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designers must give careful thought. Buyers,
too, must choose with special care those “key”
pieces which are to impart to such surround-
ings the fine flavor of a real home.

The pleoes shown are asolutlon for those who

loe tte ?me nt individuali
which me ongings of ou qual forefamertsy

‘ITleDJncanPkyfellvlngroorntablelncrotdﬁ
any iIs so corectly proportioned thet it i
beoormsasrmrtdmmg tade.

The chairs which frae the Sheraton console table

are dll‘;% height, and the console itself will hold

ooffee. The saverityof outline required for

the formrelity of dining is softéned and nellowned for

normal use by the Iowreadlg chair with its quaint
ruffled skirt and cowver of gl

These and other delightful Elgin A. Simonds pro-
ductions are shown by Dealers of Distinction
everywhere. Write for the names of the nearest.

THE ELGIN A. SIMONDS COMPANY

New York Syracuse, N. Y. Chicago
SIMor»DS
Individualism in ood furniture
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Dignity and comfort are blended as easily and
effectively in the modem bathroom as in the
most skillfully arranged living room or library.

In the simple Crane bathroom shown above,
the walls are of paneled plaster in a soft ivory
tint. The floor is laid in mosaic tile of warm
tan and blue. The 'lamia bath ofcream-white

enamel on iron is set in waterproof plaster,

with
floor.

inlaid borders of the same tiles as the
The Nova lavatory of twice-fired vit-
reous china, like the 1'arnia bath, is supplied
in three convenient sizes to fit various spaces.

Crane plumbing and heating fixtures are sold
by responsible contractors everywhere in a
wide range of styles and prices. Write for our
booklet, “ The New Art of Fine Bathrooms.”

CRANE

Adilrett all inquiries to Grant Co.%Chicago
GENERAL OFFICES: CRANE BUILDING, 836 S. MICHIGAN AVENUE, CHICAGO
Branches ami Salei Offices in One Hundred and Forty-eight Cities
National F.xhihit Rooms: Chicago, New Tori, Atlantic City, San Francisco and Montreal
Works: Chicago, Bridgeport, Birmingham, Chattanooga, Trenton and Montreal
CRANK EXPORT CORPORATION! NEW YORK. SAN FRANCISCO. SHANGHAI
CRANE LIMITED: CRANE BUILDING, 338 BEAVER HALL SQUARE, MONTREAL
CRANE-BKNNETT, LTD.. LONDON
Cl CRANE: PARIS, NANTEo, BRUSSELS o j

Fixtures priced for mutest homes; others for
luxurious houses, apartments and hotels



Better than “Home Made”

EN, fifteen, or twenty years home-canned
T \Aerebetterﬂanﬁnsggobammtre

Buttoday the products of the carers are
umformly better than foods canned at hone.

It |sntbyd’moethatt Gamed
M fpetes s e Ttk o o

‘I‘nerelsad|SUnctreasm there hes been a big

inthe quality of all camned goods. It is
¥E exact Cog,‘(t]tl%ll’d(ljf heF%(I;]gd proac;és%g Iflccs
emperature ing, ing ulating
Instruments—the Sixth Serse of  Industry—rales
possible tire production on a large scale of cooked
products of an absolutely uniform quelity.

By using Tyces Thermoneters in cooking, womren in
the hoe can now get the sane uniform resulits that
the big carers get.

Whether you are in the business of canning fruits, vegetables,
meats, or other cooked products, or interested only in cooking in
the home, there are Twcot Temperature Controlling, Recording
and Regulating Instruments made to be of specific help to you.

MANUFACTURERS

If your manufacturing problems require the indicating, recording, or con*
trolling of heat, whether you manufacture steel, or pock sardines, there is a
type and style of instrument in the fixes Line of 8000 varieties that
you need.

Inform ative literature on any type of instrument will be sent you promptly
on request. Or our engineer will consult with you on the application of
TWs to your manufacturing process.

Canadian Plant
BUILDING
TORONTO

TaylorInstrument Companies

Main Office and Factory
ROCHESTER, N. V., U. S. A,

TvCCS.
Home

7y-es OJfur Thermometers
An aid in promoting human efficiency.

for the

Jycos Bath Thermometers

To enable yon to get the most good
from your bath,

S&ffor Home Sri

Bake Oven Thermometer, Tandy
Thermometer, ftugarmeter The secret
til accurate results in cooking.

Tux* [Vail Thermometers

To help you maintain a_temperature
in your “house tourlucive to good
health.

Tttrfer Quality Compasses

To show you the right way in un-
familiar country.

fixes Fever Thermometers

A necessity in every home,

fixes Stormoftuide

Forecast* tile weather twenty four
hours ahead with dependable
accuracy.

Tyces llyurometer

To enable you to keep the humidity
of the aLnuiSfihere In your home
correct at all times.

Your dealer will show them to you
Ask us. on a postal, for booklets on.
any of the above.

TyCCS.

M edical
fession,

fixes Sphygmomanometer, Pocket

and Office type,

for the
Pro*

fitis Urinalysis Glassware.

jyrgr  Fever Thermometers,
Bulletins on request.
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Persons of Importance

Should the wi‘'li world roll <twnv,
l.eovhtit Mitt I’ tonor,

VAUTINNVERTETTS

Nor ( nor won. nor j>lot > to stolid

(I oithl in- lo me essential,
ft' thou iintl llty white arms were there
A mithe loll to «loom o I»n» wov. SrKI'lldN Ck AN .

CCASIOXALLY. lin- date of a writer's I>iriii has deep significance. Stephen
Crane wa> hum in 1S-0. lie wrote " 1tic lied Badge nt Courage" when he
was about twenty live, a struggling young free-lance, almost despairing of

winning llie recognition he craved.
Now. thai quarter-cent ury after ihel lose of the (jcrman-I rem li si niggle was
a period when "deep peare sell led upon" these t'nilpd Stales. War to us was something
width happened on the outskirts of Kurope's farming empire'. Crane had never seen a
battle. Yet by an extraordinary teal of imagination, tie carries the reader along, through
the experiences of a recruit, with such natural ness, such vivid personal emotion, that one
who reads has forever llie sensation 1> inn ing actually taken part hi this confused, immense,

staggering, smoky, darning (eury.

The book made a profound impression upon all who nali/.c: that the lirst requisite of a
writer L that he should feel tilings, -humid respond vitally to the beauty and terror and
joy and humour and irony of the world about.

Some ol Crane's tales, notably the remarkable and extravagantly praised 'Open Boat,"
seem to me over-writ ten. | feel he’s using buckshot on quail. But | can enjoy the extraor-
dinary effect he builds up; and there are few of hi' stories which fail to give one flashes of
colour and comprehension. For the titan was very much alive. He was expressing ssome-
thing deep in his own nature when Ik wrote:

"L iE"]iliy Inlivru ' know- It-m milii'rVivtnv i- :i niiunini ciir.e. P tonii r. it. >vn ilie walls
iif;ril 1@’ lint niurdr-' die r,yumr. an.1 ciiiliin uand.l Times and die |>url<liningol altar ".essek. \\ holt
i iri.'. :v.;u k liav.q -looking mill-. where M .ilira'll - | lyntli-rt.-. i til roll .ill dll: i [=>«tl. 11 U IMt a
i liiMti n'- liH'liitii* liti- nievy lilgtlway r>1.!lwry
In the iii e veil!" following the issuance ol his nrsi book =a volume ol poetry: " I'he.

jilai k Kiilei's"i Ciane produced ten or twelve volumes belore hi' death at die age of
thir. y.

lie seemed almost tuiuplcielv forgot leu: but the tirst complete edition of ids writings,
almost a generation later, shows dearly that lie has a permanent place in American letters.

I: sr>

When i.auteiice Sierne died, in i7<S he left in the luimi'ofa lIrietid the mtmuscript
of a very personal work whidi he \tilled " The Koran: or the Life, Character and Senti-
ments of T ki \Ji'sci \i\ Cm .. 2. A’. .1.. or Master ol Xu Arts."

" These notes," remarked the editor-friend who issued the posthumous volume, "were
designed Lv the author lo frame a larger work than the present, to be published alter he
should find himself—or the public—tired of the sportive incoherence of his former volumes.”

Both the " Ifigression on Wit " in this issue, and the little essay on " Toleration '*in the
April number are from this little-known volume, which contains much that is characteristic

(Cimtimu'd on page &)
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{t (Hiliii;ir'll (row p,i;<’ /J
of the creator of “ Tristram Shandy,” including sonic hundreds of notes, memorabilia,
and “ Callinuu hies” which lake one into the very workings ol his whimsical niiml.
It presents also his own justification against the outcries of prudery:

" And t. who am myself a ja-rivet philosopher o] llu- Ftvitc li school. ivimsimotto is. Kith', si >ipis,
ini aliinll. that wrilin.es which divert or exhilarate tI>v mind, dm’ ever so arch or live, provided they
appear to have no oilier stupe, ought not to he reprehended with too n®liivdistii-.il a severity, while
tli"se. indeed. cannot he loo loudly anathematized, widt h aitn directly, or even with the most re

For ingenious and subtle humour, and for real mastery in that delicate art of saying
what he means without saying ii—it would Ire hard to match the writings of Laurence

Sterne.
(OO

| ilouln it anybody leading "l'asse Rose" or " ()innv and Met Friends"” would ever
guess ;ti the varied v<|uipmcni and life experience of Arthur Sherburne Hardy.

West Point graduate and lieutenant in an artillery regiment: scientific bridged milder
and road etinstructor: professor at Hurt mouth; author of works on " F.lements of Oua-
ternious,” “ Calculus." “ Topographical Surveying" and such advanced mathematical
subjects: editor of a popular magazine: minister to Persia, to Greece, to Switzerland and to
Spain, all that would help to account for a precision of menial processes and a finished
knowledge of the world.

Rut all this exact knowledge, tins long and distinguished career, fails to obtrude itsol 1
into hb-charming stories of altogether delightful people. Mr. Hardy is a poet; he has an
evcr-youlliUil sense of the romance in real life that awaits those eapahle of feeling it: am!
through his tales there plays the liveliest, kindliest sense of humour.

He belongs inherently to that “ brotherhood of Sensible Men" 1o which he refers in his
pleasant volume of reminiscences, “ Things Remembered." published two years ago.
One knows instinctively that there are reserved depths, sensitive thoughts, which he has
never expressed publicly, and from the flavor of that which he has put forth, one knows
too. how interesting it would be to hear some of these ideas blossom out in smm- expansive
mood of Iriendlv intercourse.

I always remember Frank Norris as he looked one summer morning in i.Sou- .At that
time lie was reading manuscripts for Doublerlay & McClure Co. for half tile day.and writing
the other half. A trip to a Connecticut pond had initiated him into the joys of casting for
black bass; and he promptly found a place to live on the shore of Greenwood Lake, in order
to satisfy this moused angling fervour.

Thai morning lie came into the editorial box-stall, his eyes fairly blazing.

"lI've just had a Great Ideal" he announced.

And. evidently even more ed ited than when the tirsi two-pound bass Up and
attacked the spoon, he proceeded In outline his Trilogy of the Wheat—*“ lhe Qi lupus. “
with the miles of growing grain and tin ranchers' fight with the Railroad; The Fit,
where a daring Chicago board of Trade speculator, outwits and crushes lib rivals, only to
I> eru .bed in turn benen Ih the illimitable fecund out jtourings of \aimv herself: and “ The
Wolf." in which a vast river of Ameiicau wheat was to llow overseas to relieve a starving
community of Fnlv. 1lib premature death three years later prevented the completion ol
this third volume of the series.;

lie was, as usual, teniiteally in earnest; he had sketched out the course of the lir-a novel
on the train coming to town; am! it was impossible, listening to his tense, crisp summary,
not to believe that he was one who might successfully attack just such a huge, dramatic
subject.

It was. | think, in a rcsting-time between two of these large efforts that lie became
fascinated with some of the old Norse literature, and also with some mcdkeval accounts
of sieges which latter gave him the idea ol a living, human account of the inhabitants of
a castle during such a relentless attack by strangulation.

iCn.ilinit'll nil p.ijy V)
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The Complete Poems of

Henry W. Longfellow

America’s Most Beloved Poet

In ONE Volume

HE friends that Longfellow has given to us— how
much they have meant in our lives!

The village blacksmith”\vith his brawny arms—his
daughter that sang in the choir. The old dock that
stood on the stairs ami ticked out “ Never—forever.”
And the “ angel whose name is Priscilla,” whom blunt
old Captain Miles blandish cherished but whom John
Alilen won. All the characters in those charmingly
tender stories in verse that have for years made Henry
Wadsworth Longfellow America’'s favorite poet.

Who of us has not roamed in spirit with Evangeline,
seeking her lost lover? Who has not loved the little
Hiawatha? Who hap not dreamed dreams inspired by
a long-forgotten tale of Boccaccio, charmingly retold—a
legend of the castled Rbine—a romance of storied Spain,
wherein kings and knights and artists of old have come
to life again?

Now, in one fascinating, limp bound volume, dearly
printed on beautiful Bible paper,you canown iill the poems
that Longfellow ever wrote, nearly six hundred of them!

A book to be cherished by every American

This beautiful, light weight volume, of
a size so convenient for holding in the hand,
was printed especially for us by Houghton,
Mifflin & Company, at the famous Riverside
Press. Remember, this is not the usual make-
shift volume containing a few scattered
norms, but a beautiful example of modern
bookmaking that contains every poem Long-
fellow itnr wrote, including all copyrighted
material.

Examine This Fascinating
Book FREE

Let us send you this beautiful volume for a
full week’s free examination. You need not
pay one penny unlessyou are certain that you

want to keep it. Then only the
small price quoted in the coupon,
ridiculously low for a de luxe edition
of America’'s favorite poet. .Simply
mail the coupon, nou/

THE PLYMOUTH PUBLISHING COMPANY
7 West 42nd Street
Dept. 377 New York, N. Y.

THE PLYMOUTH PUBLISHING CO.
7 Wesl 42nd Street

Dept. 377 New York City
Gem It-tnen, Send tilt*, for our week"* fror
examination, your new uric-volume; edition
ol the works of Henry Wadsworth Long-
fellow. printed in large, clear lytw* on bVath-
rweight Bible paper; limn. Krammul _hinrHnje,
title and Rutdodgcd parcs | will either
you 55.43. the full price, in one week, or re-

turn the book at your expense.

/ Name ...

N OF | 1R State

. .
*tea2 MEION Tun Golden Book Magazine to our advertisers.
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(Continued from p.igc 6)

“ Grettir at Drangcy ” was the product of this reading of the “ Grellir Saga,” one of llie
most vivid and absorbing tales we have of the ancient North.

(William) Wilkie Collins (1824-1880) captured the whole reading public of that day
when, in 18(io, he published " The Woman in While. " And “ The Moonstone.” eight years
later, made him supreme among writers of the " mystery story.”

Unlike most such tales of that period, these absorbing romances do not seem outworn
or old-fashioned. Collins could describe a big wardrobe in a bed-room in such a way as to
raise the hair on the back iX( one's head; and while a large number of his many books hardly
move us lo-day. these best romances of everyday life still grip the interest and carry the
reader irresistibly through the tortuous complexities of plot.

Collins collaborated with Dickens a number of times; but their most successful joint
production was probably the “ Perils of Certain Knglisli Prisoners." the second chapter of
which is in this number

" tora portrait of him a, hr is to-dav you have to think of Oscar Wilde at the height of his glory.
A big pudgy face, immobile, pink, smooth-shaven, its child-like expressionlossncss accentuated by
the monocle he always wears, though rather belied by the gleam <f humour in hi- dark alert eyes,
tlis hair is iron-grey, his figure stocky and of about medium height. A mordant wit. an inimitable
raconteur, he Nives life and gaiety and all the luxuries of life. Nolhing can persuade him out of his
complacent and luxurious routine, lie will not leave Hudapest. even to attend the premiere of one
of his plays in nearby Vienna. The past war political upheaval which has rent all Hungary into
two voluble and hitler factions left hint quite unperturbed and neutral His pen is not for politics.”

That is Benjamin V. Glazer's pen-portrait of Franz Molnar.

At forty-seven. Mr. Molnar has made rather a unique position for himself as an inter-
national playwright as witness “ Liliom,” “The Swan." “ Fashions for Men." “The
Guardsman” and so on. In addition he has written a large number of one-act plays and
short stories, which often show an incomparable deftness and lightness of touch. It does
not matter whether or not you consider his surprising “ l.iliom" as the penetrating and
profoundly significant drama many have pronounced it: one thing is certain—among
contemporary writers for the stage there are fewer indeed with whom you can so con-
fidently abandon yourself with the certainty of being entertained, of having some satisfying
flashes of humorous or satirical insight into the world-comedy.

I'm inclined to think that there is more of the real flavour of Nathaniel Hawthorne in
his "Mosses from an old Manse” than in anything else he left us.

The old Manse was, of course, the house built in Concord, in 17(15, for the Rev. William
Kmerson. and later occupied by Ralph Waldo Kmerson, into which Hawthorne moved with
his bride in 1842. It was lull of past associations and of dreams to which Hawthorne's
withdrawn imagination vibrated most appealingly; and while many of the twcniy-six
stories and sketches, included under ihis tide in 184b. had nothing to do with this home,
in its 1'retirement and accessible seclusion"—so powerful is the impression of the author's
descriptions that it colours the whole collection.

“ A Virtuoso’s Collection.” appeared first in the Boston Miscellany for May. 1842.
It shows how deep was the feeling with which Hawthorne had perused the great hooks of
the past, and its wealth of allusivetiess minors the book-excursions which produced the
“Twice Told Talcs," “ Tanglewood Tales" and Lhc " Wonder Book."

Through an oversight we failed to mention that the most characteristic letter from
the “ divine Sarah” which appeared in “ Some Love Letters,"” in the May issue, was from
the volume of Mme. Bernhardt’'s letters owned, translated, and edited by Mr. Sylvestrc
Dorian.

(Continued <x page 10)
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“OTiger’'s Heart

Wrapped in a Woman's Hide!”,

An *ikl man, King uf linglnjnl, simid
prisoner <n a lo>t. haitleiielh. The
licuutiful nnet-n «ii Frame |i>] nui in him
a linndkereliiel dripping villi tin; liluod

iy tii> favorite 'i.n. 1'viw Then. Mill
words, might liaw raved him
“ She sviili nf liariiri" lie :»'jm And

Iwii knights' i(aggers drove home.

Do you know in what play this scene
comes? Do you really know Shake-
speare? Have you folium viiin Kina
Harry, thriHe*1 with Imogvne. lamed a
woman with Petruchio. carouse-1 with
i'alstaU. lorded over kings with Wolsey?

Everybody read-. Shakespeare. Kverv-
body <Juote-v Shako)Metre. Everybody
needs Shakespeare. Everybody can find
a new thought every day in his passes.
He who hasn't really rr.iit Shakespeare,
made u companion of liini. cun hardly
call himself educated. Shtikespeare —
along with the liihle is the foundation
of .;// modern English literature.

A fairly good "set" of Shakespeare's
plays costs Sej.oo. Hut for a tilth of
that cost, you can now have his com-
plete works in line splendid Hook, easy
to use and delightful to own.

Only once in 50 years
comes a Book Bargain like this

To celebrate the Holden Jubilee oi
I. Y. (oilier and Son—our icih year
u] selling the best book-, tit popular
prices we determined to offer an
AM ERIC \\ Shakespeare.

Dependent in tile pa-l on Ovford and
(ilasgow. we have sold thousands ol
these imported bvooks, \ow with the
aid of the Etikoide I'iv>s. rid of ocetin
Height' and customs ilunges. Collier'.--
pre-ents a volume that rival-- the most
famous Foreign edition at price- tor

every American home.

1> inin.i[mv Ihis it'll su,1k<--pein fur
a it ini.c .inly, we .ire going ro go',- omriglil
t.ii Mii [MiS'ii ivtv>lilts out the eoup»iili .1 hand-
siime [pii.l.vl 1-till.in of t'.e lamou- I-tui.uv.u .|

OMAR KHAYYAM —Free!

Tile Ix;-! .if till i".Kik- to dip into for a profound
thought nr a haunting hue of Oriental [Mu-try.
barge. Hear type, Well hound in limp leather,
-tan,[M-d in gold.
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C'»ilin;<ll froii: pit;:r ¢4

liamlin Garland was writing of a life he knew, anil had lived, in his stories of pioneer
folk in the Middle West. llis first real schooling came at the age of sixteen, when he
entered lire Cedar Valley Seminary, at Osage. lowa— though working on a farm tor half
the year. He has written a ><ore of books since "Main-Travelled Roads” appeared in
iSoo: but in none of them (nor in any other volume | could namei can one find a more
living presentment of tin- men and women who taught the earth of this region its richness,
and grew a sturdy race along with their fat crops,

if you want to feel a real “ melting-pot at work—just get out in that July cornheld
with Norse Julia, and do a lew rows while she waits for her rescuer.

It has been iust about forty years since the readers of liarper's began to look with
anticipation for stories of New England people signed by one Mary K. Wilkins; and there
are many thousands of people who feel that they have reached real understanding of the
“New England nature” through her tales of everyday matters in that region. There have
been about 250 of these since those first ones; and with her various novels and romances
her writings occupy nearly thirlv volumes.

Hy special request of the author we are not going to represent her with “ The Revolt of
Mother.” one of her stories which has proved irresistible to an immense number of people.
“For," said Mrs. Freeman," I'm sick to death of that tale- and Eve done other tilings
that are better anyhow!”

*So we are printing here one of her first excursions into the supernatural; and later we
shall publish "Old Woman Magoun" undoubtedly one of the most powerful things

she ha' ever issued. . W. L,
“ Till-: S Book" <*Wk ir,n\ other o.v.yrn.vi hi lint! it hr pyor.iA in ninny
AVAYS I Ainiiilronir tntniir Ix In tic furnished, 1,/ +/ nins/inrlr lint t, tint! (nil tit'/jilx ton-
ttiniiit nppetty in - .Imi;;ol ism. /A Index ftiy I'ohmic / is nine i'll tin' prCst. stilt! ropy.

k :H hr fnnii-lh d v.ithotil </wrj,v  snl-y r:hr< on r<-;K'A lddresn-d to the ttih.k A nml-.-r i>, piirluu-nl.

Copyright Title Pafe
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Home-Study Training

Genius and inspiration were once credited with
playing an important part in building a successful
career. —What part do they actually play in the
making of success?

William Livingston, Presidentof the Dime Sav-
ings Bank, Detroit, has this to say:

"Genius is squosed to he some peculiar capacity fr.r spon-
taneous accomplishment. 1( so. it is one of the rarest things
in the world. | have been studying business and human beings
(or more than sixty years, and I've never yet seen anything
permanently worth while that was accomplished on the spur
of the moment. The man who expects to win Out in business
without self-denial and sell-improvement and self-applied
Observation stand* about ns much chance as a ﬁrize tighter
would stand il he started a hard ring haltie without having
gone through an intensive training period."

How You Can Measure
Your Chances for Success

W e are all looking forward to successful careers.
If an employe, you want a better position. That is
the first step up. |If art employer, you want to im-
prove the business you manage.

Business cannot pay you for ideas and plans
which you do not deliver, and this applies to owner
and employe alike. Neither can Business pay you
fiif learning business.

If you desire success, your day must be filled with
achievement—doing things. Contemplation, an-
alysis, acquiring the_ experience of others, must
come after the gong rings at night.

Broadly speaking, everyone who reads these
words falls into one of three groups; in fact, this
analysis really constitutes a measuring stick by
which you can measure the degree of success which
you will probably enjoy:

Group 1—Those who are making no effort to increase their

business knowledge and ability aside front the limited experi-
ence which conies as a result of each day’s work.

That
Leads to
Successful

Careers_

Are SuccessfulMen Horn orMade?

"Bom with mind hut not with wisdom; horn
wiih intellect hut not with knowledge; horn
with power to discern, but not horn to discre-
tion and sound judgment; bom with adapta-
bilities but not with abilities; born, it may be,
with wealth, but not brim to success. Wisdom,
knowledge, discretion, judgment, ability, char-
acter—these are attainments, not bestowments
or inheritances." — The Kansas Banker.

Group 2— Those who, more or less consistently, aro reading
constructive literature pertaining to their specialties or tiefd.
hut who follow no organized plan.

Group J—Those who consistently follow a definite, well-
organized, step-by-step plan, which embracesnotonly the best
experience in their specialty, but also shows the relationship
of their job to the fabric of business as a whole.

Send for the LaSalle
Salary-Doubling Plan—Today
During fifteen years, LaSalle Extension University has
been tarnishing iin n with an orjtfutized plan of sell develop*
ment—in every important field qf business endeavor. The
proof that such a plan wins out is evidenced in the fact that
during only six monthst time as many -as 1348 LaSalle mem*
bers reported salary increases totalling $1«$%507. The aver*
age increase pur man was i per cent

The details of the LaSalle salary-doubling plan wifi be sent
%ou lor the asking. W hether you adoF]t the plan ornot. the
asic information it will place in your hands, without cost, is

of very real and definite value. And it*s FREE,
balance the two minutes that it takes tofill out the coupon against
the rewards of a successful carter—then clip and mail coupon iNOH\

LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY
Tim World’s Largest Businessj Training institution

Dept. 737-R Chicago

1 would welcome detains of yoi jtalary-datiMing plan, together

with complete information reflrardli ®Hie opportunities in_the buudneatt

field | have checked below; also a 1 py of "Ten Years' Promotion io
One/' alt without obligation.

Name *
Present Position.___ .....

Address...-.
Please mention Thu Golden Book Macazikb to our adyeriiwis.

O Business Management

O Modern Salesmanship

Onijiher Accountancy

OTraffic Management

O Railway Station
Management

O Law—Degree of LL.B.

OCommecrdnl Law

DiIndustrial Management
Efficiency

OBanking and Finance

COModem BurinesR Corre-
spondence and Practice

COModern Foremrmship
and Production Methods

O Personnel and Employ-
ment Management

0O Expert Bonkk«'Cping

O Business English

OCommerctnl Spanish

O Effective Speaking

Oc* P. A, Coaching
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"When the Thing that

ad also it is eloguent

spell of Kipling's peges,

the achievement in this new edition.

You can here, and now, possess Kipling at less than one-eighth
the oost of the sare indusive contents and the sare large type

of the glorious de luxe edition

IPLING is known and understood less than
any other universal writer. That sounds
paradoxical when you think that people

Maupassant pales by comparison,” said F. A.
Waterhouse in the Vale Review. In that story,
when the Silver Man steps out from behind an idol,

everywhere quote him every day. But what do tiny body shining like frost—you find one of the

quote? A few inimitahle stanzas; a few penetrating
epigrams—to judge him by these is like judging the
depths and colors of the ocean by the sparkle of a
single wave.

Have you ever read, for example, "The Mark of
the Beast"? Critics proclaim this remarkable story
the greatest "horror story" in our language. "De

most intense and greatest moments in literature.
Yet Kow many people who think they know Kipling
have read the marvelous pages of this Oriental tale?

And that is only a single instance of hundreds of
Kipling’'s stories. Among them are such compelling
titles as "Without Benefit of Clergy," or "The
Man Who Would Be King," or "The Phantom
Rickshaw," Whoever reads books, and wants the
best books measured in terms of stirring narrative
vividly told, must read these stories sooner or later.

The mere mention of these several titles provokes

a sense of the unrealized domain of Kipling's prose.

To have such stories—scores of them —in your

home where you can know them and own them is®
to enrich your own life experiences.

Yet there is more in Kipling than these marvelous'
stories. For again and again does the name of this
author ring around the world. Here is a treasury of
some of the most enchanting and original poetry
in all literature. Tha man who wrote

"1f you can keep your head when all about you
Are losing theirs and blaming it on you.

can alsr/take you anti me "by.the old Moulmeih

pagoda, looking Eastward toward the sea. .

Or into the jungle where we find "the law of the
as old and ;1s true as the hills." Or turning

le of this human
:bftl| @' o

It is the special privilege of his American publishers to offer Kipling to you in this way;

Seeing is believing. You can see by the free inspection plan. You arc earnestly urged to

act promptly, as the first Mandalay Edition is going faster than the most optimistic forecast,
and this edition will soon be unavailable* Find Kipling whep you come home. This is the best

Chance you will ever have.

Doubleday, Page & Co., Dept. K:1287, Garden City, N.Y

Please mention The Golden Hook Magazine to our advertisers.
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Couldn'’t hasOccurred

(—from the Mandalay Edition of Kipling. Volume

Judy O’'Grady are sisters under their skins!” And there are five hundred
such poems here—that are merely an item in this astounding collection of
stories, novels, essays, letters and poems.

Every page of Kipling is of sterling worth. If ever there is a gilt-edge security
in hooks it is this. And Kipling's value is enduring. Tomorrow he

is just as potent as today. In fact, as the depth and scope of his

work are coming to be realized, the appreciation of him grows —

the value of his books increases.

Kiplings 8000 Pages

VI

You have the advantage of a really sensational price

bargain, with nothing of the risk. To find Kipling's

works for $29,50 mcan3 a large profit to you. The

“large-paper" type face and the complete eontenia of

the de luxe $260,00 edition are duplicated. The books

of the Mandalay Edition are fbH-sbficd, substantial,

with all the qualities that give them charm and per-

manence. There are 26 volumes arranged in the most

up-tn-dato way—two in one) and 8,000 page*!. Tht*

remarkable innovation means that you receive the complete eontents of each volume for only $1.15.
What does it feel like to he an owner of Kipling's works™ The atmosphere of these books gives a sense
of pride and satisfaction. And when yon open the books? What diversion* What infinite variety!
What vivid characters and wonderful advenlyres to meet!

Thousands of people who have never before responded to n subscription book offer are
demanding this Kipling rhidion Do you realize what that means'! Thousands of others

who are habitual hook-buyers are greeting this edition with en-

thghniAMi thut amounts* to a cry of gratitude.

JUNGU BOOK
THE

SECOND
JUNGLE BOOK

ruoyard
KIPLING

| Doubleda.y, Page & Co., Drpf. h-12%$7,
Garden City, New York

13

Printed from the same
platesand embracing
the same contents as
the de luxe edition
that sold for $260.1)0
per set.

THE
naulahka
A STOfiy Of
WIST AND EAST

RUDYARO
KIPUNO

For my free inspection please send the Mandalay Edition of Kipling, twenty-six
full-sized volumes, bound two-in-one* in pure maroon, with mounted titles and
gold tops. 1 will return the books within a week, or else send you $29.50 cash In
full, or only $3 lint payment and $2 monthly for nine months.

Address

City State

Reference or Occupation......... T, R

IT 1 Check here if you-wanit the rich leather binding and change terms to
U j] $49.50 payable $4,50 first payment anil $5 a month.

Please mention T he Goldish Book Magazine to our advertisers.
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“lent Bureau. THE GOLDEN BOOK. 55 Ftftli Avenue,
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THE FINANCIAL DIRECTORY

THE GOLDEN BOOK reserves (He lotlowuig pages for
announceiin-nrs of reputable banking htMji&s, roue. companies,
vdv;rigv bank.-, brokers, and other nnarsL’i.il itisLUtiiions. [rv
gLttty is made ceficerTimK the inslsUlticns advrrtisinsj under
thL" heading and none is accepted rhai is fenriid re he of quev
Lonable character. Whynwremg. to these insiiLuiit-rt? please
tominn THE GOLDEN BOOK.
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Real Estate Mortgage Bonds

By the Investment Editor

One iff llie must iM.tfjul.3r forms of invr-ihier.f today i- lhc
lirsi JLn.'rt*a.”e ie.il (Slate bond, 11s pcmiilardy is due lit
ilie sih xesAul -1lilli'i~- of miiti- of die Innisys "fllii.i; il and
Lo the etTetlive Li-lvunisiris-r dune by th-.se Inruses,

Tlii'sc Im.thU aiv in m>hi uh I purls larue nvurtifaiits,
m‘vurnl. il-n.iliy, nu iipnr;iriwil Inajii.v, Inalel.i ‘'hr otiiie
ImiMinus I'P'S|UfIV.ly rhe rr.ur”.uirs are irnrnl and the
ljond'i sold licfiUT trie 113il [n- il1jlir; i i oilier words,
they :in- no: illy iiin™;rn,’1 ikmi kkips. The money ‘inured
IrtiTii Ihr siik WA hon-is is belt By tin> Im.uh Lirit liiiihi- and
paid oVi-r To ihir hoirower the <aviut a< lhe !millliny

progresses. I'In- -adi whi h tlui ov.tkt puts up pnv-A diki die
bail-hiu; hr 4 ami tin lLurdhuE h-fr” money nrier, The IYnani-
ijttf liitiiM- :ivi.»ral'iif(-s in the Imud3mblers djit thy I-ujl<liiti*
Will he 1llriijtt11"1 .U .E imi.ill. prill'.". IS iloel wiT. u HLUViy
lumd Ib.it lIn- owner -vill 1113111l his pari hif die in Mrm I.

lhiring ihi* mhist.! Tm peri-tl the honk h.iyvr run* tin:
risk ihai the jiuniu iiiLt meise mis-tht and dir money whi. it
he has [.niit iur bunds tnkl.L beeome invelvet i:i ;i nH-i-iw-r-
«dlip and not he availaBle lor utrrviim tin die 'mi din”™ erieva-

tiunn. In dud ‘In- pliiln NA* wiih.fi -vas le fa' ih.esi-nn -ty
for the Innid" riiiuin -ini he 1l nu; T-i (1. fhiii is oik- cim-mm
wily hayrr el 1if~+ Loud ri‘i.il'i iii.ruiri- ;n m 1tm i'rm-.rn id

sTi'ruyl 11 it- \lell n- ibe 'a jjericn-.v iiiid rep".il 11hs-l tel :Uy fr :1I
fr'laie niej-iy.i*c I1neid fie.ne Sfeivi bills die., Sliink aru; nf
huyiiiLi <eli>ira- Itoil hou

.in:

Tiiese loam are ~eiieiM.Jv fur .. ini;lr pLTif; "l the value
of Ibe |ila*peflie.d. It die hllilder. sir :r\ m-r. did mil ward In
hufrav.v ;i liji'h ]mTienlae--. In rodId ~eiiemlty eef hi- D.ieney

at lere itHI tre.n ell.ir fein tivl VL yj Mir; I= taliTe-d
rail-- 'nil hr Mki-ii a”a vein ;,d =nli-":lii-H i.l Trii® In-1d. as in
idIn‘i <i greater rin aldiomdi -in-is nktn.er-i av.'e>-jittljpin..d
lei ilie-. ..f fit*fn-f1 .ii .s d-medvin.v i] let |ami- :a rad.-.tiePi
tot ne !ei ;N -llp|-I\ iuvlii.ii !liir-rvi5e.

A" UU I-ther 1" aly.e li'icll pe- e fitalTe >ti dir-h l-au- ir !
[il'oii-1fd ilia! 4 .i+S.ii-l m.riir I dm'] hu ]fitid ..0 *i.ii m.'r
alter the In-i eui- -t ia.j year"-. 1 liiz- die priinhiic "I

aiinjt-ii/aLl iou ihai fi.L- lu”-. .Lrjija- ] cend'iilly h> laiildhie
and loam, .issin i.itiii:v'. fll die iTe «.; sdeh it*n. iadi.-rA;
‘tart.in™ with multwaives th-k are ;rein-ivd'y n>r n Jr.v.er ptr
«rtilairr of value th:in mu-1 vxnisfTinhi«it- l.pv'i', die Jviyjuu.-->r
are i;.-ila]ly ~ per eeiit. t-hrt hrd yi-ar am] =viulllv irnTrase R-
‘In tiderent less, hi die i-ane <[ real tale i:na t”.ajr
h"jij!} i~sue- of h-nises erf lltc best repm;i(inn it silie-s ariuii.n
S per eeiik Ljiid ia iun-= fairly deadily. If the atiinrti®.inon
is fnjl ~per a'lil.H (itile™:- tin- ioail S>for ;i lower pereekEl™e titan

imuill, i midi!
lust maturity,

Lre uyl] fur in\vstors mil To Imy homE > IIn*
even of inm-ms of ~ottd repula? iilij

lhe eat niiiu jmiviT of Ihe |iro;n-rtit-s ulmildsi ivhiih firsr
ti~ri Lire riral estate Lends asclissued is a fioiril inken int<i
t"li.'idei ;dion hy ihi-u" liinrtrf i'Inir IVnist's and dve:i more
v inu fiy ll-eir. Thun 1> the tildes' murlnape leLidii.~ iij>lilu
iiiu=". They Work on the theory that dn-y iim -Ldely iemt a
Idyll pen el: t:iPe if die properly p se li'eL-te] and -0 <on
serin ted 1:11 it e.in In- eNpe<'rd to earn an alJOfT1 murpiii

iso tin- islll+imf ur.d nil erti/uilioii charne-. Tin Le-| li-.i;"-,
sn tin. livid Is.-.ve ii; dn. h' orAal-ivtaliulis men who are aulrie-ri
iii-* on Lhr-tjvrui;- of urban [.optslalh a:- and on if:, uvon-.iJiH' nl
Pl linn of .ifAOTimu:, Indid and dl'ie l.aildin™A. 'l lie
..aid: in-: OKve.-s of ati.v hoti.st: ifi tiiiiT ijel-J depeuvl:- Sn a
Hiiv'i,.eiat-[f i MlLriii Ujiiin- ahitily arid judgment or iiiv>e nu.-,

Hue i]:‘ri ilmt illve-1s- -i-oalrl uhvay--k i4imin lined hi
tiirmioiTin/ !jiis new lypr of ri'id e-late nhirtir-kV" m-unly

durirjy: rite pa<i deiade, uln,n mniis \.t)\ inhim;- enlen-4
da- hrid heea.ise of it irmwiiu: ipislarity hitis iiivf-tnrs
and: ‘'omi-nf die older mi.1> LTeully externled theh'-o]nrkd ii -1

we have hvi-l in a period <] adviiii. iuy n-al tml.:lv' VLilue-.
JIn-. n:ejii:z> ih.tr imir- et dii' ;s>ih+h jlrm - Ismsi-s. nr dii-
l.ii’jle> il.1ti:seh e-: U.ive I»mmit-siid Ly ndvei-’iiy durim;

lhe period of .nrenl<- ex] uf rin* 1l'idne.-’s. Ueal i > ate
\ ilin.— in Liieid" upward j.'rnpre”s. ipv1a>inj ally fxjieriem e
ictiiavi,' alid in 4..ir,i. Jihu'e- dfV'elo]j pernutlieut la. kewalos
ST:ir aiv dlh:ii!( if- -i.mu, li wilt hr duriiu; Ihe rieM period

of ‘ii.-pri--inn that die lent te:d will [iit ;tpplii/l IIn- real
c- .cri- lu-i.rpMfte t-otid llel-!.

Uul 1 tit.iti* ha- k M, Illeyxiiie-sl.il! ul Illk v i-ou-s ,i<
irsjili- 1;, ‘inii-i s .t kme e\]JarLvm>.- in "In" leld, raie raiil'iot

1,;:" lu-lj. b.i-k hire, an | wtlE -ip.;juii-m a- (o the fill lire -u riu’
L v-t* dn.T- 1e:-ilJiollm 11 is ibe is-i:e-=nlu,i.x --dml have

entered rile I'UsilU'ss Lit the t-rtM "! Ihr wave, 'vim Lik the.
o0jii ri- u-e urn! Innkynniird ol These oilier”, afj«ait vvhieh one
ifouid 111! njilpnlieij.-ive. bill even in ihoo- .h-ts il dntd

ljot -ttrii lik:3\ dud Un' losses will he Li- yreai n- duy haye
I'(piii i wj;:n\ odn r lit-ldr. of*hn vsiiuein . or a.--qreat assume
ilf ibe old murlyajre iemlin” instltilliotis >ee!ln to tear,

Wlu:,n ;i Lompnrisiiit is mmit: hetwei'n
e/raiv UY.-.irliUUTil I.Mprid” and imnds iu oilier I'nlds il is hy i:u
means to die discredi; ui the* humer seii.rides. ‘|'hy h-rUses
In.il i eujt- {hern ]j:iVC hiin.-innnlly had lo take ovI']' pro|ifltivs
(or lira- reason or ;.inot3ht. hilt dlvy llavi: eurjlmued In jaiy
1=riiM'1]KLI nnd ukt'R'st wii their bond* ami so far they haw been
able tu wurk uni these situations Uj ihcir own mlvaidaui

ibe reecrd uf real

iz

{CiminiUrid uti pn&t' rri)
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Three checks that will
pay your future income

Let us suppose the fortune you
are building will come to you
some day in the form of three
separate checks- Assume that you
will have put by $1,000 each
year for 30 years.

The fiTst check, then, represents
just what you have saved —
$30,000. That is the margin your
foresight has drawn between in-
come and expenses during your
best earning years. But of gour9e
your money has earned some-
thing, too.

So the second check is what your
money has earned. It is the total
of interest money and coupons
and dividends, compounded and

reinvested as you went along. If
you have used ordinary care in
investing over the 30-year period,
this second check should amount
to $25,000.

Then there is a third check. Ex-
perience teaches that it should
pay you about $20,000. It repre-
sents the many additional sums
you have gatried by availing your-
self ol the constant services of ah
experienced and capable invest-
ment connection, Be sure of this
third check. Whether the fortune
you enjoy later is $55,000 or
$75,000, depends largely upon
the care with which you chose
your investment house in the
first place.

i. ¥« > S e d *mvah”™
. ]
VBV T KB .

Twelve, distinct features of Compton cooperation
which make fora fully effective income-building pro-
gram are outlined in our booklet, “Successful Invest-
ing.” Let as -mail you a copy. Write for Booklet C-7

W illiam R.fom pton Company
INVESTMENT BONDS
S; Lﬂ'ﬁ New York Chicago Boston Cincinnati Memphis
Compton BdR- 14 Wall Si, 105 S, La Salic Si. 7~Water St, Union Trust Bldg. Ststfl Nst. Bk, Bldg.
BONDS SHOULD BE KNOWN BY THE COMPANY THEY KEEP

IV.m- :zi,riHd |j N IttkKIK. M Ar.A/INE- |
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well as lo lheir clients. This, of course, has been purtlv
clue to the steady advance in real estate values. When a
depression comes, if one does, it will not be so easy to work
out these problems. But the investor can feel assured that
the leading houses will do everything in their power to work
them out, as their very future depends on it

If they fail, there is still most certain to be some value in
the properly against which the bonds are a first mortgage;
how much, will depend on the judgment exercised in making
the loan, the conservatism of it, and the adequateness of the
amortization that has taken place As cornered to what
happens to bondholders of many companies that go through
reorganizations, the experience of real estate mortgage
bondholders in such extreme* cases, provided they have dealt
with honest houses, seems likel. to be less discouraging.

bonds and saving norey!
$10,

tifically, is only helf as

inested in Fomen Bonds

That is the anezing poner

W@mﬂ buying IO u r
Accunrulating $10000. if
you go about it sden
lurd s saving $I000. It
takes only half aslog. Money
actually doudles itsef in a
litte nore tten ten years.
034% oonmpounded s+
anually.

It soud ot take you

nore then a few years to get your first
$10000 Then substantial wealth is defi-
nitely within your grasp. The secod,
thid and fouth K100 are still essier.
In this way a legion of Forman investors,
still under age fifty, have built lip confort-
adle fortunes fram surprisingly sall be-
gmings—and in forty years o Foman
inestor hes ever lost a dollar of erther
principal or interest.

Be a bord onner.  But don't neke the
fatal mistake of waiting for large lunp sus.
For those who wish t buy bonds out of
imaremermepreparedamde(m
“The Saence of Forture Buildi

Firs
000

All these considerations probably give the investor the
feeling that there is some risk in the modern high interest rate
real estate mortgage bonds, particulnrly‘fhose of the construc-
tion type. That U the viewpoint he should have. There is
risk in any investment. The United States may some day
go the way of Russia, or Germany, or mure likely ancient
Rome. These considerations should convince the investor
that his investments in this field should he confined to the
offerings of houses of long experience and high reputation,
which should have the ability to choose the best loans and
the greatest incentive to do so and to watch out for them
during the life of the bomb*. If he does that the risk he takes
will be largely measufraby the rate of return he asks for and
will be somewhat less than be would lake with the same
return in other fields

tistoCt
will iind the stg»s t
$1000—or $I000—
dearly darted Whatever
your incoe, neke this
book your finrenda guice.

Large investors—partieularly
those harassed by fluctuation
ad depreciation—will ke in
terested In or hook “How
o SHet Safe Bods.” Thouw
sacs have foud thet this hook
takes many inestment pradlens
off s mids. HEther or both
of these hooks will he nailed
without aost or ddligation. Sim

ply sad the coupon
Check coupon for book that you wish

GEO. M. FORMAN & COMPANY

First Mortgage Investmen_ts
106 W. Monroe Street, Chicago

New York Pittsburgh Minneapolis
Des Moines Springfield, Ill. Peoria

PEBRHAVER RS

| Plen.« send mo
s Hind*let No. A-135? "Ho* to Select Safe Bond**
| Booklet No. A-1557 "The Science of Fortune Building

State.

L.

]
I*lea»p mention Ilk Golden Book Magazine to our udvcrtiscis.
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Listerine, the safe antiseptic,

Remember this fact: You can
avoid fraudulent imitations by
insisting upon obtaining Lister-
ine in the original package—
14 ounce, 7 ounce, 3 ounce and
1'4 ounce.

LAMBERT PHARMACAL COMPANY. SAINT LOU1S.U.S.A.

TORONTO LONDON MELBOURNE PARIS MADRID MEXICO CITY



A New Kind of Magazine!

A Golden Treasury of
Entertainment

HIS new magazine, of a new kind, has
been an instant success. Editors, profes-

sional men, women, business men, writers,

college presidents, advertisers, readers every-
where—hundreds have written their admi-
ration.

There’s always room for the best, if ade-
guately prescnted.

That's the idea of T he Golden Book, to make the
best available, that "he who runs may read." Like-
wise he who relaxes in an easy chair and wants to
listen to somebody worthwhile.

T he Golden Book publishes the best fiction, true
stories, plays, poems, essays, and humor of all times
and countries. The masters of story telling talk to you
in these pages. They offer for yourcntcrcaintncm their
keemobservation of life and human nature, their humor,

their exquisite style, their enthralling invention and
narrative skill.

At Newsstands 25 cents.
For a year’s subscription, $3.00, address the publishers

REVIEW OF REVIEWS

55 FIFTH AVENUE NEW YORK CITY

"Just the

JMasterpieces
You always
meant to read

DUMAS
JOSEPH CONRAD
GABOR1AU
MARGARET DHI.AND
WASHINGTON IRVING
A. CONAN DOYLE
THOMAS NELSON PAGE
MAURI'S JOKAI
EDGAR ALLAN POE

<ABLE BALZAC
IX)N MARQUIS
BARRIE MERIMKE

BOOTH TAR KINGTON
OWEN WISTER.
FRANK R. STOCKTON
ROBERT BROWNING
DAL'DLT C. D. WARNER.
ANATOLEFRANCE
GABRIEL D'ANNUNZIO
COUNT TOLSTOY
ALEXANDER S. PUSHKIN
OLIVER WENDELL HOLMES
YON I1LIDENSTAM
Il. C. RUNNER '
IOGAZZARO
TURGFNIEFF
BIERCE TROLLOPE
DE ALARCON
ECHEGARAY
THOMAS HARDY
HEINRICH HEINE
MARY E. WILKINS
O. HENRY MARK TWAIN
RICHARD HARDING DAVIS
DEFOE DE MAUPASSANT
GALSWORTHY
STEWART EDWARD WHITE
HAWTHORNE
OSCAR WILDE
DICKENS
THOMAS JANVIER
IRVIN S. COBB
MEREDITH BRET HARTE
ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON
HENRY VAN DYKE
GEORGE ADE
Hr S’ EDWARDS
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Invest "four July Funds
with the proven safety

of

CONFIDENCE
in Smith Bonds
is World Wide

Smith Ifor.Js arc owik il by Invesiurs

in startsand cmritries and n-r:

rorirs abroad, 1his win id-wide confi-

dence in Smith Hnm!$ is the result fit'

our <: year record <« proven safe?},

meaning;

1. Prompt p.iymctir
dufr- duv;

2, Maillpt payiiiciir <d Min.if-d tn
the d:irdm-;

d [I'rcciltmj Irom ot >dchiv - fuss
to any investor.

Send NOW for
these booklets

“ Fifty-rwo years of Prcweil Suhiv'l
tells wdiv Smirli Jfond* .ih-f: ft.'inN,
how Sin*ili Hi'mis arc sale”oan jvd sand
fmw in: JiMVE uTtained our rruv:ini »<
Joss I'» ativ investor in - years.

“Tifw td Build an Independent Tri-
limi:" f11*-w \ii« r.in buy Smith
Hi'tids ui'h savines  jH >0r more \
murtrh ami g+ Hie hdt r,t:  oHu.-nl ijt-
tcrest on alt pu\ im-r.;s. Also show* the
results you can iiilomp-ish by ir-\<sr-
irit; system atically at t4,.

Mail ihertmpnn for the booklets now.

infron.r on the

I'limm- uipmu™n rilf fiiir.tu.% Hook Nf.m:\2isi- in u»r

SMITH BONDS

No loss to any inyestor itt 52 years
is the record behind these strongly
secured first mortgage investments

N\'T".ST your July funds so that they will bring you a

definite, dependable income of ~ct. Invest in 7% Smith

Bonds, which give you the protection of safeguards that
have made possible our record of no luss to any investor inj j
years.

The strongly secured First Mortgage Bonds which \vc offer
this month will pay you 7°J, for any period from ’ years to 75
years. And you may buy thc->e bonds m any amount, in de-
nominations nf c 10c, #500 ami ? 1,0co, either outright or under
our Investment Savings Plan.

Interest coupons or dividends which you receive in July tnav
he applied to tre purchase of 7% Smith Bonds. ThUs these
odd sums immediately start to earn “ Fo-

under our Investment Savings Plan, with io months to com-
plete your purchase on any terms that are convenient to von,
you receive the full rate of bond interest on every payment.

Mail the coupon now for circulars fully describing our July
offerings, and learn f>r voursclf the exceptional safety features
which assure complete protection of your principal and prompt
payment of 7*  interest. We also will send you our two book-
lets, telling the facts you will want to know about Smith Bonds
and explaining our Investment Savings Plan,

THE F. H. SMITH CO.
Founded 1X}

TIIt: \NH. SMITH COMPANY
Smith building, Washington,D.C.

Bitwise send me tircuhrs descHbinfi your July offcrTnjzs
ami copies of your booklets, "Fifty-rvo Yoar.\ of
Proven Safety4 and ' How to Build an Independent
Income,”

Name {

[Pledit pyhtt nameand addrrft plainly)

tiitwrs.
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NewBook I

Sent Free to Bond Buyers

Whether you liartr£100t SfijOO, .SIOOO or mnrf to
invest, a careful ruling ot our current l:ivcscn*rtic
Guide will prove of gro.it brnciit to you, Tlra
book, just ort the press, is now in Us 141st Semi-
Annual Edition, its 70th year. It points tlir way
to 10000 protection and most liberal interest return.

T0¥ears oSy

Each Greenebaum First Mortgage Real Estate Bon
is approved and recommended by the Oldest First
Mortgage Banking House, For over two-thirds
of a century, every Greeftcbauxn Bank Safeguarded
Konn, principal and interest, lias heal promptly paid

Send for Investment Guide

Out Itwrftiment On hie Trill lend yt»u tn com*
ptete invest men| sit hfaction "at.3service,
wite~ever ytiu lii'2. Send today. No obllgatlon
incuifed. Of course, Lae attached coupon,

Greenebaum Sons

Investm ents?
OLDEST FIRST MORTGAGE BANKING HOUSE
Ou>n*r*hip Identicalvrith

Cren}dbalél?'ﬂsfn» Rank Tnt%ofnponj/—

NDED 3855 CHICAGO
Phlladelphla — Pittsburgh — Kanaaa City
St, Louis — Milwaukee

BOND SERVICE OFFICES IN 300 CITIES
V -Mail This Gy |

Greenebaum Sons Investment Company
La Salle and Madison Streets, Chicago

Without obligation, please snad me a copy of July
Investment Guide which explains howto invest eurplua
funds at the highest interest rate consistent with safety,
Nar,

Street

City. , Slat*.

Gmebrr"~dO O fideSuiajc»

Investment Information

That Keeps You
Up-to-Date

mem \fjtv it lee/ ff t\r  Cemm<itil'Or.N

TirH* <« «W) -t e\m

iMIM .-1-1 li! A" ile Lywv,; i
iV.r -fui.riuijj fvl -hi.et.er-.-. T14'is .-
"rt *& 'retselil wVIE>Vr> i- e<e-1iv 1. S-ijel'y <f-. 1 mpe

i Si-ir4 1or jo em

Investment Literature for

Your Information

. A<i:tiir AC',- First Mort.;a-.;> C.narantr-i*.l
li.it>.Is Adair Realty & Trust Co.
buying Bonds by Mail—A. C. Ailyn am!

Company.
Atiiold (<er<iticatt's -Anml.) & Co.
. S\n-;ys->.ul Investment by Ili. Br.inkmire

Method— Hr.iokmire Rcnnomic Service.

A liuildim: an Fslate--Cald'.vel: & (A).

. Tin- Way to Wealth— William R. Compton
Company.

. Tile Importance of Safety fidelity Mort-
cayc Co.

H.nv It. SeterL Sale Bon.ls Gei.ityc M.
l-orman & Co.

Investors’ Guide— Greenebaum Sons In-
vestment C>.

i > Miller first Mortgage Bonds— (i. L. Miller

& Co.
PCI I lLiri.la Real Rotate Kim! Morls'iif'e
Born Is— Securities Sales Co. of Morula,

tA Safety Supreme—Shannon & lJ.ueha.

f'iftv-1\»> Years ol I'roven Safety—F, II.
Smith Co.

.4. The Meal Investment—Trust Company <f

Morula.
ij. 7', first Morieaye liotuJs—United Slates
Mort~*me Bond Co.
------------ PRINT TOUR NAME— CUT THE COUPON-------------
INVESTMENT BUREAU, COLDEN BOOK. J )., 19-3.

S Fifth Arum,. No* York Ciy

Please send to the uuderdeTu-d literature iiii:uui:.-ed .

It

nirreeribie. kindly slate business...........ccccoocnvennee.

I do /sihiieet ti ay name beinR Riven to the
tdor-d t ftnanekd housesselected. Strikeo.it
".10” or "do not."

P1-M5- tn-reioa Tut-. uf.S 1t-:JOK M \o.\ZNi; to «ur a>lv.-rli.e. I.
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26 dc Average Annual Profit—For Nine Years |

isn i«c j/i i»:

wj <&

A Typical Example
Through following Brook-
lynre's a<lvn'r. this investor,
whose record is ctiiirtcJ 0:1

the left, made total net
profits of 7(nf, in only 9
years.

A Definite Answer to the Question

“Cun

Investment Trends Be Foreseen |"

HE upper lint of the chart shown above reproduces the actual record of a fund invested for nine

years according to the recommendations of the Brookmire Economic Service.

Income at

the rate of b% of Ihe cash value of the fund was tiedtided and spent by the owner each year.

The lower line shows the results that uaunl investment would have brought.

The shaded area

is the difference between the average investment and Brtxakmirc guided investmenu
The money was invested in stocks and bonds all purchased outright’ no margins: no short sales.

Cash additions were made to the fund and are shown in both lines.

Only in the last two years

were these additions of sufficient size t >have any appreciable effect.

Accurate —'nder All Conditions

Here is an actual example of the reliability of
the Brookmire Economic Service over a period
of years sufficient, to eliminate from the mind
uf the most skeptical the thought that Brook-
mire accuracy may be u matter of chance.
The lean years of 1020-2 1: the prosperous years
of 191K19, all were profitable years to investors
who followed the Brookmire Economic Service.

In accordance with the Brookmire policy of
holding confidential the affairs of its clients no
names are given and simply percentages are
shown. Apply these percentages to your own
capital and you will better understand what
this record means. If your starling point

was $5,000, your final result would be $40,019
in only 9 years!

You, Too. Can Profit

The Brookmire Economic Service is in a posi-
tion to greatly assist you in building up your
capital. It has a successful record of 21 years
to prove this statement.

We encourage investigation through any bank,
through our bankers The Guaranty Trust
Company, of N. Y. or direct.

Let us fell you what the service is and does
without cost or obligation merely mail the
coupon.

BROOKMIRE

ECONOMIC

W «it

Hr;uifh Office*:

SERVICE

I N C
S5tr*«f N"wYo

Boston I~-BKbOKM1KE ECONOMIC SERVICE, !.«. Cincimiali _
Pin shurgh 23 West tnl> Sirevt. Ni‘w York | Philadelphia
Si. Louis m  Please send further information . Cleveland
DiUnit | nhnuv ihr remarkable investment record | Milwaukee
Ch;«-sigo | dismissal in this advertisetip..4i and full i Son Francisco
details about your servirc. !
| Name....ooooeeees e |
iin-..on | (riii i'i-n Kook M].dm < O-rii-i-v-

21
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Florida Offers Investors
$300moreincomeon each$1,000

That is 'lie: difference between 6% 3n<] 8% on
$1,000 invested in a 15-year bond.

The amount of money safely invested each
year iniitst mortgage rta lestate bondsamo ms
invested by insurance companies, banks, trus-
tees and private individuals extends well into
the billions. Some get 5':%, some get 6%.
some get 1% and some send their money to Florida
and git (i%.
The difference between 5Vz% and is

more a uuitiet of geography than of
retrying degrees o f futidamcnlai safety.

Wriu- L»r Trut Con: pimy uf Florid i K'.oklct explaining

1'iofjJa's tivc re.isous tor 8% j*iui

TRUST COMPANY OF FLORIDA
Paid-in Capital and Surplus $500,000

[807 Trust Co. of Florida Bldg,, Miami, Fla.

THE GOLDEN BOOK MAGAZINE

means FULL INTEREST
A to the investor

Ffyou want to be sure of gotring the
best possible rate of interest, the
symbol above is.a gooJ thing to look
for. It indicates the fourth of the
Four Distinguishing Marks of Miller
First Monpage Bonds hull Interest
—nothina deducted from the rate
the morriiaiior pats. Under this sym-
bol you can safely ye: as much as 7' r.

We would like to Send you some
facts about the Four Distinguishing
Marks—guides to safe bond buying.
Ask for Folder B-.il

G. L.MILLER & CO.

(incorporated)
30 East 42d Street, New York

Philadelphia m Pittsburgh * St. Louia m Buffalo
Chicago « Atlanta m Knoxville

|
| Trust Company tin. Mi.j:ni. VItui.ii |
j I want to know Floridall, live raisons for u% .nq scfcri J

I j

No Investor Ever Lost a Dollar in Mtfhrr Bond*  Jft
I Street. e |

| city... CSIASt vt iap i i 40
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for JULY INVESTMENT

NOW! a stronger and Dbetter type
first mortgage bond - guaranteed by a
great Surety Company

D AIR Protected Bonds, created and safeguarded by the South’s
Oldest Mortgage Investment House, are backed by a record of 60
years without loss to any investor.
Each issue is secured by a direct first mortgage upon a centrally lo-
cated income-producing property in a leading Southern city.

Offering a very attractive yield, with principal and interest uncondi-
\ tionally guaranteed by one of the strongest Surety Companies in the
United States. Adair Protected Bonds are the ideal investment for your

\ July funds.

Can be obtained without the guarantee to net a higher yield.

Adair Realty N>, ) A . )
Mail the coupon for July offering sheet and full information.

9 Trust Co..

Dept. GB-4 X Dhiamiimrii)ris: $ IUCHL, 5500 anJ 5100, Serial maturities.
Atlanta. Ga. v R
Gentlemen:— Please n d | C
Sentlemen-—-Please  * Adair Realty & Trust Company
sheet and full itiformation \ ~<? Souths Oldest Mortgage Investment House
about your guaranteed bonds. \ F ded | ATLANTA
\ ounded |H<5

\ Piwknrtl Kciifding

Name >ﬂ\| New Vnrk. Ailisif Kf.illy & N ! C i > , Inc., lixilttsirc Distributors
s'pYj Miiiiisou Avenue

A I I X M 1);cni'r.-Y)ift Identical

X

1M jut-tilittjj 3HU <.toU*KN Hook MAOAKINr: in om :niwrtisvi >
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INnvestments

With Insured Safety
Plus Convenience

< Fidelity First Mortgage Participation Certificates

“ * are shares of ownership in specific First Mortgages
on choice, income producing general purpose prop-
erties. They arc the simplest and most direct forms
of Mortgage Investment.

They are issued in the name of the investor in de-
nominations of any multiple of $100. They are
automatically registered.

Authenticated by an independent Trust Company,
« they cannot be overissued, duplicated or substituted.

Unconditionally guaranteed by us, you may have in
addition the guarantee of the National Surety Com-
pany, of New York, the largest and strongest Surety
Company in the world.

Interest checks are mailed semi-annually. There

e are no coupons to clip or to delay collection. One
instrument—complete, specific, and transferable—is
your evidence of ownership.

Normal interest rates. Any maturity from XSmontns
to 9 years. Guarantees made valid by thirty-eight
million dollars combined resources. Ideal invest-
ments for Individuals, Banks, Trust Companies, Col-
leges, Schools, Churches, Estates and Trust Funds.

Send for Booklet No. 40

Fidelity Safety is Real Safety

i«» rtnr htTRRI

FI DELhTEYAMORTGAGEUBLDG, jm
C Ir5vi EfIPAINID ~

Hli Im < MN li'mK MA/AN- ¢
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How to invest $1,000

How to invest $5,000

How to invest $10,000

How to invest $25,000 ad nuoe

The Qolden Book Magazine

INVESTMENT SERVICE
will answer your investment questions.

For twenty years The Review of Reviews Magazine has served
thousands and thousands of men and women in the handling of
their funds for investment. It has been one of the out-
standing services of the magazine and has built tre-
mendous good will for us with readers.

This investment service is now extended, free of charge, to the
several hundred thousand new friends of this Company who are
readers of our magazine THE GOLDEN BOOK. We welcome
this opportunity to serve, you and to increase the power and
influence of this very worthwhile service—directingyour funds
into the better investment channels.

Have you funds you should invest?
Ask the Investment Editor of The Golden Book.

Do you wish counsel about the bonds and stocks you own?
Consult The Golden Book Investment Editor.

Do you wish our help in selecting reliable investment houses?
Ask The Golden Book Investment Editor.

THE REVIEW OF REVIEWS CORP.
55 Fifth Avenue, New Ynrk
Publiahrrs of
77te Review of Reviews, The GoWeji Book

~ -
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Become Independent

bySystem aticSaving

$10 starts You

N the surplus dollars h< is able u> lay away each
I month. every man lias llie key to financial in It*

|>cixieii(r. These dollars, determinedly sated
from week to week, and invested in high-grade
absolutely sound securities, produce more dollars
in u surprisingly short time.

The conservative investor of moderate means,
who wants the largest possible return consistent
with perfect safety, has found our offerings of hirst
Mortgage Real F-ute Notes especially attractive.
These notes, hearing 61/ interest, are backed by
the soundest security in the world—improved real
estate in Washington. D. |". The best part of it
is. that under our new plan volt can rake advantage
of these splendid offerings at only $1U a month.

Valuable Book Free

U-jf S/ "Stir 'V Slue**V.
this ; ~; @ . vui. V*.i \y-
Or « 11 -sis
K>ti-f  so: -ieir el
a<lMrvss mV ntif* fit' | - ivIl'T--H
DA V.

SHANNON &LUCHS, INC.

Dept. 147, 713-15 14lh Street
Washington, D* C.

~ DSEEI3B35I

Short'Story Writing

How to mwrite, what to
write, and where to sell

Chiliivate your mind. De-
velop your literary gilts.
Master the art of self-ex-
pression. Make your spare
time profitable. Turn your
ideas into dollars.

Coi:r-.cr: in Siren-Story Vlririnp.

WrAivcfitsori, JoLiriizjli>m, Pta\r

Wntiny. rbororh'n

tn r 3vour smttof htL-iiirv y\-

Dik.Lstnwtin iu-tislfj by Dr. J. IV*i:
Usehwoin. famous rifid iii-J teadivr; Editor of 'f h<
WrKvi's Monrhly, Dr. r*nucm i-jhts yon ronmmt-
i\c uvixu rnmk.honrs;. hclplul advici-: rr-:t
One pupll lins received over $5,000 tor stories and
arlirli.". written nunstly in ?p:irc time- “Hav work,0
he calls it. Another mtcivctl ovyf $1,000 buforc
Completing_her first Course. Hundreds tire Selling
constantly io loading publishers*
TLere rsno odi.rrindn:>u <: y (loir ¢ 5% much
for writer:-. vouintor idd. 1he univer.-iucs Tc.'nsinsre
littttr tvwr tine hundred ritiuhfr® <i rhe lirailrsbi
kbiihiv* if [iyilor inMin-.n.-ns nrc studying in \.ur
l-itcrNrv | Vp.irriuyiit.  Ilit e.liti *rs rtve-gni.-c it, tor
they arc citv.ri\ ivc-mum.ehJinn vu: eimtscs,
140 pnge iilu«r;ifoil catalog free,
I'u'um: tiJ-"isK—

The Home Correspondence School
Dept, 50

s W@mﬁ%

mvn'.Mn: Du- 1.ni.LUIN ZFBckjK M

46 States Impose
Inheritance Taxes

Besides lewing such taxes
onthelr onn residents, marny
States inpose them on cer-
tainps property onmned
?’%/m bIOftmtbquesls
is ible
ofsuademarﬂmIBfa’ex-
an‘ple betaxedbyme

stateofthe decednt's Iegal
residence and, ir> addition,
by oreor nore other states!

Our booklet, M77ir inheritance Tax
and Your Estate, ‘' explains these
taxes in more detail and Rives much in
form ation of val uc to all inveslurs. Scnd
for aropy, tvithotit obligation.

Ask far 16 2451

A.CALLYN”COMPANY

INCORPOR4TFD
71 W. Monroe Street, Chicago

ﬁm]“’ York PInl.nlefphiu hi-rmjllwaUk IS

Detroit Investments

Detroit Investments yield their
holders a steady and safe income.
Detroit’s ever increasing growth of
savings deposits (4¢c increase since
January ist. iq”y) ineansbutonething
— ) prosperous, thrifty community
w hose securitiesare muchsoughtafter.

],\asé ns for hp Htr CR:“CH_

25

UNITED STATES MORTGAGE BOND CO. LTD.

Vlktt,,.-d i W frorviiitfit
u. S. Morti?viii* Bund fUiiltiir-*:.

Detroit, Michigan

1
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How Much Money

Do Your
Savings Earn :

T HERE are three im

portant factors in de-
termining how soon you
can retire from work and
live on your income from
investments. (1) How
much save (2) How
regularly you apply your
savings to a sound Invest-
ment program an 10)
How long a timeyouallow
for compound interest to
contribute toyour total. It
may surprise you to know
that the third is often the
nost important.

The process is fully ex-
plained in the IittJeyhook
‘Making Compound
Interest Your Partner.”

<P First Mortgage Bonds

1 /° offered by Caldwell &
Company embody definitely
superior features of safety made
possible by the normally strong
demand for money to finance
the steady growth of prosper-
ous Southern

Cities. Let us

send you the
factsandfigures.

Send your name
and address for
a complimentary
copy o fthis book.

Caldwell & Co.

INVESTMENT BANKERS

Southem Municipai, Corporation and Mortgage Bondi
827 Union Street, Nashville, Tennessee
OFFICES IN PRINCIPAL CITIES

Arnold First Mortgage Guar-
anteed Crrl ideates have all the

elements of safety. They are

st'cnrrd by First MovlIRnscs on im-

proved r<*at estate deposited willi

a Trust Company,

livery Arnold ctriifitalr is >ti uu*

divided part of ihe trust held by ihv

‘mnisU'ir, Mins beiiifi IN fact an interest _

m various first mortfctws uiven by diftVrreni p<iflu
find secured by various properties, all nf \vlIIlI'll <u
*onibnurd in one trust.

In addition Ic>the moriKagc security Arnold Certif:-

calvs tire further secured by

rhe LOmM ii capital and
surplus of $J.250,£00, They
urc issued in ilmounlHof$ 1<0,
$500 and $1.000 lo run from 2

to 10 yours, and may be pur-

-based ouirighioroti monthly
payments.
Write today for
Booklet No. 21

ARNOLDwdGOM

1416 EYE N
WASHING TO

80 The Safe, Secured

/0 Florida Rate
No investor has ever had a
loss in any bond issued by us

Xu ini« ii-.in:upliiz>» in Florida. In-

w*tlIKiil~ fan; steady. high. sale hilcrc-si

hf, rm-.f uf i tint imn>u« increase in demand fur
constmetion capital.

We have an is-uc nf s', Real I-.-talc J-irsl
Mortgage Bonds '.-fftirily : or niurt— ir
tithat will greatly interest careful investors.

Wrili- fur detail- an>l |.> mir important in
vestment Imnklel which tills about nur in
spiling plan for ambition.- monthly .avers
Mailed free, please replies! it TtiliAY.

Securities Sales Company
OF FLORIDA
Inveyhnecnl Banker*
129 West Forsyth St., Jacksonville, Fla.

Florida exacts No Inheritance Tax

PlottA: menLion Tuu Golpen Boor Magazine iu-vu jtUvrUMf.-
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$2000

WILL BE PAID BY

BARRON'S

THE NATIONAL FINANCIAL WEEKLY

For the Best Answer to the Question

“How would you invest

$ 100,000?~

ANSWERS must be in the form ol an article of not more
than 2500 words, suitable for publication in BARRON'S. This
opportunity is open to everyone, whether a subscriber to
BARRON'S or not.

The awards will be as follows:

First Prize......cccoou..... $1000
Second Prize . . . . 500
Third Prize................. 250
Five Honorable Mentions
of $50 each . Co. 250
$2000

Full details of prize oiler are given in current issues of BARRON'S.
A copy will be sent to anyone, anywhere, free of charge or

obligation.

BARRON'S

44 Broad Street, New York City

IMEik®* mention This Coi okn' Boot: M n > ->u
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“Speaking of Operations—=

“Inside | felt pretty
serious — serious
enough for ten or
twelve people. |
know what the feel-
ings of a poor lonely
little yolk are when
the spoon begins to
chip the shell. It
seemed to me those
doctors had not left
anything inside of
me except the acous-
tics. Well, there was a mite of con-
solation there. If the overhauling had
been as thorough as | had reason to

There's On

believe it was from my
present sensations, |
need never fear catch-
ing anything again so
long as | lived, except
possiblydandruff. For
dessert | licked a
stamp: but this I did
clandestinely and by
stealth, without say-
ing anything about it
to the nurse. | was
not supposed to have
any sweets. And | was not having
any more privacy in that hospital
than a goldfish. The next day

y One Writer Who Could Have Written That!

The famous story titled “ Speaking of Operations,” is a remarkable illustration of how you

and your friends can permanently enjoy this mans rare genius.

frequently read story in the English language.

It is probably the most

Every year it brings joy atul rich amusement to

thousands of hospital patients and others confined withindoors. And it is only one of the many short
story masterpieces from the pen of Irvin S. Cobb, America’s greatest living short story writer.

An Offer We May Never Be Able to Repeat

Not only has Cobb written the most humorous stories
since Mark Twain, he is master of all the emotions.
There are stories for every taste, every mood.

And as most of the public knows, he has changed
magazine publishers. It may never attain, in this
generation, lie possible for any one publishing house to
bring out such a complete edition as this, comprising
all of the stories that have made
him famous—a beautiful uniformly
bound io-volume set personally auto-
graphed by Cobb himself. You doubt-

less know the prea!
graphed volumes.

Perpetuate on your hook-shelves the inexpressible joy
you found in Lite first Cobb stories you ever read!

;I"? :_’i( 'EJ LI—_!' 1000 OF TStIL%F\yYI? LD’S BEST

To those who order the uniform edition rtf Cobb's collected
works we will give, absolutely free, our remaining 2-volume sets
of The Best of the World’s Good Stories, n thousand one*
minute treats compiled by Tom Masson during his 15 years as

Editor fif Life.

A treasure chest forany-
one who ever has to make
a speech or ftsr.le—a short
cut to popularity,

Separately, in book
stores, these 12 handsome
volumes (Artcloth bind-
ings—stamped in gold)
wotad cost s525..to. hile
tilts offer lasts you can
stave 5*2.50! But mail the
coupon today!

resale values of personally auto-

Mail to REVIEW OF REVIEWS CORPORATION, 55 Fifth A*enuc, New York City

Gentlemen: Put me down for one of those personally autographed Irvin Cobb sets,
li Sdon't like the books after |1 get them, they go back at your expense at the end of

u week,

If | keen them | Il nay you ?i in 5 day# and Ir a month

for n months for

the 10 volumes id Ctibli and keep the two Masson hooks free, in accordance with
your introductory offer.

AHIR-KfsS

j OcctreATtOM.

B 75

For the beautiful Arc-craft. Bindi<K, more durable than leather, add only 4 monthly

payments.

Please mention The Golden Book Magazine to our advertisers.



“My heart leaps up when | behold

A rainbow in the sky”

So wrote Wordsworth 3nd thereby put
into immortal words the feeling for beauty
which iies in the hearts of thousands.

In the daily life of every one of us little
stories abound which you and you and
you would like to tell. A row of funny old
shoes in a bootmaker's window — what
miles of misery or adventure have they
traveled? A woman's light, carefree laugh
tinkling above the splash of a fountain—
what fate awaits her? The odd collec-
tion of faces on a trolley car— where are
they bound ?

These are the very things which amuse,
delight and touch you in the stories you
read. What would we give to tell in words
all that we see and feel, to write in moving
words the stories in our lives! The stories
which editors are hungrily awaiting.

To teach the method and principle of
narrative to those ambitious to write is
the aim of the Palmer Institute of Author-
ship. Our course is prepared by successful
authors, editors and educators for your
study at home. The policies of the Institute
are supervised by such distinguished liter-
ary men as Frederick Palmer, author and
educator; Clayton Hamilton, successful New
York playwright, writer of fiction and editor
of many plays; Brian Hooker, author, play-
wright, poet, formerly of the faculty of Yale

and Columbia Universities: Frederic Tabor
Cooper, author and educator; and Russell
Doubleday, a member of the great publish-
ing house of Doubleday, Page & Co.

Famous writers of other days had to try
and fail and try again— until they had
worked out methods of their own. But if
j'ou have imagination, we can train it for
you. We can show you how to create suc-
cessful, salable manuscripts. Many Palmer-
trained writers are fast making a place for
themselves in modern literature.

Because the Institute cannot do the im-
possible— make an author of anyone re-
gardless of his education or quality of mind
— we invite you to take our creative test.
That will determine your possibilities. For
full information, sign and send the coupon
below.

Mail this coupon today

I PALMERINSTITUTE OFAUTHORSHIP |
Palmer Bid#., Hollywood, Calif.
PIMse send me. without cost or obligation,

I full information aboutyourhome-study course |

I of Lmining in Short Story Writing.

| NaMe. it s

* O OAAAreSS.....oooiiiiis s
Alt correspondence strictly confidential

i rul

mention The Golden Book Magazine to our advertisers.
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HE mere words of the title of this world- A WORK FINAL AND PERFECT
famous boo_k h_ave a curious and_ mys- _ Murgor'8 Vie <le Hoheme will always
terious fascination. They haunt, just as o and mertecy St bty ami i
Puccini’s music of L.a Bohime does; and they itilly a string which has vibrated at one
usually bring to mind a glamorous vista of a time or another ia the heart and brain of
N every man who has a bruin or heart, and
charmed land ruled by what is perhaps best tlu-refore deserves a place in the literature
expressed as the romantic au flair de la lune of humanity [>c. Gkoxur Saintsuory.
sentiment that pervades the opera. ) Murgers works are characterized by
The opera is based on but a few episodes humor and pathos.  Eney. Americana.
in the book, one of which, Le Manelion de In ;zabrlts infinitely pat?etlﬁ |nkpar(tjs
Franeine, has been called one of the sad- B ASINY fin seadeanckvn, de
dest and most beautiful short stories ever one of the most lieautifial, short stories
. . . . . over peuiied. Chambers' F.nclofnnha.
written. The book describes in exquisitely ) ) : )
. . . His tuuslerpiece. Lively humor in
graceful pose and with inexhaustible drawing the follies of youth, frequently

freshness of manner the fortunes and pathos, and not seldom a tender melanc oly.
misfortunes, the joys and sorrows, of an Encyclopedia liriiannica.

impecunious group—a painter, a writer, A  WRITER OF GREAT GENIUS
a sculptor, and a musician—of the Latin De Musset was a writer of great genius. An
P - extraordinary muster of character and language.
Quarterwhcre they,and M_lml,Francme, High literary merit. Eney. Ifritannicu.
and Musette (and Trilby in a later day) The host short stories French literature has yet
lived and suffered—for the truth is that in F’“’Rduced- 4 vouth hc"amtt;er_s F;”C_i’,c"’t‘?e ia
the real bohemiawood is very dear and bread the work of de Musset. —° The Literary Digest.

is hard to win. The moral in |_ta|| is the RANKS AMONG THE IMMORTALS
very old one—that hope, devotion, mean ) .

. . Lamartine ranks among the immortals.
ness, love, loyalty, despair, passion, and Tite Public IedRer. Philadelphia.
charity are plants that flourish side by

o A CONSUMMATE ART/NT
side in all sorts of gardens. The talented

Gautier was a consummate artist. Chambers' F.ncyclaptrdia.

author, Henri Murger was oneof a bril- fruittier has given the world sortie of the very Ikjsi ot the roman-
A ! ! tic literature it paee™nsi-rt. Fkiiukhuk (Ut Simumham.
liant group of writers known as the Associate Prof, of Erenth 1*1 Harvard University.

ocay/ ;syy.vy.e /*//./a oy.=//vy.-/aos*us*un yxavy .vy jus*yy>

FRENCH ROMANCISTS

Uus.vy. //3-y/j-yy.-yc  -//.%58" SS-*S5<-SSi-yy.*SS/NSS-ISS-yy.yy y y

who led a movement, in fording and thought that transformed literature tude of whose work placco them in a clow* by themselves and calls for

and art not only in Franco but in all civilized countries It wus n force separate collected editions. There were others: Lamartine, do Musset,

that, aided by the craving we all have for the romantic ns opposed to Fcuillct, and Claretie. members of the French Academy, writers of

the classical and to the eommonploeo in life, strove to combine senti- different qualities. each an exponent of the movement, who wrote books

ment and naturalism in literature. on the vital phases of human life and the ever increasing problems of
The chief leaderso f the ronuuu-istawere Hugo and Balzac, the magni- our complex social system, that are acknowledged masterpieces.

THE BEST OF THESE BT UNIVERSAL CONSENT OF THE LEADING AUTHORITIES ARE:
Kafhtiel. By Alphonse dc Lamartine, of The Two Mistressesy The Sort of Titianf Monsieurde Cantors. By Octave Fcuillct,

tlic Academic Franfaisc. Emmeline, Frederic and Herne*cite, of the Academic Fran”uisc.

The Confession of a Child o the Century. and Pierre and Camille By Alfred de Hit Excellency the Minister. By Jules
By Alfred tie masset, of the Academic Musset, of the Academic Framjaisc. Clarctic, of the Academic Franc-d.se.
Framjainc. Miliiona By Theophilc Gautier. King of Camargue. By Jcnn Aicard,

Gerfaut. By Charles dc Bernard. Sceneso fBohemian Life. By HenriMurger. The Devil*s Tool. By George Sand.

Translations of these volumes, beautifully illustrated and printed on Japan Vellum paper, were originally published
at $1J5 00 per set. Now, an edition printed from the same plates is offered at a price and on terms that places these
masterpieces of French literature within the reach of the most modest income. ( Thesevolumesare 8" xs{ x ttf inches).

No cultured person can afford to be without the
works of these immortals. Some, even among
the usually well-informed, who have not read the
masterpieces of the literature of France, have an
impression, created perhaps, by contact only with
the base or frivolous types of French novels, that THE RLITTENTIOUSE PRESS, )
these great works arc not worthy of a place among EStaflﬁl‘(e,\?H'gZ%E'ss (’;"f:’lf}'f i’;ﬁ’&'@&?ﬁi oa
the hooks of educated men an_d women.. Quite the You may send for my inspection. charges paid” the
contrary ; for the very books in this series for years = 10-volume net of French ftovwvcixtn, bound in green
have been found in public libraries and in libraries S g G . Lo e e e o S o
of the universities and colleges of tl\is and other
countries; and this would not be so if their beauty, Name
merit, and true cultural value were not recognized

and approved of by the trained minds in charge. Address

(Ton percent discount for cash.) ©. U.-7-25
i’lease mention Tin: Golden Book Magazine to our advertisers.
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“No one who speaks the
English language can afford
not to own this book!”

spiration of the English-speaking world has been

OR more than three centuries the supreme in-
I trie genius of one man.

.Vo one before or since

has ever found in language such beauty and power.

“He gave us the deeper meanings of our words;
taught us the art of speech,” Ingcrsoll said in his
famous lecture on Shakespeare. “He was the lord
of language, master of expression and compression.
He put the greatest thoughts into the shortest words;
made the poor rich and the common royal.”

Practically every famous writer since has lighted
his torch from the eternal flame of the great master's
work. And for every man and woman who would
acquire greater facility, greater force and greater
finish in speech and writing, there is nothing to com-
pare with the reading of Shakespeare.

Now ONE volume brings you
ALL of Shakespeare!

Are you enjoying the matchless pleasures and benefits
that Shakespeare holds for you? Here is a unique
opportunity to renew your acquaintance with his im-
mortal writings. In ONE convenient volume you
may now have the complete works of Shakespeare!
One volume instead of many! A volume scarcely an
inch thick, yet it contains every play, every ixicm,
every sonnet—complete and unabridged! Also an
index to characters and a 28 page glossary.

Genuine India paper is the secret of this marvelous
publishing achievement— paper so finely woven that
1,352 pages are contained in this single, slender volume.
Vet the pages arc amazingly strong, pure white, and
opaque. The type is large and clear.

This, moreover, is a de luxe volume— the master-
piece of the famous Oxford University Press of England.
l.imp, flexible, richly grained binding; gold edged pages;
with a thumb index of titles.

Will you examine it, free?

But no description can do justice to this extraordinary
I>00k; you must see it for yourself. Let us lend it to
you for a full week, without cost or obligation. Then
return it if you choose or send only the small sum of
$5.45 in complete payment—a fraction of the cost of
even the cheapest of ordinary, many-volume sets.
Simply mail the coupon, Promptly, as shipments
from England are limited.

The Plymouth Publishing Company, Dept. 377
7 West 42nd Street, New York City

The Plymouth Publishing Co., Dept. 377
7 West 42nd Street, New York, N. Y.

You may send mr lor on** week'* free examination the Oxford
Edition of Shakcapeim*s <omph-tr U ork-* in one volume, printed in
hold-face type on srenuinr India paper If 1 ayrre that it lhone ol
the moat wonderful ever made | will remit *5.45 in lull pay-
ment within onr week. If | do not agree. | will rrturn the hook
ut your cxiHinsc.

....State..
with order plus zsc for extra

(Outside United States send cas
postage)

Please mention The Golden Book Magazine 1O OUr advertisers.
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The Old World,the NewWorld, theWorld Today
1all recorded in the Million Dollar

ENCYCLOPEDIA AMERICANA

2381 Authorities
who make the
AMERICANA
the greatest of
reference works

CHARLES P. STEINMETZ. Ph.O..
on Electricity

J. OGDEN ARMOUR, on Industry

FRANK A. VANDERLIP. on Banking

LORADO TAFT. L.H.D..
on Sculpture

W.W. WILLOUGHBY. Ph.O., LL.D..
‘Johns Hopkmt' on Government
end Citlconship

SMITH ELY JELLIFFE. M.D. Ph.D.,
On Psychoanalysis, Dementia
Pr—cox

EOWARD EVERETT HALE. Jr..

Ph.D., Union College ,
on Literature

EDWARO BRADFORD TITCHENER.
M.A..Ph.D.,D.Sc..Litt.D..LL.D.,
Cornell on Psychology

LOUIS CHARLES ELSON. on Music

M. CAREY THOMAS. Ph.D., LL.D.,
iBryn Mawr< on Co-education

GEORGE G. WILSON. Ph.D. LL.D..
Harvard' on International Law

GEORGE E. ROBERTS,
nomics

GEORGE TRUMBULL LADD, D.D.,
LL.D., Vale on Philosophy

JOHN GRIER HIBBEN, Ph.D., LL.D.,
L.H. i i

D., Princeton’ on Logic
WALTER DILL SCOTT, Ph.D.,
Northwestern' on Psychology
of Advertising
SIR WILLIAM OSLER, LL.D., Sc.O.,
Oxford on Medicine

HERDMAN F. CLELAND. Ph.D.
Williams on Geology end Me
allurgy

HUGO MUNSTERBERG. Ph.D.,
LL.D. Harvard' on Sciences

on Eco-

t-

T ilE new thirtv

vdure AMERI-

_ CANA IsAEicasan

\mli]glt_mi?gmire indletLA
intte nst noockm,

totemnie, authatic suzﬁ

and illus-
% eea/-?&reed CLO-
PEDIA

e 13

The AVERICANA isdso dif-
faat bk itiswitten atan
eqaedoa anmlicndias,
by 2.381 Arerican eh

subject you want without wasting
time reading through columns of
miscellaneous information. THE
AMERICANA does not general-
ize. It specializes. It is indexed
for quick, easy reference.

All leading universities, schools,
and libraries have the AMERI-
CANA and enthusiastically en-
dorse it. The library on every
American battleship contains a
set. Thousands of American
homes depend upon it. How
about you?

Portfolio Free Now

Of course you want the AMERICANA
—some day you intend to have it. So
we will gladly send you, without obliga-
tion or cost, a Portfolio containing pre-
liminary booklets of interesting infor-
mation. plenty of specimen pages on
important subjects, and a condensed
index. This |x>rtfolioisABS()I.ITKI.Y
FREE to Americans. Simply use this
coupon today and sec. at our expense
and without obligation, what the
AMERICANA really is.

AMERICANA CORPORATION
122 So. Michigan Avc.. Chicago
27 William St.. New York

AMERICANA CORPORATION

122 So. Michigan Avc.. Chicago
J7 William St., New York

Send me. without obli?ation, free portfolio,
ottered in the July Golden Rook.

1 Address.

Please mention The Golden Book Magazine to our advertisers.
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You may be slipping, too

AMOM; ‘I IK M I'"N'" who have
.enrolled for the Alexander
lInmi'.t-m Institute arc 5MNt>X)
presidents and business heads.
Here i? the story of one of them

wl'.Icfl is ratner unusual.

He is JU years oh.l ami had been
head of bis own business since
toto. It was at his special req.ie,:
that 3 represi'niaiive of the lusti-
tute called at his olliro, and he
pi.meed into the subject without.
3 wasted word.

1. 1 - 1-1 1 l.
| don 1 think you needto .ell
me ant lhim: a.m.il lour
imstness Course and Scisttc. he
said. A niiniocr of ni> fin-muU
have u.-s¢j', u, I %™\ asc emlii-> 1-
ahiic. | ihcir jutU-nu-it. 1=<1
me have an enrolment blank.

The >titi au laid it befor
u iH:a m(ﬂedrptg Ins E?n egknel

then paused for a moment I~“inr

mil. of the window. Abruptj he
swum-around again and wrote his

*a/ ««"!'" bryn slipping, he ex-
claimed. ” Fur sonic mouths 1 have
been conscious of it. Condition:!
Isave changed hi business since |
began; problems come up that need
souieihnsiT mote, ih.oi uietcb rule-
of-thumb experience. 1 ve get to
have Someone moping me here, and
the cafcst way to get really relia-
lile help, 1 guess, is to take on your
experts as my tint ate guides ami
advisors.

We say this story is unusual.
Why? Because lie was slipping
ant! kne:c it. Thousands arc slip-

/m Australia: fg 3 (‘aulrre,tVtSi.,
ydney

ana you may

ping a:id don't. F.vcry man in
j i ui s either lifting liin'sei<1l
steadily. band over hanJ, Or Iw i»
slipping. There is xo suck thing d.i
sta"J.' Sstill.

Thete arc four signs of slipping;
f. ®lr separate groups of men who
n-i.-bt. u..inv to send for ‘"Forging
Ahead in ' Business.” the hook
which elves all the facts about tbe
Institute's training.

Arc you in one of those

forir ptminst
tour groups.

1. 1 he man who sees opportune
ties fur bigger undertakings, but

who lacks the self-c. mildeuce to bo
who ic afraid If> reach out

and nssiiiin' rvsivujsihiliiv; wlio
knows thru he lacks ilu> ktinwledge

lfl[ to hasc large, decisions.
I hr trjtttuir can ﬁrff* tual' matt,

2. |1 be man who has worked for

many mom nswuiimr. a salary in-
el i bas si.ppcu,.'
not know it, but he has. He needs
s'Inr ilehnilc addition ir> his bust-
t;e>s knowledge, something to set
him apart from Ids com]'mitors, to
muln- the men higher up take anew
interest in him. The Institute can
tt-'tp lkett watt.

'i].c tnatt who has stayed in
the same position and sees :io fit-
mre. lie may have had petty
routine increases, but he has
slipped. 11lc o every dav
nearerroold age. He has
been content with slow j

not know It

rapid and sure. itn
huttiute tan help mat
n

4-  1e mail who knows only o;tc
department o. oilsmess. He may
L a i«wod salesman, but if lie
knows nothing of accounting,
Innutie, Costs, factory and ollice
management, and corporation hri-
ante, be will be a salesman always.

1 xua\ Nt a ri'mi ticcinitiuint, mu!
o .;U-h bevoud ,, ICaccounting

department. ‘J'lie man at the top
must know son:,'thing about rtvrv

thing. The Institute can help that
man.

A » j - - N
,\OUn'f, io*ti riy

e
llregnlr Xhead .i.nlf I?ﬂl]s‘!n%‘ss,
iitprenl Iroiii anv piece ot hu&ifioss

litor.-fnrc v-.u have ever scon. It

;5 sn practical, so directlv_ related
UL yimi problem, so cte®r m fs

analysis of tile reasons why sonic

men rapidlv so forward while other

m{., y.jp f,ncy \\ ¢ s](Ould like

.n.. a cop> of it. into the hands

,,r cv(.rv 1le>jeu:fit reader of
t[,5" niaira'/.iiic~ It will richly
tc'av voii lisr an cvemn,r of \'our
time. Fill in your name below;
your copy will come by mail,
without the slightest obligation,
tit mice,

progress when the prog- 1A1fxaXUEKHAMILTON LnstitUTF 1

less might have been

ttronto

I lirsint™*
|  ho»iiion

j:L ~41 Astor Place

Ssijil nu- at orico rlikL\Vwiikicl.,
[ 3Iu’\sn|*V|

Alexander Hamilton Institute !

, fGiiHei

1 h Canada- C. I*. K. lluitdinx, |
T

e r.. 1
New Aork Cit- 1

For*huc Altrud iti
Mini'}] i may key* without oNtsation.

|
J
1'is.t*/ write plainly J

-

AMm> unTitii-m T up- fiur hkn Hook: Maca?lnk io uir Atlwriistr’™-
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dainty fingers still
delight in Samplers!

Formrerly it wes the quaint
cross-stitch ler which
attracted so attention

and conment.  Nowadays it's

Whitman’s Sanpler which

the fire old atmos-

and tradition ard is 0

nuch prizedfor thequelity ad
unigue variety of its sneets.

This package has
struck such aresporsive chord
thet“Whirtman’sSanrpler™” hes
a neaning and a distinction
all itsonn.

SHected from ten leading
Whitman’s packages, the
Sanpler assortrent delight-
fully responds to nost testes
IN SAeets.

STEPHEN F. WHITMAN & SON. Inc.
Philadelphia, U. S. A.

New York
Chicago
San Francisco

“Started in 1S42*

"Samplers Old and Neui"
is the title of a charming
illustrated booklet we
will gladly send you at
your written request.

Please mention T he ('.ninns' Book Magazine to our advertisers



s Life a Dream?

In the world of dreams, | have chosen my pari.
To sleepfor a season and hear no word

Of true love’s truth or of light love’s art,
Only the song of a secret bird. Swinburne.

Surdly it is ot a nelandoly concart o thirk thet we are ail aslegp in this wordd,
ad that the cooaits of this life are as nrere dreans o those of e rexc
Sir Thomas B rowne.

Life isan immese dream Why til?  LI-Po.
Baherreral nen, adreamof ashedon  Pindar.

Living is dreaming, ad eqperience teedes e thet nan, while ke lives, does
but dream—our elifeisadream anddreans ttensahvesarebutadream  Catderon.

Life’sbut a word, a shadow, a meltingdream, Beaumont and Fletcher,

VBN is atorch borne in the wind; a dream
BUt of a shadow. Chapman.

Life isa dream . . . waking to die. Beddoes.

He hath awakened from this dream of life. Shelley.

May | conducethis dreamdf life.  Leconte de Lisle.
Lifeisadream . . . Thisworld isahuge facy.  DE Musset.

Qur life isa light that pessss,
Flide"smir%tlartmﬂesw,
Ad losss itsdf ingoeoe. Jean Lahor.

Are we adlegp, ad do we dreamall thet we think, or are we anake and talk toare
aother asinadreaminawaking state? Piato.

We liveard nowe, nere indtatios of drleans.  Sophocles.

~ Qreatures thet fack ina day, strargthless and dreanlike, by weekaess and blinoness
impeded, Alschylus.

The best as the warst are futile herer
We wake at tre seif-sane paint of the dream—
All is here begun, ad finded dsenere. Victor Hugo.

We are suh stuff
As dreans are nack o, ad aur little life
Isroudedwithadegp. Shakespeare.

Weak vesHls of day, shedonlike, areatiures wirgless and feddle, miserable nmortals,
dreanlike nen Aristophanes.
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_Roman: O1g|r’aIIyQJn
tilis, tre filth nonth duius
Coesar added a day becase
it cotaired his “birthday,
grwinrymder\,\gdﬂ‘ermrm’
S
rare t dJuy in his hoor.
Hebrew: Tarrrrug, Ab,
the nth nonth, begirs an
tre 22rd  Bladk Fest, aom
menorating  destrucion of
Jerusdlem

Mohammedan:

j Dominion Day, Canada.
1 Casaubon died-, 1614.
Hymn to the Sun

The fides an the nver legp

Up before thee; :

Thy ulasare within tregrcai

waers.
King Akhenaten
T Visitation 0j Virgin.

A Died: Nostradamus, 1566,
Rousseau, 1778.

I”*sBooklovers Calendar.}

Chinese and Zodiacal:

The aun eters Leo, which

caresoods o te Hose
station of tre Yellow Roed
Anglo-Saxon: Hey
morelh, or Vacd nonalb—
framtre hay henvest ad the
blooming measdons.
Persian: MI(_H:L afH
aed the Zorosstrian agdls.
Hindu : Ashedliandpart o
Sanan; fast of Backshi; pro-
mchargI\AshruErs_N
noon, warship of ,
godoess o love ad beauty.

which at once showed 1O me
that the Greeks drew from
nature when they painted
the thunderbolt in the hand
of Jove. Emerson.
2 Grattan born, 1746.

At noon to dinner,
where the remains of yester-
day’s venison and a couple
of brave green geese, which
wc were fain to cat alone,

|  hae ssen in the Sky a because they will not keepe

dain of sunmer lighnirg

which troubled us. Pepys.

000



A St. Martin of Bullion; St. Ulrie.
* Independence Day, U. S. A

John Hancock (about tO Sg'l
Dedaration): “We must be uani-
mous. o puli oifferertvxays we
must harng

Franklin: * Yes, we must all hang
together or hang separately.”

C Mrs. Siddons born, 1755. Tir
J Federal (rifle shooting match) in
Soleure, Switzerland.

Barnaby Googe.
K rtaxman born, 1755. Sir Thomas
~  More beheaded, 1535.
| ﬂ‘nx;ftﬂ‘atltmesmurg
Honers. Butm. It\/\asﬂ‘lsyujzgﬂ
Goming tonarcs ne. Yori

" Buss burned, 1415. Sheridan died,
1 1816.

The first redlly nomi
Yettefa‘elnse,fc% rg
bwdsfromatrthleﬁelaxsﬂrgd

its budbles with meic  Thoreau.
Q La Fontaine born, 1621. Burke
y died, 1797

You ak vi for SInens,

ad a frare ﬂggtrvull |n£:erddaga
VI, oleit
ek Jich dites ord Tt sveces
thee prayers, ad leffle Jove hrrr%elf
Persius.
Q Born: Anne Radclijje, 1764; Hal-
N lam, 1777. Brandocksdefeat 1733
plln ﬂﬂrarfrijrstsm 1h=3
urked gg Illd]

cxrdx\:/t\lgd(}]r fnert:ts in
1781 a narch through
ﬂ”emstlrmmrgd of our counr

try fran Rk Islad to Mirginia,
rear 700 miles, oocesioed ot e

grdlest conplaint for te loss of a
pig, a diden o even an gyde.
Franklin.
JQ Born; Calvin, 1509; Blackstone,
1723; Marryalt, 1792,
A tree thet nay In summrer wear
A rest of rdairs in her Hair.
Joyce Kilmer.
J | Hamilton killed by Burr, 1804.
The aroused enotioel codi-
tias precipitate everts where ssaret
Ia/e maetlrgswll e eqoosed, benare
being caLght inyour oan trap.
Astrological Almanac.
Jy Ceesar born, zoo B. C. Erasmus
died, 1336. Russian festival St.
Peter and St. Paul; yearly fairs.

S0 home, and there find my wife
in a dogged humour for my not dining
at home, and | did give her a puli by
the nose and some ill words . . .
that we fell extraordinarily out, inso-
much, that | going 1O the office to
avoid further anger, she followed me in
a devilish manner thither. Pepys.

1 Du Guesdin died, 1330.
And | sit dlore with the Ching

V\/er%a*getnredofe%‘lmdﬂe

noutain ad 1

1 A Cardinal Mazarin bom, 1602.
* ~ Mme.deSlaeldied, 1817. Bastille
stormed, 17809.

Tonomow is a rew day; begin it
wdl ad and with too high a
gart t ke anbered with your dd

nonsense. Emerson.

| £ St. Switbin's Day, which deter-
mines weather for 40 days.

The ridh blue of tre urettaingdle

floner of the sky drewny soul tonard

it, ad trere it rested, for pure cdlour

iS rest of heart. JHERE

1 A Margaret Fuller lost at sea, 1830.
1%Berang&gle§a:§137mjd v
were S< )
bething nore gererdly practiosd
Brookiyn would ke a hedthier aty
then it is If the semi-weady bath,
during ﬁesurrrer were a rigid rue
for all our Gtizers—for all ags ad
m:h% Walt Whitman.



7 J>. Wails born, 1674.

' Lmelyrtxe,aquermrrrg

How ocoud the ni e badd
ywardnxsn_gnrgd

Rustwelx of Georgia.

| O Gilbert White born, 1720. Pe-
~ trarch died, 1374.
Brdslhatsurg in the Nigt are but
fen. nightingdle (“in est covert
hld") ark (sugpaced in md
air), ad les reedsparrown (anorg
rescsad willons). Gllbert White.

I Q I—bcied, honever, satisiied with
%Yf of William Bloncowe,
m the “degyperer.”

The whele would ... be con

sickred a ndde dish, weare there
ot so much of hin but when yau
cmetostcbmbefaeaneat
rmiyaehrﬂedmldg,rtlsfe
anay your gooetite Melville.

O 1 Prior born, 1664. Burns died,
n 1796. Daniel Lambert died,
1809, “at advanced weigld of 739
pounds.”

A famriess noon soared thraugh a
white daud wrack, and broken gold
lay in tre naing tick

George Moore.

I\/HyMagdaIen

cail Wagterdermertslnbn

kst%mﬁeeest in tre nomirg JB
fiery orb which hed surk at evenirg
in the crinson west Frazer.

O'X hirst newspaper, English Mer-

Ny curie, 2358 First “ Bloomers”
worn at Lowvell ball, 183s

You do rﬁ Ssa, thet
your naresae the OI\EI’lO/IFg bee
Ry lips, wégnu sneetly Kiss, ad
your lips, S
when you ask ?QJ noey you stirg
nme nost urkindy.

Marcus Argentarius.
2 4 dane Austen died, 1817.
*  The heatsof the ssssmi

22
*xk_>

the o oocsiadly -
g a li oeteble diet for tre
noe sdid gatificaion of anind

food ... on festive occasions, veni-
son and turtle retain their pre-
eminent station at the tables of the
opulent, where also the fawn forms an
elegant dish, when roasted whole and
served up with rich gravy. Hone,

Died: Thomas d Kcmpis, 1471;
Baron Trench, 1794; Dibdin,
2814.
Oh, spare the busy mornlrﬁ}‘efly,ght|
nosquUItoes of ni
if their wid<ed trace they ply,
Let a partiion stop tas fligt,
llan Yji.
BD.riot flew Channel, 2909.
| suppose every day of earth,
with its hundred thousand deaths
and something more of births,—
with its loves and hates, its triumphs
and defeats, its pangs and blisses,
has more of humanity in it than all
the hooks that were ever written,
put together. Holmes.

2 7 Campbell born, 1777.
The of te fiat
t‘%as an goiate over
k the consad tre tress.
Hardy.

2 A Cowley died, 1667.
n The day was made for lazi-
ness, and lying on one’s back in green
places, and staring at the sky till -its

brightness forced one to shut one’s
eyes and go to sleep. Dickens,

2Q Marvell died, 1678.
7 Ear along

Fom pesk t© peek lire rattling
Leemm?e e thuder 4ot from

aeloedod
But every mountain now has found a
tongue. Byron.

"XA Died: Bach, 1730; Gray, 1771.

n All nature smelt of the opu-
lent summer-time, smelt of the season
of fruit. T heocritus.

X 1 Loyola died, 1336.

1 The Gift of God ad the
%&Jw%am
at Monhegan, Vaine, 1607.
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Grey Sleeve

I A lieuterart, nding sare o

o BB HE  Baian Tely
LOOKS as if it mgt ran at the four trogpers just at the rear of the
this aftermoon,” te adaus They hedlcstdistanceand neck a

lieuoant of atillery. Iittle ggp, but at the douts of tre lieuten
“So it does” te infatry  ant ( 5 ]
Gpanasated He daosd buder, carearing dlog behind the captain
cadlly at tte sky. When hb eyes hed  of tte tromp, it ad_tugged like a
lonered to the greenshedoned landscgoe wiestler o kegp his frantic animal fram
el hmyr;nsgrdv\ajd Vit pitry bol& Gk gﬁﬂ%wm% hoofs
ons aut t pelilg at s gxirgy i e
Wesardmint 5 et et amd s b
t a s, aOoss N fa 1 r ees
wice fidds, there oocesiodlly aopeared waresetlike bitsof flashingsted.
Iittle puffs of snoke of a dul he In this The log lire of tre i regnents
doomof sky which eqaressed an inpending — standing at esse underwent a sucten nove-
ran Thelogwaed beadstd inttre et at tre neh of tre pessirg squedon
fidd noed uessily at tre eterrdl barking The s
of the far-anay sapahooters, ad trenmen,  gaze at tre torent of horsssand nen
leaning yoon treir nfles, staredat regroe — The yellow fdds of the flag fluttered bedk
of nrgdes. Qoea private tured tobomowv N silken, shudderig waves, &s if it were a
soe taeoo frama conrack in tte rer rluctant g Gocesiadlly a gant
a

heed
enamy would shoot imat a tinewhenhe . Over the nobe of the soudding hoofs could

wes ot lodding ke heard the areekiing of leather trapings,
Sudcenly the artillery dfficer said “See the jingle and dark of stedl, ad tre tarsg,
what's comirg!” lonvtoned commrands or s of the nen

Alog the rear of the brigace of infanry o tteir hoses Ad the were ned
acdumof cavalry wes snegpirgat aherd - with the heedlag sneep of thb novarent
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Powerful under jaws bent back, and straight-
ened so that the bits were clamped as
rigidly as vises upon the teeth, and glisten-
ing necks arched in desperate resistance to
the hands at the bridles. Swinging their
heads in rage at the granite laws of their
lives, which compelled even their angers and
their ardours to chosen directions and
chosen paces, their flight was as a flight of
harnessed demons.

The captain’s bay kept its pace at the
head of the squadron with the lithe bounds
of a thoroughbred, and this horse was
proud as a chief at the roaring trample of
his fellows behind him. The captain’s
glance was calmly upon the grove of maples
whence the sharpshooters of the enemy had
been picking at the blue line. He seemed
to be reflecting. He stolidly rose and fell
with the plunges of his horse in all the
indifference of a deacon’s figure seated
plumply in church. And it occurred to
many of the watching infantry to wonder
why this officer could remain imperturbable
and reflective when his squadron was
thundering and swarming behind him like
the rushing of a flood.

The column swung in a sabre-curve
toward a break in a fence, and dashed into
a roadway. Once a little plank bridge was
encountered, and the sound of the hoofs
upon it was like the long roll of many
drums. An old captain in the infantry
turned to his first lieutenant and made a
remark which was a compound of bitter
disparagement of cavalry in general and
soldierly admiration of this particular
troop.

Suddenly the bugle sounded, and the
column halted with a jolting upheaval
amid sharp, brief cries. A moment later
the men had tumbled from their horses
and, carbines in hand, were running in a
swarm toward the grove of maples. In the
road one of every four of the troopers was
standing with braced legs, and pulling and
hauling at the bridles of four frenzied
horses.

The captain was running awkwardly in
his boots. He held his sabre low, so that
the point often threatened to catch in the
turf. His yellow hair ruffled out from under
his faded cap. “ Go in hardjnow!” he roared,
in a voice of hoarse fury. |llis face was
violently red.

The troopers threw themselves upon the
grove like wolves upon a great animal.
Along the whole front of woods there was
the dry crackling of musketry, with bitter,
swift flashes and smoke that writhed like
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stung phantoms. The troopers yelled
shrilly and spanged bullets low into the
foliage.

For a moment, wnen near the woods, the
line almost halted. The men struggled and
fought for a time like swimmers encounter-
ing a powerful current. Then with a
supreme effort they went on again. They
dashed madly at the grove, whose foliage,
from the high light of the field, was as
inscrutable as a wall.

Then suddenly each detail of the calm
trees became apparent, and with a few
more frantic leaps the men were in the
cool gloom of the woods. There was a
heavy odour as from burned paper. Wisps
of grey smoke wound upward. The men
halted; and, grimy, perspiring, and puffing,
they searched the recesses of the woods
with eager, fierce glances. Figures could
be seen flitting afar off, A dozen carbines
rattled at them in an angry volley.

During this pause the captain strode
along the line, his face lit with a broad
smile of contentment. “ When he sends
this crowd to do anything, | guess he’ll find
we do it pretty sharp,” he said to the grin-
ning lieutenant.

“bay, they didn't stand that rush a
minute, did they?” said the subaltern.
Both officers were profoundly dusty in their
uniforms, and their faces were soiled like
those of two urchins.

Out in the grass behind them were three
tumbled and silent forms.

Presently the line moved forward again.
The men went from tree to tree like hunt-
ers stalking game. Some at the left of the
line fired occasionally, and those at the
right gazed curiously in that direction.
The men still breathed heavily from their
scramble across the field.

Of a sudden a trooper halted and said:

“Hello! there's a house!” Every one
paused. The men turned to look at their
leader.

The captain stretched his neck and swung
his head from side to side. “ By George, it
is a housel” he said.

Through the wealth of leaves there
vaguely loomed the form of a large white
house. These troopers, brown-faced from
many days of campaigning, each feature
of them telling of their placid confidence
and courage, were stopped abruptly by the
appearance of this house. There was some
subtle suggestion— some tale of an unknown
thing—which watched them from they
knew not what part of it.

A rail fence girded a wide lawn of tangled
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grass. Seven pines stood along a driveway
which led from two distant posts of a
vanished gate. The blue-clothed troopers
moved forward until they stood at the
fence, peering over it.

The captain put one hand on the top
rail and seemed to be about to climb the
fence, when suddenly he hesitated and said
in a low voice: “ Watson, what do you think
of it?”

The lieutenant stared at the house.
“Derned if I know!" he replied.

The captain pondered- It happened that
the whole company had turned a gaze of
profound awe and doubt upon this edifice
which confronted them. The men were
very silent.

At last the captain swore and said: “ We
are certainly a pack of fools. Derned old
deserted house halting a company of Union
cavalry, and making us gape like babies!”

“Yes, but there’s something—some-
thing----—-- " insisted the subaltern in a half
stammer.

“ Well, if there’s ‘something—something’
in there. I'll get it out,” said the captain.

“Send Sharpe clean around to the other
side with about twelve men, so we will sure
bag your ‘something—something,” and I'll
take a few of the boys and find out what’s
in the damned old thing!”

He chose the nearest eight men for his
“storming party,” as the lieutenant called
it. After he had waited some minutes
for the others to get into position, he said
“ Come ahead” to his eight men, and
climbed the fence.

The brighter light of the tangled lawn
made him suddenly feel tremeudously ap-
parent, and he wondered if there could be
some mystic thing in the house which was
regarding his approach. His men trudged
silently at his back. They stared at the
windows and lost themselves in deep specu-
lations as to the probability of there being,
perhaps, eyes behind the blinds— malignant
eyes, piercing eyes.

Suddenly a corporal in the party gave
vent to a startled exclamation and half
threw his carbine into position. The cap-
tain turned quickly, and the corporal said:
“1 saw an arm move the blinds. An arm
with a grey sleeve!”

“Don’t be a fool, Jones, now,” said the
captain sharply.

“1 swear t'--—-—-- ” began the corporal, but
the captain silenced him.

When they arrived at the front of the
house, the troopers paused, while the cap-
tain went softly up the front steps. He
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stood before the large front door and studied
it. Some crickets chirped in the long grass,
and the nearest pine could be heard in its
endless sighs. One of the privates moved
uneasily, and his foot crunched the gravel.
Suddenly the captain swore angrily and
kicked the door with a loud crash. It
flew open.

T he bright lights of the day flashed into
the old house when the captain angrily
kicked open the door. He was aware of a
wide hallway carpeted with matting and
extending deep into the dwelling. There
was also an old walnut hat-rack and a little
marble-topped table with a vase and two
bc-.rs upon it. Farther back was a great
venerable fireplace containing dreary ashes.

Bu- di.ectly in front of the captain was a
young girl. The flying open of the door had
obviously been an utter astonishment to
her, and she remained transfixed there in
the middle of the floor, staring at the cap-
tain with wld eyes.

She was like a child caught at the time
of a raid upon the cake. She wavered to
and fro upon her feet, and held her hands
behind her. There were two Little points of
terror in her eyes, as she gazed up at the
young captain in dusty blue, with his red-
dish, bronze complexion, his yellow hair,
his bright sabre held threateningly.

These two remained motionless and
silent, simply staring at each other for some
moments.

The captain felt his rage fade out of him
and leave his mind limp. He had been
violently angry, because this house had
made him feel hesitant, wary. He did not
like to be wary. He liked to feel confident,
sure. So he had kicked the door open, and
had been prepared to march in like a soldier
of wrath.

But now he began, for one thing, to won-
der if hLs uniform was so dusty and old in
appearance. Moreover, he had a feeling
that his face was covered with a compound
of dust, grime, and perspiration. He took
a step forward and said: “ | didn't mean to
frighten you.” But his voice was coarse
from his battle-howling. It seemed to him
to have hempen fibres in it.

The girl’s breath came in little, quick
gasps, and she looked at him as she would
have looked at a serpent.

“1 didn't mean to frighten you,” he said
again.

The girl, still with her hands behind her,
began to back away.



“Is there any one else in the house?” he
went on, while slowly following her. “I
don’'t wish to disturb you, but we had a
fight with some rebel skirmishers in the
woods, and | thought maybe some of them
might have come in here. In fact, 1 was
pretty sure of it. Are there any of them
here?”

The girl looked at him and said, “ No!”
He wondered why extreme agitation made
the eyes of some women so limpid and
bright.

“Who is here besides yourself? ”

By this time his pursuit had driven her
to the end of the hall, and she remained
there with her back to the wall and her
bands still behind her. When she answered
this question, she did not look at him, but
down at the floor. She cleared her voice
and then said: "There is no one here.”

1INo one?”

She lifted her eyes to him in that appeal
that the human being must make even to
falling trees, crashing boulders, the sea in a
storm, and said, “ No, no, there is no one
here.” He could plainly see her tremble.

Of a sudden he bethought him that, she
continually kept her hands behind her. As
he recalled her air when first discovered, he
remembered she appeared precisely as a
child detected at one of the crimes of child-
hood. Moreover, she had always backed
away from him. He thought now that she
was concealing something which was an
evidence of the presence of the enemy in
the house.

“What are you holding behind you?” .he
said suddenly.

She gave a little quick moan, as if some
grim hand had throttled her.

“ Oh, nothing— please. | am not holding
anything behind me; indeed I'm not.”

“Very well. Hold your hands out in
front of you, then.”

“ Oh, indeed, I'm not holding anything

behind me. Indeed I'm not.”

“Well,” he began. Then he paused, and
remained for a moment dubious. Finally,
be laughed. “Well, | shall have my men

search the house, anyhow. [I'm sorry to
trouble you, but | feel that there is some one
here whom we want.” He turned to the
corporal, who, with the other men, was
gaping quietly in at the door, and said:
“Jones, go through the house.”

As for himself, he remained planted in
front of the girl, for she evidently did not
dare to move and allow him to see what she
held so carefully behind her back. So she
was his prisoner.
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The men rummaged around on the ground
floor of the house. Sometimes the captain
called to them, “ Try that closet,” “ Is there
any cellar?” But they found no one, and
at last they went trooping toward the
stairs which led to the second floor.

But at this movement on the part of the
men the girl uttered a cry'—a cry of such
fright and appeal that the men paused.
“ Oh, don't go up there! Please don’t go
up there!—pie-ease! There is no one
there! Indeed—indeed there is not! Oh,
pie-ease!”

“ Go on, Jones,” said the captain calmly.

The obedient corporal made a preliminary
step, and the girl hounded toward the
stairs with another cry.

As she passed him, the captain caught
sight of that which she had concealed be-
hind her back, and which she had forgotten
in this supreme moment. It was a pistol.

She ran to the first step and, standing
there, faced the men, one hand extended
with perpendicular palm, and the other

holding the pistol at her side. *“ Oh, please,
don’t go up there! Nobody is there—
indeed, there is not! P-l-e-a-s-e!” Then

suddenly she sank swiftly down upon the
step and, huddling forlornly, began to weep
in the agony and with the convulsive
tremors of an infant. The pistol fell from
her fingers and rattled down to the floor.

The astonished troopers looked at their
astonished captain. There was a short'
silence.

Finally, the captain stooped and* picked

up the pistol. It was a heavy weapon of the
army pattern. He ascertained that it was
empty.

He leaned toward the shaking girl and
said gently: “Will you tell me what you
were going to do with this pistol?”

He had to repeat the question a number
of times, but at last a muffled voice said,
“ Nothing.”

"Nothing!” He insisted quietly upon a
further answer. At the tender tones of the
captain’s voice, the phlegmatic corporal
turned and winked gravely at the man next
to him.

“Won't you tell me?”

The girl shook her head.

“ Please tell me!”

The silent privates were moving their
feet uneasily and wondering how long they
were to wait.

The captain said:
tell me?”

Then this girl’s voice began in stricken
tones, half coherent, and amid violent

“ Please, won't you
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sobbing: “ It was grandpa's. He—be— he
said he was going lo shoot anybody who
came in here— he didn’t care if there were
thousands of 'em. And—and | know he
would, and | was afraid they'd kill him.
And so—and—so | stole away his pistol—
and | was going to hide it when you—you
kicked open the door.”

The men straightened up and looked at
each other. The girl began to weep again.

The captainjmopped his brow. He peered
down at the girl. He mopped bis brow
again. Suddenly he said: “ Ah, don't cry
like that.”

He moved restlessly and looked down at
his bools. He mopped his brow again.

Then he gripped the corporal by the arm
and dragged him some yards back from the
others. “Jones,” he said, in an intensely
earnest voice, “ will you tell me what in the
devil | am going to do?”

The corporal’'s countenance became il-
luminated with satisfaction at being thus
requested to advise his superior officer. He
adopted an air of great thought, and finally
said: “ Well, of course, the feller with the
grey sleeve must be upstairs, ami we must
get past the girl and up there somehow.
Suppose | take her by the arm and leaa
her------ "

“What!” interrupted the captain from
between his clinched teeth. As he turned
away from the corporal, he said fiercely over
his shoulder: “ You touch that girl and I'll
sptit your skull!”

T he corporal looked after his captain
with an expression of mingled amazement,
grief, and philosophy. He seemed to be
saying to himself that there unfortunately
were times, after all, when one could not
rely upon the most reliable of men. When
he returned to the group he found the cap-
tain bending over the girl and saying: “ 'Why
is it that you don’t want us to search up-
stairs?”

The girl’s head was buried in her crossed

arms. Locks of her hair had escaped from
their fastenings, and these fell upon her
shoulder.

“Won't you tell me?”

The corporal here winked again at the
man next to him.

“ Because,” the girl moaned—*“ because
—there isn’t anybody up there.”

The captain at last said timidly: “ Well,
I'm afraid—I1'm afraid we’ll have to---—--- "

The girl sprang to her feet again, and im-
plored him with her hands. She looked deep
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into his eyes with her glance, which was at
this time like that of the fawn when it says
to the hunter, “ Have mercy upon me!”

These two stood regaruing each other.
The captain’s foot was on the bottom step,
but he seemed lo be shrinking. He wore an
air of being deeply wretched and ashamed.
There was a silence.

Suddenly the corporal said in a quick,
low tone: “ Look out, captain!”

All turned their eyes swiftly toward the
head of the stairs. There had appeared
there a youth in a grey uniform. He stood
looking coolly down at them. Ho word was
said by the troopers. Tire girl gave vent to
a little wail of desolation, “ Oh, Harry!”

He began slowly to descend the stairs.
His right arm was in a white sling, and there
were some fresh blood-stains upon the
cloth. His face was rigid and deathly pale,
but his eyes flashed like lights. The girl
was again moaning in an utterly dreary
fashion, as the youth came slowly down
toward the silent men in blue.

Six steps from the bottom of the flight he
hailed and said: “ 1 reckon it's me you're
looking for.”

The troopers had crowded forward a
trifle and, posed in lithe, nervous attitudes,
were watching him like cats. The captain
remained unmoved. At the youth’s question
he merely nodded his head and said, “ Yes.”

The young man in grey looked down at
the girl, and then, in the same even tone,
which now, however, seemed to vibrate with
suppressed fury, he said: “ And is that any
reason why you should insult my sister?”

At this sentence, the girl intervened, des-
perately, between the young man in grey
and the officer in blue. “ Oh, don’t, Harry;
don’t! He was good to me! He was good
to me, Harry—indeed he was!”

The youth came on in his quiet, erect
fashion until the girl could have touched
either of the men with her hand, for the
captain still remained with his foot upon
the first step. She continually repeated:
“ Oh, Harry! Oh, Harry!”

The youth in grey manoeuvred to glare
into the captain’s face, first over one shoul-
der of the girl and then over the other. In
a voice that rang like metal, he said: “ You
are armed and unwounded, while | have no
weapons and am wounded; but------ ”

The captain had stepped back and
sheathed his sabre. The eyes of these two
men were gleaming fire, but otherwise the
captain’s countenance was imperturbable.
He said: “ You are mistaken. You have no
reason to--—--—-- "
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“You lie!”

All save the captain and the youth in
grey started in an electric movement. These
two words crackled in the air like shattered
glass. There was a breathless silence.

The captain cleared his throat. His look
at the youth contained a quality of singular
and terrible ferocity, but he said in his
stolid tone: “1 don’'t suppose you mean
what you say now.”

Upon his arm he had felt the pressure of
some unconscious little fingers. The girl
was leaning against the wall as if she no
longer knew how to keep her balance, but
those fingers—he held his arm very still.
She murmured: “Oh, Harry, don't! He
was good to me—indeed be was!”

The corporal had come forward until he
in a measure confronted the youth in grey,
for he saw those fingers upon the captain's
arm, and he knew that sometimes very
strong men were not able to move hand or
foot under such conditions.

The youth had suddenly seemed to be-
come weak. He breathed heavily and clung

to the rail. He was glaring at the captain,
and apparently summoning all his will
power to combat his weakness. The cor-

poral addressed him with profound straight-
forwardness: “ Don’t you be a derned fool! 1L
The youth turned toward him so fiercely
that the corporal threw up a knee and an
elbow like a boy who expects to be cuffed.

The girl pleaded with the captain. “ You
won’'t hurt him, will you? lie don't know
what he’s saying. He's wounded, you
know. Please don't mind him!”

“1 won’t touch him,” said the captain,
with rather extraordinary earnestness;
“don’t you worry about him at all. |
won’t touch him!”

Then he looked at her, and the girl sud-
denly withdrew her lingers from his arm.

The corporal contemplated the top of the
stairs, and remarked without surprise:
“There’s another of 'em coming!”

An old man was clambering down the
stairs with much speed. lie waved a cane

wildly. “ Get out of my house, you thieves!
Get out! I won't have you cross my
threshold! Get out!” He mumbled and

wagged his head in an old man’s fury. It
was plainly his intention to assault them.

And so it occurred that a young girl be-
came engaged in protecting a stalwart
captain, fully armed, and with eight grim
troopers at his back, from the attack of an
old man with a walking-stick!

A blush passed over the temples and
brow of the captain, and he looked par-
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ticularly savage and weary. Despite the
girl’s efforts, he suddenly faced the old man.

“Look here,” he said distinctly; “we
came in because we bad been fighting in the
woods yonder, and we concluded that some
of the enemy were in this house, especially
when we saw a grey sleeve at the window.
But this young man is wounded, and | have
nothing to say to him. | will even take it
for granted that there are no others like him
upstairs. We will go away, leaving your
damned old house just as we found it! And
we are no more thieves and rascals than
you are!”

The old man simply roared: “ 1 haven’'t
got a cow nor a pig nor a chicken on the
place! Your soldiers have stolen every-
thing they could carry away. They have
torn down half my fences for firewood.
This afternoon some of your accursed bul-
lets even broke my window panes!”

The girl had been faltering: “ Grandpal!
Oh, grandpa!”

The captain looked at the girl. She re-
turned his glance from the shadow of the
old man’s shoulder. After studying her face
a moment, he said: “ Well, we will go now.”
He strode toward the door, and his men
clanked docilely after him.

At this time there was the sound of harsh
cries and rushing footsteps from without.
The door flew open, and a whirlwind com-
posed of blue-coated troopers came in with

a swoop. It was headed by the lieutenant.
“ Oh, here you are!” he cried, catching his
breath, “We thought— Oh, look at the
girl!”

The captain said intensely: “ Shut up,
you fool!”

The men settled to a hall with a dash
and a bang. There could be heard the
dulled sound of many hoofs outside of the
house.

“ Did you order up the horses?” inquired
the captain.

“Yes. We thought-——--- "

“Well, then, let's get out of here,” inter-
rupted the captain morosely.

The men began to filter out into the open
air. The youth in grey had been hanging
dismally to the railing ol the stairway. He
now vras climbing slowly up to the second
floor. The old man was addressing himself
directly to the serene corporal.

“ Not a chicken on the place!" he cried.

“Well, | didn’'t take your chickens,
did 1?”

“ No, maybe you didn’t, but---—--- "

The captain crossed the hall and stood
before the girl in rather a culprit’'s fashion.
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"You are not angry at me, are you?” he
asked timidly.

" No,” she said. She hesitated a moment,
and then suddenly held out her hand.
"You were good to me—and |I’'m—much
obliged.”

The captain took her hand, and then he
blushed, for he found himself unable to
formulate a sentence that applied in any
way to the situation.

She did not seem to heed that hand for a
time.

He loosened his grasp presently, for he
was ashamed to hold it so long without
saying anything clever. At last, with an
air of charging an entrenched brigade, he
contrived to say: “ 1 would rather do any-
thing than frighten or trouble you.”

His brow was warmly perspiring. He had
a sense of being hideous in his dusty uniform
and with his grimy face.

She said, “ Oh, I'm so glad it was you in-
stead of somebody who might have— might
have hurt brother Harry and grandpa!”

He told her, "1 wouldn’t have hurt 'em
for anything!”

There was a little silence.

" Well, good-bye!” he said at lasi.

"Good-bye!”

He walked toward the door past the old
man, who was scolding at the vanishing
figure of the corporal. The captain looked
back. She had remained there watching
him.

At the bugle’s order, the troopers stand-
ing beside their horses swung briskly into
the saddle. The lieutenant said to the first
sergeant:

"Williams, did they ever meet before?”

"Hanged if I know!”

"Well, say------ ”

The captain saw a curtain move at one of
the windows. He cantered from his posi-
tion at the head of the column and steered
his horse between two flower-beds.

"Well, good-bye!”

The squadron trampled slowly past.

“ Good-bye!”

They shook hands.

He evidently had something enormously
important to say to her, but it scerns that
he could not manage it. He. struggled
heroically. The bay charger, with his great
mystically solemn eyes, looked around the
comer of his shoulder at the girl.

The captain studied a pine tree. The
girl inspected the grass beneath the window.

The captain said hoarsely: “ 1 don’'t sup-
pose— | don’'t suppose— I'’ll ever see you
again 1”

She looked at him affrightcdly and shrank
back from the window. He seemed to have
woefully expected a reception of this kind
for his question. He gave her instantly a
glance of appeal.

She said: "W hy, no, | don’t suppose we
will.”

"Never?”

"W hy, no, 'tain't possible.
are a—Yankee!”

" Oh, | know it, but------ " Eventually he
continued: "Well, some day, you know,
when there’s no more fighting, we might
------ " He observed that she had again
withdrawn suddenly into the shadow, so he
said: "Well, good-bye!”

When he held her fingers she bowed her
head, and he saw a pink blush steal over the
curves of her cheek and neck.

"Am | never going to see you again?”

She made no reply.

"Never?” he repeated.

After a long time, he bent over to hear a
faint reply: "Sometimes—when there are
no troops in the neighbourhood— grandpa
don’t mind if I—walk over as far as that
old oak tree yonder—in the afternoons.”

It appeared that the captain’s grip was
very strong, for she uttered an exclamation
and looked at her fingers as if she expected
to find them mere fragments. He rode away.

The bay horse leaped a flower-bed. They
were almost to the drive, when the girl
uttered a panic-st ricken cry.

The captain wheeled his horse violently,
and upon his return journey went straight
through a flower-bed.

The girl had clasped her hands. She
bcseeched him wildly with Iter eyes. "Oh,
please, don’t believe it! | never walk to the
old oak tree. Indeed | don’'t! | never—
never— never walk there.”

The bridle drooped on the bay charger’s
neck. The captain’s figure seemed limp.
With an expression of profound dejection
and gloom he stared off at where the leaden
sky met the dark green line of the woods.
The long-impending rain began to fall with
a mournful patter, drop and drop. There
was a silence.

At last a low voice said, “ Well—1 might
—sometimes | might—perhaps—but only
once in a great while— 1 might walk to the
old tree—in the afternoons.”

You—you
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By LAURENCE STE RNE

JIHAT IS WIT?—'Tis not a manufacture— it is not to be wrought out of the
mind, by dint of study and labor, as sense, reason, and science are. ldeas,
with the very words Cited to them, ready cut and dry, come bounce all
complete together into the brain, without the least maimer of reflection.

Even | have sometimes said things without design, unconscious of any kind
of wit in them myself, till the sound of the words has alarmed my own cars, or made others
to prick up theirs. If wit had been hanging matter—and so it might, for any great harm it
would do— I should then have incurred the penalty of a sort of chance-medley treason. It
would have required time and thought to have expressed myself worse— or according to
law— upon such occasions.

What is the reason, that between two persons of equal sense and learning, an imagery
shall generalh'strike the one, and never the other?— That uponviewing a green field, stocked
with new shorn sheep, one man shall see nothing there, but grass and mutton, and that
another shall resemble it to a lanscy, stuck with almonds?

That one person shall plainly say, of a fine day, in winter, that the sun shines, but does
not warm— while another shall, at the same instant, compare it to a jaod, at once both
bright and cold? &c.

Thus, you sec, that wit is only a double entendre. What pity 'lls, ladies, that double
entendres are not always wit also?

Nay, the prudish Cowley has, uuiuckily for us, made them ouc of the negative defini-
tions of it:

“ Much less can that have any place,
At which a virgin hides her face—"

HIS point has been questioned by some. One Biographer Triglyph, calls me an

anomalous heterodite writer—words, by tbe bye, that signify the same thing-,—says,

ihaL | have more sauce than pig, &c.—They allow me oddness, originality, and
humour—but deny me wit.

If by this expression they mean epigrammatic point, perhaps | may have but little of it.
But, let wit be sauce, according to the good master Triglyph. Must sauces always be
poignant? Is not that esteemed the best cookery where the ingredients are so equally
blended, that no one particular flavor predominates upon the palate? Decayed appetites
only require the sharper seasonings.

The ancients styled wit ingenium—capacity, invention, powers.— Martial was the
first person who reduced it to a point—and too many of the writings, since that era of the
faux brilliants, have been so very eager, that they have almost set one’s teeth on edge.

So far | am easy on this score, whether they allow me wit, or no.

FORMERLY used to prefer Pliny’'s Epistles, and Seneca’s Morals, before Cicero’s

writings of both kinds—because of the points of wit, and quaint turns, in the former.

I remember, when | thought Horace and Catullus flat and insipid— but it was when |

admired Martial and Cowley.

I find myself moralizing here, somewhat in the very style | have been reprehending—
but I have not strained my pen—for, when we condcmu a fault—to carry on the vein—
we should endeavor to make an example of it. And it may be applied to me, what was said
of Jeremy, in Lovefor Love, “ that he was declaiming against wit, with all the wit he could
muster.”

But witty I am henceforth resolved to be for the rest of my life. Lord, sir, resolution
is a powerful tiling; it has rendered many a coward brave, and a few women chaste. Let us
Uy now, whether this same miraculous faculty cannot make one parson witty—fora
wonder.
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Ambassador
By ARTHUR SHERBURNE HARDY
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DE SADE was visibly dis-
turbed. Somewhat late in
life he had conceived for Diane
de Wimpflen one of those
admirations untainted by tire
desire of possession. He concealed this
admiration under an affectation of cynicism
which almost deceived himself, But it
did not deceive Madame de Wimpflen.
Well aware both of the admiration and of
its character, she counted upon him as
upon an ally with whom a formal treaty is
unnecessary.
‘ Like many alliances, this one had had
its birth in hostility. But that was long ago.
There had been a wedding at the Made-
leine. M. de Sadc stood upon the steps as
the guests dispersed, thoughtful and un-
decided. As a man of the world he made
light of all expansions of the heart—While
secretly cherishing one. During the pauses
of the service Madame de Balloy had con-
fided to him that she had the day before
asked on behalf of her son the hand of
Anne—and Anne was the daughter of
Madame de Wimpffen. He was not the
guardian of that hand. That some one
would some day aspire to it was inevitable.
He had foreseen that contingency, but
never in the person of M. de Balloy— that
idiot who was squandering his fortune at
baccarat and flaunting Mademoiselle Luna
of the Varietes in the face of all Paris
except his mother. The fact that Madame
de Balloy’s confidential communication
had been made at a wedding rendered it the
more disagreeable. Anne, so young, so
fearless, so innocent—and so like her
mother! The thought that if he were
younger—but that was only the shadow of
a thought which traversed his mind without
leaving a trace, as the shadow of a bird
passes over a landscape.

/Im U + ™.

Slowly descending the steps, loo pre-
occupied with the enumeration of M. de
Balloy’s disqualifications even to acknowl-
edge a friendly greeting, he turned up the
Boulevard in the direction of the Parc
Monceau. To the shop-windows, which
generally attracted him, he paid no heed.
Absorbed, his cane dangling from the hands
crossed behind him, he had the air of a man
going nowhere in particular—an appearance
often presented by one who, knowing well
his destination, has not yet confessed it.

Adjoining the park, its tiny garden pro-
tected by an iron grille whose gilded spikes
were barely visible above the enveloping
ivy, was the small hotel of which M. de
Sade was the proprietor. He had recently
offered it to his friend de Wimpffen, who,
since his promotion to the grade of colonel,
had been assigned to duly at the War
Office. For M. de Sade, not "being burdened
with duties, was going to get rid of the
summer, and incidentally some of the
boredom of living, at the seaside. On reach-
ing the park entrance he took out his
watch. It was eleven o’clock. He had
no more time than was necessary for break-
fast and a change of costume. His seat was
reserved in the express which left at two.
He had already said farewell. But there
was the key to the garden gate, which he
had forgotten to deliver. He had intended
to send this key by messenger, but fortu-
nately it was still in his pocket—to serve
his present purpose. Yes, certainly, he
would deliver it in person.

Just within the ivy screen, at the little
table laid for breakfast near the foot of
the steps leading to the salon windows, M.
de W'impffen was reading “Le Matin."
That he was waiting for something more
important than breakfast was evident
from the glances he directed toward these

u



H

windows. His orderly had gone for the
morning mail. There was also the Abbe
d’Arlot, whom Madame de Wunpffen had
persuaded to visit her and who might arrive
at any moment from Frcyr. But it was
neither the orderly nor the abbe for whom
he was waiting. Only yesterday Madame
de Balloy had formally asked for her son
the hand of Anne. He had proposed to
settle the matter offhand in the blunt,
straightforward manner characteristic of
him, M. de Balloy’s reputation not being
such as to render a favourable answer within
even the range of discussion. But Madame
de Wimpffen had said, “ No, Raoul, leave
it to me” ; and he had left it to her, with a
good nature as characteristic as the blunt-
ness and a confidence justified by long
experience.

It was the footstep of Diane he was
listening for, and in spite of the confidence,
her prolonged absence was beginning to
engender misgivings. He had read for the
third time the political article in “Le
Matin” without comprehending a word of
it, when the glass doors opened and Diane
came lightly down the steps.

She was smiling. It was a good sign.

“Well,” he said confidently.

She was sitting now opposite him, her
hands crossed before her on the while cloth,
tranquil as the June morning itself.

“ She loves him '"— “ Le Matin ” fell to the
gravel—*“ madly, with all her soul.”

He stared into the blue eyes, stupefied.
Their smile, contrasted with the finality
of the reply, perplexed him.

“Not possible—not possible,” he
peated.

“ But true,” said Diane.

Speechless, he continued to search the
blue eyes. Twenty years of practice had
not enabled him to read them with cer-
tainty. As M. de Sade said, “ They are too
clear.”

It was at this instant that the lock grated
in the iron gale and M. de Sade himself
entered.

“ Good-morning, ray friends,” he said
gayly; “ 1 bring you the garden key. | am
off by the express at—” He slopped,
fingering his gray mustache and looking
from one to the other. “ What has hap-
pened—a quarrel?”

“De Sade,” exclaimed Raoul, bringing
his fist down on the table, “what lias
happened is this—that fellow De Balloy
has asked for the hand of Anne.”

M. de Sade deposited his overcoat care-
fully on the back of a chair, sealed himself

re-
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with deliberation, and took out his cigarette-
case.

“1 see nothing strange in that,” he said.
“ Monsieur le Prefet has done his best, hut
the race of beggars is not yet extinct.”
And, lighting his cigarette, he turned to
Diane, “ With your permission, madame.”

“1 was telling Raoul when you came,”
said Diane.

“Begin at the beginning,” interrupted
her husband. “ I wish de Sade to hear also. ”

“Well, she was at the piano. ‘Anne,’ |
said, standing beside her, ‘Il have some-
thing to say toyou.” She looked up quickly
and | knew that she knew. Therefore |
went straight to the point. ‘Monsieur
de Balloy,’ | said, ‘has asked for your hand.’
She took both mine in hers and covered her
face. Looking down on her bent head, |
laughed to myself.”

“Dianel” exclaimed Raoul reproachfully.

She spread out her bands.

“At myself, in her. Do you remember
nothing? The English express certain
things better than we do. They say ‘to
fall in love’—which is the fact. It is a
precipice.”

“And no parapet,” nodded M. de Sade.

“ De Sade,” cried Raoul resentfully, “ I
beg of you.”

Diane resumed.

“*Anne,’ | said, ‘you have seen Monsieur
de Balloy twice—once at the opera and
once at Madame Tcxier’s ball.” ‘Mamma,
dear little mamma,” she replied,, looking
up into my face, ‘I adore him.” ‘And you
are ready to give yourself to a man you
have seen but twice?’ ‘Yes, mamma, | am
ready— tomorrow.” ‘But, Anne,’ | said,
‘do you know that this man is a roue and a
gambler?’ ‘To-morrow,” she repeated,
burying her face again in my hands.”

Raoul made a gesture of incredulity.

“ And then you said------ "

“ | said nothing,” replied Diane

M. de Sade nodded again in approval.

“ You did not reason with her—you------- "

“ Raoul, years ago, in Algeria, if my father
had said, ‘No, she is not for you--—--—--

“ The case was different,” he interrupted.
“ It would have made no difference.”

“ Well, then, you see, ” she replied quietly.

“ But, Diane,” he protested, “between
Monsieur de Balloy and myself--—--- "

“Oh, I know that very well, there is a
difference. Confess now, you would like to
run him through with your sword this very
instant. But”—she hesitated a moment—
“ between Anne and myself the difference is
not so— enormous. ”
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Behind his gray mustache M. de Sade
smiled.

“What | wish to know is this,” persisted
Raoul, tapping the table with his forefinger:
“ did you tell her plainly, in so many words,
what manner of man------ 7

“Yes, | told her.”

“ And what answer did she make?”

“ Oh, she had an answer. ‘Mamma,’ she
said, ‘you once told me that you loved papa
without knowing why, without a reason.””

"You had the imprudence to tell her
that!”
“Why not? It is true, isn'tit?”

“Diane”—he reached across the table
and took her hands—"be serious, you are

laughing. ”
“No, I am not laughing. | am quite
serious. You think you have to deal only

with Monsieur de Balloy. But you see |
was right. We have also to deal with
Anne—that is, with you and with me.
With her truthfulness and obstinacy, which
is you, and with—all the rest, which is me.
Do you remember when we were at Freyr
how passionately, a mere child, she became
attached to the Countess Anne? How she
insisted she would no longer be called
Diane, but Anne, and wept with rage
whenever we said Diane, till we yielded?
And now,” she said, appealing to M. de
Sade, “ be wishes me to play the tyrant with
her affections, the one liberty tyrants have
never been able to suppress!”

“But a roue, a gambler!”
Raoul. “ How is it possible!”

“Bah!” said M. de Sade, “the words
are not in the catechism. 1 warrant you
she does not know what they mean. Think
what a fascination exists in things which we
do not understand.”

Raoul, walking to and fro on the gravel,
stopped abruptly.

“ And you wish Monsieur de Balloy to
teach Anne the meaning of these words,”
he exclaimed scornfully.

“My dear friend,” replied M. de Sade,
“you have not asked me what | wish. But
ask madame if there exists a woman who
would not prefer to learn from experience
what she might learn with less trouble

expostulated

from the dictionary. If you ask my
opinion------ "
“Yes, we ask it,” said Madame de

Wimpffen, observing him closely.

M. de Sade looked up from the blue eyes
to the blue sky above the roofs, as if his
opinion were not within immediate reach.

“ Let us recapitulate,” he said, addressing
Raoul. “There is, on the one hand,

IS

Mademoiselle Anne, who, thanks to her
mother, has her good points—not to men-
tion the dot promised her by the Countess
Anne. And there is Monsieur de Balloy,
who possesses all the good qualities of his
defects—not to mention his debts. He is
young, he is handsome, he is witty, he
dances well, and he has the good fortune to
present himself precisely at the moment
when one feels the imperious necessity of
loving some one. What does it matter to
the tendrils of the vine what offers! A
tree, a leaden gutter, a bit of broken tile—
it touches and it clings.”

“De Sade,” broke forth Raoul impetu-
ously, “you know very well this marriage
is impossible— and you, Diane, you know it
also.”

“Why, of course, Raoul, dear. | am
absolutely of your opinion. The idea of it
is so monstrous that you wish to stamp on
it with your foot. But let us not stamp
at the same time on the heart of Anne.
Monsieur de Balloy wishes to marry her—
well, let him wish. To wish and to have are
not the same thing. | will say to Anne:
‘You love Monsieur de Balloy. That being
the case, it only remains to be seen whether
he loves you. On that point it is better to
satisfy yourself, as | did, beforehand. And
when you are satisfied you will tell me.
And | will say to Madame de Balloy,
‘Let us wait and see if these young birds
are ready to fly.” Meantime it is possible
that that angel who is said to tell a woman
that she is beautiful will tell Anne some of
those less obvious tilings which arc far
more important.”

Raoul gave a sigh of relief.

“You see,” he said to de Sade.
and | agree absolutely.”

“ 1 foresaw it,” he replied dryly, resuming
his cane and overcoat. “ And, now that

“ Diane

we are all agreed, | must be going. Might
| see the dear child?” he asked, lifting
Diane’s hand to his lips. “If you will

allow me | will pass out through the salon.
Ah, the garden key—1 had forgotten it.
Here it is. Au revoir, my friends.” And
he went up the steps.

The salon was empty. But in the mirror
between the windows he saw a man, tall,
correct, with thin, iron-gray hair. For a
long minute he surveyed this man critically,
then touched the bell.

“Say to mademoiselle that | have come
to take my leave. ”

Then the door opened and Anne entered.
She came forward eagerly, her hands
extended.
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“You are going! You will not breakfast
with us?”

“No, mademoiselle,” he said, taking the
extended hands and touching the forehead
with his lips, “but | could not go without
seeing you, without------ 7

“But you must not go this minute, dear
Monsieur de Sade." The dear blue eyes
were like her mother’s. “ 1 wish to speak
to you.” She drew him to the sofa. “ Tell
me, have you seen mamma?”

“ Yes, certainly, just now.”

Did she tell you anything?”

“ Did she tell me anything? What should
she tell me?”

“Nothing.” The eyes fell, then rose to
his again. “ Monsieur, do you gamble?”

“1?” he laughed. “ What a question!”

“ Answer me, please, | wish to know
what it is—it is very important that |
should know what it is—to gamble.”

“To gamble,” he replied, twisting the
ends of his gray mustache thoughtfully,
“is to risk what one has in the hope of
gaining more.”

“ Does papa gamble?”

“1 think not,” he said doubtfully. *“ One
must have something to risk—to gamble
properly.”

“ Do not laugh, please. Some day, per-
haps, | will tell you tvhy | wish to know

“

about this. Then you will understand how
necessary it is. Tell me truly, is it a sin to
gamble?”

“A sin to gamble? That depends.

There is no sin in moderation. For example,
you are about to breakfast, which in itself
is quite harmless. But if you should eat to

excess-——--—- "

“ Of course. What is it to gamble to
excess?”

“To gamble to excess"—M. de Sade
thought for a moment—*“is to risk what

one cannot afford to lose, to incur a debt one
cannot pay.”

“ Oh, that is frightful,” cried Anne. “|I
should die if | could not pay what | owe.”

“ That is what happens to some gamblers,
my child. They go to some quiet spot and
end their lives—or else, sometimes, they
look about for a young girl with a dot—
in order to commence again.”

Anne was silent. Then she said, gravely,
“You know that the Countess Anne is to
give me a dot when | marry.”

“Yes, | know it; and you think I am that
gambler,” he laughed, “ who wishes to pay
his debts with it!”

“ Oh, no, monsieur,” blushing furiously.
“ What an idea! 1 only wished to know. ”
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“You will never know truly till
gamble a little yourself, Anne.”

She burst into laughter.

“Why, | have only the gold-pieces which
the Countess Anne gives me on my birth-
days!”

“ Ah, she gives you gold-pieces on your

you

birthday? What an excellent ideal Why
did | not also think of that?”

“But you gave me my doll Nanette,
which | love far better.”

“Anne,” said M. de Sade, “what a

memory you have! It is not possible that
you still play with Nanette!”

“1 do not exactly play with her,” she
replied, thoughtfully. “ Formerly | played
with her, but now— now she is, | would not
say a plaything, but a companion. Do you
understand?”

“Yes, | understand. But what | do not
understand is that you should love Nanette
at all—a thing of papier-m&che and saw-
dust.”

“ One does not think of those things. |
assure you Nanette has quite the appearance
of a real person,”

“1 admit that in the case of dolls it is
permissible to trust to appearances.” He
made a movement to go.

“ Dear Monsieur de Sade”—she seized
his hand, holding him fast—*“ please, just
one little minute more. | have something
to tell you.”

“ | know it. That is why | am going.”

She looked at him dismayed, the colour
deepening in her cheeks again.

“Anne,” he said, holding to the hand
which was slipping away, “you know that
I love you.”

“1 know that you are always kind to
me. ”

“That is not the same thing. No, if |
listen to you, if you should tell me that you
are about to gamble with what is more
precious than the gold-pieces of the Coun-
tess Anne—with yourself—I should have
to tell you what would cause you to say,
‘He is unkind to me, he loves me no
longer’: and to hear that I have not the
courage. ’’

The clear, unflinching eyes filled with
tears. “ Monsieur, | will have the courage
for two.”

“Oh, Anne, my child,” he cried, “ how
like your mother you are!” He had risen
and stood looking down on the rigid little
figure on the sofa. One of those expansions
of the heart which he affected to despise
had nearly mastered hint. “But no,
believe me, I am right. Tell me nothing.
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I should bring against you all that belongs
to my age—experience, knowledge, pru-
dence—and you would answer me with all
that belongs to yours— faith, and ignorance,
and enthusiasm, and, alas! also indignation,
and | should be defeated.” Midway across
the room he turned. “ Anne, you have said
you would die if you could not pay what
you owe. You cost the woman whom you
call mother pain and blood and tears—do
not forget to pay that debt—it is a debt of
honour.”

She spoke as one stunned.
sieur, | will not forget it. ”

“1 am sure of it. Good-bye, my child.”

She followed him with her eyes to the
door. But he did not turn again.

Pain and blood and tears! What did it
mean?

“No, mon-

Precisely at the moment M. do Sade’s
valet was frantically searching for his
master in the northern station, the latter
was standing hat in hand in a little Louis
XV salon, admiring the taste of its decora-
tion. At the door the servant had said,
“Madame is not receiving”; and M. de
Sadc had replied, “Take in my card just
the same” ; and the servant, with that tine
instinct which knows when to disobey
orders, had bowed in acquiescence.

M. de Sade in the mean time examined
die territory of the enemy. An open book
on the canape bore the title “ Causeries du
Lundi,” an indication which both surprised
and reassured him. A vitrine filled with
Sevres and Saxe figurines interested him
immensely, for he was a connoisseur of
precious trifles. Its pendant on the other
side of the console was devoted to jade
amid whose curious branched designs ele-
phants with jewelled eves paraded and
Buddhas slept on teakwood pedestals.

At the rustie of a dress he turned to see a
little figure with Venetian hair, whose
complexion rivalled that of the shepherdess
in the cabinet, holding his card in its hand
and inspecting him with a frank curiosity.
Tor a moment he was possessed by the
illusion that one of the figurines in the
vilrine had stepped down from its glass
shelf to confront him.

“Madame,” he said, bowing, “ | owe you
a thousand apologies for disturbing you at
this hour.”

The little figure dropped into the chair
of Aubusson tapestry, self-poised and
expectant.

“1 have not the honour to know you,
monsieur,” it said.

*7

“That happens often in the case of
celebrities,” replied M. de Sade gallantly,
“1 am only one of the orchestra chairs.
But | have something serious to say to you,
and when | have a serious thought in my
head | have no peace till its ghost is laid.”

“ Monsieur,” the little figure replied in a
business-like manner foreign to Dresden
shepherdesses, “ 1 give you fifteen minutes
to lay your ghost, for | also have a serious
matter in hand. At half-past two | have
an appointment at Drecoll’'s for a last
fitting.”

“ Let us, then, come quickly to the point,”
said M. de Sade, sitting down beside the

morocco-bound “ Causeries.” “ But first |
must confess to you that I am an am-
bassador without credentials. For when

one is deeply interested in the welfare of any
one, in an emergency one does not wait for
the formality of documents. Maoreover, in
this case they would not be forthcoming.”

“ Monsieur counts, then, on his superior
judgment.”

“And on your indulgence. Imagine a
young girl, fearless, innocent, at that age
when one defies the world in order to com-
mit a folly. For madame who is herself so
near that age, to imagine such a--——-- "

“They exist in every forest. Proceed, |
beg of you.”

“ Into the forest in question,” continued
M. de Sadc, “comes a man—I might even

say a hunter----—-- "

“ And the foliy is committed.”

“Oh, no, madame, you proceed too
rapidly. But on some bright morning, at
Saint-Roch, or under the patronage of some
other distinguished member of the company
of saints--—---- "

“1 understand. But 1? Why should
this folly interest me?”
“ Because, madame, the name of this

hunter is Monsieur de Balloy.”

The figure in the Aubusson chair did not
move, but a look of quick intelligence
passed over the face.

“Ah! So you wish me to assume the
role of la Dame aux Camelias— to surrender
Monsieur de Balloy to Mademoiselle Inno-
cence.”

“ On the contrary, madame, | wish you to
keep him.”

“ Monsieur I’Ambassadeur, you come too
late. Monsieur de Balloy and | have
quarrelled.”

liere M. de Sade lost one of his precioufr
minutes in reflection.

“ Pardon me,” he said at last—" pardon
me if | am about to commit an indiscretion.
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But quarrels proceed from grievances.
Those of Monsieur dc Balloy do not interest
me—but yours, if perchance they were of
such a nature as to excite in you a sym-
pathy for those who have not yet quarrelled
but are sure to do so hereafter—if you
whose eyes are opened would consent to
touch those that are yet blind---—--- "

“ Monsieur, there remain exactly eleven
minutes. What do you wish of me?”

“Madame,” said M. de Sade, “if your
charity toward Monsieur de Balloy does not
exceed that for my friend—1 say friend
because, as you perceive, | am too old for
the role of lover------ "

“ Really, Monsieur de Sade, | believe you
would make an excellent one.”

“On the stage possibly. But permit me
to remind you that we have but ten minutes
left. You have had the grace to ask what |
wish of you. In so doing you use a word
which is not in the vocabulary of suppliants
—but ifyou will allow me------ " lie went to
the desk by the window, took a sheet of
note-paper from the portfolio, and began to
write rapidly, conscious meanwhile that
the figurine had left its seat and was stand-
ing over him.

“Mademoiselle,—Monsieur tie Balloy aspires
to your hand, Iu exchange he offers you—what!

A heart without honour. But black as is that
heart, it is mine, and | will not surrender it to you.”

“You wish me to sign that?” said a voice
over his shoulder. “ Oh, how little you
understand us! Give me the pen.”

She took his place and wrote in turn:—

“Mademoiselle,—Monsieur dc Balloy aspires
to your hand. The heart which he offers you
I, who once believed in its promises, give you
willingly. It is loo black ior even me.”

“There,” she said, looking up into his
face, “is what | will sign. Are you satis-
fied?”

Tears are not becoming to Dresden
complexions, but the lips quivered.

“Madame,” said M. de Sade, whose
voice also trembled a little, “ if in the three
minutes which remain to us you would
consent to sign the other also—a mother
will know better than we which to deliver. ”

“Willingly—since you arc a man of
honour. ”

She rewrote the first, signed and folded
both and gave them to him.

“Madame,” said M. de Sade, whose
voice still trembled, “ you have left me but
one minute in which to do what is more
difficult than to ask—to thank you. What-
ever Lhc result of your”—he hesitated a
moment for a word—*“ of your charily--——- "
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“ Oh, as to that | am indifferent. ”

“No, | do not believe it.”

“ Monsieur de Sade,” she said, pointing
to the clock, “ the ma-uvais quarl-d’heure de
Rabelais is over.”

“You are right. | renounce the effort—
to thank you is useless.”

For the first time a faint smile came into
the eyes.

“Since you are one of the orchestra
chairs, you might come to-morrow night to
admire my new costume.”

“No—after realities one does not seek
illusions. But--——- "

She raised her hand.
beg of you. One can do everything with
promises but rely upon them.” And before
he could reply she had vanished through
the portieres.

M. de Sade took up his hat and cane,
glanced once more at the desk by the
window, the open book, the figurines on
the glass shelves of the cabinet, at the
still swaying portieres. No, it was not
an illusion—he held the two notes in his
hand.

“No promises, |

On the beach at Ostend M. de Sade had
found a Bath chair which sheltered him
from the fresh breeze off the Channel.
Children were playing in the sand, erecting
bastions against the invading sea. Men and
women sat in groups in the warm sun or
strolled along the seawall to meet the in-
coming steamer. But none of these at-
tracted his attention. One by one he took
up the letters on his knee, reading them
leisurely and consigning them again to their
envelopes, till one—the one long waited
for—remained unopened. For a long time
he looked at the firm, clear handwriting of
the superscription, like one who listens to a
voice calling from out the past. The mere
address of a letter may contain a message.
Then he broke the seal.

“My Friend— What did you say to Anne that
after you had gone she should fling herself into my
arms mith such a passion of weeping and affection?
She has gone with the Abb£ d'Arlot to make a
visit in Freyr. Do not worry about her. At her
age hearts bleed, but do not break.

"Oh, my friend—No, | will not attempt to—
my heart is too full.

“ Of curiosity also! By what process did you
extract from that drvicsse—Ah, | know what you
arc saying—that my world never forgives that
other. It is true.

"There was a time when your sarcasm, your
irony, your nature, oppressed and fascinated me.
You produced in me a kind of pain of which you
alone possessed the secret—which stings and yet
gives pleasure. How is it that you reverse the
order of time? that years soften instead of harden-
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mg you? Would lor your sake—oh, and Anne’s
also— that these years-----
"Forgive me—what is written is written. Do

you know what Raoul said to me to-day? 'There
is more good in 1>c Sudc than | imagined!
"Diane.”

Far beyond the sea flecked with white
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“ Would monsieur,” said the voice of a

boatman, “like to take a sail? | have a
good boat and the sea is line.”

“No, my friend,” said M. de Sade;

“at my age one prefers havens to horizons.”
't he letter which he mailed that evening

beyond
trails of smoke,
plainly as he saw the written.

the horizon banded with
lie saw the writer as

contained a single sentence:—
“Oh, woman,
which note you made use of!”

. . Equality, Fraternity”
By JEAN LAHORS (Henry Cazalis)

Translated by Bertram Galbraith

[This poem was the inspiration of Saint Saens’ “Danse Macabre”]

ICK, click, click , Death is prancing
Death, at midnight, goes a-dancing,
Tapping on a tomb with a talon thin,
Click, click, clack, goes the grisly violin.

The cold wind howls, the trees are stark,

The grim, white skeletons glide in the dark.
They run and leap, in their ghastly shrouds,
'Neath the gloom of the lowering tempest clouds.

Click, dick, click, the thin arms toss . . .

And the wraiths pair off on the slimy moss

Who were swains of yore . there’s a crackling noise
As they seek in vain for forgotten joys.

Click, click, clack . the Eternal Riddle

Is the theme Death rasps on his dreary Addle.
The drapery falls . the dancer’s nude
But her partner clips her with clasp more rude.

Click, click, dick , . what a saraband!
They form a gaunt ring . , . hand in hand!
Click, click, click, on the weedy turf,

And a king is frisking with a serf.

Hark! in a trice they are hushed and flown

For the mom is at hand and the cock has crown.
'Twas a gala night for the souls set free,

Then hail Death and Equality!

woman 1 not to tell
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IN Horses

By STEWART EDWARD WHITE

" WAS dark niglit. The stray-
herd bellowed frantically from
one of the big corrals; the cow-
and-calf-herd from a second.
Already the remuda, driven in
from the open plains, scattered
thousand acres of pasture. Away from the
conveniences of fence and corral, men
would have had to patrol all night. Now,
however, everyone was gathered about the

camp fire.
Probably forty cowboys were in the
group, representing all types, from old

John, who had been in the business forty
years, and luid punched from the Rio
"Grande to the Pacific, to the Kid, who
would have given his chance of salvation if
he could have been taken for ten years
older than hk, was. At the moment Jed
Parker was holding forth to his friend
Johnny Stone in reference to another old
crony who had that evening joined the
round-up.

“Johnny,” inquired Jed with elaborate
gravity, and entirely ignoring the presence
of the subject of conversation, “ what is that
thing just beyond the Qure, and where did it
come from?”

Johnny Stone squinted to make sure.

“That?” he replied. "Oh, this evenin’
the dogs see something run down a hole, and
they dug it out, and that's what they got.”

The newcomer grinned.

“The trouble with you fellows,” he
proffered, “ is that you're so plumb alkalied
you don’t know the real thing when you see
it.”

“That’s right,” supplemented Windy
Bill drily. *“ lie come from New York.”
“No!” cried Jed. “ You don't say so?

Did he come in one box or in two?”

Under cover of the laugh, the newcomer
made a raid on the dutch ovens and pails.
Having filled his plate, he squatted on his
heels and fell to his belated meal. He was a
tall, slab-sided individual, with a lean,
leathery face, a sweeping white moustache,

and a grave and sardonic eye. His leather
chaps were plain and worn, and his hat had
been fashioned by time and wear into much
individuality. | was not surprised to hear
him nicknamed Sacatone Bill.

abduustheask him how he got that game
foot,” suggested Johnny Stone to me in an
undertone, so, of course, | did not.

Later someone told me that the lameness
resulted from his refusal of an urgent
invitation to return across a river. Mr.
Sacatone Bill happened not to be riding his
own horse at the time.

The Cattleman dropped down beside me
a moment later.

“1 wish,” said he in a low voice, “ wc
could get that fellow talking. He isa queer
one. Pretty well educated apparently.

Claims to be writing a book of memoirs.
Sometimes he will open up in good shape,
and sometimes he will not. It does no good
to ask him direct, and he is as shy as an old
crow when you try’ to lead him up to a
subject. We must just lie low and trust to
Providence.”

A man was playing on the mouth OTgan.
He played excellently well, with all sorts of
variations and frills. We smoked in silence.
The deep rumble of the cattle filled the air
with its diapason. Always the shrill coyotes
raved out in the mcsquile. Sacatone Bill
had finished his meal, and had gone to sit by
Jed Parker, his old friend. They talked
together low-voiced. The evening grew,
and the eastern sky silvered ever the
mountains in anticipation of the moon.

Sacatone Bill suddenly threw back his
head and laughed.

“Reminds me of the time |
Colorado!” he cried.

“He's off!” whispered the Cattleman.

A dead silence fell on the circle. Every-
body shifted position the better to listen to
the story of Sacatone Bill.

went to

About ten year ago | got plumb sick of
punchin’ cows around my pan. of the
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country. She hadn’t rained since Noah,
and 1'd forgot what water outside a pail or a
trough looked like. So | scouted around
inside of me to see what part of the world
I'd jump to, and as | seemed to know as
little of Colorado and minin’ as anything
else, | made up the pint of beau soup | call
my brains to go there. So | catches me a
buyer at Benson and turns over my pore
little bunch of cattle and prepared to fly.
The last day | hauled up about twenty good
buckets of water and threw her up against
the cabin. My buyer was selLlin’ his boss
waitin’ for me to get ready. He didn’t say
nothin’ until we’'d got down about ten mile
or so.

“ Mr. Hicks,” says he, hesitatin’ like, “ |
find it a good rule in this country not to
overlook other folks’ plays, but I'd take it
mighty kind if you’d explain those actions of
yours with the pails of water.”

“ Mr. Jones,” says I, “ it’'s very simple. |
built that shack five years ago, and it's
never rained since. | just wanted to settle
in my mind whether or not that damn roof
leaked."

So | quit Arizona, and in about a week |
see my reflection in the winders of a little
place called Cyanide in the Colorado
mountains.

Fellows, she was a bird. They wasn't a
pony in sight, nor a squar’ foot of land that
wasn’'t either street or straight up. It
made me plumb lonesome for a country
where you could see a long ways even if you
didn’t see much. And this early in the
evenin’ they wasn't hardly anybody in the
streets at all.

| took a look at them dark, gloomy, old
mountains, and a sniff at a breeze that
would have frozen the whiskers of hope, and
I made a dive for the nearest lit winder.
They was a sign over it that just said:

THIS IS A SALOON

I was glad they labelled her. 1'd never
have known it. They had a fifteen-year-old
kid tendin’ bar, no games goin’, and not a
soul in the place.

“Sorry to disturb your repose, bub,”
says I, “ but see if you can sort out any rye
among them collections of sassapariller of
yours.”

| took a drink, and then another to keep
it company—T was beginnin’ to sympathize
with anythin’ lonesome. Then | kind of
sauntered out to the back room where the
hurdy-gurdy ought to be. Sure enough,
there was a girl settin’ on the pianner stool,
another in a chair, and a nice shiny jew
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drummer danglin’ his feet from a table.
They looked up when they see me come in,
and went right on talkin’.

“ Hello, girls!” says I.

At that they stopped talkin' complete.

“ How'’s tricks?” says I.

“Who's your woolly friend?”
Jew asks of the girls.

| looked at him a minute, but | see he'd
been raised a pet, and then, too, | was so
hungry for sassiety | was willin’ to pass a
bet or two.

“Don’t you admire these cow agents?”
snickers one of the giris.

“ Play somethin’, sister,” says | to the one
at the pianner.

She just grinned at me.

“ Interdooce me,” says the drummer in a
kind of a way that made them all laugh a
heap.

“Give us a tunc,” |
jolly, too.

“ She don’'t know any pieces,” says the
Jew.

“Don’tyou?” | asks pretty sharp.

“No,” savs she.

“ Well, | do,” says I.

I walked up to her, jerked out my guns,
and reached around both sides of her to the
pianner. | run the muzzles up and down
the keyboard two or three times, and then
shot out half a dozen keys.

“ That’s the piece | know,” says I.

But the other girl and the Jew drummer
had punched the breeze.

The girl at the pianner just grinned, and
pointed to tlie winder where they was some
ragged glass hangin'. She was dead game.

“ Sav, Susie,” says I, “you’'re all right,
but your friends is tur'ble. | may be
rough, and | ain’t never been curried below
the knees, but I'm better to tie to than them
sons of guns.”

“ | believe it,” says she.

So we had a drink at the bar, and started
out to investigate the wonders of Cyanide.

Say, that night was a wonder. Susie
faded after about three drinks, but | didn’t
seem to mind that. | hooked up to another
saloon kept by a thin Dutchman. A fat
Dutchman is stupid, but a thiu one is all
right.

In ten minutes | had more friends in
Cyanide than they is tiddlers in hell. |
begun to conclude Cyanide wasn’t so lone-
some. About four o’clock in comes a little
Irishman about four foot high, with more
upper lip than a muley cow, and enough red
hair to make an artificial aurorer borealis.
He had big red hands with freckles pasted

the shiny

begs, tryin’ to be
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onto them, and still red hairs standin’ up
separate and lonesome like signal stations.
Also his legs was bowed.

He gets a drink at the bar, and stands
back and yells:

“ God bless the Irish and let the Dutch
rustle!”

Now, this was none of my town, so | just
stepped back of the end of the bar quick
where | wouldn't stop no lead. The
shootin’ didn’t begin.

“ Probably Dutchy didn’t take no note of
what the locoed little dogie did say,” thinks
| to myself.

The Irishman bellied up to the bar again,
and pounded on it with his fist.

“Look here!” he yells. *“ Listen to what
I'm tellin’ ye! God bless the Irish and let
the Dutch rustle! Do ye hear me?”

“ Sure, | hear ye,” says Dutchy, and goes
on swrabbin’ his bar with a towel.

At that my soul just grew sick. | asked
the man next to me why Dutchy didn’t kill
the little fellow.

“Kill him!” says this man. “ What for?”

“ For insultin’ of him, of course.”

“ Oh, he'sdrunk,” says the man, as if that
explained anythin’.

That settled it with me. | left that
place, and went home, and it wasn’'t more
than four o’clock, neither. No, | don’t call
four o’'clock late. It may be a little late for
night before last, but it’'s just the shank of
the evenin’ for to-night.

Well, it took me six weeks and two days
to go broke. | didn’t know sic em’ about
minin’; and before long | knew that | didn’t
know sic 'em. Mostall day | poked around
them mountains—not like our’'n— too much
timber to be comfortable. At night | got
to droppin’ in at Dutcby's. He had a
couple of quiet games goin’, and they was
one fellow among that lot of grubbin’
prairie dogs that had heerd tell that cows
had horns. He was the wisest of the bunch
on the cattle business. So | stowed away
my consolation, and made out to forget
comparing Colorado with God’s country.

About three times a week this Irishman |
told you of—name O’'Toole— comes bulgin’
in. When he was sober he talked minin’
high, wide, and handsome. When he was
drunk he pounded both fists on the bar and
yelled for action, tryin’ to get Dutchy on
the peck.

"God bless the Irish and let the Dutch

rustle!” he yells about six times. “ Say, do
you hear?”
“Sure,” says Dutchy, calm as a milk

cow, “sure, | bear ye!”
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I was plumb sorry for O'Toole. 1°'d like
to have given him a run; but, of course, |
couldn’t take it up without makin’ myself
out a friend of this Dutchy party, and |
couldn’t stand for that. But | did tackle
Dutchy about it one night when they
wasn’t nobody else there.

“ Dutchy,” says I, “what makes you let
that bow-legged cross between a bulldog
and a flamin’ red sunset tromp on you so?
It looks to me like you're plumb spiritless.”

Dutchy stopped wipin’ glasses for a

minute.
“Just you hold on,” says he. “1 ain’t
ready yet. Bimeby I make him sick; also

those others who laugh with him.”

He had a little grey flicker in his eye, and
I thinks to myself that maybe they’'d get
Dutchy on the peck yet.

As | said, | went broke in just six weeks
and two days. And | was broke a plenty.
No hold-outs anywhere. It was a heap
long ways to cows; and 1'd be teetotally
chawed up and spit out if | was goin’ to join
these minin’ terrapins defacin’ the bosom of
nature. It sure looked to me like hard
work.

While | was figurin’ what next, Dutchy
came in. Which | was tur’ble surprised at
that, but | said good-mornin’ and would he
rest his poor feet.

>“You like to make some money?” be
asks.

“That depends,” says I, “on how easy
it is.”

“ It is easy," says he.
buy hosses for me.”

“ Hosses! Sure!” 1 vyells, jumpin’ up.
“You bet you! Why, hosses is where |
live! What hosses do you want?”

“ All hosses,” says he, calm as a faro
dealer.

“What? ” says |I. “ Elucidate, my bucko.
| don’t take no such blanket order. Spread
your cards.”

“1 mean just that,” says he. “ 1| want
you to buy all the hosses in this camp, and

“1 want you to

in the mountains. Every one.”
“Whew!” | whistles. “That's a large
order. But I'm your meat.”

“Come with me, then,” says he. |
hadn’t but just got up, but I went with him
to his little old poison factory. Of course, |
hadn’t had no breakfast; but he slaked me
to a Kentucky breakfast. What's a Ken-
tucky breakfast? Why, a Kentucky break-
fast is a three-pound steak, a bottle of
whisky, and a setter dog. What's the dog
for? Why, to eat the steak, of course.

We come to an agreement. | was to get
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two-fifty a head commission. So | started
out. There wasn't many bosses in that
country, and what there was the owners
hadn't much use for unless it was to work a
whim. | picked up about a hundred head
quick enough, and reported to Dutchy.

“How about burros and mules?” | asks
Dutchy.

“They goes,” says he. *“ Mules same as
bosses; burros four bits a head to you.”

At the end of a week | had a remuda of
probably two hundred animals. We kept
them over the hills in some “ parks,” as
these sots call meadows in that country. |
rode into town and told Dutchy.

“ Got them all?” he asks.

“ All but a cross-eyed buckskin that’s
mean, and the bay mare that Noah bred to.”

“ Gel them,” says he.

“The bandits want too much,” | ex-
plains.

“ Get them anyway,” says he.

I went away and got them. It was
scand’lous; such prices.

When | hit Cyanide again | ran into
scenes of wild excitement. The whole

passel of them was on that one street of
tbeir'n, talkin’ sixteen ounces to the pound.
In the middle was Dutchy, drunk as a sol-
dier— just plain foolish drunk.

“Good Lord!” thinks | to myself, “ he
ain’t celebratin gettin’ that bunch of
buzzards, is he?”

But 1 found he wasn’t that bad. When
he caught sight of me, he fell on me driveilin’.

“ Look there!” he weeps, showin’ me a
letter.

I was the last to come in; so | kept that
letter—here she is. I'll read her.

DcAJd Dutchy—1 suppose you thought 1'd flew
the coop, but | haven't and this is to prove it. 1'ack
up your outfit and hit the trail. I've made the
biggest free gold strike you ever see. 1'm sending
you specimens. There’s tons just like it, tons and
“tons, | got all the claims 1 can hold myself; but
there’'s heaps more. |'ve writ to Johnny and Ed at
Denver to come on. Don't give lbis away. Make
tracks. Come in to Buck Canon in the Whetstones
and oblige. Yours truly,

Hekry Smith.

Somebody showed me a handful of white
rock with ycller streaks in it. His eyes was
bulgin’ until you could have hung your hat
on them. That O'Toole party was walkin’
around, wettin’ his lips with his tongue and
swearin’ soft.

“ God bless the Irish and let the Dutch
rustle!” says he. “ And the fool had to get
drunk and give itawayl”

The excitement was just started, but it
didn’t last long. The crowd got the same
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notion at the same time, and it just melted.
Me and Dutchy was left alone.

I went home. Pretty soon a fellow
named jimmy Tack come around a little
out of breath.

“Say, you know that buckskin you
bought ofi'n me?” says he, “ | want to buy
him back.”

“ Oh, you do,” says I.

“Yes,” says he. “I’'ve got to leave town
for a couple of days, and | got to have
somethin' to pack.”

“Wait and I'll see,” says I.

Outside the door I met another fellow.

“ Look here,” he stops me with, “How
about that bay mare | sold you? Can you
call that sale off? | got to leave town for a
day or two and------- "

“Wait,” says I.  “I'll see.”

By the gate was another hurryin’ up.

“Oh, yes,” says | when he opens his
mouth. “ 1 know all your troubles. You
have to leave town for a couple of days, and
you want back that lizard you sold me.
Well, wait.”

After that | had to quit the main street
and dodge back of the hog ranch. They
was all headed my way. | was as popular
as a snake in a prohibition town.

I hit Dutchy’s by the back door.

“ Do you want to sell hosses?” |
“ Everyone in town wants to buy.”

Dutchy looked hurt.

“1 wanted to keep them for the valley
market,” says he, “ but-——-- How_ much did
you give Jimmy Tack for his buckskin?”

“Twenty,” says I.

“Well, let him have it for eighty,” says
Dutchy; “and the others in proportion.”

I lay back and breathed hard.

“Sell them all, but the one best hoss,”
says he— “ no, the two best.”

“Holy smoke!” says I, gettin' my breath.
“1f you mean that, Dutchy, you lend me
another gun and give me a drink.”

He done so, and | went back home to
where the whole camp of Cyanide was
wailin’.

| got up and made them a speech and told
them 1'd sell them hosses all right, and to
come back. Then | got an Injin boy to
help, and we rustled over the remuda and
held them in a blind canon. Then | called
up these miners one at a time, and made
bargains with them. Roar! Well, you
could hear them at Denver, they tell me,
and the weather reports said, “ Thunder in
the mountains.” But it was cash on
delivery, and they all paid up. They had
seen that white quartz with the gold stickin’

asks.
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into it, and that’s tie same as a dose of loco
to miner gents.

Why didn’'t | take a boss and start first?
I did think of it—for about one second. |
wouldn’t stay in that country then for a
million dollars a minute. | was plumb sick
and loathin’ it, and just waitin’ to make high
jumps back to Arizona. So | wasn’'t
aimin’ to join this stampede, and didn’t
have no vivid emotions.

They got to fjghlin' on which should get
the first hoss; so | bent my gun on them and
made them draw lots. They roared some
more, hut done so; and as fast as each one
handed over his dust or dinero he made a
rush for his cabin, piicd on his saddle and
pack, and pulled his freight in a cloud of
dusl. It was sure a grand stampede, and |
enjoyed it no limit.

So by sundown | was alone with the
Injin. Those two hundred head brought in
about twenty thousand dollars. It was
heavy, but | could carry it. 1 was about
alone in the landscape; and there were the
two best hosses | had saved out for Dutchy.
I was sure some templed. But | had
enough to get home on anyway; and |
never yet drank behind the bar, even if |
might hold up the saloon from the floor.
So | grieved some inside that | was so
tur’ble conscientious, shouldered the sacks,
and went down to find Dutchy.

I met him headed his way, and carryin’ of
a sheet of paper.

“Here’s your dinero,” says |, dumpin’ the
four big sacks on the ground.

lie stooped over and hefted them.
he passed one over to me.

“What's that for?” | asks.

“ For you,” says he.

“My commission ain’'t that much,” |
objects.

“You've earned it,” says he, “and you
might have skipped with the whole wad.”

Then

In Other Days
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“How did you know | wouldn’'t?” | asks.

“ Well,” says he, and | noted that jag of
his had flew. “ You see, | was behind that
rock up there, and | had you covered.”

I saw; and | began to feel better about
bein’ so tur’ble conscientious.

We walked a little ways without sayin’
nothin’.

“ But ain’t you goin’ to join the game?”
| asks.

“ Guess not,” says he, jinglin’ of his gold.
“1'm satisfied.”

“But if you don’t get a wiggle on you, you
are sure goin' to get left on those gold
claims,” says 1.

“There ain’t no gold claims," says he.

“ But Henry Smith--—--—-- " 1 cries.

“There ain’t no Henry Smith,” says be.
| let that soak in about six inches.

“ But there’s a Buck Canon,” | pleads.
“ Please say there’sa Buck Canon.”

“ Oh, yes, there’'s a Buck Canon,” he
allows. “ Nice limestone formation— make
good hard water.”

“Well, you’re a marvel,” says I.

We walked on together down to Dulchy’s
saloon. We stopped outside.

“ Now,” says he, “ 1'm goin’ to take one of
those hosses and go somewheres else. May-
be you’'d heller do likewise on the other.”

“You bet | will,” says I.

He turned around and tacked up the paper

he was carryin’. It was a sign. It read:
THE DUTCH HAS RUSTLED
“ Nice sentiment,” says I. “ It will be

appreciated when the crowd comes back
from that little pascar into Buck Canon.
But why not tack her up where the trail hits
the camp? Why on this particular door?”

“Well,” said Dutchy, squintin’ at the
sign sideways, “ you see | sold this place day
before yesterday—to Mike O'Toole.”

Rani'ir. ™ g*"

Joseph Tyler takes the liberty of informing the public in general & his friends in
particular, that he has taken the handsome house at Far Rockaway, formerly inhabited by

Mr. Wm. Mott.

For beauty of situation & salubrity of air this place cannot be surpassed, & it will be
the constant endeavour of Mr. & Mrs. Tyler, to render it perfectly commodious to those
who may retire there for the restoration of health or rational recreations.

Wines, spirits, cordials & London Porter of the first quality are laid in for the accommo-
dation of the public, with leas, coffee & chocolate of the richest flavours.

N.B-

Dinner wilt be served up al the shortest notice, in a style oj neatness & allurement;

& the beds will be kept in preparation, well-aired, clean and consolatory.
Convenient carriages will be kept in readiness to convey from Brooklyn to the Far

| - , Hotel.



rettir at

Dran”ey

By PRANK NORRIS

I—HOW Grettir Came

to the Island

LONG slant
of rain came
from out the
northwest,
and much
fog; and the sea, still
swollen by the last of the
winter gales—now two

days gone— raced by
the bows of their boat in great swells,
quiet, huge.

It was cold, and the wind, like a hound at
fault, hunted along through the gorges
between the wave heads, casting back, and
forth swiftly in bulging, sounding blasts
that made an echo between the walls of
water. At times the wind discovered the
boat and leaped upon it suddenly with a
gush of fierce noise, clutching at the sail
and bearing it down as the dog bears down
the young elk.

The sky, a vast reach of broken grey,
slid along close overhead, sometimes even
dropping flat upon the sea, blotting the
horizon and whirling about like geyser
mist or the reek and smoke from the
mouth of jokids. Then, perhaps, out of the
fog and out of the rain, suddenly great and
fearful came towering and dipping a mighty
berg, the waves breaking like surf about its
base, spires of grey ice lifting skywards,
all dripping and gashed and jagged; knobs
and sharp ridges thrusting from under
beneath the water, full of danger to ships.
At such moments they must put the helm
over quickly, sheering off from the colossus
before it caught and trampled them.

But no living thing did they see through
all the day. Sea birds there were none; no
porpoises played about the boat, no seals
barked from surge to surge. There was
nothing but the silent gallop of the waves,
the flitting of the leaden sky, the uneven
panting of the wind, and the rattle of the
rain on the half-frozen sail. The sea was
very lonely, barren, empty of all life.

Towards the middle of the day, when
Iceland lay far behind them,—a bar of

black on the ocean’s
edge,— they were little
by little aware of the roll
and thunder of breakers,
and the cries and calls of
very many sea birds and
—very faint— the bleat-
ing of sheep. The fog
and the scud of rain and
the spindrift that the
wind whipped from off
the wave-tops shut out
all sight beyond the cast of a spear. But
they knew that they must be driving hard
upon the island, and Grettir, from his place
at the helm, bent himself to look under the
curve of the sail. He called to Illugi, his
brother, and to Noise, the thrall, who stood
peering at the bows of the boat (their eyes
made small to pierce the mist), to know if
they saw aught of the island.

“1 see,” answered Illugi, “only wrack
and drift of wreck and streamers of kelp,
but we are close upon it.”

Then all at once Grettir threw the boat
tip into the wind, and shouted aloud:

"Look overhead! Quick! Above there!
We are indeed dose.”

And for all that the foot and mid-most
part of the island were unseen because of
the mist, there, far above them, between
sea and sky, looming, as it were, out of
heaven, rose suddenly the front of the
cliff, rearing the forehead of it, high from
out all that din of surf and swirl of mist and
rain, bare to the buffet of storms, iron-
strong, everlasting, a mighty rock.

They lowered the sail and ran out the
sweeps, and for an hour skirted the edge
of the island searching for the landing-
place, where the rope-ladder hung from the
cliff's edge. When they had found it, they
turned the nose of the boat landward, and,
caught by the set of the surf, were drawn
inwards, and at last flung up on the beaches.
Waist-deep in the icy undertow, they ran
the boat up and made her fast, rejoicing
that they had won to land without ill-
fortune,

The wind for an instant tore in twain the
veils of fog, and they saw the black cliff
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towering above them, as well as the ladder
that hung from its summit clattering against
the rock as the wind dashed it to and fro,
and as they turned from the boat to look
about them, lo, at their feet, stranded at
make of the ebb, a great walrus, crushed
between two ice-floes, lay dead, the rime
of the frost encrusting its barbels.

So Grettir Asmundson, called The Strong,
outlawed throughout Iceland, came with
his brother Ilingi, and the thrall Noise, lo
live on the Island cf Drangey.

Il—How Grettir and |l1lugi His
Brother Kept the Island

On top of the cliff (to be reached only by
climbing the rope-ladder) were sheep-
walks, where the shepherds from the main-
land kept their flocks. Grettir and Illugi
took over these, for food and for the sake
of their pelts which were to make them
coverings. They built themselves a house
out of the driftwood that came ashore at
the foot of the cliff with every tide, and
throughout the rest of the winter days lived
in peace.

But in the early spring a fisherman
carried the news Lo the mainland that he
had seen men on the top of Drangey, and
that the ladder was up.

Forthwith came the farmers and shep-
herds in their boats to know if such were
the truth. They found, indeed, the ladder
up, and after calling and shouting a long
time, brought the hero and his brother
to the cliff’'s edge.

“What now?” they cried. “Give a
reckoning of our sheep. Is it peace or war
between you and us? Why have you come
to our island? Answer, Grettir—outlaw.”

“What | have, | hold,” called Grettir.
“ Qutlawed | am, indeed, and no mail is
there in all Iceland that dare help me to home
or hiding. Mine is the Island of Drangey,
and mine are the sheep and the goats.”

“ Robberl” shouted the shepherds, “ since
when have you bought the island? Show
the title.”

For answer Grettir drew his sword from
its sheath, and held it high.

“That is my title,” he cried. “When
that you shall take from me, the Island of
Drangey is yours again.”

“ At least render up our sheep,” answered
the shepherds.

“What | have said, | have said!” cried
Grettir, and with that he and Illugi drew
back from the cliff's edge and were no more
seen.
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The shepherds sailed back to the main-
land, and could think of no way of ridding
the island of Grettir and his brother.

The summer waned, and finding them-
selves no further along than at the beginning
they struck hands with a certain Thorbjorn,
called The Hook, and sold him their several
claims.

So it came about that Thorbjorn the
Hook was also an enemy of Grettir, for he
swore that foul or fair, ill or well, he would
have the head of the hero, and the price
that was upon it, as well as the sheepwalks
and herds of Drangey.

This Thorbjorn had an old foster-mother
named Thurid, who, although the law of
Christ had long since prevailed through
all the country, still made witchcraft, and
by this means promised The Hook that be
should have the island, and with it the heads
of Illugi and Grettir. She herself was a
mumbling, fumbling carline of a sour spirit
and fierce temper. Once when The Hook
and his brother were at tail-game, she,
looking over his shoulder, taunted him
because he had made a bad move. On his
answering in surly fashion, she caught up
one of the pieces, and drove the tail of it so
fiercely against his eye that the ball had
started from the socket. He had sprung
up with a mighty oath, and dealt her so
strong a blow that she had taken to her
bed a month, and thereafterward must
walk with a stick. There was no love lost
between the two.

Meanwhile, Grettir and Illugi lived in
peace upon the top of Drangey. Illugi was
younger than the hero;a fine lad with yellow
hair and blue eyes. The brothers loved
each other, and could not walk or sit to-
gether, but that the arm of one was about
the shoulder of the other. The lad knew
very well that neither he nor Grettir would
ever leave Drangey alive; but in spite of
that he abode on the island, and was
happy in the love and comradeship of his
older brother. As for Grettir, hunted and
hustled from Norway to Skaplar Jokul, he
could trust Illugi only. The thrall Noise
was meet for little but to gather driftwood
to feed the fire. But Illugi, of all men in
the world, Grettir had chosen to stay at
his side in this, die last stand of his life, and
to bear him company in the night when he
waked and was afraid.

For the weird that the Vampire had laid
upon Grettir, when he had fought with him
through the night at Tiiorhail-stead, lay
heavy upon him. As the Vampire had said,
his strength was never greater than at the
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moment when, spent and weary with the
grapple, he had turned the monster under
him; and, moreover, as the dead man had
foretold, the eyes of him— the sightless,
lightless dead eyes of him—grew out of the
darkness in the late watches of the night,
and stared at Grettir whichever way he
turned.

For a long lime all went well with the two.
Bleak though it was, the brothers grew to
love the Island of Drangey. Not all the
days were so bilLter as the one that witnessed
their arrival. Throughout the summer—
when the daylight lengthened and length-
ened, till at last the sun never set at all—
the weather held fair. The crust of soil on
the top of the great rock grew green and
brilliant with gorse and moss and manzel-
wursel. Blackberries llourishcd on southern
exposures and in crevices between the
bowlders, and wild thyme and heather
bloomed and billowed in the sea wind.

Day after day the brothers walked the
edge of the cliff, making the rounds of the
snares they had set for sea fowl. Day after
day, descending to the beaches, they fished
in the offing or with ready spears crept
from rock to rock, stalking the great bull-
walruses that made the land to sun them-
selves. Day after day in a cloudless sky
the sun shone; day after day the sea, deep
blue, coruscated and flashed in his light; day
after day the wind blew free, the flowers
spread, and the surf shouted hoarsely on
the beaches, and the sea fowl clamoured,
cried, and rose and fell in glinting hordes.
The air was full of the fine, clean arotna of
the ocean, even the perfume of the flowers
was crossed with a tang of salt, and the sea-
weed at low tide threw off, under the heat
of the sun, a warm, sweet redolence of its
own.

It was a brave life. They were no man’s
men. The lonely, rock-ribbed island, the
grass, the growths of green, the blue sea,
and the blessed sunlight were their friends,
their helpers; they held what of the world
they saw in fief. They made songs to the
morning, and sang them on the cliff's edge,
looking off over the sea beneath, standing
on a point of rock, the wind in their faces,
the taste of salt in their mouths, their long
braids of yellow hair streaming from their
foreheads.

They made songs to their swords, and
swung the ponderous blades in cadence as
they sang—wild, unrhymed, metrical chants,
monotonous, turning upon but few notes;
savage songs, full of man-slayings and
death-fights against great odds, shouted
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out in deep-toned, male voices, there, far
above the world, on that airy, wind-swept,
lonely rock. A brave life!

The end they knew must come betimes.
They were In nowise afraid. They made a
song to their death—the song they would
sing when they had turned Berserk in the
crash of swords, when the great grey blades
were rising and falling, death, like lightning,
leaping from their edges; when shield rasped
shield, and the spears sank home and
wrenched out the life in a spurt of scarlet,
and the massive axes rang upon helmet and
hauberk, and men, heroes all, met death
with a cheer, and went out into the Dark
with a shout. A brave lifel

11— Of the Weird of Thurid, Foster-
M other to TnoRUjORN H ook

during that summer The Hook
made attempts to secure the island. Once
he sailed over to Drangey, and standing
up in the prow of his boat near the beach,
close by where the ladder hung, talked long
with Grettir, who came to the rim of the
cliff in answer to his shouts. He promised
the Outlaw (so only that he would yield up
the island) full possession of half the sheep
that yet remained and a free passage in one
of his ships to any port within fifty leagues.
But the hero had but one answer to all
persuadings.

“ Drangey is mine,” he said. *“ There is
no rede whereby you can get me hence.
Here do | bide, whatso may come to hand,
to the day of my death and my undoing,”
and The Hook must sail home in evil mind,
gnawing his nails in his fury, and vowing
that he would yet gain the island and lay
Grettir to earth, and get the best out of the
bad bargain he had made.

Another lime The Hook hired a man
named Hcering, a great climber, to try, by
night, to scale the hinder side of Drangey
where the cliff was not so bold. But half-
way up the man lost cither his wits or his
footing, for he fell dreadfully upon the rocks
far below, and brake the neck of him, so
that the spine drave through the skin.

And after that, certainly Grettir and
Illugi were let alone. The fame of them and
of their seizure of Drangey and the blood
feud between them and Thorbjorn, called
The Hook, went wide through all that part
of Iceland, and many the man that put off
from the mainland and sailed to the Island,
just to hail the Outlaw, at the head of the
ladder, and wish him well. Thus the
summer and the next winter passed.

Twice
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At about the break-up of the wiuter
night, The llook began to importune his
foster-mother, Thurid, that she should make
good her promise as to the winning of
Grettir. At last she said: “ If you are to
have my rede, | must have my will. Strike
hands with my hand then, and swear to
me to do those things that | shall say.”
And The Hook struck hands and sware the
oath.

Then, though he was loath to visit the
island again, she bade him man an eight-
oared boat and flit her out to Drangcy.

When they had reached the island, and
after much shouting had brought Grettir
and niugi to the edge of the rock, Thorb-
jorn again renewed his offer, saying further
that if there were now but few sheep left
upon the island, he would add a bag of
silver pennies to make the difference good.

“ Bootless be your quest,” answered
Grettir. “ Wot this well. What | have said,
I have said. My bones shall rot upon

Drangey ere | set foot on other soil."

But at his words the carline, who till now
had sat huddled in rags and warps in the
bow of the boat, stirred herself and screamed
out:

“An ill word for a fair offer. The wits
are out of these men that they may not
know the face of their good fortune, and
upon an evil time have they put their weal
from them. Now this | cast over thee,
Grettir; that thou be left of all health and
good-imp, all good heed and wisdom, and
that the longer ye live the less shall be thy
luck. Good hope have I, Grettir, that thy
days of gladness shall be fewer in time to
come than in time gone by.”

And at the words behold, Grettir the
Strong, whose might no two men could
master, staggered as though struck, and
then a rage came upon him, and plucking
up a stone from the earth, he flung it at
the heap of rags in the boat, so that it fell
upon the hag’s leg and brake it.

“An evil deed, brother,” said
“ Surely no good will come of that.”

“ Nor none from the words of that hell-
cat yonder, ” answered Grettir. “ Not over-
much werc-gild were paid for us, though
the price should be one carline’s life.”

The Hook sailed back to tire mainland
after this, and sat at home while the leg of his
foster-mother mended. But when she was
able to walk again, she bade him lead her
forth upon the shore. For a time she
hobbled up and down till she had found
a piece of driftwood to her liking. She
turned it over, now upon this side, now

Hlugi.
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upon that, mumbling to herself the while,
till The Hook, puzzled, said:

“What work ye there, foster-mother?”

“The bane of Grettir,” answered the
witch, and with that she crouched herself
down by the log and cut runes upon it.
Then she stood upright and walked back-
wards about the log, and went widdershins
around it, and then, after carving mora
runes, bade Thorbjorn cast it into the sea.

The Hook scoffed and jeered, but, mind-
ful of his oath, set the log adrift. Now the
flood tide made strongly at the time, and
the wind set from off the ocean.

“1t will come to shore,” he said.

“ Ay, that | hope,” said the witch; “ to
the shore of Drangey.”

On the beaches, where the torn scum and
froth of the waves shuddered and tumbled
to and fro in the wind, The Hook and the
old witch stood watching. Thrice the surf
flung the log landward, thrice the undertow
sucked it back. It was carried under the
curve of a great hissing comber, disappeared,
then rose dripping on the far side. The
hag, bent upon her crutch, her toothless
jaws fumbling and working, her grey hair
streaming in the wind, fixed a glittering
eye, malevolent, iniquitous, far out to sea
where Drangey showed itself, a block of
misty blue over the horizon’s edge.

“ A strong spell for a strong man,” she
muttered, “ and an ill curse for an evil deed.
Blighted be the breasts that sucked ye, and
black and bitter the bread yc eat. .Look
thou now, foster-son.” she cried, raising
her voice.

The Hook crossed himself, and his head
crouched fearfully between his shoulders.
Under his bent brows the glance of him shot
uneasily from side to side.

“ A bad business,” he whispered, and he
trembled as he spoke. For the log was
riding the waves like a skiff, headed sea-
wards, making way against tide and wind,
veering now east, now west, but in the
main working steadily toward Drangey.
“A bad business, and peril of thy Life is
toward if the deed thou hast done this day
be told of at Thingvalla,”

IV—The Night-Flitting of Thorbjorn
Hook

By candle-lighting time that day the
storm had reached such a pitch and so
mighty was the fury and noise raging across

the top of Drangey, that Grettir and
Illugi must needs put their lips to one
another’s ears when they spoke. There



Grettir at Drangey

was do rain as yet, and the wind that held
straight as an arrow's flight over the ocean,
had blown away all mists and clouds, so
that the atmosphere was of an ominous
dearness, and the coasts of Iceland showed
livid white against the purple black of the
sky.

There were strange sounds about: the
prolonged alarums of the gale; blast
trumpeting to blast all through the hollow
upper spaces of the air; the metallic slither-
ing of the frozen grasses, writhing and tor-
mented; the minute whistle of driving sand;
the majestic diapason of the breakers, and
the wild piping of bewildered sea-mews
and black swans, as, helpless In the sudden
gusts, they drove past, close overhead with
slanted wings stretched tense and taut.

Towards evening Grettir and Ulugi re-
gained the hut, their bodies bent and in-
clined against the wind. They bore be-
tween them the carcass of a slaughtered
sheep, the last on the island, for by now they
had killed and eaten all of the herd, with
the exception of one old ram, whom they
bad spared because of bis tameness. This
one followed the brothers about like a dog,
and each night came to the door of the hut
and butted against it till be was allowed to
come in.

Earlier in the day Grettir, foreseeing that
the weather would be hard, had sent Noise,
the servant, to gather in a greater supply of
drift. The thrall now met the brothers at
the door of the hut, staggering under the
weight of a great log. He threw his bur-
den down at Grettir’s feet and spoke surlily,
for he was but little pleased with his lot:

“There be that which | hold will warm
you enough. Hew it now yourself, for I am
spent with the toil of getting it in on such
a night as this.”

But as Grettir heaved up the axe, llhigi
sprang forward with a hand outstretched
and a warning cry. He had glanced at the
balk of drift, and had seen it to be one that
Gretlier had twice discarded, suspicious
of the runes that he saw were cut into it.
Even Noise had been warned and for-
bidden to bring it to the hut. Doubtless
on this day the thrall had found it dose by
the foot of the ladder, and being too slothful
and too ill-tempered to seek farther, had
fetched it in despite of Grettir's commands.

“ Brother,” cried Ulugi, “ have a heed
what ye do!”

But he spoke too late. Grettir hewed
strong upon the balk, and the axe flipped
from it and drave into his leg below the
knee, so that the blade hung in the bone.
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Grettir flung down the axe, and staggered
into the hut and sank upon the bed.

“1ll-luck is to us-ward,” he cried, “and
now wot | well that my death is upon me.
For no good thing was this drift-timber sent
thrice to us. Noise, evilly hast thou done,
and ill hast thou served us. Go now and
draw the ladder, and let thy faithful service
henceforth make good the Ul-turn thou hast
done me to-day.” And with the words the
brothers drove him out into the night.

Grumbling, Che thrall made his way to
the ladder-head, and sat down cursing.

“ A fine life,” he muttered, “ hounded like
a house-carle from dawn to dark. Be-
cause the son of Asmund swings awkwardly
his axe and notches the skin of him, | must
be driven from house and hearthstone on so
hard a night as this. Draw the ladder!
Ay, draw the ladder, says he. By God!
it were no man's deed to risk whether he
could win to the island in such a storm as
this.”

For all that, he made at least one attempt
to draw the ladder up. But it was heavy,
and the wind, thrashing it to and fro, made
it hard to manage. Noise soon gave over,
and, out of spite refusing to return to the
hut, drew his cloak over his head, and

crawling in behind a bowlder addressed
himself to sleep. He was awakened by
a blow.

He sprang up. The night was overcast;
it had been raining; his cloak was drenched.
Men were there; dark figures crowding to-
gether, whispering. There was a click
and clash of steel, and against the pale blur
of the sky be saw, silhouetted, the moving
head of a spear. Again some one struck
him. He wrenched about terrified, and
a score of hands gripped him close, while
at his throat sprang the clutch of fingers
iron-strong. Then a voice:

“ Fool, and son of a fool, and worse than
a fool! Itis I, Thorbjorn, called The Hook.
Speak as he should speak who is nigh to
death, true words and few words. What
of Grettir?”

“ Sore bestead,” Noise made shift to
answer, through the grip upon his throat.
“ Crippled with his own axe as he hewed
upon a log of firewood but this very day.
Down upon his back he is, and none to
stand at his side, when the need is on him,
but the boy Illugi.”

“A log, say you?” whispered The Hook.
Then turning to a comrade: “ Mark you
that, Hialfi Thinbeard.”

“ A log cut with runes,” insisted Noise.

“ Ay, with runes,” repeated The Hook.
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“ With runes, | say, llialfi Thinbeard. My
mind misgave me when the carline urged
this flitting to-night, and only for my oath'’s
sake | would have foregone it. But an old
she-goat knows the shortest path to the
byre. As for you”—he turned to Noise:
“ Grettir is mine enemy, and the feud of
blood lies between us, but he deserves a
better thrall than so foul a bird as thou,"

Thereat he gave the word, and his carles
set upon Noise and beat him till no breath
was left in his body. Then they bound him
hand and foot, and dragged him behind a
rock, and left him.

Noise watched them as they drew to one
side and whispered together. There were
at least twenty of them. For a long moment
they conferred together in low voices, while
the wind shrilled fiercely in the cluster of
their spear-blades. Then there was a move-
ment. The group broke up. Silently and
with cautious steps the dark figures of the
men moved off in the direction of the hut.
Twice, as The Hook gave the word, they
halted to listen. Then they moved on
again. They disappeared. A pebble clicked
under foot, a sword struck faintly against a
rock.

There was no more sound. The rain,
urged by the wind held steadily across the
top of the Island of Drangey. It wanted
about three hours till dawn.

V—Or the Man-Slaying on Drangey

In the hut, his head upon his brother's
lap, Grettir lay tossing with pain. From
the thigh down the leg was useless, and
from the thigh down it throbbed with
anguish, yet the Outlaw gave no sign of his
sufferings, and even to speed the slow
passing of the night had sung aloud.

It was a song of the old days, when all
men were friendly to him, when he was
known as Grettir Asmundson and not
Grettir the Outlaw; and as he sang, his mind
went back through the years of ali that wild,
troubled life of bis, and be remembered
many tilings. Back again in the old home
at Biarg, free and happy once more he saw
himself as he should have been, head of his
mother’s household, his loot upon his own
hearthstone, his head under his own roof-
tree, And there should be no more foes to
fight, and no more hiding and night-riding;
no noontime danger to be faced down; no
enemies that struck in the dark to be
baffled. And he would be free again; he
would be among his fellows; he would touch
the hand of friends, would know the com-
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panionship of brave and honest men and
tiie love of good and honest women. Would
it all be bis again some day? Would the
old, old times come back again? Would
there ever be a home-coming for him?
Fighter though he was, a hero and a warrior,
and though battles and man-slayings more
than he could count had been his portion,
even though the shock of swords was music
to him, there were other things that made
life glad. The hand the sword-hilt had
calloused could yet remember the touch
of a maiden’s fingers, and at times, such as
this, strange thoughts grew with a strange
murmuring in his brain. He was a young
man yet; could he but make head against
his enemies and his untoward fortune till
the sentence of outlawry was ovegiassed,
lie might yet begin his life all new again.
A wife should be his, and a son should be
born to him—a little son to watch at play,
to love, to cherish, to boast of, to be proud
of, to laugh over, to weep over, to be held
against that mighty breast of his, to be
enfolded ever so gently in those mighty
sword-scarrcd arms of his. Strange
thoughts; strange, indeed, for a wounded
outlaw, on that storm-swept, barren rock
in the dark, dark hours before the dawn.

“1 think,” said Grettir after a while,
“ that now | may sleep a little.”

lilugi made him comfortable upon the
sheep-pelts, and put his rotled-up cloak
under his head; then, when Grettir had
closed his eyes, put a new log upon the
fire and sat down nigh at hand.

Long time the lad sat thus watching his
brother’s face as sleep smoothed from it the
lines of pain; as the lips under the long,
blond mustaches relaxed a little, and the
frown went from the forehead.

It was a kindly face, after ali; none of the
harshness in it, none of the fierceness in it
that so bitter a life as his should have
stamped it with—a kindly face, serious,
grave even, the face of a big-hearted, gener-
ous fellow who bore no malice, who feared
no evil, who uttered no complaint, and who
looked fate fearless between the eyes.

Something shocked heavily at the door of
the hut, and the Outlaw stirred uneasily,
and his blue eyes opened a little.

“ 1t is only the old ram, brother,” said
lilugi. “ He butts hard to get in.”

“ Hard and over bard,” muttered Grettir,
and as be spoke the door split in twain, and
the firelight flashed upon the face of
Thorbjorn Hook.

Instantly lilugi was on his feet, his spear
in hand. It had come at last, the end of
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everything. Fate at last was knocking at
the door. Grettir was to fight the Last
Fight there in that narrow hut, there on
that night of storm, in the rain and under
the scudding clouds.

Behind him, as he stood facing the riven
door and the men that were crowding into
the doorway, he heard Grettir struggling to
his feet. The fire flared and smoked in the
wind, and the rain, as it swept in from
without, hissed as it fell among the hot
embers. From far down on the beaches
came the booming of the surf.

The onset hung poised. After that first
splintering of the door The Hook and his
men made no move. No man spoke. Illugi,
his spear held ready, was a statue in the
midst of the hut; Grettir, upon one knee,
with his great sword in his fist, one hand
holding by Illugi’s belt, did not move. His
eyes, steady, earnest, were upon those of
The Hook, and the two men held each
other’s glances for a moment that seemed
immeasurably long. Then at last:

“Who showed thee the way hither?”
said Grettir quietly.

“ God showed us the way,” 7'he Hook
made answer.

“Nay, nay, it was the hag, thy foster-
mother.”

But the sound of voices broke the spell.
In an instant the great fight— the fight
that would be told of in Iceland for hun-
dreds of years to come—burst suddenly
forth like the bursting of a dyke. Illugi
had leaped forward, and through the
smoke of (he weltering fire his spear-blade
flashed, curving like the curving leap of
a salmon in the rapids of the Jokulsa.
There was a cry, a rush of many feet, a
parting of the group in the doorway,
and Hialfl Thinbeard’s hands shut their
death-grip upon the shaft of Illugi’'s spear
as the blade of it tore out between his
shoulders.

But now men were upon the roof—
Karr, son of Karr, thrall of Tongue-stone,
Vikaar and Haldarr of the household of
Eirik of Good-dale, Hafr of Meadness in
the Fleets and Thorwald of Hegraness—
tearing away the thatch and thrusting
madly downward with sword and spear.
Illugi dropped the haft of the weapon that
had slain llialfl, and catching up another
one, made as if to drive it through the
hatch. But even as he did so the whole
roof cracked and sagged; then it gave way
at one comer, and Karr, son of Karr, fell
headlong from above. Grettir caught
him on his sword-poinl as be fell, and at the
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same moment The Hook drave a small
boar-spear clean through Illugi’s head.

And from that moment ail semblance of
consecutive action was lost. Yelling, shout-
ing, groaning, cursing, the men rushed
together in one blurred and furious grapple.
The wrecked hut collapsed, crashing upon
their heads; the fire, kicked and trampled
as the fight raged back and forth, caught
the thatch and sheep-pells, and flamed up
fiercely in and around the combat. They
fought literally in fire—in fire and thick
smoke and driving rain. The arms that
thrust with spear or hewed with sword
rose and fell all ablaze. Those who fell, fell
among hot coals and fought their fellows—
their own friends—to make way that they
might escape the torment.

Twice Grettir, dying though he was, flung
the fight from him and rose to his full
height, a dreadful figure, alone for an in-
stant, bloody, dripping, charred with ashes,
half naked, his clothes all burning; and
twice again they flung themselves upon
him, and bore him down, so that he dis-
appeared beneath their mass. And ever and
again from out the swirl of the onset, from
that unspeakable jam of men, mad with
the battle-madness that was upon them,
crawled out some horrid figure, staggering,
gashed, and maimed, or even dying, done
to death by the great Outlaw in the last
fight of his life. Thorfin, Gamli’'s man, had
both arms broken at the very shoulders;
Krolf of Drontheim reeled back from the
battle with a sword-thrust through his
hip that made him go on crutches the rest
of his life; Kolbein, churl of Svein, died two
days later of a spear-thrust through the
bowels; Ognund, Hakon’s son, never was
able to use his right arm after that night.

Hardly a man of all the twenty that did
not for all the rest of his life bear upon his
body the marks of Grettir's death-fight.
Still Grettir bore up. He had with one
arm caught Thorir, The Hook’s stoutest
house-carle, around the throat, while his
other arm, that wielded his sword, hewed
and hewed and smote and thrust as though
it would never tire. Even above the din of
the others rose the clamour of Thorir's
agony. Once again Grettir cleared a space
around him, and stood with dripping
sword, his left arm still crushing Thorir in
that awful embrace. Thorir was weapon-
less, his face purple. No thought of battle
was left in him, and frantic, he stretched
out a hand to his fellows, his voice a wail:

“Help me, Thorbjom. He is killing me.
For Christ’s sake-------
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And Greltir's blade nailed the words
within his throat. The wretch slid to the
ground doubled in a heap, the blood gushing
from his mouth.

Then those that yet remained alive,
drawn off a little, panting, spent, saw a
terrible sight— the death of Grettir.

For a moment in that flicker of fire he
seemed to grow larger. Alone, unassail-
able, erect among those heaps of dead and
dying enemies, his stature seemed as it
were suddenly to increase. He towered
above them, his head in swirls of smoke, the
great bare shoulders gleaming with his
blood, the long braids of yellow hair soaked
with it. Awful, gigantic, suddenly a demi-
god, he stood colossal, a man made more
than human. The eyes of him fixed, wide
open, looked out into the darkness above
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their heads, unwinking, unafraid— looked
into the darkness and into the eyes of
Death, unafraid, unshaken.

There he stood already dead, yet still
upon his feet, rigid as iron, his back unbent,
his neck proud; while they cowered before
him holding their breaths waiting, watching.
Then, like a mighty pine tree, stiff, un-
bending, he swayed slowly forward. Stiff
as a sword-blade the great body leaned
over farther and farther; slowly at first,
then with increased momentum inclined
swiftly earthward. He fell, and they could
believe that the crash of that fall shook the
earth beneath their feet. He died as he
would have wished to die, in battle, his
harness on, his sword in his grip. He lay
face downward amid the dead ashes of the
trampled lire and moved no more.

~~Dhe Faithless Shepherdess

YV nULE that the sun with his beams hot
** Scorched the fruits in vale and
mountain,
Philon the shepherd, late forgot,
Sitting beside a crystal fountain

In shadow of a green oak tree,

Upon his pipe this song play'd he:
Adieu, Love, adieu, Love, untrue Love!
Untrue Love, Untrue Love, adieu, Love!
Your mind is light, soon lost for new love.

So long as | was in your sight
I was your heart, your soul, your treasure;
And evermore you sobb'd and sigh’'d
Burning in flames beyond all measure:

—Three days endured your love to

me,

And it was lost in other three!
Adieu, Love, adieu, Love, untrue Love!
UnLrue Love, untrue Love, adieu, Love!
Your mind is light, soon lost for new love.

Another shepherd you did see,
To whom your heart was soon enchained,;
Full soon your love was leapt from me!
Full soon my place he had obtained.
Soon came a third your love to win,
And we were out and he was in.
Adieu, Love, adieu, Love, untrue Love!
Untrue Love, untrue Love, adieu, Love!
Your mind is light, soon lost for new love.

Sure you have made me passing glad
That you your mind so soon removed,
Before that | the leisure had
To choose you for my best beloved:
For all my love was past and done
Two days before it was begun.
Adieu, Love, adieu, Love, untrue Love!
Untrue Love, untrue Love, adieu, Love!
Your mind is light, soon lost for new love.
Wir.u.ur Byrd's
Songs of Sundry Natures, 1589.
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Origin of the Good

IT IS not surprising that the lambs should bear a grudge against the great birds of prey,
* but that is no reason for blaming the great birds of prey for taking the little lambs.
And when the lambs say among themselves, “ Those birds of prey are evil, and he who is
as far removed as possible from being a bird of prey, who is rather its opposite, a lamb—is
he not good?” then there is nothing to cavil at in the setting up of this ideal, though it
may also be that the birds of prey will regard it a little sneeringly, and perchance say to
themselves, “ We bear no grudge against them, these good lambs, we even like them:
nothing is tastier than a tender lamb,!'

To require of strength that it should not express itself as strength, that it should not
be a wish to overpower, a wish to overthrow, a wish to become master, a thirst for enemies
and antagonisms and triumphs, is just as absurd as to require of weakness that it should
express itself as strength. Nietzsche.



Rob
of Certain English

Prisoners

By WILKIE COLLINS

[To be completed in Three Parts.

CHAPTER 11

THE PRISON IN THE WOODSF
IERE we all stood, huddled up
on the beach under the burning
sun, with the pirates closing us
in on every side—as forlorn
a company of helpless men,
women, and children as ever was gathered
together out of any nation in the world.
I kept my thoughts to myself; but | did
not in my heart believe that any one of
our lives was worth five minutes’ purchase.
The man on whose will our safety or
our destruction depended was the Pirate
Captain. All our eyes, by a kind of instinct,
fixed themselves on him—excepting in the
case of the poor children, who, too fright-
ened to cry, stood hiding their faces against
their mothers’ gowns. The ruler who held
all the ruffians about us in subjection, was,
judging by appearances, the very last man |
should have picked out as likely to fill a
place of power among any body of men, good
or bad, under heaven. By nation, he was a
Portuguese; and, by name, he was generally
spoken of among his men as The Don. He
was a little, active, weazen, monkey-faced
man, dressed in the brightest colours and
the finest-made clothes | ever saw. His
three-cornered hat was smartly cocked on
one side. His coat-skirts were stiffened and
stuck out, like the skirls of the dandies in
the Mall in London. When the dance was
given at the Island, I saw no such lace on
any lady’s dress there as | saw on his cravat
and ruffles. Round his neck he wore a thick
gold chain, with a diamond cross hanging
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from it. His lean, wiry, brown fingers were
covered with rings. Over his shoulders, and
falling down in front to below his waist, he
wore a sort of sling of broad scarlet cloth,
embroidered with beads and little feathers,
and holding, at the lower part, four loaded
pistols, two on a side, lying ready to either
hand. His face was mere skin and bone,
and one of his wrinkled cheeks had a blue
scar running all across it, which drew up
that part of his face, and showed his white
shining teeth on that side of his mouth. An
uglier, meaner, weaker, man-monkey to
look at, I never saw; and yet there was not
one of his crew, from his mate to hiscabin-
boy, who did not obey him as if he had been
the greatest monarch in the world. As for
the Sambos, including especially that evil-
minded scoundrel, Christian George King,
they never went near him without seeming
to want to roll before him on the ground,
for the sake of winning the honour of having
one of his little dancing-master’s feet set on
their black bullock bodies.

There this fellow stood, while wc were
looking at him, with his hands in his pockets,
smoking a cigar. His mate (the one-eyed
Englishman) stood by him; a big, hulking
fellow he was, who might have eaten the
Captain up, pistols and all, and looked
about lor more afterwards. The Don him-
self seemed, to an ignorant man like me, to
have a gift of speaking in any tongue he
liked. 1 can testify that his English rattled
out of his crooked bps as fast as ii it was nat-
ural to them; making allowance, of course,
for his foreign way of clipping his words.

“ Now, Captain,” says the big mate, run-
ning his eye over us as if we were a herd of
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cattle, “ here they are. What's to be done
with them?”

“ Are they ail off the Island?” says the
Pirate Captain.

“ Ail of them that are alive,”
mate.

“ Good, and very good,” says the captain.
“ Now, Giant-Georgy, some paper, a pen,
and a horn of ink,”

Those things were brought immediately.

“ Something to write on,” says the Pirate
Captain. “ What? Ha! why not a broad
nigger back?”

He pointed with the end of his cigar to
one of the Sambos. The man was pulled
forward, and set down on his knees with his
shoulders rounded. The Pirate Captain laid
the paper on them, and took a dip of ink—
then suddenly turned up his snub-nose with
a look of disgust, and, removing the paper
again, took from his pocket a fine cambric
handkerchief edged with lace, smelt at the
scent on it, and afterwards laid it delicately
over the Sambo’s shoulders.

“ A table of black man’s back, with the
sun on it, close under my nose— ah, Giant-
Georgy, pah! pah!” says the. Pirate Cap-
tain, putting the paper on the handkerchief,
with another grimace expressive of great
disgust.

He began to write immediately, waiting
from time to time to consider a little with
himself; and once stopping, apparently, to
count our numbers as we stood before him.
To think of that villain knowing how to
write, and of my not being able to make so
much as a decent pothook, if it had been to
save my life!

When he had done, lie signed to one of his
men lo lake the scented handkerchief off the
Sambo’s back, and told the sailor he might
keep it for his trouble. Then, holding the
written paper open in his hand, he came
forward a step or two closer to us, and said,
with a grin, and a mock bow, which made
my fingers itch with wanting lo be at him:
“1 have the honour of addressing myself
to the ladies. According to my reckoning
they are fifteen ladies in all. Does any one
of them belong to the chief officer of the
sloop? "

There was a momentary silence.

“You don’t answer me,” says the Pirate
Captain. “ Now, | mean to be answered.
Look here, women." He drew one of his
four pistols out of his gay scarlet sling, and
walked up lo Tom Packer, who happened to
be standing nearest to him of the men
prisoners. “ This is a pistol, and it is loaded.
| put the barrel to the head of this man with

says the

my right hand, and I
with my left. | wait five minutes for an
answer. If | don’t get it in five minutes, |
blow this man’s brains out. | wait five
minutes again, and if | don’t get an answer,
I blow the next man’s brains out. Andso 1
go on, if you are obstinate, and your nerves
are strong, till not one of your soldiers or
your sailors is left. On my word of honour, as
a gcntlcman-buccanier, | promise you that.
Ask my men if | ever broke my word.”

He rested the barrel of the pistol against
Tom Packer's head, and looked at his watch,
as perfectly composed, in bis cat-like cru-
elty, as if he was waiting for the boiling of
an egg.

“If you think it best not to answer him,
ladies,” says Tom, “never mind me. li’s
my trade to risk my life; and | shall lose it
in a good cause.”

“ A brave man,” said the Pirate Captain,
lightly. “ Well, ladies, are you going to
sacrifice the brave man?”

“We arc going lo save him,” said Miss
Maryon, “as he has striven lo save us. /
belong lo the captain of the sloop. | am his
sister.” She stopped, and whispered anx-
iously lo Mrs. Macey, who was standing
with her. “ Don’t acknowledge yourself, as
| have done— you have children.”

“ Good!” said the Pirate Captain. “The
answer is given, and the brains may stop in
the brave man’s head.” He put bis watch
and pistol back, and took two or three quick
puffs at his cigar to keep it alight— then
handed the paper he had written on, and his
pc-nfull of ink, lo Miss Maryon.

“ Read that over,” he said, “ and sign it
for yourself, and the women and children
with you.”

Saying those words, he turned round
briskly on his heel, and began talking, in a
whisper, to Giant-Georgy, the big English
male. WImt he was talking about, of
course, | could not hear; but | noticed that
he motioned several times straight into the
interior of the country.

“Davis,” said Miss Maryon,
this.”

She crossed before her sister, as she spoke,
and held the paper which the Pirate Cap-
tain had given to her, under my eyes—my
bound arms not allowing me to take it my-
self. Never to my dying day shall I forget
the shame | felt, when | was obliged to ac-
knowledge to Miss Maryon that | could not
read a word of it!

“ There are better men than me, ma’am,”
| said, with a sinking heart, “ who can read
it, and advise you for the best.”

lake out my watch

“look at



"None better,” she answered, quietly.
"None, whose advice | would so willingly
take. | have seen enough, to feel sure of
that. Listen, Davis, while | read.”

Her pale face turned paler still, as she
fixed her eyes on the paper. Lowering her
voice to a whisper, so that the women and
children near might not hear, she read me
these lines:

"To the Captains of English men-ofnvar, and to
the commanders of vessels of other nations, cruising
in the Caribbean Seas.

“ The precious metal and the jewels laid up in the
English Island of Silver-Store, are in the possession
of the Buccanicrs, at sea.

“The women and children of the Island of Silver-
Store, to the number of Twenty-Two, arc in the pos-
session of the Buccanicrs, on land.

“ They will be taken up the country, with fourteen
men prisoners (whose lives the Buccanicrs have pri-
vate reasons of their own for preserving), to a place
of confinement, which is unapproachable by stran-
gers. They will be kept there until a certain day,
previously agreed on between the Buccaniera at
sea, and the Buccanicrs on land.

“ If, by that time, no news from the party at sea
reaches the party on land, it will be taken for granted
that tile expedition which conveys away the silver
and jewels has been met, engaged, and conquered by
superior force; that the Treasure has been taken
from its present owners; and that the Buccaniers
guarding it, have been made prisoners, to be dealt
with according to the law.

“ The absence of the expected news at the ap-
ointed time, being interpreted in this way, it will
e the next object of the Buccaniers on land to take

reprisals for the loss and the injury inflicted on their
companions at sea. The lives of the women and
children of the Island of Silver-Store are absolutely
at their mercy; and those lives will pay the forfeit,
if the Treasure is taken away, and if the men in
possession of it come to harm.

"This paper will be nailed to the lid of the largest
chest taken from the Island. Any officer whom the
chances of war may bring within reading distance of
it, is warned to pause and consider, before his con-
duct signs the death-warrant of the women and
children of an English colony.

“ Signed, under the Black Flag,
“Pedro Mendez,

“ Commander of the Buccanicrs, and Chief of the
Guard over the English Prisoners.”

"The statement above written, in so far as it
regards the situation we arc now placed in, may be
depended on as the truth.

“ Signed, on behalf of the imprisoned women and
cliildren of the Island of Silver-Store.”

"Beneath this last line,” said Miss
Maryon, pointing to it, “ is a blank space, in
which | am expected to sign my name.”

"And in five minutes’ time,” added the
Pirate Captain, who had stolen close up to
us, “or the same consequences will follow
which | had the pleasure of explaining to
you a few minutes ago.”

He again drew out his watch and pistol;
but, this time, it was my head that he
touched with the barrel.
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“When Tom Packer spoke for himself,
miss, a little while ago,” | said, “ please to
consider that he spoke for me.”

“ Another brave man!” said the Pirate
Captain, with his ape’s grin. "Am | to fire
my pistol this time, or am | to put it back
again as | did before?”

Miss Maryon did not seem to hear him.
Her kind eyes rested for a moment on my
face, and then looked up to the bright
Heaven above us.

"Whether | sign, or whether I do not
sign,” she said, “ we are still in the hands of
God, and the future which His wisdom has
appointed will not the less surely come.”

With those words she placed the paper on
my breast, signed it, and handed it back to
the Pirate Captain.

"This is our secret, Davis,” she whis-
pered. "Let us keep the dreadful knowl-
edge of it to ourselves as long as we can.”

I have another singular confession to
make— 1 hardly expect anybody to believe
me when | mention the circumstance— but
it is not the less the plain truth that, even
in the midst of that frightful situation, | felt,
for a few moments, a sensation of happiness
while Miss Maryon’s hand was holding the
paper on my breast, and while her lips were
telling me that there was a secret between us
which we were to keep together.

The Pirate Captain carried the signed
paper at once to his mate.

“ Go back to the Island,” he says, “ and
nail that with your own hands on the lid of
the largest chest. There is no occasion to
hurry the business of shipping the Treasure,
because there is nobody on the Island to
make signals that may draw attention to it
from the sea. | have provided for that; and
I have provided for the chance of your being
outmanoeuvred afterwards, by English, or
other cruisers. Here are your sailing
orders” (he took them from his pocket while
he spoke), "your directions for the disposal
of the Treasure, and your appointment
of the day and the place for communi-
cating again with me and my prisoners. |
have done my part—go you, now, and do
yours.”

Hearing the clearness with which he gave
his orders; knowing what the devilish
scheme was that he had invented for pre-
venting the recovery of the Treasure, even
if our ships happened to meet and capture
the pirates at sea; remembering what the
look and the speech of him had been, when
he put his pistol to my head and Tom Pack-
er’s; | began to understand how it was that
this little, weak, weazen, wicked spider had
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got the first place and kept it among the
villains about him.

The mate moved off, with his orders, to-
wards the sea. Before he got there, the
Pirate Captain beckoned another of the crew
to come to him; and spoke a few words in
his own, or in some other foreign language.
I guessed what they meant, when | saw
thirty of the pirates told off together, and
set in a circle all round us. The rest were
marched away after the mate. In the same
manner the Sambos were divided next.
Ten, including Christian George King, were
left with us; and the others were sent down
to the canoes. When this had been done,
the Pirate Captain looked at his watch;
pointed to some trees, about a mile off,
which fringed the land as it rose from the
beach; said to an American among the pi-
rates round us, who seemed to hold the
place of second mate. ‘Tn two hours from
this lime” ; and then walked away briskly,
with one of his men after him, to some bag-
gage piled up below us on the beach.

We were marched off at once to the shady
place under the trees, and allowed to sit
down there, in the cool, with our guard in a
ring round us. Feeling certain from what |
sawr, and from what | knew to be con-
tained in the written paper signed by Miss
Maryon, that wc were on the point of under-
taking a long journey up the country, |
anxiously examined my fellow prisoners to
see how fit they looked for encountering
bodily hardship and fatigue: to say nothing
of mental suspense and terror, over and
above.

With all possible respect for an official
gentleman, | must admit that Mr. Com-
missioner Pordage struck me as being,
beyond any comparison, the most helpless
individual in our unfortunate company.
What with the fright he had suffered, the
danger he had gone through, and the
bewilderment of finding himself torn clean
away from his safe Government moorings,
his poor unfortunate brains seemed to be as
completely discomposed as his Diplomatic
coat. He was perfectly harmless and quiet,
but also perfectly light-headed— as anybody
could discover who looked at his dazed eyes
or listened to his maundering talk. 1 tried
him with a word or two about our miserable
situation; thinking that, if any subject
would get a trifle of sense out of him, it must
surely be that.

“You will observe,” said Mr. Pordage,
looking at the torn cuffs of his Diplomatic
coat instead of at me, “ that | cannot take
cognizance of our situation. No memoran-

dum of it has been drawn up; no report in
connexion with it has been presented to me.
I cannot possibly recognize it until the neces-
sary minutes and memorandums and reports
have reached me through the proper chan-
nels. When our miserable situation pre-
sents itself to me, on paper, | shall bring it
under the notice of Government; and Gov-
ernment, after a proper interval, will bring
it back again under my notice; and then
I shall have something to say about it.
Not a minute before,—no, my man, not a
minute before!”

Speaking of Mr. Pordage’s wanderings of
mind, reminds me that it is necessary to say
a word next, about the much more serious
case of Sergeant Drooce. The cut on his
head, acted on by the heat of the climate,
had driven him, to all appearance, stark
mad. Besides the danger to himself, if he
broke out before the Pirates, there was the
danger to the women and children, of trust-
ing him among them—a misfortune which,
in our captive condition, it was impossible
to avoid. Most providentially, however
(as 1 found on inquiry), Tom Packer, who
had saved his life, had a power of controlling
him, which none of the rest of us possessed.
Some shattered recollection of the manner in
which he had been preserved from death,
seemed to be still left in a corner of his
memory. Whenever he showed symptoms
of breaking out, Tom looked at him, and
repeated with his hand and arm the action
of cutting out right and left which had been
the means of his saving the sergeant. On
seeing that, Drooce always huddled him-
self up close to Tom, and fell silent. We,—
that is, Packer and |—arranged it together
that he was always to keep near Drooce,
whatever happened, and however far we
might be marched before we reached the
place of our Imprisonment.

The rest of us men— meaning Mr. Macey,
Mr. Fisher, two of my comrades of the
Marines, and five of the sloop’s crew— were,
making allowance for a little smarting in
our wounds, in tolerable health, and not
half so much broken in spirit by troubles,
past, present, and to come, as some persons
might be apt to imagine. As for the sea-
men, especially, no stranger who looked at
their jolly brown faces would ever have
imagined that they were prisoners, and in
peril of their lives. They sat together,
chewing their quids, and looking out good-
humouredly at the sea, like a gang of lib-
erty-men resting themselves on shore.
“ Take it easy, soldier,” says one of the six,
seeing me looking at him, *“And, if you
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can’t do that, take it as easy as you can.”
I thought, at the time, that many a wiser
man might have given me less seusible ad-
vice than this, though it was only offered
by a boatswain’s mate.

A movement among the Pirates attracted
my notice to the beach below us, and | saw
their Captain approaching our halting-
place, having changed his line clothes for
garments that were fit to travel in.

His coming back to us had the effect of
producing unmistakable signs of prepara-
tion for a long journey. Shortly after he
appeared, three Indians came up, leading
three loaded mules; and these were followed,
in a few minutes, by two of the Sambos,
carrying between them a copper full of
smoking meat and broth. After having
been shared among the Pirates, this mess
was set down before us, with some wooden
bowls floating about in it, to dip out the
food with. Seeing that we hesitated before
touching it, the Pirate Captain recom-
mended us not to be too mealy-mouthed,
as that was meat from our own stores on the
Island, and the last we were likely to taste
for a long time to come. The sailors, with-
out any more ado about it, professed their
readiness to follow this advice, muttering
among themselves that good meat was
a good thing, though the devil himself had
cooked it. The Pirate Captain then, ob-
serving that we were all ready to accept
the food, ordered the bonds that confined
the hands of us men to be loosened and
cast off, so that we might help ourselves.
After we had served the women and chil-
dren, we fell to. It was a good meal—
though | can’t say that | myself had much
appetite for it. Jack, to use his own phrase,
stowed away a double allowance. The jolly
faces of the seamen lengthened a good deal,
however, when they found there was noth-
ing to drink afterwards but plain water.
One of them, a fat man, named Short, went
so far as to say that, in the turn things
seemed to have taken, he should like to
make his will before we started, as the stop-
page of his grog and the stoppage of his fife
were two events that would occur uncom-
monly close together.

When we had done, we were all ordered
to stand up. The Pirates approached me
and the other men, to bind our arms again;
but the Captain stopped them.

“No,” says he. “I want them to get on
at a good pace; and they will do that best
with their arms free. Now, prisoners,” he
continued, addressing us, “ 1 don’t mean to
have any lagging on the road. | have fed
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you up with good meat, and you have no
excuse for not stepping out briskly—women,
children, and all. You men are without
weapons and without food, and you know
nothing of the country you are going to
travel through. If you are mad enough, in
this helpless condition, to attempt escaping
on the march, you will be shot, as sure as you
all stand there—and if the bullet misses,
you will starve to death in forests that have
no path and no end.”

Having addressed us in those words, he
turned again to his men. | wondered then,
as | had wondered once or twice already,
what those private reasons might be, which
he had mentioned in his written paper, for
sparing the lives of us male prisoners. |
hoped he would refer to them now—but |
was disappointed.

“While the country allows it,” he went
on, addressing his crew, “ inarch in a square,
and keep the prisoners inside. Whether it
is man, woman, or child, shoot any one of
them who tries to escape, on peril of being
shot yourselves if you miss. Put the In-
dians and mules in front, and the Sambos
next to them. Draw up the prisoners all
together. Tell off seven men to march
before them, and seven more for each side;
and leave the other nine for the rear-guard.
A fourth mule for me, when | get tired, and
another Indian to carry my guitar.”

His guitar! To think of the murderous
thief having a turn for strumming tunes, and
wanting to cultivate it on such an expedition
as ours! | could hardly believe my eyes
when | saw the guitar brought forward in a
neat green case, with the piratical skull
and cross-bones and the Pirate Captain’s
initials painted on it in white.

“ | can stand a good deal,” whispers Tom
Packer to me, looking hard at the guitar;
“ pbut confound me, Davis, if it's not a trifle
too much to be taken prisoner by such a
fellow as that!”

The Pirate Captain lights another cigar.

“Marchl” says he, with a screech like a
cat, and a flourish with his sword, of the sort
that a stage-player would give at the head
of a mock army.

We all moved off, leaving the clump of
trees to the right, going, we knew not
whither, to unknown sufferings and an un-
known fate. The land that lay before us was
wild and open, without fences or habita-
tions. Here and there, cattle wandered
about over it, and a few stray Indians.
Beyond, in the distance, as far as we could
see, rose a prospect of mountains and for-
ests. Above us, was the pitiless sun, in a
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sky that was too brightly blue to look at.
Behind us, was the calm murmuring ocean,
with the dear island home which the women
and children had lost, rising in the distance
like a little green garden on the bosom of the
sea. After half-an-hour’s walking, we began
to descend into the plain, and the last
glimpse of the Island of Silver-Store disap-
peared from our view.

The order of march which we prisoners
now maintained among ourselves, being the
order which, with certain occasional varia-
tions, we observed for the next three days, |
may as well give some description of it in
this place, before | get occupied with other
things, and forget it.

I myself, and the sailor I have mentioned
tinder the name of Short, led the march.
After us came Miss Maryon, and Mr. and
Mrs. Macey. They were followed by two of
my comrades of the Marines, with Mrs. Por-
dage, Mrs. Belltott, and two of the strongest
of the ladies to look after them. Mr. Fisher,
the ship’s boy, and the three remaining men
of the sloop’s crew, with the rest of the
women and children came next; Tom Pack-
er, taking care of Sergeant Drooce, brought
up the rear. So long as we got on quickly
enough, the pirates showed no disposition to
interfere with our order of march; but, if
there were any signs of lagging—and God
knows it was hard enough work for a man
to walk wunder that burning sunl—the
villains threatened the weakest of our
company with the points of their swords.
The younger among the children gave out,
as might have been expected, poor things,
very early on the march. Short and | set
the example of taking two of them up, pick-
a-back, which was followed directly by the
rest of the men. Two of Mrs. Macey's
three children fell to our share; the eldest,
travelling behind us on his father’s back.
Short hoisted the next in age, a girl, on his
broad shoulders. | see him now as if it was
yesterday, with the perspiration pouring
down his fat face and bushy whiskers, rolling
along as if he was on the deck of a ship, and
making a sling of his neck-handkerchief,
with his clever sailor’s fingers, to support
the little girl on his back. “ 1 expect you’'ll
marry me, my darling, when you grow up,”
says he, in his oily, joking voice. And the
poor child, in her innocence, laid her weary
head down on his shoulder, and gravely and
faithfully promised that she would.

A lighter weight fell to my share. | had
the youngest of the children, the pretty
little boy, already mentioned, who had been
deaf and dumb from his birth. His moth-

er's voice trembled sadly, as she thanked
me for taking him up, and tenderly put his
little dress right while she walked behind
me. “He is very little and light of
his age,” says the poor lady, trying hard
to speak steady. “He won’t give you
much trouble, Davis—he has always been a
very patient child from the first.” The
boy’s little frail arms clasped themselves
round my neck while she was speaking; and
something or other seemed to stop in my
throat the cheerful answer that | wanted to
make. | walked on with what must have
looked, | am afraid, like a gruff silence; the
poor child humming softly on my back, in
his unchanging, dumb way, till he hummed
himself to sleep. Often and often, since that
time, in dreams, | have felt those small arms
round my neck again, and have heard that
dumb murmuring song in my ear, dying
away fainter and fainer, till nothing was left
but the light breath rising and falling regu-
larly on my cheek, telling me that my little
fellow-prisoner had forgotten his troubles
in sleep.

We marched, as well as | could guess,
somewhere about seven miles that day—a
short spell enough, judging by distance, but
a terribly long one judging by heat. Our
halting place was by the banks of a stream,
across which, at a little distance, some wild
pigs were swimming as we came up. Be-
yond us, was the same view of forests and
mountains that | have already mentioned;
and all round us, was a perfect wilderness of
flowers. The shrubs, the bushes, the
ground, all blazed again with magnificent
colours, under the evening sun. When we
were ordered to halt, wherever we set a child
down, there that child had laps and laps full
of flowers growing within reach of its hand.
We sat on flowers, ate on flowers, slept at
night on flowers—any chance handful of
which would have been well worth a golden
guinea among the gentlefolks in England.
It was a sight not easily described, to see
niggers, savages, and Pirates, hideous,
filthy, and ferocious in the last degree to
look at, squatting about grimly upon a
natural carpet of beauty, of the sort that is
painted in pictures with pretty fairies
dancing on it.

The mules were unloaded, and left to roll
among the flowers to their hearts’ content
A neat tent was set up for the Pirate Cap-
tain, at the door of which, after eating a
good meal, he lay himself down in a lan-
guishing attitude, with a nosegay in the
bosom of his waistcoat, and his guitar on his
knees, and jingled away at the strings, sing-
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ing foreign songs, with a shrill voice and
with bis nose conceitedly turned up in the
air. | was obliged to caution Short and the
sailors— or they would, to a dead certainty,
have put all our lives in peril by openly
laughing at him.

We had but a poor supper that night.
The Pirates now kept the provisions they
had brought from the Island, for their own
use; and we had to share the miserable
starvation diet of the country, with the
Indians and the Sambos. This consisted of
black beans fried, and of things they call
Tortillas, meaning, in plain English, flat
cakes made of crushed Indian corn, and
baked on a day griddle. Not only was this
food insipid, but the dirty manner in which
the Indians prepared it, was disgusting.
However, complaint was useless; for we
could see for ourselves that no other pro-
vision had been brought for the prisoners.
| heard some grumbling among our men,
and some little fretfulness among the
children,.which their mothers soon quieted.
I myself was indilTerent enough to the qual-
ity of the food; for | had noticed a circum-
stance, just before it was brought to us,
which occupied my mind with more serious
considerations. One of the mules was un-
loaded near us, and | observed among the
baggage a large bundle of new axes, doubt-
less taken from some ship. After puzzling
my brains for some time to know what they
could be wanted for, I came to the conclu-
sion that they were to lie employed in cut-
ting our way through, when we came to the
forests. To think of the kind of travelling
which these preparations promised—if the
view | took of them was the right one— and
then to look at the women and children,
exhausted by the first day’s march, was
sufficient to make any man uneasy. It
weighed heavily enough on my mind, |
know, when | woke up among the flowers,
from time to time, that night.

Our sleeping arrangements, though we
had not a single civilized comfort, were,
thanks to the flowers, simple and easy
enough. For the first time in their lives, the
women and children lay down together,
with the sky for a roof, and the kind earth
for a bed. We men shook ourselves down,
as well as we could, all round them; and the
Pirates, relieving guard regularly, ranged
themselves outside of all. In that tropical
climate, and at that hot time, the night was
only pleasantly cool. The bubbling of the
stream, and, now and then, the course of the
breeze through the flowers, was all we heard.
During the hours of darkness, it occurred to
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me—and | have no doubt the same idea
struck my comrades— that a body of deter-
mined men, making a dash for it, might now
have stood a fair chance of escaping. Wc
were still near enough to the sea-shore to
be certain of not losing our way; and the
plain was almost as smooth, for a good long
run, as a natural race-course. However,
the mere act of dwelling on such a notion,
was waste of time and thought, situated
as we were with regard to the women
and children. They were, so to speak, the
hostages who insured our submission to cap-
tivity, or to any other hardship that might
be inflicted on us; a result which | have no
doubt the Pirate Captain had foreseen, when
he made us all prisoners together on taking
possession of the Island.

We were roused up at four in the morn-
ing, to travel on before the heat set in; out
march under yesterday’s broiling sun having
been only undertaken for the purpose oi
getting us away from the sea-shore, and
from possible help in that quarter, without
loss of time. We forded the stream, wading
through it waist-deep: except the children,
who crossed on our shoulders. An hour
before noon, we halted under two immense
wild cotton-trees, alx>ut half a mile from a
Utile brook, which probably ran into the
stream we had passed in the morning. Late
in the afternoon we were on foot again, and
encamped for the night at three deserted
huts, built of mud and poles. There were
the remains of an enclosure here, intended,
as | thought, for cattle; and there‘was an
old well, from which our supply of water was
got. The greater part of the women were
very tired and sorrowful that night; but
Miss Maryon did wonders in cheering them
up.

On the third morning, we began to skirt
the edge of a mountain, carrying our store
of water with us from the well. We men
prisoners had our full share of the burden
What with that, what with the way being
all up-hill, and what with the necessity of
helping on the weaker members of our
company, that day’s march was the hardest
I remember to have ever got through. To-
wards evening, after resting again in the
middle of the day, we stopped for the night
on the verge of Lhe forest. A dim, lowering,
awful sight it was, to look up at the mighty
wall of trees, stretching in front, and on
either side of us without a limit and without
a break. Through the night, though
there was no wind blowing over our en-
campment, we heard deep, moaning, rush-
ing sounds rolling about, at intervals, in die
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great inner wilderness of leaves; and, now
and then, those among us who slept, were
startled up by distant crashes in the depths
of the forest—the death-knells of falling
trees. We kept fires alight, in case of wild
animals stealing out on us in the darkness;
and the flaring red light, and the thick,
winding smoke, alternately showed and hid
the forest-prospect in a strangely treacher-
ous and ghostly way. The children shud-
dered with fear; even the Pirate Captain
forgot, for the first time, to jingle his eternal
guitar.

When we were mustered in the morning
for the march, | fully expected to see the
axes unpacked. To my surprise they were
not disturbed. The Indians drew their long
chopping-knives (called machetes in the lan-
guage of that country); made for a place
among the trees where | could see no signs
of a path; and began cutting at the bushes
and shrubs, and at the wild vines and
creepers, twirling down together in all sorts
of fantastic forms, from the lofty branches.
After clearing a few dozen yards inwards
they came out to us again, whooping and
showing their wicked teeth, as they laid
hold of the mules’ halters to lead them on.
The Pirate Captain, before we moved after,
took out a pocket compass, set it, pondered
over it for some time, shrugged his should-
ers, and screeched out “ March,” as usual.
We entered the forest, leaving behind us the
last chance of escape, and the last hope of
ever getting back to the regions of humanity
and civilization. By this time, we had
walked inland, as nearly as | cquld estimate,
about thirty miles.

The order of our march was now, of neces-
sity, somewhat changed. We all followed
each other in a long line, shut in, however,
as before, in front and in rear, by the In-
dians, the Sambos, and the pirates. Though
none of us could see a vestige of any path,
it was clear that our guides knew where they
were going; for, we were never stopped by
any obstacles, except the shrubs and wild-
vines which they could cut through with
their chopping-knives. Sometimes, we
marched under great branches which met
like arches high over our heads. Sometimes,
the boughs were so low that we had to stoop
to pass under them. Sometimes, we wound
in and out among mighty trunks of trees,
with their gnarled roots twisting up far
above the ground, and with creepers in full
flower twining down in hundreds from their
lofty branches. The size of the leaves and
the countless multitude of the trees shut
out the sun, and made a solemn dimness

which it was awful and without hope to
walk through. Hours would pass without
our hearing a sound but the dreary rustle
of our own feet over the leafy ground.
At other times, whole troops of parrots, with
feathers of all the colours of the rainbow,
chattered and shrieked at us; and proces-
sion of monkeys, fifty or sixty at a time,
followed oui progress in the boughs over-
head: passing through the thick leaves
with a sound like the rush of a steady wind.
Every now and then, the children were
startled by lizard-like creatures, three feet
long, running up the trunks of the trees as
we passed by them; more than once, swarms
of locusts tormented us, startled out of
their liiding-platcs by the monkeys in the
boughs. For five days we marched inces-
santly through this dismal forest-region,
only catching a clear glimpse of the sky
above us, on three occasions in all that
time. The distance we walked each day
seemed to be regulated by the positions of
springs and streams in the forest, which the
Indians knew of. Sometimes those springs
and streams lay near together; and our day’s
work was short. Sometimes they were far
apart; and the march was long and weary.
On all occasions, two of the Indians, followed
by two of the Sambos, disappeared as soon
as we encamped for the night; and returned,
in a longer or shorter time, bringing watei
with them. Towards the latter part of the
journey, weariness had so completely mas-
tered the weakest among our company, that
they ceased to take notice of anything.
They walked without looking to the right
or to the left, and they ale their wretched
food and Lay down to sleep with a silent
despair that was shocking. Mr. Pordagc
left off maundering now, and Sergeant
Drooce was so quiet and biddable, that
Tom Packer had an easy time of it with
him at last. Those among us who still
talked, hegan to get a habit of dropping our
voices to a whisper. Short's jokes lan-
guished and dwindled; Miss Maryon'’s voice,
still kind and tender as ever, began to lose
its clearness; and the poor children, when
they got weary and cried, shed tears si-
lently, like old people. It seemed as if the
darkness and the hush of the endless forest
had cast its shadow on our spirits, and had
stolen drearily into our inmost hearts.

On the sixth day, we saw the blessed sun-
shine on the ground before us, once more.
Prisoners as we were, there was a feeling of
freedom on stepping into the light again, and
on looking up, without interruption, into
the clear blue Heaven, from which no
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human creature can keep any other human
creature, when the time comes for rising to
it. A turn in the path brought us out
suddenly at an Indian village—a wretched
place, made up of two rows of huts built
with poles, the crevices between them
stopped with mud, and the roofs thatched in
the coarsest manner with palm-leaves. The
savages, squatted about, jumped to their
feet in terror as we came in view; but, seeing
the Indians at the he<td of our party, took
heart, and began chattering and screeching,
just like the parrots we had left in the forest,
Our guides answered in their gibberish;
some lean, half-wild dogs yelped and howled
incessantly; and the Pirates discharged their
muskets and loaded them again, to make
sure that their powder had not got damp
on the march. No want of muskets among
them now! The noise and the light and the
confusion, after the silence, darkness, and
discipline we had been used lo for the last live
days, so bewildered us all, that it was quite
a relief lo sit down on the ground and let
the guard about us shut out our view on
every side.

“ Davis! Are we at the end of the
march?” says Miss Maryon, touching my
arm.

The other women looked anxiously at
me, as she put the question. | got on my
feet, and saw the Pirate Captain communi-
cating with the Indians of the village. His
hands were making signs in the fussy for-
eign way, all the time he was speaking.
Sometimes, they pointed away to where the
forest began again beyond us; and some-
times they went up both together lo his
mouth, as if he was wishful of getting a
fresh supply of the necessaries of life.

My eyes next turned towards the mules.
Nobody was employed in unpacking the
baggage; nobody went near that bundle of
axes which had weighed on my mind so
much already, and the mystery of which
still tormented me in secret. | came lo the
conclusion that we were not yet at the end of
our journey; | communicated my opinion to
Miss Maryon. She got up herself, with my
help, and looked about her, and made the
remark, very justly, that ail Lhe huts in the
village would not suffice to hold us. At the
same time, | pointed out to her that the
mule which the Pbate Captain had ridden
had been relieved of his saddle, and was
being led away, at that moment, to a patch
of grass behind one of the huts.

“That looks as if we were not going much
farther on,” says I.

“Thank Heaven if it be so, for the sake of
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the poor children!” says Miss Maryon.
“ Davis, suppose sometiling happened which
gave us a chance of escaping? Do you think
we could ever find our way back to the
sea?”

“ Not a hope of getting back, miss. If the
Pirates were to let us go this very instant,
those pathless forests would keep us in
prison for ever.”

“Too true! Too true!” she said, and said
no more.

In another half-hour we were roused up,
and marched away from the village (as | had
thought we should be) into the forest again.
This lime, though there was by no means so
much cutting through the underwood needed
as in our previous experience, wc were ac-
companied by at least a dozen Indians, who
seemed to me to be following us out of sheer
idleness and curiosity. We had walked, as
well as | could calculate, more than an hour,
and | was trudging along with the little,
deaf-and-dumb boy on my back, as) usual
thinking, not very hopefully, of our future
prospects, when | was startled by a moan
in my ear from the child. One of his arms
was trembling round my neck, and the
other pointed away towards my right hand.
| looked in that direction—and there, as if it
bad started up out of the ground to dispute
our passage through the forest, was a hide-
ous monster carved in stone, twice my
height at least. The thing loomed out of a
ghostly white, against the dark curtain of
trees all round it. Spots of rank moss stuck
about over its great glaring stone face; its
stumpy hands were tucked up into its
breast; its legs and feet were four times the
size of any human limbs; its laxly and the
flat space of spare stone which rose above its
head, were all covered with mysterious de-
vices— little grinning men’s faces, heads of
crocodiles and apes, twisting knots and twirl-
ing knobs, strangely shaped leaves, winding
lattice-work; legs, arms, fingers, toes, skulls,
bones, and such like. The monstrous
statue leaned over on one side, and was only
kept from falling to the ground by the roots
of a great tree which had wound themselves
all around the lower half of it. Altogether,
it was as horrible and ghastly an object to
come upon suddenly, in the unknown depths
of a great forest, as the mind (or, at all
events, my mind) can conceive. When |
say that the first meeting with the statue
struck me speechless, nobody can wonder
that the children actually screamed with
terror at the sight of it.

“I1t's only a great big doll, my darling,”
says Short, at his wit’s end how to quiet the
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little girl on his back. “We'’ll get a nice soft
bit of wood soon, and show these nasty
savages how to make a better one.”

While he was speaking. Miss Maryon was
close behind me, soothing the deaf-and-
dumb boy by signs which | could not under-
stand.

"1 have heard of these tilings, Davis,” she
says. “They are idols, made by a lost race
of people, who lived, no one can say how
many hundred or how many thousand years
ago. That hideous thing was carved and
worshipped while the great tree that now
supports it was yet a seed in the ground.
We must get the children used to these stone
monsters. | believe we are coming to many
more of them. | believe we are dose to the
remains of one of those mysterious ruined
cities which have long been supposed to exist
in this part of the world.”

Before | could answer, the word of com-
mand from the rear drove us on again. In
passing the idol, some of the Pirates fired
their muskets at it. The echoes from the
reports rang back on us with a sharp rattling
sound. We pushed on a few paces, when the
Indians a-head suddenly stopped, flourished
their chopping-knives, and all screamed out
together “ El Palacio!” The Englishmen
among the Pirates took up the cry, and, run-
ning forward through the trees on either
side of us, roared out, “ The Palace! ” Other
voices joined theirs in other tongues; and,
for a minutes or two, there was a general
confusion of everybody,— the first that had
occurred since we were marched away, pris-
oners, from the sea-shore.

| tightened my hold of the child on my
back; took Miss Maryon closer to me, to
save her from being roughly jostled by the
men about us; and marched up as near to
the front as the press and the trees would let
me. Looking over the heads of the Indians,
and between the trunks, | beheld a sight
which | shall never forget: no, not to my
dying day.

A wilderness of ruins spread out before
me, overrun by a forest of trees. In every
direction, look where | would, a frightful
confusion of idols, pillars, blocks of stone,
heavy walls, and flights of steps, met my
eye; some, whole and upright; others broken
and scattered on the ground; and all, what-
ever their condition, overgrown and clasped
about by roots, branches, and curling vines,
that writhed round them like so many great
snakes. Every here and there, strange
buildings stood up, with walls on the tops of
which three men might have marched
abreast—buildings with their roofs burst off

or tumbled in, and with the trees springing
up from inside, and waving their restless
shadows mournfully over the ruins. High in
the midst of this desolation, towered a broad
platform of rocky earth, scarped away on
three sides, so as to make it unapproachable
except by scaling ladders. On the fourth
side, the flat of the platform was reached by
a flight of stone steps, of such mighty size
and strength that they might have been
made for the use of a race of giants. They
led- to a huge building girded all round
with a row of thick pillars, long enough and
broad enough to cover the whole fiat space of
ground; sohd enough, as to the walls, to
stand for ever; but broken in, at most
places, as to the roof; and overshadowed by
the trees that sprang up from inside, like the
smaller houses already mentioned, below it.
This was the dismal ruin which was called
the Palace; and this was the Prison in the
Woods which was to be the place of our
captivity.

The screeching voice of the Pirate Cap-
tain restored order in our ranks, and sent the
Indians forward with their chopping-knives
to the steps of the Palace. We were directed
to follow them across the ruins, and in and
out among the trees. Out of every ugly
crevice crack in the great stairs, there
sprouted up flowers, long grasses, and beau-
tiful large-leaved plants and bushes. When
we had toiled to the top of the flight, we
could look back from the height over the
dark waving top of the forest behind us.
More than a glimpse of the magnificent
sight, however, was not allowed; we were
ordered still to follow the Indians. They
had already disappeared in the inside of the
Palace; and we went in after them.

We found ourselves, first, under a square
portico, supported upon immerse flat slabs
of stone, which were carved all over, at top
and bottom, with death’s-heads set in the
midst of circles of sculptured flowers. |
guessed the length of the portico to be, at
the very least, three hundred feet. In the
inside wall of it, appeared four high gaping
doorways; three of them were entirely
choked up by fallen stones; so jammed to-
gether, and so girt about by roofs and climb-
ing plants, that no force short of a blast of
gunpowder, could possibly have dislodged
them. The fourth entrance had, at some
former time, been kept just clear enough to
allow of the passing of one man at once
through the gap that had been made in the
fallen stones. Through this, the only pas-
sage left into the Palace, or out of it, we
followed the Indians into a great hall,
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nearly one half of which was still covered
by the remains of the roof. In the unshel-
tered half: surrounded by broken stones and
with a carved human head, five times the
size of life, leaning against it: rose the
straight, naked trunk of a beautiful tree,
that shot up high above the ruins, and
dropped its enormous branches from the
very top of it, bending down towards us,
in curves like plumes of immense green
feathers. In this hall, which was big enough
to hold double our number, we were ordered
to make a halt, while the Pirate Captain,
accompanied by three of his crew, followed
the Indians through a doorway, leading off
to the left hand, as we stood with our backs
to the portico. In front of us, towards the
right, was another doorway, through which
we could see some of the Indians, cutting
away with their knives, right and left, at the
overspreading underwood. Even the noise
of the hacking, and the hum and murmur
of the people outside, who were unloading
the mules, seemed to be sounds too faint
and trifling to break the awful stillness of
the ruins. To my ears, at least, the un-
earthly silence was deepened rather than
broken by the few feeble sounds which
tried to disturb it. The wailings of the poor
children were stifled within them. The
whispers of the women, and the heavy
breathing of the overlaboured men, sank and
sank gradually till they were heard no
more. Looking back now, at the whole
course of our troubles, | think | can safely
say that nothing—not even the first discov-
ery of the treachery on the Island—tried
our courage and endurance like that interval
of speechless waiting in the Palace, with the
hush of the ruined city, and the dimness of
the endless forest, all about us.

When we next saw the Pirate Captain, he
appeared at the doorway to the right, just
as the Pirates began to crowd in from the
portico, with the baggage they had taken
from the mules.

“There is the way for the Buccaniers,”
squeaks the Pirate Captain, addressing the
American male, and pointing to the door-
way on the left. “ Three big rooms, that
will hold you all, and that have more of the
roof left on them than any of the others.
The prisoners,” he continues, turning to us,
and pointing to the doorway behind him,
“will file in, that way, and will find two
rooms for them, with the ceilings on the
floor, and the trees in their places. 1 my-
self, because my soul is big, sbalLl live alone
in this grand hall. My bed shall be there in
the sheltered comer; and | shall eat, and

The Golden Book Magazine

drink, and smoke, and sing, and enjoy my-
self, with one eye always on my prisoners,
and the other eye always on my guard
outside.”

Having delivered this piece of eloquence
he pointed with his sword to the prisoners’
doorway. We all passed through it quickly,
glad to be out of the sight and hearing of
him.

The two rooms set apart for us, communi-
cated with each other. The inner one of the
two had a second doorway, leading, as |
supposed, further into the building, but so
choked up by rubbish, as to be impassable,
except by climbing, and that must have
been skilful climbing too. Seeing that this
accident cut off all easy means of approach
to the room from the Pirates’ side, we deter-
mined, supposing nobody meddled with us,
to establish the women and children here;
and to lake the room nearest to the Pirate
Captain and his guard for ourselves.

The first thing to be done was to clear
away the rubbish in the women’s room. The
ceiling was, indeed, as the Pirate Captain
had told us, all on the floor; and the growth
of trees, shrubs, weeds, and flowers, spring-
ing up everywhere among the fragments of
stone, was so prodigious in this part of the
Palace, that, but for the walls with their
barbarous sculptures all round, we should
certainly have believed ourselves to be en-
camped in the forest, without a building
near us. All the lighter parts of the rubbish
in the women’s room we disposed of clev-
erly, by piling it in the doorway on the
Pirates’ side, so as to make any approach
from that direction all but impossible, even
by climbing. The heavy blocks of stone—
and it took two men to lift some of them
that were not the heaviest—we piled up in
the middle of the floor. Having by this
means cleared away plenty of space round
the walls, we gathered up ail the litter of
young branches, bushes, and leaves which
the Indians had chopped away; added to
them as much as was required of the under-
wood still standing; and laid the whole
smooth and even, to make beds. | noticed,
while we were at this work, that the ship’s
boy—whose name was Robert—was partic-
ularly helpful and considerate with the chil-
dren, when it became necessary to quiet
them and to gel them to lie down. He was
a rough boy to look at, and not very sharp;
but, he managed better, and was more
naturally tender-hearted with the little ones
than any of the rest of us. This may seem a
small thing to mention; but Robert’s atten-
tive ways with the children, attached them
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to him;and that attachment, as will be here'
after shown, turned out to be of great bene-
fit to us, at a very dangerous and very
important time.

Our next piece of work was to clear our
own room. It was close at the side of the
Palace; and a break in the outward wall
looked down over the sheer precipice on
which the building stood. We stopped this
up,breast high, in case of accidents, with the
rubbish on the floor; we then marie our
beds, just as we had made the women'’s beds
aireaidy.

A little later, we heard the Pirate Captain
in the hall, which he kept to himself for
his big soul and his little body, giving orders
to the American mate about the guard.
On mustering the Pirates, it turned out
that two of them, who had been wounded
in the fight on the Island, were unfit for
duty. Twenty-eight, therefore, remained.
These the Pirate Captain divided into
companies of seven, who were to mount
guard, in turn, for a spell of six hours each
company, the relief coming round, as a
matter of course, four times in the twenty-
four hours. Of the guard of seven, two were
stationed under the portico; one was placed
as a lookout, on the top landing of the great
flight of steps; and two were appointed to
patrol the ground below, in front of the
Palace. This left only two men to watch the
three remaining sides of the building. So
far as any risks of attack were concerned, the
precipices at the back and sides of the
Palace were a sufficient defence for it, if a
good watch was kept on the weak side.
But what the Pirate Captain dreaded was
the chance of our escaping; and he would
not trust tlie precipices to keep us, knowing
we had sailors in our company, and sus-
pecting that they might hit on some substi-
tute for ropes, and lower themselves and
their fellow-prisoners down from the back or
the sides of the Palace, in the dark. Accord-
ingly, the Pirate Captain settled it that two
men out of each company should do double
duty, after nightfall: the choice of them to
be decided by casting dice. This gave four
men to patrol round the sides and the back
of the building: a sufficient number to keep
a bright look-out. The Pirates murmured
a little at the prospect of double duly; but
there was no remedy for it. The Indians,
having a superstitious horror of remaining
in the ruined city after dark, had bargained
to be allowed to go back to their village,
every afternoon. And, as for the Sambos,
the Pirate Captain knew them better than
the English bad known them at Silver-

Store, and would have nothing to do with
them in any matter of importance.

The setting of the watch was completed
without much delay. If any of us had felt
the slighest hope of escaping, up to this
time, the position of our prison and the num-
ber of sentinels appointed to guard it, would
have been more than enough to extinguish
that hope for ever.

An hourbefore sunset, the Indians—whose
only business at tire Palace was to supply us
with food from the village, and to prepare
the food for eating— made their last batch
of Tortillas, and then left the ruins in a
body, at the usual trot of those savages
when they are travelling in a hurry.

When the sun had set, the darkness came
down upon us, I might almost say, with a
rush. Bats whizzed about, and the low warn-
ing hum of mosquitoes sounded close to
our ears. Flying beetles, with lights in their
heads, each light as bright as the light of
a dozen glow-worms, sparkled through the
darkness, in a wonderful manner, all night
long. When one of them settled on the
walls, he lighted up the hideous sculptures
for a yard all round him, at the very
least. Outside, in the forest, the dreadful
stillness seemed to be drawling its breath,
from time to time, when the night-wind
swept lightly through the million-million
leaves. Sometimes, the surge of monkeys
travelling through the boughs, burst out
with a sound like waves on a sandy shore;
sometimes, the noise of falling branches and
trunks rang out suddenly with a crash, as if
the great rums about us were splitting into
pieces; sometimes, when the silence was at
its deepest—when even the tread of the
watch outside had ceased— the quick rustle
of a lizard or a snake, sounded treacherously
close at our ears. It was long before the
children in the women’s room were all
quieted and hushed to sleep—Ilonger still
before we, their elders, could compose our
spirits for the night. After all sounds died
away among us, and when | thought that |
was the only one still awake, | heard Miss
Maryon’s voice saying, softly, “ God help
and deliver us!” A man in our room, mov-
ing on his bed of leaves, repeated the words
after her; and the ship’s boy, Robert, half-
asleep, half-awake, whispered to himself
sleepily, “Amen!” After that, the silence
returned upon us, and was broken no more.
So the night passed— the first night in our
Prison in the Woods.

With the morning, came the discovery of a
new project of the Pirate Captain’s, for
which none of us had been prepared.
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Soon after sunrise, the Pirate Captain
looked into our room, and ordered all the
men in it out into the large hall, where he
lived with his big soul and his little body.
After eyeing us narrowly, he directed three
of the saiiors, myself, and two of my com-
rades, to step apart from the rest. When
we had obeyed, the bundle of axes which had
troubled my mind so much, was brought into
tie hall; and four men of the guard, then
on duty, armed with muskets and pistols,
were marched in afterwards. Six of the
axes were chosen and put into our hands,
the Pirate Captain pointing warningly, as
we took them, to the men with fire-arms in
the front of us. He and his mate, both armed
to the teeth, then led the way out to the steps;
we followed; the other four Pirates came
after us. We were formed, down the steps,
in single life; the Pirate Captain at the head;
I myself next to him; a Pirate next to me;
and so on to the end, in such order as to keep
a man with a loaded musket between each
one or two of us prisoners. | looked behind
me as we started, and saw two of the Sam-
bos— that Christian George King was one of
them—following us. We marched round
the back of the Palace, and over the ruins
beyond it, till we came to a track through
the forest, the first | had seen. .After a
quarter of an hour’s walking, | saw the sun-
light, bright beyond the trees in front of us.
In another minute or two, we stood under
the clear sky, and beheld at our feet a broad
river, running with a swift silent current, and
overshadowed by the forest, rising as thick
as ever on the bank that was opposite to us.

On the bank where we stood, the trees
were young; some great tempest of past year
having made havoc in this part of the forest,
and tom away the old growth to make room
for die new. The young trees grew up,
mostly, straight anti slender,—that is to
say, slender for South America, the slightest
of them being, certainly, as thick as my leg.
After peeping and peering about aL the tim-
ber, with the look of a man who owned it
all, the Pirate Captain sat himself down
cross-legged on the grass, and did us the
honour to address us.

“ Aha! you English, what do you think
I have kept j'ou alive for?” says he. “Be-
cause | am fond of you? Bah! Because
I don't like to kill you? Bah! What for,
then? Because | want the use of your arms
to work for me. See those trees!” He
waved his hand backwards and forwards,
over the whole prospect. “Cut them all
down—Ilop off the branches—smooth them
into poles—shape them into beams—chop
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them into planks. Camarado!” he went on,
turning to the mate, “ 1 mean to roof in the
Palace again, and to lay new floors over the
rubbish of stones. | will make the big house
good and dry to live in, in the rainy weather
— | will barricade the steps of it for defence
against an army,— | will make it my strong
castle of retreat for me and my men, and
our treasure, and our prisoners, and all that
we have, when the English cruisers of the
devil get too many for us along the coast.
To work, you six! Look at those four men
of mine,-—their muskets are loaded. Look
at these two Sambos who will stop here to
fetch help if they want it. Remember the
women and children you have left at the
Palace— and at your peril and at their peril,
turn those axes in your hands from their
proper work! You understand? You
English fools?”

With those words he jumped to his feet,
and ordered the niggers to remain and
place themselves at the orders of our guard.
Having given these last directions, and hav-
ing taken his male's opinion as to whether
three of the Buccaniers would not be enough
to watch the Palace in the day, when the
six stoutest men of the prisoners were away
from it, the Pirate Captain offered his little
weazen arm to the American, and strutted
back to his castle, on better terms with him-
self than ever.

As soon as he and the mate were gone,
Christian George King tumbled himself
down on the grass, and kicked up his ugly
heels in convulsions of delight.

“ Oh, golly, golly, golly!” says he. “ You
dam English do work, and Christian George
King look on. Yup, Sojeer! whack at. them
tree!”

| paid no attention to the brute, being
better occupied in noticing my next com-
rade, Short. | had remarked that all the
while the Pirate Captain was speaking, lie
was looking hard at the river, as if the sight
of a large sheet of water did his sailorly
eyes good. When we began to use the axes,
greatly to my astonishment, he buckled to
at his work like a man who had his whole
heart in it; chuckling to himself at every
chop, and wagging his head as if he was in
the forecastle again telling his best yarns.

“You seem to be in spirits, Short?” |
says, setting to on a tree dose by him.

“The river's put a notion in my head,”
says he. “ Chop away, Gill, as hard as you
can, or they may hear us talking.”

“What notion has the river put in your
head?” | asked that man, following his
directions.
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“You don’t know where that river runs
to, | suppose?” says Short. “ No more
don't I. But, did it say anything particular
to you, Gill, when you first set eyes on it?
It said to me, as plain as words could speak,
‘I'm the road out of this. Come and try
me!'—Steady! Don’'t stop to look at the
water. Chop away, man, chop away.”

“The road out of this?” says |I. “ A road
without any coaches, Short. | don’t see so
much as the ruins of one old canoe lying
about anywhere.”

Short chuckles again, and buries his axe
in his tree.

“What are we cutting down these here
trees for?” says he.

“ Roofs and floors for the Pirate Captain’s
castle,” says I.

“ Rafts for ourselvest” says he, with
another tremendous chop at the tree, which
brought it to the ground— the first that had
fallen.

His words struck through me as if | had
been shot. For the first time since our
imprisonment | now saw, dear as daylight, a
chance of escape. Only a chance, to be
sure; hut still a chance.

Although the guard stood several paces
away from us, and could by no possibility
hear a word that we said, through the noise
of the axes, Short was too cautious to talk
any more.

“ Wait till night,” he said, lopping the
branches off the tree. “ Pass the word on in
a whisper to the nearest of our men to work
with a will; and say, with a wink of your
eye, there's a good reason for it.”

After we had been allowed to knock off
for that day, the Pirates had no cause to
complain of the work we had done; and they
reported us to the Pirate Captain as obedi-
ent anti industrious, so far. When we lay
down at night, | Look the next place on the
leaves to Short. Wc waited till the rest
were asleep, and till we heard the Pirate
Captain snoring in the great hall, before we
began to talk again about the river and the
rafts. This is the amount of what Short
whispered in my ear on that occasion:

He told me he had calculated that it
would take two large rafts to bear all our
company, and that timber enough to make
such two rafts might be cut down by six
men in ten days, or, at most, in a fortnight.
As for the means of fastening the rafts— the
lashings, he called them—the stout vines
and creepers supplied them abundantly; and
the timbers of both rafts might be connected
together, in this way, firmly enough for
river navigation, in about five hours. That

was the very shortest tune the job would
take, done by the wiliing hands of men who
knew that they were working for their lives,
said Short.

These were the means of escape. How to
turn them to account was the next question.
Short could not answer it; and, though I
tried all that night, neither could I.

The difficulty was one which, | think,
might have puzzled wiser heads than ours.
How were slx-and-thirty living souls (being
the number of us prisoners, including the
children) to be got out of the Palace safely,
in the face of the guard that watched it?
And, even if that was accomplished, when
could we count on gaining five hours all to
ourselves for the business of making the
rafts? The compassing of either of these
two designs, absolutely necessary as they
both were to our escape, seemed to be
nothing more nor less than a rank impos-
sibility. Towards morning, | got a wild
notion into my head about letting ourselves
down from the back of the Palace, in lire
dark, and taking our chance of being able to
seize the sentinels at that part of the build-
ing, unawares, and gag them before they
could give the alarm to the Pirates in front.
But, Short, when | mentioned my plan to
him, would not hear of it. He said that men
by themselves—provided they had not got a
madman, like Drooce, and a maundering old
gentleman, like Mr. Pordage, among them—
might, perhaps, run some such desperate
risk as | proposed; but, that letting women
and children, to say nothing of Drooce and
Pordage, down a precipice in the dark, with
make-shift ropes which might give way at a
moment’s notice, was out of the question.
It was impossible, on further reflection, not
to see that Short’s view of the matter was
the right one. | acknowledged as much,
and then | put it to Short whether our
wisest course would not be to let one or two
of the sharpest of our fellow-prisoners into
our secret, and see what they said. Short
asked me which two | had in my mind when
I made that proposal?

“Mr. Macey,” says |, “because he is
naturally quick, and has improved his gifts
by learning, and Miss Maryon--—--—- "

“ How can a woman help us?” says Short,
breaking in on me.

“ A woman with a clear head and a high
courage and a patient resolution—all of
which Miss Maryon has got, above all the
world—may do more to help us, in our pres-
ent strait, than any man of our company,”
says I,

“Well,” says Short, “1 dare say you're
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right. Speak to anybody you please, Gil;
but, whatever you do, man, stick to it at the
trees. Let's get the timber down—that's
the first thing to be done, anyhow.”

Before we were mustered for work, | took
an opportunity of privately mentioning to
Miss Maryon and Mr. Macey what had
passed between Short and me. They were
both thunderstruck at the notion of the
rafts. Miss Maryon, as | had expected,
made lighter of the terrible difficulties in the
way of carrying out our scheme than Mr.
Macey did.

"W e are left here to watch and think, all
day,” she whispered—and | could almost
hear the quick beating of her heart. “ While
you are making the best of your time among
the trees, we will make the best of ours in
the Palace. | can say no more, now— 1 can
hardly speak at all for thinking of what you
have told me. Bless you, bless you, for
making me hope once more! Go now'—we
must not risk the consequences of being
seen talking together. When you come
back at night, look at me. If | close my
eyes, it is a sign that nothing has been
thought of yet. If | keep them open, take
the first safe opportunity of speaking
secretly to me or to Mr. Macey.”

She turned away; and | went back to my
comrades. Half an hour afterwards, we
were off for our second day’s work among
the trees.

When we came back, | looked at Miss
Maryon. She dosed her eyes. So, nothing
had been thought of, yet.

Six more days we worked at cutting down
the trees, always meriting the same good
character for industry from our Pirate-
guard. Six more evenings | looked at Miss
Maryon; and six times her closed eyes gave
me the same disheartening answer. On the
ninth day of our work, Short whispered to
me, that if we plied our axes for three days
longer, he considered we should have more
than timber enough down, to make the
rafts. He had thought of nothing, | had
thought of nothing, Miss Maryon and Mr.
Macey had thought of nothing. | was
beginning to get low in spirits; but Short
was just as cool and easy as ever. " Chop
away, Davis,” was all he said. "The river
won’t run dry yet awhile. Chop away!”

We knocked off, earlier than usual that
day, the Pirates having a feast in prospect,
off a wild hog. It was still broad daylight
(out of the forest) when we came back, and
when | looked onc.e more in Miss Maryon’s
face.

| saw a flush in her cheeks; and her eyes
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met mine brightly. My heart beat quicker
at the glance of them; for | saw that the
time had come, and that the difficulty was
conquered.

We waited till the light was fading, and
the Pirates were in the midst of their feast.
Then, she beckoned me into the inner room,
and | sat down by her in the dimmest corner
of it.

"You have thought of something, at last,
Miss?”

“1 have. But the merit of the thought
is not all mine. Chance—no! Providence—
suggested the design; and the instrument
with which its merciful Wisdom has worked,
is—a child.”

She slopped, and looked all round her
anxiously, before she went on.

"This afternoon,” she says, “ | was sitting
against the trunk of that tree, thinking of
what has been the subject of my thoughts
ever since you spoke to me. My sister’s
little girl was whiling away the tedious time,
by asking Mr. Kitten to tel! her the names of
the different plants which are still left grow-
ing about the room. You know be is a
learned man in such matters?”

I knew that; and have, | believe, formerly
given that out, for my Lady to take in writ-
ing.

"l was too much occupied,” she went
on, “to pay attention to them, till they
came close to the tree against which | was
sitting. Under it and about it, there grew
a plant with very elegantly-shaped leaves,
and with a kind of berry on it. The child
showed it to Mr. Kitten; and saying, ‘Those
berries look good to eat,’ stretched out her
hand towards them. Mr. Kitten stopped
her. ‘You must never touch that,” he
said, ‘Why not?’ the child asked. ‘Be-
cause if you eat much of it, it would poison
you.” ‘And if | only eat a little?’ said the
child, laughing. 'If you only eat a little,’
said Mr. Kitten, ‘it would throw you into a
deep sleep—a sleep that none of us could
wake you from, when it was lime for break-
fast—a sleep that would make your mama
think you were dead.” Those words were
hardly spoken, when the thought that I
have now to tell you of, flashed across my
mind. But, before | say anything more,
answer me one question. Am | right in
supposing that, our attempt at escape must
be made in the night?”

"At night, certainly,” says |, “ because
we can be most sure, then, that the Pirates
off guard are all in this building, and not
likely to leave it,”

“1 understand. Now, Davis, hear what
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| have observed of the habits of the men
who Kkeep us imprisoned in this place.
The first change of guard at night is at
nine o’clock. At that time, seven men
come in from watching, and nine men (the
extra night-guard) go out to replace them;
each party being on duty, as you know, for
six hours. | have observed, at the nine
o’clock change of guard, that the seven men
who come off duty, and t.iie nine who go on,
have a supply of baked cakes of Indian
corn, reserved expressly for their use. They
divide the food between them; the Pirate
Captain (who is always astir at the change
of guard) generally taking a cake for him-
self, when the rest of the men take theirs.
This makes altogether, seventeen men who
partake of food especially reserved for them,
at nine o’clock. So far you understand
me?”

“ Clearly, Miss.

“The next thing | have noticed, is the
manner in which that food is prepared.
About two hours before sunset, the Pirate
Captain walks out to smoke, after he has
eaten the meal which he calls his dinner.
In his absence from the hall, the Indians
light their fire on the unsheltered side of
it, and prepare the last batch of food before
they leave us for the night. They knead, up
two separate masses of dough. The largest
is the first which is separated into cakes and
baked. That is taken for the use of us
prisoners and of the men who are off duty
all the night. The second and smaller
piece of dough is then prepared for the nine
o'clock change of guard. On that food—
come nearer, Davis, | must say it in a
whisper—on that food all our chances of
escape now turn. If we can drug it unob-
served, the Pirates who go off duty, the
Pirates who go on duly, and the Captain,
who is more to be feared than all the rest,
will be as absolutely insensible to our leaving
the Palace, as if they were every one of
them dead men.”

I was unable to speak— | was unable even
to fetch my breath at those words.

“1 have taken Mr. Kitten, as a matter of
necessity, into our confidence,” she said. “ |
have learnt from him a simple way of
obtaining the juice of that plant which he
forbade the child to eat. | have also made
myself acquainted with the quantity which
it is necessary to use for our purpose; and |
have resolved that no hand but mine shall
be charged with the work of kneading it
into the dough.”

“Not you, Miss,—not you.
—let me— mn that risk.”

Let one of us

“You have work enough and risk enough
already,” said Miss Maryon. “ It is time
that the women, for whom you have suffered
and ventured so much, should take their
share. Besides, the risk is not great, where
the Indians only are concerned. They are
idle and curious. | have seen, with my own
eyes, that they are as easily tempted away
from their occupation by any chance sight or
chance noise as if they were children; and 1
have already arranged with Mr. Macey that
he is to excite their curiosity by suddenly
pulling down one of the loose stones in that
doorway, when the right time comes. The
Indians are certain to run in here to find
out what is the matter. Mr. Macey will
tell them that he has seen a snake,— they
will hunt for the creature (as | have seen
them hunt, over and over again, in this
rubied place)—and while they are so en-
gaged, the opportunity that | want, the
two minutes to myself, which are all that
I require, will be mine. Dread the Pirate
Captain, Davis, for the slightest caprice
of his may ruin all our hopes,—but never
dread the Indians, and never doubt me.”

Nobody, who had looked in her face at
that moment—or at any moment that ever 1
knew of—could have doubted her.

“There is one thing more,” she went on.
“ When is the attempt to be made?”

“ In three days’ time,” | answered; “ there
will be timber enough down to make the
rafts.”

“In three days' time, then, let us decide
the question of our freedom or our death.”
She spoke those words with a firmness that
amazed me. “ Rest now,” she said. “ Rest
and hope.”

The third day was the hottest we had yet
experienced ; we were kept longer at work
than usual; and when we had done, we left
on the bank enough, and more than enough,
of timber and poles, to make both the rafts.

The Indians had gone when we got back
to the Palace, and the Pirate Captain was
still smoking on the flight of steps. As we
crossed the hall, | looked on one side and
saw the Tortillas set up in a pile, waiting
for the men who came in and went out at
nine o’clock.

At the door which opened between our
room and the women’s room, Miss Maryon
was waiting for us.

“Is it done?” | asked in a whisper.

“ 1t is done,” she answered.

It was, then, by Mr. Macejds watch (which
he had kept hidden about him through-
out our imprisonment), seven o'clock. We
had two hours to wait: hours of suspense
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but hours of rest also for the overworked
men who had been cutting the wood.
Before | lay down, | looked into the inner
room. The women were all sitting together;
and | saw by the looks they cast on me that
Miss Maryon had told them of what was
coming with the night. The children were,
much as usual, playing quiet games among
themselves. In the men’s room, 1 noticed
that Mr. Macey had posted himself along
with Tom Packer, close to Sergeant Drooce,
and that Mr. Fisher seemed to be taking
great pains to make himself agreeable to
Mr. Pordage. | was glad to see that the
two gentlemen of the company, who were
quick-witted and experienced in most
things, were already taking in hand the two
unreasonable men.

The evening brought no coolness with it.
The heat was so oppressive that we all
panted under it. The stillness in the forest
was awful. We could almost hear the falling
of the leaves.

Half-past seven, eight, half-past eight, a
quarter to nine— Nine. The tramp of feet
came up the steps on one side, and the tramp
of feel came into the hall, on the other. There
was a confusion of voices,— then, the voice
of the Pirate Captain, speaking in his own
language,— then, the voice of the American
mate, ordering out the guard,— then silence.

| crawled to the door of our room, and laid
myself down behind it, where | could see a
strip of the hall, being that part of it in
which the way out was situated. Here, also,
the Pirate Captain’s tent had been set up,
about twelve or fourteen feet from the door.
Two torches were burning before it. By
their light, | saw the guard on duty file out,
each man munching Iris Tortilla, and each
man grumbling over it. At the same time,
in the part of the hall which 1 could not see,
| heard the men oil duty grumbling also.
The Pirate Captain, who had entered his
tent the minute before, came out of it, and
calling to the American mate, at the far end
of the hall, asked sharply in English, what
that murmuring meant,

“The men complain of the Tortillas,” the
mate tclis him. "They say, they are nastier
than ever to-night.”

“Bring me one, and let me taste it,” said
the Captain. | had often before heard
people talk of their hearts being in their
mouths, but | never really knew what the
sensation was, till 1 heard that order given.

The Tortilla was brought to him. He
nibbled a bit off it, spat the morsel out with
disgust, and threw the rest of the cake away.

“Those Indian beasts have burnt the
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Tortillas,” he said, “and their dirty hides
shall suffer for it to-morrow morning.” With
those words, he whisked round on his heel,
and went back into his tent.

Some of the men had crept up ljehind
me, and, looking over my head, had seen
what | saw. They passed the account of it
in whispers to those who could not see; and
they, in their turn, repeated it to the women.
In five minutes everybody in the two rooms
knew that the scheme had failed with the
very man whose sleep it was most important
to secure. | heard no stifled crying among
(he women or stifled cursing among the men.
The despair of that time was too deep for
tears, and too deep for words.

I myself could not take my eyes off the
tent. In a little while he came out of it
again, pulling and panting with the heat.
He lighted a cigar at one of the torches, and
laid himself down on his cloak, just inside the
doorway leading into the portico, so that all
the air from outside might blow over him.
little as he was, he was big enough to lie
right across the narrow way out.

He smoked and he smoked, slowly and
more slowly, for, what seemed to me to be,
hours, but for what, by the watch, was little
more than ten minutes after all. Then, the
cigar dropped out of his mouth—his hand
sought for it, and sank lazily by his side—
his head turned over a little towards the
door—and he fell off: not into the drugged
sleep that there was safely in, but into his
light, natural sleep, which a touch on his
body might have disturbed.

“Now'’s the lime to gag him,” says Short,
creeping up close to me, and taking off his
jacket and shoes.

“ Steady,” says I. “Don’'t let's try that
till we can try nothing else. There are men
asleep near us who have not eaten the
drugged cakes—the Pirate Captain is light
and active—and if the gag slips on his
mouth, we are all done for. 1’ll go to his
head, Short, with nay jacket ready in my
hands. When |I'm there, do you lead the
way with your mates, and step gently into
the portico, over his body. Every minute
of your time is precious on account of
making the rafts. Leave the rest of the
men to get the women and children over;
and leave me to gag him if he stirs while
we are getting out.”

“ Shake hands on it, Davis,” says Short,
getting to his feet. “A team of horses
wouldn’t have dragged me out first, if you
hadn’t said that about the rafts.”

“Wait a bit,” says I, “ til! 1 speak to Mr.
Kitten.”
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| crawled back into the room, taking care
to keep out of the way of the stones in the
middle of it, and asked Air. Kitten how long
it would be before the drugged cakes acted
on the men outside who had eaten them?
He said we ought to wait another quarter
of an hour, to make quite sure. At the
same time, Mr. Macey whispered in my
ear to let him pass over the Pirate Captain’s

body, alone with the dangerous man of
our company— Sergeant Drooce. “ 1 know
how to deal with mad people,” says he.

“ |1 have persuaded the Sergeant that if he is
quiet, and if he steps carefully, | can help
him to escape from Tom Packer, whom he is
beginning to look on as his keeper. He has
been as stealthy and quiet as a cat ever since
—and | will answer for him till we get to
the river side.”

What a relief it was to hear that! | was
turning round to get back to Short, when a
hand touched me lightly.

‘T have heard you talking,” whispered
Miss Maryon; “ and | will prepare all in my
room for the risk we must now run. Robert,
the ship’s boy, whom the children are so
fond of, shall help us to persuade them, once
more, that we are going to play a game If
you can get one of the torches from the
tent, and pass it in here, it may prevent
some of us from stumbling. Don’'t be
afraid of the women and children, Davis.
They shall not endanger the brave men who
are saving them.”

| left her at once to get the torch. The
Pirate Captain was still fast asleep as | stole
on tiptoe, into the hall, and took it from the
tent. When | returned, and gave it to Miss
Maryon, her sister’s little deaf and dumb
boy saw me, and, slipping between us,
caught tight hold of one of my hands.
Having been used to riding on my shoulders
for so many days, he had taken a fancy to
me; and, when | tried to put him away, he
only clung the tighter, and began to murmur
in his helpless dumb way. Slight as the
noise was which the poor little fellow could
make, we all dreaded it. His mother wrung
her hands in despair when she heard him;
and Mr. Fisher whispered to me for Heaven's
sake to quiet the child, and humour him at
any cost. | immediately took him up in
my arms, and went back to Short.

“Sling him on my back,” says I, “as you
slung the little girl on your own the first day
of the march. | want both my hands, and
the child won’t be quiet away from me.”

Short did as | asked him in two minutes.
As soon as he had finished, Mr. Macey
passed the word on to me, that the quarter

of an hour was up; that it was time to try
the experiment with Drooce; and that it was
necessary for us all to humour him by
feigning sleep. We obeyed. Looking out
of the corner of my eye, | saw Mr. Macey
take the mad Sergeant’s arm,point round to
us all, and then lead him out. Holding
tight by Mr. Macey, Drooce stepped as
lightly as a woman, with as bright and
wicked a look of cunning as ever | saw in any
human eyes. They crossed the hall—Mr.
Macey pointed to the Pirate Captain, and
whispered, “ Hush!”— the Sergeant imi-
tated the action and repeated the word—
then the two stepped over his body (Drooce
cautiously raising his feet the highest), and
disappeared through the portico. We waited
to hear if there was any noise or confusion.
Not a sound.

| got up, and Short handed me his jacket
for the gag. The child, having been startled
from his sleep by the light of the torch,
when | brought it in, had fallen off again,
already, on my shoulder. "Now for it,” says
I, and stole out into the hall.

| stopped at the tent, went in, and took
the first knife | could find there. With the
weapon between my teeth, with the little
innocent asleep on my shoulder, with the
jacket held ready in both hands, | kneeled
down on one knee at the Pirate Captain's
head, and fixed my eyes steadily on his ugly
sleeping face.

The sailors came out first, with their shoes
in their hands. No sound of footsteps from
any one of them. No movement in the
ugly face as they passed over it.

The women and children were ready next.
Robert, the ship’s boy, lifted the children
over: most of them holding their little hands
over their mouths to keep from laughing—i
so well had Rohert persuaded them that we
were only playing a game. The women
passed next, all as light as air; after them,
in obedience to a sign from me, my com-
rades of the Marines, holding their shoes
in their hands, as the sailors had done before
them. So far, not a word had been spoken,
not a mistake had been made—so far, not a
change of any sort had passed over the
Pirate Captain’s face.

There were left now in the hall, besides
myself and the child on my back, only Mr.
Fisher and Mr. Pordage. Mr. Pordage!
Up to that moment, in the risk and excite-
ment of the time, | had not once thought of
him.

I was forced to think of him now, though;
and with anything but. a friendly feeling.

At the sight of the Pirate Captain, asleep



54

across the way out, the unfortunate, mis-
chievous old simpleton tossed up his head,
and folded his arms, and was on the point of
breaking out loud into a spoken document
of some kind, when Mr. Fisher wisely and
quickly clapped a hand over his mouth.

“ Government despatches outside," whis-
pers Mr. Fisher, in an agony. "Secret
service. Forty-nine reports from head-
quarters, all waiting for you half a mile off.
I'll show you the way, sir. Don't wake that
man there, who is asleep: he must know
nothing about it— he represents the Public.”

Mr. Pordage suddenly looked very know-
ing and hugely satisfied with himself. He
followed Mr. Fisher to within a foot of the
Pirate Captain's body— then stopped short.

"How many reports?” he asked, very
anxiously.

"Forty-nine,” said Mr. Fisher. "Come
along, sir,—and step clean over the Public,
whatever you do.”

Mr. Pordage instantly stepped over, as
jauntily as if he was going to dance. At the
moment of his crossing, a hanging rag of his
cursed, useless, unfortunate, limp Diplomatic
coat touched the Pirate Captain's forehead,
and woke him.

I drew back softly, with the child still
asleep on my shoulder, into the black
shadow of the wall behind me. At the in-
stant when the Pirate Captain awoke, | had
been looking at Mr. Pordage, and had conse-
quently lost the chance of applying the gag
to his mouth suddenly, at the right time.

On rousing up, he turned his face inwards,
towards the prisoners’ room. If he had
turned it outwards, he must to a dead cer-
tainty have seen the tail of Mr. Pordage's
coat, disappearing in the portico.

Though he was awake enough to move, he
was not awake enough to have the full pos-
session of his sharp senses. The drowiness
of his sleep still hung about him. He
yawned, stretched himself, spat wearily, sat
up, spat again, got on his legs, and stood up,
within three feet of the shadow in which |
was hiding behind him.

| forgot the knife in my teeth,— 1 declare
solemnly, in the frightful suspense of that
moment, | forgot it—and doubled my fist as
if I was an unarmed man, with the purpose
of stunning him by a blow on the head if he
came any nearer. | suppose | waited, with
my fist clenched, nearly a minute, while he
waited, yawning and spitting. At the end of
that time, he made for his tent, and | heard
him (with what thankfulness no words can
tell!) roll himself down, with another yawn,
on his bed inside.
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I waited—in the interest of us all—to
make quite sure, before | left, that he was
asleep again. In what | reckoned as about
five minutes’ time, | heard him snoring, and
felt free to take myself and my little sleeping
comrade out of the prison, at last.

The drugged guards in the portico were
sitting together, dead asleep, with their
backs against the wall. The third man was
lying flat, on the landing of the steps. Their
aims and ammunition were gone: wisely
taken by our men— to defend us, if we were
meddled with before we escaped, and to kill
food for us when we committed ourselves to
the river.

At the bottom of the steps | was startled
by seeing two women standing together.
They were Mrs. Macey and Miss Maryon:
the first, waiting to see her child safe; the
second (God bless her for it!) waiting to see
me safe.

In a quarter of an hour we were by the
river-side, and saw the work bravely begun:
the sailors and the marines under their
orders, labouring at the rafts in the shallow
water by the bank; Mr. Macey and Mr.
Fisher rolling down fresh timber as it was
wanted; the women cutting the vines,
creepers, and withes for the lashings. We
brought with us three more pair of hands to
help; and all worked with such a will, that,
in four hours and twenty minutes, by Mr.
Macey’s watch, the rafts, though not
finished as they ought to have been, were still
strong enough to float us away.

Short, another seaman, and the ship’s
boy, got aboard the first raft, carrying
with them poles and spare timber. Miss
Maryon, Mrs. Fisher and her husband,
Mrs. Macey and her husband and three
children, Mr. and Mrs. Pordage, Mr. Kitten,
myself, and women and children besides, to
make up eighteen, were the passengers on
the leading raft. The second raft, under the
guidance of the two other sailors, held
Sergeant Drooce (gagged, for he now threat-
ened to be noisy again), Tom Packer, the
two marines, Mrs. Belltott, and the rest of
the women and children. We all got on
board silently and quickly, with a fine moon-
light over our heads, and without accidents
or delays of any kind.

It was a good half-hour before the time
would come for the change of guard at the
prison, when the lashings which tied us to
the bank were cast off, and we floated away,
a company of free people, on the current of
an unknown river.

(To be concluded: Chapter 111 by
Charles Dickens.)



“La Politesse” can be carried loo far, even among the
J olitest People in the world—for instance, it can be
carried right across the Pavement, so as to stop the way.

Are Good Manners?

He was the mildest mannered man
That ever scuttled ship or cut a throat,
With such true breeding of a gentleman,
You ucver could divine his real thought. Byron.

A Little L esson in Etiquette from a

Q ueen

When John Lafarge was in the South Seas, the Queen of Tahiti made him a blood
brother, going through the ceremony of mutual blood transfusion; and they became great
friends. The artist liked to tell one incident.

“1 went down to the Queen’s palace one morning (the palace being a somewhat larger
thatched hut than the others); and as | reached the entrance a young man came out looking
very downcast. | had noticed him before on account of his striking beauty and perfect
shape, remarkable even among these people who looked like living statues; but I had no
idea who he was.

“When | entered | found my royal sister looking like a thundercloud.

“‘Did you see that young man who just left?’ she burst out. ‘He has bad manners:
he walks Like a chief.’

“ Of course, that sounds somewhat ridiculous up here: but. in Tahiti only a chief can walk
in a certain way, use certain words, wear certain costume, eat certain food. For an ordinary
person to assume any of these distinctive things would be as great a solecism as for a man
to walk down Fifth Avenue on Sunday with no clothes.

“*Yes!” continued the Queen deeply excited. ‘He walks like a chief! | said to him:
“ You have bad manners: you walk like a chief. Do you know the relation that has existed
for a thousand years between my family and your family? For a thousand years my
family has kept your family for human sacrifices!*’ ’

“Which,” observed Mr. Lafarge, “ was literally true and quite logical. For there had
to be human sacrifices, of course: and when one was offering to a god it wouldn’t do 10

ss
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pick up some ugly, misshapen, or even ordinary specimen. So one family was selected,
and fed well and cared for—and then there was always something worth offering.

“ And it was a scion of this family who had become self-important, and walked like a
chief.”

*
Fair is the fruit of stalely manners. M enander.
*5
On Paying Calls in A ugust

When | was young, throughout the hot season
There were no carriages driving about the roads,
People shut their doors and lay down in the cool:
Or if they went out, it was not to pay calls.
Nowadays—ill-bred, ignorant fellows,

When they feel the heat, make for a friend’s house.
'Flic unfortunate host, when he hears someone coming
Scowls and frowns, but can think of no escape.

“ There’s nothing for it but to rise and go to the door,”
And in his comfortable seat he groans and sighs.

The conversation does not end quickly;

Prattling and babbling, what a lot he says!

Only when one is almost dead with fatigue

He asks at last if one isn’t finding him tiring.

[One’s arm is almost in half with continual fanning:

The sweat is pouring down one’s neck in streams.]

Do not say that this is a small matter:

I consider the practice a blot on our social life.

I therefore caution all wise men

That August visitors should not be admitted.
Ch'’eng Hsiao (about 250 A. D.). Translated by Arthur Waley.

T he Manners of Muscat

A friend, who was a captain in the navy . . . burst into a fit of laughter:

“There is an order from the Admiralty,” said he, “ that the officers of a man-ol-war,
when they visit a port little known, should describe the manners and customs of the
inhabitants. | have a blunt fellow of a master, an excellent seaman, but who troubles
himself very little with matters on shore. Curious to have his observations, and knowing
that he had two or three times visited the town of Muscat, | insisted on his complying with
orders, and filling up this column of his journal. He evaded this duty as long as he could:
at last, in despair, he went to his cabin, and returning with his book, said, ‘There, sir, |
have obeyed orders, and you will find all | could write about these black fellows, and all
they deserve.’

“ 1 took the journal and read:

‘“ Inhabitants of Muscat
1As to manners, they have none; and their customs are very beastly.’”
Sir John M alcolm.

yL
How rude are the boys that throw pebbles in the mire. Isaac Watts.
™
T iie N onne

At mete was she wel ytaughte withalle;
She lette no morsel from hire lippes falle,
Ne wette hire fingres in hire sauce depe.



What Are Good Manners? 57

Wei coude she caric a morsel, and wel kepe,

Thatte no drope ne fell upon hire brest.

In curlesie was selte ful moche hire lest.*

Hire over lippe wiped she so dene

That in hire cuppe was no ferthing sene

Of grese, whan she dronken hadde hire draught.

Ful semeiy after hire mete she raught. Chaucer.
* (pleasure).

£

W hat Cyrano Learned in the M oon—and Might

H ave Learned in any Synagogue

He was still speaking, when 1 saw a man come in stark naked: | presently sat down and
put on my hat to show him honour, for these are the greatest marks of respect that can be
shown Lo any in that country. Savinien Hercule de Cyrano Bergerac.

£

A Contemporary View of D r. Johnson

Religious, moral, generous and humane

He was,— but self-sufficient, rude and vain;

Ill-bred and overbearing in dispute,

A scholar and a Christian,—vet a brute. Soame Jenkyns.

A mong Fijian Savages

A chief was one day going over a mountain-path, followed by a long string of his people,
when he happened to stumble and fall; all the rest of the people immediately did the same,

except one man, who was instantly set upon by the rest, to know whether he considered
himself better than his chief. Williams and Calvert.

T iie R oman and his Women

The Romans treated their women, married or unmarried, with so much honour and
respect, that it was prohibited to say the least immodest word in their presence; and when
they met them on the streets, they always gave them the way; which was observed even
by the magistrates themselves. They carried decency so high, that the fathers took care
never to embrace their wives before their daughters. The near relations were permitted
to kiss their female kindred on the mouth; but it was in order to know whether they
smelt of wine; for they were not allowed to drink it. Lefevre de Morsan.

£

Her manners had not that repose
Which’stamps the cast of Vere de Vere. Tennyson.

£

A L etter to a Very Y oung L ady

I must likewise warn you strictly against the least degree of jond-ness to your husband,
before any witness whatsoever, even before your nearest relations, or the very maids of
your chamber. This proceeding is so exceedingly odious and disgustful to all who have
either good breeding or good sense, that they assign two very unamiable reasons for it
the one is gross hypocrisy; and the other has loo bad a name to mention. Dean Swift.
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Elizabethan

After dinner you may appear again, having translated yourself out of your English
doth into a light Turkey grogram, if you have that happiness of shifting, and then be
seen for a turn or two, to correct your teeth with some silver quill or instrument, and to
cleanse your gums with a wrought handkerchief. Thomas Dekker.

Politeness at the Sources of the

Senegal

When a stranger enters the house of a Scrracolet (Inland Negro), Lhe latter goes out,
saying,—“ White man, my house, my wife, my children belong to thee.” Mollieu.

s

A Fourteenth Century L ady

My pretty daughters, be courteous and meek, for notliing is more beautiful ... |
have seen a great lady take off her cap and bow to a simple ironmonger. One of her fol-
lowers seemed astonished. "I prefer,” she said,"to have been too courteous towards that
man, than to have been guilty of the least incivility to a knight.”

Gfoffroy de Latour-Landry.

I n R ussia T wo Centuries A go

Just as the law of our prophet forbids us to drink wine, so the law of their prince forbids
the Muscovites.

Their way of receiving their guests is not at all Persian. As soon as a stranger enters a
house, the husband presents his wife to him; the stranger is expected to kiss her as a maik
of courtesy to the husband. Persian Letters (M ontesquieu).

An Elizabethan Englishman Comes Upon S.ome

N ew R efinements in V enice

The master did courteously admit us to his table, and gave us good diet, serving each
man with his knife, and his spoone, and his forke (to hold his meat while he cuts it, for they
hold it ill manners that one should touch the meat with his hand), and with a glass or cup
to drink in, peculiar to himself. Fynes Morison.

T he Etiguette of Conversation in
R enaissance ltaly

It many limes chaunceth, a man is so ernest in his tale, that hee hath no rninde of any
thing els. One wagges his head. Another lookes bigg and scowles with his browes. That
man pulls his mouth awry. And tother spittes in and uppon their faces with whome he
talkes. And some suche there be that move their hands in suche a sorte, as if they should
chase the flies as they go: which be very unhansome and unseemely maners to use.

Giovanni della Casa.

£

T he A merican Indian’'s Code
Should he, in hunting, go many days without food, and call at the hut of a friend, he
takes care not to show the least impatience at his famishing condition, lest he should be
wanting in fortitude, and be called a woman. Peter Parley (S. G. Goodrich).
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F rench “ R ules of Civility?7 in 1703

AT CHURCH.
It is indecent likewise to comb your Head, or mend anything about your Cloaths in the
Church; to do which, if there be a necessity, you must take your opportunity, and go out.
It were to be wish’d (and | think it would be no more absurd than in the Houses of
great Persons) that everybody would spit in their Handkerchiefs at Church; for commonly
no Stable is more nasty than that.

AT TABLE.

To blow your Nose publickly at the Table, without holding your hat or Napkin before
your Face; to wipe off Sweat from your Face with your Handkerchief; to claw your Head,
&c., to belch, hawk, and tear anything up from the bottom of your Stomach, are things so
intolerable sordid, they are sufficient to make a Man vomit to behold them; you must for-
bear them therefore as much as you can, or at least conceal them. You must not be
fantastical and affected in your eating, but eat soberly and deliberately, neither showing
yourself insatiable, nor stuffing till you give yourself the Hickup.

T he Japanese Visitor

The ceremony of the morning call ends by serving up, on a sheet of white paper, con-
fectionery or other dainties, to be eaten with chopsticks. What he cannot eat, the visitor
carefully folds up in paper, and deposits in his pocket-sleeve. This practice of carrying
away what is not eaten is so established a rule of Japanese good breeding, that, at grand
dinners the guests are expected to bring servants, with baskets, properly arranged for
receiving the remnants of the feast. (A Recent Dutch Traveller.)

£

I nviting a L ady to D ance in B oston in
1810

When a gentleman would invite a lady to dance, he will not come forward suddenly,
and abruptly present himself before her; but walk forward with deliberation and com-
posure, and be mindful that he is at a proper and respectful distance, and not directly in
front of the lady, but a little on her right. When he solicits of her the pleasure of a dance,
he will not be too hasty in presenting to her bis hand, before he obtains an affirmative
answer. If the lady consent to dance, he will, with a little more activity and animation
(as expressing joy for a favour), first bowing, slide to the right, and present to her his right
hand (she giving her left) to attend her, as a partner, upon the floor.

A Guide to Politeness.

<

The noble citizen of Old Greece who, attending a sacrifice, let himself be burned to the
bone by a coal that jumped into his sleeve, rather than disturb the sacred ceremony.
Thomas Hardy.

First Social Steps

“Let me introduce the topic by mentioning that in London it is not the custom to put
the knife in the mouth—for fear of accidents; and that while the fork is reserved for that
use, it is not put funher in than necessary. It is scarcely worth mentioning, only it is as
well to do as other people do. Also, the spoon is not generally used overhand, but under.
This has two advantages. You get at your mouth better (which after all is the object),
and you save a good deal of the attitude of opening oysters on the part of the right elbow.
And excuse my mentioning that society as a body does not expect one to be so strictly
conscientious in emptying one’s glass as to turn it bottom upwards on the rim of one’s
nose.”” Charles Dickens,
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T iie Cut Polite

When in company with your superiors, no rupture will ensue between you, if you treat
him (a friend of less social worth) as a bare acquaintance. Should you be observed to
notice him, and it is asked—*“ Who is that fellow?” you may wash your hands of the in-
famy of knowing him, by remarking, after some time for recollection, that you believe you
bought a pointer, or dogcart, or curricle of him. An American Guide oj 1808.

Il n the Eighties

If a stranger whom you do not know, and to whom you have had no introduction, takes
the liberty of asking you to drink wine with him, refuse at once, positively and coldly, to
prove that you consider it an unwarrantable freedom. And so it is.

Etiquette for Ladies and Gentlemen {English).

Wadding or stuffing should be avoided as much as possible. A little may be judiciously
used to round oft the more salient points of an angular figure, but when it is used for the
purpose of creating an cgrcgiously false impression of superior form, it is simply snobbish.

Etiquette for Gentlemen.

£

At the A merican Capital

Drawing-rooms frequently contain paintings and statuary, and a cabinet for bijouterie,
or small articles of value. There is no impropriety in looking at these, as they are placed
there for that purpose. Besides, they are frequently suggestive of topics of conversation.

A lady may with propriety call the attention of her visitors to any article of this kind
not on account of its price, which would display vulgarity, but of its beauty or rarity, which
would manifest taste. Etiquette at Washington.

£

W hen the A ristocrats Picnicked

The choice of a spot is a matter of great consequence, and one should be selected where
there is a certainty of shade, as it is impossible to hold up a parasol during luncheon, and
nothing is more uncomfortable for a lady than to be exposed to a pitiless sun. . . . Care
should also be taken to see that the guests are not seated upon an ant-hill, and there is no
1wasps’ nest in the immediate vicinity, though no precaution will absolutely prevent these
inconvenient insects making their way to the fruit, and bringing discomfort and annoy-
ance with them.

It is also somewhat perplexing in the matter of costume, as the suitable for a picnic
is hardly suitable for a dance, while a toilette pretty enough for the evening is sadly out of
place where there is any prospect of scrambling among ruins or visiting waterfalls or damp
wood-paths. . .. It is not necessary for gentlemen to wear frock-coats and tall hats, as
for the more formal festivities of garden or archery parlies. Shooting-coats and wide-
awakes are quite permissible at a picnic.

Nothing is in worse taste than the common habit among some fast young ladies, of
treating their chaperon as an irksome incumbrance, to whom no attention or deference is
due. It might perhaps surprise them to know that the inference drawn by gentlemen
from their conduct is that the restraints of propriety are irksome to them, and that their
names arc apt to be mentioned lightly in consequence.

The Manners of the Aristocracy. By One of Themselves. (About 1885).

£

Beginning at the Beginning

“What is the proper colour for boy babies? 1 want to make a little sweater for a baby
that has just arrived. ”
Blue is for boys; pink for girls. Lilian ErcnLER (1924).



McWilliams and the
Lihtnin®

By MARK TWAIN

ELL, Sir

—con-

tinued

Mr. Mc-

Williams,

for this was not the be-

ginning of his talk—

the fear of lightning is

one of the most dis-
tressing infirmities a human being can be
afflicted with. Itis mostly confined towomen;
but nowand Lhen you find it in a little dog,
and sometimes ina man. It isa particularly
distressing infirmity, for the reason that it
takes the sand out of a person to an extent
which no other fear can, and it can’t be
reasoned with, and neither can it be shamed
out of a person. A woman who could face
the very devil himself—or a mouse— loses
her grip and goes all to pieces in front of a
flash of lightning. Her fright is something

pitiful to see.

Well, as | was telling you, | woke up, with
that smothered and unbeatable cry of

“ Mortimer! Mortimer!” wailing in my
ears; and as soon as | could scrape my
faculties together | reached over in the
dark and then said:

“ Evangeline, is that you calling? What
is the matter? Where are you?”

“ Shut up in the boot-closet. You ought

to be ashamed to lie there and sleep so, and
such an awful storm going on.”

“Why, how can one be ashamed when he
is asleep? It is unreasonable; a man can'l
be ashamed when he is asleep, Evangeline.”

“You never try, Mortimer—you know
very well you never try.”

I caught the sound of muffled sobs.

That sound smote dead the sharp speech
thatwas on my lips, and | changed it to-———--

“1'm sorry, dear— I 'm truly sorry. | never
meant to act so. Come back and------ "

“ Mortimer!”

“ Heavens! what is the matter, my love?”

“ Do you mean to say you are in that bed
yet?”

“ Why, of course.”
“Come out of it
instantly. I should
think you would take
some liUlc care of your
life, for my sake and
the children’s, if you
will not for your own.”
“ But, my love------ ”
“Don’t talk to me, Mortimer. You know
there is no place so dangerous as a bed in
such a thunderstorm as this—all the books
say that; yet there you would lie, and
deliberately throw away your life—for
goodness knows what, unless for the sake of
arguing, and arguing, and------ "
“But, confound it, Evangeline, 1'm not in
the bed now. [|'m--—-—- "
[Sentence interrupted by a sudden glare
of lightning, followed by a terrified little

scream from Mrs. McWilliams and a
tremendous blast of thunder.)
“There! You see the result. Oh,

Mortimer, how can you be so profligate as
to swear at such a time as this?”

“1 didn't swear. And that wasn't a result
of it, anyway. It would have come, just the
same, if | hadn’t said a word; and you know
very well, Evangeline—at least, you ought
to know—that when the atmosphere is
charged with electricity------ "

“ Oh, yes; now argue it, and argue it, and
argue it.— 1 don’t see how you can act so
when you know there isnota lightning-rod on
the place, and your poor wife and children
are absolutely at the mercy of Providence.
What are you doing?— lighting a match at
such a time as this! Are you stark mad?”

“Hang it, woman, where’s the harm?
The place is as dark as the inside of an
infidel, and-----—- "

“Put it out! put it out instantly! Are
you determined to sacrifice us all? You
know there is nothing attracts lightning like
a light. [Pzll—crask"boom— boloom-boom—
boom/] Oh, just hear it! Now you see what
you've donel”

61
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“No, | dont see what |’ve done. A
match may attract lightning, for all 1 know,
but it don't cause lightning—I Il go odds on
that. And it didn’t attract it worth a cent
this lime; for if that shot was levelled at my
match, it was blessed poor marksmanship—
about an average of none out of a possible
million, | should say. Why, at Dollymount
such marksmanship as that-——- 7

“For shame, Mortimer! Here we are
standing right in the very presence of death,
and yet in so solemn a moment you are
capable of using such language as that. If
you have no desire to—Mortimer!”

“Well?”

“Did you say your prayers to-night?”

“ |—l—meant to, but | got to trying to
cipher out how much twelve times thirteen
is, and---—-- 7

[Fzt!—boom- berroom- boom! bumble- umble
bang-sm ash ]

“Oh, we are lost, beyond all help! How
could you neglect such a thing at such a
time as this?”

“But it wasnt 'such a time as this.’
There wasn’t a cloud in the sky. How could
I know there was going to be all this rumpus
and pow-wow about a little slip like that?
And | don’t think it’s just fair for you to
make so much out of it, anyway, seeing it
happens so seldom; | haven’t missed before
since | brought on that earthquake, four
years ago.”

“Mortimer 1 How you talk! Have you
forgotten the yellow-fever?”

“My dear, you are always throwing up
the yellow-fever to me, and | think it is
perfectly unreasonable. You can’t even
send a telegraphic message as far as Mem-
phis without relays, so how is a little
devotional slip of mine going to carry so far?
I’Ustand the earthquake, because it was in
the neighbourhood; but I'll be hanged if
I’'m going to be responsible for every
blamed----- 7

\Fzt f — boom
BANG!1

“Oh, dear, dear, dear! 1 know it struck
something, Mortimer. We never shall see
the light of another day; and if it will do
you any good to remember, when we are

beroom-hoom ! boom. —

gone, that your dreadful language—
Mortimer!”

“Well! What now?”

“Your voice sounds as if— Mortimer,

are you actually standing in front of that
open fireplace?”

“That is the very crime | am com-
mitting.”

“ Get away from it this moment! You do
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seem determined to bring destruction on us
all. Don’t you know that there is no better
conductor for lightning than an open
chimney? Now where have you got to?”

“1’m here by the window.”

“Ob, for pity's sake! have you lost your
mind? Clear out from there, this moment!
The very children in arms know it is fatal to
stand near a window in a thunder-storm.
Dear, dear, | know | shall never see the light
of another day! Mortimer!”

“Yes.”

“What is that rustling?”

“It’s me.”

“What are you doing?”

“Trying to find the upper end of my
pantaloons.”

“Quick! throw those things away! | do
believe you would deliberately put on those
clothes at such a time as this; yet you know
perfectly well that all authorities agree that
woollen stuffs attract lightning. Oh, dear,
dear, it isn’t sufficient that one’s life must
be in peril from natural causes, but you must
do everything you can possibly think of to
augment the danger. Oh, don't sing! What
can you be thinking of?”

“ Now where’s the harm in it?”

“Mortimer, if | have told you once, |
have told you a hundred times, that singing
causes vibrations in the atmosphere which
interrupt the flow of the electric fluid, and—
What on earth are you opening that
door for?”

“ Goodness gracious, woman, is there any
harm in that?”

“Harm? There’ death in it. Anybody
that has given this subject any attention
knows that to create a draught is to invite
the lightning. You haven’t half shut it;
shut it light—and do hurry, or we are all
destroyed. Oh, it is an awful thing to be
shut up with a lunatic at such a lime as
this. Mortimer, what are you doing?”

“Nothing. Just turning on the water.
This room is smothering hot and close. |
want to bathe my face and hands.”

“You have certainly parted with the
remnant of your mind! Where lightning
strikes any other substance once, it strikes
water fifty times. Do turn it off. Oh, dear,
I am sure that nothing in this world can
save us. It does seem to me that—Morti-
mer, what was that?”

“It was a da—it was a picture. Knocked
it down.”

“Then you are close to the wall! | never
heard of such imprudence! Don’t you

know that there’s no better conductor for
lightning than a wall? Come away from
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there! And you came as near as anything
to swearing, too. Oh, how can you he so
desperately wicked, and your family in such
peril? Mortimer, did you order a feather
bed, as | asked you to do?”

"No. Forgot it.”

"Forgot it! It may cost you your life.
If you had a feather bed now, and could
spread it in the middle of the room and lie
on it, you would be perfectly safe. Come in
here—come quick, before you have a chance
to commit any more frantic indiscretions.”

| tried, but the little closet would not
hold us both with the door shut, unless we
could be content to smother. | gasped
awhile, then forced my way out. My wife
called out:

"Mortimer, something must be done for
your preservation. Give me that German
book that is on the end of the mantelpiece,
and a candle; but don’t light it; give me a
match; | will light it in here. That book
has some directions in it.”

I got the book—at cost of a vase and
some other brittle things; and the madam
shut herself up with her candle. | had a
moment’s peace; then she called out:

"Mortimer, what was that?”

"Nothing but the cat.”

"The call Oh, destruction! Catch her,
and shut her up in the washstand. Do be
quick, love; cats are full of electricity. |
just know my hair will turn white with this
night’s awful perils.”

I heard the muffled sobbings again. But
for that, | should not have moved hand or
foot in such a wild enterprise in the dark.

However, | went at my task—over
chairs, and against all sorts of obstructions,
all of them hard ones, too, and most of
them with sharp edges—and at last |1 got
kilty cooper! up in the commode, at an
expense of over four hundred dollars in
broken furniture and shins. Then these
muffled words came from the closet:

"1t says the safest thing is to stand on a
chair in the middle of the room, Mortimer;
and the legs of the chair must be insulated
with non-conductors. That is, you must
set the legs of the chair in glass tumblers.
(Fa// — boom — bang! — smash!) Oh, hear
that! Do hurry, Mortimer, before you are
struck.”

I managed to find and secure the tumblers.
I got the last four—broke all the rest. |
insulated the chair legs, and called for
further instructions.

"Mortimer, it says, ‘Wahrend eines
Gaviiters entferne man Metulle, wie z. B.,
Ringe, Uhren, Schliissel, etc., von sich und

03

halle sich auch nicht an solchen SkUen auf,
wo vicle Metalle bei einander Uegen, oder
mil andern Kdrpern verbunden sind, wic an
llerden, Oefen, Eisengitlern u. dgl.” What,
does that mean, Mortimer? Does it mean
that you must keep metals about you, or
keep them away from you?”

“Wed, | hardly know. It appears to be
a little mixed. AIll German advice is more
or less mixed. However, 1 think that that
sentence is mostly in the dative case, with a
little genitive and accusative sifted in, here
and there, for luck; so | reckon it means
that you must keep some metals about you.”

"Yes, that must be it. It stands to
reason that it is. They are in the nature of
lightning-rods, you know. Put on your
fireman’s helmet, Mortimer; that is mostly
metal.”

I gotit, and put it on—a very heavy and
clumsy and uncomfortable thing on a hot
night in a close room. Even my night-dress
seemed to be more clothing than I strictly
needed.

"Mortimer, 1 think your middle ought to
be protected. Won’t you buckle on your
militia saber, please?”

I complied.

“Now, Mortimer, you ought to have some
way to protect your feet. Do please put
on your spurs. ”

| did it—in silence—and kept my temper
as well as I could,

"Mortimer, it says. ‘Das Gemtler lauten
ist sehr gefiihrlich, well die Glocke selbst,
sowie dcr durch das Lauten verdnlasste
Luflzug und die Uohe des Tkurmes den
Blitz anziehen kbnnlen." Mortimer, does
that mean that it is dangerous not to ring
the church bells during a thunder-storm?”

“Yes, it seems to mean that—if that is
the past participle of the nominative case
singular, and | reckon it is. Yes, | think it
means that on account of the height of the
church tower and the absence of Luflzug it
would be very dangerous (sehr gefdhrlich)
not to ring the bells in time of a storm; and,

moreover, don’t you sec, the very
wording----- 7
“Never mind that, Mortimer; don’t

waste the precious time in talk. Get the
large dinner-bell; it is right there in the
hall. Quick, Mortimer, dear; we are almost
safe. Oh, dear, | do believe we are going
to be saved, at last!”

Our little summer establishment stands
on top of a high range of hills, overlooking
a valley. Several farm-houses are in our
neighbourhood—the nearest some three or
four hundred yards away.
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Wien |, mounted on the chair, had been
clanging that dreadful bell a matter of
seven or eight minutes, our shutters were
suddenly torn open from without, and a
brilliant bull’s-eye lantern was thrust in at
the window, followed by a hoarse inquiry:

“What in the nation is the matter here?”

The window was full of men’s heads, and
the heads were full of eyes that stared
wildly at my night-dress and my warlike
accoutrements.

| dropped the bell, skipped down from
the chair in confusion, and said:

“There is nothing the matter, friends—
only a little discomfort on account of the
thunder-storm. | was trying to keep off
the lightning.”

“Thunder-storm? Lightning? Why, Mr.
McWilliams, have you lost your mind?
It is a beautiful starlight night; there has
been no storm.”

I looked out, and | was so astonished |
could hardly speak for a while. Then |
said:
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“1 do not understand this. We distinctly
saw the glow of the flashes through the
curtains and shutters, and heard the
thunder. ”

One after another of those people lay
down on the ground to laugh—and two of
them died. One of the survivors remarked:

“Pity you didn’t think to open your
blinds and look over to the top of the high
hill yonder. What you heard was cannon;
what you saw was the flash. You see, the
telegraph brought some news, just at
midnight; Garfield's nominated—and that's
what’s the matter!”

Yes, Mr. Twain, as | was saying in the
beginning (said Mr. McWilliams), the
rules for preserving people against lightning
are so excellent and so innumerable that
the most incomprehensible thing in the
world to me is how anybody ever manages
to get struck.

So saying, he gathered up his satchel and
umbrella, and departed; for the train had
reached his town.

Reproaches to a Dissipated Student
(Egyptian—About 1300 B, C,j

mi{EY tell me that thou forsakest books

A And givest thyself up to pleasure

Thou goest from street to street;

Every evening the smell of beer,

The smell of beer, frightens people away from thee,
It bringetb thy soul to ruin.

Thou art like a broken helm,

That obeyeth on neither side.

Thou art as a shrine without its god,
As a house without bread.

Thou art met climbing the walls,
And breaking through the palings:

People flee from thee,

Thou strikest them until they are wounded.

Oh, that thou didst know that wine is an abomination,
And that thou wouldst forsake the Shedch drink 1

That thou wouldst not put cool drinks within thy heart,
That thou wouldst forget the Tenreku.

But now thou art taught to sing to the flute,
To recite to the pipe
To intone to the lyre
To sing to the harp,
faml generally to lead a life of dissipation.!



wo Slaps In the Face

By FRANZ MOLNAR

CA

A Budapest sireel at two o'clock of a sunny
autumn afternoon, Jules and Alfred are
walking home from school, carrying their
books under their arms. Neither is quite
seventeen.

Jules—You haven't said a word for ten
minutes.

Alfred—No.

Jules—Don't you feel well?

Alfred—I’m all right.

Jules—You have been depressed all day.

Alfred—Yes. . . . I'm depressed.

Jutes—Why?

Alfred—Because women are so deceit-
ful. (There is a pause.)

Jules—You mean Vilma?

arrrea —Of course. . . . Vilma.
else? (Anether pause.)

Jules—What has she done?

Alfred—She hasn’t done anything spe-
cial. She is deceitful, that’s all. Women
are all alike.

Jutes—What happened, anyhow?

Alrfred—You know that water tower on
Marguerite Island?

Jut.es—Yes.

Arfred—Lots of fellows and girls meet
there in the evening. She and | used to
meet there too.

Jules—At the water tower?

Alfred—Yes. At six every afternoon.
She'd say she had a music lesson, and 17d
say | was going to the library, and wed
meet at the tower and go walking under the
trees as all lovers do . . only ours was
an innocent affair, for | never even kissedher
because she was afraid someone might see
us. No, I'd only take her arm, and we’d
walk along and talk about the future . . .
when we’d be married, and things like that.
And sometimes wed quarrel about her
music teacher. | was a little jealous of him.

Who
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I tried to make Vilma jealous, too, but she'd
never show her jealousy. She’s too clever.
But she loves me--—-

Jules—Yes, but what happened?

Alfred—I’m coming to that. ... So
we always met at the water tower until one
day her mother intercepted a letter. . . .
It was my own fault. | didn’t have to
write a letter at all, much less put the water
tower in it. | could have written “the
usual place,” but, like a fool, I wrote “the
water tower.” . . Well, her mother in-
tercepted the letter but never said a wrnrd
to Vilma about it. And the next afternoon
she watches Vilmatying a new hair ribbon in
a double bow, and when Vilma says “ Music
lesson” she pretends to believe her and lets'
her go without a word. But she follows her.
You see?

Jules—Oh!

Alfred—It was terrible. There | stood
in front of the tower, never suspecting a
thing. And Vilma came up. “Hello!”
“Hello!” we said to each other, and arm
in arm we walked toward the trees. | asked
her if she loved me, and she said of course
she did. | asked her if she loved me very
much, and she said very much. | said, “I
adore you.” And she said, “Not as much
as | adore you.” Isaid: “Itis impossible for
auyone to be adored as much as | adore
you.” And at that moment her mother
rushes up like a bull.

Jutes—How do you mean—Ilike a bull?

Airfred—Like a female bull. She rushed
up and planted herself in front of us. |
felt like running away, but I couldn’t leave
Vilma alone in trouble. . She just
stood there glaring at both of us. She never
said a word to me. She couldn’t;she doesn’t
know me. But she grabbed hold of Vilma,
and shrieked: *“So this is your music
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lesson! So this is why you put a new ribbon
in your hair!” Poor Vilma couldn’t say
a word. She only stood there, trembling.
Then suddenly that wild bull of a mother
raised her hand, and, before | could prevent
it, she gave Vilma a slap in the face .

an awful slap in the face.

Jules—In the face?

Airfred—Right in the face! And before
I could say a word she had grabbed Vilma
by the hand and led her away. There |
stood looking after them. | can’t explain
to you how badly | felt. But | loved Vilma
more than ever, because | knew how
humiliated she must feel, having her face
slapped like that in my presence. So | went
home.

Jules—Is that all?

Arfred—No. The worst is yet to come.
Next day | wrote to Vilma, asking her to
meet me at the tower on Thursday. |
reasoned it would be safer than ever now,
because, after what bad happened, her
mother would never suppose she’d meet me
again,

Jules—Did she come?

Airfred—Certainly she came. She cried
as if her heart would break. | knew shed
be humiliated. She kept repeating over and
over again: “If she only hadn’t done it in
front of you! If she had slapped me at
home | wouldn’t have minded half as much.”
Nothing | could say seemed to console her.
Vilma is an awfully proud girl. She didn’t
stay very long. She had to go home. And
as | was going home myself, an idea came
to me.

Jules—What was that?

Alfred—An idea of how to make it up
to her for the slap she got on my account.

Jules—How?

Airfred—If | hadn’t written that stupid
letter her mother would never have slapped
her in my presence. Well, the only way to
make it up to her was to have my father

slap me in her presence. Do you see?
Jules—No.
Alfred—Very simple. | wrote my

father an anonymous letter in a disguised
hand. “ Dear Sir, Every day at six your
son meets a girl at the water tower on
Marguerite Island. If you don’t believe me,
go there, and watch for him, and box the
young scoundrel’s ears as he deserves.”
Signed, “A Friend.”

Jutes—Did you send it to him?

Arfred—=Certainly. That suggestion
about boxing the young scoundrel’s ears
wasn’t strictly necessary. | know my
father pretty well; and | was almost cer-
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tain that, if he caught me, he’d hit me of his
own accord. But | had to make absolutely
sure, so as to be even with Vilma. She gets
one from her mother as a lady; | get one
from my father as a gentleman; then there
is no reason for her to feel humiliated any
(Ijonger. Wasn'’t that the chivalrous thing to
0?

J utes—Absolutely.

Alfred—A gentleman coutd do no less.

Jules—No.

Alfred—I| sent the letter, and | could
see in father’s face that he got it all right.
He kept his eye on me all afternoon, and at
quarter to six, when | was going out, he
asked me where. | said: “To the library.”
And, sure enough, when | left the house he
followed me, keeping about a block behind
on the other side of the street. | was
pleased. | reach the tower and | wait.
Father came up on the other side and hid
himself among the trees. | pretended not to
see him. In about five minutes Vilma came.
“Hello!” “Hello!” we said to each other.
“How are you? . . Do you love me?

.| love you.” 1 took her arm
and led her toward the trees. And when we
get there the old man pounces down on me.
“Library, eh? You young scamp!” He
gives me a choice line of language and
before he had finished—exactly as | had
planned it—he gives me a nice ringing slap
on the face with his open hand. “Come
along now!” he roars, and leads me away.
But as we went he raised his hat politely
to Vilma. It was a courteous act.- | re-
spect him for it.

Jules—Yes, it was.

Alfred—The next day | meet Vilma
again. What do you suppose she does?
She laughs at me.

Jules—Laughs?

Alfred—Laughs! . . . She said the
expression on my face when father slapped
me was the most comical thing she had
ever seen. And she began laughing all over
again. . . . Then | told her how | bad
planned the whole thing myself. | showed
her a copy of the letter, and explained how
I had humiliated myself to make it up to
her for her own humiliation, and that it was
nothing to laugh about; but she only went
on laughing and laughing like a silly fool.
And when | reproached her she said: *“I
can’t help it. Since | saw your father slap
you | can’t respect you any more.”

Jules—Is that what she said?

Alfred—Would you believe it? . .
Yes. I felt my face getting redder
and redder. | couldn’t say another word.



The Riddling Knight

And when she saw how humiliated | was,
she became a bit sorry for me. “If you
knew how ridiculous you looked when he
slapped you,” she explained. “It’s no use
for me to try ever to love you again. |
couldnt. I'm quite disillusioned.” Then
she started giggling all over again, and |
walked away. | can still hear her laughing.

Jutes—And now it’s all over?

Arfred—All over. (There is a pause.)

Jules—She’s not worth grieving about.
She’s fickle.

like

Alfred—They’re all that. . . .
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What’s the use of being chivalrous? You
let yourself be slapped in the face for them,
and they only laugh at you.

Jutes—You'd think she’d love you all the
more after a sacrifice like that.

Alfred—Yes, that’s the baffling part of
it. After her wild mother slapped her |
loved her more than ever before . . . and
respected her more, too. But she—she—
It’s so unreasonable! | don’t understand
it at all.

Jutes—Neither do I. (They walk on,
shaking their heads dolefully.)

The Riddling Knight

'THERE were three sisters fair and bright,
Jennifer, Gentle and Rosemary,
And they three loved one valiant knight—
As the derw (lies over the mulberry tree.

AN

The eldest sister let him in,
And barr’d the door with a silver pin.

The second sister made his bed,
And placed soft pillows under bis head.

v

The youngest sister that same night
Was resolved for to wed wi’ this valiant
knight.
\Y

“If you can answer questions three,
0 then, fair maid, I’ll marry wi’ thee.W

\4

“ O what is louder nor a horn,
Or what is sharper nor a thorn?

Vi

“Or what is heavier nor the lead,
Or what is better nor the bread?

VIl
“Or what is longer nor the way,
Or what is deeper nor the sea?”—
TY

O shame is louder nor a hom,
And hunger is sharper nor a thorn.

X

“O sin is heavier nor the lead,
The blessing’s better nor the bread.

X1

“O the wind is longer nor the way,
And love is deeper nor the sea.”

X1l

[“You have answer’d aright my questions
three.]
Jennifer, Gentle and Rosemary.
And now, fair maid, I'’ll marry wi’ thee,
As the dawflies over the mulberry tree."
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O"Nodle of Monsieur Gaillard

By THOMAS

in Heaven! Monsieur is

of his reason!” Cesarine,

cur Gaillard’s housc-

, uttered these words

astonishment and also
with asperity. As though invoking the
help of the saints of Heaven, she raised her
hands.

Toward Monsieur Gaillard the attitude
of Cesarine at all times was monitorial.
Having carried him in her arms in baby-
hood, she had privileges. As the head of
his comfortable little establishment in Paris
—he had brought her up from Loheac, his
excellent estate in vines in the Midi, to
take charge of it—she had rights. Thai
her cookings were as of Paradise could not
be questioned. That her temper was as of
a region antipodal to Paradise could not be
denied. Between herself and her master
there was so strong a friendship that its
most frequent manifestation was open war.

In effect, the scene that Cesarine beheld
seemed to justify her discourteous assertion
and to warrant her invocation of saintly aid.

Seated at his own dining-table was
Monsieur Gaillard. In the centre of the
table—covered with a green cloth and not
laid for a meal—was a large urn-like soup-
tureen of elegant design. Standing upon
the cover of the tureen, and retaining with
difficulty his position upon that slippery*
height, was a black poodle: his head up-
raised and his mouth wide open, as though—
as was the fact—in the act of uttering a
formidable howl. Being a housekeeper
with a high sense of her responsibilities,
and a woman of such undauntable neatness
that she would not have hesitated to rebuke
an untidy archangel, it was the desecration
of the best soup-turcen that reasonably
aroused Cesarine’s wrath.

Monsieur Gaillard started, guiltily. His
back was toward the door, and the door had
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been opened with so considerate a gentleness
that his first knowledge of Cesarine’s undc-
sired presence was conveyed to him in her
remonstrant words. The poodle, taking
advantage of the diversion, slid down
gladly from his bad eminence and jumped
Eronlg the table to the floor with a cheerful
ark.

“ Monsieur perhaps will have the good-
ness to explain his childish folly?” observed
Cesarine stiffly.

“With willingness, my good Cesarine,”
Monsieur Gaillard replied; but in a tone
that had not willingness as its dominant
note. “ As thou knowest, this faithful ani-
mal is the only creature in the world who
has for me an unswerving affection----- ”

“ Monsieur pays me a compliment upon
my long years of devotion. He will be
pleased to accept my thanks!” By.way of
emphasizing her devotion, Cesarine glared.

“Truly, truly, my good Ce6sarine, thy
affection for me is above praise. But even
thou thyself must admit that it is of a brit-
tleness—that thy manifestations of it most
often take the form of a reproof and a
frown. But | will put the case in different
words. Pierrot has an affection for me
that in all seasons is persistent and unques-
tioning. | am teaching, therefore, that
wholly loyal animal to sit lamenting upon
my tomb: into which—broken-hearted by
thou knowest what perfidy—I shall descend
at no distant day!” Monsieur Gaillard
lowered his voice to a key of becoming
melancholy as he uttered, appealingly,
these dismally prophetic words.

Cesarine refused to respond to his appeal.
With a coldness she replied, questioningly:
“Monsieur then has the intention to be
reduced to soup, and to go down into his
tomb in the soup-tureen? This is a new
arrangement. Repeatedly he has informed
me that it was his purpose to go down into
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his tomb roasted- Truly, if Monsieur
desires to enter Eternity through the
kitchen, | venture to advise him to adhere
to his roasting plan.”

“ My roasting plan, as thou so unfeelingly
callest it, Cfearinc, has not been aban-
doned. | shall be cremated, as | often have
told thee, and my ashes will be deposited in
a silver urn.  This urn will be placed in the
niche already prepared for it in my library.
On it will be engraved the touching inscrip-
tion: ‘He died of a broken heart!””

“Has Monsieur arranged that the num-
ber of years shall be stated during which
the breaking of his heart has proceeded?
To my own knowledge more than a score
have passed since—because of that minx—
it had its beginning; and even yet—Mon-
sieur now being turned of forty-five,
though | will do him the justice to say that
he does not look it—I venture to assert
that the process is incomplete. But we
lose sight of the main matter. | would
ask again: Why is this unclean animal per-
mitted to associate himself with my best
tureen?”

“Putting aside the fact—that no one
knows better than thyself, who thyself
saw to it that he was washed but this very
morning—that Pierrot is of a cleanli-
ness— ”

“Cleanliness sufficing to justify associa-
tion with a soup-tureen is impossible for
any dog!” Cé&arine interrupted hotly.

"Putting that aside, | say,” continued
Monsieur Gaillard; “canst thou not per-
ceive, dull woman that thou art, that al-
ready thy question has been answered?
Have | not told thee that my ashes arc to
repose in a silver urn? Equally, have | not
told thee that | have been teaching Pierrot
to stand lamenting upon my tomb? The
matter explains itself. If Pierrot can
maintain himself upon this slippery vessel,
it follows that he easily can maintain him-
self—while howling appropriately—upon
my mortuary urn of silver: the top of which,
expressly to make more facile his act of
devotion, will be somewhat battened, and
so roughened with embossments that he
will have a hold for his claws. With my
nephew all is arranged.  Once a week, for so
long as the worthy animal lives, Pierrot
will be conducted to the library and en-
couraged to jump to the niche and thence
to mount upon the urn. There, for a rea-
sonable length of time, the faithful creature
will remain—uttering at intervals lament-
ing howls. Thus shall it be, Cesarine, when
I am but ashes, that one faithful heart—in
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contrast with the cruel heart that was un-
faithful-will mourn for me. Truly, it will
be a beautiful, a sacred rite that my poor
Pierrot will perform!”

Monsieur Gaillard for a moment main-
tained a sad silence. Then, quite cheer-
fully, he added: “ Now I will show thee how
well the good Pierrot has learned his new
trick—though trick is much too light a word
to apply to an act so animated with a pen-
sive tenderness.” And, Cuming to Pierrot,
he patted on the table and said encourag-
ingly: “Mount, good dog!”

“Monsieur will show me nothing of the
sort!” cried Cesarine sharply and strongly.
“The idea of it! To defile my superb
tureen with that abominable beast—and
before my very eyes! | shall place it in
hiding against such sacrilege. It will ap-
pear only on occasions of ceremony—
when even Monsieur will be compelled to
hold his follies in control!”

Accommodating her actions to her words,
Cesarine snatched up the tureen from the
table and—cherishing it in her arms pro-
tcctingly—bolted from the room.

Presently, presumably having placed the
tureen in safety, Cesarine returned. She
had the fighting blood of the South in her
veins, this excellent woman; and when that
blood fairly was up she was not content
with a fight that lasted through but a single
round.

“Having compelled Monsieur to come to
reason in the matter of dogs and vessels
belonging to the dinner,” she said reso-
lutely: “1 shall be glad to go more deeply
into that matter of his heartbreak. It is
a matter that—having heard overmuch
about it—I would wish to settle with him,
once and lor all. And, by Monsieur’s per-
mission, we will treat it seriously. At the
beginning we will grant that, other things
being equal, the marriage that was to make
Monsieur’s estate of Lohihic and the
Roustan estate of Clerensac all of one tenant
was reasonable.”

“That good project,” said Monsieur
Gaillard, speaking very earnestly, “was
deep in my father’s heart. He died la-
menting—and | live lamenting—that it was
not realized. It was well worth doing—
even at a cost!”

“But it was not worth doing,” C6sarine
continued, “at the cost of a marriage that
immediately would have repented itself;
and that, precisely, would have been its
cost had Monsieur married Mademoiselle
Angele Roustan. | will ask Monsieur to
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recall ibe bad tempers of that person even
when she was a very little girl—a chunky
little girl, with over-fat little legsand yellow
hair.”

“Thou art unjust to the poor Angele,
very unjust, Cesarine. Her bad tempers
were of ray making. Scamp that | was,
I would set Froufrou to snapping at those
plump legs of hers that I might enjoy her
terrors; that I might enjoy her pain, | would
pull her yellow hair! ”

“Monsieur’s conduct, perhaps, was not
wholly irreproachable. He was a boy—
and all boys are imps of Satan. But how
was she later; when she came to be a young
lady—always a romantic silliness, and al-
ways of a pig-headedness that made her
sullen when she was contradicted and
furious when she was crossed? Does Mon-
sieur recall the sentimental follies that came
of her convent readings—and her absurd
demands? ”

“l remember,” Monsieur Gaiilard smiled
a little, “that she wanted me to kill a
dragon for her. Bui that was earlier—
after her nurse had told her the story of
the Tarasque.”

“1 do not refer to that period, as Monsieur
well knows. | refer to the time when
Monsieur had completed his course at
Montpellier and was come home again—to
be immediately married, as we all believed
—and she declared that he must ask to be
called to the colours of his regiment anti go
for a while and fight black men in .Africa,
in order to make himself worthy of her
by heroic deeds; and then, when he prop-
erly refused to do anything so crazy, fell
into one of her rages and called him a
coward.”

“That is not a pleasant thing to remem-
ber.” Monsieur Gaiilard spoke gravely.
“1t was then that the breaking of my heart
began."

“Monsieur is asked to keep in mind that
we now are talking seriously. His heart,
as he well knows, never was even near
breaking. He has played with that fancy
because his nature is whimsical—and it has
served him as an excellent excuse when at
first his good parents, and later his friends,
have urged him to range himself by marry-
ing: a state for which 1 am of the opinion,
based on knowledge, that he has little
aptitude and absolutely no desire.”

Cesarine undoubtedly knew much that
justified this assertion. In spite of herself,
as she made it, she smiled. Monsieur Gail-
laird, knowing her knowledge, openly
laughed.
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“With Monsieur’s permission, then,”
she resumed, “we will leave the broken
heart out of the question. But Monsieur
has reason in saying that when his refusal
was given to that silly fancy, a most just
refusal, the end had its beginning. His
heart was not broken, but it was hurt; and
the hurt was deepened by the sudden anger
that met his refusal—and that continued
after it until the end came. For me, | am
assured that the head of that young lady
had maggots in it. Nothing less explains!”

“She certainly had peculiarities,” Mon-
sieur Gaiilard admitted.

“Beyond a question, she did have pe-
culiarities!” said Cesarine with emphasis.
“What a life she must have led that poor
Monsieur Beaumelle—whom she married in
her spiteful anger, and whom she so soon
harried into his grave! Monsieur certainly
has no need to be heartbroken because it
was not on his own back that her blows fell!
And observe what has come of it all! By
her absences and her bad managings she
has made ricochets of Clerensac—until,
they say, the vines are near ruined, That
part saddens me: when | think of how
Monsieur, by his cares and his sagacities,
would have grown on those vines—as on his
own of Loheac—harvests of grapes which
would have yielded streams of gold. Killing
dragons and fighting black men, indeed, for
such a woman! Even at the cost of losing
Clerensac, Monsieur has made a good
escape. | give him my felicitations with
my whole heart!”

Cesarine drew a long breath, and for
a moment was silent—while she enjoyed the
feeling of conscious rectitude that attends
upon one who has cleared the air by exhibit-
ing unpleasant facts bared to their very
bones. But the affair of the tureen still
rankled, and her moral yet remained to be
applied.

“And now | would have Monsieur to
understand,” she resumed, speaking in a
strong voice, “that this matter of his
broken heart—while a fancy that he is free
to play with in any harmlessly foolish fash-
ion that pleases him—never again is to be
made an excuse for such disgraces as he and
Pierrot together have put upon propriety
to-day. Pierrot, at the best, is filled to
suffocation with desires to commit unimag-
inable sinnings.  If my back is turned upon
him for but one single instant—and he
watches for that instant—he delights in oc-
cupying himself in malignant crimes. It is
enough that my life should be made a bur-
den to me by interminable iniquities of his
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own devising; it is far too much—far more
than | will put up with—that Monsieur
should set him to the doing of even viler
acts of wickedness than come from the con-
ceivings of his own evil heart. Solemnly,
then, | warn Monsieur that this odious
scene must not he repeated. Solemnly | tell
him that if again he mixes his revolting dog
with my dishes it must be over my dead
body—and even my dead body will thrill
with a just horror if over it such profligate
pollutions occur!”

Having thus delivered herself, in a man-
ner that left Monsieur Gaillard crushed by
the logic of her argument and stunned by
the energy of her climax, Cesarine retired
in good order to the Kitchen; proudly
conscious that in this battle of her own
inviting she had driven home a victorious
charge.

So far as they concerned Monsieur Gail-
lard’s supposititious heartbreak, Cesarinc’s
several assertions—while perhaps a little
warped by her prejudices—essentially were
statements of fact. So far as they con-
cerned the iniquities of Pierrot, less can be
said—since in making them her prejudices
fairly had carried her away.

That Pierrot had a hatful of impish traits
is undeniable—he would not have been
a poodle without them. But they far were
outweighed—save in the estimation of
Cesarine, upon whom for the most part they
were practised—by his many interesting
and engaging amiabilities. In addition to
being a dog of a most loving and lovable
nature, he was the possessor of such rare
intelligence that he easily had acquired an
extraordinarily varied equipment of elegant
accomplishments—and so thoroughly that
prompting was unnecessary to assure their
display. Keeping them in his pocket, he
produced them of his own accord as occasion
required.

Thus, of a morning, it was his habit, un-
bidden, to enter his master’s chamber in the
immediate wake of his master’s coffee.
His entry was made on his hind legs. Be-
ing come to the center of the room, holding
himself always with a soldierly creclness,
be raised to his forehead his right paw. In
that military attitude of respect he re-
mained until his salute had been returned.
Then, with a genial bark by way of saying
good morning, he resumed the use of his
normal supply of legs and chased around
the room with great realism an imaginary
cat—a performance that was the more
interesting because it wholly was an inven-
tion of his own. As the spirit moved him,

other of his tricks were exhibited; and in
conclusion, walking on his hind legs and
carrying carefully in his mouth a saucer,
he solicited and received his rewarding
lumps of sugar: which he ate with such
nicety, after placing the saucer on the floor,
Ihat even Cesarine—who was not in accord
with this use of sugar—could not find re-
maining on the sedulously waxed tiles so
much as a single contaminating grain.

On the morning sequent to the affair of
the soup-tureen this pleasing ceremony was
cut to a shortness that was not at all to
Pierrot’s liking. Being an artist, he re-
spected his art and was pained when it was
slighted. The scant attention accorded to
him by Monsieur Gaillard hurt his feelings:
as lie made manifest by stopping in the
very act of standing on his head—his most
notable performance—and retiring to a
corner in a dignified sulk. Under ordinary
conditions Monsieur Gaillard would have
apologized; but on that particular morning
he was in very much of a hurry and had
matters of a gravity upon his mind. An
affair of importance with a wine-merchant—
an affair that for some time had been in
progress, and not in smooth progress—was
to be concluded within the next hour or
two. With his thoughts thus deeply en-
gaged, he made no more than a perfunctory
effort to soothe Pierrot’s hurt feelings; drank
his coffee in unseemly gulps, and hastened
away anxiously to the Halle aux Vins.

His return, some hours later, was of a
smiling Icisureliness. His affair with the
wine-merchant had been concluded to a
marvel—better than his expectations, better
even than his hopes. Feeling that he had
earned his breakfast, he looked forward to
eating that meal with a just pleasure—that
made him sniff eagerly at the agreeable
whiffs from it which came to him as he
opened his door. To his surprise, he was
not met at the door by Pierrot—whose
habit it was to welcome his returns punc-
tually, and to carry to his dressing-room his
cane and his gloves. But Pierrot’ derelic-
tion was put in the background by the odor
of the breakfast: which his nose informed
him was something out of the common—
as usually was the case on the mornings
following the evenings when Cesarine and
her master had been at odds. Hurrying
to his dressing-room, and thence to the
breakfast-table, he awaited his feast im-
patiently—yet even in his impatience noted
with satisfaction that the soup-tureen was
back in its place on the buffet. “Ah, the
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good Cesarine bears no malice,” he thought
kindly. “Peace is restored!”

Yet there was something in Cesarine’s
look and manner, as she brought the ome-
lette, that distinctly was disturbing. Her
movements were abrupt and awkward.
She had an evasive air—almost an air of
guilt. Beneath her eyes—which looked
everywhere but into Monsieur Gaillard’s
eyes—were dark marks. As she placed the
omelette on the tabic her hands trembled.
Positively, had she seasoned it with helle-
bore her manner could not have been more
odd!

“Clearly, peace is not restored,” was
Monsieur Gaillard’ interna! comment upon
these curious manifestations of Cesarine’s
mental uneasiness. But experience had
taught him that domestic crises of this na-
ture—rarely, however, of this intensity—
best were dealt with by ignoring them.
Pursuing, then, the laissez-faire policy, and
also touching on a matter that was begin-
ning to cause him some anxiety, his spoken
words were: “Where is Pierrot, my good
Cesarinc? He did not meet me at the door,
and he is not here to breakfast with me. |
offended him this morning. Has the brave
beast felt my rudeness so keenly that he
has become ill?”

“ | have no knowledge of Pierrot’s health,
Monsieur,” Cesarinc answered coldly, but
with a curious catch in her voice.

“But where is he? The tureen, X ob-
serve, is not locked up. Surely, in thy
anger, thou hast not locked up the dog?”

“ | have not locked up the dog, Monsieur.
As Monsieur knows, locking him up would
be useless. He is in league with the devil,
that animal! He can open all doors easily,
and even can turn keys.”

“It is thy own evil temper that should be
under lock and key,” said Monsieur Gail-
lard hotly; and more hotly added: *“ Bring
Pierrot to me without another single in-
stant of delay!”

Cesarine quailed for a moment. Then,
pulling herself together, she answered
stolidly: “It is impossible to comply with
Monsieur’s command. Pierrot is not in the
apartment, Pierrot has disappeared!”

Had the uneaten remnant of the ome-
lette suddenly transformed itself into a
bomb and exploded, Monsieur Gaillard
would not have been more effectually
stunned than he was by this doomful ut-
terance. Articulate speech was quite be-
yond his power.

Breaking the oppressive silence, Cesarinc
herself look the word. With head bowed
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down, and speaking in a strained voice that
lacked inflection—the voice that a mur-
deress would use in making her confession—
she continued: “It is not my fault, Mon-
sieur. The matter happened in this way:
Pierrot accompanied me this morning, as
always, when | went to make my market-
ings. As always, he carried the basket.
As always—disregarding the purity of my
basket, disregarding everything but lire
gratification of his own low desires for
amusement—he engaged himself in conver-
sation with every ill-conditioned cur that
we met upon the way. | will do him the
justice to say that it was in the company of
a dog of good breeding that he vanished:
the pug that the stout lady carried, and
that—almost as though she sought to at-
tract our Pierrot’s attention—she put down

out of her arms as he drew near. Naturally,
Pierrot----- 7
“Vanished? Stout lady? Pug? What

farrago is this, Cesarine? Art thou crazed? ”

In dull tones Cesarine went on: “The
stout lady with the pug, as | have told
Monsieur, was as though waiting for our
coming. On the instant that Pierrot en-
tered into the conversation with the pug—
Pierrot had run on ahead of me—she turned
a corner quickly. After her went the pug.
After the pug went Pierrot. When | came
to be arrived at the corner they all, as | say,
had vanished. Only my respectable basket,
lying abandoned in the gutter, remained.
In the whole street there was to be seen
nothing moving save a fiacre that was
driving rapidly away!”

“Well?” demanded Monsieur Gaillard
sternly.

“| called for Pierrot, Monsieur, cease-
lessly. My callings were unheeded. |
waited for his return with patience.”
Cesarine groaned,

“Well?” demanded Monsieur, still more
sternly.

Cesarine covered her fact with her apron
and gave vent to sobs. From beneath her
apron, in a voice that her sobs rendered al-
most inarticulate, she answered despair-
ingly: “ Monsieur, he did not return!”

.Stricken by those words of woeful finality
as by a thunderbolt, Monsieur Gaillard
clutched his forehead and uttered a lament-
able cry. Then, leaning forward upon the
breakfast-table—only by a hair’s breadth
escaping the omelette—he buried his face
in anguish in his hands!

Broken only by Cesarine’s snuffling sobs
—the emotion of Monsieur Gaillard was too
profound for audible expression—there
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rested during some heart-breaking moments
upon that chamber of desolation an ago-
nized silence. Then, suddenly, a bell rang
sharply—the bell of the outer door.

Monsieur Gaiilard, overwhelmed by his
grief, remained unmoved by this interrup-
tion. Cesarine, automatically responding
to the summons to discharge an every-day
duty, automatically went to the door and
opened it. Outside was a commission-
naire, holding in his hand a letter. “No
answer!” he said curtly, giving the letter to
Cesarine, and hurried down the stair. Evi-
dently, his instructions as to the delivery
of the letter must have been explicit—since
the whole of the address upon it, in a hand-
writing curiously cramped, was: “To Mon-
sieur the owner of Pierrot.”

For an instant Cesarine’s wits failed to
act. Then they overacted. *“Monsieur!
Monsieur!” she cried joyfully. “Pierrot
isnot lost. Here is a letter that he himself
has written to tell us where lie is!” And
under her breath she added: “He is capa-
ble of it, that animal—who is of the same
breast with the imps of sin!”

“Thou art demented, Cesarine,” Mon-
sieur Gaiilard answered shortly. But it
was with a thrill of hope, aroused by the
strange superscription, that he opened the
letter; and his hope grew stronger as he
read these cheering but somewhat cryptic
words: “With a friend no less faithfully
affectionate, Pierrot awaits here his mas-
ter's coming”—to which was added an
address in a street of a minor importance,
bul'of a conceded respectability, in the region
lying to the northwestward of the Arch.

Cesarine—persisting in the direction that
her overacting wits had taken—demanded
eagerly: “Where is he? What is it that
the brave beast tells of himself?”

“Imbecile woman!” Monsieur Gaiilard
responded discourteously. “Bring me at
once my hat and my gloves!” In another
instant, leaving his unfinished breakfast to
languish, he had departed on the wings of
the wind!

“It is a dog that Monsieur is in search
of?” said the concierge politely. *“Cer-
tainly. To the fourth, if Monsieur pleases.
I mvself will have the pleasure to sound the
bclh”

“To the fourth?” Monsieur Gaiilard
queried, a little doubtfully.

“To the fourth, if Monsieur pleases,”
the concierge repeated, and added: “ Mon-
sieur is expected. The door is directly at
the head of the stair.”

During his drive Monsieur Gaiilard had
had ample leisure—a Paris cab having little
in common with the wings of the wind on
which he had started—to read repeatedly
the curious letter that had sent him on his
quest; and with each reading of it the words
“with a friend no less faithfully affection-
ate” increasingly had aroused in him a curi-
osity that was not unmixed with doubt.
To the best of his knowledge, he had not in
all that quarter of the city even a remote
acquaintance—Ilet alone a faithfully affec-
tionate friend. There was a disquieting sug-
gestion of allurement in the phrase; and
this suggestion became stronger when he
found that his destination was an apart-
ment above and away from the street by
four flights of stairs. As he mounted those
stairs, with a cumulative slowness, he re-
gretted that he had neglected to bring with
him his cane.

Being arrived at last at the fourth floor,
he found the door of the stair-head held
open for him by an elderly maid-servant:
about whom there was something vaguely
familiar which gave him the feeling that
in another moment he would remember, and
would call her by, her name. That her
memory was more precise, and worked with
accuracy, was demonstrated by her words.
“Good day, Monsieur Gaiilard,” she said
with a smile of recognition and of welcome.
“Be good enough to enter. Madame in a
moment will attend.”

To his surprise, she did not speak in
French, but in the language d’oc of his own
Southern home. In this fact there seemed
to be a clue to his vague memories—but he
did not pursue it, because at that instant
there came from beyond a dosed door at
the end of the passage a volley of rejoicing
barks.

“Ah, the good beast!” said the maid-
servant. “He perceives that his master is
near him! | would release him at once to
happiness but for my commands. It is
Madame herself who would confer that
pleasure upon him—and upon Monsieur.”
While thus speaking, the maid-servant had
led Monsieur Gaiilard to the doorway of the
salon. “In but another moment Madame
will attend,” she repeated, standing aside
that he might enter—and so left him, closing
behind her the door.

After his pull up the stairs, Monsieur
Gaiilard thankfully seated himself—in an
exceptionally broad arm-chair, covered
with crimson plush and having on its back
a green tetiere embroidered energetically
with purple flowers—and with a natural
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interest looked around him. His first
glance assured him that his regrets for his
cane were needless.  Smilingly he perceived
that whatever dangers might lurk in that
highly emphasized little salon they were
not of the sort to be attacked with canes.

In its very essence the room was femi-
nine :crowdcd with knickknacks, obviously of
a souvenir type; cluttered with overloaded
little tables; the dominant pictures of a re-
ligious type; on ail the chair-backs poly-
chromatic discords done in crewels. Yet
the (hail's, oddly, were of an extraordinary
width and massiveness. Not one of them
but would have sustained uncomplainingly
an unusually broadly based anil very heavy
man. The scheme of colour—in the carpet,
the wall-paper, the curtains, the uphol-
stery, the crewel-work leUcres—was nothing
less than staggering. It was as though an
ill-made rainbow had exploded in a bad
dream. Yet this violet salon—while it
fairly set his teeth on edge—made a rem-
iniscent appeal to Monsieur Gaillard in
which was a note of pathos: turning his
thoughts—already bent in that direction by
the maid-servant’s use of his own home lan-
guage—to the many other like salons that
he had known so well, down there in the
Midi, when he was a boy.

The moment lengthened in which
Madame, the owner of this chatoyant apart-
ment, was to appear. With an interest
quickened by the stirring of his youthful
memories, Monsieur Gaillard arose from his
chair and began an inspection of the count-
less queer little objects—statuettes, carv-
ings, framed photographs, fantastic trifles
in bronze and glass and china—which were
strewn thickly about the room. It was an
inspection that by turns invited his smiles
and compelled his shudders—until, coming
to the mantel-shelf, both smiles and shud-
ders were submerged in the emotion incident
to a sharply startling surprise. In that
place of honour, as in a shrine, flanked on
the one side by a stuffed cat (presumably
a deceased pet), and on the other by a large
statuette of the Virgin of Lourdes, was a
silver-framed photograph of—himself!

But it was the himself of a far back, a
more than thirty years back, past. The
photograph, faded and dim, was acarte-dc-
visite—of the lime when the fashion set by
the Duke of Parma, having spent itself in
Paris, was regnant in the provinces—of a
curly-headed boy of twelve. He remem-
bered with a thrill his intense joy when it
was taken—down there in Cette, whither
he had been carried by his father, who had
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wine matters to attend to, as a reward for
having passed well his examinations for the
Lyc6e; and his pride, when he was come
home again to Lohfac, in leaving these
elegant proofs that he was a man of fashion
at the homes of his neighbouring friends.
That one of the little pictures should have
survived so long; that he should find it
amidst such grotesque surroundings; that
it so obviously was cherished as the greatest
treasure that the owner of that museum of
tawdry oddities possessed: all this made up a
triple marvel that fairly brought him to
a stand. And then a fourth dimension was
added to his wonder. As he held the little
picture in his hand, closely examining it
for some hint of its history, he heard pro-
nounced quaveringly—in a voice that
seemed to touch yet another deep chord of
memory—his own name: “ Gaston!”

Monsieur GaiHards nerves were tense.
He had had Iris fill of affronting surprises
and mysteries. On hearing his name spoken
so familiarly, in a voice vaguely recognized,
he sighed with relief. Confidently ex-
pecting that all the mysteries and surprises
immediately would be explained and ac-
counted for, he turned sharply—to behold,
standing in the doorway of the salon, a
lady upon whom he never consciously had
laid eyes! Algebraic concepts must be in-
voked to satisfy the situation. It was to the
fifth dimension that his bemazemcnl was
raised.

At least this unknown lady was in har-
mony with her environment—strikingly
so in the matter of the broad and massive
chairs. Her size—her width, to be pre-
cise—was prodigious. Exceptional though
they were in breadth and in strength, the
chairs had their work cut out for them.
Her colour-scheme .'was even more pro-
nounced than was that of the apartment.
In the case of the apartment, as has been
stated, it was as though an ill-made rain-
bow had exploded. In the case of the lady
it was as though two ill-made rainbows—
shattered by a collision with the irresistible
abundance of her person—had overflowed
her with incongruous hues. Her pris-
matic effect was not confined to her gar-
ments. The wide area of her billowy smil-
ing face, and the luxuriant circumferences
of her bared arms, were enriched warmly
with the first colour of the spectrum. The
third colour, somewhat dulled, coyly had
taken refuge in her hair. Her effect upon
Monsieur Gaillard—like that of the crewel-
work tfitieres—was to incline him at once
to shudder and to laugh.



The Poodle ofllonsieur Gaillard 75

Her smile faded as she perceived his look
of utter blankness. There was a note of
pain in her voice as she asked: "Dost thou
not know me, Gaston? Am | then so
changed?”

Disposed as he was to turn to ancient
memories, that sorrow-touched, familiar
voice of a sudden conjured up before him
a vision of a fat little girl whose yellow hair
he was pulling—and so put the key to the
puzzle in his hand. In place of the blank
look on his face came a look of recognition—
not joyful recognition, precisely; and in
a tone of surprisse—not joyful surprise,
precisely—he exclaimed: “Surely, it is
Madame Beaumelle!”

“Call me not by that haled name, on
which my young life was shipwrecked! To
tliec, Gaston, as always, | am Tittle
Ang&le'l”

Monsieur Gaillard, who was not desti-
tute of a sense of humour, politely concealed
by stroking his moustache the impolite ac-
tion of the muscles of his mouth: induced
by the reflection that, dimensionally, the
adjective was inappropriate; and that the
noun—as indicating resemblance to even
the Flemish type of angel—distinctly was
misapplied. But the essence of the appeal
—irrespective of its verbal inaccuracies—
caused him a certain embarrassment. Be-
ing of a cautious habit, and in possession of
a considerable store of worldly wisdom, a
suitable method of meeting this suddenly
presented sight draft on his sympathies—
even on his affections—did not instantly
frame itself in his mind.

Breaking the silence, that dragged a
little, the lady herself took the word.
“Thou art not angry with me, Gaston,”
she asked in a tone of coquettish plaintive-
ness, “for having contrived my little com-
edy to bring thee here? It was an inspira-
tion, my dog-stealing! At first I thought—
ah, for long | have thought—of writing
a letter asking thee to come to me. But
I knew too well that a letter would bring—
if it brought me anything—only a letter
inreply. In search of thy dog, to whom thy
heart is tender, | felt assured that thou
wouldst come thyself. | do not blame thee
for holding me as less than thy dog, Gaston.
Thou hast much to forgive me. | was cruel,
and | was false!”

Madame Bcaumelle made these self-
depreciatory statements mournfully. Hav-
ing made them, she paused and sighed. Her
sigh distinctly was interrogative—implying
that the opportunity to deliver a monologue
was not the first thing that she desired.

Indeed, common courtesy demanded that
Monsieur Gaillard should not remain in-
definitely silent. Nor did he. Being still
engaged in reflections prompted by caution
and worldly wisdom, his reply was a trifle
slow in coming, but it was marked by acu-
men when it came.

“Madame’s little comedy is delightful,”
he said, speaking in a tone of cheerfulness
that was in pronounced contrast with
Madame Bcaumelle’s tone of sorrow. “I
enjoy to the utmost her amusing contriv-
ings—so ingenious—so spiriluelle!  Bui,
surely, Madame will not transform her
comedy into a tragedy by truly stealing my
good Pierrot? She will give him back to
me? Indeed, | am sure of it. Eliso—I re-
member her name, now. She has aged,
yet | was sure that | knew her—promised
me as much when she met me at the door.”

It is possible that Madame Bcaumelle
was not wholly satisfied with Lhc direction
that Monsieur Gaillard was giving to the
conversation. Conceivably, she would have
been better pleased had he touched, even
bitterly, on the self-condemnatory remi-
niscent section of her remarks. Ilis com-
pliments upon her dog-stealing comedy un-
doubtedly were made with a grace—but he
had used them as a base for a much too
prompt reversion to the prosaic matter
of the stolen dog. However, Madame
Beaumelle herself was not without a certain
skill in directing conversation. Again she
gave matters a reminiscent turn.

“Be not afraid, Gaston,” she said sadly,
“thou shalt have back thy Pierrot. | have
no wish to make my comedy a tragedy.
For me, | have had enough of tragedy—
in the stinging sorrows of my own poor
heart! But hast thou no care to know—
before | return him to thee—what has be-
fallen me in all the years that have passed
since, by my own act of folly, the embilter-
ment of my life began?”

Assuredly, any other phase of antiquarian
research would have been more agreeable
to Monsieur Gaillard than that which
Madame Bcaumelle proposed to him. But
his preferences in the matter were not
consulted. Assuming an affirmative reply
to her question, without pause she con-
tinued: “They have been dreary years,
black years, Gaston. My soul has suf-
fered all agonies! And in these later times
other troubles have come upon me—of a
meaner sort, but bitingly hard to bear.
Even now | have in hand the selling of
Clerensac. For such managings | have no
aptitude, and | am weary of seeing all
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down there go wrong. It will sell for but
a half of its value—since much must be
spent upon it to set it in repair again—but
for enough to permit me to live in modest
comfort. Ah, if things had gone differ-
ently! Thy vines are the boast of the
region, Gaston!"

"Thanks. Yes. Quite so. They really
are doing very well indeed,” Monsieur
Gaillard replied absently—wholly missing
the point that Madame Bcaumche so deli-
cately had made in her just compliment
upon his vinicultural skill.

In point of fact, the announcement that
Cldrensac was to be sold, and at a bargain,
completely filled his mind. At last the
way was open to him to realise his dream of
acquiring that estate by purchase—without
encumbrances—and of enclosing it with
Loheac in the ring-fence that so long ago
had been planned. Being wholly engrossed
with this very practical matter, it is not
surprising that the sentimental innuendo
conveyed in Madame Beaumelle’s affirma-
tion of tiie good results that would have
attended his earlier acquisition of the estate
—with encumbrances—quite escaped his
notice. What did not escape his notice
however, was the business-like apposite-
ness with which her revival of her alleged
youthful romance precisely synchronized
with a partial crisis—that its belated reali-
zation would quiet—in her financial affairs.

Inferring, correctly, from his tone and
manner that Monsieur Gaillard was not
thinking at all about .his vines; and in-
ferring, incorrectly, the direction that his
thoughts had taken, Madame Beaumeilc
was encouraged thus to proceed:

"And thy life, also, Gaston, has gone ill!
Not in material things—it is a matter of
renown how thou hast enriched thyself—
but in the deep matters of the soul. All
that is known to me. | have kept myself
informed. Yes, though thou has not been
conscious of it, through all these weary
years | ever have hovered over thee!”
(Of a sudden Monsieur Gaillard had so
vivid a mental perception of Madame Beau-
meile in that abnormal position, and of
his personal peril in case any part of her
hovering apparatus went wrong, that again
his moustache was covered with his hand.)
"Thus watching thee, | have beheld—at
once admiringly and grievingly—thy lonely
life: of which my perfidy and thy faithful-
ness have been the cause. Thou hast been
nobly constant, Gaston, most nobly con-
stant, to one who little has deserved such
loyal lovel”
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"Don’t mention it!” was Monsieur Gail-
krd’s undeniably feeble rejoinder to this
fervid utterance. But his words, if in-
adequate, were sincere. He was conscious
that the sort of loneliness which he had
suffered did not directly invite compassion;
and he equally was conscious that the
tribute to his constancy appreciably was
more emphatic than his exercise of that
virtue deserved. Moreover, the lady’s
reiterated self-reproaches were embarrass-
ing: inviting him on the one hand to a dis-
pleasingiy rude acquiescence, and on the
other to a dangerously suave denial. Really,
if he meant—and he did mean—to keep
the situation in hand, “Il n'y a pas de
quoi” was quite the best thing that he
could say.

Madame Beaumclle, however, seemingly
found his reply imsuflking. Again she
sighed. But as he made no addition to it
she continued: "Yet, truly, | myself
have not been disloyal, Gaston; at least,
not after the realization of my error—and
that realization came cruelly soon. In thy
own hand, but a moment ago, thou hadst
the little picture that through all these
years | have cherished. As thou seest, |
guard it sacredly: between the image that
I brought back when | made my pilgrimage
—canst thou guess, Gaston, what | prayed
for—and my Abelard, who for years was
the comfort of my forsaken heart. He was
adorablel Even my pug has not usurped
Ins place. After thee, Gaston—yes, | say
it frankly—Abelard was the only -living
creature whom | truly and unalterably have
loved!

It is improbable that Monsieur Gaillard
accepted precisely as a compliment this
avowal by Madame Beaumeilc of the mixed
bestowals of her unalterable affections; and
it is certain that his comment upon her
disposition of them was not that which she
anticipated. Modestly ignoring his own
share in their distribution, he fixed his
regards admiringly upon the deceased
Abelard and said with a warm enthusiasm:
"W hat a perfectly superb cat he must have
been!"

Madame Beaumelle’s red face became
appreciably redder. Dead cats at that mo-
ment did not hold the leading place in her
thoughts. That Monsieur Gaillard should
deliver his tactless eulogy in the very thick
of the crisis that she so resolutely had pre-
cipitated was far more than a discourtesy.
Her broad person visibly swelled!

“And loving that magnificent animal as
she did,” Monsieur Gaillard affably con-
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linucd, “Madame cannot but sympathize
with me in my love for my brave Pierrot.
Surely she will repent of her stealings™—
his tone became that of kindly raillery—
“and will surrender him without forcing me
to call upon the police foraid? Her comedy,
as | have assured her, has been most amus-
ing. But now, seriously, | must have my
dog again; and must take him, and myself,
away—already | have trespassed too long
equally upon Madame’s good nature and
her time.” Monsieur Gaillard spoke these
words with a finality. As though to enforce
them, there came faintly, muffled by inter-
vening doors, the sound of complaining
barks. *“Ah, the faithful beast!” he added.
“Knowing that | am here, he grows im-
patient. Hearken to his cry for me!
Madame surely will yield to our joint
appeall”

On the ears of Madame Beaumelle neither
the barks of Pierrot nor the words of his
master fell gratefully. Her eyes, deep-set
in the billows of her glowing cheeks, glittered
dangerously. For a moment she seemed to
be about to give vent to speech in accord
with the flashings of her eyes. By a per-
ceptible effort she controlled herself; and
when she did speak it was in gentle and
even playful tones. She was of a resolute
nature, this lady; and she had a sufficient
acquaintance with the art of warfare to
know that battles sometimes are won by a
change of front.

“It is the same with thee still, Gaston,”
she said, “thy love of dogs. How well |
recall thy affection for thy little Froufrou!
Dost thou remember how thou wouldst
terrify me by setting him to snapping at my
baby calves? Art thou still so cruel?”
Again Monsieur Gaillard’s hand stroked his
moustache—as the thought occurred to him
that were he to resume the practice of that
particular form of cruelty at least a mastiff
would be required!

“How wickedly, too,” she continued in a
tone that was less playful than tender,
“thou wouldst pull my hair!  Truly, |
almost fear to be near thee even now!”
By way of emphasizing her dread of such
dangerous propinquity, Madame Beau-
melle drew’ her chair nearer to Monsieur
Gaillard, and so inclined her head that it
easily was within reach of his hand. It was
a compliment that she thus paid to the
soundness of her own physical preservation.
Clearly, there was no taint of commercialism
in her hair.

“And nowr, at once, for Pierrot!” cried
Monsieur Gaillard, with a decisiveness in

which distinctly was perceptible a note of
alarm.

At that crisic instant—as a delivering
angel from heaven, according to Monsieur
Gaillard’s view of the situation; as a marring
fiend from hell, according to the view that
Madame Beaumelle took of it—the door
opened and Pierrot burst into the room all
in a whirl of frisking joy! (While Cesarine
was wrong in declaring that this sagacious
animal was in league with the powers of
evil, she had reason in asserting that he
could open all doors easily and even could
turn keys.)

Madame Beaumelle snatched back her
head and jerked back her chair as though
she had been stung: intuitively conscious,
in that terrible moment, that the arrival of
Pierrot upon the field was for her what for
the Emperor was the coming up of the
Prussians at Waterloo!

It speaks well for Monsieur Gaillard's
coolness, and also for his sense of opportun-
ism, that he used his reinforcements—to
pursue the simile—with the genius of a
Wellington.  Rising, he cried sharply:
“Thou forgellest thy manners, Pierrot!
Attention! Salute!” And Pierrot—even
in his emotions responding to the call of
duty—not only rose erect and saluted
Madame Beaumelle, but of his own accord
went on to his difficult feat of standing on
his head and wagging gracefully in the air
his inverted tail.

“Madame perceives for herself my Pier-
rot’s rare intelligence,” said Monsieur
Gaillard blandly; “and so will understand
why | so cherish him in my affections; even
as Madame declares that she once cherished
me, and —Ilater—Abelard. But that is
not nearly all. He can perform endless
wonders, my Pierrot. If Madame conve-
niently can permit me the use of her umbrella,
she shall see his proficiency in the manual
of arms. | am pained to trouble her—
but I have neglected to bring with me my
cane.”

As he reverted to his lack of that offen-
sive weapon—and at the same time realized
that he seemed to be getting on quite well
with a rapier—Monsieur Gaillard for the
last time covered his moustache with his
hand.

The effect produced upon Madame
Beaumelle by this offensive exhibition of
Pierrot’s accomplishments—in which she
found a climax of insulting negation to her
hopes—was identical with the effect that
popularly is attributed to a display of the
Gorgon’s Head. As one stunned, she



regarded the contraposed Pierrot with a
frozen stare!

Monsieur Gaillard’s intentionally rasping
request for an umbrella—acting as act the
noisome fumes of burning feathers held
under the nose of a person in a faint—e
revived her to consciousness and to action.
Slowly rising from her chair, she stood
erect—and with a massive arm outstretched
pointed toward the door. It was the com-
manding altitude of an incensed Pythoness
—a Pythoness much contracted vertically,
but compensalingly expanded on lateral
lines—and it was in the sibilant tones of an
incensed python that she uttered the com-
manding words: “ Va-fenl”

A politer phrase might have been used by
Madame Beaumelle, but none other that
would have made her strong meaning quite
so energetically clear. "Get out!” is
an adjuration—using that word in its
modern —colloquial sense —that leaves
positively nothing to the imagination of
the adjured.

Monsieur Gaiilard had no quarrel to
make with the peremptoriness of his dis-
missal. He was more than ready to bring
the interview—that, like the t$tieres, he
had found at once amusing and painful—to
an end. Even an absurd discord ceases to
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be ludicrous when it is too pronounced or
too prolonged.

"Since Madame so pointedly insists that
I must leave her,” he said with a suave
courtesy, "I have only to yield to her
wishes—merely for an instant pausing to
point out to her that my coming to-day,
which she now appears to regret, precisely
is at one with my going of many years ago:
both being wholly of her own will. Having
drawn Madame’s attention to this not unim-
portant fact, | avail myself of her very
explicit permission to retire."

As he thus delivered himself, Monsieur
Gaiilard bowed with an elegance over his
hat and moved to the door. Opening the
door, and standing on the threshold with
Pierrot beside him, he again bowed with an
elegance over his hat. “ I have the honour,”
he said, respectfully, “to beg that Madame
will accept my homages and myadieux”;
and in a sharper tone added: "Thy man-
ners, Pierrot! Salute!”

Standing on his hind legs with a soldierly
erectness, facing Madame Beaumelle with
a soldierly exactitude—vastly pleased with
his own cleverness, and all unconscious
that he thus consummated his master’s
series of ironic atrocities—Pierrot raised
briskly to his forehead his right paw!

The Red Cockatoo
By PO CHU-I

Translated by Arthur Waiey

C ENT as a present from Annam—
A red cockatoo.
Coloured like the peach-tree blossom,
Speaking with the speech of men.
And they did to it what is always done
To the learned and eloquent.
They took a cage with stout bars
And shut it up inside.



Virtuoso’s Collection

NATHANIEL HAWTHORNE

IE other day, having a leisure

hour at my disposal, | stepped

into a new museum, to which

my notice was casually drawn

by a small and unobtrusive
sign: “TO BE SEEN HERE, A VIRTUOSO'S
Collection.” Such was the simple, yet
not altogether unpromising, announcement
that turned my steps aside for a little while
from the sunny sidewalk of our principal
thoroughfare. Mounting a sombre stair-
case, | pushed open a door at its summit,
and found myself in the presence of a per-
son, who mentioned the moderate sum that
would entitle me to admittance.

“Three shillings, Massachusetts tenor,”
said he. “No, | mean half a dollar, as you
reckon In these days.”

While searching my pocket for the coin |
glanced at the doorkeeper, the marked
character and individuality of whose as-
pect encouraged me to expect something
not quite in the ordinary way. He wore an
old-fashioned greatcoat, much faded, with-
in which his meagre person was so com-
pletely enveloped that the rest of his attire
was undistinguishable. But his visage was
remarkably wind-flushed, sunburnt, anil
weather-worn, and had a most unquiet,
nervous, and apprehensive expression. It
seemed as if this man had some all-impor-
tant object in view, some point of deepest
interest to be decided, some momentous
question to ask, might he but hope for a
reply. As it was evident, however, that |
could have nothing to do with his private
affairs, | passed through an open doorway,
which admitted me into the extensive hall
of the museum.

Directly in front of the portal was the
bronze statue of a youth with winged feet.
He was represented in the act of flitting
away from earth, yet wore such a look of
earnest invitation that it impressed me like
a summons to enter the hall.

“1t is the original statue of Opportunity,

by the ancient sculptor Lysippus,” said a
gentleman who now approached me. *“I
place it at the entrance of my museum, be-
cause it is not at all times that one can gain
admittance to such a collection.”

The speaker was a middle-aged person,
of whom it was not easy to determine
whether he had spent his life as a scholar or
as a man of action; in truth, all outward and
obvious peculiarities had been worn away
by an extensive and promiscuous intercourse
with the world. There was no mark about
him of profession, individual habits, o.
scarcely of country; although his dark com-
plexion and high features made me conjec-
ture that he was a native of some southern
clime of Europe. At all events, he was
evidently the virtuoso in person.

“With your permission,” said he, “as we
have no descriptive catalogue, 1 will
accompany you through the museum and
point out whatever may be most worthy of
attention. In the first place, here is a
choice collection of stuffed animals.”

Nearest the door stood the outward
semblance of a wolf, exquisitely prepared,
it is true, and showing a very wolfish fierce-
ness in the large glass eyes which were
insertedinto its wild and crafty head. Still it
was merely the skin of a wolf, with nothing
to distinguish it from other individuals of
that unlovely breed.

“How does this animal deserve a place in
your collection?” inquired |I.

“It is the wolf that devoured Little Red
Riding Hood,” answered the virtuoso; “ and
by his side—uwith a milder and more ma-
tronly look, as you perceive—stands the
shc-wolf that suckled Romulus and Remus.”

“Ah, indeed!” exclaimed I. “ And what
lovely lamb is this with the snow-white
fleece, which seems to k< of as delicate a
texture as innocence itself?”

“Methinks you have but carelessly read
Spenser,” replied my guide, “or you would
at once recognize the ‘miik-white lamb’
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which Una led. But | set no great value
upon the lamb. The next specimen is
better worth our DCtice.”

“What!” cried I, “this strange animal,
with the black head of an ox upon the body
of a white horse? Were it possible to sup-
pose it, I should say that this was Alex-
ander’s steed Bucephalus.”

“The same,” said the virtuoso. "And
can you likewise give a name to the famous
charger that stands beside him?”

Next to the renowned Bucephalus stood
the mere skeleton of a horse, with the white
bones peeping through his ill-conditioned
hide; but, if my heart had not warmed
towards that pitiful anatomy, | might as
well have quitted the museum at once. Its
rarities had not been collected with pain
and torn from the four quarters of the earth,
and from the depths of the sea, and from the
palaces and sepulchres of ages, for those
who could mistake this illustrious steed.

“1t is Rosinante!” exclaimed [, with
enthusiasm.

And so it proved. My admiration for the
noble and gallant horse caused me to glance
with less interest at the other animals,
although many of them might have deserved
the notice of Cuvier himself. There was
the donkey which Peter Bell cudgelled so
soundly, and a brother of the same species
who had suffered a similar infliction from the
ancient prophet Balaam. Some doubts
were entertained, however, as to the au-
thenticity of the latter beast. My guide
pointed out the venerable Argus, that
faithful dog of Ulysses, and also another
dog (for so the skin bespoke it), which,
though imperfectly preserved, seemed once
to have had three heads. It was Cerberus.
I was considerably amused at detecting in
an obscure corner the fox that became so
famous by the loss of his tail. There were
several stuffed cats, which, as a dear lover of
that comfortable beast, attracted my affec-
tionate regards. One was Dr. Johnson’s
cat Hodge; and in the same row stood tine
favorite cats of Mahomet, Gray, and Walter
Scott, together with Puss in Bools, and a
cat of very noble aspect who had once been
a deity of ancient Egypt. Byron’s tame
bear came next. | must not forget to
mention the Erymanthean boar, the skin
of St. George’s dragon, and that of the ser-
pent Python; and another skin with beauti-
fully variegated hues, supposed to have
been the garment of the “spirited sly
snake” which tempted Eve. Against the
walls were suspended the horns of the stag
that Shakespeare shot; and on the floor lay
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the ponderous shell of the tortoise which
fell upon the head of ?£schylus. In one
row, as natural as life, stood the sacred bull
Apis, the. “cow with the crumpled, hom,”
and a very wild-looking young heifer, which
I guessed to be the cow that jumped over
the moon. She was probably killed by the
rapidity of her descent. As | turned away,
my eyes fell upon an indescribable monster,
which proved to be a griffin.

“1 look in vain,” observed |, “for the
skin of an animal which might well deserve
the closest study of a naturalist—the
winged horse, Pegasus.”

“He isnot yet dead,” replied the virtuoso;
“but he is so hard ridden by many young
gentlemen of the day that 1 hope soon to
add his skin anchskeleton to my collection.”

We now passed to the next alcove of the
hall, in which was a multitude of stuffed
birds. They were very prettily arranged,
some upon the branches of trees, others
brooding upon nests, and others suspended
by wires so artificially that they seemed in
the very act of flight. Among them was a
white dove, with a withered branch of olive
leaves in her mouth.

“ Can this be the very dove,” inquired I,
“that brought the message of |>eace and
hope to the tempest-beaten passengers of
the ark?”

“Even so0,” said my companion.

“And this raven, | suppose,” continued
I, “is the same that fed Elijah in the wilder-
ness.”

“The raven? No,” said the virtuoso; “it
is a bird of modern date. He belonged to
one Bamaby Rudge; and many people
fancied that the devi! himself was disguised
under his sable plumage. But poor Grip
has drawn his last cork, and has been
forced to ‘say die’at last. This other raven,
hardly less curious, is that in which the soul
of King George I. revisited his lady love,
the Duchess of Kendall.”

My guide next pointed out Minerva’s
owl and the vulture that preyed upon the
liver of Prometheus. There was likewise the
sacred ibis of Egypt, and one of the Stym-
phalides which Hercules shot in his sixth
labor. Shelley’s skylark, Bryant’s water-
fowl, and a pigeon from the belfry of the
Old South Church, preserved by N. P.
Willis, were placed on the same perch. |
could not but shudder on beholding Cole-
ridge’s albatross, transfixed with the Ancient
Mariner’s cross-bow shaft. Beside this
bird of awful poesy stood a gray goose of
very ordinary aspect.

‘“ Stuffed goose is no such rarity,” ob-
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served I. "Why do you preserve such a
specimen in your museum?”

"It is one of the flock whose cackling
saved the Roman Capitol,” answered the
virtuoso. "Many geese have cackled and
hissed both before and since; but none, like
these, have clamoured themselves into im-
mortality.”

There seemed to he little else that de-
manded notice in this department of the
museum, unless we except Robinson Cru-
soe’s parrot, a live phoenix, a footless bird of
paradise, and a splendid peacock, supposed
to be the same that once contained the soul
of Pythagoras. |, therefore, passed to the
next alcove, the shelves of which were
covered with a miscellaneous collection of
curiosities such as are usually found in
simitar establishments. One of the first
things that took my eye was a strange-
looking cap, woven of some substance that
appeared to be neither woollen, cotton, nor
linen.

“Is this a magician’s cap?” | asked.

"No,” replied the virtuoso; "it is merely
Dr. Franklin’s cap of asbestos. But here
is one which, perhaps, may suit you better.
It is the wishing cap of Fortunatus. Will
you try it on?”

"By no means,” answered |, putting it
aside with my hand. "The day of wild
wishes is past with me. | desire nothing
that may not come in the ordinary course
of Providence.”

“Then probably,” returned the virtuoso,
"you will not be tempted to rub this
lamp?”

While speaking, he took from the shelf
an antique brass lamp, curiously wrought
with embossed figures, but so covered with
verdigris that the sculpture was almost eaten
away.

“It is a thousand years,” said he, "since
the genius of this lamp constructed Alad-
din’s palace in a single night. But he still
retains his power; and the man who rubs
Aladdin’s lamp has but to desire either a
palace or a cottage.”

"l might desire a cottage,” replied I;
“but | would have it founded on sure and
stable truth, not on dreams and fantasies.
I have learned to look for the real and the
true.”

My guide next showed me Prospero’s
magic wand, broken into three fragments
by the hand of its mighty master. On the
same shelf lay the gold ring of ancient Gyges,
which enabled the wearer to walk invisible.
On the other side of the alcove was a tall
looking-glass in a frame of ebony, but veiled
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with a curtain of purple silk, through the
rents of which the gleam of the mirror was
perceptible.

“This is Cornelius Agrippa’s magic
glass,” observed the virtuoso. "Draw
aside the curtain, and picture any human
form within your mind, and it will be re-
flected in the mirror.”

"It isenough if | can picture it within my
mind,” answered I. “Why should | wish
it to be repeated in the mirror? But, indeed,
these works of magic have grown wearisome
to me. There are so many greater wonders
in the world, to those who keep their eyes
open and their sight undimmed by custom,
that all the delusions of the old sorcerers
seem flat and stale. Unless you can show
me something really curious, | care not to
look farther into your museum.”

"Ah, well, then,” said the virtuoso, com-
posedly, "perhaps you may deem some of
my antiquarian rarities deserving of a
glance.”

He pointed out the Iron Mask, now cor-
roded with rust; and my heart grew sick at
the sight of this dreadful relic, which had
shut out a human being from sympathy
with his race. There was nothing half so
terrible in the axe that beheaded King
Charles, nor in the dagger that slew Henry
of Navarre, nor in the arrow Lhat pierced
the heart of William Rufus—all of which
were shown to me. Many of the articles
derived their interest, such as it was, from
having been formerly in the possession of
royalty. For instance, here was Charle-
magne’s sheepskin cloak, the flowing wig
of Uouis Quatorze. the spinning-wheel of
Sardanapalus, and King Stephen’s famous
breeches which cost him but a crown. The
heart of the Bloody Mary, with the word
“ Calais” worn into its diseased substance,
was preserved in a bottle of spirits; and near
it lay the golden case in which the queen of
Guslavus Adolphus treasured up that
hero’s heart. Among these relics and heir-
looms of kings | must not forget the long,
hairy cars of Midas, and a piece of bread
which bad been changed to gold by the touch
of that unlucky monarch. And as Grecian
Helen was a queen, it may here be mentioned
that |1 was permitted to take into my hand
a lock of her golden hair and the bowl which
a sculptor modelled from the curve of her
perfect breast. Here, likewise, was the
robe that smothered Agamemnon, Nero’s
fiddle, the Czar Peter’s brandy bottle, the
crown of Semiramis, and Canute’s sceptre
which he extended over the sea. That my
own land may not deem itself neglected,
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let me add that | was favored with a sight
of the skull of King Philip, the famous In-
dian. chief, whose head the Puritans smote
off and exhibited upon a pole.

“ Show me something else,” said | to the
virtuoso. “Kings are in such an artificial
position that people in the ordinary walks of
life cannot feel an interest in their relics.
If you could show me the straw hat of sweet
little Nell, I would far rather see it than a
king’s golden crown.”

“There it is," said my guide, pointing
carelessly with his staff to the straw hat in
question. “But, indeed, you are hard to
please. Here are the seven-league boots.
Will you try them on?”

“QOur modern railroads have superseded
their use,” answered I; “and as to these
cowhide boots, | could show you quite as
curious a pair at the Transcendental com-
munity in Roxbury,”

Wc next examined a collection of swords
and other weapons, belonging to different
epochs, but thrown together without much
attempt at arrangement. Here was Arthur’s
sword Excalibar, and that of the Cid
Campeador, and the sword of Brutus rusted
with Caesar’s blood and his own, and the
sword of Joan of Arc, and that of Horatius,
and that with which Virginius slew his
daughter, and the one which Dionysius
suspended over the head of Damocles.
Here also was Arria’s sword, which she
plunged into her own breast, in order to
taste of death before her husband. The
crooked blade of Saladin’s scimetar next
attracted my notice. | know not by what
chance, but so it happened, that the sword
of one of our own militia generals was sus-
pended between Don Quixote’s lance and
the brown blade of Hudibras. My heart
throbbed high at the sight of the helmet of
Miltiades and the spear that was broken
in the breast of Epaminondas. | recognized
the shield of Achilles by its resemblance to
line admirable cast in the possession of Pro-
fessor Felton. Nothing in this apartment
interested me more than Major Pitcairn’s
pistol, the discharge of which, at Lexington,
began the War of the Revolution, and was
reverberated in thunder around the land
for seven long years. The bow of Ulysses,
though unstrung for ages, was placed against
the wall, together with a sheaf of Robin
Hood’ arrows and the rifle of Daniel Boone.

“Enough of weapons,” said I, at length;
“although | would gladly have seen the
sacred shield which fell from heaven in the
lime of Numa. And surely you should ob-
tain the sword which Washington un-
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sheathed at Cambridge. But the Collection
does you much credit. Let us pass on.”

In the next alcove we saw the golden
thigh of Pythagoras, which had so divine
a meaning; and, by one of the queer analo-
gies to which the virtuoso seemed to be
addicted, this ancient emblem lay on the
same shelf with Peter Stuyvesant’s wooden
leg, that was fabled to be of silver. Here
was a remnant of the Golden Fleece, and a
sprig of yellow leaves that resembled the
foliage of a frost-bitten elm, but was duly
authenticated as a portion of the golden
branch by which /Eneas gained admittance
to the realm of Pluto. Atalanta’s golden
apple and one of the apples of discord were
wrapped in the napkin of gold which
Rampsinitus brought from Hades; and the
whole were deposited in the golden vase of
Bias, with its inscription: “To the wisest.”

“And how did you obtain this vase?"
said | to the virtuoso.

“It was given me long ago,” replied he,
with a scornful expression in his eye,
“because | had learned to despise all
things.”

It had not escaped me that, though the
virtuoso was evidently a man of high culti-
vation, yet he seemed to lack sympathy
with the spiritual, the sublime, and the
leader. Apart from the whim that had led
him to devote so much time, pains, and
expense to the collection of this museum,
he impressed me as one of the hardest and
coldest men of the world whom | had ever
met.

“To despise all things!” repeated I.
“This, at best, is the wisdom of the under-
standing. It is the creed of a man whose
soul, whose better and diviner part, has
never been awakened, or has died out of
him.”

“1 did not think that you were still so
young,” said the virtuoso. “Should you
live to my years, you will acknowledge
that the vase of Bias was not ill bestowed.”

Without further discussion of the point,
he directed my attention to other curiosi-
ties. | examined Cinderella’s little glass
slipper, and compared it with one of
Diana's sandals, and with Fanny Elssler’s
shoe, which bore testimony to the muscular
character of her illustrious foot, On the
same shelf were Thomas the Rhymer’s
green velvet :hoes, and the brazen shoe of
Empedocles which was thrown out of Mount
/Etna. Anacreon's drinking-cup was placed
in apt juxtaposition with one of Tom
Moore’s wineglasses and Circe’s magic bowl.
These were symbols of luxury and riot; but
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near them stood the cup whence Socrates
drank his hemlock, and that which Sir
Philip Sidney pul from his death-parched
lips to bestow the draught upon a dying
soldier. Next appeared a cluster of tobacco-
pipes, consisting of Sir Waller Raleigh’s, the
earliest on record, Dr. Parr’s, Charles
Lamb’, and the first calumet of peace
which was ever smoked between a European
and an Indian. Among other musical in-
struments, | noticed the lyre of Orpheus and
those of Homer and Sappho, Dr. Franklin’s
famous whistle, the trumpet of Anthony
Van Corlear, and the flute which Goldsmith
played upon in his rambles through tire
French provinces. The staff of Peter the
Hermit stood in a corner with that of good
old Bishop jewel, and one of ivory, which
had belonged to Papirius, the Roman sena-
tor. The ponderous club of Hercules was
close at hand. The virtuoso showed me the
chisel of Phidias, Claude’s palette, and the
brush of Apelles, observing that he intended
to bestow the former cither on Greenough,
Crawford, or Powers, and the two latter
upon Washington Allston. There was a
small vase of oracular gas from Delphos,
which | trust will be submitted to the scien-
tific analysis of Professor Silliman. 1 was
deeply moved on beholding a vial of the
tears into which Niobc was dissolved; nor
less so on learning that a shapeless frag-
ment of salt was a relic of that victim of
despondency and sinful regrets—L ot’s wife.
My companion appeared to set great value
upon some Egyptian darkness in a blacking
jug. Several of the shelves were covered
by a collection of coins, among which,
however, | remember none but tire Splendid
Shilling, celebrated by Phillips, and a
dollar’s worth of the iron money of Ly-
curgus, weighing about fifty pounds.

Walking carelessly onward, | had nearly
fallen over a huge bundle, like a pedlar’s
pack, done up in sackcloth and very se-
curely strapped and corded.

“1t is Christian’s burden of sin,” said the
virtuoso.

“Oh, pray let us open it!” cried I. “For
many a year | have longed to know its
contents.”

“Look into your own consciousness and
memory,” replied the virtuoso. “You will
there find a list of whatever it contains.”

As this was an undeniable truth, | threw
a melancholy look at the burden and
passed on. A collection of old garments,
hanging on pegs, was worthy of some at-
tention, especially the shirt of Nessus,
Caesar’s mantle, Joseph’s coat of many
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colors, the Vicar of Bray’s cassock, Gold-
smith’ peach-bloom suit, a pair of Presi-
dent Jefferson’s scarlet breeches, John
Randolph’s red bake hunting shirt, the
drab small clothes of the Stout Gentleman,
and the rags of the “man all tattered and
torn.” George Fox’s hat impressed me with
deep reverence as a relic of perhaps the
truest apostle that has appeared on earth
for these eighteen hundred years. My eye
was next attracted by an old pair of shears,
which | should have taken for a memorial
of some famous tailor, only that the virtuoso
pledged his veracity that they were the
identical scissors of Alropos. He also
showed me a broken hour-glass which had
been thrown aside by Father Time, to-
gether with the old gentleman’ gray fore-
lock, tastefully braided into a brooch. In
the hour-glass was the handful of sand, the
grains of which had numbered the years of
the Cumsean sibyl. | think it was in this
alcove that | saw the inkstand which Luther
threw at the devil, and the ring which Essex,
while under sentence of death, sent to
Queen Elizabeth. And here was the blood-
incrusled pen of steel with which Faust
signed away his salvation.

The virtuoso now opened the door of a
closet and showed me a lamp burning, while
three others stood unlightcd by its side.
One of the three was the lamp of Diogenes,
another that of Guy Fawkes, and the
third that which Hero set forth to the
midnight breeze in the high tower of Abydos.

“See!” said the virtuoso, blowing with
all his force at the lighted lamp.

The flame quivered and shrank away from
his breath, but dung to the wick, and re-
sumed its brilliancy as soon as the blast was
exhausted.

“It is an undying lamp from the tomb of
Charlemagne,” observed my guide. “That
flame was kindled a thousand years ago.”

“How ridiculous to kindle an unnatural
light in tombs!” exclaimed I. “We should
seek to behold the dead in the light of
heaven. But what is the meaning of this
chafing-dish of glowing coals?”

“That,” answered the virtuoso, "is the
original fire which Prometheus stole from
heaven. Look steadfastly into it, and you
will discern another curiosity.”

| gazed into that fire,—which, symboli-
cally, was the origin of all that was bright
and glorious in the soul of man,—and in
the midst of it, behold, a little reptile,
sporting with evident enjoyment of the
fervid heat! It was a salamander.

“What a sacrilege!” cried I, with inex-
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pressible disgust. “Can you find no better
use for this ethereal fire than to cherish
a loathsome reptile in il? Yet there are
men who abuse the sacred fire of their own
souls to as foul and guilty a purpose.”

The virtuoso made no answer except by
a dry laugh and an assurance that the
salamander was the very same which Ben-
venuto Cellini had seen in his father’s
household fire. He then proceeded to show
me other rarities; for this closet appeared to
be the receptacle of what he considered
most valuable in his collection.

“There,” said he, “is the Great Car-
buncle of the White Mountains.”

| gazed with no little interest at this
mighty gem, which it had been one of the
wild projects of my youth to discover.
Possibly it might have looked brighter to
me in those days than now; at all events, it
had not such brilliancy as to detain me long
from the other articles of the museum. The
virtuoso pointed out to me a crystalline
stone which hung by a gold chain against
the wall.

“That is the philosopher’s stone,” said he.

“And have you the elixir vitaj which
generally accompanies it?” inquired I.

“Even so; this urn is filled with it,” he
replied. “A draught would refresh you.
Here is Hebe’s cup; will you quaff a health
from it?”

My heart thrilled within me at the idea of
such a reviving draught; for methought |
had great need of it after travelling so far
on the dusty road of life. But | know not
whether it were a peculiar glance in the
virtuoso’s eye, or the circumstance that this
most precious liquid was contained in an
antique sepulchral urn, that made me pause.
Then came many a thought with which, in
the calmer and better hours of life, | had
strengthened myself to feel that Death is
the very friend whom, in his due season,
even the happiest mortal should be willing
to embrace.

“No; | desire not an earthly immortal-
ity,” said 1. “Were man to live longer on
the earth, the spiritual would die out of
him. The spark of ethereal fire would be
choked by the material, the sensual. There
is a celestial something within us that re-
quires, after a certain time, the atmosphere
of heaven to preserve it from decay and
ruin. | will have none of this liquid. You
do well to keep it in a sepulchral urn; for
it would produce death while bestowing the
shadow of life.”

“All this is unintelligible to me,” re-
sponded my guide, with indifference. “ Life
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—earthly life—is the only good. But you
refuse the draught? Well, it is not likely
to be offered twice within one man’s ex-
perience. Probably you have griefs which
you seek to forget in death. | can enable
you to forget them in life. Will you take a
draught of Lethe?”

As he spoke, the virtuoso took from the
shelf a crystal vase containing a sable liquor,
which caught no reflected image from the
objects around.

“Not for the world!” exclaimed I, shrink-
ing back. “1 can spare none of my recollec-
tions, not even those of error or sorrow,
They are all alike the food of my spirit.
As well never to have lived as to lose them
now.”

Without further parley we passed to the
next alcove, the shelves of which were bur-
dened with ancient volumes and with those
rolls of papyrus in which was treasured up
the eldest wisdom of the earth. Perhaps
the most valuable work in the collection,
to a bibliomaniac, was the Book of Hermes.
For my part, however, | would have given
a higher price for those six of the Sibyl’s
books which Tarquin refused to purchase,
and which, the virtuoso informed me, he
had himself found in the cave of Trophonius.
Doubtless these old volumes contain proph-
ecies of the fate of Rome, both as re-
spects the decline and fall of her temporal
empire and the rise of her spiritual one.
Not without value, likewise, was the work of
Anaxagoras on Nature, hitherto supposed
to be irrecoverably lost, and the missing
treatises of Longinus, by which modern
criticism might profit, and those books of
Livy for which the classic student has so
long sorrowed without hope. Among these
precious tomes | observed the original manu-
script of the Koran, and also that of the
Mormon Bible in Joe Smith’s authentic
autograph. Alexander’s copy of the lliad
was also there, enclosed in the jewelled
casket of Darius, stiff fragrant of the per-
fumes which the Persian kept in it.

Opening an iron-clasped volume, bound
in black leather, | discovered it to be
Cornelius Agrippa's book of magic; and it
was rendered still more interesting by the
fact that many flowers, ancient and modem,
were pressed between its leaves. Here was a
rose from Eve’s bridal bower, and all those
red and white roses which were plucked in
the garden of the Temple by the partisans
of York and Lancaster. Here was Halleck’s
Wild Rose of Ailoway. Cowper had con-
tributed a Sensitive Plant, and Wordsworth
an Eglantine, and Burns a Mountain Daisy,
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and Kirke White a Star of Bethlehem, and
Longfellow a Sprig of Fennel, with its yel-
low flowers. James Russell Lowell had
given a Pressed Rower, but fragrant still,
which had been shadowed in the Rhine.
There was also a sprig from Southey’s
Holly-Tree. One of the most beautiful
specimens was a Fringed Gentian, which
had been plucked and preserved for im-
mortality by Bryant. From Jones Very,
a poet whose voice is scarcely heard among
us by reason of its depth, there was a Wind
Flower and a Columbine.

As | closed Cornelius Agrippa’s magic
volume, an old, mildewed letter fell upon
the floor. It proved to be an autograph
from the Flying Dutchman to his wife. |
could linger no longer among books; for the
afternoon was waning, and there was yet
much to see. The bare mention of a few
more curiosities must suffice. The im-
mense skull of Polyphemus was recog-
nizable by the cavernous hollow in the centre
of the forehead where once had blazed the
giant’s single eye. The tub of Diogenes,
Medea’s cauldron, and Psyche’s vase of
beauty were placed one within another.
Pandora’s box, without the lid, stood
next, containing nothing but the girdle of
Venus, which had been carelessly flung into
it. A bundle of birch rods which bad been
used by Shcnstonc’s schoolmistress were
tied up with the Countess of Salisbury’s
garter. | knew not which to value most, a
roc’s egg as big as an ordinary hogshead,
or the shell of the egg which Columbus set
upon its end. Perhaps the most delicate
article in the whole museum was Queen
Mab's chariot, which, to guard it from the
touch of meddlesome fingers, was placed
under a glass tumbler.

Several of the shelves were occupied by
specimens of entomology. Feeling but lit-
tle interest in the science | noticed only
Anacreon’s grasshopper, and] a humble bee
which had been presenter! to lire virtuoso
by Ralph Waldo Emerson.

In the part of the hall which wc had now
reached | observed a curtain that descended
from the ceiling to the floor in voluminous
folds, of a depth, richness, and magnificence
which | had never seen equalled. It was
not to be doubted that this splendid though
dark and solemn veil concealed a portion of
the museum even richer in wonders than
that through which | had already passed;
but, on my attempting to grasp the edge
of the curtain and draw it aside, it proved to
be an illusive picture.

“You need not blush remarked the vir-
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tuoso; “for that same curtain deceived
Zeuxis. It is the celebrated painLing of
Parrhasius.”

In a range with the curtain there were a
number of other choice pictures by artists
of ancient days. Here was the famous
cluster of grapes by Zeuxis, so admirably
depicted that it seemed as if the ripe juice
were bursting forth. As to the picture of
the old woman by the same illustrious
painter, and which was so ludicrous that
he himself died with laughing at it, | can-
not say that it particularly moved my risi-
bility, Ancient humour seems to have little
power over modern muscles. Here, also,
was the horse painted by Appelles which
living horses neighed at; his first portrait
of Alexander the Great, and his last un-
finished picture of Venus asleep. Each of
these works of art, together with others by
Parrhasius, Timanthes, Polygnotus, Apollo-
dorus, l’ausias, and Pamphilus, required
more time and study than | could bestow
for the adequate perception of their merits.
I shall, therefore, leave them undescribed
and uncritici7x;d, nor attempt to settle the
question of superiority between ancient
and modern art.

For the same reason | shall pass lightly
over the specimens of antique sculpture
which this indefatigable and fortunate
virtuoso had dug out of the dust of fallen
empires. Here was ALtion’s cedar statue of
Asscutapius, much decayed, and Alcon’s
iron statue of Hercules, lamentably rusted.
Here was the statue of Victory, %ix feet
high, which the Jupiter Olympus of Phidias
had held in his hand. Here was a fore-
finger of the Colossus of Rhodes, seven feet
in length. Here was the Venus Urania of
Phidias, and other images of male and
female beauty or grandeur, wrought by
sculptors who appear never to have de-
based their souls by the sight of any meaner
forms than those of gods or godlike mortals.
But the deep simplicity of these great works
was not to be comprehended by a mind
excited and disturbed, as mine was, by the
various objects that had recently been
presented to it. |, therefore, turned away
with merely a passing glance, resolving on
some future occasion to brood over each
individual statue and picture until my in-
most spirit should feel their excellence.
In this department, again, | noticed the
tendency to whimsical combinations and
ludicrous analogies which seemed to in-
fluence many of the arrangements of the
museum. The wooden statue so well known
as the Palladium of Troy was placed in
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close apposition with the wooden head of
General Jackson which was stolen a few
years since from the bows of the frigate
Constitution.

We had now completed the circuit of the
spacious hall, and found ourselves again
near the door. Feeling somewhat wearied
with the survey of so many novelties and
antiquities, | sat down upon Cowpcr’s
sofa, while the virtuoso threw himself care-
lessly into Rabelais' easy chair. Casting
my eyes upon the opposite wall, 1 was sur-
prised to perceive the shadow of a man
flickering unsteadily across the wainscot,
and looking as if it were stirred by some
breath of air that found its way through
the door or windows. No substantial figure
was visible from which this shadow might
be thrown; nor, had there been such, was
there any sunshine that would have caused
it to darken, upon the wall.

“It is Peter Schlemild’s shadow,” ob-
served the virtuoso, “and one of the most
valuable articles in my collection.”

“Methinks a shadow would have made a
fitting door-keeper to such a museum,” said
I; “although, indeed, yonder figure has
something strange and fantastic about him,
which suits well enough with many of the
impressions which | have received here.
Pray, who is he?”

While speaking, | gazed more scrutiniz-
ingly than before at the antiquated pres-
ence of the person who had admitted me, and
who still sat on his bench with the same
restless aspect, and dim, confused question-
ing anxiety that | had noticed on my first
entrance. At this moment he looked eagerly
towards us, and, half starting from his seat,
addressed me.

“l beseech you, kind sir,” said he, in a
cracked, melancholy tone, “have pity on
the most unfortunate man in the world.
For Heaven’s sake, answer me a single
question! Is this the town of Boston?”

“You have recognized him now,” said
the virtuoso. “It is Peter Rugg, the missing
man. | chanced to meet him the other
day still in search of Boston, and conducted
him hither; and, as he could not succeed in
finding his friends, | have taken him into
my service as door-keeper. He is somewhat
too apt to ramble, but otherwise a man of
trust and integrity.”

“ And might | venture to ask,” continued
I, “to whom am | indebted for this after-
noon’s gratification?"

The virtuoso, before replying, laid his
hand upon an antique dart, or javelin, the
rusty steel head of which seemed to have
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been blunted, as if it had encountered the
resistance of a tempered shield, or breast-
plate.

“My name has not been without its dis-
tinction in the world for a longer period
than that of any other man alive,” answered
he. “Yet many doubt of my existence;
perhaps you will do so to-morrow. This
dart which | hold in my hand was once
grim Death’s own weapon. It served him
well for the space of four thousand years;
but it fell blunted, as you see, when he
directed it against my breast.”

These words were spoken with the calm
and cold courtesy of manner that had
characterized this singular personage
throughout our interview. 1 fancied, it is
true, that there was a bitterness indefinitely
mingled with his tone, as of one cut off from
natural sympathies and blasted with a doom
that had been inflicted on no other human
being, and by the results of which he had
ceased to be human. Yet, withal, it seemed
one of the most terrible consequences of
that doom that the victim no longer re-
garded it as a calamity, but had finally
accepted it as the greatest good that could
have befallen him.

“You are the Wandering Jew!” ex-
claimed 1.

The virtuoso bowed without emotion of
any kind; for, by centuries of custom, he
had almost lost the sense of strangeness in
his fate, and was but imperfectly conscious
of the astonishment and awe with which it
affected such as are capable of death.

“Your doom is indeed a fearful one!”
said I, with irrepressible feeling and a
frankness that afterwards startled me;
“yet perhaps the ethereal spirit is not en-
tirely extinct under all this corrupted or
frozen mass of earthly life. Perhaps the
immortal spark may yet be rekindled by a
breath of Heaven. Perhaps you may yet
be permitted to die before it is too late to
live eternally. You have my prayers for
such a consummation. Farewell.”

“Your prayers will be in vain,” replied
he, with a smile of cold triumph. “My
destiny is linked with the realities of earth.
You are welcome to your visions and
shadows of a future state; but give me what
I can see, and touch, and understand, and |
ask no more.”

“It is indeed too late,” thought I.
soul is dead within him.”

Struggling between pity and horror, |
extended my hand, to which the virtuoso
gave his own, still with the habitual courtesy
of a man of the world, but without a single

“The
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heart throb of human brotherhood. The
touch seemed like ice, yet I know not

whether morally or physically. As | de-

door of the hall was constructed with the
ivory leaves of the gateway through which
JEneas and the Sibyl had been dismissed

parted, he bade me observe that the inner - from Hades.

Language From Truthful James

Popularly known as the “Heathen Chinee”

By BRET HARTE

HICH | wish to remark—
W And my language is plain—
That for ways that are dark

And for tricks that are vain,
The heathen Chinee is peculiar;

Which the same | would rise to explain.

Ah Sin was his name;
And | shall not deny

In regard to the same
What that name might imply;

But his smile it was pensive and childlike,
As | frequent remarked to Bill Nye.

It was August the third,
And quite soft was the skies,

Which it might be inferred
That Ah Sin was likewise;

Yet he played it that day upon William
And me in a way | despise.

Which we had a small game,
And All Sin took a hand:
It was euchre. The same
He did not understand,
But he smiled, as he sat by the table,
With the smile that was childlike and
bland.

Yet the cards they were stacked
In a way that | grieve.

And my feelings were shocked
At the state of Nye’s sleeve,

Which was stuffed full of aces and bowers,
And the same with intent to deceive.

But the hands that were played
By that heathen Chinee.

And the points that he made,
Were quite frightful to see,—

Tilt at last lie put down a right bower,
Which the same Nye had dealt unto me.

Then he looked up at Nyc,
And he gazed upon me;

And he rose with a sigh,
And said, “Can this be?

We are ruined by Chinese cheap labor,”—
And he went for that heathen Chinee.

In the scene that ensued
I did not take a hand,

But the door it was strewed,
Like the leaves on the strand,

With the cards that Ah Sin had been hiding
In the game “he did not understand.”

In his sleeves, which were long,
He had twenty-four jacks,—
Which was coming it strong,
Yet | stale but he facts.
And we found on his nails, which were
taper,—
What is frequent in tapers,—that’s wax.

Which is why | remark,
And my language is plain,
That for ways that are dark,
And for tricks that are vain,
The heathen Chinee is peculiar,—
Which the same | am free to maintain.



mon£ the Corn-Rows

By HAMLIN GARLAND

"But the road sometimes passes a rich meadow,
Ultere (he songs of larks and bob-o'-links and black-
birds are tangled,”

held up his hands, from
which the dough de[>ended in

“Biscuits,” he said, with an
Cs”terfkail elaborate working of his jaws,
intended to convey the idea that they
were going to be specially delicious.

Seagraves laughed, but did not enter the
shanty door. “How do you like baching
i

“Oh, don’t mention it!” entreated Rob,
mauling the dough again. “Come in an’
sit down. What in thunder y’ standin'
out there for?”

“Oh, 1°d rather be where | can see the
prairie. Great weather!”

“/m-mense!”

“How goes breaking?”

“Tip-top! A leelle dry now; but the
bulls pull the plough through two acres
a day. How’s things in Boomtown?”

“Oh, same old grind.”

“Judge still lyin™?”

“Still at it.”

“Major Mullens still swearin’ to it?”

“You hit it like a mallet. Railroad
schemes are thicker’n prairie-chickens.

You've got grit, Rob. | don’t have any-
thing but crackers and sardines over to
my shanty, and here you are making soda-
biscuit. ”

“l have t’ do it. Couldnt break if |
didn’t. You editors c’n take things easy,
lay around on the prairie and watch the
plovers and medder-larks; but we settlers
have got to work.”

Leaving Rob to sputter over his cooking,
Seagraves took his slow way off down toward
the oxen grazing in a little hollow. The

scene was characteristically, wonderfully
beautiful. It was about live o’clock in a
day in late June, and the level plain was
green and yellow, and infinite in reach as a
sea; the lowering sun was casting over its
distant swells a faint impalpable mist,
through which the breaking teams on the
neighbouring claims ploughed noiselessly,
as figures in a dream. The whistle of
gophers, the faint, wailing, fluttering cry of
the falling plover, the whir of the swift-
winged prairie-pigeon, or the quack of a
lonely duck, came through the shimmering
air. The lark’s infrequent whistle, pierc-
ingly sweet, broke from the longer grass in
the swales near by. No other climate, sky,
plain, could produce the same unnamable
weird charm.  No tree to wave, no grass
to rustic; scarcely a sound of domestic life;
only the faint melancholy soughing of the
wind in the short grass, and the voices of
the wild things of the prairie.

Seagraves, an impressionable young man
(junior editor of the Boomtown Spike),
threw himself down on the sod, pulled his
hat-rim down over his eyes, and looked
away over the plain. It was the second
year of Boomtown’s existence, and Sea-
graves had not yet grown restless under its
monotony. Around him the gophers played
saucily. Teams were moving here and there
across the sod, with a peculiar noiseless,
effortless motion, that made them seem as
calm, lazy, and unsubstantial as the mist
through which they made their way; even
the sound of passing wagons was a sort of
low, well-fed, self-satisfied chuckle.

Seagraves, “holding down a claim” near
Rob, had come to see his neighbouring
“bach” because feeling the need of com-
pany; but now that he was near enough to
hear him prancing about getting supper,
he was content to be alone on a slope of the
green sod.
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The silence of the prairie at night was
weli-nigh terrible. Many a night, as Sea-
graves lay in his bunk against the side of
his cabin, he would strain his ear to hear
the slightest sound, and be listening thus
sometimes for minutes before the squeak
of a mouse or the step of a passing fox came
as a relief to the aching sense. In the
daytime, however, and especially on a
morning, the prairie was another thing.
The pigeons, the larks, the cranes, the
multitudinous voices of the ground-birds
and snipes and insects, made the air pulsate
with sound—a chorus that died away into
an infinite murmur of music.

“Hello, Seagraves!” yelled Rob from
the door. “The biscuit arc ‘most done.”

Seagraves did not speak, only nodded his
head, and slowly rose. The faint clouds
in the west were getting a superb flame-
colour above and a misty purple below,
and the sun had shot them with lances of
yellow light. As the air grew denser with
moisture, the sounds of neighbouring life
began to reach the ear. Children screamed
and laughed, and afar off a woman was
singing a lullaby. The rattle of wagons
and voices of men speaking to their teams
multiplied. Ducks in a neighbouring low-
land were quacking. The whole 9cene
took hold upon Seagraves with irresistible
power.

“It is American/’ he exclaimed. “ No
other laud or lime can match this mellow
air, this wealth of colour, much less the
strange social conditions of life on this
sunlit Dakota prairie. ”

Rob, though visibly affected by the
scene also, couldn't let his biscuit spoil, or
go without proper attention.

“Say, ain’t y’ cornin’ t' grub?” he asked
impatiently.

“In a minute,” replied his friend, taking
a last wistful look at the scene. “I want
one more look at the landscape. ”

“Landscape be blessed! If youd been
breakin’ all day— Come, take that stool

an’draw up.”
“No; I'll take the candle-box. ”
“Not much. | know what manners are,

if 1 am a bull-driver.”

Seagraves took the three-legged and
rather precarious-looking stool and drew
up to the table, which was a flat broad
box nailed up against the side of the wall,
with two strips of board nailed at the outer
comers for legs.

“How’s that fr a lay-out?”
quired proudly.

“Well, you have spread yourself! Biscuit

Rob in-

Sq

and canned peaches and sardines and
cheese. Why, this is—is—prodigal.”

“ It ain’t nothin' else.”

Rob was from one of the finest counties
of Wisconsin, over toward Milwaukee. He
was of German parentage, a middle-sized,
cheery, wide-awake, good-looking young
fellown—a typical claim-holder. He was
always confident, jovial, and full of plans
for lie future. He had dug his own well,
built his own shanty, washed and mended
his own clothing. He could do anything,
and do it well. He had a fine field of
wheat, and was finishing the ploughing of
his entire quarter section.

“This iswhat | call settin’ under a feller’s
own vine an* fig-tree”—after Seagraves’s
compliments—*“an' | like it. I’m my own
boss. No man can say ‘come here’ hi’ ‘go
there to me. | get up when I’m a min’ to,
an’got’bed when I’'ma min’t’.”

“Some drawbacks, | s’pose?”

“Yes. Mice, f'r instance, give me a dev-
ilish lot o’ trouble. They get into my flour-
barrel, eat up my cheese, anlfall into my
wed. But it ain’t no use t’ swear,”

“‘The rats and the mice they made such a strife
lie had to go to London to buy him a wife,’”

quoted Seagraves. “Don’t blush.
probed your secret thought.”

“Well, to tell the honest truth,” said
Rob, a little sheepishly, leaning across the
table, “1 ain’t satisfied with my style o’
cookin’. It’s good, but a little too plain,
y” know. 1°d like a change. It ain’t much
fun to break all day, and then go to work
an’ cook y’r own supper.”

“No, | should say not.”

“This fall 1’'m going back to Wisconsin.
Girls are thick as huckleberries back there,
and I’m goin’ t’ bring one back, now you
hear me.”

“Good! That’s the plan,” 'aughed Sea-
graves, amused at a certain timid and ap-
prehensive look in his companion’s eye.
“Just think what a woman d do to put
this shanty in shape; and think how nice
it would be to lake her arm and saunter
out after supper, and look at the farm, and
plan and lay out gardens and paths, and
tend the chickens!”

Rob’s manly and self-reliant nature had
the settler's typical buoyancy and hopeful-
ness, as well as a certain power of analysis,
which enabled him now to say: “The fact
is, we fellers holdin” down claims out here
ain't fools clear to the tine. We know a
couple o' things. Now | didn’t leave
Waupac County fr fun. Did y' ever see

I've
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Waupac? Well, it’s one o’ the handsomest
counties the sun ever shone on, full o' lakes
and rivers and groves of timber. | miss ’em
all out here, and | miss the boys an’ girls;
but they wa’n’t no chance there fr a feller.
Land that was good was so blamed high
you couldn’t touch it with a ten-foot pole
from a balloon. Rent was high, if you
wanted t’ rent, an’ so a feller like me had
I” get out, an’ now |’m out here, I'm goln’
t” make the most of it. Another thing,”
he went on, after a pause—“we fellers
workin’ out back there got more ’n’ more
like hands, an’ less like human beings.
Y’ know, Waupac is a kind of a summer
resort, and the people that use’ t’ come in
summers looked down on us cusses in the
fields an' shops. | couldn’t stand it. By
Ood!” he said, with a sudden impulse of
rage quite unlike him, “1°d rather live on
an icebeTg and claw crabs f’r a livin’ than
have some feller passim’ me on the road an’
callin’ me ‘fellah!””

Seagraves knew what he meant, and lis-
tened in astonishment at this outburst.

“l consider myself a sight better n’
any man who lives on somebody eisc’s hard
work. I’ve never had a cent | didn’t earn
with them hands.” lie held them up, and
broke into a grin. “ Beauties, ain't they?
But they never wore gloves that some other
poor cuss earned.”

Scagravcs thought them grand hands,
worthy to grasp the hand of any man or
woman living.

“Well, so | come West, just like a thou-
sand other fellers, to get a start where the
cussed European aristocracy hadn’t got
a holt on the people. 1like it hero—course
1’d like the lakes an’ meadows of Waupac
better—but I’'m my own boss, as | say, an’
I’m goin’ to stay my own boss if | haf to
live on crackers an’ wheat coffee to do it;
that’s the kind of a hair-pin | am.”

In the pause which followed, Scagravcs,
plunged deep into thought by Rob’s words,
leaned his head on his hand. This working
fanner had voiced the modern idea. It was
an absolute overturn of all the ideas of
nobility and special privilege born of the
feudal past. Rob had spoken upon impulse,
but that impulse appeared to Scagravcs to
be right.

“17d like to use your idea for an editorial,
Rob,” he said.

“My ideas!” exclaimed the astounded
host, pausing in the act of filling his pipe.
“My ideas! Why, | didn’t know | had
any.”

“Well, you’ve given me some, anyhow.”
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Seagraves felt that it was a wild, grand
upstirring of the modem democrat against
the aristocratic, against liie idea of caste
and the privilege of living on the labour of
others. This atom of humanity (how in-
finitesimal this drop in the ocean of human-
ity!) was feeling the nameless longing of
expanding personality, and had already
pierced the conventions of society, and de-
clared as nil the laws of the land—aws that
were survivals of hate and prejudice. He
had exposed also the native spring of the
emigrant by uttering die feeling that it is
better to be an equal among peasants than
a servant before nobles.

“So | have good reasons fr liking the
country,” Rob resumed, in a quiet way.
“The soil is rich, the climate good so far,
an’if | have a couple o’ decent crops you’ll
see a neat upright goin’ up here, with a
porch and a bay-winder.”

“And you’ll still tie livin® here alone,
frying leathery slapjacks an’ chopping
‘taters and bacon.”

“1 think | see myself,” drawled Rob,
“goin’ around all summer wearin’ the same
shirt without washin’, an’ wipin’ on the
same towel four straight weeks, an’ wearin’
holes in my socks, an’ ealin’ musty ginger-
snaps, mouldy bacon, an’ canned Boston
beans fr the rest o’ my endurin’ days! Oh
yes; 1guess not! Well, see y’ later. Must
go water my bulls.”

As he went off down the slope, Seagraves
smiled to hear him sing:

“ 1wish Lhat some kind-hearted jprl

Would pity on me take,
And extricate me from the ness I'm in.
Tin: ansrd—how 1'd bless her.

If this her home she'd make,
In my little old sod shanty on the plain!"

The boys nearly fell off their chairs in the
Western House dining-room, a few days
later, at seeing Rob come in to supper with
a collar and neck-tie as the finishing touch
of a remarkable outfit.

“Hit him somebody!”

“It’s a clean collar! ”

“He’s started f'r Congress!”

“lie’s going to get married,” put in
Seagraves, in a tone that brought convic-
tion.

“What!” screamed Jack Adams, O’Neill,
and Wilson, in one breath. “That man?”

"That man,” replied Seagraves, amazed
at Rob, who coolly took his seat, squared
his elbows, pressed his collar down at the
back, and called for the bacon and eggs.

The crowd stared at him in a dead silence.

“Where’s he going to do it?” asked
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Jack Adams.
a girl?”

"Ask him, ” said Seagraves.

“1 ain’t tellin’,” put in Rob, with his
mouth full of potato.

“You’re afraid of our competition.”

“Thai’s right; our competition, Jack; not
your competition. Come, now, Rob, tell us
where you found her.”

“1 ain't found her.”

“What! And yet you’re goin’ away t’
get married!”

“1’m goin’ t” bring a wife back with me
ten days fr'm date. ”

“1 see his scheme,” put in Jim Rivers.
“He’ goin’ hack East somewhere, an’ he’s
goin’ to propose to every girl he meets. ”

“Hold on!” interrupted Rob, holding up

“Where's he going to find

his fork. “Ain’t quite right. Every
good-lookin' girl I meet.”
“Well, I'll be blanked!” exclaimed Jack,

impatiently; “that simply lei’s me out.
Any man with such a cheek ought to-----

“Succeed, ” interrupted Seagraves.

“That’s what | say,” bawled Hank
Whiting, the proprietor of the house. “You
fellers ain’t got any enterprise to yeh.
Why don’t you go to work an’ help settle
the country like men? ’Cause y’ain't got
no sand. Girls are thicker’n huckleberries
back East. | say it’s a dum shame!”

“Easy, Henry,” said the elegant bank-
clerk, Wilson, looking gravely about through
his spectacles. “1 commend the courage
and the resolution of Mr. Rodemaker.
| pray the lady may not

““Mislikc him for his complexion,
The shadowed livery of the burning sun.’”

““ Shakespeare, ” said Adams, at a venture.

“Brother in adversity, when do you
embark? Another Jason on an untried
sea.”

“Hay!” said Rob, winking at Seagraves.
“Oh, | go to-night—night train.”

“And return?”

“Ten days from date. ”

“1’Il wager a wedding supper he brings a
blonde, ” said Wilson, in his clean-cut,
languid speech.

“Oh, come, now, Wilson; that’s too thin!
}/_V?1 all know that rule about dark marryin’
ight. ”

“1’ll wager she’ll be tall,” continued
Wilson.  “I’ll wager you, friend Rode-
maker, she'll be blonde and tall.”

The rest roared at Rob’s astonishment
and confusion. The absurdity of it grew,
and they went into spasms of laughter.
But Wilson remained impassive, not the
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twitching of a muscle betraying that he
saw anything to laugh at in the proposition.

Mrs. Whiting and the kitchen-girls came
in, wondering at the merriment. Rob
began to get uneasy.

“What is it? What is it?” said Mrs.
Whiting, a jolly little matron.

Rivers put the case. “Rob’ on his way
back to Wisconsin t’ get married, and
Wilson has offered to bet him that his wife
will be a blonde and tall, and Rob dassent
bet!” And they roared again.

“Wiry, the idea! the man’s crazy!”
said Mrs. Whiting.

The crowd looked at each other. This
was hint enough; they sobered, nodding at
each other.

“Aha! | see; | understand.”

“It’ the heat.”

“And the Boston beans. ”

“Let up on him, Wilson. Don't badger

a poor irresponsible fellow. | thought
something was wrong when | saw the
collar.”

“Oh, keep it up!” said Rob, a little
nettled by their evident intention to
“have fun” with him.

“Soothe him—so00-0-0-0-ilte him!” said

“Don’t be harsh.”
“Go to thunder!

Wiison.

Rob rose front the table.
you make me tired. ”

“The fit is on him again!”

He rose disgustedly and went out. They
followed him in single file. The rest of the
town “caught on.” Frank Graham heaved
an apple at him, and joined the. procession.
Rob went into tire store to buy some
tobacco. They followed, and perched like
crows on the counters till he went out; then
they followed him, as before. They
waldled him check his trunk; they wit-
nessed the purchase of the ticket. The town
had turned out by this time.

“Waupac!” announced the one nearest
the victim.

“Waupac!” said the next man, and the
word was passed along the street up town.

“Make a note of it,” said Wilson:
“Waupac—a county where a man’s pro-
posal for marriage is honoured upon
presentation. Sight drafts.”

Rivers struck up a song, while Rob stood
around, patiently liearing the jokes of the
crowd:

“We're lookin’ rather now,
While boldin' down our clains,
And our vittles are not always of the best,
And the mice play slyly round us
As we lay down to sleep
In our little old tarred shanties on the claim



" Yet we rather like the novelty
Of livin' in this way,
Though the bill of fare is often rather tame;
Anlwe're happy as a clam
On tiie land of Uncle Sam
In our little old tarred shanty on the claim.”

The train drew up at length, to the im-
mense relief of Rob, whose stoical resigna-
tion was beginning to weaken.

“Don’t y’ wish y’ had sand?” he yelled
to the crowd as he plunged into the car,
thinking he was rid of them.

But no; their last stroke was to follow
him into the car, nodding, pointing to their
heads, and whispering, managing in the
half-minute the train stood at the platform
to set every person in the car staring at the
“crazy man.” Rob groaned, and pulled
his hat down over his eyes—an action which
confirmed his tormentors’ words and made
several ladies click their tongues in sym-
pathy—*“Tick! tick! poor fellow!”

"AH ai)0-0-0-a-rdl”” said the conductor,
grinning his appreciation at the crowd, and
the train was off.

“Oh, won’t we make him groan when he
gets back!” said Barney, the young lawyer
who sang the shouting tenor.

“We’ll meet him with the timbrel and
the harp. Anybody want to wager? |’ve
got two to one on a short brunette,” said
Wilson.

“ Follow it far enough and it may pass the bend in
the river where the water laughs eternally over its
shallow.”

A cokH-yieu> in July is a hot place.
The soil is hot and dry; the wind comes
across the lazily murmuring leaves laden
with a warm sickening smell drawn from
the rapidly-growing, broad-flung banners of
the corn. The sun, nearly vertical, drops
a flood of dazzling light and heat upon the
field over which the cool shadows run, only
to make the heat seem the more intense.

Julia Peterson, faint with fatigue, was
toiling back and forth between the corn-
rows, holding the handles of the double-
shovel corn-plough, while her little brother
Otto rode the steaming horse. Her heart
was full of bitterness, and her face flushed
with heat, and her muscles aching with fa-
tigue, The heat grew terrible. The corn
came to her shoulders, and not a breath
seemed to reach her, while the sun, nearing
the noon mark, lay pitilessly upon her
shoulders, protected only by a calico dress.
The dust rose under her feet, and as she
was wet with perspiration it soiled her till
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with a woman’s instinctive cleanliness, she
shuddered. Her head throbbed danger-
ously. What matter to her that the king-
bird pitched jovially from the maples to
catch a wandering blue-bottle fly, that the
robin was feeding its young, that the bobo-
link was singing? All these tilings, if she
saw them, only threw her bondage to labor
into greater relief.

Across the field, in another patch of corn,
she could see her father—a big, gruff-voiced,
wide-bearded Norwegian—at work also
with a plough. The com must be ploughed,
and so she toiled on, the tears dropping
from the shadow of the ugly sun-bonnet she
wore. Her shoes, coarse and square-toed,
chafed her feet; her hands, large and strong,
were browned, or more properly burnt,
on the backs by the sun. The horse’s
harness "creak-cracked” as he swung stead-
ily and patiently forward, the moisture
pouring from his sides, his nostrils distended.

The field ran down to a road, and on the
other side of the road ran a river—a broad,
clear, shallow expanse at that point, and
tlic eyes of the boy gazed longingly at the
pond and the cool shadow each time that
he turned at the fence.

“Say, jule, I'm goin’ inl Come, can’t
1?7 Come—say!” he pleaded, as they
stopped at the fence to let the horse breathe.

“1*ve let you go wade twice.”

“But that don’t do any good. My legs
is all smarty, ‘cause ol’ jack sweats so.”
The boy turned around on the horse’s back,
and slid back to his rump. “I caqg’l stand
it!” he burst out, sliding off and darting
under the fence. “Father can’t see.”

The girl put her elbows on the fence, and
watched her little brother as he sped away
to the pool, throwing off his clothes as he
ran, whooping with uncontrollable delight,
boon she could hear him splashing about in
the water a short distance up the stream,
and caught glimpses of his little shiny body
and happy face. How cool that water
looked! And the shadows there by the big
basswood! How lhat waier would cool
her blistered feet! An impulse seized her,
anti she squeezed between the rails of the
fence, and stood in the road looking up and
down to see that the way was clear. It was
not a main-travelled road; no one was likely
to come; why not?

She hurriedly took off her shoes and stock-
ings—how delicious the cool, soft velvet of
the grass!l—and sitting down on the bank
under the great basswood, whose roots
formed an abrupt bank, she slid her poor
blistered, chafed feet into the water, her
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bare head leaned against the huge tree-
trunk.

And now she rested, the beauty of the
scene came to her. Over her the wind
moved the leaves. A jay screamed far off,
as if answering the cries of the boy. AKking-
fisher crossed and recrossed the stream with
dipping sweep of his wings. The river
sang with its lips to the pebbles. The vast
clouds went by majestically, far above the
tree-tops, and the snap and buzzing and
ringing whir of July insects made a cease-
less, slumberous undertone of song solvent
of all else. The tired girl forgot her work.
She began to dream. This would not last
always. Someone would come to release
her from such drudgery. This was her
constant, tenderest, and most secret dream.
lie would be a Yankee, not a Norwegian;
the Yankees didn’t ask their wives to work
in the field. He would have a home.
Perhaps hed live in town—perhaps a
merchant! And then she thought of the
drug clerk in Rock River who had looked at
her— A voice broke in on her dream, a
fresh, manly voice.

“Well, by jinks! if it ain’t Julia! Just the
one 1wanted to seel”

The girl turned, saw a pleasant-faced
young fellow in a derby hat and a fifteen-
dollar suit of diagonals.

“Rob Rodemaker! How come-----

She remembered her situation, and
flushed, looked down at the water, and
remained perfectly still.

“Ain’t ye goin' to shake hands? Y’don't
seem very glad t’ see me.”

She began to grow angry.
any eyes you’d see!”

Rob looked over the edge of the bank,
whistled, turned away. “Oh, | see!
Excuse met Dont blame yeh a bit,
though. Good weather for com,” he went
on, looking up at the trees. “Com seems
to be pretty well forward," he continued,
in a louder voice, as he walked away, still
gazing into the air. “Crops is looking
first-class in Boomtown. Hello! This
Otto? H'are y’ little scamp! Get on to
that horse agin. Quick, ’r I'll take y’r
skin off an’ hang it on the fence. What
y’ been doing?”

“Ben in swimmin’. Jimminy, ain’t it fun!
When’d y’get back? ” said the boy, grinning.

“Never you mind,” replied Rob, leaping
the fence by laying his left hand on the top
rail. “Get on to that horse.” He tossed
the boy up on the horse, hung his coat on
the fence. “1 s’pose the ol' man makes her
plough same as usual? ”

“If you had
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“Yup,” said Otto.

“Dod ding a man that’ll do thatl | don’t
mind if it’s necessary, but it ain’t necessary
in his case.” He continued to mutter in
this way as he went across to the other side
of the field. As they turned to come back,
Rob went up and looked at the horse’s
mouth. “Gettin’ purty near of age. Say,
who’s sparkin’ Julia now—anybody?”

“Nobody ’cept some ol’ Norwegians.
She won't have them. Por wants her to, but
she wont.”

“Good fr her. Nobody comes t’ see
her Sunday nights, eh?”

“Nope, only 'Tias Anderson an’ Ole
Hoover; but she goes off an’ leaves em.”

“Chk!” said Rob, starting old Jack
across the field.

It was almost noon, and Jack moved
reluctantly. He knew the time of day
as well as the boy. He made this round
alter distinct protest.

In the meantime Julia, putting on her
shoes and stockings, went to the fence and
watched the man's shining white shirt as
he moved across the corn-field. There
had never been any special tenderness
between them, but she had always liked
him. They had been at school together.
She wondered why he had come back at this
time of the year, and wondered how long
he would stay. How long had he stood
looking at her? She flushed again at the
thought of it. But he wasn’t to blame; it
was a public road. She might have known
better.

She stood under a little popple-tree, whose
leaves shook musically at every zephyr,
and her eyes through half-shut lids roved
over the sea of deep-green glossy leaves,
dappled here and there by cloud-shadows,
stirred here and there like water by the
wind, and out of it all a longing to be free
from such toil rose like a breath, filling
her throat, and quickening the motion of
her heart. Must this go on forever, this
life of heat and dust and labour? What did
it all mean?

The girl laid her chin on her strong red
wrists, and looked up into the blue spaces
between the vast clouds—aerial mountains
dissolving in a shoreless azure sea. How
cool and sweet and restful they looked!
If she might only lie out on the billowy,
snow-white, sunlit edge! The voices of the
driver and the ploughman recalled her, and
she fixed her eyes again upon the slowly-
nodding head of the patient horse, on the
boy turned half about on the horse, talking
to the white-sleeved man, whose derby
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hat bobbed up and down quite curiously,
like the horse’s head. Would she ask liim
to dinner? What would her people say?

“Phew! it’s hot!” was the greeting the
young fellow gave as he came up. He smiled
in a frank, boyish way as he hung his hat
on the top of a slake and looked up at her.
“D’ vy’ know, | kind o’ enjoy getting at it
again. Fact. It ain’t no work for a girl
though,” he added.

“When’d you get back?” she asked, the
flush not yet out of her face. Rob was
looking at her thick, fine hair and full
Scandinavian face, rich as a rose in colour,
and did not reply for a few seconds. She
stood with her hideous sun-bonnet pushed
back on her shoulders. A kingbird was
chattering overhead.

“Oh, a few days ago.”

“How long y’ goin’ t’ stay?”

“Oh, | d' know. A week, mebbe.”

A far-ofl halloo came pulsing across the
shimmering air. The boy screamed
“Dinner!” and waved his hat with an
answering whoop, then flopped ofl the
horse like a turtle off a stone into water.
He had the horse unhooked in an instant,
and had flung his toes up over the horse’s
back, in act to climb on, when Rob said:

“Il’yare, young feller! wait a minute.
Tired?” he asked the girl, with a tone that
was more than kindly; it was almost tender.

“Yes,” she replied in a low voice. “My
slices hurt me.”

“Well, here y’go,” he replied, taking his
stand by the horse, and holding out his
hand like a step. She coloured and smiled
a little as she Lifted her foot into his huge,
hard, sunburned hand.

“Oop-a-daisy!” he called. She gave a
spring and sat the horse like one at home
there.

Rob had a deliciously unconscious, al>
stracted, business-like air. He really left
her nothing to do but enjoy his company,
while he went ahead and did precisely as he
pleased.

“We don’t raise much corn out there, an’
so | kind o’ like to see it once more.”

“1 wish I didn’t have to see another hill
of com as long as | livel” replied the girl,
bitterly.

“Don’t know as | blame ych a bit. Cut,
all the same, 1’'m glad you was working in
it to-day,” he thought to himself, as he
walked beside her horse toward the house.

“Will you stop to dinner?” she inquired
bluntly, almost surlily. It was evident
that there were reasons why she didn’t
mean to press him to do so.
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“You bet I will,” lie replied; “that is,
if you want | should.”

“You know how we live,” she replied,
evasively. “If you c’n stand it, why—"
She broke off abruptly.

Yes, he remembered how they lived in
that big, square, dirty, white frame house.
It had been three or four years since he had
been in it, but the smell of the cabbage
and onions, the penetrating, peculiar mix-
ture of odours, assailed his"memory as some-
thing unforgettable.

“| guess I’U stop,” he said, as she hesi-
tated. She said no more, but tried to act
as if she were not in way responsible for
what came afterward.

“1guess 1c’n stand f’r one meal what you
stand all the while,” he added.

As she left them at the well and went to
the house he saw her limp painfully, and the
memory of her face so close to his lips as
he helped her down from the horse gave him
pleasure, at the same time that he was
touched by its tired and gloomy look.
Mrs. Felerson came to the door of the
kitchen, looking just the same as ever.
Broad-faced, unwieldly, flabby, apparently
wearing the same dress he remembered to
have seen her in years before,—a dirty
drab-coloured thing,—she looked as shape-
less as a sack of wool. Her English was
limited to, “How de do, Rob?”

lie washed at the pump, while the girl,
in the attempt to be hospitable, held the
clean towel fur him,

“You're purty well used up, eh?he said
to her.

“Yes; it’s awful hot out there.”

“Can’t you lay off this afternoon? It
ain’t right.”

“No. lie won't listen to that.”

“Well, let me take your place.”

“No; there ain’t any use o’ that.”

Peterson, a brawny wide-bearded Nor-
wegian, came up at this moment, and spoke
to Rob in a sullen, gruff way.

“He ain’t very glad to sec me,” said Rob,
winking at Julia. “He ain’t filin’ over
with enthusiasm; but | c¢’n stand it, for
your sake,” he added, with amazing as-
surance; but the girl had turned away, and
it was wasted.

At the table he ale heartily of the “bean
swaagen,” which filled a large wooden bowl
in the centre of the table, and which was
ladled into smaller wooden bowls at each
plate. Julia had tried hard to convert her
mother to Yankee ways, and had at last
given it up in despair. Rob kept on safe
subjects, mainly asking questions about the
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crops of Peterson, and when addressing the
girl, inquired of the schoolmates. By
skilful questioning, he kept the subject of
marriage uppermost, and seemingly was
getting an inventory of the girls not yet
married or engaged.

I't was embarrassing for the girl.  She was
all too well aware of the difference between
her home and the home of her schoolmates
and friends. She knew that it was not
pleasant for her “Yankee” friends to come
to visit her when they could not feel sure
of a welcome from the tireless, silent, and
grim-visaged old Norse, if, indeed, they
could escape insult. Julia ate her food me-
chanically, and it could hardly be said
that she enjoyed the brisk talk of the young
man, his eyes were upon her so constantly
and his smile so obviously addressed to her.
She rose as soon as possible, and going out-
side, took a seat on a chair under the trees
in the yard. She was not a coarse or dull
girl. In fact, she had developed so rapidly
by contact with the young people of the
neighbourhood that she no longer found
pleasure in her own home. She didn’t be-
lieve in keeping up the old-fashioned Nor-
wegian customs, and her life with her
mother was not one to breed love or con-
fidence. She was more like a hired hand.
That love of the mother for her “ Yulyie”
was sincere though rough and inarticulate,
and it was her jealousy of the young
“Yankees” that widened the chasm be-
tween the girl and herself—an inevitable
result.

Rob followed the girl out into the yard,
and threw himself on the grass at her feet,
perfectly unconscious of the fact that this
attitude was exceedingly romantic and be-
coming to them both. He did it because
he wanted to talk to her, and the grass was
cool and easy: there wasn’t any other chair,
anyway.

“Do they keep up the ly-ceum and the
sociables same as ever?”

“Yes. The others go a good 'eal, but
| don’t. We’re gettin’ such a stock round
us, and father thinks he needs me s’ much,
| don’t git out much. I'm gettin” sick of
it.”

“1 shd think y* would,” he replied, his
eyes on her face.

“| ¢’d stand the churnin’and house-work,
but when it comes t' workin’ out-doors in
the dirt an’ hot sun, gettin’ all sunburned
and chapped up, it's another thing. An’
then it seems as if he gets stingier n’
stingier every year, | ain’t had a new
dress in—I d—know—how—Iong. He
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says it’s all nonsense, an* mother’s just
about as bad. She don’t want a new dress,
an’ so she thinks | don’t.” The girl was
feeling the influence of a sympathetic
listener, and was making up for her long
silence. “I’ve tried t’ go out t’ work, but
they won’t let me. They’d have t’ pay a
hand twenty dollars a month fr the work |
do, an’ they like cheap help; but I’'m not
goin’ t’ stand it much longer, | can tell you
that.”

Rob thought she was very handsome as
she sat there with her eyes fixed on the
horizon, while these rebellious thoughts
found utterance in her quivering, passionate
voice.

“Yuiie! Kom heat!”
man from the well.

A frown of anger and pain came into her
face. She looked at Rob. “That means
more work.”

“ Say llet me go out in your place. Come,
now; what’s the use----- ”

“No; it wouldnt do no good. It ain't
t-day s’ much; it’s every day, and----- 7

“Yuiie/” called Peterson again, with a
string of impatient Norwegian.

“Well, all right, only I 'd like to--—-- ”

“Well, good-by,” she said, with a little
touch of feeling. “When d’ye go back?”

“| don’t know. 1’ll see y’ again before
I go. Good-by.”

He stood watching her slow, painful pace
till she reached the well, where Otto was
standing with the horse. He stood watching
them as they moved out into the ro;id and
turned down toward the field. He felt
that she had sent him away; but stilt
there was a look in her eyes which was not
altogether-----

He gave it up in despair at last. He was
not good at analyses of this nature; he was
used to plain, blunt expressions. There was
a woman’s subtlety here quite beyond his
reach.

He sauntered slowly off up the road after
his talk with Julia. His head was low on his
breast; he was thinking as one who is about
to take a decided and important step.

He stopped at length, and turning,
watched the girl moving along in the deeps
of the corn. Hardly a leaf was stirring; the
untempered sunlight fell in a burning flood
upon the field; the grasshoppers rose,
snapped, buzzed, and fell; the locust uttered
its dry, heat-intensifying cry. The man
lifted his head.

“It’s a d—n shame!” he said, beginning
rapidly to retrace his steps. He stood lean-
ing on the fence, awaiting the girl’s coming

roared the old
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very much as she had waited bis on the
round he had made before dinner. He grew
impatient at the slow gait of the horse, and
drummed on the rail while he whistled.
Then he took off his hat, and dusted it
nervously. As the horse got a little nearer
he wiped his face carefully, pushed his hat
back on his head, and climbed over the
fence, where he stood with elbows on the
middle rail as the girl and boy and horse
came to the end of the furrow.

“Hot, ain’t it?” he said, as she looked up.

“Jimminy Peters, it’s awful!” puffed
the boy. The girl did not reply till she
swung the plough about after the horse, and
set it upright into the next row. Her
powerful body had a superb swaying motion
at the waist as she did this—a motion which
affected Rob vaguely but massively.

“1 thought you’d gone, ” she said, gravely,
pushing back her bonnet till he could see
her face dewed with sweat, and pink as a
rose. She had the high cheek-bones of her
race, but she had also their exquisite fair-
ness of colour.

“Say, Otto,” asked Rob,
“wan’ to go swimming?”

“You bet!” replied Otto.

“Well, 1'll go a round if----- ”

The boy dropped off the horse, not wail-
ing to hear any more. Rob grinned; but
the girl dropped her eyes, then looked away.

“Got rid o’ him mighty quick. Say,
Jutyie, | hate like thunder t’ see you out.
here; it ain’t right. | wish you’d—I

alluringly,

She could not look at him now, and her
bosom rose and fell with a motion that was
not due to fatigue. Her moist hair matted
around her forehead gave her a boyish look.

Rob nervously tried again, tearing splin-
ters from the fence. *“Say, now. I’ll tell
yeh what | came back here fer—tTgit
married; and if you’re willin’, I’ll do it to-
night. Come, now, wliaddy y’say?”

“What ve | got I’ do 'bout it?” she
finally asked, the colour flooding her face,
and a faint smile coming to her lips. “Go
ahead. | ain’t gotanything----- 7

Rob put a splinter in his mouth and faced
her. *“Oh, looky here, now, Julyie! you
know what | mean. |’ve got a good claim
out near Boomtown—a ratllin’ good claim;
a shanty on it fourteen by sixteen—no
tarred paper about it; and a suffer to keep
butter in; and a hundred acres o’ wheat
just about ready to turn now. | need
a wife.”

Here he straightened up, threw away the
splinter, and took off his hat. He was
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a very pleasant figure as the girl stole a
look at him. His black laughing eyes were
especially earnest just now. His voice
had a touch of pleading. The popple-tree
over their heads murmured applause at his
elogquence, then hushed to listen. A cloud
dropped a silent shadow down upon them,
and it sent a little thrill of fear through
Rob, as if it were an omen of failure. As
the girl remained silent, looking away, he
began, man-fashion, to desire her more and
more as he feared to lose her. He put his
hat on the post again, and look out his
jack-knife. Her calico dress draped her
supple and powerful figure simply but nat-
urally. 'lhe stoop in her shoulders, given
by labour, disappeared as she partly leaned
upon the fence. The curves of her muscular,
arms sliowed through her sleeve.

“1t’s all-fired lonesome fr me out there
on that claim, and itain’t no picnic f’r you
here. Now if you’ll come out there with
me, you needn’t do anything but cook f’r me
and after harvest we can git a good lay-out
o’ furniture, an’ I’ll lath and plaster the
house, an’ put a little hell loll] in the rear.”
He smiled, and so did she. He fell en-
couraged to say: “An’ there we be, as snug
as y’ please. We’re close t’ Boomtown, an
we can go down there to church sociables
an’ things, and they’re a jolly lot there.”

The girl was still silent, but the man’s
simple enthusiasm came to her charged
with passion and a sort of romance such
as her hard life had known little of. There
was something enticing about this trip to
the West.

“What’ll my folks say?” she said at last.

A virtual surrender, but Rob was not
acute enough to see it. He pressed on
eagerly:

“l don’t care. Do you? They’ll jest
keep y’ ploughin’ corn and milkin’cows till
the day of judgment. Come, Julyie, |
ain’t got no lime to fool away. I’ve got t’
get back I’ that grain. It’s a whoopin’
old crop, sure’s yr born, an’ that means
sompin purty scrumptious in furniture this
fall. Come, now.” He approached her
and laid his hand on her shoulder very
much as he would have touched Albert
Seagraves or any other comrade. “Whady
y’ say?”

She neither started, nor shrunk nor looked
at him. She simply moved a step away.
“They’d never let me go,” she replied bit-
terly. “I’'m too cheap a hand. | do a
man’s work, an’ get no pay at all."

“You’ll have half o’ all I ¢n make.”
he put in.



Among the Corn-Rows

"How long c’n you wait?” she asked,
looking down at her dress.

"Just two minutes,” he said, pulling out
his watch. "It ain’t no use t’ wait. The
old man ’ll be jest as mad a week from now
as he isto-day. Why not go now?”

"1’'m of age day after to-morrow,” she
mused, wavering, calculating.

"You c’n be of age to-night if you’ll jest
call on old Square Hatfield with me.”

"All right, Rob,” the girl said, turning
and holding out her hand.

"That’s the talk!” he exclaimed, seizing
it. "An’now a kiss, to bind the bargain,
as the fellah says.”

“| guess we c’n get along without that.”

“No, we can’t. It won’t seem like an
engagement without it.”

LIt ain’t goin’ to seem much like one,
anyway,” she answered, with a sudden
realization of how far from her dreams of
courtship this reality was.

“Say, now, Julyic, that ain’t fair; it
ain’t treatin’ me right. You don’t seem to
understand that I like you, but I do.”

Rob was carried quite out of himself by
the time, the place, and the girl. He had
said a very moving thing.

The tears sprang involuntarily to the
girl’s eyes. “Do you mean it? If y’ do,
you may.”

She was trembling with emotion for the
first time. The sincerity of the man’s
voice had gone deep.

He put his arm around her almost tim-
idly and kissed her on the check, a great
love for her springing up in hisheart. "That
settles it,” he said. "Don’t cry, Julyie.
You’ll never be sorry for it. Don’t crv.
It kind o’ hurts me to see it.”

He didn’t understand her feelings. He
was only aware that she was crying, and
tried in a bungling way to soothe her. But
now that she had given away, she sat down
in the grass and wept bitterly.

" Yidyic/” yelled the old Norwegian, like
a distant fog-horn.

The girl sprang up; the habit of obedience
was strong.

“No; you set right there, and Il go
round,” he said. “Olio/”

The boy came scrambling out of the wood
half dressed. Rob tossed him upon the
horse, snatched Julia’s sun-bonnet, put his
own hat on her head, and moved off down
the corn-rows, leaving the girl smiling
through her tears as he whistled and
chirped to the horse. Farmer Peterson,
seeing the familiar sun-bonnet above the
corn-rows, went back to his work, with a

97

sentence of Norwegian trailing after him
like the tail of a kite—something about
lazy girls who didn’t earn the crust of their
bread, etc,

Rob was wild with delight. "Git up
there, Jack! Hay, you old corn-crib!
Say, Otto, can you keep your mouth shet
if it puls money in your pocket?”

"Jest, try me 'n’ see,” said the keen-eyed
little scamp.

"Well, you keep quiet about my being
here this afternoon, and I’ll put a dollar
ony’r longue—hay?—what?—understand?”

"Show me y’r dollar,” said the boy,
turning about and showing his tongue.

"All right. Begin to practise now by not
talkin’ to me.”

Rob went over the whole situation on Ins
way back, and when he got in sight of the
girl his plan was made. She stood waiting
for him with a new look on her face. Her
sullenness had given way to a peculiar
eagerness and anxiety to believe in liim.
She was already living that free life in a
far-off wonderful country. No more would
her stern father and sullen mother force her
to tasks which she hated. She’d be a
member of a new firm. She’d work, of
course, but it would be because she wanted
to, and not because she was forced to.
The independence and the love promised
grew more and more attractive. She
laughed back with a softer light in her eyes
when she saw the smiling face of Rob looking
at her from her sun-bonnet.

"Now you mustn’t do any more o’ this,”
he said. "You go back to the house an’
tell y’r mother you’re too lame to plough
any more to-day, and it’s too late, anyhow.
To-night!” he whispered quickly. " Eleven!
Here!”

The girl's heart leaped with fear.
afraid.™

“Not of trie, are yeh?”

"No, I’'m not afraid of you, Rob.”

“I'mglad o’that. 1--1 want you to—to
like me, Julyic; won’t you?”

“1’ll try,” she answered, with a smile.

"To-night, then,” he said, as site moved
away.

"To-night.

" Good-by. ”

He stood and watched her till her tall
figure was lost among the drooping corn-
leaves. There was a singular choking
feeling in his throat. The girl’s voice and
face had brought up so many memories of
parties and picnics and excursions on far-
off holidays, and at the same time such
suggestions of the future. He already felt

ll|1m

Good-by.”
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that it was going to be an unconscionably
long time before eleven o’clock.

He saw her go to the house, and then he
turned and walked slowly up the dusty road.
Out of the May-weed the grasshoppers
sprang, buzzing and snapping their dull red
wings.  Butterflies, yellow and white,
fluttered around moist places in the ditch,
and slender striped water-snakes glided
across the stagnant pools at sound of foot-
steps.

But the mind of the man was far away
on his claim, building a new house, with a
woman’s advice and presence.

It was a windless night. The katydids
and an occasional cricket were the only
sounds Rob could hear as he stood beside
his team and strained his ear to listen. At
long intervals a little breeze ran through
the corn like a swift serpent, bringing
to the nostrils the sappy smell of the grow-
ing corn. The horses stamped uneasily as
the mosquitoes settled on their shining
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limbs. The sky was full of stars, but there
was no moon.

“What if she don’t come?” he thought.
“Or can't come? | can’t stand that. 1’ll
go to the old man, an’ say, ‘Looky here—
Shi"

He listened again. There was a rustling
in the com. It was not like the fitful
movement of the wind; it was steady, slower
and approaching. It ceased. He whistled
the wailing, sweet cry of the prairie-
chicken. Then a figure came out into the
road—a woman—Julia!

He took her in his arms as she camei
panting up to him.

“Rob!”

“Julyte!”

A few words, the dull tread of swift
horses, the rising of a silent train of dust,
and then the wind wandered in the growing
com. The dust fell, a dog barked down
the road, and the katydids sang to the
liquid contralto of the river in its shallows.

_ c&h
alliance of the Leopards

A Sanskrit Son& of the Fifth Century

Trardated by E Romys Matrers

ERY afraid,

I saw the dalliance of the leopards—
In Lhe beauty of their coats
They sought each other and embraced.
Had | gone between them then
And pulled them asunder by their manes,
I would have run less risk
Than when | passed in my boat
And saw you standing on a dead tree
Ready to dive and kindle the river.



AN

nhabitant

of Carcosa

By AMBROSE BIERCE

For there be divers sorts oj death—some wherein the body remainelh; and in some it van-

tsketh quite away with the spirit.

This commonly occurreth only m solitude (such is God’s

wil) and, none seeing the end, we say the man is lost, or gone on a longjourney—which indeed
he hath, but sometimes it hath happened in sight oj many, as abundant testimony slwwdh.
In one kind of death the spirit aho die.th, and this it hath been known to do while yet the body

was in vigour for many years.

Sometimes, as is veritably attested, it dicth with the body, but

after a season is raised up again in that place where, the body did decay.

JIONDERING these words of
Hali (whom God rest) and ques-
tioning their full meaning, as
one who, having an intimation,
yet doubts if there he not some-
thing behind, other than that which he has
discerned, | noted not whither | had
strayed until a sudden chill wind striking
my lace revived in me a sense of my sur-
roundings. | observed with astonishment
that everything seemed unfamiliar. On
every side of me stretched a bleak and
desolate expanse of plain, covered with a
rail overgrowth of sere grass, which rustled
and whistled in the autumn wind with
heaven knows what mysterious and dis-
quieting suggestion. Protruded at long
intervals above it, stood strangely shaped
and sombre-coloured rocks, which seemed to
have an understanding with one another
and to exchange looks of uncomfortable
significance, as if they had reared their
heads to watch the issue of some foreseen
event A few blasted trees here and there
appeared as leaders in this malevolent con-
spiracy of silent expectation.

The day, | thought, must be far ad-
vanced, though the sun was invisible; and
although sensible (.hat the air was raw and
chill my consciousness of that fact was
rather mental than physical—I had no
feeling of discomfort. Over all the dismal
landscape a canopy of low, lead-coloured
clouds hung like a visible curse. In all this
there was a menace and a portent—a hint
of evil, an intimation of doom. Bird,

beast, or insect there was none. The wind
sighed in the bare branches of the dead
trees and the grey grass bent to whisper
its dead secret to the earth; but no other
sound nor motion broke the awful repose
of that dismal place.

I observed in the herbage a number of
weather-worn stones, evidently shaped with
tools They were broken, covered with
moss and half sunken in the earth. Some
lay prostrate, some leaned at various
angles, none was vertical. They were ob-
viously headstones of graves, though the
graves themselves no longer existed as
either mounds 0L depressions , the years had
levelled all. Scattered here and there,
more massive blocks showed where some
pompous tomb or ambitious monument had
once flung its feeble defiance at oblivion.
So old seemed these relics, these vestiges
of vanity and memorials of affection and
piety, so battered and worn and stained—
so neglected, deserted, forgotten the place,
that | could not help thinking myself the
discoverer of the burial-ground of a pre-
historic race of men whose very name was
long extinct.

Pilicd with these reflections, | was for
some time heedless of the sequence of my
own experiences, but soon | thought,
“How came | hither?” A moment’s re-
flection seemed to make this all clear and
explain at the same time, though in a dis-
quieting way, the singular character with
which my fancy had invested all that | saw
or heard. 1 was ill. | remember now that



100

I had been prostrated by a sudden fever,
and that my family had told me that in
my periods of delirium | had constantly
cried out for liberty and air, and had been
held in bed to prevent my escape out-of-
doors. Now | had eluded the vigilance of
my attendants and had wandered hither
to—to where? | could not conjecture.
Clearly | was at a considerable distance
from the city where | dwelt—the ancient
and famous city of Carcosa.

No signs of human life were anywhere
visible nor audible; no rising smoke, no
watchdog's bark, no lowing of cattle, no
shouts of children at play—nothing but
that dismal burial-place, with its air of
mystery and dread, due to my own dis-
ordered brain. Was | not becoming again
delirious, there beyond human aid? Was
it not indeed all an illusion of my madness?
I called aloud the names of my wives and
sons, reached out my hands in search of
theirs, even as | walked among the crum-
bling stones and in the withered grass.

A noise behind me caused me to turn
about. A wild animal—a lynx—was ap-
proaching. The thought came to me; If |
break down here in the desert—if fever
return and | fail, this boast will be at my
throat. | sprang toward it, shouting. It
trotted tranquilly by within a hand’
brelgdth of me and disappeared behind a
rock.

A moment later a man’s head appeared
to rise out of the ground a short distance
away. He was ascending the farther slope
of a low hill whose crest was hardly to be
distinguished from the general level. His
whole figure soon came into view against
the background of grey cloud. He was
half naked, half clad in skins. His hair was
unkempt, his beard long and ragged. In
one hand he carried a bow and arrow; the
other held a blazing torch with a long trail
of black smoke. He walked slowly and
with caution, as if he feared falling into
some open grave concealed by the tall
grass. This strange apparition surprised
but did not alarm, and taking such a course
as to intercept him I met him almost face
to face, accosting him with the familiar
salutation, “ God keep you."

He gave no heed, nor did he arrest his
pace.

“Good stranger,” | continued, “1 am ill
and lost. Direct me, | beseech you, to
Carcosa.”

The man broke into a barbarous chant in
an unknown tongue, passing on and away.

An owl on the branch of a decayed tree
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hooted dismally and was answered by
another in the distance. Looking upward,
I saw through a sudden rift in Die clouds
Aldebaran and the Hyades! In all this
there was a hint of night—the lynx, the
man with the torch, the owl. Yet | saw
even the stars in absence of the dark-
ness. | saw, but was apparently not seen
nor heard. Under what awful sped did I
exist?

| seated myself at the root of a great
tree, seriously to consider what it were
best to do. That | was mad | could no
longer doubt, yet recognized a ground of
doubt in the conviction. Of fever | had no
trace. | had, withal, a sense of exhilaration
and vigour altogether unknown to me—a
feeling of mental and physical exaltation.
My senses seemed all alert; | could feel the
air as a ponderous substance; | could hear
the silence.

A great root of the giant tree against
whose trunk | leaned as | sat held enclosed
in its grasp a slab of stone, a part of which
protruded into a recess formed by another
root. The stone was thus partly protected
from the weather, though greatly de-
composed. Its edges were worn round, its
corners eaten away, its surface deeply fur-
rowed and scaled. Glittering particles of
mica were visible in the earth about it—
vestiges of its decomposition. This stone
had apparently marked the grave out of
which tbe tree had sprung ages ago. The
tree’s exacting roots had robbed the grave
and made the stone a prisoner.

A sudden wind pushed some dry leaves
and twigs from the uppermost face of the
stone; | saw the low-relief letters of an
inscription and bent to read it. God in
Heaven! my name in full'—the date of my
birth—the date of my death!

A level shaft of light illuminated the
whole side of the tree as | sprang to my
feet in terror. The sun was rising in the
rosy east. | stood between the tree and his
broad red disk—no shadow darkened the
trunk!

A chorus of howling wolves saluted the
dawn. | saw them sitting on their
haunches, singly and in groups, on the
summits of irregular mounds and tumuli
filling a half of my desert prospect and ex-
tending to the horizon. And then | knew
that these were ruins of the ancient and
famous city of Carcosa.

Such are the facts imparted to the me-
dium Bayrolles by the spirit Hoseib Alar
Robardin.



Little Course
Love-Making

These are days when knowledge calls aloud from the advertising pages. On the authority
of the teachers themselves, we favored moderns may learn by mail such things as our benighted
Jorefothers never dreamed of—hmv to alter the cabriole legs with which nature has endowed us to
Ueppehohite, how to have a Compelling Personality, or to play the Tenor Banjo in One Minute.

It has seemed as if there were one slight gap in this encyclopedic offering—despite the
gentleman who offers to reveal the Secrets of Sex Fascination.

So we have gathered from some of the many acute writers, from ancient Egyptians to
Ovid, from Theocritus to Dryden, from Byron ami de Maupassant to Marie Corelli, a feiv
scattering precepts in the universally appealing art-science of Efficiency in Love. Most of
these counsellors were clearly Co. Getters: they advise out of their own rick experience. That
even such experts occasionally differ is merely another evidence of the complexity of the subject
and lke needfor erecting a scientific basis of sound practice.

&
WaLL-MoTTO

Why makest thou it so strange?
She is a woman, therefore may be wood;
She is a woman, therefore may be won;

Then why should he despair that knows to court it
With words, fair looks, and liberality? Shakespeare.

£

A Pessimist

I know the nature of women. When you will, they will not; when you will not, they
come of their own accord. Terence.

*

T he Wazir Ptah-iiotep Counsels King A ssa

(perhaps 3,000 B.C)

If thou wouldest be wise, provide for thine house, and love thy wife that is in thine
arms. Fill her stomach, clothe her back; oil is the remedy of her limbs. Gladden her
heart during her lifetime, for she is an estate profitable unto its lord. Be not harsh, for
gentleness mastereth her more than strength. Give to her that for which she sigheth
and that toward which her eye looketh; so shall thou keep her in thy house.

Translated by Brian BFO\Td.
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T he Y oung Singer Shows Her Accomplishments
— and H er Feelings

{Malavika, having approached the King, sings the four-part composition):

My beloved is hard to obtain; be then without hope with respect to him, O my heart!
Hal!the outer corner of my left eye throbs somewhat: how is this man, seen after a long
time, to be obtained?

My lord, consider that | look upon thee with ardent longing.

{She goes through a pantomime expressive of the sentiment.)

Vidushaka {aside)}—H a!ha! this lady may be said to have made use of this composition,
in four parts for the purpose of flinging herself at your head. K alidasa {5th Century).

4
L ove among the Fl1owers

You wilh mallow sighings, byacinlMne breath,
Honey clover speeches, rose smiles for your mate,
Marjoram Kisses, love-embraces in a parsley wreath,
Tigcer-iily laughter, larkspur gait,—
Pour the wine and read the poem as the sacred laws dictate.
Peerecrates (About 430 B. C.).

*

Simaetha’'s Spell to W in B ack D elphis

Where are my bay-leaves? Conte, Thestylis; where are my love-charms? Come,
crown me the bowl with the crimson flower o’ wool; | would fain have the fire-spell to
my cruel dear that for twelve clays hath not so much as come anigh me, the wretch, nor
knows whether | be alive or dead; nay, nor ever hath knocked upon my door, implacable
man. | warrant ye Love and the Lady be gone away with his feat fancy. In the morning
I'll to Timagetus’ school and see him, and ask what he means to use me so; but for tonight,
I'll put the spell o’ fire upon him.

So shine me fair, sweet Moon; for to thee, still Goddess, Is ray song, to thee and that
Hecat infernal who makes e’en the whelps to shiver on her goings to and fro where these
tombs be and the red blood lies. All hail to thee, dread and awful Hecatl | prithee so
bear me company that this medicine of my making prove potent as any of Circe's or Medea’s
or Perimed’s of the golden hair.

Wryneck, wryneck, draw him hither!
Theocritus (Translated by J. M. Edmonds).

*
W isdom of Sir Hudibras

He that will win his dame must do

As love does when he draws his bow;

With one hand thrust the lady from,

And with the other pull her home. Samuel Butler.

*

T he Song of the Sirens

And | anointed therewith (with wax) the ears of all my men in their order, and in
the ship they bound me hand and foot upright in the mast-stead, and to the mast they
fastened the rope-ends, and themselves sat down, and smote the grey sea water with their
oars. But when the ship was within the sound of a man's shout from the land, we fleeing

swiftly on our way, the Sirens espied the swift ship speeding toward them, and they raised
their clear-toned song;

“Hither, come hither, renowned Odysseus, great glory of the Achaeans, here stay
thy barque, that thou mayest listen to the voice of us twain. For none hath ever
driven by this way in his black ship, till he hath heard from our lips the voice sweet
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as the Honey comb, and hath had joy thereof and gone on his way the wiser. For

lo, we know all things, all the travail that in wide Troy-land the Argives and Tro-

jans bare by the gods' designs, yea, and we know all that shall hereafter be upon

the fruitful earth.”

So spake they, uttering a sweet voice, and my heart was fain to listen, and | bade my
company unbind me, nodding at them with a frown; but they bent to their oars and
rowed on. Homer (Translated by Andrew Lanc).

*
If you wish to be loved, love. Seneca.

*

Tne Art of Love — Feminine

When first a lover you’d design to charm,
Beware, lest jealousies his soul alarm;
Make him believe with all the skill you can,
That he, and only he’s the happy man.
Anon, by due degrees, small doubt create,
And let him fear some rival’s better fate.
Such little arts make love its vigour hold,
Which else would languish, and loo soon grow cold.
Ovid (Translated by Dryden).

T he Art of Love—Masculine

Her wishes never, nor her will withstand:
Submit, you conquer; serve, and you’ll command.
Her words approve, deny what she denies,

Like what she likes, and when she scorns, despise.
Laugh when she smiles; when Kid, dissolve in tears;
Let every gesture sympathise with hers;

If she delights, as women will, in play,

Her stakes return, your ready losings pay.

When she’s at cards, or rattling dice she throws,
Connive at cheats, and generously lose.

A smiling winner let the nymph remain,

Let your pleased mistress every conquest gain.

In heat, with an umbrella ready stand;

When walking, offer your officious hand;

Her trembling hands, tho’ you sustain the cold,
Cherish, and to your warmer bosom hold.

Think no inferior office a disgrace,

When all are risen and prepare to go,
Mix with the crowd, and tread upon her toe.

Act well the lover, let thy speech abound
In dying words that represent thy wound.
Distrust not her belief; she will be mov’d;
All women think they merit to be loved.
Ovid (Translated by Dryden).

You must make a lover angry if you wish him to love. Publius Syrus.

Constant Dropping

Teares most prevaile; with teares too thou may’st move
Rocks to relent, and coyest maids to love. Herrick.
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Othello’'s M ethod

Upon this hint | spoke;
She loved me for the dangers | had passed
And I loved her that she did pity them.
This only is the witchcraft | have used:
Here comes the lady; let her witness it. Shakespeare.

£
T he Euphuist
It is better to poyson her with the sweet bait of love. Lyly,
*

)

A Douglas’'s | dea

I ’'Uwoo her as the lion woos his brides. John Home.

*

Why?

Why did she love him? Curious fool —be still—
Is human love the growth of human will? Byron.

*

A M aster of the Craft

Juan would question further, but she press'd

His lips to hers, and silenced him with this,

And then dismiss’d the omen from her breast,

Defying augury with that fond kiss;

And no doubt of all methods't is the best:

Some people prefer wine—'t is not amiss;

I have tried both; so those who would a part take

May choose between the headache and the heartache. Byron.

*

Power of the W ritten W ord

When Odin tried to kiss her (Wrinda, daughter of the King of the Rutheuiaus) at
his departure, she repulsed him so that he tottered and smote his chin upon the ground.
Straightway he touched her with a piece of bark whereon runes were written, and made
her like unto one in frenzy: which was a gentle revenge to take for all the insults he had
received. Saxo Grammaticus.

*

T he Straightforward Scandinavian

And as Skiold thus waxed in years and valour he beheld the perfect beauty of Alfhild,
daughter of the King of the Saxons, sued for her hand, and, for her sake, in the sight of
the armies of the Teutons and the Danes, challenged and fought with Skat, governor of
Allemannia, and a suitor for the same maiden; whom he slew, afterwards crushing the
whole nation of the Allcmannians, and forcing them to pay tribute, they being subjugated
by the death of their captain. . .

Thus delivered of his bitterest rival in wooing, he took as the prize of combat the
maiden for the love of whom he had fought, and wedded her in marriage.

Saxo Grammaticus.
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A Society |l deal

In affairs of love a woman is perhaps most easily ensnared by a man who can combine
passion with pleasantry and hot pursuit with social tact and diplomacy. Marie Corelli.

*

B eauchamp and R enee

And becoming entirely selfish he impressed his total abnegation of self upon Renee
so that she could have worshipped him. A lover that was like a starry frost, froze her veins,
bewildered her intelligence. She yearned for meridian warmth, for repose in a directing
hand; and let it be as hard as one that grasps a sword: what matter? unhesitatingness was
the warrior virtue of her desire. George Meredith.

*

T he M aster ful M inister

“The man | could love,” Babbie wenton . . . “must not spend his days in idleness
as the men | know do.”
“ldo not.”

“He must be brave, no mere worker among others, but a leader of men.”

“ All ministers are.”

“. . . He must understand me.”

“1 do.”

“ And be my master.”

“ It is his lawful position in the house.”

“He must not yield to my coaxing or tempers.”

“1t would be weakness.”

“But compel me to do his bidding; yes, even thrash me if-——- 7

“If you won’t listen to reason. Babbie,” cried Gavin, “1 am that man!” Barrie.

*

A udace, T oujours 1" Audace

A pressing lover seldom wants success,
Whilst the respectful, like the Greek, sits down,
And wastes a ten years’ siege before one town. Nicholas Rowe.

£

Prohibition

Be to her virtues very kind;

Be to her faults a little blind

Let all her ways be unconfin'd,

And clap your padlock—on her mind. Prior,

A French Artist

Accepting his statement as a sort of jest, of no real importance, she would say gaily
on entering: “Well, how goes your love today?”

He would reply lightly, yet with perfect seriousness, telling her of the progress of his
malady, in all its intimate details, and of the depth of the tenderness that had been born
and was daily increasing. He analyzed himself minutely before her, hour by hour, since
their separation the evening before, with the air of a professor giving a lecture; and she
listened with interest, a little moved, and somewhat disturbed by this story which seemed
one in a book of which she was the heroine. When he had enumerated, in his gallant
and easy manner, all the anxieties of which he had become the prey, his voice sometimes
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trembled in expressing by a word, or only by an intonation, the lender aching of his heart.
And she persisted in questioning him, vibrating with curiosity, her eyes fixed upon
him, her ear eager for those things that are disturbing to know but charming to hear.

de Maupassant.
*

In T ahiti

Everyone has a white flower behind their ear. Mamua has given me one. Do you
know the significance of a while flower worn over the ear? A white flower over the right
ear means “1 am looking for a sweetheart.” And a white flower over the left car means
“1 have found a sweetheart.” And a white flower over each ear means “1 have one sweet-
heart, and am looking for another.” A white flower over each car, my dear, is dreadfully
the most fashionable way of adorning yourself in Tahiti. R upert Brooke.

*

T he vl an or the M anner

A third rode up at a startling pace—
A suitor poor, with a homely face—
No doubts appeared to bind him.
He kissed her lips and he pressed her waist,
And dlT he rode with the maiden, placed
On a pillion safe behind him.
And she heard the suitor bold confide
This golden hint to the priest who tied
The knot there's no undoing:
“With pretty, young maidens who can choose,
"Tis not so much the gallant who wuos
As the gallant's way of wooing.” W. S. Gilbert.

*

Singularity, or Good Looks?

Saint-Clair, after modestly pleading inexperience in this delicate subject, gave as his
opinion that the chief way to please a woman is to lie singular, to be different from others.
But he did not think it possible to give a general prescription for singularity.

“ According to your view,” said Jules, “a lame or hump-backed man would have
a better chance of pleasing than one of ordinary make.”

“You push things too far,” retorted Sainl-Clair, “but Tam willing to accept all the
consequences of my proposition. For example, if | were hump-backed, instead of blowing
out my brains 1 would make conquests. In the first place, | would try my wiles on those
who are generally tender-hearted; then on those women—and there are many of them—
who set up for being original—eccentric, as they say in England. To begin with, | should
describe my pitiful condition, and point out that | was the victim of Nature’ cruelty.
| should try to move them to sympathy with my Sot, | should let them suspect that | was
capable of a passionate love. | should kill one of my rivals in a duel, and | should pretend
to poison myself with a feeble dose of laudanum. After a few months they would not
notice my deformity, and then | should be on the watch for the first signs of affection.
With women who aspire to originality conquest is easy. Only persuade them that it is
a hard-and-fast rule that a deformed person can never have a love affair, they will immedi-
ately then wish to prove the opposite.”

“What a Don Juan!” cried Jules.

“. . . As for me,” said Themines, renewing the conversation, “the longer | live,
the more clearly 1 sec that the chief smgularlty which attracts even the most obdurate,
is passable features”—and he threw a complaisant glance in a mirror opposite—* passable
features and good taste m dress,” and he filliped a crumb of bread off his coat.

Prosper Merimee.
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'hadows on the Wall
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ENRY had words with Edward
in the study the night before
Edward died,” said Caroline
Glynn.

She was elderly, tall, and
harshly thin, with a hard colourlessness of
face. She spoke not with acrimony, but
with grave severity. Rebecca Ann Glynn,
younger, stouter and rosy of face between
her crinkling puffs of grey bait, gasped, by
way of assent. She sat in a wide Bounce of
black silk in the corner of the sofa, and
rolled terrified eyes from her sister Caroline
to her sister Mrs. Stephen Brigham, who
had been Emma Glynn, the one beauty of
the family. She was beautiful still, with a
large, splendid, full-blown beauty; she
filled a great rocking-chair with her superb
bulk of femininity, ami swayed gently back
and forth, her black silks whispering and
her black frills fluttering. Even the shock
of death (for her brother Edward lay dead
in the house) could not disturb her out-
ward serenity of demeanour. She was
grieved over the loss of her brother: he had
been the youngest, and she had been fond
of him, but never had Emma Brigham lost
sight of her own importance amidst the
waters of tribulation. She was always
awake to the consciousness of her own
stability in the midst of vicissitudes and
the splendour of her permanent bearing.

But even her expression of masterly
placidity changed before her sister Caro-
line’s announcement and her sister Rebecca
Ann’s gasp of terror and distress in re-
sponse.

“l think Henry might have controlled
his temper, when poor Edward was so near
his end,” said she with an asperity which
disturbed slightly the roseate curves of her
beautiful mouth.

“Of course be did not know," murmured
Rebecca Ann in a faint tone strangely out of
keeping with her appearance.

One involuntarily looked again to be
sure that such a feeble pipe came from that
full-swelling chest.

“Of course he did not know it,” said
Caroline quickly. She turned on her sister
with a strange sharp look of suspicion.
“How could he have known it?” said she.
Then she shrank as if from the other’s
possible answer, “Of course you and |
both know he could not,” said she con-
clusively, but her pale face was paler than
it had been before.

Rebecca gasped again. The married
siste.,, Mrs. Emma Brigham, was now sit-
ting up straight in her chair; she had
ceased rocking, and was eyeing them both
intently with a sudden accentuation of
family likeness in her face. Given one
common intensity of emotion and similar
lines showed forth, and the three sisters of
one race were evident.

“What do you mean?” said she impar-
tially to them both. Then she, loo, seemed
to shrink before a possible answer. She
even laughed an evasive sort of laugh. “I
guess you don’t mean anything,” said she,
but her face wore still the expression of
shrinking horror.

“Nobody means anything,” said Caro-
line firmly. She rose and crossed the room
toward the door with grim decisiveness.

“Where are you going?” asked Mrs.
Brigham.

“l have something to see to,” replied
Caroline, and the others at once knew by
her tone that she had some solemn and sad
duty to perform in the chamber of death.

“Oh!” said Mrs. Brigham.

After the door had closed benind Caro-
line, she turned to Rebecca.

“Did Henry have many words with
him?” she asked.

“They were talking very loud,” replied
Rebecca evasively, yet with an answering
gleam of ready response to the other’s

107



108

curiosity in the quick lift of her soft blue
eyes.

yMrs. Brigham looked at her. She had
not resumed rocking. She still sat up
straight with a slight knitting of intensity
on her fair forehead, between the pretty
rippling curves of her auburn hair.

“Did you—hear anything?” she asked
in a low voice with a glance toward the
door.

“| was just across the hall in the south
parlour, and that door was open and this
door ajar," replied Rebecca with a slight
flush.

“Then you must have-—- "

“I couldn't help it."

“Everything?”

“Most of it."

“What was it?"

“The old Story.”

"| suppose Henry was mad, as he always
was, because Edward was living on here for
nothing, when he had wasted all the money
father left him,"

Rebecca nodded with a fearful glance at
the door.

When Emma spoke again her voice was
still more hushed. “I know how he felt,”
said she. “He had always been so prudent
himself, and worked hard at his profession,
and there Edward had never done anything
hut spend, and it must have looked to him
as if Edward was living at his expense, but
he wasn't.”

“No, he wasn't.”

“It was the way father left the property
—that all the children should have a home
here—and he left money enough to buy the
food and all if we had all come home.”

“Yes."

"And Edward had a right here according
to lire terms of father’s will, and Henry
ought to have remembered it.”

"Yes, he ought.”

“Did he say hard things?”

"Pretty hard from what | heard.”

"W hat?”

“1 heard him tell Edward that he had no
business here at all, and he thought he had
better go away.”

“What did Edward say?”

“That he would slay here as long as he
lived and afterward, loo, if he was a mind
to, and he would like to sec Henry get him
out; and then----- ”

"What?”

“Then he laughed.”

“What did Henry say?”

“l didn’t hear him say anything,
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“But what?”

“l saw him when he came out of this
room.”

“He looked mad?”

“You’ve seen him when he looked so.”

Emma nodded; the expression of horror
on her face had deepened.

“Do you remember that time he Kkilled
the cat because she had scratched him?”

“Yes. Dont!”

Then Caroline re-entered the room. She
went up to the stove in which a wood fire
was burning—it was a cold, gloomy day of
fall—and she warmed her hands, which
were reddened from recent washing in cold
water.

Mrs. Brigham looked at her and hesi-
tated. She glanced at the door, which was
still ajar, as it did not easily shut, being
Still swollen with the damp weather of the
summer. She rose and pushed it together
with a sharp thud which jarred the house.
Rebecca started painfully with a half ex-
clamation. Caroline looked at her disap-
provingly.

“If is time you controlled your nerves,
Rebecca,” said she.

“l can’t help it,” replied Rebecca with
almost a wail. “l am nervous. There’s
enough to make me so, the Lord knows.”

“What do you mean by that?” asked
Caroline with her old air of sharp suspicion,
and something between challenge and dread
of its being met.

Rebecca shrank.

“ Nothing,” said she.

“Then | wouldn’t keep speaking in such
a fashion.”

Emma, reluming from the closed door,
said imperiously that it ought to he fixed, it
shut so hard.

“It will slirink enough after we have had
the fire a few days,” replied Caroline. *“If
anything is done to ii it will be too small;
there will be a crack at the sill.”

« 1 think Henry ought to be ashamed of
himself for talking as he did to Edward,”
said Mrs. Brigham abruptly, but in an
almost inaudible voice.

“Hush!” said Caroline, with a glance of
actual fear at the closed door.

" Nobody can hear with the dooT shut.”

“He must have heard it shut, and----- ”

“Well, I can say what | want to before
E(_e comes down, and | am not afraid of

im.”

“l don’t know who is afraid of him!
What reason is there for anybody to be
afraid of Henry?” demanded Caroline.

Mrs. Brigham trembled before her sis-
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ter’s look, Rebecca gasped again. “There
isn’t any reason, of course. Why should
ihere be?"

“1 wouldn't speak so, then. Somebody
might overhear you and think it was queer.
Miranda Joy is in the south parlour sewing,
you know.”

“1 thought she went upstairs to stitch on
the machine.”

"She did, but she has come down again.”

“Well, she can’t hear.”

“1 say again | think Henry ought to be
ashamed of himself. | shouldn’t think he'd
ever get over it, having words with poor
Edward the very night before he died.
Edward was enough sight better disposition
than Henry, with all his faults. | always
thought a great deal of poor Edward,
myself.”

Mrs. Brigham passed a large fluff of
handkerchief across her eyes; Rebecca
sobbed outright.

“Rebecca,” said Caroline admonishingly,
keeping her mouth stiff and swallowing
determinately.

“| never heard him speak a cross word,
unless he spoke cross to Henry that last
night. | don't know, but he did from what
Rebecca overheard,” said Emma.

“Not so much cross as sort of soft,
and sweet, and aggravating," sniffled Re-
becca.

“He never raised his voice," said Caro-
line; “but he had his way.”

“He had a right to in this case.”

“Yes, he did.”

“He had as much of a right here as
Henry,” sobbed Rebecca, “and now lie's
gone, and he will never be in this home that
poor father left him and the rest of us
again.”

“What do you really think ailed Ed-
ward?” asked Emma in hardly more than a
whisper. She did not look at her sister.

Caroline sat down in a nearby arm-chair,
and clutched the arms convulsively until
her thin knuckles whitened.

“1 told you,” said she.

Rebecca held her handkerchief over her
mouth, and looked at them above it with
terrified, streaming eyes.

“l know you said that he had terrible
pains in his stomach, and had spasms,
but what do you think made him have
them?”

“Henry called it gastric trouble. You
know Edward has always had dyspepsia."”

Mrs. Brigham hesitated a moment. “Was
tnere any talk of an—examination?" said
she.
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Then Caroline turned on her fiercely.

“No,” said she in a terrible voice.
“No.”

The three sisters’souls seemed to meet on
one common ground of terrified under-
standing through their eyes. The old-
fashioned latch of the door was heard to
rattle, and a push from without made the
door shake ineffectually. “It’s Henry,”
Rebecca sighed rather than whispered.
Mrs. Brigham settled herself after a noise-
less rush across the floor into her rocking-
chair again, and was swaying back and
forth with her head comfortably leaning
back, when the door at. last yielded and
Henry Glynn entered. He cast a covertly
sharp, comprehensive glance at Mrs. Brig-
ham with her elaborate calm; at Rebecca
quietly huddled in the corner of the sofa
with her handkerchief to her face and only
one small reddened ear as attentive as a
dog’s uncovered and revealing her alertness
for his presence; at Caroline sitting with a
strained composure in her arm-chair by the
stove. She met his eyes quite firmly with
a look of inscrutable fear, and defiance of
the fear and of him.

Henry Glynn looked more like this sister
than the others. Both had the same bard
delicacy of form and feature, both were tall
and almost emaciated, both had a sparse
growth of gray blond hair far back from
high intellectual foreheads, both had an
almost noble aquilinity of feature. They
confronted each other with the pitiless
immovability of two statues in whose
marble lineaments emotions were fixed for
all eternity.

Then Henry Glynn smiled and the smile
transformed his face, He looked suddenly
years younger, and an almost boyish reck-
lessness and irresolution appeared in his
face. He flung himself into a chair with a
gesture which was bewildering from its in-
congruity with his general appearance. He
leaned his head back, flung one leg over the
other, and looked laughingly at Mrs.
Brigham.

“l declare, Emma, you grow younger
every year,” he said.

She flushed a little, and her placid mouth
widened at the corners. She was suscep-
tible to praise.

“Our thoughts to-day ought to belong to
the one of us who will never grow older,"
said Caroline in a hard voice.

Henry looked at her, still smiling. *“Of
course, we none of us forget that,” said he,
in a deep, gentle voice, “but we have to
speak to the living, Caroline, and | have not
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seen Emma for a long time, and the living
are as dear as the dead.”

“Not to me,” said Caroline.

She rose, and went abruptly out of the
room again. Rebecca also rose and hurried
after her, sobbing loudly.

Henry' looked slowly after them.

" Caroline iscompletely unstrung,” said he.

Mrs. Brigham rocked. A confidence in
hint inspired by his manner was stealing
over her. Out of that confidence she spoke
quite easily and naturally.

“His death was very sudden,” said she.

Henry’s eyelids quivered slightly but his
gaze was unswerving.

“Yes,” said he; “it was very sudden. He
was sick only' a few hours.”

“What did you call it?”

“Gastric.”

“You did not think of an examination?”

“There was no need. | am perfectly
certain as to the cause of his death.”

Suddenly Mrs. Brigham felt a creep as of
some live horror over her very soul. Her
flesh prickled with cold, before an inflection
of his voice. She rose, tottering on weak
knees.

“Where are you going?” asked Henry' in
a strange, breathless voice.

Mrs. Brigham said something incoherent
about some sewing which she had to do,
some black for the funeral, and was out of
the room. She went up to the front cham-
ber which she occupied. Caroline was
there. She went close to her and took her
hands, and the two sisters looked at each
other.

“Don’t speak, don’t, 1 won’t have 11!”
said Caroline finally' in an awful whisper.

“1 won't,” replied Emma.

That afternoon the three sisters were in
the study, the large front room on the
ground floor across the hall from the south
parlour, when the dusk deepened.

Mrs, Brigham was hemming some black
material. She sat close to the west window'
for the waning light. At last she laid her
work on her lap.

“It’s no use, | cannot sec to sew another
stitch until we have a light,” said she.

Caroline, who was writing some letters at
the table, turned to Rebecca, in her usual
place on the sofa.

“Rebecca, you had better get a lamp,"
she said.

Rebecca started up; even in the dusk her
face showed her agitation,

“It doesn’t seem to me that we need a
lamp quite yet,” she said in a piteous, plead-
ing voice like a child’s.
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“Yes, we do,” returned Mrs. Brigham
peremptorily. “We must have a light.
I must finish this to-night or | can’t go to
the funeral, and | can’t see to sew another
stitch.”

“ Caroline can see to write letters, and she
is farther from the window than you are,”
said Rebecca.

“Are you trying to save kerosene or are
you lazy, Rebecca Glynn?” cried Mrs.
Brigham. "1 can go and get the light my-
self, but I have this work all in my lap.”

Caroline's pen stopped scratching.

“Rebecca, we must have the light,” said
she.

“Had we better have it in here?” asked
Rebecca weakly.

“Of course! Why not?” cried Caroline
sternly.

“lam sure | don’t want to take my sew-
ing into the other room, when it is all
cleaned up for to-morrow,” said Mrs. Brig-
ham.

“Why, I never heard such a to-do about
lighting a lamp.”

Rebecca rose and left the room. Pres-
ently she entered with a lamp—a large one
with a white porcelain shade. She set it on
a table, an old-fashioned card-table which
was placed against the opposite wall from
the window'. That wall was clear of book-
cases and books, which were only' on three
sides of the room. That opposite wall was
taken up with three doors, the one small
space being occupied by the table. Above
the table on the old-fashioned paper, of a
white satin gloss, traversed by an inde-
terminate green scroll, hung quite high a
small gilt and black-framed ivory minia-
ture, taken in her girlhood, of the mother of
the family. When the lamp was set on the
table beneath it, the tiny pretty face
painted on the ivory seemed to gleam out
with a look of intelligence.

“What have you put that lamp over there
for?” asked Mrs. Brigham, with more of
impatience than her voice usually revealed.
“Why didn’t you set it in the hall and have
done with it? Neither Caroline nor | can
sec if it is on that table.”

“| thought perhaps you would move,”
replied Rebecca hoarsely.

“If 1 do move, we can’t both sit at that
table, Caroline has her paper all spread
around. Why don’t you set the lamp on
the study table in the middle of the room,
then we can both see?”

Rebecca hesitated. Her face was very
pale. She looked with an appeal that was
fairly agonizing at her sister Caroline.
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“Why don’t you put the lamp on this
table, as she says?” asked Caroline, almost
fiercely. “Why do you act so, Rebecca?”

“1 should think you would ask her that,”
said Mrs. Brigham. *“She doesn’t act like
herself at all.”

Rebecca took the lamp and set it on the
table in the middle of the room without
another word. Then she turned her back
upon it quickly and seated herself on the
sofa, and placed a hand over her eyes as if
to shade them, and remained so.

“Does the light hurt your eyes, and is
that the reason why you didn’t wanL the
lamp?” asked Mrs. Brigham kindly.

“| always like to sit in the dark,” replied
Rebecca chokingly. Then she snatched her
handkerchief hastily from her pocket and
began to weep. Caroline continued to
write, Mrs. Brigham to sew.

Suddenly Mrs. Brigham as she sewed
glanced at the opposite wall. The glance
became a steady stare. She looked intend}',
her work suspended in her hands, Then she
looked away again and took a few more
stitches, then she looked again, and again
turned to her task. At last she laid her
work in her lap and stared concentratedly.
She looked from the wall around the room,
taking note of the various objects; she
looked at the wall long and intently. Then
she turned to her sisters.

“What is that?” said she.

“What?” asked Caroline harshly; her
pen scratched loudly across the paper.

Rebecca gave one of her convulsive
gasps.

“That strange shadow on the wall,”
replied Mrs. Brigham.

Rebecca sat with her face hidden: Caro-
line dipped her pen in the inkstand.

“Why don’t you turn around and look?”
asked Mrs. Brigham in a wondering and
somewhat aggrieved way.

“l am in a hurry to finish this letter, if
.Mrs. Wilson Ebbit is going to get word in
time to come to the funeral,” replied Caro-
line shortly.

Mrs. Brigham rose, her work slipping to
the floor, and she began walking around the
room, moving various articles of furniture,
with her eyes on the shadow.

Then suddenly she shrieked out:

“Look at this awful shadow!
it? Caroline, look, look!
What is it?"

All Mrs. Brigham’ triumphant placidity

What is
Rebecca, look!

was gone. Her handsome face was livid
with horror. She stood stiffly pointing at
the shadow.

m

“Look!” said she, pointing her finger at
it. “Look! Whatisit?”

Then Rebecca burst out in a wild wail
after a shuddering glance at the wall:
“Oh, Caroline, there it is again!

it is again!”

“Caroline Glynn, you look!” said Mrs.
Brigham, “Look! What is that dreadful
shadow?”

Caroline rose, turned, and stood con-
fronting the wall.

“How should | know?” she said.

“It has been there every night since he
died,” cried Rebecca.

“Every night?”

“Yes. He died Thursday and this is
Saturday; that makes three nights,” said
Caroline rigidty. She stood as if holding
herself calm with a vise of concentrated
will.

“lt—it looks like—like—" stammered
Mrs. Brigham in a tone of intense horror.

“1 know what it looks like well enough,”
said Caroline. “I1°’ve got eyes in my head.”

“It looks like Edward,” burst out
Rebecca in a sort of frenzy of fear.
“Only--—-- 7

“Yes, it does,” assented Mrs. Brigham,
whose horror-stricken tone matched her
sisters, “only— Oh, it is awful! What
is it, Caroline?”

“1 ask you again, how should I know?”
replied Caroline. “1 see it there like you.
How should | know any more than you?”

“1t must be something in the room,” said
Mrs. Brigham, staring wildly around.

“We moved everything in the room the
first night it came,” said Rebecca; “it is
not anything in the room.”

Caroline turned upon her with a sort of
fury. “Of course it is something in the
room,” said she. “How you act! What do
you mean by talking so? Of course it is
something in the room.”

“Of course it is,” agreed Mrs. Brigham,
looking at Caroline suspiciously. "Of
course it must be. It is only a coincidence.
It just happens so. Perhaps it is that fold
of the window curtain that makes it, It
must be something in the room.”

“It is not anything in the room,” re-
peated Rebecca with obstinate horror.

The door opened suddenly and Henry
Glynn entered. He began to speak, then
his eyes followed the direction of the others’.
He stood stock still staring at the shadow
on the wall. It was life size and stretched
across the white parallelogram of a door,
half across the wall space on which the
picture hung.

There
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“What is that?” he demanded in a
strange voice.

“It must be due to something in the
room,” Mrs. Brigham said faintly.

“It is not due to anything in the room,”
said Rebecca again with the shrill insistency
of terror.

“How you act, Rebecca Glynn,” said
Caroline.

Henry Glynn stood and stared a moment
longer. His face showed a gamut of emo-
tions—horror, conviction, then furious in-
credulity. Suddenly he began hastening
hither and thither about the room. He
moved the furniture with fierce jerks, turn-
ing ever to see the effect upon the shadow
on the wall. Not a line of its terrible out-
lines wavered.

“1t must be something in the room!” he
declared in a voice which seemed to snap
like a lash.

His face changed. The inmost secrecy
of his nature seemed evident until one
almost lost sight of his lineaments. Rebecca
stood dose to her sofa, regarding him with
woeful, fascinated eyes. Mrs. Brigham
clutched Caroline’s hand. They both stood
in a comer out of his way. For a few
moments he raged about the room like a
caged wild animal. He moved every piece
of furniture; when the moving of a piece
did not affect the shadow, he flung it to the
floor, the sisters watching.

Then suddenly he desisted. He laugher!
and began straightening the furniture which
he had flung down.

“What an absurdity,” he said easily.
“Such a to-do about a shadow.”

“That’s so,” assented Mrs. Brigham, in
a scared voice which she tried to make
natural. As she spoke she lifted a chair
near her.

“1 think you have broken tire chair that
Edward was so fond of,” said Caroline.

Terror and wrath were struggling for
expression on her face. Her mouth was
set, her eyes shrinking. Henry lifted the
chair with a show of anxiety.

“Just as good as ever,” he said pleasantly.
He laughed again, looking at his sisters.
“Did | scare you?” he said. “I should
think you might be used to me by this
time. You know my way of wanting to
leap to the bottom of a mystery, and that
shadow does look—queer, like—and |
thought if there was any way of accounting
for it | would like to without any delay.”

"You don’t seem to have succeeded,”
remarked Caroline dryly, with a slight
glance at the wall.
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Henry’s eyes followed hers and he quiv-
ered perceptibly.

“Oh, there is no accounting for shadows,”
he said, and he laughed again. “Amanisa
fool to try to account for shadows.”

Then the supper bell rang, and they all
left the room, but Henry kept his back to
the wall, as did, indeed, the others.

Mrs. Brigham pressed dose to Caroline
as she crossed the hall. “He looked like a
demon!” she breathed in her ear.

Henry led the way with an alert motion
like a boy; Rebecca brought up the rear;
she could scarcely walk, her knees trem-
bled so.

“| can’t sit in that room again this eve-
ning,” she whispered to Caroline after
supper.

“Very well, we will sit in the south room,”
replied Caroline. “ 1 think we will sit in the
south parlour,” she said aloud; “it isn’t as
damp as the study, and | have a cold.”

So they ail sat in the south room with
their sewing. Henry read the newspaper,
his chair drawn close to the lamp on the
table. About nine o'clock he rose abruptly
and crossed the hail to the study. The
three sisters looked at one another. Mrs.
Brigham rose, folded her rustling skirls
compactly around her, and began tip-
toeing toward the door.

“What are you going to do?” inquired
Rebecca agitatedly.

“l am going to see what he is about,”
replied Mrs. Brigham cautiously.

She pointed as she spoke to the study
door across the hall; it was ajar. Henry
had striven to pull it together behind him,
but it had somehow swollen beyond the
limit with curious speed. It was still ajar
and a streak of light showed from top to
bottom. The hall lamp was not lit.

“You had better stay where you arc,”
said Caroline with guarded sharpness.

“l am going to see,” repeated Mrs.
Brigham firmly.

Then she folded her skirts so tightly that
her bulk with its swelling curves was re-
vealed in a black silk sheath, and she went
with a slow toddle across the hall to the
study door. She stood there, her eye at the
crack.

In the south room Rebecca stopped sew-
ing and sat watching with dilated eyes.
Caroline sewed steadily. What Mrs. Brig-
ham, standing at the crack in the study
door, saw was this:

Henry Glynn, evidently reasoning that
the source of the strange shadow must be
between the table on which the lamp
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stood and the wall, was making systematic
passes and thrusts ail over and through the
intervening space with an old sword which
had belonged to his father. Not an inch
was left unpierced. He seemed to have
divided the space into mathematical sec-
tions. He brandished the sword with a
sort of cold fury and calculation; the blade
gave out flashes of light, the shadow re-
mained unmoved. Mrs. Brigham, watch-
ing, felt herself cold with horror.

Finally Henry ceased and stood with the
sword in hand and raised as if to strike,
surveying the shadow on the wall threat-
eningly.  Mrs. Brigham toddled back
across the hall and shut the south room
door behind her before she related what
she had seen.

"He looked like a demon!” she said
again. ‘“Have you got any of that old
wine in the house, Caroline? i don’t feel
as if | could stand much more.”

Indeed, she looked overcome. Her hand-

some placid face was worn and strained and
pale.

"Yes, theres plenty,” said Caroline;
"you can have some when you go to bed.”

“1 think we had all better take some,”
said Mrs. Brigham. "Oh, my God, Caro-
line, what----- ”

“Don’t ask and don’t speak,”
Caroline.

“No, | am not going to,” replied Mrs.
Brigham: "but----- 7

Rebecca moaned aloud.

"What are you doing that for?” asked
Caroline harshly,

“Poor Edward,” returned Rebecca.

"That is all you have to groan for,” said
Caroline. "There is nothi' g else.”

"lam going to bed,” said Mrs. Brigham.
"l sha’n’t be able to be at the funeral if |
don’t.”

Soon the three sisters went to their cham-
bers and the south parlour was deserted.
Caroline called to Henry in the study to
put out the light before he came upstairs.
They had been gone about an hour when he
came into the room bringing the lamp
which had stood in the study. He set it on
the table and waited a few minutes, pacing
up and down. His face was terrible; his fair
complexion showed livid; his blue eyes
seemed dark blanks of awful reflections.

Then he took the lamp up and returned
to the library. He set the lamp on the
centre table, and the shadow sprang out on
the wall. Again be studied the furniture
and moved it about, but deliberately, with
none of his former frenzy. Nothing affected
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the shadow. Then he returned to the south
room with the lamp and again waited.
Again he returned to the study and placed
the lamp on the table, and the shadow
sprang out upon the wall. It was midnight
before he went upstairs. Mrs. Brigham
and the other sisters, who could not sleep,
heard him.

The next day was the funeral. That
evening the family sat in the south room.
Some relatives were with them. Nobody
entered the study until Henry carried a
lamp in there after the others had retired
for the night. He saw again the shadow on
It_heh wall leap to an awful life before the
ight.

The next morning at breakfast Henry
Glynn announced that he had to go to the
city for three days. The sisters looked at
him with surprise. He very seldom left
home, and just now his practice had been
neglected on account of Edward’s death.
He was a physician.

“How can you leave your patients now? ”
asked Mrs. Brigham wonderingly.

"1 don’t know how to, but there is no
other way,” replied Henry easily. "I have
had a telegram from Doctor Milford,”

"Consultation?” inquired Mrs. Brigham.

"1 have business,” replied Henry.

Doctor Milford was an old classmate of
his who lived in a neighbouring city and
who occasionally called upon him in the
case of a consultation.

After he had gone Mrs. Brigham said to
Caroline that after all Henry had not said
that he was going to consult with Doctor
Mitford, and she thought it very strange.

"Everything is very strange,” said Re-
becca with a shudder.

"Whbat do you mean?” inquired Caroline
sharply.

"Nothing,” replied Rebecca.

Nobody entered the library that day, nor
the next, nor the next. The third day
Henry was expected home, but he did not
arrive and the last train from the city had
come.

"1 call it pretty queer work,” said Mrs.
Brigham. “The idea of a doctor leaving
his patients for three days anyhow, at such
a time as this, and 1 know he has some very
sick ones; he said so. And the idea of a
consultation lasting three days! There is
no sense in it, and now he lias not come. |
don’t understand it, for my part.”

“1 don’t either,” said Rebecca.

They were all in the south parlour.
There was no light in the study opposite,
and the door v.as ajar.



114

Presently Mrs, Brigham rose—she could
not have told why; something seemed to
impel her, some will outside her own. She
went out of the room, again wrapping her
rustling skirts around that she might pass
noiselessly, and began pushing at the swollen
door of the study.

“ She has not got any lamp,” said Rebecca
in a shaking voice.

Caroline, who was writing letters, rose
again, took a lamp (there were two in the
room) and followed her sister. Rebecca had
risen, but she stood trembling, not ventur-
ing to follow.

The doorbell rang, but the others did not
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bear it; it was on the south door on the
other side of the house from the study.
Rebecca, after hesitating until the bell
rang the second time, went to the door;
she remembered that the servaul was out.

Caroline and her sister Emma entered
the study. Caroline set the lamp on the
table. They looked at the wall. “Oh, my
God,” gasped Airs. Brigham, “there are—
there are two—shadows.” The isters
stood clutching each other, staring at the
awful things on the wall. Then Rebecca
came in, staggering, with a telegram in her
hand. “Here is—a telegram,” she gasped.
“Henry is—dead.”

ere and There

I have never found a man so bountiful

Or so hospitable that he refused a present;
Or of his property so liberal

That he scorned a recompense.

Sceptic! Sceptic!
the worst insult.

Renan—Sceptics.

It is true they will still call me a sceptic.
But for me it is the finest praise.
all the masters of French thought have been.

Thu High One's Lav.

And for them that is
A Sceptic! Why, that is what
Rabelais, Montaigne, Moliere, Voltaire,

All the loftiest minds of our race were sceptics all those whom | trem-

blingly venerate, and whose most humble pupil | am.

Anatoli; France (Bv Paul Gsfxl).

“There’s a lot of nature in a parsnip,” said one, a fat person of the kind that swells
grossly when stung by a bee, “ a lot of nature when it's young, but when it's old it’s like

everything else.” A. E. Copparjd.

At evening, at the hour when we say good-nigbl, Moeris kissed me, | know not whether

really or in a dream; for very dearly | now have the rest in my mind, all she said to me, and
all that she asked me of; but whether she has kissed me too | am still to seek: for if it is
true, how, once thus rapt to heaven, do | go to and fro upon earth? Strato.

De Ruyter said, “1 have questioned all sorts of people up to princes and tyrants, and
find that gardeners are the most contented, and, therefore, the happiest people in the world.
I confess, if | had not been a sailor from chance, | should have been a gardener from choice.
But we have no voice in these matters, compelled like the beetle and the bat, blindly on,
in the earth, or in the air.” F. J Trelawney.



arbaric Yawp of Boots

By WALT WHITMAN

ERHAPS, reader, you have

never thought it possible that

there could be poetry in feet

and boots—or, at any rate,

in the matter-of-fact trade of
shoemaking. It is the easiest thing in the
world, however, to be mistaken. Our
fellow-citizen, now, Mr. Mundell, of 116
Fulton Street, had some specimens of foot-
casing in the late fair of the American
institute, in New York (from which he
took three premiums, for boots, gaiters,
and ladies’ slippers) that evinced not
only more ability, but more artistic talent,
than the construction of many verses we
have seen in our day—and that people
called fair verses, too.

To mention not more than the names of
a few who have honoured the shoemakers’
handicraft—such as Roger Sherman, Daniel
Sheffey (a distinguished Virginia lawyer,
member of Congress and colleague of John
Randolph)—Gideon Lee (formerly mayor
of New York,)—Noah Webster (a New
England divine, of sterling talent, who was
much admired by the celebrated Dr.
Cbanning,)—in the United States; then
there are in the Old World, many others—
as Robert and Nathaniel Bloomfield, Wil-
liam Gifford (the leviathan of the London
Quarterly  Review,)—George Fox (the
founder and first preacher of the great
sect of Friends,)—Holcroft (the writer of
so many good novels and plays)—and
various other deceased persons of note.
These men were actual u'orkies at shoe-
making or mending during a greater or less
portion of their lives; no mere nominal
mechanics, but men of lapstones and awls
and wax-ends. We say that it is well to
recall their names; for they all did good
work in the world by their talents.

But the poetry of the feet, and of that
part of the dress which enwraps them:
well, we are ready to go into that too.
What says old Chaucer—that venerable
father of English song?

Of shoon and boot’es new and fairc,
Look at least thou have a pair,
And that they til so fetously

That these rude men may utterly
Marvel, silli they sit so plain,

How they come on and off again.

So you see that even royal poets think ,t
good that folks should take care to have
good "shoon”—or, as they would express
it, in these days, boots—or, as they would
still improve upon it, after seeing such work
as took the premium at the fair, Mundell's
boots . . . Shakespeare thus describes Dio-
medes (in "Troilus and Cressida,”) walk-
ing:

'Tis kc, I ken the manner of his gait;

He rises on the toe. Tkat spirit of kis
In aspiration lifts bim from the earth 1

Now Diomedes must have had an easy
and well-fitting pair of bools, of course.
Who can walk, or even sit, with any pleas-
ant grace, when annoyed by a light or
clumsy foot-garment?

The great bard of nature in another
place makes use of this expression:

Nay, herfool speaks!

Can any thing be more graphic? Some
poets talk of the “sileDt language of the
eye”—others of the hand—but, after all,
is tliere not a facility and pertinence in the
foot that is sometimes superior to the others?
What can be more forcible than the opera-
tion of kicking a bad man out of the room?
How sharply meaning is Logan’s

f would not turn on my heel, to save my life!

But we have, to conclude, a little conceit,
in the style of the writers of that time,
written by an anonymous contemporary of
Butler, which equals any thing of its sort
in freshness and prettincss. He is talking
of his modest and beautiful mistress:

How her feet tempt; how soft and light she treads!
Fearing to wake the flowers from their beds;
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Yet from their sweet green pillows every where
They gaze and start about to see my fair.

Look how that pretty modest columbine

Hangs down its head to view those feet of thine!
See the fond motion of the strawberrie

Creeping on earth to go along with thee;

The lovely violet makes after too,

Unwilling yet, my dear, to part with you;
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The knot grass and the daisies catch thy toes
To kissmy fairone’s feet before she goes.

Can any thing, we say, be better turned,
and more graceful than that? . .. Well,
what all those pretty extracts are in words,
Mundell will do for you in work.

Probably drawn
by Cowper's
friend Romney

Mrs. Gilpin Riding to Edmonton

By WILLIAM COWPER

iThese three stanzas of an ““Episode” to the *Diverting History of John Gilpin," in the
writing of Cowper, with the drawing above, were found among the papers of the poet’s friend,

Mary Unwin, about 1826. Ilonel

'p H - IN Mrs. Gilpin sweetly said
Unto her children three,
I'll clamber o’er this style so high
And you climb after me.”

But having climb’d unto the top
She could no further go,

But sate, to every passer-by
A spectacle and show.

Who said: “ Your spouse and you this day
Both show your horsemanship,

And if you stay till he comes back,
Your horse will need no whip.”
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ne-Hundred -Dollar

Bill

By BOOTH TARKINGTON

IE new one-hundred-dollar bill,

clean and green, freshening the

heart wi(h the colour of spring-

time, slid over the glass of the

teller’s counter and passed un-
der his grille to a fat hand, dingy on the
knuckles butbrightened by a flawed diamond.
This interesting hand was a part of one of
those men who seem to have too much fat-
tened muscle for their clothes; his shoulders
distended his overcoat; his calves strained
the sprightly checked cloth, a little soiled, of
his trousers; his short neck bulged above
the glossy collar. His hat, round and black
as a pot, and appropriately small, he wore
slightly obliqued; while under its curled
brim his small eyes twinkled surreptitiously
between those upper and nether puffs of
flesh that mark die too faithful practitioner
of unhallowed gaieties. Such was the first
individual owner of the new one-hundred-
dollar bill, and he at once did what might
have been expected of him.

Moving away from the teller’s grille, he
made a cylindrical packet of bills smaller in
value—"ones” and *“fives”"—then placed
round them, as a wrapper, the beautiful
one-hundred-dollar bill, snapped a rubber
band over it, and the desired inference was
plain: a roll all of hundred-dollar bills, in-
side as well as outside. Something more
was plain, too: obviously the man’s small
head had a sportive plan in it, for the
twinkle between his eye-puffs hinted of
liquor in the offing and lively women im-
pressed by a show of masterly riches. Here,
in brief, was a man who meant to make a
night of it; who would feast, dazzle, com-
pel deference, and be loved. For money
gives power, and power is loved; no doubt
he would be loved. He was happy, and
went out of the bank believing that money
is made for joy.

So little should we be certain of our happi-
ness in this world: the splendid one-hundred-
dollar bill was taken from him untimely,

before nightfall tnat very evening. At
the corner of two busy streets he parted
with it to the law, though in a mood of
excruciating reluctance and only after a
cold-blooded threatening on the part of the
lawyer. This latter walked away thought-
fully, with the one-hundred-dollar bill,
now not quite so clean, in his pocket.

Collinson was the lawyer’s name, and in
years he -wes only twenty-eight, but al-
ready had tire slightly harried appearance
tliat marks the young husband who begins
to suspect that the better part of his life
has been his bachelorhood. His dark,
ready-made clothes, his twice-soled shoes
and his hair, which was too long for a neat
and businesslike aspect, were symptoms of
necessary economy; but he did not wear
the eager look of a man who saves to “get
on for himself”: Collinson’s look was that
of an employed man who only deepens his
rut with his pacing of it.

An employed man he was, indeed; a
lawyer without much hope of ever seeing his
name on the door or on the letters of the
firm that employed him, and his most
important work was the collection of small
debts. This one-hundred-dollar bill now
in his pocket was such a collection, small
to the firm and the client, though of a noble
size to himself and the long-pursued debtor
from whom he had just collected it.

The banks were closed; so was the office,
for it was six o’clock,and Collinsonwas on his
way home when by chance he encountered
the debtor; there was nothing to do but to
keep the bill overnight. This was no
hardship, however, as he had a faint pleas-
ure in the unfamiliar experience of walking
home with such a thing in his pocket; and
he felt a little important by proxy when be
thought of it.

Upon the city the November evening
had come down dark and moist, holding
the smoke nearer the ground and envelop-
ing the buildings in a soiling black mist.
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Lighted windows and street lamps appeared
and disappeared in the altering thicknesses
of fog, but at intervals, as Collinson walked
on northward, he passed a small shop, or a
cluster of shops, where the lighl was close
to him and bright, and at one of these
oases of illumination he lingered a mo-
ment, with a thought to buy a toy in the
window for his three-year-old little girl.
The toy was a gaily coloured acrobatic
monkey that willingly climbed up and down
a string, and he knew that the “baby,”
as he and his wife still called their child,
would scream with delight at the sight of
it. He hesitated, staring into the window
rather longingly, and wondering if he ought
to make such a purchase. He had twelve
dollars of his own in his pocket, but the
toy was marked “35 cents” and he decided
he could not afford' it. So he sighed and
went on, turning presently into a darker
street.

Here the air was like that of a busy
freight-yard, thick with coal-dust and at
times almost unbreathable so that Collin-
son was glad to get out of it even though
the exchange was for the early-evening
smells of the cheap apartment house where
he lived.

His ovm “Kitchenette” was contributing
its share, he found, the baby was crying
over some inward perplexity not to be
explained; and his wife, pretty and a little
frowzy, was as usual, and as be had ex-
pected. That is to say, he found her irri-
tated by cooking, bored by the baby, and
puzzled by the dull life she led. Other
women, it appeared, had happy and luxuri-
ous homes, and, during the malnutritions
dinner she had prepared, she mentioned
many such women by name, laying particu-
lar stress upon the achievements of their
husbands. Why should she (“alone,” as
she put it) lead the life she did in one room
and a kitchenette, without even being able
to afford to go to the movies more than once
or twice a month? Mrs. Theodore Thomp-
son’s hushand had bough | a perfectly beauti-
ful little sedan automobile; he gave his wife
everything she wanted. Mrs. Will Gregory
had merely mentioned that her old Hudson
seal coat was wearing a little, and her hus-
band had instantly said, “ What’ll a new one
come to, girlie? Four or five hundred? Run
and get it!” Why were other women’s
husbands like that—and why, oh, why!
was hers like this? An eavesdropper might
well have deduced from Mrs. Collinson’s
harangue that her husband owned some-
where a storehouse containing all the good
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things she wanted and that he withheld
them from her out of his perverse wilfulneas.
Moreover, he did not greatly help his case
by protesting that tire gratification of her
desires was beyond his powers.

“My goodness!” he said. “You talk
as if 1 had sedans and sealskin coats and
theatre tickets on me! Well, | haven’t;
that’s all!”

“Then go out and get ’em!” she said
fiercely. “Go out and get 'em!”

“What with?” he inquired. “I have
twelve dollars in my pocket, and a balance
of seventeen dollars at the bank; that’s
twenty-nine. | get twenty-five from the
office day after to-morrow—Saturday; that
makes fifty-four; but we have to pay forty-
five for rent on Monday; so that’ll leave us
nine dollars. Shall | buy you a sedan and a
sealskin coat on Tuesday out of the nine?”

Mrs. Collinson began to weep a little.
“The old, old story!” she said. “Six long,
long years it’s been going on now! | ask
you how much you’ve got, and you say,
‘Nine dollars,” or ‘Seven dollars,” or ‘Four
dollars’; and once it was sixty-five centsl
Sixty-five cents; that’s what we have to live
on! Sixty-five cents/”

“Oh, hush!" he said wearily.

“Hadn’t you better hush a little your-
self?” she retorted. “You come home with
twelve dollars in your pocket and tell your
wife to hush! That’s nice! Why can’t you
do what decent men do?”

“What’s that?”

“Why, give their wives something to live
for. What do you give me, | d like to know!
Look at the clothes | wear, please!”

“Well, it’s your own fault,” he muttered.

“What did you say? Did you say it’s
my fault | wear clothes any woman | know
wouldn’t be seen in?”

“Yes, | did. If you hadn’t made me get
you that platinum ring----- ”

“What!” she cried, and flourished her
hand at him across the table, “Look at
it! It’s platinum, yes; but look at the stone
in it, about the size of a pinhead, so’t I’'m
ashamed to wear it when any of my friends
see me! A hundred and sixteen dollars is
what this magnificent ring cost you, and
how long did | have to beg before | got even
that little out of you? And it’s the best thing
I own and the only think | ever did get out
of you!”

“Oh, Lordy!” he moaned.

“1 wish you’d seen Charlie Loomis look-
ing at this ring to-day,” she said, with a
desolate laugh. “He happened to notice it,
and | saw him keep glancing at it, and |
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wish you’d seen Charlie Loomis’s expres-
sion!”

Collinson’s own expression became notice-
able upon her introduction of this name;
he stared at her gravely until he completed
the mastication of one of the indigestiblcs
she had set before him; then he put down
his fork and said:

* So you saw Charlie Loomis again to-day.
Where?"

“Oh, my!" she sighed. “Have we got to
go over all that again?”

“Over all what?"

“Qver all the fuss you made the last time
I mentioned Charlie’s name. | thought we
settled it you were going to be a little more
sensible about him.”

“Yes,” Coilinson returned. “1 was going
to be more sensible about him, because you
were going to be more sensible about him.
Wasn’t that the agreement?"

She gave him a hard glance, tossed her
head so that the curls of her bobbed hair
fluttered prettily, and with satiric mimicry
repeated his question: ““ Agreement!
Wasn’t that the agreement?” Oh, my, but
you do make me tired, talking about ‘agree-
ments’! As if it was a crime my going to a
vaudeville matinee with a man kind enough
to notice that my husband never takes me
anywhere!”

“Did you go to a vaudeville with him
to-day?”

“No, | didn’t!” she said. “ I was talking
about the lime when you made such a fuss.
I didn’t go anywhere with him today.”

“I'm glad to hear it,” Coilinson said.
“1 wouldn’t have stood for it.”

“Oh, you wouldnt?” she cried, and
added a shrill laugh as further comment.
“You ‘wouldn’t have stood for it’! How
very, very dreadul!”

“Never mind,” he returned doggedly.
“We went over all that the last time, and
you understand me: I’ll have no more
foolishness about Charlie Loomis.”

“How nice of you! He’sa friend of yours;
you go with him yourself; but your wife
mustn’t even look at him just because he
happens to be the one man that amuses her
a little. That’s fine!”

“Never mind,” Coilinson said again.
“You say you saw him today. | want to
know where.”

“Suppose | don’t choose to tell you.”

“You’d better tell me, I think.”

“Do you? I've got to answer for every
minute of my day, do 1?”

“1 want to know where you saw Charlie
Loomis.”

ug

She tossed her curls again, and laughed.
“Isn’t it funny!” she said. “Just because
I like a man, he’s the one person | can’t
have anything to do with! Just because
he’s kind and jolly and amusing and | like
his jokes and his thoughtfulness toward a
woman, when he’s with her, 1’'m not to be
allowed to see him at all! But my husband
—oh, that’s entirely different! He can go
out with Charlie whenever he likes and have
a good time, while I stay home and wash
the dishes! Oh, it’s a lovely life!”

“Where did you see him to-day?”

Instead of answering his question, she
looked at him plaintively, and allowed tears
to shine along her lower eyelids. “Why do
you treat me like this?” she asked in a

feeble voice. “Why can’t | have a man
friend if I want to? | do like Charlie
Loomis. | do like him----- ”

“Yes! Thats what | noticed!”

“Well, but what’s the good of always in-
sulting me about him? He has lime on his
hands of afternoons, and so have I. Our
janitor’ wife is crazy about lire baby and
just adores to have me leave her in their
flat—the longer the better. Why shouldn’t
1 go to a matinee or a picture-show some-
times with Charlie? Why should 1 just
have to sit around instead of going out and
having a nice time when he wants me to?”

“| want to know where you saw him to-
day!”

Mrs. Coilinson jumped up. “You make
me sick!” she said, and began to clear away
the dishes.

“1 want to know where----- ’

“Oh, hush up!” she cried. “He came
here to leave a note for you.”
“Oh,” said her husband. “I beg your

pardon. That’s different.”

“How sweet of you!”

“Where’s the note, please?”

She took it from her pocket and tossed
it to him. “So long as it’s a note for you
it's all right, of course!” she said. “I won-
der what you’d do if he’d written one to
me!”

“Never mind,” said Coilinson, and read
the note.

Dear Collie: Dave and Smithic and Old Bill
and Sammy Hoag and maybe Steinie and Sot are
coming over to the shack about eiglil-thirt. Home
brew and the old pastime. You know! Don't
fail—Charlie.

“You’ve read this, of course,” Coilinson
said. “The envelope wasn’t sealed.”

“1 have not,” his wife returned, covering
the prevarication with a cold dignity. “1’m
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not in the habit of reading other people’s
correspondence, thank you! | suppose
you think | do so because you’d never hesi-
tate to read any note 1 get; but I don’t do
everything you do, you see!”

*Well, you can read it now,” he said, and
gave her the note.

Her eyes swept the writing briefly, and
she made a sound of wonderment, as if
amazed to find herself so true a prophet.
“And the words weren’t more than out of
my mouth! You can go and have a grand
party right in his flat, while your wife stays
home and gets the baby to bed and washes
the dishes!”

“1’'m not going.”
“Oh, no!” she said mockingly. *“I sup-
pose not! | see you missing one of Charlie’s

stag-parties!”

“1’ll miss this one.”

But it ,was not to Mrs. Collinson’s purpose
that he should miss the party; she wished
him to be as intimate as possible with the
debonair Charlie Loomis; and so, after
carrying some dishes into the kitchenette
in meditative silence, she reappeared with
a changed manner. She went to her hus-
band, gave him a shy little pat on the shoul-
der and laughed good-naturedly. “Of
course you’ll go,” she said. “I do think
you’re silly about my never going out with
him when it would give me a little innocent
pleasure and when you’re not home to take
me, yourself; but | wasn’t really in such
terrible earnest, all | said. You work hard
the whole time, honey, and the only pleasure
you ever do have, it’s when you get a chance
to go to one of these little penny-ante stag-
parties. You haven’t been to one for ever
so long, and you never stay after twelve; it’s
really all right with me. | want you to go.”

“Oh, no,” said Collinson. “It’s only
penny-ante, but | couldn’t afford to lose
anything at all.”

“But you never do.
a little.”

«1 know,” he said. “I’ve figured out
I’'m about sixteen dollars ahead at penny-
ante on the whole year. | cleaned up seven
dollars and sixty cents at Charlie’s last
party; but of course my luck might change,
and we couldn't afford it.”

“If you did lose, it’d only be’a few cents,”
she said. ““What’s the difference, if it gives
you a little fun? You’ll work all the better
if you go out and enjoy yourself once in
a while.”

“Well, if you really look at it that way,
I'll go.”

“That’s right, dear,” she said, smiling.

You always win
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“Better put on a fresh coEar and your other
suit, hadnt you?”

“1 suppose s0,” he assented, and began
to make the changes she suggested. He
went about them in a leisurely way, played
with the baby at intervals, while Mrs.
Collinson sang cheerfully over her work;
and when he had completed his toilet, it
was time for him to go. She came in from
the kitchenette, kissed him, and then looked
up into his eyes, letting him see a fond and
brightly amiable expression.

“There, honey,” she said. “Run along
and have a nice time. Then maybe you’ll
be a little more sensible about some of my
pleasures.”

He held the one-hundred-dollar bill,
folded, in his hand, meaning to leave it
with her, but as she spoke a sudden recur-
rence of suspicion made him forget his pur-
pose, “Look here,” he said. “I’m not
making any bargain with you. You talk
as if you thought | was going to let you
run around to vaudevilles with Charlie
because you let me go to this party. Is
that your idea?”

It was, indeed, precisely Mrs. Collin-
son’s idea, and she was instantly angered
enough to admit it in her retort. “Oh,
aren’t you meant" she cried. “l might
know belter than to look for any fairness
in a man like you!”

“See here--—-—-- "

“Oh, hush up!” she said. “Shame on
you! Go on to your party!” With that
she put both hands upon his breast, and
pushed him toward the door,

“l won’t go. [I’ll stay here.”

“You will, too, go!” she cried shrewishly,
“1 won’t want to look at you around here
all evening. 1t’d make me sick to look at
a man without an ounce of fairness in his
whole mean little body!”

“ All right,” said Collinson, violently, “I
will go!”

“Yes! Get out of my sight!”

And he did, taking the one-hundred-
dollar bill with him to the penny-ante
poker party.

The gay Mr. Charlie Loomis called his
apartment “the shack ” in jocular deprecia-
tion of its beauty and luxury, but he re-
garded it as a perfect thing, and in one way
it was; for it was perfectly in the family
likeness of a thousand such “shacks.” It
had a ceiling with false beams, walls of
green burlap spotted with coloured “coach-
ing prints,” brown shelves supporting pew-
ter plates and mugs, “mission” chairs, a
leather couch with violent cushions, silver-
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framed photographs of lady-friends and
officer-friends, a drop-light of pink-shot
imitation alabaster, a papier-m&ch6 skull
tobacco-jar among moving-picture maga-
zines on the round card-table; and, of
course, the final Charlie Loomis touch—a
Japanese man-servant.

The master of all this was one of those
neat, stoutish young men with fat, round
heads, sleek, fair hair, immaculate, pale
complexions and infirm little pink mouths—
in fact, he was of the type that may suggest
to the student of resemblances a fastidious
and excessively clean white pig with trans-
parent ears. Nevertheless, Charlie Loomis
was of a free-handed habit in some matters,
being particularly indulgent to pretty
women and their children. lie spoke of
the latter as "the kiddies,” of course, and
liked Lo call their mothers “Kkiddo,” or
“girlie.” One of his greatest pleasures was
to tell a woman that she was “the dearest,
bravest little girlie in the world.” Natur-
ally he was a welcome guest in many house-
holds, and would often bring a really mag-
nificent toy to the child of some friend
whose wife he was courting. Moreover,
at thirty-three, he had already done well
enough in business Lo take things easily,
and he liked to give these little card-parties,
not for gain, but for pastime. He was cau-
tious and disliked high stakes in a game of
chance.

That is to say, he disliked the possibility
of losing enough money to annoy him,
though of course he set forth his principles
as resting upon a more gallant and unselfish
basis. “1 don’t consider it hospitality to
have any man go out o’ my shack sore,” he
was wont to say. “Myself, I’'m a bachelor
and got no obligations; I’ll shoot any man
that can afford it for anything he wants to.
Trouble is, you never can tell when a man
cant afford it, or what harm his losin’
might mean to the little girlie at home and
the kiddies. No, boys, penny-ante and
ten-cent limit is the highest we go in this
ole shack. Penny-ante and a few steins of
the ole home-brew that hasn’t got a divorce
in a barrel of it!”

Penny-ante and the ole home-brew had
been in festal operation for half an hour
when the morose Collinson arrived this
evening. Mr. Loomis and his guests sat
about the round table under the alabaster
drop-light; their coats were off; cigars were
worn at the deliberative poker angle; col-
ourful chips and cards glistened on the
cloth; one of the players wore a green shade
over his eyes; and all in all, here was a little
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poker party for a lithograph. To complete
the picture, several of the players continued
to concentrate upon their closely held cards,
and paid no attention to the newcomer or
to the host’s lively greeting of him.

“Ole Collie, b’gosh!” Mr. Loomis
shouted, humourously affecting the bucolic.
“Here’s your vacant cheer; stack all stuck
out for you 'n’ever’thin’l Set daown, neigh-
bour, an” Smithie’il deal you in, next hand.
What made you so late? Helpin’ the little
girlie at home get the kiddy to bed? That’s
a great kiddy of yours, Collie. | gota little
Christmas gift for her 1°’'m goin’ to bring
around some day soon. Yes, sir, that’s
a great little kiddy Collie’s got over at his
place, boys.”

Collinson toox tne cnair that had been
left for him, counted his chips, and then as
the playing of a “hand” still preoccupied
three of the company, he picked up a silver
dollar that lay upon the table near him.
“What’s this?” he asked. “A side bet?
Or did somebody just leave it here for me?”

“Yes; for you to look at,” Mr. Loomis
explained. “It’s Smithie’s.”

“What’s wrong with it?”

“Nothin’. Smithie was just showin’ it to
us. Look at it.”

Collinson turned the com over and saw
a tiny inscription that had been lined into
the silver with a point of steel. ‘Luck/
he read—‘Luck hurry back to mel’
Then he spoke to the owner of this marked
dollar. “1 suppose you put that on there,
Smithie, to help make sure of getting our
money to-night.”

But Smithie shook his head, which was
a large, gaunt head, as it happened—a head
fronted with a sallow face shaped much
like a coffin, but inconsistently genial in
expression. “No,” he said. “It just came
in over my counter this afternoon, and |
noticed it when | was checkin’ up the day’s
cash. Funny, ain’t it; ‘Luck hurry back
to mel””

“Who do you suppose manced that on
it?” Collinson said thoughtfully.

“Gollyl” his host exclaimed, “It won't
do you mucli good to wonder about that!”

Collinson frowned, continuing to stare at
the marked dollar. “I guess not, but really
| should like to know.”

“1 would, too,” Smithie said. “I been
thinkin’ about it. Might 'a’ been some-
body in Seattle or somebody in Ipswich,
Mass., or New Orleans or St. Paul. How
you goin’ to tell? Might a’ been a woman;
might 'a’ been a man. The way | guess it
out, this poor boob, whoever he was, well,
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prob’ly he’d had good times for a while,
and maybe carried this dollar for a kind of
pocket piece, the way some people do, you
know. Then he got in trouble—or she did,
whichever it was—and got flat broke and
had to spend this last dollar be had—for
something to eat, most likely. Well, he
thought a while before he spent it, and the
way | guess it out, he said to himself, he
said, ‘Weil,” he said, ‘most of the good luck
I've enjoyed lately,” he said, ‘it’s been while
I had this dollar on me. | got to kiss ’em
good-bye now, good luck and good dollar
together; but maybe I’ll get ’em both back
some day, so I’ll just mark the wish on the
dollar, like this: Luck hurry back to me!
That’ll help some, maybe, and anyhow I’ll
knmv my luck dollar if | ever do get it
back.” Thats the way | guess it out,
anyhow. It’s funny how some people like
to believe luck depends on some little
thing like that."

“Yes, it is,” Collinson assented,
brooding over the coin.

The philosophic Smithie extended his arm
across the table, collecting the cards to
deal them, for the “hand" was finished.
“Yes, sir, it’s funny,” he repeated. “No-
body knows exactly what luck is, but the
way | guess it out, it lays in a man’s be
lievin' he’s in luck, and some little object
like this makes him kind of concentrate his
mind on thinkin’ he’s goin’ to be lucky, be-
cause of course you often know you’re
goin' to win, and then you do win. You
don’t win when you want to win, or when
you need to; you win when you believe
you’lll win. | don’t know who was the
dummy that said, ‘Money’s the root of all
evil’; but | guess he didn’t have too much
sense! | suppose if some man killed some
other man for a dollar, the poor fish that
said that would let the man out and send
the dollar to the chair. No, sir; money’s
just as good as it is bad; and it’ll come your
way if you feel it will; so you take this
marked dollar 0’ mine----- "

But here this garrulous and discursive
guest was interrupted by immoderate
protests from several of bis colleagues.
“Cut it out!” “My Lord!” 1Do some-
thing!" “SmiUne/ Arc you ever goin’ to
deal?"

“1’'m goin’ to shuffle first,”” he responded,
suiting the action to the word, though with
deliberation, and at the same lime contin-
uing his discourse. “It’s a mighty inter-
esting tiling, a piece 0’ money. You take
this dollar, now: Who’ it belonged to?
Where’s it been? What different kind o’
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funny things has it been spent for some-
times? What funny kind of secrets do
you suppose it could ’a’ heard Ifit had ears?
Good people have had it and bad people
have had it: why, a dollar could tell more
about the human race—why, it could tell
all about it!”

“1 guess it couldn’t tell all about the
way you're dealin’ these cards,” said the
man with the green shade. *“You’re mixin'
things all up.”

“1’ll straighten ’em all out then,” said
Smithie cheerfully. “I knew of a twenty-
dollar bill once; a pickpocket prob’ly threw
it in the gutter to keep from havin’ it found
on him when they searched him, but any-
way a woman | knew found it and sent it
to her young sister out in Michigan to
lake some music lessons with, and the sister
was so excited she took this bill out of the
letter and kissed it. That’s where they
thought she got the germ she died of a
couple o’ weeks later, and the undertaker
got. the iwemy-dollar bill, and got robbed
of it the same night. Nobody knows
where it went then. They say, ‘Money
talks.” Golly! If it could talk, what
couldn’t it tell? Ao-body’d be safe. | got
this dollar now, but who’s it goin’ to belong
to next, and what’ll he do with it? And
then after that! Why for years and years
and years it’ll go on from one pocket to
another, in a millionaire’s house one day,
in some burglar’s flat the next, maybe, and
in one person’s hand money’ll do good, likely
and in another’s it’ll do harm. We all
swant money; but some say it a bad thing,
like that dummy | was talkin’ about.
Lordyl Goodness or badness, I'll take all
anybody----- 7

He was interrupted again, and with in-
creased vehemence. Collinson, who sat
next to him, complied with the demand to
“ante up,” then placed the dollar near his
little cylinders of chips, and looked at his
cards. They proved unencouraging, and
he turned to his neighbour. "1°d sort of
like to have that marked dollar, Smithie,”
he said. “1’ll give you a paper dollar and
a nickel for it.”

But Smithie laughed, shook his head,
and slid the coin over toward his own chips.
“No, sir. 1I'm goin’ to keep it—awhile,
anyway.”

“So you do think it’ll bring you luck,
after alll”

“No. But Il hold onto it for this
evening, anyhow.”

“Not if we clean you out, you won't,”
said Charlie Loomis. “You know the
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rules o’ the ole shack: only cash goes in this
game; no I, O. U. stuff ever went here or
ever will. Tell you what I'll do, though,
before you lose it: 1’1l give you a dollar and
a quarter for your ole silver dollar, Smithie.”

“Oh, you want it, too, do you? | guess
I can spot what sort of luck you want it for,
Charlie.”

“Well, Mr. Bones, what sort of luck do
I want it for?”

“You win, Smithie,” one of the players
said. “We all know what sort o’ luck ole
Charlie wants your dollar for—he wants it
for luck with the dames.”

“Well, I might,” Charlie admitted, not
displeased. “I haven’t been so lucky that
way lately—not so dog-gone lucky!”

All of his guests, except one, laughed at
this; but Collinson frowned, still staring at
the marked dollar. For a reason he could
not have put into words just then, it began
to seem almost vitally important to him to
own this coin if he could, and to prevent
Charlie Loomis from getting possession of it.
The jibe, “He wants it for luck with the
dames,” rankled in Collinson’s mind: some-
how it seemed to refer to his wife.

“1’ll tell you what I'll do, Smithie,” he
said. “I’ll bet two dollars against that
dollar of yours that | hold a higher hand
next deal than you do.”

“Here! Here!” Charlie remonstrated.
“Shack rules! Tcn-cent limit.”

“That’s only for the game,” Collinson
said, turning upon his host with a sudden
sharpness. “This is an outside bet be-
tween Smithie and me. Will you do it,
Smithie? Where's your sporting spirit?”

So liberal a proposal at once roused the
spirit to which it appealed. “Well, |
might, if some o’ the others’ll come in too,
and make it really worth my while.”

“1’min,” the host responded with prompt
inconsistency; and others of the party, it
appeared, were desirous of owning the talis-
man. They laughed and said it was “ crazy
stuff,” yet they all “came in,” and, for
the first time in the history of this “ shack,”
what Mr. Loomis called “real money” was
seen upon the table as a stake. It was won,
and the silver dollar with it, by the largest
and oldest of the gamesters, a fat man with
a walrus moustache that inevitably made
him known in this circle as “Old Bill.”
He smiled condescendingly, and would
have put the dollar in his pocket with the
“real money,” but Mr. Loomis protested.

“Here! What you doin’?” he shouted,
catching OId Bill by the arm. “Put that
dollar back on the table.”
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“What for?”

“What for? Why, we’re goin’ to play
for it again. Here’s two dollars against it
| beat you on the next hand.”

“No,” said Old Bill calmly. “It’s worth
][r]ore than two dollars to me. It's worth
ive.”

“Well, five then,” his host returned. “I
want that dollar!”

“So do I,” said Collinson.
five dollars if you do.”

“Anybody else in?” OId Bill inquired,
dropping the coin on the table; and all of
the others again “came in.” Old Bill won
again; but once more Charlie Loomis pre-
vented him from putting the silver dollar
in his pocket.

“ Come on now!” Mr. Loomis exclaimed.
“ Anybody else but me in on this for five
dollars next lime?”

“l am,” said Collinson, swallowing with
a dry throat; and he set forth all that re-
mained to him of his twelve dollars. In
return he received a pair of deuces, and the
jubilant Charlie won.

He was vainglorious in his triumph.
“Didn’t that little luck piece just keep on
tryin’ to find the right man?” he cried,
and read the inscription loudly. “‘Luck
hurry back to me!” Righto! You’re home
where you belong, girliex Now we’ll settle
down to our reg’lar little game again.”

“Oh, no,” said Old Bill. “You wouldnt

“1I’ll put in

let me keep it. Put it out there and play
for it again.”
“1 won’t. She’s mine now.”

“1 want my luck piece back myself,” said
Smithie. “Putitoutand play forit. You
made OId Bill.”

“l won’t do it.”

“Yes, you will,” Collinson said, and he
spoke without geniality. “You put it out
there.”

“Oh, yes, | will,” Mr. Loomis returned
mockingly. “1 will for ten dollars.”

“Not I,” said Old Bill. “Five is foolish
enough.” And Smithie agreed with him.
“Nor me!”

“ All right, then. If you’re afraid of ten,
| keep it. | thought the ten’d scare you.”

“Put that dollar on the table,” Collinson
said. “I’ll put ten against it.”

There was a little commotion among
these mild gamesters; and someone said,
“You’re crazy, Collie. What do you want
to do that for?”

“1 don’t care,” said Collinson. “That
dollar’s already cost me enough, and I’'m
going after it.”

“Well, you see, | want it, too,” Charlie
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Loomis retorted cheerfully; and he appealed
to the others. “1’m not askin’ him to put
ten against it, am 1?”

“Maybe not,” OId Bill assented. “But
how long is this thing goin’ to keep on?
It’s already balled our game all up, anti if
we keep on foolin® with these side bets,
why, what’s the use?”

“My goodness!” the host exclaimed.
“1’m not pushin’ this thing, am 1? | don’t
want to risk my good old luck piece, do 1?
It’s Collie that’s crazy to go on, ain’t it?”
lie laughed. “He hasn’t showed his money
yet, though, | notice, and this ole shack is
run on slrickly cash principles. | don’t
believe he’s got ten dollars more on him!”

“Oh, yes, | have.”

“Let’s see it then.”

Collinson’s nostrils distended a little; but
he said nothing, fumbled in his pocket, and
then tossed the one-hundred-dollar bill,
rather crumpled, upon the table.

“Great heavens!” shouted Old Bill.
“Call the doctor: I'm all of a swoon!”

“Look at what’s spilled over our nice
clean table!” another said, in an awed voice.
“ Did you ciaim he didn’t have ten on him,
Charlie?”

“Well, it’s nice to look at,” Smithie ob-
served. “But I'm with Old BUL. How
long are you two goin’ to keep this thing
goin’? If Collie wins the luck piece, |
suppose Charlie’ll bet him fifteen against it,
and then----- 7

“No, | won't”
“Ten’s the limit.”

“Goin’ to keep on bettin’ ten against it
all night?”

“No,” said Charlie. “I tell you what
I’U do with you, Collinson; we both of us
seem kind o’ set on this luck piece, and
you’re already out some on it. I’ll give
you a square chance at it and at catchin’
even. It’s twenty minutes after nine. 1’ll
keep on these side bets with you tUIl ten
o’clock, but when my clock hits ten, we’re
through, and the one that’s got it then keeps
it, and no more foolin.” You want to that,
or quit now? I’m game either way.”

“Go ahead and deal,” said Collinson.
“Whichever one of us has it at ten o’clock,
it’s his, and we quit.”

But when the little clock on Charlie’s
green-painted mantel shelf struck ten, the
luck piece was Charlie’s and with it an over-
whelming lien on the one-hundred-dollar
bill. He put both in his pocket; “Re-
member this ain’t my fault; it was you that
insisted,” he said, and handed Collinson
four five-dollar bills as change.

Charlie interrupted.
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Old Bill, platonically interested, dis-
covered that his cigar was sparkless, ap-
plied a match, and casually set forth his
opinion. “Well, I guess that was about as
poor a way of spendin’ eighty dollars as
| ever saw, but it all goes to show there’s
truth in the old motto that anytbing at all
can happen in any poker game! That was
a mighty nice hundrcd-dollar bill you had
on you, Collie; but it’s like what Smithie
said: a piece 0’ money goes hoppin’ around
from one person to another—it don’t care!—
and yours has gone and hopped to Charlie.
The question is, Who’s it goin’ to hop to
next?” He paused to laugh, glanced over
the cards that had been dealt him, and
concluded: “My guess is 't some good-
lookin” woman ’ll prob’ly get a pretty fair
chunk o’ that hundrcd-dollar Hill out o’
Charlie. Well, let’s settle down to the ole
army game.”

They settled down to it, and by twelve
o’clock (the invariable closing hour of these
pastimes in the old shack) Collinson had lost
four dollars and thirty cents more, lie was
commiserated by his fellow gamesters as
they put on their coals and overcoats, pre-
paring to leave the hot little room. They
shook their heads, laughed ruefully in
sympathy, and told him he oughtn’t to
cany hundrcd-dollar bills upon his person
when he went out among friends. Old
Bill made what is sometimes called an un-
fortunate remark.

“Don’t worry about Collie,” he said
jocosely. “That hundred-dollar bill probly
belonged to some rich client of his."-

“What!” Collinson said, staring.

“Never mind, Collie; 1 wasn't in earn-
est,” the joker explained. “Of course |
didn’t mean it.”

“WelJ, you oughtn’t to say it,” Collinson
protested. “People say a thing like that
about a man in a joking way, but other
people hear it sometimes and don’t know
he’s joking, and a story gets started.”

“My goodness, but you’re serious!”
Old Bill exclaimed. “You look like you
had a misery in your chest, as the rubes say;
and | don’t blame you! Get on out in the
fresh night air and you’ll feci better.”

He was mistaken, however; the night air
failed to improve Collinson’s spirits as he
walked home alone through the dark and
chilly streets. There was indeed a misery in
his chest, where stirred a sensation vaguely
nauseating; his hands were tremulous and
his knees infirm as he walked. In his
mind was a confusion of pictures and sounds,
echoes from Charlie Loomis’s shack: he
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could not clear his mind's eye of the one-
hundred-dollar bill; and its likeness, as it
lay crumpled on the green cloth undjr the
droplight, haunted and hurt him as a face
in a coffin haunts and hurts the new mourner.
Bits of Smithie’s discursiveness resounded in
his mind's ear, keeping him from thinking.
“In one person's hands money’ll do good
likely, and in another’s it’ll do harm.”—
“The dummy that said, ‘Money’s the root
of all evil!™”

It seemed to Collinson then that money
was the root of all evil and the root of all
good, the root and branch of all life, indeed.
With money, his wife would have been
amiable, not needing gay bachelors to take
her to vaudevilles. Her need of money was
the true foundation of the jealousy that
had sent him out morose and reckless to-
night; of the jealousy that had made it
seem, when he gambled with Charlie Loomis
for the luck dollar, as though they really
gambled for luck with her.

It still seemed to him thaL they had
gambled for luck with her: Charlie had
wanted the talisman, as Smithie said, in
order to believe in his luck—his luck with
women—and therefore actually be lucky
with them; and Charlie had won. But as
Collinson plodded homeward in the chilly
midnight, his shoulders sagging and his
head drooping, he began to wonder how he
could have risked money that belonged to
another man. What on earth had made
him do what he had done? Was it the
mood his wife had set him in as he went out
that evening? No; he had gone out feeling
like that often enough, and nothing had
happened.

Something had brought this trouble on
him, he thought; for it appeared to Collinson
that he had been an automaton, having
nothing to do with his own actions. lie
must bear the responsibility for them; but
he had not willed them. If the one-
hundred-dollar bill had not happened to be
in his pocket— That was it! And at
the thought he mumbled desolately to
himself: “1°d been all right if it hadn’t been
for thaL.” If the one-hundred-dollar bill
had not happened to be in his pocket, he'd
have been “all right.” The one-hundred-
dollar bill had done this to him. And
Smithic’s romancing again came back to
him: “Ilu one person’s hands money’ll do
good, likely; in another’s it’ll do harm.” It
was the money that did harm or good, not
the person; and the money in his hands
had done this harm to himself.

He had to deliver a hundred dollars at
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the office in the morning, somehow, for he
dared not take the risk of the client’s meet-
ing the debtor. There was a balance of
seventeen dollars in his bank, and he could
pawn hb watch for twenty-five, as he knew
well enough, by experience. That would
leave fifty-eight dollars to be paid, and there
was only one way to get it. His wife would
have to let him pawn her ring. She’d have to!

Without any difficulty he could guess
what she ,Jould say and do when he told
her of his necessity: and he knew that never
in her life would she forego the advantage
over him she would gain from it. He knew,
too, what stipulations she would make, and
he had to face the fact that he was in no
position to reject them. The one-hundred-
dollar bill bad cost him the last vestiges of
mastery in his own house; and Charlie
Loomis had really won not only the hill
and the luck, but the privilege of taking
Collinson's wife to vaudevilles. But it
all came back to the same conclusion: the
one-hundred-dollar bill had done it to him.
“What kind of tiling is this life?” Col-
linson mumbled to himself, finding matters
wholly perplexing in a world made into
tragedy at the caprice of a little oblong slip
of paper.

Then, as he went on his way to wake his
wife and face her with the soothing proposal
to pawn her ring early the next morning,
something happened to Collinson.  Of itself
the thing that happened was nothing, but
he was aware of his folly as if it stood upon
a mountain top against the sun—and so he
gathered knowledge of himself and a little
of the wisdom that is called better than
happiness.

His way was now the same as upon the
latter stretch of his walk home from the
office that evening. The smoke fog had
cleared, and the air was clean with a night
wind that moved briskly from the west;
in all the long street there was only one
window lighted, but it was sharply outlined
now, and fell as a bright rhomboid upon the
pavement before Collinson. When he came
to it he paused at the hint of an inward
impulse he did not think to trace; and,
frowning, he perceived that this was the
same shop window that had detained him
on his homeward way, when he had thought
of buying a toy for the baby.

The toy was still there in the bright
window; the gay little acrobatic monkey
that would climb up or down a red string
as the string slacked or straightened; but
Collinson's eye fixed itself upon the card
marked with the price: “35 cents.”
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He stared and stared. "Thirty-five
cents!” he said to himself. "Thirty-five
cents!”

Then suddenly he burst into loud and
prolonged laughter.

The sound was startling in the quiet night,
and roused the interest of a meditative
policeman who stood in the darkened door-
way of the next shop. He stepped out,
not unfriendly.
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" What you havin’ such a good time over,

this hour o’ the night?” he inquired.
"W hat’s all the joke?”

ColLinson pointed to the window. "It’'s
that monkey on the string,” he said.

"Something about it struck me as mighty
funny!”

So, with a better spirit, he turned away,
still laughing, and went home to face his
wife.

Poison Tree

By WILLIAM BLAKE

TwAS angry with my friend:

Al told my wrath, my wrath did end.
I was angry with my foe:

| told it not, my wrath did grow.

And | watered it in fears

Night and morning with my tears,
And | sunned it with smiles

And with soft, deceitful wiles.

And it grew both day and night,
Till it bore an apple bright,
And my foe beheld it shine,
And he knew that it was mine,—

And into ray garden stoic

When the night had veiled the pole;
In the morning, glad, | see

My foe outstretched beneath the tree.
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Dr. Johnson's lIldeal of Happiness

“If I had no duties and no reference to futurity, | would spend my life in driving
briskly in a post-chaise with a pretty woman; but she should be one who could understand
me, and would add something to the conversation.” Boswell’'s “Life.”

Tiie Complete M an

With regard to myself, | have ever been a thinking—and who would think it?—rather
than an active being. My mind indeed has been an Errant Knight, but my body only a
simple Squire—and it has been so harassed and chivalried with the wanderings and the
wind-mills of its master, that it has long wished to quit the service—frequently crying
out with Sancho, “ a blessing on his heart who first invented sleep.”

However, notwithstanding the natural indolence of this same body of me, I have
contrived to fulfill, completely, all the characteristics of man—which some philosopher
specifies to be these four:

To build an house—

To raise a tree—

To wTite a book
Ad

To get a child. Laurence Sterne.

P hilosopher J ean J acques

There was another reason for my stupidity. Seamstresses, chambermaids, or milliners
never allured me. | sighed for ladies! Everyone has his peculiar taste; this has ever been
mine, being in this particular of a different opinion from Horace.

Vet it is not vauily of riches or rank that attracts me: it is a well-preserved complexion,
fine hands, elegance of ornaments, an air of delicacy and neatness throughout the whole
person; more in taste and in the manner of expressing themselves, a finer or better made
gown, a well-turned ankle, small feet, ribbons, lacc, and well-dressed hair: | even prefer
those who have less natural beauty, provided they are elegantly decorated.

I.freely confess this preference is very ridiculous, yet my heart gives in to it in spite of
mv understanding. Jean Jacques Rousseau.

T he A uthor D escribes H erself in
“Maggie T olliver?”

Maggie . . . was a creature full of eager passionate longings for ail that was beautiful
and glad; thirsty lor all knowledge; with an ear straining after dreamy music that died
away and would not come near to her; with a blind unconscious yearning for something
that would link together the wonderful impressions of this mysterious life, and give her
soul a sense of home in it. George Eliot.
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T he Y oung Man's P ose

Bouquets, stalls, rings, delighted me. 1 was not dissipated, but | loved the abnormal.
I loved to spend as much on scent and toilet knick-knacks as would keep a poor man’s
family in affluence for ten-months; and | smiled at the fashionable sunlight in the Park,
the dusty cavalcade; and | loved to shock my friends by bowing to those whom 1| should
not bow to. . . . My mother suffered, and expected ruin, for | took no trouble to conceal
anything; | boasted of dissipations. But there was no need for fear; | was naturally en-
dowed with a very clear sense indeed of self-preservation; | neither betted nor drank, nor
contracted debts, nor a secret marriage; from a worldly poinL of view | was a model young
man indeed; and when | returned home about four in the morning, 1 watched the pale
moon setting, and repeating some verses of Shelley, I thought how | should go to Paris
when | was of age, and study painting. George Moore.

A Song About Myself

There was a naughty boy
And naughty boy was be,
For nothing would he do
But scribble poetry—
He took
An ink stand
In his hand
And a pen
Big as ten
In the other.

And wrote

In his coat

When the weather

Was cool,

Fear of gout,

And without

When the weather

Was warm. John Keats.

A Confidence From G. B. S.

For ten years past, with an unprecedented pertinacity and obstination, I have been
dinning into the public head that | am an extraordinarily witty, brilliant and clever man.
That is now part of the public opinion of England, and no power in heaven or on earth will
ever change it. | may dodder and dote; I may potboil and platitudinize; 1 may become
the butt and chopping-block of all the bright, original spirits of the rising generation; but
my reputation shall not suffer; it is built up fast and solid, like Shakespeare’s, on an im-
pregnable basis of dogmatic reiteration.

Unfortunately, the building process has been a most painful one to me, because | am
congenitally an extremely modest man. Shyness is the form my vanity and self-conscious-
ness take by nature. It is humiliating, too, after making the most dazzling displays of
professional ability, to have to tell people bow clever it all is. Besides, they get so tired
of it that without dreaming of disputing the alleged brilliancy, they begin to detest it.
| sometimes get quite frantic letters from people who feel they cannot stand me any longer.

George Bernard Shaw.
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Alone I Did |t

If my fame should be, as my fortunes are,
Of hasty growth and blight, and dull oblivion bar
My name from out the temple where the dead
Are honor’'d by the nations—Ilet it be,
And light the laurels on a loftier head!
And be the Spartan's epitaph on me,
“ Sparta hath many a worthier son than he.”
Meantime | seek no sympathies, nor need;
The thorns which | have reaped are of the tree
| planted— they have torn me—and | bleed:
I should have known what fruit would spring from such a seed.
Lord Byron.

Elia’'s Opinion of H imse1-+s

If I know aught of myself, no one whose mind is introspective—and mine is painfully
so— can have a less respect for his present identity than | have for the man Elia. | know
him to be light, and vain, and humoursome; a notorious------- addicted to -------- . averse
from counsel, neither taking it, nor offering it;,— . . . besides; a stammering buffoon;
what you will; lay it on, and spare not; | will subscribe to it all, and much more, than thou

canst be willing to lay at his door. Charles Lame.

T he Seeker

Melhought that of these visionary flowers
I made a nosegay, bound in such a way
That the same hues, which in their natural bowers
Were mingled or opposed,— the like array
Kept these imprisoned children of the Hours
Within my hand;—and then, elate and gay,
| hastened to the spot whence | had come,
That | might there present itt—Oh!to whom?
Percy Bysshe Shelley.

Adjusting Reality to Ildeals

| agree with Stevenson that one should live dangerously, and with Thoreau, that one
should return every night to his home, filled and thrilled with adventure. Accordingly
I go orchid hunting and bird nesting and collect pearls and moonstones . . . and a lot
of footloose friends all over the world. Samuel Scoville, Jr.

The Best Wasn't Good Enough for Him

Michael Robartes remembers forgotten beauty and, when his arms wrap her round,
he presses in his arms the loveliness which has long faded from the world. Not this.
Not at all. | desire to press in my arms the loveliness which has not yet come into the
world. James Joyce.
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The Master Detective Makes His Debut

By EMILE GABORIAU

CHAPTER XXXIV

last expedient, proposed by
ogq, was not of his own

mtion, and not by any
ins new.
n every age, the police

force has, when it became necessary to do
so, closed its eyes and opened the prison
doors for the release of suspected parlies.

And not a few, dazzled by liberty and
ignorance of any espionage, betray them-
selves.

All the prisoners are not, like Lavalettc,
protected by royal connivance; and we
might enumerate many individuals who,
like the unfortunate Georges d’Etcherony,
have been released, only to be rearrested,
when they have made a confession of guilt
to those who had wormed themselves into
their confidence.

Poor D’Etcheronyl He supposed that
he had eluded the vigilance of his guardians.
When he discovered his error, and became
aware of the mistake he had made, he sent
a bullet through his own heart.

Alas! he survived this terrible wound
long enough to learn that one of his own
familiar friends had betrayed him, and
to cast in his teeth the insulting word
“ traitor!”

It is, however, very seldom, and only in
special cases, and as a last resort, that such
a plan is adopted.

And the authorities consent to it only
when they hope to derive some important
advantage, such as the capture of a whole
band of malefactors.

The police arrest, perhaps, one of the
band. In spite of his wickedness, a sense
of honour makes him, not unfrequenlly,
refuse to name his accomplices. What is to

be done? Is he alone to lie tried and con-
demned?
No. He is set at liberty; but like the

falcon who flies away with a thread attached

to his foot, he drags after him at the end of
his chain a crowd of close observers.

And at the very moment when he is
boasting of his good luck and audacity to
the comrades he has rejoined, the whole
company find themselves caught in the
snare.

M. Segmuller knew all this, and much
more; yet, on hearing Lecoq’s proposition,
he turned to him angrily, and exclaimed:

“ Are you mad?”

“1 think not.”

“ A most foolish scheme!”

“Why so, Monsieur? After the assassina-
tion of the husband and wife Chaboiseau,
the police succeeded in capturing the guilty
parties, you must recollect. But a robbery
of one hundred and fifty thousand francs
in bank-notes and coin had also been
committed. This large sum of money
could not be found; and the murderers
obstinately refused to divulge where they
had concealed it. It would be a fortune for
them, if they escaped the gallows; but,
meanwhile, the children of the victims were
ruined. Monsieur Patrigent, the judge of
instruction, was the first—1 will not say to
counsel— but to succeed in convincing the
authorities that it would be well to set one
of these wretches at liberty. They followed
his advice; and three days later the culprit
was surprised disinterring his booty from a
bed of mushrooms. | believe that our
prisoner------ "

“Enough!” interrupted M. Segmuller.
“ 1 wish to hear no more about this affair.
| have, it seems to me, forbidden you to
broach the subject.”

The young detective hung his head with
a hypocritical air of submission.

But he was all the while watching the
judge out of the corner of his eye and noting
his agitation.

“1 can afford to be silent,” he thought;
“he will return to the subject of his own
accord.”
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He did, in fact,
moment afterward.

“ Suppose this man was released from
prison, what would you do?”

“What would | do, Monsieur! | would
follow him like grim death; | would not
let him go out of my sight; | would live in
his shadow.”

“ And do you suppose Lhat he would not
discover this surveillance?”

“ 1 should take my precautions.”

“He would recognize you at a single
glance.”

“No, Monsieur, because | shall disguise
myself. A detective who is not capable of
equalling the most skilful actor in the
matter of make-up is no better than an
ordinary policeman. | have practised only
for ayear in making my face and my person
whatever | wish them to he, but | can, at
will, be old or young, dark or light, a man
of the world, or the most frightful ruffian
of the barriires.”

“ 1 was not aware that you possessed this
talent, Monsieur Lecoq."

“Oh! I am very far from the perfection

Tetum to it only a

of which | dream. | venture to engage,
however, that before three days have
elapsed, | can appear Ix:fore you and

converse with you for half an hour without
being recognized.”

M. Segmuller made no response; and it
was evident to Lecoq Lhat the judge had
offered these objections in the hope of
seeing them destroyed, rather than with
the wish to see them prevail.

“1 think, my poor boy, that you arc
strangely deceived. We have both been
equally anxious to penetrate the mystery
that shrouds this strange man. We have
both admired his wonderful acuteness— for
his sagacity is wonderful; so marvellous,
indeed, that it exceeds the limits of imagina-
tion. Do you believe that a man of his
penetration will betray himself like an
ordinary prisoner? He will understand at
once, if he is set at liberty, that this free-
dom is given him only that we may use it
against him.”

“ 1 do not deceive myself, sir. May will
divine the truth. | know that but too well.”

“Very well; then what will be the use of
attempting what you propose?”

“ 1 have reflected on the subject, and have
come to this conclusion: This man will find
himself strangely embarrassed, even when
he is free. He will not have a sou in his
pocket; he has no trade. What will he do
to make a living? But one must cat. He
may struggle along for a while, but he will
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not be willing to suffer long. Days when
he is without a shelter, and without a
morsel of bread, he will remember that he
is rich. Will he not seek to recover his
property? Yes, certainly. He will try to
obtain money; he will endeavour to com-
municate with his friends. | shall wait until
that day comes. Months will elapse, and,
seeing no sign of my surveillance, he will
venture some decisive step; and | will step
forward with a warrant for his arrest in my
hand.”

“And wnat if he should leave Paris?
What if he should flee to some foreign
country?”

“ 1 will follow him. One of my aunts has
left me a small country property, that is
worth about twelve thousand francs. |
will sell it, and | will spend the last sou, if
necessary, in pursuit of my revenge. This
man has outwitted me as if | were a child,
and | wall have my turn-"

“ And what if he should slip through your
lingers?”

Lecoq laughed like a man who was sure
of himself.

“Let him try,” he exclaimed. “I
answer for him with my life.”

Unfortunately, Lecoq’s enthusiasm made
the judge all the colder.

“Your idea is a good one, sir,” he re-
sponded. “ But you must understand that
law and justice will take no part in such
intrigues. All | can promise you is my
tacit approval. Go, therefore, to lire pre-
fecture; see your superiors------ "

With a really despairing gesture,
young man interrupted M. Segmuller.

“What good would it do for me to make
such a proposition?” he exclaimed. “ They
would not only refuse my request, but they
would give me my dismissal, if my name is
not already erased from the roll.”

“You dismissed, your name erased after
you have conducted this case so well?”

“ Alas! sir, everyone is not of that opinion.
Tongues have been wagging busily during
the week of your illness. My enemies
have heard somehow? of the last scene we
bad with May. All, yes! that man is very
clever. They all say now that it was T, who
with a hope of advancement, imagined all
the romantic details of this affair. They
declare that there can be no doubt of the
prisoner’s identity except those of my own
invention. To hear them talk at the depot
one might suppose that | invented the
scene that took place in the Widow Chupin’s
cabin; imagined the accomplices; suborned
the witnesses; manufactured the articles

will

the
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found in the dwelling; wrote that first note
as well as the second; duped Father Ab-
sinthe, and mystified the keeper.”

“The devil!” exclaimed M. Segmuller;
“in that case what do they think of me?”

The wily detective's face assumed an
expression of intense embarrassment.

“Ah! sir,” he replied, with a great show
of reluctance, “ they pretend that you have
allowed yourself to be deceived by me, that
you have not properly weighed the proofs
which | have adduced.”

A fleeting crimson tinged M. Segmuller’s
forehead.

“In a word,” said he, “they think I am
your dupe—and a fool.”

The recollection of certain smiles that
he had encountered in passing through the
corridors, and of divers allusions which had
stung him to the quick, decided him.

“Very well, I will aid you, Monsieur
Lccoq, ” he exclaimed. “ I would like you to
triumph over your enemies. | will get up at
once and accompany you to the palace.
I will see the attorney-general myself; |
will speak to him; I will plead your cause for
you.”

Lecoq s joy was intense.

Never, no, never, had he dared to obtain
such aid.

Ah! after this, M. Segmuller might ask
him to go through lire for him if he chose,
and he would be ready to precipitate himself
into the flames.

Still he was prudent enough, and he had
sufficient control over his feelings to pre-
serve a sober face. This was one of the
victories that must be concealed, under
penalty of losing all the benefits to be
derived from it.

Certainly the young detective had said
nothing that was untrue, but there are
different ways of presenting the truth, and
he had, perhaps, exaggerated a trifle in
order to make the judge share his rancour,
and make him an earnest auxiliary. M.
Segmuller, however, after the exclamation
wrested from him by his adroitly wounded
vanity— after the first explosion of anger—
regained his accustomed calmness.

“1 suppose,” he remarked to Lecoq,
“ that you have decided what stratagem
must be employed to Ilull the prisoner’s
suspicions in case he is permitted to
escape.”

“1 have not once thought of that, | must
confess. Besides, what good would any
such stratagem do? That man knows too
well that he is the object of suspicion and
anxious surveillance not to hold himself on
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the qui vive. But there is one precaution
which | believe is absolutely necessary;
indispensable indeed. In fact, it appears
to me an essential condition of success.”

Lecoq seemed to find so much difficulty
in choosing his words, that the judge felt it
necessary to aid him.

“Let me hear this precaution,” said he.

“ It consists, sir, in giving an order to
transfer May to another prison. Oh, it
matters not which one; any one you choose
to select.”

“Why, if you please?”

“ Because, during the few days that pre-
cede his release it is absolutely necessary
that he should hold no communication with
his friends outside, and that he should be
unable to warn his accomplice.”

This proposition seemed to amaze M.
Segmuller exceedingly.

“Then you think that he is poorly
guarded where he is?” he inquired.

“ No, Monsieur, | did not say that. | am
persuaded that since the affair of the note
the keeper has redoubled his vigilance.
But still, where he is now', this mysterious
murderer certainly receives news from out-
side; we have had material evidence— un-
answerable proofs of that fact—and be-
sides---—--- "

He paused, evidently fearing to give
expression to his thought, like a person
who feels that what he is about to say will
be regarded as an enormity.

“ And besides?” insisted the judge.

“ Ah, well, sir! | will be perfectly frank
with you. | find that Gevrol enjoys too
much liberty in the depot; he is perfectly
al home there; he comes and goes, and no
one ever thinks of asking what he is doing,
where he is going, or what he wishes there.
No pass is necessary for his admission, and
he can make the head keeper, who is a very
honest man, see stars in the heavens at
midday if he chooses. And | distrust
Gevrol.”

“ Ob! Monsieur Lecoqg!”

“Yes, I know very well that it is a bold
accusation, but a man is not master of his
presentiments, and | distrust Gevrol. Did
the prisoner know or did lie not know, that
I was watching him from the loft, and that
1 had discovered his secret correspondence?
Evidently he did know this; the last scene
with him proves it.”

“ Such is also my opinion.”

“But how could he have known it? He
could not have discovered it unaided. For
eight days | endured tortures to find the
solution of this problem. All my trouble
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was wasted. Gevrol’'s intervention would
explain it all.”

M. Segmuller, at the mere supposition,
turned pale with anger.

“Ah! if I could really believe that!” he
exclaimed; “if | were sure of it! Have you
any proofs?”

The young man shook Ms head.

“1f I had my hands full of proofs | should
know enough not to open them. Would it
not ruin my whole future? | must, if |
succeed, expect many such acts of treachery.
There is hatred and rivalry in every pro-
fession. And mark this, Monsieur—I do not
doubt Gevrol's honesty. If a hundred
thousand francs were counted out upon the
table and offered to him, he would not re-
lease a prisoner. Hut he would rob justice
of a dozen criminals in the mere hope of
injuring me, whom he thinks likely to
overshadow him.”

How many things these words ex-
plained! To how many unsolved enigmas
did they give the key! But the judge-
had not time to follow out this course of
thought.

“That will do,” said he; “go into the
drawing-room for a moment. | will dress
and join you there. 1 will send for a
carriage; | must make haste if I wish to see
the procureur-generaf to-day.”

"Usually very particular about the minu-
tbc of his toilette, this morning the judge
was dressed and in the drawing-room in
less than a quarter of an hour.

As soon as he entered the apartment
where Lecoq was impatiently awaiting him,
he said, briefly:

“Let us start.”

They were just entering the carriage,
when a man, whose handsome livery pro-
claimed him a servitor in an aristocratic
household, hastily approached M. Seg-
muller.

“Ah! Jean, is it you?” said the judge.
“ How is your master?”

“ Improving, Monsieur. He sent me to
ask how you were, and to inquire how that
affair was progressing. ”

“ There has been no change in that since |
wrote him last. Give him my compliments,
and tell him that | am out. again.”

The servant bowed. Lecoq took a scat
beside the judge, and the fiacre started.

“That fellow is D’'Escorval's valet de
ckarnbre,” remarked M. Segmuller.

“The judge who------ "

“ Precisely. He sent his man to me two or
three days ago, to ascertain what we were
doing with our mysterious May. ”
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“Then Monsieur d’Escorval is interested
in the case?”

“ Prodigiously! | conclude it is because
he opened the prosecution, and because the
case rightfully belongs to him. Perhaps he
regrets that it passed out of his hands, and
thinks that he could have managed the
instruction belter himself. We -would have
done better with it if we could. 1 would
give a good deal to see him in my place. ”

But this change would not have been at
all to Lccoq’s taste.

“That stem and forbidding judge would
never have granted the concessions | have
just obtained from M. Segmuller,” he
thought.

He had, indeed, good reason to congratu-
late himself; for M. Segmuller did not
break his promise. He was one of those
men who, when they have once decided
upon a plan, never rest until it has been
carried into execution.

That very day he induced the authorities
to adopt Lccoq’s suggestion; and the details
only remained to be decided upon.

That same afternoon, the Widow Chupin
received her conditional release.

There was no difficulty in regard to
Polyte. He, in the meantime, had been
brought before the court under a charge of
theft; and, to his great astonishment,
had heard himself condemned to thirteen
months’ imprisonment.

After this M. Segmuller had nothing to
do but to wait; and this was much more
easy to do, since the coming of-the Easter
holidays gave him an opportunity to seek
a little rest and recreation in the provinces,
with his family.

He returned to Paris on the last day of
the recess, which chanced to fall on Sunday,
and he was sitting quietly in his own draw-
ing-room, when a servant—who had been
sent by the employment bureau to take
the place of one whom he had dismissed—
was announced.

The new-comer was a man apparently
about forty years of age, very red in the
face, with thick hair and heavy red whiskers
—strongly inclined to corpulence, and clad
in clumsy, ill-titling garments.

In a very sedate manner, and with a
strong Norman accent, he informed the
judge (hat during the past twenty years he
had been in the employ of literary men—
a physician, and a notary; that he was
familiar with the duties that would be re-
quired of him in the Palais de Justice, and
that he knew how to dust papers without
disarranging them.
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In short, the man produced such a favour-
able impression, that although he reserved
twenty-four hours in which to make further
inquiries, the judge drew from his pocket a
louis, and tendered it to him as the first
instalment of his wages.

But the man, with a sudden change of
voice and attitude, burst into a heavy laugh,
and said:

“ Monsieur, do you think that May will
recognize me?”

“ Monsieur Lecoq!”
tonished judge.

“The same, sir; and | have come to tell
you that if you are ready to release May,
all my arrangements have beeu completed.”

exclaimed the as-

CHAPTER XXXV

When a judge connected with Hie tri-
bunal of the Seine wishes to examine a
person incarcerated in one of the prisons,
the following forms are observed:

He first sends his messenger with what is
called an order of extraction, an impera-
tive and concise formula, which we quote,
in order to give some idea of the unlimited
power vested in the magistrates who are
intrusted with the preparation of cases for
the government.

It reads thus:

“The keeper of the------- prison will give
into the custody of the bearer of this order,
the prisoner known as —— 1, in order that

he may be brought before us in our cabinet
in the Palais de Justice.”

No more, no less, a signature, a seal, and
everybody hastens to obey.

But from the moment of receiving this
order to the time that the prisoner is again
consigned to the keeping of the jailer, the
superintendent of the prison is relieved of all
responsibility. Whatever may happen, bis
hands are clean.

So the journey of the prisoner from the
prison to the palace is usually attended
with an infinite number of precautions.

They place the prisoner in one of the
lugubrious vehicles that one sees stationed
every day on the Quai de I'Horloge, or the
court of the Sainte-Chapelle, locking him up
carefully in one of the compartments.

This vehicle conveys him to the palace,
and while he is awaiting his examination,
he is immured in one of the cells of that
gloomy prison, familiarly known as “la
Souriciere” —the mouse-trap.

On entering and leaving the carriage the
prisoner is surrounded by guards.

En route he is also under the watchful
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eye of several guards, some of them sta-
tioned in the passage-way that divides the
compartments, others on the seat with the
driver.

Mounted guards always accompany the
vehicle.

So the boldest malefactors realize the im-
possibility of escape from this moving
prison-house.

The statistics show only thirty attempts
at escape in a period of ten years.

Of these thirty attempts, twenty-five
were ridiculous failures. Four were dis-
covered before their authors had conceived
any serious hope of success. One man alone
succeeded in making his escape from the
vehicle, and he had not gone fifty steps
before he was captured.

He accepted, boldly, perhaps, but not
blindly, the struggle that must ensue.

“But,” thought Lecoq, “if he decides
to incur these risks he must be reasonably
sure that he will succeed in overcoming
them.”

Such a belief on the parL of May was a
grave subject of fear for the young detec-
tive; but it also gave rise to a delightful
emotion. He had an ambition beyond his
station; and every ambitious man is by
nature a gambler.

He felt that his foeman was worthy of his
steel; that they had equal chances for success.

Lecoq’s plan for allowing May to esca;)e
was childish in its simplicity, as he himself
confessed. It consisted in fastening the
compartment in which May was placed
very insecurely, on the departure of the
carriage from the depot, and in forgetting
him entirely when the wagon, after deposit-
ing its load of criminals at the “ mouse-
trap,” went, as usual, to await upon the
quay the hour for returning them to the
prison.

It was scarcely possible that the prisoner
would fail to embrace this opportunity to
make his escape.

All was, therefore, prepared and arranged,
in conformance with Lecoq’s directions, on
the day indicated— the Monday following
the close of the Easter holidays.

The order of “extraction” was intrusted
to an intelligent man, with the most minute
instructions.

The prison-van containing the prisoner
May would not arrive at the palace until
noon.

And yet at nine o'clock there might have
been seen hanging about the prefecture one
of those old gamins, who make one almost
believe in the fable of Venus rising from the
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waves, so truly do they seem born of Hie
foam and scum of the city.

He was clad in a tattered black woollen
blouse, and in large, ill-fitting trousers,
fastened about his waist by a leather band.
His boots betrayed a familiar acquaintance
with the mud-puddles of the suburbs, his
cap was shabby and dirLy; but his preten-
tiously tied red-silk cravat must have been
a gift from his sweetheart.

He had the unhealthy complexion, the
hollow eyes, the slouching mien, the strag-
gling beard common to his tribe.

His yellow hair was plastered down upon
his temples, but cut closely at Uie back of
the head, as if to save the trouble of brush-
ing it.

On seeing his attire, the way in wliich he
balanced himself upon his haunches, the
movement of liis shoulders, his way of
holding his cigarette and of ejecting a
stream of saliva from between his teeth,
Polyte Chupin would have extended his
hand as to a friend, and greeted him as
“ comrade” and “ pal.”

It was the 14th of April; the day was
lovely, the air balmy, the tops of the chest-
nut-trees in the garden of the Tuileries
looked green against the horizon, and this
man seemed well content to be alive, and
happy in doing nothing.

He walked lazily to and fro on the quay,
dividing his attention between the passers-
by and the men who were hauling sand
from the banks of the Seine.

Occasionally he crossed the street and
exchanged a few words with a respectable
elderly gentleman, very neatly dressed, and
wearing spectacles and a very long beard,

his hands encased in silk gloves. This per-
son exhibited all the characteristics of a
respectable, well-to-do gentleman, and

seemed to feel a remarkable curiosity in
regard to the contents of an optician’s
window.

From time to time a policeman or one
of the detective corps passed them on his
way to make his report; and the elderly
gentleman or the gamin often ran after
him to ask some information.

The person addressed replied and passed
on; and then the two confreres joined each
other to laugh and say:

“ Good! there is another who does not
recognize us.”

And they had just cause for exultation,
and good reason to be proud.

Of the twelve or fifteen comrades whom
they had accosted, not one had recognized
their colleagues, Lecoq and Father Absinthe.
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For it was indeed they, armed and
equipped for the chase, for the pursuit
whose chances and result it was impossible
to foresee.

“Ah! | am not surprised that they do
not recognize me,” said Father Absinthe,
“since | cannot recognize myself. No one
but you, Monsieur Lecoq, could have so
transformed me.”

But the time for reflection was past; the
time for action had come.

The young detective saw the prison-van
crossing the I)ridge at a brisk trot.

“ Attention!” lie said to his companion;
“ there comes our friend! Quick! to your
post; remember my directions, and keep
your eyes open!”

Near them, on the quay, was a huge pile
of timber, Father Absinthe went and
hid himself behind it; and Lecoq, seizing
a spade that was lying idle, hurried to a

little distance and began digging in the
sand.
They did well to make haste. The van

came onward and turned the corner.

It passed the two men, and with a noisy
clang rolled under the heavy arch that led
to “la Souriciere.”

May was inside.

Lecoq was sure of this when he saw the
keeper, who was seated in the vehicle.

The carriage remained in the courtyard
for more than a quarter of an hour.

When it reappeared in the street, the
driver had descended from his seat and was
leading the horses by the bridle. He sta-
tioned the carriage opposite the Palais de
Justice, threw a covering over his horses,
lighted his pipe, and walked away.

For a moment the anxiety of the two
watchers amounted to actual agony; noth-
ing stirred; nothing moved.

But at last the door of the carriage was
opened with infinite caution, and a pale,
frightened face became visible. It was the
face of May.

The prisoner cast a rapid glance around;
no one was in sight.

With the quickness of a cat, liesprang
to the ground, noiselessly closed the door
of the vehicle, and walked quietly in the
direction of the bridge.

CHAPTER XXXVI

L ecog breathed agaiu.

He had been asking himself if some trifling
circumstance could have been forgotten or
neglected, and thus disarranged all his plans.

He hail been wondering if this strange



iiss

man would refuse the dangerous liberty
which had been offered him.

Foolish disquietude! May had fled; not
thoughtlessly, but premeditatedly.

From the moment when he was left alone
and apparently forgotten in the insecurely
locked compartment, to the instant when he
opened the door, sufficient time had elapsed
to give a man of his intellect and clearness
of discernment ample opportunity to ana-
lyze and calculate all the chances of so
grave a step.

Hence, if he stepped into the snare that
had been laid for him, it would be with a
full knowledge of the risks he must he pre-
pared to run.

They were alone together, free in the
streets of Paris, armed with mutual dis-
trust, obliged alike to resort to strategy,
forced to hide from each other.

Lccoqg, it is true, had an auxiliary—
Father Absinthe. But who could say that
May would not be aided by his redoubtable
accomplice?

It was then a veritable duel, whose re-
sult depended entirely upon the courage,
skill, and coolness of the antagonists.

All these thoughts flashed through the
young man’s brain with the quickness of
lightning.

He threw down his spade, and, running to
a policeman, who was just coming out of
the palace, he gave him a letter which he
held ready in his pocket.

“Take this to Monsieur Seginuller, at
once; it is a matter of importance,” said he.

The officer attempted to question this
gamin who was in correspondence will; the
magistrates; but Lecoq had already darted
off in the footsteps of the prisoner.

May had gone only a little distance. He
was sauntering along, with his hands in
liis pockets, his head high in the air, his
manner composed and full of assurance.

Had he reflected that it would be danger-
ous to run while near the prison from which
he had just made his escape? Or had he
decided that, since they had given him this
opportunity to escape, there was no danger
that they would arrest him immediately?

Nor did he quicken his pace when he had
crossed the bridge; and it was with the
same tranquil manner that he had crossed
the Quai aux Fleurs and turned into the
Rue dc la Cite.

Nothing in his bearing or appearance
proclaimed him an escaped prisoner. Since
his trunk— that famous trunk which he
pretended to have left at the Hotel de
Mariembourg—had been returned to him,
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he had been well supplied with clothing;
and he never failed, when summoned before
the judge, to array himself in his bc3t
apparel.

He wore that day, a coat, vest, and panta-
loons of black cloth. One, to see him, would
have supposed him a workingman of the
better class, off on a holiday excursion.

But when, after crossing the Seine, he
reached the Rue Sainte-Jacques, his manner
changed. His tread, perfectly assured until
then, became uncertain. He walked slowly,
looking to the right and to the left, studying
the signs.

“ Evidently he is seeking something,”
thought Lecoq; “ but what?”

It was not long before he discovered.

Seeing a shop where second-hand clothing
was sold, May entered in evident haste.

Lecoq stationed himself in a porte-cochere
on the opposite side of the street, and pre-
tended to be busily engaged lighting a
cigarette. Father Absinthe thought he could
approach without danger.

“Ah, well, Monsieur; here is our man
changing his fine clothing for coarser gar-
ments. He will demand money in return;
and they will give it Lo him. You told me
this morning: ‘May without a sou—that is
the trump card in our game!"”

“ Nonsense! Before we begin to lament,
let us wait and see what will happen. It is
not likely that the shopkeeper will give him
the money. He will not buy clothing of
every passer-by.”

Father Absinthe withdrew to a-little dis-
tance. He distrusted these reasons, but not
Lecog who gave them to him. In his secret
soul Lecoqg was cursing himself.

Another blunder; another weapon left
in the hands of the enemy. How was it
that he, who thought himself so shrewd,
had not foreseen this?

His remorse was less poignant when he
saw May emerge from the store as be bad
entered it.

Luck, of which he had spoken to Father
Absinthe, without believing in it, had for
once been in his favour.

The prisoner actually staggered when he
stepped out upon the pavement. His
countenance betrayed the terrible anguish
of a drowning man when he sees the frail
plank which was his only hope of salvation
torn from his grasp.

He gave a peculiar whistle, which was
the signal agreed upon to warn his com-
panion that he abandoned the pursuit to
him; and having received a similar signal
in response, he entered the shop.
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But what had taken place?
to know.

The merchant was still standing at his
counter. Lecoq wasted no time in parleying.
He merely showed his card to acquaint the
man with his profession, and curtly de-
manded the desired information.

“What did the man want who just left
here?”

The merchant seemed troubled.

“I1t is a long story,” he slammered-

“Tcll it!” ordered Lecoq, surprised at
the man’s embarrassment.

“Oh, it is very simple. About twelve
days ago, a man entered my store with a
bundle under his arm. He claimed that
he was a countryman of mine.”

“ Arc you an Alsatian?”

“Yes, sir. Well, | went with this man to
the wineshop on the comer, where he
ordered a bottle of the best wine; and when
we had drank together, he asked me if |
would consent to keep the package he had
with him until one of his cousins came to
claim it. To prevent any mistake, this
cousin was to utter certain words—a coun-
tersign, as it were. | refused, shortly and
decidedly, for the very month before | had
gotten into trouble, and had been accused
of receiving stolen goods, by obliging a
person in this same way. Well, you never
saw a man so vexed and so surprised. What
made me all the more determined in my
refusal was Lhat he offered me a good round
sum in payment for my trouble. This only
increased my suspicions, and | persisted in
my refusal.”

He paused to take breath, but Lecoq was
on fire with impatience.

“And what then?” he insisted.

“ Afterward the man paid for the wine,
and went away. | had forgotten all about
the occurrence, until this man came in just
now, and asked me if | had not a package
for him, which had been left here by one of
his cousins, whereupon he uttered some
peculiar words— the countersign, doubtless.
When | replied that | had nothing, he turned
as white as his shirt; and | thought that
he was going to faint. All my suspicions
returned. So when he proposed that |
should buy his clothing—no; | thank you.”

All this was very plain.

“ And how did this cousin look who was
here a fortnight ago?” inquired the detec-
tive.

“He was a large, and rather corpulent
man, with a ruddy complexion, and white
whiskers. Ah! | should recognize him in an
instantl”

Lecoq wished
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“The accomplice!” exclaimed Lecoqg.

“What did you say?”

“ Nothing that would interest you. Thank
you. | am in a hurry. You will see me
again; good-morning.”

Lecoq had not remained in the store
five minutes; yet, when he emerged, May
and Father Absinthe were nowhere to be
seen.

But this did not occasion any uneasiness
in Lecoqg’s mind.

When making arrangements with his old
colleague for this pursuit the detective had
endeavoured to imagine all possible difficul-
ties in order to solve them in advance.

The present situation had been foreseen.
And it had been agreed that if one of the
observers was obliged to remain behind,
the other, who was closely following May,
should make chalk-marks from time to
time upon the walls, and upon the shutters
of tire shops, which would indicate the route
to be followed, and enable his companion
to rejoin him.

So, in order to know which way to go,
Lecog had only to examine the fronts of
the buildings around him.

This task was neither long nor difficult.

Upon the shutters of the third shop above
that of the second-hand clothes-dealer, a
superb dash of the crayon told Lecoq to
turn into the Rue Sainle-Jacques.

The detective rushed on in that direction,
greatly disquieted.

His assurance of the morning had received
a rude shock!

What a terrible warning that old clothes-
dealers declaration had been!

And so it was an established fact that the
mysterious and redoubtable accomplice
had proved his marvellous foresight by
making every possible arrangement to en-
sure his companion’s salvation, in case he
was allowed to escape.

The subtle penetration of this man sur-
passed the pretended miracles of clair-
voyants.

“What did this package contain?”
thought Lecoq. “ Clothing, undoubtedly;
all the equipments of a complete disguise,
money, clothing, papers, a forged passport.”

He had reached the Rue Soufflot, and
paused for an instant to ask his way from
the walls.

It was the work of a second. A long
chalk-mark on the shop of a watchmaker
pointed to the Boulevard Saint-Micbel.

The young man hastened in that direc-
tion.

“The accomplice,”

he continued, “did
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not succeed in his attempt in the case of
the oid clotlbes-dealer; but he is not the
man to be disheartened by one rebuff, He
has certainly taken other measures. How
shall 1 divine them, in order to circumvent
them?”

The prisoner had crossed the Boulevard
Saint-Michel, and had then taken the Rue
Monsieur-le-Prince. Father Absinthe’s
dashes of the crayon declared this fact
with many eloquent flourishes.

“ One circumstance reassures me,” the
detective murmured; “ May’s going to this
shop, ami his consternation on finding that
there was nothing for him there. The ac-
complice had informed him of his plans,
but had noi been able to inform him of the
failure. Hence, from this hour, the prisoner
is left upon his own resources. The chain
that bound him to his accomplice is broken;
there is no longer an understanding between
them. Everything depends now upon keep-
ing them apart. That is everything!”

How much he rejoiced that he had suc-
ceeded in having May removed to another
prison. His triumph, in case he did succeed,
would be the result of this act of distrust.
He was convinced that this attempt, on
the part of the accomplice, had taken place
the very evening before hiay was removed
to another prison; and this explained why
it had been impossible to warn him of the
failure of one plan and to substitute another.

Still following the chalk-marks, Lecoq had
reached the Odeon. Here— more signs; but
he perceived Father Absinthe under the
gallery. The old man was standing before
the window of a book-store, apparently
engrossed in the examination of the pic-
tures in an illustrated journal.

Lecoq, assuming the nonchalant manner
of the loafer whose garb he wore, took a
place beside his colleague.

“Where is he?” the young man asked.

“There,” replied his companion, with
a slight movement of his head toward the
staircase.

The fugitive was, indeed, seated upon one
of the steps of the stone stairs, his elbows
resting upon his knees, his face hidden in
his hands, as if he felt the necessity of
concealing the expression of his face from
the passers-by.

Undoubtedly, at that moment, lie gave
himself up for lost. Alone, in the midst of
Paris, without a penny, what was to be-
come of him?

He knew beyond the shadow of a doubt,
that he was watched; that his every step
was followed; and he knew only too well
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that the first attempt he made to inform his
accomplice of his whereabouts would cost
him his secret— the secret which he held
as more precious than life itself, and which,
by immense sacrifices, he had thus far been
able to preserve.

After contemplating in silence for some
time this unfortunate man whom he could
but esteem and admire, after all, Lecoq
turned to bis old companion.

“What did he do on the way?” he in-
quired.

“ He went into the shops of five dealers in
second-hand clothing without success. Then
he addressed a man who was passing with
a lot of old rubbish on his shoulder; but the
man would not even answer him.”

Lecoq nodded his head thoughtfully.

“The moral of this is, that there is a vast
difference between theory and practice,”
he remarked. *“Here is a man who has
made the most discerning believe that he is
a poor devil, a low buffoon; so much as he
prated of the misfortunes and the hazards
of his existence— He is free; and this so-
called Bohemian does not know how to go
to work to sell the clothing that he wears
upon his back. The comedian who could
play his part so well upon the stage, dis-
appears; the man remains— the man who
has always been rich, and who knows noth-
ing of the vicissitudes of life.”

He ceased his moralizing, for May had
risen from his seat.

Lecoq was only ten paces from him, and
could see him very plainly.

The wretched man’s face was livid;
his altitude expressed the most profound
dejection; one could read his indecision in
his eyes.

Perhaps he was wondering if it would not
be best for him to go and place himself
again in the hands of his jailers, since the
resources upon which he had depended
had failed him.

But, after a little, he shook off the torpor
that had overpowered him; his eye bright-
ened, anti, with a gesture of defiance, he
descended the staircase, crossed the open
square and entered the Rue de I’Ancienne-
Comcdie.

lie walked on now with a brisk, deter-
mined step, like a man who has an aim in
view.

“Who knows where he is going now?”
murmured Father Absinthe, as he trotted
along by Lecoq’s side.

“ 1 know,” replied the detective. “And
the proof is, that | am going to leave you,
and run on in advance, to prepare for his
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reception. | may be mistaken, however,
and as it is necessary to be prepared for any
emergency, leave me the chalk-marks as
you go along. If our man does not come
to the Hotel de Mariembourg, as | think
he will, 1 shall come back here to start in
pursuit of you again.”

An empty fiacre chanced to be passing;
Lecoq entered it and told the coachman to
drive to the Northern Railway depot by the
shortest route, and as quickly as possible.

He had little time to spare, so while he
was on the way he profited by the oppor-
tunity to pay the driver and to search in
his note-book, among the documents con-
fided to him by M. Segmuller, for the par-
ticular paper that he wanted.

The carriage had scarcely stopped before
Lecoqg was on the ground and running
toward the hotel.

As on the occasion of his first visit, he
found Madame Milner standing upon a
chair before the cage of her starling, ob-
stinately repeating her German phrase, to
which the bird with equal obstinacy re-
sponded: “ Camille! where is Camille?”

In seeing the rather questionable-looking
individual who invaded her hotel, the
pretty widow did not deign to change her
position.

“What do you want?” she demanded,
in a rather discouraging tone.

“1 am the nephew of a messenger in the
Palais de Justice,” Lecoq responded, will:
an awkward bow, entirely in keeping with
his attire. “ On going to see mv uncle this
morning, | found him laid up with the rheu-
matism; and he asked me to bring you this
paper in his stead. It is a citation for you
to appear at once before the judge of in-
struction. ”

This reply induced Madame Milner to
abandon her perch. She took the paper

and read it. It was, indeed, as this singular
messenger had said.
“Very well,” she responded; “give me

time to throw a shawl over my shoulder and
I will obey.”

Lecoq withdrew with another awkward
bow; but he had not crossed the threshold
before a significant grimace Isetrayed his
inward satisfaction.

She had duped him once, now he had
repaid her.

He crossed the street, and seeing on the
comer of the Rue Saint-Quentin a house
in process of construction, he concealed
himself there, waiting.

“Time to slip on my bonnet and shawl,
and | will start!”
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Madame Milner had replied thus. But
she was forty years of age, a widow, a
blonde, very pretty, and very agreeable
still, at least in the opinion of the commis-
sioner of police in that quarter, so she
required more than ten minutes to tie the
strings of her blue velvet bonnet.

At the thought that May might arrive
at any moment Lecoq felt a cold perspira-
tion issue from the pores of his entire body.

How much was he in advance of the
fugitive? A hah hour, perhaps! And he
had accomplished only half of his task.

The shadow of each passer-by made him
shudder.

At last the coquettish mistress of the
hotel made her appearance as radiant as a
spring morning.

She probably wished to make up for the
time spent in making her toilet, for as she
turned the comer she began to run.

As soon as she was out of sight, the young
detective bounded from his place of con-
cealment, and burst into the Hotel de
Mariembourg like a bomb-shell.

Fritz, the Bavarian lad, must have been
warned that the house was to be left in his
sole charge for some hours, and— he was
guarding it.

He was comfortably established in his
mistress’s own particular armchair, his
legs resting upon another chair, and he was
already sound asleep.

“Wake up!” shouted Lecoq; “ wake up!”

At the sound of this voice, which rang
like a trumpet-blast, Fritz sprang to his
feet frightened half out of his wits.

“You see that | am an agent of the pre-
fecture of police, ” said the visitor, showing
his badge, “and if you wish to avoid all
sorts of disagreeable things, the least of
which will be a sojourn in prison, you must
obey me.”

The boy trembled in every limb.

“1 will obey,” be stammered.
what am | to do?”

“ A very little thing. A man is coming
here in a moment; you will know him by his
black cioties, and by his long beard. You
must reply to him word for word, as | tell
you. And remember, if you make any
mistake, even an involuntary one, you will
suffer for it.”

“You may rely upon me, sir,” replied
Fritz. “1 have an excellent memory.”

The prospect of a prison had terrified
him into abject submission. He spoke the
truth; one might have asked anything of
him.

Lecoq profited by this disposition; and

“But
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with clearness and conciseness he told the
lad what he was to do.

When he had finished his explanation, he
added:

“Now, | wish to see and hear. Where can
I hide myself?”

Fritz pointed to a glass door.

“ In the dark room there, sir. By leaving

the door ajar you can hear, and you can see
everything through the glass.”

Without a word Lecoq darted into the
room designated, for the spring-bell on the
outer door announced the arrival of some
visitor.

It was May.

‘“1 desire to speak to the mistress of this
hotel,” he said.

"Which mistress?”

“The woman who received me when |
came here six weeks ago----—-- "

“ 1 understand,” interrupted Fritz; "it is
Madame Milner whom you wish to sec.
You come too late; she no longer owns this
house. She sold it about a month ago, and
has returned to her former home, Alsace.”

The man stamped his foot with a terrible
oath.

"1 have a claim to make upon her,” he
insisted.

“ Do you wish me to call her successor?”

In his place of concealment, Ixicoq could
not help admiring Frit/, who was uttering
these glaring falsehoods with that air of
perfect candour which gives the Germans
such an advantage over people of the
south, who seem to be lying even when
they are telling the truth.

“The successor will send ine walking!”
exekumed May. “1 came to reclaim the
money 1 paid for a room which | have never
used.”

“ Such money is never refunded.”

The man muttered some incoherent
threat, in which such words as “ evident
stealing” and *“ justice” could be distin-

guished; then he went out, slamming the
door violently behind him.

“Welll did | answer properly?” Frit/,
triumphantly demanded, as Lecoq emerged
from his hiding-place.

“ Yes, perfectly,” replied the detective.

And pushing aside the boy, who was
standing in his way, lie dashed after May.

A vague fear almost suffocated him.

It had struck him that the fugitive had
not been either surprised or deeply affected
by the news he had heard. He had come
to the hotel depending upon Madame Mil-
ner’s aid; the news of the departure of this
woman, who was the confidential friend of
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his accomplice, might reasonably be ex-
pected to terrify him.

Had he divined the ruse that had been
played upon him? And how?

His good sense told him so plainly that
the fugitive must have been put on his
guard that Lccoq’s first question, on re-
joining Father Absinthe, was:

“May spoke to someone on his way to
the hotel.”

“Why, how could you know that?”
exclaimed the worthy man, greatly as-
tonished.

“ Ahi | was sure of itt To whom did lie
speak?”

“To a very pretty woman, upon my
word!—fair and plump as a partridge.”

Lecoq turned green with anger.

"Fate is against us!” he exclaimed with
an oath. “ I run on in advance to Madame
Milner’s house, so that May shall not see

her. | invent an excuse for sending her out
of the hotel, and they encounter each
other.”

Father Absinthe gave a despairing ges-
ture.

“Ah! if | had known!” he murmured;
"but you did not tell me to prevent May
from speaking to the passers-by.”

"Never mind, my old friend,” said
Lecoq, consolingly; "it could not have been
helped.”

The fugitive had. reached the Faubourg
Montmartre, and his pursuers were obliged
to hasten forward and get closer to their
man, that lhey might not lose him in the
crowd.

Vllien they had almost overtaken him:

“Now,” resumed Lecoq, “give me the
details. Where did they meet?”

“On the Rue Sainl-Quenlin.”

"Which saw the other first?”

“May.”

“What did the woman say? Did you
hear any cry' of surprise?”
“1 heard nothing, because | was quite

fifty paces from them; but by the woman’s
manner, | could see that she was stupefied.”

Aid if Lecoq could have witnessed the
scene, what valuable deductions he would
have drawn from it!

“ Did they talk for a long time?”

“ For less than a quarter of an hour.”

“Do you know whether Madame Milner
gave May money or not?”

“1 cannot say. They gesticulated like
mad—so violently, indeed, that | thought
t-hey were quarrelling.”

*fThey knew they were watched, and they
were endeavouring to divert suspicion. “
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“1f they would only arrest this woman
and question her,” suggested Father Ab-
sinthe.

“What good would it do? Has not
Monsieur Segmuller examined and cross-
examined her a dozen times without draw-
ing anything from her! Ah! she is a cun-
ning one. She would declare that May met
her and insisted that she should refund the
ten francs that he paid her for his room.
We must do our best,” he continued, with a
sort of resignation. “ If the accomplice has
not been warned already, he will soon be
told, and we must try to keep the two men
apart. What ruse they will employ, 1 can-
not divine. But | know that it will be
nothing hackneyed.”

Lecoqg’s presumptions made Father Ab-
sinthe tremble.

“The surest way, perhaps, would be to
lock him up again!”

“No!” replied the detective. “1 desire
his secret; | will have it. What will ire said
of us, if we two allow this man to escape us?
He will not, | think, be visible and invisible
by turns, like the devil. We will see what
he is going to do now that he has money
and a plan—for he has both at the present
moment. | would stake my right hand
uponit.”

At the same instant, as if the prisoner
intended to convince Lecoq of the truth of
his suspicions, he entered a tobacco store,
and emerged, an instant afterward, with
a cigar in his mouth.

CHAPTER XXXVII

The mistress of the Ildtel de Mariem-
bourg had given May money; the purchase
of this cigar proved it conclusively.

But had they agreed upon any plan?
Had they had time to decide, point by point,
upon the method to be employed in evading
the pursuers?

It would seem so, since the conduct of the
fugitive had changed in more respects than
one.

uUntil now, he had appeared to care little
for the danger of being pursued and over-
taken; but after his meeting with Mme.
Milner, he seemed uneasy and agitated.
After walking so long in the full sunlight,
with his head high in the air, he appeared to
have been seized by a sort of panic; and he
now slunk along in Lhe shadow of the houses,
hiding himself as much as possible.

“It is evident that the man’s fears are
augmented by reason of his hopes,” said
Lecoq to his companion. “ He was totally
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discouraged in the Od<fon; the merest trifle
would have decided him to surrender him-
self; now he thinks he has a chance to escape
with his secret.”

The fugitive had followed the boulevard
as far as the Place Venddme; he crossed it,
and turned toward the Temple.

Soon after, Father Absinthe and his com-
panion saw him conversing with one of
those importunate merchants who consider
every passer-by their lawful prey.

The dealer set a price on an article, and
May feebly demurred; but he finally yielded,
and disappeared in the shop.

“ He has determined on a change of cos-
tume. Is it not always the first impulse
of an escaped prisoner?” remarked Lecoq.

Soon May emerged from the store, meta-
morphosed from head to foot.

He was now clad in heavy dark-blue
linen pantaloons, and a loosely fitting coat
of rough woollen material. A gay silk 'ker-
chief was knotted about his throat; and
upon his head was a soft cap with a visor;
this he had perched rakishly over one ear.

Really, he was but little more prepossess-
ing in his appearance than Lecoq himself.
One would have hesitated before deciding
which of the two men one would prefer to
meet in the depths of a lonely forest.

He seemed content with his transforma-
tion, and appeared more at ease in his new
attire. There was evident suspicion in the
glance he cast around him, as if he were
endeavouring to discover which persons
among the crowd were charged with watch-
ing him, and wresting his secret from him.

He had not parted with bis broadcloth
suit; he was carrying it under his arm,
wrapped in a handkerchief. He had bought,
but had not sold; he had diminished his
capital, and not augmented it. He had left
only his tall silk hat.

Lecog wished to enter the store and make
some inquiries; but he felt that it would be
an act of imprudence on his part, for May
had settled his cap upon his head with a
gesture that left no doubt of his intentions.

A second after he turned into the Rue du
Temple. Now the chase began in earnest;
and soon the two pursuers had all they could
do to follow their man, who seemed en-
dowed with the agility of a deer.

May had probably lived in England and
in Germany, since he spoke the language of
these countries like a native; but one thing
was certain—he knew Paris as thoroughly
as the oldest Parisian.

This was demonstrated by the way in
which he dashed into the Rue des Gravilliers,
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and the precision of his course through the
multitude of winding streets that lie be-
tween the Rue du Temple and the Rue
Beaubourg.

He seemed to know this quarter perfectly;
as well, indeed, as if he had spent half his
life there. He knew all lire public houses
that had two outside doors—all the by-
ways and tortuous lanes.

Twice he almost escaped his pursuers;
once his salvation hung upon a thread. If
he had remained in an obscure corner, where
he was completely hidden, only an instant
longer, the two detectives would have passed
him, and his safety would have been as-
sured.

The pursuit presented immense difficul-
ties. Night was coming on, and with it
that light fog which almost invariably fol-
lows the earliest days of spring. The
street-lamps glimmered luridly in the mist,
without throwing their light any consider-
able distance.

And to add to these difficulties, the streets
were now thronged with workmen who were
returning home after the labours of the
day, with housewives purchasing provisions
for supper; and around every house its
numerous occupants were swarming like
bees around their hive.

May took advantage of every opportu-
nity to mislead the persons who might be
following him. Groups of people, collisions
between carriages, he utilized them all
with such marvellous presence of mind and
such rare skill, that he ofLen glided through
the crowd without leaving any sign of his
passage.

At last be left the Rue dcs Gravilliers and
entered a broader street. Reaching the
Boulevard de Sebastopol, he turned to the
left, and took a fresh start.

He darted on with marvellous rapidity,
his elbows pressed closely to his body, hus-
banding his breath, and timing his steps
with the precision of a dancing-master.

Stopping for nothing, without once turn-
ing his head, he hurried on.

And it was with the same regular but
rapid pace that he went down the Boulevard
de Sebastopol, that he crossed the Tlacc du
Chdtelel, and again entered the Boulevard
Sainl-Michel.

Some fiacres were stationed nearby.

May addressed one of the drivers, and
after a few moments’ conversation entered
his carriage.

The fiacre started off at a rapid pace.

But May was not in. He had only passed
through the carriage, and just as the driver
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was starting on an imaginary route which
had been paid for in advance, May slipped
into another vehicle, which was standing
beside thejhicre he had hired first, and the
carriage left the stand at a gallop.

Perhaps, after so many ruses, after such a
formidable effort, after this last stratagem—
perhaps May believed that he was free.
lie was mistaken.

Behind thc fiacre which bore him onward,
leaning back upon the cushion to rest—a
man was running. It was Lecoq.

Poor Father Absinthe had fallen by the
way. Before the Palais de Justice he
paused, exhausted and breathless, and
Lecog had little hope of seeing him again,
since he had all he could do to keep his man
in sight, without slopping to make the
chalk-marks agreed upon.

May had ordered his coachman to carry
him to the Place dTtalie; and had requested
him to stop exactly in the middle of the
square. This was about a hundred paces
from the station-house in which he had been
incarcerated with the Widow Chupin.

When the carriage stopped he sprang
to the ground, and cast a rapid glance
around him, as if looking for some dreaded
shadow.

He saw notiling. Although surprised by
the sudden checking of the vehicle, the
detective had yet had time to fling himself
flat on his stomach under the body of the
carriage, though not without danger of
being crushed by the wheels.

More and more reassured, apparently
May paid the coachman, and retraced his
course to the Rue Mouffetard.

With a bound, Lecoq was on his feet again,
and started after him, as eagerly as a
ravenous dog follows a bone. He had
reached the shadow cast by the large trees
in the outer boulevards, when a faint whistle
resounded in his ears.

“ Father Absinthe!”
prised and delighted.

“The same,” replied that good man,
“and quite rested, thanks to a good fellow
who was passing in a wagon and who
picked me up and brought me here—

“ Oh, enough!” interrupted Lecocp
us keep our eyes open.”

May stopped before first one and then
another of the numerous saloons in that
locality. He seemed to be looking for
something.

After peering through the glass doors of
three of these establishments, he entered the
fourth.

The glass was not glazed; and the two

he exclaimed, sur-

“Let



Monsieur Lecoq

detectives looked through the panes with
all their eyes.

They saw the prisoner cross the room and
seat himself at a table, where a man of
unusual size, ruddy-faced and grey-whisk-
ered, was already seated.

“The accomplice!” murmured Father
Absinthe.

Was this really the redoubtable accom-
plice?

Under other circumstances Lecoq would
have hesitated to place dependence on a
vague similarity in personal appearance;
but here probabilities were so strongly
in favour of Father Absinthe’s assertion that
the young detective admitted its truth at
once.

Was not this meeting the logical sequence,
the manifest result of the chance meeting
between the fugitive and the fair-haired
mistress of the Hotel de Mariembourg!

“May,” thought Lecoq, *“began by
taking all the money Madame Milner had
about her; he afterward charged her to tell
his accomplice to come and wait for him in
some saloon near here. If he hesitated and
looked in the different establishments, it
was only because he had not been able to
specify exactly which one. If they do not
throw aside the mask, it will be because
May is not sure that he bad eluded pursuit,

and because the accomplice fears that
Madame Milner has been followed.”
The accomplice, if it was really the

accomplice, had resorted to a disguise not
unlike that adopted by May and Lecoqg.
He wore a dirty old blue blouse, and a
hideous old slouch hat, really in tatters.
He had rather exaggerated his make-up,
for his sinister physiognomy was noticeable,
even among the depraved and ferocious
faces of the other denizens of the saloon.

For it was a regular den of cut-throats
and of thieves that they had chosen for their
rendezvous. There were not four workmen
there who were worthy of the name. All
the men who were eating and drinking
there, were more or less familiar with prison
life. The least to be dreaded were the
loafers of the barri&res, easily recognized
by their glazed caps and their loosely
knotted neckerchiefs. The majority of
the company present were made up of this
class.

And yet May, that man who was so
strongly suspected of belonging to the
highest social sphere, seemed to be per-
fectly at home.

He called for the regular dinner and a
portion of wine, and literally devoured it,
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gulping down his soup, and great morsels of
beef, and wiping his mouth upon the back
of his sleeve.

But was he conversingwith his neighbour?
It was impossible to discern this through
the glass obscured by smoke and steam.

“1 must go in,” said Lecoq, resolutely.
“ 1 must get a place near them, and listen.”

“ Do not think of doing it,” said Father
Absinthe. “What if they should recognize
you!”

“They will not recognize me.”

“If they do, they will Kkill you. ”

Lecog made a careless gesture.

“1 really think that they would not
hesitate to rid themselves of me at any cost.
But, uonsense! A detective who is afraid
to risk his life is no better than a low spy.
Why! you saw that Gevrol, even, did not
flinch.”

Perhaps the old man had wished to
ascertain if his companion’s courage was
equal to his shrewdness and sagacity. He
was satisfied on this score now.

“You, my friend, will remain here to
follow them if they leave hurriedly, ” added
Lecoq.

He had already turned the knob of the
door; he pushed it open, entered, and taking
a seat at a table near that occupied by the
fugitive, he demanded a chop and a dram
in a hoarse, guttural, voice.

The fugitive and the man in the slouch
hat were talking, but like strangers who had
met by chance, and not at all like friends
who had met at a rendezvous. *

They were speaking the jargon of their
pretended rank in life, not that puerile
slang we find in romances descriptive of
low life, but that vulgar and obscene lan-
guage which it is impossible to render, so
changeable and so diverse is the significa-
tion of its words.

“What wonderful actors!” thought
Lecoq; “what perfection! what method!
How 1 should be deceived if | were not

absolutely certain!”

The man in the slouch hat held the floor;
and he was giving a detailed account of the
different prisons in France.

He told the character of the superin-
tendents of the principal prisons, how the
discipline was much more severe in this
institution than in some other, and how
the food at Poissy was worth ten times as
much as that at Fontevauit.

Lecoq, having finished his repast, ordered
a small glass of brandy, and, with his back
to the wall, and eyes closed, he pretended
to sleep, and— listened.
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May began talking in his turn; and he
narrated his story (exactly as he had re-
lated it to the judge), from the murder up
to his escape, without forgetting to mention
the suspicions regarding bis identity—
suspicions which had afforded him great
amusement, he said.

Now, he would be perfectly happy if he
had money enough to take him back to
Germany. But lie did not possess it, nor
did he know how to procure it. He had
not even succeeded in selling the clothing
which belonged to him, and which he had
with him in a bundle.

Thereupon the man in the felt hat de-
clared that he had too good a heart to leave
a comrade in such embarrassment. He
knew, in the very' same street, an obliging
dealer in such articles, and he offered to
take May there at once.

May’s only response was to rise, saying,
“Let us start.” And they did start, with
Lecoqg still at their heels.

They walked rapidly on until they came
to the Rue Fcr-a-Moulin, then they turned
into a narrow® and dimly lighted alley, and
entered a dingy dwelling.

“ Run and ask the conciergeif there are not
two doors by which one can leave this
house,” said Lecoq, addressing Father
Absinthe.

The house, however, had but one en-
trance, and the two detectives waited.

“We are discovered!” murmured Lecoq.
“1 am sure of that. The fugitive must
have recognized me, or the boy at the
H 6tel de Mariembourg has described me
to the accomplice.”

Father Absinthe made no response, for
the two men just then came out of the house.
May was jingling some coins in his hand,
and seemed to be in very ill-humour.

“What infernal rascals these receivers
of stolen goods are!” he grumbled.

Though he had received only a small
sum for his clothing, he probably felt that
the kindness of his companion ought to be
rewarded, for May proposed that they
should take a-<drink together, and they
entered a wine-shop nearby, for that
purpose.

They remained there more than an hour,
drinking together, and left that only to
enter a saloon a hundred paces distant.

Turned out by the proprietor, who was
closing his store, the friends took refuge
in the next one that remained open. The

{To bec
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owner drove them from this, and they
hurried to another, then to another.

And so by drinking of bottles of wine, in
very small glasses, they reached the Place
Saint-Michel about one o’clock in the
morning.

But there they found nothing to drink;
all the saloons were closed.

The two men then held a consultation
together, and, after a short discussion, they
walked arm-in-arm in the direction of the
Faubourg Saint-Germain, like a pair of
friends.

The liquor which they had. imbibed in
such great quantities seemed to produce its
effect. They staggered considerably as
they walked; and they talked very loudly
and both at the same time.

In spite of the danger, Lecoq advanced
near enough to seize some fragments of
their conversation; and the words “a good
stroke,” and “ money enough to satisfy
one,” readied his ears.

Father Absinthe’s confidence wavered.

“ Ail this will end badly,” be murmured.

“ Do not be alarmed,” replied his friend.
“1 do not understand the manoeuvres of
these wily confederates, | frankly confess;
but what does that matter after all—now
that the two men are together, | feel sure of
success—sure. If one runs away, the-ether
will remain, and Gevrol shall soon see which
is right, heor 1.”

Meanwhile the pace of the two drunken
men had slackened a trifle.

By the air with which they examined the
magnificent residences of the Faubourg
Saint-Germain, one would have suspected
them of the worst intentions.

On the Rue de Varennes, only a few steps
from the Rue de la Chaise, they paused
before the low wall that surrounded an
immense garden.

The man in the slouch hat now did the
talking. He was explaining to May—
they could tell by his gestures—that the
mansion to which this garden belonged
fronted upon the Rue de Crenelle.

“Bah!” growled Lecoq, “how much
farlher will they carry this nonsense?”

They carried it to assaulting the place.

By the aid of his companion’s shoulders
May raised himself to a level with the wall,
and an instant after they heard the sound
of his fall in the garden.

The man in the slouch bat remained in the
street to watch.
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What does your toothbrush say
about your gums?

I f your toothbrush "shows pink,” it’s a sign
that your gums are not healthy. They need
stimulation, massage and Ipana tooth paste.

ARrs of soft food have lulled
YJur gums to sleep. They are lan-
guid, lazy. So dentists recommend
Ipana—not only because Ipana
cleans teeth safely, but also be-
cause of its tonic effect on the slug-
gish gums of today. For Ipana con-
tains ziratol, an antiseptic and
hemostatic, known and used by the
profession the country over. Ifyour
gums are at all tender, massage
them lightly when you clean your
teeth with Ipana!

Switch to Ipana for 1 month

Speak to your dentist about Ipana.

Ask him about its properties, its

fine cleaning power, its delicious,

clean taste. Thousands of dentists  Even if your gums bother
speak the good word for Ipana. ~ Y0uDPutscldom, startyour
Through their recommendation  tirrice today. There is a
Ipana first became known. Then,  coupon, for your use, if
when he says, "yes,” buy your first 7! betee, bit o o
Iarge tube. Your mouth will be you'll find it easier to gr;
cleaner and sweeter and your gums  to the nearest and get a
more healthy than ever before! full-size tube.

BRISTOL-MYERSCO.,£>et)t.X75

a e 42 Rector Street, New York, N.Y.

1 u Kindly send me a trial tube of IPANA
TOOTH PASTE without charge or obliga-

—made by the makers of Sal Hepatica tion on my part.

N ame

Address

City State

© Bristol-Myers Co., iqzs

‘lease mention The Colors Rook Magazine to our advertisers.
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Weigh what

you want

Are you too fat?

Are you too thin?

Here is the scientific tray to Weight

Control.f Reduce your Weight— or build

it up easily and safely this ncu- way -

Two Things Necessary

Here They Are!

I F YOU are too stout you can reduce
20, 30. 40 or more pounds without
starvation diets, without strenuous
exercises, without drugs, ff you are
too thin you can build up your body
to beautiful, graceful, lovely lines
without drugs or other disagreeable
methods.

Two things are necessary—The
HEALTH -O-METER  Automatic
Bathroom Scale and our SYSTEM OF
WEIGHT CONTROL. This System.
scientifically prepared and authorized
by eminent medical authorities, makes
weight control easy. It is simple,
pleasant and safe. The results arc
simply amazing.

The Secret of Weight Control

By ibis System of Weight Control you tan restore yu-.rsclf lu tint

ijzrjccliou and slaLc of buoyant Stealth llutt are dtHr<>i bv all.
But i; fa«snliod that ynn r.hnuSrl watch your i>rosa<'68 by weighing

m?curately eviry day. Public scales ate not reliahU-. They
\.if = and the rblh.** >\>J wear vatv in weight To wrj*h yourself
curr  jV you should weigh wiiMtir tLthin”. «very day at the fjmi*-
hot Then, antionly then, can vnu lie sure of surras, A Hh.AL'1H-
0-° I"TT,R nitalc should be in every home. Il is a small, compute'
hart It I'ndy linjsited seal:. always relit Me. leafed for arvuiirv. Fin-
is"."d  match [>.uiirnm,n listurrs. For  limitr<! prriod wt vd! yvr
FKIL.I'" with every HKAL'IH-O-ML IT1K a cun.pirtc SYS'ILYIl d
Weight Control. So write now.

What Science No v Knows
Jjii nrc is dully muffing stride-*. Old ideas are nul of .late. N--w
aivl better mrihnds fire repfa<illx llicm. A new sdtm i nf weight
cori.rM has developed. Il will d »w-mulrr* lor you. Let us idl y.iu
about it msd how to redur*. your weight, nr I ow to build jt up A<k
for it FKF,E.

Write For This FREE BOOK

Write lor our FKiIl[EBOOK "Weigh Wis.n Y «:Warn/*
il will tall yon what you want to know Mhju wricjif
ionml. Send no nv'-rv. Jusi the i-.uwin U»Fw
State if ynn want to reduce or build wvAylit.

r-

‘* CONTINENTAL STALK WORKS

| Dept. 42-C. 212-1 Wr 2hi Pl-uce, Chicago.

i Please mail me free and postpaid yourlwok
1 Waul/' This m no way vbUy,nu--, me.

| Name
| Address

|
|
1 Are you too f<u?. .. Arc you too thin>

\ Please check for aur guidance

Weigh What You *

r
r
r
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Spenserian
Personal
Steel Pens

SPUSCFRIAN IS not the
name of one style of
pen. It is a brand which
covers fifty different
shapes and siz.es. In fact,
all the pens that all
writers could possibly
prefer bear the name
Spencerian—the stand-
ard for over 50 years.
Seven band processes
make each the smoothest
writing, longest wear-
ing pen that you can
buy. Choose the style
that was built especially
for your handwriting.
Mail 10 cants jar
t> sample pens and
jree booklet. "Who!
your handsetitinc
caveats'l now in

No. 28— Can-
Knssioaal: siub,
oxclusivvly

spenCrriantr N A
speedy» flexible- its Ith edition.
SPENCERIAN" PEN CO.
Jtrmikviiy New York

Send coupon for free
paper piano pattern

Il plainly shows that a Brarnbneh Baby
Grand. with all its beauty of iice ant
of lone, requires no more-
space in yt.ur liurnc iliari
an upright piano. We

will also send collection
of Brambaclt illnstra-
lions, Simply mail

coup.>it lo ns today.

BRAMBACH

$£.->£ “nd BABY GRAND
0J>3 > /.0. N VWV

SuM by fcadrttg dealers everyu-beie

KKAMItACII PIANO CO.
ytoit. foxd>, US W. SUt Sr.. Now York City

im- [MiJfr jiaib-ni ,-diu\vink niw >« iliu Bnim-

Mar;s /"
I'-vnd

Ifiifii B;ibv

Naim: .

AoH-t,

iniriiiiou Tin.. (hii.iiKN Book Magazine to uur zKlvertr
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The Memorial Sublime

To provide, in the deepest and most beautiful sense,

a Memorial that will fittingly and enduringly serve

its sacred purpose warrants the most serious consid-
§ eration on the part of the donor.

DeacAn Tower CHIMES, electrically operated, are
the idesl~the logical Memorial. Not alone as a mon-
ument to the memory of a departed loved one do
they stand. As they broadcast their Golden Voiced
message of Christianity to the'countless throngs the
donor experiences the keen*“enjoyment of knowing
that he has played an important part in the great
movement for the betterment of mankind.

Without obligation to yourself !-t us sond complete information
regarding thia most beautiful of all Memorial*.

Standard sots of DEAGAN TOWER ~CHIMES $5,000 to $10,000.

-CMt.} Ve Z *jSXjaiM'a+

1750 Berteau Are.
CHICAGO

-WH-U

Suitable Bronze Tablet Ka'ording mSM Furnished with each Deugan Tower
the Endowment Chimes Installation.
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P
For Vacation Reading

C/ QC Buys More Than a Thousand Pages of

* Copyrighted Entertaining

ST ORIES

BY FAMOUS AMERICAN AUTHORS

In six Handy pocket-size volumes handsomely

GLANCE at this list of story writers reveals names
A that are justly famous in American literature. One

of the most delightful collections of short stories
gathered together in one set of books. Hundreds of these
handy cloth-bound sets have been sold, representing as they
do a quality and value out of all proportion to the price.
Our total edition was limited to 10,000 sets, and we expect to
sell out quickly and completely at the price fixed—only
$1.95 a set, prepaid, so we urge you to mail your order the
same day (or the day after) you read this advertisement, if
you are interested.

COMBINATION OFFER

Just to introduce the great family weekly—CHRISTIAN HERALD
into more homes (regular price $2 a year) we will send you the magazine
every week for a year, ALSO six-volume set of entertaining “STORIES
BY AMERICAN AUTHORS,” prepaid—all for only $2.95.

bound in cloth

Let These
Master
eVer Story Writers
Entertain You:
Frances Hgdggon Burnett

Brander Matthews
*

Frank R. Stockton
* *
Harriet Prescott Spofford
*

N. P. Willis
* *
Henry*James
F. D. Millet
* *

Park Benjamin
»

Octave Thanct
* *
Edward Bellamy
*

Thomas Nelson Page

Please mention Thu Golden Book Magazine to our advertisers.
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Behind Chamberlin’'s Lifetime
Weatherstrip Guarantee

A Nationwide Organization of Chamberlin Trained Experts
and Workmen of Character, Intelligence and Courtesy

Just any “ good mechanic” is no more qualified to install weatherstrips than
to fill a tooth, repair a watch or pilot a ship.

That is why Chamberlin maintains this nationwide organization with sales
and service in more than 80 cities. Chamberlin’s own experts plan, fit and
install all Chamberlin Metal Weather Strips. It is an absolutely necessary
service to the continued satisfaction of weatherstrip users.

Because Chamberlin knows installations are correctly made by Chamberlin
experts, it guarantees all installations for the life of the building. Any
need for attention on any Chamberlin installation, no matter how many
years hence, will be promptly and cheerfully given.

These typical letters reproduced here show how important users regard
proper installation by trained, courteous and considerate workmen.

Installed No\v—
Conies Again

Avoid the rush of the Fall season. The purchase of Chamberlin now will
protect your home against the dust and grime of Summer.  Your protection
will be available with the advent of the winter and rainy season. No rat-
tling windows. No draughts. No rain leakage. A saving of from 25%
to 40% on fuel costs.

CHAMBERLIN

Have Chamberlin
Before W inter

INCE 1893-THE SIAHDARO'= * 3

and Door Bottom

Chamberlin Door Bottoms enable
you to admit fresh air to any part
of the house while closing all other
parts against draughts. They pre-
vent circulation of cold air, dust
and dirt from basements. Keep

out laundry and kitchen steam and
odors. Operate automatically. Do
not interfere with rugs. They are
inexpensive, installed separately or
in conjunction with Chamberlin
Metal Weathc.- Strips.

Chamberlin Metal Weather Strip Company, Detroit, Mich.

“No Wear in 20 Years”

* 11 is now about twenty years since your metal weatber
strips were put on my house at 95 Shanlcy Avenue and
1 take great pleasure in letting you know that they
have given complete satisfaction. They show no sign
of wear and a loose or rattling window is unknown in
our house.”
Very truly your*.
(Signed) Arthur J. Gu<le,
Gudc & Cole, Inc..
74 Clinton”t., Newark, N. J.

“Exceptionally Fine Installation"'

“ 1 made a very careful investigation of weather strip-
ping Ixifore placing this contract and while your price
wan somewhat higher than had been quoted by othrrs.
I am convinced that your product, in conjunction with
the exceptionally fine work in installation, is well worth
the slight additional cost.”
Very truly yours.
(Signed) H. C. Moran,
Keystone Bldg.. Pittsburgh, Pa.

Send the Coupon

Chamberlin Metal Weather Strip Co.,

W. Lafayette Blvd.. Detroit, Mich, 1
I xvould like an estimate covering the cost of |
in: tolling (check which) S
Chamberlin Inside Door Bottoms— |
Chamberlin  Mi i d Weather Strips—in my |

home— Office  Bldg.— Church— .Number of |
Windows— Number of Doors— .

Addrejs. ..ol

City owl Stole . .
Kng. Dcpi. K-4. |

Please mention The Golden Book Macazine t0 our advertisers.
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The Service Bureau
for Writers

JAMES KNAPP REEVE (Founder of The
Editor), Franklin, Ohio, offers competent
editorial assistance in the criticism, revision, and
marketing of 'manuscripts. Home study for
Student Writers. Book Mss. a specialty, cor-
rectly typed and prepared for publication.
Manuscripts marketed. Explanatory leaflets.
Correspondence Invited.

Also Text-Books for Writers:
Modern Photoplay Writing—Its Crafts-

manship (Dimick).......cc.ccoviiiiniannn. S3.00
tool places to Sell Manuscripts (Reeve).. 250
Art of Inventing Characters (Polti). . . 250
The Writer's Book.................. 2.50
Juvenile Story Writing (Robinson).. 2.10
Technique of Fiction Writing (Dowst) . 175
36 Dramatic Situations (Polti)...............
Figurative Language (Reibold) .
Plotting the Short Story (Chunn). . 1.00
Rhymes & Meters (Winslow) .75
How to Write a Short Story (Quirk). .65
The Way Into Print. .. .50

Catalogue jo others

JAMES KNAPP REEVE
8 ALEXANDER BUILDING, FRANKLIN. OHIO

OUT-OF-PRINT BOOKS

of every description thoroughly «earrh«l fur and found expeditiously.
We specialise In KugUhli cdlHour. Imperfect net* completed. First
editions supFIiedA <lotionlo«It*. family and town libdortfs fiirnbtficd.
Bexoloulcuf literature.

We Supply all hark number* of C*olden Hook Magazine.
Back numbers of nil other maxaxInt® .supplied No charge or obliea-
tlon for this service. Inquiries solicited. Free announcements on
request.

ALSO
WE DELIVER ANYWHERE ANY BOOK ADVERTISED

or mentioned in this Issue, or any book In print, supplied at book-
store prices. Will Hend C. O. D. Postage paid everywhere  Orders
filled promptly. Bend for Free copy *Books of the Month * catalogue.
AMERICAN LIBRARY SERVICE, 500 5th Avenue, Dept. G, New York

School Information FREE

Catalogues of all Boarding or Prep Schools (or camps) in U. 8. FREE
advice from personal inspection. Want for Girls or Boys? No fees.
hYee Public Bureau maintained by American Schools* Association.
Write 1101-G Timet Bldg.. N. Y, or 1204-G Stavens Bldg., Chicago

Postpaid

Hailed in plain

Schulte’s Book Bargains
New Books at Greatly Reduced Prices

Encyclopedia Brilannica. handy-volume, 12th edition, thin
paper, complete in 16 volume*, new perfect sets, $50.00.
Alexander Hamilton Institute modern Business. 24 flexible
volumes. $57.50. Frazer's Golden Bough, unexpurgated
edition, 12 volumes. $50.00. Faubl&s* Amours. unexpurgated
edition. 4 volumes. $15.00. Westcrmsrck’s History of Human
Marriage, 3 large volumes. $9.50. Ambrose Bierce. 12 volume*.
$22.50. Stiles’ origin and History of Bundling in America
$3.50. Douohty’i Trotels in Arabia Deseria. unexpurgated
edition. 2 volumes. $17.50. M aupassant, complete edition, 10
volumes, illustrated. $9.75. 1bsen. 6 volumes. $10.50. chelfhtc
5 volumes. $H.75. Turgcnieff. 7 volumes. $12.25. Jowett’s
plato. 4 volumes. $7.00. Dickens. 15 volumes. $15.00. Bronle
sislers. London edition, with Dulac'i colored illustrations, 6
volumes. $6.50. Thomas Paine's complete works. 2 volumes.
$4.00. Numerous other bargains.

New catalogue of specials mailed free

Books Bought. One or Thousands

Full value paid. Fair treatment.
Send us a list of what you have.

Schulte’'sOld Book Store
80 Fourth Avenue (Tenth Street) New York Gty

SEXUAL
KNOWLEDGE—

ILLUSTRATED
B/WINFIELD SCOn HALL M.D.. FhD.

SEX FACTS MADE PLAIN
What every young man and

Every young; woman should know
What every young husband and

Every young wife should know
What every parent should know
Cloth binding 320 pagos -many lIllustration.

wrapper 'fAW* o f contents, anti commcmtaliuns, an request
AMERICAN PUB. COMPANY. 70S Winston Bldg.. Philadelphia

Safe
Milk
and Diet

For INFANTS.
Children, Invalids,
Nursing Mothers,etc.
Avoid Imitations

Pleese mention Tire Gouns Book Magazine to our advertisers.
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STATEMENT OF THE OWNERSHIP, MANACEMENT. CIR -

CULATION. ETC'. REQUIRED BY THE ACT
OF CONGRESS OF AUGUST 24, 1912

Of The Golden Book Magazine, published monthly at New York.
V.. for April 1. 1925.

County of NEW YORK

Before rno. a notary public In and for the Suite and county afore-
said, personally appeared Charles D. Lanier, who. having been duly
sworn according to law. deposes and says '‘that he Is the Business
Manager of the Golden Book Magazine, and the following Is. to the
Ixwi: of his knowledge and belief, a true statement or the ownership,
management, etc., of the aforesaid publication for the date shown
In the above captlon required by the Art of August 24, 1912,
embodied In section 443, Postal Laws and Regulations, primed on
the reverse of this form, to wit: That, the names and addresses of
the publisher, editor, managing editor, and business manager
are: Publisher. The Review of Reviews Corporation, 55 Fifth Ave,,

New York: Editor. Henry W. Lanier, 55 Fifth Ave., New York;
Managing Editor, Henry W. Iginler. 55 Fifth Ave., New York;
Business Manager. Charles D. Lanier, 55 Fifth Ave . New York.

That the owners are: The Review of Reviews Corporation. 55 Fifth
Ave.. New York: Albert Shaw. 55 Fifth Ave.. New York; Charles I).
Lanier. 55 Fifth Ave . New York. That the known bondholders
mortgagees, and other security holders owning or holding | per cent,
or more of total amount of bonds, mortgages, or other securities are:
None. That the two paragraphs next above, giving the names of the
owners, stockholders, and security holders, if any. contain not only
the list of stockholders and security holders as they appear upon the
hooks of the company, but also. In eases whore the stockholder or
security holder appears ujxm the books of the company as trustee
or In any other fiduciary relation, the name of the person or cor-
poration for whom such’ trustee Is acting. Is given: also, that the
said two paragraphs contain statements embracing affiantfull
knowledge and belief ns to the circumstances and conditions under
which stockholders and security holders who do not appear upon the
books of the company as trustees, hold stock and securities In a ca-
pacity other than that, of a bona fide owner: and this affiant h»8 no
reason to believe that any other person, association or corporation
has any Interest, direct or Indirect, in the said stock, bonds, or other
securities than us so stated by him. Signed. Charles I> Lanier.
Business Manager. Sworn to and subscribed before me this 30th day
of March. 1925. signed. It K Suavely. Notary Public. (My coin-
mission expires March 30. 1926.)

NO RED TAPE-NO DELAY
Test this wonderful typewriter in your
| home or office lhdays. send No Money

1f you are notsatisfied it istha best buy
you ever made, your express agent
will refund your 53 deposit at once.
LOWEST PR CES ever nutdo nn the world
th—full niic-nll Inb*

glﬂﬁ;?@ﬁj nce ba?‘\tmlyl\q%]'e%?t

ymente memall vo? r mtw

FRE :_Coura o? bi'd nu Lion.Tools, Wn&or—
Cover, free to you NOw.

<\i|ag for New Stus'iul Offer end Booklet of

valuable typewriter Informatio

Smith Typewriter Sales Corp.
61Q.T6Q E. Grand Ave. Chicago

Free Book-

Sendfor thisBook To-day

Read tho legal tlgs and pointers, L

written in story form, which this

123-page book contains. You can apply this valuablo
legal “information nt onco in your daily business
affaire. Whether you aroin tho sellingend of your
business,or tho accounting, production,or financial
end, law training will bo a tremendous aid to you.
Business needs law trained men. There nre cdsosplcn*
did opportunities (a tho practice of the profession.

aft ond AmocUCo Justice GeorgoSut— =~ -
S fatus Supremo Coart. Courno Is emtumrd by beach, bar, and k
leading Iuv/ schools, ond gives sufficient Iy
1traction in law to pass th

nuhinc) with Tmndsol

mi

|mmed| tely open e ollment Moderaro / _Tbi? > .
tultlonf%e Iovstontmyterms Wrx'ofor f- ~ Lilli/
yenrjfcjtprjar' ThalLaia-Tnxtn.dMik ” | Tb ... ¢ *v

Blackstonc Institute, Inc.
Dept 190B. 4753 GrantlBl,d..Giinjo. IlI.

“Real Estate Mortgage Bonds'’

See what our Investment Editor has to say
about this on page 14

University President
O ffers

you a college degree or diploma
by systematic home study,
and you may complete the
last months of vour course in
classes at the University. Tell
us your educational problem
and secure expert advice on
completing your education.
Special provisions for those who

have started but failed to go
o At oeat  through high school or college.

Earn Your Way
You may earn your way to degrees in residence by
attending day or evening classes, and secure help to a
position for full time or for alternate six-week periods.
Two students are secured one position. While one
studies the other works at the job at regular pay. Thus
academic and vocational training as well as self-
support are secured by the same educational invention.
Write for catalog of the home-study courses, the resi-
dence day or night classes, the summer-session starting
June 22, or the six-six plan of cooperation with industry.

Non-Commercial Service
Colleges of Liberal Arts. Commerce. Education, and the
Graduate Division. Degrees appropriate in courses taken.
200 hoinc-Btudy subjects and over 200 in residence.
Research University is the only experimental institution of
higher learning, and is devoted to 'working out improved
methods of teaching ami administration. It is non-com-
mercial. and the tuition is below cost.
Write for free catalog and mention the studies, diplomas,
and degrees you esi)emally need. The University will help
you to solve your life probtem.

RESEARCH UNIVERSITY
Washington, D. C.

Louis Win Rapeer
H.tt A.M_fh.>. Lt f>.
FRK3IDKNT

SFW or head of Fl:’)eerli)n-

YOUR HOROSCOPE

Made for you personally by the Astrolo-
gers who do the horoscope work for most of
tile famous motion picture stars and many
successful business men and womeit. will re-
veal to you unsuspected possibilities in life.

If you have any question in your mind
about
Occupation
Marriage
Investments
Friends
Children
Personal Development
Business Associates
Your horoscope, as interpreted by Marion

Meyer Drew and Sidney Kimball Bennett,
will point out the proper course of action.

Prices are moderate and all details are fully
explained in our folder. Send for it today.

THE FORECASTERS

Marlon Moyer Drew Sidney Kimball Bennett

6363 Hollywood Boulevard
Hollywood, Cal.

Pleaoe mention Tint Golden Book Magazine 10 our advertiser*.
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Getting Away for a Few Days

M EXI.) when ilmu canst; be belter at thy leisure,’

wrote Shakespeare in Kim; Lear; and truly tiiis
is an American philosophy, both men and women
“ steal away” when they can to mend the ravages of the
speedy American life. Not once ayear only do they do
this, hut many make two. three and four trips per year.
“ Getting away for a few days” is almost a national
slogan; and what to tlo with these so-called iew days is
an increasingly important question.

With the increasing passion for water, there is a very
marked desire nowadays For short water jaunts. It is
as though, once having made friends with sea and lake,
we felt the Byronic emotion:

“ Once more upon the waters! yet once more!
And the waves hound beneath me as a steed
That knows his rider.”

Bui since transatlantic water trips take too long,
where shall your water-enamoured vacationist with a
limited lime betake himself? It may be very tine, if
you have the lime, to embark upon,

. . Neptune's deep invisible paths
In tall ships richly built and ribbed with brass
To put a girdle round about the world, =

as Chapman so aptly phrases it; but what about a
lesser vessel which sails lesser seas and brings you back
in time to catch up with business before it lias a chance
to get hopelessly behind? What of a week or two
weeks' trip? Alter all. it is folly to take no trip just
because one can't take a big trip. As Seneca put it. "it
i? bad to live for necessity, but there is no necessity to
live in necessity."”

In the last ten tears there has been a great deal of
attention paid Lo the development of short trips,
especially water trips. It is possible to "survey our
empire, and behold our home "’ from the decks of dozens of
steamship lines inconsiderable comfort and even luxury.

One of the oldest of these lines plies between New
York and Norfolk. It is long enough lit be thoroughly
restful without consuming too much time. You leave
Xcw York any day at three in the afternoon and land at
Norfolk the next day at to 130 A.M. A few hoursin a
steamer chair in the bracing ocean air will build up
strong nerves and a healthy body, and is a far better
panacea than spring-medicinal Louies.

Nor do you have lo go to Norfolk; few people seem to
know that you cun go to Washington or Baltimore I>v
water; the route being to Norfolk and then up the
I’'otomac.

Out of New York there are also all-water trips south
to Savannah, lo Jacksonville, lo Miami, to the Bahamas
to the Bermudas, to Porto Rico, to Havana, to New
Orleans. Also north to Boston, to Hartford, to New
London, to Providence, to Pall River, to Halifax, to
Quebec, to Newfoundland, to Portland (via Boston).
Also, via the Hudson River Boats, trips on Lake
George and Lake Champlain.

Pur some of us more fortunate mortals who have all
of a week or more fora water jaunt, Lhcre is a cruise on
the (our Great Lakes. This is one of the most pleasant
things lo do, either on a vacation or if you just decide
you "must get away for a few days.” The great steel
steamships start their voyage from Buffalo. You sail
over the calm, but powerful waters of Lake Erie
and Lake Huron, make a turn into Georgian Bay,
(which actually bus 30.000 islands!'l, and then there is
a stop ashore al the famous historic Mackinac Island,
an enchanting place, where, as in Bermuda, such modern
vehicles as automobiles arc taboo. Guides, with old-
fashioned horse and carriage, call for you and trot you
about the island to view its old forts, decadent churches
and delightfully romantic, nooks—* devil's caves,"and
the like. If you have time you can journey further into
lire vaster expanses of Lake Superior; or sail Lite length
of Lake Michigan to Chicago, the Metropolis of the
middle west. 'I'wo thousand miles of fresh water boating
in a week on a fine luxurious big boat! What more
could you ask?

It is quite natural that vacation’s eyes should point
iiortlruiirrf in summertime, in search of cooler breezes.
The lure of combination mountain, river and sea makes
an irresistible appeal, and a belter tonic cannot be
found. It brings back Lite color lo the pale cheek, and
dispels monotony. There is a cruise service to 1ilalifax.
Nova Scotia and St. John’s, Newfoundland, and these
cruises are delightful. The rugged grandeur of Nova
Scotia, tile Easternmost of the Canadian Provinces, isa
mecra to those who seek a restful sojourn amid sur-
roundings of unsurpassed beauty. Newfoundland.
England's oldest colony, contains an area of 40,200
square miles, but nearly all the inhabitants live on the

(.Continued on pane 40)
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A Six Months’ Trip Around the
World—for less than 3c a day!

A unique plan that brings you the thrills, adventure and
romance of travel, without its discomforts and dangers!
And you never leave your home!

IF YOUR dreams came true tonight; LE
you could forget work, pack your
grips and start on a i/e_ar—long triP around

the world; where would you gpt %Ure‘ly
not to the usualplaces where everybody

goes on tame, staid“ personally con-
ducted tours.” No! You would visit
strange lands; the countries where

travelers are seldom seen; the mysterious
cities of inner Asia; every place off the
beaten track of tourists.

Now you are offered a glorious oppor-
Utility to go on this trip of your dreams.
Even though the cares of ordinary |ife
keep you tied down to home you row take
this romantic journey. Though you
never leave your fireside, yet in spirit you
will roam the wide world, visit every
hidden corner of it, stand in the center of
all its famous cities and wonders.

A Trent

“How can it be doner you ask. Easily!
At this very moment, while you read this,
Elmer 1). Raymond, famous globetrotter, is
on the first leg ot a year-long trip around the
earth for (lie Round the-World Society.
lor this nationwide club he will sail to
Spitzhcrgen in a specially-equipped Arctic
ship and follow the trail left by Amundsen in
hisfdaring flight to the Pole

itr Raymond will reach within R degrees of
the Aorth Pate! Then he will turn” south,
visit the new nations of Europe; Finland,
Ksthonia, Latvia, Poland; travel through
classic Italy, cross the Mediterranean to war-
ridden Morocco. He will voyage down the
\% I10tist &f Africa; loucli tne tiipt pi

n Good Hope, go up into the laud ot

~  the diamond mines, ami then strike
V cast for the long passage to

vousS?>- v AfaBia, Firvnt PaletiRe PeF-

v sialL Lhc mysterious Last and

D , 27 n Ihe exotic isles ot the
20 W 40th st ~ South Seas)

N. Y.C. * \ Wherever Mr*

' Raymond _ma¥
I-lease eanI’I me a» n N

I
BeRouRd- 6 A

- 1
{RETDSHIPT e Ceell 0 ¥
tontin*.  This enfitles meto N \
rradve x letters every week; ~  Arctic, in
in nil: to be sent diréct to me by Rome,
Mi Raymond, cacti bearing the rate N
FRAMR = 16 SOHAHY n MANED HoWRBut

1 I | I N
) S HIEROSE RS OF PRGNS 0 v
loose-leaf binder in

anU Uta-rti«H by Mr. Kav,,,»d.

which to keep the Liters "L

Gibraltar or Lisbon, in Tunis Liberia or
Congo Jc sends a personal letter

Eo e dmv:-rn_‘tl)ear of trtﬁ Soci(;"cy, \évrit—
en .a m e on e S| 0
vivid are Mr, Ka> onrid fetters

that when you read them you
will fed that you yourself are

actuallyvisiting the romantic /
places they describe so
thntlingly.

Aa vajerful Gift

Imagine the fascination
lif getting two such letters

SN0 i on g

t;int lands across the seas;

ljringing into your home the

glamour and the romance

of travel. \\hat a glorious

Jcat 1"'s uniquewplan has in

store for you: hat delight it

can bring to children, to friends and

relatives; to everyone whom you “ inm

vite" with you on this world-tour! Ad

uf them will lie Ihrilled. They will pore

over the wonderful letters They will gaze with
astonishment upon the strange stampsthat bring
these letters tens of thousands of milesinto their

homes.

Jena IN\o Money
Surelv you will he glad to share in Ihis new
Ir;lve[ p)an. Join the Round-thc-World
Society, Take a membershipfor your children,
for a friend, for a relative. The dues are but
S5.00 for a”’'months' trip—less than 3L a d<iv’
™ 5 sum. barely covers the cost

you to receives 52 vntertairung letters sent
direct to you by Mr. Raymond, each beurmg
the rare stamp of the country in which it was

mulled. A _ s
WE RSN g@ply send the cougg
(x:rship. a large map ot the world. Ad  « u

goid-embossedloosoleaffabneoid binder
ﬁworth $2.50) in which to preserve the
etters and pictures of your tour
When the ;faCK e is delivered pay
the postman ong $3.00. But ¥§Eu
must &6t "é_f . /Mrr

alre_adx/lon his way across the At-
lantic. Make sure rt])u %et his very

e

Erst letter.. Join ound*'hé
World Society at once. Clip the

EBUBBA 4RY MATL [T NOW'
RUUMB-T e WRLO

CA ET

\ Y.C.

\o!ft Wf\}g r’DOt also subscribe Tor some school boy or friend or

s /
Shut-in relati

Please mention Tim Golokjn Book Magazine to our advertisers.



42

THE QUALITY GROUP MAGAZINES
ATLANTIC MONTHLY. HARPERS RFeMBW CF RBMBAS

HOTEL RESORT

AND TRAVEL
DEPARTMENT

m 6
Feamed eer? nuth to seee0 iaT

THE GOLDEN BOOK MAGAZINE

SRB\ERS trJWOR OSWORK; «Lo in GANTRY UFE tail THE GACEN BOXK

Srd

Taaimv\meadmmo% 'I‘r’engthlel etc

e did rates in dir

TI-E\N-EIE'IOG)BMJIm.&BﬁWSrH%LBHn MB.USA

LOS ANGELES CAL.

tfo 'T]' ELam
* G5 ANGHLES
POfIITITRLY MKKFRODP

CLOSE TO EVEKYT1MNK

Hoadiju ATtorn for IrivuiEri from #11
l'a-H of If*" WeTid. rAeitflgj Kur.
|Uén.  W[ito frr JehW knd tivih
K. SI. Dsuimirlr, Li-juvo. IlillSi,liui.
FViurih mid Fifth. Il’anhnma, {2x

J M N u otel
(yS /iN G E LEiJ

Tv A ritiwl nLiw*|ihiTn til lit nj»ppnl*

ko> pe-ni.vtis < rciinouit’iit. \Vnr. Ur

“ ' falCl-m rofe. O-UVODIOIIl ) 051

Menti?tala rat*«<  Pc-1dff cn

T*<|«cnt
Srev
SAN FRANCI3CO' CAL,

t h e
CLIF T

SAN FRANCISCO

Hv-rr ift'02 »n epUisli* r6f<n
wiilt bmh. Sor?jcl 1tu>ej:tn-ui
IVITfI|MI|InCIIVﬁ LfiiHim'
renicnt to thcalrn, alivw™
bi‘ais and \rani«. 5m >Tm-
CHan h IKvrcat. Gm*  ti-cd
\V.ifi*f.r f.dmkeEhkLisiot

ATLANTA-CA~
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THE ATLANTA BLTMORE
ATLANTA, GEORGIA
Ouc of the famous Btwmrin hotel*;.

Ideal location, rc«al service, very
moderate rate*. Write for booklet"Q .”

MAINE

Newagen Inn and Cottages
Hewagen. maine

MiltellieSaJol'uluki, spnico for-
, efitTs. «iiul the mix-red on am

M"%fm Hot nr||| \Iﬁl—rllg ?en Water

nenonimnontioiki. Smtu romib. jxn-ts. fnl-
tagea. LD)t<!aliiiiN, Inn and A uti-x/No Hay
Fever. Open Jur.c2i'. WrLrri fnr litunrr.ii pd
booklet.  Adtirvso until) mu' 1.

Joshua L. Brooks. Sprlng'eld Mass.

THEHAMLTON GHEEAGQLE VAINE

Chclmannr is tiie sdfotwl laripist c.I Case.
Bay's ;||.>Ltlan.U. (i.vitu t.rcr/i's assure cnil

daysan-li'.'sttnl riSslils. llam-iiisMicif.Ti-jj
ais. Haitilna, Va.-BUmr, Vtsliing. Itoi'klrtH.
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MICHIGAN

BAY VIEW HOUSE

ASUMMOr Home for Mtsrpiminndo/ Iv A iU~
Season .time 1 to Sefii ."u, Wnu- for ramfo

FORTY YEARS SAME MANAGEMENT.

J vhheruhD
There is only one —

A tourof Switzerland is a most ottonoin-
tcal vacation, We are ninstantly
arranging fnr Amprlou tourists most
b'atisfylnK Itineraries, oiteof the many
ndvaritageH of which la that they utuui
till rus/i arni rust com/m rutirely littic,

LH usshow >ois how toaee Switzerland

roinforUihly ami Well—supEIy you with
numerous illustrated booklet's, mans,

elf., ;iiul make ail arrangements for
yourlour.
Wouldn't you like to he-
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ru'vn, iho world's peace cap-
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Travel in luxuriously
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Varieties and opportunities for
sports —golf everywhere — are inex-
haustible in Sw'iuerlaiid. Delightful
pastime*.
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HOTEt-RESORIJT-A-TRAVelL- DEPARTMENT
comy LU O
TRAVEL TRAVEL

Quaint Cape Cod

a. A Land of Vacation Sport and Rest—Fishing. Bathing, Sailing, Golf

For booklet write V*cil(onBore*u, Room 13A-C, The New York, New Htven Hartford R. R. Co., New Haven, CL

p CIFICMAJh3 HiB" INDEPENDENT TOURS/

! 1 T0 SOUTH AMERIC
Tifornia ,

One Way Steamer I g

One Way Rail ~£337 Belgenland

|
i
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HOTEL -
CANADA
fcasg®?
CANADIAN NATIONAL

VACATION

IS yrnr choose Otto of

Iwonderfulyut inexp’-iifrivt* tours.
JABPER NATIONAL PARK In till?
heart of thw» Canadian Eockirn—
Amorim's large <t Nnrittial JJ&rk.
Hr.-re at JAS 1#Jilt PAUK
LODGE offering every comfort, and
vonv<tilent*/ (*><up American TIttdi.
ojn-n May If>t<i September SOIID,
TRIANGLE TOUR of BritfchCniiim-
|»ia. t'rom by rail down the
valley of ihi* myfltlcSkconJltoJ rilu'Cc
Rupert —* Kll) nsib'fl pf
IhrouKb jicenle fdi-ts to Vaflef
hiwk through gkinoua mountain
='.nery to Jasper National Park.
ALASKA, land of 1<>Um poles, flow-
er?;in<iawi>-i nftpi rinc Pcenrry-van-
Touver to Sk;trvv:>y by ' ‘Ciiftndinn
NationalO

si earns hip thfodgb

ftmooth sconic  us*
passports
uii; ianK  sUuutis* it-hixi.
Minmirr nn/1 WIiiN'r Spurt* INilh
THe GHOST RrancH
-w. A|E>ht* IMI
M.-L-m If. .H- m>! Jlii/il- 'vi
Fierili.'" Lifl.l 2> 1 it-..... A Vs Ifj*
ONTARIO
NORTHERN ONTARIO
Timagami r®-viu”®
AV II11W 0fs}l|n t] -V1 ir i III { four mil-
n- 1 ali'.. \miv apey |
' ftt||||k|A|I IIOu SR LT B B = TR B o SO
Jtwirkd.ft._* 1 (Mil!. Vrl LTt .
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Ti-HACAMT Rif Q0. R.n 25°TIW,,Vtfl._ONT. CAN.
W timegani
QUEBEC

Have vim ri.n.OT-n il
QUEBEC
nriJ tik* .
lower St. Lawrence ReiorU
L.ir yirtir vﬁi—anF*x&:tti isvfar?

New York, Boston, Portland
ak ths

Quebec Central Route
1l histrale.1 hiM idess f..L.L-rs. <*n\,
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THE GOLDEN BOOK MAGAZINE

RESORT”~.TRAVCL?™*
CONTINUED
TRAVEL

Glacier

NATIONAL PARK

OpenJune 15 to September 1s

Horseback riding. Fishing.
Mountain climbing. Hiking.
Launching on the jewel lakes.
Motoring over scenic high-
ways. | ine hotels and rustic
chalets. Wonderful tnetli.

“See America FirMm"

CANADA

Nova. Scotia

H ISTORIC ports— romantic

villages fringe the liny of
Fondv—whitccKictersoftottsigts
nestle amnnu the orchards of
Acadh—in the distance the roll-
ing hills.

An idea! vacation country with
myriad lakes—trout and salmon
streams winding Through prim-
eval forests to the sea- Lamp
Ilfe canoes,guides, motor boats,
soll |rg,

Com fortahlc hotel sand hoarding
places* Rungalnves* 1lonj living.
Healthful - acees>|b|c—mexpert*
sivt. 24 Hours from New York-"
17 Hours from Boston on fine,
roomy ships.

Eastbound from PacificNorth-
west, or westbound from
Chicago, be sure to go One
way at least on the superbly
equipped New Oriental
Limited or other fine Great
Northern trains. See Spokane,
Seattle,Tacoma, Portland and
Vancouver. Visit Lake Chelan,
Rainier and Crater Lake
National Parks. Apply any
tourist or ticket agent, any
Great Northern office, or
A. j. Dickinson, Passenger
Traffic Mgr., St. Paul, Minn.

GREAT NORTHERN

Route 0/ Ihe New Oriental Limited
Finest Trftlft to Piicitic Northwest

WrT;:e for Ytiics »:nd Zolder

BOSTON mid YAUMOI'TH
STEAMSHIP COMPANY, Ltd.
DOMINION ATLANTIC RY.

12 Milk SiT«t?t, Rosbm, Mass*

LOUR LODGE

Frie fii'i.im 1 nl cs Al AV f— I-iif
—No Extra Faro Tennis. O:uici|.v F siiivi. QA Ul ¢
- TINi*,-", | A-v  Viipii .
P«r Timr V,V< ATIO X
Try N fOV Jijj I:S 1i'K. *"auadi lliis year
Hiir*v |lse 1 N<exdlly Al rtii>-)ihi-rc. Sid*-

sli;|j> llavl-Vvrr ;ivd lith—*suumi'T IrciiHe>".
1, Tiiili't*( X lii wuirig'. AiiMir., Snlril I»Im. S.H

SWEET SPRINGS W. VA.
Tor Lomiori uud TJi«nure

AVEIG

¢ Via HAVANA A Old Sweet Springs!. ™
In;;n- h- res .
&ﬁﬁ”’l Vol BF T dnr i 3 <41, T mils,
't k M> P|Ir— fII r—1“/{;n1 {S{ . )
anp Ihii tp:lonfn >--rc. /‘n.* ruv.nim « . i.m.in. "’
Advir’lsP 1L Irlf. 1> a Livi 1w i e 1- ol Ao Imusf r'”;'"'l”,"'t rt
ER liilil, n'\Yi>r> . AL ML
> g -titlx Jf
Gv-v-raf in Kbro, July Ib CRUISe-TOUR

1 PACIFIC LINE SPECIAL CRUISE TOUR

SOUTH AMERICA
NavS. S. VOLTAIRE JUNE 27

AKRTVATFFIAt 58 DAYS— $775.00
1T VEL]- TRIUPIF WVTi-k-, driv, gl{ll?h—rll:_t—lﬂ,
INK: RMAT[ON i 2 st

idad . hurl.'aib m. Lin>. Haas | brtnuflbm»st.

‘It U >IIIIIII|**|i

gwsrfh* Vomrs LT tVAILH Descriptive program on request.
Ayvd gr > Nuto A .
AgmHoh Relort|4 Hoteli Auoci.Uon Lamport & Holt Line
1HL.u-w -dr Ohl Ac— T-1. f»n. 'i' t* 42 Broadway, New York
IrIJlJII Jlit. Vi'rk .
Iv> |lvf| Line or vonr lorn1S. S. Agi-ut
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California

Round
Trip
ONE
WAY
WATER

New York to Havana, Panama
Canal, San Diego, Lot Angeles,
San Francisco.

ONE
WAY
RAIL

Choice of rail routes, with author-
ised stop-over privileges.
From your home town <on main

line {)omts} and back in either
direc

Panama Pacitic
Line

No. | Broadway, New Yorkj 460
Market St., San Francisco, or
authorized agents.

EUROPE 1925

Shttktsptare Country. Dutch Canal*, French
lijiMJelnMi, Alpine Mnnntsin Top#, dowia* ami
Italian Likin, thn Rhine—Art, I«tcwjr Litrr-
alnre—somfyrtabls trawl, moderate prirm,
wonderful ulisht-swiliiit pmlfrrmj< with beet
guide*. Our mcit booktft U rtody.

TEMPLE TOURS
447-B Park Square Building, Boston

San ItuliH Forrsi Tour* C©,,

ts n, rnciilti,
America and other stupendousscenery.

FREE BOOKLET “How to
see Europe at moderate cost9*

Gates Tours, Dept. B-6, 225-5th Avc.,
N, Y. Pleaseterdneyour/reemddel

EUROPE

Comprehensive sight-seeing under ex-
jierleneed Cimduutors. PaMu elass on
steamers, First-class hoiels through-
nut. Ton Tmirs, Horn &47ft up- rales-
tine <'ruls©saillnkJ urie9. F roiog02oup.
Write todayfor illustrated mbooklet*

THE WICKER TOURS
Richmond, Virginia

ROUND THE GLOBE X

Small, personally-conducted parties,

TEMPLE TOURS 447b Park Sq.Bldg,,Boston

15 FrancE "D

(Wrtte for Circular W.),
Also other Tours—Steamship Tlckets

FRENCH TRAVEL BUREAU, he.
4fi West Tilth Street, New York

lio\
uUnto, Gliera a trip to the
Highest mid; Longest 'Mountain Range In

if.ff

..... OnFour
Mk Great
lakes

] and
Georgian Bay
(30,000 Islands)

isel

A sight-seeing Cruise DeLuxeof over2.0H

miles—visiting Mackinac island. Parry
Can., Detroit,Cl

(Niagara Falls)“ gateway to all
Canadian and St. Lawrence River points,

The Big Oil-Burning White Liners

sd,
eveland, Chicago and Buffalo, j
Eastern N

A dif-
n ferent

kind of
vacation

North American &South American

Cruising between Chicago and Buffalo are equal, in comfort and luxury to the

finest Atlantic Steamers.
Excellent meals—daintily served.

Staterooms and parlor rooms are all outside rooms.
Entertainments, Music and Dancing.

You

can be quiet and secluded, or enter into the gaiety

asyou prefer.

Semi-weekly sailings during season.

Tickets bearing rail routinrr between Chicago,

Detroit,
ored for

Cleveland and liujfato

will he hon-

transit upon additional payment.

Callor writ** for pam phlot at. any Hallway Ticket
Officeor Tourist Agency or

W.H.BUCK, G.P.A.

W. E. BROWN. Gw' | Agt

110W. Adams St..Chicago,HL 13 S. Division St..Buffalo, N.Y.

Write to The W7tere*ta<*jo Jiurmit ftedem A7.
/ttotanjar spore «rates in our department.
Where-To-Oo advertising covers A, America

TOURS

6th Around the World Cruise

Jan. 20th: westward, by specially chartered
new Cucarder " Laconia/* oil burning, 20,000
tans; $ 1250 to $3000, ineluding hotels, guides,
drive*, fees. Visiting Panama Canal, Lot An-
geles, Hib. 25 daysjapan and China including
Peking, optional 18 day* in India; Jerusalem,
Athens, Europe, etc. Slop oversin Europe with
both cruise*.

22d MEDITERRANEAN CRUISE, JAN. 30

by specially chartered brand new Cun.iid-
Ancbor MTransylvania/* [oil burning] 17,000
tons, $600 io $1700,
drive*, fees.

including hotels, guides,
15 days Palestine and Egypt;
Lisbon, Tunis, Spain, Greece, ltaly, etc.

600 lo 700 passengers expected on each cruise.
NORWAY-WESTERN MEDITERRANEAN CRUISE,
July 1; 53 day*, $550 up; vacancies from $900.
Oriftinatar of Around the H'orld Cruises.
Longest experienced cruise management Es-
tablished 30 years.

FRANKC.CLARK, Times Bldg., New York

WORLD MISSIONS S K~ W

Atour of iniMtnu BcMs at! denciml nation®.
TKNPLF TOI KM. 44711 Park ftc, KM*.. lluiilnn.

We toid'for Jut& ropy as mrlii as possible.

NEW JERSEY

sM ewMonterev
NORTH ASBURY PARK. N.J.

ACCOVMCDATES 500.
AVERICAN ALAN
SEA BATHS, QLR
A LA CARTE
GRILL RV
The Jteettri 11°Itd
Pre-eminent
DIRECTLY ON THE OCEAN

Every modem apj¢gLutmciit, con-
ven leuco and service.

«SIIKItMAN DENNIS, Manager

Same mana%emant as The Princess

Martha, St* Petersburg, FIR.

ATLANTIC CITY N. J.

GALEN HALL

Atlaiilic City, tJ

BEACH HAVEN N. J.
BEACH HAVEN.N.JL

W"féﬁﬂ\'ﬂm@, The liland Resort.The

Only Resort onthe NewJersey Coast Shat combines
Perfect Balhmg, Always Good Fishing,with a Mod-
ern Hotel.and rives Sure Relief front Hay fever
besides-Opens June 19-BooklpPR FEINGLEHr.
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ALBRIGHT

TOOTH BROS

P RODUTZCT

RUBBERSET C

Whiter More Beautiful Teeth! 4,118 Dentists
To keep your teeth free from decay, you must keep them De Si g ne d_
free from fermenting food particles.

ordi tooth brush t do thi but th and more than 20,000 dentists now
rainary oo rushes cannot do this—>but the endorse the Albright Tooth Brush—
All'fight Tooth Brush is jeimf/jEcdily eonstruflfifx! with widel . . . H -

spacednediic-shtiped tuftsjof brllstlesyto reach 4 different in design, different in results.

on the nrmtfn grinding surfaces, and the hacks ef ihe Made in three sfacs; Adulits®, Yatitfis* and Children's

hack teeth*
451 35 25 f

nannies in five distinctive colors for quick identification of your
tooth brush -W hite, Light Amber, Dark Amber, Ruby, Blue,

A product of RUBBERSET COMPANY NEWARK, N.J.. U. S. A.

Getting Away for a Few Days

(Continued from page 40)

seacoast. The scenery along this coast is only equalled
by that of Norway. There arc quaint coves anti
beautiful rock arches, and the land-locked harbour of
u “Quidi Vidi,” with its narrow entrance for small

boats, It is a miniature of the greater harbour of St.
John’'s, with a remarkable basin, cut out of solid rock by

a C O r O n a the same convulsion of Nature that threw up the great
granite cliffs and split them to make the harbour of St.

- t h John’s. There are fisherfolk courteous and hospitable,

W I Sa m e and they seem content to spread that feeling. There is
excellent trout and salmon fisiiing in the vicinity of St.

k e y b O a r d John’s and throughout the Island, as well as partridge

and caribou shooting. The entire northern waters are

aS the I a rg e the fisherman's paradi_se— tor th(_e prof_essional as well as

the amateur. One thinks of Swift's lines:

O ffi C e 6 “They say fish should swim thrice . . first

it should swim in the sea (do you mind me?),

typewrite rS then it_ should swi_m _in butler, and at last,

sirrah, it should swim in good claret.”

Make up your mind to try several of these “ away for a
few days” trips herein described—you will not interrupt
your work much, hut you wilt interrupt fatigue and the
folly of overstrain.

“Adventuring in New York”

A fasematiog book of 13& pages, illustrated, telling exactly
where to go and what to do to enjoy New York as only the
esinsiders” know how. Makes great reading, abn #/~T\TI V

CORONA TYPEWRITER CO.. Inc indispensable guide for those coming to New vyliLt |
o ' York. Highly praised by famous people. Until
149 Main St. Groton, N. Y. present edition is exhausted, a bargain at X*V-/VX
— iiihiiwiibiiiii iiiiwnwa— imbi The BOURSE, 15 West 37th Si., New York City ~ Postpaid

Please mention The Goi.ukn Book M agazine to our advertisers.
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Round the
World Cruise

Sailing October 10th

Our cruise ship, theS.S. “Carinthia”

of 20,000 tons register, is the newest

of the great Cunard liners and the

best ship ever chartered for such a
cruise.

To the countries usually visited —
Japan,China, Java, India,F.gyptand
the Philippines —sRuymond-Whit-
comb has added Tasmania, New
Guinea, New Zealand and Australia,
visited for the first time in cruise
history. 5 months— 38,000 miles.
Rates §2,000 and up.

Winter Mediterranean Cruise
Sailing January 28, 1926

Spring Mediterranean Cruise
Sailing April 3, 1926

West Indies Cruises
January 30 and February 25, 1926

Send for Booklets and Ship Plans

Raymond & WhitcombCo.
22 Beaoon Street, Boston

3

TIAIIrV]jJ) Cristicjjac~ f —y -

nJediFem neew

>(Limited to 400 Cuesls— lex* than Halt Capacity)
By'Specially Chartered Magnificent New 20.000-Ton

Cunard S. S. “ SCYTHIA”

Soiling January 26p1926—67 Days

TIliBCrutoe of ttio *8eyililn” to the Mediterranean tiaa ljo-
coliie mi anuujil classic, lii every respect It launsurpassed

EGYPT—PALESTINE

Madeira, Spain, Gibraltar, Algieri, Tunis, Constantmople,
Greece, Italy, Sicily, Riviera, Monte Carlo, France, England
Tim "Scythia” Isa floating palace, with npaclouH decks,
toUJigea,” veranda cafes. 2’elevators, gymnasium, corn
motlimis flUiteraoms with ru.n,nlnq water and large ward-
edicrs;tiedn mmdandaulteswitit privatchalbs. Ttiobunous
Vmward cuisine and service. (Only one sluing for tnoaltO
Stop-over_pnvilejf m Ergpe wittert extra net rdwmini via S. S.
NAGiKaBi,' eeta, ', BritawfiiM ttyCmri lit STIPtf.

IduurjCtuiitu WEST INDIES—reh 17 196-BDy*
Bi Pjljlul HcilanJ-Amfrrcj Lint Sltamw "VFF.NIMM" rr

t FRANK TOURIST CO.

542 Fifth Avenue, New York;
219 Sa. 15th St.. Philadelphia

| *1B«k d Aatik), 1« hsttks. 112 Hekei S . Sa fumiuo
- -jk  (est. 887T). Paris Cairo irmilon

fMoon Magic
tMs autumn

Here's a rare autumn vacation— take it while the children
are in school— return home for Christmas holidays if you wish.

Scented tropic nights—white moonlight magic—Ilanguorous
trade-winds. Moonlight swims in warm, lazy surf-—motor
rides along bosky trulls. Beach panics— dancing— crooning
steel guitars, ukuleles, Hawaiian voices blending across the
water from outrigger canoes.

Book through your nearest railway, steamship or travel
agency direct to Honolulu. Enjoy the smooth voyage 5 to 6
days on stately liners, from Los Angeles, San Francisco, Se-
attle, Vancouver or Victoria, B. C.

Golf, tennis, hiking, deep-sea fishing on all larger islands
Ihe year around. Vulcanic marvels in Hawaii National Park.
Inter-island cruising, good motor roadsj hotels, separate apart-
ment houses and cottages at moderate rates. All modem con-
veniences in this mid-Pacific territory' of U.S. A.

Short round trip can be made in 3 or 4 weeks from the
Coast. Total cost, including ftm-ciuss travel, hotel and sight-
seeing and a week, or two in Hawaii, need be no more than
$300 to $400.

I f y »u wish descriptive illustrated brochure on Hawaii, write
now—

HAWAII TOURIST BUREAU

225 M onadnock Bldg., San Francisco
353 Fort St., Honolulu, Hawaii, U.S. A,

Please mention The Golden Book Magazine to our advertisers.
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You Can Cook
with the Gas Turned Off!

HE possibility of
being able to leave
your Kkitchen for entire
afternoons while meals
arc completed without

attention is in itself
enough to make the
Chambers Range the

OUtsta nding achieve-

ment in modern domes-

tic efficiency. But other

advantages than free-

dom from kitchen drudg-

ery are enjoyed with
the Chambers Range.

It docs everything that any modern range

can do. And in ihc use of its patented
Thermodome and Insulated Oven its per-
formance passes beyond the Ilimits of

ordinary comparisons.

In cooking with these special features, the
gas is burned just a few minutes to start the
cooking process. Tire turn of the handle
that shuts off the gas, lowers the Thermo-
dome over dishes to be boiled cr stewed, and
closes the vents in the insulated oven where
dishes are to be roasted or baked with
retained heat.

The entire cooking process is completed in
the usual amount of time with the heat
that would merely radiate from the ordinary
range. Gas bills are cut in half. Your
kitchen is kept cool and pleasant. Food
never burns—though Ilate meals keep hot

for serving indefinitely. Food is cooked
with the minimum loss through shrinkage—
and with rich, natural juices kept in.

Reduced Gas Bills

A priceless luxury in it. service ro the woman who
docs her own work—the Chambers Ranee quickly pays
for itself through Its own economy in gas consumption.
Send for free booklet that fully describes the value
of a Chambers Range to you.

COOKS with the GAS TURNED OFF?

Chambers Mfg. Co . Dept. F 7, Shelbyvllh-. Indiana
Send your free booklet; "Cook with the Gas Turned O ffl"
Nare, o -

AdAress ... - s .

Mease mention Thk Colors Book Macazjnu to our advertisers.



Kodak as you go

The most precious mementos of any trip arc the
Kodak pictures you make. Again and again you’ll
turn to them with ever-increasing pleasure.

All Kodaks are Autographic. You can date and title each
exposure as you make it— an exclusive, Eastman feature.

Autographic Kodaks $6.70 up

t

Eastman Kodak Company, Rochester, N. Y., me kodakcity



AN mULLM Oh m'.VLI 1V

In conneclion wilh the name

Walter Baker & Co. Ltd.
on a package o{ cocoa or chocolate the
figure of2iiH elle C/tocolafierestands for
Quality. High grade.Purity
The standards of the world

W alter Baker &.Co.Ltd.

Established 1700 Dorcwestt.r .Mass
SooA/ef 0 f choice Recipes *sert free.

Antique Gold Clocks

Equally at bottle In boudoir or living
room. Masterpieces of clock making
smooth, square, and handsome.

Formornings—acompelling alarm, con-
cealed in the case. For nil day — an
accurate time-keeper, dependable as
your watch. For night Radium Dial.

SqQUARECLOX

—3 sizes with distinc-
tive, individual fea-
tures forevery need

—1 day time and
alarm

—10 day time and
alarm

1 day time and
alarm with hour

Square Pirate and half-hour gong
4’1 ‘hluh. 3la"wide strike
At leading dealers ul’

Black dial, radium hands and numerals, 51.00 extra

The Ansonia Clock Company

Makers of Fine Clocks for Half a Century

99 John Street Dept. 9 New York

The Vose ITano

witli its incomparable tone, its magnificent

construction insuring permanency of tonal

qualities.rcpresents the supreme culmination

of over 70 years of scientific research and

experience, and yet the price is moderate.
WE CHALLENGE COMPARISON

Write for illustrate.! csolt'K and
easy monthly terms of payment

Vose & son* Piano Co., 184 BoyUton St.. Boston

Insist on Bostons and get

The Pad without a Pucker

No metal on face of pad, lie* flat.

The OblongRubber Button

AN Exclusive Feature of all Velvet Crip Garters.

For Sports Wear-Knicker Bostons
They keep soort stockinets secure and free from slovenly
wrinkles. Made in heathers, plain and variegated colors
in appropriate sizes for men. women, boys, and girls.

George Frost Company, Makers. Boston

THE srmVFTVTXit PfcES. NEW YORK



