
AUGUST, 1917 
VOL.LXII. No. 2 

TWENTY-FIVE 
CENTS 

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS NEW YORK 
CHARLES SCR1BNER--PRESIDENT 
ARTHUR H. SCRIBNER- TREASURER 
G.R.D. SCHIEFFELIN--SECRETARY 

597-599 FIFTH AVE. NEW YORK-CONSTABLE & COMPANY LIMITED LONDON 

FICTION NUMBER 

SCRIBNER'S 
MAGAZINE 



F o r y o u r b u s i n e s s ' and your family's sake— 
make your ice box sanitary. Health means wealth 
now—more than ever before. Today you can't 
afford to take chances with unwholesome food. And 
food spoilage now is an economic crime. Isko, "the 
electric iceman," creates in your refrigerator, twenty-four 
hours every day, the safe,low ran£e of temperatures science 
now demands for keeping, food—44° to 48°. It produces the 
dry, unchanging cold necessary to keep milk, cream, meat, 
fruits and other "perishables" sweet and free from food-
poisons. One well-known doctor says: "So often have I found 
faulty refrigeration the cause of illness, that now I take the temperature 

of the ice-box as carefully as I do the patient 's." Protect your family 

— and your own efficiency. Get rid of the iceman — and his uncertain 

product. A t best, ice produces fluctuating temperature. Install Isko now 

—when it is most needed. Can he quickly put into your own refrigera

tor—and will cost little to operate. Price $325 at Detroit. See it in oper

ation at the local dealer's or write for booklet " F , " to Isko, Inc., Detroit. 
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The kind of country England is fight

ing over in France and Flanders. By 

Raoul Blanchard, Professor of Geog

raphy at the University of Grenoble. 

" WAR P I C T U R E S , " by Vernon Howe 
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By Henry van Dyke 
Former Minister a t The Hague. " T H E 
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T H E G R E A T E U R O P E A N WAR." 

Vivid and stirring near-to impressions. 

The first of three articles. 

See also page 12. 

" T H E ORGANIZATION OF RAIL

ROADS I N WAR," by Fairfax Harri

son, Chairman of the Special Railroad 

Committee on National Defense. 

" A R M Y C A M P S " — W h e r e our sol

diers will be trained — all over the 

United States, by Nelson Lloyd. 

" A CHA N G E OF A I R . " The new 

serial by Katharine Fullerton Geronld. 

" B R E A T H OF D A W N , " by James 

B. Connolly. A navy story. " I en
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for me." 
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MRS. GEROULD'S SERIAL, "A CHANGE OF AIR" 
[WHAT HAS HAPPENED UP TO THIS NUMBER] 

TTHE story opens in the stuffy drawing-rooms of Miss Wheaton, an elderly woman, white, enor
mously stout—"the result of pious inertia." She had called together a heterogeneous assort
ment of friends. The big rooms were filled with them, ill at ease against the background 

of ancestral mahogany. Conspicuous among them were: Bessie John, dressed in much-worn 
tweed; old Miss Bean, whose hands showed the stabs of a thousand needles; little Julie Fort, with 
paint-smudged fingers and an attempt at smartness in her cheap costume; Walter Leaven, gaunt, 
correct, threadbare; and many others, pensioners from time to time on the bounty of Miss 
Wheaton, who stood in the arch between the two rooms and announced that she had de
stroyed her will, under which most of them were beneficiaries, and had decided to distribute her 
fortune among them immediately. This astounding announcement was received by each in accord 
with his or her personal eccentricity. The story is concerned from that moment with the part 
played by unexpected fortune in the diverse lives of those who believed that money was all that 
was needed to make them happy. For instance, to Bessie John it meant a more conventionally 
comfortable mode of living—"I'm going to be bourgeoise with the best; a traditional American 
according to the Indiana school of novelists." 

JOHN GALSWORTHY is one of the 
most widely read of modern English 
novelists. Two of his stories, "The Free-
lands" and "The Dark Flower," were 
first published as serials in this magazine. 
Readers will recall his "Thoughts on 
This War" and "Second Thoughts on 
This War"—articles that expressed not 
only the thought of England but the 
thought of the world. 
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MAXWELL STRUTHERS BURT is 
the author of the famous story of "John 
O'May." His summer home is on a 
Wyoming ranch. 

HARRIET WELLES is the wife of 
Captain Welles, U. S. N., of the Bureau 
of Intelligence. Needless to say that 
she expresses the very spirit of the 
women of the navy in her little story. 

(Continued on page 6) 

Copyright by Clinedinst Studio. 

The Council of National Defense and its Advisory Commission in joint session 
in the Secretary of War 's office. 
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Heraldists-Stationers and Designers 
of Military and "Naval Insigna of Rank 
for the Uniform-Service and Dress 

REGIMENTAL ARMS 

REGULATION DEVICES 

Stamped on Applied on 
S ta t ione ry G i f t s 

MAKERS OF PRESENTATION SWORDS 

C i v i l - S p a n i s h American 
and P r e s e n t World War 

P h o t o g r a p h s 
and o ther Information 

upon reques t 
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Norval Richardson'and Thomas Nel
son Page ; taken in Rome. 

that have elapsed since I left it. If I 
can even write true pictures of the old 
fellows of the river who were grown-up 
pals of a two-legged question mark of a 
boy, other people may get some en
tertaining sketches of scenes that are 
desolate with disappointments and drip
ping with tears of laughter—old men's 

tears." 

R O B E R T U N D E R 
WOOD JOHNSON is an 
historian and poet, the 
author of several volumes, 
and was for many years 
one of the editors of the 
Century Magazine. 

GROSVENOR CLARK-
SON, Secretary of the 
Council of National De
fense and of the Advisory 
Commission, came to his 
present position through 
his association as public
ity man with the Com
mittee on Industrial Pre
paredness, out of which 
grew the Council of Na
tional Defense; both How
ard Coffin and W. S. 
Gifford were prominent 
in the original commit
tee. Mr. Clarkson has 

been a newspaper man and writer for 
periodicals, and is a son of James S. 
Clarkson, for many years proprietor of 
the Daily State Register of Des Moines, 
Iowa, and Surveyor of Customs in New 
York. 

HARRIET PRESCOTT SPOFFORD'S 
home is in Massachusetts. Few names 
in American letters are better known. 
For many years she has been writing 
novels, stories, and poems, and the list 
of published volumes by her is a long 
one. She is now eighty-two years of age. 

NORVAL RICHARDSON is a Mis-
sissippian who has been for a number of 

MARY R. S. ANDREWS is the author 
of "The Perfect Tr ibute" and of many 
other stories that are known the world 
over. She has written comparatively 
little verse. 

EDWARD H. SOTHERN, until his 
recent retirement, was known as the 
foremost actor on the 
modern stage. He and his 
beautiful wife, Julia Mar
lowe, made the plays of 
S h a k e s p e a r e k n o w n 
throughout the land to 
modern t h e a t r e - g o e r s . 
Both he and his wife 
have been giving their 
time to the service of this 
country and England in 
war time. Mr. Sothern is 
the author of a number 
of stories and has fre
quently written admirable 
verse. 

HENRY VAN DYKE 
has lately returned to his 
native land after serving 
his country as minister to 
The Hague, Holland. He 
has published a number of 
poems recently, expressing 
very plainly his attitude 
toward the war. This is 
his first short story in many months. 
"We do not hate the German peo
ple," said Doctor van Dyke, "bu t we 
indict the predatory Potsdam gang." 

PAUL HERVEY FOX has written 
verse for various magazines. His home 
is in Yonkers, N. Y. 

HUGH WILEY is a Westerner who 
has evidently had experience with the va
garies of the Mississippi River and with the 
ways of government engineers and crews 
of the river barges. In one of his letters 
he said: "The romance of the big river 
and its men from St. Louis to Memphis 
is coming to me through the ten years 

(Continued on page 8) 
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EGYPTIAN 

DEITIES 
"The Utmost in Cigarettes" 

People of culture, refinement 
and education invariably 
P R E F E R Deities to 

any other cigarette. 

25c 

Makers of the Highest Grade Turkish 
and Egyptian Cigarettes in the World 
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years in the diplomatic service. He has 
served in Cuba and Denmark and is 
now Secretary of the American Embassy 
at Rome. He has introduced a new 
character to American fiction in Doctor 
Brooke. 

THOMAS JEFFRIES BETTS spent 
some time in China. He has been with 
the National City Bank in New York 
but is now one of the 
thousands of young 
men e n r o l l e d a t 
Plattsburg. He has 
written short stories 
for the Magazine. 

KATHARINE FUL-
LERTON GEROULD 
is Mrs. Gordon Hall 
Gerould, wife of Pro
fessor Gerould, of 
Princeton. A para
graph about her ap
peared in a recent 
number. 

S E R G E A N T 
BOULIGNY is said 
to have been the first 
American to enlist in 
the Foreign Legion. 
He was a companion 
of Alan Seeger, the 
American poet of the 
Foreign Legion, killed at Belloy-en-
Santerre. 

CARROLL DANA WINSLOW is a 
young American aviator who has been 
flying in France and is the author of a 
most interesting book, "With the French 
Flying Corps." He applied for his dis
charge from the French army when 
America entered the war and was ordered 
to report to Washington to become a 
member of the American Aviation Corps. 

GORDON ARTHUR SMITH has 
written a number of stories for the Maga
zine of unusual distinction and is the 
author of the novels "The Crown of Life " 

Carroll Dana Winslow, author of " With the 
French Flying Corps " 

and "Mascarose." This story is the last 
episode in the career of the lovable French 
pagan poet, Ferdinand Taillandy. 

CLINTON SCOLLARD is one of the 
most widely known of American poets, 
whose graceful and thoughtful poems on 
many themes are appearing in all of our 
prominent periodicals. He is the author 
of a number of volumes. 

THOMAS RUS
SELL SULLIVAN was 
a Boston literary man 
for many years known 
to readers of this mag
azine. Many of his 
admirable short stories 
were published in its 
pages, among them 
being " The Last Rem
brandt," "Out of New 
England G r a n i t e , " 
"The Rock of Beran-
ger," "Through the 
Gate of Dreams." He 
was also the author of 
several plays, includ
ing the dramatization 
of Stevenson's "Dr . 
J e k y l l a n d M r . 
H y d e , " m a d e for 
Richard Mansfield. 

DUNCAN CAMP
BELL SCOTT is a Canadian poet. He 
has been a frequent contributor to the 
Magazine and is the author of some 
charming short stories dealing with the 
life of the habitants. 

R O B E R T HERRICK is a novelist 
of distinction who has just returned from 
Italy. A former story of his, "The Con
script Mother," a story of the war in 
Italy, appeared in a recent number. 

BENJAMIN IVES GILMAN is the sec
retary of the Boston Museum of Fine Arts, 
president of the American Association of 
Museums, and the author of a volume on 
"Italian Renaissance Sculpture," etc. 
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A 
Mellin's Food 

Girl 

This robust little girl shows the good 
health and happiness that is characteristic 
of Mellin's Food babies. 

Write today for a copy of our helpful book, "The Care 
and Feeding of Infants," and a Free Sample 

Bottle of Mellin's Food. 

Mellin's Food Company, Boston, Mass. 
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FFROM Hamburg to the Persian 
Gulf the net is spread," said Presi
dent Wilson, in his Flag Day 

speech. He added: " I s it not easy to 
understand the eagerness for peace that 
has been manifested from Berlin ever 
since the snare was set and sprung?" 
Here is full and official recognition of the 
Prussian scheme which was first revealed 
to America by Andre Cheradame in his 
recent book, "The Pan-German Plot 
Unmasked." How near Germany is to 
complete realization of her purpose is 
shown by a glance at the above map (re
duced from M. Cheradame's book). 
Observe the web reaching from Hamburg 
to the Persian Gulf. This territory forms 
the backbone of Europe—and of a world 
empire. It is the Mitteleuropa of the 
Pan-German League. It is the territory 
Germany started out to get in the pres
ent war. And she has practically accom
plished her purpose. Hence Germany is 
ready for peace. She wants to call it a 
draw. She is even willing to make con
cessions—but not "from Hamburg to 
the Persian Gulf." 

I IN 1870 France lay prostrate. A new 
German Empire, dominant in Europe, 
was already groping instinctively 

toward the south and east—from whence 
its latest additions had come. From the 
Peace of Frankfort Bismarck turned to 
the task of strengthening Germany's 
position in Austria and Italy. The 
Triple Alliance was Bismarck's work. 
This fascinating and portentous chapter 

of European diplomacy forms the subject 
of Professor Coolidge's new book, en
titled "The Origins of the Triple Alli
ance." 

DDR. H E N R Y VAN DYKE thus 
tersely sums up the timeliness of 
"The Will to Freedom, or The 

Gospel of Nietzsche and the Gospel of 
Christ," by the Rev. Dr. John Neville 
Figgis: 

" I t throws much light upon the causes 
which have really produced the present 
war. I have felt from the beginning that 
the war, both in its existence and in its 
conduct, is a psychological phenomenon. 
Nietzsche may have been an anti-Prus
sian; but his thinking and his writing 
have done much to produce that modern 
monster known as the German Kultur, 
which is now bathing the world in blood 
in order to realize its insane dream of the 
'Blond Beast' enthroned in the place of 
God." 

AAT the recent commencement of 
Columbia University the Pulitzer 
Prize in Journalism of $2,000 for 

the best book of the year on the history 
of the United States was awarded to 
J. J. Jusserand, the French Ambassador, 
for his work entitled, "With Americans 
of Past and Present Days." The jury 
of award consisted of Barrett Wendell 
of Harvard University, Dr. John H. 
Finley, of New York, and Worthington 
C. Ford of Boston. 

MMESSRS. SCRIBNER announce for 
publication this month: " T h e 

• Origins of the Triple Alliance," 
by Professor A. C. Coolidge; " The Fight
ing Men," by Alden Brooks; "The House 
with the Mezzanine and Other Stories," 
by Anton Tchekoff; " The World in Fer
ment," by Nicholas Murray Butler; and 
"Towards the Goal," by Mrs. Humphry 
Ward. The last-named volume is, in a 
sense, a sequel to "England's Effort," 
one of the most successful war books yet 
published. 

BOOK NOTES 
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"Are you tired again this morning?" 

UU N R E S T F U L slumber—zest for neither break
fast nor work—nothing but a dreary vision 

of a tired, ambitionless day—of " I don' t know what 's 
come over me." 

If he but knew, too little heed has been paid to 
nature 's demands. The steady grind and shocks of 
work and worry have worn out the nerves' reserve. 
A complete rest would be ideal, but short of that 
a scientific food-tonic is the one thing urgently 
needed—and that means Sanatogen. 

For as Sir Gilbert Parker, the statesman-novelist, writes: 
"Sanatogen is a true food-tonic, feeding the nerves, increas
ing the energy and giving fresh vigor to the overworked 
body and mind." 

To this statement thousands of brain-workers unhesitat
ingly subscribe, some even going as far as Arnold Bennett, 
the famous writer, who exclaims, "The tonic effect of 
Sanatogen is simply wonderful!" 

In the face of such unparalleled prcof can you fail to real
ize that Sanatogen stands ready to give you real help ? 

FREE SAMPLE OFFER 
On request we will send a 2 5 gram Sample 

Package of Sanatogen, also Richard Le Gal-
lienne's booklet, " T h e Art of Living," telling 
of Sanatogen's kindly help. Address The Bauer 
Chemical Co., 32J Irving Place, New York. 

Sold by good drug
gists everywhere, in 
? sizes, from $i up. 

SANATOGEN 
ENDORSED BY OVER 21,000 PHYSICIANS 



An Indictment of the Potsdam Gang 

From a photograph copyright by Pirie MacDonald 

Since he resigned his diplo
matic post Dr. van Dyke has 
visited under the best circum
stances the French and British 
war fronts, and in England he 
has been in communication 
with the leading men. Just 
before leaving England he re
ceived (on May 8) the highest 
academic honor—the degree 
of D.C.L.—from the Univer
sity of Oxford. 

HENRY VAN DYKE 
Recently United States Minister to Holland 

is now writing for 

SCRIBNER'S 
MAGAZINE 
A Vivid First-Hand 
Account of The Gather
ing and Bursting of the 
War Storm in Europe. 
With Personal Impressions 
and Observations made at 
close range. 

Henry van Dyke was Minister to 
Holland from June, 1913, to Febru
ary, 1917; he has therefore been 
right at the heart of affairs in a neu
tral country, with Germany on one 
border and Belgium on the other. 
No man has had a better chance to 
see and feel the whole tremendous 
situation. "What he writes will be 
"an indictment of the Potsdam gang 
for the existence and conduct of this 
dreadful war. The whole thing is a 
brutal assault upon the bright hopes of 
the peaceful civilization of the twentieth 
century." 
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When the neighbor's house burns 
and fire-brands fly in the wind—there are thousands who can congratu
late themselves on fire-safe roofs—roofs in shingle form, made from 

NNOT only home roofs 
but big s t ructures 

too enjoy its protection against t ime 
and fire. The farm silo and barn, 
the office building, the factory, the 
s tee l mill , all know Asbestos. 
Johns - Manville has deve loped 
Asbestos into hundreds of other 

H. 

useful fo rms ; for the 
maintenance of indus

trial p l a n t s ; as an ingredient of 
many manufactured products and 
household conveniences — wher
ever safety from fire and resistance 
to the elements and to chemical 
action are imperative.* 

W. J O H N S - M A N V I L L E C O M P A N Y 
N e w York C i ty 

10 F a c t o r i e s — B r a n c h e s in 55 La rge Cit ies 
* Asbestos Fabrics, Packings, Roofings, Shingles, Brake Linings, Building Materials, Electrical 

Devices, Heat Insulations, Refractory Cements, Waterproofing. 

When you think of Asbestos you th ink of 
Johns-Manville 

The Motor Car The Farm The Home Industry Power Plants Transportation Roofings 
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Asbestos 
water, wear and weather Resis tant to heat, 



A Summer Treat 

A STORY OF WARTIME 
BUT NOT OF WAR 

Though it has war for its background, " The Red 
Planet" is a story of home; it has its setting in a 
quiet English village, where dwell the mothers and 
fathers, the wives and sweethearts of those who are 
out "somewhere." Love is there, and great de
votion, and quiet courage and mystery. And the 
old soldier who can no longer serve his country 
thrills you with the story of it all. 

All Bookstores. Net SI.SO 

J O H N LANE C O . . - . . - . NEW Y O R K 

NEW SCRIBNER PUBLICATIONS 

The Fighting Men 
By ALDEN BROOKS 

" T h e Par is ian," " T h e Odyssey of the Three 
Slavs," " T h e Belgian," " T h e Prussian," " T h e 
Man from America," and "An Engl ishman." 

These stories are pure fiction bu t they carry 
the s tamp of veracity—the author, war corre
spondent for the Times and other papers, and 
American ambulance driver, knows war well. 
The whole collection is a series "of t au t , graphic 
narratives which serve incidentally to reveal by 
concrete examples the natures of the various 
nationalities in this war. 

gi.35 net 

The House with the Mezzanine 
and Other Stories 

By A N T O N TCHEKOFF 

This volume contains some of the most notable 
of the stories of the famous Russian story-teller 
—the three long short stories, almost " novelettes " 
perhaps, " M y Life," the story of a provincial, 
" T h e Duel , " and " T h e Lady with the Toy D o g " ; 
such little masterpieces as " In Exile," " T y p h u s , " 
" G o u s s i e v " ; and several exquisite stories of char
acter like " T h e House with the Mezzan ine" and 
"Gooseberr ies ." „ 

jsi.co net 

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

By MRS. HUMPHRY WARD 

Towards the Goal 
A Woman's Letters from the Front 

With an Introducton by 
THEODORE ROOSEVELT 

This volume is, in a sense, a sequel 
to "England's Effort"—one of the 
most successful of all war books— 
published a year ago. It is, in fact, 
a graphic revelation of the verifica
tion at the front of the prophecy 
"England's Effort" implied—that as 
England's effort was to the utmost 
she would soon be striking out as 
hard and as skilfully as any belliger
ent and in the direction of certain 
victory. These intensely vivid let
ters from the front, so nobly moving 
in their eloquent enthusiasm, show 
that England has, indeed, "made 
good." 

$1.25 net 

By NICHOLAS MURRAY BUTLER 

The World in Ferment 
That breadth of vision which has 

made the author a leader in the 
efforts to establish law as a sub
stitute for war characterizes these 
cogent discussions of the present 
situation. Especially enlightening 
are his definitions of the part America 
must play and of the significance, 
from the view-point of the " In te r 
national Mind," of the part Germany 
is playing. 

$1.25 net 

C H A R L E S S C R I B N E R ' S S O N S 
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THE SCRIBNER BOOKSTORE 
FIFTH AVENUE AT 48TH STREET, NEW YORK CITY 

carries on its shelves at all t imes a 
representative stock of the books of 
all publishers, including weekly im
portations from England and France. 
Rare books and autographs a specialty. 

Mail orders given prompt attention. 

NEW BOOKS— RARE BOOKS JUST RECEIVED 

The Red Planet 
(A Novel) 

By Will iam J. Locke 
$1.50 net 

Through Russia 
in War Time 

By C. Fil l ingham Coxwell 
Illustrated. $3.50 net 

Latin America and 
the United States 

By Elihu Root 
$2.50 net 

L'Hote Inconnu 
By Maurice Maeterlinck 

85 cents 

Germany 
The Next Republic? 

By Carl W. Ackerman 
Illustrated. $1.50 net 

The New 
Archaeological 

Discoveries 
By Camden M. Cobern 

Illustrated. $3.00 net 

A Collected Set of 
Capt. Cook's Voyages, 

1768-84 
First Editions 

Half (Red) Straight Grain Morocco 
8 vols, quarto (Description) 

1 vol. folio ( Maps and Plates) 
$200.00 

For the convenience of out-of-town customers the following order form is appended 

T H E SCRIBNER BOOKSTORE 
Fifth Avenue, New York: 

Kindly send, postpaid, the items indicated. (Any book announced m 
these pages promptly supplied.) 

Name 

Address.-

for which I enclose $ 
(or, if you have aft account here | 

which please charge to my account at 

Permanent Address^ 
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Charles Scribner's Sons— New Novels 

" A r c a d y " 

The American Ambassador 
A novel by an American diplomatist who styles himself LAWRENCE 
BYRNE 

This novel—remarkable not only for its intrinsic qualities as a story 
of love and intrigue and of American character, but as a timely presentation 
of life in an American embassy—is the work of an American diplomatist who 
for obvious reasons employs a nom de plume. 

The New York Tribune says: "The characters, running in a great gamut of variety, are as clear- ^ 
cut as diamonds and as lifelike as life itself. There are humor, wit, satire, pathos, and dramatic intensity, w 
. . . It is a book which deserves to become a classic in its first of innumerable editions." 

£1.35 net 

Stranded in Arcady, by Francis Lynde 
Two young people, perfect strangers, one a most unusual man and the 

other a particularly at tract ive girl, wake up out of a sound sleep and discover 
that somehow they have been transported to a wild and uninhabited but 
very beautiful spot in the woods. How they got there and what they 
did is told in this delightful story. 

Illustrated by ARTHUR E. BECHER. $1-35 net 

"Br ight wi th 
h u m o r . " 

—N. Y. Eve. Post. 

A 
French soldier's 

twenty-four hours ' 
leave in Paris 

" C o m i n g Out' 

Anchorage, by Florence Olmstead 
Although the same quiet humor tha t made her two earlier books so 

popular pervades these pages, Miss Olmstead sounds a deeper note in " A n 
chorage." The story, which revolves about a little group of people in a 
small town, is thronged with appealing characters, among whom the old 
country doctor, a humorist and philosopher, is noteworthy. 

$1.35 net 

The War, Madame . . . , by Paul Geraldy 
Translated from the French by W A R R E N BARTON BLAKE 

" I t is the most charming and the most poignant literary picture produced by the war—both as a 
human document and as a product of art it has not been equalled. It is but a mere booklet—and yet it 
embodies the soul ol a great—of an immortal army."—Philadelphia Ledger. 

75 cents net 

Bringing Out Barbara, by Ethel Train 
A satirical story of Newport and New York and a young girl's "coming 

o u t " in an atmosphere of artificiality and luxury. 

$1.25 net 

C. B. Davis's 
short 

stories 

Her Own Sort and Others, by Charles Belmont Davis 
A group of the best of Mr. Davis's stories with very various settings 

and all most absorbing. They include, besides the title story: " T h e Octo
pus," "God ' s Material ," " T h e Joy of Dying," " W h en Johnny Came March
ing Home," " T h e Professor," " T h e Twenty-First Reason," "Side Tracked," 
and " H e r Man . " ,„ , , , rf 

Illustrated. $1.35 net 

Life on the 
Mexican border 

Children of the Desert, by Louis Dodge 
The New York Evening Globe says: " I t has that indescribable thrill and beat that is only felt in 

works of genius. . . . A better or more promising American novel has not been written in a long while. 
. . . It is as good a story as 'The Great Divide' is a play." 

$1.35 net 
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Charles Scribner's Sons— New Novels 

Peter Sanders, Retired, by Gordon Hall Gerould 
Mr. Peter Sanders is a character new in fiction; as original as Raffles 

and an extremely interesting personality. In addition to being the prosper
ous and powerful conductor of a famous gambling-house, he is a scholarly 
gentleman and a book collector of impeccable taste. A zealous, reforming 
district a t torney forces him into new ways of life and there follow sur
prising experiences. $i.co net 

The Madness of May, by Meredith Nicholson 
A fanciful and idyllic love story which expresses the intoxication of 

spring. I t is replete with delightful characters and odd situations such as 
none but the author of " T h e House of a Thousand C a n d l e s " could devise. 

jSi.oo net 

Jan and Her Job, by L. Allen Harker 
Jan is a young English girl—a charming heroine; her job is the result 

of a younger sister's tragic marriage. 

The job consists of dealing with a worthless father and of bringing up 
two very real and impor tant children—a boy and a girl. 

$1.50 net 

A 
r o m a n c e of 

India 
and 

E n g l a n d 

The Hiding Places, by Allen French 
There was treasure hidden on the old New England farm—the hoard 

of an ex-pirate, common ancestor of the two families. How it acts to loose 
strange and violent passions is fascinatingly told in this novel. There is a 
rarely at t ract ive love story running through the book, which both in mat ter 
and form is distinctly original. 

$1.35 net 

M y s t e r y 
feud and 

h i d d e n t r e a s u r e 

The Stories of H. C. Bunner 
Two new volumes: "Sho r t Sixes: Stories to Be Read While the Candle 

Burns" and " M o r e Short Sixes," including " T h e Suburban Sage" and 
" R u n a w a y Browns." 

"Each of these tales has its own charm and its own fragrance; all of them are models of story
telling; and any of them can withstand comparison in its own fashion, with the best in this form of fiction 
with any example selected from Hawthorne or Poe, Bret Harte or Cable."—The Bookman. 

Each $1.35 net 

The Bracelet of Garnets and Other Stories 
by Alexander Kuprin 

Translated from the Russian by L E O PASVOLSKY. 

4 Stories of Russia and its people by one who is the peer of the greatest 
of Russian short-story writers. 

$1.35 net 

H. C. Bunner ' s 
short 

stories 
N o w complete in 4 vols. 

R u s s i a n 
short 

stories 

The Castaways, by W. W. Jacobs 
A novel with Pickwickian characters, a particularly ludicrous situation, 

and the theme of the sea tha t runs through all the Jacobs stories. 

gl.35 net 

" B r i g h t and 
sparkl ing 

w i t h w i t . " 
—Boston Globe. 
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Charles Scribrier's Sons— New Books 

Italy at War, by E. Alexander Powell 
The famous war correspondent who has just been commissioned as captain in the United 
States army and U. S. Military Observer with the Italian army 

Italy controls more enemy territory in Europe than all the 
other Entente Allies combined. Italy is holding a longer front 
than the French, British, and Belgian fronts combined. These 
are but some of the surprises revealed in Mr. Powell's new book, 
in which he shows us that , far from marking time, Italy is making 
war splendidly-. Her long trench line is blasted from solid rock, 
her guns must be carried from mountain peak to mountain peak. 
" I t a l y at W a r " introduces the reader to the most picturesque 
fighting of the war and, through recorded conversations, to the 
great Italian generals and leaders of the nation. 

Profusely illustrated. $1.50 net 

Greater Italy, by William Kay Wallace 
The unification of Italv, her commercial and political develop

ment, her entry into the Triple Alliance and her emancipation from 
it are set forth in this timely volume. 

The Philadelphia Ledger says: ' " G r e a t e r I t a l y ' is one of the most fascinating 
stories of the awakening of a great race tha t has ever been wri t ten ." 

Illustrated. $2.50 net 

The Origins of the Triple Alliance 
by A. C. Coolidge, Professor of History at Harvard University 

A clear and lively account of the doctrines and the events which 
produced the Triple Alliance covers tha t fascinating chapter of 
European diplomacy of which Bismarck was the central figure. I t 
is distinguished by so clear a sense of the interrelations—the actions 
and reactions—of the events and ideas of the period as thev affected 
the policies of all the European nations as to give a singularly full 
and well-proportioned impression of a period which, culminating in 
this war, has so supreme a present significance. 

$1.25 net 

White Nights, and Other Russian Impressions 
by Arthur Ruhl 

A vivid insight into the lite of Russia at the eve of the revolution. 
A chapter dealing with the Duma is of especial interest. 

Illustrated. $1.00 net 

General Joffre and His Battles 
by Raymond Recouly (Captain X) 

" I t is one of the interesting books on the s trategy and the impor tan t personali
ties of the war. I t is not a record of t ragedy or of pa thos ; it does not dwell upon t h a t 
side of the war. I t is a mili tary s tudy. . . . I t is distinguished bv its lucidi ty. 
As a repository of int imate and impor tan t facts about some of the most interest ing 
men and events of the war the book has a very definite place of its own." 

—New York Times. 
II ith maps. $i .25 net 
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Cburies Scribner's Sons— New Books 

At Plattsburg, by Allen French 
Somewhat as Ian Hay, in his "F i r s t Hundred Thousand," pre

sented the personality and life of the new English soldier, Mr. French, 
in this delightful blending of fact and romance, conveys a singularly 
vivid sense of the life of the "P la t t sburg rookie." 

T h e New York Times says: " I t is a book which many Americans will want to 
read just now." 

$1.35 net 

With Americans of Past and Present Days 
by J. J. Jusserand, French Ambassador to the United States 

A fitting tr ibute to the close affiliation of the American and 
French republics. It includes chapters on "Rochambeau and the 
Revolution," "L 'En fan t and the Federal Capital ," "Washington 
and the French," "Abraham Lincoln," and a literary chapter about 
Horace Howard Furness, the great Shakespearian. 

# i . ; o net 

The French 
Ambassador 

writes of 
Americans 

The Will to Freedom , The Gospel of Nietzsche and the Gospel of Christ 

by Rev. John Neville Figgis, D.D., Litt.D. 

This is a discriminating and brilliant discussion of Nietzsche. 
I t tells briefly the story of Nietzsche's life, summarizes his message, 
contrasts it with Christianity, traces its sources in part to earlier 
thinkers, and estimates its value and significance. 

$1.25 net 

Nietzsche 
or 

Christ? 

Social Teachings of the Prophets and Jesus 
by Professor Charles Foster Kent, Ph.D., of Yale 

In this book Professor Kent traces the development of the social 
conscience among the Hebrews from its earliest beginnings down to 
its culmination in the social message of Jesus, as found in the Gos
pels and interpreted by Paul and the other great leaders of the early 
Christian church. 

$1.50 net 

Professor 
Kent ' s 
latest 

volume 

Faith in Christ, by John J. Moment 
Doctor Moment , who in his modernness exemplifies " t h e 

priest in tweeds," sets forth the essentials of Christian doctrine, 
stripped of externals and accretions, and he does this with the ardor 
and vigor of one who, after the apostolic example, testifies that 
which he knows. 

#1.35 net 
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Charles Scribner's Sons— New Books 

Letters and Diary of Alan Seeger 
In Seeger's letters to his mother, who sympathized with him heartily 

in joining the great war as a member of the Legion, we find the frank ex
pression of all his hopes and fears and in the other letters a number of most 
remarkable descriptions. In addition to those there are several diaries in 
which, from day to day, the soldier of the Legion jot ted down his impressions 
of the war. Alan Seeger was a poet and his prose has the emotional imagery 
of poetry and the force of a soldier's vigorous, direct narrat ive. ^ All who 
have read his Poems will welcome this expression of a brave and sensitive 
soul meeting gladly and with superb courage all of the vicissitudes and 
tragedies of the great war. The frontispiece, from a photograph in the posses
sion of a Harvard friend, is believed to be the best representation in existence 
of Alan Seeger. With portrait frontispiece. $1.25 net 

Poems by Alan Seeger 
With an Introduction by W I L L I A M A R C H E R . 

"There are verses here to which youth will turn with kindling eyes and responding heart-throb, 
with the shudder of regeneration when once again the nations shall stand face to face with war for what 
they deem the highest and truest and best. And that is all that can be asked of even the greatest poets." 

—A>:: York Tribune. 
Fifth printing. $ 1 . 2 5 net 

Plays by Jacinto Benavente 
Translated from the Spanish, with an Introduction by J O H N G A R R E T T 

UNDERHILL. 

In this collection of four representative p l ays—"The Bonds of In te res t , " 
"H i s Widow's Husband," " L a Malquerida (The Il l-Loved)," and " T h e Evil 
Doers of Good"—Spain ' s foremost dramatis t is introduced to the American 
public. 

"Benavente has a lightness of touch and audacious humor that no reader can resist. . . . His is 
the touch of genius."—New York Sun. 

$ 1 . 5 0 net 

The Wayside Flowers of Summer , by Harriet L. Keeler 
author of "Our Native Trees" "Our Early Wild Flowers," etc. 

Miss Keeler's new book includes those flowers and herbaceous plants 
that bloom along Northern roadsides in Jul) ' and August. The plants 
described are those the wayfarer will most likely meet whether he goes on 
foot or by motor, the plants that are part and parcel of summer life, t ha t 
surround the vacationist at every turn. The book makes a most charming 
addition to the interest of a motor trip or, in fact, to any excursion tha t takes 
one along the country roads. 

With colored plates and 124 half-tones and line-drawings 
Cloth, $1.35 net; Leather. $1.65 net 

The Joyous Art of Gardening 
by Frances Duncan, formerly Garden Editor of " The Ladies Home Journal" 

An ideal gardening book for the owner of the small place; for those 
who themselves love to work among their flowers. I t is full of useful and 
valuable information arranged in a most convenient form. Especially 
helpful are the suggestions as to how the garden may best be suited to al
ready existing surroundings—how one may best choose and adapt flowers 
and shrubs to a given situation. 

Profusely illustrated with hall-tones and plans. $1.75 net 

In Press for Early Publication. A New Book by Frances Duncan on Vegetable Growing 
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Charles Scribner's Sons— New Importations 

Germany's Commercial Grip of the World 
by Henri Hauser, Professor in Dijon University 

A highly trained and organized industrial army, regularly recruited from Tech-
nicums and Universities maintained for that purpose—these form the staffs of the 
great factories where are examined and adapted and used every device of efficiency 
whether discovered in Germany or elsewhere. Export credits provided by commercial 
hanks created for that purpose. The systematic "dumping" of products to kill off 
competition. Commercial experts and scouts placed in all parts of the world. Mar
kets laboriously built up through many devices and many years, often at great initial 
expense. We all know the result—an unprecedented commercial grip on the world. 
How it w-as accomplished is told concretely and clearly in Professor Hauser's book. 

#1.65 net 

Through Russia in War Times 
by C. Fillingham Coxwell 

Interest in Russia increases every day. This book is a record of recent Russian 
travel and experiences. The author entered Russia at Archangel and traversed the 
country from north to south and east to west. Petrograd and Moscow are both de
scribed at length; also the beautiful region of Crimea, the Cossack country, romantic 
Tiflis, and the Caspian region. A voyage up the Volga and a trip in Finland and be
yond its borders, besides journeys to many other parts of the country, are included. 
Historical sketches and numerous details of Russian life and customs are interspersed 
in the personal narrative. 

With 55 full-page illustrations. #3.50 net 

German Imperialism and International Law 
by Jacques Marquis Dampierre 

A striking statement of the Allies' case against Germany in relation to her viola
tions of the laws of nations since the beginning of the war, in which evidence is pre
sented in a convincing manner and with characteristic French lucidity and attractive 
form. The detailed maps showing the German plans for the conquest and divisions 
of the various countries and continents of the eastern and western hemispheres are of 
most unusual interest. Illustrated. $3.50 net 

By the Ionian Sea, by George Gissing 
A reissue of one of Gissing's most attractive books, containing narrative, de

scription, and reflections, the results of solitary wanderings in parts of southern Italy 
little visited by tourists. It has been characterized by the critics as an eloquent, 
dainty, vivid, and fascinating volume. 

Xetv popular edition. $1.25 net 

Recent 
Russian 
travels 

Violations 
of the laws 
of nat ions 

New Zealand in Evolution, by G. H. Scholefield 
A new and cheaper issue of a popular work on Xew Zealand, containing a well-

rounded presentation of the existing conditions in that country to-day, with special 
attention to its economic development, and the origin and growth of its social and 
commercial system. It includes also an account of the important and novel experi
ments of a social nature which have been originated there. 

New edition, with numerous illustrations. $1.75 net 

Existing conditions 
in 

New Zealand 

Fur ther Pages of My Life 
by the Right Rev. W. Boyd Carpenter, Formerly Bishop of Ripon 

Intimate reminiscences of a noted English churchman. One chapter is devoted to 
the late King Edward, another to the German Kaiser, while memories are given of F. \Y. 
Robertson, J. H. Shorthouse, General Gordon, Lord Roberts, and others. 

" H i s memories of sovereigns, statesmen, soldiers, and other public men constitute the feature of a 
profoundly interesting volume written in that charming persuasive style characteristic of the author." 

—Louden Daily Telegraph. 
With 8 full-page illustrations. $3.50 net 

I n t ima t e 
reminiscences 

Southern 
Italy 
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A complete 
revelation of the scheme 

for world conquest set forth in 
these headlines is given in 

The 
Pan-German Plot 

Unmasked 
Berlin 's Formidable Peace-Trap of "The Drawn War" 

By 
Andre Cheradame 

Published by 
Charles Scribner's Sons 

With maps. 
SI.25 net 
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EDUCATION OF THE INDIVIDUAL 
By Ralph K. Bearce 

Headmaster, Powder Point School 

lege, not only the matter of his personal habits but his 
every step in life is the result of a definite choice on his 
own part. Why, then, is it not a distinct advantage 
if he can begin the exercise of this power, under wise 
guidance, earl}- enough to enable him to know how to 
choose when he is obliged to exercise the power inde
pendently? 

When we mention a non-military school, it must be 
understood that the two types of schools—military and 
non-military—merely represent two forms of school 
government. The words have no bearing whatever on 
the general question of preparedness. They simply 
represent two different methods of bringing up boys 
through their secondary-school age. Their ideas of 
scholarship, of patriotism, of morality are the same, but 
their school life and school discipline take different 
forms of expression. 

The smaller, non-military school, having received a 
boy as a pupil, wants first of all not to instruct the boy 
in what the school demands, but to learn what the boy 
is like—what are his tastes? In what lines does he 
show greatest ability? What, also, are his weak 
points? When given an opportunity to choose for 
himself, what will be his basis for making a choice? 
Possessed of this knowledge, the school can proceed to 
its constructive work. The boy, on his part, knows at 
once that he is not being fitted into a ready-made 
scheme, but is being given an opportunity to work out 

-his own salvation according to the method that will 
develop his own power to its highest degree. 

It is no kindness to a boy to keep him from making 
mistakes by keeping down his power of initiative. 
The object of the school should be to encourage each 
boy to have initiative. His own mistakes will teach 
him how to think out his course of action beforehand 
—provided, of course, that he may have the right kind 
of help and that he be given confidence that the help 
at hand is for his own good. Such a process is not self-
government. It is the kind of personal supervision 
that the smaller school can give—wisely and safely. 
It takes into consideration the personality of each boy 
and leads him toward his ideal over the path of his own 
personality. 

IT is not an uncommon belief that the 
boarding-school exists for the sake of 
a few classes of boys who "can't get 
along " in the public school. It is true 
that there are some boys—those whose 
homes are broken, those for whomgood 
public-school privileges are not avail

able, those whose abilities and tastes lie in some certain 
direction to the exclusion of other directions, those who 
need the help and inspiration of the personal influence 
—who particularly need the boarding-school because 
nothing else will make an education possible. But there 
is probably no sort of normal boy who would not profit 
by the opportunities that the right type of boarding-
school offers. 

Our best private schools are not made up of boys who 
have failed in public school—although such boys are 
found in most schools and many of them develop not 
only a creditable scholastic standing but an enviable 
social and moral standing. Many of these boys have 
failed in the public schools, not because they lack abil
ity, but because they are fortunate enough to possess 
a strength of personality that will not let them fit 
into the machine-like routine necessary in the public 
schools. 

It is along this line of developing personality that the 
smaller, non-military school finds its greatest oppor
tunity and its most satisfactory results. It is an old-
fashioned idea that is too prevalent to-day—that a 
boy's faults must be removed by stern discipline. Ad
herents to such an idea argue that discipline that is 
strict enough and stern enough will keep a boy in the 
straight path till he has lost all habit of walking in any 
other way. But desire to do wrong is not entirely a 
matter of habit. And the desire to do right is not usu
ally developed by lack of opportunity for wrong-doing 
or by a condition of being obliged to do right for a given 
period of time. The power of choice, as well as any 
other power, is a power to be developed by exercise, 
and it is this power of choice that decides very largely 
the failure or success of a man's life. 

From the time a boy enters college, or from the time 
he enters the business world if he does not go to col-
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Private Schools 
New York City and Vicinity 

Scoville School for Girls 
2042 Fifth Ave. 
N E W Y O R K C I T Y 

Resident and Day 
pupils. Regular o r 
special courses with 
languages, a r t and 
music. Home c a r e , 
social life. Vacation 
and week-end trips. 
Out-door sports. 

Mrs. Helen M. Scoville 
Principal 

Miss Rosa B. Chisman 
AsHOi'lule Principal 

THE RAYSON SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 
Home and Day Departments. College Preparatory, General and 
Post Graduate Courses. Twenty-third year, October, 1917. 
Miss Clara I. Colburne, A.B., Miss Martha K. Humphrey, A.M., 
Principals, 164, 166, 16S West 75th Street, New York City. 

Elinor Comstock Conservatory 
OF MUSIC 

Endorsed Leschetizky, Paderewski 
Goodson, Gabrilowitsch 

This conservatory offers its resident and day pupils the 
unequaled opportunity of performing at the end of each 
year for artists of world fame, and receiving their advice 
and criticism. 

All branches of Music, Literature, History of Art, Harmony, 
Current Events, Classic Dancing, Modern Languages. French 
spoken in the house. Chaperonage included in tuition 
fee. Single and double rooms. 

Elinor Comstock, Principal (Pupil of Leschetizky) 
41 and 43 East 80th Street New York City 

M i s s L O U I S E F . W I C K H A M 
Will reopen her Home School Oct. 4th. Girls received who 
wish to study Art, Music, Languages, etc. Twenty-fifth year. 
338 Lexington Avenue, New York, N . Y. 

RIVERDALE COUNTRY SCHOOL 
An Elementary and Preparatory School for Boarding and Day 
Boys. Scholarly, intimate teaching; expert physical training; an 
atmosphere of care for the best influences. Frank S. Hackett, A.B., 
Headmaster, Riverdale-on-Hudson, New York. 

M I S S BANGS AND M I S S W H I T O N 
PRINCIPALS. 1890-1917 

The Only Country School Jar Girls in New York City 
I-arge enough to be a " Real School," small enough to be a " Real Home." 
Certificated at the leading colleges. Out-of-door life on wooded school park 
of 35 acres. Riverdale Ave., near 252nd St., New York, 

THE GARDNER SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 
Formerly at 607 Fifth Avenue, has removed to 11 East 51st Street. 
Large fireproof building with every modern convenience. Thor
ough school training, delightful home life, all the advantages of 
the city. Riding, tennis, swimming, rhythmic dancing. 

Miss Eltinge and Miss Masland, Principals. 

FRENCH HOME SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 
Planned exclusively for those wishing to pursue special studies in 
New York. Exceptional opportunity to acquire fluent French and 
every advantage of the city provided for. (7th year.) Address 
Miss Macintyre or Mile. Talguen, 320 West 107th St. (Riverside 
Drive), New York City. 

THE KNOX SCHOOL 
Formerly at Briarcliff Manor. Country School for Girls. 40 min
utes from New York City. 

Mrs. Russell Houghton, Principal, 
Box 3, Tarrytown-on-Hudson, New York. 

T H E DEVERELL SCHOOL 
57 East 74th Street, New York City. 9 rue de Chaillot, Paris 
(next to the American Embassy). A French boarding and day 
school for girls. Parisian French teachers. 

T H E SEMPLE SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 
A city school with country advantages (opposite Central Park). 
Resident and Day Pupils. College preparatory. Special and 
finishing courses. Music, Art, Lectures, Social life. Riding, 
Tennis, Dancing, Swimming. Mrs. T. Darrington Semple, Prin
cipal, 241 Central Park West, New York City. 

Brantwood Hall 
Country School for Girls; 28 minutes 
from New York City. Near Hotel 
Gramatan. Preparatory, General 
and Special Courses. Certificate 
privileges. Music, Art, Domestic 
Science. Schoolhouse, Gymnasium 
with Swimming Pool , S e p a r a t e 
houses for Upper and Lower Schools. 
Athletic field, Horseback Riding, all 
outdoor winter sports. Tel. 981. 

L a w r e n c e P a r k , B r o n x v i l l e , N. Y. 

Cathedral School of Saint Mary 
Garden City, Long Is land, N. Y. 

A School for Girls, 10 miles from New York. College 
preparatory and general courses. Music, Art and Domestic 
Science. Catalogue on request. 

MISS M I R I A M A . B Y T E L , P r i n c i p a l . 

Castle 

Miss Mason's School for Girls 
A country school in the Westchester hills 
overlooking the Hudson, forty minutes from 
New York. Graduate and preparatory courses 
with certificate privilege to leading colleges. 
Catalogue on request. Address 

MISS C. E. MASON, LL.M. 
B o x 7 0 7 Tarrytown-on-Hudson, N. Y. 
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Private Schools 

New York State 

For nearly sixty years the leading American 
Business College 

Trains thoroughly for business and obtains 
employment for students zvho can be rec
ommended as to character and capability. 

Persons desirous of becoming successful accountants , bookkeepers , 
correspondents , secretaries, advertisement wri ters , salesmen, stenog

raphers , or teachers of commercial branches will find at the Eastman-Gaines 
School of Business a most attractive opportuni ty for study, instruction and practice. 

E A S T M A N graduates are in demand. At Eastman you can qualify in a single year for rapid 
advancement to a good situation and a high salary. 

Account ing, Banking, Civil Service, Salesmanship, Stenography, Stenotypy, Type
wri t ing, Business Engl i sh , Advert ising and Penmanship taught by experienced, efficient, 

and faithful teachers. 
Healthful and attractive location in the Hudson valley. All Y. M. and Y. \V. C. A. privileges open to Eastman students. 

Moderate Expenses. $ 1 2 8 pays total cost of tuition, hooks, etc., board and laundry for a term of three months (13 weeks). 
Students enrol and begin work every weekday. Write for handsome, illustrated prospectus. Address 

C L E M E N T C . G A I N E S , M . A . . L L . D . , B o x 619, P o u g h k e e p s i e , N . Y . 

PUTNAM HALL 
(Vassar Preparatory School.) Certificate privilege for all leading 
colleges. Special two-year course for High School graduates. Mu
sic, Art. and Domestic Science. Tennis, Horseback riding. Sleep
ing porches. Separate house for younger children. Address Ellen 
Clizbe Bartlett , A.B., Principal, Box 808, Poughkeepsie, N . Y. 

REPTON SCHOOL 
A Boarding and Day School for young boys. Course of study 
from Primary to end of the First and Second years of College 
Preparatory work. Homelike atmosphere. Strict individual 
attention. Moderate fees. No extras. Address 

Headmaster, Box C-3, Tarrytown-on-Hudson, New York. 

Shelter Tent Drill, Co. A 

Mount Pleasant Academy 
FFOUNDED 1814. Oldest Military School in the country 

except West Point. Separate school for young boys. 
Summer camp in the Berkshires under Mr. Brusie's personal 
charge. Mount Pleasant believes in a school which so trains 
its boys, that, whatever danger threatens, they will be able 
and eager, honestly and efficiently, to contribute their share 
toward the protection of their country, their families and their 
property. To this end there is at Mount Pleasant hard study, 
but there is also persistent physical training and much life, 
in the open. There are all sorts of athletic, sports, rifle 
practice, shelter tent drills, practice marches, with all the 
experiences of camp life. All work and play are thorough. 
Our certificate admits to West Point without examination. 
For History of our Centennial Celebration and other litera
ture address 

T h e Principal 

P. O. Box 508 OSS1N1NG ON HUDSON 

N E W Y O R K 

DREW S E M I N A R Y FOR YOUNG W O M E N 
Beautifully located, 49 miles from New York City. 600 feet ele
vation, commands view of Lake Gleneida and Fishkill Range. 
General and special courses. Certificate privileges. Classes lim
ited to six. All athletics. Moderately priced. Write for catalog. 
Clarence Paul McClelland, President, Box 711, Carmel, New York. 

COOK ACADEMY 
For Boys. Special attention for college preparation. Certificate privilege. 
Also Business and Musk Courses. College-trained faculty. In the heart of 
the " Glen and Lake Country ." All sports. Military drill. " A school that 
ca res . " Wholesome environment . Tuition moderate . Address 

F.. Hanke , Principal , Box S, Montour Falls , N. Y. 

IRVING SCHOOL FOR BOYS 
?5 miles from New York, in the beautiful, historic " Irving " country. Sist 
year. 26 years under present Head Master. New site and buildings 1904. 
Prepares for all colleges and technical schools. Individual instruction. 
Athletic field. Swimming Pool. Gymnasium. 1. M. Furman, A.M., Head 
Master, Box 903, Tanytown-on-Hudson, New York. 

SCHOOL For Boys 
Frederick L. G a m a g e , H eadm as ter 

64 miles from New York on Harlem R. R. 
Complete Equipment. 

Thorough preparation for College and 
Scientific Schools. 

Send for Catalogue " A " 
P A W L I N G S C H O O L P A W L I N G , N. Y. 
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Private Schools 
New York State (Continued) 

N e w York 
M i l i t a r y 
A c a d e m y 

C o r n w a l l - o n - H u d s o n , N e w Y o r k 

•The story of this famous School 
is told in the i l lustrated cata
logue, which will be sent upon 
application to the Adjutant . 

War Depa rtment Honor School 
Cavalry, infantry, cadet band. (Special rates to musicians.) 

Ossining School 
F o r G i r l s 

Box 105, Ossining-on-Hudson, New York 

Training for Efficiency 
American Red Cross Work 

Household Economy 
Secretarial Course 

Practical Gardening 
will be given full credit not only 

in the Home-making Course 
but in Academic, Art, Music 

and Dramatic Courses 

High School Gradua tes may specialize as 
desired. College Certificate privileges. In 
beautiful Westchester , th i r ty miles from 
New York. Separate House for younger 
girls. Likable, livable and homelike. 

Write for year books of 

upper and lower school 

Clara C. Fuller, Principal 

Martha J. Naramore, Associate Principal 

T H E M I S S E S T E W K S B U R Y ' S S C H O O L 
A country school for girls on an estate of 54 acres. 40 minutes 
from New York. Post Office, White Plains, N . V. 

Old Mamaroneck Road, Scarsdale, New York. 

WALLCOURT 
Miss Goldsmith's School for Girls. College preparatory, general 
and graduate courses. Home Economics. Horseback riding, 
boating, hockey, swimming, tennis. Eighteen acres. Attractive 
boat house gift of alumnae. Address Mrs. Anna Goldsmith Tay
lor, A.B., Principal, Aurora-on-Cayuga, N . Y. 

ST. JOHN'S 
F o r M a n l y B o y s 

Quick and thorough preparation for college and 
business. High standard academic work. College 
Certificate privilege. Boys taught how to study. 
Individual instruction, small classes. Close personal 
relationship between teachers and pupils. Beneficial 
Military Training, Physical Culture and Athletics 
under competent director. Manly sports encour
aged. Gymnasium and Drill Hall, Swimming Pool, 
Fine Athletic Field. Junior Hall, a separate school 
for boys under thirteen. Write for catalog. 
WILLIAM ADDISON RANNEY, A. M„ Principal, 

Ossining-on-Hudson, N. Y. 

PARENTS 
who are considering sending their boys to boarding school might 
be aided in selecting a school by writing to the address given 
below. This advertisement is published by certain alumni of an 
old established school in the Berkshire country with no idea of per
sonal profit or compensation. I t is prompted solely by a desire to 
have other boys receive the decided school advantages which these 
alumni consider that they themselves received. They will be glad 
to furnish definite information regarding the school and, where 
possible, one of their number will make a personal call, if requested 
to do so. ALUMNUS, Room 600, 2 Rector Street, New York City. 

Mrs.Dow's School For Girls 
For circular address 

Mrs. Mary E.Dow, Principal, 
Briarcliff Manor, N Y 
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Private Schools 
Massachusetts (Continued) 

• F O R G I R L S -

Mount 
Ida 

School 
6 miles from 

Boston 

Send for New Year Book 

We send students to Vassar, Wellesley, Smith, 
Mt. Holyoke, Univs. of Mich., Ill., Cal., Minn., 
and other colleges on certificate. Many girls, 
however, after leaving high school, do not 
wish to go to college. But often they desire 
advanced work in a new environment with com
petent instructors, and to select studies best meet
ing their tastes and interests. 

We offer just these opportunities. Students 
take English or Literature, but the course other
wise is elective. All subjects count for diploma. 

Graduation from high school not necessary 
for entrance. No examination required. 

Special work in voice, piano, violin, cello, harp and pipe 
organ, with eminent Boston masters. 

A finely equipped school. New building (6 in all) with 
new pipe o r g a n ; gymnasium and swimming pool. 

All outdoor sports. All the opportunities of Boston 
in Music, Art and historical associations are freely used. 
Domestic Science, Art, Elocution. 

A girl, after leaving grammar school, can begin her 
studies at Mount Ida and continue them until she has an 
education equivalent to two years in College, taking 
through her whole course an elective program. 

There are some rooms with hot and cold water. Students 
for 1917-18 are being accepted in the order of their applications. 
Special car from Chicago Sept. 26 for Chicago and Western girls. 

88 Summit St., NEWTON, Mass. 
Exceptional otportunitiei 
with a delightful home life 

S C H O O L OF T H E M U S E U M OF F I N E 
ARTS 

42nd year begins Oct. ist . Instructors: Drawing and Painting— 
Philip L. Hale, F. A. Bosley, W. James, L. P. Thompson, R. 
McLellan; Modeling—Bela L. Pra t t ; Design—Huger Elliott, 
H. H. Clark. Scholarships and Traveling Scholarships. For 
circular, address 

Alice F. Brooks, Manager, Boston, Massachusetts. 

M i s s M C C L I N T O C K ' S S C H O O L FOR G I R L S 
Miss Mary Law McClintock, Principal, 

4 Arlington Street, Boston, Mass. 

T H E GARLAND SCHOOL 
of HOME MAKING 

Particularly for Graduates of Secondary 
Schools and Colleges 

T h e most womanly of all arts, that of home mak ing , 
is taught through inspiring, practical one and two-
year courses. 

Located in the old residential district of Boston, the 
school and its three separate practice homes for fam
ily groups of resident students partake of the best in 
the cultural life of the city. 

For detailed information address 

Mrs. MARGARET J. STANNARD, Director 

1 Chestnut St., Beacon Hill, Boston, Mass. 

SO. JttjH. W W . i t t l t t W J t t SO. sCL J« OT-

C H A U N C Y H A L L S C H O O L 
Established 1828. Prepares boys exclusively for Massachusetts In
stitute of Technology and other scientific schools. Every teacher 
a specialist. Franklin T. Kurt , Principal, 557 Boylston Street 
(Copley Sq.), Boston, Massachusetts. 

THE LESLEY SCHOOL OF HOUSEHOLD ARTS 
Courses given by Harvard educators. Prepares for home effi
ciency. Residence and house mother. 

Mrs. Edith Lesley Wolfard, / r, • • , 
Miss Lucy Maclnnes, \ P n ° c , P a l s . 

29 Everett Street, Cambridge, Mass. 

E M E R S O N COLLEGE OF ORATORY 
Largest School of Oratory. Belles-lettres and Ped
agogy in America. Summer Session. 37th year 
opens Sept. 24th. Address Harry Seymour Ross, 

: V X ^ T S ^ ' Dean, Huntington Chambers, Boston. 

Miss Guild and 
Miss Evans' School 
29 Fai r f ie ld St . a n d 200 C o m m o n w e a l t h 

A v e n u e , B o s t o n 

36th year. College Certificate Privilege. 
General courses. Advanced work for 
High School graduates . Domest ic Sci
ence. Na t ive language teachers. S u b 
urban A t h l e t i c field. All spor t s . 
Horseback r iding. 

M I S S J E A N N I E EVANS. P r i n c i p a l 
MISS CLARA A. BENTLEY, A s s i s t a n t P r i nc ipa l 
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Massachusetts (Continued) 

POWDER POINT SCHOOL FOR BOYS 
DUXBURY, MASS. 3 8 MILES FROM BOSTON 

Through wise guidance your boy's personality and character are brought out. His initiative 
is developed because he thinks and works out things for himself. He will respond because he 
is not fitting into a ready-made plan. 

His teachers are his counsellors and his courses in study and athletics are governed by one 
idea—the effect on his future life. Upper and lower schools. Thorough preparation for col

lege and business. Illustrated catalog. 

RALPH K. BEARCE, A.M., Headmaster 

45 King Caesar Road 

THE CAMBRIDGE SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 
Founded in 1886. Resident and day pupils. Schoolhouse and 
Residence, modem, separate buildings. General and College pre
paratory courses. Art. Gardening. Swimming. Athletics. 
Ruth Coit, Head Mistress, 36-40 Concord Ave., Cambridge, Mass. 

T H E SARGENT SCHOOL FOR PHYSICAL EDUCATION 
Established 1881. Largest teachers' department for physical 
education in the world. General and special courses prepare for 
healthy womanhood. Address for booklet. 

Dr. D. A. Sargent, Cambridge, Mass. 

R E S T H A V E N 
One of those quiet country schools where girls enjoy a wholesome, 
natural life with highly trained, interested teachers. College 
preparatory. Art, Music, Languages, Science. 

Miss C. R. Seabury, Mendon, Mass. 

WORCESTER ACADEMY 
F O U N D E D 1S3+ 

BY MF.1NS OF AN EFFICIENT FACULTY OF 20 EX. 
PERIENCED MEN, A WELL-SIGH COMPLETE HATE' 
RIAL EQUIPHEST OF BCTLD1NK8 IND PLAYING-FIELDS, 
AND X DEMOCRATIC SPIRIT CULTIVATED THROUGH 
NEARLY THREE GENERATIONS, WORCESTER ACADEH1 
REALLY KDI CATE8 BOYS. 

Send fur (he featalo* 
D. W. ABEBCBOMBLK, LI..O., Prln., !•< PIWTMBIIM St.. Worcester, Mass. 

BRADFORD ACADEMY FOR YOUNG W O M E N 
115th year opens September 13th. Thirty miles from Boston. 
Address the Principal, 

Miss Laura A. Knott , A.M., Bradford, Massachusetts. 

WHEATON COLLEGE FOR WOMEN 
Only small, separate college for women in Massachusetts. 4-year 
course. A.B. degree. Also 2-year diploma course without degree. 
Faculty of men and women. 20 buildings. 100 acres. Endowment. 
Catalog. Rev. Samuel V. Cole, D.D., LL.D., President, Norton, 
Massachusetts. (80 mile-, from Boston.) 

WILBRAHAM ACADEMY 
Fits for life and for college work. Five brick buildings, modern 
gymnasium. Athletic field, campus and farm of 250 acres. En
rollment—65 boys. Rates $600 to $700. 
Gaylord \V. Douglass, Headmaster, Box 203, Wilbraham, Mass. 

Quincy Mansion School 
F O R G I R L S 

W o l l a s t o n , M a s s a c h u s e t t s 
In historic Quincy. Beautifully located six miles 
from Boston. Attractive estate. Ample grounds 
for outdoor recreation. Artificial lake for boat
ing and skating. Three fine buildings. Large 
library. Gymnasium. Special and graduate 
courses of study. Advantages in Art, Music, 
French, German, Italian and English. Certifi
cates for college. Large corps of experienced 
teachers. For Year Book address 

M r s . H O R A C E M. W I L L A R D . P r i n c i p a l 
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Massachusetts ( Continued ) 

School of Personality for Girls 
HAPPY home life with personal attention and care. Students in

spired by wholesome and beautiful ideals of efficient womanhood. 
Hygiene and morals observed especially for health, character and ini
tiative. One hundred acres; pine groves and 1000 feet of seashore. 
Climate is exceptionally favorable for outdoor life. Horseback riding, 
gymnastics. College Preparatory, French, German and Spanish by 
native teachers. Music, Culture, Domestic Science, Handiwork, House

hold Arts, Secretarial and other courses for securing Personality Diplomas introductory to definite 
service. Experienced, enthusiastic instructors. Booklet. 
Rev . T h o m a s Bickford, A.M., Miss Faith Bickford, Prins . , B o x G, Brewster , Mass . 

Sea Pines 
Distinctively devoted to 
and recognized as the Pio
neer School of Personality 

Rogers Hall 
S C H O O L F O R GIRLS 

38 minutes from Boston. Faces Rogers 
Fort Hill Park. Outdoor sports, Gym
nasium, Swimming Pool. Thorough 
prepara t ion for college. Advanced 
courses for High School graduates . 
Music, Art, Elocution, Domestic Science, 
Handicrafts. 

Miss OLIVE SEW ALL PARSONS, Principal 
Lowell, Massachusetts 

M i s s H A L L ' S S C H O O L 
Pittsfield, Mass. 

M i s s C A P E N ' S S C H O O L FOR G I R L S 
For many years known as ' 'The Burnham School." 
41st year opens September, 1917. 
Correspondence should be addressed to 

Miss B. T. Capen, Principal, Northampton, Mass. 

TENACRE 
A Country School for Young Girls 

From Ten to Fourteen Years of Age 

PP R E P A R A T O R Y to D a n a Hal l . 
F o u r t e e n miles from Bos ton . All 

sports and a t h l e t i c s s u p e r v i s e d and 
adapted to t h e age of the pupil. T h e 
finest ins t ruc t ion , care and influence. 

M I S S H E L E N T E M P L E C O O K E 
Dana Hall, Wellesley, Mass. 

M I S S B R A D F O R D ' S A N D M I S S K E N N E D Y ' S S C H O O L 
A country school for girls, facing the Mount Holyoke College cam
pus- College preparatory course, art , arts and crafts, music. 
Tennis, hockey, basketball, swimming, skating, folk-dancing. 
Address: Miss Mary A. Bradford, Miss Virginia W. Kennedy, 
Box 153, South Hadley, Massachusetts. 

DEAN ACADEMY 
51st year. Young men and young women find here a home-like 
atmosphere, thorough and efficient training in every department of 
a broad culture, a loyal and helpful school spirit. Liberal endow
ment permits liberal terms, $300-8350 per year. Special Course 
in Domestic Science. For catalogue and information address 

Arthur VV. Peirce, Li t t .D. , Principal, Franklin, Mass. 

W A L N U T H I L L S C H O O L 
A College Preparatory School for Girls. 17 miles from Boston. 
40 Acres. Skating Pond. Athletic Fields. 5 Buildings. Gym
nasium. Miss Conant, Miss Bigelow, Principals, 19 Highland 
Street, Natick, Mass. 

T H E R E ' S A T Y P E OF S C H O O L 
or one individual school that will best fit the individuality of 
your boy or girl. Study the schools. Obtain their catalogues. 
Better still, visit the schools personally if at all possible. The 
schools will welcome your visit. 

School and College Service. SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE. 

T H E M A R Y A. B U R N H A M S C H O O L FOR G I R L S 
Established by Miss Burnham in 1877. Situated opposite Smith 
College campus. College preparatory course with certificate admit
ting to Smith, VVellesley and Vassar. Special courses with diploma. 
Domestic science, new gymnasium, supervised athletics. Out-of-
doortennisand basket ball. Correspondence should be addressed to 

Miss Helen E. Thompson, Headmistress, Northampton, Mass. 

Rff) The MacDuffie School 
1 FOR GIRLS 

Springfield, Mass. 
Furnishes a liberal and practical education. Full 

household arts course. College certificate privileges. 
Gymnasium. Three acres of playground. Tennis, swim
ming and horseback riding. Careful at tention to the 
needs of each girl. 

School of Housecraft 
on plan of English schools, develops efficiency and poise 
in household management. Resident pupils in separate 
house conduct household under trained teachers. One 
year course. 

JOHN MacDUFFIE (Harv), Mrs. JOHN MacDUFFIE 'Radcl.l, 
Principals 
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Connecticut 

HILLSIDE 
F o u n d e d b y El izabeth B. M e a d . 1 8 8 3 

NORWALK, CONN. 
A school for girls, in a picturesque town, 4 5 miles from 

New York. 
Admits by certificate to the leading colleges. Attractive Gen

eral and Special Courses for girls who do nut enter college. 
Thorough course in Household Science with work in practice 
house. Two residence houses. Schoolhouse and Gymna
sium. Study of the individual girl. Protection against over
strain, but insistence on thorough work, tookle t on request. 
MARGARET R. BRENDLINGER, A.B., Vassar } 

VIDA HUNT FRANCIS, B.L., Smith ) n n c , P a s 

June Fete of the Senior Department 

T H E G A T E W A Y 
A School for Girls. Three buildings. Athletic Geld. Horseback 
riding. Domestic Arts. College preparatory, general and special 
courses. Miss Alice E. Reynolds, Principal, St. Ronan Terrace, 
New HaveD, Conn. 

LOOMIS 
A unique combination of agricultural , business and cullege preparatory 
courses. Practical training tor boys intending to enter business or fanning 
on graduat ion. 7 buildings. Athletic fields. 100-acre farm. Manual-train
ing shops. $2,500,000 endowment . $400 a year. Address 

N. H. Uatchelder, A.M., Headmaster , Windsor, Conn. 

RlDGEFlELD SCHOOL FOR BOYS 
50 miles from New York, in the highlands of the 
Berkshires. All water sports, athletic fields, gymna
sium. New boat house. One master for each six 
boys. Roland J. Mulford, Ph.D. , Headmaster, 
Ridgefield, Conn. 

Stamford Military Academy 
IITS ideal situation and surroundings, its broad 

and rich curriculum, its skillful teaching and 
homelike atmosphere invite the attention of dis
criminating parents. 

Modern buildings. Special attention and facil
ities for young boys. A separate room for each boy. 
Hot and cold running water in every room. Beauti
ful gymnasium completely equipped. Showers, 
lockers and bowling alleys. Golf and every athletic 
facility. 

Manual training, nature study and art. 
Military training and discipline. 

WALTER D. GERKEN, A.M., Principal 
Stamford, Conn. 

Founded 1875 

Saint Margaret's 
School 

Set high on a hillside overlooking the town 
of Waterbury, Connecticut, Saint Margaret's 
School is situated in one of the most attrac
tive and healthful spots in New England. 
Courses in Music, Fine Arts, History, Lan
guages, Domestic Science, Physical Culture 
and Swimming, combined with unusual op
portunities for out-of-door recreation, pro
vide a broad and liberal training for girls 
from 12 to 20 years. 
For the girl who wishes to enter college, 
the Preparatory Course offers exceptional 
advantages. Certificates admit to the lead
ing institutions. 

" Umberfield " 

A special feature of the out-of-door life is 
" Umberfield," a fifty-acre "Farm," embrac
ing unusual opportunities for all kinds of 
sports, including tennis, basketball, skating 
and snowshoeing. Here delightful week-end 
parties enable the girls to put into practice 
their knowledge of Domestic Science. 
Waterbury is located within easy access of 
both New York and Boston, and is only an 
hour from either Hartford or New Haven— 
to which interest
ing cities instructive 
trips may be taken. 

For catalogue and views 
address 

MISS EMILY 
GARDNER 
MUNRO, A.M. 
Waterbury, Conn. 
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W Y K E H A M RISE 

Situated in the beautiful Berkshire Hills, 
the garden spot of Connecticut. Bright 
airy classrooms and a large gymnasium. 

WYKEHAM RISE 
A Country School for Girls 
The regular course of study covers preparation for 

Bryn Mawr College. The school certificate is accepted 
by all colleges allowing entrance by certificate. 

There are elective studies for students who prefer 
not to take the regular course or wish to do advanced 
work. Special classes are arranged in any subject 
when a sufficient number of students desire it. 

Out-of-door study is a feature. Outdoor and indoor 
sports all the year'. Each girl is obliged to take part in 
some activity in the open air every day that the weather 
permits. Catalogue on application 

F A N N Y E. DAVIES, LL.A., Principal 
Box 8F Washington. Conn. 

R U M S E Y HALL 
A school for boys under 15. L. R. Sanford, Principal, Louis H. 
Schutte, M.A., Headmaster, Cornwall. Connecticut. 

T H E ELY S C H O O L FOR G I R L S 
Ely Court, Greenwich, Connecticut. 

New Jersey 

OON a hill, overlooking Blairstown. with the 
Delaware Water Gap and the Rittatinny 

Mountains to be seen in the distance, Blair 
is wonderfully situated for good health and 
beauty of scene. Blair has300,acres—the campus, 
with Blair Lake, natural groves and the athletic 
fields, comprises 100 acres: the rest is farmed. 

B LAI R 
ACADEMY FOR BOYS 
The aim at Blair is to bring out the best in the boy— 
to secure a perfect balance of the physical, men
tal, social and spiritual side of his character. 
The usual athletics, carefully supervised, are 
participated in by each student. Thorough prep
aration for college and technical schools. Mili
tary drill. Separate Junior Department. Perfect 
equipment of 8 handsome fireproof buildings. 
Come and see Blair, or write for illustrated 
catalogue. 
J O H N C. S H A R P E , LL.D., Headmaster 

Box N, Blairstown, N. J. 

PRINCETON PREPARATORY S C H O O L 
College preparatory school for boys over fourteen Rapid prog
ress possible because of limited number of pupils (60) and free
dom from rigid class organization. Excellent equipment and facil
ities in the way of buildings and grounds. Special attention given 
to Athletics and moral welfare. 43rd year. Personal inspection 
invited. For year book, address 

J. B. Fine, Headmaster, Princeton, N. J. 

The Peddie boy 
is educated—not 
merely instructed 

The endowment of Peddie Institute enables it to 
offer, at moderate rates, all the advantages and equip
ment of the more expensive schools. The achievements 
of Peddie graduates in scholarship and athletics at 
their colleges are significant of the value of its training 
—a training that is conspicuously successful in de
veloping strength of character and personality. All 
colleges admitting on certificate accept Peddie Insti
tute graduates without examination. Military Drill. 

All pupils are taught music and public speaking, 
without extra charge. Physical culture and athletic 
training are part of the school regime and a 6o-acre 
campus, lake, swimming pool, diamond, gridiron and 
gymnasium provide exceptional facilities. Summer 
camp. Peddie is 9 miles from Princeton, on a branch 
of the Pennsylvania R. R. between Phila. and N. Y. 
Lower school for boys from n to 14 years. 52nd vear 
opens Sept. 20, '17. For booklets and catalog, address 

ROGER W, S W E T L A N D , LL.D., Headmaster 
Box 8-C, Hights town. N . J. 
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New Jersey {Continued) 

Centenary Collegiate Institute 
A girls' boarding school with splendid equipment; 800 ft. elevation; 

5 modern brick and steel buildings; 10-acre campus and 169-acre school 
farm; lake, athletic field, tennis, gymnasium, swimming pool, bowling, etc. 
Healthful location. 58 miles from N. Y. City. 

Competent faculty. Broad courses permit personal selection ; College Preparation, 
Music, Art, Expression. Excellent Home Economics work. Sensible regulations and 
dress. 47tli year. Moderate rates. For literature or personal interview, address 

D r . R . J . T R E V O R R O W , Prt>h.. H a c k e t t s t o w n , N . J . , Box S. 

KENT PLACE: A SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 
College Preparatory and General Courses, Residence, School 
House, Gymnasium. Catalogue with views on request. Mrs. 
Sarah Woodman Paul, Miss Woodman, Principals. Summit, 
New Jersey. (20 miles from New York.) 

Miss BEARD'S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 
A country school, 13 miles from New York. College preparatory, 
special courses. Music, Art, Domestic Arts and Science. Super
vised physical work in gymnasium and field. Catalog on request. 
Address Miss Lucie C. beard , Orange, New Jersey. 

BANCROFT TRAINING SCHOOL 
A home for the treatment and training of children whose mental develop
ment 1ms not progressed normally. Winter quarters in beautiful Philadelphia 
suburb. Summer Home on coast of Maine. Limited attendance. Resident 
physician, 10 teachers, 29 nurses and attendants. Circular, write, 

H. A. Farringtou, M.D., Box 145, Haddoufield, New Jersey. 

BORDENTOWN 
MILITARY INSTITUTE 

B O R D E N T O W N , N . J . 

P U R P O S E : The individual development of a boy's char
acter and scholarship for the work, of the world in college, 
scientific school or business. 
F A C U L T Y : A large, sympathetic and efficient body of in
structors. 32 years ' experience. 
I N S T R U C T I O N • Small classes, individual attention. Each 
boy is taught how to study. 
L O C A T I O N : Healthful location on the Delaware River, 
seven miles from Trenton, on the Pennsylvania Railroad. 
S C H O O L L I F E : High standard of social and moral student 
life. Supervised athletics, wholesome food, carefully regulated 
daily program of work and recreation and drill produce sound 
bodies, capable minds and cheerful dispositions. 
Fa, catalogue address ( R e T - T ' H LANDON, A.M., D.D., Principal 

I Col. T. D. LANDON, Commandant 

D W I G H T S C H O O L 
FOR G I R L S E n g l e w o o d , N e w J e r s e y 
Combining the best features of the College Preparatory and Finish
ing Si hoot, with special advantages for post-graduate work. Do
mestic Arts and Science. An exceptionally g Iscl 1 beautifully 
lucated suburban to NewYork City. Certificates accepted by Vassar, 
Smith, Wellesley and Wells. Splendid buildings and spacious 
grounds for outdoor games. Tennis. Riding. Address Bo 1 <• 7. 

MISS CREICHTON and — 
MISS FARRAR 

Principals 

WENONAH 
Military Academy 
12 mi l e s from P h i l a d e l p h i a . I t s p e 
cul iar c o m b i n a t i o n of ind iv idua l a n d 
mi l i t a ry t r a i n i n g h a s won h i g h p r a i s e . 
H e a l t h f u l o u t d o o r life p r o d u c e s u n u s u 
ally successful a th l e t i c t e a m s . O n l y 
N . J . p r e p a r a t o r y schoo l u n d e r U . S. 
A r m y de ta i l . R i d i n g school in con -
nec l ion with A c a d e m y . Spec ia l schoo l 
for j u n i o r s . F o r c a t a l o g a d d r e s s 

Dr. Chas. H. Lorence, President 
Major Clayton A. Snyder, Ph.B., Supt. 

Box 4og Wenonah, N. J. 

KINGSLEY 
SCHOOL 

FOR BOYS. Box A, Essex Fells, N. J. 

Located in the hills in a region of exceptional healthfulness, 
22 miles from New York. Offers preparation for all colleges 
and scientific schools. The student body is large enough for 
strong athletic and other organizations, but small enough so 
that individual attention can be given to the mental, moral 
and physical development. New school building with spa
cious study hall, classrooms, physics and chemistry labora
tories, recreation and drawing rooms. Separate residence 
for younger boys with teaching and personal care adapted 
to their needs. Large gymnasium and extensive athletic 
grounds. Military drill. Address 

J. R. CAMPBELL, A. M., Headmaster 
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St. Mary's Hall 
A COUNTRY SCHOOL 

FOR GIRLS 
NEAR PHILADELPHIA 

AND NEW YORK 
General and College Preparatory Courses. Two \ ears Post-
Graduate Work. Exceptional advantages in Music, Art and 
French. Domestic Science Courses. Gymnastics and Out
door Sports. New building with fine (lining hall and gym
nasium. One teacher to every five girls. A catalogue and 
Uook of Views will be sent upon request. 

MRS. JOHN FEARNLEY, Principal 
Box' 403, Burlington, New Jersey 



Private Schools 
Pennsylvania 

AA SCHOOL for girls situated in the historic vicinity 
of Valley Forge, on the main line of the Pennsyl

vania Railroad. Here a carefully chosen faculty trains 
the American girl for her big, practical future. The 
curriculum offers a wide range of subjects besides the 
usual college-preparatory and junior college courses— 
such as Social Sen-ice, Secretaryship, Household Arts 
and Sciences, Journalism, Music, Art, Arts and Crafts, 
Expression, Kindergarten. 

5 buildings, 16 acres. All outdoor sports, outdoor class-room 
Resident physician, nurse, dietitian. For booklet address 

D E V O N MANOR, B o x 9 8 7 . Devon . Pa. 
Francis R. Lowell, A.B., President Edith Samson, Principal 

PENNSYLVANIA COLLEGE FOR W O M E N 
Forty-ninth year. Location combines advantages of city and 
country. Collegiate and Special Courses. Exceptional advan
tages in Social Service. Music and Expression. 

John Carey Acheson. LL.D., President. 
Woodland Road, Pittsburgh. Pennsylvania. 

Mercersburg 
Aim of the School—A thorough 
physical,mental and moral train
ing for college or business. 
Spirit of School—A manly tone of 
self-reliance, under Christian 
masters from the great univer
sities. Personal attention given 
to each boy. 
Location—In the country, on the 
western slope of the famous 
Cumberland Valley, one of the 
most beautiful and healthful 
spots of America. 
Equipment — Modern and com
plete. Magnificent new Gymna-

"Write for catalogue and "The Spirit of Mercersburg." 

Entrance to Main Hall 

slum, 

. WILLIAM MANN IRVINE. LL.D Headmaster, Box 104 

KISKIMINETAS 
SPRINGS SCHOOL 

FOR BOYS 
Complete college p r e p a r a t o r y course; 

special course in agriculture. Endorsed by 
every American university. Delightfully lo
cated in the foothills of the Alleghanies. Mod
ern buildings and equipment. Athletics. At 
Kiski nothing is left undone to promote tfe& 
student's health, comfort, education a'.^T' 
morals. Classes limited, affording in
dividual instruction. Faculty especially 
qualified. 30th year opens Sept. 25. 
Write for catalog. Kindly address De
partment 15. 

K i s k i m i n e t a s Springrs School 
Saltsburg, Pa. 

T H E M I S S E S K I R K ' S C O L L E G E P R E P A R A T O R Y 
S C H O O L 
Offers unique opportunities for individual work in all college preparatory 
subjects, combined will) the advantages of school life. Prepares e->pe:ial[y 
for Bryn Mawr. Fourteen boarders. Faculty of eight teachers. Gym (US-
tics, Tennis. Basketball. P. O. Box 806. Bryn Mawr. Pa. 

V I S I T THE S C H O O L S 
Parents should visit personally, if possible, the school or schoob 
among which their choice lies. Learn of the school's advantages 
at first hand. Talk with the men or women who will have charg; 
of your boy or girl during the formative period of his or her life. 
The schools will welcome your visit. 

SCHOOL AND COLLEGE SERVICE. 
SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE, 

Fifth Avenue at 48th Street- New York. 

Miss Cowles' School 
(Highland Hall) 

Holl idaysburg, Pa. 
Miss Emma Milton Cowles, A.B., Head of School. 

Prepares for Bryn Mawr, 
Wellesley, Smith, ML 
H o l y o k e and Yassar. 
Certificate privileges. 
Also s t r o n g general 
course. M u s i c , A r t , 
D o m e s t i c Science. 
Healthful location, in 
heart of A l l e g h a n y 
Mountains. Pure spring 
water. Stone building, 
modern improvements— 
all rooms connect with 
bath. G y m n a s i u m , 
s w i m m i n g pool and 

tit physical director and specialists in all 
ddress T H E SECRETARY. 

new sleeping porch. Ii 
departments. For catalogue 

N A Z A R E T H H A L L 
M I L I T A R Y A C A D E M Y 

The remarkable accomplishments of Nazareth Hail graduates in college 
and business are due principally to the all-round development of Nazareth 
Hall boys. And among Nazareth's Alumni are listed nationally famous men. 
Nazareth is ideally and healthfully located between the Blue and South 
Mountains. Boys are housed according to age. Modern equipment in 
buildings, classrooms, gymnasium, swimming pool, athletic field. Military 
training. College. Business and General Courses. Senior. Intermediate and 
Junior Departments. Moderate rates. Come and visit Nazareth Hall. Easily-
reached from New York or Philadelphia. Addre=sThe Principal. Nazareth, Pa. 

DEVON MANOR 

F o r 
G i r l s 
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The BALDWIN SCHOOL 
A Count ry School (or Girls Bryn M a w r . P a . 

Preparation for Bryn Mawr, Mount Holyoke, Smith. Vnssar and 
» ellesley colleges. Also strong general course. Within =5 years 
=60 students from mis school hare entered Bryn Ma»-r College 
r-ireproof stone building. Abundant outdoor life and a t h l e t i c . 

Elizabeth Forrest Johnson, A.B., 'Hend of the School 

Academy 
Mercersburg, Pa-



Private Schools 
Pennsylvania (Continued) 

THE HARCUM SCHOOL 
FOR GIRLS —BRYN MAWR. PA. 

situated ten miles from Philadelphia, is now preparing 
for the formal occupancy of its handsome new colonial, 
stone building. 

For Girls want ing co l lege preparation a thor
ough course is offered. 
For Girls not go ing to col lege the school offers 
special opportuni t ies to pursue studies suited to 
their tastes and needs. 
For Girls desir ing to spec ia l ize in Music or 
Art, there are well k n o w n artists as instructors. 
Catalog on request. 

Mrs. EDITH HATCHER HARCUM. B. L. 
Pupil of Leschctizky), Head of the Sehool 

BRYN M A W R P E N N S Y L V A N I A 

SPRINGSIDE 
Boarding and Bay School for Girls. Mrs. Chapman and Miss 
Jones, Principals, Chestnut Hill, Philadelphia, Pa. 

The Pennsylvania Academy of the Fine Arts 
The 

Oldest 
Art 

School in 
America 

W I N T E R 
TERM : 

October I, 1917 
to 

May 25, 1918 

Instruction in D raw i ng , Painting, Illustration and Sculpture. 

" T L - F a r i l l t V Charles Grafly, Hugh H. Breckenridge, Henry 
1 U K 1 d C U l i y . M c C a r t e r j o s c p h T P e a r s o n J r , , Daniel 

Garber, Philip L Hale, Emil Carlsen, Henry Erdmann Radasch, M S c , 
M.D.. Edw.n Howland Blashfield, |ohn F. Harbeson, B.S., M.S.A.. 
Charles DeGeer 

21 Cres son scholarships a w a r d e d this y e a r for travel in 
Europe or in A m e r i c a . 

S U M M E R S C H O O L 

CHESTER SPRINGS. CHESTER C O U N T Y , PA. 

O p e n - a i r instruction. Beautiful and Historic Scenery. Board 

(including tuition i $7 .50 per w e e k and u p w a r d s . O p e n n o w . 

MISS ELEANOR B. BARKER, Curator of Schools 
Broad and Cherry Streets Philadelphia 

M A I N B U I L D I N G 

Miss Marshall's School 
A school for girls, combining the charm of beautiful suburban 
surroundings with the educational advantages of Philadelphia, 
20 minutes away. College preparatory and broad general 
courses. Campus of 4 acres, lake on school grounds, all sea
sonable outdoor and indoor athletics. Teacher for every 6 
girls, insuring rapid progress. 
Separate Junior Dept. Art, 
Music, Expression, Domes- ^SHfe^Bte^r-aiVlit 
tic Science. Catalog 
and book of views on s I 
request. 

Miss E. S. Marshall, 
Principal, 

Oak Lane, Phila., 
Penna. 

A Schoo l of Q u i e t R e f i n e m e n t 

U n f a i l i n g c o u r t e s y and a fine 
spir i t of fairness and gent leman-
liness a re school t rad i t ions at St. 
L u k e s . Fine p repa ra t i on for col
lege o r bus iness . Ever p resen t and 
always helpful a re the M a s t e r s — 
kindly, cultured men whose specially 
is boys. Special J u n i o r D e p a r t 
men t , too . For booklet and ca ta 
log, p lease address 

j C H A R L E S H E N R Y S T R O U T , M.A., 
WAYNE—on the Main Line PENNA. 

THE SHIPLEY SCHOOL 
P r e p a r a t o r y t o B r y n M a w r C o l l e g e 

I n s t r u c t i o n : Individual instruction of limited number 
of pupils by specialists in all departments. An average of one 
teacher to every six girls. Two resident French teachers. 

C o u r s e s : College Preparatory, Academic. Thorough 
preparation for Bryn Mawr, Vassar, Smith, Wellesley. 

S i t u a t i o n : In healthful suburb: special educational and 
social opportunities of situation opposite Bryn Mawr College. 
Climate permits outdoor life all winter. 

A t h l e t i c s : Supervised, indoors and outdoors, by ex
perienced Athletic Directors. Well equipped gymnasium. 

Y o u n g e r P u p i l s : Instruction and daily life varied to 
suit the personality, health, and mental needs of each child. 

For catalogue address T H E PRINCIPALS 

E l e a n o r O . B r o w n e l l , A l i c e CI. H o w l a n d 
B o x J , B r y n 3 I a \ v r , P a . 

Ogontz School 
Founded 1850 

A school for girls occupying an es ta te on the summit 
of Rydal Hi l l s , 25 minu t e s from Phila. I l lus t ra ted 
booklet describing new building will be mailed on 
reques t . 

M I S S A B B Y A . S U T H E R L A N D , Principal 
M o n t g o m e r y C o u n t y , Pa. 
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St. Luke's S C H O O L 



Private Schools 
Virginia 

Staunton Military Academy 
An ideal Home School for Manly Boys 

375 Boys from 45 States, last session. Largest Private Academy in the East. 
Boys from 10 to 20 years old prepared for the Universities, 

Government Academies or Business. 

i,6oo feet above sea-level; pure, dry, bracing mountain air of the famous proverbially healthful 
and beautiful Valley of the Shenandoah. Pure mineral spring waters. High moral tone. Pa
rental discipline. Military training develops obedience, health, manly carriage. Fine, shady 
lawns, expensively equipped gymnasium, swimming pool, athletic park.. All manly sports encour
aged. Daily drills and exercises in opea air. Boys from homes of culture and refinement only 
desired. Personal, individual instruction by our tutorial system. Standards and traditions high. 
Academy fifty-seven years old. New $200,000 barracks, full equipment, absolutely fireproof. 
Charges $400. Handsome catalogue free. Address 

C O L O N E L W M , G. R A B L E , P h . D . , P r i n c i p a l , S t a u n t o n , Va. 

S T . A N N E ' S SCHOOL FOR GlRLS (EPISCOPAL) 
College Preparatory. Music, Art, Modern Languages. Special 
department for children 

Miss Mary Hyde DuVal Principal, Charlottesville, Virginia. 

MARY BALDWIN SEMINARY FOR YOUNG LADIES 
Established 1842. Term begins Sept. 12th. In the beautiful and 
historic Shenandoah Valley of Virginia. Unsurpassed climate, 
modern equipment. Students from 30 states. Courses: Collegi
ate (3 years), Preparatory (4 years), with certificate privileges. 
Music, Art, and Domestic Science. Catalog. Staunton, Va. 

AUGUSTA MILITARY ACADEMY 

( R O L L E R ' S S C H O O L ) 

A school with a country location in the 

famous Valley of Virginia, having the high

est endorsement of the Virginia Military 

Institute and other Universities. The best 

equipped academic building in the State. 

Steam heat and electric lights. Gymnasium. 

New fireproof buildings, costing nearly 

$70,000, now completed. School property 

covers 250 acres—large campus for drills 

and all field sports under careful supervision. 

Able faculty of college men. One master 

for every fifteen boys. 

Enrollment limited to 200. Boys from 22 

states last session. Forty-two years of 

successful work in developing self-reliant, 

manly boys, physically and intellectually 

sound. Rates $i00. For catalog, address 

THOMAS J. ROLLER and CHAS. S. ROLLER, Jr., 

Principals, Fort Defiance, Virginia 

STUART H A L L 
Formerly Virginia Female Insti tute. Founded 1843. Diocesan School for 
Girls in Virginia Mountains. General and College Preparatory Courses, 
Piano, Violin, Vocal. Art and Expression Depar tment . New equipment 
including pianos. Gymnastics and field sports under trained Director. 
Catalogue. 

J ane Colston Howard. A.B. (Bryn Mawn, Principal, Staunton, Va. 

T H E SUCCESSFUL SCHOOLS 
of to-day began to advertise in SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE years ago 
for pupils for to-day. To-day these schools are advertising for 
to-morrow. 

Randolph-Macon Academy 
For Boys and Young Men. Front Royal, Va. 

A branch of the Randolph-Macon System. Liberal gifts 
make unusual advantages possible. Equipment cost $100,-
U00. Prepares for College or Scientific Schools. M i l i t a r y 
t r a i n i n g : . Gymnasium, physical culture and outdoor 
sports. $300. 26th session opens September 18th, 1917. 
For catalogue address 

CHARLES L. MELTON, A.M.. Principal, Box 408, Front Royal, Va. 

Virginia College 
FOR WOMEN ROANOKE, VA. 

One of the leading Schools in the South. Modern buildings. 
Extensive campus. Located in the Valley of Virginia, famed for 

health and beauty ^ 
of scenery. E lec
t i v e , P r e p a r a 
to ry a n d C o l 
l e g e Courses . 
IHusic, A r t , Ex
pres s ion , I) o -
m e s t i c Science. 
A t h l e t i c s . 
Students from 32 
States. For cata
logue address 

M A T T I E P . H A R R I S , P r e s i d e n t , Box S, R o a n o k e , Va. 
Mrs . G e r t r u d e H a r r i s Boatwriff l i t , V i c e - P r e s . 
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Washington, D. C. 

NATIONAL PARK SEMINARY 
Suburban to Washington D.C. T James E.Ament LL.D. PreS. 

TTHE def in i te object of the 
Seminary is to offer a con

densed college course for young 
women graduates of high and 
preparatory schools. The formal 
courses of s tudy are supple
mented by complete departments 
of music, art, home economics 
and floriculture. 

An illustrated and carefully prepared 
catalog, setting forth the ideals and 
purpose of the Seminary• will be mailed 
upon request. Address 
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The Registrar, National Park Seminary 
Bex 102 Forest Glen, Md.. 



Private Schools 
Washington, D. C. ( Continued) 

F A I R M O N T 
Out location in the best residcntinl section permits * rare combination of 

coi j life with the unique educational advantages of the National Capital. 
Regular and Sp<?'-i,-il Courses, also advant ed c turses for High S. hool Gradu

ates. Music, An, Expression, Domestic Arts and Science. Supervised Ath-
letics. linlividu.il care. 

A r t h u r R a m s a y , Pr inc- ipal , W a s h i n g t o n , D . C. 

NATIONAL CATHEDRAL SCHOOL FOR G lRLS 
Fireproof building in Cathedral Close of 40 acres. 100 resident 
pupils. College certificate privilege. Music, Art, Advanced and 
Special Courses. 

T H E BISHOP OF WASHINGTON, 
President of the Board of Trustees. 

JESSIE C. M C D O N A L D , M.S., Principal. 
H E L E N L. W E B S T E R , Ph.D., Academic Head. 

Mount St. Alban, Washington, D. C. 

SEMINARY For Young Women 
I-ocated in the finest residential section of the National Capital, over

looking Dupont Circle. Delightful school life combined with Washington 
advantages. T w o years' course for 11 •_ li School Graduates . 
General and Special Courses. Department of D o m e s t i c .Science. 
Music, Elocution, Modem Languages. Outdoor sports . Sight
seeing each week. $600 upwards. 
EDWARD W. THOMPSON. PHIH.. 1601 CONNECTICUT AVE .WASHINGTON. D.C. 

M I S S M A D E I R A ' S S C H O O L 
A resident and day school for Girls. Miss Lucy Madeira, A.B., 
Head Mistress, 1326 19th St., Washington, D. C. 

CHEVY CHASE SCHOOL, Washington, D. C. 
(formerly Chevy Chase Seminary). A school for girls, a prepara
tion for womanhood. Washington's finest and healthiest suburb. 
Social and civic advantages of the national capital combined with 
a thoroughly modern education. Catalog on request. , 

Frederic Ernest Farrington. Ph.D., Headmaster. 

B E L C O U R T S E M I N A R Y 
A School for Girls. College Preparatory and General Courses. 
Two-years' college work. Home Economics. Handsome fire
proof building. Attractive grounds. Riding, Cross-country Walks 
and Outdoor Sports. 
Mrs. Mary Burke Somervell, A.M., Principal, Washington, D. C. 

PAUL I N S T I T U T E 
Mrs. Nanette B. Paul, IX.B. , President. A boarding school for 
Girls. Regular High School and College Preparatory Courses. 
Special Courses: The Arts. Journalism. Short Story Writing. 
Domestic Science. Business and Library Courses. Parliamen
tary Law. 2107 S Street, N. W., Washington, D. C. 

B R I S T O L S C H O O L 
Elective, Preparatory, Academic and two years' Collegiate Courses. { 
Diploma Course in Music. Separate French Residence. Capital 
advantages. Athletics. Miss Alice A. Bristol, Principal, Mint-
wood Place a.-fi 19th Street, Washington, D. C. 

The Washington College 
Washington, D. C. 

GIRLS A N D Y O U N G W O M E N . 
Graduation from High School not es-

j sential. No examinations. Class grades 
and recommendation required. 
School plant valued at $500,000.00. Campus of 
ten acres. Directly in the city. O u t d o o r ath
letics. Representative pat ronage. Twenty-
second year begins Thursday, October 4. Rates 
$1000.00. Literature on request. 

Summer School. Regular and Special 
Courses and Sight Seeing. r w c D J 

r . Mencfee, President. 

Maine 

Waynflete School for Girls 
Port land, Maine 

Old-fashioned home-life and modern intellectual advantages. Esteemed by 
parents who value thorough work and wholesome pleasures for their daughters. 
College certificate. Outdoor sports. Folk dancing and horseback riding. 

M I S S C R I S F I E L D , M I S S L O W E L L , P R I N C I P A L S 
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A Home School for Girls 

Martha Washington 

linlividu.il


Private Schools 
Maryland 

One of the fifteen buildings 

THE TOME SCHOOL 
An Endowed Preparatory School 

11 Its unusual results are due to the 
best faculty which can be secured; 

To the careful supervision of 
the lives of the students; 
To the most generous provision 
for their health and comfort. 

<J Tome is known as the most heavily 
endowed school in America. It is a 
school where the highest standards 
of scholarship and character are 
maintained. 
1$ It insists upon thorough and efficient 
teaching and offers an unusually ex
tensive curriculum. 

Military drill. A Separate School for Little Boys 
Tuition $700. A catalogue will be sent on request. 

Thomas Stockham Baker, Ph.D.. 
PORT DEPOSIT, MARYLAND 

Notre Dame 
of Maryland 

A College for Women 

Indiana 

CULVER MILITARY 
ACADEMY 

With its justly-famous military sys
tem to supplement the strength of 
the regular curriculum, its superb 
acreage and array of buildings, Cul
ver is the place for red-blooded 
boys who want to make good. Cul
ver training is a power for effi
ciency. The catalog describes its 
distinguishing characteristics. 

Address 

Headquarters , C. M. A. , Culver, Ind. 
(On Lake Maxinkackee) 

THE BEST MAGAZINE 
for school advertising is the one which has weight and influence 
in the homes where the advantages of the Private School are rec
ognized, appreciated, and aotcd upon. Such a medium builds up 
an institution by supplying it with students who will be a credit 
to it. 

HOWE 
A TEACHER FOR EVERY TEN BOYS. 

Every Boy Recites Every Lesson Every Day. 
Boys Taught How To Study. 
Thorough Preparation For College. 
Military Drill. 

Graduates admitted to leading colleges on certificates. 
Estate of 150 acres. 9 fine buildings. Thorough sanitation. 
Healthful country life. Beautiful lakes. All athletic sports. 

Separate School for Younger Boys. 
For iHustrated catalogue address 

Rev. J. H. McKenzie, L.H.D., Rector, 
Box 2 1 5 , HOWE, INDIANA. 

ROSE POLYTECHNIC INSTITUTE 
A College of Engineering. Courses in Mechanical, Electrical, Civil, 
Chemical and Architectural Engineering. Extensive shops, well-
equipped laboratories in ail departments, expenses low. 34th year. 
For catalog containing full information and professional register 
of alumni, address D. L. Mces, President, Terre Haute, Indiana, 
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SCHOOL 
( E N D O W E D ) 

Conducted by the School Sisters of Notre 
Dame, to train the body, mind and spirit— 
to develop true womanhood, through indi
vidual instruction. 
Located in a beautiful park of 70 acres, affording all forms 
of outdoor exercises—rowing, basketball, tennis, hockey 
and horseback riding. The college is of fireproof con
struction with all modern appointments. 
Regular college courses lead to degrees. Exceptional 
opportunities for the study of Music and Art. Expert 
instructors. Lecturers have a national reputation. 

Notre Dame Preparatory School 
for G i r l s is for younger students to whom special care and 
attention are given. Primary, Academic and College 
Preparatory Courses. Physical Training. For catalogue 
containing information address 

NOTRE DAME OF MARYLAND 
Charles St. Ave. 
Baltimore, Md. 



Private Schools 
Illinois 

so pleases its patrons that some of this 
year's students were the fourth con
secutive generation to attend here; and 
many were of the second and third gen
erations. Alumnae Associations of 35 
to 300 in a dozen cities. 

M a r t i n a C . E r i c k s o n , 
Box 201, 

P r i n c i p a l 
Godf rey , Ill. 

The University School for Girls 
1106 LAKE SHORE DRIVE, CHICAGO 

Certificates to Vassar, Smith and Wellesley 
Colleges. Boarding and day pupils. For 
year-book, address 

Miss ANNA R. HAIRE, Principal. 

The Kenwood-Loring School 
For Girls 

4 6 0 0 Ellis A v e n u e , C h i c a g o , Ills. 

E s t a b l i s h e d 40 y e a r s . P u p i l s a d m i t t e d o n cer t i f ica te 
to all co l l eges a c c e p t i n g w o m e n . D u r i n g t h e p a s t 
four teen y e a r s t h r e e p u p i l s h a v e won e n t r a n c e scho la r 
s h i p s to B r y n M a w r . W e offer a two y e a r s ' a d v a n c e 
cou r se for H i g h S c h o o l g r a d u a t e s . C o l l e g e P r e 
p a r a t o r y a n d S p e c i a l C o u r s e s ; I n t e r m e d i a t e , P r i m a r y 
a n d K i n d e r g a r t e n d e p a r t m e n t s . U n e q u a l e d a d v a n 
t a g e s in M u s i c a n d A r t . N e w m o d e r n b u i l d i n g for 
d a y school , wi th t e n n i s a n d b a s k e t ba l l c o u r t s a n d 
p l a y g r o u n d s . C a t a l o g u e on r e q u e s t . Fa l l t e r m 
o p e n s S e p t . 19th. 

S te l l a D y e r Lor ing ! p ^ „ „ - „i 
H i r-* • r n n c i p a l s 

e l e n D y e r Lor ing i r 

P R E P A R A T O R Y 
S C H O O L S MORGAN PARK 

Where Boys Are Educated Through Books and Observation Tours 
Mil i tary . An Academic—not a trade school. Prepares for College 
and Business. Fundamental studies thoroughly taught- Individual at
tention. Tutor-conducted trips through Chicago's Mercantile, Civic and 
Industrial institutions, with shop talks and business men's lectures, are 
a part of regular school work. Separate lower school for boys. 

H . D . A b e l l s , Principal 
F o r c a t a l o g a d d r e s s B o x 1 2 0 0 . M o r g a n P a r k , I l l i n o i s 

California 

Girls ' Collegiate School 
Adams and Hoover Streets, Los Angeles, Cal. 

Spanish Architecture—patios ; arcades.— Outdoor life a reality. 
Twenty-sixth year begins September twenty-seventh. 

Accredited East and West. Academic. Post-Graduate Courses. 
Vocational, Art and Music Schools. 

ALICE K. PARSONS. B.A. IEANNE W. DENNEN. Principals. 

HITCHCOCK MIL ITARY ACADEMY 
Located 18 miles from San Francisco, in the most healthful and 
most beautiful part of California where the climate is conducive 
to out-door life. School fully accredited. Highest rank accorded 
by U. S. War Department. High morals and strict attention 
demanded. Experienced instructors, Physical Culture, Track, 
BallGeld, Rifle range—just those things that make a boy manly. 
Separate room for each pupil. Juniors in separate building. 
Write for beautiful illustrated catalogue. Address 

Rex N. Sherer, President, San Rafael, Calif. 

M i s s H E A D ' S S C H O O L 
Thirtieth successful year. A home and day school for girls, 
combining a cheerful normal home life with thorough, earnest 
instruction. Out-of-door sports and study all the year. Write for 
catalogue. Miss Mary E. Wilson, Principal, Berkeley, California. 
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has nearly a half-section 
of grounds; Campus of 

60 magnificently wooded acres; six buildings val
ued at $500,000 under one roof; new Administra
tion Building and large annex to Gymnasium; sep
arate wing for practice rooms for Music; Model 
Flat for demonstrating Domestic Science; Swim
ming Pool. Roof Garden and special facilities for 
Outdoor Athletics; spacious Sun Parlor and Con
servatory; most modern Equipment; one teacher, 
on an average, to each seven students. 

Only o n e hou r and 15 m i n u t e s from 
St . Louis on C. & A . R. R. For Cat
a logue a n d pa r t i cu la r s , wr i te to 

MONTICELLO 



Private Schools 
New Hampshire Alabama 

Holderness School 
FOR BOYS P L Y M O U T H , N. H. 

Five bui ld ings . Twenty acres. Prepares for Colleges and Tech
nical Schools. Ranks with the highest g rade schools in New 
Eng-land, yet the tuition is moderate . Individual influences and 
instruction. Modern gymnas ium. Athletic field, runn ing track. 
Skating. Invigorat ing winter sports. ^8th year. 

RCT. LORIN WEBSTER, L.H.D., Reclor. 

Vermont 
B I S H O P H O P K I N S H A L L 

An endowed Girls' School overlooking Lake Champlain. Well 
equipped buildings. Varied outdoor sports. College preparatory 
and general courses. Write for booklet. Miss Ellen Seton Ogdcn, 
Principal. The Rt. Rev. A. C. A. Hall, President and Chaplain, 
Box A, Burlington, Vermont. 

Rhode Island 

LINCOLN SCHOOL FOR GlRLS 
New fireproof building. 4*< acres devoted to outdoor sports. 
College Preparatory and Elective courses. Certificate privilege. 
Music, Art, Domestic Science. For circular and views, address 
Miss Frances Lucas, Principal, Providence, R. I. 

Ohio 
M i s s K E N D R I C K ' S C O L L E G I A T E S C H O O L 

FOR G I R L S 
College Preparatory with certificate privileges to Eastern colleges 
and advanced General Courses. Resident French teacher. Mod
ern Languages, Music and Art. Miss Helen F. Kendrick, Princi
pal, 669 and 723 Oak St., Walnut Hills, Cincinnati, Ohio. 

Marion Institute 

Army and Navy, 
College 

One of America's distinctive 
schools. Superb equipment. 
Located in Appalachian Foot-] 
hills. Junior College Courses. 
Professional and University 
Preparatory Courses. 

Army and Navy Dept. 
offers Coaching Courses to 
prepare for entrance to An
napolis and West Point. Mili
tary Staff from the Army and 
United States Naval Academy. 

For catalogue and informa
tion, address: 

Colonel W. L. Murfee, 
Supt., Marion, Ala. 

Missouri 

L E N O X H A L L 
A real Eastern School in the heart of the Middle West. Junior 
College, College Preparatory and Special courses. Athletics. Lim
ited enrollment. Tuition $700. Catalogue. Address Miss M. 
Louise Thomas, University City, Mo. 

Summer Camps 

T H E T E N T DWELLERS C A M P 
COOMOOSIE 

A Real Camp in the Real Woods for Advanced Girl Campers. A 
genuine woods-life taught under experienced woods-guides. For 
information address Miss M. Vail Andress, 58 Prescott Street, 
Newtonville, Mass. 

After July 15th, Beaver Cove, Moosehead Lake, Maine. 

S A R G E N T C A M P S FOR G I R L S 
PETERBORO, N. H. 
Dr. Dudley A. Sargent, Pres. Two camps—Seniors, 14-24; 
Juniors, 8-13. Finest plant and equipment in America. All 
sports. Horseback Riding. Arts and Crafts. Dramatics. Safety 
and health our first consideration. 

The Secretary, 24 Everett St., Cambridge, Mass. 

Success in school advertising depends on the recognition of well-established principles. Simple 
as these principles are, their observance is absolutely necessary to satisfactory publicity. 

your school. Let it be characteristic of you and your institution. 

Use some copy—though it be small—every month in the year. 

People do not choose a school in a day. The fact that their 
children will need one is present from the first, and thoughtful 
parents take time to decide such matters. 

Appropriate a certain amount of money for advertising. 
Figure this expenditure as you figure the salary of your best 
teacher—a service you cannot do without. 
Plan your campaign. Make it adequate. 
Make your copy comprehensive—plain and definite. Make i t fit 
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Wisconsin 

Private Schools 
Correspondence Schools 

STRENGTH 
STRENGTH of body, 
^ strength of mind, 
strength of character. 
These are the essentials 
ofgoodcitizenship.These 
are the rewards of the 
boy who puts himself in 
harmony with the splen
did system of training at 

The University of Chicago 

HOME 
STUDY 

in addi t ion t o resident 
work, offers also ins t ruc
t ion by correspondence. 

For detailed in
formation address 

U.oiC.(Div.F)CLicago,Il]. 

C o m e t o W a s h i n g t o n Work for the Government 
War conditions have created diousands of new positions at hifj pay in the 

1*. S. CWil Service. Men wanted in all branches at Washington and elsewhere. 
If you ate an American over in, we can prepare you quickly at home to pass 
examinations. We are placing hundreds in splendid positions. I-et us help 
you. Writ*; now for book tel l ing all ah..ut jobs opeu and how to qualify. 
I n t e l - n a t i o n a l C o r r e s p o n d e n c e S c h o o l s . K«x 4J141, Scranton, Pa. 

Medical College 

M A S S A C H U S E T T S COLLEGE OF O S T E O P A T H Y 
Chartered 1897. Right to confer Doctor's degree given by the 
legislature. Faculty of 60 physicians. One-hundred-thousand-
dollar college and hospital just opened. Send for catalog and 
booklet, " Success JI Our Graduates." Cambridge, Mass. 

Teachers' Agency 

T h e Pra t t T e a c h e r s ' A g e n c y 
70 Fif th A v e n u e , N e w Y o r k 

Recommends teachers to colleges, public aDd private schools in all 
parts of the country. 

Advises parents about schools. \ Y m . O . P r a t t , M g r . 

West Virginia 

S T . H I L D A ' S HALL 
A school for girls near Washington, under auspices Bishops, Episcopal Dio
cese. College Preparatory, Elective Courses. Music, Art, Athletics under 
trained director. Open air classrooms. A teacher to every four girls. Rates 
54' . Catalog. Marian Pendleton Duval, Principal [former Principal Stuart 
Hall i, Charles Town, W. Va. 

L A S T - M I N U T E H A S T E 

in so important a matter as the selection of a school is always to 
be deplored. Parents would find it advantageous to give ample 
time in which to study and determine the proper school. 

SCHOOL AND COLLEGE SERVICE, SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE, 

599 Fifth Avenue, New York. 

Dramatic Art 

AMERICAN ACADEMY 
OF DRAMATIC ARTS 

Franklin H. Sargent, Pres. 

T| The Standard Institution jl^ 
II of Dramatic Educat ion II 

( Connected w i th Char les Frohman's 
l| Empi re T h e a t r e and C o m p a n i e s 
j 
I For catalogue address the Secretary 

| Room 150, Carnegie Hall, New York 

Dancing Instruction 
I—DANCING from L. H. C H A L I F - , 

Graduate, Russian imperial Ballet School 
Personally teaching Interpretive, Simplified Classic, Racial and 
Ballroom Classes; teachers, amateurs, children. Catalog. 

1 R ^ - ^ W E S T 5 7 T H S T . . NEW YORK ^ ' T V 

The Best Magazine 
for school advertising is the one which has 

weight and influence in the homes where the 

advantages of the Pr iva te School are recog

nized, appreciated, and acted upon. Such a 

medium builds up an inst i tut ion by supply

ing it with s tudents w-ho will be a credit to it. 
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25th Year 

St. John's 
Military Academy 
EPISCOPAL THE AMERICAN RUGBY 

Your son will be in the care 
of men who have made the 
training and developing of 
boys a life study and a life 
work. They will develop 
him by methods that will in
terest him and stimulate his 
ambition. He will be taught 
to stand on his own feet and 
never quit. Catalog, address 
Boi20-H, Delalleld. Waukesha Co.. 

Wisconsin 



Music Schools 

_ New England , 
CONSERVATORY 

G e o r g e W . C h a d w i c k 
D i r e c t o r OF MUSIC 

B o s t o n , M a s s . 

Y e a r O p e n s 
S e p t e m b e r 2 0 , 1917 

THE LARGEST AND BEST EQUIPPED SCHOOL OF MUSIC 
T h e F r e e P r i v i l e g e s 

Of lectures, concerts and recitals, the opportun
ities of ensemble practice and appearing before 
audiences, and the daily associations are invaluable 
advantages to the music student. 

A C o m p l e t e O r c h e s t r a 
Offers advanced pupils in voice, piano, organ 
and violin experience in rehearsal and public ap
pearance with orchestral accompaniment, an ex
ceptional training for the concert stage. 

D r a m a t i c D e p a r t m e n t 
Practical training in acting, with public presen
tations. 

I n t h e M u s i c C e n t e r o f A m e r i c a 
It affords pupils the opportunity, environment 
and atmosphere essential to a finished musical 
education. 

C o m p l e t e E q u i p m e n t 
T h e largest Conservatory Building in the world ; 
has its own auditorium and fourteen pipe organs. 
Every facility for the teaching of music. 
Dormitories for women students. 

C u r r i c u l u m 
Courses in every branch of Music, applied and 
theoretical. 

O w i n g t o t h e P r a c t i c a l T r a i n i n g 
In our Normal Department, graduates are much 
in demand as teachers. Address Ralph L. Flanders, General Manager 
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The David Mannes Music School 
D A V I D and C L A R A M A N N E S , D i r ec to r s 

1 5 4 E. 70th Street , N e w York 

offers the artistic personal supervision, for the youngest 
beginner and the most advanced student, of Mr. and Mrs. 
Mannes and members of the Faculty, among whom are: 

ERNEST BLOCH. ELIZABETH QUAILE, 
ANGELA DILLER, ENGELBERT ROENTGEN, 
RICHARD EPSTEIN, EDITH QUAILE, 
GEORGE HARRIS, JR . , BRVCESON TREHARNE, 

THOMAS WHITNEY SURETTE 
All Courses include Theory and Ensemble. Three "tchestras. 

Lectures by Ernest Kloch and Thomas Whltnej Burette, 
Madame. Yvette Guilbert will give a Course in Lyric and Dramatic 

interpretation and Diction in conjunction with practical exercises. 

Catalogue on application to Che Secretary 

Institute of Musical 
Art of the City of New York 

FRANK DAMROSCH, Director 
120 Claremont Avenue, Corner 122nd Street 

A well-endowed school. Complete Courses in all 
branches of Musical Art. Preparatory, 

Regular and Post-graduate 
Depar tments . 

Session—October 15th, 1917, to June 1st, 1918. 
Entrance Examinations—October 1st to 11th, inclusive. 

Prospectus and further information furnished on 
application to The Secretary. 

TTHE purpose of the School and College Service of Scrib-
ner's Magazine is to give information and offer suggestions 
which will help you in selecting schools for your children. 

This information is at the disposal of our readers. 
fl The correctness of our suggestions, the applicableness of the 
schools suggested, depend on the facts you give us to work on. 
The more explicit you are the more practical our service to you. 

Address : School and College Service 

S C R I B N E R ' S M A G A Z I N E 
Fifth Avenue at 48th Street. New York City 

New York College of Music 
Directors : Carl Hein , August Fraemcke 

Thorough instruction in all branches 
of music by 50 eminent instructors. 
Send for Catalog, Dept. S. 

1 2 8 . 130 East 58th Street , N e w York City 



" D i d I send Life 

to the boys at the 

front?" 

L I F E 
is the weekly that every body reads 
more than ever during war-time. 
It is cheerful. It is highly pic
torial. It is American. 

Several sample 
copies will be sent 
to any address on 
receipt of ten cents. 

This picture is 
drawn by Charles 
Dana Gibson, who 
draws exclusively 
for LIFE. 

Open only to new subscribers; no 
subscriptions renewed at this rate. 

LIFE, 54 West 31st Street, New York. 3 

One Year, $5.00. I Canadian, $5.52 ; Foreign, $6.04.) 

E n c l o s e d 
find One Dol

l a r (Canadian 
$1.13, F o r e i g n 

%i.id). Send Lire 
for three months to 
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FOR INSIDE OR OUTSIDE THE HOUSE 
Upon receipt of check or money order any of these articles will be 
sent to you wi thout extra charge. Address Miss Walton, Fifth 
Avenue Shopping Service, Scribner 's Magazine, 597 Fifth Avenue, 

New York City. 

For that lawn fete you art 
planning to give wouldn't a 
§unshade with Bags of the 
Allies upon it topped by 
America's emblem add greatly 
to th« effect? The sunshade 
is njne feet in diameter. The 
table and chairs enamelled in 
any colors desired. Canopy, 
$50; tables, $14 up; chairs, 

$10 up. 

A Martha Washington 
sewing-table in a different 
guise. I t forms a dec
orative note, for it can be 
covered in any chintz to 
give the desired coloring 
m a room. Samples'of 
Datterns sent on request. 
Covered W imported 
chintz in a variety of de

signs, $20. 
This double console-table is an 
exceedingly useful bit of furni
ture; the two tables used to
gether (above) form a con
venient breakfast or card 
table, for they can be securely 
joined with a brass hinge. 
Separately, they can be used 
as console-tables with a mir
ror above (left), used as end-
tables at either end of a 
davenport or against an arm
chair, or again used singly at 
the back of a davenport. 
They are of solid mahogany, 
hand-made, with fluted legs. 
Table, 49 inches in diameter, 
29 inches high, $65. Single 
table, $32.50. The antique 
sconce above is of dull blue 
and gold, equipped for elec

tricity, $15. 
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B O O K S 
for 

Summer Reading 
New and Recent Books 
in every Depar tment of 
Literature. 

Periodical Department 
Single copies and Short 
Term Subscriptions sent 
to country addresses for 
the Summer. 

FOR EVERY MEMBER OF 
THE FAMILY 

BRENTANO'S 
B O O K S E L L E R S T O T H E W O R L D 

Fifth Ave. at 27th Street, New York City 

Military and 
Naval Text Books 

A r m y , N a v y . D r i l l 
Regulations, Tactics, 
Strategy, Navigation, 
S u b m a r i n e s , A e r o 
planes, Wireless and 
M i s c e l l a n e o u s mat
t e r s of M i l i t a r y Im
portance. 

^lllllllllllillllllilllllllllllllllltllllllilllllM 

FIELD OF ART 
GORHAM GALLERIES 

SCULPTURE BY AMERICAN ARTISTS 
THE GORHAM COMPANY 

Fifth Avenue at Thirty-Sixth Street, New York City 

STENCIL-CRAFT- STUDIO 
Is an interesting shop of original ideas 

] HATS PORCH FURNISHINGS SMOCKS | 
1 Mrs. Elizabeth Rockwell, 3G9!i Fifth Avenue, New York City 1 

If you want a striking 
bit of color in a room the 
deep turquoise blue of 
this bowl will give it. I t 
is of Kyoto ware, straight 
from Japan. The holder 
for the quaint Japanese 
mustard flower represents 
three green turtles. ' Com
plete, as shown, $5.25. 
Bowl alone, S3.50; flower, 
$1; stem holder, 50 cents; 

Kyoto bird, 25 cents. 

Use t h e coupon on page 42d 
to order any of these t h i n g s . 

Yes, needles and pins 
and thread and buttons 
and scissors — ever so 
many little things that 
the soldier needs, all in 
a compact khaki case 
but four inches long. 
Made for soldiers' use 
w i t h k h a k i - c o l o r e d 
thread, darning-floss, and 
assorted buttons, $1.35. 

Are not many mirrors on 
cars merely an aggravation 
when driving a car? But 
with this mirror one can 
really see just what is be
hind on the road, for it has 
a finely ground lens. I t 
is made in designs to match 
any car—hexagonal, round, 
oval, or with five sides. 
Complete, ready to be ad
j u s t e d on wind-shie ld 

or mud-guard, $7. 

A case for a tennis-racket with a pocket for carry
ing shoes—doesn't that fill a need? On the other 
side there is a pocket for balls. Of heavy tan 
canvas, $1.75. High white canvas sneakers for 

tennis, $1.75. 

A veritable ten-
in-one l a m p — 
standing upright, 
it performs the 
usual function of 
a lamp; but it 
may be clamped 
to the bedpost 
forming an ad
mirable light for 
reading in bed; 
tacked to the wall 
it forms a bracket 

wall hgbt or it may be adjusted for a 
" goose-neck " desk light. Because of 
the emerald-green glass shade it gives 
a strong, concentrated light, restful 
to the eyesfc In dull-finished brass, 

$5.50. The lamp is 12 inches high. 

A bath set for baby is sure to please her highness and 
her highness's mother. Of course, it is of the softest 
materials for baby's delicate skin. Bath-towels with 
pink or blue borders, band-embroidered. $1.75 each. 
Wash-cloths to match with hand-crocheted edge, 75 
cents each. A baby's bath-mat to complete the set, of 

chenille with hand embroidery, $4. 
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WHAT SHALL I GET FOR 
A BRIDGE PRIZE? 

Upon receipt of a check or m o n e y 
order any of these a r t ic les will be 
sent i m m e d i a t e l y t o you . Address 
Virginia Wa l ton , Fif th Avenue 
Shopp ing Service, Sc r ibne r ' s M a g 
azine , 597 Fifth Avenue , New York 

Ci ty . 

Decorative glassware for the table is greatly in de
mand. These pieces are of American blown glass 
and are much like Venetian glass. In amethvst, 
amber, or blue they are unusually good looking. 
The small vases with flowers are much used in pairs 
or fours around a centre-plate of fruit. Of course, 
they are used separately, too. $1.50 each; $6.00 
for four. The amethyst candlesticks are $12 a 
pair. The glass plate (13 inches in diameter), for 

fruit, $4.50. 

An ever-welcome prize 
is a holder for flow
ers. This single flow
er-vase with mahogany 
base and removable 
crystal top is ten inches 

high, $1.50. 

The washable card-
table cover basa habit 
of not lying flaton the 
table, but with the 
aid of these metal 
clips (decorated by 
hand) which fasten 
on each side of the 
table it can be held 
securely in place. In 
sets of four with pen
cil attached to one, 
$1.50. Single clip 
wirh pencil attached 
for keeping score, 50 

cents. 

The telephone-
book assumes a 
decorative note 
if covered with 
chintz in color
ings to match the 
room. Made to 
fit any size tele* 
p h o n e - b o o k , 

$1.50. 

5TH A V E A T 4 6 T H S T 

^ NEW YORK 

"THE PARIS SHOP OF AMERICA" 

The Paris Shop of 
America justly 

deserves its title for it 
is here that the famous 
French Designers present 
their triumphs in Grand 
Ensemble for the ultimate 
approval of the American 
Woman, who, after all is 
THE SUPREME DICTATOR OF ALL 

that pertains to Fashion 

Our Special Representatives 

now in Paris--attending the 

Formal Openings—are 

proceeding with foreign pur-

chases as usual--and will 

continue to forward every 

worth-while mode introduced 

by the world-famed Creators 

of Paris 
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Are You Using the 
Fifth Avenue 

Shopping Service? 

JJUST as Scribner's Magazine is ready to 
help choose the right school—just as it 
is ready to give authentic information 

regarding investments, it stands ready to 
solve your shopping problems. 

In connection with the Fifth Avenue 
Section the Fifth Avenue Shopping Service 
will buy any article without extra charge. 

Whatever you want from the shops — a 
wedding-gift, an auction prize, a last-minute 
gift for a soldier leaving for France — what
ever it is, large or small, write to Miss 
Walton. She will get it for you. 

Each month in the Fifth Avenue Section 
are shown articles from the shops. Look 
through it. If you do not find what you 
want tell Miss Walton what it is and let her 
find it for you. 

T O PURCHASE A N Y ARTICLE— 

Make out a check payable to Charles 
Scribner's Sons to cover its cost, fill out 
the coupon below, and mail to Miss 
Walton. 

Or, if you prefer, the address of the 
shop where the article can be obtained 
will be sent. Address 

VIRGINIA WALTON 
T H E FIFTH AVENUE SHOPPING SERVICE 

OF SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
597 Fif th Avenue New York Ci ty 

Te lephone 7880 M u r r a y Hill 

MISS WALTON 
F I F T H AVENUE SHOPPING SERVICE 
SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE, 597 Fifth Avenue, New York 

Will you kindly purchase for me the following articles ? 
I enclose a check payable to Charles Scribner's Sons to 
cover their cost. 

Please send me the addresses of the shops where the 
following articles can be obtained. Also a more detailed 
description of them. 

Articles 

Name 

Street -

City— State -

E X Q U I S I T E WORKMAN
SHIP IS THE REQUISITE 
F O R B A B Y ' S T H I N G S 

To order any of these articles 
use order coupon on this page-

"What can I send 
the baby—she has 
everything?" But 
had you thought of 
the new wee hand
kerchiefs for her very 
own use with " B e b e " 
embroidered by hand 
on them ? With deep 
scallops, 75 cents 

each. 

Father has his Pull
man slippers but if 
baby's outfit is com
plete she has tiny 
satin shoes which 
fold into a satin case 
to match. In pink or 

with kid soles, 
an unusual gift for a 

new baby, $2-50. 

4 ' 

An e x q u i s i t e 
French bib with 
real Valenciennes 
lace, batiste, and 
hand embroidery, 
$8. The softest 
towel of bird's-
eye , h a n d - e m 
broidered, $1.75. 

Sweaters for tiny tots are cut just as those for the 
grown-ups. This slipover of Shetland (corn, light blue, 
or pink. 5 to 6 years) with brushed wool collar and 
cuffs is $3.95. The bonnet-shaped white pique hat is 
picot edged, with pink or blue ribbon, S3.50. The cor
rectly garbed nurse wears a cape coat fin serge, $-12.50; 
in brilliantine, $35) in either blue or gray and a bonnet 
of silk (with veil, $10.75, without veil, $*8.75). 
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FIFTH AVENUE OFFERS INDUCE
MENTS TO THE MIDSUMMER SHOPPER 

Upon rece ip t of check or m o n e y o rder we 
shal l b u y w i t h o u t ex t ra c h a r g e any of t h e 
a r t ic les s h o w n , or send addresses of t h e 
shops where they m a y be o b t a i n e d . Address 
Virginia W a l t o n , T h e Fifth Avenue S h o p p i n g 
Service, Sc r ibne r ' s M a g a z i n e , 597 Fif th Ave

n u e , New York Ci ty . 

At last, in New York, real French 
lingerie mode to measure and tailored 
to tit. Made by an exclusive house 
who have heretofore made only 
gowns and suits. The presence of 
French girls in their workrooms as
sures the finest French needlework. 
Unusual models, such as the one shown, 
cut low to be worn with evening gowns, 
combine petticoat and corset-cover. 

Of batiste or chiffon. 

Don't you think it is worth while shopping in 
August when a French batiste blouse which is 
made entirely by hand with hemstitching 
and hand embroidery, with all seams finished 
with French beading, can be obtained for 
$7.50? The latest summer fancy—hats 
entirely of organdy. They are the essence 
of coolness, bgbt and fluffy, with a single 
row of hemstitching on the crisp organdy 
bow. In all white, lavender, pink, or blue, 

$7.75. 

A.ugust is the time to replenish 
one's supply of lingerie when such 
excellent values as these can be 
found. Envelope chemise, well 
cut, of batiste with embroidery in 
overhand-stitch done by hand, in 
pink or blue (white to order), 
$2.95. The gown, sleeveless, 
matches the chemise. Ribbons 
are run through buttonholed 

slits, $2.95. 

From only one shop in New 
York can this hand-woven 
veiling be obtained, for it is 
made exclusively for them. 
But its dustproof and durable 
qualities have spread its fame. 
I t replaces chiffon veiling. 
I D navy, purple, taupe, 
brown, black, or green, $1.50 
a yard. Motor-hat of felt and 
satin in navy and beige or 

corn and black, $6.75. 

What young girl would not 
be pleased with this envelope 
chemise of crepe de chine? 
The Irish lace is an excellent 
reproduction. In pink or 
white with rosebuds, $2.95. 

For tramping in the 
mountains or shooting 
this three-piece suit is a 
very useful garment with 
a skirt which can be used 
as a cape when desired. 
Of English moleskin, 
which is soft and pliable, 
it makes a waterproof, 
strong, and durable out
fit which will resist briers. 
With breeches, coat, and 
skirt, $49.50. Similar 
suit in khaki, well tai
lored, $16.50. Breeches, 

42e 

Spiral puttees, 
l i k e t h o s e 
s h o w n , a r e 
equally correct 
for riding or 
t r a m p i n g . 
T h e y w i n d 
around the leg 
like a bandage, 
$3. The soft 
velour hat is 
$8. the shirt of 
soft s t r i p e d 

flannel, $6. 



SCRIBNER'S 
Fifth Avenue Section 

Patent allied for 

FOR THE SPORTSMAN AT HOME AND AFLOAT 
Upon receipt of money order or check the Fifth Avenue Shopping 
Service of SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE, 597 Fifth Avenue, New York City, 
will buy any of these things for you wi thout extra charge. Upon re
quest, addresses where the articles may be purchased will be sent . 

The human thermos bottle this 
safety suit has been called, for it 
will keep the wearer afloat and at 
the same time dry and warm for 
hours in the coldest water. I t is 
a one-piece garment which can be 
put on in a minute, and is lined 
with buoyant material—not air 
filled. In sizes for man, woman, or 
child. Full description sent on 

request. 

The joy of aquaplaning is one of 
the few new water sports. Have 
you tried it? The aquaplane (see 
illustration on the right), when 
propelled by a fast motor-boat, 
affords a slippery and hazardous 
standing-place. You are sure to 
have fun with it. This year they 
are on the market for the first 
time. Five-foot length, $14; 

seven-foot, $18. 

(Below)Thetruegolf-
er is never deterred by 
the rain but he may 
be more comfortable 
when he plays in the 
rain if he wears this 
light-weight rubber
ized silk coatjn olive 
tan. I t does not in
terfere with his move
ments, for an inverted 
pleat at back gives 
plenty of room. Ven
tilated under arms, 

50. 

If your son or husband has one of these 
safety suits when he saiLs for the other side 
you will know he will be as safe as human 
precaution can make him in these days of 
submarines and torpedoes. See descrip
tion above. Several hospital units have 
been equipped with these. Pric 
which includes canvas case for carrying. 
Send orders as soon as possible, owing to 

great demand. 

(Left) Sports clothes 
are following military 
lines these days. One 
of the newest is this 
coat of khaki<olored 
cloth with deep bel
lows pockets sug
gested by the English 
officers' coats. Goat, 
$25; knickerbockers 
or trousers may be 
had in the same ma

terial. 

The golfer need not fear to tread on the pol
ished dancing-floor at the club house in his 
golf-shoes if he wears these shoes with the 
rubber hobs. They give a firm stance on the 
course when playing. High shoes of tan 

leather, $9; oxfords, $8. 

The case above is de
signed to hang on the 
door of the locker. 
With its capacious 
pockets for toilet 
articles, shoes, golf-
balls, etc., it prac
tically doubles the 
size of a locker, or it 
could be used as a 
wall-pocket in a tent. 
Of khaki-colored can

vas, $6. 

To judge from the members of the Royal Fly
ing Corps in New York recently a swagger-
stick is as necessary a part of their equipment 
as their jaunty pointed caps. Swagger-stick 
with plain tip, 50 cents; riding-crop and 
swagger-stick combined (see top), $4; riding-
crop of leather with cord to slip over wrist, 

$3.50. 
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No longer is it a question — are we a nation? 

America has answered the President's war 
message with a flood of enthusiasm. Congress 
has answered his appeal for money and men 
with an unanimous vote on the "Liber ty" 
bond issue and a vote almost unanimous on 
the National Military Service Law. Business 
and professional men, labor leaders and tech
nical experts have answered with offers of 
their time and energy. 

We are a nation — now, unified by a common 
danger, a common purpose. 

Why are we not always a nation? 

Why are we not as much concerned in the 
defeat of governmental inefficiency and cor
ruption in time of peace as we are now con
cerned in the defeat of the submarine? 

Collier's Comment on Congress " page was 
founded some years ago on the conviction 
that our national Government should be the 
active interest of every citizen if America is 
to realize her democratic ideals. 

Collier's Comment on Congress," fighting 
for this idea, has become a national institu
tion. Thousands have learned to look to it for 
the real facts regarding affairs at Washington. 

Constantly this department urges its readers 
to bring their influence to bear on their rep
resentatives, so that our national legislation 
shall reflect our best ideals. 

Collier's feels — from the inquiries which pour 
into its Washington office and from the testi
mony of readers and the press — that it has 
been aiding in the formation of a body of 
citizens, keenly concerned in the national 
Government, who have made themselves felt 
in every community at this crisis. 

And Collier's, striving with all its power to 
stimulate national efficiency, will not cease to 
probe into those defects in our government 
machinery that hinder us from fully playing 
our part in the grim struggle oversea. 

Ihis is another way in which Collier's is 
earning the right to its title " T h e National 
Week! v." 

ThU advertisement is the third of -i seriea 
on the relation of GoUier'a to the notion 

Promoting 

National Efficiency 

Collier's 
THE NATIONAL WEEKLY 
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GORHAM REPUTATION 
IN SILVERWARE 

When you buy s i lverware you 
will do well to remember that 
you are buying something which 

is going to be the companion 
of a lifetime, and which should 
therefore be selected for its 
reputation, rather than bought 
on chance acquaintance. 

The reputation of Gorham Silver 
ware is in the full sense of the 
word the crystallized sentiment of 
four generations of Americans. 

GORHAM STERLING SILVERWARE 
is for sale by leading jewelers every
where'and bears this trade-mark. 

THE GORHAM CO. 
SILVERSMITHS 
GOLDSMITHS 

NEW YORK 
WORKS : PROVIDENCE AND N E W YORK 
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Painted by N. C. Wyeth. 

" O h , Morgan's men are out for you; 
And Blackbeard—buccaneer!" 

• "The Golden Galleon," page 166. 
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SHE had been standing there 
on the pavement a quarter 
of an hour or so after her 
shilling's worth of concert. 
Women of her profession 
are not supposed to have 

redeeming points, especially when—like 
May Belinski, as she now preferred to dub 
herself—they are German; but this wo
man certainly had music in her soul. She 
often gave herself these "music ba ths" 
when the Promenade Concerts were on, 
and had just spent half her total wealth in 
listening to some Mozart and a Beethoven 
symphony. 

She was feeling almost elated, full of 
divine sound, and of the wonderful 
summer moonlight that was filling the 
whole dark town. Women "of a cer
tain type" have, at all events emotions 
—and what a comfort that is, even to 
themselves! To stand just there had 
become rather a habit of hers. One 
could seem to be waiting for somebody 
coming out of the concert, not yet over— 
which, of course, was precisely what she 
was doing. One need not forever be 
stealthily glancing and perpetually mov
ing on in that peculiar way, which, while 
it satisfied the police and Mrs. Grundy, 
must not quite deceive others as to her 
business in life. She had only "been at 
i t " long enough to have acquired a ner
vous dread of almost everything—not 
long enough to have passed through that 
dread to callousness. Some women take 
so much longer than others. And even for 
a woman "of a certain type" her position 
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was exceptionally nerve-racking in war 
time, going as she did by a false name, un
registered. Indeed, in all England there 
could hardly be a greater pariah than 
was this German woman of the night. 

She idled outside a book-shop humming 
a little, pretending to read the titles of 
the books by moonlight, taking off and 
putting on one of her stained yellow 
gloves. Now and again she would move 
up as far as the posters outside the Hall, 
scrutinizing them as if interested in the 
future, then stroll back again. In her 
worn and discreet dark dress, and her 
small hat, she had nothing about her to 
rouse suspicion, unless it were the trail of 
violet powder she left on the moonlight. 

For the moonlight this evening was al
most solid, seeming with its cool still vi
bration to replace the very air; in it the 
war-time precautions against light seemed 
fantastic, like shading candles in a room 
still full of daylight. What lights there 
were had the effect of strokes and stipples 
of dim color laid by a painter's brush on 
a background of ghostly whitish blue. 
The dream-like quality of the town was 
perhaps enhanced for her eyes by the veil 
she was wearing—in daytime no longer 
white. As the music died out of her, ela
tion also ebbed. Somebody had passed 
her, speaking German, and she was over
whelmed by a rush of nostalgia. On 
this moonlit night by the banks of the 
Rhine—whence she came—the orchards 
would be heavy with apples; there would 
be murmurs, and sweet scents; the old 
castle would stand out clear, high over 
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the woods and the chalky-white river. 
There would be singing far away, and the 
churning of a distant steamer's screw; 
and perhaps on the water a log raft still 
drifting down in the blue light. There 
would be German voices talking. And 
suddenly tears oozed up in her eyes, 
and crept down through the powder on 
her cheeks. She raised her veil and 
dabbed at her face with a little, not-
too-clean handkerchief, screwed up in her 
yellow-gloved hand. But the more she 
dabbed, the more those treacherous tears 
ran. Then she became aware that a tall 
young man in khaki was also standing be
fore the shop-window, not looking at the 
titles of the books, but eying her askance. 
His face was fresh and open, with a sort 
of kindly eagerness in his blue eyes; me
chanically she drooped her wet lashes, 
raised them obliquely, drooped them 
again, and uttered a little sob. . . . 

This young man, Captain in a cer
tain regiment, and discharged from hos
pital at six o'clock that evening, had 
entered Queen's Hall at half past seven. 
Still rather brittle and sore from his 
wound, he had treated himself to a seat 
in the Grand Circle, and there had sat, 
very still, and dreamy, the whole con
cert through. It had been like eating 
after a long fast—something of the sen
sation Polar explorers must experience 
when they return to their first full meal. 
For he was of the New Army, and before 
the war had actually believed in music, 
art, and all that sort of thing. With a 
month's leave before him, he could afford 
to feel that life was extraordinarily joyful, 
his own experiences particularly wonder
ful; and, coming out into the moonlight, 
he had taken what can only be described 
as a great gulp of it, for he was a young 
man with a sense of beauty. When 
one has been long in the trenches, lain 
out wounded in a shell-hole twenty-four 
hours, and spent three months in hospital, 
beauty has such an edge of novelty, such 
a sharp sweetness, that it almost gives 
pain. And London at night is very beau
tiful. He strolled slowly toward the Cir
cus, still drawing the moonlight deep into 
his lungs, his cap tilted up a little on his 
forehead in that moment of unmilitary 
abandonment; and whether he stopped 

before the book-shop window because the 
girl's figure was in some sort a part of 
beauty, or because he saw that she was 
crying, he could not have made clear to 
any one. 

Then something—perhaps the scent of 
powder, perhaps the yellow glove, or the 
oblique flutter of the eyelids—told him 
that he made what he would have called 
" a blooming error," unless he wished for 
company, which had not been in his 
thoughts. But her sob affected him, and 
he said: 

"What ' s the ma t t e r ?" 
Again her eyelids fluttered sideways, 

and she stammered: 
"Noting. The beautiful evening — 

that's why! " 
That a woman of what he now clearly 

saw to be " a certain type" should per
ceive what he himself had just been per
ceiving, struck him forcibly; and he said: 

"Cheer up ." 
She looked up again swiftly: "Cheer 

up ! You are not lonelee like me." 
For one of that sort, she looked some

how honest; her tear-streaked face was 
rather pretty, and he murmured: 

"Well, let's walk a bit, and talk it 
over." 

They turned the corner, and walked 
east, along streets empty, and beautiful, 
with their dulled orange-glowing lamps, 
and here and there the glint of some blue 
or violet light. He found it queer and 
rather exciting—for an adventure of just 
this kind he had never had. And he said 
doubtfully: 

"How did you get into this? Isn't it 
an awfully hopeless sort of life?" 

" Ye-es, it ees—" her voice had a queer 
soft emphasis. "You are limping—haf 
you been wounded?" 

"Jus t out of hospital to-day." 
"The horrible war—all the misery is 

because of the war. When will it e n d ? " 
He looked at her attentively, and said: 
" I say—what nationality are y o u ? " 
"Rooshian." 
" Really ! I never met a Russian girl." 
He was conscious that she looked at 

him, then very quickly down. And he 
said suddenly: 

" I s it as bad as they make o u t ? " 
She slipped her yellow-gloved hand 

through his arm. 



Her sob affected him, and he said: " What's the matter? "—Page 130. 

"Not when I haf any one as nice as 
you; I never haf yet, though"; she 
smiled—and her smile was like her 
speech, slow, confiding— "You stopped 
because I was sad, others stop because I 
am gay. I am not fond of men at all. 
When you know, you are not fond of 
them." 

"Well! You hardly know them at 

their best, do you? You should see them 
at the front. By George ! They're sim
ply splendid—officers and men, every 
blessed soul. There's never been any
thing like it—just one long bit of jolly fine 
self-sacrifice; it's perfectly amazing." 

Turning her blue-gray eyes on him, she 
answered: 

" I expect you are not the last at that. 
131 
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You see in them what you haf in your
self, I think." 

"Oh ! Not a bit—you're quite out. I 
assure you when we made the attack 
where I got wounded, there wasn't a sin
gle man in my regiment who wasn't an 
absolute hero. The way they went in— 
never thinking of themselves—it was sim
ply superb!" 

Her teeth came down on her lower lip, 
and she answered in a queer voice: " I t is 
the same too perhaps with—the enemy." 

"Oh yes, I know that." 
" Ah ! You are not a mean man. How 

I hate mean men!" 
"Oh ! They're not mean really—they 

simply don't understand." 
"Oh ! You are a baby—a good baby, 

aren't you? " 
He did not quite like being called a 

baby, and frowned; but was at once 
touched by the disconcertion in her 
powdered face. How quickly she was 
scared! 

She said clingingly: 
" But I li-ike you for it. I t is so good to 

find a ni-ice man." 
This was worse, and he said abruptly: 
"About being lonely? Haven't you 

any Russian friends?" 
"Rooshian! N o ! " Then quickly 

added: "The town is so beeg ! Haf you 
been in the concert?" 

"Yes." 
" I , too—I love music." 
" I suppose all Russians do." 
She looked up at his face again, and 

seemed to struggle to keep silent; then 
she said quietly: 

" I go there always when I haf the 
money." 

" W h a t ! Are you so on the rocks?" 
"Well, I haf just one shilling now." 

And she laughed. 
The sound of that little laugh upset 

him—she had a way of making him feel 
sorry for her every time she spoke. 

They had come by now to a narrow 
square, east of Gower Street. 

"This is where I lif," she said: "Come 
i n ! " 

He had one long moment of violent 
hesitation, then yielded to the soft tug
ging of her hand, and followed. The 
passage-hall was dimly lighted, and they 
went up-stairs into a front room, where 

the curtains were drawn, and the gas 
turned very low. Opposite the window 
were other curtains dividing off the rest of 
the apartment. As soon as the door was 
shut, she put up her face and kissed him— 
evidently formula. What a room! Its 
green and beet-root coloring and the prev
alence of cheap plush disagreeably af
fected him. Everything in it had that 
callous look of rooms which seem to be 
saying to their occupants: "You're here 
to-day, and you'll be gone to-morrow." 
Everything except one little plant, in a 
common pot, of maidenhair fern, fresh 
and green, looking as if it had been wa
tered within the hour; in this room it had 
just the same unexpected touchingness 
that peeped out of the girl's matter-of-
fact cynicism. 

Taking off her hat, she went toward the 
gas, but he said quickly: 

"No, don't turn it up; let's have the 
window open, and the moonlight in." 
He had a sudden dread of seeing anything 
plainly—it was stuffy, too, and pulling 
the curtains apart, he threw up the win
dow. The girl had come obediently from 
the hearth, and sat down opposite him, 
leaning her arm on the window-sill and 
her chin on her hand. The moonlight 
caught her cheek where she had just re
newed the powder, and her fair crinkly 
hair; it caught the plush of the furniture, 
and his own khaki, giving them all a 
touch of unreality. 

"What ' s your name?" he said. 
"May. Well, I call myself that. I t 's 

no good askin' yours." 
"You're a distrustful little soul, aren't 

y o u ? " 
" I haf reason to be, don't you th ink?" 
" Yes, I suppose you're bound to think 

us all brutes?" 
"Well, I haf a lot of reasons to be 

afraid all my time. I am dreadfully ner
vous now; I am not trusting anybody. I 
suppose you haf been killing lots of Ger
mans?" 

He laughed. 
"We never know, unless it happens to 

be hand to hand; I haven't come in for 
that yet." 

"Bu t you would be very glad if you had 
killed some?" 

" Glad ? I don't think so. We're all in 
the same boat, so far as that 's concerned. 
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We're not glad to kill each other. We do 
our job—that's all." 

" O h ! It is frightful. I expect I haf 
my broders killed." 

"Don ' t you get any news ever?" 
"News! No indeed, no news of any

body in my country. I might not haf a 
country; all that I ever knew is gone— 
fader, moder, sisters, broders all—never 

any more I shall see them, I suppose, now. 
The war it breaks and breaks, it breaks 
hearts." Her little teeth fastened again 
on her lower lip in that sort of pretty 
snarl. " D o you know what I was think-
in' when you came up ? I was thinkin' of 
my native town, and the river there in the 
moonlight. If I could see it again I would 
be glad. Were you ever homeseeck ?" 
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"Yes, I have been—in the trenches; 
but one's ashamed, with all the others." 

"Ah ! ye-es !" It came from her with 
a hiss. "Ye-es! You are all comrades 
there. What is it like for me here, do 
you think, where everybody hates and 
despises me, and would catch me, and 
put me in prison, perhaps?" 

He could see her breast heaving with a 
quick breathing painful to listen to. He 
leaned forward, patting her knee, and 
murmuring: "Sorry—sorry." 

She said in a smothered voice: 
" You are the first who has been kind to 

me for so long! I will tell you the truth 
—I am not Rooshian at all—I am Ger
man." 

Hearing that half-choked confession, 
his thought was: "Does she really think 
we fight against women?" And he said: 

" M y dear girl, who cares?" 
Her eyes seemed to search right into 

him. She said slowly: 
"Another man said that to me. But 

he was thinkin' of other things. You are 
a veree ni-ice boy. I am so glad I met 
you. You see the good in people, don't 
you ? That is the first thing in the world 
—because there is really not much good 
in people, you know." 

He said, smiling: 
"You're a dreadful little cynic!" 

Then thought: "Of course she is—poor 
thing!" 

"Cyneec? How long do you think I 
would live if I was not a cyneec? I 
should drown myself to-morrow. Per
haps there are good people, but, you see, 
I don't know them." 

" I know lots." 
She leaned forward eagerly. 
"Well now—see, ni-ice boy—you haf 

never been in a hole, haf you?" 
" I suppose not a real hole." 
"No , I should think not, with your 

face. Well, suppose I am still a good girl, 
as I was once, you know, and you took me 
to some of your good people, and said: 
'Here is a little German girl that has no 
work, and no money, and no friends.' 
Your good people they will say: 'Oh! 
How sad! A German girl!' and they 
will go and wash their hands." 

Silence fell on him. He saw his mother, 
his sisters, others—good people, he would 
swear! And yet—! He heard their 

voices, frank and clear; and they seemed 
to be talking of the Germans. If only she 
were not German! 

"You see!" He heard her say, and 
could only mutter: 

" I 'm sure there are people." 
"No . They would not take a Ger

man, even if she was good. Besides, I 
don't want to be good any more—I am 
not a humbug—I have learned to be bad. 
Aren't you going to kees me, ni-ice b o y ?" 

She put her face close to his. Her eyes 
troubled him, but he drew back. He 
thought she would be offended or per
sistent, but she was neither, just looked 
at him fixedly with a curious inquiring 
stare; and he leaned against the window, 
deeply disturbed. I t was as if clear and 
simple enthusiasm had been suddenly 
knocked endways; as if a certain splen
dor of life that he had felt and seen of late 
had been dipped in cloud. Out there at 
the front, over here in hospital, life had 
been seeming so—as it were—heroic; and 
yet it held such mean and murky depths 
as well! The voices of his men, whom 
he had come to love like brothers, crude 
burring voices, cheery in trouble, making 
nothing of it; the voices of doctors and 
nurses, patient, quiet, reassuring voices; 
even his own voice, infected by it all, 
kept sounding in his ears. All wonderful 
somehow, and simple; and nothing mean 
about it anywhere! And now so sud
denly to have lighted upon this, and all 
that was behind it—this scared girl, this 
base, dark thoughtless use of her! And 
the thought came to him: " I suppose my 
fellows wouldn't think twice about taking 
her on ! Why ! I 'm not even certain of 
myself, if she insists !" And he turned his 
face, and stared out at the moonlight. 
He heard her voice: 

"Eesn' t it light? No Zeps to-night. 
When they burn—what a horrible death ! 
And all the people cheer—it is natural. 
Do you hate us veree much ? " 

He turned round, and said sharply: 
"Ha te? I don't know." 
" I don't hate even the English—I 

despise them. I despise my people too— 
perhaps more, because they began this 
war. Oh, yes! I know that. I despise 
all the peoples. Why haf they made the 
world so miserable—why haf they killed 
all our lives—hundreds and thousands 
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and millions of lives—all for noting? 
They haf made a bad world—everybody 
hating, and looking for the worst every

All confused with the desire to do something, he stooped to take her hand.—Page 139. 

where. They haf made me bad, I know. 
I believe no more in anything. What is 
there to believe in? Is there a God? 
N o ! Once I was teaching little English 
children their prayers—isn't that funnee? 
I was reading to them about Christ and 
love. I believed all those things. Now I 
believe noting at all—no one who is not a 

fool or a liar can believe. I would like to 
work in a hospital; I would like to go and 
help poor boys like you. Because I am a 

German they would throw me out a hun
dred times, even if I was good. I t is the 
same in Germany and France and Rus
sia, everywhere. But do you think I will 
believe in love and Christ and a God and 
all that—not I ! I think we are animals 
—that's all! Oh ! yes—you fancy it is 
because my life has spoiled me. I t is not 
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that at all—that's not the worst thing in 
life. They are not ni-ice, like you, but 
it's their nature, and," she laughed, " they 
help me to live, which is something for 
me, anyway. No, it is the men who think 
themselves great and good, and make the 
war with their talk and their hate, killing 
us all—killing all the boys like you, and 
keeping poor people in prison, and telling 
us to go on hating; and all those dreadful 
cold-blood creatures who write in the 
papers—the same in my country, just the 
same; it is because of all them that I 
think we are only animals." 

He got up, acutely miserable. He could 
see her following him with her eyes, and 
knew she was afraid she had driven him 
away. She said coaxingly: "Don ' t mind 
me talking, ni-ice boy. I don't know any 
one to talk to. If you don't like it, I can 
be quiet as a mouse." 

He muttered: 
' 'Oh! Go on, talk away. I'm not 

obliged to believe you, and I don't ." 
She was on her feet now, leaning against 

the wall; her dark dress and white face 
just touched by the slanting moonlight; 
and her voice came again, slow and soft 
and bitter: 

"Well, look here, ni-ice boy, what sort 
of a world is it, where millions are being 
tortured—horribly tortured, for no fault 
of theirs, at all? A beautiful world, 
isn't i t ! 'Umbug! Silly rot, as you 
boys call it. You say it is all 'Com
rade ' ! and braveness out there at the 
front, and people don't think of them
selves. Well, I don't think of myself 
veree much. What does it matter—I am 
lost now, anyway; but I think of my peo
ple at home, how they suffer and grieve. 
I think of all the poor people there and 
here who lose those they love, and all the 
poor prisoners. Am I not to think of 
them? And if I do, how am I to believe 
it a beautiful world, ni-ice boy?" 

He stood very still, biting his lips. 
"Look here! We haf one life each, 

and soon it is over. Well, I think that is 
lucky." 

He said resentfully: 
" N o ! There's more than that ." 
" A h ! " she went on softly; "you 

think the war is fought for the future; 
you are giving your lives for a better 
world, aren't y o u ? " 

"We must fight till we win," he said 
between his teeth. 

"Till you win. My people think that, 
too. All the peoples think that if they 
win the world will be better. But it will 
not, you know, it will be much worse, any
way." 

He turned away from her, and caught 
up his cap; but her voice followed him. 

" I don't care which wins, I despise 
them all—animals—animals—animals! 
Ah! Don't go, ni-ice boy—I will be 
quiet now." 

He took some notes from his tunic 
pocket, put them on the table, and went 
up to her. 

"Goodnight . " 
She said plaintively: 
"Are you really going? Don' t you like 

me, enough?" 
"Yes, I like you." 
" I t is because I am German, t hen?" 
" N o . " 
"Then why won't you s t a y ? " 
He wanted to answer: "Because you 

upset me so" ; but he just shrugged his 
shoulders. 

"Won' t you kees me once?" 
He bent, and put his lips to her fore

head; but as he took them away she 
threw her head back, pressed her mouth 
to his, and clung to him. 

He sat down suddenly, and said: 
" Don ' t ! I don't want to feel a brute." 
She laughed. "You are a funny boy, 

but you are veree good. Talk to me a 
little, then. No one talks to me. I would 
much rather talk, anyway. Tell me, haf 
you seen many German prisoners?" 

He sighed—from relief, or was it from 
regret ? 

"A good many." 
"Any from the Rhine?" 
"Yes, I think so." 
"Were they very s a d ? " 
"Some were—some were quite glad to 

be taken." 
"Did you ever see the Rhine? Isn't it 

beaudiful ? It will be wonderful to-night. 
The moonlight will be the same here as 
there; in Rooshia too, and France, every
where; and the trees will look the same as 
here, and people will meet under them 
and make love just as here. Oh ! isn't it 
stupid the war ?—as if it was not good to 
be alive." 
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He wanted to say: " You can't tell how 
good it is to be alive, till you're facing 
death, because you don't live till then. 
And when a whole lot of you feel like that 
—and are ready to give their lives for 
each other, it's worth all the rest of life 
put together." But he couldn't get it out 
to this girl who believed in nothing. 

" How were you wounded, ni-ice boy ? " 
"Attacking across open ground—four 

machine-gun bullets got me at one go 
off." 

"Weren't you veree frightened when 
they ordered you to a t t ack?" No, he 
had not been frightened just then ! And 
he shook his head and laughed. 

" I t was great. We did laugh that 
morning. They got me much too soon, 
though—a swindle!" 

She stared at him. 
"You laughed?" 
"Yes, and what do you think was the 

first thing I was conscious of next morn
ing—my old Colonel bending over me 
and giving me a squeeze of lemon. If you 
knew my Colonel, you'd still believe in 
things. There is something, you know, 
behind all this evil. After all, you can 
only die once, and if it 's for your country 
all the better." 

Her face, with intent eyes just touched 
with bistre, had in the moonlight a most 
strange, other-world look. Her lips 
moved: 

"No, I believe in nothing. My heart 
is dead." 

" You think so, but it isn't, you know, 
or you wouldn't have been crying, when 
I met you." 

"If it were not dead, do you think I 
could live my life—walking the streets 
every night, pretending to like strange 
men—never hearing a kind word—never 
talking, for fear I will be known for a 
German. Soon I shall take to drinking, 
then I shall be ' K a p u t ' very quick. You 
see, I am practical, I see things clear. 
To-night I am a little emotional; the 
moon is funny, you know. But I live for 
myself only, now. I don't care for any
thing or anybody." 

"All the same just now you were pity
ing your people, and prisoners, and that ." 

"Yes, because they suffer. Those who 
suffer are like me—I pity myself, that 's 
all, I am different from your English
women. I see what I am doing; I do 
not let my mind become a turnip just 
because I am no longer moral." 

"Nor your heart either." 
"Ni-ice boy, you are veree obstinate. 

But all that about love is 'umbug. We 
love ourselves, nothing more." 

Again, at that intense soft bitterness 
in her voice, he felt stifled, and got up, 
leaning in the window. The air out there 
was free from the smell of dust and stale 
perfume. He felt her fingers slip between 
his own, and stay unmoving. If she was 
so hard, and cynical, why should he pity 
her? Yet he did. The touch of that 
hand within his own roused his protec
tive instinct. She had poured out her 
heart to him—a perfect stranger! He 
pressed it a little, and felt her fingers 
crisp in answer. Poor girl! This was 
perhaps a friendlier moment than she had 
known for years! And after all, fellow 

She sank down on the floor, laid her forehead on the dusty carpet, and pressed her body to it.—Page 139. 
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feeling was bigger than principalities and 
powers—fellow feeling was all-pervading 
as this moonlight, that she had said would 
be the same in Germany—as this white 
ghostly glamour that wrapped the trees 

Suddenly . , . she sat up and began to sing . . . — " D i e Wacht 
am Rhein ."—Page 139. 

and made the orange lamps so quaint 
and decoratively useless out there in the 
narrow square, where emptiness and si
lence reigned, save for the dulled roar of 
traffic, and newspaper-boys' voices call
ing down some neighboring street! He 
looked around into her face—in spite of 
bistre and powder, and the faint rouging 
on her lips, it had a queer, unholy, touch
ing beauty. And he had suddenly the 
strangest feeling, as if they stood there— 
the two of them—proving that kindness 
and human fellowship were stronger than 
lust, stronger than hate; proving it 
against meanness and brutality, and the 

within his arm—she too was listening. 
The cries came nearer, hoarser, more shrill 
and clamorous; the empty moonlight 
seemed of a sudden crowded with figures, 
footsteps, voices, and a fierce distant 
cheering. " Great victory—great victory. 
Official! British ! Crushin' defeat of the 
'Uns! Germans overwhelmed. Many 
thousand prisoners!" So it sped by, in
toxicating, filling him with a fearful joy; 
and leaning far out, he waved his cap 
and cheered like a madman; and the 
whole night seemed to flutter and vibrate, 
and answer. He heard bells ringing, and, 
like one possessed, went on waving his 

shouting of those newspaper boys, whose 
cries, passionately vehement, clashed in
to each other, and obscured the words. 
What was it they were calling ? His head 
went up to listen; he felt her hand rigid 
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cap and cheering; then he turned to rush 
down into the street, struck against some
thing soft, and recoiled. The girl! She 
stood with hands clenched, her face con
vulsed, panting, and even in the madness 
of his joy, he felt for her. To hear this— 
in the midst of enemies! All confused 
with the desire to do something, he 
stooped to take her hand; and the dusty 
reek of the table-cloth clung to his nos
trils. She snatched away her fingers, 
swept up the notes he had put down, and 
held them out to him. 

"Take them—I will not haf your Eng
lish money—take them." And suddenly 
she tore them across twice, three times, 
let the bits flutter to the floor, and turned 
her back to him. He stood looking at her 
leaning against the plush-covered table 
that smelt of dust; her head down, a 
dark figure in a dark room with the 
moonlight sharpening her outline—hardly 
a moment he stayed, then made for the 
door. . . . 

When he was gone, she still stood there, 
her chin on her breast—she who cared for 
nothing, believed in nothing—with the 

T H E L A N D 

By Maxwell Struthers Burt 

I 

I THINK it is not hard to love with ease 
A little land, for there a man may go 
From southern dawn to northern eve, and so 
Compass within a day-time heart the seas 
White on a sun-drenched cliff, and after these, 
A river shining, and a purple hill, 
And lights that star the dusk, where valleys fill 
An evening with the tenderness of trees. 
But only a great lover loves the great 
Dim beauty of a lonely land, and seeks 
Ever to keep renewed an hundred dreams, 
Of plains that brood by wide unwearying streams; 
Of how archangels hold red sunset peaks, 
Winged wdth a flaming splendor desolate. 

sound in her ears of bells, and cheering, 
of hurrying feet, and voices calling "Vic
tory!" stood, in the centre of a pattern 
made by fragments of the torn-up notes, 
staring out into the moonlight, seeing, not 
this hated room and the hated square out
side, but a German orchard, and herself, 
a little girl, plucking apples, a big dog be
side her; a hundred other pictures, too, 
such as the drowning see. Her heart 
swelled; she sank down on the floor, laid 
her forehead on the dusty carpet, and 
pressed her body to it. 

She who did not care—who despised 
all peoples, even her own—began, me
chanically, to sweep together the scat
tered fragments of the notes, assembling 
them with the dust into a little pile, as of 
fallen leaves, and dabbling in it with her 
fingers, while the tears ran down her 
cheeks. For her country she had torn 
them, her country in defeat! She, who 
had just one shilling in this great town of 
enemies, who wrung her stealthy living 
out of the embraces of her foes! And 
suddenly in the moonlight she sat up and 
began to sing with all her might—"Die 
Wacht am Rhein." 
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II 

And I have known a man, who back from wandering, 
Come when September rippled in the grain, 
Fall straight upon his knees to find the pondering, 
Grave twilight of his country once again; 
And see the earth, and watch the sentinel corn 
March as an army marches from the sight, 
To where, below, the valley mist was torn, 
Showing a river pendent in the night; 
And black encircling hills that held the damp, 
Sweet frost of autumn moonlight on their rim— 
Until his heart was like a swaying lamp; 
Until the memory came again on him, 
Of brook and field; of secret wood; the yearning 
Smell of dead leaves; an upland road returning. 

III 

Be not afraid, O Dead, be not afraid, 
We have not lost the dreams that once were flung 
Like pennons to the world; we yet are stung 
With all the starry prophecies that made 
You, in the gray dawn watchful, half afraid 
Of visions. Never a night that all men sleep unstirred: 
Never a sunset but the west is blurred 
With banners marching and a sign displayed. 
Be not afraid, O Dead, lest we forget 
A single hour your living glorified; 
Come but a drum-beat and the sleepers fret 
To walk again the places where you died: 
Broad is the land, our loves are broadly spread, 
But now, even more widely scattered lie our dead. 

IV 

O Lord of splendid nations, let us dream 
Not of a place of barter, nor "the State," 
But dream as lovers dream, for it is late, 
Of some small place beloved; perhaps a stream 
Running beside a house set round with flowers, 
Or perhaps a garden wet with hurrying showers, 
Where bees are thick about a leaf-hid gate; 
For such as this men die, nor hesitate. 
The old gray cities, gossipy and wise, 
The candid valleys, like a woman's brow, 
The mountains treading mightily to the skies, 
Turn dreams to visions; there's a vision now 
Of hills panoplied, fields of waving spears, 
And a great campus shaken with flags and tears. 



ANCHORS A W E I G H 

SO firmly is the superstition, 
" I t is bad luck to watch 
your husband's ship out of 
sight," established among 
" the wives" in the United 
States navy, that if you 

had questioned Mrs. Frank Bradley—wife 
of a junior lieutenant and a bride of two 
months—as to its origin, she would have 
answered unhesitatingly that it was "an 
order from the secretary of the navy." 

She had no idea of disobeying the or
der when, after bidding her husband good-
by very early that morning and crying 
herself into a state of exhaustion after
ward, she realized she could get to the 
navy-yard in time to see the ship sail and 
perhaps catch a last glimpse of him. 

Like most officers, Lieutenant Bradley 
"didn't want his wife making a nuisance 
of herself around the ship," but if she sat 
in the jitney he wouldn't know she was 
there. And the jitney-man, on being 
questioned as to charges—for the prudent 
wife of a junior lieutenant attends to such 
details, even in time of stress—had an
swered that "he wouldn't charge any
thing for waiting; it 'd be a kind of nov
elty to watch a battleship get away." 

Out of the wind, sheltered by a build
ing, Mrs. Bradley could see that the few 
men on deck were busy. 

The duty-launch had been hoisted and 
secured; the forward gangway lowered; 
two noisy tugs came alongside; on the 
bridge the navigator bent over a large 
chart; the mail-orderly returned from his 
last trip to the post-office; a messenger 
boy, whistling lustily, sauntered up with 
a handful of telegrams. 

Four bells struck. The ship was to 
sail at half-past ten. Through a blur of 
tears Mrs. Bradley saw the navy-yard 
workmen gather about the after gang
way. 

Several poorly clad women arrived 
and stood near her; they tried to cheer 
a younger woman who was sobbing and 

monotonously asking: "What if there's 
war?" 

The jitney-man heard her. "If there's 
war that big ship might be the first one 
to go to the bottom," he observed cheer
fully to his passenger. 

" Good morning ! I t 's little Mrs. Brad
ley, isn't i t ? " quest ioned a pleasant 
voice. 

The admiral's wife stood beside the 
jitney. 

" I'm visiting at the commandant's— 
the house is so near I couldn't resist get
ting a last glimpse of things," she said, 
and laughed apologetically. "John hates 
women hanging around the ship—but he 
can't see me here," she added. 

" Do admirals feel that way ? I thought 
it was just my husband," said Mrs. 
Bradley. 

The admiral's wife smiled. 
"This must be your first parting," she 

observed. 
Mrs. Bradley nodded forlornly. 
"Because there are fifty-two officers on 

that ship—most of them are married— 
and fifty of the wives aren't anywhere in 
sight," said the admiral's wife. 

"They've grown used to seeing their 
husbands go—or else they don't love them 
as I do mine," remarked Mrs. Bradley 
resentfully. 

" I 've said good-by to John in every 
port from Olongapo to Pensacola; it never 
loses its novelty by getting easier; but one 
grows more—patient," observed the ad
miral's wife. 

" Other times couldn't be as bad ! This 
parting is terrible, and hard, because there 
may be war," cried Mrs. Bradley. 

The admiral's wife did not answer. 
She clinched her hands as she remem
bered a parting long ago in a gray hos
pital-room, when her ensign son looked at 
her from unrecognizing eyes and agoniz
ingly moved his body under the encir
cling bandages. . . . 

"Minor turret explosion on battle-
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Puffing . . . the tugs warped the ship from her pier.—Page 143. 
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ship," announced the earliest editions of 
the newspapers when, without a word for 
her to treasure through the years, her son 
had slipped away . . . into the dawn. 

Resolutely the admiral's wife glanced 
at the little group of women near them. 

"Those are sailors' wives—one of them 
has a baby that is too tiny to bring here 
this cold morning," she said. 

"That ' s the one that's crying all time 
about war," volunteered the jitney-man. 

"Frank says—it will be a naval war," 
said Mrs. Bradley, swallowing with diffi
culty. 

" I hope you cheered him up—our 
men need all their courage during these 
trying days," said the admiral's wife 
briskly. She did not mention that five 
times during their last few minutes to
gether the admiral had reminded her not 
to forget to pay his life-insurance dues. 

Mrs. Bradley began to cry. " I told 
Frank . . . that if anything happened to 
. . . him . . . I'd soon join him," she 
sobbed. 

"Splendid!" observed the admiral's 
wife dryly; "after that I suppose he left 
the house singing joyfully—at the top of 
his voice." 

"What gets me is that while those fel
lows are going about their business on 
deck there can be a submarine sitting 
right on the bottom underneath them," 
remarked the jitney-man speculatively. 

"Your first name doesn't happen to be 
Job, does i t ? " the admiral's wife asked 
him impersonally. 

"No 'm," he answered—"Samuel— 
Samuel Johnson Jones—but, in case you 
want me, the telephone's under the name 
of Sullivan " 

Five bells struck. 
The ship's siren tore the silence into 

dangling shreds. Tugs added their hoarse 
voices. Near-by destroyers called a greet

ing—and farewell. Voices shouted orders 
—through drifting clouds of smoke. 

Slowly . . . the great dreadnought 
moved . . . and as the whistles quieted 
down the band on the quarter-deck 
played the opening bars of the favorite 
naval-academy song, "Anchors Aweigh." 

Gayly the old tune lilted over the 
crowded gray masses of steel and stone 
as it had echoed across sunny parade-
ground and uproarious football fields— 
when youth called to youth of spring
time that is so quickly gone. 

Mrs. Bradley, her eyes shining, jumped 
from the jitney and frantically waved 
her muff. Tears and forebodings were 
swept away by an overwhelming flood of 
enthusiasm. 

The sailors' wives stepped forward; the 
one with the tiny baby lifted it high and, 
steadying its head, bade it "look at fa
ther's boat—and the pretty flag." 

Puffing . . . the tugs warped the ship 
from her pier . . . shoved her sidewise 
. . . into the channel . . . paused . . . 
a perceptible minute . . . and moved 
ahead . . . down-stream. 

Slowly . . . she gathered momentum; 
at her bow two white-tipped lines of wa
ter flowed sharply out . . . more faintly 
"Anchors Aweigh" drifted back on the 
cold wind. 

Mrs. Bradley, mindful of superstition, 
turned away and climbed into the jitney. 

"But where is the admiral's wife?" she 
asked. 

"The lady that was talking to you? 
She's gone!" said the jitney-man. " I 
asked her something, but she didn't an
swer—just shook her head and walked 
away—sort of stumbling 

He cranked the engine vigorously. 
"The reason she couldn't answer was 

because she was crying," said the jitney-
man. 



SAY, THREE MONTHS 
By Mary Raymond Shipman Andrews 

I L L U S T R A T I O N S BY M A U D T O U S E Y F A N G E L 

WOBBLY-HEADED baby, 
I adjure you to pay attention for a moment to the future that may be. 
Blear-eyed, rose-cheeked, helpless and gurgling, without dignity, yet a dignitary 

potential, 
What is your mission, you intrusive ambassador, careless to present a single cre

dential? 
I am dying with curiosity to discover your meaning, and it must be that—straight 

from infinity 
Where past and future are all one—it must be you've still knowledge of past and 

future, you limp-backed divinity. 
Oh, baby, 
Do stop spitting and gooing, and try sensibly to consider the great things that 

may be ! 

The futile, small clutch, my littlest finger within it, 
Of your satin, wandering fingers as big as a minute,— 
Will it strengthen and focus till that pink fist shall steer, perhaps, the nation— 
Hold, maybe, a woman's hand to her eternal salvation, damnation? 
You flannelly, alluring nothing, I can hardly wait till I see what you are when you 

grow; 
I can't avoid a conviction that, inside of the flannel and the wobble, there's a god, 

there's you—and You know. 
I adjure you to tell me—but, maybe, 
It isn't worth while adjuring a wobbly-headed baby. 
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. . . rose-cheeked, helpless and gurgl ing, without dignity, yet a dignitary potential, 
What is your mission, you intrusive ambassador, careless to present a single credential ? 

—" Say, Three Months , " page 144. 
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LOST A N D F O U N D 

By Edward H. Sothern 
Authur of "The Melancholy Tale of 'Me,' " etc. 

ILLUSTRATION BY CHARLES E. CHAMBERS 

" Can't you see that I am in great dis
tress? Please tell me the way to the 
Greenwood-Tree Hotel." 

"Never heard of it," said the man. " I 
tell you, I 'm lost, too. I am at work on 
this shack so that I shan't have to pass 
another night in the open. There's an 
old stove here. I t 's too cold to be out-of-
doors without a blanket." 

The woman shivered. " M y feet are 
wet through," she said. " I was out all 
night." 

The man approached nearer. "You do 
look done up," said he. "Look here! 
You'd better take your shoes and stock
ings off and I'll make a fire in the stove." 

The woman seemed to hesitate. 
"There's no good standing on ceremo

ny," said the man. "You'll catch cold if 
you don't look out." 

"How can you be los t?" said the 
woman. 

"Well," laughed the man, " I ' m only 
human. I got out of my skiff for a stroll 
and couldn't find the way back. I have
n't the slightest notion where we are. I 
have been in the woods for three nights 
and have shouted myself silly. At last 
I came across this place. I think I shall 
live here for the rest of my life. I rather 
like it ." 

" I ' m starving," said the woman. 
"Yes; so was I ," said the man. " B u t 

I have learned a thing or two. I'll feed 
you, but I shan't tell you what you're 
eating until to-morrow," and he went into 
the shack. 

The woman followed, staggering from 
fatigue. 

" Sit down there and take those wet 
shoes off," said he; "and, look here," he 
added, " p u t on my tweed coat. You're 
shivering. The fire and the sun will 
warm you up, to say nothing of this 
stew," and he placed a pot on the newly 
made blaze. 

The woman removed her shoes and 
stockings and rubbed her feet to restore 
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H E L L O , t h e r e ! Y o u ! 
M a n ! " 

" H e l l o , t h e r e ! You! 
Woman!" 

These greet ings were 
shouted one September 

morning in the White Mountains, in the 
neighborhood of Dead Diamond Stream, 
a wild region near the Maine border. 

The first speaker was a woman. The 
man whom she had hailed had been in the 
act of repairing a sort of lean-to shack— 
some logger's camp of days gone by. He 
was dressed in rough tweeds, with bare 
arms, and hatless; but when he turned, 
surprised, in response to the woman's call, 
it became evident that he was not exactly 
a man of low degree. 

' 'Oh, I beg pardon," said the woman, 
who was still some hundred feet or more 
away. " I thought you were jus t—a 
man." 

"Well, that's what I am," laughed the 
laborer. 

' 'Yes," said the woman, "bu t I mean a 
common man." 

" I am a common man, I assure you," 
said the laborer. 

The woman had by now approached to 
within a few feet of the lean-to shelter. It 
was clear that she was a creature of gentle 
station, but her condition was strange to 
the point of amazement. In the small 
clearing the morning sun illuminated a 
pitiful figure, for the woman wore an 
evening gown, such as would be donned 
for a summer dance. The frock was torn 
to tatters, evidently by brambles and 
branches through which she had forced 
her way. Her satin shoes were mud-
stained and bruised; she had surely fallen, 
for her hands were cut and soiled; her 
hair was in disorder; her lips trembled 
and her eyes were wide with fear. 

"Please don't jest," she pleaded. " I ' m 
lost!" 

"So am I ," laughed the man. 
"How can y o u ? " said the woman. 
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some warmth to them. The man placed 
his coat about her shoulders and arranged 
the stockings on sticks before the stove. 

"Really," said the woman, looking at 
him gratefully, "one should never judge 
by appearances." 

" I can't agree with you there," said 
the man, busy with the stew. " In my 
life I have found that is the best way to 
judge. But one must have eyes, you 
know. I t doesn't do for a blind man to 
judge by what he sees." 

"Well, at a distance," said the woman, 
" I couldn't tell." 

"Don ' t you think that it 's better for 
people to judge what a man is by what 
he does rather than by what he says he 
is or by any labels he sticks or has had 
stuck upon himself?" said the man, stir
ring the stew and handing a battered tin 
mug of it to the woman. 

"Oh, of course it is," and she sipped the 
stuff gratefully. "Yes, yes, of course, 
Mr.—Mr.— ?" and she hesitated for the 
expected information. 

" M a n ! " said the man. "Mr . Man. I 
shan't tell you my name and I don't want 
to know yours," said he. " I t will be 
more amusing for us to discover each 
other without any labels. Who knows 
how long we may have to stick this out. 
When we get back we'll tell each other 
who we are and see then what discrimi
nation and what judgment we are capable 
of." 

The woman laughed and looked up into 
a wholesome, candid countenance that 
smiled down on her with clear, kind 
eyes. 

" D o n e ! " said the woman, and held 
out her hand. 

" D o n e ! " said the man, and he took it 
in a firm grasp. 

" T h i s stew is r i p p i n g ! " said the 
woman. 

"Bul ly !" said the man. 

"Well, no," said the man later in the 
day and in reply to a question. " My oc
cupation has always been of a sedentary 
nature; but hunger is the mother of in
vention. When I was young, of course, I 
read such helpful romances as 'Sanford 
and Merton,' and, finding myself in this 
predicament, I discovered means at hand 
to secure the wherewithal for stew. Fuel 

is here to burn. All that was needed was 
companionship, and that has been pro
vided by the gods." 

"But of course," said the woman, "we 
shall make some effort to escape from this 
situation." 

" In good time," said the man care
lessly. " For my part, I came up here to 
get away from the busy world. Too much 
civilization is bad for the soul." 

"Too much of this, however, would 
deprive one of reason," said the woman. 

" I don't know," said the man. " I t 
might bring us to our senses. By the way, 
your stockings are dry," and he handed 
them to her. " B u t " — a n d he regarded 
them critically—"these shoes are quite 
useless. I tell you what, I'll make you a 
pair. Here, I'll make a pair of soles out 
of this box lid, and then we'll use some 
twine from this sacking and some of the 
sacking itself by way of uppers, and we'll 
have regular sandals. Splendid, eh? I 
told you so—necessity and all the rest of 
it, e h ? " 

"Rea l ly !" said the woman, "you're a 
resourceful person." 

" Not quite as resourceful as the beaver 
or the wren," said the man, " to say noth
ing of the spider or the bee. However, we 
shall learn," and he set to work with a 
pocket-knife on his cobbler's task. " I 
don't believe in high heels, do y o u ?" 
said he. 

" No, I don't ," said she. " I only favor 
them for evening wear. You know, my 
people will be almost mad with anxiety," 
said the woman. 

" Y e s ; no d o u b t , " said the man. 
" There I am more fortunate. I have no 
people. That is to say, I came up here 
alone, and I shan't be missed, except, 
perhaps, by some other campers-out, and 
they will not be curious, I fear." 

"You see," said the woman, " I wan
dered away from my hotel after the dance. 
I t was awfully stupid, but I wanted to be 
by myself for a while. I had something to 
think about, and I wandered off. I must 
have walked for an hour, perhaps more, 
when I found myself, utterly bewildered, 
on a very unfrequented path, for it was 
entirely grass-grown. I tried to retrace 
my steps, but lost the way hopelessly, and, 
although I called and called and called, 
there was no reply. I sat down after sev-
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eral hours, when the forest became so 
dense and dark that it was terrifying. I 
must have slept. I kept waking in fits 
and starts. At daybreak I began calling 
again, and then walked and plodded on 
until I saw you. 'Thank God! ' I said 
to myself, ' a man at last.' " 

"A common man," laughed the man. 
"Yes ," he continued. "Yes, I 'm glad 
you came my way, and I hope I may be 
helpful. You know, when one loses one's 
way one is apt to go round and round in a 
circle. I suppose that's because most 
people have one leg longer than the other.. 
You can readily perceive that if you step 
an inch farther with the right foot than 
you do with the left you must travel in a 
circle." 

" I hadn't thought of it ," said the 
woman. " Shall you make any attempt 
to find a way out of th i s?" she queried 
anxiously. 

"Well, I tell you," said the man. "If 
it's all the same to you, I won't walk much 
for a day or so. I'll shout. I thought, for 
instance, that I'd shout a bit this after
noon. You see, I can take this chair, 
which one of those logging-men made out 
of a barrel cut conveniently in the middle 
—it is ingenious, isn't it? I t has a back, 
vou see—and I'll sit out there in the sun 
and shout. You know, people who are 
carried out of their depth in the sea make 
a great mistake to exhaust their strength 
in trying madly to reach the shore. They 
are usually drowned. The thing to do 
is to float calmly on your back and shout. 
Some one will come and get you. Same 
here! We will sit down in the sun and 
shout. Some day somebody will pass by. 
I t is just as probable that some man will 
come our way as that we will encounter 
any one by wandering in this wilderness. 
I am something of a mathematician and 
I have figured it out. The chances are 
about twenty to seventeen in our favor. 
This business of having one leg longer 
than the other places us at a great dis
advantage. Sit still and shout—that's 
what I say." 

"Can ' t we tell the points of the com
pass?" said the woman. 

"Yes, you can tell where the sun rises 
and sets. Do you know in what direction 
from here vour hotel i s ? " 

"Well, no." 

"Whether it is north or south or east 
or wes t?" 

"No . I never thought about where it 
was." 

" Q u i t e so. Same here. I never 
thought about where I lived. I have now 
no idea in which direction it would be ad
visable to start. One can perish of cold 
and hunger, you know. Here we are, 
warm, and I have learned how to get 
enough to eat. Shouting's the thing, I 
take it. We're both young; we can wait." 

The woman jumped to her feet. " I 
shall start at once," she said. 

"How about your shoes?" said the 
man. 

"Ah, yes ! " she faltered. 
" I'll have finished them in half an hour, 

and if you insist, you can go. But really 
I think it would be unwise. You see, 
I've tried it, three days running, and had 
to come back each time. I notched the 
trees to be sure of my return trip." 

The woman sat down, a dull look of 
despair in her eyes. 

"Don ' t worry," said the man. After 
a long pause, "Here are the sandals," 
and he wrapped some of the gunny-sack 
about her feet and tied on the wooden 
shoes deftly. "A good job, e h ? " he 
laughed, standing off and regarding his 
work. "Now, you sleep and I'll do the 
shouting." 

She lay down by the warm stove, with 
pine boughs for a pillow, and the man sat 
in the sun and cried "Hal loo!" and the 
Australian call of "Coo-oo-ie!" hour 
after hour through the day. No response 
broke the silence which succeeded each 
cry. When night came he heated some 
stew, and then he bade the woman good 
night. 

"Where will you g o ? " said she. 
" There's a sort of cabin about one hun

dred yards from here," said the man; 
" and, look here, this is a trout line. I've 
been fishing, you see, and I happened to 
have this in my pocket. Now, I shall tie 
one end of it to this stake in the ground 
and I shall take the other end to the place 
where I shall sleep and I shall tie it to my 
wrist. If you get nervous or want any
thing, ring me up—pull the line and I'll 
come. You know, when I was at school 
we used to tie a string to the new boy's 
big toe so as to telegraph to him. One 
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pull was A, two pulls B, and so on. He 
had to find out what we said or get licked. 
I t 's well to remember these things. I t 
all comes in useful, doesn't it? Good 
night! Keep the coat; I shan't want it. 
I'll see you at breakfast," and he went off 
into the gloaming. 

For an hour the noises of the forest 
kept the woman's eyes open. Then she 
slept. 

"Bu t where did you get i t ? " said the 
woman. " I t ' s perfectly delicious." 

"Well, I'll tell you," said the man. 
" I t all comes from having pockets. You 
know, I've always declared that that is 
one of the things which has kept woman 
enslaved and has permitted man to main
ta in his i l l -administered superiority— 
pockets! Women never have any pock
ets, consequently they can't carry about 
with them the innumerable small and in
dispensable articles—papers, books, pen
cils, memoranda—the immediate and 
constant association with which, in other
wise unoccupied moments, are to man a 
source of comfort and education. Women 
are always dropping things. One doesn't 
mind picking them up, but the time oc
cupied in apologies and explanations, and 
the nervous strain suffered from forget
ting essential duties and engagements, the 
hours and days and months and years 
that fly away unfruitful because you 
haven't anything in your pockets to look 
at or read or make notes on, these are 
the things which keep you where you 
are." 

"Oh, I see," said the woman. " I had 
never thought of that ." 

" N o , " said the man. " I think I 'm the 
only man who has perceived the real rea
son. Now, you see, I am covered with 
pockets, and in one of them I found an
other trout line. Fortunately, I had some 
trout flies and leaders twisted round my 
hat, so at daybreak I went over to a 
small pond about a mile off—a place I 
noticed on my last attempt to escape— 
and I cut a rod and threw my line. Here's 
the result—four trout." 

" But how did you cook them ? " 
"Don ' t worry. I tell you one invents 

things when one is up a tree. There's 
nothing like being up a tree. That 's a 
curious phrase, by the way," mused the 

man. " I fancy it must have originated 
on some ancient occasion, when the per
son who had sought that safe but un
desirable elevation had been persuaded 
thereto by the pursuit of a ravenous mon
ster. Have some more t r o u t ? " 

" N o , thank you," said the woman. 
" B u t I will have a drink of water." 

" Good water, isn't it ? There's a spring 
close by. I must show you where it is. 
It was made for the woodland nymphs to 
bathe in, and if we are going to live here 
for any length of time you, I fancy, will 
be glad to take advantage of it. I wish 
I had some soap." 

" D o you mean to say—?" and the 
woman gazed, open-mouthed, with a piece 
of trout poised in the air on the point of a 
sharpened stick. " Do you mean to say 
you contemplate a permanent residence 
in this place?" 

"Well, I'll tell you what it is," said the 
man. " I find I don't want for anything. 
I find it a relief to be away from some 
people I know. I find myself greatly oc
cupied with my own thoughts. I shall 
not reveal to you my profession, but I 
have a certain problem to solve, and I can 
solve it here as well or better than I can 
anywhere else that I know of." 

" But we must make some effort to get 
away. I must, at least. Don't you see, I 
can't stay here?" 

" I don't quite see how you can go," 
said the man, smiling quite ingenuously. 
"Of course you can take long walks in 
various directions, just as I did, but you 
won't get anywhere; at least I didn't. 
Haven't you anything to think abou t?" 
he added. 

"Think abou t?" said the woman. 
"Yes. I mean, haven't you any prob

lems to solve, any conclusions to reach? 
Most people avoid such issues. You see, 
there's always something to do—people to 
see or trains to catch or bills to pay—so 
that the real issues of life are thrust aside 
until to-morrow; and then men usually 
die without ever having done the things 
or thought the thoughts they wanted or 
even hungered to do and think." 

"Tha t ' s true," said the woman. " I 
never thought of that ." 

"You'll pardon me for saying it," said 
the man with a smile, " b u t that 's the 
third thing you've never thought of." 
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The woman flushed rather angrily. 
" I mean," he went on, " t ha t you 

rather illustrate my argument. We don't 
get much time in a workaday world to 
really think at all; we are so taken up 
with the mad scramble to make a living 
that we have no time to live. Now here, 
all we can do is to live. Isn't that so? " 

"Well, yes," said the woman. " I nev
er—" And she checked herself and smiled. 

"Never thought of that, e h ? " said the 
man, and he smiled, too. " T o live," he 
continued, "and to think. You know," 
he went on, " we are none of us really our
selves all our lives. Isn't it ghastly to 
think of i t ! We are for ever and ever 
moulding and fitting ourselves to condi
tions and circumstances and groups of 
people which press us out of our own real 
native desired shape. The things we 
really want to do and say we seldom do 
and say. There's always a rake-off. We 
must consider this one's feelings, for we 
love her or him, or we think we do, or they 
think we do; that's just as bad. The fact 
that we are surrounded by duties and 
obligations forced upon us by our civili
zation casts us in a definite iron mould. 
I have rebelled all my life at circum
stance," and the man threw his arms in 
the air and gave a sort of low cry. 

" I wonder who you a r e ! " said the 
woman. 

"Curiosity," said the man, "is one of 
the great forces in the march of progress. 
I t is the germ of every discovery. I t sent 
Christopher Columbus on his historical 
voyage. Next to the pursuit of the beau
tiful it is, perhaps, the most fruitful of in
stincts. But let us not forget that it im
pelled Eve to take that fatal mouthful of 
apple which has caused her children to 
waste time and substance in studying the 
fashions, gave rise to the tower of Babel, 
and led you and me to the fetters of social 
convention and away from the freedom 
which habit has made so irksome to you 
and which seems to me the very breath 
of life." 

"Who are y o u ? " said the woman. 
" I shan't tell you," said the man. 
"You know," said the woman, "for us 

to remain here alone for several days like 
this will, of course, give rise to—well, 
people will say—that is, I—don' t you 
think s o ? " 

" Yes, I do. But that is one of the 
things we can think about. You see, mo
rality is purely a human invention; among 
the animals it does not exist. It is, as it 
were, wholly a matter of words. The 
beasts don't speak. They do not there
fore hide their thoughts. Men with the 
largest vocabularies are most capable of 
evil. Every beast knows what the other 
beasts mean. It was Walt Whitman who 
spoke of them as " the well-mannered 
beasts." They never offend; except for 
certain of the carnivori, or flesh-eating 
animals, they are kind; and even the flesh-
eaters can be affected by gentleness and 
by music. I t is a mistake to conclude 
that we are more moral because we talk. 
Really, you know, I have acquaintances, 
and I am sure you have, too, whose man
ners would be less reprehensible were they 
more beastly." 

The woman laughed loud and long. 
"We talk ourselves into turpitudes," 

said the man. " I t ' s better to be dumb 
and decent." 

" I ' m afraid if chattering were a sign of 
depravity " 

" I should be ostracized; yet occasion
ally one must protest. Even Baalam's 
donkey " 

Said the woman: "Baalam's donkey 
was a female, and you must admit that 
her behavior was asinine." 

"True ; had she kicked Baalam when he 
beat her it would have been both more 
appropriate and more eloquent." 

" I am afraid," laughed the woman, 
"you pervert the prophets and purloin 
the psalms. But all the same there are 
certain reasonable conventions " 

"Which chain us unreasonably," inter
rupted the man. " We go about the cities 
in chain-gangs," said he, "men chained to 
each other, men chained to women, both 
chained to children, children chained to 
parents, all chained to creeds." 

"Bu t this is social order," said the 
woman. " We must have some sort of 
regulation, when people sin . . ." 

" T h e r e ' s no such t h i n g , " said the 
man. 

" I beg your pardon ? " said the woman. 
"There's no such thing as sin," said 

the man. "What we call sin is merely 
a transgression of human law. God in 
heaven knows no sin." 
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' "Forgive us our trespasses,'" quoted 
the woman. 

"Quite so," said the man. " T o tres
pass is to pass across, to intrude, to en
croach, to do any act which injures or 
annoys another. But all of these are par
donable even in the human code, and 
the divine code knows them not. 'God 
hath made man upright. But they have 
sought out many inventions. '" 

" Y o u are familiar with the Scrip
tures?" said the woman. 

"Wisdom is better than weapons of 
war," said the man. 

"Wha t is this problem you have to 
solve?" asked the woman. 

" I can't tell you," replied the man. 
" I might ask what it was that you had to 
debate all by yourself after the dance 
and which took you out into the night." 

" I can't tell you that, either," said the 
woman. 

" I wonder," said the man, half to him
self, "if we could help each other. Two 
are better than one," he said aloud. 
" ' Woe to him that is alone when he fall-
eth. For he hath not another to help 
him u p . ' " 

"Well, my difficulty is a purely per
sonal matter," said the woman, " a mat
ter entirely for my own decision. No one 
in the whole world can help me." 

" I see," said the man. " I t ' s some
what the same with me. I do not know 
a single person who would advise me to 
take the course I am inclined to pur
sue." 

"You make me very curious," said the 
woman. 

"That , if you will allow me, is the weak
ness of your sex," said the man. 

"Have you no desire to know what 
troubles me?" said the woman. 

"None whatever," said the man. 
"Really," said the woman, "you are 

less than polite." 
" I mean," said the man, " that I should 

be glad to aid you in any way, but that 
I have no wish to intrude upon your con
fidence." 

"Oh," said the woman with a toss of 
her head, and the man could not but ad
mit that she was good to look upon. 

"He 's a healthy, clean-looking chap," 
thought the woman, "although his nose 
is a bit crooked. I wonder if that's what 

made him walk in circles. I don't mind 
it, however. In fact, it's rather interest
ing. Michael Angelo's nose was on one 
side, if I remember rightly." 

"You see," said the man, "people's 
problems seldom interest other people; 
one half the world simply doesn't want to 
know how the other half lives. Now, I 
know a man, a clergyman, who argues 
thus: 

" ' Each day I preach, " Do unto others 
as you would be done by," and each day 
I leave the wretched to their sorrow, the 
poor to their hunger, the heavy-laden to 
their burdens, while I return to my happy 
hearth, to my good dinner, and to my 
sufficient leisure. I know that they weep 
while I laugh and that they are in pain 
while I am in g ladness ; t h a t I have 
abundance while their tables are bare. 
What, ' says my friend, 'is the answer to 
t h i s ? ' " 

"Well ," said the woman, " the clergy 
must be fed." 

" W h y ? " said the man. 
"So that they may preach," said the 

woman. 
"Why must they preach?" said the 

man. 
"To teach the people to endure," said 

the woman. 
" B u t why should the people endure 

when their teacher endures n o t ? " 
" Should the teacher, then, suffer, too? " 

said the woman. 
" 'Sell all that thou hast and distribute 

unto the poor, and come, follow m e , ' " 
said the man; " ' and when he heard this 
he was very sorrowful, for he was very 
rich.' " 

"Well, what solution has your friend 
reached?" asked the woman, and her 
tone declared her intense interest. 

" H e has not yet determined," said the 
man. " B u t we shall soon know." 

"Wealth is a fearful responsibility," 
said the woman. 

" I t is one easily relinquished," said the 
man. 

" B u t should one relinquish it ? Is there 
no obligation to administer such a trust? 
Can one so situated not relieve some of 
this suffering?" 

"Maybe ," said the man. 
" I know a woman, for example," said 

she, "who commands great resources. 
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To be exact, she controls twenty-five 
million dollars." 

" P h e w ! " exclaimed the man. 
"What should she do with i t ? " in

quired the woman. " I n your judgment, 
what should she d o ? " 

"Well, we have just quoted author
ity," said he. 

"She could give a dollar apiece to 
twenty-five million paupers," said she. 

"You are not quite reasonable, are 
you?" laughed the man. 

"There will always be poverty," said 
the woman. 

"No , not always. Slavery has been 
abolished in this hemisphere." 

"Shall hunger be abolished, t oo?" 
" It is possible. Enough food is wasted 

to fatten the world." 
"What should she do with her money, 

then?" 
"Teach," said the man. 
"What would your friend have done 

had he controlled such a s u m ? " 
"He would have taught, I fancy." 
"And you, what would you d o ? " 
"Teach," said the man. 
" W h a t ? " 
"There is much ignorance." 
"Surely!" 
"And there is much knowledge." 
"Yes." 
"And there is much that is unclean." 
"Wel l?" 
"Men act according to their wisdom," 

said the man. 
" Some have criminal inclinations," said 

the woman. 
"They are either unwise or ill. They 

can be taught and healed." 
"You are a socialist?" said she. 
"Not quite; a humanitarian, perhaps." 
"Are you a poor m a n ? " 
" I am; and I will be poorer before I am 

done." 
"The preacher saith there is no remem

brance of the wise more than of the fool 
forever, and he counsels men to eat and to 
drink and to be merry." 

"Quite so; but please observe that in 
order to be merry one must eat and 
drink." 

"Then you would reach men's minds 
through their s tomachs?" 

" I would build wisdom on a foundation 
of beefsteak and suet pudding." 

"Our preacher is a trifle confusing, for 
he says also: 'Sorrow is better than 
laughter. For by the sadness of the 
countenance the heart is made better.' ' 

" I fancy he merely means combine 
th inking wi th your dr inking. But , 
wha teve r he meant, I'll swear that 
misery and poverty are poison to men's 
souls." 

Here the man jumped up with vigor. 
" I must do my marketing," said he, " and 
provide the meat and drink which shall 
bring us wisdom." 

"How do you get m e a t ? " inquired the 
woman. 

" I am something of a cricketer," said 
the man, laughing, " and can throw 
straight, and there are—but never mind. 
The stew tastes good, doesn't i t ? " 

"Yes ." 
"Well, sufficient for the day are the in

gredients thereof," and he was off. 
Shortly he returned and set the pot 

to boiling. "Here are blueberries, too," 
said he. "The fruits of the earth and the 
fulness thereof. Now, while dinner is 
cooking, I'll shout a bit," and he shouted 
for an hour loud and long, and the eve
ning and the morning were the second 
day. 

" I hope," said the woman, " tha t my 
question is not indiscreet." 

"No t a bit ," said the man. " I am a 
bachelor. 'He that hath a wife and 
children hath given hostages to fortune, 
for they are impediments to great enter
prises, either of virtue or mischief.'" 

" O h ! you are a woman-hater?" 
"No t at all. But, as a matter of fact, I 

have certain intentions and I would pre
fer to proceed unhampered." 

The woman was silent for a moment. 
'' This is our third day here,' ' she said at 

last. 
" I s i t ? " said the man. " I hadn't 

counted. You see, time is not important 
to me just now. I 'm doing a lot of think
ing." 

"And shouting," laughed the woman. 
"Yes, and shouting." 
" I suppose they're looking for me," 

said she rather wistfully. 
" N o doubt," said he. " I wouldn't 

worry. They'll find you. The guides 
about these parts are smart fellows, al-
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though they look like the merest rustics 
—another instance of the folly of judging 
by externals. By the way, did you read 
about that foreign valet who passed him
self off for a French count ? " 

The woman started a little. " N o , " 
said she. " N o ; I didn't hear about it." 

"Well," said the man, " i t ' s an instance 
of a peculiar folly. As it turns out, the 
fellow isn't even a foreigner. But he 
posed as a Frenchman, wore smart clothes, 
and danced attendance on the women in 
summer resorts. Isn't it strange that 
otherwise intelligent people should be 
taken in by such blatant, transparent 
scoundrels? To think that such fine 
feathers should be all that some women 
consider! However, I suppose it's the 
survival of a primitive instinct—the plu
mage of birds, male birds, and the antics 
of dancing-bugs, and so on. They hyp
notize the female to her undoing." 

"Really, you have a poor opinion of 
our sex," and the woman laughed a little 
nervously, it seemed. 

"Not at all; but I like to understand 
the reasons of things. I am sure that you, 
personally, would be quite beyond such 
an influence." 

"Thank you," said the woman, a trifle 
weaklv. "Well, tell me about this—this 
fellow'." 

"Why, I only know what I have read 
in the police news." 

"Police news!" 
"Yes. Some one brought a newspaper 

to the camp. You know how it is, one 
reads everything when there's nothing to 
read. I t seems this fellow has swindled 
people everywhere under various names— 
Count This and Prince That—that he has 
a prison record, has married and deserted 
two or three or four unfortunates, and is 
now at large somewhere in America under 
the title of Vicomte de Rochambeau." 

"How dare you!" cried the woman, 
and rose to her feet livid and trembling. 

" I beg your pardon?" said the man, 
looking at her in blank amazement. 

"How dare you!" she cried again. 
"Vicomte de Rochambeau is my friend. 
I am engaged to marry him—that is, I 
mean, he has proposed marriage to me— 
and you dare to tell me that he is a fugi
tive from justice, a jailbird, a bigamist, 
when you know that I am about to be

come his wife. Oh, you—it is too awful! 
I t is cowardly, wicked, a falsehood, a 
lie." 

"Look here!" said the man. " I am 
sorry you are upset; but please remember 
I don't know your name. I have no idea 
who you are and had no means of know
ing that you had come in contact with 
this man. Of course, I shouldn't have 
spoken of him—at least I don't think I 
should—if I had known. But, since I have 
said it, I have to declare that it is true 
and that I did read all this in a newspaper. 
I t may be a lie. By the way, now I think 
of it, here's the paper," and he produced 
it. "There; read it yourself. I think I'll 
go and shout a bit, if you don't mind," 
and he went out into the daylight and 
gave forth those cries we have recorded. 
The woman, as she listened, thought that 
the man shouted louder than he had ever 
shouted before. 

I t was about two hours later when the 
man appeared before the shack carrying 
the ancient bucket filled with spring-
water. The woman sat staring at the 
newspaper. She did not look up nor 
speak. The man put down the bucket, 
replenished the fire, took a fountain pen 
from his pocket, and tore a piece of paper 
from a letter. He placed the paper on a 
box beside the woman; he took up his 
fish-line of the day before and put one 
end under a stone by the paper. Then, 
unwinding the line, he went out and 
walked toward his own retreat. The sun 
went down. 

For a while the woman sat still in the 
light of the fire; then she picked up the 
paper and read: "Good night. I know 
you don't feel like talking. Tie the line 
to your wrist and ring me up if you want 
anything." 

The woman crushed the newspaper in 
her two hands. " I t ' s t r u e ! " she cried 
aloud. " M y God! it's true. I believe 
he's right about the plumage and all the 
rest of it." 

Just before sunrise the man felt a tug 
at his wrist. He arose briskly and hast
ened to the shack. 

" M a y I come i n ? " he called. 
The woman met him at the door. She 

held out her hand. " I ' m sorry," she 
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said. " I couldn't sleep. I've been awake 
all night. I can't rest until I have said: 
' I 'm sorry. '" 

"Nonsense," said the man. " I talk 
too much, anyhow. Still, it's just as well 
for you to know." 

" I 'm sure of that. You know, that 's 
the thing I had to go out and think about 
—what answer I should give." 

" I t ' s lucky you lost your way, isn't 
i t ? " 

"Yes, it was an escape. Now"—and 
she tried to smile—"I'll sleep a little." 

" Good ! And I'll go and catch break
fast." 

Conversation was a little strained at 
the morning meal. 

The woman volunteered to shout and 
did so during the early part of the day. 
The man busied himself about the shack, 
watching her as she sat in the sun
light. 

About midday the man did the shout
ing. 

Then came the evening meal. The 
woman scarcely tasted it, and the eve
ning and the morning were the fourth 
day. 

"Don ' t you think it's quite ridiculous 
that we have no names," said the woman. 

"Not at all," said the man. " I t adds 
greatly to the interest of the adventure. 
You might find I was not in your set or I 
might discover that you were my dear
est friend's enemy, and there would be an 
end to our pleasant intimacy." 

"Well, but there should be some style 
of address. I t is so awkward to say just 
'you,' or ' I say,' or 'look here.' " 

"Well, call me Pan," said he. 
"Then I'll be Diana," said she. 
" I am happy to see, Diana, that you 

seem to have become more reconciled to 
your fate; that is to say, that you per
ceive the wisdom of waiting until you are 
called for." 

" M y dear Pan, 'what can't be cured 
must be endured.' I t seems I have no 
alternative." 

" I wish I could vary our bill of fare, 
but alas ! My resources are limited. I 
fear you didn't like your breakfast." 

" I think you do very well. We have 
cress and herbs, and your pot au feu, so 

mysterious, is hot and comforting, and, 
too, your trout." 

"You have forgiven me my indiscre
t ion?" 

"Entirely! You have done me a ser
vice," and she held out her hand very 
frankly. 

" I t seems we have known each other a 
long while," said Pan. 

"Well, truly, had we met under ordi
nary conditions we could never have in
dulged in so many confidences in three 
years as we have done in three days." 

"Strange are the uses of adversity, eh, 
D iana?" 

" I believe the line is, 'Sweet are the 
uses of adversity,' if you will pardon me, 
Pan." 

"True, of course, 'sweet,' " and with
out definite intent the man's hand sought 
the hand of the woman. 

" I think I'll go and shout a bit ," said 
Diana, and she released her hand and 
went out into the sun. 

After a while the woman's shouts 
ceased and the man, from where he stood, 
could see that she was weeping. He ap
proached. 

"Diana ," said he, " I don't want to 
intrude; but I would comfort you if I 
could." 

"I ' l l get over it ," said Diana. 
"You see, when one's appetite gives 

out things become serious." 
"Oh, I'll get over it. One hates to find 

oneself a fool. I am ashamed, humili
ated. I feel I would like to stay here for
ever. I shall be laughed at when I return. 
That man has, perhaps, been arrested by 
now." 

"Were his attentions very marked— 
very public?" 

"Quite. I think I excited some envy. 
Maybe they'll think I've committed sui
cide in despair," and she arose and walked 
up and down in agitation. 

"You'll make yourself ill," said Pan 
after a while. " D o you think you really 
cared, that your affections were really 
engaged?" 

" N o ; I don't. I 'm certain they were 
not. I was vain and stupid and was prop
erly paid," and Diana dried her eyes, and 
bit her lips, and shook her head, and then 
laughed rather pitifully. " Don't worry," 
said she as Pan looked at her dolefully. 
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"I ' l l find a remedy. There are other fish 
in the sea." 

' 'Look out for man-eaters," said Pan. 

At dinner-time Diana pushed her food 
from her again. 

"Look here! This is serious," said 
Pan, alarmed. " Really, we must provide 
diversion, a change of thoughts—'Take 
thou some new infection to thine eye and 
the rank poison of the old will die,' " and 
Pan tried, like a good comrade, to chase 
away Diana's sombre mood. All the eve
ning, with chatter and anecdote, and at
tempts at amusing discussion, he worked 
hard to quell the obstinate spirit which 
possessed her. But when night came he 
retired defeated. Diana would not be 
wooed from her melancholy. 

" I ' m sorry I have been such bad com
pany," said she as she held out her hand. 
"You have been kind, and I am grateful." 

And the evening and the morning were 
the fifth day. 

" I 've been thinking," said Pan shortly 
after sunrise— " I've been thinking, and 
I have discovered the remedy." 

" What is it ? " said Diana, a trifle paler 
than she had appeared up to this time. 

" I shall make love to you," said Pan. 
Diana smiled as much as to say: 

"Don ' t jest." 
" I mean it," said Pan. "You must 

have a tonic. The pulse must be quick
ened, imagination excited, the heart stim
ulated, the appetite restored." 

Diana laughed. 
" I am serious," said Pan. "You can't 

be quite indifferent to me; I'm not hide
ous. I 'm simply glowing with health. I 
have a sort of sprightly intelligence. I'll 
swear I'm honest up to now, and I'm 
firmly persuaded I shall remain so, al
though one can never be quite certain of 
anything. Still, there's my character. 
Diana, I adore you." 

Diana laughed. The color rose to her 
face, however, and a curious thing hap
pened—she ate her breakfast. 

"You see!" said Pan. " I told you. 
The very first dose and you have an ap
petite." 

" I must admit," said Diana, "your 
remedy is diverting and the application of 
it is, as far as I know, novel. These prot

estations are supposed to take away the 
appetite and render maidens all forlorn." 

"Therein lies the art of the practitioner. 
In this case it shall be otherwise. The 
mixture shall be administered constantly, 
the patient kept on the jump day in and 
day out from one emotion to another— 
hope, fear, joy, sorrow, gratification, de
spair, victory, defeat—and finally she sails 
into the harbor of two loving arms, happy 
that the turmoil of so tempestuous a voy
age is past and glad to be at rest." 

Diana laughed again. Then she took a 
turn or two in the sunlight. " P a n , " she 
said at last. " Pan! I feel as if I had 
known you for years. I know you are 
trying to be kind and helpful, but there 
is always danger in playing with fire, and 
this plaything love can be a deadly thing. 
So I am going to be frank with you. You 
remember that rich woman I spoke of 
who had twenty-five million dollars at her 
disposal? Well, I am that woman." 

"The devil you say!" said Pan. 
" I am a widow and I inherited this for

tune from my husband. If I marry again 
I forfeit every penny of it. That 's why I 
took the walk which led me here. I had 
a lot to think about. I feel sure I should 
have decided not to wed. But women are 
weak creatures sometimes. I want to de
vote my life to the regeneration of the 
wretched and the poor. Think of the 
chance I have ! This experience, I believe, 
was inflicted upon me as a warning, a les
son. I t is past. I shall never marry. I 
have thought out my problem. Have you 
thought out yours?" 

" Y e s ! " 
"Can ' t we join forces? You can help 

me; you have, perhaps, the same ideals. 
I have grown to believe much in you. 
For five days we have been pretty close 
to each other; one can learn a lot in five 
such days. Lend me your pen. Thanks. 
And a scrap of paper from one of those 
famous pockets." 

Pan handed her his pen and paper. 
She carefully trimmed a small piece to 
the size of a woman's card. Then with 
care she wrote upon it and handed it to 
Pan. 

"Permit me," said she. " M y card." 
Pan gazed at the card and then at 

Diana. A queer look came into his eyes. 
I t was odd that in what would seem to be 
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his moment of defeat he should appear 
quite triumphant. 

"Won' t you exchange cards?" said 
Diana. 

" No." said Pan, "not now—not just yet. 
I'm going to walk for an hour through 
the forest and think this thing out." 

"Don ' t lose your way," said Diana. 
"Oh, no! I'm familiar with the path 

to the pond." 
"You'll come back—you'll be sure to 

come back?" 
" I ' m not quite sure until I 've thought 

it out. But I believe I shall walk rather 
slowly to the pond and I shall run back 
as hard as I can," and Pan laughed and 
almost skipped out of the doorway. 

"That ' s strange," thought Diana. " H e 
seems to be actually glad, delighted, that 
he must not make love to me," and with 
that perversity which is both maddening 
and alluring Diana tossed her head in the 
sunlight and said something which sound
ed like "Well, I never!" which signified, 
of course, that she had achieved exactly 
what she wanted and did not at all want 
what she had achieved. 

"Hal loo!" cried Pan as he came rac
ing into the open space in something less 
than an hour, and, truly a very creature 
of sun and wind and forest, he stood glow
ing and panting before Diana's open door. 

"Wel l ?" said Diana, and she could not 
help a sort of reciprocal glow as she looked 
upon Pan. 

"Well," said he, " I have thought it 
out." 

"And what have you concluded?" 
" I adore you," said Pan. 
" R e a l l y ! " began Diana , bu t P a n 

stepped forward and took both her hands. 
"You shall love me," he said, and his 

eyes danced gayly. Here was no sombre, 
sighing swain. "You shall love me," said 
Pan, "and you shall give up this fortune 
willingly to be mine, and you shall for
feit everything, and yet you shall be no 
poorer than before." 

"You talk in riddles," said Diana, and 
she tried to take her hands away. " Sure
ly," said she, "you would not force on 
me attentions which are distasteful? " 

"They shall not be distasteful. You 
will love me. It is written in the stars. 
That 's why I wandered here; that 's why 
you were drawn after me; you and I of 

all people in the wide, wide world. I who 
have come four—five thousand miles to 
reach this spot and you who sought me— 
me of all men on earth." 

"Sought y o u ? " 
"Yes, came to me, selected me, found 

me, won me." 
"Won y o u ? " 
"Surely; a little while and you will 

know. It is ordained." 
"Who are y o u ? " said Diana, rather 

frightened. 
"No t yet," said Pan. " I shall not tell 

you yet." 
" But I gave you my name." 
" And I shall give you mine, but in good 

time." 
Then began a strange wooing, Pan ever 

gentle, deferential, worshipful, but already 
triumphant and serene; Diana fearful, re
sisting, fascinated, wondering, awed, by 
turns delighted and terrified. 

"You shall sacrifice this fortune for 
me," said Pan. 

" How can you ask such a sacrifice and 
say that you love m e ? " said Diana. 

" I t is because I love you I ask it," said 
Pan. "You shall choose me before all 
the wealth of the world." 

"Bu t this is horrible," said she. "You 
would deprive me of the glory of admin
istering this vast wealth for the benefit of 
mankind. It is the very thing you de
clared you wished you might do." 

" It is, and you shall do it ," said Pan. 
"If I should love you I lose all," said 

Diana. 
"You shall lose all," said Pan, "and 

you shall gain all by loving me." 
"You mean that you must have the 

satisfaction of seeing me prefer your love 
to my high purpose?" 

" I mean that my love shall be your 
high purpose, and that my high purpose 
shall be your love." 

"Oh, you juggle words," cried Diana, 
"and you torture me. You have me in a 
t rap." 

"Yes ," laughed Pan. "There is no es-
cape. But I shall not persecute you. It 
is all determined. I shall not seize and 
bend you to my wish. No. You shall 
come to me and say: 'Take me; I am 
yours.' " 

Such confidence as this is rather over
whelming. For two days the glad and 
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buoyant and diligent and kindly Pan 
flitted about his domain, ever laughing 
as though possessing some secret under
standing with fate which assured him of 
the achievement of his desire. 

Diana grew to feel that some power 
controlled her and that her own free will 
no longer steered her course. Pan did 
not thrust his suit upon her, but by look 
and tone and by his very absence and 
approaches, by his deference and in a 
thousand silent ways, he told his love. 
He waited as waits the husbandman for 
harvest, patiently, knowing God will 
ripen the fruit in his own time, and that 
one day it will fall or he will take it with 
gentle hand when the hour shall come. 
Thus two days passed. Pan shouted 
mightily but came no sound in answer. 

"They will never come," said Diana. 
"They will not come until the tale is 

told," said Pan. 
"Wha t do you mean?" said Diana. 
"A thing so strange as this has been 

must surely come to flower and to fruit. 
I t is not yet time." 

" P a n ! " said Diana. 
"Yes ." 
"If I should sacrifice this great fortune 

and forego this great purpose, how should 
we live, you and I ? " 

"The sparrows keep house," said Pan. 
"Yes, but they need no income," said 

Diana. 
"Money is merely a token of labor 

done. I have strong arms and some sort 
of a head." 

" I suppose whoever this money went 
to would, even if he were unworthy, at 
least distribute it." 

"Doubtless." 
"You know it goes, in the event of my 

marriage, to a man who I hear is rather a 
bad lot." 

"Rea l ly?" 
"Yes. My husband used to speak of 

him. He was wild and ungovernable as a 
boy. They brought him up to the army, 
but he got religion out West, entered the 
church." 

"Tha t looks bad." 
"Then I think he was turned out of 

the church." 
"That ' s worse." 
"Yes. I t 's pretty bad. You see, he'd 

get this fortune." 
" I t might redeem him." 

" N o t very likely. Do you think we 
ought to let him have i t ? " 

"Yes ." 
" W h y ? " 
" I adore you!" 
"Tha t ' s no reason." 
" I have lost all other reason. That's 

all I want to know." 
" I think I'll shout a little while," said 

Diana, and she sat in that armchair fash
ioned from a barrel, which once had held 
molasses, and she hailed those long-hoped-
for rescuers once more. But as she hailed 
her voice grew lower and more low, and a 
fear came over her that truly some one 
might hear her cry and, hearing, come 
that way. Thus she opened her lips and 
stifled her last "Hal loo!" with her hand. 

"Wha t is th i s?" said she, and lo! a 
shadow fell along the grass where Pan 
stood gazing, confident, secure. 

" Why have you stopped calling ? " said 
Pan. 

" I ' m afraid some one might come," 
said Diana. 

"Tha t ' s true," said Pan. " I have 
thought of that myself. But we shall 
hear no cry until the word is spoken." 

" P a n , " said Diana, and she rose and 
laid her two hands on his breast and 
played with the lapel of his coat. 

" Y e s ? " said Pan. 
"Take me; I am yours," and Diana 

sank into the arms of Pan. 
On the instant came the cry, "Halloo ! 

Halloo!" far away, but surely distin
guishable. 

Above the sounds of the forest a hu
man cry at last. 

"Halloo! Hal loo!" answered Pan. 
" C o m e ! " he said. "We will proceed to 
pack up." 

He led Diana by the hand to the cabin. 
There he took out his fountain pen; he 
took from his pocket that piece of paper 
on which she had written her name. On 
the opposite side he wrote busily for a 
few moments, then he handed the paper 
to Diana. She read with puzzled counte
nance: " I hereby give and devise freely, 
for her sole use, my entire estate to my 
dear wife to administer and enjoy abso
lutely at her own discretion from this day 
forth forever." 

"Bu t , " said Diana, " this is Quixotic." 
"Perhaps," said Pan. "Of course," he 

added, " i t ' s only a small sum. Let me 
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sign it. There!" and he handed back the 
paper. 

Diana gasped for breath. " D o you 
mean to say—?" She could not con
tinue, but stood with open mouth and 
shining eyes. 

A REMEMBERED DREAM 

By Henry van Dyke 

ILLUSTRATIONS BY FRANKLIN BOOTH 

THIS is the story of a dream 
that befell me some five-
and-twenty years ago. I t 
is as vivid in memory as 

1? anything that I have ever 
™ seen in the outward world, 

as distinct as any experience through 
which I have ever passed. Not all dreams 
are thus remembered. But some are. In 
the records of the mind, where the inner 
chronicle of life is written, they are in
tensely clear and veridical. I shall try 
to tell the story of this dream with an 
absolute faithfulness, adding nothing and 
leaving nothing out, but writing the nar
rative just as if the thing were real. 

Perhaps it was. Who can say? 

In the course of a journey, of the be
ginning and end of which I know nothing, 
I had come to a great city, whose name, 
if it was ever told me, I cannot recall. 

I t was evidently a very ancient place, 
for the dwelling-houses and larger build
ings were gray and beautiful with age, and 
the streets wound in and out among them 
wonderfully, like a maze. This city lay 
beside a river or estuary—though this 
was something that I did not find out 
until later, as you will see—and the newer 
part of the town extended mainly on a 
wide, bare street running along a kind of 
low cliff or embankment, where the base
ments of the small houses on the water
side went down below the level of the 
street to the shore. But the older part of 
the town was closely and intricately built, 
with gabled roofs and heavy carved fa
cades hanging over the narrow stone-
paved ways, which here and there led out 
suddenly into an open square. 

It was in what appeared to be the 
largest and most important of these 
squares that I was standing, a little be
fore midnight. I had left my wife and 
our little girl in the lodging which we had 
found, and walked out alone to visit the 
sleeping town. 

The night sky was clear, save for a few 
filmy, racing clouds, which passed over 
the face of the full moon, obscuring it for 
an instant, but never completely hiding 
it—like veils in a shadow dance. The 
spire of the great cathedral was silver fili
gree on the moonlit side, and on the other 
side, black lace. The square was empty. 
But on the broad, shallow steps in front 
of the main entrance of the cathedral two 
heroic figures were seated. At first I 
thought they were statues. Then I per
ceived they were alive, and talking ear
nestly together. 

They were like Greek gods, very strong 
and beautiful, and naked but for some 
slight drapery that fell snow-white around 
them. They glistened in the moonlight. 
I could not hear what they were saying; 
yet I could see that they were in a dispute 
which went to the very roots of life. 

They resembled each other strangely 
in form and feature—like twin brothers. 
But the face of one was noble, lofty, calm, 
full of a vast regret and compassion. 
The face of the other was proud, resent
ful, drawn with passion. He appeared 
to be accusing and renouncing his com
panion, breaking away from an ancient 
friendship in a swift, implacable hatred. 
But the companion seemed to plead with 
him, and lean toward him, and try to 
draw him closer. 

A strange fear and sorrow shook ray 

"I am the man," said Pan. 
"Halloo! Halloo!" The voices were 

quite near by now. 
"Hal loo!" cried Diana and Pan with 

one voice—that is to say, with the voices 
of two who had become one. 
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heart. I felt that this mysterious con
test was something of immense impor
tance; a secret, ominous strife; a menace 
to the world. 

Then the two figures stood up, marvel
lously alike in strength and beauty, yet 
absolutely different in expression and 
bearing, the one calm and benignant, the 
other fierce and threatening. The quiet 
one was still pleading, with a hand laid 
upon the other's shoulder. But he shook 

it off, and thrust his companion away 
with a proud, impatient gesture. 

At last I heard him speak. 
" I have done with you," he cried. " I 

do not believe in you. I have no more 
need of you. I renounce you. I will 
live without you. Away forever out of 
my life!" 

At this a look of ineffable sorrow and 
pity came upon the great companion's 
face. 
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" You are free," he answered. " I have 
only besought you, never constrained you. 
Since you will it, I must leave you, now, 
to yourself." 

He rose into the air, still looking down
ward with wise eyes full of grief and warn
ing, until he vanished in silence among 
the thin clouds. 

The other did not look up, but lifting 
his head with a defiant laugh, shook his 
shoulders as if they were free of a burden. 
He strode swiftly around the corner of 
the cathedral and disappeared among the 
deep shadows. 

A sense of intolerable calamity fell upon 
me. I said to myself: 

"Tha t was Man! And the other was 
God ! And they have par ted!" 

Then the multitude of bells hidden in 
the lace-work of the high tower began to 
sound. I t was not the aerial fluttering 
music of the carillon that I remembered 
hearing long ago from the belfries of the 
Low Countries. This was a confused and 
strident ringing, jangled and broken, full 
of sudden tumults and discords, as if the 
tower were shaken and the bells gave out 
their notes at hazard, in surprise and 
trepidation. 

I t stopped as suddenly as it began. 
The great bell of the hours struck twelve. 
The windows of the cathedral glowed 
faintly with a light from within. 

" I t is New Year's Eve," I thought— 
although I knew perfectly well that the 
time was late summer. I had seen that 
though the leaves on the trees of the 
square were no longer fresh, they had not 
yet fallen. 

I was certain that I must go into the 
cathedral. The western entrance was 
shut. I hurried to the south side. The 
dark, low door of the transept was open. 
I went in. The building was dimly 
lighted by huge candles which flickered 
and smoked like torches. I noticed that 
one of them, fastened against a pillar, was 
burning crooked, and the tallow ran down 
its side in thick white tears. 

The nave of the church was packed 
with a vast throng of people, all standing, 
closely crowded together, like the under
growth in a forest. The rood-screen was 
open, or broken down, I could not tell 
which. The choir was bare, like a clear
ing in the woods, and filled with blazing 
light. 

On the high steps, with his back to the 
altar, stood Man, his face gleaming with 
pride. 

" I am the Lord ! " he cried. "There is 
none above me ! No law, no God ! Man 
is power. Man is the highest of a l l ! " 

A tremor of wonder and dismay, of ex
citement and division, shivered through 
the crowd. Some covered their faces. 
Others stretched out their hands. Others 
shook their fists in the air. A tumult of 
voices broke from the multitude—voices 
of exultation, and anger, and horror, and 
strife. 

The floor of the cathedral was moved 
and lifted by a mysterious ground-swell. 
The pillars trembled and wavered. The 
candles flared and went out. The crowd, 
stricken dumb with a panic fear, rushed 
to the doors, burst open the main en
trance, and struggling in furious silence 
poured out of the building. I was swept 
along with them, striving to keep on my 
feet. 

One thought possessed me. I must get 
to my wife and child, save them, bring 
them out of this accursed city. 

As I hurried across the square I looked 
up at the cathedral spire. I t was sway
ing and rocking in the air like the mast 
of a ship at sea. The lace-work fell from 
it in blocks of stone. The people rushed 
screaming through the rain of death. 
Some were struck down, and lay where 
they fell. 

I ran as fast as I could. But it was 
impossible to run far. Every street and 
alley vomited men — all struggling to
gether, fighting, shouting, or shrieking, 
striking one another down, trampling over 
the fallen—a hideous melee. There was 
an incessant rattling noise in the air, 
and heavier peals as of thunder shook the 
houses. Here a wide rent yawned in a 
wall—there a roof caved in—the windows 
fell into the street in showers of broken 
glass. 

How I got through this inferno I do 
not know. Buffeted and blinded, stum
bling and scrambling to my feet again, 
turning this way or that way to avoid the 
thickest centres of the strife, oppressed 
and paralyzed by a feeling of impotence 
that put an iron band around my heart, 
driven always by the intense longing to 
reach my wife and child, somehow I had 
a sense of struggling on. Then I came 
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into a quieter quarter of the town, and 
ran until I reached the lodging where I 
had left them. 

They were waiting just inside the door, 
anxious and trembling. But I was 
amazed to find them so little panic-
stricken. The little girl had her doll in 
her arms. 

" What is i t ? " asked my wife. "What 
must we d o ? " 

"Come," I cried. "Something fright
ful has happened here. I can't explain 
now. We must get away at once. Come, 
quickly." 

Then I took a hand of each and we 
hastened through the streets, vaguely 
steering away from the centre of the city. 

Presently we came into that wide new 
street of mean houses, of which I have al
ready spoken. There were a few people 
in it, but they moved heavily and feebly, 
as if some mortal illness lay upon them. 
Their faces were pale and haggard with 
a helpless anxiety to escape more quickly. 
The houses seemed half deserted. The 
shades were drawn, the doors closed. 

But since it was all so quiet, I thought 
that we might find some temporary shel
ter there. So I knocked at the door of 
a house where there was a dim light be
hind the drawn shade in one of the 
windows. 

After a while the door was opened by 
a woman who held the end of her shawl 
across her mouth. All that I could see 
was the black sorrow of her eyes. 

"Go away," she said slowly; " the 
plague is here. My children are dying of 
it. You must not come in ! Go away." 

So we hurried on through that plague-
smitten street, burdened with a new fear. 
Soon we saw a house on the riverside 
which looked absolutely empty. The 
shades were up, the windows open, the 
door stood ajar. I hesitated; plucked 
up courage; resolved that we must get 
to the waterside in some way in order to 
escape from the net of death which en
circled us. 

"Come," I said, "let us try to go down 
through this house. But cover your 
mouths." 

We groped through the empty passage
way, and down the basement-stair. The 
thick cobwebs swept my face. I noted 
them with joy, for I thought they proved 
that the house had been deserted for 

some time. We descended into a room 
which seemed to have been the kitchen. 
There was a stove dimly visible at one 
side, and an old broken kettle on the floor, 
over which we stumbled. The back door 
was locked. But it swung outward and 
I broke it open. We stood upon a nar
row, dingy beach, where the small waves 
were lapping. 

By this time the little day had begun 
to whiten the eastern sky; a pallid light 
was diffused; I could see westward down 
to the main harbor, beside the heart of 
the city. The sails and smoke-stacks of 
great ships were visible, all passing out 
to sea. I wished that we were there. 

Here in front of us the water seemed 
shallower. I t was probably only a trib
utary or backwater of the main stream. 
But it was sprinkled with smaller vessels 
—sloops, and yawls, and luggers—all 
filled with people and slowly creeping sea
ward. 

There was one little boat, quite near to 
us, which seemed to be waiting for some 
one. There were some people on it, but 
it was not crowded. 

"Come," I said, " this is for us. We 
must wade out to it." 

So I took my wife by the hand, and 
the child in the other arm, and we went 
into the water. Soon it came up to our 
knees, to our waists. 

"Hurry ," shouted the old man at the 
tiller. " N o time to spare!" 

" Jus t a minute more," I answered, 
"only one minute!" 

That minute seemed like a year. The 
sail of the boat was shaking in the wind. 
When it filled she must move away. We 
waded on, and at last I grasped the gun
wale of the boat. I lifted the child in 
and helped my wife to climb over the side. 
They clung to me. The little vessel be
gan to move gently away. 

"Get in," cried the old man, sharply; 
"get in quick." 

But I felt that I could not, I dared not. 
I let go of the boat. I cried " Good-by," 
and turned to wade ashore. 

I was compelled to go. back to the 
doomed city. I must know what would 
come of the parting of Man from God! 

The tide was running out more swiftly. 
The water swirled around me. I awoke. 

But the dream remained with me, just 
as I have told it to you. 
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I L L U S T R A T I O N S ( W I T H F R O N T I S P I E C E ) BY N . C. W Y E T H 

OUR sails are softly flapping in the whisper of the breeze; 
And our proud and stately stern and the pointed bow before 

Are rising and are falling to the breathing of the seas; 
And the pale moon floods the cockpit, and streaks the high-decked 

floor. 

Oh, Morgan's men are out for you; 
And Blackbeard—buccaneer! 

A score of pirates wait for you 
With torture and with hate for you, 

And not a touch of fear ! 

Our lazy watch is slumbering beneath a roof of stars; 
The noble Don, our Captain, is a Prince in purple dreams; 

Only the weary moon beholds the tracery of spars, 
As she pries into the cabins with her swords of silver beams. 

Oh, Morgan's men are out for you; 
And Blackbeard—buccaneer ! 

A score of pirates wait for you 
With torture and with hate for you, 

A nd not a touch of fear! 

The Golden Galleon 
By Paul Hervey Fox 
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We bear a gorgeous cargo for our Master in Madrid; 
There are rubies like a nigger's head, and ingots by the score; 

Amulets of gold and gems, and anklets in a pyramid; 
And yellow bars piled thick and high against the iron door. 

Oh, Morgan's men are out for you; 
And Blackbeard—buccaneer ! 

A score of pirates wait for you 
With torture and with hate for you, 

And not a touch of fear! 

We had to be a trifle harsh to earn this honest hoard; 
But racks and thumbscrews did the trick, persuading with their pain 

The frightened natives to reveal what we have now on board;— 
And we're sailing with our treasure for the mighty King of Spain! 

Oh, Morgan's men are out for you; 
And Blackbeard—buccaneer/ 

A score of pirates wait for you 
With torture and with hate for you, 

And not a touch of fear! 
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ON T H E ALTAR OF H U N G E R 

By Hugh Wiley 

ILLUSTRATIONS BY A. B. FROST 

IN the darkness of the pilot-
h o u s e C a p t a i n D a v e 
reached for the signal-bells 
and lined up for the swing 
around Paddy Hen Point. 

He stilled the roaring ex
hausts with a symphony of commands to 
the striker in the engine-room. Out of 
the abrupt silence, to the slowly attuning 
ear, there presently came the lesser noises 
of the Mississippi night; the whine of a 
mosquito; voices on the lower deck; the 
patter of the dynamo engine; the clank of 
a pawl on the capstan; a siphon gargling 
the bilge-water out of a leaking barge. 

The undulating wake traced by the 
Gilmore on the glide of the surface water 
merged into a curving pool. Into this 
mirrored plane pattered the drip from the 
wheel-arms. Quickly then there came 
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the gong, " S t a n d b y ! " — t h e jingle, 
twice, "Astern, slow." The big stern-
wheeler and her ten-acre brood of coal 
barges answered reluctantly and with the 
patronizing condescension of greatness 
bowing to authority, but finally obeyed 
the insistent pull of the swinging rudders. 
She pierced the bank of shadows which 
the guest of the pilot had fixed as the 
shore-line. Then, below, there rang the 
signal, "Full ahead!" and the measured 
surge of the engines gave way to the tense 
vibrations that the living, leaping steam 
imparts to all that complex fabric of the 
structure which it drives. Out of the 
shadows, clear of the menace of the black 
shore-line, following true to the arc of the 
circle of Captain Dave's experience, the 
Gilmore shaped fair for the quartering 
four miles to the head of Sycamore Bend. 
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The guest in the pilot-house drew a long 
and thankful breath and tried again, with 
narrowed eyes, to look into and through 
the shadows that masked the shore-line. 
He failed. 

"Time to look through them shaddcrs 
is in daylight, when they ain't any. An' 
then remember what you seen next time 
you make the run—an' run true to your 
rememberin's," explained Captain Dave. 

The door of the pilot-house opened, and 
out of the night there entered a white-
coated pool-player, shipped on as waiter. 
He carried the ten-o'clock "coffee" for 
the pilot and the pilot's guest. Captain 
Dave eliminated a large denatured chew 
of fine-cut and absorbed his coffee. The 
remainder of the menu he ignored. Well 
enough for women and civil engineers 
and guests—these salads and sand
wiches and junk of a similar nature, but 
for a pilot, a Mississippi pilot, coffee, to
bacco, and quinine, traditional necessi
ties only, evade the restrictions of caste. 
Indulgence ruined the most promising 
young pilot on the lower river. He turned 
his appetite loose, took to hotel grub, 
began saving his money, and before any
thing could be done for him he owned a 
farm and two steamboats, and lived in his 
own house in St. Louis, a prosperous and 
horrible example to each succeeding gen
eration of river-men. 

"While back, though," continued Cap
tain Dave, " I wa'n't so puttickler of my 
health. I was in a fix about six bends be
low here, where I'd 'a' gave my cribbage-
board for one o' them there sanwidges. 
Ol' Mississippi sufferin' f'um enlargement 
o' her headwaters, and me and Lafe Davis 
and Cap'n Ed Mitchell was numbered 
with the marooned but hopeless flood vic
tims, starvin' to death complete. We 
was official guardeens of the remains of 
the guv 'men t fleet a t Memphis , an ' 
hadn't anything to eat 'ceptin' a young 
camel. We was in a embarrassin' fix, 
hem' Shriners and unwillin' to promote 
the assassination, but finally a ol' nigger 
we had with us, up and barbecued the 
critter, and as soon as we seed where sym
pathy wouldn't help the camel any, we 
in and et him. Lafe and Ed was gettin' 
pretty ornery to'ard the last, anyway, an' 
the call of their stomachs was a-gittin' the 
best of 'em. When I seed that camel or 

nigger was elected I figgered that camel-
ism was a shade better than— 

"Did your tobacco taste bi t ter ," the 
guest interrupted, "like cocaine or any
thing? Were you out in the sun much 
to-day, or am I a tourist?" 

The air carried an atomized snort of 
fine-cut, expelled in the general direction 
of the starboard sand-box, and Captain 
Dave was silent. 

"Senile depravity!" mused the guest, 
and then the caution born of long asso
ciation with Captain Dave checked the 
criticism that was framing in caustic syl
lables. 

"How old did you say this young calf 
was?" asked the guest in a tentative ef
fort toward peace. 

Memory of a bent but unbroken friend
ship presently had its effect on Captain 
Dave. 

"Camel, I sez, and camel she be. He 
was a yearlin' camel, with an upper lip 
like your own, only not so thirsty-lookin' 
and hairless. I t could just as well been 
zebra or monkey, or, or—or anything, 
because I'm a liar by choice, an' they was 
plenty to pick from, but I 'd rather tell 
you nothin' but the truth. I t will be 
warped out of shape bad enough by the 
time your paper gets it, anyway. An' 
Deelayno got paid good government cash 
for his camel." 

"Where did this rouster of a Delano 
sneak aboard?" the guest asked scepti
cally. 

" H e was the Irish-Italian, sole owner 
an' proprietor of the camel before we 
took him off his hands. He was cap
tain of a side-wheel collection of dum' 
broots entitled ' Deelayno's Mammoth 
Menagerie.' He had a yellow dimund an' 
cuffs and a mustash. He cruised around 
the Illinois corn belt long enough to foul 
up on a string of financial snags, feed-
bills an' the like. Backin' around one 
mornin' in the Egypt country below Ches
ter, he let go both lead-lines and fetches 
up a no-bottom soundin' in his treasury 
department. The dago in him says, 
'Quit, ' and tempts him to hit the poker 
circuit at Hot Springs, but the Irish in 
him was for killin' off the landlord of the 
livery-stable where the mammoth outfit 
had dropped anchor. He compromised 
by makin' a fool of himself, and sold two 
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of his hay-burnin' elephants for three 
thousand dollars, f. o. b. Cairo, Illinois. 

"The hull of the Belle of Dixie that 
used to run in the Anchor Line was rot-
tin' her timbers below the landin' at Ches
ter an' dreamin' of better days. She 
was too roundin' in the guards for a wharf-
boat an' too light built for a freight-barge, 
an' generally useless, so Deelayno bought 
her. Pretty soon he had a bull gang at 
work strippin' her from wheel-houses to 
rudders, and in a little while there wasn't 
nothing left on deck but her hog-chains 
and some outboard stanchions an' some 
oil stains where the nigger oilers used to 
paint up her engine-room chasin' her 
cross-heads with their oil-cans. 

"Then these here hand-axe experts 
framed a fleet of bull pens on deck, with 
gangways fore and aft, and tacked a light 
pine roof over the whole works to keep the 
tropical animals from gettin' sunstruck. 
The old Belle woke up and realized that, 
instead of bein' the virtuous craft that 

went to sleep in the late eighties, she was 
nothin' more than a screamin' hag of a 
red-hulled circus boat. Her remorse was 
terrible to see. Some say that it drove 
her to suicide, and some holds that her 
first sweetheart, the old river, killed her. 
I don't know nothin' about that, but any
way she died mighty soon after her red 
pa in t became noticed by respectable 
boats. Well, after she was all painted up, 
this here Deelayno shipped on a crew of 
horse-marines to chaperon the remains of 
his mammoth outfit, and bought himself 
a little towboat. These here members 
of his crew was used to livery-stable rou
tine and discipline, and some of 'em took 
to the water palace under a slow bell. 
Two or three of 'em walked overboard in 
their sleep and gummed up the christen-
in', but pretty soon Deelayno got things 
lined out and cut loose head-lines and 
head-liners for a whirlwind tour of the 
river towns. 

" At the first few landin's this here float-
170 
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ing grafter accumulated considerable 
loose change from the brunette Republi
cans an' poor whites that swarmed aboard 
when he dropped his stagin', but along in 
June the cotton begun to claim the atten
tions of his prospective victims and the 
cash receipts begun to droop an' die. 
About that time the snows up north be
gun slushin' under the sun, and the cloud
burst season opened in full vigor through 
Iowa, Missouri, Illinois, and all way 
landin's. The mule pilot that was ad
miral of Deelayno's squadron, bein' un
able to carry more than sixty pounds in 
his boilers without springin' his mud-
drums, sized up the situation, landed at 
Pecan Point, and made fast with all the 
lines he carried. Then he quit. Dee-
layno let the dago part of himself froth at 
the mouth for quite a while, and then the 
accumulatin' drift an' yellow water, an' 

the reports of levees bu'stin' down the 
river, convinced him that land was a safe 
place for the Irish. He turned all hands 
loose on shore-leave except a watchman 
that he left on board to feed the animals, 
and hunted up a poker game in the little 
town. 

"The old river got so high that it 
looked like she was usin' up all the wa
ter in the world. Then she turned in 
and perduced a five-foot raise overnight. 
Some of us captains on the government 
fleet at West Memphis had seen consid
erable high water, but a day or two after 
the distress reports begun to come in 
from the Arkansas bottoms and the east-
shore levee country this flood looked like 
a record-breaker. The eighty-foot spars 
runnin' from the decks of the barges and 
drivers in the fleet to the river bank be
gun to get too short. The banks went 

" H e was bein' showered with quite a lot of sympathy,"—Page 176. 
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out of sight in twenty feet of water, and 
there was no land in sight closer than the 
Memphis bluffs. Then most of the spars 
tripped, and we was swingin' on the head
lines, with every now and then a dead-man 
pullin' out and slackin' up all the spring-
lines in sight. On Sunday mornin' the 
mail-tug come racin' across from Mem
phis with telegraphic orders for every 
available steamer to head down-stream 
into the levee district where people was 
livin' in trees. The steamboats and tugs 
and tenders all coaled up an' took off 
down-stream on a life-savin' expedition. 
Me and Lafe Davis, better known as 
the Baptist Pilot, Cap'n Ed Mitchell, a 
couple of engineers, and about a dozen 
niggers was left in charge of the two or 
three million dollars' worth of barges and 
pile-drivers and quarter-boats that made 
up the rest of the fleet. The pile-drivers 
was at the for'd end of this string, ketch-
in' most of the drift; then come our quar
ter-boat, and at the aft end was the nig
ger quarter-boat, cut off from ours by a 
couple of coal-barges. 

"Sunday night found us busy holdin' 
services up for'd on the drivers, polin' off 
drift. I t got to comin' so thick that us 
captains almost took a hand ourselves— 
that'll give you an idee how bad it was. 

"As close as I can figger, I'd guess it 
was about an hour or two after midnight 
that Deelayno's Mammoth Menagerie 
parted her head-lines an' other home ties 
an' started down the river from Pecan 
Point. The animal guardeen of Dee
layno's was controllin' things with a bot
tle of squirrel whiskey. This didn't seem 
to help things much until he had drifted 
about eight miles. Then the ark lined 
up for the Memphis bridge and headed 
straight for the cuttin' edge of the Arkan
sas pier. This here guardeen of the ani
mals seen what was due to happen, an' 
he drunk the remainin' part of the whis
key in a hurry. I t give him nerve enough 
to let him unlock the gates of the animal 
dens. Then he accumulated one of these 
here high-floatin', heavy-set circus horses 
and him and this steed went overboard. 
They made the Memphis side, ten miles 
down-stream. As soon as he landed he 
started dryin' himself out walkin' to 
Memphis, leadin' the horse. Him and 
himself had an awful struggle on the way 

back to town on the question of tele-
phonin' Deelayno the news that the 
trained income-bearin' stock was swim-
min' for New Orleans when last sighted, 
but finally the worst side of him won out 
and he took real pleasure in tellin' Dee
layno the discouragin' details. As soon 
as Deelayno gets word of the break-up 
he started down-stream in his little tow-
boat, figgerin' on salvagin' as many of the 
critters as he could locate. 

" In the meantime, back on the ark the 
animals poured out into the gangways as 
soon as the gates was unlocked, an' be
gan mixin' things up an' tryin' to decide 
which of their little playmates they'd eat 
first—sociable-like. Then the whole she
bang hit the bridge-pier an' their mutual 
grievances was sort of drowned under a 
common peril of eighty feet of twelve-
mile water. The old Belle consigned her 
cargo to the mercy of the yellow eddies, 
rolled over on her side, an' began her last 
long sleep in the compassionate arms of 
the big river. The animals hadn't no 
choice. The old lion let a couple o' roars 
outen his insides, like the Rees Lee chimin' 
a port-side passin' whistle, an' made his 
dive. 

"Down on the drivers, where I was 
encouragin' the niggers with the flat side 
of a barrel stave and a few brief words 
of advice, I heard this here lion's siren 
boomin' through the dawn. ' Relief boat 
at last, thank God!' thinks I. I went 
back on the run an' woke up Cap'n Ed 
and Lafe and shook out the two engi
neers. They was all sleepin' in their 
clothes, ready for a quick turnout. Lafe 
an' Ed an' me lined up on deck for'd, a 
bulgin' our eyes out through the mornin' 
fog that laid driftin' along on the surface 
of the water, tryin' to locate the relief 
boat. All of a sudden the fog up for'd 
began spoutin' niggers. They was comin' 
our way an' workin' at it hard. The last 
one of 'em in line was arguin' with a big 
yeller varmint that was a ridin' him. 
Cap'n Ed started for 'em on the run, in-
tendin' to crowd 'em back to work be
cause we couldn't take no chances on the 
drift. I figgered I was goin' crazy with 
responsibility. Then I seen a mule on the 
aft end of the closest pile-driver, with 
white stripes goin' round an' round him. 
I turned to Cap'n Lafe. 'Lafe,' says I, 



" We woke up quick, because the lion walked into the door of the cabin."—Page 178. 

'man to man, did I or did I not borry 
your whiskey often you this mornin'? ' 
Lafe steps to the rail to spit before re-
plyin', him bein' at work on his ante-
breakfast chew an' speechless with nach-
eral leaf. He spits square in the eye 
of a first-class anaconda snake that was 
slitherin' around in the water alongside. 
Lafe seen this snake—and seen him 
plenty. The snake was forty feet longer 
than a piece of rope an' as big around as 
a cow. Lafe started to pray. He prayed 
real loud for a minute or two, and then 
the human in him caught up with the 
Baptist part an' he begun cussin'. He 
swallered his tobacco, which had been 
garglin' up his language considerable, an' 
started after my shotgun which was lent 
to one of the boys down the river. 

"Then out of the fog an' driftin' close, 

just missin' us by the length of an oar, 
there comes the wreck of the Belle. I seen 
the starboard advertising and got a flash 
of 'DELANO'S MAMMOTH MENAGERIE ' 
painted on her, and sized things up with 
considerable relief. There was a couple 
of monkeys and some other little furrin' 
animals a ridin' high on the wreck and 
complainin' that the place seemed less 
homelike every minute. 

"The niggers got past Cap'n Ed, and 
when the wreck of the Belle swung into 
the blanket of fog they was aft on their 
own quarter-boat. Ed came back, and 
we both thought of the probability of the 
big animals from the menagerie havin' 
landed up for'd. We had guessed it right. 
The big job was to cut the gangway be
tween us an' them before they found it. I 
slung a turn or two of the stagin' falls 
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around the little capstan that was settin' 
aft o' the bitts, and heaved in enough 
slack to clear the outboard end of the 
stagin' that bridged the gap to the deck 
of the last pile-driver. When she cleared, 
Ed swung her outboard. I grabbed an 
axe an' cut the falls, an' stagin' an' all 
goes overboard with a splash. 

"This here business cut us off from the 
menagerie that was beginnin' to be fes
tooned over the driver fleet, and left 'em 
marooned complete except for two or 
three head-lines that run to the drivers 
from the quarter-boat. 

"Then Ed and me went above and 
into the cabin. Cap'n Lafe was fightin' 
through the Celt-Drool part of a hundred-
pound cyclopedy, lookin' for some en-
lightenin' remarks on delirium tremens. 
I headed him into 'circus,' and remarked 
to Ed that Lafe would have to wear his 
halo on a pair of horns if his Baptist ten
dencies ever got him crowned. Ed lis
tened to Lafe cussin' for a minute and 
agreed with me. 

"Then the three captains of us and the 
two engineers, and old Dad Pepper, the 
nigger chambermaid—a male in spite of 
title and occupation—sets down an' goes 
into a council of war. We got to arguin' 
pretty loud, but mighty soon the me
nagerie starts out on a breakfast anthem 
up for'd, an' drowned us out. Cap'n Ed 
gets fidgety an' goes aft to roust out the 
desertin' drift handlers an' to get 'em 
busy on the lines an' cables such as was 
holdin'. In a minute he busted back 
into the council, heavin' and rattlin' in 
his chest. ' Niggers is gone !' he yells. 
'Quarter-boat an' fuel-barges is adrift 
and swingin' out o' sight round Sandy 
Bend!' 

" We settled down to some heavy think-
in'. The lion let a roar out of himself to 
remind us of our troubles, and the drift 
kept pilin' up. We knowed that a lit
tle more of it would bring them drivers 
and the accumulated menagerie a bustin' 
down on us, and the place was plenty 
crowded as it was. We went into execu
tive session, me takin' command as senior 
officer present. We was all scared and 
formal and reg'lar. Cap'n Lafe rose up 
on his hind legs, tremblin' a little, an' 
proposes that we seek freedom an' safety 
by cuttin' loose an' driftin' away from the 

up-stream jungle. This would have been 
showin' the same common sense that the 
niggers used when they cut loose, but 
Cap'n Ed, stickin' true to the regelations 
an' rules, up an' lands on him. ' I hired 
out to Uncle Sam to be a capting on this 
here fleet, an' floatin' Hades though she 
be, I ain't aimin' to be destroyin' no 
property nor a cuttin' of none adrift, nor 
o' lettin' none be cut if I can help it.' 
He snorted and set down. 

" I squinted up at the transom lights. 
A couple of green-headed parrots was a 
peekin' in at the perceedin's. 'Thank 
God that lions ain't got no wings,' thinks 
I, and then Lafe got up and the Baptist 
in him was a boilin' over. 

' " T h i s here perfessional hero on my 
left,' he begins, 'is set on savin' a couple 
o' hemp lines at the risk o' losin' consid
erable hooman life. There ain't nothin' 
about that in the official reg'lations, an' 
me for one is in favor o' cuttin' loose now, 
sudden, an' trustin' to the Creator of all 
things, includin' pilots an' other dummed 
animils, to fetch us safe into the harbor 
of ' 

' ' Try it on the lion, Daniel! ' sings out 
Cap'n Ed. Just then a parrot up aloft 
recovered some of his circus words. 
' Hey, rube ! Hey, rube ! Soak the lousy 
bull! ' he squawks, hoarse-like, and we all 
begins to laugh at Lafe. Finally Lafe 
started a crooked sort of a smile, and the 
battle was side-tracked with us all start-
in' in an' forgivin' our enemies. Then we 
decided that the best way out of it was 
for one of us to make a try at the Mem
phis shore in a skiff. Lafe immediately 
elected himself for the trial, bein' a young 
and vigorous hero when there was a 
chance of escapin' any real trouble. He 
changed his mind as soon as we found 
out that they ain't no skiff there except-
in' a little round-bottomed, clinker-built 
toy like they have in parks. Then Cap'n 
Ed volunteered to take a chance. He 
stepped into this skiff and run his homely 
foot through the bottom of it, and liked 
to drowned before we could get a heavin'-
line around him. 

"We give up this project and tried a 
new tack by electin' Dad Pepper to swim 
the river. We give him his orders accord
ingly, which he takes. He went into 
a stateroom and stripped naked, and 
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started to oil hisself down like a perfes-
sional swimmer. All of a sudden he re
membered the big anaconda snake that 
Lafe spit on, and right there Dad Pepper 
decided the best thing he could do was to 
get real sick before he got to where the 
snake could make him sicker. Accord

" The lion . . . joined in the chorus of the prayin' with a hearty bass roar ."—Page 178. 

ingly he was hit immediate with a bafflin' 
misery that got him fore and aft. We 
gave him a cupful o' castor-oil, humane-
like, and forgot him whilst castin' about 
for some new channel outen our troubles. 
By that time it's eight o'clock, and a 
beautiful June mornin'—on land. The 
animils up for'd began to miss their break
fast and complained about it in a language 
that conveys their meanin' perfect. 

" ' Purty soon they'll be hungry enough 
to eat each other,' says Cap'n Ed, and 
that cheers us up a little until we figger 
out that we'll have a champeen to deal 
with, sooner or later, accordin' to the 
survival-o'-the-fittest theory. Only one 
thing to it—they has to be fed. We de
cided this in council and looked at the 
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nigger. He begun to howl, not rightly in-
terpretin' our looks. So we sent him be
low, and he hauled all the meat outen the 
ice-chest, and all the vegetables and such 
truck, and carried 'em up for'd. We give 
him orders to feed the animils an' left 
him. He bunched up all the vegetables 

and heaved 'em over to the driver. The 
lion and the tiger—line, hairy devils they 
was—cast scornful looks at the garden-
truck, but when Dad Pepper throwed 'em 
the first chunk of meat on the end of a 
light line they went after it so fast it like 
to drug the old man into the river, line 
and all bein' accepted. Well, this old fool 
oversteps his orders and sacrifices all the 
grub on board while we was debatin' some 
way outen our accumulatin' troubles, and 
by the time we got to where we was think-
in' about a little grub for ourselves they 
wa'n't nothin' left 'ceptin' a little coffee 
and some salt an' pepper. 

" In council assembled, Cap'n Ed pro
poses that the second engineer try a swim 
for it—him bein' slim and a good swim-
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mer and generally useless as a engineer. 
We argues that the anaconda is forty 
miles down-stream anyhow by this time, 
and, bein' that this engineer had made 
a verbal hero of himself in the past hour 
or two, he decided to back up his remarks 
with action. This he don't feel like doin' 
until he can get his courage up to the 
bilin'-point, which he proposes to do with 
a few drinks of liquor. We turned in 
and perduced the remains of our various 
flasks and bottles, and the result is about 
enough to get a Democrat talkative— 
three small drinks. So we reinforced this 
with a pint of Jamaica ginger and two bot
tles of lemon extract. The hero started 
in, and pretty soon we seen that we over
done it again, for when we looked around 
for him he was layin' in a stateroom, 
drunk as a goat. With this blow our 
last hope faded, an' the drift was pilin' 
up. 

"About noon we was starvin' to death, 
more from the lack of a chance to eat 
than from any regular eatin' habit, but 
we was ravenous in our heads, no mat
ter what our stummicks was thinkin'. I 
finally fell in an' consented with my offi
cial approval to havin' a try at some of 
the eatable wild beasts that was roamin' 
around over the driver fleet. We all as

sembled up for'd with a couple of heavin'-
lines. The menagerie was restless and 
millin' around so that we had no trouble 
gettin' plenty of action at the merry-go-
round. Out of the whole bunch, though, 
we couldn't select any toothsome beast 
except the antelope—without countin' 
the bear. The bear was welcome to his 
liberty as long as he could keep it out of 
the front paws of the tiger. Pretty soon 
Cap'n Lafe aimed at the antelope with 
his heavin'-line and managed to drop his 
loop over the young camel. Over the side 
we hauled the brute. Heavin' him up 
over the five-foot guards of our quarter-
boat liked to choked him to death, so that 
by the time we got him on deck he was 
bein' showered with quite a lot of sym
pathy. Dad Pepper was standin' ready 
with an axe, but Cap'n Ed promised to 
kill the ol' nigger if he made so much as 
one pass at the poor, dumb camel. 

"This here sympathy for the camel 
lasted about five minutes, and right then 
I give old mister chambermaid some or
ders that was orders. The immejit re
sults was five guv'ment men eatin' camel-
steaks faster'n Dad Pepper could cook 
'em—faster'n a dog could eat liver. Thev 
tasted like a beautiful dream, like camel-
steaks ought to taste. They changes us 

"T-T-T-Ti-Tiger! In the n-n-next room ! ' " — P a g e 179. 



" H o l d i n ' on tight to the old beast 's mane . . . cuffs, diamond, and mustash, was Deelayno." 
—Page 179. 

from cross-grained old pirates to regular 
human bein's in ten minutes. 

" After the first big rush we began de-
batin' out our idees. The world looked 
brighter, and we decided that waitin' 
was about all we could do, that bein' 
generally the easiest thing to start at 
after you get a big meal into you. So 
we was waitin'—comfortable. We waited 

all peaceful an' comfortable for about 
three minutes or so, and then the head
lines for'd of the drivers busted. The 
next thing come a boomin' and a crackin', 
and the pile-driver fleet floated down onto 
us. When the drivers hit us the fleet of 
'em broke up. Two or three of 'em would 
hang on the port side, balancin' two or 
three that would be swingin' on the star-
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board. Then their lines would part and 
away they'd go. When all the roarin' and 
crashin' and poppin' was over, and we 
was figgerin' what a simple thing life was 
a gettin' to be, and thankin' the Lord that 
the menagerie was driftin' down the river 
away from us, and that our own lines 
was holdin', we woke up. 

"We woke up quick, because the lion 
walked into the door of the cabin. I 
jumped thirty feet from a settin' start 
and landed back of a locked door in my 
own stateroom. With all of that record-
breakin', though, Lafe an' Ed was there 
ahead of me. Ed and me looked at each 
other. Then we looked at Lafe. He was 
prayin' again, and prayin' good and hard 
and loud. Ed and me waited for him to 
finish, meanwhile lockin' the outboard 
door an' castin' our eyes around for some-
thin' to kill a lion with. All of a sudden 
the lion heard Lafe and come up to the 
inside door of our stateroom and joined in 
the chorus of the prayin' with a hearty 
bass roar that shook Lafe's upper teeth 
out onto the floor. They was false teeth, 
but he done well without 'em. He hung 
a couple o' tons on the safety valve of his 
verbosity and started out stronger than 
the lion—like there never had been any 
real prayin' done before. I t was queer to 
hear him chewin' his words without the 
upper teeth. He got so eloquent that he 
begun to consider himself the champeen 
prayerist of the known world, and me and 
Ed was beginnin' to admire part of what 
he was sayin', when all of a sudden this 
here sand-bar Baptist swings into the 
grandest string of eighteen-carat cuss-
words we'd ever heard. He changed his 
style quick an' surprising like a boiler ex-
plodin'. He was on his knees lookin' up 
at the transom light over the outside door, 
from whence was comin' his inspiration, 
when into the transom drifted the head 
and shoulders of our old friend the ana
conda snake. Lafe finished his oration 
on his stummick, under my bed. Me and 
Ed joined him there. Ed was a little older 
than I was and some dazed with the sud
den change in Lafe's oration, and so he 
drawed the outside edge of our retreat. 
Pretty soon he begun to pass the word to 
the two of us on the inside. Snake bulle
tins, they sure was, fresh from the ob
server. Shaller, at first, like crossin' some 

of the upper river bars, and then the 
soundin's got deeper. 

" ' Head an' two feet of um, green and 
wrigglin'.' 

" ' D ' y e think he can make it through?' 
I asks. 

' " M a k e i t ! He's makin' it with every 
move, all flattened out an' bigger'n a sick 
horse. Three feet, scant! ' 

"The lion, near the inside door, ripped 
up a section of linoleum offen the floor 
and et it fer practice, the way it sounded. 

" 'How far in is he now?' mumbles 
Lafe. Ed took a look, after callin' up all 
his courage. 'Four an' a half, an' com
in' strong,' he says. 'Here's your teeth, 
before he gets 'em.' Lafe restored the 
teeth to his face after I passed 'em over, 
and then he began grittin' 'em and gnash-
in' 'em and takin' all the comfort he could 
git outen 'em. I t was sure tough on him, 
bein' so mad and havin' to grit his gums 
together instead of his teeth. I figgered 
that if he'd have been a beaver he could 
have gnawed through to the adjoinin' 
stateroom in a minnit or two. Havin' the 
idee, I worked on it quick. 'Here, ' I 
says, ' take this here knife and cut a 
panel outen that partition before that 
long green son of a gun gets close enough 
to kiss you.' Lafe took the knife and be
gun whittlin' like a crazy man. 

" 'Six feet!' yells Ed just then. 
"The lion roared, hardly satisfied with 

the linoleum. Lafe broke a blade of the 
knife just as he got half-way around the 
first panel with a fairly deep groove. 

'"Whit t le , Lafe, fer God's sake,' I says. 
'They squeeze you to death, and ol' Ed 
is too fat to die easy that way. Let me 
whittle.' Lafe was gruntin' and blowin' 
sweat and lint and dust out of his eyes, 
an' whittlin' fast, but he wouldn't trade 
places for a second. Next to the wall 
meant first man out. 

" ' Six feet of him in ! Crowd over a lit
tle, Dave; the damned thing is threat-
enin' me with his eyes !' yelled Ed. 

"The old lion cut loose a roar and made 
a scratch at the inside door that jarred 
the hinges loose. 

"Just then Lafe let out a scream that 
curled my hair. He had the panel loosed 
up, and tore half of it out and looked into 
the next room and square into a pair of 
big green eyes. 
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" ' T - T - T - T I - T I G E R ! In the n-n-next 
room! BIGGER'N A MULE !' bu'sts out Lafe. 
I laid still and done some real thinkin'. 
Ed laid his head down in his hands and 
closed his eyes. Then he jumped up and 
grabbed a little chair and begun whalin' 
at the snake. Pretty soon the snake got 
tired of dodgin' and hooked his head be
tween the rungs of the chair and folded 
the thing up real slow and made good 
kindlin' wood out of it. Ed dropped onto 
the floor and laid there. Lafe liked to 
shoved me out into range of the snake, 
tryin' to back away from the little open-
in' leadin' into the room where the tiger 
was waitin'. I got out my fountain pen 
and wrote my will on a old envelope. I 
give the pen to Lafe, and he wrote his 
will. 'You want to write your will, Ed, 
old boy? ' says I. 'No, ' he says. ' I 
been workin' for the guv'ment too long 
to need one. Eight feet! Here, eat my 
leg if you want to, damn you, EAT my leg! 
I dast you.' The snake was gettin' about 
ready to call Ed's bluff when the lion let 
go another crash at the door, an' Ed 
joined us again, under the bed. Seemed 
like the lion shook the whole boat when 
he hit the door. He jarred us so heavy 
that it seemed like the head-lines lettin' 
go, and then I figgered that that wouldn't 
shake us any. 

"The lion fetched another grand wallop 
at the door, and a panel busted in, but 
the lock and hinges was holdin' fine. I 
heard the head of the anaconda scrapin' 
along on the floor. The tiger in the next 
stateroom was lookin' through at Lafe 
and lickin' his chops. Lafe wasn't doin' 

any prayin' nor cussin' nor nothin'—just 
a layin' there and meditatin', quiet. 

"The lion made another run at the 
door—and come crashin' into the room. 
Somethin' told me we had played our 
last hand—and lost; but holdin' on tight 
to the old beas t ' s mane, t a lk in ' low, 
cuffs, diamond, and mustash, was Dee-
layno. 

"We esteemed that little dago, high. 
The bump I'd felt, instead of bein' the 
lion or the head-lines, was the landin' 
alongside of his little tow-boat. He had 
some of his trainers with him, and when 
Ed and Lafe and me got outside, slow 
and careful, they was roundin' up the last 
of the local section of the menagerie. A 
little sawed-off runt was leadin' the lion 
onto the boat, leadin' him by the mane, 
and callin' him pet names. Deelayno 
was scratchin' the anaconda on the back 
of the head and singin' to him. 

" I walked back into my stateroom. 
Ed was there, lookin' at the bloody skin 
of the defunct camel. Old Dad Pepper 
had throwed it into my room that morn-
in', thinkin' I'd like a camel rug after it 
was tanned. 'Reckon the smell of the 
blood attracted 'em, Ed,' says I ." 

Captain Dave squinted into the dark
ness. "See them shadders there—that's 
the head of Sycamore Bend." 

In the darkness of the pilot-house he 
reached for the signal-hooks. His guest 
looked deep into the shadows that banked 
the shore-line. Out of these shadows 
gleamed the eyes of a lion and a tiger and 
a snake. 
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T H E L I T T L E ROOM O F D R E A M S 

By Robert Underwood Johnson 

I 

N E X T to the shelving roof it stood— 
My boyhood's cosey bed; 

So near I felt the serried storm 
Go charging o'er my head. 

' T i s fifty summers, yet I hear 
The branch against the pane, 

The midnight owl, the thunder crash, 
The rhythm of the rain. 

The golden apples long desired 
Fell thumping from the trees, 

Till Dream transformed them to the fruit 
Of fair Hesperides. 

The owl within his chimney porch 
Became Minerva's own, 

The lightning was the bolt of Jove, 
Each tree a dryad's groan. 

From there the flames of Troy were seen, 
There Salamis was won; 

Now Hannibal would cross the Alps, 
And now Napoleon. 

On Valley Forge's scene of prayer 
My winter window gave; 

Red Jacket there was eloquent, 
And Osceola brave. 

Who could divine that from my sill 
Fought wounded Ivanhoe? 

That there I saw Sir Galahad 
Gleam in the moon below? 

Who knew that I was veteran 
Of Bayard's noble strife?— 

That there for many a hapless maid 
I offered up my life? 

There, too, I knew the midnight trance 
Of not unwholesome grief 

(Since tears for others' sorrow shed 
Bring to our own relief); 

I felt the lash on Uncle Tom, 
And mourned Don Quixote's fall; 

With David wept for Absalom, 
With Dombey, Little Paul. 
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The Little Room of Dreams 

More oft a father's bedtime lore 
So filled with joy the night, 

I woke at dawn from rosy dreams 
Expectant of delight. 

For I had roamed the enchanted wood 
With Puck or Rosalind, 

Or shared with dainty Ariel 
The visions of the wind. 

I I 

Another little bed I know— 
With dreams I never knew— 

That holds a maid as brave and fair 
As she Carpaccio drew. 

Her fragrant pillow oft I seek 
To find its magic power, 

As one recalls a day of youth 
By the perfume of a flower. 

The beasts that did my sleep affright 
Are from her fancy hid. 

She finds the jungle full of friends, 
As little Mowgli did. 

For her the AEsop of our day 
Summons his crafty clan. 

The Bluebird is her happy goal, 
Her hero, Peter Pan. 

What visions of a spirit-world 
About her slumber float, 

Pure as the Swan whose Silver Knight 
Glides in a silver boat! 

There, too—most blessed of the dreams 
That have the world beguiled— 

An Angel with a lily kneels 
To greet the Holy Child. 

Far be the time when care and toil 
Shall wrest these joys away, 

Whereby this darling of my blood 
Makes yesterday to-day. 

For ah!—so near the things that be 
Are to the things that seem— 

Soon I to her, as Youth to me, 
Shall be a thing of dream. 

O Thou, the Father of us all, 
Whose many mansions wait, 

To whose dear welcome each must come 
A child at Heaven's gate: 

In that fair house not made with hands 
Whatever splendor beams, 

Out of Thy bounty keep for me 
A little room of dreams. 
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WHAT THE COUNCIL OF NATIONAL 
DEFENSE IS AND WHAT IT HAS DONE 

By Grosvenor Clarkson 
Secretary of the Council of National Defense and of the Advisory Commission 

THE activities of the Council 
of National Defense and 
its Advisory Commission, 
in a very definite, almost 
d ramat ic , measure, mark 
the ent rance into Amer

ican governmental affairs of the non
partisan business man, engineer, and 
scientist. The present work of both 
bodies is based on the irresistible and 
hard-won knowledge that modern war is 
an enterprise to which military men alone 
have ceased to be called—that it enlists 
the specialists of every industry and every 
science from the fighting line clear back 
to the last line of defense. As Howard 
Coffin—who, more than any other man, 
started the movement for industrial pre
paredness in this count ry—has said: 
" T w e n t i e t h - c e n t u r y warfare demands 
that the blood of the soldier must be 
mingled with from three to five parts of 
the sweat of the man in the factories, 
mills, mines, and fields of the nation in 
arms." 

With a full realization then that battles 
are won not alone by fighting men but 
by fighting co-ordinated industries, the 
Council of National Defense and its Ad
visory Commission settled down to real 
business on March 1, 1917. Since that 
date the record has been one of steady, 
g r o u n d - b r e a k i n g a c c o m p l i s h m e n t s 
brought about by only the hardest kind of 
hard work. What has been done reaches 
nearly to an epic. After the President de
livered his war message before the Con
gress, the speed was redoubled. To-day 
(this paper is being written in the middle 
of June) the statement is justified that 
probably no similar governmental body 
has ever put behind it as much solid result 
in the first seventy days of a great war. 

At the outbreak of the war the vital 
thing in Washington was a thoroughgoing 
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understanding of needs as a basis of prep
aration for acts. For example, to put a 
million men in the field without proper 
equipage was merely to turn loose a mob. 
The needs of such a force, down to the last 
button, and how best to supply these 
needs, had to be ascertained. This stock
taking was largely in the hands of the 
Advisory Commission of the Council, and 
similar stock-taking, conducted along the 
most efficient lines of business, in almost 
every channel necessary to be utilized for 
the successful prosecution of a war, has 
been carried forward in the same hands or 
through subordinate bodies of the Coun
cil itself. This vital inventory of the na
tion's war-time needs should be borne 
strongly in mind by those who expect a 
government not possessing a great mili
tary establishment to turn immediately 
from peace-time pursuits to the battle
field. An impregnable foundation for the 
national defense must first be built, and 
it is precisely this imperative and cardinal 
duty with which the Council of National 
Defense has been engaged. 

Primarily created by Congress for 
peace-time effort in mobilizing the re
sources of the nation, the Council of Na
tional Defense and its Advisory Com
mission were caught in the travail of war 
and almost overnight the machinery of 
both bodies was adjusted to the uses of 
modern conflict. The transition was not 
particularly difficult for the reason, in the 
words of President Wilson, that " the 
Council of National Defense was created 
because the Congress has realized that 
the country is best prepared for war when 
thoroughly prepared for peace. From an 
economical point of view there is now-
very little difference between the ma
chinery required for commercial efficiency 
and that required for military purposes. 
In both cases the whole industrial mecha-
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nism must be organized in the most effec
tive way." 

The present function, then, of the Coun
cil of National Defense and its Advisory 
Commission is to co-ordinate and swing 
in behind the government of the United 
States every industrial resource of the 
country, the original act of Congress read
ing that the Council is charged with the 
"creation of relations which will render 
possible in time of need the immedi
ate concentration and utilization of the 
resources of the nation"—a reasonably 
large order. 

The Council is further charged with the 
following duties: 

i. To supervise and direct investigations and 
make recommendations to the President and the 
heads of Executive Departments as to: 

(a) The location of railroads with reference to 
the frontier of the United States, so as to render 
possible expeditious concentration of troops and 
supplies to points of defense. 

(b) The co-ordination of military, industrial, 
and commercial purposes in the location of ex
tensive highways and branch lines of railroads. 

(c) The utilization of waterways. 
(d) The mobilization of military and naval 

resources for defense. 
(e) The increase of domestic production of 

articles and materials essential to the support 
of armies and of the people during the inter
ruption of foreign commerce. 

(/) The development of sea-going transporta
tion. 

(g) Data as to amounts, location, method, and 
means of production, and availability of military 
supplies. 

(h) The giving of information to producers 
and manufacturers as to the class of supplies 
needed by the military and other services of 
the government, the requirements relating there
to, and the creation of relations which will render 
possible in time of need the immediate concen
tration and utilization of the resources of the 
nation. 

2. To report to the President or to the heads 
of Executive Departments upon special inquiries 
or subjects appropriate thereto. 

3. To submit an annual report to Congress, 
through the President, giving as full a state
ment of the activities of the Council and the 
agencies subordinate to it as is consistent with 
the public interest, including an itemized ac
count of the expenditures made by the Council, 
or authorized by it, in as full detail as the public 
interest will permit, providing, however, that 
when deemed proper the President may authorize, 
in amounts stipulated by him, unvouchered ex
penditures, and report the gross so authorized 
not itemized. 

So much for all that. Let us now ex
amine into how the machine works and 
what it has done. 

The Council of National Defense is composed as follows: 

Secretary of War Newton D. Baker, Chairman. 
Secretary of the Navy Josephus Daniels. 
Secretary of the Interior Franklin K. Lane. 
Secretary of Agriculture David F. Houston. 
Secretary of Commerce •. .William C. Redfield. 
Secretary of Labor William B. Wilson. 

The members of the Advisory Commission are: 
In particular charge of 

Daniel Willard, Chairman, president of the Transportation and communica-
Baltimore and Ohio Railroad. tion. 

Howard E. Coffin, vice-president of the Hud- Munitions and manufacturing, 
son Motor Car Company. including standardization, and 

industrial relations. 
Julius Rosenwald, president of Sears, Roebuck Supplies, including food and cloth-

& Company. ing. 
Bernard M. Baruch, financier. Raw materials, minerals, and met

als. 
Doctor Hollis Godfrey, president of the Drexel Engineering and education. 

Institute. 
Samuel Gompers, president of the American Labor, including conservation of 

Federation of Labor. health and welfare of workers. 
Doctor Franklin Martin, secretary-general of Medicine and surgery, including 

the American College of Surgeons. general sanitation. 
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The Director of the Council and Advi
sory Commission is Walter S. Gifford, and 
the Secretary of the Council and Adviso
ry Commission is Grosvenor B. Clarkson. 

Director Gifford is the administrative 
unit of the entire organization. Wherever 
a particular activity is directed in special 
instances by a member of the Advisory 
Commission, or by some one selected for 
a particular task by the Advisory Com
mission or the Council, it is essential for 
proper administration, and especially for 
the proper co-ordination of activities, that 
the various agencies which are set in 
motion shall work immediately in touch 
with and under the supervision of the 
Director. Mr. Gifford is peculiarly fitted 
for his task. He is one of the officers of 
the American Telephone and Telegraph 
Company, and was a year ago " loaned" 
by his company to act as supervising di
rector of the famous Committee on Indus
trial Preparedness of the Naval Consult
ing Board. That job finished, he returned 
to his desk in New York, but was again 
drafted into the government service, this 
time to make the preliminary organiza
tion of the Council of National Defense. 
War caught him, and he is now, at the 
express request of the Secretary of War, 
a permanent fixture. A product of New 
England, cool-headed, trained in one of 
the greatest corporations of the world to 
think in national terms, still in his thir
ties, Mr. Gifford is one of the interesting 
figures of war-time Washington. 

Under both Council and Commission 
there have been created various boards, 
sections, and committees. The Council 
itself, meeting every day, hears reports 
from the Director and plans, directs, and 
refers matters for investigation to the 
boards and committees and Committees 
of the Council and of the Advisory Com
mission. The Advisory Commission and 
its co-operative committees report back 
with recommendations to the Council. 

The chief war story of the hour is in 
many respects what America can do in 
the air. The Council has taken decisive 
action herein. I t has created an Aircraft 
Production Board, headed by Howard E. 
Coffin, of Detroit, who, as chairman of the 
Committee on Industrial Preparedness of 
the Naval Consulting Board, conceived 
and drove through, without a cent of 

Federal money, and with the aid of the 
engineers of the country, the inventory 
for military purposes of the 27,000 lead
ing plants of the United States. All this 
highly valuable information is now locked 
up in the files of the Council of National 
Defense. Mr. Coffin, vice-president of 
the Hudson Motor Car Company, is one 
of the most brilliant engineers of America 
and for nearly two years has devoted his 
services to the government without a 
penny of return. He is a man of vision 
out of the West who has a very distinct 
power for getting action out of the people 
around him. He typifies the new imper
sonal type of public administrator who 
knows nothing of politics, thinks little or 
not at all of himself, and seeks only to get 
the job done. He is known as the fa
ther of standardization in the American 
automobile industry, the standardization 
which has made it possible for more than 
3,000,000 motor-cars to be running on the 
roads of the United States against some 
800,000 in the rest of the countries of the 
world put together. The point, of course, 
is that quantity production of aeroplanes 
must in the first instance flow from stand
ardization of parts and types and in pro
duction. 

Thus far on the Western front in Europe 
the supremacy of the air has moved back 
and forth between the Germans and the 
Allied forces, as each side has perfected 
a new type of war plane which could do 
things that the preceding type could not 
do. Neither side has been able to produce 
such a preponderance of planes as to make 
the control more than momentary. That 
is where America appears upon the stage. 

I t was not until after the battle of the 
Marne that the French understood the full 
importance of aviation. When the en
tire German army was headed for France 
through Belgium Marshal Joffre had only 
three army corps in Belgium; the larger 
part of his forces had been sent to the 
East. I t was the aviators of France who 
discovered and reported the course of the 
German advance. Success in manoeuvre 
still means success in war; but the eyes 
of an army are now its airmen, and that 
army which sweeps the air is the army 
which makes its movements in secrecy. 
Carry the thought still further: massed 
infantry attacks must now be made be-
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hind the advancing curtain of fire, which 
in turn must be controlled and directed 
from the air. 

In the early days of the attack on Ver
dun the French lost a great many ma
chines. When the battle of the Somme 
began she had such an enormous aviation 
superiority on the Somme front that for 
three weeks no German machine was able 
to flv. The result was that the artillery 
fire was splendidly conducted, no English 
movement was known to the Germans, 
and the Allied forces knew all about what 
was going on behind the German lines. 
In short, a manoeuvre is a surprise, and it 
is impossible to surprise while machines 
are in the air. 

The French believe that if next year 
there are enough Allied machines, in
cluding American, on the Western front 
to stop the Germans from flying, thus al
lowing the Allied forces to manoeuvre, the 
Germans will be very nearly beaten. If 
we put out the eyes of the beast it is a 
relatively simple matter to kill him after
ward. 

There, very sketchily stated, is pretty 
much why America is going to try to help 
win the war in the air, in addition to the 
troops that she will send to the front. 
She has the money, she has the producing 
capacity, and she has the brains—and the 
Aircraft Production Board is going ahead 
on this basis, in co-operation with the very 
efficient Signal Corps of the Army under 
Brigadier-General George 0 . Squier, and 
both getting their driving power from the 
progressive policv of the Secretary of 
War. 

The problems are not simple, but they 
will be solved, and solved speedily. The 
best experts of the country are being 
brought into the task. The members of 
the Aircraft Production Board are: 

Howard E. Coffin, Chairman. 
Brigadier-General George O. Squier, Chief 

Signal Officer United States Army. 
Rear-Admiral David W. Taylor, Bureau 

of Construction. 
S. D. Waldon, ex-vice-president of the 

Packard Motor Car Company. 
E. A. Deeds, ex-general manager of the 

National Cash Register Company and 
later with the D a y t o n Engineer ing 
Company. 

R. L. Montgomery, Montgomery, Cloth
ier & Tyler, bankers, Philadelphia, Pa. 

Arthur G. Cable, secretary. 

Already the Aircraft Production Board 
has negotiated with leading aeroplane-
makers to secure a basis for the settle
ment of the aeroplane patent situation; 
has evolved in co-operation with the chief 
signal officer of the Army a training plan 
for aviators; has assembled the presidents 
of six military engineering universities 
and assisted in starting six schools for the 
preliminary training of aviator cadets; 
has developed, in co-operation with the 
chief signal officer of the Army, a standard 
type of aviation school set of buildings; 
has arranged for complete working draw
ings and estimates of cost; has given ma
terial assistance to the Aeronautical Di
vision in investigating sites for aviation 
schools; has arranged for the standardiza
tion of a type of training machine between 
the English, Canadian, and United States 
Service, and has developed plans and 
placed orders for the battle type of ma
chine. 

By the time this article will have ap
peared in print there will undoubtedly 
have been brought to this country the 
latest type of aircraft which has been de
veloped on the fighting front, and there 
will have been instituted a co-operative 
organization here among our own en
gineers, designers, and construction men 
which will attack the problem of produc
ing in quantities the highly specialized 
types needed. This work will probably 
be done by some centralized body and 
under governmental supervision. Every 
effort will be made to remove it as far 
as possible from commercialism on the 
part of individuals. This country prob
ably, more than any other, is able to 
bring about a quantity production of any 
type of article which may be standard
ized. There have been brought to Wash
ington for the purpose of developing the 
proper motor the best engineers in the 
country. This motor may be a four, six, 
eight, or twelve, depending upon the 
power desired, but the cylinders will all 
be alike, and so will the pistons, valves, 
and connecting-rods, so that the auto
mobile or engine manufacturer whose 
plant may be called upon may get to 



work at once. The making of an aero
plane in itself is not a complicated thing, 
although the original designing and en
gineering work is very highly technical. 
One part of the programme, at the present 
writing, is to take a standardized plane 
for our training work and put it into the 
manufacturing centres for duplication. 
There are a great number of mechanics 
in the United States trained to this work, 
but new sources of supply will undoubted
ly have to be opened up. The chief de
mand, of course, will be made upon the 
automobile industry, perhaps to the ex
tent of curtailing the production of plea
sure vehicles. But it will be going into 
an industry the transformation of the 
work of which will not interfere with the 
building of guns and the making of mu
nitions, nor with any other branch of the 
government service. 

The general function of the Aircraft 
Production Board is to bring manufac
turers together and help make their re
sources available to the government and 
assist the government in stimulating the 
production of better types and greater 
quantities of air-machines, to investigate 
and recommend manufacturing plants 
where orders are to be placed, to aid in 
arranging with American factories as to 
the kinds of machine best suited to their 
several organizations and facilities for 
manufacture, to advise as regards priority 
of deliveries of aircraft material in ac
cordance with a general policy as deter
mined by the Council of National De
fense, and, following the selection of sites 
for aviation schools and supply depots by 
the Military Department, to advise in re
gard to buying or leasing the land, prepar
ing it for use, and erecting all buildings. 

The chairman of the General Munitions 
Board of the Council is Frank A. Scott, 
vice-president of the Warner and Swasey 
Company, of Cleveland, Ohio, and an ac
knowledged authority on the production 
of munitions for the uses of modern war. 
Mr. Scott came to Washington to stay 
three days, was drafted into the service, 
and was told to be prepared to remain for 
three years. He is serving without com
pensation. His board, composed of high 
officers of the Army and Navy, meets 
every morning at a quarter past eight and 
is saving the government millions of dol

lars daily in the co-ordination of pur
chases for the War and Navy Depart
ments. This board, in its brief career, 
has developed the capacity to supply a 
million men with rifles and is delving 
deeply and in the most efficient way into 
matters of artillery and ammunition 
therefor—gun-forgings, gun-carriages, 
limbers, caissons, and forge wagons—and 
is seeing to it that the necessary raw ma
terials, including wood for spokes on 
wheels, are had; and it is dealing in the 
most concentrated fashion with problems 
concerning military vehicles, machine 
guns, armor-piercing shells, cotton duck 
for tentage, optical glass for military in
struments, and a thousand and one things 
which go to make up the munitions de
mands of a nation at war to-day. The 
board has, of course, been closely in touch 
with the French and British Commis
sioners. 

Mr. Scott is also chairman of the Muni
tions Standards Board, of which the other 
members are as follows: 

W. H. Vandervoort, of Root and Vander-
voort, builders of special machine tools, 
and president of the Moline Automo
bile Company; 

E. A. Deeds, formerly general manager of 
the National Cash Register Company, 
president of the Dayton Engineering 
Company, and interested in many in
dustrial activities; 

Frank Pratt , of the General Electric Com
pany, Schenectady; 

Samuel Vauclain, of the Baldwin Loco
motive Works, Remington and West-
inghouse Companies; and 

John E. Otterson, vice-president of the 
Winchester Arms Company. 

The purpose of the Munitions Stand
ards Board is to standardize munitions 
specifications in so far as possible to per
mit of quantity production of munitions 
at the most reasonable prices obtainable. 

Under Doctor Franklin H. Martin, of 
the Advisory Commission, and in the im
mediate charge of Doctor F. F. Simpson, 
is the medical section of the Council. 
This body has done magnificent work in 
ascertaining the civilian medical resources 
of the country and comparing them with 
the actual resources and personnel of the 
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medical department of the United States 
Army, Navy, Public Health Service, and 
the American Red Cross. The prime 
need was the careful selection from the 
civilian medical profession of thoroughly 
qualified doctors who could be recom
mended to the Army and Navy as mem
bers of the medical officers' reserve corps. 
So far the names of 21,000 competent 
physicians have been furnished to the 
surgeons-general. The deans of the vari
ous medical schools were summoned to 
Washington to the end of making avail
able the 3,500 medical students graduat
ing in June for service as medical officers 
in the regular Army and Navy Medical 
Corps. This action has resulted in ma
terially filling the gaps in the regular ser
vices of men of the most desirable type. 
The medical section has carried far for
ward the standardization of instruments, 
supplies, and equipment common to the 
Army, Navy, Public Health Service, and 
Red Cross, co-ordinating them with the 
needs of the civilian medical profession. 
The necessity for this is obvious when 
it is known that a large percentage of 
medical instruments and other supplies 
is manufactured in Germany, and it is 
vital to obtain suitable instruments from 
American manufacturers. 

A General Medical Board, composed of 
civilian medical men of the highest rank, 
has been formed and meets in Washington 
at stated intervals. This board, working 
through highly organized subcommittees, 
is in a position to furnish the very latest 
information on medical and surgical ex
perience in the European war and from 
the principal laboratories and research 
organizations of America. At the in
stance of this board, the Council of Na
tional Defense has taken decisive steps for 
the hygienic and moral welfare of the sol
diers and sailors of the nation. 

Acting as a Board of Inventions for the 
Council of National Defense is the Naval 
Consulting Board of the United States, 
headed by Thomas A. Edison and com
posed of such eminent inventors as El
mer A. Sperry and Peter Cooper Hewitt. 
This board has for some time been active
ly engaged in investigations of plans to 
combat the submarine. 

To ascertain how commercial business 
may best meet the demands made upon 

it by the war, and how men, supplies, and 
equipment now employed in trade can be 
made available for the needs of the gov
ernment without impairing the essential 
services of trade and without unnecessary 
hardship to the public at large, the Coun
cil has formed a Commercial Economy 
Board. I t is composed exclusively of 
experts in their respective fields. This 
board is taking up such matters as how 
the delivery service of retail stores may 
be curtailed during the war, investiga
tions having already disclosed that many 
retail stores can arrange to release men 
and equipment from their delivery de
partments. I t has discovered in numer
ous stores that twenty per cent of the 
merchandise sold is returned, and it is at
tempting to ameliorate the wide-spread 
abuse and money waste under this system. 
It has even cast its scrutiny on the practice 
among bakers to take back unsold bread 
from retailers, the bread thus being taken 
back being resold, in some cases to the 
poor, but frequently to the farmers for 
hog or chicken feed. It is seeking the 
right way in which to avoid the resulting 
waste of food in the vital bread trade. 

At the instance of the Council of Na
tional Defense, advisory committees of 
highly qualified business men have been 
appointed by the Chamber of Commerce 
of the United States to sit with the local 
quartermasters of the Army in various 
cities of the country. These committees 
have rendered extremely valuable aid in 
the economical and efficient purchase of 
supplies, their knowledge of local business 
and traffic conditions being of particularly 
good service to the government. In New 
York, for instance, a plan has been put 
into operation under the supervision of 
the depot quartermaster there for the pur
pose of co-ordinating the various railroad 
and shipping lines entering New York and 
the surrounding district, to the end of 
greatly facilitating the movement of prod
ucts shipped through the port of New 
York en route to allied nations. 

The Council has a Committee on Coal 
Production which, in co-operation with 
the Department of Labor and the Amer
ican Federation of Labor, has given ma
terial assistance in settling serious difficul
ties which have arisen between operator 
and miner. This committee, under the 



leadership of F. S. Peabody, one of the 
leading coal experts of the country, who 
is giving his services free to the govern
ment, has been of material assistance to 
the Navy Department in arranging for 
shipments of coal to the Pacific coast 
for battleship requirements, and repeated 
conferences with lake shippers of coal and 
ore and with transportation executives 
resulted in the ability of shippers, rail
roads and vessels, to carry to the head of 
the lakes some additional two and one-
half million tons of coal and bring in re
turn the same tonnage of iron ore. I t has 
done very many other things under the 
active leadership of Mr. Peabody. 

The Council of National Defense, rec
ognizing the essential part which woman 
now plays in war, recently formed a 
Committee on Women's Defense Work, 
headed by the venerable Doctor Anna 
Howard Shaw, the veteran of a thousand 
platforms and of many long campaigns in 
the interest of women of America. This 
committee is starting out to co-ordinate 
for the national defense the organized 
forces of the women of the country by 
working through State organizations now 
in process of formation. Permanent com
mittees will be created in each State in 
the Union to serve for the duration of the 
war. The Committee on Women's De
fense Work is going to take up such mat
ters as registration of service, home relief, 
allied relief, production, conservation, and 
thrift; the protection of women workers; 
courses of instruction in current events 
concerning women's war work and in 
training classes in work for which the 
State furnishes a demand, such as motor 
service and wireless telegraphy; and the 
conservation of the moral and spiritual 
forces of the nation. 

The National Research Council,* com
posed of many of the country's most 
eminent scientists, maintains in Washing
ton an active committee for the purpose 
of co-operating with the Council of Na
tional Defense in matters pertaining to 
scientific research in the government's in
terest. Its chairman is George Ellery 
Hale and its secretary Cary T. Hutchin
son. The National Research Council is 
a t present engaged in such investigations 

* See " How Men of Science Will Help in Our War . " by 
Dr. George Ellery Hale, in SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE for June, 
1917. 

as the study of devices for detecting com
pletely submerged submarines and mines; 
devices for detecting invisible aircraft and 
sapping parties; military photography; 
balloon fabrics; antitoxin and serums for 
diphtheria, tetanus, pneumonia; steriliza
tion of drinking water, soldiers' clothing, 
and blankets; and the study of noxious 
gases and methods of protection against 
them. The country may be sure that the 
National Research Council's part of the 
job for the national defense will be well 
and thoroughly done. 

Under the direction of Director Gifford, 
of the Council, and in the immediate 
charge of George F. Porter, a Chicagoan, 
who has separated himself from his busi
ness interests, an active department has 
been established which has for its purpose 
the co-ordination of State defense activi
ties throughout the nation. Forty-four 
States of the Union, now working in co
operation with the Council of National 
Defense, have fully organized State coun
cils of defense, called committees of public 
safety in some commonwealths. 

Under the Advisory Commission is 
Commissioner Daniel Willard's Commit
tee on Transportation and Communi
cation. Mr. Willard has succeeded in 
bringing together the railroad executives 
of the country and in persuading them to 
organize and maintain in Washington a 
permanent executive committee made up 
of a number of railroad presidents. This 
committee has brought about the com
plete mobilization of the 262,000 miles 
of American railroads for the protection 
of the national government. Headed by 
Fairfax Harrison,* president of the South
ern Railway, the executive committee 
exercises a benevolent and patriotic des
potism over the railroads of the country to 
an extent which in many ways the Fed
eral authorities themselves have never 
exercised. Behind this body is what is 
known as the Special Defense Committee 
of the American Railway Association, 
which has subdivided itself over the coun
try into six departments, each to corre
spond to one of the military departments 
of the army. The personnel of these de
partmental bodies is made up in each case 
of from four to seven railroad executives. 

*The work of this committee will be described by Mr. 
Harrison in the September issue of the Magazine. 
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There are in turn subcommittees on car 
service, military equipment standards, 
military transportation accounting, mili
tary passenger and freight tariffs, each of 
these committees being composed of 
transportation officials of high rank. The 
special committee has adopted the broad
est attitude in connection with the public 
interest. I t has, among other things, de
clared that an emergency exists which 
requires that coal be given preference in 
car supply and movement; it has issued 
necessary instructions to the railways 
that the movement of ore be preferential, 
second only to coal; it has caused to be 
modified the car service rules to facilitate 
the free movement of freight so as to per
mit a larger latitude in the handling of 
box-cars in the interest of national effi
ciency as distinguished from that of in
dividual railroads; and the special com
mittee has certified to the Council of 
National Defense that in its judgment 
certain preferences should be given to the 
movement of fuel, as follows: 

First: Fuel for the United States 
Government. 

Second : Fuel for the roads upon which 
mines are located. 

Third : Fuel for steam railroads other 
than those upon which mines are located. 

Fourth : Fuel for other purposes. 
The special defense committee is grind

ing all the time, and aside from domestic 
transportation problems has occupied it
self with such matters as the enlistment 
of reserve engineer regiments composed 
of skilled railway workers to aid in the 
rehabilitation of the railways of France 
as well as in the operation of the French 
railways behind the English lines; and 
the organization of the Railroad Commis
sion to Russia. The American Electric 
Railway Association, acting in co-opera
tion with and at the instance of Commis
sioner Willard, has likewise completed a 
close-knit organization, under the presi
dency of General George H. Harries. 

Also under Mr. Willard's committee, 
and through the instrumentality of Theo
dore N. Vail, president of the American 
Telephone and Telegraph Company , 
there has been perfected a co-ordination 
for the government's needs of the tele
phone and telegraph systems of the coun
try so as to insure complete co-operation 

not only between the government and the 
companies but between the companies 
themselves with regard to communica
tions and censorship of communications. 
Government toll calls have been given 
precedence over commercial messages. 
This act alone necessitated the special 
drilling of some 12,000 long-line operators 
in different parts of the United States. 
In Washington the long-distance wires 
have been increased from 148 to 294. 
Swift telephone service has been arranged 
between Washington and the headquar
ters of every naval district in the United 
States; provision has been made for han
dling telephone calls promptly between the 
various Army department headquarters 
and the State capitols and State mobiliza
tion camps in each military department; 
more than 10,000 miles of special systems 
have already been taken from commercial 
use and devoted exclusively to the service 
of the Navy, Agricultural, and other ex
ecutive departments; in Washington an 
entirely new central office with an ulti
mate capacity of 10,000 lines is being 
installed; plans have been made for pro
viding telephone connections at approx
imately 100 lighthouses and 200 coast
guard stations; and with regard to the 
Navy even more extensive plans, which it 
would be against the public interest to 
describe at this time, have been put into 
effect with brilliant success. ' 

Under Julius Rosenwald there is work
ing a fluid and effective committee in 
co-operation with the purchasing depart
ments of the War and Navy Departments 
and assisting in the procurement of neces
sary clothing, equipage, and food. The 
commit tee is composed of six men 
chosen by Mr. Rosenwald from different 
lines of business who are devoting their 
entire time without compensation. The 
Committee on Supplies touches many 
angles of the government's life, but its 
activities may best be instanced by citing 
how, through the employment of modern 
business methods of buying, it was able to 
save the War and Navy Departments a t 
least $2,000,000 on a recent $17,000,000 
purchase of shoes. This was brought 
about chiefly through the elimination of 
the old system of advertising for bids with 
the resulting creation of fictitious prices 
in the market. Mr. Rosenwald's own 



vast business sees very little of him now
adays since war is at our doors. 

Bernard M. Baruch, a New York finan
cier with a touch of genjus in handling 
men, has organized the field as to raw 
materials, minerals, and metals in a great 
company of industries from alcohol to 
zinc. Mr. Baruch first announced his 
presence in the tremendous task of mobil
izing American industry by procuring 
45,000,000 pounds of copper for the Army 
and Navy at about half the current mar
ket price, saving the government in the 
neighborhood of $10,000,000. He then 
persuaded the zinc interests to deliver 25,-
000,000 pounds of zinc at two-thirds of 
the market price, and he procured for the 
Navy several hundred thousand tons of 
shipping-plates and other materials at re
markable concessions. When ship-plates 
were sold at $160 a ton, this indefatigable 
worker of industrial miracles obtained 
them for the Navy at $58 a ton. He then, 
by methods known only to himself, pur
chased for the government its needs of 
aluminum at 27 1/2 cents per pound when 
the market price was 60 cents per pound. 

Samuel Gompers, spokesman in Amer
ica for organized labor, sits in the Advi
sory Commission. I t has been his dream 
that American labor should from the 
start of the war hold up the hands of 
the government of the United States, and 
to a remarkable, almost incredible, degree 
he has made this come true. He knew 
that one of England's tragedies in the 
early days of the great war was that 
organized labor did not come in until a 
year had gone by, and he wanted with all 
his heart to have no such thing happen 
here. There is not space to recite all that 
Mr. Gompers has accomplished, but per
haps the most outstanding achievement 
of his committee on labor of the Advisory 
Commission has been its action looking to 
the maintenance of existing standards of 
employment in our industrial plants and 
transportation systems and recommend
ing that changes therein should be made 
only after investigation and approval by 
the Council of National Defense. There 
can be little question of the sincerity of Mr. 
Gompers in his endeavors to bring labor, 
capital, and the government together into 
one happy and single-minded family for 
the successful prosecution of the war. 

Under the supervision of Commissioner 

Coffin are concentrated the highly geared 
activities of a body known as the Com
mittee on Automotive Transport, which 
deals with truck specifications for the 
War Department (in fact, it has prac
tically written those specifications), the 
training of truck-masters and chauffeurs, 
steel equipment for military truck tires, 
motorization of field-artillery, and volun
teer motor-truck companies—to cite only 
a few things. This committee is com
posed of leading representatives of the 
chief national motor-car, aircraft, and 
farm-tractor organizations of the country. 
Through the representation of the Soci
ety of Automotive Engineers alone, more 
than one thousand engineers of the finest 
training are ready to be swung to prac
tically all of the mechanical transport 
needs of the government, from the laying 
out of designs to the officering and main
tenance of motor transport units. 

Doctor Hollis Godfrey directs the Com
mittee on Engineering and Education. 
He is considering the development of a 
comprehensive method for the solution of 
problems of engineering and education 
in the United States brought sharply to 
the fore under war-time conditions. His 
consulting section touches general engi
neering as relating to manufacture and 
construction; his operating section is con
cerned with the consummation of policies 
outlined by the consulting section; the 
general engineering section deals with the 
development of engineering as related to 
war; the production engineering section 
handles specific problems of production 
engineering as they relate to certain 
groups of fundamental industries; and the 
educational section is active in the co
ordination of the educational resources of 
the country and their connection with the 
national government. 

Even in what is only an outline of the 
labors of the Council and the Advisory 
Commission there should not be forgotten 
the part which two members of the Coun
cil, Secretaries Lane and Wilson, and two 
members of the Advisory Commission, 
Messrs. Willard and Gompers, took in the 
settlement of the recent threatened rail
road strike. These four men were the 
government's mediators, and the outcome 
of the negotiation is too well known to de
mand a detailed statement. 

The work of the Council of National 
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Defense and the Advisory Commission is 
largely carried on through the assistance 
of civilians who serve without compensa
tion. The really vast machinery raised 
up in four months' time performs its 
functions with a paid staff of less than one 
hundred persons, nine-tenths of whom are 
stenographers, clerks, and messengers. 
The advisory commissioners receive no 
salaries, and there are constantly at work 
in the Munsey Building in Washington 
more than one hundred men of the same 

O U T O F T H E E A S T 

By Harriet Prescott Spofford 
How often in a summer dawning, 

When life too lovely seems to leave, 
And under many a sylvan awning 

Grass and the sun their wonders weave, 
When everywhere the rose is blowing, 
The thin cloud on the azure flowing, 
And ragrance floats from bloom and briar, 
I think of the old Flemish friar 
Who, after fierce and wasting years,— 
He like a firebrand quenched in tears,— 
Brought back from the wild Tartar chiefs 
Fantastic hint of strange beliefs. 

There is a certain province lying— 
Rubriquis, this Franciscan said,— 

Beyond Cathay a bird's quick flying, 
By airy forces tenanted. 

And who, through any chance whatever, 
May win those parallels he never 
In that serene shall find him older, 
Or feel the fires of life fall colder; 
Though white moons wax and wane, and stars 
Through aeons drive their golden cars 
To other centres, he shall stay 
Fortunate, poised on that rare day. 

If any of us should discover,— 
Sailing forever-easting seas,— 

That happy land of loved and lover, 
'Twould be on mornings such as these. 

Yet well we ween the storied sailing 
Comes only with the daylight failing, 
Where a more ancient province lying 
Beyond our living and our dying, 
Beyond all boundless atmospheres, 
All gleaming tops and misty meres, 
Sets the high soul forever free 
From beauty's sweet monotony. 

type giving all of their time in the same 
way. In addition, there are several hun
dred more men of similar caliber and 
training who arc rendering kindred ser
vice during more than half of the working 
day and who are continually coming and 
going to and from Washington. It is like
ly that there never has been such a su
perbly equipped volunteer, non-partisan 
company of specialists working so un
selfishly to a common end in the history 
of any government. 



ADELAIDE 
[DR. BROOKE'S LOVE-AFFAIRS] 

By Norval Richardson 

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

NO one has ever offered a 
satisfactory explanation of 
what it is in certain men 
that makes all women fall 
in love with them. The 
ladies in quest ion could: 

oh, yes, if they would; but the fact re
mains that they won't. Balanced reason
ing and every-day common sense would 
assert that the man must be good-looking, 
fairly intelligent, and of course interesting. 
It is quite ridiculous to imagine a woman 
loving a bore, until one sees it happening 
every day; as we do, you know we do. 
Again, intelligent women, pretty women, 
charming women, can knock the founda
tions from any well-thought-out conclu
sion by marrying a man you would have 
sworn they wouldn't deign to notice; fur
thermore, they appear immensely hap
py, and, say what you will, a woman 
rarely bluffs—if the word may be used in 
such a connection—about loving her hus
band. If she does, you know it; if she 
doesn't, you also know it. Of course, I 
make exception of the cases where it is to 
her interest to make you think she does. 
. . . The whole matter is vastly puz
zling. I have long ago given up trying to 
understand, to my own satisfaction, why 
Mrs. X married Mr. Z. She is the only 
one who could explain and, as I have said, 
she won't; knowing all the time, sly Mrs. 
X, that you wouldn't understand if she 
told you. All of which, believe it or not, 
is a propos of Dr. Brooke. 

Information, or gossip, if you will have 
it that way, gathered while I knew him, 
and from those who knew him before I 
did, all pointed to the astounding fact 
that no woman had known him never so 
slightly—of course those are excepted 
who had good reason to turn a deaf ear 
to romance—without having loved him; 
calmly, sweetly, passionately, according 
to the temperament of the lady in ques-
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tion. And yet, at first glance, even at 
second or third for that matter, he was 
the last man under the sun you would 
have taken for one of many love-affairs. 
He wasn't handsome, no one in the wild
est delirium of love could have called him 
that; his charm was at first quite nega
tive; and still more, I doubt very much 
if he had any imagination to speak of. 
His eyes were rather good; big, brown, 
gentle; in fact, now that I think of him, 
that seems to express him best: gentle. 
Gentle eyes, gentle voice, gentle man
ners. I could tell you a thousand in
stances of his gentleness, his modesty, his 
kindness, and I will, only now I am try
ing to present him to you as he appeared 
in the flesh. I t is tremendously difficult. 
If you don't happen to see him right you 
won't understand at all, and, bless me, if 
I know how to set you right. In figure 
he was long. Long expresses some peo
ple; tall, others. Dr. Brooke was long, 
perhaps six feet and a little more; neither 
thin nor fat, with always a swinging sort 
of motion in his walk that suggested out
door life. His clothes were negligible. To 
save me, I can't remember what he ever 
had on, except that he wore a low turn
down collar and a made-up black silk tie. 
You are placing him as a typical politician 
from the West or South, and have gone 
entirely in the wrong direction. He 
didn't suggest that in the least. Why, I 
can't exactly explain. I t is frightful to 
say it, and if you don't want to hear you 
had better put a finger in each ear: the 
most characteristic things that I can re
member about his apparel were his white 
socks and low black shoes. But of course 
there was a reason for my remembering 
them. Now I have said the worst. As 
far as age went, he was somewhere be
tween thirty and fifty—a matter depend
ing on the weather and how he was going 
on; always a mannish age, suggesting 
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neither boyishness nor senility. All this 
is in tone with my first impression of him; 
naturally, as our friendship developed 
and I became an onlooker, sometimes an 
assistant, in his numerous affairs, my im
pressions changed; I saw other sides, un
suspected charms; I even grew to think 
I understood why all those foolish women 
"carried on" so about him. 

The first day in the village brought me 
to his office, announced to me by a weath
er-beaten sign nailed to a weather-beaten 
fence before a weather-beaten house set 
back in a tangled garden and watched 
over bv a huge oak, not in the least 
weather-beaten, though worlds older than 
the house. Let in by a negro woman, 
quite as old as the tree and equally 
spreading and comfortable, I was con
ducted to the room which served for his 
office. Dear me, that office ! I won't be
gin to describe it to you. Just fancy 
heaps and heaps of bottles in quaint old 
cabinets and bookcases, a long table lit
tered with pamphlets and papers, a desk 
also littered, old steel engravings on the 
walls, faded wall-paper showing the path 
of the sun, chairs covered with horsehair 
in varying degrees of shabbiness, and, in 
the midst of all this, Dr. Brooke, poring 
over a volume bound in rusty calf, one 
hand lost in the shock of his reddish-
brown hair, the other holding a lighted 
brier pipe. Good tobacco smoke filled 
the room, coming in a long column from 
out of his stubby, reddish-brown mus
tache. He met me quietly, graciously, 
and indicated a chair. I remember the 
grip of his hand as being warm and ge
nial. Somehow I felt at home at once, and 
sat down with an unexpected sensation of 
pleasure which kept me from stating the 
object of my call as promptly as I might 
have, though he appeared in no hurry to 
hear it. The pipe in his mouth testified 
to that. In the end I explained that I 
had come to his village in search of health 
and, due to my condition, or from force 
of recent habit, I had thought it advis
able to call on him so that, in a case of 
emergency, he would know me and I 
know him. He said very little, but what 
he did say was in such a gentle tone and 
manner, expressed more through his won
derfully sympathetic glance than in 
words, that I left him with the feeling 

that if things did come to the worst he 
would be a comfort to me, much more so 
than those tremendous swells I had left 
behind, who rode in motors, made tests 
of my blood, charged me a year's income, 
and called themselves specialists. 

I saw him once or twice during the 
month that followed, drawn to his office 
for no special reason than that I was 
lonely, beastly lonely, and thought I 
might pull off a sort of friendship with 
him. This idea, though of spontaneous 
growth, did not develop so rapidly. He 
did not give himself to you at once, you 
had to eke friendship out of him, bit by 
bit, which in the end may have been one 
of his charms. Every one treats lightly 
those who give themselves too intimately 
at first encounter. 

I I 

AFTER several months I was installed 
in a little house half-way up a mountain. 
I had built it myself, not literally, but al
most so; even if I didn't drive the nails, I 
saw them driven. I wanted to build it at 
the top of the mountain, and should have, 
only disagreeable necessity put a finger 
in the pie and said I must build where 
there was water, and water was to be 
found no farther up than half-way. At 
least, though, I have a view, a splendid, 
encouraging view, which has done quite 
as much for me, with its soul tonic, as the 
bracing air. 

Things went on well enough while I 
was interested in getting the house fin
ished and furnished, but after that was 
over and I had spent a month there alone, 
with only an old mountain woman as cook 
and nurse and everything else that was 
necessary, it began to be frightfully lone
ly. I had not yet trained myself to get 
along without people, nor had I devel
oped the courage of loneliness. In the end 
I wrote to Adelaide to take pity on me, 
and come for a few weeks. Adelaide, you 
must know, is a cousin, a widow, and, 
above everything else, immensely smart. 
At least she calls herself so, and one sees 
her name grouped with those our jour
nals are in the habit of dubbing "repre
sentative." She telegraphed: "Of course 
I'll come; but I must bring my maid." 
"You mustn ' t ," I answered. " There's no 
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place for her and no use for her." "Will 
you hook my frocks?" came her an
swer. Fancy telegraphing a man that ! I 
was discreet enough to reply: " The cook 
will." So she came, as usual, in her 
amazing way. It took the village team 
two days to get her luggage up the moun
tain, I complaining all the time at her 
nonsense, she asserting that it was en
tirely on my account that she had brought 
so much, that she came to cheer me up, 
that she couldn't do it without looking 
her best, and to look her best she had to 
wear her best, and a whole lot of the phil
osophy she always indulged in and which 
was foolish but delightful. The luggage 
once installed, new troubles appeared; the 
cook and bottle-washer balked at her new 
duties. Deep down in her heart I think 
she was horribly shocked. Her cold, un
sophisticated eye told me plainly enough 
that she didn't believe for a minute that 
Adelaide was even a third cousin. Cous
in, indeed ! Cousins didn't carry on that 
way with each other, and dress that way, 
and spend all their time dyeking (a moun
tain expression for making oneself as at
tractive as possible). Increased wages, 
however, allayed the question of propri
ety, and for a while the goose hung high. 

I t was a very jolly time, that week or 
two before the thunderbolt. Mountain 
jaunts, all-day trips, village visits, eve
nings before a log fire, good books, a sym
pathetic voice to listen to, sympathetic 
eyes to meet yours; in a word, the com
panionship of a charming woman who 
didn't expect you to spoil it all by mak
ing love to her. I t was perfect. 

" I think I must be going home," Ade
laide said one afternoon toward the end 
of June. We were having tea in front of 
the house—her suggestion—beside a flam
ing rhododendron, where she had placed 
some chairs and a rug or two. 

"If you forsake me I shall die—I know 
I shall," I grumbled, heartily sad over the 
prospect. 

" I 've been told that before," Adelaide 
smiled, a look full of affectionate com
radeship. " Somehow, though, no one has 
yet been complimentary enough to do it. 
Besides, you are getting dependent on 
me. That will never do. I promise you, 
though, to come back in the autumn. I 
love mountains at that time." 

I was silent so long that she offered me 
a penny for my thoughts. 

" I was trying to think of something 
that would make you stay." 

" Jus t now—nothing. I 'm in need of 
people, and I 'm going to find them. I 
have a longing for lights, and music, and 
flowers—not wild flowers, flowers that 
grow in greenhouses and are out of sea
son." 

She had barely finished when I heard 
sounds behind us, and, turning, found 
Dr. Brooke coming up the path on his 
white speckled horse. He swung out of 
the saddle—stepped out describes it more 
exactly, as his long legs were very near 
the ground—threw the rein over the 
branch of a tree, and came straight toward 
us. Adelaide sent me a swift whisper: 
"Who is h e ? " and I had just time to ex
plain before he was upon us. 

" I was passing," he explained in his 
deep, mellow voice. "Thought I'd stop 
and say good evening." His expression 
said much more when his eyes fell on Ade
laide; and with just cause. I have said 
she had an amazing way of dressing; that 
day was no exception. A vivid rose-red 
gown with heaps of shimmering embroi
deries is not exactly the costume one often 
happens upon in a mountain retreat. 
Add to this Adelaide's face, which is truly 
beautiful in its gayety and vivacity, and 
her beautiful throat and neck which 
showed to a generous degree—she claimed 
that God had given her no such excellence 
to hide—and one can quickly see that Dr. 
Brooke had just cause for a shock. 

She acknowledged his bow indifferently 
—Adelaide is not a type interested in 
mountain specimens—while I pushed for
ward a chair for him in such a way that, 
seated, his face was toward her and me. 
It was this fortuitous arrangement of 
chairs which gave me the first clew to the 
situation. He began by looking at her 
with frank curiosity; then, not slowly, 
but in a flash, there sprang to life in his 
big brown eyes the most charming glow, 
a sort of dancing light of browns and yel
lows and blacks, a veritable excess of bril
liance, merry, admiring, caressing, wor
shipping, and loving—oh, so loving! 
Then they grew warm and soft, luring, 
masculine, and spoke of something that 
women know at once, a thing that fas-
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cinates them and makes them wish to 
sacrifice themselves to its power, to sur
render to it before it has gone. I t fairly 
took my breath. It was far from any
thing I had ever imagined of him. 

And do you think for a moment that 
Adelaide had not seen all this ? Never ! 
I knew by the trick she had, that raising 
of her hand to ascertain the condition of 
her coiffure, that she was alive to the 
situation and was loading her guns. I t 
was unbelievable that she should have 
found it worth while, and yet, if you had 
seen his expression you would have found 
it so, too. 

The conversation, goodness knows what 
it was about, rambled on in some way. 
He, I think, was silent most of the time— 
with his lips, never for a second with his 
eyes. Now and then I caught a question 
put to her with a " m a d a m " at the end. 
He invariably used that form in address
ing women. All this time Adelaide was 
showing off to her best, swinging one lit
tle satin-clad foot over the other, gestur
ing with her exquisite hands, arching her 
neck and brows, and from time to time 
patting her hair with that little caressing 
movement characteristic of graceful wo
men. She was splendid; I came near to 
falling in love with her myself. She 
poured the tea for him—I doubt if he had 
ever tasted a cup before—and handed it 
to him in such a way that the dance in his 
eyes became a mad romp. In the end I 
began to feel uncomfortably de trop, and 
when he rose, bowed over her hand in the 
Old-World fashion, rather well done, too, 
I felt considerably relieved. He said 
something about the length of Adelaide's 
visit, and she had the audacity, right 
there before me, to tell him it was indefi
nite, she might remain all summer. When 
he was gone she sank down in her chair, 
covered her face with her hands, and 
laughed so long that I felt sure it was a 
form of hysteria; in fact, I believe it was. 

When she finally looked up I showed 
my disapproval. 

" I t was the most brazen piece of busi
ness I've ever witnessed. I'm ashamed 
of you. It was positively indecent." 

" Of me !" she retorted. " You're quite 
mad. I didn't do a thing; I didn't have 
to. I never had a man make love to me 
so violently before." 

"Violent! That doesn't express it. I 
was looking for him to pick you up any 
moment, throw you across his horse, and 
ride off with you. I know that will be 
your fate in the end." 

"Really, though," she said, a little more 
quiet, even a bit thoughtful, "wasn't it 
extraordinary ! And it came without any 
preparation, without any of the usual 
signals. I t was like waking out of a sound 
sleep and finding the room brilliantly il
luminated." 

"There's no doubt of its having been 
brilliant." 

"Tell me about him; everything you 
know." 

My information was meagre, aggra-
vatingly meagre, she phrased it, and I was 
commanded, impatiently, too, to set out 
early the next morning and scour the 
country for details of his past, present, 
and future; intimate details, nothing gen
eral, oh, no; what she must have were 
facts, and, above all, any affairs, as she 
airily called them, which he might have 
had or was having at the present time. 
It is odd how a woman always believes 
that a man has an affair going on, no mat
ter how sedate and absorbed in a life-work 
he may be ! A point, by the way, which 
gives them away and shows what they are 
generally up to themselves. 

My search was not entirely satisfac
tory, though it was at least reassuring. 
There appeared to be no affairs; there 
was nothing of interest, not even a wee 
bit of romance in anything I heard. The 
innkeeper had known him since they were 
boys together; the village chemist had, 
too; the Baptist preacher gave him a 
colorless four years' "record," and Mrs. 
O'Herron, who owned and ran the corner 
grocery, had "ra ised" him, though I must 
say she didn't look quite old enough for 
that. Of all the accounts, I chose hers as 
being a little more intimate than the 
others. His father had died soon after 
his birth; his mother had brought him 
up, a quiet little woman from whom he 
had got his brown eyes and gentle man
ners. He had been educated at the State 
university, after which he had come back 
home and gone on living just as when his 
mother was with him, cared for by the 
negro servant who had been with them 
always. No, he had never been married; 



Drawn by Walter Biggs. 

' T h e n you insist upon marrying h e r ? " — P a g e 201. 

197 



198 A d e l a i d e 

there had never been any rumors of his 
having been engaged, though of course 
there were plenty of village and moun
tain girls who would be glad enough to 
marry him. Being the good customer I 
was, and a friend of his, as she, Mrs. 
O'Herron was, she would confide to me 
his one little vice, a sort of monthly slip
ping from the narrow path, a day or two 
of forgetfulness spent very considerately 
in bed, brought on by an overindulgence 
in "mountain moonshine." That was 
all; an uninteresting enough record for 
any one, with a sordid touch at the end 
to which Adelaide pinned her hopes. I t 
must be for some reason, some sorrow, 
something in his past, that made this day 
or two of forgetfulness imperative. I 
could not make her see it as a failing de
void of romance. She would have it her 
way. 

Three days passed with no mention of 
departure; and I did not bring up the 
subject, happy enough that anything 
would delay her. She might build all the 
castles she wished to about Dr. Brooke 
if that were all needed to detain her. 
The morning of the third day she would 
not go on the tramp that was our daily 
habit. Yes, she was quite well, only she 
felt like lounging and reading. Inno
cently, I left her, and happening to re
turn unexpectedly for midday dinner, 
having found tramping without a jolly 
companion a pretty sorry affair, I was 
told by the cook that Adelaide had gone 
to the village immediately after my de
parture, having rigged herself out in all 
sorts of finery. Not exactly the cook's 
words, but what she meant to infer. 

At one o'clock she returned, buoyant, 
breathless, and, seeing me, a little flus
tered. 

" I just had to go to the village," she 
explained, dragging off a hat that must 
have given the village folk a tu rn . 
"There wasn't a tin of foie gras in the 
house, and there wasn't another thing 
that would take its place with me to-day. 
Don't you have foie-gras days?" 

I admitted I did and was in for having 
it at luncheon, which sent her off into a 
more flustered condition than before and 
brought forth explanations about there 
not being any in the village, it had to be 
ordered and would take at least three 

days: all this in a stammering, embar
rassed tone which awakened my suspi
cions. She had been up to some devil
ment, I could have sworn, and after 
luncheon it came out. Adelaide, if she 
likes you, will tell you, in the end, pretty 
much everything she knows. 

She had called on Dr. Brooke. What 
for? Oh, to see him about her digestion. 
"You've got the best in the world. Be
sides, you've never once complained of 
it ." Of course she wouldn't have thought 
of letting me know she had lain awake, 
nights and nights with an excruciating 
pain. " I don't believe a word of it. It 's 
your shameless craving for a flirtation." 
Was I a self-appointed censor to see that 
she didn't flirt? "Goodness knows, I 
don't mind," I retorted. "Only, I think 
it's rather heartless to break into this 
poor chap's peaceful life and, after you've 
had your fun with him, run off and leave 
him all broken up." 

For half a minute she was silent. "He 
is the most fascinating man I ever met." 
This with a seriousness and in a defensive 
tone that made it worth noting. 

"Tha t ' s too preposterous!" 
" I told you I had never had a man 

make love to me so quickly, so silently, so 
eloquently as he did that first day. I've 
been thinking about him ever since. To-
dav I just had to see it again." 

" I t ! W h a t ? " 
" T h a t expression in his eyes when he 

looks at me." 
"Well—did y o u ? " 
She flushed, laughed, and nodded. 
" You're conscienceless, Adelaide. And 

this is what you are remaining for! I 
thought it was out of charity to me." 

Then came an outburst of gayety and a 
confession of the whole episode. Know
ing her so well, all her little methods of 
attack and withdrawal, her manner of 
playing around a subject and never bra
zenly coming out with it, and yet handling 
it so subtly that it was brazen in the end; 
knowing her so well, it was easy enough to 
picture the proceeding as it had very 
likely taken place. I can see her going 
up the walk to his house, an eye open for 
every detail. She could tell you to a " T " 
how the negro servant's apron was made, 
she could tell you every picture on the 
walls, where the carpet was worn most, 
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and what was under the glass cover on the 
table in the hall. All this, mind you, 
taken in and stored away while the ser
vant led her unannounced into Dr. 
Brooke's office. Once there, she was all 
apologies for having disturbed him; this 
said to cover up a sidelong glance bent 
upon ascertaining the effect her entrance 
had created. His reply that it was his 
office hour was left unnoticed, being im
material. So this was where he lived— 
his workshop ! appeared to her much more 
to the point. How charming ! She loved 
the view from the window. A real old-
fashioned garden. What a delicious fra
grance of roses—and larkspur ! Think of 
i t ! Real larkspur—just the color of 
Italian skies ! Did that happen to be a 
house beyond the ledge? He admitted 
it was a house, at least the people who 
lived in it called it that. This, with his 
deep, mellow laugh. What would she call 
it ? She supposed she would call it a 
house, too, she laughed back at him, her 
glance no longer sidelong now that what 
she had come for was so obviously, glori
ously there before her. Did he know she 
had half a mind to make a confession? 
The light went out of his eyes, they were 
quite clouded with the fear that she was 
going to tell him she had some frightful 
malady. So many of us do these days, 
you know! 

If he could help her—indeed, madam— 
she knew— He could help her; in fact, 
he was the only one who really could. 
She must command him. I t was that she 
might bring herself to sit down if he of
fered her a chair. 

Fancy talking to Dr. Brooke in such a 
shameless way! And yet, I wager he 
played the game with her; indeed, I know 
he did. 

Seated, with the desk between them, 
there had been a little silence, a mere 
atom of time for her to bask in the blaz
ing glance. Then: She didn't sleep at 
night; she had a pain, just there, where 
her hand was; a very bad pain, she as
sured him. It sounded so foolish, be
cause she couldn't remember ever having 
had anything like it before, and, of course, 
he could see it wasn't foolish at all. He 
thought she must be bilious! And he 
wanted to see her tongue ! How extraor
dinary ! She thought that had gone out 
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of fashion years ago. If he insisted she 
wouldn't object; only, he would have to 
help her with her veil—she couldn't begin 
to manage it alone. And 

I shan't go on with such shameless be
havior. I t was enough that she had gone 
to his house, bearded him in his den, with
out going to the extent of making him 
kiss her. For he had done it. She gave 
me this as a mere incident of the affair. 
To add to her other offenses, she had the 
effrontery to ask me, at the end, what I 
thought of it. 

" I ' m sorry you didn't go the day you 
said you would," I grumbled. 

"Ungrateful! I believe you're jeal
ous." 

"No . I 'm just horribly mortified." 
" W h y ? " with amazement. 
" If you don't know why, there's no use 

trying to explain." 
" B u t if we love each other " 
I rose, at the end of patience. 
" I admit he does. That 's the shame 

of i t ." 
"He ' s coming up here to-night." 
"If he does I 'm not going to leave you 

alone with him." 
"Very well, don't; that will make the 

next meeting so much more delightful." 

III 

HOWEVER, I didn't play chaperon, I 
never had any intention of doing it, 
though some one should have for his 
sake if not propriety's. He remained for 
hours and hours out on the mountainside 
with her. I heard his voice more than 
hers; it came in a low, steady murmur, 
as if he were reciting poetry, which, I felt 
sure, Adelaide would not stand for. She 
is not the type that finds any special sen
timent in moonlight and poetry. At 
least I hadn' t thought she was up to this 
time. 

Things went on this way for days and 
days, or, more properly speaking, nights 
and nights, for he came every evening 
after we had finished supper and re
mained—I haven't the slightest idea how 
late. By mere chance I discovered he 
was bringing her funny little bouquets 
made of flowers from his garden wrapped 
around till they were tight as a wad. 
How she managed to conceal them from 
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me I never knew. At the end of the sec
ond week she took me into her confidence. 
Without any leading up to the subject, 
she hurled it at me out of a clear sky, at 
least out of one in which I had seen noth
ing especially alarming. She was going 
to marry Dr. Brooke. 

Naturally, I sat down; it was not a 
blow one could be expected to receive on 
one's legs. I suppose I stared at her like 
an idiot, at any rate it must have been an 
annoying look I gave her, for she contin
ued icily, after the announcement: 

" I hope it won't give you a setback." 
"Surely you're joking. I t can't be 

t rue !" 
"Why n o t ? " 
" I t ' s too—too absurd! ' 
She sat down, calm and decided. 
"What , exactly, is absurd about i t ? " 
" Everything. You can't love such a 

man; he isn't up to you. Your whole 
scheme of life is different. You don't 
touch anywhere. Whatever this is, fas
cination or insanity, it won't last twenty 
hours with you." 

She listened as if humoring me; then, 
after a long pause: 

" I don't know why I let you say such 
things to me. Your opinion isn't worth 
a penny. What do you know about love ! 
You have neither given nor taken of it. 
While I—I have had more than my 
share." 

"That ' s just it. You've had too much 
to consider this country doctor for a mo
ment. Adelaide, you know as well as I 
you'd be ashamed of him among your 
friends. Out of his setting he would be 
impossible." 

" I 'm not going to take him out of his 
'setting,' as you put it. I'm going to live 
here with him." 

" I n that ramshackle house of h i s ! " 
"For the present—yes. We may build 

later." 
I laughed aloud at this, certain now 

that it was a joke she had been playing 
on me. One glance at her face, though, 
dispelled any illusion. I t was the un
mistakable look of happiness; she had 
actually persuaded herself into believing 
she loved the man. Astounding as it ap
peared, it was plain enough, there in her 
face. My amazement turned to curi
osity, and I found myself lost in a maze 

of conflicting conjecture. What in the 
name of heaven had made Adelaide, of 
all women in the world, fall in love with 
Dr. Brooke ! His side of the affair was 
most natural; any man would fall in love-
with Adelaide. But she !—with him ! It 
was too much for me. I even went so far 
as to ask her to tell me sincerely how it 
came about, and she, being in that mood 
which demands a listener, did. 

It had not been gradual; she had felt 
it that first day when he sat there look
ing at her in a way she had never been 
looked at before. She knew that no one 
had ever worshipped her to the same ex
tent that he did from the first moment he 
laid eyes on her. She thought about it, 
pretty seriously for her, three whole days, 
at the end of which she gave up the strug
gle. She had to have that look again, and, 
seeing it, she had made up her mind that 
it would make her happy, just that alone; 
and she had then and there cast her lot. 
Interesting? Yes, as interesting as men 
ever are, perhaps a bit more so, for he 
could repeat beautiful things from Tenny
son and Byron, particularly Byron, things 
she had never dreamed could be so beau
tiful and so—so—well, so exquisite. At 
such moments he made her feel that she 
had missed the beautiful side of life, and 
that with him all the sordid symbols 
which had previously represented love to 
her would be cast aside and only those of 
the soul left. All this punctuated with 
reiterated explanations that most of it 
had come to her silently, seen by her in 
his eyes; that was the part that had im
pressed her most, his difficulty in ex
pressing himself, his inarticulateness, his 
lack of facile expression which made for 
sincerity. Other men had invariably 
spoken too well, too easily, but he, not at 
all. There was no doubt about it, Ade
laide was head over heels in love with Dr. 
Brooke. 

"Then you are determined to marry 
h i m ? " 

"Yes—next week." 
She left me after this shot and I could 

get nothing more out of her. I had noth
ing to say that she wanted to hear, I was 
informed through her locked door; be
sides, everything was settled. 

You may think it strange that I felt as 
I did about the affair, but knowing them 
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both, Adelaide in particular, it was too 
preposterous to consider. It had to be 
stopped in some way. But how? Good
ness only knew. I paced the floor fu-
tilely. No inspiration came to me. At 
the end of an hour I happened upon what 
I considered a last resource. I would go 
to Dr. Brooke, put the case fully before 
him, and make as strong a plea as possi
ble to his honor, demanding that he 
should not bring Adelaide's happy career 
to such a miserable end. A quixotic 
thing to do, I admit, but, after all, the 
whole proceeding was quixotic. 

I t was sundown when I got to the vil
lage, and when I had rung the bell and 
waited quite a long time the negro wo
man came and explained that Dr. Brooke 
was at supper. He came at once to his 
office, though I had sent word that I was 
in no hurry, and insisted that I come in 
to supper with him, which I did. I t was 
a nice old room, the gleam of candle-light 
on polished mahogany, and though there 
was no taste displayed in the china and 
linen, I mean so far as co-ordination went, 
the effect was pleasing because of the 
original excellent selection. The food 
was good, too; I enjoyed it immensely: 
fried chicken, waffles, and excellent cof
fee. As to our conversation, it began 
smoothly enough—local m a t t e r s , my 
health, the weather, no mention of Ade
laide—though all the time I was won
dering how she would appear at this table 
seated opposite to him; and in what 
way he would be different with her than 
with me. The thought of her there was 
incongruous; but viewing him in this new 
light he became more interesting. I even 
began to understand how he had caught 
her fancy. Yes, his gentleness, his mod
esty, his quiet charm were all there, mel
lowed into a warm personality that one 
could not fail to feel. Supper finished, we 
returned to his office; he lit a pipe and 
sat down, I stood at the open window 
through which came the heavy scent of 
the old-fashioned garden. 

He looked up at me, knowing of course 
that I knew, and knowing, too, that I had 
come to talk about it. I broke into the 
middle of the subject. 

''Adelaide told me this afternoon." 
He met this with a frank though 

slightly troubled expression—a look that 

was far from being the one a successful 
lover would carry when the subject near
est his heart was mentioned. This puz
zled me; it left me not knowing how to 
continue. 

He put the next question: ' 'What did 
she tell y o u ? " 

"Tha t she was going to marry you next 
week." 

The troubled look deepened; it was 
more than clouded now, I could have 
sworn it showed real pain. He lowered 
his eyes and took up the pipe and drew 
at it. 

" She appears very much in love with 
you—at this moment." I waited for the 
latter part of this phrase to hit the mark. 
" Frankly, I don't approve of it. I t would 
be a frightful mistake. Even you ought 
to see that ." 

Instead of resenting this, as I fully ex
pected, he said nothing; just smoked on 
as placidly as you please, giving me all the 
time I needed to clear my mind of any
thing else I might have on it. However, 
I kept silent. In the end he put a stag
gering question. 

" Can you suggest any way for me to 
get out of i t ? " 

'"Can I wha t ! " I exclaimed. 
' 'Tell me how to manage i t ? " 
' 'If you mean you don't want to marry 

her—that will be easy enough. Tell her 
you don't love her." 

His splendid eyes turned on me, full of 
burning reproach. " I could never do that. 
Besides—it isn't true. I do love her." 

I moved from the window and faced 
him. ' 'Then vou insist upon marrving 
h e r ? " 

' 'No. I t has never been my intention 
to do that ." 

This was too much; his complacency 
was exasperating. 

' 'Then what in the devil do vou intend 
to d o ? " 

He met this outburst with the same 
composure. After another endless wail 
he spoke again: 

" I am not a marrying man." 
' 'Then why under the sun do you lead 

women to think you a r e ? " 
" I don't; they get that impression for 

themselves. They think love can't mean 
anything but marriage. You know it can 
mean many other things." 
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" Isn ' t that a somewhat criminal be
lief?" 

" N o t from my standpoint. I have 
never wronged a woman, if that is what 
you mean." 

" I sn ' t making them think you love 
them wronging t h e m ? " 

" B u t I do love them. I can't help 
that ." 

"All of t h e m ? " I scoffed. 
"Pre t ty nearly all of them." He laid 

aside his pipe and looked at me with quite 
the most charming expression I had yet 
seen, a sort of young boy's smile, sweet, 
very tender, and entirely innocent. " D o 
you blame me? Aren't all of them lov
able? Aren't they the most adorable of 
all God's creations? Would you live in 
a world where they did not exist? I 
can't help loving them; every last one 
of them." 

He said it so seriously, so ingenuously, 
that I did not see the humor of it till long 
afterward. 

"Your attitude doesn't help the case 
in question," I went on more quietly. 
" I t ' s all right for you, but you don't 
count on the effect this loving may have 
on the opposite sex." 

"You are mistaken. I don't forget," 
he put in rather abruptly. "This is not 
the first time it has caused me pain." 

" I t does hurt you, then, to hurt 
t hem?" 

His big eyes opened wide. I think my 
doubt of this offended him more than 
anything else I had said; though he did 
not reply in words. I went on: "From 
all this, I take it that you do not intend 
to marry Adelaide." 

"You have said it was impossible." 
"Yes, but do you see it that w a y ? " 
"I!—of course I do." 
"Good!" I swung across to the win

dow and back. "Then, will you tell her 
at once? She ought to know." 

"Tell he r ! " He rose and faced me. 
" My dear boy, you are out of your head ! 
I can't tell her. You must do that ." 

"She won't believe me. It will have 
to come from you." 

He sat down heavily. " I could never 
do it." 

"Then write her a letter. I'll take it 
to her." 

" I ' d rather not." 

" Very well"—my voice rose to a higher 
pitch—" then you'll have to marry her." 

He met this with a slight twitch of the 
fingers, crossed one long leg over the 
other, and reached for his pipe. 

" I think—I think she would believe 
vou." 

"Never ." 
" Couldn't you tell her something about 

me—something that would make her see 
it wouldn't d o ? " He turned with a flash. 
" I have i t ! Tell her I 'm a drunkard. I 
get on—on sprees once a month." 

I shook my head. "She knows that. 
She says it 's because of the memory of 
some romance—some sorrow in your 
earlv youth." I caught the suggestion of 
a smile in his eyes. "Besides—her first 
husband was a drinking man and she 
worshipped him." 

"Then tell her I 'm horribly immoral." 
" I ' m afraid you can't prove it; can 

y o u ? " 
He shook his head gloomily. 
"There's no use trying to he to Ade

laide. You'll have to prove everything 
you tell her." 

We were silent after this until I began 
again at the same ultimatum. "There's 
no way out of it. You've got to tell her." 

Just then the servant knocked at the 
door and explained that Mrs. O'Herron 
had come for some medicine the doctor 
had promised her for the baby. Might 
she have it now? Dr. Brooke went at 
once to a cabinet, at the same time telling 
the servant to bring Mrs. O'Herron into 
the office. By mere chance I was looking 
at him when he saw her enter the room, 
and, with a shock that nearlv threw me off 
my feet, I saw his eyes light up with the 
same expression of love and adoration 
that had been in them when he looked at 
Adelaide. I t deepened as Mrs. O'Her
ron came toward him with outstretched 
hand, until, standing before her and look
ing down at her one would have sworn 
that this was the only woman he had ever 
loved: more than that, it was a love of 
such depth and passion that an onlooker 
had no right to view it. I forgot entirely 
to speak to Mrs. O'Herron and kept my 
eyes fastened on Dr. Brooke's during the 
interview. When she had gone I made a 
rush toward him. 

" I 've found a way o u t ! " 
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He stared in surprise, and, I think, 
great relief. 

"She, Adelaide, thinks you only look 
at her that way." 

"What w a y ? " he demanded, bewil
dered. 

"The way you looked at Mrs. O'Her
on." 

He drew his brows together. "How 
did I look at he r?" 

"As if you were going to eat her up 
checked apron and all." 

He laughed, I laughed, we laughed to
gether for a full minute. Then he, seri
ous again: "How does that solve i t ? " 

"Adelaide must see you look at an
other woman as she believes you only 
look at her." 

"Well—but what woman?" 
"Mrs . O'Herron will do—if we can't 

find a more fetching type." 
And so it was that Mrs. O'Herron— 

poor old dear—if she had ever known !— 
played the important role in this affair. 

The next morning Adelaide and I went 
into the village, and, as luck would have 
it, I spied Dr. Brooke going into Mrs. 
O'Herron's grocery. Adelaide saw him, 
too, and perceptibly quickened her pace. 

Fate had subtly arranged the scene. As 
we entered, there was Dr. Brooke lean
ing over the counter talking to Mrs. 
O'Herron, looking down into her up
turned face as if nothing else in the world 
could matter so long as she were there 
before him. It was unmistakable, doubly 
so to a woman who thought he loved her 
only. No matter if some words showed 
they were discussing the health of the 
good woman's baby, the look was what 
counted. 

Before either of them saw us, Adelaide 
had turned and gone out the door. I 
found her quite a distance down the road, 
her face flushed, a stray tear or two show
ing, though her head was erect and cou
rageous. I said nothing. We were half
way up the mountain before she spoke. 

" I never believed it possible," she 
broke out finally. 

" W h a t ? " 
"Tha t , at my age, a man could make a 

fool of m e ! " 
" H e didn't make a fool of you." 
"Then, what, pray, did he d o ? " 
" H e told you the truth. He was in 

love with you. In fact, he admits he is 
in love with every woman in the world." 

C U I R A S S I E R S O F . F R A N C E 

By Thomas Jeffries Betts 
[Owing to changed war conditions, the crack cavalry corps of the European nations 
have been in large measure dismounted and sent to the trenches to act as infantry.] 

W E Cuirassiers of France! 
Oh, the bugles would bray as we cantered by, 
With our bridles low and our sabres high, 
With our black plumes flaunting to the sky 
From the tips of our helms, with our plates aglance. 
And our hope was an open plain and free, 
With the squadron thundering knee to knee; 
Of the swish of our keen, straight swords dreamed we, 
We Cuirassiers of France. 

We Cuirassiers of France! 
A burrow worms through our chosen plain. 
Unmailed, we hold it, nor count it vain 
That the squadron drop, if the ditch remain 
As the boundary line of our French advance. 
But beyond our dream ourselves we see, 
Though our harness rust for a mockery, 
Of the steel they took from our backs are we, 
We, the Cuirasse of France! 
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J U L I E F O R T l o o k e d 
athwart pink cur ta ins at 
the slanting rain. She was 
disappointed in the weath
er, and the pink silk cried 
out upon her hopes. She 

had wanted a day as cheaply cheerful as 
the curtains; a day with no implications 
or responsibilities, a day that led you no
where, that bore no relation to fact. Of 
the heady cup of the times, Julie had 
drunk only the froth; the real juice of the 
grape had never reached her lips. She 
had, despite Bessie John's opinion, no 
ideas; but her nostrils and her palate had 
been stung by the effervescence of the 
wine. Her attitude to life was the by
product of all that ferment. Julie had de
manded social regeneration (along start
ling lines) as loudly as any of the sister
hood to which she had, somewhat ignorant-
ly, belonged: though for their violent logic 
she cared little, and of it understood noth
ing. The "crowd" suffered her because 
she was pretty, was good-tempered, was 
on her own, was clever with her brush. 
Most of them never knew that she was 
drifting morbidly. When the other girls 
demanded the ballot, Julie demanded it, 
too; but what she really wanted was a 
chance to do a lot of things her mother 
would have died of her doing, without 
paying the price. She was by no means 
vicious: she merely hated the sense of 
bonds. She had absolutely no power of 
discerning essentials, and her character
istic demonstration against conservatism 
would probably have been to smoke a 
cigarette in church. I t certainly would 
have had no more sense than that. She 
read all the young English novelists, and 
gathered from them that lust is more than 
half of love. Bernard Shaw would have 
been pained, though probably not sur
prised, to know what she inferred from 

*** A summary of the preceding chapters of " A Change of 
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some of his best paradoxes. She knew 
that the world was vastly different from 
the world of gentle conceptions out of 
which, five years before, her mother, Cor
delia Wheaton's girlhood friend, had op
portunely faded. I t was a world in which 
you could kick your heels and be re
spected for it. Her group had good hy
gienic reasons for kicking your heels: it 
was the best exercise possible for the body 
politic. Julie kept under cover of those 
reasons—which she never understood— 
and kicked hers ecstatically. Most of her 
friends railed at bonds of any sort, aus
terely, on principle, without desire. Julie 
objected to bonds precisely as she ob
jected to stays, which she never wore. 
I t is a question whether her "crowd" 
would have put up with the brainless 
youth of her if she had not had the un
canny gift of caricature. Women seldom 
make good caricaturists. I t was as un
natural, as masculine of her, as it would 
have been to be a good mechanic. More
over, the gift suggests brains, a sense of 
humor, convictions—all sorts of things 
that Julie had not. She simply knew like 
a shot what could be done with the line. 
She saw the implicit grotesqueness of all 
faces, and her hand never went back on 
her. 

When Miss Wheaton, for the sake of 
lavendered memories, enriched Julie Fort, 
the girl gave out to her friends that she 
was going to Paris. No one, of course, had 
a word to say. People who paint or draw 
always go to Paris if they can. Her 
friends were as conventional about that 
as the generation before them. They 
feasted Julie, and Julie feasted them— 
talking very little, but sketching them 
with her wicked pencil while they ate and 
drank and laughed. The sketches were 
preserved in almost every case; though 
Paul Rennert, slightly drunk, made a sol
emn pilgrimage after the party broke up, 
to the East River, and flung his portrait 
into the muddy water. Paul cared noth
ing for Julie's gift, though he had the sense 
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to be insulted by what she had done with 
his face, but he took Julie herself very 
seriously. So did Andre Henkel; and he 
has Julie's portrait of him to this day, 
framed in his stud)'. Both men wanted 
her: in such different ways that it is hard 
to use the same verb to express it. An
dre has got on since those days, making 
his mark: witness the walls on which 
the smudged caricature hangs. But Julie 
could not foresee Andre, or wait through 
the long cantos for his success in the 
twentieth book. Andre himself saw early 
that she moved in anapests, and would 
be a fragment finishing in suggestive as
terisks. Miss Wheaton, moving among 
her memories, had foreseen nothing. 
Bessie John had come nearer it than any 
one else, but even Bessie was handicapped 
by her new vision of life. Mentally she 
cast Julie from her before she took time 
to understand. Julie went on the scrap-
heap along with the Mission furniture. 

I t was characteristic of Julie that she 
never, for an instant, contemplated in
vesting her little capital, and living on the 
income thereof. She planned, instead, to 
use up her principal slowly, but relent
lessly. Anything might come round the 
corner; she had a gift; meanwhile she 
was avid of the present. Life for a little 
should be as gay as she could make it. 
She would work; but just enough to give 
zest to her fun. Julie went at the matter 
of living, those first months in Paris, 
in the corrupted temper of the aesthete. 
Most of the young people she frequent
ed worked without a sure knowledge of 
where next year's (if not next month's) 
rent would come from. Julie was grateful 
to be lifted above them in this matter. 
Sordid suspense had no place among the 
condiments she craved. She preserved 
her faculty of fear for finer uses, all emo
tional. Julie intended to encounter Life 
in Paris. She was young enough to spell it 
with a capital letter, and reckless enough 
to greet the Rubicon—that small and 
muddy stream—with a cheer. 

To-day she stamped her foot at the 
rain. Gold in her purse had made her 
impatient of delays. She had bought, in 
six months, so many hitherto inaccessible 
things, it irritated her that she could not 
buy sunlight. There was nothing to do 
with Paul Rennert when he came. To

gether they had exhausted all the re
sources of her studio. There was not a 
new thing to do in it, not a new place to 
sit, not a new festivity to invent. The 
romance of Paul's having followed her 
across the Atlantic had grown a little 
stale. She intended to use him again and 
yet again; she did not intend to drop him 
until she had squeezed him dry. Julie's 
mind was not large, and, as I have said, her 
mental motions were jerky. A woman who 
at any given moment held more of the fu
ture in her hands would have looked be
yond Paul Rennert, if only because he had 
belonged with her in New York; would 
have prepared, slowly, another drama for 
herself, finding totally new characters for 
the totally different scene. All that Julie 
had accomplished was to cease to be 
afraid of him. In New York he had al
ways frightened her. Now she had far 
more money than he, though Paul had 
been the moneyed one of their indigent 
group. Once or twice, here in Paris, she 
had lent him a hundred francs. She did 
not know how it would be, between them, 
in the end. But she must get through 
with Paul before she went on. And of 
course sometime she must get back to 
work. She had given away, as memen
tos, things she could have sold; liking 
the praise, liking the pose of the rich ama
teur. But what should she do with Paul 
to-day? He could not take her to Meu-
don as they had planned. The evening 
could be managed; but the people they 
knew worked in the daytime. None was 
such an idler as Julie. Delicious not to be 
mounting the stairs of editorial offices; 
delicious to wear expensive clothes. But 
what—oh, dear Lord in heaven—what to 
do ? Even if she had felt like sending 
Paul away and working on the Rue de la 
Paix series, she could not, for sheer spite, 
have so acquiesced in the weather. Julie 
would have stuck out her tongue in all 
seriousness at Atropos. And Paul Ren
nert was late. He should—she rather felt 
—have been bemoaning the rain on her 
stairs an hour before she condescended to 
get up. 

Rennert came at last. He gave three 
knocks, and Julie opened to him. To 
spite the weather (for she wasted time on 
these impotent gestures) she had dressed 
for the storm, and Rennert found home-
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spun where he had expected to be con
fronted with a kimono. 

"Ready for Meudon?" he grinned. 
"Damn Meudon!" Julie swore, of 

course: they all did. But she did it con
scientiously and badly, and Rennert dis
couraged it. 

" D o n ' t ! " he sighed. "Would a ciga
rette he lp?" 

" N o , " said Julie. " I 've smoked too 
long and too much, as you know. They're 
a habit; they're not a comfort. I 'm so 
bored I could scream—and this is the 
dullest town!" 

Paul Rennert wrinkled his dark face. 
"Depends— I like it, in fair weather 
or foul. But of course you " 

"Well? I? Go on." 
"Oh, nothing, my child." Seated on 

a couch, he cleaned a pipe elaborately. 
"Only you know you are neither one 
thing nor the other. How can you expect 
to be happy?" 

"Meaning ?" 
"Well, meaning this." He sucked at 

his pipe exhaustively, and finally lighted 
it. "You don't work. And you don't 
play. You muddle along. You don't 
know what vou want." 

" I do." 
" N o , you don't. You couldn't tell me 

before I counted ten. You see, you don't 
really care about your work. You've no 
morals, of any sort." 

" I am still bored." Julie regarded him 
ominously. 

"Sorry. But it's true, so you oughtn't 
to be bored. You could do stunning 
things, if you'd put your nose to the 
grindstone. But you never will. You'll 
dash off little things that make us weep 
with joy, but you won't tackle anything 
that would mean trouble. So we have to 
count you out on the serious side. You 
haven't got any long hopes and vast 
thoughts—not one." 

" M y work's my own affair. That rue 
de la Paix series is going to be ripping." 

"You've said so for three months." 
"That ' s my affair," she repeated sharp

ly. "Bu t a series of satiric sketches, how
ever good, can't be the whole of life. I 
want to be amused. I want to be inter
ested. I want to live." 

"Well—" Paul Rennert looked away 
from her at an Empire desk he had helped 

her to buy—"you aren't in love with any 
one. And except for love or work, you 
can't expect to be amused." 

" I would rather die than marry," said 
Julie listlessly. 

"Who said 'ma r ry ' ? Do you see any 
black silk stock round my neck ? I mean, 
you've never had a big emotion. All 
very pretty and sweet of you, but what 
do you expect ? You can't be inside and 
outside at the same time. I do my best, 
but on my word, Julie, you're hard to 
suit." 

"Wha t do you mean by your bes t?" 
"Stage-managing this children's pan

tomime you call your life. How you ex
pect me to get results—! You seem to 
think that if you live without a chaperon 
you have fulfilled all the requirements of 
drama." 

"You mean I ought to get up an affair 
with some one? Like Aline and her little 
Russian? Thanks. When I see a man I 
like well enough " 

"You see plenty of men you like well 
enough," Rennert replied coolly. "But 
you don't want to. I can't make a grand 
passion drop on you out of the blue, can 
I ? " He watched her profile very closely 
as he spoke. "Quite right, doubtless. 
Only, if you won't give the passion that's 
in you either to work or to any human re
lation, why blame me—or Paris? If I 
were you, I'd go home and get brought 
out in society." 

"Thank you. But, somehow, it doesn't 
even amuse me to be insulted." 

" I don't insult you unless for your 
good. You've got to buck up, Julie." 

"Would you guarantee me success if I 
took up with one of these m e n ? " 

Paul Rennert rose and drummed on the 
window-pane with his fingers. He spoke 
only when he had achieved the correct 
shade of weariness. 

"Oh, Julie, you have a rotten mind." 
Julie Fort flushed at this. " I face facts. 

I call a spade a " 
"You call a spade a muck-rake. You 

don't seem to think of other conceivable 
uses for it. As for facing facts—you've 
never faced one in your silly life." Paul 
Rennert had faced facts—perhaps not al
ways in the most admirable temper—but 
to that extent he felt himself better than 
Julie. 
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" I 've had hard times." She was plain
tive. 

"Yes—you have. But you've never 
been really hungry. You've only eaten 
bad food instead of good." 

" I s it your idea that I must starve my 
way to a soul ?' ' 

"Not a bit of it. Only, so far as I see, 
you don't get any real fun out of your 
money—any more than if you were a 
fashionable nobody. You haven't bought 
a single real thing with it yet ." 

"Clothes are real." Julie passed her 
hand over the rough surface of her skirt. 

Paul Rennert brought his fist down 
upon the sill. " N o , they're not! Not the 
way you use them. You stop at making 
yourself pretty." 

" Isn ' t that good in itself?" 
"As far as it goes. But you don't 

think, do you, that a pretty woman was 
made to be looked at from a distance ? If 
it never goes farther than that, she hasn't 
accomplished anything." 

"Yet you say I have a rotten mind !" 
" I wouldn't mind your being shocked 

if you were shocked, you know," he threw 
in. "But of all the amorphous, anoma
lous creatures— Why do we bother with 
you, I wonder? Because you're pretty, 
and because the big couturiere in your 
rue de la Paix series is as good as Ho
garth." He began irrelevantly to whistle. 

The taste of the sugar on her tongue 
was presently sweet to her, as he had 
known it would be. 

" I might stay at home and work on the 
Mormon millionaire." But there was no 
muscle of intention in her flabby phrase. 

" Then I'll get along. Sorry about Meu-
don. Some other day." He gathered 
himself for departure. 

"Stop !" Julie rested her clever hands 
on her slender hips and faced him. " I 
shall scream if you leave me here with 
nothing to do." 

"You'll scream if I stay." 
"Yes, I shall." 
" I 'm going to get out. You'd be tire

some, screaming." 
"Oh"—she turned from him—"isn't 

there anything we can do ? Anything we 
can buy ?" 

Paul Rennert laughed grimly. " N o t 
with your money." 

She might have retorted; but it was of 

the essence of her feeling for him that she 
did not, in any vulgar way. "What ' s the 
matter with my money? If you had 
known old Cordelia Wheaton, you'd know 
it wasn't tainted." 

" I t ' s tainted by the way you use it ." 
" In heaven's name, what have I done 

with i t ? " 
"Tha t ' s just it. You haven't done 

anything. What's money for except to 
mock the stars wi th?" 

"Will money buy weather?" 
"Yes—if it's expended to that end." 
Julie looked at Rennert in sheer won

der. She was sometimes slow in the up
take. He returned her gaze very steadily 
for a moment, but turned away when he 
saw that his meaning was penetrating her 
brain. 

"Paris—Lyon—Mediterranee," said 
Julie very slowly. Then she, too, turned 
away. 

"Well"—Paul Rennert shrugged gal-
lically—"what's money for? You can't 
buy weather at Cartier's; but you can go 
where the weather suits you. That 's 
mocking the stars, if you like." 

Julie Fort was silent. 
" W h y does it shock y o u ? " he asked, 

after an interval. "Nothing could be 
more conventional than going to the Ri
viera when Paris is dreary." 

" And you call that mocking the stars ? " 
Hands in his pockets, head tilted back, 

he looked at her. 
"As near it as you'll ever get—with 

your ideas. Sportier, anyhow, than stick
ing on where you're bored. I t 's a gesture, 
a t least." 

" What do you know about my ideas ? " 
"Everything I've already told you." 
She liked him very much: better than 

any of the new people; better than any of 
the future acquaintances she—not very 
clearly—foresaw. I t spoke for the conven
tionality in Julie which Rennert taunt
ed her with, that she liked him the bet
ter because he reeked of "home." She 
liked him, indeed, well enough for any
thing. His cool, dark face, his breadth of 
shoulder and slimness of waist, his easy 
insolence, which had no taint of mere male 
condescension: all these spoke to her 
nerves—nerves that in Julie and her kind 
were the modern substitute for senti
ment. 
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" M y dear Paul, you seem to think I 
ought to throw my bonnet over the wind
mill." 

" M y dear Julie, there are no bonnets 
any more, and no windmills." 

" N o , of course not," Julie replied loy
ally. For the young of our day run mad 
over formulae, and Paul Rennert had 
just enunicated a pet formula of their 
' c rowd." Not sex, but the formula, is 
the modern Mephistopheles. I t is borne 
in upon the intelligent young that they 
must have the courage of their emotions, 
in spite of everything—in spite, even, of 
not having the emotions. " B u t , " she 
went on, "there's no point even in doing 
that—whatever you call it—unless you 
happen to want to, is there?" 

" N o t the least bit in the world. No 
point in doing anything unless you want 
to—if you're free. I t 's beastly hard on 
the people who don't want anything, 
though, isn't it ? That 's why I'm so sorry 
for you. You can't seem to get up a de
sire of respectable size. Nor will you live 
in the moment. You look before and 
after and pine for what is not. You're 
about two-litre capacity with one-litre 
contents. I don't see any way out of 
it. You won't use your beauty"—Julie 
pricked up an ear: he had never called it 
beauty before—"you won't use your tal
ent. You're bored with almost every
thing, chiefly the weather. Well: I ad
vise you to get rid of the weather in the 
only way known to man. And you won't 
even do that. You are a trial, Julie, and 
no man who wasn't crazy about you would 
stand it for a moment. Even I am al
most fed up with it. Good-bye." 

She took no notice of his farewell. 
' W h a t in the world, my dear Paul, have 
you done with your life, if it comes to 
that? Have you a supreme desire? And 
if you have, have you set to work to 
achieve it? You've always been a drifter, 
so far as I know." 

"Yes, but I haven't money—at least 
not enough to mock the stars with." 

" I t doesn't take money to work or to 
love—those wonderful things vou were 
recommending to me." 

"Oh, doesn't i t? . . . But I do the 
other thing. I live in the day. And in
cidentally I have given some happiness. 
Don't worry about me, my dear." 

One of his sentences brought a flush to 
Julie Fort 's cheek. Yes, she liked him 
very much. 

"We can at least go and get our de-
jeuner," she said, when the flush had 
cooled. " I t ' s high time, the way we've 
been quarrelling here. Wait a bit ." 

Julie disappeared into her bedroom. 
Paul Rennert listened to the rattle of sil
ver things, the tinkle of crystal bottles, 
the swish of garments, while he waited. 
Presently, in an interval of silence, he 
crossed the studio to the curtained door. 
" I say, Julie," he called; " let me see the 
flamingoes. I never have, since we chose 
them in the shop." 

"Oh"—her voice sounded preoccupied. 
"All right, wait a minute. The bed isn't 
made yet—and it needs sunlight for the 
flamingoes; but I'll rake up the fire . . . " 
The voice trailed off. 

In a moment, Julie's hat appeared 
round the edge of the curtain. "Come 
along, then." She was ready for the 
street, and was pulling on her gloves. 

Paul Rennert pushed aside the curtain 
and stepped into the bedroom. He sur
veyed its small extent, noting every de
tail. Finally he threw back his head and 
laughed joyously. " I say, I had no idea 
how funny they'd be—those creatures. 
Don't you lie in bed and shriek every 
morning when you wake up ? " He knelt 
down beside the bed, which Julie had 
hastily covered with a flame-colored 
quilt; laid his head on a pillow and stared 
around three walls at the frieze. The 
flamingoes were funny: marching round 
the small square room, above the white 
dado, in every conceivable attitude of 
self-consciousness. The designer had in
sulted each individual flamingo in a dif
ferent way, taking from them all morality 
and leaving them only their unimpeach
able color. There was not a single repeat. 
I t was a gorgeous and sly procession. 
Paul Rennert, from his uncomfortable 
position, gazed, rapt. 

" I 've named them all." Julie laughed, 
herself, from the door. "Come on, Paul, 
I 'm hungry." 

Rennert got up and followed her out of 
the room, stopping an instant to pat one 
flamingo. "Aline has doves," he re
marked, in the studio. "Stupid as can 
be. But Aline is a fool." 
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" I thought she was a sensible woman— 
not like me." Julie's hand was on the 
door-latch, but she turned back to utter 
her retort. 

"Oh, that—yes. But Aline's not up to 
you otherwise. Doves! You can almost 
hear them coo. . . . I say, it 's raining 
black cats with white tails. I'll go call a 
taxi. You wait here. And by the way, 
Julie, when we've had some food, there's 
something important I want to tell you. 
Don't let me forget." He bolted out, to 
fetch the taxi. 

"You like sweet white wine, I know 
you do," Paul Rennert complained, half 
an hour later. "And I can't afford two 
kinds. But one can't drink water. You 
are a nuisance, Julie." He gave the order 
with a wry face. 

"I ' l l pay for my own, and you can drink 
something else, thanks. We'll go Dutch, 
anyhow." 

Rennert put his elbows on the table and 
clasped his hands. "Julie, I wouldn't 
marry you for the sake of possessing 
Aphrodite en secondes noces. You would 
drive me out of my mind. Why do you 
behave like two shop-girls at Childs'? 
I'll pay as long as I've got any money, and 
when I haven't, you may pay. But what 
you call 'Du tch ' is the last limit. I t 
takes all the fun out of it. I t 's like keep
ing household accounts in a greasy little 
book. What's the good of a meal when 
you're doing fractions all the time? I'd 
rather drink sea-water, if necessary!" 

Apart from this sulky instant, they 
breakfasted gayly. But as Julie was light
ing Paul's final cigarette for him she asked 
soberly: "Wha t was the important thing 
you had to say to m e ? " 

"Oh, tha t ! Well, Julie, you know your 
sense of color isn't up to your feeling for 
line, don't you ? I've often told you that, 
haven't I? You won't be insul ted?" 
He seemed anxious. 

"Yes, but— There's no color to speak 
of in this homespun, surely." 

"Bother the homespun. I t ' s the pei
gnoir over the chair—chez vous, you know. 
That pink, with the flamingoes. Creen, 
Julie, you should have had green. I don't 
care how many pink ones you have in 
general, but it makes me quite sick to 
think of your wearing pink among the 
flamingoes. White would be best, but I 

suppose that isn't practical." He sighed. 
"You're no good at anything, ultimately 
and finally, are you, dear—with all your 
money ? But do get a green one to please 
me." His eyes roamed and grew absent; 
he bowed conventionally to some one at 
the far end of the room. 

Julie did not answer. They got up and 
left the restaurant. 

"Where are you going? Do you want 
a c a b ? " 

"Yes, please." Julie's voice was crisp. 
" I ' m doing some errands. You might 
come at tea-time. I know you hate it, 
but I'll give you coffee. You've no en
gagements, of course." 

"Of course not. To-day was Meudon." 
"Be sure to come. And don't turn up 

with a crowd. I want to talk to you. If 
you see Aline, you might tell her how nice 
the flamingoes are. She thinks I don't 
know anything about decoration." 

"Shall I make a point of i t ? " 
"Don ' t make a point of anything— 

ever. For God's sake!" 
And Julie stepped into the cab, having 

for once succeeded in being cryptic for 
Paul Rennert. 

The rain had turned to a tepid drizzle 
when Rennert, later in the same day, ar
rived at Julie's studio. Mist lay on his 
overcoat like a fine mould. He entered, 
after his three knocks, without waiting 
for Julie to answer. Once inside the 
studio, he heard her moving about in the 
next room, and whistled a bar of " L a ci 
darem' la mano." 

"Oh, Paul? All right. I'll be out 
soon." Her voice was preoccupied. 

" W h y didn't you build a fire?" 
"Too busy"—and then silence. 
"I ' l l build it, then. But you invited 

me, if you remember." 
No answer came, this time, and Ren

nert, disposing of hat and coat, set to 
work on the fire. 

"Shall I boil the ke t t le?" he asked 
finally. 

Julie's head was thrust out from behind 
the curtain. "Oh, you said you wanted 
some coffee, didn't you? Well, then, 
make it. I'll be out for some tea, pres
ently. Why did you make such a big fire? 
I 'm going out this evening." 

Paul Rennert whistled—not Mozart, 
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this time. "Well, of all the nerve! You 
asked me to come. You rather made a 
point of it. And I'm going out, too, this 
evening. Make a note of that, young 
lady." 

" W h e r e ? " The question cracked out 
like a shot. 

Paul looked at Julie's blond head—all 
of her that had yet appeared. "Where ? 
Oh, I don't mind telling you. Aline's 
Russian. 'Hans Breitmann gif a barty. ' 
Is that your engagement, t oo?" 

"They didn't ask me. I wonder why." 
Julie was invisible again in her bedroom. 

Rennert busied himself about the cof
fee things. "Well, if you ask me, I think 
I know. But I 'm not sure I shall tell 
you." 

" All right. You can tell me presently." 
And silence fell. Obscure noises from 

within showed that Julie was really busy, 
though they were not more explicit than 
that. Rennert, in the studio, wrinkled his 
brows and stared hard at the little kettle 
on the hob. He was busy, too, in utter 
dumbness, wondering whether or not it 
would be good tactics to tell Julie what he 
knew. If she would only always be stupid 
or always clever! But she had bewilder
ing alternations. • Not that he cared, ex
cept for tactical reasons. For a year he 
had meant to have her to himself, some 
time. He could have had her long since, 
if she had been either clever or stupid. 
The deuce of it was that she was always 
tacking. And of late he had probably 
been dancing a too constant attendance. 
He would cut and run if she held out too 
long. I t was no part of his philosophy— 
and he had one, a masterpiece of fluency 
—to want anything in vain. He managed 
his wants, on the whole, cleverly. Ren
nert groaned slightly to himself. The 
fact was that he wanted her hard: that 
she had stirred his passion; that there 
was something in Julie Fort no other 
woman seemed, at the moment, to have. 
He couldn't substitute: he could only go. 
And of course he did not want to go. 

Julie came out into the studio at that 
moment. She had heard the groan, and 
asked him at once what the matter was. 

"The kettle won't boil. And I had ex
pected to find coffee waiting. What have 
you been doing with yourself? I haven't 
seen that rig since the days in New York 

when you lived with Tootie Beauregard 
and used to work." 

The " r i g " was a glorified pinafore of 
peacock blue—very faded, very spotted, 
and singularly becoming to the girl's 
blond irregularity of type. Its long, sim
ple sweep of line and color seemed to 
smooth out her over-traced and over-
fretted features. Julie was always better 
without complications of millinery. 

" I ' v e been doing things," she answered 
vaguely. 

" Umph ! The coffee's ready, now. If 
you want tea, I'll boil the kettle again." 

"Yes, please." She pursed her lips and 
seemed preoccupied; then took a ciga
rette and crossed her knees negligently, 
breathing out her preoccupation with the 
cigarette smoke. 

" W h y wasn't I asked to the pa r ty?" 
"Petriloff thinks you're a bad example 

to Aline." Somewhere in the interval he 
had decided to tell her. 

" I ? To Aline? The little rotter ! Do 
explain to me, Paul. And I think you 
might have stayed away yourself, in that 
case—if Petriloff is giving out his disgust
ing opinions." 

" I was going to consult you—at least I 
think I was." The aroma of the coffee 
spread itself domestically between them, 
and both unconsciously relaxed into more 
comfortable a t t i t u d e s . "Anyhow, of 
course I won't go if you'd rather not. I 
had half an idea it might amuse you to 
hear about it afterwards. They've got a 
little rip of a Hungarian gypsy—sweep
ings, my dear: a little devil off the dust-
heap—coming in to dance afterwards. 
And with that kind of crowd, she's sure 
to be one of them before they break up. I 
think you're well out of it. She shouldn't 
drink champagne out of my glass. Petri-
loff's blowing himself, you see. Aline 
wanted you, by the way, and so did some 
of the rest of the bunch. Wanted you to 
draw the gypsy: damn her with your pre
cious paw. But the Slav wouldn't stand 
for it. Miss Chadwick will have to do her 
conscientious best." 

" D o you mean to say that Miss Chad
wick is going?" 

"She's a serious woman, my dear. 
You're not." 

"Bu t if Miss Chadwick can stand the 
gypsy creature " 
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"You are dull, Julie." Rennert sighed. 
" Don't you see? Miss Chadwick is noth
ing but a pair of bi-focals and a gift for 
taking life visually. She not only does
n't believe in the fourth dimension; she 
doesn't even believe in the third. Thick
ness is merely something she can suggest 
with a brush. People haven't really got it, 
you know. . . . But nobody could say 
you were impersonal, Julie, could they, 
now?" 

Rennert had his voice well under con
trol; but it seemed to him that stark hun
ger must be audible in his modulations. 

"What is the matter with m e ? " reit
erated Julie. She seemed to have forgot
ten her original preoccupation; she was 
really interested in the prohibition of 
Aline's lover. 

"You're a Puritanic idler." 
"But Miss Chadwick— 
"Keeps more of the Ten Command

ments than you do, but she works." 
" I s he afraid I'll induce Aline to be 

frivolous?" 
"Can ' t you take both ends of it? The 

point is that you neither work nor play. 
So you don't get admitted at either gate. 
This crowd doesn't approve. They might 
let a slacker like you in, for her charm; 
but when you proceed to be shocked, it's 
too much." 

" H a v e I eve r p r o c e e d e d to be 
shocked?" 

" Not verbally, oh, no. But you persist 
in taking a different line. I t 's the old 
rhyme: 

' ' What are you good for, anyway ? 
Not fit to eat, and wouldn't play.' 

And as your wealth is dazzling, you just 
might produce an effect. Miss Chadwick, 
of course, couldn't produce any. Don't 
bother your head about it. You're worth 
the whole boiling—though of course you 
can't keep it up forever. Have some more 
t e a?" • 

"Thanks." Julie drank the entire cup 
before either spoke again. 

"What was the thing you wanted to 
talk to me abou t?" Rennert asked, when 
she had set her cup down. " Forget about 
the party. I don't think I shall go, my
self. Too darned dull." 

"Something very impor tan t , wasn't 
i t ? " She behaved for a moment as if 

she had forgotten. But she got up and 
walked to the window, then walked back; 
showing by her nervousness that she had 
by no means forgotten. He did not an
swer her; he leaned back in his armchair, 
his eyes kindling faintly in the twilight. 

Julie came finally and stood before him, 
her hands on her hips. " I can't stand the 
weather. So I am taking your advice. 
I'm leaving to-night." 

" O h ! ' Every muscle in Renner t ' s 
body urged him to move, to rise; but he 
sat perfectly still, defying his muscles. 

"Eight o'clock from the Gare de Lyon. 
Riviera express. Are you coming to see 
me off?" 

Paul Rennert did not rise, though the 
effort not to brought little drops of sweat 
to his forehead, beneath his smooth dark 
hair. 

"Oh, I think not," he said lightlv. 
"There'll be a hundred porters for that 
train. If you're really leaving me, I'd 
better go to the party, hadn' t I ? " 

"If you prefer it ." 
"Prefer it— I say, Julie, you're not 

human. You go off—and quite right—to 
sit in an orange grove and look at the 
Mediterranean, and you want to accent 
your good luck by watching me, shiv
ering and forsaken, in that beastly sta
tion, while your gorgeous train pulls out. 
Haven't you a drop of human kindness? 
If you had, you'd want me to be quite 
drunk by 7 P. M. I don't blame you for 
going, but I don't see why you should 
have such a mediaeval taste for rubbing it 
in. I don't know whether I shall go to 
the party or not. But I do know that 
with you tucked up in the train de luxe I 
shall do what I damn please—and you 
ought to be willing." 

Julie did not retort. She simply stared 
at him questioningly, gravely, a little 
sadly. 

"You wouldn't think of joining me?" 
she asked at last. 

"You jolly well know"—his voice had 
escaped control: it had a franklv nervous 
edge—"I'd go like a shot if I had the 
money. If it were the first of the month, 
I'd go anyhow, and starve until quarter-
day. But it's late in the quarter—and 
meanwhile I've been existing. You ask 
questions like a debutante's." 

" I have money." 
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"'That has nothing to do with it. I'm 
not your Pomeranian." 

Julie ignored this. " I even have two 
tickets." 

Paul Rennert got up at last, with one 
clean spring. "What are you talking 
about, Jul ie?" His voice was still low. 

"Well, we couldn't go to Meudon, 
could we? And if I couldn't stand the 
weather, how could you? " 

Rennert's eyes glittered above her, but 
he did not touch her. " You know a long 
sight more about human beings than you 
let on, Julie. How can I go off with you 
on your money?" 

She turned a little of his own careful 
scorn upon him. "If I had known you 
were back there, Paul, I wouldn't have 
mentioned it. And, as a matter of fact, 
it's the only way I'd let you go." 

" Every one knows I've no money now 
for a lark. You'd be compromised." 

"One's always compromised, in such a 
case. What has the money to do with 
i t ? " 

"Oh, I might go—for a lark—if I had 
the cash. People might be brought to see 
that. But if you take me, there's only one 
interpretation." 

"Interpretations don't matter—only 
facts." Her voice was very listless, as she 
gazed into the fire. 

"But apparently you still refuse to face 
them." His voice vibrated significantly 
in her ear. But he still did not touch her, 
though his hands were clenched. 

"How you talk; how you talk, Paul! 
When I go the limit, I go it. See? I 
don't have to name a fact a hundred times 
in order to face it." Her voice, no longer 
listless, rose in feverish excitement. 

He clasped her then; concentrated in 
his passion as he had been in his self-con
trol. Finally she shook herself free of his 
embrace. 

"You'll have to go and pack. And I 
must finish. Come back here. We'll get 
some dinner in the station." And trem
bling a little, visibly, she disappeared into 
her bedroom. 

Paul Rennert walked the floor of the 
studio, with stealthy, catlike steps, for 
full five minutes. Then he shouted at 
Julie's door. "Julie, come out, for God's 
sake ! I've got something to say to you." 

"If you talk any more, I shall change 
my mind. I can't stand it, I tell you. I 
don't want to discuss this thing. If you 
weren't a fool, you'd see it." But she ap
peared, flushed and nervous, in the door
way. He faced her across the big room. 

"Take my advice, kiddy. Stay here 
and finish the rue de la Paix series. Then 
we'll talk. . . . I can get back some 
money on those tickets for you." 

But Julie Fort, since Paul Rennert had 
kissed her, was a changed being. The for
mula, once arid philosophy, had become 
a glowing gospel. She could hardly wait 
to reach her orange grove above the blue 
sea. 

" You'll be late. And if you are, I 
swear I'll go alone ! " Her voice was jubi
lant. 

Paul Rennert clattered in haste down 
the long stairs into the street. " If worse 
came to worst," he muttered, " I suppose 
I could marry her. But that would be the 
end of all things. Oh, well, here goes—" 
He shook off the clammy thought, and 
plunged, flushed and content again, out 
into the lamplit street. 

(To be continued.) 



Sergeant Bouligny of the Foreign Legion. 

THE FOREIGN LEGION IN PICTURES 

By Sergeant Bouligny 
A comrade of Alan Seeger 

RREADERS of the "Poems" and "Letters and Diary" of Alan Seeger will be 
interested to know that Sergeant Bouligny was a comrade of the Poet of the 
Foreign Legion. He is said to have been the first American to enlist in the 

Legion in France. He comes from New Orleans and has recently, after several 
months in the American Hospital at Neuilly, joined the Lafayette Squad and will 
fight under the American flag. He has won the Croix de Guerre with a silver star. 
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A b a d l a n d i n g . 

This aeroplane crashed into the ground while going- over sixty miles an hour. It is the latest type of French fighttng-
machine and so strongly built that the damage done, as the photograph shows, was very slight. The pilot, 

s tanding before the machine, took the accident as a great joke and was absolutely unhurt. 

THE LATEST TYPES OF FIGHTING 
AEROPLANES 

PHOTOGRAPHS TAKEN AT THE CHAMPAGNE FRONT 

B y C a r r o l l D a n a W i n s l o w 
Author of " W i t h the French Flying Corps" 

AT the front every aviator carries a camera in his pocket. Things happen so 
fast and so often that one needs a record of snap-shots to remember them 
by. These pictures were taken during the Champagne offensive in April, 

1917, where the French were taking the ground near Reims. 
Accidents similar to that shown above occur several times a day, and the re

sults are important in the study of aeroplane building and instruction. 
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The latest type of automobile anti-aircraft gun. 

The pitfalls and dangers which an aviator must avoid at the front are becom
ing more numerous every day. These anti-aircraft guns, mounted on fast motor
cars, chase around the country behind the lines and prevent the enemy aeroplanes 
and Zeppelins from remaining over our territory. This type of battery was re
sponsible for the Zeppelins brought down at Compiegne in April, 1917, and Revigny 
in April, 1916. In fact this invention was one of the immediate causes of the 
Germans giving up their "strafeing" with Zeppelins. In the photograph above a 
German aeroplane has just been sighted. The gun is in position and the gunners 
are just about to put a shell into the barrel. The record for distance and height 
in hitting an aeroplane with this type of cannon is 15,000 feet in the air at 9,000 
yards' distance across country. A very large crew is required to man one of these 
cannon. The sergeant may be seen standing, giving the orders. Beside the cannon 
the telephonist is getting the report of the position over which the German machine 
is flying. The man with his hand on the barrel is the chief gunner. He is listening 
for the range from the man who is working it out, but who is not seen in the 
photograph. 
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The latest type of French bombing-machine. 

The tendency in aeroplanes has been to run to two extremes—for fighting, 
as small and fast as possible; and for bombing, as large and powerful as possible. 
Above is a three-seater; one passenger sits out in front mounted in a machine-gun 
turret. The pilot comes next, immediately behind the motor, while the second 
passenger sits behind him mounted in another machine-gun turret. This aeroplane 
is capable of carrying many hundred pounds of explosives and, being very fast 
and heavily armed, generally accomplishes its mission. 

The "Albatross" (page 223) is capable of a horizontal speed of 300 kilometres 
(about 187 miles) an hour. I t is a single-seater and carries three machine guns which, 
being controlled by the motor, shoot automatically and simultaneously through the 
propeller. The sight of these weapons converges at approximately 50 yards in front 
of the aeroplane, making the chance of hitting the opponent three times as sure. 
The motor is equipped with an electric self-starter. I t has also electrical devices 
for keeping the water warm in the radiator while flying at great heights. The wing 
surface is less than 20 square yards. I t is probably the finest fighting-machine that 
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The "Albat ross ." The latest type of German fighting-machine. 

has ever been developed in the world, being capable of climbing to 15,000 feet in 
less than twelve minutes. This particular machine in the photograph was captured 
intact. The pilot was lost in the fog and flew about until his last drop of petrol 
was exhausted. He landed in the middle of the aerodrome at which the author 
was stationed. 

This is the only monoplane used in France. It is the fastest machine in the world, but is so tricky and dangerous that only the 
most experienced and best aviators are permitted to mount it. The " Fokker ," ot German fame, was copied from this model. 
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Morane " Monocoque." 



It is very fast and the visibility tor the observer is practically unimpeded. He is placed in the car, which projects in front, being 
seated in a turret with a machine gun. Machine guns are also mounted on the wings, and a second passenger rides in 

the tail with another mitrailleuse. This machine is very tractable in the air and well able to defend itself. 

The wing surface of this machine is less than 18 square yards. It is very fast and efficient, but when it meets the " Albatross,' 
unless the pilot is very expert and experienced, it has generally found its master and the fight 

ends disastrously for us. This machine is known as the S. P. A. D. 

224 

The latest type of French artillery-machine. 

The latest type of French fighting-aeroplane. 



This is the most famous French model, but in the last few months it has been discarded as being too slow. It is only capable of a 
speed of 120 miles an hour. Mr. Winslow is in the pilot's seat and his mechanic is just turning the propeller for a flight. 
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The F. B. A. flying-boat, commonly known as the Franco-British. 

It is used by both navies in their coast patrols and is very similar to the Curtiss flying-boat used by our navy. The machine 
in the photograph is about to leave the water. 

The Nieuport type of French fighting-aeroplane. 



Drawn by Alonzo Kimball. 

"Your Diane, Madame Nicolas, is, I fear, annoyingly feminine."—Page 229. 
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ON a June morning Monsieur 
Silvestre, the landlord of 
the Cafe de l'Univers, sat 
under the street awning 
drinking beer with the cure 
of the little church across 

the square. They had discussed religion 
and politics until those vital subjects and 
the tall foaming glasses were drained dry. 
Then the landlord ordered a second round 
and the topic of conversation shifted. 

"One hears nothing more of that Fer
dinand Taillandy," remarked Monsieur 
Silvestre. ' 'There was a type for you! 
There was one, at least, who had no use 
for your religion. A pagan, he called him
self. I suppose, now, you consign men 
like him to hell-fire." 

" I consign no man to hell-lire," an
swered the cure calmly. ' 'There are 
some, however, who consign themselves: 
they think it modern—fashionable." 

"You refer to me, perhaps?" suggested 
the landlord quickly. 

The cure laughed, shaking his head. 
" Y o u ! " he echoed. " W h y should I 

refer to you, my friend ? Before this year 
is out you will be coming to me for confes
sion and communing at the altar. I have 
no fears for you." 

He paused to raise the glass to his lips. 
Then he added: " I t is of Taillandy 1 am 
speaking. Monsieur Silvestre, the church 
wants that man—he is too good to lose. 
So admirable a pagan—think what a 
Christian one could make of him ! I wish 
I had him here." 

The landlord nodded his head sarcasti
cally. 

"Yes," said he, " i t would be a pleasure 
to see you two together. Taillandy talks 
well. He could argue with you more 
effectively than I. Yes, it would be a 
pleasure—for me." 

" M y friend," said the cure sharply, 
VOL. LXII.—24 

"you and he have nothing in common. 
Taillandy believes—in something: you 
believe in nothing. He would scorn 
your agnosticism. In truth, his belief 
differs from mine very slightly; he is far 
nearer to me than to you. He sees gods 
in everything, whereas I see God in every
thing. The distinction, you observe, is 
slight." 

Monsieur Silvestre puffed out his 
cheeks in a sigh. 

"There ," he exclaimed, "you out-talk 
me as usual! All the more I wish Ferdi
nand Taillandy were with us, he who can 
turn phrases as well as you. Have you 
read his 'Hymn to Diana Imprisoned'? " 

" I have," said the cure. " I t is admi
rable. Have you read the Song of Solo
m o n ? " 

" N o , " admitted Monsieur Silvestre. 
" I t , too, is admirable." 
"Where can I find i t ? " asked the land

lord incautiously. 
" I n your Bible," said the cure, and 

drained his glass, well pleased. 
"Touche!" grunted Monsieur Silves

tre. " I t is I who pay for the beers." 
Presently, when the sun had swung up 

high above the square, the cure perceived 
Madame Nicolas coming from her shop 
beside the church. The landlord, too, 
marked her in the distance, for the streets 
of the village of Evremont were never so 
crowded but that one could distinguish 
Madame Nicolas. Nor was any one in 
Evremont ever too busy or too hurried to 
greet her. 

She was a serene, motherly woman, now 
past middle age, who, with her daughters 
Diane and Veronique, kept the little shop 
where good Catholics purchased the con
soling symbols of their faith. But always 
Madame Nicolas gave something more 
priceless than anything she sold. As the 
cure put it: "When you buy a rosary 
from Madame Nicolas you obtain a great 
deal more than a rosary—you obtain a 
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glimpse of peace on earth; and you de
part convinced that God is good." 

Even Monsieur Silvestre, professed ag
nostic, fairly worshipped Madame Nico
las. 
' "There ," he said, " there is the morn

ing sunlight." 
She crossed the square, careful not to 

disturb the sparrows drinking and fidg
eting at the watering-trough, and ap
proached the Cafe de l'Univers. 

"Good morning," she greeted them. 
" I come to inform monsieur le cure that 
I have finished mending the altar-cloth. 
Diane and Veronique and I worked until 
late last night. Diane and Veronique 
have done beautifully—but I—my fingers 
are a little old and my eyes a little dim. 
My portion of it might be better." 

The cure hastened to assure her that he 
had no anxiety as to the quality of her 
work. He knew it of old. Then said 
Monsieur Silvestre: "We were talking 
but now of Ferdinand Taillandy. Have 
you news of him, Madame Nicolas?" 

She shook her head gravely. 
" N o , " said she, "we have heard or seen 

nothing of him since—since he found my 
Diane and brought her back to me from 
the city. I t is impossible now to thank 
him for what he did, but I pray for him. 
He is a good man." 

" H e is not of the church," Monsieur 
Silvestre could not forbear saying. 

" N o , " she agreed quietly, "nor, for a 
long time, was Saint Paul." 

" I perceive," responded Monsieur Sil
vestre with a shrug, " that you Christians 
claim us all. If you count Taillandy and 
me among you, it would appear that your 
religion is tolerant." 

"Belief," said the cure, "is always tol
erant. I t is only unbelief that is bigoted. 
The dogma of the agnostic is very strict 
—perhaps because he fears that any day 
a little ray of faith will come to disturb 
him." 

"You talk me to death," remarked the 
landlord, "and I have work to do. I 
will bid you good-by." And he retreated 
sulkily to the shelter of his desk within 
the walls. 

They smiled at his discomfiture, for 
they knew his moods and loved him for 
them and in spite of them. 

Then said Madame Nicolas: "Mon

sieur le cure, may I talk to you for a while 
—about Diane?" 

The cure silently drew a chair for her 
beside him. 

"You may talk to me, Madame Nico
las, about anything." 

For a space she remained silent, search
ing doubtless a method of beginning. 
Her hands were unquiet and there was 
a hint of trouble clouding her kind gray 
eyes. 

"You know Felix—Felix Romarin?" 
she asked at length. 

"Yes , " answered the cure, " I know 
him certainly—and t h e n ? " 

" D o you think well of him ?" 
"Ah, now, Madame Nicolas, what shall 

I say ? Yes, I think well of him. Also I 
am sorry for him. He has a devil within 
him that may some day send him head
long down a steep place into the sea. 
But we are trying to cast out that devil— 
Felix and I—and I have the hope that 
with God's help we shall succeed. Felix 
is of the south—his family come from 
Cagnes—and in the south men strike 
before they think or before they speak. 
They wound with their hands rather than 
with their tongues. I am not sure that 
on that account they are more blame
worthy in the eyes of the Lord, but cer
tainly they are more blameworthy in the 
eyes of the law. The magistrate has seen 
Felix on several occasions. Thus far he 
has been lenient; next time perhaps— 
but what has Felix done now?" 

" H e has fallen in love with Diane," 
answered Madame Nicolas simply. 

The cure whistled softly and per
plexedly. 

" I understand," he said—"I under
stand. Or, rather, I do not understand." 

" H e desires to marry her at once," 
said Madame Nicolas. 

"Yes, yes—and she?" 
"What would you ? She does not love 

him—she likes him well enough perhaps. 
She asks me. It is difficult." 

"Indeed, yes, it is difficult," pondered 
the cure. " I t is an opportunity, of 
course, and not a bad one. Felix, as I 
said, is not bad at heart—impulsive only. 
And Diane—ah, Madame Nicolas, it is 
a sad truth that when a young girl has 
sinned there are few sinners who will for
give her." 
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" I know," said Madame Nicolas wist
fully, " I know." 

There was a silence. 
" I think—" began the cure, and 

stopped. Then—"Let us wait awhile, 
Madame Nicolas," he said. "Le t us wait 
and see how much in earnest Felix is. 
And perhaps—who knows?—Diane will 
come to love him at least a little. Then, 
in that case, let her marry, Madame Nico
las, and—ah, well, let her marry and bear 
children who will resemble their grand
mother." 

But Madame Nicolas, with the merest 
trace of a smile in return for the compli
ment, shook her head. 

" I wish I might believe that they could 
marry and be happy," she said, " b u t I 
know my Diane. She will not marry 
Felix because she loves another." 

"And the other, I suppose, does not 
love her. Always it is like that with a 
woman. Your Diane, Madame Nicolas, 
is, I fear, annoyingly feminine." 

"What would you wish? Can even a 
man control his hea r t ? " 

The cure glanced away rather hastily. 
He had once been two-and-twenty. 

" N o , " he said, "you are right. A man 
can but smother his heart." 

"And still be h a p p y ? " persisted Ma
dame Nicolas. 

He sighed and smiled. 
"And eventually be not unhappy," he 

answered. "Bu t we are becoming too 
abstract, and I am certain you did not 
come to me to discuss generalities. Tell 
me, if you wish, who is this other man 
whom Diane loves and who is senseless 
enough not to love her." 

" I t is Ferdinand Taillandy," said 
Madame Nicolas. 

"Ah," said the cure; and then he 
added: "Of course." 

"Why do you say t h a t ? " she asked. 
" Why ? Because that man is in every 

one's mind. He has become an obsession 
with all of us. Monsieur Silvestre and 
I were but just now quarrelling over 
him " 

"Tha t proves nothing," interjected 
Madame Nicolas with a smile, "you and 
Monsieur Silvestre would quarrel about a 
sparrow." 

"You have said it ," agreed the cure; 
"bu t nevertheless Ferdinand Taillandy 

seems to be of greater importance than a 
sparrow. Certainly his flights are longer." 

He stopped and leaned forward in his 
chair, shading his eyes from the sun. 
Madame Nicolas, following his gaze, saw 
in the distance, far down the road that 
bordered the river, a gray figure of a man 
walking briskly toward them. There was 
a bulky something strapped to his back, 
and in his hand he swung a stick. Occa
sionally he skipped a little, as if rejoic
ing in the beauty and freshness of the 
day, and occasionally he made wonderful 
passes and lunges with the stick into the 
empty air. 

" H e is gay, that one there," observed 
Madame Nicolas. 

The cure did not answer, nor did he re
move his eyes from the figure. 

" H e skips like a lamb," continued 
Madame Nicolas. 

" D o you forget," said the cure, " t ha t 
it is spring?" And still he did not look 
away. 

The stranger drew rapidly nearer. A 
stray breath of the breeze bore to them a 
fragment of song from his lips. 

" H e sings, too," said Madame Nicolas. 
" I wonder is he of the circus." 

The cure vouchsafed no reply, but he 
got up from his chair that he might see 
the better. 

"Tiens," he murmured to himself, 
"c'est bien drole!" 

"Why , " demanded Madame Nicolas, 
"do you so excite yourself? I t is not the 
first time a stra'nger has come to Evre-
mont." 

Suddenly the cure broke into loud 
laughter and sat down. He slapped the 
table with his hand until the glasses trem
bled and threatened to fall. Madame 
Nicolas regarded him in amazement. 
Down the road the stranger was singing 
lustily now. They could hear the words: 

" L'Amour est enfant de boheme, 
Qui n'a jamais connu des lois." 

The cure could not cease his laughter. 
"Wha t have y o u ? " demanded Ma

dame Nicolas, distressed. 
"Where are your eyes?" retorted the 

cure. " I fear, Madame Nicolas, that 
you are near-sighted." 

" I am," said she, " b u t what harm? 
Is it any one I know?" 
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The cure's response was indirect. 
"Monsieur Silvestre!" he called—and 

again: "Monsieur Silvestre ! Three tall 
beers—and cold ones ! Monsieur Ferdi
nand Taillandy, if I am not mistaken, 
will be thirs ty!" 

II 

TAILLANDY, as the cure had foreseen, 
made direct for the Cafe de l'Univers. 
He had walked far that morning—indeed 
he walked far every day, and had for 
nearly nine years—and he knew by expe
rience that Monsieur Silvestre's beer was 
good. Moreover, as a young man in his 
early twenties, he had known the land
lord and the cure and Madame Nicolas, 
and he had teased Veronique and Diane 
when they were children and had pigtails 
to pull. So he approached the Cafe de 
l'Univers with an eager step, anticipating 
both beer and benedictions. 

Monsieur Silvestre, the cure, and Ma
dame Nicolas arose to make him welcome. 
They vied, one with the other, in cordial
ity, for Monsieur Silvestre admired his 
mind, the cure coveted his soul, and 
Madame Nicolas—ah, Madame Nicolas 
had given him her heart ever since he had 
found Diane and brought her back from 
Paris one cold November dawn. 

"Monsieur Ferdinand," said she, "you 
left so quickly that morning that I could 
not thank you for what you had done. 
And now I see you again after these 
months and, behold, I find no words." 

" Madame Nicolas," answered the poet, 
"you need no words. I received your 
thanks when I saw the light come into 
your eyes on that morning. I am a pa
gan, but a pagan can be proud to have 
been of service to such a Christian as you. 
I am your very humble servant, Madame 
Nicolas," and he bent very gallantly to 
kiss her hand. 

"So ," remarked the landlord eagerly, 
" you are still a pagan ? You still believe 
in all those gods?" 

Taillandy raised his eyebrows in sur
prise. Then he leaned back in his chair, 
stretched himself in the sunlight, flicked 
an ash from his cigarette with a nicotine-
stained finger, and smiled—an amused, 
crooked smile—under his gay mustache. 

"But yes," he said, "bu t yes. Natu

rally, I believe in the true gods. Why 
should I not? They are everywhere 
about me. One has but to open one's 
eyes to see them." 

"Are they in that beer? "queried Mon
sieur Silvestre maliciously. 

Taillandy shrugged his shoulders, a 
little vexed. " N o , " said he gravely. " I 
see nothing in the beer but a dead fly." 

" B r a v o ! " applauded the cure. 
"Thank you," said Taillandy. "Does 

he trouble you, too, monsieur le cure, 
with his scepticism ? " 

"Oh, no; I fear that it is I who trouble 
him with my belief. He tries to convert 
us all to his iconoclasm—I believe that is 
the name he calls it by. I t is a handsome 
word and sounds intellectual. But all 
it means, I am told, is: ' I don't know.' 
Well, that is Monsieur Silvestre. Always 
he does not know." 

Madame Nicolas shook her head, smil
ing. " Monsieur Silvestre is a fraud," she 
said. " H e is a lamb in wolf's clothing. 
I t is I who have seen him often enough 
without his disguise, and he has the larg
est heart in Evremont-sur-Seine. Diane 
says that when no one is looking he is 
always doing some good deed and blush
ing with shame. Several mornings, when 
he thought no one was about, she saw him 
scattering crumbs for the sparrows out 
there by the watering-trough." 

"They become hungry in the winter," 
said Monsieur Silvestre gruffly. " I can't 
have them dying in front of my cafe." 

"And," continued Madame Nicolas, 
"he bought the crutches and the invalid's 
chair for little Baptiste, that poor lame 
boy." 

" I give up," said Monsieur Silvestre. 
"You see good in everything and every
body. You would doubtless see some
thing to praise in the devil himself." 

" Why n o t ? " interposed the cure. "His 
perseverance surely is commendable." 

"We talk too much," asserted the land
lord. "Le t us give Monsieur Taillandy's 
ears a rest. He should have much of 
interest to tell us. From where do you 
come, Monsieur Ferdinand? I am told 
you have walked all over the map of 
Europe in the last nine years." 

"Austria—the Tyrol—northern Italy. 
High up for the most part. As near as 
possible to the stars. Next to the sea I 
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love a mountain. The sea soothes me 
but a mountain exalts me. It is like 
solemn music. Then, too, I am fond of 
pine-trees—straight, tall, clean pine-trees, 
such as grow on heights. Have you ever 
seen a winter moon shining through a 
forest of pines, their shadows black on the 
snow?" 

"Are you never lonely?" asked Ma
dame Nicolas a little wistfully. 

He glanced at her quickly, as if she had 
correctly read some secret thought of his 
which he was loath to admit even to him
self. 

Then he said: ' 'There are always 
dryads for company." 

"There are w h a t ? " demanded Mon
sieur Silvestre. 

" N o matter—you would not under
stand. You will never see them. There 
are scores of them hiding in those poplars 
down there by the river, but, alas, Mon
sieur Silvestre, you will never see them. 
. . . And now," he added after a silence, 
"and now that I have finished my beer I 
am going to ask Madame Nicolas to grant 
me a favor. I am going to ask her to take 
me across to her shop and let me see its 
treasures." 

"But certainly," cried she. "Only I 
fear there are no treasures." 

"There is one that is priceless,'' he 
said; "there is Diane." 

III 

MADAME NICOLAS'S shop was in im
maculate order, for she and her two 
daughters would have considered it akin 
to sacrilege that dust should lie on the 
pictures and statuettes of the saints, or 
that there should not be a fitting and 
comfortable place for each wreath and 
rosary. The place had the air of repose 
that one associates more with a museum 
or a chapel than with a store where ar
ticles are bought and sold. I t was hard 
to say whether Madame Nicolas's per
sonality endowed it with this serene, tran
quil atmosphere, or whether Madame 
Nicolas's serenity and tranquillity were 
lent her by the shop and its consecrated 
contents. 

"Come in, Monsieur Ferdinand," she 
said. "Veronique should be in the 
kitchen, but I will fetch her. As for 

Diane—here she is at the desk. There 
will be no measure to her joy." 

The meeting of Diane and Taillandy 
would perhaps have been difficult—a lit
tle constrained—had Taillandy not, for
tunately, been Taillandy. 

"Here, then, after all these months, is 
my Diane of the Moon!" he exclaimed, 
seizing her two hands. " I t is good to see 
you treading the earth. You have not, I 
hope, forgotten the mad poet." 

Forgotten him, indeed ! The reverse 
was so true that she blushed a little. 

"One does not forget the noblest man 
in the world," she said. 

" H a ! " cried he, "now I perceive how 
easily reputations for nobility are made ! 
I have always wondered why so many 
merely mediocre fellows are esteemed. 
Doubtless, in a moment of aberration, 
they committed some one good deed." 

" I s not a poet called great, even if he 
has written but one great poem ? " ven
tured Diane. 

The pagan smiled at her affectionately. 
" N o t until he is dead, my dear," he 

assured her. "Then all his bad poems 
are either forgotten or included in anthol
ogies of verse." 

This was, of course, over Diane's head. 
Indeed, most of his conversation left her 
dazed and bewildered—but always admir
ing-. 

He could, I think, have recited to her 
the alphabet and she would have thought 
it all very wonderful and the work of an 
inspired genius. But she was spared the 
necessity of a reply by the entrance of 
Madame Nicolas and Veronique—the 
latter glowing (not at all unattractively) 
from the kitchen. 

"Monsieur Ferdinand," said Madame 
Nicolas, "do you remember my daughter 
Veronique?" 

Taillandy bowed low. 
" I do," said he, "very distinctly. She 

had bare iegs when I knew her and used to 
like to be kissed." 

The girl smiled gravely at him. Then 
she blushed, glanced at her mother, and 
said: " I wear stockings now, but other
wise I doubt if I have changed." 

" Good !" cried the poet, and embraced 
her on both cheeks. Then he stood off 
and surveyed the three of them, evidently 
with approbation. 
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"The mother of the Gracchi!" said he. 
"You are Cornelia and those are your 
jewels. You are greatly to be envied, 
Madame Nicolas." 

His enthusiasm pleased and confused 
them. But it was enthusiasm well-
founded. Diane he had known to be 
lovely, for he had seen her within the 
year; but Veronique he had not seen for 
many years. She was slightly older than 
her sister, slightly calmer, slightly more 
poised. She was tall and dark, with 
smooth hair framing a narrow, oval face. 
In her brown eyes lay something of the 
calm and the confidence that was her 
mother's—the calm and the confidence 
earned by suffering borne and ended. 
More reticent perhaps than Diane, she 
was more of a riddle to solve. You felt 
never quite sure what Veronique would 
say or do; you felt always sure that 
Diane would obey her impulses, and in 
time you could learn the nature of these. 
Taillandy had learned their nature and, 
learning that, had learned her charm. 
She was the second woman in his life to 
alter his life: the first one had driven him 
disconsolate into exile; the thought of the 
second, just when his solitary nomad's 
existence had become sweet to him, 
caused that existence to seem aimless, 
sterile, intolerable. Man was not made 
to live alone. And so it came to pass 
that the wanderer returned to Evremont-
sur-Seine, where he had every reason to 
expect he should find Diane and solace. 

Madame Nicolas broke in on his medi
tations by extending an invitation to 
luncheon. Everything, he reflected, was 
being made easy for him. They were re
ceiving him open-armed. And then he 
heard Diane say, a little irritably: "Felix 
Romarin will be here also. Had you for
gotten, mother?" 

I t was obvious that Madame Nicolas 
had forgotten—she might well have for
gotten more important things than that 
in her enthusiasm at this unlooked-for 
opportunity to display her gratitude. 
She experienced a brief moment of dis
comfiture—a moment not so brief, how
ever, but that Taillandy marked it and 
said: "Perhaps another day, Madame 
Nicolas. My stay at Evremont is indef
inite." 

She protested earnestly and sincerely, 

vowing that there was plenty to eat for 
all. " B u t , " said Taillandy to himself, 
" i t was not, I am sure, the question of 
food that embarrassed her. I t was this 
Felix, whoever he may be." And he was 
not wrong. 

In the interval before the arrival of 
Felix the pagan noted that Veronique was 
the only one to appear quite herself— 
the only one who did not fidget uneasily or 
glance at the clock. Diane seemed moody 
—now distraite, now very talkative and 
vivacious; and, as for Madame Nicolas, 
she was as distressed as a woman of her 
innate serenity and self-control could be. 

"A little drama, perhaps," mused Tail
landy, always observant. "One man too 
many at the table. I had almost for
gotten how complex civilized existence is. 
Well, when this Felix arrives we shall see 
what we shall see." 

When Felix arrived Taillandy saw a 
dark-skinned, dark-eyed youth with a 
shock of black hair that curled evidently 
in spite of the brush—a youth of quick, 
abrupt gestures and speech, a youth of 
twenty-three, perhaps, with a mouth that 
could smile radiantly or could turn sullen 
at a word. He saw a lithe, active youth, 
supple as a cat, graceful as a cat, and, 
thought Taillandy, treacherous, perhaps, 
as a cat. 

The two men mistrusted each other, I 
think, from the very first; but once again 
it was Taillandy who was able to ease the 
strain. 

" You come from the south, monsieur ?" 
he inquired courteously, "unless I mis
judge your accent." 

"Yes—from Cagnes." 
" Ah, true ? I know it well. I t bathes 

its feet in the sea—and what a sea ! Pic
ture to yourself, Madame Nicolas, a blue 
sea that sparkles like the eyes of Aphro
dite, that is edged with foam as white 
as her white arms—a sea whose laughter 
among the rocks is like the glad laughter 
of nereids. Cagnes, I tell you, bathes 
her feet in that sea, and " 

"And," interrupted Felix, "Cagnes is 
truly blessed in its foot-tub." 

Taillandy, annoyed at the interrup
tion, frowned a little; then, thinking bet
ter of it, smiled and bowed. 

" I t is as you say, monsieur—Cagnes is 
blessed in its foot-tub." 
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IV 

I T was not a particularly successful 
luncheon. Taillandy did his best, which 
meant that he talked a great deal, and 
Felix, resenting the ease with which the 
poet conversed on unintelligible subjects, 
grew silent almost to the point of being 
openly impolite. Moreover, Diane ig
nored him, ignored him wholly to the 
point of being impolite—but I doubt if 
this was deliberate on her part. One does 
not, after all, pay much attention to the 
moon when the sun is high. 

Things went no better after the meal, 
and this was due to the fact that, in the 
rear of the house, there was a garden—a 
careful, neat, well-groomed little garden 
such as the French bourgeois loves. I t 
was rectangular; it was hemmed in by 
a low, white wall with red tiles capping 
it and green vines draping it. At places 
a sunflower or a hollyhock peered curi
ously over this wall, that outsiders might 
be envious and regret they were outsiders. 
Two straight paths traversed the garden 
at right angles and divided it into four 
parts, and a plaster Cupid, aiming an 
arrow into the air, marked triumphantly 
their intersection. At the centre of the 
far end of the garden, and therefore in line 
with the Cupid, was a stone bench, carved, 
as Madame Nicolas would tell you, by 
the hands of her dead husband. To this 
bench, then, came Taillandy and Diane, 
while Felix sulked indoors. 

"We will talk,' ' observed the pagan 
simply, as he took his seat beside her. 
"Or, rather, you shall talk, and for once 
I will listen. . . . This Felix? He loves 
y o u ? " 

"Oh, monsieur!" remonstrated Diane. 
Taillandy nodded. 
"Precisely—he loves you. But, name 

of a name, naturally he loves you ! The 
one question of interest is—do you love 
him? Answer me that, my little Diane— 
and answer truly." 

He looked her seriously and fixedly in 
the eyes, and there was no trace of a smile 
at his lips but, rather, his high eyebrows 
were knit in a frown of doubt and of anx
iety. I t seemed he placed great weight 
on her reply. 

She, a little frightened by his intense-
ness, hesitated, blushed, looked at him 

and then away, opened her lips as if to 
speak but, instead, put her face in her 
hands and sobbed. . . . Ah, woman, 
where is thy mystery ! 
" Of course he should have taken her in 
his arms to comfort her; but Taillandy, 
who understood many things divine, un
derstood not human woman—and, more 
especially, human woman in tears. 

" I am sorry," he said contritely. " I 
have given you pain—I have asked too 
much. Will you forgive me ? " 

She did not reply for a space; but 
presently she threw back her head, 
brushed the tears from her eyes with an 
impatient hand, achieved a smile, and 
said: " I t is nothing; I am foolish; I cry 
for nothing at all. Always I have been 
that way. But now, you see, it is past 
—my foolishness, and I will answer your 
question. Monsieur Ferdinand, I love a 
great many things in this world: I love 
my mother and I love Veronique; I love 
monsieur le cure and I love Monsieur 
Silvestre; I love the Seine—not the Seine 
of Paris"—she shuddered a little—"but 
our Seine, the Seine of Evremont, with 
the poplars, and the meadows, and the 
cows, and the little boats. I love all 
these things, Monsieur Ferdinand, and 
yet—is it not strange?—I do not love 
Felix." 

"The gods be praised!" murmured 
Taillandy. 

She stole a glance at him, and in that 
glance was a trace of the Eve that had 
always been in her. 

"And why," she asked demurely, 
"should the gods be praised?" 

" W h y ? " he echoed, and then again, 
very triumphantly: "Why? Why, be
cause, my Diane of the Moon, the gods 
have planned a different destiny for you, 
and it is not good that the gods be 
thwarted." 

He raised his long arms as if calling all 
Olympus to witness; and as he did so he 
saw Felix Romarin coming down the path 
from the house. 

V 

PERHAPS Felix thought that he had 
sulked long enough in his tent. After all, 
sulking is ineffective and therefore un
satisfying unless the act is attracting 
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attention—causing pain, for example, or 
anxiety, or even pity. To sulk unheeded 
is sheer waste of time and energy. 

Now, Madame Nicolas and Veronique 
had talked pleasantly and comfortably 
across Felix's most obstinate silence. In 
vain had he endeavored to emphasize the 
facts that his feelings were hurt, that he 
took no interest in their conversation, 
that he considered himself ill used. They 
remained persistently cheerful, and as 
soon as they perceived that he ignored 
their questions they forbore to question 
him. 

Finally, in a rage, he picked up his hat 
and left the room for the garden, where he 
well knew he was not wanted. 

" I fear there will be trouble," said 
Madame Nicolas anxiously. 

" H e has a quick temper," said Vero
nique. 

"But at bottom a good heart," added 
Madame Nicolas. 

" I t is far at the bottom to-day," con
cluded Veronique, and snapped the silk 
thread of her embroidery viciously. . . . 

When Felix reached the bench at the 
end of the garden he stood silent before 
Diane and Taillandy, his arms folded, his 
head down, watching them from under 
sullen brows. He did not know what he 
wished to say—what he had come to say 
—so he said the most unfortunate thing 
possible. 

"Have you talked enough with your 
lover from Paris? " 

There was a silence. Taillandy's arms 
dropped slowly to his sides and, as slowly, 
he got up from his seat. 

"Go back to the shop, Diane," he said 
quietly. " I will talk with this Romarin 
a little." 

" N o — n o ! " she cried, clutching at his 
hand. "You must not stay alone with 
him—you do not know Felix. He is mad 
—he sees red—and when he is that way 
he will do anything." 

"So I perceive," answered the pagan, 
and the crooked smile came to his lips, 
but mirthlessly. 

" N o , " continued Diane, " i t is I who 
will talk a little with this Romarin. And 
when I finish I shall talk with him no 
more. Felix, listen well. I t is of the 
utmost seriousness—what I have to say." 

Felix clenched his fists, but his eyes 

sought the ground and he flushed darkly 
—perhaps from anger, perhaps from 
shame. 

"Let me deal with him alone," he said. 
" H e is a man and I am a man. I t is 
easier that way. I can do nothing with 
you—you know that. You are a woman 
—you are my woman—the woman I 
love. That also you know. I cannot 
talk to women. Let me, I say, deal with 
him." 

" I am the woman you love—I?" 
cried Diane. " When you love a woman, 
then, do you insult her? " 

"If the woman I love hurts me," said 
Felix, " I strive to hurt her." 

"And if—" interposed Taillandy, "and 
if the man you hate hurts you, what do 
you d o ? " 

There was a brief silence. Then—"I 
strive to kill him," answered Romarin. 

" I n that case," argued Taillandy, 
"since I seem to be the offender, why do 
you not kill me at once? With what 
weapon are you accustomed to commit 
murder ?—the knife ?—the revolver ?—or, 
perhaps, the slow poison? Come, my 
friend, you are rather absurd. You seek 
doubtless to frighten me, but, you per
ceive, it is not I that am afraid to die—it 
is you that are afraid to kill. And that 
is quite as it should be, for no pagan 
hesitates to die, whereas all Christians 
hesitate to kill. This repugnance of 
bloodshed is, if I may point it out to you, 
a weakness derived mainly from Chris
tianity and from our modern and unnat
ural state of civilization. You are told, I 
believe, to love your enemies; but do you 
not see how impossible that is? A man 
can love some one who has been his enemy, 
or some one who may eventually become 
his enemy, but the instant a man loves his 
enemy, why, then he is simply loving his 
friend—and we are all of us quite capable 
of doing that. In fact, it would be just 
as unnatural for a man to hate his friend 
as it would be for a man to love his enemy 
—just as unnatural and just as impossi
ble. But perhaps you will ask—is not 
hatred unbeautiful, and therefore some
thing to be shunned? The answer is 
simple: there are beautiful hatreds and 
unbeautiful hatreds, just as there are 
beautiful loves and unbeautiful loves. Is 
the hatred of tyranny more ugly than the 
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love of tyranny; or, if you will be more 
concrete, is the man who hates a tyrant 
more blameworthy than the man who 
loves a tyrant? . . . But perhaps I bore 
you. It is a subject on which I am in
clined to become discursive. Always, 
always, I talk too much. Is it not so, 
Diane?" 

He turned to smile at her, and this time 
there was mirth in his smile. And then 
he did a strange thing—strange because it 
was successful: he took each of them by 
an arm and led them calmly up the path 
to the shop. And. to keep up their 
spirits on the way, he recited to them an 
ode from Horace, which, of course, neither 
of them understood in the least. Felix 
went unprotesting. I think that, for the 
moment, Taillandy's rhetoric had him 
cowed. 

VI 

TAILLANDY made his home at Evre-
mont in an up-stairs room of the Cafe de 
1 'Univers. Monsieur Silvestre, needless 
to say, was delighted to have such an illus
trious comrade, and monsieur le cure 
visited the cafe even more frequently than 
before. That Taillandy loved to talk 
there is no denying; but also there is no 
denying that this audience of two loved to 
listen to him. At the little table on the 
sidewalk he arranged the affairs of earth 
and of heaven: he upset ministries, he 
dethroned kings; he pommelled civiliza
tion, and annihilated all creeds but his 
own. Often, to be sure, he contradicted 
himself, but that is the way of all fluent 
and eloquent men. At the end of three 
days he had the world so transfigured that 
all was right with it—a prodigious feat, 
you must admit, to perform at a cafe-
table. 

But he did not neglect Diane. At 
Evremont-sur-Seine one rises early, and 
Taillandy, trained by his years of solitary 
wandering to rise by the sun rather than 
by the clock, adapted himself readily to 
the custom. And so it came about that 
his hours with Diane were the twilight 
hours of dawn and sunset—those miracu
lous hours when our senses are the most 
acute, when we are gladdest or saddest, 
when we love life the most or fear death 
the least. 

As for Felix Romarin, for the time being 
he was out of the picture. If any one 
worried about him it was the cure, who 
was aware that he had given up his em
ployment and had been drinking more 
than was good for him. Felix never troub
led the Cafe de l'Univers (for reasons 
known doubtless to Monsieur Silvestre), 
but twice during the week he had been 
forcibly ejected from that more plebeian 
resort known as the Cafe de la Victoire; 
and this was ominous, inasrnuch as the 
management of the Cafe of Victory was 
notoriously lenient. 

One day, a t noon, Taillandy met Felix 
crossing the square. 

"Good morning," said the poet; ' ' it is 
a handsome day." 

Felix stopped short and regarded him, 
swaying slightly where he stood. 

"Some may think so," he replied un
graciously. 

"Which implies, I presume, that some 
do n o t ? " 

Felix shrugged his shoulders and stead
ied himself with a hand on the watering-
trough. 

"Every one has his turn," said he. 
"For the moment you are up and I 
am down. But that may change—who 
knows?" 

"Yes, indeed," agreed the poet; "who 
knows?" 

Romarin stared at him. 
" I know," he said briefly, and passed 

on. . . . 
Now, in June the days are long, and 

Evremont, dining early, finishes its cog
nac and coffee before sunset. Taillandy 
and Monsieur Silvestre were accustomed 
to take their evening meal together on the 
sidewalk when the weather was fine, and 
to linger over it, cracking nuts and nib
bling raisins, until the cure should join 
them for the coffee. On a certain evening 
(it was the second Sunday, I believe, after 
Taillandy's arrival at Evremont) the cure 
was wofully late in appearing. 

" I wonder what it is that holds him?" 
mused the poet. 

" I t would perhaps be that old house
keeper of his—that Amelie. She treats 
him like a child and does not like him to 
go out in the evenings. If she had her 
way monsieur le cure would be between 
the sheets at half past seven every night. 
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That is solicitude carried to excess. 
Sometimes it makes me glad that there 
is no one to care for me to such an ex
tent." 

He raised his long arms as if calling all Olympus to witness.—Page 233. 

Taillandy nodded slowly. 
"Yes," he answered, "we men want to 

be nursed only when we want to be 
nursed. But when we want nursing and 
there is no one to do it—ah, then, my 
friend, then how sorry do we feel for our
selves!" 

" I take it," observed the landlord sly
ly, " tha t you contemplate engaging a 
nurse." 

"You have wonderful vision," returned 

Taillandy, and was about to change the 
subject when the hurried arrival of the 
cure saved him the trouble. 

Monsieur le cure was panting and dis
tressed. 

" You are late," said the landlord, "and 
you are out of breath. Have you been 
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wrestling with your conscience—or run
ning away from it, perhaps?" 

"Neither," replied the cure briefly; " I 
have been searching for Felix Romarin. 
He has been missing since noon, and he 
has been drunk since last night. I t is 
bad. I have inquired for him at every 
house in Evremont." 

" Why look for something no one wishes 
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to find?" demanded Monsieur Silvestre. 
' 'We are well quit of him." 

"Hush," commanded the cure. "Do 
you not know " 

"Oh," the landlord interrupted airily, 
" I know. You will tell me about the 
sparrow that falls and how the very hairs 
of my head are numbered." 

"Not at all. I was about to ask you 
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if you did not know that he had procured 
for himself a revolver." 

"Ah," observed Taillandy, " t h a t be
comes interesting. And what does he 
think to do with a revolver? " 

The cure hesitated. 
" I t is as well to warn you," he said at 

length. "They who saw him last tell me 
that he left the Cafe de la Victoire very 
drunk at noon with his revolver, and that 
he said he was going hunting—for big 
game!" 

Taillandy raised his eyebrows, sipped 
his cognac, replaced the glass on the 
table, and lit a cigarette. 

"Big game," he mused. " T h a t would 
be me—not? Well, he has been very 
slow to find his big game—and very blind. 
I flatter myself I have been much in evi
dence since noon." 

"Then," said the cure, " I beg of you to 
be less in evidence this evening. I am 
serious, my friend." 

" I hope so," replied Taillandy enig
matically; " I hope so. And I, also, am 
serious. But I shall not change my 
habits merely because Monsieur Romarin 
chooses to become drunk; and to prove 
that I shall riot I now bid you all good-
evening. As for the hunter of big game 
—well, you remember that Actaeon and 
Adonis were huntsmen who found game 
bigger than they expected—with fatal 
consequences to them both. Messieurs, 
bonsoir." 

He picked up his battered hat, thrust it 
carelessly and rakishly on his head, tossed 
a two-franc piece on the table, and de
parted. They watched him cross the twi-
lit square in the direction of the shop of 
Madame Nicolas. 

"He goes to walk with D iane?" said 
the cure, interrogatively. 

"But yes," responded Monsieur Sil-
vestre. " I t is their custom at this hour." 
And then he added with a sigh: " I t is 
the lovers' hour. I remember . . ." 

"Naturally," interrupted the cure, "we 
all remember." 

They fell silent, each perhaps remem
bering. 

Inside, in the cafe, a waiter commenced 
to light the lamps, for it was growing 
dark; and presently about the village 
other lights glowed behind square win
dows. Below them, as the sun slipped 
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down behind the hills, the Seine changed 
from gold to silver. Then a star or two 
stepped into the sky and it was night. 

" I am uneasy," said the cure, shivering 
a little. 

"For h i m ? " asked Monsieur Silvestre. 
"Yes; for him. . . . Listen! Did 

you hear nothing?" 
" I hear only the tinkle of the water in 

the trough out there, and the splashing of 
the sparrows." 

"Nothing more?" 
"The wind in the poplars." 
" I t is well. I imagine things. I am 

overwrought." 
"You had better sleep," advised Mon

sieur Silvestre. " I will walk home with 
you across the square." 

" N o , not yet awhile, my friend. I 
should not sleep. I t is better that I 
stay here with you for a time, if you will 
bear with me." 

"As you will. For me, I ask nothing 
better. Will you dr ink?" 

" N o , but I will smoke. I t will quiet 
me. . . ." 

VII 

TAILLANDY found Diane waiting for 
him in the doorway of the shop. She was 
in white, with a hooded cloak over her 
shoulders. Her face was pale even in the 
glow of the dying sun, but there was gold 
in the shadows of her hair. 

" I am late," said the pagan; " the 
cure detained me." 

" I s there anything wrong?" she in
quired. 

He hesitated; then—"No, nothing," 
he replied. "Are we not together?" 

They followed the crooked street that 
led to the river—a street that soon be
came a mere wagon trail across the mead
ows. They walked close together, and 
presently he put his arm about her and 
kissed her, with only the first stars to 
witness it. 

" In that ," he said gravely, "are all my 
vows. The earth and the sky are my 
altar, and I pledge myself to you before 
them. To-morrow—or when you will— 
for your sake and for the sake of our good 
friend the cure, I will stand before your 
altar and his to renew this pledge. Are 
you content, my Diane?" 



240 The End of the Road 

"You are good," she answered, ' 'and I 
am very happy." 

"And you love m e ? " 
She smiled at him quietly, wistfully, 

yearningly, as a woman smiles when she 
knows that all her words are inadequate. 

"You know I do," she said. 
"Forever?" 
"Forever—ever and forever," she re

peated. . . . 
They came to the margin of the river, 

and he found her a spot beside a willow 
where they could see the stars. At their 
feet the Seine murmured and whispered, 
flowing silver to Par is and the sea. 
About them hung the perfume of spring. 

For a long time they talked quietly— 
they knew not how long, whether it was 
a thousand ages or an evening. Then, 
suddenly, the poet stopped short in the 
middle of a sentence. 

"What was t h a t ? " he asked. 
They listened intently. 
" I t is some one walking by the river," 

she said, after a space. 
Again they listened. They heard foot

steps coming along the path that bordered 
the Seine—unsteady footsteps. Perhaps 
because of the darkness. They heard 
a crackling of underbrush and an oath. 
Diane gave a little cry. Taillandy stood 
up, long and lean and silent. She also 
stood up, but, holding her hand, he put 
her gently behind him. 

Out of the shadows by the path and 
into a patch of starlight came a grotesque 
black figure, lurching, stumbling, shak
ing his fists at the stars. When he was 
within twenty yards of them he stopped, 
his eye arrested by the splash of white 
that was Diane's dress. He straightened 
himself with an effort and regarded them 
for long, silent minutes. Then, slowly 
and with caution, he advanced. 

" What do you want? " demanded Tail
landy sharply. 

"Tha t which I have found," was the 
answer. " I am in luck. I t is Diane 
and her lover. To-night, Monsieur Tail
landy, I am up and you are down. Do 
you not remember that I warned you?" 

"You had better go home and get to 
bed," advised the poet. 

Felix laughed unpleasantly. 
" I t is you who are going home," he 

answered, "and your bed will be deep." 

He made a quick motion with his right 
arm; there was a sharp report of a re
volver—not overloud; there was a little 
cloud of smoke swaying in front of Ro-
marin's face; there was the bitter smell of 
powder poisoning the air. . . . 

Diane caught Taillandy in her arms, 
staggered under the weight of him, and 
then fell with him to the ground. . . . 

VIII 

" H U S H ! " cried the cure. " What was 
that ? " 

"A shot," answered Monsieur Silvestre, 
"down by the river. Come! Can vou 
run? " 

But the cure was half-way across the 
square. Monsieur Silvestre, more cor
pulent, panted after him. 

When they reached the river they heard 
Diane's voice calling for help. The cure, 
who still led the race, his skirts flapping 
about his ankles, turned as he ran and 
shouted: "Faster, my friend! Diane 
does not cry for nothing." 

"Name of God," answered the land
lord, "is it not I who know i t ? " and he 
redoubled his efforts with such effect that 
he drew abreast of the priest. 

Together, then, they came upon the 
little group beside the willows. Tail
landy lay motionless on the ground, his 
long limbs relaxed, his head pillowed on 
Diane's breast. Felix stood over them 
with arms folded across his chest and the 
revolver still in his right hand. He said 
nothing, but swayed slightly from side 
to side, shifting from one foot to the 
other. 

When Diane recognized the cure she 
said: "Mon pere, tell me that he yet 
lives." 

The cure knelt beside her and laid his 
hand on Taillandy's breast, over his heart. 
The hand came away wet and stained 
darkly, and the cure shuddered. 

" M y daughter," he said, "he still 
lives." 

Then he turned to Monsieur Silvestre. 
"Take that devil's weapon away from 

Felix," he commanded, "before he does 
more harm with it." 

At mention of his name Felix spoke 
for the first time. 

" I found her with her lover," he 
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whimpered—" I found her with her lover, 
and so I killed him." 

Monsieur Silvestre, growling with fury, 
leaped on him. He wrested the revolver 
from his fingers and struck him across the 
mouth with his open hand. 

"That is enough from you !" he cried. 
But Felix, impassive under the blow, 

merely repeated: " 1 found her with her 
lover, and so I killed him." 

"Come," said the cure, "pay no more 
heed for the present, Monsieur Silvestre. 
We must get Ferdinand back to the 
village." 

They were about to lift him, the cure at 
his head, the landlord at his feet, when 
Taillandy opened his eyes and motioned 
them to desist. 

" I know," he said, with an attempt at 
his twisted smile, ' ' I know. You are very 
good. But let me lie here for a while. I t 
will not be long, and here I have every
thing and every one about me that I love. 
. . . Even that poor Felix, whom I do 
not hate." 

"We will attend to him," promised 
Monsieur Silvestre. 

"Attend, rather, to the absinthe," said 
the pagan vaguely, "and to the hot blood 
of the south." With that he seemed to 
dismiss the matter from his mind, and, 
turning his face to Diane, he said: "Kiss 
me well, my little Diane, my Moon-
Goddess, my slim Huntress—kiss me well. 
Give me strength from your lips to climb 
Olympus alone. You remember, I told 
you it was a hard climb—a hard climb 
even when two go together." 

She bent her head to kiss him. Mon

sieur Silvestre turned away, sobbing and 
groaning: "Now where is your God of 
p i ty ! " he cried; "where is your God of 
love! Show me now a miracle and I 
will believe !" The cure still knelt quietly 
by the poet's side; Felix stood above 
them, motionless, dazed. 

" M y love," whispered Diane, "if you 
want me with you to climb the mountain 
I am ready. And I am eager to start. 
Felix should have another bullet— 

"Hush ," he interrupted her. "You 
will come when the gods will it. And I, 
going ahead, will leave signs by the road
side to guide you. It is better so. . . . 
Listen! Do you not hear the naiads 
singing in the river—or is it the stars, per
haps, that sing? Surely I hear it. I t 
grows louder—there is in my ears a great 
surge of song—and a clashing of cymbals. 
Take my hand, Diane. . . . Look, mon
sieur le cure is praying for me—praying 
to his God. That is kind of him, Diane. 
May your God bless you, monsieur le 
cure ! You and I—we are both right, for 
Something put all those stars in the heav
ens. Is it not t rue?" 

The cure's eyes glowed with happiness 
as he answered: "The God of gods and 
the Light of light—what matters the 
name?" And he made the sign of the 
cross on Taillandy's forehead and breast. 

The poet smiled weakly. 
"Wha t matters the name," he re

peated, "so long as the name be Love?" 
He closed his eyes, the smile still at 

his lips. And, with the smile still at his 
lips, he went out, alone, to his wander
ing. 

AN ALIEN 

By Clinton Scollard 

BUT yesterday I saw him pass 
Along the jostling thoroughfare, 

The far-off wonder in his eyes 
That dreamers wear. 

Brother, what do you here, I thought, 
Who should be wandering upland ways 

Where all the cool, thrush-haunted hills 
Are hung with haze? 

Your spirit must be there, I know, 
Whatever gyve your body binds, 

Hearkening the secrets of the leaves 
And lyric winds! 

The embattled wall of circumstance, 
Although unscalable it seems, 

May not restrain the soul of him 
Who dwells with dreams! 



ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON AT SARANAC 

By Thomas Russell Sullivan 

TTHE late Thomas Russell Sullivan, credited by Henry Cabot Lodge with having 
written "some of the best short stories of our day," author of ' 'Day and Night 
Stories," ' 'The Courage of Conviction," and other books, was also an ac

complished writer and adapter of plays, and it was through his dramatic version of 
"Dr . Jekyll and Mr. Hyde" that Richard Mansfield did so much toward establish
ing the place he took among American actors. This dramatization also led to Mr. 
Sullivan's intercourse with the beloved R. L. S., a detailed account of which is re
corded in the journal which Mr. Sullivan kept during certain years of his life; a 
journal rich especially in pictures of well-remembered persons in the closing decades 
of the nineteenth century. Out of that time no figure can more surely be met with 
an eager welcome than Robert Louis Stevenson, and from this journal the following 
passages are taken.—L. \Y. S. 

T. R. SULLIVAN S JOURNAL 

1894—Dec. 17th. News from Samoa 
that Robert Louis Stevenson died sud
denly there on the 3rd inst. of apoplexy. 
He was hardly 45, and what a loss to the 
world! His last little book, The Ebb 
Tide, is a masterpiece. His entire shelf, 
in fact, already stands among the classics. 
Few men are recognized so speedily and 
so justly,—yet his beginning was very 
difficult. How my little acquaintance 
with him shines out now. The pleasant-
est of pleasant memories! 

1895—Jan. 1st. The news of Steven
son's death is unhappily confirmed, and I 
am moved to record here some remem
brances of my association with him. 
When, in 1886, I undertook to make a 
drama out of Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde for 
Mr. Mansfield, who saw the theatrical 
effect of such a dual role, I wrote to 
Stevenson, asking his consent to the 
scheme. He replied, at once, granting 
permission, and wishing me success in 
what he felt to be a difficult undertaking. 
The Play first saw the light, in Boston, 
on the 9th of May 1887. I t was an un
doubted hit, and I wrote again to the 
author of the story, giving him a full ac
count of the first performance. In the 
summer of 1887 he left "Skerryvore," his 
Bournemouth home, forever, and came to 
the United States, bringing with him his 
wife, mother, and stepson, Lloyd Os-
bourne. We met first at Newport, where 
he was visiting the Fairchilds. Upon call
ing, I was taken to his chamber, where he 
lay in bed, reading and smoking ciga-
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rettes. I t seemed to me that I had never 
seen so strange a figure. He was not only 
very thin and very pale, but had an un
canny look in his bead-like eyes; and his 
long, brown hair hung around his face like 
strings. He received me most courte
ously, sat up in bed, and wrapping him
self in a red silk blanket, began to talk. 
Our interview lasted, perhaps, a quarter 
of an hour, and I went away strongly im
pressed by his friendliness, his unaffected 
modesty, his wit, and his very marked in
dividuality. But the lean, blanketed fig
ure haunted me, and I felt as if he must 
be on the brink of the grave. 

This was in August, I think, and in the 
following month the play was produced 
for the first time in New York. Steven
son, though in the city, was too ill to go 
to the theatre, but the box I sent him was 
occupied by his family, who gave me 
hearty congratulations. The play proved 
to be a financial triumph, making an 
enormous success in all the cities. Later 
in the year came other Richmonds into 
the field with new versions of the story. 
And an old stager, Daniel Bandmann, 
early in 1888, brought out his own pre
tentiously absurd one, which ended with 
an apotheosis of the repentant Dr. I 
saw, incognito, the first performance of 
this at Niblo's. The play had no merit 
whatever, and was coldlv received by a 
very thin house. But certain papers, the 
next morning, were sufficiently friendly 
to cause Mansfield uneasiness, and it was 
known that Bandmann had corresponded 
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with Stevenson, who was passing the 
winter in the Adirondacks. I reminded 
Mansfield, as I had often done before, of 
a promise made me by him, to the effect 
that in case of a great success he would 
pay Stevenson royalties. "Now is your 
time to give him an earnest of your good 
faith," I said, and Mansfield, accordingly, 
made him a remittance on account. Then, 
still uneasy, he suggested that I should 
visit Stevenson, read him my play, and 
obtain his signature to a formal announce
ment of it as " the authorized version." 

To this plan I assented very willingly, 
and started without delay for Saranac, 
where I arrived early one gray March 
morning. I put up at the hotel, and then 
went directly to the Stevenson cottage, 
which was very near. Mrs. Stevenson 
welcomed me warmly, " B u t I hope you 
haven't a cold," she said. " N o , " I an
swered. "Good!" she continued. "Then 
you may go in. Louis never sees anyone 
who has a cold. His mother has been 
three days in quarantine." Upon my re
assurance, I was shown to Stevenson's 
chamber. 

He was sitting up in bed, smoking ciga
rettes as usual, and at work on a page of 
ms. He explained that this was a portion 
of a story (it proved, afterwards, to be 
The Wrong Box) which he was then writ
ing with Lloyd Osbourne. " I never write 
long at a time," he added; "and when I 
stop work I amuse myself with this,"— 
pointing to a flageolet which lay on the 
bed beside him. I told him why I came. 
"Yes," he said. " I have heard from 
Bandmann, but have not answered his 
last letter. What is his play l ike?" I 
described it in detail, and he laughed 
heartily. "Mrs . Stevenson liked yours, 
you know." "Well, then," I said, "Per
haps you would be willing to hear it. 
Here is the ms. in my hand." "Of 
course I would like to hear it, and the 
sooner, the better." I then sat down at 
the bedside, and read the play from be
ginning to end at a single sitting which 
lasted nearly two hours. He listened 
most attentively,—so far as I can recol
lect, interrupting me but once, at the end 
of the third act, which closes with the 
transformation scene in Lanyon's office,— 
much the strongest thing in the whole 
play. The scene is described in the story, 
and my work upon it had consisted in ex

tending the very brief dialogue, and in 
turning narrative into action. " Good !" 
said Stevenson. "You have done pre
cisely what that scene needed for stage 
effect. I t is very strong." I went on 
with the fourth and last act, at the end 
telling him frankly that I had never in 
my life found anything more trying than 
this little reading. " Yes," he said laugh
ing. " I saw you were very nervous, and 
I should have been so, too, in such circum
stances. I might not have liked it, you 
know. But I do like it, all through. 
Now, let us go to luncheon." 

His chamber was on the ground-floor 
adjoining the parlor of the cottage where 
luncheon was served. In a few moments 
he appeared, fully dressed and took his 
place at the table. We sat a long time 
over the meal, which was made merry by 
his brilliant talk of books and men, meth
ods of work, etc. etc. We began by dis
cussing stage effect, a propos of the 
Jekyll and Hyde and of a dramatic at
tempt of his own, called The Hanging 
Judge, which had been sent me to read. 
Speaking of Browning's work in this kind 
I said that, in my opinion, the dramatic 
poems would not act because of their 
want of action and their verbose, in
volved dialogue. "Take Luria, for in
stance—" "Oh," said Stevenson, " I 
love Luria; it is to my mind the best sin
gle bit of Browning." He expressed a 
strong admiration for George Meredith, 
particularly for The Egoist, Rhoda Flem
ing and Evan Harrington, but not Diana 
of the Crossways. Then he told me how 
Meredith, after his wife's desert ion, 
passed hours alone upon the downs, toss
ing up and catching a cannon-ball, to 
work off steam, as it were. . . . He said 
that Swinburne sometimes seemed af
flicted with " literary diabetes," . . . that 
there was material for a fine play in the 
life of Marcus Aurelius,—also in that of 
George I I I with the touching incident of 
his death. We talked of Dumas, and he 
advised me to read Olympe de Cleves, 
which I did not know. Then we dis
cussed Scott and Thackeray and Dickens 
for a long time with a general note of ad
miration. I had just been re-reading 
Henry Esmond, and said that in spite of 
its wonderful qualities, I couldn't put it 
above the other stories, as critics often 
do, because of the long campaigns in 
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Book I I , for which the main interest 
seems, to some extent, sacrificed. "Yes ," 
he said, " I agree with you. The at
tempt to put Webb upon a pedestal is a 
failure." 

Of George Eliot he remarked: " She has 
a light hand at being tedious !" Then he 
passed on to a pet idea of his, viz., that of 
collecting into one small volume certain 
" Masterpieces of English Narrative." " I 
have already made some selections for it ," 
he continued. "And what do you think 
I chose first, as the finest thing of a l l ?" 
I guessed in vain, even after his hint that 
the book was by one of my own country
men. Then he told me that it was Rich
ard Henry Dana's Two Years Before the 
Mast. "And after this we must have 
Wandering Willie's tale from Redgauntlet, 
the opening chapter of Great Expectations, 
— Borrow's Journey into Finisterre,— 
one of Napier's battle-scenes,—something 
from Washington Irving, the scene per
haps from which I took hints for Treasure 
Island." "And what from Thackeray?" 
I asked. "Something, of course, but I 
have not decided upon it yet." 

He praised the work of Quiller-Couch, 
then known only as " Q , " also Edward 
Knight's Cruise of the Falcon, and in the 
course of this talk I was struck by his use 
of slang expressions which were unfamil
iar to me. One book he called "gaudy 
good," and of one living writer he said: 
" T h a t fellow can write like Billy—" 
meaning extremely well. But I do not 
recall to whom these phrases referred. 
All Sorts and Conditions of Men and 
The Unsocial Socialist he placed on the 
list of his favorite modern books. I 
asked about his own way of working. 
"Four hours a day are enough," he said. 
"One ought never to write after drinking, 
and it is better, I believe, to write with
out smoking,—but I can't. Almost all 
my stories have been written with a break 
in the middle of two months or so. In 
this way I wrote Olalla, Markheim, and 
The Treasure of Franchard. Jekyll and 
Hyde was written very slowly, and much 
material was discarded. In Treasure 
Island I stuck fast at Chapter XV, and, 
after waiting a long while, finished it in 
a hurry." " How about Will o' the Mill ? " 
I enquired. "Ah, that was one of my 
earliest things, and went with great diffi-
culty. I had not learned to write then." 

He broke off abruptly in his talk and 
went back to his room. I stayed to talk 
for a few moments with his wife, and 
presently we heard his flageolet. "You 
will come to dinner, won't y o u ? " said 
Mrs. Stevenson. "Louis will not get up, 
—he never dines with us, but you can see 
him in his room afterward." 

I returned at the dinner-hour, and sat 
down with Mrs. Stevenson and Osbourne. 
But before dinner was over, Stevenson 
had dressed and joined us. He was in 
the gayest of moods, and we sat long 
after dinner, longer, perhaps, than he in
tended because we became involved in 
working out an ending to Edwin Drood, 
the unfinished novel of Dickens. I had 
expressed intense admiration for the story 
and Stevenson echoed me. " It is great," 
said he. "Le t us talk about the prob
able end of i t ." " I will do so only on 
one condition," I said; "we must admit, 
a t once, that Edwin is really murdered." 
"Of course he is," said Stevenson; "now 
begin !" We then worked over the Chi
nese puzzle for a full hour, both, having 
made, as i t proved, a careful study of the 
finished portion. I remember that we 
agreed, substantially, at last; wrangling 
over the cathedral clock, for a long while, 
however. He took the ground that its 
injuries had something to do with Ed
win's disappearance, while I laid them 
entirely to the storm. This was really 
my last talk with him. I left Saranac on 
the following day with my errand most 
pleasantly and satisfactorily performed. 
He wrote an endorsement of my version 
for use in the programme, and Bandmann 
soon retired from the field. I saw Ste
venson for a moment that morning, as 
he lay in bed, among his manuscripts. 
"You will stay on here for a time," I said. 
"Yes ," he replied, " b u t only for a time. 
I t is a sunless place, and I must try some
thing else. I could not bear another 
winter here. Goodby!" These were the 
last words I ever heard him speak. After 

my return several letters passed between 
us, and the correspondence was a friendly 
one. 

The rough notes of the Stevenson inter
views were jotted down at Saranac, and 
are accurate, so far as they go. After he 
went to the South Sea Islands, he sent 
me a pamphlet containing his attack upon 
the wicked Missionary Hyde,—one of the 



finest pieces of invective in the English 
language,—and in the year 1893 came his 
last letter to me, which I now copy here: 

"Vailima, Samoa, 
April 17th, 1893. 

" T. RUSSELL SULLIVAN, ESQ. 

" Dear Sullivan, 
" This is quite a private request. Please 

let me know, with perfect frankness and 
if it may be by return of post, the truth 
about the failure of 'The Wrecker' in 
the States. If it would not be asking too 
much, you might ask the book seller with 
whom you usually deal. I have reasons 
for believing the 'frost to have been ex
treme, and reasons for wishing to make 
quite sure as to its extent and severity. 
Please understand I would rather this was 
not talked of. 

" I see your stories every now and again 
with pleasure; but I think you might add 
to your letter some more personal details 
and particularly how you have sped with 
Mansfield. I t is scarce worth while men
tioning that since my skirmish with that 
gentleman I have heard no more talk of 
royalties. 

' 'Yours very truly, 
" R O B E R T LOUIS STEVENSON." 

Unlike his other letters to me this is 
not holograph, but only signed by him. 
I copy it partly because it is the last, and 
partly because of a rumor that has 
reached us (which this seems in some 
small measure to confirm) concerning his 
fear that success was waning with him. 

I have a small photograph of Steven
son, (taken in his study at Bournemouth) 
which his wife gave me the day after the 
first New York performance of Jckyll 
and Hyde,—also several delightful letters. 
His first letter from Skerryvore, concern
ing the proposed play, I gave to my 
friend Theodore Dwight for his auto
graph-collection. 

Jan. 12. Calling this afternoon upon 
Mrs. Fields, met Mrs. Fairchild with 
whom, of course, I talked of Stevenson. 
She had received a letter from his mother, 
dated at Samoa on the very day of his 
death. The letter describes him as in the 
best of health and spirits, full of interest 
in his new novel which was half done and 
promised well. 

Jan. 25. Today has come from Samoa 

an interesting little pamphlet, printed for 
private circulation only, and sent me by 
Lloyd Osbourne. I t is "A Letter to Mr. 
Stevenson's Friends" with notes by Os
bourne and others concerning Stevenson's 
last days, his death and burial. On the 
title-page are these words from "Will o' 
the Mil l" : 

" I have been waiting for you these 
many years. Give me your hand and 
welcome." 

It appears from this touching document 
that on the night before Death gave 
him his hand, Stevenson composed and 
read to his family the following prayer: 

"We beseech thee, Lord, to behold us 
with favour, Folk of many families and 
nations, gathered together in the peace 
of this roof; weak men and women, sub
sisting under the covert of thy patience. 
Be patient still; suffer us yet awhile longer 
with our broken purposes of good, with 
our idle endeavours against evil—suffer us 
awhile longer to endure, and, (if it may 
be) help us to do better. Bless to us our 
extraordinary mercies; if the day come 
when these must be taken have us play 
the man under affliction. Be with our 
friends, be with ourselves. Go with each 
of us to rest; if any awake, temper to them 
the dark hours of watching; and when the 
day returns to us, our sun and comforter, 
call us up with morning faces and with 
morning hearts—eager to labour—eager 
to be happy, if happiness shall be our 
portion—and if the day be marked for 
sorrow—strong to endure it. 

" We thank Thee and praise Thee; and 
in the words of Him to whom this day is 
sacred, close our oblation." 

What wonderful last words are these ! 
1895—Dec. 24th. I have never been 

reconciled to Stevenson's "South Sea 
Odyssey," as Colvin calls it,—and these 
letters* strengthen my feeling. To me 
they are intensely sad, all through. He 
is adrift from friends and books, busying 
himself with Samoan politics, working, 
overworking, upon those mistaken letters 
to the N. Y. Sun. For Kidnapped, we 
get David Balfour or Catriona; for Trea
sure Island, the Wrecker; and The Ebb 
Tide, superb as it is, deals only with 
blackguards. On my first reading of 

* Vailima Letters. 
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this, by the way, I perceived a queer lit
tle flaw in it about Huish and his vitriol-
bottle (which H. seems to have carried 
round the world). Cohan evidently saw 
it, too, for the author writes: "You are 
quite right about the bottle and the great 
Huish, I must try to make it clear." His 
melancholy inquiry to me about The 
Wrecker's failure to sell appears to have 

TO A CANADIAN AVIATOR W H O D I E D FOR 
H I S COUNTRY IN F R A N C E 

By Duncan Campbell Scott 

TOSSED like a falcon from the hunter's wrist, 
A sweeping plunge, a sudden shattering noise, 
And thou hast dared with a long spiral twist 
The elastic stairway to the rising sun. 
Peril below thee and above, peril 
Within thy car; but peril cannot daunt 
Thy peerless heart: gathering wing and poise, 
Thy plane transfigured, and thy motor-chant 
Subdued to a murmur—then a silence,— 
And thou art but a disembodied venture 
In the void. 

But Death, who has learned to fly, 
Still matchless when his work is to be done, 
Met thee between the armies and the sun; 
Thy speck of shadow faltered in the sky; 
Then thy dead engine and thy broken wings 
Drooped through the arc and passed in fire,— 
A wreath of smoke—a breathless exhalation. 
But ere that came a vision sealed thine eyes, 
Lulling thy senses with oblivion; 
And from its sliding station in the skies 
Thy dauntless soul upward in circles soared 
To the sublime and purest radiance whence it sprang. 

In all their eyries eagles shall mourn thy fate, 
And leaving on the lonely crags and scaurs 
Their unprotected young, shall congregate 
High in the tenuous heaven and anger the sun 
With screams, and with a wild audacitv 
Dare all the battle danger of thy flight; 
Till weary with combat one shall desert the light, 
Fall like a bolt of thunder and check his fall 
On the high ledge, smoky with mist and cloud, 
Where his neglected eaglets shriek aloud, 
And drawing the film across his sovereign sight 
Shall dream of thy swift soul immortal 
Mounting in circles, faithful beyond death. 

been unfounded. For a few months later 
(Dec. 4, '93) he notes that it has sold re
markably well. But there is underlying 
despondency through the last years of his 
life. His health was failing, not gaining. 
Somehow, these years were all wrong, and 
I feel that he ought to be alive at this 
moment, and that he might have been, 
but for this false move Samoaward. 



A SOLDIER PACIFIST 

By Robert Herrick 

I SAW him for the first time 
in the Paris station of the 
Lyons railway. He was 
s t and ing by the steps of 
the Rome sleeping-car 
talking with a little woman 

in black. It was evidently one of those 
partings for the front between a soldier 
and a woman that have become the com
monplace of daily life in Europe these 
past three years. This time the front 
must be Salonica, and the way thither led 
through Italy to Tarento, thence by boat 
venturing only at night along the coast 
through the dangerous waters of the 
AEgean Sea, filled with lurking subma
rines. 

He was young and good-looking, with 
the civilian individuality beneath the 
uniform that the Frenchman rarely loses 
no matter how long or how hard he has 
served his country in the army. Instead 
of the ordinary uniform of horizon bleu 
he wore khaki with the little gold cres
cent embroidered on the collar of the 
chasseurs d'Afrique and a single gold 
chevron on the sleeve. He was sous-
lieutenant, then, but rank tells little in 
this war. He was pale—probably had 
been invalided home for wounds or fever 
and was now on his way back to that 
Macedonian pest-hole for which nobody 
has a good word. . . . They said little, 
but one could easily imagine what was 
passing in their minds. 

When the train finally moved away 
into the dark night the young French 
officer entered my compartment and, po
litely touching his kepi, sat down beside 
me on the sofa. We fell into conversation 
almost at once about nothing—the vile 
weather, the slowness of travel in war 
time, then gradually got to more serious 
matters: the threatened German offen
sive in the Trentino, what the Americans 
were going to do, etc. There was a per
suasive charm in his voice, a lurking smile 
in his honest, boyish brown eyes. In an 
hour I began to suspect the good fortune 

that was mine in finding this travelling 
acquaintance; in a day I was sure of it; 
and by the time we reached Rome we 
were friends and put up at the same hotel. 
My officer thought to rest there a day or 
two only, but, thanks to the submarines, 
there happened to be no sailings from 
Tarento just then, not for two weeks or 
more, and so we explored Rome together 
while he waited for a ship—Rome, which 
was new to him but old to me, in its first 
spring sunlight. There were few sight
seers about the familiar streets, the long, 
empty galleries; we had the city almost 
to ourselves, palaces, Forum, Palatine, 
Vatican, the Campagna. My officer 
drank its varied beauty avidly, like a 
man long hungry for such solace who must 
store in his spirit what he could against 
the brutal realities so soon to be met. He 
loved it all—the art, the physical charm, 
the human color of Rome. 

I t was there in Rome with D. that the 
great news of our coming into the war 
reached me. I can see my officer crossing 
the foyer of the Grand Hotel with out
stretched hands and shining eyes that 
said swifter than words, "At last! You 
are one of us !" and he added whimsically: 
' 'Our youngest al ly!" I t was affection
ate, friendly joy because good friends 
were now closer in the greatest thing of 
all rather than any selfish thought of 
what we might bring to his cause which 
moved this Frenchman. The great fact 
illumined our remaining days together. 
We lived in the glamour of it, speculating 
perpetually on its distant, hidden mean
ings, on the wonderful new world that it 
opened to our dazzled imagination. I t 
drew us closer in thought—we spoke more 
freely of what the war meant to us. And 
we found that in spite of race and tongue 
we spoke the same language, had the 
same vision of the future in our hearts. 

So when we parted at last, he for the 
Salonica battle-front and I for New York, 
we were, as he said, "Truly old friends !" 
. . . I do not know that I shall ever see 
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him again. He may not escape a second 
time the shells before Monastir or the 
even deadlier fever from the marshes of 
the Vardar or the lurking submarines in 
the AEgean Sea. France would lose much 
in the premature death of such a man 
as Georges D., and France has already 
lost too many like him. France needs 
my officer when peace has been made 
and all the terrible problems of readjust
ment must be met, when the torn and 
outraged nation must face a new world. 
France will need his serene conscience, 
his clear intelligence, his democratic ar
dor, his faith and humanity and his de
votion. The more I have thought about 
D. since we parted, the more I feel that 
my world ought to know something about 
him—something about the soul of this 
fighting pacifist who so admirably incar
nates the lucid, chivalrous soul of France. 

In civil life Georges D. , was prefet of 
a department in the south of France. 
At forty-one he was one of the youngest 
prefets in the service. I t is not easy for a 
prefet (who is an important official in 
France) to get to the real front in a sol
dier's uniform. Into some elegant in
activity on a general's staff, yes, but not 
down among the common soldiers in the 
trenches. To accomplish that D. had 
volunteered at the outbreak of the war as 
a private, and he had been obliged to 
use his will and his personal and political 
influence to maintain his ideal of serving 
his country as a common citizen in a 
post of actual danger. His family, his 
party associates, his friends, the govern
ment, had all conspired to sidetrack him 
in some ornamental post well to the rear, 
from which he might emerge at the end of 
the war with a whole skin and the repu
tation of a patriot. But that was not his 
notion. He wished to suffer the common 
lot. "You have no idea," he said, "how 
it heartens those poor devils in the trench
es to know that somebody who doesn't 
have to do it is taking his chances with 
them!" 

So as a common soldier he had been 
through the terrible battle of the Yser, 
had won his lieutenancy in the fatal ex
pedition of the Dardanelles, "where there 
was no place to hide the ammunition or 
the wounded from the fire of the en

emy." From Gallipoli he had been sent 
to the pestilential marshes of the Vardar, 
and, wounded in the leg at the taking of 
Monastir, he had had a few weeks with 
his wife and two children in Paris. He 
still limped, and his bag was stuffed with 
quinine for the fever that never wholly 
loses its grip on its victims. "One might 
think," I protested, " t ha t you could find 
a place nearer home in which to do your 
duty—there's still fighting in France!" 
" T h a t was not my idea," he replied 
simply, " t o select a place." 

He wore simply the croix de guerre, and 
he was still, after two and a half years at 
the front on the Yser, in the Dardanelles, 
about Monastir, sous-lieutenant of the 
chasseurs d'Afrique. But that was more 
his idea, as he would say, to serve the 
cause at a post of real danger and to ac
cept no favors, no distinctions, nothing 
that would make his lot easier or safer 
than the lot of the common man. 

Democracy was his faith. He was 
socialist, internationalist, pacifist. He 
was fighting war, as we shall see, not Ger
mans or Bulgars or Turks. He hated 
war, and he despised all puffy expressions 
of patriotism. When the great general's 
son-in-law, the slick staff captain, said 
something slurring about the Germans, 
my officer remarked gravely: " I t is not 
necessary to believe that. One should be 
just even if they have done wrong and 
we are fighting them." And another 
time to a snippy little painter who sneered 
at all German art : " I dislike to hear a 
great people traduced!" Coming from 
the mouth of a man who had voluntarily 
exposed his life to death from the Ger
mans, that closed all mean and idle 
chatter. The truth always, even con
cerning those enemies who had broken 
moral laws and cruelly wronged you; al
ways the truth because it was the truth 
and because you disdained to treat even 
your enemy with less than the truth. 
And it was then that I saw in a flash the 
spirit that had saved France and was 
sustaining her children in the death-
struggle through all these heroic months. 

I t was the Dreyfus affair that prepared 
France for her ordeal, that purified her 
and steeled her spirit, that purged her 
young men of much evil. My friend D. 
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had been in the Dreyfus affair to the hilt. 
He was a boy of twenty then, living with 
his parents in Paris. He did not know 
Dreyfus—he did not know whether he was 
guilty or not, but he became convinced 
that, guilty or innocent, the man Dreyfus 
had not been treated justly. I t was nec
essary to get a t the truth, to do justice, 
no matter where truth and justice might 
lead the nation. So he began to write for 
the newspapers demanding a retrial of the 
condemned man and signed his name to 
his articles. His mother said to him: 
"You may think as you like, you may 
talk as you like, but you cannot disgrace 
our family by writing such things over 
your name." He left home, went to live 
with another young man who had been 
forced from his home for the same rea
son, and the two supported themselves, 
one as a printer's helper, the other as a 
teacher of the classics, while they con
tinued to write fiercely for the revision, 
for truth and justice. I t brought D. into 
relations with famous and ardent men— 
with Zola, Anatole France, Clemenceau, 
Jaures. The cause of truth triumphed. 
The struggle had tempered the young 
man's spirit. Thereafter he was radical, 
with his faith committed to all the dreams 
of democracies, to the liberalization of 
life; he was socialist, internationalist, pac
ifist. 

The war had not killed these faiths. 
I t had strengthened them. He was still 
socialist in spite of the melancholy in
competence that official socialism has 
displayed in the stress of war. He was 
even internationalist in spite of the com
plete failure of internationalism in the 
crisis of August, 1914. And he was pro
foundly pacifist; it was for the sake of his 
pacifism that he was fighting—to preserve 
the world from another shameful debacle 
like the present. Above all, he was dem
ocrat, and his faith in the new world that 
we felt to be on the way was based on 
his belief in democracy. The great war 
was the painful birth of this large, new, 
democratic world. 

For such a world D. was ready to 
fight, to lay down his life if need be. He 
has summed it all up in the following 
letter which he wrote one night in the 
trenches before Monastir while waiting 

for an attack. I t is the best expression 
that I know of the motives of that large 
number of intelligent men in PVance and 
in England, also here, everywhere, who 
abhor the wickedness and the stupidity of 
war, who are true pacifists at heart, and 
yet who feel themselves compelled to 
"kill and be killed" for the sake of truth 
and justice. Here it is: 

"The Night of 
18, 19 September, I Q I 6 . 

" M Y DEAR JOHN: 

" I t is one o'clock in the morning. I 
have been awake nearly an hour, and I 
think, I reflect, with an intensity of con
sciousness which perhaps only the possi
bility of death not far away can give. I 
have need of confiding in some one, and 
in memory of our long and intimate con
versations those summer nights at Salo-
nica it is to you I am writing. 

" I have been examining my conscience, 
seeking to know the causes, the deeper 
reasons, for my presence here in the bat
tle line. How completely voluntary it is 
you well know! To-morrow, perhaps, I 
shall be killed, and I adore my wife, my 
children. To-morrow also I shall kill, and 
I feel no hate whatever in my heart, 
except for those abominable persons re
sponsible for these slaughters, and they 
are not the ones I shall find within range 
of my machine guns ! 

" More than ever I have a horror of 
nations that hate each other, of patriots 
who invent scornful and hateful terms to 
describe the unhappy creature who suf
fers and weeps over there in the opposite 
trench, just as weeps and suffers often, 
without doubt, the poor devil who is 
by my side and who has been torn for 
two years from his fireside, from the 
tenderness of his family, from his life-
work in order to make of himself a mad 
machine of murder, of rapine, and pillage. 
For it is beautiful—war, noble and whole
some ! I t dignifies and glorifies men! 
To what daily horrors, to what half-
crimes war insensibly accustoms this un
happy hero whose virtues those behind 
the front so comfortably vaunt! As 
compensation for his resignation, for his 
stoicism before inconceivable miseries and 
trials which are imposed on him, to 
what moral deformation is he condemned ! 
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The taste for robbery, the contempt of all 
feeling, of any pity for the civilian victims 
of the war, for those lamentable crowds of 
fugitives whom we have seen forced to 
abandon—they, too—their homes, posses
sions, the little corner of the earth made 
productive by their labor. . . . What a 
shameful school war is! 

"And yet I am here, my friend, and I 
have demanded to be here. If I do not 
survive the coming test, I must in de
fense of the ideas and the convictions 
within me (I was about to say almost for 
my honor) make clear what has deter
mined me. I do not want to be con
founded even with poor X., who was sus
tained in his action by feelings of hatred 
and vengeance which are wholly strange 
to me. My presence here gives no lie to 
my past—to the me who was republican, 
socialist, and even internationalist. That 
is what I want my friends to know; it is 
the true, the only service that my death 
can render to them. 

" I am here from hatred and horror of 
all I see done and of which I am a part— 
which I shall do again to-morrow. 

" I am here from infinite tenderness for 
those modest and humble creatures who 
suffer with a resignation (which irritates 
me sometimes so much it seems to me 
opposed to that energetic individual re
action which the free man, the citizen, 
ought to develop)—suffer trials that only, 
as you know, those who have shared them 
will be able to understand. 

"Moreover, I do not want to have my 
motives soiled by any suspicion of self-
interest—and I am intelligent enough to 
realize the vanity of all that. For I do 
not delude myself on the score of what my 
action may bring me. I shall have only 
the esteem of myself and of some friends 
who know me and have understood me. 
I know that all others are much too pre
occupied in securing for themselves a 
place in the bed of the absent (whom they 
consider silly and foolish) to render hom
age to their merits. Those who will re

turn will be considered bores, whose in
heritance has already been discounted, 
and it will be thought enough to give back 
to them merely what they had won before 
the war. Consequently I do not flatter 
myself with any illusions on that score, 
and I desire for the sake of my ideas that 
my act shall remain in all its purity. 

"For it is, indeed, I repeat, for my ideas, 
for my point of view, for the highest con
viction of truth in me that my conscience 
has demanded of me this sacrifice of my 
feelings—so strong in me—of father, of 
husband, of head of family. If I am not 
to come back, my death must serve the 
cause that I have consciously and faith
fully served during twenty years of my 
life. In coming here I remain faithful to 
that cause. I t is because of my horror of 
war; it is because of the sublime hope that 
this one by its accumulation of shames, 
crimes, and follies, of ruins and massa
cres, will finally deliver our poor human
ity from the nightmare of a recommence
ment; it is because of my democratic 
sympathies, that need I have always felt 
to draw near to the little, the humble, to 
those who suffer and are in trouble, and 
to share in the measure of my physical 
strength their hardships—it is in the hope 
that, having myself risked my life, suf
fered all the hardships of the war, I shall 
have acquired more authority to protest 
against war and to work for a future of 
necessary peace and reconciliation—it is 
for all that, my friend, that I am here! 
And the sole good that I shall bequeath 
in dying is this confession of a man in 
love with life, with peace, with produc
tive effort. I leave it to my party, and I 
ask you if you value my death to com
municate this letter to . 

"You will say to my wife, to my chil
dren, that I have never loved them more 
or better than at this hour. My poor 
wife will doubt my tenderness—preserve 
me from this injustice. . . . I go to sleep 
in order to be strong to-morrow. 

" G . D . " 



WWHY, asks the Point-of-Viewer, 
doesn't the professor in the play 
"profess"? And instances the 

doctor, the clergyman, and the lawyer, who 
all "play their parts in modern plays pano
plied with their professional skill." 

It seems, if I may be pardoned 
for saying so, a somewhat thought
less question, for surely one can 

see how naturally these others can be called 
upon the stage to give professional advice 
or ghostly comfort, and how unnatural and 
cumbrous would be the lecture or the 
"quiz." One can, to be sure, imagine the 
professor pedantically talking shop on the 
stage, but in proportion as he did it he 
would make the play dull, and that is what 
no playwright wants and no manager will 
permit. Moreover, after a lifetime of ex
perience of professors, I, for one, can truth
fully say that they are not given to "pro
fessing" in society. 

The Point-of-Viewer seems to doubt 
whether a professor so guileless, so "wholly 
unable to take care of himself" can exist; 
so improbable does it seem to him that such 
a person can "land his job" or "hold it 
down." On the contrary, I knew in one 
university, and at the same period, two such 
men. They kept their places not because 
they could take care of themselves in a cold 
outer world, but because of their eminence 
in their own world. One of them was a 
professor of Oriental languages, the other 
was a mathematician. Of the former the 
tale was told that, being requested by his 
wife to go out and call their two boys 
in to supper, he invaded the playground, 
rounded up two boys, and led them into the 
house, only to be told that they were not 
his. He disappeared in a few years, and 
perhaps few persons remember him. In his 
German rigidity he seemed much less hu
man than his colleague, the mathematician. 
The latter, a product of the New England 
of the best traditions, stayed with the uni
versity for many years, until the end of his 
blameless life. He was truly a man with
out guile, beloved of his friends. 

With regard to the material things of life, 
our friend was helpless and absent-minded 
to the last degree. All sorts of stories were 
told of him, and we knew so many of them 
to be true that we could easily enough be
lieve the rest. He had a sort of angelical 
unconsciousness of time and of the needs of 
the body. When absorbed in his work he-
forgot to eat, and in his early days with us, 
when he lived in lodgings and went out for 
his meals, he kept a supply of raw eggs on 
hand with which he could sustain himself 
when the body did finally assert its claims. 
He would invite a lady to attend a concert 
with him, and assault her door-bell in the 
small hours, announcing to the inquirer 
sticking a head out of an upper window that 
he had come for Miss , quite unaware 
that the concert had long been over; he 
would borrow a lantern and umbrella to go 
home from a friend's house on a rainy night, 
and choose another rainy night to return 
them, thus necessitating a second borrow
ing; he would put the check for a quarter's 
salary in a book, and take it to the library 
(to be found and returned many months 
later), and wonder why his bank-account 
got low. It was even said that he had pro
posed marriage to a lady, who accepted 
him, and that he had at once forgotten the 
incident, continuing his friendly visits for 
another year, and then proposing again, 
when she refused him. But he would come 
to your house, the most cheerful and enli
vening of guests, and would observe acute
ly the psychological idiosyncrasies of your 
two-year-old child. He was never a silent 
man, always gentle and cheerful, and full 
of interesting talk. 

It seemed a little out of character that 
he should have a pretty talent for amateur 
theatricals. He even more or less learned 
his lines. But it was always necessary for 
some one to hunt him up and bring him to 
rehearsals, and on the evening of the final 
performance one of his fellow actors col
lected him and his costume, took him home 
to dinner, and never let him out of sight 
until he was fairly on the stage. 
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I don ' t remember whether his s tudents 
imposed on him. Very likely they did. I 
have an idea that in the first years, before 
either sister or wife was at hand to look 
after him, he sometimes failed to appear in 
the classroom until the hour was over. 
But those were mere details which, in the 
case of a man of his ability, the university 
authorities chose to ignore. 

To tell the t ruth , I don't see why such a 
character should not be put in a play; nor 
can I agree with the critic in thinking that 
because a President of the United States 
was once a professor there should seem, to 
an American, anything unnatural in the 
fancy of the playwright to depict the type 
of professor whom the critic describes as 
" remote , unfriended, solitary—slow." 

FFROM time to time lovers of books 
amuse themselves by composing lists 
of those volumes with which they 

would be willing to be shipwrecked. Such 
lists make one mistake: they comprise the 
brief number of the books found vital in a 

life of sophistication; they leave 
entirely out of account the effect 
of the desert places upon a 

reader's desires. I t is with a vision before 
me of sapphire domes which cleave the sky 
tha t I pause to select from my shelf of 
goodly poets a singing comrade who will 
bear the test of the mountains. I pass by 
many who are my good friends by lamp
light, instinctively feeling that such a one's 
music is not tuned to the ceaseless rushing 
of the torrent past my lumber-shack, or to 
the limitless sweep of the wind down the 
Balsam Gap, or that another offends by the 
obtrusiveness of personality, rebuked by the 
majesty of that high, eternal sky-line. 

As I watch the evening dim the sapphire 
crests to dusk and mystery, I think how 
many poets grow pet ty , tried by that pres
ence. However rationalistic the head, for 
the heart the mountains have always the 
teasing sense of a temple: the Greeks had 
their Olympus, the Hebrews their Sinai, 
Christian story a man who went to the 
mountains to pray. Curious how the best 
of to-day's poetry thins to a mere tinkle 
as I lift my eyes to the blue hood of Craggy, 
beneath the evening star. The mountains 
are vigorous arbiters in matters of good 
tas te ; only tha t poet may approach them 
who understands the language of prayer. 
Wistful for a voice to make articulate the 

beauty of high places, I query whether the 
greatest aesthetic lack of our generation is 
not the lost art of worship. 

Suddenly as my eye searches my book
shelf I recognize the one right poet for the 
mountains. His pages I may open in the 
presence of eternity and know his words 
in harmony with the heights. I think the 
vision of actual mountains must have been 
ever before him, unshackling him from the 
personal, cleansing him from despair, giv
ing his language the exaltation of faith. 
Surely, only one who had listened long, soli
tary, to upland winds and waters, could 
have writ ten: 

" T h e noise of a mult i tude in the moun
tains, like as of a great people; a tumul
tuous noise of the kingdoms of nations 
g a t h e r e d t o g e t h e r : t h e L o r d of hos t s 
mustereth the host of the ba t t le . " 

Reading Isaiah, I realize why so many 
others, famed poets of nature, stand re
jected of mountains. I could not read 
Wordsworth here. He is an example of the 
poet himself shredding his rainbow to woof 
and texture. As a scientist he sets forth 
to discover and declare the meaning of 
mountains, and not alone their wider mean
ing, but their significance for him. the man 
Wordsworth. I t is not analysis but iden
tification for which we hunger when we flee 
to the forests to escape from the puzzlement 
of personality. 

Nor is it to Keats , him even, that we 
look for interpretation of peak and pinnacle. 
He is as beautiful and virile as are these 
towering woodlands, but too hot. too fleshly. 
For him the heights would have to be 
haunted by the dryad and the faun, and their 
majesty beneath the moon be reduced to the 
passion of an Endymion and an Artemis. 

Shelley might have painted the racing 
cloud shadows or the magical lights of a 
dreamland dawn, but he would have been 
inadequate to the hearty realism of shaggy 
bulks that pierce the sky but have their 
feet on earth. 

Whi tman has the sturdiness, the large 
soul, and the free ut terance that the high 
places require, but Whi tman is too talka
tive. Large spaces demand large silences, 
which Whi tman has not. Besides, he is 
too catholic, whereas the mounta ins engen
der discriminations, simple but absolute. 
There is a difference between a mountain 
and a megaphone, but W h i t m a n sings both 
with equal lustiness. 

The Poet of the 
High Places 
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Of poetry nearer by, the Songs from Vaga-
bondia are in harmony, voicing the merrier 
forest moods—of dogwood breaking into 
foam, of chipmunks chattering, of cardinals 
shrilling high and sweet. The "striding 
heart from hill to hill" fits a highland climb 
as naturally as a little whistling mountain 
lad is its most congenial comrade. The 
voices from Vagabondia have the true pitch, 
but they have neither variety nor volume 
enough for all the music of the mountains. 

But of poets of the present, which one 
shall companion my high and windy way? 
I select only to reject. Most delicate of 
artisans, many contemporary poets might 
render me the colored photograph of the 
scarlet tanager on the bare white bough of 
a sycamore, or the fluent grace of the gray 
squirrel bounding from tree to tree, or the 
massed fairy blue of the iris above a rock 
beneath which swirls the brown brook. 
Conscientious photographers the poets of 
to-day, but painters, interpreters, never. 
Beautiful but willingly ephemeral singers, 
to them the words of a poet more enduring 
might apply: 

"The harp and the viol, the tabret and 
pipe and vine are in their feasts, but they 
regard not the works of the Lord, neither 
consider the operations of his hands." 

It is with a sense of escape that I turn 
from all that is modern to one ancient as 
the mountains are ancient. For many a 
reason Isaiah is the poet to be read in the 
presence of the mountains. His words, re
mote from the every-day and sacred from 
association, suit the dignity of these high 
spaces of sky and forest. When one thinks 
what stylists the King James version of the 
Bible has educated in past generations one 
must regret the passing of the biblical word 
and phrase from our hurried present-day 
pens. The chanted spirituality of Hebrew 
poetry is the sole literary language in tune 
with high places. Do we of to-day possess 
either the words or the vision to express 
Isaiah's rebuke: 

" The Lord hath poured out upon you the 
spirit of deep sleep, and hath closed your 
eyes: the prophets and your rulers, the 
seers hath he covered. . . . Surely your turn
ing of things upside down shall be esteemed 
as the potter's clay; for shall the work say 
to him that made it, He made me not? or 
shall the thing framed say of him that 
framed it, He had no understanding?" 

Again, Isaiah is the mountain poet be

cause he has a vision of man that matches 
the mountains in majesty. One cannot 
dwell day by day with blue pinnacles and 
not feel contemporary poets flippant in 
their failure to acknowledge the harmony 
of the man-soul with the mountain-soul. 
We need not a photographer of beauty, but 
an interpreter of silence and of strength. 
We would find refuge and escape both from 
our own personality and a poet's. Isaiah's 
interpretation of humanity supplies both 
dignity and release. His ideal of the Suffer
ing Servant makes endurable each man's 
enchaining ego through the beauty of self
less service. His vision weaves men and 
mountains into one harmonious pattern. 

The lover of all that is majestic in poetry 
turns to Isaiah to feel once more the great
ness of a day when a poet dared to abase 
himself before God upon the heights. Did 
the Hebrew poet climb in actuality to 
windy summits whence looking down he 
could watch the wings of great black birds 
wheeling far below him, while above him 
God stood forth in his sky? His prophet 
voice sings clear of all despairs, revealing 
even in the present holocaust only the driv
ing of the money-changers from before the 
temple, for— 

" I t shall come to pass in the last days 
that the mountain of the Lord's home shall 
be established in the top of the mountains, 
and shall be exalted above the hills, and 
all the nations shall flow into it." 

TTHE gentlemen whose habits inspire 
this article are the following: the 
cousin of my best friend; my favorite 

uncle; the distinguished bachelor attorney 
next door; my brother's business partner; 
the highly eligible son of one of my father's 
clients; and the most notable 
young man of letters whom I have 
met. They are admirable, these 
men, but, incidentally, they smoke. With 
the whole of their miscellaneous hearts they 
love to puff their "excellent cigar"; and 
they have every reason to think that I like 
to have them do it. I tell them so. 

Exactly why I tell this particular lie is 
the problem for the moment. It is not be
cause I am afraid that they will not marry 
me if I confess the truth, for I do not mean 
to marry these particular men. It is not 
because I want to make myself charming, 
for with all of them I am an old story, past 
spotting. Nor am I unselfish about it, nor 

My Lord 
Nicotine 
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polite, nor benevolent. I am not terrorized 
and I do not lack conviction. I dislike the 
odor of tobacco as decidedly as I might dep
recate the burning of rubber, or a glue-fac
tory in my presence; but I still smile my 
gratified assent whenever the subject is 
brought up. 

Now, I do not mean to give the impression 
that these citizens of whom I speak ever 
drop into my parlor and call for a cheroot 
and an ash-tray. My experiences with to
bacco come about in the most natural and 
gracious ways. A hospitable couple, for ex
ample, invited me to go with them on an 
early April trip to their seaside cottage. It 
was still frosty on the edges of the days and 
we made a fire in the fireplace after tea. 
The hostess had brought her nephew along 
for my especial use, and he bestirred himself 
nobly, bringing in wood and attending to 
the car. Then, with the beating of the surf 
and the roar of the sea-wind all around, we 
settled down contentedly about the fire. 

"You wouldn't mind," said my hostess 
to me, "if my husband and Andrew should 
smoke?" Ardently, of course, I made my 
usual enthusiastic excursion from the ways 
of truth. I assured the men that the one 
thing needful for perfect comfort was the 
flavor of tobacco. While I was speaking I 
agreed with myself. If my hostess had not 
come to the relief of the well-bred Andrew, I 
certainly should have. Fancy two habitual 
smokers, after a day's ride along the shore, 
after changing a tire and putting up the 
top against a sudden squall—imagine them 
forced to spend the long evening in firelight 
conversation, sans weed! Yet I still insist 
that my motives were not essentially hu
mane. 

My thoughts were not humane, either, 
when much later I went to my room and 
there brushed my hair, and brushed and 
brushed it, and shook it out of the window 
and let it float on the gale—and still it was 
like unto what I imagine a tobacconist's 
sample-room to be. One's coiffure, by the 
way, will absorb cigar-smoke at the distance 
of twenty yards; the nephew and I were 
quite on opposite corners of the hearth. 

The gentlemen who smoke are, of course, 
never conscious of this general nature of 
their fumigation. An automobilist does not 
get his own dust. Neither does the smoker. 
He sits within the incense offering, and the 
clouds eddy around him, and up and out 
and over, enveloping the neighbors, It 

makes no particular difference which way he 
points, and I really have no suggestions to 
offer for his guidance, although I have ap
plied my mind to all sorts of mechanical 
devices whereby the man behind the cigar 
might burn his own smoke. I have even 
gone so far as to investigate the practicabil
ity of having a hood built into the living-
room, as in a chemical laboratory, so that 
the smoking guest might sit beneath until 
the worst was over. But none of my de
vices seem quite to satisfy. The smoking 
mortal is a social creature; he wishes to be 
in the midst of the friendly group, not seated 
aloof beneath a hood ! 

I find, in short, that right here is the heart 
of the motive for my concealment of my 
loathing of tobacco. Your true smoker is 
never half so easy to deal with as when he 
is nicely lighted and comfortably smoulder
ing. It costs only half as much tact and 
two per cent as much entertainment to run 
an evening's chat, with his cigar as without 
it. A frightful smudge, I grant; but within 
it sits my friend, ready to talk or be talked 
to on any terms. All he asks is to be al
lowed to breathe. He would be content 
silently to blow rings in friendly company. 
In fine, his happiness is insured; whatever 
joy one may add is only superimposed 
upon this safe foundation of unshakable 
content. I need not have him on my 
mind ! 

That, I think, is the reason why a man, 
by asking, can never tell whether or not a 
woman likes his pipe. If any of these men 
whom I listed in the first sentence should 
look up from the reading of this page (they 
all habitually turn first to this department) 
and should call my attention to its contents, 
I should say, "Dear me! Burnt rubber! 
How could she?" I should blush for the 
author. In fact, I do. But, take my word 
for it, in my anonymous sincerity: only 
those women who are braced by a remark
ably stalwart sense of principle in the mat
ter will ever reach the valiant pitch of abso
lute veracity when the men at a house-party 
ask if she objects to smoke. I have plenty 
of principle in most emergencies, but in this 
particular not quite enough—unless I should 
worship a man to the point of worrying 
about his health. I therefore try serenely 
to love my friends despite my sense of smell. 
And they will go through life convinced that 
I do not mind cigars—for I shall tell them 
so! 



THE FIELD OF ART 

MUSEUMS AND CIVIC ADORNMENT* 

TTHE heavenly trinity of India—Brah
ma the c r e a t o r , V i shnu the pre
se rver , and Siva the d e s t r o y e r — 

represent three ways of dealing with any 
matter . When the mat ter is a work of art , 
artists represent the first, or Brahma-way; 
t h e vicissitudes of 
things the third, or 
Siva-way; and mu
seums—within their 
l imi t s—the second, 
o r V i s h n u - w a y . 
S i n c e a n t i q u i t y , 
places where artistic 
remains are gathered 
and p e r m a n e n t l y 
kept for public show 
have been called mu
seums. By the dic
t ionary a museum is 
a building devoted 
to the c o l l e c t i o n , 
preservation, and ex
hibition of works of 
nature or art , and by 
common u s a g e the 
persons in charge are 
called c u r a t o r s , or 
caretakers. Conser
vation, the V i s h n u 
function, is the es
sential province of 
museums. 

W i t h i n r e c e n t 
years m u s e u m s of 
art have assumed the Brahma function also, 
and even, according to certain critics, the 
Siva function. As patrons of living artists 
they have put themselves in a position to in
fluence creative effort, and in so far as they 
have become collectors of work bet ter seen 
where it was, they have lent themselves to 
a policy of destruction. 

Certainly the destructive tendency, and 
probably the constructive, is a byway and 

* The illustrations represent works of public art listed in 
the Registry of Local Art maintained at the Museum ot 
Fine Arts in Boston. 
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not the highroad of museum development. 
When broadly interpreted the original role 
of conservation offers ample scope for all the 
museums of art that ever will be founded, 
however rich they may become. To argue 
tha t curators should not dominate creators, 
nor museums destroy monuments, and to 

propose an addition
al conservative out
let for the energies 
now overflowing in 
these d i r ec t ions is 
the purpose of this 
essay. 

First, as to artistic 
creation. Museums 
c a n n o t effectively 
e i t h e r i n s p i r e or 
direct the work of 
artists. 

They canno t in
spire it, for the sim
ple prospect of ex
hibition canno t be 
relied upon to bring 
forth good painting 
or good s c u l p t u r e . 
Museum-made a r t , 
p r o d u c e d w i t h a 
view to a ga l le ry , 
lacks an all-impor
tant factor of vital
ity. Left free, the 
fancy easi ly grows 
capricious and idle. 
T h e b u r d e n of a 

practical purpose is needed to give it sin
cerity and poise. The material arts live by 
the beautification of given external condi
tions of life. Divorced from these condi
tions they tend to sicken, declining in value 
even as fine art. A museum can inspire good 
painting or good sculpture only by the tasks 
it offers once for all in its building, not by 
the hospitality it offers at all times in its 
collections. 

The patronage of living art by museums 
is hence a temporary expedient. In Amer-
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Museum of Fine Arts, Boston. Portrait of 
Samuel Adams. J. S. Copley (1737-1815). 

Lent to the Museum by the city. 
T h e Colonial leader is represented addressing the 

British governor of Massachusetts on the day 
after the Boston Massacre of 1770. 
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Public Library, Boston. Gold medal presented to 
George Washington by Congress in commem
oration of the Evacuation of Boston P. S. B. 
du Vivier (1730-1810). 

ica that imaginative reaction upon the needs 
and opportunities of life which we call fine 
art is yet in its beginnings. The forms of 
most of our buildings and of most of their 
contents, if not mechanically copied, em
body ideas vapidly felt and clumsily ex
pressed. Museums can in two ways aid 
the imagination to assert itself: by showing 
examples of its past expression, and by giv
ing employment to those at present supply
ing that expression; that is, they may col
lect whatever is good, both old and new. 
But in the latter role museums are forcing 
houses, and living art must emerge from 
them if it is ever to acquire indigenous 
status. 

Nor can its progress be permanently di
rected from museums. Their purchases and 
awards are but one among a myriad in
fluences determining the course of our imag
inative reaction upon material surroundings. 
The more vigorous and abundant this reac
tion, the more independent it will be of any 
limited patronage, and the more representa
tive of the national culture as a whole. The 
discovery of genius takes place through the 
chance encounter of kindred spirits, and 
fame is sealed by the general approval. No 
organized committees can be depended on 
to anticipate this spontaneous verdict of 
the common consc iousness . The great 
French authors which the Academy has ex
cluded are witnesses; and still less can be 
expected from executive bodies chosen for 

many reasons besides susceptibility to imag
inative impressions and anxious above all 
to escape criticism. 

Only as a temporary expedient is the 
guidance of current taste by museums pos
sible or desirable. Better such leadership, 
it may fairly be argued, than none. Still 
immersed in the struggles of an immense 
material development, our nation has now 
no opinion upon its imaginative products. 
I t will have one some day, or art will die 
among us. Let the opinion of those of
ficially bound to have one dominate mean
while; but for the permanent promotion of 
living art let us look elsewhere. Nei ther 
museum-made works of art nor museum-
made reputations are a vigorous growth. 
The patronage of museums would in the 
long run be a debilitating influence upon 
artists and their leadership a fetter. Cura
tors should not dominate creators. 

Second, as to the alleged destructive in
fluence of museums. From Constantinople 
the report once came tha t the Yildiz Kiosk, 

Charlestown High School. Intaglio: "Gi r lhood . " 
Grace Hooper. 

Many memorial inscriptions are found in the Boston schools. 
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of unhappy memory, 
was to be made a 
museum. Well and 
g o o d t h a t t h e r e 
should be in Con-
s t a n t i n o p l e a n 
asylum for the re
mains of old Turkish 
art that young Turks 
m a y t h r o w a s ide . 
B u t not well and 
good if paintings and 
c a r v i n g s still safe 
and useful under the 
conditions for which 
they were designed 
become spoils of the 
museum.* As well 
strip week-days of 
religion to heap it all 
on Sundays. That 
is no religion which 
does not p e r m e a t e 

* ' 'A museum man will 
not be in danger of plunder
ing churches, etc.. if he clear
ly realizes that the ultimate 
purpose of museums, name
ly, to preserve works of art, 
can only imperfectly be ful
filled thereby, since much of 
the impressiveness of a work 
lies in its surroundings. Further, tha t this purpose of con
servation may be already and far more perfectly fulfilled by 
the conditions offered by the present position of the work." 
—G. Brandt : "Museen und Heimatschutz." Museums-
kunde, vol. V, no. I , January, 1909. 

life, and that is no 
piety toward works 
of ar t t h a t gives 
them up as every
day companions to 
make of them a holi
day resource. 

It is to be feared 
that such vandalism 
has often been com
mitted in the name 
of salvage. Acute 
rivalries of acquisi
tion, dangerous to 
the peace of artistic 
monuments in weak 
hands, have been 
engendered in the 
course of the recent 
great development 
of public and private 
collections of fine 
art. The laws in 
various E u r o p e a n 
countries against the 
export of works of 
art, the societies 
there formed for the 
p r e s e r v a t i o n of 

ancient monuments, the world-wide pro
tests against the recent vandalism of col
lectors in China are not directed solely 

Faneuil Hall, Boston. Bust of John Adams, 
second President of the United States. 

J. B. Binon, 1818. 
With the Washington medal, this bust is a memorial of the 

intimate relation between France and the United 
States at the beginning of our history. 

Sever Hall, Harvard Yard H. H. Richardson (1838-86). 
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against the destructivencss of a commercial 
age. 

Whether guilty or not in the past , muse
ums should now openly take their stand on 
the side of those who 
seek the p r e s e r v a 
tion of a r t i s t i c re
mains in situ if possi
ble. Gradually ceas
ing to be a factor in 
creation and wholly 
refusing to take part 
in destruction, mu
seums should here
after interpret their 
c o n s e r v a t i v e role 
without limitation. 
To this end let them 
no l o n g e r confine 
their interest within 
their own walls. Let 
each take its neigh
borhood for its prov
ince. W h i l e they 

can care only for objects intrusted to them, 
they can and may well acquire and impart 
information about any works of art in the 
public places of the locality—the parks, 
the public buildings, the churches, the in-

Public Library, Boston. Silver vase presented 
by citizens of Boston to Daniel Webster in 
recognition of his defense of the Consti
tution, October 12, 1835. 

stitutions. Thus they can keep their pub 
lic alive to all the opportunities of artistic 
i n s p i r a t i o n tha t the region affords. A 
knowledge of what we have is the necessary 
and often sufficient condition of its preserva

tion; and museums 
may thus indirectly 
make the circle of 
t h e i r c o n s e r v a t i v e 
activi ty complete. 

Such a registry of 
local art has already 
had its modest be
ginnings at the Mu
seum of Fine Arts in 
Boston. For some 
y e a r s the museum 
has been gathering 
and preserving in a 
special file such da ta 
as from time to t ime 
were offered or could 
be secured regarding 
works of art outside 
its own walls acces

sible to the public in and about the city. 
Why might not the same office be perma
nently assumed by other museums through
out the country, each for its own neighbor
hood? B E N J A M I N I V E S GILMAN. 

Jamaica Parkway, overlooking the Pond. Exedra with intaglio representing an Indian chief. Erected in 
memory of Francis Parkman (1823-93), historian. Daniel Chester French. 



WAR FINANCE AND WAR PRICES 
BY A L E X A N D E R D A N A N O Y E S 

I N C R E A S I N G L Y , as the period of our 
1 own participation in the war grew 
longer, the signs of the day have indi
cated that it was economic rather than 
military problems with which the bellig

erent states primarily, but the 
present neutral states along 
with them, were now con
fronted. Foremos t among 

them were the new phenomena affecting 
production, distribution, and price, both 
for war material and for the ordinary 
necessities of life. To Germany's Euro
pean antagonists, the problem of war 
finance was simplified by the entry of 
the United States into the war; but 
their problem of war expenditure was 
aggravated. The advances of our gov
ernment to its Allies, between April 6, 
when our country declared war, and the 
end of June, had amounted to almost ex
actly $1,000,000,000; of which $550,-
000,000 had gone to England, $210,000,-
000 to France, $100,000,000 each to Italy 
and Russia, $45,000,000 to Belgium, and 
$3,000,000 to Servia. How much the 
direct financial assistance of the United 
States had been enlarged, as compared 
even with the earlier subscriptions by the 
American investment market to the loans 
of our present Allies, may be judged from 
the fact that those loans (to England, 
France, and Russia) had produced last 
year $819,500,000. 

That is to say, our government's ad
vances to the five European powers, dur
ing the three first months of our own 
participation in the war, exceeded the 
American market's loans to European 
governments in the whole of 1916. But 
while Europe's financial situation was 
thus strongly favored by the belligerent 
status of this country, its commercial and 
industrial situation seemed for a time to 
be imperilled. In part, this was directly 

a consequence of the fact that our gov
ernment's demands on industrial produc
tion, for its own war purposes, were neces
sarily of such magnitude as to introduce 
new and urgent competition on the mar
kets. 

But it also resul ted, first from the 
smallness of the surplus left from the 
world's short harvests of wheat and cot
ton during 1916 and the poor outlook for 
the early harvests of 1917; second, from 
the sinking of cargoes by the German 
submarines. I t was these considera
tions, and the extraordinary movement 
of prices which accompanied them, that 
led almost immediately to the sweeping 
measures for governmental regulation or 
control of prices and distribution—mea
sures never resorted to before, in the 
history of this great producing country 
of ours, and creating deeply interesting 
problems for the future. 

TTHE purely financial aspect of Ameri
ca's entry into war was emphasized 

by the manner in which the money was 
raised for the large advances to our Allies. 
As with the European belligerent states 
—England particularly—so in 
our own case, funds for these 
loans of nearly $1,000,000,000 
were first obtained through 
placing with the banks, at 3 
to 3 1/2 per cent interest, the short-term 
obligations of the United States; author
ized by the Bond Issue Law of April, 
limited to $2,000,000,000 at any one time 
outstanding, and with maturity restricted 
to one year or less. When the thirty-
year $2,000,000,000 "Liberty Loan" was 
offered during May, it was stipulated 
that these short-term notes might be re
ceived as cash on the subscription. Some 
of them were thus used, by banks which 
held the notes, to procure some of the 
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war bonds for themselves; more, perhaps, 
were sold by banks to their clients for use 
in individual subscriptions. 

All these preliminary transactions add
ed great interest to the outcome of 
the public subscription to the war loan 
itself. That outcome was of a character 
which astonished even financiers most 
conversant with the American investing 
public and with the progress of the can
vass. During the month in which appli
cations were received, there occurred 
frequent alternations of hope and de
spondency as to the result. At one 
moment the newspapers would have the 
war loan three times oversubscribed; at 
another it was likely to be barely cov
ered. During the final week (quite in 
line with the experience of every Euro
pean war loan) the rush of subscribers, 
large and small, was so great as to over
whelm the accounting and tabulating 
staffs of the Federal Reserve Banks, 
which received the applications. When 
the lists closed on June 15, the Treasury 
estimated applications for the $2,000,-
000,000 loan at $2,500,000,000. Another 
full week was necessary to complete the 
tabulation; at the end of which, the an
nouncement came that investors had 
asked for $3,035,226,850. 

This achievement was something un
precedented, not only in the history of 
this war, but in the history of finance. 
I t is quite true that even the three 
thousand millions of applications fell 
short of the $5,000,000,000 subscribed 
to the English war loan of last February, 
or the $3,600,000,000 which the German 
people took from the war loan offers of 
last April and of September, 1915. But 
in all those instances, the government 
had asked for as large a sum as the people 
could subscribe. There was not, as in 
our own case, any fixed amount requested; 
a fact which would naturally limit the 
efforts of subscribers and canvassers to a 
given objective point. 

WWHEN, however, . comparison was 
made with loans where a fixed sum 

total had been asked, the remarkable 
character of the response became appar
ent. England's first war loan was for 
$1,750,000,000; like our own, it bore 3 1/2 
per cent interest, but was offered at 95, 

instead of the par price of our own. I t 
was barely covered; a fact no doubt at
tributable to the financial dis
order of that period (even 
Germany subscribed that au
tumn only $1,115,000,000 to 
an unlimited 5-per-cent loan), 
but nevertheless providing the only basis 
for comparison in this war. Oversubscrip
tion to a war loan has not in itself been 
unusual in the past. For the British 
Government's second Boer War loan of 
1901, amounting to $55,000,000, sub
scriptions were $127,500,000. The $80,-
000,000 part of the loan of 1902 which 
was offered to the public was subscribed 
for twenty times over. 

Our own government's $100,000,000 
4-per-cent loan of 1896, put out to set the 
Treasury on its feet in the silver-coinage 
troubles, attracted $568,000,000 appli
cations, and for its $200,000,000 Spanish 
War loan of 1898, subscriptions of no 
less than $1,500,000,000 came in. Prob
ably that was the largest actual over
subscription in all history. Yet none of 
the subscriptions cited was a parallel case 
to our own war loan of 1917. Great 
Britain's Boer War loans were for 
amounts that now seem trivial; they were 
an insignificant addition to the govern
ment's fiscal burden. Not only did our 
loans of 1896 and 1898 apply for sums 
which nowadays would seem unimpor
tant, but both loans were offered on more 
attractive terms than the market had 
been paying for outstanding United States 
bonds, and, what was even more potent 
an influence in floating them, the lucrative 
privilege enjoyed by the national banks, 
of issuing circulating notes, required de
posit of United States bonds as security. 
The supply available for that purpose 
was not large; therefore either the banks 
themselves were ready bidders for an 
attractive new issue, or else the general 
public took the bonds, to resell them to 
the banks at an advance in price. 

The first American war loan of 1917 
enjoyed no such advantage. I t asked 
for the largest total sum ever raised at 
one time in this country's markets. The 
interest yield was less than could be ob
tained on perfectly sound outstanding 
bonds of governments, cities, or corpora
tions. The bonds had to be taken for 

Comparison 
with Eng
land and 
Germany 

(Continued on page 54, following) 



Two types of fireproof construction 

A clay pipe and a concrete building. 

Both fireproof! 

Wha t about this contradiction ? 

The purpose of the fireproof clay pipe is 
to burn up the tobacco inside of it. The 
idea of the fireproof building is to keep 
everything inside it from burning up. 

Wha t a chance for owners of fireproof 
buildings to stop and think, and ask 
questions ! 

Why is insurance usually so high on the 
contents of fireproof buildings ? Because 
insurance experts who inspect fire ruins 
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know that disastrous fires occur in fire
proof buildings all the time. Even though 
the fire-blackened shell of the building still 
remains standing, the fire destroys the valu
able contents and stops the wheels of indus
try within. 

Explaining why the contents of fireproof 
buildings are so thoroughly destroyed when 
once ignited, F . C. Moore says, in his 
book, "F i r e Insurance and How to Bui ld" : 
"Fireproof construction, like a reverberat
ing furnace or oven, confines the heat until 
extremely high temperatures are reached. 
Indeed, firemen who have had experience 
fighting fires in fireproof buildings claim 



tha t it is almost impossible to remain on a 
floor where merchandise is on fire, so in
tense is the combustion; everything ignitible 
is shriveled up ." 

How to save a bus ines s 

Fireproof construction has many advan
tages, of course, and of a practical, every
day kind; but it will not save your business 
—it cannot always save itself. 

Grinnell Automatic Sprinklers were in
vented to save your business. 

The insurance companies for thirty years 
have watched them save businesses—nearly 
a billion dollars' worth. They are so sure 
Grinnells will save your property that if you 
install Grinnells they will cut your insur
ance rate 40 per cent, to 90 per cent. 

The annual saving on insurance will usu
ally pay for Grinnell Automatic Sprinklers 
in a few years. 

Your insurance rate is the only true—or 
nearly true—measure of your fire-risk, for 
it is based on elaborate statistics of indus
tries, conditions and buildings just like 
vours. To try to analyze your own risk and 
say, "There is mighty little danger of a fire 
in my place," is really ridiculous. Ask any 
man whose business has just been burned 
about how much danger he thought he had 
before the fire. 

You are certain to draw the two-spots out 
of a pack of cards if you keep on drawing 
long enough. Likewise you are certain to 
have a fire sometime. If the Grinnells are 
not there, there is no telling what damage 
it will do. If the Grinnells are there your 
fire will commit suicide—drown itself, jus t 
as more than 20,000 reported fires have 
already done. 

M e c h a n i c a l In i t iat ive 

Grinnells are active fire-fighters. They 
don' t simply hold their trenches, they take 
the offensive, and stifle the fire's at tack with 
a barrage of water. 

This prompt, energetic striking down of 
the fire with water is happening every day 
in fireproof buildings, because some archi
tects and keen business men have learned 
the folly of letting these words "fireproof 

construct ion" mislead them into omitt ing 
Grinnell protection. Valuable as fireproof 
construction is, it is less important than 
sprinklers. 

Do you want proof of tha t assertion ? 
Any business in an ordinary non-fireproof 
building with Grinnells on guard gets a 
lower rate than tha t same business would 
get in a fireproof building without sprinklers. 

No honest business man wants to have a 
fire. H e knows there are losses incident to 
tire that no insurance, not even Use and 
Occupancy insurance, can cover. 

Does he deserve p i t y ? 

The man who is wiped out by a very bad 
fire generally betrays the fact tha t he was 
working with an out-of-date equipment. 
Sometimes he is entitled to sympathy from 
his business connections, bu t quite often 
and properly they regard him as a nuisance; 
certainly his employees and the community 
have a right to regard him as reckless. If 
Grinnell Sprinklers were really expensive, 
he might be excused, if not forgiven; but 
pity becomes superfluous when a Grinnell 
System can be obtained from reliable com
panies by applying the insurance-premium 
savings each year for a period of vears 
against the cost. 

The Grinnell is at once the oldest 
sprinkler system and also the most mod
ern. I t is kept ahead of the times by a 
splendid industrial laboratory and its 
quality is assured by the largest manu
facturers in the business. I t protects 
more property than all other kinds put 
together. 

We will be glad to give you information 
regarding the cost of protecting your busi
ness and help you determine how soon the 
system will pay for itself in insurance sav
ings. This can_ all be determined without 
putt ing yourself under the slightest obliga
tion. Don' t assume tha t you know what 
your saving will be until you get the exact 
figures. 

Don't theorize—write us today. Get the 
figures! Address the General Fire Extin
guisher Company, 287 West Exchange 
Street, Providence, R. I. 

GRINNELL 
A U T O M A T I C S P R I N K L E R S Y S T E M 

The Factory-Assembled System 
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N e w Vic tor Records demonstrated at all dealers on the 1st of each month 
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The dashing music of the 
world's greatest bands 

-on the Victrola 
There ' s a sparkle and swing to band music 

that stirs the heart and arouses the enthusiasm. 
You will be thrilled indeed by the band music 

that is brought to you on the Victrola—the music 
of the world's greatest bands! 

Sousa's Band, Pryor's Band, Conway's Band, 
Vessella's Band, United States Marine Band, 
Black Diamonds Band of London, Band of H . M . 
Coldstream Guards, Garde Republicaine Band of 
France, Banda de Alabarderos of Madrid, Kryl's 
Bohemian Band. It is just like having these 
famous organizations actually parade before you. 

Hear thi9 inspiring band music at any Victor dealer's. He will gladly 
play any music you wish to hear. And he will demonstrate the various styles 
ol the Victor and Victrola—$10 to $400. 

Victor Talking Machine Co., Camden, N. J., U. S. A. 
Berliner Gramophone Co., Montreal. Canadian Distributors 

I m p o r t a n t N o t i c e . Victor Records and Victor Machines are 
scientifically coordinated and synchronized by our special processes 
of manufacture, and their use, one with the other, is absolutely 

essential to a perfect Victor reproduction^ 
" V i c t r o l a ; s the Registered Ttade-mark of the Victor Talking Machine 
Company designating the products of this Company only. 
W a r n i n g ! The use of the word Vic tro la upon or in the promotion or9aieof 
any other Talking Machine or Phonograph products i9 misleading and illegal. 



AN SCO 
CAMERAS & SPEEDEX FILM 

The Sign of the 
Ansco Dealer 

Ansco Vest-Pocket 
Speedex No. 3 

Equipped with Modico An-
astigmat lens, F 7.5, $31; ^ nsco 
Anastigmat, F 6.3, $40; F 5. 
$47.50: Goerz Celor. F 4.8, or 
Zeiss-Tessar, F 4.5, $56. 

Watch-like in its accuracy and excep
tionally beautiful in appearance is the 
Ansco Vest-Pocket Speedex—the only 
camera of its kind in the world. 

So small and so light it can be carried 
with you always. Its high-grade lens and 
shutter equipment gives it the power to 
take rapidly moving objects and even 
snap shots on cloudy or rainy days. It 
gets the picture where the picture is— 
every time. 

T h e user can easily and quickly change 
the speed, aperture and focus without 
losing sight of the image in the finder, 
and without moving the camera. N o 
other camera gives you this important 
advantage. 

This remarkable camera is fully de
scribed in the Ansco catalog, free from 
your dealer or from us. 

ANSCO COMPANY BINGHAMTON, NEW YORK 
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THIS interesting picture of 
* Mrne. Matzenauer of the 

Metropolitan Opera Company, 
the world's greatest mezzo-
soprano, was taken while she 
was singing in direct com
parison with the New Edison's 
Re-Creation of her voice. First, 
Mme. Matzenauer sang, then 
the New Edison took up the 
song alone, then Matzenauer 
sang in unison with the in
strument. The object of the 
comparison was to ascertain 
whether the ear could detect 
Mme. M a t z e n a u e r ' s living 
voice from the New Edison's 
Re-Creation of it. Those who 
were present were unable 
to d i s cove r t h e s l i g h t e s t 
difference. 

Two Conclusive Proofs 
FIRST—Let us assume that you love music and 
*• that you would like to have all kinds of good 
music in your home. The realism of a phonograph 
is then the only standard by which to judge it. 
Thirty different great artists (not imitators or im
personators) have made, in public, comparison tests 
such as you see Mme. Matzenauer making in the 
illustration on this page. These tests have been 
made before eight hundred thousand people, who 
found that their ears could not detect any difference 
between the original music and its Re-Creation by 

The NEW EDISON 
"The Phonograph With a Soul" 

These comparisons were bona fide tests, as can be 
proved by the files of more than five hundred of 
America's principal newspapers, whose music critics 
have described the tests at length. The New Edison 
is positively the only sound-reproducing instrument 
that has been submitted to such tests. 

SSECOND—Some of the artists whose voices are 
Re-Created by the New Edison are also making 

talking machine records. Ask any Edison dealer 
for a list of such artists. Go to a talking machine 
dealer's store and hear those artists on a talking 
machine, then go back to the Edison dealer's store 
and hear the New Edison's Re-Creation of their 
voices. Please do not test the talking machine in 
an Edison dealer's store, and please do not test the 
New Edison in a talking machine dealer's store. If 
you wish to make a comparison side by side, get 
the talking machine dealer to deliver a talking 
machine at your home. The Edison dealer will also 
deliver a New Edison to you. Such a comparison 
right in your own home will enable you to reach 
a correct decision. You owe it to yourself and your 
family to have the best music in your home. 

May we send you a sample copy cf the 
magazine, A L O N G B R O A D W A Y ? 

It is free, and we shall also be pleased to send you the 
brochure "Music's Re-Creation" and the booklet "What the 
Critics Say." The latter booklet will tell you what America's 
principal music critics have to say of the New Edison, 

THOMAS A. EDISON, INC., ORANGE, N. J. 
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Snap-Shots from Home. 
Give cheer to the boys in camp and on shipboard by 

sending them pictures from home. There are likely to 
be some tedious, nomesick days and a little cheer-up 
in the way of photographs of the home folks and the 
home doings will do them a lot of good. 

And some day when you want to give something 
a little more substantial, send along a Vest Pocket 
K O D A K and ask your Soldier or Sailor Boy to send 
pictures to you. 

Vest Pocket Autographic Kodak, $6.00 

All Dealers'. 

EASTMAN KODAK CO., ROCHESTER, N. Y., The Kodak City. 
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The greatest home 
labor saver 

House cleaning becomes 
child's play—a matter of 
minutes—without mov-. 
ing of furniture and with
out fatigue—with the 

ARCO WAND 
VACUUM CLEANER 
Easily put in old or new homes, 
apartments, clubs, hotels, hospi
tals, factories, thea t res , etc., 
without disturbance — out las ts the 
building and gives splendid daily ser
vice. Costs but a penny a day to run. 
Sold by all dealers on easy payments. 

Send for catalog "The Arco Wand" 
tells how and shows what it will do 
to keep your home forever clean! 

AMERICAN RADIATOR COMPANY 
Department C-8 

816-822 South Michigan Ave., Chicago 

Makers of the world-famous 
WEAL Boilers and AMERICAN Radiators 

• • • • • • • C O U P O N FOR SPECIAL INFORMATION! 
Please send me, without any obligation whatever, the details of ARCO WAND 

easy payment plan. 

Name 

Street. .City -State. 
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£3.50. £5.00 to £12.00 and up 
We have the real genuine Royal Native 
Hawaiian Ukuleles and Steel Guitars. 
Here's the most music in the handiest form. 
At your service for Ukuleles, band instru
ments, orchestral instruments. 
W R I T E F O R C A T A L O G 

I 100 Walnut St. , Kansas City. M 

LATHES 
Far Gunsmiths, Tool Habere, 

Experimental and He pair Worb, etc. 

Lathe Catalogue Free. 

W.F.&Jno.BarnesCo 
5 2 8 R u b y St., R o c k f o r d , Ill. 

WHITING-ADAMS 

BRUSHES 

The TILE ROOF 
on this handsome residence of Geo. H. Rcmpe 
of Oak Park, 111., is of the pattern known as 
the Imperial Spanish. (See detail more clear
ly shown in border of this advt.) The Tile 
Roof has not only added to the character 
and beauty of the building, 
but provided a shelter that 
is proof against all weather 
changes and absolutely fire
proof. Will require no paint, 
stain or repairs to preserve 
its beauty and last forever— 
proof against time. 
Coosult your architect and write for 
our illustrated booklet, "The Roof 
Beautiful" (printed in colors). 
It is sent free to any prospective 
builder upon request. 

Ludowic i -Celadon Co. 
Mfrs. of Terra Cotta Roofing Tiles 

(Jensral Offices 
1115-25 Monroe BWa. CHIUGO. ILL 

Architects: Postle and Fisher, Chicago, Ill. 

FOR THE BOYS IN CAMP 
A UKULELE 

PATENTS 

Our Hand Books on Patents, Trade-Marks, etc, sent free. 
70 years' experience. Patents procured through Munn & 
Co. receive free notice in the SCIENTIFIC AMERICAN. 

MUNN &CO. G69 Woolworth Bldg N Y 
625 F St., Washington, D . C 

J N e a r l y e v e r y d e a l e r i n e v e r y 
city in the United States , j 

who se l l s brushes , carries in 
s tock and sel ls 

WHITING-ADAMS BRUSHES 
Excellence of quality and favorable prices guarantee good demand and sure sale. Dealers never hnvp A n v Ao*A 
stock, slow selling WHITING-ADAMS BRUSHES. Send for Illustrated Literature. Dept. Y. 

JOHN L. WHITING-J. J . ADAMS COMPANY, Boston, U.S.A. Brush Manufacturers for 
Over One Hundred Years 

Whiting-Adams Brushes Awarded Gold Modal and Official Blue Rihhon. the Highest Award a t Panama-Pacif ic Exposition 1915 
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The Weight of War 
The heavy hand of war has disturbed 

the balance between supply and demand 
the world over. Our problem of serving 
the public has all at once assumed a new 
and weightier aspect. 

Extraordinary demands on telephone 
service by the Government have been 
made and are being met. Equipment 
must be provided for the great training 
camps, the coast-defense stations must 
be linked together by means of communi
cation, and the facilities perfected to put 
the Government in touch with the entire 
country at a moment's notice. 

In planning for additions to the plant of 
the Bell System for 1917, one hundred and 
thirty millions of dollars were apportioned. 

This is by far the largest program ever 
undertaken. 

But the cost of raw materials has doubled 
in a year. Adequate supplies of copper, 
lead, wire, steel and other essentials of new 
equipment are becoming harder to get at 
any price, for the demands of war must 
be met. 

Under the pressure of business incident 
to war, the telephone-using public must 
co-operate in order that our new plans to 
meet the extraordinary growth in telephone 
stations and traffic may be made adequate. 

The elimination of unnecessary telephone 
calls is a patriotic duty just as is the elimina
tion of all waste at such a time. Your 
Government must have a "clear talk track." 

AMERICAN TELEPHONE AND TELEGRAPH COMPANY 

AND A S S O C I A T E D C O M P A N I E S 

One Policy One System Universal Service 
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investment; for bank circulation, since the 
new banking law of 1913, was no longer 
based on United States Government securi
ties. That the loan, under such conditions, 
should have been oversubscribed by 52 per 
cent; that subscribers of less than $roo.-
000 each should have asked for $1,856,000,-
000 and subscribers of less than $10,000 
for $1,153,000,000, and that four to five 
million separate applications should have 
been made (as compared with 330,000 for 
the Spanish War loan and with only 4,640 
for the loan of 1896) marked out the nature 

of this financial achievement. Only twice 
—in.the 5,289,000 subscribers to the Eng
lish war loan of last February and the 
5,279,000 to the German war loan of March, 
1916—was this result surpassed. 

BBUT these introductory financial exploits 
of the United States, worthily accom

panied by the raising of $100,000,000 in a 
week for the Red Cross fund, reflected only 
one side of our economic history in the 
period. The other side was presented in 
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To the man of affairs 
who is answering his 
country's call to arms 

TTHE MANAGEMENT OF YOUR 

ESTATE is a twenty-page book

let describing the services per

formed by this company. It will in

terest every man who is giving thought 

to the safeguarding of his business 

interests while in the service of his 

country. We will gladly mail vou a 

copy upon request. Further details 

will be cheerfully given by the officials 

of this company at our main office 

or at either of our uptown branches. 

Union Trust Company of New York 
80 Broadway , N e w Y o r k 

BRANCH 

425 Fifth Ave. Capital and Surplus 
$8,900,000 

B R A N C H 

786 Fifth Ave. 
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A Comparison of January and July 
Bond Prices 

The at tent ion of investors is called to the following comparison 
of bond prices and yields. A review of the market history 
of these issues shows tha t present prices are unusually low. 

FINANCIAL SERVICE FOR INVESTORS 
Readers o f - S C R I B N E R ' S M A G A Z I N E may consult our Financial Department for 
information regarding their investments. 
We do not prophesy the future of the speculative market or make decisions for our 
readers, but we do furnish relevant information to assist investors. 
Readers will assist the Service if they make their inquiries specific and furnish any im
portant information regarding their present holdings. 
Although there is no charge for this Service, each inquiry is given careful personal 
attention. 
Inquiries should be addressed to the Investor's Service Bureau 

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

Issues 

F l o r i d a E a s t C o a s t R a i l w a y 
1st Mortgage t . 

C h i c a g o , M i l w a u k e e & St. P a u l R y . 
Deben tu re (now Mortgage) -4"s 

C h i c a g o , M i l w a u k e e & St . P a u l R y . 
General & Refunding 4I2*6 

C h e s a p e a k e & O h i o R y . C o . 
Convert ible 5*s 

S e a b o a r d A i r L i n e R y . C o . 
First & Consolidated 6*8 

I n t e r b o r o u g h R a p i d T r a n s i t Co . 
First & Refunding 5*s 

A m e r i c a n T e l . & T e l . C o . 
Collateral 4*8 

U n i t e d S t a t e s R u b b e r C o . 
First A Refunding 5 's (Issue Price) 

Jan . 1 9 1 7 
Price Yield 

96 4 .72 ' ; 

945 g 4.45 

98}2 4 .57 

943.1 5.35 

991,, 6 . 0 4 

9 9 5
a 5 .02 

923 4 4 .78 

9634 5 .22 

July 2 , 1 9 1 7 
Price Yield 

91 \4 5 . 00% 

8 5 ? 2 5.30 

8 4 3
4 5 .32 

88.I4 5.85 

93J 2 6.50 

9 3 1 2 5.38 

87? 2 5 .43 

86 6.02 

Circulars desc r ib ing a n y of t h e above issues will be sen t upon reques t . 

The National City Company 
National City Bank Building, New York 

CORRESPONDENT OFFICES 

PHILADELPHIA, PA. BOSTON, MASS. PITTSBURGH, PA. CHICAGO, ILL. SAN FRANCISCO, CAL. 
1421 Chestnut St. 10 State St. Farmers Bank Bldg. 137 So. La Salle St. 424 California St. 

BALTIMORE, M D . ALBANY, N. Y. CLEVELAND, O. ST. LOUIS, MO. LOS ANGELES, CAL. 
Munsey Bldg. Douw Bldg. Guardian Bldg. Bank of Commerce Bldg. Hibernian Bldg. 

WASHINGTON, D. C. BITFALO, N. Y. DETROIT, MICH. KANSAS CITY. MO. PORTLAND, ORE. 
741 15th St., N. W. Marine Bank Bldg. Dime Bank Bldg. Republic Bldg- Railway Exchange Bldg. 

ATLANTA, GA. WILKES-BARRE, PA. MINNEAPOLIS, MINN. DENVER, COL. SEATTLE, WASH. 
40 Edgewood Ave. Miners Bank Bldg. McKnight Bldg. First National Bank Bldg. Hoge Bldg. 

LONDON, ENG.—3 Lombard St, 
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6% First 
Mortgage 

Bonds 
Secured by a Most 
Important Natural 

Resource — Coal 

Value of security nearly 
three times total loan. 

N e t earnings, subs tan
t ia l ly above requirements, 
assured by long-time lease 
and contracts. 

Ownership possessed by 
one of the largest and best-
known consumers in the 
Middle West. 

Produc t ion directly in 
charge of old-established, 
experienced coal operators. 

Ample sinking fund pro
vision. 

Denominations of $500 
and $1,000, to net 6%. 

Send for Circular No. 988 SC 

Peabody 
Houghteling & Co. 

(ESTABLISHED 1865) 

10 South La Salle St., Chicago 

Disturbing 
Prices for 
Commodi
ties 
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the markets for commodities, whose action 
was as disturbing to our government and 
our Allies as the financial move
ment was r e a s s u r i n g . T h e 
movement on the markets, par
ticularly in those for wheat, cot
ton, and steel, was such as 
this generation had never witnessed. Both 
the character of the movement and the 
heights to which prices rose made the ex
perience one for which no parallel whatever 
could be found since our Civil War times, 
and no real analogy since the days when all 
Europe was at war a century ago. 

The extent to which commodities as a 
whole were affected may be judged from 
the Bradstreet "index number" of average 
prices. In June of the present year this 
average for American markets showed in
crease of 2 1/3 per cent from the preceding 
month, of 32 1/3 P e r c e n t from June, 1916, 
of 57 per cent from 1915, and of 78 per cent 
from August, 1914, when the European 
war began. Abroad, the London Econo
mises index number of average English 
prices reflected an advance of 109 per cent 
during the war—the larger percentage, as 
compared with the rise in America, being 
mainly caused by the very high ocean 
freight rates and the scarcity of shipping 
facilities. The average reported at the 
opening of this summer was wholly unprec
edented in the country's commercial rec
ords. 

AALL this reflected the daily experience of 
- the householder. But the truly spec

tacular aspect of the episode—the aspect 
which led to the utmost confusion of opinion 
as to causes—lay in the action of two or 
three staple markets. The 
price of $3.50 per bushel, 
reached for wheat in May, was 
not only the highest in the his
tory of the United States, but 
it compared with a top price of 
$1.26 at Chicago in the same month of 1916, 
and with 85 1/4 cents prevailing in the first 
war month of 1914, although short crops in 
Europe were even then known to be inevi
table. In immediate sequence to the reach
ing of this year's extraordinary price, the 
Chicago grain exchange on May 12 officially 
prohibited trading in wheat for delivery dur
ing that month, and an arbitrary "maxi
mum price" was fixed for contracts for de
livery in the summer or autumn. It was 
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Investing With 
Confidence 

Y O U R funds, invested on the recommendation of 

Stacy & Braun, are safeguarded by a house of 

proven character and utmost reliability. 

F reedom from doubt as to the security of every dollar at 

work to increase your competency for the future, should mean 

everything to you. 

Our claim to your confidence can be fully demonstrated in 

the first service w e are privileged to render. No investor has 

ever lost a cent of principal or interest in dealing with us . 

We offer a wide selection of Municipal Bonds, free from 

Federal Income Tax and accepted by U. S. Government to 

secure Posta l Savings Deposits , yielding four to five and one-

quar te r per cent interest. M a y we suggest your writing our 

nearest office for latest l ist? 

STACY & BR AUN 
INVESTMENT BONDS 

N E W YORK TOLEDO CINCINNATI 
5 Nassau St. Second National Bank Bldg. Mercantile Library Bldg. 

CHICAGO 
209 S. La Salle St. 

DETROIT 
Dime Bank Bldg. 
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Write 
for this 

investment 
book 

Far sighted investors 
will find this book full of the 

information they desire. 

I t tells plainly the difference between 
stocks and bonds, and between speculation 
and investment—the stability of bonds— 
why banks , insurance companies and cap
italists place their monies in bonds—the 
ideal bond—how money grows, etc. 

Wri te for " I n v e s t i n g $100 to $10 ,000" to 
Depar tment " G , " 43-47 Exchange Place, 
New York , or 12 South Calvert Street, 
Balt imore. 

Hambleton & Company 
ESTABLISHED 1865 f 

INVESTMENT SECURITIES 
BALTIMORE WASHINGTON NEW YORK 
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clearly understood that this action had been 
taken under pressure from the government. 
Immediately after it had been taken, dis
cussion began of plans for actual regulation 
by government authority, not only of wheat 
prices but of the actual distribution of the 
crop. 

In the middle of June, the price of cotton 
on the New York exchange crossed 25 cents 
a pound for the first time since 1872, at the 
height of the speculative paper-inflation . 
period following the Civil War, and this 
price contrasted with a price of 12 7/8 cents 
exactly a year before and with as low a 
figure as 7'4 at the end of 1914. Except for 
that period of depreciated currency, and for 
the years in which the South's cotton was 
shut off from the market by the war block
ade (when the price, in 1864, once went to 
$1.90 per pound), this present season's price 
was by far the highest of the country's his
tory. In the last twenty-five years of the 
nineteenth century, cotton never sold above 
13^4 cents. In the cotton market, also, 
some of the official exchanges acted. The 
Liverpool Cotton Exchange suspended'trad-
ing on June 20, avowedly on the ground that 
the movement of prices was getting abso
lutely out of hand; its example was followed 
by the Cotton Exchange at Havre. 

During the same month of June, the price 
of steel at Pittsburg touched $100 a ton; 
which compared with $75 when the United 
States went to war in April, with $45 in the 
middle of 1915, and with $20 when the 
European war began. The highest annual 
average price of Bessemer steel, during the 
thirty years before this war broke out, was 
$32.55. The movement had further rami
fications than the price of finished steel; the 
iron from which the steel is made had also 
advanced from $15 per ton in August, 1914, 
and $20.75 i n the middle of 1916, to $51 last 
June. With these markets, it was not a 
question of restricting or closing exchanges; 
contracts for delivery at a future dale are 
arranged in the offices or agencies of the 
mills themselves. But the effort to check 
the upward movement came in the shape of 
protest by governmental war boards and 
bureaus at Washington, against paying such 
extravagant prices, and the intimation be
gan to be heard from Washington that un
less a satisfactory price could be arranged by 
mutual consent, the government might have 
to use its war powers to "commandeer," on 
such basis as it should prescribe, the product 

Financial World, continued on page 60 
58 

SHORT TERM 
SECURITIES 

Our s t a t i s t i ca l depa r t 
ment has compiled a list 
of desirable Bonds and 
Short Term Notes that 
meet requi rements for 
soundness and salability. 

They are available now 
on a liberal income basis. 

Copy on Request 

MERRILL, 
LYNCH 

& CO. 
New York 

Detroit 

Chicago 

Cleveland 

Washington 

Members New York Stock Exchange. 



Thrift As Related To 
! /'2 W 

M O N E Y h o a r d e d is m o n e y wasted. M o n e y wisely invested is m o n e y saved a n d 
" a n ev idence of thrift. 

T h e careful invest ing of y o u r surplus funds requi res t h e m a t u r e j u d g m e n t 
a n d skil led counse l of i nves tmen t specialists. 

T h e W i l l i a m R. C o m p t o n C o m p a n y have devo ted their efforts exclusively 
d u r i n g t h e last qua r t e r cen tu ry to those inves tments which offer the best 
securi ty for the i r cl ients ' money . 

Wise , exper ienced investors recognize t he m a r k e d desirability of Munic ipa l 
Bonds . O u r large var ied list includes b o n d s of $1,000, $500 a n d $100, all free 
from t h e Federal Income Tax . Four to five a n d one-e ighth per cent interest . 

Eooklet " The Premier Investment" sent on request. Mention Edition B 8. 

William R. Compton Company 
Municipal Bonds 

"Over a Quarter Century in this Business " 

N E W Y O R K : 14 W a l l Street ST. L O U I S : 408 Ol iver Street 
C H I C A G O : 105 S. La Salle Street C I N C I N N A T I : 102 U n i o n Trus t Building 

P I T T S B U R G H : 721 Farmers Bank Bui ld ing A «,B 

Stocks Bonds 
O N T H E 

PARTIAL PAYMENT PLAN 
Wri te today for Booklet 28-Ii which explains 
thoroughly our method by which you may 
p u r c h a s e S t o c k s a n d B o n d s in sma l l 
amounts . A small first payment is made 
and the balance is paid in convenient 
monthly installments. Dividends on stock 
and interest on bonds are credited to you 
while complet ing payments . Should you 
desire to sell your securit ies, you may do so 
at any time. 

You may divide your investment among 
several dividend-paying securities under 
this plan. 

Free Booklet 28-B "Part ial Payment Purchases" 

sent upon request. It explains this simple 
plan which is being followed by careful 
investors in all parts of the country. 

42 Broadway New York City 
Members New York Stock Exchange 

The United States is obligated by a treaty, concluded 

in 1916, to maintain a stable government in Hayti. 

Hayti in French 
Colonial Days 

In 1788, Hayti, then a French colony, 
enjoyed the greatest prosperity. At that 
time there were in existence over seven 
thousand plantations producing sugar, 
indigo, cot ton, coffee and cacao. The 
value of the exports for the year 1788 
were 220,000,000 francs. In that year 
the colony exported 140,000,000 pounds 
of sugar of which 60,000,00c pounds 
were grown in the fertile plains of 
Cul de Sac, where the property of the 
Haytian American Sugar Corporat ion 
now lies. 

For over a hundred years everything was 
neglected for political revolutions, until 
the American Treaty, September 16, 1915. 

Exceptional fertility of the soil, favorable 
climatic conditions, and protection af
forded to investment of capital at the 
present time will undoubtedly bring a re
newal of the former great prosperity to 
the island of Hayti . 

Wr i te for Circular C-9 giving details of 
the Haytian American Corpora t ion . 

HARTSHORNE & BATTELLE 
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Wise Investing 

SHELDON-MORGAN 
&. Company 

MEMBERs 
NEW YORK 
STOCKEXCHANGE 

I N V E S T M E N T 
S E C U R I T I E S 

TWENTY FIVE 
BROAD STREET 
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Acid Tests of 
Investments 

in W a r 
WWE have jus t published a 

li t t le book le t wi th the 
a b o v e t i t le , which out

lines the precautions that should 
be taken to ensure safety of in
vested funds at this time. 
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of the mills. In the end, the mat te r was re
ferred to the Federal Trades Commission, 
appointed several years ago to settle dis
putes on prices, and it was well understood 
tha t the market valuations would be cut. 

SS U C H were the admit ted facts of this ex
traordinary rise in prices. When it 

came to explaining them, judgment was 
more or less conflicting. T h a t they were 
due primarily to war demands, no one de
nied. Never in human his
tory had the resources of na
ture on the one hand been 
drawn upon in such measure 
for the destructive purposes of war, or on 
the other hand, in the case of food, been 
rendered so difficult of access through the 
blockades of opposing belligerents. To tha t 
explanation there was very generally added 
the theory that inflated currencies were do
ing their traditional work with prices. 

Of the actual and continuous expansion of 
the currencies of belligerent Europe, no 
doubt existed. The paper currencies of five 
European fighting powers had increased 
$4,000,000,000 within a year, on top of a 
very much greater expansion in the two pre
ceding war years. The currency of three of 
those powers—Russia, Austria, and Ger
many—has been lately quoted a t a discount 
of 50 per cent or thereabouts on neutral for
eign exchange markets. To what extent a 
depreciated currency helped along the rise 
of prices in our Civil War, every one under
stood; because the premium on gold or dis
count on paper notes was in those days not 
disguised, as it is to-day in the home mar 
kets of the European belligerents. The 
Senate committee's report of 1892 est imated, 
on a statistical grouping of commodities ac
cording to importance, tha t if the 1860 aver
age price were taken as 100, the level of 1864 
showed up at 140H and of 1865 at 1 9 0 ^ . 

Inflated currencies, especially of depreci
ated paper, may have a powerful effect on 
prices. Their influence has been unmis tak
able in some European states since 1914— 
perhaps most notably in Russia. Inflated 
currencies of belligerent s tates will also to a 
certain extent affect the level of prices, even 
in other countries where no depreciation of 
the currency exists. Abnormally large gold 
exports to those other countries, with the re
sulting expansion of credit, may achieve tha t 
result; as they did in the case of England 
when our gold was forced out to her in the 
Civil War, or as happened with the United 

X X WRITE today for this booklet, and 
* • literature describing the sound first 

mortgage serial bonds we offer, to net 
51 2 and 6% — a safe and attractive invest
ment, under war-time conditions. Ask for 

Booklet No. H-710 

S.W. STRAUS & CO. 
F o u n d e d 1C32 I n c o r p o r a t e d 1905 

N E W Y O R K CHICAGO 
150 B r o a d w a y S t r a u s Bu i ld ing 

Branch Offices: 
Detroit Minneapolis Cincinnati 
Boston San Francisco Kansas City 
Philadelphia Dayton Rochester 

35 years without loss to any investor 

T H E first $1,000 is usually 

the h a r d e s t to save . 

The task is made easier and 

more satisfactory by our 

Partial Payment Method 

of investing in dividend-

paying stocks or bonds. 

This is true because upon 

making the first payment 

you a s s u m e a n o b l i g a 

t i o n . 

The satisfaction of meet

ing the obligation increases 

as you make each monthly 

payment. 
Write for our Booklet No. 54, 

in which we explain our Plan of 
Partial Payment Investing 

HARRIS, WINTHROP & Co. 
Members New York stock Exchange 

The Rookery 
Chicago 

IS Wall Street 
New York 

Conflicting 
Reasons for 
High Prices 
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States in 1915. But the peculiar fact re
garding the advance of prices this past sea
son was its much greater rapidity in Amer
ica than in Europe, although it was Europe 
where the depreciated currencies existed. 

TTHIS was one reason why the considera
tions already cited did not seem to the-

general public to explain the whole phenom
enon. It was the extreme and unbridled 
violence of the rise, especially when our own 

country entered the war, which 
challenged attention. On the 
floor of Congress, in newspaper 
editorials, in the talk of the 
family, the office, and the club, 

it began to be insisted that these wild and 
spasmodic movements resulted from the de
liberate operations of speculators and fore-
stallers, who had seized the occasion of the 
world's urgent needs to hold back the neces
sary products and force up prices for their 
own selfish benefit. This theory of the case 
requires examination. If the speculator 
was individually responsible for fixing such 
prices for the absolute necessities of govern
ments and the people, then the shortest pos
sible shrift ought to be allowed to the system 
which made the achievement possible. 

It is important, then, to make sure to ex
actly what extent the speculator was the cul
prit. He could hardly have been the pri
mary cause of the advance in prices; no one 
made that assertion. In wheat, in cotton, 
in steel, the story of the movement was of 
insatiable and exceedingly ill-regulated bid
ding against one another, and against the 
ordinary consumer, by three or four great 
belligerent governments. So long as the 
whole world's wheat crop was abundant, 
as in 1915; the cotton crop not drawn 
upon by an abnormally large home con
sumption; the steel trade able to adjust its 
facilities to home and foreign deliveries at 
properly separated intervals—just so long 
was the movement of prices, though pretty 
steadily upward, likely at least to be orderly 
and normal. 

But the situation changed in several ways 
in the spring of 1917. By that time the 
grain-producing world was approaching the 
end of a very unfavorable harvest season 
(the first since war began), with its reserves 
of actual wheat nearly exhausted, with the 
grain of Russia still blockaded, and with 
the German submarines, in their campaign 
against civilization, sinking grain cargoes by 
the hundreds on the coasts of Europe. Cot
ton from a very short crop—all agricultural 
products suffered from the wet season of 
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OIL IS KING 
Cities Service Company through 
subsidiary companies owns one of 
the most important and valuable 
oil fields in this country. Refiner
ies, Pipe Lines and Marketing ar
rangements cover the route from 
the oil wells to the consumer. 

The public utility subsidiaries of 
Cities Service Company serve gas 
and electricity to a large number 
of important cities of growing 
population. 

The dividends on the Preferred Stock 
are earned five times and the balance 
for the Common Stock exceeds 50%. 
The earnings are increasing. 
Correspondence and investment inquiry invited. 

Ask for circular D1S1. 

"*>. HENRY L. -< f 

DOHERTY 
} S &COMPANY •(. 
60 WALL ST. NEW YORK 

A Solution of 
the Saving Problem 

Nearly every one has the desire to 
save and seeks the best and easiest 
way to accumulate a surplus. It is 
a real problem to know how to Save 
Systematically and to Invest Safely 
and Profitably. The solution is 

Our 
Partial Payment Plan 

which offers a method—not in the 
least burdensome, of Saving and In
vesting, at the same time. Dividend 
paying securities of America's greatest 
business enterprises may be pur
chased with your monthly savings. 
Dividends or interest may be applied 
against payments. 
Wri te for our Booklet B-io giving full details. 
O u r Booklet C-I5 showing par value of stocks 
listed on the New York Stock Exchange (when 
par varies from usual $IOC) free on request. 

LLOYD & COMPANY 
Members N. Y. Stock Exchange Since 1879 
135 B r o a d w a y , N e w Y o r k 

How Much 
Were 
Speculators 
at Fault ? 
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Backbone 
Investments 

Yielding 5% to 7 1/2% 

EE L E C T R I C and GAS proper
ties perform essential service 
for communities and indus

tries. Natural prosperity affects 
them favorably. As their success 
is based on a multitude of necessi
ties, stability of earnings is assured. 

Electric power plants financed 
and managed by this house serve 
340 c o m m u n i t i e s with near ly 
2,000,000 population in 16 states. 
T h e majority are operated by water 
power or use natural gas fuel pur
chased under long term contracts. 

Ask for Descriptive Literature S 

H. M. Byllesby & Company 
(Incorporated! 

214 S. La Salle St. 1214 Trinity Bldg. 
CHICAGO NEW YORK 

Knowledge of 
prevailing prices in relation to 

earnings as compared with 

those of the past is essential. 

Our books on the 
Copper— 
Standard Oil and 
Motor issues 

will give you this information. 

Any one sent free on request. 

"Part ia l Payment Plan" 

L.R. LATROBE & Co. 
Established 1908 

111 Broadway New York 
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1916—was being bought by the American 
spinner, this spring, on a larger scale than 
ever before in the country's history; our 
own government's requisitions on the mills, 
for army purposes, were urgent and impera
tive. Upon the steel mills, which had al
ready been producing at maximum capacity 
to provide for home demands and Europe's 
munitions purchases, there were suddenly 
superimposed, first the bids of our War and 
Navy Departments for the requisite war 
equipment, and next the immense and un
foreseen requirements for the new steel 
ships, to make good the shortage caused by 
the German sinkings. 

Now this was itself a very extraordinary 
situation. It was in some respects not un
like what happened to the world at large in 
1812, when the long and exhausting war in 
which all Europe was engaged had brought 
about the attempted blockade of France by 
England and of England by France, the en
try of the United States into the war, and 
all this in the face of a European harvest 
failure. Prices of all commodities went that 
year to heights then quite unprecedented. 
Some of them were not reached again until 
19I7-

But the fact that the violence of the rise 
had obvious causes, quite apart from activi
ties of speculators and forestallers, did not 
prove, either in 1812 or in 1917, that specu
lation had not greatly aggravated the situa
tion;—nor, indeed, that it had not actually 
given that situation its peculiar form. It is 
not easy, from the limited data on the sub
ject, to reach a conclusion on this question, 
as applied to the Napoleonic period. But 
this year some very plain evidence has been 
at hand. In the wheat market, for instance, 
there was undoubtedly much speculation for 
the rise in the autumn of 1916. When, 
however, the price went above the $2-per-
bushel mark, early in 1917, this speculation 
slackened, then virtually ceased. When 
wheat crossed $2.50 on the declaration of 
war by the United States, it was the com
mon talk of all grain markets that the spec
ulators were "selling short." Apparently, 
they could not and did not believe in the 
reality of such a price. 

Their attitude was in accordance with the 
traditions of the market. Good harvest or 
bad harvest, a price like that, never reached 
but once before in the country's history, and 
then under paper inflation, seemed neces
sarily a "corner price." Confronted with a 
corner, speculators habitually sell: because 
experience has taught them "that the "cor
ner market" always breaks down sudden
ly—sometimes through exhaustion of the 
money resources of the people behind the 
"corner," sometimes because the manipu
lator of the "corner" will have settled with 
other operators who had contracted to de-
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The Buyers 
Govern
ments with 
Unlimited 
Credit 

liver the wheat which they are now un
able to obtain. Acting on this presumption, 
the mass of Chicago speculators sold wheat 
contracts in March and April for future de
livery; expecting that , before delivery day, 
they would be able to obtain it at a much 
lower price. 

BBUT they overlooked the fact tha t the 
buyers at these rising prices, both of 

the wheat in store and of the contracts for 
delivery in M a y or July , were governments 
with unlimited credit; which were prepar

ing, not to make a speculative 
profit, but to take the wheat 
itself for their own consum
ers. No "se t t l ement with the 
shor ts" was on their pro
gramme, and no corner manip

ulator was ever so merciless in exacting 
what the contract promised. I t must be re
membered tha t the climax of this movement 
in the w h e a t - m a r k e t - h a p p e n e d when the 
German submarine campaign w a s - a t its 
height, when cargoes of wheat consigned to 
Europe were ' being sunk, and when the 
doubt as to whether the food supplies at 
home could be maintained at all had driven 
western Europe into panic. Perceiving 
too late the na ture of the situation, the un
lucky Chicago speculators who . had sold 
wheat earlier at $2 and $2.50 for delivery in 
M a y became frantic bidders in the market 
to protect themselves. To the average in
experienced observer, the sight of this buy
ing was conclusive evidence of the specula
tor 's guilt. In point of fact—so curiously 
does the machinery of markets sometimes 
work—he was the victim of his own belief in 
lower prices and of his effort to anticipate 
them. 

This singular si tuation hardly bears on the 
abst rac t question of the morali ty of specu
lation; but it does bear on the facts of 
the recent market , the has ty inference from 
which inspired a United States senator, on 
the floor of Congress, to predict tha t the 
people would " h a n g the speculators to the 
lamp-pos t . " The actual experience of the 
cotton market was the same; every respon
sible broker, warned b y the wheat -market 
episode which had preceded the rise in cot
ton, threw virtually prohibit ive obstacles in 
the way of speculation for the rise; yet the 
rise continued. As in wheat, so in cotton, 
it was governments with indefinite staying 
powers who were bidding the market up, 
and the sceptical speculators for the decline 
who, in the language of the t rade, were 
"pun i shed . " 

I t is possible, theoretically, in the case of 
steel as with any other commodity, for a 
rich speculator who believes in higher prices 
to b u y up large amounts of it with borrowed 
money and hold them for the rise. Bu t 
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Your Insurance Premiums 
are many times invested in 

KANSAS AND OKLAHOMA 
FARM MORTGAGES 

and you know your policy will be 
paid in full when the company is 
called upon to do so. 
Life Insurance Companies are the 
largest investors in F A R M M O R T 
GAGES and they demand 

SAFETY AND INCOME 

Profit by the example set by these 
large investors and invest your sav
ings or surplus funds in some of our 
first mortgage 5 /2% and 6% farm 
loans. 
Our booklet, " Safety and Profit in Cen
tral Kansas Farm Mortgages," explains our 
methods fully and is free for the asking. 
Write today—learn what a simple form of 
Investment the farm mortgage loan really is. 

TOPEKA K A N S A S 

Partial Payment 
Combinations 

Detailed New York Stock Exchange investment 
combinations to fit any saving capacity from $10 
up. Outlined in Circulars M-17 and T-17. 

John Muir & Co. 
*"* SPECIALISTS IN V > 

Odd Lots 
Members N. Y. Stock Exchange 
Main Office, 61 Broadway, N. Y. 

New York, N. Y. Brooklyn, N. Y. Newark, N. J. 
Bridgeport, Conn. New Haven, Conn. 

Dividend Calendar 
arranged so as to assist 
in selecting a list of invest
ments paying dividends a t 
any desired intervals will be 
mailed free a t your request. 

Mc Clave & Co. 
MEMBERS NEW YORK STOCK EXCHANGE 
MEMBERS-NEW YORK-COTTON EXCHANGE 

6 7 Exchange Place. NYCity 
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For 36 years we have been paying our customers 
the highest returns consistent with conservative 
methods. First mortgage loans of $200 and up which 
we can recommend after the most thorough per
sonal investigation. Please ask for Loan List No. 726. 

c Certificates of Deposit also for saving investors. 

PERKINS X CO.Lawrence.Kans. 

BONDS ISSUED BY 
CITIESOFCALIFORNIA 

For the Improvement of Streets 
Write for Circular S 11 

and Prices 
OAKLAND STREET IMPROVEMENT BOND C O . 

O a k l a n d , Ca l i f . 

Federal Farm 
Loan Act 

Congress recently passed a law establishing a 
new system of banks in this country . T h e law is 
of part icular interest to all investors. We have 
had it published with our comments thereon. We 
are glad to send copies of the following on request. 

" Text of the Federal Farm Loan Act and a 
General Review Thereof. " 

" How Forman Farm Mortgages Are Made. " 

George M. Forman & Company 
Founded 1885 

Farm Mortgage Bankers 
11 South La Salle Street , Chicago 
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this was precisely what had not occurred in 
the steel trade; for the excellent reason that 
the mills were under so great a strain of 
work to meet legitimate and urgent orders 
that no sales were made except to customers 
who needed the material, and then, at times, 
only on contract for delivery six months or 
one year later. But the man whose present 
business plans made essential the obtaining 
of steel and iron was in another position. 
With the requirements of governments ris
ing from 15 per cent of the annual pro
duction to something like 40 per cent, the 
opportunity for getting what he needed nar
rowed rapidly. At length came a Washing
ton despatch, apparently official, actually 
most erroneous, declaring that the United 
Stales Government, in behalf of itself and 
its Allies, might presently commandeer the 
output of every steel mill in the country. 
It was the wild bidding which ensued from 
outside consumers that carried the price of 
steel to $100 a ton. 

I IT is necessary to keep these considerations 
carefully in mind in order to understand 

just what has happened. At this present 
writing, buying of wheat for future delivery 
is under such restrictions as virtually to 
prevent speculation for future 
delivery. Therefore neither a 
foreign government nor a home 
miller can provide for future 
requirements through buying 
contracts for delivery on the grain ex
changes. The new regulation, as the Chi
cago Board of Trade directors themselves 
pointed out, "compels those requiring wheat 
for immediate purposes to make purchases 
from farmers or grain dealers." Since the 
farmer is able to stand out for high prices, 
it might easily result from this elimination 
of the speculator, all other things remaining 
equal, that the effort to cheapen wheat 
would be entirely defeated; or at best, that 
prices would be relatively low at harvest 
time, when the new wheat was on sale in 
abundance, but proportionately high at the 
season's end, when comparatively little grain 
was left to sell. It is in such respects that 
the speculator regulates prices, through buy
ing contracts for future delivery when prices 
are low and selling when they are high. 

But all other things are not equal; for the 
government is placing in the hands of Mr. 
Hoover's commission the general control of 
food supplies, including distribution; while 
regulation of exports, according to the in
dividual needs of foreign consuming states, 
has similarly been placed in the administra
tion's hands. Determination of the rea
sonable price for steel on government con
tracts has been referred to the Federal 
Trade Commission. Cotton prices have 
not yet been touched; but other commodi-
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7% 

On this basis we offer 

First Mortgage Serial Gold Bonds 
(non-taxable in this State) in denominations of 

$100 and $500 
payable 1 to 10 years (interest semi-annual), se
cured by Business and Apartment House proper
ties in Seattle; also FIRST MORTGAGES on 
Seattle Residential properties in amounts of 

$1000 t o $5000 
We solicit the business of careful and cautious 
Investors; those who look first to Safety and Con
servatism, rather than to attractive Interest rates. 
It is the Policy of this Company to convert at 
par any Bond purchased through it at any time 
upon reasonable notice. 

Write for descriptive literature 

Established 15 J ears 

GOODWIN REAL ESTATE CO. 
I N C O R P O R A T E D 

Bond and Mortgage Department 
1004 Second Ave. Seattle. Wash. 

6% 

Mr. Hoo
ver's Job as 
Food Con
troller 

minjuMlNuim imniEy I INLLIUI I I n i ' im i iNu i j i-t 

SAFETY 

CONVERTIBILITY 



An Alarm
ing Step 
Toward 
State 
Socialism 

ties, such as coal, have from time to time 
been taken up, with a view to regulation of 
the price. 

I IT will appear from our examination of 
the subject tha t the purpose of these 

measures is not only to prevent extortion 
by producers, but to avert such reckless and 
panicky bidding by consumers as even the 

most careful endeavors of pro
ducers might be unable to con
trol. Nevertheless, to many 
thoughtful minds this assump
tion of arbi t rary power over 
markets and prices, by the 

government , is a long and alarming step 
toward the fastening of s tate socialism 
on our insti tutions. When it is seriously 
threatened tha t , in default of readjustment 
of the inflated prices, the Federal Govern
ment will take control of the country 's 
entire wheat crop or seize the mills of recal
ci trant steel producers, the United States 
would seem to have swung far from its old-
time economic moorings. 

Something, perhaps much, of these war
time innovations will be perpetuated in our 
own governmental system when the war is 
over. N o great war ever leaves a country 's 
political and economic insti tutions just 
what they were before, and this is a war 
which is shaking the whole framework of 
human society. The war expedients and 
the arbi t rary " w a r powers " of our civil con
flict of the sixties did not by any means all 
survive the war; but American political 
inst i tut ions were certainly not the same 
after it as they had been before it. The 
permanent changes which this present war 
will have caused are as sure to affect 
the social and economic s t ructure as the 
political; to-day we are no more able to 
say what those permanent changes will be 
than were the Americans of 1863 and 1864. 

In the economic field, however, there is 
much to cheer the American mind. Of our 
financial si tuation we have had and are 
having a convincing test of s trength and 
soundness; and, in spite of the recent violent 
disorder in the markets for commodities, 
the longer view can also find grounds for 
reassurance in the commercial, industrial, 
and agricultural situation. There is a good 
deal of genuine significance in the fact tha t 
whereas Europe ' s ent ry into war was signal
ized b y the closing of the stock exchanges, 
because otherwise the whole world would 
have sold the investment securities of those 
countries a t ruinously low prices, our own 
ent ry into war was followed by shut t ing 
down on t rading in grain and cotton ex
changes, because otherwise the whole world 
would have continued to buy our products 
at ruinously high prices. The real sources 
of economic wealth are in our hands . The 
war has not destroyed them. 

W h e n ^ S i 
Swift Construction 
is Vital In these days of tremendous issues, 

l l € * l . w n e n t n e industrial forces of the 
country are called upon for superlative effort, speed 
in construction work is frequently a vital necessity. 
Industrial plants which are compelled to erect new buildings 
or extensions in order to increase their output will find 
in this organization the engineering efficiency and physical 
equipment which insure both swiftness and thoroughness. 
The purchasing power made possible by the large scale of 
our operations enables us to materially cut costs—savings in 
which our clients participate. 
N'o engineering undertaking too large or too small for us to 
handle. 

Write for Booklet, "The Puzzle of Prosperity.'' 
W. S. Bars tow & C o m p a n y , Inc . 

50 Pine Street - - N e w York City 

BARSTOW-BUILT 
MEANS BUILT WITH BRAINS 

INVESTMENT LITERATURE 

Direc t ly from our adver t i sers or th rough 

our Inves to r ' s Service Bureau , readers of 

S C R I B N E R ' S M A G A Z I N E m a y ob ta in , wi th

ou t charge, au then t i c l i t e ra ture pe r ta in 

ing to a n y inves tment or financial sub

ject . 

Reade r s m a y wri te direct to the follow

ing inves tmen t banke r s a t the addresses 

given, ment ion ing S C R I B N E R ' S M A G A Z I N E , 

or they m a y check the l i t e ra ture desired, 

sign the coupon below, a n d mail this page 

to the Inves to r ' s Service Bureau , S C R I B 

N E R ' S M A G A Z I N E , 597 Fif th Avenue , New-

York . 

(Continued on page 66) 
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"^Beautiful Birch for Beautiful Woodwork 

Our House 

TTHE most interesting discussion 
which can come up in the family 
circle is about "our house." Each 

member of that household can visualize 
our house" as it will look when ready 

to occupy. 

To father and mother the interior 
t r im—the "woodwork" is all important. 
They realize that this is the part of "our 
house" that they must live with—and 
it must he harmonious, and in good taste. 

"Beautiful b i r c h " (veneer or solid) 
has solved the question of interior trim, 
for thousands — to their lasting satis
faction. 

Its lovely satiny" sheen, due to close 
grain, permits of the widest latitude in 
shades of finish, including white enamel 
(it seems as though b i r c h were made 
to order for the exacting demands of 
the enamel finishes). 

"Beautiful b i r c h " has all the virtues 
expected of a hardwood. Very hard, 
practically mar-proof and economical 
in price—and because of these it has 
earned its honored place among Amer
ica's popular hardwoods—used every-
where. 

FREE, — "May we send you some little birch 
panels showing different finishes, and hand
some birch hook? You should know birch 
before you build. 

NORTHERN HEMLOCK and HARDWOOD 
MANUFACTURERS' ASSOCIATION 
215 F. R. A. Building Oshkosh, Wisconsin 

(Continued from page 65) 

The Premier Investment: Wm. R. Campion Co., St. Louis, 
Mo. 

" T h e South and Southern Municipal Bonds" : Stacy & 
Braitn, Toledo, Ohio. 

Record and Analysis of United States and Foreign Govern
ment Bonds: C. F. Chi Ids & Co.. Chicago, III. 

Investing Your Monthly Savings: Lloyd &• Co., 135 Broad
way, New York City. 

New Circular Descriptive of Cities Sen-ice Preferred and 
Common: Henry L. Doherly Sr Co., 60 Wall St., New York 
City. 

The Management of Your Es ta te : Union Trust Co., 80 
Broadway, New York City. 

Industrial Service: The National City Company. New York 
City. 

Selected Investments: Peabody, Boughteling & Co., Chicago, 
III. 

Investing Sioo to Sio.ooo: Hambleton 5° Co., 43 Exchange 
PL, New York City. 

August Stock and Bond Investment Suggestions: Merrill, 
Lynch &• Co.. 7 Wall St.. New York City. 

Acid Tests of Investments in War Time-: S. W. Straus & 
Co., 150 Broadway, New York City. 

$100 Bonds I John Muir fir Co., 
Odd-Lot Investment j 61 Broadway.. New York City. 

Doherty News: Henry L. Dohcrty &• Co., 60 Wall St., New 
York City. 

0% First Mortgage Bonds Secured by Seattle Property: 
Goodwin Real Estate Co., Seattle, Wash. 

How Investments May be Made Tax Exempt in Xew York 
State: National City Company. New York City. 

Investment Suggestions: Sheldon, Morgan & Co., 42 Broad-
way, New York City. 

Par Value of Stocks Listed on the Xew York Stock Ex
change (when Par Varies from Usual $100): Lloyd & Co., 
135 Broadway, New York City. 

Sugar Stocks: Hartshome &" Battelle, 25 Broad St., New York 
City. 

Safety and Profit in Central Kansas Farm Mortgages: The 
Farm Mortgage Co., Topeka, Kans. 

How to Invest in Standard Securities by the Partial Payment 
Plan: Harris, Winlhrop & Co., 15 Wall St., New York City. 

Back of the Investment \H. M. Byllesby &• Co.. 
Byllesby Management )' Chicago, III. 

Federal Farm Loan Act: Geo. M. For man c^ Co., Chicago, 111. 

August Investment List: S. W. Straus &* Co., 150 Broadway, 
New York City. 

Income Tax Record (for recording next year 's taxes): Wm. 
R. Compton Co., St. Louis, Mo. 

Partial Payment Plan: Sheldon, Morgan &• Co., 42 Broad
way, New York City. 

Making Money Work: McClave &• Co., 67 Exchange PL, 
New York City. 

How Forman Farm Mortgages Are Made: Geo. M. Forman 
cr Co., Chicago, III. 

Kansas Farm Mortgages: Perkins & Co., Lawrence, Kans. 

Lacey Profit-Sharing Bond: James D. Lacey Timber Co., 
332 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago, III. 

Weekly Market Letter: McClave &• Co., 67 Exchange PI., 
New York City. 

Partial Payment Plan: L. R. Latmbe j? Co., i n Broad
way, New York City. 

Street Improvement Bonds: Oakland Street Improvement 
Bond Co., Oakland, Cat. 

INVESTOR'S SERY1CI£ BUREAU &-» 
SCRIIJNEK'S MAGAZINE 
597 Fifth Avenue, New York 

Kindly have sent to me the investment literature 
which I have checked. 

Xame 

Street 

City State 
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ONCE IN EVERY MAN'S LIFE 
What Happened in This 
Camp May Happen in Yours 

The Camper's Story 
i" The weather was fine, the country beautiful, and 
the trip a grand success, including the little; adven
ture in which the COLT- bought just for target 
practice played such a prominent part. We won't 
spoil our memories of the trip by even thinking of 
what might have happened." 

SEE A COLT ~ 
AT YOUR DEALERS 

Write for free booktet, 
"Haw to Shoot;and 
Citato? ITo.5. 

COLT 

* You cant forget to make a Colt safe" 
COLT'S PATENT FIRE ARMS MFG CO. HARTFORD,CONN. 
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aroka Mountains and Upper Yellowstone River 
Courtesy of The Northern Pacific Rail-may 

HONOLULU 
Suva New Zealand, Australia 

Kesrular Sai l ings f rom Vancouver , B . CM 
by the PALATIAL PASSENGER steamers of the 

CANADIAN AUSTRALASIAN ROYAL MAIL LINE 
For full information apply Can. Pacific Ry., 1231 Broadway, N . Y., 
or to General Agent, 440 Seymour St., Vancouver, B. C. 

H A W A I I : Scenes and Impressions 
By Katharine Ful lerton Gerould 

" A book of beauty and delight, this, of a land of beauty and 
beguilement. One puts it on the shelf with the apprecia
tion and lasting pleasure with which one hangs a rarely felic
itous picture upon his wall. The illustrations are worthy 
of the text."—New York Tribune. \2rtw. $1.50 net 

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS, Fifth Ave. at 48th St., New York City 

Known Wherever Yon Go 
Wells Fargo Travelers Checks in your purse estab
lish, and identify you—at hotels, at shops, in 
railroad and in steamship offices, and with all 
express companies. 

Convenient, compact, certain—they cannot be cash
ed unless you personally countersign them. 

With them goes the promise of prompt , thorough, 
considerate Wells Fargo service. 

Wells Fargo express service is per
gonal and safe—are you taking 
advantage of it? 

Wells Fargo 
Travelers Checks 
Millions of dollars of Wells Fargo Checks are issued 
annually by banks, railroad and steamship ticket offices. 

TEN THOUSAND WELLS FARGO AGENTS ARE AT YOUR SERVICE 

Where Shall I Spend My Vacation? 
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AWAY FROM WAR?AND WORRY 
H a v e you been wonder ing where you could enjoy a few weeks of 

real rest a w a y from war and worry ? 

T h e greatest H e a l t h Resor t in the world is located in Bat t le C r e e k , a quiet , in land 
cily in picturesque Mich igan . 

H e r e you find real " r e s t " a n d seclusion, a delicious d ie ta ry , hea l th-bui ld ing balhs 
and t rea tments , a m p l e facilities for outdoor diversions and a delightfully informal 
social life. 

T h e benefit of a w e e k or t w o of rest and l .eal th-huilding under ideal conditions 
must be exper i enced t o be apprec ia t ed . 

W r i t e now for free V a c a t i o n Booklet . 

T H E B A T T L E C R E E K S A N I T A R I U M B O X 1 0 9 - A B A T T L E C R E E K . M I C H I G A N 

M A I N E 

BAR HARBOR 
M a i n e ' s G r e a t e s t C o a s t R e s o r t 

No ot l ier s u m m e r resort iu the world 
has such a wonderful combinat ion <>f 
ocean and m o u n t a i n scenery . 18-hole 
Lrolf course . 

Wri te for I l l u s t r a t ed Booklet . 
Bar H a r b o r Information Bureau 

W I L L I A M S T O W N M A S S . -

Hotel Greylock v 

. iamst<- . _ 
"77i<* Vitiate Beautiful" 

Wri te Henry N.Tea^ue for Bookle t & Rates 
^ C A N A D A 

and cottages, 
Digby, N. S. 

Free from flies,mosquiros and hay fever. 

Golf, Tennis, Boating, Bathing, Fishing. 

Garage. Write for booklet. 

MAINE 
O U A N A I C H E 

L O D G E & C A M P S 
Famous salmon flvfisliinc i9 

now in full swine in Grand 
Lake & St ream. Ml comforts. 
Booklet. W. 0. Rose, G r a n d 
Lake Stream. Me. 

MOUNTAINVIEW HOTEL 4 
COTTAGES Rangeley Lake. 
Fishing; All snorts Modern 
conveniences. Booklet L G. 
B-.wlev. Moonlainview. Me 

S e b a s c o E s t a t e * 
Sebasco, l ie , 

B o o k l 

\VHERE-TO-GO is the highest ' l a s s , most 
effective d i rec to ry in the wor ld o f p u b l i -
citv F e a t u r e d In 10 FAMOUS MAGA
ZINES month ly . More than2.000,000 copies 
reaching more ' than 15,000,000 best pros
pects Precise ly your kind of people . 

C A N A D A S E A T T L E W A S H . 

HOTEL BUTLER Large air i 
r o o m s , 

Gate without peer. Center of things. Taxi fare-25c 
Roomsil oOup; with hath $2 oOnp Home com for ti 
to the traveler A CHESHIRE MITCHELL. Mgr. 

B R O O K S I D E W . V A . 

BROOKSIDE INN AND COTTAGES 
On the top of the Allegheny Mountains. Altitude 
2 ,-.00 feet. The most ideal mountain resort in 
America 10 miles from Oakland, Md., on the B A 
O R R IS years under same management . Apply 
fMr hoo-Met. E . J . Kirknntr i rk . R F D., Oakland.Md 

OCONOMOWOC WIS . 

MAINE 

TITUS HOME CAMPS 
Vacationist, Canoeist, Fisher
men. Hunters . Booklet. G 
W. Cooper. Eagle Lake Me. 

Y o r k Camps 
Loon Lake. Me. Elvn. 2,500 ft. 
Facing 2 mile l ake . Private 
cabins, hath. Fishing Oarage. 

WISCONSIN 
Kpenal In for Bo j s . Bum Die 
session of Eeewatin Arademi 
Separate camp fur Girls, A' 
dress Registrar, Prairie d 
Chi en. Wis 

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

H O T E L D E S O T O 
M I L L I O N D O L L A R H O M E 

THE TOP OF THE CONTINENT 
B y R o b e r t S t e r l i n g Y a r d 

A most comprehensive description, in the 

form of fiction, of the Nat ional Pa rks of the 

Uni ted States . T h e narra t ive is of a trip 

taken through these parks during a summer 

vacat ion. In its course all the geography, 

na tura l history, geology are delightfully con

veyed to the boy or girl reader. I t is a story 

t h a t should prove most inspiring to young 

people in showing them the wonders of their 

own count ry . Illustrated. 75 cents net 

CHARLES S C R I B N E R S SONS 

517 Fi f th A v e n u e New York Ci ty 

HOTEL ST. CHARLES 
Along the ocean front, with a superb view 
of famous strand and boardwalk, the St. 
Charles occupies an unique position among 
resort hotels. It has an enviable reputa
tion for cuisine and unobtrusive service. 
12 stories of solid comfort (fireproof); 
ocean porch and sun parlors; sea water in 
all baths; orchestra of soloists. Week-end 
dances. Golf privileges. Booklet mailed. 

NEWLIN HAINES CO. 

ATLANTIC CITY, N. J. 

WHERE TO GO "HOTEL-RES0RT-&TRAVEL-DEPARfMENT 
C e n t u r y C o u n t r y L i f e in Amer ica Everybody 's Field & Stream Harper 's Red Book Review of Reviews 
S c r i b n e r s The Canadian Wor l d ' s Work T w o Mi l l ion Copies — Fi f teen Mi l l ion Readers Month ly E L E V E N T H Y E A R 
W r i t e to these adver t isers, Ask W h e e - t o - g o Bureau , 8 Beacon S t ree t , Bos ton , Mass. , for reMable t ravel i n f o rma t i on and advice 

LOUR LODGE 
B A N F F 

Canadian Pacific Rockies 

Walk, Climb, Ride in the Saddle 
over the high mountain t r a i l s ; 
Drive or Coach through glorious 

days in the h e a r t of 

America's 
" Fifty Switzerlands" 

Warm iu lphu r Pools'for Bathing. 
Ciuod Fishing. Excellent Golfing. 

Your home in the magnificently 
appointed 

Banff Springs Hotel 
An impor tan t l ink in the 

World's Greatest Highway, 
Offer3 gay social diversion, music, 

promenades, dancing . 
Liberal stop-over privileges. 

Canadian Pacific R'way 

Write for information on Tour No. 2 0 7 

F . R - P e r r y , General Agent. 
Pass. Dept.. Canadian Pacific Railway 

1231 Broadway. New York City. 

Home for the aged. A limited number 
of cases. Childishness or old ladies and 
gentleman of good family find a suitable 

cheernii imme and 

excellent attention at 

Oconnmowoc, Wis. For particulars address 

Miss MarvL. Hird, Matron. 

Waldheim Park 

file:///VHERE-TO-GO


DUNLOP 
GOLF BALLS 
will help you 
win more games! 
They are wonder
fully long drivers, 
run true on the green, 
hold their shape de
spite rough usage, and 
last longer. 
Every DIMLOP is British-made. 

Try"29 'DWTS. or "31 "DWTS. 
$10 per dozen 85c. each 

For sale by golf professionals 

DUNLOP RUBBER CO., LTD. 
Founders of the Pneumatic Tire 

Industry 
Birmingham, Eng. 

American Representative: T. W. Niblett 
Suite 1105M 34 West 33rd Street New York 
Canadian Distributors: DUNLOP Tire and Rubber Goods 

Co., Ltd., Toronto, Canada 
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CHALFONTE 
ATLANTIC 

CITY 
A L W A Y S OPENj 

THE LEEDS COMPANY 

BEACH 

ON 
THE 

Safer than 
Currency to Carry 

K. N. & K. Travelers' Checks 
Experienced Travelers Use Them 

Checks not countersigned may 

be replaced if lost. 

Considering the protection af

forded, their cost is insignificant. 

Denominations of 

$10, $20, $50 and $100 at a 

premium of 50c on one hundred 

dollars' worth. 
Get them from your banker or write for 

full particulars 

Knauth-Nachod & Kuhne 
EQUITABLE BUILDING 

NEW YORK CITY 



Come to Scenic America 
A 

Cool Summer 
in Scenic America 
The mountains, the forests and the 
seas call you to spend your holidays 
where the days are long, bright and 
sunny, yet cool; where you may learn 
of the spirit of the West; see its typical 
growing modern cities; enjoy its 
famed hospitality, and explore in 
comfort the most wonderful, diversi
fied scenery in the world. 
Would you smell the breath of the 
fragrant pines; whip the laughing 
streams for rainbow trout; climb 
mountains carpeted with wild flowers; 
motor over its splendid highways, 
through its incomparable scenery; en
joy golf on evergreen fairways; cruise 
in safe inland seas—WOULD YOU? 
Then spend your entire vacation in 

The 
Pacific Nor thwes t 
Oregon—Washington— 

British Columbia 
Here you'll find every outdoor sport 
and recreation; seven national parks 
and forest reserves; thousands of miles 
of scenic highways along the shores of 
the sea and the banks of mighty rivers; 
through the fruit-laden orchard val
leys, and around snow-capped moun
tain peaks. 
Bright, sunny days; cool nights; sound, 
restful sleep; renewed health; clear, 
pure water. Excellent hotels with 
every modern convenience. 
Plan your trip today. Inquire of your 
nearest ticket office, and write the 

Pacific N o r t h w e s t 
Tour i s t Associat ion 
Dept. G2 Olympia ,Wash. 
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An Advertisement by 
THE PULLMAN C O M P A N Y 

Cars of the Pull
man Company 

are today operated over one hundred and thirty-
seven railroads, aggregating 223,489 miles of track, 
and afford the means to reach with the maximum 
comfort, safety and convenience, every point of 
interest to the traveler. 

By securing Pullman accommodations, the 
traveler is further assured of safety, due to the 
strength of the car construction, security of health, 
due to the scientific cleaning and sanitary methods 
employed, and the convenience resulting from the 
service of fifteen thousand efficient and experienced 
car employes. Accommodations may be purchased 
in advance, and, if for any reason passengers are un
able to make the trip, the amount paid for the tickets 
will, upon application, be immediately refunded. 

Experienced representatives stationed at every 
principal point in the United States are prepared 
a t all times to provide special parties with private 
cars, containing dining room and kitchen, accom
modating from eight to eighteen persons, in charge 
of a competent chef, porter and waiter, or, if de
sired, complete trains consisting of baggage-library, 
sleeping, dining and observation cars. 

Service. 
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G-E ELECTRIC FANS 
In your home, your office—club. The G-E trademark is your posi-
With the turn of an electric switch, tive assurance that these fans will 
all the breeze you want—when work, year after year—silently, 
you want it — where you want it. dependably and economically. 

Two to five cents a day for current. At the leading electric shops. 

GENERAL ELECTRIC COMPANY 
General Office, Schenectady, N.Y. Sales Offices and Distributors in Principal Cities 



1 — The Focusing Hood into which 
you look to see the picture. 

2 — The Ground Glass Screen where you watch the 
image full negative-size—focusing it exactly, adjust
ing the composition up to the instant of exposure. 

3—The Swinging Mirror which reflects image 
in full negative-size onto the ground glass screen. 

4— The Focal Plane Shutter gives not only 
a wide range of speeds but also F U L L -
timed, uniform exposureof the entire plate. 

GRAFLEX 
Camera 

WW H A T photographer has 
not fond memories of pic

tures he missed getting? Why 
you are so much more likely to 
get every picture you go after 
with a G R A F L E X — h o w it 
f ocuse s exactly in full size 
before your eyes—how the focal plane 
shutter exposes the entire film or plate 
uniformly and gives fully-timed expos
ures — this is told in the 64-page 
G R A F L E X Catalog. Copy free — at 
your dealer's or from us. 

F O L M E R & S C H W I N G 
DEPARTMENT 

Eastman Kodak Company 
Rochester N. Y, 



Z I N C , with other metals, added to soft copper, makes enduring bronze 
*-* —a stronger, harder and more durable metal than copper alone. Zinc 
added to lead makes durable paint—a stronger, tougher, and more weather-
resisting paint than can be made without it. 

New Jersey 

zinc 
in paint 

makes the paint film tougher and firmer. Zinc 
gives a finer, smoother-finish. Zinc pene-
traces deeper into the fiber of the wood. Zinc 
anchors the paint film firmly to the surface it 
protects. Zinc resists decay and the destruc
tive action of atmospheric gases. Last, but by 
no means least, zinc lessens the cost of paint
ing by lengthening the life of paint. 

All the best prepared paints contain zinc as 

well as lead. If your painter mixes his own 
paints he can buy zinc ground in linseed oil, 
just as he buys lead in oil. 

If you will tell us what you want to paint, 
we will send you a set of specifications giving 
the correct proportion of zinc to use. Our 
booklet "Zinc-in-paint" should be read by 
every property owner, A copy is yours for 
the asking. 

T H E N E W J E R S E Y Z I N C C O M P A N Y , 55 Wall Street, New York 

ESTABLISHED 1S48 

Branch: Mine ra l Point Z i n c C o m p a n y , 1111 Marque t t e Building, Chicago 

75 



White House Coffee 
Watch it Grow / 

Our nation is coming more and more 
to a p p r e c i a t e an art ic le o f real merit 
put on the market in a conta iner that 
k e e p s c o n t e n t s in perfect condition. 
T h e r a p i d l y g r o w i n g d e m a n d f o r 
White H o u s e Coffee and T e a s is an 
example . T h e relative s ire of t h e s e 
packages indicates the relative growth 
of t h e White H o u s e Cof fee d e m a n d 
during twenty=five years . 

Distributed by oner 23,000 . ^ g ~ 
dealers in the United States 1 ^ . 

[JilHVTE HOUS 

DWINELL=WRIGHT COMPANY «H\TE H0(/5£ 

B O S T O N - C H I C A G O 

ROFFE? 

1892 1897 19CK, 

NELL-WRiGHTCOMP' 
- JOSTON-CHICAGO ^ 

BARRE GRANITE 
m The Rock Beautiful an J E-verlasting <§ 

AS L A S T I N G as the memory 
it typif ies—Barre Gran i te is 

the time-resisting stone. Free from 
flaws and imperfections. 

Barre Granite was used for the memo
rials of Rockefeller, Fleischman, Heinz, 
Schley, Armour and thousands of others. 
For the smallest marker or most elaborate 
memorial, specify Barre Granite. Con
sult any monument dealer. Write for 
copy of "Memorial Masterpieces." 

B A R R E Q U A R R I E R S A N D 
MANUFACTURERS ASS'N,Dept.A 

k The Granite Center of the World, Barre. Vt. 

HAVOLINE 
R « 0 . U.S.PAT. OFF. 

OIL 
"It makes a difference " 

And it makes a big difference if 
you get into the habit of buying 
Havoline Oil for your automobile 
in this original Havoline con
tainer. It's the only way you can 
be sure you're getting all Havo
line, clean Havoline, no waste, 
perfect quality, and full measure. 

Indian -Refining Co., 3nc. 
N E W Y O R K 

Producers and Refiners of Petroleum 



PRACTICAL AMERICA-
AND THE FRANKLIN CAR 
A M E R I C A N S are at heart 
a practical people. 
There is something in 

• them tha t responds to 
I hrift; something tha t makes 

••them ashamed of extravagance 
and waste. 

They may get off the track 
occasionally, bu t they always 
come back to the main road of 
efficiency and common-sense. 

$300,000,000 Wasted in 
Gasoline and Tires Every Year 

T he average American is 
busy. Outside his business he 
lets others do his thinking. He 
thinks with his crowd. 

He did this on motor cars. 
He bought dead weight and 
rigidity, ponderous machinery 
and big wheel base. 

He lugged around radiators 
and plumbing, a water-cooling 
system of 177 par ts . 

fc He paid the price in upkeep 
and depreciation, tire destruc
tion, gasoline waste. 

It cost him about $600,000,-
000 a year and did not give him 
the comfort of the flexible, easy 
riding Franklin, with its world's 
record of economy in cost of 
operation. 

There is no middle ground in 
this thrift question. 

A car has it—or it has not. 

Like easy riding comfort—if 
thrift is there it proves itself. 

Take the tire question, for 
instance. 

If the owner of a heavy ma
chine uses Iris car as freely as 
the f rankl in owner uses his 
scientific-light-weight car, in 
three years he will buy four sets 
of tires to the Franklin 's two— 
and the tires alone will cost 
him nearly three times what 
they cost the Franklin owrfer. 

There never was a more com
plete demonstration of a prin
ciple than the way every thrift-
record in the fine car class has 
been established by the Frank
lin Car. 

Efficiency Standards 
Established for Motor Cars 

Gasoline! Franklin Na
tional Economy Test, May 1, 
1914—94 Franklin Cars in all 
parts of the country averaged 
32.8 miles to the gallon of 
gasoline. 

And again M a y 1, 1915—137 
Franklin Cars averaged 32.1 
miles to the gallon. 

And again in the Yale Uni
versity Fuel Economy Test , 
when Professor Lockwood and 
Arthur B. Browne, M. E., es
tablished the fact tha t the 
Franklin Car uses less gasoline 
per mile than any other car 
with six or more cylinders. 

Oil! In the New York to 
Chicago Oil Test the Franklin 
Car ran 1046 miles on one gal
lon of oil. 

Power! Efficiency Test by 
the Worcester Polytechnic In
st i tute demonstrated tha t the 
Franklin delivers S4.4 per cent. 

of its engine power at the rear 
wheels. 

Tires! The five-year Na
tional Tire Average of Frank
lin owners is 10,203 miles. 

Investment Value! If you 
can find a used Franklin for 
sale, you will pay twenty percent, 
more for it than for any other 
fine car in proportion to its first 
cost and the use it has had. 

American Motor Cars Carry 
More People than the Railroads 

The more this country gets 
down to stern realities the 
bigger place there is for the 
Franklin Car. 

There is nothing new in the 
Ihnf t of the Franklin—only 
more people are recognizing it. 

The Franklin owner has 
nothing to change, nothing to 
explain or excuse. 

He is using his car more in
stead of less, because it is pri
marily a car of utility, owned 
and operated on a Thrift basis. 

It must be gratifying to him 
that he saw these things before 
the call to National Thrift. 

Touring Car 2280 lbs. 81950.00 
Runabout 2160 lbs. 1900.00 
Four-pass. 

Roadster 2280 lbs. 1950.00 
Cabriolet 2485 lbs. 2750.00 
Sedan 2610 lbs. 2850.00 
Brougham 2575 lbs. 2800.00 
Town Car 2610 lbs. 3100.00 
Limousine 2620 lbs. 3100.00 

All Prices F. 0. B. Syracuse 

Gasoline Costs 
in ihe franklin 
Car only 

Average Gaso 
line Cosi of 
other fine Cars\ 

Oil Costs in 
the Franklin 
Car only — 

Average Oil 
Cost ofOthe, 
Fine Cars — 

Tires Cost in 
ihe Franklin 
Car only 

Average Tire 
Cost of other 
Fine Cars— 

Fnchon loss 
m the Franklin 
Car only 

Averaqe Fnc
hon loss in 
otherFme Cars 

Depreciation 
loss in the Frank
lin Car only-

AverageDepie-
ciahcmLoss in 
otherFme Cars 

FRANKLIN AUTOMOBILE COMPANY 
SYRACUSE, N. Y., U. S. A. 
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Your Will-
Does it fully protect your heirs? 

In your will you have aimed to provide absolute protection 
for your heirs—but will this purpose be accomplished? 

Have you named an executor and trustee who cannot die 
nor become otherwise incapacitated; whose first business 
is the faithful performance of trust duties, whose judgment 
is based on long experience and careful s tudy; whose ac
counts are frequently audited ? 

If you have appointed the Bankers Trust Company, you 
are assured that your executor and trustee will have all 
these essential qualifications, and that the interests of your 
heirs will be scrupulously and efficiently cared for. If you 

have not written this Company into 
your "will as executor and trustee, ycu 
can do so by a codicil. 

The service of this Company as execu
tor and trustee costs no more than 
that of an individual. The charge is 
fixed by law. Wr i t e for information. 

BANKERS TRUST 
COMPANY 

Resources over $350,000,000 

Bankers Trust Building 

Downtown Office 
16 Wall Street 

Astor Trust Office 
Fifth Ave. at 42d St. 

N E W YORK CITY 
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The Royal Cord Tire 

There's a very big rea
son why the 'Royal Cord' 
Tire is the "Monarch of 
All Cord Tires": 

—the 'Royal Cord' is 
the tire of supreme resili
ency and elasticity; 

—the 'Royal Cord' is 
the tire of rugged endur
ance and toughness; 

—the 'Royal Cord' is 
the tire of masterful 
anti-skid service and 
amazing long mileage; 

—the 'Royal Cord' is 
the tire of beauty and 
distinction. 

Other motorists have 
tried the 'Royal Cord' 
and know this reason. 

Try 'Royal Cords' and 
learn how good a cord 
tire can be. 

The 'Royal Cord' Tire is one of 
the jive United States Tires that 
are making such phenomenal 

sale increases 

United States Tires 
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a r THE PHOCTEfl * &AMBLE C 3 , CINCIS«*TI 

TTHE skin that is exposed to salt water, summer sun and ocean breezes is apt 
to be irritated by soap that ordinarily might seem mild and not unpleasant. 

No matter what the condition of the skin may be, Ivory Soap always feels de
lightful. It contains nothing that can irritate, roughen or inflame. 

Ivory Soap is free from alkali and all materials that have even the slightest sugges
tion of harshness. It is strictly pure, neutral soap of the highest grade and, there
fore, as harmless and as grateful to any skin at any time, as clear, soft water. 

Factories at Ivorydale, O.; Port Ivory, N. Y.; Kansas City, Kans.; Hamilton, Canada 
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Real Help 
for Tired Feet 

A busy day and on your feet most of the time 
—a long, tiresome trip or a hike in the country— 
new shoes to break in—all these mean tired feet. 
Soothe and rest them by applying a few drops of 
Absorbine, Jr. 

Or, if you are very tired and your feet burn, 
ache, or swell, soak them in a solution of 
Absorbine, Jr., and water. Relief will be prompt 
and lasting. 

Absorbine. Jr. 
THE ANTISEPTIC L I N I M E N T 

is a different kind of liniment—it is antiseptic and 
germicidal. I t will do what any other good lini
ment will do—and a lot more. Absorbine, Jr., is 
made of herbs and is positively harmless to hu
man tissues. I t cannot only be used and pre
scribed with confidence and safety but with the 
assurance that it will kill germs and pro
mote rapid healing. 

You will like the " f e e l " of this clean, 

fragrant and antiseptic liniment. I t pene

trates quickly, leaves no greasy residue, and 

is intensely refreshing. Only a few drops 

needed to do the work as Absorbine, Jr . , is 

highly concentrated. 

You can find dozens of uses for 

Absorbine, Jr. , as a dependable first aid 

remedy and regular toilet adjunct : To 

reduce inflammatory conditions — sprains, 

wrenches, painful swollen veins. T o allay 

pain anywhere. T o spray the throat if 

sore or infected. T o heal cuts, bruises, 

lacerations and sores. 

Absorbine Jr., Has Strong Endorsements 
M a n y letters in praise of Absorbine, Jr. , 

have been received from physicians and 
dentists who use and prescribe it. 

Several chemical and biological labora
tories have given this antiseptic liniment 
severe tests, and their reports invariably 
support my claims for Absorbine, Jr . , as a 
destroyer of germs. 

Then, of course, I have hundreds of 
testimonials from individuals who have been 
materially benefited by Absorbine, Jr . , in one 
way or another. 

Keep a bottle handy at home, at the 
office or in your grip when traveling. 

$1.00 a bottle at most druggists or post
paid. 

Send 10c. for Liberal Trial Bottle 
or procure a regular size bottle from your druggist toaay. 

W. F. YOUNG, P. D. F., 255 Temple Street, Springfield, Mass. 

T H E SCRIBNER PRESS 



IT is one of the finer results that come with the accu' 
mulated wisdom of experience that one learns to judge 

in terms of quality rather than in terms of cost. The esti' 
mation in which the Pierce'Arrow is held is greater today 
than ever before, and greatest among those who have 
known and used it longest. 

THE PIERCE-ARROW MOTOR CAR CO. 
Buffalo, N. Y. 

PIERCE-ARROW 
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