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1 cup blueberries
2 cups Gold Medal Flour 
!/2 teaspoon salt
2 teaspoons baking powder

*/2 cup sugar
1 egg 

cup melted butter
1 cup milk

WASHBURN-CROSBY’S

Gold Medial
ILOW

You Think It -* 
Say It

^SHBURn-CROSBYCO

G°U) MEO AL flour

Mix and sift the dry ingredients, add milk slowly, melted butter and eggs well beaten. 
Beat all together thoroughly, dredge blueberries with flour and fold into the batter. 
Fill well greased gem pans three-quarters full, bake one-half hour in moderate oven.

This recipe and 761 others in the GOLD MEDAL COOK BOOK. 
Each package of GOLD MEDAL FLOUR contains a Cook Book coupon.

GOLD MEDAL FLOUR AT ALL GROCERS
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Skin Energy
The skin is an important contributor 

to the sum of human energy. So long 
as it is kept fresh, pure and healthy, it 
is an inspiriting and an invigorating 
influence; and the best known means

THE GREAT 
ENGLISH 

COMPLEXION 
SOAP

of keeping it in that condition is to use

All rights suim d SCENTED SOAPS PEARS’ OTTO OF ROSE IS THE BEST

Pears’ Soap
This completely pure soap, which has 

been the leading toilet soap for a hundred and 
twenty years, contains in perfect combination 
the precise emollient and detergent properties 
necessary to secure the natural actions of the 
various functions of the skin.

There is a permanent feeling of freshness, 
briskness and vitality about a skin that is 
regularly washed with Pears. The skin sur­
face is always kept soft and fine and natural.

The skin is kept fresh and young looking 
by using Pears which lasts twice as 

long, so is twice as cheap as 
common toilet soaps.
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“That’s the whole secret:
“Follow the simple directions on the label and you’ll 

make a perfect bisque from

Soup
“Use a very small pinch of soda and only a little cream 

in the milk. And after you mix the soup and milk together, 
let them come to boiling-point, but do not let them boil.

When Sally Sweet
Walks down the street
The boys are wild to win her 
“I cannot pause,” 
She says, “because 
There's Campbell's Soup 

for dinnerl"

“Three minutes is all you need for the 
whole business. A child could do it. And
you have a tomato bisque fit for a king’s 
table!”

21 kinds 10c a can
Asparagus Clam Chowder Pea
Beef Consomme Pepper Pot
Bouillon Julienne Printanier
Celery Mock Turtle Tomato
Chicken Mulligatawny Tomato-Okra
Chicken Gumbo (Okra) Mutton Broth Vegetable
Clam Bouillon Ox Tail Vermicelli-Tomato

Look for the red-and-white label
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DRAWN BY GARTH JONES

By Dr. Frank Crane

B
E an Optimist! Optimism is the product of health. Pessimism is the fruit 
of a diseased body, brain, or spirit.

The whole universe is an arena for the tremendous battle eternally going 
on between the forces of vitality and the forces of morbidity, between down­
pulling and up-building energies, between hope and despair, between the 

unafraid and the panic-stricken.
The agents of death swarm in the air, lurk at every corner of your path, dog 

your steps night and day. Failure threatens, accidents may happen, enemies are 
after you, microbes are everywhere. Think of these things, and it is all over with 
you. The man afraid is half whipped.

Circumstances have nothing to do with Optimism. Even the sick-room of an 
Optimist is a bulwark of encouragement to the whole household.

Facts do not cast down the Optimist. If he is cheated he makes the swindler 
ashamed. If he is beaten he never knows it. When Trouble visits him she soon 
leaves because she is not offered a chair. If he stumbles he fights on his knees.

Any human being’s will is the soul’s citadel; all hell cannot take it unless it 
surrenders. The Will clears the brain, inspires the heart, nerves the hand, and 
makes the foot sure.

The Optimist is the one who is linked with the great health-force-constructive 
powers of the universe. The stars in their courses fight for him.

The Will is the central fire of the Optimist. And the Will is a piece of 
Almighty God, given gratis to him who will use it.



“The question of the origin 
of life has long been a fasci­
nating subject for thinking 
men. Is it necessary that 
life should always he de­
rived from life; that every 
living being should have a 
parent; is it not possible 
that lifeless matter 
should, under suit­
able condi­

quire 
life ? "

Making the
for the Good

By Sir William

Sir 
William 
Ramsay 
in his 
laboratory

tions, ac-

The germ of ma­
laria (at top),and the 
germ of pneumonia

r-tt’Mie word “germ” is derived 
I from the Latin Germea, a sprig, 
l| an offshoot; and that again, 
a from gero, I bear. Its strict

JL meaning is the ovary or seed­
bud of a plant, and thus it has come to 
signify that from which anything springs— 
its origin. The expression “germs of dis­
ease” is a common one; and when Pasteur 
found that in many cases these were small 
organisms, the word germ was transferred 
to denote them.

That infectious fevers were caused by 
something in the air was suspected even in 
the middle ages; care was taken to avoid 
contact with the stricken one; breathing 
his breath was imagined to be risky; and 

Editor’s Note.—Sir William Ramsay received the 
Nobel prize in chemistry in 190.} for his revolutionary 

_____ discoveries in connection with the inert 
gases of the atmosphere. These gases, 
the existence of which was previously 
quite unknown, are called argon, neon, 
and krypton. A fourth gas, called helium, 
had been discovered as a constituent of 
the sun by Sir Norman Lockyer, but 
was first revealed as a terrestrial element 
by Sir William Ramsay. Subsequently 
Sir William observed the transformation 
of radium emanation into helium. He 
then reported the seeming change of copper 
into lithium, under influence of rad­
ium; and very recently his observation of 
the appearance of helium and neon in 
old X-ray bulbs has been confirmed by 
other workers, giving color to the sug­
gestion that one clement may be trans-

fires used to be kept burning in 
the streets, so as to consume the 
“germs of disease.” Defoe, who 
lived while (to quote his own 
jingle)

“A dreadful plague in Lon­
don was,

In the year sixty-five. 
Which swept an 

hundred thousand 
souls
Away, yet I 
alive,”
tells of a sexton

who fetched away 
the bodies; the 
only precaution 
which he took was to 
hold garlic and 
rue in his mouth, 
and to smoke
tobacco; and his Tsetse 
wife, who sur- fly' .the
vived with him, carr,er

of sleep- 
in g 

sick­
ness germs



Microbe Work
of All Mankind

shown by the pres­
ent article on Germs, 
which deals authori­
tatively with a subject 
that cannot fail to 
be of interest to every 
living human on this 
terrestrial ball of ours.

Ramsay, K.C.B., F.R.5.
The rat flea.

a carrier 
of bubonic 

plague germs

tube con­
taining 

k bacil-

ists,

scientist

Sir 
Wil-

boldt called him, 
discovered that 

# with sufficient 
p magnification 
t small particles are 

seen to be in a con­
tinual state of agita­
tion, skipping here and 
there, as if they were 
alive. But this jump­
ing motion was ob­
served not only with 
objects which might

sion-lens,” where the 
lens dips in water or oil, 
and can thus be brought 
much nearer the object

viewed, made it possible 
k to examine minute par- 
wk tides hitherto in-

Hk visible. In the ’30’s, 
Robert Brown, the

M “prince of botan-

muted into another with the aid of the electric current. 
Sir William Ramsay is an exceedingly expert, in­
genious, and resourceful laboratory worker, and he 
has a very practical mind, as evidenced by his scheme 
for burning coal in the ground

mining it, bring- 
gem rated gasi 

the surface for consump- 
lion. The catholicity JKg, 
of his interests and 
the breadth of his 
knowledge arc well -

as Hum-

The 
m i -

The sisters Invention and Dis- 
covery always walk hand-in-hand; 
and although microscopes, more or ” 
less effective, had been used since 
1590, Amici’s invention of the “Immer-

• crococi ■ 
a of men- I 

a ingitis I 
J ( above ); 1 

the germs 
of gangrenous 

blood poisoning

^Hand- 
MT ling 

|||||raeadly ma- 
ir terial—bot­

tling of anti­
typhoid vaccine

washed her head ” 
and sprinkled her 
head-cloths with 
vinegar. Another pre­
caution recommended 
was to burn rosin and 
pitch, brimstone and 
gunpowder, in 
the houses; f 
these were K 
ancient disin- f - 
fectants. f



be of animal or vegetable nature; it 
took place equally with small particles of 
water-color paints, which no one could sup­
pose to be alive. Of recent years, the cause 
of this motion has been found out; but 
that is another story.

It was Brown who discovered by help 
of his improved microscope the existence 
of a nucleus in plant-cells; and after that 
the way was paved for the examination 
of germs.

A seed, whether animal or vegetable, 
whether an egg or a grain of barley, con­
sists for the most part of food for the germ 
which it contains. Both the yolk and the 
white of the egg, as well as the starch of 
the grain, are merely food supplies. When 
the grain is moistened, or when the egg is 
kept warm, the embryo commences to 
subdivide; each cell becomes two. This 
reduplication continues, and an organism 
is formed, which has structure, according 
to what it eventually will become. It con­
sumes its food, starch or albumen, as the 
case may be; and the plant or animal is 
formed. But neither the starch nor the 
egg food-stuff are taken in by the germ as 
such; they have first to be changed; and 
the change is the function of a ferment; 
a substance, which, although not alive, 
yet has the property of causing other sub­
stances to alter their nature; starch, for 
instance, by the action of the ferment 
diastase, contained in the grain, changes 
into sugar, and it is in this state that it is 
used as food by the germ. There are similar 
ferments which act on the white and the 
yellow of the egg, and bring them into such 
a condition that they serve as food for the 
germ of the egg.

The subdivision of the cell, under normal 
circumstances, does not take place until 
after fertilization; in the case of plants, 
until after penetration of the embryo by 
the pollen, the dust which comes from the 
anthers; in the case of animals, by the 
spermatazoon. But Professor Loeb has 
proved that fertilization is not always neces­
sary; that sea-urchins’ eggs can be made to 
develope into living animals by placing 
them in water to which certain salts have 
been added, or even by irritating them with 
a needle. It has long been known that 
many organisms multiply by budding; 
a familiar instance of this is, cutting a slip 
from a twig and planting it; it grows into 
a shoot, which develops into a complete 

plant. Yeast, small oval granules, which 
grow in sugary solutions and change them 
into alcohol and carbonic acid, multiplies 
in somewhat the same way: a bud begins 
to appear on the side of a cell; it grows; and 
when it has become nearly as large as the 
original cell, it breaks off and starts an 
independent existence. Strictly speaking, 
the plant grown from the slip, or the new 
yeast cell, is the same organism as that 
from which it has been derived; it has, so 
to speak, only one parent, and is merely 
a part of that parent which has become in­
dependent. To form a really new organism, 
the concourse of two parents is necessary; 
the organism then partakes of the qualities 
of both. And not merely of both; but of 
the ancestors of both.

These remarks apply not only to low 
forms of life which have been referred to as 
illustrations; they apply equally well to 
human beings. Everyone knows that 
children resemble one or the other parent; 
and not only their parents, but their grand­
parents, or even their great-grandparents. 
Often, indeed, a child resembles some partic­
ular grandparent. The cell-structure to 
which this resemblance is due must have 
been derived from the grandparent; it 
must have persisted through the life of the 
parent without becoming manifest; and 
it appears in the third generation! And 
yet the cells which form the embryo of the 
perfected organism are, so far as can be seen, 
very simple objects; a skin, surrounding 
a quantity of granular matter, in which 
there is a nucleus, itself containing a nu­
cleolus, or still smaller nucleus. But such 
simplicity must be merely apparent; the 
chemical atoms of which cells are built up 
are incomparably smaller. We now know, 
moreover, that even atoms themselves have 
complicated structure; many believe that 
they consist of electrons, or atoms of elec­
tricity. It is difficult to give an idea of 
such minuteness, but it may perhaps be 
realized as follows: a gas like air consists 
of small particles termed molecules, of 
oxygen and nitrogen, chiefly. Air can be 
made liquid by cooling it; in liquefying, it 
contracts, so that these particles in liquid air 
are about ten times as near each other as 
they are in ordinary gaseous air, and a 
thousand volumes of the gaseous air gives 
one volume of liquid. The smallest object 
that we can see with the naked eye—the 
smallest speck of dust—is composed of at



least a million million of such 
particles, a thousand times as 
many as there are inhabitants 
on this earth; and the mi­
nutest object which the 
microscope reveals still 
contains a million mole­
cules. And it is possible 
to imagine considerable 
variety of structure among

infinite potentiality for 
change. Still, when all is carriers of disease germs

Inoculating a rat. In the development of a 
vaccine many inoculations are made and 

results carefully compiled and studied

objects containing so many units. 
Add to this conception, more­
over, that the units, or mole­
cules, differ to some extent 
among themselves; that 
among them many 
chemical compounds 
are represented, 
with its own prop- 
and capacities for change, 
and it will be seen that 
what appears simple and 
uniform may, and in­
deed must, be en­
dowed with almost 

said, we cannot but be struck 
with the extraordinary fact that 

the resemblance of a child to 
his grandfather, not only in 
feature but also in mind and 
in trivial habits, involves 
the existence of cells in the 
father or mother, which “he 
low,” and yet carry with 
them all the characteristics

Microbe of Sleeping Sickness (above). 
Bacteriologists are trying to exterminate 
this germ, which is transported by flies

of body and mind of a man 
or woman.

Before leaving this inter­
esting subject, let us con­

sider how subtle such a 
resemblance may 

be. It is certain 
music, as it 

us moderns, is a 
comparatively recent art. 
We are safe in saying 
that a thousand years 

ago nothing like a 
modern sonata was 
dreamt of; the in­

habitants of the East do 
not appreciate harmony; at



all events, harmony is not part of their 
native music. Now, it is not infrequent 
for a child to be born “a musical genius;” 
at the age of three or four, some exceptional 
children appreciate complicated music, and 
even perform complicated and difficult 
pieces. This must have been inherited; 
but the faculty of appreciating complex 
music cannot date back more than say a 
thousand years; it would appear, then, that 
the germ is influenced by its surroundings, 
as well as by its ancestors. But I have here 
touched the fringe of a dispute on which 
opinion is much divided.

Like physical characteristics, memory 
is also capable of transmission; the son 
often inherits a good memory from his 
father. But it has been said, for example, 
in that interesting book, “The Soul of a 
People,” in which the life of the inhabitants 
of Burmah is described, that cases are 
known where a child, born of parents living 
in a village, not their own, to which they 
had migrated, was able to recognize people, 
and to “remember” events which had taken 
place in the native village of his parents, 
of which he could have had no direct knowl­
edge. Is it possible that a memory for 
particular events is sometimes inherited?

That memory of coordination gained by 
the parents can be inherited by the offspring 
admits of no doubt. In his book on “Ani­
mal Intelligence,” Professor Lloyd Morgan 
describes observations which he made on 
swallows. Their nest was under the eaves; 
and for long, the parents fed and attended 
to their young brood. The day arrived for 
them to leave the nest; and without any 
practise, each fledgling dropped out of the 
nest, flew backwards and forwards, and 
without the least hesitation, entered the 
nest, just like an old bird. The wonderful 
power of control of muscles, of guiding 
motion, and of correlation of brain and eye 
must have lain in the germ of these birds, 
until the time for their use arrived. Ex­
amples of the sort might be given by the 
thousand; although the one mentioned is 
perhaps particularly striking.

The question of the origin of life has for 
long been a fascinating subject for thinking 
men. Is it necessary that life should al­
ways be derived from life; that every living 
being should have had a parent; is it not 
possible that lifeless matter should under 
suitable conditions acquire life? It is not 
very easy to define life; it is not the power 

of motion; particles of sufficient minute­
ness, as already mentioned, exhibit “Brown­
ian motion,” and are certainly not living. 
It is not the power of growth; crystals 
increase in size, and they are not alive. 
It is not consciousness; plants have none; 
and it is difficult to believe that the lower 
organisms are conscious. With limita­
tions, the best definition is—an organism 
is alive which can reproduce another organ­
ism like itself, also endowed with similar 
powers. But there are some inorganic 
materials which closely imitate reproduction. 
In a work published some years ago, Mr. 
Butler Burke described experiments in 
which small quantities of a salt of radium 
were added to a solution of white-of-egg; 
small rcund objects like cells appeared; 
and these, like yeast-cells, began to grow 
small excrescences on one side; the ex­
crescence developed into what was appar­
ently another round cell; and the “child” 
separated from the “parent,” and repeated 
the process. The writer suggested an expla­
nation at the time which appeared to meet 
the case; it was that the radium coagulated 
the albumen, just as an egg hardens when 
it is boiled; this formed a small round ob­
ject about the particle of radium-salt. 
Niton, the gas from radium, is formed from 
the radium, together with hydrogen and 
oxygen gases from the water. The niton 
also possesses the property of coagulating 
albumen; and it forms a little bubble on one 
side of the original “cell,” which increases 
in size until it has grown like its “parent;” 
when sufficiently large, it breaks off. No 
doubt some such explanation is correct; 
the supposed cells were not alive.

A much more serious campaign in favor 
of “biogenesis,” as the artificial creation 
of living from non-living matter has been 
termed, has been carried on since the ’6o’s 
by L>r. Bastian; the latest account of his 
experiments has been given in a book en­
titled “The Origin of Life,” published in 
1911. His contention is that certain in­
organic materials, dissolved in water, and 
heated to such a temperature as to preclude 
the survival of any seeds or spores, if ex­
posed to diffused light for some three months 
have transmuted themselves into living 
organisms, molds, or torulas. But these, 
when removed from the solution, are not 
yet exactly alive; they require to be fed 
with suitable nourishment. They are 
transplanted with all precautions into



The bacteria of blood-poisoning, the 
study of which has greatly aided 
the progress of applied surgery

This mosquito, with the striped 
body, is the carrier of yellow 
fever. Its larva (in centre). When 
standing on a wall the hind legs 
of a malarial mosquito hang free

nutrient solutions, and they 
multiply and can be recog­
nized as alive by any compe­
tent microscopist. The difficulty 
which meets one at the outset is that 
the organisms which are thus produced are 
comparatively complicated; they are by 
no means simple cells. One would imagine 
that the primordial cell would be of ex­
ceedingly simple structure. Professor Bas­
tian’s earlier papers were challenged by 
Professor Tyndall. Tyndall showed that 
it is easy to exclude spores from a solution 
from which organisms could derive nourish­
ment, and in which they could grow, by 
filtering all air through cotton wool, or by 
passing it through a sufficiently long tube 
in which they could settle, or by leaving 
the air to stand in a box coated on its 
sides with sticky materials; so that when 
the spores touched the sides of the box 

they would adhere. 
Experiments in 

which one or 
other of these 

precautions 
were adopt­
ed to ex- 
elude
spores, ac­
cording to 

Tyndall, 
gave only 

negative r e - 
suits. Profes­
sor Bastian, 
however, is 
still uncon­
vinced ; and al-

though most investigators remain uncon­
verted to his conclusions he maintains 
his ground. If it may be permitted to an 
outsider to risk an opinion, it is that the 
question is not one which can ever be 
settled. For on first grounds, it would ap­
pear not unlikely that Nature is always 

producing life; but it is also al­
most certain that no one could 

recognize primordial or­
ganisms, on account of 

their extreme minute­
ness and simplicity of 
form. If such organ­
isms are being formed, 



and if they exist, no doubt they would 
in the course of ages develop into one 
of a recognizable form; but proof would 
appear to be almost impossible.

The modern science of bacteriology began 
with the investigation of precisely the fer­
ments which yield wine, beer, and vinegar. 
Among the thousands of workers in this 
science, two stand out as pioneers: Pasteur 
and Lister. The former showed the part 
played by microbes in producing disease, 
and indicated the lines of action to be 
adopted in overcoming their power; the 
latter applied this knowledge to surgery 
and taught the world that operations of 
the most serious kind can be carried out 
with absolute freedom from risk of inflam­
mation, with all its attendant evils.

In 1854, processes of fermentation were 
not regarded as vital phenomena; it was 
taught by Liebig that the change of sugar 
into alcohol in presence of yeast was due 
to the decomposition of dead yeast gran­
ules; not to the activity of the living cells. 
The first fermentation studied by Pasteur 
was that which takes place in milk when it 
turns sour; he observed the deposition of 
a greyish substance, which increased during 
the process. On examining it under a micro­
scope it was seen to be wholly different in 
appearance from yeast; it consisted of very 
minute corpuscles, and these, ' added to 
a solution of sugar, produced the same acid 
which is formed when milk sours, namely 
lactic acid.

The first practical lesson which Pasteur 
gave was to the vinegar-makers of Orleans. 
He taught them that if a small quantity of 
the “mother of vinegar,” the Mycoderma 
aceti, was sown on the surface of a vat con­
taining a mixture of wine and vinegar, and 
if the temperatures were kept at 7 50 Fahren­
heit, vinegar could be made in ten days, 
instead of the customary couple of months. 
Yet Pasteur was not the first to discover 
the process, nor to see the living ferment, 
nor to connect the process with the life of 
the organism; it was in placing the manu­
facture on the firm basis of reasoned ex­
periment that he made his mark.

The greatest discoveries are often, as it 
were, thrust on the discoverers; the begin­
ning of Pasteur’s researches .on disease, 
his investigation of the cause of silk-worm 
disease, was undertaken by him, after much 
protest as to his total ignorance of the sub­
ject, and after repeated urging by Dumas, 

then the high-priest of chemistry in France. 
For five years he investigated the diseases 
of silk-worms, and devised means for their 
prevention. He then turned his attention 
to anthrax, or “wool-sorters’ disease,” 
a malady often fatal to cattle which some­
times attacks man. This he traced to small 
rodlets or “bacteria” (the words have the 
same signification), which are visible in 
the blood of diseased animals. A species 
of cholera which attacks chickens was the 
next subject of his researches; and this led 
him to his most momentous discovery— 
how to render chickens immune against 
attack. Here again, his success was the 
result of an accident; but it requires a man 
of genius to perceive to what use an acci­
dent may be turned. He had been inoculat­
ing healthy chickens with cultures of the 
microbe separated from the blood of in­
fected birds. These cultures were allowed 
to stand over his holidays; and when he 
returned, he tried again the effect of inocu­
lating healthy fowls with old cultures; they 
suffered no bad effects whatever. On vac­
cinating these fowls with fresh cultures from 
diseased birds, he found, to his great sur­
prise, that they were immune. It was next 
necessary to find the condition which ren­
dered the virus incapable of itself com­
municating the disease, and of protecting 
against infection; the secret lay in exposing 
the culture to the prolonged action of air, 
at a suitable temperature. It was Pasteur 
who pointed out the way which has re­
sulted in the discovery of many remedies 
of the kind, among which are inoculation for 
anthrax, for hydrophobia, and for typhoid.

What has been said in the last pages ’ 
refers to the destruction of harmful mi­
crobes; another important branch of the 
subject deals with the harnessing of micro­
organisms to do useful work. Allusion has 
already been made to brewing, to wine­
making, and to the manufacture of vinegar; 
but these are not all. The curing of tobacco, 
the preparation of tea, the manufacture of 
butter and of cheese; all these are the work 
of microbes, and are being carefully studied. 
New bacteria are being discovered, or old 
bacteria are being given unaccustomed food, 
from which they evolve useful products. 
The conversion of starch, a cheap commod­
ity in the form of maize or potatoes, into 
two chemical substances named acetone 
and butyl alcohol, is likely to have far- 
reaching results; for the latter can easily



be transformed into india rub­
ber, and the former is largely 
used in the manufacture of cer- 1 
tain kinds of high explosives.

The effects of enlisting the 
services of 

'X microbes

them out, as well as to 
’T”' a means of render­

ing the inhabitants of 
dangerous countries im­

mune. But much has been 
accomplished______

in the

useful to man- I '".■J* 
kind, and of 
exterminating 
those hurtful, l^v 
has been enor- W 
mously to re- W 
duce the death- \ ;
rate. But the \ 
campaign is by \ 
no means over; ' 
although malaria 
has been traced to 
microbes borne by 
mosquitoes; although 
yellow-fever has been 
traced to a similar 
origin; although 
sleeping - sickness 
has been proved ,/ 
to be due to the 
passage of a 
fatal microbe 
into man, when 
he is bitten by 
the tsetse-fly; • 
and although A
plague is now 
known to be 
due to the bite i 
of a flea which 
infects rats, and 
which is itself ' 
infected by a 
special mi-

Aseptic surgery, IM 
lie safeguards of 
■R^ which are II 

based on our 
knowledge of 
germ cultures,

direction o f 
destroying
the hosts of 

I these dan- 
/ gerous para- 
/ sites; and the 
/ destruction of 
/ mosquitoes i n 

■/ Brazil and in 
r Central America 

has made it possible 
for a large population 
to live, where death 
from malaria or from 
yellow-fever was for­
merly almost a cer­
tainty.

Of all branches of 
human study, 

, that of germs is

crobe; yet con­
stant work is 
being done to 
discover how 
to keep down 
these plagues, 
and if pos­
sible to kill

disease- 
spreading 
house-fly, 

and
(at side) 
varying 
aspects 
of the 

bacilli of
typhoid 
fever

Inoculating a baby witb the new serum for the prevention of spinal 
meningitis. Medical science regards the discovery and application 

of this serum as one of its greatest latter-day triumphs

one of the most 
fascinating; it 
deals with our 
origin, with 
our life, and 
with our wel­
fare; and it 
opens up a 
knowledge of 
the history of 
a set of beings 
marvelous in 
their way, 
which have a 
most potent 
influence o n
our happiness.
To this study 
one branch 
of science has 
dedicated 
itself.
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The blond man nodded. “ Look here, Morgan: don t waste time. You've not been to the bank since you came 
here, and your money ain't in your room. Now strip, an quick about it, or we 11 cut the things off you.

“Always willin' to oblige,'' sneered Morgan, “an I don't want to go home naked. So here 
goes! He jerked off his coat and flung it down. One of the strangers spread 

it out and kneeled beside it, with quick fingers feeling through the cloth.

io (“ Did They Marry 1 ”)



Did They Marry?
By Perceval Gibbon

Illustrated by
John Alonzo Williams

Editor’s Note.—Many years ago the late 
Frank R. Stockton wrote a great short story. 
He called it “ The Lady or The Tiger.” lie 
set the whole country guessing whether the 
lady-love of the hero came forward to greet 
and marry him or whether a vicious tiger ap­
peared and devoured him. Mr. Gibbon here 
presents an equally perplexing story—with-

A 1^ HE sun was high over Salisbury 
I and burning toward noon when 
■ Morgan—Taffy Morgan of the
I Rivers—pushed open the door of
1. the bank and stepped from the 

still glare of the street to the tempered light 
within. At the far end of the office the 
spruce young manager leaned his white 
shirt-sleeves on the mahogany counter and 
conversed across it with a couple of dapper 
youths, of the kind known in Rhodesia as 
Young Men with Capital, who lounged 
decoratively before him. His schooled and 
flat-toned voice, uplifted in narrative, 
reached Morgan while he was yet in the 
doorway.

“He took it out of his pocket-book,” 
the manager was relating, “and crackled it 
in his fingers and shoved it across to me. 
‘There,’ he said, ‘I reckon you can’t pack 
money up neater than that.’ Of course, I 
couldn’t refuse to take it.”

“I didn’t know there were such things,” 
drawled one of his audience. “ Got it now? ” 

The manager nodded. “ Never seen one? ” 
he asked. “I’ll get it and show it to you.” 
He removed his elbows from the counter 
and caught sight of Morgan as he turned.

“Hullo, Morgan!” he said. “You in 
town? Shan’t keep you a minute.”

“All right,” returned Morgan awkwardly, 
conscious that the blond and tailored 
youths—one of them wore a monocle—were 
looking round at him.

He was a man of about thirty years of 
age, as lean and as abrupt in the angles as a 
thorn-tree of the veldt. His thin face below 

out the tiger—only a man and a girl. But 
we leave it entirely to the determination of 
the reader whether or not the man married 
the girl. He certainly loved her; we suspect 
she loved him. His sacrifice was a rather 
thrilling one, as you shall see. But after 
all did he marry the girl? What do you 
think? Read the story.

the drooping brim of his hat was lined like 
a chart and scorched by the sun to the hue 
of rusty iron. A certain intentness was its 
main character, that brooding and absent 
quality which is the mark of a man habitu­
ated to solitude, who carries his solitude 
about with him. The place which he had 
made his own was a month’s trek away, in 
the low country across the Portuguese 
border, where the little nameless rivers splay 
themselves into swamps, and the mists lie 
on the ground all night like deep water, with 
the tops of the palms afloat upon it. Here, 
sifting the sand for river gold, Morgan had 
worked and kept alive through five years of 
sun and fever, coming only twice in the year 
to Salisbury to buy gear and bank his earn­
ings; the impress of it was upon his face 
and in his mind. In the bank’s decorous 
and formal interior, he stood like a type of 
the undisciplined wild which dominates and 
presses upon the little towns of Rhodesia, 
so that not even bank managers, fortified 
behind railings, are safe from its insurgence.

The manager came bustling back to the 
counter. Morgan saw that he carried an ob­
long piece of white paper which he smoothed 
out before him with the edge of his hand. 
The two young men turned to inspect it.

“There you are. Not much to look at, 
is it? ” said the manager. “ Want to see it, 
Morgan?” he called across the shoulders of 
the others.

“See what?” asked Morgan, moving for­
ward. For answer, the manager slid the 
white paper down to him. He picked it 
up and examined it.



“One thousand pounds,’’ he read, in 
broad black figures. It explained nothing. 
“Yes?’’ he said. “What is it?’’

Behind him, the neat youths smiled. 
Morgan's blue shirt was open at the throat 
and his arms, red and hairy, were bare to the 
elbow. It was altogether proper that such 
a person should be mystified in the presence 
of august figures. The manager's smile 
was indulgent.

“It's a Bank of England note for a thou­
sand pounds,'1 he explained; “good all the 
world over. Twenty thousand marks in 
Germany; twenty-five thousand francs in 
France; five thousand dollars in America; 
and a thousand golden sovereigns across the 
counter at the Bank of England. See?”

“ Yes,” said Morgan, doubtfully. He was 
still not quite clear why it was wonderful and 
worthy of being exhibited. He had no ex­
perience of that state of mind in which mere 
money is an actuality more real than the 
things it will purchase. “What about it?”

“Eh?” The manager’s smile lost some­
thing of its easy superiority. If the thing 
was not impressive at sight, it was rather 
difficult to explain. He looked at Morgan 
thoughtfully. “You see,” he said, “notes 
of that value are not common, because— 
well, it’s a lot of money! What you’ve got 
in your hand now is practically a thousand 
sovereigns in gold.”

Morgan nodded, still looking at the note.
“Twenty thousand marks in Germany,” 

repeated the manager, with relish; “twenty- 
five thousand francs in France; five thou­
sand dollars in America. And you could 
pack it into a match-box.”

He held out his hand to receive it back 
into custody, but Morgan made no motion 
to restore it to him. He read its lettering 
once more.

“Yes,” he said, then: “You’re right; 
it’s a handy way to carry money. I reckon 
I’ll take it.”

“Take it!”
The manager and the youths stared at 

Morgan. Perhaps, for a thrilling instant, 
they failed to understand and shared a 
vision of Morgan in flight, the door slamming 
behind him, the great note crumpled in his 
hand. But the manager, at any rate, had 
the knowledge of Morgan’s balance with 
the bank to restore him.

“Yes; I’ll take it,” answered Morgan, 
shortly.

“But what on earth for?” cried the man­

ager. “You can’t change it, man; it’s too 
big. It’s no use to you. Much better 
leave it here and just draw what you need.”

Morgan shook his head. “No,” he said. 
“I’m goin’ to draw the lot.” He looked 
at the manager’s face with a touch of shy­
ness. “I want all I’ve got,” he announced, 
“because—I’m going home.”

“Even in that case,” began the manager, 
and paused. “Keep it if you like, of 
course,” he conceded. “ Look out you don’t 
get robbed at Beira, though. So you’ve had 
enough of your rivers at la.st, Morgan?”

“Yes,” answered Morgan, slowly. “I’ve 
had five years of them. It’s time to clear 
out.”

Months ago, in the sweating valley where 
his huts stood in a ring between the palms, 
he had made up his mind that it was time 
to go. He had thought it out on many 
evenings over his pipe, watching the while 
the mist rise from the streams and flow 
sluggishly between the hillsides, striking 
the night air with its chill, and spreading 
over the bush its ghostly and tenuous pall. 
It made of the knoll upon which his huts 
were built an island, desert and remote; the 
red light of his fire groped in its vagueness; 
the human core in him groped likewise and 
as vainly. So he had cleared out, wonder­
ing a little at the wrench it required to root 
himself free of it all and leave it behind for 
ever; and not even to himself did he ac­
knowledge clearly how, in the dry open­
ness of the trek across the veldt and in the 
dust and staleness of Salisbury, there hung 
in his senses the memory of the palms, the 
slow-running water, and the murmurous 
solitude of the bush.

“It’s time to clear out,” he repeated now, 
frowning a little as he dwelt upon it.

“Lucky beggar,” said the manager cheer­
fully. “Well, I’ll just see how your bal­
ance stands exactly, and then you can write 
a cheque for the amount.”

It was not his business, since Morgan was 
willing to relieve him of the unwieldy note, 
to press upon him the advantages of taking 
a draft upon London or elsewhere for his 
money. It would have had to be sent away, 
in any case. He bustled off to look up the 
account.

The youth with the monocle coughed, hes­
itated and addressed Morgan.

“You know,” he said, in a voice surpris­
ingly like the manager’s, “every thief in the 
country’ll be after that note.”
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The manager's smile was indulgent. “It's a Bank of England note for a thousand pounds,’’ he explained; “good all 
the world over. Twenty thousand marks in Germany; twenty-five thousand francs in France; five 

thousand dollars in America; and a thousand golden sovereigns across the counter at the
Bank of England. See?” “Yes,” said Morgan, doubtfully. “^Vhat about it?” *3



“No end,” agreed his companion.
Morgan snorted. It was not so much 

that he disliked well-dressed innocents with 
monocles and flat, aristocratic voices as 
that they awed him by their calm sufficiency, 
and he chafed under the feeling.

“Who’ll tell them about it?” he de­
manded.

The monocled one wagged his head wisely. 
“Sure to get about,” he said. “Thing like 
that always does.”

“No end,” said the other, again.
“Well,” said Morgan, “I’m not going 

to talk about it. So if it does get about, 
I’ll know who started it.”

The manager added his warning when 
the business of Morgan’s account had been 
completed, and farewells were in order.

“You must look after yourself,” he said. 
“Beira’s a queer hole, you know. If you 
have to wait some days for the boat, and a 
gang of men tries to get friendly with you 
and make you drink—•”

Morgan slipped the tongue of his belt into 
its hole and wriggled it to its place. Under 
it, his money—the big note and a little wad 
of smaller ones—were in a canvas bag against 
his skin.

“Feller tried that on me in Mozambique 
once;” he said. “That’s why I came 
down here.”

“Oh?” said the manager. “What hap­
pened, then?”

Morgan smiled faintly. When his quiet 
eyes woke, as now, and his face quickened 
to life, he looked no more of a dreamer than 
other men.

“After two or three drinks,” he replied, 
“I got quarrelsome. I always do if I drink. 
So I shot him.”

The manager watched him thoughtfully 
as he pulled the door open and passed 
through it. He shook his head.

“Queer lives those fellows lead,” he ob­
served to the youths. “They make money 
at it, too. What’ll you bet he doesn’t get 
robbed on the way down and come back here 
to start again?”

The monocled one was wise and solemn. 
“No bet,” he replied. “Not good enough. 
It’s a sure thing.”

And again his companion chimed in with 
his formula of agreement. “No end,” he 
said, with conviction.

It was in an ill-ease of the mind like home­
sickness that Morgan went down to Beira, 
to find that he must wait there some days 

for the arrival of the homeward-bound 
steamer. He came to the town in the mid­
dle of an afternoon, when the streets, ankle­
deep in blazing white sand, were blurred 
with a quivering heat-haze, and the oppres­
sive sun leaned over the roofs like a bully. 
It did nothing to mend the mood in which 
he found himself; its strangeness, its fever­
ish vehemence of flavor and aspect, could 
not divert him from memories of the palm 
trees and his mild melancholy of regret.

The Hotel Portugual, whither he suffered 
a couple of clamorous touts to convey his 
baggage, was gloomy without being cool. 
The big German bar-tender who served him 
with a flat and lukewarm drink had a vast 
hairless face like an overgrown and degener­
ate baby. There were a couple of other 
men in the bar, and he winked at them as 
Morgan tendered a small Rhodesian note 
in payment.

“Vat is dis?” he demanded, taking it up. 
“Ach, it is all right. I vas afraid it vas 
de big vun.”

The others laughed perfunctorily, recog­
nizing a joke that was due to be made. 
Morgan, still-faced and unsmiling, said 
nothing, and they did not try to talk to him. 
But he saw from their faces that he was an 
object of some interest, that the monocled 
youth in Salisbury had been right in saying 
that a sum of such displacement in men’s 
imaginations could not be kept quiet. Al­
ready it was talked about; men knew of it 
who would not stop at murder for much 
smaller sums; many, possibly, had already 
decided in fancy how they would spend it. 
In Africa, the land of slow travel, where 
the standard of speed across its empty 
horizons is the pace of an ox-wagon, news 
goes winged, and a story spreads like the 
plague. He roused himself to glance at 
his companions and take their measure. 
The bar-tender, large and plethoric, with 
the smirk of a buffoon, had eyes like pale 
blue stones, empty and hard. A man to 
distrust and—if it came to plain dealing— 
to make short work of and so be done with 
him. The others were sallow feeble crea­
tures of the place, sun-dried, sand-scoured 
nonentities. He met the German’s pale 
eye fixed upon him while he made his 
scrutiny, and his own engaged it at once 
with such a quickening of challenge that 
the fat man turned away and began hastily 
to wipe glasses. Morgan’s mouth curved 
faintly;' he was equal to the situation so far.



He encountered no other possible ad- 
.ersary till the hour of dinner. The 
lotel was a gaunt wooden structure built 
ibout a little cobbled courtyard in which 
he small tables were set out for meals; 
1 staircase as steep as a ladder led 
o galleries above it, 
rom which the 
ooms opened, 
ks Morgan came 
lown the steps 
ind took a chair 
it an unoccu- 
)ied table, there 
vas an audible 
tir of interest 
ind turning of 
leads to look at 
lim. “That’s 
he feller,” he 
leard, here 
ind there 
ibout the 
ilace. As he 
at down, he 
et his eyes 
pander 
varily, but 
he court- 
rard was a 
hequer of 
ights and 
hadows, and he 
ould see noth- 
ng to take note 
if. He turned his 
ttention to what 
he Hotel Portu­
gal set before him 
nd called dinner.
The man who 

ame presently and 
00k the chair at the 
ther side of the table 
pproached so quietly 
hat it was not until 
ie drew the . chair out 
hat Morgan noticed 

A girl had come down the stairs, and was pass­
ing between the tables to her place, with small 
fastidious features set against the stare of the men 
at the tables; Morgan turned to his companion.

"Who is she?" he demanded

lim. He looked up sharply. The other, 
eating himself, nodded carelessly, as a 
nan greets a chance companion.
“It’s hot,” he said, laying his hat on the 

oor beside him.
He was a man of rather more than Mor­

an’s age, fair, stoutish, white-clad, and 
leatly groomed. His face, with its short, 
ellow moustache and blunt features, was 

pleasant and commonplace, and he had the 
presence of a man who knows his world 
and is at home in it. He might have been a 
comfortable, prosperous business man or 
even a rather sophisticated ship-captain. 
Morgan, with all his faculties alert, searched 

him for a clue while he gave orders to
the barefoot waiter, and found none.

“Waitin’ for the boat?” asked the 
stranger, when his orders had been 
received. He had that fashion of 
hearty directness which is so diffi­
cult to rebuff.

“Yes,” answered Morgan 
shortly, still watching him.

There’s a chance 
that she may be 

here to-morrow 
night,” said the 
other. “ I was 
enquiring at the 
office this after­
noon, and they 

thought she 
might.” 
. “You go­
ing by her? ” 
asked Mor­
gan, and 
flushed with
annoyance as 
soon as he 
had spoken. 
He knew— 
as it is ele­
mentary, the 
veriest ABC 
of the game 

—that in such a 
case as the pres­
ent, one should 
always let the 
other man do

thetaiking. Taikis 
the effort in which 
he wasteshis forces; 
toaskaquestionisto 
relievehim of strain.

“Yes,” said the other, and smiled.
Till then, Morgan had still been doubtful; 

as a type of harmlessness, the man seemed 
complete. It was the smile that enlightened 
him. For the moment that it lasted, the 
whole face was changed. Its pleasantness 
and ordinariness vanished; it lit with malice 
and a sinister glee. He had a glimpse un­
der the orderly clipped moustache of teeth 



gapped and discolored. The change endured 
for but an instant; it was like a snap-shot 
picture of the actual man; and then he was 
seemly again, stout, and cheery, leaning 
back in his chair to beckon with a finger for 
the hovering waiter. Morgan, bending 
above his plate, smiled in his turn. The 
game had begun he felt, and he had spotted 
the first move.

The stranger returned to the charge with 
zest.

“ The worst of this place is, ” he declared, 
“ that there’s nothing to do in the evenings. 
Unless you want to hang about a bar, 
y’know, which is a fool’s game, a feller can 
only go to bed.”

“Yes,” agreed Morgan. Now that he 
was sure about his man, he could watch him 
go to work with amused interest.

“ I’d get up a game of some kind, if fellers 
would join in,” said the other. “Some­
thing mild, y’know; just a few of us in my 
room. That ’ud be better than nothing.”

“Pity you can’t do it, then,” replied 
Morgan. He had expected something sub­
tler than this. Five or six men and him­
self in a strange room! If they were going 
to take him for a fool of that calibre, the 
game would be easy to win.

“Would you care,” the other was begin­
ning, when he realized that Morgan was not 
listening. A girl had come down the stairs, 
and was passing between the tables to her 
place. Where the lights were poor, she 
showed as a figure erect and trim, clad in 
dark clothes with a small well-poised head. 
There is in solitude, such a solitude as that 
which Morgan had known among his 
palms, a spur to imagination; it was her 
mere presence, with its suggestion of a ten­
der femininity, in such an environment, 
that stirred him to watch her with all his 
eyes, while across the table the bland and 
mannerly thief, ignored and forgotten, 
showed his ruined teeth in another short 
ugly smile. She came, at her even gait, to 
a point where the fitful lamps showed her 
clearly, a brief effect of strong brows and 
steady eyes dark in a pale face, with small 
fastidious features set against the stares of 
the men at the tables. Morgan turned to 
his companion. “Who is she?” he de­
manded.

The other shook his head. “She’s a 
typist in some office here,” he answered. 
“I don’t know her name.” He took an­
other look at Morgan, as though he were 

considering him in a new light. “You like 
the look of her, eh?”

Morgan frowned. “What’s that got to 
do with you?”

“Nothing; nothing!” The blond man 
shrugged carelessly. “A remark, that’s 
all! Now about this evening—suppose I 
managed to find a few chaps of the right 
kind, you’d join in, wouldn’t you?”

“No,” said Morgan, eating steadily.
“Oh, we shouldn’t keep it up late,” urged 

the other. “I like to get to bed in decent 
time myself. An hour, now, just to pass 
the time. What d’you say?”

“I say no, same as I said before,” replied 
Morgan.

“Oh, well!” The blond man resigned 
him with an equable gesture. “As you 
like. Only I thought—”

The girl, at her table, glanced for an in­
stant in their direction, with a quick turn 
of the head as though she had overheard 
something. Morgan rose.

“Going to bed?” asked the blond man 
pleasantly.

Morgan shook his head, smiling, retreat­
ing as he did so, and passed from the court­
yard without giving the other any excuse 
to accompany him. He was not dissatisfied 
with his own behavior so far.

He found himself a place in which to 
smoke undisturbed on the hotel’s back 
veranda, behind the kitchen quarters, 
where a solitary deck chair furnished him 
with a seat, and there was darkness and 
silence. The veranda faced a small street, 
and whenever he heard the shuffle of foot­
steps in the loose sand, Morgan screened 
the glow of his cigar with a hand and sat 
still till they were by. In his own way, he 
was for the while all but happy; the tobacco 
that colors dreams, the dreams that flavor 
tobacco, were both his, and quiet and dark­
ness and the mood of peace.

He had veiled the light of his cigar from 
passers-by some half-dozen times when he 
sat up sharply, prepared to hide it once 
more at the sound of footsteps coming along 
the boarded passage which led from the 
hotel. He had barely time to mark that 
they were light and short; when the new­
comer emerged to view and stood in the 
entry, vaguely seen in the gloom. It was 
the girl he had noticed at dinner; Morgan 
had seen too few white W’omen in his last 
five years to be mistaken in her, even in that 
meagre light that showed her face as a pale 



blur against the night. She seemed to be 
looking for something or someone. Morgan, 
not moved by any conscious impulse, put 
his cigar to his lips, and drew at it; it 
glowed like a beacon.

“Oh!” He had startled her. She hesi­
tated, seemed to glance back along the 
passage by which she had come and moved 
uncertainly toward him. There was a 
curtained window which she had to pass, 
through which a faint lamplight filtered. 
She paused within its dull illumination.

“Are you—” she began. “Is your name 
Morgan?”

“Yes,” said Morgan, staring up at her. 
There was little to be seen but her attitude 
as she stood, with one hand resting on the 
railing of the veranda and her small head 
high.

“I—I think I ought to warn you,” she 
said, sinking her voice. “I happened, at 
dinner just now, to hear some men talking 
about you. It was only a word or two, but 
it was suspicious.”

Morgan had risen and was standing beside 
his chair.

“Thank you,” he said. “Thank you 
very much.”

"There were three men,” pursued the 
girl; “they were watching you and your 
companion all the time, and talking among 
themselves. I heard your name several 
times, but I paid no attention till one of 
them said: ‘If it isn’t in his room it must be 
on him.’ Another answered: ‘Well, it’s 
not in his room anyhow.’ Then the third 
one told them to speak more quietly, and I 
heard no more. I thought you ought to 
know.”

“It’s very kind of you,” said Morgan.
“But if they’ve been in your room, hadn’t 

you better see that everything’s all right?” 
suggested the girl.

“It’s sure to be,” said Morgan. “They 
don’t want my clothes and things. If they 
haven’t found what they’re after, they’ll not 
touch anything else.”

“ Oh! ” She seemed to be looking at him, 
trying to see him more clearly. “Then 
you are the man with the thousand-pound 
note? The story is true?”

“Yes,” answered Morgan. “It’s true 
enough.”

She was smiling; he could see the glint 
of her teeth.

“I don’t know why I took it,” he went 
on. “The bank manager up at Salisbury 

showed it to me. and I suppose I liked the 
look of it. Anyhow, it wasn’t because I 
wanted to be talked about.”

“You have been,” said the girl; “a lot.”
“I know,” said Morgan. “There’ll be 

plenty of chaps after it. But they won’t get 
it.”

“You’ll have to be careful,” she warned 
him. “If they were to catch you by your­
self, they’d be sure to search you.”

“That’s why I don’t carry it about me,” 
said Morgan, simply. “So the sooner they 
search me and make sure of that the better.”

“I think you’re wise,” said the girl. “Of 
course I can’t ask you where you do hide it, 
but it’s a fascinating puzzle.”

Morgan threw his cigar into the street. 
“Why?” he demanded. “Why can’t you 
ask me where I hide it? Are you afraid 
I’ll think you’re one of them—one of the 
thieves who are hunting it? Is that why 
you won’t ask?”

“No,” answered the girl, hesitatingly; 
“not exactly that. But----- ”

“But what, then?” pressed Morgan. 
“ See here, miss—I don’t know your name. 
I’ve been out o’ the world this last five years, 
like a hermit or a man in jail, and I’ve for­
gotten a lot about how things are worked 
in towns. I can’t size you up, so’s to say 
for sure—‘This or that or the other thing 
proves she’s honest an’ not a crook.’ But I 
can feel it, all the same—feel it sure enough 
to swear to it. Why,” he said, “right now, 
with you standin’ there so’s I can hardly 
see you, I know there’s one thing the same 
about both of us—we’re honest, we’re 
straight, we’re two people o’ the kind that 
don’t swindle an’ steal.”

He paused. The girl’s breath had quick­
ened. She seemed on the point of saying 
something but withheld it.

“So you see,” went on Morgan, “if you 
want to know, you’ve only got to ask an’ 
you’ll be told.”

She moved, and her hand that rested on 
the rail fell to her side. “ I don’t think you 
should tell,’’.she said. “You see, if later 
on it were to be stolen----- ”

Morgan laughed aloud. “Then I’d sus­
pect you of being in it, you mean?”

She moved a single quick step toward 
him. “I know you wouldn’t,” she said. “Oh 
■—we don’t even know each other; it isn’t 
fair to make me seem mean and—and paltry 
like this. It has nothing to do with me 
where you’ve hidden your ridiculous note.”



“Not a thing,” agreed Morgan. “And 
you’re right: it’s ridiculous, that note is. 
I’ve been feeling that about it in a sort of 
dumb way, and now you’ve said it. Ridicu­
lous—yes! When the bank-manager 
showed it to me there was a couple of other 
fellows there, and they was struck solemn 
at the sight of it. That’s partly why I took 
it—not to be like them, serious and respect­
ful to the bloomin’ thing. If there was any 
way of changing it, I’d get it down and make 
it work right away.”

“ Get it down? ” the girl echoed his words. 
“Then it is in your room, after all?”

“Of course it is,” answered Morgan 
cheerfully. “Lyin’ on the top of my little 
leather trunk, where anybody can see it.”

“But,” began the girl—“oh, I really 
didn’t mean to ask—but suppose they’ve 
been there?”

“They’ve been there by now, sure 
enough,” said Morgan; “but I’ll bet they 
haven’t found it. It’s stuck face down on 
the trunk, and on the back of it is written 
with a paint-brush, big an’ black:—‘D. 
Morgan, passenger from Beira to London. 
Not wanted on voyage.’ The other bits 
of baggage are labelled the same way, on 
pieces o’ white paper about the same size.”

“Oh!” said the girl: “what an idea! 
But aren’t you nervous? Suppose they 
should look closely at the labels!”

“That’s where the risk comes in,” an­
swered Morgan. “There’s got to be a risk 
somewhere.”

The girl shook her head. “A thousand 
pounds,” she said, slowly. “A thousand 
pounds. In England one could live for five 
years on that, quite nicely; or ten years, 
if one wanted to. It’s too much to play with 
like that.”

“Why, you’re not goin’ to be respectful 
to the old thing, surely?” cried Morgan.

“No,” she said. “Not that; but it’s 
a lot of money.” She shook her head again. 
“You can buy such wonderful things with a 
thousand pounds. Security, opportunity, 
a space of leisure and quietness—all those 
and more. I wonder what you’ll spend it 
on.”

“I wonder,” echoed Morgan. “Those 
things you speak of, I had them all where 
I’ve come from, and you’re right—they’re 
the real money’s worth.”

“Ah, well!” The words were like a sigh. 
“Good night, Mr. Morgan. I can’t help 
wishing you hadn’t told me; you mustn’t 

mind that. But I hope you’ll manage to 
take care of it.”

“It’s got to take care of itself,” said Mor­
gan. “It’s big enough. Good-night, miss 
—an’ thank you for tellin’ me about those 
robbers.”

He watched her go; she was wonderfully 
erect—as straight and clean in the lines 
as a palm; then sank back into his chair for 
another cigar.

In his room half an hour later, with the 
door locked and the keyhole blinded, he 
cast a careful eye over his luggage, and 
grinned to himself. It was all as nearly as 
possible as he had left it, but there were 
signs. For instance, a dab of cigar-ash 
which he had dropped on the trunk was 
spilt off, and the handle of his portmanteau 
which he had turned up was now turned 
down. But save for these traps, the 
searcher, whoever he had been, had done 
his work wonderfully—the more wonder­
fully because he could not really have hoped 
to find what he sought; no one leaves 
treasure in an unlocked room; the search 
was just a measure of precaution which had 
to be taken. He must have had his hand 
actually on the thousand-pound note; or 
possibly, which was even funnier, he had 
been careful to avoid touching it for fear of 
leaving finger-marks.

“Their next move’ll be to search me,” 
mused Morgan, as he placed his revolver 
under his pillow. “I’ll have to give ’em a 
chance to-morrow evening, unless the boat 
comes in early.”

But, as it so often happens at Beira, the 
boat still delayed her coming. The little 
town lay stagnant through another day of 
monotonous heat; the wide bay drowsed 
like a lake of oil; the creek that flanks the 
town on its landward side sent up its reek 
of mud and mangroves. From the sea­
wall Morgan stared out toward the heads, 
watching for the boat. There had de­
scended upon him again that mood of un­
easy melancholy, that indecision which 
made the prospect of embarking, of depar­
ture definite and irremediable, one of tor­
ment. He felt a touch of panic lest, across 
the low heads of the bay, he should see a 
slender topmast sliding in, and a trail of 
smoke drawn across the sky. And all day 
long he saw no sign of the girl.

Evening, when it came, found him stroll­
ing toward the long wooden bridge that 
crosses the creek. The sun had just gone
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down, ducking below the horizon with 
tropic swiftness, and the night seemed to be 
hovering like a moth before it settled. 
There was a stir of air from seaward; it was 
the moment which made amends for the 
day. The long bridge stretched empty be­
fore him; he walked forth upon it, deep in 
his thoughts.

“Hullo, old chap!”
An arm slid through his and held to it; 

his companion at dinner the evening before 
looked down upon him with his ugly ruth­
less smile. He had come up from behind, 
walking silently in his canvas shoes, and 
with him were two other men, who stood off 
as though waiting to be introduced. All of 
them were white-clad; they looked neat 
and superior by contrast with Morgan’s 
rough serge.

“ Goin’ for a stroll? ” demanded the blond 
man. “Nice time o’ day for it, isn’t it? 
These are two friends of mine.”

Morgan remembered that the girl had 
overheard three men talking. He glanced 
back along the bridge, and saw, at the end 
of it, another white form which stood as 
though on watch.

“Are they?” he said, surveying the two 
friends.

“Yes.” The blond man, still holding his 
arm, made to walk on with him.

“But ain’t your other friend cornin’ too?” 
asked Morgan, with a motion toward the 
watcher at the bridge-end.

The three men glanced at each other. 
“No,” said the blond man. “No; there’s 
a reason why he shouldn’t come. I’ll tell 
you about it as we go along, shall I?”

“If you like,” said Morgan, and walked.
He was unarmed, because he knew that 

no one is more in danger of being shot 
than the man who carries a revolver. The 
two friends of the blond man fell in at 
his side.

“You see,” said the blond man, affably, 
when they were close to the deserted kiosk 
which stood oi old near the middle of the 
bridge, “you see, there was no need to 
bring that other feller along. Because—”

He halted abruptly, and Morgan and the 
others halted with him. He cast a swift 
look back and forth.

“Because,” he resumed, “for what we’re 
goin’ to do, three’s enough. D’you know 
what I mean?”

Morgan laughed shortly. “ ’Course I 
do,” he answered. “I knew you were a 

dam’ thief as soon as I saw you last night. 
That’s why I carry no money about on me.”

The blond man nodded. “We’ll have 
to see about that,” he said. “Look here, 
Morgan; don’t waste time. You’ve not 
been to the bank since you came here, and 
your money ain’t in your room. Now strip, 
an’ quick about it, or we’ll cut the things 
off you.”

“Always willin’ to oblige,” sneered Mor­
gan, “an’ I don’t want to go home naked. 
So here goes!”

He jerked off his coat and flung it down. 
One of the strangers spread it out and 
kneeled beside it, with quick fingers feeling 
through the cloth. Morgan pulled off his 
shirt and slapped it into the face of the 
blond man. A few seconds later he leaned 
mother-naked against the railing, watching 
with sneering interest the curious expert 
industry of the three kneeling figures.

“Go on,” he urged them. “You’ve not 
half searched yet. There’s lots o’ places 
you’ve never thought of. Suppose I’d 
stuck it to the sole of my foot—eh?” The 
blond man looked up, and Morgan showed 
him one foot after the other. “Pooh! I 
thought o’ plenty better dodges than that 
before I happened on the right one.”

They paid him no attention; they worked 
like trained servants, lost in their tasks; his 
insults did not even draw a growl.

One of the searchers sighed and looked 
across at the blond man.

“It ain’t here,” he said.
The blond man shook his head and rose 

laboriously to his feet. Morgan, leaning 
against the railing, cleared his right arm for 
action. If he could smash through them, 
he would still have a running chance. But 
the blond man was affable still.

“You can dress again, now,” he said, 
with no disturbance upon the plump good­
humor of his face. “I wouldn’t have put 
you to this trouble, but it’s best to make 
sure. I didn’t really think you’d carry it in 
your pocket, you know.”

“Nor keep it in my trunk, neither,” 
sneered Morgan.

“No,” said the other. “But I can’t 
afford to let chances go by.”

Morgan, drawing on his trousers, looked 
at him curiously. The man was a mere 
thief, of course; but he spoke as though his 
risks and opportunities were evident to 
everybody. He had the demeanor of one 
who respects himself, who has mastered a 



difficult and delicate business and plies it 
scrupulously. ' His solid and seemly pres­
ence, in his snowy white clothes, was diffi­
cult to despise even in the knowledge of 
what he was. To the imagination of 
“Taffy” Morgan, there flashed a vision of a 
man who respected property at large as 
little as he himself reverenced a thousand­
pound note. He smiled, pulling at his belt.

The blond man stood before him, eying 
him thoughtfully.

“Look here, Morgan,” he said suddenly.
“I’ll make you an offer.”

“Let’s hear your offer,” said Morgan.
The other held up a finger; he was at 

once warning and persuasive; his manner 
forced the whole affair to seem commonplace, 
and reasonable.

“You’re not a fool,” he said, as though he 
appealed to Morgan’s better sense. “You 
know you can’t really get away with that 
money. Searchin’ your room and your 
clothes is only a beginning; the real play 
hasn’t started yet. I’m goin’ to have that 
money, Morgan; you’d better make up 
your mind to that. But if you’ll save 
trouble by handin’ it over, I’ll give you a 
hundred pounds out of it.”

“Will you though?” cried Morgan. 
“You’ll—you’ll give me a hundred pounds 
out of it?”

“Don’t laugh,” said the blond man. “A 
hundred’s a hundred. I see you don’t 
understand yet. You’re still thinking you 
can get away from us. You fancy that once 
you’re aboard of the boat you’re all right. 
Isn’t that it? My boy—” he came a step 
nearer, and his serious face darkened—“that 
boat isn’t safe for you. You be wise in 
time.”

The other two men stood aside, listening 
in silence, their eyes flitting keenly from 
face to face. Morgan stooped and picked 
up his coat.

“ Now I’ll make you an offer,” he retorted. 
“It’s a good one, too. You pay attention 
to it.”

“What is it?” asked the blond man.
“It’s this,” said Morgan. “You an’ your 

friends stop tryin’ to rob me and keep right 
out o’ my sight. See? Don’t so much as 
let me see you on the street or on the deck 
o’ the boat. You do that an’ I’ll bet you 
live. This Coast is a pretty warm spot, I 
know; but what you forget is that where 
robbery is a safe game, it’s even safer to 
shoot a robber. An’ the next time I set 

eyes on any of you, I’ll blow your heads off. 
That’s my offer.”

The blond man shook his head slowly. 
“Well,” he said, “it’s a pity—it’s a great 
pity. You could have had quite a pleasant 
holiday with a hundred pounds. How­
ever—”

He shrugged; not for a moment had he 
shown anything but a business-like earnest­
ness. It was his matter-of-fact fashion that 
impressed Morgan. He looked after the 
three retreating white backs with half a 
frown.

“That feller’s a terror,” he said to him­
self.

The Hotel Portugual dined at its fixed 
hour; it made no allowance in its system for 
those of its guests who arrived when once 
the half-caste chef had put the key of the 
kitchen in his pocket and gone home. 
Morgan found the courtyard lit by only a 
single lamp and the tables cleared. A fig­
ure crossing before him toward the stairs 
paused at his coming.

“This won’t do for me,” rumbled Morgan 
angrily. “ I’m not goin’ to be done out o’ 
my grub.”

He spoke aloud, so that the other might 
hear him, and stopped abruptly when he 
saw that it was the girl.

“Were you late?” she asked. “They 
won’t give you any dinner now, you know. 
When I’m late, I buy something in the town 
and eat it in my room. I’ll give you some 
of it, if you like.”

They had come nearer to each other, and 
he saw that she had a loose paper parcel un­
der her arm.

“Haven’t you had any dinner either?” 
he demanded.

“No,” she answered. She laid the parcel 
on the table nearest her and was undoing 
the string. “We’ve a big mail to get ready, 
and I was kept at the office. But it’s all 
right. Here’s some sardines and bread, and 
I’ve some chocolate up-stairs.”

Morgan’s natural course of action would 
have been to go in search of the manager 
of the hotel and see what violence would do 
with him. But there was something of 
prompt comradeship in the girl’s offer that 
withheld him; he found himself very willing 
to take the food she offered him.

“It’s very good of you,” he said. “But 
wouldn’t it—er—couldn’t we have it some­
where together? One of these tables, now— 
why not?” He saw that she hesitated and 



pressed on quickly. “I met those thieves 
this evening. That’s why I was late. I 
want to tell you about it.”

“Oh, did you?” She looked up with 
quick interest. “I’d love to hear. But I’d 
rather we didn’t eat here. The hotel people 
don’t like it. You see, this is the only de­
cent place in the town that’s at all cheap, 
and—well, I don’t want to annoy them.”

She seemed to be thinking and considering 
him the while in the gloom. He had the wit 
to say no more, but waited for her to decide.

“It won’t hurt anybody,” she said at 
length, as though thinking aloud. “I al­
ways eat in my room when I’m late,” she 
went on. “It’s three doors from yours, 
toward the front. If you come there in ten 
minutes I’ll be ready for you.”

It was a quarter of an hour later that he 
came, with his hair furiously brushed and 
his hands scrubbed.

She nodded to him wdth a smile, tending a 
spirit-lamp that burned on her dressing­
table, under a little tin kettle. She was 
still wearing her hat.

“I’m going to make tea,” she explained, 
with reference to the spirit-lamp. “Just 
let the door stand against the latch, won’t 
you? That wicker chair is for you.”

The room was like any other of the Hotel 
Portugual’s twenty bed-rooms. The little 
narrow bed, covered over with a gaudy 
chintz, stood at one side: a deal wash-stand 
and dressing table, warped by heat, satisfied 
the hotel’s standard of equipment. And 
yet, in some subtle, indefinable way, the 
room was hers; the bare exiguous cell that 
it was had the flavor of her personality. 
Out of a hotel bed-room she had contrived 
to make a lady’s chamber. It was under 
the oppression of this sense that Morgan sat 
himself obediently down in the wicker arm­
chair and gazed helplessly at his hostess.

“Will you open the sardines?” She, at 
all events, was not troubled by the situation. 
“They’re at your elbow—on the wash­
stand.” He reached for the tin con­
vulsively. “And now’ you can tell me about 
what happened to you this evening.”

“Oh, that!”
He recovered his presence of mind under 

the need of relating the encounter with the 
thieves. He found himself trying to con­
vey to her his impression of the blond man, 
his demeanor of sober purpose, and his gen­
eral effect of a man practising with accept­
ance an acknowledged trade.

“What an awful man!” said the girl. 
She was looking down at him gravely. 
“And he actually offered you a hundred 
pounds of your owm money!”

Morgan nodded. “It was queer—that 
part,” he agreed. “But they won’t get 
the thing. I’ll tear it up first.”

“Tear it up—a thousand pounds!” The 
little tin kettle made a noise like a spiteful 
giggle, and she turned to it quickly.

“Rather’n let them get it,” said Morgan. 
“I don’t know what use it’s goin’ to be to 
me, after all. If I’d just left the money 
in the bank an’ gone on workin’ where I was, 
it might ha’ come in handy some time. But 
takin’ it home like this—well, I can’t see 
what I’m goin’ to do with it.”

“Take some sardines,” bade the girl. 
“Here’s bread.” She seated herself on a 
chair by the dressing table and began to eat 
briskly, talking the while.

“I simply don’t understand you,” she 
said. “A thousand pounds—it isn’t only 
money; it’s life. Somewhere in this world 
there’s the thing you want to do. You 
can go and do it, whatever it is. The thou­
sand pounds will take you to it. If I had a 
thousand pounds----- ”

“Yes?” said Morgan. “What would 
you do?”

“I’d go home,” said the girl. “It’s 
only in civilized countries that civilized 
people are wanted. So I’d go. And there 
—” her face glowed W’armly as the vision 
lit within her—“oh! w’hat I want is real 
work, the work that you put your nerves and 
your brain and all your hope into, that pays 
you for all you can give, the -work w’hich is 
life in itself. I want to work myself tired; 
I can only get headaches here. I want 
to carry a weight instead of being tethered 
to one. Oh, if I had that money—”

She broke off and lowered her eyes. 
Morgan chewed on a crust steadily.

“Ah! yet,” he said, in an even voice, “if 
I offered to give it to you, you’d be angry.”

“I shouldn’t,” said the girl. She sighed 
and then smiled. “I couldn’t take it, of 
course. I wish I could. I should just say, 
‘No, thank you, kind sir,’ and cry with 
avarice all night.”

“Would you?” said Morgan. “But if 
you was to take it, you’d be off on the boat 
to-morrow or next day and me—d’you know 
what I’d be doin’? I’d be headin’ back for 
my own place where I earned that money, 
where I’ve been for the last five years. It’s 



not a healthy spot an’ it’s very quiet. White 
men don’t come there more’n about twice 
a year. There’s fever an’ crocodiles an’ 
mosquiters, an’ snakes is very plentiful. 
An’ I’d be goin’ back there with my kit to 
start over again, as full o’ joy an’ gladness 
as a man that goes home after years o’ 
wanderin’. Other fellows die there; they 
can’t stand the night-mists; or they go mad 
with the loneliness. But I was made for it; 
it’s my place.”

The girl had risen to make the tea. 
“You’re offering it to me, aren’t you?” 
she asked, with her back to him. “You 
mustn’t. It’s not kind.”

“All right,” he responded. “I scraped 
it off my trunk and brought it along in case 
—but all right.”

“You’ve got it here? Oh, do let me 
look.”

He had it in his hands; she bent over him 
to inspect it, that key to the doors of desire, 
which would open no door for him. The 
egg-gum with which he had stuck it to the 
trunk, so that he might easily detach it, 
made its face shiny; to him it seemed com­
placent and malevolent like the blond thief 
who was on its trail.

“It ought to be handsomer than that,” 
said the girl. “ Banks haven’t any imagina­
tion.”

“They’ve got more than you,” said Mor­
gan. “They make ’em look mean because 
they are mean. They ain’t afraid of ’em; 
they’ll take ’em from anybody without 
blinkin’. You’re scared of the thing.”

She nodded. “Yes,” she said, “I am, 
rather. If it were mine, I’d put it in an 
envelope and register it and mail it home. 
I’d never dare to carry it.”

“It’s worse than that,” said Morgan. 
“You daren’t even accept it.”

“I couldn’t.”
She stood upright again and moved away. 

Morgan rose to his feet.
“Ah,” he cried, “there’s a limit to the 

best o’ you. What’ll you lose by takin’ it 
an’ goin’ after that hustlin’ sort o’ life you 
spoke about? Will you lose so much that 
ten o’ these notes, or a thousand of ’em, 
would buy the rest? Is that what you’re 
worryin’ over?”

She had faced round toward him and met 
his eyes steadily.

“What you do mean?” she demanded.
“I mean this,” he answered, holding out 

the note to her. “Just this. If you’re 

wise, an’ if there’s anything you want that 
this’ll buy for you, take it and let’s be done 
with it. Because I’ve had enough of it, and 
if you don’t take it, I’m goin’ to burn it 
right here in your candle. It’s like bein’ 
guardian to a heathen idol to own the thing. 
An’ the job’s not good enough.”

“You’ll burn it?” she repeated. “You 
mean it? If I don’t take it, you’ll burn it? 
A thousand pounds? ”

Her eyes were searching to measure the 
reality of his intention; he returned her 
gaze steadily.

“I will,” he answered.
He made sure she was going to yield and 

was glad. The thousand-pound note, which 
he had acquired in a whim, would go from 
him in a becoming gesture of generosity. 
Drama in manners is the short cut to effec­
tiveness; he was sure the matter was going 
to end strikingly.

The girl sighed. “I can’t!” she said 
suddenly. “I can’t! I can’t!”

“Then,” began Morgan and stopped. 
With a swift, smooth movement which 
seemed to burlesque courtesy, she took a 
candle-stick from her dressing-table and 
held it out to him. Her small face chal­
lenged him.

“This was what you were going to ask 
for, I think,” she said.

Morgan smiled. He understood the 
angry mockery of her expression. She did 
not believe that he meant it.

“ Thank you,” he said and took the lighted 
candle from her.

She gave a gasp as he approached the 
note to the flame, and he stopped to let her 
speak. But she caught herself and was 
silent. He put the corner of the shiny paper 
to the candle. It curled, darkened, and 
caught alight. A blackened coast widened 
across its surface; a small wave of fire 
broke upon it. He held it by a corner 
till it scorched his thumb and then dropped 
it to burn to black ash on the floor. Twenty 
five thousand francs in France, five thousand 
dollars in America, a thousand sovereigns 
in England charred out like a cigarette 
paper.

“Well, that’s done,” said Morgan. He 
looked with a smile at the girl’s face. After 
all, it had been dramatic: the absurd thing 
had finished on a high note.

The girl smiled back at him. “Yes,” she 
said. “And now, here’s your tea ready 
for you.”



Standard Oil and its

Joy for the heart of the subscription agent; think of it: $5000 for another year of the Southern Farm 
Magazine, from the constant reader and letter-writer Archbold. Did it confer upon the 

editorial utterances of the magazine a Standard Oil hue ?

W
ERE it not for the news­
paper press and periodi­
cals of the Hearst’s 
Magazine sort, interests 
like Mr. Archbold and 

Standard Oil long ago would have stolen 
everything to the public back fence. As 
matters stand, their villain pillage has hardly 
stopped short of it. Also, it wasn’t the law, 
but the printing press which halted them. 
The press is the policeman of popular right.

President Wilson, observing—and also 
fearing—the pernicious Criminal Privilege 
activities of certain subsidized newspapers, 
in the war over tariff schedules now being 
fought out in the Senate, was driven only 
the other day to issue his White House 
warning to mankind. Said Mr. Wilson:

Washington has seldom seen so numerous, 
so industrious, or so insidious a lobby. The 

newspapers are being filled with paid adver­
tisements calculated to mislead the judgment 
of public men not only, but also the public 
opinion of the country itself. There is every 
evidence that money without limit is being 
spent to sustain this lobby, and to create an 
appearance of a pressure of public opinion 
antagonistic to some of the chief items of the 
Tariff bill.

If this be not enough, consider what has 
been accomplished by the publication of the 
Archbold letters. Air. Hearst began reading 
them, and his newspapers and magazines 
began printing them, in October, 1908. In 
less than five years, by their sheer effect, such 
Archbold-Standard Oil “statesmen,” as 
Mr. Foraker, Mr. Bailey, Mr. Lorimer, Mr. 
McLaurin, Mr. Grosvenor, and Mr. Sibley 
have been driven from their high political 
places. They no longer cumber and dis-



Hirelings of the Press
grace the House and Senate earth. They 
no longer figure in affairs of importance.

What papers and magazines yielded to 
Mr. Archbold’s enrollment, and accepted 
his bounty, repaid that little intriguing 
Standard Oiler in more fashions than one. 
Be sure that Standard Oil has received a full 
return for what thousands Mr. Archbold 
paid such publications as the Pittsbtirgh 
Times, the Southern Farm Magazine, the 
Manufacturers' Record, and Gunton's Mag­
azine.

While not appointed to hunt papers, but 
only congressmen, even Setter-dog Sibley 
became impressed by the Standard Oil 
propriety of getting a greasy hold on the 
press.

Says Setter-dog Sibley:
Joseph C. Sibley, Chairman.

Committee on Manufactures.
House of Representatives, U. S. 

Washington, March 7th, 1905. 
My dear Mr. A.

The illness of Mrs. Sibley has prevent­
ed my coming to N. Y. Senator B. was 
to have gone over with me. I think he 
will go anyway as he has business there. 
I had a conversation with an important 
“ official” yesterday and he told me there 
was but one thing to do and that was to 
start a “back fire.” Like myself, he is 
much alarmed and as an official of the 
reigning family his hand and tongue are 
tied.

He thinks the work should be done in 
the education of public sentiment be­
tween now and the meeting of Congress 
in Oct. It has I think been decided to 
convene Cong in Ex Session at that Time 
though The Speaker will try and have it 
go over until Nov. if he can’t do better. 
I will know in a day or two how he suc­
ceeds; Long (Senator) and Curtis (Rep) 
are the strong men in the Kansas del­
egation. I have explained matters to 
them and I think their influence will 
count some when they go home. Camp­
bell is a clever boy, has no strong points 
on place yet developed, he seeks noto­
riety, but is harmless in himself. This 
agitation in the language of another 
“started from the top,” and will run its 

course, it is not a deep seated and pro­
found conviction of wrong.

The one thing is to get delay until tem­
perate action can be secured, we will 
recover from Lawsonitis if we get pure 
air for a while.

I think the pendulum will swing to the 
other side after a while but I don’t want 
the d----- d to pay before it gets back.
An efficient Literary Bureau is needed, 
not for a day, or a crisis, but a permanent 
and healthy control of Associated Press 
and kindred avenues. It will cost money 
but will be the cheapest in the end and 
can be made self-supporting. The next 
four years is more than any previous 
epoch to determine the future of this 
Country. No man values public opinion 
or fears it so much as Roosevelt. No 
man seeks popularity as much as he. 
Mild reproof or criticisms of his policies 
would nearly paralyze him. To-day he 
hears only the chorus of a rabble, and 
he thinks it is public sentiment. I 
don’t know whether the Industrial Cor­
porations and the Transportation Co’s 
have enough at stake to justify a union 
of forces for concerted action. It seems 
to me necessary. I am in position where I 
see both sides of the game and still think 
our friends play politics once in four years 
while the other side play it all the time.

Sincerely yours, 
Sibley.

(See pages 30, 31 for fac-similes of two pages of this letter.)

As you read recall the warning of Presi­
dent Wilson—other Sibleys of the House and 
Senate are writing other letters to “my dear 
Mr. A. ” of 26 Broadway, telling of the com­
ings in and goings out of other “Senator 
B’s” and relating their “conversation with 
an important official,” and urging the Crimi­
nal Privilege propriety of “a back-fire.”

Five years ago, at the startling time when 
Mr. Hearst began reading and printing the 
Archbold letters, the people’s cry of indigna­
tion was everywhere raised. The cry was 
echoed by such honest ones among the edi­
tors—all unbought and unbribed of Mr. 
Archbold and Standard Oil—as Colonel 
Watterson. From stump, from pulpit, 
from press, from people, came condemnation 



of the slimy Mr. Archbold for his Standard 
Oil crimes. And yet, with all that good, 
honest condemnatory example before them, 
what single syllable of denunciation was 
heard to emanate from a Duke or a Morgan 
or a Vanderbilt or a Schwab or a Stillman 
or a Carnegie or a Havemeyer?

Steel, sugar, tobacco, coal, every trust on 
the black-flag list, had been and was buying 
Senators and House men, judges, and gov­
ernors, as industriously as were Mr. Arch­
bold and Standard Oil. The only difference 
between them and Mr. Archbold was that 
no one had come forward thus far with 
their letters. They had not been found 
out. Wherefore, equal in selfish interest 
as equal in their works, our thousand 
and one expositors of Special Privilege— 
the Vanderbilts, the Morgans, the Car­
negies, the Stillmans, the Dukes, the 
Schwabs, and the Havemeyers—maintained 

ard Oil years ago set flowing a growing, 
broadening, deepening stream of gold into 
the channels of the monthly, weekly, and 
daily press. Some publications it bought 
outright; others it only bribed.

There was a personage of the Tribe of 
Highbrows whose title was Professor, and 
whose name was Gun ton. He posed as an 
authority on political economy, which exalted 
Criminal Privilege, and counseled the poor 
to creep back into their cages. The better 
to preach these doctrines, in New York at 
41 Union Square, Mr. Gunton evolved and 
printed Gunton’s Magazine. Both Editor 
Gunton and Gunton’s Magazine pleased 
Mr. Archbold.

As witness the following:

Sept. 28, 1899.
My dear Professor:

I have your very kind favor of yester-

u.! ; ary 17 th 41699 .

, A. itagse,

Pittsburgh Times

Pittsburgh, Pa

As per understand herewith enclosed find Certifies".^ 

epos ft to your order for $1250. the receipt of which klndiy aeknew 

years-.

This is the Hon. W. A. Magee, nephew 
of the man who owned the Pittsburgh

Times, who got the familiar and 
useful certificate of deposit that 

Archbold sent

a masterly, not to say a polite 
silence, while Mr. Hearst un­
covered the Archbold corruptions

While making his investments 
in other than oil fields, Mr. 
Rockefeller and his co-workers 
in the vineyard of Criminal 
Privilege, in no vase rejected 
the ink-and-paper field. Stand-

And this is the letter about twelve hun­
dred and fifty dollars to Mr. Magee 

connected with politics and the
Times, who understood what 

Archhold meant

day with various enclosures, 
for all of which I beg you to 
accept many thanks. I am 
greatly interested and much 

amused over the incident 
which you relate regarding 
Governor Roosevelt. Think 

he is doing splendidly. The 
recent speech of Senator



My Pre, •

• ■■ ,vur r<»vo“» it r.tves m« pleasure to 

.’rr'lcsn you herewitr eertif}£«.*;•» >’>t de <ot. • , ’.■:. your Tes'ct r.’r §5<00<L; 

e* . additional lontrlbutton to ’.-.at ag.-uof upon tc ai<« you in your

excellent wrk. 1 most •. > 'f. v- that he way »iJl open for

the enlarged eeepe as you anticipate

Very tili^f'ours,

t■••<■■. b-eorgv Gun ton,

41 Union 3q

Professor George Gunton was the editor 
of Gunton’s Magazine. a publication 
written to the glory and support of 
the particular economic ideas be­

loved of Criminal Privilege

Foraker in Ohio is also very 
good. I have no doubt you 
noticed it.

Very truly yours, 
Jno. D. Archbold.

Prof. George Gunton,
41 Union Square, City.

And this letter a month later:

[Oct ? ? ? ] 
My dear Professor:

Responding to your favor, it gives me 
pleasure to enclose you herewith certi­
ficate of deposit to your favor for $5,000., 
as an additional contribution to that 
agreed upon to aid you in your most ex­
cellent work. I most earnestly hope 
that the way will open for the large scope 
as you anticipate.

Very truly yours, 
Jno. D. Archbold.

Prof. George Gunton,
41 Union Square, City.

(See top of this page for fac-simile.)

Evidently the “dear Professor” had been 
writing his “dear Mr. A.” of some literary 
flight he meditated, and the latter little gen­
tleman was only too eager to finance it— 

Therefore Standard Oil Archbold was 
well pleased with the Professor- 
Editor and contributed another 
five thousand to his good work 

of misleading the people

with Standard Oil money, of 
course. How familiarly that 
“certificate of deposit in your 

favor” breaks upon the eye! 
Five thousand dollars!

Later Miss Tarbell, eminent 
as a magazine writer, took occa­

sion to show that the appreciative Mr. 
Archbold, for fifteen years, had been paying 
into the personal palms of Mr. Gunton an 
annual $15,000; and—all in the name of 
Standard Oil—had backed his magazine and 
rostrum efforts to the tune of $250,000 
more.

After an annual $15,000 for fifteen years 
to Mr. Gunton, the following to Mr. Magee 
will sound flat, feeble, and cheap.

January 17th, 1899.
Hon. W. A. Magee, 

Pittsburgh Times, 
Pittsburgh, Pa.

Dear Sir:-
As per understanding, herewith en­

closed find Certificate of Deposit to your 
order for $1250, the receipt of which 
kindly acknowledge.

Truly yours, 
Jno. D. Archbold.

(See page 26 for fac-simile.)



Twelve hundred and fifty dollars!
It was all it was worth, however.
And yet, there’s this to be thought of. 

Mr. Magee, here addressed as connected 
with the Pittsburgh Times, belonged to the 
great House of Magee, the head of which 
ruled over Keystone politics at his particu­
lar Pittsburgh end of the alley. The Times 
might mean but little, taken merely as the 
Times. But what if, in this Archbold- 
Standard Oil connection, the nariie included 
that Magee boss-ship? How important the 
latter would be to Governor Stone, and Con­
gressman Dalzell, and others of the Stand­
ard Oil herd who lived in the smoke-thrown 
Pittsburgh shadow? Possibly Mr. Archbold 
wrote other letters to Mr. Magee, and en­
closed other and more satisfying certificates 
of deposit.

Down in Baltimore there’s a magazine 
called the Manufacturers’ Record. Con­
nected with its management, twelve years 
ago, was Mr. Edmonds. Apparently, Mr. 
Edmonds and Mr. Archbold had met—and 
agreed—in a business way; for early in 1901 
one finds Mr. Archbold writing this:

26 Broadway.
February 13th, 1901. 

Mr. R. H. Edmonds,
Baltimore, Md.

Dear Mr. Edmonds:
I have your several very interesting 

favors. I return you Senator McLau­
rin’s letter with the clippings.

The whole affair at Washington has 
been most interesting.

Have been sorry indeed to hear of the 
Senator’s illness. Mr. Griscomundertook 
to have a talk with him on Monday through 
a mutual friend. Your own work in all 
this matter has been most admirable.

Very truly yours,
Jno. D. Archbold.

The sick statesman alluded to was Sena­
tor Gorman. The “ talk,” which Mr. Gris­
com was to have had with him, would have 
borne upon the Shipping Bill, a measure con­
cerning which Mr. Archbold never ceased to 
get excited. There’s nothing in this maga­
zine’s possession to indicate just what was 
that “whole affair at Washington” which 
Mr. Archbold found “most interesting.” 
But since a certain man was in the White 
House, and a certain boss was in the Re­
publican saddle, it’s a safe wager that “the 

whole affair” concerned Special Privilege 
in a favorable, rivet-fastening way.

Mr. Edmonds’ work “has been most 
admirable”; later he is, no doubt, to re­
ceive good news as related to Mr. Grasty 
and the Southern Farm Magazine. For 
says Mr. Archbold:

26 Broadway.
December 18th, 1901.

Mr. Thomas P. Grasty,
C/o Buck & Pratt,

Room 1203, 27 William St., City.
Dear Mr. Grasty:

I have your favors of yesterday, and 
beg to return you herewith the telegram 
from Mr. Edmonds to you. We are will­
ing to continue the subscription of 
$5,000 to the Southern Farm Magazine for 
another year, payments to be made the 
same way they have been made this 
year. We do not doubt but that the 
influence of your publication throughout 
the South is of a most helpful character.

With good wishes, I am,
Very truly yours, 

Jno. D. Archbold.
(See page 24 for fac-simile.)

For how many Southern Farm Magazines 
should that 5000-dollar subscription pay? 
Also, would it confer upon its editorial utter­
ances a Standard Oil hue?

Mr. Archbold not alone takes annual care 
of the Southern Farm Magazine to the ex­
tent of a comfortable and comforting $5000, 
but he recalls that Mr. Edmonds has a hook­
up with the Manufacturers’ Record. To. 
remember is to act with Mr. Archbold, and 
he indites the following:

26 Broadway.
Oct. 10th, 1902. 

Mr. R. H. Edmonds,
Baltimore, Md.

Dear Sir:
Responding to your favor of the 9th, 

it gives me pleasure to enclose you here­
with certificate of deposit to your favor 
for $3,000, covering a year’s subscrip­
tion to the Manufacturers’ Record.

Truly yours, 
Jno. D. Archbold.

Does any gentleman know if Mr. Archbold 
has kept up or discontinued his Standard Oil 
“ subscription ” to the Manufacturers’ Record 



and the Southern Farm Magazine? What are 
those earnest papers just now saying of oil 
and wool and sugar and income tax?

The plot thickens; Mr. Grasty comes to 
New York, establishes himself at the Wal­
dorf-Astoria and addresses Mr. Archbold. 
Also, the greatest little letter writer of any age 
makes next day’s haste to answer. Says he:

26 Broadway.
December nth, 1902. 

Mr. Thomas P. Grasty,
Waldorf-Astoria Hotel, City,

My dear Mr. Grasty:
I have your favor of yesterday. It 

may be the first of the week before I can 
bring the matter up you so ably present, 
but I shall hope for favorable consider­
ation of it at the hands of my friends 
here. There is no doubt whatever of the 
excellent work being done by your publi­
cations, and by yourself and Mr. Ed­
monds on all the lines, and I feel that it 
would be almost an act of presumption 
to make any suggestions with reference 
to your course. If anything at any time 
occurs to us, however, we will not hesi­
tate to speak of it, in response to your 
kind suggestion. The Lindsay matter 
was certainly most admirably handled.

Very truly yours,
Jno. D. Archbold.

How exasperating to have but the frac­
tion or merest fragment of so entertaining a 
correspondence! And the world might 
have had it all, had those with the facts in 
their keeping acted upon specific instruc­
tions to bring to the fore what all men 
should see and know.

Mr. Grasty abandons the Waldorf- 
Astoria for the Hotel York, and composes 
a long and earnest letter to Mr. A.:

Hotel York, Dec. 4, 1903. 
Dear Mr. Archbold:

In the article, “Teachers Vs. Doers,” 
in the Manufacturers’ Record this week, 
there is a world of good common sense. 
Although Mr. Morgan is commended as 
the leader in rescuing transportation 
properties and thereby meeting the needs 
of the country . . . nevertheless I want to 
say to you that I believe that it would be a 
good thing if Mr. Morgan could be peace­
fully and quietly supplanted as the most 
conspicuous representative of financial 

power. ... You can scarcely realize 
how much harm has been done by his 
“undoing,” or by what people consider 
the exposure of his methods. But what­
ever we may call it, the effect of the dis­
credit which has befallen him, has been 
to make the public believe—or at least 
to take seriously—sensational stories, 
concocted for demagogic effect, which 
prior to these disclosures were considered 
as unfounded and unworthy of credence. 
... I honestly believe that the in­
terests of such immeasurable magnitude 
as Mr. Morgan is supposed to dominate, 
ought to be under the control of wiser 
men—men with sense enough to see and 
avoid such palpable pitfalls as surrounded 
the ship-building deal. A substitution 
of controlling power—a change of gen­
erals—seems to me the only way to 
escape the consequences of (and to head 
off) public distrust of our great organiza­
tions and to stop the supply of fresh am­
munition to the “trust busters.”

Now, among the latter I put Theodore 
Roosevelt and W. R. Hearst in the same 
category—and Hearst today has an or­
ganization of immense efficiency made 
up of first class, high-priced brains— 
backed not by a barrel but by a hogs­
head, and is liable to be the Demo­
cratic nominee for the presidency. That 
Roosevelt will be the Republican nominee 
is a foregone conclusion. Now in times 
of depression the slogan, “Anything for 
a change,” goes a long way. If a chance 
be even possible—and in my opinion it is 
probable—people who stand for the main­
tenance of American institutions and for 
the “greatest good to the greatest number,” 
ought to be arranging to prevent the pos­
sibility of such a disaster as Hearst’s 
election to the presidency. Mr. Gorman 
is the only man that can beat him, if I 
read correctly the signs of the times.

Yours truly, Thomas P. Grasty.

Mr. Grasty’s views hold one’s interest 
like a novel by Walter Scott. Also “pal­
pable pitfall” is good. You see it was on 
the sharp heels of the ship-trust explosion, 
and the exposure of that memorable “ water­
ing” of some $16,000,000 of actual assets 
to nearly $40,000,000 in stocks and bonds. 
The cautious Mr. Archbold never answered 
this letter.

The Grasty feeler as to Mr. Gorman is as



Start a "back-fire " writes Setter-dog Sibley. Mr A. may 
not have thought of it, but with Standard Oil money he 
ought to be able to buy up every editor to pervert popu­
lar opinion, thinks the representative of the people

transparent as glass. It’s drawing in to­
ward a presidential nomination, and Mr. 
Gorman—who’s been a never-failing candi­
date since the first Cleveland inauguration 
in 1885—is Mr. Grasty’s choice.

Mr. Grasty’s next letter is, also, too long 
to print in full:

Telephone, 6243-38^.
Hotel York. Thursday, Jan. 7,

1904.
Dear Mr. Archbold:

As you see I am back in New York. 
There are several matters for which I 
think one may “ thank god and take cour­
age ” at the beginning of this year of grace. 
One is that the business men of this Coun­
try have apparently decided not to be 
“bull-dozed” by labor. Another matter for 
congratulation is that the U. S. Steel Cor­

poration—an institution of incalcul­
able significance & potential for evil 
or for good,—seem to be about to 
come under the control of men who 
do not make “mis-cues.” Another 
is that the fear lest the Democrats 
may get together & nominate 
a strong, safe man, is likely to have 
a good effect on the President in 
bringing him to think more seriously 
& soberly & sanely than when 
he imagined he was going to have a 
“walk-over—” or rather a triumphal 
procession to a second term. . . . 
In this week’s Record you will prob­
ably see a statement of the case 
from a very sensible editor down in 
Virginia. Whether you agree with it 
or not, I can but feel that it is not 
desirable from the standpoint of the 
interests you are identified with for 
any course or any policy calculated 
to stir up strife & embroil us in 
what might menace our commerce, 
to go uncriticized and unrebuked. 
“Hot-heads” are bad enough 
in private life: “hot-heads” at 
the helm of the ship of state must 
be put through a cooling process.

A final word about Gorman. It 
would be worth millions beyond com­
putation to the business interests 
merely to have him nominated by the 
Democrats. He is the one possible 
candidate with whom an understand­
ing can be reached. On this aspect 
of the case I want to tell you a

few things that I can not quite say on 
paper. Yours truly,

Thomas P. Grasty.

One can see with the eye of fancy the dry 
grin on Mr. Archbold’s face at this lofty 
lecturing by Mr. Grasty. Not but what 
Mr. Archbold will “thank God” as deeply 
as ever could Mr. Grasty, “ that the business 
men of this country have apparently de­
cided not to be bulldozed by labor.”

Mr. Grasty’s disclosures touching Mr. 
Gorman are interesting, especially those 
which Mr. Grasty “cannot quite say on 
paper.” The confident Mr. Grasty, how­
ever, was barking at a knot. There was 
never the ghost of the shade of the shadow 
of a Gorman chance in 1904.

Six days elapse, and Mr. Grasty again 
writes Mr. Archbold:



Mr. Roosevelt fears mild criticism, says Sibley. And in Sibley's mind that fact is 
surely related to the control of the Associated Press by Standard Oil and any 

other big interests able to see both sides of the Washington game

Hotel York.
January 13th, 1904.

Dear Mr. Archbold:
I referred two months ago (in one of 

my letters to you) to W. R. Hearst’s 
activities, and to the progress he was 
making. . . .

I send you herewith a clipping from to­
day’s N. Y. Times, showing a scheme that 
had never been suspected, i. e., to get 
the convention for the one city in which 
the Godless element is supreme.

I have heard that Mr. Morgan has said 
he’d rather have Hearst than Roosevelt. 
I want Mr. Gorman to feel that my 
friends are his friends. He has just 
asked me to come to see him. He is in 
some perplexity over a situation in Balti­
more which ’tis thought I may be in a 
position to give some suggestions about. 
I do not mind saying to you that my 
relations with him are closely confiden­
tial by reason of a peculiar situation 
which I can’t explain in a letter.

Whether he is nominated for the Presi­
dency or not, he will as long as he lives, 
be the most powerful friend that any of 
us could have at Washington. His 
marvelous gift of heading off foolish 
moves, his ability to keep from being 
done what ought not to be done, make 
him a more useful friend than the fellow 
that “does things.” As I was about to 

say, he 
ought to be 
the Demo­
cratic nom­
inee, but 
if not, he 
will as long 
as he lives 
be a sena­
tor and a 
leader. He 
was never 
known to 
go back on 
a friend.

Yours 
truly, 

Thomas P.
Grasty.

You will 
note that in 
all of these 
letters, Mr.

Grasty never once speaks of Mr. Arch­
bold’s “reply.” That isn’t a Grasty impo­
liteness; Mr. Archbold has sent no reply. 
In vain does the fowler spread his net in the 
sight of any bird. Mr. Archbold knew’ that 
Mr. Gorman inspired, if he didn’t quite dic­
tate these letters, and was looking over 
Mr. Grasty’s shoulder as they were taken 
down. To have written Mr. Grasty would 
have been to write Mr. Gorman, and Mr. 
Archbold wasn’t ready to submit his own 
and Standard Oil’s presidential preferences 
to the Maryland Machiavelli. Mr. Arch­
bold is not without qualities which adorn 
the turkey gobbler, and the tail of his 
vanity is a broad and spreading tail. It 
will take a very much surer hand than Mr. 
Grasty’s, however, to throw the cunning 
salt on it.

When the people’s face puts on a frown, 
Mr. Rockefeller, Mr. Carnegie, and Mr. 
Archbold do not, to be sure, slash the tail 
off a dog. For, in pious circles, even more 
than any simple robbery, it might shake 
one’s’ position. Avoiding, therefore, that 
dog curtailment, they institute a hook­
worm inquiry, or build a library, or give a 
million to a college, or arrange to pay per­
petually the gas bill of St. Paul’s. And in 
this they are wise. Any of these, as tempt­
ing aside the popular tongue, would serve 
much better than the vulgar de-tailment of 
some dog.



tffie Woman Thou
Gavest Me

Being the True Story of Mary O’Neill told 
by Herself and Written from Her Memoranda

Hall Caine
Author of “ The Christian”, “ The Prodigal Son” Etc.

Ittustratecf Frank Craig
Synopsis: Daniel O’Neill, a powerful, salf-made man, 

forces his only daughter, Mary, into a loveless marriage 
with the impecunious and profligate Lord Raa, so that 
his ambition to have his descendants the rightful heirs of 
the one earldom in Elian may be realized. Mary, a convent- 
raised young woman, shocked to find her husband a man of 
sordid, sensual passions, refuses utterly to have anything to 
do with him until such time as he can prove himself worthy 
of her love. During the honeymoon abroad Alma Lier, 
a divorcee who had been expelled from the convent Mary 
attended in Rome, attaches herself to the party, and makes 
the “honeymoon trip’’ a long series of slights and insults 
for Lady Raa.

At last Lady Raa becomes certain of the infidelity of her 
husband and of his misconduct with Alma Lier. On her 
return to London Mary encounters her old play-fellow, 
Martin Conrad, who has returned from his triumphant 
expedition to the Antarctic. Drawn into ever-closer re­
lations with the only man for whose friendship she had 
ever cared, Mary finally awakes to the fact that she is hope­
lessly in love with Martin. Terrified by this knowledge, 
and finding herself more and more in love with Martin, she 
determines to run away from the cause of her distress, and 
go home.

Mary’s home-coming to Castle Raa is a sad affair. Her 
husband fills the tumble-down old mansion with his fast 
friends from London, including Alma Lier, who assumes 
control of the household. Ultimately the illness of her 
father offers Mary excuse for escape from the intolerable 
environment. But before visiting her old home Mary ap­
peals in turn to her Bishop and to her father’s lawyer, only 

to be told that neither Church nor State can offer any relief 
from her false position. She returns next day to Castle 
Raa to find that Martin is arriving for a farewell visit, and 
that by Alma Lier’s deceitful scheming the whole house­
party has gone off for a few days’ cruise.

During her three days alone with her lover Mary fights 
a grim battle with temptation, only to find on the last night 
that her faith in renunciation and the laws of the Church is 
a fragile thing compared with her overwhelming love for 
this pure-hearted man. With Martin’s passionate words, 
“You are my real wife. I am your real husband” ringing 
in her brain she forgpts everything else, and with strong 
steps walks across the corridor to Martin’s bedroom. This 
is the action which Martin has advised as being the only 
course open to them which is sure to bring the one result 
they are determined to attain—Mary’s divorce from 
Lord Raa.

Mary determines, after the departure of Martin Conrad, 
to hide herself in London. She is driven by fear of Lord 
Raa’s discovery of her unfaithfulness to him; she is equally 
afraid of the venomous tongue of Alma Lier. She is no 
sooner settled in a cheap, little boarding house in London 
than a great hue and cry is raised by her father. Of all per­
sons, it is Mildred, that one truest friend of her convent 
days, who ferrets her out; but for Mary’s sake she breaks 
a vow and refuses to give her up. Then comes the report 
of the loss of Martin’s ship in the Antarctic. Desperate 
with grief and fearful for the unborn child which she hopes 
shall reconcile her to her empty life and typify her great love 
for Martin, she flees from Mildred to a still more obscure 
corner of London.

“ Our Lady ”

M
Y new- quarters were in the 
poorer district which stands 
at the back of Bayswater. 

The street was a cul-de- 
sac (of some ten small 

houses on either side) which was blocked 
up at the farther end by the high wall of 

a factory for the “humanization” of‘milk, 
and opened out of a busy thoroughfare of 
inferior shops like a gulley way off a noisy 
coast. My home in this street was in 
number one.

My room, which was of fair size, was on 
the first floor and had two windows to the 
street, with yellow holland blinds and white 
muslin curtains.

The furniture consisted of a large bed, 
a horse-hair sofa, three cane-bottomed 
chairs, a chest of drawers (which stood be­
tween the windows), and a mirror over the 
mantelpiece, which had pink paper, cut 
into fanciful patterns, over the gilt frame, 
to keep off the flies.

The floor was covered with linoleum, 
but there were two strips of carpet, one 
before the fire and the other by the bed; the 
walls were papered by a bright red paper 
representing peonies in bloom; and there 
were three pictures—a portrait of a Welsh 
preacher, an engraving entitled “Feed my 
Sheep” (showing Jesus carrying a lamb), 
and a memorial card of some member of 
the family of the house, in the form of a 
tomb with a weeping angel on either side.
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I paid five shillings a week for my room, 
and, as this included the use of kettle, 
cooking utensils, and crockery, I found to 
my great delight at the end of the first 
week that providing for myself (tea, bread 
and butter, and eggs being my principal 
food) I had only spent ten shillings alto­
gether, which, according to my present 
needs, left me enough for my time of waiting 
and several weeks beyond it.

Every morning I went out with a little 
hand-bag to buy my provisions in the front 
street, and every afternoon I took a walk 
in the better part of Bayswater and even 
into the park (Hyde Park), which was not 
far off, but never near to Piccadilly, or so 
far east as Bloomsbury, lest I should meet 
Sister Mildred or be recognized by the old 
boarders.

Finding it necessary to account for myself, 
just as at the boarding-house, I had ad­
hered to my former name, but said I was 
the widow of a commander lately lost at sea, 
which was as near to the truth as I dare 
venture.

1 had also made no disguise of the fact 
that I was expecting a child, a circumstance 
which secured me much sympathy from 
the womanly women who were now my 
neighbors.

They were all worthy women, 
generally the wives of men 
working in the milk factory; 
and therefore the life of 
our street w’as very 
regular.

At five in the morn­
ing you heard the 
halting step of the 
old “knocker up” who 
went up and down 
the street tapping at 
the bedroom windows 
with a long pole like a 
fishing-rod. A little be­
fore six you heard the clash­
ing of many front doors and 
the echoing footsteps of the 
men going to their work. At 
half-past seven you heard 
the whoop of the milkman and the rattling 
of his cans. At half-past eight you heard 
the little feet of the children, like the pat­
tering of rain, going off to the Board School 
round the corner. And a little after four 
in the afternoon you heard the wild cries 
of the entire juvenile community let loose 

Mary O'Neill—the now famous heroine 
of ' The Woman Thou Gavest Me '

from lessons, the boys running iron hoops 
and the girls skipping rope.

After that, our street hummed like a bee­
hive, with the women, washed and combed, 
standing knitting at their open doors or ex­
changing confidences across the areas until 
darkness fell, and each of the mothers called 
her children into bed, as an old hen in the 
farm-yard clucks up her chickens.

These good creatures were very kind to 
me. Having satisfied themselves from ob­
servation of my habits that I was “respect­
able,” they called me “our lady,” and I 
could not help hearing that 1 “was a nice 
young thing," though it was a little against 
me that I did not go to church or chapel, 
and had confessed to being a Catholic— 
for several of our families (including that 
of my landlady) were members of the Welsh 
Zion Chapel not far away.

Such was the life of the little human cage 
to which I had confined myself, but I had 
an inner life that was all my own and very 
sweet to me.

During the long hours of every day in 
which I was alone I occupied myself in 
the making of clothes for my baby—buying 
linen and flannel and worsted, and borrow­
ing patterns from my Welsh landlady.

This stimulated my tenderness towards 
the child that was to come, for the 

heart of a young mother is 
almost infantile, and I 

hardly know whether to 
laugh or cry when I 
think of the childish 
things I did and 
thought and said to 
myself in those first 
days when I was alone 
in my room in that 

back street in Bays­
water.

Thus long before the 
baby was born I had 

christened her. At first I 
wished to call her Mary, not 
because I cared for that 
name myself, but because 
Martin had said it was the 

most beautiful in the world. In the 
end, however, I called her Isabel Mary 
(because Isabel was my mother’s name, and 
she had been a far better woman than I was), 
and as I finished my baby’s garments one 
by one I used to put them away in their 
drawer, saying to myself, “That’s Isabel 



Mary’s binder,” or “Isabel Mary’s christen­
ing-robe” as the case might be.

I dare say it was all very foolish. There are 
tears in my eyes when I think of it now, but 
there were none then, for though there were 
moments when, thinking of Martin, I felt as if 
life were for ever blank and bare, I was al­
most happy in my poor surroundings, and 
if it were a cage I had fixed myself in there 
was always a bird singing inside of it—the 
bird that sang in my own bosom.

“When Isabel Mary comes everything 
will be all right,” I used to think.

This went on for many weeks, and I think 
it might have gone on until my time was 
full, but for something which, occurring 
under my eyes, made me tremble with the 
fear that the life I was living and the hope I 
was cherishing were really very wrong and 
selfish.

Of my landlady, Mrs. Williams, I saw 
very little. She was a rather hard but no 
doubt heavily-laden woman, who had “to 
do” for a swarm of children, besides two 
young men lodgers who lived in the kitchen 
and slept in the room behind mine. Her 
husband was a quiet man (a carter at the 
dairy) whom I never saw at all except on the 
staircase at ten o’clock at night, when, 
after winding the tall clock on the landing, 
he went up-stairs to bed in his stocking 
feet.

But the outstanding member of the family 
for me was a shock-headed girl of fourteen 
called Emmerjane, which was a running ver­
sion of Emma Jane.

I understood that Emmerjane was the 
illegitimate daughter of Mrs. Williams’s 
dead sister, and that she had been born in 
Carnarvon, which still shimmered in her 
memory in purple and gold.

Emmerjane was the drudge of the fami'y, 
and I first saw her in the street at dusk, 
mothering a brood of her little cousir

Afterwara she became my drudge also - 
washing my floor, bringing rp iry mats, and 
cleaning my grate for sixpence a week, and 
giving me a great deal of information about 
my neighbors for nothing.

Thus she told me, speaking broad cockney 
with a Welsh accent, that the people oppo­
site were named Wagstaffe and that the 
creaking noise I heard was that of a mangle, 
which Mrs. Wagstaffe had to keep because 
her husband was a drunkard.

But the greatest interest of this weird 
little woman, who had a premature knowl­

edge of things a child ought not to know, 
was in a house half-way down the street on 
the other side, where steam was always 
coming from the open door to the front 
kitchen.

The people who lived there were named 
Jones. Mrs. Jones “washed” and had a 
bed-ridden old mother (with two shillings 
from the parish) and a daughter named 
Maggie.

Maggie Jones, who was eighteen, and 
very pretty, used to work in the dairy, but 
the foreman had “tiken advantage of her,” 
and she had just had a baby.

This foreman was named Owen Owens, 
and he lived at the last number on our side, 
where two unmarried sisters “kept house” 
for him and sat in the “singing seat” at 
Zion.

Maggie thought it was the sisters’ fault 
that Owen Owens did not marry her, so she 
conceived a great scheme for “besting” 
them, and this was the tragedy which, 
through Emmerjane’s quick little eyes and 
her Cockney-Welsh tongue, came to me in 
instalments day by day.

When her baby was a month old Maggie 
dressed it up “fine” and took it to the pho­
tographer’s for its “card di visit.” The 
photographs were a long time coming, but 
when they came they were “heavenly 
lovely” and Maggie “cried to look at 
them.”

Then she put one in an envelope and ad­
dressed it to Owen Owens, and though it 
had only to cross the street, she went out 
after dark to a pillar-box a long way off lest 
anybody should see her posting it.

Next day she said, “He’ll have it now, for 
he always comes home to dinner. He’ll 
take it up to his bedroom, look you, and 
stand it on the washstand, and if either of 
those sisters touch it he’ll give them what’s 
what.”

After that she waited anxiously for an 
acknowledgment, and every time the post­
man passed down our street her pretty pale 
face would be at the door, saying, “Any­
thing for me to-day?” or “Are you sure 
there’s nothing for me, postman?”

At length a letter came, and Maggie Jones 
trembled so much that she dare not open it, 
but at last she tripped up to her room to be 
“all of herself,” and then . . . then there 
was a “wild screech,” and when Emmer­
jane ran up-stairs Maggie was stretched out 
on the floor in a dead faint, clutching in her 



tight hand the photograph which Owen 
Owens had returned with the words, written 
in his heavy scrawl across the face, “Maggie 
Jones’s bastard.”

It would be impossible to say how this 
incident affected me. I felt as if a moral 
earthquake had opened under my feet.

What had I been doing? In looking for­
ward to the child that was to come to me 
I had been thinking only of my own comfort 
—my own consolation.

But what about the child itself?
If my identity ever became known—and 

it might at any moment, by the casual recog­
nition of a person in the street—how should 
the position of my child differ from that of 
this poor girl?

A being born out of the pale of the law, 
as my husband would say it must be, an out­
cast, a thing of shame, without a father to 
recognize it, and with its mother’s sin to 
lash its back for ever!

When I thought of that, much as I had 
longed for the child that was to be a living 
link between Martin and me I asked my­
self if I had any right to wish for it.

I felt I had no right, and that considering 
my helpless position the only true motherly 
love was to pray that my baby might be 
still-born.

But that was too hard. It was too terri­
ble. It was like a second bereavement. I 
could not and would not do it.

“Never, never, never!”' I told myself.

My World Is My Room

THINKING matters out in the light of 
Maggie Jones’s story, I concluded that 

poverty was at the root of nearly everything. 
If I could stave off poverty no real harm 
could come to my child.

I determined to do so. But there was 
only one way open to me at present—and 
that was to retrench my expenses.

I did retrench them. Persuading myself 
that I had no real need of this and that; I 
reduced my weekly outlay.

This gave me immense pleasure, and even 
when I saw, after a while, that I was grow­
ing thin and pale, I felt no self-pity of any 
sort, remembering that I had nobody to 
look well for now and only the sweet and 
glorious duty before me of providing for my 
child.

I convinced myself, too, that my altered 
appearance was natural to my condition, 

and that all I needed was fresh air and exer­
cise, therefore I determined to walk every 
day in the Park.

I did so once only.
It was one of those lovely mornings in 

early spring, when the air and the sky of 
London, after the long fog and grime of 
winter, seem to be washed by showers of 
sunshine.

I had entered by one of the broad avenues 
and was resting (for I was rather tired) on a 
seat, under a chestnut tree tvhose glistening 
sheaths were swelling and breaking into 
flower, when I saw a number of ladies and 
gentlemen on horseback coming in my 
direction.

I recognized one of them instantly. It 
was Mr. Vivian, and a beautiful girl was 
riding beside him. My heart stood still, 
for I thought he would see me. But he 
was too much occupied ■with his companion 
to do so.

After that I took my walks in the poorer 
streets behind Bayswater, but there I 
was forced back on my old problem, for I 
seemed to be always seeing the sufferings of 
children.

Thank God, children, as a whole, are 
happy. They seem to live in their hearts 
alone, and I really and truly believe that if 
all the doors of the rich houses of the West 
End of London were thrown open to the 
poor children of the East End they would 
stay in their slums and alleys.

But some of them suffer there for all that, 
especially the unfortunate ones who enter 
the world without any legal right to be here, 
and I seemed to be coming upon that kind 
everywhere.

One evening I saw a tiny boy of five shel­
tering from the rain under a dripping and 
draughty railway arch, and crying as if his 
little heart would break. I tried to comfort 
him and could not, but when a rather shame­
faced young woman came along, as if re­
turning from her work, he burst out on her 
and cried, “Oh, mammy, she’s been a-beat- 
ing of me awful.”

“Never mind, Johnny,” said the young 
woman, kneeling on the wet pavement to 
dry the child’s eyes. “Don’t cry, that's 
a good boy.”

It needed no second sight to look into the 
heart of that tragedy, and the effect of it 
upon me was to make me curtail my expend­
iture still further.

Later when I was forced to discontinue 



my walks altogether, I sent Emmerjane on 
my few errands.

Then my room became my world.
I do not think I ever saw a newspaper. 

And knowing nothing oi what was going on, 
beyond the surge and swell of the life of 
London as it came to me when I opened my 
window, I had now, more than ever, the 
sense of living in a dungeon on a rock in the 
middle of the sea.

Having no exercise I ate less and less. 
But I found a certain joy in that, for I was 
becoming a miser for my child’s sake, and 
the only pain I suffered was when I went to 
my drawer, as I did every day, and looked at 
my rapidly diminishing store.

Iknewthat my Welsh landlady was begin­
ning to call me close, meaning mean, but that 
did not trouble me in the least, because I 
told myself that every penny I saved out of 
my own expenses was for my child, to keep 
her from poverty and all the evils and injus­
tices that followed in its train.

But I made no arrangements for myself 
until my Welsh landlady came up to my 
room one day and asked if I had settled with 
a doctor. When I answered no, she held up 
her hands and cried, “Good gracious! Just 
as I thought. Thee’st got to lose no time, 
though.”

Happily there was a doctor in our street 
nearly every day, and if I wished it she 
would call him up to me. I agreed and 
the doctor came next morning.

He was a tall, elderly man with cold eyes, 
compressed lips, and a sour expression, and 
neither his manner nor his speech gave any 
hint of a consciousness (which I am sure 
every true doctor must have) that in com­
ing to a woman in my condition he was en­
tering one of the sacred chambers of human 
life.

He asked me a few abrupt questions, told 
me when he would come again, and then 
spoke about his fee.

“My fee is a guinea, and I usually get it 
in advance,” he said, whereupon I went to 
my drawer, and took out a sovereign and 
shilling, not without a certain pang at seeing 
so much go in a moment after I had been 
saving so long.

The doctor had dropped the money into 
his waistcoat pocket with oh such a casual 
air, and was turning to go, when my Welsh 
landlady said, “Her’s not doing herself 
justice in the matter of food, doctor.”

“ Why, what do you eat? ” asked the doc­

tor, and as well as I could out of my dry and 
parched throat, I told him.

“Tut! tut! This will never do,” he said. 
“ It’s your duty to your child to have better 
food than that. Something light and nour­
ishing every day, such as poultry, fish, 
chicken-broth, beef-tea, and farinaceous 
foods generally.”

I gasped. What was the doctor thinking 
about?

“Remember,” he said, with his finger up, 
“the health of the child is intimately de­
pendent on the health of the mother. When 
the mother is in a morbid state it affects the 
composition of the blood, and does great 
harm to the health of the offspring, both 
immediately and in after life. Don’t forget 
now. Good-day!”

That was a terrible shock to me. In my 
great ignorance and great love I had been 
depriving myself for the sake of my child, 
and now I learned that I had all the time 
been doing it a grave and perhaps life-long 
injury!

Trying to make amends I sent out for 
some of the expensive foods the doctor had 
ordered me, but when they were cooked I 
found to my dismay that I had lost the 
power of digesting them.

My pain at this discovery was not lessened 
next day when my Welsh landlady brought 
up a nurse whom I had asked her to engage 
for me. She was what the doctors call a 
croaker, began on a long series of stories of 
ladies who, having “let themselves down” 
had died, either at childbirth or soon 
afterward.

“ It’s after a lady feels it if she has to nurse 
her baby,” said the nurse, “and I couldn’t 
be responsible neither for you nor the child 
if you don’t do yourself justice.”

This was a still more terrible possibility 
—the possibility that I might die and leave 
my child behind me. The thought haunted 
me all that day and the following night, but 
the climax came next morning, when Em­
merjane, while blacking my grate, gave me 
the last news of Maggie Jones.

Maggie’s mother had been “a-naggin’ of 
her to get work,” asking if she had not 
enough mouths to feed “without her bring- 
in’ another.”

Maggie had at first been afraid to look 
for employment, thinking everybody knew 
of her trouble. But after her mother had 
“put the young minister from ‘Zion’ on to 
her to tell her to be ‘obejent’ she had gone
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"I felt as light as air itself. A woman carrying a child was like a queen—everybody made way for 
her, and it seemed to me as if the wealth of the world were in my arms"



out every day, whether the weather was 
good or bad or ‘mejum.’ ”

This had gone on for three months (dur­
ing which Maggie used to stay out late be­
cause she was afraid to meet her mother’s 
face) until one wet night, less than a week 
ago, she had come home drenched to the 
skin, taken to her bed, “sickened for some- 
think,” and died.

Three days after Emmerjane told me this 
story a great solemnity fell on our street.

It was Saturday, when the children do not 
go to school, but, playing no games, they 
gathered in whispering groups round the 
house with the drawn blinds, while their 
mothers stood bareheaded at the doors with 
their arms under their aprons and their 
hidden hands over their mouths.

I tried not to know what was going on, 
but looking out at the last moment I saw 
Maggie Jones’s mother, dressed in black, 
coming down her steps, with her eyes very 
red and her hard face (which was seamed 
with labor) all wet and broken up.

The “young minister” followed (a beard­
less boy who could have known nothing of 
the tragedy of a woman’s life), and stepping 
into the midst of the group of the congrega­
tion from “Zion.” who had gathered there 
with their warm Welsh hearts full of pity 
for the dead girl, he gave out a Welsh hymn, 
and they sang it in the London street, just 
as they had been used to do at the cottage 
doors in the midst of their native mountains.

I could look no longer, so I turned back 
into my room.

During the rest of that day I could think 
of nothing but Maggie’s child, and what 
was to become of it, and next morning when 
Emmerjane came up she told me that the 
“young minister” was “a-gettin’ it into 
the ’ouse.”

I think that was the last straw of my 
burden, for my mind came back with a swift 
rebound from Maggie Jones’s child to my 
own.

The thought of leaving my baby behind 
now terrified and appalled me. It brought 
me no comfort to think that though I was 
poor my father was rich, for I knew that 
if he ever came to know of my child’s ex­
istence he would hate it and cast it off, 
as the central cause of the downfall of his 
plans.

Yet Martin’s child alone, and at the mercy 
of the world! It could not and must not be!

I thought of how Martin had been taken 

from me, as fate (perhaps for some good pur­
pose still unrevealed) had led me to 
believe.

I thought of how I had comforted myself 
with the hope of the child that was coming 
to be a link between us.

I thought of how this had taken the sting 
out of death and victory out of the grave.

And after that I told myself that, however 
sweet and beautiful, all this had been selfish­
ness, and I must put it away.

Then I thought of the child itself, who— 
conceived in sin as my Church would say, 
disinherited by the law, outlawed by so­
ciety, inheriting my physical weaknesses, 
having lost one of its parents and being liable 
to lose the other—was now in danger of 
being left to the mercies of the world, 
banned from its birth, penniless and without 
protector, to become a drudge and an out­
cast or even a thief, a gambler, or a harlot.

This was what I thought and felt.
And when at last I knew that I had come 

to the end of my appointed time I knelt 
down in my sad room, and if ever I prayed 
a fervent prayer, if ever my soul went up 
to God in passionate supplications it was 
that the child I had longed for and looked 
forward to as a living link with my lost one 
might be born dead.

The Great Miracle

IT was Saturday, the twenty-first of June.
The summer had been a cold one thus 

far; the night was chill and heavy, rain 
was beating against the window-pane.

There was a warm fire in my room for the 
first time for several months; the single 
gas jet on the window side of the mantel­
piece had been turned low, and the nurse, 
in list slippers, was taking my little flannel 
and linen garments out of the chest of 
drawers and laying them on the flat steel, 
fender.

I think I must have had intervals of 
insensibility, for the moments of con­
sciousness came and went with me, like the 
diving and rising of a sea-bird in the midst 
of swelling waves.

At one such moment I became aware that 
the doctor and my Welsh landlady, as well 
as my nurse, were in the room, and that 
they were waiting for the crisis and fearing 
for my life.

I heard them talking in low voices which 
made a drumming noise in my ears, like 



that which the sea makes when it is rolling 
into a cave.

“She’s let herself down so low, pore 
thing, that I don’t know in the world what’s 
to happen to her.”

“As God is my witness, look you, I never 
saw’ anybody live on so little.”

“I’m not afraid of the mother. I’m more 
afraid of the child, if you ask me.”

Then the drumming noise would die out, 
and I would only hear something within 
myself saying:

“Oh, God, oh, God, that my child may 
be born dead.”

At another moment I heard, above the 
rattle of the rain, the creaking of the mangle 
in the cellar-kitchen on the other side of the 
street.

At still another moment I heard the sound 
of quarrelling in the house opposite. A 
woman was screaming, children were shriek­
ing, and a man was swearing in a thick, 
hoarse voice.

I knew what had happened—it was mid­
night, the “public-houses had turned out,” 
and Mr. Wagstaffe had come home drunk.

The night passed heavily. I heard myself 
(as I had done before) calling on Martin in 
a voice of wild entreaty: “Martin! Martin!”

Then remembering that he was gone I 
began again to pray. I heard myself pray­
ing to the Blessed Virgin: “Oh, Mother 
of my God, let my child ...”

But a voice which seemed to come from 
far away interrupted me.

“Hush, bach, hush! It will make it 
harder for thee.”

At length peace came. It seemed to me 
that I was running out of a tempestuous 
sea, with its limitless loneliness and cruel 
depth, into a quiet harbor.

There was a heavenly calm, in which I 
could hear the doctor and the nurse and 
my Welsh landlady talking together in 
cheerful whispers.

I knew that everything wTas over, and 
with the memory of the storm I had passed 
through still in my heart and brain, I said, 
“Is it dead?”

“Dead?” cried the nurse in a voice sev­
eral octaves higher than usual. “Dear 
heart no, but alive and well. A beautiful 
little daughter!”

“Yes, your baby is all right, ma’am,” said 
the doctor, and then my Welsh landlady 
cried, “Why did'st think it would be dead, 
bach? As I am a Christian woman thee’st 

got the beautifullest baby that ever 
breathed.”

I could bear no more.
The dark thoughts of the days before were 

over me still, and with a groan I turned to 
the wall.

Then everything was wiped out as by an 
angel’s wing, and I fell into a deep sleep.

When I awoke my dark thoughts were 
vanishing away like a bad dream in the 
morning. The rain had ceased, the gas 
had been put out, and I could see by the 
glow on the peonies of the wall-paper that 
the sun was shining with a soft- red light 
through the holland blinds of my windows.

I heard the sparrows chirping on the sills 
outside; I heard the milk-man rattling his 
cans; I heard the bells of a neighboring 
church ringing for early communion.

I closed my eyes and held my breath and 
listened to the sounds in my own room. 
I heard the kettle singing over the fire; 
I heard somebody humming softly, and 
beating a foot on the floor in time to the 
tune; and then I heard a low voice (it was 
Emmerjane’s) saying from somewhere near 
my bed: “I dunno but what she’s awake. 
Her breathing ain’t a-goin’ now.”

Then I turned and saw the nurse sitting 
before the fire with something on her lap. 
I knew what it was. It was my child, and it 
was asleep. In spite of my dark thoughts 
my heart began to yearn for it.

And then came the great miracle.
My child awoke and began to cry. It 

was a faint cry, oh, so thin and weak, but it 
went thundering and thundering through me.

There was a moment of awful struggle, 
and then a mighty torrent of love swept 
over me.

It was Motherhood.
My child! Mine! Flesh of my flesh!
All my desire for my baby’s death to save it 

from the pains of life, was gone, and my heart, 
starved so long, throbbed with tenderness.

I raised myself in bed, in spite of my 
nurse’s protest, and cried to her to give me 
my baby.

“Give her to me. Give her to me.” 
“By-and-by, by-and-by,” said the nurse. 
“Now, now! I can wait no longer.” 
“But you must take some food first. 

Emmerjane, give her that glass of milk 
and water.”

I drank the milk just to satisfy them, and 
then held out my arms for my child.

“Give her to me—quick, quick!”



“Here she is then, the jewel!”
Oh the joy of that moment when I first 

took my baby in my arms, and looked into 
her face, and saw my own features and the 
sea-blue eyes of Martin!

Oh the rapture of my first eager kiss!
I suppose I must have been rough with 

my little cherub in the fervor of my love, 
for she began to cry again.

“There! there!” said the nurse. “Be 
good now, or I must take baby away.”

But heaven had taught me another 
lesson, and instantly, instinctively, I put 
my baby to my breast. Instantly and in­
stinctively, too, my baby turned to it with 
its little mouth open and its little fingers 
feeling for the place.

And then in that happiness that is be­
yond all earthly bliss—the happiness of 
a mother when she first clasps her baby to 
her breast—I began to cry.

I had not cried for months—not since 
that night in Elian which I did not wish to 
remember • any more—but now my tears 
gushed out and ran down my face like rain.

I cried on Martin once more—I could 
not help it. And looking down at the 
closed eyes of my child my soul gushed out 
in gratitude to God, Who had sent me this 
for all I had suffered.

“ Hush, bach, hush! You will do yourself 
a mischief, and it will be bad for the milk,” 
said the nurse.

After that I tried to control myself. But 
I found a fierce and feverish delight in 
suckling my child. It seemed as if every 
drop my baby drew gave me a spiritual as 
well as a physical joy—cooling my blood 
and my brain and wiping out all my troubles.

Oh mystery of mysteries! Oh miracle of 
miracles!

My baby was at my breast and my 
sufferings were at an end.

Tenderest Discoveries
' I 'HAT was a long, long day of happiness.

It was both very long and very short, 
for it passed like a dream.

What wonderful happenings were crowded 
into it!

First the nurse, from the dizzy heights 
of her greater experience and superior 
knowledge, indulged my infantile anxieties 
by allowing me to look on while baby was 
being bathed, and rewarded me for “being 
(rood ” by many praises of my baby’s beauty.

“I’ve nursed a-many in my time,” she 
said, “but I don’t mind saying as I’ve never 
had a bonnier babby on my knee. Look 
at her legs now, so white and plump and 
dimpled. Have you ever seen anything so 
putty? ”

I confessed that I never had, and when 
nurse showed me how to fix the binder, 
and put on the barrow-coat without dis­
turbing baby while asleep, I thought her a 
wonderful woman.

Emmerjane, who had with difficulty been 
kept out of the room last night and was now 
rushing breathlessly up- and down-stairs, 
wished to hold baby for a moment and at 
length, out of the magnificence of my gen­
erosity, I allowed her to do so, only warning 
her, as she loved her life, to hold tight and 
not let baby fall.

“How’d you mean?” said the premature 
little mother. “Me let her fall? Notmuch!”

It rather hurt me when baby cried, and 
I dare say my own foolish lip would drop 
at such moments, but when I saw that there 
were no tears in her eyes, and she was only 
calling for her food, I pleaded with nurse 
to let me give her the breast again.

The sun shone all day long, and though 
the holland window blinds were kept down 
to subdue the light, for my sake and per­
haps for baby’s, I thought my room looked 
perfectly beautiful. It might be poor and 
shabby, but flights of angels could not have 
made it more heavenly than it was in my 
eyes then.

In the afternoon nurse told me I must 
take some sleep myself, but I would not 
sleep until baby slept, so she had to give me 
my cherub again, and I sat up and rocked 
her and for a while I sang—as softly as I 
could—a little lullaby.

It was a lullaby I had learned at Nemi 
from the Italian women in embroidered out­
side stays, who so love their children, and 
though I knew quite well that it had been 
written for the Mother of all Mothers, who, 
after she had been turned away from every 
door, had been enforced to take refuge in a 
stable in Bethlehem, I was in such an ecstasy 
of spiritual happiness that I thought it no 
irreverence to change it a little and to sing 
it in my London lodging to my human child.

“Sleep, little baby, I love thee, I love thee, 
Sleep, little Queen, I am bending above thee."

I dare say my voice was sweet that day—■ 
a mother’s voice is always sweet—for when 



Emmerjane, who had been out of the room, 
came back to it with a look of awed solem­
nity, she said, “ Well, I never did! I thought 
as ’ow there was a’ angel a-come into this 
room.”

“So there is, and here she is,” I said, 
beaming down on my sleeping child.

But the long, short, blissful day came to 
an end at last, and when night fell and I 
dropped asleep, there were two names of my 
dear ones on my lips, and if one of them was 
the name of him who (as I thought) was in 
heaven, the other was the name of her who 
was now lying in my arms.

I may have been poor, but I felt like a 
queen with all the riches of life in my little 
room.

I may have sinned against the world and 
the Church, but I felt as if God had justified 
me by His own triumphant law.

The whole feminine soul in me seemed 
to swell and throb, and with my baby 
at my breast I wanted no more of earth or 
heaven.

I was still bleeding from the bruises of 
Fate, but I felt healed of all my wounds, 
loaded with benefits, crowned with rewards.

I was entirely happy. I had nothing in 
the world except my baby, and my baby 
had nothing in the world except me. I was 
still in the dungeon that had seemed so 
dreadful to me before—the great dungeon 
of crowded London to one who is poor 
and friendless.

But no matter! I was no longer alone, 
for there was one more inmate in my prison­
house—my child.

Memorandum by Martin Conrad

I hate to butt in where I may not be wanted, but 
if the remainder of my dear one’s story is to be under­
stood I must say what was happening in the mean­
time to me.

As soon as we had set up on old Erebus the wooden 
lattice towers, which contained our long-distance 
electric telegraph apparatus, I tried to send her that 
first message from the Antarctic which was to say 
we had not been shipwrecked.

It was a thrilling moment. Exactly at the stroke 
of midnight on January 21, while the midnight sun 
was shining with its dull sullen glow, the whole of 
our company having gathered round, the wireless 
man prepared to despatch my message.

As we were not sure of our machinery I had drawn 
up the words to suit any place into which they might 
fall if they missed their intended destination.

“South Pole Expedition safe. All well. Send 
greetings to dear ones at home.”

For some forty seconds the sparks crackled out 
their snappy signals into the crisp night air, and 
then the ether settled, calm returned, and we waited 

in breathless silence for the answer that was to come 
as from another planet.

It came. After a few minutes we heard from our 
magnetic detector the faint sound of the S signals, 
and then we broke into a great cheer. It was not 
much, but it was enough, and while our scientific 
staff were congratulating themselves that electric­
wave telegraphy was not inhibited, by long distance, 
on the earth’s curvature over an arc of a great circle, 
I was thinking of my dear one—that one way or 
another my message would reach her, and she would 
be relieved.

Then in splendid health and spirits—dogs, horses, 
and men all Ai—we started on our journey, making 
a bee-line for the Pole.

Owing to the heavy weights we had to transport 
our progress was slow, but the going was good, we 
kept a steady pace, and though (being midsummer) 
the middle of the day was hot, and we had to travel 
a good deal by night under the white antarctic moon, 
we reached Mount Darwen (which I had fixed on 
for the second of our electric power stations) in less 
than three months.

By this time winter was approaching, the days 
were beginning to be dark and cold, and the altitude 
(8000 ft.) was telling on some of us.

Nevertheless our second installation got finished 
about the third week in May, and again we gathered 
round (not quite such a hearty company as before) 
while the wireless man spoke to the operator we had 
left on Erebus.

Again the electrical radiations went crackling into 
space, and again we gave a cheer when the answer 
came back—all well and instruments in perfect 
order.

Then we began on the last stage of our journey, 
and we knew it would be a hard one. Three hun­
dred geographical miles in front; temperature down 
to minus .40; the sun three weeks gone, and nothing 
before us but shortening days, cold winds, and snow.

But the worst fact was that our spirits were low, 
and do what I would to keep a good heart and cheer 
up the splendid fellows who had come with me, I 
could not help feeling the effect of that deepening, 
sunless gloom.

Nevertheless I broke camp on May 23, and started 
straight as a die for the South.

It was a stiff fight over the upper glacier in lati­
tude 85, with its razor-shaped ice, full of snow-cov­
ered crevasses, and three days out two of our best 
men fell into one of them.

I saw the accident from a dozen yards away, and 
running up I lay on my stomach and shouted down, 
but it was a black bottomless gulf and not a sound 
or a sign came back to me.

This cast a still deeper gloom on our company, 
who could not be cheered up, though I kept telling 
them we should be on the great plateau soon, please 
God, and then we should have a clear road to the 
Pole.

We were not much better on top though, for the 
surface was much broken up, and in that brewing 
place of the winds there seemed to be nothing but 
surging seas of cumulus cloud and rolling waves of 
snow.

The Polar march was telling on us badly. We 
were doing no more than seven miles at a stretch. 
So to help my shipmates to keep up their spirits 
(and perhaps to give a bit of a “heise” to my own) 
I had to sing all day long—though my darling was 
right that I had no more voice than a corn-crake.



Sometimes I 
sang “Ramsey 
Town,” because 
it did not want 
much music, 
but generally 
“ Sally’s the Gel 
for Meb e- 
cause it had a 
rattling chorus. 
The men all 
joined in (scien­
tific experts in­
cluded), and if 
the angels took 
any heed of us, I 
think it must 
have been a 
sight for them 
to look down on 
our little com­
pany of puny 
men singing 
away as we 
trudged 
through that 
snowy wilder­
ness which 
makes a man 
feel so small.

But man can 
only do his best, 
and, as Father 
Dan (God bless 
his old heart!) 
used to say, the 
angels can do no 
more. We were 
making mid­
dling hard work 
of it in the 88 
parallel, with a 
temperature as 
low as 50 de­
grees of frost, 
when a shriek­
ing, blinding 

I asked the old d long it would take me to get to Ilford. He looked 
should say hy the looks of you—and you

blizzard came sweeping down on us from the south.
I thought it might blow itself out, but it didn’t, 

so we struck camp in a broad half-circle, building 
igloos (snow huts) with their backs (like rain-beaten 
cattle) to the storm.

There we lay seven days—and it is not worth 
while now to say how much some of our men suffered 
from frozen fingers, and more from falling spirits.

Sometimes I heard them saying (in voices that 
were intended to be loud enough for me to hear) it 
would have been better to have built winter quarters 
on the north of Darwen and settle there until the 
return of summer. And at other times I heard 
them counting the distance to the Pole—a hundred 
geographical miles, making twenty days’ march at 
this season, with the heavy weights we had to carry, 
and the dwindling of our dogs and ponies, for we had 
killed a lot of them for food.

But I would not give in, for I felt that go to back 
without finishing my job would break my heart; 
and one day when old Treacle said, “Nouse,guv’nor, 
let’s give it up,” I flew at him like a hunted tiger.

All the same I was then a bit down myself, for 
there were days when death -was very near, and one 

night it really broke me up to hear a big strapping 
chap saying to the man who shared his two-man 
shack, “I shouldn’t care a whiff if it wasn’t for the 
wife and the kiddies.”

God knows I had my own anchor at home, and 
sometimes it had a devil of a tug at me. I fought 
myself hard, though, and at last in my desire to go 
on and my yearning to go back to my dear one, I 
made an awful proposal, such as a man does not 
much like to think of after a crisis is over.

“Shipmates,” I said, “I am going forward, and 
those who want to go with me can go. But those 
who don’t want to go can stay here, and so that no 
one may have it on his conscience that he has kept 
his comrades back, whether by weakness or by will, 
I have told the doctor to serve out a dose of some­
thing to every man, that he may end it -whenever he 
wants to.”

To my surprise that awful proposal was joyfully're- 
ceived; and never so long as I live shall I forget the 
sight of O’Sullivan going round the broad circle of my 
shipmates in the blue gloom of that noonday twilight 
and handing something to every one of them, while 
nobody spoke, and death seemed to look us in the face



at me again and said, “'Bout 'our and a 'all I 
carryin* the biby"

And now I come to the incident for which I have 
told this story.

I could not get a wink of sleep that night for 
thinking of the brave fellows I had doomed to death 
by their own hands (for that was what it came to), 
because their souls were starving, and they were 
thinking of home.

My soul was starving too, and whether it was 
the altitude (now n,ooo ft.) that was getting into 
my head, and giving me that draught in the brain 
which only travelers in frozen regions know, or the 
Power higher than nature which speaks to a man in 
great solitudes when life is low, I cannot say, but as 
God is my witness, I was hearing again the voices of 
my dear ones who were so far away.

Sometimes they were the voices of my old people 
in Elian, but more frequently, and most importu­
nately, it was Mary’s voice, calling me by my name, 
and crying to me for help as if she were in the shad­
ow of some threatening danger.

“Martin! Martin! Martin!”
When this idea took clear possession of me—it 

was about three a. m. and the hurricane was yowling 
like a wounded dog—the answering thought came 

quick. I must go back. No matter at what a cost 
or sacrifice—I must go back.

It was in vain that I reflected that the trouble 
which threatened my darling (whatever it was) 
might be all over before I reached her side—I must 
go back.

And even when I reminded myself that I was 
within twenty days’ march of that last point of my 
journey which was to be the crown and completion 
of it all, I also remembered that my dear one -was 
.calling me, and I had no choice but to obey.

Next morning, in the first light of the late ant­
arctic dawn, I crept out of my snow hut to look 
south with powerful glasses in order to make sure 
that there was no reason why I should change my 
mind.

There was none. Though the snow had ceased 
the blizzard was blowing a hundred miles an hour 
in cutting gusts, so with a bleeding heart (and yet 
a hot one) I told Treacle to call up our shipmates, 
and when they stood round me in the shelter of my 
hut I said, “ Shipmates, I have been thinking things 
over during the night, and I see things differently 
now. Nature is stronger than man, and the nature 
that is inside of us sometimes hits us harder than 
that which is without. I think it is that way with 
us now, and I believe there isn’t a man of you who 
wouldn’t go forward with me if he had nobody to 
think of except himself. . . . Well, perhaps I have 
somebody to think of, too, so we’ll stick together, 
shipmates, and whatever regrets there may be, or 
disappointments, or heart-breakings, we’ll . . . 
we’ll go back home.”

I think it says something for the mettle my men 
were made of that there was never a cheer after 
I said that, for they could see what it cost me to say 
it. But I tell you, there was a shout when I added, 
“We’ve drawn a blank this time, boys, but we’ll 
draw a winner yet, and I ask you to swear that you’ll 
come back with me next year, please God, to finish 
the work we’ve begun.”

Then we gripped hands in that desolate place, 
and took our solemn oath, and God knows we meant 
to keep it.

It did not take long to strike camp, I can tell you. 
The men were bustling about like boys, and we 
had nothing to think of now but the packing of the 
food and the saddling of the dogs and horses, for 
we were leaving everything else behind us.

At the last moment before we turned northward 
I planted the Union Jack on the highest hum­
mock of the snow, and when we were a hundred 
yards off I looked behind and saw it blowing stiffly 
in the wind.

That was eight a. m. on the twenty-second of 
June, and anybody may make what he likes of 
what I say, but as nearly as I can calculate the dif­
ference of time between London and where we were 
in the 88th latitude it was the very hour of my dear 
one’s peril. M. C.

Happiest of Women

TWO weeks passed, and if I suffered from 
getting up too soon I was never con­

scious of it.
Once or twice perhaps,, in the early days I 

felt a certain dizziness and had to hold 
on for a moment to the iron rail of my bed-



stead, but I was too much occupied with the 
tender joys of motherhood to think much 
about myself.

Bathing, dressing, undressing, and feeding 
my baby were a perpetual delight to me in 
my loneliness.

What a joy it all was!
There must be something almost animal, 

even voluptuous, in mother’s love, for th erf 
was nothing I liked so much as having baby 
naked on my knee and devouring its sweet 
body all over with kisses—putting its little 
fat hands and even its little fat feet into my 
mouth.

There must be something almost infantile, 
too, for sometimes after I had talked to my 
darling with a flood of joyous chatter I would 
even find myself scolding her a little, and 
threatening what I would do if she did not 
“behave.”

Oh, mysterious laws of motherhood! 
Only God can fathom the depths of them 
and have complete understanding.

It was just as if sixteen years of my life 
had rolled back and I was again a child in 
my mother’s room playing with my dolls 
under the table. Only there was something 
so wonderful now in the sweet eyes that 
looked up at me, that at certain moments I 
would fall into a long reverie and my heart 
would be full of adoration.

What lengths I went to!
It was the height of the London season 

when baby came and sometimes at night, 
looking through my window, I saw the tail­
end of the long queue of carriages and elec­
tric broughams which stretched to the end of 
the street I lived in from the great houses 
fronting the Park where balls and receptions 
were being held until the early hours of 
morning.

But I never envied the society ladies 
they were waiting for.

On the contrary I pitied them, remem­
bering they were childless women for the 
most part and thinking their pleasures were 
hollow as death compared with mine.

I pitied the rich mothers, too—the mothers 
who banished their babies to their nurseries 
to be cared for by the servants, and thought 
how much more blessed was the condition 
of poor mothers like myself who kept all that 
sweetness to themselves.

How happy I was! No woman coming 
into a fortune was ever so happy. I sang 
all day long. Sometimes it was the sacred 
music of the convent, in which each note, 

with its own glory of sound, wraps one’s 
heart round as with a rainbow, but more fre­
quently it was “Ramsey Town” or “Sally’s 
the Gel for Me,” which were only noisy non­
sense, but dear to me by such delicious 
memories.

My neighbors would come to their doors 
to listen, and when I had stopped I would 
hear them say, “Our lady is a ’appy ’eart, 
isn’t she?”

I suppose it was because I was so happy 
that my looks returned to me, though I 
did not know it was so until one morning, 
after standing a moment at the window, I 
heard somebody say, “Our lady seems to be 
prettier than ever now her baby has come.”

I should not have been a woman if I could 
have resisted that, so I ran to the glass to 
see if it was true, and it was.

The ugly lines that used to be in my 
cheeks had gone, my hair had regained its 
blue-black lustre, and my eyes had suddenly 
become bright like a darkened room when 
the shutters are opened, and the sunshine 
streams into it.

But the coming of baby did better for me 
than that. It brought me back to God, 
before Whom I now felt so humble and 
so glad, because He had transformed the 
world for me.

Every Catholic will know why I could not 
ask for the benediction of the Church after 
childbirth; but He will also know why I was 
in a fever of anxiety to have my baby bap­
tized at the earliest possible moment. It 
was not that I feared her death (I never 
thought of that in those days), but because 
I lived in dread of the dangers which had 
darkened my thoughts before she was born.

So wflien baby was nearly a fortnight old 
I wrote to the Rector of a neighboring Cath­
olic Church asking when I might bring her 
to be baptized, and he sent me a printed 
reply, giving the day and hour, and enclos­
ing a card to be filled up with her name and 
all other particulars.

What a day of joy and rapture was that 
of my baby’s baptism! I was up with the 
sun on the morning appointed to take her 
to church and spent hours and hours in 
dressing her.

How lovely she looked when I had fin­
ished! I thought she was the sweetest 
thing in the world, sweeter than a rosebud 
under its sparkling web of dew when the 
rising sun is glistening on it.

After I had put on all the pretty clothes 



I had prepared for her before she was born 
—the christening robe and the pelisse and 
the knitted bonnet with its pink ribbons and 
the light woollen veil—I lifted her up to the 
glass to look at herself, being such a child 
myself and so wildly, foolishly happy.

And then the journey to church!
I have heard that unmarried mothers, 

going out for the first time after their con­
finement, feel ashamed and confused, as if 
every passer-by must know their shameful 
secret. I was a kind of unmarried mother 
myself, God help me, but I had no such 
feeling. Indeed I felt proud and gay, and 
when I sailed out with my baby in my arms 
I thought all the people in our street were 
looking at me, and I am sure I wanted to 
say “ Good morning ” to everybody I met on 
my way.

The church was not in a joyous quarter. 
It stood on the edge of a poor and very 
populous district, and had a blazing public­
house immediately opposite. When I got 
to it I found a number of other mothers 
(all working women) with their babies 
and the godfathers and godmothers they 
had provided for them, waiting at the 
door.

At this sight I felt very stupid, for I had 
been thinking so much about other things 
(some of them vain enough perhaps) that I 
had forgotten the necessity for sponsors, and 
I do not know what I should have done at 
that last moment if the sacristan had not 
come to my relief. He found me two old 
people who, for a fee of a shilling each, were 
willing to stand godmother and godfather 
to my darling.

Then the priest came out of the church in 
his white surplice and stole, and we all 
gathered in the porch for the preliminary 
part of the sacrament.

What an experience it was! Never since 
my marriage had I been in a state of such 
spiritual exaltation.

The sacristan, showing me some prefer­
ence, had put me in the middle of the row, 
immediately in front of the priest, so what 
happened to the other children I do not 
know, having had eyes and ears for nothing 
but the baptism of my own baby.

There were some mistakes, but they did 
not trouble me, although one was a little 
important.

When the priest said, “What name give 
you this child?” I handed the Rector’s card 
to the sacristan and whispered “Isabel

Mary” to the godmother, but the next thing 
I heard was:

“Mary Isabel, what dost thou ask of the 
Church of God?”

But what did it matter? Nothing mat­
tered except one thing—that my darling 
should be saved by the power of the Holy 
Sacrament from the dark terrors which 
threatened her.

Oh, it is a fearful and awful thing, the 
baptism of a child, if you really and truly 
believe in it. And I did—from the bottom 
of my heart and soul I believed in it and 
trusted it.

In my sacred joy I must have cried nearly 
all the time, for I had taken baby’s bonnet 
off, I remember, and holding it to my mouth 
I found after a while that I was wetting it 
with my tears.

When the exorcisms were over the priest 
laid the end of his stole over baby’s shoulder 
and led her into the church, and we all fol­
lowed them to the baptistry, where I knelt 
immediately in front of the font, with the old 
godmother before me, the other mothers on 
either side, and a group of whispering 
children behind.

The church was empty, save for two char­
women who were sweeping the floor of the 
nave somewhere up by the dark and silent 
altar, and when the sacristan closed the 
outer door there was a solemn hush, which 
was broken by only the priest’s voice and 
the godparents’ muttered responses.

“Mary Isabel, dost thou renounce 
Satan?”

“I do renounce him.”
“And all his works?”
“I do renounce them.”
“And all his pomps?”
“I do renounce them.”
The actual baptism was like a prayer to 

me. I am sure my whole soul went out to it. 
And though I may have been a sinful 
woman, unworthy to be churched, I know, 
and God knows, that no chaste and holy nun 
ever prayed with a purer heart than I did 
then, kneeling there with my baby’s bonnet 
to my mouth.

“Mary Isabel, I baptize thee in the name 
of the Father * and of the Son * and of 
the Holy Ghost ►£<.”

Except that baby cried a little when the 
water was poured on her head (as she had 
cried when the salt was put on her tongue) 
I knew no more after that until I saw the 
candle in the godfather’s hand (which signi- 



fled that my child had been made a Child of 
Light) and heard the priest say:

“ Go in peace and the Lord be with thee.”
Then I awoke as from a trance. There 

was a shuffling of feet. The priest was go­
ing oS. The solemn rite was at an end.

I rose from my knees, put a little money 
in the plate which the sacristan held out to 
me, gave a shilling to each of the two old 
sponsors, took my baby back into my arms, 
and sat down in a pew to put on her bonnet 
and veil.

The spiritual exaltation which had sus­
tained me lasted until I reached the street 
where the other mothers and their friends 
were laughing and joking, in voices that had 
to be pitched high over the rattle of the 
traffic, about going to the house opposite to 
“wet the baby’s head.”

But I think something of the celestial 
light of the sacrament must have been on 
my face still when I reached home, for I 
remember that as I knocked at the door, and 
waited for the rope from the kitchen to open 
it, I heard one of my neighbors say: “Our 
lady has taken a new lease of life, hasn’t 
she?”

I thought I had—a great new lease of 
physical and spiritual life.

But how little I knew what Fate had in 
store for me!

The Truth Is Registered

IWAS taking off baby’s outdoor things 
when my Welsh landlady came up to ask 

how I got on, and after I had told her she 
said, “And now thee’st got to get the jewel 
registered.”

“Registered?”
“Within three weeks. It’s the law, look 

you.”
That was the first thing that frightened 

me. I had filled up truthfully enough the 
card which the Rector had sent me, because 
I knew that the register of my Church must 
be as sacred as its confessional.

But a public declaration of my baby’s 
birth and parentage seemed to be quite 
another matter—charged with all the dan­
gers to me, to Martin, and above all to my 
child, which had overshadowed my life 
before she was born.

More than once I felt tempted to lie, to 
make a false declaration, to say that Martin 
had been my husband and Isabel was my 
legitimate child.

But at length I resolved to speak the 
truth, the plain truth telling myself that 
God’s law was above man’s law, and I had 
no right to be ashamed.

In this mood I set off for the Registry 
Office. It was a long way from where I 
lived, and carrying baby in my arms I was 
tired when I got there.

I found it to be a kind of private house, 
with an open vestibule and a black-and- 
white enamelled plate on the door-post, 
saying “Registry of Births and Deaths.”

In the front parlor (which reminded me of 
Mr. Curphy’s office in Holmtown) there was 
a counter by the door and a large table cov­
ered with papers in the space within.

Two men sat at this table, an old one and 
a young one, and I remember that I thought 
the old one must have been reading aloud 
from a newspaper which he held open in his 
hand, for as I entered the young one was 
saying, “Extraordinary! Perfectly extraor­
dinary ! And everybody thought they were 
lost, too!”

In the space between the door and the 
counter two women were waiting. Both 
were poor and obviously agitated. One 
had a baby in her arms, and when it whim­
pered for its food she unbuttoned her dress 
and fed it openly. The other woman, whose 
eyes were red as if she bad been crying, wore 
a colored straw hat over which in a pitiful 
effort to assume black, she had stretched a 
pennyworth of cheap crepe.

In his own good time the young man got 
up to attend to them. He was a very ordi­
nary young clerk in a check suit, looking 
frankly bored by the dull routine of his daily 
labor, and palpably unconscious of the fact 
that every day and hour of his life he was 
standing on the verge of stormiest places of 
the human soul.

Opening one of two registers which lay on 
the counter (the Register of Births) he 
turned first to the woman with the child. 
Her baby, a boy, was illegitimate, and in her 
nervousness she stumbled and stammered, 
and he corrected her sharply.

Then opening the other register (the 
Register of Deaths) he attended to the 
woman in the crepe. She had lost her little 
girl, two years old, and produced a doctor’s 
certificate. While she gave her particulars 
she held a soiled handkerchief to her mouth 
as if to suppress a sob, but the young clerk's 
composure remained undisturbed.

I do not know if it was the agitation of the 



two poor women that made me nervous, but 
when they were gone and my turn had come, 
I was hot and trembling.

The young clerk, however, who was now 
looking at me for the first time, had sud­
denly become respectful. With a bow and 
a smile he asked me if I wished to register 
my child, and when I answered yes, he asked 
me to be good enough to step up to the 
counter.

“And what is your baby’s name, please?” 
he asked.

I told him. He dipped his pen in his 
metal ink-pot, shook some drops back, 
made various imaginary flourishes over his 
his book and wrote: “Mary Isabel.”

“And now,” he said, with another smile, 
“the full name, profession, and place of 
residence of the father.”

I hesitated for a moment, and then, mak­
ing a call on my resolution, I said: “ Martin 
Conrad, seaman, deceased.”

The young clerk looked up quickly.
“Did you say Martin Conrad, ma’am?” 

he asked, and as well as I could for a click in 
my throat I answered, “Yes.”

He paused as if thinking; then with the 
same flourish as before he wrote that name 
also, and after he had done so, he twisted his 
face about to the old man, w’ho was sitting 
behind him, and said, in a voice that was not 
meant to reach me, “Extraordinary coinci­
dence, isn’t it?”

“Extraordinary!” said the old man, who 
had lowered his newspaper and was looking 
across at me over the rims of his spectacles.

“And now,” said the young clerk, “your 
own name and your maiden name if you 
please.”

“Mary O’Neill.”
The young clerk looked up at me again. 

I was holding baby on my left arm, and I 
could see that his eye caught my wedding 
ring.

“Mary Conrad, maiden name O’Neill, I 
presume?” he said.

I hesitated once more. My old tempta­
tion was surging back upon me. But mak­
ing a great pull on my determination to tell 
the truth (or what I believed to be the 
truth) I answered, “No, Mary O’Neill 
simply.”

“Ah!” said the young clerk, and I 
thought his manner changed instantly.

There was silence for some minutes while 
the young clerk filled up his form and made 
the copy I was to carry away.

I heard the scratching of the young 
clerk’s pen, the crinkling of the old man’s 
newspaper, the hollow ticking of a round 
clock on the wall, the dull hum of the traffic 
in the streets, and the thud-thud-thudding 
in my own bosom.

Then the entry was read out to me, and I 
was asked to sign it.

“Sign here, please,” said the young clerk 
in quite a different tone, pointing to a vacant 
line at the bottom of the book, and I signed 
with a trembling hand and a feeling of only 
partial consciousness.

I hardly know what happened after that 
until I was standing in the open vestibule, 
settling baby on my arm afresh for my re­
turn journey, and telling myself that I had 
laid a stigma upon my child which would 
remain with her as long as she lived.

It was a long, long way back, I remember, 
and when I reached home (having looked 
neither to the right nor left, nor at anything 
or anybody, though I felt as if everybody 
had been looking at me) I had a sense of 
dimness of sight and of aching in the eye­
balls.

I did not sing very much that day, and I 
thought baby was rather restless.

Towards nightfall I had a startling expe­
rience.

I was preparing Isabel for bed, when I 
saw a red flush, like a rash, down the left 
side of her face.

At first I thought it would pass away, but 
when it did not do so I called my Welsh 
landlady up-stairs to look at it.

“Do you see something like a stain on 
baby’s face?” I asked and then waited 
breathlessly for her answer.

“No. . . . Yes. . . . Well,” she said, 
“now that thee’st saying so . . . perhaps 
it’s a birthmark.”

“A birthmark?”
“Did’st strike thy face against anything 

when baby was coming? ”
I made some kind of reply, I hardly know 

what, but the truth, or what I thought to be 
the truth, flashed on me in a moment.

Remembering my last night at Castle 
Raa, and the violent scene which had oc­
curred there, I told myself that the flush on 
baby’s face was the mark of my husband’s 
hand which, making no impression upon me, 
had been passed on to my child, and would 
remain with her to the end of her life, as the 
brand of her mother’s shame and the sign of 
what had been called her bastardy.



Thank God I have never seen the mark 
from that day to this! And why I saw it 
then (so clear and unmistakable), in that 
hour of spiritual uncertainty, only God alone 
can say—and I faintly conjecture from the 
memory of what I did afterwards at the most 
awful moment (as I think) that ever entered 
into a woman’s life.

But how I suffered at the sight of it! 
How time after time that night I leaned over 
my sleeping child to see if the mark had 
passed away! How again and again I knelt 
by her side to pray that if sin of mine had to 
be punished the punishment might fall on 
me and not on my innocent babe!

At last I remembered baby’s baptism and 
told myself that if it meant anything it 
meant that the sin in which my child had 
been born, the sin of those who had gone 
before her (if sin it was,) had been cast out 
of her soul with the evil spirits which had 
inspired them.

“ This sign of the Holy Cross ►£< which we 
make upon her forehead do thou, accursed 
devil, never dare to violate. ”

God’s law had washed my darling white! 
What could man’s law—his proud but puny 
morality—do to injure her? It could do 
nothing !

That comforted me. When I looked at 
baby again the flush had gone, and I went 
to bed quite happy.

Another Sacrifice

I THINK it must have been the morning 
of the next day following when the nurse 

who had attended me in my confinement 
came to see how I was going along.

I told her of the dimness of my sight and 
the aching of my eyeballs, whereupon she 
held up her hands and cried: “There now! 
What did I tell you? Didn’t I say it is 
after a lady feels it?”

The moral of her prediction was that be­
ing in a delicate state of health, and having 
“let myself low” before baby was born, it 
was my duty to wean her immediately.

I could not do it.
Although my nurse’s advice was sup­

ported by my Welsh landlady (with vari­
ous prognostications of consumption and 
rickets, I could not at first deny myself 
the fierce, wild, heavenly joy of nursing 

I my baby.
But a severer monitor soon came to say 

that I must. I found that my money was 

now reduced to little more than two pounds, 
and that I was confronted by the necessity 
(which I had so long put off) of looking for 
employment.

I could not look for employment until 
I had found a nurse for my child, and I 
could not find a nurse until my baby could 
do without me, so when Isabel was three 
weeks old I "began to wean her.

At first I contented myself with the hours 
of night, keeping a feeding-bottle in bed, 
with the cow’s milk warmed to the heat of 
my own body. But when baby cried for 
the breast during the day I could not find 
it in my heart to deny her.

That made the time of weaning somewhat 
longer than it should have been, but I com­
promised with my conscience by reducing 
still further my meagre expenses.

Must I tell how I did so? Thinking of 
what follows I fear I must.

Although it was the month of July there 
was a snap of cold weather such as some­
times comes in the middle of our English 
summer. In spite of this I gave up having 
a fire in my room, and for the cooking of 
my food I bought a small alcohol stove 
which cost me a shilling.

This tempted me to conduct which has 
since had consequences, and I am half 
ashamed and half afraid to speak of it. My 
baby linen being little I had to wash it 
frequently, and having no fire I . . . dried 
it on my own body.

Oh, I see now it was reckless foolishness, 
almost wilful madness, but I thought noth­
ing of it then. I was poor, and perhaps I 
was proud, and I could not afford a fire. 
And then a mother’s love is as deep as the 
sea, and there was nothing in the wide world 
which I would not have done to keep my 
darling a little longer beside me.

When baby was weaned at last I had next 
to think of a nurse and that was a still more 
painful ordeal. To give my child to an­
other woman, who was to be the same as 
another mother to her, was almost more 
than I could bear to think about.

I had to think of it. But I could only 
do so by telling myself that when I put baby 
out to nurse I might arrange to see her every 
morning and evening and as often as my 
employment permitted.

This idea partly reconciled me to my 
sacrifice, and I was in the act of drawing 
up a newspaper advertisement in these 
terms when my landlady came to say that 



my nurse knew of somebody who would 
suit me exactly.

Nurse called the same evening and told 
me a long story about her friend.

She was a Mrs. Oliver, and she lived at 
Ilford, which was at the other end of Lon­
don and quite on the edge of the country. 
The poor woman, who was not very happily 
married, had lost a child of her own lately, 
and was now very lonely, being devoted to 
children.

This pleased me extremely, especially 
(God forgive me!) the fact that Mrs. Oliver 
was a bereaved mother and lived on the 
the edge of the country.

Already in my mind’s eye I saw her sitting 
on sunny days under a tree (perhaps in an 
orchard) with Isabel in her arms, rocking her 
gently and singing to her softly, and almost 
forgetting that she was not her own baby 
whom she had lost . . . though that was 
a two-edged sword which cut me both ways, 
being a sort of wild joy with tears lurking 
behind it.

So I took a note of Mrs. Oliver’s address 
(10 Lennard’s Row, Lennard’s Green, Ilford) 
and wrote to her the same night, asking her 
terms and stating my own conditions.

A reply came the following day. It was 
a badly-written and misspelt letter, which 
showed me that Mrs. Oliver must be a 
working woman (perhaps the wife of a gar­
dener or farm-laborer, I thought), though 
that did not trouble me in the least, knowing 
by this time how poor people loved their 
children.

“The terms is fore shillins a weke,” she 
wrote, “but i am that lonelie sins my own 
littel one lef me i wood tike your swete 
darlin for nothin if I cud afford it, and 
you can cum to see her as offen as you 
pleas.”

In my ignorance and simplicity this cap­
tured me completely, so I replied at once 
saying I would take baby to Ilford the next 
day following.

I did all this in a rush, but when it came 
to the last moment I could scarcely part 
with my letter, and I remembered that I 
passed three pillar-boxes in the front street 
before I could bring myself to post it.

I suppose my eyes must have been red 
when I returned home, for my Welsh land­
lady (whom I had taken into my confidence 
about my means) took me to task for crying, 
telling me that I ought to thank God for 
what had happened, which was like a mes­

sage from heaven, look you, and a dispensa­
tion of Providence.

I tried to see things in that light, though 
it was difficult to do so, for the darker my 
prospects grew the more radiant shone the 
light of the little angel by whose life I lived, 
and the harder it seemed to live without her.

“But it isn’t like losing my child alto­
gether, is it?” I said.

“’Deed no, and ’twill be better for both 
of you,” said my landlady.

“ Although Ilford is a long way off I can 
go there every day, can’t I?”

“ ’Deed thee can, if thee’st not minding 
a journey of nine miles or more.”

“ And if I can get a good situation and 
earn a little money I may be able to have 
baby back and hire somebody to nurse her, 
and so keep her all to myself.”

“And why shouldn’t thee?” said my 
Welsh landlady. “Thee reading print like 
the young minister and writing letters like 
a copy-book!”

So in the fierce bravery of motherly love I 
dried my eyes and forced back my sobs, and 
began to pack up my baby’s clothes, and 
to persuade myself that I was still quite 
happy.

My purse was very low by this time. 
After paying my rent and some other ex­
penses I had only one pound and a few 
shillings left.

The Wealth of the World

AT half past seven next morning I was 
ready to start on my journey.

I took a hasty glance at myself in the 
glass before going out, and I thought my 
eyes were too much like the sky at daybreak 
—all joyful beams with a veil of mist in 
front of them.

But I made myself believe that never since 
baby was born had I been so happy. I was 
sure I was doing the best for her. I was 
also sure I was doing the best for myself, for 
what could be so sweet to a mother as pro­
viding for her child?

My Welsh landlady had told me it was 
nine miles to Ilford, and I had gathered 
that I could ride all the way in successive 
omnibuses for less than a shilling. But 
shillings were scarce with me now, so I de­
termined to walk all the way.

Emmerjane, by her own urgent entreaty, 
carried baby as far as the corner of the Bays­
water Road. There the premature little 



woman left me, after nearly smothering 
baby with kisses.

“Keep straight as a’ arrow, and you 
can’t lose your wye,” she said.

It was one of those beautiful mornings in 
early August when the air is fresh and the 
sun is soft, and the summer, even in London, 
has not yet had time to grow’ tired and 
dusty.

I felt as light as the air itself. I had put 
baby’s feeding-bottle in my pocket and hung 
her surplus linen in a parcel about my wrist 
so I had nothing to carry in my arms except 
baby herself, and at first I did not feel her 
weight.

There were not many people in the West- 
End streets at that early hour, though a few 
were riding in the Park, and when I came to 
the large houses in Lancaster Gate I saw that 
though the sun wras shining on the windows 
most of the blinds were down.

I must have been walking slowly, for it 
was half past eight when I reached the Mar­
ble Arch. There I encountered the first 
cross-tide of traffic, but somebody, seeing 
baby, took me by the arm and led me safely 
over.

The great “Mediterranean of Oxford 
Street ” W’as by this time running at full tide. 
People were pouring out of the Tube and 
Underground stations and clambering on to 
the motorbuses. But in the rush nobody 
hustled or jostled me. A woman with a 
child in her arms was like a queen—every­
body made way for her.

Once or twice I stopped to look at the 
shops. Some of the dressmakers’ windows 
were full of beautiful costumes. I did not 
covet any of them. I remembered the 
costly ones I had bought in Cairo, and how- 
little happiness they had brought me. And 
then I felt as if the wealth of the world were 
in my arms.

Nevertheless the whole feminine soul in 
me awoke when I came upon a shop for the 
sale of babies’ clothes. Already I foresaw a 
time when baby, dressed in pretty things 
like these, would be running about Len­
nard’s Green and plucking up the flowers in 
Mrs. Oliver’s garden.

The great street was very long, and I 
thought it would never end. But I think 
I must have been still fresh and happy 
while we passed through the foreign quarter 
of Soho, for I remember that when tw-o 
young Italian waiters, standing at the door 
of their cafe, asked each other in their own 

language which of us (baby or I) was “the 
bambino,” I turned to them and smiled.

Before I came to Chancery Lane, how­
ever, baby began to cry for her food, and I 
was glad to slip dow-n a narrow alley into 
Lincoln’s Inn Fields and sit on a seat in the 
garden while I gave her the bottle. It was 
then ten o’clock, the sun was high and the 
day was becoming hot.

When I resumed my journey I thought- 
the rest must have done me good, but before 
I reached the Holborn Viaduct fatigue was 
beginning to gain on me.

I saw that I must be approaching some 
great hospital, for hospital nurses w-ere now 
passing me constantly, and one of them, w-ho 
w-as going my .way, stepped up and asked me 
to allow her to carry baby. She looked so 
sweet and motherly that I let her do so, and 
as we walked along we talked.

She asked me if I was going far, and I said 
no, only to the other end of London, the 
edge of the country, to Ilford.

“Ilford!” she cried. “Why, that’s miles 
and miles away. You’ll have to ride as far 
as Aidgate, then change for Bow-, and then 
change again to Stratford Market.”

I told her I preferred to W’alk, being such a 
good W’alker, and she gave me a searching 
look, but said no more on that subject.

Then she asked me how old baby was and 
whether I was nursing her myself, and I 
answ-ered that baby was six weeks, and I had 
been forced to wean her, being supposed to 
be delicate and besides . . .

“Ah, perhaps you are putting her out to 
nurse,” she said, and I answered, yes, and 
that w-as the reason I was going to Ilford.

“I see,” she said, with another searching 
look, and then it flashed upon me that she 
had formed her own conclusions about what 
had befallen me.

When we came to a great building in a 
side street on the left, with ambulance vans 
passing in and out of a wide gatew-ay, she 
said she was sorry she could not carry baby 
any farther, because she was due in the 
hospital, where the house-doctor would be 
waiting for her.

“But I hope baby’s nurse will be a good 
one. They’re not always that, you know,” 
she said.

I was not quite so happy when the hospi­
tal nurse left me. The parcel on my wrist 
was feeling heavier than before, and my feet 
were beginning to drag. But I tried to keep 
a good heart as I faced the crowded thor-



DRAWN BY FRANK CRAIG

“Do you like children? I asked her. Looking down over her shoulder at baby she replied, “Can t say 
I’m particularly gone on them. Mother's had nine”



oughfares—Newgate with its cruel old 
prison, the edge of St. Paul’s, and the corner 
of St. Martin’s-le-Grand, and so on into 
Cheapside.

Cheapside itself was almost impassable. 
Merchants, brokers, clerks, and city men 
generally in tall silk hats were hurrying and 
sometimes running along the pavement, 
making me think of the river by my father’s 
house, whose myriad little waves seemed to 
my fancy as a child to be always struggling 
to find out which could get to Murphy’s 
Mouth the first, and so drown itself in the 
sea.

People were still very kind to me, though, 
and if anybody brushed me in passing he 
raised his hat; and if any one pushed me ac­
cidentally he stopped to say he was sorry.

Of course baby was the talisman that pro­
tected me from harm, and what I should 
have done without her when I got to the 
Mansion House I do not know, for that 
seemed to be the central heart of all,the 
London traffic, with its motor-buses and 
taxicabs going in different directions and its 
tremendous tides of human life flowing every 
way.

It was then twelve o’clock,, and baby was 
once more crying for her food, so I looked for 
a place in which I might rest while I gave her 
the bottle again.

Suddenly I came upon what I wanted. It 
seemed to be a garden, but it was a grave­
yard—one of the graveyards of the old 
London churches, enclosed by high build­
ings now, and overlooked by office windows.

Such a restful place, so green, so calm, so 
beautiful! Lying there in the midst of the 
tumultuous London traffic, it reminded me 
of one of the little islands in the middle of 
our Elian glens, on which the fuchsia and 
wild rose grow while the river rolls and boils 
about it.

I had just sat down on a seat that had 
been built about a gnarled and blackened 
old oak tree, and was giving baby her food, 
when I saw that a young girl was sitting 
beside me.

Presently she looked at baby with her 
little eyes, which were like a pair of shiny 
boot buttons and said, “That your child?”

I answered her, and then she asked, “Do 
you like children?”

I answered her again, and asked her if she 
did not like them also.

“Can’t say I’m particularly gone on 
them,” she said, whereupon I replied that 

that was probably because she had not yet 
had much experience.

“Oh, haven’t I? Perhaps I haven’t,” she 
said, and then with a hard little laugh, 
“Mother’s had nine though.”

I asked if she was a shop assistant, and 
with a toss of her head she told me she was 
a typist.

“ Better job and your evenings off,” she 
said, and then she returned to the subject 
of children.

One of her chums in the office who used 
to go out with her every night to the music 
halls got into trouble a year or two ago. As 
a consequence she had to marry. And 
what was the result? Never had her nose 
out of the wash-tub now!

The story was crude enough, yet it 
touched me closely.

“But couldn’t she have put her baby out 
to nurse and got another situation some­
where?” I asked.

“Matter o’ luck,” said the girl. “Some 
can. Some can’t. That’s their look out. 
Firms don’t like it. If they find you’ve got 
a child they gen’r’lly chuck you.”

In spite of myself I was a little down when 
I started on my journey again. I thought 
the parcel was cutting my wrist, and I felt 
my feet growing heavier at every step.

Was Maggie Jones’s story the universal 
one?

If a child were born beyond the legal 
limits was it a thing to hide away and be 
ashamed of?

And could it be possible that man’s law 
was stronger than God’s law after all?

The Childless Mothers
T HAD walked so slowly and stopped so 
A often that it was two o’clock in the after­
noon when I was passing through Aidgate.

I was then faint for want of food, so I 
looked out for a tea-shop or restaurant.

I passed several such places before I found 
the modest house I wanted. Then I stepped 
into it rather nervously and took the seat 
nearest to the door.

It was an oblong room with red plush seats 
along the walls behind a line of marble- 
topped tables. The customers were all 
men, chiefly clerks and warehousemen, I 
thought, and the attendants were girls in 
black frocks and white aprons.

There seemed to be a constant fire of free- 
and-easy flirtation going on between them. 



At one table a man in a cloth cap was say­
ing to the girl who had served him, “What’s 
the damage, dearie?”

“ One roast, one veg, two breads—’leven- 
pence, and no liberties, mister.”

“ Sunday off, Em’ly? ” said a youth in a 
red tie at another table, and being told it 
was, he said: “Then what do you say to 
’oppin’ up to ’Endon and ’aving a day in a 
boat? ”

I had to wait some time before anybody 
came to attend to me, but at length a girl 
from the other end of the room, who had 
taken no part in these amatory exchanges, 
stepped up and asked what I wanted.

I ordered a glass of cold milk and a scone 
for myself and a pint of hot milk to replenish 
baby’s bottle.

The girl served me immediately, and after 
rinsing and refilling the feeding-bottle she 
stood near while the baby used it.

She had quiet eyes and that indefinable 
expression of yearning tenderness which we 
sometimes see in the eyes of a dear old maid 
who has missed her motherhood.

The shop had been clearing rapidly, and 
as soon as the men were gone, and while the 
other girls were sitting in corners to read 
penny novelettes, my waitress leaned over 
and asked me if I did not wish to go into 
the private room to attend to baby.

A moment afterwards I followed her into 
a small apartment at the end of the shop, 
and there a curious thing occurred.

She closed the door behind us and asked 
me in an eager whisper to allow her to see 
to baby.

I tried to excuse myself, but she whis­
pered, “Hush! I have a baby of my own, 
though they know nothing about it here, 
so you can safely trust me.”

I did so, and it was beautiful to see the joy 
she had in doing what was wanted, saying all 
sorts of sweet and gentle things to my baby 
(though I knew they were meant for her 
own) as if the starved mother-heart in her 
were stealing a moment of maternal tender­
ness.

“There!” she said. “She’ll be comfort­
able now, bless her!”

I asked about her own child, and, coming 
close and speaking in a whisper, she told me 
all about it.

It was a girl, and it would be a year old at 
Christmas. At first she had put it out to 
nurse in town, where she could see it every 
evening, but the foster mother had neglected 

it, and the Inspector had complained, so she 
had been compelled to take it away. Now 
it was in a Home in the country, ten miles 
from Liverpool Street, and it was as bonny 
as a peach and as happy as the day was long.

“See,” she whispered, taking a card from 
her breast, after a furtive glance towards the 
door, “I sent two shillings to have her pho­
tograph taken, and the Matron has just sent 
it.”

It was the picture of a beautiful baby girl, 
and I found it easy to praise her.

“I suppose you see her constantly, don’t 
you?” I said.

The girl’s face dropped.
“Only on visiting days, once a month, 

and not always that,” she answered.
“But how can you live without seeing her 

oftener?” I asked.
“Matter o’ means,” she said sadly. “I 

pay five shillings a week for her board, and 
the train is one-and-eight return, so I have 
to be careful, you see, and if I lost my place 
what would happen to baby?”

I was very low and tired and down when 
I resumed my walk. But when I thought 
for a moment of taking omnibuses for the 
rest of my journey I remembered the wait­
ress’s story and told myself that the little 
I had belonged to my child, and so I strug­
gled on.

But what a weary march it was during 
the next two hours! I was in the East End 
now, and remembering the splendor of 
the West, I could scarcely believe I was still 
in London.

Long, mean, monotonous streets, running 
off to right and left, miles on miles of them 
without form or feature, or any trace of 
nature except the blue strips of sky over­
head.

Such multitudes of people, often badly 
dressed and generally with set and anxious 
faces, hasting to and fro, hustling, elbowing, 
jostling each other along, as if driven by 
some invisible power that was swinging 
an unseen scourge.

No gracious courtesy here! A woman 
with a child in her arms was no longer a 
queen. Children were cheap, and some­
times it was as much as I could do to save 
myself from being pushed off the pavement.

And then the noise! The ceaseless clatter 
of carts, the clang of electric cars, the pierc­
ing shrieks of the Underground Railway 
coming at intervals out of the bowels of the 
earth like explosives out of a volcano, and, 



above all, the raucous, rasping, high-pitched 
voices of the people, often foul-mouthed, 
sometimes profane, too frequently obscene.

A cold, gray, joyless, outcast city, cut 
off from the rest of London by an invisible 
barrier more formidable than a wall; a city 
in which the inhabitants seemed to live 
cold, gray, joyless lives, even while they 
joked and laughed; a city under perpetual 
siege, the siege of Poverty, in the constant 
throes of civil war, the War of Want, the 
daily and hourly fight for food.

If there were other parts of the East End 
(and I am sure there must have been) where 
people lived simple, natural, human lives, 
I did not see them that day, for my course 
was down the principal thoroughfares only.

Those thoroughfares, telescoping each 
other, one after another, seemed as if they 
would never come to an end.

How tired I was! Even baby was no 
longer light, and the parcel on my wrist 
had become as heavy as lead.

Towards four o’clock I came to a broad 
parapet which had strips of garden enclosed 
by railings and iron seats in front of them. 
Utterly exhausted, my arms aching and my 
legs limp, I sank into one of these seats, 
feeling that I could walk no farther.

But after a while I felt better, and then 
I became aware that another woman was 
sitting beside me.

When I looked at her first I thought I had 
never in my life seen anything so repulsive. 
She was asleep, and having that expression­
less look which sleep gives, I found it im­
possible to know whether she was young or 
old. She was not merely coarse; she was 
gross. The womanhood in her seemed to be 
effaced; and I thought she was utterly bru­
talized and degraded.

Presently baby, who had also been asleep, 
awoke and cried, and the woman opened 
her eyes and looked at the child, while 
I hushed her to sleep again.

There must be something in a baby’s face 
that has a miraculous effect on every woman 
(as if these sweet angels, fresh from God, 
make us all young and all beautiful), and 
it was even so at that moment.

Never shall I forget the transfiguration 
in the woman’s face when she looked into 
the face of my baby. The expression of 
brutality and degradation disappeared, and 
through the bleared eyes and over the 
coarsened features there came the light of 
an almost celestial smile.

After a while the woman spoke to me. 
She spoke in a husky voice which seemed to 
be compounded of the effects of rum and 
the raw night air.

“That your’n?” she said.
I answered her.
“Boy or gel?”
I told her.
“’Ow old?”
I told her that too.
The woman was silent for a moment, 

and then, with a thickening of the husky 
voice, she said, “S’pose you’ll say I’m a 
bleedin’ liar, but I ’ad a kid as putty as that 
onct—puttier. It was a boy. The nobbiest 
little b— as you ever come acrost. Your’n 
is putty, but it ain’t in it with my Billie, 
not by a long chalk.”

I asked her what had become of her child.
“Lawst ’im,” she said. “Used to give 

sixpence a week to the woman what 
’ad ’alf the ’ouse with me to look after ’im 
while I was workin’ at the fact’ry. But 
what did the Bleedin’ b— do? Blimey, if 
she didn’t let ’im get run over by the dray 
from the brewery.”

“Killed?” I said, clutching at baby.
The woman nodded without speaking.
I asked her how old her child had been.
“More’n four,” she said. “Just old 

enough to run a arrand. It was crool. Hit 
me out, I can tell you. That kid was all 
I had. Apple o’ my eye, in a manner of 
speakin’. When it was gone there wasn’t 
much encouragement, was there? The 
Fader from the Mission came jawin’ as ’ow 
Jesus’ad taken’im to’Imself. Rot! When 
they put ’im down in old Bow I didn’t care 
no more for nothin’. Monse and monse 
I walked about night and day, and the 
bleedin’ coppers was alius on to me. They 
got their own way at last. I took the pneu- 
monier and was laid up at the London. 
And when I got out I didn’t go back to the 
fact’ry neither.”

“What did you do?” I asked.
The woman laughed—bitterly, terribly.
“Do? Don’t you know?”
I shook my head. The woman looked 

hard at me, and then at the child.
“Look here—are you a good gel?” she 

said.
Hardly knowing what she meant I an­

swered that I hoped so.
“’Ope? Don’t you know that neither?”
Then I caught her meaning, and answered 

faintly, “Yes.”



She looked searchingly into my eyes and 
said, “I b’lieve you. Some gels is. S’elp 
me Gawd I don’t know how they done it, 
though.”

I was shuddering and trembling, for I was 
catching glimpses as if by broken lights from 
hell, of the life behind—the wrecked hope, 
the shattered faith, the human being hunted 
like a beast and at last turned into one.

Just at that moment baby awoke and 
cried again. The woman looked at her with 
the same look as before—not so much a 
smile as a sort of haggard radiance.

Then leaning over me she blew puffs of 
alcoholic breath into baby’s face, and 
stretching out a coarse fat finger she tickled 
her under the chin.

Baby ceased to cry and began to smile.
“See that,” she cried. “S’elp me, now, 

I b’lieve I could ’ave been good meself if I’d 
on’y ’ad somethink like this to keer for.”

Then a strange thing happened.
I had risen to go, although my limbs could 

scarcely support me, and was folding my 
little angel closely in my arms, when the 
woman rose too and said, “You wouldn’t let 
me carry your kiddie a bit, would you?”

I tried to excuse myself, saying some­
thing, I know not what.

The woman looked at me again, and after 
a moment she said, “S’pose not. On’y I 
thought it might make me think as ’ow I 
was carryin’ Billie.”

That swept down everything.
The one remaining window of the wom­

an’s soul was open, and I dare not close it.
I looked down at my child—so pure, so 

sweet, so stainless. I looked up at the 
woman—so foul, so gross, so degraded.

There was a moment of awful struggle and 
then . . . the woman and I were walking 
side by side.

And the harlot was carrying my baby 
down the street.

“Better Nor Two Mile”
T five o’clock I was once more alone.

I was then standing (with baby in 
my own arms now) under the statue which is 
at the back of Bow Church.

I thought I could walk no farther, and 
although every penny I had in my pocket 
belonged to Isabel (being all that yet stood 
between her and want) I must borrow a lit­
tle of it if she was to reach Mrs. Oliver’s 
that night.

I waited for the first tram that was going 
in my direction, and when it came up I sig­
nalled to it, but it did not stop—it was full.

I waited for a second tram, but that was 
still more crowded.

I reproached myself for having come so 
far. I told myself how ill-advised I had 
been in seeking for a nurse for my child at 
the farthest end of the city.

I reminded myself that I could not 
hope to visit her every day if my employ­
ment was to be in the west, as I had al­
ways thought it would be. I asked myself 
if in all this vast London, with its myriads 
of homes, there had been no house nearer 
that could have sheltered my child.

Against all this I had to set something, or 
I think my very heart would have died there 
and then. I set the thought of Ilford, on 
the edge of the country, with its green fields 
and its flowers. I set the thought of Mrs. 
Oliver, who would love my child as tenderly 
as if she were her own little lost one.

And if I, her real mother, could not see her 
every day or every week or even every 
month, I should know, like the waitress at 
the restaurant, that she was bonny and well, 
and that the loss was mine only.

I dare say it was all very weak and child­
ish, but it is just when we are done and 
down, and do not know what we are doing, 
that Providence seems to be directing us, 
and it was so with me at that moment.

The trams being full I had concluded that 
fate had set itself against my spending any 
of Isabel’s money, and had made up my 
mind to make a fierce fight over the last 
stage of my journey, when I saw that a little 
ahead of where I was standing the road di­
vided into two branches at an acute angle, 
one branch going to the right and the other 
to the left.

Not all Emmerjane’s instructions about 
keeping “as straight as a’ arrow” sufficed to 
show me which of the two roads to take, and 
I looked about for somebody to tell me.

It was then that I became aware of a 
shabby old four-wheeled cab which stood in 
the triangular space in front of the statue, 
and of the driver (an old man, in a long 
coachman’s coat, much worn and discol­
ored, and a dilapidated tall hat, very shiny 
in patches) looking at me while he took the 
nose-bag off of his horse—a bony old thing 
with its head hanging down.

I stepped up to him and asked my way, 
and he pointed it out to me—to the right, 



over the bridge and through Stratford 
Market.

I asked how far it was to Ilford.
“Better nor two mile I call it,” he an­

swered.
After that, being so tired in brain as well 

as body, I asked a foolish question—how 
long it would take me to get there?

The old driver looked at me again, and 
said, “ ’Bout ’our and a ’alf I should say by 
the looks of you—and you carryin’ the 
biby.”

I dare say my face dropped sadly as I 
turned away, feeling very tired, yet deter­
mined to struggle through.

But hardly had I walked twenty paces 
when I heard the cab coming up behind and 
the old driver crying, “ ’Old on, missie.”

I stopped, and to my surprise he drew up 
by my side, got down from his box, opened 
the door of his cab and said:

“ Ger in.”
I told him I could not afford to ride.
“Ger in,” he said again more loudly, and 

as if angry with himself for having to say it.
Again I made some demur, and then the 

old man said, speaking fiercely through his 
grizzly beard, “Look ’ere, missie. I ’ave 
a gel o’ my own lost somewheres, and I 
wouldn’t be ans’rable to my ole woman if I 
let you walk with a face like that.”

I don’t know what I said to him. I only 
know that my tears gushed out and that 
at the next moment I was sitting in the cab.

What happened next I do not remember, 
except that the dull rumble of the wheels 
told me that we were passing over a bridge, 
and that I saw through the mist before my 
eyes a sluggish river, a muddy canal, and 
patches of marshy fields.

I think my weariness and perhaps my 
emotion, added to the heavy monotonous 
trotting of the old horse, must have put me 
to sleep, for after a while I was conscious of 
a great deal of noise, and of the old driver 
twisting about and shouting in a cheerful 
voice through the open window at the back 
of his seat, “ Stratford Market.”

After a while we came to a broad road, 
full of good houses, and then the old driver 
cried “Ilford,” and asked what part of it 
I wished to go to.

I reached forward and told him, “io 
Lennard’s Row, Lennard’s Green,” and 
then sat back with a lighter heart.

But after another little while I saw a 
great many funeral cars passing us, with the 
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hearses empty, as if returning from a ceme­
tery. This made me think of the woman 
and her story, and I found myself uncon­
sciously clasping my baby closer.

The corteges became so numerous at last 
that to shut out painful sights I closed my 
eyes and tried to think of pleasanter things 
I thought, above all, of Mrs. Oliver’s house, as 
I had always seen it in my mind’s eye—not 
a pretentious place at all, only a little humble 
cottage but very sweet and clean, covered 
with creepers and perhaps with roses.

I was still occupied with these visions 
when I felt the cab turn sharply to the left. 
Then opening my eyes I saw that we were 
running down a kind of alley-way, with a 
row of very mean little two-story houses 
on the one side, and on the other, a kind 
of waste ground strewn with broken bottles, 
broken iron pans, broken earthenware and 
other refuse, interspersed with tufts of long 
scraggy grass, which looked the more 
wretched because the sinking sun was glis­
tening over it.

Suddenly the cab slowed down and 
stopped. Then the old man jumped from 
his box and opening his cab door said, 
“Here you are, missie. This is your des­
tingnation.”

There must have been a moment of semi­
consciousness in which I got out of the cab, 
for when I came to full possession of myself 
I was standing on a narrow pavement in 
front of a closed door which bore the number 
ten.

At first I was stunned. Then my heart 
was in my mouth, and it was as much as I 
could do not to burst out crying. Finally 
I wanted to fly, and I turned back to the 
cab, but it had gone, and was already pass­
ing round the corner.

It was six o’clock. I was very tired. I was 
nine miles from Bayswater. I could not 
possibly carry baby back. What could I do ?

Then, my brain being unable to think, a 
mystic feeling (born perhaps out of my life 
in the Convent) came over me—a feeling 
that all had happened on my long journey, 
all I had seen and everything that had been 
said to me, had been intended to prepare me 
for (and perhaps to save me from) the dan­
gers that were to come.

I think that gave me a certain courage, for 
with what strength of body and spirit I had 
left (though my heart was in my mouth 
still) I stepped across the pavement and 
knocked at the door.



The Crime of

gy
By G. K. Chesterton

Editor’s Note.—England has no more 
brilliant writer than Gilbert K. Chesterton. 
He puts a punch in every phrase; every 
paragraph is a knock-out for his side, and yet 
every argument is a clincher, for he loves a 
paradox. In this article he goes after the 

people who refuse the word of authority and 
use the gossip of the science of Criminology 
for the tyrannous purposes of jailing a 
man under an indefinite sentence till he 
be “cured”—which is always a matter of 
individual opinion.

O
NE of the most curious 
l things we must all have 
I noticed nowadays is that 
’ people will not accept a 

statement if it is made 
upon authority, but they will accept 

the same statement if it is made with­
out any authority at all. If you say: 
“But you know it says in the Bible 
that palm-trees spread leprosy” (I hasten 
to add that it doesn’t), most modern people 
will not only doubt it but dismiss it as 
some old Semitic superstition. But if you 
say, “Don’t you know that palm-trees 
spread leprosy?” you will meet your most 
cultivated friends ostentatiously avoiding 
palm-trees for months afterwards.

If you say, “The Pope tells us that walk­
ing on our heels will promote virtue,” your 
hearers will only regard it as another ex­
travagance of a dying asceticism. But if 
you say, without any authority at all, 
“Virtue, you know, can be promoted by 
walking on the heels,” you will detect num­
bers of your fashionable acquaintances 
making the attempt; those of them, I 
mean, who are in pursuit of virtue. If you 
say, “My religion says that albinos are un­
trustworthy,” you will produce no impres­
sion; though, obviously, you ought to, be­
cause you speak for a congregation. But 
if you say, “It’s been discovered that al­
binos are untrustworthy,” you will produce 
an enormous impression; and see all sorts 
of harmless albinos wandering about with 
a discouraged air in consequence. This 
is owing to the great tyranny of our time, 
which is the tyranny of suggestion. There 
never was an age so critical about authority.

But there never was an age so entirely un­
critical about anything without authority.

In this credulous atmosphere of ours a 
great many foolish and evil things have 
grown up, especially in that central matter 
of human morality, the relations of the 
body and the soul. If any educated man 
will'lay down this magazine and reflect on 
the matter, he will admit, I think, that a 
great many notions about sex, type, breed, 
or heredity have at various times passed 
through his mind, and even through his 
lips, of which he would be puzzled to find 
either the first principle or the final demon­
stration. He has heard, he has thought, 
perhaps he has said, that drunkenness is 
mostly hereditary, that half-breeds are 
always dangerous, that a bulging back- 
head means animal passions, that some 
kind of bad writing means some kind of bad 
health, that this or that inherent character­
istic always skips a generation, and so on, 
and so on.

Now I am not talking of whether these 
things are true, but why these people say 
they are true; and I repeat that it would 
puzzle them to say. They have not been 
demonstrated to them from the facts, so 
that they could demonstrate them again. 
They have not been given them on the 
authority and word of honor of any great 
man of science whose pledge they might 
take in place of proof.

They are not even a popular tradition 
which is anonymous only because it is old 
and universal. You might say, for in­
stance, that there is such a popular tradi­
tion as that being haunted by a ghost is 
hereditary. You certainly cannot say that 



there is any popular tradition that feeble­
mindedness is hereditary. Last of all, 
these things are not the connected parts 
of a creed or moral system that a man 
might accept as a whole, and take the parts, 
he had not verified, on the credit of the 
parts he had. They are scraps of rumor 
on all sorts of subjects; and they often, if 
anything, contradict each other.

It is upon this sort of floating debris that 
is being erected to-day the towering fraud 
and tyranny that is called Criminology. 
Its political meaning can be quite easily 
stated, and is perhaps best stated in an 
historical form. The French Revolution, 
whatever we may think of some aspects of 
it, undoubtedly cleared the air. It com­
mitted new and crude cruelties; but it 
utterly swept away older deceased cruel­
ties which had become unsupportable be­
cause they were old as well as cruel: or, 
what comes to much the same thing, were 
never by any chance cruel to the right 
people. For some time after the Revolu­
tion there was in Europe a fresher, saner, 
more direct style of government, whether 
despotic or democratic; things were gener­
ally known; public servants were respon­
sible; even autocrats had to be popular. 
In short, the pure parliamentary institu­
tion beloved of the eighteenth century was 
in its prime. To-day it is in its dotage.

The modern governments have become 
corrupt exactly as the old French mon­
archy had become corrupt; and with this 
very vital and dangerous consequence: 
modern government, being as corrupt as 
the old monarchy, wants to be as secret 
and as strong as the old monarchy. The 
Bastille and the lettre de cachet are as nec­
essary to the protection of the modern pol­
iticians as they were to the protection of 
the most profligate of the old kings or car­
dinals. Therefore the criminal law must 
be amended—and strengthened. But as 
men never bring back old tyranny under the 
old name (for even statesmen have some 
sense) the restoration of this powerful en­
gine has been attempted through the doc­
trines of popular science. This is the great 
new science of Criminology: its aim is 
repression; its excuse is investigation; its 
method is espionage; its weapon is terror; 
and its foundation is gossip.

To illustrate the looseness of the gossip, 
I will begin with the key-word of the con­
troversy, the phrase that is constantly 

bandied about in books and magazines, 
and repeated in paragraphs and portraits 
until it becomes a sort of image in the 
public mind: I mean the phrase “habitual 
criminal.” Now, before we go any further 
it must be insisted that this phrase is chosen 
because it is misleading. It is used as if it 
always meant one thing; but it is used as 
actually meaning two or three totally dif­
ferent things—whichever things it is con­
venient for the enemies of freedom to talk 
about. The phrase “habitual,” the idea 
of “habit,” is introduced to give a scien­
tific flavor and suggest something like the 
habits of ants or beavers. But it can also 
be used, when convenient, as meaning mere­
ly the professional criminal; as if we should 
say that the writer of this article has a 
habit of writing, or that his solicitor has a 
habit of soliciting. Lastly it can be used 
(and, as I shall show presently, is being 
used) as meaning the mere repetition of a 
thing at odd intervals of one’s life, as when 
we speak of a man as too fond of lawsuits, 
or as unlucky in many of his investments.

In short, the term may be used to mean 
a habit of crime like the habit of stammer­
ing; a thing that the man can’t help. The 
term may be used to mean a habit of crime 
like the habit of hunting or fishing for food; 
which the man won’t abandon. The term 
may be used to mean a habit of crime like 
an intermittent habit of whistling; a thing 
a man could abandon and is not specially 
concerned with, but which he finds himself 
dropping into here and there in the varied 
concerns of life.

Here we mark the first piece of muddle- 
headedness in this business. Brown is a 
man of cramped intelligence and abnormal 
passions; he may be literally mad, or he 
may have only heavier temptations to 
murder babies than you or I have. Jones is 
a cool-headed and cynical man of the world 
who has come to the conclusion that he 
will get more out of life by the continual 
and dexterous enjoyment of other people’s 
property; and that even one or two terms 
in prison, if he cannot elude them, will 
still leave the balance of the fun in his 
favor. Robinson is a very poor, worn- 
out, and distracted person whose life is 
a series of rather wild compromises about 
rent and creditors and the Lloyd George 
Insurance; and in this long course of shuf­
fling and stop-gap finance, he finds himself 
on three totally different occasions, for
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three totally different reasons, just on the 
wrong side of the letter of the law.

By an Act which was, to the disgrace of 
the English Parliament and the double dis­
grace of Liberalism, recently put on the 
Statute Book, these three independent and 
almost accidental improprieties of the 
wretched Robinson will cause him to be 
classed with the criminal lunatic and the 
professional thief under this one shapeless 
and senseless phrase “habitual criminal.” 
In plain words, his punishment will be ex­
tended according to the taste and fancy of 
his jailers, exactly as if he were the captive 
of Italian brigands. Though the first is a 
bodily malady; the second is a moral choice; 
the third is an economic state of things. 
And they are all drilled alike, dressed alike, 
fed alike, and flogged alike, because scien­
tific men are incapable of thinking clearly 
about the word “habit”!

It is the object of the Criminologist, of 
course, to prove that the two latter types 
can be made to fall under the definition 
of the first type. Brown is the medical 
criminal, mad and cunning, in the pursuit 
of a fixed idea. Nobody could possibly 
be less mad than Jones, who calmly calcu­
lates his chances in this world, with a 
healthy agnosticism about the other. No­
body could possibly be less cunning than 
Robinson, who is simply distracted and 
defeated all his life by things he does not 
understand. But those who are promoting 
the new police inquisitions wish to class 
them all as physiological criminals; and 
that for a very simple reason—that medical 
seclusion, unlike legal seclusion, can be 
unlimited. If you punish a man you must 
state what the punishment is. If you once 
start “curing” a man you can be as long 
as you like in finding the cure.

So far the despotic Criminologist has it 
all his own way. But even here the touch­
ing confusion of his mind does not desert 
him. The second great knot or tangle 
which we find in his train of thought is this: 
That even when he has got his lettre de 
cachet and locked a British subject up for­
ever, he sometimes says it is because the 
man can be cured; sometimes because the 
man can’t be cured; sometimes both. 
When the Indeterminate Sentence was intro­
duced to Parliament in the abominable bill 
to which I have alluded, I remember that 
its supporters began by explaining how 
much more humane it was to cure the faults 

of criminals than to avenge them, and how 
certain nlysterious “modern methods” 
(which no one made any attempt to describe) 
would turn bad men into good men in no 
time. But when Mr. Hilliare Belloc pro­
tested that the worst wrong you could do 
anybody, good or bad, was to remove him 
from all appeal to the tribunals of his 
country and put him helpless in the hands 
of individuals, the defence of the bill swung 
completely round. Its supporters told Mr. 
Belloc he was too tender with ruffians of 
this sort; that if they came out again it 
would be to follow their evil natures.

Now this mental muddle is very impor­
tant, because it shows that what the cam­
paign aims at is not scientific theory but 
solely police arrest. The Criminologists 
practically say, “We want this man out 
of the way. Why? Oh, because a doctor 
would do him good. Something wrong in 
that? Oh, very well—because no doctor 
can do him good, then.” The whole of the 
new criminal experiment is like that. It 
is a game of chuck-farthing played with the 
public headsman, on the fundamental 
legal principle of “Heads I win your head; 
tails you lose it.” If any one thinks this 
exaggerative, let him consider the case of 
the Mental Deficiency Bill—which actu­
ally provides that a man acquitted of a 
crime may immediately be examined by 
police-doctors as a suspect imbecile. The 
police say, almost in so many words, “We 
will try to imprison you for pinching watches, 
or piracy on the high seas, or anything that 
occurs to us. If you prove yourself innocent 
of everything, we will then imprison you 
for not being capable of anything.”

There is no science of Criminology. 
There is only the very ancient art of tyr­
anny—one of the decadent arts which 
come when statecraft has succeeded states­
manship, when secret power seems easier 
than open law. They come like a tropic 
wind out of all that languid barbarism 
that has never had rights, or written laws, 
or clear courts of justice; where the master 
of slaves flicks an idle whip, or the Sultan 
gives wild sentences half asleep under a 
palm-tree. These are the fathers of the 
Indeterminate Sentence. Their violent 
verdicts are fulfilled and forgotten; they 
have never written a word upon the rock, 
“because they despise this word, and trust 
in oppression and perverseness, and stay 
therein.”



The French Cipher Case

Lord Tam worth received his nephew with unusual consideration. “Could you go to Paris this afternoon?” 
he asked. “Certainly," Knox answered promptly. “Why?"

By E. Phillips Oppenheim
Illustrated by Charles D. Mitchell

Editor’s Note:—In this, the fourth complete story of 
“Algernon Knox, Accidental Detective,” Mr. Oppen­
heim favors his readers with a peep into some of the meth­
ods underlying Anglo-Frenchdi plomacy, methods which 
never get into the newspapers and which never make them-

L
ORD TAMWORTH received his 

nephew with unusual considera­
tion. He motioned him towards 
an easy chair and indicated the

J whereabouts of the cigarettes.
“I trust that my message did not dis­

turb you upon a busy morning? ” the Cab­
inet Minister asked, with faint sarcasm.

“I had a few little matters on hand,” 
Knox replied. “Nothing I couldn’t put 
off very easily, though.” 

selves known to the casual observer. With Mr. Op pen-, 
heim, however, the entire romantic fabric of international 
politics is familiar material, and he exerts no more ap­
parent effort in making his points than does the Hon. 
Algernon Knox in scoring his surprising victories.

“Could you go to Paris this afternoon?” 
“Certainly,” Khox answered promptly. 

“Why?”
Lord Tam worth coughed. “ Last Tuesday 

a Secret Service officer who divides his 
time between here and Paris, left London 
by the two-twenty train with a copy of 
the first part of our new cipher to be 
delivered personally at the Embassy at 
Paris. The train arrived at the Gare du 
Nord punctually, and within' half-an-hour, 



Neville—the man’s name was Neville— 
called at the Embassy and delivered over 
his packet to one of the secretaries. Since 
then not a word has been heard of him, 
either on this side or that.”

“Was he supposed to have remained in 
Paris or to have returned?”

“He was supposed to have remained for 
that night in Paris and to have returned 
here by the ten o’clock train on the follow­
ing morning to report.”

“Sounds interesting,” Knox admitted. 
“Tell me about Neville?”

“He has been with us for fifteen years,” 
Lord Tamworth replied, “and was originally 
a Queen’s Messenger. He was one of the 
Hampshire people. His sister married 
Lord Sonnington, you know.”

“I knew him quite well by sight,” Knox 
remarked. “Saw him only a few weeks ago 
at the Ritz. So he was in the Secret Serv­
ice, was he?”

“He was not a very prominent member,” 
Lord Tamworth replied. “On the other 
hand, he was, we are all convinced, abso­
lutely and entirely trustworthy.”

Knox was dangling his eye-glass back­
wards and forwards. His expression was 
almost fatuous, nor did his questions seem 
to his uncle entirely relevant.

“Was there any special reason for chang­
ing the cipher? ” he asked.

“We do change it continually,” Lord 
Tamworth answered, after a moment’s hesi­
tation. “I won't say that we have had cause 
to suspect any leakage, but certain facts do 
seem to have become remarkably well known 
in France just lately. In a few days we shall 
have a series of instructions to convey to the 
Embassy there of great importance. This 
was really the reason why we changed the 
cipher. When we make a change, we 
always send one part at a time. The re­
maining portion will be ready in a few days.”

“Queer thing,” Knox remarked, “that 
he should have disappeared after executing 
his commission. Did he stay long at the 
Embassy? ”

“For a couple of minutes only. He saw 
Percival, the second secretary.”

“Percival make any remark about his 
appearance?”

“I understand,” Lord Tamworth re­
plied, “that Neville complained of a slight 
chill—nothing else.”

“You know where he used to stay in 
Paris?”

“ Certainly! Hotel de 1’Univers—a small, 
quiet place in the Rue Dachet. Inquiries 
have been made there, of course. He had 
wired for a room but did not appear.”

“Did he go straight to the station from 
the Foreign office?” Knox asked, with some 
apparent irrelevance.

“So far as I can remember,” Lord Tam­
worth told his nephew, “he left Downing 
Street about one o’clock. His intention was 
to have some lunch at his club, call at his 
rooms in Old Burlington Street for his lug­
gage, and catch the two-twenty train. We 
did not trouble to make inquiries at the 
club, but there is no doubt that he called 
at his rooms and took away his luggage. His 
servant there has heard nothing from him 
since. The position is that, so far as we 
know, he left the Embassy in Paris at about 
twenty past ten last Tuesday evening, and 
walked off the face of the earth.

“You see exactly how we stand now 
Algernon. We do not wish to send any 
well-knoWn person over to make inquiries 
about Neville. You go to Paris occasion­
ally as a young man of pleasure. Leave 
this afternoon on one of your accustomed 
trips. Neville is an acquaintance of yours. 
Make such inquiries as you can without 
kicking up too much fuss. If you discover 
that Neville has met with any misfortune, 
keep it quiet. One last word of warning. 
When I say keep anything quiet which you 
may discover, I mean it. You are not 
acting now against criminals. You are 
taking part in a game where the cards are 
played differently.”

“I understand,” Knox said thoughtfully. 
“I’ll do my best.” . . .

RNOX started on his quest with an effort 
at reconstruction. With his bag ready 

packed, he drove in his taxicab to tbe For­
eign office and, leaving .there exactly at one 
o’clock, called at the club to which Neville 
belonged, where he made some casual 
inquiry, and was driven from there to the 
house in Old Burlington Street where 
Neville lived. He found this to be the last 
one on the left-hand side. The street 
ended in a cul-de-sac, and for the middle 
of London was extraordinarily quiet and 
retired. He rang the brightly-polished bell, 
and was admitted after only a moment or 
two’s delay by a smooth-faced, dark-com­
plexioned servant.

“Mr. Neville in?” Knox asked.



The Cabinet Minister regarded Knox for a moment in doubtful silence. “Your uncle tells me that you 
believe Neville to be held up in London," he remarked. “I suppose you know that they'll 

go for you, too, if they have any idea that you are in the game"

“ Mr. Neville is on the Continent, sir,” was 
the prompt reply. “He went last Tuesday.”

The man was apparently unaware that 
anything unusual had happened. He was 
neatly and primly dressed, the little hall 
was spotlessly bright and clean, there were 
fresh flowers in a bowl upon the small table, 
and a pile of waiting letters there. Knox 
stood for several seconds, pensive. The 
man fell a little back from the door. His 
manners proclaimed him the perfectly 
trained French servant. “Monsieur would 
like, perhaps,” he suggested, “to write a 
note? It shall be given to Mr. Neville 
immediately on his return.”

“Have you any idea when that will be?”
The man shook his head regretfully. 

“Monsieur Neville,” he explained, “is 
often upon the Continent. He never trou­
bles to let us know when he returns. Every­
thing is always ready. He might walk in 
at any moment.”

“Thank you very much,” Knox replied. 
“I won’t trouble to write a note. Sorry 
to have found him away.”

The man bowed and stood with the door 
open until Knox had retraced his steps 
to where his taxicab was waiting. He drove 
from there to Charing-Cross and caught 
the two-twenty train to Paris, where for 
twenty-four hours he pursued the obvious 
course of inquiries. He called at Neville’s 
hotel and spoke of him at the cafes which 
he was accustomed to frequent. He paid 
his respects at the Embassy, where he 
found the ambassador out, but renewed his 
acquaintance with Percival, the second 
secretary.

“Queerest thing I ever heard of about 
Neville,” the latter remarked. “I didn’t 
know him very well myself, but he was 
almost like one of the staff here. ‘Old 
Clockwork’ they used to call him.”

“ If he is ill or anything,” Knox remarked, 
“it’s rather lucky that he finished his busi­
ness here first.”

“More than lucky,” Percival agreed. 
“It’s a big thing to change our cipher, and 
this new one has taken an awful time to pre­
pare. How long are you staying in Paris? ”



“I’m off at once.”
“ Better stay to-morrow and have a round 

of golf at La Boulie. You used to be rather 
hot stuff.”

Knox sighed. “I’ve been a bit off it 
lately,” he remarked. “By-the-bye, are 
you really keen?”

“I should think I am,” the young man 
declared heartily. “ Thundering good links, 
La Boulie.”

“Tell you what I will do,” Knox promised 
as he buttoned up his coat. “I am inter­
ested in some new golf balls, absolutely the 
best thing on the market. If I send you out 
a dozen within the next few days, will you 
promise me to try them at once?”

“Rather!” Percival promised. . . .

KNOX arrived in London on the fol­
lowing morning and made his way 

at once to Grosvenor Square. His uncle 
received him with a grim smile.

“No luck, eh, young man?”
“No luck,” Knox admitted.
“It was trying you rather high, I dare 

say,” Lord Tamworth remarked. “Still, 
I don’t see why you should give up the 
thing as hopeless in twenty-four hours.”

Knox sighed. “I tried so many places,” 
he murmured. “It didn’t seem to me the 
least use staying there.”

“Well, well,” Lord Tamworth said, “you 
must let me know what I owe you for ex­
penses. Smyth will be back from St. 
Petersburg in a few days. Quite our best 
man, Smyth. I expect he will get at the 
secret of Neville’s disappearance fast 
enough.”

Knox nodded affably. “Very intelligent 
fellow, Smyth, I should think, from what 
I have heard,” he remarked. “He’ll find 
Neville all right; that will be a trifle.”

“Will it indeed!” Lord Tamworth ex­
claimed sarcastically. “Then why didn’t 
you do it?”

Knox stared at him blandly. “But I 
did,” he replied. “I knew where Neville 
was half-an-hour before I left you the day 
before yesterday.”

Lord Tamworth stood perfectly still for 
a moment. Knox’s expression was innocent 
enough, but there was nothing there to 
denote that he was not in earnest.

“You discovered Neville?” he gasped. 
“Where? In Paris?”

Knox shook his head. “ I knew where he 
was before I left London, sir,” he replied.

“I only went over to Paris as a matter 
of form, and to make a little inquiry 
of the butler at the Embassy. Neville 
is in his own house in Old Burlington 
Street. He has been there ever since he 
left you.”

“Don’t be an idiot!” Lord Tamworth 
exclaimed. “He delivered the first portion 
of the cipher at the Embassy on Tuesday 
night.”

Knox shook his head gently. “ Some one 
else delivered it. He didn’t!”

Lord Tamworth threw out his hands— 
a little gesture of despair. “For heaven’s 
sake, speak out, Algernon,” he begged.

“The affair is simple enough,” Knox 
replied,—“ at least it seems so to me. I am 
relying to a certain extent, of course, upon 
presumption. I called at Neville’s house, 
as you know, on my way to the station. 
The servant who opened the door was a 
Frenchman of a very superior type. Every­
thing was in the pink of condition. I wasn’t 
kept waiting at the door a second, but there 
were several things which looked queer to 
me. There was a pile of letters obtrusively 
placed upon the hall-table. At least half 
of them had been opened and roughly folded 
together again. Then, as I dare say you 
may remember, the day upon which Neville 
was supposed to have started for Paris 
was a particularly cold one, and yet 
on the hall rack were hanging his 
traveling coat and his fur coat, one of 
which I ascertained he was wearing when 
he left there, and the other one was in 
the cab with him. I felt perfectly certain 
that I could have walked straight into 
the house and found Neville. Naturally 
I didn’t.”

“ But if there is any truth in this idea of 
yours, they may be murdering the poor 
fellow!” Lord Tamworth exclaimed ex­
citedly.

Knox shook his head. “I don’t think 
they would go so far as that. In any case, 
I am quite sure that Neville would prefer 
us to play the game. They have got 
hold of the first portion of the cipher— 
there was plenty of time, I suppose, to 
copy it in the train between London 
and Paris—and everything depends now 
upon their securing possession of the 
other portion. When is that to be sent 
over?”

Lord Tamworth frowned heavily. 
“That’s the mischief of it,” he replied.



“It simply must go over to-night. From 
to-morrow we shall be sending confidential 
communications of great importance to 
Paris. It is really because of them that we 
changed the cipher.”

“The portion they already have, I sup­
pose,” Knox asked, “is of no use without 
the sequel?”

“Not the slightest! The first part really 
consisted of the cipher itself, and the second 
part is the key.”

“Quite interesting!” Knox murmured 
thoughtfully. “They will be frightfully 
keen to get hold of the messenger whom you 
send to-night. By-the-bye, whom did you 
think of sending?”

Lord Tamworth shook his head. “I am 
going round to the office presently. We 
shall discuss the matter then. Several 
suggestions have been made. I am rather 
in favor myself of borrowing from Scot­
land Yard.”

“I can suggest something better,” Knox 
said calmly. “Try me.”

Lord Tamworth stroked his chin doubt­
fully. “Very plucky of you, I am sure, Al­
gernon,” he remarked, “but you’ve had 
no experience in this sort of thing. I know 
it seems simple enough to carry a few pages 
of writing across the Channel, but I can 
assure you that many a man has lost his 
life in the attempt. Even during the last 
few years, I can remember half-a-dozen 
fatal accidents which have never been prop­
erly explained, but which we could tell you 
something about at the Foreign office.”

“I don’t think,” Knox replied, “that I 
should be running very much risk. If they 
really do spot me as the messenger, they’ll 
think they have a soft thing, and they’re just 
as likely as not to overreach themselves.”

Lord Tamworth paced the room for a few 
minutes, deep in thought. “This is a mat­
ter,” he decided, “which I could not arrange 
on my own responsibility. You had better 
come down with me to the office. We’ll 
see Sir Henry. No, on second thoughts 
don’t come with me. I’ll go down and ex­
plain how the matter stands. You can 
return here in an hour.”

“If, by any chance,” Knox said, as he 
prepared to depart, “Sir Henry should give 
me the job, will you ask if I can have the 
sheets loose? Nothing like a sealed packet 
for giving you away.”

Lord Tamworth nodded. “I shall ex­
pect you back in an hour.” . . .

KNOX strolled down Pall Mall, where 
at an athletic outfitter’s he purchased 

two boxes of golf balls of a particular make 
and took them round to his rooms. Here 
he ordered his bags packed and gave certain 
instructions to his servant. At the expira­
tion of the time agreed upon, he presented 
himself again at his uncle’s house in Grosve­
nor Square. Lord Tamworth received him 
at once, but he was evidently worried.

“ It’s all right,” he declared, a little testily. 
“Come along, and I’ll take you round to the 
Foreign office.”

They started off in Lord Tamworth’s 
automobile.

“I am awfully obliged to you, uncle,” 
Knox said, “for letting me have this chance.”

Lord Tamworth was not enthusiastic. 
“To tell you the truth,” he confessed, “we 
couldn’t make up our mind what to do. 
No one’s very pleased about the whole 
affair. Smyth won’t be here for three days, 
two other men, whom we might have sent, 
are away, and we have private information 
that all the men we fear most in the French 
Secret Service are on the look-out. You 
seem to be really our only chance. All 
our regulars are marked men!”

Just then they drew up at the Foreign 
office. “You’d better come in with me,” 
he directed. “Sir Henry would like to 
speak to you himself.”

Knox followed his uncle into the private 
room of the Cabinet Minister whom they 
had come to visit. The latter shook hands 
with Knox, whom he regarded for a mo­
ment in thoughtful silence.

“Your uncle tells me that you believe 
Neville to be held up in London,” he re­
marked.

“I am sure of it, sir,” Knox replied. “I 
know exactly where he is.”

“Kept it to yourself, haven’t you?”
“Entirely, sir. Seemed to me the best 

thing, for the present.”
“Quite so,” the minister agreed. “I 

suppose you know that they’ll go for you, 
too, if they have any idea that you’re in 
the game?”

“Shouldn’t be surprised, sir,” Knox ad­
mitted cheerfully.

Sir Henry took a few sheets of loose 
tissue-paper from his waistcoat pocket. 
“There you are,” he said. “I won’t ask 
you what you are going to do with them. 
My compliments over the other side—if 
you get there—and good-night.”



DRAWN BY CHARLES D. MITCHELL

Knox opened his eyes. He was lying upon a sofa in a pleasantly furnished sitting-room. Two men were 
cardboard box, and a number of golf balls. One of the men was busy collecting a quantity of thin



bending together over a table in the middle of the room, upon which stood a heavily shaded lamp, an empty 
sheets, which he placed in his pocketbook. Knox recognized him as Neville's French servant



Knox stood with his uncle upon the door­
step. “Will you take my car to Victoria?” 
the latter invited.

“Not to Victoria,” Knox replied. “If 
you’ll drop me at my rooms, I’ll be glad. 
I’ll find my own way from there.”

Lord Tamworth did as he was asked. 
During the short drive, he became more and 
more despondent. Never had his nephew 
seemed to him so pink and white and vacu­
ous I Knox lit a cigarette and was whistling 
a popular musical comedy tune. He seemed 
quite incapable of grasping the seriousness 
of the situation..

“Sure you wouldn’t like to keep the 
car?” Lord Tamworth persisted, as they 
drew up in Peter Street.

“Rather not, thanks,” Knox answered. 
“The sooner these fellows get to work, the 
better. Au revoir!”

He stepped lightly out and crossed the 
pavement quickly. Lord Tamworthgroaned. 
It was impossible that his nephew’s looks 
could belie him so utterly. The cipher was 
already lost!

A FEW minutes after eight o’clock, Knox’s 
servant, with a rather formidable 

collection of luggage, was driven off in a 
passing taxicab to Charing-Cross. Di­
rectly afterwards, Knox, with no luggage 
save his overcoat and a square brown paper 
package, himself strolled out on to the 
pavement and stepped into a taxicab which 
drew up immediately in front of him.

“Where to, sir?” the man asked. 
“Charing-Cross,” Knox directed.
They swung off into the stream of traffic, 

down St. James’s Street, past Marlborough 
House into St. James’s Park, and turned to 
the left along the broad new thoroughfare. 
The speed of the cab was at once reduced. 
The man was driving in the middle of the 
road, very slowly—almost crawling along, 
in fact. Suddenly he lifted the speaking 
tube from its place by his side, and stooped 
down. Almost immediately Knox was 
conscious of a sickly and terrible odor per­
vading the interior of the cab. He leared 
quickly over to the window but found it 
fastened. He tried to plug up the speak’ng 
tube with his handkerchief, but it was coo 
late. His head seemed to be bursting. A 
feeling of deadly nausea had seized upon him. 
He sprang at the window and thrust his 
elbow through it. His last conscious 
thought was a crash of glass. Then it 

seemed to him that he was in the sea. 
There were strange noises, a roaring in 
his ears. . . .

Knox opened his eyes. He was lying upon 
a sofa in a pleasantly furnished sitting­
room. Two men were bending together 
over a table in the middle of the room, upon 
which stood a heavily shaded lamp, an 
empty cardboard box, and a number of golf 
balls. One of the men was busy collecting 
a quantity of thin sheets, which he placeci 
in his pocketbook. Knox recognized him as 
Neville’s French servant.

“And now,” he heard the latter say 
“for Paris' I must leave, my friend, at 
once. I shall just catch the train.”
“I shall come with you,” the other de­

clared. “The affair is finished here.”
His companion looked doubtfully across 

at Knox.
“He comes to his senses,” he mut­

tered. “ What are you going to do with 
him?”

The reply was inaudible. A moment or 
two later, the two men left the room. Knox 
heard the front door close, heard the taxi­
cab drive away. Then gradually he re­
lapsed into his state of semi-stupor. 
The waves seemed once more to be 
around him.

When next he opened his eyes, although 
he was still feeling sick, he was certainly 
stronger. He tried to move and gave a little 
cry. His hands and feet were tied. He was 
conscious of an intolerable thirst. He looked 
around the room. The silence of the house 
told him that it was no use ringing the bell, 
if even he could reach it. Suddenly his 
eyes fell upon the telephone which stood 
upon a side table. He rolled over on to the 
floor, saving himself from the fall as much 
as possible. Then he dragged himself to 
the table on which the telephone stood. 
All his attempts to reach the instrument, 
however, were futile. As a last resource 
he upset the table. The instrument fell 
on to the floor but remained undamaged. 
With great difficulty he managed to get 
the receiver to his ear.

“1382 Mayfair,” he said, surprised at 
the weakness of his own voice.

Presently there came an answer. It 
was his uncle’s secretary. Then, after 
a brief silence, Lord Tamworth himself 
was heard at the other end.

“Who is it?” he demanded.
“Algernon Knox,” was the faint reply. 



“Come at once to 72 Old Burlington 
Street. You’ll probably have to break in. 
I am tied up.”

Lord Tamworth’s language for the mo­
ment became a subtle mixture of disgust 
and profanity. “I did think you’d get as 
far as the railway station!” he wound up. 
“Yes, I’ll come.”

Knox dropped the receiver and lay still. 
From the sounds in the street, he could tell 
that the morning now was well advanced. 
The sunshine came in one long, thin line 
through the shuttered window. Presently 
he heard a car stop outside. There was the 
sound of voices, the trying of latch-keys, 
and finally the opening of the door and foot­
steps in the hall. Lord Tamworth, followed 
by Sir Henry and a couple of strangers, 
entered the room hurriedly. One of the 
men, who behaved as though he were used 
to the task, rapidly cut the cords which 
bound Knox. The latter staggered weakly 
to his feet. On the table before them lay 
his empty note-book, his dispatch box turned 
inside out. Lord Tamworth looked at 
them and bit his lip.

“I must confess,” he said, “that I had 
my doubts about you, Algernon, from the 
first, but I certainly thought you might 
have got a little nearer to Paris than Old 
Burlington Street!”

“They didn’t give me much of a chance, 
did they? ” Knox remarked feebly. “Hadn’t 
we better look for poor old Neville?”

They hurried up-stairs. Knox tried to 
follow but gave it up. Presently they came 
down again. One of their number went to 
the telephone and rang up a doctor.

“You were right so far as Neville was 
concerned,” Lord Tamworth declared grudg­
ingly. “He is up-stairs in bed, ghastly weak, 
but all right in other respects, I should say. 
He has been drugged or something.”

“They dosed me,” Knox groaned, “with 
chloroform! Gave it me in a horrid sort 
of way, too, down the tube of the 
taxicab.”

Lord Tamworth sighed. He began to talk 
on one side with Sir Henry. Their faces were 
very grave. “By-the-bye,” Knox inquired 
presently, “is there a telegram for me?”

Lord Tamworth drew one from his pocket 
and threw it upon the table.

“Sorry I opened it,” he explained. “As 
it was addressed to you at Grosvenor Square, 
I thought it might have something to do 
with our present business.
(The next adventure of “Algernon Knox, Accidental Detective,” appears in the August issue)

“Hasn’t it?” Knox asked simply.
Lord Tamworth frowned. He withdrew 

the thin sheet from the envelope and read 
the message aloud with poignant sarcasm: 
''‘Many thanks for golf balls duly received.”

“It is a pity,” he remarked grimly, 
“ that you were not so successful with your 
mission as you were in sending golf balls to 
Percival!”

Knox smiled a little weakly. “You 
don’t really suppose, do you,” he demanded, 
“you and Sir Henry, that those fellows have 
actually got the cipher?”

Sir Henry turned suddenly around. A 
curious silence seemed to have fallen upon 
them. They all looked at Knox.

“Not got the cipher?” Sir Henry gasped.
“Of course they haven’t,” Knox replied. 

“Do you suppose I didn’t know that I was 
going to be nobbled? The twelve pages 
of the cipher were wrapped around those 
golf balls. My man took them over last 
night. That’s the telegram I told Percival 
to send directly he received them.”

Again the silence was almost phenomenal. 
Lord Tamworth tried to speak but remained 
inarticulate. It was Sir Henry who first 
found words.

“What about these golf balls on the table, 
then?” he asked.

“I bought two boxes, in case I was 
watched,” Knox explained. “The box 
with the cipher sheets wrapped around the 
balls has got through to Paris. These 
I carried under my arm, in case they’d seen 
me go into the shop and had tumbled to the 
idea.”

Sir Henry held out his hand. “Mr. 
Knox,” he said, “I congratulate you. I see 
that we have gained a worthy and a useful 
recruit in times of need.”

Lord Tamworth was still speechless. 
“Golf balls!” he muttered.

Knox sat up a little farther in his chair. 
“You see,” he continued, “they won’t 
find out for hours that they haven’t got 
the proper key to the cipher. The dummy 
sheets are rubbish, of course, but they look 
all right.”

Sir Henry’s eyes were lit with humor. 
“It’s one on us this time, young man, thanks 
to you!” he exclaimed, patting him on the 
shoulder. “Here comes the doctor. Mind, 
you’re to be patched up in time to lunch 
with us at Downing Street at half-past 
one.”

“I’ll be there,” Knox promised.’



DRAWN BY J. DUNCAN GLEASON

The Peach Orchard becomes a slaughter-house. Sickles s guns, utterly outnumbered, battery horses 
flags flutter triumphantly, and a tumult of bayonets*

A War-Correspondent’s
By Frederick

W
E talk about the brave 
Japanese who lost one 
man out of seven at 
the battles of Lioyang and 
Mukden; about the brave 

Bulgars who lost one out of six at Lule 
Burgas. But what about the brave Ameri­

cans ? At Gettysburg, where American 
fought American, both armies lost one out 
of three.

A private soldier’s battle! A decisive 
battle in our country’s history—perhaps 
tne greatest battle of all history! Do you 
know how it was fought? How lost? How 
won?

As a war correspondent I was with the 
Japanese and the Bulgars and in other 
modern wars. But Gettysburg, fought be­
fore I was born, fascinates me more than any 
battle I have actually witnessed. In imagi­
nation I have been with Pickett’s charge 

Editor’s Note:—This July the Blue and 
Gray are meeting on their old battlefield at 
Gettysburg, and there they are talking it over 
after two score years and ten. Last month 
Hearst's Magazine gave you the vivid story of 
one of these heroes. This month a modern 
war-correspondent gives you the story of the 
whole three days of battle as he might have 
seen it while the converging roads were dust-

and at the defense of Little Round Top; and 
now with Meade and now with Lee.

In the light of my experience of war and 
my study of Gettysburg I am going to de­
scribe it as if I had watched its great 
moments, first from one side and then the 
other. I would make the whole moving 
picture pass as vividly and clearly before 
your eyes as a ball game from the side 
lines.

On May ist, 1863, General Joseph



killed, strive against uneven odds in a furnace of fire. Where the smoke drifts away the battle- 
hungry for human flesh, flash in the blazing sunlight

Story of Gettysburg
Palmer
clouds of hurrying troops; while the war­
banner's, jeered at and sung to, battled for 
and prayed for, rose and fell; while the Gray 
line swung upward and halted and melted 
away. All this Frederick Palmer gives you 
because he knows how. He has watched 
Bulgarian, and Japanese, and American go 
into battle, so 'he knows the ways of fighting 
men, and his pen turns the trick every time.

Hooker had been defeated at Chancellors- 
ville. He had had a fine plan, according to 
military rules. It was not his fault that the 
gaunt, praying, restless Stonewall Jackson 
was a military genius, who would dare to 
run an unheard of risk: deliberately weaken 
his center and race his men around to crush 
Hooker’s flank and make him retreat.

Then the word had come to General 
Robert E. Lee—from Jefferson Davis 
himself: carry the war into the enemy’s 

territory! What a flare in the European 
chancelleries! What a headline—An In­
vasion of the North! Does Lee approve of 
cutting away from his base and giving the 
Federals an opportunity to strike him in 
the rear? Hardly. But Lee is a soldier, 
North it is!

If a man with flashing black eyes, who 
waved his sword and swore and yelled, had 
undertaken what he was about to under­
take, the world would have said that he 
was a reckless daredevil. Being a quiet, 
gray-haired, considerate, serene, sage-like 
soldier, who rode a quiet white horse called 
Traveler, not Charger, it seemed a natural, 
obvious piece of military tactics. And 
perhaps in the back of his head, having in 
mind Jackson’s success in breaking the 
rules at Chancellorsville, he was thinking: 
“You never can tell. We might pull it off!” 
But Jackson was dead. He had fallen while 



urging his men into the overwhelming 
rush that was Hooker’s undoing.

Now, Lee began to side-step away from 
the banks of the Rappahannock for the 
valley of the Shenandoah—and softly, to 
keep Hooker in ignorance of the plan until 
Lee was well started. He had three corps, 
and each one was a trifle more than double 
the size of a Federal corps. Stuart’s cav­
alry, mobile and watchful, guarded the 
passes of the Blue Ridge, which formed the 
wall of the valley protecting his flank.

Onward that lean, tattered, battle-tough­
ened army marches, living off the country. 
It pays for what it takes in Confederate 
scrip worth a cent on the dollar, more or 
less. Why not? Scrip is the only money 
the Confederates have; the only pay the 
Confederate soldiers receive.

Meanwhile, the Army of the Potomac 
begins to move north on the eastern side 
of the Blue Ridge. Hooker resigns in a huff 
because he cannot have things his way. 
General George G. Meade takes his place 
in command. Lincoln is far-seeing and 
patient as ever. First and last, he is the 
real general of the Federals; feeling the 
pulse of the people and watching over the 
army and trusting its courage and praying 
for a winning commander. Meade is kept 
between Lee and Washington. The pros­
pect of invasion serves Lincoln’s political 
purpose by rearousing the military fervor 
of the North. Men who would not fight 
to save the Union will fight for their own 
soil. Pennsylvania summons her militia 
and calls for volunteers.

FOOD FOR RIFLES AND GUNS

While Meade is still in Maryland, Lee 
has crossed the Pennsylvania border into 
a land of rich pasturage and granaries. 
Ewell’s corps, which is leading, threatens 
Harrisburg, the State capital; but Lee dares 
let it proceed no farther. He must have 
food for his rifles and guns as well as for 
his men and horses. His ammunition must 
come from Richmond. Let it be exhausted 
in a great battle and his line of supplies 
cut, and his army must surrender. So he 
faces toward the advancing columns of 
Meade, hoping to strike at Baltimore. 
Old positions are reversed. Lee is moving 
south; Meade is moving north.

The cavalry forces of both armies, ever 
on the scout, keep each in touch with the 
other’s movements. Between them lies 

the little town of Gettysburg, with perhaps 
fifteen hundred souls, in the midst of a 
broken country, fences and stone walls 
separating the fields of pasture and the 
ripening grain and orchards, with stretches 
of woods at intervals. There are hundreds 
of towns like Gettysburg; hundreds of 
glimpses of the same sort of landscape can 
be had from car windows. Suddenly the 
lightning of war is to strike this one little 
town, making it forever as famous as Water­
loo or Austerlitz; and the reason was the 
roads that led into it.

ALL AMERICA TO GETTYSBURG!

For a big army, approaching another army 
by a single road, may be beaten in detail 
by having its front shattered before its 
rear can get into action. Its corps must be 
abreast, ready to form battle line on short 
notice. And thanks to the converging 
roads, all America is coming to Gettysburg. 
On one side, men from distant Texas and 
from Maryland, men with the soft vowels 
of Louisiana and the harder vowels of the 
southern mountains! On the other side, 
men from the Minnesota prairies and the 
Wisconsin woods and from Ohio and Maine 
and New England, Germans speaking with 
an accent and Irishmen with the brogue of 
the old sod fresh on their tongues! And 
all carry a goodly supply of bullets to make 
the gathering the hottest convention ever 
held on this continent.

On the map Meade has chosen Pipe 
Creek as a line of defense; but maps do 
not matter. These eager armies are to 
fight, where they meet, and instantly they 
meet. They are like two mortal enemies 
who run against each other in turning a 
corner of the street and let out their rights 
the moment they recognize each other and 
keep on fighting till one or the .other is down.

The town lies in a depression. On the 
north side is a ridge where the Lutheran 
Theological Seminary stands. Soon after 
dawn, from the tower of the seminary 
Buford, of the cavalry, sees a great column 
with thousands of gleaming bayonets weav­
ing over the road under a cloud of dust— 
the advance guard of Hill’s corps. Against 
that monster Buford has spread out his 
cavalry as infantry, with his guns waiting 
in the rear, seemingly as futile as a set of 
spread fingers to hold back a river’s current.

In face of an outburst of rifle fire that 
begins the battle the column has to take



the Con-

please.

knows that he ought to hold \ 
the town. No time for de- 
liberate study of the ground; 
time only to rush in and tackle.

11
Help for Sickles! Down from the ridge fling 
tbe reserves, into the wheat-field, where they 
clash. But there isn't any wheat-field now:

notice. It pauses and throbs; its legs 
break apart in deployment before 
brushing this slender opposition out 
of the way. This takes time, and 
time is all that Buford is playing 
and praying for. An hour, even 
a half-hour, may save the town to the 
Federals; for already through the 
streets of Gettysburg flows a blue 
current, the First corps of Meade’s 
army, Reynolds’ old corps. It deploys 
to meet the deployment of 
federates. Doubleday is 
in command of the First . 
temporarily; Reynolds >41 
who is also up at the 
front has charge of JB 
the whole left wing. ZB

Reynolds is out IM 
of touch with
Meade, who is |E|||I 
with the main body 
in the rear. He
must act 
without 
orders— 
that was 
the kind 
of a battle 
that Get­
tysburg 
was from 
start to 
finish. 
But he

FROM THE \ W
MEHERVE COLLECTION \ , •• Sj

Left: Lt. Gen. 'S. 1 
A. P. Hill, wbo >1 
made Sickles pay 
dearly in blood for 
occupying the expos­
ed Peach Orchard. 
Right: Brig. Gen.J. 
J. Archer, whose 
troops struck the 
Union cavalry on 

the straw lies flat, drenched with blood. The 
dead are many; North and South women and 
children shall wait, and there shall be no return

From the tower he sees a little stretch 
I of woods, just a farmer’s wood-lot be­

tween the Hagerstown and Chambers­
burg roads. He must get possession of 
that tactical point before the enemy 
arrives and make it the center of his line. 
The Confederates have the same idea.

“Go in there and stick!” shouts 
Doubleday, to a column of bobbing black 
hats at the double.

“Who can if we can’t?” is the answer­
ing yell. This is the famous Iron Brigade

of Wisconsin, which has 
its own distinctive head

L, gear.
BL A white-haired
M man in farmer’s
M clothes, carrying
■ a musket, comes
■ up to the busy
■ Doubleday: John
■ Burns, seventy

years old, if you

17 tbe first day. 
Gr Below: Mai- 

Gen. G. E. Pickett, 
who commanded the 

famous “ flower of
Virginias infan- 
try"which crush­
ed itself against 
the Union guns on 
the third day

“Where 
am I to 
go ?” he 
asks. «•“! 
know 
how. I 
was in 
the War 
of 1812, 
and I 
want to 
fight for

my farm.” “The woods 
will be the safest place,” 

says Doubleday. He thinks that 
old John can get behind a tree.



“I guess I like the open better,” says old 
John. He is still in line pumping bullets 
with the “ boys ” old enough to be his grand­
sons after he has been hit twice. When he 
is hit the third time he “jest natcherally 
has to quit.” Is there anything finer in the 
history of the Minute Men of the Revo­
lution than the story of old John Bums?

The Black Hats rush into one side of the 
woods at the same time as Archer’s Confed­
erate brigade rushes in at the other side. 
Archer’s men have been a little careless, in 
their haste to reach town early. They 
thought that the only opposition to them 
were green State guardsmen and volunteers. 
For all such amateurs they have a fine con­
tempt. And suddenly there is the light of 
recognition in their eyes:

THE BLASTED BLACK HATS!

“This is no home militia! It’s those 
blasted Black Hats! We’ve struck the 
Army of the Potomac!”

For they have fought the Black Hats be­
fore. It is like the meeting of dear old ene­
mies with murder in their hearts. Archer’s 
men are bunched and past their center and 
caught. in flank. The Black Hats see their 
chance and get a lot of prisoners. Maybe 
the rest of Archer’s men aren’t boiling mad 
to be beaten in this way by those con­
founded black-hatted pirates! Maybe they 
don’t fight, then! If you have any doubts 
on the subject just ask one of the Black Hats 
themselves. Yes, and a remnant of Archer’s 
men later took part in Pickett’s charge.

Reynolds on his horse in the woods, re­
ceiving and sending messages, turning his 
head to right and left in eagle glances as 
he watches his weaving and straining lines, 
is shot through the head by a sharpshooter. 
One of the best Federal corps commanders 
dead—Meade’s favorite! But no one of 
those men in grim resistance there under 
the billowing smoke of battle knows this. 
Doubleday takes Reynolds’ place. A quiet 
man, Doubleday. He says that he be­
lieves it is the duty of a soldier not to avoid 
his enemy. No one will accuse him of doing 
so on this July first.

What an inheritance Reynolds has left! 
The last of his reserves have gone in to the 
support of that zigzagging, gasping, stub­
born line. Here the cover of a little knoll, 
of a stone wall, of a fence, gives steadiness; 
there a company caught in bad ground falls 
back under irresistible pressure. A railroad 

cut becomes the crux of strife, no less than 
the woods were. Out of that vortex of 
killing comes an officer of the Sixth Wis­
consin. He is walking erect; he appears 
about to report or to ask for an order.

“Tell them at home that I died like a 
man and a soldier, Colonel!” he says, as 
his opened coat reveals a ghastly wound.

When five color-bearers of the Twenty­
sixth Michigan have fallen, Colonel Morrow 
himself seizes the flag. He falls; a private 
takes it and though mortally wounded still 
holds it in his grasp as he faces the enemy.

A number of regiments have all their field 
officers down; many companies have been 
decimated. Doubleday sees two divisions 
of another Confederate corps, Ewell’s, 
approaching to crush in his right; and then 
he sees the Eleventh Corps of the Federals 
coming up to face Ewell, who, however, 
delivers his blow with such a shock that 
the Eleventh cannot hold.

The formation of the battle line has 
broadened to a fan shape, with the Confed­
erates pressing both flanks. Doubleday 
must fall back or be caught in a vise. Many 
organizations go in order; others in panic. 
Six hours they have held on, six precious 
hours, while the converging roads toward 
Gettysburg on the Federal side are columns 
of dust over the feet of hurrying corps.

“surrender, yank!”
What a sight this for the Gettysburgers 

from their windows! Some companies are 
still in formation and firing as they pass 
through the streets; then there is a mixture 
of blue and gray in pandemonium. “Give 
up your rifle, Yank!” “The jig is up, 
Yank! Surrender!” “We’ve got you!” 
A flood of gray engulfs the straggling blue 
and takes a big toll of prisoners—but not 
General Schimmelpfennig, of the Eleventh 
Corps, separated from his division, who 
escapes by hiding under a load of wood.

On the outskirts of the town is a cemetery 
on a hill—just such a cemetery on a hill as 
adjoins thousands of other towns in the 
land. General Howard got the thanks of 
Congress for selecting Cemetery Hill as a 
point of defense. Others give it to Reynolds, 
who did not live to present his claim. 
But any tyro under the circumstances would 
have selected it. Any beaten regiment 
would have stopped there in its retreat to 
make another stand if reserves were on the 
way to its support.



Thus far the battle is all to the Confed­
erates. Their generals have “got there first 
with the most men ” for the initial shock and 
have rolled back two of Meade’s seven corps. 
Doubleday’s broken First Corps finds refuge 
behind the underbrush, boulders, and trees 
of Culp’s Hill, which is beside Cemetery 
Hill; and on Cemetery Hill Howard’s 
broken Eleventh, some men still in strag­
gling regimental formation, others merely 
individuals in flight, sink in exhaustion. 
Any minute they expect to hear the shrill 
falsetto of that “rebel yell” and to see a 
swarm of Confederates break free of the 
town; and every minute that this expected 
charge delays is a minute gained for them 
in entrenching and reforming.

When one fighter in the ring has another 
groggy he puts forth a desperate final effort. 
When an army, leaden footed from hard 
marching, gains a victory and a town, it 
pauses to look around, enjoy its triumph and 
the fact that it has come through hell alive. 
It does not go on of instinct, but under 
the spur of leadership. Two precious hours 
of daylight the Confederates have to take 
those two precious hills, Cemetery Hill 
and Culp’s Hill. And Stonewall Jackson, 
that thunderbolt of initiative, is dead. But 
Hancock is alive.

THEIR LAST NIGHT ON EARTH

Darkness falls without any assault. Han­
cock has galloped forward with full author­
ity to act for Meade. Under the cover of 
darkness he has time to form a line of battle 
with the corps present and the corps arriv­
ing. The situation is in hand when Meade, 
half informed of what has happened, hag­
gard and worn, arrives at i a. m. Mean­
while, on the Confederate side, Longstreet’s 
corps, with Pickett’s division absent, is 
swinging into position on the right of Hill’s. 
All night long the tramp of soldiery and the 
rumble of artillery wheels! Some of the 
men already in position sleep in sheer 
fatigue; some lie awake wondering if this 
will be their last night on earth. All know 
that to-morrow will bring the great crisis.

With dawn the Federals expect the shock 
of attack. Surely Lee will not delay if he 
knows that the Federal Fifth (Sykes) and 
Sixth (Sedgwick) Corps are not up. The 
light of the rising sun spreads slowly over 
a zone of gentle valley of a mile’s breadth 
between the two armies, whose fences, 
fields of ripening grain, pastures, gardens, 

and orchards are without sign of life. There 
is the taut silence that precedes a thunder­
storm; a silence dedicating that zone to 
the chaos of writhing conflict and death 
that is to come.

An hour the silence lasts—two hours, 
three hours. That line of gray waits, nerves 
on edge, for the word; that line of blue 
counts each watch-tick as a step nearer for 
the Fifth and Sixth Corps, pumping through 
the dust of a hot July morning. Four—five 
—six—seven hours, and still no attack. The 
Fifth Corps is arriving; the Sixth Corps 
is near. Meade thinks of taking the offen­
sive, while he wonders at the cause of Lee’s 
delay.

Answer again: Jackson is dead!
NOW FOR lee’s RIGHT ARM!

His right arm Lee called Jackson, and that 
tells all of the relation between the great 
tactician and the thunderbolt of initiative. 
Lee is gentle and suggestive in method; 
never arbitrary. A hint to Jackson and 
Jackson is off to the charge. Longstreet 
goes to Lee at dawn. He gets a hint of what 
is expected of him, immediately he is ready; 
but he is not off to the charge. Then Lee 
rides along his line, first to Hill and then 
to Ewell on his left. When they hear Long­
street’s guns Hill is to press the center and 
Ewell to assault Culp’s Hill. That is the 
simple plan: hold the Federal center and 
crush in both ends. Lee rides back to his 
own headquarters to find that Longstreet 
is still waiting for definite orders.

Now the Federal right formed on Cem­
etery and Culp’s Hills is in the shape of 
the bend of a fishhook. Looking south 
from Cemetery Hill it continues in a ridge of 
rising ground for two miles to a small, 
rocky, round hill—famous Little Round T op. 
Just beyond this is another hill two or three 
times the size of the first, heavily wooded- 
famous Big Round Top. They seem the 
natural point of tenure for the Federal left— 
the end of the straight shaft of the fishhook.

Sickles when he arrived with his Third 
Corps was told to form on the left. He goes 
on over the ridge; finds the ground bad for 
his dispositions, and advances in search of 
better ground until he is nearer the Confed­
erate ridge than the Federal; until he is 
the exposed wing of an army in an angle. 
His center is bent and badly placed in a 
peach orchard—famous Peach Orchard! 
Back of him is a wheat-field—famous Wheat-



DRAWN BY SIDNEY H. REISENBERG

It was in that hopeless last charge on the third day at the head of Pickett's men; steadily on and on 
front of the Union line he leaps. “ Give them the cold steel, boys! " he 
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the gray line has come; man after man has fallen; Armistead in command now; over the fence in 
shouts. One moment the Confederate flag floats high; the next it is down



field! Against him is the corps of Hill, a skil­
ful tactician—a corps double the strength 
of his own. Hill feels him out. and finds 
he can be caught on two sides of the angle. 
A long line of Confederate guns are swung 
into position to sweep the peach orchard 
and the breadth of the angle’s head. As 
happened in the first day’s battle, the Con­
federates, though their army is smaller 
than the Federal as a whole, are able to 
concentrate at a critical point with more 
killing power.

HELP FOR THE SLAUGHTER ORCHARD!

Meade sees that Sickles is in a bad sit­
uation and orders him to fall.back. But it 
is too late to undertake the manoeuver. 
Sickles is already engaged. He must fight. 
That overwhelming force of Confederate 
artillery breaks forth in the roar of a single 
voice in support of Hill’s sudden, coordin­
ated, whirlwind infantry attack.

Sickles is fighting alone, isolated for the 
moment. From Cemetery Ridge a pano­
rama of swift and horrible revelation of 
tactical disadvantage is as clear as black lines 
on white paper. Disengaged, the Federals 
in the trenches of the main line can only 
look on breathlessly, while their officers 
curse somebody’s generalship.

The peach orchard becomes a slaughter 
orchard. Sickles’s guns, utterly outnum­
bered, battery horses killed, strive against 
uneven odds in a furnace of fire. Tongues 
of lightning from bursting shells spatter the 
dead and mangled about like warm butter 
struck with a knife-blade. The rolls of 
smoke from the Confederate infantry are 
pressing in both sides of the angle. At 
points where the smoke drifts away the 
Confederate battleflags flutter triumphantly 
and a tumult of bayonets, hungry for human 
flesh, flash in the blazing sunlight. Again, 
from under the smoke emerge sagging, dis­
jointed lines; lines broken into bunches 
and scattered, running figures, and battle 
flags drooping and trailing. Those who do 
not drop before they find the cover of a stone 
fence pause to show the teeth and fiery 
tongues of hell once more in desperate re­
sistance to the oncoming grays, flushed 
with success, who again dislodge them. 
Help for Sickles! Help for Sickles!

Hancock in charge of the center, while 
Meade remains at headquarters, may well 
thank heaven that this situation did not 
occur at dawn, before the Fifth and Sixth 

Corps were up, or he would have had no 
help to send. Down from the ridge go the 
reserves, their eyes red with the dust of 
their long march and red with the lust of 
battle. As a river’s current presses back 
on the ebb tide, they regain the wheat-field.

The Confederates surge back over it; 
other reserves help to retake it. Again it is 
lost. But it is no longer a wheat-field. It is 
a morgue. The straw is trampled flat with 
the rush of feet; it is drenched with red 
spots. The dead are so thick that you can 
walk across it on their bodies, which still 
play a part in giving cover to the living. 
That is all that the living have time to think 
about the dead. And the wounded? There 
is no rescuing them. They lie within the 
arena where the combatants surge back and 
forth.

Here is not the courage of Oriental 
fatalism—here in this Titanic roar of mur­
derous struggle—but the courage of men 
who, though they find life dear, are willing 
to give it for the causes in which they be­
lieve: soldiers of principle, of faith, of un­
remitting aggression on both sides.

FIGHTING TO THE DEATH

Help and more help for Sickles, a great 
bull of a man fighting to the death and 
directing his men until a bullet breaks his 
leg! Listen to that “rebel yell,” will you! 
Is there no end to the intrepidity of these 
Confederates? They have the bone in their 
teeth. They feel the game going their way. 
They have the winning spirit that comes from 
getting the other fellow on the jump in the 
first inning. With the Federals it is a case 
of hasty mending of breaks; of patching 
weak points before they break. Every sec­
tion sent in is instantly engaged. There is 
no time to strike coordinately with their 
full force. Is Meade’s army to be de­
voured piecemeal? More help for Sickles 
and for the men who have gone in to help 
him!

At last the Confederates have the wheat- 
field for keeps. At one point they are 
pressing close to the Federal ridge. Han­
cock riding back and forth, almost too 
handsome to be so real and so quick of 
mind, sees a gray wedge—a portion of 
Wright’s brigade—about to pierce the line. 
In front of it is the First Minnesota.

“Stop those people!” he shouts.
The Minnesotans spring from their trench 

and throw themselves in a catapult tackle



against that wedge of gray, which 
staggers under the impact. 
When their rush is spent all 
but eleven per cent, are 
down. A few must be 
left, you see, to help 
repel Pickett’s charge 
the next day. Never­
theless, the Confeder­
ates do pierce the line 
at another place. 
Their “yell” is 
heard on the other 
side of the ridge. 
They look down in 
triumph on Meade’s 
headquarters. But ' 
every Federal reserve 
in the neighborhood

FROM THE MESERVE

Gen. A. Doublet 
on whom fell tl 
command of th< 
retiring Union 
troops at the end 

of July first

is rushing 
ag ains t 
them. For­
ward, right 
or left, they

Gen. George C. 
Meade, chief in 
command at Get­
tysburg, which, he

face a wall of 
rifle blasts. They 
are engulfed. 
There is nothing 
to do but to go, 
for those who 
have not fallen.

And what of 
Longstreet, who 
has Lee’s right 
wing? If slow to 
take a hint, once 
he has taken it, 
his hosts are not 
wanting in in­
trepidity. The 
battalions of his 
extreme right work their way 
through a nest of rocks and 
gullies—the Devil’s Den—sur­
rounded by thick woods and 
emerge at the bases of the 
Round Tops, from which they 
receive no fire. The Round 
Tops will be theirs for ten 
minutes’ climbing. Long­
street thinks that he is turn­
ing the Federal left com­
pletely. His officers in ad­
vance already see in imag­
ination Confederate guns 
from Little Round Top en- FROM THE MESERVE COLLECTION

filading the Federal line. General George Sykes

More than defiance now in the 
Confederate yell! The note 

of victory! The promise of 
the independence of the 

beloved Southland and 
a return home to gar- 
landsand plenty! 
Yes, any group of 
disinterested war­
correspondents on 
Little Round Top 
would have taken 
all bets offered that 
Lee’s army would 
be in Baltimore in a 
week.

That is, they 
would until they see 
Warren, Meade’s

said, was “ no 
place to figbt a 

battle in." But 
be staid and won

chief engi­
neer, ap- 
pear on 
thecrest of 
Little

FROM THE MESERVE COLLECTION 

General Sedgwick, 
who commanded 
the Sixth Corps, 

which r e n - 
dered timely 
aid to Sickles 

over the 
fortunate

Round Top. War­
ren is young; Han­
cock is young. Most 
of the men who are 
doing things are 
young and have 
worked their way 
up in battle after 
battle. They have 
youth’s energy, and 
they have learned 
in a hard school 
not to be afraid of 
responsibility.

And Warren has 
come up Little 
Round Top to look 

field. What a 
chance of war, as 

you will see, that he did not 
come five minutes later. Both 
Little and Big Round Tops are 
occupied only by signalmen 

and small guards of riflemen. 
All the field of battle is before 
Warren’s eyes in the living 
reality of bold relief. He sees 
the smoky whirlpool in which 
Sickles is being overwhelmed. 

He sees the flash of the bayonets 
of a big force coming from Devil’s 
Den straight for Little Round
Top. The tactical situation flashes



vivid in his mind as if drawn with light­
ning strokes. There is only one way to 
help Sickles now; there is only one way to 
save the Federal army from having its left 
bent back until it is all in the same position 
as Sickles’s corps—and that is to save 
Little Round Top. He has no time to ask 
Meade’s consent; no time for anything 
but action.

He sprints down from the crest with the 
headlong haste of a man going for the fire 
alarm box when his house is burning. Not 
far away Barnes’s division of Sykes’s corps 
(the Fifth) is forming for a charge to relieve 
the pressure on Sickles’s left. Explanation, 
entreaty and command from Warren to 
Barnes in the same breath! No matter if 
Warren has no authority from Meade! No 
matter if Barnes has orders to go elsewhere! 
He understands the explanation in one 
flash; acts the next.

WHEN ARE THEY LICKED?

Vincent’s brigade left faces to charge up 
hill instead of down hill. His fastest run­
ners, close followed by their comrades, reach 
the goal just as the enemy’s skirmishers are 
arriving. No time for commands or drill 
formations or to lie down and fire! It is a 
case of bayonet plying against bayonet in 
that greatest moment, perhaps, in the his­
tory of America. All the might of the 
North for the Union, all the prayers and 
ambitions of the South for independence are 
singing in ring of steel on steel.

The Federals have sufficient strength to 
get the crest of a spur that juts out from 
the hill, but they do not get the whole crest. 
Not yet. Bullets spatter against the rocks 
and ricochet between the two halted lines 
which are within stone’s thro'w of each 
other. The Confederate line is reinforced 
as reserves sweep up from Devil’s Den.

Vincent is on the defensive. Help for 
Vincent! Can he hold what he has until 
it comes? Barnes answers his call by hur­
rying forward Hazlett’s battery and the 
One Hundred and Fortieth New York, under 
Colonel O’Rorke. A fresh regiment, this, 
which is to get its baptism of fire in a Niag­
ara. O’Rorke, lately graduated at the head 
of his class from West Point, has brains to 
keep his impetuous gallantry company. He 
rushes at the head of his recruits, and their 
charge turns the scale. They get actual 
possession of the crest. Regardless of 
danger, O’Rorke stands up as he directs 

their efforts. Those Confederate sharp­
shooters in the trees and on the high rocks 
of Devil’s Den are looking for just such 
targets. It is their business to kill Federal 
officers, just as it is the business of the 
Federal sharpshooters to kill Confederate 
officers.

And they turn their attention from pot­
ting the gunners who are laboring to get 
Hazlett’s battery in position in order to 
kill O’Rorke. His men are a little dismayed 
when they see him fall—and no wonder! 
Their ranks are being riddled. Vincent 
rallies them as the Confederates attempt 
another assault. This is repulsed before 
Vincent also is killed by the sharpshooters; 
and the sharpshooters mortally wound 
General Weed who is with the battery. 
Hazlett leans over to take Weed’s last mes­
sage and falls dead across his body.

But Vincent’s and O’Rorke’s men now are 
in fierce reaction from their first depres­
sion over the loss of their leaders. They 
are fighting for the memory of their lead­
ers. The advantage of position is with 
them, hugging the cover of rocks; for the 
enemy must climb, exposing himself at 
murderously close range. They have the 
confidence that comes with seeing the ribbon 
on the rope in hell’s tug of war drawing over 
to their side. The Confederates are falling 
back down the slope. It seems that they 
are beaten.

But, no! Following a line of least resis­
tance they press on between the two Round 
Tops in order to make another charge in 
flank. Will they never know when they are 
licked? Help! More help for Little Round 
Top! It comes in the form of a roaring 
charge by Chamberlain’s Second Maine 
in the gap between the two Round Tops. 
Those Maine men lose a third of their 
number, but they clear the valley and with 
the last of their cartridges—if the Confed­
erates only knew that!—drive the attack 
back to its lair in Devil’s Den.

Little Round Top is saved, but the Federal 
army is not saved if the Confederates get 
Culp’s Hill. With that in their hands they 
can bend the loop of the fishhook so far 
that Meade’s army must retreat or. be de­
stroyed. The Federals have had all day 
to entrench on this rocky, wooded height 
which, at the close of the first day’s fight, 
the Confederates might have had for a vig­
orous pursuit and a single charge.

Ewell delays. It is almost dark before



John Burns, the only native of Gettysburg to turn out to defend his home from the invader—and with 
the flint-lock he had used in the War of 1812. Reynolds, desperately holding the Confederates 

in check, suggests the woods as a safe place for Burns to fight in. “ I like the open better,” 
he retorts. And there he fights with the best of them, till he is wounded a third time!

he begins his assault. Into the woods, into 
the brush and among the boulders of the 
steep slopes his men charge. There is no 
keeping formation over such uneven ground. 
Open spaces are bullet-s-wept; protected 
spaces difficult of ascent. Saplings are 
cut in two by the hail of minie balls; trees 
bullet-peppered and lacerated by shell 

bursts. At close quarters gusts of canister 
mash and mangle any human flesh that gets 
in its way. A rush here, a rush there, 
from the cover of rocks and trees, slipping 
in the blood of their fallen comrades as they 
go, the Louisiana Tigers advance with the 
ferocity and cunning of the jungle beast from 
which they take their name. Hand to hand 



over the stone breastworks! Federal gun­
ners, surrounded, fight with handspikes, 
rammers, staves, and even stones!

Help now for Culp’s Hill! And Hancock 
is still on the watch. He can spare Carroll’s 
brigade. It has n^t far to go. That is the 
advantage of the interior line of a fishhook 
loop. It is a short way cross lots and the 
General is in intimate touch with the whole 
battle. On the contrary, when Lee, who 
has the exterior line, wants to send rein­
forcements to a critical point they must go 
the long way around. Just as O’Rorke’s 
regiment turns the scale at Little Round 
Top, Carroll’s brigade turns it at Culp’s 
Hill. The Louisiana Tigers who went into 
action with seventeen hundred and fifty 
men, when they give up the fight have one 
hundred and fifty remaining.

But Ewell’s forces have not fallen back 
at every point. Ewell has not failed alto­
gether. At twilight Johnson’s men gain 
a lodgment beyond Culp’s Hill which bends 
the barb of the hook dangerously near to 
Meade’s rear. There is hope yet for Lee; 
so much hope that Meade, it is said, even 
discusses the advisability of retreat, saying 
to his council of war, according to Double­
day, that “Gettysburg is no place to 
fight a battle.” However, Hancock and his 
other generals are resolute for staying.

Darkness envelops the groaning wounded 
and the voiceless dead and the blackening 
blood-clots in woods and fields. Lee has 
fifteen thousand men down; Meade about 
five thousand more.

WHAT IMMORTAL FOLLY !

With the breaking of light the Federal 
artillery concentrates on Johnson. As his 
guns are not up he cannot answer. His 
infantry charges. For four hours another 
drama of horror proceeds among rocks 
and trees; and slowly, stubbornly, Johnson 
has to yield, as reinforcements drawn from 
Meade’s interior line accumulate their 
force against him.

Lee has failed to turn either flank of the 
Federal army. Shall he go? Shall he go 
just as Pickett’s division of Longstreet’s 
corps, which has had no taste of battle, 
reaches the field? And just as Stuart’s 
cavalry arrives? Stuart is sent to strike at 
Meade’s rear, while with Pickett’s division, 
supported by Hill’s men who were in the 
thick of it yesterday, Lee will make one 
more effort to pierce the Federal center.

What immortal folly, this charge which 
they are about to undertake! The folly of 
a man trying to walk the third rail!

Yet, suppose Lee had not sent in these 
fresh, high-spirited troops; suppose that 
he had marched them away in retreat! 
His critics would be saying: “If Lee had 
only given Pickett a chance he might have 
changed the result of the war!” Pickett 
is impatient, lusty for battle; and Lee is 
very sad at heart.

Until i p. m. everything is quiet along the 
main line from Little Round Top to Cem­
etery Hill. Then a hundred and fifteen 
Confederate guns suddenly loose their hell 
in concert to prepare the way for Pickett. 
Out of a vast iridescent cloud of smoke 
go the murderous shells into a narrow space 
in the Federal center. The Federals rush 
eighty guns into position to answer this 
fire. A merciless artillery duel keeps up an 
unceasing roar.- As Federal caisson after 
caisson explodes, the “rebel yell” breaks 
forth in exultation along the whole Confed­
erate line. The Federal batteries cease 
firing. Lee hopes that they are silenced 
or out of ammunition. Pickett goes to 
Longstreet for the order to charge. Long­
street turns his face aside. He cannot speak 
the word.

“I shall go forward, sir!” says Pickett, 
and rides gaily away to his command.

But the Federal batteries are not silenced. 
They are preparing for the second act. 
Hunt, the Federal chief of artillery, sees 
through the woods the telltale flash of 
bayonets. He knows what is coming. It 
is he who stops the firing. Hot guns are 
given time to cool; fresh batteries gallop in­
to position to take the place of those out 
of commission for want of gunners. Am­
munition is brought up and round shot, 
shell, and canister arranged for prompt use.

Out of the woods breaks the head of that 
splendid column that must cross more 
than a mile of open fields naked to the 
enemy’s concentrated gunfire before its 
rifles can fire a shot in answer. Here is no 
intoxicated rush of horses and men head­
long to a speedy result without time to 
think! Here is the dough-boy infantry 
marching deliberately into the jaws of 
death! It is too magnificent to be real. 
It seems like a march past a grand review.

Sweet to the ears of Pickett’s men is the 
scream of their own shells over their heads 
against the batteries playing on them and 



against the Federal trenches. Round shot 
ricochetting over the ground like hot liners 
from the bat take off a head, tear through 
an abdomen, or cut off a leg. The Virgin­
ians laugh at them!

But now they are getting close to the 
jaws. Shells come from Little Round Top 
into their flank; they bend away from it 
to get shells in the other flank. Then vol­
leys of rifle fire come ripping into their 
ranks. Volleys from the front and from the 
flank! And canister takes the place of 
shells! It cuts swaths as clean as a mower.

THE FLAG GOES DOWN !

But don’t think that the Federals are 
having it all their own way. Infantry and 
artillery there in front of Armistead’s bri­
gade, which is at the head of the charge, are 
hanging on a precipice edge with their 
teeth, as it were, and striking their last 
desperate blows against these yelling, plung­
ing, maddened gray figures that come on in 
a bunch. Cushing’s Federal battery has 
only one gun remaining. He is struck in 
the abdomen with a shell fragment. He 
holds his intestines in with one hand while he 
runs the gun forward with the other hand.

“I will give them one last shot!” he cries 
and drops dead with the discharge.

Armistead leaps the fence in front of the 
Federal trench, followed by a hundred men.

“Give them the cold steel, boys!” he 
shouts, as he lays his hand on the gun of 
a captured battery.

Over his head there, at the “high-water 
mark of the rebellion,” so called, floats the 
Confederate flag. Through the struggling 
Federal line which he has driven back 
come two regiments of reserves at the 
charge. Armistead drops, pierced by half 
a dozen bullets. Forty-seven of his men 
are shot down almost with the summariness 
of an execution. From both flanks now, 
seeing the day is won, the Federals press in 
with the ardor of victory. And the whole 
column faces about. It goes the way it 
came, under fire, across the open fields. 
Hill’s men, with grim, skilful interference, 
cover the retreat.

Meanwhile, Stuart’s cavalry, aiming to 
cut Meade’s communications, has been re­
pulsed by Gregg’s and Kilpatrick’s troopers 
in a picturesque and savage shock and 
counter shock of sabers and horses in the 
rear of the Federal army. There is no good 
news for Lee from any quarter. His great 

heart is broken. But his head is up as he 
calmly looks the inevitable in the face. 
Anyone can be fine in victory; but he gives 
the world a lesson of fineness in defeat.

“ My fault, men! It’s all right, men! ” he 
calls, as he rides up and* down among the 
staggering, winded remnants of his fellow- 
Virginians.

Where yesterday he was hoping for vic­
tory, now his only thought is to save his 
army. His glances are alert for the flash of 
swarming bayonets on the heels of the Vir­
ginians and his ears alert for the “Hurrah! ” 
of a counter charge. Victorious, in order of 
battle, the blue masses on the Federal ridge 
look down on the rout. But they wait!

Every moment of delay is as precious to 
Lee as it was to the beaten Federals who 
paused in their rout of the first day on the 
crests of Cemetery and Culp’s Hills. Then 
there was no pursuit because Jackson, Lee’s 
right arm, was dead. Now there is no pur­
suit because Hancock, Meade’s right arm, 
lies wounded in an ambulance. The note 
he writes advising an attack is not heeded.

What if Jackson had been alive at Gettys­
burg? What if Hancock, in the fulness of 
aggressive mind and spirit, had been astride 
his horse riding along the line with orders to 
attack at the same moment that Lee was 
reforming his men? These are questions 
that can never be answered. Why consider 
them now? The point is that Gettysburg 
is supreme in our hearts as the battle of the 
hosts of a democratic people; as a private 
soldiers’ battle.

This Lincoln understood; this he felt as 
no other man could feel. He told the whole 
story when he said in his battlefield speech:

“The world will little note nor long re­
member what we say here, but it can never 
forget what they did here.”

Yes, why write? Why talk? “What they 
did” is the thing. To-day that thought 
applies equally to Federal and Confederate.

“With malice toward none and charity for 
all!” Lincoln also said, in the heat of strife, 
out of his big soul. To-day it is love for all. 
The spirit of a reunited country looks on at 
the Gettysburg reunion with no partisan­
ship except that of affection. We do not 
ask whether a white-haired veteran fought 
under the blue or the gray. We claim the 
kinship of his young manhood in action 
fifty years ago. Those who lost then share 
a conquest of hearts now. Our pride as 
Americans is in how these Americans fought.
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What Happened in 
Buffalo

By Scammon Lockwood
Illustrated by Anton Otto Fischer

“Fancy a story about Chicago or Buffalo, let us say, or Nashville, 
Tennessee! There are just three big cities in the United 
States that are ‘story cities’—New York of course, New 
Orleans, and, best of the lot, San Francisco.”—Frank Norris

Editor’s Note.—That past-master of the 
short story, O. Henry, once quoted the above 
paragraph from Frank Norris; and then, as 
if in rebuke to the dead novelist''s contention, 
wrote a wonderful story entitled “A Munici­
pal Report.” Challenged to conceive a 
tale about Nashville or Chicago or Buffalo, 
he chose Nashville, told his story, and con­
cluded it with the sentence “I wonder what's 
doing in Buffalo?”

It is in answer to the query implied in this ■ 
remark that the author has penned the story 
“What Happened in Buffalo.” Mr. Lock-

A T her dock, east from the foot of 
Main Street, lay the steel pas- 

f \ senger steamship Genessce. 
/ \ Though itwaspastmidnight, and

X Jk her sailing hour was eleven, she 
was motionless. About her was none of 
the active bustle that marks the ship soon 
to depart.

Around her gang-plank loafers lounged, 
and the purser’s wary eye watched not for 
the coming or going of passengers.

From her funnels, into the humid August 
air, only a thin spiral of ghostly smoke rose 
lazily, and this came solely from the for­
ward fires. The aft battery of boilers was 
out of commission. One of its units had 
sprung a stay-bolt during the trip just com­
pleted, and therein lay the reason for the 
vessel’s idleness. Until this damage was 
repaired, she could not again venture forth 
with her huge load of eager excursionists.

Down in the aft boiler-room two men, 
and only two, worked unremittingly, hur­
rying to finish the necessary repairs. The 

wood, whom the Editor begs to present as one 
of the notable young writers which Hearst's 
Magazine seeks ever to discover for its readers, 
makes this interesting comment upon his 
own endeavor:

“Were the great story-teller yet alive, I 
would not rush in to answer his query. 
Rather I should wait patiently, con­
fident that the answer would one day 
come from his own magic pen. But he 
is dead and has left no fit successor to 
tell the Buffalo story. So why not I as 
well as anyone?”

heat was so terrific that under it a half 
dozen good workers had wilted, and been 
carried up to the deck. But even up there 
it was bad enough. Passengers had post­
poned bed-time again and again, hoping 
that the vessel would soon get under way, 
and insure them a cool lake breeze through 
their now stifling staterooms.

But the heat outside, or even in the 
cabins, was like an arctic night compared 
to the temperature down in that aft boiler- 
room where the two men labored to repair 
the damage, and—but this they did not 
know—to work out their mutual destiny. 
Hot enough always, despite the cooling 
draft from ventilators, set in the eye of the 
wind, it was now with no breath of fresh 
air, almost more than any man could stand 
for longer than a few moments.

Gibbons, the chief engineer, had endured 
it only long enough to issue his orders. 
Then he had come up, gasping, to wait until 
the job was done. He wasn’t really needed 
anyhow. Uskub, one of the two men, who 



were doing the work, knew exactly what 
was necessary.

All was ready for an instant start. 
Hours before, when the trouble was first 
discovered, the fire under the damaged 
boiler had been drawn. Then, on a bed of 
oil soaked waste and excelsior, was laid a 
thick stratum of bone dry kindling, also 
well doused with oil, and over this the coal. 
Thus, when the broken stay was replaced, 
and the man-hole bolted in, only two turns 
of the water valve, and the scratch of a 
match would be necessary.

So in the heat and closeness of that aft 
boiler-room, these two men worked, paying 
no heed to the stewing air, appearing not to 
know that the temperature was anything 
unusual.

But the oblivion of each to this physical 
discomfort had far different reasons. Us- 
kub, the boss, was a Turk. In the country 
near Demotika, on the Tundja River, he 
had been born. Before he was fifteen he 
had run away from the squalid hut of his 
parents, drifted down to the Aegean sea, 
and gotten work as stoker on a tramp 
steamer that plied those mythological 
waters. By the time he was twenty, de­
spite hard work, poor food, and much 
ill-treatment, he was a big, handsome brute 
of a fellow, and his bold looks and ways 
won him a place on the Sultan’s guard, in 
the grounds of the palace by the Bosporus.

Then he saw active service. He fought 
the Greeks between Trikhala and Larissa, 
and slaughtered Christian babes and moth­
ers in Armenia. But the restraint of 
even the Turkish army galled him. He 
did not have time for women, and in woman, 
next to money, was life’s chief charm. He 
deserted, and went back to the boiler-rooms 
of the tramp steamers. During the cruises 
he worked hard, often taking the double 
shift that few men could stand. While the 
ship was in port he wallowed in some sail­
ors’ resort until his money was gone.

Thus he had roamed the seven seas, 
turning to the work that he could get; stok­
ing in battleships through Suez and the Red 
Sea, and over tropic oceans; taking his trick 
at the wheel of a south Mediterranean lug­
ger ; doing anything that brought money and 
short periods of time on shore, for rest and 
riot.

He drifted down to the Arabian Sea, around 
Ceylon into the Bay of Bengal, and through 
Malacca Strait, up into the China Sea.

One night, in a cheap sailors’ brothel on 
the Hong Kong water-front, he stabbed and 
killed a French seaman. What more nat­
ural than that an English man o’ war should 
receive him, quite without any saluting 
cannon, of course, and put him to work in 
the stoke-hold? Stokers were scarce in the 
Orient that season. So why spoil a good one 
by hanging him, when he had done no more 
than “croak a Frenchy?” Thus reasoned 
the English commander. And who, safely 
on the Dover side of the Choppy Channel, 
shall say otherwise?

The battleship, in course of time, brought 
Uskub to England, and the chances of his 
roving life, after tossing him back'and forth 
across the North Sea, finally dropped him 
into the hot stoke-hold of a Hamburg- 
American liner, bound for New York.

From New York he drifted westward, 
his old fancy for the sea keeping him always 
near the great lakes, until he reached 
Buffalo and got a job on the excursion 
steamer Genessee. There he somehow 
stuck. He was a handy man around a 
boiler-room, and the captain of the Genessee 
paid him bigger wages than he had ever 
earned before.

And of that other thing, the only other 
thing that was as dear as money to Uskub, 
Buffalo seemed to have abundance. There 
were many fine and free and easy women 
in Buffalo; French Canadian girls from On­
tario and Quebec; brown-eyed Italian girls, 
and blue-eyed Scandinavians; American 
girls from the farms and factories and 
offices. They walked bold and unveiled 
on the street, and talked with a man as an­
other man would. It was almost the 
Prophet’s Paradise. And then there was 
Martha, the flaxen-haired—but, of course, 
that’s the story.

In Buffalo he stayed. He made himself 
more and more valuable to the owners of 
the Genessee, for he was a clever beast, was 
this queer, cosmopolitan Turk. He was 
proving his cleverness and his value now, 
down in that aft boiler-room.

So it is plain why the heat in the boiler- 
room, that humid August night, bothered 
one of the two workers not at all. He was 
used to much worse, and he was strong; 
oh, very strong indeed, was Uskub, the Turk. 
Heat? Ha! He laughed at it. That hell 
fire could not burn him, had been his boast.

The other man was mild, honest, slow 
moving, slow thinking Otto Mueller; like



Brutally, insultingly, Uskub thrust his chin forward until his dark, cruel eyes were within an inch of her 
pale face. “So you won't go quick when I tell you, eh? You—!" He 

struck her a swift blow across the face

to Uskub, the Turk, only in the fact of his 
having been born on the same planet. No 
roving life had been his. Frankfort-on-the- 
Main was his natal place. There he had 
grown, and would have died—only there 
also was Martha, the flaxen-haired. Before 
he was well into his twenties, he met and 
fell in love with Martha; blue-eyed, blond, 
and laughing Martha. Still, that was 
nothing extraordinary. Most men who 
met Martha, in those days, fell in love with 
her. But Otto was the fortunate—well 
not fortunate, perhaps—but still the chosen 
one. Martha loved him. They wanted 
to marry, but both were very poor, and 
there seemed no chance that better times 
would ever come. Only one hope offered. 
Beyond the Atlantic was the great United 
States, land of plenty and quick riches. 
Had not an uncle of Otto’s gone there while 
Otto was a boy in his teens, and was he not 
now earning four times what he had ever 
earned in the Fatherland? Might not Otto 
do likewise? At least he could make enough 
to send for Martha, and then they would 
marry. So, spurred by the double dart of 
love and poverty, Otto saved steerage fare 
to the promised land, and one day em­
barked.

He came straight from Castle Garden to 

a Lackawanna train, and stepped from it at 
Buffalo into the arms of his uncle, who had 
received many family apprisals of Otto’s 
coming. A job was Otto’s the next day, a 
job at twice the wages he had ever dreamed 
of earning, a job as helper in a boiler factory, 
the one that made the boilers for the steam­
ship Genessee.

For two years Otto scrimped and saved, 
that he might send for Martha, the flaxen­
haired, and make her his wife. It was two 
years of the finest faith and constancy that 
man can show. Then, true to his promise, 
he sent for her, and she, true to hers, came 
by the next boat, a Hamburg-American 
liner.

In mid-Atlantic Martha, the flaxen­
haired, and Uskub, the Turk, met. I was 
about to say “it happened” that she took 
the same boat in which he was drifting west­
ward. But it didn’t happen. These things 
are ordained. Somewhere in the composi­
tion of the universe there is the reason for 
them. To-day we do not see it. To-mor­
row it will be plain, as the reason for the 
needle pointing always to the pole.

There were no introductions. Martha 
was taking the air in the little restricted 
space allowed to steerage passengers, when 
suddenly up the ladder came Uskub, as the 



stokers often did, to get a cool breath and 
let the sea breeze play on their grimed and 
dripping faces, their hairy arms and chests. 
Up the ladder came Uskub, as he had often 
done when his turn at the shovel was over. 
He saw Martha, the flaxen-haired and blue­
eyed: saw her with his great, bold black 
eyes, and the pinks and whites and blue 
and yellow tints of her burned into him 
hotter than red fires. And his eyes 
burned into her. For a moment they 
gazed and drank each other in. Neither 
spoke. Then, coming to herself, Martha 
averted her gaze, momentarily charmed, and 
walked away. Uskub dived once more 
into the stoke-hold, and prayed to the 
Prophet for such a woman.

When Martha arrived in Buffalo, Otto 
was on hand to meet her. That same even­
ing he married her, and took her to the 
little four-roomed home that he had pre­
pared.

Though he received dollars where for­
merly he had earned marks, he paid in 
dollars also. Still they got along. They 
were married, they loved each other, and 
they were happy. Wise men have ob­
served, and Otto proved that when the great 
things are right, the lesser ones seem to 
follow suit.

Then Uskub came. He had been nearly 
a year drifting from New York to Buffalo, 
but drift there he did, wafted perhaps by 
the Prophet’s prayers. Who knows? How 
it happened that he came cannot be ex­
plained, any more than it can be explained 
how a rose grows, or a planet comes into 
being. We could tell of all the circum­
stances which led to his coming, but the 
why of it is ever beyond. It is enough to 
say that, when Otto and Martha had been 
happily married for a year, Uskub came to 
Buffalo. It was ordained perhaps, that 
these three should work out their destinies 
in Buffalo. And so to Buffalo came Uskub, 
the Turk, to meet Otto, the Teuton, and 
Martha, the flaxen-haired.

Otto was then at work, helping to install 
a new boiler in the steamship Genessee. 
Uskub wanted a lodging. Otto had a spare 
room that he would gladly let. The bar­
gain was struck, and the seals of fate were 
set upon it. That night Uskub went with 
Otto to his home. When he saw Martha 
he thanked the Prophet who had answered 
his prayers, and delivered into his hands the 
woman he most desired.

It was weeks before slow-witted Otto 
even suspected that anything was wrong; 
months before it was so plainly proved that 
he could no longer doubt, though doubting 
now was his only happiness. Martha and 
Uskub left his home, and went to live else­
where. Then there was in his heart blank 
despair, and a heavy, smouldering anger 
that showed no surface signs: despair be­
cause he still loved Martha, the flaxeli- 
haired—oh, more than ever—anger at 
Uskub for the wrong that he had done him.

He planned no revenge. What would he 
gain with Martha by revenge upon the man 
about whom she was so wild? No; he 
would wait. Some day Uskub would tire 
of Martha—his dull wits told him that 
much—and then he would take her back 
and forgive her. That was all he wanted.

But to-night in the aft boiler-room the 
smouldering fires in his soul were breaking 
out. That was why he did not notice the 
heat. The heat within made it seem as 
nothing. And then was it not ordained 
that Turk and Teuton were to work out 
their mutual destiny that night?

That he should be sent to work under 
Uskub was bad. That was oh! very bad. 
But what he had only that day heard, was 
worse. Uskub was ill-treating Martha. 
For weeks he had not been near her, and 
when he had last seen her, it was rumored 
he had struck her. Beware, Uskub! Vol­
canic fires long suppressed have fearful 
force. Nothing that burns can be confined 
forever. You, who know so much about 
boilers, should understand that truth. ■

Yet Uskub had not the faintest fear of 
Otto; he despised him for a white-blooded 
dog of a Christian, and gave him no second 
thought.

Together they had loosened the bolts 
that held the man-hole of the boiler. Otto 
had lifted it out. Uskub lighted a stump 
of grimy candle and crawled into the boiler, 
and now was replacing the damaged stay. 
Suddenly there was a cry up in the engine­
room, and a scuffle at the head of the ladder 
that led down to where the two were working.

“You can’t go down there,” said Gib­
bons, the chief engineer.

“I will! I will!” wailed Martha. “Us­
kub! He is there. I must see him! ”

“Wait until he gets through this job,” 
said Gibbons.

“No, no! All day I look for him. Now 
I must see him quick,” she cried.
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“I know just where Uskub is,” said Otto. “Soon you would hear his voice.” He went to Martha who still lay 
sobbing, and touched her on the shoulder. “Come, little Martha, you couldn't stay here no 

longer.” He helped her to stand, and together they went ashore
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“Well, you can’t!” said 
Gibbons.

But with the maniacal 
strength of a much 
roused woman, she 
tore away from the 
engineer, clambered 
down the ladder.
As she reached the 

bottom, she saw’ Otto. 
Face to face they were, 

for the first time since she 
had left him. Yet only for 

an instant did she hesitate. 
Then she cried again, “Uskub!

Where is he? ” So far as that, past 
shame, had passion pulled Martha, 
the flaxen-haired.

Otto did not answer. Stolid he 
stood, as if nothing of more mo­

ment than repairing a boiler was occupying 
his thoughts. But, oh how peaceful smiles 
the mountainside before the snap of a twig 
or the loosening of a pebble precipitates the 
avalanche; how dull and harmless looks the 
iron bomb before the fuse burns to its socket! 

Once more Martha cried out Uskub’s 
name. Then, in the boiler where he was 
working, there was a clatter, as of a tool 
dropped, and the next instant his head was 
poked out of the man-hole, and showed in 
gray silhouette against the candle light be­
hind him.

“What you want?” he gruffly asked. 
“Uskub, come home!” she cried.
“Out,” he shouted. “Out of here quick 

you go! ” and he pointed to the ladder.
She gave no heed to his command, but 

continued wailing and beseeching him to 
come home.

Once more he told her to go. Once more 
she answered only with cries and suppli­
cations.

Then quickly he climbed out through the 
man-hole of the boiler, and came to her. 
Brutally, insultingly he thrust his chin for­
ward until his dark, cruel eyes were with­
in an inch of her pale face. She tried the 
year-old and now useless coquetry of a wan 
smile. It served only to anger him the 
more.

“ So you won’t go quick when I tell you, 
eh? You----- ! I show you!” Then he
struck her a swift blow across the face.

In Otto’s brain there was a sudden cat­
aclysm. To the outward eye no change 
appeared. It was a very little thing, but 

a very momentous thing, like the rupture of 
the eye’s retina that tells of death, like the 
snapping twig, or clattering pebble that pre­
cipitates the avalanche. It could not have 
been much, for he stood there stolid as 
before.

Again Uskub struck Martha, the flaxen­
haired. This time she fell to the floor, and 
lay there groveling and sobbing. With 
a sudden acceleration of his mad fury, he 
kicked her again and again.

Then he turned, sneered at Otto, and 
climbed back through the open man-hole 
into the boiler. A few more turns at the 
bolt which his wrench now nipped, and he 
would have done with the job. He hated 
to be interrupted at his work.

He called to Otto to turn the water into 
the boiler. He would be finished and out 
before it was a foot high, and so much time 
would be gained. He W’orked in the far 
end of the boiler with his back to the man­
hole, and he was much absorbed in the 
hurry of his work. Hadn’t the captain, 
Andrews, promised him an extra twenty 
if he finished within an hour?

Out in the boiler-room, Martha lay with 
her face to the floor, only an occasional 
convulsive sob showing that she was con­
scious. Her eyes were closed in the misery 
that seeks to shut out the whole universe. 
She did not even know that Uskub had 
crawled back into the boiler. She could 
not see what Otto was doing. Well that 
she could not!

A few moments later Gibbons, the en­
gineer, came clambering down the ladder 
into the still stifling boiler-room. The 
fire was lighted, the man-hole cover in 
place, and Otto was just screwing tight the 
last bolt. Martha lay as before.

“Where’s Uskub?” asked Gibbons.
“Went up,” answered Otto.
“Well, it’s damn funny I didn’t see him,” 

replied Gibbons. “I haven’t been ten 
feet from the head of the ladder.”

Otto shrugged his shoulders but made no 
answer. Very coolly he gave the bolt a 
final twist, dropped his wrench, and seized 
a coal scoop. Vigorously he went to work, 
piling fresh coal on the now furious flames 
beneath the boiler.
■ “Here, get out of this,” said Gibbons. 
“Your work’s done.”

“Eh?” said Otto. “My work done? 
Oh, sure; pretty near all done.”

There was a peculiar, set grin in his face



as he spoke, but Gibbons was so busy that 
he didn’t notice it, but only asked, “Any 
steam?”

Otto dropped his shovel and pointed to 
where, beneath a tiny incandescent lamp 
the face of the gauge stood out in the gloom 
of the boiler room like the moon at mid­
night. As he pointed, the needle trembled 
and marked five pounds.

“ See,” said Otto.' “ So soon, five pounds; 
that fire hotter like hell.” Again he 
grinned.

“Well, go on up,” replied Gibbons, 
“ and tell some of the loafers to come down 
and get busy. Oh, and find Uskub. I 
want to ask him how that boiler looked in­
side.”

“ Find Uskub? Oh, 
Otto. “I know just 
he is; soon you woul d 
hear his voice.”

He went to Mar­
tha who still lay, 
sobbing, and touched her on 
the shoulder.

“Come, little Martha; you couldn’t 
stay here no longer.”

He helped her to stand, and then helped 
her up the ladder. Together they went 
ashore.

“Sit here only a minute, I would be 
right back,” he said, indicating a pile of 
rope.

She mutely obeyed him. There was a 
note of command in his voice which she 
had never heard before; no wonder she 
obeyed him without question.

Otto returned to the vessel and sought 
the captain. He found him on the bridge, 
issuing orders to cast off, savagely eager to 
make up lost time.

“Uskub tell me get twenty dollars extra 
you promised him to fix the boiler quick,” 
he said.

The captain knew Otto and trusted him. 
He gave him the money without a word. 
Otto returned to the boiler-room.

“Uskub gone; wouldn’t be back,” he 
said to Gibbons.

“All right; do you want to work this 
trip? We’re short a man.”

Otto looked at the quivering needle of the 
steam gauge which was slowly climbing in 
the light of the tiny incandescent lamp.

“Work this trip?” he repeated. “Oh, 
yes, I would like to.”

“Well, get busy.”

“No, I would like to, only I should stay 
ashore.”

“Then, get to hell out of here!” roared 
Gibbons.

Otto turned and went up the ladder. 
They were just hauling in the gang-plank. 
He jumped ashore and returned to Martha.

“Come,” he said. “We are going a long 
way away.”

She rose and clutched his arm.
“ What you do to Uskub? ” was her ques­

tion. She had been piecing together the 
things she could remember 

since Uskub had felled 
her to the floor of the 
boiler-room.

The steamship G’en- 
essee was swinging out 

from the dock into mid­
stream. Suddenly the 
midnight was pierced 
by an ear-splitting blast 
from her whistle. Otto 
started.

“You hear that!” he 
exclaimed. “ That is Us­
kub, the voice of Uskub 
who cries because he 
suffers in hell.”

Again the whistle 
roared, blast after 
blast. In the dim 
obscurity of the dock 
Otto and Martha 
stood and watched 
the great vessel, 
ablaze with its le­
gion of lights, turn 
and move majesti­
cally down the arch 
of darkness. When 
it was out of sight 
and the shriek of 
its whistle was 
only an echo in 
their ears, Otto 

grasped Martha by the arm, which made 
no motion, not a quiver of protest.

“Come, little Martha. We must quick 
pack up and go away,” said he, and the 
subtle echo of Teuton gutterals mingled 
wistfully with the words on his lips.

Without a word she followed him, sub­
missively.

I wonder if by any chance there is any­
thing happening in, say, Chicago, Illinois.

The next instant his head 
was poked out of the 
manhole, and showed in 
gray silhouette against 
the candle light behind 
him. " What do you 
want ?" he gruffly asked. 
"Uskub. come home!" 

she cried
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HATEVER Eldon Parr 
might have felt as he left 
Hodder to go to the 
death-bed of his son who 
had so bitterly disap­

pointed him, or whether his body had now be­
come a mere machine mechanically carrying 
out a lifelong habit of action, the impression 
was one of the tremendousness of the man’s 
consistency. A great effort was demanded 
to summon up the now almost unimaginable 
experience of his confidence; of the even­
ing when, almost on that very spot, he had 
revealed to Hodder the one weakness of his 
life. And yet the effort was not to be, 
presently, without startling results. Dur­
ing his way back to Mr. Bentley’s, in the 
darkness of the street the picture suddenly 
grew distinct on the screen of the rector’s 
mind, the face of the banker subtly drawn 
with pain as he had looked down on it in 
compassion; the voice with its undercurrent 
of agony:

“He never knew how much I cared—that 
what I was doing was all for him, building 
for him, that he might carry on my work.”

So swift was the trolley that ten minutes 
had elapsed, after Hodder’s arrival, before 
the purr of an engine and the shriek of a 
brake broke the stillness of upper Dalton 
Street and announced the stopping of 
a heavy motor before the door. The rector 
had found Mr. Bentley in the library, alone, 
seated with bent head in front of the fire, 

and had simply announced the intention of 
Eldon Parr to come.

“I have prepared her for Mr. Parr’s 
coming,” Mr. Bentley had replied.

And yet he had left her there!
Hodder recalled the words Mr. Bentley 

had spoken: “It is her place.”
Her place, the fallen woman’s, the place 

she had. earned by a great love and a great 
renunciation, of which no earthly power 
might henceforth deprive her. ...

Then came the motor, the ring at the 
door, the entrance of Eldon Parr into the 
library. He paused, a perceptible moment, 
on the threshold as his look fell upon the 
man whom he had deprived of home and 
fortune—yes, and of the one woman in the 
world for them both. Mr. Bentley had 
risen, and stood facing-him. That shining, 
compassionate gaze, should have been in­
deed a difficult one to meet. Vengeance 
was the Lord’s, in truth! What ordeal that 
Horace Bentley in anger and retribution 
might hav.e devised could have equaled this!

And yet Eldon Parr did meet it—with an 
effort. Hodder detected the effort, though 
it were barely discernible.

For a brief instant the banker’s eyes en­
countered Mr. Bentley’s look with a flash 
of the old defiance, and fell, and swept the 
room.

“Will you come this way, Mr. Parr?” 
Mr. Bentley said, indicating the door of the 
bed-room.



Alison followed. Her eyes, wet with un­
heeded tears, had never left Mr. Bentley’s 
face. She put out her hand to him. . . .

Eldon Parr had halted abruptly. He 
knew from Alison the circumstances in 
which his son had died, and how he had 
been brought hither to this house, but the 
sight of the woman beside the bed fanned 
into flame his fury against a world which 
had cheated him by such ignominious means 
of his dearest wish. He grew white with 
sudden passion.

“What is she doing here?” he demanded.
Kate Marcy, who had not seemed to hear 

his entrance, raised up to him a face from 
which all fear had fled, a face which, by its 
suggestive power, compelled him to realize 
the absolute despair clutching now at his 
own soul, and against which he was fighting 
wildly, hopelessly. It was lying in wait for 
him, with hideous patience, in the coming 
watches of the night. Perhaps he read in 
the face of this woman whom he had con­
demned to suffer all degradation, and over 
whom he was now powerless, something 
which would ultimately save her from the 
hell now yawning for him: a redeeming 
element in her grief of which she herself 
were not as yet conscious, a light shining 
in the darkness of her soul which in eternity 
would become luminous. And he saw no 
light—for him. He thrashed in darkness. 
. . . He had nothing, now, to give, no 
power longer to deprive. She had given 
all she possessed, the memorial of her kind 
which would outlast monuments.

It was Alison who crossed the room 
swiftly. She laid her hand protectingly on 
Kate Marcy’s shoulder, and stooped, and 
kissed her. She turned to her father.

“ It is her right,” she said. “ He belonged 
to her—not to us. ' And we must take her 
home with us.”

“No,” answered Kate Marcy, “I don’t 
want to go. I wouldn’t live,” she added, 
with unexpected intensity, “with him."

“You would live with me,” said Alison.
“I don’t want to live!” Kate Marcy 

got up from the chair with an energy they 
had not thought her to possess, a revival 
of the spirit which had upheld her when she 
had contended, singly, with a remorseless 
world. She addressed herself to Eldon 
Parr. “You took him from me, and I was 
a fool to let you. He might have saved me 
and saved himself. I listened to you when 
you told me lies as to how it would ruin 

him. . . . Well, I had him—you never did.”
The sudden intolerable sense of wrong 

done to her love, the swift anger which 
followed it, the justness of her claim of him 
who now lay in the dignity of death clothed 
her—who in life had been crushed and 
blotted out—-with a dignity not to be gain­
said. In this moment of final self-assertion 
she became the dominating person in the 
room, knew for once the birthright of human 
worth.

They wTatched her in silence as she turned 
and gave one last, lingering look at the 
features of the dead, stretched out her hand 
toward them, but did not touch them . . . 
and then went slowly toward the door. 
Beside Alison she stopped.

“You are his sister?” she said.
“Yes.”
She searched Alison’s face, wistfully.
“I could have loved you.”
“And can you not—still?”
Kate Marcy did not answer the question.
“It is because you understand,” she said. 

“You’re like those I’ve come to know— 
here. And you’re like him. ... I don’t 
mean in looks. He was good—and square.” 
She spoke the words a little defiantly, as 
though defying the verdict of the world. 
“And he wouldn’t have been wild if he 
could have got going straight.”

“I know,” said Alison, in a low voice.
“Yes,” said Kate Marcy, “you look as if 

you did. He thought a lot of you, he said 
he was only beginning to find out what you 
was. I didn’t intend to tell you what I’m 
going to now, but I’d like you to think as 
well of me as you can.”

“I could not think better,” Alison replied.
Kate Marcy shook her head.
“I got about as low as any woman ever 

got,” she said. “Mr. Hodder will tell you. 
I want you to know that I wouldn’t marry— 
your brother,” she hesitated over the name. 
“He wanted me to—he was mad with me 
to-night because I wouldn’t—when this 
happened.”

She snatched her hand free from Alison’s, 
and fled out of the room, into the hall­
way. . . .

Eldon Parr had moved toward the bed, 
seemingly unaware of the words they had 
spoken. Perhaps, as he gazed upon the 
face, he remembered in his agony the sunny, 
smiling child who used to come hurry­
ing down the steps in Ransome Street to 
meet him.



In the library Mr. Bentley and John 
Hodder, knowing nothing of her flight, heard 
the front door close on Kate Marcy for­
ever. . . .

Eldon Parr’s Final Word

TWO days after the funeral, which had 
taken place from Calvary, and not 

from St. John’s, Hodder was no little aston­
ished to receive a note from Eldon Parr’s 
secretary requesting the rector to call in 
Park Street. In the same mail was a letter 
from Alison. “I have had,” she wrote, “a 
talk with my father. The initiative was 
his. I should not have thought of speaking 
to him of my affairs so soon after Preston’s 
death. It seems that he strongly suspected 
our engagement, which of course I at once 
acknowledged, telling him that it was your 
intention, at the proper time, to speak to 
him yourself.

“I was surprised when he said he would 
ask you to call. I confess that I have not 
an idea of what he intends to say to you, 
John, but I trust you absolutely, as always. 
You will find him, already, terribly changed. 
I cannot describe it—you will see for your­
self. And it has all seemed to happen so 
suddenly. As I wrote you, he sat up both 
nights, with Preston—he could not be in­
duced to leave the room. And after the 
first night he was different. He has hardly 
spoken a word, except when he sent for me 
this evening, and he eats nothing. . . . 
And yet, somehow, I do not think that this 
will be the end. I feel that he will go on 
living. . . .

“I did not realize how much he still 
hoped about Preston. And on Monday, 
when Preston so unexpectedly came home, 
he was happier than I have known him for 
years. It was strange and sad that he could 
not see, as I saw, that whatever will-power 
my brother had had was gone. He could 
not read it in the face of his own son, who 
was so quick to detect it in all others! And 
then came the tragedy. Oh, John, do you 
think we shall ever find that girl again?— 
I know you are trying—but we mustn’t 
rest until we do. Do you think we 
ever shall ? I shall never forgive myself 
for not following her out of the door, but 
I thought she had gone to you and Mr. 
Bentley.” . . .

Hodder laid the letter down, and took it 
up again. He knew that Alison felt, as he 

felt, that they would never find Kate Marcy. 
. . . He read on.

“My father wished to speak to me about 
the money. He has plans for much of it, 
it appears, even now. Oh, John, he will 
never understand. I want so much to see 
you, to talk to you—there are times when 
I am actually afraid to be alone and without 
you. If it be weakness to confess that I need 
your reassurance, your strength, and com­
fort constantly, then I am weak. I once 
thought I could stand alone, that I had 
solved all problems for myself, but I know 
now how foolish I was. I have been face to 
face with such dreadful, unimagined things, 
and in my ignorance I did not conceive that 
life held such terrors. And when I look at 
my father, the thought of immortality turns 
me faint. After you have come here this 
afternoon there can be no longer any reason 
why we should not meet, and all the world 
know it. I will go with you to Mr. Bentley’s.

“Of course I need not tell you that I re­
fused to inherit anything. But I believe 
I should have consented if I possibly could 
have done so. It seemed so. cruel—I can 
think of no other word—to have to refuse 
at such a moment. Perhaps I have been 
cruel to him all my life—I don’t know. As 
I look back upon everything, all our rela­
tions, I cannot see how I could have been 
different. He wouldn’t let me. I still be­
lieve to have stayed with him would have 
been a foolish and useless sacrifice. . . . 
But he looked at me so queerly, as though 
he, too, had had a glimmering of what we 
might have been to each other after my 
mother died. Why is life so hard? And 
why are we always getting glimpses of 
things when it is too late? It is only honest 
to say that if I had it to do all over again, 
I should have left him as I did.

“ It is hard to write you this, but he actu­
ally made the condition of my acceptance 
of the inheritance that I should not marry 
you. I really do not believe I convinced 
him that you wouldn’t have me take the 
money under any circumstances. And the 
dreadful side of it all was that I had to make 
it plain to him—after what has happened— 
that my desire to marry you wasn’t the 
main reason of my refusal. I had to tell 
him that even though you had not been in 
question, I couldn’t have taken what he 
wished to give me, since it had not been 
honestly made. He asked me why I went 
on eating the food bought with such money, 



living under his roof? But I cannot, I will 
not leave him just yet. ... It is two 
o’clock. I cannot write any more to­
night.” . . .

The appointed time was at the November 
dusk, hurried forward nearly an hour by 
the falling panoply of smoke driven west­
ward over the Park by the wet east wind. 
And the rector was conducted, with due 
ceremony, to the office up-stairs which he had 
never again expected to enter, where that 
other memorable interview had taken place. 
The curtains were drawn. And if the green- 
shaded lamp—the only light in the room- 
had been arranged by a master of dramatic 
effect, it could not have better served the 
setting.

In spite of Alison’s letter, Hodder was 
unprepared for the ravages a few days had 
made in the face of Eldon Parr. Not that he 
appeared older: the impression was less 
natural, more sinister. The skin had drawn 
sharply over the cheek bones, and strangely 
the eyes both contradicted and harmonized 
with the transformation of the features. 
These, too, had changed. They were not 
dead and lusterless, but gleamed out of the 
shadowy caverns into which they had sunk, 
unyielding, indomitable in torment—eyes 
of a spirit rebellious in the flames. . . .

This spirit somehow produced the sensa­
tion of its being separated from the body, 
for the movement of the hand, inviting Hod­
der to seat himself, seemed almost auto­
matic.

“I understand,” said Eldon Parr, “that 
you wish to marry my daughter.”

“It is true that I am to marry Alison,” 
Hodder answered, “and that I intended, 
later on, to come to inform you of the fact.”

He did not mention the death of Preston. 
Condolences, under the circumstances, were 
utterly out of the question.

“How do you propose to support her?” 
the banker demanded.

“You will pardon me if I reply that this 
is a matter between ourselves,” Hodder 
said.

“I had made up my mind that the day 
she married you I would not only disinherit 
her, but refuse absolutely to have anything 
to do with her.’'

“If you cannot perceive what she per­
ceives, that you have already by your own 
life cut her off from you absolutely and that 
seeing her will not mend matters while you 

remain relentless, nothing I can say will 
convince you.” Hodder did not speak re- 
bukingly. The utter uselessness of it was 
never more apparent. The man was con­
demned beyond all present reprieve, at least.

“She left .me,” exclaimed Eldon Parr, 
bitterly.

“ She left you, to save herself.”
“We need not discuss that.”
“I am far from wishing to discuss it,” 

Hodder replied. “I do not know why you 
have asked me to come here, Mr. Parr. It 
is clear that your attitude has not changed 
since our last conversation. I tried to make 
it plain to you why the church could not 
accept your money. Your own daughter 
cannot accept it.”

“There was a time,” retorted the banker, 
“when you did not refuse to accept it.”

“Yes,” Hodder replied, “that is true.” 
It came to him vividly then that it had been 
Alison herself who had cast the enlightening 
gleam which revealed his inconsistency. 
But he did not defend himself.

“ I can see nothing in all this, Mr. Hodder, 
but a species of insanity,” said Eldon Parr, 
and there crept into his tone both querulous­
ness and intense exasperation. “In the 
first place, you insist upon marrying my 
daughter when neither she nor you have any 
visible means of support. She never spared 
her criticisms of me, and you presume to 
condemn me, a man who, if he has neglected 
his children, has done so because he has 
spent too much of his time in serving his 
community and his country, and who has— 
if I have to say it myself—built up the 
prosperity which you and others are doing 
your best to tear down, and which can only 
result in the spread of misery. You profess 
to have a sympathy with the masses, but 
you do not know them as I do. They can­
not control themselves; they require a strong 
hand. But I am not asking for your sympa­
thy. I have been misunderstood all my life, 
I have become used to ingratitude, even 
from my children, and from the rector of the 
church for which I have done more than any 
other man.”

Hodder stared at him in amazement.
“You really believe that!” he exclaimed.
“Believe it!” Eldon Parr repeated. “I 

have had my troubles, as heavy bereave­
ments as a man can have. All of them, even 
this of my son’s death, all the ingratitude 
and lack of sympathy I have experienced ” 
—he looked deliberately at Hodder—“ have 



not prevented me, do not prevent me to-day 
from regarding my fortune as a trust. You 
have deprived St. John’s, at least so long as 
you remain there, of its benefits, and the 
responsibility for that is on your own head. 
And I am now making arrangements to give 
to Calvary the settlement-house which St. 
John’s should have had.”

The words were spoken with such an air 
of conviction, of unconscious plausibility, 
as it were, that it was impossible for Hodder 
to doubt the genuineness of the attitude 
they expressed. And yet it was more than 
his mind could grasp. . . . Horace Bentley, 
Richard Garvin, and the miserable woman 
of the streets whom he had perhaps driven 
to destroy herself had made absolutely no 
impression whatever! The gifts, the bene­
factions of Eldon Parr to his fellow men, 
would go on as before!

“You ask me why I sent for you,” the 
banker went on. “ It was primarily because 
I hoped to impress upon you the folly of 
marrying my daughter. And in spite of all 
the injury and injustice you have done me, 
I do not forget that you were once in a rela­
tionship to me which has been unique in my 
life. I trusted you, I admired you for your 
ability, for your faculty of getting on with 
men. At that time you were wise enough 
not to attempt to pass comment upon acci­
dents in business affairs which are, if de­
plorable, inevitable.”

Eldon Parr’s- voice gave a momentary 
sign of breaking.

“I will be frank with you. My son’s 
death has led me, perhaps weakly, to make 
one more appeal. You have ruined your 
career by these chimerical, socialistic notions 
you have taken up, and which you mistake 
for Christianity. As a practical man I can 
tell you, positively, that St. John’s will run 
down-hill until you are bankrupt. The 
people who come to you now are after a new 
sensation, and when that grows stale they 
will fall away. Even if a respectable num­
ber remain in your congregation, after this 
excitement and publicity have died down, 
I have reason to know that it is impossible 
to support a large city church on contribu­
tions. It has been tried again and again, 
and failed. You have borrowed money. 
When that is gone I predict that you will 
find it difficult to get more.”

This had every indication of being a 
threat, but Hodder, out of sheer curiosity, 
did not interrupt. And it was evident that 

the banker drew a wrong conclusion from 
his silence, which he may actually have 
taken for reluctant acquiescence. His tone 
grew more assertive.

“The church, Mr. Hodder, cannot do 
without the substantial business men. I 
have told the bishop so, but he is failing so 
rapidly from old age that I might as well 
not have wasted my breath. He needs an 
assistant, a suffragan, or coadjutor, and I 
intend to make it my affair to see that he 
gets one. When I remember him as he was 
ten years ago, I find it hard to believe that 
he is touched with these fancies. To be 
charitable, it is senile decay. He seems to 
forget what I have done for him, person­
ally,—made up his salary, paid his expenses 
at different times, and no appeal for the dio­
cese was ever made in vain. But again, 
I will let that go.

“ What I am getting at is this: You have 
made a mess of the affairs of St. John’s, 
you have made a mess of your life. I am 
willing to give you the credit for sincerity. 
Some of my friends might not be. You 
want to marry my daughter, and she is ap­
parently determined to marry you. If you 
are sensible and resign from St. John’s now 
I will settle on Alison a sufficient sum to 
allow you both to live in comfort and de­
cency the rest of your lives. I will not have 
it said of me that I permitted my daughter 
to become destitute.”

After he had finished, the rector sat for 
so long a time that the banker nervously 
shifted in his chair. The clergyman’s look 
had a cumulative quality, an intensity 
which seemed to increase as the silence con­
tinued. There was no anger in it, no fanati­
cism. On the contrary, the higher sanity of 
it was disturbing; and its extraordinary 
implication—gradually borne in upon Eldon 
Parr—was that he himself were not in his 
right mind. The words, when’ they came, 
were a confirmation of this inference.

“It is what I feared, Mr. Parr,” he said. 
“You are as yet incapable of comprehend­
ing.”

“What do you mean?” asked the banker, 
jerking his hand from the table.

The rector shook his head.
“If this great chastisement with which 

you have been visited has given you no hint 
of the true meaning of life, nothing I can say 
will avail. If you will not yet listen to the 
Spirit which is trying to make you compre­
hend, how then will you listen to me? How
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am I to open your eyes to the paradox of 
truth, that he who would save his life shall 
lose it, that it is easier for a camel to go 
through the eye of a needle than for a rich 
man to enter into the kingdom of God. If 
you will not believe Him who said that, you 
will not believe me. I can only beg of you, 
strive to understand, that your heart may 
be softened, that your suffering soul may 
be released.”

Judgment

IT is to be recorded, strangely, that Eldon 
Parr did not grow angry in his turn. 

The burning eyes looked out at Hodder 
curiously as at a being upon whom the vials 
of wrath were somehow wasted, against 
whom the weapons of power were of no ac­
count. The fanatic had become a phe­
nomenon which had momentarily stilled 
passion to arouse interest. . . . “Art 
thou a master of Israel, and knowest not 
these things?”

“Do you mean to say”—such was the 
question that sprang to Eldon Parr’s lips— 
“that you take the Bible literally? What 
is your point of view? You speak about the 
salvation of souls—I have heard that kind 
of talk all my life. And it is easy, I find, 
for men who have never known the respon­
sibilities of wealth to criticize and advise. I 
regard indiscriminate giving as nothing less 
than a crime, and I have always tried to be 
painstaking and judicious. If I had taken 
the words you quoted at their face value, 
I should have no wealth to distribute 
to-day.

“I, too, Mr. Hodder, odd as it may seem 
to you, have had my dreams of doing my 
share of making this country the best place 
in the world to live in. It has pleased Provi­
dence to take away my son. He was not 
fitted to carry on my work—that is the 
way with dreams. I was to have taught 
him to build up, and to give, as I have given. 
You think me embittered, hard, because 
I seek to do good, to interpret the Gospel 
in my own way. Before this year is out 
I shall have retired from all active business, 
and I intend to spend the rest of my life in 
giving away the money I have earned—all 
of it. I do not intend to spare myself, and 
giving will be harder than earning. I shall 
found institutions for research of disease, 
hospitals, playgrounds, libraries, and schools. 
And I shall make the university here one of 

the best in the country. What more, may 
I ask, would you have me do?”

“Ah,” replied the rector, “it is not what 
I would have you do. It is not, indeed, 
a question of ‘doing,’ but of seeing.”

“Of seeing?” the banker repeated. “As 
I say, of using judgment.”

“Judgment, yes, but the judgment which 
has not yet dawned for you, the enlighten­
ment which is the knowledge of God’s will. 
Worldly wisdom is a rule of thumb many 
men may acquire; the other wisdom, the 
wisdom of the soul, is personal—the reward 
of revelation which springs from desire. 
You ask me what I think you should do. 
I will tell you—but you will not do it, you 
will be powerless to do it unless you see for 
yourself, unless the time shall come when 
you are willing to give up everything you 
have held dear in life—not your money, but 
your opinions, the very judgment and wis­
dom you value, until you have gained the 
faith which proclaims these worthless, until 
you are ready to receive the kingdom of 
God as a little child. You are not ready 
now. Your attitude, your very words pro­
claim your blindness to all that has hap­
pened to you, your determination to 
carry out, so far as it is left to you—your 
own will. You may die without seeing.”

Crazy as it all sounded, a slight tremor 
shook Eldon Parr. There was something 
in the eyes, in the powerful features of the 
clergyman, that kept him still, that made 
him listen with a fascination which—had 
he taken cognizance of it—was akin to fear. 
That this man believed it, that he would 
impress it upon others—nay, had already 
done so—the banker did not then doubt.

“You speak of giving,” Hodder continued, 
“and you have nothing to give—nothing. 
You are poorer to-day than the humblest man 
who has seen God. But you have much, 
you have all to restore.” Without raising 
his voice, the rector had contrived to put 
a mighty emphasis on the word. “You 
speak of the labor of giving, but if you seek 
your God and haply find him you will not 
rest night or day while you live until you 
have restored every dollar that is possible 
of that which you have wrongfully taken 
from others.”

John Hodder rose and raised his arm in 
effective protest against the interruption 
Eldon Parr was about to make. He bore 
him down.

“I know what you are going to say, Mr. 



Parr —that it is not practical. That word 
‘practical’ is the barrier between you and 
your God. I tell you that God can make 
anything practical. Your conscience, the 
Spirit, tortures you to-day, but you have not 
had enough torture; you still think to escape 
easily, to keep the sympathy of a world 
which despises you. You are afraid to do 
what God would have you do. You have 
the opportunity, through grace, by your 
example, to leave the world better than you 
found it, to do a thing of such magnitude 
as is given to few men—to confess before all 
that your life has been blind and wicked. 
That is what the Spirit is trying to teach you. 
But you fear the ridicule of the other blind 
men, you have not the faith to believe that 
many eyes would be opened by your act. 
The very shame of such a confession, you 
think, is not to be borne.”

“Suppose I acknowledge—which I do not 
—your preposterous charge, how would you 
propose to do this thing?”

“It is very simple,” said the rector, “so 
far as the actual method of procedure goes. 
You have only to establish a board of men 
in whom you have confidence—a court of 
claims, as to speak—to pass upon the 
validity of every application, not from a 
business standpoint alone, but from one 
of a broad justice and equity. And not 
only that. I should have it an important 
part of the duties of this board to discover 
for themselves other claimants who may 
not, for various reasons, come forward. In 
the case of the Consolidated Tractions, for 
instance, there are doubtless many men like 
Garvin who invested their savings largely 
on the strength of your name. You cannot 
bring him back to life, restore him to his 
family as he was before you embittered him, 
but it would be a comparatively easy matter 
to return to his widow, with compound 
interest, the sum which he invested.”

“For the sake of argument,” said Eldon 
Parr, “what would you do with the in­
numerable impostors who would overwhelm 
such a board with claims that they had 
bought and sold stocks at a loss? And that 
is only one case I could mention.”

“Would it be so dreadful a thing,” asked 
Hodder, “to run the risk of making a few 
mistakes? It would not be business, you 
say. If you had the desire to do this, you 
would dismiss such an obsession from your 
brain, you would prefer to err on the side 
of justice and mercy. And no matter how 

able your board, in making restitution you 
could at best expect to mend only a fraction 
of the wrongs you have done.”

“I shall waive, for the moment, my con­
tention that the Consolidated Tractions 
Company, had it succeeded, would greatly 
have benefited the city. Even if it had 
been the iniquitous, piratical transaction 
you suggest, why should I assume the 
responsibility for all who were concerned 
in it?”

“If the grace were given you to do this, 
that question would answer itself,” the 
rector replied. “The awful sense of re­
sponsibility, which you now lack, would 
overwhelm you.”

“You have made me out a rascal and 
a charlatan,” said Eldon Parr, “and I have 
listened patiently, in my desire to be fair, 
to learn from your own lips whether there 
were anything in the extraordinary philos­
ophy you have taken up, and which you 
are pleased to call Christianity. If you will 
permit me to be as frank as you have been, 
it appears to me as sheer nonsense and folly, 
and if it were put into practice the world 
would be reduced at once to chaos and an­
archy.”

“There is no danger, I am sorry to say, 
of its being put into practice at once,” said 
Hodder, smiling sadly.

“I hope not,” answered the banker, 
dryly. “Utopia is a dream in which those 
who do the rough work of the world cannot 
afford to indulge. And there is one more 
question. You will, no doubt, deride it as 
practical, but to my mind it is very much 
to the point. You condemn the business 
practices in which I have engaged all my 
life as utterly unchristian. If you are logi­
cal, you will admit that no man or woman 
who owns stock in a modern corporation is, 
according to your definition, a Christian and, 
to use your own phrase, can enter the king­
dom of God. I can tell you, as one who 
knows, that there is no corporation in this 
country which, in the struggle to maintain 
itself, is not forced to adopt the natural law 
of the survival of the fittest, which you con­
demn. Your own salary, while you had it, 
came from men who had made their money 
in corporations. Business is business, and 
admits of no sentimental considerations. 
If you can get around that fact, I will 
gladly bow to your genius. Should you 
succeed in reestablishing St. John’s on what 
you call a free basis—and in my opinion 



you will not—even then the money you 
would live on, and which supported the 
church, would be directly or indirectly de­
rived from corporations.”

“I do not propose to enter into an eco­
nomic argument with you, Mr. Parr, but 
if you tell me that the flagrant practices 
indulged in by those wrho organized the 
Consolidated Tractions Company can be 
excused under any code of morals and con­
ception of Christianity, I tell you they 
cannot. What do we see to-day in your 
business world? Boards of directors, trusted 
by stockholders, betraying their trust, with­
holding information in order to profit 
thereby, buying and selling stock secretly; 
stock watering, selling to the public diluted 
values—all kinds of iniquity and abuse of 
power which I need not go into. Do you 
mean to tell me, on the plea that business 
is business, and hence a department by it­
self, that deception, cheating, and stealing 
are justified and necessary? The awakened 
conscience of the public is condemning you.

“ The time is at hand, though neither you 
nor I may live to see it, when the public 
conscience itself is beginning to perceive 
this higher justice hidden from you. And 
you are attempting to mislead when you 
do not distinguish between the men who, 
for their own gain and power, mismanage 
such corporations as are mismanaged and 
those who own stock and are misled.

“The public conscience of which I speak 
is the leaven of Christianity at work. And 
we must be content to W’ork with it, to 
await its fulfillment, to realize that no one 
of us can change the world, but can only do 
his part in making it better. The least we 
can do is to refuse to indulge in practices 
which jeopardize our own souls, to remain 
poor if we cannot make wealth honestly.”

“And how about your Christian view of 
the world as a vale of tears?” Eldon Parr 
inquired.

“So long as humanity exists, there will 
always be tears,” admitted the rector. “ But 
it is a false Christianity which does not bid 
us work for our fellow men, to relieve their 
suffering, and make the world brighter. It 
is becoming clear that the way to do this 
effectively is through communities, coopera­
tion—through nations, and not individuals. 
And this, if you like, is practical—so practi­
cal that the men like you, who have gained 
unexampled privilege, fear it more and more. 
The old Christian misconception, that the 

world is essentially a bad place, and which 
has served the ends of your privilege, is 
going by forever. And the motto of the 
citizens of the future will be the Christian 
motto: ‘I am my brother’s keeper.’ The 
world is a good place because the Spirit is 
continually working in it to make it better. 
And life is good, if only we take the right 
view’ of it—the revealed view.”

“What you say is all very fine,” said 
Eldon Parr. “And I have heard it before, 
from the discontented, the Socialists. But 
it does not take into account the one essen­
tial element, human nature.”

“On the other hand, your scheme of life 
fails to reckon with the greater factor, di­
vine nature,” Hodder replied.

“When you have lived as long as I have, 
perhaps you will think differently, Mr. 
Hodder.” Eldon Parr’s voice had abruptly 
grown metallic, as though the full realization 
had come over him of the severity of the 
clergyman’s arraignment; the audacity of 
the man who had ventured to oppose him 
and momentarily defeated him, who had 
won the allegiance of his own daughter, 
who had dared condemn him as an evil-doer 
and give advice as to his future course. He, 
Eldon Parr, who had been used to settle the 
destinies of men! His anger was suddenly 
at w’hite heat; and his voice, which he 
strove to control, betrayed it.

“ Since you have rejected my offer, which 
was made in kindness, since you are bent 
on ruining my daughter’s life as well as 
your own, and she has disregarded my 
wishes, I refuse to see either of you, no 
matter to w’hat straits you may come, as 
long as I live. That is understood. And 
she leaves this house to-day, never to enter 
it again. It is useless to prolong this con­
versation, I think.”

“Quite useless, as I feared, Mr. Parr. Do 
you know why Alison is willing to marry 
me? It is because the strength has been 
given me to oppose you in the name of 
humanity, and this in spite of the fact that 
her love for you to-day is greater than it 
has ever been before. It is a part of the 
heavy punishment you have inflicted on 
yourself that you cannot believe in her. 
You insist on thinking that the time w’ill 
come when she will return to you for 
help. In senseless anger and pride you 
are driving her away from you whom you 
will some day need. And in that day, 
should God grant you a relenting heart to 



make the sign, she will come to you—but to 
give comfort, not to receive it. And even as 
you have threatened me, I will warn you, 
yet not in anger. Except a man be born 
again, he cannot see the kingdom of God, 
nor understand the motives of those who 
would enter into it. Seek and pray for re­
pentance.”

Infuriated though he was, before the 
commanding yet compassionate bearing of 
the rector he remained speechless. And 
after a moment’s pause Hodder turned, and 
left the room.........

The Absent Host

WH“ Hodder had reached the foot of 
v “ the stairs, Alison came out to him.

The mourning she wore made her seem even 
taller. In the face upturned to his, framed 
in the black veil and paler than he had 
known it, were traces of tears; in the eyes 
a sad yet questioning and trustful smile. 
They gazed at each other an instant, be­
fore speaking, in the luminous ecstasy of 
perfect communion which shone for them, 
undimmed, in the surrounding gloom of 
tragedy. And thus, they felt, it would al­
ways shine. Of that tragedy of the world’s 
sin and sorrow they would ever be conscious. 
Without darkness there could be no light.

“I knew,” she said, reading his tidings, 
“it would be of no use. Tell me the worst.”

“If you marry me, Alison, your father 
refuses to see you again. He insists that 
you leave the house.”

“ Then why did he wish to see you? ”
“It was to make an appeal. He thinks, 

of course, that I have made a failure of life, 
and that if I marry you I shall drag you 
down to poverty and disgrace.”

She raised her head proudly.
“But he knows that it is I who insist 

upon marrying you! I explained it all to 
him—how I had asked you. Of course he did 
not understand. He thinks, I suppose, that 
it is simply an infatuation.

In spite of the solemnity of the moment,. 
Hodder smiled down at her, touched by the 
confession.

“That, my dear, doesn’t relieve me of 
responsibility. I am just as responsible as 
though I had spoken first, instead of you.”

“But John, you didn’t?—” A sudden 
fear made her silent.

He took her hand and pressed it reas­
suringly.

“ Give you up? No, Alison,” he answered, 
simply. “When you gave yourself to me, 
God put you in my keeping.”

She clung to him suddenly, in a passion 
of relief.

“Oh, I never could give you up, I never 
would unless you yourself told me to. Then 
I would do it—for you. But you won’t ask 
me now?”

He put his arm around her shoulders, and 
the strength of it seemed to calm her.

“No, dear. I would make the sacrifice, 
ask you to make it, if it could be of any 
good. As you say, he does not understand. 
And you couldn’t go on living with him and 
loving me. That solution is impossible. 
We can only hope that the time will come 
when he will realize his need of you, and 
send for you.”

“ And did he not ask you anything more? ” 
Hodder hesitated. He had intended to 

spare her that. . . . Her divination startled 
him.

“I know, I know without your telling me. 
He offered you money, he consented to our 
marriage if you would give up St. John’s. 
Oh, how could he!” she cried. “How could 
he so misjudge and insult you!”

“It is not me he misjudges, Alison, it is 
mankind, it is God. That is his terrible 
misfortune.” Hodder released her tenderly. 
“You must see him—you must tell him 
that when he needs you, you will come.”

“I will see him now,” she said. “You 
will wait for me.”

“Now?” he repeated, taken aback by 
her resolution, though it was characteristic.

“Yes, I will go as I am. I can send for 
my things. My father has given me no 
choice, no reprieve—not that I wish one. 
I have you, dear. I will stay with Mr. 
Bentley to-night, and leave for New York 
to-morrow, to do what I have to do—and 
then you will be ready for me.”

“Yes,” he said, “I shall be ready.”
He lingered in the well-remembered 

hall. . . . And when at last she came down 
again her eyes shone bravely through her 
tears, her look answered the question of 
his own. There was no need for speech. 
With not so much as a look behind she gath­
ered up her skirts, and he opened the mas­
sive door for her to pass out, and closed it 
again. Thus she left, with him, her father’s 
house.

Outside, the mist had become a drizzle, 
and as they went down the walk together 



beside the driveway she slipped her arm 
into his, pressing close to his side. Her in­
tuition was perfect, the courage of her love 
sublime.

“I have you, dear,” she whispered; 
“never in my life before have I been rich.”

The intensity of his mingled feeling went 
into the syllables of her name. An impulse 
made her pause and turn, and they stood 
looking back together at the great house 
which loomed the greater in the thickening 
darkness, its windows edged with glow. 
Never, as in this moment when the cold 
rain wet their faces, had the thought of its 
comfort and warmth and luxury struck him 
so vividly; yes, and of its terror and loneli­
ness now, of the tortured spirit in it that 
found no rest.

“Oh, John,” she cried, “if we only could!”
He understood her. Such was the perfect 

quality of their sympathy that she had 
voiced his thought. What were rain and 
cold, the inclemency of the elements, to 
them? What the beauty and the warmth 
of those great, empty rooms to Eldon Parr? 
Out of the heaven of their happiness they 
looked down, helpless, into the horrors of his 
hell.

“It must be,” he answered her, “in God’s 
good time.”

“Life is terrible!” she said. “Think of 
what he must have done to suffer so, to be 
condemned to this! And when I went to him 
just now, he wouldn’t even kiss me good- 
by. Oh, my dear, if I hadn’t had you to 
take me, what should I have done? ... It 
never was a home to me—to any of us. And 
as I look back now, all the troubles began 
when we moved into it. I can only think of 
it as a huge prison, all the more sinister 
for its costliness.”

A prison! It had once been his own con­
ceit. He drew her gently away, and they 
walked together along Park Street toward 
the distant arc light at the comer, which 
flung a gleaming band along the wet pave­
ment.

“Perhaps it was because I was too young 
to know what trouble was when we lived in 
Ransome Street,” she continued. “But 
I can remember now how sad my mother 
was at times—it almost seemed as though 
she had a premonition.” Alison’s voice 
caught. ...

The car which came roaring through the 
darkness, and which stopped protestingly 
at their corner, was ablaze with electricity 

and almost filled with passengers. A young 
man with a bundle changed his place in 
order that they might sit together in one 
of the little benches bordering the aisle; 
opposite them was a laughing, clay-soiled 
group of laborers going home from work; 
in front, a young couple with a chubby child. 
He stood between his parents, facing about, 
gazing in unembarrassed wonder at the 
beautiful dark lady with the veil. Alison’s 
smile seemed only to increase the solemnity 
of his adoration, and presently he attempted 
to climb over the barrier between them. 
Hodder caught him, and the mother turned 
in alarm, recapturing him.

“You mustn’t bother the lady, Jimmy,” 
she said, when she had thanked the rector. 
She had dimpled cheeks and sparkling blue 
eyes, but their expression changed as they 
fell on Alison’s face, expressing something 
of the wonder of the child’s.

“Oh, he isn’t bothering me,” Alison pro­
tested. “Do let him stand.”

“He don’t make up to everybody,” ex­
plained the mother, and the manner of her 
speech was such a frank tribute that Alison 
flushed. There had been, too, in the look 
the quick sympathy for bereavement char­
acteristic of the poor.

“Aren’t they nice?” Alison leaned over 
and whispered to Hodder, when the woman 
had turned back. “One thing, at least, 
I shall never regret—that I shall have to 
ride the rest of my life in the street-cars. I 
love them. That is probably my only quali­
fication, dear, for a clergyman’s wife.”

Hodder laughed. “It strikes me,” he 
said, “as the supreme one.”

They came at length to Mr. Bentley’s 
door, flung open in its usual wide hospitality 
by Sam. Whatever their fortunes, they 
would always be welcome here. . . . But 
it turned out, in answer to their question, 
that their friend was not at home.

“No, sah,” said Sam, bowing and smiling 
benignantly, “but he done tole me to say, 
when you and Miss Alison come, hit was to 
make no diffu’nce—dat you bofe was to have 
supper heah. And I’se done cooked it— 
yassah. Will you kindly step into the liba’y, 
suh, and Miss Alison? Dar was a lady 
’crost de city, Marse Ho’ace said—yassah.”

“John,” said Alison with a questioning 
smile, when they were alone before the fire, 
“I believe he went out on purpose—don’t 
you?—just that we might be here alone.”

“He knew we were coming?”



DRAWN BY JAMES MONTGOMERY FLAGG

Horace Bentley stood before them. And tbe light from his face that shone down upon 
them was their benediction



“I wrote him.”
“I think he might be convicted on the 

evidence,” Hodder agreed. “But?—” His 
question remained unasked;

Alison went up to him. He had watched 
her, absorbed and fascinated, as with her 
round arms gracefully lifted in front of the 
old mirror she had taken off her hat and veil, 
smoothing, by a few deft touches, the dark 
crown of her hair. The unwonted intimacy 
of the moment, invoking as it did an endless 
reflection of other similar moments in their 
future life together, was in its effect over­
whelming, bringing with it at last a convic­
tion not to be denied. Her color rose as she 
faced him, her lashes fell.

“Did you seriously think, dear, that we 
could have deceived Mr. Bentley? Then 
you are not as clever as I thought you. As 
soon as it happened I sent him a note—that 
very night. For I felt that he ought to be 
told first of all.”

“And as usual,” Hodder answered, “you 
were right.”

Supper was but a continuation of that 
delicious sense of intimacy. And Sam, 
beaming in his starched shirt and swallow­
tail, had an air of presiding over a banquet 
of state. And for that matter, none had 
ever gone away hungry from this table, 
either for meat or love. It was, indeed, a 
consecrated meal—consecrated for being 
just there. Such was the tact which the old 
darky had acquired from his master that he 
left the dishes on the shining mahogany 
board, and bowed himself out.

“When you wants me, Miss Alison, des 
ring de bell.”

She was seated, upright yet charmingly 
graceful, behind the old English coffee serv­
ice which had been Mr. Bentley’s mother’s. 
And it was she who, by her wonderful 
self-possession, by the reassuring smile 
she gave him as she handed him his cup, 
endowed it all with reality.

“It’s strange,” she said, “but it seems 
as though I had been doing it all my life, 
instead of just beginning.”

“And you do it as though you had,” he 
declared.

“Which is a proof,” she replied, “of the 
superior adaptability of women.”

He did not deny it. He would not then, 
in truth, have disputed her wildest state­
ment. . . . But presently, after they had 
gone back into the library and were seated 
side by side before the coals, they spoke 

again of serious things, marveling once more 
at a happiness which could be tinged and 
yet unmarred by vicarious sorrow. Theirs 
was the soberer, profounder happiness of 
gratitude and wonder, too wise to exult, 
but which of itself is exalted; the happiness 
which praises and passes understanding.

Their Understanding

“ MpHERE are many things I want to say 
1 to you, John,” she told him, once, 

“ and they trouble me a little. It is only 
because I am so utterly • devoted to you 
that I wish you to know me as I am. I 
have always had queer views, and although 
much has happened to change me since I 
have known and loved you, I am not quite 
sure how much those views have changed. 
Love,” she added, “plays such havoc with 
one’s opinions.”

She returned his smile, but with knitted 
brows.

“It’s really serious—you needn’t laugh. 
And it’s only fair to you to let you know the 
kind of wife you are getting, before it is too 
late. For instance, I believe in divorce, 
although I can’t imagine it for us. One 
never can, I suppose, in this condition— 
that’s the trouble. I have seen so many 
immoral marriages that I can’t think God 
intends people to live degraded. And I’m 
sick and tired of the argument that an in­
dissoluble marriage under all conditions is 
good for society. That a man or woman, 
the units of society, should violate the di­
vine in themselves for the sake of society 
is absurd. They are merely setting an 
example to their children to do the same 
thing, which means that society will never 
get any better. In this love that has come 
to us we have achieved an ideal which I have 
imagined, but never thought to reach. Oh, 
John, I’m sure you won’t misunderstand me 
when I say that I would rather die than 
have to lower it.”

“No,” he answered, “I shall not misun­
derstand you.”

“Even though it is so difficult to put into 
words what I mean. I don’t feel that we 
really need the marriage service, since God 
has already joined us together. And it is not 
through our own wills, somehow, but through 
His. Divorce would not only be a crime 
against the Spirit, it would be an impossibility 
while we feel as we do. But if love should 
cease, then God himself would have divorced 



us, punished us by taking away a priceless 
gift of which we were not worthy. He would 
have shut the gates of Eden in our faces 
because we had sinned against the Spirit. 
It would be quite as true to say ‘ whom God 
has put asunder no man may join together.’ 
Am I hurting you?”

Her hand was on the arm of his chair, and 
the act of laying his own on it was an as­
surance stronger than words. Alison sighed.

“Yes, I believed you would understand, 
even though I expressed myself badly— 
that you would help me, that you have 
found a solution. I used to regard the 
marriage service as a compromise, as a 
lowering of the ideal, as something mechani­
cal and rational put in the place of the spirit­
ual; that it was making the Church, and 
therefore God, conform to the human notion 
of what the welfare of society ought to be. 
And it is absurd to promise to love. We 
have no control over our affections. They 
are in God’s hands, to grant or withdraw.

“And yet I am sure—this is new since 
I have known you—that if such a great 
love as ours be withdrawn, it would be an 
unpardonable wrong for either of us to 
marry again. That is what puzzles me— 
confounds the wisdom I used to have, and 
which in my littleness and pride I thought 
so sufficient. I didn’t believe in God, but 
now I feel him, through you, though I can­
not define him. And one reason why I 
could not believe in Christ was because 
I took it for granted that he taught, among 
other things, a continuation of the marriage 
relation after love had ceased to justify it.”

Hodder did not immediately reply. Nor 
did Alison interrupt his silence, but sat with 
the stillness which at times so marked her 
personality, her eyes trustfully fixed on him. 
The current pulsing between them was 
unbroken. . . . Hodder’s own look, as he 
gazed into the grate, was that of a seer.

“Yes,” he said at length, “it is by the 
spirit and not the letter of our Lord’s teach­
ing that we are guided—the spirit which 
we draw from the Gospel. And everything 
written down there that does not harmonize 
with it is the mistaken interpretation of men. 
Once the spirit possesses us truly, we are 
no longer troubled and confused by texts.

“The alpha and omega of Christ’s mes­
sage is rebirth into the knowledge of that 
Spirit, and hence submission to its guidance. 
And that is what Paul meant when he said 
that it freed us from the law. You are 

right, Alison, when you declare it to be 
a violation of the Spirit for a man and wo­
man to live together when love does not 
exist. Christ shows us that laws were made 
for those who are not reborn. Laws are the 
rules of society to be followed by those who 
have not found the inner guidance, who live 
and die in the flesh. But the path those 
who live under the control of the Spirit are 
to take is opened up to them as they journey. 
If all men and women were reborn we should 
have the paradox, which only the reborn 
can understand, of what is best for the indi­
vidual being best for society, because under 
the will of the Spirit none can transgress 
upon the rights and happiness of others. 
The Spirit would make the laws and rules 
superfluous.

“And the great crime of the Church, for 
which she is paying so heavy an expiation, 
is that her faith wavered, and she forsook 
the Spirit and resumed the law her Master 
had condemned. She no longer insisted 
on that which Christ proclaimed as impera­
tive—rebirth. She became, as you say, a 
mechanical organization, substituting, as 
the Jews had done, hard and fast rules for 
inspiration. She abandoned the communion 
of saints, sold her birthright for a mess of 
pottage, for worldly, temporal power, when 
she declared that inspiration had ceased 
with the Apostles, when she failed to see 
that inspiration is personal, and comes 
through rebirth. For the sake of increasing 
her membership, of dominating the affairs 
of men, she has permitted millions who lived 
in the law and the flesh, who persisted in 
forcing men to live by the conventions and 
customs Christ repudiated, and so stultify 
themselves, to act in Christ’s name. The 
unpardonable sin against the Spirit is to 
doubt its workings, to maintain that society 
will be ruined if it be substituted for the 
rules and regulations supposed to make for 
the material comforts of the nations, but 
which in reality suppress and enslave the 
weak.

“Nevertheless, in spite of the Church, 
marvelously through the Church the germ 
of our Lord’s message has come down to us, 
and the age in which we live is beginning to 
realize its purport, to condemn the Church 
for her subservience.

“Let us apply the rule of the Spirit to 
marriage. If we examine the ideal we shall 
see clearly that the marriage service is but 
a symbol. Like baptism, it is a worthless 



and meaningless rite unless the man and the 
woman have been born again into the Spirit, 
released from the law. If they are still, as 
St. Paul would say, in the flesh, let them 
have, if they wish, a civil permit to live to­
gether, for the Spirit can have nothing to 
do with such a union. True to herself, 
the Church symbolizes the union of her 
members—the reborn. She has nothing to 
do with laws and conventions which are 
supposedly for the good of society, nor is 
any union accomplished if those whom she 
supposedly joins are not reborn. If they 
are, the Church can neither make it nor dis­
solve it, but merely confirm and acknowl­
edge the work of the Spirit. And every 
work of the Spirit is a sacrament. Not 
baptism and communion and marriage 
only, but every act of life.”

“Oh, John,” she exclaimed, her eyes 
lighting, “I can believe that! How beauti­
ful a thought! I see now what is meant 
when it is said that man shall not live by 
bread alone, but by every word that pro- 
ceedeth out of the mouth of God. That is 
the hourly guidance which is independent 
of the law. And how terrible to think that 
all the spiritual beauty of such a religion 
should have been hardened into chapter and 
verse and regulation. You have put into 
language what I think of Mr. Bentley— 
that his acts are sacraments. ... It is so 
simple when you explain it this way. And 
yet I can see why it was said, too, that we 
must become as children to understand it.”

“The difficult thing,” replied Hodder, 
gravely, “is to retain it, to hold it after we 
have understood it—even after we have 
experienced it. To continue to live in the 
Spirit demands all our effort, all our courage 
and patience and faith. We cannot, as you 
say, promise to love for life. But the mar­
riage service, interpreted, means that we 
will use all our human endeavor, with the 
help of the Spirit, to remain in what may be 
called the reborn state, since it is by the 
Spirit alone that true marriage is sancti­
fied. When the Spirit is withdrawn, man 
and woman are indeed divorced.

“The words, ‘a sense of duty,’ belong to 
moral philosophy and not to religion. Love 
annuls them. I do not mean to decry them, 
but the reborn are lifted far above them by 
the subversion of the will by which our will 
is submitted to God’s. It is so we develop, 
and become, as it were, God. And hence 
those who are not married in the Spirit are 

The End

not spiritually man and wife. No conse­
cration has taken place, Church or no 
Church. If rebirth occurs later to either 
or both, the individual conscience—which 
is the Spirit—must decide whether, as re­
gards each other, they are bound or free, 
and we must stand or fall by that. Men 
object that this is opening the door to indi­
vidualism. What they fail to see is that the 
door is open, wide, to-day, and can never 
again be closed; that the law of the natur­
ally bom is losing its power, that the worn- 
out authority of the Church is being set at 
naught because that authority was devised 
by man to keep in check those who were 
not reborn. The only check to material 
individualism is spiritual individualism, and 
the reborn man or woman cannot act to the 
detriment of his fellow creatures.”

In her turn she was silent, still gazing at 
him, her breath coming deeply, for she was 
greatly moved.

“Yes,” she said, simply, “I can see now 
why divorce between us would be a sacri­
lege. I felt it, John, but I couldn’t reason 
it out. It is the consecration of the Spirit 
that justifies the union of the flesh. For 
the Spirit, in that sense, does not deny the 
flesh.”

“That would be to deny life,” Hodder 
replied.

“I see. Why was it all so hidden!” 
The exclamation was not addressed to him 
—she was staring pensively into the fire. 
But presently, with a swift movement, she 
turned to him with parted lips.

“You will preach this, John—all of it!” 
It was not a question, but the cry of a new 

and wider vision of his task. Her face was 
transfigured. And her voice, low and vibrat­
ing, expressed no doubts. “Oh, I am proud 
of you! And if they put you out and perse­
cute you I shall always be proud, I shall 
never know why it was given me to have this, 
and to live. Do you remember saying to 
me once that faith comes to us in some hu­
man form we love. You are my faith. And 
faith in you is faith in humanity and faith 
in God.”

Ere he could speak of his own faith in her, 
in mankind, by grace of which he had been 
lifted from the abyss, there came a knock at 
the door. And even as they answered it 
a deeper knowledge filtered into their hearts.

Horace Bentley stood before them. And 
the light from his face that shone down 
upon them was their benediction.
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Editor’s Note.—It is the policy of 
Hearst’s Magazine in offering fiction to its 
readers to be guided by only one considera­
tion—quality. This is a privilege in which 
some publications can not indulge; being 
under the necessity of filling all or nearly all 
of their pages with fiction they have to be 
guided by considerations which look as much 
toward bulk as toward quality. With 
Hearst’s Magazine the case is different. Its 
patrons are of that high class of readers who 
take interest in the progressive topics of the 
times—and who exercise the same lively in­
telligence toward their fiction. Such readers

W
E who live reasonably and 

calmly, a little torpid as 
if from birth the law had 
marked us for its own by 
the simple expedient of 

rapping with a club the tops of our soft 
skulls, are apt to slip into the assurance 
that, about us, all are like us. Yet at our 
sides, brushing our elbows, though invisible 
as if under an enchanter’s wand, other men 
and women live lives that are strange, 
violent, and red. A film like a perpendicular 
curtain is between us and them; sometimes, 
by chance, we break through it, gain an in­
stant’s lurid visioning—and forever after re­
main astounded and troubled.

We pierced this film once, Ruth and I; 
a wonder since then lingers in our souls.

It happened one summer; we had taken on 
an island off the eastern coast of the country, 
a cottage on a bluff, well above the decayed 
fishing port and the camp of a religious 
sect, in circle about its ugly “tabernacle.” 

But still farther above us, on a higher 
rise, was the other house. It stood in the 
centre of vast grounds, a large and beau­
tiful house, given somehow an expression of 
drowsy aloofness by the hypnotising panto­
mime of many lawn sprinklers, eternally 

want stories of real people, written without 
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belong the stories of James Hopper. Perfect 
technician, master of his pen, fearless ob­
server and recorder of the true things of life, 
Mr. Hopper’s writings belong to that depart­
ment of fiction which is best and most truly 
worth while—to the realm of brilliant, force­
ful realism. “ The Other House” is one of 
several powerful short stories by this author 
which will appear during the next few 
months in Hearst’s, each story complete in the 
issue of the magazine in which it appears

turning and turning in silence above the 
sloping reaches of bedewed and sunlit 
grass. From our windows the building it­
self was hidden; only the frail pinnacles of 
its Victorian Gothic showed above tall trees 
massed blackly. Crows cawed in these 
trees, and at times clouds of them whirred 
suddenly out of the tops, like handfuls of 
black confetti hurled by a child-giant, at 
play below, under the foliage.

A man and a woman lived in this house. 
Down the white, hard way, across the slop­
ing greens, swinging roundly first to the 
left in the first loop of the great S, then 
swinging to the right into the lower loop, 
with the slowly increasing heaviness of a 
pen making its black stroke, a powerful 
automobile would slide smoothly, pass the 
gates, and disappear down the highway in a 
golden whirl of dust. The man and the 
woman sat side by side on the back seat. 
Her garments heralded a certain magnifi­
cence; her purple veils in the wind were 
like banners; and the gentle droop of her 
head, inclined slightly forward, promised 
grace and beauty. The man was slight 
and tall; he seemed young. Woman’s 
beauty; man’s youth; splendor of wealth; 
we saw them in a haze of romance.



Sometimes they came back during the 
day. The machine assaulted the slope, 
rolled the road up within itself as if it were 
a ribbon, came to a smooth halt, and the two 
descended, slowly, in ceremony, between 
two liveries; the portals crashed shut. 
Sometimes the return was late—simply 
a honking in the dark, and a rapid curving 
ascent of a large moon of light which slipped 
swiftly along the grasses, marked lumi­
nously trees, flower-beds, and shrubs, and 
let them slip aback, one by one, into the 
maws of the night, patient but close behind.

Then again for days, not a sally, not a 
movement gave sign of life. The blinds 
were down; the crows in the trees cawed 
more loudly; a spell crept about the house, 
behind the ceaseless turning of the sprin­
klers on the lawn; the portals were hermetic.

A swarm of servants moved about the 
two, insulating them from the rough details 
of living. These were all blacks, but 
blacks such as we had never seen. They 
came from British islands; their speech was 
liquid and pure. And in the large silence 
of noon some of their voices came to us at 
times, in caressing notes; from their unex­
pected intonations, we drew an added sense 
of strangeness and of dream.

Upon the house and its inhabitants our 
timid attention centered itself little by 
little.

We would watch them out of the windows 
more than we realized; unconsciously we 
ambushed them along the roads, to have 
the whir of their machine go by, and gaze 
a bit stupefied at her veils disappearing 
swiftly in the distance, guidons of a fancied 
cavalcade. Shyly our imaginations settled 
upon them and built about them airy 
castles of romance. Of pure, naive, and 
respectable romance; I remember that once, 
when we sought to give the situation a spice 
of diabolism, our invention went no further 
than to suggest a defiance in love of some 
crusty old father, or despotic uncle!

So that the sudden revelation of what 
really was came down on us like a ton­
breaker upon an idle swimmer’s head.

The house had gone through another of 
its periods of immobility and silence. Its 
doors closed, its blinds lowered; it had stood 
there, behind the ceaseless and hypnotising 
gestures of its hundred lawn sprinklers, 
as with drooping lids, dizzied, in the thrall 
of an enchantment. Then one morning, 
there was a disorder, a hushed tumult in 

our kitchen beneath our room, and up the 
stairs came a black girl, followed closely 
by our servant.

The black girl’s eyes were dilated; she 
seemed at the fag end of a worry beyond her 
solving; she broke out immediately in ex­
cited speech.

It took us some time to catch a half un­
derstanding. She was from the big house. 
Everything was in disorder over there. 
No one knew what to do. There was some 
telegraphing to be done; a certain man must 
be found right away; a Mr. Mortimer. 
For the mistress of the house was dead.

“Dead! Good God!” We saw ab­
ruptly the automobile, the purple veil in 
the wind; the gentle droop of her head. 
“Dead; that gracious being dead!”

“She has been dead thirty-six hours.” 
The black girl wrung her hands. “We’ve 
wired and wired; we can’t reach Mr. Mor­
timer. Oh, can’t you help?’’

“Mr. Mortimer? But what is the mat­
ter with her husband? What is he doing, 
where is he; yes, the husband?”

The girl gave us a look which had in it 
almost a pity. “Mr. Grant,” she said, 
“oh, he isn’t her husband. He’s called 
her cousin. He’s—oh, he’s useless! Please 
come and help us.”

I put on my hat and went out behind the 
black girl, toward the house, now the house 
of death. Upon the sunlit lawns the sprin­
klers still turned, impassively, in a stupid 
and circular benediction.

As we walked I was questioning her, in 
an effort to get a new vision out of the wreck 
of the old. But from her running stream 
of talk, facts came not very clear, or too 
singular. Several facts appeared. That 
man whom we had taken for the young 
husband, and about whom we had woven 
a fabric of idyll, the “Mr. Grant” was not 
a husband. He was known as a cousin. 
There was something about him which 
made him useless at this crisis. And it was 
a matter of extreme urgency that the dis­
tant “Mr. Mortimer” he reached. Again 
and again she came back to this. Mr. 
Mortimer would see to everything if only 
he could be found, he would see to every­
thing—that mysterious and efficient Mr. 
Mortimer.

For a moment I was in the house, with 
its disorder, its idle servants standing about, 
its hint of unmade beds and pillaged pantries; 
behind the impassive facade, the sprin-
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lers, geometrically spaced, turning above 
the impeccable lawns, this demoralization 
suddenly became a symbol; a symbol of 
the more subtle and dreadful disorder of 
souls which had been here all of the time, 
hidden from our eyes behind a curtain of 
rigid formalism. “Where is Mr. Grant?” 
I asked.

They were searching for him through 
many apartments. Finally an answer was 
given to the black girl. She passes it on to 
me. “He’s gone back down there,” she 
said with a gesture toward the fishing port 
below.

“But where?”
“You must find him,” she said urgently. 

“He has addresses.”
“But where will I find him?”
Then she said: “In a drinking-shop. 

Go through the public houses, and you 
will find him, sir.”

So I went through the drinking-shops of 
the little port; and at last found him—in 
a condition which, under the circumstances, 
was, to say the least, highly—indecent. I 
placed him in a carriage, drove to the 
cottage, deposited him there like a sack, 
and spent the morning and part of the 
afternoon trying to accelerate the sober­
ing process so that I could get some­
thing intelligent out of him. It was past 
noon before I obtained what I wanted, and 
again I went down to the port to wire.

I was there three hours, using telephone 
and telegram. The address I had was of a 
business office in New York. A certain 
number on Broadway which from the first 
puzzled me as something fatidic, significant 
of some immense power, and which I should 
have known but did not know. I got the 
telephone—only to be led on from voice to 
voice, there, at the other end, each reticent, 
full of canny precautions and evasions. It 
was only by the word death that finally I 
seemed to move all that ponderous dis­
cretion; I was given the address of some 
secretary, labelled private. And then he 
was not at home but at some restaurant. 
A feminine voice, expressive at once of cu­
riosity, concern, and a sort of passive hu­
miliation, gave me the name of twelve 
possible restaurants. It was at the elev­
enth that finally I found the private sec­
retary’s voice. His enunciation was full 
of shocked, warning hisses; behind it I 
could hear the silken shimmer of a festive 
orchestra. At first he refused all informa­

tion, nearly hung up at once. At last the 
word death on him also made its impression. 
He became immediately immensely anx­
ious to help me. But the best he could do 
was somewhat indefinite: I must reach a 
yacht, the “Natoma.” It was cruising 
along the coast, no one knew just where.

I hung up, and getting a map and a 
telegraph directory, with the aid of the oper­
ator sent wired messages to every port from 
Florida to Halifax addressed to the Natoma 
and that Mortimer who, if he came, would 
“arrange everything” and who, all-power­
ful, seemed so little anxious to exercise his 
powers.

The sun was near its setting before, toil­
ing up the S, I arrived at the big house. 
Grant was there, walking to and fro before 
the steps with a timid, uncertain air. 
“Let us go in,” I said. But he grasped my 
arm; “Stay out with me awhile, will 
you!” he begged, like a child, and led me 
away from the house, behind a screen of 
shrubs. Looking sideways at him in the 
twilight, I was astonished to see him, now, 
so different from what I had imagined him. 
He was smaller. His eyes were close set. 
He wore a checked waistcoat of bad taste. 
His forehead was low and made still lower 
by plastered bangs beneath his bowler hat.

Walking at my side up and down, he 
began suddenly to tell me all about him­
self—an extraordinary story. Cheap, I 
suppose, but still with a wonder to it. He 
was not the dead woman’s husband. He 
had never been that. But he had been her 
chauffeur!

“I came to them, she and Mortimer, 
five years ago. They lived up on Fifth 
Avenue—a grand place they had! ”

He went on with a description of the house 
and its treasures, and then abruptly said: 
“And she fell in love with me!” I started 
at the intolerable caddishness of this; but 
looking down at him, through the gloaming, 
I found on his face an expression of stupe­
faction. “She fell in love with me,” he 
repeated again with a sort of dazed passiv­
ity—and I knew that this man, this little 
man, had never gotten the essence of what 
had happened to him, that his soul had not 
been of a fabric to draw up level with it—■ 
and that someone had been cheated— 
dreadfully cheated.

He continued his story: “We ran away. 
He came after us. He caught us.”

Having caught them, Mortimer had 



acted—well, with originality. The storm 
of wrath, the revenge they had dreaded, 
had not come. He had merely built them 
a house.

“This place.” Grant’s hand ran over the 
gables, the trees, the wide lawns. Mor­
timer had bought them this place, had fur­
nished it, had given them servants, horses, 
automobiles; had assured them an al­
lowance (Grant told me the amount; I will 
not repeat it for fear of not being believed) 
and then he had left them—to their passion 
—if such it was.

“So we lived here,” said Grant, “like 
princes; just like princes.”

He stopped, faced me with legs apart. 
“Why did he do it?” he asked with a new 
and sudden directness. “ Why, why? Why 
did he do it? What do you think? ”

I shrugged my shoulders. “Perhaps,” 
I hazarded, “it was the fine thing to do.”

He resumed walking. His hands were 
behind his back; his head bent forward; 
he stepped with a moodiness that gave il­
lusion, almost, of profound intelligence. 
“I have been looking for a trap,” he de­
clared. “You don’t know Mortimer. I’ve 
been looking for some trap in it.”

I became curious and cunning. “You 
were happy, then, you two?” He did not 
answer right away but slowed up a moment 
in his walking.

“It was fine,” he said at length, but with­
out animation. “Fine!” Then, after a 
moment, as if speaking to himself: “The 
house was too big.”

“Too big!” I exclaimed questioningly.
“You see, I had no cronies.”
The tone w’as wistful. Suddenly I had 

the feeling of that house—that great house 
with so many, many rooms; with so many, 
many servants; and in that great house, 
these two alone with their idleness and their 
love, their physical passion, their caprice— 
their slowly curdling caprice.

“I drank,” he murmured. “Drank, 
drank. She drank.” His thumb jerked 
back in a gesture toward the house, and 
within it, the dead woman. “That’s what 
killed her. Drink, drink, drink. Also 
morphine!”

So this was the story—the simple, sordid 
story! Again I had the rapid vision of the 
two, alone in that immense house, alone 
with their wealth, their idleness, and their 
curdling love. And suddenly I wanted im­
mensely to know Mortimer, that Mr. Mor­

timer who “saw to everything,” who 
played at being God, that large philan­
thropist who so generously, so dexter­
ously, and so invisibly catered to other’s 
bliss.

But I came down now to practical details. 
I told Grant what I had done, to the stream 
of his hurried, over-easy acquiescences. 
Then I left him there, still hesitant before 
the steps, and returned to the cottage.

That night a storm broke upon the is­
land. It came from the sea. We had seen 
it in the twilight, the sea, opaque, dull- 
hued, and perfectly immobile; yet from it 
now, not on the wind, unheralded by the 
slightest stirring of the air, merely upon a 
mysterious displacement, storm after storm 
moved over and broke upon the knoll. We 
could divine the heavy vapor, swirling with 
a slow, vicious movement, settle above us 
like a lid; and then clap upon clap of thun­
der rent the silence—a strange, flat thun­
der, like the mad, insistent beating of a 
bass drum by some dervish god. The 
tenth detonation brought with it a soft 
wailing and groaning as of hurt spirits in 
the earth beneath. The black servants of 
the big house had avalanched down the 
hill and were pressing, frightened, into our 
kitchen. It seemed that Grant had gone 
again to the village, and they had been 
afraid to remain alone in the big house with 
its still presence. We were at the window, 
Ruth and I, our brows on the cold panes. 
And now we saw, to the violet flashes of 
light, more than the mass of the trees up 
there, the pinnacles of the other house. 
We saw through the frees, through the 
walls. We saw hallways and rooms, count­
less apartments, and in the centre of it as 
if in state, the kernel of all that empty 
magnificence, the dead woman. She lay 
there, high, as if on an altar, that woman 
once so precious, so treasured, that clay 
once so delicately fashioned, animated so 
exquisitely; she lay there alone and aban­
doned, in a huge fracas of thunder and 
swaying of storm. She lay there—we could 
see her well—her delicate nostrils, once so 
eagerly dilated to all the promises of life, 
for which toil of thousands had distilled 
perfume, now pinched and disdainful; her 
eyes, for the fugitive alightings of which 
all beauty had been unrolled, now sealed, 
the haughtiness of eternal sleep'oozing out 
of their long shadows; and her bosom marble 
cold.
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With the morning the storm disappeared; 
the little band of West Indians stopped 
their murmuring and swaying; in strag­
gling groups they went up the hill. We pre­
pared to get a little rest—and then, within 
an hour, the black girl who first had come 
was back again. Again there was trouble. 
The undertakers had arrived. They were 
waiting. And they couldn’t get the body, 
because of the dog.

I put on my hat and went up the hill 
again. The girl was explaining. It seems 
that the dead woman had not been alone in 
the house that night after all. The dog 
had had the decencies which man had for­
gotten. He had been there with her, her 
guardian all night. Only now he wasn’t 
going to quit.- Now that man claimed once 
more responsibility as his, the dog refused 
to pass it over; he failed to understand this 
sudden zeal.

So I went up to the room with one of the 
undertakers. This was a weird, little man. 
He had a long, white, slovenly beard, al­
together out of proportion to his stature. 
One of his legs was shorter than the other, 
and because of his profession he had caught 
a trick of bowing constantly. Whenever 
he bowed, his unclean beard spread fanwise 
upon his greasy frock, and his shorter leg, 
suspended, swung to and fro, with small 
scrapings of the floor.

With him I entered the room—and hesi­
tated, appalled.

She lay there —but why describe it. It 
was a vision that utterly belied that which we 
had had in the night. She lay there, utterly 
abandoned. I remember a black stocking, 
incongruously drawn trim and tight—and 
in her posture, in the condition of the bed, 
of everything about it, lay an eloquence of 
disorder symbolic of her death. Of her 
death and of her life. I moved forward 
with an impulse to draw over her a sheet— 
and sprang back swiftly. From beneath 
the bed, a flash of yellow teeth had darted 
out like a flame.

The dog was there, a miserable, hairless 
Mexican. But the timidity of his race had 
melted in a sort of silent, automatic fury. 
Whenever we approached, the teeth flashed 
out, noiselessly, with the furtive violence 
of the hyena. We could not approach. 
Some one from behind the door passed us a 
broom, two brooms. For a half hour, that 
weird clod-hopping little undertaker and I, 
we tried to dislodge the dog with our absurd 

instruments. We paddled, ridiculously, 
holding our handles at arms’ length. The 
bed, animated by our efforts, began to dance 
along the polished floor; the body with the 
black stocking danced; it was insane. 
Finally we had to shoot the dog—fill that 
room, already sufficiently desecrated, with 
flame, powder smell, smoke, detonation, 
and the dying yelps of that too faithful cur 
—so that the undertakers could do their 
work.

They had done it well by the next day. 
I think that by this time the all-powerful 
Mortimer had taken hold; over the wire, 
from a distance rapidly lessening, we got 
the directions of his clear and masterful 
intelligence. The casket stood in the 
centre of the big reception hall, a very 
simple, black and compelling emphasis in 
the centre of the daintiness, the lavender 
and grays, the whites and golds, the grac­
ious frivolity of that Louis XVI salon. 
Her face, behind the glass, was composed, 
its ravages smoothed, its past beauty like 
an assertion of marble beneath the slight 
film of lying color; she slept as if content. 
Someone—the deus ex machina Mortimer— 
or Grant, piteous hero—or perhaps the 
black girl who had taken already so much 
upon herself—someone, anyway, in a naive 
effort (it was so late now!) to replace that 
life, at its last scene, in the bosom of con­
vention and punctilio, had sent out invita­
tions, and the villagers had responded with 
alacrity. On the slender-legged chairs, in 
an atmosphere of silver and rose, little old 
women sat stiffly, their’ mittened hands 
crossed on their wrists. Their lips were 
tight with disapprobation; their sharp 
noses, mobile, sniffed the air, suspicious of 
scandal; but at times we could see their 
little, narrow flattened chests rise, rise, rise 
in a sigh which, after all, was not self con­
tentment, which held a wistfulness, a faded 
and dim desire.

The short service was- just ending, the 
pastor—poor man, he had been at such 
pains to gain from ignorant informants, 
such as I, facts for the necessary flat­
tering biography of the deceased—was mop­
ping his brow, when the whir of a machine 
sounded outside, and a man came in. 
Right away we knew, Ruth and I, that 
here was Mortimer.

He went swiftly across the floor, as 
though sure of owning it, ignoring us all, a 
big, powerful man with grizzled hair, and
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stood like a pillar at the head of the coffin. 
Hat in hand he looked down. His big face 
was clean-shaven. The skin was thick and 
sallow and inert. And now, beneath this 
skin, so well made to hide, this skin like 
the last improvement in comfortable masks, 
I saw a black flush pass, pass almost imper­
ceptibly, and be gone almost instantane­
ously, a flush—of what? I am not sure. 
God knows, though, it seemed to have some­
thing of triumph, subdued and tenebrous.

He raised his head and again, impassively 
with the same tranquil ignoring of us all, 
went across the floor, this time back to 
the door. The service was over. We rose 
and trooped out As the small procession 
formed behind the hearse, we could see his 
machine, in dust, far ahead When we 
reached the cemetery, he was there before 
us. He stood on a little mound of loose 
earth above the narrow black hole. The 
hearse approached.

But from now on everything we did 
took on a strange character of being not in 
spontaneity, but in obedience. Beneath 
that commanding, massive figure on the 
mound, its gray, filmy, expressionless eyes, 
every gesture, every movement, seemed 
ordered. The hearse approached, the cas­
ket was taken from it—all this seemed pre­
arranged by his authority. We lowered 
the casket with the ropes, there was a short 
prayer, a clod of earth rubbled—all this 
seemed as if he had preordained it. Some­
one—the black girl, I think—broke out in 
a wail; a little, old woman knelt—she knelt 
as if with a projection of his hand irresisti­
ble upon her shoulder.

I felt Ruth trembling by my side and 
whispering: “He knew it all, not only this, 
but what came before. He knew it all 
would come this way; he planned it all! ”

A crooked man with a spade approached 
with an excuse on his lip. Mortimer went 



down the little mound, passed through us, 
and rose in his machine.

We never saw him again, nor Grant, nor 
anyone. The house, the next day, was 
closed, its blinds down, and on the lawn the 
sprinklers motionless, their arms at all 
angles of stupefaction. And thus, vague, 
but half understood, food for infinite sur­

mise and secret thought, the life of the other 
house went out of our lives, leaving in us 
an astonishment, and—God help us—some­
thing else, which stirs at times far within us, 
which stirs and is quieted, and then stirs again.

For passion and sin and disaster, after 
all, are red. And life within the laws is 
gray and gray and gray.

A Great Neto Serial Story 
to

Sir Gilbert Parker
A top-notch story by a top-notch author—one of the best writers of the fiction 
of action in all the world—is what we offer you next month. You know how tre­
mendous is the vogue of this creator of real men and women. Sir Gilbert Parker 
is a wonderful artist in words; and aside from the sheer power and absorbing 
interest of this novel which he has written for Hearst’s Magazine, there is liter­
ary charm and some marvelous pen portraiture. Moreover you will love this 
new type in fiction—this Jean Jacques Barbille—philosopher, hot-headed Canad­
ian Frenchman, sentimentalist, and gay adventurer. There is great drama and 
great ideas in this story which is called

“The Money-Master”
You mustn’t miss a line of this virile, fascinating narrative. It is just one of a 
number of the big fictional features we have planned for Hearst’s Magazine this 
year. “Better fiction than others print, by big authors who do big work”— 
that is our slogan; the poor story hiding behind a big name has no place in our 
program. The best-known authors must deliver the goods to Hearst’s Maga­
zine. Sir Gilbert Parker has put over his best in this new novel, and it is

Illustrated by Andre Castaigne
the artist who did such wonderful, unforgettable work in Sir Gilbert Parker’s 
famous story “The Weavers” of a few years ago. Don’t miss the opening 
chapters of “The Money-Master” in the August Hearst’s—“the most-talked- 
of-magazine in America.”



By Henry Smith Williams, M.D., LL.D.
Invincible at Forty-five

A FEW weeks ago a very remarkable 
athletic contest took place in 

/ \ New York. The champion 
/ \ middle-weight wrestler of Eng-

JL V land challenged George Both- 
ner, undefeated champion of America. The 
match lasted for three and a half hours, at 
the end of which time it was declared no 
contest, neither wrestler having scored a fall. 
The match was actively contested through­
out, and therefore involved an amount of 
exertion which only the most thoroughly 
trained athlete could possibly withstand.

The feature of the matter which causes 
me to refer to it here is that George Bothner 
is forty-six years old. More than twenty 
years have elapsed since he won the light­
weight championship, and throughout the 
intervening period he has remained in­
vincible to any wrestler of his weight. In­
deed, he has been obliged to meet heavy­
weights in handicap matches, because there 
were no wrestlers of his own weight to give 
him a contest. The followers of sporting 
events may recall the contest in which 
Bothner defeated the most famous Japa­
nese exponent of jiu-jitsu. This match also 
lasted more than three hours, but at that 
time Bothner was many years younger.

There is a popular notion, not unsup­
ported by expert testimony, that an athlete 
is past his prime by thirty, and is distinctly 
a back number by thirty-five. There is 
also a popular impression that the practice 
of athletic sports does not conduce to lon­
gevity. The chief reason, probably, why 
this impression has become current, is that 
many of the athletes who are most in the 
public eye, namely the pugilists, do not live 

temperate lives and do not keep in regular 
training. They train strenuously for a 
number of weeks, and then after a contest 
get thoroughly out of condition.

Wrestlers, on the other hand, for the most 
part keep in condition year in and year out, 
and they are usually temperate in habit. 
As a result they maintain their efficiency 
to a much later period, and are usually at 
their best in the forties. Of course not 
many men at any age could carry through 
such a strenuous period of action as was 
represented by the contest to which I have 
just referred, for there are not many Both- 
ners born in a generation. But that an 
athlete who has gone through scores of 
grueling contests should maintain some­
thing like his pristine vigor as he approaches 
the half century mark is a fact that can not 
be too widely heralded. It furnishes an 
impressive object lesson in the value of 
right-living.

Panama—Health Resort

THE report of the Department of Sani­
tation of the Isthmian Canal Commis­

sion for 1912 shows that that extraordinary 
work of making a once pestilential region 
salubrious has been carried one stage further 
by Colonel Gorgas and his associates, the 
death-rate among employees being lower 
than ever before. It appears that in 1906 
the death-rate among employees was 41.73 
per thousand, and in 1907 28.74 per thou­
sand, whereas in 1911, it was 11.02, and in 
1912 only 9.18 per thousand. The death­
rate among white employees was'only 3.25 
per thousand, and the death-rate from dis­
ease in the army in the calendar year 1911 
was only 2.66 per thousand.

ng



As to specific diseases, we find that in 
1907 there were 98 deaths from typhoid 
fever, in 1912 only 4 deaths from this dis­
ease. Pneumonia claimed 328 victims in 
1907, and only 57 in 1912; and malaria, 
which caused 233 deaths in 1906, caused 
only 20 in 1912.

Considering the death-rate of the total 
population including the cities of Panama, 
Colon, and the Canal Zone, the statistics 
show an equally striking betterment in re­
cent years. The death-rate per thousand 
in 1905 was 49.94; in 1912 it was 20.49. 
As regards the former scourges of the re­
gion, Colonel Gorgas reports as follows: 
“One case of yellow fever on a ship from 
Guayaquil, Ecuador, was isolated in Santo 
Tomas Hospital and died there on July 14. 
With this exception, no case of yellow fever, 
plague, or small-pox occurred on the Isth­
mus during the year.”

It should be understood, however, that 
the work of making the Canal Zone perma­
nently salubrious is by no means completed. 
The monthly report for February, 1913, 
shows that the task of making ditches to 
drain areas where the mosquitoes breed is 
still under way, and that there are regions 
where the deadly Anopheles (the carrier of 
malaria germs) still exists in sufficient num­
bers to be a menace. The report tells of 
tests with mosquitoes stained for identifi­
cation, in which the marked individuals 
were found at a distance of 6,000 feet, or 
considerably over a mile, from where they 
were liberated.

This fact will be of interest to the local 
health authorities of many regions of the 
temperate zone, inasmuch as there has been 
a prevailing opinion that a mosquito can 
travel but a short distance from its breeding 
haunts. It becomes evident that local 
health boards who wish to protect their 
villages from invasion by the malaria-car­
rying mosquito must pay attention to 
ponds or other reservoirs of stagnant water 
for a radius of more than a mile.

Building Continents With Dust

NO one needs to be told that the atmos­
phere everywhere contains more or less 

dust, and it is familiar experience that this 
dust is sifted about from one place to an­
other and deposited constantly. As much 
as that is known to every house-wife. And 
every one who had lived in the country 

knows that at times the dust may be de­
posited in considerable quantities in fence 
corners or wherever any obstruction causes 
an eddy.

Meantime it has long been known to 
meteorologists that the prevailing winds in 
the northern hemisphere blow from south­
west to northeast, owing to the rotation of 
the earth. The explanation is simply that 
air moving away from the equator retains 
the speed of translation eastward which it 
gained through partaking of the earth’s 
motion. As the size of the earth, measured 
at successive parallels of latitude, decreases 
constantly, its actual speed of rotation de­
creases in like measure. But the atmos­
pheric currents retain their original mo­
mentum and are therefore carried in an 
easterly direction more rapidly than the 
surface of the globe moves anywhere except 
at the equator. These facts have long been 
known; but only recently has it occurred to 
any one that this prevailing motion of the 
dust-laden wind in one direction must re­
sult in course of time in the permanent 
transfer of soil in enormous quantities from 
one region to another.

In very recent years, however, the matter 
has received the attention of geologists, and 
in particular it has been studied by Pro­
fessor Charles R. Keyes, in connection with 
his investigations of the geological condi­
tions of our southeastern states. Profes­
sor Keyes has reached the conclusion that 
what he speaks of as the wind-scour in arid 
and semi-arid countries has a denuding, 
transportive, and depositional power “that 
is comparable in every way to water action 
in a moist climate.” He holds that the ac­
tion of the wind is of the utmost importance 
in supplying various regions with layers of 
arable soil. This action, he believes, ac­
counts for general desert leveling and for 
the main topographical features of regions 
where the annual rainfall is small.

“Under conditions of aridity,” says Pro­
fessor Keyes, “the relative efficiencies of 
wind-scour and water action may be rough­
ly measured by the circumstance that the 
total volume of rock-waste brought down by 
storm waters from a desert range in a year 
may be removed by the winds in a single 
day. What general erosion by means of 
water is, in a wet climate, eolation is under 
conditions of arid climate.”

The pulverized earth which is taken up 
by the winds in the arid regions of the South-
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west may be sifted 
across hundreds of 
miles of territory to 
find an ultimate rest­
ing place on the 
moist prairies of the 
Mississippi Valley. 
Doubtless such 
transportation of 
soil is at least partial­
ly instrumental in 
compensating the loss 
of soil by water erosion.

(<•) UNDERWOOD & UXUEKWoO

Science looks forward to a time 
when such as these *’ curious 
rocky structures sculptured by 
the wind-driven sand in past 
years will be the only reminder 
of the arid wastes which we 
now call the Great American 
Desert The picturesque forms 
chiseled by these natural sand­
blasts are strikingly seen in the 
Gurdalupi Point, Texas (left), 
and in the famed Tower of 
Babel, Colorado, (at the right)

It is partly due, 
Professor Keyes be­
lieves, to the action 
of the wind in sup­
plying new soil, 
that the grass belt 
that fringes what 
used to be called 

the Great American 
Desert is constantly 
spreading towards 
the west.

Where grass gains



a foothold, of course, eolic erosion be­
comes less important, though by no 
means ceasing altogether. There seems 
a fair prospect that, partly through the 
natural advance of the grass belt and 
partly through efforts of agriculturists, the 
arid regions of the Southwest will ultimately 
change their aspect, and that the “Great 
American Desert” will exist only as a reminis­
cence. There are regions, however, where 
the curious rocky structures sculptured by 
the wind-driven sand in past years will for 
many thousands of years to come bear wit­
ness to the former conditions.

How Light Affects Metals
LTRA-VIOLET light, it will be re­
called, consists of the very short waves 

lying beyond the violet end of the visible 
spectrum. Such waves are mixed with the 
visible rays in the light that comes to us 
from the sun, but they are readily obstruc­
ted by the atmosphere, and hence sunlight 
at the sea level contains a much smaller 
proportion of these rays than the rarefied 
atmosphere of the mountains. These rays 
destroy bacterial germs, and they are thus 
of use in the cure of localized tubercular 
tissues, and of possible value in the treat­
ment of cancer.

There is another effect of the ultra-vio­
let rays which has not been so prominently 
called to the attention of the general pub­
lic. This is the really extraordinary fact 
that when ultra-violet light falls upon a 
metal, electrons, conveying the unit charge 
of negative electricity, leave the surface of 
the metal at a very high velocity. The 
phenomenon is called “photo-electric” ef­
fect. The electrons that thus appear to be 
driven off from the surface of the metal by 
the mere impact of the short waves of light 
are identical, so far as can be determined, 
with those constituting the familiar cathode 
or Lenard rays in a vacuum tube. They are 
also identical with the particles making up 
the beta ray given off by radioactive sub­
stances.

The most obvious inference from the ob­
served fact that electrons are thus driven 
off when ultra-violet light impinges on a 
polished metal surface would be that elec­
trons are liberated from the molecules of 
the metal itself. It is conceived by some 
physicists, however, that such may not be 
the origin of the electrons. In the physical 

laboratory of the State University of Iowa, 
Professor George W. Stewart and his as­
sociates are testing the matter, by observ­
ing the depositing of metal in a vacuum. 
Dr. Stewart suggests that the observed 
effect may be due only in a very indirect 
way to the metal. It is conceivable, for 
example, that the electrons are liberated 
from molecules of the air in contact with 
the metal. Such breaking up of atmos­
pheric molecules constitutes an observed 
phenomenon under certain conditions. 
The prevailing opinion, however, is that 
every particle of matter is associated with 
electrons, some of which are more or less 
loosely bound. The familiar observation of 
the production of electricity by mere friction, 
as when felt is rubbed on glass, is explica­
ble as due to the liberation of electrons.

Our Wasting Zoos
R. R. W. SHUFELDT, the distin­
guished anatomist, calls attention to 

the fact that we have accumulated in our 
museums great quantities of scientific ma­
terial which for lack of funds can not prop­
erly be studied. He says that in this coun­
try at the present time there is great need 
of workers who are trained comparative 
anatomists. Many of the present workers 
in this department in our museums, he says, 
receive ridiculously small salaries, and there 
is a marked falling off in recent years in the 
matter of technical scientific contributions 
of merit and magnitude in consequence.

Yet he assures us that there is enough 
work ahead to keep busy an army of work­
ers for generations to come. In partic­
ular, he declares, “we urgently need a corps 
of fully equipped researchers to investigate 
a large number of forms of animal life that 
are now threatened with total extinction, 
and regarding which very little has been 
written. In the near future our antelopes, 
our seals, and a host of our smaller animals 
will have disappeared forever, and it is truly 
shameful how little we. really know of their 
structure. This ignorance is even more 
evident in the case of birds, reptiles, and 
fishes.”

Commenting on an allied phase of the 
subject, Dr. Shufeldt declares that our 
National Zoological Garden also suffers 
from the neglect of our legislators. Not 
only is the list of animals on exhibition sur­
prisingly small, but the quarters are in many



appear- 
ing ?

Are we not neglecting the 
great opportunity 
afforded by our 
well-stocked 
zoos for the 
study of 
animal

life and anatomy, and 
especially among 

those animals 
which are 
fast dis­

cases ri- 
diculously 
limited, owing 
to the shortsight­
edness of our 
Government in

European Fla­
mingos (above), 

and a rare Peacock,

not making sufficient 
appropriations. More­
over, there is need of 
a more adequate staff 
to make proper scien­
tific use of even the 
material in hand. 
“When animals of 
any kind die,” 
says Dr. Shufeldt, 
“it is not suffi­
cient that simply 
the cause of death 
be ascertained, 
and whether par­
asites were pres­
ent in any of the
animal’s organs; but 
there should be built 
up at the Garden a fully- 
equipped prosectorial depart­
ment, in order that the proper
scientific use might be made Grevy. Zebra—one of the

r ° , prizes of the collection at theoi a great mass of material Washington Zoo

that is now 
wasted.”

In Dr.
S hu f eldt’s 

opinion the failure to
make use of material at the 

National Zoological Garden 
—due entirely to lack of 

funds—“is quite equal 
in the matter of im­
portance to the waste 
of many another prod­
uct that this most 
wasteful of all coun­
tries has been guilty 
of in times gone by. 

There is a superb 
field here,” he declares, 

“and there are plenty 
of earnest young scientific

workers in this country 
ready to take hold; but in 

most cases the inducements 
to do so are at present not 
sufficient to meet the ordinary 
demands of life.”



Ending Disease by Diet

WRITING in the Britannica Year- 
Book for 19x3, Dr. Stephen Paget 

of London gives a very interesting account 
of the recent discoveries regarding the in­
fluence of certain elements of the diet on 
the bodily functions; with particular refer­
ence to the disease beri-beri, a malady to 
which the residents of the Philippines have 
been peculiarly subject.

“Few events in pathology, during late 
years,” says Dr. Paget, “have been more 
notable, or more happy, than the discovery 
of the cause of this endemic disease. Beri­
beri, a form of peripheral neuritis, with loss 
of muscular power, emaciation, and ex­
haustion, has been one of the scourges of 
the tropics. In the Federated Malay 
States the estimate has been made of 45,000 
deaths from beri-beri in the course of 30 
years. In the Philippines it has been a 
long-standing evil. During the Russo- 
Japanese War, it accounted for a very 
large part of the sickness among the Japa­
nese.

“In 1909 Fraser and Stanton published 
their Etiology of Beri-beri. Working on the 
lines suggested by C. Hose and Braddon, 
they traced the cause of the disease to the 
use of ‘ milled ’ rice, i. e., rice which has been 
‘polished’ by the removal of its husk and 
outer layers. Fowls or pigeons fed on pol­
ished rice alone quickly showed signs of the 
disease; but if the polishings of rice were 
added to their food they quickly recovered. 
Further observations, by De Haan, Cham­
berlain, Eijkmann, and others, showed that 
the disease was not due simply to the ab­
sence of phosphates from the rice. It 
was due to the loss of a substance which is 
present as a mere trace in the husks; in­
deed, there are no more than ten grains of it 
in a ton of rice. Funk, working at the Lis­
ter Institute, has lately isolated this sub­
stance, and has given it the name of ‘vi- 
tamine.’ ” We are told that a pigeon fed 
on polished rice alone will in three or four 
weeks show signs of the disease. If when 
death seems imminent a minute dose of 
vitamine be given, the bird quickly re­
covers.

“The wonder does not end here. For 
this work on beri-beri throws light on 
scurvy, epidemic dropsy, scurvy, rickets, 
etc. Indeed, Funk has isolated from limes 
a substance similar to vitamine, and present 

in about one in 100,000 parts of the fruit. 
This ‘ vitamine of the lime ’ has a favorable 
action alike on beri-beri and on scurvy.”

Dr. Paget asserts that the practical 
value of these studies is already evident. 
In the Philippines, since the American oc­
cupation, the change of food from polished 
to unpolished rice has practically stamped 
out the disease beri-beri. Similar results 
are reported by Dr. Heiser in regard to a 
leper colony at Culion. “The disease had 
been so common in this colony, since its 
founding in 1906, that it caused one-third 
of the deaths. But after the use of un­
polished rice was made compulsory no 
deaths occurred from the disease, and per­
sons already affected were quickly cured by 
the addition of rice-polishings to their food.”

The Era of Big Boats

THIS is the era of the big ship. In 
addition to the 920-foot Imperator, 

recently put in commission, there are four 
ships in an advanced stage of construction 
each of which is larger than any vessel that 
ever sailed the seas prior to the present 
year. Of these, the Aquitania and the 
Britannic are British, and the other two are 
German, as is the Imperator. All are in 
the 900-foot class as to length, and not far 
from 100 feet in beam. The recently 
launched Vaterland is the first to reach the 
950-foot mark, but a companion ship already 
on the stocks is even larger; it will per­
haps exceed the thousand-foot limit once 
thought unattainable.

Though much is heard of the luxurious 
appointments of these new leviathans— 
brass-bedded staterooms, restaurants, gym­
nasia, squash courts, swimming pools, and 
what not—still greater stress is laid on the 
points of construction and equipment that 
make for safety. This gives gratifying, and 
to some extent unexpected, evidence that 
the lesson of the Titanic is not altogether 
forgotten, though more than a, year has 
passed since that defectively built and mis­
managed vessel went down. The new 
vessels are all built with double bottoms 
and elaborate water-tight compartments, 
as properly constructed vessels were built 
before; but the provision of powerful search­
lights, and double crows’ nests, and enough 
life boats to carry all on board are features 
of novelty which only landsmen had hith­
erto thought necessary. Of the Imperator’s



vessels, however, including some of the 
largest, are being fitted with a combination of 
reciprocating and turbine engines. The
Britan- 
will have 
with re-

nic, for example, 
four propellers,

John Fitch's little boat, of about 1776. “It was 3 
practical steamship, even though it lacked 

commercial proportions"
ciprocating engines on two shafts. The 
Aquitania, on the other hand, as well as the 
German boats, will have turbines on all four

Launching of the 
new Caterland

W, the first of the 
Hl new 950-foot
[Ml liners

shafts, but so adjusted that the 
steam passes at high pressure into 
turbines on each wing shaft, then 
at intermediate pressure to a tur­
bine on the opposite wing shaft, and 
finally at low pressure to a turbine 
on an inner shaft; having thus three 

. expansions.
It is inter-

JF > I esting to
>1 % reflect

84 Hfe- 
boats, 
two are motor 
boats which on oc­
casion could tow 
all the others, and 
which are equipp­
ed with wireless 
apparatus having 
a radius of two 
hundred miles.

Even the Ger­
man boats are to 
be equipped with 
Parsons turbine 
engines — a fact 
which speaks 
rather conclusive­
ly for the all-round 
superiority of en­
gines of this type. 
Many modern

William Symington's early Scotch canal boat, the Charlotte 
Dundas (above). The “control bridge" of a modern 

liner—the heart of its complicated signal system

, ■: ;;..W I h ;i t
original 

model of the 
turbine engine 
was made less 
than thirty years 
ago by Mr. (now 
Sir Charles) Par­
sons, and that 
engineers for 
some time re­
garded it as only 
a laboratory toy. 
It is interesting 
also to contrast 
these 85,000



horse-power present-day engines, driv­
ing ships a fifth of a mile in length, with 
the crude little barrel-like engines, still in 
existence, of the first steamboat that ever 
plied the waters of New York Harbor—or, 
probably, any other waters—away back 
in Revolutionary days. The little boat of 
John Fitch, with its combination of side 
wheels and propeller, was a practical steam­
ship, even though it lacked commercial 
proportions. So was the twin-propeller 
vessel which John Stevens, founder of the 
institute that bears his name, operated in 
the same waters just at the beginning of the 
nineteenth century. These and the vessels 
operated by the marine engines which 
William Symington made in Scotland at the 
same period (one of them a canal boat of 
commercial size, named the Charlotte Dun­
das} , had been tried and found not altogether 
wanting some years before Fulton electrified 
the world with the Clermont. But the 
wildest dreams of their inventors could never 
have pictured the twentieth century floating 
palaces of which their steam-propelled 
craft were the prototypes.

Railways’ Need of Good Farming

THE Bureau of Railway Economics at 
Washington has recently issued a bul­

letin making comparison between the prog­
ress of railways and the progress of agri­
culture in the past decade. It is pointed 
out that railways are dependent to a very 
great extent on the products of the farm­
country for their traffic. Therefore the 
failure of the agriculturists to increase the 
output of their acres becomes a serious 
handicap to the railways no less than to 
the general public.

Every one is aware that the building of 
railways across our continent opened up 
vast areas of the Middle West to rapid 
agricultural development that must other­
wise have long remained uncultivated. 
But most readers perhaps are not aware of 
the rapid rate of increase of the railways in 
recent years. We are assured that the 
miles of main track of the railways in the 
United States increased during the decade 
1900-1910 at nearly double the rate of in­
crease in the area devoted to crops. 
Measured in the aggregate, the output 
of the railways—ton-miles and passenger­
miles—increased 80 per cent, and 102 per 
cent.,respectively, while the output of the 

ten principal crops averaged an increase of 
about 9 per cent.

As an illustration of the unrealized pos­
sibilities open to the farmers of the United 
States, it is noted that the Bureau of Plant 
Industry of the Department of Agriculture 
has conducted experiments in which over 
200 bushels of corn have been raised on a 
single acre of land. The record for the 
season of 1912 was 207 bushels. Yields of 
from 275 to 300 bushels are not uncommon. 
Over a century ago one Paul Hathaway 
raised 124.5 bushels of corn on a single acre 
of land in southern Massachusetts. Yet 
the average corn crop of the United States 
per acre in 1910 was only about 26 bushels. 
As to wheat, the production per thousand 
inhabitants in 1900 was 8,666 bushels, 
whereas in 1910 it was only 7,430 bushels, 
a falling off of 14.3 per cent.

The natural result of such falling off in 
the production of food stuffs is a very great 
increase in prices of staple commodities. 
It is noted that “ 1,000 bushels of corn in 
1910 would purchase greater quantities of 
all commodities by 52.4 per cent, than 
would one thousand bushels of corn in 
1900, one thousand bushels of wheat greater 
quantities by 43.8 per cent., and one thou­
sand bales of cotton greater quantities by 
63.4 per cent. One thousand bushels of 
corn would purchase in 1910 75.7 per cent, 
more ton-miles and 87.6 per cent, more pas­
senger-miles than would one thousand bush­
els in 1900; one thousand bushels of wheat 
65.8 per cent, more ton-miles and 77.1 per 
cent, more passenger-miles; one thousand 
bales of cotton 88.4 per cent, more ton­
miles and 101.1 per cent, more passenger­
miles. Conversely the purchasing power 
of the receipts from one thousand ton­
miles in 1910 of all commodities was 13.3 
per cent, less than that of one thousand 
ton-miles in 1900, and the purchasing power 
of one thousand passenger-miles was 18.8 
per cent, less.”

The presentation from a new angle of 
statistics as to the falling off in agricultural 
productivity should be stimulative. It is 
obvious that the railways and the farmers 
have mutual interests, and these interests, 
in any valid view of the economic situation, 
are closely linked with the interests of 
the great body of consumers of the food 
stuffs which it is the chief function of the 
farmer to produce and of the railways 
to transport.



By Charles Henry Meltzer
A ■ A HE device of Paris—Fluctuat 

I nee Mergitur—might be applied 
I as well to Paris art. The years

I roll on, and “movements” come
A or go. But art, in many shapes, 

still holds its own. Three Salons (if we 
exclude the “Humorists’” show) can now 
be seen in the French capital. The “Inde­
pendents” are entrenched near the Champ 
de Mars. The “Old” Salon of the Artistes 
Frangais, and the competing Salon of the 
Societe Nationale, are again drawing thou­
sands to the Champs-Elysees. There, in 
the east and west wings of the Grand 
Palais, are now displayed seven thousand 
works; seven thousand efforts of heaven 
knows how many artists, dreaming of fame.

Of the two official Salons the “Nationale” 
this year is the more interesting. The 
quality of many works on view at the 
younger exhibition is of unusual excellence. 
Only in the sculpture section does it fall 
short of the high standard set by its old 
rival. And even there it has done well and 
bravely. The “Nationale” does not en­
courage tyros. It keeps its walls and its 
three sculpture halls for its own members. 
In time, I fear, this very exclusiveness will 
prove its ruin. But, for the present, it is 
more than prosperous. Not for ten years 
at least has so fine an artistic showing been 
made by the society which, in its youth, 
foreshadowed bolder rebels. The decora­
tive paintings at the “Nationale” are more 
ambitious and of greater worth than those 
hung in the vaster galleries of the Artistes 
Frangais. Of the portraits and the land­
scapes in the younger Salon (some are by 
veterans) scores are distinguished by sur­
prising talent. In the field of genre paint­

ing, the “Old” Salon and the newer one 
might both claim honors.

With much good sense, the members of 
the “Nationale” (or “Societe Nationale 
des Beaux-Arts”) have given up painting 
unreal battle scenes and conventional alle­
gories. They are studying life, real life, 
and expressing nature. Not, possibly, in 
the same way as the Post-Impressionists, 
but often with the sincerity of the Impres­
sionists. The Artistes Frangais, on the 
other hand, still cling to the dead forms 
and modes. Yet some of them—a few— 
have seen a light. These are turning from 
mock-romantic and the poncij styles to­
ward truth. And truth, as one may see by 
observing the beautiful “Bathers” of Me­
nard, with its background of dark pines 
and its peaceful foreground, need not ex­
clude poetry. Another proof of this is to 
be found in the “Nocturne” of Auburtin, 
with its sombre woodsprite piping to a 
group of enchanted children. For .clear, 
rare color, brightness, and some truth (of 
a more obvious kind) the “ Before the Per­
formance” of Frederick Frieseke is remark­
able. This work, with several others in the 
“Nationale,” was painted in the sunshine 
of Corsica. Foremost among the portraits 
in the exhibition are the slightly ironic, 
but life-like'presentment of an editor, “M. 
Dubar,” by Albert Besnard, the director- 
designate of the Villa Medicis; the speaking, 
full length “Mme. B.”, of Gervex, and 
the “Marchioness of Dufferin and Ava,” by 
Mrs. Cotton.

Nudes, of great merit and technical 
skill, are contributed to the “Nationale” 
by D. Robinson, of London, H. Gsell, and 
Louis Picard. Louis Simon is represented 



by a wonderful “Peasant Family in Mourn­
ing,” and a fine composition, with nude and 
half nude figures in the foreground, entitled 
“The Park.” Cottet has sent in several 
strange and impressive Breton scenes, 
portrayals of “Pardons” and processions, 
and a “Harbor at Douarnenez,” which, 
though painted in Brittany, glows with the 
hues of Venice.

Respect for form, attention to drawing— 
the drawing which some artists seem to 
scorn, and sincerity in color, are among 
the ear-marks of the younger official Salon.

Neither at the “Nationale” nor at the 
exhibition of the Artistes Frangais, can one 
find a work this year which bears the stamp 
of genius. The picture in the older show 
which comes more near than any, in my 
judgment, to that honor, is the “Dregs of 
London” of the late Robert MacCameron. 
Like other paintings which we owe to the 

dead artist, it is vigorous and impressive. 
Frangois Flameng, who has grown so 
fashionable, is more happy in his ultra­
modern portrait of the caricaturist “Sem” 
(in the paddock at Ascot) than in his finicky 
and too artificial portrait of “Mrs. Kahn.” 
Bonnat is—just Bonnat, as we have known 
him for many years, in his pictures of 
“Henri Deutsch” and “Mlle. Kinen.” 
Rochegrosse, a “light that failed,” con­
tributes a huge “Burning of Persepolis,” 
garish in color and painfully conventional. 
Boutigny exemplifies romanticism run mad 
in a weird painting named “The Wreckers.” 
Georges Berges, in an anomaly called “Pro 
Patria Mori”; Paul Gervais, in two com­
panion panels entitled “Fructidor” and 
“Messidor”; Albert Calbet, in “The Char­
ities”; and Andre Gabriel-Ferrier, in his 
“Soul and Body,” represent symbolism 
and allegory in modern French art.

The much-discussed canvas (by Paul Gervais) in this year's salon, entitled "Fructidor, which is symbolistic 
and realizes a happy combination of decorative painting and pure realism



The Trend 
of the 

Times
No Child Illegitimate

I
LLEGITIMATE!

Of all words worked out by the 
mill of society, by the wheels and 
cogs of law, by the upper millstone 
of prejudice grinding upon the lower 

millstone of vested rights, this word is per­
haps the most amazing to men and angels 
in its sinister injustice.

A law-breaker, an outcast, handicapped 
in the race of life, damned at the outset! 
Who? Just a baby, a wee, blinking hu­
man mite, ready to love and be loved, but 
shut up in some “institution,” thence to be 
shunted out, still immature, to “work” 
in some factory or department store, to 
waste youth in the deadening moil of com­
mercialism, or to roam the streets and learn 
the arts and ways of crime.

A law has been introduced into the legis­
lature of Illinois legitimizing all children. 
It provides that the “birth of a child to a 
man and a woman shall constitute a com­
mon lew marriage. The child shall be 
legitimate, bear the father’s name and be a 
lawful heir. The dissolution of such mar­
riage shall require a regular divorce, and 
the wife shall be entitled to alimony and 
support for her child.”

This sounds good—as far as it goes. It 
makes no provision, however, for the case 
in which the man is already married. Such 
a man should be compelled' to support 
both child and mother at least.

The trouble with most legislation is that 
it is made from the standpoint of adults. 
The class that ought always be kept in 
view is that of the children.

Toward children law is a stepmother. 
They are outraged by the fundamental 
provisions of our social contract. Every 
child, not every man and woman, is entitled 

to that absolute “equality” before the law 
of which our constitution speaks.

But among the little ones there is no 
equal opportunity; only the most gro­
tesque inequity. Witness our laws of in­
heritance which place one child in the lap 
of luxury and another in the horror of the 
slums. What did these children do to 
merit that? Are the laws of an intelligent 
civilization to carry out the ancient super­
stition of election and predestination?

Let us have justice towards babies if 
we have it nowhere else! And that means 
no less than that every child born among 
us shall have a right to a school training 
that shall properly equip him for intelli­
gent citizenship.

Some other form of punishing social sin­
ners should be devised than the inhuman 
branding of the innocent child with the 
term, “illegitimate.”

The Mothers’ Parade

' I 'HIS is the age of Women, When the 
-*• French Revolution broke out the world 

was amazed to see the women emerge from 
kitchens and shops and march at the front 
of the mob. The opening years of the 
Twentieth Century are years of revolution, 
not so bloody as the European upheaval of 
1793, but no less radical.

The ideals of Justice, utter, clear, un­
fettered Justice, intoxicate our civilization 
like wine.

New York City recently witnessed a 
parade of thousands of women, maids and 
matrons, children and grandmothers, for 
the cause of woman suffrage. Woman is 
demanding her rights as a human being, 
the inalienable rights of personality. She 
is breathing the air of modernity. She is 
no longer content to be a pawn, a hopeless 



sacrifice in the chess-game of progress; she 
is to be the queen, all-powerful.

In England the liquor of idealism seems 
to be too strong for the feminine brain. 
Crazed and criminal suffragettes have been 
outdoing the petroleuses of the red days 
of Paris.

Along with emphasis of woman’s in­
dividuality there is observed a new reali­
zation of her communal, racial function. 
Motherhood is being exalted. Sarah Bern­
hardt, the most remarkable actress the 
world has ever seen, has been touring the 
United States. In an interview she ex­
pressed the opinion that motherhood should 
be woman’s greatest joy. Whatever may be 
the outcome of the movement to gain for 
women the franchise, to give them free en­
trance into business, the schools, and the 
professions, we may be sure that the strong 
common-sense and the primal instincts of 
womankind will swing them back to a sense 
of the due pride and glory of motherhood.

In every city of America on the first 
warm days of Spring there were held 
“mothers’ parades.” In every one of the 
parks and breathing spots, in cities from 
Boston to San Francisco, congregated moth­
ers, with babes in arms, mothers leading 
their children by the hand, wheeling baby 
carriages, acting as outrunners for infan­
tile tricycles.

Madame Bernhardt declared that the 
time to be married is in youth. “A girl in 
her teens,” she said, “is filled with the sun­
shine of love and romance, and makes an 
adorable—and the best—mother.”

Thousands of mothers, red-cheeked and 
rosy, white-faced and smiling, glad, hope­
ful, facing the world with the Spring in their 
hearts, took their babies out to see the lilacs 
and the green grass, and to show to men 
that after all is said and done as to woman’s 
privileges,

“A mother is a mother still, 
The holiest thing alive."

Sport, a Nation-Binder
QPEAKING of internationalism, ...world 

government, the parliament of man and 
all that, have we not overlooked the unifying 
influence of sport?

In the great movement of world­
getting-together we usually consider the 
consolidating effect of ocean liners and trans­
continental express trains; of aeroplanes 

that fail to recognize national boundaries 
(the various nations not being in actuality 
colored pink, yellow, and green, as in the 
geographies); of cables, Marconi systems 
and telegraph lines; of Hague conferences, 
May-days and Andrew Carnegie; but after 
all doesnot nearness and mutual understand­
ing ensue from playing together quite as 
much as from selling goods to each other or 
confabing?

The world of sport thrives mightily. 
Rudyard Kipling may speak of “the mud­
died oaf at the goal,” meaning the deficient 
celebration of the soccer-player, but no less 
than 121,000 spectators were present at the 
last football contest for the English cup 
recently in England. The majority of them 
were workingmen.

It is rather a refreshing spectacle. This 
world cannot be so blamed serious after all. 
When we think of “the great multitude 
which no man can number, of all peoples 
and nations and tongues” that congregate 
to witness American baseball, we are in­
clined to conclude that we are not quite yet 
on the verge of revolution.

Even prize-fighting, the oldest of sports, 
is looking up. George Fitch, the humorist 
and Illinois legislator, attended an exhibi­
tion fight given the other day to show the 
legislature how innocent the game is, and 
thus describes it:

“Before I went to the sample prize-fights 
put on for the benefit of the Illinois Legis­
lature, I was a good deal of a sceptic con­
cerning the moral and aesthetic benefits of 
pugilism.

“ But I have attended the official hearing 
of the pugilists and am an enlightened legis­
lator. I acknowlege my mistake. Prize­
fighting is not gory or brutal. It does not 
produce the Bulgarian eye and the pancake 
nose as its detractors claim. Instead, it is 
healthful and soothing. It is a cross be­
tween a pillow fight and a fancy dance. It 
is aesthetic and congested with good feeling. 
I know of no better way of settling, a feud 
than to allow the mutual enemies to enter 
a ring and while leaning over each other’s 
shoulders to strike each other’s heads 
tenderly with ten-inch gloves.”

Wouldn’t it be a good plan, in case we 
are threatened with war by any nation, to 
select a dozen bruisers from each country, 
have a grand exhibition at five dollars per 
seat and let them settle the great interna­
tional dispute by the truly American method



of slugging? It would not be nearly 
so costly as war ; indeed it could 
be made to pay. And then it 
would be heaps of fun.

No Time for “Dear Sir”

SOME time ago it was proposed 
in the War Department to 

omit the fore and aft salutations of 
respect from letters. An America 
business concern recently de­
cided also to adopt this 
change and now prints 
a line at the bottom of 
its letter heads explan­
atory of the omis­
sion. This is a 
grand move in the ■ 
wrong direction. 
Courtesy goes fur­
ther, considering 
the price, than any­
thing yet discov- | 
ered. It does not 
pay to save lubri­
cating oil even in 
business affairs.

They Who Say, 
“Kismet”

OF all institu­
tions the 

worker is saying 
today what Jesus 
said of the Sabbath: 
“The Sabbath was 
made for man, and 
not man for the
Sabbath.”

The com­
mon people 
coming of 
age, devel­
oping a con­
sciousness of 
their im- 
por t ance, 
organizing 
for con­
certed ac-

Here are three 
remarkable 
types of mod­
ern femininity. At 
the top is Dr. Mary 
Walker, the only 
woman authorized 
to dress like a man, 
army nurse through 
the Civil War, and 
for fifty years a 
ticing physician.
In the center is ' 
Miss Wakana

tion; what may not this 
signify! The other day 
the workingmen of Europe 
threatened a general strike 
if war should be declared. 

What would the Magnificences of 
earth do without chessmen of flesh 
and blood with which to play their 
deadly games?

Like all subversive ideas this, 
too, breaks out in violence. They 
who are mad for justice are not 
always wise. In France they have 
sabotage; in the United States 
the Industrial Workers of the

World. Both declare for im­
mediate revolution and vio­

lence. The Socialist move­
ment, swarming with 
Utopian ideas, 
dreaming the dreams 

of millennial equity, 
is growing lustily. 

The danger in all
H such manifestations 

is t he very class spi ri t 
; , to which they ap­

peal and to which 
they owe the sud­
denness of their 
success. There is
something broader, 
firmer, more per­
manent than class, 
even the “working 
class.” It is Hu­
manity. Butthatis 
very hard for fierce 
partisans to see.

Whatever may 
come of the efforts 
of agitators and 

strikers, of the high­
brow socialists like 
Bernard Shaw and

Utagawa, a 
new wom­

an of Japan 
who is win­

ning her soli­
tary way to fame in this 
country as an artist. At 
the bottom is little Beulah 
Miller who has wonderful 
telepathic powers. She is 

a normal girl whose gift 
for mind-reading is 

amazing, says Prof.
Miinsterberg

H. G. Wells, 
or of the 
strenuous 
type of over­
turners like 
Big Bill 
Heywood, it 
is the duty 
of govern­
ment to al­
low full and 
free speech,

and carefully and wisely to 
confine its police activity 
to the suppression of vio­
lence. The English man­
age matters better than



we. Lord Weardale, one of the commission­
ers to the peace conference here, declared:

“The Syndicalist movement is growing 
rapidly in the United States; it has not 
made any progress in England. It is being 
met with opposition and violence in the 
United States; it is let alone in England. 
Force begets force.’’

The Sin of the Schools

THE authorities of the Horace Mann
School of Teachers College, Columbia 

University, have decided to abandon co­
education. For a long time this school has 
been conspicuous among co-educational in­
stitutions, and the change comes as a sur­
prise. The boys will now have a separate 
school of their own, with their own gymna­
sium, athletic field, and class rooms.

The reason given for this move is that 
“the radically different aims and ideals of 
the two sexes can be better studied and 
guided.”

The real reason, however, is a subtler one. 
It is the evil influence still exerted by the 
old endowed universities upon the general 
system of education.

Of all the strongholds of conservatism the 
university is perhaps the most impregnable. 
Tradition, which in other institutions is a 
mild influence, a tinge or flavor, is here hard 
as iron. Of all aristocracies the aristocracy 
of intellect is the toughest. Kings are 
trembling on their thrones and even the 
House of Lord,s is toppling, but the “ schol­
ar” class is still secure and serene in its ex­
clusiveness.

The university is for the exceptional man, 
and for one kind of exceptional man, the 
kind that runs to Greek, Latin, and mathe­
matics. In former days, and not so very 
long ago, there was no exact science but 
mathematics; botany, geology, and physics 
were not yet born. And there were no 
teachable languages but Latin and Greek, 
for these only had the teachable necessities, 
a grammar and a settled body of literature.

Notwithstanding that the world has 
moved long since out of this position, the 
test of scholarship remains the same. Upon 
the entire system of public education the 
medieval university still spreads its deaden­
ing shadow. Every effort to rationalize 
popular education is met by the outcry of 
“ fad ” and “ new-fangled nonsense.” Most 
of the instructors in the schools are univer­

sity men, and thoroughly imbued with the 
university point of view. It will take a 
long time to get our schools out into the 
broad, free, intelligent program of training 
for life and efficiency, in any calling or 
trade, and not for the narrow excellence of 
“scholarship.”

One of the traditions of the past is this of 
separating the sexes. It is the old principle 
of monasticism. It is the lingering poison 
of the idea that the female sex is inferior, and 
a bit dangerous.

This is the day of equal opportunities for 
all. Women are coming into their own. 
Whatever institution discriminates against 
them takes a step backward. Besides this, 
there is the undisputed fact that the most 
wholesome condition is that where the young 
of both sexes mingle freely under healthful 
circumstances.

The American idea of co-education will 
march right along in spite of the Horace 
Mann School.

Back to the Spank

SHALL we go back to the spank? We 
shall have to do something for the anti- 

Peter-Pan theistic children of this Topsy- 
Turvey-Land; for they are born old, and 
go on school strikes just like their elders. 
Thus have they raised Cain in Pittsburgh, 
Cambridge, and New York. In the by­
gone days of penny thrillers they used to 
play pirate with Huckleberry Finn or In- 
dian-hunter with Texas-Jack; in these days 
of newspapers they imitate newspaper 
heroes, of whom the males organize labor 
mobs and the females hurl suffragette bombs.

We Are Religious—Not Churchly
A LADY in Montclair, New Jersey, watch- 

ing by the bedside of her father, a 
Christian man of high character, saw him 
breathe his last, and therewith observed a 
remarkable phenomenon, which she thus 
describes:

“His eyes closed as he gave a gentle sigh 
of relief, and as his features relaxed into a 
most beatific smile his lips parted. Then 
there issued from between his lips a distinct 
and well defined shape. As the soul—for 
that I know it was—came from his lips it 
was in the form of a small butterfly, with 
beautiful wings. As it emerged it assumed 
a much larger form, beautiful and graceful



attention was 
paid by the news­
papers to this news

Are these the spring-signs of a civic movement that shall sweep our cities clean ? Uncle Sam has cleaned-up cities 
over seas and made them fit to live in; are his own cities godly enough to take hold for themselves? 
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and so 
peaceful. I 
reached out, 
involuntarily, to 
place my hands 
upon the wings. 
They fluttered 
away from me, 
like holy things 
which should 
not be sullied 
by the hands 
of mortals. 
The wings 
seemed to be 
connected, 
but not at- 
tached to 
any body.”

Considerable

item. The 
incident 

was received 
generally with

respectful incre­
dulity. The time 

has been when 
such an occur­

rence would 
have aroused 
great popular 
excitement. 
The place 
where it 
occurred 
might have 
been conse- 
crated as 
the site of a 

cathedral.
Are we grow­

ing less religious? 
Is religious faith



dying out? Are we being rendered godless 
by what Cardinal Gibbons calls “the un­
believing scientist, of which there are too 
many in the world?”

Those who fancy so are poor readers of 
the signs of the times. They make the 
same mistake that is made universally by 
writers upon the subject who contribute 
both to the religious and the anti-religious 
magazines, to wit: that religion is neces­
sarily identified with church organizations 
and with the superstitions, credulities, and 
moral provincialism that characterize them.

Religion, on the contrary, is a function 
of humanity. It is as old as the race and 
will last as long as there are human beings. 
It consists in a sense of awe and wonder 
toward the infinite and unknown that cir­
cumscribe all life, and in a reverential ac­
knowledgment of the binding quality of 
the higher ethical motives, the moral con­
victions.

Religion, in such a sense, never was more 
flourishing than to-day.

It grips the President of the United States, 
its thunders mutter ceaselessly behind legis­
latures and courts, its shadow falls upon the 
newspaper, it is the foundation of that 
credit system which has placed American 
commerce in the lead of the world, it ele­
vates woman to a place she never before 
occupied, it is the soul of all charities, it 
is the power behind all labor movements 
and all efforts to improve social conditions, 
it is the gist of justice.

When Big Bill Heywood declared that 
the laborers “wanted no God” he said a 
very foolish thing. He too imagined God 
to be in the hand of the local parson. But 
God is the power behind the People, the 
instinct of universal equity, the foe of all 
privilege.

It is for that reason that “the river of 
God” has escaped from the walls of insti­
tutions and “runs through the streets of 
the city.”

One Hundred Years of Peace

ON September nth, one hundred years 
ago, was fought, at Rouse’s Point, N.

Y., the battle which virtually ended the 
war of 1812 between England and the United 
States of America. On that day Commo­
dore Macdonough with eight United States 
frigates met Commodore George Downie, 
of the British Royal Navy, on Lake Cham­

plain. At dusk the English ships were lying 
shattered in the lake. The British com­
mander, with many of his officers, was 
buried side by side with the American dead.

That was the last battle in which America 
and her mother country ever met, and, 
please God! ever shall meet, to try the 
issues of justice by the savage method of 
murder by wholesale.

The next year, 1815, a treaty of peace be­
tween the two countries was signed at the 
little city of Ghent, in Belgium.

One hundred years peace has held be­
tween the two great English-speaking na­
tions. Relations have frequently been 
strained. Occasions have not been wanting 
which in former and darker times would 
have unloosed the hound-passions of war. 
There have been unavoidable conflicts of 
interest between the captains of commerce 
of the two great merchant-nations. There 
have been Anglophobiacs aplenty on this 
side, and jingos, equally pestiferous, on the 
other. But the strands of common blood 
and common-sense have not been broken. 
Gradually the conviction has grown that, 
in the words of Captain Sir Arthur Lawley, 
“it is unthinkable that any situation can 
arise which cannot be settled amicably by 
our statesmen in Washington and London.”

The smouldering war-hates were nearly 
blown aflame at the time of the celebrated 
Alabama claims, but that case was settled 
by arbitration; upon which occasion Glad­
stone remarked: “No matter what the 
verdict was, no matter w’hat the compensa­
tion may have been, it is as dust compared 
with the innumerable advantages that have 
flow'ed from the settlement of this great dis­
pute.”

To celebrate this century of national san­
ity delegates have come from England now 
to meet us in an international conference, 
to lay plans for fitly commemorating so 
world-significant an epoch. Let the world 
join in! The year 1815 ended also the 
Napoleonic wars. Since the battle of 
Waterloo there has been peace between 
France and England, and no general Euro­
pean war.

Let an annual peace day be observed in 
the schools, and our children be taught the 
criminal insanity of war. With every battle 
they learn of, let them learn the horror and 
uselessness of it. The sentiment against 
war grows with the sentiment of democracy. 
As the common people realize their power, 



war becomes less and less probable. 
No people as a mass ever wanted 
war. It has always been incited 
by interested agitators, stirred up 
by ambitious kings, and connived 
at by stupid and vicious diplomats.

Let us hope that the century 
will mark the passing forever 
of the narrow provincialism that 
flowers in the sort of patriotism that 
wants to kill! War has its measure 
of ethnic advantages—else 
its technical terms 
would not have 
crept into 

Why Ride Like Sardines?

nationalism, patriotism, but the 
price is too big, and is always 
paid to the wrong merchant. The 
jingo never patronizes home in­

dustries.

One hundred years the banners of Britain 
and America have fluttered in peace; Lord 
Weardale (above) and his commission, rep­

resenting England and her colonies, and 
the City of Ghent, are here arrang­

ing for a fitting celebration that 
shall be a pledge to perpetuity

For the past twenty-five years William 
II., War Lord of Germany, has also been 
“ strong" for peace—indeed, his peace­
ful intentions are getting stronger 
each year at a humble self-sacrifice 
of an annual something ovc - 
three hundred million dollars

the figurative language of the Church 
fathers, or more modernly, of those 
who in rank and file raise their 
tumult and prayers on the street 
corners; war does seem to have as its 
by-products such good things as organization,

NOWHERE is adequate, swift, 
and safe transportation more 

needed than in great cities. Nowhere 
is it less adequate, slower 

and more danger­
ous. Any 

unbiased

observer must admit that the 
existing public carriers in cities 

are bad, second-class, uncom­
fortable, and absurd.

In no city of the United States has the
transportation demand been met satisfactorily.



When the New York subway was built 
it was thought that it would be twenty 
years before it would be used to its full 
capacity. By the time it was finished it 
was too small. It was overcrowded at 
once and has steadily grown worse. It has 
not relieved the congestion of surface tram­
ways which are as packed now as they were 
before thousands used the underground 
road.

A similar state of things exists in all other 
cities. Mayor Harrison of Chicago says: 
“Existing transportation conditions are 
uncomfortable, unsanitary, and immoral. 
The overcrowding of all cars in the rush 
hours is an offense against decency, a 
danger to health, and an affront to the intel­
ligence of good citizenship.

“Public utility corporations apparently 
never yield a point to the public. Every 
concession must be fought for to the last 
ditch. As a result there is always hostility 
to the corporations on the part of the great 
mass of the citizens.”

What Mayor Harrison says of Chicago 
might be said with equal truth of St. Louis, 
of Kansas City, of Minneapolis; of any 
American metropolis.

What is the cause of this?
The immediate cause is the private own- 

ership and control of public utilities. The 
stock-holders of street-railway companies, 
like all other investors, want dividends. 
Their hired managers are instructed to 
make money. Under such an arrangement 
the wayfaring man, though a fool, could 
see what will happen to the public.

The people are handled like cattle, sub­
way guards in New York buck their shoul­
ders against the crowd and jam them into 
the cars; they shout, snap, and snarl like 
cow-punchers. Let us thank God they 
are not furnished with whips and spiked 
poles. Street-car conductors are unable 
to handle the swarm of human beings who 
are packed in the street-cars like herrings 
in a box.

Slowly, very slowly, the people of this 
day are learning that private greed cannot 
be depended upon for public service. But 
we must go back of the private company to 
find the real cause of the trouble. One 
reason why municipalities hesitate to build 
and operate their own transportation sys­
tems is that they have not the money. 
The money is in the hands of bankers, of 
the money-trust. This trust always op­

poses municipal control, for the reason that 
city franchises are plums, too fat to be al­
lowed to escape.

The remedy for this is simple. Let the 
cities borrow their money from the citizens, 
in small sums. The millions of the com­
mon people have the money and would be 
eager to lend it to the municipality at a 
less rate of interest than the bankers.

Let cities be far-sighted enough to plan 
transportation systems sufficiently large 
to accommodate the traffic. Let them 
spend billions if necessary. They will have 
no trouble in getting the money if they ask 
the many and not the few for it.

The science of city government is woe­
fully imperfect. There is no wise fore­
sight. We live from hand to mouth, and 
for our necessities we are the prey of the 
wealth-units.

Un-Common Sense in Education
»

THERE is a woman in the little village 
of Fairhope in Alabama across the 

bay from Mobile, who has horse sense. She 
is a teacher, wife, mother, and home-keeper, 
and also has a sense of humor. Her name 
is Johnson.

Mrs. Johnson’s idea is an old one and 
yet it is one that is always new, one that 
it seems impossible to drive into the stupid 
head of the world. Her idea is simply this: 
Some people like onions, some people do not. 
The principle of education hitherto in force 
is to compel all the children to eat onions. 
That is to say we construct a curriculum 
and force children through it. Her plan 
is to allow a child to study what he wants 
to study.

“Hours are spent in class-rooms,” says 
Mrs. Johnson, “drilling into the child’s 
mind things that could not be kept out of 
the child’s mind if left to follow its own 
initiative.

“ We do not pinch off blossoms and expect 
a tree to bear fruit, yet we strip off the self 
prompted creative activity of the child and 
demand that its mind bear the fruit of 
learning.

“I doubt if there is a period of fifteen 
minutes a day in the average class-room 
where material is molded to the individual 
thought of the child. Modern school 
standards iron out the child’s constructive 
mentality.” More power to Mrs. John­
son’s arm!



The Master Mind
By Daniel D. Carter

I
F a text were needed for Daniel D. 
Carter’s play, “The Master Mind,” 
which has had a successful run at 
the Harris Theater in New York, it 
could be formulated easily in the 

words: the futility of 
revenge. For this 
is the ultimate con­
clusion to which lead 
the quickly moving 
events of the four acts. 
Hate, love, and fear are 
shown, strikingly un­
veiled, as the three 
mainsprings in this, as 
in nearly all human 
dramas.

Andrew, the compel­
ling figure of the play, 
bends to the purposes 
of his revenge three ex­
criminals from whom 
he exacts obedience un­
der threat of exposure. 
These three are intro­
duced as Mr. and Mrs. 
Blount, from Wyo­
ming, and W ad t e r 
Blount, their son.

When the supposed 
daughter, Lucine, is 
brought forward we 
realize that the Blounts 
have been com- 
mandeered by Andrew 
in order to provide a 

Edmund Breese as Andrew, the Master Mind, 
to whose imperious will the other fig­

ures in the drama bow obedience

family for Lucine, who has just returned 
from a stay of several years abroad, where 
she has been educated.

Lucine—Are you pleased with me? I have 
changed, haven’t I? Are you glad to have me back?

Andrew—Are you glad to 
be back?

Lucine—Ah yes! And I 
have tried so hard to do 
as you would like me to. 
All these years—never for a 
day or an hour, could I for­
get all I owe to you.

Andrew—Oh, never mind 
all that.

Lucine—But I do mind 
it. I should be a strange 
girl ever to forget it. Why 
think, think, what you did 
for me! There I was with­
out a friend in the world; 
what could I have done 
without you?

Andrew—I thought, we 
two agreed four years ago 
to put all that behind us. 
Wasn’t it for that I gave 
you a new name; took you 
away from all you had 
known before—that’s why 
you are no longer Mar­
garet Flint, but Lucine 
Blount.

Lucine—Oh, I am so 
grateful to you.

Andrew—There! But no 
more of that! Tell .me 
now! Has our little girl 
left her heart in Paris, or 
has she brought it back 
intact?

Lucine—Neither. I left 
it here when I went away. 
You know that.



Andrew—Still faithful to the old memory?
Lucine—Does it surprise you?
Andrew—Oh! No! No! But

I am going to surprise you.
Lucine—Are you?
Andrew—You shall see

Lucine—Oh! Air. An- ^B
drew—you mean? ^Bg gg J

Andrew—Yes, yes—the ^^^M H^B 
man who owes his life ^^M
to you and who dee- ^M 
not even know your 1 
name.

Lucine—But when?
A ndrew—You shall 

soon see.
Lucine — Oh! It 

can’t be true. It’s 
too -wonderful!

Andrew—Yes, yes; 
after all — there is 
magic in this dull old 
world, and it pleases 
me to be the magi­
cian. Why not?

Lucine—Is he 
quite well ?

Wainwright 
(Arthur
S. Hull) i

Lucine. 
"Oh my 
dear, I 
knew it
—I 
knew A

The black card 
discovered

have saved him. But tell me, how 
did you ever learn to make a 

k tourniquet?
|L Lucine—Why, I’d seen pictures

of it in those “First Aids” 
things in railroad trains, 
and when he was thrown 
from the automobile and 
laid bleeding at my 

feet, I don't know

^BBk pened to remember 
tore my 

' |fj petticoat into
*':.y m strips and took a

H stick that laid in

■B his arm and just
^MhHB held it as tight as

could.
W .lw/r,;.- And for

MMB|V a few brief moments 
''tv y°u looked into each

' bLa AS® others eyes.
s inp-' ,0i Lucine—Yes!

jg e Andrew—And then
IF the ambulance came

and whisked him 
away out of 

your life?
Lucine— 

B Yes, yes. 
M Andrew—■
^B But you
i^B neve r
^B forgot, 
^B though

An- 
drew—Quite! ^MB

Lucine—When 
they took him 
away in the am­
bulance, I was 
sure he was go­
ing to die.

A ndrew—A n d | 
so he would—but 
for you.

Lucine—I did 
thing, didn't I?

A ndrew—Yes the

do the right

only thing that could

neither of 
knew the

you ever 
other’s name

Lucine—Oh, Air. Andrew, 
who is he? Who is he?

Andrew 
shows his 

hand: "What 
has passed is 
merely an in­
cident. Now 
we come to the 

real issue '

Andrew—Umph! Small chance that you two 
should ever meet again! The little waif and the 
man of the world; yet so it is to be.



Lucine—It seems like 
Andrew—It is for 

I have taken this 
for that purpose I 
created a family M 
place of the one ' 
you lost when you Ha.
were a child. A 
father; a mother; M 
a brother; in short, 
will stand all the ^B
is ever likely to W

Lucine—Does he 1
me? Oh tell me, ■

A ndrew—He has ■
to find you, but I 
you hidden until you 
to blossom like the 
are to-day.

Lucine—But, why, 
why didn’t you __ 
let him find 
me when you 
knew that— ^^B

Andrew—In order ^B

fairyland.
that purpose 

u house, and 
B h a v e

■ 
that fl

I a past that 
I scrutiny it 
I receive.
I remember 
I does he? 
’ often tried 
have kept 
were ready 
rose you

first to educate 
train you, and 
secondly to 
blot out a past 
that, innocent, 
though you

and
Andrew 

shows Lucine s photo­
graph to Creegan 
(Sidney Cushing)

were, would
kept you apart.

have forever

Wainwright —It was a case of murder—- 
and with certain extenuating features, 

too. The prisoner’s mistake lay in try- 
t ing to cover up his crime, and when 
L I unearthed it, you cannot imagine 
A the pressure that was brought on
B me to be lenient. There was no

limit to which the mysterious gentle- 
” man was willing to go to save the
I young defendant, for he believed
I him justified. Public opinion, how­

ever, was too much aroused and the 
boy was sent to the chair.

Walter—And the mysterious gentle­
man! What about him?

Wainwright—Shortly after the boy’s 
I execution I received a note saying 
I “You got my brother, and I’ll get 

you. From time to time you will 
1 receive white cards to show you that 
[j I have not forgotten. When you 
■ receive red cards it will mean that 
Bk I am drawing nearer, and when 
■ you receive a black card, it will
Bf - mean that the end is at hand.”

For the last four years white cards 
have been following me all over 

the world.
Walter—Have you received a 
red card yet ?

Wainwright—No, only white 
ones.

Wainwright, the ex­
district attorney, calls, 
as Andrew has planned
that he should, 
to thank Walter 
Blount for a 
supposed serv- J 
ice rendered. 1 
In the course 
of conver­
sation he 
tells

Adeline
O Connor, who 

plays the
■ part of Lucine, 
v the young wife of

W**-' Wainwright

Wainwright is intro­
duced to Mr. and Mrs. 
Blount, and presently he 
meets Lucine, whom he 
has loved ever since the 
time when, an unknown, 
friendless girl, she saved 

his life.
Wainwright—I— 
can’t be mistak­

en. Surely—it’s 
l the same lit- 

tie girl. 
Surely, 

B|^- it’s my

Walter 
of the 
strange 
“white card’ 
episode, 
which is 
still a 
mystery.

X v’KJS Andrew prevents
Walter (Frank 

Allworth) from annoying Lucine: 
"A light, sir?" (whispers) "Mr. Marshall is a detective in the
Pinkerton service." Walter: “All right, Andrew; I'll do what you say"

little 
saviour o f 
the ,Chicago 
streets.

Lucine — 
(faintly) 
Then you— 
you remem­
ber me?



Wainwright—Remember you. Yes! I think so. 
Lucine—After all these years?
Wainwright—Yes—after all these years. It—it’s 

wonderful.
Lucine—{breathlessly) Y'es, isn't it?
Wainwright—Oh—not that I should remember 

you—not that—but that we should meet again 
like this.

Lucine—They are waiting for me.
Wainwright—What a little princess you've grown 

to be!
Lucine—Oh, Mr. Wainwright, please—we must 

go- , '’
Wainwright—{stares at her an instant. Then 

pulls himself together) Forgive me. Yes, so we 
must. (They start out after the others)

Andrew advances to the center of the 
stage and watches Lucine and Wainwright 
pass out of the room; they are so much in 
love that they do not even see him. As 
the curtain falls Andrew strides over to 
a desk, whips a red card out of his pocket, 
thrusts it into an envelope, and with deft 
fingers seals it, while his eye malignantly 
follows the retreating Wainwright.

The second act finds Lucine and Wain­
wright happily married and settled in the 
Wainwright home, where also are Mr. and 
Mrs. Blount and Walter, as guests, and 
Andrew, who still maintains the fiction of 
being young Blount’s valet. Wainwright, 
who is ambitious to become governor of 
his state, divides his time between political 
work and trying to solve the mystery of the 
persistent enemy who continues to send 
him red cards. To help him accomplish 
this he has introduced into his household, 
in the guise of a private secretary, Marshall, 
a Pinkerton detective whose real name is 
Davis.

A; stranger is announced by Freeman, 
the butler.

Andrew—{in a significant voice) Your name is 
Creegan, you were sent here by Mr. Whitcomb.

Creegan—Well, maybe I was, maybe I wasn’t.
Andrew—You were to inquire for Walter Blount, 

but another person was to give a sign. {Andrew 
gives the sign)

Creegan—Ah, you’re a spy.
Andrew—I am the man, sir.
Creegan—{going closer to Andrew and in a whisper) 

Listen, the boss said this was a pipe, that there 
would be ten thousand in the haul for trie, and even 
if I was pinched they wouldn't do nothing to me. 
Say, is that on the level?

Andrew—It is.
Creegan—Just the same you gotta show me. I 

tell you I ain’t a bit stuck on it. You gotta show 
me. If it’s such a pipe, why’d you send all the 
way to Chicago for me when New York’s full of 
smooth propositions just askin’ for the chance?

{Andrew takes Lucine's photo from bookcase and 
gives it io Creegan)

Creegan— {looking al it) I’ll be—Maggie Flint! 
Say—how did that come here?

Andrew—Now, suppose, for example, that you 
contemplated stealing valuable jewels.

Creegan—{in a whisper) Like the Wainwright 
sparkler, hey?

Andrew—Yes, and that you were apprehended 
in the act.

Creegan—Oh, say, parade the kind of talk I know.
Andrew—Nipped. Suppose, too, that the owner 

of the jewels was of an old and honorable family, 
a nominee for high office. Do you think he would 
risk scandal by prosecuting you, if you recognized 
in his wife—say—Maggie Flint? {Creegan says 
nothing, but looks fixedly at Andrew, who switching 
off the lights, opens door to dining room slightly. 
Creegan looks. A look of astonishment on his face, 
as Andrew closes door silently)

Creegan—{in awed whisper) Gee! Maggie!
Well, I’m a son of a gun!

A ndrew—Do you know the lady?
Creegan—From way back; came from swell 

people. Any other Jane with her looks would have 
went to the bad, but not her; worked in factories, 
straighter’n a string. I got foolish over that kid— 
had about made up my mind to marry her, when 
she disappeared. Can you see me being dippy 
over a skirt?

Andrew—{switches the lights again) And if you 
should be caught, for a further defense, you might 
say that robbery was not your intent, but a meeting 
with the lady at her request.

Creegan—I’m wise, bo, I’m wise. According to 
the layout, the crib with the sparklers must be in 
there, {points)

Andrew—Yes, and my room is in the cupola. I 
am often reading late at night, The lodge-keeper 
says that when I put out my light, he is sure that 
everyone in the house is asleep.

Creegan—When’ll that be, to-night?
Andrew—About two o’clock in the morning.
Creegan—I gotcher, Steve, I gotchcr.

Across Lucine’s happiness there persists 
the shadow of her deception of her husband 
as to her real history and as to her real 
relation or lack of relation with the Blounts.

Lucine—It was wrong not to tell Courtland 
everything from the first. Don’t you think so, 
Andrew?

Andrew—Perhaps it was. In point of fact, I am 
beginning to regret that I advised you as I did, for 
fear that you may now be compelled to be quite 
candid with him.

Lucine—{in fright) What do you mean?
Andrew—Do you remember Creegan?
Lucine—{shudders) Creegan!
Andrew—Yes! Jim Creegan of Chicago.
Lucine—Oh, yes! Why?
Andrew—He has discovered that you ; re Mrs. 

Wainwright. He is coming here to-night.
Lucine—{in distress and alarm) Here? What 

for?
Andrew—Robbery.
Lucine—{in misery) Oh! (a pause) I can’t be­

lieve it.
Andrew—Have I ever yet misled you?
Lucine—How do you know all these things?
Andrew—That I do know is enough. Suppose 



he should be caught. To save himself he might 
say he knew you as Maggie Flint.

Lucine—(in a pitiful appeal) Mr. Andrew! 
Oh, Mr. Andrew’!

Andrew—Yes—yes—the situation is critical.
Lucine—Can’t you do anything ? Can’t you 

keep him away ?
Andrew—I fear not. The man is des- RE^ 

perate. «
Lucine—Does he know the Blounts? ^^^R j| 
Andrew—I am afraid so. ^^^R B
Lucine—Then he might tell

Courtland that—
Andrew—Yes, yes.
Lucine—Oh!
Andrew—But, there is one 

just You must 
meet him when he comes to- 
night and try to dissuade him.

Lucine Only money could 
do that. ^R

Andrew—Then give it to

Lucine—It would take a great
deal more than I could offer him. ^B

A ndrew—I have here a little less ^R 
than five thousand dollars; that 
should suffice. Take 
and try him

Lucine—I’m afraid. 
I’m afraid.

Andrew—Think 
what depends 
upon it. If 
you do not 
failto-night 
yourtrou- JM 
I lies are R

shows 
Walter that he

’R knows his criminal 
’RR record: “ Sentenced 

by Recorder Goff to two years and 
seven months in Sing Sing prison for— 
Walter: “That’ll be all! That II 
be all ’ ”

Andrew—You would sacrifice a great deal for
him, Lucine?

Lucine—I would give him my life.
Andrew—If it became necessary in 

order to save him from public disgrace, 
you would even pretend to go away 

with Creegan, wouldn’t you, Lucine?
(a pause) Wouldn’t you?

R Lucine—(in alarm, clutching An-
■ drew) Oh, Andrew— but—but— 
W Andrew—I said, if it were nec-
W essary. I mean if it were neces- 
' sary to stop Creegan’s mouth.

Why, w'ith ten words to the news- 
L paper reporters about you and the 
n Blounts, he would ruin your hus- 
■ band’s whole political career.
R Think, Lucine, is your love strong
R enough to rise to that supreme 
H height of martyrdom, wherein you 
^B would not only sacrifice yourself 
■ in silence, but so blacken your
^R character, that he would gladly

let you go? Is it, Lucine? (She 
^^R does not answer) Is it?

Lucine—To save him from 
^^^R disgrace—yes, even that.

Andrew—You are sure that 
you would not falter at the 

) crucial moment?

Mar- ■ 
shall, the t 
detective 
(Edward 
Gillespie)

Lucine—Yes,I arnsure. 
k A n drew — It

h may be that this
R supreme sacrifice
R will not be nec-
~ essary, but if so—
5% Lucine — I 

% shan’t fail!
s|| Andrew—Good!

Ma rshall—• 
“ You get gay 
and I 11 hand 
you another. 
None of this 
side-stepping! ’’

Creegan—” Oh, I 
ain't trying to 
beat it! I don't , 
have to Get me? I 
I don’t have to’’

Lucine— 
cannot 
would 
and me ’

They will never be over. You 
~ build happiness on lies. It 

have been better for Courtland 
if we had never met again.

Then here is the 
money (gives it to her) 

Lucine—(As she takes

Lucine — 
■Oh. 
please 
M r . 
Mar­
shall,

you'll let him go, 
won't you? "

the bills) Do you know when he will come, Andrew? 
Andrew—At two o’clock, I think, he will come.



Lucine—To-morrow morning?
Andrew—Yes, there, by the safe.
Lucine—Oh! (rising with suppressed sob) Very 

well—I shall be there. (Lucine exits. Left to him­
self Andrew looks about the room, making sure he is 
unobserved, then produces a black card. This he 
places in the book of poems on the table, in such a 
way that it protrudes conspicuously)

Wainwright finds the dreaded black 
card sticking in the book which he had been 
reading but a few moments before. He is 
really alarmed, and questions Andrew, who 
cleverly shows Wainwright that he placed 
the card there, and at the same time indi­
cates to him that he is indeed The Master 
Mind. Wainwright questions Lucine, with­
out result, and even Marshall admits that 
they are helpless, and must wait for the 
Master Mind’s next blow—which they feel 
will fall that night.

At the beginning of the third act the 
stage is in darkness. Lucine, in a dressing 
gown, is seen to descend the stairs and cross 
over to the room in which the safe is located. 
Silently Marshall follows her. Soon there 
are sounds of a struggle in the darkness, 
oaths and cries and Lucine’s pleading. 
Marshall drags Creegan, handcuffed, into 
the drawing room, followed by Lucine, who, 
for some moments endeavors to persuade 
Marshall to free his prisoner, and at last— 
seeing no other way open—tells him that 
she is about to go away with Creegan.

Lucine—(eagerly) And now—now—you see— 
you’ll let him go, now, won’t you? You see, you 
must, you must, you must. (The click of the electric 
button is heard. Wainwright is suddenly re­
vealed. All turn and see him. With a moan 
Lucine shrinks back. Wainwright comes down 
slowly. He looks at Lucine a moment. She buries her 
face in her hands and turns away. Wainwright 
then turns to Marshall and speaks, quite calmly)

Wainwright—What have we here?
Marshall—I caught this man monkeying with 

the safe. Guess I better get him out of this—come 
along, you.

Creegan—I won’t go. I tell you, I wa’n’t 
trying to crack the safe. I come here becuz the 
lady—

Marshall—(throttling him) Shut up!
Creegan—(struggling to make himself heard) I 

tell you she asked me.
Wainwright—(to Creegan) Who are you?
Creegan—Well, if you want to know so bad, I’ll 

tell you. My name’s Creegan, and I’m from Chicago.
Wainwright—Covering a lot of territory, aren’t 

you?
Creegan—(with a look at Lucine) A guy’ll go 

further than that to please a lady.
Marshall—Cut that out! (hesitatingly) Why, 

I caught him trying to take this money away from 
Mrs. Wainwright.

Creegan—It’s a damn lie. She gave it to me.
Marshall—Shut up! (He is about to throttle 

Creegan again, when Wainwright interferes)
Wainwright—Marshall, leave the man alone. 

Lies don’t hurt, if they are lies. (Holds out his hand, 
Marshall gives him the money. He carefully exam­
ines several of the bills, evidently looking for a mark. 
Glances sadly at Lucine and turns back to Creegan) 
Why should my wife give you money?

Creegan—(trying to appear like a gallant man, 
who hates to give a lady away) Well, I guess the 
game’s up Gov’nor. I guess they ain’t nothin’ 
to say, except you got me’n the lady dead to rights.

Lucine—Courtland, I beg you not to ask him 
any more questions. Let him go—please—oh, 
please—let him go—Oh, for pity’s sake, I can’t 
stand it—

Wainwright—(ignoring her. To Creegan) Who 
sent you here?

Lucine—You don’t know what you’re doing— 
You don’t know—you— ■

W ainwright—Who sent you here?
Creegan—Ah! Nobody sent me. I was invited.
W ainwright—By whom?
Creegan—Ask the lady.
Wainwright—You lie.
Creegan—I do, do I—well, take it from me, I 

don’t. I knew her a long time before you ever did. 
Pipe that.

Wainwright—Indeed.
Creegan—Say, don’t kid yourself. What was 

she doin’ down-stairs by the safe at two o’clock in 
the morning—havin’ a cup o’ tea, I suppose. Huh?

At this point Andrew appears, and sug­
gests that he would like to speak to Wain­
wright alone. He now openly admits his 
identity as Richard Allen, alias The Master 
Mind, and brother of Henry Allen, whom 
Wainwright sent to the electric chair.

Andrew—For every human action worth the 
name, Mr. Wainwright, there is a motive. Mine 
was the death of my brother at your hands.

Wainwright—At the hands of the law.
Andrew—We’ll not quibble over terms. It may 

seem odd to you—but I loved him. He was only 
a boy—a boy whose heart was broken. He was 
the only loved creature that life had left me. When 
he died a shameful death, I suffered. (He has a 
moment’s struggle with his emotion before he is able 
to go on) I swore to make you suffer as I had done. 
So much is clear ?

Wa inwright—Quite.
Andrew—You presented a difficult case. You 

were rich, honest, intelligent. You did not specu­
late. Your relations with women were beyond 
reproach. For a time I almost despaired of you. 
But not quite. You went abroad. It was a simple 
thing for me to gain access to your house. I slept 
in your bed. I read your books, I searched your 
private papers, until one day I noticed in your 
study a portrait—the face of a young girl. I 
learned that you had painted it from memory.

Wainwright—Go on!
Andrew—I learned, too, that you were interested 

in the original of the portrait, that you had searched 
for her, but in vain. Then, I began to hope. We 
searched, you and I, for the same girl. And I 
found her. It was indeed the girl of the portrait.



Wainwright—And then?
Andrew—Her circumstances were ideal for my 

purposes. I desired you to marry her. But first, 
it was necessary to prepare her by education and 
experience to be your fitting mate. Well, it was 
done. And you married her, as I wished.

Wainwright—Yes—I married her.
Andrew—And now you have surprised her in the 

act of leaving the house with him. Well, with 
our young friend, Creegan.

Wainwright—{with rising anger) What do you 
mean?

Andrew—It’s clear enough, isn’t it?
Wainwright—You—{He rushes to table, searching

tain them, for in that case 
you would accomplish noth-

ing but public 
disgrace for all con­
cerned.

Wainwright—Do 
you expect 
me to be- y
lievethat? rl

for the revolver which Andrew 
aghast to find it gone)

has removed. Is

Andrew—( im - 
producing revolver 
pocket) Were 
this? {Wain- 
110 use; turns 
And now, Mr.
Andrew wel- 
conics Lucine 
home after 
her four

ab r oad: 
“Has
our 
little 
girl left 
her heart 
in Paris 
or has she 
brought 
it with 
her?"

movable and calm, 
. from his own 
■ you looking for 
I Wright sees it is
f away, chagrined)

Ex-District At- 
“* torney, we have 

here a close par­
allel to the case of 

my brother, Henry- 
Allen; he killed his 
man. You would 

have killed me, if 
l you could. 

(Pause)

loves

Lucine: “Nei- 
ther one. I 

here 
when I went 

away. You know • 
that, Mr. Andrew!'

shall 
seesThe 
Master 
Mind

hard 
wright, 
lady is go- 
with our young

to forget, Mr. Wain- 
and so you see the 

ing away 
friend, Cree­

gan. And I am quite sure you will not venture to de­

al ndrew—Ask ; I < 
her, then, come! 1 ,

Lucine is called in, and ‘’ 
there is a pitiful scene in which



her husband implores her to tell him that 
she has not planned to go with Creegan. 
Lucine maintains silence, but finally Wain­
wright suspects the truth, has Creegan 
brought in, and tells Lucine to take him 
and go. Then Lucine breaks down utterly, 
shows she has been acting, and discloses 
her love for her husband.

Lucine—Oh, Courtland, I must tell you.
Wainwright—Wait until I have dismissed the 

gentleman.
A ndrew—The gentleman is 

not quite so easily dismissed.
Wainwright—What do you 

mean?
A ndrew—What has passed 

is merely an incident.
Now we come to the 
real issue.

story is pub­
lished—

Mrs. Blount 
(Dorothy Ross- 
more) and Wal­
ter are being browbeaten by Marshall Mr. Andrew said it was the only way. Oh, I’m afraid I can’t

Wainwright—Real issue? I don’t understand you.
Andrew—Do you suppose that after four years 

of careful planning I would place the issue in the 
hands of a mere child. You aspire to high office, 
Mr. Wainwright. The opposition is strong and 
unscrupulous. You have threatened the corpora­
tions, they know what to expect from you. Now, 
if in newspapers should appear the story of certain 
peculiar talents of your wife’s relatives, together 
with a sketch of your wife’s life—when this little 

Wainwright— 
Wife’s relatives? My 

wife’s life?
Lucine—Oh, let me be the one to tell him. Please— 

please. It’s all true about me. I let you think my name
was Lucine Blount, and these awful people were my relatives.



make you see, and if I can’t I shall die. But I loved 
him and trusted him. Why he has been a father and 
mother to me, and then he said he’d bring me the 
man I loved and that this was the only way; that if 
you knew I was a poor girl with a record, you never 
could care for me. Oh, say you see; say you do!

Wainwright—Poor child! Of course, I see; 
of course. But these people. Who are they?

Andrew—These are not parents of hers. Do you 
still imagine them to be really her parents?

and reads in the attitude 
the attempt which Mar- 
bully Wainwright’s spu- 
drew: “Oh, I see! Tam- 
be quite like old times!pering with the witnesses—itmust

Wainwright—Why not?
Andrew—Your brother- 

in-law is William Slocum, alias 
Diamond Willie.

Wainwright—Indeed!
A ndrew—Your mother-in-law 

is Milwaukee Sadie, an ex-shoplifter, 

resting under indictment in Chicago in connection 
with the white slave traffic.

Wainwright—Nonsense! I have talked with 
people who knew them perfectly well!

Andrew—From Laramie, yes, for the last four 
years, but before that?

Wainwright—And my father-in-law?
Andrew—Is Henry Morgan, alias Black Hank, 

a cracksman wanted in three 
cities. And now your wife. 

Wainwright—Well!
Andrew—Maggie Flint; 

that’s her name; convicted 
of theft—yes—a first of­
fender—freed by influence 

—under a suspended sen­
tence. The record is 

there.



Lucine—But I was innocent, you know I was. 
You know I was.

Andrew—Yes, that’s true.
Wainwright—What is your purpose?
Andrew—During your earlier career, Mr. Wain­

wright, you exhausted every means to further your 
political ambitions. Many times it meant misfor­
tune for others, for my brother, it meant death. And 
now in the very moment of your success—I am going 
to take from you, that for which you sacrificed him.

Wainwright—You mean—?
Andrew—Your public career.
Wainwright—Nonsense.
Andrew—To-morrow will witness your retirement 

from public life forever.
Wainwright—You're positively insane.
Andrew—Forever. Come, come, Mr. Wainwright, 

when this little story is published abroad, do you 
suppose the people of this State will have you, you, 
a dupe and a laughing stock, for their Governor? 
And now, good morning.

W a inwright—W ait!
Andrew—Or perhaps you would prefer to hand 

me now, your resignation as candidate for Governor.
Wainwright—Must you have your answer now?
Andrew—Any time before daybreak, suppose 

we say five o’clock.
Wainwright—Five o’clock.
Andrew—The hour appeals to me. Five years 

ago about this time in the morning, my brother 
sat in a stone cell—waiting—waiting for the dawn 
that was to end his life—and so I leave you—wait­
ing—for the dawn and me. At five o’clock, Mr. 
Wainwright—at five, remember!

Wainwright thinks he sees a way to es­
cape from the crushing conditions Andrew 
has imposed upon him. Frightening the 
three Blounts into acquiescence, he sends for 
his friend Dr. Forbes, an examiner in lunacy, 
and seeks to have Andrew committed to an 
insane asylum as a lunatic. The attempt 
fails signally because of the cleverness of 
Andrew, who administers a stinging rebuke 
to the three criminal Blounts who have at­
tempted to “double cross” him. Triumph­
antly he returns to Wainwright and demands 
his withdrawal from public life.

Andrew—(The clock strikes five) Five years ago to­
day, Mr. Wainwright, at five o’clock in the morning, 
my brother died. Well, sir, what is your choice?

Wainwright—You leave me none, I shall retire 
from public life.

Lucine—Oh, no—no—
A ndrew—To-day?
Wainwright—To-day.
Lucine—Oh, my dear—you can’t—you shan’t. 

I can’t let you. Oh, let me go away instead. I 
can’t spoil your life like this, dear. Oh, let me go— 
let me go! (She sobs')

Wainwright—What would be the use, dear? 
Wherever you went I should follow. There—there, 
dear. Hush—hush—don’t you see—I can’t do 
without you—don’t you see?

Andrew—Your resignation in writing.
Wainwright—I will bring it to you. Come 

Lucine. (exits)
Lucine—Oh Mr. Andrew, am I nothing to you— 

nothing—don’t you care what becomes of me? I 
have trusted you and loved you, and because of 
that I have tried to think how you could do this 
terrible thing to me.

Andrew—Must we go into that, now?
Lucine—Yes, we must, for I may never speak to 

you again. I have tried to think what it could be 
and now, now, I think I know. It is because you 
loved your brother so much that nothing else mat­
tered—isn’t that it?

Andrew—Yes—that’s it.
Lucine—But, don’t you see—don’t you see— 

you’ve hated the man I love, because you think 
he sacrificed your brother, but now, you’re sacrific­
ing me in the same way. Don’t you see that?

A ndrew—No—no—no—I—
Lucine—(interrupting) You can’t ruin his life, 

without ruining mine, too, you know. You can’t, 
you can’t. Don’t you care what becomes of me, and 
you’re turning my love for you into hate—you don’t 
want that—Oh, you don’t, you don’t. Oh, Mr. 
Andrew, you’re not going to tell me that hatred and 
not love is to rule your life and mine. You’re not 
going to send me through the rest of my life hating 
you as you have hated him—you can’t—you can’t.

Wainwright—(enters) Well, is there anything 
more to say?

Andrew—I’ve hated you for years—hatred of 
you has been my ruling passion. All my days and 
all my hours have been devoted to your ruin. In 
this, the instant of my triumph, I hold you here in 
my hands, ready to crush you—■

Lucine—No, no!
Andrew—But the most unlikely thing in all this 

world has happened.
Wainwright—What do you mean?
Andrew—That I am the greatest fool in all the 

world of fools. In this, the hour of victory my 
triumph turns to dust, the dust of the leaves.

Wainwright—I don’t understand you.
Andrew—I cannot crush you alone—I cannot 

crush you at all! So I open my hand and let you go. 
Oh, I have beaten you; but you, Lucine, have con­
quered me. Good-bye (He turns to go).

Lucine—(running after him) Oh, Mr. Andrew— 
Mr. Andrew! Then I was right all this time. You 
did love me, and you do still?

Andrew—I only know I cannot do you harm. 
Did I not tell you once there was magic in this dear 
old world? Well you are the magician, not I.

Lucine—Where are you going?
A ndrew—Not back to the shadows whence I came. 

No—no—so be happy—be happy—and remem­
ber sometime, if you will, that after all it was I, 
who brought you to your happiness.



The Ways, Wages, and Wherefore of

The Scarlet Woman
with an introduction

By John D. Rockefeller, Jr.
Editor’s Note—A very remarkable and illuminat­

ing work is George J. Kneeland’s ‘'Commercialized 
Prostitution in New York City,” published by The 
Century Company. A s Chairman of the Bureau of 
Social Hygiene, under whose auspices the book was 
written, John D. Rockefeller, Jr., has penned an in­
teresting foreword, part of which is given below. Mr.

A—|—AHE Bureau of Social Hygiene 
I came into existence about two

I years ago, as a result of the
| work of the Special Grand Jury 
1 which investigated the white 

slave traffic in New York City during the 
first half of the year 1910. One of the 
recommendations made by the jury in the 
presentment handed up at the termination 
of its labors was that a public commission 
be appointed to study the social evil. The 
foreman of the jury subsequently gave 
careful consideration to the character of 
the work which might properly be done by 
such a commission and the limitations 
under which it would operate. In this 
connection, separate personal conferences 
were held with over a hundred leading men 
and women in the city, among whom were 
lawyers, physicians, business men, bank 
presidents, presidents of commercial or­
ganizations, clergymen, settlement workers, 
social workers, labor leaders, and reformers. 
These conferences led to the conclusion 
that a public commission would labor un-

Rockefeller’s introductory remarks are sober, pointed, 
and direct. Mr. Kneeland has not attempted to pro­
duce a sensational volume, but the very nature of the 
appalling fads he presents make this one of the most 
startling expositions of the social evil ever pul between 
the covers of a book. We give here a few of his facts 
just as he presents them.

der a number of disadvantages, such as 
the fact that it would be short-lived; that its 
work would be done publicly; that at best 
it could hardly do more than present rec­
ommendations. It was also believed that 
the main reason why more results of a per­
manent character had not been obtained 
by the various organizations wffiich had 
dealt with the subject of the social evil 
during the past ten or fifteen years was 
that most of these organizations were tem­
porary. While active, they materially im­
proved the situation, but as their efforts 
relaxed, there came the inevitable return 
to much the same conditions as before. 
The forces of evil are never greatly alarmed 
at the organization of investigating or re­
form bodies, for they know that these are 
generally composed of busy people, who 
cannot turn aside from their own affairs 
for any great length of time to carry on 
reforms, and that sooner or later their efforts 
will cease and the patient denizens of the 
underworld and their exploiters can then 
reappear and continue as before.



So the conviction grew that in order to 
make a real and lasting improvement in 
conditions, a permanent organization should 
be created, the existence of which would 
not be dependent upon a temporary wave 
of reform nor upon the life of any man or 
group of men, but which would go on, gen­
eration after generation, continuously mak­
ing warfare against the forces of evil. It 
also appeared that a private organization 
would have, among other advantages, a 
certain freedom from publicity and from 
political bias, which a publicly appointed 
commission could not easily avoid.

Therefore, as the initial step, the Bureau 
of Social Hygiene was formed in the winter 
of 1911. Its present members are Miss 
Katharine Bement Davis, Superintendent 
of the New York State Reformatory for 
Women at Bedford Hills, New York; 
Paul M. Warburg, of the firm of Kuhn, 
Loeb & Company; Starr J. Murphy, of the 
New York Bar; and John D. Rockefeller, 
Jr. As the work develops, new members 
may be added.

One of the first things undertaken by the 
Bureau was the establishment at Bedford 
Hills, adjacent to the Reformatory, of a 
Laboratory of Social Hygiene, under Miss 
Davis’s direction. In this laboratory, it is 
proposed to study from the physical, men­
tal, social, and moral sides each person com­
mitted to the Reformatory. This study 
will be carried on by experts, and every case 
will be kept under observation for from 
three weeks to three months, as may be 
required. When the diagnosis is com­
pleted, it is hoped that the laboratory will 
be in position to suggest the treatment 
most likely to reform the individual, or, 
if reformation is impossible, to recommend 
permanent custodial care. Furthermore, 
reaching out beyond the individuals in­
volved, it is believed that important con­
tributions may be made to our knowledge 
of the conditions ultimately responsible 
for vice, and that the methods worked out 
may prove applicable to all classes of crim­
inals, thus leading to lines of action not 
only more scientific and humane but also 
less wasteful than those at present followed.

In entering upon its labors, the Bureau 
regarded it of fundamental importance to 
make a careful study of the social evil in 
this country and in Europe. This prob­
lem, like any other great and difficult one, 
can be approached only through an under­

standing of the various factors involved— 
physical, moral, social, and economic—and 
of the experience of other cities and coun­
tries in dealing with it. Arrangements 
were therefore made in January, 1912, to 
secure the services of Mr. George J. Knee­
land, who had directed the Chicago Vice 
Commission investigation. Since that time 
Mr. Kneeland, with a corps of assistants, 
has been making a thorough and compre­
hensive survey of the conditions of vice in 
New York City, the findings of which are 
here presented.

The purpose of this volume is to set forth 
as accurately and fully as possible the con­
ditions of vice as they existed in New York 
City during the year 1912. It should be 
clearly understood that the data upon 
which it is based are not presented as legal 
evidence, but as reliable information se­
cured by experienced investigators.

In presenting the facts contained in this 
report, the Bureau has no thought of crit­
icizing any department or official of the 
city administration. The task which the 
Bureau set itself was that of preparing a 
dispassionate, objective account of things as 
they were during the period above men­
tioned, the forms which commercialized 
vice had assumed, the methods by which 
it was carried on, the whole network of 
relations w’hich had been elaborated below 
the surface of society. The studies in­
volved were made in a spirit of scientific 
inquiry, and it is the hope of the Bureau 
that all departments or officials whose work 
this book in any way touches may find the 
information therein contained helpful to 
them in the further direction and organi­
zation of their work.

kneeland’s startling facts

An effort was made to ascertain the sali­
ent facts in the personal history of 1,106 
prostitutes—mostly street-walkers. The 
approximate accuracy or truthfulness of the 
facts stated may be inferred from the ex­
tent to which they are confirmed by Miss 
Davis’s intensive study of the inmates 
of Bedford Reformatory. Our investi­
gator was a woman who was regarded as 
extraordinarily successful in winning the 
confidence of the girls, with whom she as­
sociated on easy and familiar terms, and by 
whom she was regarded as one of themselves. 
Of the 1,106 women thus interrogated, 
762 gave America as their native land; 



347 gave New York State as their birth­
place; 95 were born in Pennsylvania, 63 
in New Jersey, 35 in Ohio, 26 in Connecti­
cut. Of the 344 born in foreign countries, 
107 came from Russia, 72 from Germany, 
35 from Austria-Hungary, and 32 from 
England and Scotland. Their previous 
occupations include domestic service, trade, 
industry, commerce, stenography, school 
teaching. Those who are arrested come 
mainly from the class first named, thus con­
firming the results obtained by Miss Mary 
Conyngton, an investigator for the Depart­
ment of Labor at Washington, who de­
clares that out of 3,229 women arrested for 
offenses against the law, 2,606, or 80.71 
per cent, claim to have followed the ordi­
nary pursuits of women “within and outside 
the home.” But, it must be added, the 
majority of those now engaged in prosti­
tution seldom reach the Night Court or 
rescue homes. They are too well-dressed, 
too clever, and have long since learned the 
art of escaping the hand of the law. Of 
the women at large interrogated, 487 gave 
their occupational history; of these, it is 
not surprising to find that the percentage 
of domestic servants is lower than among 
168 girls found in rescue homes, refuges, 
and asylums. Of the 487, there were 117 
who stated that they had been or were em­
ployed in department stores; 28 were clerks 
in smaller stores; 72 had worked in factories; 
25 gave office work; 31 said they had been 
or were then stenographers; 9 telephone 
operators; 72 had been on the stage, and 16 
of these still remained in this occupation 
during the theatrical season; 13 declared 
they had been milliners; 8 were school 
teachers; 4 were trained nurses; 5 had sold 
books on commission; 4 were artists; 2 
artists’ models; and 1 was a translator. 
Seventy-nine of the 487 gave home pur­
suits as their former occupation; 27 of these 
said they had been domestic servants; 
8 were nurse girls, 17 were dressmakers, 18 
were waitresses, and 9 chambermaids. 
Five hundred and eighteen (over half) rep­
resented themselves as without regular 
employment, either before or after they 
became prostitutes and 101 refused to say 
what their employment had been.

In an establishment in West 28th Street 
—torn down during the summer to make 
way for a loft building—the business was 

so profitable in June that the keepers are 
said to have paid the wrecker a large sum 
to delay from week to week. July 9 was 
one of the hottest days of the year. The 
odors in the old house, dirty and falling 
into decay, were indescribable. Through 
the long hours the sixteen inmates sat, hot 
and sullen. The day before the madame 
had left for a resort in Sullivan County 
where many of her kind go during the sum­
mer months. She had placed in charge 
the housekeeper, who did the best she could 
to keep the girls in good humor and to get 
through the day’s business. On this hot 
July day there were 264 customers. So 
the records on the cards showed the next 
morning as the housekeeper sat with the 
“boss” making up the “books.” Buster 
served 30 of these; Babie, 27; Charlotte, 
23; Dolly, 20, and so on. But the “boss” 
was not satisfied. “Why were not more 
women on the job last night? ” he demanded. 
The housekeeper replied that they had 
stayed away because of the heat—they 
had been completely “done up” the day 
before. Then the fat and well-groomed 
owner of the business picked up a china 
cup and hurled it at his luckless represent­
ative, while he cursed loud and deep. “The 
trade must be taken care of” and if she 
couldn’t “do it” he would get “some one 
who could.”

It is surely no exaggeration to maintain 
that the evidence submitted proves that 
prostitution in New York City is widely 
and openly exploited as a business enter­
prise. The exploiters, the scenes of their 
operations, their methods, their associa­
tions, and their victims are all equally no­
torious. It is idle to explain away the 
phenomena on the ground that they are 
the results of the inevitable weakness of 
human nature: human weakness would 
demand far fewer and less horrible sacri­
fices. Most of the wreckage, and the worst 
of it, is due to persistent, cunning, and un­
principled exploitation; to the banding to­
gether in infapious enterprises of madame, 
pimp, procurer, brothel-keeper, and liquor­
vender deliberately to carry on a cold­
blooded traffic for their joint profit—a 
traffic, be it added, from which the girl in­
volved procures at the most, with few ex­
ceptions, her bare subsistence, and that, 
only so long as she has a trade value.

{Read Edwin Markham's Book Reviews in our Advertising Section)
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Littleton, the Explicit
A—■ A HE Hon. Martin W. Littleton, 

I aforetime in the House for Mr. 
I Roosevelt’s Sagamore Hill dis- 
| trict. went down to Boston the 
I other day and was betrayed into 

making a speech. While an interesting 
speech, it wasn’t a good speech, being of the 
sort that astonishes the audience without 
augmenting the fame of the orator. The 
sentiments expressed were sixteenth, not 
twentieth century sentiments, and Mr. 
Littleton coming four hundred years too 
late, should have avoided giving them 
voice.

Also, the eloquence of Mr. Littleton, con­
sidered as mere eloquence, was not in his 
earlier style. Rather it was in his later, 
Andrew Carnegie-Steel Trust style, which, 
while it may be a profitable, is not a popu­
lar style. Some two years ago Mr. L. 
journeyed happily to Europe. After rub­
bing his pleased elbows against those of 
counts, earls, and royal dukes he returned 
on the same steamer with Mr. Carnegie. 
The pair at once locked arms, not horns, 
and were as a brace of brothers. What the 
iron-master said to the word-master, or as 
George Borrow, talking Gypsy flash, would 
have put it, what the petul-engro said to the 
lav-engro is not of record, but Mr. Littleton 
—according to the word of friends and ad­
mirers—hasn’t been the same man since. 
This last was demonstrated by his subse­
quent action as a member of the Shirley 
committee.

At Boston, since he must talk, Mr. Lit­
tleton decided to talk on the ballot. He 
spoke gloomily of the recent victory won by 
the Belgian hand-workers in their up- 
reachings and outreachings for larger ballot 
rights. He insisted that “plural voting,” 

against which they appealed, and which 
took a man and reduced him to the merest 
fraction of a man, was “the most intelligent 
system of voting ever known.” He foresaw, 
too, that in this, his native land, “universal 
suffrage is bound to fail unless every man 
and woman is educated on how to use the 
suffrage with intelligence.” He implied, 
rather than declared, that the name of those 
who are not so “educated” is legion. He 
quoted Hamilton to the approving effect 
that “the government should be run by the 
intellectual members of the community ”— 
among whom he doubtless included himself 
and Mr. Carnegie—and wound up with a 
mouthful of fulsome compliment for the 
said Hamilton, which that dead gentle­
man in no wise deserved. Altogether, 
Mr. Littleton made a most unfortunate 
speech.

What has come over the dreams of Mr. 
Littleton? Has he grown tired as a door­
keeper in the house of the Lord, that he 
thus races across to the tents of the ungodly? 
Why should he so contradict his source and 
strain? Born dollarless, he uplifted him­
self by his boot-straps into the possession 
of an education. Still dollarless, he was a 
cow-puncher and a section-hand before be­
coming a lawyer. He came to New York 
from Tennessee by way of Texas, without 
so much silver in his jeans as should keep 
the fiends from dancing there. He rose on 
the pinions of his oratory, and talked him­
self into, severally, the offices of borough 
president of Brooklyn and member of Con­
gress. Always, mind you, upon the under­
standing that he was—to quote from Gov­
ernor Sulzer—the “peepul’s friend.” And 
now, in this most callous fashion, he goes 
down to Boston, denies the “peepul” 
thrice, and qualifies for the fleshpots along 
with Mr. Carnegie and the other narrowists.



Mr. Littleton should guard himself 
against himself. He should realize his own 
limitations, both mental and sentimental, 
and hesitate before prescribing limitations 
for an American suffrage. Poetical, not 
practical, fanciful rather than philosophical, 
he goes swiftly to convictions while limping 
painfully to conclusions. As a publicist, 
he is of the meteor school of statesmanship 
which, while it sputters and sparkles and 
corruscates and at times may be even said 
to dazzle, was never once known to shed an 
illuminative ray.

Reared down in Roane County, Tennes­
see, where rattlesnakes most do congregate, 
Mr. Littleton is easily capable of a back­
ward jump of ten feet. This, regarded 
from snake standpoints, which are physi­
cal standpoints, is excellent as an accom­
plishment. But Mr. Littleton should not 
extend it. He must not take to making 
backward mental jumps, which land him in 
the leaden ranks of reaction. That Boston 
eloquence was not what theatrical people 
term a hit. Moreover, since he decided to 
talk as he did, he ought not to have stopped 

talking so soon. He was emphatic that 
none save the “intellectual” should be per­
mitted to vote. But he omitted to inform 
a waiting world just how the intellectual 
sheep were to be separated for ballot pur­
poses from the unintellectual goats.

No one has been found to applaud the 
Littleton oration. And scant wonder! To 
speak in this day and age for a restricted 
ballot would attract but a smallest support.

However, when all’s in, what should be the 
harm? The best thing about Mr. Little­
ton is that he hasn’t any followers. Not 
that this is against him; noshooting star has.

Founded at Albany
r | 'HREE years ago, Mr. Rockefeller ap- 

peared before Congress asking that it 
legalize his Foundation of $100,000,000, a 
Foundation intended to consolidate and 
uphold the Rockefeller Institute of Re­
search, the Rockefeller Institution for the 
Treatment of Tuberculosis, and young Mr. 
Rockefeller’s special Social Science organ­
ization.

Mr. Littleton— he who has talked himself into office ever as the “ peepul's friend "—he has made a speech deny­
ing the “ peepul " thrice: none—he was emphatic—none but the “ intellectual ” should be permitted to vote



Congress turned a cold and icy shoulder 
to Mr. Rockefeller’s proposition. The 
members declared, in debating the matter, 
that the $100,000,000 was tainted. They 
said that it was Standard Oil money, and 
the action invited would be morally equiva­
lent to compounding with a criminal for a 
share of the swag. Also, Congress smelled 
a Congo in the wood pile. It didn’t like 
the idea of creating an unlimited money 
power, governed by a self-perpetuating 
Board of Trustees.

Congress having slammed the door in 
his face, the snubbed but undiscouraged 
Mr. Rockefeller went bowing and scraping 
to Albany. There he hoped, and quite 
naturally, to have better luck. Tammany 
had the legislature, Mr. Sulzer the exec­
utive chair. Would Tammany, would 
Mr. Sulzer, refuse to shake hands with a 
Rockefeller? Scarcely—as the late, la­
mented A. Ward would have said. And 
so the Foley bill, incorporating the Rocke­
feller Foundation, was passed; and so Mr. 
Sulzer signed it, precisely as Silas Wright 
would NOT have done; and so Mr. Rocke­
feller’s $100,000,000 Foundation was found­
ed at last. AI oral: Go to Albany, when 
you have failed at Washington, to beat the 
devil ’round the stump.

What the Past Shows

AS he goes royally waving his new 
scepter, Mr. Wilson must not only 

remember his election promises, but he 
must not forget a Republican past. Right­
ly told, the Democrats didn’t win the elec­
tion. The Republicans lost it, and per in­
cident the Democrats were brought into 
power. If he would have his own and his 
party’s days of power long in the land which 
the gods of politics have given them, Mr. 
Wilson must study the cause of Republican 
overthrow. The Republicans were cast 
out because of what tariff lies they told, 
plus their pernicious kindnesses to criminal 
trusts. Body and soul, they had sold them­
selves to Criminal Privilege in the sordid 
day of Hanna, and found themselves, under 
a flaccid Taft, too weak to work out their 
emancipation.

In other comers of affairs, the record of 
the Republicans was not altogether bad. 
During their sixteen years of supremacy, 
beginning in 1897 with Air. McKinley, 
they gave the people postal savings banks, 

a parcels post, a Panama Canal, a single 
gold standard, a victory over Spain, a free 
Cuba, a liberal rule in the Philippines, an 
income tax amendment, besides opening 
the way for an amendment providing for 
the election of senators by the people. 
These are good things, great things, things 
which were demanded by the public. In 
spite of them, however, for their tariff 
and trust betrayals, the Republicans 
were defeated. With such the Republi­
can record and such the Republican fate, 
Mr. Wilson, as to both trusts and tariff, 
should be able to see without glasses how 
vitally important it is to keep the people’s 
faith.

Watch the Price You Pay

WHEN the tariff war is over, say in two 
or mayhap three months, keep your 

eye on the butcher, the baker, and the can­
dlestick-maker, and observe what those 
tradesmen do with their prices. If they are 
honest men, every item on the free list will 
be marked down. To the end that you be 
prepared to debate the point if necessary, 
it would be well to bear in mind that the 
probable free list will include wool, sugar 
(in 1916), meats, flour, bread, coal; boots, 
shoes, lumber, harness, saddlery, iron ore, 
milk, cream, potatoes, salt, swine, corn, 
cornmeal, cotton bagging, agricultural im­
plements, leather, wood pulp, implements, 
leather, bibles, print paper not worth more 
than 2J/9 cents per pound, typewriters, sew­
ing machines, typesetting machines, cash 
registers, steel rails, fence wire, cotton, ties, 
nails, hoop and band iron, fish, sulphur, 
soda, tanning materials, acetic and sul­
phuric acids, borax, lumber products (in­
cluding broom handles), clapboards, hubs 
for wheels, posts, laths, pickets, staves, 
shingles. Aside from the free list, there 
will be a radical slash in the tariffs on butter, 
eggs, rice, fresh vegetables, apples, peaches, 
citrus fruits, macaroni, beans, mineral water, 
manufactured woollens, including ready­
made clothing, women’s and children’s 
dresses, blankets, flannels, cotton clothing, 
stockings, gloves, collars, cuffs, cotton 
cloth, sewing silk, spool thread, and scissors. 
Unless “merchant” has grown to be a 
synonym for “crook,” the changes noticed 
should comfortably reduce the cost of liv­
ing to the 17,000,000 families collected be­
tween the two oceans.



If Mr. Wilson would have his own and his party's days long in the land which the gods of politics have 
given them, he must not forget that the Democrats didn't win the election; the Republicans lost it

Tariff Bills to Suit

AS the Hon. Bardwell Slote of a pres­
ent Congress, Representative Payne 

“arose, took up the time of the House, and 
created great amusement.” An Elijah of 
politics and legislation, reading dismally a 
Democratic future, he warned Mr. Under­
wood that were Congress to pass his bill and 
the President to sign it, the people would 
arise in their wrath and “drive the Demo­
crats from power in 1916 as they drove the 
Republicans from power in 1912.”

The alarmed even if not alarming Mr. 
Payne should hasten to the nearest specialist 
and have his powers of prophecy, not to say 
his reasoning powers, examined. The Re­
publicans were driven from power for lying. 
Should one from that deduce a like fate for 
the Democrats because they told the truth? 
And if the latter were to be so, why should 
Mr. Payne care? It must be confessed that, 
in what counsel he gives the Democrats, Mr. 
Payne vastly resembles a Greek and a gift.

By way of reply to the Payne forebodings 
the Thirteenth Massachusetts district held 
a special Congressional election. Mr. Un­
derwood and his bill were the issue. It 
was revision downward against revision 
upward, Underwood bill against Payne 
bill, and—although the district is a Repub­

lican district—the Democrats put over their 
candidate by 4148. The district is a hot­
bed of factories, too. All of which shows 
that the public knows what it wants when 
it wants it, however much the Payne school 
of tariff philosophy may be heard to sing 
otherwise.

Wilson’s Boss-Bustings

THERE is no doubt under the sun and 
the constitution but what Mr. Wilson 

is President. Also, as such, it is safe to 
assume that he has duties to perform. Nor 
do these duties, so far as they have been 
understood, include a dash into New Jer­
sey for a campaign upon local issues. Mr. 
Wilson—in private—explains his New Jer­
sey dash as a dash against boss Nugent and 
boss Smith. These mal-influences, ac­
cording to Mr. Wilson, had wrapped their 
evil tails about the best interests of New 
Jersey, and were threatening in a low­
browed way to yank those best interests 
from their perch. Mr. Wilson rushed only 
to the New Jersey rescue. But—asks the 
honest, albeit obtuse citizen—if Mr. Wil­
son feels presidentially bound to fight boss 
Smith and boss Nugent in New Jersey, why 
doesn’t he also feel bound to fight boss 
Red Devil Taggart in Indiana and boss
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Roger Sullivan in Illinois? In Mr. Roose­
velt’s time that White House Lycurgus 
separated the trusts into good trusts and 
bad trusts. Carping critics, it is true, pre­
tended to discover that by Roosevelt stand­
ards a bad trust was a trust which fought 
Mr. Roosevelt, while a good trust was a 
trust which saw that the White House 
couldn’t get along without him. Does 
Mr. Wilson paralleling Mr. Roosevelt’s 
trust partition separate the bosses into good 
bosses and bad bosses? And are Roger 
Sullivan and Red Devil Tom good bosses 
because they supported Mr. Wilson in 
Baltimore, and Boss Smith and Boss 
Nugent bad bosses because they didn’t?

The “White Peril”

HERE is merit and crying wrong at 
the back of this wail. The Porto

Ricans complain of our star-spangled rule 
in their island as oppressive, not to say ex­
tortionate. It would seem the Porto Ricans 
are suffering from a form of tropical Tam­
many Hall, and that Washington is aiding 
the organization. Also, if it lead to any­
thing, it will lead either to robbery, or 
bloodshed, or both. Let it be so. It will 
but nicely match the story of our race. 
We are the robber race—the Attilas. For 
centuries we have gone from east to west 
devouring the earth. Folk talk of the 
“Yellow Peril.” If they will consult the 
records they will see that the West never 
threatens the East successfully, and that the 
great peril is the “White Peril.” It is but 
natural, as we pursue our westward march, 
that we should jump sidewise at the feeble 
Porto Ricans and devour them. It is Kis­
met! There was a peace conference the 
other day. Mr. Carnegie said he was for 
peace, Mr. Abbott said he was for peace, 
everybody said he was for peace. And 
down deep under each instinctive belt it is 
to be feared that they all — prevaricated. 
Everybody was for peace, while nobody 
really wanted it or expected it. Were one 
looking for hypocrisy one wouldn’t have 
to leave the country. However, on with 
the Porto Rican dance! Let us oppress and 
take life, if we may only oppress and take 
life at a profit. The blood of an alien is of 
no more national importance than so much 
pokeberry juice, whereas his money is good 
in the bazaars.

Pork Knows No Party

GUILTY of pork-barrelism, as the Dem­
ocrats confessedly have been, still 

the Republicans are in no good shape to 
point the finger of accusing scorn. Upon 
a principle set forth in a proverb which tells 
of pots and kettles, the Republicans should 
remain mute. From 1897 to 1910, the 
country labored through thirteen Congres­
sional years of unchecked, unchallenged 
Republicanism. Was the pork barrel un­
heard of during that long and interesting 
period? Did Republicanism shy at a deficit, 
halt at the name of “Economy ”? Between 
1897 and 1910 didn’t Republican voracity 
pork-barrelize the sundry civil bill from $29,- 
812,000 to $117,942,000?—didn’t it pork- 
barrelize the Rivers and Harbors bill from 
$16,245,000 to $29,190,000? Briefly, and 
by way of bunching one’s hits, wasn’t the 
total cost of government, during that fat 
stretch between 1897 and 1910, pork-bar- 
relized by a hungry and conscienceless Re­
publicanism from an annual $469,494,000 
to $1,044,401,000? And now, led by the 
milk-white Mann, crying “Deficit!” come 
these same Republicans, pork-fat through 
their own thirteen iniquitous years of pork- 
barrelism, to shake mournful heads over the 
riot and extravagance of a Congressional 
Democracy. The Democrats have sinned 
the sin of the pork-barrel, but who, pray, 
among the Republicans is entitled to cast 
the first stone at them?

Poor Old Father Knick

THE great city of Greater New York has 
issued $45,000,000 of new bonds.

The bonds bear 4JJ per cent, interest, and 
the Morgan offer was par. Talk of your 
Coal Oil Johnny! Sing of your drunken 
sailor! New York City should offer a far 
better subject. She owes $1,122,000,000. 
Her interest charges are double the interest 
on the National debt. It amounts to over 
$40 a yearly head for population to run the 
town. With a police force at $16,000,000, 
it costs half as much more to prosecute it 
for grafting. Upon a house worth $15,000 
the tax is $300. Every family of five bears 
an annual burden of $49.55 merely to meet 
the city’s charges for interest and sinking 
fund. Do you marvel that the cartoonists 
draw Father Knickerbocker broken, totter­
ing and bent? They should add a ball and



The Democrats have sinned the sin of the pork-harrel, hut who, pray, among the Republicans is entitled to 
cast the first stone after the iniquitous Republican years of pork-barrelism? And yet, 

there is milk-white Mann, pointing the finger and crying aloud, “ Deficit 1

chain to his respectable leg as representa­
tive of that billion and more of bonds.

Income Taxes ’Cross Seas

SPEAKING of tariffs and taxes, some 
glimpse may be gained from the follow­

ing as to what happens in an income tax 
way to gentlemen over the water.

In Austria: the exemption is $240. The 
lowest rate is .06 per cent., the highest 5 
per cent., and the rate rises as the income 
increases. An income of half a million would 
pay nearly $25,000, or 5 per cent. There 
are exemptions for the crippled, the blind, 
the Emperor, diplomats, and soldiers.

In New Zealand: Incomes up to $1,500 are 
exempt. Incomes above $6,500 pay 5 per cent.

In Japan: A $500 income is taxed $17.25 
or nearly 4 per cent. A $100,000 income is 
taxed $20,250, or more than 20 per cent.

In Great Britain: On incomes of $15,000: 
3 j per cent, on $9,200, and close to 6 per 
cent on $5,000; $800 are exempt. Un­
earned income pays about 6 per cent., with 
a super tax of 6 per cent, on incomes above 
$25,000. There is special exemption of $50 
for each child under sixteen.

In Germany: Income taxes vary with the 
States. In Prussia $2 2 5 is exempt. The rate 
averages 3 per cent., but large incomes pay 5 

per cent, on the larger part. In Bavaria a 
$20 unearned income pays a 30-cent tax. 
Saxony taxes a $100 income 24 cents.

Tax-scientist Underwood believes that the 
income tax as planned will total roundly 
$100,000,000. The weight of learned judg­
ment, however, runs to the effect that the 
intake will be twice that figure.

Peace to the Death

THE Sacramento legislature passed the 
anti-Japanese legislation which so 

paled the cheek of President Wilson and the 
New York World, and Governor Johnson 
signed it. Which gives American mankind 
a chance to congratulate Mr. Johnson 
and the Sacramento legislature upon know­
ing their own business and attending to it. 
Secretary Bryan, in his Pecksniffian at­
tempts at interference, didn’t come off so 
well. He received no one’s applause save 
his own. Also, his assertion that “there’ll 
be no war while I’m Secretary of State” 
was as bumptiously empty as a drum. It 
is left not to Mr. Bryan, but Congress, to 
declare a war for this country, and upon 
that point Mr. B. is referred to the Consti­
tution—that solemn document which, like 
the Sybilline books, is so greatly venerated 
while never read.



Since California has decided that no alien 
shall buy and own her land, the Japanese are 
asking for treaty permission to become citi­
zens. There’s no danger of such permission 
being granted. However much Mr. Wilson 
and Mr. Bryan might be willing to take the 
Japanese to their bosoms, a recent poll of 
the senate proves that such a treaty would 
be instantly knocked on the head.

The Senate is right; Mr. Wilson, Mr. 
Bryan, and a whining World are wrong. 
The Japanese are more to be feared in peace 
than in war. The outcome in event of 
their trying the grim experiment of war 
with us is easily foreseen. But to let them 
peacefully bore into the foundations of our 
society would be a widely different business. 
The Japanese would rust us, corrode us, eat 
into our heart. They would weaken us, 
and might one day bring us down. More 
nations have been peace-conquered than 
war-conquered, have fallen before the dollar 
than before the sword.

Timorists, whose capacity for fear is in 
excess of their capacity for reason, need 
have no alarms. Japan is not going to war 
with us. England is even now advising her 
not to arouse the sleeping Yankee dog. As 
to the American nature, England is demon­
strating that she knows more about it- than 
Mr. Bryan. While the latteris telling us that 
the Japanese “ are highly sensitive,” England 
is whispering into Japan’s yellow oriental ear 

that, however sensitive the Japanese may 
be, the Americans are even more so.

There will be no war, can be no war. One 
requisite of war is gold. It costs money to 
shed blood. The Japanese pay $71,000,000 a 
year interest. The United States pays but a 
yearly $22,000,000 interest. Say “War!” 
and Japan couldn’t borrow a dollar. Say 
“ War! ” and the United States could borrow 
all the money in the world. And the United 
States, when it comes to a nose-count, is 
twice as big as Japan. Also, whatever fear­
fuls may think or say or feel upon the sub­
ject, the American is the better man.

As to a navy, the business reduced to 
tonnage shows the United States with 
763,132 tons against Japan’s 471,962.

No, forsooth; there’s never the chance of 
Japan going to war with us, and the hare­
hearts may therefore cheer up. We’ve 
got too many men, too many guns, too 
much money, too much credit. Also, we 
make money so much faster than does 
Japan, that the future—from Japanese 
standpoints—looks even more hopeless 
than the past. Our foreign trade for the 
present fiscal year will be $4,254,000,000, 
Japan’s but $495,000,000. Japan will look 
hurt; and, encouraged by Mr. Bryan, who 
says, “There’ll be no war while I’m Secre­
tary of State,” she may even look fierce. 
In expressing her feelings, however, Japan 
will be careful not to go beyond looks.

" There'll be no war while I’m Secretary of State," speeches Mr. Bryan here and there. However, it seems 
that Congress, not Mr. Bryan, would declare war if there were any, just as, for instance. Governor

Johnson signed the anti-Japanese bill—with the voice of Mr. Bryan to the contrary



By B. C.
OU can now buy $10 bonds.

New York City has taken 
the lead in bringing the highest 
grade of security within reach 
of the most modest purse.

The results that will flow from this innova­
tion cannot be fully grasped. It should, 
and probably will, mean that Americans, 
like the French, will become a nation of 
thrifty investors.

In France the peasants can buy safe 
bonds of very small denomination, but in 
lordly, opulent, big-scale America nothing 
less than $1,000 bonds used to be issued, so 
indifferent to small investors were our rail­
roads, our industrial corporations, and our 
other large borrowers.

So keen, however, has become the struggle 
for capital all over the world that even the 
proudest applicants for funds—govern­
ments, states, municipalities, railroad sys­
tems, and trusts—are anxious to cater to 
those who have saved, not thousands, but 
hundreds or even tens of dollars. Of late, 
$100 bonds have come into vogue.

And now New York City is making a 
specialty of $10 bonds. In offering recently 
a block of $45,000,000 bonds stress was 
laid upon this fact that: “Bids may be 
made for as small an amount as $10 and 
in multiples of $10.” The sale attracted 
no fewer than 475 bids representing an 
aggregate of $76,000,000.

This was in striking contrast with the 
result of many other municipal bond sales. 
In one month more than fifty munici­
palities failed to dispose of bond offerings.

The New York City issue carries 4^ 
per cent., and the average price paid was 
only slightly above par—that is, a $100

Forbes
bond brought only a fraction more than 
$100—so that the yield was about 4^ 
per cent.

Now, 4JJ per cent, is more than savings 
banks pay, and the risk is absolutely neg­
ligible. While those whose nest egg is 
very tiny cannot do better than place it in 
a strong, carefully-managed savings bank, 
the advisability of buying a good bond 
should be seriously considered by those who 
have accumulated several hundred dollars 
or more. On $1,000 the difference between 
3^2 per cent, and 4^ per cent, is $10 every 
year. Not much, do you say?

The difference in twenty years, at com­
pound interest would lay the foundation 
for a nice savings account for your son or 
daughter. One thousand dollars at 4JJ 
per cent, compound interest become $2,000 
in less than sixteen years, whereas money 
at 3^2 per cent, takes more than twenty 
years to double itself. And remember 
that thrift begets thrift. Just as “nothing 
succeeds like success,” nothing stimulates 
saving like saving. You cannot begin a 
day too soon. The Government one day 
may imitate European nations by adopting 
old age pensions, but what self-respecting, 
healthy person would compare the satis­
faction to be derived from his own savings 
with the feeling that would accompany 
a dole from the national purse.

The buyer of one bond wants to obtain 
another as soon as he possibly can. Two 
$100 bonds paying 4F2 per cent, bring $9 
a year. Five paying 5 per cent.—as many 
sound bonds do—net $25 each year, and, 
of course, this $25 interest helps to get an­
other bond.

For beginners in the investment field 



the bonds of important cities are very at­
tractive provided the yield is not too low. 
It is not necessary to accept appreciably 
less than 4^ per cent., while in the West 
a return that reaches nearer 5 per cent, 
can be obtained without undue risk.

Hearst’s Magazine has commissioned 
one of the most influential municipal bond 
bankers in the United States to select what 
he regards as the best five issues, and these 
are presented in an accompanying tabula­
tion on page 159.

Do You Invest or Speculate?
HE investor buys for income.

The speculator buys for fluctuations 
in quotations.

The investor seeks to avoid risk.
The speculator “takes a chance.”
The investor in a safe bond is not hurt 

by temporary declines in the market price; 
his income is sure as long as the bond runs, 
and he can get full face value for it when it 
matures.

The speculator who does not pay out­
right for his purchases—and nearly all 
stock speculation (as well as real estate and 
other speculation) is done on margins—- 
may lose every dollar overnight if some 
calamity befalls.

The bond investor’s profits are limited. 
He buys for safety and fixity.

The speculator’s profits are not limited. 
He buys for possibilities and changes.

The investor, to use a Wall Street phrase, 
buys securities he can “sleep with.”

The speculator prefers something he can 
“eat with.”

Investment should be practised by all 
persons of ordinary means.

Speculation should be left to those who 
can afford to incur risks and to lose money, 
to those who have special opportunities 
for gathering and analyzing basic informa­
tion, to those whose regular duties do not 
call for much time or thought—for specula­
tion is insidious; it excites, it ennervates, 
it distracts attention from other matters, 
it often unbalances judgment, it sometimes 
develops into a mania and ends in disaster. 
“There are two classes of people who should 
not speculate,” said a wise man; “those who 
can afford it, and those who can’t.”

These observations are prompted by 
a tirade received from a New York corre­
spondent, a man of education, who scolds 

me in no gentle language for not inciting 
all sorts of speculation, for not giving 
Hearst’s Magazine readers “tips” on 
how to get rich quick, for writing stuff fit 
only for kindergarten investors, and of no 
use to those who want to gamble. He also 
scornfully points out that bonds have 
declined in price during the last year and 
condemns me for having advocated this 
form of investment.

I regret that bonds, in line with all 
varieties of securities, have sagged and do 
not show paper profits to buyers. But in­
vestors buy for income, as I have pointed 
out, and safe bonds have not stopped pay­
ing interest, have they? Moreover, I be­
lieve the downward movement is near its 
end and that well-selected bonds purchased 
now will increase in market value before 
many moons.

As for “tips” on get-rich-quick schemes, 
my learned friend must look elsewhere. 
Such “tips” are freely advertised by the 
unscrupulous. Hearst’s Magazine is not 
catering to “suckers,” as the tipsters ex­
pressively and significantly call their gul­
lible clients.

World-wide Scramble For Gold

THE United States is defenseless when
European powers start a raid upon 

her stock of gold. This year there has been 
an extraordinary scramble for the precious 
metal that makes or unmakes nations when 
war stalks abroad.

America has been a loser.
The bank of France has bought gold 

from New York just as she would buy 
wheat or steel or cotton. She has paid 
a stiff price for every ounce—not less than 
a premium of $10,000 on every shipment of 
$2,000,000, and latterly much more. Infour 
mon ths she took up wards of $3 5,000,000 with­
out showing signs of being nearly satisfied.

America was and is helpless. There is 
no machinery, no method of preventing 
the wholesale loss of gold to foreign coun­
tries. We are the only important nation 
that cannot exercise control over its supply 
of gold We are at the mercy of others.

Britain is protected by the Bank of 
England. That wonderful institution can 
pay any premium necessary to keep at 
home the millions of dollars of new gold ar­
riving weekly from South Africa and minor 
fields. She can also control the price of 



money by raising her rate for discounting 
bills.

The Imperial Bank of Germany can also 
throw obstacles in the way of gold exports. 
For months the Fatherland, like France, 
has been arbitrarily accumulating gold, 
drawing upon London. The German Em­
peror is reported as having summoned the 
bankers of Berlin during the Moroccan 
trouble and asked if the country had enough 
gold to enable her to go to war.

“No,” he was told.
“Gentleman, when next I ask this ques­

tion I shall expect a different answer,” he 
is quoted as having replied in high dudgeon.

And now Germany is zealously accumulat­
ing an enormous “ war chest,” a mass of gold 
to be laid aside exclusively for war purposes.

The United States Treasury holds the 
greatest accumulation of gold the world 
has ever known—just over a billion and 
a quarter dollars. This is more than all 
the gold mines on the face of the earth could 
produce in two years! The total gold yield 
last year was about $480,000,000 of which, 
by the way, India absorbed $135,000,000. 
In twenty-five years the production has 

exceeded the amount mined in the preced­
ing three and a half centuries.

The following table gives the principal 
stocks of gold held by the United States 
Treasury and the central banks of Europe:

1913 1912 Change
U.S. Treasury $1,250,000,000 $1,205,000,000 +$45,000,000
England.......  185,000,000 200,000,000 — 15,000,000
France..........  650,000,000 650,000,000
Germany.... 250,000,000 225,000,000 4-25,000,000
Russia..........  800,000,000 750,000,000 + 50,000,000
Austria........  250,000,000 265,000,000 — 15,000,000
Italy..............  235,000,000 210,000,000 4" 25,000,000

Totals. .. $3,620,000,000 $3,505,000,000-!-$115,000,000

The United States lost some $60,000,000 
gold to foreign countries during the first 
five months of this year. There was no 
one, no body, no institution to say “stop!” 
America is the only absolutely free gold 
market in the world. Every foreigner who 
can put up enough merchandise or credit 
can help himself to any amount.

It is more than time our currency and 
banking system were reorganized.

Help to stir up sentiment on this subject, 
for a proper currency bill would do more to 
bring prosperity than all the laws that have 
been passed in a decade. Conditions cry 
aloud for action.

SECURITIES INVESTORS SHOULD CONSIDER

How To Invest $5,000 in High-Grade Municipal Bonds.
Yield

$1,000 New York City 4}^’s, due 1963....................................................................... 4.50%
$1,000 Los Angeles 4}^’s, due 1951............................................................................. 4.50%
$1,000 San Francisco 5’s, serial................................................................................. 4.75%
$1,000 Cleveland 4%’s, due 1931............................................................................... 4.50%
$1,000 Jersey City 4J^’s............................................................................................... 4.40%

Average yield........................................................................................................ 4.52%

GILT-EDGE STOCKS

Louisville and Nashville.......................................................................
Great Northern Ry. Pfd........................................................................
Pennsylvania R. R..................................................................................
Chicago, Milwaukee and St. Paul Pfd............................................
General Chemical Co. Pfd...................................................................

7 135 5.11

Dividend Price
Rate % About Yield

7 133 5.27
7 126 5.55
6 110 5.45

GOOD STOCKS

Baltimore and Ohio Com.....................................................................
Atchison, Topeka and Santa Fe Com.................................................
Reading Com..........................................................................................
Atlantic Coast Line Com......................................................................
Northern Pacific R. R.............................................................................

6 105 5.71

Dividend Price
Rate % About Yield

6 98 6.12
6 99 6.06
8 160 5.00
7 121 5.79
7 114 6.14

{Read the Financial Bureau in our Advertising Section)



tly and quite respectfully 
at the pretty waitress to remark: 
“ Warm day, isn’t it? ”

“Yes, it is,” she answered 
stiffly, evidently on her guard

EOROE ARLISS, the 
English actor who has 

won over America, was 
in a cafe the other day; 
as he took his menu 

card he looked up pleas-

because of recent newspaper accounts of working 
girls’ temptations, “and so was yesterday, and 
my name is Ella, and I know I’m a little peach and 
have pretty blue eyes, and I’ve been here quite a 
while and like the place, and I don’t think I’m too 
nice a girl to be working in a cafe; if I did I’d quit 
my job; and my wages are satisfactory; and I don’t 
know if there is a show or dance in town to-night, 
and if there is I shall not go with you, and 
I’m from the country, and I’m a respect­
able girl, and my brother is cook in 
this cafe, and he weighs two hundred 
pounds, and last week he wiped up this 
floor with a fresh Sjo-a-month travel­
ing man who tried to make a date 
with me. Now, what’ll you have?” 

Arliss dropped back limply in his
chair. “I’m not very hungry,” 
he said; “a cup of coffee and a 
sandwich will do.”

T A M E S C. McREY- 
J NOLDS, the newly ap­
pointed attorney-general, 
tells this one: “They were 
talking of a Populistic 
orator. ‘ I wonder what he’ll 
do now?’ said one.

‘“What’s the matter with him?’
“ ‘ Hehaslost his reason,’ replied theother 
“ ‘Oh, that won’t hurt him any in his 

business, so long as he retains his voice.’ ” 

gIR CECIL ARTHUR SPRING-RICE, 
the British Ambassador to this coun­

try, is a good story-teller.
“Souvenir hunting,” he relates, “as 

practised by many women, is certainly de­
plorable. Spoons, knives, forks, plates, secretary 
photographs, and even snippings and bits M REVNOLDS 
of gowns and coats are taken by the souvenir fiend 
regardless of the damage.

“Not so long ago, I was talking with a well-known 
woman about a certain other woman of great personal 
attractiveness. I remarked that I understood that 
the attractive creature was a confirmed souvenir col­
lector. ‘I do not mean a kleptomaniac, you know,’ 
I explained.

“ ‘Oh, I understand perfectly,’ the woman replied, 
looking at me in a curious way, ‘ She is just what I 
should describe as the ultra of souvenir collecting. 
I am in a position to speak with authority, too. 
You see,’ she went on, ‘ this woman made a week-end 
visit to my country home some years past, and I dis­
covered her tendency for collecting souvenirs then.’

“ ‘ Indeed! ’ said I, ‘ You missed your silverware? ’
“ ‘Oh, no,’ she replied, calmly, ‘My husband!’ ”

T)AUL RAINEY, the noted huntei, tells this one: 
“A party of travelers in Africa were on an explor­

ing expedition and ran out of supplies. They came 
upon a native hut, but found it empty and nothing 
visible in the eating line except several strings of 
mushrooms suspended from the rafters to dry. 
For lack of anything else more substantial, they 
stewed these and made a meal on them.

“ In a short time the owner of the hut, a powerful 
native chief and warrior, appeared. He greeted 

the travelers in a friendly manner, gave a 
glance around the hut, and immediately set 
up a how) of despair.

“ ‘They are gone!’ howled 
the native chief, ‘ Evil spirits 

have stolen them! ’
“‘What is it that is gone? ’ 

inquired the man.
“‘Those, those!’ shriek­

ed the chief, pointing to the 
cut cords on the rafters. 
“ ‘Why, no evil spirits took 

them,’ said the man, ‘ We came 
here very hungry and we ate 
them. We will pay you.’

“ ‘ You ate them?’ gasped 
the terror-stricken chief.

“ ‘Yes, *yes,’ impatiently 
replied the explorers, ‘We 
ate them—the dried mush­
rooms.’

“ ‘Oh, oh,’ cried the 
chief, ‘you fools! Why, 
you’ve eaten the ears of all 
the enemies I killed in

battle. ’ ”

f^EORGE BERNARD
SHAW teUs of the little 

daughter of a very intimate 
friend of his youthful days. 
“ She used to call me 
‘Uncle,’ for we became great 
chums. Then I -went away 

for some time, and during my absence I raised a 
luxuriant crop of whiskers.

“After returning home, I visited my friends, and 
again saw the little girl. She, however, made no 
demonstration toward saluting me with a kiss, as



Toy-Shop of Fun

had been her custom. ‘ Why, dear,’ said the mother, 
‘don’t you give Uncle a kiss?’

“ ‘Why, mother,’ replied the little girl, with the 
most perfect simplicity. ‘I don’t see any place.’ ”

VICE-PRESIDENT MARSHALL was ap­
proached by one senator who said of a certain 

fellow senator: “I’m going to kill him one of these 
days!”

“Don’t!” protested 
the Vice- 
president. 
“Bribe his 
valet to
sew a pea- 
cock’s 
feather to 
the seat of 
h i s trou­
sers.”
“Well?”

“ Why 
the sena­

tor is so
vain 

he 
will 

break
his neck 

trying t o 
look at it.”

ISRAEL 
1ZANG- 
WILL is never 

at a loss for 
a good re­
tort when 
it is needed

g. beknard shaw as a rebuke 
to some 

tactless person who is making a nuisance of himself. 
At dinner one evening a young man, who was a 

confirmed globe-trotter, was monopolizing the con­
versation, so much so that the other diner’s were 
exceedingly bored. He was dwelling upon the love­
liness of the Island of Tahiti and the marvelous 
beauty of its women.

At last Mr. Zangwill, who was present, ventured 
to inquire if he noticed anything else worthy of 
mention in connection with the island.

The young man, resenting the interruption, 
looked at Mr. Zangwill for a moment, and then 
replied: “Yes; what struck me most of all was 
that there were no Hebrews and no pigs to be seen 
there.”

“Indeed, is that so?” exclaimed Mr. Zangwill, 
in no wise disconcerted. “Then if you and I go 
there together we shall make our fortunes.”

SENATOR O’GOR­
MAN, of New York, 

tells the following story. 
“A wealthy Westerner 
met a friend of former days who 
was rather evidently on the down­
ward path. Plainly, liquor had 
been the cause of his undoing.

“The Westerner, however, 
wished to be friendly and asked 
the man to have a drink. The 
friend gladly accepted the invitation.

“ Leading the way into a cafe the Westcrnc • said 
to the bartender: ‘Two straight whiskeys, please.’

“The derelict moved quickly to the bar, and said 
in an eager and decisive tone of voice: ‘Give me 
the same!’ ”

EJOWARD CHANDLER CHRISTY, illustrator 
. and noted portrayer of girl types, was walk­
ing down the street one afternoon when he wras over­
taken by a pet dog that began to snap at his heels. 
Its mistress made no effort to call it off so he turned 
and gave the dog an admonitory kick.

“Brute!” cried the woman, “to kick a little 
defenseless animal! That little creature is a pet, 
and is not accustomed to such treatment.”

“I.beg your pardon, madam,” replied Mr. Christy. 
“I did not mean to hurt your dog. But you should 
have called him off.”

“He would not have hurt you,” replied the 
woman in a grieved tone. “He is a pet.”

“I did not care to be bitten by, him nevertheless, 
madam,” returned Mr. Christy. “I am somewhat 
of a favorite at home, myself.

(C) ELLIOTT & FRY

ISRAEL ZANGWILL
SENATOR
O’CORMAN



Why Women Lack Health, Grace and Beauty of Form
By Andrew H. Hamilton

T
HE average woman of today lacks in 
Health, Grace and Beauty of Form 
because she is ignorant of the requi­

sites of health and knows no more about her 
body than a child. Instead of exercise which 
would give her grace and health, she confines 

herself to housework or such simple duties as 
tend to destroy the freedom of bodily move­
ment, stiffening and aging her when she is 
scarcely out of her teens.

Health is a matter of conforming to the 
laws of right living. True grace of movement 
is the result of thorough bodily control—of 
making housework, or any work, an aid in se­
curing this, instead of the cause of losing it. 
Beauty of Form is something that can be at­
tained by anyone who will study and apply the 
knowledge gained. This has been proven in 
many different ways. •

I have seen women, corpulent and without 
shape, restore the graceful lines of youth by 
devoting a few minutes daily to the care of 
their bodies. I have seen others, many pounds 
under weight, angular and lacking in every­
thing attractive, regain their normal weight 
and a beautiful figure. Stories of marvelous 
recoveries of health arc no less frequent.

Women should realize that health and beau­
ty can never be obtained and kept except 
through the observance of Nature’s laws. 
Miss Kellermann, known the world over 
as the “Perfect Woman” and most won­
derful dancer and diver on the stage, is a 
most striking example of what may be ac­
complished by properly directed exercise and 
sane living.

You must have heard her story—how as a 
weak, puny and deformed child she was com­
pelled to wear braces upon her legs. Had she 
been content to live on in this way, she prob­
ably would be a burden on someone today in­
stead of the Perfect Physical Woman. She 
might now be living on, hopelessly wondering 
why she was denied the health which was her 
birthright.

What she has accomplished was not the 
result of any great new scientific principle 
for health or development The wonder­
ful change was wrought by keeping before 
her the fact that every human body has 
the power within itself to be healthful and 

beautiful, if help instead of hindrance is 
but given it.

The great difficulty with which one must 
contend, is to select the real from the mass of 
contradictory theories and principles which 
have been expounded by over-enthusiastic or 
unscrupulous persons.

It took a number of years and involved a 
great many disappointing and discouraging 
experiences, but in the end she indubitably 
proved that a woman can be absolutely what 
she wills. She has proved that if one is too 
thin, too fleshy; if she is over or under-devel­
oped in any part of her body, the proper sys­
tem will bring parts to perfect proportions. 
She has demonstrated that it is possible to de­
velop the back of one’s arm without affecting 
the front, to develop one side of the neck, one 
hip or one limb, without affecting the other. 
This is one of the most interesting and won­
derful features of Miss Kellermann’s methods, 
and, in all likelihood, is due to her wonderful 
knowledge of anatomy.

Volumes have been written on various 
methods for developing the figure and attain­
ing health and beauty, but the. most interesting 
and attractive book I have ever read is one 
written and published by Miss Kellermann 
herself, entitled “The Body Beautiful.” This 
book contains many photographs of Miss Kel­
lermann and others, showing correct and in­
correct carriage, how the body may be built 
up or reduced to normal, symmetrical lines, 
and various chapters dealing with every phase 
of health and body building.

No woman vitally interested in self-advance­
ment can afford to miss this little book, for it 
means the complete revitalization and reor­
ganization of her body. To those addressing 
Miss Kellermann, Suite 107H, 12 West Thirty- 
first Street, New York City, enclosing two 
cents, to cover postage, she will gladly send a 
copy of this book free.

If you are one of the women who would 
make the most of yourself, physically and men- 
tai.y, send for this book immediately while 
the edition lasts. Prove for yourself that it is 
not necessary to suffer physical ailments, or 
deficiencies in appearance or figure, and that it 
is possible to remold yourself and enjoy a 
higher plane of living. (Adu.)



Ready
When

You Stop
A food immediately ready 

for use. Add a little cream 
(or milk) and a sprinkle of 
sugar.

It is put up in double sealed 
packages—impossible of con­
tamination from dust or moist­
ure.

Post
Toasties 

the deliciously toasted bits of 
wafer-like corn are the food for 
picnics, auto tours and any 
kind of trips—and for the 
home.

Its convenience does away 
with a lot of bother to who­
ever prepares the meals.

The delightful flavor of Post 
Toasties makes new friends 
every day—and

“The Memory Lingers ’’

Postum Cereal Company, Limited 
Battle Creek, Mich., U. S. A.

Canadian Postum Cereal Co., Ltd., 
Windsor, Ontario, Canada.



You will want to hear more of the

Blue Amberol Records
as soon as you’ve heard the first

In tone they are finer and clearer than 
any other records made. They are more 
lifelike.



Play them once or play them 3,000 times 
and the result is the same, for Blue Amberol 
Records can’t wear out. What’s more, they 
are practically unbreakable. They are mu­
sical and mechanical triumphs. Your dealer 
will be glad to play them for you or we’11 
send particulars.
THO1M.A.S A. EDISON, Inc., 26 Lakeside Ave., Orange, N. J., U.S.A.



No-Rim-Cut Tires
11% Less This Year

No-Rim-Cut tires are costing us now 
about n per cent less than last year.

And all this saving goes, as always, to 
users of these tires.

So here is another economy. You have 
saved all rim-cutting by these new-type 
tires. You have saved by the oversize. 
And now you save n per cent on price.

How It Happens
Only part of this saving is due to lower 

rubber. That is largely offset by higher 
fabrics, higher cost of labor.

The net saving here, in our opinion, 
warrants five per cent reduction. Some 
makers say it warrants none.

Our major saving comes through multi­
plied output. We owe that to users of 
these tires, and it shall go to them.

Last year’s output of Goodyear tires 
exceeded our previous 12 years put to­
gether.

To meet this demand, which has grown 
like a flood, we 
have built mod­
ern factories, 
equipped with 
the latest ma­
chinery.

Now we have 
by far the larg­
est tire plant in
the world. By far the largest output. Our 
capacity is close to 8,000 motor tires daily.

It is this quantity saving which has 
mainly caused this 11 per cent reduction.

What It Means
Since this reduction, no standard tires 

of any type cost less than No-Rim-Cut 
tires.

Some old-type tires—the hooked-base 
clinchers—last year cost you less. But 
23 per cent of those tires become rim-cut.

Tires just rated size cost less last year. 
But our 10 per cent oversize, under aver­
age conditions, adds 25 per cent to the tire 
mileage.

So No-Rim-Cut tires, at their higher 
cost, were by far the cheaper-per-mile tires. 
They were so much the cheaper, per mile, 
that they came to outsell every other tire.

Now they cost nothing extra, so the 
savings are clear. Who can think it wise, 
under such conditions, to buy old-type 
clincher tires ?

Hundreds of thousands of experienced 
motorists have come to No-Rim-Cut tires. 
And legions more come monthly.

They are com­
ing because of 
mileage figures, 
because of lower 
upkeep.

They have 
ended rim-cut­
ting. They are 
getting extra ca­

pacity. And now they get a lower price. 
Are not those the things you seek ?

Ask any user what they mean to him, 
and you’ll adopt them, too.

Goodyear
No-Rim-Cut Tires

With or Without Non-Skid Treads



10% Oversize
Always the Lowest

No equal tires will ever cost less than 
Goodyears. None will ever cost less per 
mile.

This is how we know it:
The largest output means the lowest 

cost. And No-Rim-Cut tires are, more 
and more, bound to outsell all others.

Modern factories, with the latest ma­
chinery, greatly cut cost of production. 
And the sensational demand for these new- 
type tires has forced this new equipment.

Then we cling to small capitalization. 
We have not one dollar of watered stock 
oh which holders are looking for dividends.

About Profits
Then we sell these tires on a minimum 

margin. Every lessened cost means a 
lessened price.

To assure you of this, we advertise our 
profits. In times past they have run about 
8V2 per cent, and we do not expect to 
exceed that.

So it ought to be clear that no maker 
can give more 
than Goodyears 
give for the 
money.

LowerPrices
There will al­

ways be tires 
which will sell

for less, and lesser tires which sell at equal 
prices. Tires may be made at even half 
our cost.

But the real cost is the cost per mile. 
And that is lowest in the highest grade 
of tire.

We spend on Goodyears every penny 
which can lessen cost per mile. One proc­
ess alone, which others don’t use, will cost 
us this year close to one million dollars.

Night and day, on a tire testing machine, 
we are constantly comparing one tire with 
another on a mileage basis.

On our department of research and ex­
periment we spend $100,000 yearly—just 
to get more mileage.

Our materials are the costliest, our 
processes the most expensive known.

So we don’t skimp Goodyear tires. We 
only make sure that you get more for 
each dollar than in any other tire that’s 
made. ______

Write for 
Goodyear Tire 
Book — 14th- 
year edition. 
It tells all 
known ways 
to economize 
on tires.

GoodJYear
Gass' AKROX. OHIO.

No-Rim-Cut Tires
With or Without Non-Skid Treads

THE GOODYEAR TIRE & RUBBER COMPANY, AKRON, OHIO
Branches and Agencies in 103 Principal Cities More Service Stations Than Any Other Tire 

We Make All Kinds of Rubber Tires, Tire Accessories and Repair Outfits
Main Canadian Office, Toronto, Ont.—Canadian Factory, Bowmanville, Ont.

(1139)



The

Vest 
Pocket

KODAK
Literally small enough to go into the vest pocket 

(or a lady’s handbag)—big enough to bring home all 
outdoors—a miniature in size, but lacking nothing 
of Kodak efficiency or simplicity.

Has Kodak Ball Bearing shutter with iris diaphragm stops, menis­
cus achromatic lens, Autotime scale and brilliant reversible finder. 
Loads in daylight with Kodak film cartridges for eight exposures. 
A fixed focus makes it always ready for quick work. Lustrous black 
metal finish.

Pictures, 1H x inches. Price, $6.22

Catalogue at your dealers, or on request. Free.

EASTMAN KODAK COMPANY, Rochester, N. Y., ne Kodak City.



KNOWN AS THE SIMPLEST STARTER 
RECOGNIZED AS THE MOST EFFICIENT

DYNETO-ENTZ
Electric Starter and Lighting System

Throw on the switch. There is no other control to 
bother with. The starter turns 
your engine immediately, spinning 
it rapidly for half an hour if neces­
sary. Shut the gas off any 
time and starter will run the 
car. In crowded traffic this 
feature is invaluable.

No button to press. 
No complicated con­
trols. No gears to 
mesh. No Ammeter,

The two arrows indicate the simple knife-switch control and the compact 
DYNETO-ENTZ motor-generator unit. This simplicity means that 

you may be able to install the DYNETO-ENTZ on your old 
car, and that you surely want it on your new car.

Voltmeter or any dial 
to watch.

Study These Features of Simplicity
The DYNETO-ENTZ System is composed of 

a motor-generator (with only one moving part) 
an ordinary 3-point blade switch, one storage 
battery, lighting switch and simple wiring. Re­
quires practically no attention from the operator 
for maintenance. The only care you have to give 
the outfit is to occasionally replenish the electro­
lyte in the storage battery.

Throw on switch and leave it on. When your 
car attains a speed of 10 miles, the DYNETO-

ENTZ Unit changes from Starting Motor to a 
Storage Battery Generator. This change is ac­
complished without the aid of automatic devices, 
without any attention from the driver. When 
the car drops below 10 miles an hour, the 
DYNETO-ENTZ changes back to a Motor, as­
sisting the engine and preventing stalling. Stor­
age Battery is so constructed that it cannot be 
injured by overcharging, doing away with com­
plicated automatic outfits.

Unlike most electric starters, the DYNETO-ENTZ, being so compact a unit, can be installed 
by individuals on many cars now operating. Garage men and mechanics have made installa­
tions for individuals on Cadillac, Stoddard-Dayton, Pierce, Peerless, Lozier and many others. 
If it can be properly installed on your old car, it will surely give satisfaction. Any manu­
facturer can install it on your new car.

DYNETO-ENTZ Standard Equipment for the Franklin and the White Cars.

With the DYNETO-ENTZ on your car, you cannot stall the motor.
Full Particulars and Descriptive Matter Furnished on Request.

THE DYNETO ELECTRIC CO. Dept, h, SYRACUSE, N. Y.
Plant Devoted Exclusively to the Manufacture of Starters and Lighting Systems.



Look for 
the Signature

Mother has but one answer to that. Her 
experience teaches her that the family 
never tires of the Kellogg flavor and— 
how tame and flat the imitations are!
Getting a Kellogg breakfast or supper 
is so easy, too just shake the fresh, 
golden flakes out of the box and pour 
milk or cream over them. A little re­
crisping in the oven sometimes helps.

“Mayn’t I have some 
Kellogg’s for tea? 
Those were so good
1 had for breakfast.”

Please, 
Mother”



NABISCO
Sugar Wafers

Nabisco Sugar Wafers meet every demand for 
a dainty dessert confection. Whether served 
with ices, custards, fruits or beverages, they are 
equally delightful. The sweet, creamy filling of 
Nabisco—the delicate wafer shells—leave nothing 
to be desired. Truly are they fairy sandwiches. 

In ten-cent tins; also in twenty-five-cent tins.

TESTING):—A dessert sweet, shaped like 
an almond. A shell so fragile and tooth­
some that it melts on the tongue disclosing 
a kernel of almond-flavored cream.

A D O R A : — Another dessert 
confection of enchanting good­
ness. Alluring squares in filled 
sugar-wafer form.

NATIONAL BISCUIT COMPANY



“Who Wants to Cook in Hot Weather, Anyway?”
" There, there’s something you can make for Rob and the children, even if you 

can’t cook. Who wants to cook in hot. weather, anyway? Jell-0 doesn’t have to be 
cooked. Isn’t it lovely?" 

desserts are not only easy to make and "lovely," but they are the 
finest of summer dishes.

In hot weather you find your appetite craves something 
different—something pleasantly tangy or tart—something that 
will taste good and "hit the spot."

Fruit itself does not satisfy that peculiar craving as cool, 
sparkling, delicious, fruity Jell-O does.

Seven flavors of Jell-O: Strawberry, Raspberry, Lemon, 
Orange, Cherry, Peach, Chocolate.

Each in a separate package, 10 cents, at any grocer’s.
The famous “ Six Cooks ” Recipe Book will be sent free 

to all who write and ask us for it.
The Genesee Pure Food Co., Le Roy, N. Y., and Bridgeburg, Can.

The name Jell-0 is on every package in big red letters. 
If it isn’t there, it isn’t Jell-O.



There is 
Beauty 
in Every 
Jar

Your Beauty Made

beauty IN

DETROIT-^'.

Proof Against 
Sun and Wind
By the use of Ingram’s Milk­
weed Cream any woman can 
have the very essence of all 
beauty—a pure and clear com­
plexion, a soft, unblemished 
skin. With

Ingram's
Milkweed Cream

you need not deny yourself the wonderful benefit of fresh 
air—the tonic of sun and wind. You can get out in the 
open, shielded from tan, sunburn, and freckles, by the 
protection of Ingram’s Milkweed Cream.

Preserves Good Complexions 
Improves Bad Complexions

Let Us Prove to You the value of Ingram’s Toilet Specialties by a personal test; write 
us yours and your druggist’s name and address and receive through him, free, our 
box of samples. Or enclose 10 cents and we will mail them direct.

FREDERICK F. INGRAM COMPANY 
Windsor, Ontario 89 Tenth Street, Detroit

Face Powder
is Powdered Perfection for the complexion. It adheres even when the skin 
is warm and moist. Price 50 cents at drug stores or by mail, postpaid.

1 A handsome Vanity Box FREE with Ingram’s Velveola Souveraine. I



You’re “The Picture Of Coolness” In B. V. D.
f I Trifles don’t nag you—heat doesn’t fag you in Loose Fitting, Light 

| Woven B. V. D. You’re not chafed and confined, as in tight fitting 
underwear. You joy in the feeling of muscle-freedom, as well a’s in the 

coolness of B. V. D. Coat Cut Undershirts and Knee Length Drawers, or 
Union Suits. Comfort and common sense say “B. V. D.”

To get genuine B. V. D. get a good look at the label.
On every B. V. D. Undergarment is sewed

This Red JUoven Label

MADE FOR THE

B.VD.
BEST RETAIL TRADE j

(Trade Mari Reg. U. S, Pat. Off. and 
Foreign Countries.)

Insist that your dealer sells you 
only underwear with the B. V. D. 
label.
B. T. D. Coat Cut Undershirts and 
Knee Length Drawers, 50c., 75c., 
$1.00 and $1.50 the Garment.

B. V. D. Union' Suits (Pat. U.S.A., 
4-30-07.) $1.00, $1.50, $2.00, 
$3.00 and $5.00 the Suit.

TheH.N. D. Company,
New York.

London Selling Agency: 
66 Aldermanbury, E. C.

Copyrights U. 25. A. I QI 3 by 
The B.VD. Companj'.



You can get good 
pictures just as 
soon as you get a

PREMO
You need no previous experience, no technical knowl­
edge. Step into the dealer’s to-day and see for your­
self, how easy Premos are to load and operate, how 
light and compact, and how altogether desirable.

This picture is from a negative 
made with the Premoette Jr. No. 1, 
a marvelously compact little camera 
which will slip into any pocket, or 
a lady’s handbag, and costs but $5.

And then there are the Film 
Premos No. 1, just as simple to 
operate, but making larger pictures 
—314x414, $10.00; 4x5, $12.50; 
3A (post card size), $12.50—and 
many other models ranging in price 
from $1.50 to $150.00.

Get the new Premo catalogue

A book that no one interested in photog­
raphy should be tjithout. It describes the 
many Premo advantages fully — the day­
light loading Film Premos, the Premos that 
take films or plates with equal facility, 
the Premo Film Pack and tank developing 
system.

It’s free at the dealer’s, or will be 
gladly mailed to any address on request.

Rochester Optical Division
Eastman Kodak Co. Rochester, N. Y.

From a Premoette Jr. No. 1 Print 
Actual Size
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The tonic effects of choicest Saazer 
Hops and nutritive, tissue building 
properties of the best American Bar­
ley are scientifically combined in—

It prevents nausea from train or 
sea-sickness.
Malt-Nutrine Declared by U. S, Revenue 
Department a Pure Malt Product, Not an 
Alcoholic Beverage. Contains 14V2% Malt 
Solids l\So% Alcohol. Sold by Druggists 
and Grocers.

Leading physicians everywhere 
recommend Malt-Nutrine to nurs­
ing mothers, the aged, infirm and 
convalescents.

The Perfect Food Tonic
Easily assimilated by the weakest 

stomach.



Her Beauty Has 
“Palmolive 
Protection”

T
HE modern girl sub­
jects her complexion 
to extreme tests. She 
is out in the sun, the

oils, and that nothing else 
since has been found to sur­
pass them. She knows that 
these oils soothe irritations.

wind and the rain. She 
takes long motor trips over 
dusty highways. Yet she 
keeps her skin soft, smooth 
and beautiful.

Palmolive protects her com­
plexion. She knows that fa­
mous beauties, 2,000 years 
ago, used Palm and Olive

She knows we 
blend them into 
Palmolive by our own 
process, which great­
ly increases their effi­
ciency.

Palmolive is more 
than mere soap Hard 
milling makes it last­
ing and economical. 
15c a cake.

B. J. Johnson Soap Company, Inc., Milwaukee, Wis.
Canadian Factory: 155 = 157 Georg; St., Toronto, Ont.

MF "u

PALMOLIVE SHAMPOO makes the hair lustrous and
healthy and is excellent for the scalp, 
leaves the hair soft and tractable. 
Price, 50 cents.

PALMOLIVE CREAM cleanses 
the pores of the skin and adds a de­
lightful touch after the use of Palm­
olive Soap. Price, 50 cents.

N. B.—If you cannot get Palmolive 
Cream or Shampoo of your local dealer, 
a full-size package of either will be 
mailed prepaid on receipt of price.

It rinses out easily and

PALMOLIVE 
SHAMPOO

JUKEt



When You Go to California
—for you will go, within the next two years, if only to see the 
Panama-Pacific International Exposition in 1915—you will need a 
guide and appreciate a friend.

To all the people of Central and Northern California

is more than a mere newspaper—it is an institution upon which 
Californians have learned to rely in every contingency.

It is this universal usefulness that has de­
veloped for The San Francisco Examiner:

The largest circulation of any morning or evening 
newspaper west of St. Louis.

The largest circulation of any newspaper in Amer­
ica selling for five cents.

More than double the circulation of any other San 
Francisco morning newspaper, and

More than double the combined Sunday circula­
tion of all other San Francisco papers.
Californians have learned that almost, any 

service may be expected of The San Francisco 
Examiner. No hesitancy is shown in utiliz­
ing every resource at its command, and this 
attitude of the people has been encouraged by 
The Examiner’s endeavor to fulfil every require­
ment made upon its time, its influence and its 
sources of information.

You, who now contemplate California from 
afar, soon will be enjoying, within its boundaries, 
the prosperity, productiveness and hospital­
ity for which the State is famed.

A preparatory course of reading on Cali­
fornia’s possibilities will equip you better to 
make the most of your opportunity, either as 
settler or sightseer, when you reach California.

For 1912, The San Francisco Examiner 
consisted of nearly twelve thousand pages 
—over one-third more than its nearest rival.

This immense library of down-to-the-minute 
information on California is available to you 
for eight dollars a year, and proportionately 
for six or three months.

But the services of The San Francisco Ex­
aminer are available to you regardless of whether 
or not you are a subscriber.

For any information concerning Califor­
nia, or for any other requirement in which 
The San Francisco Examiner can be of as­
sistance, write to the address below. If your 
needs can be met by The Examiner itself, they 
will be—if not, your wants will be taken care of 
by capable persons to whom your communica­
tions will be referred.

Keep in mind this feature of The San Fran­
cisco Examiner—SERVICE; and when you 
arrive in California you will be glad to resume 
relations with the greatest paper in the West.

Send seventy-five cents for a month’s trial subscription—the 
two dollars will follow every quarter thereafter without further 
suggestion. Single copies five cents.

Circulation: Daily Over 110,000- Sunday Over 213,000

The San Francisco Examiner
Hearst Building San Francisco
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“IVER JOHNSON”™-““ 
is not merely the name of a man 
—it stands for a mechanical ideal

This ideal can be expressed simply. The name “ Iver 
Johnson” goes only on mechanisms of absolutely sound 
design. It goes only on articles made of the very finest 
grades of steel. And, above all, the name stands for a 
wonderful quality of machine work and steel tempering. 
The Iver Johnson Revolver, because of its quality and 
regardless of its comparatively low price, has become the 
standard side-arm of the world. A revolver cannot be 
made that is more accurate or more dependable. And 
it is the only revolver that is rendered positively safe 
against accidental discharge by the world-famous 
“Hammer the Hammer” safety device.

IVER JOHNSON
The Iver Johnson Bicycle, even when good 

bicycles were the rule, was a leader; today it 
stands alone. It is without fault — the finest 
type of bicycle that has ever been produced and 
possibly the best that ever will be produced.

The Iver Johnson Motorcycle must be under­
stood in mechanical detail before you can com­

pare it to others. But it’s a 
machine you ought to know 
all about before you make a

selection. In the motor alone there are over 
thirty advanced ideas which have won the ap­
proval of engineers.

And now about our book: It contains 70 
pages of interesting facts about our revolvers, 
shotguns, bicycles and motorcycles. Tells how 
they are made and why they are so good. It is 
bound in stiff board covers, in conventional 
library form, and is profusely illustrated. It is 
free to those who are interested.

IVER JOHNSON’S ARMS & CYCLE WORKS
New York, 99 Chambers St.
San Francisco, Phil. B. Bekcart Co., 717 Market St 158 River St., Fitchburg, Mass.
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With an ordinary lens 
you will generally have 
ordinary pictures­
and ordinary failures
But with a better lens you can 
do the better work you have 
wanted to do - and save yourself 
the expense and disappointment 
of wasted films.

sen (omo/eiss
TessarIens

is made to give you much greater opportunities for getting clear, sharp neg-, 
atives even in weak light—when an ordinary lens would give you but a dim 
result. And its great rapidity enables you to catch, without the unwelcome 
blur, pictures of the most quickly moving objects. The Tessar is produced 
with the greatest scientific care—is absolutely accurate, and will make “ all 
the difference in the world” in your work.

If you are interested in better 
results, send for literature.
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Bausch & [omb Optical (d.
; 603 ST. PAUL ST. ROCHESTER, N. Y. |

3 GRIZZLIES IN UNDER 1 MINUTE
Feb. 10, 1913—Writing to tell you how pleased I am with the .280 Ross 

Last season in Cassiar, B. C. I went after 13 head and bagged the lot, a 
ranges varying from 60 to 500 yards in 27 shots. My bag consisted of C 
Black Bear, 4 Grizzlies, 2 Goat, 2 Cariboo, 2 Moose. In my estimatio? 
there is no rifle to compare with the "Ross .280.*

The balance is perfect, the action fast and smooth while the flatness o 
trajectory quite does away with the judging of distances.
I shot a goat at over 500 Yards with exactly same Sigh 
that I take at 100 yards. The 3 grizzlies were killed in under one minute 
Cluny C. Luke, Alberni, B. C. (Extract letter to Ross Rifle Co.)

AA The “Ross” .280 High Velocity is now retailed ir tpOO.vU New York City, duty paid for $55.00 and the Ros: 
.280 Ammunition, with copn^r tube expanding bullet, patented 
specially adapted for it, at $7.50 per 100.

Get one NOW for your next trip. If your dealer cannot shov 
one write for illustrated catalogue
ROSS RIFLE CO., Dept. M-5. QUEBEC, Canada

Wholesale Agents for U.S.: POST & FLOTO, 14 Reade St., New York City.



The American Boy’s Cycle Car
Have you seen it? Would you like to have one? Send 20 cents 

today for illustrated booklet with blue print and drawings, telling 
how to build and operate your own car.

Special Inducements to FIRST BOY In Each Town

Under the racy hood is a full 5-horse-power, four-cycle engine. 
The wheels are twenty-two inch with wood spokes and solid rubber 
tires, steering is standard rack and pinion type.

We have no agents, we sell the parts or the car complete.
Send 20 cents today for book and we will help you to build 

or own at once The Lad’s Car.

NIAGARA MOTOR CAR CORPORATION
Department H-2 . - . . . Niagara Falls, N. Y.



All Such Corns
Can be Ended in Two Days

Apply a little Blue-jay plaster.
Right from that moment the corn be­

comes comfortable.
Then the B & B wax begins to loosen 

the corn, and in 48 hours the whole corn 
comes out.

The chemist who invented Blue-jay 
studied corns for years. And his method is 
now employed on a million corns a month.

No pain, no soreness, no discomfort. 
The way is gentle and results are sure.

Don’t pare corns. Don’t apply liquids. 
Don’t use ancient methods in these scien­
tific days.

You can end the corn forever in this 
simple, modern way. Try it on one corn.

= A in the picture is the soft B & B wax. It =
= loosens the corn. =

B stops the pain and keeps the wax from == 
== spreading.
= C wraps around the toe. It is narrowed to = 

be comfortable. s
= D is rubber adhesive to fasten the plaster on. =

| Blue-jay |
| Corn Plasters |
= Sold by Druggists— 15c and 25c per package =
= Sample Mailed Free. Also Blue-jay Bunion Plasters =
= Bauer & Black, Chicago and New York s
HH Makers of Surgical Dressings, etc. ||
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Bitter Root
Valley

Freedom

VOU Want a Fortune! Every normal in-. 
* dividual wants one—if the fortune can be had

honestly and without sacrificing the other factors 
that make life worth while. Real fortune, to every 
right thinking man or woman, isn’t measured solely 
in dollars. A generous competence, combined with 
health, independence and ideal environment in which 
to live and be happy, make up the sum total.
FiveThousand Dollars a Year
net income from ten acres of matured apple and cherry 
orchard in the frostless and wormless Bitter Root Valley with 
a home and six months vacation annually in one of the most 
magnificently endowed natural environments on the Crea­
tor’s footstool, with golf links, hunting, fishing and mountain 
climbing and with neighbors of culture, education and refine­
ment—is the opportunity we offer you.

We believe you will investigate this opportunity because 
this appeal for investigation is directed to broad-minded and 
sensible readers, living in an age of scientific progress which 
has made the impossible of yesterday the reality of today. 
This is not an offer of something for nothing. It is an oppor­
tunity for you to make an immensely profitable compact 
based on mankind’s partnership with nature. We are now 
growing more than three thousand acres of fruit trees, one to 
three years old, for satisfied customers who would not consider 
selling their orchards at a large advance over their cost.

$5,000 Yearly For Life From Ten Acres
A Bitter Root Valley apple orchard bears commercially in 

its fifth year. Ten acres, fully developed, should be capable 
of returning you during early maturity, strictly net, a profit of 
$2,000 to $5,000 yearly. Beginning with the 10th year from 
planting, judged by experience of others, 10 acres should net 
you an income of $5,000yearly and employ only half your time.

If you have a fair-sized income now and are willing to 
improve your condition, you do not need much capital to 
possess one of these big-paying orchards.

Our Proposition and Plan
briefly stated is this: We will sell you a CHOICE 10-ACRE 
PLANTED and GROWING ORCHARD,best standard varieties 
apples and cherries—with the Company’s definite written con­
tract to care for and develop your orchard under expert hor­
ticultural supervision for five full growing seasons from 
date of planting, including all land taxes and irrigation 
charges. You may, if desired, assume personal charge of 
your orchard at any time and secure a refund.

The land should easily become worth, conservatively 
stated, in fair comparison with other improved land, $1,000 an 
acre. There is a clean profit to you of 100 per cent on a 
5-year investment to count on at the outset. Only a $300 cash 
payment required now to secure your orchard tract—balance 
in easy payments divided over a ten year period. Your pay­
ments for the first few years are practically ALL the cash 
outlay you will have, as your orchard tract should meet all 
payments falling due while in commercial bearing period and 
yield you a handsome profit besides. Our reservation plan 
provides for inspection of the land by you, and your money 
back if dissatisfied.
------- INVESTIGATE by using this coupon TODA Y--------

BITTER ROOT VALLEY IRRIGATION CO.
848-850 First Natianal Bank luMin|, Cbicaia, U. S.A.

Robert S. Lemon, General Sales Manager:Please send me full information concerning your Riverview 
Orchard Tracts in Bitter Root Valley.

Write your name and complete address plainly j M on the margin below M
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Send for This Watch
On 7 Days’ Free Trial
To Hearst’s Magazine readers who mail coupon 
below at once we will send this beautiful “Thin 
Model” 25-year guaranteed gold-strata watch, 
on 7 days’ approval without one cent in advance

—but YOU MUST BE QUICK.
This superb Watch is indeed a triumph in the art 

of watch-making. The photograph above shows 
the actual size of the Watch. The movement is the 
famous 17-jewel Illinois Movement which has no 
superior throughout the entire world. This Watch 
is not only a perfect time-keeper, but the graceful 
thin model gold strata case lends it a beauty and 
distinction which will make it a constant joy to you 
every time you look at it.

Payments—Only $2 a Month
This is the greatest “watch value” in America, 

but we do not ask you to take our word for it. Our 
plan is to send you the Watch on approval so that 
you can see the Watch itself, examine it carefully 
and wear it for a week before paying us any money 
or obligating yourself in any way. We do not want 
you to send us one cent now. Just fill out and mail 
coupon below and we will then send you the Watch 
carefully packed, express prepaid. After you have 
worn this beautiful Watch a week, if you decide to 
keep it, you may send us only $2 cash and then $2 a 
month for 10 months thereafter. But if the Watch
is not satisfactory and you do not wish to keep it, then 
you may return it to us “express collect.” So, you see, 
you take absolutely no risk.

Free Monogram Offer those who 
mail coupon

below promptly, we offer to engrave by X 
hand, their initials on the back-of this ~---------
watch in exquisite ribbon monogram y ...WATCH S?* 
letters. So then, if you answer <1’“”

LACLEDE

promptly, you may have your own
T127-29 Pine St.

/ St. Louis, Mo.
4 Send me for examination,initials handsomely engraved by 

hand on the back of this superb 
watch, free of charge. Jeweler’s 
regular charge is from $1.50 to
$2.00, but if you are prompt, we 
"ill do it for you FREE. This 
is a great opportunity — one

miss.that you must not 
Tear off and it 
coupon at once.

LACLEDE 
WATCH CO.

1127-29 Pine St.
St. Louis, * 

Mo. /

- anteed gold-stra‘a Watch, ex- 
< press prepaid, if the Watch is 

< satisfactory I wll send you 82 as 
/first payment and 82 a month there­

after until your special price of 822 is 
paid. If the Watch is not satisfactory 

< and I do not wish to keep it, I will notify 
■ you within 7 days and the Watch is then

1 * < to be returned at your expense, as offered
6 . Hearst’s Magazine, readers. (NOTE : Print 

* initials you wish enrraved in monogram, on edge 
of coupon. If you prefer back of the watch 

V wrough' in special floral design instead of mono-

NAME
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Now ready! For rabbits, woodchucks, crows, hawks, foxes and 
geese, get this superb new Model 27 Marlin. It’s the only repeat­
ing rifle in the market using the popular .25 Rim-Fire cartridge.

The .25 Rim-Fire cartridge is almost 
as well and favorably known as the 
. 2 2 Sb ort. It has power enough so that 
it is used very successfully on deer; so 
accurate it is extensively used in target 
work; and so cheap you can use it 
freely without counting the expense. 
Unless you wish to use center-fire cartridges 
and reload your shells, you will find this .25 
Rim-Fire Marlin repeater the most convenient, 
most economical and satisfactory repeating 
rifle obtainable for medium game and target 
requirements.

Ideal Hand Booh tells all about reloading 
cartridges. Mailed for 6 cents in stamps.

This new rifle is our popular Model 27 re­
peater adapted to the .25 Rim-Fire cartridge. 
It has the quick, smooth-working “pump” 
action and the modern solid-top and side 
ejector for rapid, accurate firing, increased 
safety and convenience. It has take-down 
construction; action parts removable without 
tools; it’s easy to keep clean. Has Ivory Bead 
front sight and Rocky Mountain rear sight; 
8 shots at one loading. Price, with 24-inch 
round barrel, $13.15; with octagon Special 
Smokeless Steel barrel, $15.00.
Send 3 stamps postage for new catalog showing 
complete line of Marlin repeaters, rifles and 
shotguns.

7%e fflar/in firearms Co.
25 Willow Street New Haven, Conn.

STRAIGHT BACK TRUNKS
Either “Dresser” or “Wardrobe,” Give the
Maximum of Convenience and Durability.

r
HE Straight Back Dresser Trunk has smooth sliding drawers. Every­

thing is in plain sight; no rummaging. Holds as much as a box trunk, 
with ample space for everything. The straight back allows placing close 

to wall, saving room. Thousands use them instead of dressers.
The comers and clamps are extra strong and are riveted on. Workman­

ship and material are of the very best. Built solidly and carefully in every 
detail. No other trunk of its size on the market can give you as great a 
capacity or so much travel comfort. Do not buy until you investigate the

Straight Back line of trunks.

STRAIGHT BACK WARDROBE TRUNKS
One half is a Wardrobe with hangers for coats, trousers, waists, 

dresses, skirts, overcoats, etc. The other half is a Dresser, with large, 
easy sliding drawers; a place for articles of all sizes, including large hats.

There is no pressing of suits or trousers at your journey’s end if you 
use the Straight Back Wardrobe Trunk. Everything is ready to wear. 
These trunks are made of 3-ply lumber, hand riveted; they are light, 
strong and handsome.

We carry a full line of Wardrobe, Dresser, Steamer, and standard 
types of ladies’ and gentlemen’s trunks, suitcases and bags.

Send today for free illustrated catalog with description and pictures.
Save on every sort of luggage by buying from us at our very low 

net prices.
THE STRAIGHT BACK TRUNK CO., 1903 Hoag St., Toledo, Ohio



Bott/e

ICY-HOT Leather Luncheon 
Case, Jar, 
Bottle and 

Lunch 
Box

ICY-HOT 
Carafe 
Quart, 
3 Pint, 

2 and 3Quart 
Size*

or Carafe

This Bottle Keeps Its Contents Ice-Cold 
For 72 Hours Or Steaming Hot 24 Hours

On every outing—yachting, motoring, hunting, fishing, picnicking 
or traveling—take along an ICY-HOT Bottle or two filled with the hot 

or cold beverages you will need when preparation is impossible.
ICY-HOT CARAFE takes place of unsanitary water bottle and pitcher 

—ideal for night use —can be hung in tilting bracket attached to wall 
at bedside and refreshing drink obtained without leaving bed.

ICY-HOT Jars and Ice Cream Pails—Pints, 1 or 2 quarts—wide mouth. 
Keeps all kinds of food, stews, oysters, vegetables, etc., hot without fire— 
desserts and ice cream cold in sanitary glass container—without ice.

No Limit To Their Usefulness
Keep baby’s milk warm and sweet all night, right by the bed, ready for 

feeding at any time—or keep the invalid’s hot stews, broths, etc. hot—or cold 
’ ‘ ....................... ’ ' ' ............. .. fordrinks, cold—in the sick room, always ready to serve—without delay 

preparation. No chemicals, no bother, just fill bottle and cork it.
Absolutely Sanitary

Neck of each bottle extends over neck of 
metal case —liquids touch only glass. Bottle 
thoroughly protected against breakage. Can 
be instantly removed, sterilized or cheaply 
replaced if broken.

Pints $1.00 up. Quarts $2.00 up.
Write for FREE Booklet fully describing 

ICY-HOT Bottles, Jars and Luncheon Cases. 
Look for name ICY-HOT on bottom.

Accept No Substitute
No Bottle Just as Good
ICY-HOT BOTTLE CO., Dept. H Cincinnati. 0.

Burglars Make 
Cowards

of Us All

Aims Easy As Pointing Your Finger

{New 380 Calibre Now Ready)

THE io Shot Quick-as-Lightning Savage Automatic puts 
a steel back bone of boldness in us all.

Why? Because it aims easy as pointing your finger.
Your wife won’t be afraid of the Savage—a glance, or a 

touch of the indicator tells her if it is loaded.
The only ten shot Automatic. A trigger pull for each shot, 

jz and 380 calibre.
Send 6 cents in stamps for booklet on what to do if you find 

a burglar in your house.
A Savage ’ phoned for today means a home unafraid tonight.

SAVAGE ARMS COMPANY, 97 SAVAGE AVENUE, UTICA, N. Y.

FAMOUS SAVAGE RIFLES 
The “Imp”

The Most Talked of Gun in America
The remarkable 22 Savage high 

power rifle that shoots cartridges of 
high concentration with Savage effi­
ciency. Post yourself. Write us for 
information about the “Imp” today.

THE NEW SAVAG E AUTOMATIC



$2.00 Th is Curve ।
makes you shave right

Even though you hold this razor straight on 
your face you get a sliding stroke: if held at an 
angle you get a double sliding stroke. The 
latter only possible with a curved blade, which 
insures a cleaner and smoother shave than 
you ve ever experienced before. Shaving is 
always a pleasure with the celebrated

Curved

Tung'steel
The curved blade feature is a proven 

success. Thousands of men who have 
splendid razors say that the “Curved” 

Snumate excels them all. Its fine 6- 
temper Sheffield steel edge will last for­
ever—never need grinding. The ‘ ‘ Curved ’ ’ 

Shumate is Guaranteed for Life. If 
this Shumate ever proves unsatisfactory,
we will exchange it at any time, free. 30.000 
dealers sell Shumates—if yours doesn’t it 

will be
Sent to You $9-00 

Prepaid ror *=
Get a “Curved” Shumate today sure—you may 

be satisfied with the razor you are using, but 
you’ll never realize what superlative shaving com­

fort is, until you’ve used this “Curved” Shumate.
Send 25c for rust proof chamois lined razor case.

(We have a splendid Proposition for live dealers— 
write for it today.)

Shumate Razor Co.
Established 1884

254 Locust St. St. Louis, Mo.

Our Gem Book
fully describes and illustrates the 
beautiful jewelry made from

GENUINE TURQUOISE
SYMBOL OF LUCK AND PROSPERITY
Exquisite Turquoise Rings, Pins, ,
Brooches, La Vallieres, Ear 
Drops, Cuff Links, etc. Rare 
Gems of Unsurpassed Beauty. .
Direct from our Mine to You Z'
Save Wholesale and Retail Profits

Pkg. Jeweler’s Cleaning Saw- 
H K B.K. dust, Full Directions for 
* Cleaning Jewelry, Useful
■ 1 Ring Measure and Beauti- A
fully Illustrated Book in Colors jy 
••FROM THE MINE TO YOU”

Most interesting gem book 
.published. Write Today
—A Postal Will Do. /

This elegant solid 
gold genuine Tur- 

E"$3.5=0 ’
A $10 
DIAMOQUI 
LOOKS LIKE
A $300 
DIAMOND

This
Jy Genuine 

y Turquoise 
Gold-filled

Scarf Pin I
A' The DIAMOND’S DOUBLE 

/Diamoqui 
jy (.Guaranteed Forever) 

' Not an imitation — but the 
wonderful synthetic gem. Con­

tains no glass, paste, foil, or 
backing.

stand

Fire, File 
and Acid

a Diamond.

T1SFIED

EM CO.
ANGELES, CAL.

This Girl Was Born With
Club Feet

Gertrude Snyder, thirteen 
years old, daughter of Robert 
Snyder of Natrona, Pa., was 
born with Club Feet and was 
brought to this Sanitarium in 
May ,1911. The position of her 
feet at that time is shown in 
the left picture, while the posi­
tion and condition of her feet 
at the present time, after 
treatment at this Sanitarium, 
is shown in picture on right.
The Correction was made 

without Chloroform, Ether
or any General Anaesthetic. 
Plaster Paris was not used.

Write Mr. Snyder about thia 
for he will be glad to tell you 
of his experience. The

L. C. McLain 
Orthopedic 
Sanitarium

is a private institution, devoted exclusively to the 
treatment of crippled and deformed conditions, 
especially of children and young adults.

Write us freely regarding Club Feet, Spinal 
Disease or Deformities, Infantile Paralysis, Hip 
Disease, Bow Legs,, Knock Knees, Wry Neck, etc., 
and we will send you descriptive literature and 
advise you fulls'. Ex-patients as references 
everywhere.

The L. C. McLain Sanitarium
925 Aubert Ave, St. Louis, Mo.

Send for This Interesting

Just 
Off 
the 
Press

and Instructive
Book on
TRAVEL

It Is Entirely FREE

expect a greater de­
mand for this 40-page, illus­

trated booklet on travel, than 
has ever been known for any

other ever published for free distribution.
Mothersill’s Travel Book tells you what to take on a jour­

ney and what not to take—how to pack and how to best care 
for your baggage and gives exact information as to checking 
facilities, weights, etc., in foreign countries—gives tables of 
money values—distances from New York—tells .when, who 
and how much to “tip.” In fact this booklet will be found 
invaluable to all who travel or are contemplating taking a trip 
in this country or abroad.

Published by the proprietors of the famous Mothersill’s 
Seasick Remedy as a practical hand book for travelers.

This edition is limited, so we suggest that you send your name 
and address at once and receive a copy. (A postal will bring 
it.) Please address our Detroit office for this booklet.

MOTHERSILL REMEDY CO.
414 Henry Smith Bldg., Detroit, Mich. 

Also at 19 St. Bride Street, London, England. 
Branches in Montreal, New York, Paris, Milan and Hamburg.



SUMMER HOSIERY COMFORT
Knox-Knit gives greater wear with cool summer com­
fort than any other 25-cent hosiery in the world. Its 
fine fabric is light but strong; suitable for all season wear. 
Darnproofed heels and toes. No seams to rip or rub sore 
spots. Guaranteed without time limit. You get abso­

lute wear satisfaction or new hosiery any time. J
KNOX-KNIT 

for men, women, boys and girls is dyed with an 
antiseptic dye that positively can’t injure the 
feet or the material. All the stylish colors 
The beautiful luster is in the yarn, and i 
never affected by perspiration or washing.

If your dealer does not carry Knox-Knit 
send us his name and Si.50. Then 
we’ll ship you an introductory 

order of six pairs, Parcel Post 
prepaid. We will also send, 
FREE, our latest booklet, 

“ The Hole Darn 
Family.”

KNOXVILLE 
KNITTING 

MILLS

Manufacturers. 
Gill Street 
KNOXVILLE

vww Sob

-YOUR NAME-GOLD
Guaranteed Leather Goods

Our best reference: A pleased customer in Your home town.

The Travelers’ Pet — Our non-ru stable 
light-weight best satin finish aluminum, 4 joint collapsible 
DRINKING OTP, 2% in. high when extended and 2% in. wide 
at the top—with sanitary aluminum cover. Will hold a “ good, 
long drink.” The case is made of the Finest black seal grain 
leather and closes with snap button fastener to size 114 x 2% x 2% 
in., taking up but very little space in your pocket, suitcase or 
satchel. Very suitable as a Birthday Present; highly appre­
ciated as a gift to a friend and just the thing for yourself, when 
you take your next trip, if you haven’t a drinking cup. Sold 
under our well-known GUARANTEE and priced exception­
ally low at with any name heavily stamped
on ease or flap in gold letters FREE. Such
goldstamping alone usually costs from 25 to 35c elsewhere- while 
we place A Beautifully Gold Engraved Name on every order 
FREE. (All shipments made by insured parcel post, thus safe­
guarding our customers against loss. Your money cheerfully re­
funded if not satisfactory. Postage Stamps Accepted. Em­
blems of leading fraternal orders stamped in gold for 25c extra. 
Write for 7th annual free catalog of our full line of Guaranteed 
Leather Goods—it will save you money. Correspondence 
solicited in reference to quantities of Leather Novelties for 
Advertising Purposes.
U. S. LEATHER GOODS CO., N24tVco%"et

Pioneers of The Exclusive Leather Goods Mail Order Business
See page 35

Diamonds

A Marvelous 
Synthetic Gem

Not Imitation
—the greatest triumph of the electric fur­

nace. Will cut glass—stands filing, fire and 
acid tests like a diamond—guaranteed to con­

tain no glass. R6moh Gems have no paste, foil 
or backing—their brilliancy is guaranteed forever. 
One-thirtieth the cost of a diamond. These re­
markable gems are set only in 14 Karat Solid 
Gold Mountings.

Sent On Approval Anywhere In U. S.
—your money cheerfully refunded if not per­
fectly satisfactory. Wrice for our 4-color

De Luxe Jewel Book—yours for
the asking. Address
Remoh Jewelry Co.

616 Washington Ave.. St. Louis

-------Do You Know-------  
That PURE and FRESH 

SODA WATER 
May be 

Made at home 
in a Minute

with 
this “Prana

SYPHON
by simply screwing down into 
the Syphon head one of

These

CARBONETS
A child can make 
fruit drinks and ice 
cream sodas, or 
sparkle milk, cider, 
iced tea, grape juice,
etc., at 7c per full 
quart.

because it has a removable top and mayHygienic_ _  be cleansed thoroughly before refilling
with PURE FRESH LIQUIDS of your selection.
Write for our P. S. Book of recipes for delicious, cooling sum­
mer drinks and the name of the nearest “PRA1\.4" dealer.
“PRANA” Carbonic Syphon Company
211 WYLLIS BUILDING - - NEW YORK CITY



No Other Cow Like 
the Jersey

You never met a Jersey owner who did 
not take pardonable pride in his Jerseys 
and in telling you all about their ex­
cellent performances.
"Jersey milk" means the richest and 
most nutritious milk, because of its 
larger proportion of butter-fat and other 
milk solids; and its wholesomeness as 
food for old and young is unsurpassed.

When you begin to compare cows, you 
reach one conclusion: there is no other 
cowlike the J ersey f or the DAIRY, forthe 
FARM and particularly for the FAMILY.

Let us send you demonstrated facts about Jersey 
supremacy. It will interest and convince you. |

"Jerseys—always. ”
THE AMERICAN JERSEY CATTLE CLUB

324 W. 23d St., New York City

PIANOS
wose

”1 he tone, touch and magnificent wearing 
qualities of the VOSE Piano are explained 
by the exclusive patented features, the high­
grade material and superb workmanship

• that enter into their construction. The VOSE is 
an ideal Piano for the home. Over 70,000 sold. 
Delivered in the United States free of charge. 
Satisfaction guaranteed. Liberal allowance 
for old pianos and time payments accepted. 
FREE—If you are interested in pianos, let us send you our 
beautifully illustrated catalog that gives full information.

VOSE & SONS PIANO CO. 171 Boylston St.. Boston. Mass.

From Factory 
Direct To You
Smoke a few. If you’re not more 

than satisfied, return the rest at our 
expense. We’ll refund your money 
promptly.
I-SEE-CO., Jr., 6 in. pa rat el a 
stogie, box of 50, Si.00.
I-SEE-CO., Sr., 6 in. pana- 
tela stogie, extra quality, 
50 to the box, $1.50.
SLEND0RAXX,a6in. 
thin model, light stogie 
for short smoke, a de­
cided novelty, box of 100, $2.00.
SLENDORA XXX, same size as above, but extra fine quality 
box of 100, $3.00.
HAVATOBA—A big, clear Havana cigar, panatela shape, 5% 
inch, equal to any 10 cent cigar you ever smoked. $5.00 per 
hundred, packed 50 in a box.

If you prefer to try samples first, send us twenty cents. We’ll 
send you a special insured package of the four varieties of stogies, and 
the Havatoba clear Havana cigar. Also a handy leatherette pocket 
pouch for your stogies, and an interesting booklet on Wheeling stogies.

References: Any Wheeling bank, Dun’s or Bradstreet’s.
ISENBERG CIGAR CO.

10^ Fourteenth Street Wheeling, W. Va.

As Much and More dian

*/2. Saved 
On Unredeemed Pledges 
Diamonds and Watches

• Examine—If Satisfied, Pay—If Not, Return.
We Ship, Privilege of Examination

Before buying a diamond or other jewelry let us prove by 
satisfied buyers the tremendous savings in our prices under 
dealers, mail order, retail or even wholesalers.
, Our Big Bargain Bulletin tells the whole story—how as 

Headquarters for Loans’ ’ for over 60 years, we have advanced 
money on fine diamonds, watches, etc. Our investment but a 
fraction of their real value. Thousands of unredeemed pledges 
—the necessity for disposing of which is a real reason back of 
the amazingly low prices. Send for your free copy of Bulletin.

No. 251684—Solitaire full cut genuine blue- 
white diamond of good size in genuine platinum 
scarf pin. Try to match it at $15 to C? 7^ 
$20. Unredeemed price...................

No. 248465 — Solitaire 
Serfect cut blue-white^ 

iamond 1—X, 1/32 Kt. 
guaranteed weight in 
lady’s ring. Try to match 
it at $300. With guar­
anteed loan of $125.
Unredeemed ...$147 
No. 339876—The cele­

brated Hampden Rail­
road Watch, 21-jewel Special Railway fully ad­
justed in genuine 20-year Gold Filled case, 
prime condition. New; you’ll pay Cl J AA 
$35 to $45. Unredeemed price..............tpl'l.Vv
Money-Back Guarantee r"Un
you in the examination. Your money back if any article 
should not be perfectly satisfactory to you, even though ex­
actly as represented. This guarantee backed by our $750,000 
capital. Sixty years in one location is proof of our reliability.

Jos. DeRoy & Sons
Smithfield Street 1608 DeRoy Bldg., Pittsburgh, Pa. 

References: Farmers* Deposit National Bank,
Marine National Bank, Dun’s, Bradstreet’s.



I SMASH
The Terms

IliJUUlIlIll

Get Your Canadian Home

From the Canadian Pacific

, CANADIAN i 
L pacific/

on
The 
Home 
Maker

-ELGIN 
HAMILTON

-HOWARD 
y->-ILLINOIS

Any Watch
You Want

W~ 1E will make you a long-time loan—you 
I will have 20 years to pay for the land

d and repay the loan—you can move.on 
y] the land at once—and your Canadian 
r \ farm will make you independent.

20 Years to Pay

on
30 Days’1 Free Trial 
---------- No Money Down----------  
Express Prepaid in Advance by Me

That’s the way I smash terms. That’s the reason why I am doing the 
greatest credit watch and jewelry business. I am "Square Deal” Miller 
and I trust the people.

I do business on your terms, send you what you want. Suppose it 
is a watch. I have it for you, no money down, express prepaid by me, 
and a full month to carry it in your pocket. That's the test that tells. 
All these watches

Guaranteed 25 Years
Now for Business: an<1 addre8S and
Costly Catalog FREE

I want you to have our catalog. It is a gem, it illustrates all kinds of 
valuable watches, diamonds and jewelry on the easiest And most liberal 
terms ever offered.
Yrtii Tnl/n nn Phnnno MY terms are made to suit ■ ■ mKv IIO ulldllUt# your convenience. I assume
all the risk, you are the sole judge of value and quality. I prepay the 
charges, trust you, give you the easiest, best and squarest terms and live 
up to my title as "Square Deal” Miller. Write for this catalog today and 
get a letter from me that wil Imake you a friend of mine from the start.

“Square Deal” MILLER, Pres.
MILLER-HOEFER CO., 171 Miller Building , Detroit, Michigan

Rich Canadian land for from Ju to $30 per acre. 
You pay only one-twentieth down—balance in 19 
equal annual payments. Long before your final pay­
ment comes due your farm will have paid for itself 
over and over. This advertisement is directed only to 
farmers ortomen who will occupy and improve the land. 

We Lend You $2000 for Improvements
The $2,000 loan is used only for erecting your 

buildings, fencing, sinking well and breaking. You 
are given twenty years in which to fully repay this 
loan. You pay only the banking interest of 6 per cent.

Advance of Live Stock on Loan Basis
The Company, in case of approved land purchaser who is in a 

position and has the knowledge to take care of his stock, will ad­
vance cattle, sheep and hogs up to the value of $1,000 on a loan 
basis, so as to enable the settler to get started from the first on the 
right basis of mixed farming. If you do not want to wait until you 
can complete your own buildings and cultivate your farm, select 
one of our Ready-Made farms—developed by C. P. R. Agricul­
tural Experts—with buildings complete, land cultivated and in 
crop, and pay for it in 20 years.- We give the valuable assistance 
of great demonstration farms—free.

This Great Offer Based on Good Land
Finest land on earth for grain growing, cattle, hog, sheep and 

horse raising, dairying, poultry, vegetables and general mixed 
farming, irrigated lands for intensive farming—non-irrigated 
lands with ample rainfall for mixed and grain farming. These lands 
are on or near established lines of railway, near established towns.

Ask for our handsome illustrated books on Manitoba, Saskatch­
ewan and Alberta—mention the one you wish. Also maps with 
full information free. Write to-day.

O. E. THORNTON, Colonization Agent
Canadian Pacific Railway

Colonization Department, 112 W. Adams St., Chicago
FOR SALE—Town lots in all growing towns—Ask for informa- 

tow tion concerning Industrial and Business openings in all towns. ’

j&gfSr Hot Springs, Ark. 
JSgSgZSr Atlanta. Ga.

Dwight, 111.
r Marion. Ind.

Des Moines, In.
Crab Orchard, Ky.

Portland, Me. 
Omaha, Neb. 
Manchester, N. H. 
Buffalo, N. Y. 
Greensboro. N. C. 
Columbus, Ohio

For Liquor and Drug Users
A scientific treatment which has helped half a 
million in the past thirty-three years, and the one 
treatment which has stood the severe test of time. 
Administered by medical experts, at the Keeley 
Institutes only. For full particulars write

To the Following Keeley Institutes:
Oklahoma City, Okla., 918 N. Stiles St.
Philadelphia. Pa.. 812 N. Broad St.
Pittsburgh, Pa., 4246 Fifth Ave.
Dallas, Tex.
Salt Lake City, Utah 
Seattle, Wash.

Waukesha, Wis.
Winnipeg, Manitoba
Guatemala City, Guatemala
Puebla, Mexico
London, England



• PYRAMIDS •PYRAMIDS • 1

NITO
THE dignity of bronze 

and the fidelity with 
which it reproduces 
the sculptor’s.slight- 

’Lisr ■ est ^0Uch> give it
artistic supremacy 

over stone. It is ever-endur­
ing, and no possibility of mildew, moss-growth, 
cracking or crumbling. Our memorials have 
been used for forty years and stand every 
test. Less expensive than granite. We deliver 
anywhere. Write now for free art booklet 
of designs and prices. State approximate 
cost desired.

"I have replaced ever 200 stones with White Bronze. 
In no instance has the White Bronze failed to give 
satisfaction.”—H. W. Green, Mich.

Reliable Representatives Wanted 
MONUMENTAL BRONZE COMPANY, 

391 Howard Avenue. BRIDGEPORT, CONN.

WRITE US TO-DAY ABOUT

Imperial Sanitary Flooring
Because it is fire-proof, water-proof, 
smooth, durable, handsome and inexpensive.

Ideal for factories, restaurants, stores, of­
fice and public buildings as well as kitchen, 
pantry and bath room in private homes.

Can be affixed over any firm foundation, cld or 
new wood floors, concrete or hollowtile. Easily 
laid in a plastic state, it hardens in a few hours, 
leaving a smooth, warm, non-slipping surface 
without cracks or crevices to collect dust and dirt.

Full information and sample on request.
IMPERIAL FLOOR COMPANY

42 East Avenue Rochester, N. Y.

Hundreds of City Hospitals and Public Schools 
discarded feather dusters because they scatter dust and 
germs. Why should you not dust the easy, sanitary, right 
way, too—the dustless 3-in-0ne way ?

Put a little 3-in-0ne on a piece of cheese cloth. Then 
wipe your mantel,buffet,piano,dining table, any varnished 
or veneered surface. Every single atom of dust collects 
on the cheese cloth. None can fly around.

3-in-0ne is absolutely free from grease or acid. 
Positively will not leave any residue on furniture to rub 
off and injure the most delicate dress fabric. Will not dis­
color or stain the finest wood work.

3-in-0ne is the all-around Household oil. Lubricates 
perfectly locks, clocks, sewing machines, and everything 
that needs oiling. Cleans and polishes furniture and fix­
tures in the most satisfactory way. Prevents rust on all 
metal surfaces, indoors and out.
Fvpp Oil Fni* Ynil Write today for a generous riee Vil ror I OU. free bottle and the free diction* 
ary that is so helpful to housekeepers. Get both now!

Sold at all good stores in 3 size bottles—10c—25c—and ) 
new size % pint for dollar.

3-IN-ONE OIL CO
42CDM Broadway NEW YORK

The McWade System 
---------------------------------- OF----------------------------------- 

Selling Goods by Mail
is the most remarkable method 
of selling the world has ever 
known. It is reducing the sell­
ing expense—is increasing the 
turnover —is getting more busi­
ness for men everywhere.

It has sextupled the sales of 
Merchants and Manufacturers 
by opening the way for them 
to sell BY MAIL a thousand custo­
mers in the time it would take a 
salesman to call on and sell one

I have analyzed the conditions 
and made deductions from ac­
tual experience and am pre­
pared to show every man who 
will be shown that Selling by Mail with the Parcels Post, 
presents possibilities almost beyond comprehension.

After you read this I want you to send for my Free Liter­
ature on the Mail Order Method of Selling. I will show 
you how to sell anything from a needle to a threshing ma­
chine and sell it wherever the mails reach and never step 
out of your office to do it. I want you to send for this 
NOW—not next week nor tomorrow but NOW. I have 
a proposition that will interest every man who buys, sells 
or manufactures merchandise of any description.

If you wish to better yourself, or increase your busi­
ness, or open a Mail Order departmentor start a Mail 
Order business I CAN. HELP YOU. Send for this liter, 
ature and my proposition NOW before you forget it. 
SEND FOR IT BEFORE YOU DO ANOTHER THING.

FRANK L. McWADE, Pres.
799 COPELAND BLDG.,ROCHESTER, N.Y., U.S.A.



Let Your Motor 
Do The work

If you saw a man trying to pull an automobile along the 
street you would think him crazy, wouldn’t you? Yet 
dozens of people perspire and strain using a hand pump try­
ing to fill a big automobile tire to a pressure of 60 or 80pounds. 
Get a BROWN IMPULSE TIRE PUMP and let your 
motor do the work.
It takes about thirty seconds to take out the special B’Co plug and put 

in the tire pump and from one to four minutes to fill your tires with pure cool air to the right pressure. 
Fifteen dollars buys the outfit complete. Pump, spark plug, recording gauge, self-opening valve connection and twelve 
feet of air hose.
Ask your dealer or write us to-day.

BROWN COMPANY, 216 Bellevue, Syracuse, N. Y.______________

USE THIS WONDERFUL 
DISHWASHER FOR 
THIRTY DAYS

FREE
This is the Kitchenette Family Dishwasher—the machine 
that will wash and sterilize the dishes used by any

*"-Y0URNAME'GOLD
Guaranteed Leather Goods

family in a few minutes. No need to 
put your hands in water. The 
Kitchenette Dishwasher does the 
work for you. It is so easy and 
simple that a child can use it, and 
it is rigidly guaranteed.
Every Housekeeper should have 
one at once. We don’t ask you 
to buy it until you have used it 
for 30 days and proved to your 
own satisfaction that it will do 
the work.

The Kitchenette Dishwasher 
has been tested and approved 
by the Good Housekeeping 
Institute of New York City.

We ship you a Kitchenette Dishwasher with freight charges 
prepaid. Use it for 30 days; then if you want it, take advan­
tage of the cash discount or pay on our easiest of easy payment 
plans. If not as represented we will take it back at our expense.

I 
I 
I
I 
I 
I

CARY-DAVIS CO., INC., 42 Pearl St.,
Buffalo, N. Y., Dept. Y-4

Please send me complete information about the Kitch­
enette Family Dishwasher, with full particulars of your 
Free Trial Offer,

Name...................................................................................................

Address......................................................................................................

540 $25

$50

642

643Best 
Gift 
of All

Our best reference: A pleased customer in Your home town
CALENDAR POCKETS NAME IN GOLD

All Seal Grain Leather Billfold and Cardcase
Made of the Finest black seal grain leather and sold under our well- 
known Guarantee. Closes with snap-button fastener and measures 
3x3*2 inches folded. Has twelve monthly calendars inserted in square with 
transparent window—also one long billfold-pocket and two card-pockets. 
Very suitable as a Birthday Present—something your friends will 
appreciate—and just the thing to replace that worn T-illfold You Now 
Carry. Will stand the wear and is truly A Remarkable Bargain, 
which cannot be duplicated elsewhere for Our Price, with
any name heavily stamped on inside in LJVL gold 
letters FREE. Such goldstamping alone usually costs from 25 to 
35c elsewhere—while we place A Beautifully Gold Engraved 
Name on every order FREE. Orders filled promptly and care­
fully. Delivery guaranteed. Your money cheerfully refunded if not 
satisfactory. Postage Stamps Accepted. Emblems of lead­
ing fraternal orders stamped in gold for 25c. extra. Write for 7th Annual 
Free Catalog of our full line of Guaranteed Leather Goods—it 
will save you money. Correspondence solicited in reference to quantities 
of Leather Novelties for Advertising Purposes.

U. S. LEATHER GOODS CO.HCH2fc0^ N
Pioneers of The Exclusive Leather Goods Mail Order Business

See Page 31

dia^nds^jc^scr^it^
MEN’S 12 SIZE THIN MODEL WATCH, 17 JEWELS, ADJUSTED, 

ELGIN, WALTHAM, or HAMPDEN movement. Warranted
accurate. Finest gold strata case, guaranteed 25 

years; artistically engraved, engine turned, plain 
polished or your monogram engraved FREE. Eighty per 
cent of all men’s watches sold today are these neat open 
face Thin Models. At our Special Sale price of $18.95, 
with monogram engraved free, this watch has no “run­
ning mate” in the world Sent all charges prepaid on 
30 DAYS FREE TRIAL 
THEN $2.00 A MONTH

These Diamond Rings are the famous Loftis “Perfec- solid gold mountings. Finest pure white diamonds. CREDIT TERMS: One-fifth down, balance divided into eight equa amounts, payable monthly. Sent prepaid on approval. Write for freeCa alog, containing over 2,000 illustrations of Diamonds, Watches, Jewelry, itc. It tells all about our easy credit plan. Local Representatives wanted.
LOFTIS BROS. & CO., Diamond Merchants No. 

N75
Dept. B-292 100 to 108 N. State St., CHICAGO, ILL.

Branch Stores: Pittsburgh, Pa., and St. Louis, Mo. Guaranteed 25 Years



Happy 
Big 
Money 
Days

*600 Profit S*
With this 6 Pound Portable Post Card Gallery

Dept. 708.Public Bank Bldg. 
bi v

This 
Outfit 
Brings 
You 
500% 
Profit 708 Ferrotype Bldg. 

Chicago, III.

Photos Direct on Post Cards —No Plates, 
Films, Printing, or Dark Room

Do not waste your days. Summer is here. This is the 
time when “MANDEL” POST CARD PHOTOGRAPHERS reap 
big profits. Everybody needs and buys photographs. The sale of 
your first supplies practically pays your entire investment. Do 
you want to earn $2,000 this year? Then write at once. Be 
the first in your section and reap the big profits. Information 10 
free. Address either office.

THE CHICAGO FERROTYPE COMPANY

Mr. A. L. Wood, of Montana, made this money. We can 
proveit. Hundreds are making money “handover fist.” Letters and re­
ports arrive daily telling of wonderful success and big profits in this new, 
up-to-date business. A great, big opportunity for you to make $5.00 to 
$20.00 a day as a “MANDEL” ONE-MINUTE PHOTOGRAPHER. 
Be a “portable post card gallery” man. Enjoy the healthful, happy, 
outdoor life. Travel and see things. Make all your expenses and save 
money besides. You need abtolutely no experience. Success comes 
to you at once—the first day you begin work with the

“Mandel” Post Card Machine
A wonderful machine that takes, finishes and delivers post 

card photographs and photo buttons right on the spot where the pictures are 
taken. Machine makes five different styles of photos. Easy to operate—complete 
instructions with outfit. All you do is, snap the bulb and pocket your profits, A 
new, sensational photographic process— a wonderful discovery.

The Road to Sue- 
cess with a 
**Mandel** Ma­
chine* Big money 
at fairs, picnics, 
carnivals, avia­
tion fields, circus­
es, small towns 
and large cities— 
EVER YWHERE

to

WANTED. IDEAS?
I^litniuflilli^iiitai iilllliiniinllUllbii

sent free

P||| An Opportunity 
To Make Money

Inventors, men of ideas and inventive ability, should write today for our 
list of inventions needed, and prizes offered by leading manufacturers.

Patents secured or our fee returned. “Why Some Inventors Fail, 
How to Get Your Patent and Your Money,” and other valuable booklets

any address. Manufacturers supplied with valuable Patents.

RANDOLPH & CO
Patent Attorneys

618 “F” STREET, N. W
WASHINGTON, D. C.



| Sound I 

| 6% | 
j Mortgages |

on the

Highest Type of 
Improved Farms

The farms securing these mortgages |jg 
= are worth from two to four times the gm 
■ amount of the mortgages. j
= Serial annual installment payments ? 
== are continually diminishing the amount = 
M of the principal of the mortgages and gg 
■ increasing the amount of the securities, JB 
== The farms are located in the famous Bitter

Root Valley, where farm values are among the == 
highest in the United States on account of in- == 

=== tense cultivation, productivity and crop cer- 
• tainty. :=---

The farms are owned for the most part iH-f 
: by successful business men and farmers whose 

experience has given them a high sense of == 
== moral responsibility and who fully realize the — 
== necessity of protecting their titles to valuable 

property by meeting promptly the mortgage === 
== payments of principal and interest as they 
== become due. =m

Mortgages always on hand in amounts of == 
$500.00 to $10,000.00 and running from two to 

== five years. \

Some Examples of Mortgages :
Mortgage No. 520—

Amount $5625—6$ Int. payable semi-annually.
== Value of Security—$15,000.00. L
m Serial Payments—$1,875.00—November 1,1913; HH 
S $1,875.00—November 1, 1914; =
= $1,875.00—November 1,1915. =|

Mortgage No. 444—
=i=J Amount $3000—6% Int. payable semi-annually.

Value of Security—$10,000.00.
Serial Payments—$1,500.00—November 5,1913;

$1,500.00—November 5,1914. ==
Mortgage No. 440— ?

Amount $2000—6 #> Int. payable semi-annually. ==
Value of Security—$5,000.00. ir

i== Serial Payments—$1,000.00—November 1,1914;
$1,000.00—November 1,1915.

: - 2 Mortgage No. 466— |
Amount $765 — 6$ Int. payable semi-annually. == 

Value of Security—$1,800.00. 1
Hill Serial Payments— $255.00—February 27,1914;

$255.00—February 27,1915; ==
§ $255.00—February 27,1916. =

All details of collections, taxes and insurance == 
are attended to for clients, free of any charge. EE=-=

Write today for detailed information. |

R. S. LEMON & CO.
== 848 First National Bank Building

I CHICAGO, ILLINOIS

WE have inaugurated popular- 
priced Thermos Bottles.

You can now buy all-nickel Pints 
for $1.50, Quarts for $2.50, 
Carafes for $3.50.

Glass fillers for Pints 85 cents; 
for Quarts $1.50; for Carafes 
$2.50.

The lower price is made possible 
by our immensely increased manu­
facturing facilities at Thermos- 
on-Tiiames, where seven acres are 
given over to our magnificent 
new factory.

Thermos keeps fluids hot 24 hours; 
keeps them cold 72 hours. At home, 
on foot, a-rail, or aboard ship, Thermos 
makes its comfort felt during every 
waking hour. It keeps baby’s milk 
refrigerated, free from bacteria and out 
of reach of the deadly, germ-laden 
house-fly. Keep a Thermos filled with 
iced-water by your bedside these hot 
nights.

The new models have a heavily nick­
eled corrugated case and are cementless, 
padless and paperless, with glass filler 
seven times as heavy at the base as the 
old bottle, and a shock absorber between 
the glass filler and the metal base.

All this is to make the new Thermos 
Bottle absolutely sanitary and as near un­
breakable as science can make it.

If the name Thermos is not plainly stamped 
on the bottom it’s a counterfeit.

Thermos - on -Thames
At Norwich, Conn.

New York San Francisco Toronto



A BELT THAT HAS INDIVIDUALITY

Clubs or Schools

Buckles are furnished either in applied 
silver on bronze or the monogram 
will be engraved on oxidized silver—as you 
wish. Satisfaction guaranteed. Special prices to
ordering in quantities.
Fobs with your own monogram in silver on bronze, like the 
one shown, cost only $1.00.
THE ART WORK SHOP, 66 W. Huron St., Buffalo, N. Y.

Wear a belt or watch fob that shows distinction. 
Our belts are made of best Spanish cowhide, 

hand colored, and we use a patent prongless 
buckle with applied silver or en­

graved monogram. Beauti­
ful and attractive, wear 

a lifetime.

Send $2.00, your ini­
tials and exact waist measure

Get the “Nu-Pantz”
— and crease your own 
trousers in five minutes for 

cent. NOT AN IRON, 
but a practical self-heating 
machine which does the 
work, any time, any place, 
without stove,ironing board

or damp cloth. Light weight, compact, 
convenient—as simple and easy as brushing 
the clothes.

Write for $1.00 profit certificate, and pay for your “Nu-Pantz” 
outfit by our introductory plan if you prefer—no canvassing 
required. Ask for certificate and details at once. Address,

MODERN SPECIALTY CO., 18 E Street, Racine, Wis.J

Health CHOOSE A
BRAINY

DIET
No Foods Sold

“Fat, oil, butter, and cream, certainly caused my catarrh 
and deafness, but your diet of lean meats, green vege­
tables, fruits, etc., betteted my health in a few weeks. 
My complexion improved wonderfully, brain power in­
creased, and my financial success was marked.” . . . 
A deficiency or excess of certain foods causes different 
diseases. Correct combinations and quantities re­
lieve. Foods which are the chief causes of the various 
diseases are specified in my instructive new book 
“ The New Brainy Diet System,” sent for io cents.

6.11. BRINKLER, Food Expert, Dept. 46-G,Washington, D.C.

Wanted.

Health? Take Turkish Bath at Home
—ONLY 2 CENTS—

Physicians are abandoning drugs for this 
new treatment. If your mind or body is 
tired, or you have rheumatism, blood, 

stomach, liver, kidney and skin troubles, 
open your pores, and feel the rapid change 
in your condition, at a cost of 2c a bath.

The Robinson Bath Cabinet is the only
scientifically constructed bath cabinet ever 

made for the home. Great $2 Book Sent FREK 
“The Philosophy of Health and Beauty.” Write today. Agents 

ROBINSON MFC. CO.. 268 Robimon Bld,.. Toledo, 0.

Brass Band
Instruments, Drums, Uniforms, and 
Supplies. Write for catalog, 445 illus­
trations, Free; it gives information for 
musicians and new bands.

World's Largest Music House

Lyon & Healy 31 34^jgSoStreet
EDWARDS 
FIREPROOF
STEEL

GARAGES
For Automobiles and Motorcycles

$30 and Up

THE EDWARDS MFG. CO.
311-361 Eggleston Ave., Cincinnati. 0.

Easy to put up. Portable. All 
sizes. Postal brings latest illus­
trated catalog.

Crooked Spines—Straightened
Treat yourself or your child at home, without pain or inconvenience 

for any-spinal deformity with the wonderful Sheldon Appliance
No.matter how old you are, or how long, you have suffered, or what kind 

of spinal deformity you have, there is relief for you by means of the won­
derful Sheldon Appliance. It is as firm as steel and yet elastic at the right 
places. It gives an even, perfect support to the weakened or defonned 
spine. It is as easy to take off or put on as a coat, causes no inconvenience 
and does not chafe or irritate. No one can notice you are wearing it.

WE GUARANTEE SATISFACTION

The Sheldon Appliance is made to order to fit each individual perfectly. It weighs ounces, where 
other supports weigh pounds. The price is within reach of all. Hundreds of doctors recommend it. 
If you or your child are suffering from any spinal trouble, hunchback or crooked spine, write 
at once for new book with full information and references. We have strong testimonials from 
every State in the Union.

PHILO BURT MFG. CO., 327 SEVENTH ST., JAMESTOWN, N. Y.



JUST OFF THE PRESS!

THE ART OF THE

PHOTOPLAY
A Handbook for Scenario Writers

By
EUSTACE HALE BALL

Late Staff Playwright and Producing Director for 
Reliance, Eclair, Majestic, Solax. Excelsior, and now 
General Manager of the Historical Film Company.

A practical Manual of Craftsmanship for the prep­
aration and sale of Motion Picture Comedies and 
Dramas, compiled by one of America’s most suc­
cessful Photoplaywrights.

Among the topics discussed are Theme; Synopsis; 
Characterizations; Plot Action; Scene Arrangement; 
Dramatic Principle; Comedy Development; Technic­
al Preparation and Sales Methods for Manuscripts; 
Photoplay Possibilities and Limitations; Collection 
and Recording of New Material; Sample Scenarios, 
and Lists of Purchasing Companies and Editors.

126 pages, illustrated. I2mo. Cloth and gold. 
Sent postage prepaid on receipt of price, 

$1.00 net.

VERITAS PUBLISHING COMPANY
ONE MADISON AVENUE 
NEW YORK CITY

The Welfare
of the family and each 
individual init depends 
upon an accurate 
knowledge of the facts 
of sex. It is the duty of 
every parent to know 
these facts and to ex­
plain them to growing 
children.

Plain Facts on Sex Hygiene
By WILLIAM LEE HOWARD

tells you frankly and simply the imminent dangers to 
which the social evil subjects every man, woman and 
child, and explains how you can guard the innocent from 
the attacks of this peril.

By the same author:

Facts for the Married
Confidential Chats with Boys 
Confidential Chats with Girls
These books, written by a leading authority, form 

the most comprehensive library of sex knowledge pub­
lished. They express the latest opinions of the medical 
profession (in easily understood terms) on the most 
important health question of the day. Your responsibility 
to yourself and your family requires that you read them.

$1.00 each postpaid. Set of four, $4.00
Descriptive circulars and digest of contents sent on 

request.
EDWARD J. CLODE

156 Fifth Avenue New York

Learn Paragon Shorthand at home. The 
demand for young men and young women 
stenographers is tremendous—salaries big— 
advancement certain.

Paragon Shorthand
“7 Easy Lessons, Learned in 7 Days’*

Is not a fad system, but positively the shortest, quickest, most- 
easily-written, most-easily-read shorthand ever invented. It is 
used and highly recommended by prominent court reporters, 
private secretaries to big men, and high-priced stenographers 
throughout the world.

A Wisconsin High School principal just wrote: “lam compelled to introduce 
Paragon in our High School as the students demand it. I predict that inside of ten 
years it will be the Universal system.”

Step into your future now. Paragon is so simple you can learn 
it in 5 our own home, with a little spare time study, in a week. 
The cost is so small you will be surprised. Send for my free book 
"Shorthand in 7days." It proves the supremacy Of Paragon and 
tells all about thesuccessof Paragon writers in theem ploy of Go v-

A>^emmentsandBigBusJness. ilecdthatinciination. Writeme.
L A. Litchtentag, President

PARAGON SHORTHAND INSTITUTE 
J// ^x// 1425 Camp Street New Orleans. La.f/ } /I If you are a stenographer now, let me prove how Paragon will ( II give you greater speed—positive accuracy—and larger opportuni- B ties. Write me freely.

•9
C8 4,,

One 
Dollar

for this Watch
Genuine Illinois
Guaranteed 20 Years

You can own a watch now that is a real worth­
while watch—a dependable, warranted, perfect 
timepiece. Our price and our easy credit terms 
of payment are the sensation of the watch busi­
ness. Send only $1.00 for this gen- « z* rjg 
nine Illinois 17-jewel, 20-year gold- «p I 3 
filled guaranteed watch. Price only X .

Many others in our big free Jewelry Catalog.

A Year to Pay the Rest
Mail us $1.00 and we will send the watch for a month’s 

free trial, examination and use. You may send it back 
if not the biggest watch bargain you ever saw. Send for 
Big Free Watch and Jewelry Book, showing hundreds of 
just such big values—all sold on easy credit.

sjpie2glMausitem(£
3534 Wall Street, Chicago (413)



Makes Any Boat a Motor Boat
This simple, light, boat engine 
makes a motor boat of any boat 
in a jiffy—as quickly detached. 

Will take you 28 miles per gallon 
of gasoline in an 18 foot boat.

Seven miles an hour in a rowboat! 
The most POWER for the PRICE. 
The most POWER for the WEIGHT. 

“PORTO” 
2 Full H. P. 55 Lbs.

The original, portable motor—20,000 
in use, guaranteed a year and sold on a 
month’s trial.

Write for catalogue of this and other Waterman Moors.
Waterman Marine Motor Co., 233 ML Elliott Ave., Detroit, Mich.

This 18" Motor Boat 
Complete with <tl/l*iSO 
3.H.P.Gray Mofor^l^A- ~
A splendid family launch—plenty of room and comfort. 
Motor boats are inexpensive—operating cost very low and 
with a Gray Motor for power you have a safe, dependable 
and simple outfit—an outfit from which you—your 
friends—your family will get worlds of pleasure. Our 

boat builders’ catalog will tell you about 
this fine 18 ft. boat, and where to get 
practically any type of boat complete with 
a Gray Motor installed.

Gray Motors are made in sizes from 
3 to 36 H. P. 1, 2 and 3 cylinders.

6H.P. With complete <£QQ.5O 
outfit ready to install VOiJ—

Gray Motors are standard the world 
over and there are more Gray Motors sold than any other 
marine engine. Immediate delivery and satisfaction guaranteed. I 

Write to-day for a copy of our big valuable Engine
. Book "M,” and Boat Catalog “B.”
Gray Motor Co., 748 Gray Motor Bldg., Detroit, Micb.

J

Caille Portable Boat Motor
Makes a Launch of Any Row-Boat

SIB IP5L/&SW
1913 SCRIPPS CATALOGUE-JUST OUT.
Most beautiful and interesting engine book ever issued. 
1, 2, 4 and 6 cylinder motors, Regular and Extra Heavy- 
Duty Types, 4 to 96 horsepower.
Ask about our kerosene motors and air self-starters.

SCRIPPS MOTOR COMPANY
044 Lincoln Avenue Detroit, 

Michigan

AN be clamped to the 
stern of any row boat as 
quickly as placing oars in 

oar-locks. Weighs but 50 lbs. 
Can be adjusted to any angle 
or depth of stern. So easy to 
start and operate that the chil­
dren can run it. Just the thing 
for camp or fishing trip. Send 
for details and prices. We also 
build marine engines from 2 to 30 
H. P. Beautiful catalog on request.

Caille Perfection Motor Co., *
1302 Caille Street, DETROIT, MICH.

Magnificent Steel Launch $Q£
Complete With Engine, Ready to Run

18-20-28 and 27 ft. boats at proportionate prices. All launches tested and fitted with 
Detroit two-cycle reversible engines with speed controlling lever—simplest engine made—starts 
without cranking—has only 3 moving parts—anyone can run it. The Safe Launch—abso­
lutely non-sinkable—needs no boathouse. All boats fitted with air-tight compartments—can­
not sink, leak or rust. We are sole owners of the patents for the manufacture of rolled steel, 
lock-seamed steel boats. Orders filled the day they are received. Boats shipped to every 
part of the world. Free Catalog-. Steel Rowboats, $20. (83>
MICHIGAN STEEL BOAT CO., 1268 Jefferson Avenue, Detroit, Mich., U. S.A.

Save money on your diamonds by purchasing from us. Send for Catalogue No. 15 and 
compare our prices with those quoted by others. It also explains our money saving 
plans and easy payment system; also contains many illustrations of latest novelties and 
designs in diamond jewelry. Our large collection of diamonds gathered by our experts 
abroad, enable us to give you every advantage in quality and price. Guarantee certifi­
cate with every diamond. All goods sent prepaid I n/ VU/FFT £. f 0 2 and 4 Maiden Lane for inspection. Write to-day for catalogue No. 15 L. H. OtTLLI U IV., New York



B He First
Notes YOUR

'Complexion
J Enhance your natural attractiveness 
with just a touch of

CARMEN Powder”
Harmless, pure, delicately lasting­

ly fragrant. Does not show pow­
der—won’t rub off. Different 
from other powders—fry it. 
White, Pink, Flesh, Cream, 
Toilet size, 50c Every­

where.
Stafford-Miller Co. 

551 Olive St., St. Louis, Mo,

Send for Trial Bottle 20*
The Rarest Pleasure in the World

is to find something new and different m a perfume. Tt 
yourself to a new sensation—the wonder-fragranci

Gives you a charm that attracts'others. Amelia Stone, starring 
in the French opera “Mon Amour.” calls it the “sweetheart, 

of perfumes" k
Ask your druggist for “Mon Amour," jj 
J^-oz. 50c., 1-oz. $1.00; or we’ll mail j|| 
supply direct' if you mail us check, Mm 
stamps or money order, mentioning 
druggist's name Money back if A 
not pleased. jkS®
Send 20c for Large Trial jMT* 
bottle now.

PAUL RIEGER jflB
1671 st Street, San Francisco 

Paris New York 
San Francisco

Ask 
For 

Xie^er's 
Perfumes

A Happy 
Marriage

Depends largely on a 
knowledge of the whole truth

about self and sex and their re­
lation to life and health. This 

knowledge does not come intelligently 
of itself,nor correctly from ordinary everyday sources. 

Sexology
{Illustrated)

By William H. Walling. A.AI.. M.D. 
imparts in a clear, wholesome way, in one volume. 

Knowledge a Young Man Should Have.
Knowledge a Young Husband Should Have. 
Knowledge a Father Should Have.
Knowledge a Father Should Impart to His Son. 
Medical Knowledge a Husband Should Have.

Knowledge a Young Woman Should Have.
Knowledge a Young Wife Should Have.
Knowledge a Mother Should Have.
Knowledge a Mother Should Impart to Her Daughter. 
Medical Knowledge a Wile Should Have.

All in One Volume, Illustrated, $2.00 Postpaid 
Write for “Other People's Opinions’’ and Table of Contents.

PURITAN PUB. CO. 794 Perry Bldg. PHILA., PA.

BUY YOUR FURNACE 
$1ODOWN S1OAMONTH

Draft Furnace (weight over 
1000 11m.) a, it itandi $48.00 
cash, delivered ea,t of Omaha 
•nd north of Ohio River.

Our monthly payment plan of selling direct 
saves you the dealer's profits and charges for 
installation. The

Jahant Furnace
with the patented “Down Draft System” is best 
for residences, schools, hotels, churches, etc., 
because it delivers plenty of heat wherever and 
whenever desired at a saving of 1-3 to 1-2 in fuel 
bills. Install the Jahant yourself. We send 
complete outfit, freight prepaid with special 
plans, detailed instructions and all necessary 
tools for installation. Satisfaction guaranteed 
or m~>ney refunded.

Write for free illustrated book-
THE JAHANT HEATING CO.

161 Mill Street Akron, Ohio

Save 'Ato 7? on Fuel Bills

I YOUR SUCCESS
I in life depends upon your energy, physical 

and mental. Those who succeed get to the 
top because they have strong bodies which 
ward off disease and radiate physical and 
mental energy—the means of accomplish­
ing any desire. St udy those in the positions 
you hope to reach and prove this yourself. 
You can cultivate strength and health in 

| your body and increase your energy. You 
will find that you too will] achieve your 
desire.

EDUCATE YOURSELF 
IN DEEP BREATHING 
and attain greater strength and vitality by 
reading and acting on the suggestions in 
the wonderful free book “ I intelligence in 
Physical Culture,” written by Lionel 
Strongfort, the world’s strongest and most 
perfect athlete and most successful instruct­
or in health culture and body building. 
It explodes weak points and fallacies of 
other systems, showing why they fail.

My original methods are easy and effec­
tive, and you always have my personal at­
tention. IT IS FREE. Send 4 cents for 
postage and secure this book; it will start 
you toward health and strength today.

LIONEL STRONGFORT
Dept. C-7

1133 Broadway, NEW YORK CITY

3 CUSTOM SHIRTS FOR $5.00
I make shirts that fit you, because I make your shirts from your 
measurements and guarantee to take them back if they do not 
satisfy you.

I send you 100 samples to select from
I send you measurement blank with rules. I send you the fin­
ished shirts express prepaid. No ready-made shirts in my shop, 
but facilities for quick delivery of the highest grade of custom 
work. Write for my samples. (Higher-priced fabrics, too.) 
Summer samples now ready. No agents.
CLARENCE E. HEAD (Master of Shirtcraft). 10 Cornell St., Ithaca, N. T.



WurliTzer
BAND INSTRUMENTS

Catalog contains 282 pages, 788 illustrations, 
67 color-plates. 2561 articles described—all mu­
sical instruments and supplies. Superb quality and 
lowest direct prices. Free trial and easy pay­
ments. We supply the United States Govern­
ment. Mention what instrument you are 
most interested in. CDCC f ATAI
Write for the big F L\£iEi LA 1 ALULl

2 Points of Supply; Address the nearer one.

THE RUDOLPH WURLITZER CO.,
164 E. 4th St.. Cincinnati. 387 S. Wabash Av., Chicago.

BE A'SALESMAN
Do You Want a Good Position?!

There are hundreds of such positions 
now open. No former experience as a 
Salesman required to get one of them. If 
you want to enter the world’s best paying 
profession our Free Employment Bureau 
will assist you to secure a position where 
you can earn good wages while you are 
learning Practical Salesmanship. Write to­
day for full particulars; list of good open­
ings and testimonial letters from hundreds 
of our students for whom we have recently 
secured good positions paying from $100 to 
$500 a month and expenses. |

Address nearest office. Dept. 116.

National Salesmen’s Training Association
Chicago, New York, Kansas City, 
San Francisco. New Orleans, Toronto.

FRENCH—GERMAN 
SPANISH—ITALIAN

Is Easily and Quickly Mastered by the 

LANGUAGE-PHONE 
METHOD

Combined with the
Rosenthal Method ol 
Practical Linguistry

This is the natural way to learn a foreign language. You hear the 
living voice of a native professor pronounce each word and phrase. He 
speaks as you desire—slowly or quickly, night or day, for minutes or 
hours at a time. It is a pleasant, fascinating study; no tedious rules or 
memorizing. It is not expensive—all members of the family can use it. 
You simply practice dur ing spare moments or at convenient times, and in 
a surprisingly short time you speak, read and understand a new language.

Send for Booklet and Terms for Easy Payment
THE LANGUAGE PHONE METHOD

930 Putnam Building 2 West 45th Street New York

A, This Visible 
Typewriter
$/1 Per

TC Month
NOTHING down

FREE TRIAL—Agents* Prices
We put the best typewriter in the world right in your 

home or office. Shipped on approval. Use it without charge. 
If you want to keep it, send us $4 a month. You get the 
same value as though you paid SI00 for this No. 3 visible 
Oliver machine. Buying from us saves the agency profits 
others have paid. Our booklet is worth sending for 
because it tells you how. to save a lot of money. It’s 
FREE. Tell us where to send your copy. (172)

Typewriters Distributing Syndicate
166 G40 N. Michigan Blvd. Chicago, HL

----------9,059-Word
Business Book Free
Simply send us a postal and ask for our free illustrated 9,059- 

word Business Booklet which tells how priceless Business 
Experience, squeezed from the lives of 112 big, broad, brainy 
business men, may be made yours — yours to boost your 
salary, to increase your profits. This free book deals with 
—How to manage a business

—How to sell goods
—How to get money by mail

—How to buy at rock-bottom
—How to collect money

—How to stop cost leaks
—How to train and handle men

—How to get and hold a position
>—How to advertise a business

—How to devise office methods
Sending for this free book binds you to nothing, involves you in no obliga­

tion, yet it may be the means of starting you on a broader career. Surely you 
will not deny yourself this privilege when it involves only the risk of a 
postal—a penny! Simply say ** Send on your 9,059-word Booklet.” Send to 
SYSTEM, Dept. H.M.-7-13. Wabash and Madison, Chicago

<Usq Thus Genuine Folding

,/fe/co^Camerc]
IO Days FREE
Don’t send us a penny—just 
your name and address, and 
we will send the wonderful 
N aco camera on ten days free 
trial. Take pictures of your 
family—of your friends; of 
scenes you will treasure in 
future years. Test it in every 
way, note the famous Wool­
ensack “ Viet us ” shutter and high grade rapid symmet­
rical lens; the easy method of inserting roll films in day­
light. The Naco camera is post card size and retails for 
$20.00 cash the world over. If after a thorough trial 
you decide it is just the camera you want, send us $2.00 
a month for ten months. If you don’t want it, return 
it at our expense. You take no risk. Send today for 
this camera and our free film developing offer.
NATIONAL CAMERA CO., 910 Lucas Ave., St. Louis

Tell Me Your Foot Troubles
It will ease your Mind;
I will ease your Feet.

Enlarged Joints Reduced 
and Toes Straightened by 
ACHFELDT’S (Patented) 
“ Perfection” TOE SPRING
Worn at night without inconvenience, 
with auxiliary appliances for day use. 
Sent on approval. Money refunded if 
not as represented.

Use My Improved Instep Arch Supporter for "Flat Foot** 
and broken-down instep. Send outline of foot.

Full particulars and advice free in plain sealed envelope.

M. ACHFELDT, Foot Specialist
163 West 23d Street, NEW YORKRoom 157

She Stoops to Conquer” 
CORNS with I

You Simply Paint It On—That s All. 
“ KOBNOL ” is a neat, clean and convenient 
remedy for removing Corns, Calloused Bun­
ions and those large Callous Patches on the 
sides and bottom of the feet that are the real 
cause of so much sore foot trouble. “KORN- 
OL" requires less than a minute to apply, and 
with a few applications nightly you can remove 

large quantities of callouses and walking 
will be a pleasure again. “ KOBNOL" 
is absolutely har.nless; it is not a filthy 
salve that is dangerous and difficult to 
apply. "KOBNOL” is not a bungle- 
some plaster that will eat into the tender 
flesh and render you liable to the danger 

of abscess or blood poisoning. Send us
ten cents if your druggist or merchant cannot supply "KOBN­
OL’' and we will demonstrate to your satisfaction that it is the 
best remedy sold for corns. Turn down the ‘‘Just as good,” as 
it is not. Carter-Lytle Drug Co., Baltimore, Md.



' The Stephenson System of 
Underground Refuse Disposal

YOU WANT THIS CARD
Keeps your garbage out of sight 
in the ground, away from the cats, 
dogs and typhoid fly.

Thousands in Use.

Because it will represent you better, or do more for you than any 
otherLcard, in getting some desired interview. The famous

Peerless Patent Book Form Card

Underground
/ Garbage and Refuse Receivers
A fireproof and sanitary disposal of 
ashes, refuse and oily waste. I
Our Underground Earth Closet means 
freedom from contaminated water sup­
ply. Sold direct. Send for circular.
In use nine years. It pays to look us up. I

C. H. STEPHENSON, Mfr. /

is the exclusive choice of the man of distinction everywhere, 
is one of the evidences of his distinction. You can­
not appreciate or understand the uniqueness of 
this card without a visual examination of 
it. The fact that you are not now using 
it, if you are not, is accounted for 
solely by the further fact 
that you have not exam­
ined it. Examine it forth­
with. Send for a sample 
tab today and detach the 
cards one by one and note 
their perfectly smooth 
edges—their absolute per-
fection. 
want.

It is the card you
Appearance of our neat card in case

34 Farrar St* Lynn, Mass*

THE JOHN B. WIGGINS COMPANY
Engravers, Plate Printers, Die Embossers 

71-73 East Adams Street CHICAGO

Two Glasses in One (Pit 
For Price of One qJlD

—high and low power—equally 
good for day and night use—dis­
tant, or near view. ALL the 
service of several glasses in ONE. 
One delighted purchaser says of

DA-NITE BINOCULARS
" I am well pleased with them; more than I expected. 

All the boys here anxious to own a pair.”—Geo. P. Storm, 
U. S. Army, Fort Liscum, Alaska.

DA-NITE Binoculars are only half the price of glasses of 
one power—$15.00, including carrying case and cord. 
Travelers, Motorists, Sportsmen, Theatre-goers—send for 
FREE Booklet F-3.

Noiseless Screen Doors
Three million Screen Doors in 
this country, and as many more 
in other countries, never slam, 
because they are equipped with 
the

“DIME”
SCREEN DOOR 

CHECK
The rubber bumper first checks the door, then allows 

it to close softly. At your hardware or housefurnishing 
store or by mail for 12 cents in stamps. Address

McINTIRE, MAGEE & BROWN CO.
723 Sansom St., Philadelphia

CALDWELL MFG. CO., 45 Jones Street, Rochester, N. Y.

On the
Shore 

of Lake
Michigan u

In the midst of beautiful parks, Chicago {/ 
Beach Hotel is only ten minutes’ ride from ' 
business, theatre and shopping center of Chi­
cago. Bathing, canoeing, tennis, golf, danc­
ing, orchestra concerts. Large rooms. Cool 
breezes, Delicious meals. American or Euro­
pean plan. Write for rates and booklet. Manager, 

CHICAGO BEACH HOTEL
=db

Opportunities 
Government 

Positions

for

The rapid growth of the Parcel Post 
promises to open many opportunities 
for good paying positions.

Over 700 persons secured Govern­
ment positions through the training of 
the International Correspondence 
Schools. All Americans over 18 are 
eligible. Send for the Free Civil 
Service Book today, and learn how the 
I. C. S. can prepare you to become a 
candidate for the Civil Service.

International Correspondence Schools 
Box 857B. Scranton, Pa.

di, 51st Blvd, on the Lake Shore, Chicago

^^^.The sign of the 
fl^Nyal Drug Store

NYAL’S
Face Cream

For freckles, tan and sunburn. A 
delightful toilet luxury. 25c and 50c. 
Sold only by Nyal druggists.

There are 15,000 of the best druggists in 
America selling Nyal’s Face Cream. There s 
one of these druggists right near you.

For your complexion’s sake use Nyal’s Face Cream.

New York & London Drug Co. Inc.
108 John Street, New York, N. Y.

35 Snow Hill, Holborn, London, Eng. Walkerville, Ont.. Canada



UNCLE SAM IS BEST EMPLOYER;
pay is high and sure; hours short; places per­
manent; promotions regular; vacations with 
pay; thousands of vacancies; all kinds of 
pleasant work everywhere; no layoffs; no pull 
needed; common education sufficient. Special 
money back guarantee if you write today for 
booklet B 1067. IT IS FREE.

EARL HOPKINS, - - WASHINGTON, D. C.

DRAWING
Caricature, Cartoon, Comic, Commercial, Fash­
ion, Newspaper and Magazine Illustrating 
taught by mail. Copy this sketch and send it to 
us with six cents in stamps and we will send you 
test drawings and illustrated book explaining 
the courses.

THE BOSTON SCHOOL OF DRAWING
755H Boylston Street Boston, Mass.

ANYONE USING FIGURES NEEDS IT
to check mental calculations. For General Office or Personal 
Desk. Over 60,000 in use— 
mostly sold thru recommendation. 
Guaranteed—money refunded if not 
satisfactory after io days trial.

Buy from your stationer 
or order direct. Agents Wanted.

A. Gancher, A. A. M. Co.
New York

I TEACH SIGN PAINTING 
SHOW CARD WRITING OR LETTERING by mail 
and guarantee success. Only field not overcrowded. My 
instruction is unequalled because practical, personal and 
thorough. Easy terms. Write for large catalogue.

CHAS. J. STRONG, Founder
DETROIT SCHOOL OF LETTERING 

Department 114 Detroit, Micb.
“Oldest and Largest School of its Kind” 
“Thoroughly equipped Residence School”119 W, Broadway,

TYPEWRITERS
FACTORY REBUILT

SUMMER BARGAINS
Our entire stock is offered at below-list- 
prices for the summer only. All trade- 
marked and guaranteed for one year like 
new machines. Buy now and save as much 
as $75. Branch stores in leading cities.

Write for Summer Price Inst and Catalog. 
AMERICAN WRITING MACHINE CO., Inc., 345 Broadway, N. T.

TYPEWRITERS 
=REBUILT—ALL MAKES= 
$10—and up, Underwoods, Remingtons, 
L. C. Smiths, Olivers, etc. Visible or other­
wise. Every typewriter in perfect condition 
and Guaranteed 2 Years.

OVER 500 TYPEWRITERS AT $18.00 
while they last. Send this ad and get our FREE TRIAL 
offer and valuable information. Do it now.
ALL-MAKES TYPEWRITER EXCHANGE, 157^ No. Clark St., Chicago. III.

TTPEWRITERS makes)
Visible Typewriters or otherwise

® L. C. SMITHS, UNDERWOODS, OLIVERS, Etc.
'A to 54 MFRS. PRICES

Shipped ANYWHERE for Free Trial, or RENTED, 
allowing RENT TO APPLY.

PRICES $15.00 UP Full Guarantee. Write
for Illustrated Catalog 128. Your opportunity.
TYPEWRITER EMPORIUM (Est. 1892) 84 and 88 W. Lake Street, Chicago

Dealers Ask $20 
Quartered oak settee. Marokene 
leather seat. Ht. 38 in.., dpth. 20 
in., Igth. 45 in. Direct to you at 
this low factory price. Guaranteed 
to please or money back! Free Book 
—on Brooks Master-Built Furni­
ture at factory prices. Big saving—- 
finest quality and workmanship. 
Write

BROOKS MFG. COMPANY 
3107 Sidney St., Saginaw, Mich.^

•iur
'B rooks Settee No. 9

Our $ 
Price 
Only

LIKE A CLEAN CHINA DISH—
Superb porcelain lined—the delight of every woman’s heart—the pride of every 
housekeeper. The famous refrigerator with seamless, scratchless, dish-like lining.

You Can’t Scratch It Even With a Knife
Leonard CLEANABLE Refrigerator

Its lining is everlasting — easily kept sweet and clean.
50 styles—§18 up. Freight pail to Ohio and Mississippi Rivers. Money returned if 
you are not- perfectly satisfied. I take the risk. Ask for catalog and booklet 
“Care of Refrigerators.” C. H. LEONARD, Pres.

GRAND RAPIDS REFRIGERATOR CO.
113 Clyde Park Ave. Grand Rapids, Mich.

study High-Grade Instruction

LAW by Correspondence
Prepares for the bar. Three 
Courses; College, Post-Grad­

uate and Business Law. Twentieth year. 
Classes begin each month. Send for catalog 
giving rules for admission to the bar of the 
several states.
Chicago Correspondence School of Law 

600 Reaper Block, Chicago

Dr. Eaenwein

Short-Story Writing
A course of forty lessons in the history, form, struc­
ture, and writing of the Short-Story, taught by Dr. J. 
Berg Esenwein, Editor Lippincott’s Magazine. Over 
one hundred Home Study Courses under Professors 
in Harvard, Brown, Cornell and leading colleges.

250-page catalog free. Write to-day.
The Home Correspondence School

Dept. 200, Springfield, Mass.

COPY THIS SKETCH
and let me see what you can do with it. 
You can earn $20.00 to $125.00 or more 
per week, as illustrator or cartoonist. My 
practical system of personal individual les­
sons by mail will develop your talent. Fif-^ 
teen years’ successful work for newspapers 
and magazines qualifies me to teach you.

Send me your sketch of President Wilson with 6c 
in stamps and I will send you a test lesson plate, also 
collection of drawings showing possibilities for YOU. 
The Landon School of Illustrating and Cartooning

1489 Schofield Building, Cleveland, 0.

LEARN TO WRITE 
ADVERTISEMENTS

EARN $25 to $ioo A WEEK
We can positively show you by mail

How to Increase Your Salary. Book mailed free. PAGE-DAVIS CO., 
21 Page Building. Chicago. Ill., or 150 Nassau Street, New York 
LEARN JEWELERS’ ENGRAVING. trade, taught thoroughly by mail. 
We will teach the beginner better engraving than he can gain in years of rigid apprentice­
ship. We will also improve the skill of any engraver. Send for our catalog.
The Engraving School. 21 Pago Bldg.. Michigan Ave.. Chicago. Ill 
If fill CAN WRITE A SHORT STORY. Beginners learn 
■f thoroughly under our perfect method ; many sell their stories before com-
fl pleting the course. We help those who want to sell their stories. Write for particulars. 
■ School of Short-Story Writing, Dept. 21, Page Building, Chicago

CIVIL SERVICE
positions are In all parts of the country. Good pay, steady 
work, life positions, congenial surroundings, promotions on 
merit, short hours, annual vacation and sick leave with pay. 
Many thousands appointed yearly. Both sexes. No political 
pull. Nearly 300,0U0 classified positions. Common school edu­
cation sufficient. Full information and questions used by the 
Civil Service Commission free.
COLUMBIAN CORRESPONDENCE COLLEGE, WASHINGTON, D. C.

Stop Forgetting!on e^ery package
IET FOR 

DIABETICSGLU
These trade-mark criss-cross Un

Kidney and Liver
and ills ari

Rich in Protein Ask

eumatism, Obesity
Uric Acid

eading grocers.

FAR Watertown, N.Y.. U.S. A.

Good memory is absolutely essential to success, g 
for memory is power. Be successful—Stop For­
getting! Begin your real training at once. | 
The Dickson Method of Memory Training 

makes you “Forget Proof,” develops concentration, 
will, self-confidence, quick thought, ready speech 

- Write today for my free book, “How to Remember”
—faces, names, studies, also how to secure FREE, a copy of 
my $2.00 DeLuxe book, “How to Speak in Public.” Address 
Dickson Memory School, 525 Auditorium Bldg., Chicago.



Department of Advertising—Indexed
EADERS write and ask us to 
perform all sorts of missions. 

For instance: “Please give me the 
name of a reliable firm dealing in 
artists’ materials.” And : “How can 
I best arrange an itinerary for a 
European trip next summer? 
We constantly receive letters from 
advertisers, too, telling us of your in­
terest in and support of these columns. 
One advertiser writes from far away 

New Mexico—that is, far away from 
us but maybe near to you: “To 
date we have received twenty-eight 
inquiries from the May issue which 
we consider good work-" (Name on 
request.)
This was written on May 26th when 
the May issue had been out a little 
more than three weeks.
This is a good season of the year in 
which to study advertising.

In cool “hammocky” spots,— in the 
mountains—on steamships—and 
trains—everywhere, you will have 
many opportunities of advancing in­
terest and profit by reading these 
pages.
This is indeed your department. 
Watch it for new and good things. 
If you want something you don’t find 
here, write us and maybe we can 
help you.

Hearst’s Magazine, 381 Fourth Avenue, New York

Travel—Tours Photography Instruction
ROUND THE WORLD

Six months’ leisurely travel de Luxe Lim­
ited private tours leave Westbound, Sept. 11. 
Eastbound, Oct. 18, Nov. 8, 29. Southbound 
(the Antipodes), Oct. 28. SPECIAL SHORT 
TOURS West bound,Oct. 4. East bound, Jan. 
10, 1914. Send for illustrated program No. 8.
THOS. COOK & SON

245 Broadway, New York, or 
Boston, Phila., Chicago, Montreal, 
Toronto, San Francisco. Los Angeles. 

CLARK’S ORIENT CRUISE
S.S. “Rotterdam,” 24,170 Tons. 16th 

Annual; Feb. 2d. 64 days at $400 up, includ­
ing shore excursions, hotels, &c. Stopovers | 
in Europe.

Frank C. Clark, 
_______ Times Building, New York.________ ; 

CAMP THRU YELLOWSTONE PARK | 
via the indescribably beautiful CODY 
ROAD, REST at a ROCKY MOUNTAIN 
RANCH or HUNT for ELK, MOUNTAIN­
SHEEP, DEER, and BEAR with
FROST & RICHARD, Cody, Wyo.
Best of references. Write for descriptive booklet.

Help Wanted
Ladies. We want an energetic woman in 

every town to solicit orders for toilet goods. 
You can’t fail by our plan. F. H. Young & 
Co., Toledo, Ohio._________ _____________

1 will Start You earning $4 daily at home 
in spare time, silvering mirrors; no capital; 
free Instructive booklet, giving plans of oper­
ation. G. F. Redmond, Dept. C. G., Boston, 
Mass. :

Agents Make Big Money and become 
sales managers for our goods. Fast office 
sellers. Fine profits. Particulars and sam­
ples free. One Dip Pen Company, Dept. 
22, Baltimore, Md.______________________

Learn the Real Estate Business. Pleasant 
work. Big profits. Limited Time offer; 
$25.00 Cross Course only $3.00. George 
Winstel, 1624 Pleasant Street, Cincinnati, 
Ohio._____________________________________

Local Representatives Wanted. Splendid 
income assured right man to act as our repre­
sentative after learning our business thor­
oughly by mail. Former experience unnec­
essary. All we require is honesty, ability, 
ambition and willingness to learn a lucrative 
business. No soliciting or traveling. All or 
spare time only. This is an exceptional op­
portunity for a man in your section to get into 
a big paying business without capital and be- | 
come independent for life. Write at once for I 
full particulars. National Co-Operat’ve । 
Realty Company, L187 Marden Building, 
Washington. D. C.__________________ ____

Free Illustrated Book tells of about 300,- 
000 protected positions in U. S. service. 
Thousands of vacancies every year. There is 
a big chance here for you, sure and generous 
pay, lifetime employment. Just ask for 
booklet S-16. No obligation. Earl Hopkins, 
Washington, D. C.
M U. S. Government Positions Open 

to Men and Women. $65 to $100 
month, commence. Vacations. Steady 

work. Over 12,000 appointments this year. 
Parcels Post requires several thousand. In­
fluence unnecessary. Write immediately for 
free list of positions. Franklin Institute, 
Dept. P62, Rochester, N. Y._______________

Jones develops 12 films any size and 
prints six; returned following day all for 20c. 
Expert operators. Wilfrid Jones, 144 Wil- 
bur Ave., Long Island City, N. Y.________

Your Photos Enlarged 25c. 8 x 10, 
made from any size negative or film. Films 
developed 5c. per roll, all sizes. Prints 3c. 
each, 2 1-4 x 3 1-4; 4c., 3 1-4x4 1-4. Send 
negative and get sample prints. Free. We 
save you money. Anti Trust Photo Sup­
plies. M. A. Leese, 616 Ninth St., Washing- 
ton, D. C.____________________________

Money in Photography. 1 start amateurs 
making money at home taking portraits; 
become professionals. Studio secrets, re­
touching, etc., fully explained. Wells Studio, 
East Liverpool, Ohio.

The Kamera Shop, 189 Auditorium, Chi- 
cago, offers Good Developing and Printing 
by mail. Prove our Quality—send any six 
exposure roll with three dimes for developing 
and six velvet prints. Booklet Free.______

Mail us your films. We develop six ex­
posure films, 2%x3J^, for 10c. the roll, other 
sizes 15c. We print 2%x3% and 2%x4% for 
2%c. each; 3%x3% and 3J4x4'/4 for 3c. each; 
3)4x5% and 4x5, 4c. each. No free prints. 
Send for complete price list. The Coster 
Photo Supply Co., 19E 8th, Holland. Mich.

Pollard finishing develops clear negatives 
saves failures. One 6 ex roll developed free 
with advice. Price List, Booklet “Film 
Faults’’ sample Velox print free. C. H. 
Pollard, Lynn. Mass,____________________

Our fifteen years' experience in Photo­
Finishing is yours to command. We develop 
Films for ten cents per roll, irrespective of 
size or exposures. Cash with order please. 
The Camera Shop Evanston. Ill._______
-fl Send 10c. and any size roll ofI I Ip Kodak films. Will develop 
_1_ w V/ • and print 6 pictures from 

best negatives. Good work; 
prompt service. Roanoke Cycle Co., Roan- 
oke, Va._____________________________

MAIL US YOUR KODAK WORK
Films Developed 10c . all Sizes. Printing, 

2c. up; Post Cards, 4c. Good work. Quick 
Service.

J. H. TUTHILL.
42 North Street. Middletown. N.Y.

MAIL US YOUR KODAK WORK
Films Developed all sizes, 10 cents. 

Prints, Brownie No. 2, 3 cents; 2 %x4% to 3% 
x4%, 4 cents; 4x5, 3%x5%, and Post Cards, 5 
cents; 8x10 enlargement from your negative, 
25 cents. Expert work, quick service. 
Price & Quintard, Poughkeepsie, N. Y.

Stamp Collecting
Stamps 100 all different. Album and 

hinges 12c. 30 Sweden 10c. 20 different for­
eign coins 25c. We buy stamps and coins— 
Buying Lists 10c. Toledo Stamp Co., 
Toledo. Ohio.
POSTAGE STAMPS FREE 
3 different Soudan (camel), or 8 Costa Rica, 
big stamp lists, premium and bargain lists, 
etc., for 2c. postage. If you collect write us. 
Stamps bought. W. C. Phillips & Co., 
Glastonbury, Conn.

Invalid Furniture
Wheel Chairs
We make over 70 styles. Cata­
logue “B” illustrates and de­
scribes (free). G. F. Sargent Co., 
283 Fourth Ave., New York.

Osgoodby’s Phonetic Shorthand used 
and indorsed by experts; taught by mall. Big 
demand for Government and commercial 
stenographers. Booklet 24 free. Osgoodby 
So hool of Stenography, Rochester, N. Y.

Free illustration beautiful art casts, in­
terior, exterior decorations, garden furniture, 
statuary, with particulars of instructions in 
Mixing and Casting concrete, plaster, arti­
ficial marble, composition, . papier-mache, 
marble dust etc. (ornamental form). Mak­
ing elastic and rigid mould without skill, 
casting from life, stuccoing frame buildings, 
modeling, coloring, gilding, burnishing. 
Mahler (instruction dept.), 117 Russell St., 
Brooklyn, New York.___________________

Become an Artistic Decorator
Great demand for skilled workmen. 

Interior Decorating successfully taught by 
Correspondence; practical work. Kalama­
zoo School of Interior Decoration, Dept. L. 
Academy of Music, Kalamazoo, Mich._____

Uncle Sam is a liberal employer. Qualify 
for a Government position. We prepare you 
by mail for any Civil Service Examination. 
Many vacancies now exist. Write today for 
free Booklet 47. Capital Civil Service School, 
Washington, D. C.

America’s finest penman 
lies with great success rap- 

: ■ ,:r' h’s-.!' aritingby
mail. Special pen, name card 
aiv 1 journal free. F. B.Conrt-

F-ffWiBBncv. Box Y492, Detroit.Mich.

My book on cartooning and iUuBtratlng shown
velop your talents. Practical, simplified 
Price |1.

C. T. COLEMAN. 220 Republic Bldg., St. Louin. Mo, 

SHORTHAND BY MAIL 
in 25 lessons. Individual instruction. Studies 
adapted to each pupil. Pay as you go along. 
No money in advance. Begin when you like 
Stop when you please. Sample lesson free. 
Write

E. L. MURPHY
Whitfield Court,Newport, Rhode Inland

MAGIC POCKET 
TRICK 
FREE

worth 25c. 
Sent for 
6c.8tamps. 
also 250 
Trick Cat­

alog FREE. Magic Co., Sta. H., 249 W. 38th 
Street, New York.

Health Promotion
COOL AND ENERGETIC

A “suitable” diet aids hot 
weather efficiency and pro­
motes permanent health. 
People do not realize that 
their troubles can be traced 
through wrong foods which 
cause them. Therefore food 
science, not drugs, is the 
proper solution. Remark­

able booklet (for 2c). No foods sold.
John C. Hornung, Food Expert, 

2120 Osage Avenue, Louisville, Ky

Food Products
Owl Wow! That’s the Stuff! Bayle’s 

Horseradish Mustard. The Finest Condiment 
in the World. 15c. a jar at your grocer's. 
Made by Geo. A. Bayle, St. Louis. Mo. ,

There is something for everybody in these pages. 45



Agents Wanted Agents Wanted
LIVE REAL ESTATE SALESMAN 

in every locality, Greater San Francisco 
property, wonderful opportunity. North­
western Realty Co., Clunie Bldg., San Fran­

cisco.__________________________________
Writes with Water—The Helios Pocket 

Pen with compressed ink; beats fountain 
pens ten times its cost. Sample 25c. Big 
proposition to agents. Wm. Muller, Security 
Bld., San Francisco.__________________

Agents—Salary or commission. Greatest, 
seller yet. Every user pen and ink buys on 
sight. 200 to 500 per cent, profit. One agent’s 
sales $620 in six days, another $32 in two 
hours. Monroe Mfg. (Jo., X 28, La Crosse, 
Wis.___________________________________

Agents—Make big money selling our new 
gold letters for office windows, store fronts, 
and glass signs. Any one can put them on. 
Write to-day for free sample and full particu­
lars. Metallic Sign Letter Co., 402 N. Clark 
St., Chicago.____________________________

Agents -New held; sell brilliant Mexican 
Diamonds; exactly resemble genuine; defy 
experts, stand all tests. Quick sales; large 
profits. Send $1.00 deposit for sample Uct. 
gem matching $75 diamond. Mexican 
Diamond Imp.Co.,Box BC.Las Cruces, N.M.

Agents—Portraits 35c. Frames 15c. 
Sheet Pictures 1c. Stereoscopes 25c. Views 1c. 
30 days credit. Samples and catalog free. 
Consolidated Portrait Co., Dept. 1246, 1027 
W. Adams St., Chicago.

Agents make 500 per cent. Profit selling 
our Gold Window Letters, Novelty Signs 
and Changeable Signs. 800 Varieties. Enor­
mous Demand. Catalogue Free. Sullivan 
Co., 1239 Van Buren St., Chicago, Ill.

Agents—To sell the newest electric appli­
ance on the market: sold everywhere there is 
electricity, in the home and office; liberal 
profits; sales-driving sample, weighs a 
pound, no experience or knowledge of elec­
tricity required; it shows how to use one light 
instead of two and get the same results; sells 
for $3.50 and saves the purchase: an invest­
ment of $25. Write for particulars. The 
Handy Light Co., 1219 Handy Light Block, 
Cincinnati, Ohio.

Men of ideasand inventive ability should 
write for new “Lists of Needed Inventions,” 
‘‘Patent Buyers” and “How to Get your Pat­
ent and your Money.” Advice Free. Ran­
dolph & Co., Patent Attorneys, Dept. 43, 
Washington, D. C.__________________

Will pay Reliable Man or Woman $12.50 
to distribute 100 FREE pkgs. Perfumed 
Borax Soap Powder among friends. No 
money required.
F. Ward Borax Co., 220 Institute, Chicago.

Earn big money weekly, selling Collection 
Cabinets to merchants. Retails for $7.50; 
your profit $4.50. No competition. Exclu­
sive territory. Write for free sample and 
descriptive matter. Sayers Co., 406 Olive 
Street, St. Louis, Mo.____________________

Liberty Bell, Steel Engraving, on white 
satin, mounted 8x10. Agent's terms with 
sample, 2 dimes. Jules Ritter Co., 5749 
Windsor, Phi la., Pa._____________________

Agents Wanted; best paying agency 
proposition in U. S.; assures you $1500 
yearly; inexperienced taught how to make 
$75 to $2(M) monthly; let us show you. 
Novelty Cutlery Co., 113 Bar St , Canton. <).

Chewing Gum—Sell to dealers. Clean, 
profitable business built up quickly with our 
new brands. Four flavors, novel packages. 
Send 10c. for full pack of each and exclusive 
territory proposition. Helmet Gum Fac- 
tory, 35 Opera Place, Cincinnati, Ohio.

We are the largest manufacturers of 
twisted wire brushes in America. Highest 
grade goods, best service, highest profit. 
Write for our new catalog. You are sure to 
win. Fuller Brush Co., 48 Hoadley Place, 
Hartford. Conn._________ _______________

100 Per (’ent Profit. Selling our Specialty 
Rugs. New descriptive Booklet of value 
sent free. Let us increase your earnings 
and enlarge your opportunities. Dundee 
Mfg. Co., 46 Chauncy St., Boston, Mass.

Agents. Sell rich looking 36x68 im- 
• ported rugs, $1 each; Carter, Tenn., sold 

115 in 4 days, profit $57: you can do same. 
Write for sample offer selling plan; exclu­
sive ter’itory Sample rug by parcel post 
prepaid 98c. H. Condon, Importer, Stoning­
ton. Me._____________________________

Big Profits for You: Manufacture Bar-
ley Crisp. New confection. package
costs you 1c. Machine, instructions com­
plete, $7.50 prepaid. Send 10c. for samples. 
Barley Crisp Co., 1614 Hyde St., San Fran­
cisco. ________________

SAFETY SALLS CO.,1’',:'.’'

JUST OUT! $1 size
Self-heated Iron. Greatest dol­
lar article. Write or wire for

Make Money
Small Cost, Quick, 

Big Profits

AGENTS
A small 
investment 
starts you.
Every pen guaran­
teed. Write now.
J. A. ULLRICH &
27 Thames Street,

CO.
New York

Exclusive Territory Now Being Allotted
For Little Giant Lift and 
Force Pump. Only thing 
of its kind. It has free 
field wherever there’s 
plumbing. Removes 
stoppages in pipes, saves 
plumbers’ bills, prevents 
noxious gases. Everyone 
wants it, everyone can 
afford it, everyone can 
operate it. As strong in

1

business world as among homes. Selling at 
top speed. 50,000 already in use. I can grant 
you absolute monopoly and fix you for life, 
if you are the right man.

J. E. KENNEDY,
Dept. II. S„ 41 Park Row. N. Y. City.
a ft ■■ A|aV" A Our new $$ i)er year fl 1 " L III I Accident and Sickness M U L |1 I O Policy pays $2500 for 

loss of life; $15 weekly 
benefit for injury or sickness. Also $5000 
policy $10 yearly. Deposit with state. 
Liberal commissions. Exclusive territory. 
Assured income.

Accident Underwriters, Newark, N. J.
AQCIITQ 8<‘l* Changeable Searf Fin, HULU 10 good seller, big profits. Fair 
sold over a gross sets in one day, others 
making big sales. 5 Stones, Ruby, Em­
erald, Sapphire, Topaz, Amethyst and 
a pin 25c. other sets 50c. and fl each. 
Complete sample outfit and selling Plan 
$1 post paid, particulars free,write today. 
Pals Mig. Co , SO Fifth Ave., N.Y. City.

AGENTS WANTED 
for Gas Igniter, perma­
nently attached to Burner. 
Great demand for Auto­
head lights and domestic 
use. Write for sample and 
territory.
MORGAN IGNITER CO. Newport. RI

SOISTMANN SANITARY SWEEPER
The last word in carpet cleaners. Com­

bines befct points of Vacuum Cleaner and 
carpet sweeper. Built by firm 57 years old. 
Simple, compact, light, hand operated, 
Cleans completely—dust, threads, lint, rav- 
clings—will last a lifetime. Sold at price 
every household can afford. Will displace 
ordinary vacuum cleaner. Representatives 
wanted everywhere. Big salary easily made 
(either men or women) and territory pro­
tected absolutely—ironclad guarantee back 
of our sweeper and our salesmen. Don't con­
fuse the Soistmann Sanitary Sweeper with 
the ordinary vacuum cleaner. Write for 
terms and get on record for your territory 
to-day. See Dun’s & Bradstreet’s.
EXCELSIOR DRUM WORKS

Dept. H, Camden, N. J.

8H POUND lb™
CLEANER

a-Minute Suction, and new 
Double-Action Brush.

THE MORROW
Ten Days Free Trial

A wonderful machine which 
a woman can handle easier 
than a carpet sweeper. 
Cleans everything like 
magic. Beautiful aluminum 
case. Let us prove it. Only

our free book and challenge. Just send postal with name 
and address.

THE MORROW GO., Dept. 124Y. Waukegan, III.
Good Territory Open—Sells on Sig hi 

Agents and Dealers Jl'rite
Representatives Wanted in Every com­

munity for Wear Well silk petticoats. Write 
for particulars. Thompson Mercantile Co., 
Box 1668, Paterson. N J.________________

Business Opportunities
Write Moving Picture Plays; $10 to $100 

each; Constant demand. Devote all or 
spare time. Experience, literary ability or 

i correspondence course unnecessary. De­
tails free. Atlas Publishing Co., 323 Atlaa 
Bank Bldg., Cincinnati, Ohio.__________

Learn to metallze. Make beautiful hat- 
Eins, brooches, etc., from leaves, roses and 
interfiles. Fascinating and profitable em­

ployment. Stamp brings sample. A. H. 
Benson, Stewartville, Minn.______________

One Representative in every city and 
town for a New York corporation; spare 
time only required; substantial income for 
right man; excellent references essentia). 
Daily Credit Service Corporation, Wool­
worth Building, N. Y. _______________

Mail Order Business in its true light, 100 
testimonial letters, and particulars how you 
may obtain on loan, advertised mail order 
“instructions” and plans, sent on request. 
Library Division 57, “Mail Order News.” 
Newburgh, N. Y._______________________

Learn to collect money. By a sure, 
. easy system. Make good yearly income. 

Quick results. No capital required In- 
l structive book, "Skilful Collecting," free. 

National Collectors Ass'n, 50 Park Place, 
Newark, Ohio.________________________

Incorporate your business under Arizona 
। Laws. Modern method of doing business 
I as recognized by successful business men. 

Stockholders exempt from corporate debts. 
Do business anywhere. Forms free. South­
western Securities & Investment Company, 
Department A. 488, Phoenix, Arizona.

Photo Pillow Tops, Portraits, Frames, 
Sheet Pictures, Luminous Crucifixes, Medal­
lions and Photo Plates at very lowest prices. 
Rejects credited. Samples and catalogue 
free. 30 days’ credit. Jas. C. Bailey Co., 
Desk II, Chicago.

Be Independent! Have a business of your 
own. Get what you earn! "Successful 
Brains” will show you the best propositions 
on earth. Free literature. Wlswall Sales 
Co., Chelsea, Mass._____

Country st ore, monthly sales $1000. 
Store 24x56 with hall above; ten-room house, 
stable: two acres; fruit; owner's other busi­
ness forces immediate sale, $3000 takes it, 
part cash. Picture of buildings, details of 
this and scores of other money-making stores, 
shops, mills, hotels, etc., in "Strout's Busi­
ness Chances in the Country,” a big illus­
trated catalogue Just out. Write today for 
your free copy. E. A. Strout, Station 2722, 
1328 B’way, New York._________________

Make Money Spare Time. Start high- 
class mail order business. Large profits, 
quick returns. Novel idea assures success. 
Small investment. Free particulars. Penn. 
Ass'n, Dept. B, Lippincott Bldg., Phila.

Remunerative position open as repre­
sentative in every locality, for newly pat­
ented household article. Postcard brings 
particulars. Mohawk Novelty Co., Box 
359, Schenectady, N. Y.

Investments
Our descriptive pamphlet “B” sent frt'e 

explains why our First Farm Mortgages afford 
absolute security for money. Highest refer- 
ences. E. J. Lander & Co., Grand Forks.N.D.

Automobiles
Tools and Tool Chests, and Other Tools, 

for the autoist, shop and home—are listed 
and described in the Tool Monger, a 464 
page catalog mailed on receipt of Sc in 
stamps. Montgomery & Co., 105 Fulton St.,

U-KAN PLATE
(Extra Strength) keeps the 1913 nickel trim­
mings on your AUTOMOBILE bright and 
silver-plates last year’s brass fixtures, giving 
the new white metal effect. Qt. can, enough 
for one car, $2.00. Half pint can, 75c. Send 
10c for sample can and give name of your 
dealer. At Auto Supply Dealers, or by 
Parcel Post. A. R. Justice Co., 617 Chest­
nut st., Philadelphia.__________________ __

Ford owners wanting five electric lights 
using Ford Magneto and storage battery 
(self-contained system). Write American 
Battery Co., 1151 Fulton St., Chicago.

Post Cards
I 24 Birds, Animal, Educational Postcards, 
I 10c. 30 Comical Postals, 10c. 12 Transpar­

ent New York views or Landscapes, 10c. 
H. Tepper. 146 Marcy Ave., Brooklyn, N. .
nr BEAUTIFUL HIGH GRADE
/n Souvenir Post Cards. Also our lllf 
wlJ new illustrated catalog for only I Vv

I THE BEHM CO.. Weehawken, X. J.



Real Estate
Money-Making Farms: 13 states: $10 to 

$50 an acre: live stock and tools often in­
cluded to settle quickly, Big Illustrated Cat­
alogue No. 36, free. B. A. Strout Farm 
Agency, Station 2722, 47 West 34th Street, 
New York._____________________________

Government Land. Get 320 acres. We 
can tell you of the most valuable locations 
for homesteads in Montana, Wyoming, Colo­
rado. Booklet “Western Homesteads" 4c 
stamps. Western Homesteaders Exchange, 
Douglas, Wyoming._____________________

One of the finest orange growing proposi­
tions in Florida. 47 acres lake front groves 
18 yrs. of age. Condition first class. Close 
to station main line, A. C. L. Elegant hotel 
on residence site. Shipping season Dec. 
to June. All or part. J. W. Rollinson, 
Auburndale, Fla.

Get Your Home in the Northwest United 
States. Locate adjacent to Northern Pacific 
Railway—the best developed sections of the 
Northwest—in Minnesota. North Dakota, 
Montana, Idaho, Washington, Oregon, the 
land of prize cattle and crops. Stay near 
home markets; quick transportation: close 
to good neighbors and good schools: no iso­
lated pioneering. Free United States Gov­
ernment homestead land: State land on 
easy terms: deeded land at low prices and 
on crop payment plan. Write quick for 
free literature about these “prosperity 
States of America”—say what state most 
Interests you. Ask about low fares. L. J. 
Bricker, Gen'l Immigration Agent. 257 
Northern Pacific Bldg., Saint Paul, Minn.

Several Large Land Properties $15,000. 
to $75,000., including Muck lands, analysing 
4% ammonia, when nut in cultivation, bring 
an annual rental of $25. to $50. per acre; also 
lands suited for Orange Groves. Parties de­
siring to buy, or agents having buyers, ad­
dress R. L. Martin, Ocala, Fla.

Come to South Texas; No Cyclones, 
blizzards or overflows. Climate mild and 
healthy. Soil productive. Rainfall ample. 
We have farms, ranches, large and small 
tracts of land for sale at low prices. Address 
Dickinson Land Co., Dickinson, Texas.

TAMPA Florida
Offers great inducements to men of capital, 
energy and initiative. Tampa increased 
143.2 per cent, in population 1900 to 1910 
(see census report), stands 11th as revenue 
producer for government, ships 52 per cent, 
of phosphate used in world; makes 1,000,000 
high grade cigars daily; pay roll $300,000 
weekly; port handles $31,000,000 commerce 
yearly; growing faster and better than any 
other Southern city. Summer climate 
delightful, extreme of heat 96 degrees. For 
36-page illustrated book write Board of 
Trade, Tampa, Fla., stating what you are 
interested in.

* By Parcel-Post
"BEACH BUNNY”
A grey cloth rabbit which inay be 
with sand, pebbles, saw dust, beans or 
cotton. Amuses children; keeps l>aby 
quiet. Postpaid 30o. or 4 for $1.00.
MISTRESS PATTY H. COMFORT, 

Randolph. N. H.

Miscellaneous
BOW LEGS CORRECTED

Dept. G,

Our “Perfect Leg Form” 
overcomes Bow Legs. Trous­
ers hang perfectly straight. 
Made of the highest grade 
aluminum. Light, sanitary, 
durable, inexpensive. Easy 
put on, comfortable, adjust­
able to any size. Highly rec­
ommended by tailors. Send 
for free booklet showing pho­
tos of men with and without 
the “Perfect Leg Form.” 
THE PERFECT SALES CO.
140 No. Franklin Ave., 

Austin. Chicago, Ill.

Games & Entertainments
Do you enjoy jokes—We have jokes, tricks 

and puzzles of all kinds. Cachoo—sneezing 
powder. Sample 10c. Catalog free. Hav- 
sum Fun & Trick Co., P. O. Box 342, 
Atlanta, Ga.

Patents
Patents that protect; careful, honest 

work in every case; patent your ideas, they 
may bring you wealth; 64-page book, free. 
Fitzgerald & Co., 842 F. St.,Washington,D.C.

Patents, Trade-Marks & Copyrights. 
Our handbook on patents will be sent free 
on request. All patents secured through us, 
are described without cost to the patentee in 
the Scientific American—Munn & Co., 
Patent Attorneys, 366 Broadway, New 
York—Branch Office, 625 F Street, Washing­
ton, D. C._____________________________

Ideas Wanted. Manufacturers are writ­
ing for patents procured through me. Three 
books with list 200 inventions wanted sent 
free. Personal Services. I get patent or no 
fee. Advice free. R. B. Owen, 56 Owen 
Bldg., Washington, I). C._______________

Patents, trademarks, copyrights. Thirty 
years’ active practice. Experienced, per­
sonal high-class service. No false induce­
ments to get business. Book free. Address 
E. G. Siggers, Patent Lawyer, Suite 25, 
N, U. Bld., Washington, D. C.____________

Protective Patents procured promptly. 
Our books telling how to obtain and realize 
therefrom sent on request. Write today. 
Trade Marks Registered. Beeler & Robb, 
206-210 Southern Bldg., Washington, D. C.

Patent your ideas. $9,000 offered for cer­
tain inventions. Book “How to Obtain a 
Patent” and “What to Invent,” sent free. 
Send rough sketch for free report as to pat­
entability. We advertise your patent for 
sale at our expense. Established 16 years. 
Address Chandlee & Chandlee, Patent At­
torneys, 1053 F. St., Washington, D. C.

Find out for yourself what to Invent and 
how to procure and sell a patent for the same. 
My book, “Inventor's Universal Educator,” 
covers the matter from A to Z, 140 pages, 
elegantly bound. Also contains 600 mechan­
ical movements and 50 perpetual motions. 
Price $1.00, postage free. Money returned if 
not more than satisfactory. F. G. Dieterich, 
605 Ouray Bldg., Washington, D. C._______
DATTMTC secured or 1H1 Ell 1 □ FEE RETURNED

Send sketch for free search of Patent Office 
Records, How to Obtain a Patent and 
What to Invent with list of inventions 
wanted and Prizes offered for inventions 
sent free. Patents advertised wifxfip

WANTED NEW IDEAS fKEE
Send for our list of Patent Buyers. *
VICTOR J. EVANS & CO., Washington, 0. C.

Aeronautics
Build Model Aeroplanes. A fascinating 

pastime. Get “Ideal” Aeroplane Portfolio 
comprising accurate drawings of the Wright, 
Bleriot, Curtiss, Nieuport Aeroplanes and 
Cecil Peoli Racer, with concise building 
and flying instructions. $1.00 postpaid, 
40 pp. Model Aeroplane Supply Catalog 5c. 
Ideal Model Aeroplane Co., 84 West Broad- 
way. New York.

For the Home
Russell Sewage Disposal System, Chicago, 

Illinois, will dispose of all the sewage from 
your home or public schools, hotels, and sum­
mer resorts. Discharges clear harmless water.

NAVAJO
Indian Rugs 
and Blankets 
for lap robes, couch cov­
ers, &c. $3.90 and up, 
sent prepaid. Finest 
quality. Send for book­
let. E. C. Waring & 
Company, Aztec, N. M.

______ Curios______
LonesomePineLucky Fairy Stones.Found 

only in wilds of Patrick Co., Va. Strange 
natural formation of crosses. Gold mounted, 
$1.00, unmounted, 50c. In rough, 25c. each. 
M. R. Flynn, Box 424, Danville, Virginia.

______ Poultry______
Bullfrog Culture. Tremendous possibili­

ties and profits. Poultry incomparable. 
Established 1909. Bullfrogs, tadpoles, and 
book describing industry. Particulars. Aqua 
Life Co., Oxford Road, Seymour, Conn.

BUSINESS HELPS
Modern business develops modern methods. The 
calculating machine, the loose leaf ledger, the cash 
register, the dictagraph, etc., add to the efficiency 
and economy of business.
Devices of utility and merit are constantly being 
placed on the market. It is our aim to tell you 
where these devices may be obtained.
You are invited to ask us to help supply your wants.

Department of Advertising—Indexed, 
Hearst's Magazine, 381 Fourth Ave., New York

CARBON PAPER
Send me your bill OACZ f «cc 
with sample at- Lcab
tached showing what you are pay­
ing for carbon paper. I w ill return 
same immediately with our sample, 
equal or better in quality at 20% 
less in cost.

GUARANTEED CARBON PAPER CO.
200 Fifth Avenue, New York

Infallibly Accurate 
the one absolutely dependable machine. 
Used by U. S. Government and world'a 
largest corporations. Fulfills most exacting 
requirements. Only one turn of its crank for 
each figure in the multiplier ort quotient. Out­
wears, outworks all others.
“MILLIONAIRE” A demonstration will con- 
nn mu iron vince you of the efficiency, the 
CALCULATOR economy of the " Millionaire.’’ 

Write today. W. A. Morchhauser, Sole 
Agent for North America. Room 4040, 
Metropolitan Bldg., New York.
FVFRY DAY ^he Motion Picture show In 
LT Lil I UH I your neighborhood offers an op­
portunity to get your Ad. before many pos­
sible customers. We make Advertising Slides 
for every business—* The Butcher, the Baker, 
the Candlestick Maker,” in sets of 52, all dif­
ferent, each a catchy, attractive, personal 
advertisement of your business. Every slide 
beautifully hand-colored, with your name and 
address boldly displayed. 52 cost you $39.00, 
26 cost $26.00, 13 cost $15.00—all delivery 
charges paid. Tell us your business and we 
will send you a sample. Harold Ives Com- 
pany, Metropolitan Life Building, New York.

“The Desk With Brains”
The first — and only — thoroughly practical 
sectional desk.
We originated—and have developed—this idea. 
Exactly suited to your special needs: can be put together 
just as you want it. A convenient, practical, helpful 
desk-a real “Office Man's Work Bench.” Over 8,000 
combinations are possible in the “ B-M Desk with 
Brains.” Write today for a chart of the parts and our 
new book “Filing Systems.”

Browne-Morse Company
1507 McKinney Avenue Muskegon, Mieh.

Dealer Agents in Prominent Cities

Loose Leaf Devices
A LOOSE LEAF

Memo book is economic, that is all you need 
to know’. Sample with Genuine Leather cov­
ers and 50 sheets, 25c. Your name stamped 
in gold on the cover 15c extra.

LOOSELEAF BOOK CO.
81 E. 125th St., Dept 1 New York

Typewriters
Choice of 300 rebuilt typewriters from 

$5.75 up, all makes, visibles, etc. Send for 
greatest bargains ever offered. Cash Buyers 
Typewriter Co., 180 N. Dearborn St., 
Chicago.

Agents’ Prices. One Machine at Whole­
sale price to introduce goods. Bargains in 
every make. Typewriters for $5.00 up. 
Standard Typewriter Exchange, 23 Park 
Row, N. Y.

Office Supplies
We do all kinds of Pencil and Penholder 

printing. Write for prices—or better still—■ 
send 50c. with copy, and we’ll print a nice 
assortment and send them prepaid. Con­
stant re-orders from successful business firms 
—our best advertisement. Burton S. Os- 
borne, Camden, New York.

Gummed Labels 1000 60c. 3000 $1.00. 
Printed two colors. Advertising Specialties. 
36 Page Catalogue 2c. MacTaggart, 709 
No. 19th Street, Philadelphia, Pa.

Notice the Business Help column on this page.



THE nNANCIAL BUREAU1
=^| A NY reader of this magazine is at liberty to ask questions about financial and investment subjects. Uxl. As an evidence of good faith every inquiry must be accompanied by name and address. Your L-

questions and our answers are confidential and must be so treated. All inquiries will be answered in full
1 by letter at the earliest possible date. A few of general interest are printed in the magazine,
X but without disclosing names. Whenever possible enclose prospectuses which promoters or >

brokers have sent you. Write all proper names as clearly as possible. Letters signed with J 
initials only or anonymous inquiries will not be answered. Address the Financial Bureau.
Hearst's Magazine • No.381 Fourth Ave. New York. X

By ALBERT W. ATWOOD

The Tortoise and the Hare

W
HAT a dull, heavy crea­
ture,” says the Hare, 
“is this Tortoise!” 
“And yet,” says the 
Tortoise, “I’ll run you 

for a wager.” “Done,” says the Hare, and 
then they ask the Fox to be the j udge. They 
started together, and the Tortoise kept jog­
ging on, till he came to the end of the 
course. The Hare laid himself down mid­
way and took a nap; “for,” thought he, “I 
can catch up with theTortoise when I please. ” 
But it seems he overslept himself, for when 
he came to wake, though he scudded away 
as fast as possible, the Tortoise had got to 
the post before him and won the wager.

Slow and steady wins the race.
Did it ever occur to you that ALsop, the 

slave, who lived five hundred and seventy 
years before Christ, had solved the problem 
of personal investment for the modern better 
than any amount of learned discussion of 
finance could do? The fable of the Tortoise 
and the Hare answers a large proportion of 
all the questions which come to this Bureau.

A good bond bearing 5 per cent, interest 
is a comparatively easy thing to find and 
requires no special or trained intelligence 
to recognize it, provided the purchase is 
made through a reliable firm. There are 
many hundreds, perhaps thousands, of 
such bonds to choose from and once pur­
chased they require no further care. Now 
if such a bond for say $1000 is retained for 
five years, and all the interest paid upon it 
is placed in the savings bank at compound 
interest, at the end of five years the bond 
will have earned about $275. In other 
words in five years the bond will earn for 
you more than 27 per cent.

The readers of this Bureau are daily 
writing to ask if some mining stock, or 
shares in an oil well, or undeveloped real 
estate, or shares in a company to exploit 

some new invention are good investments. 
Now most of these readers are by no means 
ignorant or wholly unsophisticated. They 
know perfectly w'ell that the stock they 
are about to buy is not paying dividends 
and may not pay dividends for several 
years. But they fondly hope and expect 
that when it does begin to pay, all the lost 
time will be made up. This theory of the 
Hare is responsible for nearly all the in­
vestment tragedies, and they are very many 
indeed, which have come to my notice.

A w’ell known concern is exploiting an 
invention, which its promoters believe will 
eventually drive the telegraph companies 
out of business. Perhaps that is true. I 
do not know. But I do know that for five 
years this concern has been selling stock 
to more than ten thousand investors, and 
that not only are no dividends being paid 
on the stock, but the earnings are as yet 
negligible. But suppose the company is 
in position to pay a dividend in, say, an­
other five years. It will have to start right 
at once with 60 per cent, in order to give the 
stockholders as much as if they had bought 
a 5 per cent, bond five years ago!

The man or woman who buys stock with 
the expectation of a big ultimate profit, 
and in the meantime receives no interest, 
needs to do two things: first let him read 
/Esop’s fable about ten times until he has 
memorized it, and then let him turn to 
almost any almanac and study the com­
pound interest table. He will find that 
even as small a sum as one dollar placed 
in the bank at 4 per cent, interest will in 
ten years have earned forty-eight and a 
half cents. Perhaps there are mining and 
oil well stocks which after waiting ten years 
will pay 48 per cent, dividends, but there 
are more of them which will have disap­
peared from sight altogether after ten years.

The fact is that an investment upon 
(Continued on page 50)



YOUR OPPORTUNITY

STANDARD OIL SHARES
Have you reasoned out the true cause of the remarkable prosperity of this 
country’s oil business ? Its enormous natural development year after year?
Have you realized the profits of the stockholders in Standard Oil subsidiaries 
since the dissolution of the parent organization?
To-day, efficiency plays a vital part in the success of all undertakings. 
The consumption <?/ more OIL is a necessity along efficiency Lines. The 
increasing volume of its use, by Railroads, Steamships, the United States 
Navy, the multitude of Motor Trucks and Automobiles and our many 
industries, is surprisingly large.
There are a number of Companies in the Standard Oil group whose shares 
are within the reach of the small investor, alike with the large purchaser.
For example, NATIONAL TRANSIT CO., par value $25 per share, is 
paying 12% dividends. At its present price the stock yields investors 
about This Company is very strong owing to highly profitable
diversified operations. Let us send you the details.
We are specialists in all Standard Oil stocks and will gladly send you inter­
esting data regarding any Standard Oil shares now yielding from 6% to 12%.

Write Department H.

14 New y™EET POUCH & COMPANY Stock Exchange

SAFETY first-then INCOME
A NON­

FLUCTUATING 
BOND 

INVESTMENT
For SAVINGS or SURPLUS

•J The chief advantage of a Bond in­
vestment is the fact that you ^nou) that 
you will receive a regular fixed income 
that can be counted upon in advance, 
f The great thing about this Company’s 6% 
Gold Mortgage Bonds is the fact that they are 
non-fluctuating — they are not affected by 
“money market” manipulations; because be­
hind them is the most stable security in the 
world — select, improved, income-producing 
New York City real estate.

CJ Principal and interest are secured 
by a General Trust Mortgage.

•J Write today for new illustrated booklet 77.

A

NEW YORK REAL ESTATE 
SECURITY CO.

Assets over $17,000,000
42 BROADWAY NEW YORK

Save $ 100 and Become 
a Bond Holder

By purchasing $100 Bonds, such as offered by 
this house, the small investor has equal oppor­
tunity with the largest to invest in high grade 
securities of recognized merit. These $ 100 
Bonds are secured in like manner as the $500 
and $1000 denominations of the same issue 
and are just as acceptable as collateral for a 
loan in bank, if desired. The income yield is 
also identical.

Descriptive Circular No. 450 mailed on request.
to

An attractive list of $100 Bonds is offered for 
your consideration. The interest return is 5 % 
to 6 % per annum. Correspondence solicited 
and information promptly furnished.

J. S. & W. S. KUHN, Inc,
Pittsburgh, Pa.

Chicago—First National Bank Bldg. 
Philadelphia—Real Estate Trust Bldg. 
New York—37 Wall Street
Boston—Kuhn, Fisher & Co., Inc.

London, Eng.—J. S. & W. S. Kuhn 
(European Agency), Ltd.

Pinners Hall, Austin Friars



PUBLIC UTILITY BOND 
In Denominations of 
$100 $500 $1,000

We recommend this First Refunding Mortgage six per cent. 
Gold Bond for the following reasons:

Earnings 3-J-2 times interest charges. 
Value of property independently appraised at over 180 
per cent of the bonded debt.
Over 1-3 of these bonds will be retired before maturity 
by the sinking fund.
Callable at 105 and interest. 
Regular dividends of 8% have been paid for a number 
of years upon the stock.

Price to yield about 6%. Sold outright or on Small Payment 
Plan. Send for Circular X 320.

REYER&C0MPANY 
h B '‘ThO'Hundred Dollar Bond Houser* 9 

55 Wall St. New York 1

[□111- ■ fa] ...............-J | [5]
Fl Farm Mortgages As An Investment Fl

WRITE to any leading banker or financial editor 
about the merits of well placed first farm mortgages. 

They yield a higher rate of interest than many other 
forms of investment. They are absolutely dependable.

“J This is nowhere more true than in South Dakota, a I—£ 
___  fertile and prosperous section of thanorthwest. Returns ___ _ 
Iq average 5 % and 6 %. I q I

We have over 33,300,000 active loans on our books and *—'
——] a record of never having had an investor lose a dollar, i—— 

Nor have we ever been obliged to foreclose a first farm I 
mortgage. No waiting for interest or principal.

Write for references and list of offerings.
G. W. HART, Pres., Merchants Bank

U BRYANT, SOUTH DAKOTA [J

[5] [I [B] ---- -—zi| [B]

6% GUARANTEED
Ask us how to combine the safety of a first mortgage with the 
convenience of a bond. Mf© guarantee the prompt pay­
ment of Interest nnd principal on an issue of 9% first 
Mortgage Gold Bonds in denominations of $50, $100, $500 
and $1000 secured by first mortgage on New York Real Estate 
worth three times the amount of the loan. Write today for 
interesting particulars to

NicHolls-Ritter-Goodnow 
408-9 flatiron Bldg., New York City

Established 1885 Exceptional references

REGISTER OF

ENDORSED SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES
A reference book which should be in the hands 
of every -mother of growing-up children

It is not feasible for parents to make personal in­
vestigation of the multitudes of colleges and schools. 
As an aid we have published a Register of Endorsed 
Schools and Colleges.

It gives the results of our Educational Director’s 
personal visits and careful investigation. Detailed 
information regarding the location, classification 
and annual charges of hundreds of places may be 
gleaned from it.

Before any college or school may be listed in this 
booklet, complete data about it must be filed with 
us. In addition, it must be endorsed by its patrons 
along the lines of efficiency, scholarship, health­
fulness and equipment.

Be sure to send for this booklet—it is free—it is invalu­
able to anyone seeking a residential boarding school for 
a girl or boy. Address

The Educational Register, Dept. H, 
GOOD HOUSEKEEPING MAGAZINE,

381 Fourth Avenue, New York City
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which no dividends or interest are paid for 
a number of years must return an ab­
normal profit, when it does begin to pay, 
merely in order to average a fair return. 
The tortoise works silently and slowly, but 
he gets there simply because he works 
incessantly.

After all, there is no surer way of doubling 
one’s money than by investing in and hold­
ing on to conservative securities already 
paying interest or dividends at a moderate 
rate. For not only must the non-paying 
stock return enormous sums when it does 
begin to pay after a lapse of years, but also 
in the meantime the owner runs the ever 
present risk that it will never pay anything.

If you are uncertain whether to buy an 
established, seasoned bond which pays 
moderate but regular interest, or to take 
a chance on something that promises a big 
return in the future but gives none what­
ever now, just remember that the relentless 
forces of simple arithmetic are working 
day and night on the side of the slow and 
steady investment and against the one that 
takes a chance on everything or nothing.

THE SAFETY OF STEEL PREFERRED
Question:—Will you please state how safe 

United States Steel, preferred, is, as I have one 
hundred shares. Also what effect will the disso­
lution of the company have on the stock?—Miss 
A. M., Ontario, Canada.

Answer:—You ask a difficult question when you 
inquire as to the effect which a possible dissolution 
of the United States Steel Corporation will have 
upon the preferred stock of that company. No one 
can predict the results of the breaking up of a great 
corporation; but you will notice that the other large 
combinations dissolved under the Sherman Law have 
fared very well. Still, one cannot draw positive 
inferences from these cases. The Steel Corpora­
tion is much more heavily capitalized than were the 
Standard Oil and American Tobacco Companies. 
Consequently, its stocks would not be likely to 
advance so rapidly in case of dissolution.

About the only definite fact to tie to in this case is 
that the earnings of the Steel Company are so vast 
that it is difficult to believe the preferred stock will 
not earn its dividend for years to come. In 1912 
after paying the preferred dividend the company had 
earnings remaining of thirty million dollars. Out 
of this it paid 5 per cent, on its huge issue of common 
stock. Here you see is a tremendous amount of 
slack to be taken up before the preferred stock is 
endangered. Finally, it may be said, that the Steel 
Corporation has such a command over many 
branches of its industry that it hardly seems likely 
that any amount of tariff revision or trust busting 
will endanger the preferred stock, however much it 
may cut into the half billion of common stock. 
Thus, while it seems probable that the preferred 
stock will continue to pay dividends, there is at the

(Continued on page 52)
i mention Hearst's Magazine



A Comprehensive List 
of Bonds

Legal for Savings Banks 
and Trust Funds

as well as

A Selected List of 
Railroad and Industrial Bonds
may be had by sending for our latest 
Circular SH. Many of the bonds 
included in this circular have been 
purchased extensively by banks and 
insurance companies and are equally 
well adapted to the needs of the pri­
vate investor.

A. B. Leach & Co.
Investment Securities

149 Broadway, New York
Chicago Philadelphia Buffalo 
Boston London, Eng. Baltimore^

You do not tie your money up indefi­
nitely when you invest in—

6 PER CENT :: ::
CERTIFICATES

They run for two years and are then payable 
on demand or the investment may be continued 
at the rate of 6% as long as desired.

Interest payable in semi-annual installments, 
January ist and July ist.

First mortgages on improved real estate are 
your security. Back of every dollar invested 
there is two dollars security.

Your money is intrusted to men of unques­
tionable integrity who have for 18 years guided 
the affairs of this company—And never once in 
all that time has there been a delay of a single 
day in the payment of interest or the repayment 
of principal.

Write for booklet telling more about our 
institution.

Calvert Mortgage Company
1076 Calvert Bldg., Baltimore, Md.

L6
July Investments 
to Net 6 Per Cent.

j^UNDS available at this time 
l j should be invested to se- 

cure safety and the highest 
consistent rate of interest.
A-R-E Six’s, the 10-year Gold 
Bonds of the American Real Es­
tate Company, provide this com­
bination. They are based on 
the extensive ownership of New 
York real estate, and have paid 
6% for more than a quarter of a 
century, returning to investors 
more than $1 1,000,000 in prin­
cipal and interest.
New York City real estate has 
increased steadily in value for 
nearly three centuries and creates 
millions of new wealth every 
year. Thepath of rising valueshas 
always extended northward, as the 
City grew and its transportation 
lines were built in that direction.
This Company’s holdings are located 
along rapid transit lines, in the direct 
path of the City's growth, and in the 
extension of its business it offers to in­
vestors its 6% Gold Bonds, in these two 
convenient forms:

6% Coupon Bonds
For those who wish to invest $100, 
$500, $1000 or more for immediate 
income. Offered at par. Interest 
payable semi-annually by coupons.

6% Accumulative Bonds
For those who wish to save and 
invest systematically a part of their 
income. These Bonds are purchas­
able by annual instalments of $25 or 
more, which earn 6% compounded 
annually, and mature $ 1000 or more 
at a given time.

Printed matter and map of New York City, 
fully explaining these Bonds and the business 
on which they are based, will be sent on 
request.

Amrriran (fatatr Company
Founded 1888 Assets $27,202,824.19

Capital and Surplus $2,188,805.50
527 Fifth Ave. Room 508 New York



IN THE SUMMER TIME 
BE PROTECTED AGAINST 

ACCIDENT
BY A

SIO Combination Policy 
of the /ETNA

NO SEASON has a monopoly of ac­
cidents, but summer outings by 

motor, by railroad, by boat—summer 
sports of every kind — furnish new 
hazards against which you need pro­
tection. $10 invested now will give 
you protection this summer, and un­
til summer comes again.
$2,000 for death, loss of limbs or sight 

from Travel, Elevator or Burning 
Building Accident.

$ I ,OOO for death, loss of limbs *or sight 
from Ordinary Accident.

The above amounts increase Ten Per Cent, 
each year for five years, without additional 
cost.
$250 FOR DEATH FROM ANY CAUSE.

No Medical Examination Required, except 
in Massachusetts.

The Accumulations, Double Benefits and 
Life Insurance provided by this Ten Dollar 
Combination make possible the payment of 
$3,250 at a cost of less than 3 Cents a Day, 
In addition to Weekly Indemnity for total or 
partial disability from accident, provided 
you are engaged in a “Preferred” rate 
occupation.

Send in the Coupon at once in order that 
you may have this protection this summer 
before you go on your vacation.

/ETNA LIFE INSURANCE CO. Hearst’s
(Drawer 1341), Hartford, Conn.

I am under 55 years of age and In good health. Tell 
me about /Etna $10 Combination. My name, busi­
ness address and occupation are written below:
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same time no reason why the price of the stock may 
not suffer a considerable decline, as it has often done 
in the past.

PUBLIC SERVICE BONDS
QuestionPlease let me have your opinion 

of the following named bonds as investments for 
a woman with a few thousands to invest: North 
Jersey Street Railway 4’s, 1948: Elizabeth and 
Raritan River Railway 5’s, 1954; Public Service 
Corporation General 5’s, 1959.—(Mrs.) G. A. C., 
N. J.

Answer:—All the bonds you inquire about are 
issued against property of the Public Service Cor­
poration of New Jersey or its subsidiaries. The 4 per 
cent, bonds of the Northern Jersey Street Railway 
Company are a very strong underlying issue of the 
street railway system of the Public Service. They 
are amply secured by earnings and followed by a 
large number of other securities, thus occupying a 
strong position. The general 5’s of the Public Serv­
ice Corporation itself, which, as you probably know, 
is the holding company for all of the concerns in this 
system, are generally regarded as strong bonds, 
although not so close to the property as the first 
named issue. They were sold, however, by the 
leading banking firms of the country and are secured 
by a large number of safeguards.

We cannot give you as much information regard­
ing the Elizabeth & Raritan River 5’s because we do 
not find the earnings of this company listed sepa­
rately. The bond may be very good, but we would 
prefer not to express an opinion upon it until a 
statement of earnings is forthcoming.

FARMING IN MEXICO
Question:—I wish to know whether you are 

able to give me any information regarding a 
plantation company in Mexico, whose literature 
I send you. The head office of the company is in 
Pittsburgh, Pa.—C. D. R., Winnipeg, Canada.

Answer:—We regret that there is no information 
available in regard to the plantation concern which 
you inquire about. It is a very difficult matter to 
secure information in regard to these “farming in 
the tropics” enterprises. As a general principle it 
does not seem wise to invest in land at such a great 
distance. By asking your banker in Winnipeg, 
or if you do not keep a bank account, asking some 
friend who does to make the inquiry for you, you 
could get a line upon the reliability of the men in the 
company.

But even if the promoters are reliable, that fact 
does not necessarily make the investment a good one. 
Farming is a business which cannot be done well 
by proxy, and this is especially true in the tropics 
where labor conditions and the question of markets 
and transportation are so different from those in 
northern countries. The only way in which you 
could be sure that this investment would turnout 
well would be to examine the land yourself and make 
quite sure of all the statements which the company 
makes.

There is no place in the world where land and 
mortgages upon land are more desirable invest­
ments than in Canada. In view of this fact it does 
not seem either conservative or necessary for you to 
go so far afield. We believe that you can do fully 

(Continued on page 54)



FREE
Advice

To those who take 
advantage of this 
direct-sales intro­
ductory offer we 
will give a FREE 
CONSULTING 
MEMBERSHIP 
certificate entit­
ling holder to 
consult with our 
Legal Experts 
and obtain free 
advice and counsel 
upon any and all 
questions of law.
Mail the cou­
pon right now

“What’s wrong 
with that contract?”

LAW NOW MADE EASY FOR YOU TO UNDERSTAND

CAN you as a business man detect the “joker” in a contract? Do you know the legal 
end of organizing and (financing a business—the legal problems of partnerships, cor­
porations, stock and bond issues, etc. ? ■. Are you protected against costly legal 

mistakes in copyrights, patents, trademarks, unfair competitions and all the other vital elements in modern 
advertising and sales promotion ?
Remember this: The law is a department of your business. Simply as a matter of self-protection you should be 
well versed in its fundamental principles and rules. Of course, you can consult a professional lawyer when you 
need help. But do you know the law sufficiently well to know when you need a lawyer’s help? And business fre­
quently must be transacted quickly—when there is no time to g?t a lawyer. What you need is instant access to 
exact and reliable legal information and guidance. AND YOU CAN NOW HAVE IT. Simply mail the coupon. 
You can save yourself thousands of dollars—the cost of legal mistakes and litigation—by having at your elbow

AMERICAN LAW and PROCEDURE
A complete law library in non-technical language (14 volumes, over 
6,000 pages, 15,000 test cases, full standard law size, 3-4 sheep)

A library absolutely without precedent! Written especially for the business man’s needs—for your needs. More 
comprehensive, more thorough, more practical, easier to use than anything ever before published. Simplified, 
classified, easy to understand. Edited by James Parker Hall, A. B., LL. B., Dean of Law School, University of 
Chicago, and by James DeWitt Andrews, LL. D., formerly of Law Faculty, Northwestern University, famous as 
the “Blackstone of America”. Written by twenty-six specialists of the law faculties of our leading universities. 
$40,000 expended in author’s and editorial fees alone! _____ __

SENT FREE
Positively free. We even prepay the express—because we know you will keep 
this remarkable library once you see for yourself what a wonderful help it is to 
you in your business. More than that we are cutting $26.(0 off the regular 
price. For a short time only in order to introduce and advertise the library, 
we are saving you all middleman’s profits. We want you to examine these 
books first hand. We don’t want you to ri^k a penny until you are absolutely < 
convinced they are exactly what you want. ■

Coupon 
GOOD FOR $26.00 
LA SALLE EXTENSION 

UNIVERSITY,
Dept. 171 CHICAGO

Mail the coupon RIGHT NOW
Don’t delay a s:ngle day. Get these books into your bookcase. |Have 
them NOW. Show them to your lawyer; ask his opinion of them. Ask 
your business associates what they think of them. Clip off this direct- 
sale introductory coupon and mail it now—right now. Only a limited 
number of sets will be disposed of under this plan. Don’t wait until 
it’s too late. Tear off the coupon before you turn the page. Mail it.

LA SALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY, CHICAGO j

K Send me free of charge your $75.00 set American 
f Law and Procedure (14 volumes) for 7 days’

Free Examination. If I am satisfied with the 
v books you are to accept this coupon as credit 

for $26.00 and I will send you $4.00 within seven 
days and $3.00 each month until I have paid a total 

of $49.00, If I decide not to keep the library I will 
notify you to send for them—you to pay the expense.

Address.

Name.

skis coupon clips $26.00 off the regular price-



HELP NATURE
And Cuticura Ointment. No 
other emollients so pure, so 
sweet, so speedily effective. 
No others do so much to 
promote and preserve skin 
health and hair health, from 
infancy to age, or do it so 
economically. Unrivaled 
for the toilet, bath and nur­
sery, giving comfort and sat­
isfaction every moment of 
their use.

Cuticura Soap and Ointment are sold every­
where. For sample of each, with 32-p. book, 
free, address “Cuticura,” Dept. 133, Boston.

TENDER-FACED MEN
Should shave with Cuticura Soap Shaving 
Stick, 25c. Makes shaving a pleasure in­
stead of a torture. Liberal sample free.
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as well and probably better near at hand where you 
can see the land and be sure it is as represented.

A FEW STANDARD OIL STOCKS

Question:—What do you think of the following 
Standard Oil subsidiaries as a “buy”: Southern 
Pipe Line, Indiana Pipe Line, and Ohio Oil? 
All are selling considerably higher than par. 
However, do you believe they are too high at 
present prices, both for investment and specu­
lation? F. L. H., Ohio.

Answer:—Most of the stocks of the old Standard 
Oil Company have proved very profitable to their 
owners and many of them possess enormous value. 
Extra dividends of several hundred per cent are. 
of almost daily occurrence. Nevertheless there is 
so little information available in regard to these 
stocks that only persons of considerable business 
experience should deal in them.

Such information as we give you is obtained from 
a reliable source, but owing to the general attitude 
of these companies in withholding information we 
cannot guarantee any statements. The difficulty 
with the two pipe lines is that the Interstate Com­
merce Commission is quite likely to reduce their 
rates if it wins a test case now pending. Moreover 
neither of these companies has issued a report 
for many years. Thus while their stocks may 
possess great value, yet the purchase of them except 
by “insiders,” is an extremely hazardous form of 
amusement.

The Ohio Oil Company is in a different class. Its 
recent financial statement shows an enormous sur­
plus, and there has been considerable buying of the 
stock. Of course we do not know whether the price 
will continue to go up, and all we can say is that 
from its statement the company appears to be 
enormously rich.

WESTERN PACIFIC BONDS AND OTHERS

Question:—Do you consider Western Pacific 
5 per cent, bonds, now selling around 80, safe and 
conservative investments? Any suggestions of a 
bond that will yield from 5 per cent, to 6 per cent, 
will be appreciated.—H. G. J., California.

Answer:—We certainly do not consider the 5 
per cent, bonds of the Western Pacific Railway a 
safe and conservative investment. These are dis­
tinctly speculative bonds.

We think many bonds, well secured, yielding 
5 per cent, or somewhat more, are to be had in your 
own state. Among these opportunities are such con­
cerns as the Pacific Gas & Electric Co., Pacific Light 
& Power, and the Pacific Telephone & Telegraph Co. 
The bonds and notes of the Portland Railway, 
Light & Power Co. are also very high grade invest­
ments.

You ask for a list of safe bonds which yield 6 
per cent. Such bonds are difficult to find. A bond 
which has many strong features are the 4^2 per cent, 
debentures of the E. I. du Pont de Nemours Powder 
Co., the “Powder Trust,” and these may be obtained 
to return about 5% per cent. One of the strongest 
of the bituminous coal companies, the Consolida­
tion Coal Co., recently put out through banking 
houses of the highest standing an issue of bonds 
which return 6 per cent.



DON’T BE A SLAVE TO DIRT
Use The “Wtearh”

Cleaning by vacuum (suction) has come 
to stay. It is now recognized as a positive 
necessity by the housewife having any 
regard at all for cleanliness, sanitation, or 
time and labor saving in her work.

The “Wfearb”
Vacuum Sweeper

does what others ought to do. It not only 
absorbs every particle of dust and loose dirt that 
is in your rugs and carpets, but—by means of a 

rotary brush—(which is used only 
when needed) picks up pins, 
threads, crumbs, etc. that should 
be taken up, but are not, by 
cleaners depending on vacuum 
only.

A Perfect Cleaner at a Very Low Price
Don’t envy the woman who owns a high-priced electric cleaner. Be wiser, / 

more economical, buy the “ Wizard’’ which truly cleans by just running it over H
your rugs and carpets. The price? Write for full particulars today. We / 7-13
guarantee to save you money. /

/ Western
Free Demonstration in Your Home / Merchandise

/ & Supply Co.
We have such confidence in the “Wizard”, and the work it / 326 w. Madison st. 

does, we consider it so goo d, so truly practical, that we will send / Chicago, in.

you one for free trial in your home. NO MONEY IN / Please send free trial 
ADVANCE. Write us today for our special offer. / offer of your “Wizard

/ Cleaner.’ ’

WESTERN MERCHANDISE Z^a^

& SUPPLY CO. Address.........................................................

CHICAGO, ILL. / .......................................



New Mexico Illinois

New Mexico Military Institute
A wonderful training school for boys. Prepares for best 

colleges. Business course. 270 days of work in open air. 
Sun shines every day. Healthiest location in the world. 
Modern buildings. Distinguished by War Dept. School 
owned and supported by New Mexico. Moderate cost. 
For catalogue, address

Roswell, New Mexico, Box L.

Minnesota
Onlr TTjall Mrs. Backus’ School for Girls. Offers 
van Academic and College Preparatory Courses.
Thorough, individual instruction. Certificate to Smith, 
Carleton, Wellesley, Vassar and U. of Minn. Music, Art, 
Elocution, Domestic Science, Physical Culture. S450-S500. 
For catalog, address Mrs. C. H. Backus, Principal.

St. Paul, Minnesota. Box 60.

Pillsbury Academy
Owatonna, Minnesota.

Location unsurpassed for healthfulness and natural beauty. Both 
sexes. 36th year. Eight buildings, including dormitories and new 
gymnasium with swimming pool. Thirteen acres of campus. Large 
endowment. Maximum college preparation. Separate building for 
music department. Piano, voice, violin, elocution, art, domestic 
science. Careful supervision and individual instruction. Military 
drill. Physical culture. All athletics. Terms reasonable. Some 
opportunity for self-support. New illustrated catalog.

MILO B. PRICE* Pii. D., Principal.

Qfanloxr TTall For Girls. 24th year. Broad culture, o ictuxcy xiaii Thorough preparation for college. Cer­
tificate admits to all colleges and universities. 27 specialists. 
Degree courses in Domestic Science, Music and Art. Affili­
ated with Northwestern Conservatory, 40 instructors.

Olive A. Evers, Principal. 
Minneapolis, Minnesota, 2128 Pleasant Avenue.

Shattuck School
1867 Military 1913. 27 per cent enrolled are related to

Alumni. Write for Catalogue and Athletic Book. Boys 8 to 
12 in separate School. Rev. James Dobbin, D. D., Rector. 

Rev. Edward T. Mathison, Associate Rector.
Faribault, Minnesota.

[Northwestern Conservatory
\ of Music

28th year opens Sept. 2d, 1913. All 
branches of Music taught by the best 
of instructors. Normal Courses for 
teachers in Public School Music, 
Public School Art, Physical Training, 
Domestic Science and Art and Piano. 
All Theoretical branches taught. 
M any free courses. Send for catalogue. 
O. A. EVERS, Pres., 2118 Nicollet Ave.

Art and

Expression
Minneapolis, 

Minn.

Frances Shimer School
University of Chicago. A Home School for Girls and Young 
Women. College Department. Two years’ course with diploma. 
Advanced standing at colleges and universities. College Pre­
paratory and General Courses. Music, Art, Domestic Science 
with diploma, Expression Courses. Rate $400. Certificate 
privileges. Golf, tennis. Gymnasium. Beautiful grounds of 35 
acres. 61st year opens September 10th. Eight beautiful, 
modern brick buildings. 127 miles from Chicago. Pupils from 
18 States. Chicago Office, Fine Arts Bldg., 410 S. Michigan 
Ave., August. Rev. William P. McKee, Dean.

Mt. Carroll, Illinois, Box 518.

flir+nn Qrhnnl For Girls. Ideally located Chicago VrirtOIl OLHOU1 suburban school. College prepara­
tory, general and finishing courses. Music, Art, Elocution, 
Domestic Science, Physical Training. New gymnasium with 
swimming pool. Certificate privileges. Special preparation 
for Bryn Mawr. Catalogue on request. Francis King Cooke, 

Winnetka, Illinois, Box 50. Principal.

Morgan Park Academy P“owlfSrot“XMUi^ 
fitting boys, through personal attention, for College, Techni­
cal School, Business. Home influences, with military features. 
Chosen men teachers five with the boys. Healthfully located, 14 
miles from Chicago. Free catalog. A Real School for Real Boys!

Morgan Park, Illinois, Box 201.

Northwestern Military and Naval Academy
A select school with a high standard of Academic work, sup­

plemented by the physical, moral and social benefits of a Mil­
itary and Naval life. Limited enrollment; references required. 
Catalogue. Address Col. R. P. Davidson, Superintendent.

Lake Geneva, Wisconsin, and Highland Park, Illinois.

“I am for Todd, now, tomorrow and 
forever.”

So writes Mrs. Eugene Field, mother of one Todd 
boy. Hundreds of mothers say the same thing, 
because we educate the whole boy and make a man 
of him. 66 years of successful training of boys 
7 to 16. Give your boy a good start in life by

making him a “Todd Boy.” 1 hour from Chicago. Northern 
Summer Camp. NOBLE HILL, Principal.

TODD SEMINARY
For Boys Woodstock, HI.

The Technical Normal School ?erache™A£ainint 
school in special branches only. One and two-year courses in 
Public School Music, Drawing, Domestic Science, Domestic 
Art, Physical Education. Trained faculty in these special 
branches. Modern equipment. Dormitories. Moderate 
charges. Graduates assisted to positions as teachers and 
supervisors. Fall term opens Sept. 1. Address

Principal.
Chicago, Illinois, 3207 Michigan Blvd.

MONTICELLO SEMINARY
76th year opens Sept. 
18th. A home school 
for young women and 
girls. Preparatory and 
Junior College Courses. 
Domestic Science, 
Music, Art. Certificate 
privileges. Well- 

equipped laboratories. Gymnasium. Tennis courts, archery range, 
basketball and hockey fields. Rates moderate. Music and Art 
extra. Send for catalog.
Miss Martina C. Erickson, Principal, Godfrey, III.



Indiana

.-VALPARAISO UNIVERSITYn
(ACCREDITED) 

VALPARAISO, INDIANA 

One of the Largest Institutions of Learning in the United States 
THOROUGH INSTRUCTION AT THE LOWEST EXPENSE

The Institution was founded with the idea of giving to every person, whether rich or poor, a chance to obtain a thorough, 
practical education at an expense within his reach. That it is performing this mission is indicated by the numbers who 
avail themselves of the advantages offered.

VALPARAISO
UNIVERSITY 

was founded in 
1873 with 3 
departments, 4 
instructors and 
an annual en­
rollment of 210 
different 
students. Now 
there are 26 de­
partments, 195 
instructors and 
an annual en­
rollment of 
more than 5,000 
different 
students.

The reasonfor 
this growth is in 
the fact that 
this Institution 
constantly in­
creases its facili­
ties, strengthens 
its courses of 
study and offers 
additional ad­
vantages with­
out making the 
expense to the student 
any greater. The Uni­
versity is well equip­
ped with buildings, 
library, laboratories 
and apparatus for giv­
ing instruction in the 
following

GROUP OF VALPARAISO UNIVERSITY BUILDINGS
INCLUDING THE DEPARTMENTS OF DENTISTRY AND MEDICINE LOCATED IN CHICAGO

DEPARTMENTS :—Preparatory, Teachers’, Kindergarten, Primary, 
Education, Manual Training, Scientific, Biology, Civil Engineering, 
Classic, Higher English, German, French, Spanish, Italian, Elocution 
and Oratory, Music, Fine Art, Law, Pharmacy, Medical, Dental, 
Commercial, Penmanship, Phonography and Typewriting, Review.

DEPARTMENT OF ENGINEERING
The Revised Course in Civil Engineering is proving a most valuable 

acquisition. No extra charge.

THE NEW MUSIC HALL
enables the University now to accommodate all who wish 
work in music.

DEPARTMENT OF LAW
This department has lately been enlarged and offers a most 

satisfactory course.

DEPARTMENT OF DENTISTRY
On account of the clinical advantages this department is 

located in Chicago, just one block from the Department of 
Medicine.

The Department of Dentistry has been established for 
nearly a third of a century under the well-known name of

Chicago College of Dental Surgery
Dr. Truman W. Brophy, M. D., D. D. S., LL. D., has been 
Dean of the College from, the beginning and continues to act 
in the same capacity. His name is favorably known in dental 
circles m every' city the world over.

Students enter the Department of Dentistry and the 
Department of Law at the beginning of the scholastic 
year only. All other Departments at any time.

DEPARTMENT OF MEDICINE
Valparaiso University owns its college and hospital build­

ings in both Valparaiso and Chicago. The Chicago buildings 
are just across the street from the Cook County Hospital, in 
one of the greatest Medical Centers in the world. The De­
gree of Doctor of Medicine is conferred on all who complete 
the course.

Two years of the work may be done in Valparaiso, thus 
greatly reducing the expenses, or the entire four yejirs may 
be done in Chicago.

While the expense in all the Departments is exceedingly 
low, yet it is but just to say that the salaries of the instruct­
ors equal or exceed those of the best state and private 
universities. The low rates have not been made at the ex­
pense of a high grade of instruction, but by applying busi­
ness principles to

“The Cost of Living” 
so that the most satisfactory accommodations for 
board and room may be had at from $1.70 to $3.00 
per week. Tuition $20 per quarter of twelve 
weeks or $65 if paid in advance for 48 
weeks. If the entire tuition is paid in advance 

Name.

Address

Valparaiso 
University

Valparaiso, Ind.
Please send me your 

illustrated Catalog Free 
as advertised in Hearst’s.

for the year it includes all the departments, 
excepting Medical, Dental and private les­
sons in Music. The total expense of
board, tuition, and furnished room for 
the regular school year (thirty-six 
weeks) need not exceed $116.00; or 
for forty-eight weeks, $146.60.

Fill out and mail attached 
coupon for FREE Catalog 
giving full particulars, 
or write today.

Free 
Catalog 
Coupon

Address Henry B. Brown, Pres., or Oliver P. Kinsey,Vice-Pres.
VALPARAISO, INDIANA

££tEr'!DAR:— forty-lint Year will open Sept. 16, 1913; Second Term, Dec. 9, 
1913; Third Term, March 3, 1914; Fourth Term, May 26, 1914.



Missouri Indiana

OLDEST AND LARGEST 
MILITARY SCHOOL 
IN MIDDLE WEST. 

Government Supervision. In “Class A” 

WENTWORTH 
MILITARY ACADEMY 
hits the mark in a Boy’s Education. Reaches and 
develops, mentally, morally and physically, where 
ordinary day schools do not interest. Prepares 
for Colleges, Universities, Government Acad­
emies, or Business. Men teachers from Universi­
ties. Individual instruction. All Athletics, sys­
tem reaching every student. Separate department 
for boys li to 14. Situated in historic Lexington, 
on Santa Fe trail, 43 miles from Kansas City. Easy 
of access from all points. For catalog and further 
information, address THE SECRETARY, 
1832 Washington Ave., LEXINGTON, MO.

CnttAv Cnll actp For Women. Junior College accredited by 
vuucy Missouri University. Character-building
emphasized. Domestic Science with diploma. Music (B M. 
degree). Art, Expression and Business Courses. Ideal Chris­
tian home. Outdoor sports. Reasonable rates. For catalogue 
address Mrs. V. A. C. Stockard, President and Founder.

Nevada, Missouri.

Forest Park University “rlto?yr' Ccertfflcate Pad- 
mits to Wellesley, Smith, Mt. Holyoke, Vassar and Co-Ed. 
univ. College of Music, E. R. Kroeger, Dir.; Stockhoff, 
Williams, Piano; Nordstrom-Carter, Voice; Public School 
Music. Violin, Expression, Art, Domestic Science. Year, $300.

St. Louis, Missouri. Anna Sneed Cairns, President.

Hardin College and Conservatory womInOUThI 
best endowed girls’ school in the Central West. Preparatory 
and Junior College. Art, Music, Elocution, Domestic Science, 
Business. Germ an-Am erican Conservatory—German stand­
ards. Catalogue. John W. Million, A.M., President.

Mexico, Missouri, 10 College Place.

Howard-Payne College §Xesio? yotngYo^” 
One of four colleges fully affiliated with the University of Mis­
souri. Three buildings: splendid gymnasium; outdoor sports. 
New $40,000 building. Fine Arts—Music, Art and Oratory. 
Board and tuition for the year, $300. For catalog address

Fayette, Missouri. H. E. Stout, President.

Tindonurnnd Junior College for Women. Estab. 1831. 
LHlUCliwuuu Fully accredited by the University of Mis­
souri. Two years’ university work. Music and Art. Regular 
Domestic Science course with diploma. Preparatory De­
partment. Only 50 minutes from St. Louis. Terms $350 per 
year. George Frederic Ayres, Ph. D., President.

St. Charles, Missouri, Box 296.

Missouri Military Academy
Rated Class A. United States War Department. Ac­

credited to Universities. An ideal home school. All athletics. 
Offers unusual educational advantages. Teacher for every 
ten boys. Col. W. E. Kohr, Principal.

Mexico, Missouri.

Christian College and Conservatory of Music
For Young Women. 63rd year. Historic old college. 

Located in a “city whose business is education.” Schools of 
Music, Art, Elocution and Domestic Science. 20 college- 
trained instructors, 5 large buildings, 20-acre campus for 
outdoor sports. Home care. For year book address

Mrs. L. W. St. Clair-Moss, President.
Columbia, Missouri, 730 College Place.

Rose Polytechnic Institute
chanical, Electrical, Civil and Chemical Engineering and 
■Arcmtecture. Extensive shops, well-equipped laboratories in 
all departments, expenses low. 30th year. For catalogue 
and professional register of alumni, address

Terre Haute, Indiana. C. L. Mees, President.

Indiana Dental College 9fler.s a,splendid oPPor- w tunity for young men
and women to prepare themselves for the practice of dentistry. 
Tuition and living expenses extremely moderate. Full 3 
years course, covering every branch. Competent faculty. 
Excellent clinical facilities. Send for catalog.

Indianapolis, Indiana, 131 E. Ohio Street.

Kentucky
ScienCP TTill Srhnn! An English and Classical School OLieilLU £1111 OCHOOl for Girls College Preparatory 
course with certificate privileges at Wellesley, Vassar, Smith, 
and other colleges. 88 years of successful work. College trained 
teachers. Superior advantages in Music, Domestic Science, 
Domestic Art. Rate $350. Mrs. W. T. Poynter, Principal.

Shelbyville, Kentucky.

Hamilton College
For Young Women

Lexington, Ky. 45th Year
A Blue-Grass home school with University 
Advantages. Faculty of 28, beautiful six-acre 
campus, 5 well-equipped buildings. Standard 
Junior College Course. Music, Art, 
Expression. Yearly expense, $300.
For catalogue, address

The President, Box 6

Michigan

Wyman’s School of the Woods
In your search for a Practical Course in Forestry, write 
Munising, Michigan.

Unusual Opportunity for Young Men and Women 
■ to Equip Themselves to Teach ■■

PUBLIC SCHOOLS SPECIAL SUBJECTS
New term opens Aug. 29, 1913. One-year course in Music, 
Drawing, Domestic Art, Domestic Science, Physical 
Training, Manual Training. We make a specialty of 
training students to teach special branches. For 23 
years we have been placing graduates in paying positions. 
For information, address The Secretary
THOMAS NORMAL TRAINING SCHOOL, 3022 W.Gd. Boulevard, Detroit, Mich.

Detroit College of Law
Established 1891. Prepares for the Bar in all States. Two 

distinct Schools—Day and Evening. Three years’ course 
leads to the Degree of LL. B. Students may witness 20 
courts in daily session. Law Library 19,000 Vols. Catalog 
mailed free. Self-supporting students should write for pam­
phlet describing our efficient Bureau of Self-Help. Address 

Malcolm McGregor, Sec’y.
Detroit, Michigan, 105 Home Bank Bldg.

Kemper 
Military 
School
Boonville, Mo.
Rated Class “A” 
by War Dept.

A teacher to every ten 
boys. Modern buildings 
and extensive grounds. 
All athletics. Fine Gym­
nasium, Army officer de­
tailed. Manual Train­
ing. Business Courses. 
70th year.

For catalogue address 
Col.T.A. Johnston

Supt.
728 Third St.

NormalSchool of Physical Education
Box 405, Battle Creek, Michigan

Two Year Course and Summer Course. 
Physical Education and Playground Work. 
Unusual opportunity for self support while 
studying. Two $100 scholarships for high 
school graduates. Summer School June 30 to 
August 27. Summer faculty of specialists. 
Address for booklet.

WM. W. HASTINGS, Dean



Wisconsin

(Episcopal)

p very >■ I " lWT®,F»
*-* wide-awake. ■ ML .1^11 ■ -m|M| “* >K
red-blooded Amer- . ImBSt
ican boy will find IT|
something that will appeal Kfflfl^O'NI(WA-t fl
to him in the life at this well- 
known school. Thorough scholas- gf -.
tic work goes hand in hand with the 
stirring activities of military life and all 
manner of athletic sports. Military drill. 
marches, "hikes,” signalling, wireless, first aid, 
scouting, football, baseball, rowing, canoeing, track. >j£Kg£
basketball, hockey, skiing, gymnastics, bowling, trap 
shooting, rifle-practice, swimming, boxing, etc., all under 
expert instructors and coaches and amid ideal surroundings.
St. John’s is rated a “Distinguished Institution” by the Gov- 
ernment, and has long been known as The American Rugby* 
For handsome catalogue and full particulars address

ST. JOHN’S MILITARY ACADEMY, Box 6 B, Delafield, Waukesha County, W;

The American Rugby
Situated on high, 
well-drained land

Ohio
HiiQinPQQ Qrhinnl Dq you wish our assistance in the 
£> UbUicbJ) OvllUUl choice of a school? If you do not find 
one suited to your requirements advertised in the magazine 
write to us. Give location, approximate amount you are 
willing to spend, age of prospective pupil and any information 
you see fit. No charge—now or later. H. D., Box 45

New York (Station F). CosmopolitanEducationalClub.

OHIO MILITARY INSTITUTE
Location—A picturesque suburb of Cincinnati, 

the great art and music center.
Organization—A cad e m ic, military a n’d 

physical training departments. Lower 
school for boys of 8 to 14 years.

Advantages—Only recommended boys taken. 
Certificates admit to colleges.

Write for catalog to
A. M. HENSHAW, Superintendent, Box 62, College Hill, Ohio

West Virginia 

rGreenbrier- 
Presbyferial Military School

An up-to-date military boarding school for 100 boys. Large 
corps of instructors—all college graduates. Bracing moun­
tain climate. 2300 feet altitude. Brick buildings. Athletic 
field. Terms $250. For illustrated catalogue address
Col. H. B. MOORE, A. M., Principal, Box 11, Lewisburg, W. Va.

Rna rrl in rr Qrli nnl Do you wish our assistance in the choice DUdi Uliig ociiuui of a school? If you do not find one suited 
to your requirements advertised in the magazine write to us. 
Give location, approximate amount you are willing to spend, 
age of prospective pupil and any information you see fit. We 
do the rest. No charge—now or later. Cosmopolitan Edu- 
New York (StationF.) H.E., Box45, cational Club.

Field 
Battery

Miami
Military Institute

A Leader In Fitting Boy* for College or Business
Classed “A” by U. S. War Dept. U. S. Army Officer Comman­
dant. Camp and Target Range at CAMP PERRY on Lake Erie. 
All athletics. Classical and Scientific Courses leading to de- 
grees; graduates permitted to take examinations at school for 

astern universities. Business and Preparatory Courses. Our 
catalogue will interest every boy as well as parent. Address 
Col. Orvon Graff Brown, M. A., Pres., Box 82, Germantown, Ohio

Lewisburg Seminary
F—— Beautifully located In the Alleghany Moun-* vJiriS tains, 2300 ft. above the sea, near Greenbrier
White Sulphur Springs. Fine brick and stone buildings; 
modern equipment; large campus;strong faculty. Courses 
in Liberal Arts, Music, Art, Elocution, Business. A 
foundation school not conducted for profit.
Terms $255.00. For illustrated catalogue 
address
R. C. SOMMERVILLE, A.M., Pres. 
Box 56, Lewisburg, W. Va.



T ennessee

Undoubtedly the Best Equipped Private School for 
Boys in the South.

A DECADE OF UNPARALLELED SUCCESS.
An -institution that has individuality in Architecture, Curriculum, Equipment and Discipline. 
Affiliates with leading Universities, North and South. Also prepares for business life. 
Capacity one hundred and eighty. Twenty States represented. Daily personal attention guaran­
teed to each boy. Eight magnificent buildings of brick and stone. Rates $380.00. Your boy deserves 
the best. Our superbly illustrated catalog will compel your interest. Address

THE HEAD MASTERS, Box C, Lebanon, Tenn.

Tennessee Military 
Institute

IPHONE of the most successful military schools in the^llll 
■ country. Colonel, U. S. Army, in charge. En- IM 
■ rollments from nearly every State. Offers thorough ■ 
■ preparatory courses to colleges, government academies ■ 
J or business. Individual instruction. First-class .
B faculty. Delightfully situated in the sunny South, in L ■ 
■ the most healthful climate in the United States. K ■ 
■ Magnificent modern buildings, especially designed ■ 
■ for a military school. Complete, unexcelled equip- W ■ 

ment. Steam heat, electric light, spark- =
ling spring water in every room. H

Campus of 45 acres. Large athletic I ■ 
field. Gymnasium, bowling alley. ’ ■ 
All branches of athletics.
Mountain encampments, practice 
marches, cavalry trips.
Terms $350, tuition and board. ■ 
For illustrated catalogue address ■

COL. O. C. HULVEY
President 1*™"

Sweetwater College
For girls. Four-year Preparatory course and two years 

College work. Special advantages in Music, Expression and 
Modern Languages. Four-year course in Domestic Science. 
Boarding department limited to fifty. For catalogue address 

Sweetwater, Tenn. Mrs. E. M. Rowland, Prin.

Palmnrd Uniting and Continuing Belmont Col- 
Waru-Deimuill lege for Young Women (24th Year), 
and Ward Seminary for Young Ladies (49th Year). Opens 
Sept. 25th. Academic, College Preparatory, Music, Art, Ex­
pression, Domestic Science, Physical Education. Apply to­
day. Registration limited. Jennie Taylor Masson, 

Nashville, Tennessee, Box G. Registrar

North Carolina

College and Academy of St. Genevieve’s
For Young Ladies. Located in the “ land of the sky,” 

3,000 ft. above sea level—unsurpassed climatic conditions, 
with mild winters. Ideal home life. Instructors hold degrees 
from European and American universities. The languages 
are taught by French and German professors. St. Gen­
evieve’s has also a preparatory department for young chil­
dren. For particulars and catalogues apply to

The Mother Superior.
Asheville, North Carolina.

Elizabeth College and Conservatory of Music 
A High-Grade College for Women. $300,000 college plant. 
17 experienced teachers from the best Universities and Con­
servatories. Suburban location. Piedmont District-College 
has reputation for good health and thorough work. Depart­
ments—Literary, Music, Art, Expression—Cost, $385. Cata­
logue on application. n

Charles B. King, President.
Charlotte, North Carolina.



C irginia

Staunton Military Academy
An Ideal Home School for Manly Boys

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

Government Academies or Business.
1,600 feet above sea-level; pure, dry, bracing mountain air of the famous proverbially health' 
ful and beautiful Valley of the Shenandoah. Pure mineral spring waters. High moral tone* 
Parental discipline. Military training developes obedience, health, manly carriage. Fine* 
shady lawns, expensively equipped gymnasium, swimming pool, athletic park. All manly 
sports encouraged. Daily drills and exercises in open air. Boys from homes of culture 
and refinement only desired. Personal, individual instruction by our tutorial system. 
Standards and traditions high. Academy fifty-three years old. New $150,000 barracks, 
full equipment, absolutely fireproof. Charges $360* Handsome catalogue free. Address

CAPTAIN WM. G. KABLE, Ph. D., Principal, Staunton, Va.

<RANDOLPH-MACON ACADEMY^
For Boys, Bedford City, Va.

Offers prompt and thorough preparation for college, scientific 
school or business life. The liberal endowment of the 
Randolph-Macon System, of which this school is a branch, 
permits of unusually low terms. 8250 covers all charges for 
the school year. Randolph-Macon boys succeed—403 gradu­
ates of this school have received full college degrees or 
entered professions in the past 17 years. For catalogue and 
further information, address

E. SUMTER SMITH, Principal.

51st year “After Highest Virginia Standards.” $250-$350

Southern Female College
“We have trained girls for half a century.” W

The Only Historic Non-Sectarian School for Girls in Virginia. 
Registered Junior College.Prep.or College or Finishing Courses. 
Social Training and development of manners in home life 
Music, Art, Expression, Domestic Science. Tennis, Basketball. 
Five buildings. Gym. Students from 20 States. Ideal climate. 
Arthur Kyle Davis, A. M., 224 College Place, Petersburg, Virginia

Augusta Military Academy
(Roller’s School.) In the famous Valley of Virginia. High­

est endorsement by V. M. I. and State Universities. A school 
with country location. Steam heat. Electric lights. Gym­
nasium containing running track, bowling alley, swimming 
pool. 125 acres with large campus. Able faculty of college 
men. Best equipped academic buildi ng in the state. Num­
bers limited. 22 states represented last session. 36 years 
of successful work. Charges $340. Catalogue on applica­
tion. Thos. J. Roller, Chas. S. Roller, Jr., Principals.

Fort Defiance, Virginia.

ISTORIC

COLLEGE OF WILLIAM &MARY.

SINCE the days of its illustrious students, Jefferson, Marshall, Monroe, 
Winfield Scott and John Tyler, it has continued its high standard of 
education. It is abreast with modern educational methods. 

Degrees of A. B., B. S., and M. A. Special teachers courses. Big 
athletic field. All sports. Healthy location. Social and home life unsur­
passed. Situated on C. & O. Railway. Half-way between Fort Monroe 
and Richmond. 8 miles from Jamestown. 12 miles from Yorktown. 
Total cost per session of nine months (board and fees) only $228.00. 
Session begins September 18th. Write for our annual catalogue.
H. L. BRIDGES, Registrar. Box H, Williamburg, Va.

Virginia College
For Women. ROANOKE, VA.
One of the leading Schools in the South. 
Extensive campus. Located in the

Modern buildings. 
Valley of Virginia, 

famed for health 
and beauty of 
scenery. Elect­
ive, Prepara­
tory and Col­
lege Courses. 
Music, Art, 
Expression, 
Domestic Sci­
ence. Supervised 
athletics. Stu­
dents from 32 
States. For cata­
logue, address

MATTIE P. HARRIS, President, Roanoke, Va. 
Mrs. Gertrude Harris Boatwright, Vice-Pres.

QF Annp’c For Girls (Episcopal). Three hoursOl. /Mine b OCIlOUi south of Washington. Thorough col­
lege preparation and special courses. Excellent Music, Art, 
and Modern Language departments. Large campus, modern 
buildings. Terms $300. Illustrated catalogue.

Miss Mary Hyde DuVal, Principal. 
Charlottesville, Virginia.

Thoroughly' 
First Class
School

i homelike school, with able instructors and high standard of scholarship and 
morality. Personal attention, one teacher to every 14 cadets. Diploma 
admits to universities. Resultful military training. 34 successful

Fishburne Military School
WAYNESBORO, VIRGINIA

Beautiful and healthful location near the Blue Ridge Mountains; altitude 1300 feet.
Splendid campus; modern equipment. Rates moderate. Send for catalogue. Address

MAJ. MORGAN H. HUDGINS, Principal, Box 209



C irginia District of Columbia

Mary Baldwin Seminary Logrin?usStLancth, 19™ 
Located in Shenandoah Valley of Virginia. Unsurpassed cli­
mate, beautiful grounds and modern appointments. Stu­
dents from 34 States. Terms Moderate. Pupils enter any 
time. Send for catalogue. Miss E. C. Weimar, Principal.

Staunton, Virginia.

Chatham ‘Rnvc? ^rhnnl (In the hills of Old Virginia.) Uldlliam noys Z3CHOO1 The Chatham Training 
School prepares boys for all colleges. A chartered school not 
run for profit, it gives better advantages at lowest cost. Board 
and tuition $196.50 fo * school year. New buildings, modern 
conveniences. For catalog write T Ryland Samford, Pres.

Chatham, Virginia, Lock Drawer 157.

Pactnrn Cnllorrd Co-educational. 30 miles from Wash., Bdbieni VUliege D c but500 ft. higher. A 20th Century 
College. New buildings. Degree courses in Arts, Science, Lit­
erature, Pedagogy, Music, Expression, Commerce and Domes­
tic Science. Academy for boys and girls. Health record un­
surpassed. $250 to $300 a year. Dr. Hervin U. Roop, Pres.

Manassas, Virginia. (The Battlefield City.) Box K.

■Rminnmr Tnqfitilfp For Young Ladies. The 54th ses- rauquier institute sion begins sept. 25th. 1913. situ­
ated in Piedmont region of Virginia, 55 miles from Washing­
ton. A limited and thorough home school. Rates, $230 
upwards. Catalogue on request.

Miss Nellie V. Butler, Principal. 
Warrenton, Virginia. Box 25.

Forest Glen, Md.Address Box 174,on request.

Junior College. All High School 
courses and 2 years of College work.

/ Wide range of Vocational, Academic and 
/ Cultural studies. Attention to special talents X 
r and individual tastes. Music, Art, Homemaking. 
Open-air life near National Capital. Illustrated book

National Park
Seminary—foj'Girls

Irwin Hall Plan to make your daughter a worth while 
ax win aao.1i woman. Consult an English-French school 
for girls, in finest section of Washington, its aim is the high­
est moral, mental and physical development of students. 
Primary, Academic, Elective and Post Graduate courses. Arts 
and Sciences. Mrs. Sarah Irwin Mattingly,

Washington, District of Columbia, 2009 Columbia Road.
Martha Washington College £
the mountains of Southwestern Virginia, 2200 ft. altitude. 
Four years’ college work, also Music, Art, Expression, Do­
mestic Science. Modern buildings, 10-acre campus. Terms, 
$250 to $300. Catalogue on request. S. D. Long, D. D.,

Abingdon, Virginia, Box 231. President.

TVTndicnn TTn11 School for Girls and Young Women. IVldUlbUIl Xld.ll College and Elective Courses. Music, 
Art, Expression, Modern Languages, Domestic Science, 
Riding, Swimming. Educational advantages of Washington. 
Illustrated year-book. Address

Prof, and Mrs. Geo. F. Winston, Principals.
Washington, District of Columbia, 3100 R Street, N. W.

The Massanutten Academy ^?&ItnrcafetS 
of the Old Dominion. Healthful location, beautif ul Shenandoah 
Valley. Prepares for college, technical schools and business; 
splendid musical course; athletics. Easily accessible. Limited 
to 75 boys. $250. Address Ho ward J. Benchoff, A.M.,

Woodstock, Virginia. Headmaster.

pm | _ — AmE -m I men are always in demand. The Bliss lOcli Electrical School, with its well 
equipped shops and laboratories, is 

peculiarly qualified to give a condensed course in Electrical

Old Dominion Academy
for University and Business. Rural, near Winchester. Close 
train service with Northern cities. Ideal climate, scenery, 
home life, moral and sanitary environment. 1700 feet eleva­
tion. Rate $200. Catalog.

Reliance, Virginia. R. L. Steele, B.S., M.S., Dean.

PftflnnlrA Tnatitutp Eor young women. New building, IxUaliUAc institute modern lighting and sanitation 
with capacity for 100 boarding students. Preparatory and 
Collegiate courses in Languages, Mathematics, Science, 
Music, Art, Elocution and Domestic Science with laboratory. 
Mild climate. Tuition and board $200. Catalogue. Box G.

Danville, Virginia. Jno. B. Brewer, A. M., Pres.

Shenandoah Collegiate Institute A"fdMus°cO1
College preparatory. Certificate admits to University of Va. 
and all leading colleges. Music, business, elocution, art, piano 
tuning, orchestra, band and pipe organ. Terms, $175 to $225. 
No extras. Address S. C. I.

Dayton, Virginia, Box 99.

Engineering
Every detail taught. Actual construction, installa- 

AxT tion, testing. Course, with diploma, completeL IN ONE YEAR
20 years’ reputation, with over 2000 young men 

trained. 21st year opens Sept. 24th.
Send for new catalogue. 96 Takotna Ave., Washington, D. C.

Massachusetts
Posse Normal School of Gymnastics

Twenty-fifth year begins Oct. 1, 1913. Large new building 
with entire new equipment. Courses of one, two and three 
years. Tuition one hundred thirty-five dollars a year. Address 
Secretary, 19 Garrison Street.

Boston, Massachusetts, 777 Beacon Street.

DeMeritte School
Offers exceptional opportunity to boys and young men of 

character and ability to prepare for College and the Massa­
chusetts Institute of Technology. For circular address

Edwin DeMeritte.

Virginia Intermont College S'sutut?1 a Infect 
school for girls. Modern building, 165 rooms, extensive 
grounds, in the mountains. General courses. Music School 
(200 pupils), Art. Terms, $200 to $300. For catalogue 
address J. T. Henderson, M.A., President.

Bristol, Virginia, Box 128.

Maryland

The Garrison Forest School ^oo^"o"gMs.d
rated in the beautiful Green Spring Valley. Boarding Depart­
ment limited to ten. Outdoor sports encouraged. Horseback 
riding. For catalogue address

Miss Mary Moncrieffe Livingston.
Garrison (near Baltimore), Maryland, Box B.

Boston, Massachusetts, 815 Boylston Street.

The Pioneer Western Camps
Keewatin for boys, 9th season; Pokegama for girls, 5 

miles from Keewatin, in the lake region of northern Wis­

A rfyansas
consin. Address Director.

Chicago office, 1416 Masonic Temple.
Mercer, Wisconsin, Box 103.

Tel. Cent. 3029.

Crescent College and Conservatory onr,op°?the 
Ozarks. Famous health resort. $300,000 fireproof building. 
Elevator. Rooms with private bath. Preparatory and Col- 1 
lege Courses. Certificate privilege. Music, Art, Expression, 
Domestic Science. Horseback riding. Catalogue. Address ,

Eureka Springs, Arkansas. CrescentCollege, Dept. Y. ।

Qtimwoi- Famn Do you wish our assistance in the choice OUmmCI Lallip of a camp? if yOU (jo not find one suited 
to your requirements advertised in the magazine write to us. 
Give location, approximate amount you are willing to spend, 
age of prospective pupil and any information you see fit. V e 
do the rest. No charge—now or later. F. B. Box 45.

New York (Station F), Cosmopolitan Educational Club.



New Jersey

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

Peddie Institute
OUR AIM IS: “The Best Boys * School in America** 
If We have an endowed school with an enviable record in fit­
ting boys for college and for life; a strong faculty of long ex­
perience here; splendid enthusiasmaniongour250boys.
<[ Location nine miles from Princeton; region unsurpassed 
for health. Modern equipment. New fire-proof dormitory. 
Sixty-acre campus, athletic field, gymnasium with indoor 
track and swimming pool. Laboratories, library, observ­
atory, museum. Summer camp. ,
1 We prepare for all colleges and engineering schools. 
Thorough business course. Musical Clubs.
11 Rates $400 to $500. Lower school for boys 11 to 14 years. 
Forty-eighth year opens Sept. 24, 1913. Catalogue and 
booklets sent on request.
R. W. SWETLAND. A. M.. Headmaster, Box 7-W, Hightstown, N. J,

■R’ino-clpv For Boys. In the New JerseyJVingSiey DCH001 hills 22 miles from New York. 
Prepares for all colleges and scientific schools. Individual at­
tention in small classes. Separate residence for younger boys. 
Gymnasium and extensive grounds for athletics and sports. 
For catalogue address J. R. Campbell, M. A., Secretary.

Essex Fells, New Jersey.

Monteith School
For Girls. All departments. Limited home boarding. 

All the year if desired. Beautiful surroundings—one hour 
from New York City. Booklet.

South Orange, New Jersey, 117 Scotland Road.

Pennsylvania

Keystone Academy
High grade boarding school for boys. Mountainous loca­

tion. Prepares for all colleges and for business. Yearly rate 
$300. Send for catalogue.

B. F. Thomas, Principal.
Factoryville, Pennsylvania, Box G.

f^enrenary 
Malle^iafe 
tri sfitufre 
For Girls

For girls of high character 
and purpose. Possesses ev­
ery advantage offered by 
any similar school, regard­
less of cost. Remarkable 
health record. Pure water. 
Superior equipment. Brick 
buildings, steel stairways. 

. Athletics. Property value,
$350,000. Music—Piano,Organ,Voice,Art, Expression, Home 
Economics, College Preparatory, general finishing courses. 
Two years’ courses in college subjects for High School gradu­
ates. Entrance any time. Catalogue on request.

Jonathan M. Meeker, Ph.D.,D. D., Principal. Bos T
Hackettstown, N.J.

‘Military, but Not Reformatory
Freehold
Military School
For Boys 7 to 13. Rates $450 to $500

New Jersey 
Military Academy 
for Older Boys. Rates $475 to $550

Two Distinct Schools
Half a mile apart: each com­
plete in itself and independent 
of the other. Both are under 
theSAME MANAGEMENT. 
Each limited to 50 cadets; in­
dividual care and instruction 
only possible in a small school. 
Preparation for college or 
business; beautiful location.
42 miles from New York, 66 
from Phila. Modern equip­
ment, gymnasiums, athletic 
fields. For catalogues address

MAJOR CHAS. M. DUNCAN, Box 77, Freehold, N. J.

Pennsylvania

The Biddle School For Nervous and Back­
ward Children.

Refined home environment, with constant sympathetic 
pervision, separate rooms. Pupils (Limited) admitted 

any time. Individual instruction. Montessori Apparatus, 
ooklet.
Philadelphia, Pennsylvania, 4815 Warrington Avenue.

Mercersburg Academy
Aim of the School—A thorough physical, mental and moral 

training for college entrance or business. Spirit of School— 
A manly tone of self-reliance under Christian masters from 
the great universities. Personal attention given to each boy. 
Location—In the country, on the western slope of the famous 
Cumberland Valley, one of the most beautiful and health­
ful spots of America. Equipment—Modern and complete. 
New Gymnasium. Write for catalogue. Address

William Mann Irvine, LL.D., Headmaster.
Mercersburg, Pennsylvania, Box: 139.

What About Vacation For Your Boy?
Why Not Give Him the Happiest 
Summer He Has Ever Known ?

Boating, fishing, swimming, long tramps, camping in the open.

A Register of Endorsed Schools and Summer Camps 
gives the information you need. It places before you defi­
nite details regarding camps in all sections of the country, 
every one of which has been endorsed by former patrons.

The Register will be sent you without charge or obligation 
of any kind. Address request to

The Educational Register

Good Housekeeping Magazine
381 Fourth Avenue Dept. H New York City

Peirce School
Does more than lay the foundation for a successful busi­

ness career. It develops initiative and executive ability. 
Within ten years after graduation the majority of its male 
graduates become owners or executives of businesses. Com­
mercial, Secretarial, and Shorthand courses for both sexes. 
Write for 49th Year Book. Address the Principal.

Philadelphia, Pennsylvania, 917-919 Chestnut St.

Harrisburg Academy Z/ HARRISBURG, PA. <
A country school founded 1786. Modem buildings, large 
campus. Small classes and individual Instruction. Thor- ’ 
ough college preparation. Rate S400-S450 for single room. 
Supervised athletics. Separate school for younger boys. 
We invite closest investigation—a personal visit if possible.

For catalogue address
ARTHUR E. BROWN, B. A., Headmaster.

Schuvlkill Seminarv College preparatory a specialty. OUlluyiKill oeillinary Graduates in leading colleges 
and universities. Large and beautiful campus. Athletics, 
gymnasium with instructor. Aim: Moral and mental train­
ing. All expenses for year, $301.95. Catalogue on applica­
tion. Rev. Warren F. Teel, Ph.M., Principal.

Reading, Pennsylvania.

N ewBloomfield Academy ^Tus&noS.
Music. Excellence our standard. Separate modern buildings 
for boys and girls. Healthful country location. Pupils under 
12 years old special attention. Terms low. For full informa­
tion write Box H, Academy. Prof. D. C. Willard, A.B., Prin. 
New Bloomfield,Penn.,Perry Co.REv.J.S.RoDDY,Ph.D.,Dir.

Conway Hall
Founded 1783. Prepares thoroughly for any college or 

technical school. New athletic field and well-equipped gym­
nasium. Rates $300 to $350. Special Scholarships. For par­
ticulars apply to W. A. Hutchison, Ped. D., Headmaster.

Carlisle, Pennsylvania, Box 29.



New Yorfa
x 1171 a C 19 You will come toW hat ochool; you

If you are unemployed; or dissatisfied 
with your work; or get very low wages 
and see no prospect of advancement—

Eastman Can Help You
p The school has had a national reputation for 

more than half a century, and its graduates 
command the best positions.

Accounting, Business, Higher Accounting, Civil Serv­
ice, Shorthand, Typewriting, Penmanship, Modern 
Languages and Academic Depts.
Write for Free Prospectus. n _

PEEKSKILL 
ACADEMY
Founded 1833. Military since 1857.

Peekskill, New York.
In the last seven years:

Enrollment increased 100 per cent; New 
Buildings (§125,000) erected; separate 
Junior Schoolfor young boys (10-13) estab­
lished; and not a single failure in college,

Adjr„„ JOHN C. BUCHER, A.M., or 1
ziaaress CHARLES A ROBINSON, Ph.D. / ",n<:lpals

AMERICAN 
ACADEMY

OF

DRAMATIC ARTS
FOUNDED IN 1»»«

CLEMENT C. GAINES. M.A., LL.D.
President, 

Box 687, Poughkeepsie, N. Y.

Chappaqua Mountain Institute

Connected with Mr. 
Charles Frohman’s 
Empire Theatre and 
Companies

FRANKLIN H. SARGENT 
President

For Catalogue and Information, apply to 
THE SECRETARY, ROOM 151, CARNEGIE HALL, NEW YORK

A Friends’ School for 
both sexes under 14 
year. Beautiful new 
miles from New York

C. R. Blenis, Director 
Box M

1836
Riverview Academy

Poughkeepsie, N. Y. 1913 
is a tome for the development of the better 
kind of boys. Instruction is thorough, the life 
sane, equipment modern—that is why its 
influence makes for manhood. Scientific de­
velopment of the body under trained direc­
tors. 77 years of consecutive management 

have given the school an exceptional knowl­
edge of boys. For catalog,

Address C. C. Gaines,. M. A., LL.D., Prin., Box 717.

Horace Mann School
of Teachers College, Columbia University. For Boys and 
Girls. All grades. Physical Education Building open on Sat­
urday. New athletic field. Afternoon study-hours. Opens 
Monday, Sept. 22nd. Circulars. Address Samuel T. D utton, 

New York City, Broadway and 120th St. Supt.

Crane Normal Institute of Music ^‘supVviSre 
of Music in public schools. Both sexes. Graduates rank, upon 
graduation, as teachers of experience, taking positions in col­
leges, normal and city schools. Voice, Harmony, Form, Ear 
Training, Sight Singing, etc. Catalogue.

Potsdam, New York, 64 Main Street.
Irvin Jr School for Rovs 76th year. 23 years under irvuig ovnuui 1UL present Head Master. New 
site and buildings 1904. Prepares for all colleges and tech­
nical schools. Individual instruction. Athletic Field. Swim­
ming pool. New Gymnasium. Address

J. M. Furman, A.M., Headmaster. 
Tarrytown-on-HupsoN, New York, Box O.

Westchester Academy
Offers a splendid opportunity to Boys and Girls to make 

up conditions through Summer tutoring. Pupils are received 
in the family of Headmaster. Write for particulars.

White Plains, New York.

The Binghamton Training School
An ideal private home and school for Nervous and Back­

ward Children. Catalogue. 37th year.
August A. Boldt, Supt.

Successor to S. A. Doolittle.
Binghamton, New York, 82 Fair view Avenue.

New York School of Expression
School opens October 6th. Chartered by Regents of the 

State of New York. Daily Classes. Voice Training, Elocu­
tion, Oratory, Drama, Pantomime. Voice defects cured. 
Saturday classes for teachers.

New York, Y. M. C. A. Bldg., 318 West 57th Street.

THE CASTLE MISS C. E. MASON’S 
Suburban School for Girls

Tarrytown-on-Hudson, N. Y.
Upper School for girls 13 to 25. 
Lower School for girls 8 to 13. All 
departments. Special courses in 
Art, Music, Literature, Languages. 
Certificate admits to leading col­
leges. New York City Annex. 
European travel class. For illus­
trated catalogue address

Miss C. E. Mason, LL.M., 
Lock Box 815.

Mount Pleasant Academy 
Founded 1814. A splendid combination of school and home where character is the real goal. 
Gives boys a thorough preparation for college or business. Situated in the most beautiful part of 
the Hudson River country, 31 miles from New York. Extensively equipped. Sound, reasonable 
military system. Manual Training Courses. Many social advantages. Physical Culture. Large 
Gymnasium. Mount Pleasant Hall for boys under 13. SUMMER CAMP in the Berk- 
shires under Mr. Brusie’s personal charge, for boys under 1 5. For rate, without extras, write to 
CHARLES FREDERICK BRUSIE Box 517, Ossining-on-Hudson, New York.

Trade School

i) Learn a Paying Profession U 
that assures you a good income and position for life. 
For seventeen years we have successfully taught

PHOTOGRAPHY
Photo-Engraving and Three-Color Work

Our graduates earn $20 to $50 a week. We assist 
them to secure these positions. Learn how you can 
become successful. Terms easy—living inexpensive. Write 
for catalogue — MOW!

ILLINOIS COLLEGE OF PHOTOGRAPHY 
955 Wabash Avenue. Effingham. Illinois.



^Distin ct io n 0

I HARACTERISTIC dignity and 
elegance of style ” is the definition 
Noah Webster gives to the word 

distinction." Nothing could more happily 
describe Harper's Bazar as it is now being 
published. It is the aristocrat among fashion 
and society journals.

Ultra in every respect, it appeals frankly to 
the woman who prides herself on keeping 
closely in touch with the most recent de­
velopments in the fashionable world. If 
you would read of society's doings, you have 
here the latest events; consult modes in 
Harper's Bazar, and you see the very newest 
designs; look for up-to-date models in hats, 
and you find them just from the ateliers 
of Paris.

Take the July number, for example: Mrs. 
George Jay Gould, Mrs. Astor, an article by 
Mrs. August Belmont, Robert W. Chambers 

f)

collaborating with Charles Dana Gibson in a 
short story, Elsie de Wolfe writes fck My Own 
House," the Countess of Warwick, Elinor 
Glyn, Lady Duff-Gordon—where could you 
find a more notable group of personages en­
gaged in the making of a magazine ? They are 
the “ sine qua non " in their respective fields.

Beautiful paper, perfect typography, and all 
the resources of brush, pencil and camera go 
to make Harper's Bazar the magazine de luxe 
for women. You should not be without it 
when for only twenty-five cents you may 
secure the next three issues by mail as a trial 
subscription. Merely write your name on 
the coupon below and send it to-day to

Harpers Bazar .
381 FOURTH AVENUE NEW YORK CITY



TheBest New Books
j6y Edwin Markham

Editor’s Note.—Information concerning any book or its 
publisher, mentioned in this department, will cheerfully 
be furnished to readers who will send in their inquiries

Summer Novels
K.’i Eyes is the second novel, by Henry 
Sydnor Harrison, author of Qiieed. It is 
a book that deserves a more telling name. 
“The Gulf Between” (a phrase from the

first chapter) or “The Works of Heth,” 
would have pleased me better. But, whatever the 
name, this is a story quite “worth the trouble of 
your reading,” as they say in Spain.

Mr. Harrison, like every other novelist not bury­
ing himself in the sands of the past, feels the social 
stir of to-day—feels the cleaving forces that are 
making over the old leaf-mould of the years into 
the new fecund soil of civilization; and he writes 
with the sincerity that comes from knowing and 
believing, writes with a pen poised for style as 
well as a heart inclined for truth. Without any 
preachment of problems, he shows a young society 
woman and her ambitious, almost carnivorous, 
mother draining the lives of a factory-full of workers 
in order that they (the two idle and elegant para­
sites) may be delicately fed and clad, may be wafted 
softly on the rose-leaves of life.

He shows the final awakening of the girl through 
the faith of a young man, who flung aside the luxuries 
of existence to help uplift the disinherited. Inci­
dentally there are a dozen little dramas of love and 
life involved, and seme clever characterization is 
brought out. This is another of the strong and un­
fearing tales now coming out of the South. 
(Houghton Mifflin Co.)

AN unusual and alluring out-of-door novel is 
v Tamsie, by Rosamond Napier. With its en­

tangled love stories and twisted mysteries, it gives 
us the best glimpse of gipsy life since George Bor­
row’s books. It holds the savor of gipsy thinking 
and feeling—primitive enough as we see by the 
meager “lingo.” It portrays the animal love of 
ease and cunning, the smouldering savagery, the 
dense superstition.

Side by side with the gypsy element of the story 
runs the trend of smug and satisfied country life in 
England, as well as the wider life of modern re­
search. Curiously we watch the learning reflected 
from the probings and. the peerings of the archeolo­
gist in Egypt, and come to see the immense proba­
bility in the theory that these gypsies are a remnant 

of an Egyptian tribe still a-wandering. For these 
superstitious vagrants have the same traditions and 
theory of life and death that the savant painfully 
deciphers among the tombs and tomes of Egypt. 
A book out of the usual in “attack” and in human 
import. (George H. Doran Co.)

T N Italy, at Milan, and at Assisi, is laid the scene 
-1 of Harold Elsdale Goad’s thoughtful novel 
The Kingdom. In outline it tells of a young man of 
modern Italy who has taken religious vows because 
the girl he was to marry falls in love with his friend.

We trace the spiritual struggle of this meditative, 
deeply-religious man as he weighs the modern 
thought, especially as he weighs the mad Nietzschian 
vagaries against the authentic verities of the soul. 
He finds at last with Dante that “in His Will lies 
our peace.”

Like St. Francis he is at last “delivered from the 
multitude of reasons,” by giving up all reasoning 
for the mystic faith, by accepting the dogmas and 
duties of his order in a sort of intellectual vision. 
He passes thus into a psychical realm where the 
restless reasonings are left behind, and where he 
feels merged into the deep mystery of nature, at one 
with the Unseen and the Ineffable.

To my mind this reach toward the mystic is only 
one-half of the balanced life. For it leaves the 
brain neglected, leaves it an icy and empty cavern, 
just as excessive intellectualism leaves it a heated 
and whirling furnace. The true life is a union of 
the rational and the mystical, a union of reason and 
feeling. (Frederick A. Stokes Co.)

‘1'IIE CREEPING TIDES, is the title of a story 
of that section of New York City known to the 

inner circle of lovers as Greenwich Village. The 
story takes its name from a phrase in John Mase­
field’s Tragedy of Nan, and the book is dedicated to 
Masefield, “ because years ago, when shipwrecked in 
New York, he drifted to harbor among the old streets 
of Greenwich Village.” An English soldier with 
“a past,” and a woman also trying to hide from the 
world, are woven into this brisk story which, with its 
involutions in this quaint environment, will give you 
a pleasant, not o’er-poignant hour. As Greenwich 
Village had an “old home week” this spring, the 
book is timely. (Little, Brown & Co.)

(Continued on page 68)



NEW 
NOVELS

BY LEADING 
AUTHORS

THE BEST 
SUMMER READING

WINSTON CHURCHILL’S New Novel

THE INSIDE OF THE CUP
By Winston Churchill, Author of “Coniston,” “Richard Carvel,” 
“The Crisis,” “Mr. Crewe’s Career,” “A Modem Chronicle,” etc.

“The stage setting and the actors are typical of our American present-day civiliza­
tion. They strike true of our well-to-do society in any of our large cities. Those 
who are interested in present-day currents of thought will read this book with pro­
found interest and will be thankful that Mr. Churchill was moved to write it.” 
—New York Times.

“The author’s exposition is admirably well done. . .The vehicle, the story, is in 
direct touch with most of the questions of the hour.”—New York Tribune.

“N love romance in which are the beauty and dignity of a true mating. . .The 
portrait of Horace Bentley is one of the fine things for which we must thank Mr. 
Churchill very much.”—New York World.

Illustrated. Cloth covers. $1.50 net

ROBERT HERRICK’S
New Novel

ONE WOMAN’S 
LIFE

By Robert Herrick, Au­
thor of “ The Healer, ” 
“Together,” etc.

“A remarkable book. The 
best and boldest Robert Herrick 
has done yet.”—New York Sun.

“A novel of unusual merit.”
—Chicago Inter-Ocean.

Cloth covers. $1.35 net

FRANK DANBY’S
New Novel

CONCERT 
PITCH

By Frank Danby, Author 
of “The Heart of a Child,” 
“Joseph in Jeopardy,” etc., 

“An absorbingly interesting 
story.”—New York Globe.

“Far and away the best novel 
Frank Danby has written.”

—New York Herald.
Decorated cover. $1.35 net

ALBERT EDWARDS’S
New Novel

COMRADE 
YETTA

By Albert Edwards, Au­
thor of “ A Man’s World,” etc.

“One of the greatest books 
published this year. A story 
vividly and convincingly told.”

—Boston Herald.
“A great book full of real 

things.”—The Bellman.
Cloth covers. $1.35 net

S. R. CROCKETT’S
New Novel

PATSY
By S. R. Crockett, Author 

of “The Stickit Minister,” 
“Love’s Young Dream,” etc.

“Mr. Crockett has never, cre­
ated a more charming heroine.” 

—New York Tinies.
“Patsy is the most winning 

creature in modern fiction.”
—Si. Louis Republic.

Decorated cover. $1.25 net

S. C. NETHERSOLE’S 
New Novel

WILSAM
By S. C. Nethersole

“An English novelist of power 
and distinction. ‘Wilsam’ is one 
of the most human stories we have 
ever read.”—New York Globe.

“Areal book. A story full of 
the things that make world-wide 
appeal.”—New York World.

Cloth covers. $1.35 net

JAMES STEPHENS’S
New Novel

THE CROCK 
OF GOLD

By James Stephens, 
Author of “Insurrections,” 
“The Hill of Vision,” etc.

“Not another novel like this in 
English literature.”

—London Times.
“A thoroughly delightful 

book.”—New York Sun.
Decorated cover. $1.25 net

64-66 Fifth Ave., New York THE MACMILLAN COMPANY all bookstores



position you want by devoting a little 
time each day under International 
Correspondence Schools direction.

Before you know it, some “ boss ” will 
pick you out of the line for a better position 
and higher salary.

When you become an I. C. S. student 
you call to your assistance the highest 
authorities in the line of work you choose.

Work with the I. C. S. hand in hand, 
and you will go ahead with a rush, as 
thousands of others have done.

Mark the Coupon and Mail it Today, in­
dicating the position you desire. The I. C. S. 
will send you invaluable literature and infor­
mation explaining this method of self-help.

Occupation-

and No.

State.

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 
Box 857 SCRANTON, PA.

Explain, without further obligation on my part, how 
can qualify for the position before which I mark X,

Salesmanship 
Electrical Engineer 
Elec. Lighting Supt. 
Telephone Expert 
Arch! tect 
Building Contractor 
Architectural Draftsman 
Structural Engineer 
Concrete Construction 
Meehan. Engineer 
Mechanical Draftsman 
Civil Engineer 
Mine Superintendent 
Stationary Engineer 
Plumbing: & Steam Fitting: 
Gas Engines

Civil Service 
Bookkeeping 
Stenograp hy & Typewriting 
Window Trimming 
Show Card Writing 
Lettering and Sign Painting 
Advert! sing 
Commercial Illustrating 
Industrial Designing 
Commercial Law 
Automobile Running 
English Branches 
Poultry Farming 
Teacher Spanish
Agriculture French
Chemist German

New Books
(Continued from page 66)

J. C. Snaith, author of The Principal Girl, goes 
into a new field in An Afair of State. He gives, in 
brisk conversational give-and-take, a story of Eng­
land in the hands of the* Liberals. A self-made 
minister with a merely pretty wife from the nobil­
ity, another lady of high degree and much political 
insight, her snobbish, back-number-minded husband, 
together with a butler who helps to make history— 
these are the Characters working back of the spec­
tacle of law and Parliament. Many issues of the 
time are swept in, and one imagines real folk behind 
the mask of fiction. (Doubleday, Page & Co.)

“Alas, how easily things go wrong!” In Brass 
Faces you will be pleasantly harrowed by the plight 
of Robert Gilmour as narrated by Charles McEvoy. 
This young man of most honorable intentions, cour­
teously offers to assist a lovely and forlorn damsel 
named Iris; but instead of receiving gain or grati­
tude he is hounded by a woman detective as “ the 
perpetrator of the Pimlico Outrage,” and hailed to 
jail. Mystery overlaps mystery through five days 
of dizzying adventure; but at last virtue is vindi­
cated, and we leave Robert with Romance looking 
rosily in his direction. (Houghton Mifflin Co.)

In Another Moment names a story of a stage- 
struck country girl among the perils of the Great 
White Way in New York. On the verge of reckless 
ruin she is saved by believing a young man who foils 
a determined follower, a shark whose prey is pretty 
actresses. All the “stage-color” seems believa­
ble; but both the downfall and the uplift, as well as 
other situations are not well-enough muscled under 
the draperies. The results do not seem to grow; 
motive and action are not equalized. Climaxes are 
arbitrarily imposed by the author, not by the inevit­
able nature of things. (Bobbs-Merrill Co.)

Oliver Onions in his strange novel, In Accordance 
with the Evidence, has struck a new note. He shows 
a mystery story being built up, step by step, by 
the criminal to an unbreakable -wall that is never 
pierced by the public. The reflected light on the 
seemingly undoubtable insanity of the cunning and 
cautious murderer (who considers himself only an 
innocent avenger) is a careful piece of psychology. 
Not a cheerful book, though a clever one. (George 
Doran Co.)

As an example of the old-fashioned literary offer­
ing of the South, one looks curiously into Devota, the 
last of Augusta Evans Wilson’s long line of romances, 
now republished with an ardent appreciation by T. 
C. De Leon. This line of early best-sellers began 
with Vashti and St. Elmo, and was the war-time 
reading of thousands in camp and home. (Dilling­
ham Co.)

A Makeshift Marriage, by Mrs. Baillie Reynolds, 
centers around a man’s falling in love with his own 
wife. She is a lady with the moth-soft name 
Astrid, a young woman whom the hero has married 
for spite but comes to value for her elusiveness and 
alluringness. (Hodder & Stoughton.)

A Candid Adventure is another setting forth of 
the artistic temperament. Anna Coleman Ladd 
who wrote the Renaissance story Hieronymous 
Rides, shows her present hero a young artist swayed 
between a New England woman and a Polish model. 
A story told with distinction of manner, but not 

(Continued on page 70)



The ONE Encyclopaedia You MUST Have If You Demand The BEST
is the New International. Not the biased statement of the publishers, but the unanimous, signed verdict of disin­
terested authorities in every walk of life.

Whatever your occupation, interest or ambition, you need the ever ready aid of this unique educator. Be 
just to yourself and just to your children by giving them the benefit of this essential to their best PROGRESS.DODD A Moderate Price And Exceptionally Liberal Terms of Payment 

place the New International Encyclopaedia at your disposal without the 
slightest inconvenience.
Mail The Coupon For Free Book giving outline of scope, character, 

contents and bindings of the New International Encyclopaedia;
giving two of the 200 full-page finely engraved plates, 

two of the 400 duotints, specimens of the thou-COMP/
4+9 FOURTH AVEX 
NEW YORK CITY

sands of cuts illustrating the text, two of 
the300 maps and charts, descrip­

tion of several of the more
than 100 departments, sample pages of the more 

than 17,000pages of the work AND details 
of the moderate price and easy 

payment plan.



From Childhood to Old Age

Kimball Pianos
Are Pleasing in Tone

To Contemplating Purchasers
We extend to you a most cordial invitation 

to thoroughly investigate the splendid merits 
of the new style Kimball Pianos, through our 
catalogs and literature that we will be pleased to send 
you, postage paid, or at the nearest Kimball dealer’s 
store, or by our Free Approval Test in Your Oavn Home. 

Kimball Result of Half 
Century of Experience 

Kimball Pianos and Kimball 88-note Player-Pianos 
are the product of fifty-five years’ experience, good 

'material and good intentions, and the INTENT of 
the manufacturer marks the difference between things made 
to sell and things made to SERVE. The makers of Kimball 
Pianos find it profitable to devote more thought to the mak­
ing than to the selling, thus orders for Kimball Pianos are 
always a little in advance of the production.
Immense Factory — Large Capital

Operating one of the largest piano factories in the 
world, employing an enormous cash capital, buying raw 
material in extraordinary quantities for cash, the Kimball 
System of manufacturing and distribut- 
ing enables us to furnish you the best of / w w KIMBALL CO 
piano quality for the least money, > 162B-Kimball Hall, ’ 
Write for Distributing Plan / Chicago 
Catalog, and Convenient Payment Sy.ten. / ^Tg.alTVpVy™ 

If you want a piano at all you X Plano catalogs, prices 
want a good one; a mere pretty f and terms, and the Musi- 
case with no lasting musical X cal Herald containing two 
quality will not do. Secure the X pretty songs, words, music, 
old reliable Kimball for your f 
home and be the possessor of x Name..............................
a piano you will be proud of. X
Write Today for FREE j City.....................................
Catalog-use the Coupon X
W. W. KIMBALL CO. / State.....................................
162B Kimball Hall, Chicago / R.F.D. or St .....................

New Books 
[Continued from page 68) 

with any plunge into the heart of the rear 
(Houghton Mifflin Co.)

Topham’s Folly is a motley history of a pl 
English family from the viewpoint of the life-li 
servant of the house, Mary Ann. In her old 
when she has seen the elders of the family buried < 
the younger all married and gone, and has s 
good and evil each bring forth their fruit, Mary ? 
(living on as care-taker in this old home, yet “ne 
alone,” she says) evokes into the present again 
vanished and populous past now more real to 
than the quiet present. One gets from the sol 
what plodding and altogether unpretentious pa 
the feel of the changes and chances of life, and 
sense of tears in mortal things. (John Lane Co.)

A first novel always gets a loving look from a bo 
sifter. George D. Stiles in The Dragoman shows 
vention, action, color, but does not achieve gr 
characterization. An American accompanied by 
daughter is taking a cargo of war supplies up 
Nile. An Englishman seeing this suspects trou 
and plunges into the situation. A Moslem ins 
rection, the dream of a new Messiah, Anglo-Eg 
tian relations, are all strands of the braiding, al 
which glint with young romance. (Harper Bros.

The House of Shame, by Charles Felton Pid< 
author of Quincy Adams Sawyer, is a story of a ph 
marriage in the Mormon Church. The writer f< 
strongly in regard to the institution of plural m 
riage, and tells his distressing story in a hope 
furthering an amendment to the Constitution wh 
shall make uniform regulations concerning marri; 
and divorce. (The Cosmopolitan Press.)

Henry Kempton, a second novel by Evelyn Br 
wood, author of Hector Graeme, gives us anot 
novel of soldier-life. In South Africa, in an i 
fashionable regiment, the unconventional hero w 
the Victorian Cross and comes back to the lady 
degree who first put military ambition into 
commercial mind. Brightly told, and touches ma 
moods and places. (John Lane Co.)

Gettysburg Fifty Years After

THE fiftieth anniversary of the Battle of Gett 
1 burg will be held this year at Gettysbu 

Mrs. LaSalle Corbell Pickett, widow of the hero 
that terrific combat, has in her book The Bugle 
Gettysburg, conjured up the mood and meaning 
that fateful three days. Mrs. Pickett reconstru 
the event from old memories and from old lett 
written in camp and on the march before and af 
the battle. This wife of the great Southern g 
eral (whose romance is one of the sweetest blosso 
of the war) felt and lived through the crisis, and ] 
intense emotions are communicated to us. (F. 
Brown.)

Elsie Singmaster once lived in Gettysburg, a 
she has taken into her blood the atmosphere a 
imprint of the great conflict that raged on t 
field during those fierce and fateful summer di 
of the awful battle. She has gathered from 1 
own imagination and from the memory and hear; 
of neighbors and from the reminiscences of veten 
a sheaf of little dramas that picture those days 
doom from a new angle of vision—from the s

(Continued on page 72 )



nly 77^ per Volume—1
— 6 MONTHS TIME TO PAY —

In order to close-out the few remaining Sets of the present 15-Volume 
$45 “Library Edition” of Dickens’ Complete Works, we now offer the
Sets on hand as long as they last at only 99c per volume with 8 months 
time to pay.

(^HARLES DICKENS is the greatest master of story-telling the world ever knew. His delicious humor, 
his command of pathos and keen perception of character, coupled with his quaint originality of thought 

and expression, lend a fascination to all his writings which appeals alike to old and young. Breathlessly 
we follow the fortunes of David Copperfield, laugh at the adventures of Mr. Pickwick and let fall a tear for Little Nell. 
Dickens’ characters are famous the world over. Quoted as they are inliterature, used constantly in conversation and 
referred to in a thousand ways—he is indeed unfortunate who is unacquainted with Sam Weller, the Cheeryble Brothers, 
Mr. Turveydrop, Captain Cuttie, Sairy Gamp and Tom Pinch. No other writer in the history of literature ever exerted 
so powerful an influence for the betterment of the social conditions and the uplift of humanity as did Charles Dickens. 
When you read his wonderful books the hours are charmed away, and you read on and on from page to page and from 
chapter to chapter unmindful of time and surroundings. Charles Dickens has won a place in every heart and his 
complete works should be in every home. This is your opportunity to get at a bargain 

Dickens’ Complete Works 
'T'HIS beautiful Library Edition consists of 15 handsome full library-size volumes measuring 8J4 by

5M by i5/g inches. The volumes are bound in a beautiful deep blue, imported genuine Library 
Cloth with gold stamping, gold dust-proof tops, head bands and deckled edges. The Set contains 
12.000 pages and embraces everything that Dickens ever wrote. There are Photogravure Frontispieces and reproductions 
of famous sketches by Cruikshank, Phiz, Seymour, Cattermole, Maclise and Greene. The letter-press pages are printed 
from-a beautifully clear type and the paper is antique laid, with soft silk finish. This is your opportunity to add this 
beautiful edition of Dickens to your Library at less than one-third former price and on very easy terms 
but jthi must mail coupon at once.

EXAMINE THESE BOOKS IN YOUR OWN HOME-
COUPON BRINGS COMPLETE SET ON APPROVAL Tfr T~ " ""

"* """"The Thompson
JN order to quickly dispose of the few remaining slightly rubbed Sets of the < Publishing Co., 

present $45 Edition before going to press with another big edition, we have * 1127 gjn£oui’s Mo 
decided to make a wholesale cut in price to only $14.85, on terms of $2 a month. #
The Sets we offer are not absolutely perfect, as the bindings of a few volumes # One specialsetofwcKENs’ 
of each set are slightly rubbed, but the contents of the volumes are in perfect # complete works, in 15 
condition and the few defects in the bindings are so slight as to be unnoticeable to the f i^th^books are^atisfactory l 
casual observer. But we do not ask you to take our word for it. We are willing to wm sen(i you $1 as first payment 
send you a Set for 7 days’ examination without one cent in advance and you can and $2 per month thereafter until 
then judge of the books for yourself and decide whether or not you wish to keep < your “cut-price” of $14.85 is paid. If 
them. If they are satisfactory, send us Si in 7 days and then $2 a month until f the books are not satisfartoiy, I will 
the ■‘cut-price” of J14.85 is paid. But if the books do not please you and you * the boSs are then to be
do not wish to keep them, then you may return them to us at our expense. ▼ returned to you at your expense, as offered 
At the great bargain offer we are making* these few Sets ▼ Hearst’s Magazine readers.
on hand will be quickly disposed of* therefore* In order to #
take advantage of this offer* you must fill out and mail / Name 
coupon at the right at once, "" """" j

Address..



Dip and Press

The quickness—the simplicity 
—the ease of the Conklin self- 
filling method saves time, saves 
trouble, saves temper.

You dip the Self-Filling 
Conklin into any old ink-well 
that’s handy, press the “Crescent- 
Filler’ ’ and go right ahead ’writing 
—your pen is full!

THE CONKLIN 
PEN MFG. CO.

The same operation 
cleans the Conklin—- 
that’s why it never 
clogs—never balks.

Sold by Stationers, Jewel­
ers, Druggists on 30 days’ 
trial. Prices $2.50, $3-00, 
$3.50, $4.00, $5-oo and 
up. Write for catalog 
and two little books 
of pen wit.

276 Conklin Bldg., 
Toledo, Ohio, U. S. A.

New York: 
33-35 W. 42nd St.

Boston: 
59 Temple Place

Chicago: 
700 N. American Bldg.

It

Itself

New Books 
{Continued from page 70) 

of the women and children at home on the bloody 
field. A book of unusual situations and setting 
forth. (The Century Co.)

John Luther Long (author of Madame Butterfly) 
sends out a novel called War which revives again in 
this anniversary year the hopes and fears of half a 
century ago. The book, however, is not of the gory 
side of war, but of the hearths and homes of Mary­
land, sending out their soldiers and receiving them 
home again in long pine boxes or in tattered gray. 
An old German tells his story in his kindly way, and 
makes us hear the words and songs above the cannon 
roar. (Bobbs-Merrill Co.)

Short Stories

TAO you like a story that “goes,” stopping only 
that Laughter may witch-hazel the stitch 

in her side? Then pick up Alfred Henry Lewis’s 
recollections of Wolfville, called Faro Nell and Her 
Friends. A lexicon-wrenching dialect it is, in which 
the Wolfvillian utters himself; and everybody’s 
name is nicked into a symbol of his origin or aspira­
tion. But things happen with kinetoscopic tempo, 
and each man and woman is sketched in character. 
The Funeral of Old Holt,with the hearse-horse racing 
a horse of the funeral train is worth a pint of pepsin 
as an after-dinner solace. (Dillingham Co.)

In Wallingford in His Prime, George Randolph 
Chester continues the chronicle of his well-known 
Get-Rich-Quick crook working the confiding public. 
(Bobbs-Merrill Co.)

Did Stockton’s Spook Do It?

A CURIOUS book of short stories and letters 
called The Return of Frank Stockton comes to 

us purporting to be from the deceased Frank R. 
Stockton. The material is said to be received from 
the Other Side through the pen of Miss Etta de 
Camp, a spiritualistic medium. In 1909 Miss de 
Camp got a message from Stockton saying that he 
had some stories for her to write for him, as her 
mind-force had the same vibrations as his. He 
declared that his brain must be relieved, as then 
he could progress further on the spirit-plane A 
pain behind her ears was to be her signal to write.

Stockton in these alleged dictations allows no 
criticism from the medium; asks her only to make 
her mind a blank. He insists that the stories be 
published under his own name and that his estate 
get ten per cent, of the profits. He assures her that 
he prefers writing stories to trying to “master the 
mysteries of the harp ”; and one of the stories, by the 
way, tells of the difficulties in learning to use wings!

Glancing through the stories one finds them 
quite clever of plot but weak in character drawing, 
using the frame and verbiage of types instead of the 
structure and language of real persons. The work­
manship seems amateurish and the fun sometimes 
forced and rude. Stockton’s directions to the me­
dium speak continually of the humor that is coming, 
but the most humorous thing about the book is the 
naive disclosure of the old-fashioned obsolete 
heaven of harps and wings.

Miss de Camp says if Stockton didn’t write these 
tales she wants to know who did, for she herself can­
not write save only in her trance condition. My 
feeling about this trance business is that it is a good 
thing to let alone. (Macoy Pub. House.)



The New York Evening Journal is read by 
more families of means and refinement 
than any other New York newspaper.

LONDON BOSTON
NEW YORK 

AGENCIES THROUGHOUT THE WORLD

MARK CROSS COMPANY
210 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK

April 11, 1913
New York Evening Journal

Bway & 59+h Street

City

Gentlemen:

In view of the splendid results we have obtained 

from the Journal as an advertising medium, we are increasing our 

space for the coming year from 15,000 to 20,000 lines.

We feel sure that this increase will more than 
repay us in results.

Yours faithfully

F.K

MARK CROSS COMPANY

ALL WILL ACKNOWLEDGE the fact that the Mark Cross Company, 
210 Fifth Avenue, New York City, is a very successful and reliable 
firm, and the aboveletter proves without question that advertising in 

the New York Evening Journal is profitable to high-class enterprising firms.

“Nothing Succeeds Like Circulation"



^this magazine pays writers and artists the 
highest prices paid by any publication in 

the world to tell its readers what is good and 
what is true.
With every issue the number of 
readers becomes greater and more 
reliant upon the accuracy and in­
tegrity of its contents. Already 
a vast number of readers depend 
upon it for information of all kinds. 
In fact, Hearst’s Magazine is be­
coming an exceedingly important 
international institution.
Our solemn duty, therefore, in 
making the information absolutely 
accurate and authentic, will be 
recognized by everybody. We 
likewise feel a deep sense of re­
sponsibility for the character of 
the advertising pages.

Index to

Hearst’s Magazine has deter­
mined that the advertisements 
shall be as near absolute accuracy 
and genuine truthfulness, as care 
and conscience can make them. 
In view, then, of this definite and 
determined policy, advertisers 
will save time and trouble by 
accompanying their advertise­
ments with sufficient proof, abso­
lutely to establish any statement 
of facts, or else indicate in what 
way such statements can be both 
promptly and perfectly verified. 
After all advertisements have 
been found to be in strict accord-

Advertisements

Automobiles, Accessories

Brown Co. . . .... 35
Dyneto Electric................................... 13
Edwards Garage...................................38
Goodyear Tire............................. 10-11
Niagara Motor Co...................................25

Banking and Investment

Amer. Real Estate........................
Beyer & Co.........................................
Calvert Mortgage Co........................
Financial Bureau........................
Kuhn, J. S. & W. S.............................
Leach, A. B.........................................
Lemon, R. S........................................
Merchants’ Bank........................
New York Real Estate Soc. .
Pouch & Co.........................................
Ritter, Nicholas..............................

Building and Construction

Caldwell Mfg. Co....................................43
HeppesCo............................................... 75
Imperial Floor................................... 34
Jahant Heating...................................41

Classified Advertising
Pages 45 to 47 (incl.)

Educational Courses

American Corres. School of Law 39
Boston School of Drawing ... 44
Chicago Corres. School of Law . 44
Columbian Corres. School ... 44
Detroit School of Lettering ... 44
Dickson Memory School. ... 44
Home Corres. School .... 44
Hopkins, Earl............................44
Illinois College of Photography . 64
International Corres. School. 43-68
Landon School..................................44
Language Phone Method. ... 42
La Salle Extension University 53
McWade, Frank L........................... 34
Nat. Salesman Training Asso. . . 42
Page-Davis.................................. 44
Paragon Institute............................39
School & College Roster . 56-64

Financial Bureau
Page 48

Food

Campbell Soups..................................... 4
Eskay Food......................................... 27
Farwell <fe Rhines................................... 44
Gold Medal Flour ... 2d cover
Grape Nuts .... Back cover
Jell-O......................................................16
Kellogg Toasted Corn Flakes . 14

Food—Continued
Malt-Nutrine......................................... 20
Nabisco................................................15
Post Toasties............................................ 7

Health Promotion

Achfeldt, M............................................. 42
Annette Kellerman...............................6
Battle Creek Sanitarium. ... 77
Blue Jay Corn Plasters .... 26
Brinkler, L. H......................................... 38
Carter-Lytle Drug Co............................ 42
Keeley Institute................................... 33
McLain Sanitarium............................. 30
Mothersill Remedy Co...........................30
Philo Burt................................................ 38
Robinson Mfg. Co...................................38
Sanatogen......................................... 78
Strongfort, Lionel.............................41

Household Supplies

Brooks Mfg. Co....................................... 44
Grand Rapids Refrigerator ... 44
Icy-Hot Bottle Co................................... 29
Kitchenette Co........................................ 35
Sapolio.....................................3d cover
Wizard Vacuum Sweeper ... 55
3-ln-One OU..........................................34

D



A United States Senator
built this room (shown below) in his home in the moun­
tains of Virginia. He used Utility Wall Board throughout 
the house. It was put on by local country carpenters who 
never had handled a wall board job. He was so toell pleased that he 
is now using Utility Wall Board in a new addition to his home. This 
senator used wall board in preference to higher priced wall linings. 
(Name on request.)
UTILITY WALL BOARD is a tough, fibrous, moisture-proof board—in sheets 
of convenient lengths and widths, and is adaptable to every type of building 
construction. It is easily cut with a saw and is nailed direct to studding and ceiling 
joints. Be sure to write for the Utility Book and free samples.

THE HEPPES COMPANY, 4521 Fillmore St., Chicago, Ill.



Jewelry, Silverware, etc.

Burlington Watch Co............................. SO
DeRoy, Joseph...................................32
Inter. Silver Co........................................25
Laclede Watch...................................27
Loftis Bros. & Co.................................... 35
Miller-Hoefer.........................................33
Moqui Gem Co........................................30
Remoh Jewelry Co..................................31
Spiegel May Stern.................................. 39
Sweet, L. W............................................. 40
Tiffany & Co..............................................1

Miscellaneous

Aetna Life Insurance Co. ... 52
American Jersey Cattle Club 32
Amer. Tel. & Tel. Co.............................. 79
American Thermos Bottle ... 37
Bitter Root Valley ... 26
Canadian Pacific Ry..............................33
Chicago Ferrotype Co............................36
Isenberg Cigars...................................32
Leather Goods, U. S. Co. . 31-35
Modem Specialty...................................38
Monumental Bronze . ... 34
“Prana” Carbonic Syphcn Co. . 31
Randolph & Co. . . ... 36
Shumate Razor ... 30
Stephenson, C. H. ... 43
Straight Back Trunk Co. ... 28

Motor Boats and Engines

Callie Engine..........................................40
Gray Motor.........................................40
Michigan Steel Boat..............................40
Scripps Motor.........................................40
Waterman Engine.................................. 40

Musical Instruments
Edison Phonograph...........................8-9
Kimball, W. W........................................70
Lyon & Healy................................... 38
Vose Pianos......................................... 32
Wurlitzer, Rudolph............................. 42

New Books

Page 66

Office Equipment

All Makes Typewriters .... 44
American Writing Machine ... 44
Automatic Adding Machine Co . .44
Bennett Typewriter.............................38
Conklin Pen Co....................................... 72
Typewriter Dis. Syndicate ... 42
Typewriter Einporium .... 44
Wiggins, John B...................................... 43

Publishers

Clode, Ed. J............................................. 39
Dodd, Mead......................................... 69
Harper’s Bazar................................... 65
Macmillan......................................... 67
New Books...............................................66
New York Journal............................. 73
Puritan Pub. Co...................................... 41
San Francisco Examiner .... 22
System Co................................................42
Thompson Publishing Co. 71
Veritas Publishers............................. 39

School and College Roster 

Pages 56-64 (Inc.)

Sporting Goods

Bausch & Lomb Lens......................24
Eastman Kodak................... 12-19
Iver Johnson Arms...................... 23
Marlin Rifle.................................. 28
McIntire, Magee & Brown Co. . . 43
National Camera............................42
Ross Rifle........................................ 24
Savage Automatic Pistol. ... 29

Toilet Articles

Carmen Face Powder . . .41
Carter-Lytle Drug Co.............................42
Cuticura................................................54
Ingram, F. F.............................................17
Johnson Soap, B. F. .... 21
Pears Soap............................................2
Rieger, Paul......................................... 41
Stearns, Frederick...................................43

Travel and Resorts

Chicago Beach Hotel.............................43
North German Lloyd............................. 43

Wearing Apparel

Art Work Shop....................................38
B. V.D......................................................18
Head, C. E................................................41
Knox-Knit Hosiery............................. 31

ance with the truth, as far as truth 
can possibly be determined, the 
advertisements will be guaranteed 
and will receive the Stamp of 
Approved Advertising.
Hearst’s Magazine trusts this 
policy of accuracy and sincerity 
will prove of benefit; bringing 
both advertiser and reader into 
a closer and more confident rela­
tionship.
A special scrutiny will be exer­
cised in respect to financial ad­
vertising. Only houses on whose

reputation we have every reason 
to rely will be accepted. Our 
endeavor is to accept only the 
offerings of reliable securities. 
If specific advice regarding any 
investment is desired, we sug­
gest inquiring of our Financial 
Bureau before making an invest­
ment.
Any suggestion or criticism for 
the improvement of our service 
is not only requested but earn­
estly desired, and if adopted will 
be suitably rewarded.

Feel perfectly free to write your suggestion

Address, Advertising Manager, Hearst’s Magazine, 381 Fourth Ave., New York



BOATING 
PARTY

A copy of the Sanitarium Illus­
trated Prospectus, Summer 
Vacation Booklet and copies of 
Battle Creek Sanitarium Menus 
will be mailed on receipt of cou­
pon. Tear off and mail it today.

r GOLF 
COURSE

Send For These Free 
Booklets

If you are planning a sojourn or vaca­
tion, get the facts about a real 
“ rest ” vacation at Battle Creek.
Get back to nature for a while. rZS

Street..............................

City........................... State

COME TO BATTLE CREEK

TENNIS 
COURT

ONE week of enjoyable health-building at the Battle Creek Sanitarium 
is worth many weeks of formal amusement at the seashore or fashionable 
resort. To the jaded business man, to the woman grown weary of 
social demands, to all who seek refreshing rest and diversion, the 
Sanitarium affords an ideal resting spot.
Here everything is scientifically planned for rest, recreation and health improvement— 
you eat, sleep and live daily for health in a wholesome, health-winning environment. 
Beautiful expanses of shaded lawn, picturesque lake views and the delightful climate for 
which Michigan is noted all combine to make Battle Creek the favorite spring and 
summer resort.
The outdoor life, swimming, golf, tennis, volley ball, riding, driving, motoring, sailing’ 
tramping these and many other pleasant outdoor recreations are encouraged by the 
most abundant facilities and favorable conditions.
In addition to these many unique advantages, guests have always at hand the special 
medical advice and service for which this institution is famous throughout the world. 
There is nowhere to be found a more complete and extensive equipment of means for 
diagnosis and treatment. All the most recent scientific forms
of hydrotherapy, electrotherapy, mechanotherapy, diathermy, I . \ ' . ......
radium, medical gymnastics, electrical exercises, the anti oxic JJ
dietary and all other effective curative measures are j

VjEFjT Box 152 C 
tHfjf The Sanitarium 
F f Battle Creek, Mich.

jF Send me the Sanitarium 
Illustrated Prospectus, the

Summer Vacation Booklet 
and copies of Menus, FREE.



And Sanatogen offers YOU 
the same welcome help

Y
ES, the same help that has won 
the sincere endorsements re­
corded above—and thousands from 
other famous people—who tendered 
their voluntary written tributes be­

cause they have experienced person­
ally Sanatogen’s beneficent, grateful 
upbuilding effects.

And, if you find your nervous sys­
tem has given way under too strenu­
ous demands—if you lack vigor and 
strength—with digestion impaired, 
sleep disturbed—if your daily food no 
longer nourishes properly—Sanatogen 
holds out this same welcome aid to help 
you regain that which has been lost.

Over 18,000 physicians have writ­
ten of their confidence in Sanatogen. 

They have seen how naturally and 
truly its food and tonic elements re­
construct blood and tissue, impart 
vigor and endurance to the run-down 
anemic—how it aids digestion and 
instils strength and endurance—and 
how it does these things naturally 
and gratefully.

And you have the word of these 
18,000 physicians that Sanatogen 
will help YOU gain renewed vigor, 
health and strength.

Write for a Free copy of 
“Nerve Health Regained”

If you wish to learn more about Sanatogen 
before you use it, write for a copy of this 
booklet, beautifully illustrated and comprising 
facts and information of the greatest interest.

Sanatogen is sold by good druggists everywhere, in three sizes, from $1.00
THE BAUER CHEMICAL COMPANY, 34-M Irving Place, New York



Coral Builders and the Bell System
In the depths of tropical seas the 

coral polyps are at work. They are 
nourished by the ocean, and they 
grow and multiply because they 
cannot help it.

Finally a coral island emerges 
from the ocean. It collects sand 
and seeds, until it becomes a fit 
home for birds, beasts and men.

In the same way the telephone 
system has grown, gradually at 
first, but steadily and irresistibly. 
It could not stop growing. To stop 
would mean disaster.

The Bell System, starting with a few 
scattered exchanges, was carried for­
ward by an increasing public demand.

Each new connection disclosed a 
need for other new connections, and 
millions of dollars had to be poured 
into the business to provide the 
7,500,000 telephones now connected.

And the end is not yet, for the 
growth of the Bell System is still 
irresistible, because the needs of the 
people will not be satisfied except by 
universal communication. Thesystem 
is large because the country is large.

American Telephone and Telegraph Company
And Associated Companies

One Policy One System Universal Service



Just Out!
Inlay Enamel” Monograms

Here is one of the exquisite new ‘’inlay 
enamel’’ monogram cases that you may 
get on this great special offer. Your own 
initials handsomely inlayed in any colors 
of enamel you select.

Here is another superb “inlay enamel** 
monogram case. Only one of the dozens 
you have to choose from. Scores of other 
handsome designs—all shipped to you on 
this great special offer.

The latest idea in watch cases. Su­
perbly beautiful. Your own monogram in 
handsome enamel design, (many designs to 
choose from) inlaid in the superb gold strata 
cpse. The newest thing—just conceived and 
offered direct to you.

The Burlington Special 
The masterpiece of the world’s watch manufacture— 
the watch that keeps time to the second. A perfect timepiece 
for the discriminating buyer who wants the best at a fair price.

Your Choice of Scores of Cases 
Open face or hunting cases, ladies’ or men’s sizes. 
These can be had in the newest ideas:
Block and Ribbon Monograms French Art Designs
Diamond Set 
Lodge Designs

Dragon Designs
Inlay Enamel Monograms

Our Special Offer 
Right now for certain special reasons you may 
get the superb Burlington Special DIRECT at the rock- 
bottom price—the same price that even the WHOLESALE 
jeweler must pay. You may secure one of these superb time­
pieces—a watch of the very latest model, the popular new, 
thin design, adjusted to the second, positions, temperature and 
isochronism—19 jewels—at the rock-bottom price—the same 
price that even the wholesaler must pay.$2 50 a M°nth at Rock'B°ttom Pr*ce

■ $2.50 a month for the world's most superb time­
piece? The easiest payments at the rock-bottom price—the Rock-Bottom 
price. To assure us that everybody will quickly accept this introduc­
tory direct offer, we will allow cash or easy payments,!ust as you prefer.

Ntf"i Down Wewill ship this watch
™ ran ami A. ... IVlUllCJ onapproTaliPrepaid(your

I MB BK WB choice of ladies* or gentlemen’s open face or hunting case). You risk absolutely nothing.
I, a You pay nothing—not a cent unless you want the great offer after seeing and thoroughly 

JP* inspecting the watch. Send for our great offer today.

B.TIc™N„.?NWrite for FREE Catalog
19th St. and Marshall Blvd., Dept. 124Y, Chicago Send for the free book. It will tell the inside facts about

Please send me, without obligations and prepaid, 
your free book on watches, including your enamel mono- 
gram cases, with full explanation of your cash or $2.50 a 
month offer on the 19-jewel, thin model Burlington Watch.

Name.

watch prices, and explains the many superior points of the Burling- 
. ton over double-priced products. Absolutely no obligations 

any kind in getting the catalog. It’s free to you, so write 
at once Just send the free coupon or a letter or a postal.

BURLINGTON WATCH CO.
19th St. and Marshall Blvd.. Dept. 124Y, Chicago

Address.....



To gain the votes of Spotless Town, the Mayor beamed at Mrs. Brown.
Her candid way shut off debate: she promptly flashed her candidate.
As he reflects, of course he’ll know 
She must have used SAPOLIO

Three household problems—with one answer
Suppose you must clean 

grimy floors, or dirty shelves, 
or a dingy kitchen. How can 
you freshen them up with a 
quick cleaner that won t waste?

Answer—Use SAPOLIO. 
(It cleans economically.)

Suppose you have a drawer 
full of kitchen knives, forks 
and spoons that demand quick 
scouring. How can you re­
move the dullness and rust?

Answer—Use SAPOLIO. 
(It scours thoroughly.)

Suppose you wish to polish 
tins, and thoroughly remove 
grease from your enamelled 
utensils and crockery without 
marring the smooth surfaces. 
What should you do ?

Answer—Use SAPOLIO. 
(It polishes brilliantly. Its suds 
thoroughly remove grease.)

You rub just the amount of 
Sapolio you need on a damp 
rag. Not a particle scatters 
or wastes.

Our Spotless Town booklet will be mailed upon request.

Enoch Morgan’s Sons Company Sole Manufacturers New York City



Fresh Air and 
Natural Food

The most “natural" foods are the cereals.
These should be cooked at the factory in a clean and scientific manner to make 

them easily digestible.

Grape=Nuts
FOOD

Is made of wheat and barley, the greatest of all cereals, containing the tissue-building 
(proteids), energy-making (carbohydrates) elements; and aho the “vital” phosphates 
(grown in the grains) which Nature requires for replacing the soft gray material of 
brain and nerve centres, worn away by Life’s daily activities.

Follow the law of Old Mother Nature — eat Grape-Nuts and cream, and give it 
to the children, at least once a day.

“ There’s a Reason ”

THB SCHWEINLER PRESS
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