickey Company, of Minneapolis, shows a surprisingly wide-spread
interest in sound securities. Write for your copy.

" Bends as Safe se Our Cithes" and “ Municipal Bonds" are twa
bauklets published by the William B, Compton Company, 51 Louks,
New York, Chicago, Cincinnati, and New Ofleans.  Bodh hookleis
describe the various kinds of Mu.nil.'ipuJ Bonds and the salcgunnds
surrounding them,

‘1oz Invesiments.'" a new 33-page booklel describing safe long.
-\I'HJ: shart-term invedtments, is being distributed by H, M. Bylleshy
anil Company, 208 South Lo Salle Street, Chicago,

BOORLETS ON FINANCIAL SUBJECTS

A Duaick-Reckoning Income Tax Table, aiding the investor to de-
termine the gross yield he must get on a taxable bond to cormeapond
to the yield on o tax-free municipal, is being distributed by Seacy
and Braun, 14 Wall Street, New York.

The Guaranty Trazt Company of New Yark hos pablished for
free distriliation & booklet entitled " Trost Service for Corporations.

The Bankers Trust Company of New York i Bsuing periodically
an Investment Letter with an informingr review of the investment
situation, which will be sent to investors on requesd.

“Digest of the Federal Revenue Act of 1o1.""  Far Income and
exceas profits laxes for po2r, 1o, amd sulsequent vears, with
tables for calculation of tax and for comparson of taxes. A pam-
phlet confined to a consideration of Federal taxation of income, as
sach tazathon is provided for by the Revenue Act of 1gar.  Pube
lished by The National City Company, National City Bank Build-
ing, Wew York.

REAL EETATE AND FARM MORTGAGE BODELETS

Greenebaum Sons. Investment Company, La Salle and Madison
Streets, Chicngo, will send on request their " Gresnebaum Safe-
guarded Bomds™ boaklet, explaining very clearly how bands aee
safeguarded; it containg important information for bond [nvestors,

The American Bood and Morigage Company, Chicaps and New
York, haz pullished o book entitled " Building with Donds,”" hetu-
tifully Mustrated, handsomely hound, and dealing comprehessively
with the familiar forms of investment, especially Firs-Mortgage
Real-Estate Boods, Copy on reguest.

The Tithe Guaranty and Trust Company of Bridgeport, Connects
icul, will furnish upen application a list of morigage mvestment
afferings.

A Guarantes] Income is a hooklet for mvestors in real-estate
bond:, describing the added protection of a guarantes against loss.
Write the Prodesce Company, Incorporated, 31 Massau Street, New
York City.

“The True Stary of Plain Tom Hodge'” describes in detail a new
partial-payment plan for selling form-morigage securities.  Write
George M. Forman and Company, 1osC West Moaroe 5Strest,
Chicogn.

“Comman Sense i Investing Money™ |5 4 comprehensive boak-
Jet published by & W, Straus aod Company, Filth Avenue at 4fth
Street, Mew York, outlining the principles of safe investment and
deacrilsing how the Straus Plan safeguards the warious izsues of
Brit-marlgape 655, S145%, and 795 bonds alfered by this house

The advantages of secaring 8% First-Mortgage Investments i
the cithes of Miami and Miamd Beach sre explained in o litthe books
let recently imsued by the First Natiomal Company af Miami.

Tl Mortgage and Securitles Company of New Orleans, Louisiana,
and New York, speckalizing in Soathern innstmunl:-. v pulslished
n booklet, " Farm-Marignge Bands of the South, ' setting forth the
attractive features of Southern securities of this type.  Write their

New Orleans office for 2 copy of the booklet.

" Wathonal Capital First-Mortgage Investments'™ {5 the title of 4
free booklet for iovestors issueed by The F. H. Smith Company,
| Washingtom, D. C.

L]



The 3

TelU-Where
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ldeal

are great time and labor savers

Ideal Power Lawn Mowers are lenown
wherever there are large lawns to care for.
Their absolute dependability and great
labor saving qualities have won for them
an enviable reputation among large estate
owners, park superintendents, cemetery
superintendents, golf club grounds-keepers

and care-takers of large lawns in gencral.
Any number of Ideal owners have told us that their
Ideal Power Mowers more than paid for them-
selves the first secasom in labor soved:; and that
their lawms had betber care than ever before.
Moreover, the Ideal line includes power mowers
for every grass-cutbing fequircanent,

For Medium-5ized Lawns— the [deal
Junior Power Lawn Mower.

The Ideal ** Junioe ™ i a mower built essentially
for medium-sized lawns, In peneral designe the
¥ Junied * e exactly like the well-knowsn 307 Tdenl
Power Lawn Mower, It is smaller, lighter in
weight, having a 2" cut,

The Ideal Tunicr will mow from 3 to 4 acres of
gprass per day, doing the wosk of 3 or 4 men. It is
abaalutely drpl.:ulabl:. modedate s codt, easy to
oprrate and 18 in eVery Way & mac hine that '\-LII
be weleomed by ithe thousands who have lawns
large enough to make cotting with hand mowers o
real prablem.

For Extra Large Lawns—the 30" Ideal
Power Lawn Mower.

This 30" Ideal Power Mower has saved more
money for large eataies, puh!w parka, goll cluba,
hospitals, colleges, cemeteries, etc., thon any
power lown mower ever built. It s a wonderful
labad saver and keeps lawns in better condition.
This mewer has no equal in taking care of large
areas of grass, Ttis & rugped, dependable machine
that can be depended upon 0o work along month
;fier maonth, cutting ffom 5 to & acres of grass per
.

The roller is an integral feature of both The Junior
angd 30° Maowers, thus the sod is always kept well
rodled, amooth and frm.

For Large Parks, Golf Clubs, Etc.—
Ideal Triplex Power Mouwer,

The

The Ideal Triplex Power Mower cuts 25 to 30
acres of grass por day. It is simple in constrisc-
tien and dependabls in operation. Has the most
aimple contral of any large power mower ever
built, Has oo equal in taking care of large areas
of grass.

Write us today ond we will send complete details
of the Ideal line. If you want our rec nemda-
tion tell us the size of your lawn, condiiion of
prounds, ¢1c,

IDEAL POWER LAWN MOWER COMPANY

E. E. Oids, Chairman
444 Kalamazoo St., Lansing, Mich.
Wgr.'d s Largest Builders c-.f' .F"ower Lawn Mowers
Har %

The Idesl Funkar

The Ideal

Triplex
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FLYING

We'd all like to fly—if we only knew
how—

And if we only felt safe in the flying—

We'd all like to invest—if we only knew
| how—and felt safe in the investing,

Here are thirty-five booklets telling how o
invest safely.
l—=How Lo Invest
*—Bonds and the Tnvestor
d—Investment Position of hMunicipal Bonds
d=—FPariial Payment Investoents
S=Variety and Classes of Railroad Bonds
G—HRallrond Equipment Dssues
T=Tha Publiz Utlity Fiald
B—TPublic-Ttility Becurithes az Investments
O—How to SBeleed the Sound Utilities
10—The Future of Our Various Public Utilities
11==Things to Know About Stocks
12—<FPreferrisl Btocks—""A NMiddle Ground Invest-
ment "’
13—Preferred Stocks, Pro and Con
14=TTnlisted Secaritles—Whenes Do They Come?
15—The Machinesy of the Unlisted Security Market
1= nlisted Securitics—Where Do They Go?
17—r Forelgn Bond Holdings
12—""Internal”’ Foreign Loans and the Exchanges
18=—Forelgn Bonds to Suit All Tastes
m—Real-Estate Securliles—Btrong-Box Investments
Z1—The Unijgue Investment—The Morigage Loan
axa—The Mortgage in Retail Packages
23=—nlobillzing Mortgage Money
M, M—Amortization of Mortgazes
\\ 25—=Ths Farm Mortgage s an Investment
.\jlﬁ—lluw Hound Farm Mortgages Are Made

o : 27—Tha YVariows Forms of Farme-Mortgage
\-‘}' RITE, paste, erase it— Security : it
with CARTER PRro= Attached \.2“ Hllr.\'inl' the Farm Mortgage Bank-
. . T ¥ A e ors Assoclation
LT Ih":' re all made is check (or ™ 27—What Is ihe Stock Exchange?
1-_‘3' put things on paper a A0—Exchange Members amd What
s ftle ERCHIE arier ey i
little heffer. money order) ™, They [
for $2.00 for ™ 31 T'he Sinews of the Market
S T e e e A—Investment and Specu-
T”]'..- L:\Hl];-R'E‘J W ]11(‘]; 5I_'||.11 33 \\ lation
INK COMPANY booklets, W Bo—Dimendons. ot i
Howton Mew York R e ah-'ﬁﬂ ODE BN
K hiczgo Mantreal it S o ‘%-l ; T;:l-:" Comenittes
R fe e A4—The
-‘:1 ]II_TF:'\-LR <] }I.Ur.l'luf‘,lk.f-. o Breinses
597 Fifth Avenoe, New York N Conduct
35=The Odd
Lot

At afl stationers,

S
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'd# 1:.}‘#'-1:" OODYEAR Cord Tires are the best

tires that we know how to build.
They have in them the finest materials and
the finest workmanship that our experi-
ence and resources are able to command.
Over a period of years, users have learned
that apart from their distinction, and the
sl_]p-(-:r{nr comfort t}u'::,’ nﬁ’nrd, Grmdj.':ar
Cord Tires actually cost less in the end.

Coprright 1321, by The Gomdyear Tl & Rubber Co.
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The Yapor
Treatment
for Coughs
and Colds

The time for Vapo-Cresolens is at the {irsg indico
tion of @ gcold or sore throat, which are so often the
warnings of dangerous complications,

It is simple to nse, a8 you light the little lamp
izes the Cresolens and place it near the

I - T e —1
| U e g W DM DO U U g g i U W OO -l
- ! J a4

L4

The scothing antiseptic vapar is beeathed all night,
making breathing easy, relieving the cough and
easing the sore throat and congested chest,

Cresolene is recommended for Whooping Cough,
Spasmodic Croup, Influenza, Bronchitis, Coughs
and Masal Catarrh, Its germicidal gqualities maks
it @ reliable protection when these diseases arg epi-
demic.

ARAmARAEAARARRRRREARRA AL RES

It gives great reliefl in Asthma.

el

Cresolerss has been recommended and peed for the pasd
fariy-feo pears, T hebenefit denived from i is unguestionabis,

hen Sprf}:g {omes-

L b e FHERTTE

Sodil by druggisis,  Send for ||l"\.|:‘|'l||i:l.'|_-l hisoklel 39,

Iireak the chill pineh of Winter by
encouraging good red blood to cir-
eulate vigorously through your hody
frome the growsd wp, Release [ettered

Tr_'._ Cresaolene Antigeptic Throat Tablets for the
i , et posed of .'\-1I-:I]J-'.T:|-' elm bark, hico-
FICE, BUgaT & Cr-:yvlrnr They can't harm yvou, OF

Fuggiet of from us., 10 m stamps,

PR Y P A R R e e W e e il

3 THE VAPO-CRESOLENE CO.
hones and muscles,  Step oub and | 2 Cortlandt St., New York
n _i.'l.'l.'i ”.5:': ;l]l_l!]g 'l.‘.'i l!l ] ¥ild '.I" anl new ][.Fi.‘ or Leeming-Miles Bldg,, Montreal, Canada

—whether you're six or sixty !

ROUND
RIPPER

WALKING SHOES

~—the ORIGINAL muscle-developing Health
Shoes for Men, Women and Children

LISED WHILE
YL SLELD®

|
| SEND - FOR - FREE « BOQKLET - OF - DESTGMS

JOHN - POLACHEK BRONZE-&-[RON-E

£
i
q
=
—givie feet the chanee they necd o hreathe E DEPFTY 491 HANCOCK 5T. LONG ISLANMD CITY, N.Y
3 and he he lpFn ; o not enslave Fonl (U ,; L x s TR
2 T |'|'|' Theie Eri o H f— e ey
H '|'|=|--||1J_ whims of fashion. i Erimly i 2] ||
i oo " 5 kit - perminent )| A PATENT TOUPEE
4 Al indard of well- h‘"'""""i ]”‘IJ-"'”"I |1'|||r|-\~. H The finest in the waorld, Tt can't be
1 In .-i||,||_, v they are supreme.  With ther o copicd, Preswar prices on all our
=+ patented, non- '|”|'.II ! l'l"' | al-line, feai- # i I:“ml"hi.rruf.rr'.-rrm.r Catalogue
R ble-arch construction, they have done It A % <
S to promote o anfort, health and  efficie ney I T--_'-".I‘.I-H-"HI) BAMBIN A (‘{-J-'N e
5 than any other shoes in the world, o | e S LYNN, MASS
_| Refuse substituies! [fthereisn't a “"Ground |
3 Grigper "' shop in your :;n.-nfﬂty. :e:d s Hnrll Ej ‘ 9
2 name of your regular dealer, and we wi 5 Do t w
i:; see that you get these shoes, Eil n ear

| a Truss

[ Brooks® Appliance, the
mje]':l] SEIEI'ItIf{ (R0 k% E'I'lt'll'_ln thﬂ
wonderful new discovery that
relieves rupture, will be sent
| ontrial. No obnoxious springs f
or pads. Wift. €. £ BROGKS

Ground Gripper Shoe Company, Ine.

142 Bireskline 51, East Lymn, Mus

E elusive Slares in
2000 Aperets Eeer

EREL BT AL AL

WRITE Brooks’ Rupture Appliance .
FOR OUR MEDICAL Haz automatic Air Coshions. Bindg and
BOOKLET ON FEET draws the broken parts together ag you woold

a broken limb, Nn. salves, No lies. Durable,

FREE! | th:ap- Eentaﬂé;: to prove it. Protected by
i | ed'nartn':ﬂts. talog and messure blanks
T _ G s e || mml free, Send pame and address today.
B s : e | Broaks Appliamee Co., 11EH State 31, Marshall, Mich.




Advertising Pages 61-62 were missing from the original issue.

We apologize for any inconvenience.



Page 62 would have appeared here.



The Favorite Timekeeper
of American Railroad Men

Accident-insurance terms supgest how safe is traveling upon
American railroads. The mortality on our railroads during 19210
a'n.-'-:rag;r:d but one passenger in every twelve million carried.

Credit for such a record belongs to the high efficiency of
American railroad men, air brakes, block sipnal systems, steel
cars, and the care with which complicated running schedules are
lived up to. For aid in living up to these complicated schedules,
the Hamilton Watch is the favonte timekeeper of American
railroad men.

For example, Conductar N, J. Lorang, appearing in the illus-
tration, runs the ““Peoria Flyer’” on the Rock Island. He has
been a conductor for 17 years; he has owned his Hamilton
Warch for 22 years,

T'o use a Hamilton for a gift, prize, or reward iz to present a timekeeper
valued for its excellent appearance as well as for its accuracy.

Hamilton Watches are made in variows models, from men’s sturdiest
types to ladies” beautiful bracelet styles. Frices range from :'--Hr to :’\._:'Lll_l-r
movements Lln'm., £22 (in Canada, 8215) and wp. Bend for ““The Time-
keeper,”™ an interesting booklet about the manufacture and care of fine
watches. The different Hamiltons are illustrated, and prices given.

HAMILTON WATCH COMPANY - - JLawmaser, Fa.

4]
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KRrakauer

q Inthousmnds of American homes, family

associrlions and tradiions clusier abs

the Korakauer Piano. From the time ¥

chakdren firsl finger iz keys into the eve
ning of Lile, its melodious notes will make

it home's meat treasureel posemion,
for D Loxe Catabog of upright,
grand, glayer and regs |-:-du-.|||g plansos,
REAEKEAUER BROS.
209 Cypress Ave., MNew York
N ¥, Cliy Eplall Worersams, 116 W, 4 dih =4,

ﬂmﬁ-_.
.

urpees

Sweet Peas

Burpee's Dollar Box
of Sweet Peas containg 16
large p-ﬂn-kq’ ts of the most
popular varieties in separale
oolors, nnd ig the preatest value
it is possible toeblain in Sweet
Peaa. One large packet each:—
King White, Glistening white,
Floradale Fairy, Duplex cream.
Hercules, Finest deep pink.
Ceorge Herbert, Rich roze.
Helen Lawils, Crimson orange,
Reyal Purple, Truly a royal purple.
. Jack Cormwell, Velvety blue,
Mre. A. G, Gentle, White, edged scarlet.
Margaret Atles, Large, rich cream pink.
Mrs. Townsend, White and blus Fri- o,
King Edward, A beautiful gliant crimson.
Margaret Madison, Larre nzure blue,
The President, Dazzling orange scarlet,
Mra. Bishop, Beautiful salmon cerise.
Orchid, Finegt lnvender, Rosina, Paste] Roas,
If porchased separately thess Sweet Peas would
cost L.75. Send a dollar today and Burpee's DollarBox
of Swest F‘ru Seedswill come to your dnur by return mail.

Burpee's Annual Catalog is free.

W.Atlee Burpee Co.

Seed Growers Philadelphia.

"'\KIIIFN thie lights are low." And
whar g restlul differenice ! The sub-
diued beaury of candle light and the
CORVEnience of elecrriciey,

ot s .] CORE

Walk abowut wicha
UTY nccident. SBave electriciry
Gee half a dozen DIM-A-LITES,
WIRT COMPAMNY, Philadelphia, Pa.

Mexh time you see am Electric Shop thisk of

DIM-A-LLITE

Evm"wh:r:

Free to Writers!

WONDERFUL BODK=—seid sheut 81
Telks how Eu.]:. wnricaamd Playsare coms
crived, writtem, peresied, sold.  Hew many
who don't Die EAGE they can write, suddenly
F'\r'l:m'.-.n Hew the 5 k.ng::l.'-dl =
x4 sck. Hoor'br

i 5
tlient 1obras may t oty Bor Plaps
amd Stosies. Jln-. one™s 0un [oaginatbonmay
provide an eslleit gold-mine of Tdeas that
brimg Fappy Seccess asd Hindes
Royaltied, How new wyisers get thes F
imig priot, How o ekl i ARY a writer,
How to develop your Vstaey Eaner,"™ wears
chever wond.pictores and
realistic plett, Flimr yourfriends may e yous sorsl
0 aveir] disooera lfhcuu.mhh.: pidsils of Fafers,
baolutaly free. Foch
Writn $ar it mew,

e 3o,
{ Dest. 37 AUBURN,

REAL HARRIS, LEWIS, AND
SHETLAND HOMESPUNS

IMHEECT FROM THFE MAKERES,
Thee Briztocrad of tweed For golf and 0l eparts wEAF.

S A MEWALL & SONS. (Desi. 81 Sisrnawsy, SCOTLAND.

Sthin shede alosired sl M for Taclies” or gens’s wear
Perdi T

aap d winf
arge.  Mochliges
ustaddeess

W TORE

THORS? FRLE

AUSTRALIA

Honolula, Suva, Mew Fealand.
The Palatial Fassenger Stenmers
R.MLS "NTAGARA™ E.M.5 "MAKUREA™

20,000 Tons S Tons




Colors that invite repose

N the |l-e;|;|.|.'un|||11r whether the ‘|-|.|r|||.-||i.r|;'_'.- are :.irl:l.!;uh.'
or sumptuous, good taste demands a background in
| complete concordance.  Walls tinted with Narore's
Harmeny of soft colors merge into a pleasing com-

posite that appeals to the eye and invites repose.

RKEYATONA s a flar linseed oil paing w hich comes
mna 1.'.:.rirr:|.' |||. shades r.:-.:-rn the most delicate of tap-
estry rints to the rich, full hues of velver hangings.
f.'.u-_ j Easily applied and dries with a smooth, dull surface
fan purpase, PN Tide n:=.|:|uhlmg wall paper.

variedy af calors.

[\l'.‘rhrf}.\;‘l. may I'u; -.-.'u.-.||1.:d |:|:i1|:al|:|“.:t' '|'l'i|!]'| $IIJI1
Boaklets and color and water — the colors remaining bright and the
i i R 1y s

charts are Jeal gladly  ywalls sanitary,

PN Faguest,

KEYSTONE VARNISH COMPANY
Hutl, England Brooklyn, N.Y.

L E FJEFRE BN

LAT FINISH +<--

& bUﬂUL_JU\J
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WITTITTITT]




_/)0‘ your g/dsm ﬂ fﬁe @EE&S!OL

On the links or motoring your Sheltex Shur-on spec-
tacles are correct. To wear them to a function would
not be proper. Those aristocratic Shur-on rimless eye-
glasses that make you look distinguished in evening dress
are inappropriate for work or reading.

You should own different styles of glasses to wear on
different occasions. Ask your optical specialist to fit
you becomingly with Shur-ons.

SHUR-ON OPTICAL CO., Inc, Rochester, N, Y.
ESTABLISHED 1864

Shur-on Glasses
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WHAT IS A HOME
WITHOUT A LIBRARY?

i
I
4

Every volume here i in Seribaer’s [.E:':.:::- of Modern Authors

START A LIBRALRY OF YOUR OWN OR -
ADD TO YOUR LIBRARY
Our special plan ot leI‘L‘h;l.-c{' and payment was de-
signed to meet your library needs. Let us help you.
e st ab a tome or all ar owe time Yot should swen these books”

}mwm@mmmmﬁwmmwmmﬂﬁ@ﬁ@ﬁﬁﬁmﬂﬁ&%ﬁmmmmmmﬁ
;Jﬁ&mﬂ@aﬁmammmm&mm&ﬁmmm@aﬁﬁﬁ@m@ﬁmﬁmmmm

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS
567 FIFTH AVENUE, ¥EW YORK CITY
end, without obligation on my part, information concerning your subseription plan a wd detail
abs ll he etz which I have checked:
| Bar 2 Vols | James, 20 Yol | Parker, 1 Ve SLEV s % Vals

|

r |
| |
| | J||-.| 3 M B ipeline X | | Parkmn 1 Ihickeray yd |
| | Dicken u.-..l.:-. | [Poe. 10 | | Tobtoi, 24 |
| |
|




POSITIVE RESULTS AT A DEFINITE COST!
THIS “BOSSERT” HOME ERECTED IN A FEW DAYS.
$2225. READY-CUT, OR FABRICATED zusiiriss  $3475. hSub

cut or a nnil o buy

+ Brooklyn

e

NEW ENGLAND COTTAGE

Three bedrooms and bath on second floor.

+« Wide whice shingles—blue-green shutrers.

AN ARCHITECTURAL GEM.—Flans and specifications free to p:lr:hqus.—Th& produce of a
million dollar plant.—%Why be a victim of delays 2—Order now for spring delivery.

LOUIS BOSSERT & SONS, Inc., 1303 Grand Street anldyn, New York

Pmkham f%;iﬁR,ugs |

THE warmeh of a crackling log fire i reflecied n the

v colors of Pinkbam Hand-braided Ruogs. They
add a kright touch of heme-hke cheer o lving-room, hall
bedroom or rursery.  Closely hard-braided of naw mate-

rials, rthey are stardy and lang-lved . Calor combenanons

briliang e fermal, Ruogs reand or oval in convensent sizes
See them at dealery . or let ouwr dewgrer: st cofor
skeiches 1 maich your decoratmnd

L
+ig FIMEHAM ASSOCIATES. Inc.
11 Marginal Road Fortland, Maine

ani yos

The Vose Grand

of experience devoted tothe ag-
rabile tone brings
A actson tothe boverof good music:
¥ erlmlhnﬂ:l Comparisons
] our beautifully illestrated cat-
 flear pateern of the Vose Grand,
alis our easy payment plan.

E @ SOMNS PIANDO COMPANY
Boylston Si., Bosion, Mass,




|
] 1|
= |
i i |

Hooosod HoUosEs ore
wped for seanide ond mowr
tmin coffoges, bmwmpalons,
gordgpes, pavkouses, poul
try and pof kowses, ofices.
sekools, pymmasivms g
mmameralde  offker  pur-
Jpoted,

“Received on the 17th—erected by the 19th”

T 15 A FACT that with the help

of an ordinary laborer vou can
put up a Hodgson House, like the
one shown here, in two days., There
iz nothing better for a seaside cot-
tage, mountain bungalow or coun-
try home.

Hodgson Houses are preferred be-
cause they are superior in materials,
design and workmanship "Whether
vou buy a playhouze fo chil-

dren, a garage for your car, a sam-
mer cottage or a permanent butlding
you cannot get anything more satis-
factory than a Hodpson Portable
House. The longer you own it the
more you will appreciate it.

You will find the kind of build-
ing you have been looking for de-
seribed in detail in our illustrated
catalog. We shall be glad to send
vou this catalog at our expense,

E. F. HODGSON CO.

Room 244, 71-73 Federal Street, Boston, Mass.

6 East 39th Street, New York Clty

Portable

HODGSON#GES

in relievin
coughing, %

throat.

SAFE -

For over seventy years these
tablets have been serving faithfully

oss of voice, bronchial
and asthmatic troubles.
Mot 2 confection, bue 3 penuine remedy.,

SRR R LLARESHSLEI AL 0D AR AR s

INGERS, Public Speakers, and thousands of others
%)\ who use their voices in public have come to find
a handy and very efficient help in

BiS

COUGH awVOICE LOZENGES

sore throat, hoarseness,

Contain no opiates or other harmful ingredients,
hence are especially fine for children, as even a
small piece will relieve a cough or sore throat.

May be carried in a vanicy case or vest pocket
and taken anytime, anywhere, Hring hurrns:inL;t',r
quick relief and have a wonderfully soothing
effect upon irritated membranes of mouth and

At all druggists

John 1. Brown & Son, Boston, Mass,

Generl Sales Apenes

Harald F.Ricchie 8 Co,, Ine,  Hew Yok —London =Toranta

HAMDY - DEFENDABLE

O e T
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“The name
yvou are
most likely
to read

COS whenever
~ you see
( a Jurﬁh d!c-ldt.

Yfe:rfnﬂmefm

vex, Candy, Bath, Wall and Fever Ther-
0 mometers for the hom Barometers,
for weather bareaus, damateir
erative observers. Sphvg-

blood pressure—ior

Anemometers
forecasters and co-op
anometer—to Take
ysicians,

Lot us sctud you bookiel on The subject
that Inperests yoa mesl,

Taylor Instrument (bmpames
P r:.' c .ﬁ ester, Y. U

P:r:||_.rr|-.1.|4|. rbn -----rpr--ul-;.-l'.- a

Fﬂl’ E\-'EI'Y r|.¢| s @ Teeer oF ) mperatire [n
lli dus:r}f Frrumenbeindic |n.g Recording, Concrod

ling—Ffor every e T.108
———
= —

CELEBRATED DR.ALEXANDER B. MOTT,
-F:F- Mew York, Professor of 5_ur-~

Q‘J ALO qory, Bellevue Hoapital

“,. ) Medical Collegs, Surgeon Bal-

H|‘H‘ER”' —-\ levue Hozpital: " | have made
SP‘HIHEs J‘ R sufficient use of the Buf-
_‘J.;.'Lip J\‘n‘—_ fale Mineral Springs Water

to basatisfied that it possesss
ed very valuable therapoutic
raparties, In the Gouty
inthesis, Chranic Inflams=

Sl

matien of the Bladder, and
! ether diseases affecting the
Urinary Organs it may ba
relled on to give the mest
satisfactory resulbes,'*

For Inflammation of Bladder

Buffale Mineral Springs Water is helpful in
the treatment of Albuminuria, Bladder and
HKidney Stones, Bladder Inflammation,
Enlarged Prostate, Rheumatism, Gravel,
Gout, Meuritis, Bright's Dimam,nmbetes,
A::kdn:-]s. Dyspepsia and Mausea from any
gause. [t is an active antacid 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. At all Druggists.

BUFFALO LITHIA SPRINGS
VIRGINIA
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“INow Hear Clearly”
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DICTD-GRAPH FRGDUCTS CORP.
1330 Candler Reilding 220 Wesk 424 5., N_ Y. City

D:d you see it?

T]un turn right back to page 5. E

You cannot afford to miss
Seribner's Fifth Avenue Section

“Convenient to Everywhers”

RITTENHOUSE

HOTE

22d & Chestnut Sts.

Philadelphia,Pa.
$2 Lo

Hoome wilh hot mnd
cold Fanning waler

Raooms with
bath

Clubk Breakfas=t, Sdc ap
Epecinl  Lunchesn, Sie
Evening Dianer, £1.25

As waell

as servies o la earts,

Muair During Lunchean,
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The New Haynes Volatilizer is a Great Engineering Development
Haynes enpineers have juet achieved a notable improvement in the paso-
line engine through the development of the Haynes wolatilizer which
results in a decided increase in motive power with much greater economy
in fuel consumption. The Haynes volatilizer was produced especially for
the newly-developed, more powerful Haynes 95 motor, and makes this
modern Haynes power plant the outstanding achievement in the long,
successful career of the famed Haynes engineering corps.

Through the operation of the Haynes volatilizer, the liquid fuel is broken
up into atoms which thoroughly mix with the air charge, thus making
a gas which iz hughly volatile and which gives maximum explosive force
wﬁen ign[tcd. The motor exhaust 15 led around the intake mamnfold to pro-
duce a higher temperature where the gas from the carburetor enters the
inlet mamifold, thus producing a fuel condition which is ideal for instant
ignition and results in the attainment of extraordinary explosive force,
An automatic control, operated by the accelerator or the throttle, diverts
the hot exhaust gas from its passage around the intake manifold as the
speed of the motor is increased, and the necessity for artificial heating of
the gasoline and air charge is decreased. Motor experts are agreed that the
Haynes volatilizer is a distinct advance i the development of the auto
mobile engine, and state the new Haynes 75 motor shows a great step
foward over previous systeme of vaporization and combustion.
Ask to see the great enprneering achirvement at the focal Haymer ihoavroom

Tue Havwes Avromosite Comrany, Kokomo, Indiana
Exrory DrriceE: 1718 Broaoway, New Yone Cavy. U & A,

THE HAYMNES IS AMERICA'S FIRST CAR - 1022

1893




From & painnng by Heeneet Pavs, 8 ARCO, ppa.

MASTERY

Tu.:- the god of fire the savage bowed
down; he worshipped its comfort and
dreaded its power.

Each step in man's progress has been
marked by an increased mastery over
fire. Harnessed to enginesit haslearned
to labor; imprisoned under boilers its
destructive heat has been transmitted
into health-giving warmth,

In this drama of mastery the Labora-
tories of the American Radiator Com-
pany have played a vital part. Out of
them has come a long procession of
better boilers, culminating in the IoeaL

TYPE A Hear MacHine.

Dy this invention fire is made o work for
human comfort more perfectly than fire has
ever worked before.  The master to whom the
savape bowed has been completely mastered.

AMERICAN RADIATOR COMPANY

104 West 42d Street, New York

Depr. £-50

B16 So. Michigan Avenue, Chicago




For days the directors’ choice hung in
the balance between two able men. This
one was called to bigger things because
he had placed the true commercial esti-
mate on heaith.

It pays to take good care of the teeth,

Thousands have their efficiency low-
ered and their resistance to dizease cut
down by their failure to heed the first
warnings of Pyorthea, which afflicts four
Feuple out of five who pass the age of
orty and many younger,

Are your gums tender? Do they
bleed eusily when brushed?

Thosze are the signs of Pvorrhea's
prezence.  If neplected the perms attack
the teeth, which loosen, drop out or

The Big Job Call

must be pulled. Pus pockets form and
the whole system may pay the penalty
of neglect.

If you would prevent Pyorrhea, see
your dentist often and heed his adwice.
Also, start using Forhan's For the Gums
today.

Forhan’s For the Gums iz the formula
of R. J. Forhan, D.D. 8. If used consist-
ently and used in time, it will prevent
Pyorrhea or check its course. An ex-
cellent dentifrice, it keeps the tecth
white and clean and the gums pink, firm
and healthy.

15¢ and 6oc, in the United States and
Canada. At all druggists.

Formula of R. J. Forhan, D. D. 5.

FoORHAN COMPANY, NEW YORK - Forhan's, Limited, Montreal

FOR THE GUMS
Checks Pyorrhea
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Tel-U-Where Bureaus
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Tel-U-Where

Intormation Eur.lus
will helpuou
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. no char
X |

Tel-U-Where Bureaus are
now ready to serve youin
each of the cities listed 104

IN these cities it 15 now no longer necessary to waste
hours and hours hunting for the particular advertised

things you want to examine or buy.

Phone any Tel-U-Where Bureau, tell the operator the
products you are interested in finding, and a list of

dealers will be mailed you at once.

There 15 no charge, no red tape and no obligation of any

kind. Simph-r use the phom:.

This service can be given you without charge, because it
is supported by the manufacturer and advertiser as a
convenience to you in finding his goods.

Such represn:ntativc Produfr.s as these listed below are
those now served by Tel-U-Where. (The
manufacturer in each case has subscribed to the service.)

among

' Q__Hn Cualimy ™ Shasy
* ShieDn™ Eyeglarer
* La Camille ™ Cirsen
"Red Crow™ Skar,
“Wiahes " Garweniy
* Hesrver
"Canilover ™ fowi
" Proma” Gao Jiann
Scmlum-hhs
" Bdutaios™ Thori
" Dharam™ Motor Canr
PG Shepherd ™ Yam
Eliot *dddeary- Presi
" Safrpade.” Sk
* Larvsom ™ Cone:
* sl Preseroes .'l"JI-.'.
"Chaoe " Ao Keber

Temeidisde 1

mbaonfer | n'f

et aubicrabed

TELUWHERE COMPANY OF AMERICA, 142 Berkeley Sereet, Bosion

-no red tape - just ‘phone

I

" Bregrowea™ Kuules Sreearand
fullungd Taller

TV ard " Adfpsable Faor Appliane,

FWurhmec

*Laue- Diry-Eres ™ W ashong Machres

Msal Intevmmb

" Semnples” framing Mrchoury

“Cabae” Comens, I avespronfing Sram
and Famuhey

French, Shruner & Llrear Sty

*Gruen Veethn* Waeks

* Seurrevanr Heanag asd Feandaimg
Apparanur

" Asmmacreag ™ Elvsmc Tohle Jiser

"Bk & Drecker ™ Dnili and' Comprereors

" Caddlar Specual™ Fivuws Claamery

" Ransame" Conrrrre Marr and Aadbheery

108 13 piven wben ohe |l'\l.'n.l||.I'|.|.'.' i Dured {ife masu] e &
"\l.r'prm the aemicle i mou feaed -:rk.-ru.-u.."a.-rum oy not
Tel Ll her Service ) phe information will be obtained, bat

ais By cduie 9 J'i'ra'n_:-_l' d'r[.r_r

Bod's T Mepanuct " Rocfing ond
Frooe Cavaning

*bunsngeear”

“AP W." Paper

“ldeal” Fower Lavs Mowen

“Way Sagiess" Sprmp

“Heudadle™ Bock Absarker;

" Tyens" Thermosae:

** Arnidl Glewe Genp ™ Slar

“Trupeda:" Toow

"Palard " B W

** Seaep-Adims " Shacy

" Sretian™ Shogy

Cames Risoe Co. Paper

* Halkepmead ™ Harimy

"Mekal " (s Bumem

“Hammand " Tygewrires




Will your safe
stay safe?

Here is a safe that will keep its
protective power for its lifetime

HEN vou twirl the combination of
this “Y and E™ safe at five o'clock,

a1 H i
vou can forget it till tomorrow! Seven reasons why

There is no moisture in its insulation to ruse this 4uf-r:' Eh'"'j berter
or dry ocut and leave its contents unprotected.

= _ : Jrotection
If your fire comes tonight, or twenty years
from tonight, your papers will have the same 1. Deyinsulation, Corrosion-proof.
sturdy protection. Amd, remember, mearly every 2. Beu interlocking between deor
bustness has & ﬁr: sOHLEEE £ d'n:rilrg i fl'_]'l'tl'me. Joings and jamb. Maore steps.
¥, Radial door bolie, Exeen reinforce-
If vou are not sure about the permanent pro- et againat door buckliog in case

tection of your present safe, call in a 7Y and E™ of fire.
man today and let him explain about the safe
that protects permancntly—or write for our free
safe bookler.

YAWMAN a0 FRBE MFG.(0-

Filing System Service, Egusprrent ad Suppﬁes
202 ST. PAUL 5T. ROCHESTER. N. ¥.
Branches, Agents or Deslers in all prineipal cities
In Canada:

The Office Specialty Mig. Co., Lid, e = .. AR
Mewmarker, Omne. 2 =

4. Yale combination lock with safeey
trigger.

5. Heavy angle-iron frame work with
extra heavy channel iron base,

6. Each safe is ™ Syseer
standard Y and E™
segtions to mest your i
need,

= with
orF ateel

Aivichaal

Has earned the Underwriters” B
Label without the aid of moisture.

2.
Dry Insulated
= SAFE

Undpra-rilars
Clras




Avaloen Edition of the works of 1or. Henry van Divke, showing I
15 bindimgs from the blue buckram to full French levant, was recently P
in a window of one of the prominent stores on Fifth Avenue, New York,
d the attention and admiration of thousands of these who promenade on
's most famous avenue.
F I e Fly s 2 I .-lr cl Rl %
The Avalon Edition of the Works of
HENRY VAN DYKE
Poct, cssavist, writer of short stories i '.'-l:.""-l: cader in the world of lelters.
Sixteen marvellously beautiful volumes book-making. FPrinted
from plates on deckle-ed - this edition with Dir.ovan
Iy IMOFETAILL S inding — stamped in gold .
on ha nd side. 11 ] irtists as Wyeth, Schoonover, g

CHARLES S3CRIBNER 5 50N5
FIFTH AVENUE AT 4BTH STREET, NEW YORE

on - my part, informati i regard o the Avalon Edition o
may secure the mi vour special plan.  Also send inforr

_I.lil'l' 26 Vil [*urker r YVaols Sevenson, a5 Vol=
i Kinling Parkman (PR | Thae Hi 3 :
| Merediih, m s a ! | | Tals I
- Mitchell, 15 Hastings, 12,03, o | | Turzenief, i

e 14 =mith, % M | ¥an Dvke, 1l

|
|
|
|
|
|
|
|
|
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does :(Z)qgferewk{ hold this < ?
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AVE you played The Minuet? Or
heard it played? You can tell exactly
how Paderewski intended we should
interpret his Minuet by hearing him play it
for you on the Apollo Reproducing Piano.
You can have him play it for you over and
over again, just as he would play it once in
concert—until you thoroughly grasp every
detail of his interpretation.
Unlike the music of mere player pianos, the v ¥
Apollo Reproducing Piano does actually give The instrument uhich
an exact reproduction of the original artist's TALEE SooR
playing without the slightest deviation in

of the greag pianisrs
characteristic of touch, shading of tone or @}' o
individuality of interpretation. e
Paderewski, Hofmann, Gabrilowitsch,
Godowski and scores of leading pianists may i

thus be heard in the home on the Apollo ﬂfp?’@dﬂﬂfng PIANO

precisely as they are heard in concert.

I}?-rrlrl-l B
he Ajoita

Flaao s

3 Catalog illustrating the various Apolla pianos,
&T Cd'!d"ﬂg on GRE'EIHES! topether with the name of nearest dealer where
you may hear the Apollo, will be sent you on request, without obliparion

2 'i.ﬂ THE APOLLO PIANO CO. 1552 Apollo Park. De Kalb. TIL

Pacific Coast Branch, #85 Marker St., San Franciseo, Cal.
\ ’ ; ; i
| The Apollo Piano Company. 1552 Apollo Park, De Kalb, [llinois
| Whithout obligation, seod me your catalog. | wishinfoemation particulasly on che following as checked
{ Leproducing ] Full #ize CGiran no without Rep g Mechanisoy
L Reproducing Prsr Baby Cirand Fiano without Repro echanism
Fox jal Player Fia Lipright Piamo without Beproducis eihanism

_.I- |aticn of BReproducing Action in My Fano



The Experience behind

1

'BY selecting Crane plumbing, sanitation and
heating equipment for your home you
concentrate on yvour individual reguirements the
knowledge and resources of an organization
which successfully fills every m-t'rfﬂf:llrtr"r systents
ﬁ}r buildings of all fypes and sizes.

Thousands of installations of Crane prod-
ucts in apartments, hotels, banks, hospitals,
schools, ships, office structures, clubs, raillway
buildings, public institutions and industrial
plants—as well as in private homes the country
over—have provided the practical expericnce
on which Crane Service is based.

This complere service, imsuring uniform
quality throughout all phases of plumbing,
sanitation, heating and associated systems,
awairs vou and your architect at the nearcst
Crane branch, exhibin room or office.

W gre mmufaciarers of absar
2 arivclen, incleding valed,
pipe firtiwgs and sieam speqialmee,
made of bedsn iron, ferraaded,
aaar pivel end forped e, in afl
size, for all presers aud sl

purposes, and gre diirrabutars
throsgh the redde of pipe, Beating
aind plwmiing matyrials

THERE 13 A MEARBY CRANE BRANSH O
OFFICE T QIVE VOU CRANE SERVICE

CRANE CO.

#3e B, MICkQAN AVE ErICAGD

VALVES - PIPE FITTINGS
SANITARY FIKTURES

-\.DUNC EIHIII T ﬁ-\:\ 'llf'1

BOCATILLA, IEaRa
B, AT
LREAT FALLY. @,
WOmi TR, iEED
wrouant, o
it {Te, b SLATTLE, WeAEE,
=

ERunG BaSiES, mIdH,

Lik FRANCIVCR B
b Faam g, G
0. Al

:lh WTAH "qdnaTa Baspans, B
ozooe, UTEH Lga emGEuls, Chl
Tpuarmin, asik.
CRANE-BEMNETT, LTO.

; AD=EE LEM&N TT., LORDOW, ERE
: Tania, RTRELE, H. L = "mme RcHAM, TEARCSEITER, Emd
FRBICATES OFFLCE AS DiBTINGUISHLE PREM BRANEHES AND COHiBT BOcHE TerCES, N, “SLEACOW, LLOTLAND
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Q_L{-L‘ RACY being a firse requisite
in a revolver, 1t follows that Smith
& Wesson revolvers, which experts say

will shoot better than anyone can hold

A z&ﬁ

them, are justly called “Superior’’ by

1
&

il

those best qualified to judge.

'
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A&u":w

2
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SMITH ¢& WESSON

eNanwtactirers of Stperior evaliers

2

1
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2
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SPRINGFIELD
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No arms are genuine Smith & Wesson %
Arms unless they bear plainly marked -

—

on the barrel, the name smiTH & WESSON,
SPRINGFIELD, MASS.

Catalogue sent on request E—§
:

Address Department C =

| ———

Mﬁﬁ%‘fﬁf. SInen
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EQPLE of refinement have much

the same ideas no matter where
they live. It is not surprising, therefore,
to find Ivory Soap all over this country
in homes where pood taste and pood
sense prevaill — from the most luxu-
rious households to the simplest.

Mo better soap can be made, because
[vory includes every one of the seven
essentials that soap can have. Tts abun-
dant lather cleanzes thoroughly. It s
so pure and mild that it cannot harm
anything it touches. It rinses so0 com-

[VORY SOAP . . |

= o with the shin—uge foory.
pletely and easily that the first dash of
clear water carries away soap and dirt
and leaves the skin feeling smooth and
soft.  Itiswhite and frazrant, therefore
pleasant to use, For economy and
convenience it floats'”.

For all these reasons Ivory is not only
ideal for the toilet, the daily bath, the
shampoo and the nursery, but is also
completely satisfactory for fine laundry
and for all housework where soap
comes in contact with the skin.

-~ _
'Y Whenever 10ap comes in contact




Announcing New Series
Chalmers Six 51295

This new series Chalmers Six is the first product of the new Chalmers
arganization. It embodies, we believe, a greater advance than ever
hefore n_'gi;:r-:,-rud in those .-ilﬁl.;ml'hl iiuﬂhru-:, which 1_iir-'r,ir:|_¢__{u-|.-‘h the
SIX as a tyvpe.

The wonderful results of the six-cylinder engineering  But Chalmers engineering does not content itacli
which has heer i ' e, It extencls micromeler ac-

mare tha king parts.

gine is built complete in Chalmiers shops, with
precizien that good manufacturing practice

can command increase the car-value,

cieristic smooth, =swoet, jet Intil you kave =

developed 1o a still hughe

e et real |-| the -. 5=

DS TR HTE |

@ impulee inko it, vou wi
igh pierfect ti af what o real

o it should perfor

' BIN-CY

It i= now more vita] than ever to get the truth about
the

Al Models Equipped With Dvsc Steel Wheels and Cord Tires

Chalmers Motor Car Company, Detroit, Michigan
Chalmers Motor Company of Canada, Limited, Windsor, Ontario

Clhe

CHALMERS
SIX

&
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' .~ Mothers:— » |
: Could medical akill devize 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. WINSLOWS

The Infants' I.mi Chl]dr&n s Regulator

Attention is called ta the apen published farmula: |
| Rbubarb, Senma, Glycerin, Sodium Citrate,
i SodiumBicarbonate, Dil Aniie, Oil Carraway,
il Cariander, il Fennel, Cane Sugar Syrap.
| Costa twice as much to make, vet it costs you
| no more than ordinary baby laxatives,
At All Druggists |
| ANGLO-AMERICAN DRUG CO.
l 215-217 Falien Street, NEW YORK

I__ ﬁ_pp]' Selling ﬂrﬁnuﬁr?:ﬂ%_fwﬂrcﬁu & Ca. fnq. e

Wi is pure and good, de-
g licious and nutritious.

Grenuire made only El:r
Walter Baker & Co. Lid.

F-l:-hbnhrd 178
DORCHESTER, MASS.
" .B:lnﬂrfn_l"cﬁww Rm.llr:

Some foods
hinder —

Grape Nuts

helps!

Delightful in taste
Sound in nourishment

“Theres a A%E'HSGH =

Sold by Grocers
Everywhere!

MORTON SALT COMPANY =
CHICAGD =




	Front Cover
	Contents
	Front Advertisements
	Frontispiece
	Europe at Work by Whiting Williams
	Leaves from My Autobiography by Chauncey M. Depew
	America and I by Anzia Yezierska
	The Ripe Peach by Raymond S. Spears
	The Town of Don Pablo the Crafty by Ernest Peixotto
	"To Every Man a Penny" by Isabel Westcott Harper
	Eilean Earraid: The Beloved Isle of Robert Louis Stevenson by Llewellyn M. Buell
	The Peril of Labor by J. Laurence Laughlin
	What Shall I Believe? by Edward G. Spaulding
	The Love-Vine by Dorothy Livingston
	The Classic Pattern by Olivia Howard Dunbar
	Poking Fun at Grammar by C. H. Ward
	Empty Bottles by T. Walter Gilkyson
	The Present Hour by Margaret Sherwood
	The Point of View
	The Field of Art by Louise Eberle
	The Financial Situation by Alexander Dana Noyes
	Back Advertisements
	Back Cover

