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The Overland Trail of
—the Overland Route today

Trails to the west! Cruel 

trails that oxen trod and hot- 
lathered horses ... and fighting 
men, with fearless women, led 
by hope. Hope of gold; and a 
sunnier land. And pure adven­
ture

More famous than all the rest 
was the Overland Trail; blood­
stained and marked by death. 
A challenge, and often defeat 
for the bravest... But the hope 
that led men West was stronger 
than the obstacles that lay along 
the way and when the struggle 
ended the last frontier was 
crossed...

Straight across the 
continent, from 
Chicago, it goes, 
into the land ofthe 
’ Forty- Niners, 
through the coun­
try Mark Twain 
found •—'Straight 
to San Francisco. 
From LakeTahoe 
to Sacramento, 
down through the 
American River

Dainty Chinese maids add charm to 
the service of the "Overland Limited”
•>~>~>~k*>-«H4~>~>-«>~>~>-«>~>~>“*^

And then, almost 
before you know it, 
San Francisco, the 
city by the Golden 
Gate, that adds a 
modern lustre to the 
West you’ve come 
to know.

Two other of 
Southern Pacific’s 
Four Great Routes, 
Sunset Route to 
New Orleans and

Canyon with its gold-scarred 
hills, the present slips away... 
Your mind rebuilds the ghost- 
towns'—‘Rough and Ready, You

Shasta Route to the Pacific 
Northwest, strike out from 
San Francisco, along the whole 
Pacific Coast. Golden State

Finally, to mark the epic 
trail in everlasting steel, men 
laid straight rails and railroad 
bridges . . . Southern Pacific’s 
Overland Route of today.

Bet, Poker Flat, 
Piety Hill—wool­
en shirted, worn, 
the heavy-booted 
miner lives again.

Route, between 
Chicago and Los 
Angeles, is the 
fourth. Go one way 
return another.

Southern Pacific
WRITE O.P. BARTLETT, 310 SO. MICHIGAN BLVD.,CHICAGO, OR H.H.GRAY,$}l FIFTH AVE.,NEW YORK,FOR: “HOW BEST TO SEE THE PACIFIC COAST”
•>- .>- .>. .>- .>- .>- .>- •>- .h •>- •>- 4- •>- •>- 4- •>- «k •>- -F *h 4- -h 4- 4- •>- 4- •>- 4“ *h •>- 4- -H •>- 4- •>- 4- 4* 4- 4- 4- 4- 4- 

FOUR GREAT ROUTES FOR TRANSCONTINENTAL TRAVEL
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ETHYL GASOUNt 
CORPORATION 
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.. .the
ETHYL EMBLEM
IN every state, in every town, on every road, 

wherever you drive, you now see the Ethyl 
emblem.

And wherever you see that emblem, it 
means that the pump bearing it contains good 
gasoline to which has been added sufficient 
Ethyl anti-knock compound to "knock out 
that 'knock’” in cars of average compression 
and bring out the additional power of the new, 
high-compression cars.

The oil companies which now mix Ethyl 
fluid with their gasoline to form Ethyl Gaso­
line supply more than half of all the motor fuel 
used in the United States, Canada and Great 
Britain. So you are safe in stopping at any 
pump bearing the Ethyl emblem. Ethyl Gaso­
line Corporation, Chrysler Building, NewYork.

f f f
Please don't put Ethyl to an unfair test or an easy test. Wait 
till your tank is almost empty; otherwise the Ethyl will be 
diluted and its effectiveness lessened. Then fill up with Ethyl; 
take the worst hill, the worst road or the worst traffic con­
gestion you can find. Your car will prove the difference Ethyl 
makes in every phase of engine performance.

GOOD ETHYL aUalf ETHYL
GASOLINE r FLUID CT GASOLINE

USED IN ETHYL FLUID IS LEAD • KNOCKS OUT THAT "KNOCK*

ETHYL
© E. G. C. 1950

GASOLINE
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Do You Know the Love-Story of Paphnutius, the Monk,
and the Courtesan of Alexandria?

Thais, child of the streets, developed into a beautiful woman and stirred the emotions 
of every man who saw her. From the time she was a ragged little girl, the lads of the 
port found her irresistible. And when she was a grown woman and a famous actress, 
aristocrats, pro-consuls, famous soldiers and statesmen all visited the Grotto of the 
Nymphs in her perfumed palace, and gave their riches for her love. And then—a zealous 
young monk, Paphnutius, came from the desert, to reclaim her lost soul. If he had only 
realized that he was madly in love with her! . . . but he led her away to a nunnery— 
and the inevitable happened! . . . Only Anatole France could do justice to this theme!

France Knows 11II MAN DAQQIANQ Than Any 
MoreAbout llUlvlAN rHOOlUNd OtherWriter!
The women of Anatole France’s tales are the most fascinating women in the 
world. You will be thrilled by Thais; by the passionate Therese, by Mme. 
des Aubels whom an angel made love to, by the little Parisian cocotte 
Athenais, by the wicked Queen Balkis who seduced Balthasar—and all the 
other beautiful, warm-blooded women who throng the pages of this greatest 
of modern writers.

Brawls and Boisterous Revels!
But—after all—there are not only women, but men in his books, and men 
as interesting and inspiring and instructive as the women—fire-eaters and

poets, prophets, saints, and wastrels, idealists and scoundrels and plotters, 
amiable, blind husbands and gay, roistering, witty scamps.

Laugh, Cry, and Learn About Life!
The books of this great French genius are brilliant, delightful and filled with 
humorous surprises. You will laugh and cry by turns as you turn over his 
pages. His understanding and sympathy teach you pity and charity for all 
men. His gaiety and irony teach you poise and humor and enable you to 
double your enjoyment of the spectacle of things as they are. Every book 
of his is a never-to-be-forgotten experience!

Now You Can Save More Than HALF Price!
This 10-volume edition contains 20 famous masterpieces by Anatole France, 
complete and unexpurgated, printed from the original, de luxe plates on 
beautiful, thin, opaque paper, bound in fine maroon linen with titles stamped 
in gold, about 600 pages to the volume—large, clear enticing type. These 
20 masterpieces sell for $3.00 a piece, or $60.00 for the lot, but you get them 
for only $29.50—on easy terms—and in addition you receive:

morals, perversity, religion, and his own amorous adventures with an open­
ness that will take your breath away! Yours without extra charge if you 
act promptly!

Read These Books for 10 Days FREE !

FD r C “ANATOLE FRANCE HIMSELF” 
E t by his Secretary. Regular Price $5.00

In this frank and scandalous record Anatole France talks of sex, marriage,

Mail the Coupon TODA YI

Wm. H. Wise & Co., Publishers, Dept. 136, 
50 West 47th St., New York, N. Y.

It costs you nothing to examine these 
magnificent books—the Brousson bi' 
ography included—in your own home. 
We will ship them to you, all charges 
prepaid, for 10 days, free reading. If 
you decide to keep them, send only 
$1.00 and pay the balance at the rate 
of only $3.00 per month. Otherwise 
return them, charges collect, and you 
will owe us nothing! Avail yourself of 
this extraordinary offer at once!

Please send on approval, all charges prepaid, one 20-volume set of Anatole France 
(bound in 10 books) and the $5.00 Brousson biography “Anatole France Himself,” 
which is included FREE.
Within 10 days I will either start the books back to you or send you a first pay­
ment of $1.00 and $3.00 a month until a total of $29.50 is paid. (Cash price $28.00).

Name.

Address

City . State

20 Celebrated 
Volumes 

Bound in Ten
1. Mother of Pearl 

Balthasar
2. At the Sign of the Reine 

Pedauque
The Opinions of Jerome ('oign- 

ard
3. The Merrie Tales of Jacques 

Tournebroche
The ('rime of Sylvestre Bon­

nard
4. Penguin Island 

The Seven Wives of Bluebeard
5. The Revolt of the Angels 

The White Stone
6. A Mummer’s Tale 

The Red Lily
7. The Well of St. Clare 

Thais
8. The Gods are Athirst 

Clio
9. The Elm Tree on the Mall 

The Wicker-Work Woman
10. The Amethyst Ring 

M. Bergeret in Paris
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^Z^ho’s Who in the Golden Book

Bournemouth—a yellow brick cottage 

overlooking the sea—a sick man propped 
up in bed, writing. “Markheim,” “A Child’s Garden 
of Verses,” “Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde,” “Kidnapped,” 
“David Balfour," Stevenson wrote all these during his 
second year on the southern seacoast of England.

No one came to disturb his concentration unless he 
rang a little copper bell that stood on the table beside 
him between his medicine bottles and his cigarettes. 
Bolstered up with a mountain of pillows and with his 
knees crooked up to form a desk, he wrote ceaselessly, 
smoked, dreamed, and wrote.

“Markheim" is one of the best stories by that 
famous “teller of tales,” Robert Louis Stevenson. Sev­
eral of our readers picked it as their “favorite story," 
and we are very glad that we had already made ar­
rangements to present it to our readers in this issue.

•^KOfttj*^

No more splendid though tragic adventure 
story exists than the day-to-day diary of 

Robert Falcon Scott written during the blinding bliz­
zards and cold marches of his fatal journey back from 
the South Pole. Born in 1868 in Devonport, England, 
Scott went to sea at the age of twelve, and at fourteen 
was a midshipman. He rose steadily to position of 
First Lieutenant and Captain. In 1899 he was com­
mander of the unsuccessful National Antarctic Expe­
dition and in 1909 decided to venture again to discover 
the South Pole. Backed by the British and Dominion 
governments, he set sail in June of 1910 on the Nova 
Terra to find and claim the South Pole for Great Brit­
ain. Suffering from cold and hunger, he and his band 
of brave men crossed the snow-bound wastes of Ant­
arctica only to meet with utter disappointment, for 
though they reached their goal, the Norwegian ex­
plorers had beaten them to it. Scott’s diary is a rare 
picture of human bravery and endurance, and perhaps 
of particular interest at this time when Admiral Byrd 
has just returned from his extensive explorations in 
the same region.

Voltaire, banished from the French court 
by the Queen’s influence for writing verses 
in praise of the King’s mistress, sought refuge at 

Sceaux with the Duchess of Maine. There in hid­
ing, this little, great man, at once the fear of all mon­
archs and religions in Europe, spent his days in bed 
writing short philosophical romances. In the evening, 
Voltaire came from his room surreptitiously to read 
what he had written that day for the entertainment of 
the Duchess. One night he read Zadig.

Son of a notary, frail and half-sick all his life, 
Francois-Marie Arouet had one of the keenest minds

of eighteenth century Europe. Goethe has called him 
“the most astonishing creation of the author of na­
ture, a creation in which he pleased himself to as­
semble, once in the frail and perishable organization 
of a man, all the varieties of talent, all the glories of 
genius, all the powers of thought.” His vigorously 
rational approach to every question of God and man 
paved the way for the experimental thinking and re­
forms of succeeding centuries.

In 1718, when he was but twenty-four, he startled 
Paris with his first play, a tragedy, Oedipe, which 
played to crowded houses for forty-five nights and was 
his first attack on despotism and the clergy. A pro­
lific writer, his complete works contain about fifty- 
five plays, twenty-five novels, nine histories and biog­
raphies and innumerable short poems, essays, and 
letters. His best known works are: La Henriade 
(1728), Zadig (1747), Siecle de Louis XIV. (1751), 
Candidc ( 1759), and the Dictionnaire Philosophique 
(1765).

By the time Voltaire, as he dubbed himself, was 
forty-two, he had made a sufficient name to catch the 
attention of Frederick of Prussia. At that time, Fred­
erick wrote enthusiastically to Voltaire; there was an 
interchange of presents, and the two, the greatest 
monarch in Europe and the keenest thinker, were the 
best of friends for seventeen years.

Voltaire lived to see himself recognized and ac­
claimed. Persecution for the frankness with which 
he voiced his opinions, came to an end, and his last 
journey from Fernay, his home, to Paris was a veri­
table triumphal procession. He died in 1778 at the 
age of eighty-four, just before the spirit of liberty, 
which he had fostered, culminated in the French Revo­
lution. He stands unique in the realm of genius. “Vol­
taire,” said Frederick, “cannot be imitated except by 
Voltaire himself.”

A dramatist of great promise was St. John 
Hankin. “Hankin, had he lived, might 

have written one of the great dramas of the new cen­
tury,” wrote Archibald Henderson.

Born in 1869 in Southampton, Hankin was educated 
at Malvern College and at Oxford. He was forty 
years old when he committed suicide. The reason 
for his act was unknown. John Drinkwater wrote: 
“His end was one of those untimely accidents of tem­
perament and physical circumstance that we are wise 
to accept without too curious analysis.” He was in 
the midst of his fame. During the seven years pre­
ceding his death he had written seven plays, all of 
which were produced in London. Of the intellectual 
school of English dramatists, he was a follower of 
Oscar Wilde, and like Wilde, sparkling and dexterous,

4
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ANUNPRECEBENTED OFFER'

ofTfllAL Membership in

Open for a Limited Time Only

k Five Outstanding
1 Now Books

j The Bert Each Month
» For Fivc Month/
( Value More Than ^1249

FOR ONLY

N O

TJnd fhrcoS olvd Classics
FPEE

You Get They© 
Throe Famous Bookz

If You Accept This Special Offer

You Got the League 
Book Each Month 
For Five Monthr

Your trial subscription starts with the 
two latest monthly selections and runs 
for three months thereafter—five months 
in all, carrying you through August. 
The first of the group is

A GENTLEMAN REBEL
by JOHN HYDE PRESTON

This much discussed book is in its trade 
edition $5.00. The .V. F. Evening Bost 
called it an “impetuous story of the 
American Revolution.” The second of 
the group is

GLIM YOUTH
by JOHN HELD, JR.

It contains 27 of Mr. Held’s irresistible 
drawings and hilarious stories that are, 
in the words of Gamaliel Bradford, “in 
the very best vein of purely American 
comedy.”
The selections for June, July, and 
August will be the best book each month.

Now you may have all the privileges of regular 
membership without paying a penny until you 
are thoroughly convinced that the League offers 
the greatest book values and the most satisfying 
book selection. And this five months’ trial mem­
bership is yours in the form of a bargain that 
makes it the biggest buy in the book world today. 
You may now have the best new book each 
month for five months—and in addition three 
famous literary classics—eight books in all with 
a value of over $15.00—for only $5.00.

Thiz Special Trial Membcrzhip Give/ 
You 5 Now Bookz and 3 Clazzicz... 
BBookz in All - For Only ^5*QP 

She Siest andSfor/ forYcurSltoriey

Reading Satisfaction 
GUARANTEED

The League assures you of getting just 
the books you yourself would select if 
you had the time, opportunity, and train­
ing. No more of the disappointment that 
comes with discovering that the book you 
have started does not entertain you. 
You can BE SURE that every League 
Book will be a delight to read. League 
membership is a guarantee of reading 
satisfaction.

The League supplies not only the best 
of the new books, but also the best of 
those already established as classics. 
With this special five-months’ Trial 
Membership you receive these three great 
books, in handsome library binding:

THEDANCE of LI EE
by HAVELOCK ELLIS

& One of the most famous revelations of 
y human psychology by the preeminent 
f modern authority. One of the books 
[ chosen for the White House Library.

POEYTALETofMYTTElY
The incomparable stories of the man who 
is still unchallenged as the greatest 
writer of mystery and detective fiction.

ThlLea.uU! g'Y,eS its members a balanced program of f TDAVELfof MAKTO POLO 
reading that will supply them with the best of the nne I W rUlUreading that will supply them with the best of the new 
books and also with the greatest of the literary classics.
Six features are:

A Distinguished Edi-
torial Board 
selects all
Books.

2. The Best

which 
League

New Book
Each Month, prepared 
in the attractive Con­
tinental format.

3. The Best among the 
Immortal Classics.

4.

5.

6.

Extraordinary 
which give to

Savings
League

books just about
one-third usual prices.

A Reading Course in 
Current Literature.
Consultation Service 
free to members.

SEND NO MONEY
But Act At Once Jie fore the Offer /J With dracun

^^^.^c c°up°n below. The League will send immediately
<’.entl™an Rebel” together with the three great classics. 

Within one week you may return the books ami owe noth- 
W-. If you keep them, remit $5.00 payment in full. 
Grim i outh and the other selections will then be sent 

you as published.

MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY

I The Book League of America
I Dept. T-14, 100 Fifth Ave., New York
I Enroll me as a member and send me the four books.
I Within one week I will either return the books or 
K remit $5.00 and you will also send me the League 
g selections during the next four months.
J Name ......................................................................................................

B Address .................................................................................................
I If you prefer, send remittance now, same guarantee.

One of the greatest narratives of travel 
and adventure.
(Subscribers who already own one or 
more of these books may substitute 
others from a list sent on request.)

The League Board of Editors
Eugene O'Neill, America’s foremost 
dramatist, author of “Strange Inter­

, lude.”
t Alice Roosevelt Longworth, for years 
E prominent in American cultural life— 
s and a member of the Committee of Ten 
| for selecting the White House Library. 
J Edwin Arlington Robinson, the “dean of 
b American poets,’’ author of “Tristram,” 
L and three times Pulitzer Prize winner. 
£ Gamaliel Bradford, America's most out- 
[ standing biographer.
I Van IVyck Brooks, a challenging essayist 
F and critic, a sympathetic interpreter of 
C the newer literary trends.
i Hamilton Holt, well-known editor and 
f- publicist, President of Rollins College.

The League is Recommended by 
Fannie Hurst, Stephen Vincent Benet, 
George Jean Nathan, John Haynes 
Holmes, Herbert H. Lehman, Edward 
A. Filene, and many other leaders in 
American life.
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though not always realistic. His best known plays 
are: “The Return of the Prodigal’’ (1904), “The Cas- 
silis Engagement” (1905), “The Charity that Began 
at Home” (1905), and “The Last of the De Mullins” 
(1907).

As a preface to his Dramatic Sequels, one of which 
appears in this issue, Hankin wrote:

Plays end too soon. They never show 
The whole of what I want to know. 
The curtain falls and I'm perplexed 
With doubts about what happened next. 
Did Hamlet’s father haunt no more 
The battlements of Elsinore?
Does Lady Teazle never call
At Lady Sneerwell's now at all?
Was Benedict’s a happy marriage?
And will the Melnottes keep a carriage? 

* * *

I’ve asked again and yet again 
These questions—hitherto in vain!
I sought the answers near and far.
At length they came, and here they are.

In 1796 Charles Lamb’s sister Mary, in a temporary 
moment of insanity to which she was subject, killed 
her mother with a knife, and the young Charles, only 
twenty-one years old, was left to care for his physi­
cally feeble aunt, his mentally feeble father, and his 
sister. He had a clerical position in the East India 
House which he held for thirty-three years thereafter, 
and since business occupied his days, his writing had 
to be done in the evenings and in spare moments. He 
had already written some verses and essays, and 
though not popularly known, was held in high esteem 
by the circle of literary men who were his friends.

His Tales from Shakespeare, written in collabora­
tion with Mary, appeared in 1807. In 1820, The Lon­
don Magazine was started, and in August of that year 
Charles Lamb began writing articles signed “Elia” 
(call it “Ellia,” said he), the name of a former fellow­
clerk. In this magazine first appeared the “Bachelor’s 
Complaint” here reprinted, and not till 1823 were the 
essays compiled in a volume.

Thomas Hood, a sub-editor of the London Maga­
zine, gave this description of Lamb:

rVftyri

Supplication begs for better literature. In 
answer to this appeal arises the Golden Disc 
of the Golden Book. From the reading of the Golden 

Book develops such a storehouse of knowledge (The 
Bell of Knowledge) that its overflow sends forth 
Drops of Inspiration toward nobler thoughts.”

Thus fifteen-year-old Florence 
Vilmur interprets the cover de­
sign she made for the Golden 
Book, and which we reproduce 
here. Her design won an award in 
the nation-wide high school art 
contest of the National High 
School Awards, designed to foster 
interest in art in its practical ap­
plications. Miss Vilmur is a senior 
in the Norfolk, Nebraska, high 
school.

^jT"

Charles Lamb was a bach­
elor, a Londoner born 

and bred, who lived all his fifty- 
nine years within a few miles of 
the Strand and Fleet Street. A 
trip up a mountain, on one of his 
rare visits to the Coleridges, stood
out as one of the great events in his life.

His sister Alary was eleven years old when Charles 
was born in 1775, and he grew up with a strong love 
and respect for her. There was also a brother, John, 
a year older than Alary, but he took apartments of 
his own shortly after his entrance into business and 
never saw much of his family thereafter. At Christ’s 
Hospital, where Charles went to school, he and Samuel 
Coleridge began a friendship which lasted through life. 
When Coleridge died in July, 1834, the blow was a 
terrific one to Lamb, and he survived his friend only 
five months.

A figure remarkable at a glance with a fine head, on a 
small spare body, supported by two almost immaterial 
legs. ... He advanced with rather a peculiar gait, his 
walk was plantigrade, and with a cheerful “How d’ye 
do." and one of the blandest, sweetest smiles that ever 
brightened manly countenance, held out two fingers to 
the editor. ... It was a striking intellectual face, full of 
wiry lines, physiognomical quips and cranks that gave 

it great character. There was much 
earnestness about the brows, and a 
deal of speculation in the eyes, 
which were brown and bright, and 
“quick in turning”; the nose, a de­
cided one. though of no established 
order; and there was a handsome 
smartness about the mouth. Alto­
gether it was no common face—none 
of those willow-pattern ones which 
Nature turns out by thousands at her 
potteries; but more like a chance 
specimen of the Chinese ware, one to 
the set—unique, antique, quaint.

One special evening in each week 
was set apart for cards and con­
versation, and the two Lambs were 
host and hostess to some of the 
greatest literary men of the time. 
Alary plied the guests with cold 
meat and hot potatoes, while 
Charles could be relied upon for

the wittiest sallies of the evening. The Essays are 
some of the best in the English language, and prob­
ably the best-loved.

e'^M^

The hundreds of essays on “Aly Favorite 
Story and Why” which we have been re­
ceiving have proved fascinating reading for us. Alore 

than half of the stories selected have already appeared 
in the Golden Book, but there are many which we are 
looking up with interest.

The prize-winning essay for this month, by Air. 
N. W. Frederick of California, appears on page 36,
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The Byrd Expedition chose these books
BYRD ANTARCTIC EXPEDITION

P. F. Collier & Son Company 
New York.
Gentlemen:

In fitting out the Byrd Antarctic Ex­
pedition for a two-year scientific research 
of the Antarctic, members of the expedi­
tion have suggested that we include in our 
library Dr. Eliot’s Five-Foot Shelf of 
Books.

Books will play an important part in the 
contentment of the personnel, particularly 
when the expedition winters on the ice 
barrier through the six months of total 
darkness during the Antarctic Night.

We should like to carry into the Ant­
arctic, along with your good wishes for the 
success of the expedition, a set of the Har­
vard Classics.

You can appreciate too, aside from the 
indorsement value of our including the 
Harvard Classics in a library necessarily 
restricted in size, that the sixty men who 
will accompany Commander Byrd on this 
expedition will while away many hours of 
enjoyment and profit immensely by the 
fund of information contained in your 
volumes.

Trusting that we may have your co­
operation.

Yours very truly,
BYRD ANTARCTIC EXPEDITION

Business Manager.

* The letter was written to P. F. Collier 
and Son Company by the Manager of the 
Byrd Expedition, asking that the Har­
vard Classics be added to their very lim­
ited library. The Publishers were 
pleased to serve Admiral Byrd and his 
men.

The selection of Dr. Eliot’s Five-Foot 
Shelf of Books is typical of the vision 
with which the whole voyage was 
planned. Men of. the highest type need 
the best possible reading recreation, and 
the Harvard Classics have brought in­
spiration and pleasure to hundreds of 
thousands.

Men in the ice floes of the Antarctic 
need be no more remote than the people 
in our civilized urban world, so far as 
their reading is concerned. Although the 
explorer is limited to the few books he 
can take with him, we of the busy world 
may be so hopelessly lost in the millions 
of books around us that we miss the 
truly great ones.

The explorer must choose. And the 
Byrd Expedition chose the Harvard 
Classics.

Because Dr. Eliot, forty years Presi­
dent of Harvard University, recognized 
the need for easy access to the best books, 

n he assembled in one convenient set the

works which have everlasting value, the 
books that stimulate, inspire, and advise. 
In these volumes are included the writ­
ings of 302 immortal authors.

Through Dr. Eliot’s Five-Foot Shelf 
people have found that the classics are 
not dull, but intensely stirring; not 
beautiful antiques, but lively, stimulat­
ing, modern thought with vital applica­
tion to everyday life.

P. F. Collier and Son Company has 
published good books since 1875. By 
the famous Collier plan, you can pay 
for these books while you read and en­
joy them.

THIS FREE BOOKLET
Before you spend another penny for 

books, get a copy of “Fifteen Minutes a
Day”—the book­
let that tells how 
to turn precious 
spare time into 
profitable enter­
tainment, growth, 
and increased 
power. It’s ready 
and waiting for 
you. Sending for 
it does not obli­
gate you in any 
wav.

DR. ELIOT’S 
FIVE-FOOT SHELF 

OF BOOKS

P. F. COLLIER & SON DI ST. CORP.
250 Park Avenue, New.York City

By mail, free, send me the booklet that tells 
all about the most famous library in the 
world, Dr. Eliot’s Five-Foot Shelf of Books 
(the Harvard Classics), and contains Dr. 
Eliot’s own plan of reading. Also, please ad­
vise how I may secure the books by small 
monthly payments.

Address(The Harvard Classics)
8110-HCM
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and we are delighted to be able to print with it W. D. 
Steele’s story which was Mr. Frederick’s choice.

Three other essays by Miss L. Riecke, Mr. E. H. 
Wilhelm, and Mr. H. Bradford, received honorable 
mention. One of these had as its subject the Steven­
son story which we had already chosen to open this 
issue: Miss Riecke writes:

The art of short story writing is nearly as old as the 
art of living, and those who have practiced it are num­
berless in the fullest sense of the word. Yet perfection is 
as rarely discovered as though the art had been created 
but a few years ago. Of short stories we have had mil­
lions: of perfect short stories, but a select few.

For several of those which we do possess, however, we 
are indebted to that great master of narrative writing, 
Robert Louis Stevenson, who left behind him many a 
rightful claim to immortality, yet himself rarely at­
tained such heights of literary achievement as in that 
finest of short stories—“Markheim."

Here we have “Tusitala”—the Teller of Tales—as he 
was called, at his very best. Stevenson excelled in de­
scription; where can we find a more vivid description 
than that of the dismal old antique shop, with its count­
less clocks and mirrors, whose proprietor was murdered 
by Markheim? Stevenson was a master of the art of 
painting human passions and emotions under different 
circumstances; where has he done it more successfully 
than in his portrayal of the fear-stricken Markheim as 
he surveyed the body of his victim? Finally. Stevenson 
was skilful to the last degree in the effective use of the 
supernatural in his stories: and where has he employed it 
more impressively than through the unearthly visitor 
whose strange appearance urges Markheim on to that 
decision which leads to the perfect end of a perfect 
story? —Louise H. Riecke 

West Collingswood, N. J.

Jack London’s “The Francis Spaight” is indeed a 
cold-blooded, horrible tale, and Mr. Wilhelm’s descrip­
tion of it does vivid justice to this story of the sea.

The story that has left its impression upon me so 
much more deeply than any other is Jack London’s “The 
Francis Spaight.’’ It is so grim and horrible that I 
don't like it—yet it remains my favorite. No one could 
possibly like it. It is the most cold-blooded thing I 
have ever read—and it is reputed true!

But it is a tale that will demand my everlasting ad­
miration. for being told with an almost unbelievable 
sparsity of words; every incident is still so clearly etched 
that it maintains an unusually provocative hold upon me. 
It is tragic to a terrible degree, and any story developing

a tragic theme to an awful culmination, as “The Francis 
Spaight” does, is one that I revel in. I have never come 
to its conclusion without being weighted down with a 
shiveringly desolate feeling of horror and repulsion.

Then, too, for my pleasure, it is a tale of the sea, elo­
quent with the reactions of seafaring men faced with 
disaster; a marvelous picture of cowardice and heroism, 
of weakness and stanchness; a story with but one tender 
speech (the boy's message for his mother). A man's 
story, if ever there was one.

No person can read it without feeling hate for the 
perpetrators of its useless tragedy or be unmoved by 
the valor of O'Brien, the hero, poor kid.

It is not a story for squeamish people—but I am not 
of that genus, I hope, and relish a grippingly horrible 
tale, particularly “The Francis Spaight.”

—Edwin H. Wilhelm 
Baltimore, Maryland.

Mr. Bradford has caught the spirit of adventure 
which runs through Air. Seton's story of “Lobo.”

My favorite story, at least one which I have read and 
re-read numerous times with untold pleasure, is a tale 
of the plains; of the pursuit and capture of “Lobo,” the 
werewolf of wolves and the sanguine king of a vast sheep 
country.

The author, Ernest Thompson Seton, so artfully por­
trays the battle between man and animal cunning, yet is 
so essentially truthful to nature, that the narrative be­
comes an epic of rancher's tribulations. Seton has the rare 
ability to create for his animal characters what might be 
called a form of personification. Personification devoid 
of sentimentality, yet intensely interesting through a 
swift, vivid style, an unswerving adherence to truths of 
nature made possible by the author's intimacy with the 
wild life of which he writes.

If the devotion of the Lobo wolf for his mate is 
overdrawn to some extent, the effect is balanced by an 
increased interest which the story thereby gains. At any 
rate, the narrative is essentially a true one and no doubt 
the shades of the giant wolf still haunt the domains he 
once ruled, while ranchers pulling at their pipes before 
a cozy fire on a cheerless night recall his prowess and 
depredations.

Who knows something of the wild, wide freedom of 
the plains, the fear, the ferocity, the resignation of the 
captured animal but could see the baleful, unflickering 
eyes of the fettered Lobo as he gazes for the last time 
across the rolling expanse of his kingdom— “. . . an eagle 
robbed of its freedom, a lion shorn of bis glory, and a 
dove bereft of its mate. . . .” —H. Bradford

New York City.
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MAUPASSANT’S
222

COMPLETE 
STORIES

Exactly translated from 
the French!

Love 
Virtue 
Virtue in the Ballet 
The Venus of Braniza 
The Love of Long Ago 
Letter Found on a Corpse 
In His Sweetheart’s Livery 
Bed No. 29 
Fecondity 
In the Wood 
Woman’s Wiles 
Room No. Eleven 
A Queer Night in Paris 
The Diamond Necklace 
The Sequel to a Divorce 
A Mesalliance
The Rendezvous 
Under the Yoke 
Mademoiselle 
A Passion
The Dual 
Moonlight 
The Bed 
The Devil 
Ball-of-Fat 
Magnetism 
A Wife’s Confession 
The Story of a Farm Girl 
Am I Insane 
Words of Love
The Charm Dispelled 
A Fashionable Woman 
The Diary of a Madman 
A Way to Wealth 
Waiter, a Bock 
Margot’s Tapers 
One Phase of Love 
A Strange Fancy 
The Wedding Night 
A Little Waif 
Useless Beauty 
A Dead Women’s Secret 
Graveyard Sirens 
The Mad Woman 
Forbidden Fruit 
The Impolite Sex 
The Artist’s Wife 
In The Moonlight 
Was It a Dream? 
The Conservatory 
Love’s Awakening 
The New Sensation 
Mother and Son ! I ! 
The Farmer’s Wife 
The Carters Wench

And 167 more!

Complete Short Stories 
NOW ONLY $A98
INTO each one of these 222 short

story masterpieces, the daring
Guy de Maupassant, impelled by a
burning desire to tell the whole truth about French life, love 
and wickedness, has packed enough emotional action to serve 
an ordinary writer for a lifetime. He spared neither man nor 
woman, displaying them in all their natural colors, the gay 
boulevardier, the eminently pure, the half respectable and the 
denizen of the very sewers of Paris. These tales carry you 
into the artist’s studio, the camp of high military command, 
the barns and attics of peasants and farmers, the boudoirs of 
artful coquettes and the glittering audience rooms of kings.

Now all of these pagan, frank and immortal tales have been 
collected within the covers of a single, beautiful book no more 
than an inch and a half thick. Into this one slim and grace­
ful volume have been compressed all the vital emotions of 
humankind, portrayed by the man who remains to this day 
the despair of all imitators. It is bound in Morocco-grained 
cloth, stamped artistically in fine gold and printed in large, 
easily read type on the finest thin paper.

To the consummate art of the great literary genius has been added 
the utmost craftsmanship of the modern book maker. The result can 
only be suggested by description and pictures. To fully appreciate 
this noble addition to your library you must mail the card below and 
see the book for yourself. No postage is required. Just tear out the 
card, fill in the blank spaces and put it in a mail box.

ALL IN ONE VOLUME
IF this card is mailed outside oF the United 

States, please affix proper postage.
■ •■■■■•■■••■•«•«■•■■■■*•■ ns • ■ re f»rt* m# •■ ma ■ a <■ ■

Needs 
No 

Postage 
Stamp

:

BUSINESS REPLY CARD
No Postage Stamp necessary if mailed in theUnited States

2c POSTAGE WILL BE

WALTER J. BLACK

171 MADISON

FIRST CLASS 
PERMIT No. 7
(Sec.384XP-L.&R.) 
New York, N.Y.

PAID BY

Inc.

AVENUE

NEW YORK, N.



Story Maupassant in ONE
Ever Wrote! Volume!

NO other writer before or since has ever given 
you such stories. No other man has ever pic­

tured French love, hate and passion so accurate­
ly and clearly.

Here are literary jewels beyond price; the whole 
dazzling, colorful diadem of the 
short story King, every short 
story Maupassant ever wrote 
—222 complete tales—collec­
ted in this one volume, each

Read it FREE
translated into English, word for word from the 
original unadulterated French—complete,authen­
tic and unabridged,—exactly as he wrote them 
for only $2.98. Never, before this book was 
made, had the world known such a bargain 
in literary entertainment. Never before had such 
a tremendous Maupassant library been offered 
within the covers of a single handsome volume. 
Here is sufficient material to weight an entire

bookshelf, stories enough to fill a dozen ordinary, 
bulky books.

The self-mailing coupon in the corner of this 
page is NOT an order for this book. It is a re­
quest to examine it for one tveek free! You need 

NEVER buy it unless you 
want to. Fill out the blanks 
and mail the card at once with­
out affixing a stamp. We will 
send a copy of Maupassant's

Complete Short Stories to you. At the end of a 
week decide if you want it in your library 
for all time and then either return the book at 
our expense or send only $2.98 in full payment. 
You cannot lose! Your own good taste, the fas­
cination and intensified entertainment of these 
pages will alone convince you that this book is 
the pleasure-bargain of a life-time. More than 1000 
pages; less than an inch and a half thick. Mail 
the special, post-card coupon at once.
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WALTER J. BLACK, Inc. (Dept. 377)
171 Madison Ave., New York, N. Y.

GENTLEMEN: Send me for free examination your one-volume 
edition of GUY DE MAUPASSANT’S COMPLETE SHORT 
STORIES containing 1,000 thin-paper pages printed in large, 
clear type; Morocco-grained cloth binding, stamped in gold. I 
will either return the book at your expense or send $2.98 in full 
payment within one week.

NAME--------------------------- ------------------------------------------------

ADDRESS_______________________________________________

CITY—_____-___ -_________ STATE--------------------------------
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uthors and Books
This has been a month his­

toric a 1-romantical-literary.
. . . Such are the early summer books that 
have most caught our fancy, though there 
is a bargain or two to be snapped up in 
machine-age stuff. . . . Almost all the 
novels we like say “prithee,” and drag in 
a famous Prince or at least a general 
. . . And our favorite biographies are 
markedly high-toned—nearly all literary 
gentlemen, with time out for Hetty 
Green, Chief Plentycoups, and an Early 
American criminal. . . .

First comes Hugh Walpole’s Rogue 
Herries, lusty novel of the eighteenth 
century English countryside. . . . Here is 
a book ripe and sound at the core, with 
a character at times grand, with moments 
of greatness, and a story always with a 
sweep, even to its somewhat fitful end. 
. . . It is a return to the old romantic 
tradition, but no hasty tour de force; Mr. 
Walpole is at home in the manner and 
spirit as well as the matter. . . . The rich, 
wild country, the dozens of Cumberland 
people completely alive, mud and bad 
plumbing, the fair, the drowning of the 
witch, moments in 
which Rogue Herries 
loses his temper mag­
nificently or breaks 
his heart, makes a 
fool or an angel of 
himself . . . these are 
permanent posses­
sions greater than 
the book as a whole 
—for which it is 
more than worth 
reading and for 
which it may long go 
on being read. . . .

Regency Windows is another novel of 
England a hundred or more years ago, 
but here the scene is London, its politics 
and social nuances, its manners and 
morals at the end of the eighteenth cen­
tury and during the Regency. . . . David 
Emerson, the author, has told his story

“The Herolds are very in­
tellectual, aren’t they?’’

“What makes you think 
so?’’ _

“Didn’t you notice the 
magazines they take without 
pictures on the cover?”

From Don Herold’s 
Strange Bedfellozvs

simply; his characters talk colloquial 
modern English, but he has so completely 
caught the psychology of the time that 
the powder and ruffles of the day are 
never forgotten. . . . And the surprising 
result is achieved of letting us recognize 
the universal human beings be­
neath a code different from 
our own. ... All sorts of im­
portant persons walk these 
pages in more or less convinc­
ing flesh and blood: the Prince 
of Wales and his friend Beau 
Brummel, the Duchess of Bel­
gravia, Lord Byron. . . . But 
the story is really Richard’s 
(son of ambitious Lady Maul- 
deth who angles for political 
power for her husband even 
as she betrays him) and Kath­
erine's, at once modern and 
Georgian. . . . There is also a 
good deal about the future of 
England, presaging a bit too 
neatly the Victorian ideals and

“No, thank you, 
Pompey,” she an­
swered smilingly. “I 
shall bear the tray 
with my own hands, 
for I know that it will 
be the more acceptable 
to dear Papa.” Draw­
ing by Eldon Kelley 
for Elsie Dinsmore on 

the Loose.

the solid age of Empire to come. . . .

Still another historical romance, one 
that swash-buckles with a differ­
ence, is Kenneth Robert’s Arun­
del. . . . Here is an American 
Revolutionary story against an 
authentic background of Amer­
ican wilderness, that has qualities 
of Cooper at his best, and story­
telling speed that approaches 
Stevenson or Dumas. . . . Steven 
Nason is one of the little army 
under Benedict Arnold who set 
forth on the secret expedition to 
conquer Quebec; there is the long, 
arduous trip through the almost 
impenetrable Maine forest; in­

numerable alarums and excursions by the 
way, and then the ill-fated attack on the 
snow-guarded fortress. . . . Mary, the 
heroine, is within the city walls, of 
course. . . .

“The Wasp of Twickenham” has in­
spired a fighting, hero-worshiping biog­

raphy which is an inspiration and a de­
light. . . . Edith Sitwell, in Alexander 
Pope (Cosmopolitan) insists on “the 
greatness, the fire, the supreme music and 
variation” of Pope’s genius with the lyric 
abandon of a poet herself distinguished.

. . . She pours forth her tender 
pity for the pain-twisted little 
creature in his iron casing, too 
weak to dress or undress him­
self, who fretted like a sick 
child if he was made to wait 
for the coffee or writing paper 
he might demand five times in 
a night. . . . She blames upon 
the cruelty of those who made 
fun of his bent body all his 
malice and vindictiveness; 
tricks such as the stealing and 
falsification of his own letters 
to enhance their value, other 
apparent betrayals of his clos­
est friendships for personal 
gain or publicity are passed 
off as mischievousness bub­

bling from a great and noble soul. . . . 
We have not a jot of the inside knowl­
edge which would let us pass on the fair­
ness of Miss Sitwell’s positions: we do 
not know that Lady Mary Montagu, an 
enemy of Pope’s, was not “the dilapidated 
macaw” that Miss Sitwell calls her—but 
we suspect partiality to Mr. Pope, and 
it makes, somehow, a biography with just 
that much more life in its veins . . . Pope 
in his lifetime could not be forgiven for 
his fame, and because of his deformity 
he could not believe that the world loved 
him. . . . The account of his abortive love 
for Martha Blount, of his strange friend­
ship with Dean Swift (whose threatening 
madness Miss Sitwell portrays with al­
most incredible tenderness and beauty), 
of his battles and rogueries for the satis­
faction of his vanity, and the rhapsodic 
criticisms of his work are the high points 
in a biography of rare achievement. . . . 
“Sometimes, on some ghost-lovely sum­
mer day,” concludes Miss Sitwell, “a 
shopkeeper and his son, walking in the 
Twickenham lanes, may meet that little

11
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Writing
a source of income that 
many people neglect

MANY people who should be writing 
never even try it because they just 

can’t picture themselves making "big 
money.” They are so awe-struck by the 
fabulous stories about millionaire authors 
that they overlook the fact that $25. $50 
and $100 or more can often be earned for 
material that takes little time to write— 
stories, articles on home or business man­
agement, sports, travels, recipes, etc.— 
things that can be easily and naturally 
written in spare time.

Miss Alice S. Fisher, Eyebrow, Sask., Can­
ada. is but one of many men and women 
trained by the Newspaper Institute of 
America to make their gift for writing pay 
prompt dividends. She writes:

“Sold my first short story 
the other day. Last sum­
mer an old lady told me a 
happening of pioneer days 
which interested me. I 
wrote it up, and that's the 
result. You can under­
stand that I'm delighted, 
even though the cheque 
was not large.''

Another of'our student members who tried 
is L. A. Emerton, Jack­
son Street, Hanover, 

Pa. He writes:

“My first big thrill came 
last month. An accept­
ance slip! The check that 
followed was not large, but 
I got a real kick out of it 
just the same, for it proved 
that I can write printable 
stuff.”

You, too, can learn to write!
How? By WRITING!

The Newspaper Institute of America offers an 
intimate course in practical writing -a course as 
free from academic "isms” and “ologies" as a 
newspaper office -a course as modern as the 
latest edition of this morning's paper.
Week by week, you receive actual assignments— 
just as if you were right at work on a great metro­
politan daily. Your writing is individually cor­
rected and constructively criticized. A group of 
men with 182 years of newspaper experience 
behind them are responsible for tins instruction. 
Under such sympathetic guidance, you will find 
that (instead of vainly trying to copy some one 
else’s writing tricks) you are rapidly developing 
your own distinctive, self-flavored style. You are 
learning to write by writing —acquiring the same 
experience to which nearly all well-known writers 
of short-stories, novels, magazine articles, etc., 
attribute their success.

How you start
To insure prospective student-members against 
wasting their time and money, we have prepared 
a unique Writing Aptitude Test. This tells you 
whether you possess the fundamental qualities 
necessary to successful writing—acute observa­
tion, dramatic instinct, creative imagination, etc. 
You’ll enjoy this test. Newspaper Institute of 
America, 1776 Broadway, New York.

Newspaper Institute of America 
1776 Broadway, New York

Send me your free Writing Aptitude Test and 
further information on writing for profit, as prom­
ised in Golden Book—June.
Mr. )
Mrs. \................................................................................
Miss }

No salesmen
12E260

(All correspondence confidential, 
will call on you.)

Address...................................................................................
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ghost creeping along—a little shadow in 
rusty black with a cocked hat—and the 
boy overcome with pity for one so small, 
and so bent with pain, will exclaim, "Oh, 
poor man!” And his father will answer: 
"That is not a poor man. That is the 
great and famous Mr. Alexander Pope.”

There is the breath of original, pene­
trating literary criticism about Stefan 
Zweig's Three Masters: Balzac, Dickens, 
Dostoevsky (Viking) that should make 
it one of the not so many real contribu­
tions of our generation to the 
field of criticism ... a field 
neglected now for literary biog­
raphies which tend to replace 
criticism by intimacy. . . . Zweig 
sets out to reveal the inmost 
soul of the creative effort of 
"the three supremely great 
novelists of the nineteenth cen­
tury”—“three endowed with en­
cyclopedic genius"—Balzac, cre­
ator of a world of society, where 
each man is a monomaniac

One of many wood­
cuts by Lynd Ward 
for Hot Countries.

striving after his pre-eminent desire; 
Dickens, creator of a world of the family, 
a comfortable and pleasant world, the 
tenor of which, in spite of tragedies, is 
contentment; Dostoeffsky. creator of the 
"world of the One and the All,” of un­
bearable tensions and volcanic releases 
where characters are no longer simple 
effigies of a quality, but dreadfully senti­
ent and suffering human beings—mostly 
neurotic. ... Mr. Zweig's opinions are no 
superficial summings-up. neatly arrived 
at. . . . A brilliant, critical mind has lived 
with these ideas until they have at last be­
come clear and full to him, and through 
his own amazingly rich pen—and the ex­
cellent translation of Eden and Cedar 
Paul—they become arrestingly clear to 
you. leading your mind over barriers of 
ignorance and indolence to new perspec­
tive. even to a little thinking of your 
own. . . . With Miss Sitwell's Alexander 
Pope, this makes it a big literary month.

From now on, Boccaccio will always 
be to us a somewhat plump, white-faced 
gentleman of middle-age, a little silly 
about his broken-heart and his carefully 
fostered reputation as a devil with the 
ladies. . . . That is what Thomas Caldecot 
Chubb’s excellent Life of Giovanni Boc­
caccio (A. & C. Boni) did to us. . . . Mr. 
Chubb pieces together a picture of the 
Italian story-teller and the world he lived 
in. largely from the evidence in Giovanni’s 
own very autobiographic writings. . . . 
You probably think of Boccaccio as the 
author of the Decameron alone (and Mr. 
Chubb would on the whole agree that 
this is sensible enough) . . . but Boccaccio 
wrote, as a matter of fact, many other 
works both in prose and verse. . . . From 
them Mr. Chubb maps the course of Boc­
caccio’s life, and of his mental and spirit­
ual development. . . . There is the ardent, 
idealistic lover of his early poetic efforts, 
just after he met the “Fiammetta-’ of

the Decameron who was to be the passion 
of his life. . . . Then the disillusioned, 
harder Boccaccio of the long work that 
followed his jilting; Boccaccio in the 
worldly-wise but vigorous days of his 
prime, in the Decameron; Boccaccio 
dulled and coarsened, taking a cheap re­
venge upon the woman who made fun of 
his middle-aged love-making, in 11 Cor- 
baccio; Boccaccio the worthy—even 
stuffy—citizen, friend of Dante and inti­
mate of Petrarch. . . . Via this one tal­
ented gentleman of pre-Renaissance Italy, 

we understand as never before 
the attitude of mind and the 
way of life of a time that was 
to breed genius. . . .

Hot Countries is a book as ex­
otic as its title, full of wood­
cuts of native girls, palm trees 
and elephants that completely 
satisfy our movie-bred ideas of 
Tahiti and such. . . . Alec 
Waugh, its author, is a sophis­
ticated young Londoner, so we

hear, but he writes with a simple zest good 
to encounter.... He has spent most of 
his life traveling, and here are the high 
spots . . . not lurid adventure, not superior 
baedekerizings, but the alive and sensitive 
reactions of a nice person to the vivid 
South Sea life around him. . . . There is 
gaiety, lackadaisicalness, wild abandon, 
and shimmering heat all through these 
pages. ... A Literary Guild choice, pub­
lished by Farrar and Rinehart and illus­
trated by Lynd Ward. . . .

Time out for a little humor:

born—on the wrong side of the bed?; 
my career as an outdoor man; why i took 
up worry; where i lived in new york; 
more hate for new york; i have my 
tonsils out; i take up good hard laziness; 
some neglected correspondence; goldfish 
for zest; children are strange bedfellows 
(a speech); bringing back the sleeping 
porch . . . these are a few of the subjects 
competently discussed, with full illustra­
tion, by Mr. Don Herold in his Strange 
Bedfellows (Farrar and Rinehart). . . . 
There is much that is very funny in this 
book, and a good deal that is dull: many 
good jokes and some bad; the whole made 
memorable by the peerless illustrations 
aforementioned, and a handsome binding 
of bed-ticking that was somebody’s very 
bright idea. . . .

In Elsie Dinsmore on the Loose (Cape 
and Smith) Josie Turner parodies the 
“Elsie" books of sacred memory. . . . The 
originals (in which Martha Finley cov­
ered Elsie’s life rather fully from child­
hood to great-grandmotherhood) are easy 
to parody, but it is hard to make the 
parody funnier than the original. . . . This 
burlesque simply rubs in the incongruities 
that are implicit in the books themselves. 
. . . Miss Finley tells sincerely of Elsie’s 
great moral struggles (as when, torn be­
tween her father’s command to play and
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REVIEW OF 
REVIEWS 6 Reasons

The T^eview 
of T^eviews 
Is the Leading 

News Magazine 
of today

^

It’s a 
Crystallizer of 
View Point— 
It Gives You 

the Assurance 
to Express an

Opinion

Why you’ll like the Review of Reviews

j BECAUSE—It brings you all the worth while news, both here 
and abroad. Once a month the Review of Reviews gives you the 
true, sifted substance of all that’s going on in the world. A 
clarifying account, impartially told, of national affairs, political 
trends, social problems, foreign affairs and trade relations, 
activities in the world of business and finance—-“like a monthly 
chat with an old friend who knows all about everything.”

2 BECAUSE —- It gives you more than the news. It gives an 
interpretation of the news. Once a month the Review of Reviews 
clarifies the disconnected, confusing news story you get through 
your daily reading. It interprets the news in practical terms. It 
makes you see our busy world in one complete picture.

3 BECAUSE — Each issue contains Dr. Shaw’s intensely inter­
esting editorials on subjects of national importance. Each month 
an article by Frank H. Simonds, the well known authority on 
European affairs.

4 BECAUSE — It’s a digest of other magazines. You can’t read 
them all. Anything that is published in periodicals or books that 
is too good to miss will be passed on to you in brief in the Review 
of Reviews. It’s a time-saver for busy men and women who wish 
to keep up with the times.

5 BECAUSE — It acquaints you with the outstanding person­
alities of the day and has departments to cover every field of 
activity, Finance, Travel, Science, Books, Religion, and Sport.

fa BECAUSE -—■ It is the most inexpensive way to carry on a 
continuous education and no one can afford to stop educating 
himself.

“AN INTELLIGENT UNDERSTAND- 
ING”—Your interpretations of events 
constitute a unique contribution toward an 
intelligent understanding of history in the 
making.—Charles M. Schwab, Chair­
man of the Board, Bethlehem Steel Corporation

“INTIMATELY AND GRACEFULLY 
AND UNDERSTANDINGLY” — I have 
read the Review of Reviews in its new form 
from cover to cover. It is a wonder to me— 
always—to observe how intimately and 
gracefully and understandingly you present 
the outstanding characters and affairs of 
the wide world from month to month.— 
Irving Bacheller, A uthor.

“ONE OF OUR INDISPENSABLE 
MAGAZINES” — The Review of Reviews 
has always been one of our indispensable 
magazines ever since it was founded. You 
are to be congratulated in making it more 
indispensable—if that is possible. — 
Charles A. Beard, Author.

“WELL-BALANCED, HIGH-MINDED”
—I have been long accustomed to looking 
forward every month to the well-balanced, 
high-minded, and forward-looking com­
ments which you have fortunately been 
able to make year after year for several 
decades.—Edwin R. Seligman, Depart­
ment of Political Science, Columbia Uni­
versity.

“ALWAYS HELPFUL’*—I never turn to 
it without obtaining both light and leading. 
—John W. Davis, Democratic Nominee 
for President, 1924.

“A SOURCE OF PROFIT AND PLEAS­
URE” — For many years the Review of 
Reviews has been a source of profit and 
pleasure to me and I would like you to 
know that, as one of its long time readers, 
I feel grateful for its change in form. It is as 
easy to handle as before, and a joy to read.
—Col. Edward M. House, Author and 
Diplomat. ■

THIS COUPON
will bring you 
a six months’ 
trial 
subscription ► Review 

of Reviews 
Corporationfor

$1
* 55 Fifth Ave.

4 New York City 
+ I enclose $1.00 for a 

special Six Months’ 
Trial Subscription to 

the Review of Reviews

Name

Address.

G.R 6-30
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America’s Fastest Growing Book Club 
Gives You

*2-to $5 Books
Jor ONLY 42<
Get a New Book Every 
Month fora Year for $5

Now books that every 
book lover wants — at a 
price that anyone can 
lightly pay. Works that 
would merit a price of 
$2.50 to $5 if published in 
the ordinary way. Their 
authors, outstanding 
writers and thinkers of

Louis 
Untcrmcyer

tory. Such

Horace M. 
Kallen

this country and Europe. Their field, all 
that appeals to the human mind—fiction, 
drama, poetry, science, biography, his- 

are Paper Books, which 
are helping new thousands 
every month to read and 
own'the best current liter­
ature at 1/6 to 1/12 of 
customary retail prices.

Think of it !—you get 
each Paper Book for only 
42 cents — a book every 
month for a year for $5. 
Enormous sales through

yearly “club” subscriptions enable the 
publisher to make a small profit on many 
books rather than a large profit on a few. 
They enable you to obtain twelve new 
books for the price of one.

Selected by Famous 
Literary Artists

Paper Books are not cut­
price reprints. They are 
new—full length—full size 
—200 to 350 pages— 
strongly bound and beau­
tifully printed. They are 
published from manuscripts Lincoln 

Colcordanteed

Padraic 
Colum

Editorial Board of eminent 
writers and critics : Horace 
M. Kallen. Louis Unfer­

tile following

meyer. Padraie Colum. 
Lincoln Colcord. Everett 
Dean Martin.

Covers, end papers and
drawn by 

Rockwellthe noted
Kent. Format, printing and binding are 
supervised by Elmer Adler, one of 
America's master workers with type. 
Quality books to own and keep, at book 
rental cost!

Read “The Master of 
the Day of Judyment” 

FREE

Ererctt 
Dean 

Martin

Examine a typical Paper 
Book before you pay one 
cent. Mail the coupon 
below and .you will receive 
the current issue. “The 
Master of the Day of 
Judgment,” by the cele­
brated German novelist. 
Leo Perutz. Read this 
weird, fantastic tale of
medieval mystery. If you don't like it, 
send it back without tin* slightest ob­
ligation. If you do like it. keep it and 
send us $5. Then the mail man will bring 
you a new Paper Book every month for 
a year—each work entirely different 
from the rest and costing you only 42 
cents.

Mail this Coupon Today
Charles Boni -Paper Books - Dept. 66 
80 Fifth Avenue, New York City.

Please send me "The Master of the Day of Judg­
ment." Within live days after receiving tile book 
I will send you $5 for a paid-in-full subscription 

I to Paper Books (a book a month for a year) or 
I return the book. (Send cheek with coupon if you 

prefer.)
I Name ....................................................................................
I Street ....................................................................................  
| City ................................................ State ........................

I GJ. S. possessions and foreign countries, $6 
: payable in advance)

sing for his guests and the fact that it is 
the Sabbath, she faints and falls from 
the piano stool). . . . Miss Turner projects 
Elsie against a background of cocktails, 
whoopee and breach of promise suits, and 
is louder, but not funnier. . . .

Back to novels, crime, one thing and 
another:

Wallace Irwin’s The Days of Her Life 
(Houghton, Mifflin) is hardly historical 
at all, compared with our others. ... It 
brings back San Francisco in the “un­
sterilized eighties’’ and the energetic, 
pushing, comfortable nineties. . . . To San 
Francisco comes Emma Beecher, daughter 
of the Colorado mining camps, highly 
moral mistress, self-taught lady, splendid 
and respected wife. ... It is a book writ­
ten with evident sincerity, with an affec­
tion for the San Francisco of the old days 
and for Emma which proves contagious. 
. . . No bubbling humor here, of the Mr. 
Irwin who created Hashimura Togo and 
Love Sonnets of a Hoodlum, but sound 
novel-writing—and that pervasive fond­
ness for his subject which keeps bringing 
to one’s mind a picture of a broke, 
pleasant, young newspaper man Irwin, 
wandering the San Francisco streets in 
the days of her flagrant glory. . . .

The middle volume of the trilogy of 
which Ultima Thule was the stunning 
last has now been reissued. ... The Way 
Home (Norton) stands midway between 
Australia Felix and Ultima Thule in 
achievement as well as in chronology. . . . 
In it Henry Handel Richardson presents 
the rich developmental years in the lives 
of Richard and Mary Mahony, the flour­
ishing of their fortune, the coming of 
their children—above all, the sharpen­
ing definition of their marriage, and of 
Richard's character, “so solitary, so self­
centered, so self-tormented” 
... of his need of Mary to 
nerve him, to soothe him. to 
save him from “life which, 
with every caprice satisfied, 
had yet become so hard for 
him, become an hourly tussle 
with flimsy, immaterial phan­
toms.’’ . . . The tempo and 
the excellence of the book are 
uneven—there are barren 
stretches compared with the 
cumulating effectiveness of 
every page of Ultima Thule. 
. . . Interest lags in the first 
journey away from Australia,

Drawing by Mahlon 
Blaine for The FooTs 

Parade.

and in some of the excellent digressions 
where the secondary characters, roundly 
portrayed, still interfere with, rather than 
build up the picture that is the heart of 
the book—the relationship of Richard 
and Mary. . . .

The instructive and diverting auto­
biography of Henry Tufts, criminal, first 
published in 1807. has now been reissued 
by Duffield, edited and with an introduc­
tion by Edmund Pearson. . . . Henry Tufts

was a naive gentleman who early won 
a reputation for stealing apples and 
maidens' virtue, and later, finding that 
when he set out to be honest (he tried 
one summer) no one would trust him, he 
branched out into a rather thorough career 
as adventurer, thief, swindler. Indian doc­
tor, Revolutionary private and deserter, 
fake parson, escaped convict and Don 
Juan. . . . He approaches at last within 
the dark shadow of the noose, is par­
doned. and ends in a very fury of repent­
ance and advice to the young. ... A 
splendid book to dip into: it can hardly 
be opened without hitting upon a quaint 
little trick or thought of the inimitable 
Harry, whom no one appreciates more 
than Harry himself. . . .

Modern criminals are a touch more 
scientific than Henry Tufts. . . . Danny 
Ahearn has been charged with twenty-two 
major crimes in New York alone. . . . He 
knows his subject, and he has set forth 
his knowledge in How to Commit a Mur­
der (Ives Washburn) fascinating inside 
stuff for anyone who likes crime. . . . 
Danny holds the national championship 
for avoiding prison, and here explains his 
methods; also the best ways to accomplish 
stick-ups, murders, and assorted vices. 
His credo is:

Trust nobody
Don’t run with “mobs” (gangs)
Have connections
Don't squeal on cops
Be careful how you shoot a Chinaman. 

A vital part of the Ahearn system is the 
comparative analysis of risk and probable 
profit. You don't stick up a store without 
a good expectancy of profit; in the same 
way. you do not commit murder for 
merely personal reasons (Mr. Ahearn 
never shoots a lady unless he is paid for 
it). . . . The book is in Danny's own con­

versational style, taken down 
hot off his gold teeth by two 
stenographers. . . .

Five convicts, escaped from 
the unspeakable French penal 
colony of Cayenne, battle 
their way through a hundred 
miles of African jungle in 
John W. Vandercock's ex­
traordinary story. The Fools’ 
Parade. . . . They are without 
guns or food, pursued by 
dreadful terrors, surrounded 
by dangers which inflame the 
imagination. . . . Yet they find

there love and the redemption of their 
self-respect. ... It is a strange novel, as 
full of the African spirit as Black Ma­
jesty or Tom-Tom, Mr. Yandercock’s 
former books. . . . Harpers has given it 
a handsome format, with illustrations by 
Mahlon Blaine that are weird as only he 
can be. . . .

Manuscripts weighing more than two 
elephants have been submitted to the 
Longmans, Green annual Prize Novel
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VOICE
Now 

you can 
have the 
VOICE 

you want 
100% 

Improvement
Guaranteed

Send today for free Voice Book telling about amaz­
ing New SILENT Method of Voice Training. Increase your 
range, your tone qualities. Banish huskiness and hoarseness. 
Learn to sing with greater ease. 100 o/ o improvement guar­
anteed—or money back. Write today for free booklet—one of 
the greatest booklets on voice training ever written.

PERFECT VOICE INSTITUTE. Dept. A-660
1922 Sunnyside Ave.. Chicago

College Courses

S
AT HOME

Carry on your education. Develop power to ini­
tiate and achieve. Earn credit toward a Bachelor 
degree or Teaching Certificate by correspond­
ence. Select from 450 coursesin 45 subjects, in­
cluding English, Mathematics, History, Edu­
cation , Psychology, Economics, the Languages, 
etc. Write for catalog.

®l)t ?Mniber£iitp of (Cljitago
443 ELLIS HALL CHICAGO. ILL.

SUMMER SESSIONS
MODERN SHORT STORY WRITING
JOHN GALLISHAW is now forming his Summer dis­
cussion group in the craftsmanship of short story 
writing. The group will meet at headquarters in

NEW YORK
for 12 weeks beginning July 5th. Those interested 
in speeding their arrival through professional as­
sistance and individual guidance are invited to 
write for the new prospectus.

JOHN GALLISHAW
11 West 42nd St. New York, N. Y.

BeThe Man Behind The Camera
Big Pay—Fascinating Work

Trained Motion Picture Cameramen in nation-wide de­
mand-salaries of $60 to $250 a week. FREE Book tells 
how you can quickly qualify at home or in our studios 
for well-paid position as ( ) Motion Picture Camera­
man. ( ) Projectionist. ( ) “Still" Photographer or 
( )Photo-Finisher. Write for it NOW!

New York Institute of Photography
Dept. M-5228, 10 West 33rd Street, New York City

LEARN THE SECRET OF

MONEY MAKING
RIGHT IN YOUR OWN HOME

Hight in your own home you can earn an extra income. 
Turn your leisure moments into ready cash by becom­
ing a subscription representative of the magazine you 
are note read'ng and our other publication, the 
Review of Reviews.

IT IS
Sim pie—Convenient 

Experience Unnecessary
Write at once for free details concerning this re­
markable offer.

"Short StorgWriting
IW iM'ZWEBIIZWCM!

DR ESENWEIN

A practical forty-lesson 
course in the writing and 
marketing of the Short Story, 
taught by Dr. J. Berg Esen- 
wein, famous critic and 
teachex; Editor of The 
Writer’s Monthly.
One pupil has earned over 
$5,000 writing in his spare 
time—hundreds are selling 
constantly to the leading 
publishers.

150 page catalog free. Please address 
The Home Correspondence School 

Established 1897
71 Dept. 49 Springfield, Mass.
Lili | MI IM IHIMIBIMIMIMIM

Contest, just closed. . . . There were in I 
all 81,250,000 words submitted: the cost I 
of typing them is estimated at $42,625 i 
. . . And the disillusioned soul who pro­
vided these statistics also estimates the 
worth of the time spent in writing these 
novels. She puts it at $32,500. or $10,125 
less than the typing cost. . . .

The majesty and downfall of a race are 
caught in the absorbing story of Plenty­
coups, eighty-year-old chief of the Crows, 
as it is told by Frank Linderman in I 
American (John Day). . . . Plenty-coups, 
greatest Indian chief alive, through the 
slow medium of sign language and in­
terpreters. pictured for his old friend Mr. 
Linderman the life of the old-time plains 
Indians . . . their battles with wolf and 
buffalo, with other Indians, with the 
usurping white man. ... It is rich with 
Indian lore and character, and it has a 
tragically moving theme. . . . Mr. Linder­
man has spent forty years among the In­
dians in the Montana country, and has 
become one of the most earnest and au­
thentic white spokesmen for them. . . .

In High Occasions, Abbie Graham looks i 
back with the eye of maturity at the 
important moments in a girl’s life. ... I 
Her subjects range from "On taking care 
lest one be stolen by fairies,’’ and “On 
wishing you had been someone else." to 
such practical themes as organizing one's 
first club, and having to wear one's last 
year's coat. . . . The short sketches are 
reminiscent of almost forgotten trials and 
thrills of childhood, done with consider­
able charm. . . . The Woman's Press pub­
lishes it. . . .

According to Baker & Taylor, the ten 
best sellers in fiction at the moment are: 
The Door, by Mary Roberts Rinehart. 
Cimarron, by Edna Ferber.
Golden Dawn, by Peter B. Kyne. 
Exile, by Warwick Deeping.
The Woman of Andros, by T. Wilder. 
Ladybird, by Grace L. Hill.
Rice, by Louise J. Miln.
Uncle Sam, by John Erskine.
The Great Meadow, by E. M. Roberts.
The Town of Tombarel, by W. J. Locke.

And on the general list:
I’ll Tell Yon Why, by Chic Sale.
The Strange Death of President Harding, 

by Gaston B. Means.
All About Amos ’n’ Andy, by Charles 

Correll and Freeman F. Gosden.
Byron, by Andre Maurois.
The Specialist, by Chic Sale.
The Christ of Every Road, by E. Stanley 

Jones.
Cross Word Puzzle Book, by Buranelli. 

Hartswick and Petheridge.
Is Sex Necessary? by Thurber and White. 
The Art of Thinking, by Ernest Dimnet. ; 
Sleep, by D. A. Laird and C. G. Miller.

For 338 pages, Boyden Sparkes and 
Samuel Taylor Moore tell us that Hetty 
Green loved money. . . . Hetty Green, a '

I Gambled 2^ 
and Won 
$35,840 

in 2 Years”

A Story for Men and Women 
Who Are Dissatisfied with 

Themselves

TWO years ago my earnings were $2,080 
per year! I was discontented, unhappy.

I was not getting ahead. And I wanted the 
luxuries of life like other people.

But it all seemed hopeless. I was beset 
with fears—afraid of losing my job—afraid 
of the future. I was “scatterbrained.'’ I 
had a thousand half-baked ideas to make 
more money, but acted on none of them.

Today 1 have an income of $20,000 a 
year—$17,920 more than it was two years 
ago. A difference of $35,840. _

Once 1 wandered through life aimlessly. 
Today I have a definite goal and the will to 
reach it. Once I looked forward hopefully 
to a $5-a-week increase in salary. Today I 
look forward confidently to a $100-a-weck 
increase in my earnings.

What magic was it that changed my whole 
life? Here’s the answer in one word— 
Pclmanism. I gambled 2c on it. Yet with­
out it. I might have stayed in a rut for life.

Pelmanism taught me how to think straight 
and true. It focused my aim on one thing. 
It dispelled my fears—improved my memory. 
Initiative, organizing ability, forcefulness 
were a natural result. Inertia disappeared 
—so also did mind-wandering and inde­
cision. With new allies—and old enemies 
beaten—I was prepared for anything.

I want other average men to gamble 2c 
as I did. For the cost of a postage stamp 
I sent for the booklet about Pelmanism, 
called “Scientific Mind Training.” Reading 
that free book started me on my climb.* * *

The Pelman Institute will be glad to send 
a copy of “Scientific Mind Training” to any 
interested individual—FREE. It explains 
Pelmanism—tells how it has helped over 
700,000 people during the last 30 years. 
World figures like Lieut.-Gen. Sir Robert 
Baden-Powell. Frank P. Walsh, Prince 
Charles of Sweden, and many others praise 
this book—which may completely alter your 
own life. And it’s FREE. No obligation. 
Simply mail coupon NOW.

The Pelman Institute of America
71 West 45th Street, Suite G-616, New York

The Pelman Institute of America
Suite G-616, 71 West 45th St., New York City

Please send me without obligation your free booklet 
“Scientific Mind Training.” This does not place me 
under any obligation and no salesman is to call on me.

Name ................ . ............................................................................

Address .......................................................................... ..............

City................................................................. State.......................
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“This Great Booh Is
Made FOR YOU”

give you the whole word 
• " power of the English lan­

guage—the answer to every ques­
tion about words, their meaning, 
and correct use.

give you a ready store- 
• house of facts covering ' 
every subject under the sun— 
a single volume whose type 
matter is equivalent to a 15- 
volume encyclopedia.

give you. for home 
* “ and office use, y 
the “ Supreme Au-_ 
thority” of the^ 
English-speaking Zr, 
world so thatyou^vJ 
may always be sure of your facts.

The “Supreme Authority” 

WEBSTER’S NEW 
INTERNATIONAL 

DICTIONARY
Praised by hundreds of Supreme Court Judges as 
their authority. Indorsed by the Presidents and 
Department Heads of leading Universities and 
Colleges. Used as standard by the Government 
Printing Office.

A Library In One Volume
In its 2,700 pages there are 452,000 entries, 
including thousands of NEW WORDS; 12,000 
biographical entries; 32,000 geographical subjects;

100 valuable tables; over 6,000 
illustrations. Its up-to-date, 
encyclopedic information 
makes it the most conveni­
ent and dependable refer­
ence work.

Get The Best
See it at your bookstore, 
or write for FREE illus­
trated pamphlet con­
taining sample pages.

G. & C. MERRIAM CO. 
Springfield, Mass.

TalklA find Movie Producers are clamor- ■ dnu IVIWIV ing for new short story
ideas, plots, etc. Perhaps you can write one that we can 
shape and sell for you. One writer (V. M.) received $3000. 
New York best market. Write for full particulars.
Daniel O’Malley Co., Suite A, 1776 Broadway, New York

First Editions and 
are HOOKS, Fine Sets.

CATALOGUES MAILED FREE

Schulte’s Book Store, Inc.
80 Fourth Avenue, New York

THIS SECRET SERVICE BOOK

Dtr^SSS

rtS^

^FREE
for 30 Days Reading 

No Money Down
Actual Crime Cases 
If You Act Quick!—We will 

Bend you postpaid and FREE for 30 
days reading—this stirring, gripping book 

on Crime Detection, Secret Service and Identifica­
tion Work. Written by outstanding authority. You fol­
low the operator straight through as he unravels some 
of the most baffling cases that have ever confronted offi­
cials. Nothing like it ever before. Send no money. The 
book comes to you postpaid for 80 days free reading. Then, if 
you decide to keep it, send me only $1.00. If not, return it. 
That’s all. WRITE TODAY—before this offer Is withdrawn. 
T. G. Cooke. Book Dept A-660 1920 Sunnyside Ave.. Chicago, III.

CURIOUS 
BOOKS

1. Unusual Reprints . . .
2. Unexpurgated Volumes

3. Private Presses ....
4. Curiosa and Esoterica

5. Limited Editions....
6. Foreign Translations

Send for descriptive catalogues

THE PANURGE PRESS 
925 BROADWAY, NEW YORK

Woman Who Loved Money (Doubleday, 
Doran) is the monotonous but somehow 
fascinating account of a mania. ... A 
thousand details build up the picture. . . . 
Hetty as a girl buying a bond with the 
pocket-money given her to spend on a 
trip to New York; Hetty herself doctor­
ing an adored son’s injured knee until it 
had finally to be amputated because she 
had not been able to bring herself to 
spend money on a doctor; Hetty on Wall 
Street in shabby black, making many 
thousands of dollars each day, and spend­
ing her nights at Bowery boarding houses 
under assumed names in order to avoid 
tax assessors; Hetty greeting a close 
friend after a long absence, but rushing 
off immediately because the time-limit on 
a street-car transfer she held was about 
to expire; her sordid legal battles to 
avoid relatively small payments. . . . And 
yet Hetty is a lovable figure. Pursued 
by horrible fears, vindictive, still she has 
a vitality, a charm which survives in 
these dollar-spattered pages. . . .

Spring Books
'Novels

Rogue Herries, by Hugh Walpole. 
Doubleday-Doran. $2.50. A lusty novel of 
an eighteenth century gentleman in eight­
eenth century England. Mr. Walpole at 
times brings a true character to life, and 
throughout presents a highly readable and 
brilliant panorama of Cumberland of that day.

Regency Windows, by David Emerson. 
Little, Brown. $2.50. Another period novel, 
this one of political plotting, court life and 
love intrigues in Regency London.

Arundel, by Kenneth Roberts. Double­
dav-Doran. $2.50. An historical romance of 
Revolutionary times, with no end of romance 
and plenty of history. We follow Benedict 
Arnold on his way through the Maine wilder­
ness to the ill-fated attack on Quebec.

Elsie Dinsmore on the Loose, by Josie 
Turner. Cape and Smith. $2. One of 
America's best-loved heroines adventures into 
cocktails and whoopee, but loses none of her 
simple purity. Not as funny as the original 
“Elsie” books.

The Way Home, by Henry Handel Rich­
ardson. Norton. $2.50. The last of the 
trilogy about Richard and Mary Mahony; 
almost as fine as Ultima Thule.

The Days of Her Life, by Wallace Irwin. 
Houghton Mifflin. $2.50. From mining camp 
to the gay and dangerous San Francisco of 
the 80's and 90’s with Emma Beecher, 
heroine.

The Fools’ Parade, by John W. Vander- 
cock. Harper. $2.50. The incredibly dread­
ful and adventurous journey of five convicts 
through the African jungle, illustrated with 
more than sufficient weirdness by Mahlon 
Blaine. ,

Huntsman in the Sky, by Granville Too- 
good. Brewer and Warren. $2.50. Genius 
struggling toward the light in Philadelphia. 
A first novel and a good one.

The Party Dress, by Joseph Hergeshvimer. 
Knopf. $2.50. This epic of the country club 
is a love story of beautiful, married Nina 
and an artistic bachelor. Hergesheimer at 
his most competent as a story-teller, if not 
the artist of Java Head or Cythcrca. .

Spanish Holiday, by Eleanor Merccin. 
Harper. $2.50. A tall, young Virginian and 
a gay toreador have adventures with a 
danscuse and an English gentlewoman.

The Crimson Dawn, by Norton S. Parker. 
Dial. $2. One of America's most successful 
of scenario writers trieshis hand at a no\el. 
Tt has all the cinema ingredients, with lots 
of love and adventure, on a yacht in the 
South Seas.

Good books cheaper is the lovely goal 
of Dodd, Mead and Company, Harcourt, 
Brace and Company, Harper and Brothers 
and Little, Brown and Company, coopera­
tors in Blue Books. Inc. . . . Blue Books 
are to be worthwhile non-fiction volumes 
in inexpensive editions, the rights con­
tributed by these four firms or bought 
from non-member houses. ... It all 
sounds pretty millennial to us. . . .

Gamaliel Bradford recently picked as 
the best biographies published in recent 
years Beveridge’s Lincoln, Strachey’s 
Elizabeth and Essex, Werner’s Bryan, 
Mrs. Ellis' Ruskin, Wagenknecht’s 
Dickens, Speight’s Bunyan, Chinard’s Jef- 
jerson, Johnson’s Randolph of Roanoke, 
Howe’s James Ford Rhodes and Gor­
man’s Dumas. . . . We can think of some 
others which might be on the list, includ­
ing one or two of Mr. Bradford’s own. 
. . . We’d tell you, only we’ve run out of 
space. . . .

F. F.

The Painted Minx, by Robert W. Cham­
bers. Appleton. $2.50. Historical romance 
of New York in the days of the American 
Revolution. Actress heroine separated from 
soldier hero by the vagaries of war.

Clash of Angels, by Jonathan Daniels. 
Brewer and Warren. $2.50. The fall of the 
angels, with Heaven for Main Street. Beauty 
and irony in a good story.

Three-a-Day, by Dorothy Heyward. Cen­
tury. $2.50. Young love and vaudeville cir­
cuits, deftly and lightly handled by the 
talented wife of DuBose Heyward.

Doctors’ Wives, by Henry and Sylvia 
Lieferant. Little Brown. $2.50. The havoc 
created by the jealousy of doctors’ wives for 
the absorbing profession which takes their 
husbands' interest from them.

Flood, by Robert Neumann. Covici, 
Friede. $3. A staccato picture of pathetic 
humanity in a tragic world. German real­
ism at its depressing worst.

Ladies’ Man, by Rupert Hughes. Harper. 
$2. A mystery of the New York high society 
favored of novelists.

Gloucestermen, by James B. Connolly. 
Scribners. $2.50. Mr. Connolly’s famous 
stories of the fishing fleet brought together 
for the first time in one volume.

Rice, by Louise Jordan Miln. Stokes. $2. 
Another Chinese story by Mrs. Miln. The 
theme is an old one, sacrifice of mother for 
daughter, and daughter’s struggle through 
life in China's peasant class.

Show Me Death ! by W. Redvcrs Dent. 
Harper. $2.50. War from the viewpoint of 
those who were disabled.

Hard Money, by Clarence Budington Kel- 
land. Harper. $2.50. A two-fisted story of 
an earlier and more strenuous America. 
Jan Van Horn fights the hard fight for the 
goods of the world, but neglects the home 
defenses.

Loyal Lover, by Margaret Widdemer. 
Farrar and Rinehart. $2. Sentimentally 
Miss Widdemer writes of the old triangle. 
An English girl leaves the quiet shores of 
Devon for love and adventure in the bust­
ling States.

Biography
Alexander Pope, by Edith Sitwell. Cos­

mopolitan. $4. A brilliantly rhapsodic biog­
raphy of the hunchbacked Pope, and an 
emphatic defense of his poetry. One of the 
memorable biographies of the season.

Three Masters, by Stefan Zweig. Viking 
Press. $3. Studies of the three supreme 
novelists of the nineteenth century, Balzac, 
Dickens and Dostoievsky. The genius of
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PHILOSOPHIC TALES
B Y

EMIL ST. CYR
A MODERN SEQUEL TO 

Edgar Allan Poe’s
“ THOUSAND-and-SECOND 
TALE of SCHEHERAZADE " 
A treasure-trove of “ food for 

thought ” that, if you have an 
open and analytical mind, you 
will enjoy during your hours 
of leisure or in the quiet soli­
tude of your vacation.

Postage Prepaid .... $3.00 
PUBLISHER’S BOOK REVIEW 

320-322 S. Ashland Blv’d.
CHICAGO.

This Ought to Be Proof—
that THE NEW WRITER'S MAGAZINE is 
filling a real need among writers when folks write 
letters like this about it.
Dear Editor,

I haz e just received my third copy of your valu­
able magazine and want to say 1 think it the 
greatest help for amateur writers of any writer’s 
magazine published. Every issue is as good as a 
training course. 1 do not want to miss a single 
issue.

I wish it every success,
Miss si rinc Bush, 

Minneapolis, Minn.
If you have the urge to write, you need this new 

magazine. Friendly editors who have learned 
HOW, tell you each month what you need to 
know. Knowing how is half the success and The 
New Writer’s Magazine keeps you posted.

NOTE THIS SPECIAL TRIAL OFFER
You Couldn’t Spend a Dollar to Better 

Advantage
Send us $1.00 for a six month subscription and 

you may send along one of your 1000 or 1200 
word stories and our criticism department will tell 
you FREE just what possibilities your story has. 
This service alone will be worth much more than 
$1.00 to you. Don’t miss this special offer. Send 
today.

Address—THE NEW WRITER’S MAGAZINE
Upland, Ind._____________ __________________ Drawer 103

BOOKS 1/2 PRICE

STANDARD WORKS
1. RABELAIS, complete in 1 volume ($4.50), $2.25.
2. BALZAC, Droll Stories, complete, 425 illustra* 

tions ($7-50), $3.75.
3. POE, Tales, Poetry and Criticism, in 1 volume 

(pub. at $5.00), $2.50.
4. OSCAR WILDE, Salome ($7-50 illustrated), $3.75.
5. AMIEL’S Intimate Journal, ($3.50), $1.50.
6. ROUSSEAU, Confessions, complete ($4.50), $2.25*
7. VOLTAIRE, Candide (illustrated, $7 50 edition), 

$3.75.
8. SABATINI, Life of Cesare Borgia ($4.50), $2.00­
9. DOUGHTY, Arabia Deserta ($5.00 edition), $2.50.

10. HARRY KEMP, Boccaccio's Untold Tale ($2.00), 
$1.00.

11. BEN. FRANKLIN, Poor Richard’s Almanac 
($2.50), $1.25.

SEND COUPON BELOW
FAUST BOOK SERVICE

61 East 8th St., N. Y. Phone: Stuy. 0995
Catalogue G on Request

FAUST BOOK SERVICE
LIBRARY BUILDERS

61 East 8th St., N. Y.
Send me the books circled below for which find check or 
money order enclosed. If I am not satisfied, my money will be 
returned.
123456789 10 11

Name...............................................................................................

Address....

each is made profoundly clear in brilliant 
critical and biographical writing.

Giovanni Boccaccio, by Thomas Caldecot 
Chubb. A. and C. Boni. $3. A careful por­
trait reconstructed largely from what Boc­
caccio gives away about himself in his vol­
uminous writings. A vivid recreation of the 
Italy of Dante, Petrarch and Boccaccio.

American, by Frank B. Linderman. John 
Day. $3.50. The life story of a great Indian 
chief, Plenty-coups of the Crows, told to a 
man who has lived among the Indians for 
forty years. A dignified and engrossing 
picture of the days before the coming of the 
white man, and of the downfall of a race.

The Autobiography of a Criminal, by 
Henry Tufts. Edited by Edmund Pearson. 
Duffield. $3. The true life story of an 
engaging criminal, first printed in Dover, 
N. H., in 1807. Mr. Tufts broke almost 
every statute on the legal records with zest, 
charm, and profit to himself.

Hetty Green, by Boyden Sparkes and 
Samuel Taylor Moore. Doubleday-Doran. 
$5. The fantastic story of America’s richest 
woman, who dressed in cast-offs and spent 
years living in rooming houses under 
assumed names in order to avoid paying an 
income tax. She seems to have gotten a 
lot of fun out of it.

The Last Rustler, by Lee Sage. Little, 
Brown. $3. An honest-to-goodness product 
of the old West, Lee Sage tells his life story 
amusingly in cowboy dialect, campfire style. 
Good anecdotes.

Arrogance, by Louis Couperus. Farrar 
and Rinehart. $3. A pictorial display rather 
than an historical account of Xerxes’ cam­
paign against the Greeks.

My Life, by Leon Trotsky. Scribners. $5. 
A famous rebel tells the story of the Russian 
Revolution from his angle, and attempts to 
explain himself.

De Soto and the Conquistadores, by 
Theodore Maynard. Longmans, Green. $3.50. 
The Spanish adventurers and explorers had 
a pretty thrilling time of it and deserve much 
credit, here given them.

Simon Bolivar, by TTildegarde Angell. 
W. W. Norton. $3. Dashing Simon Bolivar, 
the South American Liberator, had an active 
life. From 1810 to 1830 he pushed the cause 
of independence to a successful conclusion, 
and found time for much glamor on the 
side. A readable, scholarly story.

George Eliot, by J. Lewis May. Bobbs 
Merrill. $3.50. For the first time divested 
of the gray cloak of ultra-respectability 
George Eliot emerges as a great woman and 
a genius.

General
Grandeur and Misery of Victory, by 

Georges Clemenceau. Harcourt, Brace. $5. 
The stark and moving picture of the defeat 
of victory by the peace-making. A memor­
able picture of the days and the men who 
have made history during the past eleven 
years.

Hot Countries, by Alec Waugh. Farrar 
and Rinehart. $3. Wanderings through 
South Sea islands and nearby countries. 
Entertaining, and beautifully illustrated 
with woodcuts by Lynd Ward.

How to Commit a Murder, by Danny 
Ahearn. Ives Washburn. $2.50. A gentle­
man who has been put through the third 
degree in every big city in the country, but 
who has never been caught unless he wanted 
to be, gives you the low-down on his own 
and the police professions.

Toward Civilization, edited and with an 
introduction by Charles A. Beard. Long­
mans, Green. $3. Concrete answer to the 
challenge of Whither Mankind. A group of 
noted contemporary scientists and engineers 
say Toward Civilization and prove their 
contention in this collection of essays.

A History of American Magazines, by 
Frank Luther Mott. Appleton. $10. A 
mine of information for those who are inter­
ested in periodical publishing and its history.

Love in the Machine Age, by Floyd Dell. 
Farrar and •Rinehart. $3.50. Floyd Dell 
turns out a weighty and pretty worthy book

you,too,can write 
stories that sell

.... and win a share of 
these rich rewards
How you can borrow John Gal- 
lishaw’s complete short-story 
method free for 5 days. Former 
Asst. Dean of Harvard has 
discovered and developed 
scores of now-famous writers. 
Gives users of method FREE 
Mss. Analysis. Not an expen­
sive correspondence course.

IF you have ever thrilled to the thought of 
seeing YOUR NAME featured on maga­
zine covers—if you ever felt that you, 

too, would like to reap the rich rewards of a 
literary career . . . John Gallishaw now offers 
to show yon the way.

Basic Principles Behind Every 
Successful Story

Using the Gallishaw method you follow the 
shorter, surer, sounder course, applying the 
fundamental principles behind every success­
ful and great piece of fiction. John Gallishaw 
proves that there are only two ways to write a suc­
cessful story. This and his other great discoveries 
resulting from the examination and careful analysis 
of thousands of master stories are now re­
vealed to you in two remarkable volumes totaling 
1000 pages -and giving the complete text of the 
famous Gallishaw Course in Creative Writing. 
Writers have paid $500 for this instruction in 
personal consultation.

The Gallishaw Method
Tn Vol. T of his two-volume Course, “The Only 
Two II’ays to Write a Story,” you are told ex­
actly ‘‘how to put a story together.” The muster 
secrets of story building are here given to you. 
Yon no longer ask “Where do I go from here?”— 
you have mastered craftsmanship and can give 
tree rein to your creative expression. Then the 
other half of the Course, Vol. II, “The Twenty 
Problems of Fiction Writing,” tells you “how to 
tell your story.” Here all matters of style and 
plot development are charted for you so you can 
quickly absorb and make them a part of your 
writing self. And then—to help you correctly 
apply the fundamental principles of craftsmanship 
—to show you how to develop your talent to its 
maximum—to give you John Gallishaw’s personal 
advice and assistance—as a user of his method 
you get a free anlaysis of a story written by your­
self.

Complete Method Free for Five Days
To give you the PROOF that the Gallishaw 
Method can assure your greatest artistic develop­
ment and bring you, too, the rich financial rewards 
that await the writer with this mastery of the basic 
principles of fiction craftsmanship—-you can bor­
row, examine and use John Gallishazv’s 2-Vol. 
Course for five days absolutely free of charge. 
Accept this liberal offer. You have nothing to 
lose and everything to gain. Mail at once the 
Free-Examination Form printed below. Send to 
G. P. PUTNAM’S SONS (Dept. 96), 2 West 
45th Street, New York, N. Y.

FREE-EXAMINATION FORM

I G. P. PUTNAM’S SONS (Dept. 96)
| 2 West 45th Street, New York City
■ T want to prove for myself that I can write stories 
I that sell. Send me John Gallishaw’s 2-vol. Short- 
I Story Writing Course for free examination. At the 
I end of five days I will either mail you $3 and then 
I $3 for three consecutive months—or I will return 
1 the hooks. Upon completing payments I will be 
I entitled to a free Analysis of a story written by me.

। Name ....................................................................................

I Address ................................................................................
I
| City and State ....................................................................

City.............
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OUTLGDK 
and Independent

SPECIAL 
OFFER­
SEVENTEEN 
WEEKS for 
ONE DOLLAR

A (REGULAR NEWSSTAND PRICE $2.55)

Outlookl.................a liberal, 
lively-spirited, illustrated periodical, with restraint, 
dignity and direction . . . treating aggressively 
the issues of the day, including Prohibition . . . 
It offers a well rounded out program of ideas . . . 
timely reviews on books, music, the theatre and 
art . . . special departments every week on finance 
and business, concise, important and down-to-the- 
minute . . . Packed with original material. . . . 
“I want to say how much I enjoy reading the Outlook. In 
the words of the street you are getting out a swell 
journal."—says John Dewey.

USE TRIS COUPON FOR CONVENIENCE

OUTLOOK and Independent—no E. 16th St., New York City.
Dear Sirs: G

I should like to read the Outlook for seventeen weeks. Please find one dollar enclosed.

Name and address...................................................................................................................................................

on modern love. Its object is to help people 
to live happy and successful lives.

The Power and Secret of the Jesuits, 
by Rene Fiilop-Millcr. Viking Press. $5. A 
profound and sympathetic study of an in­
teresting order, tracing its activities through 
the centuries.

Strange Bedfellows, by Don Herold. 
Farrar and Rinehart. $2.50. More of Don 
Herold snatched from the magazines and 
put together in book form. Delightful 
foolery.

Shanty-Boat, by Kent and Margaret 
Eighty. Century. $3.50. Wandering down 
the Mississippi via houseboat with an out­
board motor for power, is great sport as 
the Eightys tell about it.

A History of Music, by Grace Gridley 
Wilm. Dodd, Mead and Company. $3.50. 
Scholarship and charm neatly blended for 
the music lover.

Goldrush Days with Mark Twain, by 
William R. Gillis. A. and C. Boni. $4. Mr. 
Gillis was one of the few remaining men 
who proudly claimed Mark Twain as friend. 
His book is full of the romance of the gold­
rush days, and the woodcuts by Cyril Clem­
ens do their share.

Mental Radio, by L’pton Sinclair. A. and 
C. Boni. $3. Mrs. Sinclair possesses psychic 
powers, and Mr. Sinclair tells us all about 
it, with graphic descriptions of the experi­
ments they have made. William McDougall 
thinks there is something in it.

Roaming the Rockies, by John T. Faris. 
Farrar and Rinehart. $3. A detailed history 
and description of our national parks in 
the Rocky Mountains, written in informal, 
narrative style.

The Awakening College, by C. C. Little. 
W. W. Norton. $3. The Assistant Dean of 
Harvard College gives us the unglossed facts 
about the modern college. He sees flaws and 
has some practical suggestions to make.

Private Letters, Pagan and Christian. 
selected by Dorothy Brooke. E. P. Dutton. 
$3.50. An anthology of frequently delightful 
private letters, dating from the Fifth Century 
before Christ to the Fifth Century’ of our 
time.

Six Horses, by Banning and Banning. 
Century. $4. Stage coaching flourished for 
a scant ten years in the West, but those ten 
provided a mass of adventurous material for 
this history presented by Captain William 
Banning and his son.

The Biological Basis of Human Nature. 
by H. S. Jennings. Norton. $4.00. He who 
reads this volume—though he may have to 
read carefully—will have a good layman's 
understanding of biology.

The Devil, by Maurice Garmon and Jean 
Vinchon. E. P. Dutton. $3.50. The his­
tory of the devil and all his black tricks from 
the beginning of time.

Poetry and Poets, by Amy Lowell. 
Houghton Mifflin. $2.25. The authoritative 
voice of Amy Lowell continues to speak even 
after her death from the mass of material 
she left which had not been published. A 
group of essays on poetry and the making 
of it, as well as critical studies of seven of 
Miss Lowell’s contemporaries.

How to Read Books, by Llewellyn Jones. 
Norton. $2.50. A noted book critic tells you 
how to read, what to read, and how to in­
crease your enjoyment of the books of the 
day.

An Hour of American Drama, by Barrett 
H. Clark. Lippincott. $1. Mr. Clark be­
lieves that in the last fifteen years America 
has started to develop native drama and 
proves his point by a short analysis of those 
playwrights who have done most to further 
the movement.

High Occasions, by Abbie Graham. 
Woman’s Press. .$1.50. The high-lights of 
youth seen by the mellow eyes of maturity. 
“It is sauce for problems that have passed, 
a spring-board for the memory.”

A Treasury of Middle English Verse, 
by Margot Robert Adamson. Dutton. $2. A 
collection of medieval verse selected and 
rendered into modern English by Miss 
Adamson.

Early American Prints, by Carl W. 
Drepperd. Century. $4. All that America 
has contributed to the art of engraving is 
comprehensively dealt with in this book by 
an untiring student of Americana. Plenti­
fully illustrated with examples of the Amer­
ican engraver's art.



^Whafs the
book-of-the-month” 
this month—and why

eAn illustrative offer to Golden Book readers—to 
show how the Book-of-the-Month Club operates

The BOOK-OF-THE-MONTH CLUB NEWS is a 
little publication of real value to book­
readers. It is part of the service given by the 

Book-of-the-Month Club to its subscribers— 
without charge, golden book readers are invi­
ted to send for the current issue. Learn what 
book the judges of the Book-of-the-Month

Club selected this month as, in their opinion, 
the “book-of-the-month”. In many respects, 
it is an unusual work. Read their reasons for 
the choice. Read also their advance reports 
about other important new books. The 
judges of the Book-of-the-Month Club are 
listed elsewhere in this announcement; assisting

Postage stamp not needed— 
just fill in name on the other 

side, and mail. BUT—if at­
tached card is mailed outside 
the United States, affix proper 

postage.

FIRST-CLASS
PERMIT NO. 419 
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NEW YORK. N. Y.

BUSINESS REPLY CARD
NO POSTAGE STAMP NECESSARY IF MAILED IN UNITED STATES
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BOOK-OF-THE-MONTH CLUB, INC.

386 FOURTH AVENUE

NEW YORK, N. Y.

the postcard



FREE- THIS MONTH to
Golden Book Readers—

An illustrative offer to show why more readers belong to 
the Book-of-the-Month-Club than to any three other 
book-clubs combined.

Heywood 
Broun

(Continued from other side)

them abroad, so that they will cover foreign fields of 
literature as carefully as they do the American, is an 
equally reliable advisory board: H. G. Wells and Arnold 
Bennett for England; Thomas Mann and Arthur Schnitz­
ler for Germany and Austria, Andre Maurois for France, 
and Sigrid Undset for Scandinavia.

Over one hundred thousand perspicacious book-readers 
(they could not be more so, judging from the books they 
choose for themselves) now use the conveniences of the 
Book-of-the-Month Club. (This is more than belongs to 
any three book-clubs combined.) Why do so many readers, 
of this fine type, make use of this organization ? Chiefly, no 
doubt, because they can thus keep authoritatively, disin­
terestedly informed about the worth-while new books— 
instead of having to rely upon hearsay and advertising— 
and at the same time the system effectually insures them 
against missing those they are anxious to read—which now 
happens so frequently. And this sensible service, valuable 
and convenient as it is, costs them nothing. You pay only 
/or the books you take, and you are allowed to take as few as 
four in a year, out of 200 to 250 reported upon.

Do you not owe it to yourself to learn at first hand, 
accurately, what the Book-of-the-Month Club offers you 
as a book-reader? Send the postcard below for a free copy 
of the current News; this, together with a booklet of in­
formation, will make clear how the system operates. The 
request, as you will see, will involve you in no obligation.

Christopher 
Morley

Dorothy 
Canfield

William Allen 
White

IMPORTANT—PLEASE READ — No salesman will call upon you, 
if you send this card. You will simply receive the NEWS and the book- 

( , let referred to. Should you decide to subscribe, you will receive your 
; 1 first book free—either the current “book-of-the-month” or any other 

new book costing not more than 03.00.

PLEASE send me, without cost, the current issue of the Book-of-the-
Month Club News and a booklet outlining how the Book-of-the- 

Month Club operates. This request involves me in no obligation to sub­
scribe to your service.

Name........... .......................................................................................................

Address...............................................................................................................

Henry Seidel Canby 
Chairman

FILL IN AND MAIL 
— before you forget — 
NO STAMP NEEDED

City State

Books shipped to Canadian members through Book-of-the-Month Club (Canada^ Limited
From Goldtn Book 6~30
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Frotn a 
painting by 
Fragonard

^ZZove in

I / nder yonder beech-tree single on the greensward, 
^ Couch'd with her arms behind her golden head, 
Knees and tresses folded to slip and ripple idly, 

Lies my young love sleeping in the shade.
Had I the heart to slide an arm beneath her, 

Press her parting lips as her waist I gather slow, 
Waking in amazement she could not but embrace me: 

Then would she hold me and never let me go?

Shy as the squirrel and wayward as the swallow, 
Swift as the swallow along the river’s light 

Circleting the surface to meet his mirror’d winglets, 
Fleeter she seems in her stay than in her flight.

Shy as the squirrel that leaps among the pine-tops, 
Wayward as the swallow overhead at set of sun, 

She whom I love is hard to catch and conquer, 
Hard, but 0 the glory of the winning were she won!

When her mother tends her before the laughing mirror, 
Tying up her laces, looping up her hair,

Often she thinks, were this wild thing wedded, 
Afore love should I have, and much less care.

When her mother tends her before the lighted mirror, 
Loosening her laces, combing down her curls, 

Often she thinks, were this wild thing wedded,
I should miss but one for many boys and girls.

* * *

Stepping down the hill with her fair companions, 
Arm in arm. all against the raying West,

Boldly she sings, to the merry tune she marches, 
Brave is her shape, and sweeter unpossess’d.

Sweeter, for she is what my heart first awaking 
Whisper’d the world was; morning light is she.
22
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the Valley
Love that so desires would fain keep her changeless; 

Fain would fling the net, and fain have her free.
* * *

All the girls are out with their baskets for the prim­
rose ;

Up lanes, woods through, they troop in joyful bands. 
My sweet leads: she knows not why, but now she 

loiters,
Eyes the bent anemones, and hangs her hands.

Such a look will tell that the violets are peeping, 
Coming the rose: and unaware a cry

Springs in her bosom for odors and for color, 
Covert and the nightingale; she knows not why.

* * *
Hither she comes; she comes to me; she lingers, 

Deepens her brown eyebrows, while in new surprise
High rise the lashes in wonder of a stranger;

Yet am I the light and living of her eyes.
Something friends have told her fills her heart to 

brimming,
Nets her in her blushes, and wounds her, and tames. 

Sure of her haven, O like a dove alighting,
Arms up, she dropp’d: our souls were in our names.

* * *
Could I find a place to be alone with heaven,

I would speak my heart out: heaven is my need. 
Every woodland tree is flushing like the dogwood, 

Flashing like the white beam, swaying like the reed. 
Flushing like the dogwood crimson in October;

Streaming like the flag-reed Southwest blown; 
Flashing as in gusts the sudden-lighted white beam;

All seem to know what is for heaven alone.
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Yes,” said the dealer, “our windfalls are of 

various kinds. Some customers are igno­
rant, and then I touch a dividend of my superior 
knowledge. Some are dishonest,” and here he held up 
the candle, so that the light fell strongly on his visitor, 
“and in that case,” he continued, “I profit by my 
virtue.”

Markheim had but just entered from the daylight 
streets, and his eyes had not yet grown familiar with 
the mingled shine and darkness in the shop. At these 
pointed words, and before the near presence of the 
flame, he blinked painfully and looked aside.

The dealer chuckled. “You come to me on Christ­
mas Day,” he resumed, “when you know that I am 
alone in my house, put up my shutters, and make a 
point of refusing business. Well, you will have to pay 
for that; you will have to pay for my loss of time, 
when I should be balancing my books; you will have 
to pay, besides, for a kind of manner that I remark 
in you today very strongly. I am the essence of dis­
cretion, and ask no awkward questions; but when a 
customer cannot look me in the eye, he has to pay for 
it.” The dealer once more chuckled; and then, chang­

ing to his usual business voice, though still with a note 
of irony, “You can give, as usual, a clear account of 
how you came into the possession of the object?” he 
continued. “Still your uncle’s cabinet? A remarkable 
collector, sir!”

And the little pale, round-shouldered dealer stood 
almost on tiptoe, looking over the top of his gold 
spectacles, and nodding his head with every mark of 
disbelief. Markheim returned his gaze with one of 
infinite pity, and a touch of horror.

“This time,” said he, “you are in error. I have not 
come to sell, but to buy. I have no curios to dispose 
of; my uncle’s cabinet is bare to the wainscot; even 
were it still intact, I have done well on the Stock 
Exchange, and should more likely add to it than other­
wise, and my errand today is simplicity itself. I seek 
a Christmas present for a lady,” he continued, waxing 
more fluent as he struck into the speech he had pre­
pared ; “and certainly I owe you every excuse for thus 
disturbing you upon so small a matter. But the thing 
was neglected yesterday; I must produce my little 
compliment at dinner; and, as you very well know, a 
rich marriage is not a thing to be neglected.”

23
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There followed a pause, during which the dealer 
seemed to weigh this statement incredulously. The 
ticking of many clocks among the curious lumber of 
the shop, and the faint rushing of the cabs in a near 
thoroughfare, filled up the interval of silence.

“Well, sir,” said the dealer, “be it so. You are an 
old customer after all; and if, as you say, you have the 
chance of a good marriage, far be it from me to be an 
obstacle. Here is a nice thing for a lady now,” he 
went on, “this hand glass—fifteenth century, war­
ranted; comes from a good collection, too; but I re­
serve the name, in the interests of my customer, who 
was just like yourself, my dear sir, the nephew and 
sole heir of a remarkable collector.”

The dealer, while he thus ran on in his dry and 
biting voice, had stooped to take the object from its 
place; and, as he had done so, a shock had passed 
through Markheim, a start both of hand and foot, a 
sudden leap of many tumultuous passions to the face. 
It passed as swiftly as it came, and left no trace be­
yond a certain trembling of the hand that now received 
the glass.

“A glass,” he said hoarsely, and then paused, and 
repeated it more clearly. “A glass? For Christmas? 
Surely not?”

“And why not?” cried the dealer. “Why not a 
glass?”

Markheim was looking upon him with an indefinable 
expression. “You ask me why not?” he said. “Why, 
look here—look in it—look at yourself! Do you like 
to see it? No! nor I—nor any man.”

The little man had jumped back when Markheim 
had so suddenly confronted him with the mirror; but 
now, perceiving there was nothing worse on hand, he 
chuckled. “Your future lady, sir, must be pretty hard 
favored,” said he.

“I ask you,” said Markheim, “for a Christmas pres­
ent, and you give me this—this damned reminder of 
years and sins and follies—this hand-conscience! Did 
you mean it? Had you a thought in your mind? Tell 
me. It will be better for you if you do. Come, tell 
me about yourself. I hazard a guess now, that you are 
in secret a very charitable man?”

The dealer looked closely at his companion. It was 
very odd, Markheim did not appear to be laughing; 
there was something in his face like an eager sparkle 
of hope, but nothing of mirth.

“What are you driving at?” the dealer asked.
“Not charitable?” returned the other, gloomily. 

“Not charitable; not pious; not scrupulous; unloving, 
unbeloved; a hand to get money, a safe to keep it. Is 
that all? Dear God, man, is that all?”

“I will tell you what it is,” began the dealer, with 
some sharpness, and then broke off again into a 
chuckle. “But I see this is a love match of yours, and 
you have been drinking the lady’s health.”

“Ah! ” cried Markheim, with a strange curi­
osity. “Ah, have you been in love? Tell me about 
that.”

“I,” cried the dealer. “I in love! I never had the 
time, nor have I the time today for all this nonsense. 
Will you take the glass?”

“Where is the hurry?” returned Markheim. “It is 
very pleasant to stand here talking; and life is so short
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and insecure that I would 
not hurry away from any 
pleasure—no, not even from 
so mild a one as this. We 
should rather cling, cling to 
what little we can get, like 
a man at a cliff’s edge. 
Every second is a cliff, if
you think upon it—a cliff a
mile high—high enough, if we fall, to dash us out of 
every feature of humanity. Hence it is best to talk 
pleasantly. Let us talk of each other; why should we 
wear this mask ? Let us be confidential. Who knows, 
we might become friends?”

“I have just one word to say to you,” said the dealer. 
“Either make your purchase, or walk out of my shop.”

“True, true,” said Markheim. “Enough fooling. To 
business. Show me something else.”

The dealer stooped once more, this time to replace 
the glass upon the shelf, his thin blond hair falling 
over his eyes as he did so. Markheim moved a little 
nearer, with one hand in the pocket of his great-coat; 
he drew himself up and filled his lungs; at the same 
time many different emotions were depicted together 
on his face—terror, horror and resolve, fascination 
an.d a physical repulsion; and through a haggard lift 
of his upper lip, his teeth looked out.

“This, perhaps, may suit,” observed the dealer; and 
then, as he began to re-arise, Markheim bounded from 
behind upon his victim. The long, skewerlike dagger 
flashed and fell. The dealer struggled like a hen, 
striking his temple on the shelf, and then tumbled on 
the floor in a heap.
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cohere it must lie 'till found. 
Then would this dead flesh lift 
up a cry that would ring over 
England, and fill the world 

with echoes of pursuit.

Time had some score of small voices in that shop, 
some stately and slow as was becoming to their great 
age; others garrulous and hurried. All these told out 
the seconds in an intricate chorus of tickings. Then 
the passage of a lad’s feet, heavily running on the 
pavement, broke in upon these smaller voices and 
startled JIarkheim into the consciousness of his sur­
roundings. He looked about him awfully. The candle 
stood on the counter, its flame solemnly wagging in a 
draught; and by that inconsiderable movement, the 
whole room was filled with noiseless bustle and kept 
heaving like a sea: the tall shadows nodding, the 
gross blots of darkness swelling and dwindling as with 
respiration, the faces of the portraits and the china 
gods changing and wavering like images in water. The 
inner door stood ajar, and peered into that leaguer of 
shadows with a long slit of daylight like a pointing 
finger

From these fear-stricken rovings, Markheim’s eyes 
returned to the body of his victim, where it lay both 
humped and sprawling, incredibly small and strangely 
meaner than in life. In these poor, miserly clothes, 
in that ungainly attitude, the dealer lay like so much 
sawdust. Markheim had feared to see it, and, lo! it 
was nothing. And yet, as he gazed, this bundle of old 
clothes and pool of blood began to find eloquent voices. 
There it must lie; there was none to work the cunning 
hinges or direct the miracle of locomotion—there it 
must lie till it was found. Found! ay, and then? Then 
would this dead flesh lift up a cry that would ring 
over England, and fill the world with the echoes of pur­
suit. Ay, dead or not, this was still the enemy. “Time 
was that when the brains were out,” he thought; and 
the first word struck into his mind. Time, now that 
the deed was accomplished—time, which had closed 
for the victim, had become momentous for him.
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The thought was yet in his mind, when, first one and 
then another, with every variety of pace and voice— 
one deep as the bell from a cathedral turret, another 
ringing on its treble notes the' prelude of a waltz— 
the clocks began to strike the hour of three in the 
afternoon.

The sudden outbreak of so many tongues in 
that dumb chamber staggered him. He be­
gan to bestir himself, going to and fro with the candle, 

beleaguered by moving shadows, and startled to the 
soul by chance reflections. In many rich mirrors, some 
of home designs, some from Venice or Amsterdam, he 
saw his face repeated and repeated, as it were an army 
of spies; his own eyes met and detected him; and the 
sound of his own steps, lightly as they fell, vexed the 
surrounding quiet. And still as he continued to fill his 
pockets, his mind accused him with a sickening itera­
tion, of the thousand faults of his design. He should 
have chosen a more quiet hour; he should have pre­
pared an alibi; he should not have used a knife; he 
should have been more cautious, and only bound and 
gagged the dealer, and not killed him: he should have 
been more bold, and killed the servant also; he should 
have done all things otherwise; poignant regrets, 
weary, incessant toiling of the mind to change what 
was unchangeable, to plan what was now useless, to be 
the architect of the irrevocable past. Meanwhile, and 
behind all this activity, brute terrors, like the scurry­
ing of rats in a deserted attic, filled the more remote 
chambers of his brain with riot; the hand of the con­
stable would fall heavy on his shoulder, and his nerves 
would jerk like a hooked fish; or he beheld, in gallop­
ing defile, the dock, the prison, the gallows and the 
black coffin.

Terror of the people in the street sat down before 
his mind like a besieging army. It was impossible, he 
thought, but that some rumor of the struggle must 
have reached their ears and set on edge their curi­
osity : and now, in all the neighboring houses, he di­
vined them sitting motionless and with uplifted ear— 
solitary people, condemned to spend Christmas dwell­
ing alone on memories of the past, and now startlingly 
recalled from that tender exercise; happy family par­
ties, struck into silence round the table, the mother 
still with raised finger: every degree and age and 
humor, but all, by their own hearts, prying and heark­
ening and weaving the rope that was to hang him. 
Sometimes it seemed to him he could not move too 
softly; the clink of the tall Bohemian goblets rang 
out loudly like a bell; and alarmed by the bigness of 
the ticking, he was tempted to stop the clocks. And 
then, again, with a swift transition of his terrors, the 
very silence of the place appeared a source of peril, and 
a thing to strike and freeze the passer-by; and he 
would step more boldly, and bustle aloud among the 
contents of the shop, and imitate, with elaborate 
bravado, the movements of a busy man at ease in his 
own house.

But he was now so pulled about by different alarms 
that, while one portion of his mind was still alert and 
cunning, another trembled on the brink of lunacy. 
One hallucination in particular took a strong hold on 
his credulity. The neighbor hearkening with white

face beside his window, the passerby arrested by a 
horrible surmise on the pavement—these could at 
worst suspect, they could not know; through the brick 
walls and shuttered windows only sounds could pene­
trate. But here, within the house, was he alone? He 
knew he was; he had watched the servant set forth 
sweethearting, in her poor best, “out for the day” writ­
ten in every ribbon and smile. Yes, he was alone, of 
course; and yet, in the bulk of empty house above 
him, he could surely hear a stir of delicate footing— 
he was surely conscious, inexplicably conscious of some 
presence. Ay, surely; to every room and corner of 
the house his imagination followed it; and now it 
was a faceless thing, and yet had eyes to see with; and 
again it was a shadow of himself; and yet again behold 
the image of the dead dealer, reinspired with cunning 
and hatred.

At times, with a strong effort, he would glance at 
the open door which still seemed to repel his eyes. 
The house was tall, the skylight small and dirty, the 
day blind with fog; and the light that filtered down to 
the ground story was exceedingly faint, and showed 
dimly on the threshold of the shop. And yet, in that 
strip of doubtful brightness, did there not hang, wav­
ering, a shadow ?

Suddenly, from the street outside, a very jovial gen­
tleman began to beat with a staff on the shopdoor, 
accompanying his blows with shouts and railleries in 
which the dealer was continually called upon by name. 
Markheim, smitten into ice, glanced at the dead man. 
But no! he lay quite still; he was fled away far beyond 
ear-shot of these blows and shoutings; he was sunk be­
neath seas of silence; and his name, which would once 
have caught his notice above the howling of a storm, 
had become an empty sound. And presently the jovial 
gentleman desisted from his knocking and departed.

Here was a broad hint to hurry what remained to 
be done, to get forth from this accusing neighborhood, 
to plunge into a bath of London multitudes, and to 
reach, on the other side of day, that haven of safety 
and apparent innocence—his bed. One visitor had 
come: at any moment another might follow and be 
more obstinate. To have done the deed, and yet not 
to reap the profit, would be too abhorrent a failure. 
The money, that was now Markheim’s concern; and 
as a means to that, the keys.

He glanced over his shoulder at the open door, where 
the shadow was still lingering and shivering; and with 
no conscious repugnance of the mind, yet with a 
tremor of the belly, he drew near the body of his vic­
tim. The human character had quite departed. Like 
a suit half stuffed with bran, the limbs lay scattered, 
the trunk doubled, on the floor; and yet the thing re­
pelled him. Although so dingy and inconsiderable to 
the eye, he feared it might have more significance to 
the touch. He took the body by the shoulders, and 
turned it on its back. It was strangely light and 
supple, and the limbs, as if they had been broken, fell 
into the oddest postures. The face was robbed of all 
expression; but it was as pale as wax, and shockingly 
smeared with blood about one temple. That was, 
for Markheim. the one displeasing circumstance. It 
carried him back, upon the instant, to a certain fair 
day in a fishers’ village; a gray day, a piping wind, a
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crowd upon the street, the blare of brasses, the boom­
ing of drums, the nasal voice of a ballad singer: and a 
boy going to and fro, buried over head in the crowd 
and divided between interest and fear, until, coming 
out upon the chief place of concourse, he beheld a 
booth and a great screen with pictures, dismally de­
signed, garishly colored: Brownrigg with her appren­
tice; the Mannings with their murdered guest; Weare 
in the death-grip of Thurtell; and a score besides of 
famous crimes. The thing was as clear as an illusion; 
he was once again that little boy; he was looking once 
again, and with the same sense of physical revolt, at 
these vile pictures; he 
was still stunned by 
the thumping of the 
drums. A bar of that 
day’s music returned 
upon his memory; 
and at that, for the 
first time, a qualm 
came over him, a 
breath of nausea, a 
sudden weakness of 
the joints, which he 
must instantly resist 
and conquer.

He judged it more 
prudent to confront 
than to flee from 
these considerations, 
looking the more 
hardily in the dead 
face, bending his 
mind to realize the 
nature and greatness 
of his crime. So little 
a while ago, that face 
had moved with every 
change of sentiment, 
that pale mouth had 
spoken, that body had 
been all on fire with 
governable energies; 
and now, and by his 
act, that piece of life 
had been arrested, as 
the horologist, with 
interjected finger, arrests the beating of the clock. 
So he reasoned in vain; he could rise to no more re­
morseful consciousness; the same heart which had 
shuddered before the painted effigies of crime, looked 
on its reality unmoved. At best, he felt a gleam of 
pity for one who had been endowed in vain with all 
those faculties that can make the world a garden of 
enchantment, one who had never lived and who was 
now dead. But of penitence, no, not a tremor.

With that, shaking himself clear of these considera­
tions, he found the keys and advanced towards the 
open door of the shop. Outside, it had begun to rain 
smartly; and the sound of the shower upon the roof 
had banished silence. Like some dripping cavern, the 
chambers of the house were haunted by an incessant 
echoing, which filled the ear and mingled with the 
ticking of the clocks. And, as Markheim approached
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the door, he seemed to hear, in answer to his own cau­
tious tread, the steps of another foot withdrawing up 
the stair. The shadow still palpitated loosely on the 
threshold. He threw a ton’s weight of resolve upon his 
muscles, and drew back the door.

The faint, foggy daylight glimmered dimly on the 
bare floor and stairs; on the bright suit of armor 
posted, halbert in hand, upon the landing; and on the 
dark wood-carvings, and framed pictures that hung 
against the yellow panels of the wainscot. So loud 
was the beating of the rain through all the house that, 
in Markheim’s ears, it began to be distinguished 

into many different 
sounds. Footstepsand 
sighs, the tread of 
regiments marching 
in the distance, the 
clink of money in the 
counting, and the 
creaking of doors held 
stealthily ajar, ap­
peared to mingle with 
the patter of the 
drops upon the cupola 
and the gushing of 
the water in the pipes. 
The sense that he was 
not alone grew upon 
him to the verge of 
madness. On every 
side he was haunted 
and begirt by pres­
ences. He heard them 
moving in the upper 
chambers; from the 
shop, he heard the 
dead man getting to 
his legs; and as he 
began with a great 
effort to mount the 
stairs, feet fled quiet­
ly before him and 
followed stealthily 
behind. If he were 
but deaf, he thought, 
how tranquilly he 
would possess his 

soul! And then again, and hearkening with ever fresh 
attention, he blessed himself for that unresting sense 
which held the outposts and stood a trusty sentinel 
upon his life. His head turned continually on his 
neck; his eyes, which seemed starting from their 
orbits, scouted on every side, and on every side were 
half rewarded as with the tail of something nameless 
vanishing. The four-and-twenty steps to the first floor 
were four-and-twenty agonies.

On that first story the doors stood ajar, three of 
them like three ambushes, shaking his nerves like the 
throats of cannon. He could never again, he felt, be 
sufficiently immured and fortified from men’s observ­
ing eyes; he longed to be home, girt in by walls, buried 
among bedclothes, and invisible to all but God. And 
at that thought he wondered a little, recollecting tales 
of other murderers and the fear they were said to
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entertain of heavenly avengers. It was not so, at least, 
with him. He feared the laws of nature, lest, in their 
callous and immutable procedure, they should preserve 
some damning evidence of his crime. He feared ten­
fold more, with a slavish, superstitious terror, some 
scission in the continuity of man's experience, some 
wilful illegality of nature. He played a game of skill, 
depending on the rules, calculating consequence from 
cause; and what if nature, as the defeated tyrant over­
threw the chess-board, should break the mold of their 
succession? The like had befallen Napoleon (so writ­
ers said) when the winter changed the time of its ap­
pearance. The like might befall Markheim; the solid 
walls might become transparent and reveal his doings 
like those of bees in a glass hive; the stout planks 
might yield under his foot like quicksands and detain 
him in their clutch; ay, and there were soberer acci­
dents that might destroy him: if, for instance, the 
house should fall and imprison him beside the body 
of his victim; or the house next door should fly on fire, 
and the firemen invade him from all sides. These 
things he feared; and, in a sense, these things might be 
called the hands of God reached forth against sin. But 
about God himself he was at ease: his act was doubt­
less exceptional, but so were his excuses, which God 
knew; it was there, and not among men, that he felt 
sure of justice.

When he had got safe into the drawing­
room, and shut the door behind him, he 
was aware of a respite from alarms. The room was 

quite dismantled, uncarpeted besides, and strewn with 
packing-cases and incongruous furniture: several great 
pier-glasses, in which he beheld himself at various 
angles, like an actor on a stage; many pictures, framed 
and unframed, standing, with their faces to the wall; a 
fine Sheraton sideboard, a cabinet of marquetry, and a 
great old bed, with tapestry hangings. The windows 
opened to the floor; but by great good-fortune the 
lower part of the shutters had been closed, and this 
concealed him from the neighbors. Here, then, Mark­
heim drew in a packing-case before the cabinet, and 
began to search among the keys. It was a long busi­
ness, for there were many; and it was irksome be­
sides ; for, after all, there might be nothing in the 
cabinet, and time was on the wing. But the closeness 
of the occupation sobered him. With the tail of his 
eye he saw the door—even glanced at it from time to 
time directly, like a besieged commander pleased to 
verify the good estate of his defences. But in truth he 
was at peace. The rain falling in the street sounded 
natural and pleasant. Presently, on the other side, the 
notes of a piano were wakened to the music of a hymn, 
and the voices of many children took up the air and 
words. How stately, how comfortable was the melody! 
How fresh the youthful voices! Markheim gave ear 
to it, smilingly, as he sorted out the keys: and his mind 
was thronged with answerable ideas and images; 
church-going children and the pealing of the high or­
gan ; children afield, bathers by the brookside, ram­
blers on the brambly common, kite-fliers in the windy 
and cloud-navigated sky; and then, at another cadence 
of the hymn, back again to church, and the somnolence 
of summer Sundays, and the high genteel voice of the

parson (which he smiled a little to recall) and the 
painted Jacobean tombs, and the dim lettering of the 
Ten Commandments in the chancel.

And as he sat thus, at once busy and absent, he was 
startled to his feet. A flash of ice, a flash of fire, a 
bursting gush of blood, went over him, and then he 
stood transfixed and thrilling. A step mounted the 
stair slowly and steadily, and presently a hand was 
laid upon the knob, and the lock clicked, and the door 
opened.

Fear held Markheim in a vice. What to expect 
he knew not, whether the dead man walking, or 
the official ministers of human justice, or some chance 
witness blindly stumbling in to consign him to the 
gallows. But when a face was thrust into the aperture, 
glanced round the room, looked at him, nodded and 
smiled as if in friendly recognition, and then with­
drew again, and the door closed behind it, his fear 
broke loose from his control in a hoarse cry. At the 
sound of this the visitant returned.

“Did you call me?” he asked, pleasantly, and with 
that he entered the room and closed the door behind 
him.

Markheim stood and gazed at him with all his eyes. 
Perhaps there was a film upon his sight, but the out­
lines of the new-comer seemed to change and waver 
like those of the idols in the wavering candle-light 
of the shop: and at times he thought he knew him; 
and at times he thought he bore a likeness to himself; 
and always, like a lump of living terror, there lay in 
his bosom the conviction that this thing was not of the 
earth and not of God.

And yet the creature had a strange air of the com­
monplace, as he stood looking on Markheim with a 
smile; and when he added: “You are looking for the 
money, I believe?” it was in the tones of every-day 
politeness.

Markheim made no answer.
“I should warn you,” resumed the other, “that the 

maid has left her sweetheart earlier than usual and 
will soon be here. If Mr. Markheim be found in this 
house, I need not describe to him the consequences.”

“You know me?” cried the murderer.
The visitor smiled. “You have long been a favorite 

of mine,” he said; “and I have long observed and often 
sought to help you.”

“What are you?” cried Markheim: “the devil?”
“What I may be,” returned the other, “cannot affect 

the service I propose to render you.”
“It can,” cried Markheim; “it does! Be helped by 

you? No, never; not by you! You do not know me 
yet; thank God, you do not know me!”

“I know you,” replied the visitant, with a sort of 
kind severity or rather firmness. “I know you to the 
soul.”

“Know me!” cried Markheim. “Who can do so? 
My life is but a travesty and slander on myself. I 
have lived to belie my nature. All men do; all men 
are better than this disguise that grows about and 
stifles them. You see each dragged away by life, like 
one whom bravos have seized and muffled in a cloak. 
If they had their own control—if you could see their 
faces, they would be altogether different, they would 
shine out for heroes and saints! I am worse than
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most; my self is more overlaid ; my excuse is known to 
me and God. But, had I the time, I could disclose 
myself.'’

“To me?” inquired the visitant.
“To you before all,” returned the murderer. “I sup­

posed you were intelligent. I thought — since you 
exist—you would prove a reader of the heart. And 
yet you would propose to judge me by my acts! Think 
of it; my acts! I was born and I have lived in a 
land of giants: giants have dragged me by the wrists 
since I was born out of my mother—the giants of 
circumstance. And you would judge me by my acts! 
But can you not look within? Can you not understand 
that evil is hateful to me? 
Can you not see within me 
the clear writing of con­
science, never blurred by 
any wilful sophistry, al­
though too often dis­
regarded? Can you not read 
me for a thing that surely 
must be common as human­
ity—the unwilling sinner?”

“All this is very feelingly 
expressed,” was the reply, 
“but it regards me not. 
These points of consistency 
are beyond my province, and 
I care not in the least by 
what compulsion you may 
have been dragged away, so 
as you are but carried in the 
right direction. But time 
flies; the servant delays, 
looking in the faces of the 
crowd and at the pictures on the boardings, but still 
she keeps moving nearer; and remember, it is as if the 
gallows itself was striding towards you through the 
Christmas streets! Shall I help you; I, who know 
all? Shall I tell you where to find the money?”

“For what price?” asked Markheim.
“I offer you the service for a Christmas gift,” re­

turned the other.
Markheim could not refrain from smiling with a 

kind of bitter triumph. “No,” said he, “I will take 
nothing at your hands; if I were dying of thirst, and 
it was your hand that put the pitcher to my lips, I 
should find the courage to refuse. It may be credulous, 
but I will do nothing to commit myself to evil.”

“I have no objection to a death-bed repentance,” 
observed the visitant.

“Because you disbelieve their efficacy!” Markheim 
cried.

“I do not say so,” returned the other; “but I look 
on these things from a different side, and when the 
life is done my interest falls. The man has lived to 
serve me, to spread black looks under color of religion, 
or to sow tares in the wheatfield, as you do, in a 
course of weak compliance with desire. Now that he 
draws so near to his deliverance, he can add but one 
act of service— to repent,-to die, smiling, and thus to 
build up in confidence and hope the more timorous of 
my surviving followers. I am not so hard a master. 
Try me. Accept my help. Please yourself in life as

Markheim is considered one of Stevenson’s 
masterpieces. The endless struggle of good 
and evil for the possession of a man’s soul 
always interested Stevenson, and here he has 
crystallized it for us at its most dramatic— 
in a story remarkable for its precision of 

effect and economy of words.

you have done hitherto; please yourself more amply, 
spread your elbows at the board; and when the night 
begins to fall and the curtains to be drawn, I tell you, 
for your greater comfort, that you will find it even easy 
to compound your quarrel with your conscience, and 
to make a truckling peace with God. I came but now 
from such a death-bed, and the room was full of sin­
cere mourners, listening to the man's last words: and 
when I looked into that face, which had been set as 
a flint against mercy, I found it smiling with hope.”

“And do you, then, suppose me such a creature?” 
asked Markheim. “Do you think I have no more 
generous aspirations than to sin, and sin, and sin, and, 

at last, sneak into heaven? 
My heart rises at the 
thought. Is this, then, your 
experience of mankind ? or is 
it because you find me with 
red hands that you presume 
such baseness? and is this 
crime of murder indeed so 
impious as to dry up the 
very springs of good ?”

“Murder is to me no spe­
cial category,” replied the 
other. “All sins are murder, 
even as all life is war. I be­
hold your race, like starving 
mariners on a raft, plucking 
crusts out of the hands of 
famine and feeding on each 
other’s lives. I follow sins 
beyond the moment of their 
acting; I find in all that the 
last consequence is death; 

and to my eyes, the pretty maid who thwarts her 
mother with such taking graces on a question of a ball, 
drips no less visibly with human gore than such a mur­
derer as yourself. Do I say that I follow sins? I fol­
low virtues also; they differ not by the thickness of 
a nail, they are both scythes for the reaping angel of 
Death. Evil, for which I live, consists not in action 
but in character. The bad man is dear to me: not the 
bad act, whose fruits, if we could follow them far 
enough down the hurtling cataract of the ages, might 
yet be found more blessed than those of the rarest vir­
tues. And it is not because you have killed a dealer, 
but because you are Markheim that I offered to for­
ward your escape.”

“I will lay my heart open to you,” answered Mark­
heim. “This crime on which you find me is my last. 
On my way to it I have learned many lessons; itself 
is a lesson, a momentous lesson. Hitherto I have been 
driven with revolt to what I would not: I was a bond­
slave to poverty, driven and scourged. There are 
robust virtues that can stand in these temptations; 
mine was not so; I had a thirst for pleasure. But to­
day, and out of this deed, I pluck both warning 
and riches—both the power and a fresh resolve to 
be myself. I become in all things a free actor in the 
world: I begin to see myself all changed, these hands 
the agents of good, this heart at peace. Something 
comes over me out of the past: something of what 
I have dreamed on Sabbath evenings to the sound
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Markheim stood for a long while silent, and indeed 
it was the visitor who first broke the silence. “That 
being so,” he said, “shall I show you the money?” 

“And grace?” cried Markheim.
“Have you not tried it?” returned the other. “Two 

or three years ago, did I not see you on the platform 
of revival meetings, and was not your voice the loudest 
in the hymn?”

“It is true,” said Markheim; “and I see clearly 
what remains.for me by way of duty. I thank you for 
these lessons from my soul; my eyes are opened, and 
I behold myself at last for what I am.”

At this moment, the sharp note of the doorbell 
rang through the house; and the visitant, as though 
this were some concerted signal for which he had been 
waiting, changed at once in his demeanor.

“The maid!” he cried. “She has returned, as I fore­
warned you, and there is now before you one more 
difficult passage. Her master, you must say, is ill; 
you must let her in, with an assured but rather serious 
countenance—no smiles, no overacting, and I promise 
you success! Once the girl within, and the door closed, 
the same dexterity that has already rid you of the 
dealer will relieve you of this last danger in your path. 
Thenceforward you have the whole evening—the whole 
night, if needful—to ransack the treasures of the house 
and to make good your safety. This is help that comes 
to you with the mask of danger. Up!” he cried: 
“up, friend; your life hangs trembling in the scales: 
up, and act! ”

Markheim steadily regarded his counsellor. “If I be 
condemned to evil acts,” he said, “there is still one 
door of freedom open—I can cease from action. If my 
life be an ill thing, I can lay it down. Though I be, 
as you say truly, at the beck of every small tempta­
tion, I can yet, by one decisive gesture, place myself 
beyond the reach of all. My love of good is damned 
to barrenness; it may, and let it be! But I have still 
my hatred of evil; and from that, to your galling 
disappointment, you shall see that I can draw both 
energy and courage.”

The features of the visitor began to undergo a won­
derful and lovely change: they brightened and softened 
with a tender triumph; and, even as they brightened, 
faded and dislimned. But Markheim did not pause to 
watch or understand the transformation. He opened 
the door and went downstairs very slowly, thinking 
to himself. His past went soberly before him; he 
beheld it as it was, ugly and strenuous like a dream, 
random as chance-medley—a scene of defeat. Life, as 
he thus reviewed it, tempted him no longer: but on the 
further side he perceived a quiet heaven for his bark. 
He paused in the passage, and looked into the shop, 
where the candle still burned by the dead body. It was 
strangely silent. Thoughts of the dealer swarmed 
into his mind, as he stood gazing. And then the bell 
once more broke out into impatient clamor.

He confronted the maid upon the threshold with 
something like a smile.

“You had better go for the police,” said he: “I 
have killed your master.”

* ...maintain this ecstasy, is success in life.
■—Walter Pater.

of the church organ, of what I forecast when I shed 
tears over noble books, or talked, an innocent child, 
with my mother. There lies my life; I have wandered 
a few years, but now I see once more my city of 
destination.”

“You are to use this money on the Stock Exchange, 
I think?” remarked the visitor; “and there, if I mis­
take not, you have already lost some thousands?”

“Ah,” said Markheim, “but this time I have a sure 
thing.”

“This time, again, you will lose,” replied the visitor 
quietly.

“Ah, but I keep back the half!” cried Markheim.
“That also you will lose,” said the other.
The sweat started upon Markheim’s brow. “Well, 

then, what matter?” he exclaimed. “Say it be lost, say 
I am plunged again in poverty, shall one part of me, 
and that the worst, continue until the end to override 
the better? Evil and good run strong in me, haling 
me both ways. I do not love the one thing, T love all. 
I can conceive great deeds, renunciations, martyrdoms; 
and though I be fallen to such a crime as murder, 
pity is no stranger to my thoughts. T pity the poor; 
who knows their trials better than myself? I pity and 
help them; I prize love, I love honest laughter: there 
is no good thing nor true thing on earth but I love it 
from my heart. And are my vices only to direct my 
life, and my virtues to lie without effect, like some 
passive lumber of the mind ? Not so; good, also, is a 
spring of acts.”

But the visitant raised his finger. “For six- 
and-thirty years that you have been in this 

world,” said he, “through many changes of fortune and 
varieties of humor, T have watched you steadily fall. 
Fifteen years ago you would have started at a theft. 
Three years back you would have blanched at the 
name of murder. Is there any crime, is there any 
cruelty or meanness, from which you still recoil—five 
years from now I shall detect you in the fact! Down­
ward, downward, lies your way; nor can anything but 
death avail to stop you.”

“It is true,” Markheim said huskily, “I have in 
some degree complied with evil. But it is so with 
all: the very saints, in the me»e exercise of living, 
grow less dainty, and take on the tone of their 
surroundings.”

“I will propound to you one simple question,” said 
the other; “and as you answer, I shall read to you 
your moral horoscope. You have grown in many things 
more lax; possibly you do right to be so: and at any 
account, it is the same with all men. But granting 
that, are you in any one particular, however trifling, 
more difficult to please with your own conduct, or do 
you go in all things with a looser rein?”

“In any one?” repeated Markheim, with an anguish 
of consideration. “No,” he added, with despair, “in 
none! I have gone down in all.”

“Then,” said the visitor, “content yourself with what 
you are, for you will never change; and the words 
of your part on this stage are irrevocably written.”

To burn with a gem-like flame, to



Owen D. Young:
in an address at Berkeley, California

“The isolation of America, either eco­
nomic or political, is impossible. Let no 
man think that the living standards of 
this country can be maintained perma­
nently at a measurably higher level than 
those of other civilized nations. Amer­
ica is too rich to be loved. She is well 
enough off to be envied."

Albert Edward Wiggam : 
scientist and author, fears that moron 
tykes ‘will one day people the nation

Thomas Alva Edison:

George Bernard Shaw :

Calvin Coolidge: 
in the Cosmopolitan Magazine for 

May

Dr. Alfred Zimmern :
,i director of the League of Nations 
Institute for Intellectual Cooperation

“If you take 1000 Harvard or Yale graduates, at the present birth rate there 
will be only fifty descendants of theirs left within six generations. But 1000 
unskilled workmen, at the present rate, would have 100,000 descendants within 
the same period.-’

“The capacity of the human brain is tremendous, but people put it to no use. 
They live sedentary mental lives.’’

“People usually are born twenty years after I create them in fiction.”

“I should like to be known as a former President who tries to mind his own 
business.”

“The essential political problem is how to govern a large-scale world with 
small-scale local minds. Democracy means that power is given to small-scale 
minds.”

Herbert Hoover: 
as a father rather than as President

“A boy is a complex of cells teeming with affection, filled with curiosity as to 
every mortal thing; radiating sunlight to all the world: endowed with dynamic 
energy and the impelling desire to take exercise on all occasions. He is a per­
petual problem to his parents, and the wisdom in his upbringing consists more 
often in the determination of what to do with him next rather than in what he 
shall do when he goes out into the cold world.”

Alexandre Dumas:
New York truck driver, when ar­
raigned for a traffic violation, is 
asked whether he is a relative of the 

Golden Book author

“I can’t remember that far back.”

Dr. Eduard C. Lindeman : 
professor of social philosophy at the 
New York School of Social Research

“The law of the city is that animals, plants, and finally children must be 
eliminated.”

Paul Morand:
widely traveled Frenchman, speak­
ing before the American Club in 

Paris

“Formerly it took twenty-five years for a reputation to cross the Atlantic. To­
day, it takes a week—and, for bad reputations, even less.”

William C. White:
American student at the University 
of Moscow under a University of 

Pennsylvania fellowship

“Henry Ford’s autobiography sold more than a million copies in Russia, and 
there were many instances where whole villages met to hear chapters of the 
book read.”

Andre Siegfried :
French scholar, in an address de­

livered in Paris

“American psychology functions well only when something of a boom is on. 
Tomorrow must be richer than today: the totals of today must be greater than 
those of yesterday.”
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Dr. C. C. Little : 
of the American Society for the Con­

trol Of <- 01100)'

M. Jean Patou:
Paris couturier, who claims to have 
originated the new fashion of high 
waists and long skirts, is shocked by 

what he secs in America

Dr. G. Alexander Ward: 
plastic surgeon, addressing the Illinois 
Cosmeticians’ and Beauty Culturists’

Association

Andrew Mellon :
Secretary of the Treasury, on the 

occasion of his 75th birthday

William J. Manning: 
orthodox High Episcopal church­
man, and bishop of the Diocese of

New York

Igor Stravinsky:
Russian composer, concert artist and 

conductor

Ernest Thurtle, M.P.: 
speaking in the House of Commons 
for an amendment to the Army and 
Air Force Bill abolishing death 
penalty for desertion on active service

Dr. M. E. Winchester: 
of the Georgia State Board of Health

Mahatma Gandhi : 
passive resistant to the rule of the 

British in India

Rosamond Pinchot: 
actress by avocation

Dr. Howard R. Driggs: 
professor of English, New York 

U niversity

Dr. Cosmo Gordon Lang: 
Archbishop of Canterbury

John D. Rockefeller, Sr.: 
is passing out “poetry” as well as 

dimes these days

Clarence Darrow : 
in a debate on Prohibition with Dr. 
Clarence T. Wilson, militant “dry”

Frank Ward O’Malley:
American humorist and writer, 
turned his back on America six 
months ago. But he’s back to stay

John Philip Sousa: 
bandmaster

John Blake: 
author of a daily feature—“Uncom­
mon Scuse”—for the New York 

“Evening World”

“All that we don't know about cancer is more than all we don’t know about all 
the rest of the diseases that afflict humanity.”

“Long dresses are intended for teas, formal dinners, and balls. Never, never 
have I intended them for the masses. I have never before been so upset.”

“My men patients far outnumber my women patients.”

“If I were given the opportunity to exchange my own period of time for any 
other, I would choose without hesitation the next three-quarters of a century, 
and, needless to add, I would live it in America—and preferably Pittsburgh.”

“Religion without mystery ceases to be religion.”

“There is a good deal of nonsense about the ‘genius’ of orchestra conductors 
throughout the world today. For me the best conductor is the sergeant-major 
of a military band. He sticks close to orders, is always punctual, and is not 
temperamental in his interpretation of a composer’s work.”

“It is not a fair deal to take a man from a farm or a factory, clap a tin hat on 
his head, and then shoot him if his nerve fails.”

“There is no physiological basis for spring fever. It’s a tradition that went out 
with hoopskirts.”

“I hold British rule to be a curse, but I do not intend to harm a single English­
man or any legitimate interest he may have in India.”

“Women must ‘make up’ in the city. Everything is so vivid and startling in the 
city that a pale, tired face is depressing. The city is a place of exaggerations. 
The lines of its buildings are exaggerated. Why not faces as well ?”

“Language is the only transportation system of any civilization.”

“I would rather have all the risks from free discussion of sex than the greater 
risks run by a conspiracy of silence.”

“I was early taught to work as well as play; my life has been one long happy 
holiday—full of work and full of play—I dropped the worry on the way— 
and God was good to me every day.”

“I’ve never killed anybody in my life, but I’ve often read obituary notices with 
great satisfaction.”

“We all blubber when the European hotel bands play ‘Home, Sweet Home.’ ”

“Jazz will endure just as long as people hear it through their feet instead of 
their brains.”

“The world tolerates conceit from those who are successful, but not from any­
body else.”
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^| Qiven an iron box, known to contain wealth, 
said to contain dynamite, arranged to explode 
when the key is used to unlock it—what 

would any sane man do ?

^ Dil
®^ S. WEIR MITCHELL

emma
Iwas just thirty-seven when my Uncle 

Philip died. A week before that event he 
sent for me; and here let me say that I had never set 
eyes on him. He hated my mother, but I do not know 
why. She told me long before his last illness that I 
need expect nothing from my father’s brother: He 
was an inventor, an able and ingenious mechanical en­
gineer, and had made much money by his improve­
ment in turbine-wheels. He was a bachelor; lived 
alone, cooked his own meals, and collected precious 
stones, especially rubies and pearls. From the time he 
made his first money he had this mania. As he grew 
richer, the desire to possess rare and costly gems be­
came stronger. When he bought a new stone, he car­
ried it in his pocket for a month and now and then 
took it out and looked at it. Then it was added to the 
collection in his safe at the trust company.

At the time he sent for me I was a clerk, and poor 
enough. Remembering my mother’s words, his mes­
sage gave me, his sole relative, no new hopes; but I 
thought it best to go.

When I sat down by his bedside, he began, with a 
malicious grin:

“I suppose you think me queer. I will explain.” 
What he said was certainly queer enough. “I have 
been living on an annuity into which I put my for­
tune. In other words, I have been, as to money, con­
centric half my life to enable me to be as eccentric 
as I pleased the rest of it. Now I repent of my wick­
edness to you all, and desire to live in the memory of 
at least one of my family. You think I am poor and 
have only my annuity. You will be profitably sur­
prised. I have never parted with my precious stones; 
they will be yours. You are my sole heir. I shall

carry with me to the other world the satisfaction of 
making one man happy.

“No doubt you have always had expectations, and I 
desire that you should continue to expect. My jewels 
are in my safe. There is nothing else left.”

When I thanked him he grinned all over his lean 
face, and said:

“You will have to pay for my funeral.”
I must say that I never looked forward to any ex­

penditure with more pleasure than to what it would 
cost me to bury him. As I rose to go, he said:

“The rubies are valuable. They are in my safe at 
the trust company. Before you unlock the box, be 
very careful to read a letter which lies on top of it; 
and be sure not to shake the box.” I thought this odd. 
“Don’t come back. It won't hasten things.”

He died that day week, and was handsomely buried. 
The day after, his will was found, leaving me his heir. 
I opened his safe, and found in it nothing but an iron 
box, evidently of his own making, for he was a skilled 
workman and very ingenious. The box was heavy and 
strong, about ten inches long, eight inches wide and 
ten inches high. On it lay a letter to me. It ran thus:

Dear Tom : This box contains a large number of very 
fine pigeon-blood rubies and a fair lot of diamonds; one 
is blue—a beauty. There are hundreds of pearls—one 
the famous green pearl, and a necklace of blue pearls, 
for which any woman would sell her soul—or her affec­
tions. [I thought of Susan.] I wish you to continue to 
have expectations, and continuously to remember your 
dear uncle. I would have left these stones to some char­
ity, but I hate the poor as much as I hate your mother’s 
son—yes, rather more.

The box contains an interesting mechanism, which will 
act with certainty as you unlock it, and explode ten
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ounces of my improved, supersensitive dynamite—no, to 
be accurate, there are only nine and a half ounces. 
Doubt me, and open it, and you will be blown to atoms. 
Believe me, and you will continue to nourish expecta­
tions which will never be fulfilled. As a considerate man, 
I counsel extreme care in handling the box. Don't for­
get your affectionate Uncle.
I stood appalled, the key in my hand. Was it true? 

Was it a lie? I had spent all my savings on the 
funeral, and was poorer than ever.

Remembering the old man’s oddity, his malice, his 
cleverness in mechanic arts, and the patent explosive 
which had helped to make him rich, I felt how likely 
it was that he had told the truth in this cruel letter.

I carried the iron box away to my lodgings, set it 
down with care in a closet, laid the key on it, and 
locked the closet.

Then I sat down, as yet hopeful, and began to exert 
my ingenuity upon ways of opening the box without 
being killed. There must be a way.

After a week of vain thinking I bethought me, one 
day, that it would be easy to explode the box by un­
locking it at a safe distance, and I arranged a plan 
with wires, which seemed as if it would answer. But 
when I reflected on what would happen when the 
dynamite scattered the rubies, I knew that I should 
be none the richer.

At last I hung the key on my watch-guard;
. but then it occurred to me that it might be 

lost or stolen. Dreading this, I hid it, fearful that 
someone might use it to 
open the box. This state 
of doubt and fear lasted 
for weeks, until I became 
nervous and began to 
dread that some accident 
might happen to the box. 
A burglar might come 
and boldly carry it away 
and force it open and find 
it was a wicked fraud of 
my uncle’s. Even the 
rumble and vibration 
caused by heavy vans in 
the street became a terror.

Worst of all, my salary was reduced, and I saw that 
marriage was out of the question.

In my despair I consulted Professor Clinch about 
my dilemma, and as to some safe way of getting at 
the rubies. He said that, if my uncle had not lied, 
there was none that would not ruin the stones, espe­
cially the pearls, but that it was a silly tale and alto­
gether incredible. I offered him the biggest ruby if he 
would test his opinion. He did not wish to do so.

Dr. Schaff, my uncle’s doctor, believed the old man’s 
letter, and added a caution, which was entirely use­
less, for by this time I was afraid to be in the room 
with that terrible box.

At last the doctor kindly warned me that I was in 
danger of losing my mind with too much thought 
about my rubies. In fact, I did nothing else but con­
trive wild plans to get at them safely. I spent all my 
spare hours at one of the great libraries reading about

Dr. Silas Weir Mitchell was the inventor of the rest­
cure, and author of Hugh Wynn, Free Quaker. He 
was born in Philadelphia in 182g and became an emi­
nent nerve-specialist and literary man, writing novels, 
stories and poetry. During the Civil War he was sur­
geon at the United States Hospital for Nervous Diseases.

dynamite. Indeed, I talked of it until the library at­
tendants, believing me a lunatic or a dynamite fiend, 
declined to humor me, and spoke to the police. I 
suspect that for a while I was “shadowed” as a sus­
picious, and possibly criminal, character. I gave up 
the libraries, and, becoming more and more fearful, 
set my precious box on a down pillow, for fear of its 
being shaken; for at this time even the absurd pos­
sibility of its being disturbed by an earthquake 
troubled me. I tried to calculate the amount of shak­
ing needed to explode my box.

The old doctor begged me to give up all thought of 
the matter, and, as I felt how completely I was the 
slave of one despotic idea, I tried to take the good 
advice.

Unhappily, I found, soon after, between the leaves 
of my uncle’s Bible, a numbered list of the stones with 
their cost and much beside. It was dated two years 
before my uncle’s death. Many of the stones were 
well known, and their enormous value amazed me.

Several of the rubies were described with care, and 
curious histories of them were given in detail. One 
was said to be the famous “Sunset Ruby,” which had 
belonged to the Empress-Queen Maria Theresa. One 
was called the “Blood Ruby,” not because of the color, 
but on account of the murders it had occasioned.

The pearls were described with care as an unequaled 
collection. Concerning two of them my uncle had 
written what I might call biographies—for, indeed, 
they seemed to have done much evil and some good.

Jt was maddening. Here, guarded by a vision of 
sudden death, was wealth 
“beyond the dreams of 

/ avarice.” I am not a
q p clever or ingenious man;

I know little beyond how 
to keep a ledger, and so 
I was, and am, no doubt, 
absurd about many of my 
notions about this riddle.

At one time I thought 
of finding a man who 
would take the risk of 
unlocking the box, but 
what right had I to sub­
ject anyone else to the 

trial I dared not face? I could easily drop the box 
from a height somewhere, and if it did not explode 
could then safely unlock it: but if it did blow up when 
it fell, good-by to my rubies. Mine, indeed! I was 
rich, and I was not. I grew thin and morbid, and so 
miserable, that, being a good Catholic, I at last carried 
my troubles to my father confessor. He thought it 
simply a cruel jest of my uncle’s, but was not so eager 
for another world as to be willing to open my box. 
He, too, counseled me to cease thinking about it. 
Good heavens! I dreamed about it.

Two years have gone by, and I am one of the richest 
men in the city, and I have no more money than will 
keep me alive.

Susan said I was half cracked like Uncle Philip, and 
broke off her engagement. In my despair I have ad­
vertised in the Journal of Science, and have had ab­
surd schemes sent me by the dozen. At last, as I
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talked too much about it, the thing became so well 
known that when I put the horror in a safe, in a bank, 
I was promptly desired to withdraw it. I was in 
constant fear of burglars, and my landlady gave me 
notice to leave, because no one would stay in the house 
with that box. I am advised to print my story 
and await advice from the ingenuity of the American 
mind.

I have moved into the suburbs and hidden the box, 
and changed my name and my occupation. This I 
did to escape the curiosity of the reporters. I ought to 
say that when the government officials came to hear of 
my inheritance, they very reasonably desired to collect 
the succession tax on my uncle's estate.

I was delighted to assist them. I told the collector 
my story, and showed him Uncle Philip’s letter. I 
offered him the key, and asked for time to get half a 
mile away. He said he would think it over and come 
back later.

This is all I have to say. I have made a will and 
left my rubies and pearls to the Society for the Pre­
vention of Human Vivisection. If any man thinks 
this account a joke or an invention, let him coldly 
imagine the situation:

Given an iron box, known to contain wealth, said to 
contain dynamite, arranged to explode when the key 
is used to unlock it—what would any sane man do? 
What would he advise ?

Sve WITH HER BASKET was 
Deep in the bells and grass, 
Wading in bells and grass 
Up to her knees, 
Picking a dish of sweet 
Berries and plums to eat, 
Down in the bells and grass 
Under the trees.

Mute as a mouse in a 
Corner the cobra lay, 
Curled round a bough of the 
Cinnamon tall. . . .
Now to get even and 
Humble proud heaven and 
Now was the moment or 
Never at all.

“Eva! ” Each syllable 
Light as a flower fell, 
“Eva!” he whispered the 
Wondering maid, 
Soft as a bubble sung 
Out of a linnet’s lung, 
Soft and most silverly 
“Eva!” he said.

Picture that orchard sprite, 
Eve, with her body white, 
Supple and smooth to her 
Slim finger tips, 
Wondering, listening, 
Listening, wondering, 
Eve with a berry

Oh had our simple Eve
Seen through the make-believe! 
Had she but known the 
Pretender he was!
Out of the boughs he came, 
Whispering still her name, 
Tumbling in twenty rings 
Into the grass.

Here was the strangest pair 
In the world anywhere, 
Eve in the bells and grass 
Kneeling, and he 
Telling his story low. . . . 
Singing birds saw them go 
Down the dark path to 
The Blasphemous Tree.

Oh what a chatter when 
Titmouse and Jenny Wren 
Saw him successful and 
Taking his leave!
How the birds rated him, 
How they all hated him!
How they all pitied 
Poor motherless Eve!

Picture her crying 
Outside in the lane, 
Eve, with no dish of sweet 
Berries and plums to eat, 
Haunting the gate of the 
Orchard in vain. . . .
Picture the lewd delight 
Under the hill tonight—
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The First Prize-winning Essay 
in the Qolden Book Contest 

“My Favorite Story and Why”

jOlue Murder”
Is the Stuff of Literature

Wilbur Daniel Steele is, in my humble opinion, the best of con­
temporary American short-story writers: and since he is my 

favorite writer it is but natural that my favorite story is one of his. The story is 
"Blue Murder,” which was one of the O. Henry Memorial Prize Stories for 1925.

‘‘Blue Murder” is a composite of several types of short stories, being a blend of 
the mystery story, the love story, and the character story, done with such skill 
that, once read, it will not soon be forgotten. Moreover, it is a story that demands 
a second and a third reading, each of which reveals new interest; and in this day 
of light fiction a short story that will bear several readings is indeed worth while.

I like a story whose ending is not apparent before I am fairly started reading, 
yet which is so logically developed that T can, when the story is finished, look 
back and see that each signpost points straight to the author’s solution as the in­
evitable one. “Blue Murder” is such a story.

In “A Gossip on Romance,” by R. L. Stevenson, in the April Golden Book, 
are these lines: “This, then, is the plastic part of literature: to embody character, 
thought, or emotion in some act or attitude that shall be remarkably striking to 
the mind’s eye. This is the highest and hardest thing to do in words; the thing 
which, once accomplished, equally delights the schoolboy and the sage, and 
makes, in its own right, the quality of epics.” “Blue Murder” does all of this. It 
is of the stuff that makes literature and yet is not “highbrow.” That is why I like 
it and why I name it as my favorite story.

—N. W. Frederick, Atascadero, California.

Wilbur Daniel Steele is unquestionably one of 
the American writers contributing most to the 
art of the modern short story, and we are delighted to be 

able to accompany the prize essay above with the “favorite” 
story of his which it names. It is a happy chance that the 
first prize essay in our contest (see page 83) should have as 
its subject a story which we had not already run.

Concerning himself. Mr. Steele has to say as follows: 
“There is so little of 'human interest' about me. I seem to 
be pretty much the common or garden variety of person, 
anxious about the well-being of my family (wife and two 
boys), always losing everything, and having difficulty with 
my income tax returns. My main desire is to have the moon.

“There are. of course, data. Born in Greensboro, N. C. 
(O. Henry’s birth-place, which has nothing to do with the 
question), in 1886. I went to kindergarten in Berlin and fin­
ished my formal education in Denver, graduating from the 
University of Denver (where my father is a professor of
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Biblical literature) in 1907. All my forebears having been 
connected with the ministry of the Gospel in the Methodist 
Episcopal faith, I was from my earliest youth reared to be 
a painter; accordingly, having worked in summer- and 
night-classes in a Denver art school while in college. I came 
east in 1907 to pursue my studies in the Museum School in 
that city. The most important thing I got there was a wife, 
whom I married some time later (1913). In 1908-9 I was 
in Paris, at the Academic Julien, and in Florence and Venice, 
etching.

“It was during that winter that I began to write short 
stories, playing hooky from the Academic to do it—and they 
were pretty awful stuff. The following summer I drifted to 
Provincetown, Mass., and have been there, with longer or 
shorter hiatuses, ever since. The hiatuses, the more impor­
tant ones, have taken me to the West Indies, to the coasts of 
Ireland, England, and France, as naval correspondent, to 
Bermuda and to North Africa, France, and England.”
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At Mill Crossing it was already past sun- 

» set. The rays, redder for what autumn 
leaves were left, still laid fire along the woods crown­
ing the stony slopes of Jim Bluedge’s pastures; but 
then the line of the dusk began and from that level it 
filled the valley, washing with transparent blue the 
buildings scattered about the bridge, Jim’s house and 
horse sheds and hay barns, Frank’s store, and Cam­
den's blacksmith shop.

The mill had been gone fifty years, but the falls 
which had turned its wheel still poured in the bottom 
of the valley, and when the wind came from the Foot­
stool way, their mist wet the smithy, built of the old 
stone on the old foundations, and their pouring 
drowned the clink of Camden’s hammer.

Just now they couldn't drown Camden’s hammer, 
for he wasn't in the smithy; he was at his brother's 
farm. Standing inside the smaller of the horse pad­
docks behind the sheds he drove in stakes, one after 
another, cut green from saplings, and so disposed as to 
cover the more glaring of the weaknesses in the five- 
foot fence. From time to time, when one was done 
and another to do, he rested the. head of his sledge 
in the pocket of his leather apron (he was never with­
out it: it was as though it had grown on him, lumpy 
with odds and ends of his trade—bolts and nails and 
rusty pliers and old horseshoes) and, standing so, he 
mopped the sweat from his face and looked up at the 
mountain.

Of the three brothers he was the dumb one. He sel­
dom had anything to say. It was providential (folks 
said) that of the three enterprises at the Crossing one 
was a smithy; for while he was a strong, big, hungry- 
muscled fellow, he never would have had the shrewd­
ness to run the store or the farm. He was better at 
pounding—pounding while the fire reddened and the

Mabel Pugh

sparks flew, and thinking, and letting other people 
wonder what he was thinking of.

Blossom Bluedge, his brother’s wife, sat perched on 
the top bar of the paddock gate, holding her skirts 
around her ankles with a trifle too much care to be 
quite unconscious, and watched him work. When he 
looked at the mountain he was looking at the mares, 
half a mile up the slope, grazing in a line as straight as 
soldiers, their heads all one way. But Blossom 
thought it was the receding light he was thinking of, 
and her own sense of misgiving returned and deepened.

“You’d have thought Jim would be home before 
this, wouldn't you, Cam?”

Her brother-in-law said nothing.
“Cam, look at me!”
It was nervousness, but it wasn’t all nervousness— 

she was the prettiest girl in the valley; a small part 
of it was mingled coquetry and pique.

The smith began to drive another stake, swinging 
the hammer from high overhead, his muscles playing 
in fine big rhythmical convulsions under the skin of 
his arms and chest, covered with short blond down. 
Studying him cornerwise, Blossom muttered, “Well, 
don’t look at me then! ”

He was too dumb for any use. He was as dumb as
37
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this: when all three of the Bluedge boys were after her 
a year ago, Frank, the storekeeper, had brought her 
candy: chocolates wrapped in silver foil in a two- 
pound Boston box. Jim had laid before her the Blu­
edge farm and with it the dominance of the valley. 
And Camden! To the daughter of Ed Beck, the apple 
grower, Camden had brought a box of apples!—and 
been bewildered too, when, for all she could heip it, 
she had had to clap a hand over her mouth and run 
into the house to have her giggle.

A little more than just bewildered, perhaps. 
Had she, or any of them, ever speculated 

about that ? ... He had been dumb enough before; but 
that was when he had started being as dumb as he 
was now.

Well, if he wanted to be dumb let him be dumb. 
Pouting her pretty lips and arching her fine brows, she 
forgot the unimaginative fellow and turned to the 
ridge again. And now, seeing the sun was quite gone, 
all the day’s vague worries and dreads—held off by 
this and that—could not be held off longer. For weeks 
there had been so much talk, so much gossip and 
doubt.

“Camden,” she reverted suddenly. “Did you 
hear------”

She stopped there. Some people were coming into 
the kitchen yard, dark forms in the growing darkness. 
Most of them lingered at the porch, sitting on the 
steps and lighting their pipes. The one that came out 
was Frank, the second of her brothers-in-law. She was 
glad. Frank wasn’t like Camden; he would talk. 
Turning and taking care of her skirts, she gave him 
a bright and sisterly smile.

“Well, Frankie, what’s the crowd?”
Far from avoiding the smile, as Camden’s habit was, 

the storekeeper returned it with a brotherly wink for 
good measure. “Oh, they’re tired of waiting down the 
road, so they come up here to see the grand arrival.” 
He was something of a man of the world; in his call­
ing he had acquired a fine turn for skepticism. “Don’t 
want to miss being on hand to see what flaws they can 
pick in ‘Jim’s five hundred dollars’ wuth of expiri- 
ment.’ ”

“Frank, ain’t you the least worried over Jim?”
“Don’t see why.”
“All the same, I wish either you or Cam could’ve 

gone with him.”
“Don’t see why. Had all the men from Perry’s 

stable there in Twinshead to help him get the animal 
off the freight, and he took an extra rope and the log 
chain and the heavy wagon, so I guess no matter how 
wild and woolly the devil is he’ll scarcely be climbing 
in over the tailboard. Besides, them Western horses 
ain't such a big breed; even a stallion.”

“All the same—(look the other way, Frankie).” 
Flipping her ankles over the rail, Blossom jumped 
down beside him. “Listen, Frank, tell me something; 
did you hear—did you hear the reason Jim’s getting 
him cheap was because he killed a man out West 
there.”

Frank was taking off his sleeve protectors, the pins 
in his mouth. It was Camden, at the bars, speaking 
in his deep rough way, “Who the hell told you that?”

Frank got the pins out of his mouth. “I guess what 
it is, Blossie, what’s mixed you up is his having that 
name, ‘Blue Murder.’ ”

“No, sir! I got some sense and some ears. You 
don’t go fooling me.”

Frank laughed indulgently and struck her shoulder 
with a light hand.

“Don’t you worry. Between two horsemen like Jim 
and Cam-----”

“Don’t Cam me! He's none of my horse. I told 
Jim once ” Breaking off, Camden hoisted his 
weight over the fence and stood outside, his feet spread 
and his hammer in both hands, an attitude that would 
have looked ludicrous had anyone been watching him.

Jim had arrived. With a clatter of hoofs and a rat­
tle of wheels he was in the yard and came to a stand­
still, calling aloud as he threw the lines over the team, 
“Well, friends, here we are.”

The curious began to edge around, closing a cautious 
circle. The dusk had deepened so that it wTas hard to 
make anything at any distance of Jim’s “expiriment” 
but a blurry silhouette anchored at the wagon’s tail. 
The farmer put an end to it, crying from his eminence, 
“Now, now, clear out and don’t worry him; give him 
some peace tonight, for Lord’s sake! Git! ” He 
jumped to the ground and began to whack his arms, 
chilled with driving, only to have them pinioned by 
Blossom’s without warning.

“Oh, Jim, I'm so glad you come. I been so worried: 
gi’ me a kiss!”

The farmer reddened, eying the cloud of witnesses. 
He felt awkward and wished she could have waited. 
“Get along, didn’t I tell you fellows?” he cried with 
a trace of the Bluedge temper. “Go wait in the 
kitchen then; I’ll tell you all about everything soon’s 
I come in. ... Well now—wife ”

“What’s the matter?” she laughed, an eye over her 
shoulder. “Nobody’s looking that matters. I’m sure 
Frank don’t mind. And as for Camden------”

Camden wrasn’t looking at them. Still standing with 
his hammer two-fisted and his legs spread, his chin 
down and his thoughts to himself (the dumb head) he 
was looking at Blue Murder, staring at that other 
dumb head, which, raised high on the motionless 
column of the stallion’s neck, seemed hearkening with 
an exile’s doubt to the sounds of this new universe, 
tasting with wide nostrils the taint in the wind of 
equine strangers, and studying with eyes accustomed 
to far horizons these pastures that went up in the air.

Whatever the smith’s cogitations, presently he let the 
hammer down and said aloud, “So you’re him, eh?”

Jim had put Blossom aside, saying, “Got supper 
ready? I’m hungry!” Excited by the act of kissing 
and the sense of witnesses to it, she fussed her hair 
and started kitchenward as he turned to his brothers.

“Well, what do you make of him?”
“Five hundred dollars," said Frank. “However, it’s 

your money.”
Camden was shorter. “Better put him in.”
“All right; let them bars down while I and Frank 

lead him around.”
“No, thanks! ” The storekeeper kept his hands in 

his pockets. “I just cleaned up, thanks. Cam’s the 
boy for horses.”
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“He's none o’ my horses! ” Camden wet his lips, 
shook his shoulders, and scowled. “Be damned, no!” 
He never had the right words, and it made him mad. 
Hadn’t he told Jim from the beginning that he washed 
his hands of this fool Agricultural College squander­
ing, “and a man killer to the bargain”?

“Unless,” Frank put in slyly, “unless Cam’s scared.”
“Oh, is Cam scared?”
“Scared?” And still, to the brothers’ enduring won­

der, the big dense fellow would rise to that boyhood 
bait. “Scared? The hell I’m scared of any horse ever
wore a shoe! Come on, I’ll show you! ”

“Well, be gentle with him, boys; he may be brittle.” 
As Frank sauntered off he whistled the latest tune.

In the warmth and light of the kitchen he began to 
fool with his pretty sister-in-law, feigning princely im­
patience and growling, with a wink at the assembled 
neighbors, “When do we eat?”

But she protested, “Land, I had everything ready 
since five, ain’t I ? And now if it ain’t you it’s them 
to wait for. I declare for men! ”

At last one of the gossips got in a word.
“What you make of Jim’s purchase, Frank?”
“Well, it’s Jim’s money, Darred. If / had the run­

ning of this farm------” Frank began drawing up 
chairs noisily, leaving it at that.

Darred persisted. “Don’t look to me much like an 
animal for women and children to handle, not
yet.”

“Cowboys han’les ’em, pa.” That was Dar- 
red’s ten-year-old, big-eyed.

Blossom put the kettle back, protesting, 
“Leave off, or you’ll get me worried to death: all 
your talk ... I declare, where are those bad 
boys?” Opening the door she called, “Jim! 
Cam! Land’s sake! ”

Subdued by distance and the intervening 
sheds, she could hear them at their business— 
sounds muffled and fragmentary, soft thunder of 
hoofs, snorts, puffings, and the short words of 
men in action: “Aw, leave him be in the paddock to­
night.” . . . “With them mares there, you damn fool?” 
. . . “Damn fool, eh? Try getting him in at that door 
and see who’s the damn fool!’’... “Come on, don’t be 
so scared.” . . . “Scared, eh? Scared?” . . .

Why was it she always felt that curious tightening 
of all her powers of attention when Camden Bluedge 
spoke ? Probably because he spoke so rarely, and then 
so roughly, as if his own thickness made him mad. 
Never mind.

“Last call for supper in the dining car, boys!” she 
called and closed the door. Turning back to the stove, 
she was about to replace the tea water for the 
third time when, straight­
ening up, she said, 
"What’s that?”

No one else had heard 
anything. They looked 
at one another.

“Frank, go—go see 
what—tell the boys to 
come in.”

Frank hesitated, then 
went to the door.

Then everyone in the room was out of his chair.
There were three sounds. The first was human and 

incoherent. The second was incoherent too, but it 
wasn’t human. The third was a crash, a ripping and 
splintering of wood.

When they got to the paddock they found Camden 
crawling from beneath the wreckage of the fence where 
a gap was opened on the pasture side. He must have 
received a blow on the head, for he seemed dazed. He 
didn’t seem to know they were there. At a precarious 
balance—one hand at the back of his neck—-he stood
facing up the hill, gaping after the diminuendo of 
floundering hoofs, invisible above.

So seconds passed. Again the beast gave tongue, a 
high wild horning note, and on the black of the stony 
hill to the right of it a faint shower of sparks blew like 
fireflies where the herding mares wheeled. It seemed 
to awaken the dazed smith. He opened his mouth: 
“Almighty God! ” Swinging, he flung his arms toward 
the shed. “There! There!”

At last someone brought a lantern. They found Jim 
Bluedge lying on his back in the corner of the pad­
dock near the door to the shed. In the lantern light, 
and still better in the kitchen when they had carried 
him in, they read the record of the thing which Cam­
den, dumb in good earnest now, seemed unable to tell 
them with anything but his strange unfocused stare.

Drawing by Will Janie* 
from San J » Scribner’s
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The bloody offense to the skull would have been 
enough to kill the man, but it was the second, full on 
the chest above the heart, that told the tale. On the 
caved grating of the ribs, already turning blue under 
the yellowish down, the iron shoe had left its mark; 
and when, laying back the rag of shirt, they saw that 
the toe of the shoe was upward and the cutting calk­
ends down, they knew all they wanted to know of that 
swift, black, crushing episode.

No outlash here of heels in fright. Here 
was a forefoot. An attack aimed and 

frontal; an onslaught reared, erect; beast turned 
biped; red eyes mad to white eyes aghast. . . . And 
only afterward, when it was done, the blood-fright 
that serves the horse for conscience; the blind rush 
across the inclosure; the fence gone down. . . . No one 
had much to say. No one seemed to know what to do. 

As for Camden, he was no help. He simply stood 
propped on top of his logs of legs where someone had 
left him. From the instant when with his “.Almighty 
God!” he had been brought back to memory, instead 
of easing its hold as the minutes passed, the event to 
which he remained the only living human witness 
seemed minute by minute to tighten its grip. It set its 
sweat-beaded stamp on his face, distorted his eyes, 
and tied his tongue. He was no good to anyone.

As for Blossom, even now—perhaps more than ever 
now—her dependence on physical touch was the 
thing that ruled her. Down on her knees beside the 
lamp they had set on the floor, she plucked at one of 
the dead man’s shoes monotonously, and as it were 
idly, swaying the toe like an inverted pendulum from 
side to side. That was all. Not a word. And when 
Frank, the only one of the three with any sense, got 
her up and led her away to her room, she clung to film.

It was lucky that Frank was a man of affairs. His 
brother was dead, and frightfully dead, but there was 
tomorrow for grief. Just now there were many things 
to do. There were people to be got rid of. With 
short words and angry gestures he cleared them out, 
all but Darred and a man named White, and to these 
he said, “Now first thing, Jim can’t stay here.” He 
ran and got a blanket from a closet. “Give me a 
hand and we’ll lay him in the ice house overnight. 
Don’t sound good, but it’s best, poor fellow. Cam, 
come along! ”

He waited a moment, and as he studied the w’ooden 
fool the blood poured back into his face. “Wake up, 
Cam! You great big scared stiff, you!”

Camden brought his eyes out of nothingness and 
looked at his brother. A twinge passed over his face, 
convulsing the mouth muscles. ‘“Scared?”

“Yes, you’re scared!” Frank’s lip lifted, showing 
the tips of his teeth. “And I’ll warrant you some­
thing: if you wasn’t the scared stiff you was, this hell­
ish damn thing wouldn’t have happened, maybe. 
Scared! You, a blacksmith! Scared of a horse!”

“Horse!” Again that convulsion of the mouth 
muscles, something between irony and an idiot craft. 
“WThy don’t you go catch ’im?”

“Hush it! Don’t waste time by going loony now, 
for God’s sake. Come!”

“My advice to anybody------” Camden looked crazier

than ever, knotting his brows. “My advice to any­
body is to let somebody else go catch that—that ” 
Opening the door he faced out into the night, his head 
sunk between his shoulders and the fingers working at 
the ends of his hanging arms; and before they knew it 
he began to swear. They could hardly hear because 
his teeth were locked and his breath soft. There were 
all the vile words he had ever heard in his life, curses 
and threats and abominations, vindictive, violent, ob­
scene. He stopped only when at a sharp word from 
Frank he was made aware that Blossom had come 
back into the room. Even then he didn’t seem to com­
prehend her return, but stood blinking at her, and at 
the rifle she carried, with distraught bloodshot eyes.

Frank comprehended. Hysteria had followed the 
girl’s blankness. Stepping between her and the body 
on the floor, he spoke in a persuasive, unhurried way. 
“What you doing with that gun, Blossie? Now, now, 
you don’t want that gun, you know you don’t.”

It worked. Her rigidity lessened. Confusion gained.
“Well, but—oh, Frank—well, but when we going 

to shoot him?”
“Yes, yes, Blossie—now, yes—only you best give 

me that gun; that’s the girlie.” When he had got the 
weapon he put an arm around her shoulders. “Yes, 
yes, course we’re going to shoot him; what you think? 
Don’t want an animal like that running round. Now 
first thing in the morning------”

Hysteria returned. With its strength she resisted 
his leading.

“No, now! Now! He’s gone and killed Jim! 
Killed my husband! I won’t have him left alive an­
other minute I won’t! Now! No, sir, I’m going 
myself, lam! Frank, lam! Cam!”

At his name, appealed to in that queer screeching 
w*ay, the man in the doorway shivered all over, wet his 
lips, and walked out into the dark.

“There, you see?” Frank was quick to capitalize 
anything. “Cam’s gone to do it. Cam’s gone, Blos­
sie! ... Here, one of you—Darred, take this gun and 
run give it to Camden, that’s the boy.”

“You sure he’ll kill him, Frank? You sure?”
“Sure as daylight. Now you come along back to 

your room like a good girl and get some rest. Come, 
I’ll go with you.”

When Frank returned to the kitchen ten minutes 
later, Darred was back.

“Well, now, let’s get at it and carry out poor Jim; 
he can’t lay here. . . . Where’s Cam now damn him I ”

“Cam? Why, he’s gone and went.”
“Went where?”
“Up the pasture, like you said.”
“Like I---” Frank went an odd color. He walked 

to the door. Between the light on the sill and the be­
ginnings of the stars where the woods crowned the 
mountain was all one blackness. One stillness too. 
He turned on Darred. “But look, you never gave him 
that gun, even.”

“He didn’t want it.”
“Lord’s sake; what did he say?”
“Said nothing. He’d got the log chain out of the 

wagon and when I caught him he was up hunting his 
hammer in under that wreck at the fence. Once he 
found it he started off up. ‘Cam,’ says I, ‘here’s a gun;
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want it?’ He seem not to. Just went on walking up.” 
“How’d he look?”
“Look same’s you seen him looking. Sick.”
“The damned fool! ” . . .
Poor dead Jim! Poor fool Camden! As the store­

keeper went about his business and afterward when, 
the ice house door closed on its tragic tenant and 
White and Darred gone off home, he roamed the yard, 
driven here and there, soft-footed, waiting, hearken­
ing—his mind was for a time not his own property but 
the plaything of thoughts diverse and wayward. Jim, 
his brother, so suddenly and so violently gone. The 
stallion. That beast that had kicked him to death. 
With anger and hate and pitiless impatience of time 
he thought of the morrow, when they would catch him 
and take their revenge with guns and clubs. Behind 
these speculations, covering the background of his con­
sciousness and stringing his nerves to endless vigil, 
spread the wall of the mountain: silent from instant 
to instant but devising under its black silence (who- 
could-know-what instant to come) a neigh, a yell, a 
spark-line of iron hoofs on rolling flints, a groan. And 
still behind that and deeper into the borders of the 
unconscious, the storekeeper thought of the farm that 
had lost its master, the rich bottoms, the broad well- 
stocked pastures, the fat barns, and the comfortable 
house whose chimneys and gable ends fell into chang­
ing shapes of perspective against the stars as he wan­
dered here and there. . . .

Jim gone. . . . And Camden, at any moment. . . .
His face grew hot. An impulse carried him a dozen 

steps. “I ought to go up. Ought to take the gun and 
go up.” But there shrewd sanity put on the brakes. 
“Where's the use? Couldn’t find him in this dark. 
Besides, I oughtn’t to leave Blossom here alone.”

With that he went round toward the kitchen, think­
ing to go in. But the sight of the lantern, left burn­
ing out near the sheds, sent his ideas off on another 
course. At any rate it would give his muscles and 
nerves something to work on. Taking the lantern 
and entering the paddock, he fell to patching the gap 
into the pasture, using broken boards from the wreck. 
As he worked his eyes chanced to fall on footprints in 
the dung-mixed earth—Camden’s footprints leading 
away beyond the little ring of light. And beside them, 
taking off from the landing place of that prodigious 
leap, he discerned the trail of the stallion. After a 
moment he got down on his knees where the earth was 
softest, holding the lantern so that its light fell full.

He gave over his fence building. Returning to the 
house his gait was no longer that of the roamer; his 
face, caught by the periodic flare of the swinging lan­
tern, was the face of another man. In its expression 
there was a kind of fright and a kind of calculating 
eagerness. He looked at the clock on the kitchen shelf, 
shook it, and read it again. He went to the telephone 
and fumbled at the receiver. He waited till his hand 
quit shaking, then removed it from the hook.

“Listen, Darred,” he said, when he had got the 
farmer at last, “get White and whatever others you 
can and come over first thing it’s light. Come a-riding 
and bring your guns. No, Cam ain’t back.”

He heard Blossom calling. Outside her door he 
passed one hand down over his face, as he might have

passed a wash rag, to wipe off what was there. Then 
he went in.

“What’s the matter with Blossie? Can’t sleep?”
“No, I can’t sleep. Can’t think. Can’t sleep. Oh 

Frankie!”
He sat down beside the bed.
“Oh, Frankie, Frankie, hold my hand!”
She looked almost homely, her face bleached out 

and her hair in a mess on the pillow. But she would 
get over that. And the short sleeve of the nightgown 
on the arm he held was edged with pretty lace.

“Got your watch here?” he asked. She gave it to 
him from under the pillow. This too he shook as if he 
couldn’t believe it was going.

Pretty Blossom Beck. Here for a wonder, he sat in 
her bedroom and held her hand. One brother was 
dead and the other was on the mountain.

But little by little, as he sat and dreamed so, night­
mare crept over his brain. He had to arouse and shake 
himself. He had to set his thoughts resolutely in 
other roads. . . . Perhaps there would be even the 
smithy. The smithy, the store, the farm. Complete. 
The farm, the farmhouse, the room in the farmhouse, 
the bed in the room, the wife in the bed. Complete 
beyond belief. If . . . Worth dodging horror for. 
If . . .

“Frank, has Cam come back?”
“Cam? Don’t you worry about Cam. . . . Where’s 

that watch again?” . . .

Far from rounding up their quarry in the 
early hours after dawn, it took the riders, five 
of them, till almost noon simply to make certain that 

he wasn’t to be found—not in any of the pastures. 
Then when they discovered the hole in the fence far 
up in the woods beyond the crest where Blue Murder 
had led the mares in a break for the open country of 
hills to the south, they were only at the beginning.

The farmers had left their work undone at home 
and, as the afternoon lengthened and with it the shad­
ows in the hollow places, they began to eye one another 
behind their leader’s back. Yet they couldn’t say it: 
there was something in the storekeeper’s air today, 
something zealous and pitiless and fanatical, that shut 
them up and pulled them plodding on.

Frank did the trailing. Hopeless of getting any­
where before sundown in that unkempt wilderness of 
a hundred square miles of scrub, his companions 
slouched in their saddles and rode more and more 
mechanically, knee to knee, and it was he who made 
the casts to recover the lost trail and, dismounting to 
read the dust, cried back, “He’s still with ’em,” and 
with gestures of imperious excitement urged them on.

“Which you mean?” Darred asked him once. 
“Cam, or the horse?”

Frank wheeled his beast and spurred back at the 
speaker. It was extraordinary. “You don’t know 
what you’re talking about!” he cried, with a cause­
lessness and a disordered vehemence which set them 
first staring, then speculating. “Come on, you dumb­
heads ; don’t talk—ride!”

By the following day, when it was being told in all 
the farmhouses, the story might vary in details and 
more and more as the tellings multiplied, but in its
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fundamentals it remained the same. In one thing 
they certainly all agreed: they used the same expres­
sion—“It was like Frank was drove. Drove in a race 
against something, and not sparing the whip.”

They were a good six miles to the south of the fence. 
Already the road back home would have to be followed 
three parts in the dark.

Darred was the spokesman. “Frank, I’m going to 
call it a day.”

The others reined up with him but the man ahead 
rode on. He didn't seem to hear. Darred lifted his 
voice. “Come on, call it a day, Frank. Tomorrow, 
maybe. But you see we’ve run it out and they’re 
not here.”

“Wait,” said Frank over his shoulder, still riding on 
into the pocket.

White’s mount—a mare—laid back her ears, shied, 
and stood trembling. After a moment she whinnied.

It was as if she had whinnied for a dozen. A crash­
ing in the woods above them to the left and the ava­
lanche came—down streaming, erupting, wheeling, 
wheeling away with volleying snorts, a dark route.

Darred, reining his horse, began to shout, “Here 
they go this way, Frank!” But Frank was yelling, 
“Up here, boys! This way, quick!”

It was the same note, excited, feverish, disordered, 
breaking like a child's. When they neared him they 
saw he was off his horse, rifle in hand, and down on 
his knees to study the ground where the woods began. 
By the time they reached his animal the impetuous 
fellow had started up into the cover, his voice trail­
ing, “Come on ; spread out and come on! ”

One of the farmers got down. When he saw the 
other three keeping their saddles he swung up again.

White spoke this time. “Be darned if I do!” He 
lifted a protesting hail, “Come back here, Frank! 
You’re crazy! It’s getting dark! ”

It was Frank’s own fault. They told him plainly 
to come back and he wouldn't listen.

Darred ran a sleeve over his face and swung down. 
“God alive, boys!” It was the silence. All agreed 
there—the silence and the deepening dusk.

The first they heard was the shot. No voice. Just 
the one report. Then after five breaths of another si­
lence a crashing of growth, a charge in the darkness 
under the withered scrub, continuous and diminishing.

They shouted, “Frank!” No answer. They 
called, “Frank Blucdge!”

Now, since they had to, they did. Keeping 
contact by word, and guided partly by di­

rectional memory, and mostly by luck, they found the 
storekeeper in a brake of ferns, lying across his gun. 

They got him down to the open, watching behind 
them all the while. Only then, by the flares of suc­
cessive matches, under the noses of the snorting horses, 
did they look for the damage done.

They remembered the stillness and the gloom: it 
must have been quite black in there. The attack had 
come from behind—equine and pantherine at once, 
and planned and cunning. A deliberate lunge with 
a forefoot again: the shoe which had crushed the back­
bone between the shoulder blades was a fore shoe: that 
much they saw by the match flares in the red wreck.

They took no longer getting home than they had to, 
but it was longer than they would have wished. With 
Frank across his own saddle, walking their horses and 
with one or another ahead to pick the road (it was 
going to rain, and even the stars were lost), they made 
no more than a creeping speed.

None of them had much to say on the journey. 
Finding the break in the boundary fence and feeling 
through the last of the woods, the lights of their farms 
began to show in the pool of blackness below, and 
Darred uttered a part of what had lain in the minds 
of them all during the return:

“Well, that leaves Cam.”
None followed it up. None cared to go any closer 

than he was to the real question. Something new, 
alien, menacing and pitiless had come into the valley 
of their lives with that beast they had never really 
seen; they felt its oppression, and kept the real ques­
tion back in their minds: “Does it leave Cam?”

It answered itself. Camden was at home when they 
got there.

He had come in a little before them, empty-handed. 
Empty-headed too. When Blossom, who had waited 
all day, part of the time with neighbor women who 
had come in and part of the time alone to the point of 
going mad—when she saw him coming down the pas­
ture, his feet stumbling and his shoulders dejected, her 
first feeling was relief. Her first words, however, were, 
“Did you get him, Cam?” And all he would answer 
was, “Gi’me something to eat, can't you? Gi'me a 
few hours’ sleep, can’t you ? Then wait! ”

He looked as if he would need more than a few 
hours’ sleep. Propped on his elbows over his plate, it 
seemed as though his eyes would close before his 
mouth would open.

His skin was scored by thorns and his shirt was in 
ribbons under the straps of his iron-sagged apron; but 
it was not by these marks that his twenty-odd hours 
showed: it was by his face. While yet his eyes were 
open and his wits still half awake, his face surrendered. 
The flesh relaxed into lines of stupor, a putty-formed, 
putty-colored mask of sleep.

Once he let himself be aroused. This was when, to 
an abstracted query as to Frank’s whereabouts, Blos­
som told him Frank had been out with four others 
since dawn. He heaved clear of the table and opened 
his eyes at her, showing the red around the rims.

He spoke with the thick tongue of a drunkard. “If 
anybody but me lays hand on that stallion I'll kill 
him. 1'11 wring his neck.”

Then he relapsed into his stupidity, and not even, 
the arrival of the party bringing his brother’s body 
seemed able to shake him so far clear of it again.

At first, when they had laid Frank on the floor 
where on the night before they had laid Jim, he seemed 
hardly to comprehend.

“What’s wrong with Frank ?”
“Some more of Jim's ‘expiriment’.”
“Frank see him? He’s scared, Frank is. Look at 

his face there.”
“He’s dead, Cam.”
“Dead, you say? Frank dead? Dead of fright; is 

that it?”
Even when, rolling the body over they showed him
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what was what, he appeared incapable of comprehen­
sion, of amazement, of passion, or of any added grief. 
He looked at them all with a kind of befuddled pro­
test. Returning to his chair and his plate, he grum­
bled, “Le’me eat first, can’t you? Can’t you gi’me a 
little time to sleep?”

“Well, you wouldn’t do much tonight anyway, I 
guess.”

At White’s words Blossom opened her mouth for the 
first time.

“No, nothing tonight, Cam. Cam! Say! Promise! ” 
“And then tomorrow, Cam, what we’ll do is to get 

every last man in the valley, and we’ll go at this right. 
We’ll lay hand on that devil------”

Camden swallowed his mouthful of cold steak with 
difficulty. His obsession touched, he showed them the 
rims of his eyes again.

“You do and I’ll wring your necks. The man that 
touches that animal before I do gets his neck wrang. 
That’s all you need to remember.”

“Yes, yes—no—that is----- ” Poor Blossom. “Yes,
Mr. White, thanks; no, Cam’s not going out tonight. 
. . . No, Cam, nobody’s going to interfere—nor noth­
ing. Don’t you worry there. . . .”

Again poor Blossom! Disaster piled too swiftly on 
disaster; no discipline but instinct left. Caught in fire 
and flood and earthquake and not knowing what to 
come, and no creed but “save him who can!”—by 
hook or crook of wile or smile. With the valley of her 
life emptied out, and its emptiness repeopled mon­
strously and pressing down black on the roof under 
which (now that Frank was gone to the ice house too 
and the farmers back home) one brother was left of 
three—she would tread softly, she would talk or she 
would be dumb, as her sidelong glimpses of the awake- 
asleep man’s face above the table told her was the 
instant’s need; or if he would eat, she would magic out 
of nothing something, anything; or if he would sleep, 
he could sleep, so long as he slept in that house where 
she could know he was sleeping.

Only one thing. If she could touch him. If she 
could touch and cling.

Lightning filled the windows. After a moment the 
thunder came avalanching down the pasture and 
brought up against the clapboards of the house. At 
this she was behind his chair. She put out a hand. 
She touched his shoulder. The shoulder was bare, the 
shirt ripped away; it was caked with sweat and with 
the blackening smears of scratches, but for all its ex­
haustion and dirt it was flesh alive—a living man to 
touch.

Camden blundered up. “What the hell! ” He 
started off two steps and wheeled on her. “Why don’t 
you get off to bed for Goll sake! ”

“Yes, Cam, yes—right off, yes.”
“Well, I’m going, I can tell you. For Goll sake, I 

need some sleep!”
“Yes, that’s right, yes, Cam, good night, Cam— 

only promise you won’t go out—nowheres.”
“Go out? Not likely I won’t! Get along.”
It took her no time to get along then—quick and 

quiet as a mouse.
Camden lingered to stand at one of the windows 

where the lightning came again, throwing the black

barns and paddocks at him from the white sweep of 
the pastures crowned by woods.

As it had taken her no time to go, it took Blossom 
no time to undress and get in bed. When Camden was 
on his way to his room he heard her calling, “Cam! 
Just a second, Cam! ”

In the dark outside her door he drew one hand 
down over his face, wiping off whatever might be there. 
Then he entered.

“Yes? What?”
“Cam, set by me a minute, won’t you? And Cam, 

oh Cam, hold my hand.”

As he slouched down, his fist inclosing her 
■ fingers, thoughts awakened and fastened 
on things. They fastened, tentatively at first, upon 

the farm. Jim gone. Frank gone. The smithy, the 
store, and the farm. The trinity. The three in one. . . .

“Tight, Cam, for pity’s sake! Hold it tight!”
His eyes, falling to his fist, strayed up along the 

arm it held. The sleeve, rumpled near the shoulder, 
was trimmed with pretty lace. . . .

“Tighter, Cam!”
A box of apples. That memory hidden away in the 

cellar of his mind. Hidden away, clamped down in 
the dark, till the noxious vapors, the murderous vapors 
of its rotting had filled the shut-up house he was. . . . 
A box of red apples for the apple-grower’s girl . . . the 
girl who sniggered and ran away to laugh at him. . . .

And here, by the unfolding of a devious destiny, he 
sat in that girl’s bedroom, holding that girl’s hand. 
Jim who had got her, Frank who had wanted her, lay 
side by side out there in the ice house under the light­
ning. While he, the “dumb one”—the last to be 
thought of with anything but amusement and the last 
to be feared—his big hot fist inclosing her imprecating 
hand now, and his eyes on the pretty lace at her 
shoulder—he jumped up with a gulp and a clatter of 
iron.

“What the---” He flung her hand away. “What 
the—hell!” He swallowed. “Damn you, Blossie 
Beck! ” He stared at her with repugnance and mortal 
fright. “Why, you—you—you ”

He moderated his voice with an effort, wiping his 
brow, “Good night. You must excuse me, Blossie; I 
wasn’t meaning—I mean—I hope you sleep good. 1 
shall. . . . Good night!”

In his own brain was the one word, “Hurry! ”
She lay and listened to his boots going along the 

hall and heard the closing of his door. She ought to 
have put out the lamp. But even with the shades 
drawn, the lightning around the edges of the window 
unnerved her; in the dark alone it would have been 
more than she could bear.

She lay so till she felt herself nearing exhaustion 
from the sustained rigidity of her limbs. Rain came 
and with the rain, wind. Around the eaves it neighed 
like wild stallions; down the chimneys it moaned like 
men. Slipping out of bed and pulling on a bathrobe 
she ran from her room, barefooted, and along the hall 
to Camden’s door.

“Cam!” she called. “Oh, Cam!” she begged. 
“Please, please! ”

And now he wouldn’t answer her.
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New lightning, diffused through all the sky by the 
blown rain, ran at her along the corridor. She pushed 
the door open. The lamp was burning on the bureau 
but the room was empty and the bed untouched.

Taking the lamp she skittered down to the kitchen. 
No one there. . . .

“Hurry !”
Camden had reached the woods when the rain came, 

flighting the lantern he had brought, he made his way 
on to the boundary fence. There, about a mile to the 
east of the path the others had taken that day, he 
pulled the rails down and tumbled the stones together 
in a pile. Then he proceeded another hundred yards, 
holding the lantern high and peering through the 
streaming crystals of the rain.

Blue Murder was there. Neither the chain nor the 
sapling had given way. The lantern and, better than 
the lantern, a globe of lightning, showed the tethered 
stallion glistening and quivering, his eyes all whites 
at the man's approach.

“Gentle, boy; steady, boy!” Talking all the while 
in the way he had with horses, Camden put a hand on 
the taut chain and bore with a gradually progressive 
weight, bringing the dark head nearer. “Steady, boy; 
gentle there, damn you; gentle! ”

Was he afraid of horses? Who was it said he was 
afraid of horses?

The beast's head was against the man’s chest, held 
there by an arm thrown over the bowed neck. As he 
smoothed the forehead and fingered the nose with false 
caresses, Camden’s “horse talk” ran on—the cadence 
one thing, the words another.

“Steady, Goll damn you; you’re going to get yours. 
Cheer up, cheer up, the worst is yet to come. Come 
now! Come easy! Come along! ”

When he had unloosed the chain, he felt for and 
found with his free hand his hammer hidden behind 
the tree. Throwing the lantern into the brush, where 
it flared for an instant before dying, he led the stal­
lion back as far as the break he had made in the fence. 
Taking a turn with the chain around the animal’s nose, 
like an improvised hackamore, he swung from the 
stone pile to the slippery back. A moment’s shying, 
a sliding caracole of amazement and distrust, a crush­
ing of knees, a lash of the chain end, and that was all 
there was to that. Blue Murder had been ridden 
before. . . .

Is’ the smithy, chambered in the roaring of the 
falls and the swish and shock of the storm, 

Camden sang as he pumped his bellows, filling the cave 
beneath the rafters with red. The air was nothing, the 
words were mumbo-jumbo, but they swelled his chest. 
His eyes, cast from time to time at his wheeling pris­
oner, had lost their look of helplessness and surly dis­
traction.

Scared? He? No, no, no! Now that he wasn’t 
any longer afraid of time, he wasn't afraid of anything.

“Shy, you devil!” He wagged his exalted head. 
“Whicker, you hellion! Whicker all you want to, 
stud horse! Tomorrow they’re going to get you, the 
numb fools! Tomorrow they can have you. I got 
you tonight!"

He was more than other men; he was enormous. 
Fishing an iron shoe from that inseparable apron 
pocket of his, he thrust it into the coals and blew and 
blew. He tried it and it was burning red. He tried 
it again and it was searing white. Taking it out on 
the anvil he began to beat it, swinging his hammer one­
handed, gigantic. So in the crimson light, irradiating 
iron sparks, he was at his greatest. Pounding, pound­
ing. A man in the dark of night with a hammer about 
him can do wonders; with a horseshoe about him he 
can cover up a sin. And if the dark of night in a pad­
dock won't hold it, then the dark of undergrowth on 
a mountain side will. . . .

Pounding, pounding; thinking, thinking, in a great 
halo of hot stars. Feeding his hungry, his insatiable 
muscles.

“Steady now, you blue bastard! Steady, boy!”
What he did not realize in his feverish exaltation 

was that his muscles were not insatiable. In the 
thirty-odd hours past they had had a feast spread be­
fore them and they had had their fill. . . . More than 
their fill.

As with the scorching iron in his tongs he ap­
proached the stallion, he had to step over the nail box 
he had stepped over five thousand times in the routine 
of every day.

A box of apples, eh? Apples to snigger at, eh? But 
whose girl are you now ? . . . Scared, eh ?

His foot was heavier of a sudden than it should have 
been. This five thousand and first time, by the drag 
of the tenth of an inch, the heel caught the lip of the 
nail box.

He tried to save himself from stumbling. At the 
same time, instinctively, he held the iron flame in his 
tongs away.

There was a scream out of a horse’s throat; a whiff 
of hair and burnt flesh.

There was a lash of something in the red shadows. 
There was another sound and another wisp of 
stench. . . .

When, guided by the stallion’s whinnying, they 
found the smith next day, they saw by the cant of his 
head that his neck was broken, and they perceived that 
he too had on him the mark of a shoe. It lay up 
one side of his throat and the broad of a cheek. It 
wasn't blue this time, however—it was red. It took 
them some instants in the sunshine pouring through 
the wide door to comprehend this phenomenon. It 
wasn’t sunk in by a blow this time: it was burned in, 
a brand.

Barred called them to look at the stallion, chained 
behind the forge.

“Almighty God!” The words sounded funny in his 
mouth. They sounded the funnier in that they were 
the same ones the blundering smith had uttered when, 
staring uphill from his clever wreckage of the pad­
dock fence, he had seen the mares striking sparks from 
the stones where the stallion struck none. And he, of 
all men, a smith!

“Almighty God! ” called Darred. “What you make 
of these here feet?”

One fore hoof was freshly pared for shoeing; the 
other three hoofs were as virgin as any yearling’s on 
the plains. Blue Murder had never yet been shod. . . .



Facts and Fables about the Origins 

of some Everyday Phrases

What /tarted These?

kite Elephant
The King of Siam used to present a white elephant to the courtiers whom he 

wished to ruin. As the white elephant was sacred, it could not be disposed of in 
any way, and the expense of keeping it usually proved sufficiently disastrous.

Sub rosa The rose—with which Cupid bribed Harpocrates not to betray the amours of 
Venus—became during the middle ages the emblem of silence. It was sculptured 
on the ceilings of council-rooms and banquet halls, and over confessionals.

Al In Lloyd's Register of Shipping, the character of the ship’s hull is designated by 
letters, and that of the ship’s fittings by numerals. Al means hull first-rate, fit­
tings first-rate. A2, hull first-rate, but anchors, cables, or stores second-rate.

L^et the cat

out of the bag

It was formerly a trick among country folk to substitute a cat for a suckling 
pig and to bring it in a bag to market. If any greenhorn chose to buy a “pig in 
a poke” without examination, all very well, but if he opened the sack, the trick 
was disclosed.

Tumcoat A certain Duke whose domains lay between France and Saxony designed for 
himself a reversible coat, blue on one side and white on the other. When it was 
convenient to be thought an ardent French supporter, he wore the white side out; 
when he sought Saxon favors, he wore the blue.

Assassins A sect of Oriental fanatics, founded in 1090 by the Old Man of the Mountain, 
took their name from the intoxicating Haschisch which they drank in order to 
heighten the fury of their orgies of massacre. For two centuries, entrenched in 
their stronghold on Mount Lebanon, they terrorized their world.

Take the cake The prize for the negro cake-walk is virtually a cake. The couples walk around 
the cake, and umpires decide which pair walk the most gracefully.

Show the 

white feather

In the cock-pit, no game cock has a white feather. It indicates a cross-breed in 
birds.

Forlorn hope. The Dutch phrase, vcrloren hoop, from which this expression is taken, has 
nothing to do with our words “forlorn” or “hope.” It means the lost troop, a 
picked body of men sent in front to begin an attack.

Quiz Fable thus accounts for this word, which was not found prior to 1780: Mr. 
Daly, manager of a Dublin theater, laid a wager that he could introduce a new 
word, with no meaning, into the language within twenty-four hours. Accordingly, 
on every wall these four mystic letters were chalked up, and over night all Dublin 
was inquiring what they meant. The wager was won, and the word remains cur­
rent in the language.
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®7 RAFAEL SABATINI

The hour of Cesare Borgia’s power and 

glory was that of full noontide. He had 
made an end of the treacherous condottieri who had 
dared to rise against him and for a moment to hold 
him in check, threatened not only to arrest his con­
quering progress, but to undo all that he had done. He 
had limed a springe for them at Sinigaglia, and—in the 
words of the Florentine Secretary, Machiavelli—he 
had lured them thither by the sweetness of his whis­
tling. They came the more readily in that they mis­
took their roles, conceiving themselves the fowlers, 
and him the victim. He quickly disabused their minds 
on that score; and having taken them he wrung their 
necks with no more compunction than had they been 
so many capons. Their considerable forces he partly 
destroyed and partly dispersed, partly assimilated into 
his own vast army, whereafter he swept southward and 
homeward to Rome by way of Umbria.

In Perugia his sometime captain, Gianpaolo Ba­
glioni, one of the more fortunate rebels who had es­
caped him, was arming to resist him, and making big 
talk of the reckoning he would present to Cesare 
Borgia. But when, from the high-perched eyrie of his 
ancient Etruscan stronghold, Gianpaolo caught afar 
the first gleam of arms in the white January sunshine, 
he talked no more. He packed instead and fled dis­
creetly, intent to reach Siena and take shelter with 
Petrucci.

And no sooner was he gone than Perugia—which for 
generations had been weary of his blood-smeared 
family—sent ambassadors with messages of welcome 
to the Duke.

Gianpaolo heard of this in Assisi, and his rage was 
a prodigy even for a Baglioni. He was a black-browed, 
powerful man, built like an ape with a long body and 
short legs, a fine soldier, as well the world knows, 
endowed with a reckless courage and a persuasive 
tongue that lured men to follow him. In quitting 
Perugia he had listened for once to the voice of dis­
cretion, urged by the cold and calculating quality of

his hatred of the Borgia, and by the hope that in 
alliance with Petrucci he might stir up Tuscany and 
so return in force against the Duke.

But now that he had word of how cravenly—as he 
accounted it—his city of Perugia had not only bent 
her neck to the yoke of the conqueror, which was per­
haps inevitable, but had further bent the knee in 
homage and held out her arms in welcome, he repented 
his departure and was blinded to reason by his rage.

He was so mad as to attempt to induce Assisi to 
resist the advancing Duke. But the city of Saint 
Francis bade the belligerent Gianpaolo go with God 
ere the Duke arrived ; for the Duke was already on his 
way, and did he find Gianpaolo there the latter would 
share the fate which had visited his fellow-rebels.

Baglioni angrily took his departure, to pursue his 
road to Siena. But some three miles to the south of 
Assisi he drew rein and lifted his eyes to the strong­
hold of Solignola, poised, gaunt and gray, upon a 
projecting crag of the Subasian hills. It was the lair 
of that indomitable old wolf, Count Guido degli 
Speranzoni, whose pride was as the pride of Lucifer, 
whose fierceness was as the fierceness of the Baglioni 
—to which family he claimed kinship through his 
mother—whose defiance of the Pope was as the de­
fiance of an infidel.

Gianpaolo sat his horse under the drizzling rain, 
and considered Solignola a while, with pursed lips. 
Tonight, he reflected, Cesare would lie at Assisi, 
which was as ready as a strumpet for surrender. To­
morrow his envoys would wait upon the Lord of 
Solignola, and surely, if he knew the old warrior, 
Count Guido’s answer would be a haughty refusal to 
receive the Duke.

He took his resolve. He would ride up, and seek 
out Speranzoni. If the Count were, indeed, prepared 
for resistance, Gianpaolo had that to say that should 
encourage him. If his resoluteness had not been 
weakened, as had most men’s, by the mere approach 
of Cesare Borgia, then it might yet come to pass that
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The First of 
Three Parts

Cesare BORGIA was young, 

handsome and inclined toward mur­
der. He knew men's thoughts before 
they spoke them. Panthasilea, true 
daughter of 15th century Italy, sets 
out to match her guile against his 
own. But she had not known that 

he was handsome.

here they should do the thing that at Sinigaglia had so 
grievously miscarried. Thus should his strangled com­
rades be avenged, and thus should Italy be rid of this 
scourge. Of that same scourge, as he now dubbed the 
Lord Cesare Borgia, he had himself but lately been 
one of the thongs. But Gianpaolo was not subtle.

He turned to his armored followers—a score or so 
of men-at-arms who remained faithful to him in this 
hour of general defection—and made known his inten­
tion to ride up to Solignola. Then, by a winding 
mountain path, he led the way thither.

As they ascended from the vast plain of Umbria, so 
leafless, gray, and desolate under that leaden, wintry 
sky, they perceived through a gap in the hills the 
cluster of little townships and hamlets, on the slopes 
and in the eastern valley, which formed the territory 
and dominion of Solignola. These lay practically 
without defences, and they must fall an easy prey to 
the Duke. But Baglioni knew that the fierce old 
Count was not the man to allow any such considera­
tions to weaken his resolve to resist the Borgia, and 
to that resolve Gianpaolo hoped to spur him.

Dusk was descending when the little company of

‘ Tictro Varano and I were to have -wed 
this spring. And Pietro was strangled 
three months ago by Borgia justice.”
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Perugians reached the northern gate of Solignola, and 
the bells of the Duomo were ringing the Angelus— 
the evening prayer in honor of the Blessed Mother 
of Chastity revived in Italy by the unchaste Borgia 
Pope. Baglioni’s party clattered over the bridge 
spanning a chasm in the rocks in the depths of which 
a foaming mountain torrent, swollen and umber-tinted 
by the recent rains, hurled itself down its headlong 
course to join the Tiber in the valley.

Having satisfied the guard, they rode forward into 
the city and up the steep long street to the Rocca, 
regarded with awe by the burghers, who looked upon 
them as the harbingers of this invasion which they 
knew to be sweeping towards them from the north.

Thus they came to the mighty citadel and thudded 
over the drawbridge into the great courtyard, where 
they were instantly hemmed about by a swarm of 
men-at-arms who demanded of them not only an ac­
count of themselves, but news as well of Cesare 
Borgia’s army. Gianpaolo satisfied them briefly, an­
nounced his name, and demanded to see Count Guido.

The Lord of Solignola sat in council in the Sala 
degli Angioli—a chamber so known from the fresco 
which Luini had painted on the ceiling, representing 
the opening heavens and a vision of angels beyond the 
parted clouds. With the Count sat Messer del Campo, 
the President of the Council of Anziani; Messer Pino 
Paviano, the Master of the Artificers’ Guild; two 
gentlemen from the valley—the lords of Aldi and 
Barbero; a gentleman of Assisi—Messer Gianluca 
della Pieve; and the Count’s two principal officers, the 
Seneschal of Solignola and the condottiero Santa- 
fiora.

They sat about a long, quadrangular oak table in 
the thickening gloom, with no other light but that of 
the log fire that roared under the wide-cowled chim­
ney; and with them, at the foot of the table, facing 
the Count, odd member of his warlike council, sat a 
w'oman—the Lady Panthasilea degli Speranzoni, 
Count Guido’s daughter. In years she was little more 
than a girl; in form and face she showed a glorious 
maturity of womanhood; in mind and character she 
was a very man. To describe her the scholarly Cer- 
bone had already, a year ago, made use of the term 
“virago”—not in its perverted, but its literal and 
original meaning, signifying a woman who in intellect 
and spirit is a man.

It was by virtue of these endowments, as much 
as because she was Count Guido’s only child 

and heir, that she attended now this council, and lis­
tened gravely to all that was urged in this matter of 
the Borgia invasion. She was magnificently tall, and 
very regal in her bearing and in the carriage of her 
glorious head. Her eyes were large, dark and lustrous; 
her hair of a glowing copper; and her tint of the deli­
cate fairness that is attributed to the daughters of the 
North. The rich color of her sensitive lips told of the 
warm blood that flowed in her; their set and shape 
bore witness to her courage and her will.

Into this assembly, which rose eagerly to receive 
him, was ushered the Lord Gianpaolo Baglioni. He 
clanked into the room upon his muscular bowed legs, 
a sinister figure as seen in the gloom with the firelight

playing ruddily upon his armor and his swarthy, 
black-bearded face.

Count Guido advanced to embrace him and to greet 
him with words of very cordial welcome, which at 
once told the crafty Baglioni all that he most desired 
to know. The Count presented him to the company, 
and invited him to join their council, since his arrival 
was so timely, and since, no doubt, he would be able 
to offer them advice of which they stood most sorely 
in need, that they might determine upon their course 
of action.

He thanked them for the honor, and dropped with 
a rattle of metal into the proffered chair. Count 
Guido called for lights, and when these were fetched 
they revealed the haggard air of Messer Gianpaolo, 
which was accentuated by the splashed harness in 
which he came amongst them, just as he had ridden. 
His smoldering eyes traveled round the board, and 
when they found the Assisian gentleman, Gianluca 
della Pieve, he smiled somberly.

“Hard though I have ridden,” said he, “it seems 
that another is before me with news of Assisi.”

Della Pieve answered him. “I arrived three hours 
ago, and I bore the news that Assisi had thrown up 
her gates to receive and harbor the invader. The 
Communal Palace is being prepared for him; it is ex­
pected that he will remain a while in the city, making 
it a center whence he can conduct such operations as 
he intends against such strongholds as may resist him.’’

“And is Solignola to be reckoned among these?” 
inquired Gianpaolo bluntly, his eyes upon Count 
Guido.

The old Lord of Solignola met his glance calmly, 
his shaven, hawk face inscrutable, his almost lipless 
mouth tight and firm. It w’as a face at once handsome, 
strong and crafty—the face of one who never would 
yield lightly.

“That,” he answered slowly, “is what we are as­
sembled to determine. Have you anything to add to 
the information afforded us by Della Pieve?”

“I have not. This gentleman has told you all that 
is known to me.”

“None the less your coming is most timely. Our 
deliberations make no progress, and we do not seem 
likely to agree. You, perhaps, may guide us with your 
counsel.”

“You see, Messer Baglioni,” put in the Lord of 
Barbero, a red-faced, jovial gentleman of middle age, 
“our interests are different, and we are naturally 
governed by our interests.”

“Naturally, as you say,” agreed Baglioni with im­
perceptible sarcasm.

“Now, we of the valley—and my friend Francisco 
d’Aldi, there, cannot deny it—we of the valley lie 
open to attack; we are defenceless; the few townships 
that have walls at all have not such walls as will resist 
bombardment. It is a fine thing for Count Guido and 
the folk of Solignola itself to talk of resistance. Soli­
gnola is all but impregnable. And well-provisioned and 
well-garrisoned as the city is, Count Guido may, if it 
please him, resist long enough to enforce advanta­
geous terms. But w'hat in the meanwhile will be our 
fate down yonder? Cesare Borgia will avenge upon 
us the stubbornness of the capital. Therefore do wTe
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urge His Excellency—and we have in this the suf­
frage also of the Master of the Artificers’ Guild—to 
follow the example of Assisi and your own Perugia” 
(Gianpaolo winced) “and send his ambassadors to the 
Duke with offers of submission.”

Gianpaolo shook his great head. “It is not the 
Duke’s way to avenge upon dependencies the resis­
tance of a capital. He is too guileful, believe me. 
Whom he subjects he conciliates. There will be no 
such fire and sw'ord as you fear for your townships of 
the valley. Solignola’s resis­
tance—if she resist—will be 
visited upon Solignola alone. 
That much I can say from 
my knowledge gained in ser­
vice with the Duke. Let me 
remind you of Faenza. What 
harm was suffered by the 
folk of the Vai di Lamone? 
Why, none. The strongholds 
surrendered, and knew no 
violence, although Faenza 
herself resisted stubbornly.”

“But to little purpose,” 
put in Paviano—the Guild­
master—sourly.

“That,” said Count 
Guido, “is beside the point. 
And Faenza had not the nat­
ural strength of Solignola.”

“Yet, ultimately,” pro­
tested Barbero, “surrender 
you must. You cannot re­
sist an army of ten thousand 
men forever.”

“They cannot besiege us 
forever,” snapped Santafi- 
ora, the condottiero, rearing 
his cropped bullet-head.

Baglioni sat back in his 
chair, and listened to the 
hot debate that followed 
now. He was as one who 
has tossed down a ball into a field of players, and, 
having done so, watches it being flung back and forth 
in the course of the ensuing game.

Count Guido, too, took little part in the discussion, 
but listened silently, his eyes passing from speaker to 
speaker, his countenance a mask. Facing him, his 
daughter was sitting forward, her elbows on the table, 
her chin in her cupped palms, intent upon every word 
that was uttered, her eyes now glowing with enthu­
siasm, now coldly scornful, as the argument turned 
for or against resistance. But it was all inconclusive, 
and at the end of a half-hour’s wrangling they were no 
nearer a decision than when Gianpaolo had arrived.

It was at this stage that Count Guido turned again 
to the Perugian, and, profiting by a momentary si­
lence, following a vigorous plea for resistance from 
Santafiora, invited him to speak.

“It may be that I can help you,” said Gianpaolo 
slowly, “for it happens that my proposal supports 
neither one side nor the other of the discussion to 
which I have listened. My suggestion concerns a mid­
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dle course; and since something of the sort seems to 
be needed here if you are not to spend your days in 
talk, perhaps your courtesy will give attention to 
what I have to say.”

The company stirred expectantly, and settled into 
an attentive silence. Panthasilea’s eyes turned with 
the others upon the grim face of the speaker, and 
never left it while he was delivering his message.

“Sirs,” he said, “here has been talk of resistance 
and of surrender. Of attack, of assuming the offen­

sive, it seems not one of you 
has thought.”

“To what purpose?” quoth 
Santafiora, scowling. “We 
have a bare five hundred 
men.”

But Baglioni imperiously 
waved the condottiero into 
silence. “Hear me out be­
fore you judge me, and do 
not outrun me by conclu­
sions of your own. You 
may know—or you may 
not, for Italy is full of lies 
upon the subject—of the 
business in which those gal­
lant gentlemen, who were 
my friends, came by their 
deaths in Sinigaglia—a 
death which I, myself, have 
very narrowly escaped by 
the infinite mercy of God.” 
And he crossed himself 
piously. “It had been 
planned, sirs, to take this 
Duke, and make an end of 
him. An arbalester was to 
have shot him as he rode 
into the town. But he is the 
fiend. He came forewarned. 
Praemonitus est proemuni- 
tus. He turned the trap 
about and took in it those 

who had plotted to take him. The rest you know.” 
He leaned forward, and his blood-injected eyes ran 
over the assembled company. “Sirs,” he concluded in 
a thick, concentrated voice, “that which failed in 
Sinigaglia might succeed in Assisi.”

There was a stir, breaking the rapt silence in which 
he had been heard. He looked at them with challenge 
in his glance. “Need more be said?” he asked.

“Aye,” cried Paviano, “the how and the when, the 
ways and the means.”

“Why, that, of course. But first---” He turned to 
Count Guido. “Have you a mind to follow such a 
course; to rid Italy of this scourge at a single stroke; 
to save your dominions and the dominions of others 
from being ravished by this insatiable devourer? 
Destroy Cesare Borgia, and you will have destroyed 
the head and brain of the Pontifical forces; thus there 
will be an end to this conquest of the Romagna, which 
presently will spread into a conquest of middle Italy; 
for if he lives he will not rest until he is King of Tus­
cany. He is not easy of access, and since Sinigaglia
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^Permit, sirs, that I withdraw.”

he uses all precautions. Yet while he is resting in 
Assisi should be your opportunity if you have a mind 
to seize it.”

Count Guido sat thoughtful and frowning, while 
eagerness glowed on several faces, positive fierceness 
of concurrence on one or two. But one dissentient 
there was in old Del Campo.

“It is murder you are proposing,” he said in tones 
of chill reproof.

“And what then? Shall a mere word set up a bar­
rier for grown men?” demanded the fierce Baglioni.

“It would not for one woman that I know of,” said 
the clear, boyish voice of Monna Panthasilea, and so 
drew upon herself, with those first words she had 
ventured to utter in that council, the gaze of all. 
There was a feverish light in her dark eyes, a feverish 
glow in her fair cheeks. Meeting their glances she 
addressed them: “What my Lord Gianpaolo has said 
is true. While Cesare Borgia lives there is no peace 
for middle Italy. And there is one thing, and one 
thing only, that can save Solignola—the death of 
Cesare Borgia.”

A roar of acclamation was the answer to those 
words—words uttered already by Baglioni—now 
that they fell from her red lips. It was her beauty and 
her glorious womanhood that swayed them—as men 
ever will be swayed even against reason, against honor 
and against knowledge.

But old Del Campo remained untouched by the

subtle magnetism of sex. He rose as the acclamations 
died down. He turned a calm, impassive face upon 
Count Guido.

“My lord,” he asked, his voice ice-cold, “does this 
receive your countenance?”

The white face of the old Count was set and hard, 
as his voice was hard when, after a moment’s thought, 
he spoke. “Upon what grounds, Messer del Campo, 
would you urge that it should not ?—for that is 
clearly what you would urge.”

The President of the Anziani steadily met the 
Count’s steely glance. He bowed a thought ironically. 
“I am answered,” he said. He thrust back his chair, 
and stepped from the table. “Permit, my lord, and 
you, sirs, that I withdraw before you go further in a 
matter in which I will have no part.”

He bowed again to all, drew his furred robes about 
him, and proudly left the chamber in the ensuing si­
lence, leaving a chill behind him.

Scarce had the door closed after him than Gianpaolo 
was on his feet, his face pale with excitement.

“Sir Count,” he cried, “that man must not leave the 
citadel: Our lives may hang upon it. Too many such 
schemes have miscarried through less than this. Cesare 
Borgia’s spies are everywhere. They will be in 
Solignola now, and should Del Campo utter a word of 
what has passed here, the Duke may hear of it tomor­
row.”

There was a moment’s silence. Count Guido’s eyes 
seemed to ask Gianpaolo a question.

“There is no dungeon in your castle too deep for 
Messer del Campo until this thing is done,” said he; 
and he added almost under his breath: “Indeed, I 
doubt if there be any deep enough.”

The Count turned to Santafiora. “See to it,” he 
said in a low voice, and Santafiora rose and departed 
on his errand.

Madonna Panthasilea’s face grew very white; her 
eyes dilated. She feared the worst for old Del Campo, 
who had been her own and her father’s faithful friend 
for many a year. Yet she saw the necessity for the 
measure, and so crushed down the womanly weakness 
that rose in her and spoke no word for him.

Presently the Count solemnly addressed the 
company.

“Sirs,” he said, “you have plainly signified your 
agreement with the proposal made by Messer Gian­
paolo.”

“A thought occurs to me,” put in Francesco d’Aldi, 
and at once he claimed their attention. He was a 
scholar, a patron of the arts, a man of natural shrewd­
ness and much worldly experience, who had dwelt 
much in courts and for a season had been the Orator 
of Solignola at the Vatican. “A doubt occurs to me as 
to the wisdom of my Lord Baglioni’s proposal as it 
stands.”

Angry glances, a snort or two of impatience, and a 
short, contemptuous laugh from Baglioni were his 
answers. But he fronted the disapproval calmly, and 
in that moment of his pause Santafiora reentered.

“Give me your patience, sirs,” said Messer Fran­
cesco, and he almost smiled. “I do not wish to bear 
Del Campo company in his dungeon.”
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Santafiora smiled grimly as he resumed his seat. 
That and his silence told the company all that it could 
have asked the condottiero.

“Say on,” the Count bade the Lord of Aldi. “We 
all know your worth, Francesco.”

Messer Francesco bowed, and cleared his throat. 
“Messer Gianpaolo has told us what would result from 
the death of Cesare Borgia—enough to justify the 
slaying of him so far as the ultimate consequences are 
at issue. But we, here in Solignola, have also to 
consider the immediate consequences of this act; for 
those immediate consequences would touch ourselves.”

“Sacrifice for the State’s weal is the duty of the in­
dividual,” said Gianpaoio harshly.

“Since Messer Gianpaolo proposes to seek safety 
for himself in Siena, it is easy for him to utter these 
beautiful sentiments,” said d’Aldi tartly.

Some laughed, Baglioni spluttered an angry oath, 
and Count Guido intervened to soothe him.

“Myself,” proceeded Francesco d’Aldi, “I oppose 
the sacrifice of the individual where it is not necessary, 
and in this case I hold that it is not. We are to con­
sider that with Cesare Borgia are several condottieri 
who are devoted to him. Such men as Corella, Sci­
pione, Della Volpe, and others would never allow his 
death to go unavenged. And the measure of revenge 
they would exact is such as no man may calmly con­
template. Solignola would cease to exist; not a town, 
not a hamlet would be left standing—no man, woman, 
or child would they spare in their devastating fury. 
Can you envisage that, sirs ?” he inquired, and was an­
swered by gloomy looks and silence. “But I have an 
alternative proposal,” he continued, “which should 
more effectively meet our needs, and lead to the same 
result for us—for Solignola, Assisi, and Perugia.

“It is that we take the Duke of Valentinois alive, 
and hold him as a hostage, threatening to hang him 
if we are beset. That should keep his condottieri in 
check, and meanwhile we send our envoys to the Pope. 
We offer His Holiness his son’s life and liberty in ex­
change for our own lives and our own liberties, in ex­
change for a Bull of perpetual franchisement from the 
States of the Church; and to quicken His Holiness’ 
penmanship we add a threat that if the Bull is not in 
our hands within a given term we will proceed to hang 
the Lord Cesare Borgia.”

“Most shrewd!” Baglioni cried, and others echoed 
the applause.

“But there is a difficulty,” said Francesco. “It lies 
in the Duke’s capture.”

“Indeed, yes,” agreed Paviano gloomily.
“But surely by guile,” urged Count Guido, “he might 

be lured into some—some trap.”
“We should need such guile as Cesare Borgia’s own,” 

said Santafiora.
And now for a while they talked to no purpose, and 

first one offered a suggestion, then another; but these 
suggestions were all as obvious to propose as they were 
impossible to execute. A half-hour was spent, and they 
were no nearer a solution; some, indeed, were begin­
ning to despair, when Monna Panthasilea rose slowly.

She stood at the table’s end, her hands resting lightly 
upon the board, her tall, lithe body in its russet gown 
inclining slightly forward, her bosom rising and falling,

and the pallor of excitement on her face, the sparkle 
of excitement in her liquid eyes.

“It is most fitting,” she said slowly, her voice steady 
and composed, “that Solignola’s future mistress should 
be Solignola’s savior in this hour. Thus shall I prove 
my right to rule here when the time comes—and please 
God it may lie very distant yet.”

The silence of utter amazement that followed her 
words was broken at length by her father.

“You, Panthasilea? What can you do?”
“What no man of you all could do. For here is a 

matter that may best be fought with woman’s weap­
ons.” .

Against this they protested clamorously, some in 
horror, some in anger, all excited, save only Baglioni, 
who cared not how the thing were done so that it was 
done. She raised a hand for silence and obtained it.

“There is between the Borgia and me this matter of 
saving Solignola. That alone were matter enough to 
spur me. But there is more.” She grew deathly white 
and swayed a moment with closed eyes. Then, recov­
ering herself, she continued: “Pietro Varano and I were 
to have wed this spring. And Pietro Varano was 
strangled three months ago in the market-place of 
Pesaro by Borgia justice. That, too, lies between me 
and the Duke of Valentinois; and vengeance should 
give me strength in this enterprise, which must be 
approached by such ways as only a woman’s feet may 
tread.”

“But the danger of it!” cried Count Guido.
“Think not of that. What danger shall I run ? I am 

not known in Assisi, where I have not been since I 
was a little child. I am scarce known in Solignola it­
self, where I have been seen but little since my return

^he Lady Panthasilea dcgli Speranzoni.

from Mantua. And I shall be careful how I show my­
self in Assisi. Sirs, you must not gainsay me in this. 
I set my hand to the task to preserve our State’s inde­
pendence, to save thousands of lives. As Messer Gian­
paolo has said, sacrifice for the State's weal is the duty 
of the individual. Yet here so much can scarcely be 
required.”

Men muttered, and looked at her father. The Count 
took his head in his hands and sat in thought.

“What—what is your plan?” quoth Gianluca della 
Pieve thickly.

Her ready answer showed how fully already she had 
considered the matter. “I shall go down to Assisi,
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J^o dungeon is too 
deep for del Campo.

taking with me a dozen men of Santafiora’s condotta, 
disguised as peasants and lackeys. And while Solignola 
defies Cesare Borgia, and so detains him in Assisi, I 
shall find ways to lure him into a snare, bind him 
hand and foot and bear him off to Siena, where Messer 
Gianpaolo will await me. For my purpose, Messer 
della Pieve, your house in Assisi will be necessary to 
me. You will lend it to me.”

“Lend it you?” quoth he in horror. “Lend it to be 
a mouse-trap in which you—your matchless woman­
hood—shall be the cheese? Is that your meaning?”

She lowered her eyes; a crimson flush overspread 
her face.

“Solignola,” she replied, “is in danger of being con­
quered. In the valley thousands of women and little 
children are in danger of homelessness, of death and 
worse than death. Shall one woman hesitate”—and 
now she raised her eyes again and flashed them defi­
antly upon the company—“shall one woman hesitate 
to endure a little insult when at the price of it she can 
buy so much ?”

It was her father who returned the answer that none 
other dared return. He uncovered a face that had be­
come gray and haggard.

“She is right,” he said, and—odd argument for an 
Italian of the cinquecento—“it is her sacred duty to 
the people she was born to rule,” he informed them. 
“Since there offers no way by which a man’s strength 
may prevail against Valentinois, Della Pieve, you will 
lend your house; you, Santafiora, the men that she 
requires.”

Assisi, conquered without bloodshed, all 
■ trace of conquest sedulously removed as 
was the way of Cesare Borgia, was settling down to its 

workaday aspect, which the Duke’s occupation had 
scarcely ruffled.

Though princes perish, thrones crumble in ruin, 
and dynasties be supplanted, citizens must eat and 
live and go about their business. Thus, while some 
remained in Assisi who scowled as Cesare Borgia, 
Duke of Valentinois, went abroad, the greater portion 
bared their heads and bowed their duty to the con­
queror, the great captain who had made it his life’s 
task to reconsolidate into one powerful State these 
petty tyrannies of the Romagna.

The half of Cesare’s army was encamped in the sur­
rounding country. The other half, under Michele da 
Corella, had advanced to lay siege to Solignola, which

had returned a defiant answer to Cesare’s envoys when 
these had gone to invite Count Guido to surrender.

It was a difficult place to take, and Cesare was too 
wise a captain to be in haste where haste must prove 
expensive. Assisi afforded him pleasant quarters, and 
was a convenient center for the transaction of such 
business as he had with Florence and Siena, and so he 
sat down very patiently to await the result of certain 
operations which he had indicated to Corella.

The chief feature of these was the preparation of a 
mine under the walls on the southern side of the city, 
almost under the very citadel itself at the point where 
it was flanked by the hill. Between the difficulties of 
access to the place, and the vigilance and continual 
sorties of the defenders, it became apparent at the end 
of a week that at the present rate of operations it 
would take Corella a month to effect a breach. Cesare 
began to consider the wisdom of opening a bombard­
ment, deterred, however, by the difficulty there would 
be in effectively mounting a park of artillery upon 
those rocky slopes.

The matter of this obstinate but futile resistance 
offered by Solignola, intrigued His Highness of Valen­
tinois, and he was assured that some explanation for 
it must exist that was not obvious. That explanation 
he sought on every hand, for the Sinigaglia affair had 
rendered him doubly wary and alert.

One fair morning in early February, on which the 
deeper golden of the sunlight told of approaching 
spring, Cesare rode down the steep borgo from the 
market-place, the center of a brilliant group of horse­
men—captains in steel, couriers in silk and, beside him, 
upon a snow-white mule, the handsome scarlet figure 
of Cardinal Remolino, the Papal legate a latere.

It was a joyous cavalcade, most of its members be­
ing as young as the young Duke himself; and gay talk 
and laughter leaped from them as they rode forward 
to visit Corella’s camp under Solignola.

In the open space before the Convent of Santa 
Chiara their progress was arrested for a moment by a 
mule litter that struck across their course towards one 
of the streets that led to San Rufino. It was attended 
by two footmen, and a very elegant cavalier on a big 
roan horse who rode on the litter’s farther side.

The Cardinal-legate was speaking to Cesare, and 
Cesare was allowing his eyes to stray, as do the eyes 
of a man not over-interested in what he is being told. 
They chanced to fall upon the litter, and what he saw 
there caught his roving glance and held it.

The curtain had been drawn aside, and at the very 
moment that he looked, the cavalier was—or so it 
seemed to him—stooping to point him out to the lady 
who sat within. It was this lady’s splendid beauty that 
now engrossed his gaze; and in that instant her eyes, 
large and solemn as a child’s, were raised to his.

Their glances met across the little intervening space, 
and Cesare saw her lips part as in surprise, saw the 
color perish in her cheeks, leaving them ivory white. 
In homage—not to the woman, but to the beauty that 
was hers, for like all of his race he accounted beauty 
the most cardinal of all the virtues—the conqueror 
doffed his hat and bowed to the very withers of his 
horse.

The Cardinal, checked in full flow of argument,
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scowled at this proof of inattention, and scowled more 
darkly still when, to reveal the full extent of it, Cesare 
asked him softly:

“Who is that lady, do you know?”
The prelate, who had a famous eye for feminine 

beauty, followed Cesare’s indication promptly. But 
the curtain fell again, thus baffling his eager glance.

Cesare, a smile on his lips, uttered a slight sigh, and 
then fell very pensive, intrigued by the element of 
abnormality, slight as it was, that the incident had 
offered. He had been pointed out to her, and at sight 
of him she had turned pale. What was the reason? 
He could not recollect that he had ever seen her be­
fore ; and had he seen her, hers was not a face he had 
forgot. Why, then, did the sight of him affect her in 
so odd a manner? Men enough had turned pale before 
him, aye, and women, too. But there had ever been a 
reason. What was the reason here?

The litter and its attendants vanished into the by­
street. But still Cesare was not done with it. He 
turned in his saddle to an Assisian who rode behind.

“Hid you mark the cavalier who accompanied that 
litter?” quoth he, and added the question: “Is he of 
Assisi ?”

“Why, yes, Excellency,” was the answer. “That is 
Messer Gianluca della Pieve.”

“Della Pieve?” said Cesare, thoughtful. “That is 
the member of the Council who was absent when the 
oath was taken. Ha!- We should have more knowl­
edge of this gentleman and his motives for that ab­
sence.” He rose in his stirrups as his horse moved 
forward, and called over the heads of some others: 
“Scipione! ”

One of the steel captains pushed forward instantly.
“You saw the litter and the cavalier,” said Cesare. 

“He is Messer Gianluca della Pieve. You will follow 
them, and bring me word where the lady resides, and 
at the same time you will bring me Messer della Pieve. 
Let him await my return at the palace. Should it be 
necessary you will use constraint. But bring him. 
Away with you. Forward, sirs.”

Baldassare Scipione backed away, wheeled his 
charger and departed in discreet pursuit of the litter.

Cesare pushed on, his cavaliers about him; but he 
went thoughtful, still pondering that question: “Why 
did she turn pale?”

The reason, had he known it, might have flattered 
him. Madonna Panthasilea had come to Assisi to de­
stroy by guile one whom she had never heard described 
save as an odious monster, the devastator of all Italy. 
She had looked to see some horror of a man, mal­
formed, prematurely aged and ravaged by disease 
and the wrath of Heaven. Instead she found a youth­
ful cavalier, resplendent of raiment, superb of shape 
and beautiful of countenance beyond all men that she 
had ever seen. The glory of his eyes when she had 
found them full upon her own, seeming to grope into 
her very soul, had turned her faint and dizzy. Nor 
did she recover until the curtain fell again, and she 
remembered that, however noble and gallant his pres­
ence, he was the enemy of her race, the man whose 
destruction it was her high mission to encompass.

Reclining in her litter as it moved forward, she half­
closed her eyes, and smiled to herself as she remem­
bered how avid had been his gaze. It was well.

The litter curtain was slightly lifted from without. 
“Madonna, we are followed,” murmured Gianluca.

Her smile grew broader, more content. The affair 
was speeding as it should. She said so to her cavalier.

Her smile and her words caused an anger to flare 
out in Gianluca—an anger that for a moment had 
manifested itself that night when she had committed 
herself to this task, and which had been smoldering 
ever since.

“Madonna,” he cried in a voice that was hoarse, 
“this is a Delilah’s work to which you are committed.”

She stared at him and paled a little to hear this 
brutally true description of the task; then she took 
refuge in haughtiness.

“You are presumptuous, sir,” she told him and so 
lashed him with that answer that he lost his head.

“Presumptuous enough to love you, Madonna,” he 
replied almost fiercely, yet muttering, that her atten­
dants should not overhear him. “This is why I abhor 
to see you wedded to a task so infamous; making a 
lure of your matchless beauty, a base------”

“Stop!” she commanded him so sternly that he 
obeyed her despite himself.

She paused as one who chooses words, nor looked at 
him again after that first imperious glance.

“You are singularly daring,” she said, and her voice 
was pitiless. “We will forget what you have said, Mes­
ser Gianluca—all of it. As long as I am in Assisi I 
must continue under your roof, since my mission de­
mands it. But I trust, sir, that you will relieve me of 
your attendance, thus sparing me the memory of your 
offence, and yourself the sight of one whom you con­
demn so harshly.”

“Madonna,” he cried, “forgive me. I meant not as 
you think.”

“Messer della Pieve,” she answered, with a little 
cruel laugh of scorn, “I care not greatly what you 
meant. But I beg that you will respect my wishes.”

“Depend upon it that I will, Madonna,” he answered 
bitterly, “and suffer me to take my leave of you.”

He let the curtain fall, and even as he did so the 
litter came to a halt before the portals of his house— 
one of the handsomest palaces in Assisi, standing by 
the Duomo of San Rufino.

Continued in our July issue



‘^What kind of 
an ox?”

tailed Ox
®^ H. H. MUNRO 

(“SAKI”)

Theophil Eshley was an artist by profes­

sion, a cattle painter by force of environ­
ment. It is not to be supposed that he lived on a 
ranch or a dairy farm, in an atmosphere pervaded with 
horn and hoof, milking-stool, and branding-iron. His 
home was in a park-like, villa-dotted district that only 
just escaped the reproach of being suburban. On one 
side of his garden there abutted a small, picturesque 
meadow, in which an enterprising neighbor pastured 
some small, picturesque cows of the Channel Island 
persuasion. At noonday in summertime the cows stood 
knee-deep in tall meadow-grass under the shade of a 
group of walnut trees, with the sunlight falling in 
dappled patches on their mouse-sleek coats. Eshley 
had conceived and executed a dainty picture of two 
reposeful milch-cows in a setting of walnut-tree and 
meadow-grass and filtered sunbeam, and the Royal 
Academy had duly exposed the same on the walls of its 
Summer Exhibition. The Royal Academy encourages 
orderly, methodical habits in its children. Eshley had 
painted a successful and acceptable picture of cattle 
drowsing picturesquely un­
der walnut trees, and as he 
had begun, so, of necessity, 
he went on. His “Noontide 
Peace,” a study of two dun 
cows under a walnut tree, 
was followed by “A Mid-day 
Sanctuary,” a study of a 
walnut tree, with two dun 
cows under it. In due suc­
cession there came “Where 
the Gad-Flies Cease from 
Troubling,” “The Haven of 
the Herd,” and “A Dream 
in Dairyland,” studies of

‘Do you mean to say 
that you’re going to 
paint that brute while it’s 
destroying my morning 

room ?”

walnut trees and dun cows. His two attempts to break 
away from his own tradition were signal failures: 
“Turtle Doves alarmed by Sparrow-hawk” and 
“Wolves on the Roman Campagna” came back to his 
studio in the guise of abominable heresies, and Eshley 
climbed back into grace and the public gaze with “A 
Shaded Nook where Drowsy Milkers Dream.”

On a fine afternoon in late autumn he was putting 
some finishing touches to a study of meadow weeds 
when his neighbor, Adela Pingsford, assailed the outer 
door of his studio with loud peremptory knockings.

“There is an ox in my garden,” she announced, in 
explanation of the tempestuous intrusion.

“An ox,” said Eshley blankly, and rather fatuously; 
“what kind of ox?”

“Oh, I don’t know what kind,” snapped the lady. 
“A common or garden ox, to use the slang expression. 
It is the garden part of it that I object to. My garden 
has just been put straight for the winter, and an ox 
roaming about in it won’t improve matters. Besides, 
there are the chrysanthemums just coming into flower.”
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A. A. Milne says:
"Hau refreshing it was when some 
intellectually blown-up stranger said 
'Do you ever read Saki?' to reply, 
with the same pronunciation and even 
greater condescension: 'Saki! He has 
been my favorite author for years. "

Hector Hugh Munro (Saki) has be­
come the cult of a steadily increasing 
number of enthusiasts. He was a gay 
and polished satirist, journalist and 
cosmopolite, author of a half-dozen 
collections of tales. He was born in 
Burmah in 1870, and died in action 
in 1916.

“How did it get into the garden?” asked Eshley.
“I imagine it came in by the gate,” said the lady 

impatiently; “it couldn’t have climbed the walls, and 
I don’t suppose anyone dropped it from an airplane 
as a Bovril advertisement. The immediately important 
question is not how it got in, but how to get it out.”

“Won’t it go?” said Eshley.
“If it was anxious to go,” said Adela Pingsford 

rather angrily, “I should not have come here to chat 
with you about it. I'm practically all alone; the house­
maid is having her afternoon out and the cook is lying 
down with an attack of neuralgia. Anything that I 
may have learned at school or in after life about how 
to remove a large ox from a small garden seems to have 
escaped from my memory now. All I could think of 
was that you were a near neighbor and a cattle painter, 
presumably more or less familiar with the subjects 
that you painted, and that you might be of some slight 
assistance. Possibly I was mistaken.”

“I paint dairy cows, certainly,” admitted Eshley, 
“but I cannot claim to have had any experience in 
rounding up stray oxen. I’ve seen it done on a cinema 
film, of course, but there were always horses and lots 
of other accessories; besides, one never knows how 
much of those pictures are faked.”

Adela Pingsford said nothing, but led the way to 
her garden. It was normally a fair-sized garden, but 
it looked small in comparison with the ox, a huge 
mottled brute, dull red about the head and shoulders, 
passing to dirty white on the flanks and hind-quarters, 
with shaggy ears and large blood-shot eyes. It bore 
about as much resemblance to the dainty paddock 
heifers that Eshley was accustomed to paint as the

chief of a Kurdish nomad clan would to a Japanese 
tea-shop girl. Eshley stood very near the gate while 
he studied the animal’s appearance and demeanor. 
Adela Pingsford continued to say nothing.

“It’s eating a chrysanthemum,” said Eshley at last, 
when the silence had become unbearable.

“How observant you are,” said Adela bitterly. “You 
seem to notice everything. As a matter of fact, it has 
got six chrysanthemums in its mouth at the present 
moment.”

The necessity for doing something was becoming 
imperative. Eshley took a step or two in the direction 
of the animal, clapped his hands, and made noises of 
the “Hish” and “Shoo” variety. If the ox heard them 
it gave no outward indication of the fact.

“If any hens should ever stray into my gar- 
1 den,” said Adela, “I should certainly send 

for you to frighten them out. You ‘shoo’ beautifully. 
Meanwhile, do you mind trying to drive that ox away ? 
That is a Mademoiselle Louise Bichot that he’s begun 
on now,” she added in icy calm, as a glowing orange 
head was crushed into the huge munching mouth.

“Since you have been so frank about the variety 
of the chrysanthemum,” said Eshley, “I don’t mind 
telling you that this is an Ayrshire ox.”

The icy calm broke down; Adela Pingsford used 
language that sent the artist instinctively a few feet 
nearer to the ox. He picked up a pea-stick and 
flung it with some determination against the animal’s 
mottled flanks. The operation of mashing Made­
moiselle Louise Bichot into a petal salad was sus­
pended while the ox gazed with concentrated inquiry
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for a moment at the stick-thrower. Adela gazed with 
equal concentration and more obvious hostility at 
the same focus. As the beast neither lowered its 
head nor stamped its feet Eshley ventured on an­
other javelin exercise with another pea-stick. The 
ox seemed to realize at once that it was to go; it 
gave a hurried final pluck at the bed where the chry­
santhemums had been, and strode swiftly up the 
garden. Eshley ran to head it towards the gate, but 
succeeded only in quickening its pace from a walk 
to a lumbering trot. With an air of inquiry, but with 
no real hesitation, it crossed the tiny strip of turf 
that the charitable called the croquet lawn, and pushed 
its way through the open French window into the 
morning - room. Some chrysanthemums and other 
autumn herbage stood about the room in vases, and 
the animal resumed its browsing operations; all the 
same, Eshley fancied that the beginnings of a hunted 
look had come into its eyes, a look that counseled 
respect. He discontinued his attempt to interfere 
with its choice of surroundings.

“Mr. Eshley,” said Adela in a shaking voice, “I 
asked you to drive that beast out of my garden, but 
I did not ask you to drive it into my house. If I 
must have it anywhere on the premises I prefer the 
garden to the morning-room.”

“Cattle drives are not in my line,” said Eshley; 
“if I remember I told you so at the outset.”

“I quite agree,” retorted the lady, “painting pretty 
pictures of pretty little cows is what you’re suited 
for. Perhaps you’d like to do a nice sketch of that ox 
making itself at home in my morning-room?”

This time it seemed as if the worm had turned; 
Eshley began striding away.

“Where are you going?” screamed Adela.
“To fetch implements,” was the answer.
“Implements? I won’t have you use a lasso. The 

room will be wrecked if there’s a struggle.”
But the artist marched out of the garden. In a 

couple of minutes he returned, laden with easel, 
sketching-stool, and painting materials.

“Do you mean to say that you’re going to sit quietly 
down and paint that brute while it’s destroying my 
morning-room?” gasped Adela.

“It was your suggestion,” said Eshley, setting his 
canvas in position.

“I forbid it; I absolutely forbid it! ” stormed Adela.
“I don’t see what standing you have in the matter,”

said the artist; “you can hardly pretend that it’s your 
ox, even by adoption.”

“You seem to forget that it’s in my morning-room, 
eating my flowers,” came the raging retort.

“You seem to forget that the cook has neuralgia,” 
said Eshley; “she may be just dozing off into a merci­
ful sleep and your outcry will waken her. Considera­
tion for others should be the guiding principle of 
people in our station of life.”

“The man is mad!” exclaimed Adela tragically. 
A moment later it was Adela herself who appeared 
to go mad. The ox had finished the vase-flowers and 
the cover of “Israel Kalisch,” and appeared to be 
thinking of leaving its rather restricted quarters. 
Eshley noticed its restlessness and promptly flung 
it some bunches of Virginia creeper leaves as an in­
ducement to continue the sitting.

“I forget how the proverb runs,” he observed; 
“something about ‘better a dinner of herbs than a 
stalled ox where hate is.’ We seem to have all the 
ingredients for the proverb ready to hand.”

“I shall go to the Public Library and get them to 
telephone for the police,” announced Adela, and, 
raging audibly, she departed.

Some minutes later the ox, awakening probably 
to the suspicion that oil cake and chopped mangold 
was waiting for it in some appointed byre, stepped 
with much precaution out of the morning-room, 
stared with grave inquiry at the no longer obtrusive 
and pea-stick-throwing human, and then lumbered 
heavily but swiftly out of the garden. Eshley packed 
up his tools and followed the animal’s example and 
“Larkdene” was left to neuralgia and the cook.

The episode was the turning-point in Eshley’s 
artistic career. His remarkable picture, “Ox in a 
morning-room, late autumn,” was one of the sensa­
tions and successes of the next Paris Salon, and when 
it was subsequently exhibited at Munich it was bought 
by the Bavarian Government, in the teeth of the 
spirited bidding of three meat-extract firms. From 
that moment his success was continuous and assured, 
and the Royal Academy was thankful, two years later, 
to give a conspicuous position on its walls to his large 
canvas “Barbary Apes Wrecking a Boudoir.”

Eshley presented Adela Pingsford with a new copy 
of “Israel Kalisch,” and a couple of finely flowering 
plants of Madame Andre Blusset, but nothing like a 
real reconciliation has taken place between them.

The
tortoise

and the
o4rmadillo

Drawing by 
Louise Thoron

O tortoise and an armadillo, having quarreled, repaired to a secluded spot 
to vindicate their honor by an appeal to arms.

“Now, then,” shouted the Tortoise shrinking into the innermost recesses of his 
shell, “come on!”

“Very well,” assented the Armadillo, coiling up tightly in his coat of mail, “I 
am ready for you! ”

An historian of the period obscurely alludes to the incident as foreshadowing 
the naval engagement of the future. . „—Ambrose Bierce.



Drawing by Valenti Angelo. From Zadig (Remington & Hooper).

C&he ^Z^og and the
^y VOLTAIRE
^ Francois Marie Arouet devised the name 

“Voltaire” for himself while a temporary

Zadig found by ex­

perience, that the 
first month of marriage, as it 
is written in the book of 
Zend, is the moon of honey, 
and that the second is the 
moon of wormwood. He was 
some time after obliged to re­
pudiate Azora, who became 
too difficult to be pleased; 
and he then sought for happi­
ness in the study of nature.

“No man,” said he, “can 
be happier than a philoso­

resident of the Bastille, having made fun 
of royalty. Thirty years later in 1746 he 
wrote Zadig during another enforced absence 
from society because of other politically 

indiscreet remarks.

Voltaire is the most pungent figure of 18th 
Century France. Even in this taste of his 
writings he transfers his own impatient lib­
erality of mind to the reader: as we read, 
prejudice and irrationality seem as grotesque 
to us as they did to this witty and wizened 

master of reason.

pher, who reads in this great book, which God hath 
placed before our eyes. The truths he discovers are his 
own; he nourishes and exalts his soul; he lives in 
peace; he fears nothing from men; and his tender 
spouse will not come to cut off his nose.”

Possessed of these ideas, he retired to a country 
house on the banks of the Euphrates. There he did 
not employ himself in calculating how many inches of 
water flow in a second of time under the arches of a 
bridge, or whether there fell a cube-line of rain in the 
month of the mouse more than in the month of the 
sheep. He never dreamed of making silk of cobwebs, 
or porcelain of broken bottles; but he chiefly studied 
the properties of plants and animals; and soon ac­
quired a sagacity that made him discover a thousand 
differences where other men see nothing but uni­
formity.

One day, as he was walking near a little wood, he 
saw one of the queen’s eunuchs running toward him, 
followed by several officers, who appeared to be in 
great perplexity, and who ran to and fro like men

distracted, eagerly searching 
for something they had lost 
of great value.

“Young man,” said the first 
eunuch, “hast thou seen the 
queen’s dog?”

“It is a bitch,” replied Za­
dig, with great modesty, “and 
not a dog.”

“Thou art in the right,” re­
turned the first eunuch.

“It is a very small she- 
spaniel,” added Zadig; “she 
has lately whelped; she limps

on the left fore-foot, and has very long ears.”
“Thou hast seen her,” said the first eunuch, quite 

out of breath.
“No,” replied Zadig, “I have not seen her, nor did I 

so much as know that the queen had a bitch.”
Exactly at the same time, by one of the common 

freaks of fortune, the finest horse in the king’s stable 
had escaped from the jockey in the plains of Babylon. 
The principal huntsman, and all the other officers, ran 
after him with as much eagerness and anxiety as the 
first eunuch had done after the bitch. The principal 
huntsman addressed himself to Zadig, and asked him 
if he had not seen the king’s horse passing by.

“He is the fleetest horse in the king’s stable,” replied 
Zadig; “he is five feet high, with very small hoofs, and 
a tail three feet and an half in length; the studs on his 
bit are gold, of twenty-three carats, and his shoes are 
silver of eleven pennyweights.”

“Where is he?” demanded the chief huntsman.
“I have not seen him,” replied Zadig, “and never 

heard talk of him before.”
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The principal huntsman and the first eunuch never 
doubted but that Zadig had stolen the king s horse and 
the queen’s bitch. They therefore had him conducted 
before the assembly of the grand desterham, who con­
demned him to the knout, and to spend the rest of his 
days ,in Siberia. Hardly was the sentence passed, 
when the horse and the bitch were both found. The 
judges were reduced to the disagreeable necessity of 
reversing their sentence; but they condemned Zadig 
to pay four hundred ounces of gold for having said that 
he had not seen what he had seen. This fine he was 
obliged to pay; after which, he was permitted to plead 
his cause before the council of the grand desterham, 
when he spoke to the following effect:

“Ye stars of justice, abyss of sciences, mirrors of 
truth, who have' the weight of lead, the hardness of 
iron, the splendor of the diamond, and many of the 
properties of gold; since I am permitted to speak be­
fore this august assembly, I swear to you by Oromazes, 
that I have never seen the queen’s respectable bitch, 
nor the sacred horse of the king of kings. The truth
of the matter is as follows: I 
little wood, where I after­
ward met the venerable 
eunuch, and the most illus­
trious chief huntsman. I ob­
served on the sand the traces 
of an animal, and could 
easily perceive them to be 
those of a little dog. The 
light and long furrows im­
pressed on little eminences 
of sand between the marks 
of the paws, plainly discov­
ered that it wras a bitch, 
whose dugs were hanging 
down, and that therefore 
she must have whelped a 
few days before. Other 
traces of a different kind, 
that always appeared to 
have gently brushed the sur­
face of the sand near the 
marks of the fore-feet, 
showed me that she had very 
long ears; and as I re­
marked that there was al­
ways a slighter impression 
made on the sand by one 
foot than by the other three, 
1 found that the bitch of our 
august queen was a little 
lame, if I may be allowed 
the expression. With regard 
to the horse of the king of 
kings, you will be pleased to 
know, that walking in the 
lanes of this wood, I ob­
served the marks of a horse’s 
shoes, all at equal distances. 
This must be a horse, said I 
to myself, that gallops excel­
lently. The dust on the 
trees in a narrow road that

was walking toward the

A Book of Verses underneath the Bough, 
A Jug of Wine, a Loaf of Bread—andThou

Beside me singing in the Wilderness— 
O, Wilderness were Paradise enow!

—Omar Khayyam

• An Interpretation by Max Beerbohm •

was but seven feet wide, was a little brushed off, at the 
distance of three feet and a half from the middle of 
the road. This horse, said I, has a tail three feet and a 
half long, which, being whisked to the right and left, 
has swept away the dust. I observed under the trees 
that formed an arbor five feet in height, that the leaves 
of the branches were newly fallen, from whence I in­
ferred that the horse had touched them, and that he 
must therefore be five feet high. As to his bit, it must 
be gold of twenty-three carats, for he had rubbed its 
bosses against a stone which I knew to be a touch­
stone, and which I have tried. In a wmrd, from a mark 
made by his shoes on flints of another kind, I con­
cluded that he was shod with silver eleven derniers 
fine.”

All the judges admired Zadig for his acute and pro­
found discernment. The news of this speech was car­
ried even to the king and queen. Nothing was talked 
of but Zadig in the antichambers, the chambers, and 
the cabinet; and though many of the magi were of 
opinion that he ought to be burnt as a sorcerer, the
king ordered his officers to restore him the four hun­

dred ounces of gold which he 
had been obliged to pay. 
The register, the attorneys, 
and bailiffs, went to his 
house with great formality 
to carry him back his four 
hundred ounces. They re­
tained only three hundred 
and ninety-eight of them to 
defray the expenses of jus­
tice ; and then their servants 
demanded their fees.

Zadig saw how extremely 
dangerous it sometimes is to 
appear too knowing, and 
therefore resolved, that on 
the next occasion he would 
not tell what he had seen.

Such an opportunity soon 
offered. A prisoner of state 
made his escape and passed 
under the windows of 
Zadig’s house. Zadig was ex­
amined and made no answer. 
But it was proved that he 
had looked at the prisoner 
from this window. For this 
crime he was condemned to 
pay five hundred ounces of 
gold; and, according to the 
polite custom of Babylon, 
he thanked his judges for 
their indulgence.

“Great God!” said he to 
himself, “what a misfortune 
it is to walk in a wood 
through which the queen's 
bitch or the king’s horse 
have passed! how dangerous 
to look out at a window! 
and how difficult to be 
happy in this life!”



otes from a Northern Cottage

My first Spring day in this Northern country. Often it is earlier 

here than anyone would suppose and I see that on this same 
day last year I rowed over the lake to the island where the daffodils are famous 
for their strength and splendor so that they are like a pale mist against the 
water. The room in the library of which I spoke last month has not even its 
walls ready, much less its books. There is a hole packed with sunshine where 
all the series of English men of letters and the group of modern essayists used 
to stand. Three purple crocuses look in over the bricks. . . .

Five thousand books are piled together in the spare bedroom. I went in 
there, plunged my hand in at random and brought out Godwin’s St. Leon, a 
selection of Swinburne’s Poems, a volume of Plutarch, Henry James’ Notes on 
Novelists, and some of Edmund Gosse’s Essays. Plutarch, Godwin, James, 
Gosse, and Swinburne—and the deadliest of these is Godwin. . . .

Hugh
Walpole

Among my Walter Scott letters I have two from Godwin in his old age, 
pleading abject poverty and actually asking Scott to put his name to one of 
Godwin’s works, that it might sell the better. I have not Scott’s replies to 
Godwin but I can fancy what they would be!

... At the other end of the wand Henry James’ Notes on Novelists and 
Gosse’s Essays. They were both marvelously kind to me in the days of my 
youth. James I dearly loved; his warmth of heart, his odd chuckling humor, 
his courtesy, something of Sir Roger de Coverley and something of Renan. . . .

Gosse on the other hand was kindly with a feline scratch, but there will never 
again be for me so entertaining a companion. I was never with him without 
receiving a slap for my naivetes, but I was never with him without hearing 
something miraculous about George Eliot or Swinburne or Gissing. As I look 
through these essays and read their titles—“Wine and Mr. Saintsbury,” “A 
First Sight of Tennyson,” “Orion Horne”—I realize what we have lost.

There is no one either in England or America who can do now what he did 
then. That is the worst of it! While a writer lives you see his faults, you com­
plain of his repetitions, you implore him to do something new, but when he is 
gone you realize that he, and he alone, had the trick of it, that in his very 
faults and weaknesses the color of his personality was hidden. To think that I 
read so carelessly those articles as they appeared Sunday after Sunday! To 
thiqk that I went so casually to those Sunday suppers in Regent’s Park!

At one of those same suppers I listened one evening to Thomas Hardy, 
George Moore, and Yeats discuss for an hour and a half their favorite foods— 
listened and forgot to record!

I remember now only that Hardy liked eggs and bacon, but could not get 
them properly cooked in London. He shook his head grumpily over London. 
That was the night perhaps when I wore George Moore’s hat home instead of 
my own. I received a polite note at my lodging next day inquiring after it and 
intimating that my hat had proved too big—“Otherwise a nice enough hat. . . .” 
No, it isn’t Swinburne that I have got here, but W. D. Howells’ “Venetian” 
book. . . .

I went with Henry James and Howells once to a detective play in London. 
At the end James rose in his stall and stamping on the floor indignantly with 
his cane cried out: “Rot! Rot! Rot!” Howells and I followed him submis­
sively into the street, but there Howells caught my arm and whispered “But 
we enjoyed it, didn’t we?”

The evening has come and the room 
is dark and the Five Thousand books, 
hating their incongruous juxtaposition, 
wait scornfully their resurrection. . . .
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Q^be
^ZLast March
^y CAPTAIN R. F. SCOTT

I
T IS WONDERFUL tO 

think that two long 
marches would land us at the 

Pole. We left our depot today 
with nine days' provisions, so 
that it ought to be a certain 
thing now, and the only appall­
ing possibility the sight of the 
Norwegian flag forestalling 
ours. Little Bowers continues 
his indefatigable efforts to get 
good sights, and it is wonderful 
how he works them up in his 
sleeping-bag in our congested 
tent. (Minimum for night 
—27.5°.) Only 27 miles irum me 
Pole. We ought to do it now.

Tuesday, January 16.—Camp 
68. Height 9760.’ T.—23.5°. 
The worst has happened, or 
nearly the worst. We marched 
well in the morning and covered 
7% miles. Noon sight showed 
us in Lat. 893 42' S., and we 
started off in high spirits in the 
afternoon, feeling that tomorrow 
would see us at our destination. 
About the second hour of the 
march Bowers’ sharp eyes de­
tected what he thought was a 
cairn; he was uneasy about it, 
but argued that it must be a sas- 
trugus. Half an hour later he detected a black speck 
ahead. Soon we knew that this could not be a natural 
snow feature. We marched on, found that it was a 
black flag tied to a sledge bearer; near by, the remains 
of a camp; sledge tracks going and coming and the 
clear trace of dogs’ paws—many dogs. This told us 
the whole story. The Norwegians have forestalled us 
and are first at the Pole. It is a terrible disappoint­
ment, and I am very sorry for my loyal companions. 
Many thoughts come and much discussion have we 
had. Tomorrow we must march on to the Pole and 
then hasten home with all the speed we can compass.

O For dreary months Captain Scott had been waiting on the Antarctic shore 
for the coming of the South Polar spring. Three hundred miles east, Amundsen 
and his men also awaited favorable weather for the dash to the unconquered 
South Pole. The two parties, one British and one Norwegian, unknown to 
one another, set out at almost the same time.
Before Scott, when he started on November i, 1911, lay a journey of some 1600 
miles of icy desolation—800 miles to the Pole, and back. Supporting parties, 
with two crude motor sledges and dog teams, went ahead. Scott and the main 
party followed u'ith pony-drawn sledges carrying food, clothing, fodder, camp 
equipment, and scientific instruments.

The trip before them was divided roughly into three parts: first, across the 
Ross ice barrier, really the surface of the Antarctic Sea, continually frozen 
solid and covered with snow; then the long pull through the mountains, up the 
crevassed surface of Beardmore Glacier; and finally the dreary stretch across 
the polar plateau, at an elevation of 9000 and 10,000 feet.
The motor sledges soon broke doun. The ponies, on which chief reliance had 
been placed, reminded Scott of "a somewhat disorganized fleet with ships of 
very unequal speed." They suffered greatly from blizzard, wind, and soft 
surface, taking longer for the barrier journey than had been planned, and thus 
contributing to the tragedy that followed. When their someichat doubtful use­
fulness was ended, they were shot and fed to the dogs. These, and men them­
selves pulling sledges, continued with loads for the depots which had to be 
established along the entire route against the return journey.
At the foot of the glacier the dog teams were sent back, and three sledge parties 
of men toiled up alone. At the top one sledge, with the weakest men, was sent 
back; and half way from there to the pole a second party was turned home. 
•Scott went on with his four hardiest companions: Captain Oates, Lieutenant 
Bowers, Dr. Wilson, and Petty Officer Evans.

The head wind hindered them by causing extreme discomfort, and by making 
useless the sails rigged on their sledge. The sastrugi—snowdrifts which were 
literally waves of crusted snow—made pulling almost impossible. Their 
hoosh was a thick soup with a basis of pemmican or dried beef. The finnesko 
which wore out ivere fur boots. The primus for tchich they needed oil so bitterly 
was a portable stove, on which they melted snow for the only drinking water 
they had.

Captain Scott s diary printed here takes up the story two and a half months 
after the start of the trip, when the final sledge party was within a few miles 
of the Pole. Thought of their Norwegian\rival, Amundsen, spurs them on.

All the day dreams must go; it will be a wearisome 
return. We are descending in altitude—certainly also, 
the Norwegians found an easy way up.

Wednesday, January 17.—Camp 69. T.—22° at 
start. Night—21°. The Pole. Yes, but under very 
different circumstances from those expected. We 
have had a horrible day—add to our disappointment a 
head wind 4 to 5, with a temperature—22°, and com­
panions laboring on with cold feet and hands.

We started at 7.30, none of us having slept much 
after the shock of our discovery. We followed the 
Norwegian sledge tracks for some way; as far as we
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In these closing pages of Captain 

Scott's diary is the most tragic story 

in all exploration, and one of the great 

true adventure stories of all time.

make out there are only two men. In about three 
miles we passed two small cairns. Then the weather 
overcast, and the tracks being increasingly drifted up 
and obviously going too far to the west, we decided to 
make straight for the Pole according to our calcula­
tion. At 12.30 Evans had such cold hands we camped 
for lunch—an excellent “week-end one.’’ We had 
marched 7.4 miles. Lat. sight gave 89° 53' 37". We 
started out and did 6/2 miles due south. Tonight 
little Bowers is laying himself out to get sights in ter­
ribly difficult circumstances; the wind is blowing hard, 
T.—21°, and there is that curious damp, cold feeling 
in the air which chilled one to the bone in no time. 
We have been descending again, I think, but there 
looks to be a rise ahead; otherwise there is very little 
that is different from the awful monotony of past days. 
Great God! this is an awful place and terrible enough 
for us to have labored to it without the reward of pri­
ority. Well, it is something to have got here, and the 
wind may be our friend tomorrow. We have had a 
fat Polar hoosh in spite of our chagrin, and feel com­
fortable inside—added a small stick of chocolate and 
the queer taste of a cigarette brought by Wilson. Now 
for the run home and a desperate struggle. I wonder 
if we can do it.

Thursday morning, January 18.—Decided after 
summing up all observations that we were 3.5 miles 
away from the Pole—one mile beyond it and 3 to the 
right. More or less in this direction Bowers saw a 
cairn or tent.

We have just arrived at this tent, 2 miles from our 
camp, therefore about 1% miles from the Pole. In the 
tent we find a record of five Norwegians having been 
here, as follows:

“Roald Amundsen 
Olav Olavson Bjaaland 
Hilmer Hanssen 
Sverre H. Hassel
Oscar Wisting. 16 Dec. 1911.”

The tent is fine—a small compact affair supported 
by a single bamboo. A note from Amundsen, which I 
keep, asks me to forward a letter to King Haakon!

The following articles have been left in the tent: 
3 half bags of reindeer containing a miscellaneous

From Everybody’s

(J A picture map of Captain Scott’s polar trip. 
The English reached their goal after two and 
one-half months of terrible effort only to find 
that Amundsen had beaten them. Weakened 
by disappointment, cold, and lack of food, they 
began the long march northward. Unprece­
dented blizzards hindered and finally halted 
them eleven miles from One Ton Camp—al­
most within sight of safety. The rescue party— - 
eight months later—read the tragic story printed 

here in the diary found on Scott’s body.
6i
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assortment of mits and sleeping socks, very various in 
description, a sextant, a Norwegian artificial horizon 
and a hypsometer without boiling-point thermometers, 
a sextant and hypsometer of English make.

Left a note to say I had visited the tent with com­
panions. Bowers photographing and Wilson sketch­
ing. Since lunch we have marched 6.2 miles S.S.E. by 
compass (i. e., northwards). Sights at lunch gave us 
% to JJ of a mile from the Pole, so we call it the Pole 
Camp. (Temp. Lunch—21°.) We built a cairn, put 
up our poor slighted Union Jack, and photographed 
ourselves—mighty cold work all of it—less than % a 
mile south we saw stuck up an old underrunner of a 
sledge. This we commandeered as a yard for a floor­
cloth sail. I imagine it was intended to mark the 
exact spot at the Pole as near as the Norwegians could 
fix it. (Height 9500.) A note attached talked of the 
tent as being 2 miles from the Pole. Wilson keeps the 
note. There is no doubt that our predecessors have 
made thoroughly sure of their mark and fully carried 
out their program. I think the Pole is about 9500 
feet in height; this is remarkable, considering that in 
Lat. 88° we were about 10,500.

We carried the Union Jack about ^ of a mile north 
with us and left it on a piece of stick as near as we 
could fix it. I fancy the Norwegians arrived at the 
Pole on the 15th Dec. and I left on the 17th, ahead of 
a date quoted by me in London as ideal, viz., Dec. 22. 
It looks as though the Norwegian party expected 
colder weather on the summit than they got; it could 
scarcely be otherwise from Shackleton’s account. 
Well, we have turned our back now on the goal of our 
ambition and must face our 800 miles of solid drag­
ging—and goodby to most of the day-dreams!

Saturday, January 27.—R. 10. Temp.—16° (lunch) 
—14.3° (evening). Minimum—19 '. Height 9900.
Barometer low. Called the hands half an hour late, 
but we got away in good time. The forenoon march 
was over the belt of storm-tossed sastrugi; it looked 
like a rough sea. Wilson and I pulled in front on ski, 
the remainder on foot. It was very tricky work fol­
lowing the track, which pretty constantly disappeared, 
and in fact only showed itself 
by faint signs anywhere—a 
foot or two of raised sledge­
track, a dozen yards of the 
trail of the sledge-meter 
wheel, or a spatter of hard 
snow-flicks where feet had 
trodden. Sometimes none of 
these were distinct, but one 
got an impression of lines 
which guided. The trouble 
was that on the outward 
track one had to shape course 
constantly to avoid the heavi­
est mounds, and consequently 
there were many zig-zags. 
We lost a good deal over a 
mile by these halts, in which 
we unharnessed and went on 
the search for signs. How­
ever, by hook or crook, we

managed to stick on the old track. Came on the cairn 
quite suddenly, marched past it, and camped for lunch 
at 7 miles. In the afternoon the sastrugi gradually 
diminished in size and now we are on fairly level 
ground today, the obstruction practically at an end, 
and, to our joy, the tracks showing up much plainer 
again. For the last two hours we had no difficulty at 
all in following them. There had been a nice helpful 
southerly breeze all day, a clear sky and compara­
tively warm temperature. The air is dry again, so that 
tents and equipment are gradually losing their icy con­
dition imposed by the blizzard conditions of the past 
week.

Our sleeping-bags are slowly but surely getting 
wetter and I’m afraid it will take a lot of this weather 
to put them right. However, we all sleep well enough 
in them, the hours allowed being now on the short 
side. We are slowly getting more hungry, and it would 
be an advantage to have a little more food, especially 
for lunch. If we get to the next depot in a few 
marches (it is now less than 60 miles and we have a 
full week’s food) we ought to be able to open out a 
little, but we can’t look for a real feed till we get to the 
pony food depot. A long way to go, and, by Jove, this 
is tremendous labor.

* * *

Thursday, February 1.—R. 15. 9778. Lunch. 
Temp.—20°, Supper Temp.—19.8°. Heavy collar 
work most of the day. Wind light. Did 8 miles, 4)4 
hours. Started well in the afternoon and came down 
a steep slope in quick time; then the surface turned 
real bad—sandy drifts—very heavy pulling. Working 
on past 8 P. M. we just fetched a lunch cairn of De­
cember 29, when we were only a week out from the 
depot. It ought to be easy to get in with a margin, 
having 8 days’ food in hand (full feeding). We have 
opened out on the l-7th increase and it makes a lot 
of difference. Wilson’s leg much better. Evans’ fing­
ers now very bad, two nails coming off, blisters burst.

* * *

Saturday, February 17.—A very terrible day. Evans 
looked a little better after a good sleep, and declared, 
as he always did, that he was quite well. He started 
in his place on the traces, but half an hour later 
worked his ski shoes adrift, and had to leave the sledge. 
The surface was awful, the soft, recently fallen snow­
clogging the ski and runners at every step, the sledge 
groaning, the sky overcast, and the land hazy. We 
stopped after about one hour, and Evans came up 
again, but very slowly. Half an hour later he dropped 
out again on the same plea. He asked Bowers to lend 
him a piece of string. I cautioned him to come on as 
quickly as he could, and he answered cheerfully as I 
thought. We had to push on, and the remainder of us 
were forced to pull very hard, sweating heavily. 
Abreast the Monument Rock we stopped, and seeing 
Evans a long way astern, I camped for lunch. There 
was no alarm at first, and we prepared tea and our 
own meal, consuming the latter. After lunch, and 
Evans still not appearing, we looked out, to see him 
still afar off. By this time we were alarmed, and all 
four started back on ski. I was first to reach the poor 
man and shocked at his appearance; he was on his 
knees with clothing disarranged, hands uncovered and
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frostbitten, and a wild look in his eyes. Asked what 
was the matter, he replied with a slow speech that he 
didn’t know, but thought he must have fainted. We 
got him on his feet, but after two or three steps he sank 
down again. He showed every sign of complete col­
lapse. Wilson, Bowers, and I went back for the sledge, 
while Oates remained with him. When we returned 
he was practically unconscious, and when we got him 
into the tent quite comatose. He died quietly at 12.30 
A. M. On discussing the symptoms we think he began 
to get weaker just before we reached the Pole, and 
that his downward path was accelerated first by the 
shock of his frostbitten fingers, and later by falls dur­
ing rough traveling on the glacier, further by his loss 
of all confidence in himself. Wilson thinks it certain 
he must have injured his brain by a fall. It is a ter­
rible thing to lose a companion in this way, but calm 
reflection shows that there could not have been a better 
ending to the terrible anxieties of the past week. Dis­
cussion of the situation at lunch yesterday shows us 
what a desperate pass we were in with a sick man 
on our hands at such a distance from home.

At 1 A. M. we packed up and came down over the 
pressure ridges, finding our depot easily.

Sunday, February IS.—R. 32. Temp.—5.5°. At 
Shambles Camp. We gave ourselves 5 hours’ sleep at 
the lower glacier depot after the horrible night, and 
came on at about 3 today to this camp, coming fairly 
easily over the divide. Here, with plenty of horse­
meat, we have had a fine supper, to be followed by 
others such, and so continue a more plentiful era if we 
can keep good marches up. New life seems to come 
with greater food almost immediately, but I am 
anxious about the Barrier surfaces.

Monday, February 19.—Lunch T.—16°. It was 
late (past noon) before we got away today, as I gave 
nearly 8 hours sleep, and much camp work was done 
shifting sledges and fitting up new one with mast, etc., 
packing horsemeat and personal effects. The surface 
was every bit as bad as I expected, the sun shining 
brightly on it and its covering of soft loose sandy 
snow. We have come out about 2' on the old tracks. 
Perhaps lucky to have a fine day for this and our camp 
work, but we shall want wind or change of sliding con­
ditions to do anything on such a surface as we have. 
I fear there will not be much change for 3 or 4 days.

R. 33. Temp.—17°. We have struggled out 4.6 
miles in a short day over a really terrible surface—it 
has been like pulling over desert sand, not the least 
glide in the world. If this goes on we shall have a bad 
time, but I sincerely trust it is only the result of this 
windless area close to the coast and that, as we are 
making steadily outwards, we shall shortly escape it. 
It is perhaps premature to be anxious about covering 
distance. In all other respects things are improving. 
We have our sleeping bags spread on the sledge and 
they are drying, but, above all, we have our full mea­
sure of food again. Tonight we had a sort of stew fry 
of pemmican and horseflesh, and voted it the best 
hoosh we had ever had on a sledge journey. The ab­
sence of poor Evans is a help to the commissariat, but 
if he had been here in a fit state we might have got 
along faster. I wonder what is in store for us, with 
some little alarm at the lateness of the season.

Monday, February 20.—R. 34. Lunch Temp.-—13 : 
Supper Temp.—15°. Same terrible surface; four 
hours’ hard plodding in morning brought us to our 
Desolation Camp, where we had the four-day blizzard. 
We looked for more pony meat, but found none. After 
lunch we took to ski with some improvement of com­
fort. Total mileage for day 7—the ski tracks pretty 
plain and easily followed this afternoon. We have left 
another cairn behind. Terribly slow progress, but we 
hope for better things as we clear the land. There is a 
tendency to cloud over in the S.E. tonight, which may 
turn to our advantage. At present our sledge and ski 
leave deeply ploughed tracks which can be seen wind­
ing for miles behind. It is distressing, but as usual 
trials are forgotten when we camp, and good food is 
our lot. Pray God we get better traveling as we are 
not fit as we were, and the season is advancing apace.

Wednesday, February 22.—R. 36. Supper Temp.— 
23. There is little doubt we are in for a rotten critical 
time going home, and the lateness of the season may 
make it really serious. Shortly after starting today 
the wind grew very fresh from the S.E. with strong 
surface drift. We lost the faint track immediately, 
though covering ground fairly rapidly. Lunch came 
without sight of the cairn we had hoped to pass. In 
the afternoon, Bowers being sure we were too far to the 
west, steered out. Result, we have passed another pony 
camp without seeing it. Looking at the map tonight 
there is no doubt we are too far to the east. With 
clear weather we ought to be able to correct the mis­
take, but will the weather get clear? It’s a gloomy 
position, more especially as one sees the same difficulty 
returning even when we have corrected the error. The 
wind is dying down tonight and the sky clearing in the 
south, which is hopeful. Meanwhile it is satisfac­
tory to note that such untoward events fail to damp 
the spirit of the party. Tonight we had a pony hoosh 
so excellent and filling that one feels really strong 
and vigorous again. . . .

Night camp. R. 38. Temp—17°. A little de­
spondent again. We had a really terrible surface this 
afternoon and only covered 4 miles. We are on the 
track just beyond a lunch cairn. It really will be a 
bad business if we are to have this pulling all through. 
I don t know what to think, but the rapid closing of 
the season is ominous. It is great luck having the 
horsemeat to add to our ration. Tonight we have had 
a real fine hoosh. It is a race between the season 
and hard conditions and our fitness and good food.

Saturday, February 25.—Lunch Temp.—12°. Man­
aged just 6 miles this morning. Started somewhat de­
spondent ; not relieved when pulling seemed to show 
no improvement. Bit by bit surface grew better, less 
sastrugi, more glide, slight following wind for a time. 
Then we began to travel a little faster. But the pull­
ing is still very hard ; undulations disappearing but in­
equalities remain.

* ❖ :|:

Sunday, February 26.—Very cold nights now and 
cold feet starting march, as day footgear doesn’t dry 
at all. 11 e are doing well on our food, but we ought to 
have yet more. I hope the next depot, now only 50 
miles, will find us with enough surplus to open out. 
The fuel shortage still an anxiety.
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R. 40. Temp.—21°. Nine hours’ solid marching 
has given us 11% miles. Only 43 miles from the next 
depot. Wonderfully fine weather but cold, very cold. 
Nothing dries and we get our feet cold too often. We 
want more food yet and especially more fat. Fuel is 
wofully short. We can scarcely hope to get a better 
surface at this season, but I wish we could have some 
help from the wind, though it might shake us badly 
if the temp, didn’t rise. . . .

Tuesday, February 28.—Lunch. Thermometer went 
below—40° last night; it was desperately cold for us, 
but we had a fair night. I decided to slightly increase 
food; the effect is undoubtedly good. Started march­
ing in—32° with a slight northwesterly breeze— 
blighting. Many cold feet this morning; long time 
over footgear, but we are earlier. Shall camp earlier 
and get the chance of a good night, if not the reality. 
Things must be critical till we reach the depot, and 
the more I think of matters, the more I anticipate their 
remaining so after that event. Only 24% miles from 
the depot. The sun shines brightly, but there is little 
warmth in it. There is no doubt the middle of the 
Barrier is a pretty awful locality.

Camp 42. Splendid pony hoosh sent us to bed and 
sleep happily after a horrid day, wind continuing; did 
11% miles. Temp, not quite so low, but expect we 
are in for cold night (Temp.—27°).

Wednesday, February 29.—Lunch. Cold night. 
Minimum Temp.—37.5°—30° with northwest wind, 
force 4, when we got up. Frightfully cold starting; 
luckily Bowers and Oates in their last new finnesko; 
keeping my old ones for present. Expected awful 
march and for first hour got it. Then things improved 
and we camped after 5% hours marching close to 
lunch camp—22%°. Next camp is our depot and it 
is exactly 13 miles. It ought not to take more than 
1% days; we pray for another fine one. The oil will 
just about spin out in that event, and we arrive 3 clear 
days’ food in hand. The increase of ration has had an 
enormously beneficial result. Mountains now looking 
small. Wind still very light from West—cannot un­
derstand this wind. . . .

Friday, March 2.—Lunch. Misfortunes rarely come 
singly. We marched to the (Middle Barrier) depot 
fairly easily yesterday afternoon, and since that have 
suffered three distinct blows which have placed us in 
a bad position. First we found a shortage of oil; with 
most rigid economy it can scarce carry us to the next 
depot on this surface (71 miles away). Second, Titus 
Oates disclosed his feet, the toes showing very bad 
indeed, evidently bitten by the late temperatures. The 
third blow came in the night, when the wind, which we 
had hailed with some joy, brought dark overcast 
weather. It fell below—40° in the night, and this 
morning it took 1% hours to get our footgear on, but 
we got away before eight. We lost cairn and tracks 
together and made as steady as we could N. by W., but 
have seen nothing. Worse was to come—the surface is 
simply awful. In spite of strong wind and full sail we 
have done only 5% miles. We are in a very queer 
street since there is no doubt we cannot do the extra 
marches and feel the cold horribly.

Saturday, March 3.—Lunch. We picked up the

track again yesterday, finding ourselves to the east­
ward. Did close on 10 miles and things looked a trifle 
better; but this morning the outlook is blacker than 
ever. Started well and with good breeze; for an hour 
made good headway; then the surface grew awful be­
yond words. The wind drew forward; every circum­
stance was against us. After 4% hours things so bad 
that we camped, having covered 4% miles. (R. 46.) 
One cannot consider this a fault of our own—certainly 
we were pulling hard this morning—it was more than 
three parts surface which held us back—the wind at 
strongest, powerless to move the sledge. When the 
light is good it is easy to see the reason. The surface, 
lately a very good hard one, is coated with a thin layer 
of woolly crystals, formed by radiation no doubt. 
These are too firmly fixed to be removed by the wind 
and cause impossible friction on the runners. God 
help us, we can’t keep up this pulling, that is certain. 
Amongst ourselves we are unendingly cheerful, but 
what each man feels in his heart I can only guess. 
Pulling on footgear in the morning is getting slower 
and slower, therefore every day more dangerous.

Sunday, March 4.—Lunch. Things looking very 
black indeed. As usual we forgot our trouble last 
night, got into our bags, slept splendidly on good 
hoosh, woke and had another, and started marching. 
Sun shining brightly, tracks clear, but surface covered 
with sandy frostrime. All the morning we had to pull 
with all our strength, and in 4% hours we covered 3% 
miles. Last night it was overcast and thick, surface 
bad; this morning sun shining and surface as bad as 
ever. One has little to hope for except perhaps strong 
dry wind—an unlikely contingency at this time of 
year. Under the immediate surface crystals is a hard 
sastruga surface, which must have been excellent for 
pulling a week or two ago. We are about 42 miles 
from the next depot and have a week’s food, but only 
about 3 to 4 days’ fuel—we are as economical of the 
latter as one can possibly be, and we cannot afford to 
save food and pull as we are pulling. We are in a very 
tight place indeed, but none of us despondent yet, or 
at least we preserve every semblance of good cheer, 
but one’s heart sinks as the sledge stops dead at some 
sastrugi behind which the surface sand lies thickly 
heaped. For the moment the temperature is on the 
—20°—an improvement which makes us much more 
comfortable, but a colder snap is bound to come again 
soon. I fear that Oates at least will weather such an 
event very poorly. Providence to our aid! We can 
expect little from man now except the possibility of 
extra food at the next depot. It will be real bad if 
we get there and find the same shortage of oil. Shall 
we get there? Such a short distance it would have 
appeared to us on the summit! I don’t know what 
I should do if Wilson and Bowers weren’t so deter­
minedly cheerful over things.

Monday, March 5.—Lunch. Regret to say going 
from bad to worse. We got a slant of wind yesterday 
afternoon, and going on 5 hours we converted our 
wretched morning run of 3% miles into something 
over 9. We went to bed on a cup of cocoa and pemmi- 
can solid with the chill off. (R. 47.) The result is 
telling on all, but mainly on Oates, whose feet are in a
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wretched condition. One 
swelled up tremendous­
ly last night, and he is 
very lame this morning. 
We started march on 
tea and pemmican as 
last night—we pretend 
to prefer the pemmican 
this way. Marched for 
5 hours this morning 
over a slightly better 
surface covered with 
high moundy sastrugi. 
Sledge capsized twice; 
we pulled on foot, cov­
ering about 5% miles. 
We are two pony 
marches and 4 miles 
from our depot. Our 
fuel dreadfully low and 
the poor Soldier nearly 
done. It is pathetic 
enough because we can 
do nothing for him; 
more hot food might do 
a little, but only a little, 
I fear. We none of us 
expected these terribly 
low temperatures, and 
the rest of us Wilson is 
feeling them most; 
mainly, I fear, from his 
self-sacrificing devotion 
in doctoring Oates’ feet. 
We cannot help each 
other, each has enough 
to do to take care of 
himself. We get cold on 
the march when the 
trudging is heavy, and

^he last entry in Scott's diary

we are track-searching 
—he is wonderfully 
plucky, as his feet must 
be giving him great 
pain. He makes no com­
plaint, but his spirits 
only come up in spurts 
now, and he grows more 
silent in the tent. We 
are making a spirit 
lamp to try and replace 
the primus when our oil 
is exhausted. It will be 
a very poor substitute 
and we’ve not got much 
spirit. If we could have 
kept up our 9-mile days 
we might have got with­
in reasonable distance 
of the depot before run­
ning out, but nothing 
but a strong wind and 
good surface can help us 
now, and though we had 
quite a good breeze this 
morning, the sledge 
came as heavy as lead. 
If we were all fit I 
should have hopes of 
getting through, but the 
poor Soldier has become 
a terrible hindrance, 
though he does his ut­
most and suffers much I 
fear.

Wednesday, March 7. 
—A little worse I fear. 
One of Oates’ feet very 
bad this morning; he is 
wonderfully brave. We

the wind pierces our warm garments. The others, all 
of them, are unendingly cheerful when in the tent. We 
mean to see the game through with a proper spirit, but 
it’s tough work to be pulling harder than we ever 
pulled in our lives for long hours, and to feel that the 
progress is so slow. One can only say “God help us! ” 
and plod on our weary way, cold and very miserable, 
though outwardly cheerful. We talk of all sorts of 
subjects in the tent, not much of food now, since we 
decided to take the risk of running a full ration. We 
simply couldn’t go hungry at this time.

Tuesday, March 6.—Lunch. We did a little better 
with help of wind yesterday afternoon, finishing 9% 
miles for the day, and 27 miles from depot. (R. 48.) 
But this morning things have been awful. It was 
warm in the night and for the first time during the 
journey I overslept myself by more than an hour; then 
we were slow with footgear; then, pulling with all our 
might (for our lives) we could scarcely advance at rate 
of a mile an hour; then it grew thick and three times 
we had to get out of harness to search for tracks. The 
result is something less than 3% miles for the after­
noon. The sun is shining now and the wind gone. 
Poor Oates is unable to pull, sits on the sledge when

still talk of what we will do together at home.
We only made 6% miles yesterday. (R. 49.) This 

morning in 4% hours we did just over 4 miles. We are 
16 from our depot. If we only find the correct pro­
portion of food there and this surface continues, we 
may get to the next depot (Mt. Hooper, 72 miles 
farther) but not to One Ton Camp. We hope against 
hope that the dogs have been to Mt. Hooper; then we 
might pull through. If there is a shortage of oil again 
we can have little hope. One feels that for poor Oates 
the crisis is near, but none of us are improving, though 
we are wonderfully fit considering the really excessive 
work we are doing. We are only kept going by good 
food. No wind this morning till a chill northerly air 
came ahead. Sun bright and cairns showing up well. 
I should like to keep the track to the end.

Thursday, March 8.—Lunch. Worse and worse in 
morning; poor Oates’ left foot can never last out, and 
time over footgear something awful. Have to wait in 
night footgear for nearly an hour before I start chang­
ing, and then am generally first to be ready. Wilson’s 
feet giving trouble now, but this mainly because he 
gives so much help to others. We did 4% miles this 
morning and are now 8% miles from the depot—a
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ridiculously small distance to feel in difficulties, yet on 
this surface we know we cannot equal half our old 
marches, and that for that effort we expend nearly 
double the energy. The great question is, What shall 
we find at the depot? If the dogs have visited it we 
may get along a good distance, but if there is another 
short allowance of fuel, God help us indeed. We are 
in a very bad way, I fear, in any case.

Saturday, March 10.—Things steadily downhill. 
Oates’ foot worse. He has rare pluck and must know 
that he can never get through. He asked Wilson if 
he had a chance this morning, and of course Bill had 
to say he didn’t know. In point of fact he has none. 
Apart from him, if he went under now, I doubt 
whether we could get through. With great care we 
might have a dog’s chance, but no more. The weather 
conditions are awful, and our gear gets steadily more 
icy and difficult to manage. At the same time of 
course poor Titus is the greatest handicap. He keeps 
us waiting in the morning until we have partly lost the 
warming effect of our good breakfast, when the only 
wise policy is to be up and away at once; again at 
lunch. Poor chap! It is too pathetic to watch him; 
one cannot but try to cheer him up.

Yesterday we marched up the depot, Mt. Hooper. 
Cold comfort. Shortage on our allowance all round. 
I don’t know that any one is to blame. The dogs which 
would have been our salvation have evidently failed. 
Mears had a bad trip home I suppose.

This morning it was calm when we breakfasted, but 
the wind came from W.N.W. as we broke camp. It 
rapidly grew in strength. After traveling for half an 
hour I saw that none of us could go on facing such 
conditions. We were forced to camp and are spending 
the rest of the day in a comfortless blizzard camp, 
wind quite foul. (R. 52.)

Sunday, March 11.—Titus Oates is very near the 
end, one feels. What we or he will do, God only knows. 
We discussed the matter after breakfast; he is a brave, 
fine fellow and understands the situation, but he prac­
tically asked for advice. Nothing could be said but 
to urge him to march as long as he could. One satis­
factory result to the discussion; I practically ordered 
Wilson to hand over the means of ending our troubles 
to us, so that any one of us may know how to do so. 
Wilson had no choice between doing so and our ran­
sacking the medicine case. We have 30 opium tabloids 
apiece and he is left with a tube of morphine. So far 
the tragical side of our story. (R. 53.) . . .

Monday, March 12.—We did 6.9 miles yesterday, 
under our necessary average. Things are left much the 
same, Oates not pulling much, and now with hands as 
well as feet pretty well useless. We did 4 miles this 
morning in 4 hours 20 min.—we may hope for 3 this 
afternoon, 7x6=42. We shall be 47 miles from the 
depot. I doubt if we can possibly do it. The surface 
remains awful, the cold intense, and our physical 
condition running down. God help us! Not a breath 
of favorable wind for more than a week, and appar­
ently liable to head winds at any moment.

Wednesday, March 14.—No doubt about the going 
downhill, but everything going wrong for us. Yester­
day we woke to a strong northerly wind with temp. 
37°. Couldn’t face it, so remained in camp (R. 54)

till 2, then did 5% miles. Wanted to march later, but 
party feeling the cold badly as the breeze (N.) never 
took off entirely, and as the sun sank the temp. fell. 
Long time getting supper in dark. (R. 55.)

This morning started with southerly breeze, set 
sail and passed another cairn at good speed; half-way, 
however, the wind shifted to W. by S. or W.S.W., 
blew through our wind clothes and into our mits. Poor 
Wilson horribly cold, could not get off ski for some 
time. Bowers and I practically made camp, and when 
we got into the tent at last we were all deadly cold. 
Then temp, now midday down—43° and the wind 
strong. We must go on, but now the making of every 
camp must be more difficult and dangerous. It must 
be near the end, but a pretty merciful end. Poor Oates 
got it again in the foot. I shudder to think what it will 
be like tomorrow. It is only with greatest pains rest of 
us keep off frostbites. No idea there could be tem­
peratures like this at this time of year with such winds. 
Truly awful outside the tent. Must fight it out to the 
last biscuit, but can’t reduce rations.

Friday, March 16 or Saturday 17.—Lost track of 
dates, but think the last correct. Tragedy all along 
the line. At lunch, the day before yesterday, poor 
Titus Oates said he couldn’t go on; he proposed we 
should leave him in his sleeping-bag. That we could 
not do, and induced him to come on, on the afternoon 
march. In spite of its awful nature for him he struggled 
on and we made a few miles. At night he was worse 
and we knew the end had come.

Should this be found I want these facts recorded. 
Oates’ last thoughts were of his Mother, but imme­
diately before, he took pride in thinking that his regi­
ment would be pleased with the bold way in which 
he met his death. We can testify to his bravery. He 
has borne intense suffering for weeks without com­
plaint, and to the very last was able and willing to dis­
cuss outside subjects. He did not—would not—give 
up hope to the very end. He was a brave soul. This 
was the end. He slept through the night before last, 
hoping not to wake; but he woke in the morning— 
yesterday. It was blowing a blizzard. He said, “I am 
just going outside and may be some time.” He went 
out into the blizzard and we have not seen him since.

I take this opportunity of saying that we have stuck 
to our sick companions to the last. In case of Edgar 
Evans, when absolutely out of food and he lay insen­
sible, the safety of the remainder seemed to demand 
his abandonment, but Providence mercifully removed 
him at this critical moment. He died a natural death, 
and we did not leave him till two hours after his death. 
We knew that poor Oates was walking to his death, 
but though we tried to dissuade him, we knew it was 
the act of a brave man and an English gentleman. We 
all hope to meet the end with a similar spirit, and 
assuredly the end is not far.

I can only write at lunch and then only occasionally. 
The cold is intense—40° at midday. Aly companions 
are unendingly cheerful, but we are all on the verge 
of serious frostbites, and though we constantly talk 
of fetching through I don’t think any one of us believes 
it in his heart.

We are cold on the march now, and at all times 
except meals. Yesterday we had to lay up for a
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blizzard and today we move dreadfully slowly. We 
are at No. 14 pony camp, only two pony marches from 
One Ton Depot. We leave here our theodolite, a 
camera, and Oates’ sleeping-bags. Diaries, etc., and 
geological specimens carried at Wilson’s special re­
quest, will be found with us or on our sledge.

Sunday, March 18.—Today, lunch, we are 21 miles 
from the depot. Ill fortune presses, but better may 
come. We have had more wind and drift from ahead 
yesterday; had to stop marching; wind N.W., force 
4, temp.—35°. No human being could face it, and we 
are worn out nearly.

My right foot has gone, nearly all the toes—two 
days ago I was proud possessor of best feet. These 
are the steps of my downfall. Like an ass I mixed a 
small spoonful of curry powder with my melted pem- 
mican—it gave me violent indigestion. I lay awake 
and in pain all night; woke and felt done on the 
march; foot went and I didn’t know it. A very small 
measure of neglect and have a foot which is not pleas­
ant to contemplate. Bowers takes first place in con­
dition, but there is not much to choose after all. The 
others are still confident of getting through—or pre­
tend to be—I don’t know! We have the last half fill 
of oil in our primus and a very small quantity of 
spirit—this alone between us and thirst. The wind is 
fair for the moment, and that is perhaps a fact to help. 
The mileage would have seemed ridiculously small on 
our outward journey.

Monday, March 19.—Lunch. We camped with dif­
ficulty last night, and were dreadfully cold till after 
our supper of cold pemmican and biscuit and a half 
a pannikin of cocoa cooked over the spirit. Then, con­
trary to expectation, we got warm and all slept well. 
Today we started in the usual dragging manner. Sledge 
dreadfully heavy. We are 15% miles from the depot 
and ought to get there in three days. What progress! 
We have two days’ food but barely a day’s fuel. All

our feet are getting bad—Wilson’s best, my right foot 
worst, left all right. There is no chance to nurse one’s 
feet till we can get hot food into us. Amputation is the 
least I can hope for now, but will the trouble spread ? 
That is the serious question. The weather doesn’t give 
us a chance—the wind from N. to N.W. and 40° temp, 
today.

Wednesday, March 21.—Got within 11 miles of 
depot Monday night; had to lay up all yesterday in 
severe blizzard. Today forlorn hope. Wilson and 
Bowers going to depot for fuel.

Thursday, March 22 and 23.—Blizzard bad as ever— 
Wilson and Bowers unable to start—tomorrow last 
chance—no fuel and only one or two of food left— 
must be near the end. Have decided it shall be 
natural—we shall march for the depot with or without 
our effects and die in our tracks.

Thursday, March 29.—Since the 21st we have had 
a continuous gale from W.S.W. and S.W. We had 
fuel to make two cups of tea apiece and bare food 
for two days on the 20th. Every day we have been 
ready to start for our depot 11 miles away, but outside 
the door of the tent it remains a scene of whirling drift. 
I do not think we can hope for any better things now. 
We shall stick it out to the end, but we are getting 
weaker, of course, and the end cannot be far.

It seems a pity, but I do not think I can write more.
R. Scott.

For God’s sake look after our people.

[Wilson and Bowers were found in the attitude of 
sleep, their sleeping-bags closed over their heads as 
they would naturally close them.

Scott died later. He had thrown back the flaps of 
his sleeping-bag and opened his coat. The little wallet 
containing the three notebooks was under his shoulders 
and his arm flung across Wilson. So they were found 
eight months later.]

Word Portraits of Famous People
MARK TWAIN Apparently he never had his hair cut; it fell in dark masses 

around his neck, and received his daily personal attention; in cold 
weather he wore a short coat of sealskin with the fur outside; in walking, he rolled widely 
to right and left, in the manner of a sailor in a musical comedy. He was distinguishable a 
hundred yards away, and people who happened to turn around, waited for him to pass, then 
remained as if hypnotized, staring after his slowly diminishing figure. . . . Later in life, his 
magnificent hair turned white and he wore garments to match, appearing in Washington 
drawing rooms in evening clothes the color of snow.—William Lyon Phelps.

SHAW How can one describe him? I have never in my life seen a man so immacu­
lately, so utterly clean. Was there a male Aphrodite who rose fresh and gleam­

ing from the foam of the sea? If indeed there was, Shaw was his name.—Judge Henry 
Neil. [Shaw attributes the school-girl clarity of his complexion to the fact that he never 
washes his face, and when Judge Neil begged to be enlightened as to what Mr. Shaw did, 
if anything, to keep his face so spotlessly clean, the well known Irishman replied: “I wet 
it occasionally.”]



The Second of Two Parts

C lementals
The second day had been worse than this 

in some ways. The mere physical pain 
had been sharper. Now it was only constant; eter­
nally constant, eternally heavy—a thick sort of nib­
bling like the continual but never violent gnawing of 
blunted iron teeth. But the second day, the giddiness 
had not really begun till toward the end. The giddi- 
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ness was bad. It made your body feel light all over 
like cork, and fierce in intermittent spurts as if it were 
filled with burning air. It made your mind too baby­
ishly pleased or irritated with small things like creases 
in the carpet.

He would go and see Catherine now. He could walk 
quite firmly if he tried though his legs felt queerly
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O Is Love stronger than Hunger? Sher- 
■“ wood Latimer and Catherine Vane set 

out to prove that it is, to win a $10,000 
wager made by the diabolical Slake.

For seven days they are to be shut up 
in adjoining rooms, without food. At 
the end of the week the door between 
the rooms is to be opened and a single 
crust of bread thrown in.

If they share it, they will receive the 
$10,000 which will enable them to get 
married. If they fight for it, Slake 
wins, and they must do whatever he 
wishes for ten years’ time.

unsubstantial and brittle. Peanut­
brittle legs. He chuckled weakly. 
He would go and see Catherine.

He started tapping like a wood­
pecker at his side of the double 
window of netted glass. The win­
dow was small and high up—you 
had to stand your height to look 
through it. Pretty soon you might 
not be able to stand—even now 
standing seemed to tire you im­
mensely for some odd reason. He 
had not noticed the clever position 
of the window at first. But that 
was Slake.

Catherine was sitting in a low 
chair, reading. A shock of delight 
and relief ran over his heart like warm wind; that 
was what you did to yourself by sitting alone and 
brooding. Why, she was just the same—a little paler, 
perhaps, but then she had never been ruddy. She was 
just the same—she held her book just as he had seen 
her hold it a hundred times. She was standing it 
superbly. Only three more days! He tapped once 
more impatiently.

She turned her head, saw him, smiled beautifully. 
Darling, darling! She got up, left her book by the 
chair and went over to the table for another one. How 
slowly she walked! Then she was at the window.

They had fooled Slake in one respect, anyhow. 
Thanks to his giving them books they were able to 
talk to each other—though he had carefully taken 
away all writing materials. They had tried lip reading 
at first, but that was too hard; it really worked only 
with very simple sentences.

She held her copy of the Bible so that he could 
see. She pointed at a word on the page, “Good.” She 
turned to another place, “Evening.” To another, 
•Dear.”

He smiled. How very like Catherine! Oh, Lord, if 
he could only get to her!

He had spent half an hour that afternoon looking 
for a sentence he knew must be somewhere. He 
grinned a little. Slake’s experiment was an admirable 
training in Biblical exegesis, at least. Finally he found 
his sentence and pointed.

“The lions do lack and suffer hunger,” it said.
She shook her head with mock dolefulness, then 

started turning leaves rapidly.
“Happy shalt thou be and it shall be well with 

thee.” Her finger ran along the line. “Thy wife.”

Then it stopped and 
he knew that she had 
meant it for a signa­
ture.

He dived into Prov- 
erbs—they didn’t 
trip you up with “be- 
gats” and unimpor­
tant details of the 
construction of Solo­
mon’s temple.

“The rich man’s 
wealth is his strong 
city. The destruction 
of the poor is their 
poverty.”

His fingernail un­
derlined the passage bitterly. She responded with 
something on the same page.

“Love covereth all transgressions. Love,” she pointed 
again.

“Oh, my dear!” he breathed. “My dear!”
Her mouth made a soundless “Darling.” They stood 

there for a moment with their books forgotten.
Then her face seemed to change a trifle: her hand 

went hesitatingly to her side. But she smiled 
reassuringly.

"I am—all—right,’ her mouth said, forming the 
syllables slowly. She pointed again:

“Yet a little sleep—a little slumber------”
“Yes, do lie down!” he said earnestly, forgetting 

she could not hear him. Then, and after a fashion he 
would have thought only foolishly romantic four days 
ago, he pressed his lips against the cold glass. She 
smiled elfishly, faint color coming to her cheeks.

She put the tips of her fingers against her mouth 
and blew a kiss to him like a child before it is carried 
upstairs to bed. Then—very slowly, this time—she 
was walking back to her chair. He saw her hand 
clutch an instant at the back of it before she sat down.

Fie realized that his knees were trembling. Silly! 
His head swam for a moment, too—he felt the floor 
begin to turn like a plate underneath his feet. He set 
his teeth and managed to get back to his chair.

King David, in his angrier moods, was an admirable 
tonic. He turned to the Psalms — the ones about 
“Break their teeth in their mouths, oh Lord! Break 
the jawbones of the lions!” expressed his own feelings 
in regard to John Slake to his utmost satisfaction. 
He would like to have somebody breaking the teeth 
in Slake’s mouth; in fact he would very much like to
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do it himself. His fist balled up; it knew 
how those even teeth would give and splin­
ter when knuckles crashed into them. He 
would like to see Slake waste away like a 
snail in the sun, consume like burning grass. 
He would like—he would like!

“Deliver my soul from the sword, my 
darling from the power of the dog,” he read 
idly. A wrench of blinding pain passed 
over his mind. “My darling from the 
power of the dog.”

The light failed gradually in the room. 
When it was quite gone Latimer rose and 
felt his way to the electric switch. There 
was another dumbshow of talk with Cath­
erine that left him tottery. Then he went 
back to his chair and sat there thinking.

After a while Slake came. The soft clink 
of a key in the door; Slake’s head looking in 
rather cautiously.

“Good evening, Mr. Latimer.”
“Good evening, Mr. Slake.”
Latimer made his eyes lift and meet the 

probing intentness of those other eyes. A 
curious prickling thrill gripped his stomach 
for a moment; the man was so obviously, so 
damnably, so superbly well fed. He licked 
lips suddenly parched.

“Everything perfectly all right, I sup­
pose, Mr. Latimer?”

“Everythin g—e n tirely—satisfactory— 
Mr. Slake.”

Latimer forced the words. His eyes burned

<

■I

at the
bulge of Slakes throat over his collar; at the ruddy 
shine on his cheeks that came from the quantity of 
good hot food he had just consumed.

“How—charming! You are admirable guests indeed, 
Mr. Latimer—you and Miss Vane. You make so little 
demand on one’s hospitality.”

<sAll he knew was that 
the face was Cather­
ine’s and that she was 

starving.
He paused, smiling.
“I wished for you at dinner this evening—I really 

wished for you,” he said smoothly. “The bisque had 
a trifle too much whipped cream in it for my personal
taste, but the fish was perfection—baked bluefish, you 
know. And the roast------”

“Stop! ” said Latimer suddenly and harshly through 
clenched teeth.

“Dear, dear, I forgot. My apologies.” He gazed 
at Latimer with the curious dispassionateness of a sci­
entist watching the ferment of life in a culture through 
the long eye of his microscope.

“So it has really begun to touch you—my elemen­
tal,” he said amusedly.

“I have no complaints to make,” said Latimer in a 
stifled voice. If he gripped his hands on the chair rim, 
they would not tremble. It was nothing—only the 
sudden steam and odor of roasting meat that had risen 
in his mind like perfume at Slake’s words.

“No complaints? And Miss Vane has no com­
plaints. Very well. Good night.”

The door closed softly after him. The key clinked 
again. Latimer stared at his book for a long while, 
making no sense of the jumble of black-and-white 
signs on the page.

A tapping on the window aroused him. Catherine! 
“I—am—going—to—bed.”
“Good night, dear,” as he watched her lips. “Try

and sleep.”
“Good night—oh, good night!”
Presently, Latimer thought, he would go to bed him­

self. “Who sleeps dines,” the French said. Well—he 
would try.

Drowsiness came easily—sleep was harder. Drowsi­
ness to lie and think of all the meals he had ever had, 
of all the different varieties of food that had ever ex­
isted—trooping through his mind like a restaurant 
keeper’s nightmare. Winter breakfasts in the country 
—hot cakes, golden and puffy, a huge warm pile of 
them, drowned with yellow syrup. Little sausages 
sending a rich, sharp steam into the air, crammed to 
bursting with crumbs of hot meat and spice. Lunch— 
dinner—bacon frying over a wood-smoke fire—a great 
pan of frizzling bacon—chicken a la King—a roast of 
rare beef, the thick, good slices curling and bleeding 
away from the knife. All food—any food—burnt 
chops—cold mashed potato—if he had a dish of cold 
mashed potato here beside him he wouldn’t care about 
forks or spoons—he would put his mouth to it as if he
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were tasting wine, and when the last good, good bit of 
it was gone he would lick the dish all over with his 
tongue.

The day before his mind had planned unconsciously 
a series of perfect meals—Lucullan feasts in which 
everything from the first roll to the final demi-tasse 
should be as composed and harmonized and unified as 
the tones of an April sunset or the scheme of a perfect 
concerto. Now his mind started stripping these visions 
of their unnecessary trappings, one by one. Rolls, for 
instance—rolls were only a filip; and there were only 
one or two sorts of soup that one could really call sub­
stantial ; hors d’oeuvres were mere byplay—tantalizing 
your appetite; and things like napkins and waiters 
wholly unessential. Food, that was it, just food! 
Meat, cooked meat—and no finicking around about 
how7 done it wras or wasn’t—-meat that sent its rich, 
perfect smell up into your brain until you wanted to 
pick it up in your hands and worry it like an enemy— 
meat-----

He lay back on his pillow, almost trembling with 
the violence of his wish for a piece of meat. But after 
a while he managed to 
fall asleep.

It was light again. He 
looked in the mirror as 
he was dressing. He 
seemed to be having a 
great deal of trouble 
with his clothes this 
morning—they had too 
many buttons—they 
were hard to put on. A 
four days’ beard had 
not improved his ap­
pearance, certainly—- 
even shaving soap had 
been barred by Slake. 
But otherwise he seemed 
to himself to be much as 
usual. The cheeks were 
a little hollower per­
haps; the beard made it 
hard to tell. His eyes, 
too—they seemed larger, 
somehow, and as if they 
were in fever. Only two 
days more!

When he was dressed, 
he got to his chair on 
legs that seemed yards 
from his body, sank into 
it and fell asleep again.

He was wakened from 
a dream in which the 
walls of the room had turned to meat. He ate and ate, 
but as soon as he swallowed a morsel it seemed to van­
ish into air; it never reached his stomach. Slake’s 
voice:

“Good morning, Mr. Latimer.”
The usual questions and answers. “I am perfectly 

satisfied.” The key in the door. Ten hours till Slake 
came again.

Again he dreamed, and this time there was a long
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table like the buffet table of a club directly in front 
of him. Slake was at his shoulder, purring. “There 
is your dinner, Mr. Latimer. You are quite at liberty 
to choose anything you like.” But Latimer’s hands 
were tied behind him, and though he bent his neck 
forward till it seemed as if it would break, the food 
was always an inch beyond his lips. “Dinner is served, 
Mr. Latimer,” and multitudes of people came and took 
food from the table, deliberately, boredly, glutton­
ously. They took it away. He could see them eating 
it; he could hear the munching of jaws, the tinkle of 
silver on china. “Not bad, the cold lobster—really, 
not bad at all.” Saliva poured into his mouth; all the 
things that had ever been food since the beginning of 
time lay there in front of him, and he could not touch 
a morsel of it; he could not, though he strove with the 
last ache of his strength.

He woke and went for a drink of water. How use­
less water was. You could pour the flimsy stuff down 
your throat in gallons and it didn’t help at all.

Catherine didn’t get up till late today, he noticed— 
not until about the time when lunch would have ended 

—if there ever had been such 
a thing as lunch. She was 
wholly without color now, her 
face had the pallor of wax, but 
her eyes were indomitable. 
They gave him strength for a 
little. Only now neither could 
stay at the window for more 
than a few minutes at a time; 
they were both too weak.

He was counting those infer­
nal birds on the wall again, 
some time in the afternoon; 
he didn’t know what time. 
This time there were twenty- 
two on the wall that faced him. 
He counted them over and 
over. Twenty-two.

It was a good deal later. 
What was this stuff he had in 
his mouth—this thing you 
could chew and chew without 
ever getting sustenance? Oh, 
yes, he remembered now! In 
sieges—eating grass. Fooling 
your stomach by putting al­
most anything in it; that made 
it hurt less. But there wasn’t 
any grass here, of course, so he 
had tried paper—a flyleaf out 
of the Koran. Disgusting. 
And then pieces of towel—it 
was probably towel he had 

now. But it didn’t help.
It was night now. Slake had come in and taken 

away the books.
“I had forgotten that they might be—misapplied,” 

he had said. That was probably because he had no­
ticed the teeth-marks on the leather binding of the 
Hindu book.

Pain. Pain that was as much a part of him as the 
tick of his heart. Pain that took him up in its soft,
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heavy hands and squeezed his body between them like 
a fruit. The line between actuality and those things 
that were only in the mind—the room in which he 
lived and those universes of hot food that swam before 
drowsy eyes like a succession of raw and gaudy lights 
—growing fainter and fainter like a line rubbed out of 
a drawing. Unspeakable weakness. Fever in the 
head. Bad dreams.

It had been dark for a while and now it was light 
again—real light, not electric light. Morning. Must 
get dressed before Slake came in for the morning. 
Slake had been in already—how7 many times? He 
didn’t know.

He was sitting in his chair composedly when Slake 
entered. He must find out what day it was.

“Still no complaints, Mr. Latimer?”
“Still no complaints.” He had let his eyelids droop 

a little—if Slake saw7 too close into his eyes, Slake 
would know.

“After all, Air. Slake, it won’t be for very much 
longer,” he said in a voice that seemed to come thinly 
from a great distance.

“True,” Slake was purring, “true. A mere question 
of hours, shall we say?” He was looking keenly at 
Latimer.

“Hours!” croaked Latimer avidly. “Hours! Yes.” 
“Or shall we say—days?” Slake dropped the last 

word into the silence like a leaden weight.
“Days, days. Is it days ?”
“I’m afraid you will have to puzzle that out for 

yourself, Mr. Latimer.”
The door closed.

Latimer was clad that he had had the fore- 
» sight to move his chair directly under the 
window yesterday. Even so it had taken him the strug- 

glings of an ant with an overlarge pebble and the sweat 
had poured from his hands at the end. Today it would 
have been just impossible. Today. Why, today it had 
been a matter of meticulously planned effort and con­
quest to get from his bed to his chair; and even so it 
would have taken him years to manage it if it hadn’t 
been for the table w'hich offered a prop and resting 
place midway.

He dozed fitfully, tormented by visions of plenty. 
It must be afternoon.

There was a feeble sound going on somewhere near 
him—a sound like the noise of a moth beating itself 
against the glass of a lamp. He raised his head and 
listened. Catherine?

He dragged himself to his feet, gripping on the win­
dowsill for support till the tips of his fingers were 
white. There was a face at the other side of the win­
dow—Catherine’s face.

The face was trying to smile. How could it smile? 
It wras trying to speak, but his mind was too blurred 
to read what it said with its soundless, moving lips. 
All he knew was that the face was Catherine’s and that 
she was starving.

He fell back from the window and covered his face 
with his hands.

He did not know how long the fit of ugly weeping 
lasted that shook him so hysterically. But when it 
was over, his mind, in spite of the intermittent

burnings of its fever, was quite composed. This couldn’t 
go on. This was over. They had come to the end.

After an immense amount of time had passed, Slake 
came. Latimer heard his key and quieted himself with 
a straining effort. He must speak slowly, calmly.

“I’m afraid—I shall have to withdraw from the con­
test—Mr. Slake.”

“Really?” Slake’s eyes were duller than stone. 
“When only a few more hours would have brought us 
to the most interesting part?”

“Yes.”
“And—may I ask you why?”
“Catherine,” said Latimer weakly. He was ashamed 

of not saying more, but every word that he spoke 
seemed to take some of his life out with it as it left his 
mouth.

“I see,” said Slake dubiously. “I see. And yet the 
young lady seems to be standing it very well—she is 
less plump, perhaps, but—well, I shall go and consult 
her.” He turned away. In a short time he was back.

“I am sorry, Mr. Latimer, but Miss Vane refuses to 
consider any withdrawal on her part,” he said, his eyes 
a-dance again. “And therefore, by the terms of our 
agreement----- ”

“Damn the agreement! ” Latimer had risen now— 
he was moving toward Slake—moving with the tortu­
ous cautiousness of the cripple — his right hand 
clenched.

“Damn the agreement—and you—and you—and 
you—you devil from hell! ” and he suddenly snarled 
like a dog and sprang for Slake’s throat.

“Oh, would you, Mr. Latimer, would you?”
Slake had put him aside like a doll; he was holding 

him off at arm’s length; the slender, feminine fingers 
had tightened around his throat like strangling wire. 
Latimer did not speak, as speech is known to human­
ity; he made inarticulate gobbling sounds and beat 
with his hands, but his eyes glared into Slake’s eyes 
with a passion that had gone beyond fear.

“What an exhibition of temper! ” said Slake—the 
cut in his voice was as if he were speaking to some 
small biting sort of animal. “What a pitiful exhibi­
tion!” And then he flung Latimer from him as if the 
latter were made out of paper.

Latimer lay on the floor for a moment, whining and 
striving to crawl forward on incapable limbs. Then 
Slake had gone—but Latimer realized with a thin 
tinge of imbecile pride that he had backed his way to 
the door.

He was left alone with his hunger—and that last 
glimpse of Catherine’s face.

Exactly what Latimer did and said and thought 
during the next twenty-four hours he was, fortunately, 
not to remember except in snatches. There was a 
great deal of noise all about him, for one thing—an 
endless drumming pulsation of sound that was some­
how part of him and yet seemed to come from outside 
himself as well and fill the whole world as a shell is 
filled with the tumult of the sea. He was the skin of 
the drum—and the drummer that played a measure 
for dancing skeletons upon it—and the twitching 
drumsticks—and the ear that heard and the mind that 
recorded all.

There was a squawking voice—not his own—it
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couldn’t be his own—his voice had never sounded like 
that—that kept talking to itself and cursing some­
body called Slake in a high, recurrent gasp. There 
were colors that streaked before his eyes like blots 
of vivid light, piercing colors of sunset-orange and 
scarlet and bright green. These settled to the burning 
ruddiness of the heart like a furnace; and that ruddi­
ness was within him also, oddly. It scorched at him 
as if he were the furnace itself and someone had 
lighted a fire that ate over his bones and flesh without 
consuming one cell of them, 
with only torment. There 
was a reeling phantasma­
goria of dreams like the 
patterns a madman draws 
in the air; and at the end 
of it a collapse into broken 
peace, a peace so complete 
and sightless, that, he 
thought dully, he must 
have died.

Then somebody was car­
rying him like a great shat­
tered toy along a smooth, 
paneled corridor.

“Nurse,” he giggled to 
himself insanely, his lips 
moving with little sound.

He was being put down 
on something that yielded 
and—was soft. For a long time it seemed to him, he 
lay there, delicately and easily, his body relaxed, as a 
man might lie in warm water.

After that measureless time he turned his head 
toward his left side. He was lying on a couch in a 
room which was not the room in which he had been 
tortured, he realized without surprise.

Three steps away from him, if he had been able to 
rise, there was another couch. A figure lay on the 
couch—a woman, by the dress. His eyes regarded her 
incuriously. Why was she there ? His eyes went back 
to the ceiling. The ceiling was cool and white. It 
was nothing to do with pain.

After another time a faint prickling begun to work 
like yeast inside his body. It ran over him at first 
like the feet of a small and rapid animal. Then it 
settled to one place, as such an animal might settle, 
finding food. It begun to gnaw.

He was hungry. He opened his mouth, but no 
sounds came. When people were hungry, they asked. 
Then they were given food, he seemed to remember. 
Food.

“Food,” he said faintly, his lips writhing back from 
his teeth.

A voice from somewhere distant; a smooth voice. 
He hated the voice; it made his flesh bristle as if he 
had stroked the fur of a cat the wrong way.

“There is food on the floor,” said the voice. It 
waited. “There is food on the floor,” it said again.

He raised himself on one arm with an immensity of 
effort. His eyes looked at the space between the two 
couches. There was something there on a plate, some­
thing white and solid. A slice of bread.

The figure on the other couch had stirred now, too.

c^foot and Light-Hearted
<3? WALT WHITMAN

A foot and light-hearted, I take to the 
open road,

Healthy, free, the world before me, 
The long brown path before me, leading wher­

ever I choose.

Henceforth I ask not good-fortune—I myself 
am good-fortune:

Henceforth I whimper no more, postpone no 
more, need nothing.

Strong and content I travel the open road.

It had raised itself on an arm—its great eyes stared 
at the bread. Then its eyes left the bread and looked 
into his, without recognition. His muscles began to 
tense. That thing on the other couch had seen the 
food, too. That thing wanted the food as bitterly and 
wholly as he wanted it; he could tell that by its eyes.

For a long time they lay there, looking at each other 
suspiciously, like starving dogs across a bone. Then 
Latimer looked at the bread again, and his whole body 
seemed to grow thin with longing. It was such a 

little, little piece of bread.
Slowly, with the cautious 

movements of a thief, put­
ting his hands in front of 
him like the paws of a cat, 
Latimer slid down from the 
couch. Then he rested on 
all fours for a moment, 
gazing at the woman. A 
vast wave of unspeakable 
relief passed through his 
body. She had not got 
down from her couch to 
meet him—to fight him for 
that food. She was not 
able. She could only lie 
there and stare at the 
bread with eyes that 
seemed to pierce it: most 
intent, most hopeless eyes. 

His hand reached out and touched the bread. Shyly. 
He shivered, as a dog shivers on being stroked, at the 
exquisiteness of that touch. There was not very much 
of it—that piece of bread—but its surface was rough 
and pleasant. He knew to the last quarter-crumb of it 
how tinglingly rich and satisfying it would be. It was 
good bread. Good bread.

The woman on the couch had made a tiny despairing 
sound at seeing him touch the bread. For a moment, 
now that the bread was in his hands, he forgot about 
it, looking at her. Who was she, that strange gaunt 
woman who could not move to come down to take the 
bread away from him? His mind tried perplexedly 
to remember—for ages, it seemed.

It was pitiful to see her lying there, making no 
movement. After he had eaten the bread he might 
have strength enough to go over to her and find out 
who she was and what she wanted. Not now, though. 
Not now.

The lust for the bread possessed him until he shud­
dered. His fingers closed over it, grippingly, tenderly, 
possessively. In a moment he would feel the first 
sweet taste of it on his tongue. His hand began to 
go to his mouth—not very fast or he might drop the 
bread.

Somewhere in the room someone who was not the 
woman had laughed. He paused, hugging the bread to 
his breast, his eyes going furtively about him. They 
should not have that bread—it was his, his, his!

A frail whisper of sound came to his ears.
“Sherwood,” it was saying. “Sherwood.” He nod­

ded. That was his name. He was Sherwood Latimer, 
the man who had bread at last.

“Sherry!” said the whisper, again, insistently,



74 Preface to F i rs t Edition of Shakespeare's Plays

growing still stronger. ‘’Oh, Sherry dear, my dear! ’
The bread was very near his mouth now—his mouth 

that slavered at it unconsciously—but he did not look 
at it. He looked at the strange woman.

“Sherry, dear. Dear Sherry. Oh, Sherry, I'm so 
hungry!” the voice wailed thinly like a child.

And then there was a soft bright shock in his mind 
like the impact of a blunted arrow and the whole room 
seemed to right itself before him as if it had been 
swinging upside down in space. That was Catherine, 
that lean, worn image of fever on the couch. That 
was Catherine, Catherine, Catherine! And she was 
hungry. Sighing, he put the bread away from his 
lips. It was all very simple now.

Holding the hand with the bread in it in front of 
him as a dog holds out a hurt paw, he began the im­
mense journey across the floor to the other couch. 
Catherine was hungry, so he must feed her; that was 
all. It was very lucky indeed, he thought dully, that 
somebody had left that piece of bread on the plate.

He reached her side and rose clumsily to his knees. 
He broke the bread into two pieces and laid one care­
fully on the floor. If she was as hungry as he was,

❖

it wouldn't be good for her to eat that whole slice 
of bread all at once—he remembered that now.

His arm went around her shoulders, the hand set­
tled and was at rest in the soft curls of her hair. The 
other hand had crumbled a small piece of bread. Their 
eyes looked at each other deeply; this time they knew.

“Dear Sherry,” she said with a gulp. Something 
burned behind his eyes like salt.

“Bread. Eat it,” he said childishly, in a choking 
voice. His head sank on her breast. Even now, and 
though she was Catherine, he could hardly bear to see 
her take the bread. He waited agonizedly for her to 
be finished. When she was, in spite of everything, he 
would give her the rest.

Then he felt his hand at her mouth being pushed 
away by her weak hand. He raised his head.

“You first—you’re—you’re hungrier!” she whis­
pered. His fingers relaxed. The bread fell to the floor.

“Time!” said a voice behind them, and then, “Time 
—all over!” And then, “Oh, pick it up, you babies, do 
you think I’m going to feed you?” in tones of out­
rageous disappointment. But they were not listening. 
They were holding each other close.
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From the most able, to him that can but spell: There you are 

number’d. We had rather you were weighd. Especially, when 
the fate of all Bookes depends upon your capacities: and not of your heads 
alone, but of your purses. Well! it is now publique, & you wil stand for 
your priviledges wee know: to read, and censure. Do so, but buy it first. 
That doth best commend a Booke, the Stationer saies. Then, how odde 
soever your braines be, or your wisedomes, make your licence the same, and 
spare not. Judge your sixe-pen’orth, your shillings worth, your five shillings 
worth at a time, or higher, so you rise to the just rates, and welcome. But, 
what ever you do, Buy. Censure will not drive a Trade, or make the 
Jacke go. And though you be a Magistrate of wit, and sit on the Stage at 
Black-Friers, or the Cock-pit, to arraigne Playes dailie, know7, these Playes 
have had their triall alreadie, and stood out all Appeals; and do now come 
forth quitted rather by a Decree of Court, then any purchas’d Letters of 
commendation.

It had bene a thing, we confesse, worthie to have bene washed, that the 
Author himselfe had liv’d to have set forth, and overseen his owne waitings; 
but since it hath bin ordain’d otherwise, and he by death departed from that 
right, we pray you do not envie his Friends, the office of their care, and 
paine, to have collected & publish’d them; and so to have publish’d them, 
as where (before) you were abus’d with diverse stolne, and surreptitious 
copies, maimed, and deformed by the frauds and stealthes of injurious im­
posters, that expos’d them: even those, are now offer’d to your view cur’d 
and perfect of their limbes; and all the rest, absolute in their numbers, as 
he conceived them. Who, as he was a happie imitator of Nature, was a 
most gentle expresser of it. His mind and hand went together: And what 
he thought, he uttered with that easinesse, that wee have scarse received 
from him a blot in his papers. But it is not our province, who only gather 
his works, and give them you, to praise him. It is yours that reade him. 
And there we hope, to your divers capacities, you will finde enough, both to 
draw7, and hold you: for his wit can no more lie hid, then it could be lost. 
Reade him, therefore; and againe, and againe: And if then you doe not like 
him, surely you are in some manifest danger, not to understand him. And 
so we leave you to other of his Friends, whom if you need, can bee your 
guides: if you neede them not, you can leade your selves, and others. And 
such Readers we wish him.

John Heminge, Henry Condell.
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Bachelor’s Complaint
of the Behavior of Married People

'Ey CHARLES LAMB

A
 single man, I have spent a good deal 

of my time in noting down the infirmi­
ties of Married People, to console myself for those su­

perior pleasures, which they tell me I have lost by re­
maining as I am.

I cannot say that the quarrels of men and their 
wives ever made any great impression upon me, or had 
much tendency to strengthen me in those anti-social 
resolutions, which I took up long ago upon more sub­
stantial considerations. What oftenest offends me at 
the houses of married persons where I visit is an error 
of quite a different description—it is that they are too 
loving.

Not too loving either: that does not explain my 
meaning. Besides, why should that offend me? The 
very act of separating themselves from the rest of the 
world, to have the fuller enjoyment of each other’s 
society, implies that they prefer one another to all the 
world.

But what I complain of is, that they carry this pref­
erence so undisguisedly, they 
perk it up in the faces of us 
single people so shamelessly, R
you cannot be in their company 
a moment without being made 2.
to feel, by some indirect hint j 
or open avowal, that you are 
not the object of this prefer- 4. 
ence. Now there are some 
things which give no offense, 
while implied or taken for granted merely; but ex­
pressed, there is much offense to them. If a man were 
to accost the first homely-featured or plain-dressed 
young woman of his acquaintance, and tell her bluntly, 
that she was not handsome or rich enough for him, and 
he would not marry her, he would deserve to be kicked 
for his ill manners; yet no less is implied in the fact 
that, having access and opportunity of putting the 
question to her, he has never yet thought fit to do it.

They are too loving in public.

They give themselves excessive airs. 

We must admire their children. 

New wives censor old friendships.

The young woman understands this as clearly as if it 
were put into words; but no reasonable young woman 
would think of making this a ground of a quarrel. Just 
as little right have a married couple to tell me by 
speeches and looks that are scarce less plain than 
speeches, that I am not the happy man—the lady’s 
choice. It is enough that I know that I am not: I do 
not want this perpetual reminding.

Nothing is to me more distasteful than that entire 
complacency and satisfaction which beam in the coun­
tenances of a new-married couple—in that of the lady 
particularly; it tells you, that her lot is disposed of in 
this world; that you can have no hopes of her. It is 
true, I have none; nor wishes either, perhaps; but this 
is one of those truths which ought, as I said before, to 
be taken for granted, not expressed.
, The excessive airs which those people give them­
selves, founded on the ignorance of us unmarried 
people, would be more offensive if they were less irra­
tional. We will allow them to understand the mys­

teries belonging to their own 
craft better than we who have 
not had the happiness to be 
made free of the company: but 
their arrogance is not content 
within these limits. If a single 
person presume to offer his 
opinion in their presence, 
though upon the most indiffer­
ent subject, he is immediately 

silenced as an incompetent person. Nay, a young 
married lady of my acquaintance who, the best of 
the jest was, had not changed her condition above a 
fortnight before, in a question on which I had the mis­
fortune to differ from her, respecting the properest 
mode of breeding oysters for the London market, had 
the assurance to ask with a sneer, how such an old 
Bachelor as I could pretend to know anything about 
such matters.
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But what I have spoken of hitherto is nothing to the 
airs which these creatures give themselves when they 
come, as they generally do, to have children. When 
I consider how little of a rarity children are—that 
every street and blind alley swarms with them—that 
the poorest people commonly have them in most 
abundance—that there are few marriages that are not 
blest with at least one of these bargains—how often 
they turn out ill, and defeat the fond hopes of their 
parents, taking to vicious courses, which end in pov­
erty, disgrace, the gallows, etc.—I cannot for my life 
tell what cause for pride there can possibly be in hav­
ing them. If they were young phoenixes, indeed, that 
were born but one in a year, there might be a pretext. 
But when they are so common-----

I do not advert to the insolent merit which they as­
sume with their husbands on these occasions. Let 
them look to that. But why we, who are not their 
natural-born subjects, should be expected to bring our 
spices, myrrh, and incense—our tribute and homage of 
admiration—I do not see.

“Like as the arrows in the hand of the giant, even 
so are the young children:” so says the excellent office 
in our Prayer-book appointed for the churching of 
women. “Happy is the man that hath his quiver full 
of them:” So say I; but then don’t let him discharge 
his quiver upon us that are weaponless—let them be 
arrows, but not to gall and stick us. I have generally 
observed that these arrows are double-headed; they 
have two forks, to be sure to hit with one or the other. 
As for instance, where you come into a house which is 
full of children, if you happen to take no notice of 
them (you are thinking of something else, perhaps, and 
turn a deaf ear to their innocent caresses), you are set 
down as untractable, morose, a hater of children. On 
the other hand, if you find them more than usually en­
gaging—if you are taken with their pretty manners, 
and set about in earnest to 
romp and play with them, 
some pretext or other is sure 
to be found for sending them 
out of the room: they are 
too noisy or boisterous, or 
Mr.----- does not like chil- ( 
dren. With one or other of 
these forks the arrow is sure 
to hit you.

I could forgive their jeal­
ousy, and dispense with toy- 1 
ing with their brats, if it 
gives them any pain; but I 
think it unreasonable to be 
called upon to love them, where
to love a whole family, perhaps, eight, nine, or ten, 
indiscriminately—to love all the pretty dears, because 
children are so engaging.

I know there is a proverb, “Love me, love my dog:” 
that is not always so very practicable, particularly if 
the dog be set upon you to tease you or snap at you 
in sport. But a dog, or a lesser thing—any inanimate 
substance, as a keepsake, a watch or a ring, a tree, or 
the place where we last parted when my friend went 
away upon a long absence, I can make shift to love, 
because I love him, and anything that reminds me of

tions they can endure

him; provided it be in its nature indifferent, and apt 
to receive whatever hue fancy can give it. But chil­
dren have a real character and an essential being of 
themselves: they are amiable or unamiable per se; I 
must love or hate them as I see cause for either in their 
qualities. A child’s nature is too serious a thing to 
admit of its being regarded as a mere appendage to an­
other being, and to be loved or hated accordingly: they 
stand with me upon their own stock, as much as men 
and women do. O! but you will say, sure it is an at­
tractive age—there is something in the tender years of 
infancy that of itself charms us. That is the very rea­
son why I am more nice about them. I know that a 
sweet child is the sweetest thing in nature, not even 
excepting the delicate creatures which bear them; but 
the prettier the kind of a thing is, the more desirable 
it is that it should be pretty of its kind. One daisy 
differs not much from another in glory; but a violet 
should look and smell the daintiest.—I was always 
rather squeamish in my women and children.

But this is not the worst: one must be admitted into 
their familiarity at least, before they can complain of 
inattention. It implies visits, and some kind of inter­
course. But if the husband be a man with whom 
you have lived on a friendly footing before marriage— 
if you did not come in on the wife’s side—if you did 
not sneak into the house in her train, but were an old 
friend in fast habits of intimacy before their courtship 
was so much as thought on—look about you—your 
tenure is precarious—before a twelve-month shall roll 
over your head, you shall find your old friend gradu­
ally grow cool and altered towards you, and at last 
seek opportunities of breaking with you. I have scarce 
a married friend of my acquaintance, upon whose firm 
faith I can rely, whose friendship did not commence 
after the period of his marriage. With some limita- 

lat: but that the good man 
should have dared to enter 
into a solemn league of 
friendship in which they 
were not consulted, though 
it happened before they 
knew him—before they that 
are now man and wife ever 
met—this is intolerable to 
them. Every long friend­
ship, every old authentic in­
timacy, must be brought into 
their office to be new 
stamped with their currency, 
as a sovereign Prince calls in 
the good old money that was

coined in some reign before he was born or thought of, 
to be new marked and minted with the stamp of his 
authority, before he will let it pass current in the 
world. You may guess what luck generally befalls 
such a rusty piece of metal as I am in these new 
mintings.

Innumerable are the ways which they take to insult 
and worm you out of their husband’s confidence. 
Laughing at all you say with a kind of wonder, as if 
you were a queer kind of fellow that said good things, 
but an oddity, is one of the ways—they have a particu­
lar stare for the purpose—till at last the husband
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who used to defer to your judgment, and would pass 
over some excrescences of understanding and manner 
for the sake of a general vein of observation (not quite 
vulgar) which he perceived in you, begins to suspect 
whether you are not altogether a humorist—a fellow 
well enough to have consorted with in his bachelor 
days, but not quite so proper to be introduced to 
ladies. This is the staring way; and is that which has 
oftenest been put in practice against me.

Then there is the exaggerating way, or the way of 
irony: that is, where they find you an object of espe­
cial regard with their husband, who is not so easily to 
be shaken from the lasting attachment founded on 
esteem which he has conceived towards you; by

never-qualified exaggerations to cry up all that you 
say or do, till the good man, who understands well 
enough that it is all done in compliment to him, grows 
weary of the debt of gratitude which is due to so much 
candor, and by relaxing a little on his part, and taking 
down a peg or two in his enthusiasm, sinks at length 
to that kindly level of moderate esteem—that “decent 
affection and complacent kindness” towards you, where 
she herself can join in sympathy with him without 
much stretch and violence to her sincerity. . . .

These are some of the mortifications which I have 
encountered in the absurd attempt to visit at the 
houses of married people. To enumerate them all 
would be a vain endeavor. . . .

«

aper Money in 1292

In this city of Kanbalu is 

the mint of the Great Khan, 
who may truly be said to possess the 
secret of the alchemists, as he has the 
art of producing money by the fol­
lowing process.

He causes the bark to be stripped 
from those mulberry trees the leaves 
of which are used for feeding silk­
worms, and takes from it that thin 
inner rind which lies between the 
coarser bark and the wood of the 
tree. This being steeped, and after­
wards pounded in a mortar until re­

For Hundreds of years 
Marco Polo bore a distin­
guished title as the world’s 
most delightful liar. Now, 
however, nearly all of the 
supposed flights of his im­
agination have been proved 
true—but none the less 
delightful.

Paper money was,of course, 
an unheard of and incred­
ible commodity in the 
Europe of his day.

duced to a pulp, is made into paper, resembling, in sub­
stance, that which is manufactured from cotton, but 
quite black. When ready for use, he has it cut into 
pieces of money of different sizes, nearly square, but 
somewhat longer than they are wide. Of these, the 
smallest pass for a half tournois; the next size for a 
Venetian silver groat; others for two, five, and ten 
groats; others for one, two, three, and as far as ten 
bezants of gold. The coinage of this paper money is 
authenticated with as much form and ceremony as if it 
were actually of pure gold or silver; for to each note 
a number of officers, specially appointed, not only sub­
scribe their names, but affix their seals also. When 
this has been regularly done by the whole of them, the 
principal officer, appointed by his Majesty, having 
dipped into vermilion the royal seal committed to his 
custody, stamps with it the piece of paper, so that the 
form of the seal tinged with the vermilion remains im­
pressed upon it. In this way it receives full authen­
ticity as current money, and the act of counterfeiting 
it is punished as a capital offense.

When thus coined in large quantities, this paper 
currency is circulated in every part of the Great 
Khan’s dominions; nor dares any person, at the peril 
of his life, refuse to accept it in payment. All his sub­
jects receive it without hesitation, because, wherever

their business may call them, they 
can dispose of it again in the pur­
chase of merchandise they may re­
quire ; such as pearls, jewels, gold, or 
silver. With it, in short, every ar­
ticle may be procured.*

Several times in the course of the 
year, large caravans of merchants 
arrive with such articles as have just 
been mentioned, together with gold 
tissues, which they lay before the 
Great Khan. He thereupon calls to­
gether twelve experienced and skilful 
persons, selected for this purpose,

whom he commands to examine the articles with great 
care, and to fix the value at which they should be pur­
chased. Upon the sum at which they have been thus 
conscientiously appraised he allows a reasonable profit, 
and immediately pays for them with this paper. To 
this the owners can have no objection, because it an­
swers the purpose of their own disbursements.

When any persons happen to be possessed of paper 
money which from long use has become damaged, they 
carry it to the mint, where, upon the payment of only 
three per cent., they receive fresh notes in exchange. 
Should any be desirous of procuring gold or silver for 
the purposes of manufacture, such as of drinking-cups, 
girdles, or other articles wrought of these metals, they 
in like manner apply to the mint, and for their paper 
obtain the bullion they require.

All his Majesty’s armies are paid with this currency, 
which is to them of the same value as if it were gold 
or silver. Upon these grounds, it may certainly be 
affirmed that the Great Khan has a more extensive 
command of treasure than any other sovereign in 
the universe.

—The Travels of Marco Polo.
*“Early in the ninth century, bills of exchange came into use; and from 

the middle of the twelfth century paper money became quite common, and 
is still in general use all over China, notes being issued in some places for 
amounts less even than a shilling.” Giles, The Civilization of Chinas



Bach time ... a murmuring may be 
heard: “Even Threes.”

Ever since the historic day when a visiting 

clergyman accomplished the feat of pulling 
a ball from the tenth tee at an angle of two hundred 
and twenty-five degrees into the river that is the right­
ful receptacle for the eighth tee, the Stockbridge golf­
course has had seventeen out of eighteen holes that are 
punctuated with water hazards. The charming course 
itself lies in the flat of the sunken meadows which the 
Housatonic, in the few thousand years which are neces­
sary for the proper preparation of a golf-course, has 
obligingly eaten out of the high, accompanying bluffs. 
The river, which goes wriggling on its way as though 
convulsed with merriment, is garnished with luxurious 
elms and willows, which occasionally deflect to the 
difficult putting-greens the random slices of
certain notorious amateurs.

ven
Threes

game often becomes obscured to the mere 
spectator. Nearer, in the numerous languid 
swales that nature has generously provided 
to protect the interests of the manufactur­
ers, or in the rippling patches of unmown 
grass that in the later hours will be popu­
lated by enthusiastic caddies, desperate 
groups linger in botanizing attitudes.

Every morning lawyers who are neglect­
ing their clients, doctors who have forgotten their pa­
tients, business men who have sacrificed their affairs, 
even ministers of the gospel who have forsaken their 
churches, gather in the noisy dressing-room and listen 
with servile attention while some unscrubbed boy who 
goes around under eighty imparts a little of his 
miraculous knowledge.

Two hours later, for every ten that have gone out 
so blithely, two return crushed and despondent, de­
nouncing and renouncing the game, once and for all, 
absolutely and finally, until the afternoon, when they 
return like thieves in the night and venture out in a 
desperate hope; two more come stamping back in even 
more offensive enthusiasm; and the remainder straggle

From the spectacular bluffs of the edu­
cated village of Stockbridge nothing can be 
imagined more charming than the pano­
rama that the course presents on a busy 
day. Across the soft, green stretches, di­
minutive caddies may be seen scampering 
with long buckling-nets, while from the 
river-banks numerous recklessly exposed 
legs wave in the air as the more socially 
presentable portions hang frantically over 
the swirling current. Occasionally an en­
thusiastic golfer, driving from the eighth or 
ninth tees, may be seen to start immedi­
ately in headlong pursuit of a diverted ball, 
the swing of the club and the intuitive leap 
of the legs forward forming so continuous a 
movement that the main purpose of the
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Qrantland Rice chose this story for us
America’s foremost sports writer thinks this story of 
every golfer’s dream is the best golf story he knows.

^By OWEN JOHNSON

home moody and disillusioned, reviving their sunken 
spirits by impossible tales of past accomplishments.

There is something about these twilight gatherings 
that suggests the degeneracy of a rugged race; nor is it 
the contamination of merely local significance. There 
are those who lie consciously, with a certain frank, 
commendable, whole-hearted plunge into iniquity. Such 
men return to their worldly callings with intellectual 
vigor unimpaired and a natural reaction toward the 
decalogue. Others of more casuistical temperament, 
unable all at once to throw over the traditions of a 
New England conscience to the exigencies of the game, 
do not at once burst into falsehood, but by a confusing 
process weaken their memories and corrupt their 
imaginations. They never lie of the events of the day. 
Rather they return to some jumbled happening of the 
week before and delude themselves with only a linger­
ing qualm, until from habit they can create what is 
really a form of paranoia, the delusion of greatness, 
or the exaggerated ego. Such men, inoculated with self­
deception, return to the outer world, to deceive others, 
lower the standards of business morality, contaminate 
politics, and even threaten the vigor of the republic.

‘I wonder little ball, whither 
will you fly?”

J9

R. N. Booverman, the Treasurer, and Theobald 
Pickings, the unenvied Secretary of an unenvied board, 
arrived at the first tee at precisely ten o'clock on a 
certain favorable morning in early August to begin the 
thirty-six holes which six times a week, six months of 
the year, they played together as sympathetic and 
well-matched adversaries. Their intimacy had arisen 
primarily from the fact that Pickings was the only 
man willing to listen to Booverman’s restless disserta­
tions on the malignant fates which seemed to pursue 
him even to the neglect of their international duties, 
while Booverman suffered Pickings to enlarge on his 
theory of the rolling versus the flat putting-greens.

Pickings was one of those correctly fashioned and 
punctilious golfers whose stance was modeled on classic 
lines, whose drive, though it averaged only twenty-five 
yards over the hundred, was always a well-oiled and 
graceful exhibition of the Royal St. Andrew’s swing, 
the left sole thrown up, the eyeballs bulging with the 
last muscular tension, the club carried back until 
the whole body was contorted into the first position of 
the traditional hoop-snake preparing to descend a hill. 
He used the interlocking grip, carried a bag with a 
spoon driver, an aluminum cleek, had three abnormal 
putters, and wore one chamois glove with air-holes on 
the back. He never accomplished the course in less 
than eighty-five and never exceeded ninety-four, but, 
having aimed to set a correct example rather than to 
strive vulgarly for professional records, was always 
optimistic due to a complete sartorial satisfaction.
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Booverman, on the contrary, had been hailed in his 
first years as a coming champion. With three holes 
eliminated, he could turn in a card distinguished for 
its fours and threes; but unfortunately these sad lapses 
inevitably occurred. As Booverman himself admitted, 
his appearance on the golf-links was the signal for the 
capricious imps of chance who stir up politicians to 
indiscreet truths and keep the Balkan pot of discord 
bubbling, to forsake immediately these prime duties, 
and enjoy a little relaxation at his expense.

Now, for the first three years Booverman had re­
sponded in a manner to delight imp and devil. When, 
standing thirty-four for the first six holes, he sliced 
into the jungle, and, after twenty minutes of frantic 
beating of the bush, was forced to acknowledge a lost 
ball and no score, he promptly sat down, tore large 
clutches of grass from the sod, and expressed himself 
to the admiring delight of the caddies, who favorably 
compared his flow of impulsive expletives to the choice 
moments of their own home life. At other times he 
would take an offending club firmly in his big hands 
and break it into four pieces, which he would drive into 
the ground, hurling the head itself, with a last dia­
bolical gesture, into the Housatonic River, which, as 
may be repeated, wriggled its way through the course 
as though convulsed with merriment.

There wTere certain trees into which he inevitably 
drove, certain waggish bends of the river where, no 
matter how he might face, he was sure to arrive. There 
was a space of exactly ten inches under the clubhouse 
where his balls alone could disappear. He never ran 
down a long put, but always 
hung on the rim of the cup. 
It was his adversary who 
executed phenomenal shots, 
approaches of eighty yards 
that dribbled home, sliced 
drives that hit a fence and 
bounded back to the course. 
Nothing of this agreeable 
sort had ever happened or 
could ever happen to him. 
Finally the conviction of a 
certain predestined damna­
tion settled upon him. He 
no longer struggled: his 
once rollicking spirits set­
tled into a moody despair. 
Nothing encouraged him or 
could trick him into a dis­
play of hope. If he achieved 
a four and two twos on the 
first holes, he would say vin­
dictively:

“What’s the use? I’ll lose my ball on the fifth.”
And when this happened, he no longer swore, but 

said gloomily with even a sense of satisfaction: “You 
can’t get me excited. Didn’t I know it would happen ?”

Once in a while he had broken out:
“If ever my luck changes, if it comes all at 

once------”
But he never ended the sentence, ashamed, as it 

were, to have indulged in such a childish fancy. Yet, 
as Providence moves in a mysterious way its wonders

Owen Johnson is a genuine humorist—one 
whose humor wells up from a sympathetic under­
standing of everyday man—whether the schoolboy 
of his Lawrenceville stories or the ripening busi­
ness man ivho here realizes every golfer's dream, 
with unexpected consequences.

He is the son of Robert Underwood Johnson, once 
editor of the Century Magazine, distinguished 
literary man and an Ambassador to Italy. At the 
age of twelve, Oicen and a friend edited a paper 
which bore the honest statement "Published as 
often as we can get it out." He was educated at 
Lawrenceville and Yale, and has immortalized 
those places of learning for thousands of readers 
in such volumes as Lawrenceville Stories, 
Skippy Bedelle and Stover at Yale.

to perform, it was just this invincible pessimism that 
alone could have permitted Booverman to accomplish 
the incredible experience that befell him.

Chapter II

Topics of engrossing mental interest are bad 
form on the golf-links, since they leave a dis­
turbing memory in the mind to divert it from that 

absolute intellectual concentration which the game de­
mands. Therefore Pickings and Booverman, as they 
started toward the crowded first tee, remarked de 
rigueur:

“Good weather.”
“A bit of a breeze.”
“Not strong enough to affect the drives.”
“The greens have baked out.”
“Fast as I’ve seen them.”
“Well, it won’t help me.”
“How do you know?” said Pickings, politely, for 

the hundredth time. “Perhaps this is the day you’ll 
get your score.”

Booverman ignored the remark, laying his ball on 
the rack, where two predecessors were waiting, and 
settled beside Pickings at the foot of the elm which 
later, he knew, would rob him of a four on the home 
green.

Wessels and Pollock, literary representatives, were 
preparing to drive. They were converts of the summer, 
each sacrificing their season’s output in a frantic effort 
to surpass the other. Pickings, the purist, did not 

approve of them in the 
least. They brought to the 
royal and ancient game a 
spirit of Bohemian irrever­
ence and banter that of­
fended his serious enthusi­
asm.

When Wessels made a 
convulsive stab at his ball 
and luckily achieved good 
distance, Pollock remarked 
behind his hand, “A good 
shot, damn it!”

Wessels stationed himself 
in a hopefully deprecatory 
attitude and watched Pol­
lock build a monument of 
sand, balance his ball, and 
whistling nervously through 
his teeth, lunge successfully 
down. Whereupon, in defi­
ance of etiquette, he swore 
with equal fervor, and they 

started off chattering disrespectfully.
Pickings glanced at Booverman in a superior and 

critical way, but at this moment a thin, dyspeptic man 
with undisciplined whiskers broke in serenely with­
out waiting for the answers to the questions he 
propounded.

“Ideal weather, eh? Came over from Norfolk this 
morning; ran over at fifty miles an hour. Some going, 
eh ? They tell me you’ve quite a course here; record 
around seventy-one, isn’t it? Good deal of water to
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^o the left, where Yancy was annoy­
ing the bull-frogs.

keep out of? You gentlemen some of the 
cracks? Course pretty fast with all this 
dry weather? What do you think of the 
one-piece driver? My friend, Judge Weath- 
erup. My name’s Yancy—Cyrus P.”

A ponderous person who looked as 
though he had been pumped up for the 
journey gravely saluted, while his feverish 
companion rolled on:

“Your course’s rather short, isn’t it? 
Imagine it’s rather easy for a straight 
driver. What’s your record? Seventy-one 
amateur? Rather high, isn’t it? Do you 
get many cracks around here? Caddies 
seem scarce. Did either of you gentlemen 
ever reflect how inspiring it is that better 
scores aren’t made at this game? Now, 
take seventy-one; that’s only one under 
fours, and I venture to say at least six of 
your holes are possible twos, and all the 
rest, sometime or other, have been made in 
three. Yet you never hear of phenomenal 
scores, do you, like a run of luck at roulette 
or poker? You get my idea?”

“I believe it is your turn, sir,” said Pick­
ings, both crushing and parliamentary. 
“There are several waiting.”

Judge Weatherup drove a perfect ball into the long 
grass, where successful searches averaged ten minutes, 
while his voluble companion, with an immense expendi­
ture of force, foozled into the swale to the left, which 
was both damp and retentive.

“Shall we play through?” said Pickings, with formal 
preciseness. He teed his ball, took exactly eight full 
practice swings, and drove one hundred and fifty yards 
as usual, directly in the middle of the course.

“Well, it’s straight; that's all can be said for it,” 
he said, as he would say at the next seventeen tees.

Booverman rarely employed that slogan. That 
straight and narrow path was not in his religious prac­
tice. He drove a long ball, and he drove a great many 
that did not return in his bag. He glanced resentfully 
to the right, where Judge Weatherup was straddling 
the fence, and to the left, where Yancy was annoying 
the bullfrogs.

“Darn them!” he said to himself. “Of course now 
I’ll follow suit.”

But whether or not the malignant force of sugges­
tion was neutralized by the attraction in opposite 
directions, his drive went straight and far, a beautiful 
two hundred and forty yards.

“Fine shot, Mr. Booverman,” said Frank, the profes­
sional, nodding his head, “free and easy, plenty of 
follow-through.”

“You’re on your drive today,” said Pickings, 
cheerfully.

“Sure! When I get a good drive off the first tee,” 
said Booverman, discouraged, “I mess up all the rest. 
You’ll see.”

“Oh, come now,” said Pickings, as a matter of form. 
He played his shot, which came methodically to the 
edge of the green.

Booverman took his mashy for the short running-up 
stroke to the pin, which seemed so near.

“I suppose I’ve tried this shot a thousand times,” 
he said savagely. “Any one else would get a three once 
in five times—any one but Jonah’s favorite brother.”

He swung carelessly, and watched with a tolerant 
interest the white ball roll on to the green straight 
for the flag. All at once Wessels and Pollock, who were 
ahead, sprang into the air and began agitating their 
hats.

“By George! it’s in!” said Pickings. “You’ve run 
it down. First hole in two! Well, what do you think 
of that?”

Booverman, unconvinced, approached the hole with 
suspicion, gingerly removing the pin. At the bottom, 
sure enough, lay his ball for a phenomenal two.

“That’s the first bit of luck that has ever happened 
to me,” he said furiously; “absolutely the first time in 
my whole career.”

“I say, old man,” said Pickings, in remonstrance, 
“you’re not angry about it, are you?”

“Well, I don’t know whether I am or not,” said 
Booverman, obstinately. In fact, he felt rather de­
frauded. The integrity of his record was attacked. 
“See here, I play thirty-six holes a day, two hundred 
and sixteen a week, a thousand a month, six thousand 
a year; ten years, sixty thousand holes; and this is the 
first time a bit of luck has ever happened to me—once 
in sixty thousand times.”

Pickings wiped his forehead with his handkerchief
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“It may come all at once,” he said faintly.
This mild hope only infuriated Booverman. He had 

already teed his ball for the second hole, which was 
poised on a rolling hill one hundred and thirty-five 
yards away. It is considered rather easy as golf-holes 
go. The only dangers are a matted wilderness of long 
grass in front of the tee, the certainty of landing out of 
bounds on the slightest slice, and of rolling down hill 
into a soggy substance on a pull. Also there is a tree 
to be hit and a sand-pit to be sampled.

“Now watch my little friend the apple tree,” said 
Booverman. “I’m going to play for it, because, if I 
slice, I lose my ball, and that knocks my whole game 
higher than a kite.” He-added between his teeth: “All 
I ask is to get around to the eighth hole before I lose 
my ball. I know I’ll lose it there.”

Due to the fact that his two on the first 
brought him not the slightest thrill of ner­

vous joy, he made a perfect shot, the ball carrying the 
green straight and true.

“This is your day all right,” said Pickings, stepping 
to the tee.

“Oh, there’s never been anything the matter with 
my irons,” said Booverman, darkly. “Just wait till we 
strike the fourth and fifth holes.”

When they climbed the hill, Booverman’s ball lay 
within three feet of the cup, which he easily putted 
out.

“Two down,” said Pickings, inaudibly. “By George! 
what a glorious start! ”

“Once in sixty thousand times,” said Booverman to 
himself. The third hole lay two hundred and five yards 
below, backed by the road and trapped by ditches, 
where at that moment Pollock, true to his traditions 
as a war correspondent, was laboring in the trenches, 
to the unrestrained delight of Wessels, who had passed 
beyond.

“Theobald,” said Booverman, selecting his cleek 
and speaking with inspired conviction, “I will tell you 
exactly what is going to happen. I will smite this little 
homeopathic pill, and it will land just where I want 
it. I will probably put out for another two. Three 
holes in twos would probably excite any other human 
being on the face of this globe. It doesn’t excite me. 
I know too well what will follow on the fourth or 
fifth watch.”

“Straight to the pin,” said Pickings in a loud whis­
per. “You’ve got a dead line on every shot today. 
Marvelous! When you get one of your streaks, there’s 
certainly no use in my playing.”

“Streak’s the word,” said Booverman, with a short, 
barking laugh. “Thank heaven, though, Pickings, I 
know it! Five years ago I’d have been shaking like 
a leaf. Now it only disgusts me. I’ve been fooled too 
often ; I don’t bite again.”

In this same profoundly melancholy mood he ap­
proached his ball, which lay on the green, hole high, 
and put down a difficult put, a good three yards for 
his third two.

Pickings, despite all his classic conservatism, was 
so overcome with excitement that he twice putted over 
the hole for a shameful five.

Booverman’s face as he walked to the fourth tee was

as joyless as a London fog. He placed his ball care­
lessly, selected his driver, and turned on the fidgety 
Pickings with the gloomy solemnity of a father about 
to indulge in corporal punishment.

“Once in sixty thousand times, Picky. Do you 
realize what a start like this—three twos—would mean 
to a professional like Frank or even an amateur that 
hadn’t offended every busy little fate and fury in the 
whole hoodooing business? Why, the blooming record 
would be knocked into the middle of next week.”

“You’ll do it,” said Pickings in a loud whisper. 
“Play carefully.”

Booverman glanced down the four-hundred - yard 
straightaway and murmured to himself:

“I wonder, little ball, whither will you fly?
I wonder, little ball, have I bid you goodby?

Will it be ’mid the prairies in the regions to the west ? 
Will it be in the marshes where the pollywogs nest ?

Oh, tell me, little ball, is it ta-ta or goodby?”
He pronounced the last word with a settled convic­

tion, and drove another long, straight drive. Pickings, 
thrilled at the possibility of another miracle, sliced 
badly.

“This is one of the most truly delightful holes of a 
picturesque course,” said Booverman, taking out an 
approaching cleek for his second shot. “Nothing is 
more artistic than the tiny little patch of putting-green 
under the shaggy branches of the willows. The recep­
tive graveyard to the right gives a certain pathos to it, 
a splendid, quiet note in contrast to the feeling of the 
swift, hungry river to the left, which will now receive 
and carry from my outstretched hand this little white 
floater that will float away from me. No matter: I 
say again the fourth green is a thing of ravishing 
beauty.”

His second shot, low and long, rolled up in the same 
unvarying line.

“On the green,” said Pickings.
“Short,” said Booverman, who found, to his satis­

faction, that he was right by a yard.
“Take your time,” said Pickings, biting his nails.
“Rats! I’ll play it for a five,” said Booverman.
His approach ran up on the line, caught the rim of 

the cup, hesitated, and passed on a couple of feet.
“A four, anyway,” said Pickings, with relief.
“I should have had a three,” said Booverman, dog­

gedly. “Any one else would have had a three, straight 
on the cup. You’d have had a three, Picky; you know 
you would.”

Pickings did not answer. He was slowly going to 
pieces, forgetting the invincible stoicism that is the 
pride of the true golfer.

“I say, take your time, old chap,” he said, his voice 
no longer under control. “Go slow! Go slow! ”

“Picky, for the first four years I played this course,” 
said Booverman, angrily, “I never got better than a six 
on this simple three-hundred-and-fifty-yard hole. I 
lost my ball five times out of seven. There is some­
thing irresistibly alluring to me in the mosquito 
patches to my right. I think it is the fond hope that 
when I lose this nice new ball I may step inadvertently 
on one of its hundred brothers, which I may then bring 
home and give decent burial.”

Pickings, who felt a mad and ungolfish desire to
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entreat him to caution, walked away to fight down his 
emotion.

“Well?” he said, after the click of the club had 
sounded.

“Well,” said Booverman, without joy, “that ball is 
lying about two hundred and forty yards straight up 
the course, and by this time it has come quietly to a 
little cozy home in a nice, deep hoof track, just as I 
found it yesterday afternoon. Then I will have the 
exquisite pleasure of taking my niblick, and whanging 
it out for the loss of a stroke. That’ll infuriate me, 
and I’ll slice or pull. The best thing to do, I suppose, 
would be to play for a conservative six.”

When, after four butchered shots, Pickings had ad­
vanced to where Boover­
man had driven, the ball 
lay in clear position just 
beyond the bumps and 
rills that ordinarily wel­
come a long shot. Boo­
verman played a perfect 
mashie, which dropped 
clear on the green, and 
ran down a moderate put 
for a three.

They then crossed the 
road and arrived by a 
planked walk at a dirt 
mound in the midst of a 
swamp. Before them the 
cozy marsh lay stagnant 
ahead and then sloped to 
the right in the figure of 
a boomerang, making, for 
those who fancied a slice, 
a delightful little carry 
of one hundred and fifty 
yards. To the left was 
a procession of trees, 
while beyond, on the 
course, for those who 
drove a long ball, a giant 
willow had fallen the 
year before in order to 
add a new perplexity and 
foster the enthusiasm for 
luxury that was begin­
ning among the caddies.

“I have a feeling,” said 
Booverman, as though 
puzzled but not duped by 
what had happened—“I 
have a strange feeling 
that I’m not going to get 
into trouble here. That would be too obvious. It’s at 
the seventh or eighth hole that something is lurking 
around for me. Well, I won’t waste time.”

He slapped down his ball, took a full swing, and 
carried the far-off bank with a low, shooting drive that 
continued bounding on.

“That ought to roll forever,” said Pickings, red with 
excitement.

“The course is fast—dry as a rock,” said Boover­
man, deprecatingly.
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Pickings put three balls precisely into the bubbling 
water, and drew alongside on his eighth shot. Boover­
man’s drive had skimmed over the dried plain for a 
fair two hundred and seventy-five yards. His second 
shot, a full brassy, rolled directly on the green.

“If he makes a four here,” said Pickings to himself, 
“he’ll be playing five under four—no, by thunder! 
seven under four!” Suddenly he stopped, over­
whelmed. “Why, he’s actually around threes—two un­
der three now. Heavens! if he ever suspects it, he’ll 
go into a thousand pieces.”

As a result, he missed his own ball completely, and 
then topped it for a bare fifty yards.

“I’ve never seen you play so badly,” said Boover­
man in a grumbling tone. 
“You’ll end up by throw­
ing me off.”

When they arrived at 
the green, Booverman’s 
ball lay about thirty feet 
from the flag.

“It’s a four, a sure 
four,” said Pickings un­
der his breath.

Suddenly Booverman 
burst into an exclama­
tion.

“Picky, come here. 
Look—look at that!”

The tone was furious. 
Pickings approached.

“Do you see that?” 
said Booverman, pointing 
to a freshly laid circle of 
sod ten inches from his 
ball. “That, my boy, 
was where the cup was 
yesterday. If they hadn’t 
moved the flag two hours 
ago, I’d have had a three. 
Now, what do you think 
of that for rotten luck?” 

“Lay it dead,” said 
Pickings, anxiously, shak­
ing his head sympatheti­
cally. “The green’s a bit 
fast.”

The put ran slowly up 
to the hole, and stopped 
four inches short.

“By heavens! why 
didn’t I put over it!” 
said Booverman, bran­
dishing his putter. “A 

thirty-foot put that stops an inch short—did you ever 
see anything like it? By everything that’s just and 
fair I should have had a three. You’d have had it, 
Picky. Lord! if I could only put! ”

“One under three,” said Pickings to his fluttering 
inner self. “He can’t realize it. If I can only keep his 
mind off the score! ”

The seventh tee is reached by a carefully planned, 
fatiguing flight of steps to the top of a bluff, where 
three churches at the back beckon so many recording
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angels to swell the purgatory lists. As you advance to 
the abrupt edge, everything is spread before you; 
nothing is concealed. In the first place, the entangling 
branches of a score of apple-trees are ready to trap a 
topped ball and bury it under impossible piles of dry 
leaves. Beyond, the wired tennis-courts give forth a 
musical, tinny note when attacked. In the middle dis­
tance a glorious sycamore draws you to the left, and a 
file of elms beckon the sliced way to a marsh, a wil­
derness of grass and an overgrown gully whence no 
balls return. In front, one hundred and twenty yards 
away, is a formidable bunker, running up to which is a 
tract of long grass, which two or three times a year is 
barbered by charitable enterprise. The seventh hole 
itself lies two hundred and sixty yards away in a hol­
low guarded by a sunken ditch, a sure three or—a 
sure six.

Booverman was still too indignant at the 
trick fate had played him on the last green 

to yield to any other emotion. He forgot that a dozen 
good scores had ended abruptly in the swale to the 
right. He was only irritated. He plumped down his 
ball, dug his toes in the ground, and sent off another 
long, satisfactory drive, which added more fuel to his 
anger.

‘‘Any one else would have had a three on the sixth,” 
he muttered as he left the tee. “It’s too ridiculous.”

He had a short approach and an easy put, plucked 
his ball from the cup, and said in an injured tone:

“Picky, I feel bad about that sixth hole, and the 
fourth, too. I’ve lost a stroke on each of them. I'm 
playing two strokes more than I ought to be. Hang 
it all! that sixth wasn’t right! You told me the green 
was fast.”

“I’m sorry,” said Pickings, feeling his fingers grow 
cold and clammy on the grip.

The eighth hole has many easy opportunities. It is 
five hundred and twenty yards long, and things may 
happen at every stroke. You may begin in front of 
the tee by burying your ball in the waving grass, which 
is always permitted a sort of poetical license. There 
are the traps to the seventh hole to be crossed, and to 
the right the paralleling river can be reached by a 
short stab or a long, curling slice, which the prevailing 
wind obligingly assists to a splashing descent.

“And now we have come to the eighth hole,” said 
Booverman, raising his hat in profound salutation. 
“Whenever I arrive here with a good score I take from 
eight to eighteen, I lose one to three balls. On the 
contrary, when I have an average of six, I always get 
a five and often a four. How this hole has changed 
my entire life!” He raised his ball and addressed it 
tenderly: “And now, little ball, we must part, you 
and I. It seems a shame: you’re the nicest little ball I 
ever have known. You’ve stuck to me an awful long 
while. It’s a shame.”

He teed up, and drove his best drive, and followed it 
with a brassy that laid him twenty yards off the green, 
where a good approach brought the desired four.

“Even threes,” said Pickings to himself, as though 
he had seen a ghost. Now he was only a golfer of one 
generation; there was nothing in his inheritance to 
steady him in such a crisis. He began slowly to dis­

integrate morally, to revert to type. He contained 
himself until Booverman had driven free of the river, 
which flanks the entire green passage to the ninth hole, 
and then barely controlling the impulse to catch Boo­
verman by the knees and implore him to discretion, he 
burst out :

“I say, dear boy, do you know what your score is?”
“Something well under four,” said Booverman, 

scratching his head.
“Under four, nothing; even threes!”
“What?”
“Even threes.”
They stopped, and tabulated the holes.
“So it is,” said Booverman, amazed. “What an in­

fernal pity!”
“Pity?”
“Yes, pity. If only someone else could play ii 

out! ”
He studied the hundred and fifty yards that were 

needed to reach the green that was set in the crescent 
of surrounding trees, changed his brassy for his cleek, 
and his cleek for his midiron.

“I wish you hadn’t told me,” he said nervously.
Pickings on the instant comprehended his blunder. 

For the first time Booverman’s shot went wide of the 
mark, straight into the trees that bordered the river to 
the left.

“I’m sorry,” said Pickings with a feeble groan.
“Aly dear Picky, it had to come,” said Booverman, 

with a shrug of his shoulders. “The ball is now lost, 
and all the score goes into the air, the most miraculous 
score anyone ever heard of is nothing but a crushed 
pcrcr I ’’

“It may have bounded back on the course,” said 
Pickings, desperately.

“No, no, Picky; not that. In all the sixty thousand 
times I have hit trees, barns, car-tracks, caddies, 
fences------”

“There it is!” cried Pickings, with a shout of joy.
Fair on the course, at the edge of the green itself, lay 

the ball, which soon was sunk for a four. Pickings 
felt a strange, unaccountable desire to leap upon Boo­
verman like a fluffy, enthusiastic dog: but he fought it 
back with the new sense of responsibility that came to 
him. So he said artfully:

“By George! old man, if you hadn’t missed on the 
fourth or the sixth, you’d have done even threes! ”

“You know what I ought to do now—I ought to 
stop,” said Booverman, in profound despair—“quit 
golf and never lift another club. It’s a crime to go on ; 
it's a crime to spoil such a record. Twenty-eight for 
nine holes, only forty-two needed for the next nine to 
break the record, and I have done it in thirty-three— 
and in fifty-three! I ought not to try; it’s wrong.”

He teed his ball for the two-hundred-yard flight to 
the easy tenth, and took his cleek.

“I know just what’ll happen now’; I know it well.”
But this time there was no varying in the flight; the 

drive went true to the green, straight on the flag, where 
a good but not difficult put brought a two.

“Even threes again,” said Pickings, but to himself. 
“It can’t go on. It must turn.”

“Now’, Pickings, this is going to stop,” said Boover­
man, angrily. “I’m not going to make a fool of myself.
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I'm going right up to the tee, and I'm going to drive 
my ball right smack into the woods and end it. And 
I don’t care.”

“What! ”
“No, I don’t care. Here goes.”
Again his drive continued true, the mashy pitch for 

the second was accurate, and his put, after circling 
the rim of the cup, went down for a three.

The twelfth hole is another dip into the long grass 
that might serve as an elephant’s bed, and then across 
the Housatonic River, a carry of one hundred and 
twenty yards to the green at the foot of an intruding 
tree.

“Oh, I suppose I’ll make another three here, too,” 
said Booverman, moodily. “That’ll only make it 
worse.”

He drove with his midiron high in the air and full 
on the flag. The worst, he knew, was yet to come.

“I'll play my put care­
fully for a three,” he said, 
nodding his head. Instead, 
it ran straight and down for 
a two.

He walked silently to the 
dread thirteenth tee, which, 
with the returning four­
teenth, forms the malignant 
Scylla and Charybdis of the 
course. There is nothing to 
describe the thirteenth hole. 
It is not really a golf-hole; 
it is a long, narrow breath­
ing spot, squeezed by the 
railroad tracks on one side 
and by the river on the 
other. Resolute and fear­
less golfers often cut them 
out entirely, nor are 
ashamed to acknowledge 
their terror. As you stand 
at the thirteenth tee, every­
thing is blurred to the eye. 
Near by are rushes and 
water, woods to the left and 
right; the river and the rail­
road and the dry land a 
hundred yards away look 
tiny and distant, like a rock 
amid floods.

A long drive that varies a 
degree is doomed to go out 
of bounds or to take the 
penalty of the river.

“Don’t risk it. Take an iron—play it carefully,” 
said Pickings in a voice that sounded to his own ears 
unrecognizable.

Booverman followed his advice and landed by the 
fence to the left, almost off the fair. A midiron for his 
second put him in position for another four, and again 
brought his score to even threes.

When the daring golfer has passed quaking up the 
narrow way and still survives, he immediately falls a 
victim to the fourteenth, which is a bend hole, with all 
the agonies of the preceding thirteenth, augmented by

So Sweet Love Seemed
•Sy ROBERT BRIDGES

tSo sweet love seemed that April morn 

When first we kissed beside the thorn, 
So strangely sweet, it was not strange 
We thought that love could never change.

But I can tell—let truth be told—
That love will change in growing old; 
Though day by day is naught to see, 
So delicate his motions be.

And in the end ’twill come to pass 
Quite to forget what once he was, 
Nor even in fancy to recall 
The pleasure that was all in all.

His little spring, that sweet we found 
So deep in summer floods is drowned. 
I wonder, bathed in joy complete, 
How love so young could be so sweet.

Robert Bridges, poet-laureate of England 
since 1013, died on April 21 at the age of 
eighty-five. This is one of the many fresh 
and exquisite lyrics written before he ven­
tured into the. classical meters and language 

reform that occupied his later years.

a second shot over a long, mushy pond. If you play a 
careful iron to keep from the railroad, now on the 
right, or to dodge the river on your left, you are forced 
to approach the edge of the swamp with a cautious 
fifty-yard-running-up stroke before facing the terrors 
of the carry. A drive with a wooden club is almost 
sure to carry into the swamp, and only a careful cleek 
shot is safe.

“I wish I were playing this for the first time,” said 
Booverman, blackly. “I wish I could forget—rid my­
self of memories. I have seen class A amateurs take 
twelve, and professionals eight. This is the end of all 
things, Picky, the saddest spot on earth. I won’t waste 
time. Here goes.”

To Picking’s horror, the drive began slowly to slice 
out of bounds, toward the railroad tracks.

“I knew it,” said Booverman, calmly, “and the next 
will go there, too; then I’ll put one in the river, two in 

the swamp, slice into------ ”
All at once he stopped, 

thunderstruck. The ball, 
hitting tire or rail, bounded 
high in the air, forward, 
back upon the course, lying 
in perfect position.

Pickings said something 
in a purely reverent spirit.

“Twice in sixty thousand 
times,” said Booverman, un­
relenting. “That only evens 
up the sixth hole. Twice in 
sixty thousand times!”

From where the ball lay 
an easy brassy brought it 
near enough to the green to 
negotiate another four. 
Pickings, trembling like a 
toy dog in zero weather, 
reached the green in ten 
strokes, and took three 
more puts.

The fifteenth, a short 
pitch over the river, eighty 
yards to a slanting green en­
tirely surrounded by more 
long grass which gave it the 
appearance of a chin spot on 
a full face of whiskers, was 
Booverman’s favorite hole. 
While Pickings held his eyes 
to the ground and tried to 
breathe in regular breaths, 
Booverman placed his ball, 

drove with the requisite back spin, and landed dead 
to the hole. Another two resulted.

“Even threes—fifteen holes in even threes,” said 
Pickings to himself, his head beginning to throb. He 
wanted to sit down and take his temples in his hands, 
but for the sake of history he struggled on.

“Damn it! ” said Booverman all at once.
“What’s the matter?” said Pickings, observing his 

face black with fury.
“Do you realize, Pickings, what it means to me to 

have lost those two strokes on the fourth and sixth
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greens, and through no fault of mine, either? Even 
threes for the whole course—that’s what I could do if 
I had those two strokes—the greatest thing that’s ever 
been seen on a golf course. It may be a hundred years 
before any human being on the face of this earth will 
get such a chance. And to think I might have done it 
with a little luck! ”

Pickings felt his heart begin to pump, but he was 
able to say with some degree of calm:

“You may get a three here.”
“Never. Four, three and four is what I’ll end.”
“Well, good heavens! what do you want?”
“There’s no joy in it, though,” said Booverman, 

gloomily. “If I had those two strokes back, I'd go 
down in history, I’d be immortal. And you, too, Picky, 
because you went around with me. The fourth hole 
was bad enough, but the sixth was heartbreaking.”

His drive cleared another swamp and rolled well 
down the farther plateau. A long cleek laid his ball off 
the green, a good approach stopped a little short of the 
hole, and the put went down.

“Well, that ends it,” said Booverman, gloomily. 
“I’ve got to make a two or three to do it. The two is 
quite possible; the three absurd.”

The seventeenth hole returns to the swamp that en­
livens the sixth. It is a full cleek, with about six men­
tal hazards distributed in Indian ambush, and in five 
of them a ball may lie until the day of judgment be­
fore rising again.

Pickings turned his back, unable to endure the 
agony of watching. The click of the club was sharp 
and true. He turned to see the ball in full flight arrive 
unerringly hole high on the green.

“A chance for a two,” he said under his breath. He 
sent two balls into the lost land to the left and one into 
the rough to the right.

“Never mind me,” he said, slashing away in reckless 
fashion.

Booverman with a little care studied the ten-foot 
route to the hole and putted down.

“Even threes!” said Pickings, leaning against a tree.
“Blast that sixth hole!” said Booverman, exploding. 

“Think of what it might be, Picky—what it ought to 
be!”

Pickings retired hurriedly before the shaking 
approach of Booverman’s frantic club. In­
capable of speech, he waved him feebly to drive. He 

began incredulously to count up again, as though 
doubting his senses.

“One under three, even threes, one over, even, one 
under------”

“What the deuce are you doing?” said Booverman, 
angrily. “Trying to throw me off ?”

“I didn’t say anything,” said Pickings.
“You didn’t—muttering to yourself.”
“I must make him angry, keep his mind off the 

score,” said Pickings, feebly to himself. He added 
aloud, “Stop kicking about your old sixth hole! 
You’ve had the darndest luck I ever saw, and yet you 
grumble.”

Booverman swore under his breath, hastily ap­
proached his ball, drove perfectly, and turned in a 
rage.

“Luck?” he cried furiously. “Pickings, I’ve a mind 
to wring your neck. Every shot I’ve played has been 
dead on the pin, now, hasn’t it?”

“How about the ninth hole—hitting a tree?”
“Whose fault was that? You had no right to tell 

me my score, and, besides, I only got an ordinary four 
there, anyway.”

“How about the railroad track?”
“One shot out of bounds. Yes, I’ll admit that. 

That evens up for the fourth.”
“How about your first hole in two?”
“Perfectly played; no fluke about it at all—once in 

sixty thousand times. Well, any more sneers? Any­
thing else to criticize ?”

“Let it go at that."
Booverman, in this heckled mood, turned irritably 

to his ball, played a long midiron, just cleared the 
crescent bank of the last swale, and ran up on the 
green.

“Damn that sixth hole!” said Booverman, flinging 
down his club and glaring at Pickings. “One stroke 
back, and I could have done it.”

Pickings tried to address his ball, but the moment he 
swung his club, his legs began to tremble. He shook 
his head, took a long breath, and picked up his ball.

They approached the green on a drunken run in the 
wild hope that a short put was possible. Unfortu­
nately the ball lay thirty feet away, and the path to 
the hole was bumpy and riddled with worm-casts. 
Still there was a chance, desperate as it was.

Pickings let his bag slip to the ground and sat down, 
covering his eyes while Booverman with his putter 
tried to brush away the ridges.

“Stand up! ”
Pickings rose convulsively.
“For heaven’s sake, Picky, stand up! Try to be a 

man!” said Booverman, hoarsely. “Do you think I’ve 
any nerve when I see you with chills and fever. Brace 
up! ”

“All right.”
Booverman sighted the hole, and then took his 

stance; but the cleek in his hand shook like an aspen. 
He straightened up and walked away.

“Picky,” he said, mopping his face, “I can’t do it. 
I can’t put it.”

“You must.”
“I’ve got buck fever. I’ll never be able to put it— 

never.”
At the last, no longer calmed by an invincible pes­

simism, Booverman had gone to pieces. He stood 
shaking from head to foot.

“Look at that,” he said, extending a fluttering hand. 
“I can’t do it; I can never do it.”

“Old fellow, you must,” said Pickings; “you’ve got 
to. Bring yourself together. Here! ”

He slapped him on the back, pinched his arms, and 
chafed his fingers. Then he led him back to the ball, 
braced him into position, and put the putter in his 
hands.

“Buck fever,” said Booverman in a whisper. “Can’t 
see a thing.”

Pickings, holding the flag in the cup, said savagely: 
“Shoot!”
The ball advanced in a zigzag path, running from
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worm-cast to worm-cast, wobbling and rocking, and at 
the last, as though preordained, fell plump into the 
cup!

At the same moment, Pickings and Booverman, as 
though carried off by the same cannon-ball, flattened 
on the green.

Chapter TH

Five minutes later, wild-eyed and hilarious, 
they descended on the club-house with the 
miraculous news. For an hour the assembled golfers 

roared with laughter as the two stormed, expostu­
lated, and swore to the truth of the tale.

They journeyed from house to house in a vain at­
tempt to find some convert to their claim. For a day 
they passed as consummate comedians, and the more 
they yielded to their rage, the more consummate was 
their art declared. Then a change took place. From 
laughing, the educated town of Stockbridge turned to 
resentment, then to irritation, and finally to suspicion.

Booverman and Pickings began to lose caste, to be re­
garded as unbalanced, if not positively dangerous. Un­
known to them, a committee carefully examined the 
books of the club. At the next election another treas­
urer and another secretary were elected.

Since then, month in and month out, day after day, 
in patient hope, the two discredited members of the 
educated community of Stockbridge may be seen, ac­
companied by caddies, toiling around the links in a 
desperate belief that the miracle that would restore 
them to standing may be repeated. Each time as they 
arrive nervously at the first tee and prepare to swing, 
something between a chuckle and a grin runs through 
the assemblage, while the left eyes contract waggishly, 
and a murmuring may be heard.

“Even threes.”
The Stockbridge golf links is a course of ravishing 

beauty and the Housatonic River, as has been said, 
goes wriggling around it as though convulsed with 
merriment.

®y WILLIAM MAKEPEACE THACKERAY

hat people can find in Clarence 
Bulbul, who has lately taken upon 

himself the rank and dignity of Lion of Our Street, I 
have always been at a loss to conjecture.

“He has written an Eastern book of considerable 
merit,” Miss Clapperclaw says; but hang it, has not 
everybody written an Eastern book ? . . .

Yes, the impudent wretch has actually a room in his 
apartments on the ground floor of his mother’s house, 
which he calls his harem. When Lady Betty Bulbul 
(they are of the Nightingale family) or Miss Blanche 
comes down to visit him, their slippers are placed at 
the door, and he receives them on an ottoman, and 
these infatuated women actually light his pipe for him.

Little Spitfire, the groom, hangs about the drawing­
room, outside the harem forsooth! so that he may be 
ready when Clarence Bulbul claps hands for him to 
bring the pipes and coffee.

He has coffee and pipes for everybody. I should 
like you to have seen the face of old Bowly, his col­
lege-tutor, called upon to sit cross-legged on a divan, 
a little cup of bitter black Mocha put into his hand, 
and a large amber-muzzled pipe stuck into his mouth 
by Spitfire, before he could so much as say it was a 
fine day. Bowly almost thought he had compromised 
his principles by consenting to his Turkish manner.

Bulbul’s dinners are, I own, very good; his pilaffs 
and curries excellent. He tried to make us eat rice 
with our fingers, it is true; but he scalded his own 
hands in the business, and invariably bedizened his 
shirt; so he has left off the Turkish practice, for din­
ner at least, and uses a fork like a Christian.

But it is in society that he is most remarkable; and

here he would, I own, be odious, but he becomes de­
lightful, because all the men hate him so. A perfect 
chorus of abuse is raised round about him. “Con­
founded imposter,” says one; “Impudent jackass,” 
says another; “Miserable puppy,” cries a third; “I’d 
like to wring his neck,” says Bruff, scowling over his 
shoulder at him. Clarence meanwhile nods, winks, 
smiles, and patronizes them all with the easiest good­
humor. He is a fellow who would poke an archbishop 
in the apron, or clap a duke on the shoulder, as coolly 
as he would address you and me.

I saw him the other night at Mrs. Bumpsher’s grand 
let off. He flung himself down cross-legged upon a 
pink satin sofa, so that you could see Mrs. Bumpsher 
quiver with rage in the distance, Bruff growl with fury 
from the further room, and Miss Pim, on whose frock 
Bulbul’s feet rested, look up like a timid fawn.

“Fan me, Miss Pim,” said he of the cushion. “You 
look like a perfect Peri tonight. You remind me of a 
girl I once knew in Circassia—Ameena, the sister of 
Schamyl Bey. Do you know, Miss Pim, that you 
would fetch twenty thousand piastres in the market at 
Constantinople?”

“Law, Mr. Bulbul!” is all Miss Pim can ejaculate; 
and having talked over Miss Pim, Clarence goes off to 
another houri, whom he fascinates in a similar man­
ner. He charmed Mrs. Waddy by telling her that she 
was the exact figure of the Pasha of Egypt’s second 
wife. He gave Miss Tokley a piece of the sack in 
which Zuleika was drowned; and he actually per­
suaded that poor little silly Miss Vain to turn Ma­
hometan, and sent her up to the Turkish Ambassa­
dor’s to look out for a mufti.



'Wh i r 1
The Problem of Unbelief

Second of a series by the contem­
porary thinkers who have done 
most to help solve our present-day 
problems, and who have done so in 
a way which promises a permanent 

contribution to mankind.

Among those who no longer believe in the 

.religion of their fathers, some are proudly 
defiant, and many are indifferent. But there are also 
a few, perhaps an increasing number, who feel that 
there is a vacancy in their lives. This inquiry deals 
with their problem. It is not intended to disturb 
the serenity of those who are unshaken in the faith 
they hold, and it is not concerned with those who are 
still exhilarated by their escape from some stale or­
thodoxy. It is concerned with those who are perplexed 
by the consequences of their own irreligion. It deals 
with the problem of unbelief, not as believers are 
accustomed to deal with it, in the spirit of men con­
fidently calling the lost sheep back into the fold, but 
as unbelievers themselves must, I think, face the 
problem if they face it candidly and without 
presumption.

When such men put their feelings into words they 
are likely to say that, having lost their faith, they 
have lost the certainty that their lives are significant, 
and that it matters what they do with their lives. 
If they deal with young people they are likely to say 
that they know of no compelling reason which certi­
fies the moral code they adhere to, and that, therefore, 
their own preferences, when tested by the ruthless 
curiosity of their children, seem to have no sure foun­
dation of any kind. They are likely to point to the 
world about them, and to ask whether the modern 
man possesses any criterion by which he can measure 
the value of his own desires, whether there is any 
standard he really believes in which permits him to 
put a term upon that pursuit of money, of power 
and of excitement which has created so much of the 
turmoil and the squalor and the explosiveness of 
modern civilization.

These are, perhaps, merely the rationalizations of 
the modern man’s discontent. At the heart of it there 
are likely to be moments of blank misgiving in which 
he finds that the civilization of which he is a part 
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leaves a dusty taste in his mouth. 
He may be very busy with many 
things, but he discovers one day 
that he is no longer sure they are 
worth doing. He has been much 
preoccupied; but he is no longer 
sure he knows why. He has be­
come involved in an elaborate 
routine of pleasures; and they do 
not seem to amuse him very much. 
He finds it hard to believe that 
doing any one thing is better than 
doing any other thing, or, in fact, 

that it is better than doing nothing at all. It occurs 
to him that it is a great deal of trouble to live, and that 
even in the best of lives the thrills are few and far be­
tween. He begins more or less consciously to seek 
satisfaction, because he is no longer satisfied, and all 
the while he realizes that the pursuit of happiness was 
always a most unhappy quest. In the later stages of 
his woe he not only loses his appetite, but becomes ex­
cessively miserable trying to recover it. And then, 
surveying the flux of events and the giddiness of his 
own soul, he comes to feel that Aristophanes must 
have been thinking of him when he declared that 
“Whirl is King, having driven out Zeus.”

False Prophecies

The modern age has been rich both in prophe­
cies that men would at last inherit the king­
doms of this world, and in complaints at the kind of 

world they inherited. Thus Petrarch, who was an 
early victim of modernity, came to feel that he wrould 
“have preferred to be born in any other period” than 
his own; he tells us that he sought an escape by 
imagining that he lived in some other age. The Nine­
teenth Century, which begat us, was forever blowing 
the trumpets of freedom and providing asylums in 
which its most sensitive children could take refuge. 
Wadsworth fled from mankind to rejoice in nature. 
Chateaubriand fled from man to rejoice in savages. 
Byron fled to an imaginary Greece, and William Morris 
to the Middle Ages. A few tried an imaginary India. 
A few an equally imaginary China. Many fled to 
Bohemia, to Utopia, to the Golden West, and to the 
Latin Quarter, and some, like James Thomson, to 
hell where they were

gratified to gain 
That positive eternity of pain 
Instead of this insufferable inane.



®> Walter Lippmann
They had all been disappointed 

by the failure of a great prophecy. 
The theme of this prophecy had 
been that man is a beautiful soul 
who in the course of history had 
somehow become enslaved by

Scepters, tiaras, swords, and chains, 
and tomes

Of reasoned wrong, glozed on by 
ignorance.

and they believed with Shelley that 
when “the loathsome mask has 
fallen,” man, exempt from awe, 
worship, degree, the king over him­
self, would then be “free from guilt 
or pain.” This was the orthodox 
liberalism to which men turned 
when they had lost the religion of 
their fathers. But the promises of 
liberalism have not been fulfilled. 
We are living in the midst of that 
vast dissolution of ancient habits 
which the emancipators believed 
would restore our birthright of 
happiness. We know now that they 
did not see very clearly beyond the 
evils against which they were re­
belling. It is evident to us that 
their prophecies were pleasant fan­
tasies which concealed the greater 
difficulties that confront men, 
when, having won the freedom to do what they wish— 
that wish, as Byron said:

which ages have not yet subdued 
In man—to have no master save his mood,

they are full of contrary moods and do not know 
what they wish to do. We have come to see that 
Huxley was right when he said that “a man’s worst 
difficulties begin when he is able to do as he likes. ’

The evidences of these greater difficulties lie all 
about us: in the brave and brilliant atheists who have 
defied the Methodist God, and have become very 
nervous; in the women who have emancipated them­
selves from the tyranny of fathers, husbands, and 
homes, and, with the intermittent but expensive help 
of a psychoanalyst, are now enduring liberty as in­
terior decorators; in the young men and women who 
are world-weary at twenty-two; in the multitudes 
who drug themselves with pleasure; in the crowds 
enfranchised by the blood of heroes who cannot be

ill Every man. though he likes to seem to take things casually, tries to 
build seriously for himself what he calls his "philosophy of life " It 
is the criterion by which he judges his own conduct. It would be the 
ark in his Holy of Holies, could he build it. The tragedy oj the 
modern unbeliever is that he cannot build this ark. He knows in his 
heart that he has no clear-cut "philosophy ; there is now no such 
thing as certainty for him; he is a wandering mote in a universe from 
which he sees God reasoned away by a logic he is unequipped to ques­
tion, and by "scientific facts" he has not the education to corroborate 
or to deny.

There has never before been a period in history when so many millions 
of men and women, as now, have been put in a position where they 
cannot give to themselves a rational explanation of why they remain 
alive at all, and ivhy they should perform one act rather than another 
Psychologically that is an impossible state of affairs to continue, Mr 
Lippmann realizes . . .

This writer is certainly one of the most lucid among contemporary 
publicists. . . . He is the editor of the New York World. He knows 
how we stupid citizens think. He knows what our ignorances consist 
in. It seems an anomaly to describe so brilliant an analyst as an 
apotheosis of the common garden variety of American, model 1930; 
yet it remains true that his gift for exposition, his power of making 
profound ideas simple, can only be explained upon the supposition 
that he speaks from experience, that he has had the same perplexities 
we have, has asked himself the same "fool questions"—and has thought 
them through.

—Harry Sherman.

persuaded to take an interest in their destiny; in 
the millions, at last free to think without fear of 
priest or policeman, who have made the moving pic­
tures and the popular newspapers what they are.

These are the prisoners who have been released. 
They ought to be very happy. They ought to be 
serene and composed. They are free to make their 
own lives. There are no conventions, no taboos—no 
gods, priests, princes, fathers, or revelations which 
they must accept. Yet the result is not so good as 
they thought it would be. The prison door is wide 
open. They stagger out into trackless space under 
a blinding sun. They find it nerve-wracking. “My 
sensibility,” said Flaubert, “is sharper than a razor’s 
edge; the creaking of a door, the face of a bourgeois, 
an absurd statement set my heart to throbbing and 
completely upset me.” They must find their own 
courage for battle and their own consolation in defeat. 
They complain, like Renan after he had broken with 
the Church, that the enchanted circle which embraced
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the whole of life is broken, and that they are left with 
a feeling of emptiness “like that which follows an 
attack of fever or an unhappy love affair.” “Where is 
my home?” cried Nietzsche: “For it do I ask and seek, 
and have sought, but have not found it. O eternal 
everywhere, O eternal nowhere, O eternal in vain.”

To more placid temperaments the pangs of freedom 
are no doubt less acute. It is possible for multitudes 
in time of peace and security to exist agreeably— 
somewhat incoherently, perhaps, but without convul­
sions—to dream a little and 
not unpleasantly, to have 
only now and then a night­
mare, and only occasionally 
a rude awakening. It is pos­
sible to drift along not too 
discontentedly, somewhat 
nervously, somewhat 
anxiously, somewhat confus­
edly, hoping for the best, 
and believing in nothing very 
much. It is possible to be a 
passable citizen. But it is not 
possible to be wholly at peace. 
For serenity of soul requires 
some better organization of 
life than a man can attain 
by pursuing his casual ambi­
tions, satisfying his hungers, 
and for the rest accepting 
destiny as an idiot’s tale in 
which one dumb sensation 
succeeds another to no 
known end. And it is not 
possible for him to be wholly 
alive. For that depends 
upon his sense of being com­
pletely engaged with the 
world, with all his passions and all the faculties in rich 
harmonies with one another, and in deep rhythm with 
the nature of things.

These are the gifts of a vital religion which can 
bring the whole of a man into adjustment with the 
whole of his relevant experience. Our forefathers had 
such a religion. They quarreled a good deal about 
the details, but they had no doubt that there was 
an order in the universe which justified their lives 
because they were a part of it. The acids of modernity 
have dissolved that order for many of us, and there 
are some in consequence who think that the needs 
which religion fulfilled have also been dissolved. But 
however self-sufficient the eugenic and perfectly edu­
cated man of the distant future may be, our present 
experience is that the needs remain. In failing to meet 
them, it is plain that we have succeeded only in sub­
stituting trivial illusions for majestic faiths. For while 
the modern emancipated man may wonder how any­
one ever believed that in this universe of stars and 
atoms and multitudinous life, there is a drama in 
progress of which the principal event was enacted in 
Palestine nineteen hundred years ago, it is not really 
a stranger fable than many which he so readily accepts. 
He does not believe the words of the Gospel, but he 
believes the best advertised notion. The older fable

may be incredible today, but when it was credible it 
bound together the whole of experience upon a stately 
and dignified theme. The modern man has ceased to 
believe in it but he has not ceased to be credulous, 
and the need to believe haunts him. It is no wonder 
that his impulse is to turn back from his freedom, 
and to find someone who says he knows the truth 
and can tell him what to do, to find the shrine of 
some new god, of any cult however newfangled, where 
he can kneel and be comforted, put on manacles to 

keep his hands from trembling, 
ensconce himself in some citadel 
where it is safe and warm.

For the modern man who has 
ceased to believe, without ceasing 
to be credulous, hangs, as it were, 
between heaven and earth, and is 
at rest nowhere. There is no the­
ory of the meaning and value of 
events which he is compelled to 
accept, but he is none the less 
compelled to accept the events. 
There is no moral authority to 
which he must turn now, but 
there is coercion in opinions, fash­
ions, and fads. There is for him 
no inevitable purpose in the uni­
verse, but there are elaborate 
necessities, physical, political, eco­
nomic. He does not feel himself 
to be an actor in a great and dra­
matic destiny, but he is subject to 
the massive powers of our civili­
zation, forced to adopt their pace, 
bound to their routine, entangled 
in their conflicts. He can believe 
what he chooses about this civili­
zation. He cannot, however, 

escape the compulsion of modern events. They 
compel his body and his senses as ruthlessly as 
ever did king or priest. They do not compel his mind. 
They have all the force of natural events, but not their 
majesty; all the tyrannical power of ancient institu­
tions, but none of their moral certainty. Events are 
there, and they overpower him. But they do not 
convince him that they have that dignity which in­
heres in that which is necessary and in the nature of 
things.

In the old order the compulsions were often painful, 
but there was sense in the pain that was inflicted by 
the will of an all-knowing God. In the new order the 
compulsions are painful and, as it were, accidental, 
unnecessary, wanton, and full of mockery. The modern 
man does not make his peace with them. For, in effect, 
he has replaced natural piety with a grudging en­
durance of a series of unsanctified compulsions. When 
he believed that the unfolding of events was a mani­
festation of the will of God, he could say: “Thy will 
be done. ... In His will is our peace.” But when 
he believes that events are determined by the votes 
of a majority, the orders of his bosses, the opinions 
of his neighbors, the laws of supply and demand, and 
the decisions of quite selfish men, he yields because 
he has to yield. He is conquered but unconvinced.
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It might seem as if, in all this, men were merely 
going through once again what they have often gone 
through before. This is not the first age in which 
the orthodox religion has been in conflict with the 
science of the day. Plato was born into such an age. 
For two centuries the philosophers of Greece had 
been critical of Homer and of the popular gods, and 
when Socrates faced his accusers, his answer to the 
accusation of heresy must certainly have sounded 
unresponsive. “I do believe,” he said, “that there 
are gods, and in a higher sense than that in which my 
accusers believe in them.” That is all very well. But 
to believe in a “higher sense” is also to believe in a 
different sense.

Sorties and Retreats

There is nothing new in the fact that men 
have ceased to believe in the religion of their 
fathers. In the history of Catholic Christianity, there 

has always existed a tradition, extending from the au­
thors of the Fourth Gospel through Origen to the neo- 
Platonists of modern times, which rejects the popular 
idea of God as a power acting upon events, and of im­
mortality as everlasting life, and translates the popular 
theology into a symbolic statement of a purely spiritual 
experience. In every civilized age there have been 
educated and discerning men who could not accept 
literally and simply the traditions of the ancient faith. 
We are told that during the Periclean Age “among 
educated men everything was in dispute: political 
sanctions, literary values, moral standards, religious 
convictions, even the possibility of reaching any truth 
about anything.” When the educated classes of the 
Roman world accepted Christianity they had ceased to 
believe in the pagan gods, and were much too critical 
to accept the primitive Hebraic theories of the cre­
ation, the redemption, and the Messianic kingdom 
which were so central in the popular religion. They 
had to do what Socrates had done; they had to take 
the popular theology in a “higher” and therefore in a 
different sense before they could use it. Indeed, it is 
so unusual to find an age of active-minded men in 
which the most highly educated are genuinely orthodox 
in the popular sense, that the Thirteenth Century, the 
age of Dante and St. Thomas Aquinas, when this 
phenomenon is reputed to have occurred, is regarded 
as a unique and wonderful period in the history of 
the world. It is not at all unlikely that there never 
was such an age in the history of civilized men.

And yet, the position of modern men who have 
broken with the religion of their fathers is in certain 
profound ways different from that of other men in 
other ages. This is the first age, I think, in the history 
of mankind when the circumstances of life have con­
spired with the intellectual habits of the time to render 
any fixed and authoritative belief incredible to large 
masses of men. The dissolution of the old modes of 
thought has gone so far, and is so cumulative in its 
effect, that the modern man is not able to sink back 
after a period of prophesying into a new but stable 
orthodoxy. The irreligion of the modern world is radi­
cal to a degree for which there is, I think, no counter­
part. For always in the past it has been possible for

new conventions to crystallize and for men to find 
rest and surcease of effort in accepting them.

We often assume, therefore, that a period of disso­
lution will necessarily be followed by one of 
conformity, that the heterodoxy of one age will become 
the orthodoxy of the next, and that when this ortho­
doxy decays a new period of prophesying will begin. 
Thus we say that by the time of Hosea and Isaiah 
the religion of the Jews had become a system of rules 
for transacting business with Jehovah. The Prophets 
then revivified it by thundering against the conven­
tional belief that religion was mere burnt offering 
and sacrifice. A few centuries passed and the religion 
based on the Law and the Prophets had in its turn 
become a set of mechanical rites manipulated by the 
Scribes and the Pharisees. As against this system 
Jesus and Paul preached a religion of grace, and 
against the “letter” of the synagogues, the “spirit” of 
Christ. But the inner light which can perceive the 
spirit is rare, and so shortly after the death of Paul, 
the teaching gradually ceased to appeal to direct in­
spiration in the minds of the believers and became 
a body of dogma, a “sacred deposit” of the faith 
“once for all delivered to the saints.” In the succeeding 
ages there appeared again many prophets who thought 
they had within them the revealing spirit. Though 
some of the prophets were burnt, much of the prophe­
sying was absorbed into the canon. In Luther this 
sense of revelation appeared once more in a most 
confident form. He rejected the authority not only 
of the Pope and the clergy, but even of the Bible 
itself, except where in his opinion the Bible confirmed 
his faith. But in the establishment of a Lutheran 
Church the old difficulty reappeared: the inner light 
which had burned so fiercely in Luther did not burn 
brightly or steadily in all Lutherans, and so the right 
of private judgment, even in Luther’s restricted use 
of the term, led to all kinds of heresies and abomina­
tions. Very soon there came to be an authoritative 
teaching backed by the power of the police. And in 
Calvinism the revolt of the Reformation became 
stabilized to the last degree. “Everything,” said 
Calvin, “pertaining to the perfect rule of a good life 
the Lord has so comprehended in His law that there 
remains nothing for man to add to that summary.”

Men fully as intelligent as the most eman­
cipated among us once believed that, and I 

have no doubt that the successors of Mr. Darrow and 
Mr. Mencken would come to believe something very 
much like it if conditions permitted them to obey the 
instinct to retreat from the chaos of modernity into 
order and certainty. It is all very well to talk about 
being the captain of your soul. It is hard, and only a 
few heroes, saints, and geniuses have been the captains 
of their souls for any extended period of their lives. 
Most men, after a little freedom, have preferred au­
thority with the consoling assurances and the economy 
of effort which it brings. “If, outside of Christ, you 
wish by your own thoughts to know your relation to 
God, you will break your neck. Thunder strikes him 
who examines.” Thus spoke Martin Luther, and there 
is every reason to suppose that the German people 
thought he was talking the plainest commonsense. “He
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who is gifted with the heavenly knowledge of faith,” 
said the Council of Trent, “is free from an inquisitive 
curiosity.” These words are rasping to our modern 
ears, but there is no occasion to doubt that the men 
who uttered them had made a shrewd appraisal of 
average human nature. The record of experience is 
one of sorties and retreats. The search of moral gui­
dance which shall not depend upon external authority 
has invariably ended in the acknowledgment of some 
new authority.

Deep Dissolution

This same tendency manifests itself in the 
midst of our modern uneasiness. We have 
had a profusion of new cults, of revivals, and of essays 

in reconstruction. But there is reason for thinking that 
a new crystallization of an enduring and popular re­
ligion is unlikely in the modern world. For analogy 
drawn from the experience of the past is misleading. 

When Luther, for example, rebelled against the 
authority of the Church, he did not suppose the way 
of life for the ordinary man would be radically altered. 
Luther supposed that men would continue to behave 
much as they had learned to behave under the Catholic 
discipline. The individual for whom he claimed the 
right of private judgment was one whose prejudg­
ments had been well fixed in a Catholic society. The 
authority of the Pope was to be destroyed and certain 
evils abolished, but there was to remain that feeling 
for objective moral certainties which Catholicism had 
nurtured. When the Anabaptists carried the practice 
of his theory beyond this point, Luther denounced 
them violently. For what he believed in was Protes­
tantism for good Catholics. The reformers of the 
Eighteenth Century made a similar assumption. They 
really believed in democracy for men who had an 
aristocratic training. Jefferson, for example, had an 
instinctive fear of the urban rabble, that most demo­
cratic part of the population. The society of free men 
which he dreamed about was composed of those who 
had the discipline, the standards of honor and the 
taste, without the privileges or the corruptions, that 
are to be found in a society of well-bred country 
gentlemen.

The more recent rebels frequently betray a some­
what similar inability to imagine the consequences of 
their own victories. For the smashing of idols is in 
itself such a preoccupation that it is almost impossible 
for the iconoclast to look clearly into a future when 
there will not be many idols left to smash. Yet that 
future is beginning to be our present, and it might be 
said that men are conscious of what modernity means 
in so far as they realize that they are confronted not so 
much with the necessity of promoting rebellion as 
of dealing with the consequences of it. The Nineteenth 
Century, roughly speaking the time between Voltaire 
and Mencken, was an age of terrific indictments and 
of feeble solutions. The Marxian indictment of capi­
talism is a case in point. The Nietzschean transvalua­
tion of values is another; it is magnificent, but who 
can say, after he has shot his arrow of longing to 
the other shore whether he will find Caesar Borgia, 
Henry Ford, or Isadora Duncan? Who knows, having

read Mr. Mencken and Mr. Sinclair Lewis, what kind 
of world will be left when all the boobs and yokels have 
crawled back in their holes and have died of shame?

The rebel, while he is making his attack, is not 
likely to feel the need to answer such questions. For 
he moves in an unreal environment, one might almost 
say a parasitic environment. He goes forth to destroy 
Caesar, Mammon, George F. Babbitt and Airs. 
Grundy. As he wrestles with these demons, he leans 
upon them. By inversion they offer him much the 
same kind of support which the conformer enjoys. 
They provide him with an objective which enables 
him to know exactly what he thinks he wants to do. 
His energies are focussed by his indignation. He does 
not suffer from emptiness, doubt and division of soul. 
These are the maladies which come up later when 
the struggle is over. While the rebel is in conflict with 
the established nuisances, he has an aim in life which 
absorbs all his passions. Pie has his own sense of 
righteousness and his own feeling of communion with 
a grand purpose. For in attacking idols there is a 
kind of piety, in overthrowing tyrants a kind of 
loyalty, in ridiculing stupidities an imitation of wis­
dom. In the heat of battle the rebel is exalted by a 
whole-hearted tension which is easily mistaken for 
a taste of the freedom that is to come. He is under 
the spell of an illusion. For what comes after the 
struggle is not the exaltation of freedom but a letting 
down of the tension that belongs solely to the struggle 
itself. The happiness of the rebel is as transient as the 
iconoclasm which produced it. When he has slain 
the dragon and rescued the beautiful maiden, there 
is usually nothing left for him to do but write his 
memoirs and dream of a time when the world was 
young.

What most distinguishes the generation who have 
approached maturity since the debacle of idealism 
at the end of the War is not their rebellion against 
the religion and the moral code of their parents, but 
their disillusionment with their own rebellion. It is 
common for young men and women to rebel, but that 
they should distrust the new freedom no less than the 
old certainties—that is something of a novelty. As 
Mr. Canby once said, at the age of seven they saw 
through their parents and characterized them in a 
phrase. At fourteen they saw through education and 
dodged it. At eighteen they saw through morality 
and stepped over it. At twenty they lost respect for 
their home towns, and at twenty-one they discovered 
that our social system is ridiculous. At twenty-three 
the autobiography ends because the author has run 
through society to date and does not know what to 
do next. For, as Mr. Canby might have added, the 
idea of reforming that society makes no appeal to 
them. They have seen through all that. They cannot 
adopt any of the synthetic religions of the Nineteenth 
Century. They have seen through all of them.

They have seen through the religion of nature 
to which the early romantics turned for con­
solation. They have heard too much about the brutal­

ity of natural selection to feel, as Wadsworth did, that 
pleasant landscapes are divine. They have seen through 
the religion of beauty because, for one thing, they
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are too much oppressed by the ugliness of Main 
Street. They cannot take refuge in an ivory tower 
because the modern apartment house, with a radio 
loudspeaker on the floor above and on the floor below 
and just across the courtyard, will not permit it. 
They cannot, like Mazzini, make a religion of patriot­
ism, because they have just been demobilized. They 
cannot make a religion of science like the post-Dar- 
winians because they do not understand modern
science. They never learned enough mathematics and 
physics. They do not like Bernard Shaw’s religion 
of creative evolution because they have read enough 
to know that Mr. Shaw’s biology is literary and 
evangelical. As for the religion of progress, that is 
pre-empted by George F. Babbitt and the Rotary 
Club, and the religion of humanity is utterly unac­
ceptable to those who have to ride in the subways 
during the rush hour.

Yet the current attempts to modernize religious 
creeds are inspired by the hope that somehow it will 
be possible to construct a form of belief which will
fit into this vacuum. It is evident that life soon be­
comes distracted and tiresome if it is not illuminated 
by communion with what William James called “a 
wider self through which saving experiences come.” 
The eager search for new religions, the hasty adherence
to cults, and the urgent 
appeals for a reconcilia­
tion between religion and 
science are confessions 
that to the modern man 
his activity seems to have 
no place in any rational 
order. His life seems 
mere restlessness and 
compulsion, rather than 
conduct lighted by lumi­
nous beliefs. He is pos­
sessed by a great deal of 
excitement amidst which, 
as Mr. Santayana said,

he redoubles his effort when he forgets his aim.
For in the modern age, at first imperceptibly with 

the rise of the towns, and then catastrophically since 
the mechanical revolution, there have gone into dis­
solution not only the current orthodoxy, but the social 
order and the ways of living which supported it. Thus 
rebellion and emancipation have come to mean some­
thing far more drastic than they have ever meant 
before. The earlier rebels summoned men from one
allegiance to another, but the feeling for certainty 
in religion and for decorum in society persisted. In 
the modern world it is this very feeling of certainty 
itself which is dissolving. It is dissolving not merely 
for an educated minority but for everyone who comes 
within the orbit of modernity.

Yet there remain the wants which orthodoxy of 
some sort satisfies. The natural man, when he is 
released from restraints, and has no substitute for 
them is at sixes and sevens with himself and the 
world. For in the free play of his uninhibited in­
stincts he does not find any natural substitute for
those accumulated convictions which, however badly 
they did it, nevertheless organized his soul, economized 
his effort, consoled him, and gave him dignity in his 
own eyes because he was part of some greater whole. 
The acids of modernity are so powerful that they

do not tolerate a crystal­
lization of ideas which 
will serve as a new ortho­
doxy into which men can 
retreat. And so the mod­
ern world is haunted by 
a realization, which it be­
comes constantly less 
easy to ignore, that it is 
impossible to reconstruct 
an enduring orthodoxy, 
and impossible to live 
well without the satisfac­
tions which an orthodoxy 
would provide.

(iCl5 he Spirit of Jazz,” 
by Alexander Z. Kruse 

Courtesy Weyhe Gallery
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Semyon Ivanov was a track-walker. His hut 

was ten versts away from a railroad station 
in one direction and twelve versts away in the other. 
About four versts away there was a cotton mill that 
had opened the year before, and its tall chimney rose 
up darkly from behind the forest. The only dwellings 
around were the distant huts of the other track­
walkers.

Semyon Ivanov’s health had been completely shat­
tered. Nine years before he had served right through 
the war as servant to an officer. The sun had roasted 
him, the cold frozen him, and hunger famished him 
on the forced marches of forty and fifty versts a day 
in the heat and the cold and the rain and the shine. 
The bullets had whizzed about him, but, thank God! 
none had struck him.

Semyon’s regiment had once been on the firing line. 
For a whole week there had been skirmishing with the 
Turks, only a deep ravine separating the two hostile 
armies; and from morn till eve there had been a steady 
cross-fire. Thrice daily Semyon carried a steaming 
samovar and his officer’s meals from the camp kitchen 
to the ravine. The bullets hummed about him and 
rattled viciously against the rocks. Semyon was ter­
rified and cried sometimes, but still he kept right on. 
The officers were pleased with him, because he always 
had hot tea ready for them.

He returned from the campaign with limbs un­
broken but crippled with rheumatism. He had experi­
enced no little sorrow since then. He arrived home to 
find that his father, an old man, and his little four- 
year-old son had died. Semyon remained alone with 
his wife. They could not do much. It was difficult 
to plough with rheumatic arms and legs. They could 
no longer stay in their village, so they started off to 
seek their fortune in new places. They stayed for a 
short time on the line, in Kherson and Donshchina, 
but nowhere found luck. Then the wife went out to 
service, and Semyon continued to travel about. Once 
he happened to ride on an engine, and at one of the 

94

stations the face of the station-master seemed familiar 
to him. Semyon looked at the station-master and 
the station-master looked at Semyon, and they recog­
nized each other. He had been an officer in Semyon’s 
regiment.

“You are Ivanov?” he said.
“Yes, your Excellency.”
“How do you come to be here?”
Semyon told him all.
“Where are you off to?”
“I cannot tell you, sir.”
“Idiot! What do you mean by ‘cannot tell you ?’ ” 
“I mean what I say, your Excellency. There is no­

where for me to go to. I must hunt for work, sir.”
The station-master looked at him, thought a bit, and 

said: “See here, friend, stay here a while at the station. 
You are married, I think. Where is your wife?”

“Yes, your Excellency, I am married. My wife is 
at Kursk, in service with a merchant.”

“Well, write to your wife to come here. I will give 
you a free pass for her. There is a position as track­
walker open. I will speak to the Chief on your behalf.”

“I shall be very grateful to you, your Excellency,” 
replied Semyon.

He stayed at the station, helped in the kitchen, cut 
firewood, kept the yard clean, and swept the platform. 
In a fortnight’s time his wife arrived, and Semyon went 
on a hand-trolley to his hut. The hut was a new one 
and warm, with as much wood as he wanted. There 
was a little vegetable garden, the legacy of former 
track-walkers, and there was about half a dessiatin of 
ploughed land on either side of the railway embank­
ment. Semyon was rejoiced. He began to think of 
doing some farming, of purchasing a cow and a horse.

He was given all necessary stores—a green flag, a 
red flag, lanterns, a horn, hammer, screw-wrench for
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the nuts, a crow-bar, spade, broom, 
bolts, and nails; they gave him two 
books of regulations and a time-table 
of the trains. At first Semyon could 
not sleep at night, and learned the whole time-table by 
heart. Two hours before a train was due he would go 
over his section, sit on the bench at his hut, and look 
and listen whether the rails were trembling or the 
rumble of the train could be heard. He even learned 
the regulations by heart, although he could read only 
by spelling out each word.

It was summer; the work was not heavy; there was 
no snow to clear away, and the trains on that line 
were infrequent. Semyon used to go over his verst 
twice a day, examine and screw up nuts here and 
there, keep the bed level, look at the water-pipes, and 
then go home to his own affairs. There was only one 
drawback—he always had to get the inspector’s per­
mission for the least little thing he wanted to do. 
Semyon and his wife were even beginning to be bored.

Two months passed, and Semyon commenced to 
make the acquaintance of his neighbors, the track­
walkers on either side of him. One was a very old

man, whom the authorities were always meaning to 
relieve. He scarcely moved out of his hut. His wife 
used to do all his work. The other track-walker, nearer 
the station, was a young man, thin, but muscular. He 
and Semyon met for the first time on the line midway 
between the huts. Semyon took off his hat and bowed. 
“Good health to you, neighbor,” he said.

The neighbor glanced askance at him. “How do you 
do?” he replied; then turned around and made off.

Later the wives met. Semyon’s wife passed the time 
of day with her neighbor, but neither did she say 
much.

On one occasion Semyon said to her: “Young 
woman, your husband is not very talkative.”

The woman said nothing at first, then replied: “But 
what is there for him to talk about ? Every one has his 
own business. Go your way, and God be with you.”

However, after another month or so they became ac­
quainted. Semyon would go with Vasily along the line, 
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“Ah, friend, if it were not for men we should not 
be poking in these huts,” said Vasily, on one occasion.

“And what if we are poking in these huts? It’s not

“c3^ere are privy councilors coming, and you 
annoy me with cabbages!”

sit on the edge of a pipe, smoke, and talk of life. 
Vasily, for the most part, kept silent, but Semyon
talked of his village, and of the campaign through 
which he had passed.

I have had no little sorrow in my day,” he would
say; “and goodness knows I have not lived long. God 
has not given me happiness, but what He may give, so 
will it be. That’s so, friend Vasily Stepanych.”

Vasily Stepanych knocked the ashes out of his pipe 
against a rail, stood up, and said: “It is not luck which 
follows us in life, but human beings. There is no 
crueller beast on this earth than man. Wolf does not 
eat wolf, but man will readily devour man.”

“Come, friend, don’t say that; a wolf eats wolf.”
“The words came into my mind and I said it. All 

the same, there is nothing crueller than man. If it 
were not for his wickedness and greed, it would be 
possible to live. Everybody tries to sting you to the 
quick, to bite and eat you up.”

Semyon pondered a bit. “I don’t know, brother,” 
he said; “perhaps it is as you say, and perhaps it is 
God’s will.”

“And perhaps,” said Vasily, “it is waste of time for 
me to talk to you. To put everything unpleasant 
on God, and sit and suffer, means, brother, being not 
a man but an animal. That’s what I have to say.” 
And he turned and went off without saying good-by.

Semyon also got up. “Neighbor,” he called, “why 
do you lose your temper?” But his neighbor did not 
look round, and kept on his way.

Semyon gazed after him until he was lost to sight 
in the cutting at the turn. He went home and said to 
his wife: “Arina, our neighbor is a wicked person, not 
a man.”

However, they did not quarrel. They met again 
and discussed the same topics.

so bad. You can live in them.” 
“Live in them, indeed! Bah, you! . .You have

lived long and learned little, looked at much and seen 
little. What sort of life is there for a poor man in a
hut here or there? The cannibals are devouring you.
They are sucking up all your life-blood, and when you 
become old, they will throw you out just as they do 
husks to feed the pigs on. What pay do you get?” 

“Not much, Vasily Stepanych—twelve rubles.” 
“And I, thirteen and a half rubles. Why? By the 

regulations the company should give us fifteen rubles 
a month with firing and lighting. Who decides that 
you should have twelve rubles, or I thirteen and a 
half ? Ask yourself! And you say a man can live on 
that? You understand it is not a question of one and 
a half rubles or three rubles—even if they paid us 
each the whole fifteen rubles. I was at the station last 
month. The director passed through. I saw him. I 
had that honor. He had a separate coach. He came 
out and stood on the platform. ... I shall not stay 
here long; I shall go somewhere, anywhere, follow 
my nose.”

“But where will you go, Stepanych? Leave well 
enough alone. Here you have a house, warmth, a little 
piece of land. Your wife is a worker.”

“Land! You should look at my piece of land. Not 
a twig on it—nothing. I planted some cabbages in the 
spring, just when the inspector came along. He said: 
‘What is this ? Why have you not reported this ? Why 
have you done this without permission ? Dig them up, 
roots and all.’ He was drunk. Another time he would 
not have said a word, but this time it struck him. 
Three rubles fine! . . . ”

Vasily kept silent for a while, pulling at his pipe, 
then added quietly: “A little more and I should have 
done for him.”
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“You are hot-tempered.”
“No, I am not hot-tempered, but I tell the truth 

and think. Yes, he will still get a bloody nose from 
me. I will complain to the Chief. We will see then! ” 
And Vasily did complain to the Chief.

Once the Chief came to inspect the line. Three days 
later important personages were coming from St. 
Petersburg and would pass over the line. They were 
conducting an inquiry, so that previous to their journey 
it was necessary to put everything in order. Ballast 
was laid down, the bed was leveled, the sleepers care­
fully examined, spikes driven in a bit, nuts screwed 
up, posts painted, and orders given for yellow sand to 
be sprinkled at the level crossings. The woman at 
the neighboring hut turned her old man out to weed. 
Semyon worked for a whole week. He put everything 
in order, mended his kaftan, cleaned and polished his 
brass plate until it fairly shone. Vasily also worked 
hard. The Chief arrived on a trolley, four men working 
the handles and the levers making the six wheels hum. 
The trolley traveled at twenty versts an hour, but the 
wheels squeaked. It reached Semyon’s hut, and he 
ran out and reported in soldierly fashion. All appeared 
to be in repair.

“Have you been here long?” inquired the Chief.
“Since the second of May, your Excellency.”
“All right. Thank you. And who is at hut No. 164?” 
The traffic inspector (he was traveling with the 

Chief on the trolley) replied: “Vasily Spiridov.”
“Spiridov, Spiridov. . . . 

Ah! is he the man against 
whom you made a note last 
year?”

“He is.”
“Well, we will see Vasily 

Spiridov. Go on! ” The 
workmen laid to the handles, 
and the trolley got under 
way. Semyon watched it, 
and thought, “There will be 
trouble between them and 
my neighbor.”

About two hours later he 
started on his round. He 
saw some one coming along 
the line from the cutting. 
Something white showed on 
his head. Semyon began to 
look more attentively. It 
was Vasily. He had a stick 
in his hand, a small bundle 
on his shoulder, and his 
cheek was bound up in a 
handkerchief.

“Where are you off to?” cried Semyon.
Vasily came quite close. He was very pale, white 

as chalk, and his eyes had a wild look. Almost chok­
ing, he muttered: “To town—to Moscow—to the head 
office.”

“Head office? Ah, you are going to complain, I sup­
pose. Give it up! Vasily Stepanych, forget it.”

“No, mate, I will not forget. It is too late. See! 
He struck me in the face, drew blood. So long as I live 
I will not forget. I will not leave it like this!”

Vsevolod Mikhaylovich Qarshin lived 
in the days of the giants of Russian litera­
ture, during the latter half of the nineteenth 
century.

Although he wrote only a handful of stories, 
their brilliant realism and dramatic power 
rank him with Tolstoi, Dostoievsky, Chekhov 
or Qogol among the extraordinary masters 
of the tale.

Qarshin, child of a noble family, died at the 
age of thirty-three after a life of almost con­
tinuous illness. He wrote, in addition to his 
short stories—of which The Signal is per­
haps the most famous—his memoirs of the 
Russo-Turkish war of 1877, H which he 
saw spectacular service.

Semyon took his hand. “Give it up, Stepanych. I 
am giving you good advice. You will not better 
things. ...”

“Better things! I know myself I sha’n’t better 
things. You were right about Fate. It would be bet­
ter for me not to do it, but one must stand up for the 
right.”

“But tell me, how did it happen?”
“How? He examined everything, got down from 

the trolley, looked into the hut. I knew beforehand 
that he would be strict, and so I had put everything 
into proper order. He was just going when I made 
my complaint. He immediately cried out: ‘Here is a 
Government inquiry coming, and you make a com­
plaint about a vegetable garden. Here are privy 
councilors coming, and you annoy me with cabbages! ’ 
I lost patience and said something—not very much, 
but it offended him, and he struck me in the face. 
I stood still; I did nothing, just as if what he did was 
perfectly all right. They went off; I came to myself, 
washed my face, and left.”

“And what about the hut?”
“My wife is staying there. She will look after things. 

Never mind about their roads.”
Vasily got up and collected himself. “Good-by, 

Ivanov. I do not know whether I shall get any one 
at the office to listen to me.”

“Surely you are not going to walk?”
“At the station I will try to get on a freight train, 

and tomorrow I shall be in 
Moscow.”

The neighbors bade each 
other farewell. Vasily was 
absent for some time. His 
wife worked for him night 
and day. She never slept, 
and wore herself out waiting 
for her husband. On the 
third day the commission 
arrived. An engine, luggage­
van, and two first-class 
saloons; but Vasily was still 
away. Semyon saw his wife 
on the fourth day. Her face 
was swollen from crying, and 
her eyes were red.

“Has your husband re­
turned?” he asked. But the 
woman only made a gesture 
w’ith her hands, and without 
saying a word went her way.

Semyon had learnt when 
still a lad to make flutes 

out of a kind of reed. He used to burn out the heart 
of the stalk, make holes where necessary, drill them, 
fix a mouth-piece at one end, and tune them so well 
that it was possible to play almost any air on them. 
He made a number of them in his spare time, and sent 
them by his friends amongst the freight brakemen 
to the bazaar in the town. He got two kopeks apiece 
for them. On the day following the visit of the com­
mission he left his wife at home to meet the six o’clock 
train, and started off to the forest to cut some sticks.
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He went to the end of his section and struck into the 
wood. About half a verst away there was a marsh, 
around which splendid reeds for his flutes grew. He 
cut a bundle of stalks and started back. As he 
walked along rapidly, he fancied he heard the clang 
of iron striking iron, and he redoubled his pace. There 
was no repair going on in his section. What did it 
mean? He emerged from the woods, the railway em­
bankment stood high before him ; on the top a man 
was squatting on the bed of the line busily engaged in 
something. Semyon commenced quietly to crawl up to­
wards him. He thought it was some one after the 
nuts which secure the rails. He watched, and the 
man got up, holding a crow-bar in his hand. He had 
loosened a rail, so that it would move to one side. 
A mist swam before Semyon’s eyes. It was Vasily. 
Semyon scrambled up the bank, as Vasily with crow­
bar and wrench slid headlong down the other side.

“Vasily Stepanych! My dear friend, come back! 
Give me the crow-bar. We will put the rail back; no 
one will know. Come back! Save your soul from sin! ”

Vasily did not look back, but disappeared into the 
woods.

Semyon stood before the rail which had been torn 
up. He threw down his bundle of sticks. A train was 
due; not a freight, but a passenger train. And he had 
nothing with which to stop it, no flag. He could not 
replace the rail and could not drive in the spikes with 
his bare hands. It was necessary to run, absolutely 
necessary to run to the hut for some tools. “God 
help me!” he murmured.

Semyon started running towards his hut. He 
was out of breath, but still ran, falling every now 
and then. He had cleared the forest; he was only 
a few hundred feet from his hut, not more, when 
he heard the distant hooter of the factory sound— 
six o’clock! In two minutes’ time No. 7 train was 
due. “Oh, Lord! Have pity on innocent souls!” 
In his mind, Semyon saw the engine strike against 
the loosened rail with its left wheel, shiver, careen, 
tear up and splinter the sleepers—and just there, there 
was a curve and the embankment seventy feet high, 
down which the engine would topple—and the third- 
class carriages would be packed . . . little children. . . . 
All sitting in the train now, never dreaming of 
danger. “Oh, Lord! Tell me what to do! ... No, it

is impossible to run to the hut and get back in time.”
Semyon did not run on to the hut, but turned back 

and ran faster than before. He was running almost 
mechanically, blindly; he did not know himself what 
was to happen. He ran as far as the rail which had 
been pulled up; his sticks were lying in a heap. He 
bent down, seized one without knowing why, and ran 
on farther. It seemed to him the train was already 
coming. He heard the distant whistle; he heard the 
quiet, even tremor of the rails; but his strength was ex­
hausted, he could run no farther, and came to a halt 
about six hundred feet from the awful spot. Then an 
idea came into his head, literally like a ray of light. 
Pulling off his cap, he took out of it a cotton scarf, 
drew his knife out of the upper part of his boot, and 
crossed himself, muttering, “God bless me!”

He buried the knife in his left arm above the elbow; 
the blood spurted out, flowing in a hot stream. In this 
he soaked his scarf, smoothed it out, tied it to the 
stick and hung out his red flag.

He stood waving his flag. The train was already in 
sight. The driver would not see him—would come 
close up, and a heavy train cannot be pulled up in six 
hundred feet.

And the blood kept on flowing. Semyon pressed the 
sides of the wound together so as to close it, but the 
blood did not diminish. Evidently he had cut his 
arm very deep. His head commenced to swim, black 
spots began to dance before his eyes, and then it be­
came dark. There was a ringing in his ears. He could 
not see the train or hear the noise. Only one thought 
possessed him. “I shall not be able to keep standing 
up. I shall fall and drop the flag; the train will pass 
over me. Help me, oh Lord!”

All turned black before him, his mind became a 
blank, and he dropped the flag; but the blood-stained 
banner did not fall to the ground. A hand seized it 
and held it high to meet the approaching train. The 
engineer saw it, shut the regulator, and reversed steam. 
The train came to a standstill.

People jumped out of the carriages and collected 
in a crowd. They saw a man lying senseless on the 
footway, drenched in blood, and another man standing 
beside him with a blood-stained rag on a stick.

Vasily looked around at all. Then, lowering his 
head, he said: “Bind me. I tore up a rail!”

5ongs of David
<35 DAVID P. BERENBERG

Woodcut by 
J. J. Lankcs

Qhe sheep heard David’s sweetest songs, the trees, 
The heather and the wet rocks in the brook;
The wind that did not care, the homing bees, 
The passing camel-men who turned to look, 
Who stood, perhaps, and listened to him sing, 
And then turned wearily away and smiled, 
The sheep heard David when the sun of spring 
Was still undimmed, and love not yet defiled. 
The soldiers watching in the starry night, 
Hearing him sing beside the palace-wall, 
Heard such a passionate and pure delight 
That they forgot they knew the town and Saul.

The song they heard was nothing to the deep, 
Forgotten song of David to his sheep.



cA Witty Sequel to Shakespeare’s Comedy

The end o/Much Ado About Nothing must always 
leave the sympathetic play-goer in tears. The future 
looks black for everybody concerned. Claudio's jealous 
disposition will make him a most uncomfortable hus­
band for the resuscitated Hero, while Benedick and 
Beatrice are likely to find that a common taste in bad­
inage is not the most satisfactory basis for matrimony. 
When it is added that Don John's genius for plotting 
is sure in the end to get him into trouble one feels 
that nothing can be gloomier than this prospect.

By Tenniel, from Punch (1852)

^ ST. JOHN HANKIN

ore Ado About Nothing
Scene—The garden of Benedick’s house at Padua.

Benedick is sitting on a garden seat, sunning himself 
indolently. Beatrice is beside him, keeping up her 
reputation for conversational brilliance by a series of 

sprightly witticisms.

Beatrice—Very likely I do talk twice as much as 
I should. But then, if I talk too much, you certainly 
listen far too little, so we are quits. Do you hear?

Benedick (opening his eyes slowly)—Eh?
Beatrice—I believe you were asleep! But there— 

’tis a great compliment to my wit. Like Orpheus, I 
can put even the savage beasts to sleep with it. 
(Benedick’s eyes close again, and he appears to sink 
into a profound doze.) But if the beasts go to sleep, 
there’s no use in being witty. I suppose Orpheus never 
thought of that. Come, wake up, good Signior Beast. 
(Prods him coquettishly with her finger.) Have you 
forgotten that the Duke is coming?

Benedick (drowsily)-—When will he be here?
Beatrice—Ere you have done gaping.
Benedick (terribly bored by this badinage)—My 

dear, if only you would occasionally answer a plain 
question. When do you expect him?

Beatrice (skittish to the last)—Plain questions 
should be answered only by plain people.

Benedick (yawning heartily)—A pretty question 
then.

Beatrice—Pretty questions should be asked only 
by pretty people. There! What do you think of that 
for wit!

Benedick—Really, my dear, I can hardly trust 
myself to characterize it in—er—fitting terms. (Rings 
bell. Enter Page.) When is the Duke Expected?

Page—In half-an-hour, sir.
Benedick—Thank you.
(Exit Page.)
Beatrice (pouting)—You needn’t have rung. I 

could have told you that.
Benedick—I am sure you could, my dear. But as 

you wouldn’t------
Beatrice—I was going to, if you had given me time.
Benedick—Experience has taught me, my dear 

Beatrice, that it is usually much quicker to ring! 
(Closes his eyes again.)

Beatrice—How rude you are!
99
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Benedick (half opening them)—Eh?
Beatrice—I said it was very rude of you to go to 

sleep when I am talking.
Benedick (closing his eyes afresh)—It’s perfectly 

absurd of you to talk when I am going to sleep.
Beatrice (girding herself for fresh witticisms)— 

Why absurd?
Benedick—Because I don’t hear what you say, of 

course, my love.
Beatrice (whose repartees have been scattered for 

the moment by this adroit compliment)—Well, well, 
sleep your fill, Bear. I’ll go and bandy epigrams with 
Ursula.

(Exit Beatrice. Benedick looks cautiously round 
to see if she is really gone, and then heaves a sigh of 
relief.)

Benedick—Poor Beatrice! If only she were not so 
incorrigibly sprightly. She positively drives one to 
subterfuge. (Produces a book from his pocket, which 
he reads with every appearance of being entirely 
awake.)

(Enter Don Pedro, as from a journey. Benedick 
does not see him.)

Don Pedro—Signior Benedick!
Benedick (starting up on hearing his name)—Ah, 

my dear Lord. Welcome to Padua.
Don Pedro (looks him up and down)—But how’s 

this? You look but poorly, my good Benedick.
Benedick—I am passing well, my Lord.
Don Pedro—And your wife, the fair Beatrice? As 

witty as ever?
Benedick (grimly)—Quite!
Don Pedro (rubbing his hands)—I felt sure of it! 

/ made the match, remember! I said to old Leonato, 
“She were an excellent match for Benedick,” as soon 
as I saw her.

Benedick (sighing)—So you did, so you did.
Don Pedro (puzzled)-—I’m bound to say you don’t 

seem particularly happy.
Benedick (evasively)—Oh, we get on well enough.
Don Pedro—Well enough! Why, what’s the mat­

ter, man? Come, be frank with me.
Benedick (impressively)—My dear Lord, never 

marry a witty wife! If you do, you’ll repent it. But 
it’s a painful subject. Let’s talk of something else. 
How’s Claudio? I thought we should see him—and 
Hero—with you.

Don Pedro (looking slightly uncomfortable)— 
Claudio is—er—fairly well.

Benedick—Why, what’s the matter with him? His 
wife isn’t developing into a wit, is she?

Don Pedro—No. She’s certainly not doing that!
Benedick—Happy Claudio! But why aren’t they 

here then?
Don Pedro (coughing nervously)—Well, the truth 

is, Claudio’s marriage hasn’t been exactly one of my 
successes. You remember I made that match, too? . .

Benedick—I remember. Don’t they hit it off?
Don Pedro (querulously)—It was all Claudio’s 

suspicious temper. He never would disabuse his mind 
of the idea that Hero was making love to somebody 
else. You remember he began that even before he was 
married. First it was me he suspected. Then it was 
the mysterious man under her balcony.

Benedick—You suspected him, too.
Don Pedro—That’s true. But that was all my 

brother John’s fault. Anyhow, I thought when they 
were once married, things would settle down com­
fortably.

Benedick—You were curiously sanguine. I should 
have thought anyone would have seen that after that 
scene in the church they would never be happy 
together.

Don Pedro—Perhaps so. Anyhow, they weren’t. 
Of course, everything was against them. What with 
my brother John’s absolute genius for hatching plots, 
and my utter inability to detect them, not to speak 
of Claudio’s unfortunate propensity for overhearing 
conversations and misunderstanding them, the inter­
vals of harmony between them were extremely few, 
and at last Hero lost patience and divorced him.

Benedick—So bad as that? How did it happen?
Don Pedro—Oh, in the old way. My brother pre­

tended that Hero was unfaithful, and as he could 
produce no evidence of the fact whatever, of course 
Claudio believed him. So, with his old passion for 
making scenes, he selected the moment when I and 
half-a-dozen others were staying at the house, and 
denounced her before us all after dinner.

Benedick—The church scene over again?
Don Pedro—No. It took place in the drawing­

room. Hero behaved with her usual dignity, declined 
to discuss Claudio’s accusations altogether, put the 
matter in the hands of her solicitor, and the decree 
was made absolute last week.

Benedick—She was perfectly innocent, of course?
Don Pedro—Completely. It was merely another 

ruse on the part of my amiable brother. Really, 
John’s behavior was inexcusable.

Benedick—Was Claudio greatly distressed when he 
found he had been deceived?

Don Pedro—He was distracted. But Hero declined 
to have anything more to do with him. She said she 
could forgive a man for making a fool of himself 
once, but twice was too much of a good thing.

Benedick (frowning)—That sounds more epigram­
matic than a really nice wife’s remarks should be.

Don Pedro—She had great provocation.
Benedick—That’s true. And one can see her point 

of view. It was the publicity of the thing that galled 
her, no doubt. But poor Claudio had no reticence 
whatever. That scene in the church was in the worst 
possible taste. But I forgot. You had a share in that.

Don Pedro (stiffly)—I don’t think we need go into 
that question.

Benedick—And now to select the hour after a 
dinner-party for taxing his wife with infidelity! How 
like Claudio! Really, he must be an absolute fool.

Don Pedro—Oh, well, your marriage doesn’t seem 
to have been a conspicuous success, if you come to 
that.

Benedick (savagely)—That’s no great credit to 
you, is it? You made the match. You said as much 
a moment ago.

Don Pedro—I know, I know. But seriously, my 
dear Benedick, what is wrong?

Benedick (snappishly)—Beatrice, of course. You 
don’t suppose Pm wrong, do you ?
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Don Pedro—Come, that’s better. A spark of the 
old Benedick. Let me call your wife to you, and we’ll 
have one of your old encounters of wit.

Benedick (seriously alarmed')—For Heaven’s sake, 
no. Ah, my dear Lord, if you only knew how weary 
I am of wit, especially Beatrice’s wit.

Don Pedro—You surprise me. I remember I 
thought her a most amusing young lady.

Benedick (tersely')—You weren’t married to her.
Don Pedro—But what is it you complain of?
Benedick—Beatrice bores me. It is all very well 

to listen to sparkling sallies for ten minutes or so, but 
Beatrice sparkles for hours together. She is utterly 
incapable of answering the simplest question without 
a blaze of epigram. When I ask her what time it is, 
she becomes so insufferably facetious that all the 
clocks stop in disgust. And once when I was thought­
less enough to inquire what there was for dinner, she 
made so many jokes on the subject that I had to 
go down without her. And then the soup was cold!

Don Pedro (quoting)—“Here you may see Bene­
dick, the married man!” .

Benedick—Don’t you try to be funny, too! One 
joker in a household is quite enough, I can tell you. 
And poor Beatrice’s jokes aren’t always in the best of 
taste either. The other day when the Vicar came 
to lunch he was so shocked at her that he left before 
the meal was half over.

Don Pedro—My poor Benedick, I wish I could 
advise you. But I really don’t know what to suggest. 
My brother could have helped you, I’m sure. He was 
always so good at intrigue. But, unfortunately, I had 
him executed after his last exploit with Claudio. It’s 
most unlucky. But that’s the worst of making away 
with a villain. You never know when you may need 
him. Poor John could always be depended upon in 
an emergency of this kind.

Benedick (gloomily)—He is certainly a great loss.
Don Pedro—Don’t you think you could arrange so 

that Beatrice should overhear you making love to 
someone else? We’ve tried that sort of thing more 
than once in this play.

Benedick (acidly)—As the result has invariably 
been disastrous, I think we may dismiss that expedient 
from our minds. No, there’s nothing for it but to put 
up with the affliction, and by practicing a habit of 
mental abstraction reduce the evil to bearable limits.

Don Pedro—I don’t think I quite follow you.
Benedick—In plain English, my dear Lord, I find 

the only way to go on living with Beatrice is never 
to listen to her. As soon as she begins to be witty, 
I fall into a kind of swoon, and in that comatose con­
dition I can live through perfect coruscations of bril-, 
liancy without inconvenience.

Don Pedro—Does she like that?
Benedick—Candidly, I don’t think she does.
Don Pedro—Hold! I have an idea.
Benedick (nervously)—I hope not. Your ideas 

have been singularly unfortunate hitherto.
Don Pedro—Ah, but you’ll approve of this.
Benedick—What is it?
Don Pedro—Leave your wife, and come with me.
Benedick (doubtfully)-—She’d come after us.
Don Pedro—Yes, but we should have the start.
Benedick—That’s true. By Jove, I’ll do it! Let’s 

go at once. (Rises hastily.)
Don Pedro—I think you ought to leave some kind 

of message for her—just to say good-by, you know. 
It seems more polite.

Benedick—Perhaps so. (Tears a leaf out of pocket­
book.) What shall it be, prose or verse? I remember 
Claudio burst into poetry when he was taking leave 
of Hero. Such bad poetry, too!

Don Pedro—I think you might make it verse— 
as you’ve leaving her forever. It seems more in keep­
ing with the solemnity of the occasion.

Benedick—So it does. (Writes.)
Bored to death by Beatrice’s tongue 

Was the hero that lived here—■—•
Don Pedro—Hush! Isn’t that your wife over there?
Benedick (losing his temper)—Dash it all! There’s 

nothing but eavesdropping in this play.
Don Pedro—Perhaps she doesn’t see us. Let’s steal 

off, anyhow, on the chance.
(They creep off on tiptoe [R] as Beatrice 

enters with similar caution [L]).
Beatrice (watching them go)—Bother! I thought 

I should overhear what they were saying. I believe 
Benedick is really running away. It’s just as well. 
If he hadn’t / should. He had really grown too dull 
for anything. (Sees note which Benedick has left.) 
Ah, so he’s left a message. “Farewell forever,” I 
suppose. (Reads it. Stamps her foot.) Monster! If 
I ever see him again I’ll scratch him!

Increment

he Old Mandarin
Always perplexes his friend the Adjuster
At the Prune Exchange Bank 
By adding his balances together 
In the Chinese fashion.
For example: he once had $5000 in the bank 
And drew various checks against it.

A Conundrum after the Chinese 
propounded by 

CHRISTOPHER MORLEY

He drew $2000; thus leaving a balance of $3000.
He drew $1500; thus leaving a balance of $1500.
He drew $900; thus leaving a balance of $600.
He drew $600; thus leaving a balance of 000.

$5000. $5100.

Yet, as you see, when he adds his various balances 
He finds that they total $5100
And the Old Mandarin therefore maintains
There should still be $100 to his credit.
They had to engage the Governor of the Federal 

Reserve
To explain the fallacy to him.



he Armored Train,” 
melodrama of the Russian 
Revolution, staged for the 
first time at the Pasadena. 
Cal., Community Playhouse.

'Sy CARL CARMER
Associate Editor of Theatre Arts Monthly

ittle Giant
America’s Theater of the People Grows Up

A
 theater which should be an inspira­

tion and a recreation both to its audi­
ences and to its active participants has for years been 

the dream of many Americans. They desired a place 
where the native playwright might see his interpreta­
tions of his own land realized by compatriots who 
took joy in doing it. All theater-lovers might here 
strive together toward the creation of a synthesis of 
light and color and sound and form which should be 
an artistic unit—-a production. And in striving, their 
desire for creative expression might be appeased. As 
a fulfilment of such a conception the American “Little 
Theater” came into existence.

Kenneth Macgowan, in his recently published vol­
ume on our native amateur art-theaters, Footlights 
Across America, makes an interesting prophecy with 
regard to American drama:

“The drama will be, first of all, an expression of 
local characters and local conditions—easily under­
stood by their own people, easily attractive to them; 
if such local drama proves to have universal qualities, 
either of truth or of art, it will live beyond the locality 
and be seen all over the country. As to a national 
theater, if we are to have one, it will certainly not be 
found on feverish Broadway or in that synthetic capi­
tal, Washington. It will have its roots in every State. 
It will live nationally through its local and character­
istic institutions.”

For almost twenty years now the amateur art-thea­
ters of America, in the effort to reach such a goal as 
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Mr. Macgowan has described, have constituted what 
has been known as “The Little Theater Movement.” 
During that time many have endured vicissitudes only 
to live on in triumph. Probably more have perished 
ingloriously. Failures for the most part have been 
from good and sufficient causes. The “arty” and the 
highbrow have ministered to some with fatal conse­
quence. Amateur mismanagement of their business 
has killed others. But the idea of a theater of the 
people is a hardy one. And it has never been more 
flourishing than now. Once the dean of Broadway 
producers honored the Little Theaters by intimating 
that they were a menace to the show business. This 
year sees the Eighth Annual Little Theater One-Act 
Play Tournament for the prize which bears his name, 
the Belasco Cup. Not long ago George Kelly, in one 
of the most amusing American comedies, aimed the 
shaft of satiric burlesque at them with telling effect. 
But the torch-bearers of today can and do play 
The Torch-bearers with amusement and without con­
scious blushes.

The Little Theater during the past few years has 
been growing up. Its whole organization evidences in­
creased maturity and power. In wealth alone it has 
come to demand recognition. Throughout the land— 
in Pasadena, Cleveland, Dallas, Chicago, Omaha, San 
Antonio, Birmingham, New Orleans and scores of 
other cities rise the walls of beautiful, thoroughly 
equipped play-houses—the property of civic amateur­
theater organizations. Beside them the professional



theaters often look old and dingy. No one can read 
the facts as they are set forth in the admirably com­
prehensive Footlights Across America without being 
deeply impressed by the material holdings of the 
Little Theater groups and by the prospects of their 
future prosperity. Annual budgets which only a few 
years ago dealt in meager hundreds now deal in thou­
sands and sometimes hundreds of thousands. To 
these groups it has seemed that there is no virtue in 
being poor. Increased finances have meant increased 
power to do what they wanted to do. Unwilling to 
compromise they have gambled on the idealistic the­
ater and they have won.

It is not merely in the world's goods that the Little 
Theaters have gained in power. When they began, the 
inexperience of the actors and director and the rest of 
the personnel demanded short flights only—the one- 
act play was the standard production. Today the 
one-act program is the exception. The amateur com­
panies have found themselves capable of holding the 
interest of their audiences throughout plays of full 
professional length. This has been partially due to 
the employment of skilled directors. Whether from 
this or other causes, acting in the Little Theaters has 
improved at an astonishing rate. Indeed many of the 
amateur actors have turned professional. Katharine
Cornell and Hope Williams 
are but two of a large num­
ber of professional players 
who have been recruited 
from the amateur ranks.

Moreover, the Little 
Theaters have apparently 
been more successful of 
late in their choice of plays 
than have been the com­
mercial producers with 
their stock and road com­
panies. The latter have 
been complaining bitterly 
about the talkies. Few of 
them have realized that in 
the very city in which their 
shows have failed an

amateur civic company is playing good plays success­
fully to enthusiastic audiences. Indeed the dweller in 
the so-called provinces whose city supports a Little 
Theater is frequently assured of seeing a better series 
of plays than he could witness by a winter of hap­
hazard first-night attendance among the theaters of 
Broadway. Most of the plays for the Little Theater 
will have been chosen because they are good plays of 
proved merit. Just what standards serve as a basis for 
the choice of some of Broadway's producers is a 
mystery.

The demand for the three-act play has become so 
acute among the Little Theaters within the last two 
years that a peculiar situation has arisen involving 
royalties and rights to perform. It has been an un­
written law among play agents for years that a play 
first completes its New York run, then is taken on 
the road, then is sold for stock production, and finally 
is sold to amateurs. Certain cities have been listed 
with the agents as “stock towns” and it has been the 
practice not to sell amateur production rights in such 
a city until the play has first been played there by a 
stock company. The mortality rate among the stock 
groups has been very high lately. But the play agents 
still keep up their custom, to the extreme annoyance 
of the amateurs. (Continued on page 134)

tyCiyhly commendable pro­
ductions of well-known plays 
have been made by little the­
ater groups in widely separ­
ated parts of the country. 
Pictured at the left is the first 
act of the Ibsen’s “The Master 
Builder” as stayed by the 
Seattle Repertory Playhouse. 
Above is shown a pretentious 
scene from Shaw’s “The 
Devil's Disciple” as produced 
by the Little Theatre of 

Dallas, Texas.
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wentieth Century

It is natural enough that any list of the 

best-loved books in the world should widen 
out as it approaches our own time. In the list of “100 
Books Most Worth Reading” selected by the editors 
of the Golden Book, first published last month in 
this magazine and now reprinted here, fifty titles 
cover fairly satisfactorily the greatest contributions 
of literature from the earliest days to the beginning of 
the nineteenth century—for present-day men and 
women. But the remaining fifty seem entirely too few 
to include the varied volumes of fiction, poetry, phi­
losophy, and science which have been published in the 
last 125 years, and have played a large part in shaping 
contemporary minds.

There must, of course, be room on the list for the 
great Romantic poets—-Wordsworth, Shelley, Keats, 
Byron—and it seems absurd that the line must be 
drawn at such as Coleridge; Browning and Tennyson 
are here too, but no room for Swinburne or the pre- 
Raphaelites. The great nineteenth century novelists 
who are still favorites take a good deal of space: 
Scott, Dickens, Thackeray, Jane Austen, Dumas, Bal­
zac, Flaubert, Hugo, George Eliot, Hawthorne, Mark 
Twain, Stevenson, and Kipling—and the colossal Rus­
sians: Dostoievsky, Turgeniev, and Tolstoi. But a 
dozen names hardly less vital tumble to one’s tongue,

Dr. Edwin Mims 
Selects for the Golden Book 

the 25 Most Worth While Books 
of the Twentieth Century

Galsworthy’s Forsyte Saga
Conrad’s Lord Jim
Hamsun’s Growth of the Soil
Lewis’ Babbitt
Cather’s My Antonia
Roberts’ The Time of Man
Masefield’s Poems
Hardy’s Poems
Frost’s Poems
Robinson’s Poems
Masters’ Spoon River Anthology
Strachey’s Queen Victoria
Wells’ Outline of History
Beard’s Rise of American Civilization 
Bergson’s Creative Evolution
Whitehead’s Science and the Modern World 
Eddington’s Nature of the Physical World 
More’s Shelburne Essays
Babbitt’s Rousseau and Romanticism 
Mumford’s The Golden Day 
Sherman’s The Genius of America 
Shaw’s Man and Superman 
O’Neill’s Strange Interlude
Synge’s Playboy of the Western World 
Adams’ Education of Henry Adams

while to choose the single volume which will epitomize 
the genius of each of these men is a difficult task.

Lamb, Carlyle, Pater, Emerson, Nietzsche, and 
Kant—these are included, but at the expense of Rus­
kin, Newman, Spencer, Hegel. There is no room for 
volumes of science, history, or criticism which, because 
of a changing body of facts or point of view, are now 
of historical rather than intrinsic living value.

c&he One Hundred Books Most
The Bible
Homer’s Iliad; Odyssey
Aesop’s Fables
/Eschylus’ Prometheus Bound
Sophocles’ (Edipus Tyrannus
Euripides’ Medea _
Herodotus’ Histories
Plato’s Dialogues
Aristotle’s Politics; Poetics
Lucretius’ On the Nature of Things
Virgil’s /Eneid
Horace’s Poems
Tacitus’ Histories
Plutarch’s Lives
Epictetus’ Morals
Marcus Aurelius’ Meditations
The Arabian Nights

The Song of Roland 
Niebelungenlied 
Mahabharata
Dante’s Divine Comedy 
Boccaccio’s Decameron 
Chaucer’s Canterbury Tales 
Malory’s Morte d'Arthur 
Rabelais’ Gargantua; Pantagruel 
Montaigne’s Essays
Cervantes’ Don Quixote
Bacon’s Essays
Shakespeare’s Plays
Milton’s Collected Poems
Pascal’s Letters
Pepys’ Diary
Bunyan’s Pilgrim's Progress 
Le Sage’s Gil Blas

Pope’s Poems
Addison’s Spectator Papers
Defoe’s Robinson Crusoe
Swift’s Gulliver's Travels
Voltaire’s Candide
Fielding’s Tom Jones
Sterne’s Tristram Shandy
Goldsmith’s The Vicar of Wakefield
Franklin’s Autobiography
Burke’s Speeches on America
Rousseau’s Confessions
Walpole’s Letters
Boswell’s Life of Johnson
Kant’s Critique of Pure Reason
Grimm’s Household Tales
Andersen’s Fairy Tales
Goethe’s Faust ;Wilhelm Meister's Apprenticeship

104



Books Most Worth Reading
The 25 Books of the Twentieth Century 
Most Frequently Named on Sixty Lists 

of Best Books, 1901-1925

Compiled by Asa Don Dickinson

Bennett’s Old Wives’ Tale
Galsworthy’s Forsyte Saga
Kipling’s Kim
Masefield’s Poems
Wharton’s Ethan Frome
Rolland’s Jean-Christophe
Hergesheimer’s Java Head
Masters’ Spoon River Anthology
Tarkington’s Penrod
London’s Call of the Wild
Wells’ Outline of History
Wister’s Virginian
De Morgan’s Joseph Vance
Frost’s Poems
Garland’s Son of the Middle Border
Hamsun’s Growth of the Soil
Cather’s My Antonia
Hardy’s Dynasts
Hudson’s Green Mansions
Robinson’s Poems
O. Henry’s The Four Million
Synge’s Riders to the Sea
Lewis’ Babbitt
O’Neill’s Beyond the Horizon
Shaw’s Man and Superman

But complicated as the business is so far, it is easier 
for the nineteenth century than for our own. Here it 
is all guess-work, if fascinating guess-work. From the 
first thirty years of our century only a few names 
probably merit a place on any selective and funda­
mental list of only one hundred titles. But which few 
shall they be? Shaw’s Man and Superman, Gals­
worthy’s Forsyte Saga, Kipling’s Kim, Conrad’s Nig-

Concluding a discussion in the Golden 
Book for May of the 100 Books which 
can most nearly put in your possession 
the culture and delight of the ages.

ger of the Narcissus and Nostromo, Hardy, Romain 
Rolland’s Jean-Christophe, Doughty, Fraser’s Golden 
Bough, Willa Cather and Dreiser are the scanty 
handful of contemporary books, which wind up our 
list of world-masters. A totally different handful 
would be no less fairly, or unfairly, representative, and 
five times that number would be well worth reading. 
Certainly it is important for us to understand our own 
generation, and to know its best achievements.

We are presenting here, therefore, two lists of 
twenty-five books of our century which promise to 
make a permanent place for themselves in literature, 
and are the most worth reading of our generation:

The first is the selection of Dr. Edwin Mims, made 
especially for the Golden Book. It is a personal list, 
but of a man acutely and discriminatingly interested 
in the best that his age has produced.

The second list is made up of the twenty-five books 
most frequently mentioned on more than sixty reliable 
lists of the best books published between 1901 and 
1925. In a volume called “The Best Books of Our 
Time” Asa Don Dickinson has assembled these varied 
judgments of careful scholars and sifted out from 
them the twenty-five titles which most frequently hold 
high place. And here they are.

Worth Reading
Wordsworth’s Poems 
Byron’s Poems 
Shelley’s Poems 
Keats’ Poems 
Browning’s Poems 
Tennyson’s Poems 
Arnold’s Poems 
Scott’s Ivanhoe; Quentin Durward;

Heart of Midlothian
Austen’s Pride and Prejudice 
Bronte’s Wuthering Heights 
Lamb’s Essays 
Carlyle’s Heroes and Hero Worship 

French Revolution 
Poe’s Poems and Tales 
Hawthorne’s Scarlet Letter 
Emerson’s Essays 
Thoreau’s Walden

^^s Selected by the Edit

Whitman’s Leaves of Grass
Melville’s Moby Dick
Balzac’s Pere Goriot
Hugo’s Les Miserables
Dumas’ The Three Musketeers
Flaubert’s Madame Bovary
Maupassant’s Selected Stories
Thackeray’s Vanity Fair
Dickens’ David Copperfield; Pickwick Papers
Eliot’s Middlemarch; The Millon the Floss
Meredith’s The Ordeal of Richard Feverel
Butler’s The Way of All Flesh
Hardy’s Tess of the D'Urbervilles 

and The Return of the Native
Carroll’s Alice in Wonderland
Turgeniev’s Virgin Soil
Dostoievsky’s Crime and Punishment;

The Brothers Karamazov

> of the Golden Book

Tolstoi’s Anna Karenina
Ibsen’s Ghosts; The Wild Duck
Chekhov’s Cherry Orchard; Short Stories
Twain’s Huckleberry Finn
Pater’s Appreciations
Stevenson’s Essays; Kidnapped
Nietzsche’s Thus Spake Zarathustra
France’s Penguin Island;

Crime of Sylvestre Bonnard
Kipling’s Kim _
Doughty’s Travels in Arabia Deserta
Fraser’s The Golden Bough
Shaw’s Man and Superman
Conrad’s Nostromo; Nigger of the Narcissus
Galsworthy’s The Forsyte Saga
Rolland’s Jean-Christophe
Cather’s My Antonia
Dreiser’s An American Tragedy
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s At to Varennes
®y Alexandre Dumas

CoNCLUSION

Translated by R. S. Garnett

The situation is:

The French Revolution was brewing, and King Louis XVI found himself 
practically a prisoner in the palace of Versailles with his Queen. Marie An­
toinette. and their two children. Since all hope for their safety seemed to lie outside 

of France, they planned to escape from Paris to the frontier.
Sixty-four years later Dumas sets about to retrace, step by step, this dramatic flight. 

He seeks to clear up certain historical details by interviewing people on the scene who 
had been witnesses of the great event and by consulting whatever documents he may 
find at Chalons, Sainte-Menehould, and Varennes. From his investigations he recon-
structs the exciting days of 1791.

On the evening set for their flight, the party of eight finally slipped out of the palace 
by twos and reached the fiacre which was to take them out of Paris. They arrived 
safely at Sainte-Menehould, but there, through the indiscretion of the King, they were 
recognized. Though they departed in safety, the populace was in a turmoil, and Drouet 
and Guillaume, two young patriots, were commissioned by the Town Council to pursue 
the royal carriages and arrest the flight in the name of the National Assembly.

The royal carriages proceed to Varennes. There Drouet overtakes them, dramati­
cally rouses the town and halts the flight. King Louis and his family are forced to pass 
the night at the bourgeois home of M. Sauce; representatives arrive from Paris to 
arrest them, and the following day the captive royal family is forced to begin the long 
journey back to Paris. Their only hope of escape now lies in M. de Bouille, an officer 
of the King's forces, who may be able to overtake the escort apd rescue the King.

And what was M. de Bouille doing during 

, all this time. Let us take his account 
after those of Messieurs de Valory, de Goguelat, and 
de Choiseul, and we shall learn.

He was at Dun, where he had passed the night in 
mortal anxiety. It was the furthest point of his sur­
vey. At three o’clock, having no news, he mounted 
and went to Stenay. At Stenay he was in the center 
of his forces and could act more effectively, as he had 
larger numbers of men at his disposal. Between four 
and five o’clock he was joined successively by M. de 
Rohrig, AL de Raigecourt, and by his son. Then he 
knew everything.

But M. de Bouille was not very sure of his men. 
He was surrounded by “bad,” that is to say, “pa­
triotic" towns. He was threatened by Metz, Verdun, 
and Stenay. It was the fear of Stenay that, above all 
had made him quit Dun. The “Royal-Allemand” 
was the only regiment on which he could rely. It 
must be worked up to white heat. M. de Bouille and 
his son, Louis, applied themselves to the task, body 
and soul. A bottle of wine and a louis to every man 
did the business. And still it took two hours to get 
started. They did get off, but not till seven o’clock!

In two hours they had covered the eight leagues 
that separated them from Varennes. On the way they 
met a hussar.

“Well? What news?”
“The King has been arrested.”
“We know that; what next?”
“The King has just left Varennes.”
“And where is he going?”
“To Paris.”
Bouille did not stay to reply. He struck spurs into 

his horse, and his regiment followed him. Varennes 
saw them ride down the hill like a waterspout on the 
vineyards, says the official narrative.

The King had started an hour before. There was 
no time to lose; the Rue de 1’Hopital was barricaded, 
the bridge was barricaded. They would have to circle 
the town, pass the river by the ford at the shambles, 
and take up a position on the Clermont road in order 
to hold up the escort.

This they did. The river was crossed. Three hun­
dred paces more and they would have gained the road. 
But they came to the millstream; six feet deep and an 
impracticable slope! They had to halt and return.

Now listen to what young Louis de Bouille says:
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insults him will be hanged.’’

“We failed in our attempt with that little troop, 
having the whole of France against us!”

They had an idea, momentarily, of wheeling round 
the town in the other direction, passing the river at 
the ford of Saint Gengulphus, taking the Rue Saint­
Jean, crossing Varennes and falling on the rear of the 
escort. But the dragoons were worn out; the horses 
were falling down at every step: they would have to 
fight in order to cross Varennes, and fight in order to 
reach the King. It was reported that the garrison at 
Verdun was on the march with cannon.

Their hearts failed them. They saw that all was 
lost. M. de Bouille returned his sword to its sheath, 
and weeping with rage ordered the retreat.

The inhabitants of the upper town saw him with 
his men waiting for yet an hour, unable to bring 
themselves to retire. At last they took the road to 
Dun and disappeared round the further side of the 
hill. They were not seen again. The King continued 
on his way—the way of the Cross.

Chapter VII

We had started on our task of examining 
this road, step by step, from Sainte-Mene- 
hould, at ten o’clock in the morning. Half an hour 

later we were at the highest point in the district. It 
is here, at la Grange-aux-Bois, that the Forest of Ar­
gonne commences, in the defile that one year later, in 
June, 1792, Dumouriez had orders to defend. On the 
right and the left one still sees the emplacements of 
the batteries which could direct a cross fire on the road. 
It is the old road, of course, to which I refer.

Let us see, my dear friend Victor Hugo, what you— 
a great artist—think of this landscape. I open your 
pages and I read:

“Before arriving at the large town of Clermont, one 
crosses a beautiful valley where the confines of the

Marne and the Meuse meet. The descent into this 
valley is magical. The way plunges down between two 
hills, and at first one sees nothing below but a sea of 
foliage; then the road turns and the whole valley is 
in sight, a vast amphitheatre formed by the hills: in 
the midst is an attractive village, almost Italian in 
appearance, so flat are its roofs. To the right and left, 
other villages on the wooded knolls; steeples rising 
from out of the haze which reveal more hamlets hid­
den in the recesses of the valley as in the folds of a 
mantle of green velvet; vast meadows where great 
herds of cattle are grazing; and through the midst 
of it runs a fine river, swift-flowing and joyous.”

That is just it, and I do not need to give any further 
description: this one is perfect.

The village with the flat roofs is Les Islettes. It 
was beyond this village that Guillaume had to take 
the short cut through the woods. Only, by the new 
road, one loses his track; one must follow the old road, 
where one can only proceed now on foot, broken as it 
is, since it fell into disuse, by ravines and quagmires.

We arrived at Clermont. The horses needed a rest; 
and we drew up at a little tavern on the right hand 
side of the street, about half way up the village.

As we were leaving Clermont, our horse, which the 
driver had somewhat overworked, made the negotia­
tion of a fairly steep descent a pretext for falling down, 
and for upsetting us into the bargain. We disen­
gaged ourselves as best we could, and briskly got upon 
our feet again. But as for the horse, he did not stir. 
For one instant we were taken in, and thought he was 
in a fit. I proposed to bleed him. But the driver, 
more used to his tricks, prescribed the whip. This 
treatment took effect. Our Bucephalus jumped up, 
quietly allowed himself to be put between the shafts, 
and took the road to Varennes at a trot.

About four o’clock we reached the first houses.
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All that can be known of a district without having 
seen it, I already knew; only, I had been led into an 
error—like everyone else—concerning the spot where 
the arrest of Louis XVI. took place. Not one historian 
but says he was stopped at the Grand Monarque Inn. 
I ordered our driver to take us to the Grand Mon- 
arque. He took us there. I recognized the bridge; I 
recognized the river; and I arrived at the Grand 
Monarque, convinced that this was the spot of the 
arrest. Nevertheless, the sight of the large square, 
on which the windows of the hotel looked, troubled 
my sense of surety. I had read in Hugo—and I 
know Hugo’s accuracy as an artist—I had read: 
“Today, I cross the little Place de Varennes, which is 
shaped like the knife of a guillotine------.” But the 
“Place” on which I was looking was not little, but 
large. It was not triangular, but square. I called 
the mistress of the hotel, Madame Gauthier. “Ma­
dame,” I asked her, “will you kindly tell me which is 
M. Sauce’s house.”

“Oh! Monsieur is like the rest; he is mistaken in 
the place.”

“But was it not opposite the Hotel du Grand 
Monarque that Louis XVI. was arrested?”

“No, it was opposite the Hotel du Bras d'Or, in the 
upper town, by the Place de Latry.”

“But did not Louis XVI. then cross the bridge?” 
“Never, Monsieur; the furthest he got in the town 

was to the Procurator of the Commune’s house. If 
he had been able to reach the bridge, he would have 
been saved, for he would have been in the midst of 
his hussars.”

This, indeed, was true.
“But,” I insisted, “all the historians say that he was 

arrested at the Hotel du Grand Monarque.”
“They are wrong. He was expected there: I have 

often heard tell how, for eight days running, they 
kept a dinner all ready for him. But if you want to 
see the real spot where he was arrested, you must go 
back into the upper town.”

We recrossed the bridge, and went up the 
Rue de la Basse Cour. We found our­
selves at last in a little “Place” which was shaped like 

the knife of a guillotine.
There, I acknowledged the truth.
But I needed a cicerone. I entered the manager’s 

office. As good luck would have it I lighted on the 
Keeper of the Archives. I introduced myself, and he 
put himself at my service.

In a town like Paris, and in the midst of a popula­
tion like the Parisians, no occurrence, however im­
portant, leaves any trace. Events pass in Paris like 
the waves of the sea; one drives out the other. But 
in a little provincial town like Clermont, Sainte-Mene- 
hould, or Varennes, it is not at all the same thing—at 
Varennes above all. Nobody spoke of Varennes before 
the 21st of June, 1791. On the 22nd, Varennes was 
the subject of the whole world’s talk; all Europe had 
its eyes fixed on it.

Varennes lived a fevered life for twelve hours. 
During these twelve hours an event of immense im­
portance took place within its walls. Since that day, 
all who are born at Varennes look back and keep their

eyes fixed on the great occurrence. You may ques­
tion the lowest townsman of Varennes; he knows the 
history of those twelve hours better than the most 
learned historian.

In the middle of the profound provincial night, 
there occurred twelve hours of storm and fire. All 
that was observed during those twelve hours—deeds, 
words, events—has remained as vivid in the recollec­
tion of the people as if it had occurred only the pre­
vious night; and it will so remain, whatever betide; 
for never again will an event of this importance oc­
cur to efface the remembrance of this one. Suppose Va­
rennes were buried under lava, like Herculaneum, or 
in ashes, like Pompeii, nevertheless its greatest day 
would not be the day it perished. The greatest day of 
Varennes would remain the 22nd of June, 1791, the day 
when King Louis XVI. was arrested in front of the 
Bras d’Or.

And my Keeper of Archives fulfilled the office of 
cicerone marvelously well. Under his guidance nothing 
remained obscure. The “Place” took again its ancient 
aspect; the church which has disappeared was re­
built ; the archway—which no longer exists today— 
raised once again its vaulted roof; the house of Sauce, 
the grocer, which has retreated one meter thirty centi­
meters from the road, stepped back into its original 
alignment—and then I learnt all that had been impos­
sible to understand from M. Thiers.

Here is what the historian of the Revolution says 
on the single theme of Varennes; you will see the er­
rors that we have pointed out. Can it be, by any 
chance, that this history, boasted to be irreproachable, 
is as inaccurate as it is poorly written?

“Varennes is built on the banks of a river, narrow 
yet deep; a detachment of hussars was on guard there: 
but the officer, not seeing the treasure arrive, as had 
been announced, had left his troop in their quarters. 
The coach arrived at last and crossed the bridge.1 
Hardly had it disappeared under an archway2 when 
Drouet aided by another individual, stopped the 
horses.

‘“Your passport?’ he cried.
“And with his gun he threatened the travelers should 

they insist on advancing.
“They obeyed the order and produced their pass­

port. Drouet took possession of it, and pronounced 
that it was for the Procurator of the Commune to ex­
amine it. The royal family was then conducted be­
fore the Procurator, who was named Sausse.”3

How much more accurate we “romancers” are than 
that!

And so it is Hugo who enables me to correct La- 
cretelle, Lamartine, and Thiers.

But what I desired above all was a map of the town. 
We went back to the Mayor's office, and I was shown 
one. It was dated 1812. This would not do for me; 
it was later than 1791. My cicerone reflected. Then 
suddenly, striking his head, he exclaimed, “I have what 
you want. Come with me.”

(i) We have seen that the coach never crossed the bridge.
(2) The coach did not disappear under an archway. We have said that 

it was too high to pass, and that the bodyguards on the box would have 
fractured their skulls against the vaulting.

(1) The name of the Procurator of the Commune was spelt not Sausse. 
but Sauce. I have verified this by his own .signature: unless indeed he did 
not know how to write his own name, which is hardly credible.
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When I am on the track of an idea I never trouble 
myself about the disturbance I may cause. I have 
to attain my end at all costs.

Our Keeper of Archives knocked at a door. “Is M. 
Carre de Alalbery here?” he asked.

“Yes; but he is upstairs, moving furniture.”
“Tell him that AL Alexandre Dumas wishes to speak 

with him, and beg him to be so kind as to come down.”
I left not only all action, but all speech to my guide. 

At my name, which she had 
overheard, Aladame de Mal­
bery came out and took me 
into the drawing room. 
Some moments later, I heard 
steps rushing down the stair­
case. It was M. de Mal­
bery. What hesitation could 
I have when I saw everyone 
so kind, so cordial, so 
anxious to serve me? I 
came to ask a favor from 
him, and he received me as 
if I were doing him one.

AI. Carre de Alalbery had 
a map of the town of Va- 
rennes made by his father 
in 1772. I asked his leave 
to make a tracing of it. He 
did better than to accord 
me this permission; he gave 
me the map itself.

The two proces-verbal

“C&Coiu often lame I been on the point of 
cominy to offer myself to you!”

(official accounts) of the arrest of the King, the first 
of the 23 rd and the second of the 27th, were still to be 
sought. I wanted to go and copy them at the Alayor’s 
office, but my archivist undertook to get them copied 
for me.

So we had only to return to the Hotel du Grand 
Alonarque and dine.

Apropos of the Hotel du Grand Alonarque, Hugo 
says:

“Louis XVI. was perhaps arrested at the Grand 
Alonarque. If so, he saw himself painted on the sign- 
board—himself, a painted king, poor Grand 
Alonarch!”

In fact it was the practice of the landlords of the 
Grand Alonarque to go to the expense of a fresh 
portrait at each new reign. Those who lived under 
Louis XIV., who reigned seventy-one years, and under 
Louis XV. who reigned fifty-four years, and under 
Louis XVI. who reigned nineteen years, were fortu­
nate ; the trouble began under the Republic and the 
Directory, with a pause, for a time, under Napoleon 
I. In 1814 they had to substitute Louis XVIII; in 
1815, to put up Napoleon again. Three months later 
he had to be rubbed out and Louis XVIII. repainted; 
next Charles X., and then Louis Philippe. Louis 
Philippe was the last effigy on the sign of the Grand 
Alonarque.

When the republic of 1848 was proclaimed, a regi­
ment of sappers, seeing the portrait of Louis Philippe 
—who for eighteen years had been paying them their 
wages in coin bearing his image—took a pot of Prus­
sian blue and daubed the sign all over. Since then,

Aladame Gauthier, who is a sensible woman, has left 
the sign bedaubed. The hotel remains the Grand 
Alonarque—but without a king.

I do not know whether the hostess who kept the 
Grand Alonarque in 1791 was as eminent in the art of 
cooking as Aladame Gauthier. If she were so, Louis 
XVL, who was a gourmet, had reason to regret that 
eight dinners had been prepared for him which he 
never had the chance to eat.

We had just finished one 
of the best dinners that we 
had eaten—certainly, for a 
very long time—when I re­
ceived a message from the 
cure of Varennes. He asked 
if it would be indiscreet of 
him to come and pay me a 
visit in company with his 
curate. I replied at once 
that it was for me to call 
upon him and not for him to 
put himself out for me. 
Five minutes later I crossed 
the Place and was at his 
house.

I entered it at half past 
seven; I left it at one 
o’clock in the morning, and, 
curious to relate, all that 
time, for five hours and a 
half, we were talking history 
and theology. Aly thanks

to AI. Ie Cure of Varennes for the delightful evening 
he enabled me to pass.

At one in the morning we got once more into our 
wagonette and drove off. I have three pieces of ad­
vice to give to those who visit Varennes in my wake: 
lodge with Aladame Gauthier at the Grand Alonarque; 
talk with the cure of Varennes and his curate; and 
come back across the forest of Argonne on a fine moon­
light night.

Chapter VIII
nd now let us return to another error of 

AL Thiers. “The journey was slow,” he
says, “because the coach kept pace with the National 
Guards. It lasted for eight days.”

The journey took three days, not eight. AL Thiers 
had only to do what we are doing here, to read and 
copy the King's account of the journey written in his 
own hand:

“Wednesday 22, left Varennes at five or six in the 
morning, had dejeuner at Sainte-AIenehould, arrived 
at ten in the evening at Chalons, supped there and 
slept at the old Intendant’s office.

“Thursday 23, at half past eleven they interrupted 
Alass in order to hurry our departure; partook of 
dejeuner at Chalons, dined at Epernay, found the 
Commissioners of the Assembly near Port-a-Binson; 
arrived at eleven o’clock at Dormans, and supped 
there; slept three hours in an armchair.

“Friday 24, left Dormans at half-past seven; dined 
at la Ferte-sous-Jouarre; arrived at ten o’clock at 
Aleaux; supped and slept at the bishop’s house.
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“Saturday 25, left Meaux at half-past six; arrived at 
Paris at eight o'clock without stopping.”

If history, which affects to despise the picturesque, 
does not take good care to give correct dates, I should 
like to know what is the use of history. A chronology 
is a poor thing at the best; but an inaccurate chron­
ology is nothing at all.

Nothing important happened from Varennes to 
Sainte-Menehould. There was great prostration of 
the illustrious prisoners, that was all.

Sainte-Menehould was crowded with people. 
National Guards swarmed all over the town; 

the Chalons guards had come, some by the post, some 
in private vehicles or in farm carts. The number of 
strangers was so great that they feared there would 
not be enough food for everyone in the town.

Couriers arrived announcing the coming of the 
royal family. The Mayor and the members of the 
Town Council went out as far as the bridge of the 
Aisne, situated at the end of the Rue de la Porte-des- 
Bois. A municipal officer took the opportunity of 
making a discourse to the King on the alarms which 
his flight had caused in France. Louis XVI. con­
tented himself with replying, “I never had any inten­
tion of leaving my kingdom.”

About ten or eleven o’clock the carriages arrived. 
Two walls of armed men had been drawn up. reaching 
from the suburb to the Town Hall. These fell in and 
followed as the carriages passed them. The crowd 
was so dense that it took nearly half-an-hour to ad­
vance five hundred paces. About half-past eleven 
the King ascended the steps of the Town Hall. His 
clothes were covered with dust and he looked very 
careworn. The Queen, dressed in black, held the 
Dauphin by the hand. Louis XVI. and the children 
were hungry. As for the Queen, she seemed to have 
no more need for food than for sleep. A dejeuner 
had been thoughtfully prepared by the Municipal 
Council. But, as there was some delay in serving it. a 
gendarme named Lapointe—the same who with Legay 
had rushed to the assistance of Drouet—this gen­
darme named Lapointe brought some cherries in his 
hat to Madame Royale.

The royal family were in need of rest. The Mayor, 
M. Dupuis de Dammartin, offered them the use of his 
house; the King accepted it. Then the Mayor re­
marked to the King that it might be a good thing if 
he, the Queen and the Dauphin would show themselves 
to the people. The King first appeared; then the 
Queen, holding the Dauphin in her arms. The window 
where they stood, the only one in the Town Hall that 
had a balcony, was too small for them to show them­
selves together.

Then a municipal officer ventured to announce to 
the people that, the King being very much fatigued. 
His Majesty proposed to do the inhabitants of Sainte- 
Menehould the honor of sleeping within their pre­
cincts. The carriages had already been taken into the 
coach house, when the National Guards from the dif­
ferent towns and villages around, who crowded all the 
inns and taverns, assembled on the Place, and raising 
cries of “Aristocrats!” and “Traitors!” demanded the 
instant departure of the King, who, they declared, was

being kept so near the frontier only so that the enemy 
could come and carry him off. And so they insisted on 
his departure.

The King, having heard the noise, asked the cause, 
and when he had been informed, said, “Very well, then, 
let us go.” The Queen did not accept the situation 
with the same philosophy. An old man called Chalier, 
assured me that he had heard the Queen say to her son, 
whilst pointing out the National Guards to him: 
“You see those toads in blue? They are the people 
who want us to go.”

Needless to say, the National Guards’ uniform was 
blue: and needless also to say that I do not vouch for 
the truth of this speech. An old man told me he heard 
it; that is all; and I give his name. However, the 
words are quite in keeping with the Queen’s character.

In traversing a hall of the Hotel de Ville, out of 
which opens a door of the chapel where the prisoners 
used to hear Mass, the Queen, noticing these prisoners 
at the barred door, caused five louis to be given to 
them, and the King added ten.

At two o’clock the carriages left for Chalons. The 
King, acknowledged now to be the King, had the 
seat of honor in the coach. The three couriers re­
mained on the coachman’s seat. In all this I am fol­
lowing the account of M. Buirette, an eye-witness. 
Not a single cry of “Long live the King!” greeted 
either the entrance or the departure of Louis XVI. 
All that was heard was “Long live the Nation!”, 
“Long live the Patriots!”

The way was long from Sainte-Menehould to Cha­
lons ; nine interminable leagues across these plains of 
chalk under an iron sky, with dazzling reflections of 
sunlight from the gun-barrels and scythe-blades of 
their guards. The royal family arrived at Chalons, 
shaken, exhausted, broken, at ten o’clock in the eve­
ning.

The authorities, with the Mayor at their head, 
awaited the prisoners at the Dauphine gate. Strange 
coincidence! This gate was no other than the tri­
umphal arch erected for Aladame la Dauphine on her 
entry into France. It still bore the inscription 
“Aeternum stet ut Amor!” (May it stand for ever 
like our love!)

At Chalons a change in popular feeling was seen. 
The rude bearing of the patriots was softened. This 
ancient town, which today can boast of nothing but its 
quite recent vine industry for the manufacture of 
champagne, was then chiefly populated by gentlemen 
of family, people of fortune, and royalist townsmen. 
To all these it was heart-breaking to see the poor King 
in such a plight.

A grand supper was prepared. The King and Queen 
supped in public as at Versailles; there were formal 
presentations: ladies arrived with enormous bouquets; 
the Queen was buried in flowers.

Drink deep of that cup, sire; it is to be your last 
draught!

On the next day, after having rested, they were to 
set off again. The start was to be late, after the royal 
family had heard Mass and lunched, or rather, dined ; 
for at this period they still had dinner at mid-day. 
Alass was said by AL Charlier, constitutional cure of 
Notre Dame.



Alexandre Dumas 111

But on the following day, unfortunately, all was 
changed. At ten o’clock the King went to Mass: but 
hardly had the service commenced when a loud dis­
turbance made itself heard. This noise was raised by 
a number of the National Guard from Reims. The 
cries came from a crowd rushing into the courtyard 
and surrounding the hotel; a furious mob made for 
the chapel: the doors were forced in spite of the re­
sistance of the National Guard. The King and Queen 
left the Mass and showed themselves on a balcony, 
but the sight of them only doubled the popular rage: 
they shouted that the King must go, and proceeded to 
drag the carriages out of the coach house. The King 
declared that he was quite ready to go. This calm 
announcement quieted the agitation of the people. 
Nevertheless, the phrase he used was, in essence, a 
protest.

‘‘Since they force me to it,” he said, “I will go.” 
And indeed, about eleven o’clock, they went.

When, forty years later, Madame la Duchesse 
d’Angouleme passed through Chalons, this terrible 
morning returned to her memory with such force that 
in reply to the congratulations addressed to her under 
the Dauphine’s gate, she could only bid the postillions 
—“Hurry.”

Between Epernay and Dormans, but nearer Dormans 
than Epernay, at Port-a-Binson, as Louis XVI. says in 
his diary, the procession suddenly came to a stop. 
The King put his head out of the berlin to discover 
the reason for the halt—you must not forget that the 
royal coach was still escorted by three or four thou­
sand men. Drouet and Guillaume, who seemed to 
have disappeared, had ridden on ahead to announce 
at Paris the King's arrival. The King, as we have 
said, inquired the cause of the halt.

Three deputies of the National Assembly had 
come to direct and assure the return of the 
King; all three from the Left, but exhibiting the three 

different shades of opinion of the Left: Latour-Mau- 
bourg, Royalist; Barnave, Constitutionalist: and 
Petion, Republican. The royal coach had stopped as I 
have said: the three deputies approached. Petion drew 
an order from his pocket and read it aloud. It was the 
decree of the National Assembly which empowered 
them to precede the King, commanding them not only 
to watch over his safety but to assure the respect due 
to royalty in his person. After the reading of the order, 
Barnave and Petion got into the royal coach. Madame 
de Tourzel left it, and with M. de Latour-Maubourg 
entered the carriage of the ladies-in-waiting. The Queen 
would have preferred to keep de Latour-Maubourg. 
That Barnave, the little lawyer from Dauphine, with 
his bellicose swagger and his nose in the air, dis­
pleased her intensely—and Petion quite as much so, 
with his red gills swelling with his own self-esteem. 
But M. de Latour-Maubourg said to her in a low 
voice, “I have only accepted this ungracious mission 
which brings me to Your Majesty in the hope of being 
useful to the King; Your Majesty can therefore count 
on me for entire devotion. But the case is not the 
same with Barnave, who exercises a very great influ­
ence over the Assembly. He, as a lawyer, is vain, 
and his vanity will be flattered by being in the King’s

carriage. It is important that he should be allowed 
there and that the Queen should have the opportunity 
of making his closer acquaintance. I beg her, there­
fore, to agree that I should give my place up to him.”

The Queen nodded an affirmative. She would exert 
her woman's wiles once more and win over Barnave, 
as she had won Mirabeau. It was to descend a step 
lower, but it was at any rate a distraction.

Petion gave, at the start, the measure of his good 
breeding. As representing the Assembly, he declared, 
he ought to have his seat in the place of honor. The 
King and Queen signed to Madame Elizabeth who 
moved to the front seat. The party in the coach was 
then arranged thus: on the back seat the King, Petion, 
and the Queen: on the front, facing the King, Ma­
dame Elizabeth; facing Petion, Aladame Royale and 
the Dauphin: facing the Queen and knee to knee with 
her, Barnave. The first remarks of Barnave seemed 
to the Queen cold, dry and menacing. Barnave had 
dreamt of succeeding to Mirabeau's position. He 
had already nearly reached it in the Assembly, but he 
hoped to attain it perfectly. The Queen was to bear 
her share in his plans. Had not the Queen at Saint­
Cloud granted a meeting to Mirabeau? And had not 
Barnave the right to a similar favor?

Now. rumor went that one of the three gentlemen 
seated on the box was M. de Fersen. M. de Fersen, 
rightly or wrongly, was openly held to be the Queen's 
lover. Barnave was jealous of AL de Fersen. With 
the marvelous instinct of a woman, the Queen divined 
all this. She found an occasion to name the three 
body-guards, Alessieurs de Aloustier, de Valory, and 
de Alalden—but no de Fersen. Barnave drew a 
breath, smiled, and became affable. Handsome, young, 
polite, frank, and eloquent, and full of respect for the 
supreme misfortune that he saw before him, it was 
almost Barnave who won over the Queen. It is true 
that Petion's rudeness threw his courtesy into relief.

There was between Aladame Elizabeth and Aladame 
Royale a decanter of lemonade and a glass. Petion 
was thirsty, so he thought it but natural to drink. He 
took the glass and held it towards Aladame Elizabeth : 
Aladame Elizabeth took the decanter and poured out 
the lemonade for Petion.

“That's enough,’’ sa'd Petion, raising his glass as if 
he had been in a tavern.

The Dauphin, with the restlessness of a little child, 
was coming and going about the coach. This annoyed 
Petion, who caught the little boy and imprisoned him 
between his legs. This might be thought an attention. 
But. as he talked of public matters with the King, 
Petion grew animated. He had begun by stroking 
the Dauphin’s fair curls paternally; he ended by pull­
ing them. The child screwed up his face with pain. 
The Queen snatched him from between Petion's 
knees. Barnave, smiling, invited him into his arms.

“Yes,” said the prince; and he settled himself on 
Barnave's knees. His childish instinct told him that 
he had found a protector. Whilst playing with what 
lay near his hand, his attention was attracted by one 
of the buttons of the deputy’s coat, and he tried to 
spell out the motto. - After several efforts he suc­
ceeded. The motto was “Live free or die!”

(Continued on page 126)



rt in Everyday

At no time in the history of 

k civilization has decorative 
art played such a part in all our lives as' 
it does today—especially in America, 

where its relative value is fully appreciated. 
Too often in the past beautiful and 
harmonious surroundings have been the 
exclusive blessings of the rich; but now, 
no matter how or where we live, there 
is something we can do to create charm, 
and to express our own conception of an 
attractive and livable interior. This 
achievement is no longer necessarily the 
offspring of money—but of good taste. 
Good taste may be partially instinctive, 
but in its developed state it has fed 
upon knowledge. We may know that our 
home is not what we would have it— 
but what to do about it? That has to 
be learned. Therefore it would seem that 
every intelligent person, especially one 
with cultural inclinations, is or should be 
interested, not only in art of the moment,

but in what produced it—namely, the 
history, tradition and lore that lie be­
hind it. How much more an object of 
art means when we can flash upon our 
brain a picture of when, where and how 
it was made, thus getting in touch with 
the human side of it! It is like feeling 
nearer to somebody whose home you 
have visited and whose family you know.

Before the world was so closely knit 
together by modern methods of com­
munication and contact, each country 
clung more or less to its own conception 
of life and of art. But now the realm of 
the beautiful has no national boundaries, 
and America, representing all nations, 
has achieved an international conscious­
ness of art. In answer to the demand 
created by our rapidly growing wealth 
and cultural development. . New York

^he almost severe simplicity of this early American living-room is typical of that 
period. The highboy is another child of the chest family.

has of recent years become the world’s 
clearing-house for objects of art, both 
ancient and modern. Along with the 
best output of present-day schools of 
creative work are numerous master­
pieces of long gone periods—treasures 
that have been given up in exchange for 
our millions. Hence many centuries and 
countries contribute to the composite 
beauty which lies at hand, and our op­
portunities to grow wise about art 
are great indeed.

Perhaps that is one reason why such 
a large number of persons, from various 
walks of life, have succumbed to the 
fascinations of collecting. There is noth­
ing more delightful than a hobby of any 
sort, and it is likely to happen to any­
body. Even such a practical business 
man as Henry Ford has become a

Courtesy of Elsie Sloan Farley
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Living
^ LEONORA R. BAXTER

^[ The demand for beauty in home sur­
roundings has never been greater than it 
is today. In response to many requests, 
is this new department, where will be dis­
cussed how best to appreciate and utilize 
in our daily lives our artistic heritage, and 
to discover worthwhile new trends.

Courtesy of Charles Woolsey Lyon

£\ rare six-paneled Connecticut pine chest 
of about 1690.

Courtesy of R. H. Macy & Company

<£An early and popular Nezu England version 
of the chest, made in maple.

“junk hunter.” His collection of Amer­
icana at Dearborn seems to be his favor-
ite recreation, and it is certainly going 
to be worth while to posterity. When 
complete it will fill about fifty buildings, 
and will, Mr. Ford says, “convey more 
of history than the written book.” In 
this connection it is interesting to recall 
that a little more than fifty years ago 
a doctor of medicine, who was also a
scholar and a man of taste, began to collect
what was contemptuously 
junk,” thereby bringing 
upon himself the ridicule 
of his small New England 
town. Today that collec­
tion of junk is one of the 
finest groups of early 
Americana to be found in 
the field of antiques— 
and the movement the 
doctor started has become 
the vocation and avoca­
tion of countless thou­
sands, constituting what 
many believe to be the

called “attic

£\n important George III. 
silver tea and coffee ser­
vice, with three distinct 

styles of workmanship.

most engrossing business in the world. 
To support this idea we have evidence on
every hand that the public mind is alive 
to art in all its phases, and is growing more 
and more aware of its possible application 
to everyday life. The recent Antiques 
Exposition at Grand Central Palace in 
New York City was an eye-opener for 
those who might be skeptical of this 
statement. The place was crowded at
all hours—not only with collectors, deal­
ers and decorators, but with laymen, who

Courtesy of Philip Suval

walked, or pushed, slowly up and down 
the aisles, thoughtfully absorbing, getting
what they could out of it—each accord­
ing to his taste and knowledge. It was 
a theater of learning, and I never saw 
more earnest students. Many of them 
couldn’t pay the price of antiques or of 
good reproductions, but at least they 
were feeling their way toward a realiza­
tion of what was worth having, and of
what was not. I hung around, almost
too hot to breathe, and studied the pass­

ing faces with lively curi-
osity—and whatever else 
they were, they were not 
bored. On the several 
occasions when I have 
been a close observer at 
exhibitions of modern 
productions, I have been 
struck with the same 
keen interest, the same 
desire not only to under­
stand, but to appropriate 
for personal use whatever 
advantage “art” has to 
offer the individual. But 
one does not have to at­
tend exhibitions in order 
to realize the tempo of 
our times. Just yester­
day I paused before a
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department store on Fifth Avenue, 
my attention arrested by a collec­
tion of modern hand-beaten German 
silver, most beautifully displayed. The 
next window showed modern Italian 
linen, and the next eighteenth century 
English furniture. All the other windows 
were full of clothes. And where were 
the crowds? There they were, men and 
women, standing with me. looking at the 
silver and linen and rare old furniture— 
carefully reading the bulletins of infor­
mation concerning them. All of which 
means that there is an increasing love 
and appreciation of beauty—that art has 
become one of the major and universal 
interests of humanity. And it is mani­
fested everywhere—in architecture, in 
civic improvements, in commerce, in 
homes—all along the path of daily liv­
ing. It is of enormous importance, of 
course, as a spiritual force, because it 
is stimulating education, molding thought, 
and forming taste. I don't think anyone 
wants to be left in the dark about all 
this—for it’s an intriguing pastime, and 
pays good dividends. So it is well to 
get “in the know” and broaden our 
horizon. Then, whether our home is a 
one-room apartment, a spacious pent­
house. a country cottage or a mansion, 
our dollars will go farther, we can create 
with confidence, and our efforts will be 
abundantly rewarded.

Evolution of the Chest

Iong before there was such a 
'thing as a chair the herd instinct 
brought into existence the all important 

chest. It is generally conceded that it 
was the first form of furniture, and it 
had so many duties to 
perform that it worked 
overtime and led a hard 
and adventurous life. To 
it belongs the honor of 
being the first bank, the 
first safe deposit vault, 
the first storage house. 
Into it went the treasures, 
savings, documents and 
records of the family, or 
clan. It also served as a 
seat and dining table— 
and was often called upon 
to function as a bed. All 
hail to chests! About 
them clustered intimate 
associations, and as time 
went on artists and 
craftsmen lavished upon 
them their genius and la­
bor; therefore, in the

Courtesy of the Xczv York 
Galleries

eWalnut and parcel gilt 
Spanish chest of the ii.r- 
tccnth century. The lid 
is waxed zeal nut, and the 
panels arc painted in dull 
colors in heraldic designs.

Of Gothic influence.

history of antiques, they come first in 
development and beauty. They were 
milestones in the advance of civilization. 
As a family climbed the ladder of social 
eminence, each rung was marked by an in­
crease in the variety and value of its col­
lection of chests. All ancient inventories 
carefully record and describe these prized 
possessions—sometimes there would be 
fifty or a hundred mentioned, or more, 
according to the wealth and position of 
the owners. And through all the dark­
ness of the dark ages, the twilight of the 
middle ages, and the glorious sunrise of 
the Renaissance, the chest never relin­
quished its place of supreme importance 
in the scheme of life and art. Imagina­
tion brings to mind the cold stone walls 
of feudal castles, frowning fortifications, 
and uncertain conditions that often neces­
sitated quick decisions and made hurried 
flight the only refuge. What was left 
behind? Everything — except one's fav­
ored chest—it went along to meet all 
hazards, whether the flight was accom­
plished on oxen, on donkeys, or on foot.

In the very beginning the chest was 
simply a hollowed tree, fitted with big 
iron rings on either side and slung be­
tween two domestic animals when my 
lord of the castle went to visit a neigh­
bor. No effort was made to shape the 
top. or lid, which was left in its original 
rounded form, and until recently this fea­
ture was still evident in our baggage, or 
trunks. Who isn’t familiar with the old- 
fashioned leather trunk, perhaps studded 
with nails, with its rounded top and 
heavy lock? In Colonial days it jour­
neyed by coach through the wilderness, 
holding the clothes and valuables of the 
fathers of our country—just as priceless

in its way as its early and almost for­
gotten ancestor, the hollowed tree. Sim­
ilarly. through the advancement of style 
and improvement of workmanship, we 
can easily trace the evolution of many 
later pieces of furniture. In Spain, for 
instance, the vargueno, so typically Span­
ish, evidently evolved from the chest 
during the first part of the fifteenth cen­
tury. The hinges were changed from the 
top to the front panel, and the interior, 
heretofore one space, was divided into 
many compartments and drawers, upon 
which expert craftsmen applied gold, 
ivory, ebony and exotic woods with re­
sults of great beauty. The transformed 
chest was then mounted on a stand or 
long legs, frequently made of iron, and 
behold, a desk. In this form it was 
often embellished externally with orna­
mental nails, embossed leather or velvet 
—and thus was added a piece de resis­
tance to the limited furnishings of the 
Spanish home. It was during the Italian 
Renaissance that the arts were unified, 
beautifying the home became of para­
mount importance, and it was about the 
middle of the fifteenth century that the 
cassapanca, a chest, with back and arms, 
was evolved from the chest and the wall 
bench. It apparently originated in Flor­
ence and was used there exclusively at 
first, where it was the fashion for many 
years, occupying a prominent position in 
the salon. A similar piece, known as the 
panca di guardia, a chest with a back 
and no arms, usurped the place in the en­
trance hall that formerly had been filled 
by the primitive wall bench, and had 
served as a seat for attendants by day, as 
well as a bed for the guards by night. 
When the mattress was not in use it was 

hidden within the chest 
which formed the seat. 
The cassapanca was 
raised on a dais, with one 
or two steps, and exem­
plified the inspired crafts­
manship that distin­
guished all Florentine fur­
niture of the period. In 
the homes of the upper 
class it was made luxuri­
ous with soft cushions 
and recognized as the seat 
of ceremony for the mas­
ter of the house and hon­
ored guests. Walnut was 
the favored wood of both 
Spain and Italy, prob­
ably because it was so 
abundant, and its possi­
bilities were exploited ex­
tensively—in rich carv­
ing, inlay and painting. 
The wood was carefully 
selected, and subjected to 
a long “sunning” process, 
the better to bring out 
the value of color. The 
credenza is another Ital­
ian off-shoot of the chest, 
and fits beautifully into
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THE INCREASING USE OF THE TELEPHONE REQUIRES THE EXPENDITURE OF HUNDREDS OF MILLIONS ANNUALLY FOR 
EXTENSIONS AND IMPROVEMENTS

It keeps faith with your needs
An Advertisement of the American Telephone and Telegraph Company

You have found a constantly growing use for the 
telephone. You have learned its value in business. 
You have found it helpful in keeping contact with 
family and friends. Its increasing use has given the 
telephone its humanly important place in modern 
life and requires the expenditure of hundreds of 
millions annually for extensions and improvements.

In 1929 the Bell System’s additions, betterments 
and replacements, with new manufacturing facili­
ties, meant an expenditure of 633 million dollars. 
During 1930 this total will be more than 700 millions.

Definite improvements in your service result 
from a program of this size and kind. They start 
with the average time required to put in your 
telephone—which in five years has been cut 
nearly in half. They range through the other

branches of your service, even to calls for distant 
points—so that all but a very few of them are 
now completed while you remain at the telephone.

In order to give the most effective, as well as the 
most economical service, the operation of the Bell 
System is carried on by 24 Associated Companies, 
each attuned to the part of the country it serves.

The Bell Laboratories are constantly engaged in 
telephone research. The Western Electric Com­
pany is manufacturing the precision equipment 
needed by the System. The staff of the American 
Telephone and Telegraph Company is developing 
better methods for the use of the operating com­

panies. It is the aim of the Bell System 
continually to furnish a better telephone 
service for the nation.
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Courtesy of Diane Tate and Marian Hall, Inc.

‘When a chest is not a chest—an eighteenth century French version. Louis XVI. 
fruit wood commode, against a background of old French wallpaper.

modern schemes of decoration for both 
large and small homes, as it is extremely 
adaptable. It can be used to advantage in 
a hall or living room, and often plays a 
part in the dining-room as a sideboard or 
serving table. Originally cupboards were 
merely chests raised on legs, and later 
elaborated and changed into court-cup­
boards, highboys, lowboys, and so on. 
Old Bible boxes were miniature forms of 
chests, and the slant-top bureau desks of 
the William and Mary and Queen Anne 
periods got their inspiration from these. 
In England the chest, or coffer, as it fre­
quently was called, was in general use un­
til the reign of Charles II., when chests of 
drawers began to take its place, followed 
by the commode. The same evolution 
took place in France—and today I shud­
der to think what decorators would do 
without chests of drawers and commodes. 
They are used everywhere, in living 
rooms, bedrooms, dressing rooms, and so 
on. The Jacobean chest is frequently 
seen in the present-day home, and in very 
large living rooms it is often stationed be­
side the fireplace to hold wood. In a 
hall, either large or small, a chest placed 
against a proper background, such as a 
hanging of old velvet or brocade, a tap­
estry, a paneled wall, or beneath a mirror, 
creates a dignity and beauty that is remi­
niscent of other ages.

In the early court records of this coun ■ 
try chests were mentioned in every inven­
tory, but were seldom described. The 
first chests brought over were ship boxes, 
or seamen’s chests, and were later fol­
lowed by examples of fine design and 
workmanship, which accompanied the 
pioneers. The original chests made here 
were extremely crude affairs—just boxes, 
with simple, sawed legs, but it wasn’t long 
before New England produced chests of 
great beauty and merit. From Connecti­
cut come some of the best specimens, one 
of which is illustrated. The six-paneled 
pine chest is very rare. It is made of six 
large pieces of wood—the top, bottom, 
ends and sides, each being a panel, deeply 
grooved for ornamentation, circa 1690. 
There is another elaborately carved 
chestnut chest made in Guildford about 
1660 which exemplifies the skill of our 
early craftsmen. It is quite unique in its 
ornamental details, as inverted and flori­
ated scrolls used on panels around a cen­
ter are most unusual. Both of these 
chests are in the collection of Charles 
Woolsey Lyon.

Back in the days when artists and 
craftsmen worked together, each bent 
upon creating unusual designs, they drew 
their inspiration from mythology, history 
and the classics, and put their hearts into 
the work, attaining a beauty that the

world has never equaled. No wonder we 
cherish their handiwork, and reproduce it 
with such faithfulness that except for 
technical detail of construction it is al­
most impossible to distinguish the old 
from the new. And how fortunate that 
is, for those of us who cannot buy the 
originals.

Old English Silver

Few’ of us realize, perhaps, that 
the majority of famous artists 
and creators of great things were 

workers in silver and gold, and gave it 
much of their time and genius. This is 
written in the biographies of master 
sculptors and painters who were first 
goldsmiths, and throughout their careers 
remained lovers of their original trade. 
In the fifteenth and sixteenth centuries 
Florence was the artistic center of Europe, 
and that awakening to the full joy of 
life, which was so characteristic a feature 
of the Renaissance, brought the goldsmith 
from the subordinate position he occupied 
in medieval ages to attain fame as a 
free artist. He took his rightful place as 
a master of fine arts, and Benvenuto 
Cellini, the greatest goldsmith of the late 
Renaissance, was one of the artists of the 
period who gave to the world designs 
which have remained the acme of achieve­
ment in that line of work.

The superlative qualities of silver as 
a medium of artistic expression have been 
recognized in all countries of the world, 
and there is evidence that, for centuries 
before the Roman occupation of Britain, 
native smiths excelled as workers in metal, 
their fame going far beyond the limits of 
their own country. Bronze was the 
favored metal, gold was plentiful, and at 
first silver was used only as an alloy. It 
is interesting to note that the forms and 
decorations displayed in the work of the 
Celtic craftsman indicate a connection 
with the continent of Europe long anterior 
to the invasion of Julius Caesar. Thus it 
would seem that the art of Europe influ­
enced the work of Northern nations even 
in that dim and distant day, just as it has 
in more recent times. As far back as 
1180 there was established in England 
a guild of goldsmiths, which was fined 

for having been 
created without the 
king’s license. In 
1238, because of 
frauds perpetrated 
upon the public by 
unscrupulous gold­
smiths, Henry HI. 
bade the mayor of

‘Replica in silver 
gilt of the Ashburn­
ham standing salt.
The original was
made in 1590, and 
remained in the Ash­
burnham family for 
three hundred years.

Courtesy of Crichton 
& Company, Ltd.



From 9 A.M. & 5 P.M. Daily 
A Special Exhibition of Home Movies

HERE is the most amazing of all 
developments in Home Movies. 

Every color the eye can see is repro­
duced exactly and unerringly on the 
screen.

Movies in full color . . . taken as 
easily as an ordinary snapshot!

Come . . . See Them
Just to learn how wonderful these 
pictures really are, see the special ex­
hibitions this month — arranged by 
Cine-Kodak dealers throughout the 
United States and Canada—of typical 
Kodacolor Films.

The exact color of your child’s eyes. 
The cheeks with the roses of youth. 
Your mother just as she is today. Every 
scene of your travels. All in full-color 
motion pictures.

Yet so simple to make that a child 
can take them!

The very same Cine-Kodak (B or BB 
f. 1.9) that takes black-and-white movies 
takes color. The same Kodascope (A or 
B) that shows black-and-white 
movies shows color. You simply 
use a Kodacolor Filter and Koda­

4 ^Nothing here can fully reveal the startling beauty of home movies in 
J color, made with Cine-Kodak. For Kodacolor is admittedly the greatest 
■i single triumph in the history of photography. See it for yourself.

color Film when making or projecting 
movies in color.

If you can look through a finder and 
press a lever, you can take these amaz­
ingly beautiful pictures. Then send the 
film to any Eastman processing station. 
In a few days it comes back to you,

KODAC OI'O IV

ready for projection... at no additional 
cost; the charge for developing is in­
cluded in the price of the film.

If you can afford even the smaller 
nice things of today, you can afford 
the Cine-Kodak. See the exhibition of 
Kodacolor that is being presented this 

month by Cine'-Kodak dealers. 
Eastman Kodak Company, 
Rochester, N. Y.

Home Movies in Full Color. . . Easy to Make

«* ft



Reproduction from a painting made on the campus of the Sweet Briar College Sweet Briar, Virginia, by Frank Swift Chase © The D. T. E. Co., Inc., 1930

Half a century since John Davey originated the science of Tree Surgery
Fifty years ago John Davey began 
experimenting with his new theory 
that trees could be saved by curative 
processes. Were they not living 
things? Were they not subject to 
disease, injury and other ills? And 
yet to most men they were just trees, 
destined to die whenever circum­
stances took them.

Countless millions of people had 
seen trees die—if they saw 
trees at all — without ever 
a thought that they could be 
saved. John Davey saw sick 
and injured trees with under­
standing and sympathy. He 
conceived the idea that a sys­
tem of methods and treatment 
could be devised that would 
save innumerable trees that 
were being lost unnecessarily.

JOHN DAVEY 
1846-1933 

Father of Tree Surgery 
Reg. U. S. Pat. Office

What gave him the idea no one knows. 
John Davey passed away suddenly 
nearly seven years ago without dis­
closing the source of his inspiration. 
He did a comparatively rare thing; 
he gave the world a new idea.

As with most new ideas, JohnDavey 
endured the long and bitter struggle 
against ridicule and cynicism and 
inertia and established habits of 

thinking. He struggled for­
ward with remarkable deter­
mination and with sublime 
courage. He lived long enough 
to see his new science a proven 
success both from a practical 
and a commercial standpoint. 

Like most geniuses John 
Davey did not care much for 
money. He had a profound 
love of nature and was not

only thoroughly trained in horticul­
ture, but was an eager student of the 
related sciences. He not only gave 
to the world a new idea, but lie gave 
a fine philosophy also. To him the 
whole development became a great 
ideal of usefulness and constructive 
service. His spirit impressed itself in­
delibly and is a living force in the or­
ganization that he founded and inspired.

Tune In Davey Tree Golden Anniversary Radio Hour
Every Sunday afternoon, 5 to G Eastern time; 4 to 
5 Central time: over the Red Network National 
Broadcasting Company. Featuring the old-time 
songs that everyone knows and loves. Listen to 
Chandler Goldthwaite on the Skinner Residence 
Organ.

The Davey Tree Expert Co., Inc.
354 City Bank Bldg., Kent, Ohio

Branch offices in all important cities between Boston 
and Kansas City, between Canada and the Gulf.

Martin L. Davey, President and General Manager
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London select six leading members of 
the craft in the city to overlook their 
fellow workers, and keep them to a 
standard of honesty. It was part of their 
duty to assay every piece of silver before 
it left the hands of the maker, and stamp 
it with a leopard’s head—the first govern­
ment mark used on silver. It meant that 
the piece was of “esterling allay.” The 
word sterling was derived from the name 
of a North German tribe, the Esterlings, 
who were noted for the 
uniform fineness of their 
silver coins.

A long time ago, salt, 
which we accept so casu­
ally today, was a very ex­
pensive and highly prized 
commodity, and the only 
way to obtain it was by the 
evaporation of sea water. 
Therefore it was regarded 
with veneration and. to­
gether with bread, figured 
in the sacred rites of many 
nations. It was also con­
sidered a safeguard against 
witchcraft, and from this
probably came the notion that it was 
unlucky to spill it. Consequently, the 
“great salt,” or large receptacle which 
held the precious stuff, was an object 
of immense importance. It was made of 
silver, silver gilt, or sometimes of gold, 
and always occupied the place of honor 
on the table. The story goes that the 
“high” salt-cellar served to divide the 
lord and his nobler guests from those of 
lower rank. When the lord and his guests 
and retainers dined in the great hall the 
tables were set in the form of a T—and 
the salt was placed in the center of the 
horizontal board. The honored guests 
who sat with the lord at the “high table” 
were “above the salt,” and those placed 
along the stem of the T were “below the 
salt.” Great care was taken to seat every­
one according to station, and it was a 
mark of distinction to be seated near 
the salt. The standing salt is very rare, 
and is to be found only in museums, 
colleges, or goldsmiths’ guilds. The one 
illustrated is a reproduction in silver gilt 
of the Ashburnham salt. The original 
was made in 1590, and remained in the 
Ashburnham family for more than three 
hundred years. At the death of the last 
Earl it was sold at Christie’s in London, 
in 1922. The decoration shows numerous 
mermaids—the badge of the Ashburnham 
family, and the height is eleven inches.

During the reign of George III. English 
smiths began to manufacture silver of an 
entirely different type from that which 
had been wrought during the early years 
of the eighteenth century. Excavations 
at Herculaneum, and later, the revela­
tions of Pompeii disclosed among other 
interesting things, objects of silver which 
had been buried in the ruins of silver­
smiths’ shops. The publication of these 
discoveries caused a gradual revolution 
in the art of the silversmith throughout

Europe. Beginning on the Continent, it 
soon reached England, where it met with 
full and intelligent response. The rococo 
style vanished, and nearly everything was 
wrought in frank imitation of classic 
models. So complete was the change 
which took place in the first years of the 
reign of George III. that after 1765, it is 
quite the exception to find a trace of the 
styles which prevailed during the time of 
his predecessor. During what is known as

aAn Old Jacobean carved chest, inlaid 
with yezv wood. It is unusual by virtue 

of its elaborate ornamentation.

the Hogarthian period, 1720-1760, the 
most beautiful silver the world has ever 
seen was produced, and in great quan­
tities. Many talented craftsmen worked 
in London as contemporaries of Hogarth, 
and some of them were French Hugue­
nots, who brought to their trade a Latin 
idea of beauty and refinement. Tea and 
coffee pots became common in the reign 
of Queen Anne, but very few teakettles 
with stands and spirit lamps were made 
that early. The idea of making teakettles 
to match a set was Victorian, and has 
persisted ever since. In the service 
portrayed here only three pieces match— 
the tea set proper. The kettle and slop­
bowl are different, as are the coffee jug 
and tray. The dates range from 1790 to 
1814, and three makers are represented.

Old Sheffield Plate

IN 1743 Thomas Boulsover, a sil­
versmith of Sheffield, England, 

discovered a process of plating silver on 
copper. This was ninety years before 
electroplating was invented. Boulsover’s 
method was followed for about a century 
only, and it should be understood in order 
to distinguish the real from the imitation. 
The electroplate way is to make a fin­
ished article of metal, then by electrical 
action put a slight covering of silver over 
the entire piece. The Sheffield way is 
complicated, but briefly, it is to put a 
layer of silver and a layer of copper to­
gether in a powerful hydraulic press, then 
transfer it to a coke furnace and subject 
it to great heat. When taken from the 
furnace it is rolled out into the thickness 
desired, and used in the same way as a 
sheet of solid silver or copper, hand-

beaten or hammered into whatever shape 
desired. But the maker of rolled plate 
had raw edges to deal with that showed a 
line of copper, and he did it in two ways. 
First, by making his layer of silver a 
trifle larger than the copper one, which 
left a flap of silver to be folded down. 
Or, with irregular forms, he covered the 
edges with a silver wire and soldered it 
on. This was called the “edge of pov­
erty,” and can be easily seen and felt.

The flap edge, and the 
“edge of poverty” are what 
we look for now as proof 
of genuine old Sheffield. 
Many of the handsomest 
and most valuable pieces of 
old Sheffield are unmarked, 
which is contrary to popu­
lar belief. Prior to 1773, 
some makers of rolled 
plate used marks and many 
did not. In that year an 
assay office was established 
in Sheffield, and a law was 
passed prohibiting marks 
on articles made of metal, 
plated, or covered with

silver. This was for the protection 
of solid silver hall marks. Ten years 
later, in 1784, another law was passed 
which enabled the platers in Sheffield to 
impress their goods with their names, 
“together with any mark not an assay of­
fice device for sterling silver.” The in­
tervening decade was the most prolific in 
the rolled plate industry, as well as the 
best period from an artistic standpoint— 
and all of its output is unmarked.

Boulsover’s invention was first used to 
produce such humble trifles as harness 
buckles, and it was not until the reign of 
George III. that Sheffield attained an en­
viable place in decorative schemes and 
won its way into the homes of wealth and 
royalty. It was at this time, too, that 
the beauty of English silver reached its 
height, and for a number of years old 
Sheffield pieces showed the same simplic­
ity and grace of outline. After it be­
came fashionable, the industry spread be­
yond Sheffield, the largest factory being 
the Soho Works in Birmingham.

Four old Sheffield urns made in 1800, 
and in perfect condition, are true replicas 
of the Warwick Vase. The design is, of 
course, Roman, as the Warwick Vase was 
found in Hadrian’s Villa, brought to 
England by Sir William Hamilton and 
presented by him to the Earl of Warwick, 
from whom it takes its name. The su­
perlative ornament of the old castle, it is 
marble, of beautiful workmanship, and 
five and a half feet high. It has been 
copied in various materials and all sizes. 
There are many silver and Sheffield rep­
licas, but it is seldom that four the same 
size are found.

Next month Mrs. Baxter will 
discuss the history and contribu­
tions of that most important period 
in furniture design, the Eighteenth 
Century.



ummer Vacations^l930?
Sheer El Capitan dominates Yosemite Valley 

and Bridal Veil Falls

Spring fever, with all its 

pleasant languor, is fast sub­
siding in our veins; and before us loom 
the fiery blasts of summer, with certain 
aspects of Dante's Inferno to look for­
ward to. But as compensation for this 
pleasant prospect there is also the kindly 
genii Vacation, to guide us from the local 
furnace into cooler, more endurable 
climes. Wherever you live in our coun­
try, there is an ideal vacation ground not 
far away; and North America provides a 
prodigal diversity of places to go.

Vacation means a variety of things to 
a variety of people. For some a “dude 
ranch’’ in Wyoming is ideal; for others, 
a farm house room and fish pond twenty 
miles from home. Many go touring from 
Florida to Canada and from Maine to 
California. The opportunities offered are 
sufficient to fit any purse or personality.

There is historic and picturesque old 
New England with its shore resorts like 
Newport or Bar Harbor, its islands like 
Nantucket, its Green and White moun­
tains, its Mohawk or Berkshire trail. 
There is mountaineering, hunting, and 
fishing in Maine, surf bathing and yacht­
ing along the coast, historic motor rides. 
And just above lies eastern Canada, with 
quaint Quebec and old-world Montreal-—■ 
sections of seventeenth century France. 
St. Anne de Beaupre is a shrine once seen, 
never forgotten. Just a little farther 
north lies a sportsman’s country, where 
trapping the moose supplants trapping 
the mouse.

By ROGER SHAW

New York State's Adirondack moun­
tain region is picturesque and dotted with 
lakes. Lake George is a famous resort, 
and the Lake Placid Club has become 
widely known not only for its winter 
sports but as a delightful summer center. 
Schroon Lake deserves mention for its 
fine boating facilities. It is nine miles 
long.

For many mid-westerners Michigan 
and Wisconsin offer delightful facilities 
for recreation. So does Minnesota, with 
its thousands of lakes, of which White 
Bear and Minnetonka are perhaps best 
known. Northern Wisconsin has 518,000 
acres of lakes, and endless pine forests. 
It is a paradise for fishermen. The city 
of Chicago itself has been figuring as a 
summer resort, with its long lake front 
and sports facilities. It receives many 
excursionists from the lower South. A 
fine trip may be taken along the Great 
Lakes, from Buffalo to Detroit, Lake 
Huron Beach, Sault Ste. Marie. Port Ar­
thur, Duluth, and return. All five 
“puddles’’ are included.

Do not forget the great Canadian 
Northwest—as frontierly British as Que­
bec is settled French. Here the resorts 
of Banff and beautiful Lake Louise wel­
come the tourist, and Medicine Hat has 
an appealing name. Vancouver is a fine 
city, and the island of Victoria—on the 
way to Seattle—is a bit of Old England 
with its hedges and high walls. This 
Northwest has moose, mountain lion, 
lynx, bighorn sheep, and even buffalo.

Riding is featured, and Banff has sulphur 
springs for bathing.

Colorado is a glorious summer vaca­
tion land, with its many mountains, 
gorges and National Parks. The gran­
deur of its scenery is beyond description. 
The state boasts forty-two mountain 
peaks over 14.000 feet in altitude and 
one hundred and fifty-five over 13.000 
feet high, ten times as many as all of 
Europe possesses. Denver is the key 
city, its back yard the Great Plains and 
its front yard the Rocky Mountains. The 
municipal mountain parks around the 
city abound in beautiful rock formations, 
the most famous, the rosy Garden of the 
Gods. South of Denver, Pike’s Peak, 
named for its discoverer, Lieutenant 
Zebulon Pike, dominates the country 
around the far-famed Colorado Springs, 
with its splendid modern hotels, medic­
inal baths and picturesque golf courses. 
North from Denver, the Rocky Moun­
tain National (Estes) Park holds out 
beckoning arms to the vacation seeker. 
A motor circuit from Denver through 
this region is offered by several tourist 
companies. The road followed leads 
through the Thompson River canyon, a 
spectacular gorge with rock walls rising 
1000 feet or more on both sides of the 
road. Estes Park has accommodations 
to suit every visitor, from elaborate ho­
tels to simple cabins and tents. Horse­
back riding is the favorite sport; the 
snow-capped head of Long's Peak, the 

(Continued on page 125)
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North Coast Limiteds

This Spring, the newest 

and most luxurious of 

railroad passenger equip­

ment enters service of the

North Coast Limiteds for 

the satisfaction of travelers 

between Chicago and the 

Northern Pacific Coast.

For Western travel information, address 
E, E. Nelson, 272 N. P. Bldg., St. Paul, Minn.
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MHERETO-GO]
HOTEL-RESORT 

AND TRAVEL 
D E F»ART M E IK T

Established 1906 
FETTERED EVERY MONTH IN SEVEN PUBLICATIONS 

OUR GROUP OF QUALITY MAGAZINES
ATLANTIC MONTHLY, COUNTRY LIFE, HARPER’S. REVIEW OF 

REVIEWS, SCRIBNER’S MAGAZINE, THE GOLDEN BOOK, 
and WORLD’S WORK

For space and rates in our departments write to
rilE WHERE-TO-GO BUREAU. Inc.. R Beacon Street. Boston. Mass.. U. S. A.

m\ Nantucket and Marthas Vineyard
Warm Sea-bathing. Fishing, Sailing, 

Motor-boating, Golf, Tennis.
For booklet* write Vacation Bureau, Room 118-D, New Haven, Ct.

THE NEW HAVEN R.R. ' J

INDIA

In
apartment 
pullmans 
In India, you ex­

perience luxury and 
comfort transcending 
Continental travel. 
Cheaper, too. Your own 
salon, bedroom, bath 
and kitchen . . . Indian 
servants. See Hindu 
bathing festivals... Pea­
cocks strutting through 
sunlit Mogul gardens... 
rose-coloured Jaipur... 
that Fairy Palace, the Taj 
Mahal... the splendor of 
the Dawn on the Him­
alayas ... Laila Rookh’s 
garden in blossom. 
Everywhere European 
hotels and de-luxe trains 
to make you comfort­
able. Booklets, arrange­
ments from the better 
travel agents or India 
State Railways, Delhi 
House, 38 E. 57 Street, 
New York.

India
_ _____NEW_HAMPSH[RE_______

VISIT beautiful
NEW HAMPSHIRE
.. .majestic 
mountains, 
lakes, ocean, 
beaches., .the 
Homeland of 
Agriculture, 
Industry and 
Beauty.
Write for free 

book of
177 Beautiful 

Views
N.H.Publicity 

Dept.
54 Park Street 
Concord.N.H.

RANCHES

A typical dude ranch near the interesting min­
ing camp Gold Hill. Fine horses, beautiful 
mountain trails. Homelike hotel and cottages.
Write to 1019 Spruce. Boulder, Colo.

NEW OCEAN HOUSE
SWAMPSCOTT. MASSACHUSETTS 

THE NORTH SHORE’S MOST 
FAMOUS RESORT HOTEL

CLEMENT E. KENNEDY. PRESIDENT | 

BOOKLET

^ * Furnishings, service, atmosphere and 
rates makes this Distinctive Boston House 
a delightful stopping place during Boston’s 
Tercentenary 1930. Send for Booklet with 
guide to Boston and historic vicinity.

A. P. Andrews, Mgr.

ENCAMPMENT
WYOMING

NEWFOUNDLAND

TRAVEL-RANCHES

D O CHIN
The cayuses are waiting for you in 
Glacier Park!

quaint and charming scenery 
salmon and trout fishing 

all summer sports glorified
"The Story of Newfoundland” 

will be sent you gratis from 
53-D Journal Building, Boston 

or the Newfoundland Tourist and 
Publicity Association 

St. John’s, Newfoundland 
or any local travel agency

NEWFOWDLAIVD
PARIS

MOTOR SE7N1CES EUROPE fort aboard . ■ • intriguing days ashore 
PTriT^^ Mad-■•‘he world-famed Cunard menus

and s6'^6 ■ • • and back o( ’» a(l ^e

‘'Vacation
RESERVATIONS TO

ANDREWANDtRSON

OX-YOKE RANCH
A REAL STOCK RANCH
Thirty miles from Yellowstone Park. Not 
a Camp or Resort—an old-time Western 
Ranch with plenty of activity. All modern 
conveniences. Open Year round. Booklets 
and all information sent on request. Write 
Charles R. Murphy. Ox-Yoke Ranch, 
____________ Emigrant, Mont.

DOUBLE M RANCH

________CRUISES-TOURS________
SAMARIA 1930 
WORLD CRUISE

Saigon ... the Paris of the Orient
sidewalk cafes, luxuriant parks, mag­
nificent boulevards, race courses*
golf club . . . beyond the great SuPer’’ Great Northern trains take 
Cambodian Jungle, ever mysterious. r^6 “d “ ’ ’ ’the "^ Em^m, 
• , f 1 ■ 1 11 r Builder, the luxurious Oriental Just one of the glorious bundles of Umited Unequaled hotel accommoda- 
memories vnu natnornn micl .riiisA. • .1 1 v 11 • r •memories you'll gather on this Cruise.
A great ship splendidly equipped

co-operation of Cunard and Cook's 
with their 179 years of experience 
and tradition. Make this your World 
Cruise ... the cost is surprisingly low. 
Sailing Westward from New York 
Dec. 3; from Los Angeles Dec. 19; 
from San Francisco Dec. 21 . . . 
Back in New York April 12.

Literature from your local agents or

CUNARD LINE
or

THOS. COOK & SON

HOTEL 
PURITAN

390 Commonwealth Ave. Bost on

“Come on out to 
Glacier Park”

Come and ride where joyous vacation 
_ days await you — in “the world’s 

ia9j greatest dude ranch.’*

tions in the park. Full information 
from Dude Ranch Dept., Room 708, 
Great Northern Ry., St. Paul, Minn.

GLACIER PARK 
via Great Northern 

"The World’s Greatest Dude Ranch”

famous
Gary Cooper guest ranch 

NOW OPEN TO YOU
Half-way between Glacier and Yellowstone National 
Parks, in the heart of the romantic "Old West", Gary 
Coopers famous 7-Bar-9 guest ranch bids you 
welcome for the first time...most modern appoint­
ments, unexcelled cuisine,- a saddle horse for 
every guest Weekly rodeos and sports. Reser­
vations now being made. Open June 15th.

Beautifully illustrated brochure sent upon request

Executive Office! 
Beverly Professional 
Bldg-, Beverly Hills, 

California

(mrtGjoper Fancies
INCORPORATED

Remember—small copy is BIG in Where-To-Go
NEW MEXICO

THE KISHOP’S LODGE
Santa Fe, New Mex. Finest Mtn. Resort. Horses. 
Golf, Outdoor Sports, Cliff Dwellings. Indian Pueb­
los . Dry healthful climate. Homelike atmosphere.
Where-To-Go for July closes May 24
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CRUISES-TOURS

HOTEL-RESORT &.TRAVEL DEPARTMH1\ 1 “x 
SHSSI^^^^^^SSm^^l^r^^^gBBBo^;;^;

SWITZERLAND CRUISES-TOURS

|?(ow You (Jan Ui sit

^and return to New York 

£ in 21 DAYS
£1 ALL 
^EXPENSES

FIRST 
CLASS

Sail away on a luxurious ** Santa ” 
Liner. See the Panama Canal, 
visit Lima, Peru, '* more fasci­
nating than Paris,” and see the 
ruins of the Incan Civilization. 
Sailings from New York every 
other Friday.

36 and 49-day Round Trip 
Tours to Valparaiso 

$335 up 
FASTEST SERVICE to 

SOUTH AMERICA 
Express service via the famous 
“ Santa ” fleet augmented by the 
new “ Santa Clara ” now offers 
fastest service. Cristobal in 5 
days — Callao in 9 days — 
Valparaiso in 16 days.

Write for Illustrated Booklet

GRACE LINE
10 Hanover Sq., New York, N.Y. 
140 So. Dearborn St., Chicago

SOaUTH AMERICA
DIRECT TO RIO 12 DAYS
No Intermediate Stops .^f Fon Tj -_______________ .

portnightly service on the 
1 famous “ Prince ” ships pro-

1 vlde for the ./West time, to Rio de 
Janeiro, Santos and Montevideo 
with 17 day service to Buenos 
Aires. Accommodations for first 
class passengers only. Reserva­
tions and literature at author­
ized tourist agents or Furness 
Prince Line, 34 Whitehall Street 
(where Broadway begins) or 
565 5th Ave., New York City.

runvess ‘Thbuz- mne
Prince Line Service has ■ been continuous between

TRAVEL, EUROPE
59 r 

years of 
service

59
Foreign 
offices

Independent 
E s c o rhe d 
Private Auto 
TOUKS

Steamship TICKETS

DEAN O DAWSON./M
5I2‘ FIFTH AVE, NEW YORK., N.Y.

Switzerland 
of a Thousand

Moods!
Towering mountains and 
peaceful lakes . • . bustling 
cities and quaint villages. 
It’s all a fascinating and ever­
changing story that never 
grows old. Skyward... bril­
liant Alpine flowers give way 
to sparkling glaciers; the 
chamois and eagle take the 
place of songbirds!
This entire country, so compact 
with beauty and charm, is easily 
enjoyed because of its network of 
excellent (electrified) railways.

In your travels do not leave the

LAKE OF LUCERNE 
DISTRICT

without making—by convenient rail­
ways— a mountain excursion to

VITZNAU-RIGI 
BURGENSTOCK 

BRUNNEN-MORSCHACH-AXEN- 
STEIN 

STANSSTAD-ENGELBERG 
TREIB-SEELISBERG

GERSCHNIALP-TRUBSEE (ENG- 
ELBERG)

STANSERHORN 
PILATUS

All present vistas of unforgettable 
Alpine beauty

Write us for booklet 219

SWISS FEDERAL 
RAILROADS

475 Fifth Ave. New York

BEYOND THE 
FAMILIAR IN 
EU KO PE 
Five Cruise-Tours sailing from 
New York between June 18th 
and July 3rd to Egypt—the 
Holy Land — Constantinople 
— Greece — Italy — with 
Switzerland, Austria, 
Germany, (Oberammergau), 
France, England—one won­
derful panoramic picture.

ALSO
To Holland, the Rhine, Berlin; 
Denmark, Sweden, Finland, 
Soviet Russia, Poland; Vienna; 
Munich, Oberammergau; 
Switzerland, France.

From Juno 28 to August 26 
ALSO

To London, Gothenburg, 
Stockholm, Helsingfors, 
Leningrad, Moscow, Warsaw, 
Vienna, Munich, Oberam­
mergau, Innsbruck, Lucerne, 
Paris.

From July 9 to August 27
Late summer and fall tours 
—varying itineraries—all in­
cluding Oberammergau.

Full particulars Jrom
THOS. COOK & SON 
585 Fifth Ave., NewYork and Branches 

in co-operation with

WAGONS-LITS CO.
701 Fifth Avenue, NewYork

UNIVERSITY and 
STUDENT TOURS
The Ideal Tours for cultured 
travelers. Competent Leader­
ship—splendid travel arrange­
ments. Collegecredit available. 
A Mediterranean Cruise-Tour 
"and Vergilian Pilgrimage.” 
"The .American University

Way of Travel”
American Institute of 
Educational travel

587 Fifth Avenue, New York

PASSEWCEK 
El STS

of the S. S. California, S. S. Virginia.
S. S. Pennsylvania all J 3.000 tons in size

rectci like the

WHO^WHO
Sailing the Recreation Route to 
and from YEW YORK and 

CUIIOIVIA 
via HAVANA thru 
1’ A V /W Vl /V COW Hl.

REDUCED
SUMMED HATES ^'T

Panama Pacific fine
’ ALL NEW STEAMERS ’ |

INTERNATIONAL MERCANTILE MARINE COMPANY 

1 Broadway, New York; 460 Market I 
Street, San Francisco; off Ices elsewhere I 
or authorized S. S. and R. R. Agents.

This Where-to-go Bureau department for June 
is concluded on the following page.

BERMUDA
Fastest Time—Steadiest Ships 

end
SOUTH AMERICA
21,000-ton Munson liners sail 
from New York Fridays for Ber­
muda, every other Friday for Rio 
de Janeiro, Santos, Montevideo 
and Buenos Aires. Cool, airy 
rooms. Broad decks. Excellent 
cuisine and service.

NASSAU-HAVANA 
AND MIAMI

12-day all-expense cruises. S. S. 
Munargo fortnightly from New 
York $140 and up. 2 days in Nas­
sau, 2*7 in Havana, 2 in Miami.
Nassau—12-day all-expense tour. 
Steamer Round trip and 6 days 
at Royal Victoria Hotel (American 
plan) $125 and up.
New Orleans to PROGRESO 

Yuen tan “Every 10 days
New Orleans to HAVANA 

Every Saturday
Apply any tourist agency or 

MUNSON STELXH'P 
67 Wall Street, New York City

Ask Where-to-go Bureau, 8 Beacon Street, I 
Boston, for space & rates in our department

Clark’s Famous CruisesMICHIGAN

.CHIGAN- 
^ for water sports 1

Fishing, swimming, 
k lakeside golf,

camping, smart 
hotels I Write

East Michigan Tourist Ass’n 
^ Bay City, Michigan

Cometo UPPER MICHIGAN 
The Land of Hiawatha—the new, unspoiled, 
uncrowded vacation spot. Bordered by Lakes 
Superior, Huron, and Michigan. Real- fishing 
and Golf. Finest Hotels and Resorts. Very 
reasonable rates. For particulars address the

Upper Peninsula Development
Bureau, Dept. 8, Marquette, Mich. 408 So.Spring Street, Los Angeles, Calif.

CRUISES-TOURS

EUROPE ^^£ 
| CUNARD LINE, S3 days, #600 to $1XSO 

Madeira, Morocco, Spain, Algiers, Italy, 
Riviera, Sweden, Norway, Edinburgh, 
Holland, Belgium, Paris, (London, Rhine, 
Oberammergau Passion Play) — select 
clientele; most and best for your money. 
Mediterranean Cruise, Jan. 31—8600 up 

Hotels, drives, fees, etc. included
FrankC. Clark, Timet Bldg., N.Y.

WoundtheWorM
104 days, 97 day. Send for Literature 

ROBERTSON TRAVEL BUREAU

TEMPLE TOURS
Small parties sail every week for 

Europe and the Passion Play 
Motoring, boating, mountain 
railways. Moderate prices.

Send for booklet
447-B PARK SQUARE BLDG. 

Boston, Mass.

® Yellowstone ^150 
JASPER 8 days *138

ALL EXPENSES

J Special train parties: leave every 
I Sunday July and Aug. Recreation Car, 
I dancing, radio, movies, bathrooms, most de luxe 

all pullman trains in the world.

I VACATION CLUB-333 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago

SMI Cruise to Europe via
^MIDNIGHT

SUN LAND
SPECIALLY chartered White Star S. S.

Calgaric sails June 28 to Iceland, 
North Cape, Norway’s Fjords, Denmark, 
Gotland, Sweden, Danzig, Scotland, 
France and England. $550 up, first class, 
covers necessary expenses, including 
shore trips and stopover return ticket. 
PASSION PLAY EUROPEAN TOURS 
Sailings weekly; $500 up, all expenses.

Inquire of local agent or

JAMES BORING’S
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HOTEL-RESORT &. TRAVEL DEPARTMENTS^;

TRAVEL ACC E SS O RIESCRUISES-TOURSNEW YORK

25

HOUSE PARTY TOURS

and all travel nausea. Mothersill’s 
brings perfect comfort on your journeys 
by Sea, Train, Auto or Air.

Travel with a congen- | 
ial group escorted by 
an experienced cour­
ier who handles all 
tickets, reservations, I. 
baggage, etc. Ask for i 
Booklet “E30” de- j 
scribing hundreds of 

; summer tours to Eur- , 
ope, including the , 

Passion Play.

■HMMI THEMBMHMB

BELLPORT, LOXG ISLAND

T.MISSOU..I 109-13 WEST 45th ST. “'■’'’*' ■?*“"’.*? NEW »ORK CITV AVE AMO BROADWAY
An hotel of quiet dignity having the atmosphere and 

appointments of a well-conditioned home

CRU1SES-TOURS

WYANDOTTE HOTEL
Overlooking Great South Bay from 30- 

foot elevation. 18-Hole Golf 
Course Within % Mile 

Rooms with Bath, single or Ensuite 
Reservations for Season, Week Ends 

and Holidays 
GEORGE KREAMER, Manager 

WINTER: Naples Hotel, Naples, Fla.

HOTEL II. JAMET

all expenses
*335

THIS year plan a restful vacation ... 
a D & C voyage on th3 Great Lakes. 
Bright pleasure ports to visit ... spar­

kling air to refresh you ... and luxurious 
steamers of the D & C fleet on which to 
travel. Q Orchestras, deck sports, after­
noon teas, excellent cuisine.

Much Favored By Women Traveling Without Escort 
Three Minutes Walk to Forty Theatres and All Best Shops

RATES ANO BOOKLET ON APPLICATION. W JOHNSON QUINN. PniSIOtHT

ADIRONDACK MTS. N. Y.

DAILY SERVICE 
Detroit-Buffalo 
Detroit-Cleveland

1 WAY 
$5 
?3

R. T. 
£10 
£5.50

ROCKY BOX'D CAMB 
In the Adirondacks—Clemons, N. Y. 
For adults. 10th year. Congenial 
group. Comfortable floored tents. 
Excellent food. Swimming, canoe­
ing. Booklet. Dr. Martha Tracy, 
Alden Park Manor, Philadelphia, Pa.

All Expenses $715 to 
$1060. Seejapan, 
China, thePhilippines, 
and colorful Hawaii.
Ask for Booklet “O”

^ORIENT I Years' SEASIC
in

Use

3 SAILINGS WEEKLY
Fares include meals and berth

Detroit-Chicago $31 $52.50
Detroit to Mackinac Is. $15 $26.50
Chicago to Mackinac Is. $16 $27.50
Tickets, reservations from any authorized 

tourist agency
Liberal stop-over privileges. Autos 

Carried. Send for illustrated book 
“Vacation Days.”

Detroit & Cleveland Navigation Co.
E. H. McCracken, P. T. M. 6 Wayne St., Detroit

THE CRATER CLUB
Essex-on-Lake Champlain, N. Y. Cottages without 
housekeeping cares. Excellent table. Moderate 
prices. Social references required. Send for circulars
When writing to these advertisers will you 

please mention The Where-to-go Bureau ? 
It icill be greatly to your advantage to doso.

CANADA

NORTHERN ONTARIO 
TIM AG AMI
A North Woods Bungalow Camp in heart of four mil-

yyyVyyWWWVWWW lion acres of virgin forest. 1.502 Lakes. Every com­
--------------------------------------------------------------- fort. Wonderful flsliine. Boating, Bathing, and 
The Where-Tp-Go system deals with the peoplCtHiklnt:. One night from Toronto- Booklet. Mr. 
comprising the cream Of all Travel prospects^ WILSON, 242 Maplewood Ave., Toronto, Ont., Can

A File of Bound Volumes of 
THE GOLDEN BOOK 

is a shelf-full of the world's 
Literary Treasures

STATEMENT OF THE OWNERSHIP, MAN 
AGEMENT, CIRCULATION, ETC., RE­
QUIRED BY THE ACT OF CONGRESS OF 
" AUGUST 24, 1912
Of the Golden Book Magazine, published monthly 
at New York, N. Y., for April 1, 1930.
State of NEW YORK |
County of New York J 5S*

Before me, a notary public in and for the State 
and county aforesaid, personally appeared Albert 
Shaw, Jr., 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 best of his knowledge and 
belief, a true statement of the ownership, manage­
ment, etc., of the aforesaid publication for the 
date shown in the above caption, required by the 
Act of August 24, 1912, embodied in section 443, 
Postal Laws and Regulations, printed on the re­
verse of this form, to wit: 1. 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, Frederica Field, 55 Fifth Ave., New York; 
Managing Editor, Ralph Rockafellow, 55 Fifth Ave., 
New York; Business Manager, Albert Shaw, Jr., 
55 Fifth Ave., New York. 2. That the owner is: 
The Review of Reviews Corporation, 55 Fifth 
Ave., New York; Albert Shaw, 55 Fifth Ave., 
New York. 3. That the known bondholders, mort­
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favorite view. The largest natural body 
of water in Colorado is Grand Lake in 
Estes Park, and from the wide porch of 
the Grand Lake Lodge is an inspiring 
view over the lake, surrounded by moun­
tains. The return to Denver is made 
through Idaho Springs, renowned for its 
luscious brook trout; and just outside of 
Denver, a stop at the wind-swept grave 
of Buffalo Bill on Lookout Mountain 
affords a fitting reminder of the roman­
tic, riotous days which the beautiful 
Colorado mountains have seen.

The great Yellowstone National Park, 
and Glacier Park, continue among the 
most frequented of vacation meccas. 
The pet bears and miraculous geysers of 
the Yellowstone need no advertising, Old 
Faithful being the best known spouter in 
existence. Far to the south lies the Grand 
Canyon, a freak of nature explored by 
thousands despite the aridity of Arizona. 
Other miscellaneous points should be 
touched on: Near Tacoma, Washington, 
towers Mt. Rainier, which offers snow 
sports and “malamute-mushing”—while 
the valley below swelters in mid-July. 
Between San Francisco and Los Angeles 
lies the Yosemite Valley, a favorite 
camping ground for tourists, with marvel­
ous scenery.

Alexandria Bay is the heart of the 
Thousand Islands in the St. Lawrence 
River, where fishing and boating are 
popular. Cape Cod. Massachusetts, is 
picturesque and possessed of weather­
beaten natives who speak a salty patois 
all their own. “Arty” people have taken 
it up of late. The Bear Mountain Park, 
up the glorious Hudson from Manhattan, 
is set among the river highlands nearby 
the great Bear Mountain bridge. Not 
far off is West Point; the fort is ex­
tremely popular with dayboat trippers 
who steam up from the metropolis.

Long Island, with its various beaches, 
some popular and others fashionable, at­
tracts summer colonies to the Hamptons 
and joyful throngs to internationally 
famous Coney Island. The Los Angeles 
beaches—such as Venice and Santa Mon­
ica—the Jersey resorts of Atlantic City, 
Asbury Park and Cape May, give quick 
relief to throngs from melting asphalt 
pavements and steaming skyscrapers. 
Boston has its own Revere Beach, named 
after Patriot Paul.

For the motorist—north, south, east, 
west, there are now excellent concrete 
roads. Along the way stand convenient 
farmhouses or small inns for the accom­
modation of those in search of good, plain 
living as well as the many excellent hotels 
for the larger purse. One can cover two 
thousand miles in two weeks without un­
due strain, and see lots of whatever it is 
you want to see. Railways and boat lines 
have special summer tours for those 
who prefer greater ease. With a little 
thought and planning, your Vacation— 
1930 model—should be the most enjoy­
able one yet!
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Flight to Varennes
(Continued from page

The Queen shuddered, and looked at 
Barnave with her eyes full of tears. 
Barnave's heart smote him.

Thus he was pursuing his quite per­
sonal and selfish romance in the midst 
of the royal tragedy, when a great up­
roar arose a few paces from the car­
riage. The shouts and tumult plucked 
Barnave out of the magic circle in which 
he was enmeshed.

An ecclesiastic had come up to the 
coach, just as M. de Dampierre had 
done. With his eyes full of tears, and 
his arms raised to heaven, he wished to 
pronounce a blessing on his King going 
to martyrdom. But at the very moment, 
ten. twenty, thirty guards of the carriage 
threw themselves on him and dragged 
him away for the purpose of killing him 
behind a bush. When the people have 
tasted blood they are like tigers; woe to 
him who falls into their clutches!

It was this that Barnave had seen. He 
thrust the child into the arms of his aunt 
and opened the door, with so swift and 
violent an action that he nearly fell. He 
would have fallen, in fact, but for Ma­
dame Elizabeth, who caught him by the 
coat. “Frenchmen!"’ he shouted, “Na­
tion of the brave! Are you going to turn 
into a tribe of assassins?”

The butchers let go the priest, who 
fled, protected by the outstretched arm, 
and still more by the commanding look, 
of Barnave. For one instant he was 
magnificent in that sublime beauty which 
every man possesses when he saves the 
life of a fellow being.

When the Queen met Madame Campan 
again, she said to her, “If ever power re­
turns to our hands, Barnave's pardon is 
already signed in our hearts.”

Until the time when they met the 
Commissioners, the King had taken his 
meals, according to etiquette, alone with 
his family; but at their next repast, the 
King and Queen, after consultation be­
tween themselves, invited the Commis­
sioners to sit down with them. Petion 
accepted. Latour-Maubourg and Bar­
nave refused. Barnave even insisted on 
remaining on foot and serving the King. 
But the Queen made him a sign, and he 
yielded.

They stopped at Dormans. For the 
last two days they had traveled in an 
overpowering heat, at a walking pace un­
der the burning sun of June, which 
turned the chalky soil of the road to dust, 
and gleamed on the sabers and bayonets 
of the escort. Barnave perceived the 
torture of the Queen in crawling so 
slowly in the midst of the dust, sur­
rounded by threats and hostile curiosity. 
He and his colleagues decided that there 
was no further need of a larger escort 
than one of cavalry, whereby they 
would at least be able to advance at a

Hl)
trot. And in this fashion, on the third 
day the royal family arrived at Meaux. 
And now Barnave suffered all that 
Petion, in his assumed republican boor­
ishness, had made his august traveling 
companions suffer. What would not 
Barnave have given to be alone with the 
Queen! His evil star granted him this 
favor. This Queen of France, like Mary 
Stuart, was to cost every man his head 
who approached her.

On arrival at Meaux, under the roof 
of Bossuet, in that gloomy palace with 
its brick staircase and its garden hemmed 
in with old ramparts, the Queen wished 
to see the study of the man who. hardly 
more than a hundred years before, had 
cried in that voice which rang throughout 
Christendom. “Madame is dying; Ma­
dame is dead!”

The Queen took Barnave's arm and 
went upstairs into the apartments, while 
the King went into the garden with 
Petion. Each was about to have a con­
fidential interview.

Barnave did not venture to speak first. 
The Queen helped him to begin.

“Oh, Madame,” exclaimed the young 
deputy, whose heart was overflowing, 
“how ill your cause has been defended! 
What ignorance among the Royalists of 
the spirit of the age and the genius of 
France!”

The Queen looked encouragement.
“How often—great God. how often—” 

continued Barnave, “have I been on the 
point of devoting myself to your service, 
and of coming to offer myself to you!”

“But, monsieur,” asked the Queen, 
“what steps would you then have ad­
vised?”

“One only, Madame: to make your­
self beloved by the people.”

“Alas!’’ replied the Queen, who real­
ized how she was hated, “how could I 
have gained that love? Everything con­
tributed to take it from me!”

“Oh, Madame,” replied Barnave, “if 
I, an unknown lawyer from a little pro­
vincial town, if I have succeeded in 
emerging from my obscurity and mak­
ing myself popular, how much easier were 
it for you, if you would make the least 
effort, to keep your popularity or to re­
cover it!”

Meanwhile Petion had a kindly thought 
inspired by his good heart; it was to 
effect the escape of the three gardes-du- 
corps by disguising them as National 
Guards. He was answering for the King, 
the Queen. Madame Elizabeth, and the 
royal children; but what sop should he 
throw to that Cerberus which is called 
The People?

Petion feared that the crowds would 
massacre these three men.

But the King refused to consent. 
Why? Had he the insane idea that Pe­
tion wanted them to be murdered and 
was seeking a way? Was he unwilling 
to be indebted in any way to Petion? 
The last is more probable. Petion was 
antipathetic to him. Why did he not 
preserve this antipathy for the day when 
he chose to name Petion rather than La 
Fayette as Mayor of Paris?

The morrow arrived. It was the 25th 
of June; they were about to reenter Paris 
after five days’ absence. Five days! 
What an abyss had opened during those 
five days!

At the moment of entering Paris. Bar­
nave claimed the principal seat. It was 
no longer the place of honor; it was the 
place of danger. If a fanatic fired at 
the King—this was not likely—or at the 
Queen—this was possible—he would be 
there to receive the bullet.

M. Mathieu Dumas had been charged 
by La Fayette to watch over the entry. 
Four thousand men of the Paris army 
were placed at his disposal. The experi­
enced strategist had taken every step to 
diminish danger. He had entrusted the 
guard of the coach to the Grenadiers, 
whose tall plumed headdresses concealed 
the windows. A line of mounted Grena­
diers formed a second ring. M. de Val- 
ory himself relates the precautions taken 
to protect him and his two companions. 
“Two Grenadiers,” he says, “were sta­
tioned with fixed bayonets, at the sides 
of the forecarriage, a little lower than the 
box, on a plank fastened below it.”

The heat was stifling. The coach as it 
advanced towards Paris seemed to rival 
a furnace. Several times the Queen ex­
claimed, “I am suffocating!”

At Le Bourget the King asked for 
wine, and drank.

(Continued on page 129)
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Q^he Flight to Varennes 
(Continued from page 126)

They entered the crowded streets, full 
of a moving and murmuring mass. Here 
and there were seen huge inscriptions 
high above the crowd. The King, who 
was short-sighted, made an effort and 
read:

“Whoever applauds the king will be 
beaten. Whoever insults him will be 
hanged.”

The crowd even swarmed on the roofs. 
M. Mathieu Dumas did not venture to 
enter by the Faubourg Saint-Martin. In 
view of such a crowd, he asked himself 
if any human barrier could protect the 
victims it had devoted to death. He 
went round Paris by the outer boule­
vards, and entered by the Champs 
filysees and the Place Louis XV. On the 
Place Louis XV. was a statue, the eyes of 
which had been blindfolded with a 
handkerchief.

“Why that bandage?” asked the 
King.

“To denote the blindness of the mon­
archy,” replied Petion.

On the road from the Champs Llysees 
to the Place Louis XV., the double line 
of Grenadiers on foot and on horse was 
several times broken. Then the Queen 
perceived hideous faces thrust in at the 
coach window, and gnashing their teeth. 
What was it that checked these men with 
demon faces? A kiss that the Dauphin 
blew them; a greeting that his sister 
gave. Two white-winged angels were 
hovering over the royal family.

La Fayette with his staff was before 
the Queen. As soon as she recognized 
him, she summoned him.

“Monsieur de La Fayette,” she ex­
claimed, “save the bodyguard before 
everything. They have done nothing but 
obey.”

And indeed their danger was great.
The carriages entered the Tuileries 

and did not stop till they reached the 
steps of the great terrace which extends 
in front of the palace. There, people 
were waiting for them. They could go 
no further; they must descend.

“Monsieur Barnave,” said the Queen. 
“I recommend our guards to you.”

The Assembly had been informed; 
they sent twenty deputies. La Fayette 
cleared the road; from the terrace steps 
to the door of the palace he made an 
arch of steel with the guns and bayonets 
of the National Guard. As long as the 
King was there, the unhappy guards had 
nothing to fear. The presence of the 
King would save them.

The children got out of the coach first 
and reached the palace without any diffi­
culty. Then it was the turn of the body­
guards. There was a fearful struggle. 
The sabers and pikes of assassins pierced 
through the ranks of the National 
Guards. Messieurs de Valory and de 
Malden received slight wounds.

Suddenly the Queen felt herself seized 
by the hands and carried off. She- 
looked; it was two of her mortal enemies 
who were dragging her, M. d'Aiguillon 
and M. de Noailles. She thought she 
would swoon with her terror. What 
were they going to do with her? Give 
her up to the crowd—or at all events 
thrust her into a convent. But, at the 
peril of their lives, they conducted her to 
her chamber.

Once safe, agony overcame her. Where 
was the Dauphin? What had become 
of the Dauphin? No one had seen him; 
no one could tell her.

She ran out, distracted, calling him. 
Overcome with fatigue, the child was 
asleep on a bed.

And now, what of the King?
The King came, waddling with his 

usual composed step. He had been the 
last to leave the carriage and had en­
tered the Tuileries between Barnave and 
Petion.

All day, the crowd roared around the 
gardens and in the Place du Carrousel.

The next day the journalist Prud'- 
homme wrote as follows:

“Certain good patriots, in whom the 
sentiment of royalty has not extinguished 
that of compassion, have appeared un­
easy about the moral and physical condi­
tion of Louis XVI. and his family, after 
a journey so unfortunate as that to 
Sainte-Menehould. Let them reassure 
themselves. Our late King (notre ci- 
devant) on reentering his apartments, 
on Saturday evening, found himself not 
more out of sorts than if he had returned 
from a tiring hunt without success.

“He consumed his chicken as usual, 
and the next day, after his dinner, he 
played with his son.

“As for the mother, she, on arriving, 
had a bath. Her first orders were to re­
quire new footwear, showing with solici­
tude that what she wore on the journey 
was in holes. She bore herself with 
spirit towards the officers appointed to 
her particular guard, and called it ridicu­
lous and indecent that she should be re­
quired to leave the doors of her bath­
room and of her bedroom open.”

The scaffold on which Louis XVI. lost 
his head had five steps:

The first was the taking of the Bastille.
The second, the Sth and 6th of Oc­

tober1.
He had just mounted the third: his 

arrest at Varennes.
There remained to him still two more 

to mount. The 20th of June2 and the 
10th of August3.

The 21st of January4 was merely the 
catastrophe.

O) The date of the Insurrection of the Women 
of Paris.

(2) The Procession of the People to the Tuil­
eries.

(3) The General Insurrection of the Armed i 
Population of Paris.

(4) The date of the' Execution of the King.

The End !

Read about

TlieStrange Career

WRITING
for

‘‘Publication
In a fascinating autobiography EDWARD 
MOTT WOOLLEY lifts the curtain on the 
writing life. From his own hard-earned, bril­
liant experience ho reveals the inside story— 
the requirements, hidden aspects an<l rewards 
of journalism and authorship. He is the 
author of a thousand published articles and 
fiction stories, and numerous books.

FREE-LANCING
for

FORTY MAGAZINES
By Edward Mott Woolley

Mr. Woolley tells how he found his way in ; 
how he sold his work, ultimately, to most of 
the larger magazines and to syndicates and 
publishing houses. In this book he uses a 
wealth of graphic incident and a flow of com­
ment that makes the book an extraordinary 
contribution to the literature of writing.
There is more to the writing life than plots 
and themes. The joy of writing becomes bit­
terness when manuscripts are not turned into 
print. This author takes his readers over his 
own trail, depicting his mistakes, discourage­
ments, successes.
He has written a book crammed with facts, 
and almost bitterly realistic. It is a back­
ground that will round out the young writer’s 
training, and may save years of wasted effort.
For the general reader the book is a vivid, 
poignant narrative, picturing a phase of 
American life seldom revealed outside its own 
circles. Strange indeed is this career of 
writing for publication, holding as many pit­
falls as the stage, and even greater glamour.

$2.50 Postpaid 320 pages
During the hard years of his literary strug­
gles this same author discovered how to 
finance himself by writing unusual forms of 
advertising. He tells about this in

Writing for Real Money
Adventures of an Author 

in Advertising

By Edward Mott Woolley
In human interest and vocational value, this 
book is a companion for the other. It reveals 
the income possibilities in free-lance advertis­
ing writing. The author found a fertile field 
for the craftsmanship of the writer. Numer­
ous industrial companies employed his abil­
ities. and he says that here lies an under­
worked vocation for young men and women— 
a new profession of written English that will 
pay large incomes to those who study its 
necessities, and fit themselves.
He gives names and prices, and tells of small 
jobs to thousand-dollar fees earned in writing 
narrative advertising for booklets and maga­
zine space. Also house-organ writing and 
special advertising work of curious forms.

$1.50 Postpaid 144 pages

EDWARD MOTT WOOLLEY ASSOCIATES
Passaic Park New Jersey
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Sign of 
Progress
Betterment. That is the 
watchword of American 
progress. As a nation 
we are not content to 
stand still. We want 
better foods, we want 
newer and better ways 
of doing things, labor­
saving devices, short-cuts. 
We want more comforts 
and luxuries for our 
homes. We want better 
automobiles at lower 
costs. We want better 
houses, better stores, bet­
ter means of transporta­
tion. We want to dress 
better and to play and 
enjoy ourselves more.

orS'd’oeuvres
from the

Newest Books
Lord Asquith Potted for Posterity

General Corrigan obliged him by bel­
lowing what follows:

“Ah went to lunch wid Asquit, Ah 
did, and he said to me, ‘Yes, young mon, 
you think politics is an easy game, eh? 
everything nice and simple, eh? but 
you've got a lot of difficulties ahead of 
you, young mon, you have—ah, yes.’ 
And he went on like that until Ah got 
bloddy wild, Ah did, and Ah said to 
him ‘Mr. Asquit,’ Ah said, ‘all you need 
is a bonnet on yer head and a petticoat 
round yer legs, and you'd make a bloddy 
fine old woman, you would.’ ”

General Corrigan glared at his listener 
and was silent. But the latter, feeling 
that the story was not quite complete, 
asked whether Mr. Asquith had found 
anything to say in reply to so compre­
hensive a criticisim of his qualities. The 
General looked a little uncomfortable, 
but after a short pause supplied the fin­
ishing touch to the sympathetic scene: 
“Asquit said: ‘General Corrigan, that re­
mark might be misinterpreted as rude­
ness.’ ”

Ventilations. Hesketh Pearson.
Progress is reflected by 

the advertising found in 
the magazines. It is 
through advertising that 
we first learn of the new­
est in merchandise, the 
newest methods, the new­
est of everything. Adver­
tising is the sign of prog­
ress and often the source 
of it.

Pins for Windbags

Stately pomposity Prosy turgidity
Wakes my jocosity; Curtains stupidity;
Solemn big-wiggery Ponderous gravity
Makes me feel sniggery. . . . Covers a cavity. . . .

Face their sublimity
With equanimity;
When they're oracular.
Speak the vernacular.

Song and Laughter. Arthur Guiterman.

America’s Contribution to the Defeat of Victory

Read the advertise­
ments in this magazine. 
Study them. Profit by 
them. They will help 
you secure what you need 
and want for less money 
than you often expect to 
pay. Keep up with the 
advertising and advertis­
ing will help you keep 
abreast of the times. For 
advertising supplies new 
ideas, new methods, and 
new inspirations to a 
work-a-day world. Ad­
vertising is not only the 
sign of progress—adver­
tising is progress.

Be progressive . . . keep 
in touch tvith the adver­
tisements in this maga­
zine . . . it ivill be ivell 

ivorth your tvhile

American comrades, you arrived on 
the battlefield when the War was near­
ing its end. But in the discussion of the 
peace treaty yours was a deciding share. 
It was the head of your Government who 
claimed to settle, in full accord with you, 
the results of the War. It was he who 
claimed to solve, and. with the authority 
he derived from you, did solve, problems 
of the much-hoped-for stabilization of 
Europe, problems before which our states­
men were at a standstill in hesitation. 
Without you, I do not shrink from say­
ing that in a certain number of points the 
Treaty would have been different. You 
determined to make, and you did make— 
and proclaimed it very loud and clear—a 
new Europe, in which you aimed at an 
equilibrium of pacification, the prob­
lems of which you were not afraid to 
tackle with mere phantoms of sanc­
tions. . . .

Round the conference table I saw all 
the combatant nations assembled, in har­
mony, to trace frontiers for states and to 
settle theoretical guarantees. The Presi­
dent of the American Republic did us 
the honor of coming to take his place

(Continued on page 13

among us, and, if it was not in his power 
to bring to our aid military support more 
powerful than what he did actually fur­
nish, his help in dollars at least was un­
stinted up to the very day of that vic­
tory in the field which put to the tests 
all efforts to achieve solidarity, all im­
pulses of unselfishness. Thus, as soon 
as the American soldier appeared on the 
battlefield, heralding the speedy arrival 
of a whole nation in arms, the Germans 
understood that the battle was lost. Out 
of the battle that the enemy had lost 
it remained for us to make a victory won 
by the common solidarity of our coalition.

No one will be surprised at the peculiar 
authority with which President Wilson 
succeeded, in the name of the American 
people, in imposing certain of his views 
in the Peace Conference debates. The 
end was that he believed he had found 
in his League of Nations the key to uni­
versal peace, and that the American Con­
gress, on this vital point, chose to abide 
by the Monroe Doctrine of isolation.

Grandeur and Misery of Victory. 
Georges Clemenceau.

2)
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FLORIDA HOTELS
POPULAR THE YEAR 'ROUND
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Hotel Floridan 
Tampa

I
N Hotel Floridan, Hotel Lake­
land Terrace and Hotel Dixie Court, 
there is no lowering of the high 

standard of service, and no change in 
the modest rates that prevail in all 
seasons of the year. Every day in every 
month the same thoughtful provisions 
are made for the comfort of the 
traveler in Florida.

Hotel Lakeland Terrace 
Lakeland

There are seven hotels in the Florida- 
Collier Coast Group: Hotel Floridan 
(Tampa), Hotel Tampa Terrace (Tampa), 
Hotel Lakeland Terrace (Lakeland), Ho­
tel Sarasota Terrace (Sarasota), Hotel 
Royal Worth (West Palm Beach), Hotel 
Dixie Court (West Palm Beach), and 
Hotel Manatee River (Bradenton); but 
only Hotel Floridan, Hotel Lakeland 
Terrace and Hotel Dixie Court are 
open all year. Write direct to the 
hotel for information or wire collect
for reservations.

Hotel Dixie Court 
West Palm Beach

A NEW MODERN 

HOTEL CHAIN
5 333 3
3 333 3

HOSTS O F THE FLORIDA COASTS

FLORIDA-COLLIER COAST HOTELS.inc
under HAL THOMPSON management



132 The Golden Book Magazine for June, 1930

Statler 
service

awaits 
you in 
six cities
So you get “Statler Service” here, 
from employees trained in an inter­
ested helpfulness to guests.

You get the comforts of radio in 
your room, a morning paper under 
your door, running ice water, a bed­
head reading lamp, and other 
“extra” conveniences for which 
you aren’t charged extra.

You get the benefit of rates which 
are fixed and unchanging, regard­
less of conditions — and every 
room’s rate is posted, in plain 
figures, in that room.

And you get a guarantee of your 
satisfaction, from the time you 
come in the door.

In any of six cities you can have 
“Statler Service.”

HOKL/ 
STATL€R 
BOSTON DETROIT 
BUFFALO ST. LOUIS 
CLEVELAND NEW YORK

[ Hotel Pennsy/yan/a ]

Hors-d’ceuvres
from the Newest Books

Cicero Describes a Visit from 
Julius Cassar

What an alarming guest, and yet I have 
no reason to regret having received him. 
He was quite pleasant after all . . . Every­
thing was excellent and well served, and 
more than that

The fare was good,
And wit and laughter seasoned well the 

food.
In addition, there were three rooms where 
his suite were most hospitably enter­
tained. The freedmen of lower rank, 
and even the slaves, went short of noth­
ing. The upper sort, of course, were 
more handsomely served. In fact, I made 
it clear that I wasn’t a nobody.

However, he isn’t the sort of guest 
to whom one would say. “I should be 
delighted if you would look in on your 
way back.” Once is enough. There 
wasn’t a word of anything important 
between us; our conversation was solely 
literary. In short, he was pleased, and 
enjoyed himself.

Private Letters, Pagan and Christian.
Selected by Dorothy Brooke.

Dostoeffsky—Anatomist of the 
Overwrought and Sickly Soul

There is nothing casual about Dostoeff- 
sky’s seemingly vague beginnings. We 
pass through the doorway of his novels 
as if we were entering a darkened room. 
Only outlines are visible, only the whisper 
of voices can be heard, we know not who 
is present or who is speaking. Gradually, 
however, the eye grows accustomed to the 
obscurity; shapes appear; as from the 
mysterious shadows of Rembrandt's early 
canvases, the figures emerge and are 
flooded with spiritual efflux. These shades 
must burn with passion ere they can 
tread into the light, their nerves must 
be on the stretch ere the vibrations can 
be heard. In Dostoeffsky’s creations, 
“only around the soul does the body take 
shape; only around a passion, the pic­
ture.” Not until they glow, not until 
they become strangely heated as in a 
fever, do we feel the power of his amazing 
realism; then only does he set out on his 
magical hunt for details; then only does 
he scrutinize every gesture, digging out 
laughter from its burrow, following the 
perverted feelings into their lair, dog­
ging each thought until he brings it to 
earth in the twilit realm of the uncon­
scious. Every movement acquires plas­
ticity under his hands, every idea becomes 
crystal clear; the further these souls are 
chased into the action of the drama, the 
mightier is their radiation from within 
and the more transparent do they be­
come. The morbid, the hypnotic, the

ecstatic, and the epileptic, are depicted 
with the precision of a clinical diagnosis, 
with the definite outline of a geometrical 
figure. He misses no nuance, be it of the 
most delicate; not the faintest oscillation 
escapes him. Precisely at the point where 
most artists hesitate, where their senses 
are dulled by the effulgence of a supra­
terrestrial realm, where, dazzled, they 
close their eyes, Dostoeffsky’s realism be­
gins to feel at home. And when the limits 
of the possible are reached, when knowl­
edge verges on madness, and when passion 
assumes the attributes of crime, then do 
we experience the unforgettable moments 
of his works.

Three Masters. Stefan Zweig 
(Eden and Cedar Paul.)

Jonah an’ de Lawd

“Tell me,” say de Lawd, “and tell me 
straight. Had you druther go over yonder 
to Bald'in County and revive dem sin­
ners, or had you druther stay over hyar 
and go fishin’?”

So Jonah he studied and he studied. 
“Lawd,” he say, “dat ain't hardly right 
to take a man like me which is done quit 
lyin' and ax him dat question, right to his 
face.”

“Preach or fish?” say de Lawd.
“Well, Lawd,” say Jonah, “I’m gonter 

tell you de trufe efn you drowns me. I’d 
druther fish.”

“Well,” say de Lawd, “I’m gonter give 
you all de fishin’ you wants, right hyar 
and now.” So he ducked old Jonah one 
more time. And whilst Jonah was under 
de water dat time, de Lawd r’ared way 
back and passed him a miracle, and de 
miracle was a natchal whale!
01’ King David an’ the Philistine Boys. 

Roark Bradford.

Taming a Broncho
What a horse he'd be. if I ever tamed 

him!
He whistled and looked back at the 

coming Indians three-quarters of a mile 
in the rear. He snorted, made two short 
jumps, whirled, and was off again like a 
flash of lightning. He made a big circle 
round to the left and come back right 
near the wash again. By then the Indians 
was close at hand.

He whistled and was off again like a 
scart wolf! He made straight for an­
other ledge. This was a different proposi­
tion. There was a creek down to the bot­
tom. The ledge was probably about sev­
enty-five feet high. As he made for it 
I heard a cry come from the Indians.

I felt myself grow cold. This was no 
time to weaken if I aimed to save my 
hide. I kept jerking on my right rein. 
We run down a little dip out of the In­
dians’ sight. It was a slight slope before 
you hit the ledge. It was covered with 
heavy’ pinons.

When he come within about twenty feet 
of the ledge I closed my eyes. There was
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a sudden stop and a pile-up. One of the 
heavy branches on a pine tree hooked my 
hackamore nosepiece and turned him 
around. He was just six feet this side of 
a long sound sleep! This happened just 
under the rim out of sight of the In­
dians. They'd lost territory by that time, 
for they had to ride around the wash we 
jumped.

Wolf didn’t hesitate one moment get­
ting on his feet again. He headed straight 
for the creek, on a dead run with a sev­
enty-five foot drop to the off side of 
his hoofs. When he hit the creek he 
follered it a few steps then jumped and 
made up the other side.

By the time the Indians reached the 
spot where they expected to look down 
and find us heaped up, old Wolf was 
mounting the top on the other side. I , 
hung to him like grim death to a por­
cupine.

Loud yells and cries rang out when they 
saw I wasn’t killed. They don’t know to 
this day but what we really did go off. 
They was too excited to take time to look 
for tracks.

The Last Rustler. Lee Sage.

Boccaccio Pictures his Friend 
Dante

“Our poet, then, was of medium height, 
and after he reached the age of maturity 
he walked always with a slight stoop; his 1 
way of carrying himself was sedate and 
calm, and he was always clad in the plain­
est clothes, as was befitting to a man of 
his gravity. His face was long, his nose 
aquiline, his eyes neither large nor small, 
his jaw long, and his under lip was thrust 
out further than his upper lip. He was 
dark in complexion, his hair was black 
and curly, and his face always sad and 
very thoughtful. For that reason it hap­
pened that one day, as he passed near a 
gate in Verona whereby many women 
were sitting—the fame of his works being 
already well-known, and particularly that 
part of his Comedy which he called ‘The I 
Inferno’—one of them said softly, yet 
not so softly but that he and those with 
him heard it:

“ ‘Do you see that man? He goes to 
hell and comes back again whenever he 
wants to, and he brings back news of 
those who are down there.’

“To which the other replied simply:
“ ‘Indeed, you must speak the truth. 

Do you see how his beard is all curly 
and his face blackened by the heat and 
the smoke which is below?’

“Hearing which words spoken behind 
him and realizing that they came from 
the woman's actual belief, he was very 
much amused at them, and entirely satis­
fied that they should think thus, he con­
tinued, smiling slightly, on his way.”

The Life of Giovanni Boccaccio. 
Thomas Caldecot Chubb.

If these tastes of newest books cause you to 
want any facts about them, a line to the Editorial 
Department of the Golden Book will bring you 
information. The publishers and prices are given \ 
on page 16 of this issue. |

.more than a good trunk.
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For sale by leading department [and 
luggage stores the world over. Write 

for illustrated booklet.

IME alone reveals the wonderful qualities of 
a Neverbreak Trunk. Its many thoughtfully 
studied conveniences endow it with a real 

personality.
Superb in craftsmanship, elegant in finish and 

appointments, it invites intimacy. Not just a trunk 
. . . a delightful traveling companion to which you 
become more and more attached with the passing 
of the years.

Subtly designed ... to provide a fitting place 
for every article of your apparel . . . Built with 
the ruggedness that safeguards your belongings 
against mishap, no matter how long or rough the 
journey.

Made in a wide variety of sizes and styles . . . 
in modish color schemes to meet your individual 
taste.

NEVERBREAK TRUNK CO., INC.
171 Madison Ave. New York City

KI EVERBREAK
1 Triirncs

Standard

sixty-one
YEARS Q
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made an island in Lake Michigan as the 
site for America’s first planetarium — 
the new Adler Planetarium. It contains 
the famous German scientific apparatus 
which will bring the vastness of the 
heavens within normal vision, by finger­
touch electrical control. Commonwealth 
Edison Company provides the depend­
able electric service.

Commonwealth Edison Company
The Central Station Saving Chicago 

Commonwealth Edison Company has paid 
162 consecutive quarterly dividends to its 
stockholders. Send for Year Book. Stock 
listed on The Chicago Stock Exchange.

A File of Bound Volumes 
of

THE GOLDEN BOOK 
is a shelf-full of the world’s 

Literary Treasures 
BUILD A LIBRARY OF 

CLASSICS 
from your current issues

At home, at the theatre, <vhile 
shopping or traveling, or if you 
find yourself in stuffy rooms or 
crowded places, the pungent fra­
grance of Crown Lavender Smell­
ing Salts clears the brain, steadies 
the nerves, counteracts faintness 
and weariness. It is invigorating 
—a delight and comfort. Sold 
everywhere. Schieffelin & Co., 
16-26 Cooper Sq., New York.

Unusually Interesting Travel Experiences

NOW to RUSSIA
Visit the land of the Soviets

Group or individual trips from New York
or any point in Western Europe. Complete 

travel facilities prearranged.
Write for Booklet “G”

AMALGAMATED BANK

11 Union Square 
New York City

Travel Dept.

Little Giant
(Continued from page 103)

The Little Theaters have met this dif­
ficulty in two ways—by producing such 
good plays as were not affected by the 
restriction, and by presenting original 
plays that have not seen professional pro­
duction. In this latter respect they have 
not been as active as those interested in 
the development of a distinctively na­
tional drama might wish. George Jean 
Nathan in a recent issue of Vanity Fair 
complains that “The outstanding defect 
of the little theater movement generally 
in America is its self-imitativeness . . . 
the little theaters have apparently re­
solved themselves into a chain of houses 
reproducing much the same plays . . . 
there is a minimum of individuality and 
a maximum of copying.” Without doubt 
this criticism has a sound basis. It is the 
more distressing because these theaters 
are close to the soil and people of Amer­
ica. Broadway becomes insignificant in 
comparison to what they represent. The 
romance of the South, the epic of the 
West, the adventure of the North are a 
part of their immediate inheritance. 
Now that they have achieved financial in­
dependence it is to be hoped that they 
will accomplish literary integrity as well. 
Until they attempt to produce a dra­
matic literature interpretative of the 
nation, however, they must bow to the 
professional theater as the more truly ex­
perimental. Nevertheless, we may well 
remember that Journey’s End was first 
produced by an English amateur group, 
and that the Americans. Eugene O'Neill 
and Paul Green, owe much to the Little 
Theaters.

It is, of course, difficult for the ama­
teurs to obtain good plays from play­
wrights who, for the most part, prefer, 
for financial reasons and others, profes­
sional production. They are beginning, 
however, to get a bold start. The Pasa­
dena Playhouse, one of the richest and 
most skilled of its kind, has scheduled in 
recent months premiere productions of 
O'Neill’s Lazarus Laughed, Green’s Pot­
ter’s Field, and Martin Flavin's Spindrift, 
all plays that deserve national attention 
as the products of three of America's 
most significant dramatists. In increas­
ing numbers, moreover, the professional 
producers are using the Little Theater 
groups to “try out” plays for them in 
order that they may decide whether or 
no they shall give them professional pro­
duction. This, it will be seen, is an ex­
act reversal of the usual history of a play 
today. Other evidence of an increasing 
interest in original drama on the part 
of the Little Theaters is found in the 
Theatre Arts Monthly Cup Match which 
brings together in New York this season 
five widely separated theaters competing 
in original three-act plays for the cham­
pionship cup and for a prize of $1000

Investment Suggestions
Below you will see summaries of book­

lets issued by reputable banking houses, 
trust companies, savings banks, brokers 
and other financial institutions. Strict 
rules of eligibility are made concerning 
companies advertising in this magazine. In 
writing to them please mention the Golden 
Book.

The. following list of booklets may be 
of interest to you. Choose by number the 
ones you wish to see, fill out the coupon 
below and we will be glad to have them 
sent to you without charge, or you can 
write the Bankers themselves. Please en­
close ten cents if the material of more’ 
than one company is desired.

19. A VALUABLE AID TO BANKS 
AND INVESTORS, a booklet describing 
how the Department of Economics and 
Survey serves investors by furnishing in­
vestment counsel, free, to individuals and 
institutions. Offered by A. C. Allyn & Com­
pany, 67 W. Monroe Street, Chicago, Ill.

4. COMMONWEALTH YEAR 
BOOK: An illustrated detailed state­
ment of the operations of the Common­
wealth Edison Company, of much interest 
to investors. Offered by Commonwealth 
Edison Company, 72 W. Adams St., Chi­
cago, Ill.

12. CITIES SERVICE COMMON AS 
A PERMANENT INVESTMENT, a 
booklet describing the activities of Cities 
Service Company and subsidiaries with 
special reference to the common stock 
history and future possibilities. Offered 
by Henry L. Doherty & Co., 60 Wall 
St., New York.

6. HOW TO SELECT SAFE BONDS, 
a pamphlet outlining some sound invest­
ment principles, offered by George M. 
Forman & Co., 112 West Adams Street, 
Chicago, Ill.

7. INVESTORS’ GUIDE, a detailed 
statement of sound investments, is offered 
by Greenebaum Sons Investment Com­
pany, La Salle and Madison Streets, Chi­
cago, Ill.

9. SECURITY BONDS, a name ap­
plied to 6% real estate bonds which are 
guaranteed as to principal and interest by 
the Maryland Casualty Company, a 
$40,000,000 corporation, are described in 
an illustrated booklet. Offered by J. A. 
W. Iglehart & Co., 102 St. Paul St., Balti­
more, Md.

10. THE HUDSON RIVER BRIDGE 
OF TOMORROW. An economic study 
of the new Hudson River Bridge in its 
relation to the communities served. Offered 
by The National City Company, 55 Wall 
Street, New York.

16. STOCK AND BOND REGISTER. A 
record showing the important features of 
each security which is held by investors. Of­
fered by Otis & Company, 216 Superior 
Street, N. E., Cleveland, Ohio.

14. “INVESTMENTS THAT EN­
DURE” is the slogan of the Utility Secu­
rities Company, 230 So. La Salle St, 
Chicago, Ill., and is applied to the various 
securities which are offered by the great 
public utility interests which the Utility 
Securities Company serves. Detailed cir­
culars will be mailed upon request.

r. PRINT your name—cut the coupon - 
| June, 1930
| INVESTMENT BUREAU, GOLDEN BOOK 
j 55 Fifth Avenue, New York City
I Please have sent to the undersigned literature num-
I bered..................

• Name.............. .........................................................• ••••<•

■ Address.........................................................................................

I If agreeable kindly state business.......................................
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offered by Longmans, Green, publishers.
But the problem of play selection is 

not the only one to puzzle the Little 
Theaters as they intrench their position 
and approach in merit and success the 
work of the professional stage. A 
friendly but firm, organized theater labor 
has sometimes embarrassed their amateur 
efforts by interpreting them as non-union. 
Guest-artists who are members of Actors’ 
Equity sometimes find that a perform­
ance at a Little Theater with amateurs 
has precipitated them into hot water. 
The amateur art-theater has brought 
about a new and difficult situation affect­
ing the theatrical unions. Few cities 
have seen such happy accord as has char­
acterized the history of the Schenectady 
Civic Players where labor and big busi­
ness (General Electric), town and gown 
(Union College) have cooperated with 
such zeal that now, at the end of their 
first year of existence, they possess and 
operate their own playhouse with finan­
cial success.

Another interesting development of the 
art-theater movement has been that in 
some cities the professional theater has 
paid the amateurs the compliment of 
emulating them. The more far-sighted 
of the directors and managers of stock 
companies have seen the advantage to be 
derived from adopting art-theater poli­
cies. By producing plays much finer 
than those ordinarily performed in stock, 
they have sought and obtained the favor 
of the same people who support and be­
lieve in the Little Theaters. In several 
instances they have dropped the title of 
“Stock Company” and substituted “Civic 
Repertory.” Such a theater is Jessie 
Bonstelle’s Detroit Civic Repertory 
which deserves the enthusiastic support 
it receives; such also is the recently or­
ganized and magnificently housed Chi­
cago Civic Repertory.

America is providing a fertile ground 
for all good drama today—professional 
or amateur. Never has the land seemed 
so theater-hungry. New organizations 
are forming constantly. A state play­
tournament was recently held in Wis­
consin and over fifty amateur groups 
were entered. A similar competition was 
held in Mississippi, and a county contest 
was held in Westchester County, New 
York. These are but a few of many. 
The nation seems at last to have become 
fully aware of the values of the drama. 
If adequate standards could now be es­
tablished (a crying need of the Little 
Theaters today is for well-informed, un­
prejudiced and intelligent criticism) there 
would be much to hope from the Amer­
ican amateur theater. It is a theater 
created by American feeling and there­
fore the best medium for translating it. 
Being born of the people, it lies close to 
their hearts. It knows more of American 
life than is found on the tiny strip of 
Broadway. Before long it will have 
grown up to the task of telling what it 
knows.

ESSENTIAL TO 
MODERN LIVING

INCREASING are the uses of electricity. Think how 
many times you turn a switch . . . press a button.
Commonwealth Edison Company, serving Chicago 

electrically, had 950,800 customers on December 31, 1929. 
The sale of electricity per capita for 1929 was 1,190 kilo­
watt hours, an increase of 8.2% over the preceding year. 
Steadily the use of electricity becomes more widespread 
. . . more essential to modern living.

We distribute the securities of progressive public utility 
companies operating in 31 states. Send for our list of 
offerings yielding 6% and more.

UTILITY SECURITIES COMPANY
230 So. La Salle Street, CHICAGO

New York St. Louis Richmond Louisville Milwaukee Indianapolis
San Francisco Minneapolis Detroit

“In These Volumes Lincoln Lives Again” 
Says Charles Evans Hughes

“We see him in the perspective of his own day, and his 
problems, his struggles, and his contemporaries are so 
clearly presented that the reader has a sense of a new 
and invigorating intimacy.”

ABRAHAM LINCOLN
By Albert Shaw 

2 Volumes
Here, in striking picture and absorbing narrative, you see Lincoln the struggling 
politician. The greatest men in this country’s history are brought to life for 
you—not only by 500 contemporary cartoons and other illustrations, but also by a 
clear and vibrant text. “Almost all, if not all. of the American giants of those 
times stalk through the cartoons which crowd Dr. Shaw’s two volumes.”—The New 
York Sun. “The text is a careful, impartial and well-written history.”—The New
York Times. $8.00 at all Bookshops

REVIEW OF REVIEWS CORP. 55 Fifth Ave., New York
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Thoughtful men in ever-increasing numbers are buying 
residence liability insurance. Why? Because they really be­
lieve that they will need it some day? Not necessarily . . . 
They buy it because they know that what has happened, can 
happen. If it does happen to them, they know the chance 
of financial loss, heavy financial loss, is too great to risk.

What might happen?
Verdicts of $5000 . . . $25,000 — and even more, are 

being rendered to claimants who are injured on the prem­
ises of the home-owner and prove, to the satisfaction of the

jury, the negligence of that home-owner . . . Among such 
claimants are letter carriers, milkmen, newsboys, workmen, 
and tradesmen. Frequently, guests bring such action against 
their host.

Such people come to your home . . . Are you protected 
against damage suits they might bring against you? Are you 
interested enough to ask The Employers’ Group Agent to 
tell you a more complete story? His counsel costs you noth­
ing. It may save you much.

Write for our Booklet—“What Is It and What of It"

The Employers’ Liability Assurance Corporation, Ltd. (The World's Pioneer in Liability 
Insurance); American Employers’ Insurance Company; and The Employers’ Fire Insurance 
Company, comprise The Employers’ Group — 110 Milk Street, Boston, Massachusetts.

THE EMPLOYERS’ GROUP
CASUALTY & FIRE

INSURANCE
FIDELITY & SURETY

GOLDEN JUBILEE
OF THE WORLD’S PIONEER IN LIABILITY INSURANCE



off in your car this

ofo/d NORMANDY

Historic Quebec

Chapelle de procession 
at Ste. Famille on I’lle 

d’Orleans

The faithful after mass at 
Ange Gardien on the Ste. 
Anne de Beaupre' road. £3?
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springtime... cross the border into 
Quebec province... instantly you’re 
in countryside - like Normandy... 
and in another century.

Grave oxen plough the fields ... 
grand’meres in frilled caps spin at 
the wheel... peasant women in neat 
black tell their beads kneeling before 
wayside shrines... with luck you 
may happen on a group of Norman 
lads singing the habitant chansons, 
dancing the lumber-camp jigs... or 
a historic pageant with everybody 
out in doublet-and-hose or kirtle- 
and-wimple...or a stately proces­
sion of the church.

Quebec is at its best in springtime 
... full of apple-blossoms... perfect 
motoring over well-kept roads, un­
interrupted driving... good golf at 
Montmorency... tempting antiques 
and homespuns and hooked rugs to 
buy... and Chateau Frontenac's tall 
towers to call you home to a dinner 
you could hardly better in Paris, and 
a room with a hundred mile view 
across the peaked roofs of the ancient 
Norman town and beyond the wide 
St. Lawrence.

Full information and reservations 
at any Canadian Pacific Office, or 
write to Chateau Frontenac, Quebec, 
Canada. New York, 344 Madison 
Ave.... Chicago, 71 E. Jackson Blvd. 
... Boston, 405 Boylston St.... also 
Atlanta, Buffalo, Cincinnati, Cleve­
land, Detroit, Montreal, Philadel­
phia, Pittsburgh, St. Louis, Toronto, 
Washington, Winnipeg, and 19 
other cities in the U. S. and Canada.

Wayside shrine on I’lle 
d’Orleans.. . Christ and 

the mourning Marys.

Peasantsstill bake in the 
out-of-door ovens a few 

miles from Quebec.

The ox takes the place of tractors and motors 
on hack country roads and farms.

Grand’mere at the spinning 
wheelmakesQuebechomespuns.

Hooked rugs can be bought from their 
makers... beauties they are, too.

Chateau Eontcnac
A CANADIAN PACIFIC HOTEL
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“COMING EVENTS CAST 
THEIR SHADOWS BEFORE”

i/Thomar Cu^^eiZ. 1777-1844)

AVOID THAT
FUTURE SHADOW

by refraining from over­
indulgence, if you would 
maintain the modern fig­

ure of fashion

Reach

We do not represent that 
smoking Lucky Strike Ciga­
rettes will bring modern figures 
or cause the reduction of flesh. 
We do declare that when tempt­
ed to do yourself too well, if 
you will "Reach for a Lucky” 
instead, you will thus avoid 
over-indulgence in things that 
cause excess weight and, by 
avoidingover-indulgence,main­
tain a modern, graceful form.

©1930. The American
Tobacco Co., Manufacturers

Your Throat Protection — against irritation — against cough.
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