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LET THE

SUN
INTO YOUR
BUILDINGS

and scour them
with

Colleges,Hospitals,
Asylums and all
Public Institutions
find SAPOLIO useful
Its cleansing is thorough

SAPOLIO -

\\
W\

“ and very quickly done:

the old methods.,
and " The Velox Book."

Let the Kodak Film Tank and Velox Paper
Complete the Pleasure of Your Kodak Day.

KODAK Simplicity

marks every step., No dark room for either developing or printing and better results than by

Ask your dealer or write us for the two {ree booklets: * Tank Development ™

!
EASTMAN KODAK CO. |
ROCHESTER, N. Y., The Kodak Cify.

Harper & Brothen, Franklin Square, New York, N. Y.

George Harvey, President. Franklin Square, New York, N, Y.

Frederick A. Duncka. Secreiary. Franklin Sqoare, New Yok, N, ¥,
Frededick T. Leigh, Treasurer. Franklin Square, New Yok, N, Y.



TIFFANY & CO.

have only one store in America
one in London, and one in Paris

They are sinctly retailers

Their producs are only sold in
their own stores

They extend a world-wide service
through  their  Correspondence
Department and thus insure the
satisfaction enjoyed by those who
can make selections in person

The Tiffany Blue Book, which

will be sent upon request, contains

concise descriptions and the range

of rices of jewelry, silverware,
artistic merchandise

Fiith Avenue & 37th Street New York
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“IT is not the rev-
olution that de-

stroys the machinery -‘f

but the friction.”
—HENRY WARD BEECHER

Hall Caine,
The dramatist, says:
** My experience of Sanatogen has been
that as a tonic nerve food it has on more
than one occasion benefited me,”

David Belasco,

The eminent dramatic author, says:

““ It gives me pleasure to let you know
the wonderfully beneficial results T have
experienced from the use of your Sanatogen
It has a most invigorating effect upon the
nerves, and I heartily recommend 1t to all
those who, like myself, are obliged to
overwork., After my personal experience
I can readily vouch llur its recuperating
qualities."

George Ade,
‘I'he humorist, says:
**1 have given Sana-
togen a trial, and I am
convinced of itsmerits.”

Dr. Ernest Ott,
Marienbad,

Physician to late

ving Edward:

“*1 have used Sana-
togen for years with
excellent results, nota-
bly in cases where it
was desirable to build
up strength, stimulate
the bodily functions and
improve the circulation
of the blood.”

THE famous preacher was right.

It is friction that sends the engine

to the scrap heap. Friction that wears
out thewonderful machinery of the body.
Nerves overwrought—the whole body at
variance with health—sleeplessness, no
appetite, indigestion, headaches, loss of
ambition, thinblood, weariness—the dan-
ger signals of too much friction. But

Sanatogen

THE FOOD</TON/C

will reduce the friction and help make
the revolution of daily life what nature
and health intended it to be. It will re-
vitalize and adjust the nervous system,
tonic every function, produce the normal
condition which makes life worth while.
SANATOGEN is a scientific preparation con-
stituted of the very elements of cell and tissue—
Albumen and Sodium Glycero-phosphate. It

has the unqualified endorsement of all leading
physicians, Ask your doctor about it,

Send for Dr. C. W. Saleeby’s Book,
““The Will To Do""*
It is very interesting reading and contains some vital

points about the nervous system Mg its nl.ﬁonDI:
'mm-‘l MMF“ to know. .
3 Saleeby’s int tional at. tion

uawﬂm-mlthhklri'l;ma.-
surance that it is a book worth while

writing for.
We :&“nﬂr 1 you a copy without
cost upon receipt of coupon.

Sanatogen is wsold in three sizes,
$1.00, $1.90 and $3.60

Gel Sanciogen frem your druggist—if
nol oblainable from him, write

THE BAUER CHEMICAL CoO.
48 E. 17th St. New York

Coupon for Dr. Saleeby's Book

Address . . 2 o 5 . ee s wew a's
Druggist . . .00 » S e A s

 Address . .
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Frontispieee in Color . . . . . - . . . . . .. . W.A KIRKPATRICK

Naples and the Lotto . . . . . . . . . .. « » - MARIE VAN VORST
1Nustrated with Photogmphs

The Perfect Hour. A Sto& ...... MARY HEATON VORSE
Paintings in Color by 1Lias A, KIRKPATRICK.

My Memories of Mark Twain. Part III . . . . W D HOWELLS
Illustrated with Photographs.

Love's Comings. A Poem . . . . . « « «« « « « AMELIE TROUBETZKOY

The Seeret-Sharer. A Story. Part IL . . . . JOSEPH CONRAD
IMustrations by W. J. AYLwWARD.

e e o = = i s v s s s B AL . . GEORGE HARDING
Hiustrations by the Author.

The Fairfax Comedy. A Story . . . . . . . . . H.B MARRIOTT WATSON
Illustrations by Fraxk Craic.

The Bitter Thing. A Poem. . . . . . . . . . . MARGARET ROOT GARVIN

S T R e S R U CALVIN JOHNSTON

T s w (v Ter e 4 v s e s - « WALTER PRICHARD EATON
Miustrations in Tint by WALTER KING STONE.

The Judgment Tree. A Poem . . . . . . .. . ANTOINETTE A BASSETT

With That Measure of Love. A Story . . . . . NORMAN DUNCAN

Illustrations by GeorcE HARDING.

YA l.ll.dy in Black,” by W. M. Chase. Comment by W STANTON HOWARD
Engraved on Wood by Hexry Worr from the Original Painting

The Microbe as Social Reformer . . . . . . . . ROBERT W. BRUERE

The Way to the Wedding. A Story. . . . . . MARGARET CAMERON
IMustrations by Lucivs W. HitcHcoCK.

A September Day on the Shore . . . . . . .. HOWARD J. SHANNON
Illustrated with Drawings by the Author.

The Sys ey, APoom . . . .. .. .. . +» FANNIE STEARNS DAVIS

The Ecleetic. A Story . . . . . . . R s o OLIVIA HOWARD DUNBAR

L + « « + « RICHARD LE GALLIENNE

The Woman Who Was Ashamed. A Story. . . MARGARITA SPALDING GERRY

Illustrations by J. A. WiLLiams.

Bditor's Easy Chafr . . . . . . . . .. ..... W D HOWELLS
TR T T e S S THE EDITOR
Editor's Drawer . . . . . . . .

** Beverly’s Benevolent Hau’pm Reclamation Society,”” by THomas A. JANVIER:
illustrations by F. STrRoTHMANN. Other contributions by Burces Jonxsox and
‘WiLsur D. Nesait. Drawings byA B. WaLker, E. Warpe BramspeLr, RALPH

0. Yarorey, HaArry LinxeLL.
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HARPER’S for OCTOBER

A Novelette by Mary E. Wilkins
Not in years has Miss WILKINS written anything more de-
lightful than this novelette, “Dear Annie,” which begins in
HarprER's for September. It is, in a way, a story of a modern
Cinderella in a New England village, who finally rebels against
her idle sisters and starts a new life for herself. Illustrated in
color by Howard E. Smith.

A Farce by Mr. Howells

A comedy as amusing as the best of Mr. HowELLs's earlier
farces. The parting of a newly engaged couple at the steamer is
fraught with innumerable obstacles and interruptions. Illus-
trated by W. L. Jacobs.

A Humorous Story by Irving Bacheller
The increased cost of living is the theme of this new story by
the author of “ Eben Holden.” Mr. BACHELLER calls his story
“Keeping Up with Lizzie.”

Another ““Diane” Story by Arthur Sherburne Hardy

Mr. Harpy is one of the most finished and accomplished of
American writers. HARPER readers will recall his delightful
story, “ The Defence of Diane.” His new story is a most dra-
matic episode in the life of the same heroine.

A Romance by Frederic S. Isham

Mr. Isaam is better known as a novelist than as a short-story
writer, but his romance, “ The Treasure,” in the October HARr-
PER’S will give him a high rank in this new field. Illustrated in
color and black-and-white by Elizabeth Shippen Green.

A Story of the Woods by Norman Duncan
One of the most dramatic stories which Mr. DuNcan has
written in this new field. The real hero is the “sky pilot” of
whom Mr. Duncan has written before.

HARPER'E MAGAZINE ADVERTISER.



HARPER’S for OCTOBER

Important Special Articles

The Soil as a Battle-Ground

A.D. Harr, F.R.S., the author of this article, is the Director
of the Rothamsted Experimental Station in England. He gives
a most interesting picture of the work which science is doing in
increasing the productivity of the soil.

Some Difficulties of Bible Translation
Professor ALEXANDER CHAMBERLAIN, of Clark University,
writes of the curious difficulties presented in translating the
Bible into foreign tongues, where great ingenuity is necessary
to convey the real meaning to strange and primitive peoples.

Timothy Webster : Spy

This is perhaps the most strikingly dramatic of Mr. W. G.
BeEyMER's articles on the heroic work of the spies and secret-
service men in the Civil War. Webster's career was a remark-
able one, and he lost his life despite the greatest efforts of the
Federal Government to save him.

Taking the Cure

A most entertaining article of travel by Louise CLosser HALE,
with many illustrations in tint from etchings and drawings by
Walter Hale.

The Making of a Great Telescope

Professor G. W. RitcHEY, the Superintendent of Construction
of the Lick Observatory, writes most interestingly of the work
of constructing one of the great telescopes of to-day—with what
infinite care the lenses are ground, and how the whole wonderful
machine is finally made ready for service.

Other Articles on Travel, Literature, Humor, Art, Etc., Etc.

HARPER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER.



Ready - Now in Book Form - Ready

| Theodore Roosevelt’s
- Own Story of his Great Expedition

African Game Trails

Splendidly illustrated with drawings and
with photographs taken by Kermit; con-
taining important additions to original
text as given in Scribner’s Magazine.

The Chance of a Lifetime

to act as agent for this, the most popular
book by the most popu]ar man.

High commission, monopoly of territory
guaranteed.

Address RoosevELT-ScriBNER Sociery.

Published in large 8vo edition. §$4.00 net; postage extra;
in a special autograph edition on Ruysdael paper.

Also in subscription edition.

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS, NEW YORK

HARPER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER.



JUST PUBLISHED

ONCE UPON A TIME RICHARD HARDING DAVIS

Hlustrated, 31 .50

This, the first book of stories published by Mr.
Davis in nine years, shows plainly that his pen
has lost none of its old cunning. The same
rapidity of narrative, the same deft delineation
of character, the same vividness of description,
hold in these stories—“The Spy,” “A Wasted
Day,” “A Charmed Life,” “The Amateur,”
“The Messengers,” “The Make- Believe Man,”
and others —that made him famous before.
Some of these are based on the horrors of the
Congo, the battles of the Spanish War, the inva-
sion of Massachusetts by the Red Army of the
National Guard. Others present such fascinating
people as Clay and Hope in “Soldiers of For-
tune,” as Van Bibber and Eleanor Schuyler in
“Van Bibber and Others.” All are written with Mr. Davis's famous, yet indefin-
able, charm. They are his best work, showing, as they do, an even deeper feeling
and keener insight than he has before displayed—a profounder comprehension
and appreciation of human nature and human motives.

READY AUGUST 3i1sT

REST HARROW By MAURICE HEWLETT

Ilustrated. $1.50.

“Open Country” and “ Halfway House™ told the story of
that delightful vagabond, poet, and botanist Senhouse,
Sanchia Percival, Mary Middleham, and Nevile. This new
book brings their story to a climax, and in doing so intro-
duces other new and charming characters. The book is full
of dramatic incident, and the plot moves swiftly. It is a
story that for its exquisite style, its characters and wonderful
feeling for the open air, stands among the few great novels
of modern English literature.

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS, NEW YORK

HARPER'E MAGAZINE ADVERTISER.



SCRIBNERS

SEPTEMBER

General Frederick Funsfon’s own story of his
experiences as a filibuster and of fighting with Insur-
gents begins in this number. A narrative of most unusual
and exciting adventure, unsurpassed even by the most

vivid and picturesque romance. The story of the author’s
own life reads like some imaginary “tale of cloak and sword.” The first
article describes the memorable sailing of the Dauntless, with her cargo
of arms and ammunition, under Captain “ Dynamite” O’Brien, and the
landing in Cuba.

Theodore Roosevelt’s African Hunting Series is
continued in the September issue with an account of
his Hunting the Great Rhinoceros of the Lado and

his journey down the Nile. This twelfth article is one of the
most interesting of the series.

Mr. Roosevelt in France, by William Morton

Fullerton, the Paris correspondent of the London Times.
Not a mere personal eulogy of Mr. Roosevelt, but a thoughtful and
authoritative statement of the political conditions in France that made his
utterances so significant, and the causes that made his reception by the
French people one of the most remarkable in history.

-]ohn FOX, ]r., tells of his experiences “On the Road to Hell-
fer-Sartain,” the scene of one of his best-known stories.

Edith W harton: «The Blond Beast”—A Story—the eighth in
her “ Tales of Men.”

]QSSQ Lynch Williams : Another of the “Carroll ™ stories—

“The Carrolls’ Fortune.”

Ernest Peixoftto: “Sketching in the Inferno”—Illustrated from
paintings by the author.

SEPTEMBER Number on Sale August 25th
Subscribe for SCRIBNERS now—Three Dollars per year

HARPER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER.



BY ACKNOWLEDGED MASTERS

CELT AND SAXON By GEORGE MEREDITH

$1.50

This hitherto unpublished novel turns on divergen-
cies in character between the Irishman and the Anglo-
Saxon; and though not quite finished, but standing
complete as far as it goes, it is worthy to rank with
the author’s greatest work.

It gives clear views of English life in town and
country; gives strongly individualized characters,
English and Irish, some of great charm, and others,
though lacking that quality, win the reader’s sym-
pathy because the writer’'s power of presentation
makes them so well understood; and, beyond all, it
sets forth in a remarkably impartial and human way
the attitude toward each other of these two races and
the elements that cause it.

o

By JOHN GALSWORTHY

81.20 net ; postage extra

Mr. Galsworthy is one of the most prominent
English writers both as a dramatist and novelist
in England; the author of “Fraternity,” “‘A
Country House,” and of that play so successful in
England and America, “Strife.”

“Pathos and humor, which fill a larger place in
life than do hilarity and merriment, are the pre-
vailing note of the book, which might perhaps best
be briefly characterized as a book of tears and
smiles.”—7he Dial.

“There are 28 stories, studies, impressions—
mere literary flashlights—which have such a haunt-
ing vividness of intensity that they are as unforget-
able as scenes revealed by the glare of lightning
amid the thunder and torrent of a storm.”

—Baltimore Sun.

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS, NEW YORK

HARPER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER,
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““Novels are sweets. All people wlth healthy hterary appetites love them.”

HAPPY ISLAND
The new “Uncle William" book by Jennette Lee

Read this for the tang of the sea air and the magic of the moor and the joy of liv-
ing, joy in the sweet, s:mpk things of every day. Frontispiece in color. $1.00

THE CROSSWAYS
By the author of “Tillie : A Mennonite Maid,”” Helen R. Martin

How one woman built noble happiness out of the seeming wreck of marriage and
love. $1.50

ANNE OF TREBOUL

By the noted writer of short stories, Marie Louise Goetchius
“No more beautiful love story—though it is not a love story at all in’ the usual
sense of the words—has been written.” $1.20 net, postage 10 cents

MR. CARTERET
By the author of the two “ Gallops,” David Gray

You will like the freshness of the open in these stories, and the dry humor, and
the wholesomencss of living and loving.  Clever pictures. $1.00 net, postage 7 cents

FRANKLIN WINSLOW KANE

By that finished and exqumtc writer, Anne Douglas Sedgwmk >
Franklin, Althea, Gerald, Helen—* Life played queer tricks with these four
The telling “is touched with masterly skill and tenderness.” . - $1.50

THE SKY-MAN
A Robinson Crusoe tale of adventure by Henry K:tchell Wel:ntel'

Read this for adventure of the most delightfully lmposSIble sort, and N be bornc
away into the realm of adventure which we have loved since the world v was young

5

lustrated. s:.zo “net, postage 11 cents
THE HOUSE OF MYSTERY R R
By that clever spinner of yarns, Will Irwin P i, s,

The mystery. involves a curious mastery of one personal:tv by another, menacmg
life and love. The ending comes happily after a bmer and 'dramatic struggle
Pictures by Yohn. ' "$1.15 net, postage 10 unh

AVAGABOND JOURNEY AROUND THE WORLD

“A very fascinating romance of adventure” by ‘A. Franck

The true story, in full detail, of how one man went around the world without a
cent, He shares his jolly and unconventional good nmes with evcry reader Ower
100 prctures from the author’s own snap-shots. 33 50 nat, pmt“e 23 “cents

oy

THE CENTURY CO. : UNION SQUARE : NEW YORK

HARPER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER,



THE DOCTOR’S LASS

The exquisite love story of a country doctor and his

charming ward. The same humorous depiction of rural

types as in “The Post-Girl”; the same charm of style.
A notable work of fietion.

A New Novel by Edward C. Booth

Author of ""THE POST-GIRL."

Frontispiece in color, $1.30 net, postage 12 cents. THE CENTULY CO.

Danman § 810, ’

HARPER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER.



If so, see the great Fortune Telling
feature coming soon in LIFE., Every-
body on earth is interested in this.
Your future at stake unless you obey
that impulse and lead the cheerful
Life.

The

Coming Numbers

Goody Goody
Hell
Humorous
Sky
Midnight

TWO WAYS:

Send One Dollar and secure a three months’ trial sub-
scription. (Canadian, $1.13; Foreign, $1.26. O
only to new subscribérs. No subscriptions renewed at
this rate. This offer is net.)

Ox,;
TLCI Better send Five Dollars for one Year. Canadian,
4N £5.52 ; Foreign, $6.04. Address

LIFE, 20 West 31st St., N, Y.

One-Hundred-Page Numbers of LIFE in the Near Fulure.

HARPER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER,




L WS

—

Copyright, 1810, The Curtis Publishing Company

‘The New Twice-a-Month
Ladies’ Home Journal
Begins This Month

Two complete, splendid magazines—
the first is out August 25th; the next,
September 10th—at 10 cents a copy

Twice the Number of Magazines

At the Same Price
$1.50 a Year for 24 Magazines

The Curtis Publishing Company, Philadelphia

HARPER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER,



NORTH For SEPTEMBER

OUT AUG. jist

A ’ i It is now the only world-review pub-
lished in this country. The September
fe= e e s s e = ERR L SR

numberis on the news-stands Aug. 31st.

In its pages the men and women who
/ speak with authority set down the record

of the world’s progress, explain its prob-

— lems and lay bare its prophecies of the

EDITED BY GEORGE HARVEY future. This September number is one

not to be missed—there is, of course, no

substitute for it among other magazines.

September Articles of Spectal Importance:

A PrLeEAa For CONSERVATION OF Cu,\mu.-\'. SENSE~ «. ‘v . = THE-EDITOR
THE RACE 170 THE WHITE House ... . . . . - CIRA E.BENNEILT
Tue Unitep Stares Peace Commission. . . . . HAMILTON HOLT
SHAKESPEARE AND Mouire . . . . . . . BRANDER MATTHEWS
Tue Pusric Lasps ofF tHE Unrtep States . . . . . MORRIS BIEN
FHE BOULSOr (GOLF .7, 52 . . o, B the 1. 00 0 e SRS EOATNATER
Business ExTerprise axp THE Law . GILBERT HOLLAND MONTAGUE
LTHE - LacIc OF JDREAMS o5 i’ snianiel - iuwma wue AV ELOCK - ELLIS

Tue MetHopist Episcorar Mission in Rowme;

A RerLy To DrR. VERNON .. . . . . . .. .ARCHBISHOP IRELAND

and numerous others

This number will be on all news-stands August 3ist; 35 cents a
copy. An annual subscription for regular readers is $4.00 a year.

THE NORTH AMERICAN REVIEW
FRANKLIN SQUARE, NEW YORK CITY

HARPER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER.



EXCLUSIVELY IN “THE STRAND”

A. CONAN DOYLE

A new series of stories by this brilliant
Author have been secured for the

STRAND MAGAZINE

The SEPTEMBER NUMBER of THE
STRAND MAGAZINE will contain

“TheTerror of Blue John Gap.” By A.CONAN DOYLE
And, in addition, Articles and Fiction by many popular authors, including
W. W. Jacobs Morley Roberts

Charles Garvice P. G. Wodehouse
Etc., Etc.

Price 15 Cents Of all Newsdealers

HARPER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER.
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Q Anteaters were voted deadly
dull and stupid by the OUuTING
staff until Charles Livingston
Bull returned from South
America. His story, beauti-
fully illustrated, is passed on
to you in the September issue.

 After you finish it you will
find some mighty interesting
articles on THE PASSING OF
OUR B1G GAME, autumn hunt-
ing and fishing, the new game
of football, mechanical tips to
the auto buyer and a dozen
other topics having to do with
the out-of-doors,

¢ All news-stands, 25 cents. $3.00
a year. Send fifty cents in stamps
to-day for three months’ trial sub-
scription.

Liberal offer to local repre-
sentatives. Write for terms.

OUTING PUBLISHING com,\w@

I FIFTH AVLNUL * MEW YORE CITY

HARPER'S MAGAZINE

The
Rul)aiyat
of Bridge

A BOOK OF FUN

Verses by
CAROLYN WELLS

Pictures in Color by
MAY WILSON PRESTON

One of those joyvous little ideas—the trump
of the season, The pictures are full-page
size, and there for each. De-
lightful and harmless burlesques of bridge
plavers shown in their characteristic
attitudes, with expressions of anxiety, ex-
citement, rage, triumph, or gloom.

12mo, Cloth, $1.00
HARPER & BROTHERS, NEW YORK

is a verse

all

The Best Golf Book

PRACTICAL
GOLF By WALTER

J. TRAVIS

Revised Edition, 1909, including the New Rules

The book is profusely illustrated
Crown 8vo.
$2.00 net

from photographs.
200 pages. Price,

Mr. Travis, who won the amateur golf
championship of the world, gives in these
practical papers the results of his own ex-
Mr, Travis is not
He
| has worked out its principles for himself,
and in this manual he has set them down

perience and practice.
only a player, but a student of gelf.

| in order for the benefit of others.

‘HarreEr & BroTHERS, NEW YORK

ADVERTISER,



' Seen the September “Smart Set”?

More magazine for your money
this month—sixteen pages added

A lot of people wanted a big serial story. This was against the old estab-

~ lished policy of the SmarT SET—which was to have each issue complete in itself.

Then, too, sixteen pages or so given over to an installment of a serial would

be that much deducted from the rest of the magazine, the part that pleases those

readers who don't like serials. So we said, *“ Nothing doing,"” and stuck to it for
a long time.

Finally, a bright idea flashed. Why not give our readers their usual 160 pages
of novelette, short stories, sketches, and verse, all complete in each number, and
then put on sixteen more pages to allow for a serial installment?

Fine! So here it is—160 pages, just like all the past issues, everything com-
plete in itself, the brightest, snappiest, livest, red-bloodiest examples of present-
day literature that can be found—plus sixteen pages of the latest and best work
of the most virile and most widely read novelist living today.

E. Phillips Oppenheim stands right at the top. His novels have a wider

vogue just now than those of any other man in the English-speaking world, be-

«-canse.they're real life, and brimful of action and fire. * The Illustrious Prince,”
n=his.recent book on the Japanese peril, was a wonderful seller,

“Havoc,” beginning in this number, is his latest and biggest. As the story
progresses it gets more tense and exciting, and ends in a very cyclone of startling
happenings. Better arrange now to get every number,

October's going to be a corking good issue.

The complete novel is to be something quite unusual, “The Haunted
Pajamas ”—doesn’t that tickle your curiosity? Francis Perry Elliott, the
author, has a singularly pleasing style, and you'll like the hero. It's the kind

- of novel that's read clear through at one sitting.

Viola Burhans, whose novel, * The Cave Woman,” is one of the best of the
best sellers today, contributes a strong story of domestic life, “ A Second Chance."
Angela Morgan’s newspaper story, “The Craving,” is a tense, illuminating
account of the way some great “beats” are obtained. May Isabel Fisk’s
“The Way of the World,”" Pierre Lorraine’s ‘‘The Chevalier de Recroi.'
and Margery Jackson’s *“ Zero Trois” are all stories of a striking character.

“Other Women’s Husbands ”—there's a feature that will strike home!
Phillipa Lyman's essay on this subject is delightful—it will open your eyes,

- perhaps. And .that’s not all!

Better see your newsdealer today.

Ess Ess Publishing Co., 452 Fifth Avenue, New York

3 HARPER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER.




“There are over 300 speeches in this book, and they range
in theme from the horrors of the German language to dress
reform. The volume exhibits our lovable lost humorist in a
new and wholly delightful way. It forms really an im-
portant addition to the list of his books.”— Chicago Evening Post.

MARK TWAIN’S
SPEECHES

HIS NEW BOOK reveals Mark Twain in a new and interest-
ing phase. Mark Twain was first of all a lecturer, almost be-
fore he began to write. In this book are some of his earliest

humerous-leetures and speeches. It contains several hun-
dred, some long and some short. It shows in an accentuated way
Mark “Twain’s chief characteristics. Conceived and composed to be
spoken, these speeches are even more simple and direct than his written

works. The qualities of humor, philosophy, and great understand-
ing of life are as paramount here as in Mark Twain’s books. These
speeches, however, are all humorous in their style and method. They
show one remarkable thing about Mark Twain’s work, whether spoken
or written—he never_repeated himself, It naturally follows that these
lectures cover almost every conceivable subject, from weather and
women to politics and fishing.

The book has an Introduction by W. D. Howells, and also a Preface
written by Mark Twain himself. This page is one of the most charac-
teristic bits he ever wrote.

The speeches of Mark Twain, in point of time, cover a little more
than half of his life. Many of them were delivered at important occa-
sions. Here will be found the speech delivered at Oxford when he re-
ceived the Doctor’s degree from that university, speeches at various
birthday dinners, etc.

Uniform with Library Edition of Mark Twain's Works
Crown 8vo, Red Cloth, $2.00 net

HARPER @ BROTHERS

HARPER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER,



For Two Months the Best-
Selling Novel in the U. S.

OLIVE

The Remarkable New Novel by the
Author of “The Inner Shrine”

The Bookman, whose figures are
recognized as the national authority, now
declares “ The Wild Olive"” to be the
bestsselling novel in the United States.
The success of “ The Wild Olive ” is even
greater than that of “ The Inner Shrine "
because the story is greater, better, finer.
“The Wild Olive " has a broader basis of
plot, a nobler conception of character, a
higher idealism. It is—above all else—a
remarkably human story.

“It is assured of a success not inferior to that of * The Inner Shrine.” OIf the two
novels we place * The Wild Olive® first."—New Orleans Picayune.
“From the opening chapter it seizes the reader’s attention, and this grip isn't
released until the last word is said."—San Francisco Chronicle.
*An even better success, and better deserved, is attending ‘The Wild Olive,’
for the new book is, in its workmanship, a remarkable advance upon the other.”
—New York Times.
*The promise of ‘The Inner Shrine is more than borne out by this second novel.
]f it doesn’t turn out to be the book of the vear we shall miss our guess—but we don't
think we shall.,” New York Press.

Splendidly Illustrated by Lucius Hitchcock. Post 8vo, Cloth, $1.50

HARPER & BROTHERS
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A NEW NOVEL

A
SUCCESSFUL
WIFE

By G. DORSET

T moves with the swift, graphic, convincing action of a fine play.
No “fine writing,” no analysis. One isn't conscious of the
words at all, but of the realities the words reveal. It is the romance
and mystery of everyday life—the most wonderful and fascinating
romance of all. The fact that one marriage in every twelve ends in
divorce and the constant airing of marital infelicities in the news-
papers have led many people to wonder what is wrong with men and
women or with the institution of marriage itself. Here, in the heart-
beats of men and women, you will find one answer. The story reads
like a narrative of personal experience.
Ilustrated by James Montgomery Flagg. Post 8vo, Cloth, $1.50

Bianca’s Daughter

By Justus Miles Forman

HIS is a society story—plus a mystery. Both
of these Mr. Forman does well, but never
before has he done them with such distinction.

janca’s
aughter

“ Mr. Forman is one of the most expert novel writers of
the time. This story is the very best that has ever come
from his pen."—>Salt Lake Tribune.

“*Sitting down in the easiest chair we could find, we
opened Bianca's Daughter, and left neither the chair nor the
book until we had turned the last page.”’—New York World.

With Frontispiece in Color from a Painting by George Gibbs.
Post 8vo, Cloth, $1.50

HARPER & BROTHERS
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This novel is written by a successful author with
a wide reputation in a particular field. Because
this novel is of a totally different kind, the
author has taken an assumed name that the
book may be received wholly on its merits.

The FRUIT
of DESIRE

By Virginia Demarest

¢ Both the hero and heroine are normaf,
likable people; but they are forced by circum-
stances to take an unusual view (pure and
clean) of love and marriage. The hero, who,
though innocent, has submitted to imprison-
ment to save his brother, drifts to a village
where he becomes a railroad bookkeeper. Here he meets the hcrume—a
girl who is as unfortunate in her way as the man is in his. Drawn together
by mutual sympathy, the man and the glr] form a warm friendship A rail-
road \I.lptl"ll]tLl‘ltlt.nt discovers the man’s identity and dismisses him. At the
same time the girl decides that her home life can no longer be endured.
Together they leave the village for New York. On the train they are taken
for man and wife in order to escape the girl's pursuers. Without the
reality of marriage, they are united by a leu stronger bond than are
most married people. It is from this strange situation that the whole-
some and unusual story develops.
Post 8vo, Cloth, $1.20 net

By the Author ol

SNOW- FIRE “The Martyrdom of an

Empress”

9 “Only those who have lived in Russia ... can appreciate fully the 'lul.:!.uv
of the portrayals of life at the Impcn.al Court and in the great world ¢ St.
Petersburg contained in ‘Snow-Fire.""—New York Times.
9 “A daring picture of Russian Court life and St Petersburg intrigues,
‘Snow-Fire’ runs the gamut of the emotions. . . . This titled writer ]\lu)\\s
lht' complicated personalities with whom she haq to dc.ll. "—Brooklyn Eagle.
‘A novel of thronging and sometimes tragic excitement.” — Chicago

Rrs'”u‘ ][(F(&"I(f
| “The author is a born story - teller. We read because we must.”"—
.'lf:}.-m‘upm’:'; Bellman.

With Four Illustrations in Color from Water-Color Drawings

made by the Author. Crown 8vo, Cloth, $1.50 net.
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The Big New Novel
THE

By Holman Day

Author of " King Spruce,”’ ete.

ERE is a so-called “man’s

novel” which is being read

by more women than nine-tenths

of the spring romances.

Why? Simply because it's

real—a genuine story of power

and humor. “Interest as

keen and unwavering as that

of a hunter awaiting the coming of a horn-lured moose

is aroused in ‘The Ramrodders,” a powerful, important

narrative.” This is the opinion of the Bosfon Globe,

which adds: “And not since David Harum days has

such genuine, smile-making, back-on-the-soil humor been
found between the covers of a book.”

A letter from Mr. Day explaining
the title says: “In the early days of the
Maine prohibition movement the term
‘ramrodders’ was applied to the ex-
tremists in the agitation. I employ it
to denote the bigots and zealots who by
ultra-fanaticism injure whatever cause
they espouse. Such are ‘ramrodders’
—whatever side they may be on.”

With Frontisl:iccc. Post 8vo, Clot}l. 5150

HARPER & BROTHERS
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T is curious that a
writer should have
two personalities — two
opposite sides — curious

Here

is Rex Beach, whom we

and most unusual.

know only as the author
of splendid stories of out-
door life. Now he
comes before us in a
new and surprising role
as the writer of one of
the funniest stories ever

written. It is rollicking,

GOING
SOME

By Rex Beach

galloping, scintillating, sparkling
fun from beginning to end—and
withal clean and sweet as a girl’s
fresh laughter. Trouble arises
from the fact that the hero has
led his friends to believe he is
an athlete, when, as a matter of
fact, he never did anything more
athletic than lead the cheering
for others. If you mind slang,

keep away !
p o

Many Humorous Illustrations by Mark Fenderson
Post 8vo, Cloth, $1.25

HARPER & BROTHERS
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" CAVANAG

Forest
Ranger

By Hamlin Garland

With an Introduction by Gifford Pinchot

% “The romance is first-class, well conceived
and written with a skill and strength to com-
mand unstinted admiration.”

—Salt Lake City Tribune.
% ““It is the best book on the new West since
The Virginian, and it keeps closer to
reality.” —Pittsburg Gazette-Times.
¥ “Though forest conservation is the theme,
the author has net neglected thc writing of
a strong and dramatic story.

-—Sprmgﬁe'M Union.

9 “Up to the level of the best achievement of
the famous author.” —Buffalo Evening N eiws.
4 **A live book about an interesting phase of
life.”"—S8yracuse Post-Standard.
4 “This drama of the present day deals
powerfully and realistically with important
affairs and elemental passions. Its hero 1s
a type of the new, law-abiding, hustling
West.”"—Philadelphia North American.

With Frontispiece.

¥ “The author who has made a great literary

success among-book lovers with his former
stories has certainly excelled with his last
book.”—New Haven Union.
9 “It is photographically perfeet and atmos-
pherically delightful.”—Chicago Examiner.
9 “A rush of action, a bugle-call of patri-
otism, a poignant sincerity of emotion—all
make this a remarkable romance of Western
life.” —Pittsburg Leader.
9 *His hero, Cavanagh, is a man of Gifford
Pinchot’s own mettle.”

—Chicago Record-Herald, news story.
% “Here-is a novel of the Mountain West,
strong, realistic, with a sweeping vision of big
and vital things.”—Sioux City Fournal.
¢ “Represents the new and law-abiding
West that is coming to take the place of the
old West of unlicensed passion and contempt
for human life.”—Savannah Press.

Post 8vo, Cloth, $1.50

A New

The O’FLYN

By Justin Huntly McCarthy

Author of “If I Were King,” *“The Duke’s Motllo,” etc.

Romance

‘_]] The O'Flynn is a tale of love and war, with a novel environment.
The scene is laid in Ireland in the year 1689, the year of the Boyne
battle. The time was a brilliant one. Irish soldiers of fortune
with delightful names did splendid deeds against desperate odds, and
fair Jacobite ladies moved graciously through the glitter of a
transient court at Dublin. Flynn O’Flynn is one of these soldiers
of fortune who returns from the foreign wars to an impoverished
estate and a ruined dwelling known to the country-side as Castle
Famine. His love for the beautiful Lady Benedetta Mountmichael
is the main theme of the story.

With Frontispiece. Post 8vo, Cloth, $1.50
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iw Unusual Novel HEARTS
» s CONTENDING

““vibrant with primeval purpose and elemental

passion, a story of repressed and reoticent people

struggling to utter and to realize themselves. For

intensity of interest, for pressure of emotion and

shock of denouement, seidom does one come upon

chapters so remarkable.”” — New York American.
€ The atmosphere is one of pastoral simplicity, the people are simple and strong—Ger-
mans living in a Pennsylvania valley—the Heiligthal—but the story, in spite of its sim-
plicity, is tremendous, inexorable, dramatic, true.
9 Job Heilig is the patriarch of the Heiligthal, prosperous, strong, and exceedingly just. His
great fault is his undertaking to manage the lives of his children, three sons and one daughter.
Job’s troubles begin when he takes into his home an orphan girl named Bertha Lieb.
The second son comes home with the intention of giving up the ministry, and falls in
love with Bertha, and the eldest son—who is head-man of the farm—also develops a
passion for her. The action is tinged with the element of absolute fate, and the work-
ing-out of these lives to a triumphant end is more than a story.

With Frontispiece in Color by Denman Fink. Post 8vo, Cloth, $1.50

-
| “The thistledown of it car-
ries many a seed for thought.”

MARY CARY

By Kate Langley Bosher

9 “Worthy of being received into all the households

of America, a story that, in time, will be as much of

a favorite as Mrs. Wiggs of the Cabbage Patch.”
Portland Oregonian.

Y “And we like her, really like her, and we like the

little love story she watches and of which she tells

us.'—Buffalo Express.

9 “One of those books that people read and talk

about and quote, and that is the reason Mary Cary is
already in a fair way of becoming as well known as Mrs, Wiges and Rebecca of -
Sunnybrook Farm.” Philadelphia Telegraph. ;
Y “Let’s be glad for books like Mary Cary. It isn't so much what Mary Cary does, how-
ever, as what she is, bless her! that warms the cockles of the chilliest. most snugly corseted
heart.”"—Chicago Record-Herald.

With Frontispiece in Color. 12mo, Cloth, $1.00 net

HARPER & BROTHERS
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THE SHIP-DWELLERS

By ALBERT BIGELOW PAINE
Aunthor of “The Tent-Drwellers,” eic,

‘*“ Mr. Albert Bigelow Paine, sometime secretary to the late Mark
Twain, does not hesitate to admit that his new book was inspired by
‘ Innocents Abroad,’” which he read when he was a very young child, and
often since. It is an account of a Mediterranean voyage touching many
countries, but relving chiefly upon an alert and sensitive mind, a keen
observation, and unfailing humor. . . . It is ene of the best ‘chatty’
books of travel we have had in a long time."—New York Herald.

Crown 8vo, Cloth. Hlustrated. $1.50 net

- @ S New

Mark Twain’s o°%
CAPTAIN STORMFIELD’S
VISIT TO HEAVEN

One of Mark Twain's funniest books. He humorously declares that this
narrative, written in the first person, is Captain Stormfield’'s own account
of his celestial journey, taken from his own manuscript. “One day,’
Captain, “I lit. I drifted up to a gate, and the head-clerk says, ‘ Well, quick!
Where are you from?'” The Captain tries to reply by naming in turn San
Francisco, California, the United States, America. They have never heard
of any of them. Finally he has an idea. “‘'I'm just from the world,’ he
says. ‘What world?’ the clerk says. ‘There's billions of them! Next!'”

" says the

(Uniform with " Adam’s Diary,” etec.)
With Frontispiece. Crown S8veo, Cloth, $1.00

THE APPLE-TREE COTTAGE

By ELINOR MACARTNEY LANE

A little pastel sketch in apple-green—a midsummer story, light and
delicate and fresh as the summer sea itself, of the New England coast, and
a flower-bordered cottage by the side of it. The story is one of those where
“he and she™ are all that count in the gold-and-blue summer setting. The
humor is as crisp as in * Katrine."

With Illustrations in Color by Frank Craig. (Uniform in size with “ Jonathan
and Dawvid,” ete,) 16mo, Cloth, 50 cents net

HARPER & BROTHERS
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A

New
¢ Edition

- you get a complete set of all
Mark Twain’s writings at 1u-1 exactly one-half the price they
have ever been sold before. This is a new edition, just as complete
as the old one, which still sells, by the way, at $50.00. This new edition
is only $25.00 — for the 25 volumes.

it had been Mark Twain’'s ambition to have his books in every
American home, and he made a great personal sacrifice to
bring about this remarkable opportunity—for the first time
in the history of publishing, copyrighted books are sold at the
price of non-copyrighted books—the chance will not come again.

Price

Now for the first time

But for Mark Twain’s action this would have been impossible. Never
before has a copyrighted library set of a standard author's works been
issued at such a low figure.

His Complete Works—
25 Beautiful Volumes

BROTHERS
Brander Matthews says : ** Mark Twain will be included in that gr Franklin Square
headed by Moliére and Cervantes. With the exception of Count Tolstoi Iu ain New York City
was the greatest of recent modern writers, and will be handed down to Tm-_-n..:'_-.'

7 1 - SR (B . » . ' Kia Please send me for ex

through the trio of his works ' Huckleberry Finn,' *‘Tom Sawyer,' and e satans T
' g . o . = - - o - ymination, ¢ aR e,
*Pudd'nhead \\‘:lsun. [w.'n.n is a greater stylist than Stevenson or a sot of MARK TWAINS
Thoreau, and his *Man that Corrupted Hadleyvburg'® is one of the finest WORKS, Author's Na-
works in English literature.” Mark Twain himself wrote a preface tional Edition, twenty-five vol

to this edition. Brander Matthews has written the hiuaraphi':;t? umes, cloth binding. It Is under

criticism of Mark Twain and his work. There are portraits of A
i 3 == and bi 2 S There are I):"I"“l' M and at the expiration of that time, if 1do
the author at p"‘nmlh when the differeat books were 1n proc- not care for the books, I will return them at

€585 of \\‘riti.’!g oo your expense, If 1 keep the books, | will remit
Ther I 1 1 h i g #2.00 n month untll the full price, $25,00, hns

e
e are beautifu Immn-. )y such artists as Frost, been pald, or, within thirty days, €23.75 as pay

Newell, Smediey. Thul istrup, Clinedinst, Kemble mentfo fult

and Opper. The binding is in rich red rep silk book L AL
oth, with title labels stamped in gold. The books -

dl" pfln [ lnl‘l w hit( aln:an' wove pi ;pu espe-

stood I may retain the set for five days,

cially made mrghu,,d”.,,n Each volume is o s S o= I S
of generous size and bulk, 5x71¢ inches.
HARPER & BROTHERS soks ¢

A Catalogue of Our Standard Sets of Books will be sent upon request
HARPER'E MAGAZINE ADVERTISER



Books for Elementary Schools

HARPER’S MODERN SERIES OF SUPPLEMENTARY READERS

I. Boy Life
Stories and Readings Selected from the Works
of William Dean Howells and Arranged for
the 6th, gth, and Sth Grades by Percival
Chubb, Director of English in the Ethical
Culture School, New York. Ilustrated.

Approved in Beston, Cambridge, and other
Massachusetts cities and towns. .»\}groved for
the New York school library list. n the ap-

roved text-book list in Ohio and elsewhere.
Jsed in New Rochelle and other towns and
cities in New York, Colorado, and other States.
Approved for the Kentucky school library list,
Approved for the township library Hst of Wis-
consin and many other library and school lists,

Il. Travels at Home by Mark Twain

Selected from the Works of Mark Twain by

Percival Chubb for Home and Supplementary

i in the o6th, 7th, and Sth Grades.
IMustrated.

Will, T foel sure, find a place in all schools in which seachers
and superintendents believe that there should be placed in the
hands of our pupils more literature that is anioms and Amer-
ican than is now found in reading-books. Mr, Chubb has shown
admirable ]m‘imm in_his selections. Used in the schools of
this city." —ALnzet LeoNarn, Superd nt of Sehools,
New Rochelle, N. Y.

M. Travels in History by Mark Twain

Selected from the Works of Mark Twain by
C. N. Kendall, Superintendent of Schools in
Indianapolis, Indiana, and Arranged for
Home and Supplementary Reading in the 6th,
7th, and 8th Grades. Illustrated.

Each of the above, 50 cents, school.

Tales of the Greeks
With an Introduction te each

Illustrated by Walter Crane.
school; 735 cents regular.

The Children’s Plutarch

12mo, Cloth, Pictorial Covers.

Tales of the Romans
volume by W. D. HOWELLS
Two Volumes, each, 5o cents

The classic for children of ten to fourteen years. The aim of the books is to open the

treasures of Plutarch's Lives and to tell these tales in simple language.
It is more a pleasure than I can well say to write of

has been added. Mr. Howells writes:

A special topical index

these books which Mr, F. J. Gould has made for the children.”

A Holiday with the Birds
By Jeannette Marks and Julia Moody
IMustrated. Cloth, 75 cents.

Story-told Science. Three children go swim-
ming, picnicking, berrying, sailing, motor-boat-
ing, taking breakfast out-of-doors, and having
altogether the jolliest romps. It is on such oc-
casions that they see the birds.

Strange Stories Series
STRANGE STORIES OF COLONIAL DAYS.
STR.-\N\"GE STORIES OF THE REVOLU-

TION.
STRANGE STORIES OF 3812
STRANGE STORIES OF 'I:HE CI.VIL WAR.

Harper’s Athletic Series

ON TRACK AND DIAMOND.

ON THE GRIBIRON.

MAKING GOOD—STORIES OF GOLF, Ete.
Cloth. IHustrated,

Little Busybodies. The Life of Crickets, Ants,
Bees, Beelles, and Other Busybodies
By Jeannette Marks and Julia Moody
IMlustrated. Post 8vo, Cloth, 75 cents.
Five wide-awake children and a go[iday life
of d times give the story-setting, so that no
child could well suspect that he was having a
“lesson.” But as a result the species and Tife
habits of each insect are made clear and real.
Adventure Series
ADVENTURES OF UNCLE SAM'S SAILORS,
ADVENTURES OF UNCLE SAM'S SOL-
DIERS,
ADVENTURES WITH INDIANS.
ADVENTURES OF PIRATES AND SEA-
ROVERS.
ADVENTURES AT SEA.
ADVENTURES IN FIELD AND FOREST.
Price, each. 6o cents.

Books of Story and Fact

THE FRIENDLY STARS. By MartHA
Evaxs Marmin. Diagrams net,$1.23

GOOD HUNTING. By THEODORE

Roosevert. Post 8vo. 2 M W s O
LINCOLN AND THE SLEEPING SEN-

TINEL, By L. E. CHITTENDEN net, .50

A Book for
Every Teacher

WONDER TALES FROM WAGNER.
By Axya Avice Cuapin.  Each, Hius-
teatads PostaiBeal o o 0 S TR Tiugy

CREASY'S DECISIVE BATTLES OF
THE WORLD. (Enlarged Bdition) . . I

DECISIVE BATTLES OF AMERICA.
Edited by RriprLey Hircncock . Xl %0

Class Teaching and Management

By WILLIAM ESTABROOK CHANCELLOR, Author of “Our Scheols; Their Administration and Supervision™

Cloth, $1.00 school; $tr.20 net.

The purpose of this book is to present the
instruction and to discipline,

Correspondence Invited.

This treatment o
intended for use in teachers' reading circles and as a text-boo

Juvenile catalogue sent on application.

(In Press.)

wrinciples of class teaching in respect both to
F the theory and practice of class instruction is
in professional schools of education.

HARPER & BROTHERS, FRANKLIN SQUARE, NEW YORK
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For High School and College Students

A FRESH TEXT-BOOK OF CIVICS FOR HIGH SCHOOLS AND PRIVATE SCHOOLS

How Americans are Governed in Nation, State, and City

By CRITTENDEN MARRIOTT, Author of “ Unde Sam's Business,” etc.
With an Introduction by Dr. James Sullivan, Principal of the Boys' High Scheol, Brooklyn.
Post 8vo, Cloth, $1.25,

The plan and methods of American government, national, state, and city, are told with sim-
plicity and interest of style. Practical powers of the government are explained over tariff,
coinage, railways, trusts, post-office, etc.; such problems as those of the Inter-State Commerce
Commission, the question of rebatés, the relations of trusts to the public, and conservation are
defined. Topical questions follow the chapters. ;

B itous Uncle Sam’s Business r..: s, ciom, sio-.

*The book is to be praised. . , . / A clear exposition, . . . Children of a larger growth may
also find it illuminating.”—N. V. Evening Post and N, Y. Nation.

_Each Crown 8vo. Many

Harper’s Practical Books. fiureions 5155

HARPER'S OUTDOOR BOOK FOR BOYS. | HARPER'S HOW TO UNDERSTAND ELEC-

B -p]osm'n H. Apams and others. TRICAL WORK. By W. H. Oxkex, Jr.,
I'l:\ﬁ ER'S INDOOR BOOK FOR BOYS. and Joserr B. BAger. -

B P]osspn H. Apams and others. | HARPER'S HANDY BOOK FOR GIRLS.
IIAI{ ER'S ELECTRICITY BOOK FOR| Edited by Axxa ParMLy PARsT.

BOYS. By Josern H. Apawms. THE STORY OF GREAT INVENTIONS
HARPER'S MACHINERY BOOK FOR,| By Eusmer Evrvsworta Burxs, $1.25. (In

BOYS. By Josern H. Abawms, | Press))

The Speaking Voice The Technique of Speech
By KATHERINE JEWELL EVERTS By DORA DUTY JONES

. So far from being a mere discourse on elocu- | While the mechanism of speech—how sounds
tion, this is a vivacious, familiar discussion of

the proper management of the voice in ordinary | #7¢ formed by the lips, tongue, and throat—has
conversation. The author is a well- known | heen understood, Miss Jones here applies this
teacher of vocal culture. Cloth, $1.00 net, knowledge in a thoroughgoing way to- the study

y of English diction. Post 8vo, Cloth, $125 net.
The Elements of International Law

By GEORGE B. DAVIS The Technique of the Novel

(Revised Edition.) Including the results of the
Second Peace Conference at The Hague. 8vo, By Prof. CHARLES F. HORNE
$2_30. Post 8vo, Cloth, $1.50 net.

The American Nation—A History

USED IN COLLEGES AND HIGH SCHOOLS THROUGHOUT THE COUNTRY
An entirely new work from original sources, seven years in the making. The work of author-
scholars from twenty universities. Edited by Albert Bushnell Hart, Professor of History,
* Harvard, with the co-operation of four state historical societies. The first American Historical
Atlas—186 special maps: The standard American history—the standard for all time,
Tue University EpitioN. Bound in Blue Cloth, $2.00 per volume.

The Chemistry of Commerce. roser kenniov puncan

A graphic narrative of the wonderful work of applied chemistry in the industrial world to-day.
It affords an engrossing story of the invention and manufacture of commodities that are close to
the business or home interests of each one of us. Fully Illustrated. 8vo, Cloth, $2.00 net.

The Principles of Banking. cares % conanr

Post 8vo, Cloth, $1.75 net.

Correspondence lInvited
HARPER & BROTHERS, FRANKLIN SQUARE, NEW YORK
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SCHOL S
AND
COLLEGESD

NEW YORK CITY.

Tl‘m VELTIN SCHOOL FOR GIRLS.
College Preparation. Number of pupils limited to twelve
in ench class. Fwreproof building, thoroughly equipped. .
160—162 West 5 t.\tm{ N. Y.

THE GARDNER HOME SCHOOL FOR GIRLS.

_ Exclusive location, Regular and Special Courses. Music, Art
Elocution, Physical culture, msthetic dancing. Individual
care Much outdoor life All advantages of city with i!:lu,'ht—
ful home tife. 6oy Fifth Avenue, N Y.

THE GRAHAM SCHOOL FOR GIRLS.
Established in 1816, Resident and day pupils, To be re-
opened October sth by the successors of the Misses Graham,
Mr. and Mrs, Howarn D, Miner,
42 Riverside Drive, N. Y.

THE COMSTOCK SCHOOL.
Family and Day School for Girla.

46th year.

3t W. 46th S, N. Y,

Miss Day, Principal.

THE SEMPLE BOARDING AND DAY SCHOOL

for Girls. A city school with country advantages. House di-
rectly opposite Central Park., Outdoor sports a specialty.
Music, Art, Languages. Social Recreation.

Mrs. T. DarmanoTOoN SEMmMrLE, Principal
241 Central Park West (Cor, 84th St.), N, Y.

MISS KELLER'S SCHOOL.

New, well - ventilated, fireproof building. Gymnasium,
Labomatory, Roof-garden, ete. Complete  course from kinder-
garten to college, Post-gradunte courses. Litemture, French,
Music, Art, eto. S small Resident Department. For circulars, address

Eruaxor 1. Kevuer, PAM,,

35-37 East 6ad Street, N. Y.

MISS SPENCE'S Boarding and Day School

for Girls. Number in each class limited to eight pupils,
moved from 6 West 48th Street to new fireproof building,

West s5th Street.
Residence, 36 West ssth Street, N. Y.

Re-
30

SYMS SCHOOL.

Twelfth year opens October 3. There were last year Ninety-
six Boys, from Six to Eighteen years old, under Fourteen

Teachers, This record means individual attention. Applicants
must be well recommended. Office open durmg September.
WiLeent Peaky Ferousox, Head Maste
4o-51 East 61t St.mt. New York City.

GORDON WINSTON SCHOOL FOR GIRLS.

Boarding and Day. College Preparatory, General, and Elec-
tive Courses. Awarded a Pirst Competitive Scholarship to
Bryn Mawr College.

Mrs, Mary W. Somuzviie, A.M., Principal,

s2c West End Avenue, N, Y.

Mrs. HELEN M. SCOVILLE'S SCHOOL for Girls.
Music, Art, Household Economics, Homo care and social life,

Regular courses and special studies, Physical culture, riding,

outdoor exercise. Gymnasium, European travel party.

BRANTWOOD HALL.

School for girls in beautiful Lawrence Park. Four miles from
New York City limits, New, modern buildings, ideal environ-
ment for scholastic and social devc]upﬂnml College preparatory
and ncademic courses, Certificate admits to leading colleges.

Address
Brantwood Hall, Broxxviug, N, Y.

z043 Filth Awnuc, New Yorg, N, Y,
DR. EARLE'S COLLEGIATE.
Girls' Day and Boarding School, 13th )mr A successful pre-
paratory and finishing school. Music, Art, uages, Social

Iilra\'cl. House-
Full equipment, trained instrue-

) ¢

Forms, Social and Literary Secretaryship, Foreign
hold Arts, Physical Culture,
tors. Catalogue.

I)r E. l,n-u. Eanun, s1 W, umh St., New Yomrxk, N.

THE FINCH COUNTRY AND CITY SCHOOLS.

Country School, Mt, Kisco, N. Y.

Por girls from twelve to sixteen,

City School, 61 and 63 East 77th Street, New York City.

For girls seventeen to twenty. All of the advantages of the
city, with a course carefully planned to take the place of mﬂcﬂu,

For catalogues, address

Mrs. Jussica G. Finen, A B., LL.B., Principal.

61 and 63 East y7th Street, New York City.

A simple, outdoor life.

Miss McFee's Boardin ag and Day School.

Kindergarten to College. 1o Muxnndm Hall for School and
College graduates pursuing advanced study, Music, Art, Lan-
guages, 'i)nnczm. Social and Artistic Advantages, Fum;n‘ﬂﬂ
travel. Doxaroa McFes, A.B., Ph.D,, 152 West 5a2d St,,

HORACE MANN SCHOOL

of T ] Coﬂzﬁ; bia University. Perfect appointments
| for all grades vsical Education Building open on Saturday,
{ New Athletic_Field, Afternoon study-hours. Open Monday
| Sept, 26th. Circulars en application.

|  Sasuet T. Durrrox, Supt., Brondway and 130th Street, N, ¥

a @uuntty School for Sirls in New Pork City

River.

Best Features of Countrp any Citp Life

Out-ol-door Sports on School Park of 35 acres near the Hudson

Full Academic Course from Primary Class to Graduation,

Upper Clasa for Advanced Special Students, Music and Art.
Certificate admits to College. School Coach Meets Day Pupils.

fMics Bangs any fAiss P hiton,
Miverbale Avenue, near 2520 Htreer, Pesdt

HARPER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER.



NEW YORK CITY (continued).

AMERICAN |
ACADEMY |

Connected with
Mr. Charles
Frohman's Empire
Theatre and
i | (o mpanies
Recognized as the leading institution
for dramatic training in this country.
BOARD OF TRUSTEES

OF

DRAMATIC ARTS

FOUNDED IN 1884

DANIEL
AUGUSTUS THOMAS BENJAMIN F. ROEDER
For entalogue and information, apply to

THR SECRETARY, ROOM 147, CARNEGIE HALL, NEW YORK

NEW YORK COLLEGE OF MUSIC.
Thorough instruction in all branches of Music by so eminent

instructors,
Send for Catalogue.

Cann HEn,
Directors.
AvavstT Fraemcgr,

Dept, E, 128, 130 East sith Street, N. Y.

MISS ELINOR COMSTOCK
(Pupil of Theodare Leschetizky)
announces the opening of a Resident Piano School for Girls in
New York City, October 12th, 1930
For catalogues, apply to
Miss Evimoa CoMsTock,

NEW YORK LAW SCHOOL.

Day Schoal. FEwening School.
** Dwight Method "' of instruction. LL.B.in two years.
in three years. High standards. Send for eatalogue.

GuonrGe Crase, Dean.
134 Fulton Street, N. Y,

N. Y. HOMEOPATHIC MEDICAL COLLEGE.

Hawve you chosen a profession? There ame ogaﬂunitie- in
Medicine, especially Homoeopathic Medicine, Send for Catalogue C.
New York Homoeopathic Medical College and Flower Hospital,

Roval 8, Coreranp, AM,, M.D , Dean,

Avenue A, 63rd and 64th Streeta, N, Y.

MRS. HAZEN'S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS.

Half-hour from Grand Central Station, New York.
Mrs. Jouxn Cunwixcuasm Hazew, Principal,
Miss Sana Lovise Tracy, Asociate

Prruax Maxon, New York.
HEATHCOTE HALL. :

The Misseas Lockwoon's Collegiate School for Girls
sium, General and ratory s, Music and Art,
o Scawsbaus, N.Y. (4o minutes from New York City). _
THE MISSES RAYSO
Boarding and Day School for Girls.

Re-opens October 6th

164, 166, 168 West y5th Street. N. Y.

Miss C. E. Mason’_;_ Suburban

LL.M.

Gymna-

School

For Girls
and
Young
Women
The Castle

Tarrytown-
on-Hudson
N.

N

Cr_nwn_.a e of the most beautiful heights of the Hadson. 3o-
mile view of the river.  An ideal union of home and school
ife. Advantage oficlose proximity to the academies of art
and science of New York, yet environed by the most beau-
tiful surroundings and beneficial influences. College pre-
paratory, graduating, and special courses; all departments.
Certificate admits. to leading colleges.  For illustrated cir-

740 Madison Ave., New York City. |

Cular, nddress MISS €. E, MASON, LL. M., Lock Box T04.
- -

Che Iustitute of
Musical Art

of the ity of New York
Frank BamEl;. Birector
An Endowed School of

Music

The Institute was established and liber-
ally endowed in 1905 to provide for talented
students the opportunity to secure a thorough,
complete, and comprehensive education in
music without the necessity of going abroad.
From the first vear it has haﬁ all the stu-
dents it could accommodate.

It Is the Only School of Its
Kind in America

It is not a commercial enterprise, but is
conducted solely in the interests of higher
musical education. Its tuition fees are mod-
erate and uniform, and cover all the tech-
nical and theoretical subjects contained in a
given course.

_It secures the services of teachers of the
highest excellence, whose private terms
would be prohibitor?r to most students.
Among others, the following are regular
members of its teaching staf?:

OPERA—Ternina, Giraudet, von Niessen-
Stone.

PIANO—Stojowski, Tapper, Hochman.
ORGAN—Gaston Dethier.
VIOLIN—Knelsel.

CELLO—Willeke.

THEORY and COMPOSITION—Percy
Goetschius.

The opportunities of the Institute are in-
tended only for students of natural ability
with an earnest purpose to do serious work,
and no others will be accepted. Since the
number of students is fixed at 600, and a
large proportion of the old pupils will con-
tinue their studies next year, only a limited
number of new pupils can be admitted in
October.

The Institute will move this Fall into a
large, new building specially erected for it on
the banks of the Hudson, opposite Grant’s

omb.

Application for admission should be made
early, in no case later than October 1st, to
insure consideration. For catalogue . and
full information, address

Box 100, 53 Fifth Avenue, New York

After September Ist i
Box 100, 120 Claremont Ave.,, New York
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SCHOOLS & COLLEGES.
NEW YOR;.

A TECHNICAL PREPARATORY SCHOOL.

the most beautiful and com
River Highlands, four miles

anhanl

class of

under supervision,

lete military plant in the country,

NEW YORK MILITARY ACADEMY

CORNWALL—ON-—HUDSON

This famous school will have ready for occupancy on
Sept. 1st, four large fire-proof buildings, which will constitute
excepting onl est Point. It is located in the Hudson

rom West Point, a region { for i n thii . Forth

in military training and discipline the War Dcplr‘tmenl.rg::.logru::nt;c?::rr: 7 e ey i S Clags 4 the bighees
gover 1 Separate department for

gymnasium, cavalry, military band, riflc range. For catalor address the Adjatant,

nded the academy in * Class A,” the highest
oys under fourteen, beautiful athletic ficlds,

What School?

You Will Come to EASTMAN If You Investigate,

A course in this great school of business will
qualify you to command three times the salary
ou are capahle of earning without some special
raining. If you are secking employment

Eastman Can Help You

You cannot drift to success, You must propare yoursell
for the work you wish to do and then do it with your might.
If you want to start right, come to E (Poughk i

bl |

or Mow York). All Commercial Branches, New may
enter any week day. & courses are short, practical and
lale_rf_nfnl. _‘Write for FREE prospectus to

Achodl

: " Clement C.Galnes, M.AL, B.
President, -
Box 610, Poughkeepsie, N. Y.

REPTON SCHOOL. '

_ For boys up to 16." Limited number admits of an average of
five to a class and assures every boy personal care and individual
attention, Country life with exceptional environment. Com-
F!:—ta modern equipment. Rates, $500, Special Department for
ittle boys, 8400, s

HEAOMASTER, N.Y.

A=

Box C-1, Tanryrows-ox-Hupsoxw,
MACKENZIE SCHOOL. -

Equipped and.adminigtored. under the conditions of a well.
endowed school and of n ‘careful home for the_thorough prepara-
tion of 150 boys for Colleges, Technical Schools or Busincss.
Physical training and athletic coaching for every boy.

Jaues C. Mackexzin, PhiD,, Director, - -

Y Donas Feanv-ox-Hupsos, N, Y,

|

SAINT PAUL'S SCHOOL.
Warren R. Mamsu, Head Master,
“WE KNOW HOW TO TEACH BOYS.™

Catalogue sent on request,

Box 422, Gasnnex Crry (L, 1), N, Y,

MOHEGAN LAKE SCHOOL. :
Thorough prepamtion for College, Technical School, or Business
| Modern buildings, Healthy location on Mohegan Lake, in the heart
| of the Highlands of the Hudson. Special attention to physical
| training. Outdoor sports under competent director. Boollet,
A. E. Luvoew, A M., Cias. H. Ssuri, A M., Principals.
Box sp, Mowecay, Westchester Co,, N. Y

|

| RUGBY SCHOOL FOR BOYS.

| Sends yearly 10~15 boys to College and Technical School. Indj
vidual instruction, Most careful attention to insure success of ¢

Takes its boys abroad during summer. Rates $500. }

limited, Term opens September zoth. Catalogue. i
Praxk R. Sunrmax, Director, 110 Baker Ave,, SYrRacuse, |

RIVERVIEW ACADEMY.
A College Preparatory School for Boys., School spetis Septem-
ber arst, 1010, ‘The completion of the s5th school vear will be

celebrated in June, 1011,  Catalogue sent on request,
Josern B, Bare, A M., Principal, i
Box yor. Povcuxeersis, N,

FMOUNT PLEASANT ACADEMY.

This school, founded in 1814, has won the reputat
thoromeirly preparing boys for college, scientific schools
Delightfi! home life, Manual tmaining, Location on
from New York, Mouxr l’[.i?i\ﬂ.i.‘-’Tnh.tLl. is for boys under 13.
Write for catalogue to Cuanres Fuepemic Brurmiz, Wy i3

Box so:, Ossixing-ox-Hupsox, N, Y.

Established 1824

Rensselaer 5255
Polytechnic
i Institute

.
and Science
e e

Courses in Civil Engineering (C, E.), Mechanical En-

g_inm-!ilu: (M. E.), Electricnl Engineering (K. E.), and
General Science (B, S.).  Also Special Courses.
Unsurpassed new Chemical, l'l‘\)':-lt':ll. Electrical, Me-
chanieal and Materials Testing Laboratories,
For catalogue and [llustrated pamphlets show Ing work
of graduates and students and views of bulldings and
campus, apply to

JOHN H. NUGENT, Registrar,

HARPER'S MAGAZINE

[ The OAKWOOD SEMINARY for Boys and Girls.

College preparation under management of Friends. Endowed.
$aso. UxtoN Serivas-oN-Cavvoa Laxe, N. X

THE SOMES SCHOOL.

Ideal home for thirty boys. On Cayuga Lake, near Cornell
Univernity. College prepamtion by expert teachers. [ndividual
and class instruction, modern equipment, healthful location,
Unusual opportunities for outdoor recreation.  $6co

Avmoma, N. Y
WILSON SCHOOL FOR BOYS

gives n thorough training to a limited number of bavs of high char-

| acter for the leading Universities. For Catalogue, references, and

| information, address
HEADMASTER,

Fisurnt-oN-Huoson, N. ¥,

1
[HACKLEY LOWER SCHOOL. y
BOYS 8 TO 13. Situated on an elevation ol sco feet above the
Hudson River, twentv-five miles from New York City \Ir:',r!’n
facilities for thorough school training with every natural advan.
tage for healthful home life. Prepares for Hackley Upper School.
For catalog and illustrations, address
| Hamorn F, Averv, Director, Box 751

ADVERTIRER.

Tammyrows, N. Y




SCHOOLS & . COLLEGCES.

NEW YORK (continued).

ESIGNATED by the War (lq.unmm as **
M tion, 1904-"05-"04-"07-"0R. 09" 10 ' --t1» li
Gavernment. Most successful applic ib

Manlius, N. Y.
Saint John’s School

THE DR. HOLBROOK SCHOOL.

Prepamatory School for Boys, Established 1866, Situated on
Briar Cliff, soo feet above sea-l . Satisfactory references as to
character are necessary for enrollment.  For [llustrated catalogue,
address

D

Tue

. HorLsmoox Scuoot,
Ogsixmno, N, Y

IRVING SCHOOL FOR BOYS.
I‘rt-:nrm for all o
“Irving

cientific schools, In the historic
1 New York, Gymnasium, swim-
athletic field. Address
:\ M., Head Master,
Box goo, TarRyTows-ox-Hupsow, N. Y

egres and
es fr

_ Funsa .u

ST. JOHN’S SCHOOL.

Por Manly Boys, Special ulpnnr!.nnh..gt (-ar quick preparation

for college, Military drill ‘nrental disci -u.'m Gymnasium,
Athletic field., Manly sports encouraged ogue
Rev. W. A, Raxwsny, AM,, P4 B., Principal

0ss

NN N.Y

oxN-Hupsox,

MISS KNOX'S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

Course leading to n« Hn'l' prr{-.\r 1tion: special courses.
The facul he mext ar wil]
open on Terms 5:_.<.; per ‘year.
Address

Miss Many Anice

ry

Exox,
Box A, Briancrirr Maxon, N. Y,

Thc Misses Metcalf’s Boarding and Day School

for Girla, College Preparation and Physical Culture, A depart-
ment for girls under twelve, Moderate rates
Tamnyrowx-ox-Hvpsox, N, Y.

Verbeck Hall

nguished Institc.
r pakd by U, S,

ry principle to
grade of military
sces results in honor
¢ attained in such

peeparation for college or peaa because 'hlw K
wurk is attractive and thorouy
system, building of character and ha
degree by most milituy or ¢
Gen. WM, ¥

PEEKSKILL
ACADEMY

Founded 1833

College Preparatory. Mil niza-
ton. * Over $100,000 spent i 1905
new buildings, Alumni Hall, etc. Inspec-
tion invited. U School 120, Lower
School 40 (ages | | rw4 separate bmlclmg)

Address The Secretary, Box H, Peekskill, N, Y.

JOHN C. BUCHER, AM.
CHARLES A. ROBINSON, Ph_n.}ml“"

MRS. FRANCES MARSHALL.

Boarding and Day School for Little Girds, Kindergarten,
mary, Inll'ﬂlii'ihulft‘ and Junior Departments,

Pri.

PFor circulars, address Box 53,
Briancrirr Mawor, N, Y.

EMMA WILLARD SCHOOL.

For Girls, o¢7th year, Re-opens in September with three new,

well-equipped, fireproof buildings.  Ideal location, Prepara-
tory, General and Special Courses.  Certifieate privileges, Music,
Art, Modern Languages, Elocution, Domestic Science. Gymna-
sium. For catalogue, address

Miss AxNa Ill- #, AM, Principal, Troy, N. ¥

ST. MARGARET'S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS.

Pull academic and college preparatory Musie,

Art,
Domn Jlfu:s to leading colleges.

Pully

Certificate

Science ¥
Tennis,

equipped gymnasium, basket-ball, skating, For cata-
logue, address 1
Mrs, Herey H, Van Woixte, Principal,

: Burraro, N, Y.
RYE SEMINARY.

For particulars, address
Mm. 5. } L:H—' 'I'hc \11\*4-1 .‘-‘.'uv.—r

THE I.ADY JANE GREY SCHOOL FOR GIRLS.

Special
Preparation
European
l-‘ L'hnl“'
and Whast
vacations

Mrs, Jaxe Grey Hyoe,

Miss Mary R. Hvon,

Miss Jaxn Baewster Hyoe,

Principals.
Binouasmtos, N, Y

Rym, N. ‘f

and regular courses

for college and
travel, Girls may
oned to New York
ington during

LIBRARY

THE

HARPER'S

the |

MAGAZINE

Millbrook, Dutehess County,

Full academic course. Full twn ye

unmles. College preparatory. i
mastum work, .mi asthetic dan apen to all p
rlllug the only ex Fully equipped riding-

fon voted for its great naturs .‘ beauty and terful winter climate,

wo acres,  Golf, hocker, tennis, basket-ball, skating, tobog-

ganning. The Beunert uniform required. Catalog sent on request.

Miss MAY F. BENNETT, P.O. Box 400, Millbrook, N. Y.

New York
r high-school grad-
¢ science, pn.‘

A Course
ture.

ADVERTISER.



SCHOOLS & COLLECES.

NEW YORK (continued).

A SCHOOL OF

HIGH RANK

In choosing o school for your daughter, bear
that she should be developed phyll;lly ns wellln':l ’:'.’1';33
tally, Here your daughter is surrounded not only with
tho Influence of an attractive Christian bome, but unremit-

ting care is taken of b hys=ical
the schoaol i delight ful, nfl“ge condition, The ife of

Ossirzens Sclool
Sor Grels
Osstriirie-on-Hudson NV

Is really n suburban school te New Vork City, comblning the advan-
vagm of country life with eity priviloges. Academic, Musle, Art sud
College Preparatory Courses, Pust Graduste and Special Work, Cerifi-
onie admits to leading colleges. Fully equipped Grmpssium. 43ed
year. HAMPTON MALL, aunex of the Ossining S hool, for
Younger Qirle. Yearbook with views of the schoal on application,

[T A swociate Princioat, Meartia 3. e

1 Pr Martha J. Naramore,

PR:E for leadi 11" FOI; - : it

tion for leading colleges; offers a two years’ course with

diploma for graduates of High School Classical Course. Well-

equipped laboratories and gymnasium, Re-opens September a8th,

1916, Announcement, Miss Skanury, Head of School, Bisnor
Doaxg, President Board of Trustees, Aunany, N. Y.

Glen Coen

Onsthe-DHubgon
The School Beautiful for Girls

Poucakeersig, N. Y.
In THE H1GHLANDS

Vassar Preparatory and Finishing Courses.
Music, Art, Elocution, Physical Culture.
Outdoor life a specialty, Cross - country
tramping. Sight-secing in New York City.
No examinations. ldeal climate, New
bulldings; twelve mcres. Select, limited
membership. Unusual advantages fully de-
tailed in illustrated booklets. Address the
Director,

Di. FREDERIC MARTIN TOWNSEND

TERMS: $500 2 year. NO EXTRAS

THE MISSES TEWKSBURY’S SCHOOL.

For Girls,

o minutes from New York.

rimary, Intermediate, and College Prepamtory,
Irvincron-on-Hupsox, N, Y,

ST. MARY’'S SCHOOL. = : i

A School for Girls, 18 miles from New York. Number limited.
Healthful location: spacious buildings, Excellent advantages in
music and art. General and college proparatory cotrses,

Miss Mmuam A. Byrew, Principal. |
@ GANUI;‘CIY?. Long Island, N. Y. 4

THE MANOR SCHOOL FOR GIRLS.
Classes armanged for graduation, college ratory and special
courses, Resident pupﬁs limited to 20, For particulars, address
Mary E. Hurt, Grace Huxtinotow, Principals,
Larcusont Manow, N. Y,

PUTNAM HALL

Miss Bartlett's School for Girls, offers. exceptional facilities for

college preparation. Offers general courses with diploma for
those wl'lpo do not care to attend college. Holds certificato right
for all leading colleges. Catalogue on uest.  Address

Errex Cung Bantiert, Prin., Box 801, Povcuxeersie, N, Y,

WALLCOURT, Miss Goldsmith's School for Girls.

(Formerly the Wells School) Thorough prepamation for any col.
lege. General adademic and special courses. For booklet, address

Miss Anxa R, Goroasmirin, AH,, Prin., Avrora-oN-Cavuca, N, Y,
! - _-_ — _—

MASSACHUSETTS.

THE EDITH COBURN NOYES STUDIOS.

A SCHOOL OF EXPRESSION.
Personal Culture, Professional Training.
The Study of Personality, Voice, and Gesture through the
medium of Litemture, French (Yersin Method). Pedagogy.
School limited to twenty-five, Opens Monday, Sept. a6th,
Miss Emtte Cosurx Noves, Principal,
Symphony Chambers, Boston, Mass,

SCHOOL OF THE MUSEUM OF FINE ARTS.

sth year bufiru October yrd,
Now installedd in new huildinlg especially deslimed and equipped
for school uses.  Instructors—E, C, Tarbell, F. W, Benson, f? L.
Hale, Wm. M. Paxton, Dmwing and Painting: B, L. Pratt,
Modeling: P. L. Hale, Anatomy; A K., Crom, Perspective.
Department of Design, C. Howard Walker. Director,

ScHotamsmips-—Paige and Cummings Forelsm Scholarships,
Helen Hamblen, Gardner, and Ten Free Scholarships. Prizes in
money awarded in each department,

Address

Avice F. Brooxs, Manager,

Bosvon, Mass,

EMERSON COLLEGE OF ORATORY.

Largest School of Omtory, Literature, and Peda-
ogy in America. Summer Sessions. joth year opens
g: tember 27th, Address
anny Spysovk Ross, Dean,
Chickering Hall, Huntington Ave., Boston, Mass

THE MACDUFFIE SCHOOL FOR GIRLS.

Four houses in beautiful g is, New Gyt fum this year
Collewe fitting. Entrance ;JJ‘ cortificate. General and Post
Uraduate Courses, * Music and Art. Year-book and pictures on
request.

SrriNGFIRLD, Mass,

l

QUINCY MANSION SCHOOL.

For Girls. Fine estate, & miles from Boston. Ample grounds
Outdoor sports. Special and graduate courses, Advantages in
Music, Art, uvages, Domestic Science. College preparation
and certificate,

Mrs. Homace M, Winrann, Principal. Worraston, Mass

WE WILL INSERT

your school advertisement In o space of this size, seven lines, at
the following rates; one time, eight dollurs and seventy.five cents;
three times, eight dollars and thirtv-one cents each insertion;
twelve times, seven dollars each insertion,

Hanrnx & Brotnems, New York,

SEA
PINES

H
Mus

A HOME SCHOOL

For Girls Desiring Individual Attention

Genuine happy home life with persomal. affectionate care
and heantiful ideals of wseful womanhmnd The Cawne climate & exceptionally favemble for an
ouldeor life which we make attractive and refining,
veitne and morals are nhserved esnecially for results in health, chamcter and cducation
Handiwork, Domestic Arts. French, German, Spanlsh-~native teachers,
under patient and enthusiastic (nstructoss.
REV. THOMAS RICKFORD, MISS FAITH RICKFORD, Principals

East Brewster, Cape Cod, Mass,

Crowing virls imspired by wholetome

pine-groves, seashore, pronies,
CGymnastics,
All branches of study

Fony acres

Address

HARPER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER.



SCHOOLS & OOLLEGES.

MASSACHUSETTS (conthmecf)

Lasell Seminary

Auburndale, Mass. Ten Miles from Boston.

Science, Music

guage, Literature,
and Art, with thoro Instruction In the theory and
pructice of Household Economics. Trainidg is given

in the Art of Entertaining, House Furnishing and
Management, Marketing, Cooking, Dress-Making and
Milllnery. Tonnls, Boating, Swimming, Bldluxnng_
other sports are encouraged. Address,

6. M. WINSLOW, Ph. D., Pﬂlldptl

WABAN SCHOOL.

There are a few schools which strengthen every wholesome
home influence, and one at least does more than the average
home. A teacher to five boys. Write for our booklet,

Summer Camp on Maine Coast. Box 14 H, Wana¥, Mass.

FOR GIRLS

On the Summit of Mt Ida,
miles
from Boston

A preparatory and finishing
heol

Mount
a

sChodol.

Advanced Elective Courses.
Caollege Certificate Privilege
{without examination).

Piano, Voice and Violin with
Noted Men.

Domestic Science,
Nurse.  Gymnasium,
rector of Athletics,

Exceptional opportunities,
with a delightiul home life,

B8 Summit St.

NEWTON,

MASS,

Resident
Di-

School

Year-hook on request.

MISS CHAMBERLAYNE'S SCHOOL for Girls.
General, Special and College Prepamtory Courses,
Unusual facilities for indoor and outdoor recreation.
The Fenway 28, Boston, Mass.

WALNUT HILL SCHOOL.

A mllcgc P ratory school for girls, Seventeen miles from
ton, gg-mw Miss BicELow or the Secretary will be
at the u:hod on W c«l.nm!a)‘s of July and August.

Narick, Mass,

LYNNHOLM, BY-THE-SEA.

A real home school for a few girls, A healthy, busy place
where girls learn sunshine as well as books. College prepara-
tion—music—careful culture—under direction of a mother of
girls. Address

Mrs. G. W. Oscoon, 135 Nahant St,, Lvny, Mass.

The Commonwealth Avenue School for Girls.
(The Misses Gilman's School.)
l'u:tm-ﬂd and College Preparatory Courses. Resident and day
lm 118,
iss GiLuman, Miss Guirp, Principals.
324 anmunumlth Avenue, Bostoxn, Mass,

MISS CHURCH'S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS.

Resident and Day Pupils. Geneml and College Prepamtory
Courses. Advanced work for older girls,

Schoolhouse, 6 Gloucester Street, | o
Residence, 401 Beacon Street, § BosTox, Mass.

PERRY KINDERGARTEN NORMAL SCHOOL

Prepares for Kindergarten, Primary, and Playground positions.
Mrs. Axnie Mosuuey Prrry, Principal,

18 Huntington Avenue, Bostox, Mass.

ABBOT ACADEMY.

Schoal for Girls.
Eightieth vear opens September 15, toto,
Address
THr PRINCIPAL,
27 School Street, Axnovix, Mass,

Miss Annie Coolidge Rust’s
Froebel School of Kindergarten Normal Classes.

1pth Year. Two-year course for kindergarten, primary and
playground positions. Post-graduate and special courses,
Pierce Building, Copley Square, Boston, Mass,

HOWARD SEMINARY.

Por Girls and Young Ladies, Healthful and beautiful location,
35 miles from Boston. Academic, College Preparatory, and
Special Courses, Two years' course for High School graduates.
Domestic Science, Art and Music studios,

Miss Saran E, Laveurox, A M., Principal,

\\'r-.t BRIDGEWATER, Mass,

The Mary A. Burnham School for Girls.
Founded by Miss Burnham in 1897, Special and College Pre-
pamtory courses, Correspondence should be addressed to
Miss Hevex E. Twomrsow, Headmistress,
ManrtHa CHAMBERLAIN BumNmAM,
NorTHAMPTON, Mass,

MISS HALL'S TOWN and COUNTRY SCHOOL.

Miss Mina H. HavLy, Principal

Prrrsvietn, Mass,

BRADFORD ACADEMY FOR YOUNG WOMEN

One hundred and eighth year opens September p4th,
Thirty miles from Boston.
Address the Principal,
Miss Lavra A, Kyorr, AM,,
Bravronn, Mass,

WHEATON SEMINARY FOR YOUNG WOMEN
s6th year. Large endowment permits moderate terms. Cer-
tificates to College. Advanced courses for high-school gmduates
and others. New gymnasium and all sports. For catalogue
and book of views, address
_Rev. Samun. V. Corg, AM,, DD, President,
NortoN, Mass. (30 miles from Boston).

MISS McCLINTOCK’S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS.

General and College Preparatory Courses. Music, art, arts and
crafts, domestic science, Resident and day pupils.
Miss Marvy Law McCrintock, Principal,
Box A, 4 Arlington Street, Bostox, Mass,

THE WESTON SCHOOL FOR GIRLS.

Pits girls for life as well as for examinations. It is different,
better, and worth investignting.
Mrs, ErLtsaseTH \!n’us\ns Ricwanpson, A.B., Principal.
Founded by Rev, 8. 5. Matnews, D.
43 St James "utmt Roxhnl‘y BDSTQ\*. Mass,

FAELTEN PIANOFORTE SCHOOL.

Concentrated attention, positive knowledge, intel-
ligent ear, reliable memory, fluency in sight reading,
artistic pianoforte playing are developed simultane-
ously, Circular on_request, ddress

Carr FapLTeEN, Director

307 Huntington Chambers, BostoN, Mass.

MISS CAPEN’'S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS.

Miss Capen announces that her school, for rmln}' years known
as ‘‘The Burmham ‘\chnx)l will in the future be called ‘‘Miss
D\ »n's School for Girls.”

orrespondence should be addressed to

Miss B. T, Carex, Principal, NortHampron, Mass,

HARPER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTIEER.



SCHOOLS & OOLLEGES.
MASSACHUSETTS (contmued)

'l'he Sargent School

For Physical Education 3
Enables young men and women to become teachers of
;[:-hynicnl training, and assists them to secure positions,
he course is comprehensive, practical and scientific,
New building contains all the latest and most improved
nﬂnuﬂltus. Let. 1881, Waiting list opened. Address
THE DIRECTOR, Everett Street, Cambridge, Muss,

SCHOOL.

A school where boys are taught to be self-reliant,
Individual instruction. Thorough preparation for
college or scientific schools. Athletic tradning.
For catalogue, address

Evensrr Starn jr-\'u Headmaster,

jox E, Wear Newtox, \tm
THE MISSES ALLEN

will re-open their School for Girfls September 39, 1010.
information, address

| Tun Miisses Avrew,

For

West Newron, Mass,

TENACRE.

A school for-twenty-five little girls,
Prepamtory to Dana Hall, Terms, $8c0,
Miss HerLexy Temrir Cooxn.

Dana Hall,

A PRIVATE SCHOOL

| should advertise in & business-like and dignified manner. For
rates, address Harper's Macazinn, New York, N, ‘l

\\"m LESLEY, Mass,

The Brownc & Nichols School for Boys.

asth ;’mr, pens Sept. 20, 1010, Thorough Fr_cﬁnmu‘on for
Harvard or any other college, Sound Methods, High Standard,
Permanent Results. Athletics. Address cither

G. H. Brown or Rev. Wiitarp Reen, Principal

LAWRENCE ACADEMY.

Propamtion for any college, Physical life, Athletics, Small
classes, individual attention, For illustruted circular, address
Arntnur J. Crovan, A M., Principal,

Groroy, Mass,

THE MITCHELL MILITARY BOYS’ SCHOOL.

A sub-preparatory school of the highest class, which aims to fit
boys mentally, morally and phvsrcnll)' for the larger preparatory
schools. Booklet upon reques

Avexanper H, MrreneLr, Hmdmuu—r
HILLKRIFA Mass.

HALLOCK SCHOOL FOR BOYS. '

A modom school aiming to give thorough instruction and to in-
culeate the highest ideals, 3'¢ hrs. from New York without
change, Telephone.

Geranp Havrock, M_A., Head Master,
| Grear Barmixncron, Berkshire County, Mass,

BERKSHIRE SCHOOL.

A country school for boys which combines, with the best instruc-
tion, ideal conditions for outdoor life among the Berkshire Hills,
Seaver B. Bucx, Headmaster.

Telephone, 175 Great Barrington,

CHAUNCY HA.T..L SCHOOL.
Established 1 rlTu l'n‘vt exclusively for
\Tr\‘iSA(..HLb["'i"I‘H NSTITUTE OF TEC H\'h[ OGY
and other scientific schools. Every teacher a specialist,
Hacar and Kprr, Principals,
537 Boylston St, (Copley Sq.)

\f TN

SuErrIEL LD, N

. Bostox, Mass,

HARVARD DENTAL SCHOOL.
A Department of Harvard Umiversity, Unusual facilities for
actical work, ree years' course leading to degree, Doctor
ntal Medicine. New Building. Modern equipment, Large
clinic. Certificates from recognized preparatory schools accepted.
Write for catalog. Evcexe H, Surrn, D.M.D., Dean.
Longwood Avenue, Bostox, Mass,

ST. ANDREW’S SCHOOL.

New building on Punkatasset Hill. Extensive grounds and
woodland. Tennis-courts, ball-field, canoeing. Constant careful
attcnhcm to the individual boy; special supervision of young

‘l‘umus H. Ecxraupr, Headmaster.

FMONSON ACADEMY.

1o7th year. Fifteen miles from Springfield
ates have entered college. Certificate privilege
stone buildings, Gymnasium, athletic field
tras),  Fund for boys of proven worth.

Hunny Frankrin Dewinag, Principal,

Over 2000 grradu-
New brick and
Rate $as0 (no ex-

Moxsoxn, Mass

DUMMER ACADEMY.

147th year. Prepares boys for any u\il:-m- or scientific school
l:l!.ttnu' courses for mdwulu.\l study., Gymnasium and outdoor
sporta: boating and swimming. 33c acres of land.
trated catalog, nddress
Cuances 5. Inonwam, Ph.D,,
Sovtn ByriErn (near Newburyport)

WORCESTER ACADEMY.

All advantages of a large school; master teachers; com
niw equtpmem Lighl. |M-I-lld.ll'l:l‘l S laboratories.
EELro! a noble Recreation Hall,
New “athletic ﬁeld 77th {mr begins Sept,
D. W, Ansrcrounie, LL.D

« Miss,

hen-
ymna-
Swimming Poal.

13th, Catalogue,
WorcesTar, Mass.

For illus-

Box B, Coxconp, Mass,

CUSHING ACADEMY.

By reason of its endowment it offers all the andvantages of a
high-priced school for the annual expense of $a75s. Gymna-
sium. Athletic field. Co-educational, For catalogue, nddress

H. 8. Cowrry, A.M., Principal,

Asnnunsas, Mass,

| DANFORTH SCHOOL.

A home school for twelve boys under fifteen years. Most

intimate care. Moderate tuition.” Address
Jamnes Cuester Fraco, AB,, Musn:-r
Box H, Praminowmasm, Mass,

t\‘lhtway between Boston and Wmmtrf‘]

THE HIGHLAND MILITARY ACADENY.
Established in 1856, An ideally healthful lqwntlo'n in the resi-

dential part of the ""Heart of the Commonwealth.” Efficient

faculty. Prepamtion for the best institutions, Terms, $400.
The Rt. Rev. A. H. Vintox, D.D., LL.D,, Visitor, Pleaseaddress
Josern ALDEN Siaw, A, M Headmaster, “DR\'ESTHII, Mass,

pmscemiee RO CK
School

Chemioal Laboratory
Mununl Training Shop

ROCK RIDGE HALL for boys of high-school age. Tharowph
Every boy an ohject of constant thought and care ; hence well-regulated ¢
THE HAWTHORNE HOUSE for young boys.

WELLESLEY HILLS, MASS.
Location high, dry and healthful, in one of New Engh

ration for any college or for buniness,
ity Hves, murked improvement, rapid progress.
Home-like atmosphere. Experienced teachers. Manus! training.

—_—

Gymnasium
Bowling Alleys
Athletie Field
Swimming Pool
Tennls Courts

RIDGE

120 CLIFF ROAD

'y most b 1l resld

villages.
Masters abir, experienced, mature,

Constant supervision.
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SCHOOLS & COLLECGCES.

PENNSYLVANIA.

iN THE PREPARATION of boys and girls for College, Technical School, or Business, Swarthmore has met with
unqualified success, having won the approval of many leading educators. The school is under the supervision of
Friends, and a large and excellent faculty affords individual attention to the pupils.

Swarthmore Preparatory

is situated on the Pennsylvania Rallroad, only 24 minutes from Philadelphia, and is easy of access by traln or trolley. The buildings are
new and modern in every respect. The students live in separate cottages and are under the direct supervision of the Head Master and

School

his assistants. The remarkable healthful

devy L]

n!'th::‘ jon in

¥ ed and ample
um, with swimming 1 attached, is provided. Q'h

extensive facilities for baseball, tennis, running, ete.

Board and tultion, $500. Year book d oa req

ARTHUR H. TOMLINSON, Hean MasTer
Swanramone, Pa,

provision ls made for same.
ere is a large athietic field, with

with the cottage plan affords a record for health uns

theroughly equi

The Pennsylvania Academy of the Fine Arts.

Founded t8a3.

Schoals of Paintings, Sculpture and Illustra-
tion. Twenty-three students awarded $soo0 each last year
for foreign travel as prizes

Instructors: Tuosas P. ANsnuts, Geokoe McCrervan, M.D.,
Cuances Grarry, Huvon H, Baecxexmince, Ceciuia Beaux,
Fraxg Mmes Dav, Hesny McCarrer, Josera T. Pearsos,
Je., Dasiet Garner

Write for Circular,

Broad and Cherry Streets, Pumitaperriia, Pa,

CEDARCROFT SCHOOL.

Preparatory School for Bove. 33 milea from Philadelphia. Re-
ceives limited number of boys between ages of o and 8,

Thorough and skilled individual instruction. One master for
every six bovs. Manual training—Ideal home life—Cuisine unu-
sually good—Single rooms—125 acres—Former country home of
Bayard Taylor—All athletics—New Gym and Swimming Pool—
Electric light, steam heat, spring water—Catalogue on request—
Telephone.

Jesse Evaxs Punares, A M., Principal

Box 300, Kexserr Sguane, Pa

CONWAY HALL.

Founded 19835, Prepares thoroughly for any college or techni-
eal school. New athletic field and well-equipped gymnasium,
Rates $3s50. Special Scholamhips. Grorce Enwakpb Reeo,
President. For particulars, apply to

W. A. Hurcmsoy, Ped.D., Headmaster,

Box 2q, Carvisin, Pa,

BELLEFONTE ACADEMY.

Ideally located in the mountains in the *'Home of Governors.”
yosth year. Certificate admits to leading colleges. Experienced
matructors give individual attention. Wholesome moml in-
wonce, New buildings, gymnasium and athletic field. Cham-
plon athletic teams. For illustrated catalog, address

Jaues R. Huones, A M., Headmaster, BrLueronTe, Pa.

PERKIOMEN SEMINARY.
Coeducational. New Budldings, new gymnasium, campus,
uthletic field, Small classes. Howor men in 3o colleges.  Music,

Elocution, Stremgly moral. No profanity, liquor, tobacce or
hazing, $230 to $350. Catalogue free

Rev, O, 5, Kmznxr, D.D,, Principal,
A thovongh and Kowest ackool, the dimd
of rehewl 2 sohich sensible parents devire

Box 100, Prxxsauno, Pa
o send their peus. —UISHOP WHITAKER.

St.Luke’s School zo%s

WAYNE, PA., 14 miles from Philadelphia

For forty.seven years (36 years under pressut headmaster) St
Luke's has been eminently succesaful as a school for boys.

Its atrractive home life amil careful (ndiriauel instruction
Promote contentment and high scholarship,

Buildings all new, specially planned 1o meet every require-
ment,

Lecatity rewnriable for Acalthfidness, natuml beauty and
reedom from undesiratile influrnces.

:':*"""-’"mw with swimming pool and shower hathe,
m.l'"‘l_"nfl-ﬂ w acres, including large athletic field with quarter-
He cinder track and facilities for outdoor games.
Mo Y% prepared for any college or for business,

Year,  For llustrated catalogue, address

CHARLES HENRY STROUT, A.M., llvnduu:;»to-r,‘

Terms $ho0

HARPER'S MAGAZINE

MAPLEWOOD,

ner Phila. 4oth year. Wakes up boys to duties of life. $400.
Dept. for little boys, r2 years and under, $350. Limited to 4o
boys, College or business, No tobacco. No hazing. Fine gym.
All outdoor sports. Summer Camp.

J. SmorTuiDGe, AM., Yale, Principal,
Box 66, Coxcorpvitik, Del. Co., Pa.

FRANKLIN AND MARSHALL ACADEMY.
Founded :7;87. Enters about 40 boys to colleges each year.
Beautiful grounds, Modern sanitary dormitories, Laboratories,
gymnasium, athlotic field. $125,000 in recent improvements.
Good health record, Terms moderate.  Catalogue.
T. G. Heuw, A M., and E. M. Hartuar, A M., Principals.
Laxcaster, Pa

GEORGE SCHOOL.

Under management of Society of Frienda.
prepamtion. Beautiful grounds, 225 acres.  New Gymnasium
and Laboratories, Large athletic field. Healthful location,
25 miles north of Philadelphia, For eatalogue, address
Joswrs 5. Warvon, Ph. D, Principal,
George Scwoor P. O, Bucks Co., Pa,

Thorough ¢ tJ|!C6fP

=paspussp

ERRSTIER
Military College

CHESTER, Pennsylvania. P
Degrees in Civil Engineering (C.E);
Chemistry (B.S.); Arts (A.B.)
Preparatory Department:
Thorough instruction in elementary studies,

Infantry, Artillery and Cavalry
- Our Aim—Greatest Efficiency. .
A national reputation l'w excellence of

49th Year

system and character of results,
Ty L Col. CHARLES E. HYATT, President.

ADVERTISER.



SCHOOLS &

COLLEGES.

PENNSYLVANIA (continued).

BISHOPTHORPE MANOR

I THE "SWITZERLAND OF AMERICA."
CLAUDE N. WYANT, Principal
Bishop Ethelbert Talbot, Visltor.

y situated on !‘m Hi,

l‘é‘#-?:"&m s“utgjmk. one and Lu

hours jadel

from Phi phin. A strictly first-

cluss seminary for lect, limited number

of well bred ?- w0 yeare advanced

home life a M:.‘r: .\‘ and Cul.

ture by able l&uf‘:ﬁm rooms. Ef'mz“m

artistic. ﬂmm.fm ‘rlrn malaria. Stately bulld.

mllh' superior table “mhduk ﬁlehnol gﬂ.ms
Estab 1548, 'rwmﬂmm Priscipal.

Terms, $500. No *“‘extras.”

l!wmljghl f

y good preparatory school for you women.

Al.-o stmq; Seminary Course. Rates $325.00. rnt:imims Lan-

Elocution, Art, and Voice in class. All rooms have

Elvute baths. Beautiful location on Wilson College Campus.
talog on request.

Cuauserssunc, Pa.

PENNSYLVANIA COLLEGE FOR WOMEN.
mh college. Courses of study broad and modern
Ui advantages in music. Fine location in the Woodland
}Im.dndmrm Dl:.wnrm Hawy, a bulrdma school fitting girls
or management, on uest,
Ll\mur D.D,, I‘mmdent 'y

Hexmy
Prrrsavscn, Pa,

THE MISSES SHIPLEY'S SCHOOL.
Preparatory to Brym Mour Collepe.
Bunoinc-—Specially desi 1 Colonial b

proved appointment.

SirvaTioN—Educational and social opportunities of situatic
opposite Bryn Mawr College.

IxsTrucTion —Diploma in College Preparatory and Academ
courses, Certificate admits to Vasar, Smith, and Wellesle:
Two resident French teachers. Specialists in all department:

ATHLETICS—Resident athletic director,

Youncer PuriLs receive special attention.

Par circular, with views of the school, address

Tur SEcRETARY, Box “M." Brvx Mawn, Pa

o—ébmz SCHOOL FOR YOUNG LADIES.

with every in

tes from Philadelphia, two hours from New Yori
The late Er Jny Cooke's fine property., Miss Svivia J. Eastuas
Miss A_ A_ SUTHERLAND, Principals, Ocontz Scnoow P. O, Pa.

Mouvian Seminary and College for Women.

Jonx H. Crzwerr, Ph.D., President.
Berniuues, Pa,

Miss Hart's Training School for Kindergartner

will re-open Sept. 2 t 1615 Walnut Street, Philadelphis
Junior, Senior, Gr::!hu::‘:ﬁ:l {ola:unl Trainers’ Courses. Fis
practice Kindergartens. For particulass, address

Miss Canorixe M. C. Hanr,
The Pines, Rurieocr, Pa

ARMITAGE SCHOOL for Girls.
Certificate admits to Smith, Wellesley, and Vassar
Athletics, including Horseback Riding,
Harmier C. Ammitacr, Principal,
Wavng, Pa. (Suburb of Philadelphia),

THE BIRMINGHAM SCHOOL, INC.

For Girls, An excellent school for girls, offering either
academic or college tory courses, Healthful
location. Gymnasinm. )'dul training. Main Line
P,“R. R. Por catalogue, add

R. Grigr, Pres, Boa A, Bimsixonam, Pa.

MISS RONEY'S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS.
?1'“ thful location.
res for any woman's collego,
odern equipment,

Lnudu;mc on reqquest.
Baca, Pa. (near Philadelphia).

THE DARLINGTON SEMINARY.

Flll h.su A hl.zbégmle school for girls, on‘; rators
sh, Music, Art, Ex; Of cournes, ¥
imnrs-nlturr, C onmnc-n;:.nwm\ew York, Philadelphia, and &h

im‘ 54
nnx axsox Bre, B.S. President.
West Cuesten, Pa_

LINDEN HALL SEMINARY.

A Home School for Girls,. With graduate and special courses.
A school with an uninterrupted history from 1746 to the present
time must be rightly founded and conducted. For «

The Misses Kirk's College Preparatory School.
Preparatory to Bryn Mawr and other colleges fi
?_nm‘.l classes supplemented by t:tl'!‘fnl individual lmru:uut

Rev. Cuas. D. Kaxtnur, Principal,

THE DEVON SCHOOL FOR _GIR.T..S

5 5 years of age is situated in a pleasant suburb of Phila-
clphm There are mm:s- schools which look after the educa.
tional wants of xlril of riper Iﬁc but fewin which the younger
ones are ca for as well as they could be in their own homes
and at the same time are given the advantages of
approved methods of education,

If you are sincerely interested in the broadening of your
daughter, send for the illustrated, descriptive catalogue
showing the uniqueness of our work, ddress

Miss Hamrmar, Principal,

Lirirz, Pa,

the most

Drvox, Pa,

all thoroughly familiar with Bryn Mawr requirements
Tennis nnd basket-ball. Twelfth year opens Oct. 5, 1010,
Brys Mawn, Pa.

MISS SAYWARD’'S SCHOOL
for girls, in ch.lrminn. healthful suburb of Philadelphia, Colleg
and special courses, Certificate admits to Vassa

rmtory
ane \elluley Musical department, physical training, outdoo
sports.  Develops chamcter, mind, and body, For catalogue

dress
Miss S. Jawxer Savwamn, Principal,

A PRIVATE SCHOOL

should advertise in & businems-like and dignified manner. Fo
rates, address AnPER'S Macazixe, New York, N. Y,

Oversroor, Pa.

THE BALDWIN SCHOOL.

(Incorpornted A Preparatory School for Brn Mawr, Smith,
Vassar, and “ell.mlev Colleges, Diploma given in general course
also.  Within nineteen vears 23: students from this school have
entered 'Bnm anr Collegre. (‘eruﬁﬂu admits to Smith, Vassar,

and Well Col Firepr building, extensive grounds,
hockey, basket-ball, and tennis fields. athletic direc.
tor, trained nurse, and French and German teachers,
rate cottage for litue wirls,
{}a.‘u L. Browxwur, A M., Head of the School.

or catalogue, address the SECRETARY,

P. O. Box E. Bryx Mawn, Pa,

A sepa.

MISS WRIGHT'S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS.

Preparatory to Bryn Mawr College.

Diploma in College Preparatory and Pinishing Courses,
Certificate admits to Vassar, Smith, and Wellesley,
Circular upon request.

Bryx Mawn, Pa

HARPER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER.



SCHOO I.S & OOI.LEG ES.
PENNSYI.VANIA (oontinuec[)

WALNUT LANE SCHOOL FOR GIRLS.

s4th year,

General and college prepamtory courses, Specinl course for
high-school graduates; domestic science; native French and
German teachers,

Certificate privileges— Wellesley, Smith, Vassar, Mt, Holyoke,

Resident Physical Director,

Catalogue and view book upon request,

Franx 8. Magnr, A M, Principal,

Germantown, Pmicanevriia, Pa,

YEATES SCHOOL.

Endowed, Established 1854, Calls out the
best in every boy by its high standard of honor
and entire sympathy., Canoeing, swimming,
skating, etc., and all regular field and track
sports, New gymmnasium and pool, Boys taught
how to study, Only a limited number taken,

Frepgric Garoingr, AM, (Harvard), Head-
mauster, Box sag4, Lancasten, Pa,

WESTMINSTER COLLEGE.

th year begins Sept. 14th, Christian and co-educational. Clas-
:mlT. Scientific, Philosophical and Teacher-Training Courses, Music,
Artand Omtory. Alsoa four-year preparatory course. Large facul-
ty. Latest equipment. Highest moml standands. For catalogue,
write to R. M. Russetr, D.D., LL.D., President,
Box g0, New Wnanncton, Pa. (o miles from New Castle)

WYOMING SEMINARY.

Founded in 1844. Co-educational. College Preparatory and
Business Courses, ‘:urtmemso! Music, Art and Oratory, Fine
buildings. Beautiful tion. Yearly rates, $3s0. 66th year
opens September rqth  Catalogue on request, Address

L. L. Seracug, D.D,, LL.D., President,

KincsToN, P:l
-—

Miss Marshall’s School

FOR GIRLS

Oak Lane, Philadelphia

Tdeal location in most beautiful sectivn of
Philadelphia’s suburbs.  Academic and
sie Departments College Preparatory

and Special Courses.

Additional building

completed this year.

Ample Grounds,

‘I'ennis, Basket Ball

and other outdoor

sports. For particu-

Il larsand illustrated
| circular, address

WILLIAMSPORT DICKINSON SEMINARY.

Co-educational. College Prepamtory, Commercial, Scientific,
Classical courses.  Music, Art. 8300 per year. No extras. Two
Gymnasiums, Term opens § l5)!(:111!.1-9 13th.

Wu. Peray Eveuaxo, Ph,

Box gor, WiLLiausprort, Pa.

NEW]ERSEY

ST. MARY'S HALL.
For Girls,
Idenl location between New York and Philadelphia,
High Standard of Work.
Excellent Record of Health.
Happy Home Life,

BurLixoTom, N. ]

MISS DANA'S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS.
Beautiful New York suburb, Healthful location, 33d year
ins September 28th, For circular, np[-ly to
Miss Lovise L, NewsLL, Principal, lonmisrown, N, J.

KENT PLACE SCHOOL FOR GIRLS.
Mrs. Saran Woopmax Pave, Principal.
Hasizron Watosr Manie, LL.D., Presd't Board of Directors,
Summrr, N. I. (near New York)

A PRIVATE SCHOOL

should advertise in a business-like and dignified manner. For
rates, address Hanrer's MaGazing, New York, N. Y.

T!{E MERRILL-VAN LAER SCHOOL.

For 26 years in New York: now located at Princeton, N. J. A
country school for girls offering College Preparatory and Special
Courses, Music and Art, After August r address Princeton, N. |
Until that date, Tir MERRILL-VAN LAER ScHOOL, 33— 34 East
S7th Street, New York,

Prixenron, N, J

THE HARTRIDGE SCHOOL.
A Boarding School for Girls and Day School
Large Recitation Hall, Fully equipped gymnasium.  Outdoor
sports.  Certificate admits to leadigg colleges
Eunrys B, Hamruioce, A.B., Principal.
Prasrierp, N J, (45 minutes from New York)

LAKEWOOD SCHOOL fj

for Girls, Full Academic
Course. H:-m:al Courses, Newly
oquipped modern building, Ideal
location with wonderful winter
climate, Out.of-door life em-
phasized. Horseback, Af,
tennis, rowing, skating. li-
cate girls given special atten.
tion.

Miss Eprru Samson, Principal
Laxzwoon, N. J.

THE NEWARK SEMINARY.

A suburban home school for alimited number of girls. College
reparatory and special courses, Music and Art, 15 minutes
}mm New York, AnNa Frances Wintamore, Newarx, N, J.

A MODERATE-PRICE SCHOOL
FOR Gms Our amiiition s to, givea ;.'l"."il educa-

tion under moural influences, rather than
to make money. Therefore at charges much below the average
we offcr 3 thorough ((-!1«.}« rleparalmu a broad 1§ u.-ur? course ;
elocution, plane. organ, and volce culture. College andg
specially trained faculty. ]:ulk.n. buildings, equipment, health-
fuluess unsurpassed. JONATHAN M. MEEKER, i D. DD,
Huckettstown, New Jersey.

|cETEVARY COLLEGIATE
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COLLECES.

NEW JERSEY (continued).

“Character-building is onr first aim.”
Military
Bordentown ey,
Bordentown-on-the-Delaware, N. J.

endenavors to awaken the dormant forces of a
boy’s nature and stir him to noble thought and
worthy action through the wholesome
influences exerted by the school. The
methods we employ, and nany other
things you'll want to know aboul the
school, are set forth in our llustrated
catalogue. The * Skirmisher,” our
school paper, reflects the everyday
Hife here from the boys' own view-
point. Both books sent upon re-
quest,

Preparation for college, sclentific achool, or
Lusiness. $61h vear under present management,
Summer camp In Ontario woods, Cxnuda
Rev.T H Lanpox, A M..D.D., Prin
Lieut .Col T. D. Laxpox, Command’t.

PRINCETON PREPARATORY SCHOOL.

College prepamatory school for boys over fourteen. Rapid
progress possible because of limited number of pupils (50) and
freedom from rigid cluss organization. Excellént equipment and
facilities in the way of buildings and grounds
given to athletics and mormal welfare,

Special attention
Personal inspection invited
For year-book, address

J. B. Fixg, Headmaster,
Prixceron, N, J.

THE RUTGERS SCHOOLS FOR BOYS.
Schools with the real home atmosphere. ELEMENTARY:
boys 810 14: separate buildings. PREPARATORY : fits for any
college. Manual and physical tmaining, Healthful location—
New York, 6o min.; Philadelphin. oo min, Terms, $400 and up
Myrox T. Scupoer, Headmaster
Box A-6, New Brunswick, N. J

KINGSLEY SCHOOL FOR BOYS.

Prepares for colleges and scientific schools. Catalogie. Address
J. R, Caurnert, M.A | Headmaster, Box 1oz, Essex Feus, N, J.

Wilson Military Academy.
(One liowr from New York City)

English, Academie,
ommercial Courses

horses. Athletic field, bs-mile riding track
Wireless telegraphy taught,

not be duplicated
Capt J. Wieon, U.S.V,, A M., Supt,,
Box go, Fixperug, N J

Scientific and
Tuition, §400,
includes board, laundry, mending, use of

el The adwvan-
tages, facilities and rtes here offered can-
For catalogue, address

MISS BEARD'S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS.

This School is in Orange, N. J., one of the most healthful and
beautiful of the New York suburhs

College preparatory, special and graduate courses,

A new building containing & gymnasium, music and art studios
will be ready in the Fall

Separate hause for younger pupils,

Write for illustrated catalogue,

Address

Miss L. C. Brarp, Onaxce, N..J.

WENONAH MILITARY ACADEMY.

1o miles from Philadelphia,

Noted for its high scholarship and character building,
No saloons or factories in the town.
Prepares for college and business.
Exceptional faculty,

Music and horsemanship.

Infantry and Cavalry training
Largest gymnasium in State,
8-acre nthletic field

Write for catalogue,

Major Joux R. Joxes, Supt.

Box 106, Wexonan, Gloucester Co,, N J

NEWTON ACADEMY.

A high-class home preparatory school, semi-military organiza-
! cial attention given
Academic, Classical and Commer-
Summer

tion: somilesfromN. Y. on D, L. & W, §
younger and backward boys.
cinl courses  High, healthful location. Gymnasium.
camp, Horseback riding. Open entire vear,

P S Wison, A M_. Prin. Box

Rates $400.
A-p. Newton, N, J

PENNINGTON SEMINARY.

School for Bovs

No longer co-educational es, Clussical,
Scientific, English, Commercial and Manual Tmining Courses
Elocution, Vocal and Instrumental Music Athletic
field. Gymnasium. Separate Home Junior Department for boys
For catalogue, address

Prepares for all coll

Pipe Organ
under r4 73d year,

J. MorGax Reip, DD, President,
Box H, Puxxincron, N. J

BLAIR ACADEMY,

Gard year. Prepares for any American College, Campus roo
acres. Thorough equipment: liberal endowment justifies low
rate of $350. Opens September 14th

Joux C, Suaree, AM.. D.D., Principal

P. O, Box I, BLammstows, N, T

DWIGHT SCHOOL FOR GIRLS.

College preparatory and specinl courses.
by leading colleges
attention. Four huildings: spacious grounds,
New York. Gymnasium. Tennis, riding.  Address

Miss CreicHTON and Miss Fammak, Principals,

Box 603, ExcLewoon, N 1

and Certificates accepted
Limited number of pupils insures individual
Suburban to

IVY HALL.

Miss MacpoNaLp and Miss Finn's School for Girls,

College Preparatory and Finishing courses. Certificate ad-
mits to leading colleges. Boating, basket-ball, tennis
BripceTox, N. J. (near Philadelphia),

““Military but not Reformatory.’
THE FREEHOLD MILITAEY SCHOOL

3

=
rFreehold
Military

vidual instruction and

is a home school for young
realize the vialoe of this?
small, and lmited enrollment permits of indi-
care.
athletic field, all outdaor sports,

Half u mile distant but

under smme management,

NEW JERSEY MILITARY ACADEMY,

Im}'s only : do you

New Jersey
Military

TI'he classes are

Gymnasium,

School

For Boys 8 to 13

from Philadelphia,

Box ToOO,

2 schoul with the highest scholastic standing.
Prepares for any college or business;
West Point and Annapolis. Beautiful country
location, 42 miles from New York, 66 miles
Modern equipment, gym-
nmasinm, athletic field, all outdoor sports.

IFar catalogue of either school, address

MAJOR CHIARLES M. DUNCAN,

also

Academy

For Older Boys

Frechold, N. J.

N
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SCHOOLS & COLLECES.
NEW JERSEY (continged).

Orange Moun Overlooking
Nel:'ﬂewk—-sﬂﬂ Feet Elevation
24th year under present Headmaster. A College Pre-
mrgea}lm' School with modern equipment, including

new Academic Building, swimming pool, gym-
nasium and athletic field, Montclair Academy is an
ideal school for boys; superb climate, beautiful and
healthful location. Our wonderfully successful plan
of individual assistance is fully explained ina book-
let entitled ™ Your Boy and Our School,” in which the
Headmaster says some pointed things which willin-
terest parents, no matter where their sons are edu-

ONTCLAIR
ACADEMY

“My Son Having Failed Completely

in his preliminary examination for college, entered vour
school, and in one vear he covered two regular achool
vears of work as is done at most schools, and not only
passed his examinations easily for college, but with credit
to himself and his school."

This éxtract of a letter from the mother of a recent
student is one of a hundred or more valued by Mr, Groff,
showing the high grade of success he has had for twelve
years

The Schoal now has to offer an unrivalled school plant
and equipment—

Groff Country School

cated. Mailed, together with our illustrated cata-
logue, upon request.
JOHN G. MacVICAR, A.M., 3 Waroen Puace, Montciam, N. J.

Deal Beach, New Jersey

having purchased “*Kildvsart," the magnificent estate
of the late Daniel O'Day, of the Standard Oil Company,
on the New Jersey Coast,

’N choosing a school for your boy you place
character and scholarship foremost in your
requirements. So do we in selecting boys for

The Peddie Institute

OUR AIMIS:'"The Best Boys' Schoolin America"’

¥ We have an endowed school with an enviable record in fit-

ting boys for eollege and for life ; a strong faculty of snccess-

ful experience he plendid enthusiasm among our 260 boys, |
Locntion nine miles from Princéton; region nnsurpassed |

The new location provides not only adequate clus om
and school equipment, but every comfort and ¢ ience
of the most modern home for Summ nd Winter, with
boating (on Deal Lakeé), golf, horseback riding and other
outdoor sports carefully directed

Few boys are stupid, they simply need individual as-
sistance bv able teachers. Here timid boys are en
cournged, bright boys are interested and backward hoys
are made capable of quicker advancement. Each boy
treated in accordance with his needs, No grades or
forms that a boy must fit,

Separate department for boys

Enroliment is )
term begins Sept. 26, Address

8 to 14 Years,

JOSEPH C. GROFF (A.B, and Class 1893, U.S.N.A.),
228 West 72nd Street, New York—

or health. Fine equipment. Sixty acres campus, athletie
field, gymnasinm_ with indoor traek and swimming pool.
Wellappointed Iaboratories, library of 9000 volames,
abservatory, musenm.

T We pﬂ-prnra- for all colleges, law, medical and engineering

schools, Thorongh business course, Music.
¥ Rates $400. Lower schiool for boys 11 to 14 rs. Forty- or ** Kildysart,” Deal Beach, N. J.
LI NS REpE, A1, 1WA CHmETE AR 744 Calumbus, X. Y., or 1620 Deal Reaek, N, 4.

booklets sent |
i Phunes

Box 9-1i, Hightatown, §. J.

on reguest.
LI.. W, BWETLAND, A, 9., Prineipal,

WASHINGTON, D. C.

The Army and Navy Preparatory School.
Select bonrding school for voung men and bovs Thorough
preparation for colleges, scientific schools, Government academies,
Speclal courses. New buildings. Athletic grounds; new gymna
sium, Catalogue
E. Swavery, Prin., 107 Connecticut Ave,, Wasmixorox, D, C,

NATIONAL CATHEDRAL SCHOOL FOR BOYS |

An Episcopal country school occupying its beautiful new
home. Prepares {or Colleges and Universities. Bishop of Wash-
mgton, Pres. Board of Trustees, For catalogue, address

B, L. Greas, Headmaster,

Box B, Mount 5t. Alban, Wasmmnetox, D C

4 Cloverside School National Park Seminary /

A

*“The Glen School.” For Young Women N

FOR GIRLS Washington, D. C. (Saburbs) g

. § 1 hool for the education of girls by sane N

The Misses Timlow have transferred tf?ectlvi means, College qu:l{ly :.nd variety of ¢wnr'ul.'lc ‘;ullm’! L

\ their school, Cloverside, from Mont- Ll e s R ) mez““;’e:;“lm-“ Sasora st
Dz - x ¢ whole . Tru -] B

ir:  clair, N. ]., to Washington, D. C. panionable, usefu) womanhood,  Academic Studies, Music, | &

= = e Art, Literature, Sclence, Clﬂu\. Secretarial Course al !

i+ The Capital affords unique opportunitics Domestic Science, A village of school buildings in a park of

- romantic beauty. Every fa or study, T -1 &

for culture and education. ution, qubs?e n}r I.I'IEd wnlerqn'ul: ;eris;cld m!i::lz:. r\t":'!rfo »
: The School Course prepares for college, i S R e 2 1, Pareat Glen, Md by
but lays special stress on advanced work in liter- ph = )

ature, psychology, ethics, history of art, logic and eco-
nomics, equivalent to part of a college course.
endeavor is to teach the relative values of life and to

develop poise and character.  Address for catalogue
Miss Elizabeth Timlow, Principal, 1600 Scott Circle

Washington, D. C.

HARPER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER.



overlooking Dupont Circle

Washington advantages.

g:'ldulm. General and Special Courses. Department o
ence,

Outdoor Sports.
EDWARD W, THHONPSON, Prin., 1601 ©

SCHOOLS &

COLLECES.

WASHINGTON, D. C. (continued).

|

Yorr

Anldell School for Girls and Young Women

Located in a charming park of ten acres.  Surrounded by

and within easy reach of the many and varied educational

itutions for which Washington is famed.
I“E:_"ultured instructors; delightful home life; refined asso-
ciations ; socinl advantages wholesome. Preparatory, Cer
tificate and College Courses, Music, Art, Elocution, and
Domestic Sclence. Literature on request. Address
¥. MENEFEE, Presldent, Washington, . C.

WASHINGTON SEMINARY.
A beautiful home, refined associates, thorough instruction.
Academic and Special Courses, Certificate admits to college. Cult-
ure class for Post-Graduates, offering advanced English, Civics,
Ethica, Music, Art, Languages. Travel Class. Gymnastum. Tennis
Mr. and Mrs, G. T. SuarLrwoon, Prim:-i&uk.
210309 S Street, Wasuinoton, D. C,

MISS MADEIRA’S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS.

Cullege Preparatory and certificate privilege to Vassar, Smith
and Wellesley. Complete academic course for pupils not going t
college. Two years' advanced course for High Schoal graduates
Music and art, Gymnasium and athletics.

Miss Lucy MapEmra, 1330 roth 5t., Wasmmworon, D. C.

THE COLONIAL SCHOOL FOR GIRLS.

Gmduating and elective courses, Preparation for College and Euro-
pean travel. Two months of resident study in Florida, Music,
Art, Languages, Expression. Individual instruction, Advantages
of the Capital fully utilized. Out-of-door recreation and sports_
Miss Cuarvorre CritresveEy Evemerr, Principal
1725 Connecticut Ave.,, Wasmxaron, D, C.

THE MISSES EASTMAN’S SCHOOL.

Boarding and Day School for Girls,
Opens October 3.
1305 17th Street, Wasmnaron, D. C.

NATIONAL CATHEDRAL SCHOOL
for Girls. Fireproof Building. Park of 40 acres, Unrivalled
advantages in music and art, Certificate admits to College.
Special Courses.
The Bishop of Washington, President Board of Trustees.
Mrs. Bamnovr Warkesr, M A, Principal.
Mt. St. Alban, Wasmixaron, D, C,

BELCOURT SEMINARY.
Home and day school for girls,

leading to diploma, col

Certificate admits to college,

Unexcelled location. Cours
repamtory, and special courses
Exceptional opportunities in Music
Art, Expression, and Lan es, Socinl and educational ad
vantages of the Capital utdoor sports.  Address

Mrs. M, B. SomErvELL, Principal, Wasumnvcron, D, C

FAIRMONT.

A School for Girls,
R r and special courses, Music, Art, Expression,
tion for foreign travel. Playground adjoining.
Columbia Heights, Wasminaron, D, C,

Prepara-

GUNSTON HALL.
A beautiful Coloninl Home School for Young Ladies.
trated catalogue,
Mrs. Bevenney R. Masow, Principal,
Miss E. M. Cuarx, LL A, Associate Principal,
1go Florida

Tl

ve,, N. W,, Wasamoron, D, C.

St. Margaret’s Boarding and Day School
for Girls, General and Elective Courses. Kindergarten Depart-
ment. Special attention given to foundation work, Girls ad-
mitted to Boarding Department at eight years,
Misses Lirrmvcorr and Baxsr, Principals,
2115 California Avenue, WasHixoTON,

D, C.

LAISE-PHILLIPS SCHOOL FOR GIRLS.

College Preparatory, Academic, and Elective Courses. Advance
course for high-school graduates, Art, Music. Mrs. J. Svuvests
Puiiiies, Principal. 1619 Connecticut Avenue, Wassnincton, D, C

FOR SCHOOL ADVERTISING RATES,

address Harrrr's Macaziveg, Franklin Sq., New York City.

SEMI

For Young Women

Located in the finest residential section of the National Capital,

Delightful school life combined with

Two yenrs' course for Wigh School

f i»-u;h-

Musie, Elocution, Arts and Crafts, Madern Languages.
Sight-seeing each week, $500-$600 a year.

Ave., Washlag DOy

ik

( COLLEGE AND SEMINARY
A Home School for Young Ladies, Music, Art, Elocution, an
Domestic Science. Campus of 11 acres. Golf and other outdoo
sports. Healthful location at Chevy Chase, '’ Suburb Beautiful,
Artesian water, Mr, and Mrs. 5. N, Bankrw, Principals.
Drawer 841, WasmincTon, D, C.

BRISTOL SCHOOL FOR GIRLS.

Separate French Residence. Special, Prepamtory, Academi
and two years' Colleginte Courses. Athletic and pleasure grounds
Music, Art, Dramatics, Drawing-room Deportment, Foreig
Travel, Capital advantages. Location high and heathful-
park of three acres.  Miss Avice A, Bristor, Principal.

Mintwood Place and roth Street, Wasmxcran, D. C.

| HAMILTON SCHOOL.

OPPOSITE THE WHITE HOUSE,
its, Write for catalogue,
Mrs. Puene Hammnton Seaproor, Principal,
yette Sq., Wasmxcron, D. C.

THE STUART SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
and Young Ladies. Miss CLavpia Stvanrt., Principal,
1756—1758-1760~1762 Columbia Road, Wasmixoron, D. C.

For Girls and Youn

VIRGINIA.

AUGUSTA MILITARY ACADEMY.

(ROLLER'S BCHOOL,) In the famous Shenandoah Valley.
A eountry school with modern equi t. Electric lights.
Steam hent, Gymnasium, containing bowling alley, swimming

. eto, Eleerivmed instructors, 36 vears of succesaful work

'or entalog, address

Fort Derasce, Va.

HARPER'S

MAGAZINE

RANDOLPH-MACON ACADEMY.

For Boys and Young Men. Fits for college, scientific school
or business. « Worl by over 3o colleges and universities
Beautiful and bealthful location. Athletic grounds; gymnasium
Terms only $230. No extras, For catalogue, address

E. Suvmrer Surri, Prin.,

Brorors Crry, Va,

ADVERTISER.



SCHOOLS & COLLECES.

VIRGINIA (continued).

Sweet Briar College

Sweet Brilar, Va.

A for Women, of the grada of Vassar, Wellesley,

Smlﬂa Bryn Mawr. Fnur years of collegiate and two yn;:
ratory work are given. Located in the foothilis of the

Blue llmmll.llu on an estate of 3000 acres. The bulldlnp

the conditions for health are
Ou Suulhum Rl.llmd. south of Washington. Fifth year opens
Sept. 20th, 1810, Catalogue and views sent upon application.

DR. MARY K. BENEDICT, President, Box 100
LEACHE-WOOD SEMINARY FOR GIRLS.

One hour's sail from Old Point Comfort. Delightful home, Aca.
demic and Special Courses. Native French Teacher, Art and Music,
Rates $3235. Miss A, D, WesT, Principal, NowrroLg, Va

HOLLINS INSTITUTE.

Founded 1842, A college for voung women.
and Preparatory Courses. Music, Art, etc. Located in Valley of
Virginin, sooacres. Seven miles north of Roanaoke, Inv igorat-
mgi mountain climate. For catalogue, address

Miss MatTy L. Cocke, President,

College, Elective

Box 3o1, Houvuins, Va.

44th Year. For Girls and Young Women.
jop— Besutifully and healthfully located in B
Ludlﬂ famous Valley of Virginla ‘: Natural
Bridge, in a section noted for its natural scenery and
wonderful winter climate. Flevation 196 fecet. Pure.
beacin mountain  air, Outdoor life in extensive
zmnml‘s. Tennis, basket ball, boating, riding and driv-
ing. tobogpaning. skating, etc., undsr trained Director.
Bntnbll. health record. Not aserious case of illness §
in many ﬂenn. E;-r: catulogue for pnrm; Ars,
100000 equipment ispmest school
3 The 5: llDI bullding inthe State.” University special-
ists. Students from thirty states and foreign countries. High-
est Standard College Preparatory and Finishing. Full courses
of one and two years for high school graduntes. Lower schoal f
wirls 9 to 14. Art. Elocution. Conservatoryadvantages in Music
TIIQ HOIIIE“—*-] or decades this institution has made the girl j.

] realize that she has in it real

g = giving her home and
{f Home Life in the Modern School, ji7ing her home and §
M Ieft, freedom of association with faculty and students and per-
i sonal attention to her whole lie, to health, manners and character,
B as well as to mind, the whole aim being to make her the finest §
d wonian. Handsowe Catplogue and Book on the Home Life Free.
Two railroads,  Rate §200.00. Opens Sept. #9th. -

d an bunthern ﬁrmhmr:. Box 806, nm-g. \ |.n.,\ n.

FAUQUIER INSTITUTE.

For Young Ladies, The sist session begins Sept. 213, 1010,
Situated in Piedmont region of Virginia, 55 miles from Washing-
ton. A limited and thorough home school.” Rates, $200 upward,
Catalogue on request.

NeLuie V. Burieg, Principal.

Box 13, WarrexTox, Va,

SOUTHERN FEMALE COLLEGE. !
48th year, Anideal College Home, after highest
Virginin standards, Social training. Five build-
ings. Gymnasium. Regular and special courses.
Music, Art, Elocution. $2300 to $300. ARTHUR
Kvyie Davis, A M. Box 201, PeTERsnURG, Va.

STUART HALL.

Pormerly Virginia Female Institute,

Church School for Girls in Blue Ridge Mountains, Intermediate
[md College Preparatory. New Gymnasium and Infirmary,  67th

sion, Unusual advantages in Music. Address

Maria Puvoreton Duvai, Principal,

HAMPTON COLLEGE.

Classical School for Girls and Young Ladies.
ride by electric car from Old Point (umror:
cate. For further particulars, address

Miss Frrcuerr,

STAUNTON, Va,

Ten minutes’
College certifi-

Haypron, Va

THE DANVILLE SCHOOL.

For Boys.  Splendid op rlumt\ to prepare for University
or Technical School, Health ]Ir\u.ltmn Fine buildings ; modern
equipment. Increasing sttendance. Board and Tuition, $3c0
a year, Write at once for illustrated catalogue giving ?
information,

W Horumes Davis, A B,, Headmaster, Box 108, DaxviLre Va,

MARY BALDWIN SEMINARY.

For Young Ladies. Term begins Sept, 8th,
doah Valley of Vimginia, 206 students from 33 States past
seasion, Terms Moderate, Enter any time, Send for catalogue.

Miss E. C. Wemar, Principal. v

a,

1910. In Shenan.

BTAUNTON,

WE WILL INSERT

your school advertisement in a space of this size, seven lines,
at the following rates: one time, eight dollars and seventy- nw
cents; three times, eight dollars and thirty-one cents each in-
sertion] twelve times, seven dollars each m.srr'.ton

Harrer & Brothers, New ‘umu

~ Virginia College

For Young Ladies. ROANOKE, VA.

0 ns Sept, 20th, 1910, Oneof the leadingSchoaols §
dem bulldlnga

n the South,
(_umpu* of tenacres. Located in Valley of
—~ == Virginia, famed
for health and
beauty of scenery.
Elective, Pre-
paratory and

‘ollege Cours-
es. Music, Art,
Expression,
| Domestic Sci-
ence, under the
| direction of Euro-
pean and Ameri-
can  instructors.
Students from 32
| States, For eata-
8 logue, address

‘lc\'.l"l'll\. 1". HA R“.l"i, President, Roanoke, Va,
Mrs. Gertrude Hurris Boatwright, Viee Pres,

HARPEI'S MAGAZINE

BOWLING GREEN SEMINARY.

Rates, $167.50. 44th vear. Special advantages af lowest rales,

In a beautiful and historic Virginia town. Strong faculty, Cer-
tificate to colleges. Phenomenal health. Sports. Opens Sept.
agth. Catalogue.
Rev. C. K. MiLrican, A.B
H-’;\’. 454, B(‘I“Ll‘u. (mrp\' \a

Staunton Military Academy
An Ideal Home School for Manly Boys

F70 Boys from U5 Stales last sesrion,
Largest Private Academy in the
South. Boya from 10 Lo 20 years old
prepared for the Universities, Gov-
ernment Academies, or Business,
1,600 feet abo ve ses-level; pure,
dry, bracing mountain alrof the
famous Shenandoah Valley, Pure
mineral spring waters, Military
training develops obedience,
health, and manly carriage. Fine
shady lawns, gvmnasium, swime-
ming pool and athletie park. Daily
drills. Boys from homes of refine-
7/ ment only desired. Personal individ-
ual instroction by our Tutorial
System. Academy fifty ;em
old. hm $100,000 hurnu.‘kn full equipment, absolute]
proof. §360, Hand catalogue free, Ad tua

I:IPTM m H. KABLE, A. M., PRINCIPAL, STAUNTON, VA.

ADVERTISER.
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COLLECES.

~ MARYLAND.

View Across the Campus

The Tome School
for Boys

An Endowed Preparatory School
Its Endowment makes possible:

A Faculty of university men who are
specialists in their departments,

An enrollment limited to boys of high
character.

School buildings and grounds represent-
ing an investment of $1,500,

Swimming Pool, Gymnnninm,
Athletic Fields, Golf Links, Quarter Mile Track,
Batting Cage, Tennis Courts,

A completely equipped Loawer School for
Little Boys. Tuiton $700,
Elaborately sllustrated Book on Request,
Tuomas Stocknas Baker, Ph.D., Port Deposit, Md.

lebatelatatabalotalabebtabotstadstalatabatobelebatalebed shabadadbetatatatelsbedelalo s bshd e b

KEE MAR COLLEGE.

For Women. Modern buildings, eampus of ten acres, in the
beautiful Cumberland Valley., Prepamatory, Collegiate, and
Special Courses, with unusual advantages in Art and Music.
$300 & year. Por illustrated catalogue, addresa

8. M. Newsmawn, D.D,, President Hacerstows, Md.

Edgcworth Boarding and Day School.
For Girls.
The 48th yvear begins Thursday, September 29, 1010.
Mrs, H. P. Lerenvan, -‘
Miss E D. Huxypry, § Principals.
12z and 124 \\, Franklin Street, BavTivore, Md,

NOTRE DAME OF MARYLAND.

College for Women and Preparatory School for Girls,. Regular
and Elective Courses., Extensive grounds. lI:-:.u:r,n TTSUT-
passed. Suburbs of Baltimore, Spacious buildings, completely
equipped, Beautiful new building with capacity for 5o addi-
tional students ready in 191e, Conducted by School Sisters of
Notre Dame, Charles Street Avenue, BatTivore, Md,

MARYLAND COLLEGE—1853-1910,

Por Women, Baltimore Suburbs Washington advantages.
Prepamtory and College, Two years’ course for high-school gradu-
at . A B, and Lit.B. Degrees. Elocution: Art; School of Music.
New Pipe Org Healthful Climate. Beautiful Campus, Out-
x}m.r Sports. Elegant Sun- Parlor., Non-sectarinn. Catalogue,

Cuarres Westey Gartacuer, DD, Box B, Lutnesviiie, Md.

THE LIVINGSTON SCHOOL,

of Kingston, N. Y., removed to the Green Spring Valley, Md,, is

now known as THE GARRISON FOREST SCHOOL. oarding

department limited to h'\ for girls from six to sixteen years.

I'{‘Ll(l]f\l] country surroundings five milea from Baltimore., For

catalogue, address Miss Mary Moxcuerrr LiviNosTox,
Pikesvitie P. O, Md. (Until Sept, 2oth at Ogunqguit, Me.)

A COUNTRY HOME SCHOOL
FOR YOUNG BOYS.
n of Chesapeake Bay, Easily reached via Balto,
althful climate. A wholesome life under per-
experienced teacher, Small classes,
._p':nr‘_d: r boys needing special atte m. on. Address

H Barramp, Ph.D,, Box 4, Sta, B, Batmivore, Md.

TENNESSEE.
BUFORD COLLEGE.

Select home college for the higher culture of women Limited
to 100, Ideal suburban location. Thorough College course (_(m—
servatory ndvantages in Art, Music, and E xpression Univers
Bible Course., Non-seclarian ']trl'l opens September 15, 1970,
Write for year-book A. Mr. E. G. Burorp, Hegent,

Mrs, E. G. Burorn, l’r\std:m NasuviLLe, Tenn

~ WEST VIRGINIA.
ALLEGHANY COLLEGIATE INSTITUTE.

Rates, $187.50. For younsz men and women. Military and out-
door life for young men, Boating, etc. In beautiful Greenbirier
Valley. Lower school also, $ao scholarship to first student
from each state. Strong faculty, Opens September 29,

Rev. L. §; Suirzs, A.B.

Box so4. Arbersox, W. Va.

WARD SEMINARY.

Por Girls and Young Women, 46th vear nary and Spe-
cial Courses C_ﬂllﬂ{-: preparation. Conservatory of Music 175
Boarding Pupils, Complete appointments, City advantages

Outdoor sports. Delightiul climate, For catalog, address
J. D. Braxrox, LL.D,, President, NASHVILL r, Tenn

Tennessee Military|j
Instltute Shresce

A school of national patronage. On maln !
line of Southern Ry, in mountaing of East Ten
nessee, fhe Switseriand of America, Most
bealthal climage in 1, 5. 35 states represented
past session.  New buildings, up-to-date equip
ment.  Steams  heat, electric lghts, running

er from fine spring In every room. Cym
m. bowling alleys, athletic field, campus
of 45 acres. Enmampments V maountain,
practice marches, cavalry Individual
instruction Prepares for Co Govern
ment Academies or Husiness Soclal  sur
roundings kdeal.  Oine of the modt suceessful
military s<hionls in the Souh

Ferms. board anil tuition, full session, §300
For lustrated catalogue, addness

Cal. 0, C. HULVEY, Saperintendont.

WE WILL INSERT

your school advertisement in a space of th
the following rates: one time, eight dollars
three times, eight dollars and thirty « ¢
twelve times, seven dollars each inser

Hanrer & Bunrm'us New Yorg,

s nize, seven lines, at
nd seventy-five cents;
! cents each insertion)

1t1m§’burg éemmary
G],nnserhatory of Mlusic

For Birls and Poung Lavies

Modern buildings, fine equipment, gymnasium.
Large campus, eli htful climare, health record
unsurpassed, Elective, academic, college
courses. Music, Art, Expression. Euro nﬂ
and American instructors. For catalogue addres:

LEWISBURG SEMINARY, Lewisburg, W. ‘Va.

HARPER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER.
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CALIFORNIA,

NORTH CAROLINA.

- California, Los Angeles.

Harvard School
FOR BOYS (Military)

Boarding ond doy pupils.

Fits for college and business. Fine
Bulldings, Fourteen Masters,
Chemical and Physical Laborn-
tories. Muachine Shops for Manual
U'raining. Ten - acre campus.
Cement Tennis Courts. Quarter-
mile track and 220-yard straight-
away. TwoGymnasiums. Shower
Baths, Indoor Rifle Range.

L. 8. Army Officer detailed by
the Secretary of War,

(Send for ilnstroted cotalogus,)

Prin., GRENVILLE C. EMuRY, LinD.,
Late Master in the Hoston Latin Schoal,

GIRLS" COLLEGIATE SCHOOL.
Nineteenth year begins September 2oth.
amid ideal surroundings."
UPPER SCHOOL, girls above seventh
admits to all es. Domestic Science,
nasium. Limited number resident gum'ls.

**An ideal school

le, Certificate
usic, Art, Gym-
Miss Parsoxs and Miss Denwew, Principals,
LOWER SCHOOL, girls below eighth grade,

Thoroughly
graded  schoal,

betinning  with kindergarten, fitting girla for

the *‘Upper School.” Music, Art, Gymnasium. Children
admitted to home department,

Miss Tuomas and Miss Moscrove, Principals
Adams and Hoover Sts., Los Awaeres, Cal.

MISS ALLEN'S SCHOOL
For Nervous and Backward Children,
Fifteenth year opens Sept. 8,
1336 Constance Street, Los Axceres, Cal,
e

SOUTH CAROLINA.

Asheville School

Located in the Mountains of North Carolina
near Asheville.

The following is a statement of its most important features:

1. The school is situated in the most healthful region east of
the Mississippi River, in a climate giving the largest opportunity
for outdoor life.

2, The grounds contain seven hundred ncres of land, pro-
viding fields for sports, ponds, streams, woods and hills, g
land was selec not only with regard to its usefulness, but also
for the beauty of its surroundings,

3. The buildings were constructed especially for school pur-
poses and are thoroughly sanitary,

4. The courses of study, though broad, are consistent, and
give the best prepamtion to bays who desire to enter any college
or technical school or to go into business,

5, The teachers are college graduates, chosen for their fitness
to instruct and care for boys,

6,  The boys are under the constant care and charge of the
principals and of their families.

Last September seven graduates entered Cornell, four Yale,
two Princeton, two Willinms, two Amberst, two Case, one Har-
vard, one University of Michigan,

Present students are from Massachusetts, Connecticut, New
York, Pennsylvania, Ohio, Indiana, Illinois, Michigan, Virginia,
North Carolina, South Carolina, Georgia, ﬂo'riJ:! Louisiana,
Tennessoe, Kentucky,

Recently a large building has been erected, and therefore fifty
more pupils can be received.

Copies of the Year-Book, giving a full description of the schoal,
will be mailed upon application,
ADDRESS

Headmaster, Asheville School
Asheville, N. C,

E‘
KENTUCKY.

COLLEGE FOR WOMEN.

Grants the degreesof A B and A M. rtmentsof Music, Art,
Domestic Science, ete. Well-equip unildings, Out-of-door
exercise, Beautiful Jocation, Catalogue on roquest. Address

E. E. McCuntock, A B,, President,

Box C, Corvmnia, S, C,

De:
d b

ASHLEY HALL.

A Home and Day School for Girls. Well-equipped Colonial
house in extensive grounds, Thorough prepamtion for all lead-
ing Colleges; graduating courses in Science, History, Languages,
Musie, Art, and Elocution, Able faculty, including native
French teacher,

Healthful climate; good gymnasium; outdoor sports all the
Year, Addreas

Miss Mauy Vauonmve McBee, M.A., Principal,

Cuanrestox, S. C,
e ———————————————

FLORIDA.
FLORIDA MILITARY ACADEMY.

Located in' a famous health resort. Perfect
health record. Bracing climate. NO SALOONS,
No factories. Personal attention to boys’ com-
fort and pleagsure. The table is fine! No hame-
sickness. Trined specialists thoroughly pre.
re our boys for college and business, Cadets
rom 13 states. Body-boilding military drill
Kindly discipline. Full athletic features
Write for catalogue.
Col. Gro, W, Hurvey, Sunt.,
Box A, Grerx Cove Semivas, Fla.
(Near Jacksonville )

SCIENCE HILL SCHOOL.

An English and Classion! School for Girls, College Preparatory
course with certificate privileges at Wellesley, Vassar, Smith, and
other colleges. 85 vears of successful work, College-trained
teachers,  Superior advantages in music,

Mrs. W, T. Povntar, Principal.

WHAT SCHOOL ?
For assistance in the selection of a suitable school. address
Instruction Department, Hanprr's Macazive, N, Y

Susrnyvire, Ky.

e

e

—_— e —— _..—-:-_—-—-_.-—'_a--""-;__'.._}-\

fKentucky Institute \|

The School with a Winter Home in Florida

Boys, do you know the delights of school life in
Flordda?  Of bathing, boating, baseball, tennls, ete
in the middie of January? lo addition to our pern
nent home at Lyndon, Ky., we have winter quarters
on the Indian River, Eau Gallie, . This permits
outdoor training all the year roynd.

To a limited number of boys we offer preparatory
and collegiate conrses; also practical courses in
Civil, Mechanical and Klectrieal Engineering.

The military department is in charge of o U, S
nrmy officer. Rates, including Florida trip, $4860.

v

Bend rnrea'ull_c‘fe; e
Cal € W, FOWLER, Supt., Box 34 Lyndon, Ky,

HARPER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER.
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The Ely School

school,

One of the best - equipped schools for girls in the country., Beauti-
fully located, overlooking Long Islund Sound, 60 minutes from
New York City.
College Preparatory and general course.

choral and sight singing included in every grade.
Domestic Science. Gymnasium.

Building new and specially designed for the

Modeling, drawing,
A Department of

Athletics, Outdoor Sports.

THE NEIDLINGER VOICE SCHOOL

FOR DELAYED OR IMPERFECT SPEECH.
Your child may be taught to talk, on the shore of the beautiful
Mystic River, in an ideal home-school for the summer: with Hght
gardening, manual training, row-boat and motor-boat as adjuncts,
e, all supervised, he may not only be made to talk, but, in
consequence, restored to health,
Write for interview—New York or Mystic—and record of won-
derful results, Limited. Select.
Nrzmuscee Voicr Schoor, Myenic, Conn., May ta Oct.
Onaxce, N, ], Oct, to May.

MISS BAIRD'S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS.
3rth year, Intermediate, College Prepammtory and General
Courses. Superior advantages in Music, Art, and the Languuges.
Gymnasium, The home life is replete with inspiration,
$4 West Avenue, Norwarx, Conn,

The Fannie A. Smith Froebel Kindergarten
and Training School.
We have found the demand for our graduates greater than we
can supply. Ono and two year course. For catalogue, address
Faxnie A, Santa, Principal,
861 Lafayette St., Brinoerorrt, Conn,

LITCHFIELD SCHOOL FOR GIRLS.
Advantages of mnd g::;rlilfe among the Berkshire Hills. Col-
tory rses.
"“F:'l':f—:’faum' Hickox. o Lrreurizrn, Conn.

THE CATHARINE AIKEN SCHOOL for Girls.
Established 1855, Unusual opportunities. Address
Mrs. Hamsunt Beecnen Scovitie Devax, A. B, (Wellesley),

Sramronn, Conn , near New York City.

THE PHELPS SCHOOL FOR GIRLS.
Intermediate, College Preparatory and Special Courses,
attention to development of mind, body and manners.

Limited
to 5. Home atmosphere, Gymnasium, Basket-ball, Tennis, ete.,
For catalogue, address

Miss Frances B, Arwarer, Principal,
Warunarorn, Conn.

Equal

Connecticut Froebel Normal Kindergarten
Primary Training School.

Call prep ory, genernl demic boarding and day school
for gi:ﬁelnd voung ladies. Personal ‘umw;ﬂwm‘ 13th year.
Booklets,  Address

Many C, Miis, Prin., 181 West Avenue, Bunceronr, Conn,

ETH MEAD SCHOOL.
For Girs, One hour from New York City,
Beautiful location, Certificate admits to Vassar,
Wellesley, Smith, or Mt. Holyoke, General and
Special Courses, Number limited,
RGARET R, Brexovixcer, A B., Vassar, Prin,
illside, Nomwarg, Conn,

THE TACONIC SCHOOL FOR GIRLS.

Near beautiful lake in the Berkshire Hills. Separate home for
younger girls. ﬁmmh college prepamtory and special courses,
Golf, tennis, basket-ball boating.

Miss Lintax Dixox, A.B. (Wellesley and Bryn Mawr),

Miss Bertia Baney, BS. (Wellesley),

Laxevicis, Conn,

OXFORD SCHOOL FOR GIRLS.

Fitting for College. General courses, The intelligent nctivity
of mind snd body of each pupil is developed according to her
needs. Outdoor and indoor sports,

Miss M. 1. Brumeos, Headmistress,

Miss M, E, MarTiN, Associate. Haxrrorn, Conn,

WYKEHAM RISE.
A Country School for Girls,

Miss Davies, Principal.
Wasmivoron, Conn,

THE CAMPBELL SCHOOL FOR GIRLS.
(Formerly Hayden Hall,)
A beautiful suburban location. Attmactive home life,
tical work in Domestic Science. Number limited,
A. H. Caurnerr, Ph.D., Principal.
Mrs. A. H. Camprrnir, Associnte Principal
Wixpsor, Conn,

Prac.

INGLESIDE—A SCHOOL FOR GIRLS.
School year begins Tuesday, October 4, 1010,
Mrs., Wu, D. Brack, m‘m_ﬂ:

New .&h;*nn, Litchfield Co., Conn,

MISS BUTTS'S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
Offers a healthful, happy home, with the best advantages for
study and recreation.
Norwicn, Conn.
SCHOOL FOR BOYS.
Near New York City. Modern buildings. New
nasiuin. Athletics. Endowment permits the
t for the reasonable rxt!x-nse of $1s0.
Raulls;;\;.‘.l:lx‘urn. AM,, Prin,

>, Connecticut Lhcmry Institution,
SvrrieLp, Conn,

HARPER'S MAGAZINE

SAINT MARGARET'S SCHOOL.
College Preparatory and Diploma Courses. Thirty-sixth year,
Modern Equipment, g
Miss Emiry Garoxer Muxmo, A M., Principal,
Warersury, Conn,

PARK AVENUE INSTITUTE.
A home school for boys,
soth year,
C&dl-.-:sw or business,
tal .
SpTn E Joxus, A M., Principal.

Bringeronrt, Conn,
ADVERTISER.
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CONNECTICUT (continued).

Founded A.D.I1794.

ensy reach of Noew Haven.
charncter, Colloge Preparatory and general

CHESHIRE SCHOOL

Situated on high ground in the most beautiful and healthful section of Central Connecticut, within
Course of instruction calculated

FOR
BOYS
CHESHIRE, CONN.

to develop equally every phase of the boy's
ppl ted by a well-directed physical training.
and itary fe thr {

All bulldings are equip

1 with modern conv
history and catalogue of the school will be gent on request,

PAUL KLIMPKE, M. A, (Yale), Hendmaster.

An i1l

RUMSEY HALL.

A school in the country for young boys, where they are pre-
r.red to enter secondary schools without conditions, Write
jor catalogue to the

HuapMASTER, =
Couxwatri, Conn.

THE RIDGE SCHOOL.
Founded by WILLIAM GOLD BRINSMADE, In the high-
Iands of Litchfleld County, A home school for older boya
Limited to twenty, A large faculty enables us to give partic-
ular attention to each boy, Booklet on request,
Wasimtinaron, Conn,

STAMFORD PREPARATORY SCHOOL.

A schoaol which offers to boys the refining influences of home
lifo, The cottage system. Only five boys taken in each house,
Boys of the highest character only are receiv The certifi-
cate of this school admits to almost all leading colleges, All
Athletics, Catalogue,

Arvrrep C, Ronient, Director.

THE SANFORD SCHOOL.

On a well-stocked farm of 350 acres. Rich out-of-door expe-
rienoes, not merely athletics. fnr!i\-irlunl attention under experi-
encod teachers, orough preparation for all ogen. A sume-
mer session for candidates for September examination,

D, S, Saxromp, A M., Headmaster,

Box A, Ridgewold, Reppmve Rmar, Conn,

Stamronrn, Conn.

THE PHILLIPS EXETER ACADEMY.

;’mth year opens September 21, 1010,
or catalogue and views, address
Hantan P, Aurx, Principal,

Exerer, N, H.

A PRIVATE SCHOOL

should advertise in a business-like and dignified manner, Tor

rates, address Harrer's Macazixe, New York, N. Y.

Education is costly,
+50, This school develops manliness,
builds character, trains mind and
body at the formative time of a boy's
ife, Military system, judicious ath-
letics, preparation for ( West
Point, Annapolis, or business,
ears  under same management.
I Summer Camp, $i10,000 expended
recently in improvements. Our five books free,
Col. ELmer E, Fruxci, s-15 Seminary Hill, WesT Lenaxox, N.H,,
on the Connecticut River, 4 miles from Dartmouth College.

14

HOLDERNESS SCHOOL FOR BOYS.

Prepares for Colleges and Technical Schools. Ranks with the |
highest-grade schools of New England, yet by reason of endow- !
ment the tuition is moderate. A new bhuilding was opened last

“?lrév. Lomix Wesstes, L.H.D., Rector.
PI..'I'_I-I:G_E‘E _N _H_ 3
THE STEARNS SCHOOL FOR BOYS. |

Situated in the picturesque hills of southern New Hampshire, |

pri
| Athletic field. The endowment perniits Jow cost

KIMBALL UNION ACADEMY.

. High elevation in one of the most attractive sections of the
New Hampshire Mountains, Experienced instructors, Certificate
vileges, New and separate dormitories for girls and boys.
$a00. Address

CrarLes ALDEN Tracy, Principal,
Mrmipen, N. H

THE COLBY ACADEMY.
In the New Hampshire Hills, Altitude 1350 feet. Strong
!.n,m.;ll)‘. Callege certificate. Prepares for technical schools or

res for Phillips-Andover and other leading schools. Boys
live in cottages with princi and ters. Gy i and |
a ie field. Address |

ArTuux P, Stearxs, Principal,
7 Main St., MoxTt Verwox, N. H. |

G . Athletic field. A separate department
f‘or young ;m’n House mother, Endowment. Every expense
syth year,

18a,
JusTin O, Werrman, A.B., Principal. New Loxpow, N. H.

—————

VERMONT.

RHODE ISLAND.

VERMONT ACADEMY. Y
In the foothills of the Green Mountains, Superb location.
Tdeal school for the wholesome training and thorough education
of %. Special attention to life in the open. Table supplied
from the schoo} farms. {
Groror B, Lawsox, A.M., Principal.
Saxtoxs Rives, Vi,

MOSES BROWN SCHOOL.

Urrer ScuooL.—Thorough preparation for college and tech.
nical school,

Lower Schoor.—Special home care and training for younger
boys, For catalogue and infor i address
Sere K. Gurrokn, Ph.D., Principal,

Provinesce R, I,

MAINE.

—

WE WILL INSERT

Your school advertisement in a space of this size, seven lines, at

the following rates: one time, eight dollars and seventy-five cents;

three times, cight dollars and

twelve times, seven dollars each inser
Harrer &

tion,
Brotuess, New Yore. |

HARPER'S MAGAZINE

 THE ABBOTT SCHOOL FOR BOYS.

Offers the natural sttmactiveness of the Rangeley Lake region,
Five-year record—every new pupil with one exception has regis-

L 1 1 | tered for the second year, Nintn Yrak opens Wednesday, Sept.
thirty-one cents each insertion: | s;8th.

Tuition, $700. Address
Groror Dupiey Caunce, Headmaster,
Fammincron, Me.

ADVERTIBER.
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sl OI:IIO.
CINCINNATL_CONSERVATORY of MUSIC

Miss Clara
Instructs, trains and educates after the best methods of Fore-

most Eu
of the

voted to music in Ame
enter at any time,

Highland Ave., Oak St. and Burnet Ave.,

1867

Direclress.

ESTABLISHED
Baur,

Conservatories. The faculty numbers some
ng Musicians and Artists of today.

ELOCUTION MUOSIC LANGUAGES
Location ideal with respect to home ecomfort and luxurious
surroundings,

The most mm&culy equipped buildings de-
and resident students may
Hlustrated (.a:alngm: FREE.

MISS CLARA BAUR
Cincinnati, O,

THE H. THANE MILLER SCHOOL for Girls.

Limited in numbers. College preparatory and advanced
coursed. Special advantages in Langunges, Literature, History,

Music and Art. Preparation for Foreign Tmavel Address
Mrs, E. P, S. Mnrux, or
Mim E, Lovise Parry, A M.,

Lenox Place, Avondale, CincixNaTL, Ohio,

THE BARTHOLOMEW-CLIFTON SCHOOL.

For Girls, An attractive home department for a limited num-
ber of resident pupils. Prepares for the best colleges, Advanced
course for High School Graduntes. Music, Art, Languages.

Miss E, A. ELy, A M., and Miss M, F. Sarti, Principals,

E\'rmr\wmn!‘ Clifton, CrvcinvnaTi, Ohio,

GLENDALE COLLEGE. v,

s7th year begins September 2mst. The location in one of
Cincinnati's most beautiful suburts, with the ample equipment
and liberal courses, makes this school especially waluahle to
YOung women,

Misa R, J. DeVorn, President,
(‘.| ENDALE, (thn

HARCOURT PLACE SCHOOL FOR GIRLS,

Preparatory and special courses, Music, Healthful location in
a beautiful college town. Buildings modern and surrounded by
extensive grounds for outdoor recreation For catalogue, nddress
Miss Muawin, Principal,
Ohio,

GGasniew,

OHIO MILITARY INSTITUTE.

High, beautiful location. Military drill subordinate to academic
work. Lower Scuootl ror Youncek Bovs, Certificate ndmits to
colleges. Athletics. A. M. Hexsmaw, Com'd'"t

Box 1z, Correne HiLt (near (?tm-inmui]_ Ohio.

UNIVERSITY SCHOOL.

For educational purposes, not for profit., Offers exceptional
opportunities in the preparation of boys for collspe or business;
stromg faculty; shops for manunl t 1ing; mthletic field, gy
nasium, swimming pool, running trock, bowling alleyvs. Locs
finest in the city il"-lr catalogue, address

HAR!\' A. Peters, Prin., 7123 Hough Ave,,

WE WILL INSERT

your school advertisement in a space of this gize, soven I
the following mtes: one time, eight dollars and seventy-five
three times, eight dollars and thirty - one cents each :rs-enwn.
twelve times, seven dollars each insertion

I!uﬂ'rn & l!anmru \Pw Youx.

MIAMI MILITARY INSTITUTE.

At instance of War Department now being enlarged so per cent,
Thorough college eparntory and courses leading to degrees,
Omvox Guarr Brown, M. A., President,
Box 38, GeErMAaxtown, Ohlo (near Dayton).

Crevataxp, Ohio.

MICHIGAN.

DETROIT UNIVERSITY SCHOOL.

Preparatory and Manual Training School for Boys, New build-
ings, dormitory, shops, laboratories, gymnasium, swimming pool,
nthlt_lic field. Exce ptionally strong faculty. College certificates ac-

epted. Calendar u application. Those addressing SecrETARY,
:{- !'lmml Av,, lg TrorT, Mich., will receive illustrated book,

THE DETROIT HOME AND DAY SCHOOL.

Established 1898
irty I"ﬂ‘(l?l"j in the school family, Preparos for College.
Well-equipped gymmasium and laboratories for physics, chemis-
try. and domestic science.

The Misse= Licorrr, Principals Dyereorr, Mich,

INDIANA.

HOWE SCHOOL

Howe, Indiana
A TEACHER FOR EVERY TEN BOYS

Every Boy Recites
Every Lesson
Every Day

Graduates admitted to leading
colleges on certificate.
Estate of 150 ncres,

8 VFine Buildings. Thorough
sanitation.
Healthful country life. All

nthletic sports. Heautiful lakes.
Separate School
for Younger Boys

For illustrated catalogue, ad
dress

The Rev. J. HL McKENZIE, Rector, Box 2.

HARPER'S MAGAZINE

KNICKERBACKER HALL.

A School for Girls. Classed among the very best sc hoo'l- in the
country. College Prepamtory, Genemnl and Spe .‘.\. Courses
Certificates admit to rn-l‘m_ l\"ﬂl‘xl’"@ U ru.l‘ru\'lvr: al advantages,
lings modermn; ample grounds for outdoor sports.  For cata-
logue, address

Juria Evust Laxozes (Bryn Mawr), Prin.,

Inpiaxarovss, Ind.

TUDOR HALL.

School for Girls, Certificate admits to Vassar, Wellealey, St
Cornell, Mt Holvoke, Special prepamtion for Bryn
Courses in Music, Art, Voice Culture, Household Science. Native
French and German Teachern. Bible study in all departments

Miss FrEpoxia AtLeN, Ph B, (Cornell), Principal

1552 N. Meridian St,, Isptaxarorms, Ind,

WE WILL INSERT

your school advertisement in a space o ia sise. sever
at the following rates: one time, eight dollars and seventv.fiv
cents; three times, cight dollars and thirtyv-one cents each in-
sertion: twelve times, seven dollars each insertion

Hamren & BrotHExs,

New York,

ADVERTIBER.
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I_I.I.}NEI_S._

“3 —
el . An Ideal School for Young Women and Girls. Sound
onticello demin helonbie romeny”churnct snd bodly hooih
are developed by our course of study and school life.
73d Year begins September 29th. Fine modern buildings and a well balanced Course of Study. Depart-

ments,each in charge of trained specialists, for English, Classic and Continental Languages, Science, Mu-
sic, Art, ete. Gymnasium for physical culture. Beautifully shaded Campus with Tennis Courts and Basket Ball Field,

Address MISS MARTINA C. ERICKSON, Principal, Monticello Seminary, Godfrey, II. (1)

TODD SEMINARY FOR BOYS. THE UNIVERSITY SCHOOL FOR GIRLS.

An ideal Home School near Chicago., 6ad year

Nonte Hit, Principal Woobpstock, Il Boarding and Day School,

Lake Shore Drive, Chicago,

GIRTON SCHOOL.

For Girls and Young Women. Ideally located Chicago sub- For prospectus, address
urban school. College preparatory, genernl and finishing courses,
Music, Art, Elocution, Domestic Science, Physical Training, Cer- fiss ANNA R. Hame
tificate admits to Smith, Vassar, Wellesley, Catalogue on request, Miss 4 5 So.SKATER

Fraxcis Kina Cooxe, Principal, S sh S T 1106 Lake Shore Drive, Ciuicaco, IIL

MORGAN PARK ACADEMY THE MISSES SPAIDS SCHOOL FOR GIRLS.
has n notable record for fitting boys for College—Business—Life— College preparatory and finishing courses. Domestic Sclence,
and developing them harmoniously through persomal dnferest, | Music, Certificate admits to leading colleges, Modern equip-
Homedlife with Military Features, Central, healthful location, | ment. Atmosphere of Eastern culture. Catalogue on request.
t4 miles from Chicago U]»c::u Sept. 21, Send forillus. catalogue | Address

and "*Results with Boys,' Miss Kate L, Srains,

Box 5. Morcay Panx, I, 3140 Michigan Boulevard, Curcaco, 111,

NORTHWESTERN MILITARY ACADEMY. FRANCES SHIMER

. A select military and naval school, Student government. | of the University of Chicago. For Girls and Young Women, Col-
Special emphasis on chamcter building and outdoor life. En- | legeand Academic Departments, Music, Art, Domestic Science, Elo-
rollment filled early, References as to character and scholarship | cution, Vocational Courses. Rate $360. Certificate privileges, Gym-

required, Address nasium, All buildings new, s8th year, Three hours from Chicago,
ol, H. P, Davinson, Supt., Catalogue., Address
Hicnraxp Parg, IIL Rev, Wu, P, McKexn, Dean, Box 6o4, Mr, Cannovr, Il1,

SCHOOLS and COLLEGES

will find by comparison that Hamvex's Macazisg, because of its

The Kenwood Institute and
The Loring School for Girls.

high character and universal circulation among people of refine- | fstaw_ Cully;ii:ln;cd at 4600 Ellis Avenue, Chicago,
ment, intelligence, and means, has always printed more School Certificate admits to all colleges for women. Bryn Mawr prepa-

e e ration a specialty, College Preparatory and Special Courses,
and College announcements than any other periodical of similar Unequaled advantages in Music and Art. Handsome residence.
character. For advertising rates and further information, address | offering bath with each bedroom ; tennis and basket-ball courts and
playgrounds, Fall term opens Sept. soth. Catalogue on request,
Hamren & Buotness, Praxxriy Sguane, New York, Stecta Dyer Lormve and Herex D. Lorivg, Principals,
e — e

MISSOURL.

WE WILL INSERT LENOX HALL FOR GIRLS.

your school advertisement in a space of this size, seven lines, Elegant new building just completed in most classical environ.
at the following rates: one time, eight dollars and seventy.five | ment in America College Prepamatory and Advanced Courses,
cents; three times, eight dollars and thirty-one cents each in. | Outdoor sports strong feature. Home life unsurpassed in every
sertion: twelve times, seven dollars each insertion. particular, Address
Hamren & BrotnErs, New Yomrk. Mrs, M. Louse Tromas, 5 t :
University City, St. Lous, Mo,

%!_——______'-—_2—_
GERMANY.
ngatc School for Young Ladies in Berlin. | WILLARD SCHOOL FOR GIRLS.

re German atmosphere. German, French, History, Liter- asth year, German, Freach, Art, Music; History, Litemture,
;"-“"E. Music, Art, Lectures on travel. Physical training. | Foreign travel, College preparation.  Cultivated (ermon home.
Ofegn travel, Highest references in America and Germany. | School party sails with chaperon in Sept, For circular, address
l“"{ sails with chaperon in September. For circular, nddress | Miss Arice H, Luce, Ph.D, (Heidelberg), 27 Luitpold Strasse,
Privlein Hrowio Kuatr, W. Bayerischer Platz 11, Brruw, ] BeruiN, Germany.
ny., American address, 723 Dayton St,, Hamilton, Ohio, | American address, 383 Broadway, Winter Hill, Bosvox, Mass,
6
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SCHOOLS & COLLECES.
WISCONSIN. MINNESOTA.

‘SAINT MARY’S HALL. '

STI Jo H N ,s ! A Bome Sehool for Giris
MILITARY | oo
AcADE MY Catalogue on application

[EPISCOPAL] Miss Camorixe W. Enn Princigal

, Famisavey, Minn,
e —
The School That's Differe -

kocu'!os. Beautiful Wankesha Lake (‘on Thres

re’ ride from Chicago on main line C. M. & MJ’ R.R.
Cl;i. gnxs (.lurllcal « Science, Literary, Manual Training
Al vmmercia
ATHLETICS, Of all kinds, COLORADO.

The School hiasa muonnl reputation.

Send for catalogue. 1f you can, visit the school.

DR. S. T. SMYTHE, President (File C) WOLCOTT SCHOOL.
mu--oﬂu—“.:'l.:‘l'Mw.““h‘i.'mlc."-.hl.ou.:nn. Accredited with Eastern Colleges far Girls.  Catalog on

application,

Dexvenr, Colo,

EUROPE.
MISS MAY’S TRAVEL SCHOOL. | MOTOR. TOUR IN EUROPE.

For girls, Three months' residence, Paris. Three months in Leisurely and Hducational Travel. Experienced chaperon
villa outside Florenice. Two months' travel, French, Italian, | takes small party in her own car, 6o h.p, Mercedes. Sails Sept,
History, Art, Literature, College Preparation. 6th Year. For | 3d. Three months, $1500: five months, $acco; #ix months, to
booklet, address | include Egypt and Greece, $2so0. Address

Mrs. EDwARD SHERWIN, ! Mrs, Kerri Gornox,

88 V I"'\kr Avenue, Dunitaw, \i;vu 11 East Newton Street, lhILTU'\ \!.'us

The Thompson Baldasseroni School of Travel for Girls

The originnl school which first established this type of travel schools and

created the nnme. Ceasing to he the pretext for a mere vacation or for n Outdoor Life

Languages summer extra, European travel becomes the mainspring of a perfect educa Ideal Variety of

History tional instrument, l.oodon, Paris, Florence, Rome, N es, Venice, My >

Hist f Art Nuremberg, Frankfort, Brussels, .u.h! other cities nre visited In four ¢ inct Surrouruﬁng.
ory o I' periods, one of which, of four months' duration, Ut‘\ oted to a thorough inter Cclimate

Piano pretation of European life through residence niversity-trained leaders, ’

Singing Um- fee covers everything. Food, and

HELEN T. SCOTT, Sec’y, Central Ave., Dover, N. H. | Experiences

FRANCE.

COURS DWIGHT. THE VILLA DUPONT SCHOOL.

18 Rue Perpolése, Pans,
‘enth vear. Boarding and Day School for American Girls.
) ) Thorough Instruction in French, Music, and Art. Foreign
Englewood, New Jersey Travel, Preparation for American Collegies
rid Delessert, Paris, France, | Miss Lucy Evmansrn Waire,
| Miss May Lemir, Principals
Miss Mavp Mantiv, y
Address Missa Wmite, 1305 Forest Ave., Evanston, 1L

Five months’ residence and
travel, Highest references.  Addn
Miss L. L. CorLeman, Dwight Ho
Mille. Mamie Inaxyexnr, 3 Boul

in Paris; three months'

F Cmucied by et b Erad soser . o=y | FRENCH SCHOOL FOR GIRLS.

vantages. Highest social references.  Forinformation, apply to French, Music, Singing. Painting. Masters from Conservatoire,
Vicomresse A, pe CHapaxxes LA PAnice (née Patterson), Highest references Family life Madame Parres,
3 Ave. dea Chillets, Passy, Paris, near Bois, 55 rue Jacques Dulud. Neuilly o/ Seine. Doisde Boulogne, PAnts,

UNCLASSIFIED.
School lnfomahon:am*z:r:‘%?-::ﬁfﬁ The Pratt Teachers Agency *X%MA-

Recommends teachers to colleges, public and private schools.
535 Brosdwsy, Wew Vork, or 7875 Masonic 'rompu. cnlc-;-o Advise parenis 4Dont: schools. W, O, Pratt, Mgr.

Nomal SChool L A Two-Year Course, By a T u D ' m.m [

affiliation with the Medical l'm.,
| College and the Sanitarium Correspondence

of exceptional opportunities are
presented for study, for in- Prepares for the bar

3 = vestigation, and for sonal Three Courses ; College,
PhySIca] E(II.ICatlon | development. ]:.’rm’:“rr‘"::fl Post-Graduate and Husiness Law. Nine-
Battle C kK M b | reasonable Unusual oppor- lg::(;t‘ ‘T::a.m::’:i:‘;:f: l':c&mminm
attle Cree ichi tunities for gelf-support. Three ot . v
. igan | competitive scholarships. to the bar of the several states.
Sead for Particulars. Chicage (orrespondence Sehuol of Law
Address WM, W, HASTINGS. Dean. b4l Resper Mook, Chiengo
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TO OUR READERS

9 Intelligent American Fathers and Mothers realize that
nothing—literally Nothing—can compensate for failure to
give their children not only the best general education to
be obtained, but the best special advantages and environ-
ment which the nature and temperament of each child
imperatively needs for material success in after life in pleasant
social environments.

4| Harper’s Magazine for many years has published the adver-
tisements of a larger number of high-grade Schools than
any other periodical in the world. And Harper’s Magazine
has been the Means of placing in the best Schools a larger
number of Desirable Pupils than any other periodical,

9 Because—

9 Harper's Magazine, properly jealous of its unrivalled stand-
ing, admits none but advertisements of Schools DESERVEDLY
having unquestioned reputation; and because Harper’s Maga-
zine works as conscientiously in the interest of Parents and
Pupils as it works in the interest of the Schools which ad-

vertise.

9 If you are in doubt as to where you will send your boy
or girl, or cannot find just the sort of school you seek
among the large number advertised in this issue, feel per-
fectly free to write for information and suggestions to

INSTRUCTION DEPARTMENT, HARPER’S MAGAZINE
FRANKLIN SQUARE, NEW YORK
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Tl Compare Fairy with
5":* }_,"/ Other White Soaps
7 You will find that Fairy Soap is white and stays
/ z -~ white, while the other so-called white soaps will turn \
\' / yellow with age. Fairy has a delicate, refreshing smell, /
¢ while all other white soaps have a greasy, soapy odor. Fairy
\f is made in the handy, oval cake which just fits the
hand, while the others cling with old-fogy tenacity
to the awkward, oblong, out-of-date bar which
has to be cut in two to be handled at all.
' And when it comes to quality and price—
#f; . Fairy is just as good as it looks and

£

_ A% costs but 5c.
ave Youf\ _L‘. ST ﬁll”fm
]?alry nYour Home? _
‘-*-:'.;a--’a\-._h__q-/m‘ T
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Harper’s Bookshelf

T is not ofsen that an author, otherwise
well equipped for doing a distinetive
work in fiction, can draw upon a store of

material so rich and striking as that which
Zane Grey has lavishly used in his new novel,
The Heritage of the Deserf. It must be said
that Mr. Greyv has worthily lived up to one
of the greatest opportunities ever a writer

had to produce
a strongly orig-
inal and char-
neteristically
American novel,
The scene of the
story lies in
sounthern tah
and northem
Arizona — the
country domi-
nated by the

Grand Canon
and by the mys-
teries of the
desert. Zane
Grey knows this
region as Rex
Beach knows the

Alaskan gold-
fields, or Ham-
lin Garland the
West of his boy-
hood; for here
in the wilder-
ness he has
shared the life
of hunters and
ranchmen, Mor-

mons and Nava-
jos. Tt is a life
of which little
has ever reached

the outside
world, and its
full  revelation

adds the touch of strangeness to a tale that
18 in itself sufficiently romantic. Tt is a
pleasure to add that, althongh the novel is
brilliantly atmospheric—saturated with that
feeling for environment which only a few
Writers can express—it is no mere picture.
It is a virile romance, full of action, in which
en are swaved by strong, primitive motives,

Zaxe Grey
Author of The Heritoge of the Desert

facing death carelessly. Seldom has the

“ glemental ” note been sounded so truly.

The hero, John Hare, is a consumptive
invalid, sent West for his bealth. Drifting
about from place to place, he at last arrives
in southern Utah, where he hopes to find
employment on the cattle ranges. DBut the
country to which
he h;l.\‘ come 18
terrorized by a
band of outlaws

and “‘cattle-
rustlers ¥’  whose
captain is 4 man
named Dene.
Dene at once
suspects that
Hare is a spy,
and threatens
his life. Tum-

ing back, Hare's
strength fails
him on the trail,
he loses his way,
and is found in
a dying condi-
tion by a Mor-
mon mnamed
August Naab,
who takes pity
upon him and
shields him from
his pursuers.

On his first
appearance the
man Naab im-

presses the read-
er strongly, and
the eonvietion of

his genuineness
and real bigness
grows as the
story advances. TIe is a tremendous and
striking fieure. Physically he is a giant,

and his foree of character matches his size.
e is of a peaceable nature, yet he has a
trick with a gun which makes him quick as
lightning on the draw. Moreover, he is a
man with a great heart, kind to all living
things. doing all the good he can, and trust-
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ing God. Here, at one's first entrance into
the desert country, one meets a man of
primitive strength and primitive faith. Like
a patriarch of the Old Testament, he lives
in peace and plenty with his sons and daugh-
ters in a remote oasis. Thither he transports
the invalid. making him practieally one of
his own family. Naab is above all else a
man, and he is determined to make a man
of Hare. Ile sends him to the high sheep
ranges to regain his health. With him he
sends his adopted daughter, Mescal—a half-
Spanish, half-Indian girl, whose regular work
is the tending of the sheep. Thus at the very
outset of the story strong sympathy is
aroused; for the sick man, given a last des-
perate chance for life and longing inex-
pressibly for health and manhood, is most
appealing; and Meseal, with her entirely nat-
ural but strangely complex personality, draws
interest irresistibly. The first stage of the
story is a euriously pieturesque idyl, contain-
ing some exciting episodes, and showing the
development of Hare, from a feeble, dis-
couraged ereature hardly able to walk, into
a man of rugged strength and ready resource.
At the same time the growth of his love for
Meseal is pictured with delicacy and restraint.

Then the story widens out. August Naab
has an enemy—the rancher Holderness.
Holderness is really a eattle-rustler, hand and
glove with Dene and his band. He is resolved
to ruin Naab and to possess himself of his
property by seizing his water-holes, the very
sources of life to men and cattle alike. Re-
peated aggressions result in a war in which
Hare stands nobly by his benefactor; but his
position is rendered difficult by the faet that
Meseal, whom he loves, is promised in mar-
riasge to the Mormon’s eldest son, * Snap™
Naab—a worthless renegade who eventually
deserts to Dene. To eseape a union with a
man she loathes, Mesecal, taking an Indian
companion, flees across the Painted Desert.
Hare goes to find her, and the story of the
search is told with a vividness and imagina-
tive power that make it an episode almost
withont parallel in the fiction of the time.
August Naab long remains true to his prin-
ciples of peace, but the killing of one of his
gsons throws him into a Berserker rage, and
he begins a struggle which, despite some
strongly tragic features, finally results in hap-
piness for Hare and Meseal and all the people
whom the reader has grown to love.

The tale overflows with exciting happen-
ings, not the least of which is the taming
of the splendid wild horse, Silvermane—one
of the great horses of fiction. Yet the nar-
rative is no mere series of adventures. All
that is related seems perfectly natural, in-
contestably real. Every motive is so genuine,
all the people are so convineing, the spell
of the desert is so insistent, that the reader
soon loses the sense of strangeness—almost
of bewilderment—with which the story at
first affects him. Through absorption in the
sheer human interest of the drama he fairly
forgets that he is reading a tale of extraordi-
nary exploits, violent acts, and occasional
bloodshed. Omne lays down the book with the
feeling that he has read a novel of real
quality, one that dees full justice to the
dramatic possibilities and the strong in-
herent interest of its theme.

Stories written in the form of eonfessions
or revelations of intimate feeling and life-
experience have come to be regarded with
a certain suspicion. They are, in fact. only
toc likely to prove insipid or cheaply sensa-
tional, or both. But the reader of G. Dor-
set’s A Successful Wife will find a story of
the intimately revealing sort that iz both
arresting and worthy of serious attention.
Despite the faet that it is written in the
simplest possible way—save for its eonnected-
ness, almost like a diary or a letter—A
Suceessful Wife is a well-planned, finely
executed novel, holding the interest strongly
from beginning to end. Tt is full of dramatic
elash and struggle, and the character of the
heroine is a trinmph. Although Esther
Clarey iz just a simple, unimaginative, woman-
ly girl—absolutely true in her mental traits
to the type of working-girl she represents—
there is never the slightest appearance of
improbability in the influence she maintains
over the brilliant, erratic man she marries
or in the unconscious attraction she exercises
upon every other man in the story.

Esther is left fatherless at fifteen, and is
faced with the necessity of supporting herself
and a family of five. She is not of the com-
monplace type in which devotion to duty
takes the place of every other emotion,: but
she has no time to be sentimental or to think
of herself. She learns stenography, but is
forced to leave her first position through the
undue attentions of her employer. Then she
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joes some work for a society woman on Fifth
venue, going to her house for the purpose.
rs. Falsworth is superficial and faddish;
r hushand is starved for the affection and
empathy his wife should give him. Will
Falsworth falls in love with Esther and half
sr=udes her to elope with him. Meanwhile
he has become the head of a typewriting
ablishment of her own. Ome day a promi-
ent politician, Senator Bellars, dictates to
r a sharp letter addressed to his nephew,
tephen Kirkland, in Paris. In it he orders
Stephen to come to him, and offers him “ one
more chance” if he will reform. When
irkland arrives, he turns out to be a hand-
me, intellectual chap with charming man-
ers and all the polish of foreign travel., e
is irresistibly drawn to Esther, who feels
mehow that he needs her more than Will
Falsworth. She helps him through one or
itwo periods of intense temptation to drink,
feven walking all over the eity with him at
ight. Falsworth makes a scene, but is sent
about his business. Then, in spite of bitter
protests from Senator DBellars, Esther and
Kirkland are married.

In ber wifehood Esther suffers all that a
woman can suffer from a man who is dis-
sipated and eccentric, but never forgets that
he is a gentleman. First, Kirkland tries
literature, and the refusal of the drama in
blank verse upon which he has based his
hopes plunges him into despair and drunken-
ness, Recovering, he goes into finance, but
his speculations fail. At the same time he
engages in a flirtation at a summer resort
with a beautiful yvoung girl, who apparently
commits suicide for his sake. To all these
troubles Esther applies her unfailing rem-
edies—silence and sympathy. The death of
Kirkland's best friend, who has fallen hope-
lessly in love with Esther, is the signal for
a prolonged debauch. The wife decides to
leave her hushand, and breaks her reserve
for the firet time to tell him 0. “ Your si-
lence has been deep gold to the core,” he tells
her, and in the end she finds herself unable
to throw over the bnrden she has assumed.
Her husband promises her, unasked. that he
will never touch liquor again—and keeps his
word. His next venture is polities, but this
18 only the beginning of a series of dramatic
episodes which bring Senator Bellars back
|into the story and eventually result in a hard-
earned and well-deserved victory. Every wom-
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an will recognize the truth of the heroine’s
behavior, and the logic of her success cannot
be doubted. But the question of whether the
success was worth what it cost will be an-
swered in many different ways.

is a decided
a new type

Altogether A Successful Wife

achievement in what is almost

T L

Frontispiece from A Swuceessful Wife

of fiction. For the story is not a mere record
of emotional experiences. It is a fine study
of character and of human nature—genninely
thoughtful, too, since the less the heroine
philosophizes, the greater is the need of insight
and thorough knowledge on the part of the
author. [t is sympathetic, not analytical, yet
rouses far more than a passing sentimental
interest. Esther Carey will remain in the
reader’s mind as a true type of womankind
never before fully realized, and, though very
different in character, no less modern than,
for example, H. G. Wells’s Ann Veronica.
0. H. Gaxes.
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“Onyx”
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CONSIDER THE
TRADE-MARK

This Trade - Mark has a
meaning. It guarantees to give
you the value of your money.
For twenty-five years it has
been stamped on every pair of
“ONYX"” Hose, more pairs of
which are sold than any other,
and they are all good hose.

Great pains have been taken
to make them so. They are not
the result of promiscuous or
haphazard methods.

Sold by thousands of dealers
throughout the country, who
will cheerfully exchange any
pairs that prove unsatisfactory.

Thenumbers described below
are worthy of your intelligent
and experienced consideration.

FOR WOMEN

060 —Women's ' O " Rlack and Tan ** DUB-L 310/13—Women's “ ONYX " Black, Medium Weight—
TOP" (.‘ol:‘nteb i“i:!e_(?:'\::“. |h¢‘:“,:s“ uimghe Garter Sixz-Thread Heel and Toe, Four-1 l_ll'r:i:i. all over, A hose
Clasp, S0c. per pair that is unequaled for wear and elasticity, S0¢, per pair
409 K—Women's “ONYX " “ DUB.L TOP" E!_aclk. 700 S—Women's “ONYX " Black and Tan “ DUB-L
White and Tan Silklisle—double sole, spliced heel. Feels TOP™ Silklisle double sole, spliced heel — an excellent
and looks like Silk, wears better, S0c. per pair quality, : ) % 78¢. per pair
B 7'“ “'me“.‘ i DN"x " Bl.(k .nd Tan .t Dt‘B.L our‘tg{:zh .f.l’(’.s‘!', )
TOP"™ and “WYDE TOP" Gauze lisle double sale, 170 S—Women's “ONYX" Gauze Liale “ l“._rB-L
spliced heel—very wide on top without extra width all TOP" Black, White, Pink, Tan, Cardinal, Sky, Navy,
over, S0c. per pair Violet; double sole, spliced heel, S0c. per pair

SILK HOSE FOR WOMEN
498. A Pure Thread Silk in Black and All Colors, of extra length with a “WYDE TOP" and “SILKLISLE

GARTER TOP” and SOLE. g P < y N
This “ON Y X" Silk number Is Twenty-nine inches long, Is Extra Wide and Elastic at Top, whilethe " GARTER 'TOP "

and SOLE of SILKLISLE give extra strength at the points of wear, preventing Garters from cutting, and toes from

h.

“‘i‘fm‘? w‘l{%m’s Pure Thread Silk—the extrnordinary value—best made in Amerien—every possible shade

or color—Black, White, Tan, Gold, Copenhagen Blue, Wistaria, Amethyst, Taupe, Bronze, American Beauty, Pongee, all

colors to match shoe or gown. Every pair guaranteed. $2.25 per pair

STLK HOSE FOR MEN
620. Pure Thread Silk, Black and All Colors, medium weight, with ** Onyx ™ Lisle Lined Sole—Insuring satisfact

service. ) $1.50 per pair
FOR MEN

B 310_Men's " ONVX ™ Black and all Colors—Medium E 325—Men's “ONYX"™ Black and all Colors Silk-

E:oi‘whl: _I;?‘-Mnmg.:: ee.l.ar:fl“l m', anmur-"l‘h';:d; ‘il :;:; lisle, gauze weight, double sole, spliced heel. ** The

wore,"" S0c¢. per pair satisfactory hose,"" S0c. per pair

If your dealer cannot supply you, we will direct vou to nearest
dealer, or send, postpaid, any number desired. Write to Dept. K

Wholesale Distributors [107‘ d &9’ Td’_ylor New York
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Hlnstration for “*The Periect Hour

WAS WITH RELIEF THAT HE FOUND HER WITH THE OTHERS ON THE PIAZZA
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Naples and the Lotto

BY MARIE VAN

are honeycombed by American emi-

gration, Naples—warm, golden, pas-
sionate, wonderful—her fair brows set
to the sea, bound by the sea as though
by a turquoise band, is as brimming with
folk ns a eup is full of wine—as deep
with sound and murmurs as a hive. The
city is in the grip of life: not as the
West understands living, but in the Ori-
ental sense of the term.

The place pays the price of its charm
and i= both loved and hated. As for the
Neapolitans, they snap their fingers at
all Italy. The tortuous, redolent, foul
old town is eontent with itself, and its
divinity, the sea. The people’s gods, their
loves and fears, their delights and super-
stitions, are happily and noisily contained
in this southern metropolis, circled by
azure waves, bound again by shores of
pearl, the bay studded by islands that
lie like blue roses on a lapis-lazuli table.
Thus the eves of the Neapolitans are
feasted with beauty.

“ We of Napoli,” they shrug, and cut
off all Italy with a sweep, and are still
like a kingdom of their own and tem-
peramentally isolated. Tn revenge the
north hates Naples heartily. “ Earth-
quakes!” the Romans exclaim; “but of
conrse! and eruptions of Vesuvius of
course—what do you expect? Naples is
4 very wicked city. Tt iz the scum of
the kingdom. Tt will be with them as
it was in Sieily, and small loss.”

Opposite Naples lie the entombed cities

lF' the provinees and environing shores

VORST

whose fate followed their vices, and
Ttaly says she will not be surprised when
Naples follows the same fate.

Extremely Oriental and in many ways
untouched by civilization, Naples is
nearly as barbarous as the East. The
city basks in the ardor of the sun, and
with the lungs of its alleys and streets
breathes deeply the ineffable air of the
bay, and, if close to its destruction by
fire or wave or voleano, the Sea Nymph
has counted already many sunny days
and star-bathed nights in her tempestuous
history. Old Parthenope tempted the
Gireek, Oscan, Roman, Goth, Byzantine,
Norman, German, French, and Spaniard,
But her beauty appears to have proved
fatal to the making of history and to
have weakened her conquerors, for in
literature, art, or war Naples has done
nothing tremendous. Like a woman con-
tent to be perfectly lovely, the seaport
has simply existed. Surrounded by leg-
end and by greatness, she, herself her
only excuse for being, has gons down
into proverb nevertheless, “ See Naples
and die.” Of Grecian origin, cut in
upon, searred over, by the vandalism of
the twentieth century, the old charmn re-
mains, and the peninsula is as jealous
of her as in the early times, when
Parthenope-Cumse feteched the Emperor
and his svite from Rome to these blue
consts, Villa, garden, park, and terrace
drew lovely lines along these shores from
Naples to the islands. The galleys of
Nero and the barges of Lucullus rocked

Copyright, 1910, by Harper & Brothers. All rights reserved
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naked
yvouths, and maidens in the form of mer-

on these bays, surrounded by
maids; and the feasts made detestable to
history embittered the regmion with fan-
tastic orgies.  Lauvrel-browed \Il‘:_'ll CHIG
here to r-'ill!_': lived died
here; Nero murdered his mother at Baiwe;
and of Rome and Greece nothing but the
brown earth ruins remain.

Formed by irregularities and up-
heavals of the earth’s unrest ereated by
the fires of the centre, yellow soil, soft
rock, and lava compose these
grown tufa hills, The coast is an emana-
tion of the most violent phenomena, and
these of the ardor,
fire, passion, and, one might say, unrest—
mark the people of the populous seaport.

Naples should be approached from the
There the brown Castello Nuovo
washed by the constant waves.
Along the Vesuvian shore, like the sparse
petals of a shaped against the
mountainside, are the scattered houses of
stueco. Cries of the port—the singing of
a liquid voice—welcome the traveller, and
far away swim lschia and Capri in the in-
imitable blue. Vessels of all kinds from
all countries—torpedo-boats, transatlantic
liners, East India merchantmen—manned
by tarpaulin, fez, and bluejackets, sail
in and away to the ringing of the harbor
bells and the sound of the gun from the
fort on the Roek. . .. This is Naples from
the sea, Naples of bar and harbor, the
Mecea of tourist and sailor.

Over the bar there is a

Cmperors and

cypress-

characteristices soil

sea.
rises,

rose,

‘-]N‘('l\' to be
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seen, a hulk, a mast, a funnel, a flag, as
from that Amerien
which has cast its spell even over this
And yet nothing could be
indifferent in attitude to the sea,
as a port of departure, than those great
streets along the quays; when not bus-
tling and alive in the cooler parts of the
day, they are bewitched by the genii of
sleep. In the shadows of the walls, al-
most down to the very ships themselves,
the Neapolitans take their siestas curled
up in Oriental fashion, and the gquarters
and streets of Santa Lucia are just as
full of beggars and out-of-door livers,
as emotional, as droll, as complete, amus-
ing, terrible, and beautiful, as Santa
Lucia when public opinion considered it
a lazar-house of disease and modern hy-
giene swept its broom through it. Along
the docks and the streets to the piers
are piled the cargoes for the incoming
and outgoing ships, and straight up from
the port elimbs Naples and raises its line
of stucco houses marking the first wide
avenune. These buildings are pink and
violet and blue, snow white and chrome
vellow, brave with balconies at every
window—baleconies on which the Nea-
politans drape themselves, display them-
s¢lves from dawn to dawn again. The
baleonies are also draped with the drying
linen of the populace, as if for some
national festival: garments of every type
and eolor, rags, miles upon miles of them,
dry in the breeze, flutter in the ardent
sun, dried by the warmth and the pene-
trating sea air; and
now and again comes
this odor of dryving
linen to mingle with
the medley of smells,

the ships come in

I'”I'I'." port.

more

There are pungent,
acrid whiffs from
food unknown to

Western palates;
there is the insinua-
ting odor of the in-
from the
churches, of burning
wax and wick of
funeral candle; the
odor of the poor
themselves, and of
garlic and onions
sweet and clean in
comparison, There

cense
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HIGHWAYS OF STONE

are TIII_' (_”ll"lrﬁ --f tomatoes, l]lilt';ll'i'lli.
and potatoes frying in grease in the

open; of soups and broths; of old leather
dyed outdoors; of hides tanned
in the streets: the gamut of odors hlends
and mingles into something unigque and
original in the smells—the
whole swept through and vivified by the
breath of the =ea. Redolent this atmos-
III}"FI‘ and strong if vou like, but to the
lover of Ttaly not unpleasant ; and when in
like Pittsburg
an unexpected whiff bhrings remembrance,
there is a pull at the heart-strings of
ench traveller upon whom the charm of
the sea-browed Come has fallen.

The |...'.!.|.- live out-of-doors along the

raw

eategory of

O ]l];ll'u- lt" 1= say,

STAIRCASES REACHING TO

HILLY INCLINES

M irt
tions,

streets, carrying on their ocenpa-

selling, idling, fighting,
kissing, weeping, and even dying in the
open. From the holes in the wall, gloomy
caves where they sleep, the Neapolitans
swarm at dawn, and in startling shame-
lessness or in charming innocence, which-
evar you like, the paraphernalia of life
are exposed to the public eye.
'hr freseo.,

]~ more agreg ;IIDL_

buying,

l'1|:|'|1||]--ll'
Why not? It

[Tneoncernedly front-

toilets are mad
line and the little country
stage line, his face to the traffic of the
atreets, a man =its serenely on a chair,
a towel under his chin, while a barber
chaves

ing the tram

him. Quite as serenely, seated

on the edge of the gutter, the mother of
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a family, whose members swarm half
naked around her, gives herself into the
hands of an amiable neighbor engaged in
extracting vermin from her friend’s head.
In order to lose no time, the prudent
mother clutches one of her eurly-headed
offspring and begins the same absorbing
task. This bit is truly Neapolitan.
Farther on, a beauty in a plum-colored
petticoat, short to her ankles, red stock-
ings, heelless slippers, stands bare-armed,
her shoulders covered by a little red
shawl, while the hairdresser of the quar-
ter builds the dark hair up in a fashion
peculiarly dear to the Neapolitan girl
When it is properly dressed and oiled, a
rose is thrust in the dark coils. The
sidewalks are lined by the wares of the
street merchants, piles of nuts and fruits,
crouched over by the dark, eager sales-
* man, whose cries are sharp on the air.
Al this faces the sea where ships wait to
take the folk, if they will go, where their
brothers have gone; but the majority
are people of the soil, beautiful and as
indifferent to everything but Naples as
though Columbus from a neighboring
port had never discovered America.

From the sailor-hoy who comes rolling
into his native harbor under stars big
as frnits, who comes home to this ecity
lying like a lily on the shore—home to
the tune of bells from the towers and
salutes from the fort—up to the prince
in the palace on the tufa hills, every-
body plays the Lotto from week end to
week end, until Sabato (Saturday), on
which day the drawing takes place.
Saturday is the day of interest on the
ecalendar, and the other six run around
it. It is a day of intense exeitement,
lived for, prayved for, blessed and cursed.
The Lotto is popular in Italy, but Naples
is its mother, its heart, soul, and home.
Here in Naples is the spirit of the Black
Hand, the core of the Camorra, and
here, bigger than any church, more pow-
erful than any authority, is the Lotto—
Giunco Popolare, as it is ealled—and this
expresses the game under which the peo-
ple are condemned to a ban of eternal
poverty and eternal hope: curious com-
panions, in good truth.

Fronting the bay the Riviera di
Chiaia extends its broad avenue, flanked
by the sea-wall, the spray of the ocean
dashing up bright and salt on the air.
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There is a cluster of streets indicating
the Parco Nazionale, and back of this
stretches the line of imposing eighteenth-
century houses. This is the elegant quar-
ter of Naples: more recherché in the
time of Lady Hamilton and Nelson than
now. The facades of these adorable
houses are pink and yellow; there are
green iron baleonies; there are pale-green
shuttered windows. The Riviera di
Chiaia is still the fashionable promenade
of an afternoon, and Naples’s modish ex-
istence defiles and rolls and elatters and
dashes past along the avenue between the
old eity and the sea. And from the high-
way crawl the narrow cobbled streets, wind
and twist the narrow alleys to old Naples.
There are Banchi di Lotto along the
Riviera, and the dandy whose miniature
cart drawn by a miniature donkey waits
at the curb jostles the barber and the
hotel porter at the ticket-seller’s window;
for these are the types of the purchasers
down here in more worldly Naples.

Sheer up from the blue, the gateway
of the sea at one end, the big square of
the Via Tolodo at the other, runs a prin-
cipal artery of the city, the Via di
Chiaia, so narrow that when two tiny
carriages find themselves abreast they are
embarrassed. The street is built up so
high that the balconied houses appear to
form an apex over it. This thorough-
fare is never liberated from its throng,
and the tangle of human network winds
and unwinds and forms again—all
Naples, every profession, character, and
type jostle, throng, and exist here in the
Via di Chiaia. The big shops line it
on either side, busy with traffic of coral
and shell, and the middle of the street is
as good to the pedestrian as the ribbon-
like sidewalk; and the dashing eabs,
swung high on impossible springs, drawn
by the gayly harnessed, valiant stallions,
tear like mad, when they can move at
all, through hilly streets, their progress
obstrueted by begears and foot passengers,
by flower merchants whose arms are full
of violets, camellias, and roses. Little
horse tram-ecars not meant for rails
blunder over the cobbles, laden down with
a gay load of passengers, beautiful pri-
vate earriages drawn by horses of Moor-
ish strain, and the procession forms, un-
der the bluest of skies, the most brilliant
of pictures of street life imaginable. A
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medieval gateway cuts across the middle
of the street, forming an arch under
which the bright procession passes, and
every now and then on either side the
famous stairways of Naples climb into
the hilly city.

From the Via di Chiaia run the famous
gradini of Naples, higchways of steep
stone staircases, reaching to hilly in-
clines, forming picturesque passages
crowded with life, flanked by narrow-
windowed high houses, and literally
ablaze with camellias, roses, violets, helio-
trope. These passages pour into the
boulevard their oceans of color and light.
The streets themselves are so highly
built that they affect to meet above in
the sunlight, whose brilliance comes
flickering down, its way broken and scat-
tered by flags of drying clothes fluttering
in the misty light. The Chinese quarter
in old San Franeisco, the precinets of
Peking, have something in common with
this erowding of Naples. Here in these
obscurer alleys the Black Hand is fos-
tered, and every now and then a fever
stalks here and cleans out a few of the
herded eitizens, and there is always the
mad fever of the Lotto to eat the in-
habitants like a live creature whose pur-

FISHERMEN

suit is faseination and whom nobody
wishes to escape. Over the turmoil hangs
a sky of supernal azure, and now and
again at the end of the street one eatches
sight of the sea, framed by the houses,
and now and again through the close
atmosphere comes the breath of the sea,
blowing divinely, in purification, an ap-
peal from the eleansing force that washes
around these shores.

At the end of the Via Chiaia, on the
fine old Piazza, is the big golden-brown,
reddish palace with its green blinds, and
its terraces fronting the sea. Its appear-
ance is regal, and its most vivid aad in-
teresting life was in the eighteenth cen-
tury during the Bourbon reign, when the
strong-minded Queen Caroline left an un-
questionable influence over Naples, and
when in her villa at Posilipo Lady Ham-
ilton danced her ravishing dances and
from her window waved her white hand
to Nelson.

There are many treasures in the Casa
Reale, and, one after another, festival and
ball and banquet rooms streteh their line
—+their windows seaward, giving on
orange-grown terraces—and here in the
gallerv there is a pieture, too, of the
bewildering Emma, the adorable Lady
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ITamilton. She danced many a ball here
with Nelson, here proudly watched her
hero receive the the
Here Lady Hamilton herself was a queen,
surronnded by her admirers, the great
men of the time. Here, dressed in her
“elear white gown,” a simple blue rib-
hon falling to her feet, her flecey scarf
around her shoulders, she leaned on the
arm of Nelson., We see her pass under
these cervstal chandeliers, ablaze with
candlelight. We see her leave the ball-
TOOm liirl-u_l_'ll a lnll;: window to the ter-
race, where the outlook under the bril-
liant moonshine i# on Nelson’s kingdom,
the sea.

homage of court.

Vesuvius was at

its most vio-
lent period. The great sides streamed
with lava, “that in the night,” Lady

A VEGETABLE STALL
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Hamilton says, “ glowed so fierecly that
it put me out of charity with the moon.”
Standing by her, Nelson could see the
lights on his ships as they rocked at
anchor, and could the reddened
moonshine the the woman
Romney has passed for us down into his-
Calling to Nelson from
those magic and moonlit waves was the
Trafalzar, but in Naples the
voice of Emma, Lady Hamilton, drowned
every other in the world.

sSee 1N
ficure of

Torv. ACross

\'llil'l' rlf

The of Naples, from the
archmological point of view, are those of
old eloisters, churches, the facades of old
palaces, lifting dark walls, massive stone
frontals, heavily ironed windows, out

from the and
clamor of the streets.

treasures

nose

On  the outjutting
stones, worn 1o a
polish like glass, on
the lower It'l[;:t' of
one of these palaces,
an enterprising mer-
chant has arranged
his wares for sale—
old !)Ht:kﬂ, old pam-
phlets. The
are white as marble
from the touch and
contact of the [u‘uph-

stones

for ecenturies—worn
bright as the Vir-
gin's foot from the

kisses of the faithful.
Conspicuous among
the bookseller's wares
are the booklets
treating of the Lotto,
books of dreams, of
tokens and of signs,
of superstitions, in-
dications, and
binations. Every in-
cident in daily life,
from the first waking
in the morning to
the last dream at
night, has a lucky
meaning to the Nea-
politan, who exists
simply to work out
these symbols of
gleep, of life, to catch
on the wing elusive
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fate. From the hair of
vour head to the sole of
your foot, if you did but
know it, you are a mass
of lucky numbers,
Maddelena is a fruoit-
seller on one of the sky-
reaching staireases. She
is as beautiful as she is
poor. Pretty Maddelena
chances to comb out a
bit too much of her dark
locks Friday morning,
and she is eestatie over
the event. She instant-
ly consults her dream-
book and writes down
number “ 507”7 (myste-
number for the
hair). “ Bene!” So far
so good. On the way to
her position, high on the
gradini, with her flower-
basket full of violets on
her head, she sees a dead
donkey lying in the Via

rious

di Chiaia. Ah, Mad-
delena, the saints are
with you to-day! A

dead donkey is the pearl

BANCOLU!

v

of good fortune. She

jots down number “ 44.7

The day which has

begun =0 well will end

well, for Maddelena is .

a good girl, and would support her
family if she did not need every soldo
for the Lotto! On her way home the
very best luck of all transpires. She
comes upon two young chaps of the
quarter engaged in a Neapolitan quarrel.
Before Maddelena’s one man is
stabbed, and the girl, exeited and grate-

eves

ful, notes her third number—= 72" Mad-
delena is transported with joy. The

Baneo di Lotto is open still (thank God!).
There are erowds about the door; but the
radiant Maddelena pushes in and, eager
to share her good fortune, tells every
one that numer:t “507—F“447 727
will gurely win the ferno. “ Qui lo sa?”
On the way home Maddelena stops in the
dear old church of San Gregorio.  Mad-
delena is a Neapolitan, otherwise she
would  probably known San
Gregorio: for, thongh the most beantiful
and the rarest chureh in Naples, it is

not have

THeE Banco p1 Lortto

not mentioned in either guide-books or
books on travel! Maddelena buys a can-
dle from a beggar at the door, earries
it reverently in, and burns it before the
Virgin’s shrine, praying for success at
the Lotto. You may be sure that Mad-
delena will be present at the drawing in
the Piazza di Santa Chiaia.

San Gregorio has seen many Maddelenas
register vows for the Lotto. Nothing has
disturbed the peace of this old place, sur-
rounded by the noisy eries of the erowd,
by the jostling of hand-earts, donkey-
beggars, and merchants. The
c¢hureh is a jewel, but like a mine of gold
there are no directions to find it. It is
very sugeestive of a mine of gold indeed,
covered as its walls are with leaf and
and rare old pictures overgrown
with the moss of hundreds of years, the
brilliant work still shining through . . .

carts,

Tems
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old reds and blues and mellow colors,
too obscure and delicate to have been
seized upon by the collectors for mu-
seums.  Without, a pink tower belong-
ing to one of the small houses rises close
against the brown stone of the chureh.
In a wall, hollowed out like a cave, is a
carpenter shop about four feet square,
full of young fellows with their tools,
apprentices learning their trade, erowded
in like so many peaches in a basket.
They are red-cheeked, gay young chaps.
They know where the sacristan is! Find
them—then find the old fellow who a
bit farther on, next to the Baneo di Lotto,
just without his shop (for the shop is
small and the street is accommodating
and friendly), ecarves a giant Christ
from wood, and the erucified form is
stood up against the house of the pink
tower. Find him—and you will then
find San Gregorio.

Just a bit bevond, in another hole in
the wall, without window or background
save the solid wall itself, where the only
air and light come in by the doorway,
gits a little family pursuing their occupa-
tions in the full view of the world. The
mother is mending a fishing-net; the fa-
ther is consulting a volume of the Morfia,
the dream-book, * where one can find out
the meaning of things.” Singular to re-
late, although it is broad day, this fam-
ily sits in ecandlelight. Between the man
and the woman the centre of the room
is occupied by a long object, covered by
a single white sheet, and at the four
corners of this unmistakable bed bum
four candles. The face of the dead wom-
an is placid and serene; every line of
her long figure is distinet under the
sheet. She is exposed to the eyes of all
the world, as she lies there waiting for
the carriers to bear her into the noisy
street that eries about her doors. Her
going out of life on the noon of Friday
is to bhe registered by a number of the
Lotto—* 86.” Poor Elena!

The shop next hangs out its cheeses,
great round white globes, sewn up in
bladders; heads and entrails of animals,
the offal too mean to feed any but the
very poor. The cheese-vender is a round-
faced Neapolitan. Do you play the
Lotto? He shrugged. “ But why not!?
Who can know? Tt may be that luck
will change. For my part I should know
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better how to take fortune than did
Gaetano, the shoemaker!” He points
across the street, where, over a hole in
the wall above the green door, hangs an
old faded sign—* Gaetano Fallieri, Shoe-
maker.” “ Gaetano was horribly poor.
He never had any luck. He worked hard
enough for it, Heaven knows. Every
penny he could get he would spend for
lottery tickets!” The cheese-vender grows
tragie and his voice falls, * Eceo! One
Saturday we all of us went to the draw-
ing of the Lotto, Gaetano as well, when
per Dio the numbers come out—(1 re
member them as yesterday)—90, 60, and
10. And Gaetano the shoemalker had won
the terno, sizty thousand dollars. 1 shall
never forget it. He struck his head,
langhed out like a girl in love, and went
away mad. There was no one to inherit,
he had no relatives, and he died this week
in the asylum. Wasn’t he stupid?
Sixly thousand dollars!” The cheese-
maker lifts his eyes devoutly, as if over
the roofs from the blue, blue sky, and
down past the pink tower, a shower of
gold might come to him. “ Let it come
my way once,” he mutters. “ I will know
how to keep my head.”

High above, caught in by the stews, San
Gregorio lifts its eross, Opposite is the
Bance di Lotto, where all the numbers
are displayed to the public, numbers
that will be sure to win, and the wood-
carver, bending over his Christ, changes
the position of the statue and leans it
asgainst the doors of the closed shop of
Gaetano Fallieri,

Up above the town—TPosilipo-wards, let
us say —is the quaint restaurant of
Promessi Sposi (The Promised Lovers)
—a glass pavilion for out-of-door eating
and much in repute with the people of
the eountry: happily neither strangers nor
tourists know it. Here one best sees
Naples and the environs., Away to the
right spreads the vast plain of the Ital-
ian Campagna, strewn with tiny little
fruit trees in bloom and dotted by the
ugly houses of the Camorra settlements.
Many white roads lead down to the sea
from here, where Black Hand fugitives
can take ship under cover of the night.
Off there slow vessels come in  from
charmed ports. peacefully, like white
birds, taking advantage of the quiet sea
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to make the harbor. There is :1|\\‘;l_\“ the
ineffable beauty of the shore lines,
stretching away from Pompeii past Sor-
rento and Amalfi down to Pwestum and
toward the unfortunate south. To the
right the beautiful islands of Ischia and
Capri lift their forms in the blue.
Within the restaurant of the * Promised
Lovers ™ the walls are white and gleam-
ing, the little buffet offers raw artichokes
for food, and a ]JT:: ‘]i~|1 |-i1m1 high with
figs and mandarins: bottles of golden and
ted wine in wicker flasks. The lunchers
devote themselves to their peculiar food,
Vor.. CXXI —No T4 .—-86%2

above all to that dish ]1il'l1|l’l'.~||m'|_\' ealled
the “fruit of the sea” (frutta della
mare), which a sad-eved waiter fetches
heaped high upon a plate. It is well not
to look too <'|l|~4'l}' at this fruit of the
sea ! The
served, however, looks admiringly at it
and pitches in. Opysters, well and good!
these are devoured. Clams, mussels, eaten
frantically and with much delight from
the shells, unseasoned except for their
native salt. Little live erabs (ve gods!),
torn alive from the shells. Are these
Neapolitans of the twentieth century?

Neapolitan gentleman so
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When from a long tube-like shell a
species of yvoung eel is exuded, much as
one would force out a fillet of cold
eream, and devoured alive, the unsophis-
tieatedd Westerner begs off. . . . And at
the sight a Roman, to whom the Nea-
politans are barbarians, shrugs his shoul-
ders and exelaims: “ What will you? The
Neapolitans are beasts.”” And this is the
custom of the country.

Through the gay ecrowd a dreary

waiter, pitiful in his ill-fitting elothes,

responds to the ealls of * Chianti,”
“ Capri.” and fruit of the sea. There is
the usnal little orchestra, a man with a
good voice, who sings Sanfa Lucia so
well indeed that the dreary waiter himself
breaks into an appreciative chorus. Ie
then approaches the tenor, and between
songs the two consult certain flimsy
seraps of paper from their respective
pockets—nothing less than the biglietti
di lotto—lottery tickets. Oh, the Lotto
even in the high little nest swung out
over the city, brings its fascination!

“ Have you ever been fortunate?” one
asks the slipshod waiter. whose heels are
sore, whose feet are sore, and who can
with ecomfort mneither walk nor stand.
“ Ah,” he shrugs, “not yet, but next
Saturday it will surely come.”

Fatuons and yet inspired hope! Every
cent of his wage, every cent of his fees,
evervthing he ean hope to gain or make
goes to buy the flimsy yellow ticket for
the Lotto . . . the Lotto, day dream, night
dream of the people: the Aladdin’s Lamp
hanging above the town and which every
hand is stretehed up to rub; the lie of
the government; the lie each man tries
to make true, * numeri fortunati!” Im-
pressionable, ardent, beauty-loving peo-
ple, in whom the gaming temperament
is strong . ., . in a city under the very
ban of destruction, to be some day, they
all believe, wiped out by The Mountain,
bheautiful giant, whose silence is ominous;
eaters of strange foods, livers in the
open; the poetry of the ports at their
doors, the exeitement of constant arrivals
and departures, they play with fate as
they breathe . . . they are under the
charm of their beautiful eity, under the
seduetion of the sun and the air, under
the hope and stimulus of that sea-breeze
whosge very touch is inspiration. Their
weddings are like fétes, their funerals

like festivals, and all live for the chance
of cain at the moment, = though fate
were at their heels and they must take
the hour as they may.

Death in most countries wears a sol-
emn face, but in Naples it is like some
festival from the Middle Ages. The
hearses are of gold and curiously wrought
with nodding plumes. Before the funeral
chariot the procession is of the most
brilliant acolytes in white robes, with
huge candles, and troops of eager, inter-
ested people swell the procession; but
more singular than all are the mummers,
the hired mourners, dressed either in
snow-white robes from head to foot.
hooded dresses from which their eyes
peer forth, or all in erimson, gazing out
through their masks. The candles flare
and smoke upon the air, the horses are
trapped in searlet or white harness, and
in and out the narrow street at the foot
of the stairway, with their flowers, to the
gray damp church of St. Francis the
procession files through the town. At one
sharp corner there is a block, and the
file pauses. The majordomo, driving
the hearse, on his high box in his gor-
geous livery, looks up, for it is Saturday,
and his hearse has stopped just in front
of a Banco di Lotto. Mechanieally, as
if from habit, the driver touches his
breast, where in his wallet are his lottery
tickets, Oh, if to-day he were only * for-
tunato ™! - Perhaps. Who knows? And
the obstruetion removed, he gathers up
his reins and drives his burden on, and
the dead man, no doubt, for the first time
is not interested in the winning number.

Jutting ont on the point, the sea-
dogs lapping around the stones, the Cas-
tello dell’ Oro lifts a brown bastion rock-
like on its inky reef. It has all the fascina-
tion of hoary age, and contains Naples's
ancient mysteries. Here old conquerors
before the Middle Ages held high car-
nival, and there were dreadful doings in
those dungeons below the sea. Modern

barracks erowd up against the Castel, but
nothing except the sea shocks its rest,
Like a great falecon. its brows to the
ocean, the Castello dell’ Oro broods on its
brown rock.

Bacl from the Santa Luecia quarters,
all around the Porta Capuana, is herded

—
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the lowest, the poorest part of the city.
At the sight of the beauntiful old gate-
way of the Porta Capuana, its stones
and carving black and deep-lined with
years, erowid and herd the merchants of
every kind of trade. Here i the cele-
brated fish-market, where the * fruit of
the sea”™ is displaved on tables and
benehes, on the ground, and the display
is very great of flounders, lily-like carp,
cornl-like earp, coral-like slender fish
and azure-blue fish. But the eels and the
oclopi are the most appreciated food of
the Neapolitan! The devil and jelly fish
are sold in squares, and the agitated
feelers of the octopus and squirming parts
of the eels, cuf up but still alive, make
a curious picture. Over all is the odor
of the frittura—fried bits of fish which
a street cook offers to the epicure from
his brilliantly polished brazier of bril-
lHant grease.

The Porta Capuana is a living hive of
erving, calling, noisy Italy, engrossed in
every sort of small trade and nourished
hy every kind of food. Hides are tanned
before the very holes in the wall, dread-
ful damp caves even in the brightest day
of sun—horrible to contemplate. Vege-
tables are cried and sold there, the clang
is loud of steel in the shops of the iron-
workers, where bits of red and rusty
metal are piled out into the street.
There are brown, red, and green and
vellow and pink leathers in process of
dyeing, for slippers worn by the belles
of Naples. There are slippers being made
in the streets fresh from the newly dyed
hides. This quarter closely touches the
sea, and now and then over the hot, thick
stench comes the pure salt breath, There
is bamboo-picking here, mending of nets,
fortune-telling, the passing of beautiful
women, their heads decorated by flowers
and ribbons, bright shawls across their
shoulders. Not one of these slatterns but
has a lottery ticket in her blouse. There
are the street games which baffle the com-
prehension of any one other than an Ttal-
ian. No sooner do the street boys meet than
they begin, “ 1, 2, 3 "—“ uno, due, tre "—
and no one but an Italian born can grasp
at the turning, twisting, and folding up
of the fingers and their signification.
Now through this commotion drives an

antiquated diligenece from the country,

erowded with peasants, with fresh young
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fellows secking work in the ports, pretty
girls seeking adventure, The driver—a
superannuated Ttalian—puts his hand on
the passenger who has kept him company
for the last five hours.

“Laook,” he indicdtes, * there is the
Banco di Lotto! Eeceo!” And the young
man’s brown eyes find the sign over one
of the holes in the wall where the tickeis
are sold for this “inspiration” (let us
call it) of the poor,

“Why, the Lotto is an excellent thing
{or the people,” an intelligent Roman
told me. “ These people are so miserably
poor, what would you! TFor six days
in the week they dream; when Saturday
comes then they are deceived! They
only have one day of despair and six days
of hope. Not many people ean say that.
As soon ns the Lotto is drawn at five on
Saturday, they all begin to hope again.
Eeco! It is a real inspiration.”

This Roman, a man of family and dis-
tinetion, played the Lotto himself faith-
fully, and he surely should know its power
of uplift.

In the midst of the filth of Porta
Capuana arises the church of Santa
Maria del Carmine. A little square is
its outlook ; tumbledown, filthy old houses
are its surroundings. Before its doors
the amazingly simple little passengers on
the country diligence arrive and depart.
In front of the church is the ceascless
defile of the people of the guarter; and
on every side one looks at the vistas and
isles of erowded steaming streets hung
with the banper of the wash, multicolored
with the dryving, Auttering elothes. Crime
and birth and death, desire and life and
the taking of it, all go on here in a vio-
lent, ardent fashion, and above the tu-
mult, just a little apart from it, Santa
Maria del Carmine mothers it all.  The
slippered feet, pattering along the streets,
turn in here to confession. The sailors
blow in from a hundred different ports
fresh from the sea, eager to find a priest,

On this day, covered by the most filthy
rags, a girl of about eighteen years of
age crouched on the stones. Indifferent
alike to the compatriot and to the stran-
ger, she sings in a crooning voice. Her
head is wrapped in an old scarf. Once
comfortably settled in her corner, she
spreads her treasures out upon her knees,
Untying an old handkerchief in which
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EAacH HAS A LOTTERY

her jewels are kept, she finds a bit of
tinselled rag and a string of blue beads
and a lotlery tickel. She kisses her treas-
ures one ll_\' one, n‘rm-lli!u: over t]mm un-
der the shade of Mary of the Carmine.
As the chimes of five o'clock ring out,
a crowd of =ailors roll in to find the
confessor, a erowd of women in strident
voices fight over some bagatelle on the
square. It is Saturday and just five
o'clock. At this moment is the drawing
of the Lotto, but the foolish-minded girl
kisses her treasures and does not mark
the hour. The drawing of the Lotto has
at last become indifferent to her. Luna-
ties, therefore, and the dead are immune,

The Santa Maria del Carmine is
very ancient. It dates back to the
eleventh eentury. It is charming, plain
and old and quiet and sombre. About
it is the charm of those churches sought

and loved by the poor. Great miracles

IN HER BLOUSE

have been wronght
at these shrines.
There is a Virgin
there painted by
St. Luke and eel-
ebrated for her
healing powers,
There is also the
Christ on His
ss—the miracle
cross—to whom the
people lift their
poor h]t'l‘l“'llg
hands, This Christ
hung here during
the siege of the
Rrince of Aragon,
and just as the
cannon-hall  sped
through the
chureh, making
the head of the
erncified  Savioar
its mark, they say
that the meck
head bent forward
upon the breast,
and, short of the
mark, the cannon-
ball dropped at
the holy altar.
Rich with legend
and pic-
tures, Santa Maria
del Carmine has its peculiar beauty.
Here bending in eandlelight the women
pray to win at the Lotto, and there is no
way of telling what the Christ or the Vir-
gin of St. Luke thinks of these prayers.

(| l]1 I“_‘fl

King Humbert the First made the rules
for the public lottery of Ttaly.

1. The publiec lottery is temporarily
maintained by the favor of the state
under the following laws,

2. 1t is administered by the Minister
of Finance, under whom the chiefs are
chosen for their respective functions.

3. The Lotto is formed by ninety, num-
berad from 1 to 90 inclusive, five of which
drawn by ehanee determine the sueeessful.

4. One can “play the Lotto” in the
following manner:

On one number (very rarely played).

On all five numbers (very
played).

On two numbers—

rarely

the “ ambo.™
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On three numbers—which is known as
the * terno.”

On four numbers—which is known as
the “ quaterno.”

5. When one nuwmber is played, the
winner is paid ten times and a half his
output; when two numbers are played,
the winner is paid 350 times his output;
when three numbers are played, the win-
ner is paid 5,250 times his output; when
four numbers are playved, the winner is
paid 60,000 times his output. Therefore,
if one has by any chance bought a num-
ber 1 ticket and wins the four numbers
(quaterno). he wins $60,000,

At five o'clock on every Saturday after-
noon throughout all Italy the drawing of
the Lotto takes place. In Naples the
ceremony is held at the end of a foul,
filthy alley known
as the “Tmpresa,”
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and other wares sold in the little
shops along the side, and the eager,

compressed mass seethes and sways, talk-
ing, erving, explaining, telling of their
systemns and their fortunate combinations
as their eves are fixed on the baleony of
the palace whose green blinds are not
vet drawn. There are many here who
have played their last cent for a ticket.
. « « There are many here who are in debt
for the shoes they wear and will never be
able to pay for them. DBut at the stroke
of the church celock the blinds of the bal-
cony open and the paraphernalia of the
Lotto are brought out. A long green table,
on which is placed a erystal ball bound
with silver, and an iron box containing
ninety other little boxes, in which the
ninety numbers are locked by the state.

back in a great
courtyard in  full
view of the people
on the baleony of
an old palace. From
early in the after-
noon until the fatal
hour the streets of
Santa Chiara and
the alley fill up with
the erowd whose
hope on this day is
to be deceived. The
streets are always
so full of life that
for this extra crowd,
jostling, pushing,
and eager, there
would seem to be no
place. It is com-
prised of the very
poor. The better
elasses wateh for
the telephone or the
showing of the
numbers in the va-
rious banks in the
city to discover
their fate, but in
the Tmpresa the
erowd of people is
as dense as a shad-
ow. Over it all,
however, there is

the odor of tema-
toes, onions, garlic,

(Y

Uxo, Due, TrRe"
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The officers of this performance are ecoolly
indifferent, and the only figure deserving
of note is that of the little orphan child,
dressed in snowy white, chosen by law
from the orphan asylum to draw up from
the erystal ball the five magic numbers.
At the sight of these familiar, looked-
for objeets the erowd begin to ery and
chant, to beseech and evoke. They beg
the little orphan child to draw well. They
bless him: they eall him *little Jesus”
and * little saint.” And the child in his
white robe, his innocent eyes on the mass
of people, looks down on the beggars with
their yellow locks and on the appealing
masg, One by one the balls are taken
out from their sealed boxes, displayed to
the people, and dropped into the big bowl.
When they have all been shaken about
and number 90 has fallen in, the enthu-
siasm breaks forth and the popular sig-
nification of the different numbers is
cried out. Number 71 means the =ea:
82 the passion of Christ. These are for-
tunate numbers. A silence falls on the
erowd when the numbers are all within,
and the officers turn the big bowl around
and around until the white globes with
their numbers danee like the mad dance
of fate. The orphan child is blindfolded
and led up to the great bowl., The eries
are so impetuous now that some one

says: “Hush! You will frighten the
little angel. Let him decide our fortunes
in peace.”

There is not a filthy beggar in the com-
pany but expects that he will be a rich
man when the child draws the numbers,
Some of them have paid five franes for
their tickets, though the majority cost
but a few pence. There are shoemakers
in this erowd, second Gaetanos, who will
zo mad if they draw the big prize. There
is the gardener from the Bertolini Palace,
who is hated by the people. This fellow
was fortunate last week. Tle saw a stab-
bing and a fire, and his child died, and
he playved the numbers 24, 30, and 70, and
won $5.000. Ile is wondered at by the
people and hated as well for his success,
Already sinece the last drawing he has
paid out $300 for Lotto tickets. IHis
eainsg will soon go back to the government.

Crouched against the wall of the op-
posite house is a dishevelled woman with
a cage under her arm. She is one of the
white-rat sellers down at the -Santa
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Chiara, and she cannot leave her mer-
chandise behind her even for the drawing
of the Lotto. She murmurs that she has
mortgaged her little animals to buy her
last Lotto ticket. Her eyes are as red
as the rats’ eyes. “ Qui lo sa?”’ she whis-
pered. 1 may win; then I will go and
live in the country with my people.”

They have blindfolded the little bam-
bino and he stands on a chair, for he is
only eight years of age and is small, in
full sight of the people. The balls hav-
ing been shaken around for the last time,
the c¢hild puts his hand in and draws.
The first number that he pulls out is
called forth—* number 5. Now every
Italian who has bought number 5 for
place has either won or lost. No one
holds this number in this crowd, how-
ever, and there is a murmur and a fresh
adjuration for the child to draw well.
The people who have drawn for the terno
and the quaterno still have their chance.
The child draws again. This time num-
ber 47, and the holders of the ferno
are now the interested ones, for the next
will be their last chance. The enthu-
siasm hreaks forth again with murmurs
and eries and prayers, and the quiet child
before the urn in his white dress hears
them and trembles, for he knows that he
is menaced. Before the people there is
a blackboard, and a man posts up the
numbers as they are drawn: 5, 47, 11,
10, and 80. And this series of five is
discussed, welled at, challenged, eursed,
for not one in the erowd has drawn a
fortunate number. The child’s eyes are
unbound and he is put down and set free.
The balls are returned into their boxes,
sealed up, and ecarried away under the
eyes of the erowd, which, after waiting
for a moment, unable to believe its ill
fortune, breaks up and disrupts. Apathy
is thrown upon the majority as much
as such a state of mind is possible to a
Neapolitan mass, as they begin in groups
to discuss the failure of their schemes
and their comhinations.

Gleneing at the numbers on the bhoard,
which are now telephoned and telegraphed
thronghout all Ttaly. the face of the
gardener of the Bertolini Palace is a
study. THe stands close to the wall next
to the woman with her white rats. “Tf
T had only listened to my wife,” he mur-
murs; “she told me to play the child’s
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birth, which was the 5th of May, and not
her death.” Showing his tickets, he goes
on to say: “Think! If I had played the
oth of May., [ should have won again,
for sce I hold the other numbers.”

The woman with the white rats bends
her head down and
kisses the little ani-
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the Neapolitan is a child of fortune,
a being of chance, a believer in ultimate
good fortune. and this Saturday ceases
to exist, and their eves and their hopes
are turmed toward next Saturday. * Qui
lo sa?”

male through the
bars. It is a kiss of
farewell, for she will
have to give them up
to the woman who
lent her the money
down by the Santa
Maria del Carmine
to buy her ticket.

A fruit - dealer,
driving his ass, calls
out make room
for him as he pushes
through the narrow
street. There are
lots of carts behind
this, laden with wine.
drawn by donkeys—
donkeys in red har-
ness, in bells, Little
goats with  heavy-
hanging udders wait-
ing to be milked in
the streets. There is
a whole hardware
shop on wheels drawn
by a Spanish mule
driven by a vocifer-

to

ous boy in tatters.
The street veturns
to its warfare with
trade, its occupa-
tions, and its life.
From the erowded
houses the householders let down lit-
tle baskets on strings to the trades-

men, who fill them with fruit or bread,
and milk drawn from the waiting goats,
who are milked direct into the pails.
Tradesmen and beggars, merchantmen
and apprentices, drive away from the
I!llpr(*-ti and its court, where hﬂ]n' has
been deeeived and where the government
is again vietorious.

From the woman with her white rats,

all through the crowd, down to the
gardener who has lost by one number,
there is not one gambler there not

absorbed in thinking of the game, for

NEAR SANTA Maria DEL CARMINE

Up here on the tufa hills, in the ilex
and eypress gardens of the park of the
Villa Floridiana, under the trees where
the Bourbons held their feasts, where
by the lions and tigers of the
Prince roared in their cages, up here in
these evpress gardens, Naples, looked
down upon. like a picture from a
medieval story, and, with the memory of
its rustle and elamor in one’s ears, is
like a dream of battle or a wild festival
from which escape is weleome, and the
falling evening does well to find the trav-
eller upon this height. Below, the cirele
of lights curves out around Posilipo,

close

1=



THE PLUMES OF

where in the eighteenth century Lord
Hamilton's villa carried its orange and
mandarin terraces down to the sea.
There Emma struck her classie attitudes
and daneed her tarantella. Here in her
room, deseribed by Goethe, she sat in her
moments of reverie, her slender, graceful

ficure a beautiful outline against her
casement and the farther blue . . . below
her this stretech of peerless water with

the ships at anchor and Capri in the dis-
tance. In the palace the Prince dreamed
of l,mi_\' Hamilton, while dreamed
of Nelson, and passed through Naples
at this period the most brilliant star of
all. Thus, as the glimmer from the
eighteenth century fades like a light ex-
tinguished, other lights one by one shine
forth in house and home, and the eolor
of .\'u||!.»~_ the color of the water and the
distant shores, fade into night. Vesu-
vius, pink and ethercal, keeps his secrets
hid in his mysterious breast; his plumes
are low, and over the giant crest rides
the full moon, casting a path of blood-red
glory on the sea, as though reflecting the
mountain’s old vivid sears. Down in the
silent port the ships like herded flocks
are gathered in, and there is the tinkling

VESuvIUS

HANG LOW

of bells from the harbor; there is the
tinkling of bells out from the hilly streets
as the goats are driven home: there is
the sound of church bells from green-
In\\'l'rt't] l!nlnv-, fl‘u:u _\'1-“1-\\‘ l!'lIIli"‘ \\'ilil
golden erowns, from velvet cupolas as
black as night. The city spreads itself
delicately out, and the trail of its tap-
estries—erimson and brown, pink, green,
violet, and vellow—is sewn through with
the stars of its lamps. The lanterns on
boats at sea shine out, and the long har-
hor and the sea-wall have their coronal of
Taking advantage of the peaceful
night to start on their charmed journeys
to Alexandria, Palermo, Bombay, and the
Oceident, one by one like thieves in the
night the liners put out to sea. They ent
the path of moonlight
and, themselves ablaze with their lights,
skirt the shaded coasts of Sorrento down
toward Messina Strait, and tranquil, suf-
ficient unto themselves, ardent, beauty-
loving, inheriting for a time their coun-
try, slaves of the great mountain, the
people of Naples play, believe in the fu-
ture, and are sure that one day or an-
other a lucky Saturday will fall into
each man’s hands. Qui lo saf

stars.

Crimson

Deross



The Perfect Hour

BY MARY HEATON VORSE

grass of the promontory that over-
looked the Sound. Louise sat be-
side him.

Being but newly married they had
refused to go sailing, and had seen the
others go off grumbling among them-
selves at the lamentable change wrought
by marriage in a jolly fellow like Jimsie
Bate and in a corking girl like Louise.
‘When Louise had announced that she
didn’t feel like sailing and had prophesied
that they would get becalmed, anyway,
her brother Brick had whistled rudely,
No Wedding Bells for Me, at which one
of the girls snickered, and caused Jimsie,
who disliked to behave as a Mr. Newly-
wed before all the world, to remark in a
tone that he strove to make casual:

“T guess there’ll be a breeze, Louise;
let’s go,” thereby shifting the burden of
the whole thing on his wife.

But Louise replied promptly:

“T don’t want to go sailing,” being,
like all women, less sensitive in these
matters than a man; for a man will do
any number of things that he doesn’t
want to do, to keep his life from reading
like the comic supplement of a Sunday
paper; while a woman is touchingly ready
to accept ridieule if she can only have
what she wants,

Here Brick remarked impishly:

“Aw, come ahead, Jimsie; we got a
new spinnaker—and a new balloon-jib,”
he added, insinuatingly, playing on
Jimsie's love for piling on all the canvas
there was. Jimsie ached to see that
spinnaker and that balloon-jib, but he
was under the grip of a passion greater
than that of sailing a boat, powerful as
that was. He didn’t want to miss one
winute of Lounise; and though he flushed
8t thus being “caught with the goods,”
under cover of lighting a cigarette he
muttered that he guessed he wouldn’t go.
As he said this he felt like an awful ass,
‘and yet supremely happy.

VoL CXXI.—No. 74.—63

JIMSI.E lay, full length, on the soft

During her brother’s speech Louise
had sat waiting, every nerve tenmse. It
seemed to her as though her whole life
was being swung in the balance. If
Jimsie decided to go without her, she
couldn’t live through the afternoon; in-
deed, she must have followed him.

With a curious little tightening of her
heart she realized that whatever he did
she would follow him, as, for her, life
and Jimsie were one and the same thing.

So the young people had gone their
way sailing, with the superior feeling
that the heart-free have in the presence
of wedded love. All the world may love
a lover and look with indulgence upon
young people so absorbed in one another
that they see nothing else, but there is
something in a spectacle of too obvious
devotion of young married people that
is exasperating alike to those who are
unmarried and to married people who
have gotten over this first acute stage
of complete absorption in the beloved.
These latter shrug a shoulder, at that
page of love forever closed to them, and
the unmarried look upon it with blank
amazement and mutter, “ Another good
fellow spoiled.”

Jimsie knew how his friends felt.
IIe was near enough to the old life
to know exactly what sort of a figure
he was cutting in their eyes, and he
was glad when their voices had ceased
to echo in his ears and he and Louise
were left alone in the company of an
aunt and uncle of Tounise’s, and Louise’s
father and mother. The eyes of the
older men rested upon him with humor-
ous tolerance, but in the eves of Louise’s
mother were tenderness and understand-
ing, and also a certain wistfulness, as
though she said mutely:

“Hold fast to these hours of deep
and complete understanding. Like the
first golden hours of summer these days
are short. For you, spring has passed
with its white blossoms, and the roses
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are now in bloom; but the time of the
full bloom of the roses is short. The
summer’s heat withers them. So enjoy
every one of these perfect days while
vou have them, that you may remem-
ber them in time of drought and in the
fall, when things become green again,
and through the long days of winter.”

Moved by a common impulse Louise
and Jimsie drifted from the piazza, into
the garden, and then without talking
of taking a walk they had gone on and
on until they found themselves in this
field overhanging the water, borne there
by their ecommon need of getting away.

Tt was not only that they wanted to
be out of ear-shot of other people; they
wanted to be quite by themselves where
no casual relative would break in upon
the magie cirele around them. It was
as though solitude enclosed them in some
shimmering, radiant atmosphere—an at-
mosphere impossible to retain in the
presence of another person. It was be-
cause of this radiant understanding that
Jimsie was willing to leave all the life
he knew for the sake of IL.ouise; and
Louise, her own dear and familiar world
for the sake of a man she had met only,
so to speak, the day before.

At first they talked but little, and
watched the little fleet of pleasure-boats
which dotted the Sound like a flock of
white birds; then, little by little, the
fountains of speech became unloosed.
Jimsie told stories of his adventures, of
his boyhood and youth. He handed out
to Louise these small adventures with the
air of a man making startling diselosures,
g0 sure was he that the slightest detail
concerning him was of wvalue to her
She responded by telling the stories of
her own life. They had a great many
such stories to tell, for they knew little
about each other. This, to them, was
a subject of congratulation. They felt
very wise that they had been elever
enough to get engaged, as Jimsie put it,
“ off the bat,” instead of waiting around
for years and years; for it is a note-
worthy fact that whichever way people take
for getting engaged, they have the same
sublime conviction that their road is the
only one which leads to true happiness.

So Jimsie walked happily through the
hours of his past, calling forth the face
of a friend, an escapade, or the story of
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a dog, and presented them to Louise as
a child brings pebbles from the shore
to show its mother, sure that the things
which he brings are wonderful and rare.

Under this reminiscence Louise felt
a little restless. She liked to hear all
these things, she loved everything Jimsie
had to say to her, but she liked too to
talk about the present. She didn’t ever
want him to go far from her, not even
back into her own past; so she asked:

“What was the happiest hour of your
life, Jimsie? T mean the really happiest
hour of all?” And she waited to hear
something concerning herself with the
confidence that a child holds up its face
to be kissed; but Jimsie repeated, with a
little half-puzzled frown:

“ My very happiest hour! That’s an
awfully queer thing, Louise. T've often
thought about it, but there's hardly any-
thing to tell. Don’t yon know how little
things mean so much more sometimes
than big ones? I remember once when
I was a kid there was a wreck on a rail-
way train I was in. There was a lot of
glass smashed and women screeched and
a man got his leg jammed, and T was
thrown down and got my head cut—
right here, see,” and he pointed to a
small white sear hidden by his hair.
“ And all the time I was thinking, ¢ This
is an adventure” I'd always wanted
one, but this was awfully stupid and flat.
We waited for hours on a siding, and it
was hot and tiresome, and T didn’t get
a bit excited; and yet if anybody had
told me when I started out that T was
going to be in a collision, T would have
thought it was great. That’s the way
it is—when things get execiting you are
too busy to notice that they are interest-
ing, or else they don’t seem to amount-
to anything, and some little thing will
happen and you ecan’t forget it.”

He spoke a little jerkily and hesitating-
ly, for Jimsie Bate was no hand for
analysis, and had the young Anglo-
Saxon's aversion to baring the secret
places of his soul, for fear perhaps of
not being understood, and also from a
deep-seated modesty which makes a
sound-hearted youth delicate about the
personal experiences which have meant
something to him, and which is like no
other feeling so much as it is like the
modesty of a girl.
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QUITE BY THEMSELVES WHERE NO CASUAL RELATIVE WOULD BREAK IN






Jimsie paused a moment, lost in happy
rie. At his words Louise had shrunk
So his happiest hour had nothing

' p with her, it seemed. Still perhaps
- it might, after all. Tt couldn’t be that
sie would have any happy hour that
would remember in preference to those
they had spent together—the hours
bad spent before they were married,

 ranging their own home. Louise counted
}ﬂ?ﬁ' these hours to herself with such
afraid lest the passing of
‘ﬁma should blur the outline of one of
them, for it had seemed to her that
each succeeding day as it went was
~ the very happiest of her life. Now she
w Jimsie back from his reverie,
softly:
“What was the time you liked the
ﬁ- hat, Jimsie ¢”
- He lifted his head with a boyish ges-
ture and smiled at her a boyish grin
~ that showed his even, white teeth, a lit-
tle puzzled look still on his forehead.
~ “1 was trying how to say it,” he told
~ her, “because there isn’t anything to
ﬂl. It happened quite a while ago—
m or three summers, I think—when I
- was boarding up on the Sound, and one
. Saturday afternoon the fellows were go-
~ ing somewhere that 1 didn’t want to go,
~and I came back to the boarding-place,
~ and there was a woman sitting upon the
piazza. She was just there for two or
; three days, and T had talked to her after
‘dinner the night before. She seemed
to me like an awful white sort, and I
gaw her sitting there, and I =said:
- “{Pon’t you want to go swimming?
And she said, *Yes, I would like to
go.! She was one of those women, don’t
you know, who always say ‘Yes, as if
that was the thing they had been wanting
to do awfully, and make you feel that
¥ou were pretty smart to have guessed
so well what it was they wanted to do.”
Louise glanced up swiftly at Jimsie
a5 she made a mental eomparison between
~ herself and this woman. Jimsie's idea
~ of exactly the most amusing thing to do
- and Louise’s did not always keep step.
~ Quriously enough it had never occurred
= to Louise before that this was any one’s
~ fault but Jimsie’s. A quick stab of sus-
- picion pierced her. So he was trying to

-f
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read her a lesson! But Jimsie, launched
in his story, was sublimely unconscious
of the look Louise had thrown him. He
now took up his artless tale.

“Then I said:

“‘Don’t let's go in swimming right
here; let’s go down to the beach.

“It was about two miles away, and
she said:

“¢Come on,” in just the way she had
spoken before.

“So we started off, and T don’t know
how it was, but I felt right off as if I
had known her all my life, and she acted
as if she had known me. She had been
sort of reserved and quiet in the
boarding-house without being stiff, and
vou know that I don’t talk much in a
strange bunch, but just as soon as we
got out of sight of the village and on to
the country road, we began to act like
a couple of kids. We did all sorts of
silly things.”

“What kind of silly things?’ Louise
asked. A curious numbness was stealing
over her. She felt like a queen who finds
that her erown jewels are made of paste.

“Oh, T don’t know,” said Jimsie,
vaguely, “kid things. We chased a
wild rabbit, and her hair came down, and
she looked like twelve years old. I told
her g0, and she said she thought T must
be about eight. She said,” went on
Jimsie, dreamily, “that it's the happiest
thing in the world to forget for a few
hours that you're grown up, and just be
kids again. I suppose that’s what made
it so nice. Of course you know, as 1
said, there isn’t anything to tell.”

“Did you go swimming?”’ asked
Lounise. She spoke naturally, not to dis-
turb the unconsecions Jimsie.

“Sure,” said Jimsie. “ We swam and
swam; she could swim like anything.
Then I threw water on her and she
ducked me, and T would have ducked her,
but T remembered just in time that girls
don’t like to get their hair wet. Then
we lay for a long time on the hot sand,
and there wasn’t anybody there at all.
The beach was too unhandy. Just a
couple of ramshackle bath-houses and
a sandy lane away from everything: the
woods on one side, and the sea on the
other, and a queer shut-up house on a
point. She made up stories about it.
She had lots of imagination. And, some-
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way, we grew happier and happier every
minute, and before we knew it the sun
got quite low, and we knew it must be
getting awfully late, but she said:

“&¢0h, let’s stay. We're so late now
we might as well be later.

“1 never would have thought of go-
ing home.

“fLet's stay,” she said, ‘until the sea
eats up our castle’

“ We had built a castle in the sand and
pretended we lived in it. Say,” he broke
out, “you must think T am a fierce kid.”

He took Lounise’s hand in his. She
let it stay there, as inert as a stone. She
was far from thinking him a kid. All
the jealousy of a wounded woman very
much in love was alive in her. The
pure gold of Jimsie's happiest afternoon
had passed her by, for with wide and
startled eyes she saw in Jimsie's heart

‘the reflection of another woman's face

where she had thought to see her own.
Jimsie took ILouise’s silence for under-
standing of his mood, and went on:

“She said that when our castle was
gone we would have to go back and
be grown up.”

“Then what did you do?" Louise
asked. The blood was humming in her
ears, but her cool and tranquil tone sur-
prised herself,

“ Oh, we got dressed and went home.”

“What did you talk about?’ Louise
asked.

“T don’t remember,” Jimsie answered.
“We didn’t talk much. We just fooled.
We didn’t need to talk, any more than
kids do when they’re having a good time.
We just felt as if we knew each other
too well to talk, I suppose. Just before
we got to the gate she said:

“¢We'll not forget this afternoon.’

“And I said, ‘No." Though I didn’t
think I would remember it the way I
always have.

“ Everybody was through supper, and
her hushand was awfully worried, because
nobody had seen us go, you see. He
didn’t know what had happened.”

“ Her husband!” gasped Louise.

“ Sure,” Jimsie responded. “T1 told
vou she was married, didn’t I? They
went away a couple of days afterward.”

“Tt's queer you never told me about
her before. You have told me about all

vour other friends.”

“Why, there wasn’t anything to tell,”
Jimsie answered, still sunk in his dream
of that perfeet afternoon—a moment
that ecomes to people only once or twice
in a lifetime, when the hands of time
turn back to the golden moments of
childhood, where everything is innocence
and peace, and where one has added to
the joy of child’s play and the rollick-
ing, heart-stirring laughter the knowl-
aedge of how happy one is—the moment
when two people fare forth to the
Elysian fields, leaving behind them at
the gate all the conventions with which,
as a rule, we are &o sadly cloaked from
all our fellow creatures. Such moments
come like the gift of the gods, handed
out without rhyme or reason, it would
seem, and Jimsie had treasured his mo-
ment always, and now for the first time
had spoken of it, giving it to Louise to
look at as one would some precious
thing, wishing, as he did, to share with
her everything in his life that seemed
worthy of her.

“Was she pretty? Louise asked
Jimsie.

He frowned, trying to evoke from his
memory the face of his companion.

“I don’t remember. She had light
hair. She looked like a kid when it
ecame down.”

“What was her name?”

“Her name?” Jimsie wondered, “I
don’t know. I don’t think I ever caught
her name. Why, louise—why, Louise,
what's the matter?” for Louise had
wrenched her hand from Jimsie’s and
sat staring at him, angry tears in
her eyes.

“You're keeping something from me, °
Jimsie,” she eried. “ You do know her
name. Ilow ean you say that you don’t
know the name of the woman who gave’
you the happiest moment of your life?”

Had she struck him he couldn’t have
been more dazed. A little flicker of
anger answered hers. Jimsie Bate wasn’t
used to being told he lied.

“T tell you,” he said, with a touch
of sternness, “1 don’t know her name.
I never did know it. I never saw her
again.”

The long tension of self-control had
worn upon Louise, and sghe hid her face
in the grass and wept. She sobbed like
an angry and disappointed child. Jimsie



0 at her dumfounded. What was

~the matter? What on earth was she ery-
~ ing about? He had told her lots worse
_ﬂimgu. He had confessed to her things
that really mattered that he had done
A inﬂ she hadn’t seemed to mind it one bit;
~ and here he had told her this innocent,
sweet experience, and she was crying
angrily. She couldn’t be jealous! How
wuld a woman be such a fool as to be
¢ But the unmanning spectacle
of her tears washed away his anger. He
had never seen Louise cry before. The
whole thing was inexplicable to him.
The end of the world apparently had
come, and he didn’t know how or why.
She must be jealous—that must be it.
At this his nature rose in revolt. If he
had been analytical enough to put words
to it, he would have said that he was
shocked to the core of his being. In his
matter-of-fact man’s life, moments of
pure poetry were rare enough, and this
]ittk bit of pure gold had shone to
him always in the rather dull alloy of
his days. Now Louise treated it as if
it were a piece of stolen gold. He felt
smirched and hurt.
Louise was a delicate and sweet-minded
woman, and he a man no better than any
other man, and yet it is true in a world
where good and bad are so mingled that
your ordinary man may have finer strains
in him than a sweet-minded woman, and
that the woman may fall into spiritual
grossness through lack of understanding
and imagination, and, above all, through
devouring egotism which demands
graspingly that her man shall be hers, all
of him.

And here Jimsie in his blindness did
exactly the wrong thing. He tried to
reason with Louise: but when one has
been hurt in the heart one can only
be healed through the heart. He stooped
to justify himself with:
“Sea here, Louise, there wasn’t any-
thing in it. T tell you I never saw
her again. I don’t know what her
name was; I don’t even remember how
:‘h looked."
But at that moment Louise was far
jealousy. She was sobbing over
fallen empire, erymg because she
hﬂ not been able to give Jimsie the
iest moment of his life. Faltering-
-7’3'; with deep sobs, she told him this.
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“QOh, but you have; you do! Of
course I am happier with you than with
anybody else; but don’t you see, this was
just sort of a little piece of different.
I never thought of it in the same mo-
ment with you, Louise.”

“I see,” she answered, dully;
derstand.”

She dried her eyes, and after a time
they walked home together in silence,
finding they had come a distance insup-
portably long. Louise felt hot all over,
ashamed as a boy might who has cried
before another boy. Tears had been rare
in her life always, and when they had
come she had hidden them. She longed
for her own room with the door locked
and silence. The dim meaning of what
Jimsie's experience had meant came to
her, and she realized also that by show-
ing that she had not understood it she
had lost some empire over Jimsie—an
empire that she might perhaps never
regain; and at this the tears welled up
again and fell down her cheeks, and
Jimsie said:

“PDon’t you think you have eried
about enough, Louise?’ at which she sat
down by the side of the road and sobbed
in broken fashion, to his utter dismay
and her own, both having the ecold
fear in their hearts of some one pass-
ing by who would know them. At last
Louise said:

“Tet me go home alone, Jimsie. 1
know you will say something and I shall
ery; I know I shall.” She made this con-
fession, burning alive with shame, and
with anger at him for having witnessed
her degradation, with anger at herself
for not having been able to control her-
self—as dismayed as Jimsie concerning
the scene they had passed through.

So they went their separate ways,
both feeling as if some catastrophe had
overtaken them, each of them looking
down for the first time into the im-
measurable gulf that separates all men
and women, driven asunder by what had
made them one. Beecause Jimsie was a
man and Louise a woman, they had loved
each other, and now for the same reason
they were being driven apart, neither
understanding what had happened, nor
comprehendmg the deep hurt that each
had given the other.

Tt is so much harder to meet the small,

“T un-
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meaningless tempests of life that come
upon one when the air is tranquil and
the sky blue than to stand up manfully
to the deeper tragedies,

As she had done when she was a little
girl when she was going home too late,
beyond the hour fixed by her mother,
TLounise went in guiltily by a side gate
and up the back stairs to her room,
where she locked the door and breathed
a sigh of relief at being alone. She had
thirsted for this solitude, but here in her
own room Jimsie pursued her. All
around were signs of his occupation.
Neckties hung over the mirror; brushes
were scattered.about; his sweater hung
over a chair. Here in her own blue-and-
white room where she had lived her life
as a girl—mot even here could she es-
cape him. She sat down to think what
kad happened. Nothing had happened,
and everything.

The story of Jimsie’s perfeet afternoon
seemed now to her a far-off and shadowy
thing. It seemed unimportant to her
that he should have been happier for a
moment with somebody else; the thing
that mattered was that they had been
as one, and now their sky was changed
and darkened. She suffered intolerably.
There was no one in the world who could
help her—no one she eould go to, for
there was nothing to tell—no one whose
advice she could ask, for there was noth-
ing to ask advice about.

Yes, the sky was changed. Why, she
didn’t know any more than Jimsie
knew as he walked slowly along the
dusty road, wondering blindly what had
struck T.ouise.

Tle had watched her retreating figure,
staring as though he could not believe
what was happening before his eyes.
What had happened? That is what he
would have liked to know. As he asked
himself this question, anger at the in-
justice of things arose in him. Men
are less patient about such matters
than women, perhaps because they are
less accustomed to them. Injustice
troubles the average woman very little,
but it is a thing that a man simply
eannot bear.

What, Jimsie asked himself, had he
done to bring this upon his head?
Their life together, which had been so
sweet only a few minutes hefore, seemed
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to lie in pieces about him. He knew that
women had moods, he had seen that for
himself. He had heard they were un-
reasonable — rumors of the unaccount-
able performances of the female were
constantly getting to Jimsie from his
married friends. So this was it, then?
This sort of tantrum which came from
no ecause that one could name and
turned the sweet things of life dark
and ugly and for which one could do
nothing (that was the thing that chafed
him), absolutely nothing! HHe had done
all that a man could do, he told himself,
not realizing that he had left out the
one thing that could have helped mat-
ters; for Jimsie Bate had not lived long
enough in the world of the emotions to
realize that it is affection that a woman
wants when she eries, and not reason.

Some men never realize this all their
lives, and look upon the tears of their
partner with anger, or with mute dismay,
according to their temperaments, and go
on through the years trying to better
matters by explanation. In such matters
most of us, both men and women, re-
main children forever. There are wives
who make their husbands angry in pre-
cisely the same way two hundred days in
the year, and men who hurt their wives
in preecisely the same manner after ten
vyears of marriage that they did when they
first made them cry.

But for the life of him, even if this
way of comforting Louise had occurred
to him, he could not have done it. He
was sorry for her, but he was sorry for
her with a certain raging despair. Te
was still sorrier for himself—Jimsie Bate
—Jimsie, who had given up sailing only
to have a scene because he had told his
wife a story as harmless as a fairy-tale.

Nothing had happened; no great quar-
rel had come, for he could not say that
they really had quarrelled; but every-
thing was changed. For the world of
the emotions knows no logical reason.
A most trivial occurrence may be more
blighting than some great ecatastrophe.
A man may leave his well-known world
and follow a woman for no better reason
that you could put into words than a
trick she has of lifting her eyebrows,
but later on, her manner of asking a
question may make her almost unbear-
able. None of us knows a thing about
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~ it: no man can give a reasonable reason
why one woman indifferently good-
looking, of no more intelligence than
her neighbors, makes up the world for
him for a while, or knows why, after a
while, she ceases to do this.

There seems to be one general rule
to govern what men and women will not
forgive each other—we can’t bear for
long that which takes away our peace
of mind; and this is what Jimsie and
Louise had done for each other.

Jimsie lagged along the road; for the
first time in his life he didn’t want to
see Louise. Tt was with relief that he
- found her with the others on the piazza;
- for all the way home he had been con-
} fronted by the necessity of saying some-
- thing to her, and he realized that he had
nothing to say—nothing whatever. All
bhe wanted was peace. IHe was emotion-
ally bankrupt. He was glad of the in-
~ significant chatter of a erowd. They
- soon went in to supper, and as he watch-
- ed Louise across the table he realized
~ that never before had she seemed to him

s0 much a stranger. Why, she had

seemed nearer to him the first day he

had seen her—standing before the mast

of the sailboat, when the wind blew
~ her hat into the Sound. A strange and
alien woman she seemed to him now,
filled with violent emotions whose depths
he could not fathom; and he—he must
- seem to her equally far off, since she
eould so misunderstand the things he
had to tell her.

A sense of loneliness grew upon him
m'erwhelmmg]y It is a very bitter

to realize how alone one really is
~in the world. There are some sensitive
“and morbid people who have gone mad
with nothing more than this knowledge
of their own isolation ; and Jimsie, normal
and happy-hearted, didn’t know how to
_ wrestle with the sadness that poured over
him; and mingled with his sadness was
& strain of definite irritation—irritation
4 average married man which voices
- Mself in the words:
- “Darn women, anyway!

What ails

-
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After supper the chatter of the people
became intolerable to Jimsie, and he
strolled off with a cigarette in his hand
to the soothing darkness of the garden,
oppressed by his loneliness, angry with
himself, with Louise, and with the in-
justice of things, and, above all, dismayed
at the change in his own world that
scemed so impregnably secure. Now
that world had changed. It could never
be the simple matter that it had been.
Doubts there weuld be and misunder-
standings. It amounted to as much as
that, although there was nothing one
could tell anybody. Besides, what had
happened? A quarrel was a human, un-
derstandable thing, for one could make it
up. Some one might say he was in the
wrong. But this, this strnck at the very
foundation of things; slight as it was
and made of nothing greater than a few
tears and a difference in point of view,
it yet marked the limits of the Garden
of Eden for Louise and Jimsie, since
it marked the limits of where they could
go together hand in hand with com-
plete understanding.

As Jimsie strolled mournfully about
the garden, he saw on a bench beneath
one of the trees a dejected white figure
in a pose that looked just as he felt, and
before he knew it Louise was in his arms;
for since his own heart was sore and
needed comforting, he knew all at once
how to comfort her, and how to be com-
forted by her. Together they clung to
each other before the door that they
might never again enter:; for love has
its perfect moment—a perfect moment
that is very perishable, and that the first
adverse wind must wither. And so eling-
ing together they realized that the per-
feet moment for them was over—that
they could no longer think themselves
wiser and more fortunate in their love
than any other of the people they knew;
but they realized too that nothing mat-
tered very much so long as they still
cared. The deep misunderstandings of
sex might be always there and yet could
not really hurt them, nor could anything,
so long as they should love each other.



My Memories of Mark Twain

BY W. D. HOWELLS

PART 111

HEN Messrs. Houghton & Mif-
W flin became owner of The

Atlantic Monthly, Mr. Hough-
ton fancied having some breakfasts and
dinners, which should bring the pub-
lisher and the editor face to face with
the contributors, who were bidden from
far and near. Of course, the subtle
fiend of advertising, who has now grown
so unblushing bold, lurked under the
covers at these banquets, and the junior
partner and the young editor had their
joint and separate fine anguishes of mis-
giving as to the taste and the principle
of them ; but they were really very simple-
hearted and honestly meant hospitalities,
and they prospered as they ought, and
gave great pleasure and no pain. I for-
get some of the “emergent ocecasions,”
but I am sure of a birthday dinner most
unexpectedly aceepted by Whittier, and
a birthday luncheon to Mrs. Stowe,
and I think a birthday dinner to Long-
fellow; but the passing years have left
me in the dark as to the pretext of that
supper at which Clemens made his awful
speech, and eame so near being the death
of us all. At the breakfasts and lunch-
eons, we had the pleasure of our lady-
contributors’” company, but that night
there were only men, and because of our
great strength we survived.

I suppose the year was about 1879,
but here the almanac is unimportant,
and I ean only say that it was after
Clemens had become a most valued con-
tributor of the magazine, where he found
himself to his own great explicit satis-
faction. He had jubilantly aceepted our
invitation, and had promised a speech,
which it appeared afterward he had pre-
pared with unusual eare and confidence.
It was his custom always to think out
his speeches, mentally wording them, and
then memorizing them by a peculiar sys-
tem of mnemonies which he had invented.
On the dinner table a certain succession

of knife, spoon, salteellar, and butter-
plate symbolized a train of ideas, and
on the billiard-table a ball, a cue, and
a piece of chalk served the same pur-
pose. With a diagram of these printed
on the brain he had full command of
the phrases which his excogitation had
attached to them, and which embodied the
ideas in perfeet form. He believed he
had been particularly fortunate in his
notion for the speech of that evening,
and he had worked it out in joyous self-
reliance. Tt was the notion of three
tramps, three deadbeats, visiting a Cali-
fornia mining-camp, and imposing them-
selves upon the innocent miners as re-
spectively Ralph Waldo Emerson, Henry
Wadsworth Longfellow, and Oliver Wen-
dell Holmes. The humor of the con-
ception must prosper or must fail ae-
cording to the mood of the hearer, but
Clemens felt sure of compelling this to
sympathy, and he looked forward to an
unparalleled triumph.

But there were two things that he had
not taken into acecount. One was the
species of religious veneration in which
these men were held by those nearest
them, a thing that I should not be able
to realize to people remote from them
in time and place. They were men of
extraordinary dignity, of the thing called
presence, for want of some clearer word..
so that no one could well approach them
in a personally light or trifling spirit.
I do not suppose that anybody more truly
valued them, or more piously loved them,
than Clemens himself, but the intoxica-
tion of his faney earried him beyond the
bounds of that regard, and emboldened
him to the other thing which he had
not taken indo account, namely, the im-
mense hazard of working his faney out
before their faces, and expecting them
to enter into the delight of it. If neither
Emerson, nor Longfellow, nor Holmes
had been there, the scheme might possibly
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have carried, but even this is doubtful,
for those who so devoutly honored them
would have overcome their horror with
difficulty, and perhaps would not have
overcome it at all.

The publisher, with a modesty very
ungrateful to me, had abdicated his office
of host, and I was the hapless president,
fulfilling the abhorred funection of ecall-
ing people to their feet and making them
speak. When I ¢ame to Clemens I intro-
duced him with the cordial admiring [
had for him as one of my greatest con-
tributors and dearest friends. Here, I

, in sum, wns a humorist who never
left you hanging your head for having
enjoyed his joke; and then the amazing

take, the bewildering blunder, the

el catastrophe was upon us. I be-
lieve that after the scope of the burlesque
made itzelf clear, there was no one there,
including the burlesquer himself, who
was not smitten with a desolating dis-
may. There fell a silence, weighing
many tons to the square inech, which
deepened from moment to moment, and
was broken only by the hysterical and
blood-curdling laughter of a single guest,
whose name shall not be handed down
to infamy. Nobody knew whether to
look at the speaker, or down at his plate.
I chose my plate as the least affliction,
and so 1 do not know how Clemens
looked, except when T stole a glance at
‘him, and saw him standing solitary amid
his appalled and appalling listeners, with
his joke dead on his hands. From a
first glance at the great three whom his
jest had made its theme, T was aware
of Longfellow sitting upright, and re-
garding the humorist with an air of
pensive puzzle, of Holmes busily writing
‘on his menu, with a well-feigned effect
of preoccupation, and of Emerson, hold-
ing his elbows, and listening with a
sort of Jovian oblivion of this nether
‘world in that lapse of memory which
I ‘saved him in those later years from so

much bother. Clemens must have

~ dragged his joke to the climax, and left

it there, but T cannot say this from any

sense of the fact. Of what happened

‘afterward at the table where the im-

“mense, the wholly innocent, the truly

unimagined affront was offered, T have

no longer the least remembrance. T next
smber being in a room of the hotel,
Vor. CXXIL.—No. 18.—64

where Clemens was not to sleep, but to
toss in despair, and Charles Dudley
Warner's sayving, in the gloom, * Well,
Mark! You're a funny fellow.” It was
as well as anything else he could have
said, but Clemens seemed unable to ae-
cept the tribute.

I stayed the night with him, and the
next morning, after a haggard breakfast,
we drove about and he made some pur-
chases of brie-i-brac for his house in
Hartford, with a soul as far away from
brie-A-brac as ever the soul of man was.
He went home by an early train, and he
lost mo time in writing back to the three
divine personalities which he had so in-
voluntarily seemed to flout. They all
wrote back to him, making it as light
for him as they could. T have heard that
Emerson was a good deal mystified, and
in his sublime forgetfulness asked, Who
was this gentleman who appeared to think
he had offered him some sort of annoy-
anee? But I am not sure that this is
aceurate. What T am sure of is that
Longfellow, a few days after, in my
study, stopped before a photograph of
Clemens, and said, “ Ah! He is a wag,”
and nothing more. Holmes told me, with
deep emotion, such as a brother humorist
might well feel, that he had not lost an in-
stant in replying to Clemens’s letter, and
assuring him that there had not been
the least offence, and entreating him nev-
er to think of the matter again. * He
said that he was a fool, but he was God's
fool.”  Holmes quoted from the letter
with a true sense of the pathos and humor
of the self-abasement.

To me, Clemens wrote a week later,
“Tt doesn’t get any better; it hurns like
fire.” But now I understand that it was
not shame that burnt, but rage for a
blunder which he had so ineredibly com-
mitted. That to have conceived of those
mwen, the most dignified in our literature,
our civilization, as impersonable by three
hoboes, and then to have imagined that
he eould ask them personally to enjoy
the monstrous travesty, was a break,
he saw too late, for which there was no
repair.  Yet the time came, and not so
very long afterward, when some mention
was made of the incident as a mistake.
and he said, with all his fierceness, “ But
I don’t admit that it was a mistake,” and
it was mot =0 in the minds of all witnesses
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at second hand. The morning after the
dreadful dinner, there came a glowing
note from Professor Child, who had read
the newspaper report of it, praising
Clemens’s burlesque as the richest piecce
of humor in the world, and betrayving
no sense of incongruity in its perpetra-
tion in the presence of its vietims. 1
think it must al-
ways have ground
Clemens’s soul,
that he was the
vietim of eircum-
stances, and that
if he had some
more favoring oe-
casion he could re-
trieve his loss in
it, by giving the
thing the right
setting.~—Not more
than two or three
vears ago, he came
w try me as (o
trving it again at
a meeting of news-
paper men in
Washington. I had
to own my fears,
while T alleged
Child’s note on
the other hand,
but in the end he
did not try it with
the newspaper
men. I do not
know whether he
has ever printed
it or not, but since the thing happened,
I have often wondered how much offence
there really was in it.* T am not sure
but the horror of the spectators read
more indignation into the subjects of the
hapless drolling than they felt. But it
must have been diffieult for them to bear
it with equanimity. To be sure they
were not themselves mocked ; nevertheless
their personality was trifled with, and T
could only end hy reflecting that if 1
had been in their place T should not have
liked it myself. Clemens would have
liked it himself, for he had the heart for
that sort of wild play, and he so loved
a joke that even if it took the form of
a liberty, and was vet a good joke, he
would have loved it.
See “ Mark Twain’s Speeches.”

Mark Twain, 1878
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He was oftenest at my house in Cam-
bridge, but he was also sometimes at my
house in Belmont; when, after a year in
Europe, we went to live in Boston he was
more rarely with us. We could never be
long together without something out of
the common happening, and one day
something far out of the common hap-
pened, which for-
tunately refused
the nature of ab-
solute tragedy,
while remaining
rather the saddest
sort of comedy.
We were looking
out of my library

window on that
view of the
Charles which I

was so proud of
sharing with my
all-but-next-door
neighbor, Doctor
Holmes, when an-
other friend who
was with us ealled
out with curiously

impersonal inter-
est, “ Oh, see that
woman getting
into the water!”
This would have
excited curiosity

and alarmed anx-
iety far less live-
Iy than ours, and

Clemens and I
rushed down - stairs and out through
my basement and back gate. At the

same time a coachman eame out of a
stable next door, and grappled by the
shoulders a woman who was somewhat
deliberately getting down the steps to

the water over the face of the em-
bankment. Before we could reach them
he had pulled her up to the drive-

way, and stood holding her there while
she ecrazily grieved at her rescue. As
soon as he saw us he went back into his
stable, and left us with the poor, wild
ereature on our hands. She was not very
young and not very pretty. and we could
not have flattered ourselves with the no-
tion of anything romantie in her suicidal
mania, but we could take her on the
broad human level, and on thizs we pro-
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posed to escort her up Beacon Street till
we could give her into the keeping of
one of those kindly policemen whom our
neighborhood knew. Naturally there was
no policeman, known to us or unknown,
the whole way to the Public Garden. We
had to cireumvert our charge in her
present design of drowning herself, and
walk her past the streets erossing Beacon
to the river. At these points it needed
eonsiderable reasoning to overcome her
wish and some active manceovring in
both of us to enforce our arguments.
Nobody else appeared to be interested,
and though we did not court publicity
in the performance of the duty so strange-
Iy laid upon us, still it was rather dis-
appointing to be so entirely ignored.
There are some four or five crossings to
the river between 302 Beacon Street and
the Public Gar-
den, and the sug-

OF
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probably realized that he was in the gom-
pany of Mark Twain, and was in no hurry
to end the interview. He took pos-
session of our eaptive and we saw her
no more. | now wonder that with our
joint instinet for failure we ever got rid
of her; but I am sure we did, and few
things in life have given me greater re-
lief. When we got back to my house we
found the friend we had left there quite
unrufiled and not much concerned to
know the facts of our adventure. My
impression is that he had been taking a
nap on my lounge; he appeared re-
freshed and even gay; but if I am inexact
in these details he is alive to refute me.

A little after this Clemens went abroad
with his family and lived several years
in Germany. His letters still came, but
al longer intervals, and the thread of our

gestions at our
command were
pretty  well  ex-
hausted by the
time we reached
it. Still the ex-
pected  policeman
was nowhere in
sicht; but a bril-
liant thought
curred to Clemens.
He asked me
where the nearest
police station was,
and when 1 told
him, he started
off at his highest
speed. leaving me
in sole charge of
our hapless ward.
All my powers of

0c-

SUAsion were now
taxed to the ut-
most, and I began
attracting atten-
tion as a short,
stout gentleman in early middle life
endeavoring to distrain a respectable
female of her personal liberty, when
his accomplice had abandoned him
to his wicked design. Affer a much
long time than 1 thought I should
have taken to get a policeman from

the station Clemens reappeared in easy
eonversation with an officer, who had
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intimate relations was inevitably broken.
He would write me when something I
had written pleased him, or when some-
thing signal occurred to him, or some
political or social outrage stirred him to
wrath, and he wished to free his mind
in pious profanity. During this sojourn
he came near dying of pneumonia in
Berlin, and he had slight relapses from
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it after coming home. In Berlin also he
had the honor of dining with the German
Emperor at the table of a cousin married
to a high officer of the court. Clemens
was a man to enjoy such a distinetion;
he knew how to take it as a delegated
recognition from the German people;
but as coming from a sovereign who
had as yet only his sovereignty to
value himself upon, he was not very
proud of it. Ile expressed a quiet dis-
dain of the event as between the im-
periality and himself, on whom it was
supposed to confer such glory. erowning
his life with the topmost leaf of laurel.
He was in the same mood in his ae-
count of an English dinner many years
before, where there was a “little Scotch
lord ™ present, to whom the English
tacitly referred Clemeng’s talk, and
laughed when he laughed, and were grave
when he failed to smile. Of all the men
I have known he was the farthest from a
snob, though he valued recognition, and
liked the flattery of the fashionable fair
when it came in his way. He would not
go out of his way for it, but like all able
and brilliant men he loved the minds of
women, their wit, their agile cleverness,
their sensitive perception, their humorous
appreciation, the saucy things they would
say, and their pretty, temerarions de-
fiances. He had of course the keenest
sense of what was truly dignified and
truly undignified in people; but he was
not really. interested in what we eall
society affiairs; they secarcely existed for
him; though his books witness how he
abhorred the dreadful fools who through
some chance of birth or wealth hold them-
selves different from other men.
Commonly he did not keep things to
himself, especially dislikes and con-
demnations. Upon most current events
he had strong opinions, and he uttered
them strongly. After a while he was
silent in them, but if you fried him you
found him in them stilll. He was apt
to wear himself out in the vehemence
of his resentments; or, he had so
spent himself in uttering them that
he had literally nothing more to say.
You could offer Clemens offences that
would anger other men and he did not
mind; he would account for them from
human nature; but if he thought you had
in any way playved him false you were
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anathema and maranatha forever. Yet
not forever, perhaps, for by and by, after
years, he would be silent. There were
two men, half a generation apart in their
succession, whom he thought equally
atrocious in their treason to him, and
of whom he used to talk terrifyingly,
even after they were out of the world.
He went farther than Heine, who said
that he forgave his enemies, but not
till they were dead. COlemens did not
forgive his dead enemies; their death
secemed to deepen their crimes, like a
base evasion, or a cowardly attempt to
escape; he pursued them to the grave; he
would like to dig them up and take venge-
anee upon their clay. So he said, but
no doubt he would not have hurt them
if he had had them living before him.
He was generous without stint; he trusted
without measure, but where his generosity
was abused, or his trust betrayed, he was
a fire of vengeance, a consuming flame of
suspicion that no sprinkling of cool pa-
tience from others could quench; it had
to burn itself out. He was eagerly and
lavishly hospitable, but if a man seemed
willing to batten on him, or in any way
to lie down upon him, Clemens despised
him unutterably. In his frenzies of re-
sentment or suspicion he would not, and
doubtless could not, listen to reason. But
if between the paroxysms he were con-
fronted with the facts he would own them,
no matter how much they told against
him. At one period he fancied that a
certain newspaper was hounding him
with biting eensure and poisonous para-
graphs, and he was filling himself up with
wrath to be duly discharged on the edit-
or's head. Later, he wrote mie with a
humorous joy in his mistake that Warner
had advised him to have the paper watch-
ed for these injuries. He had done so,
ond how mwany mentions of him did I
reckon he had found in three months?
Just two, and they were rather indifferent
than unfriendly. So the paper was ac-
quitted. and the editor’s life was spared.
The wretch never knew how near he was
to losing it, with incredible preliminaries
of obloquy. and a subsequent devotion
to lasting infamy.

His memory for favors was as good as
for injuries, and he liked to return
yvour friendliness with as loud a band of
music as could be bought or bribed for
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the occasion. All that had to do
was to signify that you wanted his help.
When my father was consul at Toronto
during Arthur’s administration, he fan-
cied that his place was in danger, and
he appealed to me. TIn turn I appealed
to Clemens, bethinking myself of his
friendship with Grant, and Grant’s
friendship with Arthur. T asked him to
write to Grant in my father’s behalf.
but No, he answered me, T must come to
Hartford, and we would go on to New
York together and see Grant personally.
This was before, and long before, Clemens
became Grant’s publisher and splendid
benefactor, but the men liked each other
a8 snch men could not help doing. Clem-
ens made the appointment, and we went
10 find Grant in his business office, that
place where his business innocence was

you
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afterward so betrayed. He was very
simple and very cordial, and 1 was in-
stantly the more at home with him, be-

cause his voice was the soft, rounded,
Ohio River accent to which my years
were earliest used from my steam-

boating uncles, my earliest heroes. When
I stated my bhusiness, he merely said,
Oh, no: that must not be; he would
write to President Arthur: and he did
<o that day—and my father lived to lay
down his office when he tired of it, with
no urgence from above.

It is not irrelevant to Clemens to say
that Grant seemed to like finding himself
in company with two literary men, one
of whom at least he could make sure
of, and unlike that silent man he was
reputed, he talked constantly, and so far
as he might he talked literature. At least
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he talked of John Phenix, that delight-
fulest of the early Pacific Slope humorists,
whom he had known under his real name

of George H. Derby, when they were
fellow cadets at West Point. [t was
mighty pretty, as Pepvs would =ay, to

see the delicate deference Clemens paid
our plain and the manly respeect
with whieh he listened. While Grant
talked, his luncheon was brought in from
some unassuming restaurant near by, and
he asked us to join him in the baked
beans and coffee which were served us in
a little room out of the office with about
the same circumstance as at a

hero,

railroad

refreshment-counter. The baked beans
:lllll coffee were lif zllmllT the r:li]l‘u:lll'
refreshment quality; but eating them
with Grant was like sitting down to
baked beans and ecoffee with Julius

Cewesar, or Alexander, or some other great
Plutarchan eaptain.

One of the highest satisfactions of
Clemens’s often supremely satisfactory
life was his relation to Grant. It was

his proud joy to tell how he found Grant
about to sign a contract for his book on
certainly very good terms, and said to
him that he could himself publish the
book, and give him a
times as large. He =aid Grant seemed to
doubt whether he ecould honorably
draw from the negotiation at that peint,

percentage three

with-
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but Clemens overbore such seruples, and
it was his unparalleled privilege, his
princely pleasure to pay the author a far
larger check for his work than had ever
been paid to an author before. He valued
even more than this splendid opportunity
the sacred moments in which their busi-
brought him into the presence of
the slowly dying, heroieally living man
whom he was so befriending: and he
told me in words which surely lost none
of their simple pathos through his report
how Grant deseribed his suffering.

The prosperity of this venture was the
beginning of Clemens’s adversity, for it
led to excesses of enterprise which were
{forms of dissipation. The young seulptor
had come back to him from Paris
modelled a smal!l bust of Grant, which
Clemens multaplied in great numbers to
his great loss, and the success of Grant's
book tempted him to launeh on publish-
ing seas where his bark presently foun-
dered. The first and greatest of his dis-
asters was the Life of Pope Leo XIII.,
which he came to tell me of, when he had
imagined it, in a sort of glorious intoxi-
cation. e had no words in which to
paint the magnificence of the project, or
to forecast its colossal sueccess. It would
have n ecurreney bounded only by the
number of Catholies ih Christendom. It
would be translated into every language

Ness
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which was anywhere written or printed;
it would be ecirveulated literally in every
country of the globe, and Clemens's book-
agents would ecarry the prospectuses and
then the bound copies of the work to
the ends of the whole earth. Not only
would every Catholic buy it, but every
Catholic must, as he was a good Catholie,

It was a mag-
nificent scheme, and it captivated me, as
it had captivated Clemens; it dazzled us
hoth, and neither of us the fatal
defect in it. The event proved that the
ilmmeasurable majority did not wish to
read the life of the Pope, though it was
written by a dignitary of the Church and
issued to the world with every sanction
from the Vatican. The failure was in-
eredible to his sanguine
was utterly confounded, and soon a si-
lence fell upon it where it had been so
exuberantly jubilant.

as he hoped to be saved.

Saw

(lemens: aonl

The ocecasions whiech brought us to
New York together were not nearly so
frequent as those which united us in

Boston, but there was a dinner given him

by a friend which remains memorable
from the fatuity of two men present,
80 different in everything but their

fatuity.
Billy Florence, who was urging the un-

One was the sweet old comedian

TOWARD THE PERGOLA

successful dramatist the table to
write him a play about Oliver Crom-
well, and giving the why he

thought himself peculiarly fitted to por-

ACTOSS

reasons

tray the character of Cromwell. The
other was a modestly millioned rich
man who was then only beginning to

amass the moneys afterward heaped so
high, and was still in the econdition
be flattered the condescension of a
vet greater millionaire. His eontribu-
tion to our gavety was the verbatim re-
port of a ecall he had made upon William
IT. Vanderbilt. whom he had found just
of with his
trunks 1!('[1i1i”|\' in the front hall, but who
had staved to reeceive the narrator. He
had. in fact, of the
frunks, and talked with easiest friendli-
ness, and quite, we were given to infer,
like an ordinary human being. Clemens
often kept on with some thread of the
talk when we came away from a dinner,
but now he was silent, as if * high sor-
rowful and eloyed ”; and it was not till
vell afterward that T found he had noted
the facts from the bitterness with which
he mocked the rich man, and the pity he
expressed for the actor.

He had before

those evidences against

o

by

about starting out town,

sat down on one

fll:ll to
mankind

begun AMAES

\\'!Iil'h
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eventuated with him in his theory of
what he called * the damned human race.”
This was not an expression of piety, but
of the kind contempt to which he was
driven by our follies and iniquities as he
had observed them in himself as well as
in others. It was as mild a misanthropy,
probably, as ever caressed the objects of
its maledietion. But I believe it was
about the year 1900 that his sense of our
perdition became insupportable and
broke out in a mixed and
amusement which spared no oceasion; so
that I could quite understand why Mrs.
(lemens should have found some com-
pensation, when kept to her room by
sickness, in the reflection that now she
should mnot hear so much about the
“ damned homan race.” He told of that
with the same wild joy that he told of
overhearing her repetition of one of
his most inclusive profanities, and her
explanation that she meant him to hear
it so that he might know how it sounded.
The contrast of the lurid blasphemy with
her heavenly whiteness should have been
enough to cure any one less grounded
than he in what must be owned was as
fixed a habit as smoking with him.

abhorrence

THE LIVING-ROOM

When 1 first knew him he rarely vented
his fury in that sort, and I faney he
was under a promise to her which he
kept sacred till the wear and tear of his
nerves with advancing years disabled
him. Then it would be like him to
struggle with himself till he could strug-
gle no longer and to ask his promise
back. and it would be like her to give
it back. His profanity was the herit-
age of his boyhood and young manhood
in social conditions and under the duress
of exigencies in which evervbody swore
about as impersonally as he smoked. Tt
is best to recognize the fact of it, and I do
so the more readily because I cannot sup-
pose the Recording Angel really minded
it much more than that Guardian Angel
of his. It probably grieved them about
equally, but they could equally forgive it.
Nothing eame of his pose regarding the
damned human race except his invention
of the Human Race Luncheon Club. This
was confined to four persons who were
never all got together, and it soon perished
of their indifference.

In the earlier days that T have more
specially in mind one of the questions
that we used to debate a good deal was




whether every human motive was not
selfish. We inquired as to every impulse,
the noblest, the holiest in effect, and he
found them in the last analysis of selfish
origin. Pretty nearly the whole time of
a certain railroad run from New York
to Hartford was taken up with the
serutiny of the self-sacrifice of a mother
for her child, of the abandon of the lover
who dies in saving his mistress from
fire or flood, of the hero’s courage in the
field and the martyr's at the stake. Each
~ he found springing from the unconscious
Jove of self and the dread of the greater
pain which the self-sacrificer would suf-
fer in forbearing the sacrifice. Tf we
had any time left from this inquiry that
day, he must have devoted it to a
high regret that Napoleon did not carry
out his purpose of invading England, for
then he would have destroyed the feudal
aristocracy, or “reformed the lords,” as
it might be called now. He thought
that would have been an incaleulable
blessing to the English people and the
world. Clemens was always beautifully
and unfalteringly a repubhcan None
of his occasional misgivings for Amer-
jea implicated a return to monarchy.
Yet he felt passionately the splendor of
the English monarchy, and there was a
time when he gloried in that figurative
poetry by which the king was phrased as
“the Majesty of England.” He rolled
the words deep-throatedly out, and
exulted in their beauty as if it were be-
yond any other glory of the world. He
read, or read af, English history a great
deal, and one of the by-products of his
restless invention was a game of Eng-
lish Kings (like the game of Authors) for
~ children. I do not know whether he ever
perfected this; but I am quite sure it
was not put upon the market. Very
likely he hrought it to a practicable
stage, and then tired of it, as he was
apt to do in the ultimation of his vehe-
ment undertakings.

He satisfied the impassioned demand
of his nature for incessant activities of
every kind by taking a personal as well
@8 a pecuniary interest in the inventions
of others. At one moment the dammned
human race was almost to be redeemed
by a process of founding brass without
air bubbles in it; if this could once be
accomplished, as T understood, or mis-
Vor. CXXI.—No. 124.—85
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understood, brass could be used in art-
printing to a degree hitherto impossible.
I dare say 1 have got it wrong, but I am
not mistaken as to Clemens’s enthusiasm
for the process, and his heavy losses in
paying its way to ultimate failure. He
was simultaneously absorbed in the per-
fection of a type-setting machine, which
he was paying the inventor a salary to
bring to a perfection so expensive that
it was practically impracticable. We
were both printers by trade, and I eould
take the same interest in this wonderful
piece of mechanism that he could; and
it was so truly wonderful that it did
everything but walk and talk. Tts in-
genious creator was so bent upon realiz-
ing the highest ideal in it that he pro-
duced a machine of quite unimpeachable
efficiency. But it was so costly, when
finished, that it could not be made for
less than twenty thousand dollars, if the
parts were made by hand. This sum was
prohibitive of its introduction, unless
the requisite capital could be found for
making the parts by machinery, and
Clemens spent many months in vainly
trying to get this money together. In
the mean time simpler machines had been
invented and the market filled, and his
investment of three hundred thousand
dollars in the beautiful miracle remained
permanent hut not profitable. I onece
went with him to witness its performance,
and it did seem to me the last word in
its way, but it had been spoken too ex-
quisitely, too fastidiously. I never heard
him devote the inventor to the infernal
gods, as he was apt to do with the
geniuses he lost money by, and so I think
he did not regard him as a traitor.

In these things, and in his other
schemes for the subiti guadagni of the
speculator and the “sudden making of
splendid names” for the benefactors of
our species, Clemens satisfied the Colonel
Sellers nature in himself (from which he
drew the picture of that wild and lovable
figure), and perhaps made as good use of
his money as he could. He did not care
much for money in itself, but he luxuri-
ated in the lavish use of it, and he was as
generous with it as ever a man was. Ie
liked giving it, but he commonly wearied
of giving it himself, and wherever he
lived he established an almoner, whom
he fully trusted to keep his left hand
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ignorant of what his right hand was do-
ing. I believe he felt no finality in
charity, but did it because in its pro-
visional way it was the only thing a man
could do. I never heard him go really
into any sociological inquiry, and I have
a feeling that that sort of thing bafiled
and dispirited him. No one ecan read
The Connecticut Yankee and not be
aware of the length and breadth of his
sympathies with poverty, but apparently
he had not thought out any scheme for
righting the economie wrongs we abound
in. I eannot remember our ever getting
quite down to a diseussion of the matter;
we came very near it once in the day of
the vast wave of emotion sent over the
world by Looking Backward, and again
when we were all so troubled by the
great coal strike in Pennsylvania; in
considering that he seemed to be for
the time doubtful of the justice of the
working-man’s cause. At all other times
he seemed to know that whatever wrongs
the working-man ecommitted work was
always in the right.

When Clemens returned to America
with his family, after lecturing round
the world, I again saw him in New York,
where I so often saw him while he was
shaping himself for that heroic enter-
prise. He would come to me, and talk
sorrowfully over his financial ruin, and
picture it to himself as the stuff of some
unhappy dream, which, after long pros-
perity, had eculminated the wrong way.
It was very melancholy, very touching,
but the sorrow to which he had come
home from his long journey had not that
forlorn bewilderment in it. He was look-
ing wonderfully well, and when I wanted
the name of his elixir, he said it was
plasmon. He was apt, for a man who had
put faith so decidedly away from him, to
take it back and pin it to some super-
stition, usually of a hygienie sort. Onece,
when he was well on in years, he came to
New York without glasses, and an-
nounced that he and all his family, so
astigmatiec and myopie and old-sighted,
had, so to speak, burned their spectacles
behind them, upon the instruetion of
some sage who had found out that they
were a delusion. The next time he came
he wore spectacles freely, almost ostenta-
tiously, and I heard from others that the
whole Clemens family had been near
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losing their eyesight by the miracle
worked in their behalf. Now, I was not
surprised to learn that the damned hu-
man race was to be saved by plasmon,
if anything, and that my first duty was
to visit the plasmon ageney with him,
and procure enough plasmon to secure
my family against the ills it was heir to
for evermore. I did not immediately un-
derstand that plasmoen was one of the
investments which he had made from
“ the substance of things hoped for,” and
in the destiny of a disastrous disappoint-
ment. But after paving off the eredit-
ors of his late publishing firm, he had
to do something with his money, and it
was not his fault if he did not make a
fortune out of plasmon.

For a time it was a question. whether
he should not go back with his family to
their old home in Hartford. Perhaps the
father’s and mother’s hearts drew them
there all the more strongly because of
the grief written ineffaceably over it, but
for the younger ones, it was no longer
the measure of the world. It was easier
for all te stay on indefinitely in New
York, which is a sojourn withont eireum-
stance, and equally the home of exile
and of indecision. The Clemenses took
a pleasant, spacious house at Riverdale
on the Hudson, and there I began to see
them again on something like the sweet
old terms. They lived far more unpre-
tentiously than they used, and T think
with a notion of eeonomy, which they
had never very sucecessfully practised.
I reeall that at the end of a ecertain
vear in Hartford when they had been
saving, and paying ecash for every-
thing, Clemens wrote, reminding me of
their avowed experiment, and asking
me to guess how many bills they had
at New-Year's; he hastened to say that
a horse-ear would not have held them.
At Riverdale they kept no ecarriage,
and there was a snowy night when I
drove up to their handsome old mansion
in the station earryall, which was erusted
with mud as from the going down of the
Deluge after transporting Noah and his
family from the Ark to whatever point
they decided to settler at provisionally.
But the good talk, the rich talk, the talk
that could never suffer poverty of mind
or soul, was there, and we jubilantly
found ourselves again in our middle
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youth. It was the mighty moment when
Clemens was building his engines of war
for the destruction of Christian Science,
which superstition nobody, and he least of
all, expected to destroy. It would not
be easy to say whether in his talk of
it his disgust for the illiterate twaddle
of Mrs. Eddy's book, or his admiration

~ of her genius for organization was the

greater. He believed that as a religious
machine the Christian Secience Church
was as perfect as the Roman Church
and destined to be more formidable in
its control of the minds of men. Ie

~ looked for its spread over the whole of

Christendom ; and throughout the winter
he spent at Riverdale he was ready to
meet all listeners more than half-way
with his convictions of its powerful grasp
of the average human desire to get some-
i]'lmg for nothing. The vacuous vul-
garity of its texts was a perpetual joy
to him, while he bowed with serious re-
spect to the sagacity which built so

~ securely upon the everlasting rock of

human credulity and folly. One Sun-
day afternoon we went together to hear
m able judge from Kansas, a clever
- and a politician of note, deliver
was
intellectually so much chopped food for
cattle, to a congregation of three thou-
sand prosperons persons mainly in seal-
gkin sacks and frock coats. I suppose
that this extraordinary spectacle afforded
Olemens a satisfaction which could have
been matched for him only by the claim
of Shakespeare to be Shakespeare, when
he had come to the full perception that
Bacon was Shakespeare.

- An interesting phase of his psychology
in this business was not only his admira-
tion for the masterly policy of the Chris-
tian Secience hierarchy, but his willingness
10 allow the miracles of its healers to be

~ tried on his friends and family, if they

wished it. He had a tender heart for
the whole generation of empiries, as well
as the newer sorts of scientitians, but he
seemed to base his faith in them largely
upon the failure of the regulars rather

~ than upon their own successes, which also

h believed in. He was recurrently, but
ot insistently, desirons that you should
try their strange magics when you were
Wns to try the familiar medicines.

~ The order of my facquaintance, or call

MY MEMORIES OF MARK TWAIN. 528

it intimacy, with Clemens was this: our
first meeting in Boston, my visits to him
in Hartford, his visits to me in Cam-
bridge, in Belmont, and in Boston, our
briefer and less frequent meetings in
Paris and New York, all with repeated
interruptions through my absences in Eu-
rope, and his sojourns in London, Ber-
lin, Vienna, and Florence, and his flights
to the many ends, and odds and ends, of
the earth. I will not try to follow the
events, if they were not rather the sub-
jective experiences, of those different
periods and points of time, which I must
not fail to make include his summer at
York Harbor, and his divers residences in
New York, on Tenth Street and on Fifth
Avenue, at Riverdale, and at Stormfield,
which his daughter has told me he loved
hest of all his houses and hoped to make
his home for long vears.

Not much remains to me of the week
or so that we had together in Paris early
in the summer of 1904. The first thing
I got at my bankers was a cable message
announcing that my father was stricken
with paralysis, but urging my stay for
further intelligence, and I went about
till the final summons came with my
head in a mist of care and dread.
Clemens was very kind and brotherly
through it all. He was living greatly to
his mind in one of those arcaded little
hotels in the Rue de Rivoli, and he was
free from all household duties to range
with me. We drove together to make
calls of digestion at many houses where
he had got indigestion in his relue-
tance from their hospitality, for he hated
dining out. But, as he explained, his
wife wanted him to make these visits,
and he did it, as he did everything she
wanted. At one place, some suburban
villa, he could get no answer to his ring,
and he “hove” his cards over the gate
just as it opened, and he had the shame
of explaining in his unexplanatory
French to the man picking them up.
He was excruciatingly helpless with his
cabmen, but by very cordially smiling
and casting himself on the drivers’ mercy
he always managed to get where he want-
od. The family was on the verge of
their many moves, and he was doing
some small errands; he said that the
others did the main things and left him
to do what the eat might.
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It was with that return upon the
buoyant billow of plasmon, renewed in
look and limb, that Clemens’s universal-
ly pervasive popularity began in his own
country. He had hitherto been more in-
telligently accepted, or more largely
imagined, in Europe, and I suppose it
was my sense of this that inspired the
stupidity of my saying to him when we
came to consider “the state of polite
learning ¥ among us, “ You mustn’t ex-
pect people to keep it up here as they
do in England.” But it appeared that
his countrymen were only wanting the
chance, and they kept it up in honor of
him past all precedent. One does not
go into a catalogue of dinners, recep-
tions, meetings, speeches, and the like
when there are more vital things to speak
of. He loved these obvious joys, and he
eagerly strove with the occasions they
gave him for the brillianey which seemed
so exhaustless and was so exhausting.
His friends saw that he was wearing him-
self out, and it was not because of Mrs.
Clemens’s health alone that they were
glad to have him take refuge at River-
dale. The family lived there two happy,
hopeless years, and then it was ordered
that they should change for his wife's
sake to some less exacting eclimate.
Clemens was not eager to go to Florence,
but his imagination was taken as it
would have been in the old-young days
by the notion of packing his furniture
into flexible steel cages from his house
in Hartford and unpacking it from them
untouched at his villa in Fiesole. He
got what pleasure any man ecould out
of that triumph of mind over matter,
but the shadow was ecreeping up his
life. One sunny afternoon we sat on the
grass before the mansion, after his wife
had begun to get well enough for removal,
and we looked up toward a baleony where
presently that lovely presence made itself
visible, as if it had stooped there from
a cloud. A hand frailly waved a hand-
kerchief; Clemens ran over the lawn to-
ward it, ealling tenderly: < Whatt
What?” as if it might be an asking for
him instead of the greeting it really was
for me. Tt was the last time I saw her,
if indeed T can be said to have seen her
then, and long afterward when T said how
beautiful we all thought her, how good,
how wise, how wonderfully perfeet in
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every relation of life, he eried out in
a breaking voice: “ Oh, why didn’t you
ever tell her? She thought you didn’t
like her.” How incredible, how impos-
sible is experience! What a pang it was
not to have told her, but how could we
have told her? His unreason endeared
him to me more than all his wisdom.

To that Riverdale sojourn belong my
impressions of one of those joint epi-
sodes of ours, which, strangely enough,
did not eventuate in entire failure,
as most of our joint episodes did.
He wrote furiously to me of a wrong
which had been done to one of the
most helpless and one of the most
helped of our literary brethren, asking
me to join with him in recovering the
money paid over by that brother’s pub-
lisher to a false friend who had withheld
it and would not give any account of it.
Our hapless brother had appealed to
Clemens, as he had to me with the faets,
but not asking our help, probably because
he knew he need not ask; and Clemens
enclosed to me a very taking-by-the-throat
message which he proposed sending to
the false friend, TFor once, I had some
sense, and answered that this would never
do, for we had really no power in the
matter, and we had better use the deli-
cacy of Agag than the truculence of
Samuel. I contrived a letter so softly
diplomatie that I shall always think of
it with pride when my honesties no
longer give me satisfaction, saying that
ihis incident had come to our knowledge,
and suggesting that we felt sure he would
not finally wish to withhold the money.
Nothing more, practically, than that, but
that was enough; there came promptly
back a letter of justification, cover-
ing a very substantial check, which we
hilariously forwarded to our beneficiary.
But the helpless man who was so used
to being helped did not answer with the
gladness I, at Jeast, expected of him.
He acknowledged the check as he would
any ordinary payment, and then he made
us observe that there was still a large
sum due him out of the moneys with-
held. At this point I proposed to Clemens
that we should let the nonchalant vietim
collect the balance himself. Clouds of
sorrow had gathered about the bowed
head of the delinquent since we be-
gan on him, and my fickle sympathies



were turning his way from the vigtim,
who was really to blame for leaving his
gffairs so unguardedly to him in the first

Clemens made some sort of grim
assent, and we dropped the matter. He
was more used to ingratitude from those
he helped than I was, who found being
Jain down upon not so amusing as he
found my revolt. He reckomed I was
right, he said, and after that I think we
never recurred to the incident. It was
not ingratitude that he ever minded; it
was treachery that really maddened him
past all forgiveness.

During the summer he spent at York
Harbor I was only forty minutes away
at Kittery Point, and we saw each other
often; but this was before the last time
at Riverdale. He had a wide, low cot-
tage in a pine grove overlooking York
River, and we used to sit at a ecorner
of the veranda farthest away fromy Mrs.
Olemens’s window, where we could read
our manuscripts to each other, and tell
our stories, and laugh our hearts out
without disturbing her. At first she had
been about the house, and there was one
gmtle afternoon when she made tea for
us in the parlor, but that was the last
time T spoke with her. After that it was
really a question of how soonest and
easiest she could be got back to River-
dale; but of course there were specious
delays in which she seemed no worse and
seemed a little better, and Clemens counld
work at a movel he had begun. He had
taken a room in the house of a friend
and neighbor, a fisherman and boatman;
there was a table where he could write,
and a bed where he could lie down and
read; and there, unless my memory has
played me one of those constructive
tricks that people’s memories indulge in,
he read me the first chapters of an ad-
mirable story. The scene was laid in a

issouri town, and the characters such
a8 he had known in boyhood; but often
as I tried to make him own it, he denied
having written any such story; it is pos-
sible that T dreamed it, but I hope the
MS. will yet be found.

I cannot say whether or not he believed
that his wife would recover; he fought
the fear of her death to the end; for her
life was far more largely his' than the
lives of most men’s wives are theirs.
For his own life T believe he would
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never have much ecared, if I may trust
a saying of one who was so absolutely
without pose as he was. He said that
he never saw a dead man whom he did
not envy for having had it over, and
being done with it. Life had always
amused him, and in the resurgence of its
interests after his sorrow had ebbed away
he was again deeply interested in the
world, and in the human race, which,
though dammed, abounded in subjects of
curious inquiry. When the time eame
for his wife’s removal from York Harbor,
I went with him to Boston, where he
wished to look up the best means of her
conveyance to New York. The inquiry
absorbed him: the sort of invalid-car he
could get; how she eounld be carried to
the village station; how the ear could
be detached from the eastern in at
Boston and earried round to the southern
train on the other side of the ecity, and
then how it could be attached to the
Hudson River train at New York and
left at Riverdale. There was no par-
ticular of the business which he did not
serutinize and master, not only with his
poignant concern for her welfare, but
with his strong curiosity as to how these
unusual things were done with the usual
means. With the inertness that grows
upon an ageing man, he had been used to
delegating more and more things, but of
that thing I perceived that he would not
delegate the least detail.

He had meant never to go abroad
again, but when it eame time to go he
did not look forward te returning; he
expeeted to live in Florence always after
that; they were used to the life and
they had been happy there some years
earlier before he went with his wife
for the cure of Nauheim. But when he
came home again it was for good and
all. It was natural that he should wish
to live in New York, where they had
already had a pleasant year in Tenth
Street. I used to see him there in an
upper room, looking south over a quiet
open space of back yards where we
fought our battles in behalf of the
Filipinos and the Boers, and he earried
on his campaign against the mission-
aries in China. He had not yet formed
his habit of lying for whole days in
bed, and reading and writing there, yet
he was a good deal in bed, from weak-
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ness, 1 suppose, and for the mere
comfort of it.

My perspectives are not very clear, and
in the foreshortening of events which al-
ways takes place in our review of the past
1 may not always time things aright.
But I believe it was not until he had
taken his house at 21 Fifth Avenue that
he began to talk to me of writing his
autobiography. He meant that it should
be a perfectly veracious record of his life
and period; for the first time in literature
there should be a true history of a man
and a true presentation of the men the
man had known. As we talked it over
the scheme enlarged itself in our riotous
faney. We said it should be not only a
book, it should be a library, not only a
library but a literature. It should make
good thg world’s loss through Omar’s
barbarity at Alexandria; there was no
image so grotesque, so extravagant that
we did not play with it; and the work

so far as he carried it was really done
" on a colossal scale. But one day he said

that as to veracity it was a failure; he
had begun to lie, and that if no man ever
-yet told the truth about himself it was
because no man ever could. How far he
had earried his autobiography I cannot
say; he dietated the matter several hours
each day; and the public has already
seen long passages from it, and ecan
judge, probably, of the make and matter
of the whole from these. Tt is immense-
ly inclusive, and it observes no order
or sequence. Whether now, after his
death, it will be published soon or late,
I have no means of knowing. Once or
twice he said in a vagune way that it was
not to be published for twenty years, so
that the discomfort of publicity might be
minimized for all the survivors. Sud-
denly he told me he was not working at
it; but I did not understand whether he
had finished it, or merely dropped it; 1
never asked.

We lived in the same eity, but, for old
men, rather far apart, he at Tenth
Street and T at Seventieth, and with our
colds and other disabilities we did not
see each other often. He expected me
to come to him, and T would not, without
some return of my visits, but we never
ceased to be friends, and good friends,
so far as T know. T joked him once as
to how T was going to ecome out in his
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autobiography, and he gave me some sort
of joking reassurance. There was one
incident, however, that brought us very
frequently and actively together. He
came one Sunday afternoon to have me
call with him on Maxim Gorky, who was
staying at a hotel a few streets above
mine. We were both interested in
Gorky, Clemens rather more as a revolu-
tionist and I as a realist, though 1
too wished the Russian Czar ill, and
the novelist well in his mission to the
Russian sympathizers in this republic.
But T had lived through the episode of
Kossuth’s visit to us and his vain en-
deavor to raise funds for the Hungarian
cause in 1851, when we were a younger
and nobler nation than now, with hearts
if not hands opener to the “ oppressed of
Europe ”; the oppressed of Ameriea, the
four or five millions of slaves, we did
not copnt. I did not believe that Gorky
could get the money for the cause of
freedom in Russia which he had come
to get; as 1 told a valued friend of his
and mine, I did not believe he could get
$2,500, and T think now T set the figure
teo high. T had already refused to sign
the sort of general appeal his friends
were making to our principles and
pockets because 1 felt it so wholly idle,
and when the paper was produced in
Gorky's presence, and Clemens put his
name to it, I still refused. The next
day Gorky was expelled from his hotel
with the woman who was not his wife,
but who, T am bound to say, did not
look as if she were not, at least to me,
who am, however, not versed in those
aspects of human nature. .
I might have escaped unnoted, but
Clemens’s familiar head gave us away
to the reporters waiting at the elevator’s
mouth for all who went to see Gorky.
As it was, a hunt of interviewers ensued
for us severally and jointly. I could re-
main aloof in my hotel apartment, re-
turning answer to such guardians of the
public right to know everything that T
had nothing to say of Gorky’s domestic
affairs; for the public interest had now
strayed far from the revolution, and now
centred entirely upon these. But with
Clemens it was different; he lived in a
house with a street door kept by a single
butler, and he was constantly rung for.
I forget how long the siege lasted, but
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long enough for us to have fun with
it. That was the moment of the great
Vesuvian eruption, and we figured our-
selves in easy reach of a voleano which
was every now and then “blowing a cone
off,” as the telegraphie phrase was. The
roof of the great market in Naples had
just broken in under its load of ashes
and ecinders, and crushed hundreds of
people; and we asked each other if we
were not sorry we had not been there,
where the pressure would have been
far less: terrific than it was with us in
Fifth Avenue. The forbidden butler
came up with a message that there
were some gentlemen below who wanted
to see Clemens.

“ How many ?’ he demanded.

“ Kive,” the butler faltered.

“ Reporters ¢

The butler feigned uncertainty.

“ What would you do?’ he asked me.

“1 wouldn’t see them,” 1 said, and
then Clemens went directly down to
them. How or by what means he ap-
peased their voracity, I cannot say, but
I fancy it was by the confession of the
exact truth, which was harmless enough.
They went away joyfully, and he came
back in radiant satisfaction with having
geen them. Of course he was right and I
wrong, and be was right as to the point
at issue between Gorky and those who
had helplessly treated him with such
eruel ignominy. In America it is not
the convention for men to live openly
in hotels with women who are not their
wives. Gorky had violated this conven-
tion and he had to pay the penalty; and
concerning the destruction of his effi-
ciency as an emissary of the revolution,
his blunder was worse than a erime.

To the period of Clemens’s residence
in Fifth Avenue belongs his efflorescence
in white serge. He was always rather
aggressively indifferent about dress, and
at a very early date in our acquaintance
Aldrich and I attempted his reform by
clubbing to buy him a eravat. But he
would not put away his stiff little black
‘bow, and until he imagined the suit of
‘white serge, he wore always a suit of
black serge, truly deplorable in the eut
of the sagging frock. After his measure
had once been taken he refused to make
his clothes the oceasion of personal inter-
‘views with his tailor; he sent the stuff
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by the kind elderly woman who had been.
in the service of the family from the
earliest days of his marriage, and ae-
cepted the result without eriticism. But
the white serge was an inspiration which
few men would have had the courage
to aet upon. The first time I saw him
wear it was at the authors’ hearing before
the Congressional Committee on Copy-
right in Washington. Nothing could
have been more dramatie than the gesture
with which he flung off his long loose
avercoat, and stood forth in white from.
his feet to the crown of his silvery head.
It was a magnificent coup, and he dear-
Iy loved a coup; but the magnificent
speech which he made, tearing to shreds
the venerable farrago of nonsense about
non-property in ideas which had formed
the basis of all copyright legislation,
made you forget even his speetacularity.

It is well known how proud he was of
his Oxford gown, not merely because it
symbolized the honor in which he was
Lield by the highest literary body in the
world, but because it was so rich and
g0 beautiful. The red and the lavender
of the cloth flattered his eye as the silken
black of the same degree of Doetor of
Letters, given him years before at Yale,
could net do. His simple-hearted happi-
ness in it, mixed with a due sense of
burlesque, was something that those lack-
ing his poet-soul could never imagine;
they accounted it vain, weak; but that
would not have mattered to him if he
had known it. In his London sojourn
he had formed the top-hat habit, and for
a while he lounged splendidly up and
down Fifth Avenue in that society em-
blem; but he seemed to tire of it, and
to return kindly to the soft hat of his
Southwestern tradition.

He disliked elubs; I don’t know whether
he belonged to any in New York, but I
never met him in one. As I have told, he
himself had formed the Human Race
Club, but as he never could get it together
it hardly counted. There was to have
been a meeting of it the time of my only
visit to Stormfield in April of last year;
but of three who were to have come, T
alone came. We got on very well without
the absentees, after finding them in the
wrong, as usual, and the visit was like
those I used to have with him so many
vears before in Hartford, but there was
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not the old ferment of subjects. Many
things had been diseussed and put away
for good, but we had our old fondness for
nature and for one another, who were so
differently parts of it. He showed his ab-
solute content with his house, and that
was the greater pleasure for me because it
was my son who designed it. The architect
had been so fortunate as to be able to plan
it where a natural avenue of savins, the
close-knit, slender, eypress-like cedars of
New England, led away from the rear
of the villa to the little level of a per-
gola, meant some day to be wreathed and
roofed with vines. But in the early spring
days all the landscape was in the beauti-
ful nakedness of the northern winter, It
opened in the surpassing loveliness of
wooded and meadowed uplands, under
skies that were the first days blue, and
the last gray over a rainy and then a
snowy floor. We walked up and down,
up and down, between the villa terrace
and the pergola, and talked with the
melancholy amusement, the sad tolerance
of age for the sort of men and things
that used to excite us or enrage us; now
we were far past turbulence or anger.
Once we took a walk together aeross
the yellow pastures to a chasmal ereek
on his grounds, where the ice still

knit the eclayer banks together like
erystal mosses; and the stream far
down eclashed through and over the

stones and the shards of ice. Clemens
pointed out the scenery he had bought
to give himself elbow-room, and showed
me the lot he was going to have me
build on. The next day we came again
with the geologist he had asked up to
Stormfield to analyze its rocks. Truly he
loved the place, though he had been so
weary of change and so indifferent to it,
that he never saw it till he came to live
in it. He left it all to the architect
whom he had known from a child in
the intimacy which bound our families
together, though we bodily lived far
enough apart. T loved his little ones
and he was sweet to mine and was
their delighted-in and wondered-at friend.
Once and once again, and yet again and
again, the black shadow that shall never
be lifted where it falls, fell in his house
and in mine, during the forty years and
more that we were friends, and endeared
us the more to each other.
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My visit at Stormfield eame to an end
with tender relucting on his part and
on mine. Every morning before I dressed
I heard him sounding my name through
the house, for the fun of it and I know
for the fondness; and if I looked out of
my door, there he was in his long night-
gown swaying up and down the corridor,
and wagging his great white head like a
boy that leaves his bed and comes out in
the hope of frolie with some one. The last
morning a soft sugar-snow had fallen and
was falling, and 1 drove through it down
to the station in the earriage which had
been given him by his wife's father when
they were first married, and been kept all
those intervening wyears in honorable re-
tirement for this final use. Tts springs
had not grown yielding with time; it
had rather the stiffness and severity of
age; but for him it must have swung
low like the sweet chariot of the negro
“gpiritual ” which I heard him sing with
such fervor when those wonderful hymns
of the slaves began to make their way
northward. Go down, Daniel, was one
in which I ean hear his quavering tenor
now. He was a lover of the things he
liked, and full of a passion for them
which satisfied itself in reading them
matchlessly aloud. No one could read
Unecle Remus like him; his voice echoed
the voices of the negro nurses who told
his childhood the wonderful tales. 1T
remember especially his rapture with Mr.
Cable’'s Old Creole Days, and the thrill-
ing foree with which he gave the for-
bidding of the leper’s brother when the
city’s survey ran the course of an avenue
through the cottage where the leper lived
in hiding: “ Strit must not pass!”

Out of a nature rich and fertile beyond
any I have known, the material given
him by the Mystery that makes a man
and then leaves him to make himself
over, he wrought a character of high
nobility upon a foundation of clear and
solid truth. At the last day he will not
have to confess anything, for all his
life was the free knowledge of any one
who would ask him of it. The Searcher
of hearts will not bring him to shame
at that day, for he did not try to hide
any of the things for which he was often
so bitterly sorry. He knew where the
Responsibility lay, and he took a man’s
share of it bravely; but not the less



~ fearlessly he left the rest of the answer

to the God who had imagined men.

It is in vain that I try to give a no-
tion of the intensity with which he
pierced to the heart of things, and the
breadth of vision with which he com-
passed the whole world, and tried for the
reason of things, and then left trying.
We had other meetings, insignificantly
sad and brief; but the last time I saw
him alive was made memorable to me by
the kind, clear judicial sense with which
he explained and justified the labor-
unions as the sole present help of the
weak against the strong. .

Next I saw him dead, lying in his
coffin amidst those flowers with which
we garland our despair in that pitiless
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hour. After the voice of his old friend
Twichell had been lifted in the prayer,
which it wailed through in broken-
hearted supplication, 1 looked a moment
at the face I knew so well; and it was
patient with the patience I had so often
seen in it: something of puzzle, a great
silent dignity, an assent to what must
be, from the depths of a nature whose
tragical seriousness broke in the laugh-
ter which the unwise took for the whole
of him.

Emerson, Longfellow, Lowell, Holmes
—I knew them all: sages, poets, seers,
erities, humorists; they were like each
other and like other literary men; but
Clemens was sole, ineomparable, the
Linecoln of our literature.

Love’s Comings
BY AMELIE TROUBETZKOY

I

HEN I was young, and wanton, wide-eyed Life
Teased me from sleeping, Love himself did come
Me to console and learn to dream awake.
With heavenly toys my pillow he bestrewed.
Gifts of Dame Venus in his babyhood:
The little mirror that had held her face:
A golden shoe that Pegasus had cast;
One of her dove's bright plumes; an irised edge
Broke from the shell she lay in at her birth;:
A rose kissed open by immortal lips.
All night T with the pretty baubles played,
Then asked his name, not knowing him who he was.
“1 am First Love,” quoth he, and straightway fled.

IT

Youth with First Love was gone and Life asleep,
But I lay wakeful, lonely even for dreams.
When one came suddenly, like a serving king.

And smoothed my pillow.

Wonderful his eyes

As winter waters that enfold a star,
No baubles did he bring nor any rose,
But for a sceptre held a branch of thorns

Thick studded as with rubies.

Trembling sore,

“Kind Lord,” T questioned, “ who art thou in truth?”
Then did he bend his sceptre to my breast:
“T am Last Love,” he said, “and T remain.”
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The Secret-Sharer

BY JOSEPH CONRAD

PART IL

HE skipper of the Sephora had a
T thin red whisker all round his face,
and the sort of complexion that goes
with hair of that color; also the particu-
lar, rather intense shade of blue in the
eyes, He was not exaetly a showy figure;
hiz shoulders were high, his stature but
middling—one leg slightly more bandy
than the other. He shook hands, looking
vaguely around. A spiritless tenacity was
his. main characteristie, I judged. T re-
ceived him with an iey punetilious polite-
ness which seemed to disconcert him.
Perhaps he was shy. He mumbled to me
as if he were ashamed of what he was
saying; gave his name (it was something
like Archbold—but at this distance of
years I hardly am sure), his ship’s name,
and a few other particulars of that sort,
in the manner of a criminal making a
reluctant and doleful confession. He had
had terrible weather on the passage out—
terrible—terrible—wife aboard, too.

By this time we were seated in the
cabin and the steward bronght in a tray
with a bottle and glasses. “ Thanks! No.”
Never took liquor. Would have some
water, though. He drank two tumbler-
fuls. Terrible thirsty work. Ever since
daylight had been exploring the islands
round his ship.

“What was that for—fun®" T asked,
with an appearance of polite interest.

“No!" He sighed. “Painful duty.”

As he persisted in his mumbling and T
wanted my double to hear every word, T
hit upon the notion of informing him that
I regretted to say T was hard of hearing.

“ Such a young man, too!” he nodded,
keeping his smeary blue, unintelligent
eyes fastened upon me. “ What was the
cause of it—some disease?” he inquired,
withont the least sympathy and as if he
thought that, if =0, I'd got no more than
T deserved.

“Yes; disease,” T admitted in a cheer-
fully polite tone which seemed to shock

him. But my point was gained, because
he had to raise his voice to give me his
tale. Tt is not worth while to record that
version. It was just over two months
since all this had happened, and he had
thought so much about it that he seemed
completely muddled as to its bearings,
but still immensely impressed.

“What would you think of such a thing
happening on board your own ship? I've
had the Sephora for these fifteen years. 1
am a well-known shipmaster.”

He was densely distressed—and per-
haps I should have sympathized with him
if I had been able to detach my mental
vision from the unsuspected sharer of my
cabin as though he were my second self.
There he was on the other side of the
bulkhead, four or five feet from us, no
more, as we sat in the saloon. T looked
politely at Captain Archbold (if that was
his name), but it was the other I saw, in
a gray sleeping-suit, seated on a low stool,
his bare feet close together, his arms fold-
ed, and every word said between us fall-
ing into the ears of his dark head bowed
on his chest.

“1 have been at sea now, man and boy,
for seven-and-thirty years, and I've never
heard of sueh a thing happening in an
English ship. And that it should be my
ghip. Wife on board, too.”

I was hardly listening to him.

“Don’t you think,” I said, *“that the
heavy sea which, you told me, came
aboard just then might have killed the
man? T have seen the sheer weight of a
sea kill a man very neatly, by simply
breaking his neek.”

“Good God!” he uttered, impressively,
fixing his smeary blue eyes on me. * The
sea! No man killed by the sea ever looked
like that.” He seemed positively scandal-
ized at my suggestion. And as T gazed
at him, certainly not prepared for any-
thing original on his part, he advanced
his head close to mine and thrust his
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tongue out at me so suddenly that I could-
help starting back,

ter scoring over my calmness in this

phic way he nodded wisely. If I had
et the sight, he assured me, I would
or forget it as long as I lived. The
sather was too bad to give the corpse a

yer sea burial. So next day at dawn
r took it up on the poop, covering its
with a bit of bunting; he read a short
er, and then, just as it was, in its oil-
s and long boots, they launched it
st those mountainous seas that
med ready every moment to swallow
the ship herself and the terrified lives

i That reefed foresail saved you,” I
threw in.

# Under God—it did,” he execlaimed fer-
“It was by a special merey, 1
mly believe, that it stood some of those
nrricane squalls.”

It was the setting of that sail
ch . . .” 1 began.
God's own hand in it,” he interrupted
. “Nothing less could have done it.
don’t mind telling you that I hardly
d give the order. It seemed impos-
¢ that we could touch anything with-
it losing it, and then our last hope would
s been gone.”
he terror of that gale was on him yet.
him go on for a bit, then said, easu-
s if returning to a minor subject:
You were very anxious to give up
mate to the shore people, I believe #”
» was. To the law. His obscure
eity on that point had in it something
prehensible and a little awful;
sthing, as it were, mystical, quite
art from his anxiety that he should not
suspected of “ countenancing any do-
- of that sort.” Seven-and-thirty vir-
s years at sea, of which over twenty
mmaculate command, and the last
in the Sephora, seemed to have
him under some pitiless obligation.
&nﬂ you know,” he went groping
nefacedly amongst his feelings, “1
not engage that young fellow. Tlis
» had some interest with my owners.

% in a way forced to take him on.
looked very smart, very gentlemanly,
all that. But do you know—I never
him, somehow. I am a plain man.
see, he wasn’t exaetly the sort for the
mate of a ship like the Sephora.”
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I had become so connected in thoughts
and impressions with the secret occupant
of my cabin that I felt as if I, personally,
were being given to understand that I,
too, was not the sort that would have done
for the chief mate of a ship like the Sep-
hora. 1 had no doubt of it in my mind.

“ Not at all the style of man. You un-
derstand,” he insisted, superfluously, look-
ing hard at me.

I smiled urbanely. He seemed at a loss
for a while.

“T suppose I must report a suicide,”

“ Beg pardon ?”

“ Sui-cide! That’s what T'll have to
write to my owners directly I get in.”

“ Unless you manage to recover him be-
fore to-morrow,” I assented, dispassion-
ately. . . . “I mean, alive.”

He mumbled something which I really
did not eateh, and I turned my ear to him
in a puzzled manner. He fairly bawled:

“The land—I say, the mainland is at
least seven miles off my anchorage.”

“ About that.”

My lack of excitement, of curiosity, of
surprise, of any sort of pronounced in-
terest, began to arouse his distrust. But
except for the felicitous pretence of deaf-
ness I had not tried to pretend to any-
thing. T had felt utterly incapable of
playing the part of ignorance properly.
and therefore was afraid to try. It is
also certain that he had brought some
ready-made suspicions with him, and that
he viewed my cold politeness as a strange
and unnatural phenomenon. And yet how
else could T have received him? Heartily?
That was impossible for psychologieal
reasons, which I need not state here. My
only object was to keep off his inquiries.
Surliness might have provoked a point-
blank question. From its novelty to him
and from its nature, a chilly, distant
courtesy was the manner best caleulated
to restrain the man. But there was the
danger of his breaking through my de-
fence bluntly. T could not, I think, have
met him by a direct lie, also for psycho-
logical (not moral) reasons. If he had
only known how afraid I was of his put-
ting my feeling of identity with the other
to the test! But, strangely enough—(I
thought of it only afterward)—I believe
that he was not a little disconcerted by the
reverse side of that weird situation, by
gomething in me that reminded him of
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the man he was secking—suggested a
mysterious similitude to the young fel-
low he had distrusted and disliked from
the first.

However that might have been, the
silence was not very prolonged. Then he
took another oblique step.

“T reckon I had no more than a two-
mile pull to your ship. Not a bit more.”

“ And quite enough, too, in this awful
heat,” 1 said.

Another pause full of mistrust followed.
Necessity, they say, is mother of inven-
tion, but fear, too, is not barren of in-
genious suggestions. And I was afraid
he would ask me point-blank for news of
my other self.

“ Nice little cabin, isn’t it?’ 1 re-
marked, as if noticing for the first time
the way his eyes roamed from one eclosed
door to the other. “ And very well fitted
out, too. Here, for instance,” I econ-
tinued, reaching over the back of my seat
negligently and flinging the door open,
“ijs my bath-room.”

He made an eager movement, but hardly
gave it a glance. 1 got up, shut the door
of the bath-room, and invited him to have
a look round, as if I were very proud of
my accommodation. He had to rise and
be shown round, but he went through the
business without any raptures whatever.

“And now we'll have a loock at my
stateroom,” 1 declared, in a voice as
loud as 1 dared to make it, crossing the
cabin to the starboard side with purposely
beavy steps.

He followed me in and gazed around.
My intelligent double had wvanished. T
played my part.

“Very convenient—isn’t it ?”’

“Very nice. Very comf ...” He
didn’t finish, and went out brusquely as
if to escape from some unrighteous wiles
of mine. But it was not to be. I had
been too frightened not to feel vengefuls
I felt T had him on the run, and T meant
to keep him on the run. My polite in-
gistence must have had something men-
acing in it, because he gave in suddenly.
And I did not let him off a single item;
mate’s room, pantry, storerooms, the very
gail-locker which was also under the poop
—he had to look into them all. When
at last I showed him out on the quarter-
deck he drew a long, spiritless sigh, and
mumbled dismally that he must really be
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going back to his ship now. I desired
mate, who had joined us, to see to t
eaptain’s boat.

The man of mustaches gave a blast
the whistle which he used to wear hangi
round his neck. “ Sephora’s away!”
double down there in my ecabin must ha
heard, and certainly could not feel mo
relieved than 1. Four fellows came ru
ning out from somewhere forward
went over the side, while my own
appearing on deck too, lined the rail.
escorted my visitor to the gangway '
moniously, and nearly overdid it. He wa s
a tenacious beast. On the very ladder he

lingered, and in that unique, guiltily
conscientious 1manner of sticking to
the point: ‘

%L 0y Lo s FoRid - you donlt thinﬂ
that . ...»

I covered his voice loudly. |
“(Certainly not. . . . Quite the .
trary. Good-by.” 0031

I had no idea of what he meant to say,
but it was the privilege of the defecti
hearing. He was too shaken gememll,;rhg
insist, but my mate, ¢lose witness of
parting, looked mystified and his face
on a thoughtful east. As I did not wa
to appear as if I wished to avoid all
munication with my officers, he had
opportunity to address me.

“Seems a very mice man. His boa
crew told our chaps a very extraordin
story, if what T am told by the steward i
true. 1 suppose you had it from the cap

tain, sir #”
“Yes. Ihad a story from the captain.”
“ A very horrible affair—isn’t it, sir?
(43 It is.”
“ Beats all these tales we hear about
murders in Yankee ships.”
“1 don’t think it beats them. I don’t
think it resembles them in the least.”
“ Bless my soul—you don’t say so! i
of eourse I've no acquaintance whatever
with American ships, not I, so T couldn't
go against your knowledge. TIt’s horrible
enough for me. . . . But the queerest part
is that those fellows seemed to have somé
idea the man was aboard here. They had
really. Did you ever hear of such a thing #'
“ Preposterous—isn’t it #”
We were walking to and fro athwart the
quarter-deck. No one of the erew forward
could be seen (the day was Sunday), ant
the mate pursued:



' There was some little dispute about it.
chaps took offence. * As if we would
r a thing like that, they said.
dn’t you like to look for him in our
-hole? Quite a tiff. But they made
in the end. 1 suppose he did drown
alf. Don't you, sir?”
don’t suppose anything.”
You have no doubt in the mat-
; gjﬁ"”
. “None whatever.”
I left him suddenly. I felt I was pro-
ing & bad impression, but with my
¢ down there it was most trying to
‘deck. And it was almost as trying
below. Altogether a nerve-trying
don. But on the whole I felt less
n two when I was with him. There
o one in the whole ship whom I dared
ke into my confidence. Sinee the hands
got to know his story, it would have
n impossible to pass him off for any
else, and an accidental discovery was
dreaded now more than ever. . . .
e steward being engaged in laying
able for dinner, we could talk only
our eyes when I first went down.
‘in the afternoon we had a eautious
ry at whispering. The Sunday quietness
the ship was against us; the stillness
pir and water around her was against
‘the elements, the men were against
erything was against us in our
partnership; time itself—for this
uld not go on forever. The very trust
Providence was, I suppose, denied to
guilt. Shall I confess that this
wught cast me down very much? And as
0 the chapter of accidents which counts
much in the book of snecess, I could
y hope that it was elosed. For what
le accident could be expeeted?
‘Did you hear anything?” were my
words as soon as we took up our
on side by side, leaning over my

Ace.

e had. And the proof of it was his
est whisper, “ The man told you he
dly dared to give the order.”
understood the reference to be to that
z foresail.

Yes. He was afraid of it being lost
in the setting.”

T assure you he never gave the order.
He may think he did, but he never gave it.
stood there with me on the break of
poop after the maintopsail blew away,
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and .whimpemd about our last hope—
poaiuvely whimpered about it and noth-
ing else—and the night coming on! To
hear one's skipper go on like that in such
weather was enough to drive any fellow -
out of his mind. It worked me up into
a sort of desperation. 1 just took it into
my own hands and went away from him,
boiling, and . . . But what’s the use tell-
ing you? You know! . . . Do you think
that if I had not been pretty fierce with
them I should have got the men to do any-
thing? Not it! The be's'n perhaps?
Perhaps! It wasn’t a heavy sea—it was a
sea gone mad! I suppose the end of the
world will be something like that; and a
man may have the heart to see it coming
once and be done with it—but to have to
face it day after day . . . I don’t blame
anybody. I was precious little better than
the rest. Only—I was an officer of that
old coal-wagon, anyhow. . . .”

“1 quite understand,” I conveyed that
sineere assurance into his ear. He was
out of breath with whispering; I could
hear him pant slightly. It was all very
simple. The same strung-up foree which
had given twenty-four men a chance, at
least, for their lives, had, in a sort of
recoil, crushed out an wnworthy muti-
nous existence.

But I had no leisure to weigh the merits
of the matter—footsteps in the saloon, a
heavy knock. “ There’s enough wind to
get under way with, sir.” There was the
call of a new claim upon my thoughts and
even upon my feelings.

“ Turn the hands up,” I eried through
the doar. “T’1l be on deck direetly.”

I was going out to make the aequaint-
ance of my ship. Before I left the eabin
our eyes met—the eyes of the only two
strangers on board. I pointed to the re-
cessed part where the little eamp-stool
awaited him and laid my finger on my
lips. He made a gesture—somewhat
vague—a little mysterious, accompanied
by a faint smile, as if of regret.

This is not the place to enlarge upon
the sensations of a man who feels for the
first time a ship move under his feet to
his own independent word. In my case
they were not unalloyed. 1 was mnot
wholly alone with my command; for there
was that stranger in my cabin, Or rather,
T was not completely and wholly with her.
Part of me was absent. That mental
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feeling of being in two places at once
affected me physically as if the mood of
secrecy had penetrated my very soul. Be-
fore an hour had elapsed since the ship
had begun to move, having oceasion to
ask the mate (he stood by my side) to
take a compass bearing of the Pagoda, I
ecaught myself reaching up to his ear in
whispers. I say I caught myself, but
enough had escaped to be caught by the
man. 1 can’t deseribe it otherwise than
by saying that he shied. A grave, preoc-
cupied manner, as though he were in pos-
session of some perplexing intelligence, did
not leave him henceforth. A little later
I moved away from the rail to look at
the compass with such a stealthy gait that
the helmsman noticed it—and I could not
help noticing the unusual roundness of
his eyes. These are trifling instances,
though it’s to no commander’s advantage
to be suspected of ludicrous eccentricities.
But I was also more seriously affected.
There are to a seaman certain words, ges-
tures, that should in given conditions come
as naturally, as instinetively as the wink-
ing of a menaced eye. A certain order
should spring on to his lips without think-
ing; a eertain sign should get itself made,
so to speak, without reflection. But all
unconscious alertness had abandoned me.
I had to make an effort of will to recall
myself back (from the cabin) to the con-
ditions of the moment. I felt that I was
appearing an irresolute commander to
those people who were watching me more
or less eritically.

And, besides, there were the seares. On
the second day out, for instance, coming
off the deck in the afternoon (I had straw
slippers on my bare feet) T stopped at
the open pantry door and spoke to the
steward. He was doing something there
with his back to me. At the sound of my
voice he nearly jumped out of his gkin, as
the saying is, and incidentally broke a cup.

“What on earth’s the matter with
youi” I asked, astonished.

He was extremely confused.
vour pardon, sir.
in your eabin.”

“You see T wasn’t.”

“No, sir. T could have sworn T had
heard you moving in there not a moment
ago. It’s most extraordinary ... very
sorry, sir.”

T passed on with an inward shudder. T

& B(,E

I made sure you were
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was so identified with my secret double
that I did not even mention the fact in
those scanty, fearful whispers we ex-
changed. I suppose he had made some
slight noise of some kind or other. It
would have been miraculous if he hadn’t
at one time or another. And yet, haggard
as he appeared, he looked always perfeetly
self-controlled, more than calm—almost
invulnerable. On my suggestion he re-
mained almost entirely in the bath-room,
which, upon the whole, was the safest
place. There could be really no shadow of
an excuse for any one ever wanting to
go in there, once the steward had done
with it. It was a very tiny place. Some-
times he reclined on the floor, his legs
bent, his head sustained on one elbow.
At others T would find him on the camp-
stool, sitting in his gray sleeping-suit and
cropped dark hair like a patient, unmoved
conviet. At night T would smuggle him
into my bed-place, and we would whisper
together, with the regular footfalls of the
officer on the watch passing and repassing
over our heads. It was an infinitely mis-
erable time. It was lucky that some tins
of fine preserves were stowed in a locker
in my stateroom; hard bread T could al-
ways get hold of; and so he lived on
stewed chicken, pité de foies gras, aspara-
gus, cooked oysters, sardines—on all sorts
of abominable sham delicacies out of tins.
The early morning coffee he always drank :
and it was all I dared do for him in
that way.

Every day there was the horrible
maneceuvring to go through so that my
room and then the bath-room should be
done in the usual way. I came to hate the
sight of the steward, to abhor the voice of
that harmless man. T felt that it was he
who would bring on the disaster of discov-
ery. It hung like a sword over our heads.

The fourth day out, T think (we were
then working down the east side of the
Gulf of Siam, tack for tack, in light
winds and smooth water)—the fourth day,
I say, of this miserable juggling with the
unavoidable, as we sat at our evening
meal, that man, whose slightest movement
I dreaded, after putting down the dishes
ran up on deck busily. This eould not be
dangerons. Presently he came down
again; and then it appeared that he had
remembered a coat of mine which T had
thrown over a rail to dry after having
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been wetted in a shower which had passed
over the ship in the afternoon. Sitting
stolidly at the head of the table I be-
came terrified at the sight of the garment
on his arm. Of course he made for my
door. There was no time to lose.

“ Steward,” I thundered. My nerves
were so shaken that I could not govern my
voice and conceal my agitation. This was
the sort of thing that made my terrific-
ally mustachioed mate tap his forehead
with his forefinger. 1 had caught a sight
of him using that gesture while talking
on deck with a confidential air to the car-
penter. It was too far to hear a
word, but I had no doubt that this
pantomime could only refer to the strange
new captain.

“Yes, sir,” the pale-faced steward
turned resignedly to me. It was this mad-
dening course of being shouted at,
c¢hecked without rhyme or reason, arbi-
trarily chased out of my cabin, suddenly
ealled into it, sent flying out of his pantry
on incomprehensible errands, that ae-
counted for the growing wretchedness of
his expression.

- “ Where are you going with that coat?”

“To your room, sir.”

% Is “there another shower coming?”

“I'm sure I don’t know, sir. Shall T
g0 up again and see, sir#”

“ No! never mind.”

My object was attained, as of course my
other self in there would have heard
everything that passed. During this
interlude my two officers never raised
their eyes off their respective plates; but
the lip of that confounded eub, the second
mate, quivered visibly.

I expected the steward to hook my coat
on and come out at once. He was very
slow about it; but T dominated my nerv-
ousness sufficiently not to shout after him.
Suddenly 1 beecame aware (it could be
heard plainly enough) that the fellow for
some reason or other was opening the door
of the bath-room. It was the end. The
place was literally not big enough to
swing a cat in. My voice died in my
throat and T went stony all over. I ex-
pected to hear a yell of surprise and ter-
ror, and made a movement, but had not
the strength to get on my legs. Every-
thing remained still. Had my second self
taken the poor wretch by the throat? I
don’t know what T would have done next
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moment if I had not seen the steward
come out of my room, close the door, and
then stand quietly by the sideboard.

“ Saved,” I thought. “ But, no! Lost!
Gone! He was gonel”

I laid my knife and fork down and
leaned back in my chair. My head swam.
After a while, when sufficiently recovered
to speak in a steady voice, I instructed
my mate to put the ship round at eight
o’clock himself.

“T won’t eome on deck,” I went on.
“ 1 think I'll turn in, and unless the wind
shifts I don’t want to be disturbed before
midnight. I feel a bit seedy.”

“You did look middling bad a little
while ago,” the chief mate remarked
without showing any great eonecern.

They both went out, and I stared at
the steward clearing the table. There was
nothing to be read on that wretched man’s
face. But why did he avoid my eyes? 1
asked myself. Then 1 thought I should
like to hear the sound of his voice.

“ Steward ![”

“Sir!” Startled as usual.

“ Where did you hang up that coat "

“ In the bath-room, sir.” The casual anx-
ious tone. * It's not quite dry yet, sir.”

For some time longer I sat in the cuddy.
Had my double vanished as he had come? .
But of his coming there was an explana-
tion, whereas his disappearance would be
inexplieable. . . . I went slowly into my
dark room, shut the door, lighted the
lamp, and for a time dared not turn round.
When at last I did I saw him standing
bolt-upright in the narrow recessed part.
It would not be true to say I had a shoek,
but an irresistible doubt of his bodily
existence flitted through my mind. Can it
be, I asked myself, that he is not visible
to other eyes than mine? Tt was like be-
ing haunted. Motionless, with a grave
face, he raised his hands slightly at me in
a gesture which meant clearly, “ Heavens!
what a narrow escape!” Narrow in-
deed. T think I had come creeping quietly
as near insanity as any man who has not
actually gone over the border. That ges-
ture restrained me, so to speak.

The mate with the terrifie mustaches
was now putting the ship on the other
tack; and in the moment of profound
silence which follows upon the hands go-
ing to their stations T heard on the poop
his raised voice: “ Hard alee!” and the
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distant shout of the order repeated on the
maindeck. The sails, in that light breeze,
made but a faint fluttering noise. It
ceased. The ship was coming round slow-
ly: I held my breath in the renewed still-
ness of expectation; one wouldn’t have
thought that there was a single living soul
on her decks. A sudden brisk shout,
“ Mainsail haul!” broke the spell, and in
the noisy cries and rush overhead of the
men running away with the main-brace
we two, down in my cabin, came together
in our usual position by the bed-place.

He did not wait for my question. “1I
heard him fumbling here and just man-
aged to squat myself down in the bath,”
he whispered to me. “The fellow only
opened the door and put his head in to
hang the coat up. All the same , ., .”

“1 never thought of that,” I whispered
back, even more appalled than before at
the closeness of the shave, and marvelling
at that something unyielding in his char-
acter which was carrying him through so
finely. There was no agitation in his
whisper. Whoever was being driven dis-
tracted, it was not he. He was sane. And
the proof of his sanity was continued
when he took up the whispering again.

“Tt would never do for me to come to
life again.”

It was something that a ghost might
have said. But what he was alluding to was
his old eaptain’s reluctant admission of the
theory of suicide. Tt would obviously
serve his turn—if T had understood at all
the view which seemed to govern the un-
alterable purpose of his action.

“You must maroon me as s0on as ever
vou can get amongst these islands off the
Cambodje shore,” he went on.

“ Maroon you! We are not living in a
boy's adventure tale,” T protested. His
scornful whispering took me up.

“We aren’t indeed! There’s nothing of
a boy’s tale in this. But there’s nothing
else for it. I want no more. You don't
suppose I am afraid of what can be done
tome? Prison or gallows or whatever they
may please. But you don’t see me coming
back to explain such things to an old fel-
low in a wig and twelve respectable trades-
men, do you? What ean they know whether
I am guilty or not—or of what T am
guilty, either? That’s my affair. What
does the Bible saxy? Driven off the face of
the earth.” Very well. T am off the face of
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the earth now. As I came at night so I
shall go.”

“ Impossible !”
ean’t.”

“Not? ... Not naked like a soul on
the Day of Judgment. I will freeze on to
this sleeping-suit. The Last Day is not
yet—and . . . you have understood thor-
oughly. Didn’t you?’

I felt suddenly ashamed of myself. T
may say truly that I understood—and my
hesitation in letting that man swim away
from my ship’s side had been a mere sham
sentiment, a sort of cowardice.

“It can’t be done now till next night,”
I breathed out. * The ship is on the off-
shore tack and the wind may fail us.”

“ As long as you know that you under-
stand,” he whispered. “ But of course you
do. It's a great satisfaction to have got
somebody to understand. You seem to
have been there on purpose.” And in the
same whisper, as if we two whenever we
talked had to say things to each other
which weére not fit for the world to hear,
he added, “It’s very wonderful.”

We remained side by side talking in
our secret way—but sometimes silent or
just exchanging a whispered word or two
at long intervals. And as usual he stared
through the port. A breath of wind came
now and again into our faces. The ship
might have been moored in dock, so gently
and on an even keel she slipped through
the water, that did not murmur even at
our passage, shadowy and silent like a
phantom sea.

At midnight T went on deck, and to my
mate’s great surprise put the ship round

I murmured. “You

on the other tack. His terrible mustaches:

flitted round me in silent criticiesm. T
certainly should not have done it if it had
been only a question of getting out of
that sleepy gulf as quickly as possible, T
believe he told the second mate, who re-
lieved him, that it was a great want of
judgment. The other only yawned., That
intolerable cub shuffled about so sleepily
and lolled against the rails in such a
slack, improper fashion that I came down
on him sharply.

“ Aren’t you properly awake yet #”

“Yes, sir! T am awake.”

“Well, then, be good enough to hold

yourself as if you were. And keep a look-

out. If there’s any current we’ll be elos-
ing with some islands before daylight.”
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The east side of the gulf is fringed with
islands, some solitary, others in groups.
On the blue background of the high coast
they seem to float on silvery patches of
calm water, arid and gray, or dark green
and rounded like eclumps of evergreen
bushes, with the larger ones, a mile or two
long, showing the outlines of ridges, ribs
of gray rock under the dank mantle of
matted leafage. Unknown to trade, to
travel, almost to geography, the manner
of life they harbor is an unsolved secret.
There must be villages—settlements of
fishermen at least—on the largest of them,
and some communication with the world
is probably kept up by native craft.
all that day, as we headed for them, fanned
along by the faintest of breezes, T saw no
sign of man or eance in the field of the
telescope T kept on pointing at the seat-
tered group.

At noon I gave no orders for a change
of course, and the mate’s mustaches be-
came much concerned and seemed to be
offering themselves unduly to my notice.
At last T said:

“1 am going to stand right in.
in—as far as I ean take her.”

The stare of extreme surprise imparted
an air of ferocity also to his eyes, and he
looked truly terrifie for a moment.

“We're not doing well in the mid-
dle of the gulf,” T continued, casually.
“T am going to look for the land
breezes to-night.”

“ Bless my soul! Do you mean, sir, in
the dark amongst the lot of all them is-
lands and reefs and shoals?”

“ Well—if there are any regular land
breezes at all on this coast one must get
close inshore to find them, mustn’t one?”

“ PBless my soul!” he exclaimed again
under his breath. All that afternoon he
wore a dreamy. contemplative appearance
which in him was a mark of perplexity.
After dinner T went into my stateroom as
if T meant to take some rest. There we
two bent our dark heads over a half-
unrolled chart lying on my bed.

“There,” T said. “Tt’s got to be Koh-
ring. T've been looking at it ever since
sunrise. It has got two hills and a low
point. Tt must be inhabited. And on
the coast opposite there is what looks like
the mouth of a biggish river—with some
town, no doubt, not far up. Tt’s the best
chance for you that T can see.”

Quite

But
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“ Anything. Koh-ring let it be.”

He looked thoughtfully at the chart as
if surveying chances and distances from
a lofty height—and following with his
eyes his own figure wandering on the
blank land of Cochin-China, and then
passing off that piece of paper clean out
of sight into uncharted regions. And it
was as if the ship had two captains to
plan her course for her. I had been so
worried and restless running up and down
that I had not had the patience to dress
that day. 1 had remained in my sleeping-
suit, with straw slippers and a soft floppy
hat. The eloseness of the heat in the gulf
had been most oppressive, and the erew
were used to see me wandering in that
airy attire.

“ She will elear the south point as she
heads now,” 1 whispered into his ear.
“ Goodness only knows when, though, but
certainly after dark. I'll edge her in to
half a mile, as far as T may be able to
judge in the dark. , . .”

“ Be ecareful,” he murmured, warningly
—and I realized suddenly that all my
future, the only fuiure for which I was
fit, would perhaps go irretrievably to
pieces in any mishap to my first command.

I could not stop a moment longer in
the room. I motioned him to get out of
sight and made my way on the poop. That
unplayful cub had the watch. I walked
up and down for a while thinking things
out, then beckoned him over.

“Send a couple of hands to open the
two quarter-deck ports,” T said, mildly.

He actually had the impudence, or else
=0 forgot himself in his wonder at sneh an
inecomprehensible order, as to repeat: '

“Open the quarter-deck ports! What
for, sir?”

“The only reason you need concern
vourself about is because T told you
g0. Have them open wide and fastened
properly.”

He reddened and went off, but T be-
lieve, made some jeering remark to the
carpenter as to the sensible practice of
ventilating a ship’s quarter-deck. T know
he popped into the mate’s eabin to im-
part the fact to him, because the mus-
taches came on deck, as it were, by .chance,
ond stole glances at me from below—for
signs of lunacy or drunkenness, T suppose.

A little before supper, feeling more
restless than ever, T rejoined. for a mo-




ment, my second self. And to find him
~ sitting 20 quietly was surprising, like
~ something against nature, inhuman.
I developed my plan in a hurried
whisper.
# 1 shall stand in as close as I dare and
- then put her round. I shall presently find
means to smuggle you out of here into
~ the sail-locker, which eommunicates with
~ the lobby. But there is an opening, a sort
- of square for hauling the sails out, which
~ gives straight on the quarter-deck and
- which is never closed in fine weather, so
as to give air to the sails. When the
y thp s way is deadened in stays and all the
hands are aft at the main-hraces you shall
have a clear road to slip out and get over-
hoard through the open quarter-deck port.
~ I’'ve had them both fastened up. Use a
rope’s end to lower yourself into the water
8o as to avoid a splash—you know. It
~ could be heard and cause some beast-
- Iy complication.”
He kept silent for a while, then whis-
pered, “ T understand.”

“q won’t be there to see you go,” I be-
gan with an effort. “The rest . .. I
~only hope I have understood, too.”
“Yon have. From first to last "—and
Afor the first time there seemed to be a fal-
tering, something strained in his wh:sper.
He caught hold of my arm, but the ring-
_ing of the supper bell made me start. He

didu’t, though: he only released his grip.
~ After supper I didn’t come below again

the wet darkened sails held all thore was
propelling power in it. The night,
ar and starry, sparkled darkly, and the
ique, lightless patches shifting slowly
nst the low stars were the drifting
s, On the port bow there was a big

Iur the great space of sky it eclipsed.
~ On opening the door I had a back view
Of my very own self looking at a chart.

- “Quite dark enough,” T whispered.
He stepped back and leaned against my
1 with a level, quiet glance. T sat on
“eonch. We had nothing to say to each

ir.  Over our heads the officer of the
teh moved here and there. Then T
ard him move quickly. I knew what
il meant. Tle was making for the com-
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panion; and presently his voice was out-
side my door,

“We are drawing in pretty fast, sir.
Land looks rather close,”

“VYery well,” 1 answered.
ing on deck directly.”

I waited till he was gone out of the
cuddy, then rose. My double moved too.
The time had come to exchange our last
whispers, for neither of us was ever to
hear each other’s natural voice.

“Look here!” 1 opened a drawer and
took out three sovereigns. < Take this,
anyhow. I've got six and I'd give you the
lot, only I must keep a little money to
buy some fruit and vegetables for the
crew from native boats as we go through
Sunda Straits.”

He shook his head.

“Take it,” I urged him, whispering
desperately. “ No one ean tell what . . .7

He smiled and slapped meaningly the
only pocket of the sleeping-jacket. It was
not safe, certainly. But I produced a large
old silk bhandkerchief of mine, and tying
the three picces of gold in a corner, pressed
it on him. He was touched, I suppose,
hecause he took it at last and tied it
quickly round his waist under the jacket,
on his bare skin.

Our eyes met; <everal seconds elapsed,
till, our glances still mingled, T extend-
ed my hand and turned the lamp out.
Then T passed through the enddy, leav-
ing the door of my room wide open. . . .
“ Steward !”

He was still lingering in the pantry in
the greatness of his zeal, giving a rub-up
to a plated cruet stand the last thing be-
fore going to bhed. Being careful not to
wake up the mate, whose room was op-
posite, I spoke in an undertone.

He looked round anxiously. © Sir!”

“Can yon get me a little hot water
from the galley #”

“T am afraid, sir, the galley fire’s been
ount for some time now.”

“ Go and see.”

He fled up the stairs.

“ Now,” T whispered, loudly, into the
saloon—too loudly. perbaps, but T was
afraid T conldn’t make a sound. He was
by my side in an instant—the double cap-
tain slipped past the stairs—through a
tiny dark passage . . . a sliding door. We
wera in the sail-locker, serambling on our
knees over the sails. A sudden thought

“1 am com-
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struck me. I saw myself wandering bare-
footed, bareheaded, the sun beating on
my dark poll. 1 snatehed off my tloppy
hat and tried hurriedly in the dark to ram
it on my other self, He dodged and fend-
ed off silently. I wonder what he thought
had come to me before he understood and
suddenly desisted. Our hands met grop-
ingly, lingered united in a steady, motion-
less clasp for a second. . . . No word
was breathed by either of us when
they separated.

I was standing quietly by the pantry
door when the steward returned.

“ Sorry, sir. Kettle barely warm. Shall
I light the spirit-lamp "

“ Never mind.”

I eame out on deck slowly. It was now
a matter of conscienee to shave the land
as close as possible—for now he must go
overboard whenever the ship was put in
stays. Must! There could be no going
back for him. After a moment 1 walked
over to leeward and my heart flew into my
mouth at the nearness of the land on the

bow. Under any other cireumstances T
would not have held on a minute
longer. The second mate had followed

me anxiously.

T looked on till T felt T could command
my voice,

“She will weather,” I said then in a
quiet tone.

“Are you going to try that, sir?” he
stammered out ineredulously.

I took no notice of him and raised
my tone just enough to be heard by
the helmsman.

“ Keep her good full.”

“ Good full, sir.”

The wind fanned my cheek, the sails
slept. the world was silent. The strain
of watehing the dark loom of the land
grow bigger and denser was too much for
me. I had shut my eyves—hecanse the ship
must go closer. She must! The stillness
was intolerable. Were we standing still?

When T opened my eves the second view
started my heart with a thump. The black
southern hill of Koh-ring seemed to hang
right over the ship like a towering frag-
ment of the everlasting night. On that
enormous mass of blackness there was not
a gleam to be seen, not a sound to be
heard. Tt was gliding irresistibly toward
us and yet seemed already within reach
of the hand. T saw the vague figures of
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the watch grouped in the waist, gazing in
awed silence.

“ Are you going on, sir,” inquired an
unsteady voice at my elbow.

I ignored it. I had to go on.

“Keep her full. Don’t check her way.
That won’t do now,” 1 said, warningly.

“1 can’t see the sails very well,” the
helmsman answered me, in strange, gua-
vering tones,

Was she close enough? Already she
was, I won't say in the shadow of the
land, but in the very blackness of it,
already swallowed up as it were, gone
too eclose 1o be recalled, gone from
me altogether.

“Give the mate a eall,” 1 said to the
young man who stood at my elbow as still
as death. “ And turn all hands up.”

My tone had a borrowed loudness re-
verberated from the height of the land.
Several voices cried out together: “ We
are all on deck, sir.”

Then stillness again, with the great
shadow gliding closer, towering higher,
without a light, without a sound. Such a
hush had fallen on the ship that she might
have been a bark of the dead floating in
slowly under the very gate of Erchus.

“My God! Where are we?”

It was the mate moaning at my elbow.
He was thunderstruck, and as it were
deprived of the moral support of his
mustaches. He clapped his hands and
absolutely eried out, “ Lost!™

“ Be quiet,” I said, sternly.

He lowered his tone, but I saw the
shadowy gesture of his despair. “ What
are we doing here 7

“ Looking for the land wind.” 1

He made as if to tear his hair, and
addressed me recklessly.

“She will never get out. You have
done it, sir. I knew it ’d end in some-
thing like this. She will never weather. and
you are too close now to stay. She’ll drift
ashore before she’s round. O my God!”

I caught his arm as he was raising it
to batter his poor devoted head, and shook
it violently.

“ She's ashore already.” he wailed, try-
ing to tear himself away.

“Ts she? . .. Keep good full there!”

“@Good full, sir.” eried the helmsman
in a frightened, thin, child-like voice.

I hadn’t let go the mate’s arm and went
on shaking it. “ Ready about, do you
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hear? You go forward "—shake—* and
stop  there "—shake—*“ and hold your
noise "—shake—* and see these head-
sheets properly overhauled " — shake,
shake—shake.

And all the time I dared not look
toward the land lest my heart should fail
me. | released my grip at last and he
ran forward as if fleeing for dear life.

I wondered what my double there in
the sail-locker thought of this commo-
tion. Ile was able to hear everything—
and perhaps he was able to understand
why, on my conscience, it had to be thus
close—no less, My first order “ Hard
alee!” re-echoed ominously under the
towering shadow of Koh-ring as if T had
shouted in a mountain gorge. And then
I watched the land intently. 1In that
smooth water and light wind it was im-
possible 1o feel the ship coming-to. No!
I could not feel her. And my second
self was making now ready to slip out
and lower himself overboard. Perhaps
he was gone already . . .?

The great black mass brooding over
our very mastheads began to pivot away
from the ship’s side silently. And now
I forgot the seeret stranger ready to de-
part, and remembered only that T was a
total stranger to the ship. T did not know
ker. Would she do it? How was she to
be handled?

I swung the mainyard and waited help-
lessly. She was perhaps stopped, and
her very fate hung in the balance, with
the black mass of Koh-ring like the gate
of the everlasting night towering over
her taffrail. What would she do now?
Had she way on her yet? 1 stepped to
the side swiftly, and on the shadowy
water 1 could see nothing except a faint
phosphorescent flash revealing the glassy
smoothness of sleeping surface. Tt was
impossible to tell—and I had not learned
yet the feel of my ship. Was she mov-
ing? What was wanted was something
ensily seen, a piece of paper, which T

eould throw overboard and watch. T had
nothing on me. To run down for it I
didn’t dare. There was no time. All at

onee my foreed, yearning stare dis-
tinguished a white object floating within
a yard of the ship’s side. White on the
black water. A phosphorescent flash
passed under it. What was that thing?
... I recognized my own floppy hat.
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It must have fallen off his head . . .
and he didu’t bother. Now 1 had what 1
wanted—the saving mark for my eyes.
But I hardly thought of my other self,
now gone from the ship, to be hidden
forever from all friendly faces, to be a
fugitive and a vagabond on the earth,
with no brand of the eurse on his sane
forehead to stay a slaying hand . . . too
proud fo explain,

And I watched the hat—the expression
of my sudden pity for his mere flesh. It
had been meant to save his homeless head
{rom the dangers of the sun? And now—
kehold—it was saving the ship, by serving
me for a mark to help out the ignorance
of my strangeness. Ha! It was drifting
forward, warning me just in time that
the ship had gathered sternway.

“Shift the helm,” I said in a low
voice to the seaman standing still like
a statue.

The man’s eyes glistened wildly in the
binnacle light as he jumped round to the
other gide and spun round the wheel.

I walked to the break of the poop. On
the overshadowed deck all hands stood by
the forebraces waiting for my order. All
the stars ahead seemed to be gliding from
right to left. And all was so quiet in the
world that T heard the remark “ She's
round,” passed in a tone of intense relief
between two seamen.

“Let go and haul”

The foreyards ran round with a great
noise, amidst cheery eries. And now the
frightful mustaches were being heard
giving various orders. Already the ship
was drawing ahead. And T was alone
with her. Nothing! no one in the world
should stand now between us, throwing a
shadow on the way of silent knowledge
ond mute affeetion, the perfeet commun-
ion of a seaman with his first command.

Walking to the taffrail, T was in time
to make out, on the very edge of a dark-
ness thrown by a towering black mass
like the very gateway of Erebus—yes, 1
was in fime to eatch an evanescent
glimpse of my white hat left behind to
mark the spot where the secret-sharer of
my eabin and of my thoughts, as though
he were my second self, had lowered him-
self into the water to take his punish-
ment, a free man, a prond swimmer
striking out for a new destiny.

THE END.



STEAMERS DISGORGING THEIR CARGOES
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HE liner Ardmore, lying at her dock
in Philadelphin one bhlustry winter
morning, was a storm-searred craft

—standing out as such from the snow-
covered docks and the drifting floes on

the river bevond. She was just in—
the breaking seas had recorded their
height on the ice-sheathed masts and

rigging, and the gale had whipped this
same spray along her length, enshrouding
the rails and decks in a mass of ice.
Men were chopping the ice from the
hateh-coverings, to land the trunks of the
passengers, who stood shivering on the
dock waiting for the customs to examine
their baggage. I crossed her treacherous
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deck and went down the alleyway to the
second engineer’s room. Some one turned
in the bunk as I opened the door, and
a familiar voice, which T failed to recog-
nize on the instant, drawled in a sleepy
fashion, “ Are we in dock yet 7"

By that time T made out in the dim-
ness of the room Barnes, second engineer
on the British Prinee, with whom I had
spent a roaring last night ashore some
ten days ago. Such was my surprise that
I remember a breath of wind would have
knocked me over. A minute later Barnes
was dangling his legs over the edge of
the bunk and telling me about it.

“The old Prinee is gone,” he began:
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“ghe lyin’ in a couple hun-
dred fathoms o tumblin’
water a hundred miles to
the east’ard o' Cape Sable
Island. This steamer hove
in sight on Friday night
and took us off before she
went down.”

I propped myself on the
wash-stand and fired
tions at him. He
giving details, such as had
become impressed on  his
mind. Particularly did he
condemn the luck of losing
the vessel. The whole engine-
room foree had slaved twen-
tv hours making repairs;
the seas rolled the ship =o
that they had to work with
one hand and hang on with
the other.

“Then, mind you,” he
went on, ¥ we were t*t-]mirv-l
and just gettin' under way,
when the blasted steerin’-
gear locked. A f.‘i'nl]lll- o'
swopin’ seas took her broad-
side on and hove her over.
The cargo shifted to lee’ard
and held her down, liftin’
”It' seacocks above water.
There was nothin’ to do but stop the engine
again, this time for lack of water in the
condenser. Down in the engine-room we
waited orders. The poundin’® seas was
loosenin® her plates. The water came in,

ques-

began

gettin’ nearer and nearer to the fires,
and at last puttin® 'em out. She was

smotherin® in the We could
hear the noise of the bellowin’ eattle on
deck as the seas washed over and pounded
them back and forth. The old man
ordered us up on deck, where they was
havin® their time fightin® it out.
The Ardmore was in sight, and we sinkin’

CTOSS-20as,

own

ril?‘t. The old Prince looked like a ill!lk'
pile above decks—listed over, the rail
along the bow twisted off. the ecanvas

weather-sheets and side of bridge missin’,
a dented stack, and the only life-hoat left
in the chocks stove in. T went aboard
the Ardmore in the second boat she sent
ns., It was a question in my mind which
was hest t‘h!--ih' !Jia' .\“f';nf'-' or f}li' IIl‘i -
boat we We hoearded this'n all
right. They took the last half-dozen off

was in.
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after mightfall. From the Ardmore we
saw a few lights movin’, and above the
wind heard the bellow of the eattle. The
last ecrowd said the sea was strewn with
the wreckage, the ecattle swimmin’
around among oil-barrels and disappear-
in’ as the sharks pulled them under.

“ Aboard this we stowed away all right.

was

Our old man put up with the Ardmore’s.

\” our gang o eattlemen and Aremen nr
quarters. [ torned in

iu I]}-- steernge
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with Jim. borrowed some of his clothes,
and used his bunk while he was on duty.”

Barnes was finishing his story when
my friend the Ardmore’s second came
in; off duty now that the ship was safely
docked. He held out his greasy hand in
greeting to me, and T grasped it about the
wrist, where the grime was less,

“Well, we been picking up passengers
all the way over this trip,” he commented.
“ 8till got the pilot on board from the
other side, then picked Barnes and his
crowd up last Friday—all of it kept us
three days late. Verv nice to have Barnes
as passenger.” It was seldom the British
Prinee and the Ardmore
at the same time.

We went out en deck. The stevedores
were busy at all the hatches, winches
were driving, eargo was coming out into
the lighters alongside, men were yelling
and waving their arms as they gave sig-

were in port

nals above the din. Already the grain-
elevators and coal-barges were filling the
dock. The sun had broken through the
grayness, and its rays, added to the clouds
of escaping steam, were melting the ice.
1t dropped in great chunks to the deck.

“An hour’s time,” said Barmes, “ and
this meltin® ice will all be off her. and
they’ll be washin' down her decks same s
in summer.”

“Yes,” said the Ardmore’s second, with

a wry smile, “and as much as three
days in port before she goes to sea
again, b’gob!”

The days in port—when the steamer

disgorges itself of the cargo and refills
the empty holds—are welded, as it were,

into one continuous day of activity, It
is the fime to overhaul and repair.
Above decks Illt'_\‘ l'l-pzlilli. jelow  the
water-line  they overhaul engines and

boilers. 1 remember one day spent in
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the boiler-room of the Ardmore. Eight
hells sounded on the iron bar. Save an
electrie light or two, and the glare from
an open fire-box door on a half-stripped
fizure shovelling coal, the alleyway be-
tween one row of boilers seemed deserted ;
the bells were still striking:; out of the
empty fire-boxes came ash-covered men
gqueezing  through the furnace
some head foremost, others feet foremost,
mopping their blackened faces with the
damp towels hung around their necks,
Climbing up the ladder to the gratings
in the engine-room, I encountered greasy
men tightening bolts and filling oil-cups.
On deck. sailors were sliding down from
the seaffold on the

stack and scrawm-

doors,
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bowsprit reaches far over the shore,
overhanging the teams and freight-
cars of the guay. It is a quiet spot
in the busy world of docks. Day
after day stevedores slowly stow the
eargo. Then the hatches are battened

down, the crew comes aboard, and the
ship departs on the next tide. The harbor
tugs tow her to sea. She spreads her
canvas wings, the sails fill, and under
this white-winged strueture she drives
on her vovage. Adverse winds must be
overcome before the ship’s anchor is let
2o in the port of destination.

Another night the Aflas arrived, and 1
sat talking with her captain in the café

bling up over the
rail where they
had painted the
ship’s sides. Steve-
dores, coats in
hand, elimbed
from the holds;
some, with hand-
kerchiefs over
their mouths and
nostrils, and pow-
dered all over
with white grain-
dust, erawled from
the hatch, where
the wheat was
pouring in. Men
came from every-
where, down rig-
ging, up ladders,
ACross  gangways
from lighters, all
heading for the
dock with their
dinner-pails.

The noon hour
was the only lull

in the task of
preparing the
steamer fo meet

the gales of the
next passage.

The lofty spars
and network of
I‘ij.!;!il‘l;: of the
sniling-ship tower

above the ware-
house roofs. The
Voo CXXI —No. 724 —68
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which is frequented by habitués of
the Maritime Exchange. With us was
the passenger who came around in the
bark from San Franeisco. * An invalid
ordered to take a long sea-voyage,” the
skipper told me, bhut added on the side,
“to get him away from his dram,
I think.”

The passenger told of ice sighted off
the Horn, of fog and heavy
countered during a calm, and how the
vessel, uncontrolled by either sail or rud-
der, rolled about like a log. He remem-
bered a sea carrying him the length of
the deck; he recalled how he turned into
his bunk and read the skipper's entire
library of two books while the steward
dried his heavy clothes at the galley fire.
The skipper told of not sighting sail or
smoke all the way down the west coast,
not till they had put on their summer
clothes again on this side; then a three-
mast French bark had signalled that
her ecaptain was dead, and wanted to
know her latitude.

sea en-
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“That was all we sighted,” said the
skipper, “till off Hatteras an English
tramp passed us. Must have been him

reported us; the agent told me we were
reported Monday by a steamer in Nor-
folk.”

By and by the captain sighted, in the
entering erowd of the café, * Neally o
the Borderer.” Hadn’t seen him for
three years, then in Honolulu—would we
excuse him a minute while he ran over
io him?

“You remember the Sewell?” asked
the passenger. “ She sailed a year ago,
and after reinsurance was listed as miss-
ing. In Frisco they told the ecaptain
to look for signs of wreckage about the

Horn. It was thought out there she
might have collided with field iee in
a fog.

“Well, this was my first voyage in a
sailing-chip,” he went on, “and 1 visited
the dock every day for a couple of weeks
watching them stow the cargo. The last
day the skipper and mate were fuming

=
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over the ship's fore-and-aft trim. The
stevedorez, sail - makers, riggers, and
sailors, speaking for berths, were all

mixed in together. An old man, who had
been standing about all day endeavoring
to speak to the skipper, at last eame over
and spoke to me. Some
one told him I was to sail
on the Atlas.

“¢You're goin’ around
on her? he says. 1 told
him * ves. He started
telling me that his son
was shipped on the over-
due Sewell. She was
listed as missing. 1 felt
sorry for the old fellow,
he was very downcast.

¢ She may have been
blown back around the
Horm,” T told him. 1
really thought so myself:
it seemed impossible that
a big ship like the one we
were standing on ecould
be lost. We stood talk-
g for a long time.
Afeanwhile the crew came
aboard with their sea-
¢hests from the sailors’
boarding-houses,

“The old fellow was
brighter when he found
I agreed with him that
the ship. or at least the
Crew, would come to port.
*Why,” he said, with a
sudden burst of hope,
¢ she may have leaked and
the bags o' sugar swelled

up and broken open and clogged the
pumps. Tis possible they rowed ashore

like the erew o' the Starbuck.

“T talked to him till the tug came
alongside to haul us out. The last thing
he asked me was ¢ to write and tell him if
we saw any sign of wreckage or the crew.’

“Well,” the pessenger continued, “I
heard the skipper tell his agent this after-
noon that, as long as there was no word
now, she must be lost with all hands—
not the slightest doubt of it in his mind.”

Silence fell over our table in the café,
and it was several minutes before the
passenger spoke again.

“T've got to write to the old man!™ he
said. 1 promised to. What can I say?”
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Tramp steamers wander wherever a
cargo offers. They are fashioned with two
straight masts, a single red funnel, around
which the bridge and deck-houses cluster.
The pigeon-breasted bows and clumsy
hulls are searred with rust patches.

HaALIS' FROM CuBa

The Vallore, two years seven months
out of Peckersgill vard on the Clyde, was
bound to Glasgow for overhauling. She
was one of the tramps that seldom see
their home port. In that time, her skip-
per said, she had experienced the ty-
phoons of the tropies, shaved icebergs
and slid by submerged derelicts in the
Atlantic. She had put in a Chinese port
with her cargo of cotton afire, and taken
aboard the salved cargo of case-oil of a
sister ship wrecked on a remote South
Sea island. MacNab, the captain, took
command on her maiden trip. Before
that he was skipper of a bark, came in
from a six months’ vovage, and a week
later was transferred by his owners to
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the Vallore. He was typical deep-
water seaman, lacking information on
the petty news of the loeal world. but well
posted on such topies as air-ships and
turbines. Otherwise his interest was all
in his ship.

“ She’s a very profitable boat,” he told
me; “never been without a charter. She
was built on speculation at the shipyard
when the depression o' ship-buildin’ was
hangin’ over the Clyvde. A week after
buying, she was ready for sea—with the
firm’s colors on the stack and her name
painted on the bow and stern. Then
ehe started out, and been on the go, with
little repairin’, ever since. Her lozses in

a
i
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MaeNab went on, * were lit-
tle—an anchor, two life-boats, and a set

this time,”

o' eabin dishes smashed during a gale,
when she was smothered like a submarine.
Her crews, though, were enough to worry
a man sick,” he said. “This trip there
were half-dozen countries
aboard, and the whole lot o' firemen were
Chinese. They'll fine ye if any of the
heathen Chinamen desert in this coun-
try,” he went on; “so the agent sends a
watchman aboard to keep an eye on them
while the ship’s in dock.” MaeNab
talked for a long time about crews of
Lasears and Chinamen he had shipped
in times past. Onece they fought among
themselves so much that in port he had
them arrested and held until he was ready
to sail. Then he told of diseussing with
the engineer of the Clan Maelver about
the point of maritime law involved in the
case of the steamer with a erew of Chi-
nese lost off Carolina two weeks Lefore.

“’Twere a question in my mind,” said
MacNab, “who would be responsible if
any of the chinks got away after reachin’
shore. Whether it was the life-savers
for bringin’ ‘em ashore, the eaptain for
wreckin® his ship. or was the British
consul to be fined for mot sendin’ ‘em
intact out o' the ecountry to the port they
was shipped in.”

satlors o' a

MacNab smiled as he recalled the
reply.
“i'"T'was a ecase,’ the engineer said,

‘ where it was easy for the skipper to add
to the list o’ gear lost in the wreck—so
many Chinamen. It was a similar ecase
to the man the Clan Maclver reported
lost overboard a day or two afore ar-
rivin’. Why,” said the engineer, ‘he
was not missed till an hour after we
reached dock. When T tells the old manr,
he =ays, “Did any one see him go?”
“No, sir.” T answered. “ Well, then.,”
the old man says, with a wink that 1
understood, “we’ll report one Chinese
fireman lost overboard in the big sea
that she poked her nose into off five-
fathom bank.”’

“Tt saved the Maclver's captain,”
added MaceNab, with a broad grin, “a
couple hundred dollar fine.”

Then, with the time near when Mae-
Nab must be under way to pass the lower
shoal on the high tide—the ship was
loaded with wheat in bulk—he told me
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of a case on the high seas wherein he
thought to drive a canny bargain. “ We
was bound to Philadelphia with a cargo
of iron ore, and in no great hurry to get
there until the day the new tariff went
into effect, lowering the duty on that
particular cargo. Off the Banks we ran
into a noreast gale, and in the fog we
fair walked into a freighter a-wallowin’
around, almost rollin® the funnel out o’
herself, and signals o’ distress flyin’. We
made her out to be an Ulster-line boat,
and, when she lifted her tail high enough,
that she was the Bangore—and finally
that she was without her propeller; just
her shaft peepin’ out o’ water.

¢ It's very convenient,” 1 said to our
first officer, Mr. Black,  that we're in no
hurry. Supposin’ you go aboard her and
find out how long she’s been a-waitin® us,
and if she is in a grand rush on account
o' the tariff. Stretech the point,” I said,
“that we is. Say, “ Well, captain, this is
tough lick—I'm supposin’ you're in a
hurry on account o the tariff like we
are.” Never let on it's cheaper for us
to take our time.” We was three hundred
miles from St. John’s at the time, and
I ficured that the mileage charge was one
hundred dollars per mile for towage.
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“ The first officer made the offer. Per-
haps it was a bit high; at any rate they
thought it was.

“&Not havin' any passengers or mail
aboard and bein’ bound to a Canadian
port,” velled her skipper, ‘1'll not agree
to such outrageous terms.

“‘But does you understand,” inter-
rupted my first officer, ‘* we're under or-
ders o' the shippers, and there is a con-
siderable difference in customs duty on
our cargo?

“This argument cooled him a bit, and
might have bore fruit if out o' the fog
hadn’t the whistle of a law-abidin’ steamer
blown—she was evidently careful o’ her
own safety or nearly cuttin® down a fish-
erman, I don’t know which. That whistle
was enough to take the fear out o’ the
Bangore's skipper and at the same time

a bit o' the cockiness out of my first
officer. There was nothin’ left for him
to do but make a bargain before the

other fellow came along and snapped her
up under our nose. The understanding
was, the settlement to be made in port—
her skipper was evidently a friend o
the lawyers.

“In short order the lines were
aboard her and we was gettin' under way

two
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again. I was on the bridge—lookin’ the
tow over and thinkin’ o what I liked to
do to the fellow that proved the snag in
the bargain—in the liftin’ fog away ahead
of us 1 saw what must have been the
whistle-blowin’, law-abidin® eraft. Would
you believe it, sir,” MacNab added, with
a scowl, a faint echo of his original rage,
“she was a fast liner, and wouldn’t have
stopped to tow!"

The old wharf lies slowly erumbling.
The are eaten away with the
chafing of many hawsers. At the river
end a wind-swept serub tree grows, and
between the cobbles patches
struggle. A pensive air of past pros-
perity hangs about it, while the throng
of busy river traffic passes on to the great
steamer docks beyond. Nowadays the
foreign sailing-ships lie there discharg-
ing ballast and awaiting charters. In-
the gate the old watchman dozes
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away the afternocon in a cloud of tobacco
smoke. He is a bow-legged old fellow—
trousers tucked in and slightly
stooped as he taps along with his eane.
Ilis weather-beaten face and frowsy
beard are capped with a faded felt hat.

“Here, sir,” he says, “is where the
adds and ends of shipping comes!” They
are of all kinds—great steel ships and
weather-beaten wooden barks and barken-
tines with white saints for fizureheads.
They hail from Castellamare, Bremer-
haven, and Narvick. The erews are all
foreign sailors, swarthy fellows with red
sashes and sabots, thick-set, sea-booted
men of the North Sea ports, with a
sprinkling of all-nation crews.

“1 generally tells where they come
from,” says the old watchman, “by the
ballast, whether it be sand or pebhble or
dirt. Another way is by the
fighters, bird-cages, or flowers they have
aboard. Then the ships that’s ever had

boots
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erain carge has the rats—them that’s
bronght bones from Buenos Ayres has
the worms. Always sorry,” he went on,
“to see them bring a bone-ship, so many
flies come along with it. Aboard ‘em,
gir, the crews sleep covered with fly-
nettings, and they don’t feed ’em any
better than the pigs on a steel ship. Then
there’s the eryolite ships that comes here
from Greenland: they’re nice and eclean,
though. The mates aboard ‘em tells me
0" the strange sealskin people of Ivigtut.
The other day a fellow on one of the
Greenland barks got a letter all covered
with postmarks that had followed him
about for over two years.”

The old fellow took me into the
tumble-down store and pointed to the
list of ships that had docked in the last
year. My eye fell on the San Ignacio de
Loyola. “ What was she like?” T asked.

“0Oh, a dirty brigantine hailin’ from
Cuba,” he answered, © with a skipper who
had the airs o’ a steamboat captain.”

“And what was the Foohng Svey?”
I questioned.

“A fine four-masted bark a-flyin’ the
American flag. She had me guessing.”
he said, “till the mate told me she was
an FEastern trader owned in Honolulu,
and when the islands became Ameriean
she got the registry along with ’em.” So
we went through the list—“this one a
tramp steamer held up for libel proceed-
ings; that one—let me see—oh yes, the

(fibson was a derelict that was towed in
and sold at auection. You've heard of
missing ships,” he said. *“ Well, here's
where they start from. Many ships have
left this dock in my day and never
reached port. On that list, them with
the black line drawn around the name
is the ones that was lost after leavin’

here. There’s the Jules Henry, the tank
bark—she blew up in Marseilles; the
Caletum was burned at sea; ’em that’s

got the question mark alongside are ones
1 doubted if they would reach their
destination, they was so worn out.”

Looking elosely, I saw that the doubtful
marks and the black lines usually went
side by side.

“The old East-Indiamen,” he went on,
“used to dock at this wharf with spices
and tea, and ships with sugar and
molasses came from the West Indies.
Yes, T remembers them all—remembers
the day when a forest o’ masts lined this
water-front, when ships came to the
wharf under sail, and the ecrews came
ashore from a twelvemonth voyage.”

The old fellow lighted his pipe and pre-
pared to go out to his chair again. His
great misshapen hand on my knee, he
turned and said, “ There’s a heap o’ ships
come to these docks in my day, and I
often wonders who sees the most—'em
‘at travels around., or me that’s stayed
liere, seven days a week for more than
thirty-two years.”



The, Eairfax Comedy

BY H. B. MARRIOTT WATSON

gave her ultimatum at five o'clock

in the drawing-room. George
Richardson had taken his house at Crad-
ley becaunse his wife had a faney to try
the country. She was thirty, pretty, slim.
and extremely restless. In London she
ranged through innumerable sensations,
until she tired of all. That was how she
came to want the country. People were
talking of the simple life, and it sounded
well. At any rate it sounded like a change,
and a change was what Ellice Richard-
son wanted. George was wont indul-
gently to grant her most of what she
wanted. Ile was a novelist of repute,
with a standing in literary circles, and
an income not capable of indefinite ex-
pansion. Cradley in its remoteness and
its silence satisfied his needs, for he had
enjoyed life in his forty vears, and now
liked to stand in the wings and look on
aslant at the performance with a perfeet
knowledge of the conditions in which it
was taking place. If he had bheen unable
to do this, he would not have been able to
write his movels, sound, broad-minded,
wise, sweet-bloaded. and eynieal books like
himself. With the relaxation of life’s ar-
dent claim on him he had also developed
an interest in nature other than human.
He faced the wind on the heath with
rare pleasure; he was a spectator of the
human show, but a partisan on the hills.
The acrid smell of gorse upon a hot after-
noon was as perfume to his nostrils; he
was part of thal now rather than of big
cities and the whole complex and mo-
notonous social system. So he found
Cradley to his taste, while his wife tired
of it.

Ellice, indeed, may he said to have
tired of it ere she gave it a proper trial.
They had fled from London in the early
spring, when the country exhibited to
eyes weary of the drab winter-time its
most pleasing features. Daffodils nodded
in the meadows, the violets had come,
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and the sweet o’ the year entered with
the primrose. Ellice gushed over nature
and formed innumerable plans for the
garden, for excursions, for settling into
rural life—forever. -

“Isn’t it far more delightful than
noisy, staring, unhealthy town ¢” she asked
her husband, in staccato adjectives, and
he agreed. “ The taxicabs!”—she made
a sound of despairing disapproval—* the
dirt! the noise!” She paused. “ The
taxizs were useful,” she added, pensively.

But this mood of satisfaction was not
destined to endure. Cradley was dull
beyond question, and perhaps even in-
defensibly dull. George Richardson nev-
er attempted to defend it against her
attacks when the first rapture had dis-
appeared. Spring passed into summer,
and despite her full pageant summer
proved dull. A beauty may be dull, yon
know, and very often is. The resplen-.
dent lanes and woods and hills were dull;
and then the hot days brought the dust;
and Ellice, missing the shops and the
parties and the theatres and the restau-
rants, and the unceasing stream of people,
known and unknown, declared the situa-
tion intolerable. They had agreed to
forego their summer holiday, partly be-
canse of the expense incurred by their
removal, and partly beeause the change
to Cradley was to be regarded in the light
of a holiday. So in the dog-days, with
her heart in London, Ellice Richardson
moped. The chief source of her dis-
satisfaction was the fact that none of
the best people in the countryside had
“ealled.” Carfields. Melcombes, Bea-
mans, Bostocks, and their congeners all
abstained, quite unconscious of the in-
trusion of the newcomers. Society
straddled between religions works and
hunting. In summer there was no hunt-
ing, but there were always religious
works, and plenty of old maids te be
absorbed in them. TFor the male part of
the inhabitants hunting was the prime
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ideration, and George did not hunt.
eould not have afforded to hunt even
had wanted to, which he certainly
not. Of course the Viear's wife,
Mowbray, called on Ellice, but she,
ugh young, was prim and heavy and
che as well, and so did not count very
The doctor’s wife, on the other
nd, was elderly, with rather a vulgar
» of humor, and so “second-rate”
it was of no consequence to know
She counted even less. There re-
sd the landed gentry, whose wives
in no hurry, it appeared, to make
o’s aequaintance. George had prof-
reasons out of his imagination,
v for the purposes of consolation
reassurance, but somewhat in in-
pnce of his humor.
t is obvious they want us to be on
tion,” he said. “ You see, it is an
rtant matter to be admitted into the
arity of country society.”
dn’t Ellice know it was important?
was the very reason she was in-
ant. What did these people mean
not rushing to make her acquaint-
mee? They were merely rustics, clod-
wppers, louts, . . .
- “Well, thank goodness they don’t ecall,
hen,” said George, with sly good humor,
There's not one of the women knows
to dress,” declared Ellice, scorn-

ﬁ’ot one,” agreed her husband, survey-
her pleasant figure in its appro-

e gown.
iis had become the burden of their
te exchanges, until even George's
d patience showed signs of giving.
sourse, with the selfishness of man,
eould not detach himself from his
satisfaction.

p strolled the lawn that July after-
enjoying the cooling air that
»d over the rhododendrons, poised
n two incidents for a plot. He
to fix his mind on one, and it
ed in dividing, as did FEneas’s so
He fluttered, he hesitated, and he
d have come down on one or the
* if he had had the chance. But
intervened with Ellice—Ellice and
strong, good-natured, clean-limbed,
empty-headed puppy hounds which
on leash. FEllice, usnally pale, and
han ever pallid lately with the heat,
Vor. CXXT.—No. 724.—69
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was flushed and breathless. The pups,
exploring in different directions simul-
taneously, wound her round the arch of
a pergola.

“ George!” she called. “ For goodness’
sake come and take these creatures—
these blessed dogs! I wish they were—"
George took one over while she dis-
entangled herself.

“1 believe,” he said, mildly, * that
these things are called hounds, and that
Cradley does not forgive any one who
calls them dogs.”

“ Nonsense!” said Ellice, crossly, as
the hound she still held endeavored to
make after a distant eat. ¢ There, I'll
let the beast go.”

Sparker, thus manumitted, darted
across the lawn and disappeared in a
shrubbery, his ecompanion whimpering
and straining at the leash in an endeavor
to follow. Mrs. Richardson, you see, had
undertaken to “walk puppies” for the
Cradley pack, an offer to which she had
been stimulated by the beaming friend-
liness of Major Weldon. At the time
ghe had not known that the Major was
a bachelor and incorrigibly ecatholic in
his acquaintances. No one considered a
person merely because Major Weldon
knew him or her. That painful discovery
was to follow. The neighborhood did
not stream in after the Major.

“T thought T heard a voice at the
gate,” said George, lighting a cigarette.

“Oh, young Beaman,” said his wife,
impatiently.

“As devoted as ever,” he replied,
lightly.

Young Beaman was five-and-twenty,
extremely elongated in body, and very
shy. As yet his devotion had not brought
Mrs. Beaman or the Misses Beaman to
Holt Place; which was another matter
that vexed Ellice’s stricken heart.

“Go away—do. George, keep that
beast off,” she said, erossly, as the sec-
ond hound puppy made a sudden man-
ifestation of its affection for her by
rising on its hind legs and pawing at
her fresh summer frock. George jerked
|'-nck the hemtt-

“What’s the use of the silly fellow?”
she went on, reverting to young Beaman.
“TMere have I been walking puppies
(ugh!) for four months, and nothing
has  happened. TLady Carfield, Lady
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Melcombe, the Hassalls—none of them
have ealled.”

Ellice was pretty, after her fashion,
and her figure was nice; she had a talk-
ative nature, and could sustain a con-
versation with spirit—but humor had
been denied to her. George Richardson’s
eyes ruffled up in a twinkle.

“ Tt is pretty bad of them,” he declared,
as they began to walk toward the house.
“Tve a good mind to send in a bill for
puppy-biscuits to Lord Carfield, and so
bring his wife to reason.”

“ Oh, if you're going to be sarcastic—"
protested Ellice, hotly.

George disclaimed any intention of
garcasm; he had noticed that his wife
was constitutionally unable to distin-
guish between sarcasm and humor—
levity, if you will. But he was conscious
that he was properly rebuked for treating
the matter with levity. It was an occa-
sion for serious discussion. He got rid
of the dog—hound, that is—and followed
Ellice to the drawing-room. She had
divested herself of her hat, but still had
the effect, he thought, of sitting at her
own tea table like a visitor. She opened
on him without ceremony. “I ean’t
stand it, George. We must go.”

This was the ultimatum, and it filled
him with misgivings. In his mind’s eye
he saw Ellice, as was her wont, mounting
from stage to stage of emotional revolt
against her circumstances, and he was
dismayed. His means were limited, and
he was in the middle of a novel. Besides,
the place did suit him. He pondered.
Perhaps it was selfish of him to look at
it in that way. But, after all, it had
been Ellice’s idea, and he had offered
resistance of a sort, at any rate eriticism.
She was rattling on, apparently incensed
at his silence.

“Tt’s all very well for you. You have
vour work, and you enjoy talking to the
villagers. T don’t. I am accustomed to
something better. This is stagnation; I
feel the mould growing over me. It’s no
good. T ean’t stand it.”

“ There’s Mrs. Blenkinsop,” murmured
George, weakly, “and old Weldon isn’t
bad, and—"

He had invited the thunder and he got
it. Mrs. Blenkinsop was third-rate.
0Old Weldon was of no account. “Tt’s
the second-rates T know—not one of the

people who really matter, not one,” she
pronouneced, with embittered emphasis.

“Young Beaman—" George would
have begun, but was snapped up.

“ Beaman! Where are the Beamans§*
she demanded, in ringing accents of scorn,
and a connection making in her fretted
brain, she turned upon him again. *“ Of
course it might have been different if
I knew how to ride. If you had only
had lessons for me, when you knew that
we were coming into this wilderness!”

George Richardson discovered it was
time to act. If this went on, the flood
would earry him away. He pulled him-
self together and faced the situation
boldly. He put his teacup down and
crossed his legs.

“We give hostages to fortune when we
abandon town. I warned you of that,”
he said. “You are good enough to con-
sider me a very clever fellow, my dear,
and T am disposed to agree with you.
But it is a mistake to suppose that clever-
ness counts much in life.”

“ What counts#’ she asked.

“ Various things—money, position, ad-
vertisement, but not eleverness. You told
me that you thought my book Illusion
was the most brilliant novel you had read
for years. (You have an admirable lit-
erary taste, dear.) Now if you were to
go up to Cradley Park to Lord Carfield’s
house-party assembled this coming Sep-
tember for partridge shooting, you would
find ears blank to Illusion and my very
name. Possibly you might cateh some
one’s attention. ‘Richardson? Lives
here? Ts that the writin’ ehap? No, I
never read any, but I believe my sister
read one once” But, mind you, that
would be an extra well-informed guest.
They’re not interested in me or what I
do. They buy my books, if they buy them
at all, as they buy groceries. You dont
eall on your groeer.”

“TIt's all shameful,” declared Ell
simmering.

“What I do obviously doesn’t count:
Books are produced, and so are guns and
motor-cars. They couldn’t produce an¥
one of these. Why should they consider
the person who produces books for ther
to buy as more important than the per
sons who produee guns or motor-carst
In faet, the man who makes their guns 3
more important than such as 1. He do&s



eount. They’ll know his name and have
~ a respect for him.”

“Then why did you bring me here?”
demanded Ellice tragically. “ We must
leave at once.”

- At this moment the maid announced
Mrs. Mowbray, the Vicar's wife, who ap-
proached slowly, in all the righteous
resignation of her dull and sober raiment.
 Ellice’s face showed a perfunctory wel-
- gome, but George bustled about in a way
which was alien to his usual large de-
liberation. He proffered a chair, a cup
tea, and a plate of cake.

“You must try this—Buzzard’s, you
know,” he explained, in a delicately in-
timate way, Ellice was silent, wondering.
The Vicar’s wife, uneasily eating Buz-
zard’s, broached the object of her visit
with characteristic tactlessness. It might
ave eased poor Ellice’s raw wounds had
this dull lady come for social ameni-

But she had not. Munching a
RE Buzzard delicacy which she had not even
the WIt or savoir faire to commend, she
‘unlimbered her ordnance.

- Mrs. Richardson must have noticed the
state of the bells. Nof? Ellice was flat;
‘she had not recovered herself. But Mr.

Richardson had, he professed, waiting
iously to know what their condition
rht be. They were badly hung. it
ed, and there were defects in two.
adn’t Mr. Richardson (she appealed to
m now) noticed the tenor? Of course
Richardson had. That seemed to
» it easier for the Viecaress. Well,
Vicar was anxious to restore the bells
accordance with the dignity of the
hurch and its traditions. Lord Carfield
been approached and was in cordial
ement—in fact, it need be no secret
t his lordship was heading the sub-
tion with twenty guineas. The total
would be about two hundred pounds.
d Mrs. Mowbray was shrewd and
ness-like, if dull. She invitingly
George Richardson beaming over
Is which he hated.

Of course I am willing to help with
0y mite,” he declared, choosing the word
as most Seripturally suitable for the

“ But, my dear Mrs. Mowbray, it
take some trouble to raise that sum
hard times.”

e Viearess sighed unconseciously, for
8d she not debated this very point with
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her hushand ere setting out on her beg-
ging round?

“The Richardsons ought to give five
pounds,” he had said. *“I believe novel-
ists are well paid. And Mrs. Richardson
comes regularly to church.”

Yet it would take, to be precise, forty
five-pound notes or checks to make up
£200. Mrs. Mowbray’s sizh was an in-
voluntary testimony to her discourage-
ment. Ellice eyed her hardly, realiz-
ing now that this was no social ecall,
but merely an official stand-and-deliver.
To her intense amazement George went
on genially:

“T1 think T may be of help to you
there, if you will allow me. We might
arrange for a dramatic performance, or
something in that line”

Mrs. Mowbray looked doubtful. ¢ Yes,”
she assented, her mind adding up the
various attractions and accomplishments
of the parishioners. ¢ Captain Hassall
acts, and there are the Melecombe girls,”
she suggested, still doubtfully., “1I think
they acted somewhere in private theat-
ricals last year.”

Ellice’s attention tautened. George’s
idea was good. After all, clever men had
their uses. * She overlooked in her ap-
proval the serawny bodies of the Mel-
combe girls, recognized and Dbitterly
criticised from church pews.

‘Yes.” George's assent this time was
doubtful. “1 hardly designed a local af-
fair. T was thinking I might assist you
in another way. I might get Miss Es-
telle Fairfax.”

“Miss Fairfax!” Mrs. Mowbray woke
up, deserting parish and bells and the nar-
row confines of Cradley. “You mean
Miss Fairfax the actress?”

Her mind flashed over leagues of wil-
derness to rare nights at the Euphrosyne.
nights of enjoyment, nights of stolen
pleasures in a round of dull duty, nights
touched with as nearly delirious romance
as placid natures are eapable of. She
saw George Richardson’s nod. “ Yes.”

In that instant also Ellice's heart
homed. and she was in a taxi, wrapped
about with fluffy things, on her way to
the Euphrosyne. Piceadilly roared and
surged about her in the summer twilight.
She remembered the block at Hyde Park
Corner, the imperturbable police . . .
Constitution Hill . . . the soft murk of
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the rain . .. darkness, and the lights of
the street. But what was this strange
business of George and Estelle Fairfax?

“ It would be desirable, of course, that
it should be educational,” proceeded her
husband, leaning back in his chair with
a leisurely and indulgent smile. Was
it possible that he saw Mrs. Mowbray's
face drop and change at that estimable
and ugly word?

“Of course,” she murmured.

What in the name of conseienee and
goodness did George mean ?

“ Do you think, for example, Lord Car-
field would lend his grounds for a pas-
toral play#’

“QOh!” Mrs. Mowbray Dbrightened.
“T'm sure he would. He’s always so
anxious to help. But what—"

“T had an idea of As You Like It,”
suggested George, offhand, and as though
appealing to her judgment.

Mrs. Mowbray only remembered Shake-
speare dimly, but the name of the play
sounded nice.

“ The forests, you know, the healthy
open life of the woods, the exiled Duke’s
court, pretty girls, and all the pomp
of romance.”

The drab little Viearess, moribund be-
fore her time, brightened anew; her face
was flecked with ecolor, and she smiled.
“ That would be nice,” she said, still
restrieted as to the adjeetive. It is not
only in conduct that one must he niee,
but in attributes also. Meanwhile under-
standing went up in a flare through
Ellice Richardson’s soul. Oh, how clever
was George! Clever people always were
the best.

“ 71 think it would be simply splendid,”
she declared.

“T should hazard at a guness that you
could raise fifty pounds easily by that
means,” said George, reflectively, adding
after a moment's punctuation : “ Of course
Miss Fairfax would make no charge.
She would eome at my invitation.”

“How very kind of you!” said the
Viearess. (Kind was kin to nice.) “I'm
sure Lord Carfield will give his consent.”

“Tt should be great fun,” speculated

the plotter. “Miss Fairfax, of course,
as Rosalind. Have you seen her? She’s
amazing.”

“No-0." Mrs. Mewbray’s negative was

a diminuendo expressive of regret.
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“The Miss Melcombes, Captain Has-
sall, Lady Carfield, 1 dare say. . . . But
Miss Fairfax could leave that to Lady
Carfield and yourself.”

So did the official visitation merge
strangely into a pleasant social affair,
at which wonderfully mundane things
were diseussed. George Richardson, you
see, alarmed and aetive, was now in com-
mand, with all the advantages of a lively,
healthy, and unserupulous imagination.
The instant result was an improvement
in the domestic atmosphere., With an
admiration of George’s literary gifts
his wife had combined an undervalua-
tion of his tact—or tacties, if you will.
She now perceived him to be a general
of resource.

“But can you get Estelle Fairfax to
come {” she had asked that evening, when
the most alluring aspects of the proposal
had been ecanvassed. He looked at her
a little guizzically.

“You know I knew her,” he said, after
. pause.

“Yes, but I didn’t know you had known
her so well as that,” was Ellice’s remark.

*“T used to see a good deal of her when
Clayton was alive,” he said.

His quizzical look altered as he re-
garded her; but there was no signal of
jealousy or even of suspicion in her at-
titude. Indeed, there was, if she should
know all, no reason why there should be.
Later in the evening, when his wife was
in bed, Richardson made a draft of the
letter which he sent the next day to
Estelle Fairfax, running thus: ;

Dear Porry, — Perhbaps you havent
forgotten me. Some eight years since
you vowed that you owed me something.
Can you pay it mow, or is it barred by
the Statute of Limitations? It is pro-
posed that a pastoral play, As You Like
It, shall be produced in Lord Carfield’s
park here. If you could take the part
of Rosalind, I should feel you had more
than discharged your debt. The affair
is, I believe, to buy bells or something
of the kind for a ehureh, You know
T'm married.

Yours sincerely,
Groree RicHARDSON.

When he had finished he sat back, with
the aroma of a particularly nice cigar
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ering on his palate. He pushed aside
e table, contemplated the bookease, and
arsed his lips unconsciously. He was
viewing phases of Polly Fairfax’s life.
ayton, a composer of geniuns, had not
the first to intervene in that life.
had come third, he thought; but
vton, his friend, had taken the dis-
with rampant passion. At onece he
ized and sdored; and Polly was
friendly, so amusing, so good-natured,
50 natural that it was impossible to
her, or to bear a grudge against
After all, Clayton was foredoomed
- his own qualities. He failed as a
n because he was a penius. Often
is so. Was it Polly’s fault that she
d not give him only what and all
at he wanted? She was always frank,
‘frank as good-natured, and on the
le pretty reasonable. The only ex-
tion of her was that she had an
vidual code of morals. George had
ght the connection would be better
,” and when Polly cut it, had
od her. Clayton stormed, denied him,
rgave him, thanked him, and died, as
be remembered, somewhat tragical-
Why should he condemn or even
» Polly Fairfax, who had since float-
_into conspicucus fame? Was the
oman of Samaria eondemned, before

thought of whom, after all, Polly

d or ought to blush? With one
r mental glance at a newspaper
eraph he had lately seen® respecting
Estelle Fairfax and the famous
r Graham Gordon, George Richard-
gave up the problem and went to bed.
olly’s answer came after a delay of

> days:

¥ peEar Quixore,—I dare say you've
m stouter, but then you were always
thin. Yes, T'll come. Write it off
ledger. I was going to Harrogate
y in August, but I'll come to you if
¥ou'll name the day. Is she pretty?
Porvry.

TTANI

‘This letter opportunely arrived an hour
two before Mrs. Mowbray's excited

Gone now was every vestige of
official manner; the =zallow face
kened over the emotional storm be-
Lady Oarfield was delighted at the
., If Miss Estelle Fairfax could be
red (*“ and we look upon you to ar-
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range that,” interjected the Viearess),
Lord Carfield would willingly give his
park—*“the wild garden,” explained the
lady—for the performance; and Lady
Carfield and she had already gone into
the question of the actors and actresses.
Lady Carfield thought that Miss Mel-
combe might play Audrey, but she (Mrs.
Mowbray) thought that the part of Celia
ought to be entrusted to Lady Carfield.
From the conversation it was evident that
the two ladies had been resuming ac-
quaintance with Shakespeare and the
Forest of Arden. Ellice, having the news
of Miss Fairfax’s consent, was now the
conduit of its conveyance, and Mrs. Mow-
bray and she exchanged and interchanged
views. George had started the engine.
He deserved his comfortable pipe.

Meanwhile up in Cradley Park it is
permissible to overhear a conversation
which has already taken place. Lady
Carfield, a fluffy, flighty thing, carries
the news to her husband, blond and forty-
odd, with great white teeth, and his roots
in solid duties and practical pleasures.

“ Mrs. Mowbray wants to know if we
will lend the place for a pastoral play.”
His lordship grunts. “ You see, dear,
they’re going to get Estelle Fairfax.”

“What!” cries his lordship. * Mrs.
Mowbray !”
“No; it's some one—those people we

heard had taken Holt Place. He writes,
doesn’t he?’ 8o was George Richard-
son's prophecy vindicated! “ Harrison?
No, Richardson,” Lady Carfield amended
her guess,

“Oh!” TLord Carfield, as became a
very substantial British person, contem-
plated. He had once met Estelle Fairfax
at the house of the Home Secretary, whose
wife was “smart,” and wrote bad plays.
He remembered her then as enlivening,
and he had always admired her acting
and her figure.

“1f she’ll come, by all means. Better
write and ask her down,” said his lord-
ship.

That was Ellice Richardson’s first
triumph; and it was what made her
realize to the full the beauty of George's
manecuvre. For Miss Fairfax, appealed
to in one of Lady Carfield’'s scented
sheets of note-paper, excused herself on
the ground that she was to stay with
Mr. and Mrs. Richardson. Polly Fair-



5568

fax drapped this item into a hasty letter
fixing her date, and Ellice glowed. Next
day it also dribbled down from Carfield
Towers through Mrs. Mowbray. That is,
Mrs. Mowbray did not know that the
Countess had invited Miss Fairfax, but
she heard from the Countess that Miss
Fairfax was to stay with the Richardsons.
It was certain now that the Carfields
knew of the existence of the Richardsons.
Indeed, it was no longer possible for any
one in the neighborhood to profess ig-
norance now. The idea of the pastoral
play bhad set the heather afire. In an
expiring season it had aroused enthu-
siasm. Captain Hassall, the Meleombe
girls, and Lady Carfield were in constant
communication with one another. They
had decided the precise theatre for the
oceasion in a little glade, a clearing em-
bowered in rising heights of wood as it
were the upper cloths of a stage. Ellice,
receiving news of this state of commotion,
withered ; it seemed that she had counted
her chickens too soon. It was not until
Estelle Fairfax arrived that a restitution
of the balance took place.

Mrs. Richardson accompanied Estelle
Fairfax to Cradleyr Park on a broiling
afternoon. “I thought we'd better get
to close quarters at once, Lady Carfield,”
said the actress. * So I got Mrs. Richard-
gon to bring me up.”

Lady Carfield acknowledged Ellice with
an amiable smile. “ We have been doing
ever so much,” she declared, eagerly.
“ But we do want your assistance. I'm
go glad you've come at last.”

Polly Fairfax took off her gloves, dis-
covering pretty hands that were ringless.
Ellice, mechanically noting this, was
vaguely disturbed by the recollection of
a newspaper paragraph some years back
mentioning Miss Fairfax’s marriage at
a registrar’s office. This popular lady
was bright of face, instinet with vitality,
of an exceedingly shapely form, and
possessed a most divine smile. She was
somewhere about six-and-thirty.

“ Now tell me exactly,” she commanded
Lady Carfield. She threw herself into
the breach like a regiment, inspected the
glade and approved it, suggested a few
alterations in the cast, solved the ques-
tion of ecostume that had been so baffling
with a graceful gesture of her hand.

“PDon't bother. T ecan fix that. Bur-
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bage will send me his wardrobe from the
Royal. It cost a mint of money. T
played Rosalind there, you know.”

Of course Lady Carfield knew. Had
she not seen Miss Fairfax in the part
She flew into fresh excitement, discussed
questions with zest, and clasped Ellice
Richardson’s hand warmly in parting.

“You'll come to lunch and we'll go
into it all to-morrow. I'll get some of
them here,” she called out, ecstatically,
“ Mrs. Richardson, bring her to lunch.”

Never had Ellice been so fluttered as
by this display of friendliness. The
luneh succeeded. Miss Fairfax remem-
bered the occasion when she had met Lord
Carfield, and reminded him of a wit-
ticism he had let fall. His lordship
smiled and bridled; he was even sub-
missive in hearing that he had been set
down for the Duke.

“T've never acted. I'm as stiff as a
prop, but if you want me—"

They did. “ Such a lark!” Polly Fair-
fax confided under the rose that night
to George Richardson, “It will be the
funniest pastoral 1 ever played in.
Heaven send us fine weather 80 as not
to put the comedy out! There's Carﬂe'
himself, a veritable Duke; Lady Carfield
as Celia. Ye gods, a co]orles.s blonde who
would like to dare and pretends she
knows things, and would shy at a man’s
shadow on the foot-path! There was &
girl—Sir James some one’s daughter—"

“ Melcombe,” suggested George. 1

“That was it—with a walk like a milk-
maid, and bony hands. She’s to play
Pheebe, and it goes to my heart T can't
cast her for the wench Audrey. It seems
she’s the best lady rider to hounds in
these parts. Save my waist-line T should
think so! But the girl who takes .Au'
drey—:t doesn’t matter what her name is
—is rather pretty in a rustie way—Coll
—no—Cork—oh, it doesn’t signify.”

“My dear Polly,” said the author.
“In a rustic way! Don’t you know that
this young lady is probably, from your
deseription, the Hon. Helen Coleloughs
of one of our oldest families, and herself
an heiress of weight ?” A

“Is she?” said Polly Fairfax; and
then, clearly without heeding, burst into
langhter. “Oh, T forgot my warm ads
mirer. Captain Hassall. As well leave
out Hamlet as that Orlando.”




George reflected. “I Dbelieve I've
i Ellice speak of him. He is a
ing man with a sporting wife.”

% His wife is as plain as a pikestaff,
but has a wonderful figure. Hassall's a
sauty, one of the real lady-killers,. I'm
his new victim.”

On this occasion, you understand, El-
had retired. The day had been one
ow of satisfaction, and she had retired
ippy, feliz opportunitate somni. The
slcombe girls had been civil, and Mrs.
wssall tolerant; Lady Carfield had been
ial, meeting her as though old friends
and Miss Colelough had been ami-
and interested. She was a distinet-
‘pleasant and unaffected girl, and that
pleased Ellice almost more than any-
g. She had almost forgotten snch
le as Major Weldon and the Blenkin-
and, alas! she had quite forgotten
source and fount of her present in-
ation, Mrs. Mowbray.
he rehearsals in the park were an
zing success, if the entertainment of
e performers be considered. Miss Fair-
inspired them with life, blew into
the breath of enthusiasm. Her very
arance on the scene infused sparkle
o it. She amused herself. Captain
sall trailed after her, the model of
Juan, under the very range of his
fe’s hard eyes. He cooed in corners,
nged her flounces, thrilled when she
a careless hand on his arm. He
atted like a bantam on the road to con-
Polly Fairfax was, as she always
off the stage, no actress, but herself,
wilful, frank, selfish, good-natured
unpretentious self. In her dainty
est costume at the dress rebearsal she
moned into the dignified Sir James
combe, and first shocked and then
armed him by exclaiming in a merry
: “My dear man, where did I hit
- Let me rub the place; do.”

a word, Polly Fairfax was natuoral
the top of her bent, and every one
ows in these days that individuality is
2 only thing that counts, whether you
iminal or apostle. If your individ-
v be invented for you by the public
so much the more to your advan-
But it is only accidents of birth,
h, or favor of the gods that accom-
this. Was there ever a wiser sum-
mary of human affairs than that saying:
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“Some men are horn great, some
achieve greatness, and others have great-
ness thrust upon them.”

Lord Carfield was born great, and he
played the exiled Duke quite handsome-
ly. For the part of Jacques was found
that elegant and promising member of
Parliament, Silvester Merrill, who has
written a book of essays and a book of
verses, and will some day rise to the
surface of his party and be in the Gov-
ernment. He cut a very pretty figure
and aroused sore feeling in the heart of
Orlando. TLord Arthur Vallings, who
had the soul of a music-hall hon
comique, played Touchstone with gusto,
but Touchstone much edited. It was
between Lord Arthur and Miss Fairfax
that the play began to “go.” At the
dress rehearsal everybody played up mag-
nificently. Ellice in a pretty summer
gown was installed among the privileged
spectators; to one side of her Mrs. Bea-
man, on the other Lady Meleombe.
George Richardson, who for the first time
visited the scene, on the express invita-
tion of Lady Carfield, wandered about
examining people and effects with a
critical eye. It was he who marked the
flash in Mrs. Hassall’'s eye when Orlando
cried out with an overplus of emotion:

“What passion hangs these weights
upon my tongue!”

As a matter of fact, it was just that
which stirred Mrs., Hassall’s tongue to
action. She was married to a good-
looking man, and had long been aware of
it. If she realized that Miss Fairfax
found his attentions tiresome at last and
much preferred Lord Arthur’s frank vul-
garity, it made no difference. She began
feminine operations at ten o’clock that
night, when Miss Fairfax and her hostess
had retreated after a merry and un-
methodical meal to the shelter of Holt
Place. She shot her remarks with the
blunt acidity of her temperament into
the general company—* firing into the
brown,” so to speak. No men were pres-
ent, the oceasion being strietly feline.

“T wonder what became of Miss Fair-
fax’s last husband %

Lady Carfield stared. “ Whichi” she
asked, vaguely.
%71 don’t know his number. The actor,

wasn’t it, whom she married two or three
years ago. One never hears of him now.”
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“ Perhaps he’s dead,” suggested Lady
Carfield, who saw no particular point of
interest in the problem. The men were
playing billiards or smoking.

“Ts the other one dead—the musician,
vou know?” inquired Mrs. Hassall, with
deadly equanimity.

“What other one? What do you
mean ?” retorted Lady Carfield.

“ Of course Colonel Le Maille doesn’t
count,” pursued Mrs. Hassall, recrossing
her legs deliberately.

“Who's Colonel Le Maille?’ asked
Lady Melcombe,

Probably Mrs. Hassall welcomed a
visible target. “Oh, the man in the
Guards, don’t you remember?” she said,
turning slightly toward her mterlocutor
“He was afterward concerned in that
filibustering raid.”

Lady Melcombe was of an age to re-
member and had tolerant notions. She
was the nearest approach to the grande
dame Cradley could produce,

“Of course,” she assented. “He was
vastly épris, wasn’t he ?”

“ Poor Mrs. Le Maille!” breathed Mrs.
Hassall.

The attention of the girls in the room
was obvious. Mrs. Mowbray listened,
alert, anxious, and instant.

“T believe Miss Fairfax was first mar-
ried at eighteen,” said Mrs. Hassall, at
field work.

“Yes. What a shame!” said Lady Car-
field. “I don’t wonder, poor thing—

Mrs. Haseall hadn’t expected or want-
ed this.

“ Clayton was supposed to be the man
she really cared for.” she interrupted.
“You remember Clayton’s tragic death?”

She fastened her glance on Lady Car-
field, who moved uneasily.

“ That’s all ancient history,” she said.

“(Clayton was a genius,” remarked
TLady Melcombe. “TLord Winterborough
told me that Estelle Fairfax inspired
him with his second Symphony.”

“She left him,” declared Mrs. Has-
sall, defiantly.

“ My dear, you ean’t judge people like

that,” demurred Lady Carfield.

“ Nothing was ever proved,” protested
Mrs. Beaman.

“(Codes, you see, are different,” said
Lady Carfield, vaguely.

“ She goes everywhere,” remarked the

grande dame. The girls showed increas-
ing interest, and Mrs. Mowbray looked‘
from one speaker to another. Mrs. Has-
sall’s desperate bard eye alighted on heri
and invited her in.

“What do you think, Mrs. Mowbmy P

“T—" she hesitated. “Oh, I think
Lady Carfield’s right. Of course we are
told not to judge.”

It was Mrs. Hassall’s last gamble with
the dice; she had failed, and recognized
it. She rose, the fineness of her ﬁg’urﬁj
emphasizing her plain face and unsym-
pathetic eyes. “I don’t mind myself.
I'm quite broad-minded,” said she, “ But
where there are young people about—"
Her gaze swept over the three girls, ami1
she didn’t finish. In faet, she went outl
on that.

“What on earth did she mean with
all that?” inquired Miss Coleclough,
wrinkling her brows in a puzzled wny.i
“What has Miss Fairfax—"

“Oh, it’s all rubbish,” said Lady Car-
field, hastlly, and so the pnvateermg
ended. w

At the actual performance Ellice and
George occupied seats of honor between
the Melcombes and the Beamans, Bob
in attendance; and the old maids of the
distriet, devoted to church and good
works, sat in state in order to do honor
to Shakespeare and augment the Bell
Fund. The Viear was present, officially
certifying, as it were, an atmosphere of
sanctity, and Mrs. Mowbray renewed the
stolen joys of liberty and worldliness.

“T have enjoyed myself, but it’s reach-
ed a limit,” murmured Polly Fairfax in
George's ear after the p]av “ Hassall has
become an emphatic nuisance. He ought
to know there are hundreds of him hang-
ing about any theatre. But your Lo
Arthur’s a dear.”

George disclaimed any proprietary
rights in Lord Arthur; but she paid n
heed. Tord Arthur called for her with
his ear next morning, and she depart
as mforma]ly as she had come.

“He's going to drive me up to town,”
she imparted to George. * Kiss your pets
for me. She quite passes. T’ve got to me
Rayner to-night before T go to Hom-
burg. No, my dear man, T enjoyed it.”

She took her seat, just as Ellice hur
ried up, and waved gayly to both. Lo
Arthur was most friendly, and the 1
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they saw of tho'pair consisted of laugh-
exchanges as the ecar whizzed down
road. Ellice sighed as at the end
pleasant dream. George was looking
ieally in the direction in which the
had vanished. TLord Arthur!
But, after all, he had nothing of which
o complain. Sir James Melcombe told
wife, that stately lady. that that chap
hardson was not at all a bad chap.
knew how to cast a fly with any one.
Colelough had admired Ellice's
and said so frankly. All this was
ery satisfactory. But the little comedy
not fizzle out quite so tamely. We
set its conclusion that same eve-
In the afternoon Ellice in tailor-
costume disappeared, and returned
r an hour before dinner, coming upon
hushand as he sat at work.
(George, isn’t it great? Bob Beaman
5 going to teach me to ride, and Mr.
an is lending me a horse.”
looked up indulgently. “ My dear,
w you only had to get to quarters

'_ _.t later that night he was free to
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revolve the episode in his mind, and
the thought that framed itself at last
was this:

“To think of Polly Fairfax pulling us
through the needle’s eye!”

He gigegled aloud, and his wife asked
him why he laughed.

“Oh,” said he, fumblingly, “I was
thinking of something TLord Carfield
said.”

“ What was that ?” she persisted, as the
maid brought in the evening post. She
opened the letters.

“Tt was,” he said, slowly and earefully.
“to the effeet that in the matter of a
genius things don’t count.”

“Well, of course, they don't,” said El-
lice, abstractedly, as she read her letter.
“ George dear, Lady Melecombe has writ-
ten asking us to dinner on the 25th.
We shall be able to manage that, sha’n’t
we ” she asked, calmly.

“TN look up my engagements, but T
think so,” he said, his eyes twinkling.

“ Of course.” said Ellice, complacently,
after a tiny pause, “country society is
more exclusive than town, and smarter.”

The Bitter Thing
BY MARGARET ROOT GARVIN

'T IS hard, my Heart, for toiling through,
This Land-of-Lonely-Things!
No league were long, could she be nigh,
To share thy wanderings;
Yet wouldst thou have her here—footsore—
Who hath the wont of wings?

So long thy shelter was her love,
"Tis bleak and sore to be
The buffet of unkindly winds,
Yet, though they heat on thee,
Give thanks, my Heart, that she is cloaked

From all inelemeney!

But when throngh fairer valley-ways
Sometimes thy paths deploy:

Some rainbow comes to span the storm,
Some sweet, too rare to cloy,

Then weep, Heart, for this bitter thing:—
Unshared with her, thy Joy!
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Enemies
BY CALVIN JOHNSTON

ITH my arms stretched out I
W was pritty near as wide as

Devil’s ILane, which ran be-
tween old Darrow’s farm and our own;
and by standin’ in the middle of it
could have touched the rough stone walls
on both sides.

But I hadn’t lost anything in such a
place, where you git thistles in your feet
and burs in your hair, and your dress
was tore every time you thought some-
thin’ was creepin’ up.

I’'d made up my mind not to tear my
dress any more that day, so T walked on
top of our own rickety spite wall, which
Gran’pa had built jist to keep old Dar-
row from havm the highest one on the
opposite side o’ the Lane. These walls
had been put up when they'd quarrelled
and gone to law over that long, crooked
strip o’ land before T was born. T spoke
politely to the old imp hidin” in the
bushes, for on this mornin’ I was goin’
down to keep an inimy from passin’ along
the turnpike, and needed him to back me
up. Then the weeds stirred so that T fell
off the wall and tore my dress anyhow.

There was no use feelin® sorry when I
couldn’t tell which tear it was, so I went
on to the foot o’ the lane, where soon 1
could hear the clang of big iron hoofs
strikin’ the flinty places. Tt was my
inimy eomin’; and he was one worth hav-
n’, bein' alwavs mad; though whether
folks said he ate fire or only spit it I
forget now.

Gallopin® up to the Lane, he swung off
his big black charger, and throwin’ the
bridle over his arm, started to walk past
our place, lookin’ neither right ner left.

“ Stan’ there!” T said, peepin’ through
o eranny in the wall. “ Frien’ or inimy #”

He frowned and answered, “ Frien,”
but T knew better.

“ What’s the byword * T asked.

He thought a minute, and then seein’
my tousled head over the top o the wall,
eaid, “ Sally Moore is the word.”

“No: my mname was good only :
yvistiday,” T told him. “You're an
nimy.”

He led the charger close up, and lookin®
down at me with his black eyes and hard
lean face, laid on the wall a red apple
from his own blue-grass farm.

“What’s the word?’ he asked, knowin®
T wouldn’t let him by till he had it.

“Inimies,” I answered. “ You can pass
on now,” and eallin’ out “ Inimies,” he
jumped on the black horse, which reared
almos’ straight up with him. Then e
galloped away without another word, for
he was on old Darrow’s side o’ the feua
over Devil’s Lane, so we couldn’t talk
together, and it wouldn’t have been hon-
er’ble to take a apple from him except
as a bribe.

When I went back to the house munch
in’ the apple, I found Gran’pa standin’ by
the barn where we used to keep horses,
a cow, and the goat, before we went
on the ragged edge. Then they wouldn't
keep any longer, except the goat, who was
waitin® for somethin’ to turn up, and was
now on the raggedest edge of any of us

Gran’pa stopped pickin® at some old
rusty ploughs and harrows, which lay on
the ground like animal skeletons with
their claws broke from tryin’ to serateh
in our old farm, and said he must go
to court. The Devil's ILane case was
up agin.

So, after ’while, though the road was
dusty, he put on his best coat, instead of
the other one. which would have left the
window open, and I started with him to
rest my feet along the road after walkin'
on our farm.

It wasn’t far into town, and we were
soon at the court-house, where a crowd
o’ men were standin’ with their horses
hitched to the racks. Some of ’em dre:
nup to us, and when old Darrow came in,
walkin’ as we'd done, others gathered
aronmd him, and the two parties stood
eyin’ each other and grumblin’ every



in a while. Then the erier opened
t, and everybody pushed each oth-
inside.

Gran’pa stood talkin’® to the lawyer,
swho sometimes eame out to the house to
ee how much we had left, and old Dar-
was five or six paces away. I heard
names called, there was a mutter
t Devil’s Lane, and then everything
so very still that the squirrels be-
scoldin’ in the trees o’ the court-
e yard.

1 at once Gran'pa cried out in a loud
woice to the whisperin’ of his lawyer:
“TIl have my rights; nothin’ less.
e I carried this case up and down the
s twenty years, to give up to that
;:-.u DOW!”

He took two quick steps toward Dar-
draggin’ me after him; and his
', big Major Felix, was behin’ his
lder. “ Never; we'll have justice
here,” he bellowed.

Several men pressed up to Darrow, the
one bein' my inimy, who raised his
high in the air,

“You'll get justice, Felix,” he said,
and he did spit fire, out of his eyes.
‘Whenever you like, Mr. Danton!”
My heart beat quick at their strange,
id voices, and 1 thought how lean and
ed and weak the two old men looked
that ring o’ big fierce-eyed fellows.
they were not in the least afraid,
| straightened up to stare at each other.
“There’ll be no breach in my side o’
vil’'s Lane,” said my gran'father. “ To
last diteh against you, sir.”

“To the orave,” answered old Darrow,
their faded-out eves flashed new
d bright.

I saw Major Felix and my inimy,
nton, push back the crowd, their faces
anged to somethin’ black and wicked;
d afraid of bein’ trampled down to the
or, I stepped into the only clear space.
happened to be right between ‘em, and
h men stared at me as if surprised.
en, after standin’ silent a minute, they
outside with their frien’s, and soon
could hear ’em all ridin® their horses
out o' town.

When we two walked home, I thought
'pa stumbled a good deal, and he
tremblin’, too, which was somethin’
ver did when his inimy Darrow was
sicht. At home, he sat all afternoon
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in the sunshine of the porech, with the
dust still coverin’ his face, till T wiped
it away with a cloth. Then he smiled
at me and said:

“T reckon that lawyer will sell us up
now; he wants me to drop the case just
becanse I haven’t any more money. But
we'll ficht on against Darrow someway,
won’t we, Sally ?”

I nodded. “To the grave,” 1 told
him. “Didn’t you all used to be frien’s?”
I asked then.

Gran’pa took his hand off my hair and
scowled. “Don’t ever speak o' that
agin,” he said; and goin’ down into the
field, he put whatever rocks he could lift
on top of his spite wall, to make it still
higher than Darrow’s.

That evenin’ after supper Gran’pa lit
the lantern and took me to the top o
the stairs, ‘cause I might as well have
the compny o' the light when it had
to burn anyway. He sat on the top
step, till T ecalled, “T’'m almos’ asleep
now”; then he went down soft-footed
with the lantern.

But I couldn’t sleep, and lay listenin’
to the wind whir under the old curled-up
shingles, and to Gran’pa, who sometimes
muttered down-stairs to dead and gone
folks that came back like moths to his
lantern. T was thinkin’ of bein’ sold up,
which he’d ixplained meant that a auc-
tioneer would come to shout that our
things wasn’t worth much, and that
strangers would take ’em in, and lie un-
der the curled-up shingles at night, *stead
o’ him and me.

“ 8till, we got sich a little bit, we can
afford to lose at least all of it, and fight
old Darrow to the grave,” T thought.

Then T got out o’ bed and felt my way
about, touchin® everything in the dark;
for I'd been playin® with my outfit a good
while, and thonght T'd rather tell ’em
good-by when I ecouldn’t look on. O
course I was goin’ to send the things
mother'd left behind to me, and my own
playthings, under the hammer with the
rest. All we needed was money, and T
knew my inimy would be glad to bid me
out of ’em.

Nex’ mornin’ T tied up my hair with
a red ribbon, which looks bright against
coal black, and movin’ out o’ house
and home, loaded my belongin’s in my
waggin. Once I'd had all this waggin,
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but now there wasn’t any tongue to speak
of, and the wheels had to stump along
on spokes. 1 hitched the goat to it with
strings, and led him to the turnpike.
When my inimy came along without
the byword, I said, “You ecan't go
chargin’ past here like that.”

* What's the word?’ he asked.

“ Sold up,” T told him. He looked sur-
prised, and we spoke another word for
the first time.

“ Where did you hear that #”

I told him, and then ixplained that I
was goin® to hold my auction first.
“ Here they all are,” I said, showin’ him
the things. “ Anybody ecan buy ‘em,
though o' course I'd rather see a inimy
take ’em away.”

After a minute he raised his horse right
over our wall and looked at my outfit.
Then he swept his eye along Devil’s Lane,
and with a sudden scowl rode quickly
half-way up the hill which rose between
us and the house. Slowly he looked from
old Darrow’s farm to ours, thinkin’ how
pore they were besides his own blue-grass
place up the valley, and walkin’ his horse
back and forth.

T’'d been so surprised at his doin’ this
that for a minute I eouldn’t move; then
I ran toward him and stood in front of
the horse with my arms stretched out.
It’s a bad sign to have a inimy nosin’
around your place, whether there’s any-
thing there for him to find out or not.

“Do you dare jump your horse over
our wall? This is no frien’s place for
you,” T told him. ;

Without a word he rode down the
hill, with me walkin’ beside him. T'd
taken the apple he’d paid to get past,
but now I wouldn’t keep it, for he'd
come into our place only because nobody
but me was there for him to ride over.
I eouldn’t throw the apple down—he was-
n’t that kind of inimy—=so I put it back
on the wall.

“ There,” I went on, as he didn’t an-
swer; “wyou ean take some other road
after this.”

He was always hard and black-lookin’,
but now he seemed like a picture in my
old war book, with a ecloud o’ fightin’
armies and sword blades whirlin’ around
him. He looked at me steadily. * This
old quarrel’s lined up at last,” he said,
as if to himself.
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That hard stare made me believe he
was despisin® me for my bare feet and
best dress. I wasn’t ashamed of ‘em, but
I remember the tears came into my eyes.

“If Major Felix was here, you would-
n’t dare come into our place,” I said.

He answered quickly: “ Tell him to{
meet me here to-morrow mornin’—you
must have two people to bid at a aue-
tion—and tell nobody else. Will you
promise this?”

“Yes,” I said, for I could catch a ride
on a waggin up to Major Felix’s farm.
He took another sneer at my things, at
the apple on the wall, and then at me.

“Youre a good inimy, like all the
Moores were before you,” he said; then
takin’ his horse over the wall, he galloped
back the way he’d come, for I'd made it
plain that he couldn’t go past our place
any more,

On the first waggin which went by 1
rode up to Major Felix’s, and told him
where he could meet Danton next day.
He seemed puzzled for a minute, and
then he asked:

“Did Danton send you to me with
this 2"

I answered that we were goin’ to have
a auection, and that Danton was comin’
to bid in the things as an inimy. The
Major gritted his teeth.

“T heard about your misfortune to-
day for the first time,” he said, “and i
Danton don’t show more judgment than
to go there, he's liable to git somethin
he don’t bid for.”

When T reached home I found a man
who had ridden out from town to leave
some papers; after he’d gone, Gran'pa
said: “T reckon all this will go on the
block now; here's the notice. But well
have that Devil’s Lane yet, or know the
reason why.”

O course he and I didn’t mind leav
that old bramble patch of a farm,
we didn’t hide this from each other
bit: what we did want was Devil’s Lan
and we was goin’ to have it. But a
‘while I noticed that Gran’pa was walkin
around touchin’ things just as I had
done-—he seemed to be doin’ it in the
dark, too—and comin’ on me suddenls
he raised his hand and peered into m)
face in a blind kind o’ way. I was afraid
he was goin’ to touch me good-by., and
leave me behin’ with the other wore-ot




things but he saw which one of 'em I
was in time, and asked, as if just re-
\ « How man.v dresses you got, Sally ¢

“ The best one,” 1 answered; “ the good
ene and the better one are wore out,
1 think.”
*1Is there anything you want ¢’

- I believe T had thought o’ some little
hing, and o’ course I might have asked
d old Gran’pa for anything in the
orl’. But I looked at him a while, and
couldn’t remember just what it was I'd
wanted at that minute,
~ He said, “ You're a good frien’; that’s
what you are,” and passed on.
Three or four times that afternoon
I went down to look at the apple on the
wall, and once I sat down in the dust,
gatherin’ my knees in my arms and rock-
in’ to and fro. I happened to think, too,
o' that red ribbon, which nobody else had
o. This would make anybody feel
terrible forlorn, and when Billy seemed
tchin® it from me, I drove him behind
barn with a stick, where Gran'pa
eouldn’t see him.
- “This ain't any time for your jaw
hang.” 1 told him; “we'll git Devil's
o, anyway, won’t we, even if this old
1 does go on a bloek? and I was
by near givin® him somethin’ to lock
v for with the stick.
Then I got all my outfit around me,
ch I couldn’t do after to-morrow any
g, and when the furniture was full
mpany which used to come there in
her’'s old times, I entertained ‘em.
8 they eouldn’t get out o’ their places
thout disappearin’, I had to pass the
¢ around among ‘em.
er 1 was sure the party had gone
well enough, I walked in to supper,
¢ Gran'pa and I didn’t have much
. For words broke in two in the
», the lantern flickered in a sickly
¥, and swarms o’ silent inimies seemed
1’ into the house till the rickety
and floors groaned under ‘em.
lay awake in my room after Gran'pa
gone down-stairs with the light, and
lered th-lt inimiﬂ ecame hauntin’ like
ts, and whether red did look so very
- against coal-black hair. Then,
ough it was so dark, I could see that
an Danton ridin’ up and down our field
the sun, and glarin’ across the walls

ENEMIES,

565

o' Devil’s Lane. 1'd been in trouble over
this all afternoon in an uncertain way,
but here, deep in the night, I began to
understan’ the look in his fiery, spyin’
eves, Ie'd been huntin’ a seeret.

I crept out o’ bed and down the stairs
to Gran’pa’s room; there he stopped
walkin’ back and forth, to stare at me,
and he held the lantern up close, for in
that dim light I was as dingy as the
other ghosts.

“If T was you, I wouldn’t mutter any
to-night,” T told him.

He leaned forward to look into my
face. “ What is it?” he whispered, as
if I'd come walkin’ in my sleep and
he was afraid of wakin’ me before 1
could answer.

“ Danton rode his horse up and down
our field, and spied across Devil’s Lane
this mornin’.”

He twisted his lean hands together and
thought. Then foldin® his arm around
my shoulder, Gran’pa led me to the sofa,
and tuckin’ a old robe around me, he
went away.

I listened to the seconds marchin’ past,
as the hours unwound the clock; a mouse
came out to play on the floor by himself.
Once he'd had playmates, but folks about
to be sold up couldn’t support so many,
and now he played alone like me. A
little star shone through the glass part
of the window, above the coat, and as I
watched it the clock stopped tickin’, the
mouse listened and ran away, and a heavy
stumblin® shook the ground outside.

Another time I'd have done like the
mouse or the clock, but the dim way o’
the night. and Gran’pa’s starin’ at me
once and stealin’ away, made me feel dif-
ferent from what I used to be by day.
So I went to the window pretty soon, with
the old robe wrapped around me, and
peepin’ through the blinds, saw a giant
shadow, black and still in the starlight.

Openin’ the shutters, I told it, * You
ean come look into this house if you
want to; we don’t keep any secrets here.”

My inimy rode the black horse slowly
to the window, like a ghost comin’ to
a ghost for the password down a lone-
some road.

“0Old Moore?” he asked, in his deep
voice, at last.

“ Gone,” 1 answered.

We were still for a minute; then the



566 HARPER'S MONTHLY MAGAZINE.

horse shied so wildly that my inimy
swayed in his saddle, and a man seemed
to rise from the ground between us.

This man said fiercely, “ Do you ride
up in the night to settle quarrels through
a window!” It was Major Felix, and he
held a pistol in his hand.

Without a word, Danton swung to the
ground and let his horse stray out among
the trees. Then he walked across the
porch and down the hall till he came
into the room where 1 was; and Major
Felix growled at his heels, though he'd
put the pistol away.

My inimy looked at us, and his eyes
seemed glowin’ through a fire. He said
we would have the auction now, and takin’
out the outfit I'd piled in the corner, he
bid five hundred dollars for half of ‘em.

I sat on the eouch with the robe around
me, and though nothin’ seemed very real,
T said I guessed he could have ’em, be-
ecause I didn’t want him to know how
ranch more I cared for ’em than that.

Then the Major eried out that this
was all triflin’, and T felt as if eryin’ in
my sleep; it didn’t seem triflin® to me,
when all the things I'd been raised a part
of had to be sold up.

“T1 throw in the goat,” 1 said, though
Billy was so threadbare mnow that he
seemed almos’ one of us, and I knew how
wounded he’d feel after stickin® the way
he had.

“ Moore won't take such money,” said
the Major; “and though you’d like to
have these things and tell the story on
the old man—"

“Hell take it,” answered my inimy;
“T tell you old Moore is disgraced al-
ready. Fonr hundred for the other half.”

The Major was so mad he forgot
himself, or else he wouldn’t be outbid
by Danton.

“ Five hundred.” he shouted. which
was just what my inimy had bid for the
other lot.

“Then silence,” said Danton, *and
wait. That’s all T ask.”

They were perfec’ly still after that,
while T could only look at my old play-
things which had gone over to the inimy.

The seconds began to march agin; the
mouse came out to listen, and then some
one walked up the hall.

“ All’s well,” he ealled: “ there’s nobody
here,” and Gran’pa eame into the room.

”

What went on from that minute is more
plain to me than anything else which
ever happened.

As Gran'pa’s eyes got used to the light
a scared look eame over his face and he
gave a quick gasp. He turned as if to
zo back into the hall, but he was so un-
steady that he had to take hold of a
chair, which he sunk into, inch by inch.

“Nobody there, Davvy?’ called a
voice; “then we've kep’ our seecret till
the very end.”

The man who came inside at this stag-
zered a little when he saw the dim forms
by the candle’s light. Then his eyes be-
gan to glare, and he moved along till,
layin’ his two hands on Gran’pa’s shoul-
ders, he spoke in a fierce, loud snarl:

“Well, ain’t you satisfied yet?! Do you
want us to kill each other at last!”

It was old Darrow, our inimy of Dev-
il’s Lane.

Danton rose without a word; I heard
the arm o’ Major Felix’s chair erack in
his grip as he looked on.

“ You-—two—old—inimies—together!”
he said.

“No,” cried Danton, in a threatenin’
voice. “Two old frien's! For twen-
ty years this neighborhood has quarrelled
on one side or the other o’ that lawsuit,
and all the time they’ve been frien’s in
secret; each one must have been helpin’
the other when the case went agin’ him—"

There was a silence, till Major Felix
almos’ whispered, “ Prove this.”

“Go down into Moore’s field, as T did
this mornin’, and look at the trail, lead-
in’ from house to house, which they've
worn in years o' secret visits. I came
here to-night to face 'em down; I'm glad
vou followed me—" |

“ My horse fell lame and T was standm’
under a tree when wvou took the wal!"
ixplained the "M'ajor “ But, Moore,
can’t be true.”

Yet it was true; and I'd known a g

pa’s room at night, though he pretinded
to be talkin’ to himself. And then I was
proud o’ the old man, when he drew him=
self up as straight and tall as my mlmy \
and answered:

“ That was to be a frien'ly qmt between
Darrow and me. But no; our frien'ss
who had grudges o’ their own, must take
sides and pretind to quarrel on our acs



gount. Then to give up would disgrace
You set frien’ against frien’, fightin’
your own quarrels over our heads We've
: mmnes before the worl’ to satisfy
you; we've almos’ fought because our
pride wouldn’t swallow anything in front
p’ you men—"
] “A.nd now you follow it up,” said old
| w, “by robbin’ us of our secret, so
t people will say we were afraid to
ght in earnest. You bloodhoun’s; I've
to save Davvy’s farm, but it's too
to save my own. They've both been
vallowed in that gravevard you made us
build—the Devil’s Lane.”
l‘l'y inimy walked out before 'em in a
way that everybody noticed.
- “You two are traitors to a hones’ quar-
rel,” he said.
“T'm ashamed o' my part in it,” shout-
ed Major Felix, takin’ the opposite side.
“Why, this frien’ship o’ the two old
is the most splendid thing T ever
[ Of.”
Well, the quarrel stan’s; you and I
ed 'em on, and we two will fight it
? My inimy lowered his voice. I
in some things at a auction here to-
; I'll pay and take ‘em along.”
e counted money on the table, and
win' his wolf’s look from face to
he took his part o' my old things
went out.
ajor Felix ran both hands through
hair. “ That man’s a savage,” he said.
es, yes; the little girl played auction;
id in five hundred worth. You will
it with Danton’s, by Heaven! What's
matter with Danton! We're inimies;
it to quarrel for the sake o’ the quar-
He cursed you two:; but the auc-
; the auction; why, our money will
eosts; costs in this very snit we've
ed along.”
a sudden he ran toward the hall
“Ull either find out what he means
all this or—" and then his voice
away.
¢ two old men looked at each other
ly. Then Gran’pa spoke in a gentle,
s way.
Danton’s caught him up like a vise
generous act, and made him a
Artner to it. He's outquarrelled Felix
he’s outfelixed him. Quick; we must
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bring Sally’s play game to a good end
between those two.” Smilin’ at me, they
went out with the lantern.

I heard ’em talkin’ outside—all but
Danton—-with a cheerfulness which had-
n't been in that house for a long while,
‘cept in my play games. But I stayed
behin’, thinkin' of all my things gone
away; of the men outside who would
soon be frien’s, and me, the only inimy
who was left. Well, T didnt care; my
heart could beat and burst if it wanted
to; maybe Major Felix would think that
was triflin’.

Would they all be frien’s! T hadn’t
heard my inimy’s voice, and I listened
with my breast achin’, afraid of hearin’
him speak cheerful like the others. When
his voice rang out in a few sharp words,
I could have sang a song, for I want-
ed him to stay inimy to everybody in
this world.

Then somebody came into the room,
with quick, soft steps. * Sally,” he whis-
pered; © Sally, Sally!”

I answered the bes’ T could, and the
next minute my old inimy raised me in
his arms.

“ Only you and T understan’ that bein’
sold up ain’t any play,” he said; “even
if we do wear red ribbons at the auction.”

“T hope you'll like the things you bid
in,” T managed to tell him.

“T'll never part with em in this world;
for this auetion’s taught me things 1
should have felt before; and T’lIl build
a new play-house to put ’em in.”

“Whe for? I asked, somethin’ tug-
gin’ at my heart.

“Do you ask that? My wife and I
have talked it over many a time, but we
couldn’t have you with us them days,
‘cause we was inimies.”

“No more,” T whispered.

“No more,” he said. “ And T couldn’t
make frien's with one of ’em out yonder
till T knew you were my dear little frien’
first of all.”

I pressed my cheek against his own,
and it wasn’t hard as I'd s'posed, though
T believe it was wet, like mine.

Then he went outside, speakin’ cheer-
fully to the others, and leavin’ me in
the room. where it wasn’t dark or lome-
fome any more.



Night

BY WALTER PRICHARD EATON

WO small boys and a dog were hur-
rying along through the woods in
the early spring twilight. The ice

was out of the streams and the sap was
running, but there were no leaves yet,
only a haze of frail green like the ghost
of a veil, when you looked over the trees
into the sun. Under the hemlocks, how-
ever, it was as dark as in June, and with
the eoming of night the trail was almost
indistinguishable. The dog smelled it
out. The small boys found it by the feel
of their feet and by looking up and fol-
lowing the thread of open sky. They
kept ever closer together and spoke little.
It was very dark and terrifying among
those great hemlocks. The wind sighed
eternally, like 2 human, overhead. Things
unknown pattered off through the under-
growth. The boys unconsciously broke
into a dog-trot.

Then suddenly ahead they saw the
light of the clearing, beyond the swamp.
The trail grew faintly visible, like a gray
ribbon. It ecrossed the swamp brook on
a bridge and wound off through the
fringe of hard timber and over the ridge
toward home. The water in the swamp
glistened like quicksilver. Tt seemed to
hold more of the departed day than the
sky itself, which was fast fading into
night. Out of the quicksilver the swamp
maples and saplings reared almost in-
distinguishable trunks to the horizon line.
Above that they told against the pale sky
as a black tracery of intricate delicacy
and beauty. And in the swamp the
Pickering frogs were singing shrilly—
phee, phee, phee—far up above the limits
of the human voice. Their cheerful
spring song and the kindly presence of
the clearing brought the little boys down
to a walk again. They looked back into
the now impenetrable gloom of the hem-
locks, then forward at the lovely black
tracery of twigs against the west, and
the sweet influences of night brooded over
them as they went silently homeward.

v

It was many years later that one o
those boys read Shelley’s

“Swiftly walk over the western wave,
Spirit of night . . .”

and interpreted it, as we all must inter-
pret poetry and art and musie, in terms
of his own experience. Tt was only when
he reached this period of Shelley and self-
consciousness that he realized how rich
his experience had been, thanks to a coun
iry boyhood, in those sights and sounds
of Nature, when she stands intimate and
revealed, which are the backgrounds of
poetry and perhaps the most precious
possessions of memory for the reader.
the mind and spirit are to give to a
an immediate and kindled response, thej
must possess a wealth of co-ordinate de-
iails, the seed of suggestion must not fall
on barren soil. There is, T fancy, a very
real difference in the nature and strength
of his response even to such a poem, say,
as Arnold’s Scholar Gypsy, between the
reader who has known shy Nature in-
timately in all its moods and the reader
born and reared execlusively in such a
eity as New York.

“PBut when the fields are still,
And the tired men and dogs all gone to rést,
And only the white sheep are sometimes
seen ;
Cross and recross the strips of moon-
blanched green, .
Come, shepherd, and again begin the quest!™

:

That vphrase, “the strips of moon-
blanched green,” has a peculiar magie for
the reader whose memory holds similar
pictures, who as a boy perhaps stole
furtively out at night over the pastures
and viewed with something akin to awe
the giant oak that guarded the first glade
of the forest. There it stood bathed dim-
l¥ in the moonlight, gizantic, strange, un=
known. Night and the moon had trans-
figured it, as they had transfizured the
forest heyond and the open valley behind.
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\Vhl'li. terrors did those dark woods not
hold, even for the brave boy of twelve?
And what I'llil"\' .‘"Il“pl"‘,Illll,lllil:lﬂ. not g_{lillq'
into the moon-blanched open, even the

white nyvmphs one had read about? And

behind, how deep the valley lay, how far

i[ -;[rvh'hq'll to the dim, silvered hills

teyond!  In all the world there was not
Vor., CXX1.—No. TH.—T71

ARE BATHED

I8 MOONLIGHT

a sound save the night whisperings of the
leaves, the sleepy chorus of the erickets,
and the eall of a whippoorwill,
The world of day, the ]Il‘l‘]li!' and the
eattle and the bright, friendly light, slept
as if they would never wake. On your
feet the dew was cold, and on your heart
lay the wonder and the mystery of night.

sad
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poets—

It was one of those moments when
trains His little ehildren to
-, at any rate, future readers of poetry!
And how much of such training is done
by night! In our stupid, unimaginative,
erown-up way, we write silly little verses
child’s terror <-I.

iH‘

(9] |

the dark, or

about the
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false because it is too superficial. The
.-]la|.¢||"- of 1]!:‘ Ili‘i.-llll'll.'ill'-l' }l:l\'v nhlih’l"
ated our finer recollection.  And in noth-
ing is this so pronounced as in our for-

getfulness of the child’s feeling for night,

11i- 11||.ﬁ-n!=~u-;-r‘.\-1_\' ilml!:in:li'n-' “fi- be-
tween =unset and dawn.

When I was a lit-
tle boy, night in the
mountaing was for me
a perpetual joy and
terror, nor has it yet

lost the joy nor quite
all the terror. A level
wall of near-by moun-
taing just before the
moon  heaves up be-
hind them, and thaeir

summits silvered

with a

anre
mysterious

licht while the .-Iuln"-?
are black, ntter shad-
ow, still seems to me

a mighty, unbelievable
wave bearing
me,

down
and to this

day if T am alone, far

Hpon

from a house, 1 have a

sinking sensation of

terror. and ean with
difficulty refrain from
running away, as I

1“11 l'}liltl.
Professor James might
tell me that
sensation is a physieal
of the echild-
ish experience, and in-
duces the mood of ter-
ror. He

when a
sinking

memory

says wo are

THE GREAT GARDEN OF THE PATIENT

draw silly little pictures of it, regarding
it as a mild and amiable joke. Yet the
child’'s terror of the dark is often the
result of a far finer flight of 1imagination
than any we grown-ups indulge, and night
for the child holds deep, primeval mys-
ticism and We admire Blanco
White's sonnet to night:; vet it is essen-
tially a child’s eonception to find the dark-
ness in the light, to see in imagination
the earth ball spin. from the shadowed
side. Most of ouor literature about the
child. just now so popular, is essentially

poetry.

often frightened be-
cause we
the reverse. DBut

I prefer to helieve
otherwise: 1 prefer to believe that T can

still. under cover of the nicht.

STARS rin  away,

not

see things
are not!
I know at

H TIJ--.\'
that I can still
stand on a hill, where a black ecedar cuts
the sky. and feel the earth swing east-
ward under the stars. Always as a child
I tried to realize that the earth was a ball
spinning on its axis and hurtling through
but mind could never quite
the illusive picture. Then one
night I stood upon a hilltop, and felt the
castward -|lfn, It all

any rate

space, my

grasp

came clear in a



NIGHT.

!];h}: of revelation. That first night, too,
the stars were not in the sky: they were

lamps let down on invisible wires till

fll'.‘ }mln_r _f:]—? over the trees, Yun may
se¢ them that way any winter night in
Florida, but not often in the North. I

watched till T almost faneied they swaved
in the wind. Gradually they were drawn
up an infinite and [ felt the
earth travel beneath them, I lay on my
back to obliterate evervthing but the sky
and the top of the cedar. 1 felt the east-
Ris-

distance,

ward spin even more clearly then.
ing, I looked down at
the valley lamps.  Be-
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She was a thin, wiry woman, of few
words, who eould smell rain a day off,
and make excellent cookies. 1 went out

of the cirele of lantern-light and looked
up toward Kinsman. His great, shagev
sides were faintly visible, looming preter-
naturally high, a blacker patch against
the black sky and the dim stars. The air
was quite still. There was no wind. 1
listened intently, and presently my ear
caught a sound like the steady roar of a
far-off waterfall. It was the wind rush-
ing through the forests far up on those

hind one of those win-
dow squares the grown-
ups were playing cards.
I thought them
gilly, as I stood up

very

there with my  stars,
riding the earth ball
throngh space and
night. I was the
adult, the poet, the
philosopher. They
were just playving
Zanes., And yet we

itronize the child!
It was at our moun-

| L
tain house that I used
to lie in bed at night
and watch the men go
out to the stable with
lanterns, Their great
danced fan-
tastieally on the barn
wall the

roof, gotting

shadows
and up over
the
|1HI-I ]"“1.\' n’T'u-—u‘nl :H“i
tangled.
tesque pantomime per-
were  an
delight. Cue

legs
These gro-

formances

endless

niglht I saw a l:mh-t‘n

bobbing up in the or-

chard, and got up my- —

gelf to investigate. As A GIANT OAK GUARDS THE FOREST GLADE

I entered the orchard

the light was resting

on the eround, and showed me in the shaggy slopes. The mountain was hold-

midst of the inky dark the vague outlines
of a clothes-basket, and flapping
sheets an a line. Mrs. Sheldon was taking
down the wash. “ Why#' T asked her.

“ Because it's going to rain,” she
swered. * The mountain is talking.”

SO1ne

an-

ing converse with the gale. Down here
wind. Far aloft
It gave me a tremendous

I fancied

there was no the gale

was hurrving.
sensation of space and height,
myself alone up there clinging to a dizzy
ledge, while the gale howled about me;



ON THE

SHORE A

and I grew faint with my imagined ter-
ror. But I felt, too, a eurious new friend-
ship for the mountain, as for a human
thing which could communicate news of

the weather and bid us, on a perfectly

calm night, take in the clothes. 1 went
to bed with entire confidence that 1
should wake up to find the mountains

buried in cloud and the brooks roaring.
And it was even so. My evident in-
creased admiration for Mrs. Sheldon. too,
brought a fresh bateh of cookies. 1
a gainer all around!

was

I'is midnight: on the mountains brown

The pale round moon shines deeply down.”
And in college a pas-
sage in our rhetoric (was it not quoted
from Ruskin?) pointed out that the poet-
ry of this |'lll]]l1"f resides in the adverb
“deeply.” I remember my efforts to ex-
[1|u{1| to my roommate why. It
Iu-rf--t-l]‘\‘ apparent to me, who even as a
child had intervale
deepen and grow luminously

So sang Byron.

WA= 20

geen our mountain
myst rious
}?I n--nT}l the lnn;_'i-' of the maoon, .'uu] Ihu-

cleft on Cannon become a bottomless }li',

PATH

GLIMMERS DIMLY

!I:Ifl It‘\-' kind to
him; perhaps, too, his mind was less nat-
urally pictorial. If I tried to explain
poetry to him, he had an even harder time
trying to explain mathematics to me.
But I feel sure that the poverty of his
memory in co-ordinating details, so essen-
tial to the visualization of poetry, was in
no small measure due to his urban child-

His environment been

lood. He had never been turned loose
on the edge of the wilderness, never
pushed adventurous footsteps into the

mivstery of the mountain night or brushed
the moonlit dew from the clearing.
Moonlight! How its soft, obliterating
glory remakes the world, and remakes it
“nearer to the heart’s desire”! George
Moore called the songs of Schubert
Schumann “

and
the moonlit lakes and night-
Moonlight is the il-
lumination of Romanece. There is some-
thing lyrie and lovely about it, something
akin to the magic of the last act of
'{'f,rf _‘f:'r.r-fun;( f,_." l--'u.l'f-'. \l'llil'h ‘I- sat-
urated with moonlight. Quaintly, too, the
moon, symbol of the chaste goddess, is in

ingales of musie.”




THe NIGHT Groom OF THE WATERS

reality the patroness of the mating pas-
gion. But the child as yet feels nothing
of that. For him moonlight on familiar
fields is but the revelation of a strange,
mysterious, exquisite half-world concealed
somehow in the glare of day. and made
manifest once a month for his wonder
and delight. When, like the good king
in the earol, he looks out of the window
after tea,
“And the snow lies round about,
Deep and erisp and even,”

it is a different world that he sees, blue
and dimly suffused with misty gold. The
fence rails are reproduced on the snow
as they eclimb over the ridge, and long
shadows creep out from the trees and
bushes, like spirits. As the snowy world
*olls into distance, it grows dimmer, more
mysterious. It is very cold. Perhaps the
child slips out-of-doors and stands on
the snow crust, which squeaks faintly
under his boots, There is no other sound.
Silently, coldly, beautifully, the misty
golden moonlight at once floods and

obliterates his universe, He has a
strange sensation of unreality, of unreal-
ity that would yet be very sweet could
it be real. 1Is this not, after all, the
essence of Romanticism ?

Onee, in onr same mountain home, we
drove down the Landaff valley to see the
moon rise. Over the ridge of Kinsman
fancy could detect a lighter space in the
dark zky, but that was all for several
miles. The road ahead was almost in-
visible, the horse a bobbing blur. Pres-
ently the light behind the mountain be-
came more definite. The last slope was
outlined behind a golden halo. Then
the road plunged down between high,
wooded banks into utter darkness, and we
emerged, suddenly, abruptly, beyond the
last ridge of the mountain, into brilliant
moonlight. The harness glittered, long
shadows stretched westward, distances be-
came luminous and distinet, everything
was bright and clear-cut as by a sudden
flood of artificial light. And there at
the left, just across the meadow in a gap
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of low hills, only a few
away, hung the full moon.

hundred vards

“We could get out and toueh it!”
I t'I"il'i].

My father smiled, but he did not laugh
at me. He was a wise man, and never

laughed at children. * If it doesn’t hurry,
it will get caught in the treetops,” he said.

But it r-.-<':1|n-1] their entanglement, and
rode higher and higher behind us all the
way home, making a quiet splendor of
the night.

Could the little boy who earried this
picture treasured vividly in his memory
thereafter meet the word “ moonlight™
withont an instant association? Is it

SWAMP-BROOK

BribGE

*l'll'-”lll' to Suppose III(IT -‘lli'll s¢enes :illﬂl
experiences in childhood do not eolor and
enrich the whole future of the man?
Our enjoyment of things in this
world depends largely upon our private

most

stock of associated ideas, npon the extent,
as it were, to which the new stimulus can
find friends in our brain. Our enjoyment
of art in all its forms depends tremendous-
the our
memories, by whieh we test, compare, and
appreciate, Keats's

lv upon images of beauty in

“The moving waters at their priest-like
task
Of pure ablution round earth’s human

shores,”



AGAINST THE SKky

the imagination
project itself, at the stately
eall of the verse, into the void and see
the earth ball rolling under from the sun
while the starlight glooms its many
Waters. or which can surveyv, as from a
great ¢liff, the dark plain of the sea and
the curl of along a dim shore,
stretching endlessly into the night. To
2nswer the call of Keats, the imagination
must have its materials of memory to
work with., and Nature
supplied them. No one, T faney, who has
ot stood at night high above the =eashore
will ever kuow the full this
i"]lll”!'l:ll 1‘1r'|.|1]1-'. No whose

i8 sheer magic only to
which can

foam

only can have

magic of

one, 100,

A DELICATE

——

BLACK TRACERY

memory does not hold a pieture of that in-
finite curve of the sea rim, who has not
brooded upon the last red topsail sinking

“below the verge,” will ever know the
full magic of Shakespeare's

“(m such a night
Stood Dido. with a willow in her hand.

U'pon the wild =ea hanks, and waved her love
Fo come again to Carthage.”

The sensitive child that iz permitted at
all hours and all seasons to wander by

sen margin and forest, over fields and
under the moon, is layving by treasures
that are not made with hands. The

cruelty of keeping a child in the ecity
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is not alone a matter of his bodily health.
And it night, when the
daylight pastimes are put aside and the
child hand in

13 .--[u-r-"lu”\ at

walks

hand with mys-
tery, that his little soul is touched. his
dawning memory stocked with immor-

tal recollections,

MONTHLY

MAGAZINE.

bridge the sleeping world. He may leave
her but her walks with
him, and he fears no prying eves.  Night
is sacred to lovers no less than to thieves,
Shall vou., as

side, presenee

long as vou live., forget

the warm chill of that dark pond across
you

which nightly paddled, while a
wuiding licht was set in

]n'hilu]

Sometimes the ['N-HII Wiis

] \\"Ilnlll\\' yous
ghostly with a white mist
steaming up into the star-
light, and vour body was
enveloped while your head
the wvapor.
Now then a fish
jumped unexpectedly,
with a flash of silver and

above
and

O

a loud splash. Though
it seemed light on the
}-nn-l. and you had the
!.r!iii\ behind for beacon,
the farther shore. under
the woods, was utter
black, and you made
vour landing by some
primitive instinet, glid-

under the shadow of
the trees where the prow
of your own
invisible, and hearing at
Ihq- vﬁuv:m] moment the
friendly grate of gravel
the keel. On the
shore a path glimmered
dimly, and fireflies glinted
in the grass. The frogs
Five miles
away vou heard the faint
whistle of a

mgr

Canoe wns

under

were singing.

locomotive.

You wvourself whistled
one long - drawvn note
which went out over the
wiater, and the lamp

the l'!i-T:n:!
window disappeared and

twinkling in

l anneare aoal . o
l appeared again, thred
times, It was essential.

A HBLACK CEDAR CUTS THE SKY vou remember, that ol

prove vou hadn’t been

There comes a later pi"l'iln| of |if|_~ when
night has a peculiar charm, because in

some subtle way it seems to shut the
vouth into a great, sweet chamber of
darkness, alone with his beloved. She
may be far away, but thoughts of her

drowned! Then you felt
vour way home through the dark pines,

which were warim, like a chamber: felt
your way unerringly, for in the night
HM powers \\':!lu»_ -In”--~| l-_\' Iun-_r 1“-"

use, so accustomed are we to depend al-

most exclusively on sight. We do not



know till there is need to walk in the
darkness, for instance, that the soles of
pur feet have senses,

Again it was night when white arms
released you. reluctant to be released,
- and you crossed the cropped lawn which
bespoke a more urban neighborhood, and
passed through deserted streets and down
‘a short eut over the railroad tracks by the
roundhouse. The last train from the
ity had come in, the trainmen departed.
That shocking confession you will have
to make! But the locomotives had a
little steam up, and were gently panting
‘as though in sleep. waiting for morning.
There were eracks of light about the doors
of their fire-boxes. They were warm, al-
- most human, and often you paused be-
side one, patting its iron flanks, as if you
-y ted a comrade of the night. A little
~ farther on, your way took you past a

cemetery, which by long familiarity held
- no depression. But once, very late, after
‘the white arms had released you with
tears for the terror that hot love has of
its own too possible brevity, you saw the
moon set behind that cemetery ridge—
and you will never forget it.

There is no twilight of the moon. As
it catches in the trees before setting, a
pallor comes over the landscape. Then
the moon is seen visibly to plunge down
‘out of sight, as you may see the long hand
on a great clock jump the minutes. All
the light shivers off the world, and instant-
1y the body seems to feel a chill and the
~ spirit a strange depression. At that mo-
‘ment when the moon vanished behind the
desolate graveyard ridge, you knew a
~despair such as you pray you may never
know again. The reaction from a perhaps
00 romantic passion was violent and
abrupt. You felt “ chilly and grown old.”
You knew you should never love in the

vorld? Almost yon hoped that there was
N And in this new, utter dark of the
Spirit you found a strangze new thrill.  Ah,
‘happy youth—too happy, happy youth—
it is not till later that the moon sets for
ur ardent passions and our hearts of hot
mance! And generally we are abed,
dly sleeping, and do not know that
vthing at all has happened.
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The beauty and charm of the outdoor
stage (which is slowly gaining favor in
Ameriea) are immeasurably enhanced by
night. Under the kindly cover of the
dark, obliterating fences, telegraph poles,
and the neighbor’s house, almost any
garden grove may become a Forest of
Arden or Titania’s abode. Effeets of il-
lusion are possible unknown to the stage
of sharp wing pieces and definite pro-
seenium. I once saw a performance of
The Old Wives' Tale in the orchard back
of the Radeliffe College dormitory, where
the ealeium illuminated a spot between
two apple trees, and the characters came
and went by a process of drifting into the
light or melting back iuto the dark. At
first we heard the lost shepherds hallooing
in the distance, and caught the erunch
of their feet hefore they drifted bewil-
dered into the illumination. What a
magie of mystery is here, what a fairy
atmosphere, what a fluent, ethereal plas-
ticity is possible, when no character is
eut suddenly and sharply off by a wing
piece or a door, but all melt away or
grow into being, like the figures in a
dream! And yet we sit eternally for our
dramatic entertainment in an artificial
theatre and lot this magic border-land
of drama lie unexplored! Only the
young people in our colleges know bet-
ter. They are still poets and lovers of
the night.

Yet none of us is ever quite so far
from childhood, perhaps, that the night
has wholly lost for him its charm and its
mystery. Still it must remain, at least,
the symbol of the Eternal Mystery. which
iz why, possibly, we grow with advancing
vears less eager to contemplate it. But
there is no man who does not now and
then walk by night on the edge of the
woods, where the trail is a dim gray rib-
bon, and in the moon-deepened shadows
see the white nymphs of the Heart’s De-
sire. There is no man who, on a summer
night, does not now and then pause to
listen for the myriad tiny sleigh-bells of
the erickets, chimes of elf-land faintly
ringing, which fall into one chord at
regular intervals, and bring to the heart
an inexpressible ealm, to the turbid spirit
a sleepy hush of peace. There is no man
who, somewhere, somehow—it may be
over a lawn in Central Park, or in his
own garden, or just on the deserted pave
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of a city street—does not watch the moon
obliterate the ugliness of the world with
a soft suffusion of its golden light, and
does not hear for an instant the whisper
of the old Romance. Perhaps there is
no man, when the insect cares of life
annoy and the Pilgrim’s pack is galling
and heavy, who does not one night throw
open his window and gaze into the im-
mensity of silent space, into the great
garden of the patient stars. The man
meditates in silence, earried out of him-
self. How small he feels, and yet how
large! How petty his selfish interests
and worries in the face of this infinity
of worlds! Tow large his soul which

" can roam the interstellar spaces! New

strength pours in upon him from the
deeps of heaven. The insect cares have
ceased to sting, the heavy burden is for-
gotten. He is one with the brooding
mystery of the night, he has joined Orion
in the infinite march with God.

To-night there has been a thaw. I
stepped out on the city square before my

The Judgment Tree

BY ANTOINETTE A. BASSETT

TWO souls stood up before the Lord
As we must do.
“ TIsrafil, what dost thou record
Against these two?”

The little blossoms shone like gold
Upon the tree—
The angel read the book that told :

dwelling. The slushy snow, fouled
most beyond recognition by human traffic
lay in the gutters and in patches on th
grass. The air was warm, almost like
spring, but there was no spring smell in
it. Instead, there was a heavy, stale,
dead odor, at best as of a world warmed
over. But I looked up. Against the misty
silver of the are-lamps the trees threw
a delicate tracery of black, as lovely as
those swamp maples against the twilight
when T was a little boy. Still highen,
the eleetric c¢ross on the church tower
blazed upon the sky like a constellation.
The stars were overhead. It was late,
and the city’s roar was stilled. A far-
off bell flung a chime to me over the
housetops. It seemed as if the cows were
calling from the upland pastures. The
mind takes wings under the silent dome
of night. Sleep is but the lesser part
of our sunless hours, and day itself,
perhaps, the lesser part of what in
future times unguessed we shall most
delight to remember.

Of destiny.

“The first—0 Lord—achieved success,
But bore it ill;

And the last failed, but through distress
Perceived Thy will.”

The little leaves of heaven shook fast
Upon the tree.

“ Brother,” the Lord said to the last,
“ Remain with me.”




With

T was snowing: the flakes were
I shaken to the wind from a thick
sky to which the moon gave a nar-
rowing cirele of misty light. The gale
me from the farther northwest. It
n over the pines, broken free of the
untains, and, careering unaware, tums-
~bled headlong into the little clearing at
~ Kettle Camp of the Cant-hook Cutting,
where it swirled bewildered and angry.
Having rattled the windows of the bunk-
houses in a flush of indignation—and
having shaken the doors in complaint—
~ and having beaten the roofs in a viecious
prank of the night—and having poked
~ eold and searching fingers with impudent
enriosity into every smallest erevice of
these low log habitations—and having
howled in the lustiest fashion through
all the agitated experience—it rushed
- away to the big woods, whisking off the
smoke of the cabin fires and their short-
- lived sparks. The smoke found good
company and an engaging adventure
~ with the roistering wind, it seemed; but
the aspiring little sparks, flashing gladly
~in the free wind’s wake, died of frosty
hardship in the first eager flight. It was
Sunday night: an idle time—with cold
weather and a blinding gale to keep men
to encouraging company and to the
es,  Rowl, the scaler, weathered to the
knot and grain of his tall nature by forty
ars of forest labor, and grown vastly
itimental in the selfsame silence and

wling contemptuously in answer to the
nd’s big roaring, his broad face scowl-
g and red in the furnace glow.
“The trouble with yon, Rowl,” said
® young superintendent, blandly, “is
at you've been in the woods all vour
4 You see—"

“But,” Rowl interrupted, indignantly,
t ain’t no trouble t’ me. T'm satisfied.”
“What T mean,” the superintendent

That Measure of Love
BY NORMAN

DUNCAN

patiently explained, “is that you don’t
know nothing about the great big world
which doesn’t know nothing about you—
nor cares a water-soaked hoot about you,
nor about me, nor none of the boys, just
so long as the big sticks gets in the
river and down to the mill. You see,”
he added, with an indulgent little laugh,
“you don’t know the world.”

“T know my world,” Rowl answered,
in a flash,

“Yes-s,” the superintendent drawled
“ but the‘re ain’t much in your world.”

“ Just me and the woods,” said Rowl.
“ Just me and the woods,” he repeated,
in a muse, “and—"

“1 suppose,” said the superintendent,
interpreting the pause, * that you mean
Gawd ?”

“T don’t mean what you mean,” Rowl
replied, “ but only what you say. I mean
God; but what that means t' me,” he
added, without intention to wound,
“ doesn’t mean nothin’ much of the same
simple, every-day, eommon-sense sort o’
thing t* you.”

“There’s a lumber-jack or two?” the
superintendent inquired.

“ Oh, aye!” Rowl answered. “ There’s
a lumber-jack or two, as you say, in my
world; and T'm reminded by that that
there’s also just one parson.”

We eould in politeness make no answer
to all this sentimentality.

“ Now,” said Rowl, warming to the
eloquence by which he was occasionally
distinguished (he had in these years been
a great reader of grave books), “it’s all
very well for you voung lusty bucks t’
squat here at this fire on a windy night
an’ guess about men an’ women. It’s
all very well for you t’ warm your shanks,
an’ toast your soles, an’ gab an’ declare
about men an’ women. It’s all very well
for you t' take a child’s chart o the
world in your hands an’ discover the worth
of a man to a woman an’ the service she
owes him. Tt's all very well for you,
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I've no doubt, t' look for God’s purposes,
in the dark an’ troubled hearts of us all,
with a lantern o half-baked experience
an’ selfish wishes. It’s youth t' guess—
t' guess, an’ t' have no obligation, an’ t’
pay nothin’. It's youth t' take without
thinkin’ an’ t’ complain o’ burnt fingers;
it's youth t' blame God for its own
stupidity ; it’s youth t’ plan a better world
than the Ancient of Days Himself could
make with His own Almighty Hands out
o’ the knowledge of Ilis years and all
the pain o' them; it's youth to excuse
itself, an’ t’ find fault, an’ t’ whine of
injustice. an’ t’ curse the law it has of-
fended in stupidity. It’s age t’ laugh at
guesses; it's age t' content itself with
wonder—t’ find wisdom in visions—t’
know the law—to aceept an’ t* be still.

“ An’ as for Gingerbread Jenkins, an’
the parson, an’ the woman,” he conclud-
ed, his emotion breaking in a quiet
chuckle, “ why—"

The superintendent laughed.

“Well,” the scaler drawled, “I never
could quite figure it out that a sot o
Thirty Drinks had much t' spare in the
same room with the mother of a child.”

“ What child?”?

“Why, any child!” Rowl burst out.
“ Anybody’s echild! Don’t you under-
stand #”

We listened. . . .

“’Pis a big and ecurious world, mno
doubt,” Rowl began, after a little brood-
ing pause, with a chuckle in which
was more of melancholy than of langhter,
“an’ no diseredit t' the reputation of its
Maker, as I do grant an’ believe. T've
been a lover o' books in my time, though
no great reader o’ the hearts o’ livin’ men;
but ’tis doubtless true o’ ecities, as ’tis
the almighty truth o’ these woods, that
a man’s soul gives him small bother ’til
he's strangled it. ’Tis right there on the
job, mindin® its own business, workin’
overtime, with as little fuss as may be an’
no thanks at all, t’ turn out courage an’
hope an’ kindness fresh for the day’s
need. But in all the world "tis God help
a man once he's seen his soul lyin® dead
at his feet! There’s always a land left,
no doubt, where the law ecan’t find a
man, a new place, on the face o the
earth, t' hide from what can’t follow;
but there’s no new land for the man who's

once clapped eyes on his own dead soul.
An’ ‘twas so with poor Gingerbread
denkins. He come blithe from the North
Coast, by way o' the Maine woods, t’
log on Bottle River, out here in the West,
a lad as clean as morning, with a taste
for stars an’ trees, an’ the habit o
chuckles, an’ with the same word for all
women as for the mother he’d write to
every Sunday night by the light of a
lantern in his bunk. But ’twas no great
tale o” years, as the years fall upon care-
ful men, before Pale Peter’s whiskey an’
the lights o Thirty Drinks had turned
him into a gray-headed, shrivelled,
frowsy, mouthy little grouch of a swamper
in the meanest camps o’ the State.

“‘Qood God!” they’d say, that knew
him once; ‘is that young Gingerbread
Jenkins?

“¢Jus’ the leavin’s,’ says 1. ¢That
used t° be Gingerbread Jenkins. The
devil’s picked him t’ the bones.”

“¢ Quick work,” says they.

“¢The devil feeds fast on a good man,’
says I, * when not interrupted.’

“But Gingerbread didn’t know.
‘Rowl,” he’d whine, when he’d come
erawlin’ back t* eamp from Thirty Drinks,
all a-jump an’ coughin’, ‘I've had my
{ling, now, an’ I'm through. I know
when I got enough.

“f{Huh! says I.

““Yes, I am,” says he. *I'm through.’

“fYou're through, all right, ’til you
make another stake,” says I, ‘an’ get the
stomach t' hold it just where you'll
put it.

““T'm gettin’ too old t’ travel with the
boys,” says he. ‘I’m tired, too, Rowl;
an’ I want t’ get somebody t’ take care
o' me.

“¢“Who might that be? says 1.

“fWell,” says he, ‘a woman.’

“¢T1t’s been done before,” says I.

“¢ Jus' about time I married, says he,
fan’ settled down.

“‘Tt's been done before, says I, ‘by
men like you.

“{Yes,' says he; ‘that’s the way it
goes, as a usual thing. You see, Rowl,
it’s natural. When a man gets t' my
age he’s pretty much always had his fill;
an’ then he just naturally marries an’
settles down.’

“‘{What wou gettin® married for?
says L.




t by George Harding

“I KNOW MY WORLD ROWL ANSWERED IN A FLASH
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“¢Well,” says he, ‘nothin’ like a good
woman t' steady a man. You take a good
woman, Rowl, an’ if she’s been well
fetehed up an’ careful of herself, she'll
be clever at that, as well as useful in
other ways. That’s the business o
women. A good woman, Rowl—a sweet
little womanly sort o’ girl who's lived all
her life in her own home an’ not seen
too much o' the world—is jus’ the sort
o wife a man who's lived too free will
get for himself if he knows what he'’s
about. An’ a man who's lived too free
isn’t the sort to be fooled in a little mat-
ter like that. I know you, Rowl,” says he,
fan’ T know you're no hand for matri-
mony;: but you're makin® a big mistake.
There ain't nothin’ in the world like a
good woman t’ take ecare of a man, an’
steady him, when he’s had his fill. T been
thinkin’,’ says he, ‘that if T went slow,
an’ picked ‘em over, an’ chose with my
eves open, 1 might get the right sort t’
look after me. I'd be a sight better off,
says he, ‘with a little homestead out here,
an’ a wife t’ keep it, than I am sleepin’
in a bunk-house an’ pushin’ my stake
over the bars o Thirty Drinks. Avn’, any-
how,” says he, ‘ T'm tired o’ liquor.’

“‘You got a little woman handy?
says 1.

“¢Not handy,” says he; ‘but back
where T come from, Rowl, there's a little
girl that used £ be wonderful fond o’ me.
She’'s a comfortable little thing, too,
Rowl, an’ might answer very well, if 1
give her a fair show in the beginning.
A man ought t’ give a little girl like that
a chance t* get the hang o’ things before
he passes judgment on whether she’s goin’
t' do or not. There’s many a man that
doesn’t; but as for me, I'm not o’ that
kind—I7 got feelin’s. T been thinkin' o’
the little thing back home,” says he, ¢ but
I haven’t quite made up my mind.

“‘How long is it since you've saw
her? says 1.

“ ¢ She's not overly old vet,” says he.

“¢What T meant t’ say,” says I, “is how
long is it since she’s saw you?’

“‘A man. savs he, ‘don’t change
much in fifteen vear.

“<That’s all right, says I; ‘but the
thing for you t° do, jus’ now. Ginger-
bread, is t° report t’ the office an’ go
swampin’ the new road t’ the landin’ on
Round Island Lake.
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“f Swampin’!® says he. © Me—swamp-
in” again! You jus’ wait til T get mar-
ried, Rowl, an’ I'll show you what a man
like me can do.

“¢ Nothin’ like a little swampin’,’ says
I, ‘t’ show a man jus’ what he really
can do.

“Well,” Rowl went on, “ Gingerbread
Jenkins went home, after the drive o
that year, t' fetch a wife t’ keep the home-
stead of his poor mean dream.

“‘T'll be back in the fall, boys,’ says
he, “ with a comfortable little wife t' make
home attractive an’ keep me straight.
I've had my fill,” says he, ‘an’ I'm goin’
t’ settle down. I'm wise,” says he, ‘t’
what’s good for me.

“¢God help him!" thinks I; ‘he’s a
harsh lesson t’ learn at the hand o’ the
Almighty’s law an’ may take unkindly
t' the teachin’’ -

“ What the little girl that used t’ love
the young eves an’ soul of him said, God
knows! but I’'m thinkin’ she blushed
ashamed, when the leavin’s o' young
Gingerbread Jenkins eroaked o love, an’
that she was frightened, too. an’ sick at

“heart, an’ that she prayed with tears,

that might, in her white little bed, he-
cause the Almighty had given her new
an’ sadder knowledge o’ the mystery o
men, There was never a word of her
from Gingerbread Jenkins when he
turned up alone at the Big Chance camps
in the fall o’ the year; nor has there been
since. She’s back there now, I'm think-
in’, with the grief an’ loneliness that
come t° women who love an’ are ill-
taught about love by the men they glorify.
As for Gingerbread Jenkins, he'd been
back home, not only t’ old places, but
to other years; an’ memory had taught =
him the change in his own soul, an’ he
was broken down when he come again t’
the woods.

“<T been back home, Rowl says he;
¢hut T didn’t stay overlong.

“¢You stopped at Thirty Drinks, any-
how,” says I. ‘ on the way back.’

“¢Jus’ for a little liquor,” says he.
*You see, Rowl, liquor’s like medicine to
a man like me.

“¢Yes? says I.

“¢T don’t ecare nothin’ about it mno
more,” says he. ‘Tt ain’t a beverage; it's
jus’ medicine—for a man like me.’
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“<'Tis a poor cure, says I, ‘for a
man’s soul.

“¢Well, Rowl,” says he, ‘T got a good
deal t' forget.

“ ¢ Bee the folks ¥ says 1.

“fSpent most o' my time,” says he,
*with a little boy.

“¢That's queer,’” says I.

“¢No, says he; “it ain't queer at all.’

“¢ Never knew,” says I, ‘that you was
much of a hand for children.’

“iWell? says he, ‘1 used t' know this
little feller real well.’

“¢Your nephew ¥ says 1.

“4t No, says he: ‘not my nephew. But
1 used t’ know him,” says he, ¢ real well.’

“4A ol chum’s kid? says 1.

“¢No, Rowl, says he; ‘no—not a ol
chum’s kid., Jus® a little feller T used
t’ know.’

“'is a wonder he knew you,” says 1.

““Well,” says he, ‘he had some doubts.’

“f e must be growed up by this time,
says 1.

“ ¢ Well, no,” savs he; “ he wasu't growed
at all. Somehow or other,” says he, ‘ he
was jus’ the same jolly little feller T used
t' know—real well.’

“ ¢ That’s queer,’ says 1.

“‘You see, Rowl.'! says he, ‘all my
folks is dead, an’ the folks that used t’
know Jimmie Jenkins, an’ t' be real fond
of him, too, has been so busy, the last
fifteen years, that they couldn’t quite
take t° Gingerbread Jenkins. After 1
made a little call on—on—well, on a old
friend o mine--—1 passed a good deal o
time alone; an’ one day when I was pass-
in’ the candyv-shop T found this little
feller—this same little feller T used t'
know—Ilookin® in the window. The little
monkev! There he was, Rowl, lookin® in
the window o' the eandy-shop an’ pickin’
an’ choosin’ like mad. The little tyke!
I used t* know him real well. A nice lit-
tle feller, Rowl—jus’ a real nice little
boy T used t° know—with blue eyes an’
freckles—an® a little grin, Rowl, an’ a
little laugh, an® a little head full o' the
Bicest kind o' mischief. He didn’t know
o wickedness, Rowl; an’ he didn’t know
1o trouble, an’ evervbody loved him, too,
¥ou bet! So after that me an’ him passed
& good deal o’ time together. We went t’
the woods, Rowl, an’ t° Sunday-school,
an’ t' the cireus lot, an’ down the river,
an’ gver t’ the ball-grounds, an’ up t’ the

GINGERBREAD JENKINS

school-yard when the boys was in, an’
jus’ evervwhere else where the boys used
t' go when I was a boy like him. An’
then. Rowl, it struck me that he was a
hit too young an’ nice t' be loafin® around
with a man like me. Seemed t° me, some-
how, that T might spoil him. 1 wanted
i¢ keep him friendly and good; an’ so 1
thought T'd better come back t’ the woods
where Gingerbread Jenkins was born.’

“fSeems t' me,” says I, ‘that I, too,
used t' know that little feller.

““Yon did.’ says he; “ but he was a bit
older then.'

“‘{He was a nice clean boy,” says T,
‘when I first knowed him.
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“‘Was he? says he.
it, Rowl?

“¢ A good boy,” says 1.

“¢ Rowl, says he, ¢ I've lost my soul!”

“¢T1t may be lyin’ around somewheres
handy,’ says I. ‘1 wouldn’t worry.

“¢Pye lost it!” says he.

“‘Well) says I, ‘when a man once
misses his soul, an’ wants it back again,
he can usually find it, if he takes the
trouble t* look for it right away.’

“<T'11 never find mine,’ says he.

¢ Not,” says 1, “if you earry your can-
dle in a bottle)

Rowl paused to sigh.

¢ Really mean

“ They eare no more for a man’s soul
in the shanty saloons of a Western lumber
town,” the secaler continued, presently,
“ than for a sour tin ean. They toss ‘em
into the garbage-pail, or throw ’em into
the back yard. with the same wish t° keep
their barrooms ready for business. In
Pale Peter’s place at Thirty Drinks, an’
in every other ramshackle, squattin’,
packin’-box-an’-tar-paper dive o’ the town,
from the Café of Egyptian De-lights ¢’
the Lumber-jack’s Rest, they never give
Gingerbread Jenkins a show. When
Thirty Drinks goes west-by-north on the
trail o' the lumber-camps, T'm thinkin’,
there’ll be a marvellous heap o’ castaway
souls left with the tin cans an’ ol’ shoes
on the site of it. Gingerbread Jenkins
worked at the Big Chance ecamps that
winter, an’ wasted in the saloons o'
Thirty Drinks. ¢ You see, Rowl," says he,
‘I got a good deal t° forget.' "Twas a
week’s harsh labor to his middle in snow
for a night’'s waste lined up at Pale
Peter’s bar with a drove o’ squealin’
swine. ‘You see, Rowl, I've lost my soul,’
says he, ‘an’ T jus’ got t' forget it A
wonderful fuss he made about that soul
when well gone in liquor. There was
never a man so drunk—mnone so foul—
that he wouldn’t buttonhole an’ bore him
with a whimperin’ tale of his state an’
condition an’ what he used t' be. But
that was Gingerbread Jenkins: ’twas
spree in town t’ forget the shivers in
camp. That was Gingerbread Jenkins
before the Reverend John Fairmeadow
foHowed him out t' the middle o> No
Man’s Lake an’ opened his bottle in a
blizzard o’ wind an’ snow.

“T mind T encountered Gingerbread
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Jenkins, shakin® with the liquor o’ threes
days gone, an’ drunk with the day’s
drinks, leanin’ over Pale Peter’s bar, that
night. A mad night, too: Christmas
week—with the crews from Kettle an’
Big Bend paid off an’ spendin’, an’ an
Irish outfit from the Yellow Tree works
t’ raise hell.

“f (ome out o’ this!’ says T.

“¢ No time,” says he,

“¢No time, ye fool!’ says T.
no time 2

“‘You see, Rowl, says he, ‘’'m busy.?

“Tis no strange occupation,’ says L.
‘You've worked hard at it heretofore an’
might rest.’

“¢All the same.” says he,  I'm busy.

¢ Gingerbread,” says I, ‘what’s this
new job, anyhow ¢’

“¢Well, Rowl, says he, ‘ Pm insultin’
the devil?

“fWhy? says 1.

“¢T don’t like him,’ says he. *‘He
irritates me. An’, anyhow,” says he, ‘1
want t' get even.

“*Tis a thankless profession,” says T.

““Yon see,’ says he, * T'm doin’ jus’ as
much damage as I ean in the time I
ot left.”

““You'll never get even,’ says I.

“¢Not if T waste my time like this.
says he. I ain’t gof much time, says
he; ‘but by God! Rowl, T'll make the
ol’ man squirm while T can. T'll sauce
him, by God! Tm fightin' mad, Rowl.
Never was so mad before. I want ¢
get even, God knows! says he. ‘I want
t' get as near even as I can with the
devil that misled me. T ain’t got much
time left, neither, t' do it in; but I'm
vsin’ my time t' the best advantage.”
With that he turned t’ the bar. ¢ What's
t’ become o all yon boys, anyhow # says
he. lookin® the length of it. ‘Eh? says
he. ¢Is you boys got t’ thinkin® you can
dodge the lightnin’ o' the Lord God
A'mighty? AIll hands at this here bar,
says he, “is a-goin’ t’ hell. That’s what!
You're hell-bent, you poor damn’ fools
an’ sots an’ pigs. Haven’t 1 warned youn!
Fh? Haven’t T been hangin’ over this
here bar for the last half-hour a-tellin’
vou you're goin’ t’ hell? You can’t blame
me for it.” He called the bartender then.
‘ Charlie. boy,” says he, in a whisper,
hardly able t* talk on account of his cold,
‘ pass the bottle. T'm athirst an’ parched

‘You've




rum. Look here, boys,” says he, when
e'd swallowed his whiskey. * There’ll be
me o' you get t’ hell before T do if
rum holds out an’ the signs read

An’ when you come face t' face
O Nick—an’ when the choir o
black imps waves their little pitch-
forks an’ strikes up the hymn o’ wel-
ecome—an’ when OI' Nick takes you
Ilu the hand—you may give him a dig
the ribs for me, boys, if yowve
the mind.

“c4 Hist, your Honor!” says you;
'theres a hand back there at Tlnrty
Drinks that isn’t no friend o’ yourn.”
~ &¢4 T never believe it,” says he.
%¢%You'd best beware,” says you;
#he's insultin® you daily, an’ he'd knife
you in the back if he ot the chance.”

S Ay Tl'urty Drinks?” says he. * An’
1o friend o’ mine?”

# 64 Tha same.” says you.

“ss Huh!” sayvs he. “Well, well!

Much ’bliged, I'm sure. [I'll have t* look
into this. They're doin’ poorly in the
Jumber-woods these times, it seems.”
 “<« Gingerbread Jenkins he's called,”
8ays you.

#¢% I've many friends o'
says he.

~ “¢“He's doubtless down on the books,”
ays you, “as James Alfred Jenkins, of
ryle Harbor, on the North Coast.

the name,”

P pﬁki'na,” says you, “or you'll rue it. An’
't you let him in lhere. You let
ngerbmd Jenkins go Aloft in peace.
ﬁ'ﬁ herwise, your Honor,” says you,
“there’ll be a mntiny in hell before you
time t° elap Gingerbread Jenkins

‘1 reckon,” says Pale Peter’s wee lit-
boy, who was sittin’ on the bar at my
w, ‘that Gingerbread Jenkins would
or get in if 1 kep® hell.”

Well, well!” Rowl laughed. in a large
hearty way, “the hoys howled with
ght an’ bought Gingerbread Jenkins
ther drink.” He sighed. “ God help
I” said he. “T left him then, preach-
hell an’ damnation, between coughs,
hat roarin’ barroom, t’ get even with
devil, while time was left. He'd
the little Jimmie Jenkins that
Etill loved.
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“ It “wus snowin’ too hard for me ¢
“Big Chance trail that night.
a big gale blowin’ down—a
¢ hnf*’wester at thirty below. Lord!
but 'twas a nasty cold night in the open.
T'd small stomach for the tote-load from
(irass Landin’ through the Blasted Cedar
muskeg : I’d none at all for the frost an’
the sweep o' the wind on No Man's Lake.
So I sat'in the window o’ Pale Peter's
place—I'm no hand with a bottle—an’
watched the snow drive through the light
that fell warm an’ yellow from the office.
I thought a deal about Gmg‘erbread Jen-
kins—perhaps ovemquch an’ softly for
the harsh kind o’ maq,{,am I remem-
bered the day thatdie’come t' the Bottle
River camp: Iiremembered the clean, live,
young look o‘i’ hlm, an’ the hope he had,
an’ the mornmg song on_his lips, an’ the
love o’ life in his heart, an’ the unspoiled
soul that was his. Well, well! he was a
zood boy, was Gmp:erhread enkins, in
them days—a boy with a back
an’ free shoulders, an’ a head held up,
an’ eyes that never shifted, an’ a langh
that wasn't afraid of itself. T'm older’
than him; an’ T used t' think, I remem="
ber, that t’ Bottle River at last had come,
a bo; they couldn’t spoil of his youth.
an’ his wages. I was young then, after
all. T was only a poor damned fool. 1
didn’t know, as 1 know now, that never -
a boy was born they wouldn’t ruin on,
Bottle River. Ruin? Ay; never a boy
they wouldn’t ruin for the sheer sport!
An’ T kep’ right on believin’ in young

. Gingerbread Jenkins, in them old days,

when he was a bhoy, until, one Satur-
day night, he went out t° Thirty Drinks,
with oI’ Bum Lush an’ Billy the Beast,
t” learn about life.

“<T? Jearn jus'
* about life.

“{Pon’t you go, Jimmie,” says L.

4 Jus’ this once,’ says he. ‘I want to.

“¢PDon’t you do it,” says L

“¢ Jus' once,’ says he, ‘won’t do no
harm.’

“¢ Don’t you go,” says L

“¢Jus' this once,” says he.
look on.

“¢No, no! says L.

¢ Jus’ this onee,” says he.

“¢God help you, Jimmie!” says 1.

“¢ Jus' onee. says he.

“They fetched him back on Monday

a little,) says he,

‘T'll only
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“He WENT

OUT TO LEARN AHOUT LIFE”

“e

mornin’,” Rowl sighed, * pretty well in-
formed. After that,” he added, repeating
the sigh. “he was what you might ecall
a fairly inquirin’ student. An’ that’s
the way it goes,” he declared, scowling,
“with all the boys that come loggin’ t'
these woods.”

It was still blowing high. The fire in
the superintendent’s office had burned to
expiring coals, No comfortable glow of
light—mo red warmth—no genial sparkle
and erackling—proceeded from it. The
room was cold. And now the frosty gale
intruded upon us who had forgotten it.
And it was blowing a blizzard outside:
all the world of the was bitter
with eold and wind and driven snow—

Wi Itl.'-=
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inimical with night
The superintendent
coaxed the fire to a
blaze, and heaped it
with dry wood; and
while it sputtered
and roared with the
lusty intention of
recovering itself, we
waited for the senti-
mental old sealer to
resume the tals
of Gingerbread Jen-

kins.
“The Reverend
John Fairmeadow,”

he went on, “tracked Gingerbread Jen-
kins from Pale Peter’s place t’ the middle
o' No Man’s Lake, that night T told you
of, an’ feteched him home on his back ; and
within five days from that time, Ginger-
bread Jenkins was converted.”

“ Was what?’ said the superintendent,

“ Converted ; ’tis the only word I know
for the thing.”

“Who?”

“Gingerbread Jenking, T'm tellin’
you !

The superintendent laughed.

‘You may call it what you like,”

Rowl replied, in a growl, “an’ you may
laugh to suit the word; but you don’t
prove nothin® t' me. 1 know that John
Fairmeadow tracked Gingerbread Jen-
kins t' the middle o’ No Man’s Lake, that
night, in a gale that chased me indoors,
an’ you wouldn’t face t' save life, an’ that
John Fairmeadow found him there, half
crazy with what he'd had, tryin’ t* open
a bottle o' whiskey with frozen hands,
un’ that he carried him home on his own

back, God knows how! What John
Fairmeadow done t' Gingerbread Jen-
kins, when he got him home, T don’t

know, no more’n vou do: but I do know
that he kep’ Gingerbread Jenkins in his
own room over One-Eyved Mag's for five
days, an’ that at the end o’ that time
CGiingerbread Jenkins was converted, for
John Fairmeadow tol’ me so, an’ Ginger-
bread Jenkins didn’t deny it. An’ T
know, Rowl went on, his voice
rising, “ that Gingerbread Jenkins would-
n't stir out-o’-doors without havin’ Mag's
little Angel by the hand, an’ that not a
man o' Thirty Drinks would ask Ginger-
bread Jenkins t' take a dram when little

too,”



Angel was along. An’' I know, more-
over,” he concluded, “ that in four weeks
(lingerbread Jenkins was himself again
h-that he come back t' the Big Chance
eamp—that m three months he was rosy,
"" cleau, an’ strong, an’ happy, an’ no

‘Big River drive o' that spring—an’
ﬂmt in the fall o’ the year he was of-
fered a supenntendents job by OI' Rat
Wallweather 0" the Yellow Forks Lum-
her Company.”

~ “That's a good deal t’ know,” said the
superintendent.

~ “No, it ain’t,” snapped Rowl.

- “It's a good deal t’ know.”

- “It’s the kind o' thing that any fool
“can find ont an’ know that wants to.”

- “Well,” drawled the superintendent,
T ain’t much up on miracles,”

- “TIt’s nothin’ t° know at all,” said
Rowl; “but it’s a devil of a lot to ex-
~ plain.”

The superintendent laughed.

~ “The Reverend John Fairmeadow,”
Rowl resumed, “is the parson that
preaches in the bunk-houses o' these
woods. God knows where he come from!
‘We've no notion hereabouts. But you ean
bet your life the devil is aware that he is
l?n the spot. John Fairmeadow’s on the

camps o' the Logosh Reservation; there
isn’t a barroom in four hundred square
miles where he ecan’t call the bartender
Johnnie, nor a bunk-house where he isn’t
at home. He's a big man. [ mean it:
he's a great big man—a man of our kind
nd big by our seale, It took a man big
‘in body an’ heart an’ faith—a bigger man
n me in the ways that we know as
bigness—t’ put Gmgvrbread Jenkins on
his back in the middle o' No Man’s Lake
an’' fetch him t’ Thlrty Drmks through
fbe wind an’ snow an’ frost o’ that night;
an’ it takes a bigger man than any other
big man I ever knew t' operate m a
‘Rllmous fasl‘uon, without eant an’ all
“manner o foohahneqs. ln the bunk-
honses an’ bars an’ dives o’ these woods.
'm no Judge o’ Christians, hann han-
, none in my business, an’ I've heard
il tales o’ their state in these days; but
1 know that an ounce o’ John Fair-
‘meadow t’ the gallon o’ this generation’s
Christianity would cure the wrongs o'
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the world in a day—an’ I draw my own
conclusions, 'Tis said by the boys from
the East that men dov’t go t' church
no more. I don’t know: maybe not. 1
don’t eare. Anyhow, John Fairmeadow’s
a4 minister for men: he’s no little sister
o' the rich.

“At this time he had headquarters
with One-Eyed Mag, which kept the
Mother-Used-t’-Make-1t Restaurant, near
the depot at Thirty Drinks, a large an’
flabby lady, not open t’ suspicion, a per-
feetly respectable person, poor soul! on
account o' one eye an’ various other
varieties o' looks—these same head-
quarters bein’ a home-made institution o’
one room with a barred window for the
confinement an’ cure o' the snakes.
There was a bit of a mystery at Mag’s,
too, with which the parson had nothin’
to do. "T'was in the shape of a wee small
girl—a pretty little rogue called Angel—
which Mag foster-mothered like a lonely
hen; an’ ’twas this child that had led
CGingerbread Jenkins around by the
hand at Thirty Drinks while the wish
for liquor was yet on him. *Twas a mys-
tery that counldn’t be accounted for by
no guessin’ the boys o Thirty Drinks
was able for., "Twas said that a lady
from Big Rapids come t’ see the child
when nobody was lookin™—a real lady o’
fashion with reasons of her own—an’ I'm
able t’ say, as it turned out, that a lady
from nearer than Big Rapids would often
slip in at the kitehen door of a dark night
t’ see little Angel put t' bed; but it wasn't
no lady o’ fashion.

“‘T'm a converted man, parson, says
Giingerbread Jenkins, one day in the fall,
‘but 'm jus’ as much ashamed o’ my-
self as T used t' be. Seems t' me,” says
le, ‘that a converted man ought t' be
doin’ somethin’.”

““You're workin’, Gingerbread,’ says
the parson.

“<Oh, shucks?! says Gingerbread; ‘ any
fool ean work. T mean somethin’ big
an’ real’

“* For example, what ?’ says the parson.

“¢Well” says Gingerbread Jenkins,
‘ takin® eare o' somebody.’

“*For example. who ¥ says the parson.

“¢Well, says Gingerbread, ¢ somebody,
anyhow.’

“¢ But who?

“¢Well, says Gingerbread, ‘a woman.’
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“ The parson looked Gingerbread in the
eve for a long time. * So? says he,

“¢Yes,' says (ingerbread; ‘seems t’
me -that every decent man ought t' bLe
takin’ care of a woman, whether he's a
converted Christian man or not. What's
a man for? savs he. An’ so I'm fixed
an’ determined in this,” says he, ‘that
a decent man ought t' get married, an’
settle down, an’ take care o’ somebody,
an’ be somehody.’

“¢Are you able t’ take ecare of any-
body ¥ says the parson.

“fT'm able, says Gingerbread, if I'm
fit. But that’s what’s botherin® me. T've
lived free, in my time,” says he, ‘an’ as 1
figure it out there isn’t much comin’ t’ the
man that’s lived free. So I'm not askin’
much in the way of a woman. "Most any
woman wotild be good enough forme. I'd
be able t’ keep the dogs off. anvhow. An’
the more she'd need takin® care of,” says
he, ¢ the better I'd like it. You see,” savs
he, “that’s a man’s business.’

“¢ Say that again,’ says the parson.

“¢T says,” says Gingerbread Jenkins,
“that the more she'd need takin® eare of
the better I'd like it.

“The parson jumped up an’ put his
hands on Gingerbread’s shoulders. ‘Do
you mean it ? says he. ‘Do yon mean it?
—or is this jus’ talk ¥

“¢Talkin® be hanged! says Ginger-
bread Jenkins. ‘I'm not give t' talkin’.
O’ course 1 mean it!’

“‘You're a big man, Gingerbread,’
says the parson. ‘I wonder how big.’

44T don't know,’ says Gingerbread.

“fHow big? says the parson.

“fWell,; says Gingerbread, ‘you bet-
ter measure an’ see.’

“ The parson walked the floor in a deal
o’ trouble. By an’ by he come up t’
Gingerbread Jenkins again an’ looked
him right in the eye. It was then toward
the evenin’, John Fairmeadow says. An’
John Fairmeadow turned Gingerbread
Jenkins's face t' the window, an’ looked
into his eyes, an’ tried t* search the last
places of his soul. Gingerbread Jenkins
says that he couldn’t stand it no longer.
by an’ by, an’ that he looked away from
John Fairmeadow’s eyes t° the sunset
clouds beyond the pines, an’ that he was
afraid. but didn’t quite know why.

“* Jimmie,! says John Fairmeadow,
‘listen t’ me well: I’'m goin’ t' measure

‘now ’tis in your heart t’ love, that some
‘other one may be healed by Love also.

you, now. I believe you. I believe in
vour humility an’ in your love o the
world for Love's sake. 1 don't misunder-
stand: I know. Love healed you, whether
vou know it or not in these words; an’

I believe that you want a woman t’ take
care of—t’ guard an’ cherish from the ills
o' life—because you believe it t' be the
duty o’ men t’' care for women. Listen-]
t" me well, Jimmie Jenkins: I'm goin®
t' measure you, now. .You may do, if
vou will, what no other Christian man
I know or ever knew—not I, most of all,
God help me !—not [—would do for Love’s
sake. Stand up, Jimmie Jenkins,” says he,
“ an’ be measured by the measure o’ Love!”

“ Gingerbread Jenkins was frightened.
¢ What's all this, parson ?’ says he. * What
you mean ?’

“¢T know a woman.

“¢What woman ¢ 4

“¢ A needy woman with a heart turned
toward a love just like this.

“¢Then, says Gingerbread Jenkins,
¢ fetech her out. 1If I'm fit, Pm willin’’

“*“ There’s little Angel,’ says the parson.

“¢T love her,) says Gingerbread Jen-
kins.

“¢She has a mother.”

“¢The mother o little Angel!’ says
Gingerbread Jenkins. ¢ The mother o
little Angel—an’ me! I'm not fit. She’s
a lads!”

£ The mother of little Angel,’ says the
parson, ‘is no lady.”

“ Gingerbread Jenkins Jllmped away
from him. ‘What you sayin’? says he.
‘T can’t do that! 1 can’t! Man, I tell
you I ean’t! T'm jus’ not able.

“¢No,” says John Fairmeadow; ‘no
man could do that.’ &

“¢Speak plain.” says Gingerbread Jen-
kins. ‘Little Angel’s mother no lady
What is she, then?

“<What have wou been, James Jen-
kins?

“¢T'm not what T was,’ says Gmget-
bread Jenkins.

“¢ Nor is she,” says the parson.

“fParson,” saye Gingerbread Jenki
‘T guess it's jus’ about time for you
lead in prayer. Prayver’s a pretty 1
thing in a case like this. An’ I’m tired,
says he. ‘T'm all tired out, an’ T want t
be prayed for. My heart’s fixed on doin
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right,’ says he; ‘but 1 don’t know what
s right,”

“fNor do 1, says the parson.

“ Gingerbread Jenkins savs that at that
very minute a flood o sunshine broke
over the clouds an” made the whole world
Iil.t]n_"

“And so0.” the
*they were married ¥

“They was, in course o’ time,” Rowl
replied, gravely; “an’ John Fairmeadow
done it.”

The yvoung superintendent whistled.

“She was a sweet little woman,” Rowl

said superintendent,

SAID

GINGEREREAD JENKINS

on, in a “She was sweet,
pretty, an’ modest as ever a bride
could be, an” shy in the company o so
much joy. Never a bride
chone I'riuhrn-rf

““God bless her!” said I, in my heart;
‘an’ God bless o]’ Gingerbread Jenkins!

“An'"

went muse.

s
an

whose eyes

Rowl eoneluded, * God has.”

“The tale has a happy ending,” the
superintendent laughed.
“Accordin’ t° the last word from

Saskatechewan,” Rowl agreed. “ An’ T've
observed,” he added, “that a man o’ good
will usuoally unravel a happy
endin’ from the tangle of his life.”

courage



‘“A Lady in Black,” by
William M. Chase

HILE portrait-painters portray things seen, in
W every work of the highest rank the element of

individuality, the subconscious self 6f the sitter,
rises above external likeness and awakens a lasting in-
terest. Portraits in which this guality is vividly brought
out will interest beholders years hence to whom the sitter
is wholly unknown. Great portrait-painters always reveal
deep conscionsness of the personality of their sitters,
hinting at things thought, felt, and dreamed about.
Knowing such portraits, one never eonfuses them. They
stand forth as distinet revelations, showing the painter’s
gifts of perception and power to lift his work upon a
plane beyond the ability of common mortals, and to send
forth some message that will meet the needs of the soul
From this point of view it will be seen that it is not the
subjeet but the artist, and what he contributes, which
gives the abiding interest to a portrait.

The range of Mr. Chase’s achievements is remarkably
varie. In his portraits, which are now under con-
sideration, his expression has striven to meet the demands
made by the individuality of his subjeet. His visual
perception is extraordinary. But with all he may do of
set purpose in recording what his eve sees, more is accom-
plished by the eliminating and harmonizing process of the
unconscious mind in its effort to express the hidden im-
port of character. But fashions in feeling and in the
way of seeing men and things change with the ages.
That is why the art of to-day is unlike the art of the
eighteenth or the sixteenth century. The glory of Chase
or Sargent dilfers from the glory of Gainshorough or
Van Dyck or Titian. The taste of to-day demands of
the painter truth and vigor rather than courtly elegance,
hence from Chase or Sargent we never look for the grace-
ful, flattering portrait of those earlier times. But we
do expect a likeness marked by vitality, showing the
artist’s individual gifts of pereeption, but without arti-
ficial embellishment or idealization.

W. Stanton Howarn.




“A LADY IN BLACK,” BY WILLIAM M CHASE
Engraved on Wood by Henry Wolf from the Original Painting







The Microbe as

news flashed across the world that
the hosts of Cholera had risen up in
Persia, that they had marched through
'Russia and western Europe, destroying
ﬂmusandb. that IHamburg was under
“siege, and that the scourge was about to
Cinvade America. On the 31st of Au-
.@ust the cholera-ridden steamﬂship Mo-
ravia was reported at quarantine in New
York, with the Normannia, Rugia,
- Seandia, Heligoland, Bothnia, all from
- Hamburg, following in close order.
~ Had the Pied Piper threatened the de-
faulting burghers of Hamelin with a re-
turn of all the rats he had piped into the
- river Weser, with all the rats of Hanover
¢ity besides, those over-thrifty Bruns-
“wickers could not have matched the terror
-of New York—and, for that matter, of
ﬁ_lﬂ entire menaced nation—seventeen
pars ago. Yet. strangely enough, it
was this very intensity of the popular
ear that was destined to make the
cholera of 1892 remarkable for its be-
Jieficent consequences.
.~ For fully a decade the officers of the
- New York Health Department, instruet-
e#d by the discoveries of such scientists
s Pastenr and Koch, had asked in vain

:IN the summer of 1892 the startling

fom which to make thoroughgoing war,
of only upon epidemies such as cholera

f endemic mntaginn—diphtheria. tuber-
. 19. and the like. But in thoqe days

('.ould flourish upon the minute
corpuscles of the blood to our bodily de-
Struction. And as for the people at large
vho were in the last analysis respon-
e for the denial by the stolid finanecial
horities of the Health Department’s
est—their state of mind was pre-
ely like that of the dwellers in the
Mcient Turkish city of Van, of whom
e F. D, Greene, then a missionary of

Social Reformer

E BY ROBERT W. BRUERE
General Agent of the New York Association for Improving the Condition of the Poor

the American Board, tells me the follow-
ing story:

A caravan had brought cholera into
the city over the route travelled centuries
before by Nenophon and his Ten Thou-
sand. The disease spread rapidly, for its
progress was greatly facilitated by the
water-supply that came from a near-
by mountain and ran through the streets
in open ducts.

The population of the city was equally
divided between Mohammedans and Ar-
menian Christians. The missionaries
knew that cholera entered the body only
through the mouth, and that the mierobes
might be destroyed by high temperature;
they determined accordingly to persuade
the people to boil their food and drink,
and sterilize their cooking utensils. The
Mohammedans were impervious to ad-
viee; they declared that inasmuch as
Allah had written upon every man’s fore-
head the precise moment and manner of
his death, it was both useless and blas-
phemous to try to thwart His will by
infidel precautions. The Armenians,
while not equally fatalistic, showed, like
their contemporaries in New York, the
indifference born of ignorance. It was
only when people began to die by the
hundred that the fear of death stirred
their lethargy. Then they turned to their
priest, Hovsep Vartabed, for help.

Now when the missionaries had asked
Hovsep Vartabed to explain to his congre-
gation the nature of cholera, he had re-
plied that the lives of the people were
in the hands of the women who prepared
the food, and that they were too ignorant
to comprehend the difference between a
germ and a mountain-lion. But the in-
genious priest had resoureces of his own.
He gathered his flock into the great Arme-
nian church, and when they were packed
as close as they could sit upon the floor, he
put on his flowing elerical robes, mounted
the pulpit, and shaking his long, bony fin-
ger, began to harangue them as follows:
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“ Have 1 not told you, miserable sin-
ners, that unless you repented and were
more zealous in vour religious duties,
God would surely punish you? Behold,
He has permitted the water to swarm
with little snakes, so that the people per-
ish. Whence came these snakes? Verily
1 say unto you that they are nought but
devils that God has unloosed from hell
to chasten you sinners. Disguised as lit-
tle snakes, they have fled to the water
to cool off. Woe unto them that drink
the cup of Satan, or cook in unhallowed
water, for them the devils will surely
seize and destroy. There is only one way of
escape: make the water so hot that the
imps will be glad to run back to Gehen-
na, whence they came. When the water
boils, you may know that every bursting
bubble is a devil that leaps from the pot!”

This announcement was received with
cries of alarm and moans of repentance.
The women did not wait for the benedie-
tion; they arose like startled pigeons,
rushed home, and began boiling busily.
And it was fully two months after the
last case of cholera was reported that the
kettles of Van cooled down,

The New-Yorkers of 1802 were quite
as benighted in respect to public health
as these Armenian Christiang, only they
were far less religious; so that when the
cholera-ridden ships at their gates ter-
rified them with the fear of death they
turmed to the Health Departiment, as
the people of Van turned to their priest,
for protection.

The department did not answer with
a fable; its officers simply renewed their
request for a bacteriological laboratory.
They explained again that cholera was
nothing but a mierobe, or rather swarm-
ing myriads of microbes, as destructive
to man as the seventeen-year locusts to
the plants of the field, but so infinitesi-
mally small that they might easily elude
the utmost vigilance. unless the depart-
ment were equipped with the powerful
lenses essential to microscopie research.
And this announcement, too, was received
with expressions of alarm and repent-
ance—and the Board of Estimate and
Apportionment voted the requisite funds.

Thus it was that the cholera of 1892
caused the establishment of the first
municipal bactericlogical laboratory in
the world, and not only inaugurated a

new era in governmental methods of con-
serving public health, but also gave a
fresh impulse to the revolution that
seience had already initiated in the
popular, fatalistic conception of disease
and death. To-day the scouts of the
laboratory keep sharp watch not only of
the ships entering the port, but also over
the milk and water supply, the oyster beds,
the meat and vegetable markets, and all
the various channels within and without
the city through which destructive mi-
crobes can enter.

__Already the results have been inspiring,
and justify the department in adopting
the motto of Pasteur, that it is within
their power to rid the city of every para-
sitic disease, hardly exeepting old age
itself. There is a certain dramatic in-
terest in the mere recital of some of the
tacts of achievement,

In November, 1848, the packet-ship
New York arrived from Havre with
cholera on board; during the remainder
of that and the following year 5,078 peo-
ple died in a population of 380,000. In
November, 1865, the steamship Aflanta,
also from Havre, arrived with cholera on
board; during the remainder of that and
the following year 1,147 people died in
a population of 750,000, In 1892, the
date of the bacteriological laboratory,
only nine people died in a population of
2,000,000! And, what is of special sig-
nificance, the disease was not only re-
stricted to a few cases, but, to quote the
contemporary report of the Health De-
partment, “each case was confined praec-
tically to the room in which it oceurred,”
showing that epidemies can be prevent-
ed by isolation, scientific care, and dis-
infection when the mieroscope definitely
reveals the whereabouts of the disease-
breeding germs.

Since 1892 cholera has been unknown

in New York. Moreover, typhus fever,
that before 1892 took many lives each
vear, has entirely disappeared. Typhoid,
though its annual toll is still high, owing
to its ability to steal into the eity in
milk, on fruit, on the legs of the common
house-fly, and espeeially in the bodies of
so-called “ typhoid - earriers ” — bakers,
dairymen, and others, who, once having
had the disease, retain it in their systems
after recovery, and spread it through the
food and drink they touch—is no longer

1
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an epidemic disease. When it pulls off
~ an *“outbreak,” as the Iealth Depart-
ment ealls its sporadie appearance, it is
swiftly localized, thanks to the micro-
scope, and usually as swiftly suppressed,

In 1892 diphtheria destroyed in what
 is now Greater New York 3,243 lives, and
4,530 in 1894. Then in 1895 the bacteri-
ologieal laboratory reinforced its miero-
scopic work with the manufacture of
diphtheria antitoxin. The deaths from
~ the disease immediately diminished, until
in 1907 they had dropped to 1,614, al-
though the city had added a million to
~its population.

In brief, the microbe, by appearing as
the true eause of pathologieal conditions,
has shown how disease may be conquered.
In New York, as elsewhere when similar
methods have been adopted, the general
death rate has splendidly fallen—only
from 26.68 in the thousand in 1869 to
~ 26.11 in 1891; but then to 25.38 in 1802,
when the laboratory began its work; to
19.81 in 1897; and to 18.10 in 1903. If
the death rate of 1802 prevailed to-day,
the eity’s annual mortality would be in-

vreased by 25.000 souls!
| Surely this is an inspiring record.
And vet since 1903 the general death rate
has again become almost stationary. What
is the trouble? There has been no slack-
ness in the administration of the Health
Department. But an examination of the
- departmental records reveals a ecurious
fact: the diseases that are stationary, or
whose destructiveness is actually grow-
ing, are the diseases of poverty: pneu-
monia, that preys upon the fatigued and
those whose resistant vitality is low;
tuberenlosis, that haunts the huddled tene-
ments; and those diseases of infaney that
multiply where mothers are frail. or over-
worked, or cannot for various reasons
nurse their children—diarrhea and so-
ealled “ congenital debility.”

With these, and especially with tuber-
culosis and the aforenamed diseases of
infaney, sanitary seience alone has seem-
ed unable to cope. Accordingly, as pecul-
iarly the diseases of poverty, they have
opened the doors of the Health Depart-
ment to “social 7 workers—that is, to the
servants of organized charity, the mod-
ern Samaritan.

Soon after the establishment of the
municipal bacteriological laboratory a
VYo CXXI1.—No. TH.—T74
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change took place in the theory of phi-
lanthropy no less radical than that in-
nugurated in the popular theory of dis-
ease by the cholera microbe itself. The
paid social workers, who had begun to
be entrusted with the administration of
the great charities, were abandoning the
iden of poverty as the heaven-inflicted
penalty of moral turpitude, the perpetual
harvest of Eve's great transgpession;
under the influence of social economic
thinkers, they were shifting the respon-
sibility for human waste, as poverty was
coming to be called, to social environ-
ment and adverse economic conditions.
Moreover, they held the doctrine of
“surplus wealth,” based upon the knowl-
edge that industry directed by science
was producing more of the necessaries
than the race required for its vigorous
and healthful sustenance. If some part
of this surplus wealth could be applied
to the wretched environment of the poor,
poverty, these social workers had begun
to believe, would go the way of epi-
demie disease.

An analysis of the records of the great
charities shows that disease is a serious
disabling factor in fully three-fifths of
their eases of dependency; the records of
the Health Department show that fully
three-fourths of the cases of tuberculosis
and infant mortality are related to pov-
erty. Clearly there was need for an al-
liance between these two divisions of the
city’s human repair-shop.

The Samaritan took the initiative and
bronght to the problem a point of view
somewhat different from that of the of-
ficers of the Health Department. The
health officers, with their bacteriological
laboratory, were primarily interested in
the deteetion and annihilation of mi-
crobes; the philanthropists were con-
cerned with improving environmental
conditions and with lightening the load
of the poor, so as to increase their fund
of vital resistance. In 1902 the Charity
Organization Society created a special
committee to look into the “ social, as dis-
tinet from the medieal, aspeets of tuber-
enlosis, and to study the relation between
this disease and overerowding, infected
tenements, and unhealthful oecupations.”
It was soon found that tuberculosis
flourished most rankly where rooms were
overcrowded, budgets were small. and
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people were ignorant of the laws of
hygiene. Bad housing and ignorance
were set down as the chief social causes
of the disease. The Charity Organiza-
tion Society had been largely responsible
for the ereation of the new Tenement
House Department and for the new tene-
ment law that was intended to put an
end to dark unsanitary dwellings. What
seemed now most needed was a campaign
of education, especially among the poor.

Accordingly there began a shower of
tracts and pamphlets that for number
were like the sands of the sirocco. Cir-
culars were issued by the hundreds of
thousands, the publie bill-boards became
familiar standards of the double red eross,
lectures were delivered and handbills
distributed in schools and settlements, in
churches and vacant stores—even the
street-car transfers bore mottoes of advice
and warning, which were thus published
to the number of fifty millions in a single
vear. People were told not to spit, to
keep themselves and their homes eclean,
to eat good food and enough of it, to
ventilate their bedehambers thoroughly,
and in case they themselves were already
infected. to move from dark rooms to
rooms that were bright and sunny; to
sleep in the open air when possible, and
if their disease were far advanced to
leave their occupations betimes and to
seek a eure in a sanatorium, public or
private. The gospel of the anti-
tnberculosis eampaign—* tuberculosis is
curable, communiecable, preventable " —
was earried into the tenements for the
inspiration of the poor by the visitors
of a hundred charities, it was repeated to
them at the public dispensaries, and
preached to them from the pulpits.

But in spite of so much admirable
effort, at the end of seven years the Com-
mittee on the Prevention of Tuberculosis
issued a booklet, in which it declared
that, “ contrary to the popular impression,
the tubereulosis death rate has not mate-
rially decreased during the last seven
vears . , . the problem is quite beyond
the grasp of private philanthropy, and
ean be properly dealt with only by the
forees of government.”

Now, why this remarkable admission on
the part of the modern, scientific Sa-
maritan? Because charity, however ex-
cellent its resources, can only deal with

those who voluntarily turn to it for aid,
whereas the microbe has taught us that
disease i= war, and can only be fought
successfully by an organization that is
permanently on a war footing. With
the growth in the public knowledge of
contagious disease, the police powers of
the Health Department have been stead-
ily strengthened both by law and by pub-
lie opinion. The Health Department can
compel physicians to report every case
of contagion from leprosy and smallpox
to tuberculosis and measles; it has au-
thority to enter the homes of the infected,
it ean take sputum and specimens of
blood for examination at the bacteriolog-
ical laboratory, it ecan compel disinfeetion
and ecleanliness, and in extreme cases,
where the patient is a menace to the
health of his neighbors, it can remove him
foreibly to an appropriate hospital. Tf
disease is to be conquered, charity has
concluded, it must be by the will of the
people working through government.

It is impossible to exaggerate the im-
portance of these official prerogatives.
But heretofore they have been largely
ineffective because the Health Depart-
ment has not been granted sufficient
funds. The facts in the case are aston-
ishing. The records of the department
show that there are at least 44,000 con-
sumptives in the city. that of this number
only 16,000 are in the care either of
private practitioners or of physicians at
publiec dispensaries, and that even the
whereabouts of 20,000 are entirely un-
known. It is as if the enemy had stolen
throngh the pickets at night and there
were no police or soldiers to follow them.
The tuberculosis baeilli swarm through
the eity on silent wings, grimly laugh-
ing at pamphlets and lectures and seat-
tered deeds of eharity, which they find it
20 easy to elude.

Aeccordingly, last year the Committee
on the Prevention of Tuberculosiz con-
centrated its energy and that of the al-
lied Samaritans upon the city budget,
with the result that the yearly ap-
propriation for the war on tuberculosis
was inereased by a quarter of a million,
making the total of approximately $500,-
000 available for the tuberculosis work
alone. The Division of Communicable
Diseases, in addition to reinforcing the
bacteriological laboratory, will have
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twenty-five disinfectors, thirty-six med-
ieal Inspectors, fifty-five attending phy-
sicians, and the imposing number of one
hundred and fifty-nine trained nurses!

The city has been thoroughly dis-
trieted. FEach one of the 24,000 new
ecases of tuberculosis that are reported
yvearly will be visited by a nurse., The
diagnosis will be confirmed by the labora-
tory. When tuberculosis exists, the pa-
tient will be urged to put himself under
medical eare, and if this is finanecially
impossible, to attend one of the clinies
of the department. His children will be
cxamined by the physicians of the de-
partment. Ineipient cases will be taught
how to prepare their food. how to dress,
how to ventilate, how to devise inexpen-
sive outdoor dormitories. For many of
those in the first stages of the disease
provision is being made at the magnif-
icent sanatorium maintained by the ecity
in the hills of Otisville. Those who are
a public menace will be removed to the
department’s isolation hospital on North
Brother Island, or otherwise provided
for. Never was there such an army for
the building up of health put in the field
by a municipality. Except once.

For many years the diseases of infaney
have been even more destructive of hu-
man life than tuberculosis. In New
York. for all its high rank among health-
ful ecities. approximately 17.000 infants
die annually, ninety per cent. of them,
it is estimated, from preventable causes.
In 1906 the New York Association for
Improving the Condition of the Poor
inaugurated a campaign against infant
mortality. whose contributory results
quite parallel those of the anti-tuber-
enlosis eampaign.

The roots of the campaign against in-
fant mortality strike back to that earlier
time when compassion and chivalry,
rather than vital economy, were the domi-
nant motives in charitable practice. In
1883 the association secured a beautiful
seaside property, named Sea Breeze, on
the south beach of Coney Island, to which
parties of women and children, ahop—mrlﬂ
and oceasional work-worn men were in-
vited for a day’s outing. The legend is
that these “ocean parties” were sug-
gested by the gracious practice of the
European landed nobility who, like Sir
Walter Vivian in The Princess, are ac-
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customed once a year to give their
“broad lawns all a summer’s day up to
the people.” In the morning the parties
gathered at the Hudson piers and were
taken by steamer down the majestic bay
an hour’s journey to the beach, where,
on open pavilions and beneath a cluster
of ailantus trees. food was set before
them. In the afternoon they went in
swimming, splashed along the beach as
the waves dashed in, or lay in the warm
sand, blissfully watehing the =ails go
ecastward, Toward four o'clock, having
received further refreshment, they took
the boat again for the mnoise and worry
of their tenement homes, reluctant and
yet happy, like Pippa at the end of her
New-Year Day, and grateful to those
who, enjoying the higher lot, had shared
it for a few hours with them. To give
these mothers one happy day, and then,
when mnecessary, to pay the funeral ex-
penses of their children, seemed in those
days to satisfy the Good Samaritan’s
spirit of mercy.

Then came that revolution in the
philanthropie point of view to which re-
peated reference has already been made.
The paid soeial workers, discounting a
multitude of frailties imputed to the poor,
and holding that if their environment
were changed and they were relieved of
the terror of want. they would prove
themselves made of the universal clay,
converted Sea Breeze into an experiment
station to illustrate the truth of their
theory. The picnic parties of a day were
supplemented by “ stay 7 parties; mothers
with little children were invited for two
days, four days, and finally a week or
more. Thus it became possible to show
that the poorest mothers, when relieved
of the oppression of a sordid environ-
ment. had in them the divine breath, .
that they were both eager and able to
learn, that when given even a brief oppor-
tunity thev quickly took a fresh hold
upon life. Classes were organized in in-
fant and personal hygiene, cooking, and
domestic economy. The experiment grew
like rich fields well sown, until the sum-
mer of 1908, when, in addition to 28,717
day guests, Sea Breeze entertained 4,412
mothers with little children for periods
varyving from one week to six. Of the
4,412 mothers and children, seven hun-
dred women and “ runabouts,” as those
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who can walk are called, required special
convalescent care, and five hundred and
ninety-nine infants were more or less
dangerously sick. What simply a change
of environment and relief from hunger
can do is indieated by the faet that all
of the mothers and runabouts rapidly
recovered and ninety-nine per cent. of
the babics got well.

But the accommodations of Sea Breeze
are at most those of a pienie-ground and
summer experiment station. The wait-
ing list grew year by year, until it at
times reached twenty thousand. This
circumstance and the association’s de-
termination to bring home to the publie
the enormity of the human waste in-
volved in the yearly holocaust of seven-
teen thousand infants to ignorance and
poverty, prompted a further experiment
to test the methods of Sea Breeze within
the tenements themselves.

From a base on a ecliff overlooking
the tide-washed East River, where six
“shacks ” were opened for the hospital
care of sick babies and where classes for
mothers were regularly held, a corps of
trained nurses was sent from tenement
door to tenement door, in quest of all
children under two, not with the pur-
pose of Herod’s men, but to win the con-
fidence of the mothers, to educate them
in the elements of infant hygiene, to
bring such of them as were in obyvious
need to the attention of relief agencies,
and especially to see to it that sick babies
received proper medical or hospital care
before their illness became acute. In the
suommer of 107 these Junior Sea Breeze
nurses visited one hundred and two thou-
sand tenement families, found thirty-five
thousand five hundred and seventeen
babies under two years of age, and in-
strueted their mothers in cooking, infant
bathing and dressing, household sanita-
tion and ventilation. and kindred subjeets.

And that summer, while the infant
death rate in the city at large inereased,
the deaths in the ward where the nurses
worked fell off eleven per cent.

The demonstration was accepted on all
hands as eonclusive, and had as its major
result the concentration of philanthropie
interest upon the Health Department’s
request for funds to establish a eompre-
hensive child-saving service. In 1897 the
department, taking advantage of the

growing publie realization of the menace
of contagious disease, had secured the
appointment of one hundred and fifty
medieal inspectors to examine suspected
cases of contagion in the schools. Owing
largely to the opposition of private prac-
titioners, who disliked seeing the public
service encroaching upon the field of
medicine, the appropriation allowed only
thirty dollars a month for these first
school physicians. In 1902, however,
their salaries were increased to one hun-
dred dollars, and they were required not
only to examine children in school, but
to visit absentees in their homes. The
same year a small group of nurses was
added to aid in the war on the microbe.
Then in 1908, largely as the effect
of the Junior Sea Breeze experiment on
the publiec mind, the department secured
approximately $350,000 for the ereation
of a Bureau of Child Hygiene. To this
division there are now attached 142
nurses and 163 physicians. Again the
city has been thoroughly districted. The
children’s corps examines every school
child, not only for symptoms of con-
tagion, but also for every possible physical
defect, and a system has been devised
by which the department can see to it
that all diseases are treated and all phys-
iecal defeets corrected or removed. In
addition to the school children it is the
plan to have this staff of ecivil servants
attend to the babies within their re-
spective distriets. Last April they began
to visit all infants whose births were
reported by midwives (the law compels
the reporting of all births, under penalty).
and whose addresses made it doubtful

whether their parents could afford proper .

medical attendance. At present the
school echildren are monopolizing the
strength of the division of echild hygiene
during the school term; but the plan pro-
vides that in time no child shall be born
to the eity whose mother may not com-
mand expert nursing and medical counsel.

A far ery this from the priest in Van
working on the superstitious fears of his
congregation. More than six hundred
men and women devoting their lives to
a municipal eampaign for human con-
servation! And in a very immediate sense
it all grew out of the cholera invasion of
1892, Surely the microbe deserves to
rank well among social reformers.




The Way to

' was the Wednesday after Easter.
F'[‘ha vear, being unimportant, need

not be specified. Suffice it to say that
~ although the.subway had ceased to be a
~ novelty in New York, it had not yet been
~ extended to Long Island, and Brooklyn
~ Bridge was still the greatest thoroughfare
across the East River.
Ned McEwen, strolling along the see-
~ ond level of the great bridge on his
way to that part of the Borough of Brook-
lyn known as Bay Ridge, where he was
going to see Howard Forbes married,
caught sight of a large bulletin an-
nouncing the train he sought, and near it
an ascending stair toward which he turn-
- ed. A moment later his attention was
attracted and held by a young woman who
stood just beyond the ticket kiosk; first
because hers was the fine, free, uncon-
scious type of beauty of which he had
~ dreamed much during his long absence
from his native land, and later because
she seemed, although in evening dress,
to be alone and watching for some one.
As he approached and her serutinizing
- glance passed from other faces to his she
started, stared for an incredulous moment,
~ and moved swiftly toward him, smiling
and holding out her hand.
- “Ned McEwen, of all men!” she re-
Joiced. “T can’t be mistaken! You are
Ned McEwen?”
“T never doubted it before,” he warmly
assured her, and there was nothing in his
manner to indicate, even to a keen ob-
- Server, that he had not the faintest idea
‘Who she was or where they had met, “but
it’s 5o long since anything as delightful
88 this has happened to me that it makes
:ltle question my own identity.”
= “Oh yes,” she nodded, laughing and
“thdrawmg her hand from his, “you're
Wnlfestly Ned McEwen! And neither
ime nor tide has changed you a bit.”

“Nor you,” said he.

is congenital inability to remember

the Wedding
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faces was a failing concerning which
MeEwen was extremely sensitive, and so
cleverly had he learned to conceal it, so
expert had he become in tracing connec-
tions during an apparently casual con-
versation, that only his closest friends
realized how often he was at a disadvan-
tage. It was instantly apparent to him,
from this girl’s manner, that he had at
some time known her rather well, and he
hoped, by dissembling his perplexity and
by careful probing, to discover her identi-
ty without betraying his own weakness.
So he smiled cordially down at her, re-
peating, “ Nor you.”

“Of course you're going to the wed-
ding,” she affirmed rather than ques-
tioned; and here, he congratulated him-
self, was his first clew. Since he had
never met Florence Keeler, the bride of
the evening, this ready inference as to
his destination argued that he was in-
timately connected in his companion’s
mind with Howard Forbes. Straightway
he began calling to mind girls whom both
he and Forbes had known, and they were
many, but into none of those memories
could he fit this woman. Meanwhile
he responded :

“Of course T am. And you?”

“ Naturally. But what I want to know
is how you happen to be here? T thought
you abode in some outlandish tropiecal
clime. Cuba, was it? Or—somewhere in
Central America?”

“Neither. T live in Mexico. T hope
vou know the difference,” he whimsically
commented. “ Few people do, T find.”

“T think T've heard that Cuba is
bounded by San Juan Hill and Havana
Harbor,” was the dry retort, “but as to
just where Mexico leaves off and Central
Ameriea begins—frankly, T shouldn’t care
to be asked. Your home is still in Mex-
ico, then #”

“My work is still in Mexieo,” he dis-
criminated. “ Home I have none, except



“NED MCEWEN,

Perhaps one has to
foreign countries to

in the broad sense.
live time in
realize that * home,’
really means almost anywhere within the
boundaries of one’s own country.”

some

“Yes, I know,” said she, and imme-
diately set him wondering whether she
had lived abroad. “ Then you don't

like Mexico?”

“On the contrary, I like it very much,”
he declared, conscious that she was learn-
ing a good deal about him and telling
nothing of herself. “It’s the most pie-

in the last analysis, -

OF ALL MEN!" .

in many ways the most
interesting—country in this hemisphere.
But I'm an American and this is ‘ home.'
And I hadn’t been here in so long that
the social side of me was getting atro-
phied, so when I received Howard’s letter
urging me to come to the wedding and
meet some of the old erowd again, I de-
cided that the moment was auspicious—
and here T am. Now that’s enough about
me. Tell me of yvourself.,”

% Oh, there’s nothing about me that you
don’t already know from Howard and the

turesque—and



rest,” she carelessly returned. * When did
- you arrive "

“ This afternoon.”

“Then you haven’t seen Howardi”

“ 1 haven't seen anyhody but you. And
1 don’t think you realize what abomi-
- nable , correspondents * Howard and the
yest ' are.”

“(Oh —really? Haven’t they told you
anything about me?" A flicker of amuse-
- ment came into the woman's eyes, and
she looked at him so quizzically that he
quaked lest he had made a false step.
Her next words relieved him. * You're
~sure the fault wasn’t with the postal
service?! Because 1 seem to remember
hearing rumors, from time to time, that
- you must be either dead or paralyzed—
or married.”

~ “ Well—guilty,” he confessed, and they
~ both laughed. “T like to get letters—
~and I always infend to answer them.”

“ Virtuous person! That's so enlight-
ening to your friends! Still—good in-
~tentions are said to make excellent pave-
- ment. By the way, we're going to a wed-
“ding, and inasmuch as Tempus has prob-
ably not abated his usual pace, don’t you
think we should be fugitting ourselves ¢
= “ By all means! But—are you alone?

I thought—you seemed to be waiting for
some one.”
~ “1 half promised to meet the Taylors
here—you don't know them, I think—but
s they're always late T warned them that
I should go on with any sequaintance
who came along—and you came.” She
shot a roguish glance at him, to which
e promptly replied:

“Then let’s go quickly, lest they arrive
and spoil my téte-i-téte with you.”
- “Do you know that this is the way?”
she demurred as he turned again toward
¢ near-by stair. “ Would it be better
to ask and make sure?”
- “Oh no, this is all right,” asserted

MeEwen.

. “You've been over to the Keelers’ be-
ore, then ?”

“ Never. But Howard sent me most
explicit direections. This is right.,” He
began to realize that he had entered upon
i path beset with dangers unforeseen, and
that if he was to be alone with this girl
“all the way to Bay Ridge he must either
Hind out quickly who she was or be igno-
‘minionsly detected. Therefore, as they
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climbed together to the upper platform,
he hazarded, * From your unfamiliarity
with Brooklyn trains, I take it you have-
n't seen u great deal of Miss Keeler.”

“No—not a great deal,” she admitted,
and again her amused, speculative glance
disquieted him. “To be sure, 1 called
upon her "—this was apparently a casual
afterthonght—* but that time I drove
over, with Bobbie and some other people,
so 1 learned nothing about trains—except
that it's wiser to take one.” She chue-
kied reminiscently. “ Our driver didn’t
know Brooklyn—and of course none of
ns did! We got lost, and drove all over
the place, and were disgracefully late
when we finally arrived at the Keelers.”

“I begin to understand why Howard
wrote me that 1 could drive if T wished,
but that he strongly advised the train,”
sald MeEwen, langhing. At the time
this conversation took place, it will be
remembered, taxicabs were unknown in
New York, and automobiles were com-
paratively few.

“Did he? Good for Howard! TII tell
Bobbie that. Bobbie was furious—indeed,
we all but ecame to blows—because T
simply would not have a earriage fo-
night. Having had one experience in
driving from New York to Bay Ridge. 1
knew I'd have to start before dark, with
my dinner in a basket and a map of
Brooklyn in my hand, or else risk miss-
ing the ceremony, and T much preferred
to come this way—especially as 1 ex-
pected to meet the Taylors here. By the
way, Bohbie’s sick to-night. That’s the
reason 'm alone.”

“Oh? Then I shall not see him at the
wedding,” he regretted, racking his brain
for memory of anybody named Robert
among Forbes's friends. Then, to explain
what must seem to her an unpardonable
oversight, “ T—I hoped he might be com-
ing over later.”

“0Oh, you remember about Baobbie,
then? You waited a long time before
mentioning it!”

“T've been far too busy thinking about
you to waste any time on * Bobbie,”” he
avowed, truthfully enough. Was the man
her brother? Her cousin? Then, for the
first time, it occurred to him that she
might be married. Could this “ Bobbie ”
be her husband? A line of cars wound
toward them around the loop. and he



600

added: “ We're in luck. Here comes our
particular serpent.”

“ Are you sure?” she queried. * There
are so many of these trains. Wouldn't it
be well to ask some one about it ?”

“ Tt isn’t necessary. This is the one,”
he affirmed. “‘Fifth Avenue’—you see
the sign on the front? That’s the train
Howard told me to take from this plat-
form. It's all right.”

“ Brooklyn Bridge always was a mystic
maze to me,” said she, preceding him into
the ear. “1 have never crossed it with-
out asking directions of every uniform in
sight. Men never do that, do they?! But
then,” slyly, “there are so many things
we women don’t know that it doesn’t
mortify us particularly to acknowledge
our ignorance of one more.” At this
MeEwen turned a penetrating glance
upon her, but she smiled back at him
with such frank amusement that he de-
cided it must have been a random shot.

“ Now,"” he enjoined as they found seats
and settled down for a long chat, *tell
me all about yourself.”

“ What do you want to know "

“ Everything.” g

% That’s rather a large order, Ned,” she
parried, laughing. “ Shall 1 begin with
my name, age, color, and previous condi-
tion of servitude #”

“Do!” he lightly recommended, de-
voutly hoping that she would, and, at the
game time, wondering uneasily how well
this smiling woman had known him and
his weaknesses. “ Why not be thorough 2”7

“Why be obvious?” she tossed back.
“ My name you know ; my age—you should
be able to approximate; my color speaks
for itself; and my servitude, past and
present, I prefer to forget—when T can.
Still, T was prepared to offer them all up
in identification when I saw you coming.”

“Why?” he boldly challenged. “Did
you think my memory so much less trust-
worthy than yours?’

% Everybody’s memory is treacherous
sometimes, isn’t it?" she submitted, sim-
ply. “I know mine is. And it wasn’t to
be expected that you should recognize
me so promptly.”

“ Again, why?® He was watching her
narrowly, suspecting mockery; but, al-
though she was laughing a little, her eyes
and lips seemed guileless.

“ Oh—because. It’s so many years—"
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“ Just how many? Do you remember "
he interrupted, grasping at this opportu-
nity. “1 confess to being a little shaky.”

“It’s tactful of you to forget some
things,” she commended.

“Tt isn’t tact; it’'s fact. I'm afraid
T've really forgotten. Do you know just
how long it is since we last met ?”

“Yes, I remember exactly—but it's
more years than you should ask me to
count. To be sure, they haven't made
much outward and visible impression upon
vou, but people say I'm changed. You
don’t find me so?’ She looked at him
with a doubtful half-smile, and he felt
that perhaps he had entangled himself in
this web quite needlessly. Apparently
she had not expected him to recognize
her. However, nothing remained to him
now but to persevere in the course he
had chosen, so he stoutly declared:

“Not a bit. You look just as you
always did. Or else it’'s your voice—or
possibly your smile. There are so many
characteristics by which one may ree-
ognize a friend that it's a little diffi-
cult sometimes to decide which is the
most potent.”

Indeed, he was honestly puzzling over
just that point. Something about her—
a smile, an inflection, a trick of the eye.
he eould not quite make out what it was—
tormented him by its elusive familiarity,
but when he thought he had captured it
and fitted it to a memory, it was gone.
Having failed to elieit from the lady any
direet information about herself, he now
determined to try negative methods. If
he could not learn who she was, he would
endeavor to find out who she was not,
and thus, by a process of elimination:
possibly solve the riddle. :
though she would not talk about herselfy
there might be other bait which worild
tempt her to disclosures.

“You said ‘Bobbie’ was ill,”” he re-
minded her, positive that he had never
called any man by that name, but un-
certain whether he had ever known this
one well enough to allude to him as Bob.
“T hope it's not serious—but of course
if it were you wouldn’t be here.”

“Oh no, it isn’t serious—only uncom=
fortable. TIt's lumbago. T offered to stay
home from the wedding, but Bobb
wouldn’t listen to it, so I said I'd come
with the Taylors. My conscience hurts:



though. Lumbago’s such a wicked thing
to be left alone with!”
- % Salve your conscience, then, by tell-
ing me all about ¢ Bobbie,” ” he suggested,
ling again over the name. “ Remem-
how long I've been away, and how 1
anger and thirst for news of people.
Begin with him, won't you ¢”
% Oh, it wouldn’t be modest for me to
about Bobbie,” she laughingly pro-
ed. “ Bobbie's mine, you know, and
isn't pretty to brag. Ask somebody
se. No, really,” replying to a gesture,
S couldn’t trust myself to talk about
Bobbie. It would be all in superlatives.”
- McEwen was beginning to have an un-
eomfortable convietion that his companion
perfectly aware of his embarrassment
and that he was being skilfully baited,
and he resolved that if this were true
he would beat her at her own game, dis-
cover her identity by hook or by erook,
and never admit that he had been puz-
But to accomplish this he must
walk warily.
- “Very well,” said he, proceeding on
the theory that she might be Marion
ing, whom he remembered as a par-
sularly attractive girl, with a facile wit,
though his mind retained no more im-
ssion of her physical appearance than
if it had been a schoolboy's slate,
ed clenn. “Tf you won’t talk about
obbie,” perhaps vou’ll consent to tell
about Tom—who, by the way, is even
b worse correspondent than 1 am.”
“Tom #” she questioned, her head tipped
one side, like a bird’s,
“Yes, Tom.”
*Tom—oh, Tom Deering
“Precisely. Tom Deering.” Through
f-closed, laughing eves he watehed her.
e bought a fruit ranch in California
al years ago, and has lived on it
since,” she glibly told him. “ He's
ied, you know.”
. es, I know.

last ¢
? Oh—TI havent seen him for—
long time.”
0? He felt that he was closing in
ibon her,

K 'NO.”

thought he came FEast every lit-
hile ¢
So he does. But it happens that T've
€¥er been here when he was.”
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“No?”
“ No. By the way, Marion—of course

you remember his sister Marion ¢

* Rather!™

“She’s in California now, visiting
Tom,” she informed him, in a casual tone.
“T had a letter from her yesterday, bit-
terly lamenting that she was not to be
with us to-night, and sending her love to
any of the old set who appeared, 1 sup-
pose that ineludes you.”

“ Thanks.” MecEwen gave no sign of
defeat. “ I'm sorry she isn’t here, but
perhaps she’ll return before 1 go away.
She was a good sort in the old days.”

Another girl whom he remembered as
possessed of sense, sympathy, and humor
was Ethel Knapp, who had latterly de-
voted herself, he had been told, to work
in one of the social settlements. Ae-
cordingly, he turned the conversation to-
ward philanthropy, and found his friend
so responsive that he was confident he
had her accounted for at last. But when
he left the field of wbstract diseussion
and asked a question touching specific
details, she shook her head.

“1 don’t know anything about that,”
she declared. * Ask Ethel Knapp. She
lives in one of the settlement-houses, you
know, and can probably give you all the
statistics yon want. [ think she’s to be
at the wedding.”

“Foiled again!” thought MeEwen,
amused, despite the awkwardness of his
predicament. All he said, however. was:
“Good! T always liked Ethel. Apparent-
Iy there are others going to the wedding
also,” he added, as a party of young peo-
ple hoarded the train and were hailed
by friends at the other end of the car
with joyvful eries, ahove the confusion
of which detached phrases concerning
bridesmaids, old slippers. and rice were
distinetly audible.

Twice again he cautiously felt his way
toward girls whom he and Forbes had
known, and each time, just as she seemed
within grasping distance, his eompanion
swung away from him, and out of the
haze surrounding her came that tantaliz-
ing, familiar call from the past, whether
accent or inflection or smile he could not
vet determine. He was desperately cast-
ing about for memory of another girl
who could possibly bave grown into this
woman, rejecting this one as too literal
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and that one as too insipid, when the lady
asked, somewhat uneasily:

“ Aren’t wo going a long way? Do you
know where we should get off 2”

“We go to Sixty-fifth Street, the end
of the road,” he told her. * It will be a
case of ‘all out’ there, so we can’t miss
it. - Then we take a trolley-car for a few
hlocks, and walk a block. Don’t worry.
I'll get you there all right.”

“Will you?’ She let him see a droll
twinkle. “ Do you remember the night
you undertook to pilot a sleighing party
from Yonkers to White Plains?’ Then
they laughed together.

“Well—we got there, anyway,” he re-
minded her.

“Yes, but think of all the other places
you meandered into first,” she riposted.

“ Oh, not so many,” he defended, think-
ing fast. Of whom had that party con-
sisted? Jack Alden, who was the host,
and probably Tom Deering, as the two
were chums. Jack’s mother had chaper-
oned them, he remembered, and the
girls—? “ Not so many—considering.”

“¢ Considering,” 1 suppose, that, being
a perfectly normal man, you preferred to
wander all over the countryside rather
than ask directions?” she teased.

“ What’s the use of depending upon
somebody else to tell you what you can
find out for yourself 7" he demanded, his
mind far away on that road from Yonkers
to White Plains. Marion, he now re-
membered, had been of the party, and—
Dolly Bain. The third girl eluded him.
“We found that road finally, didn’t we?”

“ Yes, but not by the Socratic method,”
she laughed. “ No; it sounds nice and
superior and masculine, your reasoning
does, but I'm afraid it’s superficial.
Either you haven’t gone to the bottom of
the matter and analyzed it, or you're
dodging the issue—and of course you
wouldn’t do that.” She regarded him
with mocking gravity.

“ Never!”

“t{What! Never? " she quoted.

“ By George!” exploded MeEwen. “ Do
you remember that amateur Pinafore we
gave? Deering was Rackstraw, and Dolly
Bain did the soprano—what’s her name?
T was Dick Deadeye, and Buttercup—"
He stopped short. staring at her.

“Polly Lancaster was Buttercup,” she
supplied. “ Don’t you remember Polly #”

HARPER'S MONTHLY MAGAZINE. .

“ Remember!” he ejaculated. If he had
not known that Polly Lancaster was so
where in the Orient, slaking her thi
for travel as the seeretary and compani
of a wealthy and peripatetic spinster with
literary aspirations, he would have sworn
that she was here beside him, going to g
wedding in Brooklyn. She had spent only
one winter in New York, visiting her
friend Frances King—and in a flash ae
companying that memory came the con-
viction that the puzzle was solved,
must be Frances King. But it was Polly’s
voice and Polly’s laughter and Polly’s
lilting personality that she recalled to
him, which was not surprising, inasmuch
as Polly had engaged his attention to the
exclusion of pretty much everything e
except study that winter. Ie had fre-
quently assured himself that he was not
in love with her, but neither had he been
in love with any one else since; and he
now realized that in all these years he had
never thought of Frances King except as
a sort of inoffensive and colorless ap-
panage of Polly. Even now, when he met
her face to face and found her anythi
but colorless, it was still Polly whom he
remembered. “ When I forget Polly Lan-
caster, I'll be dead.” he found himself
saying, boyishly. “That was a great
winter, wasn't it?” _

“It was the jolliest winter 1 ever
spent,” she assented, a trifle wistfully.

“ And Polly was the life and soul of
it. I wonder where she is nowt”

“She’s been travelling in the Orient
for three or four years with Miss—with
a literary woman.” ]

“Yes, of course I know that. But L
mean to-night. I wonder where she 18
to-night ¥

“T heard Howard say a day or two ago
that he had had a letter from her re=
cently, congratulating him, and so
and saying that they were just leaving&
for Central India.” _

% Yes, he told me that in his last letter™

“Oh, did he? Her eyes were hidden
behind drooping lids, and a fleeting sm
played around her lips. 1

“ But doesn’t she ever say anything
about coming home?" he demanded.

“Not a word.” 3

“T suppose she likes it. She alway®
wanted to travel. T wish she would com®
home. I’d go a long way to see Polly.”

,
s



# All the way from Mexico here?”

“ By George! I just about would!”

“ Really? I think that would inter-
s PO]LY.”

- “Do you? Whyt”

“ Oh—just because. Few people are so
well remembered through time and ab-
ce.” She gave him a glimpse of laugh-
ang eyes.

- “ All right; T'll write to her and tell
her so. What's her address?” He felt
for his note-book.
“T—1I don’t think T ean give you her
address—offhand, this way. I'll send it.”
~ “ Will you, please? Thanks.” Then it

pecurred to him that, as had always been

o case, he was allowing Polly Lancaster
to obliterate Frances King in his con-
‘seiousness, which was hardly civil, under

circumstances. Except for his in-
ity to remember faces, McEwen had
an uncommonly retentive memory, and
“mow that it had a eclew to work from, it
quickly reproduced for him the frag-
‘mentary gossip about Frances that had
reached him from time to time. She had
broken her engagement to Jack Alden—
whereupon he remembered, clinching his
certainty of her identity, that she had
been the other girl of that sleighing party

had married an Englishman whom he

had never met, probably ‘Bobbie,’ and
had spent at least the first year or two
of her marriage somewhere out of New
York. More than this he had not heard,
or, if he had, had forgotten.
~ “You've been away from New York
a good deal, too, since the old days,”
he suggested.
- “Oh? Then ‘Howard and the rest’
did tell you something about me, after
all?”  Again the quizzieal, amused little
?nmlo. but this time it did not fright-
€n him.
“Indeed they did,” he hastened to
elaim, “ but not as much as they should.
" And I'd like to know the rest.”
- “Oh? Well—if you'll tell me what you
already know about me Il try to fill in
the gaps.”
- “T’'m afraid 1 don’t know much about
¥ou since your marriage,” he confessed,
eager to show that he really had recog-
nized her. “ They wrote me about the
Wedding and that you had gone away,
and after that T rather lost track of you.
didn’t even know you were back.”
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“ But isn't that quite as it should be?
Don’t all good stories end with a wed-
ding and * they lived happily ever after '

“1 hope you've lived happily ever
after?” he ventured.

“Oh, quite!” And she looked as if
she had.

“ But where have you lived 1"

“ Does that matter? Isn’t how one lives
the important thing "

“ Now, see here, Frances,” he remon-
strated, “stop your dodging and answer
questions for a minute.”

“ With pleasure,” said she. “ Will you
first permit me to remark that it’s very
interesting to learn that you have at last
found out who I am?#”’

“ What on earth do you mean by that ?”

“Fess up, Ned! 'Fess up!” she urged.
“ First you tried Marion, and then you
hinted at Ethel, and then you wriggled
carefully toward Grace—"

“ Suffering Mike!” he scoffed, “ecan’t a
returned prodigal ask a lady about a few
other ladies without being accused by the
lady of not knowing any lady from any
other lady? You'll be telling somebody
next that T took you for Polly Lancaster
just beeause I mentioned her name!”

“No, I won't! I aecquit you of that!"
she declared, laughing. *So you still
say that you knew me from the first?”

“ Look here, Frances, are you serious?”
He grew suddenly grave himself. “I
wouldn't like to have you think I'd for-
get an old friend. Now, how ecan T prove
to you—why, there’s ‘ Bobbie’! Didn’t
I remember all about him?' At this a
delighted little gurgle of laughter broke
from her. “Is there any ‘ Bobbie’ con-
nected with any of those other girls?”

“ Not one!” she assured him. “1T have
the only Bobbie there is. And you did
remember him, didn’t you? 1'd forgotten
that for the moment. T'll forgive you
much for that!”

“Well, are you satisfied now?” he de-
manded.

“ Perfectly! Perfectly! Ned, you're
adorable! Such a proper, upstanding,

man-ny sort of man!”

“ Thank you kindly! Now go on. Tell
me all about yourself since I lost sight
of yvou.”

Well—you heard about the wedding.
For a year or two we travelled. Then
Mr. Chichester—"
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“ ¢ Bobbie " "
“Whe else?” She smiled happily.

“1le is, as you may know, an English-
man, and he beeame enamored of Austra-
lia, so he bought a big place there and
settled down to farming on a large seale.”

“The deuce! You don’t look like a
farmer’s wife.” She wrinkled her nose
at him saucily. “ Do you like it?”

“Didn’t I tell you in the beginning
that I preferred to forget my servitude?
Why foree me to talk about it #”

“ Then you don’t like it.”

“T like—Bobbie.”

“ Lucky beggar!
down in Australia!
been here £

“ Only a few days.”

“ When did you see Polly last? You've
no idea how you remind me of her!”

“Polly and I haven’t met in—long-
er than you'd believe. Why do you
keep insisting on dates? They're so un-
pleasant !

“Well, let’s talk about happy things,
then. Do you remember—"

They drifted into reminiscences, over
which they were still laughing when the
train stopped and the guard called, “ All
out.” On the platform they found sev-
eral surface cars waiting, and toward one
of them McEwen guided his old friend.

“ Ned, would it be of the slightest use
to ask you to inquire about this car and
be sure it’s the one we want{” she plain-
tively questionedl.

“ Not a bit,” said he, with amusement.
“ You haven’t any faith at all in me, have
you?! Do you see the illuminated sign
this car flaunts? That same legend is
writ out clear and fair in the directions
Howard sent me. Moreover, do you be-
hold all these other festive wedding-
guests piling in ahead of us?”’

They entered the car and dropped again
into their reminiscent chat. Presently
she asked if they were not going too far.
and he replied, easily, that it was “all
right.” A moment later the car stopped
and they left it, immediately behind the
younger party whom they had noticed on
the train and whom they now followed
to a large, gayly lighted house in the
next street.

As they passed under the earriage awn-
ing McEwen felt his companion hesitate,
and he asked, looking down at her:

So you've settled
How long have you
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“ What's the matter¢”

“ Nothing — much,” she replied, and
moved on toward the steps. 1

They had almost reached the top of the
stairs leading to the dressing-rooms, when
some one above them execlaimed:

“Oh, do hurry! It's almost time for
the eeremony now

“ Hear that?’ whispered MecEwen,
“ Can you go down at once?”

“Don’t wait for me,” she hastily
returned. “No—I insist! Somebody
stepped on my gown as we came in and it
may have to be fixed, but that’s no reason
why you should miss the ceremony. Go
down immediately—you can find me later,
Please!”™ Nodding brightly, she disap-
peared in the ladies' dressing-room.

McEwen found no one whom he knew
in the men’s cloak-room, which was no
surprising, but he was a little puzzled
when, on descending to the main floor,
he met no one who knew him. One or
two faces among the men looked vaguely
familiar, but as his half-smile won no
response he was afraid to trust his un-
certain memory and did not venture to
claim acquaintance. He bowed over the
hand of the woman receiving and mur-
mured his name, but others pressed close
behind him and there was time for noth-
ing more. He drifted with the current
through the rooms, feeling a little lonely
and dreary, watching in each face he mel
for signs of recognition, and at the same
time assuring himself that one never
does know any of the people one
at weddings.

Presently there was a stir and a whis-
per, the people crowded back toward the
wallg, the first strains of Lohengrin camé
from the hall, and the ushers marched in,
two by two. ecarrying ribbons. A white-
cassocked clergyman appeared near “the
altar, but among the men about him
MeEwen looked in vain for a familiar
face. A pink mist of bridesmaids float
past him, and the bride, a very young
girl, with starry eyes fixed on a youth
who presently received her from her
father’s arm.

It was all rhythmical and measured
but to McEwen it seemed a riotous ji
ble, with the unreality and inconsequence
of a dream, and before his dazed wits
cleared enough to show him that he had
followed the party of young people to the

1»
:



“SHE SAID YE'D

wrong house and was attending the wed-
ding of people he had never seen before,
the musie had ceased and the priest had
begun to speak.

MceEwen gave one desperate, hunted
glance around him, but he was hemmed in
on all sides; every one else was intent on
the ceremony, and to force his way out
'—II('I} would be but to increase the offence
of which he was guilty. There was noth-
Ing for it but to remain until these pretty

BE RACIN' UP HERE"

children were married and then to get
away as quickly as possible. He tried to
see Frances Chichester in the erowd near
the door. hoping she had not come down
in time to make her way into the rooms,
but he failed to desery her.

It seemed to him that of all the in-
terminable marriage ceremonies to which
he had ever listened, this was the longest,
bhut in time it was over, and he struggled
against the chattering, congratulatory
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tide to the hall, whence he despatched
a servant to find the host, while he busied
himself vainly trying to discover the
woman who had come there with him.

Mr. Denslow, whose house it was, ar-
rived duly, and to him McEwen presented
his card, his explanation, and his apolo-
gies, after which he hurried up-stairs.
At the door of the ladies’ cloak-room he
was met by a smiling maid, who asked:

“ Arre you Mr. MecEw'n "

“1 am, yes. Is there a lady—"

“ No, sor; she’s gon’”

“Gone!”

“Yis, sor. But she lift this f'r ye,
sor. She said ye'd be racin’ up here di-
rectly 'twas over.”

MecEwen opened the note, merely a half-
sheet of paper, folded, and read:

“Dear Nep,—I've gone to IHoward’s
wedding, The man at the door will tell

you the way—if you'll ask him.”

“Tlow long has she been gone?” he
demanded.

¥ Oh, she niver tuk her t'ings oE at all,
at all. She said she forgot somethin’, an’
I was to give you this, an’ off she wiut,
almost runnin’.”

“1 see. Thank you.” He gave the
girl a coin, thrust himself into his hat
and coat, and fled. At the outer door
he paused to ask of a man in livery:

“(Can you tell me where Mr. Keeler
lives £

“Yes, sir. Four blocks down to the
left and one to the right, sir.”

Four blocks to the left and one to the
right McEwen went, and there he came
to another gayly lighted house with awn-
ings and carriages and sounds of mirth
and musie. e slipped in quietly and
managed to get up-stairs unobserved by
any but the servants, but as soon as he
showed himself again in the lower hall o
man started out of a group, erving:

“ As I live, there's Ned MeEwen!”

“ Say, vou fellows, has anybody seen
Frances come in?” demanded the new-
comer as soon as he eould make himself
heard over the babel of welcome.

“ Frances? The other men looked
blankly at one another. “Who's
Frances?”

“Irances King—Frances Chichester
she is now.”

“ Frances King! Good lord, man, she's
in the Antipodes,” somebody told him,
* She lives in Australia.” '

“Yes, I know, but she's here to-night,
Yes, she is. She came over on the traiy
with me, but we—we got separated, and
if she isn’t here, I've got to find her.”

Waiting for no further argument, Iy
strode into the drawing-room, two
three of his old eomrades wondering a
his heels. As they approached the thicker
crowd about the newly married pair,
MecEwen pauséd. '

“There she is!” said he to the men
with him. * There’s Frances King, talk:
ing to that young woman in yellow.”

“Franees King your grandmother!
That’s Polly Laneaster,”

McEwen gave the speaker one stricken
look, and marched straight to judgmen

“We had all our plans made to g
into Central India.” she was saying, a8
he paused behind her, “ but then the cabl
came saying Miss Robertson’s play w
to be put into rehearsal at once, so
hurried home immediately.”

“They're all saying that it's reall
vour play,” said the woman in yellow.

“Tt isn’t my play at all,” indignantly
disclaimed Polly. “ 1 never created any
thing in my life—except a playwrights
and I'm very proud of her. She was try:
ing to write a poor novel and I made
her see that it was a good play. That}
all T had to do with it.”

“ Well, Polly Lancaster ¢ said McEwen
in her ear,

“Oh,” said she, calmly turning toward
him, “are you quite sure of me this
time? You must have asked somebody.

“1 didn't,” said he. “ You always n,ﬁ
out if you wait a little and use yout
gray matter.” -l

“If you don’t die first,” added Miss
Laneaster. “ Was it a pretty wedding®

“Hang the wedding!™

“Oh no! Tt's Easter week, Ned, ant
the proper time for weddings. There
one on nearly every bush to-night.”

“H'm! 8o I've learned.” i

“I dare say you might locate a fe!
more in this neighborhood—if you’d ash
she soberly reflected, a laughing devil
her eye. “ Or you might even discover
a belated wedding-guest whom’ you cml
follow to the deor and so save youf
pride.”
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“ Only one wedding will ever interest
me very much now,” he said, “ and that
will be yours. Polly, who's ¢ Bobbie "¢

“ Oh, have you forgotten again?’ she
grieved. “ You were so sure of him a
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“ Haven't you reduced me to pulpf
1 not asking? Who is * Bobbie '

* Bobbie is my own private and par
ticular pet-name for Eleanor Robertson
the woman I work for.”

little while ago.”
“¢As you are strong’—" he begged,
and left the quotation unfinished.

“The woman—thank the Lord!” fer.
vently breathed McEwen; and then,
less fervently: “ You imp!”

“3“End of Day
BY A. WARD

EAR'I‘!II.Y toil is done,—
Come and =it in sun,
While the last ray lingers in the west:
Empty hands may be
Folded on the knee,
Work is ended, it is time to rest.

Noonday heat is o'er,
Labor ealls no more,
Sit and wateh the erimson turn to gray;
Sweet upon the ear
In the quiet clear
Falls the thrush’s farewell to the day.

Rest is earned at last,
Feel how space grows vast!
In th' eternal depths a star leaps bright;
Faithful sentinel,
All is well—is well—
Naught we fear the coming of the night.

Now regrets but seem
Fancies of a dream,
Shapes of mist that fret us not nor grieve;
Through the tranquil sky
Homing pigeons fly, &
Iopes that strayed at morn return at eve.

Dim the landseape grows,
Like a mantle close
Veiling all we knew and loved before;
All the voices cease,
Darkness falls, and peace,—
And the dial points to Time no m#re.



A September Day on the Shore

BY HOWARD
NO other season by the sea is com-

parable to the late summer, when

the warmer months slowly, almost
imperceptibly, merge through days of a
nameless tranquillity into the more seri-
ons period of autumn. Yet, before this
fransition really begins, most summer
visitors desert the shore, leaving the
world of sand and wide-spread ocean to
its season of inviolable =olitude. Indeed,
if Nature were conscious of this with-
drawal, and now more openly and un-
reservedly informed the visible ereation,
she could not disclose a greater splendor—
such a deep and quiet splendor as mid-
summer days have only sugwested or par-
tially and intermittently revealed. Nor
is it necessary to look out upon the
royally carpeted marshes, whose hitherto
unbroken summer emerald now quietly
glows with orange and saffron, russet and
golden-green; nor need” we explore the
flowering hedgerows along the ereeks—the
unfenced, Nature-sown gardens of rose-
Llossomed mallows and yellow star-flowers
—to realize that this is the crowning
season. For, as 1 traverse the inter-
vening strip of sand. push a way through
dried shrubs and through goldenrod
stalks, whose filmy seeds, shaken free by
my passage, lightly float away upon the
soft breeze—as I pass through this tide-
made zateway in the wall of the dunes
and come out under the broad light of
the beach, the wide aspects of the ocean-
shore itself are seen to have experienced
a great transforming change.

Owing to the sun’s lower position in
the southern heavens, its reflection, even
at midday, shines more broadly over the
waters and farther out to sea, spreading
fields of glimmering radiance even to
the horizon. Then, too. slow flocks of
eirrus clouds drift upward from the west
over the sun’s otherwise intolerable rays,
softening and veiling their keen intensity
and luminously diffnsing the light; so
that the deep, amethystine blue of the

VoL, CXXIL.—No 124 —76

J. SHANNON

upper heaven is irradiate—even the
zenith is flooded with light, as the lower
shining reflection silvers the blue sea,
and there lives along the shore, on
this September day, a subdued and splen-
did radiance. -

How far one can see in this clarified
and erystal-clear atmosphere! how more
penetrative and comprehensive the vision
has become over other times and seasons!
Usually the mainland is invisible, or its
presence guessed, rather than certainly
discerned in the guivering heat-haze of
summer; but to-day it lies clear and dis-
tinet, a low, waved line of blue along the
western rim of the sen. Tishing-boats in
the offing seem closer inshore than they
really are; even the far blne shades of
square-rigged sails, that poise for a time
above the dim horizon, have a realized form
more distinet than previous months would
show; and, beyond them all, farther still,
trails a misty ribbon of gray, the after-
math of some ocean sfeamer’s passage.
Golden-green sedges such as rustle above
my head, and clothe the dune-slopes
about me, also erown the higher sand-
hills down the shore, except where the
steeper sides of shining white face sea-
ward. Bayhkerry shrubs, at the hase of the
hills, spread patches and irregular dark
clumps of russet-olive foliage against
pale reaches of finer grasses which clothe
the low mounds far away. T'pon them,
and over all this withdrawn realm, the
low sun sheds a quiet radiance, that,
like some rare, supernal solvent, seems
to remove all harsh, obtrusive appear-
ances from the natural world, reveal-
ing its purest self, perfeet in its in-
trinsic excellence.

And the sea! how tempered and yet
deeply expressive sound its rhythmic
thunders! Perhaps it is only the after-
effect of yesterday's storm which so strong-
I¥ swells heneath this heaving, labor-
ing surf that landward rolls; but an
almost conscious power seems to initiate
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the rising water-walls that advance and,
with earnest intention, slowly plunge to
their thundering fall, as if the great ele-
ment, like an errant, unwieldy instru-
ment, were ot last attuned to and unmis-
takably informed with the overmastering
concond of the hour.

To-day there is little disposition to
explore the shore, or to search along the
water-line for tide-cast, curious forms.
It is enough to look about and to breathe
this salt-tinctured atmosphere. It s
enough just to rest here within the
ghadow of the dunes, between these two

great tranquillities that lie all about me
upon either hand—the wide-spread world
of sleeping marsh whose winding erecks
show never a sail, and this other world
of the wide-spread sea whose surface
waves move over motionless depths—and
listen to the faint and far-ecalled eries of
their respective inhahitants. Softened by
distance come the faintly audible, musieal
callings of gulls which are gathered in
great flocks upon an offshore island. At
intervals they disturbedly fly upward
from some momentary alarm, then again
settle down upon the level beach; or
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flappingly rise in more wildly disordered
companies that take multitudinous flight
for narrow sand-spits which the receding
ride over against my hiding-
place. Here they settle down and quietly
{eed : henceforth disturbing elamors only
oceasionally rise,

Meanwhile, from the landward side,
from sedges which border the marsh, are
faint, twittered songs begun—and re-
peated, then quickly suppressed; as if
their authors were of un-
familiar, even unfriendly fields, and of
the mysterious forees which have brought
them here and will continue to urge
them wuntil they set forth upon their
long southward journey. For
these are well-known birds—

exposes

conseious

THE SHORE. 611

After a time one desires to explore the
beach, for last night's storm may have
east curious sea-creatures there; perhaps
some of those notable ones in harmony
with the day and with our mood—those
most beautiful members of all the ocean’s
progeny, which September gales so often
bear to the land. It seems curious that
the ctenophores, the animal forms 1 have
in mind, should have been mentioned
<o rarely in general literature; and, ex-
cept to the scientist, are so little known.
Fven the technical deseriptions by Louis
Agassiz are interspersed with expressions
of wonder and admiration awakened by
the -‘I'.Ill\' of our ]i\'illL’ !'I#'“l'l!?llll“'.‘:‘ He

rohins, sparrows, and meadow-
larks — already gathering to
their autumnal migration; but
these hesitating notes hardly
sygwest their usual confident
songs—they seem hardly more
than a memory of some long-
distant and half - forgotten
spring. Except for this there
is no sound. No, not one. For
[ am now =0 far removed from
the shore that even the mufiled
crescendos of the surf, heard
but a moment ago, have grad-
ually become fainter and faint-
er, until they have ceased alto-
gether: there falls a sense of
pause, a great ‘silence. Such
stillness supernal in a hushed
universe alwayvs wins from the
thoughtful mind its deepest
response, For this withdrawn
shore, however solitary: this
water-immensity, slowly,
majestically moving in  its
eternal round: and this late
summer sun, although it is
indeed the very apotheosis
of serenity —all these could
not and of themselves
apprise one, in this place of
absence, of a Presence rather,
and not far removed; in
unseen worlds the tidal seas

|0

:||f‘|l|l.“

onda

of peace are rising and are
overflowing their bounds, benef-
icences, too vast to be
tained there, instill their
Bencee iuln our \\'ur]t'l.

con- The

(5~

STRANGE ANIMALS OF THE SEA

ctenaphore Plewrobrackia swimming free near the
surface of the ocean
gales often bear to the land, are the most beautiful of all

These notable forms, which autumn

the ocean'’s progeny
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writes of one species, Pleurobrachia, 1
can truly say, I have not known in the
animal kingdom an organism exhibiting
more sudden changes and presenting more
diversified and beautiful images, the ac-
tion meanwhile being produced in sueh a
way as hardly to be understood.” What
this variety, respecting its
beautiful activity, is true

is true of
curious and
of all,
Although extremely tenuous, the eten-
|1|JI:II-I‘('.- are readily visible to an
focussed to discern the delicate bodies as
they float in the ripples of the receding
tide, lie, hall submerged, upon the beach,

eve
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or swim about in such basined hollows as
often appear along the pliable shore.
Here is such a hollow, filled with
limpid water. I bend down to serutinize
the elear depths, and see, among drifting
seaweed particles, the glinting shimmer-
ing globes of almost impalpable form—
the Pleurobrachia’s irideseing, quivering
Several half-inch
idly floating near the surface, as if in
temporary lassitude; glittering
with the spectrum colors which break in
brilliant waves along their moving. sun-

spheres. globes are

others,

lit sides, are playfully diving, as if intent
to show their wondrous powers; and ever
and again, as 1[11'}' move along,
are jerkily, retractively, drawing

inward the two streaming, pink-
fringed tentacles, that soon again
unfurl to trail gracefully back-
ward 1n motile evolutions of
their own.

After a brief contraction, the
bell again puts forth the wonder-
ful strands, which drop down-
vard the rapidity of a
plummet - line, and unfold to
soltly trail in still further grace-
lllll le-lt‘.{"[‘:l'!lill:_'-'- of li‘-.l('lill' 1i.-.-":|r-.
Then lateral
and, in finger-like extensgions of
web - fine line all the
length of drifting strand
with a fringe. Now
here, these delicate

with

PrOCesses  appear,
1i““'l!',
each
gossamer

now the re.

threads econtract into minute,
tightly tangled bundles; then
again, after a moment, uncurl

to streteh wide their rose-tinged
threads, like tactile organs, inde
pendently moving and exploring
the lignid near hy. Or they
stifly bend in ecurious, angular
directions: or almost
insensibly, lift; and, as if drawn
by a powerful eurrent,
upward. Another
they gracefully
wavering curves that
float. Suddenly, as if by a con-
juror’s art, the two widely wan-
dering fabries of displayed tissu

e«||:w1_\'.

stream
change, and
conform ti

||Il'--i\"-!_"'

are withdrawn: are l':lltj_"lll s

I'HE CTENOPHORE RISING FROM THE UNDER-SEA as 1f some wonderful seeret had

Six of the eight systems of mis swimming-plates been inadvertently shown, and
o A{alihla o huaii e guff- on & Hohs ke = .

I:.nr.ahlt:n”:-.-:rl ?llllul».\-.b'vl r|?|‘|-I-‘..‘-h-‘-.t.'-‘.'t(-l-}: I\!'w\.\l‘r‘:-;ﬂcl11.?I-r» are retracted into the two lateral

brillinnt irlidescence

[}(H_’l-{l"‘i which the bell ||t‘l-\'{|h'-.



THE GREAT ELEMENT SEEMS ATTUNED TO THE

Often the globe widely swings in con-
centric orbits, then turns upon itself
and travels toward the bottom to
plunge against the sand with vis-
ible impact and elastie rebound. It
becomes entangled with others resting
there. and one expects dismemberment
and injury; but. in unbroken integrity,
every detail of drapery is elastically with-
drawn and streamingly follows whither
the parent body leads. Hardly has the
mounting bell released the drooping
tissues, till they deviously float below, be-
fore it withdraws them unto itself, par-
tinlly staying its course meanwhile; then,
again, the linked cords are unloosed to
plumb the depths, while the glittering
sphere, with renewed energy, and with
swimming systems beating in  unison,
vietoriously rises toward the surface of
the water and the light.

As 1 observe Pleurobrachia circling
about, or diving far below, or steadily
ascending through the employment of
most individual powers, T almost fancy
that T am witness of some initial attempt
in adventurous flicht, and am pleased by
its successful consummation. Perhaps
the emotion awakened is due in part to
the ereature’s comparative unfamiliarity;

OVERMASTERING ConNcOomD OF THE HOUR

unevertheless no other frame in the lower
creation prompts, in its contemplation, a
greater feeling of wonder and of rever-
enee, a more immediate impulse to
earnest apostrophe.

Hoping to discover a- larger species
(for the swimming parts are very small in
these specimens) T travel farther down
the beach, passing, as I zo, many other
basined hollows containing the small,
rainbow-hued inhabitants. Soon many
familiar translucent bodies are seen half
stranded along the shore; but, although
several inches in length, they are so
tenuous as to dismember if removed from
their element. So 1 hollow away the
sand beneath one bell; then, when the in-
flowing water floats it free, a jar is
hrought beneath, and, water and all,
lifted to the sunlight for observation.

The webbed glohe of gossamer, light
as a cloud, half floats in the liquid.
It seems impossible that a strueture so
tenuons could have withstood the break-
er’s turmoil. Yet, although no pulsa-
tions, such as a jellvfish initiates, are
awakened in the bell, although the pli-
cated and multiplied folds of tizsue droop
dependent and motionless in the water,
the curious body rests secure in its liquid
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medium, as if sensitively adjusted there-
to, and ready to float free when an im-
pulse decides. Now the impulse awakens.
For see! like a globe of light, the im-
palpable, irregular sphere aloft,
and, propelled by invisible means, passes,
almost with a sense of translation, even
to the very top of the vessel and rests
in light contact with the water surface.
At first this mysterious flight bears no
evidence of being effected by material

S0aIs
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ordinated motion. Watch the bell which
has again drifted to the bottom and now
reposes there in uneven balance. Quiver-
ing movements are visibly passing along
ilaments, or tube-like channels, in the
globe’s interior; but these have to do
with the vital processes. It is upon the
surface of the bell that our attention
really centres. For, along eight band-like
structures, which sweep from the bell's
summit to its lower border, waves of mo-
tion are shimmering and shining
in the sun, and are iridescing

IRtDESCENT BELLS DRIFTING TO

Pale crim=on canals which delicately wvein

tissues flush the entire body with rose
attains a height of over four inches

color

means: it seems as if a body, counting
gravitative force as nothing, had by its
UWT1 lli""‘irl' .iﬂ‘i'!l !.rl’}}"(’]il‘l!.

Closer examination, however, will re-
veal definite propulsive structures which
exhibit the wvery quintessence of co-

THE AUTUMN SHORE

Beroe's
It often

as continual motile waves sweep
over the minute, hinged plates

that overlap in a multiplied
series down these wonderful
borders. Now, along the under-
most systems, do the flooding
ripples more vigorously and un-
restrainedly pour, until the
body’s  almost  imponderable

inertia 1s overcome, when it

tilts upward nearly perpendic-
ular; then all eight systems
more vividly waken and pour

their down-trending showers of
propulsive intention in
ing rainbow-cascades that break
in prismatic flashes and in
seintillating gleams, until, all
radiant and ablaze with brilliant
iridescence, the body floats light-
Iy aloft. We are told of the im-

waver-

pulses that pass like messages
along sensitive nerve-tracts, and
it almost seems as if here we
saw some otherwise hidden
life-activity in virgin purity.
With all reverence be it said,
one almost imagines that the

Power which brought the visible
world into being, had reviewed
its other creations — the star
forms of snow ecrvstals, the
transparent plates of mica which
flake from the rock,
and the rose-hued and purple-
dyed tissues of flowers, and then,
through the desire for a body
combining the structures and
delicate nature of these, but more mobile
and intimately expressive, the etenophores
were conceived and were born in globes
of palpable eloud—ribbed, and robed with
living light they floated free, to be, for-
ever, a symbol of the ITnvisible.

insensate
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What degree of sentiency informs these
creatures? Microscopic examination will
disclose certain structures of special sense
whose office has bheen ascertained. A
small glittering grain, or pellet, is sit-
pated at the base of a pit in the bell’s
depressed summit. This is the eten-
ophore’s so-called eye. or. more properly,
organ of direction. The minute, ecal-
eareous grain is delieately supported upon
four spring-like arms which equally bear
its weight. A cilinted groove proceeds
ontward from the base of each support
and separates into two divisions which
extend to the swimming-plates of the
respective sides of the bell. As a slight
tilting of the bell, one way or the other,
causes the pellet to press with greater
force upon the spring-like arm of the
tilted side, the impulse, so generated, is
carried along the ciliated groove to the
corresponding swimming system, which
quickens to increased saetivity, and the
animal’s equilibrium is restored.

Before being cast on shore, the cten-
ophores usually liberate their eggs, which
develop through the late summer and au-
tumn; then the young bells probably sink
fo the deeper ocean heyond the reach of
wintry gales. Very little is known of
this winter history: secience cannot fell
in what abysses of the dark ocean they
are harbored.

But let imagination in place of cer-
titude and of observation be our guide,
and we will see these creatures drifting
through the dusk of the deep, with the
curious animals of that place obscure,
in cold, under-sea currents that move in
undefined channels over the Atlantie
ooze. One hardly knows how to conceive
of these creatures wandering among the
lower life-forms of our globe, so great
a contrast do they present to their com-
panions. But this sojourn is only transi-
tory. For. when the seasons in their
revolution bring us to spring again, when
the upper world universally responds,
then do the etenophores, also, quicken
with new life, as if they realize their
pale, wandering season over. From the
informing Spirit of the bell impulsive
waves of motion more vigorously run;
from the unseen vital eentre eight erystal-
pure rivulets, as of a great and a visible
gladness, well up and rise to the summit
of the bell and overflow, pouring down its
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veiled and globed sides a glistening sue-
cession as of tremulous and half-spent
desires. Wave upon wave floods down
those gleaming borders, and wave upon
wave succeeds, until, through this in-
epired power, as of an inexhaustible emo-
tion-—through its ineflable impulsion the
etenophore slowly ascends.

A MAGNIFIED PORTION OF A SWIMMING SYSTEM

The minute, glassy plates (of Pleobrachia) are

hinged at the base and fringed at their outer

extremity. Each plate partly overlaps theone

beneath, producing a series which sucgests over-
lving plates of prismatic mica

We trace its course through the
ocean’s depths, peopled with strange in-
habitants that, dully moving through the
ooze, are ready to devour and destroy,
wonld this winged creature only pause
in its flight and grow still. But, guided
by the sense that distinguishes the height
from the depth. the above from the below
—guided by this one faithful sense alone,
the ectenophore steadily rises through
zone after zone of ocean, each concerned
with its own commerce of life and of
death, until the region of the upper sea
is reached, where the denizens that we
know are foregathering to the spring—
and, with soft contractions and with quiet
expansions as of inbreathings, the veiled
body rises still! Only when the sunlight
shines across the green water, only when
those eight quivering systems of material-
ized light ave struck across by the Greater
Radiance to break into rainbowed irides-
cences of erimson and of purple fire, only
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in the sense of this great and glorious

transfiguration do the veiled and con-
volved wings grow still and fold them-
-1'|\'l‘\ i!: pence il.illi repose,

Still other ctenophores drift ashore,

sometimes in sueh numbers as to clog
the nets of fishermen. The balloon-
shaped body of
Beroe ovatla is

visionary, celestial colors as the return-
ing sunlight from dark rain-
clouds after the storm.

strikes

One other impressive power, inherent
in these creatures of the sea, will soon
be made plain; for the storm-clouds,
which have shut down in thunderous blue
over the early
sunset, are al-

delicately flushed
with pale erimson
owing to the mul-
tiplied veinings of
minute
which branch out
from the main
trunks, situnated
behind the swim-
ming systems, and
commingle,
ing the bell
rosy ramifications.
In this species the
swimming-plates
are more robust,
and are readily
watehed under the
Ini('l‘u-vrr]ur. ”ln\'
they refleeg and
flash back the
light in brilliant
spectrum  colors,
l'{'ll‘]l a
note in the won-

canals

cover-
with

separate

= ready  spreading
a deeper gloom
over the dark
ocean. ;\H [ “f!
the ]lm}dml cover
from my ecarry-
ing-case, hardly
seeing 1t in the
obscurity, and
disturb the jars

which are packed
there, they gleam
as if afire and
asparkle with
blue and emerald
light. 1 lift one
vessel containing
Munemiopsis nota-
h]n fl:l‘ ile-'. I\I’i]-
liant phospho-
rescence. 1 shake
the vessel. A
brilliant blue-
green glow flares
up, brightening

derful, chromatie

all the water and

——————————n |

harmony! Pure the sandy bottom
. A JAR CONTAINING PHOSPHORESCENT CTENOPHORES A

erimson, or scar- ~ with a spectral
] i i = On « nights the crest of a breaking wave 1 \ %

et, orange, yel- will sometimes show a flarec reen fire where ghmmer. Again
Ii'r\\', hott ll--g‘rm 11, wre glows casions have been re- I shake 1t. ]’01]]1 )
or violet light el S Seawand of living fire

. a waterfall of fire, owing to the thousands of B

blazes back from SSp L e e break forth, and
each ’-fl“-“-“." [’Iﬂtv loo P and bead
as it rizes to and festoon them-

the sunlight; and these prismatic fires
run into each other and change with
ikaleidoscopic variety.

[nder the nlil-r-l:-'c-rn]u- the colors soon

fade, for, with the close econfinement,
the body processes wane. Now. only
pale, rainbow tints waveringly waken
over transparent plates that rise and
sink in feeble rippling motions, then
feebly quiver and cease. The wonderful

struetures are still. Last erimson and
lilae '.:]r:lln- blanch and fade from the
glassy surfaces, and the ctenophore dies,
faintly alight and irradiate with such

dependent eclusters and in
columns, a transitory uplifted fabrie of
nndecipherable design flares out against
the darkness and dies, for these indiecate
certain inner centres, possibly the seat of
vital powers which the daylight hid, now
revealed in the darkness of night. 1
cease to agitate them, and the fire dis-
appears; but, ever and again, as, moving
here and there, rising or descending in
the vessel, the bodies happen to brush the
cloudy sides of their
mentary soft light of exclamation glows.

A gathering gloom, such as sombrely

selves  in

fellows, a mo-
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jarkens the shore to-night, was advancing tissues: out upon the dim horizon, upcast,
sver the sounding ocean the first time I irradiating refleetions of interstellar fire
ever held a jar of ctenophores in visible brightened along the wind-swept borders
ssphorescence. And, upon that ocea- of the storm. And, as 1 watched, again
sion, as now, when I held the vessel before the ctenophore brightened; and once more
‘me, hardly seeing it in the obscurity, when the sky replied; for this life-cloud finds,
the mysterious bells glowed and flared in the vast, a great similitude to its fiery
ain in intermittent fire, the dark, drift- body of night, as to its rainbow-hued
curtains of the storm-clouds were vestment of day, suggesting that greater
selyves momentarily illumined by the similitude and veritable identity which
htnings' lambent glow. Within my our humanity believes it discovers in
nd’s reach glowed the veiled, cloudy great powers not its own.

The City’s Cry
BY FANNIE STEARNS DAVIS

THE City cries to me all day
And eries to me all night.

I do not put its voice away
When I put out the light.

With stars and frost and windy things, va
Eternal things and still, 2

The City laughs and sobs and sings k|
Across my window-sill.

O Sky of Stars, how wide you are!
How swept with light you le!
Yet never any leaning star
Can heed the City’s cry.

I lay awake when past the roofs
The planets all were strange.
. I heard the City’s wheels and hoofs,
The City’s shift and change.

The planets all were greater far
Than when I went to sleep;
And one long splendor of a star

Across the dark did leap.

But, oh, for all they were so proud
I heard the City ery,

And in my dreams I saw a crowd
Of wan folk herded by.

O Sky of Stars, though you are great,
Though dreams are heaven-high,
Monotonous and -old as Fate
I hear the City cry!

Vor CXXI—No T —-77



The Eclectic ' f

BY OLIVIA HOWARD DUNBAR

T was already after ten, although no
one had remarked it but Mrs. Archi-
bald, who always impatiently lived a

day ahead and who, even in this curious-
ly intimate atmosphere, could not en-
tirely surrender herself to the moment.
To any one watching us, it would have
seemed as if this group of men and
women, talking, not in the least lightly,
of other men and women, of the * ad-
venture of life,” and of the essential ad-
venture of love—it would have seemed as
if we were gathered about some common
vessel, perhaps some invisible loving-cup,
from which each eagerly drank, and which
each in his turn as eagerly replenished.
For it wasn’t merely that by such par-
ticipation thirst was stimulated rather
than assuaged;—the desire, with each of
us, to distil, and pour within the eup,
the pungent liquid of his own experience,
was no less obviously feverish. There
was not one of us, of course, who did
not suppose that he had effectually dis-
guised his contributed essence. Yet it
was almost like eavesdropping, I remem-
ber, to listen to the transparent general-
izations of young Reese, who had been
married only a year—and who, until the
last absorbing hour, had found us rather
an indifferent solace for his temporary
bachelorhood. And once or twice I
could see that discreet Mrs. Seabury’s
whole being was wrenched with the effort
to translate an apposite bit of auto-
biography into something decently cloaked
and impersonal. ’Neill, who was the
only professional dinner-guest among us,
did, as usual, a good share of the talking,
but even he had yielded to the spell of
veiled confession, and had laid aside his
aneedotal habit. A remarkable and con-
tagious intoxication prevails at such mo-
ments. One knows that he must speak;
but does not ask himself why, and is far
from considering what.

“ That merely illustrates,” Mrs. Sea-

bury had offered, in her spirited way, in

comment upon a story of O’Neill's, “ that
our best energy goes to verify platitudes!
We're all rebels when we're twenty. Our
lives aren’t going to swing tamely around
the same old tethering-stake that kept
our ancestors in that tiresome ecircular
groove of theirs! But by the time we're
thirty we see that our most profound ex-
periences have had what result? Why,
merely that of making some drab old com-
monplace stand out in letters of fire!
It’s so humiliating to have to rank one-
self among the spiritual bourgeois.
That’s why the most ravaging experience
is less painful than the sober, sensible
conclusion it drives one to!” She looked
about her in whimsieal defiance.

Dwight, the widower, who was the only
stranger among us, gave his hostess an
understanding glance. “ But that’s not
the whole story, Mrs. Seabury!” he re-
minded her, half lightly. “You know
of course that there’s an endless succes-
sion of such phases—rebellion and assent,
rebellion and assent!”

“Oh, but I knew I had some advan-
tage over you people who stop to think!”
chattered Mrs. Archibald, within whose
extravagant comments lay usually «what
to me was a quite fascinating kernel of
truth. Tt had often been observed that
ideas seemed constantly to be scampering
through this vivacious lady’s head like
mice through an empty room; but she
had no contrivance for detaining them.
So she had to talk very fast and fever-
ishly or the notion she pursued would
escape her altogether. “I never think;
and so, instead of having your morbid
experiences, I have always the sensation
of being original and unfettered. Re-
flection is the most unsalutary practice!™

“Tf we had all reached ninety,” Sidney
Reese gently ventured, “T1 suppose we
couldn’t disagree about these things; we
couldn’t even diseuss them. Haﬂng had
the same emotions and experiences, and
reached the same conclusions—we should



‘merely sit nodding in the sun and assent-
ing to one another’s tritenesses.”
“'I'bere aren’t many of us that es-
ape,” O'Neill pursued. “ And yet there
. mstauoes For example, I know of
mn.n who thought all this over when
he was very young, and thereupon chose
to discard all the notions that the rest
of us shape our lives by—chose, indeed,
to discard life itself, as we live it, and to
rame another that might or might not
‘be superior. Interesting experiment.”
There were encouraging murmurs from
most of us, but from Dwight, who until
s moment had given an impression

‘you knew Rendell 2"

- “Knew him? Why, no,” drawled
O'Neill, evidently veiling astonishment
at the manner of the question, which
immediately had altered and sharpened
he quality of our atmosphere. “He was
‘a Princeton man, I remember, somewhat
before my day, and I knew several fel-

never saw him and haven’t heard of

for years. I've often wondered if
he arrived at anything. Can you
tell us?”

~ “1 knew him.” was all that Dwight
conceded, his swarthy, haggard face un-
heeding our curious glances.

“ A sane man who refused life,” Mrs.

Seabury smoothly summed up.
we shall have to hear about him. That
s—was he sane, Mr. Dwight "’
% Entirely so,” Dwight answered, with
‘2 certain grimness. “ That, after all, was
“what differentiated him. The rest of us,
of course, are mostly delusion-fed.”

“Tt's not a quality that recommends
him!” Mrs. Archibald decisively ob-
served. “T never like a man whom
‘other men praise for his sanity. As for
women—Dbut who ever describes a wom-
an as sane?”

- With this she rose to leave, but her
hostess insisted that she stay—that she
spend the night, indeed, inasmueh as our
conclave seemed scarcely to have begun.
And the rest of us were briskly informed
that we might leave only when the story
was finiched. At which we all turned
thirstily toward Dwight. But it proved
‘not so easy to induce him to begin.
From the start it had of course been
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evident that the subject was far from
agreeable to him—but the man had an
odd sort of literalness that made him
helpless before our persistence. I am sure
that if he could have thought of an
excuse for declining which would have
been both honest and sufficient, we should
never have heard the story. But we were
all patient, and Mrs. Seabury was’ co-
gently persuasive; and at last our
friend yielded.

“1 knew Julian Rendell at college,”
he began, in a voice that had a sugges-
tion of harshness; and then paused.
“If I told you about him as he was
then, you would think him a prig; but
he was very far from that. 1 was one,
however, and that was why I preferred
sitting in Rendell’s room, listening to
his talk, to playing football with fellows
who were more of my own ealibre. 1
supplied the only need he had at that
time, which was that of an audience,
and he expounded, as boys do, upon
pretty nearly every subject in the uni-
verse. From what I can recall of his
talk, T can see very plainly that this
idea of his, that O'Neill has mentioned,
and that was to dominate his life, arose
{from no chance whim. It represented an
essential part of his nature. Not that he
was perverse—nor was he a natural
ascetiec. . But he was extravagantly
fastidions, incredibly eclectie—I think
that best expresses him.

“Of course a lad of that sort didn’t
take college seriously. He was too ma-
ture and too positive. And yet he was
more reluctant to leave it than I, who
thought it a very heaven. When T first
knew him, I used to protest, after the
manner of boys, that I was tired of
lecture-rooms, and that I longed .to go
away and live/—and I remember how he
used to smile. It interested and aston-
ished him, he said, to observe that other
people desired ¢ life.” For him the reason
for tolerating college was that it wasn’t
life—that it eliminated so many gross
and painful features of life. Its restrie-
tion and artificiality were what he com-
mended in it. Tt hadn’t any misery, or
vulgarity, or garishness—he would point
out to me—or social puerilities, or do-
mestic dulness; and these lacks he in-
tensely valued. 1 believed such an at-
titude to be highly admirable, and thongh
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at the time it was beyvond my reach, I
hoped some day to imitate it. I believe
even now that Rendell really was an
astonishingly developed youth for his
vears, and he must have found the cub-
bishness of even the most precocious of
us hard to bear.

“Ome day I remember that I was still
artfess enough to breathe to him the
word Adventure. It was a noun for
which I had great awe.

“¢Do you know what people mean by
adventure? he demanded. ¢ They mean
an opportunity of violently hating a man
or violently loving a woman; if possible,
a tangle of both.’

*“T digested this respeectfully, as usual.

I could understand that my enlightened
voung preceptor was not interested in the
emotion of hate; it was far too rudi-
mentary—"

“Nor in love?’ innocently questioned
Sidney Reese.

“Yes, He admitted love,” said
Dwight, slowly. < But the notion he
had then was secarcely an idealistic one.
.. . Oh, Rendell had everything wonder-
fully settled. He hadn’t an uncertainty
in the world.

“ Though Rendell’s was always a
tutelary attitude toward me, we were re-
markably close together as long as we
were in college. T became very dependent
on him; and I believe he was fond of me.
But after our Commencement, when we
all disappeared like so many drops of
water spilled from a jug, I didn’t see
or hear from him for two years. Nat-
urally, there was mno activity he could
logically engage in. He belonged to a
brilliant and rather conspicuous family.
If he had been the usual sort, they would
have . arranged a diplomatie career for
him. But, of course, with Julian—! In
my own ease, and in that of most of the
other men, there wasn’t muech question
as to what we should do with ourselves.
We simply settled down to our eut-and-
dried professions. T went in with.a firm
of architects, and at the end of two
vears felt myself a middle-aged eitizen.
Meanwhile T had heard that Julian was
in Egypt. But he never confirmed this—
and to this day I don’t know where he
spent those yvears.

“ Az soon as I heard that he was back,
I hunted him up without delay. My af-

~ rather more than any of us can bear.

fectionate awe of him was as strong as
ever. Besides, I hadn’t gotten that no-
tion of the importance of ‘life’ out of
my head, and ‘I was eager to know if
he, with his magnificent free opportunity,
hadn’t seen the shining light or felt the
great emotion. 1 had no doubt as to the
experiences that would have befallen me,
had T been at large for two years—my
idealism was ineurable. But Rendell as-
sured me, with a smile for my imma-
turity, that he had found nothing of
the sort. And indeed he bore no be-
traying signs of it. If he had changed,
it was merely that he had found more
things to dislike. The usual pursunits of
civilized men—society, sport, theatres,
clubs—he regarded with contempt. He
scorned the professions, and he recog-
nized that he had no supreme voeation
for any of the arts. As a matter of fact,
he seemed to me to have an extraordinary
gift both for music and for letters, but
he thought it futile to be less than
the greatest. I suggested to him at this
time that he devote himself to making
books of his philosophizings. But he main-
iained, in a spirit that was very far from
modesty, that no work of his could be of
permanent significance. Nothing that he
could do seemed worth while, because he
saw beyond everything. That was his:
curse, I think. An unclouded visionsis.

“Tt was never until this time that
he had put into so many words, in speak-
ing to me, his intention to decline ¢ life.’”
Dwight paused a little here and spoke
these sentences with a slow irony. “It
seemed to me a sublime course. Julian
himself T regarded as an anointed being.
My own content with an ordinary exist-
ence appeared nothing short of despicable.

“ Nor did it ever oceur to me that he
might weaken. That was the sort he
was; he compelled belief. So I was not
surprised when, shortly afterward, he
told me that he had bought a place down
on the Maryland shore where he intended
to live alone indefinitely. And to me and
to several other men he said quite casual-
Iy that if we cared to see him he should
be glad to have us hunt him up: but
that he should never invite us.

“The following summer I took him at
his word. His place wasn't easy to find;
and staying with him wasn’t much like



the nsual visit. He didn’t, of course, go
 in for horses, dogs, sport, fancy garden-
~ing, or any of the customary °country
- gentleman’ pastimes. No newspapers or
magazines ever came there; in faet, he
had no post-office address. 1 must re-
_peat, however, that he had mno ascetic
ideal. He merely chose to withdraw
himself from the vulgar, the trivial, the
irrational. And in his view most ele-
ments in the lives of the rest of us fell
under those categories. He was by no
means without his luxuries in that
hermitage of his; but they were of the
most delicate and sublimated character.
Two Japanese servants took care of the
whole establishment. My host and I
didn’t eat together, I remember, for
Julian regarded that as a barbarous
“eustom. When one of us was hungry,
‘he merely helped himself from stores that
included the choicest fruits, the most
‘delicate wines—"”

“When the invader came,” coolly de-
manded Mrs. Archibald, as though there
‘had been some transition, “did she ac-
cept all this fantastic arrangement or did
‘she disturb it?”

“The invasion,” Dwight answered,
slowly, “was too brief to allow of
any—rearrangement. The invader was
cast out.”

“ But so very many ladies must have
been supplicants for his hand,” suggested
O'Neill, no longer able to suppress his
‘habitual flippancy.

“This lady was not,” Dwight grimly
‘stated, without looking up.

“T see how it was—he was in love
‘with her,” announced Mrs. Seabury.

~ “T bave every reason to beclieve that
he was.” Dwight seemed to measure his
syllables.

- We all waited.

“. ... But his scheme had not in-
‘eluded the indulgence of that emotion.
8o he—declined her, with the rest of life.”

“He was a fanatie, of course,” said
Sidney Reese,

“ No, he was not. But he was so con-
stituted that in the most blinding of hu-
man ecrises he still retained the power
of choice.”

“ And she?” asked Mrs. Seabury, soft-
ly. “You'll have to tell us, I think.”

- Dwight now looked as though he had
been swept o far backward by his remi-
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niscence that he was scarcely longer con-
scious of the listeners who groped after
him. Nor did his narrative from this
point cost him further effort. It was
rather the easier course, I surmised, for
him to continue. And we all forbore
further interruption, for in some way I
am sure we all knew that he was tell-
ing us something that he had never
told before.

“ The one pastime that Rendell counte-
nanced,” Dwight resumed- his thread
again, “ was sailing the seas. It had
for him none of the childishness or bar-
barity of other forms of sport. Indeed,
in his attitude toward the sea he was
something more, I used to think, than
coolly reasonable, Tt brought out a
kind of mystieal fervor in him that noth-
ing else in the world elicited. And, al-
though he would never leave his place
for any other purpose, he was not un-
willing to board a comfortable deck. So
one summer, & year or so after my visit
to him, a friend of his and of mine took
us both eruising on a yacht. There were
only a dozen of us on board. And one
was a young woman who—

“ Oh, well, it’s not necessary for me
to deseribe her. But any match-maker
would have delighted in bringing this
girl and Julian Rendell together. Any-
body could see what obvious complements
they were. However, no manipulation
was mnecessary in their extraordinary
case., They discovered each other within
an hour after sailing. And from that
time on, though withont any suggestion
of coquetry on her part or mere dal-
liance on his, they spent all their time
together. The other people on board
leered amiably, with an assumption of
understanding. But those two noticed
nothing. They were too desperately
serious. I was the only one, I think,
who understood how serious they were.
I knew that they were having their
supreme adventure. But it didn’t in-
spirit me. I knew Julian too well. I
had too well-founded a fear of the out-
come. . . . We were on the yacht two
weeks. And when, at the end, we came
ashore and exchanged our cheerful, com-
monplace farewells, Julian and—Julian
and the girl smiled and shook hands. . . .
They never saw each other again.

“T think perhaps I may be pre-
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senting his case too gently when I say
that he declined her. As a matter of
fact, he did nothing of the sort. He
accepted her. He accepted her radiant
and measureless love. But he made his
own use of it.

“You see, it was the girl’'s miserable
fate not to offend him in any particular
—and nothing less than what he consid-
ered consummate perfection could do
that. There wasn’t a point in which
she didn’t =satisfy his ecruelly exigent
taste. Nor was his the only judgment
that found in-her every imaginable grace
—of body, of mind, of spirit. It would
have been very well if he had been con-
tent with approving. But he chose to
love her. And he intended that his love
—the astonished rapture, that is, of those
weeks on board the yacht—should not
wane. He intended to preserve the lu-
minous thing forever, in the erystal of
his imagination—and her presence near
him was by no means a necessary adjunct
to that feat. It was something he was
quite capable of doing; he knew his
powers. All the poetry of love he made
his; he merely rejected the prose.

“We all know that the prose is less
desirable—"

Dwight looked at the faces about him
—at the gallant mask that was Mrs. Sea-
bury’s, the anxious triviality of Mrs.
Archibald’s, the smooth, hard disillusion-
ment of O'Neill’s, the sudden dismay in
Reese’s. . . . Oh, it was quite plain that
his audience understood !

“ —_The barrenness of conversation five
or ten years afterward,” he went on,
“ the tiresome, inelastic matters that mar-
ried people are foroed to have in com-
mon, the sometimes sordid familiarity—
we all know this. But we don’t speak
of it muech. We don’t constantly face
it; we don’t, above all things, throw it
in the scales together with the one price-
less experience of life! But Rendell did.
He wouldn’t have the woman he loved
on those terms. For him it was infinite-
ly easier to lose her. Her side of it, of
course, he didn’t dream of considering.
So they shook hands, as T say, and Ren-
dell went back to his place and read
Plato and took sea-baths and—well, at all
events, he kept himself quite free from
the disturbing or the commonplace. His
existence remained entirely undefiled.”
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“1 suppose she went into settlement
work,” Mrs. Archibald wunemotionally
interposed. }

“ She—married another man,” Dwight
corrected, very slowly. “You see—she
was a woman of great kindness, Ay
there was an unfortunate chap hanging
about who had also been hanging about
a good while previously, and with whose
sentiments toward herself she was entire-
ly familiar. So when she caught her
breath after the cruel thing Rendell did,
she was so thoroughly a woman, she had
such a passion for conferring happiness,
that she chose to confer it on the one who
seemed to her most to need it.”

“Oh, but that’s so comforting.” Mrs.
Seabury smiled. “I was afraid you were
going to tell us something much worse”

“Tt couldn’t have been worse. I mean,
she couldnt have made a more serious
mistake. There was no high and just
appropriateness in the marriage she made,
as there would have been had she mar-
ried Rendell. She was too superior a
creature, she had always to stoop—oh,
I don’t mean that it wasn’t always in
the most beautiful way—but nevertheless
she stooped. But of course that wasn't
the greatest diffculty.

“The reason the thing was so horribly
wrong was that she was still, of course,
in love with Rendell. And there he was
in the same world with her, still alive,
still, as she well knew, loving her. At
every moment of her life she was con-
scious of the man to whom in imagina-
tion she belonged, yet who had denied
her, who had shut her out. And that was
no fault of hers. It was inevitable. She
and Rendell did belong to each other. . . .
And under those circumstances you can
see that it wasn’t much solace for her
to have always a secondary sort of chap
at hand. As for the chap himself , . .”

Dwight had filled the loving-cup to
overflowing now. Silently we shared in
the draught. 1 fanecied I detected the
others striving, as I strove, not to bhe-
tray how deeply the man’s singular rev-
elations had moved us. And an hour
before T had thought him an agreeable
but slightly arid companion !

“Tt was an odd sort of inverted
jealousy that afflicted him. T do not be-
lieve there was anything base in the emo-
tion. Tf jealousy was ever justified, his




must have been. He had, of course, mar-
jed the woman he loved. Your common-
place observer would tell you that should
have satisfied him—that his own attitude
was fantastic in not surrendering himself
to happiness. But the wisest of you will
‘understand the wretched falseness of his
‘position. You will see that his torment
—thongh having, as he did, her com-
panionship, and the privilege of constant-
beholding her loveliness, accepting her
acts of kindness—was undoubtedly far
‘greater than that of Rendell, who never
w her, yet who effortlessly controlled
her life and thought. Oh, Rendell knew!
Jt’s absurd to imagine he didn’t know—
as she knew—as her husband knew. But
a word of it could be spoken. They
sgpent their lives in a dusk of silence—a
“dusk so deep that it seemed at times they
‘could scarcely see each other.
- “Oh, well, I needn’t go any further.
1 have told enough to show you how
wrongly it all turned out. Three lives,
‘and not unimportant lives, were utterly
‘wrong. And all through the whimsies of
- a fellow who thought too much. We
muss life so terribly —the important
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things at least—when we think too much
about it. We ought to approach them
simply—accept them naturally. Perhaps
Rendell knows this now. Perhaps it all
seemed different to him when she died.
I don’t know how that may have been.
But he can never know how wrong he
was. Only one man knows that. Nor
would there be any virtue in his knowing,
now that it is irremediable. He may still
be comparing, selecting, declining. . . .
At all .events "—Dwight looked at Mrs.
Seabury with clear candor—* I've told
you all T know of him. You may form
your own opinions of his theory—and of
his applications.”

“ There’s more than one deduction to
be drawn from that story,” remarked
O’Neill, trying to restore a natural tone
to our atmosphere.

“ Only one important one,” said Sid-
ney Reese, with convietion.

“ Sidney, you're all youthful aggressive-
ness,” began Mrs. Archibald, in a fa-
miliar manner; and ended, surprisingly,
“1f you were older, you'd understand—
oh, well, you'd understand that there isn’t
one of us that doesn’t agree with you!”

Song

BY RICHARD LE GALLIENNE

LL the words in all the world
Cannot tell you how I love you,
All the little stars that shine—
To make a silver ecrown above youj;-

All the flowers cannot weave
A garland worthy of your hair,
And not a bird in the four winds
Can sing of you that is so fair.

Only the spheres can sing of you;
Some planet in celestial space,

Hallowed and lonely in the dawn,
Shall sing the poem of your face,
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BY MARGARITA SPALDING GERRY

weather - beaten neighbors strung

along the shady road that for al-
most a hundred years had been for the
village the highway of life and death.
During the years the journeying of many
feet had left traces in the deep grooves
of stone door-steps; while the ebbing life-
flood of the countryside had left its tide-
mark of an ocecasional windowless, door-
less tenement, the shell of a dead family,
flung high by a grassy wayside.

But this house was newly painted,
glaringly, cheerfully bright with its reds
and yellows, beside the soft melancholy
of weather-tinted shingles. The walk that
led to the door was dazzlingly white with
powdered clam-shells, Through the wood-
shed door there was a glimpse of the
winter's thrifty store of wood, already
piled high, although the flowers of the
brief summer were in their glory beside
the road. Back of the house was the
orchard, the trees heavy with still green
fruit; stunted, domestie, familiar trees
they were, that seemed to hump gnarled
shoulders and stretch limbs distorted
bearing fruit for man—Ilonging for the
careless earess that should be the reward
of their service, The only disorderly
region of the whole snug domain was
where the old stone wall that formed its
boundary from the road was buried under
the load of eager summer life that had
flung itself forward in search of a foot-
hold where it could bloom and bloom and
bloom its unthrifty, prodigal joy into
thrifty brownness and seed.

But seed-time was far distant on the
morning when it caught my vagrant eye,
and there was no trail of brown in all
the sweet tangle of wild-rose and morning-
glory and blackberry vine. Tt was the
wild roses that held me, the glory and
the pathos of the northern summer—un-
matched, ineffable in their morning blush
and melting eurves—and to bg shattered
at the violence of another day.

THE house stood out among its

As I wondered at them, a little gray
figure like a shadow was visible for an
instant between the house and the wood-
shed, then disappeared. But in that in-
stant I caught sight of a small, peering
face in the aperture left by a close-
clutched shawl, and was gripped by the
drowning eagerness of the eyes.

I waited, with an odd sense of obliga-
tion to remain—my eyes for the pink and
green of the rose hedge, my nostrils full’
of the delicious compound of salt and
balsam and faint, sun-distilled flower-
perfumes, my ears busy with the melody
wrought by the chorus of small chirping
voices and the deep organ-song of the
telegraph wires overhead, chanting of the
eager work of the hurrying, growing
world.” But my mind was concerned with
the human life that had somehow sent
me its appeal.

As the minutes passed, with no return
of the small gray figure, the uneasy sense
grew that eyes were on me from behind
the closed shutters. I began to ecast
around for some plausible reason for
knocking at the door. I was not con-
victed in my own mind of curiosity; it
was merely that I knew it was meant
I should enter. When one has been
friendly with elemental things for long
vacation-weeks impulse grows to have
the authority it was intended to have.

Fortunately, lacking noon as it was,
a woman eame from her door across the
road, put a huge conch-shell to her lips—
for which bit of the old time I secretly
blessed her—and ecalled for the midday
meal. Then the reason came to me—that
hunger which we at the Camp so eare-
fully cultivated and concerning which
we exchanged exultant meal-time notes.

I reconnoitred. There was a milk-pan
sunning on a bench by the side door, and
a half-submerged pail in a tiny spring-
house by the side of the brook. The house
looked mneat and trim and prosperous—
T would ask for a glass of milk,
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. The door opened almost at the instant
of my knock—it must, then, have been
‘her eyes that I had felt watching me.
And yet, when I entered, she blotted her-
self against ithe wall, with her shawl still
protecting her, in the afttitude of one

' #7 wonder if you could spare me a
slass of m:lk? I have been walking—"

hy the amazing eﬁect of my words. Her

rath came in short, frightened gasps,
her wondering, wide-opened eyes were on
my face., What had there been so ex-
traordinary in my request? Was she in-
sane? But I had beard nothmg of any

'sual!y not much concerning one an-
sther’s deficiencies that neighbors are not
willing to impart.
~ “If you have none that you can
spare—" T was turning to go, when a
small elaw of a hand was darted out. It
seized my sleeve feverishly.
- “Just come in—and wait—in—in the
pa’lor!” she gasped. Her voice had the
ereak and rasp of the door she threw open.
The damp, earthy air of the closed and
shuttered room enfolded me as I groped
around in the dim light for a seat. I
found it in a stiff, horschair-covered
chair beside the centre-table. In the
gloom I dimly saw three other chairs
‘and a small sofa against the wall, framed
photographs, a crayon of a larger size, a
picture of a large ship under much mathe-
‘matically exact sail. the oval frame and
giasa that sheltered a stiff wreath of
uneral flowers. Big shells were sta-
honed at either end of the empty hearth,
lnd a china dog and a small spangled ﬁg‘-
o bearing a basket were placed mathe-
‘matically distant from a fan-like spray
of cornl on the centre of the mantel-
shelf. There were, in fact, all of the
‘objects absolutely necessary to proclaim
to the world respectability—and the cheer-
less order of non-use.
~ Before the chill had had time to pene-
trate, my hostess was back. One hand held
out the brimming glass of milk, the other
clutched closer to her head the shawl.
could see, even in the dark that made
Df her form a black instead of a gray
shadow, that she watched me, while T
drank it, with an anxiety that had in it
something feverish and even tragic. The
Vor. €CXX1 —No, 74.—78
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chilling presentiment of the abnormal
that pervaded me did not keep me from
realizing that the milk was delicious, rich,
ecreamy; and that, when we summer peo-
ple who scoured the country for milk and
cream were becoming accustomed to the
dismal blue that must serve for all but
the babies.

“ Thank you so mueh,” I said, as I put
the glass back in her hand. “It’s evident
the drought hasn’t affected your cows.”

There was a pause before she responded
to my trivial remark—a pause that car-
ried with it something of the awkward
effect of unused machinery, and some-
thing of what would have seemed to
me, had it not been so evident that there
was nothing in the situation to justify
it. panie,

“JT—haven’t any cow,” she said final-
ly, as if a confession had been wrung
from her.

“That saves you trouble.” I was fum-
bling with the clasp of my chatelaine
bag—surely I had placed some small
change there.

Again there was the pause that seemed
more freighted with meaning than com-
mon sense could justify, And again the
unwilling speech:

“T1 haven’t any menfolks to do stable
chores. And sinece the rheumatiz got
to my hands—"” A glance at the small
knotted hand that still held the shawl
together completed her sentence.

“ But how lucky you are to be able to
et such good milk from your neighbors!”
There is a human instinet that makes
one cram a cheerful truism down the
most unwilling throat. “I wish you
would let me know who furnishes it.
Maybe we can beg some from him at the
Camp—" How much, I was wondering,
should T offer? Tt seemed to be as heinous
to give too much to our business-like
country hosts as to give too little.

“ Most of the cows are drying up,” she
said, her eyes uneasily on my hand and
the chatelaine bag. “1It’s been awful dry
—and then the pasturage s giving out
’most everywhere about here.”

“ But they let you have it—"

There was a long paunse.

“Yes. They’re-—kind—-'[ suppose you’d
eall it. But then "—was there a touch
of defiance in her tone?—*T don’t use
mueh.”



626

1 had found the coin I sought and had
risen with my hand outstretched, when
{or the first time she raised her eyes and
met mine fairly; small eyes hers were,
twinkling warily far back in their nest
of wrinkles. And they held me while 1
was made to know that a sick soul waited,
fearing, hoping, some decision of my own.
What was it Why was she so furtive,
so strange, so hidden away, yet so wist-
ful? The instinet that sometimes saves
us from ecruel blunders made me finger
undecidedly the coin that, in every other
house of the whole region, would have
been accepted without question. And I
put it away.

A sigh escaped her, and her face
quivered for an instant into satisfaction.
She turned and eagerly beckoned me into
the room across the entry. It was a
homely, worn place, kitchen and living-
room together. There was a small round
table covered with a red cotton cloth, a
painted pine sideboard with a few pieces of
glassware on it, a tarnished old “ castor”
with its vinegar cruet and salt and pep-
per, a flaring glass eake-dish on a long
standard, a tumbler or two. In the built-
in cupboard were a few coarse plates and
cups and saucers, and drawn up to the
table was a cane-bottomed chair, while
a black-painted rocker with a cushion of
cotton patchwork was under the window
—geraniums blooming cheerfully in old
tomato-cans, Poor as it was, the room
was cheerful with the mnoontide sun
flooding it.

“Won’t you—sit down?” There was
a new decisiveness in my hostess’s man-
ner. While she pulled the rocking-chair
invitingly forward, her shawl fell to the
floor, and she picked it up with a
gesture of finality and hung it on a
nail behind the door. I glanced at the
small drab calico-gowned figure with still
growing curiosity. Her head was erect
and her eyes were bright and excited.

“Won’t you—sit a while and take a
dish of tea with me? Her breath came
fast in an anxiety I eould not disappoint.
But the sense of bewilderment deepened
as I assented, trying to let none of the
cffort with which I spoke ecreep into
my voice.

Then she began to bustle feverishly
about. There was at first uncertainty
in the movements with which she raised
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a leaf of the table, set on it a cracked
sugar-bowl with one handle gone, two
horn-handled knives, and plates. But
confidence had come when she paused and
looked undecidedly from me to the lowest
shelf of the corner cupboard. There was
a dawning child-pleasure in her look,
struggling with secretive cunning.

“1 ’most believe—" She paused and
drew a long breath. “ But there ain't
anybody about here that knows.” She
looked at me dubiously. “ But ”"—with a
sudden dash of desperate resolution—
“T'N get it out!”

There was an interval of rummaging,
from which she emerged holding an ex-
quisite Royal Canton eup and saucer deli-
cately between the thumb and finger of
either hand. She set them down on the
table before me.

“There! T had the whole tea-set onee.
My gran’ther brought it to me when he
came home from his China v'yage the
vear after T was married. He was a sea-
captain and he owned the best ship in
the ha’bor. And the China trip was the
biggest thing any one about here cal'lated
to do then.”

“ Was your husband a sea-captain toof?
And is that the pieture of his ship
in the parlor? T was admiring the
rvich yet delicate coloring of the deco-
ration and the warm, transparent tone
of the ehina.

“Yes; but it was all the coast trade
when he went to sea. But that’s played
out now—for any but the big companies
—was before he died—" She caught her-
self up with a frightened glance at me.

“And the china? T prompted her
gently. Was there, then, some disgrace
of the husband? T seemed to be merely
repeating lines in a play, the outcome
of which T knew but had mysterious-
ly forgotten.

“Well—I =old most of it. Not that
there was anybody would give me any-
thing like what it was worth., There
ain’t anybody here that has the money
to—" A queer gleam of malicious pleas-
ure shot across her face. “ My gran'ther
could have bought and sold any of—
Them in his day. But I kept this one
and hid it, so—They wouldn’t know I
had it.”

“¢They’? T had suggested the ques-
tion before T had realized how imperti-
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qent it was. She gave me another of her
quick, dubious glances.

“ Any of the neighbors’ children. They
‘might break it; it’s so thin,” she ex-
plained, breathlessly. * Sometimes they
in to pile up the wood or bring it

., when

“ They haven’t any ecall to do it—un-
Jess they want to,” she said, sullenly.
“ And I cal'late to pay their mothers—
someway. I darn their stockings some-
times, or sew buttons on for them—that
is, I used to. But now—my hands—"
She gave an angry look at the knotted
little fingers. “ It’s beeause of my hands—
py—" She checked herself ngam, and

"Then
she went to rmmnagmg again, unhl she
brought out a tiny canister of tea, with
strange sprawl of Chinese characters
“ What tea is that ¥’ I asked. * I never
saw that before” .

“ Nor ever will,” she amended, with an
attitude of growing dignity. * That's

sn’t the kind that loses its strength. when
it's properly wrapped up, either. You
needn’t mind drinking fthat. It was
given to me before—" She caught the
look of wonder that must have been on
my face, and stopped herself with a sharp
note of impatience in her voice. “T'I
o out and get a stick of wood,” she said,
dryly, and went out of the room.

But she tiptoed back again in a mo-
ment to ask me, with an elaborate care-
sssness that I have seen equalled only
‘when my little daughter prepares for me
Some gigantic “ s'prise "

“ 1 suppose you haven’t seen any straw-
‘berries up here sinee you eame #”

% No,” T answered, taking the cue with
the ease that comes of long practice.
“They were all gone. I believe, when
‘we got here.”

~ “Too bad, isn’t it?” she =aid. “ And
've heard the rusticators mainly like the
Mlavor of the wild strawberries, too! Well,
Tl set the kettle to draw in a minute
now.” 1 heard her chuckle slyly as she
dipped back again.

- When she came back, to place before
me n plate of ginger cookies and a tiny
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jug of eream, the excited color had risen
to her face. But, although her voice
shook with nervousness, there was a sweet
dignity in her manner as she said:

“ Will you draw up your chair, please ¢’

‘¢ were seated. She bent her head
to ponr out my cup of fragrant tea. “I
will take as many cups as I ean swallow,”
I vowed to myself as I saw her face. No
little girl at her first tea-party with a
new set of Christmas dishes could pos-
sibly have been more rapt.

Tt was a real party as we sipped our tea
together—it actually was the most deli-
cious brew I have tasted for many a day.
But she directed sly glances toward a
mysterious covered dish she had slipped
on the table at her side. The first
instant when I had stopped dilating
on the tea she whisked off the cover.
There was a dish of fresh strawberries,
red against a wreath of their own
green leaves!

“ How lovely!” 1 eried out with pleas-
ure—it really wasn’t any effort at all to
play my part—the “s’prise” was un-
doubtedly charming.

“ They grow right back here in Capn
Beasley’s wood-lot,” she beamed. * You
needn’t mind about eating them at all
They're anybody’s for the picking. And
T've had so-many of them I'm tired.”

Naturally it was my réle to linger over
each berry, expatiating over its perfection,
the exacd difference in flavor between it
and the cultivated varieties, the reasons
for the difference. With the last berry.
however, I found it necessary to change
the topie.

“ These are delicious cookies,” I said.
But there evidently was a false step. A
pall fell over the party. She hurried in
her explanation :

“ Mrs. Adams—across the road—sent
them to me. She baked this morning.
I don’t cook, myself—anything fancy. T
never was much of a hand to eat—and
it's little I need-—-now. Just bread and
butter and tea and a mite of fish or pork
now and then.” She seemed trying to
justify herself in my eyes.

“ What kind neighbors you have!” I
said.

“Yes, they're—kind,” she replied.

And then it dawned on me that
I had before insisted on the *kind™-
ness of her neighbors; and that she had
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answered me with the same half-sullen,
half-ironical intonation.

Hunting around for another topie, my
eves fell on the neat and plentiful wood-
piles that I could see as I sat facing the
window. So I was eloquent concerning
the pleasure of the big wood-fires at the
Camp, and wondered who would bring
us more hard wood. That made her
wince again.

“ 1 don’t know—1'd ruther not say—I—
get mine from Cap'n Beasley. But he
don’t eallate to—sell—to every one.”

I realized at last that my mission in
her house, for some mysterious reason,
was merely to eat—that what she wanted
was to feast her eyes upon a guest at her
table. So. while she herself merely pre-
tended to be eating, I dallied over every
ginger cookie, and ruthlessly ate wup
every one of them. And I drank three
cups of tea. With each mouthful that I
ate—and with each word that I didn't
say—the little woman opposite me seemed
to grow in stature and dignity. I could
see her shoulders straighten before my
eves; hollows in her cheeks were filled
out; the dead gray of her skin took on
a living tone; her eyes came out of their
ambush and were gentle and benignant
as Nature must once have intended them
to be; she seemed to loock at me with
affection; the scant gray hair shone with
a silver lustre—the recollection came to
me of the last sunset 1 had seen, when
the stark rocks of the island opposite had
been wrought into softened splendor by
the passing miracle of the afterglow.

At last, when it seemed to me that
there was no possible reason for not go-
ing, T rose to take my leave. The old
woman put out her hand to detain me.
She withdrew it in an instant, but the
motion had made its record. It was the
despairing elutch on eompanionship of a
desolate soul. So I paused again at the
threshold, in view of the living beauty
of the outside world, the jewel-studded
green, the romping waves, the sky's in-
nocent blue. She would not follow me
farther than to the door, and cowered
into the shadow of its side. She cast
an uneasy glance up and down the road,
muttering to herself:

“ Tf—They should see her!” The sin-
ister shadow that had been dispelled while
we sat at table fell again. Why was it
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that she so clung to me? And of what
was she afraid?

“A charming site you have here”
I said. )

“ My husband set store by it,” she said,
dully. “But I never. could abide the
water when T was young.”

“He made you care for it?”
ed romance.

“Oh, I suppose I turned fool like all
the rest when my time came. I used to
go for a sail with him sometimes when I'd
let my scholars out and he was home from
a cruise. You'd think he would have had
enough of the water, being first off'cer
on the bo-ut he bought the next year.
I mind how the girls used to plague me
with having a beau that didn’t know any
better way of keeping comp’ny than that.
But he never would buy a proper buggy.
And he never had any eye for a horse”
The sting of the ancient disappointment
was in her voice.

“Was he lost at sea?”

“ No, Bert died in his bed at last—and
after a good long spell of sickness that
used up everything we had been able to
put away.” Was she really callous, or
was it that feeling had been for a long
time dead? “But little Bert wa'n't a
mite like him. He was afraid of the sea
—Ilike I'd been, T guess. But then he was
never quite right—

I gasped with horror.
that worse than—death

She looked at me curiously. “T don't
know. He was a great one to work. It
was kind of queer, too. He would work
and work, and the only way you knew he
wa'n’t just like other boys was that you
had to tell him when to stop. He'd keep
right on till he dropped.”

“ And he died, too?’ 1 asked, a gre
pity for the desolate mother flooding

I scent-

“ Oh—wasn't

mortgage fell due—we'd had to put it
back on after his father died. So little
Bert knew, in his way, that I need

money. And he had a job of clam-digging
that paid him real well. He worked awful
hard, early and late. One day—I1 was
away, quilting comforts down the ro
a spell, 1 told Mis’ Allen, who liv
next door, to look after little Bert, but she
forgot. So there wa'n't any one to ell
him when to stop. And he worked straight
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through the night and part of the next
day. When Mis’ Allen found him he
was beat out; he had fallen down in a
heap. He never seemed to get over it.”

“ Poor little Bert—" 1 was wondering
how mothers bear such things.

%My boy was a good boy, if he wa'n’t
just right,” she said, dully. “And he
was a great one to work. If he had
lived— There’s Mis’ Adams across the
road—for all she puts on so much—send-
ing me ginger cookies—all she’s got ex-
“eept her farm—and that isn’t clear—and
her two pair of hands, is that boy of hers.
If she should lose him, I ecallate she'd
be on the town fast enough!”
. “Where is your poorhouse?® 1 asked,
to change her thought—the expression on
her face was not pleasant.

She drew herself up proudly. “*‘Poor-
house’? We never had to have a poor-
 house! Everybody here has all he wants
and money in the bank. Why, our town
has money at interest! They may have
to have places like that far south—or
where there are a lot of shiftless for-
eigners. But here we cal’late to take care
of ourselves!” The stern independence of
her bearing was inspiring, harsh as it
was. “No, we have never had any one
on the town since—""  She stopped abrupt-
Iy, then took up her story again hurriedly.
“ Even after little Bert died 1 used to
make as much as the best of them dig-
ging clams, before the rheumatiz went to
my hands. I had the mortgage *most
‘paid off. They pay two dollars a barrel
for elams at the factory.”

I looked for a moment at the slight
figure, the hands, and turned away my
head.

“ Tt used to be real handy,” she reflect-
ed. “ There’s a fine clam-bed down there,
just under the bank. And I was real
‘thankful Bert had built the house here.”

A gay little sloop lilted into view
around the curve of the clam-bed she
pointed out. It was the Zephyr, and 1
knew the party would be on board that
T had refused to make one of, saying I
must work. As it swept past, lee scup-
pers properly under water, sails bellying,
gome one caught sight of me on the door-
step above them and waved me an ironieal
salute. Then the whole party stood up
and groaned in chorus, expressing sym-
pathy with the slave T had represented
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myself to be. Marion went through a
vigorous pantomime of toil at a wash-
tub, which would have been more success-
ful had she the slightest idea of the
process; Tom Parker thumped at an im-
aginary typewriter; Louise gave a real-
istic touch by dusting violently the deck
cushions; Perry turned himself into a
street laborer breaking stones; Billy
Sands—always the monkey of them all—
ground out a concert on a street-piano.
They were still careening around in cyn-
ical joy when the sail disappeared around
the headland. My hostess looked at them
with unnoting eyes. “If it wa'n’t for
the rheumatiz—and if little Bert had
lived—They wouid have had to leave me
alone. I could have managed a bo-ut as
well as any man; and they pay well for
fish at the factory. There’s Mis’ Adams
looking at us! I suppose she’s wondering
what ’'m doing with a visitor. And if
she knew you'’d been to eat with me!”
Her face wrinkled into a thousand lines
of malice—and alarm.

“ Thank you so much for the deli-
cious tea,” I said, awkwardly. “TI feel
so much refreshed.”

She bent her head with the ghost of
her gracious manner. “It was a real
pleasure.”

Again I tried to resist her unspoken
appeal and go. She shook hands with me.
I went reluctantly down the two steps
that led to the dazzlingly white walk.
Then T turned; she was still peering at
me—a drowning look.

“ Tell me!” 1 had said before I knew
I was going to speak.

She shrank deeper into her ecorner,
with a look of scared wonder upon her
face. I climbed the steps again, and was
at her side. .

“ Indeed, it will do you good,” 1 said,
taking the little knotted hand in mine.
“You need to talk to some one.”

An ugly suspicion eame into her face.
“ What have you hearl? Who has been
talking to you " she whispered.

“T have never heard your name” I
looked eamestly at her to make sure
cshe would believe. “But I have felt,
every moment, as if there were something
vou wanted to say to me.”

She made a pitiful effort at indigna-
tion. “T don’t know what you mean,
coming here like this! T don’t need any
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one to talk to—I have all T want. Just
because you're a rusticator—"  She
jerked her hand away.

1 smiled at her while I was waiting
to think what would move her. Then
an inspiration eame to me that went to
the root of the matter.

“In a few days I am going away. I
shall probably never be here again. You
need never see me face to fauce another
time. And even if I wished to speak,
there is no one of your neighbors with
whom I have ever exchanged a word. If
vou like, I’ll give you my promise—"

She shook her head—but I felt her
wavering.

“ There are times when it is safer to tell
some one.” I spoke as gently as I eould.
“ 1 know—Dbecause I have felt it—"

“Come in,” she said, drawing me to-
ward her with feverish impatience.
“ Come in where—They can’t see us!”

She pulled me into the cold and dark
parlor and thrust me into a corner of
the slippery sofa. She herself leaned for-
ward from the chair opposite. There was
just light enough for me to see the
desperate purpose animating the mea-
gre shadow.

“T lied to you!” She wrung her hands
until I wineed.
I was ashamed! And I will be scourged
with His wrath—if there’s anything left
for Him to do!” The sterile despair that
is the dregs of the bitter draught of
Puritanism was in her face.

I tried to pull her hands apart. “ Don’t
feel this way,” T =aid, in distress. “You
had a perfect right to keep anything that
pains you to tell from a stranger like
me. DI'm sorry I spoke. I have been
impertinent—intruding.”

She disregarded me entirely. “T lied
to you,” she repeated. “ Wait—T1l tell
you.” A

“Don’t say anything unless it will

do you good to t_alk. I'm afraid Tve

been wrong—"

“No, I guess it’s meant I should tell
yvou—you're right—I've got to talk to
some omne. If T don't—! T've gone
around all locked up, lying to myself
and every one eclse since—It happened.
I hate every one—and I don’t believe I
used to. T think it over and over.
Why should—They look at me that way?
You will—when you know.”

“T lied to you because
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“Oh no, no! How could any one pos-
sibly feel anything but—liking? See how
kind you were to me—how sweet! I
was tired and faint, and you took me in
and made me welcome at your table,
a stranger—"

“That’s just it.”” she whispered, hoarse-
Iy. “You could come because you didn’t
—know. But perhaps I don’t look at
things right—I can’t. It has hurt me
s0 here!” She struck her narrow chest
so cruelly that T wondered she did not
ery out with the pain. I tried to keep
Ler hands in mine. She let them stay
a minute.

“For a little while,” she moved her
hands restlessly, “it seemed as it used
to do when I could give things and not
feel that—They were looking at me—
wondering. You see, you didn’t think
vou had to pay me for the milk! T had
to—right or no right. And then the tea
was a present to me years ago, and the
berries T'd picked. There was only the
gugar and the cream—but you didn’t
take that—and the cookies—"

I was trying to follow her and try-
ing, so hard, to understand. She must
have seen— "

“Just let me tell you in my own way,”
she said, with some calmness. “ Perhaps
I can make you understand. T was the
kind of a girl that had to earn my own
money as soon’s T had finished my school-
ing, even though my father was a sea-
captain that owned his ship and had
money in the bank. Most of the girls
around here are like that—or nsed to be.
I don’t know much about them—now.
And it never comes amiss to have a little
more coming into a house—or even to
just have the expense of board and keep
taken ont. Why, T wouldn’t even let
them give me my setting-out, but earned
enough to furnish my house myself, linen
and everything. This pa'lor set T bought
with my school money two years before
we were married. And that china dog—
T mind now what a good time Bert and
T had the day I bought that! There was
a fair over to Rockport. And he did
tease me so about getting even the orna-
ments for my mantel-shelf!” Her tone
was merely reminiscent. There were no
tears in her eyes, although, foolishly
enough, there were in mine.

“So Bert and T were real forehanded.




HAVEN'T BUT ONE FEELING IN ME. IT'S—SHAME!"
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THE WOMAN WHO WAS ASHAMED.

and paid off the mortgage on this house
and bad money in the bank. The day
little Bert was born, Bert put twenty-five
dollars in the bank to begin saving for
him to go to college. The baby was never
real strong—I guess I didn’t rest enough
before he ecame—I never could do much
resting. And, of course, we wanted our
boy to have it easier than we bad had it.
Then Bert was sick and the savings were
wsed up.- And then Bert died and I had
to put a mortgage on the house again.
Then I knew little Bert wa'n’t just right;
and then he died—just as I told you.

“But 1 got along all right until last
winter, when the rheumatiz went to my
hands. Even then I had everything T
wanted—I was never one to spend much
for foodstuffs, anyway. But—one day—
Amanda Adams—I used to go to school
with her—and she and I always used to
run each other to stay at the top, and I
'most always won—came in to visit. T
was just a mite tired and had lain down
on my bed. But she said—I—was—
hungry!” She could go no further. T
wouldn’t, of course, look at her. But T
felt that, even in the darkness, her face
was darkly flushed.

“Tt wa'n’t so at all. But Amanda al-
ways was one to pry. And, of course, it
made her feel good to pretend she thought
so—when I had always beaten her before
—and Bert had used to go with her once
—before we sung together in the choir
and he began to keep compny with me.
She brought something in—her bread is
always sour, too—and made me eat when
T hadn’t any appetite at all. Then she

‘went and spread it everywhere. And they

called a meeting of the selee’'men. And
they voted to take up the mortgage on
my house. There never was a poorhouse
here. That was true T told you. But if
there had been one, I suppose—They'd
have sent me there!”

For the first time she faltered—and I
could do nothing but take the poor
clutehing hands and hold them softly. At
last she went on—her voice gathering in
tragic intensity with her story:

“ They portioned me out. 1 can see
the words of the letter they wrote; they
dance before my eves sometimes as if
they were written in running fire: ‘ The
community will assume responsibility for
your support.” And they had written
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down what each one would do—how Mis’
Adams would send me something of every
haking, and Cap’'n Beasley give me wood
and send his boys to pile it up, and Mrs.
Sawyer send me in all the milk T need,
and Ed Wells down at the store let me
get sugar and ealico and shoes without
paying for them, and Deacon Williams
paint my house and fix up my walk. And
Doetor Ford—he used to want to keep
comp’ny with me before Bert did—he
would furnish ‘medieal attendance.
But "—she raised her head proudly—**if
T do have to eat, I don’t have to get sick
—or let any one know of it if I do. So
I don’t ever have a eall to go to him teo
ask—-charity "

“But surely,” 1 said, gently, “they
are kind.”

She turned on me in fury. “So'd
I be kind if it was for me to give instead
of being give to! I used to do a sight
of sitting up with the sick—before—
now I won’t stir to go in one of their
houses—nor They wouldn’t want me to.
‘Kind’!” She choked for a minute be-
fore she eould find words. “ They're pry-
ing and spying every day to see what
T'm doing and what I have. They feel
as if they owned me. De you suppese
I buy a ecalico-dress pattern at the store
that every woman here ain’t looking at
it and wondering if T couldn’t have made
out with one yard less? They ask to look
at my account at the store—I don’t need
to see them to know they do it. And Ed
Wells lets them—I know he does—and
shakes his head at his own ° kindness’
in letting me have white sugar as well
as brown! They come and look at my
wood-pile when they think I'm asleep!
Many a night I've waked up at two
o’clock in the morning and heard noises
and known, just as well as if I'd got up
and loocked out of the window, that it
was—Them. Tt makes them all feel rich
to think they've ¢ contributed to my sup-
port’! Cap'n Beasley ain’t painted his
own house for fifteen years—but he comes
and gives mine a coat of paint this spring,
when it looked five times as well as his—
and such colors, too! And Mis’ Adams
forgets she has to get up at four in the
morning to wash for the summer people
when she sends me over a bateh of bread.
I’'m better than bank stock or paid doe-
tor’s bills to them all! They look at me
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and feel rich when they know there is
one person in the world they're giving
charity to. I'm their luxury! And then
I’'m expected to bow down to Amanda
Adams and Cap’n Beasley and thank
them for being ‘kind’ to me now I'm
on the town. Yes, that's it. That's
where I lied to you. I'm on the town!”
—her voice failed her. But her gray
And something in me rose
to feel, at that moment, not grief, but
exultation for the tempest of righteous
pride that tore her.

Still, it seemed to me that the room
rang with my bafiled silence. “ Are you
sure that this is as you say? TIsn't it
really a gentle kindness that has moved
them to do this for you? Don’t you
think they are trying to do what they
can in the way they think will be easiest
for you?”

Her lips quivered and she passed her
hands uncertainly over her face. *“I—
don’t know—maybe it ain’t so—but that'’s
the way it seems to me—most times. But
somehow it ain't right for me—living so;
queer things come into my mind, being
alone so much, with every one I cared
for once gone—that is, I know I must
have cared for them once—but it seems
a long time since—there hasn’t been any-
thing but—This. I try sometimes to
think different—but somehow I can’t
think anything else. I guess it's dif-
ferent from most anything else—to be—
oun the town. There ain’t any other
trouble you can’t share with other people.
I remember when my husband died—I
must have felt awful bad—for Amanda
Adams just eame and stayed with me
for weeks and took care of me like a baby.
And T let her. And when she left we
kissed each other and eried. But—This
eats every other feeling out and makes
you hate everybody. And there's noth-
ing, either, you can look forward to—
for it’s the one thing people never forget.
It's worse than stealing or killing people,
I guess—for at least there’s always some
one who believes that you haven’t really
done anything wrong—your mother or
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your child perhaps. But every one knows
—This. There’s no way of getting over
it except by dying. And that seems to
take an awful long time. I had feelings
once—I remember them. But since It
happened—I haven’t had but one feeling
in me. And it's the mother of every
wicked and low thought in the whole
world. TIt's—Shame!”

She stood, blazing wrath, a small
slight figure, stooped and knotted. But
the fire that filled her invested her with
the power of one of the ancient Hebrew
prophets when he stood, he alone, a frail
bulwark against a rising tide.

One moment I halted, searching for the
word. At the end of that moment the
whole figure lessened, sank into im-
potence. I tried to grasp her—she eluded
my touch—she was erouching back in the
shadow, seeking to blot herself against
the wall. She spoke once:

“When you go, pretend you're picking
flowers—Ilots of the summer people do that.
Don’t tell—Them you were here—to eat.”

I tried to answer. But she was looking
at me sullenly out of eyes of mean sus-
picion. Alas and alas! The moment
had passed. In the instant of doing the
only serviee I ceould perform for her [
had lost the power to help. I had become
one of Them. I knew.

As T went down the dazzlingly white
walk of clam-shells the little gray figure
crept away from the door to wateh me
behind the shutters. I felt her there.
At the rose hedge T paused, marvelling
at the green-massed, rose-flecked beauty,
with the vital blue of speeding waves be-
neath it, and the innocent blue of the
sky overhead. As I picked the wild roses
T wondered at the joyousness with which
the Earth Mother sent them forth, un-
mindful that her other children were
starving at her failing breast. And t
full summer chorus of small chirping
voices swelled out jubilantly, sustaining
the deep organ tones of the telegrap!
wires as they chanted the exultant tri-
umph of the growing world.



Ta HAT did you mean,” we asked

W of our July familiar, “by

saying, the other month, when

you were talking of the pair whom you

saw walking hand in hand in the Park,

that the girl’s brother was not a Bos-
tonian, if the girl was?’

“Ah, that was very curious, wasn't
it?" our friend returned. “It was ap-
pavently a contradiction in terms; but
it was really only a paradox.”

“Would a paradox be so very much
better t”

“I'm not saying it would be. I'm
stating a fact, not arguing a point.
What I wish to convey by the fact is
that the male Bostonian seems to want
the witchery often so immanent in the
female. Ile is very well; he has done
most of the right, and high, and clear
thinking which has got the country for-
ward. He has always been unserupulous-
l¥ brave, with often a tender conscience
against fighting: and he is apt to he
patrician, if not aristocratic, while all
his convictions are for democracy. He
- ig not winning; his ecold, snubbing man-
ner fails to make you instantly at home
~ with him, or even to desire his further
acquaintance; if you wish to know more
of him, it is at the distance which he
‘seems, instinetively, to have put between
you. In other words, and fewer of them,
he wants charm.”

“ Well 7

“Well, and this young fellow, this
putative brother of that most charming
of the unmistakable pair of lovers,
did have charm.”

% Oh. now we see.”
= Our friend did not amplify on the
point. e acecepted our aecquiescence
without comment. “ He was so intel-
ible, his position was so clear, that I
ve him rather more of my heart than
1 gave the lovers. In fact, why aren’t
: immediate witnesses of any love-
ffair, the next of kin to it, actually
interesting than the lovers them-
Vor. CXX1.—No. "H.—79

t

selves? The lovers themselves are the
mere exponents of an instinet. Apart
from it and from each other, they may
have every claim upon your respect, ad-
miration, and affection. but together they
do not move either in you, and they do
not need either; they have got as much
from each other as their lives can hold.”

“Oh, come!” we revolted. “ This
won’t do., You have said this girl was
charming, that she was Bostonian, and
you have made out that her lover was,
either as a practically romantic South-
erner or an idealistic Westerner, capable
equally of great suceess, and entirely
worthy of her. You pretend to have
been enamoured of their amour, impas-
sioned of their passion, in such meas-
ure that it was an intolerable hurt
to you when they dropped each other's
hands, indignantly resentful of your
stare, and passed separately out of your
sight and knowledge.”

“Yes, all that is true. But I have
since realized that T could not have borne
their rapture a moment longer. At the
same time I could have dwelt forever,
with hungry pity, in an endless famine
of sympathy, upon that bored brother’s
countenance, his weary brow, bared with
its beads of perspiration to the after-
noon air, his tired eyes, spent with
the tense avoidance of the mawkish
spectacle in his reluetant, yet consecien-
tious charge. He was such a good broth-
er, so magnanimous, so superlatively
patient! Since T told you about him,
1 have been imagining such heart-
breaking martyry of him, in what detail
you mnever can know! T don’t believe
the brothers of girls in love have ever
been truly appreciated in life or in lit-
erature. The passive part assigned to
them is supposed so easy, so simple!
But is their part necessarily passivef
If objectively passive, isn’t it often
subjectively active? Suppose the brother
and sister are good comrades, as they
frequently arve, and they have come to
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know each other’s characters as lovers
never can. He has learned to know in her
the noble qualities which many women so
successfully coneceal throughout married
life: her beautiful uunselfishness, her wise
prudence, her exquisite judgment, her
knowledge of people, her studied behavior,
her inspired discretion, her flashing wit,
her saving humor; and suddenly he sees
such a sister as this gone silly, silly
about a man, and silly about a man who
ean never be known to her as he is known
10 her brother! Do you eall that a simple
part, a part easy to play in the tremen-
dous drama suddenly staged in his life?’

“ No, it isn’t simple, it isn’t easy; it
has its difficulties. Go on. But don’t
exaggerate its difficulties,” we said,
ecatching our breath in unexpected in-
terest.

“What good would it do to go on in
a world so besotted that it ¢ loves a lover,’
as it loves children, generically, in the
lump ¢’ our friend returned. “ What I
want is a novel, a truthful, righteous
epie, which shall take the fact that there
is a love-affair, and leave it centrieal and
motionless, “while all the family motives
wheel round it like planets in an orrery.
Father, mother, sisters, brothers, grand-
fathers and grandmothers (if surviving),
aunts, uncles, and cousins, these are the
people sensibly affected, these are the
prime parties in interest; and yet how
our purblind fiction blinks them, glances
at them casually over its shoulder, as
it were, while it follows the fortunes of
the infatuate pair who have no sense of
things beyond themselves. Is love so im-
portant that it must be treated to the
exclusion, or the subordination, of all
the other affections: parental anxiety,
sisterly interest, brotherly ecompanion-
ship, cousinly criticism? The family,
the family is the supreme expression of
humanity. The Latin civilizations em-
body that notion. In them the youthful
pair are strietly secondary, wholly a
minor consideration.”

“ And yet,” we thoughtfully suggested,
“ without the youthful pair there could
be no family. The Greeks had the in-
stinet of this; their very language em-
bodied it in that dual number interposed
in its accidence between the singular
and plural”

“You are wandering,

not to =ay
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maundering. The Greeks are too far off
to be taken into acecount. The family, as
we have had it, began with the Romans,
and the family as we are getting to have
it, ended with them. Monogamy flow-
ered with them, and it faded in facile
divoree, just as it is practically doing
with ns. But, as we have agreed, the
pair I saw holding hands were not di-
vorced people; they were, to be sure,
rather mature young persons bringing
to their second or third love the ripened,
but not over-ripened, experience of their
first; or—such things may happen at
their age—they were really in their first
love. How would you like the brother
and sister to have come by the midnight
train in the kind fietion that she wished
10 do some of that spring shopping in
New York which T’'ve heard some Bos-
ton women do not find their city quite
equal to?”

“We see no objection to that,” we
replied, “unless the fact is going to
take you too far afield, and tempt you
to spend your fancy on the girl's be-
wilderment among the flowers of our
spring openings.”

“There is no danger of that,” our
iriend explained, “if the fact is not a
fact, but a fiction accepted by both
the brother and the sister, and duly
authorized by the father and mother,
who are so well atfected toward the young
man that they see no harm in her com-
ing for a few days to the city where he
has suggested that he will be at complete
leisure for as much of the May-time as
she likes. The May-time in New York,
you know, is somethmg very dtﬂ'ereﬁ
from the May-t:me in Boston; the east
wind, which is a blessing here, is a bane
there. The family consider her perfectly °
chaperoned; and neither she nor her
brother objeets to adding a few gallenﬂ
and theatres to the shops. The Boston
galleries and theatres are not so aatl

“You needn’t go into the reasons
a merely supposed case like that,”
put in. P

“ Ah,” our friend sighed, “T was be
ginning to believe in it. But if, as you
say, it is only a supposed case, what '?
the matter with baving the young man
ecome in gayly, and with the air of being
altogether unexpected by the brother an



sister. at the breakfast which they are
having a little late after repairing the
ravages of a night on the sleeping-car in
a toilette involuntarily elaborated to the
imagined metropolitan standard. Their
own standard is very good, from their
English experience and authority, but
New York—something in the air—
tempts a blossom here and there in
places where life would not flower in
the Boston May. Her costume has ad-
~ vanced the season by slight touches, im-
perceptible to the young man’s senses
but not his soul, a fortnight, and an inner
sunshine bursts out of him and irradiates
him from head to foot.”

“If you go on at that rate you will
never reach the climax, and when you
do, it will be through the consciousness
of the lovers and not of the brother.”
So we declared, and our friend assented.

“You're right. We will drop them
from this point; spoiled children of fie-
tion as they are, they shall not be flat-
tered in this study of the affair. We will
leave them at the table, and go out with
the brother for a paper, which implies
‘a cigar. When the cigar has been

the young people still at the breakfast
table, and we learn that it has been ar-
ranged that they shall all go for the
morning to the Metropolitan Museum.
The girl asks what time it is, and it
- seems that brother’s wateh ean best re-
ply; then everybody but he is surprised
to find how late it is. The girl goes up
to her room to add some further petals
to her efflorescence—a strietly tempered,
Bostonian efflorescence—and the young
‘man and the brother find themselves
wonderfully short of conversation in her
‘absence. They like each other well
enough, but neither has any use for the
other, When the girl comes down, the
young - man eagerly possesses himself of
her umbrella, her purse, her catalogne—
‘which a friend has lent her and she has
brought on from Boston with her. He
‘wishes to take her gloves, but she is put-
ting them on—"

- “Stop. stop!” we eried, indignantly.
“There you go again, devoting yourself
In spite of all your own theories and
principles to the lovers, and leaving the
er out altogether. Really, really!”
“But it’s the last touch T'm putting
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smoked, we go back with him, and find
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on them, don’t you see? It completes
the brother’s elimination, and now we
follow him gladly into his exile. It’s no
longer a party of three, but one party
of two, and another party of one. From
this on our business is with the party
of one. We make him our battle-ground,
where the emotions arve fought out, our
theatre where the drama is played.” Our
friend paused, and then he resumed with
a dreamy air: “It is very curious about
brothers, Take one of them, take the
most liberal-minded of them, the wisest,
and he cannot put himself in his sister’s
place when she is in love. It is entirely
conceivable, and it is beautifully right
and fit that some other brother’s sister
should be in love with him. He finds in
Ler tender affinitions toward him, whether
obviously combated, or openly but un-
consciously indulged, a charm which is
altogether wanting in his own sister’s
attitude; he feels in that a foible, a
want of dignity, a derogation of char-
acter, a disappointment of the ideal,
which all ends in making him sick. As
the day wore on, say, in this instance, the
brother became worse and worse. At the
Museum his experience was very re-
laxing. He went about with the lovers
through the wonderful collections—for
they are wonderful: pictorial, seulptural,
architectural, numismatic, archmological
—and if you haven’t been there lately—"

“We go there constantly,” we replied,
with perhaps more enthusiasm than
veracity, “ and only vesterday we went to
see the Whistlers. Before we got to
them, we stopped to look at so many
things that we felt the old familiar back-
ache and neckache of European galleries,
and perceived that here in powerful con-
centration. though perhaps in tabloid
form, we had the effect of the National
Callery, the Louvre, the Pitti, and the
Vatican. And the Whistlers, when we
came to them, how they took the marrow
out of our spine, as if they had been so
many Tiepolos, Velasquezes, Van Dykes,
Reynoldses! Yes, it is a marvellous
place; but we are not getting on!
Where is that brother, that man and
brother, you put yourself in charge of ¢’

“ Abandoned on any chair or bench
that he could find. From time to time he
followed hard upon the lovers’ steps, and
then again he lost them, and when he
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hunted them up he found them rapt
hefore some miracle of art, but really
looking at each other and held in breath-
less wonder at such reciproecal miracles
of nature. The brother hardly knew his
sister in these transports—the keen-
witted, humorous, satirical girl, the stu-
dent of human nature, the observer of
character, the somewhat haughty specta-
tor of life, lapsed to the level of a
débutante. and wreaking her delight like
a village person flirting at a church fair,
or a summer silly at a pienie or in a
moonlight shadow on the veranda of a
seaside hotel. He was not only sick, he
was ashamed; he wanted to go away
and leave them to their fate; but that
would not do; and the forenoon dragged
along with him through sloughs of ex-
haustion in which the pair seemed mo-
mently to renew their strength and youth.
They talked gayly and incessantly; they
whispered, they cried out, they laughed.
To the brother it was simply loathsome,
and he eould scarcely keep his patience
when, at the end of the long morning
hours, he came up with them after a vain
search and she suddenly asked what time
was it, and being told it was one o’clock,
declared she was hungry as a bear; and
the young man, fixing her with a look of
adoration, as if she had declared a
supernal merit, said they would go to
the Casino for luneh.”

“T.ook out, now,” we warned the nar-
rator, “you're getting back to forbidden
ground. The lovers, you know, have
nothing to do with your story.”

“ Don’t be afraid; my story has noth-
ing to do with them, except pivotally.
The brother iz always the hero of my
tale. He noted that though as hungry
as a bear she ate no more than a bird,
but chattered throughout the long lunch
like an anthropoidal ancestress. But he
himself ate for the pair, and he was glad
the young man had ordered the lunch
so ridiculously long and large. He en-
joyed eating in the open as they were
doing on that pleasant northward ter-
race, and he didn’t mind the company
being rather common, and taeitly dubious
in some groups or couples; it was often
so in Paris; and it was not lurid, as he
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kmew it was apt to be in that place at din-
ner; it was saved to his respect by the
harmless parental presences, with children
rejoieing in a holiday, and going and
coming with their mothers’ leaves. The
conversation of the lovers did not embrace
him, exeept by compulsory fits and starts,
and after catehing himself in a doze, he
said, if they did not mind, he would go
off for a stroll in the Mall. TIf they
minded, they did not say so; they did
not say anything; and he went off to the
Mall, where he found a shady seat, and
watched the children roller-skating, and
shouting and shrieking up and down the
stretch of asphalt; and the nurses with
their go-carts pushing their babies back
and forth from the benches, and the goat-
carriages making tours of the Mall with
proud little boys and girls bound to the
seats. It was not quiet, but it was peace-
ful, and the brother slumbered again.
When he woke, he walked hack to the
terrace, but the pair looked as if they
had not moved, and he instinctively felt
that he had not been missed. He went
for a stroll in the Ramble, and found the
warm day friendlier to sitting than walk-
ing. He wished he had a newspaper,
or even a book, but he managed to drowse
again without one. He did not think
he was very well used; but on the whole
he deeided not to go back at once. When
he woke from one of these generous
oblivions, he found it was four o’'clock,
and he hurried back to the Casino, for
now surely they must have talked out
and become aware that they had been
talking solely to each other. When he
saw them last, they were talking very
seriously; he seemed to be laying down
the law, and she taking it for gospel.
Her brother disliked the bird-like gaping
of her attentive mouth; but now he saw
them very gay. They had long ago had
demi-tasses, and apparently had lingered
over them till it was time for afternoon
iea. They had ordered tea, and they
hailed him hilariously and said he was
wonderfully opportune. But as they had
to make the waiter bring another cup, they
were apparently not expecting him, and he
unmolestedly fizured up the tip that the
yeung man would have to give that waiter.




LMOST we might say that the
A writing of fiction is properly a
feminine rather than a masculine
accomplishment. The great story-tellers
in prose and verse, where invention and
a broad range of the constructive faculty
are necessary to the entertainment, have
always been men. But fiction, as we mod-
erns understand it. is a more delicate
and intimate portraiture of real life, quite
alien to the story-telling art, and more
native to women; it began in the kind
of letters women wrote, naturally, pie-
turingly, no stray thought interfering
with direct embodiment.

In the play the story is removed by the
dramatic art from the plane of ordinary
life, and by the distinctive requirements
of that art—elaboration of plan, concen-
tration of action, and variety and detail
of characterization—from the straight-
forward method of the story-teller. An
illusion is to be created and maintained,
involving the acceptance of the play-
wright's premises by the audience. Near-
Iy all of the sucecessful plays have been
written by men.

The earliest fiction—all before the
middle of the eighteenth century—was
written by men, but it was not fietion in
the modern sense; it did not attempt real
social or individual portraiture. No
woman would ever have been tempted to
undertake what was so magnificently
done by Apuleius, or Rabelais, or Cer-
vantes, or Lesage, or by John Lyly and
Robert Greene in the Elizabethan era, or
by Defoe and Swift in the early eight-
eenth century. Even Steele’s and Ad-
dison’s character-sketches were as much
beyond her natural inclination as all
their essays were. Their essays. were
social, as distinguished from those of
a more speculative order in the preceding
century—such as Cowley’s, Bacon’s, and
- Sir Thomas Browne’s—they dealt with
manners and so inclined to the concrete
presentment of types of human character,
preparing the way for the social novel

“Isanc Bickerstaffe” is even concerned
with affeeting domestic scenes, feelingly
portrayed, but always with the distinetly
masculine detachment, which is still more
evident in the portraits of Sir Roger
de Coverley and Will Honeyecomb., The
humorous whimesicalities so characteristic
of Addison in sketches of this sort, and
perpetuated later, with variations due to
individual temperament, by Fielding,
Sterne, Lamb, and Thackeray, have never
been adopted by women in essay or fie-
tion. The few women who wrote essays
in the eighteenth eentury, even after the
essay had become more picturesque and
conerete, were more formal and didactic
and far less entertaining than men. In
our own day Vernon lLee—not to mention
other women who have won distinetion
in this field—has written essays which in
matter and manner have not been sur-
passed by her masculine contemporaries.

It must be conceded that, as a rule,
women, since their advent into literature,
have shown an aversion to essay-writing—
at least to that kind which gains a per-
manent place in literature. It is a fact
significant of disinclination rather than
of disability. Women have chosen to leap
directly from Iletter-writing to fiction,
finding no compelling allurement in the
intermediate field of the essay.

Fiction, as we of to-day understand
it, is an entirely new art of expression,
meeting & new need:; and what is new in
it has been creatively developed chiefly
by women. We do not mean that they
initiated this new art, or each new note
marking the points of departure from an
older style of fiction; on the contrary,
we think that such initiative must be
conceded to men. In the generic sense
men are more original than women, even
determining feminine fashions. It is the
originality of the master, and in the arts
men have been the masters—in this new
art of fiction as in all others. In the
representative arts, including the drama,
this mastery was essential to the supreme
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effect. It was equally effective in story-
telling for the simple purpose of enter-
tainment. But in the representation of
life by creative embodiment of its reality
—Dby ecreative realism, for it comes to just
that—this mastery was in the way; not
because of it, but in spite of it, have men
been creative realists in fiction.

When women began to write fiction
they portrayed life as they saw it and felt
it. They were quickly and keenly ob-
servant and had deep sensibility. They
cherished intimacies with living things—
brooding intimacies—and were naively
creative of situation and character. They
were not so much inclined as their brother
novelists to freedom of adventure, to
loose invention of incident, to elabora-
tion of plot, or to the masterful exploita-
tion of human passions. They were
womanly, but they were eighteenth-
century womanly, and we cannot say that
they initiated or illustrated ereative
realism, or, indeed, that their work fur-
nished convineing proof that fiction was
distinctively a feminine accomplishment,
though it strongly suggested woman’s
peculiar fitness for the deft, vivid, and
truthful pertrayal of social life.

Men had undertaken the novel of so-
ciety and were followed by women who,
in so far as they had any conscious aim.
meant to follow in the path of Richard-
son. They were as much under the in-
tellectual influences of their time as the
men were, quite as sophisticated, within
their range of thought, and not less the
vietims of the tyranny of abstractions.
They were more formal moralists., and
thus excluded from their fiction a wide
range of vital human experience. They
easily assumed the masculine detachment
from the material they wrought with—
though it was something less remote than
the masculine—because the entanglements
and involvements they bound and loosed
were superficial, pertaining to social
types in a rigidly classified order. and
only lightly touching any adventure of
the individual soul.

Woman had never got so far away from
primitive naturalism as in that eighteenth
century. Step by step she had been
wrenched away from it by man’s pro-
gressive ecivilization, until now she was
gtranded in the dry air of a Common Sense
world which had accepted Pope as the
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~ing and, in her creative work, is shown

greatest of poets and was now yielding
to the literary dictatorship of Doetor
Johnson. In suech an atmosphere her
fiction gave no clear prophetic intimation
of a new naturalism to come.

But even out of this dry ground the
fruit of woman’s imagination yielded
native flavors. Woman in any age, if
she creates at all, must confess to her
peculiar natural bond, whatever may be
her conscious aim or her environment,
including the stimulus of masculine fel-
lowship and inspiration. She has, as we
have said, a brooding intimacy with liv-
ing things; she has always had it, else
there would never have been possible the
domestication of animals. Tt may be
that, in the mysterious course of heredity,
only a small proportion of women have
it, growing perhaps less with every gen-
eration, but at least those women who
create, in life or literature, must have it
and, with it, the sense begotten of it
which invests the commonest thing that
life has dwelt in, or has touched, with the
sacredness of an ancient familiarity.

In woman this heritage is one of feel-

in close and  natural intimacies, vivid
deseription and portraiture of what is
nearly seen and felt, fancies bred in the
heart, and an almost physiological archi-
tectonic. Her lightest gossip is born of
vital sympathy. All this, along with
animately natural graces and humors, is
apparent in her eighteenth-century fic-
tion, mingled with an intolerable deal
of sophistry, for which she was not ac-
countable. She dealt with life directly,
though externally and in typieal repre-
sentation, and we have, therefore, a feel-
ing of reality in the portraiture, with no
dramatic exaggeration, no caricature or
distortion or grotesque whimsicality of
any sort. If she did not disclose a new
art of fiction she made it seem new by
bringing to it fresh resources from her
own nature, and through the development
of these resources she made a distinet
departure from the methods employed by
her masculine contemporaries in the de-
piction of social life. She did not revolt
against the old devices and, herself
abounding in artifices, she consciousls
reinforced rather than resisted the arti-
ficial in literature, so that her every
departure from it was inevitable rat



than eontemplated—a fresh path that she
must take because she could take no
other. This necessity proved to be a
blessed limitation, a divine opportunity,
the condition of a peculiar and sur-
passing excellence.

It might reasonably have been expected
that the protest against the formal
civilization of the eighteenth century
would have come from woman; but it
was Rousseau who sounded the mnote of
revolt; and the new Romanticism was
initiated and developed by men and
reached its high tide in the first quarter
of the nineteenth century with but a
slight and passive response from women,
except as its mystical side appealed to a
few of them, notably to Mrs. Radeliffe,
It was just this side of the movement—
its reversion to medievalism—which re-
pelled Jane Austen, the finest and sanest
artist in pre-Waverley fiction, who gave
the old type of social portraiture its ut-
most naturalness and charm.

Romanticism helped to give fiction its
modern subjectiveness. It laid stress
upon individualism, and it developed, in
philosophy, poetry, and criticism, sur-
prising variations of individual genius,
contrasting with the manifest wuni-
formities of eighteenth-century literature
in these fields. Conventions were relaxed.
Religious and political movements among
the people showed new impulses at work,
subversive of long - established forms.
Poetry and philosophy were transformed.
But fiction, as a portraiture of contem-
porary social life, was violently arrested.
The story-teller reasserted his claim. He
does so in every age; but here the story-
teller was Sir Walter Scott, a master-
“magician for entertainment who for many
years had the monopely of this ancient
art. Generous as Scott was in the con-
fession of his limitations as compared
with Jane Austen; modestly as he pro-
fessed to follow Miss Edgeworth in an
“attempt to do for Scotland what she had
done for Ireland; gladly as he hailed
Miss Ferrier as a sister artist in the
- Secottish field—yet he drove every woman
‘novelist to cover, until the gentle emer-
gence of Miss Mitford with Our Village
in 1824, and, after that, there was no
‘Wwoman of distinetion in English fiction
‘before the middle of the century.

Scott, by virtue of his genius, deserved
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to hold the field which he so splendidly
enriched and glorified. For the moment
he paralyzed novel-writing of the Field-
ing and even of the Jane Austen sort—
the sort which concerns itself with con-
temporary manners, with the comedy
sense of life—he turned to the past and
told stories; and there had been no such
masterly creation, not only of a story
but of the living men and women enact-
ing it, between his historical romances
and Shakespeare’s historical plays.

He was followed, not by women, but
by men who also were story-tellers rather
than novelists, in our modern sense of
the novel—men like Ainsworth and Lever,
G. P. R, James and Marryat. The novel
proper was continued by Bulwer, Dick-
ens, and Thackeray, all of whom entered
the field at the beginning of the Vie-
torian era—none of them prophetic of
the creative realism of the next genera-
tion, though widely differing from the
eighteenth-century society novelists to
whom they were the legitimate sue-
cessors, They et the needs, emotional
and intellectnal, of a wvastly more re-
fined society, profoundly changed by the
ferment of revived romanticism; but,
while they were less superficial than
Fielding and Smollett, they indulged in
no subtle analysis of character and aimed
at no intimate psychical disclosures. The
fact that the dramatic and melodramatic
Dickens was the dominant personality in
the world of fiction, as Scott had been
before him, shows how nearly allied the
novel, as written by men, was to the
older forms of masterly entertainment.

So, too, when we advance another step,
to a wholly new order of creative work in
George Meredith’s fietion, while we feel
ourselves lifted into a psychical world,
where the comedy of life is heightened
by poetry and illuminated by philosophy,
and the whole entertainment is trans-
formed, still under these so novel con-
ditions we note not merely the old mas-
tery which counted for greatness in
maseuline achievement since art was
born, but the consciously brilliant trick
of it. He penetrated to the minds of his
men and women as no other novelist be-
fore him had, bnt often his philosophy
obscured rather than illuminated, proving
a will-o’~the-wisp to his own imagination
and to his reader’s. Thomas Hardy, in
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his more gigantic and naturalistic dra-
matic mastery, was, if more modest, quite
as wilful.

We ask ourselves, then, if there can
be a new art of fiction quite free from
the devices which men have used with
more or less of magie since they began
to give creative imagination embodiment
in the set forms of human speech and for
the purposes of human entertainment.
Is creative realism, pure and simple, pos-
sible? Can there be a representation of
life which does not lift it, by dramatic
or poetic tension or picturesque enhance-
ment, out of what we deprecatingly call
its commonness—a representation of life
ereatively embodying its inherent charm,
its native beauty, humor, bounty, and
pathos, in all its commonness, and need-
ing no didactic purpose, no speculative in-
tention, for its justification? That would
indeed be creative realism, but so remote
from all which we have been accustomed
to eall art that we must refer it to the
msthetic of a new naturalism.

Every step in the advance of fiction
since the middle of the nineteenth cen-
tury has been toward this new mnatural-
ism—toward the representation of life
in the light of its native unfolding, just
as during the same period every advance
in seience has been toward the disclosure,
not of wonders attributable to Nature,
but of those which natively belong to her
and which she herself reveals to man’s
waiting vision. Meredith and Hardy
were, in different ways, the prophets of
this ultra-modern fiction, and the dis-
ciples of Meredith, or at least his natural
successors in the lines of his prophecy—
such men as Conrad and Hewlett and
Henry James—have been masterly crea-
tors and interpreters; but the real de-
velopment in this new field has been due
mainly to women, because of their more
intimate sense of life in its near and
common aspects and in its matural be-
comings, and because that kind of mas-
tery which made the old art did not come
in the way of their progress toward the
new naturalism. They have given us,
therefore, more examples of unadulterated
realism since their fresh advent into
fiction—after a considerable interval—
at about the same time that Meredith
appeared with his whimsical bravura, The
Shaving of Shagpat.
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We need not point to the work done
by Mrs. Gaskell, George Eliot, and Mr=.
Oliphant, dealing directly with con-
temporary common life within closely
parochial limits, or show how natively
real it was as compared with the ex-
amples furnished by Anthony Trollope
and other men portraying life within such
limitations. George Eliot’s fiction, so far
as realism is concerned, went to pieces
when she wrote Romola, following the
masculine fashion of art. The majority
of women novelists since her time have
ettempted the same fashion with less
admirable results, having little perception
of what is distinctively the office of mod-
ern fiction—the disclosure of life as it is
in its own natural procedure and not as
we would sentimentally or with specula-
tive ingenuity refashion it. Perhaps a
true knowledge of heredity would show
that most women are not born distinctive-
1y women—that is, as having the intimate
sense of things in a ereative way—and
are to be regarded as a social class rather
than as a sex, it being indifferent what
place they take either in literature or in
the world’s business. :

It seems almost paradoxical that in
our own generation, when there seems
to be an increasing number of women
belonging to this indifferent class, there
are more genuine examples of creative
realism in women’s fietion than ever be-
fore. This realism, in its simplest terms,
has been exemplified chiefly in short
stories, because the elaboration of the
novel usually leads to the adoption of the
old contrivances necessary to a “plot.””
These stories have shown what a range
of variations is possible in the reaction
of the ecreative imagination upon the
common material of every-day life. T
creations of Miss Wilkins, Miss Jewetty
Mrs. Deland, Edith Wharton, Mary
Austin, and Georg Schock stand out
vividly in the American field; there
fewer in the English, but the work
Mrs. Dudeney most instantly recurs
our mind. If in some of these womer
stories it is the native quality which i
presses us, we feel that is born of
and if in those of others it is a drama
or poetic tension which heightens ti
charm for us, we feel that it is life’s oW
tension. We are removed as far as po
sible from the old story-teller's art.
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Beverly’s Benevolent Hairpin
Reclamation Society

BY THOMAS

LL that you have urged, Bishop, in
regard to infusing practicality into
philanthropy,” said the Colonel,

“would have been listened to with
a warm interest by my friend Mr. Beverly.”

“ Unless Beverly 'd gone to slee;: at the
Bishop’s ‘ fourthly,” same as I did,” put in
the Doctor, stretching himself and yawning.

“ Practicality,” continued the Colonel, ig-
noring the Doctor’s interpellation, * was
Mr. Beverly's dominant characteristic. Just
as it was the essence of his many curious
and useful mechanical inventions, so was it
the essence of his many humane projects
for the amelioration of the
condition of his fellow men.
His Benevolent Hairpin Recla-
mation Society, for instance—"

“ Pardon me, my dear Col-
onel,” interrupted the Bishop.
“ Before we go farther I must
beg that you will favor us
with at least a partial expla-
nation of the eccentrie, I may
even say the incongruous, name
of Mr. Beverly's society.
Frankly, I do not see how a
hairpin can be benevolent.
True,” continued the RBishop,
musingly, “we still find—
lingering in obscure nooks and
corners of the world—survivals
of the medieval eustom of en-
dowing inanimate objects with
vital characteristics. Equally,
a like disposition is found
everywhere among children.
A child, for example, will as-
sail with angry objurgation
the knife with which it has
eut its own fingers; precisely
as though—"

“You needn’t snip down
that medieval survival to only
children, Bish.” interposed the

tor. “1 guess it's in the
bed-rock of the race. You just
ought to have heard me swear-
Ing away last night at a chair
I banged into in the dark!”

“1 am very well pleased,
Sir,” replied the Bishop, stiffly,
“that I was not in a ition
to overhear those regrettable
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lapses of speech on your part, which could
not but have been most offensive to one of
my cloth. I will admit, however, that your
unhappy outburst of profanity, directed
at an inanimate object, does illustrate the
curious ethnological reversionary trait mow
under discussion.”

*1 beg your pardon, Bishop,” said the
Colonel, eoldly. “ I am under the impression
that the matter now under discussion—at
least, of elucidation—is the philanthropie
project of my friend Mr. Beverly. 1 even
venture to remind you that your request for
an explanation of the name given by Mr.

" USeFuL EMPLOYMENT WAS PROVIDED FOR A NEGLECTED
CLASS OF INDIGENTS
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Beverly to his society remains unanswered—
awaiting the termination of your own and
the Doctor’s rambles in the mazes of your
respective verbosities.”

My dear Colonel,” replied the Bishop,
with a genial courtesy, “ we offer you our
sinecere apologies. Tell us, I beg of you,
about Mr. verly’s benevolent hairpins,
and why and how they were reclaimed.”

“ Subject, of course, to further irrelevant
interruptions,” said the Colonel, his tone
still chilly, *“1 shall endeavor to continue
my little story. I must premise that in
naming his society Mr. Beverly sought to
exhibit its broad purpose in the fewest pos-
sible words, The outcome was a slight
gacrifice of elarity to brevity. He did not
menn, of course, that hairpins were benev-
olent, but that through the agency of a
society organized on philanthropic lines
their reclamation led directly to benevo-
lént results,

“ In effect, these results were dual; First,
useful employment was provided for a
neglected class of indigents. Second. from
such employment a liberal fund was created
by the indigents themselves for their own
moral and material betterment. Mr, Bever-
Iy's plan, in brief, was that the hundreds
of homeless little waifs unhappily existin
in every great city should be drilled an
organized, under the Society's officers, to
reclaim—that is, to collect and to place in

“HE COUNTED ALL THE HAIRPINS THAT HE Saw"
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the Society’s depositories, whence they would
be withdrawn, refounded into merchantable
pig-iron, and sold for the Society’s benefit—
the hairpins which are drogeped in the streets
of every great city and there go to waste.
Obviously, this project—being, as were all
of Mr. gewrﬁ's projects, atrietlr practical
—gave assu promise of benevolent results
which fully justified the Society’s name.”

“ About how many waifs did Beverly
mean to keep on one hairpin?” asked the
Doctor. “I reckon three waifs, putting in
all their time at it, might find as much
as one hairpin a day.”

“Your trivial question, sir,” replied the
Colonel, “ would be passed unnoticed did it
not indicate a lack of observation on your
part that, being common to minds of the
medium order, must be reckoned with in

roperly presenting Mr. Beverly's scheme.

ew people will observe the general preva-
lence of hairpins in the streets until they be-

n consciously to look for them; and even
then no considerable numbers of hairpins will
be noted until the eyes of the observer have
been educated to the search. This secondary
fact is in accordance with the law in optics
that requires the eye to be taught, when
search is made for small objects of an
unusual sort, to convey notice of what it
sees to the brain. Not until the education
of the eye has been perfected will physical
sight and mental perception go hand in
hand. To be quite frank, I
will admit that I myself did
not perceive that the streets
of New York literally are
cluttered up with hairpins
until, under my friend’s guid-
ance, 1 came to look for them
with a trained eye.

“ Believe me, Mr. Beverly's
Benevolent Hairpin Reclama-
tion Society was not a chimer-
ical project, sprung from
fancies for which support had
to be created by a quibbling
array of per\ferfed facts. On
the contrary, it was the sane
ou wth of substantial facts

dinary
reribilities of benevolent u
ulness. In other words,
carefully eultivated habit
minute observation havi
him to note the ha
encumbered condition of
streets of this city, his nats
ural detestation of waste In=
stantly prompted him U
search for practics
plan by which so cons
able an annual loss of
able metal might be =
ed. Then, in one of
flashes of his inventive
came the thought of s
the waifs—he was deep
terested in waifs—to ree
ing the hairpins; and




EDITOR'S DRAWER.

raising the funds necessary
for the accomplishment of
that benevolent purpose—to
reclaiming themselves.

“ Rashness, however, had no
part in Mr. Beverly's composi-
tion. His conservative and
cautious nature ever withheld
him from essaying any venture
until he had submitted its
possibilities to the severest
practical tests, While himself
satisfied that his philo-
economie hairpin-waif-redemp-
tion project rested on a secure
foundation, he recognized the
necessity of obtaining irre-
futable data which would en-
able him to present it con-
vincingly to minds of the aver-
age medioere order—and so to
win for it & generous financial
support. To this end—pain-
fully, laboriously, through
many successive weeks—he
counted all the hairpins that
he saw in the course of his
walks about the city; and, in
keeping with his cautious
habit, so arranged his walks
as to time and locality and
weather conditions—this last
being a most important factor,
beeause of the increased
droppings of hairpins on windy
days—as to make the details
and the sum of his findings
broadly exemplary.

“The data thus secured
abundantly justified his intuitively per-
ceived conclusion. Incidentally, it brought

out a mass of curious and important facts,
previously unknown to ethnological statis-
ticians, in regard to the distribution of hair-
r in waste in New York. Fifth Avenue, he
| ound, yielded incomparably the richest
"~ harvest—so extraordinarily rich in the
| gusty neighborhood of the Flatiron Build-

ing that Mr. Beverly decided to station a

waif at that point permanently—but the
hairpins observed on that fashionable
thoroughfare, and throughout the fashion-
able portions of the city generally, for the
most part were of a delicate thinness and
gmall. On the East Side the findings, rela-
tively, were few—possibly due to the frugal
Old World habit of picking up dropped hair-
pins and using them over again—but the
pins were of so massive a make, being
‘adapted to the heavy hair of the foreign
population there resident, that the scanty
pickings to be had in that region fully
- fqualled in weight the numerieally far
Jarger pickings to be had in the more ele-
fanl portions of the town. The region be-
ow the City Hall, he found, practically was
- megligible. It yielded almost nothing—
plying a business-like tenaeity in hair-
- Pin sticking on the part of lady typists that
Was in commendable contrast with the care-
i methods of their affluent sisters of the

“TeEN MILLIONS OF HAIRPINS A YEAR"™

Avenue. One of Mr. Beverly's daily counts
will exemplify this matter of distribution
lueidly :

Below the City Hall............... -
On the Boewery, Houston Street to Four-

teenth Street..... e alalh et ly-o e vays 4
On Broadway, sventeenth Street to

Twenty-third Street......cccovvevn.. 12
On Fifth Avenue, Twenty-seventh Street

to Forty-seventh Street.........c.... 45

E A R Y AT P S R P e AL 63

“The total of G3 hairpins observed on

this oceasion must not be regarded as
exemplary. It was much in excess of the
eventually determined daily average. In-

deed, in the beginning—interestingly illus-
trating the law of psycho-physics in regard
to the untrained eve to which I have made
reference—Mr. Beverly almost was led to
abandon his admirable project becaunse of
the smallness of the returns. Not until he
had carried his daily countings through a
lunar month—he adopted the lwnar month
as his statistical unit because of its ready
divisibility into weeks—did he feel assured
that the working basis of his scheme was
sound. With his customary precise busi-
ness methods, he tabulated his returns in
such a way as to show the total findings
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of each day, week, and lunar month at a
glance. The record for that first month,
8o gratifying to him in its reassuring re-
sults, stood:

First SBecond Third Fourth

Bays Week Week Week Week TOtlS
Sunday ..... 8 1 LS D & M
Monday. .... 18 83 390 69 209
Tuesday ..... 16 10 69 12 107
Wednesday .. 1 22 22 60 105
Thursday .... 10 68 3 6 87
Helday s L 1 47 "51. 81 150
Saturday .... 5. I1° "11- 62 89

Totals .. 50 242 202 271 774
“ As in the case of the single day’s count,

63, that I have cited in illustration of the
important matter of hairpin distribution,
even the highest of the weekly totals here
noted frequently was exceeded in the course
of Mr. Beverly’s wearily continued months
of exact enumeration. But—induced by his
habitual conservatism to reduce his basie
figures to the most cautious minimum—he
accepted the result of his first four weeks
as determinative: and thence drew the
ultra-prudent conclusion, based on a simple
arithmetical calenlation (774--28=237.64X),
that each waif would find (for caution’s
sake he ignored the appreciable decimal)
not less than 27 hairpins a day.

“ As conservatively planned by Mr. Bever-
ly, the Benevolent Hairpin Reclamation So-
ciety would give employment, to not less
than 1,000 waifs: whence it followed, as the
result of a simple arithmetical ealculation
(271,000 28=756,000), that the net
lunar monthly total of hairpins reclaimed
by waifs (again for caution’s sake he ig-
nored the now very considerably increased
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decimal) actually would exceed three-
quarters of a million. Adverting from the
lunar monthly to an annual reckoning (ad-
mitting the previously ignored decimal, now
80 %reatly augmented as no longer to be
negligible; and allowing for the quadrennial
increase, 27,640, incident to an extra day's
collection) Mr. Beverly arrived, by a simple
arithmetical ecaleulation (27.64X1,000X365
427,640=10,115,640), at the overwhelm-
ly convineing result that the 1,000 waifs, on
an average, would reclaim—for conversion
into merchantable iron, to be sold and the
proceeds benevolently applied to the amelio-
ration of their unhappy condition—not less,
in round numbers, than ten millions of hair-
pins a year!”

Pausing for a moment impressively, the
Colonel added: * These amazing figures,
gentlemen—easily verified by any observant
person who will devote a few days to hair-

in counting—are a sufficient answer to the
Eoctor’s characteristically coarse Fleasautry
as to one hairpin affording support for three
waifs. I trust, indeed, before I farther,
that you, Doctor, will ndngit—n.mfothnt you,
Bishop, sympathetically will approve—and
that youn, Judge, from the standpoint of
your exact legal training, will admire—the
sane soundness, the severely uncompromis-
ing practicality, of Mr. Beverly’s benevo-
lent scheme?”

But the Colonel did not go farther. Re-
ceiving no response to his several amals.

y-—-

he rega his companions attent
and pereeived that, collectively, they were
80 asleep. This fact also explained why

no irrelevant interruptions—to his anticipa-
tion of which he had made caustic reference
—had punctuated the latter portion of his
discourse,

L& %.J

IH A

-'-..1 e

(2 '}_1 ERE
& =

. f’t;"&;:}-?‘

e

In the eyes of the Parents

The First-Born

In the eyes of the Neighbors
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CLERK: * Have a straw for your ice-cream soda?”
CustoMmER: ** Haven't you any more big ones like Mr. Elephant is using?”

The Old Marine

"YES. I were once a marine,” said he,

“ An’ a most remarkable one.

An’ you've little idee, from the looks of me,
Of the bravery deeds I done.

“But I stirred up sort of a jealous rage
In the buzzums of all the rest,
Till 1 ]l‘md ter resign fer the good of the
ine,
As the admiral thought were best.”

“ But it isn’t an admiral’s job,” said I,
“To tell a marine to lkid!”

He started slightly and answered politely,
“This kind of an admiral did.

“And you've no idee of the things,” he
said,
“T seen in my long campaign,
From Mindaneeo to Chiny and Rio
And all through the swamps of Spain.”

“There ain’t any swamps in Spain,” said L
He answered in tone serene,
“Hev I got ter explain there's mor'n one
Spain,
An’ there's swamps in the one I mean?

“ But speakin’ o’ swamps—in the Philippines
The mud it comes down in showers,
you'd certainly laugh ter see the

m'Flmﬂe
I rode fer his wadin’ powers.”

BY BURGES JOHNSON

“ Giraffes in the Philippines?” I cried—
Perhaps T was too abrupt,
For he ?fglrowfully sighed and at length re-
plied,
“A gent doesn't interrupt.

“ But In:peallkin’ of beasts—in the 'Strailian
ush
Is a thing called a Pattyplus;
One-half of it's bird, an’ the rest—my
word ! —
Looks terrible much like us.

“It can throw a stick ealled a rangaboom
With sech a uliar swin

That the thing it hits has eurious fits
And runs around in a ring.

“ But speakin’ of runnin’ around,” said he,
“When you come to the isle of Guam,

The women you meet ain’t got any feet,
And yet they is brave an' calm.

“An’ my buzzum bleeds fer their helpless
state,
Fer none of ’em ever begs,
So T asks your aid fer a fund I've made
Fer buyin’ ’em wooden legs.”

“DBut T am a native of Guam,” T said,
And he growled, as he shuffled by,
“T've wasted enough of expensive guff

On such a cheap sort of a guy.”
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Her Original Intention

HE curly-haired little sprite of the house

came running to her father in the study
and, throwing her arms about his neck,
whispered confidentially in his ear:

“ Oh, papa, it's raining!™

Papa was writing on a subject that oe-
cupied his mind to the exclusion of mat-
ters aside, so he said, rather sharply,
“Well, let it rain.”

“Yes, papa; I was going to,” was her
quick response.

Keeping It Quiet
MALL Caroline’s home was unfortunately
located in a very gossipy neighborhood,
and, being an observant child, she had
drawn her own conclusions. After an un-
usually naughty prank her mother sent her
up-stairs to confess her sins in prayer.
“ Did you tell God all about it?” she was
asked on coming down again.
Caroline shook her head decidedly.
“’Deed 1 didn’t!” she declared. * Why, it
would have been all over heaven in no time!”

Not by an Alien

T was a little Cleveland boy, American
born, who rebelled fiercely when his

Italian father whipped him for some misde-
meanor,

“ But, Tony, your father has a right to
whip you when you are naughty,” said his
teacher, in an ‘effort to uphold parental
authority. Tony's big eyes flashed.

“I'm a eitizen of the United States,” he
declared. *“ Do you think I'm going to let
any foreigner lick me?"”

HARPER'S MONTHLY MAGAZINE.

His Hobby
GENTLEMAN formerly attached to the
American Embassy at London tells how
an old country sexton in a certain English
town, in showing visitors round the church-
yard, used to stop at one tombstone and
say :

* This 'ere is the tomb of 'Enry 'Ooper an’
‘is eleven woives.” :

“ Eleven!” exclaimed a tourist, on one
oceasion.  “ Dear me! That's rather a lot,
isn't it*"

Whereupon the sexton, looking gravely at
his questioner, replied:

“Well, mum, yer see, it war an "obby of
"is'n.”

His Epitaph
I\' Zanesville, Ohio, they tell of a young
widow who, in consulting a tombstone-
maker with reference to a monument for
the deceased, ended the discussion with:
“ Now, Mr. Jones, all T want to say is,
‘To My Husband’ in an appropriate place.”

“Very well, ma'am,” said the stone-
cutter,
When the tombstone was put up the

widow discovered, to her amazement, that

upon it were inseribed these words:

TO MY HUSRAND. IN AN APPROPRIATE PLACE.

For the Best

Erner. * Men are so lacking in self-con-
trol.”

Cramre. “ Don’t become feverish about it,
my dear. If they weren't, most of us would
die old maids.”

Getting Into Deep Water
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Asking Papa

FTER ealling faith-
fully for about a
vear, Percy finally man-
aged to fulfil expecta-
tions by propesing, and
was promptly accepted.
“Now, dear, I think
you should go right in
and see papa, and every-
thing will be all right!”
Alice remarked, fondly
brushing a speck from
his shoulder,

“Er, yea! Of course!”

Percy gasped, looking
vearningly toward the
{IIH’r‘

* He's in the library—
go right in!” Alice said,
giving him a playful
little push. *“ Of course
he is fond of me, and
may feel a little cut up,
but I am sure you can
convince him that our
happiness depends on
his consent. He was
real rough with—er,
that is, I mean, I am
sure he will be just
sweet about it!”

With his brain in a
whirl, and regretting
bitterly the oceasions
on which he had laugh-
ed—yes, actually laugh-
ed—at jokes, so-called,
of young men who had
been kicked down the
front steps by large and
unappreciative fathers,
Perey entered the li-

brary. Subeonsciously
Percy noted that papa’s
shoes were of terrible
thickness, and numbered
at least eleven. He trembled, and tried to
speak.

“ Hello, Perev! Got through with it at
last, have you?” Papa remarked, pleasantly.
* 8it down and have a smoke. You young
fellows certainly are slow these days! I
was married three months after meeting
Alice’'s mother. What's the matter?”

Percy had swooned away.

Far

Q. E. D.

MEMBER of the faculty of a New Eng-

land university tells of a freshman,
who was asked by one of the professors
whether he had proved a certain proposition
in Fuelid.

“ Well, sir,” responded the freshman,
““proved’ is a strong word. But I will
say that T have rendered it highly prob-
able.”

from the Madding Crowd

On the Face of It

YOUTHFUL contributor to a Western

journal one day received the manu-
seript he had a few days before sent the
editor, Instead of the usual rejection slip,
4he young man was amazed to find the
following brief note from the editor:

‘l venture to observe that the super-
seription 1o your MS, seems best to ex-
press our reason for declining it.”

The title-page read as follows: “ His
Great Sin, about twenty thousand words.”

And He Gave It
. Ytl{.' may say what you like against
young ministers, but I have nothing
but praise for our young pastor,” the pomp-
ous Mr. Brown remarked, as he passed out
of the church. “ Nothing but praise!”
“ So I observed,” dryly retorted the deacon
who had passed the plate.
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In the adversity of our best friends we often find something that is not emuy dis-
pleasing. —ROCHEFOUCAULD. )

The Quarrel : -

BY WILBUR D. NESBIT

He make a face at me, an’ say
He's glad he ain't a little girl,
*Cause he don’t have no hair to curl
An’ his face don’t have to be clean—
An’ so 1 tell him ’at he's mean, !
An’ I make faces at him, too,
An’ stick my tongue out! Yes, I do!

i
OW, Willie Johnson, yesterday, i

Nen me an’ Willie Johnson fight.

I know “at girls must be po-lite

An’ never get in fights—but he

Got in the fight; it wasn’t me.

An’ so I tored off Willie’s hat

An’ give him just a little pat

Up ’side his face, an’ he just ery

An’ run home like he's “fraid he’ll die!

So pretty soon his mama, she

Comed to our house—an' looked at me!—
Nen goed ri;ght in where mama is—

She tooked “at tored-up hat o’ his.

An’ Missus Johnson she just told

My mama lots o' things, an’ scold
About me, too—'cause 1'm outside

An’ hear—th’ door is open wide.

T U W B T S R S

Nen Willie comed out wif his pup
An’ say “Hullo!” 8o we maked up,
Nen get to playin’ an'mal show—
His pup is a wild 1i'n, an’ so,

W'y, he's a-trainin’ it, an’ I'm

Th' aujence mos’ near all th’ time.

An’ nen our mamas bofe comed out.
His mama she still scold about

Me slappin’ him—an’ theiv bofe say:
- }'{erenf‘t,er keep your child away!”

-—I_.l‘_.__- oy

An’ nen they see us playin’ there
An’' they bofe say: “ Well, I declare!”™
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Old Age a Condition

Really within Control
To a Great Extent

A man with a healthy body

feels voung, whatever his vears.

The Secret of retained vouth
is in the food that builds and
sustains the body, and a healthy
mind.

The elasticity and “bound ™ of
prime manhood is designed to
last through after years,

Premature old age one brings
upon himself through thought-
less living.

Scientists agree that most
folks eat much more meat than
the body needs.

The excess means body work
and body waste. Premature de-
cay follows.

CL_ A well-known food expert,
e 4

knowing this, produced
S, s

rape-Nuts

A scientific, predigested food containing the vital body- and
brain-building elements of natural food grains. It is quickly assimi-
lated, and nourishes in the right way.

Persons who have been careless in their living find the body
promptly responds to the use of Grape-Nuts—

“« There’s a Reason”™

Postum Cereal Company, Lid,, Battle Creek, Michigan, U, S. A,

-1

When writing to advertisers kindly mention Harper's Magazine,
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HERE is an attraction hardly to be resisted in
the furniture of by-gone times.
But to gather together enough to fitly furnish
even one room takes vears of sleepless vigilance and a
liberal expenditure.
Our Replica-reproductions of such pieces preserve all
the charm of the originals and facilitate the immediate

plenishing, not of one room only, but of the entire home.

Our productions are offered for sale in New York only. Here they may
be seen in the Twelve Galleries of the Building especially designed and built
for the Grand Rapids Furniture Company.

The individuality of these admi- Of actual assistance to those furnish=
rable examples of the modern Cabinet-  ing, however, will be found our 'lmukz
Maker’s craft is such that anillustrated  “The House and Its Plenishing,’
Catalogue would be misleading rather  which will be sent to all who write us
than helpful. of their exact needs.

Doy,

iture Jompany

Wihen writing to advertisers kindly mention Harper's Magazine.
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You'll enjoy Maud Powell’s
exqusite violin solos

“Our’ Maud Powell, as her admirers love
to call her, is one of the few artists who
shows year after year greater development
in tone, technique and interpretation.

There is nothing of pose or virtuoso affectation
about her—she loves the work she is doing and her
heart and mind are wholly in it.

So eminent a musical authority as Henry T.
Finck says: “"When Maud Powell plays, one thinks
not of bowing and fingering, of staccato or legato,
of harmonics or double-stops, of trills—though they
be, as hers are, Melba-like in their perfection: one
thinks only of the music. Like a great actor, she
makes one forget the player in the art’.

And the perfection reached by the new Victor process of
recording was never shown to better advantage than in these

three marvelous new records, which reproduce perfectly every
little detail and delicacy of tone with all the original brilliancy.
Ten-inch, accompaniment by George Falkenstein, §1,
64134 Traumerei i e Schumann

Twelve-inch, accompaniment by George Falkenstein, $1.50,

74173 Capriccio Valse, Op. 7 Wieniawski
74179 Romance from Concerto No. 2, Op. 22......... Wieniawski

Mme. Powell makes records only for the Victor.

Four splendid concert songs

by John Barnes Wells

This noted young tenor always charms his audiences not only
because of his lovely voice, but because of the absolute clearness
of his enunciation, which enables every word to be understood.

The unusual qualities of his superb tenor voice are fully
apparent in the numbers he has sung for the Victor,

Ten-inch, accompaniment by Victor Orchestra, 60 cents.
5751 In Maytime .Oley Speaks
5758 Bo_-l Song Harrict Ware
5759 Thine Eyes So Blue and Tender.. 5 Lassen
Twelve-inch, accompaniment by stra, $1.
31791 Beloved, It is Morn Hickey-Aylward

Hear these records at any Victor dealer’s. Ask him for a September
supplement which contains the complete list of new single- and double-faced
records, with a detailed description of each.

And be sure to hear the Victor-Victrola
Victor Talking Machine Co., Camden. N. )., .S A,

Berliner Gramophone Co,, Montreal, Canadian Distributors
.. Toget bestresults, use only
Victor Needles on Victor Records.

On sale auges August 27

with the September list
of new Victor Records

New Victor Records are on sale at all dealers on the 28th of each month

When wriling to advertisers kindly mention Harper’s Magazine.
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IS TR ROGS S CARPETS.
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Hrs. 0. Tlervey Falkar,
Sew Yore U..il_,.

Dear Hadar..

The troatment of Uriental Ruge with medern sleo-
trically oplrlldlq ';lamu maven time mrd effort. Cantion
shoeld Be nuf, howewer, in meleotiny the method, for suee
zachines are destructive to the fabric.

Wo hove investigsted the various aleaners and
are convinoed Lhat the Hosver Tlestric Suation Swegper in
the culy machkine which cleant thoroughly with a wicimus
of effort and with amezred protectice te floor coverirge.

In foot our use of the Hoover leads um to be-
lieve 1t will prolong the life of Oriental Fuse.

Very respoctfully,
A. As Tantine & Co.

-
Par -.J._A%!N« rrteds,

Seeretar;.

=

dune &£} 1510

This
Letter

has a messagde for you.

It was written Ly one
of the world's greatest
autl'mritics on

rugs, to
a woman who wanted
to know how l)cst to

care for them.

You have known the

Vantine reputation for
wvears. You ]mow the
value of such an opinion

'E!‘Ol'l‘l. suc}l a ﬁrm.

The Important Points

(1)
(2)

(3)
(4)

That the Hoover cleans thoroughly.

That i1t does not harm but actually
benefits fabrics,

Tl-mt 1t clcans with a minimum of effort.

That it is the only machine which does
all these thingn.

Cl.

Olics

The reasons for the Hoover Sweepers
effectiveness. on furnishings as well a8
Hoor-covermgn. are contained in that

little Hoover book." Wrrite for 1t.
THE HOOVER SUCTION SWEEPER CO.

General Offices 109 Maple Street, New Berlin, O.
NEW YORK CHICAGO PHILADELPHIA  CLEVELAND DETROIT NEWARK
Marbridge Bldg. 24 East Store 12 33 Taylor ington Lyric Bldg:
Broadway at 34th St.  Monroe St. Mint Arcade Arcade Arcade 11 Beaver
Sold by Principal Stores Throughout the Country 1
__.—-'"

When writing to advertisers kindly mention Harper's Magazine,
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INTRODUCING
GOOD FURNITURE

TO A CONTINENT.

AN ANNOUNCEMENT
WORTH $17.50 OR MORE
TO EVERY PERSON
ACTS UPON

WHO j K 37

This is the day of big things, done quickly.
Men no longer wait on the slow process of
time. This advertisement speaks to other
millions while you are reading it

Ten years ago a man who imported much
fine foreign furniture for his fellow Americans
decided to make American furniture the
standard of the world.

This man has doubled his facilities over and
over again, until he now has the largest and
most perfect workshops of their kind in the
world — making COWAN CABINET
WORK—and yet he is not supplying one-
tenth of the demand which will arise when all
the people know about Cowan furniture.

He is planning to double his workshops
again and again. The old way would have
been to advertise conservatively and wait years.
The modern way is The Cowan Special
Offer, to Induce Immediate Acquaintance
with Cowan Furniture.

The Special Offer forSeptemberisthe Cowan

" Colonial Four Poster Bed (the famous old

pineapple pattern shown herewith) on which
we offer you a saving of $17.50 on the single,
or $27.50 on the double size. This offer
holds good for the month of September only.

The beds are shown in our own retail store
in Chicago, and by all the stores throughout
the country where Cowan furniture is sold. If
yvou do not know the nearest Cowan agency,
the name will be furnished upon request, or
you may order the beds by mail direct from
the Cowan shops.

There is only one Cowan quality. You can
buy other four post beds of similar appearance
at our reduced price or near it, but do not do so
expecting to get Cowan quality. You will be
disappointed. These beds no doubt are worth
what is asked for them. The whole point of
our special offers is that whatever we offer will
be worth much more than the price at which
we offer it temporarily.

Hundreds of Cowan beds of this famous old
pattern are now in the finest American homes,
and they have been sold uniformly heretofore
at $55.00 for the single, and $65.00 for the
double size. They cannot be sold for less, at
a profit, and will not be sold for less after
September 30th.

During September we offer them for $37.50
in either single or double size.

The beds are of the veryfinest of selected solid
mahogany, each board selected for its beauty
of grain and texture. The posts are hand
carved and the head board is_five-p/y mahogany,
veneered upon solid mahogany, to prevent
warping.

We sell our special offerings to our agents at
less than our shop cost to enable them to fulfill
the terms of this offer. We make the same
offer through our retail store and bymail, F. O.B.
Chicago, to make the opportunity nation-wide,

We make these offers solely to stimulate
your first interest in Cowan furniture. Once
interested, we know you will do as hundreds
of others have done—furnish your home
entirely with it—all at once if you can—piece
by piece if you must.

There is no other furniture like it, and no other
fine furniture made in asufficient number of patterns
so that a home may be furnished entirely with it.

The Cowan line now numbers more than a
thousand patterns, all in mahogany or Circassian
walnut, reproduced from the masterpieces of
historic design—Sheraton, Chippendale, Heppel-
white, Adam, American Colonial, etec.

You can take advantage of the September
special offer only in September. Call upon our
nearest agent if you know him, or write to us at
once for information. Dresser, dressing table,

chiffonier, costumer, commode and cheval glass
to match can be had if desired.

W. K. COWAN & COMPANY
Shops—613 The Lake Shore Drive, Chicago.
Retail Store—203-207 Michigan Ave,, Chicago.
Agencies—throughout the country.

When writing to advertisers kindly mention Harper's Magazine.
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PIANOLA PIANO

Hundreds of people will return from the
country this year with the intention of
buying a Pianola Piano.

In the home of some neighbor or friend
they have been greatly entertained by
hearing one of these instruments—per-
haps even played one themselves.

They have listened to people who
literally knew nothing whatever of music
play the Pianola Piano with a beauty—an
expressiveness—a brilliancy of execution
only surpassed by the greatest pianists.

Discernment Necessary

But not all these people will exercise
the care they should when they come to
make their purchase.

Some of them may fail to realize until
after they buy—that all player-pianos are
not Pianola Pianos.

Too late they will learn that the musical
results accomplished with the Pianola
Piano are possible on no other piano-
player whaitsoever.

That only on the Pianola are those
wonderful features, the Metrostyle—

which shows in every piece the mood of
the composer and how to interpret it;
The Z/emodist—which brings the melody
or “theme " clearly out above the accom-
paniment; The Graduated Accompaniment,
The Sustaining Pedal Device, etc.

Pianola Pianos Radically Different

From Player-pianos

A player-piano is azy piano with any
player in it.

A Pianola Piano is either a Steinway,
a Weber, a Steck, a Wheelock or a Stuy-
vesant Piano containing the world famous
Pianola itself.

Practically all piano manufacturers
now have instruments on the market for
which they claim results similar to the
Pianola Piano.

The fact is, that not one of these
instruments approaches the Pianola Piano
either in the artistic nature of its perform-
ance—the simple yet complete control
it offers the performer, or in the expe-
rience and skill which shows in its
construction,

Pianola Pianos cost from $550 upwards, They may be purchased on monthly payments, Hiustrated catalog Q
will be mailed free upon request, together with information as to where the Pianola may be obtained.

THE AEOLIAN COMPANY, 3iici eceruments i the worid_Aeolian Hall, 362 Fifth Ave., New York
D EEE———— et s TS

—
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“An Invitation to the Dance”

quoted a well-known music critic watching a hundred
children dancing to Baldwin Player-Piano accompaniment.

All the waltz kings, all the music monarchs from Strauss to Sousa, from
Chopin to Chaminade, are your subjects—

The Baldivin Player-Piano

turnishes fingers of fairy fleetness and the power to accent like an artist. Vet
you control the performance; your rythmic feeling rules.

Try the Viennese waltzes on a Baldwin Playver-Piano. Here is swing,
enticement, color as when the master leads the band. /Zvery composer is yours
to interpret with ar/.

The Catalogue, describing Baldwin player construction, is complete

with player facts. Letus send it. Comparison between the “‘Baldwin’’
and other piano-playing inventions emphasizes Baldwin superiority.

@he Bafwin Company

Chicago ‘ork St. Louis San Francisco
262 Wabash Ave. L. 5 1013 Olive Street 310 Sutter Street
Indianapolis i Boston Denver
18 N. Penn'a St 40 Huntington Ave. 1626 Californin St.

When writing to advertisers kindly mention Harper’s Magazine.
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“NIGHT LETTERS BRIDGE DISTANCE

The new “NIGHT LETTER" service of
The Western Union Telegraph Company offers
manifold advantages as a means of unabbre-
viated correspondence by wire.

It enables those who are traveling to keep
in close touch with conditions in their homes—
the “NIGHT LETTER” of information or
inquiry being delivered early next morning.

Fifty words sent for the price of a con-
densed day message.

THE WESTERN UNION TELEGRAPH COMPANY

Prompt, Efficient, Popular Service.

When writing to advertisers kindly mention Harper’s Magazine.
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The Problem of Time

An Advertisement by Elbert Hubbard

Y P— . IME has always been a strange and bafﬂing puzzle to philoso-
' hers. They could never explain, or account, or trace its
inning and end. While we can calculate the end of
worlds and of solar systems, time stretches away illimitable,
unfettered and uncontrolled. $¥ The principal thing that
differentiates man from the animals is his cognizance of time.
Animals know when they are hungry, but they never look at
the sun or make any sign which shows that they are speculating about time.
We divide life up into periods of time, and thus make it endurable. You lend
a man money and in a year he pays you back with something additional—or
he doesn't. Anyway, ]Y'ne should. Where did the extra money come from?
Time produced it. How can time cease? By no leap of mind can one
imagine. But all the time that the individual can call his own is while he lives.
& When will Fate with her scissors clip the thread of time for you? You
do not know, and this very uncertainty should make you prize time and work
while it is called the day. To limit the shock of your passing, and to ease
your affairs over the shallows when your hand and brain can no longer guide
them, Life Insurance comes in. Death, for most, comes without waming. By
Life Insurance, those dependent upon us are cared for, and the result of our
foresight and prudence is the possession of those we love after we are gone.
&2 Life Insurance is not a duty : it is more than that—it is a privilege. Life
Insurance does not actually insure you against death, but it insures your loved
ones against want when you are no longer here. That very fact gives peace,
ise and power to the man who is insured. It makes for length of days.
Ei).fe Insurance is an extension on time. And being wise we provide
through the Equitable Life against the time when time shall be no longer ours.

THE EQUITABLE LIFE ASSURANCE SOCIETY

OF THE UNITED STATES
“Strongest in the World”

The Company which pays its death claims on the day it receives them.
PAUL MORTON, PRESIDENT 120 BROADWAY, NEW YORK CITY

AGENCIES EVERYWHERE! None in your town? Then why not
recommend to us some good man—or woman—to represent us there—
Great opportunities to-day in Life Insurance work for the Equitable.

8 When writing to advertisers kindly mention Harper’s Magazine.
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™ FIDELITY AND GASUALTY 0.

OF NEW YORK

GEORGE F, SEWARD, President

1876 ROBERT J]. HILLAS, Vice-President and Secretary lg l 0
FIDELITY The experience of this Company under its liability polieies,
_LIAB_ILITY covering 25,000 aecidents a year, has been studied in order to
Sy ——— determine what industrial aceidents are preventable. From such
ACCIDENT data and from data gathered from other sourees, we believe
HEALTH that fully sixty per eent. fall within the preventable class.
e e S How these aceidents may be prevented is told in a pam-
STEAM BOILER phlet of about 200 pages, prepared by us.
ELEVATOR A first edition of thirty thousand copies was exhausted, and
SIS AN VA a seeond edition of twenty thousand eopies is now being dis-
PLATE GLASS tributed. A copy has been sent without eharge to each of the
BURGLARY Company’s industrial poliey-holders.

The priee to the publie is nominal—twenty-five cents. A
FLY-WHEEL eopy will be sent on reeeipt of remittance.
CAPITAL, £1,000,000 SURPLUS, $2,378,053.64

DIRECTORS
WM. P. DIXON, W. G. LOW, WM, J. MATHESON, WILLIAM H. PORTER,
ALFRED W. HOYT, FRANK LYMAN, ALEXANDER E. ORR, ANTON A. RAVEN,
GEO. E. IDE, J: G. McCULLOUGH, HENRY E. PIERREPONT, JOHN ]J. RIKER,
W. EMLEN ROOSEVELT, CGEO. F. SEWARD.
Principal Office, 92-94 Liberty Street, New York
Agents in all considerable towns

Hotel
St. Denis

BROADWAY and 11th ST.
NEW YORK CITY

ASk. your &8 Within Easy Access of Every Point
stationer s of Interest. Half Block from Wana-
,. maker's. 5 minutes’ walk of Shopping

District.
NOTED FOR Excellence of Cuisine,

Comfortable Appointments, Courteous

Esterbrook’s Service and Homelike Surroundings.

EaSIES't. Rooms $1.00 Per Day and Up
writing EUROPEAN PLAN
LOﬂg('.‘St Table d'Hote Breakfast 50 cents

AEOIT0E. Wm. Taylor & Son, Inc.
Their reputation extends over

hall a century. ALSO

The Esterbrook Steel Pen Mfg. Co., HOTEL MARTINIQUE

95 John Street, New York
Works: Camden, N. J. BROADWAY and 33d STREET

When writing to advertisers kindly mention Harper's Magazine.
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If there were only one telephone
in the world it would be exhibited
in a glass case as a curiosity.

Even in its simplest form tele-
phone talk requires a second instru-
ment with connecting wires and
other accessories.

For real, useful telephone service,
there must be a comprehensive
system of lines, exchanges, switch-
boards and auxiliary equipment,

- with an army of attendants always

on duty.

Cennected with such a system a
telephone instrument ceases to be a
curiosity, but becomes part of the

Dumb;

Five Million, Eloquent.

great mechanism of universal com-
munication.

To meet the manifold needs of
telephone users the Bell System has
been built, and today enables twenty-
five million people to talk with one
another, from fivemillion telephones.

Such service cannot be rendered
by any system which does not cover
with its exchanges and connecting
lines the whole country.

The Bell System meets the needs
of the whole public for a telephone
service that is united, direct and
universal.

AMERICAN TELEPHONE AND TELEGRAPH COMPANY
AND ASSOCIATED COMPANIES

When writing to advertisers kindly mention Harper's Magazine,
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4 Cylinders, 20 H. P.
Sliding Gears
Bosch Magneto

(F.O.B. Detroit), including Three
Oil Lamps, Hom and Tools.
Top, Gas Lamps, Tank and Speed-

ometer extra,

25 cents a day is all it costs
most people to run this car

There are 7500 Hupmobile owners in America.

The great majority Lep their cars at home and run
them for about 25¢ a day.

That means everything—oil, gasoline, repairs —
everything.

You may moralize all you like about the expense
of keeping automobiles—but you'll not find a
Hupmobile owner who will admit that his car is
an expense at all.

At 25¢c a day, he maintains that his Hupmobile is
cheaper than sireet cars—infinitely less expensive
than a horse.

Cheaper, because it covers so much more ground.

An economy, because it enables the owner to do two
or three times as much work and still have leisure,

The Hupmobile is just the right size to save
money in first cost; and it saves money, because
it is just the right size, on lites, gasoline, and
repairs.

And isn't it the handsomest, smartest car of its type
in the market ?

At least 100,000 more people can afford to own a
Hupmobile—in the sense that it would prove

itself an actual investment in time saved and the
pleasure it would bring,

Chat with a Hupmobile owner (doubtless your
a.chuninlancce include one or more). Note his
enthusiastic talk. Then look up the Hupmobile
dealer ; or write for the catalog.

HUPP MOTOR CAR COMPANY, Desk 20, DETROIT, MICH.

Licensed under Selden Patent,

When writing to advertisers kindly wmention Harper's Magazine.
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TWO short words, and com-

monplace—*‘the best "'—
completely describe the Stevens-
Duryea Landaulet as it is today.
The more you know about auto-

mobiles, the more readily you will agree that

this is so. It has true beauty in every line, grace
in every motion; the fleetness of a fawn; the com-
parative strength, the powerful silence of an ocean

llner all the comfort and protechon that could be desired.

These qualities give the Stevens-Duryea Landaulet dis-
tinct preference for theatre, shopping and country-house
we. We believe there is no car equal to it

Our Literature Sent On Request

makes plain every reason for Stevens-Duryea superiority, It is interesting, complete and
wpeaks with authority, ¥ we send @t}

i
& SteVﬁnS'D'-"'Yea Company, Chicopee Falls, Mass.

Li’crrnnf Under Selden Pai’erlf

| When wriling to advertisers kindly mention Harper’s Magazine.
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Get these Varnish Facts Solid
It Is Like Picking Up Money

The labor of varnishing costs more than the
varnish.

Lower-price varmsh requires more labor than

Fine Varnish.

Fine Varnish covers more Surface than lower-
price varnish.

The Varnish Maker and the Dealer have largef

profits on lower-price varnish.

Two big profits out of a low price leave little
for value.

Murphy Varnishes are the Cheapest to use
because they are the finest.

“Quality and Economy in Varnish and Varnishing ’’

Free--——gives facts and ﬁgures that prove it.

Murphy Varnish Company, FRANKLIN MURPHY,
NEWARK, N. J. BOSTON CLEVELAND ST. LOUIS CHICAGO

Associated with Dougall Vamish Company, Limited, Montreal, Canada
The Varnish That Lasts Longest '

When writing to advertisers kindly mention Harper’s Magazine.
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BVERYE ROADIABOULEVARD

When you motor with the

TRUFFAULT ~ HARTFORD
SHOCK ABSORBER

on your car, inequalities of the road., however pronounced, cease to manifest
themselves. . ,

Your car travels along with an easy, wavy motion over the roughest places.
There’s neither jolt nor jar, neither bouncing nor skidding. ' You enjoy solid comfort
under all conditions of travel. Every road becomes a boulevard.

Over and above all these advantages, wear and tear are
decreased materially. Repair bills, tire bills, dwindle to
a degree most pleasing.

The Truffault-Hartford Shock Absorber is guaran-

teed to make good or its purchase price will be refunded.
The standard shock absorber of
motordom. Used in all impor-
tant motoring events. Regular
equipment on such cars as Pierce-
Arrow, Thomas, Apperson,
Stevens - Duryea, American,
Studebaker-Garford, Chadwick,
etc,, etc., etc,

We can fit any car and make any car fit for any road.
Write us, mentioning make, model, and year, and we will

of the send you some very interesting particulars about the
Trufranli- Hartford Agency Truffault-Hartford applied to your car.

HARTFORD SUSPENSION COMPANY, 159 Bay St., JERSEY CITY, N. J.

EDW. V. HARTFORD, President.

. ) New York, 212-214 88th Si. Baston, 319 Columbas Ave,
BRANCHES: 1 Philadelphia, 260 N, Broad St L I:ic:nmv, I.lb?!“‘\“illchlgan Ave,

When writing to advertisers kindly niention Harper’s Magazine.
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The Health
of the Outdoor Woman

is proverbial. With health comes strength—and both go far to
make a successful life. Thousands of American women know that

ANHEUSER BUSCpse

AaliNitiine

has brought them the priceless boon of health. To poorly nour-
ished and anaemic women it is of inestimable value.

Declared by U. S. Revenue Department A Pure Malt Product and
NOT an alcoholic beverage. Sold by druggists and grocers.

Anheuser-Busch St. Louis, Mo.

When writing to advertisers kindly mention Harper's Magazine.
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We began in one small
store, figuring our business in
the hundreds.

To-day we count sales by
millions and have three of the
greatest of stores devoted to
outfitting men and boys.

How?

Ask the Man from New
York.

Good clothing for men

and boys—clothing that must

. make good under any test,

and the supreme test is *‘ your
money back if you want it."”

We 're retailers, who whole-
sale to a few good clothiers in
the larger cities.

Fall styles are ready at our
Broadway stores.

If Broadway is far off and
your home dealer hasn't our
clothing—write us.

Rogers Peet & Company
New York City

258 Broadway 842 Broadway 1302 Broadway
at Warren St. at 13th St. at 34th St,

When writing to advertisers kindly mention Harper's Magazine.
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X BFO&DWA\'
e, <

Dealing Directly With Principals

We sell New York City Surface Car and
sth Avenue Auto Bus Advertising and noth-
ing else.

We work constantly with our advertisers
to make the advertising they are doing with
us a success, because our success depends
upon theirs.

Under these circumstances a third p'm:y

would be a clear case of «two’s L()mp'm\—

e have the exclusive control and sale of
all ad\'crtxsmg space in the

New York City Surface Cars
And 5th Avenue Auto Busess

.\'mJ}f the Cards -
We Have a Standard

Write for rates and information

New York City
Car Advertising
Company
225 Fifth Avenue, N. Y.

When writing to advertisers kindly mention Harper's Magazine.
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1 to 10,000!

It is estimated that one man in ten still wears
custom made clothes.

It is a fact that not one man in ten thousand
has his shoes made to order.

The average man you meet is wearing today a better look-
ing, more comfortable and more durable shoe than was
worn by the millionaire of yesterday. Just one thing has
made this possible :

Goopyear WEeLTs

Here is a picture of the shoemaker of your youth—you have seen
him at work with almost precisely the same tools that were used at the
time the pyramids were built.

: But within your memory he has vanished into history. His place has
‘been taken by a system of almost human
machinery. The making of shoes has
been revolutionized in the past ten

years by the marvelous development
‘and the general use of the Goodyear

‘Welt system of shoe machinery, which
results in:

- Satisfaction to the wearer;
Better business for the dealer ;
Prosperity for the manufacturer;
Improved conditions of labor.

No matter where sold, or under what name, all really good Welt
shoes today are made by this process—ask the salesman (next time)
the Welt shoes he offers you are ‘ Goodyear Welts "’—refuse them
they are not. You want the best—get it.

We have prepared an alphabetical list of all “Goodyear Welt*® shoes sold under a special name
or Trade Mark. We send it on rcqlm:st without charge, and with it a book which describes
the ““Goodyear Welt™ process in detail and pictures the marvelous machines employed.

nited Shoe Machinery Company, Boston, Mass.

When writing to advertisers kindly mention Harper's Magazine.
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USE PAINTS MADE WITH OXIDE of ZINC

| aﬂ ‘“':" i .‘ ": ", - 3
el W %:_ R
-— |

Seaside Painters know by experience that nothing but Oxide of Zinc Paints
will give satisfaction. Seashore exposure is only an " accelerated paint test."
Paint that wears well here will wear better elsewhere.

A proper percentage of Oxide of Zinc is essential to the life of Paint.

Does yvour paint contain Oxide of Zinc?
oxide of zinc 1s unanerable | 1 D€ New Jersey Zinc Co.

S190. 9000 the Menpee 55 Wall Street, New YorK, N. Y.

We do not grind Zinc in oil. A list of manufacturers of Oxide of Zinc Paints mailed free on request.
rom ¢

JAP-A-LAC is made
in chentecn Bcautilcul
colors and Natural
or clear. to garret.
i N ewness
For sale by P = A-L and quall.ty
Drag, Hordware ;0110“’ dl‘
and Paint Dealers, btual:l..

THE GLIDDEN VARNISH COMPANY

5970 GL!DDEN BUII DING CLEVE.LAND OHIO

It sta;ns nnd vamis]!e!
in one operation,

can be used on any-
tl'xing nf wood or mcul

- -
Start Your Library with Globe “Wernicke Bookcases
—made in units or sections, permitting gradual expansion as the
number of volumes increase.
Conformity to styles that are distinctive without being intrusive, and
a strict adhere nu. to a high standard of quality, have firmly established
the leadership of

Slobe Wernicke Elastic Bookcases

The latest edition of **The World's Best Books" contains lists of the
s, 19, 35, 50 and 100 ‘“ best books' selected by distinguished scholars.
If\-r reference, or for assisting any ong who is planning to establish a libeary, * The
\\orl 4's Best Books " will be fuund very compact and exceedingly useful. ' —Hreaddyvu Eagir.
It will be sent you free, with the new Slobs"Wernicke catalogue, containing
many illustrations of library interiors in colors, Address Department T,

The Globe Wernicke ea. Cmunnnli, U.S.A.

When writing to advertisers ki'ndly mention Harpnr’s Magazine,
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Fire Destroys

Many Country Homes ||

Because the Fire Department is too far away and | |
no cfficient t',‘(hfl}.‘{utshk‘r 15 rl.‘:nI_\' for prompt use.

DGERS

Chemical

FIRE ENGINE

Throws & stream 75 to 85 feet.

Better than a thousand gallons of water
Extinguishes fire in il or Gasoline

Mayv be operated by one man,

Costs almost nothing to maintain.
Absolutely Safe—Lasts a Lifetime

Free
Trial
Offer

explained and Booklet H sent on gpplication,

BADGER FIRE EXTINGUISHER COMPANY

32 H Portland Street, RNoston, Mass,

THE WAR OF
THE WORLDS

A NOVEL

By H. G. WELLS

Author of “ The Future in America™

The demand for this novel
by Mr. Wells has been so
continuous and comes from
so many different quarters
that reprinting it has been
made a necessity. No ad-
mirer of Mr, Wells, whether
of his serious works or his
novels, can afford to be
without this fine story.

Post Bve, Cloth, $1.50

HarrPer @ BroTHERS, NEW YoRK

AL /

ANY house-

owners put off
badly needed painting
last spring because of
the rainy weather in
Apriland May. Ifyou
have done so, paint this fall. It
was wise not to paint in the
wet weather but don’t put it
off longer.

Fall 1s an excellent painting
season.

The atmosphere is clear and
bright and free from moisture.
Insects are not prevalent.
Surfaces are dry—in short,
every condition favorable to
good painting is found in
the fall.

When you paint, specify

"Dutch Boy Painter”
White Lead

and have the painter mix it
fresh with pure linseed oil at
the time of painting. Then
the right paint is assured —
paint which penetrates the
surface and dries with a tough,
elastic, durable film.

We have prepared our *‘ Dutch
Boy Pairt Adviser No, B for
property owners who want authori-
tative help on painting. Free toall
who write for it.

National Lead Company

An office in each of the following citiss:

New York Boston Buffalo Cincinnati
Chiecago Cleveland St. Louis
(John T. Lewis & Bros, Co,, Philadelphia
(National Lead & Oil Company, Pittsburgh

When writing to advertisers kindly mention Harper’s Magazine.
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= ENGLESIDE

Beach llaven. R.d

Beach Haven has the best combir
of sea shore features on the ]

Coast. € Matchless bay for sallinz;!l}'
ways good fishing, perfect beach and
bathing. € The ENGLESIDE has all
modern conveniences, private bath
with salt and fresh water, and
homeas wellas a hotel. Surerelief fmnll
 hay fever. Open June I8th to. Ocm
~ Ist. Send for booklet. :

THE ENGLESIDE BOHPMIY lnc.. 0

The “Babcock”
Electric

Is safer and easier to handle: is
faster on the level and stronger on

the hills and will go farther on a

single charge than any other™Elec- ;

s an

tric. Thcy cost less in the first
placc and they cost less to l(ccp up.
42c wasthe average cost of repairs

on “*Babcock Electrics for 1909.
Write for Catalogue today

Babcock Electric Carriage Co. |
226 West Utica Street  Buffalo, N. Y. |

it WORKSHOP =2

With outfits of Barnes Wood and Metal Working

& FOOT POWER -un
Machinery you can successfully compete with Factories
that use steam power, both in l;ua]l y and profit on prod.
wct. The only complete line of such machine
made. Have stood the test t-\nuy years, Se u.!
for catalogue. Address:

W. F. & JOHN BARNES CO,,

LA L
' Elements of Navigation
By W. J. HENDERSON
| It is a very clear and concise statement of essential facts con-
cerning the handling of n ship at sea, and furnishes informas-

tion indispensable to every one connected with the navigation
| of a vessel,.—Army and Navy Journal, New York.

Wick Diagrams, $I1.00

593 Ruby St., Rockford, 1ils. HARPER & BROTHERS, PUBLISHERS, N. Y.
THE For the Scientifie and Effective
Ber - - reatment of
kshire ] Hills C 4
Sanatorium ance

The only private Institution of mag-
mitude In the United States for the
exclusive treatment of Cancer and
other maligmant and benigs new
growths. Coaducted by a physicias
of standing. Established !" YOurs.

Without Resorting to
Burglieal Procedure
Fov complete informarion address
BERKSHIRE HILLS SANATORIUM
North Adams, Massachuscits

IM & M PORTABLE

HOUSES and GARAGES

B Substantial, beautiful summer and winter Coftages and Buse
galows., Inexpensive, complete in every detail. Save labofy
worry and material. Wind and weatherproof. Built on Unit
Plan, no nails, no carpenter. Everything fits. Anyone can set up.

We are the pioneer reliable portable house builders. Have
longest experience, most skillful labor, latest facilitics, keep con*
stantly on our docks, and in our yards and dry kilns,

50 Million Feet Seasoned White Pine

§ best weather-resisting timber knuwn—cmblmg us to make
B quickest shipments and lowest prices.

1 “Enclose 4 cents for our handsome book of Plans
and Designs which also gives names and addresses of 1B .
who have owned and occupicd our houses for years. Don't buy

The Oﬂgiall Reliable and 'Lngul M.nulactumn of Ponlhlc Houul

We Pay the Freight and Deliver our Houses to any R. R. Stationin U. S. Portable House till you know what the largest otdeum{n:kgcl""""
3
MERSHON & MORLEY CO.,700 Main St.,Saginaw, Mich. y,. 1 i tis e are. koo 81028
—

When writing to advertisers kindly menlion Harper's Magazine.
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Believ;ng that a great many in-
tclligcnt peaplc have little definite
knowledge regarding the construc-
tion and merits of di{f:rent carpets
and rugs, we have prcparcd an
interesting little book for national
distribution and will be glad to
We

suggdest that every houacl:ccper

send 1t gratis on request.

write for * Carpets.” as it is to her
interest to know where economy

begins and ends in floor coverings.
Address. Bigelow Carpet Co..
New York.

_AT—hc Servant in the House

(4 PLAY)
By CHARLES RANN KENNEDY

ERE is an uplifting drama so great, so

compelling, so reverent, so akin to all
the beautiful things in life, that it is more than
a play, more than a novel, more than & mere
book. With Eight Photographs from the Play.
Post 8vo, Cloth, $1.25.

The Mf:_lﬂ from Home s rzam

By BOOTH TARKINGTON and
HARRY LEON WILSON

i AFRESH vein of American humor, easy and

natural, and a d:lshinf love story as well.

Illustrated with Photographs of Scenes in the
Play. Post 8vo, Cloth, $1.25.

¢ Winterfeast

By CHARLES RANN KENNEDY

TI-IE events transpire on the evening of the
Winter Night's Feast, A.p. 1020, within
the homestead of Thorkel, an old Iceland
Viking: It is a drama of retribution for an
old lie, With Edight Photographs from the Play.
Post 8vo, Cloth, $1.25.

(A PLAY)

HARPER & BROTHERS, NEW YORK

Right Light

There is a good
deal in this lighting
question — whether
it be for a hotel,
a barn, a store, a
church, a factory, an
office or a home.

A light isn’ta good
light until it has the
right glass.

Heg U5,

The glass makes
or mars the light. A bare light dazzles.
With the proper glass it is changed
to soft, agreeable, artistic illumination.

I make a globe, shade or chimney
for every kind of light—electric, gas
and oil. I make over three thousand
styles of electric lighting glass, in all
shapes and colors, and in silk, satin
and velvet finishes. This is exclusive
of my globes for gas, and my lamp-
chimneys.

My latest invention is “Alba Glass.”
It is particularly adapted to outdoor
lighting and large spaces. It refines
the brilliancy and gives perfect dif-
fusion.

Every lighting glass 1 make is
perfect in its place, and each proves
that the glass is as important as the
light itself.

Write for my catalogue. It tells all about

my product.

MACBETH,

Macbeth-Evans Glass Company PittSbUl’g’h

9 When writing to advertisers kindly mention Harper'’s Magazine.
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An EVOLUTION
A REVOLUTION

and a REVELATION

Do you know that there will be a revolution n the
periodical subscription methods next fall—more sim-
plicity, uniformity, and more friendly co-operation?

Do you know that the business will be conducted
with the same dignity and exactitude that marks the
conduct of a great railroad, bank, or trust company ?

Do you know what this means to you if you are in the
magazine business—bookstore, newsdealer, or agent?

First:

Second :

Third :

Fourth :

Fifth:

Address

If you give all or part of your time to getting subscrip-
tions for a living—Write us!

If you never took a subscription but want to know how
the business is made pleasant, dignified, and profitable—
Write us!

If you want to do a kindness to some one who needs
““an opportunity "—WTrite us!

(Seuiliig the wame ond witdress.)
If you are running a bookstore or a news-stand and want
to increase your business in subscriptions for any and all
periodicals—profits also—Worite us!

For four years the “‘Harper Plan™ has been the best.
(] We have a better one for next season. If you want to
know about it, just ask us to tell you about the *“Harper
Plan" for 1910-11.—Write us to-day!

HARPER & BROTHERS, Franklin Square, NEW YORK

When writing to advertisers kindly mention Harper's Magazine.




HARPER'S MAGAZINE

ARI]UNI] THE WORLD

Cook’s 39th Annual Series of Tours leave SCJ:L
13, 27, Nov. 5, 24, 1910; Jan. 7, 1911, for

GRAND TOUR OF THE WORLD

Six months’ lesurely travel de luxe. Small private
parties ; comprehensive Itineraries ; superior exclusive
arrangements. The standard for 38 years, and
still the best; our illustrated booklet tells why.

THOS.COOK&SON

NEW YORK, 245 Broadway, 264 Fifth Ave.
BOSTON, 332 Washington St.
PHILADELPHIA, 830 Chestnut St.
CHICAGO, 234 So. Clark Su
SAN FRANCISCO, 689 Market St
MONTREAL, TORONTO, Etc

140 OFFICES ARROAD. Established 1841,
British East Africa & Uganda Tour, Nov. 1

Cook's Travellers' Cheques
Are Good All Over the World

ADVERTISER,

Feh AMERICAN R
BANKERS ASSOCIATION

When Traveling
Carry “A.B.A.” Cheques

and thus avoid all travel-fund annoy-
ances. They are safe, self-identifying
and good everywhere — Abroad and
At Home.

Take a book of assorted denomi-
nations ($10, $20, $50 and $100) on
your next trip.

Descriptive Booklet Free on Request

BUY THEM FROM YOUR OWN BANKER

T-f...'i' -'_'-""...\-. NALL ‘. -.- ] -.--..-- Ci

COMMONWEALTH AVENUE AND CHARLESGATE EAST
Boston, Mass.

A Select Hotel conducted on European Plan, Terrace Restaurant
Open during Summer Months

Bookings for Fall and Winter may be made now

Special inducements for families and permanent guests

COMPLETE EQUIPMENT FOR BALLS, BANQUETS,

CONCERTS AND SOCIAL EVENTS OF ALL KINDS

When writing to advertisers kindly mention Harper's Magazine.

FRANK C, HALL, Manager
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ELGIN WATCHES

17 Jewel Elgin—Our Great Special $
Sent Anywhere on Fl:Eeai-: l 375

m-mmu—. mummm—ummua
You do not pay nny until you have seen and examined this High-
crul- l.?-luul II Watch, in hand-engraved case, right In your own
home. You are to be the Judge. Let us send It to you, all charges

r:""*,.. PAY ONLY $1.50 A MONTH.

besest perssn.  No matter how far away live, or how small your salary or income
-t -l m you for a high-grade n Watch, in gold ease, warranted for Zgyw- and numd
to pass any Railroad inspection, far sur big free Waich and Diamend Catsieg Itl.e!ln about our

mulmmmm B o e L Lol

Systcm .uu! how we send Elgin,
AND WATCH CREDIT HOUSE Iﬁ'mm\ and Waltham Watches, 18, 14, 12,
LIIUS & C0.

“ Kz-’"zh” ﬂ‘“ﬂ_‘mm.u and " O™ gizes, 15, 71, and 91 Jewel, any-

where in the world, without security or one

Branches: Pittsburg, Pa., St. Lowis, Mo, | ceut deposit. Send for the Loflls Magasine, Feoe.

164 PRIZES worts 1000.00

Given for the Best Specimens of

SILK EMBROIDERY

Every woman who is skilful with her needle is invited to enter specimens

of her hand embroidery in this big Prize Contest. Here is a chance to win a
valuable prize, including large cash sums, handsome sets of books, etc., etc.

You have everything to gain and nothing to lose, because every piece
entered, including all the Prize winners, will be promptly returned to the owner
soon after the close of the Contest on November 1oth.

HARPER's Bazar for September (at all news-stands) contains full particulars,
including illustrations of the

18 Official Prize Contest Patterns

which are now on sale by dry-goods and fancy-goods stores, stamped on suit-
able material ready to embroider.

All pieces must be embroidered in pure silk. A sheet giving the Conditions
and Rules of the Contest may be had of the above dry-goods stores, or will be
sent free on request by

Prize Contest Editor, HARPER’S BAZAR,  Franklin Square, New York City

e — - -—

ENE
ILKSY ~-

INCLUDE *“SHOWER-PROOF” FOULARDS, FLORENTINES, DECORATIVE SILKS,
UPHOLSTERY GOODS, VELOURS, VELVETS, RIBBONS, CRAVATS, VELVET
RIBBONS, SPUN SILK YARNS, REELED SILKS, ETC.

Cuenwey Brornens, Sivn ManuracTunens.
_J

m—

When writing to advertisers kindly mention Harper's Magazine.
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CANDIES OF RARE QUALITY"

One of the Vacation Luxuries.

Take it alonq with you or purchase it from
any of our Sales Agents

Candies

| :.-quallzd in Purity
; Qualth_,

"—FEGYPT and INBIA—I
Around
iix  the World Trips i

Cost from $617.70 up—Two-Year Tickets

NORTH GERMAN .
PHILIPPINES

J

-

5 LLOYD
Travelers' Checks Good All Over the
World. Fast, Comfortable, Modern
CEYLON Steamers. Write for “Around The JAVA

World" Booklet, Dept. F,
OELRICHS & CO0., General Agents,
5 Broadway, New York

SOUTH SEA ISLANDS

AROUND the WORLD

Two Separate and Distinct Parties
Big Journeys with Little Care

The out-of-the-way and unfamiliar nooks and

corners — arrangements rather exclusive. '
1

Information free upon reéquest.

RAYMOND @ WHITCOMB CO.

225 Fifth Avenue, New York

1005 Chestnut Street, Philwdelphia 214 Oliver Bdg.. '.'IL‘ g

CLARK'S

Magnificent 5. 5. “Arabic” leaves
Feb. 4 $400 up, including
shore excursions ; 71 enchanting days.
Stop-over privileges. 3 high-class 0
mos, Round World Tours Oct. and
Nov. Program ready.

FRANK C. CLARK, Times Bidg., N.Y.

: rates

30¢ Washington Strect, Hoston

PBest & Co.

School Outfits for Children

School Days bring mothers face to face with
the difficult task of fitting out the children in
serviceable, suitable and stylish clothes, at
an economical price.

Thousands of mothers save worry, expense
and delay by clothing their children, from
head to foot, from this large establishment,
devoted completely and exclusively to the
outfitting of boys, girls and infants,

School Clothes, Hats, Shoes,
Hosiery, Underwear, Furnishings
for Boys and Girls are pictured,
described and priced in our new
Fall and Winter Catalogue

which we mail free to any address upon
request. This guide to correct clothes for
children aids mothers in deciding upon any
article of dress for school, street, house, or
special occasions.

Shopping by Mail

is made as satisfactory as a personal visit to
the store, by the helpful offices of our Long
Distance Shopping Bureau, under experienced
house buyers. You are safe in outfitting
your children from here, because we guaran-
tee satisfaction, or promptly refund your
n'lﬂ'lll\

0H|ENT | Please address Dept. 6,
CRUISE |60-62 West 23d St, New York

When writing to adverlisers kindly mention Harper's Magazine.
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Only an American is situated to write an impartial account of the
Napoleonic period. As an American, he is exposed to no influence
which would tend to swerve him from historical truthfulness.

The Life of

Napoleon Bonaparte
By JOHN S. C. ABBOTT

The eminent author John S. C. Abbott has written this Napoleonic biography in his
most brilliant style and has imbued the whole work with the genius of his profound
historical studies. The story of Napoleon has never been told in a more authoritative and
entertaining narrative. It reads like a romance. It is the long-needed American life of
Napoleon. As every American expects some day to visit Paris, so every American
should possess the story of Napoleon by John S. C. Abbott.

What the books are What the books contain

These volumes are authentic histo- In all about thirteen hundred pages,

ries. ¢ illustrations in duotone, and 252 original
They read like a romance. wood-cuts by celebrated engravers,

They are by an eminent 37 maps and plans.

author who writes Extracts from state papers, proclamations
with a rare, dis- in full, facsimile reproductions of Napo-
tinctive style. leon's letters and documents, etc.

What the books look like

The set consists of four magnificent volumes of roval-
octavo size.

HARPER &
BROTHERS,
FraxgLin Sq.,
NEW Yonuk.
Gentleinen: — Please
send me, all charges pre
pald, The Life of Napoleon
Bonaparte, by John S, C. Ab-
bott, four volumes, subject to ten
days' approval, and also enter my
name for one year's subscription to
HARPER'S MAGAZINE, HAR-
PER'S WEEKLY, and HARPER'S
BAZAR., 1 enclose $1.00 and agree to send

$1.00 a month until the price, $13.00, is paid, if The type 18 ]:I.fgr and l']t‘ill': the paper 1s of ex-

the hooks are accepted by me. A-9 cellent quality.
The binding is handsome and durable—an
Name.. imperial blue vellum book cloth . with
appropriate design on back and side.
AAEPeBr. oy liiisiivaana s iddaisivssnanisiiasalfsqreiasasisrniioaiossnn 4

North American Review may be substituted for Magazine or Weekly. HARPER & BROTHERS

A Catalogue of Qur Standard Sets of Books will be sent upon request

When writing to advertisers kindly mention Harper's Magazine.
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FASHIONABLE MEN

WEAR THE NEEDRAW

Boston
! Gan

| FITS BEST elastic
| WEARS BEST Knit Leg
FEELS BEST Bandwith
LOOKS BEST adjustable

If you want the Pendant.
best garter

insist

on ﬁ'le

M. P. DURABLE FLOOR VARNISH
(In the United Staim) AL li:‘ the Dou

inlon of Canada)
r rial Mensnre
“ans, $8.20 each
a5

show

many years
stic

to water
] !-. light In
|-1\r !]ua e -.rnm;, |I & nat llI'I| beauty of the
be with equally ;r results
ncrinl. | surfaces t 5 hard
In from 15 nd can be tl«lml
pulhr‘-tl(nu the gloss

For sale by paint dealers everywhere. Ii
not at ye will send by prepaid express,
upon receip Full descriptive price-
list upon g

THE GLIDDEN VARNISH CO,
Makers of High-Grade Varnishes for all purposes,
G870 Glidden Bullding, Clevelund, 0.

Conf \ Wear with either
to cz;gnuli \ g knee or full ]ength
of leg per- N drawers. No metal
fectly. WRE touches the leg,

kel Plate, 25¢,

Sifke Pendant, Gold Plate, Soc. GEORGE FROST CO.
Malled on Receipt of Price, ~— Makers, Boston.

Jenkins Bros. Vaives

I'he most practical and economical, Designe For OccasionAL or HABITUAL CONSTIPATION

o meet the requirements of ex irlll'u., every

dny service. In metal and in workmanship
care is taken to produce a valve that will give
maximum amount of strength and durabliity.
We shall be glad to mail catalogue on request.

JENKINS BROS., rhitnacionis, Chicoss

HP STATIONAPY COMPLETE
GASOLINE ENGINE *76%

ForFarmwork, Irrigation

or Pumping, Factory use
and Electric Lighting.

3 to 20 h.p.—perfectly governed
guaranteed by a responsible
firm. Worite for full description,

GRAY MOTOR CO., 105 Leib St., DETROIT, MICH,

For quuor and

wGel .
—=K\CCIC Drug Using
A scientific remedy which has been

u l/.e % skilfully and success}ully administered by
| y g

medical specialists for the past 30 years

AT THE FOLLOWING KEELEY INSTITUTES:

flot Springs, Ark. Dwight, Tl Kaunsns Clty, Mo, White Plains, N, Y. Pittsburg, Pa.,
Denver, Colo. Marion, Ind. 8t. Louls, Mo., Columbus, Ohlo, 4246 Fifth Ave,
::-;:""Il:::::" ::2.'." Lexington, Mass, 2801 Locust 8t. Portland, Oregon, Providence, It. I.
Jacksonville, Fla, Portland, Me, Manchester, N, I, Philadelphia, Pa., Winnipeg, Manitoba.
Atlania, Ga. Grond Raplds, Mieh, Buffale, N, Y. 812 N, Broad 8t. London, England.

When writing to advertisers kindly menlion Harper’s Maqgazine.
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UTICURA
SOAP

It does so much for
poor complexions,red,
rough hands and dry,
thin and falling hair.
It does even more
for skin-tortured and
disfigured infants.

Eold throughout the world. Depota' London, 27,
Charterhouse Sq,; Paris, 10, Rue de Ia Chaussee
d'Antin; Australia, R. Towns & Co,, Sydney: India,
B K. Paul, Calcutta: China, Hong Kong Drug Co.:
Japan, Maruya, Ltd., Toklo. Bo. Africa, Lennon,
Ltd., Cape Town, ete.; US A, Potter Drug & Chem.,
Corp., Sole Props., 133 Columbus Ave . Boston.

Ba-32-page Cutleura Book, post-tree, n Gulde to
the Best Cure and Treatment of Skin wad Halr

Look to

o preserve your —msy

74 |

a

His Period and His Pictures

By
ALBERT BIGELOW PAINE

BIOGRAPHY AND A HISTORY—

Nast the man, Nast the Cartoonist,

and a review of his share in the great

events his g)cncil treated in criticism—often as
the voice of the country shaping those events,

Mr. Paine had wondertul opportunities to
know Nast, and the book is filled with a rich
store of biographical material and historical
side-light.

The book is additionally valuable as a histo
of the cartoon and its development, along wit
the changes in processes of engraving and re-
production,

Hundreds of Nast’s cartoons and other draw-
ings are given, as well as many additional
illustrations, historical and personal,

Large Octavo. Gilt Top. 600 pp.
$5.00 net.

HARPER & BROTHERS, NEW YORK

e

e —

When writing to advertisers kindly mention Harper's Magazine.
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While Rock

““The World’s Best Table Water”’

THE RIDDLE of
the UNIVERSE

By Ernst Haeckel

1 HE noted achievements of the nine-
teenth century in their relation to
the “riddle of the universe.” Pro-

fessor Haeckel has a world-wide reputa-
tion, and this work is generally conceded
to be his supreme, masterly effort.

Cloth, $1.50

The Wonders of" Life

NEW, supplementary volume to The
Riddle of the Universe, a popular
study of the mysteries of life. A
noteworthy book by the world-famous
scientist.
Cloth, net 31.50
HARPER & BROTHERS, PUBLISHERS, N. Y.

anning-
owman

ALCOHOL
Gas Stoves

The Alcolite Wick-Feed Burner burns denalured alcohol

Manning-Bowman Alcohol Gas Stoves can
be used interchangeably with Chafing Dish or
Coffee Pot Style Percolator and in addition will
take any cooking utensil and cook as complete
a meal as can be done on a kitchen range. These
stoves are supplied with Manning-Bowman
Chafing Dishes or may be bought separately.

All dealers have them and the Manning-Bowman
Quality Coffee Percolators, Chafing Dishes,
*Eclipse’” Bread Mixer, etc. d

Write for free Book of
Recipes and Catalog 'J-24"
MANNING, BOWMAN & CO., A

———w

BE

ST PRINTING INKS

e oA

MANUFACTURED 8r

SJ-M-HUBER

NEW YORK
The-HARPER PERIODICALS show actual results in great variety

BOSTON CHICAGOD

PHILADELPHIA 5T. LOUIS

When writing to advertisers kindly mention Harper's Magazine.
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Copytight by Hart Schaffner 4 Mars

i Style Book for fall shows New England scenes; and inciden-
tally our new fall models; these clothes seem to go well anywhere.

The above lustration §s not the cover of the Style Booky it is an advance
poster of i, Semd wix cents for a copy of the book aml look it through,

Hart Schaffner & Marx
Good Clothes Makers

{‘hi“agn Boston New York

When writing to advertisers kindly mention Harper's Magazine.
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d Brushes

Best Brushes Made
GODIVA AJAX SAMSON

Brushing is Life to the Hair

Every stroke of a Howard Brush reaches through and
brushes each layer of hair, keeping it clean, healthy
and vigorous and makes the scalp tingle with a
he'tlth\ glow, exciting vitality and encou-

aging a luxuriant growth.

Howard Brushes are scientifically con-
structed.

Their stiff, penetrating bristles

and beautifully finished backs

SHoward AJAX of Turtle Ebony, or other

The Handy Traveller precious woods, com-
Wike s2%7083% each bine elegance,

for this ‘10

booklet utility and du-
The ease with : rﬂ.bzl!ly to a
which the 1|.-151_' may e surpass-
be kept luxuriant and i d
beautiful will be {ully in 24 €~
appreciated by any person

UI’CC

reading our interesting, in- %ﬂ/ﬂ/)‘d GODIVA
structive booklet entitled The BTUSh Dainty
THE HAIR. ITS GROWTH $125 #0$3%° cac/s

AND HYGIENE
This book contains simply stated, scientific
facts about the life and growth of the Hair. It
will be sent free to anyone addressing Dept. M.

GODIVA BRUSH

POWDER Moward SAMSON
is a specially prepared powder with Ml]ltal:y De Lux
which a Hair Brush may be thoroughly $325 {05600

cleansed without the slightest injury to ;

the Bristles, If your merchant cannot sup- Pef‘f)ah’
>t Ve 2 s . _ e oy

ply you with **Godiva Brush Powder,"” we will

send a sample tube on receipt of five cents, or

box of six tubes for a quarter.

The name Jboward is on the handle of every Howard Brush

The Howard Brush Co., I5West 24th St New York

When writing to advertisers kindly mention Harper's Magazine.
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MOTOR CARS

kol

When writing to advertisers kindly mention Harper's Magazine.
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NABISCD

SUGAR WAFERS

Refreshments served at five o'clock teas
should never be elaborate. The hostess

who serves NABISCO Sugar Walers

displays her knowledge of the conventions
as well as respect for the likes of her guests.

NABISCO Sugar Wafers are always
good form—always appreciated.

In ten cent tins

Also in twenty-five cent tins

NATIONAL BISCUIT COMPANY

When writing to advertisers kindly mention Harper's Magazine.
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Gillette on any sleeping car in America.

Most men who shave on the train use the Gillette.
They can shave quickly—with no stropping, no hon-
ing—shave smoothly and clean up all the corners, with
no danger from the lurch or motion of the car.

A bridegroom on the Canadian Pacific acquired a
" three-days’ growth of beard. Despair was written on
his face. A kindly old gentleman loaned him a Gillette
—and received the united thanks of two fond hearts.
Men who travel much become very practical. They

go in for efficiency—get down to necessities.

You can have an object lesson in the use of the

GILLETTE SALES COMPANY, 44 W. Second Street, Boston

New York, Times Building  Chicago, Stock Exchange Building  Gillette Safety Razor, Ltd., London
Eastern Office, Shanghai, China Canadian Office, 63 St. Alexander Street, Montreal

When writing to advertisers kindly mention Harper’s Magazine.
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Tourists and travellers are the staunchest advocates
of the Gillette. It would be interesting to know how
many thousand Gillettes are sold every year through
their example and recommendation.

Be progressive. Keep a Gillette on your home
washstand—take it with you when you travel. Spread
around some of the Gillette sunshine. Wear the smile
of the man who can shave without stropping or hon-
ing. Life is brighter when a clean face is an every-
morning habit.

Standard Set, - - - $5.00
Gillette blades, 50c. and $1.00

Fong CH U

GILLETTE SALES COMPANY, 44 W. Second Street, Boston

Factories : Boston, Montreal. Leicester, Berlin, Paris

When writing to advertisers kindly mention Harper's Magazine.
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“About once in two months,” writes a California woman,
“l give my mahogany pieces a good bath.

With a dry cloth, | wipe off the dust. Then, with
warm lvory Soap suds and a piece of chamois, I begin the
washing. After washing well, I wipe lightly with a piece
of cheesecloth, polishing with a chamois.

I wash just what | can dry and polish at one time. By
doing this and a little dusting every day, | am able to keep
my furniture in good condition.”

Ivory Soap . .. 9946 Per Cent. Pure.

When writing to advertisers kindly mention Harper's Magazine.



Swift's Premium
Sliced Bacon

Crisped, makes a delicate, savory, appetizing dish for
breakfast any morning, no matter what the temperature.

It is every bit choice meat. There is no waste. A
streak of lean and a streak of fat, together with Swift’s
exclusive method of “Premium”™ curing, makes it firm
and flavory.

Sliced thin and evenly by machinery and put up in
sealed glass jars, it reaches your table with all its original
goodness unimpaired.

At All Dealers

Swift & Company,

\““SPEC‘).
9 AND ‘¢
" PASSEDUNDER

THE ACTOF

CONGRESS OF




A PURE PRODUCT OF A PERFECT PROCESS

BAKER'’S
BREAKFAST

a8 is made from the
best cocoa beans.

scientifically

blended.
Absolutely pure,

QU (Bl healthful, and
POWDER || ¥
AbSOIUtely Pu re Get lha;fn:inc :ilh :ur‘ir;dc-mart;n ;he p;ackage.
. The oﬂ’y bakiﬂy pﬂWd’El‘ 52 Highest Awards in Europe merica
gk 'f,:,h s Sl g Walter Baker & Co. Linited
Established 1780 DORCHESTER, MASS.

No Alum,No Lime Phosphate

Prove Things Wa.téiiﬁl\an's
Hold Fast That Ide&l

Which Is Good. P‘Ouwpen
A ten days’ change from y A

coffee to well-made

POSTUM

Tells its own convincing story.

“There’s a Reason”

POSTUM CEREAL COMPANY, LTD.,,
Battle Creek, Mich., U. S, A,
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