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'HE extremely light

action of the Monarch
Typewriter endears it to
all operators who use it.

The typist who takes

pride in her position finds

great satisfaction in being able to turn out as much work, and

as good work, per hour, toward the end of the working day as

during the morning. Other conditions being the same, she
can always do this on a Monarch. There is

“No Three O’Clock Fatigue”

for users of this machine. The mechanical reason for the Monarch light
touch is found in the action of the Monarch Typebar, an exclusive and
patented feature which gives this remarkably light action.

We would remind the business man that “ Monarch Light Touch”
means more work and better work, because less physical strength
is expended by the operator. Therefore, cost per folio is re-
duced, making the Monarch a business economy.

No
Three Write Us for Descriptive Literature, Fully Illustrated

Fatigue .
We can arrange for a demonstration of the Monarch

in your office and prove all Monarch advantages

THE MONARCH TYPEWRITER COMPANY

Monarch Typewriter Building, 300 Broadway, New York

Canadian Offices: Toronto, Montreal. Branches and Dealers throughout the World.
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TIFFANY & CoO.

Moderate prices as well
as the highest standard of
quality are characteristic
of Tiffany & Co.'s en-
tire stock of jewelry, sil-
verware, stationery, and
artistic merchandise

Correspondence invited. The Tiffany
Blue Book will be sent upon request

Fifth Avenue & 37th Street New York
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This Mark ldentifies Mayhew Furniture

The Mayhew Idea

In advertising is not, primarily, to
sell you furniture, but to inform
you — and enable you to inform
yourself— about furniture. Your
purchase of

Mayhew Furniture

— or at least your desire for it—is
expected to follow your own in-
vestigation of furniture realities.
The Mayhew case is rested, finally, not upon
Mayhew salesmanship or upon Mayhew
advertising, good as we want these to be —
but upon Mayhew Furniture— the product of
two generations of fidelity to definite ideals
and specific standards in the design, manu-
facture and marketing of furniture.

See Mayhew Furniture at your Dealer's

This Mark Identifies Mayhew Furniture

The Mayhew Name

Some manufacturers guarantee 7
their products vociferously. The
mere name of other manufacturers
is such an obvious guaranty of excellence in
material, integrity in manufacture and
straightforwardness in presentation, that the
public accepts their product as a standard.
Such aname in the mercantile world is more
to be desired than much fine gold.

It is such a name that two generations of
Mayhews have sought to deserve by the
simple method of putting genuine worth into

Mayhew Furniture

The name adds nothing to the furniture except
convenience of identification, but the character of
the furniture has made the name worth looking for.

See Mayhew Furniture at your Dealer's

This Mark Identifies Mayhew Furniture

The Mayhew Business

has been built from its foundation upon those
ideals which have only begun to affect
generally the structure of American busi-
ness— ideals which generally are referred to
as “ old-fashioned,” but which are quite new-
fashioned in their practical application to the
largest modern industries.

Artistic Fidelity and Material Integrity

are not abstractions in the building of May-
hew furniture nor catchwords in Mayhew
advertising.

Mayhew Furniture

is built to meet the cultured needs of an
ever increasing public which demands and
is willing to pay for furniture realities.

See Mayhew Furniture at your Dealer's

This Mark Identifies Mayhew Furniture

The Mayhew Method

of Eresentln f1 lings for your msFectlon IS as

grlor as Mayhew furniturg. Leading deal ers |r%

h a’ortant AmerlcapI Cltﬁ ave %amp es 0

urnlture on their tloors. ){ under-

stﬁn lg]t—ar] V\H show 1t to you mtehgentIY
X aveaso eMayhew arbon Prints— 1

ch sw zg Iyw ich to s?‘Low you the various

styles t 0 not carry in sto

Every Mayhew dealer, ther tefore IS able ho sho
0U the entire Mayhew, line 0T more than a t ousan
atte(ns— re resentatbve examples (hn the floor, and
Pdp ementary pieces oto%ra It s a satis-

g way of securmg e wide 0|ce

1Y ayhew I|ne| cludesg wide ge of é)erfect
exam es |n %ms aton
Pﬁ an—éi e |m ortant
mlods— soAmerlcan olonial an
r|0 s upholstered furniture in Morocco and fa rlc
coverings.

W e do not distribute any conventional “ booklets,” be-
cause the best of conventional illustrations are widely used
to advertise inferior furniture.
as well as our own, that you

W e ask, in your interest

See Mayhew Furniture at your Dealer’s
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Guide to “The Marketplace of the World™

The publishing of a great magazine like McClure’s at such a low price
would not be possible without the patronage of advertisers, but they would
not be attracted to McClure’s Magazine were it not for the loyal support
of our readers.

We tell advertisers that your patronage is worth soliciting, that you
have confidence in the business announcements in these pages. Our en-
deavor to make these pages worthy of your belief in us costs us more each
month than you realize, but such a loss is ultimately our gain even though
we were not governed by principle.

Many of the following individuals and firms could, no doubt, add to
your comfort, profit or enjoyment. It will be appreciated if you will kindly
mention McClure’s when you write to any of them. It will help us, it will
help you—a sort of mutual guarantee.

| ?wq&wd&%

Advertising Manager

Automobiles and Accessories Rollins & Sons, E. H. . . . . 76 Building and Construction

A. B.C. MotorCo. . . . . . 44a | Trowbridge & Niver Co. . . .A44a | Adams & Elting Co. . . . . . 84
Baker Motor \'eh!ch ConTher -8 o 74 Bath Room Fixtures Atlas Portland Cement Co. . . . 50
Bartholomew Co., The . . . . 69 > S BAYTett NI GO Ve ST U8l
= S ; Mott Iron Works, J. L. . . . . 8 = :
Columbus Buggy Co., The . . . 94 Standard Sanltary Mfg. Co 63 Cabot;sSamuells & S FEre. v 43
Elngore MIg, /€O &5 v s oo o 87 TRy gils e % S GaldwelliCGo. W Bl o L wae ' o0 st
Fisk Rubber €o. .. . « =« =« = 61 Boats, Motors, Etc. Carter White Lead Co. . . . . 30
Jeftery & Co., Thos. B. . . . .44b | Fay & Bowen Engine Co. . . . 70 | Chicago House Wrecking Co. . . 47
Nordyke & Marmon Co.. . . . 70| Gray MotorCo. . . . . . . 44a | General Blectrlc)Co:ii, ' » | eripan 89
Pantasote Co., The .. . . . . 69 | King Folding Canvas Boat Co.. . 44d | KeithCo. . . . . . . . . 50
Rapid Motor Vehicle Co. . . . 68| MullinsCo., W.H. . . . . . 68| Mershon & Morley . . . . . 68
United Manufacturers . . . . 68| palmerBros.. . . . . . .44d | National LeadCo. . . . . . 93
Willys-Overland Co. . .« . 9899 | RacineBoatCo. . . . . . . 62| Petersen, Jens C. AT W e

Banking and Financial Truscott Boat Mfg. Co. . . . . 08 | Power SpeclaltyCo.. . . . . 70
Kulin, .. So& WiS.e = 5 =« = 99 Tuttle Co., D. M. . . .+ w +w 70 | Rider-Ericsson EngineCo. . . . 36
Petry & Co. .- . . + =« . . 49| Wright Engine Qo5 CLT.- o N 72 | Sargent & Co. 3 sy ol | SV )

5



McClure’'s—The Marketplace of

Sherwin-Williams . 44c
Trussed Concrete Steel . 44d
Ward Fence CoO.ooveevevivecieeienns A . 88
Cameras, Etc.
Eastman Kodak Co. . . 76
Cigars, Tobacco, Etc.
Pall Mall Cigarettes 4th cover
Spaulding & Merrick Lo 60
The Surbrug Co.oveeeecciercieceees 44

Educational
American Academy of Dramatic Arts 12
American School of Correspondence 46
Bissell College of Photo-Engraving 12

Bogue, Benjamin N ... 14
Chautauqua School of Nursing .13
Chicago Correspondence School Law 13
Chicago School of Elocution .. 14
Columbian Correspondence College . 14
Cortina Academy of Languages .12
Cross Co.,, T h € .viiiiiiiiiiciiis 14
Detroit School of Lettering .. 14
Dodge's Institute ....covincicncnns 14
Evans Sen. Cartooning, W. L. . . 14
Fine Arts Institute ... 14
Illinois College of Photography . .12
International Correspondence School 29

Landon School. The ... 14
Language Phone Method
Michigan Business Institute A 15
National Correspondence Institute. 13
National Salesman’s Training Asso. 14
Niles Bryant School of Plano Tuning 54

N. W. School of Taxidermy .15

Page-Davis Sch o0 l.cconiniiiniis 13

School of Applied Art . . . .14
Sprague Corres. School of Law . . 14
St. Louis Trades School. . . .13
Tome School for Boys . . .12
Universal Business Institute .. 15
University of Chicago . . .12

Fire Arms
Iver-Johnson Arms & Cycle Works 84
Food Products
Atwood Grape Fruit Co., The . . 43
Bauer Chemical Co., The R 83
Blooker's Cocoa
Campbell’'s Soups.

Chiclets
Corn Products Ref 32
Crystal Domino Sugar . . . . 43
Farwell & R hines. .
Genesee Pure Food Co. (Jell-O) .97
Holstein-Friesian ASSO.......coeiiine 32
Horllck's Malted Milk . . . . 36
Knox Gelatine ... 24
Lea & Perrin’s Sauce . . 35
National Biscuit Co. (Nablsco) . .22
National Starch Co.....ccccooviviviiiiiciiinie 42
New England Confectionary Co. . 77
Peter's Chocolate ... 16h
Postum Cereal Co.....ccoeceriiiciiiieiciiine 25
Smith-Kline & French (Eskay’'s
Food).. LT7
Welch Grape Juice C
Whitman & Son, Stephen F. . . 74
Wilbur & Sons, H. 0 ..ccoooeeviieeiieeecnnens 54
Foot Wear
Best & CoO.cvvciiiiiiiiicc s 56
Stetson Shoe Co., The L. 28
For the Home
Clinton Wire Cloth Co....cccoeviiiciiiinns 62
Hartshorn Shade Rollers . . . 74
Higgln Mfg. Co., The P 39
Indoor Window Tent Co. . . . 62

Johnson & Son, S. C
M acheth

National Sweeper Co.

Piedmont Red Cedar Chest Co.. 48
Pratt & Lambert... . 58
Simplex Electric Heating Co. . 20
1900 Washer Co..ccceevivccciiniciciinne 44a
Furniture
Come-Packt Furniture Co. . 76
Gunn Furniture Co....cccovrivivirirnne 78
M @Y R EW e 2
Stafford Mfg. Co., E. H. 56
Heating and Lighting Systems
American Radiator Co. 100
Best Light Co., The . 80
Canchester Light Co. 60
Lindsay Light Co. 79
Noel, John S.......is 90
Peck-'Williamson Co. 92
Standard-Gillett Light 46
U. S. A. Lighting Co. . . 70
Walker & Pratt Mfg. Co. 7
Welsbach Co....ccvicviiiiiiicicc, 3d cover
Household Supplies
Old Dutch Cleanser . . . . 4
Pearline ... 20
Insurance
Equitable Life Assurance Society 95
Jewelry and Silverware
Gregg Mfg. & Impt. Co.,, The R 74
Howard Watch Co., E. . 75
Loftis Bros. & Co. 72
Marshall, Geo. E. P 54
Meriden Britannia Co. . 77
Tiffany & COuevvvveeececeee 1

Miscellaneous
American Telephone & Telegraph Co. 26

Amusement Supply Co. 44a
Arlington St. Church 12
Barnes, W. F. & Jno. 50
Berkshire Hills Sanatorium 42
Bowker Insecticide Co. . 44
Buffalo Lithia Water 35
Burell Syndicate 54
Burrowes, E. T. Co. . 69
Chesebrough Mfg. Co. 38
Cocroft, Susanna 82
Collette Mfg. Co. 44d
Evans & Co., Victor J. . 14
Greider, B. H. ..o, 42
Herschell-Spillman Co. . 34
Horton Mfg. Co., The 44
Keep-Shape CoO.coevvevvecvevcccceee 42
Londonderry Lithia Spring Water Co. 80
Lotz, Henry M. 44d
Mason, Fenwick & Lawrence . . 13

McAllister Mfg. Opt
Mead Cycle Co

Munter, Prof. Charles L 45
National Casket CO....cceveviiciinicicnns 48-49
National Resources Security Co. . 76
Oakland Chemical CoO.....ccoeceviiiciiiiiiiccis 33
Ohio Electric Works Lo 68
Pine Forest In N ..., 15
San Antonlo'Publliclty League . . 41
Sure Hatch Incubator Co. . . .46
Thayer & Chandler.....iinins 38
Thieler, E. R. (Mettlach Ware). . 60
Trans-Continental Freight Co. . . 74
U. S. Playing Card CoO....cccceevvevennnecirenene 84
Vapo-Cresolene Co., The L 40
Von Bergen . 56
Wanamaker, John . P .52
Worthington C 0 . . 56
Musical Instruments, Etc.

Estey Piano Co..
Farrand Co.,, T h e
Ivers & Pond Piano Co.
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the World

National Phonograph Co. 66-67
Victor Talking Machine Co 18-19
Office Equipment
American Writing Machine Co. 72
Bennett Typewriter Co. 58
Elliott-Fisher Co. 62
Felt & Tarrant Mfg. Co . .78
Monarch Typewriter Co Th' 2d cover
0. K. Mfg. Co. = = 54
Spencerian Pen Co. - 38
Typewriter Emporium . 44d
Webster Co., F. S. 78
Publisher
Book Supply Co., The 16f
Century Co., The 16e
Dodd, Mead & Co. 169
Doubleday, Page & Co. 16-16a
Houghton, Mifflin Co. . . 15
McClure Co., The 16b-16d
McClure's Magazine -9-10-11
McClure Co., S. S. 16
Murphy Co., John 80
Puritan Pub. Co. 13
Redfield Co., The Scott 12
Sprague Pub. Co. 12
Seeds, Plants, Etc.

Burpee & Co., W. Atlee 74
Childs, John Lewis 37
Dingee & Conard Co. 80
Dreer, Henry A. 44
Ferry & Co., D. M. 48
Heller Bros. Co. 32
Henderson & Co., Peter 36
Kellogg Co., R. M. 60
Storrs & Harrison Co. 90
Vicks’ Sons, James 60
Stationery
Hampshire Paper Co. 27
Whiting Paper Co. 16f
Toilet Articles

Allen’s Foot-Ease
Colgate & Co. 57
Dupont & Co., E. 46
Florence Mfg. Co. 91
Lablache Face Powder 42
Lehn & Fink 90
Mennen’s Toilet Powder 34
Mulhens & Kropff 90
PearsVSoap 17
Potter Drug & Chemlcal Co (Cuti-
cura Soap) 34
Pro-phy-lac-tic Tooth Brus 91
Rexall 81
Sheffield Dentifrice Co. 40
Travel
Althouse’s Tours . 44d
Southern Pacific Ry. 58
Terry’'s Mexico 15
Union Pacific Railway 16¢
Where-To-Go Bureau 15
Wearing Appare
Best & CO.covvvecvcvccciccs 56
Chalmers Knitting Co. 28
Cheney BroS......cooeineenne .41
Cluett, Peabody & Co. . 64-65
Crofut & Knapp Co., The 88
Edgarton Mfg. Co., C. A. 50
Fiberloid CoO..ccoecvvvveevieeen 86
Holeproof Hosiery Co. 96
Knothe Bros. 72
Mayer & Co., Clarence 73
National Cloak & Suit Co 21
Presto Co., The 86
Shaw Stocking Co. 28
Stein & Co., A. 56
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The Helps that Every Cook
has longed for are In

And no other Range has them

The Single Damper (patented). Perfect fire and oven control by one
motion—push the knob to “Kindle,” “Bake” or “Check’ — the range does the
rest.  Worth the price of the range.

The Ash Hod in the base is a patented feature. If a prize were offered

for theworst plan for disposing of ashes, the ordinary stove would get it
our plan the ashes fall through a
chute into a Hod, all of them,
meking their removal safe, easy,
cleanly. The Coal Hod is
alongside the Ash Hod, out of
the way.

The Oven is the most won-
derful of bakers.  Scientific
curved heat flues with non-leak-
cup-joints carry the heat
the oven in a way to

heat every part alil”e.

The Fire Box and the Pat-
ented Grates enable a small fire
to give great cooking efficiency,
affording great economy of fuel.

Write for Illustrated Booklet. 1f Crawfords
are not sold in your town we will tell you
how to get one.

Walker & Pratt Mfg. Co.
31-35 Union St., Boston
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DR. JONNESCO, WHO HAS PERFORMED 1000 OPERATIONS WITH STOVAINE

Anaesthesia via the Spinal Cord

(_H The latest experiments with the new drug,
stovaine, which, when injected into the
spinal cord, produces complete insensibility to
pain without affecting the patient’s conscious-
ness, will be described by Burton J. Hendrick,
who has been an eye-witness of many of
Dr. Jonnesco’s operations in this country.
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ONE OF THE SURVIVORS WHO WAS ENTOMBED EIGHT DAYS

The Cherry Mine Disaster

A collection of remarkable human documents

and a dramatic story of heroism and self-
sacrifice by Edith Wyatt.

Few people realize that if it had not been for
the heroism of a few employees, 500 people
instead of 280 would have perished in the St. Paul
Mine. Miss Wyatt went to Cherry at the time
of the disaster, and gives the first complete story
of the marvellous rescues.

McCLURE’S
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A Solution of the Servant Problem

The use cf mechanical appliances and labor-
saving devices in the kitchen; the education
of the mistress to encourage specialization and in-
itiative on the part of the servant and to permit
her to live her own life in her own way in her
own home: these are the main ingredients of the

servant problem cure suggested by I. M. Rubinow
and Daniel Durant.

10
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FROM THE DRAWING BY ANDRE CASTAIGNE

n “The Joint in the Harness”

A marvellous story of the romance and won-

der of aerial warfare. An English writer
anonymously describes the war of the future,
war as it may be twenty-five years hence, with
all its terrible perfection in the machinery of
slaughter. Illustrated with full-page pictures by
Andreé Castaigne.

| McCLURE’S
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The Tome School for Boys

An Endowed Preparatory School
Elaborately illustrated Book on Request.

DR. THOMAS S. BAKER,
Port Deposit, Md.

WHAT THINK YE OF CHRIST?

by Rev. E. E. HALE, D. D., and other Unitarian literature Sent
FREE. Address M. C., Arlington St. Church, Boston, Mass.

THE
American

Boy

Help Your Boy to Develop Himself

Give him a year’'s subscription to this

great boys’' magazine. Entertains and

m fascinates boys, gives them helpful
j ideas, teachesthem how to work, to make

1 things, to DO things, keeps them alert to

I currentevents, makes their school work more

I interesting. You could not be intelligent with-

| out YOUR papers and magazines—give your

boy HIS Magazine. Finely illustrated.

Send $1.00 lor a year. 10c at news-stands.
N Sprague Publishing Co., 99 Majestic Bldg., Detroit, Mich.

CORTINAPHONE

“The Original Phonographic Method”
Awarded Medals— Chicago 1893. Buffalo 1901
ENGLISH - GERMAN - FRENCH
ITALIAN - SPANISH
It enables anyone to learn any language in the easiest
simplest, most natural way. The Cortinaphone Method
makes language study a pleasure and at the same
time gives you a practical speaking

knowledge.

IDEAL HOME STUDY METHOD.
Our free booklet tells all about the Cortin-
apnone Method and the Cortina courses,
also our easy payment plan.

Write for it today
| CORTINA ACADEMY of LANGUAGES
Established 1882
J 242 Cortina Bldg., 44W.S4thSt. N.Y*

UNIVERSITY of CHCAGO

offers
350 of its class-room courses by correspondence.
One may take up High School or College studies
at almost any point and do half the work for a
Bachelor degree. Courses for Teachers. Writers,
Bankers, Accountants, Business Men, Ministers,
Parents, and many in other vocations.

The U. ofC,, Div. B, Chicago, Il

HOME
STUDY

three months' trial subscript! 1 T h e B O y S , M ag aZ i n e

the biggest and best b >ys' magazine published. Fine stories and beautiful
illustrations. Handsome covers in colors. Departments of Electricity, Me-
chanics, Photography, Stamns, Coins and Curios. A big Athletic depart-
ment edited by WALTER CAMP is a feature.

Send only 25c (stamps accept- d) for a tl.ree months’ trial subscription.
The Scott F. Redfield Co., 665 Main St., Smetliport, Pa.

Learn Photography, Photo-Engraving or 3-Color Work

Engravers and Three-Color Operators earn $20
to $50 Per Week. Only college in the world where these
paying professions are tau ght successfully. Established 16 years.
Endorsed by International Association of Photo-Engravers and Photo-
graphers’ Association of Illinois. Terms easy : living inexpensive.
Graduates placed in grood positions. W,rite for catalogue,
and specify course in whichyou are interested.

Illinois College of Photography or 1945 Wabash Ave.
Bissell College of Photo-Engraving f Effingham 11
L. H. BIS9ELL, Pres. NO SALOONS IN EFFINGHAU

AMERICAN
AC(QDEMY
DRAMATIC ARTS

FOUNDED IN 1884

Connected with
Mr. Charles
Frohman’s Empire
Theatre and
Companies

Its exceptional facilities and complete organization

have made it the recognized leading institution for
dramatic training in this country.

BOARD OF TBUSTEES
FRANKLIN H. SARGENT, President

DANIEL FROHMAN JOHN DREW
AUGUSTUS THOMAS BENJAMIN F. ROEDER
For catalogue and information, apply to

THE SECRETARY, ROOM 446, CARNEGIE HALL, NEW YORK
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FRENCH-GERMAN
SPANISH-ITALIAN

Is Easily and Quickly Mastered by the

LANGUAGE
PHONE
METHOD

COVBINED WTH
IFNHAL COMMONSENEE MTHD
CE FRACICAL INSOISTRY.

You hear the living voice of a native professor
pronounce each word and phrase. A few minutes’
daily practice, at spare moments, gives thorough conversa-
tional mastery of a foreign language.

Send for Interesting Booklet and Testimonials

THE LANGUAGE-HIONE METHOD
818 Metropolis Bldgl, Broadway nnd 16th St., New York

T Y High-Grade
Instruction by
Correspondence
Established 1892
any .State. Three Courses.

College. Post-Graduate and
Business Law Improved method of instruction,
combinmg-tlieory and practice.

One student writes “ 1 have learned moro law
in three months under your instruction than |
learned in six months in a law office.”
APPROVED BY BENCH AND BAR

Classes begin each month. Uniform rate of tui-
tion. Send for our 48-page catalogue, in which
we give a synopsis of the rules for admission to
the bar of the several States.

Chicago Correspondence School ol Law

507 Reaper Block, Chicago

NCLE SAM WANTS YOU

for the Railway Mail, Postal. Internal
Revenue, Customs or Departmental
Service. 40,000 appointments made

Marketplace of the World

Mrs. Mary H. Passmore of Chicago, a graduate of this school

F you have the natural UNUSUAL OFFER

attributes of a good
nurse we will undertake
to teach you to earn $10 to
$25 a week, as thousands
of our graduates are doing.
Let us submit to you our plan.
Send today for our 9th annual 56-
page Blue Book, explaining our
method, with stories of successful
nurses.

Olje GHjautauqua “rltnol
o of Nurstttg o

272 Main Street, Jamestown New York

JV E grant enjery

student tnsoo
months: probation-
ary or trial study-
this costs you noth-
ing if you are dis-
satisfied.

LEARN PLUMISING

yearly. Full particulars FREE con-

cerning positions,

salaries, examina-

tions (held annually in every State),
sample questions previously used* etc.

ss the or

NATIONAL " CORRESFONDENCE INSTITUTE
21-40 Second Nat'l Bank Bldg., Wash., D. C.

PATENTS

Established 49 years. Best
Work. Terms Moderate

Mason, Fenwick &
Lawrence, Patent
Lawyers, 608 F St.,
Washington, D. C.
References. Careful

Booklet and Advice FREE.

LEARN TO WRITE
ADVERTISEMENTS

“ Thisia the advertising 6chool you hear so much ahout.”

Study advertising
by mail with this
school and you can
positively increase
your earning power.
Ad writers receive

from $25to $100 a week.
Ifyou want to know more— if you want to

earn more— if you

want to improve your

worldly and financial position, either as em-

ployee or employer,

will receive our beautiful prospectus.

write us to-day and you

Itis Free.

This Silver Statuette, entitled'‘ The Stand-

ard Bearer,"

was presented June 17, 1909, to

the President of the School by students and
graduates of Great Britain a?id Ireland as
a mark of appreciation and esteem.

PAGE'DAVIS SCHOOL «* 150 Nassau Street, New York

A trade that will make you independent for life. B I G
Hours Shorter—Pay Bigger—Demand Greater than
any other trade. You need no previous experi- PAY
ence. Our practical methods enable you in afew

months to hold position as skilled plumber or
conduct your owpn business. Catalog sent free. SHORT
St. Louis Trades School HOURS

4441 Olive St. St. Louis, Mo.

GNORANCE of the laws of self and sex
will not excuse infraction of Nature'sdecree.
The knowledge vital to a happy, successful

life has been collected in “ SEIXOLOGY.”

A BOOK FOR
EVERY HOME

(lllustrated)
By William H. Walling, A.M., M.D.

It contains in one volume:

Knowledge a Young Man Should Have.
Knowledge a Young Husband Should Have.
Knowledge a Father Should Have.
Knowledge a Father Should Impart to His Son.
Medical Knowledge a Husband Should Have.
Knowledge a Young Woman Should Have.
Knowledge a Young Wife Should Have.
Knowledge a Mother Should Have.
Knowledge a Mother Should Impart to Her Daughter.
Medical Knowledge a Wife Should Have.

“ Sexology” is endorsed, and is in the libraries of the heads of our
government, and the most eminent physicians, preachers, professors
and lawyers throughout the country.

All in one volume. Illustrated, $2 postpaid
Write for “Other People’'s Opinions” and Table of Contents

PURITAN PUB. CO., 714 Perry Bldg., PNILA, PA.
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3000,«110.000-

r-— x IN THE REAL ESTATE BUSINESS

e%ery branch of the
Insur-

Fe teach you by mail
Real Estate, General Brokerage and
ance Business and appoint you

SPECIAL REPRESENTATIVE
of the oldest and largest co-operative real
estate and brokerage company in America.
Representatives are making $3,000 to $10,000
a year without any investment of capital.
Excellent opportunities open to YOU. By
our system you can begin making money in
a few weeks without interfering with your
present occupation. Ourco-operative department will give
you more choice, salable property to handle than any
other institution in the world. AThorough Commercial Law Course
FREE To Each Representative* W rite for 62-page book, free.

THE CROSS COMPANY, 3554 Reaper Block, Chicago

Salesmen Wanted

Traveling Salesmen earn from $1,000 to $25,000 a year
and expenses. Over 600,000 employed in the United
States and Canada. The demand for good Salesmen
always exceeds the supply. We will teach you to be one
by mail and assist you to get a good position. We
maintain the largestFREE EMPLOYMENT BU-
REAU in the world and receive calls for thousands of
Salesmen. We have assisted thousands of other men to
secure good positions and better salaries and we can
help you. Hundreds of our graduates who formerly
earned $25 to $75 a month have since earned from $100 to
as high as $1,000 a month and expenses. Thousands of positions
now open. If you want to secure one of them and increase
your earnings, our free book “A Knightofthe C,rip" will show
you how. Write (or call) for it today. Address nearest office.
Dept. 413, NATIONAL SALESVEN'S TRAINING ASSOCIATION

Chicago, Newlork, Kansas City, Minneapolis, San Francisco, Atlanta

Actress or QOrator
Earn $25 to $200 Weekly

Our course in Elocution and Dramatic Art is compliete, thor-
‘ough and comprehensive. It enables you in a shorttime to qualify
for a good paying position on the stage or speaker’'s platform. Learn
by correspondence the most fascinating and best paying profession in
the world. Illustrated Book on Dramatic Art, free.
CHICAGOSCHOOL OF ELOCUTION, 151 Grand Opera House, Chicago

Government Positions

837 Appomtments T re made to Civil Service pllaces

during the past year. Excellent
opportunities for young people. Each year we instructby mail thousands of
persons who pass these examinations and a large share of them receive
appointments to life positions at $840 to $1,500 a year. If you desire a posi-
tion of this kind, write for our Civil Service Announcement, containing full
information about all government examinations and questions recently used
by the Civil Service Commission.

COLUMBIAN CORRESPONDENCE COLLEGE,WASHINGTON, D.C.

TEACH SIGN PAINTING

Show Card Writing or lettering by mail and
guarantee success. Only field not overcrowded.
My instruction is unequalled because practical,
personal and thorougn. Easy terms. Write for
large catalogue. Cchau. J. Strong, Pres.

DETROIT SCHOOL OF LETTERING
Dept. F. DETROIT, MICH.
< Oldest and Largest School of its Kind."

COPY THIS SKETCH

and let me see what you can do with it. You can
earn $20.00 to $125.00, or more, per week as illustra-
tor or c-irtoon st. My practical system of personal
individual lessons by mail will develop your talent.
Fifteen years’ successful work for newspapers and

1y magazines qualifies me to teach you.
1y w Send me your sketch of President Taft with 6c in
~n~0*  stamps'and | will send you a test lesson plate, also
\% k collection of drawings showingpossibilities forYyOU.

-n_E LA\[I]\I S]—[Il and Cartooning

1442 Schofield Bldg., Cleveland, O.

WHY NOT BE AN ARTIST?

Our Graduates are filling High Salaried
Positions. Good artists
EARN $25 TO $100 PER WEEK
and upwards, in easj, faicinating work Our courses of

Personal Home Instruction by correspondence, are ¢ T '
Twelve years’ successful teaching. Expert mstructors feupe-
rior equipment. Positions ready lor OUROWN rRIJII-DING
competent workers. CmcondOr”
Write for valnable Art Book, Free
SCHOOL OF APPLIED ART
(Founded 1899)

B 11 Fine Art Building
BATTLE CREEK, MICHIGAN

The oldest and best school. Instruction by matt
adapted to every one. Recognized by courts and

STUDY

LAW
AT

HOME

educators. Experienced and competent instruc-
tors. Takes spare time only. hree courses—
Preparatory, Business, College. Prepares for
practice. Will better your con- 4

dition and prospectsin business.
Students and graduates every-
where. Full particulars and
Easy Payment Plan free.

The Sprague
Correspondence School

of Law,
694 Majestic Bldg, Detroit, fllleh.

Learn Telegraphy

morse:.: and wireless
At My Practical School. Demand for operators
from Railroads and Wireless Co's, greater than
supply. Graduates assisted. We occupy ourown
large modern building, R. R. train wire and com-
plete wireless station. Endorsed by Railroad and
Western Union Officials. Teachers are practical
experts. Living expenses earned. Easy payments.
Correspondence Courses if desired. Catalog* Free.
GEORGE M. DODGE, Pres., Dodge's Institute*
ANEstab”rSTAMNin~hjrYalgarnisoAndANAAAn

voo S TAMMER

| will send you my 84-page book “Advice to
Stammerers” Free. It explains how | quickly
and permanently cured myself. Profit by my
experience and write for free book and advice

BENJ. N. BOGUE

1531 North Illinois St., - Indianapolis, Ind.

DO YOU LIKE TO DRAW?

THAT'S ALL WE WANT TO KNOW

Now, we will not give you any grand prise
—or a lot of free stuff if you answer this ad.
Nor do we claim to make you rich in a neek.
But if you are anxious to develop your talent
with a successful cartoonist, so you can make
money, send a copy of this picture, with (c.
in stamps for portfolio of cartoons and sample
lesson plate, and let us explain.

The W. L EVANS SCHOOL OF CARTOONING
310 Kingmoore Bldg.. Cleveland, Ohio

ticulars of this Special Limite s
you handsome, illustrated Prospectus and explanation of
FINE ARTS INSTITUTE. Studio 1022 .Omaha. Neb.
SECURED OR FEE
RETURNED. Free
opinion as to patentabil-

An ART Scholarship

Offer. No charge,no obligations.

this unusual offer, by return mail, free. Remember this
Guide Book, List

F R E E WRITE AT ONCE fo* (kill par-
Your name and address brings
offer is strictl//limited. Don't take chances. Write now.
ity.
ot Inventlons \\'anted, and 100 Mechanical Movements free to

" ss' Patents secured by us advertised free in
W%rld s_Pros»ress. Sample copy free.
VICTOR J. EVANS A CO. Washington, D. C.

U
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ECOJWHERY>TO-GO eenconsrsosrons

BALTIMORE MD.
TR TRiTiert. |ea(]#:rng‘r)?1ot%f}1 t“'rg)glrcea

Southern cooking. The kitchen of this
hotel has made Maryland cooking famous.

CULFPORT MISS.
The Great Southern Hotel

On the Gulf Coast of Mexico. Finest Hotel and
best Resort on the entire Gulf Coast. Booklet on
request. F. B. Washington, Gen’'l Mgr. *

LONG BEACH CAL.

W ARM and DRY in WINTER,
coolin summer, at LONG BEACH SANITARIUM.
Battle Creek methods. Finest and bestequipped San-
tarium westof Battle Creek. Winter Booklet FREE.

HOTEL VIRGINIA, California's
magnificent Hostelry. Am. Plan. F ~'EPROOF.
WINTER BATHING, Automobiling, etc. Every lux-

ury. ILL. BOOKLET FREE. Carl Stanley, Mgr.

NEW ORLEANS LA.

NEW HOTEL DENECHAUD, NEW ORLEANS
Centrally located,absolutely fireproof,
all outside rooms, fine restaurant,
every convenience. European Plan.
#1.50 up per day. Write for Booklet. *

NEW YORK
W P B 63dSt.
WOTRY BMiBiTR. RroptiaYan 453 ess
beautifully snuated Most excellentcui-
sine and service. Large rooms #1.50 per
day; with bath #2 per day. Suites #3.50
up. * Free Guide. W. Johnson Quinn,Prop.

SAN FRANCISCO CAL.
PALACE HOTEL

Reopened Dec. 15, 1909 in_a magnificent
new #10,000,000 building. E.P. #2.50 up-

ward.
FAIRMONT HOTEL
Superbly situated hotel, 600 rooms, 600
baths. E. P. Rates #2.50 upward.
PALACE HOTEL COMPANY.

SEATTLE WASH.

8 8 ovnv *“ 12 storiesofsolid com-
nu| avujefort,” concrete, steel &
marble. In fashionaDle shopping dIStrICt
English grill. Auto-Bus. #150 up.

WASHINGTON D.C.

HOTEL DRISCOLL
New, modern. Facing
U. S. Capitol and park.
Near Union Station and
points of interest. Free

baths. Music is a fea-
ture. Amer. #2.50. Eur.
#1.00. Booklet.*

PINE FOREST

SUMMERVILLE, S. C.
Strictly in the Pines, catering
Rooms ensuite with Bath, Elevator,

WINTER RESORT
Now open High Class Hotel.
to a select clientele.

Atlantic BRERGEEY M
Above illustration shows butone section of
this ma%nificent and sumptuously fitted
house—the Open Air Plaza and Enclosed
Solariums overlook the Board-walk and the
Ocean. The environment, convenience and
comforts of theMarlborough-Blenheim and
the invigorating climate at Atlantic City
make this the ideal place for a Winter so-
ourn. open.. Write forhandsomely
et. Josiah White & Sons

Company, Proprietors and Directors. *

TToll ATLANTIC CITY, N. J.

ilall. Hotel and Sanatorium.
New stone, brick & steel building. Always
open, always ready, always busy. Table
and attendance unsurpassed. *

BATTLE CREEK MICH.
The Battle Creek Sanitarium

The ideal place to rest; to accurately learn your
exact physical condition, to have applied the phy-
siological and dietetic methods necessary to elimi-
1_IP it 'i'm nate the causes of your illness and
rilL-AL.*1* to build up permanent health.
P P gt* Hygienic modern appointments, moderate
IXEO * rates, delicious health cuisine, 200 kinds
of baths, electricity, swimming pools, indoor palm
garden, tonic Michigan climate, 860 feet above sea
level; 300 trained nurses, 30 physicians; accommo-
dations for 1,000 guests. lllue. Catalogue free.
The Sanitarium, Box 109, Battle Creek, Mich.

ASHEVILLE N. C.
Biggs Sanitarium.

and other chronic ailments, No consumptives.
Complete equipment, natural methods, ideal cli-
mate, satisfaction guaranteed. Pamphlets. *

pit-ir

* Writeforfurther information.

INN

Old Point Comfort, Va.

Situated on Historic Hampton Roads,Old
Point combines every feature which goes
to make up a perfect place for real restand
recuperation. THE CLIMATE is unsur-
passed the year round. THE CUISINE
of the Chamberlin is perfect. THE HIS-
TORIC SURROUNDINGS are unique.

THE MEDICINAL BATHS

AT HOTEL CHAMBERLIN
The Baths and Sea Pool at the Chamber-
lin are the finest in America. The pool is
so perfectly ventilated and radiant with
sunlight that you are really bathing out
of doors. The Medicinal Department is
complete in every detail—Nauheim Baths,
Electric Cabinets, Massage and Tonic Baths
of every description. These are especially
recommended for Insomnia,Nervousness,
Rheumatism, Gout and kindred disorders,
and are endorsed by the mosteminentprac-
titioners in America.

For further information and interesting
illustrated booklets, address GEORGE

M S, Mgr., Fortress Monroe.Ya.

MINERAL WELLS TEX.
MINERAL WELLS EfurssUef

matism, Bright's Disease. Stomach. Nerv-
ous & kindred ills. 50 hotels and bath
houses. No malaria. Avge. winter tern.
57. Bestmaterin U. S<Q> W ."Wilson,Prest.
PALM BEACH FLA.
“ PALM BEACH HOTEL.” #3 up. Accom. 400.
Select. Weeklyrates aslow ashome. Write
now for illus. booklet. Address “ Propr.”

YOU CANNOT AFFORD TO OMIT

SWITZERLAND

THE LAND OF SCENIC BEAUTY
From Your Coming European Tour
Get our suggestions and full information
also a copy of “ The Glorious Engadine”
and other handsome Iiterature including
the “ Hotels of Switzerland.” Free on per-
sonalapplication or mailed for 10c postage.

Swiss Federal Railroad, 24U « Yofke"

EUROPE including OBERAMMERGAU
29th Season—Limited Parties
( Exceptional Advantages
DR. and MRS. HOWARD S. PAINE,

¢ ¢V 145 Ridge St., Glens Falis. N. Y.
PTTRQPP THE_IDEAL WAY.
UJ\Ur Send for Booklet.

J.P.Graham,ldealTours,BuxIOSS W .Pittsburg

JUST PUBLISHED

TERRY’'S MEXICO

Electric Lights, Steam Heat and Open Fireplaces; Pure Water
from our own Artesian Well one thousand feet deep and perfect
sanitary conditions. Fine Golf Links recently enlarged, Saddle
and Harness Horses, Fine Hunting, Boulevard for Automobiles
to Charleston about thirty miles.

Address Manager Pine Forest Inn, Summerville, S. C.,

Immensely useful to the traveler who wishes to see
all there is worth seeing in Mexico, in the most expe-
ditious, satisfactory, and economical way.

Modelled after the celebrated Baedeker Guide Books.

or F Wgage o.gCharleston, S. C.
TELEGRAPHY
BOOKKEEPING
OR SHORTHAND

BY MAIL--AT YOUR OWN HOME

Anyone can learn it easily in a few weeks.
supply the demand for telegraph operators,
No charge for tuition until
Write today for particulars, stating course desired.

MICHIGAN BUSINESS INSTITUTE, 854 Institute Building, KALAMAZOO, MICH.

stenographers.
cured.

faxidermy Mount Beautiful Birds
FREE Be a Taxidermist, Mount your own trophies,

such as birds and animals.
home or make money mounting for others.
Taxidermists ingreat demand and handsomely
paid. Success guaranteed or 110 tuition.
“ How to Mount Birds and Animals”
sent Free. Men and women write todav. \.w. School
of Taxidermy, 1022 Elwood Building, Omaha, Neb.

book

824 pages.

popular tour,

etc.,
plete.

We are unable to Calle de

bookkeepers and
position is se-

Decorate your

Great

15

Every city, town,
is fully described.
the country is given.
fully discussed.
Price $2.50 net, postpaid.

Circular on request from

SONORA NEWS COMPANY
las Estaciones 12, Mexico City, Mexico, or

HOUGHTON MIFFLIN CO., 4 Park St.,

26 maps and plans.

hotel, railroad, historic feature,
A brief history of
Money, passport, custom-house,

This Guide to Mexico is com*

Boston

c ERTIFIED PUBLIC
ACCOVNTANT

The only professions In which the demand exceeds the sunply.
We equip you for practice anywhere.
ual Instruction.
tical Accounting, Auditing,
ing, Bookkeenlng and Business practice. Write for Booklet F.
UNIVERSAL BUSINESS
27-29 East 22nd Street, New York.

Recognized Accountancy School

No classes; Individ-
Courses embrace Theory of Accounts Prac-
Commercial Law, Cost Account-
INSTITUTE, Dept. F.

of the world.
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Lord Loveland Discovers America

By C. N. AND
A. M. Williamson

Authors of . )

ATT Lady Betty’'s cousin, the Marquis of Loveland,
@ H H ” BJ sets out from England to discover an American
Set in Silver JJ  heiress. But his first discovery in America is
€ Lady Betty across the Water” that his title is discredited, and his money and
wardrobe gone; so he is forced to work his own way
o« » from the bottom up. From a position one winters

The Chaperon P e

night, without an overcoat, on the “Bread Line he
. . struggles along until the real man in him comes out
“ Ty Friend the Chauffeur” on top, fit to discover the real American girl; so that
after all, the “discoveries’ of Lord Loveland in
America prove him to be a worthy successor to
his cousin, “Lady Betty.”
Now displayed and for sale everywhere

Eight illustrations in color by George Brehm. Fixed price, $1.20 (postage 12 cents)

Y 77ie Princess Virginiac/c.

DOUBLEDAY, PAGE & CO., 133 East 16 KStreet, New York

Our “ Guide to Good Books” is sent upon request

Do You Want This Columbia?

A Beautiful Bicycle Without Cost to You

his Spring you will want a blcycle surely The Columbia is used by the U. S. Army, and is the product of
the Wol;l,q 8 oSt skdltag workm

You can get one (man s or woman’s) m just a week or two if you try, by
giving part of your spare time to

McCLURE’S MAGAZINE

workers have gotten the re uired subscrlptmns In only two days. tSS?vo ? 1 °Rm
Lthe car fare sav %rel‘xl }hls | % “chance o a 1ife timy/ éwlvu ¥ VIJ] a/ou could takc, or
about oar bicycle sen partlculars by return m postal or letter tight dway, to-day, asking

THE S.S. MCCLURE CO., 49 East 23d SL, New York City a S S
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jd real book — there are few living
authors who could have written
this tale of delightful personalities.

A Village
of Vagabonds

By F. Berkeley Smith

Jlulhor of “ The Lady of Big Shanty, ”
“ ‘Parisians Out of Doors, ” “ In London Town, etc.”

gT Suzette of the irresistible smile,
~w ho “sang all day;"” Tanrade,

the famous musician; the charming Mme. Alice
de Breville; the old Cure— exquisite types, all, in
this story of active life and happenings in the little
forgotten village of Pont du Sable on the wild
Norman coast. At almost the first page the reader
finds himself charmed by the warmth and nearness
of these human, lovable personalities; and the

spell is increased by the delicate romance that

It is a notable and fascinating piece of writing.

From a crayon drawing of F Berkeley Smith,

intertwines the narrative.

Illustrations in color by F. Hopkjnson Smith; also pen draw-
ings by the author. Fixed price, $1.50 (postage 12c.)

“From the Bottom Up”

A Unique Autobiography of a

Ditch-digger- Soldier- Miner-

Socialist— Preacher

ALEXANDER IRVINE

t] Mr. Irvine has always lived and fought hard. From ditch-digger and coal-
miner, he worked himself up to groom, to sailor, to soldier, to publishing, to
a slum missionary, until now he is “ lay-minister ” of the Church of the

Ascension in New York City.

His book is a human document of profound

significance, for it voices the hopes and fears and aspirations of millions of
dumb toilers; and it reads like a tale of adventure.

Sixteen illustrations. Net price, $1.50 (postage 15c.)

What IS the matter with our Universities ? ”

Professor Charles Mills Cayley, of the University of California, answers
conclusively this big question in his new book

“ldols”

C] A fearless plea for common sense in the managementofour educational

system, written from within. The book is addressed to every parent, and

all who are interested in our public schools will find it of vital moment.
Net price, 50 cents (postage 6c.)

CNMERere \ngV[ TheWorld's'Work ((® Tme%rden

ICA

GAZI'NE

D oubleday Page &Co.New York.
Mr. Irvine as a Coal-miner Our “Guide to Good Books™ is sent upon request.

l6a
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The Library of
Valuable

25

Sumptuous Volumes

11%0»*T U,U*" LIBRARY LIBRARY LIBRARY
\AUEE \AWLMEE VAVAEE \VAUWEE

VALMEE \dUBB \WUEE \WUEE WUEE \AUMEE \WUHEE \VAWUEE \WUWME  \BUEE
AOVLLOCE uowlUJOCC «BOWL*#1*  BBOUIEDCB BHONLCCE KBOALERCE «OWL«Li* EBOALEBIB OOWUDC*  IQKRALEOCE moniBIXSB BROALDO*y »w (CCE IEOMCDG »BCHt* &€

MORY0* titmot trtew etoryoe SENST «micl bioryoy
ij WEE “»

ije  muetm a*™** awEE* ««

PROFITABLE
VOLUMES

The Storyof Life in the Seas

The Storyof Animal Life

10. The Storyof the Living Machine

11. The Storyofa Piece of Coal

12. The Storyofa Grain of Wheat

13. The Storyofthe Cotton Plant

14. The Storyof Primitive Man

15. The Story of Extinct Civilizations
of the West

16. The Story of Extinct Civilizations
of the East

17. The Story of the Alphabet

18. The Story of Geographical Dis-
covery

19. The Story of the Art of Building

20. The Story of Music

21. The Story of Books

22. The Story of Photography

23. The Story of Electricity

24. The Story of Rapid Transit

25. The Story of the Mind

Bound in rich half leather, dark bluerleather
backs and lineii buckram sides, head-bands and
gold backs. Every detail of manufacture vjill
suit the most exacting. Each vol. (7/&x5%) has a
complete index.

L mere glanee at the authors named below will
suffice to convince you of the wealth of learning at
your service.

Geo F. Chambers, F. R. A. S.; Prof. H. G.
Seeley, F. R. S.; Douglas Archibald, F. R. M. S.;
Prof. H. W. Conn; Grant Allen ; Prof. S. J. Hick-
son; B. Lindsay; Edw. A. Martin, F. G. S.; Hon.
W. C. Edgar; Frederick Wilkinson, F. G. S
Edward Clodd, F. L. S.; Robert Anderson, M. A.,
F. A. S.; Jos. Jacobs; P. L. Waterhouse, R. I.
B. A.; F. J. Crowest; G. B. Rawlings; A. T. Story;
John Munro, C. E. ; Beekies Wilson; Jas. M. Bald-
win. P. L. D.. L1..D., Dr. Sc.

With introduction by William T. Harris, A. M.,
LL.DD.,éJ. S. Commissioner of Education, Washing-
ton, D. C.

THE McCLURE CO.
NEW YORK CITY

1. The Storyof the Stars

2. The Storyof the Solar System

3. The Storyof the Eclipses

4. The Storyof the Earth

5. The Story of the Earth’'s Atmos=
phere

6. The Storyof Germ Life

7. The Storyof the Plants

8.

9.

etoryoe  storyor n<m or itoA
3o

1,000

Graphic Illustrations

Knowledge

LIBRARYLIBRARYURRARY  LIBRARY  LIBRARY LIBRARY LIBRARY LIBRARY LIBRARY LIBRARY LIBRARY LIBRARY LIBRARY LIBRARY

ATV VAIKBE \AWABIE \AUEE \ALLWEr \ALEE  \WUEE '
KOMEIHKBRRYIECE* WBAEBIEWOWLCOfit EONLEXY BRONAGCT»

oi btoryo*

AoLTx AKe RRIMfIVB  fWFAETOE  RHOTOO-

Something New {SpKESBS

Anew world of knowledge is thrown open to you, not only
will you have evening after evening of entertainment,
but will unconsciously absorb just that knowledge which'
most stimulates your imagination and quickens your
powers of observation, the two faculties to which all
great men and women owe their success.

These are new up-to-date, copyrighted books, and of
vital interest to the scholar, the wide-awake man or
woman or the ambitious youth.

A Royal Road to Knowledge

The books reveal, in a most entertaining story style
the hidden mysteries, the wonders and the romance
in the world around you; they give you the mar-
velous record of Man’s conquest over Nature
and his progress. When we tell you your
favorite novel will be dull by comparison
and that great scientists and leading fiction
writers alike acknowledge this library
superior to any other in entertainment
and instruction, we are giving you
only a faint idea of its value and
importance.

Profit by Our Introductory Offer

ISyou will sum and return us the coupon TO- /C j/ leather. If satisfactory, | aeree
DAY, we will send you these twenty-five mag. _Efi- M to pay you $! 00 promptly, and
mficenthalf leather volumes atour expense. If fgC W  {2.00 a month thereafter for eleven
satisfactory, keep ta il and send us the low / A ! months. If not satisfactory 1| will

Q
44e23dsc
New Vork

approval? char™

brakyd opst y-allable

introductory price in small monthly pay. g notify you or return the books within
ments ; otherwise, notify us, and we will /v V M 10 days,
arrange for their return’at our expense.
Delivered Paid. Name
Street

City and Slate.....ooeeniiciiicniienn

16b
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Is the business man’s train to San Francisco,
this famous train leaves Chicago, the buffet car
reminds one of a metropolitan club.

The Union Pacific - Southern Pacific
short, quick route that the business man demands,
track is ballasted with dustless Sherman gravel and protected
block signals.
meals and service “Best in the World.”

For literature and information address

L. LOMAX, General Passenger Agent

Union Pacific Railroad, Omaha, Neb.

16¢
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THE STANDARD NAPOLEON
EXPRESS PAID FOR EXAMINATION

Sloane’s Life of Napoleon

The best, most interesting, most authoritative life-story
of the greatest history maker of the nineteenth century

A MASTERPIECE OF
HISTORICAL WRITING

The result of years of study and research
under most favorable conditions is a
wonderfully interesting, impartial story
of Napoleon’scareer from the poverty of
his Corsican days, through his meteoric
rise to power, his triumphs at Marengo,
Jena and Austerlitz, the final disaster of
Waterloo and the lastdays at St.Helena.
There is not a dull page in the four vol-
umes. Prof. Sloane makes Napoleon’s
life-.story moreinterestingthan any novel.

FRENCH RECORDS USED

The French Government gave Prof.

Sloane every possible assistance in

preparing his great biography. Dur-

ing more than five years devoted to
the work, he was given freeaccess

to the archives of the W ar Office

and the Office of Foreign Affairs.

He was also accorded the excep-

From Meissonier's tional privilege of referring to the

records of the Secret Detective Bureau covering the Napoleonic period. This
new material exhibits strikingly Napoleon’s faults and his virtues. It reveals for
the first time many of the political influences that contributed to make him at
thirty-five the conqueror of more than half of Europe and supreme in France.

FOUR VOLUMES—SUPERBLY ILLUSTRATED

The set of four volumes contains nearly 100 exceptional full-page illustrations
including allthewell-known and many rare portraits of Napoleon, his
family, famousgenerals andhistoric scenes in his career. No other lifeof
Napoleon contains such a wealth of splendid illustrations.

i L)
Half Price— Easy Payments .

McClure Co.,
This splendid work was published and sold in half leather binding at $32.00 New York
cash. We have secured a small edition in de luxe cloth, which we offer at Please send me,
half price in small monthly payments. You cannot afford to miss this op approval. Jpaid, on
portunity. The edition is limited to 500 copies and will be taken quickly. UgléteoselN:Ff,osLloE?;'s
Remember, it costs you nothing to examine the books. We send 4 large quarto volumes
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CEREMONIES FOR CANDLEMAS EVE

OWN with the rosemary and bays,
Down with the mistletoe;
Instead of holly, now upraise
The greener box, for show.

The holly hitherto did sway;
Let box now dcmineer
Until the dancing Easter day
Or Easter's eve appear.

Then youthful box which now hath grace
Your houses to renew,

Grown old, surrender must his place
Unto the crisped yew.

When yew is out, then birch comes in,
And many flowers beside;

Both of a fresh and fragrant kin
To honour Whitsuntide.

Green rushes, then, and sweetest bents,
With cooler oaken boughs,

Come in for comely ornaments
To re-adorn the house.

Thus times do shift: each thing his turn does hold:
New things succeed, as former things grow old.

Robert Herrick
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ALPHONSO XII1., KING OF SPAIN
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DU wanted me to complete your

collection, didn’t you, M. Paoli?”

The presidential train had left

Hendaye; the distant echoes of

the Spanish national anthem still

reached our ears through the silence and the
darkness. Leaning from the window of thesleep-
ing-car, | was watching the last lights of the
little frontier town disappear, one by one. .
I turned round briskly at the sound of that
gay and bright voice. A tall, slim young man
stood at the door of the compartment, with a

Translated by Alexander Teixeira de Mattos.

Copyright, 1910, by The S. S. McClure Co.

cigarette between his lips and a soft felt hat
on his head, and gave me a friendly little wave
of the hand. His long, slender figure looked
very smart and supple in a pale-gray traveling
suit; and a broad smile lit up his bronzed face,
his smooth, boyish face, adorned with a large
Bourbon hooked nose, planted like an eagle’s
beak between two very black eyes, full of fire
and humor.

“Yes, yes, M. Paoli, I know you, though
perhaps you don’t yet know me. My mother
has often spoken to me of you, and when she
heard that you had been appointed to watch

All rights reserved 357



THE VILLA DE MOURISCOT, NEAR BIARRITZ, WHERE THE BETROTHAL BETWEEN THE KING OF SPAIN
AND THE PRINCESS ENA TOOK PLACE

A PHOTOGRAPH OF THE KING OF SPAIN GIVEN
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BY HIM TO M.

PAOLI

over my safety, she said, ‘With Paoli, I
feel quite at ease.””

“ 1 am infinitely touched and flattered, Sir,”
I replied, “ by that gracious mark of confi-
dence. . . . Itistrue that my collection
was incomplete without your Majesty.”

That is how | became acquainted with
Alphonso X I11.in the spring of 1905, at the
time of his first official visit to France.
“The Little King,” as he was still called,
had lately completed his nineteenth vyear.
He had attained his majority a bare twelve-
month before, and was just entering upon
his career as a monarch, if | may so ex-
press myself. The watchful eyes of Europe
were beginning to observe with sympathetic
interest the first actions of this young ruler,
who, with the exuberant grace of his fine
and trustful youth, brought an unexpected
and amusing contrast into the somewhat
constrained formality of the gallery of sov-
ereigns. Though he had no history as yet,
plenty of anecdotes were already current
about him, and a plenty of morals were
drawn in consequence.

He has a nature all impulse,” said one.
He is full of character,” said people

who had met him.
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THE KING OF SPAIN AND THE PRINCESS ENA

From a photograph

“ He is like his father; he would charm the
bird from the tree,” an old Spanish diplomatist
remarked to me.

“ At any rate, there is nothing commonplace
about him,” thought I, still perplexed by the un-
conventional, amusing, jocular way in which lie
had interrupted my nocturnal contemplations.

No, he was certainly not commonplace! The
next morning | saw him at early dawn at the
windows of the saloon-carriage, devouring with

taken at Biarritz

a delighted curiosity the sights that met his
eyes as the train rushed at full speed through
the green plains of the Charente.

“What a lovely country yours is, M. Paoli!”
he cried, when he saw me standing near him.
“l1 feel as if | were still at home, as if | knew
everybody— the faces all seem familiar. It’s
‘stunning’!”

At the sound of this typically Parisian ex-
pression (the French word that he employed
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A PHOTOGRAPH OF KING ALPHONSO, TAKEN
SHORTLY AFTER HIS MARRIAGE

was epatant) proceeding from the royal lips, it
was my turn to be “stunned.” In my inno-
cence, | was not yet aware that he knew all our
smart slang phrases and used them freely.

His spirits were as inexhaustible as his
bodily activity, and we were hard put to it to
keep up with him. He wanted to know every-
thing, though he knew a great deal as it was.
The army and navy excited his interest in the
highest degree; the provinces through which
we were passing, their customs, their past,
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their administrative organization, their in-
dustries, supplied him with the subjects of an
exhaustive interrogatory to which we did our
best to reply. Our social laws, our parliament,
our politicians as eagerly aroused his lively
curiosity. And then came the turn
of Paris, which he was at last about to see,
whose splendors and peculiarities he already
knew from reading and hearsay— that Paris
which he looked upon as a fairy-land, a prom-
ised land; and the thought that he was to be
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AN EARLY PHOTOGRAPH OF THE PRINCESS ENA

solemnly welcomed there sent a slight flush of
excitement to his cheeks.
It must be wonderful!” he said, his eyes

ablaze with pleasurable impatience.

He also insisted upon our giving him full de-
tails about the persons who were to receive him.

“What is M. Loubet like? And the Prime
Minister? And the Governor of Paris?”

When he was not putting questions he was
telling stories, recalling his impressions of his
recent journeys in Spain.
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“ Confess, M. Paoli,” he said, “ that you have
never had to look after a king so young as I.”

His conversation, studded with smart sallies,
with freakish outbursts and unexpected digres-
sions, revealed a young and keen intelligence,
eager after knowledge, a fresh mind open to
ideas. | remember the surprise of a high
official, to whose explanations the King was
lending an attentive ear, when we crossed a
bridge over the Loire, in which some water-
fowl happened to be disporting themselves.
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"Oh, what a pity!” the King broke in.
"W hy haven’'t l agun?” And, taking aim with
an imaginary fowling-piece, “What afine shot!”

Again, | remember the spontaneous and
charming way in which, full of admiration for
the beauties of our Touraine, he tapped me on
the shoulder and cried:

"There’s no doubt about it,
France forever!”

What was not my surprise afterward, at
Orleans, where the first official stop was made,
to see him appear in his full uniform as
captain-general, his features wearing an expres-
sion of singular dignity, his gait proud and
lofty, compelling in all of us a respect for
the impressive authority that emanated from
his whole person. He found the right word for
everybody, was careful of the least shades of
etiquette, moved, talked, and smiled amid the
gold-laced uniforms with a sovereign ease,
showing from the first that he knew better
than anybody how to play his part as a king.

There is one action, very simple in appear-
ance, but in reality more difficult than one
would think, by which one may judge a sov-
ereign’s bearing in a foreign country. This is
his manner of saluting the colors. Some, as
they pass before the standard surrounded by
its guard of honor, content themselves with
raising the hand to Cap or helmet; others
stop and bow; others make a wide and

| love France!

PRINCESS ENA JUST BEFORE HER MARRIAGE
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PRINCESS ENA OF BATTENBERG

studied gesture that betrays a certain almost
theatrical affectation. Alphonso X 111.’s salute is
like none of these: in its military stiffness, it is
at once simple and grave, marked by supreme
elegance and profound deference. On the plat-
form of the Orleans railway station, opposite
the motionless battalion, in the presence of a
number of officers and civil functionaries, this
graceful and respectful salute, which so visibly
paid a delicate homage to the army and the
country, moved and flattered us more than
any number of boasts and speeches. And
when, at last, | went home, after witnessing
the young King’s arrival in the capital and ob-
serving the impression that he had made on
the Government and the people, | recalled the
old Spanish diplomatist’s remark:

“The King would charm the bird from the
tree!”

I saw little of King Alphonso during his first
stay in Paris. The protection of sovereigns
who were the official guests of the Government
did not come within the scope of my duties.
| therefore left him at the station, and was not
to resume my place in his suite until the mo-
ment of his departure. The anarchist-revolu-
tionary gentry appeared to be unaware of this
detail, for | daily received a fair number of



MARIA CHRISTINA, DOWAGER QUEEN OF SPAIN

anonymous letters, most of which contained
more or less vague threats against the person
of our royal visitor. One of them, which the
post brought me when | was on the point of
proceeding to the gala performance given at
the opera in his honor, struck me more par-
ticularly because of the plainness of the warn-
ing that it conveyed, a warning devoid of any
of the insults that usually accompany this sort
of communication.

“In spite of all the precautions that have
been taken,” it read, “ the King had better be
careful when he leaves the opera to-night.”

This note, written in a rough, disguised
hand, was, of course, unsigned. | at once
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passed it on to the right quarter. The very
strict supervision that was being exercised no
doubt excluded the possibility of a successful
plot. But there remained the danger of an
individual attempt, the murderous act of a
single person; and | knew by experience that,
to protect one’s self against that, one must
rely exclusively upon “the police of Heaven,”
to use the picturesque expression of Senor
Maura, the former Spanish Premier.

Haunted by a baneful presentiment, | never-
theless decided, on leaving the opera, to re-
main near the King’s carriage (as a mere
passer-by, of course) until he had stepped into
it with M. Loubet and driven off, surrounded



KING ALPHONSO LEADING A HUNTING PARTY

by his squadron of cavalry. The attempt on
his life took place at the corner of the Rue de
Rohan and the Rue de Rivoli; and both the
King and M. Loubet had a miraculous escape
from death. My presentiment, therefore, had
not been at fault.

I need not here recall the coolness that the
young monarch displayed in these circum-
stances, for it is still present in every memory,
nor the magnificent indifference with which he
looked upon the tragic incident.

“1 have received my baptism of fire,” he
said to me, a couple of days later, “ and, upon
my word, it was much less exciting than | ex-
pected!”

Alphonso X I11., in fact, has a fine contempt
for danger. Like the late King Humbert, he
considers that assassination is one of the little
drawbacks attendant on the trade of king. He
gave a splendid proof of this courage at the
time of the Madrid bomb, of which 1 shall
speak later; and | witnessed it for myself two
days after the attempted assassination in the
Rue de Rohan.

On leaving Paris, our royal visitor went to
Cherbourg, where | accompanied him, to em-
bark on board the British royal yacht, which
was to take him to England. As we ap-

proached the town in the early morning,
the presidential train was shunted on to the
special line that leads direct to the dockyard.
While we were running pretty fast, the train
suddenly stopped short, producing a violent
shock in all the carriages. The reader can
imagine the excitement. The railway officials,
officers, and chamberlains of the court sprang
out of the coaches and rushed to the royal
saloon.

“ Another attempt?” asked the King, calmly

smiling, as he put his head out of the
window.
We all thought so at the first moment. For-

tunately, it was only a slight accident: the rear
luggage-van had left the rails through a mis-
take in the shunting. | hastened to explain
the matter to the King.

“You'll see,” he at once replied; “ they will
say, all the same, that it was an attempt on
my life. | must let my mother know quickly,
or she will be frightened.”

The King was right. Some one — we never
discovered who— had already found means to
telegraph to Queen Maria Christina that a
fresh attack had been made on her son.

At Irun, the first Spanish station, where I
was to take leave of our guest, a fresh surprise
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VICTORIA, QUEEN OF SPAIN

From the painting by Joaquin Sorolla y Bastida

awaited us. There was not a trace of police
protection, not a soldier, not a gendarme. An
immense crowd had freely invaded both plat-
forms. And what a crowd! Thousands of
men, women, and children shouted, sang,
waved their hands, hustled one another, and
fired guns into the air for joy, while the King,
calm and smiling, elbowed his way from the
presidential to the royal the
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train, patting

children’s heads as he passed, paying a compli-
ment to their mothers, distributing friendly
nods to the men who were noisily cheering him.

But my mission was at an end. Still laugh-
ing, the King, as he gave me his hand, said:

“Well, M. Paoli, you can no longer say that
you haven’t got me in your collection!”

“1 beg your pardon, Sir,”
not complete yet.”

I replied. “It's
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"How do you mean?”

"W hy, Sir, | haven't your portrait.”

"Oh, that will be all right!” And, turning
to the grand master of his court, “ Santo Mauro,
make a note: photo for M. Paoli.”

A few days after, | received a photograph,
signed and dated by the royal hand.

Five months later, Alphonso X 11I., returning
from Germany, where he had been to pay his
accession visit to the Berlin Court, stopped to
spend a day incognito in Paris. | found him
as | had left him — gay, enthusiastic, full of
good nature, glad to be alive.

"Here | am again, my dear M. Paoli,” he
said, when he perceived me at the frontier,
where, according to custom, | had gone to meet
him. “But this time 1 shall not cause you
any great worry. | must go home, and | sha'n’t
stop for more than twenty-four hours — worse
luck! — in Paris.”

On the other hand, he wasted none of his
time while there. Jumping into a motor-car
the moment he was out of the train, he first
drove to the Hotel Bristol, where he remained
just long enough to change his clothes, after
which he managed, during his brief stay, to
hear mass in the Church of St. Roch (for it was
Sunday), to pay a visit to M. Loubet, to make
some purchases in the principal shops, to lunch
with his aunt, the Infanta Eulalie, to take a
motor drive in the pouring rain as far as
Saint-Germain and back, to dine at the Spanish
Embassy, and to wind up the evening at the
Theatre des Varietes.

“And it's like that every day, when he’s
traveling,” said one of his suite to me.

The King, | may say, makes up for this daily
expenditure of activity by a tremendous appe-
tite. | have observed, for that matter, that
the majority of sovereigns are valiant trencher-
men. Every morning of his life Alphonso X I11.
has a good rump-steak and potatoes for his
first breakfast, often preceded by eggs and
sometimes followed by salad and fruit. On
the other hand, the King never drinks wine and
generally confines himself to a tumbler of water
and zucharillos, the national beverage, com-
posed of white of egg beaten up with sugar.

In spite of his continual need of movement,
his passionate love of sport in all its forms, and
especially of motoring, his expansive, rather
mad, but very attractive youthfulness, Al-
phonso XIII., even in his flying trips, never,
as we have seen, loses the occasion to improve
his mind. He is very quick at seizing a point,
possesses a remarkable power of assimilation,
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and, although he does not read much, for he
has no patience, he is remarkably well informed
regarding the smallest details in matters that
interest him. One day, for instance, he asked
me, point-blank:

“ Do you know how many gendarmes there
are in France?”

I confess that | was greatly puzzled what to
reply, for | have never cared much about
statistics. | ventured to say offhand:

“Ten thousand.”

“Ten thousand! Come, M. Paoli, what are
you thinking of? That's the number we have
in Spain. It’s more like twenty thousand.”

This figure, as | afterward Ilearned, was
strictly accurate.

As for business of State, | also noticed that
the King devoted more time to it than his rest-
less life would lead one to believe. Rising,
winter and summer, at six o’'clock, he stays
indoors and works regularly during the early
part of the morning, and often again at night.
In this connection, one of his ministers said
to me:

“ He never shows a sign of either weariness
or boredom. The King’s ‘frivolity’ is a popular
fallacy. On the contrary, he is terribly pains-
taking. Just like the Queen Mother, he insists
upon clear and detailed explanations before he
will sign the least document; and he knows
quite well how to make his will felt. Besides,
he is fond of work, and he can work anywhere —
in a motor-car, in a boat, in a train, as well as
in his study.”

But it was on the occasion of the event that
was to mark an indelible date in his life, a fair
and happy date, that | had time really to
observe him and to come to know him better.
The reader will have guessed that | am referring
to his engagement. The duties that | have
fulfilled for a quarter of a century have some-
times involved difficult moments, delicate re-
sponsibilities, thankless tasks, but they have
also brought me many charming compensa-
tions; and | have no more delightful recollec-
tion than that of witnessing, at first hand, the
fresh and touching royal idyl, the simple, cloud-
less romance, which began one fine evening in
London, was continued under the sunny sky of
the Basque coast, and ended by leading to one
of those rare unions that satisfy both public
policy and the heart.

Like his father before him, Alphonso XIII.,
when his ministers began to hint discreetly
about possible “ alliances,” contented himself
with replying:

“I shall marry a princess who takes my fancy,
and nobody else. | want to love my wife.”

Nevertheless, diplomatic intrigues fashioned
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themselves around the young sovereign. The
Emperor William would like to have seen a
German princess sharing the throne of Spain;
a marriage with an Austrian archduchess would
have continued a time-honored tradition. The
question of a French princess was also mooted,
I believe. But the political rapprochement
between Spain and England had just been ac-
complished under French auspices; an Anglo-
Spanish marriage seemed to correspond with
the interests of Spain; and it so happened that
the Princess Patricia of Connaught had lately
been seen in Andalusia. Her name was on all
men'’s lips; already, in the silence of the palace,
official circles were preparing for this union.
Only one detail had been omitted, but it was
a detail of the first importance: that of con-
sulting the two persons directly interested, who
did not even know each other.

When the King went to England, no one
doubted for a moment that he would return
engaged — and engaged to Patricia of Con-
naught. As a matter of fact, when the two
young people met, they did not attract each
other. But, at the ball given in the King's
honor at Buckingham Palace, Alphonso never
took his eyes off a fair-haired young princess,
whose radiant beauty shed all the glory of
spring around her.

“Who is that?” asked the King.

“ Princess Ena of Battenberg,” was the reply.

The two were presented, danced and talked
together, and met again on the next day and
on the following days.

And, when the King returned to Spain, he
left his heart in England.

But he did not breathe a word about it. His
little idyl, which took the form of an inter-
change of letters and postcards, as well as of
secret negotiations with a view to marriage,—
negotiations conducted with the English royal
family by the King in person,— was pursued
with the greatest mystery. People knew, of
course, that the Princess and the King liked
and admired each other; but they knew nothing
of the young monarch’s private plans. More-
over, he took pleasure in mystifying his entour-
age. He who had once been so expansive now
became suddenly contemplative and reserved.

Soon after his return, he ordered a yacht;
and, when the time came to christen her, he

made the builders paint on the prow in gold
letters:

PRINCESS

The comment aroused by those three little
dots may be easily imagined.

The moment, however, was at hand when the

ALPHONSO XII11.

name of the royal yacht's godmother, and
therefore of the future Queen of Spain, was to
be revealed. One morning in January, 1906,
| received a letter from Miss Minnie Cochrane,
Princess Henry of Battenberg’s faithful lady-
in-waiting, telling me that the Princess and her
daughter, Princess Ena, were leaving shortly
for Biarritz, to stay with their cousin, the
Princess Frederica of Hanover, and inviting
me to accompany them. This kind thought is
explained by the fact that | had known the
Princess and her daughter for many years. |
had often seen Princess Beatrice with the late
Queen Victoria, to whom she showed the most
tender filial affection; | had also known Princess
Ena as a little girl, when she still wore short
frocks and long, fair curls, and used to play
with her doll under the fond, smiling gaze
of her august grandmother. She was then a
grave and reflective child; she had great, deep,
expressive blue eyes; and she was a little shy,
like her mother.

When, at Calais, | beheld a fresh and beauti-
ful young girl, unreserved and gay, a real fairy
princess, whose face, radiant with gladness, so
evidently reflected a very sweet, secret hap-
piness; when, on the day after her arrival
at Biarritz, | saw King Alphonso arrive unex-
pectedly in a great state of excitement, and
surprised the first glance that they exchanged
at the door of the villa— then | understood.
I was, therefore, not in the least astonished
when Miss Cochrane, whom | had ventured to
ask if it was true that there was a matrimonial
project on foot between the King and the
Princess, answered, with a significant smile:

“ | think so; it is not officially settled yet; it
will be decided here.”

v

The Villa Mouriscot, where the princesses
were staying, was a picturesque Basque chalet,
elegantly and comfortably furnished. It stood
on a height, two miles from Biarritz, buried in
luxuriant and fragrant gardens.

The King came every day. Wrapped in a
huge cloak, with a motoring-cap and goggles,
he would arrive at ten o’clock in the morning
from San Sebastian in his double Panhard
phaeton, which he drove himself, except on the
rare occasions when he intrusted the steering-
wheel to his excellent French chauffeur, Anto-
nin, who accompanied him on all his excursions.
His friends the Marques de Viana, the young
Conde de Villalobar, counselor to the Spanish
Embassy in London, Senor Quinones de Leon,
the charming attache to the Paris Embassy,
and the Conde del Grove, his faithful aide-de-
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camp, or the Marques de Pacheco, commanding
the palace halberdiers, formed his usual suite.
As soon as the motor had passed through the
gates and stopped before the door, where Baron
von Pawel-Rammingen, the Princess Frederica’s
husband, and Colonel Lord Wailliam Cecil,
Princess Henry of Battenberg’'s comptroller,
awaited him, the King would hurry to the
drawing-room, where the pretty Princess sat
looking out for his arrival, as impatient for the
meeting as the King himself.

After the King had greeted his hosts at the
villa, he and the Princess would walk in the
gardens, exchanging much lively talk as they
strolled about the paths in which, as Gounod’s
song says, “lovers lose their* way.” They
would return in time for the family lunch, a
very simple repast to which the King's tremen-
dous appetite did full honor. He used often
to send for Fraulein Zinska, the Princess Fred-
erica’s old Hanoverian cook, and congratu-
late her on her culinary ability, a proceeding
that threw the good woman into an ecstasy of
delight. After lunch, the young people, accom-
panied by Miss Cochrane as chaperon, went
out in the motor, not returning until nearly
dark. On rainy days, of course, there was no
drive; but in the drawing-room of the villa the
Princess Frederica had thoughtfully contrived
a sort of recess, furnished with a sofa, in which
the engaged couple could pursue their discreet
flirtation at their ease.

In the evening, at dinner, the suite were
present. The King changed into evening
clothes, with the collar of the Golden Fleece.
At half-past ten, he left for the station and re-
turned to San Sebastian by the Sud Express.

After a few days, although they were not
officially engaged, no one doubted that the
event was near at hand.

“ She’s nice, isn't she?” the King asked me,
point-blank.

A significant detail served to show me how
far things had gone. One day the two young
people, accompanied by the Princesses Frederica
and Beatrice and the whole little court, walked
to the end of the grounds, to a spot near the
lake, where two holes had been newly dug. A
gardener stood waiting for them, carrying two
miniature fir-plants in his arms.

"This is mine,” said the King.

"And this is mine,” said the Princess in
French, for they constantly spoke French to-
gether.

“We must plant the trees side by side,” de-
clared the King, “so that they may always
remind us of these never-to-be-forgotten days.”

No sooner said than done. In accordance
with the old English tradition, the two of them,
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each laying hold of a spade, dug up the earth
and heaped it around the shrubs, with shouts
of laughter that rang clear through the silent
wood. Then, when the King, who, in spite of his
strength of arm, is a poor gardener, perceived
that the Princess had finished her task first —

“There is no doubt about it,” he said, “ I
am very awkward! | must put in a month or
two with the Engineers!”

On returning to the villa, he gave the Princess
her first present— a heart set in brilliants. It
was certainly a day of symbols.

On the following day things took a more
definite turn. The King came in the morn-
ing to take the princesses to San Sebastian,
where they met Queen Maria Christina.
Nobody knew what happened in the course
of the interview and the subsequent private
luncheon at the Miramar Palace. But it
was, beyond a doubt, a decisive day. At
Fuenterrabia, the first Spanish town through
which they passed on their way to San Sebas-
tian in the morning, the King said to the
Princess:

“You are now on Spanish soil.”

“Oh,” she said, “ 1 am so glad!”

“ It will soon be for good.”

And they smiled at each other.

The frantic cheering that greeted her entry
at San Sebastian, the hail of flowers that fell
at her feet when she passed through the streets,
the motherly kiss with which she was received
at the door of Queen Maria Christina’s
drawing-room, must have made Princess Ena
understand that all Spain had confirmed its
sovereign’s choice and applauded his good
taste.

Twenty-four hours after this visit, the
Queen Mother, in her turn, went to Biarritz

and took tea at the Villa Mouriscot. The
King had gone on before her. Intense happi-
ness was reflected on every face. When the

Queen, who had very graciously sent for me to
thank me for the care that | was taking of her
son, stepped into her carriage, she said to the
Princess, with a smile:

“We shall soon see you in Madrid.”

Then, taking a white rose from the bouquet
which the Mayor of Biarritz had presented to
her, she gave it to the Princess, who pressed
it to her lips before pinning it in her bodice.

That same evening, the King, beaming all
over his face, cried to me from a distance, the
moment he saw me:

“ It's all right, Paoli; the official demand has
been granted. You see before you the happiest
of men!”

The days that followed upon the betrothal
were days of enchantment for the young
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couple, now freed from all preoccupation and

constraint. One met them daily, motoring
along the picturesque roads of the Basque
country or walking through the streets of

Biarritz, stopping before the shop-windows, at
the photographer’s, or at the pastry-cook’s.

“ Do you know, Paoli,” said the King to me,
one day, ‘‘I've changed the Princess’ name.
Instead of calling her Ena, which | don’t like,
| call her Nini. That’svery Parisian, isn't it?”

The royal lover, as | have already said,
prided himself, with justice, on his Parisianism,
as witness the following scrap of dialogue,
which took place one morning in the street at
Biarritz:

‘““M. Paoli."

“Sir?”

“Do you know the tune of the Maschich?”

“Upon my word, | can’t say | do, Sir!”

“Or of Viens Poupoule?”

“No, Sir.”

“Why, then you know nothing. Paoli—
you're a disgrace!”

Thereupon, half opening the door of the

confectioner’s shop where Princess Ena was
making a leisurely selection of cakes, he began
to hum the famous air of Viens Poupoule.

It will readily be imagined that the protec-
tion of. the King was not always an easy mat-
ter. The most amusing adventure was that
which he had at Dax. One morning, he took
it into his head to motor away to the parched
and desolate country of the Landes, which
stretches from Bayonne to Bordeaux. After a
long and wearing drive, he decided to take the
train back from Dax. Accompanied by his
friend Senor Quinones de Leon, he made for
the station, where the two young men, tired
out and soaked in perspiration, sat down in the
refreshment-room.

“Give us some lunch, please,” said the King,

who was ravenously hungry, to the lady at
the bar.
The refreshment-room, unfortunately, was

very meagerly supplied. When the two travel-
ing companions had eaten up the sorry fare
represented by a few eggs and sandwiches,
which had probably been waiting more than a
month for a traveler to arrive, the King, whose
appetite was far from being satisfied, called the
barmaid, a fat and matronly Bearnaise with an
upper lip adorned with a pair of thick mus-
tachios.

" Have you nothing else to give us?” he asked.

"1 have a pate de foie gras, but— it's very
expensive,” said the decent creature, who did
not see a serious customer in this famished and
dusty young man.

"Never mind; let’s have it,” said the King.
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The woman brought her pate, which was
none too fresh; but how great was her amaze-
ment when she saw the two travelers devour
not only the liver, but the fat as well! The
pot was emptied and scraped clean in the
twinkling of an eye.

Pleased with her successful morning’s trade,
and encouraged by the King’s ebullient good
humor, the barmaid sat down at the royal
table and began to tell the King her family
affairs, questioning him with maternal
licitude. When, at last, the hour of departure
struck, they shook hands with each other
warmly.

Some

SO-

time afterward, the King was passing
through Dax by rail, and, as the train steamed
into the station, he said to me:

“1 have an acquaintance at Dax.
her to you. She is charming.”

The plump Bearnaise was there, more mus-
tachioed than ever. | will not attempt to de-
scribe her comic bewilderment at recognizing
her former customer in the person of the King.
He was delighted, and, giving her his hand —

“You won't refuse to say how-do-you-do to
me, | hope?” he asked, laughing.

The thing turned her head; what was bound
to happen happened: she became indiscreet.
From that time onward, she looked into every
train that stopped at Dax, to see if "her
friend” the King were among the passengers;
and when, instead of stepping out on the plat-
form, he satisfied himself with giving her a
friendly nod from behind the pane, she felt im-
mensely disappointed; in fact, she was even a
little offended.

It is not difficult to picture how this playful
simplicity, combined with a delicacy of feeling
and a knightly grace to which, in our age of
brutal realism, we are no longer accustomed,
made an utter conquest of the pretty English
Princess. When, after several days of familiar
and daily intimacy, it became necessary to say
good-by,— the Princess was returning to Eng-
land to busy herself with preparations for her
marriage, Alphonso to Madrid for the same
reason,— when the moment of separation had
come, there was a pang at the heart on both
sides. As | was leaving with the Princess for
Paris —

“You’'re a lucky man, M. Paoli, to be going
with the Princess,” said the King sadly, as |
was stepping into the railway carriage. “I'd
give anything to be in your place!”

While the Court of Spain was employed in
settling, down to the smallest particular, the
ceremonial for the King’s approaching wed-
ding, Princess Ena was absorbed in the charm-
ing details of her trousseau and in the more

1’ll show
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austere preparations for her conversion to
Catholicism. This conversion, as | have al-
ready said, was a Sine qua non to the consent
of Spain to her marriage.

The Princess and her mother, accompanied
by Miss Cochrane and Lord William Cecil,
stayed at a hotel in Versailles for the period of
religious instruction that precedes the admis-
sion of a neophyte within the pale of the Ro-
man Catholic Church; and it was at Versailles,
on a cold February morning, that she abjured
her Protestantism in a sequestered chapel of
the cathedral. Why did she select the town
of Louis XIV. in which to accomplish this im-
portant and solemn act of her life? Doubtless
because of the peaceful silence that surrounded
it, and of the past, filled with melancholy
grandeur, that it conjured up; perhaps, also,
because of the association of ideas suggested to
her mind by the city of the great King and the
origins of the family of the Spanish Bourbons
of which it was the cradle. The heart of
woman sometimes provides instances of this
delicacy of thought.

The last months of the winter of 1906 were
spent by the engaged pair in eager expectation
of the great event that was to unite them for
good and all and in the manifold occupations
that it involved. The date of the wedding was
fixed for the 31st of May. A few days before
that | went to Calais to meet the Princess. It
was as though nature, in her awakening, was
smiling upon the royal bride and had hastily
decked herself in her best to greet the young
Princess, as she passed, with all her youthful
gladness. But the Princess saw nothing: she
had bidden a last farewell to her country, her
family, and her home; and, despite the happi-
ness that called her, the fond memory of all
that she was quitting oppressed her heart.

"It is nothing, M. Paoli,” she said, when |
asked the cause of her sadness. “ It is nothing.
I cannot help feeling moved when | think that
I am leaving the country where | have spent
so many happy days to go toward the un-
known.”

She did not sleep that night. At three
o’clock in the morning she was up and dressed,
ready to appear before her future husband, be-
fore the nation that was waiting to welcome
her, while the King, at the same hour, was
striding up and down the platform at Irun, in
a fever of excitement, peering into the night
so as to be the first to see the yellow gleams of
the train, and nervously lighting cigarette upon
cigarette to calm his impatience.

Then came the whirlwind of festivities at
which the King invited me to be present, and
the sumptuous magnificence of the marriage
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ceremony in the ancient Church of Los Geroni-
mos. It was as though the old Court of Spain
had regained its pomp of the days of long ago.
Once more the streets, all dressed with flags,
were filled with antiquated chariots, with her-
aldic costumes, with glittering uniforms; from
the balconies, draped with precious stuffs,
flowers fell in torrents; cheers rose from the
serried ranks of the crowd; an intense, noisy,
mad gaiety reigned on all men’s lips, while,
from behind the windows of the state coach
that carried her to the church, the surprised
and delighted Princess, forgetting her fleeting
melancholy, now smiled her acknowledgments
of this mighty welcome.

A tragic incident was fated brutally to in-
terrupt her fair young dream. Finding no seat
in the Church of Los Geronimos, the dimen-
sions of which are small, | took refuge in one
of the Court stands erected along the route
taken by the sovereigns; and | was watching
the procession pass on its return to the palace,
when my ears were suddenly deafened by a
tremendous explosion. At first no one realized
where it came from; we thought that it was
the report of a cannon-shot, fired to announce
the end of the ceremony. But suddenly loud
yells arose, people hustled one another and
rushed away, madly shouting:

“It’'s a murder! The King and Queen are
killed!”

Terrified, | tried to hasten to the street from
which the cries came. A file of soldiers, drawn
up across the roadway, stopped me. | then
ran to the palace, where | arrived at exactly
the same moment as the royal coach, from
which the King and the young Queen alighted.
They were pale, but calm. The King held his
wife’s hand tenderly in his own, and stared in
dismay at the long white train of her bridal
dress, stained with great blotches of blood.
Filled with horror, | went up to Alphonso XIII.

"Oh, Sir!” 1 cried, "at least both of you are
safe and sound!”

"Yes,” he replied. Then, lowering his voice,

he added: "But there are some killed. Poor
people! What an infamous thing!”
Under her great white veil, the Queen,

standing between Queen Maria Christina and
Princess Henry of Battenberg, still both trem-
bling, wept silent tears. Then the King, pro-
foundly moved, drew nearer to her and Kkissed
her slowly on the cheek, whispering these
charming words:

"1 do hope that you are not angry with me
for the emotion that | have involuntarily
caused you?”

What she replied | did not hear: | only saw
a kiss.
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Notwithstanding the warm manifestations
of loyalty which the people of Spain lavished
upon their sovereigns on the following day,
Queen Victoria is said to have been long
haunted by the horrible spectacle that she had
beheld, and to have retained an intense feel-
ing of terror and sadness from that tragic
hour. But, God be praised, everything passes.
When, I had the honor of again finding
myself in attendance upon the King and
Queen, at Biarritz and in Paris, | recognized
once more the happy and loving young couple
I had known at the time of their engagement.
Alphonso X IIl. had the same gaiety, the same

later,
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high spirits as before; and the Queen’s mind
seemed to show no trace of painful memories
or gloomy apprehensions.

In the course of the first journey that | took
with them a year after the murderous attempt
in Madrid, the King himself acquainted me
with the real cause of this happy quietude so
promptly recovered. Walking into the com-
partment where | was sitting, he lifted high
into the air a pink and chubby child, and,
holding it up for me to look at, said, with more
than a touch of pride in his voice:

“There! What do you think of him?
he splendid?”

Isn’t

deal with his recollections

OF THE SHAH OF PERSIA]

IN SNOWTIDE

BY
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E flakes that are most
Like a thistledown host,
Or spume in the van of some
What craft in your mildness,
O multiple Wildness!
Bestows this all-quieting sense of the grave?

For our life is, | know,

But a search in the snow
Where boundaries change and the trail
Where blurring, impeding,

Subduing, misleading,
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disappears;

Drive downfall of moments and drift of the years.

From a soft, from a sly
And inscrutable sky,
Time closes man round, let him travel
The game to the strongest
An hour at the longest,
And play-fellow powers shall bury him deep.

Yet, flakes floated down,
Moth-light on the town,
To batter the heart with the ultimate dread,
Clean chattels so sent me,
Right well ye content me,
Cool garland, pure shroud, happy

or sleep:

innocent bed!

infinite wave,



“THREE O'CLOCK ON AN APRIL AFTERNOON,
INTO THE STATION"

STEAMED

A PERVERTED

AND THE MAIL TRAIN FROM BOMBAY

PUNISHMENT

BY
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ILLUSTRATIONS BY WALTER JACK DUNCAN

HREE o’clock on an April afternoon,
and the mail train from Bombay
steamed into the station of one
of the largest cities of northern
India.
The platform instantly became covered with
a struggling, yelling mass of natives; fat,
half-naked merchants; consequential Bengali
clerks with shiny yellow skins and lank black
locks; swaggering sepoys on leave, with
jaunty caps and fiercely curled beards; keen,
hawk-faced Afghans wrapped in garments sug-
gestive of the Scriptures; whole parties of ex-
cited villagers, bound for some pilgrim shrine,

clinging to one another and shouting discord-
antly; refreshment-sellers screaming their wares,
and coolies bearing luggage on their heads,
vociferating as wildly as if their very lives de-
pended on penetrating the crowd.

Into this bewildering, deafening babel
stepped Major Kenwithin from a first-class
compartment. His rugged face, tanned and

seared by twenty years of Indian service, wore
anything but an amiable expression, and he
barely responded to the cordial greeting of a
young Englishman who was threading his way
through a bevy of noisy, chattering native
females toward the parcels office.
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“ Missis went off all right?” shouted Cart-
wright over the crowd of draped heads.

Kenwithin only nodded, and turned his
attention to his luggage and orderly.

“Poor old chap — how he feels it! ” muttered
the other, as he proceeded to claim the parcel
he had come to the station to fetch, while Ken-
within drove to his bungalow in the native cav-
alry lines feeling utterly and completely wretched.

The square, thatched house wore a dreary,
deserted appearance. The plants in the ve-
randa drooped, and the clambering bougain-
villea and gold-mohur blossoms hung from the
walls in long, neglected trails, waiting in vain
for “the mem-sahib’s” careful supervision.
The interior of the building shared the general
dejection inevitable to an Anglo-Indian estab-
lishment from which a woman’s presence has
been suddenly withdrawn, and the Major’s
lonely heart ached as he roamed through the
rooms, missing his wife more and more at every
step. How on earth was he to get through six
long, weary months without her? How had he
ever lived without her at all?

And yet, until the day he met his wife, John
Kenwithin had managed to lead an existence
entirely after his own heart. His regiment first,
and then shooting of every description, had
been all he lived for. With women he had had
little to do, for he hated society and entertained
no very exalted opinion of the opposite sex. He
knew that the ladies of his own family had been
good, loving wives and mothers, with duty as the
key-note of their lives, and he wished all women
were like them; but as, from what he had ob-
served, this did not appear to be the case, he
avoided the feminine world as much as possible.

However, the time came when his astonished
friends learned that he was engaged to be mar-
ried, and subsequently discovered that he had
made a very admirable selection. Certainly no
one could have suited his tenacious, truth-lov-
ing, somewhat harsh temperament better than
the wife he had chosen, for she was a self-deny-
ing, conscientious soul, past her first girlhood,
with a simple, sterling directness of character,
and a calm, restful beauty of her own in her
steadfast gray eyes and regular features. She
adored the Major with her whole being; she
considered nothing but his comfort and con-
venience; she bored people to death by making
him her sole topic of conversation; and, in
short, she surpassed even the memory of his
mother and aunts in her capacity for doing her
duty and worshiping her husband. The pair had
led an ideally happy married life for the space
of two years, and then had come Mrs. Ken-
within’s sudden failure of health and the doc-
tor s urgent advice that she should proceed
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“home” without delay to consult a heart
specialist. So the Major had been forced to let
her go alone, with no prospect of following her,
for leave was stopped that season because of
trouble on the frontier.

All that day he wandered aimlessly about the
house, unable towork orto pull himself together.
He felt that he had no heart to go to mess that
night and answer kindly meant inquiries as to
his wife’'s departure, so he wrote to Cartwright
(who was his first cousin and senior subaltern in
the regiment) and asked him to come and dine
in the bungalow. Cartwright readily assented.
He was fond of Kenwithin and understood him
thoroughly; he knew of the goodness as well as
the narrow sternness that lay in his cousin’s na-
ture— knew that he was as straight and honest
as the day, but also— as is frequently the case
— most suspicious and intolerant of sin and
weakness in others.

The two men ate their dinner more or less in
silence. Cartwright made little attempt to talk,
for he felt that well-intentioned conversation
would be more likely to irritate than soothe; but
afterward, as they sat outside in front of the
bungalow, smoking their cheroots, he racked his
brains for some subtle method of distracting his
cousin’s thoughts. One plan he was fairly cer-
tain would succeed, but he hesitated to adopt it.
Cartwright had never confided his own trouble
to any one, and only his anxiety to rouse Ken-
within from his moody reflections made him
contemplate the mention of it now.

He took the cheroot from his lips and cleared
his throat nervously. The sudden sound rang
out on the warm, clear stillness of the Indian
night, and subdued rustlings of startled birds
and squirrels shook the creepers and under-
growth. He glanced around for a moment.
The thatched roof of the bungalow loomed up
dark against the sky, which was already glim-
mering with the rising moon, and tall plantain
trees, edging the garden, waved and bowed, dis-
turbed by the puff of warm wind that crept
round the walls of the bungalow, wafting scents
of mango and jasmine blossom in its train.

“1 say, John,” began Cartwright shame-
facedly, feeling glad that the moon had not yet
looked over the thatched roof, “ I'm beastly
sorry for you, old man. | know what it is to
part from a woman you’d sell your soul for.”

Kenwithin turned quickly toward him.

“You? Why, | thought— you
said-

Cartwright smiled without amusement.

“ No, because the less said about it the better.
| suppose, with your notions, you'd call it a dis-
graceful affair, but I'm hanged if | can see it in
that light.”

never
on
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“ A married woman?”

Cartwright nodded, and his memory turned
to the face he loved, keeping him silent. Ken-
within’s eyes hardened and his mouth grew set,
and as the moon rose slowly over the round of
the thatched roof, the silver light showed up his
large, rugged features clearly against the dense
background of the veranda, and touched his
grizzled hair to whiteness.

‘“*She knows you care for her?” he asked.

Cartwright nodded again, and covered his
eyes with his hand, for in the brightness of the
moonlight recollections seemed to start from
every shadow.

‘*And is her husband a brute to her?”

‘“No. That is the worst of it.”

Kenwithin laughed comprehensively.

‘“Look here, my dear boy, drop it! The
whole thing is wrong and foolish, and nothing
but harm can come of it. Either a woman is
good or she is bad, and there’s no intermediate
stage. No ‘decent married woman would listen
to a word of love from a man not her husband.

AND HIS MOUTH GREW SET"

I know the class. W.ithout being actually de-
praved, they are false to the heart’s core — they
can’t exist without illicit admiration!”

A dark look of rage swept over Cartwright’s
face, but with an effort he controlled the out-
burst of fierce defense that rose to his lips — for
had he not brought this on himself by opening
the subject to a man of Kenwithin’s ideas? He
carefully selected another cheroot, and spoke
in the intervals of lighting it.

‘“Forgive— [puffl—my saying so— [puff]
— Kenwithin, but I think you're a bit narrow-
minded. The woman 1 shall love till the day of
my death is hardly of that class. No doubt I
was wrong, and she weak; but there was no real
harm in it. And now she has gone home. The
only thing is that occasionally, to-night for in-
stance, the future seems somewhat unfaceable.”

“ Granted that there was no real harm, and
that | am narrow-minded, the thing is still un-
sound throughout, and you know it! Perhaps
I am behind the times, but my idea of woman as
she should he is that duty comes first with her.
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I would no more have married one who let me
make love to her during her husband’s lifetime
than | would have married— a native.”

“You were never tried,” remarked Cart-
wright shortly, and changed the subject, for his
effort to stir Kenwithin from his depression had
been successful; and the two men sat on in the
moonlight, chatting casually of every-day mat-
ters until they parted for the night.

Helen Kenwithin gazed dreamily out over the
dazzling glint of the Red Sea from the deck of
an outward-bound P. and O. steamer. The six
long, weary months of separation were nearly
over, and she was returning to her beloved John,
somewhat better in health, but with serious in-
junctions from the foremost heart specialist in
London to avoid fatigue and excitement for the
future. The deck was absolutely quiet, save for
the monotonous vibration of the screw and an
occasional flap of the awning in the burning, fit-
ful wind. Helen’s white eyelids were slowly
drooping, when she was roused by the voice of
a Mrs. Trench (her cabin companion), who, fresh
from a nap below, was settling herself by Mrs.
Kenwithin’s side, relentlessly prepared for con-
versation.

She was an attractive little person of barely
five-and-twenty, with sparkling brown eyes and
crisp, ruddy hair. She and Mrs. Kenwithin had
struck up a certain reserved friendship which
neither permitted full play, seeing that it was
not likely to be renewed; for, though Mrs.
Trench had spent a few years in India, her hus-
band’s regiment had lately been moved to Aden,
where she was now rejoining him after a sum-
mer in England.

“ Here are the photographs | wanted to show
you,” she began, opening a packet in her lap.
“They were in that box in the hold, after all.

The first officer was angelic; he got it up for me,
although it wasn’t a baggage day.” This with
a significant air, which Helen ignored. She, like

her husband, had no sympathy with flirtation.

She put out her hand for the photographs
(which consisted chiefly of a collection of good-
looking subalterns in uniform), glancing casu-
ally at each, until one arrested her attention.

“ Oh, that’s Cecil Cartwright — my husband’s
cousin. He's in our regiment. Fancy your
knowing him! Isn’t he nice?”

Mrs. Trench put the portrait back with a
hasty, nervous movement. *“ 1 used to meet
him at Simla,” she said shortly.

“ Yes, he spent all his leave there the last two
or three years. John used to be furious because
he wouldn't join shooting expeditions to Tibet
or the Terai instead. | believe he means to take
furlough next month if he can get it. A nasty
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time of year to arrive in England.
hate the winter?”

The reply and discussion that followed took
them away from the subject of Cecil Cartwright,
and Helen thought no more of the incident until
the night before they reached Aden, when she
was destined to learn why it was that her hus-
band’s cousin had spent so much of his leave at
Simla.

According to her custom, Helen had gone
early to bed, leaving on deck Mrs. Trench, who
generally came down long after her cabin com-
panion was asleep. To-night, however, she ap-
peared a full hour before her usual time, and
Helen, being still awake, saw with concern that
the pretty face was white and quivering, and
the large eyes shining with tears.

“Is anything the matter?” she asked invol-
untarily.

“Oh, did | wake you? I'm sorry. | came
down because the moonlight on the water made
me so miserable— anything beautiful makes
me wretched now”; and sitting down on the
edge of her berth, she began to cry hys-
terically, at the same time undressing with
feverish haste.

That was so unlike the usually light-hearted
little lady that Helen was alarmed, and went to
her side.

“Tell me,” she urged sympathetically.

“ Mrs. Kenwithin,” said the other suddenly,
after a pause, “ do you love your husband very
much?”

“He is everything on earth to me!”

“Would you have loved him just the same if
he had been a married man when you first met
him? Supposing you knew that it was wrong
to love him, would that stop you?”

“Oh, don’'t!” cried Helen chokingly. * What
do you mean? Don’t you care for your hus-
band? Isn’t he good to you?”

“ He is more than good to me. But heis
twenty-five years older than | am, and | mar-
ried him before | knew anything at all about
love. And now, just as you feel about your
John | feel about a man who is not my husband.
Oh, sometimes | wish | had never seen him!
| dread meeting my husband to-morrow. | am
always so frightened"— lowering her voice —
“ so frightened of his guessing "

Mrs. Kenwithin’s pity drowned her principles.

“Tell me about it; perhaps | can help you,”
she said, and the kindness and forbearance in
her voice drew forth the ugly, commonplace
little story of the love (innocent though it was
of active wrong) that existed between Daisy
Trench and Cecil Cartwright.

“ How horrified you look!” was the defiant
conclusion. “ | suppose it sounds awful to you;

Don’t you
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but there was no real harm; and | am the better
for loving him — it has done me good.”

‘“Good heavens!” burst out Helen passion-
ately, ‘‘are you the better for acting a lie every
second of your life to a husband who believes in
you and loves you? Is it doing you good to feel
in perpetual terror of being found out? You
may say you could not help loving Cecil, but
you could help fostering the love, and being
mean, false, deceitful!”

"Oh,” whimpered Mrs. Trench, looking like

" "HELEN!

a child who has accidentally broken something
valuable, “ | didn’t mean to be so wicked.”

Then Helen curbed her righteous anger and
patiently strove to convince Mrs. Trench of the
error of her ways. She pleaded with her, coaxed
her, and frightened her by turns until the night
was well on.

“Yes, | know, | know,” she sobbed at last,
in abject penitence. “ | must give him up— 1
must never see him again. Oh, why couldn’t
God have made me happy and good like you?
I am so miserable! And how am | to prevent
his stopping at Aden on his way home?”

HELEN!'
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"Write to him; write now, at once, and meet
your husband to-morrow with a clear con-
science.”

"But I've packed up all my writing things.
And I'm such a coward. | should be afraid of
the letter going astray and coming back, and
then my husband would see it. Such things have
happened. A friend of mine told me once "

" Let me tell Cecil,” interrupted Mrs. Kenwith-
in; "he will not have started when | get back.”

The little woman hesitated, and for a moment

HE MOANED”

Helen feared that the battle would have to be
fought afresh.

"Be brave, dear,” she said. "l know you
will be glad afterward.” And finally she gained
full permission to pronounce Cecil Cartwright’s
sentence irrevocably, and was solemnly in-
trusted with a heart-shaped locket containing
his picture and a curl of his hair, and a bunch of
faded forget-me-nots in an envelop on which
was written, “ With Cecil’s love,” all of which
Mrs. Trench tearfully explained she had prom-
ised to return only if she wished everything to
be over between them.
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"But,” she insisted, "you are on no account
to say that | don’'t care for him any more —
only that | mean to try not to because | know |
ought to give him up. And | dare say,” she added
reluctantly, “ it will be a relief in the end.”

“1 will explain,” said Helen soothingly, and
then she locked the little packet away among
her most private papers.

But Cecil Cartwright never received it from
her hands, because, the day after the ship
left Aden, Mrs. Kenwithin died suddenly and
quietly of failure of the heart, and the husband
who had awaited her arrival so impatiently at
Bombay was obliged to return to the square,
thatched bungalow with only her boxes and
personal belongings.

For him there followed days of bitter, aching
darkness, during which he did his work mechan-
ically, and wandered about the house and com-
pound like a man in a dream, his wife’s luggage
piled unopened in her room, and the old ayah
lingering disappointedly in the back premises.

Then at last Cartwright interfered, and offered
to forgo his leave to England if Kenwithin
would accompany him on a shooting tour in
Assam. But the Major absolutely refused to
take advantage of the other’s good nature. So,
finally, Cartwright took his furlough and de-
parted, and perhaps his intended stoppage at
Aden on his way home had somewhat to do
with his arguing the matter no further.

Therefore it was not until long after Cart-
wright had gone, and the first agony of his utter
loneliness was abating, that Kenwithin forced
himself to go through his wife’s things; and
then it was that the little packet intrusted to
Helen by Mrs. Trench fell into his hands.

A year later, when the Bombay mail train
steamed into the large, echoing, up-country
station at its accustomed hour, Cecil Cartwright
and his wife were among the passengers who
emerged from it.

The regiment had not been moved during
Cartwright’s furlough, but various changes had
taken place, the most important being the
retirement of Major Kenwithin. He had sent
in his papers some weeks after his wife's
death, which, it was generally understood, had
changed him completely. Indeed, the few who
had seen his haggard face and wild eyes previ-
ous to his departure feared that it had also
affected his reason, a theory that was strength-
ened when it became known that he was not
retiring to England, like other people, but meant
to devote the remainder of his existence to
sport in India.

Cartwright had written to his cousin on hear-
ing of his retirement, but, receiving no answer,
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and being the worst of correspondents, had not
done so again until shortly before his return,
when he announced his approaching marriage
with the widow of Colonel Trench.

"I believe our marrying so soon after her
husband’s death is considered positively inde-
cent,” he wrote; "but | have cared for her for
so long. Do you remember my telling you
about it the evening you had returned from
seeing poor Helen off?”

He had expected an answer to his news to
meet him at Bombay, but none was forthcom-
ing, and therefore his surprise and delight were
unbounded when, among the usual crowd on the
platform, he caught sight of a face which,
though altered so as to be hardly recognizable,
he knew to be Kenwithin'’s.

“ Great Scott! there’'s John!” he exclaimed.
“Wait for me here a minute, Daisy”; and he
shouldered and pushed his way through the
moving throng. “John, my dear old man! Did
you get my letter? Have you come to meet us?
How are you, old chap?”

“Yes,” said Kenwithin inertly, "l got your
letter, and | came to meet you to ask you a
question which you can answer here — now."

Cartwright looked anxiously at the altered face,
all his ardor damped in a moment. There was
evidently something more the matter with Ken-
within than undying grief at the loss of his wife.

“Yes, yes, anything you like, John; only
come with us to the hotel; we shall be there
until our bungalow is straight. Are you stop-
ping there, or with the regiment?”

"Neither. | wrote to the colonel for the date
of your return, and | came by this morning’s
train. | shall go on by this one when you've
told me what | want to know. Get into this
carriage— we have only ten minutes more”—
and he pushed the other into the empty first-
class compartment before which they had been
standing.

“But my wife

“ Hang your wife! Look here; listen to me!
Until | got your last letter | thought that —
that — you and Helen ----- "

“Helen!"”

“Look at that!” and he thrust a crumpled
packet into Cartwright's astonished fingers.
“ Look at your infernal picture! Look at your
hair; look at the flowers, ‘With Cecil’s love.'
What does it all mean? Speak, man, explain!”

Cartwright had opened the packet in silence.

“Yes, I can explain,” he said calmly. *“ These
things were given to Helen for me by my wife.
The two were in the same cabin as far as Aden.
Helen persuaded her to give me up; she told
me when | saw her at Aden on my way home,
and | suppose | ought to have written to you
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about it. But | never dreamed — it never even
occurred to me that you would think it was
Helen for one moment. Why didn’t you write
and ask me? Good heavens! imagine your
suspecting her like that!”

“Stop!” cried Kenwithin hoarsely.
think | don’t loathe myself? But it is your
fault — yours! You said there was no harm in
that cursed intrigue of yours with another man’s
wife. Well, there was this harm in it, that it
has blasted my life— it made me wrong her
memory! | could kill you! Get out of the car-
riage— the train’s moving.” And before Cart-

“ Do you
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wright could answer he found himself on the
platform. The crowd of natives yelled and
surged, the hot odor of curry and ghee and black
humanity rose around him, and he stood dazed
and apprehensive, seeing as through a mist the
bright figure of his wife waiting patiently for
him by their luggage, while the train sped on
through the warm, quivering, afternoon air,
carrying a man who sat with his face hidden in
his hands, suffering the torture of bitter, hope-
less regret.
“ Helen!
forgive!”

Helen!” he moaned, *“forgive!

THE TRAIN

BY

RHODA HERO DUNN

W AKE to feel that rain
Is falling; though no beat
From drops upon the pane
Speaks of it. But so sweet
Have grown the lilac flowers,
I know that drifting showers
Are in my garden bowers.

No sound. Till, clear and plain
As though the dusk would sigh,
The whistle of a train
Brings to me, where 1 lie,
The old, heart-breaking call
Of distances, and all
Fair fates that elsewhere fall.

Oh, to be in that chain
Of golden-lighted cars!
Through misty field and lane,
Quick stringing lines of stars!
On! Onward! Till the night,
Rimmed by the dawn’s first light,
Finds cities, strange and white.

Yet all would be in vain!
Some spring night | should wake
To hear the falling rain;

And then my heart would break
To think that drifting showers
Are sweetening lilac flowers
Here in my garden bowers.
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ILLUSTRATED WITH

NLY the other day | was amused
by a paragraph, the writer of
which, searching for a figure
to illustrate something dead,—
very dead,— satisfied himself

with “ as dead as yesterday’s novel.” In the
flood of modern fiction, little— minnow or
herring— survives, and what is good is often
swamped by what is merely new.

Thirty years ago James Payn was one of the
“ best sellers,” as the word goes. His novels
reappeared, after the first three-volume edition
for the circulating libraries had worn itself out,
in cloth at six shillings, and still later in those
old-fashioned chromatic picture boards at two
shillings or half a crown, which made a gaudy
and eye-catching display on every railway
book-stall in England.

In every colony and in America they were
familiar. One of them, “ Lost Sir Massing-
bird,” had an extraordinary vogue, which put
him on a footing not far behind that of Wilkie
Collins and Miss Braddon. It had been issued
serially in a weekly, and had gladdened the
publisher’'s heart by doing what every pub-
lisher hopes for whenever a manuscript is
accepted — hopes for, not with confidence, but
with misgivings that experience too often
corroborates. It sent the circulation of that
periodical up by leaps and bounds, by thousands
of copies. The missing baronet eluded the
reader ingeniously and provokingly until the
author in his denouement chose to reveal him.

It established Payn commercially in the
trade as a money-maker, the only kind of
author publishers welcome: it charmed the
young Duke of Albany, and frequently there-
after Payn became a guest at Claremont. But
he was more than a knitter of plots. He had
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a fluid and limpid style, akin to that of Mr.
Howells, as airily natural, if less subtle, and,
instead of the gravity of Wilkie Collins, who
was as ponderous as a judge on the bench, he
had an abounding and permeating humor
which was always peeping out and slyly laugh-
ing round the corner. Perhaps he laughed in
his sleeve at his own melodrama, though he
resented all criticism that imputed a lack of
painstaking in his work.

Humor was his strongest point, and it was
lambent humor, expressed in happy turns of
thought and unexpected inversions, over which
one chuckled rather than guffawed, as one does
over Stockton's stories.

An example of this humor is an account he
gave me of a paper he edited while he was a
cadet at Woolwich, ostensibly for his fellow
students, but really for his own pleasure in
making known those early writings of his which
had no chance elsewhere. He had one chum
named Raymond who could draw, another
named Jones who could write like print, and a
third named Barker who had a taste for finance.

Payn provided the literary part, which Ray-
mond illustrated, and Jones made as many
copies as were needed. The circulation of the
paper was left to Barker, who fixed the price
at sixpence a copy. Their schoolfellows did
not appreciate the venture, but Barker was the
treasurer of the school, and held in trust for
the scholars a certain fund out of which he had
to give them two shillings weekly for pocket-
money. Seeing that they would not buy the
paper willingly, he calmly deducted sixpence
from each allowance, and gave a copy of the
paper to make up for it.

“The ‘masses’ never know what is good for
them,” Payn said, in referring to this, “and
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our schoolfellows were no exception to the rule;
they called Barker a Jew, and, so to speak,
‘murmured against Moses. He was tall and
strong, and fought at least half a dozen pitched
battles for the maintenance of his objects. |
think he persuaded himself, like Charles I., that
he was really in the right, and set down
their opposition to mere ‘impatience of taxa-
tion,” but in the end they were one too many
for him, and, indeed, much more than one. He
fell fighting, no doubt, in the sacred cause
of literature, but also for his own sixpences,
for we, the workers, never saw one penny of
them.”

What of “ Lost Sir Massingbird” now? At
the booksellers’ you may ask in vain for it, or
for any of the seventy-five or eighty novels he
wrote, and the easiest way to find it would be
to uproot a dog-eared, brownish, smelly, and
bethumbed copy from the shelf of some subur-
ban or provincial library, whose readers, when
unable to get the newest novel, quietly and
without complaint divert themselves and are
happy with forsaken books for which elsewhere
there is “no call.” *

Payn himself was more interesting than any
of his novels, and more of a “ character” than
any of his fictitious personages, though he was,
in his virtues and in his defects, only a typical
Englishman of his class— one of those who
value above all things what is sensible and
what is sincere. Patient and generous with
other faults and impositions, he was militant
against humbug in every shape, and it was the
only thing of which he was suspicious and
against which he was bitter. 1 write of him
as a friend and as an admirer, but | fear | must
confess that he discredited some things for no
better reason than his inability to understand
or appreciate them. He discredited every
form of the occult, the esoteric, the esthetic,
and the mystical. And in that was he not
sufficiently like thousands of his countrymen
to justify us in speaking of him as a type?

As a publisher’'s reader he rejected "John
Inglesant,” and never recanted his opinion of
it, though he was hard hit by its immediate
acceptance and success through another house.
I shrink from saying how many conventional
things he did not care for.

Educated at Eton, Woolwich, and Cam-
bridge, he hated Greek and never acquired a
foreign language, not even a tourist’'s French
or Italian, as Sir Leslie Stephen has said. Nor
is he alone among Englishmen there, if we are
candid. | repeat that there are thousands of
others like him: Herbert Spencer did not

* Since this was written a sixpenny reprint of “Lost Sir Mas-
singbird” has appeared.
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swallow all the classics, ancient or modern, but
disparaged Homer, Plato, Dante, Hegel, and
Goethe. A smaller man than the philosopher,
Payn resembled him in courage and frankness,
and probably he did not overestimate the
number of people who admire books they do
not read and praise pictures they do not under-
stand.

He did not thunder anathemas, like a Law-
rence Boythorn, against the things he chal-
lenged and opposed. He spoke of them rather
with a plaintive amazement at their existence,
and protested rather than denounced. At the
end of his charge his pale and mild face had the
troubled look of one who sees error only to
grieve over it. He was never boisterous,
though he had a ringing laugh. One day, at
the Reform Club, that laugh disturbed a testy
member, who said in a voice loud enough to
carry, as he meant it should, “ That man has
a mouth like a gorilla’s.” Payn heard it, and
instantly flung over his shoulder the retort,
“Yes, but | never could swallow you.”

Those of us who have the dubious blessing
of an imagination nearly always anticipate a
meeting with the people we have heard of or
known only through correspondence, and out
of the slenderest material boldly draw imaginary
portraits of them which are curiously and
fantastically wide of the mark. | remember
dining at the House of Commons one night —
one of many nights— with that most genial of
hosts, Justin M'Carthy, and being introduced
to a tall, smiling, hesitating man, who seemed
embarrassed by an inexplicable shyness. His
smile had a womanly softness. From his
appearance it was possible to surmise a sort of
amiable ineffectiveness. | gasped and doubted
my ears when | caught his name. It was
Charles Stewart Parnell. | had always pictured
him as stern, immutable, forbidding, dark in
coloring and rigid in feature. That was the
impression that all his photographs gave, for
in his as in all cases photographs do not preserve
or convey complexions or the full value of
expressions.

It is M'Carthy who tells of a man who, long-
ing to meet Herbert Spencer, sat next to him
through a long dinner without recognizing him.

"1 thought | was to meet Spencer,” he mur-
mured to his host.

“ Haven't you met him?
Spencer.”

This— this quiet man at his elbow, whose
diffidence had made conversation impossible!

“Yes, | am Herbert Spencer,” the philoso-
pher admitted, in the deprecatory voice of a
culprit.

Of course | made a guess at Payn when he

This is Herbert
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invited me to visit him at Folkestone, where,
one summer in the early eighties, he was sharing
a villa near the Lees with Sir John Robinson,
then manager of the Daily News, who was one
of the most devoted and intimate of his friends.
He was by my inference to be a dashing, flaring,
sounding, facetious person, on the evidence of
a string of humorous stories he had gathered
together under the appropriate head of “In
High Spirits.” | had heard something of his
escapades in the days when he was a cadet at
Woolwich— of how, stranded in London after
a holiday, he had raised the money necessary
to take him and a friend back to the Academy
by playing the part of a street preacher and
passing his hat among the crowd at the end
of the service.

After leaving Woolwich he had been to
Cambridge with the intention of preparing for
the Church — a facile change of course taken
without any change of heart or stability of
purpose. His natural bent toward literature
reasserted its claim, and it was fostered, cau-
tiously and temperately by a friend and
neighbor of his father’'s who lived at Swallow-
field, near Maidenhead. This was Mary Russell
Mitford, of “ Our Village.” She objected to his
making a profession of it, and recommended it
as an avocation, not as a vocation. He lent
me a bundle of her letters to him, all written in
a microscopic hand, more crabbed than his
own became in later life, when it resembled
nothing more than the tracks of a fly escaping
from an inkpot. | have dozens of letters of his
which to this day are partly undeciphered.
Not only was Miss Mitford’s writing small and
angular, but after filling all sides of the sheet
with the closest lines, she economized further
by running postscripts edgewise all along
the margins and even on the flaps of the
envelops.

Miss Mitford’s advice, by the way, is as good
for any literary aspirant now as it was for him
when it was given, sixty or seventy years ago,
and it was reechoed long afterward, in verifica-
tion of her wisdom, by his own words: “ There
is no pursuit so doubtful, so full of risks, so
subject to despondency, so open to despair
itself. Oh, my young friend with ‘a turn for
literature,” think twice or thrice before com-
mitting yourself to it, or you may bitterly
repent, to find yourself where that ‘turn’
may take you! The literary calling is an
exceptional one, and even at the best you
will have trials and troubles of which you
dream not, and to which no other calling is
exposed.”

Through her he made literary acquaintances.
She introduced him to Harriet Martineau, and
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Harriet Martineau in turn introduced him
(among others) to De Quincey. At luncheon
with De Quincey, he was asked what wine he
would take, and he was about to pour out a
glass of what looked like port from a decanter
near him, when the "opium-eater’'s” daughter
whispered, “ Not that.” That was laudanum,
and Payn saw De Quincey himself drink glass
after glass of it.

My guess at his appearance before our first
meeting proved to be wide of the mark. The
door of the cab that met me at the station was
opened by one who had all the marks of a
scholarly country parson or a schoolmaster —
a pale, studious, almost ascetic face, with thin
side-whiskers, spectacled eyes, and a quiet,
entreating sort of manner. And his clothes
were in keeping with the rest— a jacket suit
of rough black woolen cloth, topped by a wide-
brimmed soft felt clerical hat. His appearance,
however, was deceptive. He was neither
ascetic nor bookish, and his pallor came from
the ill health that even then had settled upon
him in the form of gout and deafness. His
spirits were invincible. He made light of his
sufferings, as, for instance, when, speaking of
his deafness, he said that while it shut out
some pleasant sounds, it also protected him
from many bores. He loved a good story,
and had many good stories to tell. It was
almost impossible to bring up any subject
that he would not discuss with whimsical
humor, and his point of view, always origi-
nal and independent, was untrammeled by
any sense of deference to the opinion of the
majority.

One day the three of us drove over to Canter-
bury, and with much persuasion Sir John and |
induced him to go with us to the Cathedral.
While the verger showed us the sights, and we
became absorbed in them, Payn dragged be-
hind. We stood at the foot of the steps worn
deep by the pilgrims to Becket’s shrine. He
was sighing with fatigue and heedless of the
verger's reproving eye. Then we heard him
whisper, “ How 1'd like to sit on a tomb and
smoke a pipe!”

After the visit to Folkestone | was seldom in
London, during the rest of his life, without
seeing him, either at his home in Warrington
Crescent, with his devoted wife and girls,— one
of whom married Mr. Buckle, the editor of the
Times,— or at his office in Waterloo Place. He
was then editor of the Cornhill Magazine, and
his room was more like a pleasant study than
a place of business. A fire glowed in the grate
even on warm days, and in the afternoons
the fragrance of tea sometimes mingled with
that of tobacco. He lived by the clock. His
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forenoons were given to editorial work; then
came luncheon at the Reform Club, and an in-
variable game of whist—the same players,
day after day, year in, year out; another hour
or so at the office, and a cab to Warrington
Crescent.

One day an unannounced caller who had
managed to evade the porter downstairs
opened Payn’s door. His hair was long, and
his clothes were shabby and untidy. He had a
roll of papers in his hand. Payn, surmising
a poet and an epic several thousand lines long,
looked up.

“Well, sir?”
“ I’ve brought you something about Sarcoma
and Carcinoma.”
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"W e are overcrowded with poetry — couldn’t
accept another line, not if it were by Milton.”

"Poetry!” the caller flashed." Do you know
anything about Sarcoma and Carcinoma?”

“ Italian lovers, aren’t they?” said Payn im-
perturbably.

The caller retreated, with a withering glance
at the editor. Under the same roof as the
Cornhill was the office of a medical and surgical
journal, and it was this that the caller sought,
for the disposal of a treatise on those cancerous
growths with the euphonious names which,
with a layman’s ignorance, Payn ascribed to
poetry. Payn was always playful, but it is not
for me to prove his stories, and others will lose
rather than gain by insisting on evidence.
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The publisher complains, often in a strain of
sentiment and pathos, and | have known even
a literary agent to say, that the author expects
everything and objects to everything. *“ The
only thing that satisfies him is being paid, and,
if possible, being paid twice over.” Undoubt-
edly he has become more sordid, or it may be
fairer to say more businesslike, under the in-
fluence and instruction of the agent, who occa-
sionally finds a once tractable and complaisant
client transformed into a Frankenstein.

| like, however, to see the author have his

turn, for until recent years he has been the
under dog in the struggle for an equitable
division of the money his work has produced.
The publisher has had the cheese and he the
holes— though not always. Tennyson especially,
and Thackeray and Dickens knew how to take
care of themselves. We smile as we recall
Thackeray in his early days making a desperate
effort to dissemble his rejoicing at an offer much
larger than he expected, and the wiles of Gibbon
when he instructed Lord Sheffield as to how
that nobleman should negotiate with Nichols,
the publisher, in his behalf. His lordship was
to speak of the prospective book as if the idea
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came from himself, “ as it is most essential that
| be solicited, and do not solicit.” “ Then,”
wrote Gibbon, “if he [Nichols] kindles at the
thought and eagerly claims my alliance, you
[Lord Sheffield] will begin to hesitate. ‘I am
afraid, Mr. Nichols,” you say, ‘that we can
hardly persuade my friend to engage in so great
a work. Gibbon is old, and rich, and lazy.
However, you may make the trial.’”

Was the trick ever played more cannily?
Could any salt for a bird’s tail have more effi-
cacy? Still, | think that among authors in
their business affairs there are and have been
more geese than such foxes as Gibbon was in
this instance. Why should we wonder if, at
the end of a long period of ignorance of or in-
difference to commercial values, they strain
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them out of due proportion when they discover
them, and lose sight of all else? The corollary
is inevitable, and equity in suspense.

All this is a roundabout approach to saying
that, in a varied editorial experience of more
years than | can acknowledge with equanimity,
I met only one author who thought that what
we offered him for some of his work was too
much, and, strange to relate, that was Charles
Reade.

He had then lost his pretty house in Knights-
bridge, that “ Naboth’s Vineyard,” as he called
it, against the loss of which he had fought with
characteristic energy through long years in both
the courts and Parliament, and had moved to
Shepherd’s Bush, a choice that was to me un-
accountable and incredible. Of all places in
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the world, one wondered, why Shepherd’s
Bush? And why Blomfield Villas, of all places
there? As | sought the house, | thought that
| must have made some mistake, and that none
of those rows of stucco-fronted, small, vulgar,
undistinguished domiciles, detached and semi-
detached, in stony, pocket-handkerchief gar-
dens, could possibly contain the great man |
was looking for. The neighborhood spoke of
city clerks, shopmen, and retired people— not
“nice” retired people, half-pay officers and
such, but retired plumbers, green-grocers,
buttermen, and licensed victualers. Here and
there one of them could be seen pottering,
shirt-sleeved, in his crowded and heterogeneous
garden, with an air of stolid and immitigable
British satisfaction, his old briar fondly held
between his pursy lips, and the fat of plethoric
nourishment oozing on his face, a solid proof
that | was astray.

When | came to the number given to me, |
hesitated before ringing the bell, 1 was so con-
fident of the futility of my inquiry, and the
reply of the maid who answered the bell —
“ Yes, this is Mr. Reade’s” — had to be repeated
before it penetrated me.

Yes, this was Mr. Reade’s, and | was shown
into a littered and cramped study, correspond-
ing to the drawing-room
of the other houses, its
shelves loaded with a
series of scrap-books
bursting with clippings
on every subject, from
newspaper articles. Oc-
casionally, perhaps, he
found inspiration and
suggestions in them,
for it was a point with
him that truth was
stranger than fiction,—
and in that | might
concur, taking Blomfield
Villas as an example,—
but my impression is
that those sallow and
bulging archives had
their chief use in con-
founding the critics who
ventured to challenge
what seemed to be im-
possibilities in his works.

Was it in “Foul Play,”
or another story, that a
white whale appeared?
And did some scribe say
that a white whale could
not have been in the
latitude and longitude

LOUISA MAY ALCOTT

From a photograph in the collection of
Robert Coster

RIDEING 387

given? Down came one of the scrap-books,
and down its weight on the head of that critic,
leaving him not a breath for rebuttal, or a leg
to stand on. Within it was a faded extract
from the log of a ship that had reported the
phenomenon in the very spot in which Reade
had placed it. And | believe that in such an
achievement as this he took as much pride as in
one of the best chapters of “ The Cloister and
the Hearth.” If he could not demolish them,
he loved to confuse those who *“called him
down,” and the scrap-books were his arsenal.

I thought, in the timidity of my inexperience
at that period, he meant to demolish me as he
burst into the room, seeming to bring with him
a gale that rattled the house and all its doors
and windows. | had written a chaffing article
in the Atlantic Monthly, pointing out some
amusing errors of his in the American scenes of
“The Wandering Heir,” or “Singleheart and
Doubleface,” and for a moment | feared, for-
getting that it was unsigned, that my sins
were to overtake me there and then. But
the tornado was of sound only, the breath
of an impulsive and impetuous temperament,
which at heart was essentially fine and gentle.
Passing, it left in its place a presence that,
though dogmatic, was far from disagreeable.

Following that visit to
Blomfield Villas, | had a
long letter from him
which seems to me to
be an epitome of the
complex variety of his
qualities, and in print-
ing it | should explain,
in reference to one of
its passages, that | had
asked him to write a
serial story for a juve-
nile periodical, whose
editors think an amo-
rous interest is unwise
in view of the age of
their readers.
Hotel Splendide,
Cannes,
28 Jan’y, '84
sir: | beg to
thank you for the munifi-
cent sum you sent me
through Mr. Liston; it
was too much for a
mere dictated article of
which you had not the
monopoly; and shall be
reconsidered if we do
business together.

Dear
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I must now tell you the real reason of my
delaying so long to write to you: Your often
repeated wish to have something from my pen,
and your liberality, had made me desirous to
let you have something good; now | have
observed that it is extremely difficult for any
author to increase the circulation of an estab-
lished periodical, and, when it is done, fiction
is very seldom the happy instrument. How-
ever, | have by me, in manuscript, certain true
narratives called “ Bible Characters,” which |
think will do a magazine more good than any
number of fictions. The subject, of course, is
old, but it is as good as new and better; because,
up to this date, the treatment of such subjects

REMINISCENCES

OF AN EDITOR

by French, German, and English writers has
been all a mistake, and a truly wonderful one.
I cannot in the compass of a letter explain to
you the many vital blunders in their treatment:
I must confine myself to saying that it is so;
and that everybody will see it when my manu-
scripts are printed.

Well, | must now tell you, under the seal of
the most strict and honorable confidence, that
| sent to a short preliminary discourse
and two Bible characters that pass for small
characters only because the divines who have
handled them have literally no insight into
character whatever. The editor received this
instalment of the subject with open arms, but

HERBERT SPENCER

From a copyright photograph by the London Stereoscopic Company
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MARY RUSSELL MITFORD

From a painting by an unknown artist

he has been shelving my fictitious stories, and
editing me, making unjustifiable and very silly
alterations, so that my text and my English
copyrights seem neither of them to be safe in
that magazine. | therefore requested him to
send me back all my copy without exception,
and | intended to do you a good turn with the
Bible characters, both in your periodical and
in book form; and | thought long before this
my manuscripts would have come home; but
probably my old friends Messrs. - - , the
publishers, took alarm, and objected to part with
them; at all events, the manuscripts were re-
tained, most charming excuses made, and | was
requested to reconsider the matter. | was not,
on my part, the least disposed to quarrel, it

would have been ungrateful; | therefore gave
them the alternative under very stringent con-
ditions— no editing, no interruption,— when
once | begin,— and, in short, no nonsense of
any kind. Now, if they accept these terms
they will have the works, and if they do not
they will lose them and find their mistake.

If they let them slip, you can have them if
you like; if they retain them | see my way to
write you a strong story, but there must be
love in it: not illicit love, nor passionate love,
but that true affection between the sexes with-
out which it is impossible to interest readers
for more than a few pages. Pray consider the
subject, thus confined; it cannot be long hidden
from the young that there is an innocent and
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natural love between the sexes, and, in plain
truth, successful fiction is somewhat narrow;
love is its turnpike road; you may go off that
road into highways, into byeways, and woods,
and gather here and there choice flowers of
imagination that do not grow at the side of
that road; but you must be quick and get back
again to your turnpike pretty soon, or you will
miss the heart of the reader.

When | return to England and have my books
about me, | could write you one good article
about men and animals, their friendships, and

HARRIET BEECHER STOWE

From the collection of Frederick
H. Meserve

how the lives of men have been sometimes taken
and saved by quadrupeds, fishes, birds, and even
reptiles, and could wind up with an exquisite
story of how a man’s life was once saved by a
ladybird; but one such article, with my habits of
condensation, would exhaust the whole vein,
whereas fiction and biography are unlimited.

Then, as to the remuneration you were kind
enough to offer, 1 do not see how you can afford
$— per page. Publishers will pay for their
whistle, like other people, and will buy a name
for more than it is worth unless it is connected
with work that would be valuable without a
name. In my view of things, nothing is good
that is not durable, and no literary business
can be durable if the author takes all the
profit.

In spite of bronchitis, and some strange dis-

OF AN EDITOR

order in the intestines, | am fulfilling an engage-
ment to write a serial story in ,and |
hope to finish it in a month, but | do not think
I shall ever again undertake to write a story
of that length. After all, condensation is a
fine thing, and perhaps a story long enough
to excite an interest, and paint characters
vividly, a story in which there is no con-
versation, but only dialogue which rapidly ad-
vances the progress of the action, is more
likely to be immortal than those more ex-
panded themes which betray us into diffuseness.

MRS. OLIPHANT

Copyright photograph by H. L.
Mendelssohn

please make allowances in this letter for any
defects arising from dictation. | am not yet a
good hand at that practice.
Yours faithfully,
Charles Reade.

There we have the man as he was, as he saw
himself, and as he revealed himself: knowing
better what a periodical wanted than its editors,
and more of the Bible than the theologian;
level-headed in such axioms as “ nothing is good
that is not durable” ; arrogant as to conditions
and fair-minded as to rewards; broad and lib-
eral here, narrow and prejudiced there; sound
in business; direct in method; and, above all,
imperious and confidently omniscient.

Payn also had his joke at the exclusion of
sexual love and the supernatural from a story
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he attempted for the same periodical. “ Never,”
he wrote, “ since the Israelite was requested to
make bricks without straw by his Egyptian
master, was employee so put to it. | am bound
to say that, though amply remunerated, that
story” (his own) “did not turn out a success.
Think of Hamlet with not only the prince left
out but also the ghost! My position seems to
be similar to that of woman in conversation.
Almost everything that is really interesting is
tabooed to her.”

Our women contributors never found any
difficulty in or objection to the restriction, nor
did the interest of their work suffer from it:
Mrs. Macquoid, the author of “ Patty,” whom
| used to see at her old house in the King's Road,
Chelsea, where she lived for many years; Mrs.
Harriet Beecher Stowe, frisky as a girl at eighty;
Louisa M. Alcott, retired at Concord, and Mrs.
Oliphant in her lodgings in Ebury Street or at
Windsor or Wimbledon. They never mur-
mured against Moses, or complained that they
were asked to make bricks without straw,
because passion and superstition were eschewed.
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Mrs. Oliphant gave us some of her best work,
and that, as | appraise it, came very near to the
best of any woman novelist in English literature.
The little it lacked in the measure of perfection
could be charged to the harassing conditions
of pressure and distraction under which it was
produced. Her characters were never wraiths
or puppets, or like the stamped patterns on
wall-papers: they lived for us; we saw them
back and front, within and without, through
their bodies to their souls; and when they died
they filled us with such a sense of desolation
and of echoing void in the house of mourn-
ing as we received from that vivid scene of
death in her “ Country Gentleman.” The wolf
howled at her door, while her children clung to
her skirts like the daughters of the horse-leech,
crying, “ Give, give.” Much of her writing was
done late at night. She told me that this had
become a habit with her since her children’s
infancy, when it was necessary to have them
in bed before she took up her pen, and it per-
sisted after they grew up. A glass of sherry
sustained her in it.

THE LIGHTED LAMP

BY

FLORENCE

WILKINSON

T was so great a light you held,
And yet you did not know.
| caught my breath for fear of it,—
You swung it to and fro.

If you had lost it,

all the world

Could not have given it back.
You went unconscious as a rose,
With power that emperors lack.

A little laugh might blow it out;

The sacred

oil might spill;

A step might shatter it, yet you looked
With eyes as calm and still

As one who had no secret gold,
No treasure under key,

Though what was yours would be, if lost,
Lost irredeemably.

And |, who read this in your face,
Prayed God it might not be.
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©U never turned down the Mec-

Guffeys Three before,” argued a

lean young man from the top

step of the theatrical boarding-

house in East Fourteenth Street.
“This here place was alius open to vodeveel
teams. Ain’t you got jest one room left, Mis’
de Shine?”

The buxom landlady shook her tightly
curled blond "front” and gazed sternly at the
pleading faces of the McGuffeys Three.

“In this age yuh gotta progress or be set
down fur a dead one,” said she. "Pers’'nally,
I got nothing against the vodeveel purfession.
But I'm raisin’ my standard, an’ in future only
players in the legit — man’gers an’ act’s what's
lifted ’'emselves above the ord'nary level —
will be took. Meanin’ no offense to nobuddy
present, Mista McGuffey, fur | do not.”

“ Bill, don't stick there to be insulted,” put
in Clara McGuffey excitedly.

“I  remember the time when
she was darn glad to git us.
Come on away.”

“I hope you don’t regret
it,” remarked Clara’s brother
Harry threateningly, "but you'll
git yours yet!”

"They ain't no call fur hard
langwitch,” replied Mrs. de Shine

haughtily. “A party has a
right to add more tong to their
own joint, | b’lieve; an’ I'm
doin’ it.”

She shut the door upon them
and retired to a rocker in the
parlor. Her meditations were
interrupted by loud voices.

“Whatever is a-comin’ off out
here?” she exclaimed, advancing
into the hall.

The North Platte Quartette,
composed of four men in gar-
ments of exaggerated cut, set
off by rakish hats and scarfs of
gay hues, were quarreling vio-

Copyright, 1910, by Helen Green.

“A PARTY HAS A RIGHT TO
ADD MORE TONG TO THEIR
OWN JOINT”
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lently with a blue-uniformed and brass-but-
toned youth.

"They say they won’'t be put out, an’ |
can't make ’'em!” shouted the page, fleeing
toward Mrs. de Shine.

“What's the ideer of havin’ a kid dressed up
like a comedy act an’ tellin’ us to beat it?” de-
manded Mr. White, first tenor of the North
Plattes.

“ He’'s lucky we didn’t tear all them buttons
off,” observed the stout baritone.

“ Mebbe we will yet,” rumbled the basso.

"Will I run to the corner fur a cop, mum?”
the page shrilled tremblingly.
“No, Vernon; | kin handle 'em,” said the

landlady. “ The ideer is, ge’'lmun, that a raise
from seving to twelve bucks a week fur each
puhson has been made, an’ the payin’ guests
gave the refusal of them terms. Yuh said
nothin’ doin’, wherefur | gotta have yer rooms.
The Garibaldi Dramatic Com-
p’'ny is due oh a late train, an'
they’re the kinda people what ex-
pects their apartmunts tobeswep’
up and made ready on time.”

“He said | was a impident
puppy,” complained the page.
“Well, he's a big stiff, he is!”

“Why don’'t somebody give
the brat a Kkick?” asked the
second tenor.

“’Cause they betta not, that's
why,” responded Mrs. de Shine.
“ Four growed men jumpin’ ona
little boy like yuh done is small
credit to yuh. An’ now | want
yuh to kin’ly be on yer way.”

The Quartette became humble
and promised to conduct them-
selves quietly and to refrain from
assaulting Vernon if Mrs. de
Shine would only let them keep
their rooms.

“We're willin’ to pay twelve.
Kin aguy say fairer?” begged
Mr. White.

Book and dramatic rights reserved
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THE NORTH PLATTE QUARTETTE

“Ge’lmun, I gotta decline,” said the landlady
firmly. “The Garibaldi Comp’ny, comprisin’
nine purformers, has hired them accommoda-
tions; an’ I'm not the woming to lay down on
my word.”

The Quartette mournfully packed their ef-
fects and left. A “‘single singing turn”’ of the
feminine gender was ousted as summarily as
the North Plattes.

““As I’'m to be the same as throwed into the
street,” said the angry artiste, “all I have to
remark is that, if your old Garibaldis are so
particular, maybe they’ll insist on havin’ clean
curtains oftener than every six months. The
trouble with me was, I’'m too easy, an’ I'm
sufferin’ for it.”

“] bid yuh a p’lite farewell, maddim,” re-
torted the landlady. “Ef yuh didn’t like it, [’'m
s'prised at yuh bein’ so sore when ast to leave.”

“I’'m only weedin’ out the undesirables,”
she explained to the remaining boarders at
dinner. “Them now in the house is wel-
come to remain. Beginnin’ to-morra, I’ll have
finger-bowls an’ three extry courses, with fish
an’ meat both to each party. It’s expensive,
but yuh kinnot give the rull genteel finish
without payin’ high fur it. The Garibaldis is
sutten to tell their frien’s about me. [ was
knowed by the hull vodeveel purfession in no

. time, an’ [ oughta git ther€ jest as rapid with

the legits.”
“l never heard of this troupe,” observed
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Birdie de Wallop, of The De Wallops, the cele-
brated European acrobats.

“While I myself ain’t met none of em,”” said
the landlady, “I had a lovely letter from
Giovanni Garibaldi, an’ I cud feel a sympathy
with him at onct.”

“Them wops are allus shootin’ the bunk,”
observed Johnny Trippit, world’s champion
buck dancer.

“Yuh oughta be ashamed to be showin’
jealousy of a ge’lmun placed above yuh in
stage life, Mista Trippit,” rebuked the land-
lady. “I bettcha he wudn’t knock yuh.”

“He won’t if he’s a wise guy,” remarked
Trippit ominously. “No legit that ever got
hissed kin gimme any guff.”

“I s’pose the ladies will consider themselves
superior to us,” said Mrs. Spangle, of the
Balancing Spangles, whose billing is “Queen
and King of the Slack Wire.”

“Don’t notice ’em,” advised Mr. Spangle.
“Let them seek the introduction. We won’t.
Gimme the putatas.”

“Ef the Garibaldi Comp’ny’s to be received
in sech a hateful spirut, I’ll simply set ’em at
a special table,” said Mrs. de Shine, “an’ I
serve notice to all present that they’ll eat when
the comp’ny’s through, too. Or else treat 'em
respectful.”

A mutinous muttering followed. Vaudeville
was plotting war against the legitimate.

N |
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“‘I'M TOO EASY, AN' I'M SUFFERIN' FOR IT’”
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It was midnight when a loud ring called the
landlady to the front door.

“ This Meesa de Shine? Me, | am Garibaldi,”
began a pleasant-voiced Italian. “ My peop’
they are delay bicos that so beega fool rail-
away he maka beega mistak’. You giva me key,
an’ | breenga my peop’ back; mebbe two, mebbe
t'ree 'clock biffor | do thees. Yes, ma'am.”

“Ain't that dretful?” cried the landlady.
“ Now, listen. I'll show yuh the rooms, an’
here's a key. Them railroads is so irritatin’.
When | was in the business myself our show
was alius bein’ late or sumpin’. This way.”

Signor Garibaldi bowed impressively after
he had viewed the quarters for his company.
With his hand on his heart, he said that they
were almost too good.

“Yuh folks must feel yuhselves right to
home,” said Mrs. de Shine graciously. “ Yuh
got the run of the entire house, an’ my hull de-
sire is to make my payin’ guests comfortable.”

The regular boarders went to breakfast in a
compact body, determined not to give way an
inch before the Garibaldis.

“They ain’t et yet?” queried Trippit, anx-
iously eyeing nine vacant spaces.

"No,” replied the landlady, “ but they're
prob’ly in a exhausted state, fur they got in so
late an’— here they come.”

The vaudevillians, maintaining a dignified
silence, looked in another direction. They were
startled by a wild scream from Mrs. de Shine.

“ Help! Oh, Mista Garibaldi! What's that
behind yuh?” she shouted.

The boarders sprang to their feet, staring.

"'HE WON'T IF HE'S A WISE GUY""
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Johnny Trippit grasped a pickle-bottle. The
Spangles got behind the table as Birdie de
Wallop disappeared beneath it. George and
Wilbur Dooley— known as the Daring Dooleys,
Emperors of the Hoop Rolling Art— dashed
for the kitchen door, departing thence to the
seclusion of the back yard.

“l no understanda thees beega fuss,” said
Garibaldi. “ Signori an’ signoras, here ees
Pietro, Alessandro, Catalina, Giuseppina, Giu-
seppe, an’ t'ree bambini— the Garibaldi Com-
panee. | thanka you — why they run away,
pleesa, ma’'am?”

“ Take 'em outa my house this instant, or I'll
holler fur the police!” shrieked the landlady.
“ Mista Trippit, are yuh a man or a mouse,
that yuh don't aid a woming in distress?”

“ Gee, | dunno how to go at 'em,” protested
the buck dancer weakly. “ They’re outer my
line.”

“ Pietro, Alessandro, pleesa to taka your
seat,” said Garibaldi, addressing two of the
company, who paused just inside the door.
“ Theesa peop’ maka me seek.”

“They— they kinnot,” quavered the land-
lady. “It’s agin the rules! They gotta be
took out immejut!”

“’'Scusa me,” said Garibaldi mildly, as he
seated his entourage. “lI hava your let,
signora. Board for me an’ my troupe. Eet’s
contract— same as t’eatrical.”

“ And we was bawled out on account of such
as them,” said Birdie de Wallop, whose re-
appearance was heralded by a thump of her
head against the table-top. *“ As for me, | cer-
tainly won’t take my meals with that bunch.”

Garibaldi’'s company, careless of the feelings
of others, reached eagerly for various dishes.
Giuseppina, in her haste, upset the fried eggs.
Mrs. de Shine put her hands to her eyes and
burst into hysterical sobs.

“ 1| take back my letter!” she wailed. *“No
court’d hold me.”
“’Scusa me once more,” said Garibaldi. “So

say a signora een Peetsaburg. Yet she have

to feeda my peop’.”

Hunger had driven the Spangles back to
their chairs.

“Here, don't you shove my plate, you
wretch!” exclaimed Mrs. Spangle indignantly,
as Pietro appropriated a slice of bread that
she had daintily broken.

“The whole outfit's got the manners of
hawgs,” said Mr. Spangle.

Pietro, entirely unmoved by this candid
comment, drew Mrs. Spangle’s cup across the
table and noisily drank her coffee.

“ Oh, this is unbearable!’’ she shrilled.
me out!”

“ et
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Alessandro, quite forgetting himself,
leaped nimbly upon the table.

“Cussed if I'll stay in a house with
these monks!” said Trippit vigorously.

“It’s expectin’ too much of a feller!”

“You calla my peop’ the monk?” re-
proached Garibaldi. “’Scusa me, sare!
Chimpanzee —vary different theeng. My
companee are educate. They lady an’
gentlemans.”

The younger members of the company
glared at the empty dishes and chattered
agitatedly.

“Whatever they are, we ain’t sank
low enough to associate with 'em,” said
Mrs. Spangle tearfully, addressing Mrs.
de Shine, “ an’ you can just git summon
else fur our room.”

Pietro, who was clad in a suit of blue-
and-white checks, seized his red waist-
coat at the waist-line, flapping it up
and down, while he uttered alarmed
cries. The bambini emitted plaintive
wails. Alessandro, throwing off his
little jacket, put up his fists in boxing
attitude and darted upon Mr. Trippit.

The boarders, led by Birdie de Wallop, fled
past Garibaldi and his talented simians and
broke for the upper stories. Mrs. de Shine,
quite overcome, staggered after them, leaving
the Garibaldis in possession. She joined the
conference which was held in the room of the
Balancing Spangles.

“1 b’lieve he kin make that letter stick,”
said Mr. Spangle thoughtfully. “ Now, leavin’
out how we all feel, here’'s what you might do.
Make 'em eat in their own rooms — see? And
charge 'em extry for service!”

Mrs. de Shine, considerably calmed, de-
scended to the kitchen, where the Garibaldis
were ransacking cupboards and ice-box, and
ordered their manager to stand forth.

“ But allaways my peop’ stay in the eye
publica,” remonstrated Garibaldi. “ That ees
gooda advertise, signora.”

“ Mista Garibaldi, I'm only a delikit female,
an’ none too strong, even ef | do look so
hearty,” began Mrs. de Shine; “ but I'm boss
here, an’ either them animals remains quiet an’
decent in the third floor back an’ seckind floor
front, or out yuh go, letter or not. That's all.”

Garibaldi reflected briefly. A suitable lodg-
ing for select chimpanzees is difficult to find.
He bowed agreement.

“But no one shall see,” he said gloomily.
“Beega peety, signora. My peop’ they maka
you famous— beega crowd all the time come to
look.”

Mrs. de Shine smiled coldly.
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“ ALESSANDRO LEAPED NIMBLY UPON THE TABLE”

Three rooms had been allotted to the com-
pany. Pietro and Giuseppe were placed in
one; Giuseppina, Catalina, and the “ bambini”
in a second; Garibaldi occupied a third, with
the talented Alessandro. Meals were conveyed
to them by Vernon, the page.

The vaudevillians in adjacent rooms com-
plained bitterly, for the chimpanzees fought
incessantly, smashing chairs and mirrors, and
generally disturbing the hours dedicated to
slumber. Pietro’s group amused themselves
by hanging from a window that looked upon
the street.

“ Oh, ef this week is ever done, it's all | ast!”
exclaimed the landlady to a visitor, Tuesday.
“He's paid fur bustin’ the furniture, but it
ain’t his money | want.”

The caller's vaudeville name was “ Princess
Lalla,” exponent of the languorous dances of
the Orient. The Princess was not lacking in
intelligence.

“ Law, it'd be a cinch to get rid of 'em,”
said she, with a smile. “ Put me next door
for to-night. I'll show you how to do it.”

Mrs. de Shine moved Birdie de Wallop to the
fourth floor, and installed the Princess Lalla
within ear-shot of Signor Garibaldi’'s company.

Late the following afternoon Garibaldi
sought Mrs. de Shine. He was pale and
greatly upset.

“Lasta night my poor Pietro he hear a beega
noise; scare heem so he riffuse to do hees treek
at mat’'nee to-day,” he complained. “Beega
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hees! Lika snake, signora.
theesa can be?”

“1 rully got no ideer,” answered the landlady.
"Also, Isuttenly ain’t int’rusted in no monkeys.”

Garibaldi sighed, gazed at her sadly, and
plodded up to his company.

Princess Lalla entered her temporary abode
at six o’clock. Ten minutes later dinner was
served to the Garibaldi company in Pietro’s
room, with Garibaldi present to keep order.

"Leave the door open a foot when you're
handin’ it in,” directed the Princess.

Vernon nodded and rapped. Pietro ad-
mitted him with joyful cries.
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What you theenk

Something long and smooth and blotchy
brown undulated between Vernon’s legs. It
emitted a dreadful hiss as it darted into the
room. Pietro dropped the tray. Catalina
bounded, by way of a wash-stand, to the top
of the wardrobe. Alessandro flung himself
upon Garibaldi, who roared:

“ Assassinato! Help! Eet ees a snake!”

"Oh, mercy! Clarence is loose!” called
Princess Lalla from the hall. * Don't ke
scared. He can’t bite!”

Garibaldi did not stop to argue. Catalina
leaped from the wardrobe to her master’s
shoulders. Pietro, chattering, scrambled to
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his back. Alessandro and Giuseppina and
Giuseppe caught up the baby chimpanzees and
galloped madly over Vernon. Garibaldi and
his burden tumbled after them.

Birdie de Wallop kindly held open the
front door. As it closed upon the Gar-
ibaldi Company, Princess Lalla poked her

trained boa constrictor with one foot, saying
sharply:

“Clar-ence! That’s enough! You won’t get
none them for supper. C’'mere to me!”

With Clarence gracefully twined about her,
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the Princess joined the boarders, who were
massed in the hall below.

“Oh, how kin mere words
dearie?” ejaculated Mrs. de Shine.

“ It was a real pleasure,” said the Princess
lightly.

Vernon, the page, approached.

“The McGuffeys Three are here again, mum,
astin’ is they anything vacant,” said he.

“Bring 'em in quick,” ordered the landlady
happily, “fur the Garibaldi Dramatic Com-
p'ny has jest gave up their rooms!”

thank yuh,

DEPARTURE
BY

CAMILLA

KENYON

DITTLE house, so plain and bare,
My slow feet linger on your stair

For the last time.
When

Come hither.

I shall no more
| close the door

Upon you now, | shall be through
With all the dear, sad past, and you.

Dear house!

And yet,

I did not guess

Before there was this tenderness

Hid in a heart that often swelled

With angry yearning, and rebelled

At your low walls, the humble guise
You wore to careless stranger eyes.

I chafed so at the meager ways,

The narrow cares, the fretted days,
The life you were the shell of; yet
Now, for your sake, my cheeks are wet.

Oh, wild dark sea of change and chance!
Oh, varying winds of circumstance!

How kind, how sure, this haven seems,
How dear the past — its hopes, its dreams,
The old, old love, the toil, the care.

Forth to the future now | fare,

Yet still with backward gaze that clings
To the old, worn, familiar things;

With backward gaze that seems to see,
Bidding their still farewell to me,
Dim shapes, whose wistful eyes entreat

Remembrance.

Ah, unechoing feet,

Ah, unheard voices, sad and kind,

These too, these too,

| leave behind!

Here, with the old dead years, alone
I have you safe — you are mine own.

Farewell; my hand has left the door
That opens to me now no more.
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LIFE WORK

BY

HUGO MUNSTERBERG

N those colleges where the choice of a

course is left to the student, it is always

interesting to inquire into the motives

that guide the preference. Of the hun-

dreds who flock to a course in history, or
economics, or chemistry, or literature, certainly
there are many who know that they have
chosen the course that they need and the one
that will be most profitable for their inner de-
velopment. But there are others, and those
others are far too many. Some students select
a course because their friends are taking it,
others because they have heard that it is a
“soft snap.” Sometimes a course is chosen be-
cause the lecturer is well known for his witty
remarks, sometimes because the lecture hour
conflicts least with the training for athletics,
and again because the lecture room is con-
veniently located downstairs or because the
books needed for the course are small enough
to be carried in the pocket.

On the whole, this situation also pictures
the methods by which the American youth
chooses his life work. The overwhelming ma-
jority must enter upon a bread-winning life
when the graded school has been passed. Here
also a large number certainly have an aim
and a goal, and with firm step they enter the
chosen path. But a discouraging number of
boys and girls are drifting here and there from
haphazard motives and most trivial causes. The
hasty advice of an incompetent friend, a chance
advertisement, a superficial liking for some
surface features of a calling without any knowl-
edge of its real duties, a vague, illusory idea as
to the great financial rewards of a line of work,
push a boy in this or that direction. Not
having been trained for any definite thing, and
having neither a conscious preference nor suffi-
cient knowledge of the social world with its
openings and its opportunities, he is glad to
slip in anywhere.

All this repeats itself, not very differently
though on a somewhat higher level, with that
smaller part of the population that has passed
through the high schools. To be sure, those
four additional years have given to many a
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boy a wholesome opportunity to find himself
and to discover his aptitudes and interests.
But, if we watch the further development, we
witness the depressing sight of the same hap-
hazard selection of a practical career, the same
ignorance, the same valuation of petty circum-
stances, the same drifting. The most impor-
tant step in life is often taken with hardly
more deliberation than many of those boys
would use in selecting a new suit of clothes.

The Reckless Choosing of Careers
in America

The student who recklessly chooses his lec-
ture course in college may lose the highest gain,
but the result will not be serious harm. Every
course is planned so as to give him something
of value. But an unsuitable life course may
result in real harm — yes, in failure and wreck.
Surely the divorce mills of the country have
enough to do; but the cases in which a man is
divorced from his profession, or at least ought
to be divorced from it if his life is not to be
misery to him, are even more numerous. Yet,
the cases of failure are not the only ones that
count against the present system. From the
national point of view, the absurd wastefulness
condemns this reckless scheme no less. The
boy who drives a butcher’s cart, then becomes
call boy in a hotel, afterward goes to work in a
factory, and a few weeks later tries the next
chance job that offers itself, loses the great ad-
vantage of systematic trainingfora definite task.

No one can deny that this careless shifting
and unprepared entrance upon a life career is
dangerously favored by certain conditions of
American life. Politics and the whole social
structure of the country have always encour-
aged the view that everybody is fit for every-
thing. The traditional disrespect for the
expert, the old-fashioned spoils system, the
tendency of democracy to put the technical
government of towns into the hands of untrained
men, have too long reinforced the impression
that nothing but the possession of intelligence
and energy are necessary to fill any place. The
absence of social barriers and the predomi-
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nance of the money influence, the lack of dis-
cipline and authority in the education of the
youth, and, perhaps strongest of all, the nat-
ural wealth of the nation, work in the same
direction. The country could afford the limit-
less waste of human energies, just as it felt justi-
fied in wasting the timber resources of the forests.

But in recent years all this has changed.
The more complex conditions of modern life,
the progress of science and economics, of
sanitation and education, have gradually taught
the country a new respect for the services of
the expert; the devastating spoils system has
had to yield, and the national conscience has
forcefully awaked in its protest against the
waste of the national resources. This new
spirit has at last started a growing conviction
among thinking people that something must be
done for the youth who seeks a vocation.

Shall the School Develop Children
into Little Specialists?

To many the most natural way would seem
to be in a reorganization of the schools. In-
deed, it has often been proposed to give to the
child a greater chance for specialization, even
in the lower schools. In this way the school
might develop little specialists who would be
better prepared than others for certain lines of
work, and who would be more successful
through such early training. Moreover, the
school would have opportunity to adjust such
early specialization to the gifts and predomi-
nant interests of the individual boy or girl.
But a more thorough study of the functions of
the public school sounds a decided warning
against this tendency. Dangers lurk there on
all sides. The safety of the nation demands a
real common ground for the whole population,
a common education in the fundamentals of
the national life. The more years the youth
of the country can devote to a general educa-
tion, the more wholesome will be the state of
society and the stronger the inner life of the
individual. The school must give to everybody
that which bindsus all in a common social inter-
course, in an understanding of the public life
and of nature. The school would be hampered
in this its highest mission if its program were
encroached upon by the demands of personal
calling.

But the dangers of a pseudo-professional
work in the schools would result no less from
the intrusion of an element of personal whim
and fancy. The child would follow his per-
sonal liking at a time when he needs to learn
nothing so much as to overcome his mere likes
and dislikes. In the years that should be de-
voted to the learning of the highest task, to
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doing one’s duty, the boys and girls would be
encouraged in the ruinous habit of following
the path of least resistance. The vocational
aspect ought to be excluded absolutely from
the public schools. Even subjects like manual
training, which may become most useful for
certain practical callings, in the school-room
ought to be kept in the position of a formal
discipline. The boy should learn in his manual
training lesson that power of accuracy and ob-
servation, of attention and energy, that will be
helpful to him in every walk of life; he should
not learn carpentry there in order to become a
carpenter. Truly, they are the youth’s best
friends who insist that this principle ought to
hold even up to the higher stages of school life.
There may be allowed more elasticity in the
high school, and still more in the college work;
but even these will ultimately be the more
helpful the freer they are kept from professional
aspects. Only when the schools have poured
out their floods must the stream be guided into
safe channels.

The Advantages and Dangers of the
Vocational School

In the institution of vocational schools
a most important step forward has been
taken. Industrial education and trade schools

have at last won the interest of progressive
countries. By means of these perhaps more
than by anything else, modern Germany has
made its rapid strides forward. The boy of
fourteen who cannot afford to prolong his
general education cannot do better than to get
thorough instruction in a specialized line. The
advantage of these vocational schools would
have to be acknowledged without reservation
if we did not face one serious danger. The
school is excellent for the boy who would other-
wise spend his time in a desultory bread-
winning activity; but such a school is harmful
if it draws the boy away from a further pursuit
of liberal education. It would be most regret-
table if the industrial schools should contribute
still more to the growing depletion of the high
schools. The vocational school is the desirable
solution for those who cannot afford the higher
school, but it is undesirable for those who, for
practical reasons, prefer it to a further liberal
training. Yet, if this danger is kept suffi-
ciently in view, the blessing of the vocational
school for the youth who is seeking a life work
must be most heartily acknowledged.

Similar in importance is the establishment of
vocation bureaus, a movement that was started
by the late Professor Parsons in Boston, a
true benefactor to the community, and that
has been taken up in various other places. It
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represents an innovation of unlimited possi-
bilities. Parsons’ posthumous work on the
choice of a vocation outlines his plans and sug-
gests vividly the manifold cases that have been
helped by the work of the vocation bureau.
He recognized clearly that the need for guid-
ance is at no time in life more essential than in
the transition from school to work. He saw
that inefficiency and change of vocation, with
all the waste and cost involved, “ are largely
due to the haphazard way in which young men
and women drift into employments, with little
or no regard to adaptability, and without ade-
quate preparation or any definite aim or well-
considered plan to insure success.”

How the Vocation Bureau Guides Boys
and Girls to a Career

The effort of the vocation bureau is to
remedy these conditions through expert coun-
sel and guidance. The immediate means con-
sist, first, in furnishing the young people with
a knowledge of the requirements and condi-
tions of success, the compensations, opportuni-
ties, and prospects in different lines of work;
second, in guiding the candidate to a clear
understanding of his own aptitudes, abilities,
interests, resources, and limitations. Moreover,
the officers of the vocation bureau must act as
true counselors, reasoning patiently with the
boy or girl on the practical relations between
their personal qualities and those objective
conditions of the social fabric. Thus the goal
of the bureau is to find for every one the occu-
pation that is in fullest harmony with his
nature and his ambitions and that will secure
for him the greatest possible permanent in-
terest and economic value. No doubt much
depends upon the wisdom and judgment, the
sympathy and insight, of the counselor; and not
every manager of such an institute will equal, in
that respect, the founder of the first vocation
bureau. Certainly, for such a task, thorough
preparation is needed, and the equipment of a
pioneer school forthe training of vocational coun-
selors was, therefore, necessarily the next step.

The gathering of objective data that are
needed to furnish all possible information has
been most successfully started, and the little
guide-book already contains unusually rich
material regarding the conditions of efficiency
and success in different industries; a classifica-
tion of industries; a most suggestive list of
ways of earning money that are open to women
at home and away from home, indoors and out
of doors, skilled and unskilled. The bureau
has also prepared schedules showing the earn-
ings for each industry, the average wage, sex,
and nativity of persons engaged in various oc-
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cupations, the movement of demand in about
two hundred vocations during the last decades,
and many similar facts that would furnish the
background for the discussion of any industrial
case. All this becomes significant when applied
to the personal qualifications of the candidate.

The Average Man Incapable of True
Self-Analysis

The methods employed to determine these
individual facts are, so far, of a more tentative
character. Here, decidedly, discussion is still
open. And this is the point at which the in-
terest of the experimental psychologist is at-
tracted, and it appears his duty to take part
in the discussion. The emphasis of the in-
quiry lies, as yet, on a self-analysis and on the
impression of the counselor. In order to get
the fullest possible self-analysis, the candidate
is asked to answer, in writing, a large number
of questions that refer to his habits and his
emotions, his likings and his ambitions, his
characteristics and his resources, his experi-
ences and his capacities. It seems in a high
degree doubtful whether the results obtained
by this method really throw a clear light on
those mental factors that the counselor needs
for his advice. Such self-analysis is very diffi-
cult and, above all, very easily misleading.
The average man knows his mental functions
as little as he knows the muscles that he uses
in walking or speaking. For instance, the boy
is asked questions like the following:

Compare yourself as to courage with others of
your age.

Is your attitude toward employers cordial
sympathetic or not?

If you could have your every wish fulfilled, what
would be your first half dozen wishes?

What sort of people do you prefer to live with?

Mention the limitations and defects in yourself.

Do you cultivate smiles and laughter by right
methods?

Do you take care to pronounce your words clearly?

Do you look people frankly in the eye?

Are you a good listener?

Are you thoughtful of the comfort of others?

Can you manage people well?

Are you planning to form further friendships?

Do you talk a good deal about yourself?

Are your inflections natural and cheery?

and

Such questions, representative of the most
varied fields of inquiry, may yield bits of sug-
gestion as to character in some cases, but they
may, no less frequently, be answered mislead-
ingly. To estimate the value of his replies we
should have to know the boy thoroughly; yet
we seek those replies in order to get that
thorough knowledge. Hence we move in a
circle without advancing. If we desire a care-
ful, exact analysis of mental functions, we must
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not forget that the last decades have brought
the science of the mind to a point where such
an analysis can be performed by means of an
exact experimental science. The modern psy-
chological laboratory disentangles the mental
functions with a subtlety that surpasses the
mere self-observation of practical life as much
as the search with the microscope surpasses
the viewing of objects with the naked eye.

Discovering a Man’'s True Calling by
Psychological Experiment

It is true that the modern psychological
laboratory has been interested primarily in the
finding of general laws for the mental life.
But in recent years the attention of experi-
mental psychologists has turned more and
more to the study of individual differences and
to the development of methods designed to
bring these differences to the clearest percep-
tion. We now realize that questions as to the
mental capacities and functions and powers of
an individual can no longer be trusted to
impressionistic replies. If we are to have re-
liable answers, we must make use of the avail-
able resources of the psychological laboratory.
These resources emancipate us from the illu-
sions and emotions of the self-observer. The
well-arranged experiment measures the mental
states with the same exactness with which the
chemical or physical examination of the phy-
sician studies the organism of the individual.

Of course, the psychological experiment does
not enter into such complicated questions as
those quoted. It turns to the elements of
mental life. And just here lies its strength.
As the organs of man are merely combinations
of cells and tissues, so his mental personality
is a complex combination of elementary states.
If we know the simple parts, we can calculate
beforehand the fundamental direction of the
development. On the other hand, we can
analyze every calling and vocation in order to
find there, too, the essential elements and
fundamental features. We can determine
which particular mental activities are needed
for special lines of life work, and can then com-
pare these demands with the table of results
from an experimental analysis of the special
mind. Only the application of experimental
tests can give to the advisory work that
subtle adjustment by which discrimination
between similar tasks becomes possible.

To give an illustration, there are mills in
which everything depends on the ability of the
workingman to watch, at the same time, a
large number of moving shuttles, and to react
quickly on a disturbance in any one. The most
industrious workman will be unsuccessful at
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such work if his attention is of the type that
prevents him from such expansion of mental
watchfulness. The same man might be most
excellent as a worker in the next mill, where
the work demanded was dependent upon
strong concentration of attention on one point.
There he would surpass his competitors just
because he lacked expanded attention and had
the focusing type. The young man with an
inclination to mill work does not know these
differences, and his mere self-observation would
never tell him whether his attention was of the
expansive or of the concentrated type.

The psychological laboratory can test these
individual differences of attention by a few
careful experiments. The psychologist, there-
fore, is in a position to advise the youth at which
type of factory to apply for work and which
to avoid. Under present methods all would
be largely a matter of chance. The man with
the focusing attention might seek work in the
mill where distributed attention is needed, and
would feel sure that his industry and good will
were sufficient to make him successful in his
work. And yet the result would be disappoint-
ment and failure. Discouragement would en-
sue. He would soon lose his place, and drift
on. The psychologist would have turned him
in the right direction. The laboratory would
have reproduced the essential characteristics
of those various machines, and would have
measured, perhaps in thousandth parts of a
second, the rapidity, and in millimeters the
accuracy, with which the reacting movements
were performed at the various types of appara-
tus. These differences of attention are most
important in various callings; and yet, the lay-
man is inclined to discriminate only between
good and bad attention. He is not aware that
there exist a large variety of types of attention,
each of which may be favorable for certain life
works and very unfavorable for others.

The Psychological Test of a Good
Stenographer

To be sure, all such laboratory tests pre-
suppose a real knowledge and careful analysis
of the work to be performed. Dilettantism
here would easily lead into blind alleys. | re-
member a case where the Boston Vocation
Bureau asked me to examine the auditory re-
action time of a young man who wanted to
become a stenographer. The examination was
to determine whether his response to sound
was quicker or slower than the average. |If it
were slower, he was to be warned against the
career of a shorthand-writer.

I refused to undertake the test, because |
considered that the conclusion would be mis-
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leading. Even if the boy reacted slowly, so
that the first word that he heard were written
down by him possibly a fifth of a second later
than his competitor wrote it, would that really
show him to be less efficient? If both were to
write from dictation for a whole hour, the boy
with the slower reaction time would still, at
the end of the hour, be just a fifth of a second
behind the other, which, of course, would be of
no consequence. The quickness of the other
man’s sound reaction would not make it at all
certain that he would hold out with his short-
hand-writing as long as the slower man. In
the imagination of the counselor, it appeared
that the delay of a fifth of a second on the first
word would bring an additional delay on the
next word, and that the time lost would in this
way accumulate. What really needed to be ex-
amined was the rapidity of successive action and
the retention in memory of the spoken words.

This problem of retention, too, demands very
subtle inquiry. The future stenographer knows
that he needs a good memory, but to him the
word “ memory” covers mental functions that
the psychologist must carefully separate. The
young man confidently asserts that he has a
good memory for words, because after a long
interval he remembers what he has learned.
Yet, that is an aspect of memory that is of no
consequence for his shorthand work. The
memory he needs is that of immediate retention.
Experimental analyses demonstrate that this
retention and the later remembering are two
quite independent functions. For instance,
the child has strong power of remembering, but
small power of retention, while in the adult
the power of retention surpasses that of re-
membering. The child must hear a number of
words or figures more often than the adult
before he can repeat them correctly. But,
once the adult and the child have learned those
figures, the chances are that the child will
remember them after a longer time than the
adult. The laboratory experimenter would
always have to separate the test for such im-
mediate reproduction from that for the later
recall, and would have to consider carefully
in which vocations the one or the other is an
essential condition of success.

Mental Traits that Fit One to be a Chauf-
feur, a Secretary, or a Mill-Worker

But if the psychological conditions of different
vocations were scientifically disentangled and
the mental analysis were carried through with
all the discriminations that the progress of
experimental psychology suggests, the vocation
bureau would secure data that would be of the
highest service. The association of ideas and
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the apperception of the outer world, the imagi-
nation and the emotions, the feelings and the
will, the attention and the discrimination, the
accuracy and the effort, the suggestibility and
the judgment, the persistence and the fatigue,
the adaptability and the temperament, the
skill, and even the character, with a hundred
other functions and their interrelations, could
be mapped out by decisive experiments. No
boy ought to become a chauffeur, however his
fancy is excited by motor-cars, if his reaction
times in the laboratory indicate that he would
not be quick enough to stop his automobile if
a child ran in front of the wheels. No one
ought to try for secretarial work who shows in
the laboratory lack of inhibitory power and
therefore a probable inability to be discreet.
The boy who shows no sensitiveness for small
differences ought not to work in a mill or
factory in which his labor would be a con-
stant repetition of the same activity. He would
be oppressed by the uniformity of the work,
it would soon be drudgery for him, and, with his
interest, he would lose the good will. The
next boy, who is sensitive to small differences,
might find in the same work an inexhaustible
pleasure and stimulus, as no two repetitions
would be alike for him.

The other day | wired from Boston to a
friend in another town that | should expect him
the next day at the Hotel Somerset. The tele-
gram arrived with the statement that | should
be at the Hotel Touraine. The operator had
substituted one leading hotel of Boston for
another. No good will on his part can help
that young man. He is not in the position of
another Boston operator, whom | recently gave
a cablegram to Berlin, and who, as he looked
up the rate, asked: “ Berlin is in France, isn't
it?” The geography of the latter can be cured,
but the mental mechanism of the former, who
under pressure of rapid work substitutes an
associated idea for the given one, is probably
fundamental. The psychological laboratory
would easily have found out such mental un-
reliability, and would have told the man before-
hand that, however industrious he might be and
however suited for a hundred other professions,
that of the telegraph operator would not be
one in which he could reach the fullest success.

What Psychological Examination for a
Career Would Cost

The establishment of psychological labora-
tories as part of municipal vocation bureaus
would by no means demand a very costly and
elaborate outfit. An intelligent assistant with
thorough psychological training could secure
much of the material with a minimum of
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apparatus. There are hundreds of psycho-
logical experiments that can be carried out with
some cardboard and sheets of paper, strings
and pins and needles, little outline drawings
and printed words, small colored tops and
levers, hairpins and cardboard boxes, balls and
boards, picture-books and smelling-bottles, a
pack of cards and a set of weights and perhaps
a cheap stop-watch. Where ampler funds are
at the disposal of the bureau, an electrical
chronoscope ought to be added, and, if possi-
ble, a kymograph. But in all cases the ex-
periments themselves may be relatively simple,
and even the most modest apparatus can
furnish an abundance of insight into psycho-
logical differences of which the mere self-
observation of the candidate does not take
any account and for which any gaze of the
outer observer would be insufficient.

The educational psychologists on the one side,
the physicians, and especially the psychiatrists,
on the other, have shown us the way in this
field. The educator may ask a child to strike
out the letter e wherever it occurs in a given
page, and to do it as quickly as possible. He
measures the time it requires and the accuracy
with which it is done by seeing how often a
wrong letter has been canceled and how often
the right letter has been overlooked. He
knows that even such a rapid test indicates
more with regard to the attention and accuracy
and swiftness of the child than he can find out
by the regular school tests. He knows that only
such elementary inquiries with exactly measur-
able results can discriminate between the
various factors that are involved in any com-
plex school work. Or the educator examines
the power of the children to learn or to count
at various hours of the day, and draws from it
pedagogical conclusions as to the best arrange-
ment of the school program. Of course, the
school work must be adjusted to the average,
since all must have school work at the same
time. Yet, such experiments demonstrate the
great individual differences. The curve of fa-
tigue is different for almost every individual.
Moreover, the psychological experiment can
analyze the great varieties of fatigue, the fluc-
tuations, the chances for a restitution of energy
after fatigue; and it is evident that every result
can be translated into advice or warning with
regard to the vocational choice of the boy or
girl. There are machines to which people with
one type of fatigue could never be adapted,
while those with another type might do excel-
lent work.

Even the natural rhythm of motor functions
is different for every individual. The pace at
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which we walk or speak or write is controlled by
organic conditions of our will, and is hardly
open to any complete change. Again, it is clear
that the thousands of technical occupations
demand very different rhythms of muscle con-
traction. If a man of one natural rhythmical
type has to work at a machine that demands a
very different rhythmical pace, life will be a
perpetual conflict in which irritation and dis-
satisfaction with his own work will spoil his
career and will ruin his chances for promotion.
In a similar way, simple experiments might
determine the natural lines of interest in a
boy or girl. We might show pictures of farms
or factories, of ships or railroads, of mines or
banks, of natural scenery or street scenes, of
buildings or theater stages, and so on. How
much is kept in memory and how much is
correctly apperceived after an exposure of a
few seconds, how they affect the emotional
expressions, and similar observations of objec-
tive character, may quickly point to mental
traits that must be considered if a harmonious
life work is to be hoped for.

There is no fear that such institutes, with
their psychological laboratories, would play the
guardian in too rigid and mechanical a way,
restricting too much the natural freedom of
the youth. On the contrary, nothing but the
counselor’s advice would be intended, and no
one who did not want to listen to a warning
would be restrained from following his own
inclination.

The young genius will always find his way
alone, and even his severe disappointments are
a beneficial part of his schooling for higher
service; but the great average masses do not
know this powerful inner energy that magnet-
ically draws the mind toward the ideal goal.
They do not know the world and its demands;
they do not know the opportunities and the
rewards, the dangers and the difficulties; and
they do not know themselves, their powers and
their limitations. The old Greek legend tells
us that when a man and woman find each other
for life, it is a reuniting of two separate halves
that have been one whole in a previous existence.
This ought to be the way in which a man and
his profession might find each other. But not
every marriage nowadays suggests the Greek
legend, and the unity of vocation and individual
seems still less often predestined. And if fate
has not decided the union in such a previous
life, society ought at least to take care that
in this life the choice be made with open eyes
and with the advice of a counselor who knows
how to fructify the psychological knowledge
of our age.
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EHRE is the man who has done
more for Canada than all the poli-
ticians.” In these words a distin-
guished member of the Canadian
Government the other day ex-

pressed his estimate of the services rendered his
country by Dr. William Saunders. This simple
and unassuming gentleman was the creator, and
has ever since its foundation been the Director,
of Canada’s system of Experimental Farms. In
twenty-three years of untiring work he has
scoured the earth for things of service to Can-
ada; he has increased the potential yield of
every acre of her farms; he has given the cold
north plains fruits for their joy and wheats for
their nourishment: and in all this he is making
of his work a great educational Extension Serv-
ice for the training of the intelligence of the
Canadian farmer.

Canada’s farming problem stretches across
the continent. East of Maine lie the Maritime
Provinces; north of New England is Quebec,
overlapping Ontario as far west as Buffalo;
Ontario reaches on north of all the Great Lakes
and almost all of Minnesota; Manitoba carries
us half across North Dakota; while north and
west of her sweep the great provinces of
Saskatchewan and Alberta, until we come to
British Columbia and the Pacific. The main
activity of this immense region is agriculture,—
nearly half of the whole Canadian population is
agricultural,— and the problems awaiting solu-
tion are as full of variety as the country itself.
No greater service can be rendered the people
of Canada than aid in solving these agricultural
problems of theirs.

Canada Attacks Her Agricultural Problems
through the Experimental Farm

So Sir John Carling saw when he was chosen

Minister of Agriculture in 1885, and to him be-

longs the honor of setting about a systematic
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answer. He inaugurated his coming into office
by sending Dr. Saunders, then a business man
who had long made a hobby of horticulture, on
a mission to study what was being done by
other nations to help their agricultural life.
Returning, Dr. Saunders presented his report
to the House of Commons, and within a few
months found himself the newly created Direc-
tor of five Farms not yet in existence. This was
in 1886. The following day— the Director
wastes no time! — he set out for three months of
continuous traveling to determine the placing of
his five Farms. In that year he threaded back
and forth across the Dominion, and the autumn
of 1887 found three Farms established, their
heads appointed, and their work begun. The
following two years saw the creation of the
fourth and fifth.

The Central Farm, where the Director was to
live, had to be in the neighborhood of the capi-
tal, Ottawa. The first Branch Farm, that for
the Maritime Provinces, was set as near as
might be to the boundary line between New
Brunswick and Nova Scotia, in the latter, at
Nappan. The second, for Manitoba, was placed
at Brandon, in full view of the passing trains of
the Canadian Pacific— a typical bit of country,
fertile valley farm-land on the river, sloping up
through bluffs slit by wooded ravines to higher
lands above. The third, for the Northwest Ter-
ritories, was set at Indian Head, also in full view
of the railroad— more than six hundred acres
of bare prairie-land stretching on and on, neither
tree nor bush in sight.

The Director’s object was to place each Farm
where it could be readily seen, readily visited,
yet where it would be under no specially favor-
ing circumstance, but would have to solve for
itself the average problem of the region it was to
serve. The Indian Head problem is that of the
open prairie. At the last Farm, at Agassiz,
British Columbia, the problem is that of fruit
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and nut tree growing in a mild climate, and two
thousand kinds of fruits and nuts are now flour-
ishing on its fertile valley land and mountain-
side.

At the present time a number of small sup-
plementary stations are being established. The
most interesting of these is the “ farthest north”
— Fort Vermilion, on the Peace River, in north-
ern Alberta, six hundred miles above the United
States boundary. In the spring of 1907 the first
lot of seeds, trees, and plants was sent there for
experiment, via Edmonton, from the Central
Farm. On the first of May, “ as there was no
immediate prospect of the breaking up of the
rivers”— the usual line of travel— these sup-
plies were driven for seventeen days over four
hundred miles, and ferried on a raft three hun-
dred miles farther till they reached Fort Ver-
milion. By the first of June the seeds were in
and the land was fenced. It cannot be said that
the Experimental Farms are not squarely facing
Canada’s problems.

The heart of this system is the Central Farm.
Everything that can be done is done here once,
and under one head, the Branch Farms being
left to deal with regional problems only. Here
the distinctively scientific experiments in cross-
fertilization, breeding, soil analysis, and the
like, are carried on. The staff consists of a
Chemist, a Botanist, an Entomologist, and a
Cerealist, who make tests and publish bulletins
applying to the problems of any of the Branch
Farms, or of any farmer who chooses to appeal
to them; and of a Horticulturist, an Agricultur-
ist, and a Poultry Manager, whose work is
chiefly for eastern Canada.

The Farm itself lies three miles out of Ottawa,
spreading its four hundred and fifty sunlit acres
for all to see — its arboretum, its belts of forest
trees, its lawns and ornamental shrubs and gay
flower beds, its hundred specimen hedges, its
mile-long border of hardy perennial flowers, its
orchards of cross-bred fruits, its test plots of
standard, or new, or hybrid grain. The general
public flock there from Ottawa and the sur-
rounding country; and from its central offices
and chemical laboratory go forth 340,000 letters
and reports, and eighty tons of special and
priceless seed, every year.

How the Soil is Made to Increase Its Yield

The first object of the Farms is, through im-
proved methods, to increase the yield of every
acre of Canadian farm-land. By tests extending
over a long series of years, they have shown that
it pays to sow plump seed of productive varie-
ties; that there is a loss of more than half the
value of barn-yard manure when it is allowed to
rot; that plowing in clover with grain increases
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the grain yield by nearly thirty per cent; that
sowing wheat only a week after the right mo-
ment means a loss of nearly one third of the
crop; and these profits and losses can be gaged
with almost mathematical precision. An in-
crease of one bushel only to the acre in the oat
crop of the Dominion would put an extra
$2,000,000 a year into the pockets of the farm-
ers; a like increase in wheat would add nearly
double as much. Arithmetic of this sort no
farmer is too dull to follow; and putting its own
lessons into practice where all could see the
results, the Central Farm, in its first ten years,
increased its oats twenty-three, barley twelve,
and wheat four bushels to the acre. In a report
of five years ago the Director notes that Ontario
has increased her yield of oats till she now
averages 42 bushels to New York’s 37; but he
shrewdly adds that the yield on the Central
Farm has reached 62 bushels per acre.

One Money Crop the Ruin of the Farmer

But the Farms devote by no means all their
attention to grain. With the lesson of our
cotton-growing South before him,— five States
living and dying by one money crop,— the Di-
rector has set himself to preaching the lesson of
"mixed farming,” and above all of dairying and
pork-raising, from end to end of the great grain
regions of Canada. By this system the farm-
land profits no less than the farmer— it keeps
itself fertile automatically. Thus, if we sow
grain alone and sell it as raw grain, we must
sooner or later convert a portion of our cash into
fertilizer for the reenrichment of the soil. In
mixed farming the accounts run: grain, hay,
and ensilage; these fed to stock give pork and
butter; pork and butter give cash. But mean-
while fertility has been restored to the soil by
the stock; at no point does cash have to be
turned in on the land again for fertilizer.

A still greater advantage in this system is the
insurance it secures for the farmer against the
seasons when grain fails— and the farmer who
raises only grain fails too. The 20th of August,
1900, recorded five degrees of frost at Indian
Head. Heavy rains followed, and the grain of
all the surrounding country was spoiled. The
Superintendent at Indian Head reported the
loss, with a plea to the settler almost dramatic
in intensity: “ Nothing is so agreeable as the
raising of wheat, yet nothing is doing so much
harm to the country.” But Dr. Saunders’ com-
ment is characteristically calm: “ This visitation
will be followed by compensating advantages.”
It was worth all it cost if the farmer could be
made to think, and to calculate his chances and
his risks.

"Made to think” ! Does not the greatest ad-
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vantage of all lie here— an advantage to the
nation beyond even the mighty arithmetic of
crop values? Instead of waiting through a sea-
son for one crop, harvesting it in bulk, selling it
for cash, and then living on the proceeds till the
next harvest time, the farmer has here the in-
tellectual stimulus and training of attending to
a variety of things, seeing after a profit here,
practising a small economy or avoiding a loss
there— the same training that turned out from
our stony New England farms so many of our
ablest men. The calculable results of the system
are already impressive. In 1884 Canada ex-
ported cheese to the value of $7,000,000. Ten
years after the founding of the Farms this had
become $17,000,000. In the same period the
value of exported butter had doubled. Pork
outdid them both with a phenomenal record of
an increase of from less than a million dollars
in 1884 to $8,000,000 in 1898. The Superin-
tendent at Indian Head reports, with a note of

relief: **Only in a few districts is wheat still
bkinglvn
Covering the Northwest Prairies with

Tree Belts

With the founding of the Central Farm, tree-
planting was begun, and the first year saw it
laid out into hundreds of seed and nursery beds,
bristling with seedling trees. One of its most
interesting exhibits is a hundred specimen
hedges where the visiting farmer may examine
samples of the best thorny protection against
cattle, while his wife has her pick between Jap-
anese rose and nodding blue Hungarian lilac.

But tree-planting on Eastern farms is almost
a luxury; on the Northwest prairies— miles
and miles with neither tree nor shrub, the winds
rushing over them sometimes at thirty miles an
hour— it becomes a vital necessity. We in the
East have no conception of what such condi-
tions mean to the farmer. Every attempt to
grow our most hardy fruit was proving utter
failure. The Northwest homestead longed for
shelter from the choking, dust-laden winds of
summer as much as from the winter blizzards at
“ thirty below.”

On his Northwest Farms, accordingly, the
Director began to develop tree belts; first,
chiefly of the native Manitoba maple and the
native ash; when these were established, of
evergreens, in their shelter. Under this almost
wind-proof protection areas were hedged off in
checkerboard pattern with poplar, maple, lilac
even; and garden planting was begun within
these boxlike squares.

Indian Head started without a tree or a bush.
In four years she reported herself as “ practically
provided with shelter belts, forest clumps, ave-
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nues, and hedges.” It was apparent soon that
the problem of shelter for the Northwest prairie
farm had been solved. In the snug squares and
garden plots were growing strawberries, rasp-
berries, currants, table vegetables, and flowers
in phenomenal luxuriance, and a few young
apple trees which had never before been win-
tered in that region.

One day in the summer of 1890, on his visit
to the Western Farms, Dr. Saunders noticed, as
he drove through the wooded country, that the
native forest trees were heavy with seed. Ow-
ing to frost, trees of that region do not fruit
oftener than once in two or three years; but
seed ripened in that cold climate develops into
trees especially able to resist the cold, and is
on that account very desirable. The Director
therefore gave orders to the superintendents of
the two Prairie Farms to hire a corps of helpers
to collect tree seeds by the bushel.

Money was scarce on the prairies, and settlers,
Indians, and half-breeds saw their chance for
extra earnings. They did not stop at bushels —
they got seeds by cart-loads. The result was
between two and three tons of seeds. Seven
acres were sown at each of the Branch Farms,
and a ton and a half of seed was forwarded to
Ottawa. From there, one thousand cotton
bags, each containing a pound of seed, went out
at once to settlers in the Northwest; next year
two thousand more. From one pound of seed
the most careful growers got from three to five
thousand seedlings. Even average care would
give eight hundred little trees. In six or seven
years the young tree begins to bear seed on its
own account, in the favorable seasons. With
his interest awakened, there was no limit to
what a settler could do.

In the annals of Canadian tree-growing, the
red-letter year is 1890, for it saw also the begin-
nings of the distribution of seedling forest trees.
This distribution was advertised through the
newspapers of the Northwest. The farmer who
made application to the Central Farm presently
received through the mails a package done up
in manila paper with a layer of oiled paper
beneath. Within, rolled in moss still damp,
though it had been on the road for possibly four-
teen days, were a hundred little forest trees from
ten to fifteen inches high, each variety bearing
a wooden label with its name upon it. A note
of directions for planting and cultivating accom-
panied them, ending:

"You will be expected to take such notes as
will enable you to make a report on the be-
havior of each variety. Reports will be ex-
pected, whether favorable or unfavorable.”

One hundred thousand little trees thus went
out; the following year twice as many. Ten
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years after the starting of the work, the Director
reported that seven tons of hardy tree seed had
been distributed, that one and a quarter million
little seedlings had been sent to *“ individual
lovers of trees,” and that there were on home-
steads in almost every part of the Northwest
plantations of forest trees for shelter and beauty.

For beauty as well as serviceableness is an
object with the Farms. Our Director has a way
of going about his professional journeys with
his pockets stuffed with flower seeds, so that the
farmer’'s wife may have something, as well as
her good man. The Central Farm wears to the
casual visitor much the air of a pleasure park.
The Branch Farms, too, have their arboretums
and perennial borders; they publish reports on
roses that may be grown with some hope of suc-
cess a few hundred miles, more or less, north of
the Dakotas, and on the geraniums that make
the bravest show in the garden before the advent
of the early autumn frost. The attempt is being
made here, an early report announces proudly,
to grow flowers, as well as to raise No. 1 Hard
wheat.

The Earth Scoured for Things of Service
to Canada

One great division of the work of the Farms
is the testing of new things from elsewhere, to
ascertain their serviceableness for Canada. |If
they stand the test, they are promptly intro-
duced to the farmer. An illustration of the im-
mediate usefulness of some of these importations
is the awnless brome-grass (Bromus inermis).
This hardy Russian grass has so exuberant a
vitality that in favorable soils it soon rejoices as
a weed. Where, however, other pasture can
scarcely be grown, or where its season is discour-
agingly short, brome-grass is proving a godsend.

It thrives on drought and bitter cold. It offers
pasture on its young green shoots two weeks
earlier than the native grasses, and bears a
heavier aftermath, holding its head up several
inches, persistently green, through the first
snows. Additional weeks of succulent food
mean additional weeks of rich milk, and brome-
grass is preparing the way for the onward march
of the cattle trade, and of the butter and cheese
industries.

Another important function of the Farms is
the seed distribution. This began in the first
year of their work with the sending out of a
number of small bags of an early-ripening wheat
just imported from Russia to test its behavior
in Canada. For the first object of the distribu-
tion is to gain information by supplementing the
experience of the Farms with that of other dis-
tricts throughout the Dominion. The other ob-
ject is to increase the quality and yield of the
farmer’s crops by introducing to him varieties
better or more productive than his own. A
farmer who wishes a free sample must make
application for it himself direct to the Farm.
He then receives enough grain to sow one twen-
tieth of an acre. He is expected to grow it in a
plot by itself; to thresh it separately by hand;
and to use the product as seed the next year.
Meanwhile, he is to send a report of it, “ favor-
able or unfavorable,” to the Farm.

At first about two thousand bags of samples
supplied the demand. The fourth year, when
the Farm had become known, fifteen thousand
farmers suddenly applied, and got seed. Within
a year or so, some of the grains sent as sam-
ples, carefully harvested, propagated, and re-
harvested, were becoming leading varieties
throughout the Dominion. One report may
serve as a specimen of hundreds that come in:
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“ We got a sample of oats from you six years
ago. The people about here think very highly
of them and there are thousands of bushels of
them grown. The farmers are coming here for
seed from twenty miles around.”

Each year the interest has steadily grown, and
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now the number of co-workers in these tests is
over 45,000, and the seed sent them — often of
varieties that money could not buy— amounts
to eighty tons. The reports that come in bear
witness to the recipients’ good faith, ardor, and
appreciation.
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"I didn’t have good results
with my plot this year,” one
recently writes;“ my dog killed
a ground-hog in the middle
of it.”
Lamentations that “ my
horse ate the heads off my
wheat plot,” or “the chickens
scratched up my seeds,” only
go to prove that the fault with
many is over-care. Really,
the plot would do better if set
down in the middle of the
grain-field. Still, Dr. Saunders
has full right to allude to the
farmers as his “army of co-ex-
perimenters,” and to boast
that no such gigantic and ROWS OF SPECIMEN HEDGES, AT THE CENTRAL FARM
practical cooperativeworkfor IN OTTAWA
the improve- imagination,
ment of the and to the
more impor- possible fu-
tant farm ture develop-
crops has ment of the
ever been continent —
undertaken the creation
and success- of things al-
fully carried together new,
out before. fruits  that
We come will survive
now to the the long win-
work of the ters of the
Experimen- Northwest
tal Farms, and grains
which is the that will ri-
most roman- pen during
tic of all in its brief
the appeal it A FERTILE VALLEY OF THE LAST FARM AT AGASSIZ, summers.
makes to the BRITISH COLUMBIA Long be-

SHELTER BELTS OF TREES FOR PROTECTING GARDEN PLOTS FROM

THE STRONG WINDS OF THE PRAIRIES

fore Dr. Saunders began his
public work he had a garden
of his own in which he had
cross-fertilized and experi-
mented for years; and, com-
ing to the Central Farm, he
brought with him from his
little trial ground at London,
Ontario, over eight hundred
seedlings, raspberries, goose-
berries, and currants, the
results of his own crosses. To
receive these he laid out on
the great new Farm a small
private garden with a strong
fence about it, a hedge, now
ten feet high, and a padlocked
gate. Within this he stowed
his precious collection. It
included many sorts that are
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of value in the climate of Ontario, but they were
not available for theNorthwest Provinces, where
scarcely any fruits were hardy enough to survive,
except the native Manitoba plum and a few wild
berries like the sand-cherry. Of these fruits as
table delicacies the less said the better-—even
so hardened an optimist as the Superintendent
of a Northwest Farm can claim no more for
them than that they are “ excellent for can-
ning.” Yet the people of the Northwest were
no less fruit-hungry than other people.

The fruit a farmer most wants is the apple,
and in the Northwest Provinces the apple would
not grow. Apples were tried by the hundreds
— hardy apples from other parts of Canada;
apples from Russia; seedlings raised from Rus-
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sian seed in Ottawa; crabs of the toughest
sort; apples grown as bushes when the trunks
killed back, and trees wrapped in canvas and
tar-paper till May— all were tried, and all
failed.

The Evolution of the First Apple o
the Northwest

The Western barm Reports took on an un-
usual, apologetic tone. "I regret,” and "Unfor-
tunately,” became the opening phrases of the
sections on A ppi1es. The casualties were dread-
ful: “died this spring,” or *“killed, root and
branch,” occur with deplorable persistency. In
more cheerful moments a “ List of Survivors”
was penned. Even garden roses were easier to
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raise. Brandon succeeded in growing one
Transcendent crab— by casing up its stem
and filling it about with earth each winter —
which had reports all to itself for several years
under the heading, “ Standard Crab-apple”!
But this as a promise for the future of apple-
growing in the Northwest left something to be
desired.

In 1887 there had come to the Farm from the
Imperial Botanic Gardens at St. Petersburg,
among other packets of seeds of hardy shrubs
and trees for trial, a packet of the seed of the
hardy crab-apple of Siberia, Pyrus baccaia, the
berried crab. Seedlings raised from this on the
Farm bore tiny fruits the size of a cranberry,
and very astringent; but when they were sent to

the Northwest Farms to be tested, they were
reported in due time as “ perfectly hardy.”

The excitement they created is tragi-comic.
The Farms could scarcely believe that an apple
tree had wintered in the open and stood hardy
to the tips. But not till 1898 could Indian Head
— the testing ground for the Northwest— tri-
umphantly report: “ The first crab-apples ever
produced on this Farm were grown this year.”
Ten trees, it seems, were covered with blossoms,
till a late May frost culled all but a few, which
ultimately developed into six crabs! “ They were
not large,” says the report complacently, “ but
nevertheless they were perfect apples.” (The
largest was the size of a pie-cherrv!)

Three years later, the trees were so heavy with
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NATURAL-SIZED SPECIMEN OF THE PYRUS BAC-
CATA, A HARDY SIBERIAN CRAB, WHICH WAS
THE FIRST APPLE TO WEATHER A CANA-
DIAN WINTER IN THE NORTHWEST

fruit that they had to be propped to keep them
from breaking. The Farm then busied itself
with making up samples of jelly and pickles —
“ for either of these commodities nothing better
could be desired.”

But far more important than the jelly these
tiny fruits could produce was the promise
they contained in their hardy sap of a possible
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apple for the Northwest plains. The Director
took immediate advantage of it. He crossed the
berried crab, and also its cousin, Pyrus prunifo-
lia, a fruit a little larger and equally hardy, with
a few good eating apples that were absolutely
hardy at Ottawa. Four years after the first
seed was planted, these prompt little cross-breds
began to bear. Their fruit was several times
larger and many times more palatable than that

THE RESULT OF CROSS-BREEDING AN EASTERN
TABLE APPLE ON THE SIBERIAN CRAB SHOWN

IN THE FOREGOING PICTURE

ONE OF THE CRAB-APPLE TREES ON WHICH THE CROSS-BREEDING WAS DONE



A SHELTERING HEDGE OF THE NATIVE MANITOBA MAPLE AT BRANDON

A FIELD OF THE FAMOUS RED FIFE— THE LARGEST YIELDING WHEAT IN CANADA



DISTRIBUTION OF SEEDS FROM THE CENTRAL FARM

of their sour little mother. It was less astrin-
gent, sweeter, and juicier, ranking very fairly
with our standard crab-apples. They were at
once grafted on to the stock of their tough par-
ent, the berried crab, and were distributed, as
fast as Nature would permit, to the Northwest
Farms.

Some Experiments in Grafting

Meanwhile, these Farms had been trying their
own experiments. They were grafting on young
trees of the berried crab such table apples and
crabs as had proved most nearly hardy through
the long winters. And they were raising seed-
lings from them, too, in the hope that such as
survived might prove stronger than the parent
tree. Each of these ventures turned out suc-
cessfully. Apples not hardy on their own roots
proved to be so on the wood of the tough
crab tree. Seedlings of crabs that had suc-
cumbed came up and themselves lived. Best of
all, snugly hedged within the little plots that
had been made ready for their reception, the
new cross-breds began to bear. Each of the
Northwest Farms could boast an “ orchard.”

The Director was not satisfied yet. As his
new crosses fruited, he continued to work. Of
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some he saved the seed as it stood — there was
likelihood that it might “sport” still farther
from the original tiny grandmother crab, and,
while retaining her hardiness, show nearer ap-
proach to the size of the other grandparent.
This hope has just been realized. Last Septem-
ber the first of these seedlings of seedlings
to show an increase in size over its parent
crosses fruited in the *cross-bred orchard.”
From one tree | plucked several, larger around
than a good-sized egg, a handsome, dark red
fruit, slightly astringent still, but making a close
approach to a gpod dessert apple. There is a
very promising group of “second crosses” —
crosses with good Eastern table apples on the first
hardy cross — which are just beginning to show
fruit. The fruit is larger in almost every case
than that of the first cross. Whether the race
will be sufficiently hardy can be determined
only by the ordeal of the winters at Indian Head.

Still another venture has been made. In the
early years of the Farm there was placed in the
arboretum a specimen tree of the wild Euro-
pean apple, Pyrus Malus, bearing a tough,
scarcely edible fruit, but hardy, and at least
larger than the berried crab. The Director be-
thought him of a cross on this too. The crosses
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were made when blooming season came, and a
ten-foot fence was erected in the arboretum
around the little tree. But the arboretum is a
popular resort for the dear public, and, despite
the ten-foot fence, the fruits were stolen before
they were ripe. The Northwest had therefore
to wait for its crosses on Pyrus Malus until a tree
could be grown to bearing size behind a boy-
proof hedge in the Director’'s own little pad-
locked garden. There it now stands, but its
crosses have not yet borne fruit.

Of recent years a new enemy to the precious
cross-breds has appeared — the twig blight.
Pyrus baccata and its crosses are specially sub-
ject to this disease. The trees begin to die at
the tips of their branches, and nothing yet dis-
covered stays the progress of the mischief. A
very large number of the crosses, established
after so many years of effort, have succumbed
at Brandon and are completely dead. But some
of the best still stand, and our courageous hy-
bridizers are now turning to the blight-resisting
sorts as the basis of a new strain that shall both
bear good fruit and withstand the blight. One
day the Northwest shall have its apple, hardy,
blight-proof, and good to eat.

The Test of a Wheat's Market Value

Dear as a good eating apple would be to the
settler in the Northwest, his real need is for a
wheat. His ideal wheat must be of the very
highest market value, in order to outweigh the
cost of transportation to the far distant Atlantic
seaboard. Roughly speaking, it is hardness of
kernel and flour strength that determine a
wheat’s market value. After a new wheat has
been bred, therefore, its flour strength must at
once be put to the test. By the "strength” ofa
flour is meant its ability to take up a large quan-
tity of water when mixed to a dough, and to pro-
duce a high loaf of even crust and firm texture.
It can be finally determined only by an actual
baking trial. But from a few kernels of a new
wheat an expert like the Cerealist of the Cen-
tral Farm can get an idea of the value by the
"chewing test.” This consists in chewing the
kernels for four or five minutes and then exam-
ining the gluten thus obtained. The gluten most
elastic when squeezed between the fingers marks
the wheat that will make the strongest flour.
The work requires patience, the Cerealist ob-
serves, and a fairly good set of teeth — both
essential to all breeders of wheat!

After a certain amount of a wheat has been
grown, it is subjected to an actual baking test.
Something over a pound of it is passed through
the two pairs of rollers and the twelve sieves of
the experimental mill. The flour is kept for a
month or so, and then baked in tiny pans one
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inch high by three inches across — a compro-
mise between the American bread baked in the
high-sided baking-tin and the English cottage
loaf baked with no support. For the flour is
being tested for use in both England and
America. The resulting loaf looks like a very
tempting "raised breakfast biscuit.” Minute
observations on it are recorded, one of the
most important facts to the baker being the
amount of water taken up by the flour (a
large amount gives a dough easier to work)
and the amount of water retained during baking
(a large amount of water sells profitably at
several cents a pound). Nutritive value and
flavor are not important enough to record. A
commercial flour is for the commercial baker,
the consumer, here as elsewhere, takes his
chance.

The strongest flour, therefore, does not
inevitably make the best bread; but it is in
demand throughout the world’s markets for
mixing with other sorts too low in strength,
and the supply of it is limited. The No. 1
Hard wheat that produces it, therefore, always
commands the highest price.

How an Accident Produced Canada’s
Finest Wheat

For Canada, the chief source of No. 1 Hard
wheat is the famous "Red Fife,” introduced as
long ago as 1842 by a Scotchman, David Fife,
then living in "Canada West,” now Ontario.
The Canadian Agriculturist of 1861 gives this
account of its origin: A Glasgow friend sent Mr.
Fife, early one spring, a quantity of wheat that
he had got from a cargo straight from Dantzic.
Mr. Fife sowed it in the spring, but it proved to
be a winter wheat that should have been kept
till the autumn to be put in. None of it ripened
save three ears, sprung, apparently, from a sin-
gle plant — a plant that was to prove a verita-
ble Jack’s bean-stalk in its growth for Canada.
Mr. Fife wanted a wheat for spring sowing, and
saved the seed from his three precocious ears,
planting it the following spring. He sowed it
too late and in a shady place,— so this fairy tale
of wheat-growing tells us,— yet at the harvest it
stood free from rust when all the wheat in the
neighborhood had rusted. Mr. Fife carefully
preserved the seed again, and from it sprang the
wheat that will perpetuate his name forever in
Canada. The search-light of modem criticism
has recently been turned on this charming story.
A few years ago the Cerealist of the Central Farm
discovered that one of his imported wheats from
Galicia (three hundred miles from Dantzic) was
completely identical with Red Fife: Canada’s
greatest wheat came to her as a chance grain or
so in the wrong bundle!
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Red Fife, with its variety White Fife, is so
high in quality and so large in yield that it serves
as a standard throughout the Dominion. Car-
ried by settlers from Ontario to Manitoba and
the Northwest Territories, it seemed only to im-
prove; and, where it can be grown, it takes the
lead among Canadian wheats. Many millers are
unwilling to buy any other kind.

But Red Fife is slow to ripen. Up to a cer-
tain latitude it can be depended upon to produce
the much-desired No. 1 Hard. Beyond this, far-
ther north in the plains, or up in the higher alti-
tudes with their shorter summers, the settler
was brought up short every year with the ques-
tion as to whether he could harvest his crop as
No. 1 Hard before the dreaded August frost, or
should have to dispose of it, after freezing, as
“ Grade 5,” for cattle feed. Farther north still,
he realized that, despite the richness of the un-
touched soil, the question was taking the form,
Can | raise wheat at all?

Pushing the Wheat Line Northward

The Story of Wheat is one of the romances of
humanity. If Canada was to grow, she must
grow northward; and there her need was for a
wheat of the highest grade, but, above all, of
the earliest ripening. Millions of fertile acres
waited to yield up their holdings to him who had
in his hand a wheat that could mature in that
short summer. Every day that could be saved
by early ripening would push the wheat line
one step farther northward. This was the
challenge of the North to man. Flow was it
to be met?

Letters from a Moravian missionary “ labor-
ing in the higher altitudes of the Himalayas”
had fallen under the eye of Dr. Saunders, and
he was quick to notice the significance of refer-
ences in them to native wheats, ripening in the
brief season of those mountain-sides. Lord
Dufferin, then Viceroy of India, had been Gov-
ernor-General of Canada. His interest was read-
ily enlisted, and through his cooperation several
bushels of different wheats "collected by the
Government of India for the benefit of Canada,”
some of them from an altitude of eleven thou-
sand feet, came over to try a new climate. The
Himalayan wheats ripened, the earliest of them,
in ninety days. Red Fife takes one hundred and
five days. But they yielded only three and a
half to ten bushels an acre, where Red Fife
yielded twenty-five. It was obvious that they
were not worth considering.

However, early-ripening wheats may be found
in high latitudes as well as at high altitudes.
Russia is a great wheat country, so it was nat-
ural to turn next in the search to her northern
regions. Upon application, Goegginger, the noted

FOR

HER FARMERS

seed dealer of Riga, recommended to the Farms
a wheat from Lake Ladoga north of St. Peters-
burg— a latitude six hundred miles farther
north than the city of Winnipeg. This Ladoga
wheat was imported in quantity, part of the
shipment being distributed to farmers through-
out the Northwest. It did better than the Hima-
layan. It ripened ten days before Red Fife and
gave a large yield; but it produced a yellowish
flour, and though it has already proved a boon
to the settler of the far Northwest for his own
use, its quality is not high enough for an export
wheat.

But if these imported wheats are not in them-
selves valuable, why might they not be made
the basis of a new stock? Why should it not
be possible, by cross-breeding them with Red
Fife, to produce a wheat that should combine
the earliness of the foreign parent with the yield
and quality of the home-bred? Work to this
end was begun in 1888 by the Director, with the
able assistance of Mr. W. T. Macoun, Horticul-
turist of the Central Farm.

The Long Search for an Early-
Ripening Wheat

The wheat flower is one of those in which both
the stamens and the pistil are found in the same
bloom, so that, left alone, each flower fertilizes
itself, the pollen falling from the anthers upon
the pistil. To cross-fertilize, the covering chaff
must be separated from one of the tiny wheat
flowers that has not yet reached maturity.
With a pair of small forceps the anthers are re-
moved. This flower is now ready to be fertilized
with pollen brought from the matured flower of
another variety. An anther from such a flower
is brushed gently over the pistil to be fertilized,
till the latter is covered with pollen. The flower
case is then closed as before. When the opera-
tion is completed, the head is tied up in a little
paper bag to protect it from foreign wind-borne
pollen, and attached to a bamboo cane to hold
it upright, and so left till harvest time. Each
kernel, when sown the following season, forms
the starting-point of a new variety. With all
the skill trained hands can bring to the work,
the ripened kernels are always few. After six
years of experiment, Dr. Saunders reports seven
hundred kernels produced — half a teacupful —
the result of five thousand flowers carefully
worked.

From these first crosses have sprung several
wheats now widely grown in the Northwest.
The best three are of one parentage— Red
or White Fife crossed with Ladoga— and are
named Preston and Stanley and Huron. They
were sent, as early as possible in their existence,
to the Northwest Farms, and from the first made
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a brave showing on the test plots there, side by
side with Red Fife, sometimes outranking it in
productiveness, and always maturing earlier.
They ripened, in favorable seasons, from four to
six days earlier than Red Fife; in acold and back-
ward year, when the ripening was slow and there
was need for speed, they seemed to outdo them-
selves, their advantage in earliness being then
ten or twelve days. In some instances Preston
won by as much as two weeks. As to their qual-
ity, they were pronounced by experts to be
practically on a par with Red Fife, both for
bread-making and for general selling. The
farmers reported hundreds of acres planted with
the new sorts, particularly Preston, and many
millers paid the same price for it as for Red
Fife.

Records Made by the New Wheats

The new wheats have kept every promise they
made on the test grounds. They not only ripen
from four to twelve days earlier than Red Fife,
but they often give a better yield, even in a good
season; and always, when frost has to be en-
dured. They have done wonders for wheat-
growing in the colder districts in the past few
years. Unfortunately, their flour is of a deeper
yellowish color than that from Red Fife, and,
a more serious defect, it does not possess the
same extraordinary baking strength. Dr.
Charles Saunders, nowCerealist at the Farm, by
the utmost care in re-selection, breeding in each
case from one particularly promising plant, has
already improved these strains. His new Stan-
ley now produces flour of a color identical with
that from Red Fife.

A still more precious single plant he spied one
day six years ago when walking through the
trial plots. It is such moments as these that lend
dramatic touches to the life of the hybridist.
In a plot of Red Fife, one plant stood ripe four
days before the rest of the plot was ready for
harvest. The seed sprung from that plant now
amounts to several bushels— absolutely price-
less. Only a Red Fife a few days early; but a
“few days” in this campaign to the northward
means hundreds of miles and millions of bushels.

One other wheat promises better still — the
best of all, so far. It has been named the
“Marquis,” and was distributed for the first
time last year. Here is a wheat that ripens with
Preston and Stanley and Huron, ten to twelve
days before Red Fife. Better still, in color and
flour strength, the few bushels thus far grown
actually surpassed Red Fife of the same year.
Marquis sounds too good to be true; a position
above Red Fife is not finally assured by the
records of only one season. But there is little
question that this variety is the greatest achieve-
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ment in wheat-raising at the Farms. By this
year’s returns, which have just come in, Marquis
still holds its lead; Brandon, where a high yield
for Red Fife is forty-five bushels, reports for
Marquis in 1909 a yield of fifty bushels to the
acre.

Hundreds of new wheats, sprung from his
crosses in the past few years, are now being prop-
agated by the Cerealist, and other hundreds are
coming forward. *“ The work,” he says, “ is just
now reaching the period of greatest interest,
during which the most rapid advances may be
expected” — and this after twenty years! Of
these wheats only a few will be wanted in the
end. The task of crossing, propagating, fixing,
testing, and finally of deciding between them
and throwing out the less worthy, is long and
hard. New strains are not established over-
night. It is very easy to “ create” a large and
miscellaneous collection of hybrid plants; but
the perfect fixing of a type is often the labor
of years. The “ sensations” of horticulture look
better on paper than they do in the field. The
real progress is slow and incredibly silent-footed.

Dr. Saunders and his assistants have been very
careful not as yet to recommend any of their
new varieties to displace Red Fife as a main
crop, where early autumn frosts are not feared.
Even in such districts, however, the early
wheats give the settler a chance to make the
best use of his always limited “ help.” Where
a wide crop is ripe and ready within a few days,
he must cut some of his wheat still unripe in
order to get the rest cut before it shells; with
the same acreage ripening by relays, the har-
vesting is spread over several weeks, and the
entire crop may be cut when at its best.

Millions of Acres Opened to Settlement by
the New Wheats

But the real achievement of the new wheats
is their march north, across the parallels. Offer-
ing their harvest a week, and in the more unfa-
vorable seasons even two weeks, earlier than the
old sorts; making a better pace, too, as the
days lengthen to seventeen or eighteen hours
of sunlight; they are conquering for wheat-
growing slowly, surely, millions of acres of virgin
land lying north of the present wheat-fields. Dr.
Saunders, says a witty observer, has made the
Canadian summer ten days longer.

And the great national result of all this? The
land is of the richest; its price is enticingly low;
the new wheats are ready to grow on it. Canada
offers land and wheat, and bids the new settler
welcome by every means in her power. As a
result, there are pouring across her borders and
over her great plains every year, now, tens of
thousands of the best of our farmers from the
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Dakotas, Minnesota, lowa— the best in ex-
perience, in initiative, in equipment of imple-
ments and money — an exodus comparable only
to the New England exodus of half a century ago
which built up our own great West. The last
fiscal year saw the largest emigration on record
— sixty thousand American citizens, and wealth
estimated at sixty million dollars, gravitating,
almost the whole of it, to the great Canadian
wheat-lands. Canada is solving her immigra-
tion problem in a way of which she may
well be proud — at the expense of the United
States.

If, of the lands available for wheat-growing,
but still unoccupied, one quarter were under
wheat at the average yield, Dr. Saunders esti-
mates that the wheat crop of Canada would be
over 850,000,000 bushels annually, and Canada
would be the largest wheat-producing country

MILDREDMcCNEAL-SWEENEY

in the world. And if these figures seem over-
large, too full of the buoyant hope of the man
whose life has been spent to help them come
true, at least they do not stand alone. Set be-
side them the utterance this past summer of a
countryman of our own, Mr. W. C. Tiffany, one
of the editors of the Northwestern Miller. He
is speaking of the Province of Saskatchewan
alone: “ Ten years ago, Saskatchewan produced
less than 5,000,000 bushels of wheat; last year
she produced over 43,000,000. In ten years
more she promises completely to change the
conditions of the wheat markets of the world.”

Saskatchewan’s wheat crop for the present
year, estimated at 84,000,000 bushels, shows
that this great prophecy is already on the way
to fulfilment. In helping it come true the Ex-
perimental Farms will have contributed their
impressive share.

SEA-LAVENDER

BY

MILDRED McNEAL-SWEENEY

HRE lay the perilous gray sea,
And there the anxious-minded land,
And still the gale at the pebbles and the sand

Was tugging manfully.

And if the fields were green, not we,
Here trudging to the wind, could know;
And deemed far-wandering Spring too wise to sow

Her flowers against the sea.

It seemed a mist the storm had blown
About our feet — so pale it grew.
It glanced and turned; and briefly it was blue,

Then gray as every stone.

Fast rooted where the boulders were,
And breasting out the August gale,

We found our only flower.

The brave sea-lavender.

It was the pale,
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A PLAY IN FOUR ACTS

BY ARNOLD BENNETT
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CHARACTERS

Sir Charles Worgan, Edward Brindley, His Son.

Newspaper Proprietor. Page-boy.
Francis Worgan, Wanderer. Brothers
John Worgan, Provincial Doctor. Emily Vernon, wWidow.
Saul Kendrick, Manager of Worgans, Ltd. Mrs. Cleland (Henrietta Blackwood).
Holt St. John, Theatrical Manager. Annie Worgan, Wife of John Worgan.
Samuel Cleland, His Stage Manager. Mrs. Worgan, Mother of the Worgans.
Simon Macquoid, Dramatic Critic. Mrs. Downes.
James Brindley, Earthenware Manufacturer. Servant at John Worgan’s.

TIME: To-day.

SYNOPSIS OF ACT |

The first act opens with a meeting between Sir Charles Worgan, the most powerful newspaper proprietor
in London, and his brother, Francis Worgan, a traveler and dilettante, who has just returned to England
after an absence of nineteen years. Francis Worgan, not having kept in close touch with his family, is sur-
prised to learn that his brother has become a millionaire and a knight through the vast power that he wields
as the owner of the biggest and most sensational London daily and about forty lesser publications. His
remarkable success as a yellow journalist is, however, somewhat counterbalanced by the fact that “ cultured”
people consider his newspapers vulgar and refuse to take him seriously. His brother Francis suggests that
the only way to overcome this prejudice is to marry some charming, intelligent woman, and proposes Emily
Vernon, a former playmate of theirs, who is now a young widow, and has gone on the stage. In the course
of their conversation Emily Vernon enters, having come to ask Sir Charles to give his financial backing to
the Prince’s Theatre, an “ advanced” theatrical enterprise in which she is involved, and which is tottering
on the verge of ruin owing to the impractical business methods of its manager. Sir Charles promises his
support and consents to see her manager on the following day.

ACT I

Notes on Characters in This Act

Holt St. John.— Theatrical manager. A man of the finest artistic taste. Otherwise a brute, espe-
cially in manner. A biggish man. He cares for nothing and nobody when his artistic ideas are at stake.
Occasionally there is something wistful in his voice. Age about 50.

Henry Cleland.— Stage manager. A little, obsequious man with sharp features. A time-server,
and capable of duplicity. Profound admirer of his wife. Age 46.

Mrs. Cleland (Henrietta Blackwood).— A fine actress. Too good for the public. Wearing out after
a long and arduous career; but she can still play virgins. Disillusioned, naturally. Isn’t quite sure whether
she has ever been a genuine “star” or not, in the eyes of the public. Kind-hearted. Great admiration for
St. John. Age unknown.

Same scene. Time: Monday morning. (Disk, blue.) sir Ccharles is alone, dictating into the dictaphone.

Sir C. I must have a reply by return, or it is vented by the most urgent business. You

off. Yours faithfully. . . . Lord Rugby. never know in my trade what may turn up.
My dear Rugby, All my excuses for not coming See you, | suppose, at the Committee —
round last night to the smoker. | was pre- [Enter Kendrick and Emily Vernon, r]
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Sir c. [finishing quickly] — meeting of the
A. C. next Thursday. Yours sincerely. [He
jumps up.]

Kendrick. 1 met Mrs. Vernon in the street
and piloted her up.

Sir C. [nervous, shaking hands with EMily],
Good morning. Have this chair, will you?

Em|Iy [questioningly]. No worse for the ad-
venture?

Sir c. [smiles awkwardly]. Oh, no!

Kendrick o Sir Charles]. 1 say, have
you had the figures of the Sunday Morning
News?

Sir C. No.

Kendrick. You were right about that
“ Crimes of Passion” series, by Jove! Thirty-
six thousand up! Twenty-five thousand up
last week! What about it, eh? | came across
a ripping one yesterday. The Halifax murder
in 1886; began with an adultery. | just wanted
to ask you------

Sir c. [slightly disturbed]. All right! All
right! I've got a meeting on here at twelve.
Half a moment! [Hastens to door |. and opens
it] | say, Frank. Oh! you are there! Come
and look after Mrs. Vernon. [To Emily.] Ex-
cuse me two seconds, will you? Now, Ken-
drick! [Exeunt Sir Charles and Kendrick,
R. Enter Francis, taking off his gloves.]

Francis. well, Emily. [They shake hands]

Emily. You seem to be quite installed here.

Francis. I'm the darling of the place. My
dramatic criticism is said to be snappy without
being vicious. And now I've been appointed
head of the obituary department, at my own
request. Add this to my chairmanship of the
Prince’s Theatre, Limited------

Emily. why the obituary department?

Francis. It seemed to give the widest scope
for humour. And, you know, humour is just
what this place is short of.

Emily. 1 thought you published lots of
comic papers.

Francls. Have you ever seen one of our
comic papers?

Emily. No.

Francis. well, have a look at one. )
No, that’'s hardly friendly. Don’t have a look
at one.

Emily. And is that your room now? [indi-
cating door L]

Francis. That is my
very steps of the throne.

Emily. 1 should never have guessed that
you would settle down here.

Francis [mock-confidentially, in a lower
voice], | sha'n’t. My only rule is never to
settle down. But as an amateur of human
nature | couldn’t miss such a unique oppor-

room. I'm on the

PUBLIC WANTS

tunity of studying the English mind as fed by
the Worgan press, and the English ideal as
mirrored in the British theatre. Could 1?7 |
shall probably give myself a year of this ex-
citement. More would not be good for me. |
suppose you're here for the meeting?

Emily. Yes. It seems it isn’t exactly a for-
mal meeting.

Francis. Merely a chat, I'm told. Instead
of being chairman | shall be just a plain per-
son, like you or Charlie or the Chief.

Emily [quietly]. Charlie was talking to me
about it yesterday.

Francis [slightly lifting his eyebrows]. Oh!
Sunday!

Emily [looking away from Francis]. He
called to see me.

Francis. Where?

Emily. The natural place. My rooms. Where
should you have called if you'd wanted to see

me? However, I'll be candid with
you. | was just as startled as you are — more,
even!

Francis. I'm— why should you be startled?

Unless, of course, it's a nunnery that you in-
habit.

Emlly. Put yourself in the position of the
poor but virtuous actress spending a pleasant
Sunday afternoon washing imitation lace —
when in walks Sir Charles Worgan, millionaire.

Francis. But, after all, Charlie is only
Charlie.
Em|Iy. That's where you're wrong. He’'s a

good deal more than Charlie. So | concealed
the lace.

Francis. Did he come in the motor?

Emily. He came on his feet. Why?

Francis. Nothing. Only he started out in
the motor.

Emily. 1 daresay it broke down.

Francis. And he came back in it.

Emlly [impatiently]. Indeed! Well, there’s
another mystery of a motor-car, that's all! The
point is that he called to consult me.

Francis. What about?

Emily. About the next production at the
Prince’s. You see, | have always read plays
for the Chief. That's really how the Chief
came to take me on, and | suppose that’s why
they gave me a share in the company and called
me a director. He seemed to be quite disturbed.

Francis. who? Charlie?

Emily. Yes. He said he understood that
the next production was to be “ The Merchant
of Venice.”

Francis. So it was.

Emlly. The Chief appears to be changing his
mind. Just recently he's read “ The Lion’s
Share”— that Welsh piece by Lloyd Morgan.
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Francis. Stage Society?
Emily. Yes. He went to one of the re-

hearsals,_and he’s tremendously keen on it.

Francis. Really! [Taking tickets and pro-
gramme from his pocket.] Yes. That'sit. I'm
going to see it this afternoon. They've sent
me a couple of tickets. Care to come?

Emily. You needn’t be so stuck up with
your two tickets. | went last night.

Francis. Why, you informed me not long
since that it was impossible to get tickets for
Sunday night performances of the Stage So-
ciety. You said even duchesses were glad to
crowd into the gallery, and critics hadn't a
dog’s chance.

Emily. Charles had got tickets somehow.
He left a stall for me and asked me if I'd go.
He told me he might be there himself, but he
wasn'’t sure.

Francis. And was he?

Emily. Yes. [with a trace of self-conscious-
ness, after a pause.] He had the next stall to
mine.

Francis [nodding his head]. Extraordinary
how shy that youth is about being intellectual!
He told me he was going to a smoking concert.
Was it a success— the Welsh thing?

Emily. oOh, yes. But that’s nothing. Any-
thing would be a success in London on Sunday
night. People are so grateful.

Francis. Then you didn't like it?

Emily. On the contrary. | adored it.

Francis. Did Charlie?

_Emily [shakes her head; a little pause]. He
didn’t see It.

Francis. 1 suppose it's one of those dis-
agreeable plays, as we say in the Mercury—
the disastrous effect of French influence on the
Nonconformist mind.

Emily. It was so real that | could have-——

Francis. You confirm my worst suspicions.

Emily [smiling]. You're bound to enjoy it.

Francis. But Charlie didn’t?

Emily. And yet, you know, he is clever —
don’t you think so? Just look at what he’s
done with the Prince’s! Don’t you think he’s
frightfully clever?

Francis. Clever isn't the word.

Emily. what is the word?

Francis. There isn't a word. I've lived
with Charlie now for four months, and I've
looked carefully through the dictionary, and
I've satisfied myself that there isn't a word.
Charlie baffles.

Emily. Yes, that's why he’s so fascinating.
I was only thinking, as | walked back last night

[stopping; in a different voice] | may as well
tell you we walked back together after the the-
atre to my square. It was such a lovely night.
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Francis.
John.]

Page-boy. Mr. St. John. [Exit.]

Francis [rising]. Good morning, st. John.
How are y0U?

st. John. Mondayish.
What are you doing here?

Emily [shaking hands with him]. Good morn-
ing, Chief. Sir Charles asked me to come.

St. John [displeased]. Oh! [Enter Sir
Charles, r., quickly.]

Sir ¢. Morning, St. John.
Thanks for being so prompt.

St. John. 1 thought you wanted to have a
chat with me?

Sir C. So 1 do. But it occurred to me after-
wards there couldn’t be any harm in asking all
the other directors. [He takes record out of
dictaphone.]

St. John. Do you mean to say Cleland and
his wife are coming?

Sir c. well, my dear St. John, surely your
stage manager and your leading lady ought to
be consulted, if any one ought, especially as
they’re directors.

St. John. Is this a board meeting, or isn’t
it? If it is, why hasn’t it been properly sum-
moned? 1 don’t set up as a cast-iron devotee
of business rules, but-—

Sir C. Not strictly a board meeting.

Francis. Rather, a meeting of the board.
[To Sir Charles.] There's no “chair,” I
take it?

Sir c. NO, no; quite unnecessary. Now,
St. John, 1 just want to state a few things
[looking at clock]. Well, of course, if the Cle-
lands are late, we can't help it. Anyhow —
[pause, as if making up his mind]— I've been
going into the accounts, and it may be said
that we've turned the corner— but not very
far. There's been a profit of about a hundred
pounds on the last three months— since the
company was definitely formed. A hundred
pounds in three months is not much. It will
just pay the interest on the debentures. Of
course it would have been larger but for the
matinees of "The Broken Heart.” On the
other hand, it would have been smaller— in
fact, there would have been a loss — if we had
paid proper salaries. The directors get noth-
ing, as directors. Mr. Cleland and Miss Hen-
rietta Blackwood accept rather nominal sal-
aries, partly because they’re together, but no
doubt partly on account of Mrs. Cleland’s— er
— advancing age; the other members of the
troupe are equally ill-paid. As for you, St
John, your remuneration as manager is—
well, inadequate.

St. John. Don’t you worry about that.

It was. [Enter Page-boy with St.

[To Emily.] Hello!

[Shakes hands.]
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You can put it that what | receive is for play-
ing a small part now and then. For my pro-
ducing, there’'s no question of adequate re-
muneration. Couldn’t be! Frohman himself
couldn't remunerate me adequately for my
producing! I'm the greatest producer on
earth. Every one knows that.

Sir c. Well, there it is! All | want to point
out is that we are at a critical period in our
career. We mustn't be too satisfied with our-
selves. We must consolidate our position.
The future depends on what we do now. Our
present bill will probably run another couple
of months.

St. John. 1t may, or it mayn't. I never like
to run a piece out. | want to have something
else ready in three weeks, and | can do it.

Sir c. That's just what I'm anxious to dis-
cuss. Do you really mean that you can do a
Shakespearean production in three weeks?

St. John. 1've decided against “ The Mer-
chant of Venice.” | thought you understood
that. 1'm going to do “ The Lion’s Share.” |

saw it last night, and | practically arranged
with the author-— Lloyd Morgan, or Morgan
Lloyd, or whatever his name is. It's a great
thing. Let everybody take notice of what |
say! It's a great thing!

Sir c. 1 also saw it last night. It may or
may not be a great thing — | don’t pretend to
be a judge--—

St.John. That’s all right, then. 1 do.

Sir Cc. But | pretend to be a judge of what

will succeed. And | don’t think “ The Lion’s
Share” would succeed. I'm quite sure it isn’t
a certainty.

St. John. 1t’s no part of my scheme to pro-

duce certainties. As far as that goes, I've
never met one. More money has been lost on
certainties than would pay off the bally Na-
tional Debt. My scheme is to produce master-
pieces.

Sir c. And if the public won’t come to see
them?

St. John. So much the worse for the public!
The loss is theirs!

Sir C. It seems to me the loss will also be
ours.

Francis [soothingly], St. John means that
the public and ourselves will share the loss.
But whereas we shall know exactly how much
we have lost, the public will be under the dis-
advantage of never guessing that it has lost
anything at all.

Sir C. [in a low lone to Francis]. Just let
me speak, will you? [Francis gives a courteous,
humorous smile of consent.

St. John. Besides, wfwo says the public

won’'t come?
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Sir C. 1 do. Another thing—* The Lion’s
Share” contains no decent part for Miss Black-
wood.

St. JOhn. 1 can't help that. At my theatre
the company has got to fit the play. Let the
old girl have a rest. God knows, she’s been
working like a camel. [Enter Page-boy with
Mr. and Mrs. Cleland.]

Sir C. ftoPage-boy], Boy! [Page-boy comes
round to Sir Charles and waits.]

Mrs. C. | do hope we aren’t late. The fact
is, we met my dear old father in the Strand. |
hadn’t seen him for months, and it gave me
quite a turn. How d’'ye do, Sir Charles?
[greeting him],

Cleland [who has been shaking hands round,
quietly to Sir Charles]. 1 got your letter this

morning.
Sir C. [nods]. Now, Mrs. Cleland— have
this chair. St. John is thinking of producing

a play with no part for you. What do you say
to that? [Elands dictaphone records to Page-
boy. Exit Page-boy.]

Mrs. C. [after shaking hands round and kiss-
ing Emily]. I know what I should have said
twenty years ago. But | often say nowadays
that my idea of bliss is a dozen oysters and go

to bed comfortably at ten o’clock. So long as
you pay my salary, | don’t mind. Salaries
have been so very regular lately, | wouldn’t

like it disturbed.
Emily].

SiI C. The question is, how long we should
be able to keep on paying salaries, with you
out of the bill.

Mrs. c. Now that's very nice of you, Sir
Charles.

Cleland [rubbing his hands], “Lion’s Share,”
I suppose you're talking about?

SIr C. What's your view of this wonderful
piece, Cleland?

Cleland [askance at St. John], well, 1 only
saw the dress rehearsal. Of course, it's
clever, undoubtedly clever. It may please
the Stage Society; but if you ask me my frank
opinion------

St. John. Sam’s opinion is worth nothing at
all, especially if it's frank. When he tries to
imitate me it isn't always so bad. | didn't
engage Sam as a connoisseur. | engaged him
because his wife can act------

Mrs. C. My old father said to me this morn-
ing, “ Henrietta,” "he says, "you and | are the
only members of the Blackwood family that
can really act. | could act a railway engine.
And | believe you could, too,” he says. Didn’t
he, Sam? Excuse me, Chief.

St. John. And also because he’s the only
stage manager in London who'll do what you

Would you, my dear? [to
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tell him without any damned improvements of
his own. But as for his views— they are in-
variably vulgar. Sam would make a fortune
if he were let alone.

Cleland. 1 should.

St. John. Not much, Sammy!
know it!

Sir C. What is your opinion of “ The Lion’s
Share,” Mrs. Cleland?

Mrs. C. [indignant]. Don't ask me. How
should 1 know? My own nephew’s playing in
it, but could he get a seat for me for last night?

Just give me a chance.
Not if |

No! I've been before the London public for
twenty-six years, but could | get in on my
card? No.

Francis. If you'll give me the pleasure of
your company this afternoon, Mrs. Cleland,
I've got a couple of stalls.

Mrs. C. Much obliged, Mr. Worgan. But if
I can’t go on Sunday | don't go at all. I'm
not proud; but either I'm Henrietta Black-
wood or I'm not! At least, that's how | look
at it.

Sir C. Mrs. Vernon has seen the play--—-----

Mrs. C. Congratulations, my dear!

Sir C. But I haven't yet asked her views,
formally------

St. John. You needn’t, Sir Charles. | feel
somehow that | can struggle on without 'em.

Sir c. But she was put on the Board simply
because she’'d always been used to reading
plays for you! How often have you said what
fine taste she has!

St. John. That’s true. 1 value her opinion
— when | want it. But in this case my mind
is made up. You were sitting together last
night, you two! | saw you.

Sir C. That was a mere accident.

St. John. Agreed! Accidents will
[Hums an air.]

Sir C. [controlling himself]. As | said before,
| don't pretend to be a judge------

happen.

St. John. As I said before, I do. That
about settles that, doesn’t it?
Sir C. [gravely and obstinately]. No. Speak-

ing simply as a member of the public, my ob-
jections to the piece, if only | could put them
properly— of course it's not my line to ex-
plain -—--—-

St. John. Don't let that trouble you. |
can explain your objections. You've got three
objections. The first is that this play is true
to life, the second is that it’'s original, and the
third is that it's beautiful. You're a bold
financier, but you're afraid of beauty; you de-
test originality; and as for truth, it makes you
hold your nose. Do you think | don’t know
all about your confounded objections? I'm
turned fifty. |1've spent a quarter of a cen-

PUBLIC WANTS

tury in trying to make this damned town ap-
preciate beauty, and though I've succeeded
once or twice, the broad result is that | can't
look my greengrocer in the face. But |
wouldn’t swap places with you. It would be
like being blind and deaf. [Suddenly to
Francis, as to one who understands.] | wish
you'd seen “ The Lion’s Share.” | know what
you'd say!

Sir C. [quickly]. Come, now, St. John, what-
ever the private opinions of any of us may be,
I am quite sure we shall all be agreed that this
wonderful play of yours won't please the pub-
lic. [Looks at Emily as if for confirmation.] It
would be bound to be a frost. You
yourself------

st. John [springing up]. Nothing of the
kind! Nothing of the kind! No one ever
caught me saying that any play on earth
would be a frost. No really new thing ever
yet succeeded but what all the blessed wise-
acres who know the public best swore it would
be a rank failure. Let me tell you that in the
end you chaps are always wrong. Public taste
is continually changing. Is it you chaps who
change it? Not much, by heaven! It's we
who change it. But, before we can begin to
work, we must get past a pack of infernal rot-
ters who say they have their finger on the
public pulse. [More quietly.] Well, we do get
past; that’s one comfort.

Mrs. C. Oh, Chiefl How you carry on, to
be sure! It's worse than a rehearsal. And
this isn't your stage, you know.

Sir C. [smiling]. That's all right, that's all
right. St. John is always enthusiastic. A
month ago he was just as enthusiastic for
Shakespeare.

St. JOHN. Yes, but then
eye on a good modern piece.

Sir C. | suppose you'll admit that "The
Lion’'s Share” is not as good a play &
“The Merchant of Venice.” I've been read-
ing "The Merchant of Venice” myself. A most
interesting old play! Now, there’'s beauty, to
use your own word, if you like.

st. John. Sudden discovery of a hitherto
neglected author by the proprietor of the Daily
Mercury.

Sir c. All this is not argument.

st. John. My excellent Sir Charles, any ass
of an actor-manager can produce Shakespeare.

Francis. Excuse me, St. John, | don’'t wish
to interrupt a duel, but you told me exactly
the contrary not long since. You said there
wasn’'t an actor-manager in London who
understood Shakespeare enough to make even
a decent call-boy in a Shakespearean pro-
duction.

I hadn’t got my
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St. John. And I was right. Some day Il

show ‘em. But I'M not going to spend My
time on Shakespeare when I've got a first-class
modern production all waiting. It's the
Shakespeares of the future that I'm on.

Sir c. Now, seriously, St. John [A

pause.
Cleﬁand. The wife is a really tremendous
Portia, Chief. Aren’t you, Henrietta?

Mrs. C. He knows. He saw me at the old
Novelty in '89.

Sir c. And 1 was thinking that Jessica was
the very part for Mrs. Vernon— | hope you
won't deny that it's about time Mrs. Vernon
had a decent show [half laughing.

St. John [coldly]. Since you've mentioned

it, 1 may as well tell you, I've decided that
Mrs. Vernon must leave the Prince’s com-
pany.

Emily. Chief— you aren’t--—----

Sir C. [annoyed]. Now what's this?
eral surprise.]

St. John. I'm not satisfied with her work.
The truth is, | never was. | was taken by her
enthusiasm for a good thing. But what’s that
got to do with acting?

Emily [deeply moved]. You aren’t going to
throw me over? I've always tried my very
best. What do you think | shall do if you
throw me over?

St.John. | don't know. Whatever you do,
you oughtn’t to act any more. Because it
ain’t your line. You're simply painful in “ The
Mayor of Casterbridge,” and no one knows it
better than you.

Mrs. C. Don't listen to him, Emily.

St. John [growling]. You needn’t think I'm
not sorry for her. But | won't have all my
productions messed up for evermore just be-
cause I've been unfortunate enough to engage
an actress who can’'t act. | want a fine pro-
duction, and | mean to have it. | don’t care
twopence for anything else. I'm not a phi-
lanthropist. I'm a brute. Everybody knows
that. [Emily moves away from the others, and
tries to control herself.]

Sir c. You're not going to------

St. John [challenging him with a stiff look].
I'm not going to have any favourites in the
company.

Sir C. Favourites?

St. John. vYes, favourites.
offensive. But I've had this
some time. You began
you know!

Sir . But Mrs. Vernon is a director of the
company.

St. John. Who made her a director of the
company? You did; just as you made your

[Gen-

| mean nothing
on my mind
the subject. Now
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brother the nominal chairman. Not that |
mind that in the least. She can be a director
of forty companies so long as she doesn’t act
on my stage.

Sir C. Your stage?

St. John. My stage.

Sir c. The company'’s stage.

St. John. Damn the company!

Sir c. You can’t damn the company. The
company saved you when you never expected
to be saved. The company put you on your
legs, and put the theatre on its legs. The
company gave you two thousand pounds’
worth of shares for a goodwill that was worth
nothing. The company gave shares to Mr.
Cleland and Miss Blackwood for arrears of
salary, and the same to Mrs. Vernon. My
brother and 1 bought shares. On all these
shares the company will pay good interest, if
only a liftle common sense is shown. Surely
Mrs. Vernon has deserved better of you than
to be dismissed! Without her------

St. John. without her I shouldn't have had

your help.

Sir c. Exactly, since you care to put it that
way.

St. John. well, since | care to put it
that way, Sir Charles, | don’t know that
I'm so desperately grateful. What have
you done, after all? You insisted on an

orchestra, to keep the audience from think-
ing; you invented a costume for the pro-
gramme girls, and made a rule that they
must be under twenty-five and pretty; and
you put up the price of the programmes
from twopence to sixpence. You plastered
the West End all over with coloured posters
that would make a crocodile swoon. And
that’s about all.

Sir c. 1 put order into the concern; and |
gave you the support of all my journals, in-

cluding the most powerful daily paper in
London.
St. John. Thank you for nothing! The

most powerful daily paper in London has got
me laughed at by all my friends. I'm not
likely to forget the morning after the first per-
formance of “The Broken Heart,” when the
most powerful daily paper in London talked
for three quarters of a column about the es-
sential, English, breezy, healthy purity of the
Elizabethan drama.

Mrs. C. | remember they called me Harriet
instead of Henrietta.

Francis. A misprint.
was all a misprint.

Sir C. [quietly].
now.

St. John. ves, and what a public!

[To St. John.] 1t

Still, the public comes
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Sir c. There's only one sort 0f public. It’s
the sort that pays.

St. John. Let it fork it out, then, and ac-
cept what | choose to give it! I'll choose my
plays, and I'll choose my players. I'm sorry
for Emily, but | can’t help it. So long as I'm
the manager, I'll be the manager. 1'll keep a
free hand.

Sir C. [threateningly]. If you wanted to keep
a free hand, you ought not to have accepted
my money.

St. John. Look here, Sir Charles, don't you
try to come the millionaire over me. You
may be a millionaire in your private capacity,
but when you discuss the theatre with me
you're simply a man who doesn't know what
he’'s talking about.

Mrs. C. Chief, you're losing your temper.

St.John. Shut up!

Sir c. You are the manager, but I'm the
largest shareholder, and | hold all the
debentures. | can always outvote you. |
won’t consent to Shakespeare being shelved.
Shakespeare was your own idea, not mine.
Why can’'t you stick to it? Why do you
want to produce a morbid play that must
fail? You may take it from me, I've got
no use for a frost. Every one knows I'm in
the Prince’s. | don't choose to be associated
with failures. And, above all, | won’'t con-
sent to the dismissal of Mrs. Vernon. s
that clear?

St. John [approaching him, very quietly].
Do you want to get rid of me?

Sir C. No. 1only want you to behave rea-
sonably.

St. John. oh! That's all you want, is it?
Will you buy me out?

Sir c. Certainly, if you wish it.

St. John [furiously]. Well, then, do! I re-
sign! See? | resign. You've sa