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These men do not touch Cold Medal Flour. But they watch, day and night, the perfectly 
adjusted mechanical process which makes from the finest selected wheat, Gold Medal- “ the flour that 
brings results and gives you delicious, creamy white bread, perfectly grained biscuits, delicate, melting 
pastry, all of the most nourishing and healthful quality possible. Some of our men have been with 
us over a quarter of a century, working, watching and striving in the successful effort of making 
Gold Medal Flour the finest, highest quality in the world.
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T iffany & Co.
Announcement

Many misleading advertisements prompt Tiffany &  Co. 

to caution intending purchasers that rings sold else

where as “ Tiffany rings,” or “Tiffany settings,”  are not 

made by this house, as Tiffany &  Co. are strictly re

tailers and do not employ agents or sell through other 

dealers. Their manufactures can be purchased only 

direct from Tiffany &  C o.’s establishments in New 

York, Paris and London. Tiffany Sc Co. are the largest 

retail dealers in diamonds and other precious stones in 

the world. Their facilities for securing the choicest 

gems from first hands enable them to maintain a most 

extensive stock of precious stones and pearls set in all 

the modern forms of rich as well as inexpensive jewelry

To persons known to the house or who will make 

themselves known by satisfactory references, Tiffany Sc 

Co. will send for inspection selections from their stock

T iffan y  & C o .’s 1908  Blue B oo k  is  a  co m p ac t ca ta lo g u e  o f  666  p ag es c o n ta in in g  co n c ise  
d e s c r ip t io n s , w ith  ra n g e  o f  p ric e s  o f  je w e lry , s ilv e rw a re , c lo c k s , b ro n z e s , p o t te r y , g lassw are , 
e tc ., s u ita b le  fo r  w e d d in g  p re se n ts  o r  o th e r  g if ts— Blue B o o k  sen t u p o n  re q u es t

Fifth Avenue and 37th Street, New York
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W H E N  purchasing a piano, no matter 
what consideration may be para

mount, it is invariably best to buy a Stein
way, for no other piano stands for the same 
high standard of piano construction.

If it is a question of quality and permanency 
of tone, of superior materials and workmanship, 
of proven durability—then the recorded judg
ment of the world’s most eminent musical and 
scientific experts declares the Steinway the Stand
ard of the World.

If it is a question of price—then, all things 
considered, the Steinwav is the greatest piano 
value for the money paid, for experience has 
proven that a Steinway Piano depreciates less 
both in intrinsic and market value than any 
other make.

V E R T E 6 R A N D  
P RI CE $ 5 5 0

For visible, tangible proof of Steinway 
primacy, examine a Miniature Grand at $800, or 
a Vertegrand at $550. Ebonized Cases.

Each piano the criterion of its class.

Steinw ay Pianos can be purchased from  
any authorized Stein-ivay D ealer at 
Nenjj York prices, nuith transportation 
cost added. Illustrated catalogue and  
booklet, “  The Trium ph o f  the Virte- 
g r a n d ,”  sent on request and mention 
o f  this M agazin e.

1 I N I A T U R E  G R A N D  
P RI CE $ 3 0 0

S T E I N W A Y  &  S O N S —
Steinw ay . H all :

107 and 109 East 14th St., N e w  Y o rk
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T h e  F e b r u a r y  M c C l u r e ’s

In the February  number, M c C l u r e ’ s M a g a z i n e  

will print the strongest and most distinguished col
lection o f  short stories that it has been able to offer 

for many months. We have put into this number 

the very best that we can find. Every  contribution 
is not merely interesting, but has some striking 
characteristics singling it out from the great mass 
o f  contemporary fiction. T h e  list follows:

a T h e  Wayfarers,”  Part I I I ,  by M ary Stewart 
Cutting.

“ T h e  Crystal-Gazer,”  by Mrs. M ary Watts.
“ A  Pair o f  Diamonds,”  by Will Adams. 
“ Wilkinson’s Wife,”  by May Sinclair.
“ T h e  Night N an  Grew U p ,”  by Marion Hill.  
“ Mrs. M cClanahan and the Chinese L au n d ry ,”  by 

Mrs. A. H. Vorse.

“ A  Book for Mothers,”  an Ezekiel story, by L u c y  
Pratt.

“ T h e  Pomp and Panoply o f  W ar,”  by F. W a l
worth Brown.

These stories are sumptuously illustrated by 
Mrs. Alice Barber Stephens, Nankeval,  Groesbeck, 
Arm and Both, Ditzler, Gruger and Frederic Dorr 
Steele.
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T h e  F e b r u a r y  M c C l u r e ’s

M c C l u r e ’ s has long been famous for the quality o f  its 

articles. T h e  February magazine contains several contribu

tions that com pel the attention and interest o f  all thinking 

people. W illiam  Jam es, one o f  the foremost thinkers o f  our 

time, publishes an article entitled “ T h e  Social Value o f  the 

Educated Class.”  George K ibbe  T urner contributes an in

tended interview with the W righ t Brothers, the secretive 

inventors o f  the motor-driven aeroplane, in w hich  they discuss 

the problems and value o f  aerial navigation. E llen  T e r r y ’s 

delightful memoirs continue with an account o f  perhaps the 

most flourishing years o f  the English  stage. “ W ild  Anim al 

P sychology ,”  by W illiam  T .  Hornaday, Director o f  the N e w  

Y o rk  Zoologica l Gardens, presents some new and striking 

evidence in a much discussed question.

TH E LIFE OF MARY BAKER G. EDDY.

In the February number the Christian Science articles 

w ill be resumed. Beginning with this issue, the later years 

o f  M rs. E d d y ’s life w ill  be taken up. T h e  closing chapters 

are o f  even greater interest than those w hich  have already 

been published. T h e  February instalment deals w ith  one o f  

the epoch-m aking crises in the history o f  the Christian Science 

church.
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T H E  N O V E L S  OF

C. N. &  A. M. WILLIAMSON

The Car of Destiny
O N E  O F  T H E  SU C C E S S E S  O F  A  S E A S O N  O F  G O O D  F IC T IO N

TH O S E  delightful m odern  rom ancers, T h e W illia m son s , have w ritten  n oth in g  quite 
so entertaining and brisk and thoroughly p leasin g  as this exqu isite  story  o f  love 
and brave adventure la id in  sunny Spain. T he “  Car ”  is a m otor car, o f  course ; 

its occupants crow d it to its u tm ost paces in a rush through Span ish  country  after the 
heroine, w ho is travelling ahead in K ing A lp h o n so ’s party. “ T h e story  itse lf g oes  
with a sw ing  and a relish, with sudden turns and u n exp ected  developm en ts running 
through the m ost straightforward tale, that keep the reader cha ined  until the book  is 
fin ished.”  Boston Globe.

Illustrations in colors. $ 1 .5 0

The Princess Virginia
t< T N  ‘ T h e P rin cess V irg in ia ’ they have produced a heroine w ho com bin es  the 

clever original A m erican  Girl with the ever-fascinatin g  life o f  a p rin cess royal. 
It is her thrilling and delightful experien ces that g ive the book  a peculiar charm . 

T he interest is well su sta in ed ; the denouem ent com es as a veritable trium ph o f 
dram atic art.”  Brooklyn Standard-Union.

Illustrations in colors. $ 1 .5 0

Lady Betty across the Water
kHE delightful story o f  a sw eet, u nsophistica ted  E nglish  girl, w ho v isited  A m erica  

and wrote down her im pression s in her diary. It has an unstudied spontaneity  
that has a peculiar charm .”  Milwaukee Sentinel. “ It is certainly a pleasure to 

read and a duty to praise such a blithe and w holesom e rom ance as ‘ Lady B etty .’ ”
Baltimore Sun.

Illustrations in colors. $ 1 .5 0

Successor to
McClure, Phillips & Co. )£ JWtClure Company 44 East 23d Street

New York
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Arizona 
Nights

'T 'E N S E ,  pulse - quick
ening adventures of 

the Arizona desert— the 
epic of the cow-boy. Mr. 
White has here accom
plished for the free and wild 
Southwestern country  
what his “ The Blazed 
Trail ” achieved for the 
great Michigan forests.

“ There is tremendous power, 
swift and purposeful action and 
delicate sentim ent; and, too, w e  
find humor of the best and pathos 
no less effective.” Baltim ore Sun.

STEW ART  
EDWARD  
W H IT E  

With seven illustrations in colors 
by N . C. Wyeth. $ i . j o .

T H E  M cC L U R E  C O M P A N Y  
44 East 23d Street, N ew York
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S U C C E S S F U L  M c C L U R E  FIC T IO N

Wards of Liberty by

MY R A  K E L L Y , author o f  “  L ittle C itizen s .”  M iss K elly ’s in describab ly  ap pea l
ing new  stories o f  the little w aifs o f  the E ast Side are m aking as em p hatic  an 
im pression  as “  Little C itizen s,”  her first book  about G hetto sch ool life. “  M rs. 

R ooseve lt and I and m ost o f  the children know  your very  am usin g  and very  pathetic 
accounts o f  E ast Side sch oo l children alm ost b y  heart, and I really think you  m ust let 
me write and thank you  for th em .”  ( From a letter in the preface from  the President to Miss 
Kelly.)

Delightfully illustrated by Frederick Dorr Steele. $ 1 .5 0

Letitia: Nursery Corps U .S.A . by

GE O R G E  M A D D E N  M A R T IN , author o f  “ E m m y L o u : H er B ook  and 
H eart.”  .M rs. M artin has again su cceed ed  in delineating an exqu isite picture 
o f  childhood . W h ile  unlike p in k -ch eek ed  E m m y L ou , little L etitia  n everth eless 

clutches our heart-strings and holds our sym path ies with quite the sam e fervor as the 
chubby sch oo l-m iss  w ho has b ecom e one o f the fam ous children o f  fiction. L E T I T IA  
w as w ritten for every lover o f  a child.

Illustrations by Frederick Don Steele. $ 1 .5 0

The Suburban Whirl by

MA R Y  S T E W A R T  CU TT IN G , author o f  “ Little Stories o f M arried L ife ,”  
“ M ore Stories o f M arried L ife ,”  etc. “ E very year brings a book  by  M ary 
Stewart Cutting, and those w ho know  g ood  w riting, backed by  a thorough 

understanding o f  the average hum an nature, wait for it with ea g ern ess .”  Cleveland 
Leader. R eadable, heartsom e and good , M rs. C utting ’s new  stories o f  m arried life are 
little hum an docum ents, clear cut and exact, each one striking precisely  the right cord  
o f  sym pathy.

Illustrations by Alice Barber Stephens. $ 1 .2 5

Kilo by

EL L IS  P A R K E R  B U T L E R , author o f  “  P igs is P ig s ,”  «  T he Great A m erican  
P ie C om pan y,”  etc. Mr. Butler is a genuine hum orist and his latest book  is 
rarely funny. “ In ‘ K ilo ’ we have the m ost delicious hum or— better, in fact 

than anything Mark T w ain  has done in the last score o f years, and equal to the best 
work o f W . W . Jacobs. Certainly Butler has scored  with this quaint relation o f the love 
story o f E liph ’ H ew litt, book  agent. T here is not a m ore lovable character in 
A m erican  fiction .”  Baltimore Sun.

Illustrated. $  1.00

Successor to
McClure, Phillips & Co. ®()e fHcClure Company 44 East 23d Street

New York
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SUCCESSFUL McCLURE FICTION

Helena’s Path
A N T H O N Y  H O PE, author o f  “  T he P risoner o f Z e n d a ,”  “  T h e D olly  D ia logu es,”  

etc. A  heart rom ance o f exquisite deftness and grace, fully w orthy o f com p a ri
son  with A n th on y  H o p e ’s earlier work. T h e reader is lost in adm iration  o f  the 

delicious sentim ent o f  the tale, the rom antic tw ists and trickery and fascinating  
artistry o f  this m aster writer. “ Full o f  what K ipling cred ited  to S teven son , ‘ delicate 
in lay work in black and w h ite .’ ”  Boston Globe. With frontispiece in colors. $ 1 .2 5

Cupid: the Cow-Punch
E L E A N O R  G A T E S , author o f  “ T h e P lo w -W o m a n ,”  “ B iograph y o f a Prairie 

G irl,”  etc. A s  a delineator o f  c o w -b o y  types, M iss G ates is w ell in the fore 
front o f  W e ste rn  writers. H er new  book  introduces a b reezy  plainsm an, A lec  

L loyd , called “ C u p id ”  for his m atch-m aking  propensities. H is  com pan ion s at last 
turn the tables on  him  u pon  the advent o f  pretty M acie Sew ell on  the scen e , with 
am using and entertaining developm en ts. Illustrated. $ 1 .5 0

The New Missioner
MRS. W IL S O N  W O O D R O W ^ author o f “  T he B ird o f  T im e ,”  etc. T he 

strange, brilliant story  o f  a w om an m issionary , F rances Barton, w ho in the face 
o f  overw helm in g difficulties establishes an in fluence over the sordid, narrow 

w om en  inhabitants o f  the Z en ith  com m unity . In the hour o f  her v ictory , F rances 
Barton puts away from  her the rom ance w hich  prom ises happiness and life -lon g  ease 
that she m ay continue her ch osen  work. Illustrated. $ 1 .5 0

Heart of the West
O H E N R Y , author o f  “ T h e T rim m ed  L a m p ,”  “ T he F our M illion ,”  etc. M ore 

than a m ere announcem ent o f  a new  book  o f  stories by  O. H enry is hardly 
* n ecessary . In this volum e have been  gathered the tales o f  the T ex as  plains 

w hich  readers o f  the m agazines read last year with keen en joym en t and then w rote to 
the editors for m ore. O. H en ry ’s gen ia l hum or is brighter than ever. “ T h e tales 
are rich and hum orous, and ju st short o f the old, fine stories .”  Brooklyn Times.

Cloth. $ 1 .5 0

John o’Jamestown
V A U G H A N  K E S T E R , author o f  “ T h e L an drays,”  etc. A  stirring rom ance 

o f Jam estow n  in the early days. “ Joh n ,”  o f course, is Captain John  Sm ith, 
the v igorou s central figure o f  the book, w hose m agnificent struggle to build up 

the co lon y  is w oven  into a story  w hich  has m any virile, m anly qualities. “ It is easily  
am ong the best rom an ces that A m erican  writers have produced .”  Albany Times-Union.

Decorative Cover. $ 1 .5 0

Successor to
M cClure, Phillips & Co. tEfjc jflcClure Company 44 East 23d Street

N ew  York
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d . The Famous American Fights and Fighters Series
(Just Out)

Northwestern Fights and 
Fighters

(1876-1877)

C Y R U S  T O W N S E N D  B R A D Y

C T h e fifth volum e o f the Series, taking up the N ez P erces 
W a r  and the M od oc  W a r  in  w hich  w ere fought som e o f  

the m ost brilliant Indian  battles in  our h istory . T h e  book  is 
m ade up in large part o f  contributions by  sold iers and Indians 
w ho actually participated in the W a rs . “ T h e  m od esty , the 
restraint o f  the tellers, their habit o f  relating adventures w hich  
stir the b lood  and thrill the sou l as a m ere m atter o f  cou rse—  
‘ all in the d ay ’s w o rk ’— enkindles our en th usiasm .”  Los Angeles 
Times.

Illustrated with portraits and fighting scenes by Marchand. $  1 .5 0

P R E V IO U S  V O L U M E S
R evolutionary, 1776 - 1812 - 1815 (form erly 

“ A m erican  F ights and F ighters ” ). W ith 16  
full-page illustrations by D ay ley. Chappel, and 
others. i 2nio. Second Edition. $ i.go.

Border, 1760 to  1836. With 16  full-page illus
trations, i 2mo. Second Edition. $ i.go.

C olonial, 1556 to  1759. With 16  fu ll-page illus
trations. Cloth, i2mo. Second Edition. $ i .g o .

Indian, 1866 to  1876. Illustrations by Schrey- 
vogel, Demming and others. Second Edition. 
$ i .g o .

c. Two books of Indian lore by a full-blooded Sioux

Indian Boyhood Old Indian Days
B y  DR. C H A R L E S  A. E A S T M A N

T h e author’s affection for the past infuses 
h is rem in iscen ces w ith  a fine sp irit o f  

poetry, so  that h is book  stands alm ost as an 
ep ic o f  h is race. New  York World.

C Certainly it w as a cultivated m an w ho 
com p osed  this ep ic  on  “  Indian B o y 

h o od .”  N . Y. Evening Sun.

Illustrated. Postpaid, $  1 . 7 5 ;  net, $ 1 .6 0

C Dr. E astm an ’s Indians have the advan 
tage o f  b e in g  vastly  m ore hum an than 

the others o f  the white m an ’s im agination . 
Chicago fournal.

C H is stories deal w ith real, not fanciful, 
Indian life, and are w holesom e, in teresting, 

instructive and entertaining. T o  m iss them 
is to m iss a real literary treat. D etroit News.

Just Published. Illustrated in colors. $ 1 . 5 0

C, Rousing stories of the most famous Sea Fighters of history

The Free Lances B y  c a p t .  j a c k  b r a n d ,  Late u. s. n .

C T h e fascinating and stirring h istories are here retold o f  that dashing band o f  keen -w itted , 
courageous, dev il-m ay-care  m en w ho m ade the nam es o f their respective  countries ring over 

the w orld by  desperate fights for treasure and fame and honor. Sir F ran cis Drake, D on  John 
o f  Austria, Sir R ichard Grenville, Cum berland, D ugu ay-T rou in  and a score o f  others including 
A m erican  privateersm en o f  the W a r  o f  18 12 — all have their places.
“  Every real live boy  will revel in these startling narratives.”  Philadelphia Item.

Illustrated with 2 5  reproductions o f old prints end famous marine paintings. $  1 .5 0

Successor to
M cClure, Phillips & Co. ®be JflcClure Company 44 East 23d Street

New York
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“  B etter than any m em orial o f  the late Carl Schurz that h is friends can  p ro - 
™  I _ v ide, h is ow n  story  o f  his life w hich  he left to be published  will alw ays be an 
authentic rem inder o f  h is purposeful and useful career.”  J\f. Y. Globe.

The Reminiscences of

Important Announcement !

C A  third volum e of the Schurz m em oirs, cov

ering the period from 1863 to the last 

years of the author’s life, will be published  

next fall b y  T h e  M c C l u r e  C o m p a n y .

Com pany 
East 23d Street 

New York City
4-1

Gentlemen :
Please find enclosed 

$6.45, for which send me, express 
prepaid, one set (two volum es), 

boxed, of the REM INISCENCES OF  
C A R L  SCHURZ.

The McClure Company
Publishers 

44 E A S T  23d ST., N E W  Y O R K

Carl Schurz

Nam e

Address

Two sumptuous volumes now ready, with forty-five 
full-page portraits and views of scenes described

C The autobiography (1827-1863) of one of the most 
brilliant, useful and active careers in the chronicles 

of the past half-century of American history, contain
ing much new material that has not been 

printed in the installments which have appeared 

in M c C L U R E ’S M A G A Z IN E .

Press Comment:

Cleveland Plain D ea ler : “ The two volumes must be ranked
as am ong the best autobiographical works in the English 

language- The interest o f  the narrative is constantly enhanced by  the simple and graceful 
English style o f  the writer. Egotism  is strikingly absent from the w ork .”

T h e O utlook  : “ To most o f  us this book reveals a new phase in his character in that it
is pervaded with a gentle humor, with a shrewd discrimination as to men’ s character 
and motives, and a power o f  direct and forcible narration which is rare indeed. The 
work will take a high place in the literature o f  biography and reminiscence.”

Two volumes. Price, boxed, net, $6.00.
Expressage 45 cents additional.

Jan.
McClure’s

McClure

Philadelphia L e d g e r : “ These Rem iniscences are highly en
joyable. They com e out o f  a clear mind, in which the impres
sions were still fresh, and they are given freely without fear or 
favor in the well-known manner o f  the man. The result is a 
narrative in which there is not a dull line.”
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The

Flying Death

Hoyle’s Games
A U T O G R A P H  E D IT IO N

C T h e n ew est, m ost com plete  and u p -to -d a te  H O Y L E  
in ex istence , su rpassin g  all others in  the num ber o f 

gam es w hich  it describes and the clarity and s im p licity  o f  
the descriptions. N o  pains have b een  spared to the end 
that th is edition  in tim e shall b ecom e recog n ized  as the 

standard H O Y L E . It bears no resem blance to a tex t-book , b e in g  m ade up sim p ly  o f  clear 
descriptions o f  the gam es with a con cise  statem ent o f  the essentia l rules and penalties.

With many illustrations in text. Postpaid, $ 1 .6 2  ;  net, $ 1 .5 0

R E A D Y  IN  JA N U A R Y

S A M U E L  H O P K IN S A D A M S
C o-author w ith Stewart E dw ard W h ite  o f  the best adven 

ture story  since  “ Treasure Islan d ,”

T H E  M Y S T E R Y

With several illustrations

{Just Published)

The thrilling new mystery story 

by

{Just Published)

The Confession of Harry Orchard
Edited by George Kibbe Turner

T he com plete C on fession  o f  H arry O rchard as it has been  appearing in M cC L U R E ’ S 
M A G A Z IN E  is now  ready in book  form . It is w ithout any doubt one o f  the m ost 

extraordinary hum an docum ents ever published. T h e  acquittal o f  H a y w ood  has cast som e 
doubts upon  the authenticity o f this narrative. But the qu estion  o f its veracity  is not 
essentia l to its deeper interest as a study in  the psych o logy  o f  crim e.

With several portraits. Postpaid, $ 1 .1 2 ;  net, $ 1 .0 0

S u ccessor to
M cC lure, P hillips & Co. ®f)£ jWcClure Company 44 East 23d Street

N ew  York
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A  TR U E ST O R Y
T h at is more interesting than any fiction

IDA M. TARBELL’S

Life of Abraham Lincoln

IN Q U IR Y  C O U P O N

Lin co ln  H isto ry  S o c ie ty
48 E. 23d S t., New York

Please se?td to

Q.

free o f  cost, speci
men pages and fur

ther information 
about Tarbell’ s 

Life of Lincoln.

Four Splendid Volumes Lavishly Illustrated

W HY should the fact that a story is true militate against its interest ?
We read historical romances by the hundred thousand copies, knowing 
them to be fiction. But here is a man whose life-story reads stranger 

than any romance, is true, is noble, and is a proud heritage to every American citizen.

The Graphic Life-Story o f One o f the Greatest 
Men the World has Produced a

Miss Tarbell’ s L ife o f  L incoln  is not merely a chron- 
icle of the statesman, the lawyer and the President, but J|||| 
the story of L incoln  the m an. It tells the wonderfully m SM  
fascinating story o f the struggles, triumphs and tragic 
death of our first and greatest countryman.

It appeals to every American because it tells the 
story as it has never before been told, of the rise of the 
“  Rail-splitter ”  to the Presidency at that time in our his
tory when our life as a nation hung on his statesmanship.

“ CORPO RAL” TANNER’S TRIBUTE
James T anner, ex-C om m an det-in -C h ief, G . A . R ., says : “  I f  I had 

the pow er I w ou ld  put into the hands o f  every one o f  the m illions o f  the 
rising and com in g  generations, a co p y  o f  M iss T a rb e ll’ s L ife  o f  L incoln , 
and all o f  them  w ou ld  b e  better m en and w om en .”

NEW AND IM PORTANT FEATURES

M 1-8

$ //
New Facts regard in g  L in co ln ’s parentage. 
New L igh t on  his life  as a b o y , farm  hand, 

storekeeper, politician , statesm an.
The True Story  o f  L in co ln ’s m arriage.
The Fam ous “ Lost S p eech ”  delivered in 

1856, now  first reproduced .

New Material on  the L in co ln -D ou g las  debate.
New Anecdotes regarding the L incoln-Shields duel. 
New Stories o f  L incoln  as a lawyer.
New Facts regardin g his nom ination fo r  President, 

election , life in W ashington and tragic death, d is
p rov in g  m any m isstatements and popular e rro rs .'

CORDIALLY COMMENDED BY THE PRESS
“  T h e best that has yet been written. ” —M ilw au k ee S en tinel, j “  H er work presents a portrait o f the man that no student 
“  Leaves a vivid, mental picture .” — C hicago T rib u n e. 1 o f history can afford to miss. ” — B rooklyn  E a gle. q

4?
9 ^  M  wCOMPLETE SETS SENT ON APPROVAL K r  a

The work is in four handsome volumes, containing 13 3  illustrations. In order 
that you may judge it for yourself, we will send the entire set on inspection, ex
press paid. If you have time to read but three pages you will know some, 
thing about Abraham Lincoln that you did not know before. If the books 
are not satisfactory, return them at our expense.

Send the coupon  to-day.

'4

M

LINCOLN 
HISTORY SOC’ Y 
48 E. 23d Street 

New York

LINCOLN HISTORY SOCIETY
48  E A S T  23d STRE ET, N E W  Y O R K

Please send me atyour 
expense a complete set 

o f T a r b e ll ’s L I F E  
>T O F  L I N C O L N , in four 

/  volumes, bound in de luxe 
4" f  leather.* I f  satisfactory, I 0 /  will send you $ 1.00 at once, and 
/  $ 1.00 per month thereafter for

thirteen months. If not satis- 
/  # factory, I will return them with

in ten days at your expense.

Name .
Portrait Free. T o  all who send us this coupon before J a n .  

2 5 t h ,  we will present upon receipt o f their acceptance a beautiful 
photo-mezzotint engravure of Abraham Lincoln* on Japan paper, 12 x 17 
inches, enlarged from same photograph as abdve cut. Each portrait 
bears facsimile o f Lincoln’s signature and date, 1864. Price, $5.00.

So
Address .

* I f  cloth binding is desired change 13 to 9 mos.
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Japan
the chief cities 
new life that is

HO W  would you like to travel all through 
Japan with a world-famous traveler as 

your boon companion and guide? Visiting 
and the interior provinces. Contrasting the 
springing up in her beautiful metropolitan 

centers with the old life that the Japanese still cling to out in 
the country. Tokyo, with its famous Avenue of Cherry 
Trees, Tea Gardens and Geisha Girls. Then by jinrikisha, out 
into the country of this land of flowers, past famous potter
ies, the Temple of the 33,000 Gods and hundreds of other 
interesting places; and become intimately acquainted with 
Japanese home life ?

1~"i X N  addition to visiting the Paris that
everybody knows, how would you like 

to become acquainted with quaint corners 
of the French capital ? Mingle with the gay Parisians on 
the boulevards. Visit their famous cafes, such as The Four 
Arts, Cafe of Death, Black Cat or Heaven and that Other 
Place. Experience the life in the Latin Quarter, or go under 
Paris,— through its sewers and into the Catacombs. Attend 
the National Fete of France on July 14, when all Paris is an 
open-air ball-room. Outside of Paris, visit such noted places 
as Pierrefonds, Fontainebleau, etc.

Morocco HO W  would you like to go 
back a thousand years 

in the space of a few short 
hours ? The first glimpse of Fez, in the heart of the 
Moorish Empire, will be an event in your life. You 
can here stop to listen to the dramatic tale of some 
famous story teller, watch the curb market, see the 
slave market in full swing, or visit the hospital for 
sick storks. You dine with a government official—- 
the host does the carving, using nothing sharper 
than his finger nails, and then rose-water is sprayed down your back and into 
your ears.

will not only enable you to become ac
quainted with the thousands of scenes 
and things of interest in the countries 
mentioned above, but they will enable 
you to experience all the entertain
ment and education of travel in thirty 

of the most important and interesting cities and countries in the 
world. Ten splendid volumes— 10x71xl£ inches. Upwards of 

M cC lure ’s Ns ;  ,000 pages of vivid descriptive text, 4,000 half-tone etchings, 
T ou rists ’ A g en cy  3 0  full-page color plates. Cut off the coupon
4 4  East 2 3d Street

B urton Holmes

McClure’s 
Jan. ’08

N ew  Y ork City
D ear Sirs : P lease present ^  . 
w ithout expense to m e sp eci- '  '  
m en pages and full description  
o f  the Burton H olm es T ravelogues.

N am e

VU RITE us to-day for a descriptive booklet containing specimen pages 
and color plctes. You can only make sure of securing a set of 

■Q~ the first edition of the Travelogues by writing us at once.—  This
means : cut off the coupon and mail to-day.

McClure’s Tourists’ Agency
“  Fireside Travel *’

44 to 60 East 23d Street 
NEW YORK CITY

14
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W ILL give you a view over the wall' that separates 
you from the inside of the great outside world.

I T would QO^ySli $50,000 to take in person the V  
splendid jWiheyS througLjthirty of the most / y  

important count^sLand c i t i e S ^ w o r l d  /  /  
that you can enjov in the Burton Holmes 
Tra v e l ^ p • * Si 
than tel second-class tipket ^to feiirope.

Iv ‘ /
Q lTE tq-day fc$ specimen pages,
color plate and terms. ; The /5 p /

McClure^s 
Jan.’08

McClure s 
•y' Tourists A gency 

4 4  East 2 3 d  S treet
New York City

Dear Sirs : Please prowj 
sent, without expense 

me, specim en p a gejgg p in | ^

15
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Sail Ho, Jack London!
Sailing in a little boat he built himself, bound for 
everywhere, eyes peeled for the unusual, pen ready 
to tell in vigorous photographic English what the 
eyes see —  that’s Ja ck  London on his trip around the 
world for W oman’s H om e Companion. H is first 
letter, a remarkable first-hand impression telling 
how he celebrated the Fourth o f Ju ly  with the 
Lepers o f M olokai, is in the January

W OM AN S HOME 
C O M g A g I ON

W O M A N ’S HO M E COMPANION
is the woman’ s home companion in 600,000 homes.
One Dollar will make it so in yours. Address
MADISON SQUARE, NEW YO RK  CITY
Ten cents on all news-stands

16
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HOW TO  GET TH E  NEW INTERNATIONAL ENCYCLOPAEDIA
C . Fill in the attached coupon, and we will send you, ABSOLUTELY FREE OF 
CH ARGE, our handsome 80-page pamphlet containing illustrations, colored plates, 
sample pages of text, lists and pictures of eminent contributors, specimens of bind
ings, etc.— giving you an exact idea of the excellence of the work and its great 
value to you. ALSO, information regarding our easy-payment plan, which 
enables you to secure the New International Encyclopaedia with small 
initial outlay.

Watch for the next 
Advertisement

“ The Man W h o K n o w s ”

DODD, MEAD & CO., Publishers
3 7 2  F I F T H  A V E . ,  N E W  Y O R K  C I T Y

T h e original picture o f  “ T h e Man 
W ho K n ow s,”  printed on  extra heavy 
paper, suitable for fram ing, w ill be sent 
free to any address on  receipt o f  io c .

Encyclopaedia
«L Full, accurate, authoritative, up-to-date information on all the occupations and inter
ests of the day is to be found here. It is the greatest of all practical educators—the 
surest guide to usefulness, and so to preferment and prosperity. The names of its 
editors are a guaranty of its broad, practical scholarship: Daniel Coit Gilman, LL .D ., 
Harry Thurston Peck, Ph.D., L .H .D ., Frank Moore Colby, M.A.

THE NEW INTERNATIONAL ENCYCLOPAEDIA COMPRISES

A Holiday—or Anyday—Present, of Permanent Value and Interest.

IT is only the “ looking up” and assimilation of the knowledge in every-day demand, 
in business, technical and professional circles, that makes the man who rises above 
his fellows—“ The Man Who Knows.” And there is no way to the acquirement 

of this practical knowledge so simple, quick, inexpensive, and SU R E, as through the 
pages of

The New International

20 VOLUMES 16,000 PAGES 100,000 SUBJECTS 7,000 ILLU STRA TIO N S
100 FULL-PAGE COLORED PLATES

17
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« k

|

* 1iAre the Children |
Aboard the Good Ship

ST. NICHOLAS
i  For the 1908 voyage?

i

I f  not, there is still time. I f  you would ensure the happiness and w ell-being 
o f  your children— so far as these can be ensured by reading— you w ill make no 
mistake in subscribing for S t. N i c h o l a s .  For all  ages from three to eighteen it is 
a veritable treasure-house o f  entertainment, bringing new  pleasures, never tired-of, 
each month. You can secure no friend for your children so much loved as 
S t. N i c h o l a s ,  and through it they w ill be constantly associated with all that 
is finest and best in life.

Subscribe for S t . N i c h o l a s ,  and by using the coupon on this page you can secure copies 
o f  the N ovem ber and D ecem ber, 1907 , numbers free o f  charge, and so get the beginning 
o f  all the serials and the superb Christmas number —  fourteen numbers for the price o f  
twelve. Send your check for $ 3 .0 0  with the coupon on this page.

T H E  C E N T U R Y  C O . ,  U n i o n  S q u a r e ,  N e w  Y o r k  C i t y .

H

i
*

4 T  T H E  C E N T U R Y  C O . ,  U n i o n  S q u a r e ,  N e w  Y o r k  C i t y .  J a

8     JXJ
kjj T H E  C E N T U R Y  C O ., Union Square, N ew  Y ork  C ity . McC. A?

1  Herewith find j ^m iey-order f° r $3 ° °  payment for one year’ s subscription to
Sk St. Nicholas to be sent for 1908 with the free numbers N ovem ber and Decem ber, 1907, to I f f

N am e.......................................   j /J

Address...........................................   jSP

*1) M y name and...address...................................................................................................................................  l i t

18
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OPPORTUNITY
1 his is your opportu nity  

to subscribe to M cC l u r e ’ s 
at the o ld  very low rate o f  
$ 1.00 per year p rovid ed  
that y ou

DO IT N O W
The regular subscription 
price of M c C l u r e ’ s is 
$>1.50 a year, but if you 
will send at once from 
$ 1.00 to $5.00 we will 
enter your subscription for 
from 1 to 5 years.MCC LURE'S 

MAGAZINE
Add 50c for postage if to 
Canadian points, $ 1.00 if 
to foreign points.

Address

McCLURE’S MAGAZINE
58 East 23d St., New York City

19
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9 L e a r n  P h o t o - E n g r a v i n g  o r  P h o t o g r a p h y
$2 0  to $5 0  Per W eek  Easily  Earned

T ^H E  o n ly  c o l le g e  in  the w o r ld  w h e re  th ese  p a y in g  p ro fes- 
s io n s  a re  ta u g h t  su cce ss fu lly . E n d orsed  b y  th e  In tern a 

t io n a l A sso cia tio n  o f  P h o to -E n g ra v e rs ,a n d  th e  P h o to g r a p h e rs ’ 
A s so c ia t io n  o f  I llin o is . T erm s ea sy  an d  liv in g  in exp en sive . 
Uruduates placed in good positions. W rite  f o r  ca ta lo g u e , and' 
specify the course in which you are interested. A ddress 
Illinois C olleg e  o f  P h otograp h y  o r  { 945 Wabash Ave. 
Bissell C o llege  o f  P hoto-E ngrav ing i Effingham, 111.

L. H . B i s s e l l ,  P resident.

S T A M M E R I N G

LEARN

B o x  O,  W E S T  N E W T O N ,  M A S S A C H U S E T T S

Allen School
A school for wholeeome b oys.  College  preparat ion. Certificates g iven. 
Smal l  Ju n io r  Dep art ment. A th letic  Director .  I l lustrated catalogue  
descr ibes special  features.

M A C O N ,  M I S S O U R I

Blees Military Academy
and Com m an d an t  are both graduates o f  W e s t  Point.  Col lege  pre
paratory  and business courses.  L a rg e  grounds. Splendid athletic
facil i ties.  Send for catalogue. B . M . A. B o x  i6 z ,  Macon, Mo.

S W A R T H M O R E ,  P A .

Swarthmore Preparatory School
o f  the best. C o- ed ucat iona l.  H a l f  hour from Ph il ade lph ia  on
P e n n a .  R .  R .  T u i t io n  and board , #450. Athlet ics  encouraged.  
En la rg ed  g y m n a si um . Y e a r  book on request.

____________________________ A R T H U R  H. T O M L I N S O N ,  P r i n /

T H E  B R Y A N T  
S C H O O L  F O R
A  most conservative and reliable institution, prepared to give the best aid for 

speech troubles that is known. Rem edies devised andpracticed byaphysicianfor 
many years. Call or send ten cents for useful pamphlet containing some sug- 
gestions ior self treatment. BRTANT SCHOOL. B2 B. f f e i t  4 0 th St., New York.

BUSINESS OPPORTUNITY
M e n  o f  B u s i n e s s  interested in a new field for m aking m oney will find 
in our proposition what they are seeking. W e have a N e w  P l a n  in the 
Mail Order L ine that will please those seeking a good  investment with 
large profits. A F o r t u n e  for the right person.

T H E  F . H .  A L D E N  C O ..  IfiG E. 4 th Street, Cineinnati. Ohio.

WHAT THINK YE OF CHRIST?
by R e v .  E .  E .  H A L E ,  D . D . ,  a n d  other  U n i ta r ia n  lit era ture  Sent 
F R E E . Ad dress M . C ., Ar lin gton  St.  Chu rch , Bos ton , Mass.

T E LE G R A P H Y  
BOOKKEEPING  

_____________  STENOGRAPHY
in a few  short weeks o f  pleasant spare-tim e home study, under 
our practical Correspondence Courses by mail— and a good-pay
ing, responsible position is yours; we are unable to  supply the 
dem and. Many energetic students have worked up to salaries o f

$5,000 PER YEAR
— there is no reason w hy you cannot do this i f  you want to. You

P ay Us No M on ey
for tuition until position is secured. We send complete outfit.
Bank references. Write fo r  particulars, at once, asking about 
special offer, and stating w hich  you w ould prefer to  learn .

M IC H IG A N  B U S IN E S S  IN S T IT U T E ,
639 In stitu te  Bids;., K a la m a zoo , M ich .

i
A M
A

PACE
DAVIS
M A N

LE A R N  TO W R IT E  
A D VER TISEM EN TS

Government Positions
41,877 Appointments were made to Civil Service places 

• • r -c- , during the past year. Excellent
opportunities for young people. Each year we instruct by mail thousands of 
persons who pass these examinations and a large share o f them receive appoint
ments to life positions at $840 to $1200 a year. If you desire a position o f 
this kind, write for our Civil Service Announcement, containing full inform a
tion about all government examinations and questions recently used by the 
Civil Service Commission.

COLUMBIAN CORRESPONDENCE COLLEGE, WASHINGTON, D. C.

C T T  T F l V  Uigh Orade INSTRUCTION 
^  1  By CORRESPONDENCE.
T A \YJ Fourteenth Tear.W _ P re p a re s  fo r  th e  b a r  o f  a n y  State- 

Im p r o v e d  m e th o d  o f  In stru ction  c o m 
b in in g  th e  T ext-B ook , L e ctu re  an d  Case B o o k  
m eth od s . A p p ro v e d  b y  th e  b e n ch  an d  bar. T hree  
C ourses: C o lle g e , P ost-G ra d u a te  and Business Law  
U n ifo r m  ra te  o f  tu it io n . S en d  fo r  C atalog.

Chicago Correspondence School o f L aw
507 Reaper Block, Chicago.

PLAYS
THE DRAMATIC PUBLISHING CO., 358 Dearborn Street, Chicag

for amateur theatricals, and entertain- 
ment books. Thousands of titles 
Send for 1908 Catalog, free.
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f  "Ce r t if ie d /T -

and ea rn

$2 ,500  to $10,000 a year
The only profession in which the demand for 

practitioners exceeds the supply
W e fit you to pass the C . P . A . E xam in atio n  and 
equip you fo r  practice an yw h ere . T h is  school is 
recognized a s  the standard . O ur instruction is indi
v id u al— N o  classes.

C ou rse em braces T h eo ry  of Accounts, Practical 
Accoun tin g, A u ditin g, Comm ercial L a w —also 
Bookkeeping and Business Practice. H undreds 
o f successfu l studen ts now en joy in g  fine incom es.

W rite to-day to Dept. F , mentioning 
subject that interests you

UNIVERSAL BUSINESS INSTITUTE, Inc., 
2 7 - 2 9  E a s t  22d  S tre e t, N ew  Y ork

OVERNMENT POSITIONS
More than 8 0 ,0 0 0  appointments made last 
year. Chances better than ever. Thousands 
we prepared have been appointed. Established 
1893. Work confidential. No political influ
ence needed. Common school education suf
ficient. Full particulars free concerning 
positions, salaries, examinations, (held soon in 
every State), sample questions, etc.
NATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE INSTITUTE, 

________________________ 21-40 2d Nat’ l Bank Bldg., W ashington, D. C.
N E W  Y O R K , N E W  Y O R K  C I T Y

American Academy of Dramatic Arts and 
Empire Theatre Dramatic School

F o u n d e d  i n  1884 .

A  practical training school for the stage, connected with M r. 
Charles Frohman’ s Empire Theatre and Com panies. For catalogue 
and inform ation, apply to the Secretary, Carnegie H all.

F R A N K L I N  H . S A R G E N T , President.

CAN YOU DRAW ?
Illustrators and Cartoonists

Earn $25 to $100 a W eek
W e teach illustrating and cartooning by  mail. Our 
students sell their w ork. W om en succeed as well 
as men. Send for our free booklet, ‘ 'M oney  
in Drawing:; ”  tells how  and gives proof.

The National Press Association 
112 The Baldwin, Indianapolis, Ind.

WE
WANT STORY-WRITERS

W e read, criticize, revise, and typewrite stories, novels, plays, and book 
MSS. ; we sell them on  com m ission or tell you where to sell them. W e 
teach Story-W riting: and Journalism , by mail. Endorsed by 
leading daily, weekly, and monthly publications throughout the United 
States and Canada. Send for free booklet, “  Writing: for P rofit ”  ; 
tells how and gives the proof.

T h o r n t o n  W e s t  Editor-in-Chief. Established 1895.
T H E  N A T IO N A L  PRESS ASSOCIATION  

112 The Baldw in Indianapolis, Ind.

School Books of a h  
Publisher::

Library Books 
and Dictionaries At Wholesale Prices
Magazines at Cut Rates, Plays and Entertainment Books, Teachers’ Helps, 
Keys, Translations. Sheet Music, Song Books, Maps, G lobes, Blackboards, 
Books for Self-Education. Catalog Free, postpaid, on request.
H A L L  & M c C R E A R Y , 251  W a b a sh  A v e n u e , C h ica g o , 111.

Post Graduate Course Free
One proof as to the superiority of my System of 

Advertising Instruction, is the constant, steady stream 
of testimony from former students who are now 
earning from $1,200 to $10,000 a year, and even 
more. Genuine testimony, too, that far exceeds 
that of all other schools combined since correspond
ence teaching began.

W ith  V an tine & Co., New Y ork.
B yron E dw ard  B ea l was appointed 

to the advertisin g departm ent of the

great house o f A. A . Vantine & Co., 
•ctober 14th. A fter com pleting the 
Powell System, he became advertising 

manager o f the Hickman M fg. Co., 
and in going to something better he 
illustrates the practical thoroughness 
o f my instruction.

$205,000 S ales in 20 W eeks.
E. M ilton Mosher, with H . S. M oody 

Land Co., Providence, R . I., October 
15th, wrote : “  Under my management, 
promotion o f undeveloped properties, 
during a period o f twenty weeks, aggre
gated over $205,000.00,”  which shows 
how Powell methods can be practically 
applied to all lines o f  business develop
ment.

My students are qualified in a practical way, and 
after they are through with the Powell System, I 
give them a Post Graduate Course f r e e  so they will 
be doubly competent. By this plan, the only one in
existence, I further coach them in a campaign for
themselves or their employers, which produces prac
tical, immediate results—a free service worth $100 
to any business house.

I f  you want to earn more let me mail my elegant fr e e  
books—ProsPectus and “ Net Results’ }—telling all about it, 
and giving a host o f  graduates’ money-making experiences.

GEORGE H. POW ELL, 696 M etropo litan  A nnex, N.Y.

National Park Seminary
ONE OF OUR 
18 BUILDINGS For Young Women

Washington,
D.C.

(Suburbs)

The
Glen

School

T h e  sto ry  o f  t h e  s c h o o l; o f  Its ph en om en a l gro w th  ; its  r e 
m a rk a b le  e q u ip m en t o f  1 8  b u ild in g s, grou ped  in C o lle g e  
fa sh io n , fo rm in g  a m in iatu re  ̂i l la g e ; its  tra in in g  in h om e-  
m a k in g ; Its d ev e lo p m en t o f  sp ecia l tu len ts : Its p leasu res, 
sig h t-se e in g , an d  stu d y  o f  th e  C ap ita l—can  on ly  be to ld  fu lly  
in  o u r c a ta lo g u e . A d d re ss  B o x  1 5 2 ,  F o r e s t  G len , Aid,
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T H R E E  S I S T E R  N U R S E S
T h e  M isses  A v e ry , 735 W e s t  C entra l A ven u e ,

St. P au l, M inn., g ra d u a tes  o f  th is  S chool.
T h e  eldest M iss A v e r y , g ra d u a ted  in 1906, w rites , “ On m y 

la st ca se  I rece iv ed  $25 a  w eek .”

TX7 'E  have trained thousands of women, 
in their own homes, to earn $12 to $30 

a week.
The Chautauqua Schoo l’s method of 

preparation has been proven —  its success 
admits of no question.

Send today for 56-pp . Blue Book explaining our 
new method. Also interesting stories o f experience 
by 100 graduates and physicians, just issued.

The Chautauqua School of Nursing
3 1 5  M ain  S treet, Jam estow n , N ew  Y o rk

H o sp ita ls , san itariu m s, and p h y sic ia n s in a n y  part o f  th e  w o rld  su p p lied  
w ith  w e ll -ta u g h t n u rse s , e x p erie n c ed  o r  ju n io rs

Mount
Ida

School

FO R G IR L S
(y miles from Boston.
Advanced, Elective, General 

Courses in French, German, 
H istory, Literature, E ng
lish, Spanish, Italian.
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T H E  N E E D S  OF  O U R  N A V Y

B Y

H E N R Y  R E U T E R D A H L
A S S O C IA T E  O F  T H E  U N IT E D  S T A T E S  N A V A L  IN S T IT U T E  

A M E R IC A N  E D IT O R  O F  " F IG H T I N G -S H I PS"  ( J A N E )

The best way to parry is to hit—and we can only hit by means of  the N a v y . . . . The 
N a v y  must be built and all its training given in  time of peace. When once war has broken 

out, it is too late to do anything.— P r e s i d e n t  R o o s e v e l t

V E R Y  one knows now that 
if we have w ar it must com e 
by sea. E very  one knows 
that it will be decided, not 
by months or years of cam
paigning, but b y one d a y ’s 
b attle— a few  hours of tre

mendous conflict between two fleets of fighting- 
ships. And every  one who considers it at all 
must understand that for those few  hours our 
fleet must be continually prepared. We are a 
great sea power now, and we have all the deep 
concern of a sea power in its n avy. If war 
should ever come and find our n avy  unpre
pared, our losses would be incalculable.

The fleet of the United States, by mere sta
tistics, is now the second strongest in the world. 
But mere statistics mean nothing by them
selves. Three years ago Russia was a great sea 
pow er; in one afternoon of fighting she was 
obliterated by a nation statistically  weaker than 
herself. Her fleet was unprepared.

This article will show some of the chief rea
sons why the Am erican n avy  is unprepared for 
war. It will be a statem ent of facts, not of opin
ions. Most of these facts are unfam iliar to the 
general public; m any of them m ay seem too ex
traordinary to be credible. I do not ask that my 
word be accepted for th em ; it is unnecessary 
that it should be. The various points which 
are stated here have all been published in 
technical journ als; some of them have been 
embodied in presidential messages. They may

all be verified from any sea-going officer of the 
navy, or, if the reader is sufficiently interested, 
by the testim ony of his own eyes.

A  Fleet with Main Arm or under Water
A modern battle-ship is a simple thing in its 
big general principles. Tw o points are essential 
in its protection —  a shell-proof armor, which 
guards its water-line; and high shell-proof 
turrets, which lift up its guns just above the 
wash and spray of the waves. An X -ray  pho
tograph of its heavy arm or would show a 
monitor with high turrets. The lower part of 
the smoke-stacks, the minor gun positions, the 
conning- and signal-towers, are all protected; 
but these two m ajor points are the essentials 
in the armor of a battle-ship.

O bviously, the most im portant feature of all 
must be the belt along the water-line. A  
wound upon a turret m ay silence that one 
turret’s guns. A  hole upon the water-line will 
cripple or sink the ship. Of all the Russian 
follies which came to light in the great battle of 
Tsoushim a, that sealed the fate of the Russian- 
Japanese war, one stands out especially. The 
Russian battle-ships, when they went into that 
fight, were overloaded until the shell-proof 
arm or of their water-line was underneath the 
water. They were not battle-ships at all. 
W ithin a year afterward, our n avy  awoke to the 
realization of a startling f a c t : The ships of the 
battle fleet of the United States are in exactly  
the same condition as the Russian ships at
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Tsoushima —  not 
temporarily, but 
permanently.

Of all our b at
tle-ships, not one 
shows its main 
a r m o r - b e l t  six 
inches above the 
water when fully 
e q u i p p e d  and 
ready for sea.
There is a contin
uous belt of this main armor from seven and 
one half to nine feet wide around every ship. 
The constructors’ plans were made to havefrom 
12 to 30 inches of this out of water when each 
vessel makes her trial trip. But trial trips are 
made with something less than half the weight 
of actual service on board the ship. When 
fully loaded for sea, practically the whole of the 
ship’ s water-line belt is under water. Above 
this is a thinner armor, which can be pierced by 
heavy shells. The standard heavy gun of to-day 
throws a steel projectile 12 inches in diameter, 
4 feet long, and weighing 850 pounds, charged 
with a high explosive. The bursting of one 
of these shells in this thinner secondary armor 
would tear a hole bigger than a door upon a 
ship’s water-line. W hat would happen after 
this is best shown by what actually did happen 
to a Russian battle-ship, the Osliabia, as told 
by one of her officers on the evening of the 
battle of Tsoushima:

“ Three shells, one after another, almost in 
the same identical spot. Imagine i t !  All of 
them in the same p la c e ! All on the water-line 
under the forward tu rre t ! Not a hole, but a 
regular gateway! Three of them penetrated her 
together. She almost heeled over at once, 
then settled under the water. A tremendous 
rush of water, and the partitions were naturally 
useless. The devil himself couldn’ t have done 
anything.”

The Osliabia sank one hour after firing began. 

Our Investment in Ships with Submerged 
Armor

It is not necessary to dwell upon the fate of the 
eight or nine hundred men upon a battle-ship 
which is sunk like this. On the Borodino, 
another Russian ship destroyed in this battle 
of Tsoushima, one man was reported to have 
survived; on the Alexander III . ,  three. But 
it is worth while to recapitulate the investment 
of the United States in battle-ships which lack 
a first essential of a battle-ship —  protection 
of the water-line. Without counting the 
earlier ships, this country in the past ten years 
has built twenty first-class battle-ships, costing

o v e r  $100,000,- 
000. F ive more 
are building now, 
which will cost us 
$45,000,000. In 
all, our invest
ment in battle
s h i p s  i s  o v e r  
$145,000,000. No 
ship which this 
pays for has, or 
h a s  y e t  b e e n  

planned to have, a water-line protection reach
ing more than six inches above the w ater when 
she is ready to fight. The condition of our 
armored cruisers is alm ost the same. Of our 
last eight armored cruisers, which cost us more 
than $40,000,000, only two have a main armor- 
belt which extends above the w ater’s edge.

No other nation of the world has ever made 
this fundam ental m istake, except in the case 
of a few  isolated ships. The French have 
alw ays had a high, continuous belt which 
reaches from five to eight feet above the w ater
line. The British, for some time without the 
continuous belt encircling the entire ship, 
have alw ays raised the armor they considered 
vital many feet above the water. The Dread
nought —  their fam ous battle-ship, em body
ing the secret lessons of the Russian-Japanese 
war —  represents the principle upon which 
all their ships are being built to-day. Her 
main water-line belt extends eight feet below 
the water and five above. This ship has now 
been finished and in commission for more than 
a year. Meanwhile, the United States makes 
no movement to raise its water-line arm or to 
where it should be. There is no defense for 
placing this armor under water. It is kept 
there sim ply because it has been placed there 
in the past. The initial m istake might be un
derstood, for the designing of a battle-ship is 
a most complex problem ; but the continuation 
of the policy seems more incredible than its 
beginning.

The U nited States has five big battle
ships now building, not one of them, in 
spite of the continual protest of our sea
going officers, with its main belt above the 
water-line. Three of these are too far along 
toward completion to be changed. Tw o of 
them can be altered by the pressure of outside 
public opinion. But that pressure must be 
exerted soon, or it will be too late.

The Lowness o f  A m erican  Sh ips
A battle-ship must fight at sea —  in heavy 
weather. To do this, she must have her gun- 
ports and her turrets well out of water. If this

T H E  A R M O R - B E L T  O F  T H E  " C O N N E C T I C U T "  C L A S S

The black portion indicates the heavy armor-belt on which the ship’s life 
depends. This belt is practically all under water.



H E N R Y  R E U T E R D A H L 253
were not the case, 
the Monitor — 
long since discard
ed—  would be 
the fighting-ship 
of the world. But 
the lowest of our 
battle-ships to 
day are scarcely 
more than moni
tors. The three 
ships of the Indi
ana class have their bows but eleven feet above 
the water; the two ships in the Kearsarge class 
but thirteen. And in the very latest of our 
ships afloat, the Connecticut, the bows are only 
about eighteen feet above the water-line. The 
bows of our latest armored cruisers are only 
twenty feet above.

Now, all modern battle-ships in foreign 
navies have forward decks from about twenty- 
two to twenty-eight feet above the water; 
the armored cruisers have theirs from twenty- 
five to thirty-two feet high. And in the latest 
of the foreign ships, especially in the French 
and British navies, the high bow is universal. 
The Dreadnought’s forward decks are twenty- 
eight feet high. Her forward turret is set far 
back —  about one hundred and ten feet from 
the bow; and in front of it a breakwater is 
arranged to prevent the waves that come aboard 
from rolling back to this turret.

The result of this difference in construction 
would be disastrously apparent in any naval 
war. Fighting at sea takes place with ships 
under way and steaming at high speed. Our 
ships, when moving into any considerable 
heavy sea, take in over their low bows solid 
water, which slaps up over their forward 
turrets. What this means can be understood 
from a recent experience of one battle-ship 
in our navy. The Virginia, with all her ports 
closed by steel bucklers, shipped one hundred 
and twenty tons of water into her forward tur
ret during a trip from Cuba to Hampton Roads 
a few months ago. With these ports open for 
action during bad weather, each wave would 
send through them tons of water. The electri
cal installations of the machinery which turns 
the turret, hoists the ammunition, and elevates 
the guns would be short-circuited and burnt 
out, and the turret and its guns would be ren
dered motionless. The water would pass down 
inside the turret to the handling-room, and 
from there directly to the magazines.

One T h ird  o f  G uns Useless in a Seaway
In other words, it would be impossible in 
rough weather to aim and fire the forward

turret guns, one 
half, that is, of 
our heaviest guns, 
which form the 
main reliance of 
the modern bat
tle-ship. In the 
same weather ,  
foreign battle
ships, with their 
high bows, could 
fire their forward 

turret guns with ease. The handicap is still 
worse for our armored cruisers, for these ships 
steam faster than the battle-ships, and, conse
quently, throw up more water at their bows; 
and, being longer than the battle-ships, they 
plunge their bows much deeper into the waves.

But the broadside guns on our ships are in 
an even worse position than those in the for
ward turrets. In the Georgia, Idaho, and 
Connecticut classes —  containing the twelve 
latest battle-ships afloat —  they are only about 
eleven feet above the water. In each of our 
new armored cruisers, ten of the fourteen
medium guns are at the same height. None
of these guns could be fired to windward while 
the ships were steaming at battle speed against 
even a moderate sea; that is, these guns could 
not be fought at all in the most advantageous 
positions; for the ship which fires to windward 
holds the great advantage of being free from 
the smoke of her funnels and guns. The broad
side guns of foreign battle-ships and cruisers 
are, generally speaking, twice as high as ours, 
and many of them are three times as high.

The three or four best navies in the world 
have faster ships than ours; they could, in 
most cases, pick their time of fighting. If they 
chose to fight us in rough weather, their ad
vantage would be enormous. In only fairly 
heavy seas, while the French and Japanese 
could be using their entire batteries, our for
ward turrets and three quarters of our wind
ward broadside guns would be heavily handi
capped, if not quite useless. These constitute 
more than one third of the guns upon a fight
ing-ship.

The Navy Department has long known 
this defect. It was called specifically to its 
attention by special reports at least as early 
as 1900. Repeated protests against it have 
been made ever since. In 1903, after our last 
type of battle-ship, the Connecticut, was well 
established, the Idaho and Mississippi were 
proposed, with forward decks sixteen feet 
high and after-decks only nine. The building 
of these ships, in face of the knowledge of what 
their lowering upon the water meant, was pre
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Showing the continuous high belt employed in foreign construction. The 
main belt is seven and one half feet above the water-line.
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posterous. There was a bitter fight against 
them, but they were put through by the Con
gress of 1904. Our semi-dreadnoughts, which 
will not be launched for two years, will have 
bows only eighteen feet above the water. Not 
before our last two twenty-thousand-ton 
battle-ships are launched, three years from 
now, will we have one fighting-ship in the 
navy with bows of proper height. And these 
latest ships were given a proper freeboard 
only after special pressure from the President 
of the United States. On this point, again, 
the navy itself refused to change its policy.

The Open Shaft to the Magazine
The most important protection of a battle
ship, outside of the hull itself, is that given to 
its magazines. Never, since the use of powder 
upon fighting-ships, has there been such danger 
to the magazines as exists in every battle
ship and armored cruiser in the American 
fleet. It is a first principle, recognized even 
in the days of wooden frigates, that powder 
must not be passed directly up to the gun- 
deck through a vertical shaft. Primitive 
common sense demands that there must be 
no passageway straight down from the fire 
of the guns on the fighting-deck to the maga
zine. The open turret of the United States 
battle-ship is the only violation of this prin
ciple in the practice of the world.

The open turret is a conical shaft leading 
straight down into the hull of the ship. At

the top of this shaft, in the turret proper, 
the powder is loaded into the heavy guns, 
at its bottom is the handling-room, were 
the powder is delivered from the magazine, 
around this handling-room, and opening 
directly into it, are the magazines. 

The guns in the turret proper are fired with 
charges of smokeless powder, put up in big 
bags of cloth holding several hundred pounds. 
This is not the ordinary black powder which 
we all know. It is a hard, round substance, 
of a composition which looks not unlike 
celluloid; its grains —  in the charges for the 
heaviest gun —  are cylinders about the size 
of a spool of thread. These grains of powder, 
when unconfined, do not explode if they are 
set on fire, but are consumed like fizzing fire
crackers. Now, under present conditions at 
least, a certain number of accidents in loading 
and firing guns can be counted on. When 
these occur, the burning powder grains in the 
charges will fall straight down into the hand
ling-room. The charges in the handling-room 
will be set on fire, and the whole turret will 
be filled at once with a poisonous, flaming gas 
that destroys life immediately. Three times 
already, by a miracle, American ships have 
been saved from the explosion of their mag
azines because of this kind of accident.

The Danger from  Exploding Shells
All this is in peace. In war there would be, 
in most of our turrets, the possibility of a

t h e  u n p r o t e c t e d  w a t e r - l i n e

In this photograph, taken for T h e  Navy  last summer at Hampton Roads, the low  water-line armor-belt o f  our battle-ships is clearly 
shown. The dark line just above the water indicates the actual height o f  the Connecticut's armor. All our ships suffer from this defect.
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This drawing was made by the author from a Japanese war photograph taken immediately after the battle of Round Island, August 10 , 1904. 
The hole in the secondary armor of the ship was made by a ten-inch shell. The ship would have sunk had the sea been heavy.

shell entering through a port. This shell, 
bursting, would certainly ignite the powder 
being loaded into the gun, and set the handling- 
room ablaze. In at least a dozen of our earlier 
battle-ships shells would almost certainly enter 
the gun-ports, with an enemy who could shoot 
at all. The turret ports are so enormous in 
two ships, the Kearsarge and the Kentucky, that 
half a dozen twelve-inch shells could enter 
them at the same time. The openings above 
and below the guns in the turrets of these 
ships are ten feet square. The service journal, 
the Navy, speaking of this defect, says that 
these ships are not fit for service in battle-

line against really modern vessels. “ We cannot,”  
it says, “ afford to sink their trained crew s.”  

But the open turrets do not cause the only 
exposure of our magazines. In the tw elve 
earliest battle-ships of the navy  —  a half of 
our battle-ships —  there is a big unarmored 
section in the a fte r-en d  of the super
structure which protects the medium and 
smaller guns. This lies just in front of the 
after-turret —  an unprotected area of about 
fifty  square feet of half-inch plates. A t cer
tain angles, a shell from an opposing fleet 
would pass through this soft spot like a bullet 
through a piece of paper. Inside the super
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structure and behind this gap in the armor, 
four shafts pass down into the auxiliary 
magazines of the ship.

Now, these dangers to the ships’ magazines 
are not of recent discovery. For ten years 
our officers have protested vigorously against 
them, and their warnings lie in a long list 
upon the official files. The ordinary seamen 
of the fleet, even, understand the situation 
thoroughly. One example will show this. 
When the Kearsarge went across to England 
and Germany in 1903, her officers and crew 
fitted wooden canvas screens painted to 
resemble steel inside of her gaping turret 
ports, in an attempt to keep this glaring fault 
from foreign observation. The officers and 
men of visiting navies at Hampton Roads 
last summer viewed some of the more obvious 
defects with ill-concealed surprise. But all 
this time there has been practically no change. 
The yawning gun-ports still remain as originally 
designed; the gaps in the superstructures of the 
dozen ships are still unarmored; the open 
turrets —  though fitted with ineffective shutters 
between their turrets proper and their handling- 
rooms —  to all intents and purposes are un
changed. And yet, the first two faults could 
have been remedied at trivial expense, the last 
and greatest at a comparatively reasonable cost.

The Poor Protection f o r  G u n  Crews
It is not my purpose to inventory all the 
defects in the material equipments of our

battle-ships, which are causing so much appre
hension to our service. But there are many 
others that are serious. In the six earliest 
battle-ships in our navy, the turret ports are 
not only double the size that they should be, 
but the broadside guns also stand glowering 
from unprotected or badly protected openings 
as wide as double doors. The medium guns of 
all foreign nations are isolated by pairs in tur
ret or singly in casemates. In none of our ships 
afloat, except only the five of latest design, is 
this principle observed. In two ships, the K ear
sarge and the Kentucky, there are fourteen guns 
in one compartment, the five-inch armor of 
which would be easily pierced by a heavy shell. 
The explosion of a shell in this compartment 
would probably kill or disable every one of the 
hundred and forty men inside, and silence 
every gun. In the five ships of the late 
Georgia class, one of which is not yet in com
mission, there are two and three guns and their 
crews in single, thinly armored compartments.

Insufficient A m m un itio n-h o ists

Victory at sea depends, more than all else, on 
the quickness and accuracy of shooting. It is 
not unlike Western gun-play; the ships which 
shoot fastest and straightest win. And, with 
our recent training in gunnery, our crews can 
shoot as fast and accurately as any in the 
world. But the apparatus of feeding them 
their ammunition has not kept pace with their 
advance in skill. The mechanism for furnishing 
ammunition to the crews of the medium guns 
can give them only from one fifth to one third 
the amount that they can fire.

The turrets of the big guns are entirely 
unequipped with emergency gear for hoisting 
ammunition. Now, the regular hoisting-gear 
for each gun depends upon a wire cable under a 
great strain, and every foreign battle-ship is 
fitted with emergency hoists for use if this 
should break. The American turret crew must 
improvise a tackle for this purpose in case of 
accident. This would be just about like 
rigging a hand-derrick to lift a safe into a third- 
story window. The shell alone for twelve-inch 
guns weighs 850 pounds, and that for the 
thirteen-inch over 1 , 100  pounds. Practically 
speaking, a battle might be well over before 
another shell was fired from the turret whose 
hoisting-gear broke down, while the ordinary 
speed of firing each of the two heavy guns 
in the turret would be from once to twice a 
minute.

All these things, it will be seen, are but 
further examples of one surprising and alarming 
characteristic of the management of our navy 
—  the same failure, as in the case of our armor

T H E  F O R W A R D  T U R R E T  P O R T S  O F  T H E  
" K E A R S A R G E "

The arrows point to the exposed recoil-cylinders, whose destruc
tion in battle would mean the silencing o f  these guns
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This photograph was taken in a moderate head sea. It merely indicates the difficulty o f firing with accuracy a large number 
of the guns of a ship with low freeboard in any really heavy sea.

and our low guns, to rectify mistakes when 
once established.

Lack o f  Torpedoes and Destroyers
So much for a survey of the general fighting 
abilities of our battle-ships; but there is one 
most im portant part of modern sea-fighting 
that remains to be considered —  the use of the 
torpedo. It was a standing criticism of our 
navy  until the past year that it gave no practice 
to sea-going torpedo craft —  that is to say, at 
night, under the conditions where, first of all, 
the torpedo-destroyer becomes useful. This 
summer, in the evolutions of the A tlantic fleet, 
the torpedo-destroyers —  that is, the sea-going 
torpedo-boats —  were given their first real op
portunity to work. A lm ost every time, when 
pitted against our fleet, they reached the battle
ships; that is, they got into a position where 
they could destroy them. It was demon
strated at that time that we would need a 
cordon of forty-eight torpedo-destroyers to 
defend our fleet from the destroyers of an 
enemy. We have just tw enty available.

In the last two years the development of the

torpedo has come very rapidly. The effective 
range for discharging it has grown from eight 
hundred to three or four thousand yards. And 
this fact has made every navy in the world weak 
in its torpedo defense—  a defense which comes, 
first of all, from the possession and use of 
torpedo-destroyers themselves. Y et, no first- 
class sea power is as backward as we are. 
England has one hundred and forty-seven 
torpedo-destroyers, and eight build ing; France 
has fifty-three, and twelve building; and Jap an  
has fifty-tw o, and five building; while the 
United States has only twenty afloat.

More than this, our battle-ships them selves 
are poorly equipped with guns to fight off an 
enem y’s torpedo-destroyers. The medium 
guns have been so placed in the modern battle
ships that they are practically of no use in 
repelling a bow- or stern-end attack ; and the 
smaller guns, three- and six-pounders, which 
were form erly relied upon, are of no use at all 
at the present range of torpedoes. Our newest 
vessels are full of these little gu n s; there are five 
hundred and seventy of them on our big ships. 
It is generally believed that if the Japan ese

257
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flotilla of destroyers should attack our fleet 
upon its trip to San Francisco, the fleet must be 
badly crippled, if not destroyed.

But the torpedo is not only the weapon of the 
torpedo-destroyer; at close range it is one of the 
most essential weapons of the battle-ship. Our 
battle-ships, up to the present time, have been 
practically unprovided with torpedoes and 
torpedo-tubes. Of all the sixteen battle-ships 
bound for the Pacific, it appears, at the time of 
writing, that not more than seven will be fitted

, T H E  T  W O -  S T A G E  T U R R E T  O F  F O R E I G N  N A V I E S

T h is plan, taken from  the Paris W orld ’ s Fair Catalogue o f  Vickers 
&  M axim in 1900, indicates the entire separation o f  the turret 
proper from the magazines below. T he ammunition is hoisted 
through an inclosed trunk to a platform under the turret. From 
this inclosed trunk it is mechanically pushed into another closed 
passage and drawn b y a second hoist up to the breech o f  the 
gun. A t no time is the ammunition exposed. T h is turret was 

designed in 1898.

with their torpedo-tubes when they start. Up 
to within a short time, it was questionable 
whether there would be any torpedoes fully up 
to the department’s specifications to supply the 
four newer ships, which alone are equipped to 
use the latest model of torpedo. There are 
fifty-eight of these new torpedoes now ready, 
but, as they are not yet up to the tests required, 
they may have to be shipped later by rail. A 
full supply for the sixteen battle-ships will be 
two hundred and fifty-six torpedoes, sixteen to 
every ship. This equipment is a matter of 
extreme importance in battle. While any 
battle-ship, no matter how desperately wound
ed, preserves her ability to fire torpedoes, she 
keeps her enemy at a respectful distance. But 
with two thirds of the ships of the American

fleet entirely unprovided with torpedoes, the 
silencing of their guns would mean that they 
could be closed in upon and despatched.

Officers Old when They Take Command
These are all faults of material equipment — 
some of the major faults. The second— or 
perhaps more properly the first— great factor 
in the operation of the navy is its personnel. 
Now, this is no arraignment of the personnel of 
the American N avy. Let him who expects it 
turn the page. The men and officers in our 
navy are not surpassed, nor equaled, I believe, 
in any navy in the world, in intelligence or 
bravery, or, generally speaking, in enthusiasm. 
The enthusiasm among the younger officers is 
extraordinary. But no discussion of our navy 
can be complete without an understanding of 
the age and the preparation of the chief officers 
of our fleet, and, first of all, of our admirals.

Fighting is the work of men in their prime. 
No one who has not seen it can realize the 
physical and nervous strain which comes upon 
the one man made responsible for the operation 
of a fleet in battle. The fate of a nation liter
ally hangs upon him. He must watch contin
ually for days before an action. I myself saw 
Admiral Sampson, a bent figure upon the bridge 
of the New York, grow older and more bent 
every hour during our Spanish war. That 
strain, no doubt, helped to hurry on his death. 
The story told in that gossip center of the naval 
world, the far East, of Admiral Togo’s resistance 
to the orders from the Japanese admiralty and 
the suggestions from the Mikado himself to 
change the position of his fleet, I am confident 
is true. “ We will stay where we are twenty- 
four hours,”  he said. “  If the Russian fleet has 
not arrived then, I will commit suicide.”  Just 
before the twenty-four hours expired, the 
wireless brought news of the Russians’ approach. 
Such strains as these are not for old men ; or, at 
least, not for old men unless chosen by a rigid 
process of elimination.

In the report of the Chief of the Bureau of 
Navigation for 1906, an estimate was made of 
the ages of the higher officers in our service. 
Our admirals averaged sixty-one years; the 
captains of our fleet, the active commanders of 
our battle-ships and cruisers, averaged over 
fifty-eight; and it was shown that the average 
age of our higher officers, instead of diminishing, 
was, on the contrary, increasing.

But added to that is the fact that nearly all 
of these men have virtually no training for their 
particular duties as commanders of great and 
modern fighting-ships. The age of retirement 
is sixty-two; our officers can scarcely reach the 
higher positions before they are retired. Of
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the twenty-two captains who commanded the 
battle-ships and armored cruisers in 1906, but 
five had ever had any previous experience in 
responsible positions of secondary command 
upon a battle-ship or armored cruiser.

This condition in regard to age comes from a 
system of promotion which exists only in the 
navy  of the United States. Once out of the 
Naval Academy, the column of officers forms 
and passes on in Indian file, changed practically 
not at all but by death or retirement. The 
other navies of the world have a process of 
selection for all officers above the rank of lieu
tenant. Those lower officers who are not 
selected for promotion are retired at a certain 
age. And this has given foreign countries picked 
men of lower ages for their important stations. 
It can be said, without the slightest criticism of 
the men now in the command of our navy, that 
our system must be changed to allow the selec
tion of our higher officers. It will not only give 
us younger men, selected for their work, at the 
head of our battle f leet : it will awaken through
out the service a healthful stimulus of ambition 
which does not now exist.

Captain Fiske’s Arraignment
Captain Bradley A. Fiske, recognized as one of 
the ablest officers in our service, summed up 
this matter in a paper in the proceedings of 
the United States Naval Institute of last Ju n e :  
“ Not to utilize able men until they are old,”  
he said, “ is to violate the fundamental principle 
on which every great organization has built 
its greatness. Since we have always violated 
this principle [the right man in the right place], 
can we wonder that we have on our hands so 
many ships that have eaten up our appropri
ations and our allowance of officers and men, 
without adequate return? Can we wonder that 
our navy got down to where it was in 1882; that 
we left torpedoes out of our ships; that we 
have installed inturning screws in thirty-seven 
vessels; that we have put sighting-hoods on 
turrets, when parallel mirrors were used on 
fortifications by Leonardo da Vinci four hun
dred years ago; that we have no naval range- 
finder, no battle signals, no general staff; that 
we have put the steam-whistle where it deafens 
the officers of the deck and the lookouts while 
they are listening for fog signals; that our con
ning-towers are not adapted to their purpose; 
that we have no means of steering a compass 
course in battle; that we have no means of 
handling a fleet in a fog ; that we have acres 
of armor just thick enough to insure the m ax
imum effect of hostile shell; that we have 
smoke-stacks unnecessarily high, which inter
fere with fire-control and in signaling; that

most of our flag-officers have never learned to 
be flag-officers; that we have no clear ideas of 
naval strategy or tactic ;  and are only begin
ning to have a definite naval p o l ic y ? ”

President Roosevelt on Officers' Age
President Roosevelt has been trying for three 
consecutive years, without results, to change 
this system of promotion. He summed the 
whole case up most excellently in a special

message on the subject on December 17, 1906. 
In this he said: “ Under the present archaic 
system of promotion, without parallel in the 
navy  of any other first-class power, captains are 
commissioned at the average age of fifty-six, 
and rear-admirals at the average age of sixty. 
The following table gives the age of the youngest 
captains and flag-officers, with the average 
years in grade, in the navies of Great Britain, 
France, Germany, Japan , and the United States.

C a p t a i n s  S e a - g o i n g  F l a g - O f f i c e r s

Age Average years 
in grade

Age Average years 
in grade

Great Britain 35 1 1 . 2 45 8.0
France 47 9.5 53 1 4 .2
Germany 42 6.2 51 6.0
Japan 3 8 8.0 44 11.0
United States 55 4.5 59 1.5

T H E  A M E R I C A N  N A V Y ' S  O P E N  T U R R E T

This drawing, based upon a plan published in the Scientific A m er
ican, shows the guns standing directly above the unprotected 
handling-room and the magazine. The ammunition-car, shown at 
the bottom o f  the plan, slides up on the steel guide extending above 
it to the gun. This car is entirely unprotected. The horizontal 
black line indicates the temporary partition between the turret 

proper and the handling-room.



260 T H E  N E E D S  O F  O U R  N A V Y

The facts shown in this table are startling, and 
earnest attention is invited to them.”

The President’s appeal for a new personnel 
bill for the navy in the last Congress was again 
unsuccessful, although he showed clearly that 
it would not only give our service officers of 
proper age and experience in service, but would 
save the department five million dollars in the 
next seven years.

Ten Days o f Battle D rill in Nine Years
But, unfortunately, not only have the com
manders of our fleet reached their position 
at an advanced age, with no training for 
actual command, but there has been no ade
quate practice given to the fleet itself. There 
is no navy in the world that has so little battle 
drill as ours. Since the Spanish war in 1898 
we have had just ten days of actual battle 
manoeuvers — about sixty or eighty hours in 
nine years, and that only after the sharp criti
cism of The Navy had driven our ships to sea 
some months ago. England and France spend 
several weeks of every year in competitive 
tactical manoeuvers, in which two divisions of 
their fleets are pitted against each other in 
movements simulating actual war operations. 
Our fleet to-day stands practically without 
battle practice. Such a system for a college 
foot-ball team would excite general public 
ridicule by its absurdity.

Yet, the criticism of the drill of our navy 
cannot cease here. Its general practice evo
lutions, which are the primary school for the 
battle tactics, compare most unfavorably with 
those of foreign navies. The French squadrons, 
for example, stand out to sea for work for five 
days a week during a large part of the year; the 
remaining days are spent in a home port. In 
place of this practical and efficient system, 
which also gives the officers and men a chance 
for a home life upon shore, our fleet is sent upon 
extended cruises at sea, far less valuable as prac
tice and far less agreeable to the officers and 
men.

No more impressive object-lesson of the 
necessity of preparing a fleet for war in time of 
peace could be found than the pathetic little 
four hours’ drill of the Russian fleet on the eve 
of the battle of Tsoushima, as described by 
Captain Semenoff in his personal reminiscences 
of that great sea-fight. “ Once again,” he says, 

and for the last time, we were forcibly reminded 
of the old truism that a ‘ fleet’ is created by long 
years of practice at sea in time of peace. . . . 
Admiral Togo, on the other hand, had com
manded his squadron continuously for eight 
years without hauling down his flag. Five of 
the vice-admirals and seven of the rear-

admirals taking part in the Tsoushima battle, 
in command of squadron, ships, or as junior 
flag-officers, were his old comrades and 
pupils, having been educated under his com
mand.”

The United States is not in the condition in 
regard to tactics of the Russian fleet at Tsou
shima, but it is certainly in no condition to go to 
war. In this, as in the matter of the equipment 
of our ships, it is consistently five years behind 
the first-class navies of the world.

The Bureau Management o f the Navy
The immediate question which occurs to every 
one upon learning these facts is: How can such 
a state of affairs be possible? Some of the 
conditions, especially those of the material 
equipment, are so absurd that they seem abso
lutely impossible. How can any human being, 
or set of human beings, place the armor of a 
battle-ship under water? How can they place 
their greatest guns directly above an open shaft 
leading to a powder-magazine? How can they, 
year after year, build ships so low that they 
cannot fire a great percentage of their guns 
under conditions which must almost certainly 
be met in naval warfare? How is it possible 
that blunders of these proportions can be per
petuated? The answer to this is simply that 
no human being is responsible for this thing.
It is done by a system —  an organization so 
constituted that its very nature compels it to 
perpetuate mistakes.

The Navy Department of the United States 
is operated, under its Secretary, by a bureau 
system. The Secretary is a civilian —  gener
ally, in recent years, a lawyer, passing on from 
this stepping-stone to a higher political career. 
The conduct of the department must, naturally, 
come into the hands of the bureaus beneath 
him. There are seven of these— Navigation, 
Ordnance, Equipment, Construction and Re
pair, Steam-engineering, Supplies and Ac
counts, and Medicine and Surgery. The 
United States Navy is built, equipped, and 
operated. by these bureaus. The criticisms 
of the navy all come back to them. They are, 
when these criticisms are to be acted upon, 
practically both judge and defendant. Natu
rally, they acquit the defendant almost inva
riably. This kills the criticism.

Fifteen Years’ Fight fo r  a Safe Turret
The open turrets of our navy have been pro
tested against since they were first built, at 
least fifteen years ago. In 1898 the attention 
of the department was invited specifically to 
this defect, and to the fact that it existed 
in none of the foreign navies, all of which
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had their handling-rooms carefully separated 
from the turrets proper. In 1901 Admiral 
George C. Remey, then commander-in-chief 
of the China station, brought the matter 
to the personal attention of the Secretary of the 
Navy and earnestly recommended that the 
defect be corrected.

In July, 1901, the three chiefs of the bureaus 
of Ordnance, Steam-engineering, and Con
struction and Repair, after receiving letters 
urging that some action be taken to do away 
with exposure of the magazines in our new bat
tle-ships, said, concerning the turrets of the 
Kentucky class: “ A base-ball tossed into one of 
the ports would fall directly into the thirteen- 
inch handling-room, opening into which are the 
thirteen-inch magazines and below which are 
some of the eight-inch magazines. . . . There can 
be no reasonable doubt that a large or even 
medium caliber shell in the thirteen-inch turret 
would, in all probability, explode the thirteen- 
inch and eight-inch magazines, as well as the 
five-inch magazines that are immediately ad
jacent to them, thus involving the complete 
destruction of the vessel.”

The fact that this fault of turret construction 
is common to all the battle-ships of the navy 
was perfectly clear. Protests against it con
tinued; but not only was it not corrected, but 
the same design of turret was put into all of the 
new battle-ships.

In 1903 Lieutenant Beecher of the Maine fell 
from top to bottom of an open turret in that 
ship, and broke his neck. Early in the same 
year, Admiral C. E. Clark of Oregon fame, com
menting upon a fatal explosion on board the 
battle-ship Massachusetts, said: “If the accident 
on board the Massachusetts had happened in 
either of the large turrets, instead of nine men, a 

 ship’s company and a battle-ship would prob
ably have been destroyed.” He urged strongly 
that some change be made. Still there were no 
changes in the design of the open turret.

On April 13, 1904, a flare-back from a gun in the 
twelve-inch turret of the Missouri sent burning 
powder grains straight down into the handling- 
room. The powder charges in the handling- 
room immediately ignited. Thirty-two men 
in the turret of the handling-room were killed 
by the flames and poisonous gases. A seaman 
in the magazine, with wonderful presence of 
mind, clapped a metal powder-can, wrapped in 
his coat, into the opening in the magazine 
door, through which the powder was being 
passed, and kept the fire from the magazine.

The Board of Construction, made up of 
bureau heads, gave out the statement that 
measures had been taken to correct the defects 
in our turrets. It also stated that nothing had

been found on file in the Bureau of Ordnance or 
Construction and Repair indicating any well- 
substantiated criticism from the service. No
thing more was done for two years.

On April 13, 1906, just two years after the 
accident on the Missouri, a charge of powder 
was ignited from an electrical short circuit in a 
main turret of the Kearsarge. The burning 
powder fell down into the handling-room again; 
but, fortunately, there was no powder there, 
the last charge having been sent up just be
fore the cessation of firing. The imagination 
of the country was now excited, and the press 
began commenting upon the danger. The 
pressure of public censure did what previous 
criticisms from the service had been unable to 
bring about. The turrets were shut off by 
placing a partition in the shaft between them 
and the handling-room. Through this par
tition the charges passed directly up by means 
of an opening provided with automatic shutters.

It was evident that this protection was not 
sufficient. The automatic shutters failed to 
close completely or certainly; the slits through 
which the wire cables passed to lift the cars were 
always open.

On July 15, 1907, another charge of pow
der was set on fire in an eight-inch turret of 
the Georgia. The burning powder grains fell 
directly through the slits of the shutters in this 
partition into the handling-room at the bottom 
of the shaft. The ship would certainly have 
been lost if, again, the presence of mind of her 
sailors had not saved her. The men in charge 
of the handling-room immediately closed the 
magazines, grabbed up the bags of powder, and 
carried them to a place of safety before they 
could be set on fire.

The Board of Construction was not disturbed 
by this. It proceeded with its plans to install 
the same open turret in the latest battle-ships, 
the twenty-thousand-ton dreadnoughts now 
under construction. But, in the meantime, the 
affair had gotten on the nerves of the sea-going 
service, living on the craters of these miniature 
volcanoes. A solid protest of the officers of the 
fleet compelled the appointment of a turret 
board of officers with actual turret service. 
Without hesitation, this board demanded the 
adoption of a practical design of a foreign turret 
separating the turret proper from the magazine. 
And now, after fifteen years of protest, the 
two newest ships in our navy, when they are 
launched about three years from now, will have 
the protection of their magazines which every 
battle-ship in every country of the world has 
always had. But no steps have yet been taken to 
give proper protection to our war-ships now 
afloat.
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W hy the B u rea u  M ust R esist R efo rm

Such is the history of one action of the n avy 
bureau system . From the exam ple of these 
fifteen years of struggle to correct one of the 
ghastliest m istakes conceivable can easily be 
inferred the difficulties attending the correction 
of minor faults. Barbarous as it seems, this 
episode of the open turret establishes no charge 
of inhum anity to any man or group of men. It 
was sim ply the necessary product of an abso
lutely im practicable organization, whose very 
nature compels it to resist im provem ent.

The policies instituted by bureaus like these 
involve the expenditure of millions of dollars. 
It is clearly contrary to all reason to expect a 
board which initiated and developed such 
policies to do anything but defend them. Their 
reversal mean? confession, as in the case of the 
open turret, of fatal blunders, costing a tremen
dous sum to rectify. So long as any system 
exists which both originates the plans for the 
navy, and has the right to pass judgm ent on 
the criticism of those plans, so long will the 
first interest of the men in charge of it be to 
crush all radical departures from the policies 
to which they stand committed.

But, more than that, the men in charge of 
these bureaus must, by the nature of their 
work, be made incompetent for the greatest 
tasks which are put upon them. The regular 
duties of the chiefs of bureaus in the conduct of 
their particular work are naturally m any and 
exacting. Tons of reports pass over their desks 
in the course of a year; they must be absorbed 
in the endless details of their specialties. But 
practical criticisms of machinery must always 
come from those who use it ; and the practical 
criticism of the mechanism of the n avy must 
come from the sea-going officers on our ships. 
The chiefs of bureaus cannot get the experience 
necessary for th is; their knowledge of the 
subject must be largely theoretical, and even 
that knowledge is restricted by the time required 
by their routine duties.

The R epelling o f  the A m erican  Inventor

But the bureau system is not only impervious 
to demands for reform ; it is equally incapable 
of initiating great improvements of its own. 
American inventors are easily the leaders of 
the world. W hy is it that the American N avy 
is at least five years behind its competitors 
in practically all its mechanical devices? The 
answer is sim ple: It is because the bureau 
system, as at present constituted, insists on 
doing all its work itself, except in some isolated 
instances. E very  little specification must be 
worked out by a bureau. The taker of a

c o n t r a c t  in t h e  N avy  D e p a r t m e n t  c a n n o t  use 
h is  b r a i n s  a t  a l l ;  h e  m u s t  s i m p l y  f o l l o w  out 
t h e s e  s p e c i f i c a t i o n s  m e c h a n i c a l l y .

In other words, the m echanical genius of 
Am erica is absolutely barred from applying 
itself to the problems of the n avy. Herre
shoff, the designer of the yachts with which 
Am erica beats the world, was once the maker 
of the best torpedo-boat our n avy  ever owned. 
The policy of the n avy has driven him to refuse 
all work from it. He is a designer, not a 
mechanic, and he insists upon being treated as 
such. The best part of H olland’s life was 
wasted in trying to convince our navy of 
the value of the submarine. Hotchkiss and 
Maxim were forced to sell their rapid-fire guns 
abroad.

Foreign governm ents, on the other hand, are 
ready enough to enlist private talent in de
signing and constructing their navies, and 
practically all the great im provem ents in naval 
m aterial come from private individuals and 
firms. Arm strong, V ickers &  Maxim , Thorney
croft, Schichau, Norm and, and Krupp are 
known across the world. Their plants and 
personnel are especially equipped to improve 
the methods of w arfare. Such individual 
firms as these have evolved nearly everything 
in the advanced equipment of the navies of 
to-day. Their inventions go immediately to 
foreign governments who patronize them. Our 
n avy sim ply adopts them from the navies 
which secure them first. For this reason, we 
are continually some five years late ; for this 
reason, we never yet have launched a man-of- 
war which, in some essential fighting quality, 
was not already obsolete when it was launched.

This is what the bureau system  does, or, 
rather, I should say, a part of what it does. I 
am discussing a great main point here, the 
efficiency of the American N a v y ; I will not turn 
aside to the consideration of the disastrous 
waste of money by this bureau system ; a 
waste which is estim ated to reach, in the con
duct of our navy-yards alone, the tremendous 
total of from ten to tw enty million dollars every 
year —  enough to build us two new battle-ships 
annually. There is no criticism of the char
acter or motives of the men at the head of this 
bureau system ; the Am erican N avy  I believe 
to be above all suspicion of graft. But as a 
system for the intelligent conduct of business 
it is sim ply impossible. It must work wrong; 
it must make for a tremendous waste of money. 
But, worse than all, it cannot possibly give us 
the one thing we must have, an efficient navy. 
This is no new discovery. Various secretaries 
of the n avy have seen it. President Roosevelt 
himself, as early as 1903, recommended the
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abolishment of this system, and recommended 
the organization which must be substituted.

O ur F irst Need
W hat is needed is quite clear. The Secretary 
of the N avy , being a civilian, generally with a 
short tenure of office, must have expert advisers. 
There must be a board behind him whose 
opinion he is legally authorized by Congress to 
accept. This board, in the first place, must 
know exactly  the views of the actual sea-going 
service; in the second place, it must have no 
hand itself in carrying out the details of its own 
advice —  it must delegate this to others. Every  
country in the world but ours has a body of this 
kind at the head of its navy, and it is this 
which President Roosevelt in 1903 recom
mended that Congress provide for ours.

There is, and always will be from interested 
quarters, opposition to an advisory board of 
this kind. But it must come, for it is the only 
reasonable solution of our great and difficult 
problem. There must be in our navy  some 
general expert board, made up of men with 
ample experience in sea-going service, in which 
is centered responsibility for advising the 
Secretary on all matters pertaining to the effi
ciency of the navy. It will see that the requests 
for improvement by the sea-going officers of the 
service are given attention; it will present the 
requirements demanded for new fighting-ships 
to the Secretary, who will see that the bureaus 
fulfil them, regardless of tradition; it will enlist 
the genius of American inventors into the 
service of the department; it will advise the 
Secretary as to the proper men to command our 
ships; and it will see that our fleet is properly 
drilled for battle. It will not bring about the 
millennium, but it will bring about a reasonable 
efficiency of equipment and preparation for 
war, and place us in this respect on a basis of 
equality with foreigners.

I know very well that this article will be 
criticized in some quarters as unpatriotic and 
unappreciative of our navy. It is nothing of 
the sort. No one can be more appreciative 
of the American N a v y  than myself, after ten 
years of familiarity with it —  a closer sea-going 
acquaintance, I believe, than any other civilian 
possesses. I believe there are no better men or 
officers in any other navy in the world; I am 
perfectly familiar with the marvelous improve
ment in the gunnery of our navy during the last 
ten years ; I am personally confident that this 
personnel, with its extraordinary skill, would 
fight valiantly in battle against any navy in the

world. This is not a criticism of our n a v y ;  it is 
a criticism of its equipment— of the poor tools 
which are given our men to work with, and of 
the system which is responsible for giving them 
these tools.

Roosevelt's Great Accom plishm ent
The skill of our gun-crews has increased from 
the bare four per cent, of shots which struck 
Cervera’s fleet at Santiago, at an average dis
tance of 2,800 yards, to the average of over 
thirty per cent, of hits made by the twelve- 
inch guns of the Atlantic fleet, at a target of 
thirty by sixty feet, at a distance of from five to 
nine thousand yards, during the battle practice 
of this autumn. But these improvements were 
made, not because of the present organization 
and management of our navy, but in spite of 
it. Captain Fiske, in a recent paper, has stated 
the exact case. In regard to the ultra-con
servatism shown when the manifest neglect of 
target practice was brought to the attention of 
the department, and a rational method of train
ing was recommended by certain junior officers, 
he points out that the resistance was so effec
tive that it rendered reform impossible, until 
a civilian, President Roosevelt, forced the de
partment to adopt the measures which have 
produced such highly satisfactory results. It 
was also the powerful influence of the President 
that finally overcame the “ conservatism”  that 
resisted the design of ships armed with twelve- 
inch guns only. In these, and in many other 
matters, he has enabled progressive opinion 
in the service to exert its influence in the di
rection of improvement.

But President Roosevelt, after accomplishing 
this great work for the navy, is nearing the end of 
his term. Another President, with less interest 
in this branch of the government, may succeed 
him. But, whether this occurs or not, it is high 
time that the navy itself be in a position to 
conduct its affairs efficiently. To do this, it 
must have a new system of management. 
There is only one means by which this can be 
attained —  by the arousing of public opinion, 
and the enlistment of its influence to bring this 
change about. My purpose in this article 
is merely the arousing of this public opin
ion. I am exposing nothing whatever that 
the naval authorities of other countries do 
not already know. I am telling no national 
secrets to foreigners. I am merely informing 
the American public of conditions which it 
should have known of long ago; and my only 
hope is that, knowing them, it will correct them.
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AS Marcia came into the as
sem bly-hall she was greeted 
with some effusiveness by 
the little group of teachers 
about the door. She re
turned their salutations in
differently, aware of the fact 

that they were sim ply a tribute to her position 
as wife of the superintendent of schools. One 
of the teachers, young Miss Bryan , slipped her 
hand through M arcia’s arm officiously and 
started with her across the room to the seat 
saved for her. Miss B ryan ’s manner, as they 
walked across the room together, was very  con
fidential —  affectionate, even ; and all the time 
there was nervousness and distrust in the light- 
blue eyes that she turned on Marcia. H alf-w ay 
across the crowded hall, the meaning of it —  
the reason w hy her husband had told her to 
come this afternoon, w hy he had brought her 
up to the hall at the last minute, w hy he had 
turned her over to this woman —  flashed upon 
M arcia. It was Miss Bryan whom Cameron 
h abitually  drove home from school in his 
phaeton; probably there had been gossip about 
the two —- gossip which Cameron hoped to 
silence by this public appearance of his wife 
with Miss Bryan . Tw o years ago M arcia would 
have given the attentive onlookers a tableau 
calculated to m ake them stare and gasp and 
nudge one another and whisper covertly  for the 
rest of the afternoon; but now her pale face 
never changed; she answered Miss B ryan ’s re
m arks with w eary c iv ility ; she even suffered 
passively  the hand on her arm.

A s she settled herself in her seat and looked 
about her, she was struck suddenly b y the 
fam iliarity  of it all —  the rows on rows of faces, 
the glaring light, the heat, the hum of low- 
pitched voices. How often, in her girlhood 
days, had she been, as now, one of a great crowd 
assembled to hear Cameron sp e a k ! She re
called her old emotions intellectually; there 
was no m om entary thrill in her breast of the 
rapture and pride which had once filled her.

In the little village in which Marcia had 
grown up, Cameron had been a great man, 
sought after, deferred to, flattered, made much 
of in every w ay —  as he was here also, as he had 
been in the town in which they had lived for the 
first three years after they were married. No 
wonder M arcia’s heart had beat high at the 
thought that this clever, experienced man 
should have interested himself in her —  in her, 
a little school-girl just out of short dresses; 
should want to m arry h e r ! Marcia had won
dered m any times in the last four years if he 
had wanted to m arry her, or whether he had 
sim ply drifted into a position from which it was 
difficult to extricate himself without hurting 
her, wounding her pride, exposing her to mali
cious comment, and drawing upon himself, 
moreover, prom pt vengeance from her swarm 
of relatives. Perhaps if he had known how 
soon he was to leave Northampton, to put him
self beyond reach of its gossip and its cabals, 
out of sight of M arcia’s changed face, he might 
have hesitated long before making her his wife.

It was only two weeks after their wedding 
that he was offered a better position in a dis
tant State. How aghast she had been when he 
told her about i t ! Leave her mother and 
father, Josie , all the kind, fam iliar faces? Never 
for a moment had she contemplated such a 
possibility. That very afternoon she had been 
planting lilacs along the fence, and speculating 
as to how long it would be before they began to 
blossom. She went to work frantically to dis
suade Cameron from going, not much doubting 
that he would listen to her —  she was so used 
to being listened to. Marcia smiled dryly now 
at her sanguineness. That night she had got 
the first of m any lessons.

Suddenly she realized that somebody was 
saying her name —  had said it several times. 
It was Miss Bryan. She was introducing 
Marcia to Mrs. Birkhoff, the wife of the presi
dent of the Board of Education, for whom a 
seat had been reserved beside Marcia

Mrs. Birkhoff was a decidedly imposing
264
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woman, large and stately, and dressed in 
clothes both handsome and becoming. Beside 
her Marcia felt very little and crooked and ill- 
dressed. She tried to pull down her short wool 
skirt so that it would hide her shabby shoes; 
she hastily took off her mittens and laid them 
in her lap. Mrs. Birkhoff began at once to talk 
to Marcia about the new high-school building 
and some trouble that they had been having 
with the architect. Marcia echoed in rather 
parrotlike fashion Mrs. Birkhoff’s expression of 
opinion, ashamed to admit that she knew no
thing about the subject under discussion. A 
minute later Mrs. Birkhoff expressed her regret 
that Marcia had not been able to come to the 
high-school teachers’ luncheon on Saturday; 
everybody had been much disappointed, she 
said, at not seeing her. Marcia flushed and 
answered somewhat awkwardly. Cameron had 
said not a word to her about any luncheon. 
Finally Mrs. Birkhoff gave up carrying on a 
conversation with Marcia, and addressed her
self to the people on the other side of her. 
Marcia had a depressed feeling that she had 
acquitted herself very poorly.

She felt more at ease with two or three men 
who came up to shake hands with her after 
Cameron had made his speech, school men from 
other towns, interested in the same line of work 
in which Cameron was interested. They got to 
talking about the fact that in the United States 
the social rank of one generation was often very 
different from that of the generation immedi
ately preceding; and Marcia straightway told 
them the story of Josie, and of how, after work
ing for twenty years for Marcia’s mother, wash
ing and ironing, scrubbing floors, building fires, 
cooking, and taking care of the cow, Josie had 
gone West and had married there —  married a 
prosperous ranchman who since had died and 
left her richer than anybody in Northampton —  
even the brewer.

Marcia described very animatedly a visit 
Josie had recently made to Northampton, as 
Marcia’s mother had told about it in her last 
letter. Josie had come to the house decked 
out in a brown velvet dress, a long sealskin 
cloak, a hat with enough trimming on it for 
five ordinary hats, and a marvelous false pom
padour. She was the same old Josie, however, 
in spite of her changed circumstances. Find
ing Mrs. Hilton in the middle of her weekly 
cleaning, before she had been in the house 

 fifteen minutes she had shed her velvet dress 
and false pompadour and was down on her 

 knees scrubbing. Marcia made it all very 
funny, and the men who were listening to her 
story laughed a great deal as she told it. They 
evidently approved of her. The eyes of one of

them in particular dwelt on her with an indul
gent and kindly expression that made her think 
suddenly of a little Irish boy whom she had 
known long ago, a boy who always looked at 
her with just such uncritical blue eyes.

Suddenly she noticed that Cameron’s gaze 
was fixed upon her; his face wore a look of such 
anger that she stopped short in the middle of a 
sentence, and went on with a decided effort. 
What had she done to displease him? Did he 
think that she had not exerted herself to be 
agreeable to Mrs. Birkhoff and was exerting 
herself to be agreeable to these men? Was she 
talking too loudly, perhaps —  using too many 
undignified expressions —  confiding too much 
about her personal affairs? It might be that 
he had overheard some of her affectionate talk 
about Josie. Josie had not liked Cameron, had 
not wanted Marcia to marry h im, had gone 
about the house for weeks before the wedding 
with red eyes and unsmiling face. Finally 
Marcia had quarreled outright with Josie be
cause of some slighting remark which she had 
made about Cameron, and had gone away with
out saying good-by to her —  without saying 
good-by to Josie, who had rocked Marcia in her 
arms as a baby, had nursed her through scarlet 
fever and measles and chickenpox, had com
forted her in her childish troubles, and had been 
a part of all her childish joys, and who later, 
when Marcia was a young lady, had stayed up 
nights to iron her ruffled white underskirts, and 
had spent all her earnings on sashes and brace
lets for Marcia ! Marcia never thought now of 
those last weeks of estrangement without a 
pang of regret that she should have been so 
hard-hearted, so unforgiving. Many times she 
had been on the point of writing to Josie, but 
fear of Cameron’s displeasure had kept her from 
doing it. Perhaps Josie had understood the 
meaning of Marcia’s silence; at any rate, she 
was as foolish about Marcia as ever, Marcia’s 
mother said. She could not speak of Marcia 
without tears coming to her eyes; she made 
Mrs. Hilton promise to send her word when 
Marcia next came home for a visit; she would 
travel a thousand miles to see Marcia, she 
declared.

As soon as possible, Marcia left the people to 
whom she was talking, and went over to where 
her wraps lay. She felt very limp and weak all 
of a sudden; for the first time, it occurred to her 
that she had eaten no luncheon.

On the drive home, Cameron did not once 
speak. Once or twice Marcia ventured a 
nervous compliment. He made no answer.

The washerwoman met Marcia at the back 
door. She was waiting to get her pay for the 
day’s work; she had finished the washing an
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hour ago, she said. Marcia ran out to  the sta
ble, where Cameron was unharnessing the 
horses, and asked him for money to give the 
woman. He paid no attention at all t o  her 
request until it had been repeated three tim es; 
then he said brusquely that he did not have a 
dollar and a half. M arcia stood there silently 
for a minute, then went back to the house very 
slowly. The washerwoman listened stonily to 
her apologies; Marcia fairly  hated her for mak
ing the situation so em barrassing.

Cameron sat at the dinner-table reading a 
newspaper, while his steak and potatoes got 
colder and colder. F inally he took a taste of 
each, a swallow of coffee, and got up and went 
into the library. For a long time Marcia sat 
before the deserted table, with idle hands, star
ing into vacancy. She was very  tired. She 
wished that somewhere there were a little hole 
into which she could crawl, a little narrow, dark 
place with just room for her, with no windows, 
no doors —  a place that would be all her own.

The next morning, when she went up-stairs 
to tell Cameron that breakfast was ready, she 
saw that he was dressed with unusual care, and 
that a half-packed suit-case stood by the foot of 
the bed. This meant that he was going to the 
Teachers’ Convention in St. Louis that week. 
Marcia wondered a little at her apathy. Last 
year, when he had announced that he was going 
to spend his vacation away from home, she had 
told him stormily her opinion of such a proceed
ing, and, till the last minute, had fought bit
terly against his going. W hy had she cared so 
much? She did not care now; she believed 
that she was even glad.

Breakfast was as silent as dinner had been 
the night before. Only once did Cameron 
speak. The canary-bird in the window, hear
ing the robins chirping outside, began to sing 
madly, and sang and sang, in a frenzy of joy. 
“ I wish you’d put something over that bird!”  
Cameron growled finally, without looking up. 
Marcia rose and covered the cage with a napkin, 
effectually silencing all song.

She was standing on the porch, putting up 
some stout cords for the madeira-vines to run 
on, when Cameron announced to her that he 
was going to St. Louis. She made no comment 
—  did not ask how long he would be gone, nor 
what his address would be, nor whether or not 
he would find time to w rite; she simply raised 
her head and looked at him, then turned back 
to what she was doing. He stood there for a 
minute, observing her with rather uneasy eyes; 
then he wheeled about and went briskly down 
the walk.

After Marcia had finished her task, she went 
over to the steps and sat down in the sunshine.

Cameron had no tolerance for a disorderly 
house; if he had been here, she would not have 
dared leave the breakfast-dishes sitting on the 
dining-room table, the kitchen unswept, the 
beds unmade. There was something mildly 
exhilarating in loafing here in the sunshine 
while there was all this work still to be done. 
It was a beautiful spring d a y ; the air was soft 
and balm y, filled with sweet sm ells; birds were 
chirping on every side. Marcia watched some 
white and yellow butterflies fluttering around a 
flowering-currant bush, and was almost happy.

Suddenly she realized that a man had ap
proached, was raising his cap, asking if she was 
Mrs. Cameron. He had an express package for 
her, he said. For the first time, Marcia remem
bered that it was her twenty-second birthday.

She told him to take the boxes —  there were 
two of them —  into the lower hall. A fter a 
while she went in to see what was in them. 
She opened the smaller one first. It contained 
a house-gown which her mother had made for 
her. Marcia turned it over thoughtfully; it was 
made as carefully as a b ab y ’s christening-robe. 
She was sorry that her mother had not put all 
this time and trouble into making something 
else —  something that she could wear. Cam
eron did not approve of these loose, flowing 
gow ns; she never wore them any more.

In the bottom of the box in which the dress 
came was a letter from her mother. In the 
other box, she said, were some things that 
had been in M arcia’s room at hom e; when 
they had been putting the store-room in 
order, they had come across these things, and 
nothing would do M arcia’s father but that he 
send them to Marcia. Somewhere in the box 
he had put fifteen dollars; Marcia must be sure 
to find it. It was very little, but the drug-store 
was not bringing in much these days.

Marcia laboriously hauled the box up-stairs 
to a little unused bedroom in the back part of 
the house which had often been for her a place 
of refuge, and there pried up the cover of the 
box and began taking out the things that it 
held. Here were the blue vases that Josie had 
given her on her sixteenth b irth d ay; here the 
little picture of St. Cecilia that she had got as a 
prize in Sunday-school; here was the work- 
basket that Uncle John had made for her, and 
the cut-glass perfume-bottles that had been her 
great-grandm other’s. Here was her old song- 
book, yellowed with age, the leaves ready to fall 
out. Marcia turned them over musingly. “ The 
Garden of Sleep,”  “ B eauty ’s E yes,”  “ In the 
G loam ing” — how m any times she had sung 
each one of them ! “ O F air Dove, O Fond 
D ove” — that was Jo s ie ’s favorite. Marcia 
thought with sudden longing of her little organ,



F I E L D I N G  B A L L 267

" ' P o o r  l i t t l e  b i r d ! '  s h e  s a i d  s o f t l y "

packed away in the store-room. It was no 
accident that it was wedged between a heavy 
stove and a massive oak cupboard, where no 
effort of hers could move it. She had spoken 
to Cameron one day about the possibility of 
getting it out, and he had said brusquely that 
there was no place in the house for it. Marcia 
had understood.

She found the money at last in the little shell 
purse, along with various childish treasures put 
there long ago —  among them the locket that 
Rob McNeill had given her. Rob McNeill was 
the Irish boy with the kind, admiring eyes. 
Poor R o b ! All one beautiful autumn he had

worked in the tannery from the time school was 
out till dark, every night, to earn the money to 
buy that locket. She had worn it for a week or 
two; then somebody had given her a string of 
coral beads, and she had tucked the locket 
away out of sight and forgotten it utterly. Rob 
had asked once wistfully about it. She put it 
now on a piece of string lying there, and fast
ened it around her neck, smiling rather sadly as 
she did it. She wondered if Rob ever thought 
of her any more. Rob was twenty-eight now. 
She tried to imagine what he must look like —  
into what sort of man he had grown. Some
where here there was a little old album in which, 
as she remembered, there was a picture of him, 
taken when he was fifteen, just before he went 
West with his people. When she finally found 
the picture, she stared with some surprise into 
the comely young face looking out at her. She 
had not realized that Rob was handsome.

The sound of a supper-bell in the next house 
made her start and look nervously at the west
ern sky. She shivered. She dreaded the com
ing of night. A sudden inspiration came to her. 
Why not bring a cot into this little room and 
sleep here, instead of in the great room at the 
other end of the hall? She hated that room, 
with its massive walnut furniture, its heavy 
draperies, its dark rugs, all old, all belonging to 
a past in which she had no part. They were 
Cameron’s, these things —  had been his mo
ther’s before him. She had no more feeling of 
ownership when they came to them than as if 
she had been a paid housekeeper. There was 
no reason why she should have; she had none 
of the rights of a mistress in the house. She 
had learned, finally, that she was not privileged 
even to carry a chair from one room to the next; 
Cameron was sure to haul it back, with needless 
violence of movement. Once, in cleaning a 
mirror in a hurry, she had scratched it; she had 
never forgotten the look which Cameron gave 
her when he noticed it, nor the tone in which he 
had spoken to her.

She rose stiffly to her feet, and hurried off to 
get the cot. When she finished making it up, it 
looked very inviting to her, with its white 
sheets and white coverlet. She lifted idly from 
the heap of things on the floor the huge fan 
made of scraps of gaudy wall-paper, and hung 
it on a nail over the bed; on the right of it she 
fastened a picture of “ Little Daisy,”  a pink
cheeked angelic child with a sheaf of very yellow 
wheat over one bare shoulder.

A sudden energy took possession of her. She 
lugged into the closet the old rubbish scattered 
about the room, and got a broom and swept 
the floor; then she brought in her sewing-table, 
and covered it with her prettiest luncheon-
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cloth, and put on it the little old brass tea
kettle and the Japanese cups and saucers that 
she had left at home when she married, feeling 
somewhat disdainful of them after a look at 
Cameron’s samovar and exquisite old-fashioned 
china. She fastened half a dozen more pic
tures on the wall, and brought her photographs 
of the people at home and ranged them on a 
little shelf in the corner, Rob’s picture among 
them. Then she looked about her delightedly. 
How pretty, how homelike, the little room 
was! She would have supper here now, and 
then go to bed.

She had settled herself again in the room, 
when she remembered with sudden remorse the 
canary-bird, still covered with the napkin 
which she had thrown over it at breakfast-time 
that morning. She ran down-stairs to get it.

“ Poor little bird!” she said softly, as she 
lifted the cage from the hook on which it hung. 
“ All day in the dark! And just for singing —- 
for feeling happy and showing it the only way 
you knew how! Never you mind, little bird. 
To-morrow, and the next day, and the next, 
you shall sing to your heart’s content!”

Marcia went to sleep early. When she first 
opened her eyes again the sun was shining into 
her room. She could hardly believe, for a min
ute, that the night, with its threatening shad
ows, its strange creakings, its ghostly footsteps 
that came and went, was over without her once 
waking, to listen, and tremble, and wait. She 
sprang out of bed with a strange feeling of light
heartedness, an unwonted interest in the day 
before her. All that day, and part of the next, 
she scrubbed and cleaned and polished, washed 
and ironed, hammered and sawed. By three 
o’clock on the afternoon of the second day the 
room was in a state of perfect order and cleanli
ness, and Marcia, dressed in street-clothes, was 
drawing on her gloves preparatory to going out. 
It was in an almost hilarious humor that she 
came back to the house an hour and a half later, 
her arms full of parcels. She went with them 
to the little hall bedroom, and sat down there to 
unwrap them. It was an odd assortment of 
things that she had bought: the shoes that she 
needed, handkerchiefs, a bottle of perfume, 
some Swiss chocolate, a mirror to hang over her 
dressing-table, and a gay little frame for Rob’s 
picture —  a frame that hid his awkward boy’s 
body, his old-fashioned clothes, the stucco gate 
on which he leaned, and showed only his hand
some, lovable face.

As she was fastening in place the mirror 
which she had bought, she kept getting momen
tary glimpses of herself in it, a somber black- 
gowned figure, strangely out of keeping with 
the little room with its fresh pale-green and pink

draperies. When the mirror was at last in 
place, she stopped before it and gave herself a 
long, attentive survey —  the first in months.

Certainly no one would dream of calling her 
pretty any more. She was not pretty —  
neither was she agreeable-looking. Her face 
had something bleak and forbidding about it, 
somehow. And how thin she was —  how 
round-shouldered! She stared somewhat re
sentfully at her shabby black wool dress— gave 
a disgusted pull to its ill-fitting collar. Any
body would look hideous in such a dress, she 
told herself. She must hunt up a white lace 
scarf of some sort to fasten at her throat, and 
make herself a silk belt to wear in place of this 
clumsy brown leather one. And she must take 
more pains with her hair; with it pulled back 
so tightly from her face and fastened in 
that ugly knot at the back of her head, she 
looked for all the world like some scrubwoman.

She began loosening her hair a little at the 
sides, with nervous, energetic little pulls; finally 
she took it down altogether, and arranged it as 
nearly as she could in the fashion in which the 
high-school girl next door wore hers, in a cor
onal of puffs and braids high on her head. The 
result was surprising. She looked at herself a 
minute, then set to work diligently to separate 
from the rest the short locks about her face, 
dampened them and twisted them around 
her finger, and dampened them again, until 
they began to crinkle and curl as they had of 
old, before she had brushed them back in obedi
ence to Cameron’s command. She began to 
feel somewhat excited. Her hands trembled 
slightly as she took off her black dress and put 
on in its place the delicate-colored, lace- 
trimmed house-gown that her mother had sent 
to her on her birthday. She hurried to the 
mirror, and stared half incredulously at her 
reflection, laughing in an agitated fashion. 
The pale-colored dress, that showed her pretty, 
slender throat and delicate arms, the elabo
rately arranged hair, the mist of soft light curls 
about her face, the eager, awakened look in her 
eyes, had utterly transformed her. She had 
thought that she was irrevocably changed, and 
here was the old Marcia smiling out at her, the 
Marcia that every one had liked, and petted, 
and looked out for, and called pretty names! 
It was like a miracle —  like seeing someone 
come back from the grave!

She ran down to the side-yard to get a bit of 
peach-blossom to put in her hair. As she was 
starting back to the house, a carriage stopped 
at the gate. In it was Mrs. Birkhoff. Marcia 
went skipping out to see what she wanted, well 
pleased that she should have come at just this 
time.
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Mrs. Birkhoff smiled amiably at Marcia, and 
announced that she had a package of books 
there that her husband had asked her to leave 
for Mr. Cameron. Was Mrs. Cameron at home?

“ I am Mrs. Cameron,”  Marcia said, in her 
most affable tone.

All Mrs. Birkhoff’s social training was inade
quate to the situation. She started, stared, 
for a minute was speechless. Then she recov
ered herself partially; but she could not keep 
her surprise and curiosity altogether out of her 
eyes.

They talked for a minute or two of imper
sonal things; then Mrs. Birkhoff said:

‘ ‘ Are you all alone in this big house?”
‘ ‘ All alone!”  Marcia answered, with a some

what impertinent cheerfulness. Let this woman 
pity her if she dared!

“I  should think you would be lonely,”  Mrs. 
Birkhoff said slowly. Something in the look 
that she bent on Marcia made the hot blood 
surge into Marcia’s face.

Five minutes later she ran headlong into her 
little room.

“ She’s a wicked wom an!”  she exclaimed 
vehemently. “ A wicked woman! Or else she 
would never have thought of such a thing!” 
She stood for a minute staring out of the win
dow. Suddenly she started, gave one appalled, 
guilty look at the row of staid familiar faces 
along one wall, then slid down to the floor and 
hid her hot face in the cool white draperies of 
her little bed. After a while she rose, and took 
josie’s photograph from where it stood with the 
rest.

“ Just for a minute,”  she whispered, with a 
little gasp, looking down into Josie’s homely, 
kind face, “ I wished it were true! Just for a 
minute I wished Rob were here, grown up, a 
young man, sitting in that chair over there, 
and smiling at me just as he used to! You 
don’t blame me, do you, Josie?”  Her voice 
was pleading. “ For I am lonesome —  lone
some! And, if he were here, we could have sup
per together; and I’d put salt in his coffee, and 
pepper on his cake —  and he’d act as though it 
were all —- all — funny!”  She laughed a little 
hysterically, and went over to get Rob’s picture, 
in its new frame, and put it on her tea-table. 
“ It’s lucky that you’ re not flesh and blood, 
Rob dear,”  she said, lighting the alcohol-lamp 
under her little kettle, “ for there’s not supper 
enough for tw o !”

On the night that she expected Cameron 
home, she came into her little room with her 
hair done up in exaggeratedly prim fashion, 
and she wore her black dress, with a little pre
cise white lawn bow at her throat, such as is 
affected by old ladies.

“I  am dressed for my part in the play, she 
announced to the row of pictures on the shell, 
with a frivolous little curtsy. I t 's a rather 
difficult part that I have —  difficult lor me, 
that is. I’m supposed to be very meek and 
quiet and well-mannered —  never to answer 
back, or bang around the dishes, or joke with 
the milkman, or say ‘ The dickens!' if I drop 
things on my foot. I’m not supposed to drop 
things on my foot, of course; but, even it I do,
I mustn’ t say ‘ The dickens! ’ ‘ The dickens' is 
a very vulgar exclamation. I learned it from a 
man whom I used to respect in my ignorant 
youth,” — she grinned at the picture of her 
father,— “ but lately I’ ve had reason to think 
that he was a very vulgar man! Good-by, my 
dears; in fifteen minutes the bell will ring, the 
curtain go up. Wish me good lu ck !” Her 
voice sounded somewhat strained and unnatural 
as she finished, but she held her head high and 
smiled persistently. That evening, however, 
she came running up-stairs swiftly, silently, 
like one pursued —  hurried into the little room, 
shut the door quickly, noiselessly, locked it, 
and threw herself down beside the couch in the 
darkness, her cheek against the coverlet. "I 
can’ t stand i t ! ”  she whispered fiercely. “ I 
can’ t stand i t !”  After a few minutes she got 
up and went out, uncomforted.

When she came down the back steps very 
early the next morning, she moved slowly, 
wearily; her eyes were fixed and hopeless. She 
was starting for the grocer’s to get soap and 
bluing; the washerwoman was to come to-day.

As she was making her way down an alley 
on her way home, she saw, a little distance 
ahead of her, the washerwoman in question 
standing talking to a man. It was the woman’s 
husband, Marcia perceived as she drew nearer. 
He was janitor of one of the school buildings; 
Marcia had seen him a number of times. Sud
denly he raised his hand and struck his wife in 
the face. The woman drew away without a 
sound. The man followed her, struck her 
again. She did not turn nor make a motion to 
strike back —  only walked away from him a 
little faster.

Marcia felt as though a great hand had seized 
her and roughly shaken her from her stupor. 
Here was somebody infinitely more miserable 
than she. She thought with sudden shame of 
the months during which this woman had been 
coming to work for her, and of how, in all that 
time, she had never given the woman a friendly 
glance or a friendly word.

Mrs. Bronson appeared that morning at the 
hour at which she always came —  somewhat 
paler, somewhat more sullen than usual, that 
was all, and with a great purplish bruise on
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one cheek. Marcia lingered in the kitchen while 
Mrs. Bronson was gathering up the soiled clothes 
preparatory to starting for the basem ent; she 
longed to show in some w ay the pity that was 
in her heart, but she did not know how.

When she carried Mrs. Bronson's luncheon 
down to her that noon, she took some for her
self as well. “ I ’m going to eat luncheon with 
you ,”  she said shyly. “ Let’s go out on the 
steps that lead up to the yard. It ’s shady 
there now, and very pleasant.”

Mrs. Bronson looked at the carefully arranged 
tra y ; she looked at Marcia. Then suddenly she 
turned aw ay and began vigorously washing a 
towel already clean. Marcia saw that she was 
crying. In a minute M arcia’s arms were 
around her and Marcia was begging her not to 
cry, the tears rolling down her own cheeks.

They went out on the steps after a while and 
ate luncheon there; and Marcia heard all about

Mrs. Bronson’s two little girls, and how smart 
and good they were. That afternoon Marcia 
walked home with Mrs. Bronson, and saw 
them —  shy, solemn-looking little maidens, 
superlatively clean. That night at dinner she 
hardly noticed Cameron’s irritable outbursts, so 
absorbed was she in planning how she could 
make over her white swiss graduating-dress 
into a dress for Em m y.

She started the dress that very night. When 
it was done, she decided to make some aprons 
for the children, and to let them help her. 
They had great fun making the aprons; as they 
worked, Marcia told the children about Goldi
locks, and the Frog Prince, and Faithful John, 
and the Three Little Men in the Wood. The 
children’s adoring eyes, the touch of their warm 
little hands, their kisses,—  the feeling that she 
was helping somebody else to bear her burdens, 
—  brought a strange new peace. Cameron
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was very busy; he came home late, left early; 
she saw little of him.

Then, one day, when she ran down to Mrs. 
Bronson’s with some cookies which she and the 
little girls had made together,—  childishly 
anxious to hear Mrs. Bronson’s admiring com
ments,—  she met Mr. Bronson on the front 
steps of his house. He had been drinking, she 
saw at once. He immediately began to abuse 
Cameron loudly. He had heard, he said, that 
Cameron had been doing some big talking that 
afternoon about getting a new janitor for the 
Morse School; let Cameron say this to him if he 
dared! There was no danger of Cameron’s 
turning him off, the man declared —  not if he 
took fifty holidays! He knew entirely too much 
about Cameron’s carryings-on! He started to 
be more explicit, but Marcia turned and fled.

As she ran breathless up her own steps, Cam
eron opened the door.

“ Where have you been?” he asked.
Marcia knew well that look, that tone! 
“ Down to Mrs. Bronson’s,” she said in a 

frightened voice.
“ What were you doing there?" Cameron 

demanded harshly.
" I  —  I had an errand there,” Marcia faltered. 
“I want you to see to it that you don’t have 

any more errands that take you into that neigh
borhood,” Cameron warned sharply. “ It’s no 
fit place for you!”

Over Marcia’s bewildered face there came a 
sudden change. There was a leap of color to 
her cheeks, an ominous light in her eyes. She 
faced Cameron boldly, all fear driven out for the 
moment by a surge of wrathful comprehension.

“ No fit place for me? Why not?” she 
asked. “ It’s not a fashionable neighborhood, 
to be sure; the sidewalks need mending, and 
there are weeds everywhere, and empty tin 
cans, and chickens, and babies; but certainly 
these things aren’t dangerous to my health and 
morals, any of them!” She looked at him 
expectantly.

Cameron’s frown deepened. “I don’t want 
you to go there again,” he repeated.

The next night at dinner he said casually: 
“ Mrs. Birkhoff spoke to me to-day about a 

woman who needed work. I told her that we 
could use her for two days in the week. She 
will be here Thursday morning to wash.”

“I don’t care to make any change, when it 
comes to the washing,” Marcia said stiffly, with 
an effort at self-control. “ I’m perfectly satis
fied with the way it’s being done now.”

Cameron pushed back his chair. “ The mat
ter is settled; you have nothing to say about 
it,” he announced.

“But I do have something to say about i t!”

Marcia’s eyes were angry. “ I simply will not 
turn off Mrs. Bronson without a reason.”

There was a malevolent look on Cameron’s 
face as he answered.

“ You don’t have to turn her off,” he said; 
“ I’ll attend to that.” He got up and walked 
out, leaving Marcia white with wrath —  in a 
humor to break, burn, beat, kill!

The next week was like other weeks that 
Marcia had almost forgotten of late. Cameron 
had never been more irritable, more unaccount
able. Marcia’s little room was no longer any 
comfort to her. Every time she went into it, 
she found herself listening nervously for Cam
eron’s hand on the door-knob, Cameron’s voice 
demanding admittance. Every time he went 
up-stairs her heart beat horribly; she found 
herself waiting in terror for the inevitable ques
tion about the locked door and what it meant.

One day Cameron announced that he was 
going to a neighboring town and would not be 
home to dinner; Marcia decided to walk that 
afternoon to a distant greenhouse after some 
geranium-slips for her garden. She got home 
rather late, to find the kitchen-table piled high 
with various things —  lettuce, celery, steak, a 
melon, nuts, raisins. The next-door neighbor, 
who was taking down clothes in her yard, called 
out that Mr. Cameron had been home at about 
five, and had gone away again —  that he was 
intending to bring home company to dinner. 
There had been a wreck south of the town, not 
a bad one, but enough to delay the east-bound 
express for six hours. Mr. Cameron had got to 
talking with a young mining engineer from the 
West, and had asked him to come to dinner and 
bring his whole party with him. There were 
four or five of them —  one or two women, Mr. 
Cameron believed.

Marcia went running up-stairs to get from her 
little room some doilies that were there. Her 
first intimation of disaster was the sight of the 
door wide open. She leaned against the wall 
for a minute, trembling all over. Then she 
went in. In the middle of the room were 
stacked various sorts of photographic material 
—  bottles, pans, boxes of plates, cameras. 
Over in a corner were her bed, her chairs, her 
dressing-table, the rugs that had been on the 
floor, heaped at random on each other —  show
ing, thus taken from their places, what poor 
makeshifts they had been. Marcia stumbled 
down-stairs without getting the doilies, and 
mechanically set to work preparing dinner.

The fire in the cook-stove would not burn 
well; finally she hurried out into the yard and 
began to split up a wooden box there to use as 
kindling. As she was doing it, she saw two 
women and a man approaching.
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‘ ‘ This is the house, I am sure,” the man was 
saying. “ A red house with lots of vines, 
Blakeslee said.”

Marcia chopped away desperately.
One of the women hesitated, stopped.
“ You go round to the front door,” she said 

to her companions.
She herself walked in through the side-gate 

and over to Marcia. “ Give me that hatchet, 
child, and let me do that,” she ordered, with a 
laugh. “ You show plain enough you’re not 
used to choppin’ kindlin’ .”

Marcia peered at the intruder through the 
gathering dusk. Then, suddenly, she began to 
weep loudly. She stifled the sound with both 
hands over her mouth.

The woman put her arms about the slender 
shaken figure. “ What’s the matter?” she 
asked gently. Then she gave a sudden scream. 
“ Oh, my lamb!” she cried, and drew Marcia 
swiftly into the vine-covered wood-shed, out of 
sight and hearing of the house. There she took 
Marcia in her arms, and stood smoothing her 
hair and calling her the pet-names that Marcia 
had gone by when she was a little girl —  for it 
was Josie.

When Marcia grew quiet, Josie pulled her 
with gentle insistence to a window through 
which a street-lamp cast a yellow light.

“I must look at you, dearie,” she explained. 
“ Your hair is almost as thick as ever, 
Marcia,"  she said, after a minute. She spoke 
in a rather strained voice, and her face had a 
sort of sick, hurt look. “ You’re a little pale; 
I guess you haven’t been getting out of doors 
enough,” she went on bravely. She lifted 
Marcia’s hand. “ Your wrist’s no bigger than 
a baby’s,” she said slowly. She stood fondling 
her hand for a moment —  a rough, stained little 
hand, with many cuts and burns on it; then, 
suddenly, she gave a groan, and put her arms 
about Marcia, and held her close against her, as 
though she meant never to let her go.

“ They told me he was good to you,” she ex
claimed, “ and that you. were well and happy; 
and I believed it —  I believed i t ! Oh, if I 
could only take you back to the ranch with me! 
You’d have nothing to do there from morning 
till night; you could lie in bed as late as you 
liked every morning, and I’d bring your break
fast up to you; and you could have a horse of 
your own to ride; and there is a piano there you 
could play on —- nobody’s ever touched it so 
far.” She looked eagerly at Marcia. “ Do 
you think he’d let you come, Marcia?”

Marcia shook her head despairingly.
“ Not for a week, even?”
Marcia shook her head again.
There was a long silence. Then Josie said

wildly: “I’ve a notion to carry you off! M y  
baby!”

Marcia looked at her, waiting. There was a 
sudden flash of hope over Josie’s agitated face.

“ Will you come, Marcia? Will you come? 
Will you leave him, and come to your old Josie, 
who loves you —  always has —  always will! 
It won’t be like going back home, dearie, with 
everybody talking, asking questions. Nobody 
will ask, out there, where you came from; no
body will care. Marcia, he don’t want you, he 
don’t need you —  and I do! Oh, Marcia, you 
don’t know how I need you! It’s little use to 
have money, with nobody of your own to spend 
it on! Many’s the time I’ve thought of the old 
days, and wished I was back working for your 
mother for three dollars a week —  yes, indeed! 
—  with you coming in every other minute to 
have your finger tied up, or to ask if I’d make 
you a little pie when I made the big ones, or 
some such nonsense! Marcia, if you’ll come 
home with me, I’ll be the happiest woman on 
earth! Say you will, dear! Say you’ll come 
now —  this very night, M arcia !”

Marcia looked down at her dress. “I must 
change my dress, mustn’t I? ” she asked.

Tears filled Josie’s eyes and rolled down her 
cheeks —  tears of relief. She wiped them away 
energetically. “No, dear, no! Come just that 
way —  don’t even get a hat!”

“ Not even a hat?” Marcia stood considering. 
“ There are some photographs that I want —  
that’s all. I think I’ll have to get them.”

A few moments later she came hurrying 
down the back steps of the house, somewhat 
out of breath. She had some loose photographs 
in one hand, and in the other a queer, clumsy 
bundle from which came an inquiring twitter.

“ I couldn’t leave it here all alone,” she said 
rather apologetically, as Josie’s tall figure ad
vanced to meet her.

“ Of course not!” Josie answered. She 
wrapped her own long cloak about Marcia and 
fastened her own hat on Marcia’s head. Then 
she took possession of the large, unwieldy 
bundle, and they set off together.

In the kitchen, the smoldering fire blazed up at 
last; the kettle on the stove hummed cheerfully, 
the potatoes in the oven sent out a pleasant 
fragrance. It reached the front porch, where 
Cameron and his guests sat talking. Through 
the half-open door they could see the dining
room table, gay with green lettuce and scarlet 
tomatoes and jellies amber and garnet. No one 
noticed that there was no sound of voice or foot
step in the house, nor that a little bird, which 
had been chirping softly in the bow-window of 
the dining-room, was singing there no longer.
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I L L U S T R A T I O N S  F R O M  P H O T O G R A P H S

A M IL E  from the town of 
Bangor, in the Pennsylvania 
mountains, not far from the 
fam ous Wind Gap and but a 
few  miles from the still more 
fam ous W ater Gap, in a re
gion of slate-quarries and rich, 

productive farm s,—  the M oravian country,—  
lives an Italian priest in a real Italian town. 
The priest is the Reverend Pasquale de Nisco, 
and his town is Roseto, named after Roseto 
in the Italian province of Foggia, from which 
most of the early settlers came.

It is a prosperous, lively little town, with 
dwelling-houses of good Am erican clapboards 
and pale pressed brick, and with stores along 
its main street —  groceries, m arkets, d ry
goods and millinery stores; a druggist’ s shop, 
a hotel, a “ Banca Italiana,”  a fac to ry ; a church

on top of a hill, with a mast-high flagpole and 
an American flag that marks out the spot for 
one miles aw ay ; and gardens and gardens, and 
then more gardens, all with grape-arbors; and, 
when apparently one has come to the end of 
everything, a few more gardens tucked under 
a hillside. It is the garden aspect that first 
takes hold of one’ s imagination when one 
comes to Roseto.

Of this town, which contains to-day more 
than two thousand inhabitants, Father de 
Nisco is “ the de facto mayor, building inspector, 
health departm ent, and arbiter of all questions 
relating to social conditions or business under
takings.”  He is also the chief of the police 
force, the president of the labor-union, the 
founder of most of the clubs,—  social, literary, 
musical, theatrical, benevolent,—  and the or
ganizer of the fam ous brass band, pride of
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Roseto and envy of the surrounding country, 
and of the baseball nine, whose husky youths 
affectionately declare that he can umpire a 
game better than any one else.

But, in order to understand how Father de 
Nisco and his town have come to stand in their 
unique relation, one must look back to the 
“ once on a time” of Roseto and the poor 
quarrymen who settled it.

The land on which the town stands was 
originally sold for its lumber. The sawmill 
left it a rubbish-covered waste of briers, 
stumps, and stones, blear with desolation — and 
cheap. That was what attracted the Italian 
quarry-workers of Bangor. Land could be 
bought there for a song, or it could be squatted 
on without that formality; and so long as the 
“ dagoes” gave Bangor a wide berth, nobody 
cared where they put up their miserable shanties.

Lorenzo Falcone —  now called “ King of 
Roseto”— was the first to buy. He put up a 
shed. Fourteen people slept in that shed, and 
the town was started. Like himself, they were 
poor quarry-workers, most of them hoarding 
every cent to bring their wives and children 
over from Italy; a few were young Sicilians, 
who made things lively with the knife when the 
day’s work was over. But even crimes of 
violence will not prevent settlement where land 
can be had without asking, so sheds and shan
ties were soon straggling about in the under
brush from one brier-patch to the next, and 
Roseto became part of the landscape before any 
one realized it was there at all. Only, it wasn’t 
Roseto in those days. Bangor called it “ Eye- 
talian Town.” Easton, where the county 
court sat, called it “ that place up there back of 
Bangor.” For the Italians were living up to 
their reputation and making recorded history, 
and were doing it so thoroughly that for years a 
large part of the court proceedings was carried 
on through an interpreter.

Still, the poor little town grew and flourished, 
after its own fashion. In spite of lawlessness, 
there was community of language and religion, 
and a great deal of blood kinship dating back 
to the Italian Roseto. Able-bodied peasant 
women soon added color to the scene and 
incentive to the work and the frays; babies, 
tottering over the door-yard refuse-heaps, added 
more color and life; and shanties began to be 
homes when washing flapped from the clothes
lines. Paths were widened to lanes, lots were 
fenced in, and many who had not dreamed of 
buying when they built hastened to secure the 
land on which their shacks stood. There were 
no stores, for the quarry-workers were compelled 
to trade at the company stores; no factories, 
no shops; there was no druggist or doctor nearer

than Bangor; no anything, in fact, but their 
waste land and their shacks —  not even a church.

But Italians are religious by nature, and the 
poor squatters were finding their way down the 
hill to Bangor and occupying rear pews in 
the various churches while waiting for the 
time when they might have a Catholic church 
of their own. They particularly patronized 
the Presbyterian church, partly because it was 
near, partly because it was badly in need of 
repair in those days and seemed suited to their 
own estate. They soon attracted attention 
there, and in 1893 the Lehigh Presbytery 
decided to erect a mission church for them in 
their own settlement.

Now, it is about as easy to convert a bred-in- 
the-bone Italian Catholic to Presbyterianism as 
it is to convert a Presbyterian to Mormonism 
or induce him to burn incense to a Chinese joss; 
nevertheless, a Presbyterian church was built 
in the midst of the little community, at a cost 
of fourteen hundred dollars; a pastor was in
stalled; and a small congregation of sixty-five 
persons gathered. The pastor presently left 
and another took his place. The pulpit be
came vacant, was refilled, became vacant 
again, and so it went on. Conversions were 
proceeding at the rate of four a year, but the 
lawlessness of the town continued; so did 
the stabbing affairs for which the inhabitants 
were now famous in the county court; so 
did the poverty and dirt. The Lehigh Pres
bytery finally admitted that its experiment 
was not altogether a success. Bangor said that 
Roseto ought to be wiped off the face of the 
map —  for Bangor was coming to a sense of the 
seriousness of the situation. Fifty or sixty 
Italians scattered within her limits had been bad 
enough; two or three hundred, now including 
quarrymen from Pen Argyl, South Bangor, 
Wind Gap, and Flicksville, segregated in a ram
shackle village a mile away, ready to break out 
at any time with an epidemic of typhoid or the 
long knife, were a menace to the health and the 
peace of the community. Those were the days 
when Bangor mothers used to warn unruly 
children by saying, “If you don’t mind, the 
Eyetalians’ll get you and carry you off.”

Meanwhile a small Catholic church had been 
built, which struggled along and made shift to 
live for a few years and then went into the 
sheriff’s hands.

Such was the situation, such the town,— 
nameless, lawless, filthy, poverty-pinched,— 
when Father de Nisco was appointed parish
priest in 1897. He immediately bought in the
church and the surrounding land on the hilltop, 
and began a comprehensive scheme of public 
improvement. Twenty-eight lots in front of
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the church were reserved for a park, or “ plaza” 
(the plaza is still in a rather primitive condition); 
other lots were set apart for the parochial 
school that is to come in the future; others back

of the church were fenced in for a cemetery.
The cemetery had been a rubbishy brier-patch,
open to the road, where only the poorest
Rosetans had been laid. The inhabitants said
they did not care to be buried with dead cats 

and have their graves rooted up by the pigs. 
But, once fenced, it had in it the making of a 
beautiful park. No one in Roseto except 
Father de Nisco saw this, and he saw it

through the pick and the shovel. Taking 
those implements into his own hands, he went 
into the brier-patch, and one day Bangor dis
covered that there was a park back of the 
Catholic church on Brown’s Hill —  a park

F A T H E R  D E  N I S C O

The temporal and spiritual ruler o f Roseto. Father de Nisco came to Roseto as a parish priest 
in 1897, and in ten years practically built a town out o f a rubbish-heap. He is the d e  fa c t o  
mayor, building inspector, and health department, the chief o f police, the president o f the 
labor-union, and the arbiter o f all questions relating to social conditions and business enterprises.
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which was half lawn, while the other half was 
laid out in plots with crosses and stone monu
ments. There were flowers everywhere, and 
rows of healthy young Lombardy poplars 
pricking the blue above.

The idea of the priest with the hoe was new, 
but one may imagine how it took with the 
simple-hearted, hard-working quarrymen. “ He 
made-a da gard’n for da peopl’,” one man ex
plained to me, with an eloquent gesture; and 
with gestures even more expressive, a wave in 
the direction of his home and a closing of his 
hands on an imaginary pick-handle, “ I, me my
self, made-a da gard’n —  me myself— yes!” 
And when Father de Nisco gave away seeds 
and bulbs, offering prizes —  five, three, and 
two dollars —  for the best flowers, gardening 
became the fashion, the rage almost, and 
men who drilled at huge, cold masses of slate- 
rock all day long were soon spending the rest of 
the daylight hours emulating their priest. But 
to the women belongs most of the credit of 
making Roseto the garden-spot that it is. 
While their men were away at the quarries, 
they cleared lot after lot with ax and pick, 
carrying off on their heads stones that would 
have crushed American women, spading the 
hard soil, and planting onions, beans, pota
toes, and melons —  enough to supply them 
for the summer and part of the winter. Every 
foot of land is now utilized, and you may see

patches the size of a bath-mat set with neat 
rows of radishes or polka-dotted with lettuce. 
Fruit-trees followed, and the grape-arbors. 
To-day almost every house in Roseto, even the 
temporary shack, has its arbor, and sometimes 
the arbor covers more ground than the house.

I asked Father de Nisco where he had broken 
in for betterment,—  what was the very first 
thing he had tried to accomplish,—  and he 
answered, “ Everything! I tried to improve all 
their conditions —  homes, labor, the church, 
social conditions —  everything. . . .  I 
tried to start it all growing at once,” he added, 
“ for I knew it would be slow, slow.”

But the first thing Bangor noticed —  this 
was before it had noticed his flower-garden —  
was the stand he took on “ Sicilianism.” Or
dinarily it is considered impossible to separate 
the Italian and his long knife, but this is what 
Father de Nisco undertook to do. He began 
his campaign in the pulpit, and carried it into 
the homes; later, he followed it to the court. 
He advised, he pleaded, he commanded, he 
argued the case in all its bearings: his people 
were amenable to the laws of the country; 
minor difficulties could be brought to him, the 
others taken to the civil court. He warned 
them that the next stabbing would be followed 
by exemplary punishment.

He did not have long to wait for his case.

T H E  R O S E T O  C E M E T E R Y

With his own hands, Father de Nisco fenced in the land, planted it with L o m b a r d y  p o p la rs , an d  tra n s fo rm e d  it
from a brier-patch into a park
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The Italians o f  Roseto worked in these quarries in ten-hour shifts, at about eight cents an hour, until Father de Nisco organized 
a strike and compelled the company to raise their wages to a dollar and a half for a nine-hour day

The two principals in a knife affair were arrested 
—  a n d  smiled: Father de Nisco would “ get 
them off, all right, all right.”  Father de Nisco 
smiled, too, when they sent for him. It was 
their turn, now, to do the pleading, the argu
ing, the urging, but they smiled and' hoped 
till the eleventh hour. When they got nine 
years apiece in the penitentiary, they under
stood that their priest had meant what he said.

That “ exam ple”  ended “ Sicilianism.”  Ro
seto had discovered that the priest with the hoe 
was bigger than the man with the knife. “ Oh, 
they still carry their knives,”  a man in Bangor 
told me, “ but they find it a lot safer to use 
them to cut cheese with —  while he’ s ’ round, 
anyw ay.”  The two hundred genuine Sicilians 
now in Roseto are among its best citizens. 
There are three Italian policemen, but there is 
no lawlessness, no Maffia, no Black Hand —  
because of that other hand that is guiding the 
community.

As another illustration, Father de Nisco told 
me of how an article in a Philadelphia paper 
had attracted some undesirable citizens to Ro

seto. He maintained a quiet, coercive course 
toward petty lawlessness, with the intention 
of making the undesirables reform or leave. 
“ But when one of those men wanted to start a 
bad house here, then, I tell you, I  —  keecked —  
like —  the—  dev-il ! ”

I suggested that such was not the devil ’s 
usual policy, under the circumstances, and he 
threw back his head in a ringing laugh. “ That 
is a good o n e ! But when I keecked like the 
devil, that bad man left for once and all. He 
went to the ja il.”

The man had exhibited and given to young 
men and women lewd drawings made by him
self. Father de Nisco collected these, had him 
arrested, and Judge Scott sentenced him to 
two years ’ imprisonment.

A nd  —  here is the interesting economic point 
—- when Sicilianism went down, everything 
else went up! Land went up, houses went up, 
industry went up. Roseto seemed to awake to 
civic consciousness. Father de Nisco, at work 
on his “ everything,”  preaching cleanliness as 
part of godliness, often personally superin-
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tending the removal of rubbish-heaps, and 
urging the people to improve their wretched 
shanties, now had an unanswerable argum ent. 
“ You are law-abiding, self-respecting American 
citizens; build comfortable, substantial Am er
ican homes fit for American citizens.

Lorenzo Falcone, the “ K ing,”  had built the 
first shack, and all these years he had been

ceaselessly working in the quarry, ceaselessly 
saving, nickel on nickel, dollar on dollar. The 
quarry had injured his back, but he worked. 
The quarry had broken his ribs; still he worked. 
Not till it had broken his leg did he give up. 
That was at the end of twenty-five years, and 
then he said he “ thought it time to retire while 
he had a few bones left.”  Incidentally, Falcone 
had been the father of nine children, six of whom 
came to m aturity. It was fitting, then, that 
Falcone should build the first American house. 
Finished in neat clapboards and attached to 
the shack of the first day, towering above it 
in a blaze of fresh paint, it looked like a palace. 
Roseto went wild between envy and ambition, 
and suddenly took thought that if Falcone 
could do it others could do it. And they did it.

It meant four or five years of saving to get 
money enough to start an American house —  
buy a lot and lay the foundation; though the 
owner himself generally dug his cellar and 
laid the foundation after his day’ s work at 
the quarry. Land values were doubling nearly 
every two years,—  lots that had sold for thirty 
or forty dollars were soon commanding two and 
three hundred,—  and those who had been wise

enough to buy in the early days made little 
fortunes; but for the rest the average capital to 
begin with was four hundred dollars. The 
Bangor banks or the loan associations lent the 
rest on F ath er de N isco’s recommendation, 
allowing ten years in which to pay up. Usually 
it was less than a thousand dollars, but it 
was often more where the case warranted it —

where Father de Nisco felt that the man was 
“ good”  for a larger amount.

Some years later, by the w ay, Falcone built 
a third house —  an edifice with stained glass in 
the windows. All the town went in for stained 
g la ss ! Then another man outdid him with a 
porcelain-lined tub in his house: the whole town 
is now saving for porcelain-lined baths. As to 
the furnishings, they m ay be left to the imagi
nation; they are w orthy of the houses. Father 
de Nisco took me into m any of the dwellings, 
each more com fortable than the last. In one, 
a gay-kerchiefed woman hurried me into her 
parlor, with its plush furniture, lace curtains, 
and crayon portraits, and snapped on three 
electric lights—  red, white, and blue!  She could 
not speak English, but she knew what they 
meant.

And yet, during all those early years, even 
after Father de Nisco had his work well under 
way, the people were m iserably poor, and, in 
spite of their incredible industry and frugality, 
they were unable to get ahead. Some idea of 
the economies they still practise is suggested 
by the fact that they buy their flour in cotton 
sacks,—  they won’ t take it in paper,—  and

T H E  C I G A R  F A C T O R Y

Originally the quarry-workers were compelled to trade at company stores for all their supplies. 
This abuse has been abolished and the town now supports its own stores and factories.
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when the sacks are em pty they wash them and 
save them until they have s ix ; then they sew 
them into a sheet. The men in the quarries, 
who, the greater part of the year, w alk miles 
before daybreak to their work, were earning 
only about eighty cents a day, and were at the 
same time compelled to trade at the com pany 
stores between pay-days three months apart,

with the usual result: at pay-day there was 
little or nothing coming to them.

Father de Nisco saw that he must take the 
matter up. He began this campaign with 
moral suasion. Going to the different quarry 
superintendents, he laid the men’s case before 
them, gently pointing out that to force their 
workers to trade at the com pany stores was 
illegal; that the men should be given their 
money in envelops and allowed to trade where 
they pleased; that pay-day ought to come 
round at least once a month.

Several agreed to “ look into the m atter and 
see what could be done’ ’ ; but the superin
tendent of the works em ploying the greater 
number of Rosetans replied to him thus: “ You 
needn’t come here, you damned old priest, 
trying to run these works —  not while I ’ m here, 
anyw ay.”

" Jo h n ,”  said Father de Nisco, even more 
gently than before, “ I ’ m sorry to hear you 
speak that w a y ; I think yo u ’ ll regret it .”

“ You g o ! ”  shouted John. And Father de 
Nisco went —  and executed the first coup of 

: the campaign.
Collecting a number of the men’s pass-books,

he posted off to Philadelphia, got Archbishop 
R yan  to bring about his introduction to the 
president of the com pany, and laid the case 
before him.

“ Look at this book —- and this —  and this! ”  
he cried, showing the accounts In black and 
white. “ These poor, hard-working men, with 
four, five, six little children and the wife to sup-

p o r t ! Look at this. This man has worked for 
three months, every day and all day, and there 
is just two cents coming to him —  two cents to 
take home to the wife and six little children.”  
(This was at the eighty-cent wage.)

The astonished president could only assure 
him that there had been some mistake. “ W hy, 
we pay our men a dollar, a dollar ten, a dollar 
and a quarter a d a y ; we pay all that anybody 
p ays.”

“ Then who gets the difference?”  asked 
Father de Nisco, knowing that the superin
tendent was pocketing it —  which investi
gation revealed to a much more astonished 
president!

“ And John felt sorry,”  remarked Father de 
Nisco m editatively. “ He got fired.”

But moral suasion failed, on the whole: 
failed to increase w ages; failed to lessen the 
ten hours of work. Ten hours was a terrible 
shift, even for Italians, who “ can work any
where, work at anything, and live.”  For the 
quarries are huge, yaw ning pits from one to two 
hundred feet deep, with sheer walls from ledge 
to ledge, shelterless and rain-soaked, with 
masses of treacherous sliding slate wherever a

T H E  " B A N C A  I T A L I A N A "

Starting from waste land and a few shacks, Roseto in ten years has become a town o f more 
than 2,000 inhabitants, with an assessment o f  $ 175,000
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foot m ay be placed. So, failing here, Father 
de Nisco executed his second coup —  organized 
a labor-union, with himself as president, and 
called the whole town out on strike. A  priest 
shut down the works!

The owners sat back, smiling, and waited for 
new men to apply. None came. They waited 
some time longer, without smiling, for their 
losses were piling up. Then they, in their turn, 
executed a coup: they imported a hundred 
Simon-pure, all-wool, dyed-in-the-piece South
ern negroes as strike-breakers.

“ And those neegars came,”  said Father de

Nisco, “ and they climbed that hill, and they 
looked down that hole, and they thought of 
their bones —  and they skeeped as fast as they 
could skeep! ”

But if the owners’ case was serious, think of 
the men ! The pinch of their desperate necessity 
took them, and they planned to break ranks, 
creeping away in the dawn to the quarries and 
begging to be taken back. Everything hung on 
their holding out —  on their standing together 
to the end. And their money was gone.

Then came the real crisis for the priest. And 
he met it —  let me tell it in his own w ord s:

“ I borrowed three hundred dollars, planted

m yself early  in the road leading to the works, 
with my pockets bulging with three hundred 
dollar-bills. I stopped every  strike-breaker, 
saying, ‘ W here are you g o in g ? ’

“ ‘ Oh, fath er —  p lea se— I cannot be idle! 
P lease—  I have got so m any little children, and 
nothing to eat in the house,’ answered the first 
man.

“  ‘ How much do you  g e t ? ’
“ ‘ S ix ty  cents.’
' “ There is a dollar for y o u —  and get back 

home as fast as your legs can carry yo u .’ ”
D ay after day he stood there in the road —  

their priest and their union’s president —  and 
sent his men back to the ranks, till the bosses 
gave in. The union won. The men went back 
to the quarries to w ork nine hours for a living 
wage —  a dollar and a half a day. And that 
dollar and a half was the beginning of Roseto’s 
prosperity, the foundation of Roseto ’s wealth.

Once again the priest shut down the works —  
when sm allpox broke out in Roseto. Knowing 
that the quarry-w orkers would spread the dis
ease to all the surrounding villages, Bangor, 
Flicksville, Pen A rgyl, and W ind Gap, he urged 
that every one be vaccinated im m ediately and 
that the men give up work till the danger was 
over. He appealed in vain . So he himself 
warned the owners to close the quarries, then 
had the town quarantined. There were five cases 
and three deaths. The excitem ent was intense. 
During the height of it, some one shouted out 
in the crowded street, “ It w asn’ t sm allpox at 
all —  only a bluff of the priest’ s to make us lose 
our w a g e s !”  In the riot that followed, Father 
de Nisco barely escaped with his life.

Father de Nisco visits the quarries frequently 
to see how the men are getting on, stopping for 
a friendly chat with one or another of them; 
but more often he is seen hastening there to 
adm inister the last rites of the church to some 
poor fellow whose foot has slipped on one of 
the treacherous ledges.

Another serious problem was now con
fronting him —  w hat to do for the girls 
who must be w age-earners. Most of them 
went into Bangor and worked in the shirt 
facto ry ; but the storms and blizzards made 
the trip a greater hardship than young girls 
should be exposed to. Besides that, it was 
the priest’ s policy to keep all the interests of his 
people centered in their town and their church. 
He therefore appealed to the w ealthier residents, 
and among them they organized a stock com
pany, with shares at ten dollars each, and built 
a shirt factory right in the heart of Roseto —  a 
large, airy place with plenty of windows and 
plenty of room. The superintendent is a Jew 
—  the only Je w  in Roseto.

T H E  L I Q U O R - S T O R E

The wholesale liquor license was issued on the recommendation 
o f  Father de Nisco himself, who believed in giving his people 

the light wines to which they were accustomed
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When I visited it, it seemed more like a girls’ 
club than a factory. Everything is done by 
piece-work, and the girls may come and go as 
they please, or stop to chat among themselves 
whenever they feel inclined. The machines are 
all run- by power; nevertheless, when one 
pretty girl, a daughter of the "  King,”  told 
me she got three cents a dozen for sewing in 
sleeves, I experienced a shock —  till I saw 
her do five shirts in five minutes, and learned 
that she made from six to eight dollars a week 
at it —  which was all she needed in Roseto —  
"and didn’ t get a bit tired.”  A married sister 
sat next her at the long table, putting on collars 
with lightning rapidity; and another sister was 
doing cuffs. The “ K ing”  came in presently, 
bringing his daughter’s two-months-old baby, 
to be nursed; and, as its father had accom
panied me from the rectory to show me round, 
there was a fam ily gathering in the corner, and 
they all talked at me at once while young 
Lorenzo had lunch.

Seventy dozen shirts a day the factory was 
turning out,—  they come from New York 
ready cut,—  but the forewoman complained 
that seventy dozen was not nearly what they 
ought to do with their plant; they were short- 
handed all the time because the girls would go 
and get married so f a s t ! But, even if they do, 
the shirt factory remains a stand-by in case of 
hard times; and if a young bride finds it lone
some while her husband is away at the quarries 
— and a good many of them do —  she goes 

back to the factory for a little social relaxation.
It seemed to me that all the girls there had 

very sweet and gentle manners, and, though 
they were a lively crowd when they were all 
together, I saw none who could be called vulgar 
or bold. The factory-girl whose walk in life 
did not correspond to Father de Nisco’s ideas 
would walk out in short order. And those 
ideas are such that there is another thing you 
may look for in vain in Roseto —  young 
couples parading the streets after dark. When 
a young fellow likes a girl, he must ask permis
sion of her parents to pay court to her; if they 
consent, he calls regularly and makes himself 
agreeable to the entire fam ily —  or, if he 
doesn’t, that ends i t !

Father de Nisco believes in early marriages. 
Hardly a Sunday passes that a young couple 
does not “ stand u p ”  after mass, and there are 
sometimes as many as four at once. One and a 
half marriages a week is the accurate statistical 
average, so the course of true love appears to be 
different from what it is in other communities 
of the same size. And there are no divorces. 
Even if the church permitted them, the people 
are so busy meeting their difficulties that they

have little time to think of their differences. 
One may guess it from the fact that the priest is 
baptizing the rising generation at the rate of 
two a week.

Another thing for which one may look in vain 
is a drunken man; not that Roseto is a “ soft- 
drink town,”  by any means. The wholesale 
liquor license was issued on the recommenda
tion of Father de Nisco himself, who thought it 
better that his people should have the light 
wines and beer to which they were accustomed, 
and have them with their own families “ under 
their own vine and fig-tree,”  than that those

“ ‘ s a y , s a y ! h o w  m u c h  y o u  c h a r g e - a  t a k e - a

D A  P i c ’ ?  Y O U  T A K E - A  M Y  P I C '  F O R  O N E  C E N T ? ’ ”

who wanted a drink should wander off to Bangor 
—  and not come home till morning.

Donatelli holds the liquor license, and Dona- 
telli is the blacksmith of the Bangor quarry and 
“ the-e lead’ r of the-e band.”  He never let me 
forget ’ that —  added it whenever I mentioned 
either shop or forge: it was the eclipsing honor. 
After Donatelli had shown me the factory, he 
accompanied me by the “ short cu t”  to Bangor 
when I came away. He told me all about “  the-e 
band,”  and how he brought his wife to New 
York every winter while grand opera was on, 
and he walked along the railroad track re
galing me with his plans for the future of his 
little American son, who is to “ go to the-e
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college and be the-e lead’r of the-e band —  some 
day” ; and betweenwhiles he sang me long 
passages from “ Cavalleria Rusticana.” His 
one regret at parting appeared to be that I 
had not seen him in his glory as “ the-e lead’r 
of the-e band” on their great day —  the festi
val of Our Lady of Mount Carmel.

For on that day Roseto entertains the world 
and his wife and all their children: ice-cream by 
the gallon to be had for the asking; pink lemon
ade in endless flow; every one in his best and at 
his best —  the little girls in white, the brass 
band in gold-trimmed blue; fireworks and more 
ice-cream and band in the evening. And the 
glory of that day lasts one whole year.

And now, do you wonder that the church has 
had to be enlarged four times since Father de 
Nisco came, and still can’t seat its congrega
tion?

But his Sunday-school —  his “four hundred” 
—  is his greatest pride and hope. I visited it 
in May. I walked up from Bangor nearly two 
hours early, meaning to go about and take some 
snap-shots; yet already the plaza was swarming 
with boys of all ages, and in all stages of 
base-ball, waiting for Sunday-school. Twenty 
or thirty girls had gathered on the church 
steps, and all along the streets I met young 
men and little tots hurrying churchward, not 
to be late. One small person, spying the 
camera, piped at me, “ Say, say! How much 
you charge-a take-a da pic’ ? You take-a my 
pic’ for one cent?” I “ took-a da pic’ ” on 
the spot, and was nearly mobbed by boys 
trying to get in “ da pic’ ” afterward.

Long before service the women and girls were 
in their places, rows of young mothers in the 
rear pews with their babies. A bell called the 
boys from their base-ball, and the church was 
filled. One little tot came in trying to get his bat 
down his trousers-leg and up his sleeve at the 
same time. After catechism the children were 
let out for recess in the plaza and the cemetery. 
Recess is often an hour and a half long in 
summer. The priest’s flowers were coming to 
bloom and the place was bright. He warned 
the children to keep on —- not off! —  the 
grass, “But if you pick any of my flowers that 
are for all to look at and enjoy, I shall be mad!” 
and he followed as they trooped out, carrying 
with him a couple of balls, which he threw for 
the littlest ones to catch, besieged at every step 
by scores begging him to throw for them. 
Nearly three hundred played on the grass, but 
not a flower was touched. Father de Nisco dis
appeared presently. I found him out on the 
plaza umpiring a base-ball match for the ten- 
year-olds. But he was soon dragged off by a 
dozen brawny men who wished to discuss a

town matter; then by a mother whose baby 
was teething —  she positively must see him 
about that.

It was the same when he was showing me the 
town. Everywhere children shouted, “ Hello, 
hello!” and ran to him; and he answered, 
“ Hello, Tony —  Pasquale— Laura,” when he 
could remember their names; when he couldn’t, 
he said, "Hello, dear.” Kerchiefed women 
darted at him out of doorways: Pasquale had 
been naughty —  Tony would not weed the 
garden; please speak to them. The young 
people ran over the rectory and rummaged 
his stores of seeds and bulbs, even his papers 
and books, as though the whole place be
longed to them.

But, in spite of the order and the prosperity 
that seemed firmly established in Roseto, the 
priest was sometimes called to face unlooked- 
for issues that threatened to sweep away his 
work. An instance of this was the political 
crisis through which the town passed some 
two years ago.

Though its population numbered in 1905 
nearly two thousand souls, Roseto had but 
ninety-six genuine, imported voters. Hun
dreds more were ripening on the stem, dangling 
from the public-school tree, not ready to pluck. 
Yet Roseto —  one little town which, with Ban
gor and others, made up Washington township 
— Roseto with her ninety-six voters held the 
balance of political power, and Roseto could 
elect any ticket in Washington township.

And it is to be borne in mind, too, that Roseto 
was not incorporated; that she was taxed out
rageously for what she got. Her schools, with 
over two hundred children, had the poorest 
teachers in the township; her streets were not 
lighted; and roads and streets were in a shame
ful condition, often impassable to man or 
beast.

It was on the road question that Roseto dis
covered herself politically. One morning the 
town waked up to find itself covered over with 
placards —  the handiwork of Father de Nisco:

I F  O U R  ROADS  A R E  A B O M I N A B L E  I T  IS 

NOT  O U R  F A U L T

W E  P A Y  O U R  T A X E S

The people saw and wondered. The road 
supervisor saw and pondered. Now, the road 
supervisor had just been elected “by accident” ; 
but his second election, coming round in a year, 
he meant should be by intention. Roseto, 
with her ninety-six voters, could do it. And 
Roseto did do it. Roseto got a road —  of a 
sort. To be sure, it wasn’t the macadamized 
boulevard of the people’s dreams, but then, it
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T he tow n o f  Roseto, headed by the brass band, on its w a y  to Sunday-school

wasn’t a buffalo wallow; that was something. 
Father de Nisco packed up his signs, and 
Roseto talked politics in vivid Italian; Roseto 
had seen and Roseto had understood: if ninety- 
six voters could vote a road in the place of a 
buffalo wallow, an incorporated town could 
vote a trolley for that road, electric lights at 
the street-corners, a fire department, police 
department, a board of health, fat jobs for the 
voters and fat jobs for their friends and a 
parlor-organ in every kitchen to go with the 
job —  if they wanted it. As they already had 
the brass band, they needed only ninety-six 
political places for the ninety-six voters to be a 
truly American town. So Roseto went wild 
with enthusiasm and prepared to incorporate.

But Father de Nisco remained cold —  he 
“ knew a little too much about the candidates 
for the new political offices.” He had prepared 
most of the ninety-six in his class in American 
citizenship, which he holds for three months 
twice each year, teaching English, expounding 
the Constitution and such laws as he thinks his 
people ought to understand. But the priest’s 
hope lay less with the ninety-six voters —  
though he had recommended most of them for 
naturalization —  than with the hundreds more 
of the rising generation, born and reared under 
American institutions. Father de Nisco said, 
“ Wait," but Roseto was not to be stayed —

remembering the road they had got for the 
voting. The voters repaired to Easton and 
asked for a charter. Father de Nisco went 
with them, accompanied by his attorney.

The first of the incorporators —  an ex-barber, 
and a man slated for burgess in the new town —  
went on the stand. His record was investi
gated: so many years, Roseto; before that, New 
York; before that, Italy— all very clear and 
respectable.

Then Father de Nisco’s attorney arose. 
“But after you left New York did you not 
spend three years in Sing Sing?”

“ Not three years —  not three; only two; the 
other was in Elmira,” stammered the intending 
burgess.

Thus it went down the list —  prison terms 
for almost everything under the sun (twenty- 
one years for manslaughter in one case). And 
these were the candidates for office in the 
borough that it was proposed to incorporate!

Judge Scott suddenly turned to Father de 
Nisco and asked: “ Do you wish this town 
incorporated?”

“ Your Honor, I am opposed to it in our 
present condition,” began Father de Nisco, and 
in a straightforward speech he showed that the 
people were not ready for American municipal 
responsibilities; that there were not enough 
competent men among the ninety-six voters to

285
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carry the offices; and that those then offering 
themselves had literally promised to vote for 
improvements that would throw the town into 
bankruptcy within six months.

When he sat down there was " nothing 
doing"  in charters before Judge Scott; nor has 
there ever been anything since. With one 
hundred and fifty voters, Father de Nisco is 
still waiting for the rising generation.

Perhaps the hardest blow the priest ever 
had to meet came to him from his own 
church. Incidentally it brought out the char
acter of the man. Archbishop Ryan sent for 
Father de Nisco and offered him one of Phila
delphia’s finest churches —  a rectory with 
every comfort, a position with every honor, and 
a long-needed rest from the incessant labors 
that were breaking his health. The archbishop 
painted a glowing picture. The priest waited 
till he had finished, and said: “ You are my 
superior and I must obey if you command. 
But before you say the irrevocable word I have 
one favor to ask. I may not have many years 
to live; let me spend those years in Roseto, 
working for my people.”

“ As you say in your America,” he explained 
to me, in his quaint, careful English, “I want 
to die weeth my boots on.”

I understood. It was the man ready to die 
in his boots who had tried himself against law
lessness, poverty, confusion, and plague, against 
close-fisted quarry-owners and corrupt politics, 
and had won.

And yet, as he showed me the actual, every
day Roseto, I kept asking, “How did you do it? 
How did they do it?”— for Roseto is assessed 
to-day at $175,000 for its three hundred and 
fifty houses, stores, clubs, and gardens; and 
$175,000 is a pretty large increase in ten years 
from nothing in particular, when one considers 
that there are no gold-mines lying round loose; 
no land booms to set things humming; no fat 
fields to draw from; no summer resort within 
twenty miles; no inflated values of any kind. 
The town does not even own the quarries its 
men have worked so many years with such 
profit to the owners.

To get an idea of the thing these people and 
their priest have accomplished just by living in 
their town, one must remember that the heads 
of families are earning now, in the day of their 
prosperity, only about four hundred dollars a

year, with no other resources than their tiny 
gardens, their ceaseless industry, the strength 
of their two hands, and the courage of their 
hearts; to see the true perspective, one must 
picture to himself the subway-digger of New 
York or the poor shanty-“ dago” of the railroad 
tracks. Then it comes home to one what this 
man has done for his town. For he took just 
these people, and took them just as they were, 
right in their natural human interests and 
industries, and out of those developed their 
prosperity. He did the great thing first, with
out which the day-laborer is cousin to the 
tramp —  planted them on their own soil and 
cellars. Work was the key-note, even of re
ligion: he made them show their faith in their 
church by their homes. There was never any 
attempt to graft on these people ideas of 
"higher education” and “ culture” which they 
couldn’t live up to in their struggle for exist
ence; which would drive them to the cities on 
the free-lecture hunt, or in search of "outlets 
for unappreciated talent."  All the talent Roseto 
has to spare from its day’s work finds appre
ciation in Roseto.

Yet Father de Nisco is not a man who 
impresses you as having any unusual force —  
as a strong executive, a brilliant strategist, a 
resourceful organizer, or even as a great 
leader. Rather, he is the man with the happy 
combination of balanced powers in whom are 
no contradictions to reduce to consistency: 
clear-sighted and faithful, sympathetic and 
severe, earnest and gay, with an immense 
foundation, under all, of resolute conscientious
ness. The ironed-out look of his photographs 
is one his people seldom see; for his face is 
full of expression, ready to be stern or to smile 
at a second’s notice.

Although below medium height and not of 
commanding presence, he makes himself in
stantly felt wherever he goes —  in the crowded, 
buzzing Sunday-school, the social gatherings, 
or in the emergencies where the unobtrusive 
man takes the burden, with life and death in the 
balance. He is a man absolutely devoid of pre
tenses —  Lincoln is one of his ideals —  a man 
who might have walked in the wood with 
Emerson. And it was lines of Emerson’s that 
came oftenest to me as I talked with him:

Nor knowest thou what argument
Thy life to thy neighbor’ s creed hath lent.
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TH E  Commodore regarded 
the situation m editatively. 
In reality, the situation 
reduced itself to this —  
how best to obtain that
lemon-pie. It stood on
the shelf of the safe, in all 

its white-and-yellow glory, with the finely 
scalloped edges that only Ju n o ’s practised 
hand could create. He could see it plainly 
through the pantry window, but the pantry 
window was some feet above his head and 
the pantry door was locked.

His eyes measured critically, for the 
eleventh time, the distance from the ground, 
and with a sigh he acknowledged to himself 
that, unless he could find aid, the situation was 
as hopeless as though he should attem pt to
scale the walls of T roy about which his father
had read to him on winter evenings. A s if 
reluctant to leave the cherished object of 
their affections, his eyes came back to a 
little girl near by, playing under the trees. 
There really wasn’ t much to be seen except 
a spot of white dim ity, a pair of sunburnt 
arms that came from beneath the short puff 
sleeves, and a pink sunbonnet that com
pletely hid the face.

Dear was keeping house. It came to the 
Commodore that Dear was the solution, but 
the matter was a delicate one and needed 
careful handling. He approached within the 
shade of the big magnolia-tree which served 
Dear as shelter and play-house in one, and 
watched her as she carefully patted and 
baked her dirt-pies. In front of her, leaning 
rigidly against the trunk of the great tree, 
sat a weather-beaten-looking doll w ith a bit 
of fresh ribbon arranged to the best possible 
advantage in her one strand of yellow hair. 
Dear was talking as she worked.

“ Of course, Maria Em m a,”  she was say-

ing, with the tender cadence in her voice 
with which she invariably addressed this 
mute companion, “ these cakes won’ t be
quite as good as Cook’s, ’cause she has butter 
an’ ginger an’ things; but I have some real 
sugar to sprinkle over them when th ey’ re 
done, an’ I cer-tain-ly hope you ’ ll enjoy them, 
for I’ve been very careful in the baking, and 
Cook says if the stove isn’ t right there’s no use 
m ixing the dough —  it ’ s w astefu l.”

Dear rose and pushed back the pink bon
net. Becoming suddenly conscious of the
Commodore’s presence, she turned and faced 
him with a look of joyfu l surprise.

“ I cer-tain-ly am glad to see you ,”  she
said, with a quaint hospitality. “ Y o u ’ ve 
come just in time for the cakes —  with real 
sugar,”  she added in haste, seeing him glance 
indifferently at the cherished row in the sun.

“ Y es ,”  said the Commodore, thinking of 
the lemon-pie.

Dear was agitated. It was seldom the 
Commodore even vaguely acquiesced. She 
lifted Maria Em m a up tenderly but hastily. 
W as the Commodore really going to play 
house with her at last?  Not that Maria 
Em m a w asn’t good com pany; not that 
M aria Em m a didn’ t fill every w an t; but
Maria Em m a by nature was silent, and it 
was nice now and then to play when the 
conversation w asn’t all one-sided. It was a 
queer navy-yard , anyw ay, Dear had often 
thought, where all the children except herself 
and the Commodore were either in go-carts 
or grown up, with no in-betweens.

“ You  can sit right here,”  she said, motion
ing to the seat under the tree which Maria 
Em m a had been, forced to vacate. Dear’s 
voice was trem bling with eagerness now. 
“ The cookies were just done, an’ see what 
I have h e re !”  She spread out on a magnolia- 
leaf in front of him a small piece of bread and
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butter, three raisins, and a mango. The Com
modore eyed the array thoughtfully. He no
ticed that there was only one mango, and he 
remembered that Dear was especially fond of 
mangos.

“I think I would rather have —  lemon- 
pie,” he said politely.

“ I'm sorry,” said Dear in a troubled voice. 
“ Cook —  Cook didn’t give me any. There 
isn’t any lemon-pie.”

“ Yes, there is,” replied the Commodore 
triumphantly. “ Just look there through the 
pantry window.”

Dear looked as directed, and the Commo
dore watched her face narrowly. Her sober 
violet eyes came back from regarding the 
sweet to the Commodore.

“ That’s for my father’s dinner,” she said 
gravely.

“ It’s a pretty big pie, even if your father 
is Captain of the yard,” observed the Commo
dore meditatively.

Dear smoothed Maria Emma’s one lock 
tenderly.

“ My father is a pretty big man,” she re
turned, a little proudly.

“I’m very fond of lemon-pie,” remarked the 
Commodore, presently.

Dear looked at him, a queer expression in 
her eyes.

“ I’ll— I’ll play house with you,” he said, 
leaning down and carefully regarding a hole 
he had dug with a stick, “ if —  if you’ll get 
me a piece of lemon-pie.”

“But it’s the onliest one we have —  and 
it’s for my father’s dinner.”

“ I’ll play house with you,” he said again, 
and his tone was of one conferring a great 
favor, “ if you’ll help me move that box 
and —  and —  and —  I’ll hold it steady-------

“ I’ ll— I’ll play we’re married, and I’ll sit 
here and read the paper and smoke and let you 
cook for me,” went on the voice of the tempter.

It was an awful moment for Dear.
“ I’ll take you to the dry-dock this after

noon when Reilly shows me how to tie that 
reef-knot.”

The Commodore, watching Dear closely, 
saw unmistakable signs of wavering. Reilly, 
the cockswain of the launch, was a name to 
conjure with. He was the Commodore’s 
most intimate friend in the navy-yard; 
he was the Commodore’s counselor in all 
matters nautical, his confidant in all serious 
perplexities. Unknown to Reilly, he was Dear’s 
one rival.

“ Would —  would you let me take Maria 
Emma along?” asked Dear in a faint voice.

“ Yes,” said the Commodore heroically.

Dear laid Maria Emma down carefully. 
To what depths of iniquity will not maternal 
pride and love descend? Then she removed 
her sunbonnet and walked slowly toward 
the box.

“ I’ll help you,” she said.
Dear emerged presently, and, stooping, 

carefully handed the pie to the waiting 
Commodore.

“ I’m sorry,” she said a little timidly, 
“ but I broke one of the frills off. It doesn’t 
matter much —  does it?”

“ No, indeed,” returned the Commodore 
graciously. Then he broke the pie and 
offered the first piece to Dear. “ You’re a 
whole pile better than most girls. If you 
were a fellow, I’d say you were a brick.”

A faint flush of pleasure crept into Dear’s 
pale little face, and she picked up Maria 
Emma and gave her a rapturous squeeze, but 
she did not touch the pie. Then she gave 
a little cry, and Maria Emma fell from 
her arms. Coming up the walk, and look
ing straight at her and smiling, was the Cap
tain.

The Commodore glanced up, surprised, at 
Dear and followed her look. His face beneath 
the tan turned, if possible, whiter than Dear’s, 
and in that moment the full enormity of his 
offense broke on him. He, the Commodore, 
the son of the Captain’s particular friend, the 
chum of the Captain’s cockswain, in the Cap
tain’s own grounds, eating the Captain’s own 
pie that he had —  stolen!

A white cloud sailed lazily over the sum
mer sky, and a southern bird began to chirp 
in the sweet-orange bush near by. Dear 
stooped mechanically and picked up her 
sunbonnet and put it on, as though she 
would hide her face from all the world. 
The broken pie reposed in the shade of the 
magnolia-tree, but the Commodore was 
blind to every fact except that the smiling 
Captain would have to pass that tree before 
he reached the entrance to the house, and 
that the Captain was almost on him now. 
Would Reilly ever “ chum” with him again? 
Would the Captain recommend the brig for 
him to the Commandant and his father? 
Was the guard-house too good a place for an 
officer’s son who stole?

The Captain was near them now, and he 
held out his arms for Dear, who had never 
failed to watch for him before or respond 
to his caresses. He picked her up and peered 
under her pink bonnet, then pushed it back, 
surprised. Dear was crying.

“ Hel-lo! What’s the matter here?” he 
asked cheerfully; and then, as Dear could
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not speak for sobs, he turned to the Com
modore. “ What’s the matter, son?”

The Commodore took a step forward, and 
unconsciously he stood at attention, as he 
had seen prisoners do when brought be
fore the Captain. His mouth felt hot and 
dry.

“ It’s the pie, sir,” said the Commodore 
slowly, “ the lemon-pie.”

The Captain glanced around him in a per
plexed way.

“ The what? ”  he asked.
“ The pie, sir,” repeated the Commodore, 

clearly this time, all the alarm he had felt 
gone. “ Your pie, sir.”

“ Indeed!” said the Captain, following the 
boy’s gesture, and seeing for the first time 
the white-and-yellow object beneath the tree.

“ Yes,” said the Commodore slowly; “ I 
— I took it.”

The Captain continued to look from the 
Commodore to the pie, and he continued to 
pat Dear soothingly.

“ It’s a pretty big pie for two small people. 
I’m afraid Juno will have to be spoken to,” 
he observed jocularly.

“ It isn’t Juno,” said the Commodore; 
"it ’s just me. I stole your pie.”

There was a brief silence. The Commo
dore met the Captain’s fixed look steadily. 
There was something in the Commodore’s 
face that the Captain had seen once before, 
in battle, in an enemy that asked no quarter. 
He had seen much hard duty, the Captain. 
He is known throughout the service as being 
a judge of men.

Before he could speak, Dear slipped from 
his hold and ran over to the Commodore 
and timidly took his hand; then she, too, 
faced the Captain.

“ It was I who —  who took— the pie,” 
she said, and her lips were trembling.

The Commodore took a step forward as 
though he would shield her.

“ I made her; I’m not going to let a girl 
take the blame, sir,” he said. “I couldn’t 
manage the box alone, so I bribed her. She 
wouldn’t do it until I told her she could take 
Maria Emma —  that’s her old doll, you 
know —  down this afternoon when Reilly 
shows me how to tie a reef-knot. She’s 
wanted to tote Maria Emma around with 
us awfully bad for some time, but I —  I 
didn’t want Reilly to see me near a doll. 
That’s all, sir.”

The Captain looked from the open pantry 
window and the box beneath, which they 
had forgotten to remove, to the children 
before him. Then he addressed Dear.

“ Run along to the study,” he said, vainly 
trying to repress the note of tenderness that 
would betray weakness in face of so grave 
an offense. “But don’t trouble Mother —- 
Dear.” The last word came without his 
volition.

Dear’s reluctant feet obeyed, but as she 
passed her father she looked back at the 
Commodore. “I did do it, Honey! Please 
don’t blame him.”

The Captain waited until Dear had dis
appeared in the house. The Commodore 
was grateful for that. Whatever reprimand 
was coming, he was glad that there was no 
girl, or even doll, to see —  glad that Maria 
Emma had gone with Dear.

“ Well,”— the Captain broke a silence 
that had seemed to the Commodore inter
minable,—  “ what is to be done about it?”

The Commodore still stood at attention.
“ That’s for you to say, sir.”
“ You consider yourself one of the service, 

don’t you?” asked the judge advocate of 
this court of one.

“Yes, sir.”  The answer was brief. There 
was a note of relief in it that even the Cap
tain did not understand. The Commodore, 
in a vague sort of way, had fancied the Captain 
might order a court martial of some kind 
that would in after years be brought up 
against him —  those long years ahead of 
him that had to be lived before he might 
hope to enter the Academy.

“ It is —  theft,” said the Captain slowly, 
and he was not surprised to see the boy 
wince.

“ Yes, sir,” said the Commodore. He 
hoped the Captain did not notice that he 
had to bite his lip.

“ It is a serious offense against regulations,” 
continued the Captain.

“ Yes, sir,” said the Commodore again.
The Captain suddenly changed his tone.
“ What do you think your father would 

say?” he asked.
This time the Commodore bit his lip —  hard.
“ Of course, he’ll have to know, sir,” said 

the Commodore; “ it —  it isn’t that, but, 
somehow, I thought as Captain of the Yard, 
sir, that —  that — — ” he broke off.

“ Son,” said the Captain, “ your father is 
your commanding officer until you get into 
the Academy —  the one to be your judge.”

For the first time, the Commodore changed 
his position. He took several steps forward 
until he was close to the Captain, and he 
looked up into his eyes. There was an odd 
appeal for self in the Commodore’s look —  
the first the Captain had seen.
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" I ’ ll tell m y father, sir,”  said the Commo
dore, "b u t  —  but p e rh a p s ”

" Y e s ? ”  said the Captain.
"P erh a p s you won’ t think it necessary to 

say anything to Reilly  about —  about the 
p ie ? ”

From the foot of the broad steps of the 
house the Captain watched the Commodore 
trudge resolutely aw ay. Then the grave look 
that his eyes had worn almost continuously 
since early morning returned to them.

“ T h at’s the kind of pluck that goes in the 
service,”  he said aloud; “ it ’s the kind w e’ re 
all going to need for the next few m onths” ; 
and with bent head he went slowly up the 
steps. A t the top he paused again and looked 
through the vista  at the foot of the long 
avenue of trees. The broad stretch of water 
lay shining in the sun, and beyond was a 
glimpse of the city on which the scourge had 
laid its hand.

II

It was just his luck, R eilly growled, that 
a department with no thought or considera
tion for individual rights should have sent 
him here. A  man in his second C. S. C., 
even if he didn’t hold a good-conduct medal, 
had a right to expect something. He had 
alw ays got what he didn’ t expect and what 
he didn’ t want. When he had banked on 
being one of the detail for the big battle-ship 
that was going into commission at the New 
Y o rk  Y ard  (and incidentally on seeing Bill 
Jensen ’s sister again), he had been shoved 
off to the Philippines, and had spent three 
years on a tub of a gunboat cruising around 
the Southern Islands, with only “ gu gu ”  chicken 
fights and scenery to break the monotony. 
Did he want to go home by Frisco? Y e s ; but, 
for all that, he had to come by w ay of Suez, 
and, when he had jollied up a bit and had 
counted on going ashore at Bom bay and 
giving that a whirl, the men hadn’t been allowed 
to land at all, because of the plague. He had 
hoped for a half-decent home billet, but was 
shanghaied off to Sitka by an admiring captain 
whose cockswain he had once been. It had 
alw ays been the same, and, although Reilly 
had to acknowledge that his varied expe
riences had forced him to see the “ sights”  and 
had gained for him an enviable reputation as a 
spinner of yarns among the men, he had still 
singularly failed to fall into one really desirable 
billet since the day of his first enlistment. He 
had decided that his present billet wasn’ t so 
bad, after all. It had a bearable climate and 
the duty was easy. There was a place of 
civilization, in the form of a city, that could be

reached, after some little trouble, b y  footing it 
for a mile or two along a dusty road and 
crossing in an antiquated ferry , or by hiring a 
skiff that only an experienced seafaring man 
would venture in. His grow ing content, how
ever, had been rudely disturbed that very 
morning by the Com m andant’s issuing an 
order quarantining the yard  against the city, 
on account of the presence of the fever there.

It really was the last straw , R eilly  grunted. 
It meant liberty restricted to this side of 
the water, a little w ay  beyond the confines 
of the reservation. It was more than ought 
to be expected of a human man —  and if 
he were forced by the try in g circumstances 
of his life to break quarantine, it would be 
the fault of the Com m andant prim arily, and 
then of the Departm ent for allowing such a 
martinet to hold his jo b ; and R eilly  viciously 
hauled his needle in and out of the launch- 
canopy he was repairing.

“ Catch little W illie enlisting a g a in !”  he 
grumbled to Jo b , the crew ’s m ascot. "N o t 
—-on —  y o u r —-life ! B ack to the farm  for 
m e! I —-w h y, hello, Matie, where did you 
come from ? And, I declare, if there ain’ t the 
Captain ’s baby, t o o !”

“ You forgot M aria E m m a,”  said a child’s 
sweet voice; " she’s come spe-cially, R eilly, to 
see you tie that reef-knot.”

The Commodore w aited patiently  until 
Reilly, with a flourish, had fastened off his 
thread.

“ Very busy to -d a y ? ”  he asked, by way 
of introducing the knot question.

Reilly carefully rolled a cigarette.
“ Not ve ry ,”  said R eilly .
“ I thought the men alw ays smoked pipes,”  

said the Com m odore; “ they alw ays do in all 
the sea-stories I read. W hy don’ t you smoke 
a pipe, R e il ly ? ”

Reilly laughed good-naturedly.
“ T h at’s the w ay  all those story-books go, 

M atie,”  he said, flinging the dead m atch away 
and puffing slowly on his cigarette. “ They 
ain’ t such bad stuff, taken all in all, but the 
people who w rite about us h ave a powerful lot 
to learn. w e  keep up with the times. Clay 
pipes, and even sweet-briers, are all right in 
their w ay,—  I haven’ t a word to say against 
’em,—  but it ’s rot to suppose we don’ t smoke 
anything else. W hy, look at the old wooden 
tubs our navy  used to have, and the protected 
cruisers w e’ re squeezing out of Congress n ow ! 
T h at’s a sam ple for you. Wooden tubs — 
wooden pipes. Up-to-date ships —  up-to-date 
men and —  cigarettes. Those story-books 
’ mind me of the pale-faced brand of men that 
sit at home and fight with their pens, cool and
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comfortable-like with their spinning chairs and 
whirling fans, calling us names, while we sweat 
in tropics they couldn’t stand, keeping our
selves from being murdered by a lot of half
crazy savages, just to hold old possessions we 
never applied for! It comes to about the same 
thing, Matie; neither of ’em know a thing 
about us!”

The Commodore had forgotten the reef- 
knot. He gazed with wide, still eyes across 
the water, lying warm and quiet in the early 
evening’s sun. Reilly’s voice came to him 
distinct, but as though from a great distance, 
and the mist that hung about the distant 
city as a veil was, unknown to him, as a 
curtain that hid from him those future years 
when he should be a man like Reilly and see 
and know things for himself. The launch rocked 
softly at its moorings, and cast its shadows on 
the float. Dear’s laugh floated to his senses as 
a breeze of summer stirs some object at rest.

Reilly stretched his legs, yawned, and flung 
away the end of his cigarette.

“ What’s the matter, Matie?’’ he asked. 
"Moping ’cause you won’t get to the city 
any more?’’

The Commodore wheeled around so sud
denly that he startled Job, who scampered 
away. Dear, with Maria Emma, edged nearer.

“ What do you mean, Reilly? Who said I 
couldn’t go?”

“I reckon you come under the head of the 
navy-yard, don’t you? Ever heard of quar
antine?”

“ Yes,” said the Commodore slowly.
“ What is it?” asked Dear timidly. “ Does

— does it hurt much, Reilly?”
“ You bet your life,” said Reilly, all his 

wrongs recurring, “ specially when you’re as 
dry as a dying fish and— ” He broke off 
suddenly, catching sight of Dear’s face. 
“ There, Sweetness, I was just foolin’ you. 
It’s — it’s an order, you know, that the 
Commandant got out this morning, prohib
itin’ all the officers and men to go ashore. 
The fever has settled down for a little visit 
in the city. That’s all, Sweetness. Don’t 
you worry; Reilly nor no one else in this 
yard is going to let anything hurt you.”  And 
Reilly patted Dear’s soft hair with his big hand 
for a moment.

“ Nor Maria Emma, Reilly?”
“ No, Sweetness, nor Maria Emma.”
The Commodore squared his shoulders.
“ Don’t you worry, Reilly,” he said; ‘ ‘ I ’ ll 

see that you get your cigarettes all right, and
— and your beer. I guess I’m big enough to 
get to the city by the Point, even if you can’t 
run your launch any more.”

“ Don’t you try and break quarantine, 
Matie; it won’t do you no good.”

“I guess the Commandant can’t order the 
officers’ families, can he?”

“He can recommend that you all be shipped 
away from here.”

The Commodore stood silent. From the 
marine barracks came the mess call for the 
men’s supper. The Commodore turned his 
back on Reilly and suddenly went over and 
took Dear’s hand and led her carefully up the 
steps of the float’s approach.

“ Come,” he said, “ I’m going to take you 
home.”

It was not until that night after he was in 
bed, listening to the low, earnest voices of 
his father and mother down-stairs, that he 
remembered Reilly had not shown him the 
reef-knot, and he fell asleep wondering how 
he, both he and Reilly, had forgotten.

III

To the Commodore, ever after, the events 
of that summer stood out distinct and clear. 
It was his nearest approach, he told himself, 
with an exultation he would not have had 
any one know for the world, to a great danger 
—  something really to be guarded against with 
military discipline, to be fought with military 
strategy, if it came. He used to talk about it 
sometimes with Reilly, but Reilly, somehow, 
seemed strangely lacking in enthusiasm, and 
was not to be impressed with the proper sense 
of duty or of danger. The long weeks of 
restriction told on Reilly’s temper, and even 
the Commodore awoke to the knowledge that 
Reilly was, after all, not more than human. 
It is doubtful if the Commodore would ever 
have come to this decision had it not been 
rudely thrust upon him by Reilly and two 
others of the crew breaking quarantine. His 
idol emerged from the days of detention in the 
suspect ward, and his ten days in the “ brig” 
in double irons, a paler and a sadder if not a 
wiser man.

Reilly’s attitude was perhaps the chief 
reason why the Commodore turned more 
and more to Dear in these days. Dear was 
always respectful; Dear never laughed at 
quarantine; Dear always agreed with him 
on all points that really counted, although 
she protested long and vigorously before she 
would consent to Maria Emma’s having the 
fever.

“ You’d better be sensible and let her have 
it and get through with it,” said the Commo
dore, toward the end of a heated discussion. 
“ She need only have it a little; then she’ll be 
an immune.”
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“I  thought she’d be dead,” said Dear faintly. 
“ What is an immune?”

“ It’s something you become after you’ve 
had the fever,” said the Commodore; “ that 
is, if you live. And if you’re an immune you 
never get the fever again, and you can have 
infected stigimyers all over you and you’re all 
right. The doctor is an immune. It must be 
great.”

" I  never saw the stickhiers over the doctor,” 
said Dear in an awe-struck voice.

“ Course not. I don’t believe we have one 
in the yard.”

Dear looked down yearningly at Maria 
Emma.

“ Do you really think she’d better have the 
fever?” she asked anxiously.

“ Much better,” said the Commodore, 
promptly. “ We can play that big live-oak 
over there is the detention-camp, and I’ll rig 
up an awfully cunning little screened room 
for her to be sick in. You know, you’ll be 
so relieved when it’s over.”

Dear agreed that she would, and com
forted herself with the assurance that she 
could bear even this sorrow if the Commo
dore was going to direct the affair and sus
tain her with his presence. She hoped Maria 
Emma wasn’t going to be too sick to know that 
the Commodore was taking an interest in her at 
last, if it did seem to be purely military and 
medical in its nature.

“ Of course, this is only make-believe,” the 
Commodore reassured her, a bit troubled over 
her anxious face. “ We’re not going to allow 
any real cases to come this side of the reserva- 
tion-fence.” He stopped suddenly in his ham
mering on the wooden frame he had com
menced to make, and came a little closer to 
Dear. “ Why, that’s the reason we’ve all 
stayed here —  because it’s safer than trying to 
get away and passing the detention-camps. I 
heard the doctor tell the Commandant so! ” 

The Commodore, she had to acknowledge 
to herself, seemed well posted on the situation. 
She had several times heard him talking to the 
doctor, and both of them used words so long 
in connection with the disease that it made her 
head ache.

There was no ditch cleared on the reserva
tion, there was not a gallon of oil poured on 
the stagnant places, of which the Commodore 
did not know. He knew exactly which of 
the officers the Commandant had appointed 
for special inspection duty and the fumigation- 
day of each dwelling in the yard. Fumigation- 
days were fete-days to the Commodore and 
Dear. They would help in carrying out the 
things that could be hurt by sulphur, and

picnic under the trees, and the Commodore 
would read the papers laboriously, skipping the 
words he could not pronounce, and hoping 
Dear would not notice, in her interest in the 
progress of the fever.

Sometimes the Commodore would grow a 
little restless, and would sit on the steps of 
the gallery, his elbows on his knees, his chin 
in his hands, and strain his eyes in the direc
tion of the city. How he wanted to be there 
in the midst of it all, instead of just waiting -  
waiting!

The long, hot summer drew near its close; 
the fever slowly crept up to its maximum 
figure, paused there uncertainly for a time, 
and gradually began to wane. But its waning 
brought fresh need of caution to the reservation 
by the waterside. Very stealthily it crept into 
the Point; from the Point it crept to the res
ervation-fence on one side, and came along the 
coast on the other, nearer, until the yard stood 
isolated in its strength.

The nearer the fever came to them, the 
stronger grew the Commodore’s faith in the 
government’s ability to grapple with the situa
tion. It was about this time that Dear became 
imbibed with something of the Commodore’s 
enthusiasm, and she would go as near to the 
reservation-fence as she was allowed, and 
look over to the road and the houses outside 
curiously, but with no trace of fear. She 
used to wonder if the dusty-looking trees and 
faded road flowers she saw over there had the 
fever, too, and she longed, with the maternal 
in her reaching out to all suffering things, to 
take them water and smooth their crumpled 
leaves.

With the recovery of Maria Emma from the 
fever, all her own latent fear of it had passed, 
and Maria Emma, being an immune now, 
was head nurse in the detention-camp under 
the big live-oak. If Maria Emma ever wearied 
of well-doing or longed to return to the old 
magnolia play-house, like older and wiser per
sons who lived through those trying times, she 
gave no sign. If, in the weeks that followed, 
there were hours when Maria Emma felt hot 
tears upon her face, she never told. Maria 
Emma was a service doll; she was used to 
smiles and —  tears.

If the gods had decreed, for the long days 
and years of faithful service, one thing that 
Maria Emma might remember, it would have 
been the memory of Dear’s flushed face and 
heavy eyes, in which still dwelt a depth of 
love, one late evening in September; that and 
Dear’s kisses on her face —  Dear’s kisses and 
her tired voice.
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“ I want you, precious, for my head aches, 
but you know yo u ’ re a navy doll, an’ you ’ re 
head nurse, an’ you ’re needed here. You 
understand, don’ t you, Maria Em m a? Oh, I 
knew you w ould.”

It was Maria Em m a —  Maria Em m a —  
Maria Em m a, in the two long, short days 
that followed; but when the Captain or the 
Captain ’s sweet young wife bent over Dear’s 
bed and told her they would find Maria Em m a 
for her, Dear’s sick, pleading eyes and head- 
shake of denial would answer for her when she 
could answer no longer. It was Maria Em m a 
always, but, for some reason they could not 
understand, Maria Em m a was not to be allowed 
to come.

Then Fear came to the yard, and it gripped 
each heart with its hold of terror, from the 
Com m andant’s to R eilly ’s —  excepting Dear’s; 
and Dear lay in the valley beyond the confines 
of which, by an eternal wise decree, Fear has 
no power to pass. Even the Commodore felt 
things slipping from him then, and lost his grip, 
though he knew the terror that held the yard 
in thrall was terror only lest Reilly ’s “ Sweet
ness”  should slip out and leave the Captain’s 
household desolate.

The launch made a trip to the distant city 
then, the first in many weeks, and Reilly was 
at the helm. A physician, a great physician 
born under a foreign flag, lived there, who had 
been fighting the scourge day and night, night 
and day. There was Reilly at the helm, there 
was the surgeon of the yard, anxious and rest
less, one fireman, and —  the Commodore on the 
boat-landing to see them off.

The Commodore was waiting when the launch 
returned, and far off he could see that the 
doctor was not alone. The great foreigner 
had come, then. Dear would live!

Behind him he heard steps, and he looked 
hastily over his shoulder and saw his father 
coming very slowly down the gangw ay. The 
Commodore scarcely noticed him ; he was in
tent on the landing to be made.

Their own doctor came first over the side 
of the boat, and held out his hand to the 
celebrity. The Commodore drew back a little 
and peered curiously into his face.

The great man had kindly eyes, eyes that 
looked tired, too. That was all that the Com
modore had time to notice, but what m attered? 
He had come, and Dear would l iv e !

The Commodore’s father came forward and 
drew the doctors aside. The Commodore just 
faintly heard the words he was not meant to 
hear.

“ It was good of you to com e; the Captain 
appreciates it ; but —  it’ s too late.”  The

Captain ’s friend hesitated a moment and looked 
down critically at the stripes on his sleeve; it 
seemed to him he could not go on. “ But, if 
you —  if you would —  will you come with our 
surgeon and see the C aptain ’s —  w ife ? ”

The Commodore heard it all. For a minute 
he watched the three men w alk aw ay, and 
then he gave a sudden cry. The boat-landing 
seemed slipping aw ay from him, the sky was 
slipping aw ay from him, everyth ing was going. 
Then he felt R e illy ’s arms, heard R e illy ’s voice.

It was only for a second of time, that queer 
feeling,—  he almost wished it had lasted 
longer,—  and he looked up at Reilly.

“ She’s dead,”  he said very distinctly.
Reilly nodded.
“ Did you hear them, to o ? ”  the Commodore

asked.
“ Y es ,”  said Reilly.
It was Reilly who took him home and gave 

him over to his mother, who was watching for 
him at the door. She stooped down when she 
saw him coming, and the Commodore ran into 
her waiting arms, that closed with tender 
passion around his shaking form . There were 
tears upon her face.

B y and by the Commodore went up into his 
own little room, sat down by the open window, 
and began to think —  to think!

He came down quietly to supper, but scarcely 
touched his food, and spoke but little. Once 
his mother would have gone to him, but his 
father caught her eyes in one look of perfect 
understanding. “ He will have to fight it out 
alone,”  it seemed to say.

The fact that his mother had her shade-hat 
on, and that her traveling-bag stood near by, 
hardly seemed to surprise the Commodore now; 
nor did he show any surprise when, on rising 
from the supper-table, his mother went up to 
him and kissed him, saying:

"M o th er’s going over to the Captain’s 
to-night to —  to help nurse the C aptain ’s wife, 
to —  to try and —- and help the Captain! She 
knows you ’ re going to take her place and do 
everything you can for Fath er.”

The Commodore looked at her very seriously; 
then he put out his hand and for a moment 
stroked her forehead as he had seen his father 
do when his mother was tired and perplexed.

“ Everyth ing will go all right,”  he said.
Then he went and got his mother’s bag and 

carried it a little ahead of his father and mother. 
In the dim falling twilight they could see him, 
and they, too, were quiet.

At the foot of the long avenue of magnolias 
she kissed them, and the Commodore opened 
the gate for her. They watched her as she 
walked sw iftly up the narrow brick walk
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between two rows of tropical palms to the 
silent house beyond.

When they got home, the Commodore kissed 
his father and went up into his own room and 
returned to his seat by the window. The 
twilight deepened into night, and he tried to 
count the stars as they came out one by one. 
Then he gave it up and counted the squares of 
glass in his window-panes. There were six in 
the lower sash and six in the upper, only 
the lower ones were larger. He wondered 
what time it was. He began to wonder if he 
were only eight years, after all; he felt very 
old —  old enough to be at the Academy. Far 
off from across the waters came to him the 
echo of the convent bell, and somehow the 
deep, slow, sweet notes reminded him of his 
mother’s voice, and with the memory of his 
mother’s voice came —  tears. He was just a 
little boy, after all.

At the end of the week the Commodore’s 
mother came home, and the Commodore and 
the whole yard knew that the crisis of the 
fever had come and gone, and that the Cap
tain’s wife still lived.

The daily lists of the fever reports in the 
city and surrounding country grew shorter. 
Gradually the days grew cooler— a watched- 
for, blessed sign. By and by the fever became 
a memory of the past —  except to the homes 
which had paid it its high tribute of human life 
—  and the quarantine was lifted. Reilly re
gained his good nature and went back to spin
ning yarns to the new recruits who had just 
arrived; work was begun again; the Pay
master’s baby cut her first tooth, along with 
other important events; and life in the yard 
regained its even tenor.

But the Captain’s house stood white and 
silent at the head of its avenue of trees. The 
Captain was rarely seen about the yard now, 
excepting within duty hours, and some weeks 
before he had resigned from the officers’ card 
club, that he might spend all his spare time 
at home.

The surgeon would come up the narrow 
walk of bricks each evening, very thought
fully, very slowly, and each evening the 
Captain would meet him on the steps. Once 
more, at the surgeon’s request, Reilly took 
him over, and they brought the great doctor 
from the city again. The Captain waited in 
the dining-room for their verdict.

“ It is the result of the fever and —  the 
shock,” said the great man slowly. His eyes 
were troubled. He had never grown accus
tomed to this phase of his mission among men. 
“I  really don’t know what to advise. If she

can’t be aroused —”  He broke off and forced 
himself to meet the Captain’s eyes. Do I 
make myself understood?”

“ Perfectly,” said the Captain slowly.
The surgeon told the Commodore’s father 

about it later in the day, and that evening 
the Commodore’s father told his wife. The 
Commodore was near and heard them.

He looked up from the boat he was carving. 
" Do you mean —  do you mean the Cap

tain’s wife is going to die, too?”
“ We can’t tell, boy, but it may come to 

that —  if we can’t rouse her.”
The Commodore put down his boat, shut 

his knife deliberately, and came over and 
stood by his father.

“ You mean she isn’t interested in things 
any more? That the Captain —  nobody —  is 
able to make her glad?”

“ Well —  yes, perhaps.”
Somewhere near twilight that afternoon, 

the Commodore took the short back cut to 
the Captain’s big house. Everything was 
quiet; no one seemed to be about. He knew 
that his mother, who came to sit with the 
Captain’s wife in the afternoon, had gone; 
he remembered that the Captain had been 
obliged to go to the city and would not be 
back until the launch came in. Juno was 
really the only one to guard against, and 
Juno was nowhere in sight. The door on 
the back gallery was open, and the Commo
dore walked in. He hesitated. Now that 
he was really here, he wasn’t quite sure where 
to go —  what to say. He crept across to the 
Captain’s study. He remembered having 
heard his father say that the Captain carried 
his wife in there each morning. On the 
threshold of the open door he paused again, 
uncertainly. There she was, on the Captain’s 
big leather sofa, her face turned away, looking 
out of the window. Something— it might 
have been the sense of some one’s presence —  
made her turn her head toward the door. Her 
face, with the violet eyes that the Commodore 
had seen in some one else before, showed no 
surprise. If it had not been for the eyes the 
Commodore would not have known her. He 
advanced a step into the room, feeling a queer 
trembling in his legs. Could he make her glad 
again? When he spoke his voice shook a little.

“ I’m —  I’m sorry you’ve been so sick. We 
all wish we could help you —  help you to be 
glad again. I want to help, too —  ” he broke off.

“ So it’s the Commodore,” said the Captain’s 
wife slowly, “ and you want to— to make me 
glad. It doesn’t seem to me I can ever be 
glad again.” The voice was low and sad and 
weak.
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“ Isn’t — isn’t there something some one 
could bring you, something you would like 
to have very much? Isn’ t there anything 
you want? ”

She smiled a little. “ Every one is good. I 
have everything — everything except the one 
thing that I need.”  There was a depth 
of sorrow in her voice which the Commo
dore could not fathom, but which he vaguely 
felt.

He twisted his cap in his hands nervously.
“ Y o u — you have the Captain,”  he said, 

very low.
She nodded. “ Yes, I have the Captain,”  

and for a moment the Commodore fancied 
her eyes looked glad, then the light faded from 
them. “ I don’t forget the Captain,”  she said 
slowly. “ He —  he is better to me than I 
deserve; there is no man like him. But it’s the 
pain —  here.”  She laid her thin hands on her 
heart, and the Commodore, watching, saw the 
gold of her wedding-ring flash brightly for an 
instant in the fading sun.

The Commodore came up to the foot of the 
sofa now.

“ I’m sorry,”  he said again; “ I wanted to 
make you glad. But — but, anyhow, I have 
something that —  that don’ t belong to me, and 
I want to tell you.”

She sighed a little and put one hand to her 
head. She wouldn’t have hurt the Commodore 
for the world, nor have him know how his 
talking made her head ache. She would try 
to listen.

“ You — that is — did the Captain ever tell

you about the — lemon-pie?”  asked the Com
modore, trying to control his voice again.

“ Y e s — I think he did; yes, I remember 
now —  in confidence. Y o u  ”

The Commodore nodded.
“ Yes, that’s it,”  he said; “ I —  I stole it.”
The Captain’s wife did not answer, but she 

looked at him a little curiously.
“ It was very wrong,”  said the Commodore; 

“ of course— I know that, and I didn’ t think 
I’d — I’d ever steal again; b u t— ” he broke 
off shortly. It seemed to him he couldn’t 
trouble the Captain’s wife, with her white face 
and thin hands, with such a confession now.

“ Y e s ? ”  she said.
Still he was silent.
“ Have you taken another lemon-pie?”  she 

asked, not unkindly.
The Commodore drew himself up a little.
“ No,”  he said; and then, " I  really didn’t 

mean to take something that belonged to 
some one else — I really didn’t at the time. 
It seemed to me it belonged to me, but — 
this evening I thought it all over, and I felt I 
ought to tell you. I did hope it would 
make you —  make you feel again —  make you 
glad.”

“ Don’t tell me if it hurts you so. It really 
doesn’ t matter. Nothing matters —  now,”  she 
said, with a slow turn of her head to the 
window.

The Commodore shifted his feet, then he 
slowly drew something out of his blouse.

Aroused by the silence, the Captain’s wife 
turned her gaze back to him. Then she
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slowly drew herself up on one arm and extended 
her thin hand.

“ What — what’s that you’ve g o t? ’ ’ she 
demanded, and her voice was shaking.

For an instant the Commodore stood motion
less; then he came up to the head of the sofa and 
carefully laid his burden down beside her.

“ It’s Maria Emma,”  he said very gently. 
“ I — I thought it would make you — glad.”

The Captain’s wife looked down at the 
doll by her side. She touched it once with 
trembling fingers.

“ G la d !"
“ She — she was head nurse in the detention- 

camp. Her — her — mother wouldn’t let her 
ever leave it. I —  I didn’ t think any one 
would want her. I went and got her the 
night — you were taken sick. I found the 
blue hair-ribbon she had worn. I took that, 
too,— I really and truly didn’ t mean to 
steal,—  and I tied it around her as a sash. 
You’ll see it’s a reef-knot; I don’t know much 
about bows! But I’ve been very careful of her. 
I’ ve kept her in my shoe-box all through the 
days, very carefully done up in newspaper, and 
— and— ” The Commodore broke off. Did 
honor require this, too? Would this make the 
C a p t a in ’ s wife glad?
“ And I’v e — I’ve kissed 
her — every night.”

It w as  over. The 
C o m m o d o re  had re
turned what was not 
really his, but he looked 
down on Maria Emma 
yearningly. This was 
good-by.

The Captain’s wife 
sat up suddenly, trem
bling with sobs. She 
gathered Maria Emma

to her breast and bent her streaming face 
above her.

The Commodore rushed blindly, frightened, 
from the room, straight into the arms of the 
Captain, who had stood unnoticed just beyond 
the doorway.

“ I  never meant to make her cry, sir, oh — 
indeed, I never meant t o !”  Something choked 
the Commodore. “ I only wanted to help — 
to make her glad again. Will — will she — 
die?”

The Captain put him down, a strange light 
breaking over his troubled face.

“ No, son, no; she will l iv e !”
Then he slipped in and closed the door.
The Commodore groped his way out. He 

tried to go softly and make no noise with his 
creaking shoes. He stood very quiet on the 
top step of the gallery. A mist crept up from 
the broad expanse of water and mingled with 
the mist of twilight and enveloped all things as 
with a faint, soft veil. A lizard crept slowly 
along the broad leaves of a palm. It was the 
only moving thing that he could see. The 
Captain said that she would live. He did not 
understand; he only knew that he felt very 
lonely. He could not bring himself to look at 

the big magnolia-tree or 
th e  live-oak, but he 
strained his eyes up to 
the evening sky that 
hung gray an d  s t i l l  
above him. The sky 
was so big, the whole 
world was so big, and he 
was just a little boy, 
after all — for the first 
time dimly feeling the 
mystery of the Infinite.

Then very quietly he 
went down the steps.
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B Y

G E O R G E  P. F L O Y D

“ I have not suffered by the South; I have suffered with the South. Their pain has 
been my p a in ; their loss has been my loss. W hat they have gained I have gained.”

I F IR S T  met Mr. Lincoln at 
Springfield, Illinois, in Feb
ruary, 1856. He was then 
practising law with W. H. 
Herndon; “ Lincoln & Hern
don’’ was the firm-name.
Their office was in a small

room in the second story of an old frame build
ing on Sangamon Street. The floor was bare; 
the furniture consisted of two small desks, a 
little table, a few old chairs, and a long wooden 
bench. I remember that large pictures of 
Washington and Andrew Jackson hung on the 
wall. Books and papers were scattered about.

Mr. Lincoln wore a long, old-fashioned frock- 
coat and a tall “ plug” hat; his breeches hardly 
reached to his ankles. He had on blue socks, 
an old-fashioned high dicky, and what was 
called in those days a “ stock.”  Mr. Lincoln 
was made up of head, hands, feet, and length, 
yet it required but a very few words with him 
to dispel any unfavorable impression of him 
that might have been formed. His kind, gentle
voice and manner would draw any one to him.

I had leased the Quincy House, at Quincy, 
Illinois. The property was owned by a 
widow, Mrs. Enos, who lived at Springfield. 
I employed Mr. Lincoln to execute the lease 
for me. He sent the lease to me at Quincy, 
but said nothing about the pay for his services. 
Thinking twenty-five dollars would be about 
right, I sent him that amount. In a few days 
I received a letter from Mr. Lincoln, of which 
the following is a copy:

S p r i n g f i e l d ,  I l l i n o i s ,  
  February 2 1 , 1856.

M r . G e o r g e  P . F l o y d ,
Quincy, Illinois.

Dear S ir:— I have just received yours of 
16th, with check on Flagg &  Savage for twenty-

five dollars. You must think I am a high-priced 
man. You are too liberal with your money.

Fifteen dollars is enough for the job. I send you 
a receipt for fifteen dollars, and return to you a ten- 
dollar bill.

Yours truly,
A . L in c o l n .

Lincoln's Dangerous Breakdown during 
the Debates with Douglas

During the summer of 1858 Abraham Lincoln 
and Stephen A. Douglas stumped the State of 
Illinois in joint debate. The first meeting 
was at Clinton, August 20. From there they 
went to Jonesboro, Charleston, Galesburg, 
Quincy, and ended at Alton, October 28. 
While Mr. Lincoln was always temperate in all 
things, the “ little giant”  Douglas generally 
carried a comfortable load of the “ juice of 
corn.”  On October 15 they reached Quincy, 
where an immense crowd assembled to listen 
to the debates. While Judge Douglas was 
very eloquent, fascinating, and rhetorical, Mr. 
Lincoln was neither rhetorical, graceful, nor 
brilliant, and used very little gesticulation. 
But in a little time the crowd was uncon
sciously and irresistibly drawn by the clearness 
and closeness of his argument. His fairness 
and candor were very noticeable. He ridiculed 
nothing, burlesqued nothing, misrepresented 
nothing. Instead of distorting the views held 
by Judge Douglas, he very modestly and 
courteously inquired into their soundness. He 
was too kind for bitterness and too great for 
vituperation.

The strain on body and mind had begun 
to tell on Mr. Lincoln. After he had finished 
his speech, he almost collapsed from sheer 
fatigue. He was taken by friends to his rooms 
in the hotel, which I was then keeping. They
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laid him on a lounge in his room, and Mr. 
Lincoln remarked: “ I tell you, I’ m mighty 
nigh petered out; I reckon I’ ll have to quit 
and give up the race.”

How Mrs. Floyd's Rum Sweat Saved 
the Campaign 

My wife stood watching him. She was a great

believer in old-school remedies, and suggested 
that Mr. Lincoln be treated to a “ rum sweat.”  

“ Rum sw eat!”  said Mr. Lincoln. “ Why, I 
never drank a drop of liquor in my life.”

“ You don’ t have to drink the rum,”  replied 
my wife. " I t ’s an external treatment.”  

"W ell,”  said Mr. Lincoln, “ if you think it 
will do me any good, just crack your whip and

go ahead. Any port in a storm, and, I tell you, 
I am mighty near overboard.

The treatment was administered as directed 
by my wife. A pan of New England rum was 
placed under a cane-seated chair. I he patient 
was stripped, seated in the chair, and covered 
all over with blankets. Then the rum was set 
afire. The fumes or vapor of the rum caused

profuse perspiration, after which the patient 
was put to bed, covered with woolen blankets, 
and given a decoction of hot ginger tea. The 
sweating continued.

The next morning, to our surprise, Mr. 
Lincoln made his appearance bright and early. 
We asked how he was feeling. “ W hy,”  said 
he, “ I am feeling like a two-year-old. I can
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jump a five-rail fence right now, I swanny! 
I’ve heard of folks drinking liquor, and rubbing 
their bodies with the bottle for ailments, but I 
never yet heard of driving the stuff through the 
pores of the hide to get a man full. If Mrs. 
Floyd would only join us in this campaign 
and prescribe for me,
I think we could 
beat out Judge Doug
las slick and clean.”

Civil War Days
Abraham L i n c o l n  
never forgot a favor.
Seven years rolled by 
before I met him 
again. In 1861 I was 
in business in Mont
gomery, Alabama. In 
F e b r u a r y  of that 
year the Confederate 
g o v e r n m e n t  met  
there and remained 
until it was removed 
to Richmond, Vir
ginia.

Although I was a 
slaveholder b e f o r e  
and during the war,
I was not imbued 
with the spirit of 
secession, and fortu
nately I was exempt 
from military duties, 
for I had mail and 
other contracts with 
the Confederate gov
ernment.

During the Civil 
War the people in the 
Confederate States, 
hemmed in as they 
were t h r o u g h  the 
blockade by land and 
sea, were obliged to 
depend on their own 
resources. They had 
no factories of any 
kind, no foundries, 
no powder-mills, tan
neries, or cotton- 
mi l l s .  T h e y  h a d  
worlds of cotton, but no means of manufactur
ing it. The extremes to which the Southern 
population was forced during the war, the suf
ferings, deprivations, and sacrifices they en
dured, have never been half told. Yet all the 
while they were surrounded by millions upon 
millions of wealth which they were unable to

utilize. Bales of cotton innumerable were stored 
away in every nook and corner of the Confed
eracy. It was estimated that during 1864 there 
was cotton enough in the Confederacy, if it 
were sold at the market price then ruling in the 
North, to pay one half of the whole war debt

of the North. From 
the commencement 
of hostilities the Con
federate government 
imposed a war tax on 
all the cotton raised 
in the Confederacy. 
This percentage of 
the crop, pressed into 
bales marked “ C. 
S. A .,”  was stored in 
warehouses through
out the Confederacy.

To President Lin
coln fo r  Protection
When the Federals 
captured cotton, it 
was sold at auction, 
and the pr oc e e ds  
were deposited in the 
United States Trea
sury, subject to the 
decision of the Court 
of Claims. In Decem
ber, 1864, about forty 
thousand bales were 
captured by General 
Sherman at Savan
nah, Georgia, and 
sent to New York to 
be sold at auction. 
The proceeds of this 
sale, amounting to 
many millions of dol
lars, went into the 
United States Trea
sury. There is to-day 
in the t r e a s u r y  a 
large deposit repre
senting the proceeds 
of cotton captured 
during the war, which 
has never been suc
cessfully claimed.

In December, 1864,
I concluded to leave the Confederate States. I 
left Montgomery, Alabama, December in go 
ing from Charleston, South Carolina, to Nassau 
on the blockade-runner Arrow, thence to New 
York on a regular steamer.

Since I left a considerable amount of perish
able property in the South, I was anxious to

I H A V E  N O T  S U F F E R E D  B Y  T H E  S O U T H , ’ 
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T H E  S O U T H ’ ”
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get protection papers from the Federal govern
ment, to save it when the Federals should 
capture Montgomery. Armed with letters of 
recommendation from Governor John A. 
Andrew of Massachusetts, Governor Joe Gil
more of New Hampshire, and a very strong 
personal letter from General Ben Prentiss 
(whom, together with his staff, I had befriended 
while they were prisoners of war in Selma, 
Alabama, in 1863), I proceeded to Washington. 
At that time, on account of the hundreds 
seeking interviews, it was very difficult to get 
an audience with Mr. Lincoln.

Lincoln at his Desk in the White House
After five or six days’ waiting I succeeded 
in reaching him. It so happened that I was 
the last visitor before the closing hour of 
business. When I entered his rooms, he was 
sitting in his office chair with his long legs 
resting on the desk. His feet were incased in 
old-fashioned carpet-slippers. His face as it 
looked at that time I shall never forget. He 
“ looked like death.”  His pale, haggard fea
tures, furrowed with wrinkles, his sunken eyes 
and care-worn face, made me hesitate to 
trouble him.

For a few moments he did not move a 
muscle, and seemed to be gazing at something 
a thousand miles away. At last, taking up 
my card and without changing his position, 
he said in a very kindly voice, “ Well, my 
friend, what can I do for y o u ?”

“ Mr. President,”  I replied, “ you look too 
tired and care-worn to do anything for any
body. I hate to trouble you.”

“ Oh, I’m all right,”  he replied. “ What can 
I do for y o u ?”

I laid my papers before him. He com
menced reading them. He had read but a 
few lines of General Prentiss’ letter, when he 
jumped up, grasped my hand, and said: 
“ Why, I have seen you before, sir; I remem
ber you very well. I believe your wife saved 
my life when I was at Quincy in 1858. Yes, 
and I have taken that ‘ rum sw eat’ that she 
prescribed for me many times, and I have 
prescribed it for some of my friends. It has 
always been a dead shot.”  And quickly, as 
if the keeper of the lighthouse had lighted the 
beacon-light, the cloud lifted from his face, his 
eyes snapped, and his thoughts seemed to hark 
back to the bygone days of 1858.

The President’s Tea which Became a 
Cabinet Meeting

“ You must come up and take tea with us 
to-night,”  said he. “ I want to talk with you 
about matters and things in the South. Ben

Prentiss tells me that you are well posted about 
things down there.”

I accepted his invitation, and, before we 
got through with the confab, it proved to be 
quite a cabinet meeting. We were joined by 
Mr. Fessenden, then Secretary of the Treasury, 
O. H. Browning, Secretary of the Interior, and 
Edwin M. Stanton, Secretary of War.

My mail and other contracts with the Con
federate government during the war had enabled 
me to keep behind the scenes and observe some 
of the workings and tricks of the misguided 
officials who sailed the water-logged Confed
erate craft into rough and ragged rocks, to 
shipwreck and destruction.

The Plan to Save Confederate Cotton
I was enabled to give Mr. Lincoln some infor
mation of which he had never dreamed in regard 
to the Confederacy. Before I left Montgomery, 
in December, I had procured a list of all the 
cotton in eight warehouses in the city, and a 
list of many of its claimants. In the eight 
warehouses were stored one hundred and 
twenty-eight thousand bales of cotton, subject 
to the order of the various claimants. Twenty- 
three thousand bales of that cotton were the 
property of the Confederate States government 
and marked “ C. S. A .”  The balance, one 
hundred and five thousand bales, belonged to 
different persons, fifteen hundred bales of it 
being my own. At that time cotton was selling 
in New York and New Orleans at about eighty 
cents a pound. If the twenty-three thousand 
bales of Confederate cotton could be captured 
or saved, it would be worth —  eleven and a half 
million pounds at eighty cents — $9,200,000, 
which would go into the United States Trea
sury as confiscated property. The balance, 
one hundred and five thousand bales, fifty- 
two and a half million pounds, would have 
sold for $42,000,000. I laid a plan before 
Mr. Lincoln and Secretary Fessenden to save 
the cotton in Montgomery. They both favored 
my plan and at once proceeded to give me 
every facility to prosecute it successfully. My 
idea appealed especially to Mr. Lincoln, who 
had always been in favor of drawing all the 
cotton out of the Confederacy.

The Confederacy Like B ill Sikes' Dog
The President was forever illustrating his 
theories by telling some funny story, as he 
did in this case. Said Mr. Lincoln: “ The 
Confederacy is like Bill Sikes’ dog. Old 
Bill Sikes had a yaller dog, a worthless cur. 
His strong holt was to run out and bark at 
passers-by, and scare horses and children. 
The boys in the neighborhood decided to
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have some fun with the no-account canine 
brute. They procured a small stick of giant- 
powder, inserted a cap and fuse in it, wrapped 
a piece of meat around it, lit the fuse, laid the 
little joker on the sidewalk, whistled, and 
climbed the fence to see the fun. Out comes 
the dog with his usual ‘ wow, w ow !’ He 
scented the meat and bolted the bundle. In a 
few seconds there was a terrible explosion. 
Dog-meat was flying in all directions. Out 
comes Sikes from the house, bareheaded. ‘ What 
in hell’s u p ? ’ yelled old Bill. ‘ Why, the dog’s 
up,’ cried the boys on the fence. While old 
Bill was gazing around in wonderment, some
thing dropped at his feet. He picked it up, 
and found it was his dog’s tail. While looking 
sorrowfully at the appendage of his departed 
canine friend, he exclaimed, ‘ Well, I’ ll be 
damned if I think old Tige’ll amount to much 
after this as a dog.’ And,”  said Mr. Lincoln, 
“ so it would be with the Confederacy. Take 
all their cotton away from them, and it wouldn’t 
amount to shucks. It would fry all the fat out 
of them.”

" I  have Suffered with the South"
Mr. Lincoln’s feelings toward the South 
during the war were more of sympathy than 
of hostility.

“ I have not suffered by the South,”  he said; 
“ I have suffered with the South. Their pain 
has been my pain; their loss has been my loss. 
What they have gained I have gained.”

I was appointed agent at Montgomery to 
take charge of all the cotton that was cap
tured when the city fell into the possession 
of the Federals. With proper credentials, I 
left Washington for Montgomery March 21. 
Reaching Mobile April 2, I at once started 
across country on horseback, overtaking Gen
eral A. J .  Smith’s troops about seventy-five 
miles south of Selma, on their way to capture 
Montgomery. I made arrangements to have 
the advance-guard of his army surround the 
warehouses as soon as they entered the city, to 
protect the cotton from fire and pillage. 
Pushing on, I reached Montgomery two days

ahead of the Federals. The city was then in 
command of the Confederate General Beau
fort.

The Confederates had decided to evacuate 
the city without a fight. A number of gentle
men, who owned a large portion of the cotton 
stored in the warehouses, formed a deputation 
to wait upon General Beaufort. I joined them, 
and we used every argument to persuade the 
general to leave the warehouses intact when 
the city was evacuated, offering to account to 
him for the net proceeds of two thousand bales 
of cotton. The general was at first in favor of 
complying with our request.

The Burning o f the Cotton
Everything looked favorable to our plan for 
saving the cotton. Then, all at once, General 
Beaufort began to “ crawfish.”  The fact was, 
the general had been taking what was known 
in Confederate parlance as “ pine-top,”  which 
had unbalanced his craft and changed his 
course of sailing. He became as stubborn as a 
mule. We couldn’ t budge him an inch.

At twelve o’clock that night he ordered the 
torch applied to every cotton warehouse. 
In spite of all we could do, the eight ware
houses, containing one hundred and twenty- 
eight thousand bales of cotton, worth $51,- 
200,000 in good money, went up in smoke, 
without a cent of insurance, doing no one a 
particle of good. In many cases the cotton 
was all that the owners had saved out of the 
wreckage of the war. Men who had always 
lived in affluence, and who had never known 
what want was, were reduced to abject pov
erty by that cruel, uncalled-for, wanton act.

Mr. Lincoln’s wife was Miss Mary Todd 
of Kentucky. Her brother, Thomas Todd, 
lived in Alabama during the war. In April, 
1865, while I was at Montgomery, Alabama,
I received a personal letter from Mr. Lincoln 
requesting me to attend to a little matter 
concerning Mrs. Lincoln and her brother 
which I did. That letter was dated at Wash
ington, D. C., April 10, 1865. Four days later 
Lincoln was assassinated.
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AUTHOR OF “ THE ENTRANCE OF E Z E K IE L ,”  “ EZ E K IE L  IN TRANSIT ,”  ETC. 

I L L U S T R A T I O N S  B Y  F R E D E R I C  D O R R  S T E E L E

EZ E K IE L  looked down the 
long, straight road which 
led to the Whittier School, 
and traveled on slowly. It 
was still early, hardly eight 
o’clock, but, for the hun
dredth time, he recalled those 

last words which he had heard from Miss Doane 
the afternoon before:

“ If you are here on time to-morrow morn
ing, Ezekiel, I am going to let you hold the 
flag during morning exercises; be the flag- 
bearer. You would like that, I suppose?”

The flag-bearer! It was something which he 
could still think of only with bated breath. 
The flag-bearer! That he should have lived to 
deserve this honor! If he were there on time? 
Would there be any doubt about his being there 
on time? He listened to a far-away clock as it 
measured out eight faint, even strokes. He

listened again, too, when the clock stopped, 
for he thought he heard something else. It was 
like —  music, he thought, and he stopped a 
moment and looked back down the long, 
straight road which threw out even distant 
objects with distinctness. He saw the distant 
object plainly, too — a high wagon with two 
long side seats, the horses pulling on in front 
as the music came nearer, nearer — a band!

Ezekiel felt a hot thrill of pleasure as he 
stepped aside and looked up in the  full blare 
of sound at the men sitting there on the long 
seats with puffing cheeks and bulging eyes. 
He wished they wouldn’t go on! It made him 
dance all over, music like th a t ! And he looked 
excitedly at the low steps which led up into 
the high wagon. They would soon be gone. 
He ran on, his blood still throbbing, dancing, 
in his veins, and caught at the low steps, while 
the men on the long seats still played on.
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Oh, aw ay down South in D ixie!
A w ay ! A w ay !

He threw his head back, glowing ecstati
cally with the joyous thrill of sound, and 
away rattled the wagon with its two long 
seats of puffing men and its one small boy 
tucked in down below, invisible to them all. 
Past the Whittier School, around the corner, 
and then down another long, straight road — 

A w ay! A w ay!

Then, suddenly, the music stopped, and im
mediately there were only the harsh, metallic 
sounds of the rattling wagon, varied by a few 
unmusical voices coming down from above.

“ Oh, shuh!”  breathed Ezekiel, in disgust.
But the unmusical voices were evidently 

discussing musical possibilities, and presently, 
with a few preliminary puffs, something else 
came down from above —  something different, 
unexpected, too. A rare, sweet, gentle flow 
it was, perhaps from only a few instruments. 
But as it flowed on delicately, alluringly, 
Ezekiel’s face softened dreamily, and he gazed 
back over the road, which was growing longer 
behind them, unconscious of it, unconscious of 
everything except gently rolling on upon a 
sweet, rare drift of sound. How long it con
tinued he didn’t know, but occasionally he 
felt dimly conscious of a swaying curve, of a 
new direction, of still rolling on, but always on 
the sweet, rare drift of sound.

Then it stopped again, and he waked from 
his dream to another joyous rhythm of reality, 
and again he danced to the “ Tum-te-tum- 
te-tum! Tum-te-tum! Tum-te-tum!’ ’ of the 
band.

A red-clover field at one side seemed to nod 
delicately, rhythmically, with the music, too; 
but even that was left behind, nodding finally 
only faintly in the distance.

Oh, say, can you see,
By the dawn's early light!

It came like a loud, sudden call of danger, 
and Ezekiel started up on his seat and looked 
around him.

What so proudly we h a i l  -

He jumped from the step and stood in the 
middle of the road, looking confusedly around 
him with a frightened face. Where was he? 
What were they playing? What were they 
singing? No, what were they playing? They 
sang it at the W hittier! They sang it just after 
saluting the flag! The flag? He was to hold the 
flag — he was to be the flag-bearer! This 
morning! If —  he were there — on —  time! 
Oh, where was he? They were probably 
singing it now! Some one else was holding the

fla g !  He stood there, still looking around 
miserably, helplessly. From farther on down 
the road a faint and mocking strain came back 
to h im :

The star-spangled banner,
Oh, long m ay it w ave 
O’er the land of the f r e e ------

He turned sharply and began to run — 
back over the strange, hopeless-looking road, 
past the red-clover field, still nodding deli
cately at one side, past other fields not noticed 
before. He must be right. There was only 
one road!

The star! spang! gl-led! ban-ner!
Oh, lo-ong m a-ay i-it w a-ave!

Oh, how could he have forgotten?

The Whittier School stood up straight and still 
by the road, and a small, tired-looking boy 
with dusty shoes came shuffling into the yard. 
The sound of the children’s voices singing 
came out to him through the open windows, 
and he shuffled on and threw himself down on 
the grass close to the building. There were 
two chords from the piano, a slight shifting 
of feet, and then the children’s voices came 
out to him again :

“ I  pledge allegiance to my flag, and to the 
republic for which it stands —  one nation in
divisible, with liberty and justice for all.”

He looked wearily around the yard. He 
thought he wouldn’ t go into school at all that 
morning; he would just wait outside for a 
little while until he found out —  there was one 
thing which he wanted to find out. It was 
comfortable lying there in the sun, too, beside 
the violet-bed, and it may have been an hour 
later when he looked up again, to see a small 
boy traveling across the yard to the pump. 
Slowly Ezekiel pulled himself up from the 
sunny grass and traveled across the yard to 
the pump, too.

“ Oh, w ’at you out yere fer, b o y ?”  he began 
in agreeably skeptical tones. “ Miss Doane'll 
git after y e r !”

The boy looked agreeable, too, to even that 
contingency, and Ezekiel regarded him again.

“ Who’s de flag-bea’ r dis mawnin’ ? ”  he 
questioned casually.

“ Er —  a —  doan't yer know? Dat li’l Num
ber One chile,”  ruminated the boy. “ L ’renzo! 
L ’ renzo Cam’ell.”

Ezekiel looked incredulous.
“ He ain’t big enough fer no flag-bea’r ! ”  he 

commented, “ an’ I ’se gwine be ter-morrer 
mawnin’, anyhow. Miss Doane tole me I kin." 

But when it came, that to-morrow morning,
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Ezekiel stood modestly down in one of the long 
rows where he had always stood before, and 
Lorenzo once more marched proudly to the 
platform. His chest rose high as he grasped 
the long pole which rested on the floor, his 
small heels came together, and he felt very 
straight and large. Ezekiel looked at him 
sadly from his modest position, and regarded 
him as a small but presumptuous rival.

One! Two!
Lorenzo’s little brown face flushed deli

cately with pride and pleasure.
“ I  pledge allegiance to my flag, and to the 

republic for which it stands — one nation indivisi
ble, with liberty and justice for all.”

He seemed to grow that week, the small flag- 
bearer; his back was always very straight, and 
each morning as he marched to the platform 
his chest rose high again, his heels came 
together, and with the chords from the piano 
his little brown face always flushed again with 
the same thrill of pride and pleasure. And so 
the mornings went on, and on Friday there 
was a row of visitors across the platform, who 
looked at him with amused smiles and, for the 
moment, felt nothing but gentleness toward the 
dark-skinned people for which he stood.

Ezekiel noticed, as he looked up at him that 
morning, that he wore a spandy clean turn
over collar which glistened very white as the

sun fell on him through the window. Miss 
North noticed it too, as she stood behind her 
row of children, and half consciously wondered 
if his mother had ironed it for him that morning. 
She had reason, afterward, to notice it again.

Just why her children were late in passing 
out that noon she couldn’t have told, definitely. 
Perhaps it was because there had been a 
seemingly constant stream of visitors through 
her room all the morning. But she noticed, as 
she stepped back from the hall, that the 
Number One children were passing out behind 
her own — late too.

She sat down for a moment, tired of numbers 
and confusion, and wondered what it would be 
like to get away from it all and be quiet.

Her children passed out into the big yard 
which led out across the car-tracks, untroubled 
by numbers or confusion, and danced off into 
the road. The faint clang of a car-bell sounded 
in the distance, and on down the road the 
children went. Ezekiel turned a moment, at 
one side, and looked back at a few stragglers 
still on the track.

“ Look o u t!”  he called. “ De cyar’s a- 
comin’ !”

They scattered in confusion, and the car 
came swiftly on. Miss North was hurrying on 
through the yard, but he did not see her.

“ L ’renzo!”  he shouted. It was only Lo
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renzo who was left there, trotting uncon
sciously on between the tracks. He didn’t 
know !

“ L ’renzo! L ’renzo! De cyar! Jum p! Quick! ”  
Ezekiel jumped, himself, and caught wildly at 
his arm, and the great, rolling thing came on.

“ L ’ren-zo !”  he called again, in a thick 
voice of terror, and something struck him.

“ L ’ren-z o !”  And he lay at one side of the 
road, while suddenly there seemed to be a wild, 
clamoring confusion everywhere. All the chil
dren seemed to be back there again; Miss 
Doane was there, and Miss North was trying, 
with a white face, to lift him from the ground. 
The car had gone on, and the clamor of chil
dren’s voices told shrilly of Lorenzo —  told 
confused, hysterical things. They had taken 
him on in the c a r ! Before Miss North could 
stop them !

Miss Doane looked at Miss North.
“ I will take care of Ezekiel,”  she began; 

‘ ‘ he isn’t seriously hurt. But you — will you go 
on — and find out about Lorenzo?”

“ Yes,”  Miss North’s voice came mechan
ically. “ Where is his m other?”

She never forgot that walk to find her. She 
never forgot the sickening pallor that shot into 
the brown skin, so much like Lorenzo’s, when 
she told her there had been —  an accident. 
She never forgot half blindly following the 
woman as she bolted wildly from the house, 
and of being swept on in a strange contagion of 
excitement — she knew not where.

Finally, the crowd found itself focused, with 
the same contagion of excitement, around a 
small drug-store, and Miss North, still half 
blindly watching the woman with the sickening 
pallor in her brown cheeks, reached out and 
caught her arm.

“ Don’t — don’t go in there,”  she whispered. 
“ Not y e t! Let me go first.”

The woman pushed on, struggling with the 
crowd, heedless to sound, and two policemen 
stepped in front of her.

“ Hold on! W hat’s the h u rry?”  one of them 
began facetiously. “ You can’t go in there!”
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He took her firmly by the arm, but with 
helpless, desperate movements she still tried 
to push on.

“ I want my ch ile !”  she began in a hoarse, 
shaking voice. ‘ ‘ Turn me loose! I mus’ get to 
my chile! Quick! Oh, turn me loose!”

She struggled hysterically with the grinning, 
joking policemen.

‘ ‘ Hold on, now, sister! Hold on, now! 
Don’t get excited \”

There were appreciative guffaws from the 
crowd.

“ Oh, turn me loose!”  she shrieked. “ M y  
baby chile!”

To a philosopher, watching unemotionally, 
it might have been a scene to awaken a 
long train of thought —  this sudden vivid 
picture of the startled, agonized mother 
instinct, rushing blindly ahead to save its young. 
In a dog it would have been looked on with a 
thrill of admiration; but in this quivering 
woman, with her sensitive brown face pallid 
and agonized, with the drops of perspiration 
standing out on her forehead, it was a 
joke!

As Miss North thought of it afterward, the

most hideous thing about it was that at the 
time it had all seemed so natural.

But she stood by the policemen herself.
‘ ‘ Won’t you let her go in, please?”
They stopped joking and looked at her 

politely, respectfully, and the woman passed 
on, Miss North behind her. She, with not a 
thousandth part of the other’s immediate 
portion out of the grand lot of human misery 
—  she was treated with kindness, consideration.

And yet, at the time, that had seemed 
natural, to o !

They went on into the little store, and 
through to the back. It was a sickening fulfil
ment of all the unhappy suspense. There on 
the floor lay the little figure that had stood so 
proudly by the flag that morning — the small 
limbs lifeless, the piteously babyish face turned 
upward, the cruel gash on the temple which had 
already been bathed, perhaps by kind hands, 
the red spots on the white collar which had 
shone so clean in the sun earlier in the morning. 
There was a faint cry from a hopeless woman, 
and Miss North reached out and felt for her, 
putting her, with hushed, gentle movements, 
into a chair. But the door opened, and a man

" S H E  T O L D  H E R  T H E R E  H A D  B E E N  —  A N  A C C I D E N T "
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with a shocked, questioning face came in. They 
said he was one of the “ road officials.”  But, 
with that afterward of remembering, Miss 
North felt very thankful that he did come — 
that she had seen his face. He knelt down 
gently beside the child. He had a coarse 
physique, but he also had the fineness of feeling.

“ Ain’t it a sham e?”  he said simply, and his 
eyes were moist.

He passed over to the limp, moaning woman, 
and put his hand kindly on her arm.

“ Now, you just try to be quiet and wait here 
a few minutes,”  he began, “ and I ’m going to 
get you taken right home.”  His voice was full 
of simple human kindness.

And this was natural, too.
Miss North found herself clinging to it as her 

mind flashed back to the policemen, to — to the 
man at the wheel of the car. She saw him 
again, coming swiftly on, indifferent to the 
small things scattering confusedly before him, 
or to the one small thing still trotting uncon
sciously along; she saw —  would she always 
see i t ? — that one small thing struggling help
lessly on the fender while the man at the wheel 
still drove on!

She looked into the kind face, still warm with 
feeling. That sort of thing could not continue. 
She said so, repeating it many times to herself, 
as she traveled back over the same road again 
that noon. There would be enough simple 
human kindness, natural human justice, found 
for that.

The day wore away and gradually went 
out, and a new one somewhere in the back
ground waited to take its place. And with 
the new one came back, persistently, relent
lessly, those deep-dyed, vivid scenes of the old 
one. Again Miss North traveled down the same 
road and back again, watching them flash and 
repeat themselves —  and still again, when the 
new day had worn old, the road stretched out 
before her, and a small boy with a bandaged 
head walked slowly by her side.

“ Does it tire you very much to walk so far, 
Ezekiel?”  she inquired, looking down at him 
as his feet moved on wearily.

“ No’m. ’Tain’ much furrer, is it, Miss 
No’th? ”

“ No, not much further, and then you can 
go home and rest — can’t y o u ?”

“ Yas’m. W’at’s dey gwine ax us ’bout, w’en 
we does git dere?”

“ About —  why, I don’t know exactly, of 
course, but they want to find out if — if it was 
any one’s fault that —  you were hurt yesterday, 
that Lorenzo —  that there should have been 
such an accident. Of course, if the man could 
have stopped his car — and didn’t, why, of

course th e y  w o u ld n ’t w ant such a m an ru n ning 

a car, would th e y ? ”
“ N o’m, w o u ld n ’ w a n t no sech a m a n ’s dat,” 

agreed Ezekiel; “ w ’y didn  he stop de cyar, 
Miss N o’t h ? ”

“ I — d o n ’t know; b ut,  you see, they want 
us to tell them  w h a t  we saw. It  is w h a t  they 

call a ‘h earing.’ They w a n t to h ear  all about 

i t .”

“ Y as’m ,” and th e y  stopped before a low 
building stan d in g  close to  the  road.

“ Now, Ezekiel,” said Miss N orth, turning 

squarely, “ w h a te v e r  else you do, tell the plain 
t r u t h  and nothing more.”

“ Y as’m ,” and Ezekiel looked both weary and 

frightened.
“ Come,” she added gently,  looking at him, 

“ th ere’s nothing to  be afraid o f ” ; and they 

went up the low steps together.

W hen th ey  came out again the  sun had moved 

on in the  sky, and Ezekiel looked more weary 
and frightened th a n  ever. Miss North looked 

down at him, and her b reath  came quickly.
“I am  sorry th a t  we should have had to 

wait —  until the  last ,” she began; "there,  

there, E z e k ie l! Sh —  sh! T h e re ’s nothing to 
cry a b o u t !”

He caught sobbingly a t  her arm.
“ He —  he keep on ax in ’ me — way I 

couldn’ —  jes u n d e r s ta n '! ” he choked.

“ I know i t ,” she w ent on soothingly; “ he 
used long words —  d id n ’t he?  —  th a t  you 

couldn’t u n d e rs ta n d .”
“ Yas’m ; he —  he keep on sayin’ is de cyar 

gwine —  is de cyar gwine —  s u m p ’n ’ ’bout —” 
“ Was the car going a t  a Tow rate of speed’ ?” 

She smiled, though she looked weary, too, and 
spiritless, as her mind tu rn e d  back.

“ Y as’m ; a n ’ —  a n ’ I tole ’im, ‘Y-yas, sir,’ 

a n ’ he —  he jes laf a n ’ say —  he f-fought s o !” 
“ Never mind! N ever m i n d ! ” There were 

deep red spots on her cheeks, b u t she patted his 
hand soothingly. “ He k n e w — it wasn’t. I 
told him —  exactly —  how —  it w as.”

Her last words came absently ,  and the red 
spots burned in still deeper.

“ Never mind, Ezekiel, if we were the only 
o n es-— who told the t ru th .  Oh, child,” she 
broke out, ‘‘always tell the tru th ! ”

Hot tears glistened in her eyes and dropped 
down before them .

“Y-yas’m ,” he answered in a faint, frightened 

voice, looking up a t  her in consternation, 
“ y -y as’m; b u t I d id n ’ mean ter  tell ’im — 

’twain  gwine fas’ —  Miss N o ’th! I —  d-didn’ 
mean ter  tell ’im d a t ! O n ly — he —  he keep on 
ax in ’ me —  way I couldn’ —  jes u n d erstan ’ ! But 
I tole ’im —  ’bout it —  too! I — I tole ’im ’twuz
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— gwine tur’ble fas’ — doan’t yer know, Miss 
No’th? I tole ’im ’twuz! An’ —  an’ I tole 'im — 
I tries ter ketch ’im —  but —  I couldn’ —  cuz
— it come — ser fas’ —  I —  I couldn’ !”

His words caught in helpless, quivering sobs, 
and he looked up at her again from under the 
dry, hot bandage. Her heart smote her with a 
dull, hopeless pain.

“ There, there, my child! I know you did, 
and — you told him just as it was! I know you 
d id ! There, there, my ch ild ! You mustn’t 
cry — you mustn’t ! ”

She stopped, and, kneeling down on the cool

grass by the road, loosened the bandage around 
the hot, throbbing forehead.

“ You are very tired, aren’t you — little 
boy? Would you like to stop and rest a little, 
in the shade?”

“ No’m, I ain’t ve’y  tired, Miss No’th,”  he 
whispered appreciatively.

“ Shall we go on, then — slow ly?”  She 
smiled at him and brushed the dampness from 
her eyes, and they traveled on down the sunny 
road.

It was not until they passed the gate at the 
Whittier School that his weary little voice came
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up to her again in a final haunting murmur:
“ ’Twuz gwine tur’ble —  fas’ — an’ —  h e —- 

he ain’ nuver tried to stop. W’at’s dey gwine do 
— ’bout it— Miss No’th? Cuz he could stop — 
ef he tried —  but he— he — he ain’ —  nuver— 
tried.”

It seemed a long time after when she stood 
before the gate again, Monday morning, and 
heard that “ they would do”  nothing about it.

Her mind flashed back to the hearing, and 
she understood. She watched the children 
flock through the gate in hundreds, and then, 
with the same dull, hopeless pain in her heart, 
she went on behind them. Where was the 
simple human kindness that she had depended 
upon to wipe the coarse, miserable cruelty 
away from this thing? Where was it? As if 
she were to be forever haunted, again she saw a 
struggling child on the fender of a car while the 
man at the wheel still drove on. She saw the 
tortured mother’s face, the laughing, joking 
policemen, the limp little figure lying still with 
its babyish face turned upward, the red spots 
on the clean white collar, and the kind man 
who knelt gently by his side. She was glad 
that she could see him still.

She went into the school building, but still, like 
a panorama, the same scenes shifted one after 
another before her eyes. The bells sounded, 
the children marched into the assembly- 
room in long lines, like a dream ; and like a 
dream she saw another little boy mount to the 
platform and support the flag.

A car sounded faintly in the distance and 
then came whirling on, and to the man at the 
wheel the sound of children’s voices, singing, 
floated out through the open windows. But he 
whirled on, and two familiar chords came from 
the piano. Then the long rows of children 
shifted again and turned their gentle, dark 
little faces up to the flag-bearer. For a moment 
their eyes rested on him in a kind of troubled, 
patient acceptance, and one small face still 
partly hidden by a bandage was damp with 
tears.

But there came the chords again ; unques
tioningly the hands were lifted as they had 
always been before, the eyes rose to the flag, and 
once more came all the voices in an unbroken 
whole:

“ I  pledge allegiance to my flag, and to the re
public for which it stands —  one nation indivisible, 
with liberty and justice for all.”

" ’ t a i n ’ m u c h  f u r r e r , i s  i t , m i s s  n o ’ t h ? ' "
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THOSE stubborn people who 
simply did not believe that 
such a thing as hypnotism 
existed have probably slowly 
died out; they might just 
as well have refused to be
lieve that there are mental 

diseases. And those of the other extreme, 
those who saw in the hypnotic state a mystical 
revelation in which superhuman powers mani
fested themselves, have slowly lost their 
ground; they might just as well call sleep or 
hysteria or epilepsy a supernatural mystery. 
No; science understands to-day that the facts 
of hypnotism are in no way more mysterious 
than those of any other functions in the 
natural life of the mind. They are narrowly 
related to the experiences of absorbing at
tention, vivid imagination, and obedient will, 
and, on the other side, to sleep and dreams 
and mental aberration.

Of course, there is much that still remains 
under heated discussion. There is no real agree
ment yet as to where the limits of hypnotism lie 
and where it shades off into suggestion. There 
are various possible interpretations of the 
hypnotic brain process, various views also as 
to the special disposition for it, and even its 
symptoms still need careful inquiry; but 
every one may agree at least in this: that 
hypnotism is not without serious consequences, 
and is therefore certainly not a plaything; 
and, secondly, that hypnotism is for many 
nervous and mental disorders a highly effective 
remedy, when applied by the experienced phy
sician. It has brought and will bring health 
and, through that, happiness to uncounted 
sufferers, and therefore it has come to stay.

But, if hypnotism is to be with us, it seems 
natural that the question should be asked, 
— often not without anxiety,—  What is its 
relation to law and court, to crime and criminal 
procedure? The uncanny power therein which 
man has over m an, will over will, may threaten

dangerous social entanglements; on the other 
hand, new energies may thereby be made avail
able in the interest of the law. The imagi
nation has here a  free field. The dime novel and, 
a la s ! the dollar-and-a-half novel have made full 
use of this convenient instrument of criminal 
wonders; and the newspaper public reads, often 
without any realization of the difference, stories 
of hypnotic crime which might easily have taken 
place, by the side of others which are absolutely 
impossible. There is nowhere a standard, and 
it may, therefore, be worth while to take a bird’s- 
eye view of the whole field in which hypnotism 
and crime come, really or supposedly, in con
tact with each other.

The popular imagination turns first, with 
preference, to the question whether the court 
may not apply hypnotism for the purpose 
of unveiling the hidden truth. Unsolicited 
letters concerning hypnotism turn up copiously 
in a psychologist’s m ail; and statistics show that 
it is just this proposition which disturbs the 
largest percentage of these amateur crimi
nologists. They take a passionate interest in 
every murder case, and, too often, reach the 
torturing stage of not being able to decide who 
is really guilty, even when all the evidence and 
the verdict of the jury are in. Their scruple, 
they feel, could be removed only by the abso
lutely sure knowledge that this or that man 
speaks the truth. Hypnotism has the well- 
known power of breaking down the resistance of 
the will; if the hypnotized witness were ordered 
to speak the full truth, he would no longer have 
any choice. It looks so simple and promising.

From a purely psychological standpoint, 
such a method might be successful. It would 
not differ in principle from that by which 
hypnotic confessions are drawn from a patient 
against his will. The other day, a student 
whom I was curing of the cocaine habit assured 
me most vehemently that he had no cocaine in 
his room any more; and a few minutes later, 
when I had hypnotized him, he described
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correctly the place where he had hidden it. 
But the difficulty would begin with the fact, 
too often overlooked, that one cannot be 
hypnotized by a new person, for the first 
time, against one’s will. A criminal who 
does not confess in his full senses will not 
yield to any hypnotizing efforts, for no out
sider can bring about the new state of mind. 
Hypnotization cannot work on an unyield
ing brain as a chloroform sponge held by 
force to the mouth might work. If the im
agination of the subject does not help him to 
reach the somnambulic state, no one can com
pel him by injecting a mesmeric fluid into his 
veins. And, finally, even if such hypnotizing 
by force were possible, it is self-evident that, 
for moral and legal reasons, no civilized court 
ought to listen to such extorted evidence.

Of course, it might be different if a wrongly 
accused defendant or a suspected witness 
wished, in his own interest, to be hypnotized. 
A woman once asked my advice in such a 
case. She was under a cloud of ugly sus
picion; even her own husband did not believe 
her protestations of innocence, and, I sup
pose, her lawyer still less. She wanted to 
be brought to the deepest state of hypnotism, 
in open court, till it would be evident that 
she had no will power left for deceit. Then, if 
at the question of the hypnotizer she declared 
herself innocent, the court would have to ac
cept her statement. I advised her strongly not 
even to suggest such a theatrical perform
ance. Technically, it is not at all possible 
to hypnotize every one to such a strong de
gree; further, it would be difficult to prove 
to the court that she did not simulate hypnotic 
sleep and that no secret agreement existed 
between the subject and her hypnotizer. 
But the decisive point for me was the con
viction that the court ought not to accept 
such somnambulic utterances any more than 
the insane speeches of a paranoiac. She 
would no longer have been in full possession 
of her mental energies, since it is the essence of 
the hypnotic state that large parts of the inner 
functions are inhibited; all is suppressed 
which counteracts the suggestions of the 
hypnotizer. Thus she would have ceased 
to be really herself, and the person on the 
witness-stand would not, therefore, legally 
remain the witness who took the oath before 
the hypnotization.

Quite different is the case when the hyp
notization is required to awaken in the mind the 
memory of facts which occurred in an earlier hyp
notic sitting. It is well known, indeed, that a 
person awaking from hypnosis may be with
out any memory of the words spoken during the

hypnotic state, but may remember everything, 
even months after, as soon as a new hypnotic 
state is produced. Such a sharpened dream- 
memory may become important, and here 
the break of personal unity is no hindrance, 
since the purpose is objective information; for 
such an end even an insane man may give 
acceptable evidence —  for example, as to the 
place where stolen booty is hidden.

But that the court should hypnotize would, 
in any event, be a most exceptional occur
rence; a case deserving of much more atten
tion is where the criminal hypnotizes. And 
here, again, popular misunderstandings prevail, 
first among which is the absurd fear of the 
man with paralyzing powers. He enters the 
room, and when he looks on you, you are 
powerless; you give him your jewels and 
the key to your safe, and he plunders 
you gently, while you have to smile and can
not raise a hand. The English newspapers 
insist that such a “ burglar with the hyp
notic eye”  is “ the latest product of America.” 
Punch, the London Charivari, poked fun at 
him with a long poem on

Joh n  P . Beck of Fortieth Street
W as as sm art a burglar as one could meet.
On one thing only would he r e ly —
The power of his black, hypnotic eye.

At first John P. burglarizes the halls of mil
lionaires. Finally, he comes before the jury; 
but every witness begins to talk nonsense as 
soon as John P. looks at him.

And each who came through the witness-door 
Seem ed still more mad than the man before.

At last he looks on the judge, and the judge, 
too, grows confused and absurd, and closes 
finally :

" I know the crim inal. Y es, you see 
The wretch before you. I am he!  
The man who should be in the dock is me!  
A rrest me, warders!  Step  down, John P."

Now, all this is, of course, extremely funny; 
but Punch wanted to be still funnier, and 
therefore, with a serious face, introduced 
the burlesque poetry with a prose remark, 
which closes with the statement: “ Pro
fessor Munsterberg of Harvard, and other 
learned men, have set themselves to show 
that hypnotic power may become a most 
dangerous asset of the criminal.”  That is 
amusing indeed —  because hardly any one 
who is interested in the psychology of hyp
notic states has sought and used so con
stantly any chance to ridicule the belief in 
a special “ hypnotic power.”  I know well 
that not a few disagree with me in this, but
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I must insist, and always have insisted, that 
anybody can hypnotize anybody.

Of course, whoever wants to hypnotize 
— in fact, no one but a physician ought to 
do it — must learn the technique and apply 
it patiently and skilfully. And, certainly, 
there are individual differences. Not every 
one can be deeply hypnotized; with not a 
few the inhibition goes no further than the 
inability to open the eyes, while only one 
out of four enters into strong hypnotic hallu
cinations. Further, not every one is well 
prepared to awaken that confidence which is 
essential and that feeling of repose which 
guides one over to the dreamy state; the 
look, the voice, the gestures, the phrases, 
the behavior, of certain persons make them 
poor hypnotizers, however well they may 
understand the tricks. But in principle every
body can hypnotize and can be hypnotized, 
just as in principle everybody can love and 
can be loved and no special mysterious power 
is needed to fall in love or to awaken love.

Yet, while thus every one can exert hyp
notic influence, no one can do it by a mere 
glance. All the stories of a secret influence 
by which one man’s will gets hold of an
other man’s mind are remains of the mesmeric 
theories of the past. To-day we know that 
everything depends upon the attention and 
imagination of the hypnotized, and that no 
mysterious fluid can flow over from the mind 
of the hypnotist to the mind of the subject. 
The old mystical view of unscientific supersti
tion reached its climax in the prevalent belief 
that a man could exert secret influence from a 
distance, without the victim’s knowledge of 
the source of the uncanny distortion of his 
mind. According to this belief, every heinous 
crime might be committed under that cover; 
the distant hypnotizer could inflict pain and 
suffering on his enemy, and could misuse the 
innocent as instruments of his criminal schemes.

A reappearance of such old witchcraft super
stitions is especially characteristic of the 
border-land cases between normal and ab
normal minds. An unsound intellect easily in
terprets the stray impulses of the mind as the 
intrusion of a distant adversary. In Germany, 
for instance, a talented writer bombarded the 
legislatures with his pamphlets, demanding new 
laws for the punishment of those who produced 
criminal perversions through telepathic in
fluence. The asylums are full of such ideas. 
The paranoiacs are always inclined to explain 
their inner disturbances by the newest startling 
agencies; their minds are disturbed by Rontgen 
rays or wireless telegraphy or hypnotic in
fluence from a distance. In this country,

such accusations have become familiar to 
the students of Christian Science. In “ Science 
and Health’ ’ Mrs. Eddy wrote: “ In coming 
years the person or mind that hates his neigh
bor will have no need to traverse his fields 
to destroy his flocks and herds, . . .  for 
the evil mind will do this through mesmerism, 
and not in propria personae be seen committing 
the deed.”  And, again: “ Mesmerism is prac
tised both with and without manipulation; 
but the evil deed without a sign is also done 
by the manipulator and mental mal-practi
tioner. The secret mental assassin stalks 
abroad, and needs to be branded to be known 
in what he is doing.”  Or, “ That malicious 
animal power seeks to kill his fellow-mortals, 
morally and physically, and then to charge 
the innocent with his crimes.”

There ought to be no compromise. The 
morally ruinous doctrine of “ malicious animal 
magnetism”  is a complete distortion of the 
facts; nothing of that kind is ever possible. 
Some think that if the surprising facts of hyp
notism are possible, such telepathic mesmer
ism might be possible, too, since the influence 
looks similar. We might just as well declare 
that if it is the surprising fact that a hen 
can be hatched from a hen’s egg, it may also 
be true that a hen can come from a white 
candy egg, since they look alike. It is exactly 
the essentials of hypnotism and telepathy 
which are dissimilar and not to be compared: 
the latter would be a m ystery; the former 
is no harder to explain than any act of sense 
impression and attention.

Of course, there is no reason to deny that 
a person may fall into the hypnotic state while 
the hypnotizer is in another place. The only 
condition is that he must have been hyp
notized by him before and that his own 
imagination must have been captured by 
the thought of the absent hypnotizer. I 
myself have repeatedly hypnotized by tele
phone, or even by mail. For instance, I 
treated a morphinist who at first came daily 
to my laboratory to be hypnotized; later it 
was sufficient to tell him over the telephone: 
“ Take out your watch; in two minutes you 
will fall asleep” ; or to write to him: "A s  soon 
as you have read this note you will be in the 
hypnotic state.”  I thus had the “ malicious”  
influence, even at a distance, but it was not b y  
will power; it was by the power of his own im
agination: at the time when he read my note 
in his suburb, and fell asleep, I was not think
ing of him at all. As a matter of course, 
such influence by correspondence would 
have been impossible had not repeated hyp
notization in personal contact preceded.



320 H Y P N O T I S M  A N D  C R I M E

Even that may not be necessary if, not 
complete hypnotization, but only suggestive 
influence, is in question. A few days ago I 
received a letter from a Southern lady whom 
I do not know, whose son, a morphinist, I 
have never seen. She writes: “ My son has 
been impressed with the belief that your treat
ment is all he needs to be cured. In a dream, 
he said, you stood before him, with the finger
tips of your hands trembling, and said, 'I 
have the power to influence your will.’ He 
woke repeating, ‘ You have the power to 
control my will.’ That morning he seemed 
to forget to take the morphine at the regular 
time, and soon went down to the beach with
out his morphine outfit in his pocket —  an 
unusual thing,”  and so forth. He himself 
was convinced that my will power was work
ing on him, while I did not even know him.

The chief factor is confidence. Any one 
who saw the hypnotic effects when the greatest 
master of hypnotism, Professor Bernheim of 
Nancy, in France, went from bed to bed in 
the clinics, simply saying, ‘ Sleep, sleep,’ felt 
that, indeed, no one else could have attained 
that influence. But it was not because he had 
a special power: the chief point was that the 
whole population about Nancy went to him 
with an exaggerated tension of expectancy 
and confidence. I remember the case of a 
suffering woman whom I tried at first in vain 
to hypnotize; I felt that her mind was full 
of antagonism. Slowly I found out what 
troubled her. She had consulted so many phy
sicians who had sent her high bills that she 
had come to fear that doctors humbug nervous 
patients for money. I told her frankly that I, 
as a psychologist, did such work only in the 
interest of science, and that, therefore, as a 
matter of course, I had never accepted a cent 
from any patient anywhere. Two minutes later 
she was in a deep hypnotic sleep.

The attention and emotion of the subject 
is, thus, much more important than the power 
of the hypnotizer. Yet, this does not exclude 
the possibility that attention and emotion 
may be stirred up intentionally, perhaps 
even maliciously, without the conscious know
ledge of the victim. There is no special power 
which produces love, and yet the coquettish 
schemes of a wilful girl may perturb the 
peace of any man. Thus a hypnotizer may 
not wait till the subject lies down with the 
conscious expectation of being hypnotized, 
but may work slowly and systematically, by 
means of a hundred little tricks, on the im
agination of a susceptible person. While both 
the hypnotic eye which fascinates at first 
glance and the malicious magnetism which de

stroys from a distance are absurd inventions, 
the slow and persistent gaining of power-over 
an unresisting mind is certainly possible. A 
full hypnotic state cannot be reached in such 
a w ay ; it shades off into the states of sub
mission which belong to our normal social 
life; there is increased suggestibility in love 
and fear, in the pupil’s feeling toward the 
teacher and the patient’s feeling toward the 
physician —  nowhere a sharp demarcation- 
line between these most valuable influences 
of social authority and the abnormal sugges
tions which have their climax in the com
plete hypnotic state. Such a semi-hypnotic 
state can work, of course, for good, but the 
dangers of its misuse are evident.

I remember the tragic case of a young woman 
in a Western state who seems to have lived for 
years a depersonalized social life. She had 
gone through college and graduate university 
work, and every one of her instructors and 
comrades was charmed with the lovely girl. 
But her finest gifts showed themselves in her 
delightful family life. Her aged mother and 
her sisters were her chief thought. The family 
made the acquaintance of a man who posed as 
a rich Italian count. He was without means, 
without education, from the lowest level of so
ciety. The girl was disgusted with him, but he 
managed to see her often. She felt with aver
sion how his influence grew on her; she felt a 
shiver when he looked at her; and yet an un
canny sensation crept over her, a strange fas
cination which she could not overcome: she had 
to do what he asked and finally what he ordered 
her to do. She despised him, and yet one 
day they secretly left the house and were 
married. At once he took possession of the 
young woman’s considerable property. But 
it was not only that she gave him a ll: under 
his control, she began absurd lawsuits to 
deprive the family of all they owned; she 
swore on the witness-stand in court to the 
most cruel accusations and attacks against 
her mother, who had never wavered in her 
devoted love for her daughter; and every one 
who had known her before felt, from her ex
pression and her voice, that she was not her
self any more, but that she was the passive 
instrument of an unscrupulous schemer. Her 
own mother said: “ Sometimes, for a few 
minutes, I seemed to get near her; then she 
would seem gone, miles and miles away. There 
are no words to describe the horror of it.”  And 
a sister wrote: “ I should go crazy if I saw her 
often.”  Such a weird spectacle of an elusive 
mind, the continuation of the old personality and 
yet not of the old self, is not altogether rare in 
our court-rooms. It is a hypnotic state which
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is pregnant with social dangers, but certainly 
there is no fear that it can be brought about 
suddenly or from a distance; it needs per
sistent influence, works probably only on 
neurotic persons with a special disposition 
for mental inhibitions, and never reaches 
complete hypnotism.

To what degree, then, does the full hyp
notic state itself fall within the realm of crimi
nal action? One aspect seems to offer itself 
at once: the hypnotized person may become 
the powerless instrument of the criminal will 
of the hypnotizer. He may press the trigger 
of the gun, may mix the poison into the food, 
may steal and forge; and yet, the real, re
sponsible actor is not he who commits the deed, 
but the other one, who is protected, and who 
directs the crime by hypnotic suggestion. 
All this has apparently been demonstrated by 
experiment a hundred times. I, perhaps, 
tell a hypnotized man that he is to give poison 
to the visitor whom I shall call from the next 
room. I have a sugar powder prepared, and 
assure my man that the powder is arsenic. I 
throw it into a glass of water before his eyes, 
and then I call my friend from the next room. 
The hypnotized subject takes the glass and 
offers it to the new-comer; you see how he 
hesitates and perhaps trembles; but finally 
he overcomes his resistance and offers the 
sugar water, which he takes for poison.

The possibilities of such secret crimes seem 
to grow, moreover, in almost unlimited num
ber through the so-called post-hypnotic sug
gestions. The opportunity to commit a crime 
through an unwilling subject in the hyp
notic sleep itself is in practical life, of course, 
small and exceptional; but the hypnotizer can 
give the order to carry out the act at a later 
time, a few hours or a few days after awaking. 
Every experimenter knows that he can make a 
subject go through a foolish performance long 
after the hypnosis has ended. “ Go this 
afternoon at four to your friend, stand before 
him on one leg, and repeat the alphabet.”  
Such a silly order will be carried out to the 
letter, and only the theoretical question is 
open, whether the act is done in spite of full 
consciousness, or whether, at the suggested 
time, the subject falls again into a half-hyp
notic state, under the influence of his own 
imagination. Certainly he does not know 
before four o’clock that he is expected to do 
the act, and yet when the clock strikes four he 
feels an instinctive desire to run to the house 
of his friend and to behave as demanded. 
He will even do it with the feeling of freedom, 
and will associate in his own mind illogical 
motives to  explain to  his own satisfaction

his perverse desires —  he wants to recite the 
alphabet to his friend because his friend once 
made a mistake in spelling. Might he not 
just as well run to his friend’s house and 
shoot him down, if a criminal hypnotizer 
afflicted him with such a murderous sugges
tion? He would again believe himself to 
act in freedom and would invent a motive. 
The situation seems the more gruesome when 
we consider that the criminal might have added 
the further suggestion that no one else would 
ever be able to hypnotize him again, and 
that he would entirely forget that he ever 
was hypnotized. Experiment seems to prove 
that all this is entirely possible, and post
hypnotic suggestion thus plays in literature 
the convenient part of secret agency for atro
cious murder as well as for Trilby’s wonderful 
singing.

In contradiction to all this, I have to con
fess that I have my doubts as to the purity 
of Trilby’s hypnotic singing, and I have more 
than doubts — yes, I feel practically sure — that 
no real murder has ever been committed by 
an innocent man under the influence of post
hypnotic suggestion. It is true, I have seen 
men killing with paper daggers and poisoning 
with white flour and shooting with empty 
revolvers in the libraries of nerve specialists 
or in laboratory rooms, with doctors sitting 
by and watching the performance; but I 
have never become convinced that there 
did not remain in the mind of the hypnotized 
a background idea of artificiality, and that this 
idea overcame the resistance which would be 
prohibitive in actual life. To bring absolute 
proof of this conviction is hardly possible, 
since we cannot really kill for the sake of 
experiment. There remains, of course, the 
possible claim that the courts have condemned 
men for murder for which they were passive 
instruments; yet it is a fact that, so far, no 
murder case is known in which the not un
usual theory of hypnotic influence seemed 
probable after all the evidence was in. I 
have repeatedly received inquiries from lawyers 
asking whether there would be any basis to 
stand on if the defense were to claim that the 
crime was done in a hypnotic or post-hyp
notic state. In every case I have replied that, 
in spite of the many experiments which seem 
to prove the contrary, it cannot be said that 
hypnotic suggestion is able to break down 
the inner resistance against murder. There is, 
therefore, no danger to be feared from this side. 
Nevertheless, the frequent claim of defendants 
that they must have been hypnotized is, 
mostly, no conscious inventing. Rather, it 
is the outcome of the fact that the criminal
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impulse comes to the unbalanced, diseased 
mind often like a foreign intruder; it takes 
hold of the personality without free choice 
of motives, and the unfortunate sufferer thus 
interprets quite sincerely his unaccountable 
perversions as the result of strange outside 
influences.

But there is another side, and it would be 
reckless to overlook the difference. You 
cannot make an honest man steal and kill, 
but you can make him perform many other 
actions which are not immoral so far as the 
action is concerned and which yet have criminal 
character. A scoundrel, perhaps, gives the 
post-hypnotic suggestion that his subject 
call at a lawyer’s and deposit with him a last 
will leaving all his property to the hypnotizer. 
Here no resistance from moral principle is 
involved; the man who throws away all he 
owns acts in accordance with the order because 
here the impulse is not checked by the habits 
of a trained conscience. We can add one more 
step which is entirely possible: the hypnotizer 
may see an opportunity to give the further 
post-hypnotic suggestion of suicide. The next 
day the victim is found dead in his room. 
Everything indicates that he took his own 
life; there is not the least suspicion; and the 
hypnotizer is his heir in consequence of the 
spurious last will. Similar cases have been 
reported, and this explanation of them is 
not impossible. The ease with which any 
hypnotizer can cover the traces of his crime 
by special suggestions makes the situation 
the more dangerous.

In this group belong also the post-hypnotic 
perjuries. Of course, if the man on the wit
ness-stand knew that he swore falsely, his 
moral convictions would rebel, as in the case 
of theft and murder. But he believes what 
he swears; on his side there is no crime, but 
merely confusion of ideas and falsified mem
ory: the crime belongs entirely to the one 
who fabricated the artificial delusion. Other 
cases refer to simple fraud. The post-hyp
notic suggestion may force one man to pay 
the price of real pearls for glass pearls, and 
may induce another man to buy a house 
which is useless to him. The physician 
who is a trained psychologist will have ho 
difficulty in assisting the court in such situa
tions and in making the right diagnosis; on 
the other hand, without thorough experience 
in scientific psychology, no one will be able 
to disentangle such cases, be he physician 
or not.

There still remains one important relation 
between hypnotism and crime. Hypnotization 
may prevent crime. The moral interest we

take in the suppression of criminal impulses 
inclines us to see a sharp demarcation-line be
tween these socially destructive tendencies and 

other impulses which are morally indifferent. 
Psychologically we cannot acknowledge such a 
distinct line between them. The craving for 
an immoral and illegal end may take possession 
of a weak nervous system in the same way in 
which any neurasthenic impulse becomes rooted, 
and it seems therefore not unjustifiable to hope, 
for such a criminal disposition, the same relief 
by hypnotic treatment as for the neurasthenic 
disturbance.

Last year I was approached within the
same week by two young people who com
plained in almost identical terms that they 
could not master their ideas and desires. 
One suffered from the idea that he wanted to 
kill certain persons; whenever he saw them, 
he felt the impulse to knock them down.
The other suffered from the idea that she 
wanted to look alternately from one eye 
to the other of any person with whom she
talked. The impulse to kill was possibly of
the greatest legal consequence; the impulse 
to look from eye to eye was evidently the 
most indifferent affair. And yet, the second 
person was the greater sufferer. She had 
once, by chance, observed in a man’s face a 
striking difference in color between his two 
eyes, and that led her to look alternately 
at one and then the other eye. It became 
a habit which grew stronger than her will, 
and, when she came to me, it had reached a 
point where she thought of suicide because 
life had become intolerable from this incessant 
impulse to swing from eye to eye. I treated 
the dangerous killing impulse and the harm
less swinging impulse in exactly the same 
way, by inhibitory suggestions, and they 
disappeared under the hypnotic treatment 
in exactly the same time.

But it is evident that criminal impulses 
cannot be treated simply as an appendix to 
the neurasthenic states. Most complex and 
partly moral questions are involved therein. 
Have we a right to reinforce righteousness 
by hypnotism instead of by an appeal to 
spiritual energies? If we cure the depraved 
boy of his stealing habit by hypnotism, would 
it not be the simple logical consequence that 
his whole education and training ought to be 
left to such a safe and forceful influence? 
And that opens the widest perspective of 
social problems. It leads us to a large field 
which is not ours to enter to-day, as it is a 
new and separate question: What can the 
modern psychologist contribute to the pre
vention and suppression of crime?



G R E A T  A M E R I C A N  F O R T U N E S  
A N D  T H E I R  M A K I N G

S T R E E T - R A I L W A Y  F I N A N C I E R S  — II I

B Y

B U R T O N  J. H E N D R I C K
AUTHOR OF “ THE STORY OF LIFE -IN SU R A N C E,”  ETC. 

I L L U S T R A T I O N S  F R O M  P H O T O G R A P H S

IN the preceding article the 
writer described the financial 
methods which, by 1902, had 
reduced the whole Metro
politan system to virtual 
insolvency. These methods, 
it will be remembered, in

cluded the issue of many millions of stock for 
no proportionate equivalent, and the wasteful 
and dishonest expenditure of many more 
millions in the reconstruction of the surface 
lines. In these ways and in the resultant 
stock manipulations it was conservatively 
estimated that the members of the Whitney- 
Ryan syndicate and their political and finan
cial allies had made at least $100,000,000 
profits in nine years. The syndicate now 
devoted its attention, not to the physical and 
financial rehabilitation of a shattered corpo
ration, but to devising new methods of 
exploiting it.

Whitney and Ryan no longer had the slight
est use for the Metropolitan corporation 
itself; that company had satisfactorily served 
its purpose. It was originally organized, 
not as a legitimate enterprise, but as a con
venient medium for speculating in the credit 
of the New York street-railway system. As 
a proprietary corporation it was largely a 
fiction; actually it owned very few miles of 
surface railway in fee, but had acquired nearly 
everything under lease, and under terms 
that left very little margin of profit to the 
Metropolitan itself. The syndicate had simply 
capitalized this situation at $92,000,000, 
delivered the securities in large quantities 
to themselves, advanced their prices in the 
Stock Exchange to a ridiculous figure, and 
then sold out to the investing public. By 
1902, therefore, the Whitney-Ryan-Widener

group had their own profits carefully in
vested in good dividend-paying securities, 
and the Metropolitan stock-holders had on 
their hands a corporation overburdened with 
debt and an annually increasing deficit. Thus 
the old Metropolitan Company had in itself 
no possibilities of further profit. No new 
stock could be issued and no more money 
could be raised by the flotation of bonds. 
However, the surface railway system itself 
still existed. It had certain assets, especially 
about $12,000,000 of securities in underlying 
railroads, and, above all, it had a monopoly 
in the operation of the surface railways in 
the boroughs of Manhattan and the Bronx. 
Could not some plan possibly be devised by 
which the old Metropolitan Company itself, 
in which the inside syndicate now had prac
tically no interest, could be dropped and all 
this property transferred to a new company 
which it did control?

A story is told in Philadelphia which well 
illustrates the mental attitude of the New 
York street-railway magnates toward prob
lems of this kind. Some one called Mr. 
Widener’s attention to the unsatisfactory 
condition of his Philadelphia traction interests 
—  to their heavy capitalization, their in
creasing debts, and the danger of their ulti
mate insolvency. “ What are you going to 
do about i t ? ”  Mr. Widener was asked. “ We’ll 
just set the table all over again,”  he replied. 
The policy of “ setting the table over again”  
was now adopted with the Metropolitan 
system.

Jacob H. Sch iff
In order to facilitate this program, Whitney 
and Ryan entered into new and important 
financial associations. An especially notable
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accession was Mr. Jacob H. Schiff, head of 
the famous banking-house of Kuhn, Loeb 
& Company. In 1902 few men stood so high 
in the financial community as Mr. Schiff. 
Next to J .  Pierpont Morgan, he was unques
tionably the greatest American financier. 
He had served an apprenticeship in the Frank
fort banking-house of the Rothschilds, and, 
coming to the United States in 1865, had 
spent several years as a broker in Wall Street. 
In 1875, having married the daughter of 
Solomon Loeb, he was admitted as junior 
partner in the banking-house of Kuhn, Loeb 
& Company. At that time this institution 
had already achieved much substantial suc
cess, but its great progress in the next twenty- 
five years had been owing almost entirely 
to the financial genius of Mr. Schiff. Mr. 
Schiff had also acquired distinction in other 
lines. He had become the foremost Jewish 
citizen of the United States; was widely 
known as a philanthropist, as the founder 
of the Jewish Theological Seminary, and as 
a large contributor to educational and chari
table institutions of non-sectarian character. 
He had also taken a prominent part in reform 
movements of all kinds, and had served upon 
many citizens’ committees working for the 
betterment of civic conditions. Until 1902 
Mr. Schiff’s most notable financial achievement 
had been the reorganization of the Union 
Pacific Railroad, and the fierce battle, culmi
nating in the Wall Street panic of May 9, 1901, 
which, with E. H. Harriman, he had waged 
against J .  P. Morgan and J .  J .  Hill for the 
control of the Northern Pacific. Mr. Schiff’s 
action at this time, in refusing to take advan
tage of the financial distress of many Wall 
Street speculators, was the subject of much 
favorable comment. Since 1902 his reputa
tion has been extended by his success in 
largely financing the empire of Japan in the 
Russian War, and, somewhat less favorably, 
by his relations to the Equitable Life As
surance Society during the administration 
of James Hazen Hyde. Mr. Schiff’s first 
connection with the Metropolitan was in 
1900, when, on the Metropolitan’s guar
anty, he raised $35,000,000 for the Third 
Avenue Railroad. As shown in the pre
ceding article, the Metropolitan has spent 
at least $12,000,000 of this large sum with
out materially increasing the assets of the 
Third Avenue Company. The securities on 
which this money was obtained, sold to the 
public at par, now have a market value of 
50, and the Metropolitan, which guaranteed 
their payment, is in a condition of hopeless 
insolvency.

At the same time Mr. Paul D. Cravath 
became the leading legal counselor for the 
Metropolitan syndicate. Elihu Root’s duties 
as Secretary of War had forced him to drop 
his active association with Metropolitan af
fairs. Mr. Cravath, who succeeded Mr. Root, 
was known to the New York public chiefly 
as a reformer in politics and a leader in 
many public-spirited enterprises. By a curi
ous stroke of fortune, Mr. Cravath began his 
law practice in the same office with Charles
E. Hughes. They were both selected, at the 
same time, by Mr. Walter S. Carter, a well- 
known New York lawyer, as two promising 
young men who would be desirable accessions 
to his office staff; and for several years the 
three, under the firm-name of Carter, Hughes 
and Cravath, did a large and substantial busi
ness. Mr. Cravath has recently come into public 
notice as the man who, according to Thomas
F. Ryan, showed the Metropolitan syndicate 
what it could “ do legally”  in the organiza
tion of the Metropolitan Securities Company; 
Mr. Hughes, on the other hand, as Governor 
of New York State, has been an important 
instrument in uncovering the facts concern
ing the Metropolitan’s history.

Alliances Made with Trust Companies
A prominent factor in the new transaction 
was the Morton Trust Company, an institu
tion in which Whitney and Ryan were extremely 
influential. From the first, the Metropolitan 
syndicate had used large financial houses 
in connection with their plans. As far back 
as December, 1898, they acquired possession 
of the State Trust Company and began to 
use liberally the funds of its depositors in 
their Wall Street flotations. In 1900 the 
disclosures of conditions in this fiduciary 
institution provided Wall Street with one of 
the greatest banking scandals of a decade. 
Certain directors of the State Trust Company, it 
appeared, had lent its money to themselves 
and their political and financial associates 
on several varieties of unsatisfactory security. 
Thomas F. Ryan ’s office-boy, one Daniel 
H. Shea, who was receiving a weekly salary 
of $15,  had borrowed $2,000,000; Moore and 
Schley, a brokerage firm which has many 
times represented William C. Whitney in 
stock-market operations, had obtained $1,000,- 
000; Louis F. Payn, for many years a notorious 
lobbyist at Albany, had got $435,000; and the 
Metropolitan Traction Company, which had gone 
out of existence three years before, had received 
$500,000. In making these and many other 
loans, the responsible directors of the State 
Trust Company had violated the banking
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laws and probably made themselves liable 
to prosecution. For some reason, however, 
legal proceedings were never forced, and 
Whitney and Ryan saved the situation 'by 
merging the State with the Morton Trust 
Company. Ryan himself became vice-presi
dent of the new institution and made it the 
chief fiscal agent of the Metropolitan Com
pany. As will be explained, it has been an 
essential part of the financial transactions of 
the last five years.

Metropolitan’s A ffa irs Distributed 
among Three Corporations

Bringing together these several influences, 
personal and corporate, the Metropolitan 
syndicate, in the early part of 1902, announced 
a plan for the reorganization of the Metropol
itan’s affairs. The new company which was 
formed at this time is generally regarded, in 
financial circles, as the most remarkable tran
saction in the history of Wall Street. The 
company was organized for the purpose of 
holding intact the old Metropolitan system, 
and at the same time of letting it go; of keep
ing it alive, but of transferring everything 
which it had of value to new corporations. 
In its intricacy, in its precise solution of the 
particular problems presented, in the specious
ness with which it deprived the Metropolitan 
of all its property and at the same time ap
peared to serve its best interests, the scheme 
was the work of a master mind. Its author
ship is commonly attributed to William C. 
Whitney.

It is scarcely worth while to attempt to 
describe this scheme in great detail. It is 
so intricate, and involves so many transac
tions and so many corporations, that only by 
prolonged and patient study could the reader 
possibly grasp it in its entirety. At the time 
the plan was proposed, probably not half a 
dozen men in Wall Street understood it. 
The financial writers on the New York news
papers made nothing intelligible of it ; the 
distinguished lawyers who fought the proposi
tion in the courts completely failed to grasp 
its most important points. Whitney caused 
this hopeless confusion in Metropolitan affairs 
by distributing the management and finances 
of the road among three different corpora
tions. These three corporations were the same 
and yet they were distinct; they bought and 
sold each other’s securities in the most be
wildering fashion, leased each other’s property, 
guaranteed dividends upon each other’s stocks, 
and assumed each other’s obligations and assets. 
This very confusion, in all probability, was 
an essential part of the program. Had its

actual workings been made clear, the plan 
could never possibly have gone through; and 
it was hoped that, by completely mixing up 
the affairs of the Metropolitan system, the 
precise truth concerning it would never be
come public property, and that the oppor
tunity for further profit would be furnished 
the exploiting syndicate.

$46,000,000 to be Obtained from the 
Metropolitan and its Stock-holders

The plan really included the organization of 
two new companies, each of which was to 
receive a part of the assets of the Metropolitan 
system. An operating company, called the 
Interurban, was organized for the purpose of 
taking over, in the form of a lease, the physi
cal property of the Metropolitan road. In ad
dition, it was to receive all the securities held 
in the Metropolitan’s treasury, amounting in 
value to about $12,000,000, and $ 1 1 ,000,000 
in new Metropolitan bonds. The second com
pany, the Metropolitan Securities, was to 
obtain $23,000,000 from Metropolitan stock
holders in the form of subscriptions to its 
stock. In other words, $12,000,000 in securi
ties, $11,000,000 in Metropolitan Street Rail
way bonds, and $23,000,000 in cash —  a 
total, in money and securities, of $46,000,000 
—  was to be transferred from the old Metro
politan Street Railway and its stock-holders 
into the treasuries of these new corporations.

New Companies Controlled by 
Whitney-Ryan Syndicate

Although these companies were legally sepa
rate entities, in reality they were one and the 
same. The Metropolitan Securities, the nucleus 
of the whole situation, held every share of the 
Interurban’s stock in its own treasury. Who
ever owned the Securities Company, there
fore, entirely owned the Interurban. This 
duality of corporation and this unity of owner
ship, however, had certain important ad
vantages. It actually gave the Securities 
Company complete control of the Interurban 
without assuming any legal responsibility for 
it. The Securities Company had constant 
access to the Interurban’s assets —  could, 
indeed, transfer them to its own treasury 
without arousing the slightest protest; for, 
inasmuch as the Securities Company itself 
owned all the outstanding stock of the Inter
urban, there was no one on the outside to 
complain. If the Interurban should become 
bankrupt, however, its creditors could levy 
only against its own assets; the Securities 
Company could not be held responsible, be
cause its only legal relation was that of a
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stock-holder. The transaction was not unlike 
that of the man who, foreseeing the bank
ruptcy of his own affairs, transfers all his 
property to his wife. In the event that is 
precisely what has happened. Both the 
Metropolitan and the Interurban companies 
are now in the hands of receivers; their assets, 
however, have, to a large extent, been trans
ferred to the Metropolitan Securities Com

pany, or have been dissipated by it in the 
course of the last five years.

The Whitney-Ryan syndicate, in its turn, 
entirely controlled the Metropolitan Securities 
Company, and consequently, through it, the 
Interurban. It is a further tribute to their 
cleverness that they accomplished this with
out investing much money of their own. For 
this purpose they utilized the banking-house 
of Kuhn, Loeb & Company and certain large 
financiers closely identified with the great

life-insurance companies. Mr. Jaco b  H. Schiff 

became the financial sponsor of th e  scheme, 

and enlisted the life-insurance company sup
port. Mr. Schiff’s own firm subscribed to 

$6,600,000 Metropolitan Securities Company 
Stock; in a company capitalized at $30,000,- 
000, a single holding of this size easily con
trolled the situation. Because of his con
nection with the Metropolitan Securities

Company, Mr. Schiff, for all practical purposes, 
became a member of the Whitney-Ryan- 
Widener syndicate. He took a prominent 
part in organizing the Securities Company; 
his firm conducted the negotiations in the 
purchase of the Interurban, and became 
responsible for the financial success of the 
scheme. Actual negotiations preparatory to 
the adoption of the plan were conducted by 
Mr. Schiff, Paul D. Cravath, Whitney, and 
Ryan. That is, the old Metropolitan syndicate

P hotograph by A im e  D upont.
J A C O B  H.  S C H I F F

Head of the banking-house of Kuhn, Loeb & Company. With Whitney and Ryan, Mr. Schiff 
organized the Metropolitan Securities Company, which succeeded the Metropolitan Street 

Railway in the management of the New York transit system.
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and Kuhn, Loeb & Company had formed an 
alliance, and worked as a unit. Ju st why 
Mr. Schiff permitted himself to enter into these 
relations is variously explained. Representa
tives of his firm now frankly admit that they 
were deceived; that R yan ’s persuasive abilities 
proved too much for them, and induced them 
to become part of a transaction from which 
their many years’ experience as practical bank
ers ought to have safeguarded them. In other

words, they admit that they were duped. 
On the other hand, it is undeniably true that 
the firm of Kuhn, Loeb &  Company came 
out of the transaction with financial profits. 
However the matter is explained, the fact 
remains that, because of the understanding 
existing between Mr. Schiff and the Whitney- 
Ryan interests, the latter practically had the 
voting power in this stock, without having 
any financial interest in it. The elaborate 
mechanism by which the old exploiters still 
retained their grip on the Metropolitan Com-

pany and $32,500,000* in new available cash 
without assuming any responsibility of their 
own and without going appreciably into their 
own pockets is now complete. For all practical 
purposes they controlled Mr. Schiff; Mr. Schiff 
controlled the Securities Company; the Securi
ties Company entirely owned the Interurban; 
and the Interurban proposed to take over the 
Metropolitan system and $23,000,000 of nego
tiable assets.

Inevitably some inducement had to be 
made to Metropolitan stock-holders to per
suade them to adopt this amazing program. 
The Interurban proposed to pay their floating 
debt of $11,000,000 and to spend $12,000,000 
in equipping the still existent horse-car lines 
with electric power. How well these promises 
have been kept will appear in the course of

* The original plan, as described above, called for $ 34,000,000 
cash. In the event, however, about $32,500,000 was actually 
raised. About $22,500,000 was obtained by the sale o f Securities 
stock; and the $11,000,000 bonds were sold to Kuhn, Loeb & 
Company at a discount o f eight per cent.

C opyrigh ted , 1 906, by U nd erw ood &  U nderw ood

A U G U S T  B E L M O N T

The American representative o f the Rothschilds. In 1900 Mr. Belmont, coming to the aid of 
John B. McDonald at the eleventh hour, secured control o f the New York Subway. In 1906 the 

wrecked Metropolitan system was merged with Belmont’s highly profitable road.
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this narrative. In addition, the Interurban 
proposed to guarantee Metropolitan share
holders seven per cent, dividends on their 
Metropolitan stock. Precisely how this agree
ment has been observed will also presently 
be described.

" Vote First and Discuss A fterw a rd "
Only one detail was needed to complete the 
absurdity of this transaction, and that was 
that the Metropolitan stock-holders should 
accept it. Their feverish eagerness once 
more to place their money in the hands of 
the exploiting syndicate is an interesting 
illustration of the fatuity of the average cor
poration share-holder. As already shown, 
Whitney and his associates owned only a small 
fraction of Metropolitan stock, and the real 
stock-holders, had they combined and fought 
the scheme intelligently, could easily have 
defeated it. But the old group still had pos
session of the machinery of the organization; 
its officers were still their tools, and, from 
Vreeland down, they slavishly obeyed Whitney’s 
orders. The stock-holders, in the first place, 
did not understand the proposition; all they 
saw was that it apparently assured them 
seven per cent, dividends indefinitely, and 
with that they were content. They accepted 
at their face value all the statements con
cerning the proposed lease issued by the 
Metropolitan, for the most part over Vree
land’s signature. The blind confidence which 
they manifested shows again the hypnotic 
power over men’s minds exercised by mere 
financial success. Here were William C. 
Whitnay, a great capitalist, ex-cabinet mem
ber, and president-maker; Jacob H. Schiff, 
one of the world’s greatest bankers; and 
representatives of the three great life-insur
ance companies: anything proposed by men 
of their standing could hardly be dishonest 
or improper. By the time the meeting which 
was called to accept or reject the Interurban 
scheme was assembled, therefore, more than 
four fifths of the Metropolitan stock-holders 
had placed their proxies unconditionally in 
the hands of the old syndicate. That is, the 
great majority voluntarily gave an insignifi
cant minority power to vote away from them 
their own property and to tax them $23,000,000 
at the same time. The Metropolitan syndi
cate “ jammed through’’ the new lease with 
a cynical indifference to the rights of the 
minority that would have done credit to 
Tammany Hall in its most benighted days. 
They violated all rules of parliamentary pro
cedure, refused all requests for detailed in
formation, turned a deaf ear to all protests,

and arbitrarily shut off all discussion. Peter 
A. B. Widener presided over this meeting. 
A minority opposition had developed, led by 
E. Ellery Anderson, a prominent member 
of the New York bar. Mr. Anderson asked 
for information concerning the lease; Mr. 
Widener attempted to quiet him by the state
ment that he “ didn’ t propose to have any 
dilatory motions.”  Mr. Widener silenced other 
insurgents by remarking that “ all you’ll be 
allowed to do is to vote.”  He squelched one 
stock-holder who suggested that the by-laws 
were being violated by saying that “ the by
laws have nothing to do with this meeting.” 
Others loudly demanded that a general dis
cussion of the lease should precede the vote; 
turning to them in his blandest and politest 
manner, Mr. Widener said: “ You can vote 
first and discuss afterward.”

$76,000,000 o f New Capitalization
Although, at the time this transaction was 
put through, the Metropolitan system was 
unquestionably insolvent, $76,000,000 of new 
capitalization was heaped upon it. With 
this, its total capital stock and bonded in
debtedness amounted to $168,000,000. As 
a basis for this, the Metropolitan actually 
owned fourteen miles of electric railway and 
nine miles of horse-car lines. The actual cash 
invested in these properties, exclusive of the 
franchise, could not have exceeded $4,000,000. 
In addition, the Metropolitan had $12,000,000 
of valuable unpledged securities. What the 
capitalization represented, for the most part, 
was the earning power of the leases made 
by the Metropolitan with its subsidiary lines. 
By 1902, however, when the Interurban lease 
was made, the Metropolitan Company was 
not taking money enough out of these lines 
to pay the rentals. On the Third Avenue 
road alone the Metropolitan had a large annual 
deficit on operation.

The Interurban not only took over these 
obligations, but piled Pelion on Ossa by 
guaranteeing, in addition, seven per cent, 
dividends on the stock of the Metropolitan 
Street Railway Company itself. In this way 
it assumed fixed charges of $5,000,000 a year, 
in addition to the deficits on these subsidiary 
lines. What can possibly be the explanation 
for such incredible financial methods as these? 
There are probably several good reasons for 
this seven-per-cent guaranty. It is generally 
believed, though, of course, not definitely 
proved, that the insiders had purchased largely 
of Metropolitan stock just before the lease 
was made, with the intention of selling out 
afterward. Manifestly, if their stock bore a
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guaranteed dividend of seven per cent, it 
would be readily salable. It must be remem
bered that the public was not in possession 
of the facts which we now have concerning the 
Metropolitan and its history, and did not have 
the slightest suspicion of its deplorable financial 
condition. A seven-per-cent, guaranty on the 
stock of a railroad company which had a monop
oly of the entire surface transit in Manhattan 
and the Bronx would not seem unreasonable to 
those who had not penetrated the secrets of the 
organization. Again, it was only by continu
ing dividends that the company could be kept 
intact and out of the bankruptcy courts. A 
cessation of the dividend would immediately 
precipitate a panic in Metropolitan stock and 
produce a situation which would end in a re
ceivership. This would probably take the 
property out of the hands of the inside syndi
cate and lead to a disclosure of its history. 
Above all, the guaranteed dividend was the 
main inducement offered Metropolitan stock
holders to persuade them to adopt the new plan, 
deliver their railroad and its assets to the new 
Interurban, and subscribe $23,000,000 to the 
Securities Company stock. Without the guar
anty the plan would never have been accepted.

The Metropolitan’s Books Destroyed
That one end aimed at by the controlling 
manipulators was to conceal the financial 
history of' the road is proved by the fact that, 
after the Interurban lease, they destroyed all 
the Metropolitan’s books. They did this at a 
time when the company was under fire, and 
when litigation was pending in the courts of 
New York State that might at any time have 
led to a demand for these books as evidence. 
In 1903 Mr. William N. Amory,* an experienced 
street-railway expert, brought to the attention 
of District Attorney Jerome criminal charges 
against the Metropolitan’s officers. At about 
the same time Mr. Isidor Wormser brought 
suit to annul the Interurban lease on the 
ground of fraud. In the face of these charges 
and this litigation, the Metropolitan destroyed 
all the ledgers, journals, checks and vouchers, 
and other documents that contained its financial 
history since its organization in 1893. The 
company sold these papers for $ 1 1 7  to a junk
man, who agreed, in writing, to grind them 
into pulp, so that they would be “ safe from 
prying eyes.”  At this time the Metropolitan 
Street Railway was still an existent corpora
tion and its books were essential to the legiti
mate and intelligent conduct of its affairs.

* Too much credit cannot be given Mr. Amory for his per
sistent and intelligent exposure o f Metropolitan corruption. Had it 
not been for his five years’ warfare upon this corporation, it is safe 
to say that the facts would never have become known.

The books of the Metropolitan Securities 
Company, however, are largely intact, and 
from them the history of the last five years is 
reasonably clear. These books, recently pro
duced before the Public Service Commission 
of New York, show how the syndicate has 
disposed of much of the $32,500,000 in cash 
and $12,000,000 in securities obtained from 
the Metropolitan and its stock-holders in 1902.

Of the $32,500,000 cash, the Securities 
Company immediately transferred $11,000,000 
to Thomas F. R yan ’s Morton Trust Company. 
According to the official explanation, this large 
sum was delivered in payment of the Metropol
itan Company’s floating debt. “ I had been 
practically carrying $11,000,000 of the floating 
debt of the Metropolitan,”  said Mr. Ryan on 
the witness-stand in 1903. The precise facts 
concerning this money have never been ascer
tained; the official explanation, however, is not 
entirely satisfactory. In a statement to Met
ropolitan stock-holders in 1902, President Vree
land declared that this $11,000,000 floating 
debt represented, to a great extent, the cost 
of purchasing a majority interest in the stock 
of the Third Avenue Railroad. The Third 
Avenue Railroad, however, was purchased by 
Ryan and Whitney in the winter of 1900 and 
turned over to the Metropolitan Company. 
In May of the same year the Metropolitan 
issued $7,000,000 of new stock, which sold 
in the open market for $11,000,000. In a 
sworn statement to the Railroad Commission, 
Mr. Vreeland declared that part of this money 
was to be used to pay for stocks recently pur
chased in subsidiary lines — including, one must 
inevitably assume, the controlling interest in 
the Third Avenue Railroad Company. If the 
Metropolitan, as seems clear, paid for these 
securities in 1900, why was so large a sum of 
money needed for the same purpose in 1902? 
The Metropolitan has been asked this question 
many times, but has made no explanation 
so far. Whatever the real situation may be, 
the fact that misrepresentation was resorted to 
in connection with this large payment shows 
that there must have been something which 
the Metropolitan’s managers wished to conceal.

$6,000,000 Distributed to “ Insiders” in 
Five Years

Of the original $32,500,000 cash, nearly $6,- 
000,000 has been distributed directly to in
siders, in the form of bonuses, underwriting 
profits, and lawyers’ fees, or in money wasted 
in the purchase of worthless property and 
franchises. In the course of five years, the 
treasury of the Securities Company has become 
a kind of grab-bag into which financiers, con
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tractors, politicians, and political parties have 
constantly dipped their hands. Immediately 
after the lease was made the insiders distributed 
a million and a half dollars among themselves, 
in the guise of profits in an “ underwriting 
syndicate.”  To guarantee the subscription 
by Metropolitan stock-holders of $23,000,000 
Securities stock, Kuhn, Loeb &  Company 
formed a “ syndicate” ; its compensation for 
this guaranty was $1,500,000. William M. 
Ivins, counsel for the Public Service Com
mission, has declared in open court that the 
syndicate assumed absolutely no risk in guar
anteeing this $23,000,000. If this is so, it 
was of course not entitled to compensation. 
Kuhn, Loeb & Company kept $600,000 of this 
money for itself, passed $300,000 on to the 
Morton Trust Company, and distributed the 
rest among the old Metropolitan group. Wil
liam C. Whitney received $125,000; Ryan and 
his allies shared, though to precisely what ex
tent has not been ascertained. In addition to 
their underwriting profits, Kuhn, Loeb & Com
pany purchased $11,000,000 in Metropolitan 
bonds at about 92, sold them to the public at 
about par, and thus made a profit of nearly $800,- 
000. From facts already ascertained, therefore, 
Mr. Schiff’ s firm made not far from $1,400,000 
by the Securities Company transaction.

$2,165,000 Wasted on Worthless 
Franchises

The insiders also wasted $2,165,000 in the 
purchase of entirely useless franchises and 
street railways. Mr. Anthony N. Brady had 
acquired possession of a franchise nominally 
granting him authority to build a street rail
way in Wall, Pine, and William streets, and in 
other high-class thoroughfares in the finan
cial district. This remarkable privilege was 
awarded several years ago, in the old days 
when the Board of Aldermen, if sufficient 
inducements were offered, would grant a 
franchise for almost anything. Of course, 
the proposition was never taken seriously. 
The idea of building a street railway in Wall 
and Pine streets is too grotesque for a moment’s 
consideration; the financial public which needs 
every available foot of space for its own pur
poses would never permit it; and such a road, 
if built, could never possibly pay. This 
franchise was passed back and forth for 
several years among the speculators, Mr. 
Brady finally becoming its proprietor. In 
May, 1902, the Metropolitan Securities Com
pany entered into a contract to purchase this 
paper railroad for $965,607. Mr. Brady re
ceived a check for the full amount, kept about 
$250,000 for himself, sent five checks, each

amounting to $ 1 1 1 ,6 5 2 .72, to William C. 
Whitney, Thomas F. Ryan, Thomas Dolan, 
P. A. B. Widener, and William L. Elkins, and 
one check for $ 134 ,10 2  to Moore and Schley, 
the Wall Street brokers who have always 
been conspicuously identified with William 
C. W hitney* The Metropolitan, of course, 
has never attempted to build the railroad in 
question, and never will.

At about the same time, the Securities Com
pany paid a syndicate of politicians $1,200,000 
for two miles of trolley line and three cars 
in Mount Vernon, New York. It was these 
properties which the Securities Company 
organized into the Interurban, to which they 
leased the Metropolitan system. A syndi
cate of politicians had paid $177,000 for the 
franchises three years before they sold them 
to the Interurban for $1,200,000. Nearly 
all these politicians are dead and the details 
of the transaction are unknown. Under the 
most favorable explanation, more than one 
million dollars was wasted by the deal.

A  Million Dollars in Lawyers’ Fees
The Securities Company has distributed nearly 
another million in lawyers’ fees in the last 
five years. Paul D. Cravath has been the 
chief beneficiary on this account. For draw
ing the Interurban lease Mr. Cravath’s firm 
received $75,000, and its total compensation 
for five years’ work has amounted to $435,000.  
The Metropolitan Securities Company has 
distributed sums, large and small, without 
preserving any records which explain the 
expenditures. Money spent on newspaper 
men, politicians, and “ leaders of public senti
ment”  has been charged to “ property and 
franchise” ; that is, it appears to-day on the 
balance-sheet as “ assets.”  John B. Mc
Donald gets $250,000 for leaving the employ 
of August Belmont; J .  Sergeant Cram, a 
Tammany leader, gets $10,000 for purposes 
unexplained; at several times, just preceding 
political elections, large amounts, varying 
from $60,000 to $250,000, disappear from 
the Securities Company’s treasury; a contri
bution of $10,000 is made in support of the 
National Civic Federation’s investigation of

* Mr. Brady’s compensation, according to his testimony, 
amounted to precisely what he paid for the franchises, with 
interest. Messrs. Dolan and Widener and the estate o f William L. 
Elkins explain that their checks represent the payments of loans 
made by them to William C. Whitney about a year and a half 
before. It has been pointed out that this statement does not 
explain w hy Mr. Whitney should have paid himself and Mr. 
Ryan precisely the same amounts paid Widener, Elkins, and 
Dolan. Mr. Ryan and the estate o f William C. Whitney have 
made no attempts to explain the transaction. Grant B. Schley, 
o f the firm o f Moore and Schley, has testified that the c h e c k  for 
$134,102 sent to his firm was credited to the account o f William 
C. Whitney.

 It is fair to add that this included certain amounts paid by Mr. 
Cravath to other lawyers.
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the workings 
of municipal 
o w n e r s h i p ; 
several s u ms ,  
varying from 
$ 3 7 , 0 0 0  t o 
$250,000, a re  
d e p os i t e d  in 
certain trust 
c o m p a n i e s ;
$38,000 is paid 
to the gentle
man who has 
f i g u r e d  f o r  
several y e a r s  
as the Metro
politan press- 
agent; and, on 
the books of 
the Securities 
Company, these 
payments are 
entirely unac
counted for or 
charged up to 
“ property and 
f r a n c h i s e . "
Worse still, the 
Metropolitan’s 
officers h a v e  
f r e q u e n t l y  
taken money out of its treasury without 
leaving any explanation of the purposes for 
which it is to be used. In the last eight 
years President Vreeland has received, in 
addition to his regular salary, $113,000 , merely 
giving in return blanket receipts without 
specifying the purposes for which the pay
ments were made, and $185,000 without any 
vouchers at all. Three years ago Thomas F. 
Ryan obtained $24,000, and there is no record 
on the Securities Company’s books to explain 
the transaction. Though Mr. Ryan received 
the money four years ago, he has never paid 
it back, and the item is still carried among 
the undistributed accounts of the Metropolitan. 
On August 7, 1903, Mr. Ryan obtained $28,500 
from the Metropolitan Securities Company, 
for which, up to the present writing, he has 
submitted no vouchers.

These items, with others of a similar nature, 
account for nearly $17,000,000 of the $32,500,- 
000 raised when the Metropolitan Securities 
Company was formed. Complete details con
cerning the rest have not yet been made public. 
Enough is known, however, to justify the 
general statement that it has been improperly 
spent. In 1902 Mr. Vreeland promised Metro
politan stock-holders that $12,000,000 would

be u s e d  in 
equipping with 
e l e c t r i c i t y  
eighty miles of 
railway still 
operated by 
h o r s e -  power. 
It was upon 
t h i s  u n d e r 
standing that 
t h e  s t o c k 
holders sub
s c r i b e d  the 
money. Mr. 
Vreeland has 
equipped with 
electricity only 
thirty-six miles, 
at an expendi
ture of perhaps 
$5,400,000; and 
the rest of the 
money, proba
bl y  a b o u t  
$6,600,000, has 
d i s a p p e a r e d .  
T h e  $10,000,- 
oooobtained by 
the sale of Met
ropolitan bonds 
h a s  l i k e w i s e  

been expended without increasing the assets of 
the Metropolitan. Unquestionably this and 
other capital funds have been largely drawn 
upon in the payment of Metropolitan dividends. 
In other words, Metropolitan stock-holders 
subscribed, five years ago, to stock in the 
Metropolitan Securities Company; and many 
millions of this money has been since returned to 
them in the form of dividends in Metropolitan 
Street Railway. Securities Company stock, 
which they subscribed to at par, now sells for 
five cents on the dollar.*  In all probability, 
the $12,000,000 in securities obtained from 
them in 1902 has been used for the same pur
pose. At present these securities repose in the 
vaults of Thomas F. Ryan ’s Morton Trust Com
pany, where they have been deposited as collat
eral for loans — the money having been obtained 
for the payment of Metropolitan dividends.

Schiff Compels Ryan to Buy Back 
his Stock

The Metropolitan Securities Company had 
just got safely under way when a serious de
fection occurred in its ranks. Mr. Jacob H. 
Schiff, it will be recalled, had financed the

* This is the recent quotation for Interborough-Metropolitan 
common, for which Securities Company stock has been exchanged.

C o pyrigh ted , 1907, by E d w in  L e v ic k
P A U L  D.  C R A V A T H

Leading counsel for the Metropolitan since 1902. Mr. Cravath started in law 
practice as a partner of Charles E. Hughes, now Governor of New York State.
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company upon its organization, and sub
scribed for $6,600,000 in its stock. In 1902 
this stock was quoted on the Exchange at 
$ 130  a share —  a value which was entirely 
the result of manipulation. Soon after the 
Interurban deal, Securities Company’s stock 
began to decline rapidly. About this time Mr. 
Schiff became much dissatisfied with his bar
gain and much aggrieved at his part in the 
transaction. One day about a year after the 
formation of the Securities Company, Mr. Schiff 
sent for Thomas F. Ryan and asked him to 
explain certain doubtful points in the Metro
politan’s affairs. He informed Ryan that the 
situation had been misrepresented and that he 
would be no longer identified with the company. 
In this and in several subsequent interviews Mr. 
Schiff demanded that Ryan take off his hands 
the $6,600,000 stock which Kuhn, Loeb & 
Company had subscribed. It is generally 
reported, and has been published in the daily 
press, that Mr. Schiff threatened Ryan 
with legal proceedings and an exposure of 
the whole Metropolitan situation if he did 
not accede to this request. W hatever the 
nature of these negotiations, and whatever 
the merits of the dispute, the fact is that 
Ryan bought from Kuhn, Loeb &  Company 
the stock in question. It is said that at 
this time Ryan appealed to Whitney to help 
him out, but that Whitney washed his hands 
of the whole business and refused to purchase 
a penny’s worth of the securities.

The Metropolitan Securities Company kept 
the Metropolitan system intact for about four 
years. By the latter part of 1905 nearly all 
its money had disappeared in the fashion de
scribed above. The Metropolitan system again 
found itself in almost precisely the same position 
to which it had been reduced in 1902; that 
is, it again faced insolvency. Manifestly, in 
Widener’s phrase, the time had come “ to set 
the table again.”  Ryan accomplished this 
seemingly impossible task in a manner which 
has aroused the greatest admiration for his 
ingenuity and resourcefulness.

In the preceding three years an independent 
and extremely profitable transit system had 
developed in the boroughs of Manhattan and the 
Bronx. Its basis was the new subway, which 
the city had constructed, at a cost of $35,000,000, 
and leased to the Interborough Rapid Transit 
Company. The subway represented the frui
tion of a rapid-transit plan which had been 
under discussion for fifteen years. During 
this long period the people of New York had 
attempted, in every conceivable way, to secure 
adequate and comfortable transit service. 
On the other hand, the interests in control of

the surface system had utilized their energies to 
prevent the construction of new rapid-transit 
lines. In the various subterranean methods 
they understood so well, they succeeded in 
defeating every new scheme proposed until 
1895, when the citizens of New York, driven to 
desperation, voted to build a subway system 
with public money. For five years the Whitney 
interests prevented the execution of this plan. 
The Metropolitan group ridiculed the idea of an 
underground railway both as an engineering 
and as a financial proposition. The Tammany 
government which was elected, largely by 
Metropolitan influence, in 1897, used  a ll its  
resources, in the face of a constantly rising 
popular indignation, to delay the new under
taking. In 1899, when it seemed likely that 
the public could no longer be restrained, 
Whitney and Ryan offered to build the road 
themselves, provided they were given a per
petual franchise, exempted from all taxation, 
and authorized to charge a ten-cent fare. 
When the newspapers criticized these terms as 
absurd, the Metropolitan withdrew its offer, 
because, as its officers explained, it had been 
actuated in making it chiefly by a philan
thropical desire to render a great public service, 
and felt aggrieved that the people had not 
accepted the proposition in a grateful spirit. 
In the early part of January, 1900, the Rapid 
Transit Commission formally presented its 
proposals and asked for bids. The scheme 
which was adopted provided that the city should 
pay the entire cost of building the new road and 
award the contract to the lowest bidder. It 
also stipulated that the successful bidder, after 
finishing the subway, should equip it at his own 
expense and lease it from the city for fifty years. 
On these terms, John B. McDonald, a well- 
known contractor, offered to build the subway 
for $35,000,000, and received the contract.

McDonald Meets Difficulties
In the events which now rapidly followed, the 
enormous power acquired by the Metropolitan 
was forcefully shown. McDonald’s contract 
provided that he should file a bond of $1,000,- 
000, and, before submitting his bid, he had 
arranged with the three largest surety com
panies in New York to furnish this bond. 
When he obtained the contract, however, all 
three of these companies suddenly refused to 
fulfil their agreements. One of these the 
W hitney-Ryan group practically controlled; 
the New York representatives of the other two 
were well-known politicians whom Whitney and 
Ryan could easily dominate. There is plenty 
of ground for a reasonable suspicion that the 
Metropolitan, seconded, perhaps, by the owners
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of the elevated system, prevented these cor
porations from acting as McDonald’s sureties. 
For several days the successful bidder for the 
subway, with a contract in his pocket which 
assured immediate profits of many millions and 
ultimate control of the greatest transportation 
system in the world, walked about Wall Street, 
knocking at door after door, and finding no one 
willing to go upon his bond. One avenue of 
possible support, however, McDonald’s enemies 
had forgotten to close. The Metropolitan syn
dicate, therefore, awoke one morning and found 
that Mr. August Belmont had come to Mc
D o n a l d ’ s relief, 
would furnish all 
the bonds necessary 
to enable him to 
accept the subway 
contract, and would 
become a joint part
ner with him in the 
enterprise.

At that time Au
gust Belmont was 
popularly known as 
a sportsman — a 
builder of racing 
yachts, a breeder of 
fast horses, a man 
whose chief title to 
fame was his in
herited wealth and 
financial associa
tions. He was the 
son of August Bel
mont, a J e w i s h  
banker of Frank
fort-on-the-M ain,
Germany, who came 
to the U n i t e d  
States in 1837 as a 
representative of 
the Rothschilds, 
acquired a large 
fortune, and re
ceived many civic 
and political hon
ors. The elder Belmont died in 1890, his second 
son and namesake inheriting the larger part 
of his fortune and business responsibilities. 
Until 1900, as already said, the latter had done 
little to justify so splendid an inheritance. Small 
and somewhat stooping in stature, with an 
unprepossessing personality, vain and luxury- 
loving, and not especially shrewd or fitted for 
large affairs, Belmont had made little impression 
upon Wall Street. It is said that Whitney and 
Ryan, when busily engaged shutting off all 
available sources of supply from McDonald,

never for a moment imagined that Belmont 
could enter the transit situation. They were 
somewhat amazed, therefore, when they found 
that the man whom they despised, slipping in 
at the eleventh hour, had snatched this splendid 
property from beneath their very noses. If the 
latter had experienced any chagrin because 
Wall Street had depreciated him for many 
years, his satisfaction must now have been 
complete. On every hand, his shrewdness, his 
courage, and his brilliant foresight were widely 
acclaimed. Investors and financiers rushed to 
his support; the stock of the new Interborough

Company, which he 
organized to finance 
the McDonald con
tract, was many 
t i me s  o v e r  sub
scribed; and in a 
few weeks Belmont 
found himself the 
head of a group of 
capitalists compris
ing many of the 
foremost leaders in 
American finance.

Ryan Plans to 
“ Merge" the 

Metropolitan 
with the Sub
way

The subway justi
fied all these anti
cipations. It was 
pushed to comple
tion without delay, 
without graft or 
s c a n d a l s  of any 
kind. It was a credit 
to Belmont, to Mc
Donald, and to the 
city of New York. 
A few months be
fore it was formally 
opened, Belmont’s 
Interborough Com

pany leased the whole system of elevated roads, 
and, by greatly improving the service, secured 
another title to public gratitude. This trans
action proved so profitable that the Interbor
ough Company, whose main property was the 
subway, began paying dividends before the 
subway was opened. Its stock sold for more 
than $200 a share, and, soon after the under
ground road began to operate, paid nine per 
cent, dividends. Everybody perceived that 
Belmont had the finest and the cleanest street- 
railway proposition in the country and probably

C opyrigh ted , 1904, by P ach  Bros.
J O H N  B .  M c D O N A L D

Builder, o f the New York Subway. He received $250,000 for leaving 
Belmont's employ and joining Ryan’s staff. He also has a contract 
with the Interborough-Metropolitan guaranteeing him or his heirs 

$50,000 a year for five years— “ whether he works or not.”
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in the world. No one saw this more clearly 
than Thomas F. Ryan, who now determined to 
lay hands upon the Interborough Company. 
His Metropolitan was losing $3,000,000 a year; 
Belmont’s subway had a surplus of nearly 
$4,000,000; what was more simple and desirable 
than to take Belmont’s surplus to make good 
his own deficiency? Naturally, Wall Street was 
amazed when R yan ’s scheme first became pub
licly known. This seemed too audacious even 
for him. Belmont, when first approached on 
the subject of merging the Interborough and 
the Metropolitan companies, rejected the idea 
with horror. He knew its history and its con
dition, and had no ambition to attach to his 
own vital transit system that body of death.

Ryan Enters the Subway Field
R yan ’s genius shows to exceptional advantage 
in the methods which he now adopted in bringing 
his adversary to terms. He showed himself an 
expert in the art of using public opinion for his 
private purposes, and in converting the several 
agencies of government into instruments for 
the accomplishment of his personal ends. He 
found his great opportunity in the pressing 
public demand for additional transit facilities. 
The new subway, successful as it had proved, 
only in a slight degree satisfied the require
ments of a constantly increasing population, 
and, months before the first car was in opera
tion, the people demanded extensions. If any 
new subways were built, Belmont naturally 
believed that he should build them. His 
original line was far from complete. Below 
Forty-second Street he had a four-track road on 
the east side of the city; above Forty-second 
Street he had similarly a four-track line on the 
West Side. He now desired to extend his 
West Side line south to the Battery, and his 
East Side road north to the Harlem R iver— 
and thus obtain a complete trunk system on 
both the East and West sides of Manhattan 
Island. The Rapid Transit Commission and 
the best public sentiment indorsed this idea; 
and, in all probability, had not new rivals 
suddenly appeared, Belmont would have re
ceived the contracts for these extensions. 
But at this juncture Thomas F. Ryan sud
denly became interested in subway work. In 
a long letter to the Rapid Transit Commission, 
he announced that the Metropolitan would 
compete for the privilege of building a new 
subway. The Metropolitan, however, had no 
desire to adopt the route which Belmont had 
selected, and suggested one of its own. Its 
purpose was apparent on the surface. For a 
large part of the line it paralleled Belmont’s 
existing subway; at other places it penetrated

the most profitable territory in New York. 
With this proposition the Metropolitan made 
an offer which immediately aroused popular 
enthusiasm. If the Metropolitan built the sub
way, said Ryan, he would make it an integral 
part of the surface railway system, and ex
change free transfers at all points where the 
street railways and the new underground roads 
intersected. This meant, of course, free in
tercourse between the remotest parts of the 
boroughs of Manhattan and the Bronx for a 
five-cent fare. As Belmont controlled no sur
face roads, he naturally could not duplicate 
R yan ’s offer.

Accelerating ”  Public Opinion
When this proposal was made, the Belmont- 
Ryan war began in earnest. Ryan had every 
advantage on his side. Free transfers between 
surface and underground lines meant such an 
enormous improvement in transit conditions 
that the public, the newspapers, and all 
representatives of disinterested public sen
timent indorsed the new idea. To con
trol this enthusiasm and thus work upon 
Belmont’s nerves, Ryan engaged the services 
of Lemuel E. Quigg, an ex-newspaper man 
and politician who had already rendered 
much service to the Metropolitan as a lobbyist 
at Albany. Quigg himself has suggested the 
word which perfectly describes his work in the 
Belmont war. He did not himself create 
public sentiment favorable to R yan ’s ambi
tions; he merely “ accelerated”  it. He found 
the public everywhere well disposed to Ryan’s 
plan, and by a discriminate distribution of 
Metropolitan checks he kept this enthusiasm 
at a white heat. In this work he consumed, in 
a few months, about $151,00 0  which rightfully 
belonged to the stock-holders of the Metro
politan Securities Company. Everywhere, in 
New York City, certain so-called “ civic asso
ciations”  were formed overnight. These or
ganizations apparently had one unanimous 
object in view: they all demanded that no 
future subway contracts should be awarded 
that did not provide for free interchange of 
passengers to the surface lines. In other words, 
they demanded that the contracts should be 
awarded to Ryan and not to Belmont. Until 
recently it has been supposed that these associa
tions arose spontaneously, and that their leaders 
were actuated solely by an unselfish regard for 
the public interest. Mr. Quigg has recently 
confessed that he inspired the organizations 
himself; that Metropolitan money paid all the 
expenses, that the leaders were in the pay of the 
Metropolitan Company, and that the speakers 
at their meetings had Metropolitan checks in
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their pockets. At about the same time, some 
mysterious agency started on its way a “ mon
ster citizens' petition”  to the Rapid Transit 
Commission, begging it to award no subway 
contracts that did not provide for transfers to 
the surface lines. Mr. Quigg now acknow
ledges that he was the power behind this mani
festation of public opinion. Everybody signed; 
even the school-children rushed to put them
selves upon the Metropolitan side. Mr. Quigg 
paid his canvassers five cents for every name 
secured; in this way he collected a million sig
natures, had the document tastefully bound in 
twenty volumes, and rendered a bill to the 
Metropolitan for $50,000. All these expendi
tures now appeared on the Metropolitan’s 
books as “ assets,”  being charged to “ property 
and franchise.”

Naturally, this activity seriously disturbed 
August Belmont. As an offset, he proposed 
that the city abandon the building of new sub
ways and rely for increased service upon add
ing third tracks to the elevated roads —  which, 
of course, Belmont controlled. Then Ryan 
and Quigg once more set their “ civic associa
tions” in motion. From all parts of the city 
came a deafening howl against the further 
“ desecration” of the streets with elevated 
structures. At the same time, Belmont got 
a taste of Ryan ’s power in the New York 
legislature. Belmont had purchased an out
lawed franchise for a tunnel under the East 
River from Long Island City to Manhattan 
Island; and, at the session of 1905, he had 
caused a bill to be introduced which would 
make it legal. Against this bill appeared, 
among other distinguished citizens, Mr. John 
Ford, who had made something of a reputa
tion as a tireless fulminator against corpora
tions, and who was recently elected a Supreme 
Court judge on the Hearst ticket. Ford ha
rangued long and loudly against the “ Belmont 
grab,” and was paid $1,500  by the Metropol
itan for the service. Delegations of citizens 
appeared at Albany against the measure, their 
railroad tickets having been unobtrusively sup
plied by the Metropolitan. In this and in other 
ways Ryan defeated Belmont’ s tunnel franchise. 
At the same time, he secured the passage of a 
law which took away from the aldermen their 
power to act on subway franchises. In the 
interest of this bill, the Metropolitan financed 
a “ labor uprising”  which was led by one A. L. 
Dixon, a well-known New York labor leader.

Ryan now assailed Belmont more directly. 
He succeeded in persuading John B. Mc
Donald, the builder of the first subway, to leave 
his adversary’s employ. Ryan paid Mc
Donald out of the treasury of the Metropolitan

Securities Company $250,000* A few months 
afterward Ryan brought from Washington to 
New York, with an agreement that he should 
be the head of his projected subways and 
the surface traction system, Mr. Paul Morton, 
Secretary of the Navy in President Roosevelt’s 
cabinet.

Ryan Purchases Hyde's Interest in 
the Equitable

Few now believe that Ryan seriously in
tended to construct the new roads; it is 
generally thought that he was simply en
gaging in a magnificent game of bluff, his 
object being to frighten Belmont into such a 
panic that he could unload upon the Inter
borough Company the wrecked Metropolitan 
system. When the excitement was at its 
height, Ryan, by a single masterful achieve
ment, suddenly became famous as one of the 
greatest and most formidable financiers of 
the time. Internal dissensions in the Equi
table Life Assurance Society had called public 
attention to the corruption and demoraliza
tion that prevailed in its management. Jam es 
Hazen Hyde, having inherited a majority 
interest in its stock, absolutely controlled the 
institution. Certain large Wall Street interests, 
by playing upon Hyde’s inexperience and well- 
known weaknesses of character, had obtained 
a predominant influence in its management 
and were using it for their personal ends. 
The scandal that resulted seemed likely to 
disrupt the Society. Its board was so torn 
with internal dissensions, the disturbance had 
precipitated such a scramble among conflicting 
financial interests for the control of the institu
tion, that its complete destruction seemed the 
inevitable and logical consequence. The one 
apparent fact was that young Hyde could 
retain his property interest in the Equitable 
only at the cost of its dissolution. A situation 
was thus created which appealed to Ryan ’s 
peculiar genius. From the first he has mani
fested a talent for profiting from the quarrels 
of other men. He is the greatest opportunist 
among American financiers. He has always 
been able to maintain his own poise as a dis
interested outsider while the fiercest battles 
have raged, and then, stepping in quietly at 
the proper moment, has usually borne away 
the prize. He now perceived in the violent 
and disgraceful Equitable situation the chance 
to get personal control of this institution.

* When the Interborough-Metropolitan Company was formed, 
it made a contract with Mr. McDonald guaranteeing him $50,000 
a year for five years — $250,000 in all. This money is to be paid, 
in the event o f Mr. McDonald’s death, to his heirs. As compensa
tion for his services, Mr. McDonald is thus assured $500,000 and 
has already received $250,000. Up to the present time, he has 
done practically nothing in return for this money.
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Ryan had never played for so enormous a 
stake as this. A majority interest in the 
Equitable stock, nominally valued at $51,000, 
gave control of assets aggregating $500,000,- 
000, a surplus of $70,000,000, a weekly income 
requiring investment of $1,500,000, the entire 
direction of trust companies having combined 
resources of $70,000,000, and an influential 
voice in fifteen financial institutions.

Already many capitalists had attempted to 
purchase Hyde’s stock. Edward H. Harriman, 
Henry C. Frick, George W. Young, and George 
J .  Gould had made generous proposals, all of 
which had been rejected. Ryan went quietly 
to Hyde, offered to pay him $2,500,000 for 
his 501 shares, and proposed, as part of the 
transaction, to place its control in the hands 
of three trustees. By what persuasive arts 
Ryan induced Hyde to accept these terms 
is one of the mysteries of Wall Street; the 
fact is, however, that he accomplished the 
task. Ryan insisted before he paid his 
money that Mr. Paul Morton, whom he had 
brought to New York to be the head of his trac
tion interests, should be made president of the 
Equitable and that the resignation of all its 
officers should be placed in Mr. Morton’s hands. 
In this way, although Ryan actually gave 
for five years the voting power on his stock to 
Grover Cleveland, George Westinghouse, and 
Morgan J .  O’ Brien, his representatives secured 
control of the actual working machinery of the 
Equitable. Ryan adroitly used Harriman in 
securing Mr. Morton’s election. Before com
pleting the purchases, Ryan had a talk with 
Harriman, told him that he wished to work in 
entire harmony with him in the Equitable 
matter, and suggested that, as his part in the 
transaction, Harriman should aid in securing 
Mr. Morton’s election to the presidency. Mr. 
Harriman did this, apparently in the belief 
that Ryan would share the control of the 
Society with him. When he came around to 
demand his quid pro quo, Ryan smilingly refused 
to deliver; and from that moment dates the 
famous Ryan-Harriman feud. Ryan has al
ways asserted that, in purchasing the Equi
table, he was aiming to perform a genuine 
public service by forestalling a financial panic 
and rescuing a great fiduciary institution from 
impending ruin. Public confidence in his mo
tives, however, has been shaken by the new 
methods of management which he has intro
duced into the Washington Life. He acquired 
control of this insurance company in 1904, 
about eight months before he purchased Hyde’s 
Equitable stock. Immediately the Washing
ton Life began calling in its real-estate mort
gages and investing its money in Wall Street

securities. Many of these were what are dis
tinctively known as Ryan stocks. The Wash
ington Life began increasing its deposits in the 
Morton Trust Company and dealing through 
the brokerage firm of A. A. Ryan & Brother, 
which was composed of R yan ’s sons. The 
trusteeship established by Ryan for the con
duct of the Equitable’s affairs expires in 1910, 
and he is under no legal obligation to renew it.

Belmont Surrenders to Ryan

R yan ’s purchase of the Equitable Life bore 
directly upon the traction war in that it 
enormously increased R yan ’s power and pres
tige, and might place at his disposal a great 
money reservoir which could be drawn upon 
in building and equipping new subway lines. 
By the latter part of 1905 Belmont was will
ing to discuss the terms of the proposed merger. 
Ryan dissipated whatever lingering doubts 
Belmont may have had by offering to add 
to the already grossly overcapitalized system 
$100,000,000 of bonus common stock. In 
yielding to Ryan, Belmont violated the trust 
confided to him by the city of New York. 
The municipality built the subway for the 
purpose of furnishing sorely needed transit 
facilities, and not for the purpose of furnish
ing opportunities for the issue of valueless 
stock. In 1902, as has been explained, Ryan 
and Whitney added $76,000,000 new securi
ties to the insolvent Metropolitan system. In 
1906 Ryan and Belmont increased the capital
ization of the Interborough and Metropolitan 
roads by $100,000,000; in other words, $176,- 
000,000 of stock, for which not a vestige of 
value could be honestly claimed, had been 
added in five years.

The new Interborough-Metropolitan Com
pany issued its own stock in exchange for that 
of the Metropolitan Securities and the Metro
politan Street Railway Company, and its 
collateral trust bonds in payment of the Inter
borough Company, controlling the elevated 
and the subway lines. As practically all the 
holders of street-railway securities accepted 
this proposition, the Interborough-Metropolitan 
Company became the responsible and con
trolling factor in all the surface, elevated, and 
subway lines. The actual management of the 
property was placed in the hands of a voting 
trust, in which, at the present writing, Thomas 
F. Ryan has apparently the most influential 
voice. It is hardly necessary to give, in detail, 
the history of this new corporation. In its 
main outline it merely repeats that of the 
Metropolitan and the Interurban companies.
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It is another record of unfulfilled promises, 
of intricate financing, of accumulating deficits, 
of heavy borrowings for dividends, of stock- 
market manipulations, and of constant out
rages upon a long-suffering public. Not one 
single advantage has the city obtained from 
this amalgamation. As soon as Ryan secured 
control of the subway, he abandoned all his 
ideas in favor of free transfers. Though now 
he controlled every foot of elevated, under
ground, and surface roads, he managed them 
as entirely independent companies. The ser
vice on the subway and elevated roads im
mediately deteriorated. In order to reduce 
expenses and possibly earn some dividends 
upon its enormous capitalization, the train 
service has been curtailed and passengers 
packed to a degree unknown even in New 
York. With all its other disadvantages, the 
latest merger postponed the evil day for only 
eighteen months. In September of the present 
year the New York City Railway,* which oper
ates the Metropolitan system, publicly con
fessed insolvency and was placed in the hands 
of receivers. Its deficit at this time was 
nearly $20,000,000. In the operation of its 
lines it loses about $10,000 a day.

It only remains to indicate the effect upon 
the city’s transit interest of the dominance 
of the W hitney-Ryan-Widener syndicate. 
Probably no street-railway capitalists ever had 
so rich an opportunity for legitimate profit. 
The combined transit lines of Manhattan and 
the Bronx transport to-day 1,259,000,000 
passengers a year, which is 400,000,000 more 
than are carried by all the steam railroads in 
the United States. The income from nickel 
fares amounts to $ 3 7,000,000 a year. In spite 
of this, the whole Metropolitan system is in 
a condition of deplorable decay. The story 
of the road, and the enormous fortunes which 
have been made by its exploitation, is 
clearly written in its physical dilapidation. 
Crazy vehicles, with broken platforms, cracked 
panels, and machinery so out of joint that 
its rattling can be heard blocks away, are 
running upon the most pretentious thorough
fares. Their filthy condition renders them 
a constant menace to the public health. The 
quality of the employees, according to a 
statement recently made by Oren Root, the 
Metropolitan’s general manager, is constantly 
deteriorating. The men are so poorly paid that 
only those desperately in need of work join 
the Metropolitan force. Of the 11,000 motor- 
men and conductors employed, only 1,600 
have been with the Metropolitan for more

* The New York City is the new name o f the Interurban, which 
leased the Metropolitan Street Railroad Company in 1902.

than five years. The surface cars are not pro
vided with the most ordinary safety-devices. 
New York is the only large city in the country 
where the old-fashioned hand-brake is still 
in use. The Third Avenue road, before the 
Metropolitan acquired it, used power-brakes 
on all its cars; the first act of the Metropolitan, 
when it assumed control, was to remove these 
safety-appliances, and the explanation usually 
accepted is that the management feared that 
the successful use of power-brakes on one rail
road would cause the public to demand that 
the reform be extended to all the lines. As a 
consequence of this failure to use proper safety- 
appliances and of the inexperience of the em
ployees, the casualty list is a heavy one. An 
investigation recently made showed that in 27 
days there had been 5,500 accidents on the 
street railways of New York C ity; 42 people 
were killed outright, 10 skulls were fractured, 
10 limbs amputated, 44 limbs broken, while 83 
other passengers were seriously injured. In 
proportion to the traffic, the New York street 
railways killed eight times as many people as 
those in Liverpool. Their record is surpassed 
only by the Widener-Elkins roads in Phila
delphia, which killed 801 passengers last year. 
As a result of its accidents, the Metropolitan 
spends annually nearly a million and a half 
dollars in damage suits.

As a citizen the Metropolitan has had a most 
unfortunate effect upon the municipality. It 
has corrupted both political parties and nearly 
every department of government. It has even 
been accused of exercising great influence in 
the courts of justice. Two years ago one 
William H. Tillinghast, who is now serving a 
term in Sing Sing, made a confession that for 
several years he had acted as a professional 
juryman for the Metropolitan. His business, 
he said, was to sit on juries before which Metro
politan damage suits were tried and to prevent 
a rendering of verdicts against that corporation. 
The company is the most backward taxpayer on 
the rolls. As compensation for its enormous 
franchise privileges, it has made certain agree
ments to pave parts of the streets, to pay car- 
license fees and a certain percentage of its 
receipts. For years the city of New York has 
had the utmost difficulty in collecting these 
stipends. In taxes and other charges the Met
ropolitan now owes the city treasury more than 
$10,000,000. It has not been forced to pay 
these obligations because of the political in
fluence it has enjoyed.

The purpose of these articles has been to 
show, in concrete form, the methods by which 
great fortunes have been accumulated, in the 
last twenty-five years, by the exploitation of
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street railways in American cities. New York 
has been selected, not because the funda
mental conditions described are peculiar to it, 
but because the opportunities there have been 
exceptional in extent and the fortunes realized 
have been exceptionally large. In the two 
greatest American cities, next to New York, the 
surface systems have been exploited by 
Widener and Elkins, leading members of the 
Metropolitan syndicate. In these cities the 
results have been practically the same. Every
where they have utilized the surface railways 
essentially as objects of speculation. It is a 
striking commentary upon their methods that 
in these three great cities the street-railway 
companies are in a condition of actual or virtual 
insolvency and that their physical condition has 
reached the breaking-point. In New York, 
Chicago, and Philadelphia the surface systems,

after undergoing complete financial reorganiza
tion, will have to be reequipped in order to 
satisfy the most elementary requirements of the 
traveling public. That is, the transit necessities 
of nearly 8,000,000 people have been deliber
ately sacrificed in order that half a dozen men 
might accumulate enormous fortunes by specu
lating in them. But the story, on a smaller 
scale, might be written of many other Amer
ican cities. It is the financial history of 
what might be called the trolleyization of 
the country. The opportunity has been 
furnished by the great growth of American 
cities, the adaptation of electricity to the 
uses of local transportation, and an easy 
public conscience which has permitted un
scrupulous men to convert the agencies of 
government into instruments for building 
up their personal fortunes.

HI S  A N G E L  T O  HI S  M O T H E R

BY

L O U I S E  I M O G E N  G U I N E Y

WHAT would you do for your fairest one, 
Wild as the wind and free as the sun, 

Born a fugitive, sure to slip 
Soon from secular ownership?
Men, in search of the heart’s desire,
Wearily trampling flood and fire,
Rove betimes into some abyss 
Darker far than eternity’s.
(Ah, the hazard! it stills one so. . . .)

And shall it he thus with the hoy, or no? — 
Sweet, if you love him, now let him go.

Happy the Frontier to have gained, 
Undetaining and undetained,
Quick and clean, like a solar ray 
Shot through spindrift across the bay! 
Men would follow a long, vain quest, 
Feed on ashes, and forfeit rest,
Bleed with battle and flag with toil, 
Only to stifle in desert soil.
(Ah, the failure! it stings one so. . . .)

And shall it he thus with the hoy, or no?- 
Sweet, if you love him, now let him go.

Vats fill up, and the sheaves are in:
Never a blessing is left to win,
Saving the myrtle coronal 
Round the urn at the end of all.
Men will dutch, as they clutched of old, 
Souring honey or dimming gold,
Not the treasure-trove o’ the land 
Here shut fast in a rose-leaf hand.
(Ah, the fo lly ! it irks one so. . . .)

And shall it he thus with the hoy, or n o?— 
Sweet, if  you love him, now let him go.
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BY

J OH N  LA F A R G E
A U T H O R  O F  " G R E A T  M A S T E R S "

A N N U N C I A T I O N S — P A R T  I

IN the representation of 
stories or incidents taken 
from the history of the 
Church, there is a double 
current of intention worth 
our thinking of. There is 
an encouragement of such 
r e p r e s e n t a t i o n  by the 

Church as a form of teaching, as a manner of re
minder, especially in days when the picture was 
a form of book. There is also the sympathetic, 
spiritual choice of those who ordered such things 
from the painters because a special subject ap
pealed directly to some previous desire or remi
niscence. There was also, very especially, and 
there still remains, somewhat of a belief that 
the act itself of placing such a memorial is one 
to bring spiritual benefit upon the donor, apart 
from the usual credit we obtain from our joining 
in the usual forms of worship. And we must 
remember that such memoranda of pious belief 
were not simply for the adornment of public 
worship, but that they were used for every one, 
more or less, to catch the eye at moments, or to 
be the fixed station which would call to prayer. 
With the invention of engraving there came for 
the vast public, and especially for the poor, the 
possibility of having at any moment, at small 
prices, the benefit of these means of grace. 
Conversely, then, the men who did these 
things for the public filled the great com
mercial need. They worked to supply a 
market; they worked to express the wishes, the 
fancies, of patrons, and to do so according to

the fashion of the time. The makers of these 
images, therefore, are not absolutely free agents; 
they are talking for others. And they rarely 
have such a free expression as we attribute to 
the work of art. But occasionally the sym
pathy of the artist with the subject required of 
him is so complete that the result seems a free 
offering on his part. In the choice of some 
religious subjects it might be possible to single 
out a few which are types of the unity of 
religious intention. One of the many reasons 
why religious art has given us so many master
pieces is an apparent contradiction. This 
reason is that the subject has been used before, 
is very well known, and has been the source of 
complete successes. On that account comes 
the strong desire to sing the old song again in 
newer meters, and another success is added 
from the very difficulty of the conditions.

The field of religious painting is so great 
that one hesitates in a choice. The repre
sentation, however, of the Annunciation, the 
Angelic Salutation, is so delicate a theme that 
the very undertaking of the picture seems to 
have eliminated the more commonplace results. 
To take three out of so many seems an arbitrary 
decision. We shall take three of a period so 
early as to keep intact the bloom of medie
val feeling, and yet of a date late enough to 
allow the artist a sufficient knowledge of the 
painter’s art.

The earliest representation of the story, in 
the West, is in the dark vault of one of the 
tombs in the cemetery of Priscilla, where, upon
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the crumbling plaster, is represented what we 
see to mean a woman, seated in a red chair, who 
looks astonished as a young man stretches out 
his right hand to her in annunciation. This 
first form of the story will scarcely change for 
centuries — until the general love and pas
sionate interest and devotion to the Mother of 
Christ, the help of sinners, who are too con
scious of their infirmities to address Him di
rectly, invents new methods. The modest figure 
of Mary, a mere symbol in the Catacombs, be
comes a Byzantine priestess and then a queen of 
glory. Lastly, with this glorification of wo
manhood, with the romance of chivalry, is born 
the idea of the Madonna, the symbol of the 
purity of maternal love, the unselfishness of 
feminine devotion. In the same way, the 
perfunctory archangel in the rude fresco of the 
Catacombs becomes in the Byzantine mosaics 
and sculptures some hero of the skies, re-

splendent in color and light, until transformed 
in later art into some shape of sweet and inno
cent sympathy almost childlike in its smile. 
But the main line of attitude remains intact, 
preserving the teaching of the fathers in accord
ance with the candid legends of early date. 
Even the small detail of legend that told how 
the Virgin had been busy with household 
duties, spinning and drawing water, is kept in 
many early images. Always the posture of 
Mary remains with some meaning of gospel 
story: either the shrinking modesty of attitude, 
withdrawing from the messenger, or the abso
lute trust in God which makes her kneel to 
receive the divine command. As the repre
sentations increase in number with the greater 
reverence for her personality, either in oppo
sition to heresy or from the inevitable trend of 
devotion to the idea, the divine messengers 
partake more and more of the feelings that fill
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the hearts of worshipers. They, too, salute the 
“ Help of Christians, the Tower of Ivory,”  so 
that Dante asks of St. Bernard, in heaven, 
“ Who may be the angel, keeping within his 
eyes the Queen of Heaven, so enamoured that 
he appeared to be of fire?”  Instead of the 
merely extended hand or the Byzantine staff of 
office, Dante and the painters give the mes
senger of Heaven the branch of palm or the 
scepter of lilies. Before the steps of the angel 
and under his feet bloom the flowers of Paradise. 
Or, again, in more austere simplicity, but with 
still more tender sympathy, the angel bows, 
pressing his hands to his breast, in worship of 
the humility which meets his salutation.

So, in two of those paintings which we have 
chosen, each actor in the scene expresses this 
feeling of submissive respect to the divine 
order. The first one is by a lesser artist, v/hose 
tradition is not that of a specially devout mind;

what we have of him is astonishing, however, 
for the quality of sincerity and for a perception 
of the real which gives to even his driest studies 
an importance rivaling the accomplishments of 
the greater men. The damaged fresco here 
copied is disturbed still more than through 
decay of time, by the placing before it of mod
ern sculpture. The figures of doves on one side 
and a little dog on the other in the corners are 
a form of signature well known to those who 
have followed the many studies of animals in 
the drawings of the great collections by our 
artist, Pisano, called Pisanello. I doubt if here 
they have any special symbolism, but, as I 
hinted in the beginning of this notice, we must 
remember that the artist of past time, as the 
decorative artist of to-day, was often required 
to insert some new fancy of his patron, more or 
less willingly, as it might fit into the scheme, 
which he was naturally forced to make for him
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self. This small point, as well as the very 
important one of the space within the space and 
shape in which the artist is ordered to place his 
work, is one of the hidden problems that give 
most trouble, that are the inevitable basis of 
design and yet are unexplainable usually to the 
ordinary eye. Here the painter, fond of 
reality, has built all the accuracies of a real 
scene —  the chest upon which the Virgin sits, 
the Oriental carpet, which must have seemed 
to him a proof of Eastern residence, the little 
footstool put aside, the orderly bed far back in 
a Gothic recess, the leaves of trees spotting the 
sight through the little windows, even, perhaps, 
the little lap-dog, looking in doubt at the celes
tial messenger. And his intense perception of 
life sends the angel down, whirled as if a big 
bird, just lighted, with wings still quivering, the 
gown outstretched, the head bent low, the 
hands folded on the arms, all in the hurry of 
immediate message. Perhaps the doves in the 
foreground outside the house came naturally to 
his mind on thinking of what Dante called 
“ the divine bird,”  the angel above. But all — 
the head and wings and folds of drapery, and 
closed arms, open mouth, and fluttering hair, 
even to the little bit of palm in the hand — 
make a series of line expressing devout respect 
and obedience. And the Virgin’s pose, her 
hands together on the knees, her placid listen
ing, her being all wrapped up in a big mantle 
that contains her, show her in this lovely 
realism as modest and resigned as the angel is 
hurried and anxious to fulfil his order. This 
is Italian realism.

Another example is not an annunciation 
of the gospel story: it is the appearance of 
an angel messenger to a maiden saint — the 
mythical St. Ursula, delight of many painters. 
The painter has told the story of such a message 
in the manner of a dream, out of the stuff that 
dreams are made of. This is German realism, 
still belonging to the Middle Ages. It is 
German of the Rhine, the place sacred to the 
story of St. Ursula. Hence, also, it connects 
with Burgundian and Flemish origins, and the 
master who painted it is so far unknown 
except by some other work. But it has been 
given to him, in the innocence of his integrity, 
to combine the most simple, almost childish 
realism with the sense of the marvelous — the 
reality of a dream. For this is the way that 
our dreams are real: we are sure of all sorts of 
little every-day matters, and feel them about 
us, while the impossible happens to us, in what 
we do not know to be sleep. From such a 
sleep the very youthful virgin saint awakes, 
only just disturbed enough to show that there 
is something strange. She makes a slight

attempt to sit up in her bed, wherein she is shut 
off from the outside world by the heavy cur
tains, in the fashion of that very day, except 
where, on one side, again in the old way, the 
curtain is bunched in a great homely fold, and 
there stands an angel lighting up this little 
artificial room. Like the good priests and 
preachers of the day, dressed in a great eccle
siastical cope, he tells his story, as from the 
pulpit, stating it upon his fingers, as the 
preacher does when he argues and divides his 
text. His face, reminiscent, also, of the kindly 
faces of ecclesiastics, is anxious for the accuracy 
of his message. It is such a dream as might 
happen in any kindly family accustomed to its 
ecclesiastical instruction, and, were it not for 
the gorgeous wings, the invading light, and the 
drapery ending in nothing (as it does in dreams), 
the angel might be some kindly minister 
preaching from a godly text to some sweet, 
girlish soul. But there is no doubt of the super
natural: every prosaic detail confirms it more 
and more. And to the experienced artist the 
manner of this impression is visible through the 
singular use of some of the simplest means. 
Note the great perpendicular lines of the angel 
and the canopy, and that ordinary detail of an 
embroidered seam which, crossing the bed, 
repeats line after line of level spread, and melts 
into the long sleeves of the angelic messenger, 
disappearing again —  as everything does in the 
nothing of a dream —  where the edges of 
clothes and bed on the firm stand of solid 
things melt into the shaded floor. It may be 
that once upon a time Dante Gabriel Rossetti 
may have seen this picture, if the dates of his 
trips to Belgium allow it. He has used a similar 
treatment on similar lines; but, however beauti
ful the result, however romantic the conception 
of the Virgin, there is no such suggestion of a 
miracle in the wilful modern work of art as in 
the still more realistic image of the unknown 
painter. It is only because of its being forced 
upon my memory that I allow myself a com
parison which must contain some inevitable 
injustice.

In the same way, how impossible to compare 
the Annunciation which Fra Angelico painted, 
along with many other pictures, in his convent 
of San Marco of Florence. There are just so 
many cells for the monks, and in forty of them 
are frescos painted on the walls by himself or 
his disciples. This is in the one called by the 
number three. Its shape echoes the opening of 
the window —  that must have made another 
lookout, another pleasing space in the absolute 
bareness of the little rooms. Somebody has 
prettily said, “ One opened on this world, and 
the other on the spiritual.”  This was some-
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what after 1443, when the convent was com
pleted, having been built by the Brothers’ 
friend, the great architect Michelozzo. It was 
a gift of Cosimo of the Medici to the Dominican 
Brotherhood, of whom Brother Angelico was 
one. He must have been forty-six years old, 
approaching the maturity of his artistic talent 
and well confirmed in religious life. Into that 
he had entered thirty-five years before with his 
brother Benedetto. He was then called Guido 
da Vecchio. Thereafter he is known as Brother 
John (Giovanni) Angelico, and, we add, of 
Fiesole. He had probably learned to paint 
before he entered the Dominican order, moved 
to do so, apparently, by one of the revivals of 
faith which passed occasionally through a 
country sufficiently skeptical and worldly. He 
became a great master, and he is one of the 
precursors of the new forms of art. But his 
growth is so slow, or rather so difficult to 
analyze, that he can be taken also as a part of 
an earlier day. In reality, he was connected 
with the newer movement, but as his work is 
preeminently the expression of his meaning, 
less notice has been taken that his manner of 
painting, what is called technique, meets amply 
all that is asked of it. And that he did also a 
great deal of little work —  shop-work, it might 
he called — for the use of churches or the 
devout has made him appear sometimes less of 
a master of art than he really was. And this 
spiritual life so struck the imagination of his 
time and of the future that we think of him 
more as a saint who was a painter than as a 
painter who was a saint. The account of him 
given by Vasari, the recorder of Italian art, 
expresses this double character. “ Rightly 
indeed was he called Angelico, for he gave his 
whole life to God’s service, and to the doing of 
good works for mankind and for his neighbor. 
He kept himself unspotted from the world, and, 
living in purity and holiness, he was so much 
the friend of the poor that I think his soul is

now in heaven. Rich indeed he might have 
been, yet for riches he took no thought. He 
might indeed, had he so chosen, have lived in the 
world in greatest comfort, and, beyond what he 
himself already possessed, have gained what
soever he wanted more, by the practice of those 
arts of which, while still a young man, he was 
already a master. He was wont to say that 
true riches consist in being contented with 
little. He might have borne rule over many, 
but he did not choose to do so, believing that he 
who obeys has fewer cares and is less likely to go 
astray. It was in his power to have held high 
place, both within his order and without it; but 
he cared nothing for such honors, affirming that 
he sought no other dignity than the attainment 
of Paradise. He used often to say that he who 
practised art had need of quiet, and of a life free 
from care, and that he who had to do the things 
of Christ ought to live with Christ.”

Disengaging what he did from the necessary 
hand-work of his assistants, it is certain that 
the world is right in its acceptance of Vasari’s 
belief that his paintings expressed his inner life. 
And in the painting of the Annunciation, the 
little fresco easily painted on the wall, we have 
the mark of one side of his art, the ineffable 
peace and reticence of the cloister. It is a 
cloister room in which Mary kneels, on the plain 
wooden bench of a monk, in the form of 
obedience of which Vasari speaks, and the 
angel speaks to her, like another devotee of 
obedience to the Lord’s will, self-contained and 
reticent under the order from on high. Just 
outside, half seen, is the great founder of the 
order, St. Dominic, who looks with uplifted 
hands at this scene from the gospels, which is 
visible to his m ind; and he blesses, as it were, 
the hand-work of his spiritual son, the painter. 
The story, could not be told more simply, in a 
more fitting way, for the cloister, as if the mere 
record of the fact were enough for the beauty 
of the subject.
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IT was a bright, fresh m orn
ing in November, the day  

after Dosia had begun her  
journey, th a t  Justin  Alexan
der s tarted out to take pos
session of the  office and  
factory. The departure  from  

his old place was a thing of the past, the prep
arations for entering into  the new business  
were at an end. Every evening during the  
last month had been taken up in consultations  

with Leverich and Foster, and every other spare  
minute had been given to looking over the  
furnishings and mechanism of the factory and  

visiting or writing letters to people connected 
with the project. It was sheer joy to him to  
exercise a grasp of intellect hitherto  perforce 
in abeyance, and he did not see the frequent  

glance of satisfaction which his two backers  
often gave each other across the table as he 

propounded his views. The people in the old 
place had been good to him; his leaving had  
been celebrated with a dinner and honest ex
pressions of regret from his former companions.  
The only one he had been really sorry to leave 

was Callender; it would seem odd not to have  
him at his elbow any more.

But all the preliminaries were finished, and  

he was m aster now. For a man who has barely  
lived each m onth upon his earnings; to have  
fifty thousand dollars in the b ank subject to his 

order is a fairly pleasurable sensation. Justin  
had always inveighed against the idea th a t  

character, like other products, is controlled by  
wealth, b u t  he insensibly p u t  on a bolder front  
as he buttoned himself into his overcoat and  

walked from the ferry to his office. The morn

ing had certainly developed a larger m anner  
in him. The ease of affluence is first assimi

lated in thought, which acts upon the muscles. 
Justin did not know t h a t  the buoyancy of a 

golden self-confidence had com m unicated it

self to the very way in which he nodded to a 
friend or shouldered his closed umbrella, or that 
his step upon the sidewalk had a new ring in it. 
It is a transmutation of metal into the blood 
—  the revivifying power which the seekers 
after the philosopher’s stone recognized so 
thoroughly.

He had come to town on an earlier train than 
he was accustomed to take, and the people 
whom he passed were not familiar to him. 
There was a newness to the bright day, even in 
that, that marked the novel undertaking. The 
air was cold, but the light was golden. Men 
went by with yellow chrysanthemums pinned 
to their coats and a fresh and eager look upon 
their faces. The clang of the cable-cars had an 
enlivening condensation of sound in distinction 
to the hard rumble and jar of the wagons, but 
all the noises were inspiriting as part of a great 
and concentrated movement in which the day 
awoke to an enormous energy — an energy so 
pervading that even inanimate objects seemed 
to reflect it, as a mirror reflects the expression 
of those who look upon it.

His way lay farther up-town than he had 
been wont to go, above the Wall Street line of 
work and into that great city of wholesale 
industries which stretches northward. The 
streets at this hour were new to him and filled 
with new sights and sounds: the apple-stands 
at the corners, being put in order for the day, 
the sidewalk venders with their small wares, 
were fewer and of a different order from those 
he had been used to seeing. The passers-by 
were different. There were a great many girls 
in bright hats and shabby jackets, who talked 
incessantly as they walked, and disappeared 
down side streets which looked dark and cold 
and damp in contrast to the bright glitter of 
Broadway. He turned into one of these streets 
himself, and walked eastward toward the river.

As it appeared to him to-day, so had it never 
appeared to him before, and never would again. 
He might have been in a foreign city, so keenly
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did he notice every detail. The street was 
filled at first with drays, loading up with huge 
boxes from the big warehouses on each side, 
at the entrances of which men in shirt-sleeves 
pulled and hauled at the ropes of freight- 
elevators. Then he came to grimy buildings 
in which was heard the whir of machinery, 
and he caught a glimpse of men, half stripped, 
moving backward and forward with strange 
motions. From across the street came the busy 
rush of sewing-machines as some one threw up 
a window and looked out, and a row of girls 
came into view with heads bent forward and 
bodies swaying shoulder to shoulder. Beyond 
were men bending over, pressing, and the steam 
from the hot irons on the wet cloth poured out 
around them. And all these toilers seemed no 
beaten-down wage-earners, but the glad chorus 
in his own drama of work. Between the fac
tories began to show neglected narrow brick 
dwelling-houses, with iron railings and mean, 
compressed doorways, fronted by garbage- 
barrels; basement saloons; tiny groceries with 
bread in the windows and wilted vegetables on 
the sidewalk, where women with shawled heads 
were grouped; attenuated furnishing-stores for 
men, with an ingratiating proprietor in the door
way. In the midst of this district, taking up a 
salient corner, was the large and ornate building 
of a patent-medicine concern, towering high 
into the air, and seeming to preach with lofty 
benevolence to those below that to be truly 
respectable and happy you must be rich.

Beyond this the scene repeated itself with 
slight differences — the houses were not so 
many, and the factories gave place to ware
houses again. The influence of those tall masts 
at the foot of the street began to be felt, al
though the signs as yet did not speak of oakum 
or ships’ stores. Among the warehouses, how
ever, was one brick dwelling that attracted 
Justin ’s particular attention, wedged in as it was 
between the taller buildings on either side. It 
varied from the others he had seen by the 
depths of its squalor. The stone steps were 
defaced and broken; the windows as well as 
the arched fan-light over the entrance — a 
relic of bygone days — had only a few jagged 
pieces of glass left; and a black hallway was 
revealed to view through the open door. The 
windows were so near the street that it was 
easy to see into the front room — an interior 
so sordid and forbidding that Justin involun
tarily paused to view it.

The room was empty. The walls had been 
covered once with a brown-flowered paper which 
now hung from them in great patches, showing 
the green mold beneath. Under the black 
marble mantelpiece, thickly covered with

white dust, was a grate piled high with ashes. 
Ash-heaps stood also out on the floor, flanked 
with empty black bottles and broken remnants 
of furniture. In the background was a hideous 
black haircloth sofa. Heaven only knows with 
what past it had been associated to give that 
creeping feeling in the veins of the sober and 
practical man who gazed at it. It seemed the 
outward and visible sign of ruin. The unseen 
and abnormal still keeps its irrelevant and un
explained hold on the human intelligence, with 
no respect of persons. It gave Justin a momen
tary chill to think of passing this each day. 
Then he looked up, half turning as he felt that 
some one was observing him, and met the eye 
of a man who was walking on the other side of 
the street. He remembered suddenly that they 
had been almost keeping pace together since 
he had turned into this street from Broadway.

The smile of this unknown foot-farer spoke 
of a conscious comradeship which surprised 
Justin, who held himself a little more stiffly 
and hurried forward at a quicker pace to reach 
his destination, which was now in sight. His 
eye approved the new paint and the air of de
cent reserve which appertained to the building. 
The new sign at the side of the hallway bore the 
legend of the typometer, with his name con
spicuously above. As Justin entered he turned 
again involuntarily, and the man on the other 
side of the street, who was himself on the point 
of entering a hallway, turned also. This time 
Justin smiled in response. The opposite build
ing, as he knew, bore a sign much resembling 
his own, with the name of Angevin L. Cater 
upon it. The air of proprietorship bespoke 
Mr. Cater himself. The meeting gave a wel
come pleasure to rivalry, and brought back the 
dew of the morning.

The offices were in the second story, his own 
especial one railed off near the front windows 
and covered with a new green rug. To one 
side were the compartments of his subordinates 
and the open desk-room of the lower clerks; 
beyond these was the packing department of 
the factory; from above was heard the ceaseless 
whirring and clicking of machinery. The larger 
parts of the instrument — the copper tubing 
and the steel bars —  were bought in the rough, 
so to speak, and shaped to their proper func
tions here, where, also, the more intricate por
tions were manufactured.

The undertaking, briefly told, rested on the 
merits of a timing-machine invented and pat
ented some years before in Connecticut, and 
sold to a manufacturer there, who had taken it 
as a side issue and failed properly to exploit it. 
The right to it had changed hands several 
times, during which it was pushed with varying
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energy, being finally domiciled in New York. 
In the meantime other machines, differing 
slightly in construction, had also been patented 
and put on the market in various cities, none of 
them with any great success until the present 
moment. Then the public began to wake up 
suddenly to the value of timing-machines, and 
Leverich and Foster, organizers of corpora
tions, seized the 
oppor t uni t y  of 
buying all the 
rights to the War
ford Standard T y
p o m e t e r  — so 
called because, in 
addition to mea
suring stated peri
ods of e l a p s e d  
time, it mechani
cally produced a 
t y p e - w r i t t e n  
statement of it.
The Warford, as 
the first invention, 
had some merits 
never quite at
tained by the later 
ones, in the eyes 
of its present pur
chasers. T h e y  
said all it needed 
now was push.

Thousands of 
little books en
titled “ Sixty Sec
onds with the 
Typometer” had 
been sent abroad 
in the last month, 
setting forth with 
attractive brevi
ty, and in large 
black print that 
coul d be r ea d 
without glasses,
Why you wanted 
a t y p o m e t e r ,
Which was the 
best one to buy, and Where you could buy it. 
Long articles advertising it appeared in the 
daily papers, in which the sales of the machine 
reached an effective aggregate.

The business, in fact, showed signs of seri
ously forging ahead under the renewed efforts 
of Leverich and Foster, and their portrayal of 
its future was within the bounds of possibility. 
The foreman of the factory was one of the 
original workmen, and some of the men had 
also been associated with the machine for

several years, so that the running-gear ran 
with fair smoothness. The head bookkeeper 
and manager, an elderly man, had also re
mained a fixture through all the fluctuations, 
and had been the great dependence of the new 
purchasers. If he had possessed the requisite 
mental capacity, it is doubtful whether Ju s
tin’s services would have been needed at all.

As Justin went 
up to the factory 
floor on this morn
ing, the foreman 
stepped out from 
among the ma
chinery to greet 
him. He was a 
slight man with 
deep-set, swiftly 
observant e y e s  
and a mouth that 
drooped at the 
c o r n e r s .  Hi s  
sleeves were rolled 
up over his thin, 
muscular arms.

T o  J  u s t i n ’ s 
p l e a s a n t  good 
morning he re
sponded, with a 
quick gleam of 
pleasure in his 
eyes:

“ Good morning, 
sir. I’m glad to 
see you here so 
e a r l y .  You’ve 
perhaps heard of 
the big order that 
came in last night 
from Cincinnati.”  

“ No,”  said Ju s
tin; “ I came up 
here first. That’s 
good news, Bul
len.”

“ Yes, sir. I ’ve 
made a list of the 
stock we’ ll need 

as soon as we can get it in. I sent it down to 
your desk, sir, a moment ago. I’ ll want to see 
you later, Mr. Alexander, about taking on 
more men.”

“ Very well,”  said Justin. His step was 
jubilant as he descended to the office, to be 
greeted with the same congratulatory news 
from Harker, the assistant manager.

“ And I think these letters mean more or
ders, Mr. Alexander,”  he said.

They did. The next mail brought more. As
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Justin opened them, one by one, it was im
possible not to feel the sharp thrill of mastery, 
of gratified ambition. It was his efforts in the 
new line which were bringing in this first har
vest. All the time he had been outwardly 
listening to Foster and Leverich, his mind 
had run steadily on its own gearing. He had 
weighed their propositions and conclusions in 
a secret balance. He meant, within due limits, 
to conduct this business as he thought best. 
If orders came in every day like this —  and 
why should they not? if not now, at least in
the near future------

The atmosphere of the office was festal that 
day, imbued with the smell of fresh varnish and 
new rugs. The complications that arise later 
on as one gets down into the solid experience 
of an undertaking, hampered by the work of 
yesterday and the future work of to-morrow, 
were beautifully absent. Everything was 
clear and possible; every one was busy, and 
the master busiest of all. To write out checks 
for money which has been furnished by some 
one else is a keen pleasure at the first blush. 
The store and the coffers seem illimitable to
him who has not earned it. Afterward------

“By the way, Harker,”  he asked once, in 
an interval of waiting, “ what is the concern 
across the street?”

“ It’s much the same as ours, Mr. Alexander.” 
Justin looked up, surprised. “ I never knew 

that.”
“ Oh, Mr. Cater calls his machine by a differ

ent name; it’s the Timoscript. But it amounts 
to the same thing, after a fashion —  not as 
good as ours, by a long shot. It clogs horribly 
after you’ve worked it for a while. They’ve 
got one in the billiard-room around the corner.” 

“ And this Mr. Cater— has he been in the 
business long?”

“ He was here when we came, two years ago.”  
Justin said no more. He went out later to 

search for a decent place for luncheon in this 
unfamiliar city, and was hardly surprised, when 
he seated himself by a little white table in a 
small, rather dark room, to look up and recog
nize opposite him the smiling face of Mr. 
Angevin L. Cater.

“I was wondering how soon you’d find this 
place out,”  said the latter. He spoke with a 
Southern drawl. “ You don’t get a very large 
repertoire here, but what they do give you is 
sort of catchy. They fry well, and that’s an 
art. And it’s clean.”

“ Yes,”  said Justin shortly. It was his un
toward fate to be usually spoken to by strangers, 
and he had a much more social feeling toward 
those who let him alone. But even the sha
dows of this golden day were translucent.

“ I reckon you know who I am — Angevin L. 
Cater. Angevin’s a queer name, isn’t it? 
French— several generations back.”

To this Justin made no reply, conceiving that 
none was required. After a moment Mr. Cater 
began again :

“ Perhaps you think it’s strange— my 
speaking to you in this way. Of course I’ve 
seen you coming to Number 270, and knew that 
you were taking charge there, but that’s not 
the whole of it. I’m from Georgia — got a 
wife and two children and a mother-in-law in 
Balderville now.”  He paused to give this 
impressive fact full weight. “ You’ve some 
relatives there, haven’t you, by the name 
of Linden?”

“ My wife has,”  said Justin, with new atten
tion.

“ Well, I reckon I heard of you some this fall 
when I was home. Miss Theodosia was talking 
of spending the winter North with you. She 
asked me if I knew Mr. Justin Alexander, and 
I had to tell her no. I didn’t think I’d meet up 
with you so soon. Heard from her lately?” 

“ We expect Miss Linden to-morrow,”  said 
Justin. “ How is Mr. Linden getting on? 
We haven’t heard very good accounts of him 
lately.”

“ Oh, Linden’s a mighty fine man; lie ain’t 
successful, that’s all. I find a heap of mighty 
fine men that ain’t successful, don’t you? I 
don’t think it’s anything against a man that 
he ain’t successful. Besides, old man Linden 
ain’ t got his health. Had the janders once, 
and it’s kinder stuck by him ever since. You 
can’t do anything if you haven’t got your 
health. His wife’s a mighty fine lady — 
pretty, too; but she ain’t much on dressin’ up; 
stays at home and takes care of her children. 
And Miss Dosia— well, Miss Dosia’s a peach. 
Talented, too— I tell you, she can bang the 
ivories! But she’s been kinder pinin’ lately.
I reckon she needs a change —  though a change 
isn’t always what it’s cracked up to be. I've 
found that out, haven’ t you? I changed into a 
New York business two years ago, and it’s taken 
all my strength to buck up against it till now.
I reckon maybe it’ ll carry me along all right — 
now.”

“ You’ re in the same line that I am, I under
stand,”  said Justin, who had been eating while 
the other talked.

“ Why, yes, you might call it that. I guess 
both machines started in Connecticut. A cousin 
of mine owned one. He said Warford stole 
his idea and got it patented first. I don’t 
know. When he died he left me what money 
he had, and I took up the concern. I’ve got 
a Yankee side to me as well as a Southern



" ' I  d i d n ’ t  t h i n k  I ’ d  m e e t  u p  w i t h  y o u  s o  s o o n ' "

side. Sometimes I get tuckered out tryin’ to 
combine ’em.”

‘ ‘ You say that trade is looking up now ?” 
asked Justin.

“ Well, yes, it is. The public is beginning 
to learn the value of time as recorded by the 
timoscript.”  His eyes twinkled. “ Our ma
chine is put together better than the Warford. 
I feel it my duty to say that, Mr. Alexander. 
It’s simpler, for one thing —  there ain’t so 
many little cogs to catch and get out of order. 
No complex mechanism; a child can run it — 
that’s what my circulars say. I believe in ad
vertising, same as you, I don’ t object to your 
booming trade. The more people there are, 
now, who know there is a time-machine, the 
more there’ll be to find they’ve had a long-felt 
want for one, no matter what you call it. And 
— you shouldn’ t hurry over your luncheon so, 
Mr. Alexander,”  for Justin had thrown down 
his napkin and was rising.

“ I’ve got to be back at the office by two,”  
said Justin, glancing at the clock, which 
showed five minutes of the hour.

“ Oh, you can walk it in three minutes; but of 
course you’ re not down to that yet. I’m glad 
to have met up with you, sir, and I hope to see 
you often. I reckon this town’s big enough for 
two of a kind.”

“ Thank you,”  said Justin, glad to escape. 
He had been telling himself during the conver
sation that he would take care to avoid Mr. 
Angevin L. Cater’s favorite haunt for the fu
ture, but he was surprised to find a change 
gradually stealing over him after he had left 
the man. There are some persons, distinctly 
agreeable at first, whose absence materializes 
an unexpected aversion to their further ac
quaintance; others, whose company one has 
found tedious, leave a wholesome flavor, after 
all, behind them. Mr. Cater appeared to be of 
the latter class. Justin found himself smiling 
with real kindliness once or twice as he thought 
of his opposite neighbor.

But there was little time for turning aside 
during the afternoon. The evening as well as 
the morning were component parts of that 
golden day. The orders that came in gave a 
wonderful effect of luck, although they were 
largely the legitimate outcome of well-planned 
efforts. Justin thought the work of the last six 
months w as bringing its  fulfilment now. B u t this 
clear stream of accomplishment showed him the 
way to a mighty ocean. Power, power, power! 
The sense of it was in his finger-ends as he focused 
his mind on world-embracing schemes. With 
that impelling current of strength, he could have 
turned even failure to success, and he knew it.

351
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The hours were all too short for transacting 
the business that had to be done, and for all the 
consultations as to ways and means. It would 
take some time to put these preparations on a 
larger scale.

Justin was ready to leave at six o’clock, with 
a bundle of price-lists under his arm to look 
over when he got home. The last mail was 
handed to him just as he was locking his desk.

“ There is no use in my looking over these 
to-night, Harker,”  he said. “ You can get at 
them the first thing in the morning. I will be 
down even earlier than to-day. Stay— ”  His 
eye had caught sight of an envelop with the 
name of a well-known Chicago firm on it. He 
tore it open, ran his eye rapidly over the con
tents, and then handed it, with a gesture as of 
abdication, to Harker. The bookkeeper was 
the first to break the silence.

“ I  thought we were getting along pretty 
rapidly to-day,”  he said, “ but it seems that we 
haven’t even started. This tops all. We’ll 
have to get a big move on, Mr. Alexander. 
They’re giving us very short time.”

“ Yes,”  said Justin. He lingered irresolutely, 
and then laid down his papers with the hat 
which he held ready to put on, and went over 
to the safe. He took from it five new ten-dol
lar bills and tucked them into his waistcoat 
pocket. They sent a glow to his heart, for 
they were intended as a little gift to his wife. 
It seemed to him that this last good fortune 
had given him the right to make her a visible 
sharer in it.

As he ran up the steps of his home, he collided 
with a small boy who was holding a bicycle with 
one hand and proffering a yellow envelop 
through the open doorway with an outstretched 
arm. Lois was taking it. She and Justin read 
the telegram at the same moment, before it fell 
fluttering to the ground between them, as both 
hands dropped it.

“ I cannot possibly go,”  he said, staring at 
her.

“ Oh, Justin! I will, then —  some one must.”  
“ No, no, you can’t; that’s nonsense. Great 

heavens! for this to come at such a time!”  He 
broke off again, staring helplessly before him. 
Leverich was in St. Louis, Foster at his home 
ill. “ Why didn’t the girl start last week, as 
she intended to ?”

“ Oh, the poor child —  don’t blame her. The 
accident must have been so terrible! ”

“ Y es— yes, indeed.”  He sat down in the 
hall chair, while his wife signed the telegraph- 
book which the boy incidentally held open for 
her as he chewed gum. When she finished, she 
saw that Justin was poring over the time-table 
in an evening paper. He laid it down to sa y ;

“ If I start back for town in ten minutes I can 
catch the eight-thirty train south, and get home 
again to-morrow night or the morning after, if 
Theodosia is able to travel. That will only 
make me lose one day.”  One day! He shook 
his head in bitter impatience.

"O h, I hate to have you go in this way! 
Shall I send word to the office for y o u ?”

“ No; I ’ ll write some telegrams on the way in. 
I’ ll run up-stairs and put a few things in the 
bag, and kiss the children good night— I hear 
them calling.”  He put his hand in his pocket 
and hurriedly drew out the crisp roll of bills and 
looked at them ruefully.

“ I brought this for you, Lois, but I’ ll have to 
take it with me, I ’m afraid, for I might run 
short.”  He put his arm around her for a brief 
instant, in answer to her exclamation. “ No, 
don’t get me anything to eat; I haven’ t time, I 
tell you. I’ ll get what I want later, on the 
train.”  In the strong irritation which he was 
curbing he felt as if he would never want to 
eat again. He was in reality by nature both 
kind and compassionate, but the worst sting 
of trouble lies often in the fact that it is so 
inopportune.

V

“ Are we near New Y o rk ? ”
“ Yes,”  said Justin, smiling encouragement 

at his young companion. He stood up and 
took down from the rack above them Dosia’s 
jacket, which had been reclaimed from the 
wreck, soaked and torn, and a boy’s cap in lieu 
of her missing hat.

“ You had better put these on now, and then 
you can rest again for a little while before we 
have to move.”

It was unavoidable that after the enforced 
journey the sight of Dosia’s white face and im
ploring eyes should have filled him with a rush 
of tender compassion which completely blotted 
out the previous reluctance from his memory. 
Few men spend their time regretting past stages 
of thought, and he had naturally accepted her 
tremulous thankfulness for his solicitude.

After the long day of travel in Justin’s com
pany, the color had begun to return faintly to 
Dosia’s lips and cheeks. She was also growing 
to feel a little more at home with him. He had 
seemed too much a stranger and she had been 
too greatly in awe of him at first to ask many 
questions. He himself had spoken little, but 
had been kind in numberless ways, and thought
ful of her comfort, and always smiled encourag
ingly when he looked at her. Now, at the 
journey’s end, he began to talk, in a secret 
restlessness which he could not own. His mind
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had been busy all day with the ty pometer and 
his plans for the morrow; but as he neared 
home he could not shake off a haunting pre
monition of something unpleasant to come.

“ Lois and the children will all be drawn up 
in line expecting the new cousin,”  he said.

“ Will they?” asked Theodosia, with pleased 
interest. “But they will be looking out for you 
as well as for me.”

“ Yes, I suppose so; I very seldom go away 
from home. But I was wrong in saying that 
the children would be up, for it will be nearly 
seven when we reach the house, and they go 
to bed at six. Perhaps Zaidee will be there. 
I hope you like children, or you will have a bad 
time of it at our house.”

“ I love children,”  said Dosia, with the 
solemnity of a profession of faith.

“ I think you will like Zaidee, then. She is a 
little girl who has her hair tied up with bunches 
of blue ribbon, and the rest of it straggles around 
in light wisps, or is gathered into an inconceiv
ably small pigtail at the back of her neck. She 
has a pug-nose, round blue eyes, little white 
teeth, and an ex
pression of great 
resp o n sib ility  
and wisdom, be
cause at the age 
of six she is the 
eldest daughter 
— and t h a t  
means a great 
deal, you know.”

“ O h ,”  s a id  
Dosia, “ I am an 
‘e ld est daugh
t e r . ’ ”  S h e  
choked, momen
tarily, as she 
thought of the 
family at home.
“ Was it only last 
night that you 
started for m e?” 
she asked, after 
a pause during 
which she had 
looked hard out 
of th e  c a r - 
window.

“ Ye s ;  I ’ ve  
made pretty good 
time, I think. It 
was lucky that 
we could catch 
that eight-thirty 
express t h i s  
morning; if we

hadn’t it would have put us back nearly 
twenty-four hours —  and that would have 
been bad,”  he added under his breath.

“Perhaps it was hard for you to leave even 
for one day,”  said Dosia timidly. She felt 
somehow away outside of his inner thought, as 
if she had no inherent place in his mind at all. 
“ You are just starting in business, aren’t you?” 

“ Oh, that is all right. We are both starting 
in new ventures —  Dosia and the typometer 
appear on the scene at the same moment, 
starting out on a career together; and for this 
time Dosia had to take precedence, that is all.
I hope we’ll both be equally successful.”

“ Yes, indeed.”  She responded to his smile, 
and tried to rally her failing powers.

“ I am very glad I went for you.”  He re
garded her with anxiety. “ You could not 
have made the journey alone.”

“ Oh, I could have — but I am so glad you 
cam e!”  said Dosia. She leaned against the 
window, with closed eyes, to rest— her wan face, 
her dress, crumpled and stained, the negligence 
of her hair, which she had been unable to ar

range properly, 
and her air of 
fatigue making a 
pitiful contrast 
to the girl who 
had started out 
so gaily on her 
t r a v e l s  in her 
trim attire two 
d a y s  b e f o r e .  
Now, as in many 
another moment 
of silence, she 
felt once more 
the hurtling fall, 
the pressure of 
darkness, and the 
ravages of the 
rain and wind; 
th e  nightmare 
h o r r o r  of the 
wreck was upon 
her. Only the re
membered clasp 
of a hand held 
her reason firm. 
She had spent 
half the day in 
thinking of that 
unknown friend, 
and the thought 
seemed to put 
her under some 
o b l i g a t i o n  of  
high and pure

" ' I B R O U G H T  T H I S  F O R  Y O U ,  L O I S ,  B U T  I ' L L  H A V E  
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living, in a cloistered gratitude. A girl who 
had been saved in that way ought to be 
worthy of it. Some day or other —  some day 
—  it must be meant that she should meet him 
again and tell him what his help had been to 
her. She imagined herself engaged in some 
errand of mercy —  supporting the tottering 
footsteps of an old woman as she crossed a 
crowded street, or carrying a little sick child, or 
kneeling by a fever-touched bedside in a tene
ment-house, or encouraging a terror-stricken 
creature through smoke and fire. She would 
meet him thus, and when he said, “ How good 
and brave you a re !”  she might look up and 
s a y : “ I learned it from you. Do you remember 
the girl you helped the night the train was 
wrecked? I am she.”  And when he asked, 
“ How did you know it was I ? ”  she would 
answer: “ By the tones of your voice. I would 
know that anywhere.”  And then he would 
take her hand again------

Her eyes ached with unshed tears at the lost 
comfort of it. She tried to see his form through 
the blur of darkness that had enveloped it,—  a 
swinging step, a square set of the shoulders, an 
effect of strong young manhood,—  and she pic
tured his face as noble and beautiful as his care 
for her. Her reverie passed through different 
grades. She found herself after a while idly 
scanning Justin ’s face and wondering if it em
bodied all that was high and good to her cousin 
Lois. After one was married a long time, say 
six or seven years, did it still m atter how a man 
looked? She felt herself a little in awe of his 
keen blue eyes, in spite of his kindness. She 
thought she preferred a dark man. 

She clung to Justin ’s arm at the crossings and 
ferry, and hardly heard his words, bewildered 
by the unaccustomed sights and sounds and the 
weakness of her knees. Her feet slipped on the 
cobblestones, the hurrying people made her 
dizzy, and the electric lights danced before 
her eyes.

As they were standing on the boat, two men 
came up to speak to Justin. She gathered that 
they had heard of the accident and of his jour
ney from Mrs. Alexander at the whist club the 
night before, and stopped now to make cour
teous inquiries. One, who was short and 
stout, with a pleasant if commonplace face, 
passed on, after his introduction to Dosia; 
but the other turned back, as he was following, 
to sa y :

“ By the way, I see that there was a fire in 
your new quarters to-day, Alexander.”

“ A fire! For Heaven’s sake, B a rr  ”
“ Oh, I don’t think it amounted to much. 

There’s just a line in the evening paper about it. 
Here, read for yourself — ''fire confined to one

floor, machinery slightly damaged.’ Insured, 
weren’t y o u ? ”

“ Oh, yes, y e s — that isn’t the point now. 
We can’t afford to be kept back a minute. I’m 
glad you told me; I must g o —  I must go back 
at once and see for m yself.”  He stopped and 
looked hopelessly at Dosia.

Short as the journey was now, he could not 
let her continue it by herself; yet every fiber in 
him was quivering in his wild desire to get 
over to the scene of disaster. He looked at his 
informant, who, in his turn, was regarding the 
girl beside Justin.

“ I can go on by m yself,”  said Dosia, divining 
his thought, and wondering when this terrible 
journey would ever end. “ Truly, I can. I 
know you want to go and see about the fire. 
Please, please do! Oh, please!”

“ Barr, will you take charge of Miss Linden?” 
asked Justin abruptly. He did not particu
larly like Barr, but this was an emergency. 
“ Will you take her to Mrs. A lexander?”

“ I will, indeed,”  said the new-comer, with 
responsive earnestness.

“ Very well, then; I ’ ll go back on this boat. 
I ’ll be out on a later train, tell Lois.”  He 
started to make his way to the other end of the 
boat, to be in readiness for the return trip, and 
turned back once more to give the girl her 
ticket; then he was lost to sight, and Theodosia 
was left, for the third time, on the hands of an 
unknown man.

This one only spoke to give her the necessary 
directions as they joined the usual rush for the 
train, and refrained from talking, to her great 
relief, after he had settled her comfortably in 
the car for the last half-hour of traveling. She 
leaned against the window-casing, as before, as 
far away from him as possible, suddenly and 
wretchedly aware of her dilapidated appear
ance and the boy’s cap that covered the fair 
hair curling out from under it. Her cheeks 
were whiter than ever, and the corners of her 
mouth had the pathetic droop of extreme 
fatigue.

She looked, without knowing it, very young, 
very forlorn, and very frightened, and the hand 
in which she held the ticket given her by Justin 
trembled. She was morbidly afraid that this 
new person would question her as to the acci
dent, about which she shrank from speaking; 
but after a while, encouraged by his silence, 
she tried to turn her thoughts by stealthily 
observing him.

If her friend of the voice and hand of the 
night before had been only a tall blur in the 
darkness, the man beside her was effectively 
concrete. Neither tall nor large, he gave an 
impression of strength and vitality in the ease
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and quickness of his motions, which bespoke 
trained muscles. She decided that he was 
rather old —  perhaps thirty. Dark-skinned, 
black-haired, with a thin face, a low forehead, 
deep-set eyes, a high, rather hooked nose, and a 
mustache, he was somewhat of the Oriental 
type, although, as she learned later, a New 
Englander by birth and heritage. Dosia was 
not quite sure whether the effect was pleasing 
or the reverse. There seemed to be something 
about him different from the other men she had 
seen, even in his clothing, although it was plain 
enough.

Interspersed with these observations were 
the increasing throbs of homesickness that 
threatened to overwhelm her. Kind as Justin 
had been, she had felt all the time outside of 
his thought and affection. This new compan
ion had shown consideration for her; she was 
grateful for it, but —  She was unprepared to 
have him lean suddenly toward her, as a tear 
trembled perilously on her lashes, and say, with 
twinkling eyes:

“ I beg your pardon, but do I look, like 
him?”

“ Like —  like w hom ?”  asked Dosia, in 
amazement.

“ Like a person to be approved of.”
“ I haven’t considered the subject,”  said 

Dosia, with swift dignity.
“ Ah, you see, it’s the reverse with me. As 

soon as Mrs. Alexander told me she was ex
pecting you, my mind was filled with visions of 
a sweet young thing from the South. All sweet 
young things from the South have dreams; 
mine was to embody yours. And when I saw 
you, I said to m yself—  I beg your pardon, do 
you think I am getting too personal, on such 
short acquaintance?”

“ Yes,”  answered Dosia, dimpling in spite of 
herself, “ very much too personal.”  She turned 
her head away from him, that she might not see 
those sparkling, quizzical eyes so close.

“ Very well; I will finish the sentence to
morrow, as you suggest. In the meantime, let 
me ask you if you have ever made a collection 
of conductors’ thum bs?”

“ N o !”  said Dosia, in astonishment, turning 
around again to face him.

“ I am told that there is a great deal of char
acter in them; it is given by the broad, free 
movement of punching tickets. I have thought 
of collecting thumbs for purposes of study —  in 
alcohol, of course. But why do you look so 
surprised? ”

“ I am surprised that you have no collection 
already,”  said Dosia, with spirit; “ you seem to 
be so enterprising.”

He shook his head sadly. “ No. How little

you know m e! I’m not enterprising in the 
least; I have no heroic virtues, I’m only — 
loving.”

“ O h !" cried Dosia, and stopped short in a 
ripple of merriment that was more invigorating 
than wine, and that brought a rush of color to 
her cheeks.

“ No? well, not until the day after to-morrow, 
then, if you say so. You’ re so very, very good 
to me, Miss Linden; it’s not often I find any 
one so considerate as you are. And have you 
come up North to make your entrance into 
society?”

“ I have come North to study music,”  said 
Theodosia impressively.

“ Music! Ah, there you have me.”  He spoke 
with a new soberness.

“ Do you like it ? ”
“ I like it almost better than anything else in 

the world — too much, and yet not enough, 
after all.”  He shook his head with a quick, 
somber gesture. “ I’ll help you with the music, 
if you’ll let me. Did you notice how very 
quickly we became acquainted? Yes? I know 
now why; it puzzled me at first. It was the 
music in you to which I responded. I can tell 
you just what little song of Schubert’s your 
smile is from, if you’ll give me time.”

“ No,”  said Dosia, “ it isn’t from Schubert at 
all; and you’ll never find the key-note to it, so 
you needn’ t try.”  She could not help daring a 
little, in her girlishness.

He laughed. “ Oh, I shall make it my busi
ness to find out. For what else was I consti
tuted your guardian at the beginning of your 
career? And it’s so good of you to say that I 
can come to-morrow and pour out my heart to 
you! Shall it be at five? No, please don’t 
trouble to answer; I like to look at your ear in 
that position —  it’s so pearly. Too personal 
again? Then let us converse about your Old 
Kentucky Home.”

“ It isn’t in Kentucky,”  interpolated Dosia 
desperately, but there was no stopping him. 
He was so irrelevantly absurd that she suc
cumbed at last entirely, and hardly knew when 
they left the train. When they walked up the 
path to her cousin’s door, they were both laugh
ing causelessly and irresponsibly, in delightful 
comradeship.

He turned to Dosia after he had rung the bell 
and said, “ Good night.”

“ Aren’ t you coming in to see my cousin?”  
“ Oh, yes; but this is our farewell. Please 

make it as touching as you can.”
She looked up frankly as she gave him her 

hand and said :
“ Thank you for taking charge of me.”
“ And making a fool of myself? It was in a
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good cause, at any rate. But what I wanted
you to say w as ”

She did not hear, for the door had opened, 
and he only waited a moment inside the house 
to explain her husband’s absence to Mrs. Alex
ander. The news arrested her greeting to 
Dosia, whom she held tentatively by the hand 
as she repeated:

“ Justin went back to the fire! Oh, I’m so 
sorry! Do you think that it was very bad?"  

“ The paper said not.’ ’
“ It must be out now, anyway. I’m so dis

appointed that he did not come home, and I 
have such a nice little dinner. Will you not 
stay, Lawson?’ ’

“ Thank y o u — I wish I could.”  There was 
a penetrative, lingering flash of those still quiz
zical eyes at Dosia as he made his adieus, and 
then he was gone. Why should she feel alone?

Her cousin’s arms were at last around her in 
welcome, the warmer for being deferred; and 
the little Zaidee, whom she would have known 
from Justin ’s description of her, was standing 
first on one tiptoe and then on the other, wait
ing to be kissed before going off to bed, as she 
announced. From above came the sound of 
small running feet, and a child’s voice calling: 

“ Cousin Dosia—  I want to see my Cousin 
Dosia!”  A bare foot and leg surmounted by a 
fluttering scrap of white raiment was thrust 
through the balusters. A protesting scream 
arose as his nurse heavily pursued the fugitive.

“ Come back, Reginald, come b a ck !”  There 
was the noise of a scuffle as Dosia, with her 
escort, laughingly ascended the stairs, to elicit 
a shriek of terror and a rear view of the mer

curial Reginald in full flight for the nursery 
door, which banged after him, and behind which 
he still raised his voice, to the shrill accompani
ment of the nurse.

“ I 'l l  go in and keep him quiet,”  said Zaidee re
assuringly, in answer to her mother’s look of 
appeal; and she also disappeared beyond the 
prison bars, after a whisk of her short crisp pink 
skirt, and a smile at Dosia in which her little 
white teeth gleamed in an infantile glee that 
only accentuated her air of preternatural capa
bility.

Her cousin’s kindly hands helped Dosia to 
remove the traces of travel, when she had defi
nitely refused the offer pressed upon her to be un
dressed and go to bed and have her dinner 
brought up to her. It was sweet to be in fem
inine care once more, and be pitied for the ter
rors she had undergone, and feel the bond of 
relationship assert itself in spite of the fact that 
the cousins had not seen each other since Dosia’s 
early childhood. She did not want to be alone 
up-stairs, and sat instead in Justin ’s place at the 
table, clad in a soft silken tea-gown of Lois’ 
that was in itself restful, trying to eat and drink 
and keep up her part in the conversation about 
her journey and the absent members of the 
family. Changes had crowded so upon poor 
Dosia that she felt as if she were living in a 
kaleidoscope that rattled her every minute or 
two into a new position. The glittering table 
and her cousin’s form would presently dissolve, 
and leave her perhaps out in the crowded, un
known streets, with wild-eyed faces pressing 
near her.

After all, she only changed to an arm-chair 
in the little drawing-room, with her head against 
a cushion and her feet on a foot-stool, and her 
cousin still beside her, pulling back the window- 
curtains once in a while to take a peep outside 
for her missing husband. In spite of the real 
kindness of her welcome, Dosia felt a certain 
preoccupation in it. Her coming was only 
accessory to the real importance of his, when 
she herself should have been the event; the 
warmth of heart which she had expected to feel 
toward her cousin somehow seemed to fail of 
expression in this attitude. At the same time, 
Lois was also conscious of a lack of response, a 
dullness, in Theodosia. Perhaps the likeness of 
relationship was answerable for a certain re
serve of manner, a formality which neither 
knew how to break then or at a later time, and 
which was to last until the barriers were swept 
away by a mighty flood; but the real cause of 
the lack of sympathy lay in something much 
deeper. The strong thought of self as inevita
bly insulates as the possession of a live wire. 
Dosia, whose young life had all been spent in
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unselfishness, was experiencing unexpectedly 
the other swing of the pendulum in an intense 
and absorbing desire to have everything now 
as she wanted it. She was tired of thinking of 
other people; the scene should be set now for 
her. This desire was a huge mushroom growth, 
sprung up in a n ight; it had no real root in her 
nature, and would vanish as suddenly as it had 
come: but the shadow of it distorted her.

The house was very much smaller than 
Dosia had imagined, and her eyes roved over 
the little drawing-room in some perplexity, try
ing to make it come up to her anticipation. All 
dwellers in small country places, where economy 
is Heaven’s first law, expect to be dazzled by 
the grandeur and elegance of “ the city.”  Peo
ple in Balderville never dreamed of buying new 
furniture from towns twenty or thirty miles 
away; as chair-legs broke off, or rockers split, or 
tables came to pieces, all sorts of domestic de
vices were resorted to by all but shiftless house
holders who tamely submitted to ruin, in coax
ing the article into seeming wholeness and 
keeping it still in active use. The best families 
were learned in all the little ways and capabili
ties of string and wire, and wooden cleats and 
old hinges and tacks, and pieces of tin cut from 
tomato-cans, and in the gluing on of piano- 
keys, black-walnut excrescences, ornaments, 
and sofa-arms.

Mended furniture has, however, a deprecating 
expression of its own, not to be concealed by 
any art. Dosia recognized the absence of it in 
these trim chairs that stood nattily on their 
slender curved legs, in the little shining tables 
which did not require to be hidden by a hanging 
cloth, and in the china and bric-a-brac placed 
boldly where they could be seen on all sides. 
She wondered a little at the low wicker arm
chair in which she was sitting, for they had 
wicker furnishings at the Balderville hotel; but 
the blue-skyed water-color sketches on the 
walls caught her fancy, and the vista of a blue- 
and-white dining-room, seen through half
closed reddish portieres, was charming. For 
all the shine and polish and multiplicity of 
small ornaments in the tiny apartment, it 
seemed to lack a kind of comfort to which she 
was used, and of which she had caught a glimpse 
in the sitting-room as she passed it. She gave 
an exclamation of delight as her eyes fell on a 
stand in one corner of the room on which stood 
a long glass filled with pink roses.

“ How beautiful these are! I haven’t seen 
any finer ones in Balderville, and you know we 
are famed for our roses there.”

“ Oh,”  said Lois, “ to think that you have 
been in the house for over an hour and I never 
told you about them ! Justin ’s not coming

upset everything. They were sent to you this 
afternoon.”

“ Sent to m e?”
" Y e s —-by Mr. Sutton. Didn’t you say you 

met him with Justin on the boat?— a short, 
stout man with sandy hair.”

“ Yes, Justin introduced him, but he hardly 
spoke to me.”

“ That doesn’t make any difference. He 
sent them before he saw you at all. I told him 
you were coming, and these arrived this after
noon. You needn’t feel particularly flattered; 
he sends them to everybody.”

“ Sends them to everybody!”  Dosia looked 
amazed.

“ Oh, yes; he’s rich, and devoted to girls. 
They laugh at him, but I notice, that they are 
quite ready to accept his flowers and candy and 
tickets for the opera. I believe that he wants 
to get married. But he really is sensible and 
quite nice underneath it all.”

“ O h !”  said Dosia, indefinably revolted. 
“ And —  and is Mr. Barr like that, too?”  

“ Who, Lawson? Oh, dear, no; he can’t even 
support himself, let alone sending presents.”

“ He said such queer things,”  ventured 
Dosia, with a shy desire to talk about him. “ I 
did not know what to make of it at first.”

“ Oh, nobody pays any attention to what 
Lawson says,”  said Lois indifferently.

Z A I D E E
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Dosia longed to ask w hy, with an instant 
w ave of resentment at this w ay of speaking. A 
cloud seemed suddenly to have descended upon 
the glittering possibilities of her future. She 
fixed her eyes on her cousin, who sat in a high, 
slender chair, one arm gowned in yellow silk 
thrown over the back of it, and her cheek upon 
her arm. Her rich coloring, the grace of her 
attitude, the sweep of her long black skirt, 
made a deep impression on the mind of the little 
country girl, who seemed slight and m eager and 
insignificant to herself. And this other woman 
had been loved —  she had passed through all 
the experiences to which Dosia looked forward. 
W as it that which gave her this charm thrown 
over her like a gauzy veil?

“ W hat a beautiful waist you have on!”  she 
said im pulsively. “ Yellow  is such a lovely 
color.”

“ Do you think s o ? ”  said the other. “ This 
is an old thing that I mended to wear because 
Justin  alw ays likes it. I do wish he’d come.”  
She rose and walked restlessly to the window. 
“ I ’m worried about him.”

“ Y es,”  said Dosia, still looking, and pleased 
that the remark bore out her fancy. But she 
wondered. Married women in Balderville 
looked different —  the hot Southern sun had 
burnt the color out of their cheeks, and the 
gowns they mended were of cotton, not of yel
low silk. This fresh youthfulness and self- 
sufficiency both attracted and repelled, it 
seemed so beyond her. Her heart bounded at 
the thought that Aunt Theodosia had sent 
money for her clothes as well as for her music 
lessons.

She did not resist the second attem pt to send 
her to bed, although Justin  was still absent. 
Lois had brought her all the things she needed 
in the absence of her wrecked luggage, and 
kissed her good night with tenderness, saying, 
“ I hope you ’ ll be very happy here, Dosia,”  and 
she answered, “ Thank you so much for having 
me.”

In spite of her helpless fatigue, she lay awake 
for a long time in her tiny room. The brass 
bed, the polished floor with the crimson rug on 
it, the dainty dressing-table, had all seemed 
charmingly luxurious and like a book; but now 
that she was in darkness, she only saw vivid ly 
a pair of sparkling eyes looking into hers, and 
caught the sound of a kind, half-mocking voice. 
E very  word of the conversation repeated itself 
again to her excited mind. It was delightful 
to remember, because she had acquitted herself 
so w ell; if she had replied stupidly she would 
have died of vexation now. How clever he had 
been, and how really considerate! —  for she 
was glad to think that he had said foolish

things to her to keep her from breaking down.
“ Do I look like a person of whom you would 

a p p ro ve?”  “ I haven ’ t considered the sub
je ct.”  She flashed the answer back again, 
and laughed, with her cheek glowing on the 
pillow. W hy had Lois spoken of him so 
strangely? She vain ly strove to fathom the 
significance of the words, which she re
sented, although they had coincided with an 
instinctive feeling she had that he was not at 
all the kind of man she would ever want to 
m arry. She had already taken that provision
ary leap into a m ythical future which is one of 
the perfunctory attitudes of maidenhood.

But who wanted to think of m arrying now, 
a n yw ay? That was something so far off that 
it seemed like the end of all things to Dosia, 
who at present only innocently desired plenty 
of emotions to live upon —  costlier living than 
she knew, poor child! The very instinct that 
warned her against it added a heightened charm 
to the perilous pleasure. And the other man — 
Mr. Sutton —  had already sent her flow ers! 
Oh, this was life, life —  the life she had read of 
and longed for, where dark eyes looked at you 
and made you feel how interesting you were; 
where you could have pretty clothes, and look 
like other people, and be brilliant and witty and 
sought after. She blushed with pleasure and 
excitement. Then she said a little prayer, with 
palm pressed to palm under the covers, and the 
glamour faded aw ay as a sweet and pure feeling 
welled up from the clear depths of her heart. 
Her hand was once more held in safety. In her 
drowsiness, it was as if she had lifted her soft 
cheek to be kissed.

To the eager inquiries of Lois, Justin  answered 
that he had had his dinner long before and 
wanted nothing.

He asked if she and the children were all 
right,—  his usual question,—  and she waited 
until he had dropped down in the arm-chair 
in the sitting-room up-stairs, after changing his 
shoes for slippers, before questioning him. 
Then she sat down b y him and asked :

“ Well, how was i t ? ”
She spoke with eagerness, holding one of his 

hands in hers tenderly, although it hung limp 
after the first strong, responsive clasp.

“ The fire was out before I got there.”
“ Do they know how it started?”
“ Not y e t .”
“ W as the place burned m u ch ?”
“ No, not much.”
“ Did it do any dam age to the m achinery?”
“ Some.”
Lois looked at him in despair.
“ Aren’ t you going to tell me anything? ”
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“ There really isn’t  a n y th in g  to  tell, d e a r .” 
He strove to  speak  w ith  a t ten t io n .  “ You know  
just about as m uch  of i t  all as I do .”

“ Oh, b u t  I ’m so sorry  for  y o u !  Will it p u t  
you back a n y ? ”

“I suppose so.”
“ Oh, d ea r!” she m oaned  helplessly. “ Isn ’t 

it too bad! If only  you  h ad  n o t  been obliged 
to take th a t  jou rney ! Do you  suppose it would 
have happened if you  h ad  s tayed  a t  h o m e ? ”

“ I really can ’t tell. T h e  fire m igh t  have 
been discovered earlier. I t  s ta r t e d  a t  noon, 
when most of th e  clerks were  o u t  a t  lunch .”

“ I see. B ut no  one can hold you  responsi
ble.”

“ I am responsible for  every th ing .  If you  do 
not mind, Lois, I’ll go to  bed. I ’m t i re d ;  I 
didn’t  get any  sleep last n ig h t .”

“ Yes, of course.”  She sm oothed  his hair  
with her fingers in remorseful tenderness ,  lean
ing against him, w ith  her  laces touch ing  his 
cheek. “ Such a long, long, tiresom e jo u rn ey !  
I t ’s such a p ity  you  h ad  to  go.”

“ Oh, well, I h ad  to, and  t h a t ’s the  end of it. 
Don’t le t’s ta lk  ab o u t  it any  more. I hope th a t  
poor girl gets some sleep to -n ig h t ;  she needs it. 
She can’t hear  us, can s h e ? ”

“ No. D idn’t you  th in k  she was s w e e t? ” 
“ Yes, s h e  seemed nice e n o u g h ;  she’s p re t ty  

-— a little s tupid ,  pe rh a p s .”
“ Oh, poor D o s ia !”  said Lois, “ s tu p id !  I 

should th ink  she m igh t  h ave  been, a f te r  all she 
had gone th rough . B ut then ,  y o u ’re so used 
to my cleverness!”  She looked up  a t  h im  with  
provocative eyes, in to  w hich he smiled fain tly , 
in recognition of w h a t  w as expected  of him. 
Then he said, w ith  a sudden  appealing  change 
of tone, “ I’m very  t ired, Lois.”

She kissed h im good n igh t tenderly ,  w ith  
magnanimous concession to  his un responsive
ness. There was no  room for  her  in his though ts  
to-night, and she h ad  been so longing to  see him! 
But she would tell h im  all ab o u t  it to-m orrow .

Justin  laid his head  upon  th e  pillow, b u t  his 
eyes b u rn t  in to  th e  darkness .  T here  was a 
proud and b i t t e r  d is a p p o in tm en t  a t  his heart,  
even while reason ad jus ted  his losses to  the ir  
proper place. Before h im  in disagreeable force

cam e th e  face of Leverich, and it was no t th e  
face of a m an  to  w hom  one would care to  m ake  
excuse or  from  w hom  one w ould  challenge 
reproof; he could see the  heavy  jowl, the  pierc
ing eyes, th e  half-pompous, half-shrew d ex
pression of one who respected no th ing  b u t  
success. This tangle  up of the  m ach ine ry ,  u n 
usual and  costly in its p a r ts  and  ap p o in tm en ts  
— H eaven  only knew w h a t  fa r-reach ing  com 
plications th e  delay  of its repa ir  m ight occa
s i o n ! Ju s t in  had  seen only too  well in o thers  
how a false step a t  the  first m ay count.

W h e th e r  o r  no t  Dosia and the  ty p o m e te r  were 
un ited  in the ir  destinies, they  had  at least one 
th ing  in com m on —  they  were bo th  em barked  
upon perilous ways.

" ' y o u  h a v e  b e e n  i n  t h e  h o u s e  f o r  o v e r  a n

H O U R ,  A N D  1 N E V E R  T O L D  Y O U  A B O U T  T H E M ! ' "

T O  B E  C O N T I N U E D



A S E R M O N  
IN B L A C K  A N D  W H I T E

B Y  R O S A L I E  M.  J O N A S

DE hebbens done open! de Lord come d o w n ! 

(Glory!)
He brung His chillun er hebbenly crown!

(Oh, y e s !)
A n’ whar does yer reckon is He let it res’ ?
On folks wid money an’ de loudes’ dress?
What ac’ lak de debbil an’ preach lak saint?
No, sirree, Bob! you betcher He ain’ t !

Is He borned His Son in er fedder-baid?

(Oh, n o !)
J u s ’ cow-fodder res’ little Je su s ’ haid!

(In-d eed !)
But dey ain’ t no fodder an’ dey ain’ t no feed 
Hide de light f ’um shinin’ till de Wise Men seed: 
Dey come er-runnin’ , an’ dey. shout an’ p ra y !  —
Dat light it shinin’ ter dis livin’ d a y !

Christ die in dawkness: but He riz in light! 
(Halleluiah!)
Is He die fur on’y  de rich an’ white?
(Oh, n o !)
He die fur de rich, an’ He die fur de po’ ;
He die fur de high, an’ He die fur de low;
He ’scuse de pagin, an’ He ’ scuse de J e w ;
He ’ low: “ O Lord ! dey ain’t know what dey d o ! ”

Now, bredren —  an’ sistren, it “ up ter us,”
(Listen!)
Widout no quar’lin’ an’ widout no fuss,
(H yar me!)
Ter prove dat Jesus is die for we,
By ’scusin’ de meanes’ “ white trash ”  dat b e !
A n ’ ’ lowin’ —  lak Him —  “ Dey so monst’us s low ! 
What dey doin’ , L o r d ! dey ain’ t rightly know.”
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From a woodcut by her son 
Gordon Craig

Ellen Terry  
From a woodcut by her son 

Gordon Craig

IT  was under Mr. Hare’s management that 
I married again. I had met Mr. Charles 
Wardell, who 
a cted  u n d e r  
the stage-name 
of Kelly, be

fore I went to the 
Court; he had been 
with Charles Reade; 
but it was at the 
Court that we found 
out that we liked each 
other. He had not 
been bred an actor, 
but a soldier. He was 
in the 66th Regi
ment, and had fought 
in the Crimean War 
— been w o u n d e d ,  
too; he w a s  no 
carpet-knight. His 
father was a clergy
man, vicar of Win
laton, Northumber
land, a charming type 
of the old-fashioned 
parson —  a friendship 
with Sir Walter Scott 
in the background 
and many little pos
sessions of the great 
Sir Walter’s in the

foreground to remind one of what had been. 
Charlie, owing to his lack of training, had to

be very c a r e f u l l y  
suited with a part 
before he shone as an 
actor. But when he 
was suited —  his line 
was the bluff, hearty, 
k i n d l y ,  soldierlike 
Englishman —  he was 
better than many 
p e o p l e  w h o  h a d  
twenty years ’ start 
of him in experience. 
This is absurdly faint 
praise. In such parts 
as Mr. Brown in 
“ New Men and Old 
Acres,”  the farmer 
f a t h e r  in “ Dora,”  
and D i o g e n e s  in 
“ Ir is”  no one could 
have bettered him. 
His most ambitious 
attempt was Bene
dick, which he played 
with me when I first 
appeared as Beatrice 
at Leeds. It was in 
many r e s p e c t s  a 
s p l e n d i d  perform
ance, and better for 

361

Copyrighted by Elliott &  F ry , London

H E N R Y  I R V I N G

F R O M  A N  E A R L Y  P O R T R A I T

* Copyright, 1907, by Ellen Terry (Mrs. Carew)



362 F I R S T  Y E A R S  A T  T H E  L Y C E U M

the p lay than the more polished, thoughtful, 
and deliberate Benedick of Henry Irving.

P hysically  a m anly, bulldog sort of man, 
Charles K elly  possessed, as an actor, great 
tenderness and humour. It was foolish of him 
to refuse the part of Burchell in “ O livia,”  in 
which he w o u l d  
have made a suc
cess equal to that 
achieved by Terriss 
as the Squire; but 
he was piqued at 
not being cast for 
the V icar (which he 
c o u l d  n o t  h a v e  
t o u c h e d ) ,  a n d  
“ t u r n e d  n asty .”
A la s ! m any actors 
are just as blind 
to their true in
terests.

We were married 
in 1876, and after I 
l e f t  t h e  C o u r t  
Theatre for the L y 
ceum, we continued 
to tour together in 
the provinces when 
the Lyceum  was 
c l o s e d .  D u r i n g  
these tours I played 
for the first time in 
“ D ora”  and “ Iris,”  
b e s i d e s  doing a 
steady round of old 
parts. These tours 
were very success
ful, but I never 
worked harder in 
my life. When we 
played “ D ora”  at 
Liverpool, Charles 
R e a d e , who had 
adapted the play 
f r o m  Tennyson’s 
poem, w rote:

“ N i n c o m p o o p !
W hat have you to fear from me for such a 
m asterly perform ance? Be assured, nobody can 
appreciate your value and Mr. K elly ’s as I do. 
It is well played all round.”

I also appeared for the first time as Lady 
Teazle —  a part which I wish I were not too old 
to play now, for I could play it better. My 
performance in 1877 was not finished enough, 
not light enough. I think I did the screen 
scene well. When the screen was knocked 
over, I did not stand still and rigid, with eyes 
cast down. That seemed to me an attitude of

guilt. Only a guilty wom an, surely, in such a 
situation would assume an air of conscious 
virtue. I shrank back and tried to hide my 
face —  a natural movement, so it seemed to me, 
for a woman who had been craning forward 
listening in increasing agitation to the con

versation between 
Charles and Joseph 
Surface. I shall al
w ays regret that we 
never did “ The 
School for Scandal” 
or any of the other 
classic comedies at 
the Lyceum . There 
came a time when 
Henry was anxious 
for me to play Lady 
Teazle, but I op
posed him, as I 
thought that I was 
too old. It should 
have been one of 
my best parts.

“ S ta r ”  perform
ances for the bene
fit of veteran ac
tors retiring from. 
the stage were as 
c o m m o n  in my 
youth as they are 
now. About this 
time I played in 
“ M oney”  for the 
benefit of Henry 
Compton, a fine 
comedian who had 
delighted audiences 
at the Haymarket 
for many years. On 
this occasion I did 
n o t  p l a y  C l a r a  
Douglas, as I had 
done during the re
vival at the Prince 
of W ales’ , but the 
c o m e d y  p a r t ,  

Georgina Vesey. John Hare, Mr. and Mrs. Ken
dal, Henry Neville, Mr. and Mrs. Bancroft, and, 
last but not least, Benjamin Webster, who 
came out of his retirement to play Graves — 
“ his original p a r t” — were in the cast.

I don’ t think that W ebster ever appeared on 
the stage again, although he lived on for many 
years in an old-fashioned house near Kenning- 
ton Church, and died at a great age. He has a 
descendant on the stage in Mr. Ben Webster, 
who acted with us at the Lyceum , and who is 
now well known both in England and America.

Drawn by E ric  Pape

H E N R Y  K E M B L E  A S  S I R  O L I V E R  S U R F A C E

Kemble was a member of the company which Ellen Terry and Charles 
Kelly took about the provinces in 1880. “ The School for Scandal”  

was at this time one o f their most popular performances.
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E L L E N  T E R R Y  A S  B E A T R I C E  I N “ M U C H  A D O  A B O U T  N O T H I N G ”

“ s h e  m u s t  b e  a l w a y s  m e r r y , a n d  b y  t u r n s  s c o r n f u l , t o r m e n t i n g , v e x e d ,

S E L F - C O M M U N I N G ,  A B S E N T ,  M E L T I N G ,  T E A S I N G ,  B R I L L I A N T ,  I N D I G N A N T ,  S A D -  

M E R R Y ,  T H O U G H T F U L ,  W I T H E R I N G ,  G E N T L E ,  H U M O R O U S ,  A N D  G A Y ,  G A Y ,  G A Y ! "

E x tr a c t  f r o m  E lle n  T e rry 's  d ia r y
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A dela ide N eilson
Henry Compton’s son Edw ard was in this 
performance of “ M oney.”  He was engaged to 
the beautiful Adelaide Neilson, an actress whose 
brilliant career was cut off suddenly at its height. 
One day, riding 
in the Bois, she 
drank a glass of 
milk when she 
was overheated, 
was t a k e n  ill, 
and died. I am 
told t h a t  s he  
c o m m a n d e d  
seven hundred 
pounds a week 
in America, and 
in England peo
ple went wild 
over her Ju liet.
She looked like a 
child of the warm 
South, although 
she was born, I 
think, in York
shire; and her 
looks were much 
in her favour as 
Juliet. She be
longed to the 
r i pe ,  luscious, 
p o m e g r a n a t e  
type of woman.
The only living 
actress with the 
same kind of 
beauty is Maxine 
Elliott. Adelaide 
Neilson had a 
short reign, but 
a most triumph
ant one. It was 
easy to under
stand it when 
one saw her. She 
was so gracious, so feminine, so lovely. She did 
things well, but more from instinct than from 
anything else. She had no science.

During these provincial tours m y brother 
George acted as m y business manager. His 
enthusiasm was not greater than his loyalty 
and industry. When we were playing in small 
towns, he used to rush into m y dressing-room 
after the curtain was up, and say excited ly : 

“ We’ ve got tw enty-five more people in our
gallery than t h e  Theatre opposite! ”

Although he was very delicate, he worked for 
me like a slave. When m y tours with Mr. Kelly

ended in 1880, and I promised Henry Irving 
that in future I would go to the provincial 
towns with him, George was given a position at 
the Lyceum , where, I fear, his scrupulous and 
uncompromising honesty often got him into 
trouble. “ Perks,”  as they are called in do

mestic service, 
are one of the 
heaviest addi
tions to a man
ager’s working 
e x p e n s e s ,  and 
George tried to 
fight the system. 
He hurt no one 
so much as him
self.

One of my pro
ductions in the 
provinces was an 
English version 
of “ Frou-Frou,”  
made for me by 
my friend Mrs. 
Comy ns Carr, a 
g i f t e d  a n d  
charming woman 
who for many 
y e a r s  designed 
the dresses that 
I wore in differ
e n t  L y c e u m  
plays. “ Butter
fly ,”  as Frou- 
Frou was called 
when it was pro
duced in Eng
lish, went w ell; 
indeed, the Scots 
of Edinburgh re
ceived it with 
o v e r w h e l m i n g  
favour, and it 
served m y pur
pose at the tim e: 
but when I saw 

Sarah Bernhardt play the part, I wondered that 
I had had the presumption to meddle with it. 
It was not a case of my having a different view 
of the character and playing it according to m y 
imagination, as it was, for instance, when Duse 
played “ La dame aux cam elias,”  and gave a 
performance that one could not say was inferior 
to Bernhardt’s, although it was so utterly d if
ferent. No people in their right senses could 
have accepted my Frou-Frou instead of Sarah ’s. 
W hat I lacked technically in it was pace.

Of course, it is partly the language. English 
cannot be phrased as rapidly as French. But I

A D E L A I D E  N E I L S O N  

A S  J U L I E T

Adelaide Neilson was about thirty-two years old at the time of her death. 
She had been on the stage fifteen years, and during that time had made four 

visits to America, appearing first at Booth’s theatre as Juliet.
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This famous play-house was first opened in 1772. Its history is a curious one. Until 1884 it was obliged to confine its performances
succeeded in monopolizing the right to play Shakspere and classic drama. It was furthermore nearly crushed out o f existence by the
periods of brilliant management, the career of the Lyceum was so frequently marked by catastrophe that at the time Henry Irving
period from 1878, when Irving took over the Lyceum and engaged Ellen Terry as his leading lady, until the close of his

have heard foreign actors, playing in the Eng
lish tongue, show us this rapidity, this warmth, 
this fury,—  call it what you will,—  and have 
just wondered why we are most of us so defi
cient in it.

Fechter had it ; so had Edwin Forrest. When 
strongly moved, their passions and their fervour 
made them swift. The more Henry Irving 
felt, the more deliberate he became. I said to 
him once: “ You seem to be hampered in the 
vehemence of passion.”  “ I am ," he answered. 
This is what crippled his Othello, and made his 
scene with Tubal, in “ The Merchant of Venice,”  
the least successful to him. W hat it was to the 
audience is another matter. But he had to 
take refuge in speechless rage, when he would 
have liked to pour out his words like a torrent.

In the last act of “ Butterfly,”  where the poor 
woman is dying, her husband shows her a locket 
with a picture of her child in it. Night after 
night we used a “ property”  locket; but on my 
birthday, when we happened to be playing the

piece, my husband, Charles Kelly, bought a 
silver locket of Indian work, and put inside it 
two little colored photographs of my children, 
E d y  and Teddy, and gave it to me on the stage 
instead of the “ property”  one. When I opened 
it, I burst into very real te a rs ! I have often 
wondered since if the audience that night knew 
that they were seeing real instead of assumed 
emotion! Probably the difference did not tell 
at all, unless it told against me.

Charles Brookfield and the Bath-chairs
In the com pany which Charles Kelly and I 
took round the provinces in 1880 were Henry 
Kemble and Charles Brookfield. Young Brook
field was just beginning life as an actor, and he 
was so brilliantly funny off the stage that he 
was alw ays a little disappointing on it. My old 
manageress, Mrs. W igan, first brought him to 
m y notice, writing in a charming little note that 
she knew him “ to have a power of personation 
very rare in an unpractised actor,”  and that if
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to comic opera, vaudeville, and three-act plays, owing to the fact that the big houses of London, Drury Lane and Covent Garden, had 
restriction which allowed it to be open only during the summer months, while its powerful rivals were closed. In spite o f occasional 
undertook the management it was generally regarded by the theatrical profession as an unlucky theatre. Nevertheless, during the 
management, twenty years later, the Lyceum became celebrated for all time in the chronicles o f the stage and of London.

we could give him varied practice she would 
feel it a courtesy to her.

I had reason to admire Mr. Brookfield’s 
"powers of personation”  when I was acting at 
Buxton. He and Kem ble had no parts in one 
of our plays, so they amused themselves during 
their “ o ff”  night by hiring bath-chairs and 
pretending to be p a ra ly tic s ! We were acting 
in a hall, and the most infirm of the invalids 
visiting the place to take the waters were 
wheeled in at the back and up the centre aisle. 
In the middle of a very pathetic scene I caught 
sight of Kemble and Brookfield in their bath- 
chairs, and could not speak for several minutes.

Mr. Brookfield does not tell this little story in 
his “ Random Reminiscences.”  It is about the 
only one that he has left o u t ! To my mind, he 
is the prince of story-tellers. All the cleverness 
that he should have put into his acting and his 
play-writing (of which, since these early days, 
he has done a great deal) he seems to have put 
into his life. I remember him more clearly as a

delightful companion than as an actor, and he 
won my heart at once by his kindness to my 
little daughter Edy, who accompanied me on 
this tour. He has too great a sense of humour 
to resent m y inadequate recollection of him. 
Did he not, in his own book, quote gleefully, 
from an obituary notice published on a false 
report of his death, the sum m ary: “ Never a 
great actor, he was invaluable in small parts. 
But, after all, it is at his club that he will be 
most missed.”

A t Leeds we produced “ Much Ado about 
Nothing.”  I never played Beatrice as well 
again. When I began to “ take soundings”  
from life for my idea of her, I found in my 
friend Nan Codrington (now Lad y Winchelsea) 
what I wanted. There was before me a 
Beatrice —  as fine a lady as ever lived, a great- 
hearted woman —  beautiful, accomplished, 
m erry, tender. When Nan Codrington came 
into a room it was as if the sun came out. She 
was the daughter of an admiral, and alw ays
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B R A M  S T O K E R

The business manager o f the Lyceum under Irving. “  His ‘Reminiscences o f Irving,’ ” writes Ellen Terry, “ have 
told, as well as it ever can  be told, the history of the Lyceum Theatre under Irving’s direction. . . .  He 
filled a difficult position with great tact, and was not so universally abused as most business managers, 

because he was always straight with the company and never took a mean advantage of them.”

tried to m ake her room look as like a cabin as 
she could. “ An excellent musician,” as Bene
dick hints Beatrice was, N an composed the 
lit tle song th a t  I sang at the  Lyceum in “ The 
Cup,” and very good it was, too.

A Disagreement with Irving
W hen Henry Irving p u t  on “ Much Ado 
abou t N oth ing ,”—  a play which he m ay be 
said to  have done for me, as he never  really 
liked the p a r t  of Benedick,—  I was not the 
same Beatrice a t  all. A g rea t actor can do 
no th ing  badly, and there was much to admire 
in Henry  Irv ing’s Benedick; b u t  he gave me 
lit tle help. Beatrice m ust be swift, swift, 
s w i f t ! Owing to  H enry ’s ra th e r  finnicking, 
deliberate m ethod as Benedick, I could never 
pu t the  right pace in to  my part.  I was also 
feeling unh ap p y  abou t it because I had been 
compelled to  give way abou t a traditional 
“ g a g ” in the  church scene with which we ended

the  fou rth  act.  In m y own production we had 
scorned this gag, and let the  curta in  come down 
on Benedick’s l in e : “ Go, com fort your cousin; 
I m ust  say she is d e a d : and  so, farewell.” When 
I was told th a t  we were to  descend to the buf
foonery o f :

Beatrice. Benedick, kill Claudio.
B enedick . A s  sure as I ’ m alive, I will !

I p ro tested ,  and implored H enry  not to do it. 
He said th a t  it was necessary; otherwise the 
“ c u r ta in ” would be received in dead silence. 
I assured him th a t  we had  often had seven and 
eight calls w ithou t  it. I used every argument, 
ar tis tic  and otherwise. Henry , according to his 
custom , was gentle, would no t discuss it much, 
b u t  remained obdura te .  A fter  holding out for 
a week, I gave in. “ I t ’s m y d u ty  to  obey your 
orders, and  do i t ,”  I sa id ; “ b u t  I do it under 
p ro tes t .”  Then I b u rs t  in to  tears. It was 
really for his sake ju s t  as much as for mine. I
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H.  J .  L O V E D A Y

The stage-manager of the Lyceum under Irving. Ellen Terry writes: “ When Irving first met him he was con
ducting a little orchestra in some obscure country theatre. I forget the precise details, but I know that he gave up 
his position to follow Henry, . . . and that when the Lyceum became a thing of the past he still kept the post 
of stage-manager. He was literally ‘ faithful unto death,’ for it was only at Henry’s death that his service ended.”

thought it must bring such disgrace on him! 
Looking back on the incident, I find that the 
most humorous thing in connection with it was 
that the critics, never reluctant to accuse Henry 
of “ monkeying”  with Shakspere if they could 
find cause, never noticed the gag at a l l !

II
t h e  “ h a m l e t ”  r e h e a r s a l s  o f  1878 —  MY

F IR S T  N IG H T  A T  T H E  L Y C E U M

I H A V E  already told how Henry Irving 
came to see me in Longridge Road and 
engaged me to play Ophelia, the part 

in which I entered upon my association with 
the Lyceum. I come now to the Lyceum re
hearsals of November, 1878. Although Henry 
Irving had played Hamlet for over two hun
dred nights in London, and for I don’t know 
how many nights in the provinces, he always 
rehearsed in cloak and rapier. This careful

attention to detail came back to my mind years 
afterward when he gave readings of “ Macbeth.”  
He never gave a public reading without first 
going through the entire play at home —  at 
home, that is to say, in a miserably uncom
fortable hotel.

During the first rehearsal he read every one’s 
part except mine, which he skipped, and the 
power that he put into each part was extraor
dinary. He threw himself so thoroughly into it 
that his skin contracted and his eyes shone. 
His lips grew whiter and whiter and his skin 
more and more drawn as the time went on, until 
he looked like a livid thing, but beautiful.

He never got at anything easily, and often I 
felt angry that he would waste so much of his 
strength in trying to teach people to do things 
in the right way. Very often it only ended 
in his producing actors who gave colourless, 
feeble, and unintelligent imitations of him. 
There were exceptions, of course.
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When it came to the last ten days before the 
date named for the production of “ H am let,”  
and m y scenes with him were still unrehearsed, 
I grew very anxious and miserable. I was still 
a stranger in the theatre, and in awe of Henry 
Irving personally, but I plucked up courage and 
sa id :

“ I  am very nervous about my first appearance 
with you. Couldn’t we rehearse our scenes?”

“ We shall be all right! ”  he answered, “ but 
we are not going to run the risk of being cooked 
by a gasman or a fiddler.”

Irving's Musical Intuition
When I spoke, I think he was conducting a band 
rehearsal. Although he did not understand a 
note of music, he felt through intuition what the 
music ought to be, and would pull it about and 
have alterations made. No one was cleverer 
than Hamilton Clarke, H enry’s first musical 
director and a most gifted composer, at carry
ing out his instructions. Hamilton Clarke often 
grew angry and flung out of the theatre saying

that it was quite impossible to do what Mr. 
Irving required.

“ Patch it together, indeed! ”  he used to say 
to me indignantly, when I was told off to 
smooth him down. “ Mr. Irving knows nothing 
about music, or he couldn’t ask me to do such 
a thing.”

But the next day he would return with the 
score altered on the lines suggested by Henry,

and would confess that the music was improved. 
“ Upon m y soul, it ’s better! The G uv’nor was 
perfectly right.”

His Danish march in "H am le t,”  his Brocken 
music in “ Faust,”  and his music for "The 
Merchant of Venice”  were all, to my mind, ex
actly right. The brilliant gifts of Clarke, before 
m any years had passed, “ o’erleaped”  them
selves, and he ended his days in a lunatic 
asylum.

The only person who did not profit by 
H enry’s ceaseless labours was poor Ophelia. 
When the first night came, I did not play the 
part well, although the critics and the public

A D E L A I D E  K E M B L E  

D R A W N  O N  S T O N E  B Y  R . J . L A N E ,  A . R . A .

Adelaide K em ble (M rs. S arto ris)  and her s iste r F a n n y  cam e o f  a fam o u s fa m ily  o f  acto rs . T h e ir  fath er, C h arles  K em ble, w as  a 
m em ber o f  the C o v ent G arden C o m p a n y  d u rin g  E dm un d K ea n ’s tim e, and in 1828 p la y e d  on alternate n igh ts  w ith  Kean 
at the L y ce u m  during a tem p o rary  c losin g  o f  C o v e n t G ard en . T h e ir  uncle, Jo h n  P hilip  K em b le, and th eir aun t, M rs. Siddons, 

w ere  tw o  o f  the m o st celebrated p layers  o f  th eir d a y . A delaide K em b le  becam e a w e ll-k n o w n  op era-sin ger.
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were pleased. To m yself, I jailed. I had not 
rehearsed enough. I can remember one occa
sion when I played Ophelia really well. It was 
in Chicago, some ten years later. At Drury 
Lane in 1896, when I played the mad scene for

Nelly Farren’s benefit and took farewell of the 
part forever, I was just dam nable!

Ophelia only pervades the scenes in which she 
is concerned until the mad scene. This was a 
tremendous thing for me, who am not capable 
of sustained effort, but can perhaps manage a 
cumulative effort better than most actresses. I

have been told that Ophelia has “ nothing to 
d o ”  at first. I found so much to d o ! Little 
bits of business which, slight in themselves, 
contributed to a definite result, and kept me 
alw ays in the picture.

Studying Ophelia in a Madhouse

Like all Ophelias before (and after) me, I went 
to the madhouses to study wits astray. I was 
disheartened at first. There was no beauty, no 
nature, no pity, in most of the lunatics. Strange 
as it m ay sound, they were too theatrical to

F R A N C E S  A N N E  K E M B L E

F R O M  T H E  P A I N T I N G  B Y  S I R  T H O M A S  L A W R E N C E

F a n n y  K em b le  m ade h er d e but as Ju lie t  in 1829 at the C o v e n t G ard en , under h er fa th er ’s  m anagem ent. H er 
appearance, w h ich  w a s  desig n ed  a s  a so rt  o f  financial coup to  retrieve  the fo rtun es o f  h er fa m ily , resulted in im 
m ediate and rem arkab le  success. In  18 32  she cam e w ith  h er fa th er to  th is c o u n try  and opened at the P ark  T h e a tre  
in N e w  Y o r k . H er fa m o u s  Sh aksp erean  read in gs, o f  w h ic h  E llen  T e r r y  sp eaks, w e re  firs t  g iven  in B oston  in 1848.
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I R V I N G  A S  L O U I S  X I .

Irving put on “ Louis X I .”  at the Lyceum  March 9, 1878. T he play had form erly been adapted from 
the French for Charles Kean. From  the first, Irving gave a notable and popular impersonation o f 
the part. “ He could have played Louis X I. three times a day ‘ on his head, ’ w rites Ellen T erry .

teach me anything. Then, just as I was going 
away, I noticed a young girl gazing at the wall. 
I went between her and the wall to see her face. 
It was quite vacant, but the body expressed 
that she was waiting, waiting. Suddenly she 
threw up her hands and sped across the room 
like a swallow. I never forgot it. She was very 
thin, very pathetic, very young, and the move
ment was as poignant as it was beautiful.

I saw another woman laugh with a face that 
had no gleam of laughter anywhere —  a face of 
pathetic and resigned grief.

My experiences convinced me that the actor

must imagine first and observe afterward. It is 
no good observing life and bringing the result to 
the stage without selection, without a definite 
idea. The idea must come first, the realism 
afterward.

Perhaps because I was nervous and irritable 
about m y own part from insufficient rehearsal, 
perhaps because his responsibility as lessee 
weighed upon him, Henry Irving’s Hamlet on 
the first night at the Lyceum  seemed to me less 
wonderful than it had been at Birmingham. At 
rehearsals he had been the perfection of grace. 
On the night itself he dragged his leg and
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seemed stiff from self-consciousness. He asked 
me, later on, if I th o u g h t  th e  il l -na tu red  c r i t i
cism of his w alk was in any  w ay  justified, and  if 
he really said “ G u d ” for  “ G od,” and  the  rest 
of it. I said s tra igh t  o u t  th a t  he d id  say  his 
vowels in a peculiar way , and t h a t  he d id  d rag  
his leg.

" I  think,” I added, " i t  is because you  s ta n d  
too long at the wing before you  go on. Y ou get 
self-conscious.”

He said he would th in k  it over. W hen  we 
first played “ The M erchan t of V enice,” I 
noticed th a t  he had  given u p  t h a t  d readfu l ,  
paralysing w ait ing  a t  th e  side for his cue. He

cam e to  me and  said very  sim ply  t h a t  he had 
ad op ted  m y  plan, “ w ith  g rea t  com fort to  h im 
self.”

A  D iplom atic Episode
He was v ery  d ip lom atic  when he m e an t  to  have 
his own w ay . He never  b lustered  or  enforced 
or  th rea ten e d .  My first ac q ua in tance  w ith  this 
side of him  was m ade  over  m y  dresses for 
Ophelia. He had  heard  th a t  I in tended  to  w ear 
b lack  in the  m ad  scene, and he in tended  me to  
w ea r  w hite .  W hen  he first m entioned  the  sub
ject,  I had  no  idea th a t  there  would be any  
opposit ion . He spoke of m y  dresses, and I told

D ra w n  by E r ic  Pap e
E L L E N  T E R R Y  A S  B E A T R I C E

Ellen T erry  played Beatrice for the first time in 1880. at Leeds, w hile touring with her husband, 
Charles K e lly .  She says: " I  never played Beatrice as w ell again. . . . W hen H enry Irving 

put on ‘ Much Ado about N o th in g ’ I w as not the same Beatrice at a ll.”  Nevertheless, in the 
Lyceum  perform ance tw o  years later she scored one o f  her greatest triumphs.
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him th a t ,  as I was very  anxious n o t  to  be w or
ried ab o u t  th e m  a t  the  last m inu te ,  th e y  had  
been got on w ith  ea r ly  and  were now finished.

“ F in ished!  T h a t ’s very  in te res t ing  —  very  
in teresting .  A nd w h a t — e r — w h a t  colours 
are t h e y ? ”

“ In the  first scene I w ea r  a p inkish  dress. 
I t ’s all rose-coloured w ith  h e r ;  h e r  f a th e r  and  
b ro th e r  love her, the  prince loves h e r — an d  so 
she wears p in k .”

“ P in k ,” repea ted  H en ry  though tfu lly .
“ In th e  n u n n e ry  scene I have a  pale-gold 

am b er  dress —  th e  m os t  beau tifu l  colour! The 
m a ter ia l  is a church  brocade. It will tone 
dow n the  colour of m y  hair. In the  last scene 
I w ea r  a t r a n s p a re n t  b lack  dress .”

H enry  d id  n o t  w ag  an eyelid.
“ I  see. In m ourn ing  for her  f a th e r .”
“ No, n o t  ex ac t ly  th a t .  I th in k  red was the  

m ourn ing  colour of the  period. But black 
seems to  me right —  like the  charac ter ,  like 
th e  s i tu a t io n .”

“ W ould  you  p u t  the  dresses o n ? ” said 
H enry  gravely.

At t h a t  m inu te  W a l te r  Lacy came up  —  th a t  
very  W a l te r  Lacy w ho had  been w ith  Charles 
Kean when I was a child, and  w ho  now acted 
as adviser  to  H en ry  Irv ing  in his S haksperean  
productions.

“ Ah, here’s Lacy. W ould  you  m ind , Miss 
Terry ,  te lling Mr. Lacy w h a t  you  are going to  
w e a r ? ”

R a th e r  surprised, b u t  still unsuspecting ,  I 
told Lacy all over  again. P ink  in the  first
scene, yellow in the  second, b la c k -------

You should have seen Lacy’s face a t  the  word 
“ b lack .” He was going to  burs t  out,  b u t  
H en ry  stopped  him. He was more d ip lom atic  
th a n  t h a t !

“ T hey  generally  w ear white, d o n ’t t h e y ? ”
“ I believe so,”  I answered, “ b u t  b lack  is 

more in teresting .”
“ I should have th o u g h t  you  would look 

m uch  b e t te r  in w hite .”
“ Oh, no!” I said.
And then  th e y  dropped  the  subject for th a t  

day .  I t  was clever of h im!
The nex t  d a y  Lacy came up to  m e :
“ You d id n ’t really m ean th a t  you are going 

to  w ear  black in the  m ad sc en e ?”
“ Yes, I did. W h y  n o t ? ”
“W hy not? My God! M adam, there  m us t  be 

only one black figure in this play, and t h a t ’s 
H a m le t! ”

I did  feel a fool. W h a t  a blundering jackass 
I had  been not to  see it before! I was very 
th r if ty  in those days ,  and  the  th o u g h t  of having 
been the  cause of needless expense worried me. 
So, instead of the  crepe de chine and m in iver

which had  been used for th e  b lack  dress, I had 
for the  w hite  dress bo l ton-shee ting  and rabbit, 
and I believe it looked be t te r .

T he  incident,  w h e th e r  H en ry  was right or 
no t,  led me to  see th a t ,  a l th o u g h  I knew more 
of a r t  and  archaeology in dress than he did, he 
had  a finer sense of w h a t  was right for the 
scene. A fte r  th is  he always consulted  me about 
th e  co s tu m es ;  b u t  if he said, “ I w an t  such and 
such a scene to  be k ep t  d a r k  and  mysterious,” 
I knew  b e t te r  th a n  to  t r y  and in troduce pale- 
coloured dresses in to  it.

III

T H E  L Y C E U M  U N D E R  H E N R Y  IR V IN G  —

i r v i n g ’ s  m e t h o d  o f  p r o d u c i n g

P L A Y S

WH E N  I am  asked w h a t  I remember about 
the  first ten  yea rs  a t  the  Lyceum, I can 
answ er  in one w o r d : work. I was 

ha rd ly  ever  o u t  of th e  thea tre .  W h a t  with 
acting, rehearsing, and  s tudy ing ,—  twenty-five 
reference-books were a “ simple coming in ” for 
one p a r t ,—  I som etim es th o u g h t  I should go 
blind and  m ad. It  was n o t  only for my parts 
a t  th e  L yceum  th a t  I had  to  rehearse; from 
A ugust to  O c tobe r  I was still touring  in the 
provinces on m y  own account.

Of course th e re  were always injudicious 
friends to  say th a t  I had  not “ ch an ces” enough 
a t  th e  Lyceum. E ven  m y  fa th e r  said to me, 
a f te r  “O thello  ” :

“ W e m u s t  have  no more of these Ophelias 
and  D e sd e m o n a s !”

“ F a th e r!” I cried out,  really shocked. 
“ T h e y ’re second-fiddle p a r ts  —  not the parts 

fo r  you, D uchess.”
“ F a t h e r ! ” I gasped  o u t  aga in ;  for, really, I 

th o u g h t  Ophelia  a p r e t t y  good part,  and was 
delighted  a t  m y success w ith  it.

But, g ran t in g  these  were second-fiddle parts,
I w an t  to  m ake  q u i te  clear t h a t  I had my turn 
of f irst-fiddle ones. “ Rom eo and  Juliet,” 
“ Much A do ab o u t  N o th in g ,” “ Olivia," and 
“ T he  Cup” all gave  me finer opportunities than 
they  gave  H enry .  In “ T he  Merchant of 
V en ice” and  “ Charles I .”  they  were at least 
equal to  his.

I have  som etim es w ondered  w h a t  I should 
have  accom plished w ith o u t  H enry  Irving. I 
m ight have  h ad  “ b ig g e r” parts ,  b u t  it doesn’t 
follow th e y  would  h ave  been b e t te r  ones, and 
if they  had  been w ri t te n  by  contemporary 
d ram a t is t s  m y  success would  have been less 
durable . “ No ac to r  o r  actress who doesn’t 
play  in the  ‘classics’— in Shakspere or old 
com edy —  will be heard  of long,” was one of
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Fechter conducted the m an agem en t o f  th e  L y c e u m  fro m  1863 to  1867, d u rin g  the h eigh t o f  h is fam e  as an  ac to r. In M a y , 1864, 
he revived “ Hamlet.” T h e  L o n d o n  Times, in its  com m en t on the perfo rm an ce, said : “ T o  n am e tw o  ch aracters  th at p articu la rly  
stand apart from th e  rest, w e  w o u ld  select the O p h elia  o f  M iss K ate  T e r r y  and th e  G ra v e -d ig g e r  o f  M r. H . W id dicom be."  
Fourteen y e a rs  la ter  E llen  T e r r y  ap p eared  on  the sam e stag e  fo r the firs t  t im e as the O p h elia  in H e n ry  Ir v in g ’ s r e v iv a l o f  “ H a m le t .”
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Henry Irving ’s sayings, by the w ay, and he was 
right.

It was a long time before we had much talk 
with each other. In the “ Ham let”  days Henry 
Irving’s melancholy was appalling. I remem
ber feeling as if I had laughed in church when 
he came to the foot of the stairs leading to my 
dressing-room and caught me sliding down the 
b an isters! He smiled at me, but didn’t seem 
able to get over it.

“ L a c y ,”  he said, some days later, “ what do 
you th ink? I found her, the other day, sliding 
down the b an iste rs! ”

Some one says —  I think it is Keats in a let
ter —  that the poet lives, not in one, but in a 
thousand w orlds; and the actor has, not one, 
but a hundred natures. W hat was the real 
Henry Irving, I used to sp ecu late !

His religious upbringing alw ays left its m ark 
on him, though no one could be more raffish and 
mischievous than he when entertaining friends 
at supper in the Beefsteak Room, or chaffing 
his valued adjutants, Bram  Stoker and Love
day! H. J .  Loveday, our dear stage-m anager, 
was, I think, more absolutely devoted to Henry 
than any one except his fox terrier Fussy. 
L oveday ’s loyalty  made him agree with every
thing that Henry said, however preposterous; 
and didn’t Henry trade on it sometimes!

Getting a Rise from  Loveday 
Once, when he was talking to me while m ak
ing up, he absently took a white lily out of a 
bowl on the table and began to stripe and dot 
the petals with the stick of grease-paint in his 
hand. He pulled off one or two of the petals 
and held it out to me.

“ Pretty  flower, isn’ t i t ? ”
“ Oh, don’t be ridiculous, H e n ry !”  I said. 
“ Oh, you w a it !”  he said mischievously. 

“ W e’ ll show it to L oveday.”
Loveday was sent for on some business con

nected with the evening’s peformance. Henry 
held out the flower obtrusively, but Loveday 
wouldn’t notice it.

“ Pretty, isn’ t i t ? ”  said Henry carelessly. 
“ V ery,”  said Loveday. “ I alw ays like those 

lilies. A  friend of mine has his garden full of 
them, and he says th ey’re not so difficult to 
grow, if only you give ’em enough w ater.”  

Henry’s delight at having “ taken in ”  Love
day was childish; b u t  sometimes I think Love
day must have seen through these innocent 
jokes, only he wouldn’ t have spoiled “ the 
G u v ’nor’s ”  bit of fun for the world.

When Henry first met him he was conducting 
a little orchestra in some obscure country thea
tre. I forget the precise details, but I know 
that he gave up this position to follow Henry,

that he was with him during the Bateman 
regime at the Lyceum , and that when the 
Lyceum  became a thing of the past he still kept 
the post of stage-m anager. He was literally 
“ faithful unto death ,”  for it was only at 
H enry’s death that his service ended.

Bram  Stoker, whose recently published 
“ Reminiscences of I rv in g ”  have told, as well 
as it ever can be told, the history of the Lyceum 
Theatre under Irv in g ’s direction, was as good 
a servant in the front of the theatre as Loveday 
was on the stage. Like a true Irishman, he has 
given me some lovely blarney in his book. He 
has also told all the stories that I might have 
told, and described every one connected with 
the Lyceum  except himself. I can fill that 
deficiency to a certain extent by saying that 
he was one of the most kind and tender-hearted 
of men. He filled a difficult position with great 
tact, and was not so universally abused as most 
business managers, because he was always 
straight with the com pany and never took a 
mean advantage of them.

Stoker and Loveday were daily — nay, 
hourly —  associated for m any years with Henry 
Irving, but, after all, did they or any one else 
really know him ? And what was Henry Ir
vin g ’s attitude? I believe, myself, that he 
never wholly trusted his friends, and never 
admitted them to his intim acy, although they 
thought he did, which was the same thing to 
them.

H enry Irving an d  the Lamb
From his childhood up, Henry was lonely. 
His chief companions in youth were the Bible 
and Shakspere. He used to study “ Hamlet” 
in the Cornish fields, when he was sent out by 
his aunt, Mrs. Penberthy, to call in the cows. 
One day, when he was in one of the deep, nar
row lanes common in that part of England, he 
looked up and saw the face of a sweet little 
lamb gazing at him from the top of the bank. 
The symbol of the lamb in the Bible had always 
attracted him, and his heart went out to the 
dear little creature. With some difficulty, he 
scrambled up the bank, slipping often in the 
damp red earth, threw his arms round the 
lam b’s neck, and kissed it.

The lamb bit h im !
Did this set-back in early childhood influence 

him? I w on d er! He had another such set
back when he first went on the stage, and for 
some six weeks in Dublin was subjected every 
night to groans, hoots, hisses, and cat-calls 
from audiences who resented it because he had 
taken the place of a dismissed favourite. In 
such a situation an actor is not likely to take 
stock of reasons. Henry Irving only knew that
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the Dublin people m a d e  h im  th e  ob jec t  of 
violent personal a n t ip a th y .  “ I p layed  m y  p a r ts  
not badly for m e,”  he said sim ply , ‘‘ in sp ite  
of the howls of execrat ion  w ith  which I was 
received.”

The bitterness of th is  Dublin episode was 
nev e r  q u i t e  for
gotten. It coloured 
Henry Irving’s a t t i 
tude t o w a r d  the  
public. W h e n  he 
made his hum ble 
little speeches of 
thanks to them  be
fore the c u r t a i n ,  
there was always a 
touch of pride in 
the humility. Per
haps he would not 
have received ad u 
lation in quite the  
same dignified way 
if he had n e v e r  
known what it was 
to wear the m ar
tyr’s " s h i r t  o f  
flame.”

This is the  worst 
of my trying to  give 
a consecutive n a r ra 
tive of my first years 
at t h e  L y c e u m .
Henry Irving looms 
across them, redu
cing all events, all 
f e e l i n g s ,  all t h a t  
happened and  all 
that was suggested, 
to pygmy size.

Let me speak gen
erally of his m ethod 
of procedure in p ro 
ducing a play.

First, he s tudied 
it for three m onths 
himself, and no
thing in th a t  play  
would escape him.
Some  o n e  o n c e  
asked him a ques
tion about “ T itus
Andronicus.” “ God bless m y  s o u l ! ” he said.

I never read it, so how should  I k n o w ? ” T he  
Shaksperean scholar w ho h ad  ques tioned  him 
was a little shocked —  a fac t  w hich H enry  
Irving, the closest obse rver  of men, did  no t  fail 
to notice.

"When I am going to  do ‘T i tu s  A ndron icus ,’ 
or any o ther  p la y ,”  he said to  me af te rw ard ,

“ I shall know more about it than A  or any
other student.”

There was no conceit in this. It was just a 
statem ent of fact. And it may not have been 
an adm irable quality of H enry’s, but all his life 
he took an interest only in the things which con

cerned the w o r k  
that he had in hand. 
When there was a 
question of his p lay
ing Napoleon, his 
room in G r a f t o n  
S t r e e t  was filled 
with Napoleonic lit
erature. Busts of 
Napoleon, pictures 
of Napoleon, relics 
of Napoleon, were 
everywhere. Then, 
when another play 
w a s  b e i n g  pre
pared, the busts, 
however fine, would 
probably go down 
to the c e l l a r .  It 
was not Napoleon  
w h o  i n t e r e s t e d  
Henry Irving, but 
N a p o l e o n  for his 
purpose —  two very 
different things.

The Readings in  
the Beefsteak Room  

H is  concentration 
d u r i n g  his three 
months’ s t u d y  o f  
the play which he 
had in v i e w  was 
marvellous. When, 
at the end of the 
three m o n t h s ,  he 
called the first re
hearsal, he read the 
play exactly  as it 
was going to be done 
on the first night. 
B y  that tim e he 
knew exactly  what 
he, personally, was 

going to do on the first night, and the com pany 
did well to notice how he read his own part, for 
never again until the first night, though he re
hearsed with them, would he show his concep
tions so fu lly  and com pletely.

These readings —  which took place some
times in the green-room or Beefsteak Room at 
the Lyceum , sometimes at his house in Grafton

Drawn by E r ic  Pape

M A C R E A D Y  A S  S H Y L O C K

M ac re a d y  w a s  a con tem p orary , and riv a l o f  K ean , Y o u n g , and C harles 
K em b le , and w a s  p erh ap s th e  g re a te st im m ed iate  rep resen tative  o f  the 
“ old sc h o o l,”  th e  th eatrica l tra d itio n s  o f  w h ic h  Ir v in g  s actin g  so  d irectly  
ch allen ged . “ M y  fa th er, w h o  w o rsh ip p ed  M a c re a d y ,’ ’ s a y s  E llen  T e r r y , 

“ p u t Ir v in g  a b o v e  h im  because o f  I r v in g ’ s originality."
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Street —  were wonderful. N ever were the 
names of the characters spoken by the reader, 
but never was there the slightest doubt as to 
which was speaking. H enry Irving sw iftly, 
surely, acted every part in the piece as he read. 
While he read, he made notes as to the position 
of the characters and the order of the crowds 
and processions. A t the end of the first read
ing he gave out the parts.

The next day there was the com paring of 
the parts. Generally it took place on the stage, 
and we sat down for it. Each person took his 
own character and took up the cues, to make 
sure that no blunder had been made in writing 
them out. Parts at the Lyceum  were written 
or printed, not typed.

These first two rehearsals —  the one devoted 
to the reading of the play and the other to the 
com paring of the parts —  were generally ar
ranged for Thursday and Friday. Then there 
was two d ays’ grace. On Monday came the 
first stand-up rehearsal on the stage.

The Rehearsals
We then did one act straight through, and 
after that straight through again, even if it took 
all day. There was no lunch in terval; people 
took a bite when they could, or went without. 
Henry himself generally went without. The 
second day, exactly  the same method was pur
sued with the second act. All the time, Henry 
gave the stage his personal direction, gave it 
keenly and gave it whole. He was the sole 
superintendent of his rehearsals, with Mr. Love
day as his working assistant and Mr. Allen as 
his prompter. This despotism meant much 
less wasted time than when actor-manager, 
“ producer,”  literary adviser, stage-m anager, 
and any one who likes to offer a suggestion are 
all competing in giving orders and advice to a 
com pany.

Once, during the rehearsals of “ H am let,”  I 
saw him growing more and more fatigued with 
his efforts to get the actors who opened the 
play to perceive his meaning. He wanted the 
first voice to ring out like a p istol-shot: “ W ho’s 
there!”

" Do give it up,”  I said. “ I t ’ s no b e tte r ! ”
“ Yes, it ’ s a little better,”  he answered 

quietly, “ and so it ’ s worth doing.”
From the first, the scenery or substitute 

scenery was put up on the stage for rehearsal, 
and the properties or substitute properties were 
at hand.

A fter each act had been gone through twice 
each day, it came to half an act once in a whole 
day, because of the development of detail. 
There was no detail too small for Henry Irving’s 
notice. He never missed anything that was

cum ulative, that would contribute something 
to the whole effect.

The messenger who cam e in to announce 
something alw ays needed a great deal of re
hearsal. There were processions and half pro
cessions, quiet bits when no word was spoken. 
There was tim ing. N othing was left to chance.

In the m aster carpenter A rnott we had a 
splendid man. He inspired confidence at 
once, through his strong, able personality, and 
as time went on deserved it, through all the 
knowledge he acquired and through his excel
lence in never m aking a difficulty. “ You shall 
have it ,”  was no bluff from A rnott; you did 
have it.

Arnott's Ingenuity
We could not find precisely the right ma
terial for one of m y dresses in “ The Cup.”  At 
last, poking about m yself in quest of it, I came 
across the very  thing at L ib erty ’s —  a saffron 
silk with a design woven into it by hand with 
m any-colored threads and little jewels. I 
brought a yard  to rehearsal. It was declared 
perfect, but I declared the price prohibitive.

“ It ’ s twelve guineas a yard, and I shall want 
yards and y a rd s ! ”

In these days, I am afraid, they would put 
such material not only on to the leading lady, 
but on to the supers, to o ! A t the Lyceum 
wanton extravagance was unknown.

“ W here can I get anything at all like i t ? ” 
“ You  leave it to m e,”  said Arnott. “ I’ll 

get it for you. T h at’ ll be all right.”
“ But, Arnott, it ’ s a hand-woven Indian ma

terial. How can you get i t ? ”
“ You leave it to me,”  Arnott repeated in his 

slow, quiet, confident w ay. “ Do you mind 
letting me have this yard  as a p attern ?”

He went off with it, and, before the dress 
rehearsal, had produced about twenty yards of 
silk which on the stage looked better than the 
twelve-guinea original.

“ There’s plenty more, if you want it,”  he 
said dryly.

He had had some raw silk dyed the exact 
saffron. He had had two blocks made, one red 
and the other black, and the design had been 
printed; and a few cheap spangles had been 
added to replace the real jewels. My toga 
looked beautiful. This was but one of the 
many emergencies to which Arnott rose with 
talent and promptitude.

W ith the staff he was a bit of a bully — one 
of those men not easily roused, but, being 
vexed, nasty in the extrem e. As a craftsman 
he had wonderful taste, and could copy antique 
furniture so that one could not tell the copy 
from the original.
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The great aim at the Lyceum  was to get 
e v e r y t h i n g  “ rotten perfect,”  as theatrical slang 
has it, before the dress rehearsal. F ath er’s 
test of being rotten perfect was not a bad o n e : 
"If you can get out of bed in the middle of the 
night and do your part, you ’ re perfect. If you 
c a n ' t ,  you don’ t really know i t ! ”

Henry Irving applied some such test to every 
one concerned in the production. I cannot 
remember any play at the Lyceum  which did 
not begin punctually and end at the advertised 
time, with the exception of “ O liv ia,”  when 
some unwise changes in the last act led to 
delay.

Stage Effects
He never hesitated to discard scenery if it 
did not suit his purpose. There was enough 
scenery rejected in “ F a u s t ”  to have furnished 
forth three productions, and what was finally 
used for the famous Brocken scene cost next to 
nothing. Even the best scene-painters some
times think more of their pictures than of 
scenic effect. Henry would never accept any
thing that was not right theatrically as well as 
pictorially beautiful. His instinct in this was 
unerring and incomparable.

I remember that at one scene rehearsal every 
one was fatuously pleased with the scenery. 
Henry sat in the stalls talking about every
thing but the scenery. It was hard to tell what 
he thought.

“ Well, are you re a d y ? ”  he asked at last.
“ Yes, sir.”
“ My God! Is that what you think I am going 

to give the public?”
Never shall I forget the astonishment of 

stage-manager, scene-painters, and s ta ff! It 
was never safe to indulge in too much self- 
satisfaction beforehand with Henry. He was 
always liable to drop such bombs!

He believed very much in “ fro n t”  scenes, 
seeing how necessary they were to the swift 
progress of Shakspere’s diverging plots. These 
cloths were sometimes so wonderfully painted 
and lighted that they constituted scenes of 
remarkable beauty. The best of all were the 
wall in “ Romeo and Ju lie t ,”  and the exterior 
of Aufidius’ house in “ Coriolanus.”

We never had electricity installed at the 
Lyceum until Daly took the theatre. When I 
saw the effect on the faces of the electric foot
lights, I entreated Henry to have the gas re
stored, and he did. We used gas footlights and 
gas-limes there until we left the theatre for 
good in 1902. To this I attribute much of the 
beauty of our lighting. I say “ our,”  because 
this was a branch of H enry’s work in which I 
was always his chief helper. Until electricity

has been greatly improved and developed, it 
can never be to the stage what gas was. The 
thick softness of gaslight, with the lovely specks 
and motes in it, so like natural light, gave illu
sion to m any a scene which is now revealed in 
all its naked trashiness by electricity.

Make-up
The artificial is a lw ays noticed and recog
nized as art by the superficial critic. I think 
this is what made some people think Henry was 
at his best in such parts as Louis X I., Dubosc, 
and Richard III .  He could have played 
Louis X I. three times a day “ on his head,”  as 
the saying is. In “ The Lyons M ail,”  Dubosc 
was easy enough,—  strange that the unpro
fessional looker-on alw ays admires the actor’s 
art when it is employed on easy th in g s! —  but 
Lesurques, the good man, the “ double”  in the 
same play, was difficult. A ny actor skilful in 
the tricks of the business can play the drunk
ard, but to play a good man sincerely, as Henry 
did here, to show that double thing, the look of 
guilt which an innocent man wears when ac
cused of crime, requires great acting.

In dual parts Henry depended little on 
make-up. Make-up, indeed, was alw ays his 
servant, not his master. He knew its useless
ness when not informed by the spirit. “ The 
letter (and in characterisation grease-paint is 
the letter) killeth, the spirit giveth life.”  His 
Lesurques was different from his Dubose be
cause of the w ay he held his shoulders; because 
of his expression .*  He opened his eyes w ide; 
as Dubose he kept them half closed. Dubose 
spoke with the assurance of innocence; Lesur
ques with the hesitation of guilt.

Irving’s Rank as an Actor
Of the characters played by Henry Irving 
before “ M acbeth,”  I think every one knows 
that I considered Hamlet to be his greatest 
triumph. Sometimes I think that was so 
because it was the only part that was big 
enough for him. It was more difficult, and 
he had more scope in it than in any other. 
If there had been a finer part than Hamlet, 
that particular part would have been his 
finest.

I have no doubt in the world of Irving’s 
genius, no doubt that he is with David Garrick 
and Edm und Kean —  not with John Philip 
Kem ble, M acready, Charles Kean, and other 
actors of great talents and great achievements,

* He always took a deep interest in crime (an interest which his 
son has inherited) and often went to the police-court to study the 
faces o f the accused. He told me that the innocent man generally 
looked guilty and hesitated when asked a question, but that the 
round wide-open eyes corrected the bad impression. The result 
o f this careful watching was seen in his expression as Lesurques.
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actors who rightly won high opinions from the 
m ultitude of their day, but who have not left 
behind them an impression of that inexplicable 
thing which we call genius.

Since my great com rade died I have read 
m any biographies of him, and nearly all of 
them denied what I assert. “ Now, who shall 
a rb itra te ?”  I find no contradiction of my testi
mony in the fact that he was not appreciated 
for a long time, that some found him like 
olives, an acquired taste, that others mocked 
and derided him.

My father, who worshipped M acready, put 
Irving above him because of Irv in g ’s original
ity. The old school was not usually so gener
ous. Fanny Kem ble thought it necessary to 
write as follows of one who had had his share of 
misfortune and failure before he came into his 
kingdom, and made her jealous, I suppose, for 
the dead kings among her kindred:

“ I have seen some of the accounts and cri
tiques of Mr. Irving’s acting, and rather elabo
rate ones of his Hamlet, which, however, give 
me no very distinct idea of his perform ance and 
a very hazy one indeed of the part itself as seen 
from the point of view of his critics. Edw ard 
Fitzgerald wrote me word that he looked like 
my people, and sent me a photograph to prove 
it, which I thought much more like Young than 
my father or uncle. I  have not seen a play of 
Shakspere’s acted I  do not know when. I  think 
I  should find such an exhibition extremely curious 
as well as entertaining.”

Fanny Kemble’s " Hamlet"
Now, shall I p u t o n  record what Henry Ir
ving thought of Fanny Kem ble? If there is 
a touch of malice in my doing so, surely 
the passage that I have quoted gives me 
leave.

H aving lived with “ H am let”  nearly all his 
life, studied the part when he was a clerk, 
dreamed of a day when he might play it, the 
young Henry Irving saw that Mrs. Butler, the 
famous Fanny Kemble, was going to give a 
reading of the play. His heart throbbed high 
with anticipation, for in those days tradition 
was everything —  the name of Kem ble a 
beacon and a star.

The studious young clerk went to the 
reading.

An attendant came on to the platform  first, 
and made trivial unnecessary alterations in the

position of the reading-desk. A glass of water 
and a book were placed.

A fter a portentous w ait, on swept a lady with 
an extraordinary flashing eye, a masculine and 
m uscular outside. Pounding the book with 
terrific energy, as if she wished to knock the 
stuffing out of it, she announced in thrilling 
to n es:

“ ‘ H am -a-let,’ by W ill-y-am  Shak-es-pere.”
“ I suppose this is all right,”  thought the 

young clerk, a little dism ayed at the fierce and 
sectional enunciation.

Then the reader came to Act I, Scene 2, 
which, to leave the Kem ble reading for a 
chestnut, the old actor who had but a hazy 
notion of the text began :

“ T h o u gh  y e t o f H am let o u r dear brother’s death
T h e  m em ory be —  m em ory be —  [w hat is the 

b lasted  co lou r ?] green ” —

When Fanny Kem ble came to the scene the 
future Hamlet began to listen more intently.

G ertru de. L e t not th y  m oth er lose her prayers, 
H am -a-let.

H am let. I sh all in all m y best o b ey  you, madam.
[O b vio u sly  w ith  a fiery flashing 
ey e  o f h ate upon the King.]

When he heard this, and more like it, Henry 
Irving exercised his independence of opinion 
and refused to accept Fanny Kem ble’s view of 
the gentle, melancholy, and well-bred Prince 
of Denmark.

He was a stickler for tradition, and always 
studied it, followed it, sometimes to his detri
m ent; but he was not influenced by the Kemble 
Hamlet, except that for some time he wore the 
absurd John Philip feather, which he would 
have been much better w ith o u t!

Let me pray that I, representing the old 
school, m ay never look on the new school with 
the patronising airs of “ Old F r itz ”  and Fanny 
Kemble. I wish that I could see the new 
school of acting in Shakspere. Shakspere 
must be kept up or we shall become a third- 
rate nation.

Henry told me this story of Fanny Kemble’s 
reading without a spark of ill nature. He told 
me at the same time of the wonderful effect 
that Adelaide Kem ble (Mrs. Sartoris) made 
with some lines beginning:

G ood -n igh t —  ah , no, the hour is ill 
W hich severs those it should unite.

L e t us rem ain to g eth er still —
Then it w ill be good n ig h t !
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I HAD been watching the Fiji stevedores 
discharge cargo from the Moana for nearly 
an hour, when along came Lynch.

“ Got a match about your clothes, Mr. 
G ray?”  he asked.

“ Take the box,”  said I, handing it out 
after a moment’s search. “ I’ ve more.”

“ I will,”  says he, “ with thanks; and, what’s 
more, if you’ve no objections, I ’ ll seat meself 
here and help you watch them niggers 
bust up Rogers’ lime. It’s little the sugar- 
mill’s goin’ to get out of that lot, I reckon.”  

"She’ll be away to-night, I suppose,”  I 
remarked.

Something in my tone seemed to strike him, 
for he glanced sharply at me.

"Not goin’ in her, are y e ? ”  he asked.
I laughed. “ Not me,”  said I. “ I’m not 

through with Suva yet.”
“ How’s Mother MacDonald the d a y ? ”  he 

asked quizzically.
"Oh, same as ever,”  I answered. I was a 

cheerful liar those days.
Lynch grinned. For a moment I was 

tempted to dump him from the stringpiece into 
the water. I had never cared much for the 
man, anyhow, what little I had seen of him.

We smoked in silence while the lime-barrels 
poured in a steady stream from the ship’s side

into the waiting punts of the Tamunua plan
tation.

“ I’ve had an offer of a berth, meself,”  said 
he at last, puffing hard on his pipe; “ only it’s 
doubtful I am.”

“ For God’s sake, man, haven’t you had 
enough of Fiji y e t? ”  I cried.

“ Have y o u ?”  he returned shortly.
“ That depends on circumstances,”  I replied, 

recollecting.
“ The walkin’ is bad,”  says he. “  But, jokin’ 

aside, I’ve had an offer, and it’s a good one. 
Only it’s no navigator I am, worse lu ck !”

“ I am,”  said I, and I looked him straight in 
the face.

After a while, “ D’ye mind walkin’ a bit up 
to the Parade and takin’ a seat?”  said he. “ We 
can look at the loadin’ from up there, and talk 
things over quietly, what’s more.”

There was an empty bench under one of the 
trees that line Victoria Parade, and we made 
ourselves comfortable. The morning was hot 
and but few people were about, so there was 
little fear of interruption.

“ D’ye mind them Fiji niggers on that 
bench?”  asked Lynch,— “ there, alongside the 
custom-house, I mean,”  he added, pointing.

“ I see them,”  said I.
“ And right over their heads, the other side o’

379
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the  wharf,  th a t  l i t t le  schooner ju s t  o p en in ’ ou t  
clear o ’ the  c u s to m -h o u se ? ”

“I’ve got h e r .”
“ T hen  keep h er ,”  says he, “ for  she’s th e  one. 

Only, as I say, I ’m no  n a v ig a to r .”
“A nd, as I said, I a m ; so w hy  no t give m e the  

c h a n c e ? ”
“ T h a t ’s an o th e r  m a t t e r , ” Lynch  answered 

slowly. “ N o t b u t  w h a t  i t ’s an all-right billet,  
for th e  p a y ’s good, as p ay  goes; only, m a y b e  
you  w ou ldn ’t  like it. And, besides, I w a n t  to  
go meself.”

“ Oh, then  w e’ll b o th e r  no m ore ab o u t  i t , ”  
said I , and I rose to  go.

“ N o t so fast,  Mr. G ra y ,” said h e ;  “ no t so 
fast. P erhaps  this  th ing  m ight be fixed for 
bo th  of us. Y o u ’re a  nav iga to r ,  you  s a y ? ”

I assured h im  th a t  m y  m a s te r ’s t icket  was 
still as good as ever.

“ T hen  suppose you  go as m as te r  and take  
me on as m a te ,” he suggested, w ith  a wink. 
“ How would th a t  d o ?  Only, m ind y o u ,” he 
added  warily , “ I’m no t say in ’ it can be done
at all, a t all. But ju s t  supposin’ ”

“ W h a t ’s th e  v o y a g e ? ” I asked.
“ Somewhere up  the  islands af te r  a cargo of 

some sort. Divil a one o ’ me knows ju s t  w h a t  
it is, b u t  i t ’s twelve quid  a m onth ,  and  m aybe  
an advance .”

M other M acD onald’s face rose before me as 
it had  looked th a t  m orn ing  when she had  asked 
for a p a y m e n t  on account.

“ I’d ta k e  i t ,”  said I, “ if I could get i t ;  and, 
w h a t ’s more, I ’d ta k e  you  on as m a te  —  and 
t h a t ’s saying som eth ing .”

His face darkened , b u t  only for  a m om ent.  
“ I t ’s p roud  I ’d be to  sail u nder  you, sor,” 

said he. “ I ’ll see the  owners abou t  it. The 
owners,” he added, ap p a ren t ly  as an af te r
though t,  “ the  owners is C hinam en .”

“ T h ey ’re w ha t?"
“ C hinam en,” said he, “ and w hite  Chinam en 

a t  th a t . ”
“ Then, for G od’s s a k e  ”
“ Oh, hold on a b i t ,”  he b roke in, “ and  I’ll 

spin ye  the  whole y a rn ,  and then  ye. can judge  
for yourself .

“ You know th a t  l i t tle Chinee re s ta u ran t  up 
the  hill w here I get m y chow ? I t ’s clean and 
i t ’s cheap, and they  a in ’t  always ask in ’ for 
shillin’s when they  know y o u ’re broke. The 
bossy man, Chee Ong, has a p a r tne r ,  a w hite  
man, he says, up  on one o ’ the  islands collectin’ 
beechy-de-m ar or sha rks’ fins or som eth ing  of 
th a t  sort, and he w an ts  to  send a schooner up 
and  bring  the  crop home. He offered me the  
job o ’ skipper, know in’ I’d been to  sea before. 
So there  you  are.”

“ Well, I don ’t know ,” I said doubtfu lly  —

only  I did know  t h a t  I ’d j u m p  a t  the  chance 
in a  m inute .

“ A nyhow , I ’ll see h im ,” says Lynch , " a n d  
m a y b e  I can  fix it  u p ;  only, i t ’s done  th a t  I go, 
too. Come, now, w h a t  d 'y e  s a y ? ”

Of course I said yes, and  th e n  we took a 
d r in k  on it a t  th e  E m p ire  Hotel,  where my 
cred it  was still good.

A fte r  Lynch  had  left m e I w en t  back  to  face 
Mrs. M acDonald ,  b u t  m y  s to ry  of prospective 
good fo r tu n e  carried  li t t le  w eight w ith  her. 
T h e  old te rm a g a n t  h ad  lived too  long in Fiji, 
—  or  anyw here  else, I th o u g h t ,—  and  expressed 
herself so p la in ly  th a t  I cleared o u t  to  the  bench 
on th e  P a ra d e  again, d e te rm in ed  to  w ait  there 
till L ynch  re tu rned .

He was back  w ith in  a couple of hours, mop
ping  his red face w ith  a handkerchief.

“ I’ve  m ade  i t ! ” he called o u t  exultingly. 
" O h ,  I ’ve m ade  i t ! I t ’s l it tle th e  Chinese’ll get 
ahead  o ’ Michael L ynch . And, C ap ’n ,” he 
added , com ing  close to  me and  whispering, 
“ th e y ’ll p ay  you  fifteen ins tead  o ’ twelve a 
m o n th ,  and  a  whole bally  m o n th  advance. 
H ow ’s t h a t ? ”

I shook his han d ,  and  then  we ad journed  to 
th e  back  room of th e  E m p ire  for a fu r th e r  talk.

“ Ye see,”  says he across th e  table, “ if’s this 
way. I filled old Chee O ng up on you  and your 
nav igation ,  and  he b it  like a hungry  shark, and 
r ight off raises th e  screw to  fifteen pounds a 
m onth ,  w ith  a th ree  m o n th s ’ job  and the ad
vance I spoke of. A nd you  can order  your 
own cabin stores, bes ides.”

“ T h a t ’s  fine, Lynch!” says I. “ F ine!  When 
do I hand le  the  s tu ff?  and  when do we get off?” 

“ T h a t ’s up  to  y o u ,”  he answered, leaning 
back  in his chair. “ Old Chee O ng’s ready any 
time, and  he w a n ts  me to  br ing  you  up and fix 
th e  th ing  a t  once .”

“ T hen  come along,” says I, and I reached for 
m y  hat .

“ Hold on, th o u g h !” he called. “ T here’s one 
th ing  I forgot.  Chee Ong d o n ’t own th a t  boat, 
as I t h o u g h t ; h e ’s only  going to  ch a r te r  it, and he 
w an ts  th e  ch a r te r -p a r ty  m ade  o u t  in your  name, 
so he w on’t appear.  T h a t ’s easy, I told him.” 

“ Now, w h a t  in hell’s th a t  f o r ? ” I asked, sit
t ing  down again. “ I t ’s queer, a in ’t i t ? ”

Lynch  laughed aloud. “ N ot a b i t ! ” says 
he. “ T h e  old m a n ’s afraid the  o the r  China
m e n ’ll find o u t  t h a t  h e ’s got m oney  and black
mail him, I guess. H e ’s a sly old goat, all 
r igh t .”

T h a t  po in t  of view h a d n ’t  s t ruck  me before. 
A nyhow , it could do no harm , th a t  I could see. 
T here  m igh t be a l i t t le  rake-off on the  side, 
too.

Chee O ng was w ait ing  for us in a little room
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with a red-covered table, ju st off the restaurant. 
He was an oily, fat-faced Cantonese.

“ Cap’n G lay ,”  says he, after placing a bottle 
and glasses on the table, “ you all samee 
chartle b oat; you ketchum sailor, sail tlee 
mont’ ; you cap’ n, Misser Lynch he mate. You  
go my platner, bling flate he give you. Me pay 
fifteen pound each m ont’, all samee one m ont’ 
’vance.”

And he counted out fifteen sovereigns on the 
table. “ You make leceet.”

I never made out a receipt with better grace, 
and I told him so. He seemed a decent sort of 
chap for a Chinaman, and I told him that, 
too.

“ Now, Cap’ n,”  said he, after another dash at 
the bottle, “ you go ketchum chartle-party, 
bling back and ketchum money. F iji sailor- 
man can do more better as white man. Four 
man, I th in k ?”

We argued it out, and I consented to take 
four Fijians before the m ast; they would be 
cheaper, and I couldn’t get whites, anyhow. 
Then I went up to the agent’s and arranged the 
charter-party, just looking over the schooner to 
see if she was sound.

I found the V iria  to be of about eighty tons, 
built in Sydney some six years before, and in 
fairly good condition. It puzzled me a little 
why Chee Ong needed a vessel of that tonnage 
to bring in beche-de-mer and sharks’ fins, but 
that was none of m y business, so I made out 
my list of stores and left it with Lynch to get 
them aboard, while I hunted up some men.

I succeeded in getting four likely-looking 
young Fijians, through the Buli of Nausori, the 
next day. I put them aboard and then went up 
to Chee Ong’s for final instructions.

“ All ready to sail, Chee Ong,”  said I. 
“ Let’s have final orders.”

“ W haffor!”  exclaim ed he. “ A ll leady? 
Cap’n, you work like-a h e ll!”

But it seemed to please him, and he handed 
out the charts and some more cash like a white 
man.

“ Look h e re !”  cried Lynch, banging the 
table with his fist. “ W e’ re wrong, C ap ’n! we’ re 
wrong! Do ye  know we haven’ t got a bally 
cook? Damn me if I ’ll eat F i j i ! ”

“ Damn me if I will, either,”  says I ; “ so here 
goes for a co o k ! ”  And I started for the door. 

Chee Ong held up his fa t  hand.
“ Hol' on, C ap ’n,”  said he. “ Me all samee 

got cook-shop; me ketchum  cook. Ah Woon 
A h !” he sang out, “ wanchee y o u ! ”

When Ah Woon showed up, Chee Ong gab
bled at him in Chinese for a few minutes, and 
Ah Woon gabbled back and then disappeared, 
his tail flying behind.

“ China boy, he ’flaid ,”  said Chee Ong dis
gustedly. “ Ship all leady — no cook. I go 
cook m yself, an’ you bet me savee cook like-a 
h e ll!”

“ But you ’re the owner,”  says I.
“ All samee owner, all samee cook,”  replied 

Chee Ong calm ly. “ Me all samee owner this 
lestaulant —  me cook; me all samee owner ship 
—  me cook. Can d o !”

“ Then, s ’pose you cook, you sleep in cook’s 
place —- in galley ,”  I said em phatically.

Chee Ong’s eyes narrowed for a moment.
“ Me cook galley —  me sleep galley,”  he said 

coldly. “ You C ap’n, you sleep cabin. Then 
bim eby some day m aybe you solly old Chee 
Ong no sleep cabin, too.”

T hat settled it, anyhow. I only wanted it 
understood that I ’d bunk with no Chinaman, 
owner or cook.

The schooner V iria  of Suva, Fiji, Robert 
Stokes G ray, Master, sailed with the tide next 
day at noon, and Chee Ong was in the galley.

I I
Tw o days out from Suva we ran into a bit of a 
blow, with heavy, driving rain-squalls. Except 
for the scare it gave m y Fijians, little harm 
was done. Lynch had turned out to be a good 
sailorman, so my mind was easy on that point, 
and as for old Chee Ong, he surely could cook, 
and we lived like fighting-cocks.

This time I speak of, the squalls had all gone 
down to leeward, carrying the wind with them, 
and left us tumbling in a heavy sea. I went 
down into the little cabin to get off my wet 
oilskins, when what should I find but Lynch 
sitting there at the table with a glass and a 
square-face of gin before him.

“ Hello, th e re !”  says I, “ w hat’s th is? Where 
did you get that, m y m a n ?”

“ Ju s t  keepin’ the wet out, C ap’n,”  he 
said, with a grin. “ Them squalls was pretty 
h eavy.”

“ But where did it come fro m ?”  I insisted. 
“ There was no gin on m y store-list.”

“ Chee Ong told me I ’d better get some. Said 
probably you ’d forgotten it. Shall I be after 
gettin ’ you a glass, Cap’n ? ”

I didn’t exactly  like Lyn ch ’s manner, but, 
seeing the owner had ordered the stuff, I shut 
up and took a drink myself. Lynch said he 
had put only a couple of cases aboard.

“ Only!”  says I, with a sneer.
“ O nly,”  he answered, with a grin.
The next day he tackled me about naviga

tion —  wanted to learn how to take sights and 
work them up.

“ Suppose you should be lost overboard, 
says he, “ we’d be in a nice fix, wouldn’t we?
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That sounded reasonable enough, so every 
day after that I took him in hand. He was a 
poor fist with the sextant, though, and as for 
logarithm s —  L o r d ! but he made a mess of 
them.

One thing I didn’ t like was the intim acy I 
noticed between Lynch and Chee Ong. The 
Chinaman might be the owner all right, but, at 
the same time, he was holding down the job of 
ship’s cook, and it didn’t look well for the mate 
to be sitting on the sill of the galley door gos
siping by the hour. I wouldn’ t have stood it 
for a minute if there had been a white crew 
aboard, but, of course, with only Fijians it was 
different. I spoke to Lynch about it one day.

“ Oh, well, Cap’n,”  says he, “ I suppose it 
ain’ t exactly  shipshape, but the poor d ivil’s 
lonesome, and th at’s God’s truth. Y e  know, 
I owe him a lot, after all, and it ’ s only cheerin’ 
him up I am .”

I let it go at that, but when I caught him the 
very  next day coming out of the galley with my 
track-chart under his arm, I got hot and waded 
into him.

He flared up this time. “ The owner ordered 
me to bring it ,”  says he, as bold as brass.

“ You were showing it to the cook,”  says I.
“ I was showin’ it to the owner,”  he answered 

back.
“ Now, th at’ ll do, Mr. Lyn ch ,”  says I, my 

blood boiling. "C o o k  or owner or Billy-be- 
damned, you ’ ll leave my charts alone or I ’ ll 
punch your ugly face for you! Now up on the 
poop with you, and you ’ ll stay where you 
belong while you ’re on m y ship or I ’ ll know 
the reason why! ”

Then I went for the Chinaman, for I was mad 
clean through.

“ You Chee Ong, you ’ re cook here, you 
sav v y?  Owner you may be ashore,”  says I, 
“ but here aboard you ’re only the Chinee 
doctor. And you’ ll leave my mate alone, by 
God, or I ’ ll put you in your own kettles and 
make long pig chop suey out of you .”

Chee Ong trembled and his face went white, 
but he braved it for a minute.

“ Me all samee owner this ship,”  said he.
“ Y ou ’ re on the high seas, and you ’ re the 

cook,”  snapped I, shaking my fist in his face, 
"a n d  cook you ’ ll stay till we reach your bally 
island and the mud-hook is down. Then you ’ re 
owner again and I ’ ll take your orders —  not 
before. U nderstand?”

Chee turned away muttering to himself in 
Chinese, and I went aft and cooled off with a 
long gin-and-water. Since it was aboard, it 
might as well be used up. I was a little sorry 
afterward that I had let my temper get the best 
of me that w ay, but, to tell the truth, Lynch

was getting on m y nerves. N ot that there had 
been a single act of his that I could lay my 
finger on, outside of that chart business, but he 
had developed a slackness in his duties and a 
rough-and-ready w ay about him with me that 
did not jibe with m y ideas.

The w ay the gin was going was another 
thing. Here we were only a week out, and nine 
em pty bottles in the opened case. I took the 
unopened one and locked it up in my state
room during his watch on deck.

The next Sunday was fine, as usual, with the 
last of the southeast trades blowing us gently 
along, and flying fish plopping about in all 
directions. I was sitting on the edge of the 
poop-house, in the shade of the mainsail, figur
ing out that we ought to make that island about 
Thursday, when up comes Lynch.

“ W here’s the rest o ’ that g in ? ”  says he.
“ I ’ve got it locked up,”  I says, “ and there it 

stays.”
“ Chee told me to get it, and it’s mine,”  

showing his teeth ; “ so you ’ ll oblige me by 
gettin ’ a bottle.”

“ I said it stays where it is,”  answered I, 
getting on m y feet.

He took a couple of quick steps toward me 
and let out an oath. W ith that I hit him fair 
on the chin. He went down, but was up in a 
second, and came at me with a howl —  and 
then the fun began. The Fijians yelled and 
ran ; Chee was on deck with a ju m p ; the steers
man let go the wheel, and up came the Viria 
into the wind, where she lay with her sails 
flapping and slatting and the booms crashing 
from side to side, while we punched and swore 
and punched again, till at last we were both 
down, half blinded with sweat and blood. 
They got us apart finally, and then Lynch got 
another basting —  by tongue this time, and 
from old Chee. I was out of breath.

“ You fo o l! Y ou  damn-fool Ilishman! ”  he 
shrieked, dancing up and down before Lynch 
in his rage. “ You sav vy  sail ship? You 
savvy  n avigation ? Speak me. Q u ick !”  And 
then off he went into another spasm, but in 
Chinese this time.

“ Take him aw ay, Chee,”  I panted. "Teach 
him in Chinese and Irish and Pidgin that a 
captain’s a captain —  to cook or mate, either. 
And, if he wants more, just bring him back here 
to me.”

Then I went below and washed the blood 
from m y face, for Lynch was an ugly cus
tomer.

I must say, though, that he came up later 
like a man, and said he had been licked good 
and plenty and was sorry. I took no notice of 
the w ay he put it, but shook hands with him,
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and, just to  show m y  good will, I opened  the  
other case and we to o k  a d r in k  toge ther .

We picked up  th e  island early  on T h u rsd ay ,  
as I had calculated. I t  tu rn e d  o u t  to  be a 
fairish-sized place, hilly in p a r ts ,  w ith  a wide 
white flash of b reakers  over  the  reef outside. 
With my glass I could m ake  o u t  a l i t t le  cluste r  
of houses at the  foot of one of the  h igher hills to  
leeward. The m o u th  of a lagoon showed up 
dark and cool ju s t  to  w in d w ard  of th e  houses.

It was well along to w ard  th ree  o ’clock before 
we got through the  passage and  in to  th e  lagoon, 
which I found still and  qu ie t,  w i th  ab o u t  four 
fathoms of w a te r  a t  th e  u p p e r  end. T here  I 
anchored. The palm s and  m angos  cam e right 
down to the s tr ip  of w h ite  beach,  w here  th ree  
small boats were d raw n  up. A lit t le  w harf  ran 
out a few feet from  th e  shore ju s t  opposite, b u t  
not a sign of a hu m a n  being could I see. E v i
dently Chee O ng’s p a r tn e r  was n o t  expec t ing  us.

I was busy ge t t ing  th e  gea r  coiled down, when 
the Chinaman stepped  o u t  of his galley and, 
looking around, cam e s t ra ig h t  to  me.

“ Cap’n Glay,” says he, cool as a cucum ber,  
“ you got ’um m ud-hook  d o w n ? ”

I noticed he was dressed in a new  blue blouse 
and looked cleaner th a n  he h ad  since we left 
Suva.

“ I have,” says I, going on w ith  m y  work.
"Mud-hook down, me ow ner ,” said he 

emphatically.
“ You are, sir,”  says I. “ W h a t ’s th e  o r d e r s ? ” 

for I minded w h a t  I had  told him.
“ I go ashore, see m y  p la tn e r ,” he said, w ith  

a peculiar sort of a grin. “ Misser Lynch, he 
come too. You ca p ’n —  y ou  s top  ship, keep 
sailor top side. N o m an  go ’shore, only  Misser 
Lynch. Bimeby we com e b a c k ;  to-mollow, 
maybe.”

"Lower away t h a t  b o a t ! ” I sang  out.  
“ Here, Mr. Lynch, th e  ow ner  w an ts  y o u ,” and  
with tha t  I walked aw ay  aft, leaving Lynch  to 
get the boat  over.

Then I w en t below and  took  a drink ,  for m y 
work was done and  I ’d got m y  orders.

III
I must have d ropped  asleep on th e  settee, for 
the next th ing  I rem e m b er  is darkness  and  my 
clock striking seven bells.

“ Hello!” th inks  I ,  ju m p in g  to  m y  feet, “ this 
won’t do. How ab o u t  s u p p e r ? ”

So I lit the  swinging lam p  and  s ta r te d  for the  
pantry. I found  th a t  Chee O ng h ad  gone off 
without leaving any  su ppe r  cooked for  me. 
That made me p r e t ty  w arm , till I got some 
satisfaction ou t of rem em bering  th a t  we had  the  
home passage still to  m ake, w hen  the  C h inam an  
would be cook once more.

I dug  up  a tin of salmon and  some o the r  
stuff, and  had  ju s t  seated  myself a t  the  table, 
w hen  a hoarse w hisper cam e dow n th rough  the 
open skyligh t over m y h e a d :

“ Misi C a p i t a n i ! M i s i  G r a s i ! ”
I recognized th e  voice of one of m y Fiji boys, 

and  s ta red  up th rough  the  w hite  shaft of light 
from  the  lamp, b u t  could see nothing.

“ Well, w h a t  do  you  w an t,  S a k ia s i? ” I sang 
out.

“ I w a n t  you, C a p i t a n i !”
It  was the  tone th a t  b ro u g h t  me on deck 

flying. I th o u g h t  m aybe  we had  come adrift.  
For a m om en t  I was blinded by the  sudden 
change from the  lighted cabin, b u t  ano ther  
w hisper guided me to  the  foot of the  m ainm ast.
I s tum b led  over the  coiled-up peak-halliards 
and  fell in to  Sakiasi’s arms.

“Hush, Misi Grasi,” he begged, his voice 
trem bling. “ T hey  kill you .”

“ T hey  what m e ? ” I yelled.
“ Oh, h u sh !  S-sh! I tell you  true. T hey  kill 

y o u .”
“ Go to  bed, Sakiasi,” says I. “ Y ou’ve got 

the  n ig h tm a re .”
“ Misi C ap i tan i ,” he insisted, “ listen me one 

time. I say t ru e ;  I hear  las’ n igh t .”
I saw he had  som ething on his m ind and  I’d 

b e t te r  let h im  get it off, though  I took no stock 
in his crazy  notion.

“ All r ig h t ;  le t’s have  i t , ”  said I. “ Only, be 
qu ick  abou t i t ;  I ’m h u n gry .”

“ I very  hot las’ n igh t ,” he whispered. “ No 
sleep. I get up, go lie top galley —  no sleep 
there. Then  s tovepipe he speak. F a t  China
m an he speak ; Misi Lynchi he speak. S tove
pipe he  tell m e.”

He drew  a lit tle  closer and  d ropped  his voice 
still lower. The b lack  n igh t seemed to  close 
in round  us th ick  as a b lanket.  Somehow, 
in spite  of its absurd ity ,  th e  th ing  began to 
grip me.

“ F a t  C h inam an  he say kill m an ashore firs’. 
Misi Lynchi he say  ta k e  Grasi ’shore, kill him, 
too. C hinam an  say no, w a i t ;  see how much 
got. M aybe need Capitan i help get on ship. 
Misi Lynchi say no, Grasi no good, not w ait ;  
feed h im sharks, all safe. F a t  C hinam an he 
laugh, say very  well —  m an ’shore firs’, 
C ap itan i  Grasi n ex ’ day. Misi Lynchi he 
laugh. All done .”

“ Go on, y o u ,” I said, when he stopped.
“ I go ’w ay  t h e n ; I ’fraid. S tovepipe he tell 

me —  I tell you  soon I th in k  nobody listen.” 
“ All right, Sakiasi,” I m anaged  to  say. 

“ You go forward, and  m ind  you  keep you r  
m o u th  s h u t . ”

He vanished, an d — I tell you  the  t r u t h — when 
I tu rn e d  I felt m y knees so w eak  u nder  me th a t
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I cam e n e a r  p lunk ing  dow n on  th e  peak -  
halliards. I pulled myself to g e th er  and  w en t  
below and  got m y  revolver  in to  m y  hands, 
and  then  I began to  feel a b it  easier.

“Lucky  I lied to  Lynch  th e  o th e r  d a y ,” 
th o u g h t  I, " when he w an te d  to  borrow  th is 
to  shoot sha rks ."

But I d id n ’t then see th ro u g h  all the  m a n ’s 
dev i lm ent.  In fact,  when I sa t down the re  in 
th e  cabin, in th e  lam pligh t,  and  th o u g h t  the  
th ing  over, th e  whole y a rn  seemed too im p ro b 
a b l e —  a b ad  d ream  of Sakiasi’s and a blue 
funk  on m y par t .

" B ut th e n ,"  th inks  I, “ if i t  should be true, 
w h a t  abou t this fellow ashore, as well as myself?”

T h a t  b ro u g h t  me to  m y feet, for they  had  
said he was a w hite  m an, and  his t im e was set 
ahead  of mine, and  it s t ru ck  me p re t ty  forcibly 
th a t  it was up to  me to  find him, if I could, and 
give h im as m uch  of a w arn ing  as I’d had  
myself.

So I looked to  it th a t  m y revolver was full of 
cartridges, and  em ptied  a box  in to  m y pocket 
besides. Then  I w en t  up  and rou ted  Sakiasi 
and N odrovo  o u t  of the  forecastle, and  we got 
the  o th e r  b o a t  qu ie tly  over the  side.

“ You wait here ,” I said to  Sakiasi.
“ Me go too, C ap itan i ,” he whispered.
“ No, you  d o n ’t ;  ju s t  you  do as y o u ’re to ld ,” 

I answered, and  scram bled on to  the  black 
wharf.

For a few m inutes  I d id n ’t th ink  much of 
any th ing , only try ing  to  find the  p a th  th a t  led 
up to  the  se t t lem ent .  A t last I found  a li t tle  
clearance between two s tu n ted  cocoa-palms 
th a t  seemed to  lead somewhere, so I ducked 
my head and plunged in.

It was p itch -dark  in a m inute, w ith  the  
uncleared bush crowding me close on e i ther  
side and w eaving overhead, b u t  the re  was 
unm is takab ly  a p a th  under  m y feet,  and  it 
m oun ted  the  hill. It m ust have been raining a 
good deal there, for the  p a th  was s li thery with  
mud, and the  loose ro tten  palm-leaves, swing
ing low, sw atted  lit tle  showers of wet in to  my 
face. Dangling ends of spider-webs s tuck  on 
m y nose and s trung  themselves across my 
cheek, and  I knew by  th a t  th a t  I was right, for 
it certainly was not a m uch-traveled  road, ye t  
somebody had  been through  not long before and 
broken down all those webs. So I pushed  on, 
b u t  I’m no t asham ed to  say th a t  m y  h ea r t  was 
clean up in m y m outh ,  for, of all na s ty  spots to  
meet two men th a t  m ean t m urder ,  th a t  would 
be the  devil’s own choice.

I seemed to  be over the  steepest p a r t  of it, 
and  the  ground  was ge t t ing  level un d er  me, 
when up  the  wind cam e a m a n ’s passing shriek, 
long drawn, then  another ,  m igh ty  short.

" M y  G o d !  t h e y ’ve go t h i m ! ” said I ;  “ and 
I ’m n e x t !”

And, w ith  th a t ,  I tu rn e d  and  ran.
Did you  ever  h ave  t h a t  n ig h tm a re  where 

some h o rro r  is chas ing  you  and  y o u  go through 
all the  m otions  of ru n n in g  fo r  y o u r  life, and 
c a n ’t seem to  m ake  any  h e a d w a y ?  and the 
th ing  is gain ing  on you  every  second, and  you try 
to  run h a rd e r  and  harder ,  and  ju s t  as it catches 
up w ith  you, you  w ake  up? T h a t ’s exactly  what 
it was like run n in g  dow n t h a t  b lack  pa th ,  and I 
w a sn ’t sure I was alive till I tum bled  into  the 
b o a t  and  Sakiasi and  N o d ro v o  began pulling like 
hell for th e  ship, n o t  ca r ing  how much noise 
they  made. I suppose it  w as all imagination, too, 
ab o u t  m y being chased, fo r  th e re  was no sight 
no r  sound of an y b o d y  showed up  on the  wharf .

I w alked th e  deck all t h a t  night.  Along 
tow ard  th ree  o ’clock, a n igh t-b ird  somewhere 
up  in the  hills set up a long, qu av e r in g  note that 
gave me th e  shivers. A fte r  a while it stopped. 
L a te r  on th e  fish began to  ju m p ,  and  then the 
east grew light. I was d renched  w ith  dew and 
chilled with  th e  early  m orn ing  air, b u t  my plans 
were made.

The  sun was ab o u t  tw o  hours  high when I 
saw Lynch  and  Chee O ng com e on to  the 
wharf.  T h ey  go t in to  th e  b o a t  and  s ta rted  for 
th e  schooner, I w a tc h in g  th e m  through the 
glass all th e  tim e. Chee O ng  looked as oily 
and  im passive as eve r ;  Lynch  was ta lk ing away 
w ith  his usual half-grin on his face.

As they  cam e alongside, “I say, Mr. Lynch,”
I sang out,  “ w here’s t h e C h in am a n ’s partner? 
W h y  d id n ’t you  br ing  him off to  b re a k fa s t? ”

“ He a in ’t  feelin’ very  well,”  answered Lynch 
readily. “ Y ou’ll see him  by  and by, I guess.”

Chee Ong looked up. “ S’pose you like go 
’shore af te r  b le a k f a s t ? "  he suggested. “ All 
l igh t ;  can do .” A nd he smiled amiably.

“ All r igh t ,”  I answ ered ; “ th a t  suits me. 
Mr. Lynch, as soon as y o u ’ve got th a t  boat fast, 
will you  come down to  th e  cabin and sign up 
y o u r  lo g ? ”

A nd down I d ived th rough  the  after-com
panionw ay, leaving him to  come in from 
forward.

On th e  cabin tab le  lay th e  open log-book, 
w here I had  w ri t ten  ou t a full account of what 
Sakiasi had  told me and  w h a t  I had done and 
heard  th a t  n ight.  On a li t t le  side-table against 
the  b u lkhead  stood a b o t t le  of gin and glasses. 
An old cap  of mine lay beside them , and above 
hung  a small m irror.  I pulled o u t  my revolver 
and  s tuck  it un d er  th e  cap —  if things opened 
peaceable, I d id n ’t w a n t  to  have  him see me 
reach for m y pocket.

As Lynch  cam e in a t  th e  opposite  doorway,
I was p icking up  th e  g in-bottle .
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"I wish y o u ’d read  o v er th a t  e n try  in th e  
log,” says I, p o in tin g  to  it, an d  do ing  m y b es t 
to speak careless an d  offhand .

He leaned over th e  ta b le , a f te r  a qu ick  look a t 
me, and began to  read . I tu rn e d  to  th e  lit tle  
side-table, sh ifting  th e  b o ttle  to  m y left h an d  
when my back  w as to w ard  h im , and  p o u red  o u t 
a glass of gin, a t  th e  sam e tim e  slipp ing  m y 
right hand u n d er th e  cap . I h a d n ’t ta k e n  m y 
eye from the  m irror.

Lynch was a slow reader, b u t  b y  th e  tim e I 
had closed on th e  revo lver I saw  his m uscles 
grow tense. He gave  a sidelong  g lance a t  m y 
back, and his h an d  sto le  to w ard  his h ip -pocke t.

Then I sw ung a ro u n d  an d  fired , an d  a 
mangled horro r g rim aced  a t  m e. My sh o t had  
shattered the  low er p a r t  of his jaw . W ith  a 
cry, he cam e fo r me. I fired  again , m issed, and  
he was on me. I seized th e  g in -b o ttle  an d  s tru c k  
with th a t, and he w en t dow n w ith  a  ho rrid  
sound, and lay  q u iv e rin g  on th e  floor.

And then, like a  cyclone, th e  C h inam an  
rushed th rough th e  door, screech ing , his b louse 
and pigtail flying, a b u tc h e r ’s c leaver w av ing  
over his head. I fired, b u t m issed again , fo r I 
was sick, and dodged  a ro u n d  th e  ta b le  as he 
came a t me. He slipped  on th e  b loody  deck 
and went d o w n ; his c leaver flew o u t of his h a n d ; 
he let it go and  cam e on, his yellow  eyeballs 
popping ou t of his head , his claw s reach ing  fo r 
me. I was too  ra tt le d  to  sh o o t; all I cou ld  do 
was to try  to  keep aw ay from  him . R o u n d  th a t  
little cabin we w en t, slipp ing  on blood, sm ash ing  
into tables and benches, an d  s tu m b lin g  over 
that bloody h o rro r on th e  floor, till it a c tu a lly  
got upon its feet and  began  s tag g erin g  ab o u t, 
holding its d rip p in g  jaw  w ith  one hand .

I th ink it w as th a t  s igh t th a t  set m e above 
my own te rro r an d  s tra ig h te n e d  m e up  fo r  a 
second. Chee O ng knocked  in to  it as he m ade 
another rush fo r me, an d  I s tood  s tock-still, 
aimed carefully, an d  fired  a t his b rea s t, an d  as 
he went down I fa in ted .

When I cam e to  again , Sakiasi w as d ash ing  
water over me. H is face  w as g ray .

“ Fat C hinam an he dead , he dead , he d e a d ,” 
he kept repeating , all th e  w hile sousing  me.

I could see th e  heads of th e  o th e r  boys over 
the edge of th e  open sky ligh t.

“ And L y n c h ? ” I asked, s it tin g  up.
“ I th ink  he dead , to o ,”  answ ered  Sakiasi. 

“ I not look close.”
I didn’t care to  look close, m yself. H e had  

fallen on th e  floor again  in a m udd led  heap , and  
made no s tir  o r sound . I p u t tw o  m ore bu lle ts  
through him  on  th e  off chance , ra th e r  th a n  
touch him.

T h a t afte rn o o n  I w en t ashore, leav ing  tw o 
boys to  clean up  th e  cabin , and  ta k in g  Sakiasi 
an d  N odrovo  w ith  me. W e w en t up  th e  p a th , 
w hich w as none too  cheerful even b y  day lig h t, 
till we cam e to  th e  clearing . T here  w as a  so rt 
of p laza  w ith  one w h ite  m a n ’s house —  n o th in g  
to  b o as t of, a t  th a t  —  an d  half a  dozen n a tiv e  
h u ts . N o t a soul to  be seen, b lack  o r w hite . 
T h e  house h ad  tw o  room s, and  in one of them  
lay  a body , face dow n. I tu rn ed  him  over, 
an d  it w as th e  w h ite  m an, all r igh t, and  no t 
such a bad-look ing  chap , e ither, though  he was 
p re tty  seedy. H e h ad  been s tab b ed  tw ice in 
th e  back. I called Sakiasi, and  to ld  him  to  find 
som eth ing  to  cover over him  while I w en t round  
th ro u g h  th e  h u ts . T hey  w ere all em p ty . I 
suppose th e  n iggers to o k  to  th e  w oods w hen 
th e y  h ea rd  th e  fracas, an d  k ep t o u t of sigh t as 
long as we w ere a round .

A t th e  edge of th e  bush  s tood  a largish house 
o r shed b u ilt of ga lvan ized  iron. T he door w as 
pad locked , b u t N odrovo  an d  I b roke it in. 
T here  w as som e fifty  ton  of pearl-shell piled up 
in there . T hen  I began to  u n d ers tan d .

I w en t b ac k  and  searched  th e  body  and  the  
house tho ro u g h ly , b u t L ynch  m u st have  m ade 
a clean job  of th a t.  If th e re  w ere any  papers 
he p ro b ab ly  b u rned  them , b u t —  then  I th o u g h t 
of those  tw o boys clearing  o u t th e  cab in , and 
you  can b e t I m ade track s fo r th e  ship. Luckily , 
all th ey  had  done w as to  lay th e  tw o bodies o u t 
on a piece of canvas in a corner of th e  deck. I 
d id n ’t  relish th e  business m uch, b u t it w as no 
tim e to  be finicky, and  I w en t th ro u g h  b o th  of 
them , and , sure enough, on each I found  a lit tle  
bag  of pearls, p re t ty  evenly  d iv ided  —  and  th a t  
tells all I know  of th e  sto ry . W h e th e r  th e  m an 
really  w as Chee O ng’s p a r tn e r, o r only  som e 
poor devil he had  heard  of, I never found  ou t.

W e loaded  up th e  shell —  and , by  th e  w ay, 
w hen we se t ab o u t th a t  we found  a good, w ell- 
cleared  p a th  th a t  led from  th e  b ac k  of th e  
pearl-house dow n to  th e  lagoon a t th e  p o in t 
w here we had  seen th e  b o ats  d raw n  u p ; it was 
a longer w ay  round , b u t n o t so steep  and  hilly 
as th e  old p a th .

W ell, I had  to  e a t Fiji, a f te r  all, b u t I got 
b ack  to  S uva ju s t  th e  sam e. Of course, I 
rep o rted  th e  w hole th in g  to  th e  au th o ritie s , and  
th e y  held  a tr ia l ;  b u t m y boys s tood  b y  m e 
nobly , and  I w as fu lly  ex o n era ted . As fo r th e  
shell, th e  go v ern m en t m ay  be ho ld ing  th a t  for 
an ow ner y e t, fo r all I know. I considered  th a t  
th e  pearls belonged to  m e as m uch  as any b o d y , 
so I k ep t m um  ab o u t them . I ’ve go t a few  of 
th em  left still. I ’m keeping  th em  as souvenirs 
of th e  tim e w hen I w as b roke so u th  of th e  line.



E D I T O R I A L S

M R S .  E D D Y  A N D  T H E  H I S T O R Y  O F  C H R I S T I A N  S C I E N C E

T h e  Life of Mrs. Eddy and the History of 
Christian Science will be resumed in the Feb
ruary number of M c C l u r e ’ s  M a g a z i n e . In 
the February article Miss Milmine records the 
history of the revolt which occurred in Mrs. 
E d d y ’s Boston church in 1888, costing her 
nearly one third of her active workers in 
Boston and some of her trusted counselors 
and personal friends. The article touches upon

the influence of the so-called “ New Thought” 
school upon Mrs. E d d y ’s following, and dis
cusses the work of the Christian Science “ heal
ers” —  the missionaries who were pushing the 
work in the field so vigorously that no disaster 
in the Boston church could shake the loyalty 
of the converts, East and West, who held 
themselves subject to Mrs. E d d y ’s word and 
wish.

J U D G E  L I N D S E Y  O N  O U R  N E X T  G E N E R A T I O N  O F  C I T I Z E N S

W e  print below a letter from Judge Lindsey, 
the founder of the Juvenile Court of Denver, 
which was evoked by an editorial entitled “ The 
Moral Cost of Robber Government,”  published 
in the November M c C l u r e ’ s , pointing out 
that the direct loss of hundreds of millions of 
dollars was but a small part of the price which 
communities pay for criminal government, and 
that there was a far greater loss in private 
moral character. It was also prophesied that 
if there is a continuance of those systems 
which make an exploitation of vice possible, 
there is bound to be a deterioration of future 
generations. Judge Lindsey is preeminently 
qualified by experience to speak upon this sub
ject; no man in the country, perhaps, knows 
better the character of the coming generation 
in our cities. His letter follows:

To t h e  E d i t o r :  T hat one-page editorial in the 
Novem ber number of M c C l u r e ’s  upon “ The Moral 
Cost of Robber Governm ent”  is one of the best things 
I ever read. It describes the situation here in 
Denver exactly. I am sure it was not written by any 
one who had Denver in mind, but the significant 
thing is that it fits m y own city so perfectly, as it 
must equally apply to other cities, and is sim ply 
evidence of its absolute verity. . . . For seven years, 
from my position in a busy court w atching the inner 
workings of a machine, the truth of all you say has 
become perfectly luminous to me, but somehow it 
seems not to be grasped by the people who are being 
robbed and whose morals in the city are being de
bauched. The bottom of the whole trouble is a kind 
of selfishness that in this country is exalting money 
above manhood, and no business is ever going to be 
permanently successful so long as it is based upon

an iniquitous doctrine like that.  I have  had news
boys,  arrested in the street fo r  p e t ty  gambling 
known as “ shooting c ra p s , ”  brazen ly  defend them
selves  on the ground th at  the c ity  administration 
protected and perm itted  public  gam bling . This de
fense of lawlessness in childhood b y  childhood is, I 
am  sorry  to s a y ,  not l im ited to ju s t  th at  kind of law
lessness th at  is to lerated  b y  the public  official in order 
to obta in  franchises  and o ther  specia l privileges and 
rights to t a x  the people.  It  ex tend s  in other direc
tions. I w a s  ta lk in g  to some high-school boys re
cent ly ,  and  in t ry in g  to get the moral tone that 
existed  am o n g  them I w a s  s im p ly  am azed to see the 
effect of the lawlessness o f men upon the moral wel
fa re  of the you th  of the c o m m u n i t y ; and, as you well 
s ay ,  th is  “ moral c o s t ”  is, in m y  judgm ent ,  the most 
appalling price th at  is being paid fo r  the indifference 
of the average  cit izen to the looting o f  the people by 
those special interests  com posed  o f  so-called respect
able business men, w h o  are in politics to loot and 
exploit the people b y  em bezzling  the powers of gov
ernment, to be used to this end, rather  than to 
serve a n y  patriotic purpose. It  fa ir ly  makes my 
blood boil when I see and know the real facts, 
and find such an ap parent  indifference on the part 
o f  the people wh o  are really suffering,  apparently 
w ithout know ing it. I know  absolute ly  that many 
a yo u n g  girl debauched  and ruined and brought 
to  this Court ,  th at  m a n y  a yo u th  wh o  has robbed 
his em p loyer ,  are the direct products  of certain so- 
called respectable  business men, wh o  support the 
churches and the univers it ies ;  and, if I live and have 
the strength, I o n ly  ask fo r  one more opportunity, 
and th at is to help the people see that it is all true— 
to help them see ju s t  how it works  and how we all 
suffer in the end.

I rejoice in y o u r  editorial  announcement. You 
can do w h a t  seems almost impossible  to many like 
myself.

S incerely  you rs ,
B e n  B .  L i n d s e y .
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Caruso and the Victor
Only on Victor Records or on the grand-opera stage

can you hear the wonderfully sweet and powerful
voices of Caruso, Melba, Sembrich, Eames, Scotti,
Schumann-Heink and other world’s famous operatic
stars /But not even at the opera can you /.

hear in one evening such a cele- /Jk
A-ct°rc«Q  ̂\ brated group of artists as you /Mk
[ V / t -  can hear on the Victor any- /JR

J W  where at any time.
Any V ictor dealer will gladly play g r a n d V ^ f i  

opera or any other V ictor Records for you. /
Call and ask to hear them. /

V ictor Talking M achine Co., Camden, N. J., U. S . A. /
B erliner G ram ophone Co., M ontrea l, C anad ian  D istributors. /

,HIS M ASTERS VOICE.

On the sam e d ay  th ro u gh o u t all A m e rica — the 28th o f each m onth— the n ew  V ic to r  records fo r the fo llo w in g  
month are on sale  by dealers. 21
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\Y/LJ V  ^  Because P E A R -  
* *  * 1  *  * L I N E  is Scientific 

S o a p —T h e directions teach the 
Scientific W a y  of using Soap—the 
W a y  and the Soap that do away 
with the Rubbing and thus relieve 
W om en of the most objectionable 
of all Household W o rk —and pro
long the life of the things W ashed. 
GENTEEL WOMEN APPRECI
ATE PEARLINE ~  DELICATE 
FABRICS DEMAND PEARLINE. 
Soap users are ignorantly extrava
gant of Tim e, Health and Clothes.

THE MIDWINTER 
GATEWAY
T o  the land- w here it ’s

SUMMER ALL WINTER
P assin g  through a country  o f balm y clim atic conditions, with continual scenic sur
prises and p laces of in terest to the tourist at e v e ry  point, a ll the w ay from  N ew  Or
leans to the P acific  C oast,— tra ve lin g  on tra in s o f su perior eq u ip m en t— Sleepers, 
D iners, C hair, L ib ra ry , B u ffe t, O bservation  C ars, with clean  m otive pow er,—  
oil burning Locom otives, a llo w in g  car w indow s to be open th e entire trip, the

Southern Pacific Sunset Route
O ffers you  the n atural m id w inter route to

CALIFORNIA
and all points in

LO U ISIAN A , T E X A S , M EXICO, A R IZ O N A
C onnections from  N ew  Y o rk  b y  steam er or rail.

F . E . B A T T U R S, G. P. A . L . H. N UTTING, G. E . P. A.
Magazine Street, New Orleans 349 Broadway, New York
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Savings in labor, fuel, repairs, and the cleanliness in the use of ID E A L  Boilers 
and A M ER IC A N  R ad iators (m ade in m any sizes for co t
tages up to largest stru ctu re s) make them  paying invest
ments— far beyond 3%  on bank m oney.

If your coal bills are  large and burly  and you have 
scant comfort, w h y w ait longer w ith  five m onths’ W in te r  
ahead? O LD  buildings can be new ly fitted while the old 
heater stays in place and w ithout disturbing occupants.

A D V A N T A G E  1 0 : C orrectly  proportioned circu la
tion spaces inside of ID E A L  B oilers and A M E R IC A N  
Radiators are a  scientifically planned feature. H eat is taken 
from fire instantly by the S team  or W a t e r ; and the free, 
unobstructed circulation insures rapid deliveries of w arm th  
to the room s— w hich m eans full value of fuel m oney.

Write for valuable heating books (free) telling of all the ADVAN
TAGES. Sales Offices and Warehouses in all large cities.

N ote the thin  w a te r  sh eets 
su rro u n d in g  the fire su rfaces 
o f  I D E A L  B o i l e r s ,  w h ich  
b rin g  qu ick , s e n s i t i v e ,  full 
h e a tin g  v a lu e  f r o m  e v e r y  
ounce o f fuel burned.

DEPT. 2 Am e r i c a n R a d ia t o r  Co m p a n y CHICAGO
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Ideal Heating
C h eerfu l W inter evenings of cozy family comfort—hours so 
dear to the heart of wife and mother and restful to the

bread-winner—are assured 
by our ways of Low Pres
sure Steam  and W a te r  
heating with

can* Ideal
Radiators ^ I B o il e r s

High w inds cannot arrest nor chil
ling frost offset their ample, gentle, 
and certain flow of w arm th . Do you  
know that the m ore any room  or 
room s are exposed to the cold, the  
m ore Steam  or H ot W a te r  will auto
m atically m ove in th at d i r e c t i o n ?  
E v e ry  nook and corner is thus made  
livable— enjoyable. N o  a s h - d i r t ,

soot, and coal gases to  vex the tidy housewife, as with s t o v e s  or h o t-a ir  
furnaces— the needless task s w hich m ake slavery for wom en.



M c C lu re ’ s— T he M arketplace of the World

Paper Character
F or the varying requirem ents of the m any  

forms of correspondence m ake sure of the proper 

character of your paper by choosing a

Paper

T h is  T rad e M a rk  
on E v e r y  B o x .

For the dainty note of polite social form, the 

inform al personal letter, or the dignified com

m unication of business, there s a W hiting  

paper of the proper character. W hiting is the 

nam e that signifies quality and correctness 

in paper for every correspondence purpose.

“ When you think o f Writing think o f W H IT IN G .”
' '

Obtainable from the best dealers in stationery.

W HITING PAPER COMPANY, 
148-150-152 Duane St., New York.
CHICAGO, BOSTON, PHILADELPHIA. 

Mills: Holyoke, Mass.
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The Proof is in the Comparison

Particular people, whose pride o f  name and pride 
in product goes into their stationery, have preferred 
©©WOW ©©&$©— irrespective o f  price — for over fifteen 
years.

Not the cheapening hurry o f to-day, but the old, slow, careful methods 
that make for fineness and permanence, are still used in making @@(y)(p>©M.

Its beautiful color and texture, its remarkable toughness and 
erasing qualities, make it not only a distinctive paper, but the de luxe and 
incomparable paper for all business correspondence. Write your letters so 
that they will compel a reading— write them on

$
u w
9 MILLSM M I L L 5

I M P
CUAR̂ \

We are glad to send to firms 
who desire to b etter th eir let
ters—and who will w rite us 
on their letterh ead—sam ples 
of © © ( $ © ,  »n
assorted weights and colors. 
There’s a  w eight and color 
and finish for your p articu lar  
requirements.

T H E  D E L U X E  B U SIN ESS P A P ER

Order 500 sheets and envelopes from your stationer or 
printer and enjoy complete letter satisfaction.

A M E R IC A N  W R ITIN G  P A P ER  CO.,
Largest m anufacturers of fine Cover, Book and Writing Papers in

Am erica. 2 9  Mills.

Holyoke, Mass.
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WEBER PIANO COMPANY, 362 Fifth Avenue, New York

P h o to g r a p h  b y  D a v is  &  E ic k e m e y e r .

Paderewski’s Choice 
of Pianos is

T H E  W E B E R
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In the Scottish Highlands
“  A  friend and I w ere cyc lin g  through Scotland last Summer. We 

wheeled from G la sg o w  to the v i l lag e  of Luss ,  on L o c h  Lom ond. It  was raining 
copiously.

“ U p  a  m ountain road aga in st  the dr iv in g  storm we pushed our wheels. 
Arrived at S tron ach lach ar  we found the steam er we intended to take across 
Loch K a tr in e — was gon e  !

“  We were com pelled  to go  b ack  ‘ over land ’ on our wheels, and on the 
road became h u n g ry  as bears. N o  shelter was near.

“  D ow n we sat on  a s tream ing  rock  and ate G ra p e-N u ts .  F o rtun ate ly  I 
had bought a  p a ck a g e  at G la sg o w  ‘ aga inst  a  ra iny d a y  ’ — and here it was ! 
We ate two-thirds o f  it and in the strength of that meal, pushed our wheels 
over the h um pty-bum p ty  road  in the rain 17  miles to A berfoy le , and at the 
end felt no sense o f  ‘ g o n e n e s s ’ but were fresh as larks. I  cannot im agine 
how we could have  endured the jou rn ey  without

Grape-Nuts
“ There’s a Reason.”

Postum Cereal Co., Limited, Battle Creek, Micb.
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Hall’s
VEGETABLE 
S I C I LI AN

Hair
Renewer

R E V IS E D  F O R M U L A
G lycerin . Has marked healing and sooth

ing properties; especially indicated for rashes, 
eruptions, and itching of the scalp. Also has 
great food value, aiding nature in producing 
a  more luxuriantgrowth of hair.

Capsicum. Stimulant, tonic. Increases 
activity of all the glands and tissues of the 
scalp.

Tea. R osem ary  Leaves. B a y  Rum . Es
pecially valuable in falling hair.

S u l p h u r .  Absolutely essential for the 
prompt and total destruction of the “ falling- 
hair germ ” and the “ dandruff germ.”

Boroglycerin . An antiseptic of high merit.
A lcohol. Stimulant. Antiseptic. Preserv

ative. W a te r . Perfum e.

F a ll in g  H a i r —D an d ru ff
H all’ s Hair Renewer promptly stops 

falling hair because it destroys the 
germs that produce this trouble. We 
certainly believe thatthe intelligentand 
faithful use of this remedy will prove 
eminently satisfactory in these cases.

H all’ s Hair Renewer at once removes 
all dandruff from the scalp, and com
pletely destroysthe dandruff germs. “ To 
cure dandruff is to prevent baldness.”

A splendid dressing. Does not in
terfere with curling or waving the hair.

Show this formula to your family 
physician. He is acquainted with each 
ingredient, hence can give you a valu
able opinion concerning its use for fall
ing hair, dandruff, etc. Ask him if there 
is a single injurious ingredient in it.

H . P . H A L L  & CO., N ash u a, N . H .
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m m m m

a
Million

I Want You to IQnow My 
r as / J^now It.

W h e th e r  y o u  re ly  u p o n  th e 
o ld  fa sh io n e d  ra z o r  o r w h e th e r  

y o u  d e p e n d  u p o n  th e  b a rb e r  fo r  y o u r  d a ily  
s h a v e , th e r e ’s s t ill  a  b e t t e r ,  q u i c k e r ,  
m o r e  e c o n o m i c a l  a n d  s a n i t a r y  w a y —  
the “  G ille tte  ”  w a y — and m y razor w ill con
vin ce you  o f th is fact.

I t  is  t h e  b e t t e r  w a y  because of the 
g reat convenience it affords— a slight turn  
of the handle enables you to have as close ' 

or as light a shave as you m ay wish—  
rem oving any beard w ithout the 

least discom fort or irrita
tion of the skin.

I t  is t h e  
q u i c k e r  way

because the thin, 
flexible, double-e dge d 

blades require JV o  S ' t r o p - '  
p i n g .  JV o  H o n i n g .  They

are made of specially selected and 
tested steel, individually hardened, tempered^"
ground,'honed and stropped b y never-varying a u ^  _
tom atic m achinery. T hey are so inexpensive th a t when dull 
you throw them  aw ay as you would an old pen. I t  takes but 
from three to five m in u tes’ tim e with the Gillette to  obtain  
the m ost delightful shave you ever had in your life,

I t  i s  t h e  e c o n o m i c a l  w a y  because yo u  m ay  sh ave  you rse lf at 
home or aw ay  from  home a t  an y  tim e— sav in g  y o u  tim e, m oney and 
the endless inconvenience and  an n oyan ce of being dependent upon the 
barber. M y razor n ot only produces d a ily  d ividen ds o f satisfaction  to 
its users bu t saves its  cost inside of a  m onth.

I t  is  t h e  c l e a n l y , h y g i e n i c  w a y  because yo u  are exem pt from  
the dangers th at are often encountered b y  allow ing yo u r face to come in 
contact w ith  brush, soap an d  b a rb er shop accessories used on other people, j

I  could ta lk  to  y o u  a  m onth ab ou t th e good q u alities of m y razor j 
and w hat it m eans to  yo u , b u t w h a t I  w a n t is to  t y o u  to  t r y  i t  
ju s t  o n c e  and then  y o u  w ill know  it as I  kn ow  it, an d  w ould  not part 
with it fo r a n y  price.

A sk  y o u r dealer fo r th e  “ G ille tte ”  to d a y  and  sh ave yo u rse lf 
with ease, com fort an d  econom y fo r the rest of y o u r life.

T h e  G i l l e t t e  S a f e t y  R a z o r  S e t  c o n s i s t s  o f  a  t r i p l e  
s i l v e r - p l a t e d  h o l d e r , 12 d o u b l e - e d g e d  b l a d e s  (24 k e e n  
e d g e s ) p a c k e d  in  a  v e l v e t - l i n e d  l e a t h e r  c a s e  a n d  t h e  
p r i c e  i s  $ 5.00  a t  a l l  t h e  l e a d i n g  J e w e l r y , D r u g ,  
C u t le r y ,  H a r d w a r e  a n d  S p o r t i n g  G o o d s  D e a l e r s .

C o m b in a t i o n  S e t s  f r o m  $ 6 . JO  to  $ 5 0 . 0 0
Ask your dealer fo r the “ G I L L E T T E ”  today. I f  substitutes are offered 

refuse them and write us at once fo r our booklet and free trial offer.

Gillette Sales Company 2 0 9  T i m e s  B u i l d i n g  
. N e w  Y o r k  C it y
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K&rpeo
G \iscr& .i\ teed
Upholstered
rar*lijfs*

K&rpeoGUM’AAtted 
Upholstered Fm r  in, It vi re  

CHICAGO

I f  A  D  T >  U*1 T^T G u a ra n teed  
I V  /  jL I V  JL Ml* 1^1 U pholstered

F U R N I T U R E
In Fabric and Genuine Leather Covering

A Beautiful Period Room— Karpen Furnished
Style Louis XV

TO m ake the drawing-room  tru ly  a 
chamber beautiful, nothing is more 
fitting, or im parts greater charm  

and elegance, than a  selection from one 
of the m any Louis X V  styles of K arpen  
Genuine Upholstered Fu rn itu re.

N ot only for beauty of design, fab ric  
and finish, but for their com fort and util

ity , and lasting quality, K arpen pieces 
represent the highest and finest attain
m ents in Upholstered Fu rn itu re  making.

This is the only Upholstered Fu rn i
ture which the m aker stam ps with his 
name, seals with his m ark, and covers 
with a broad and absolute Guarantee of 
satisfaction— or money back.

K arpen Sterling Genuine L e a th e r  Fu rn itu re
is made in over 500 styles. T h e K arpen Sterling Leather mark 
(look for i t ! )  means the genuine fine, strong, flexible outer
thickness of the hide. All K arpen Upholstered Fu rn itu re has 
U. S. Governm ent Standard Spring Supports— Purified genuine 
curled-hair Cushions.

ôrte K a r p e n s  Free  Book “ K”
The largest and most complete furniture guide published. It il

lustrates and describes hundreds of beautiful Karpen styles and is 
filled with helpful hints for correct and artistic furnishing. Kar
pen Furniture is sold through local dealers only. Write for FREE  
BOOK “ IC” and we will give you the name of a dealer who will 
make you a special introductory discount. Send a postal today.

S. K A R P E N  & B R O S .
Karpen Building Karpen Building

187-188 Michigan Ave., CHICAGO 155-157 W . l« th  St.. NEW YORK
W o rld ’s  L a rg e s t M a k e r s  o f  F in e  U pholstered  F u r n i tu r e .  <$>
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NO T H IN G  can equal the satisfaction of offering your guests 
delightful entertainment that takes care of itself, which does 
not interfere with other forms of amusement, but rather helps 

them. Such an entertainer is

The Edison Phonograph
It can amuse the guests by rendering music, popular or classic, or aid 
them with dance music, marches and other things played by the best 
orchestras and brass bands. I t  costs less than the hiring of even a small 
orchestra for a single evening’s entertainment.

H ear the new  m odel w ith  the b ig  horn at the nearest Edison 
store, or w rite  for a  booklet describing it. A t  the sam e tim e

Hear the JanuaryRecords
(out December 24th )— hear the song hits that everybody is talking 
about—hear the best orchestral and band music splendidly performed 
—hear the fine instrumental solos by well-known virtuosos—hear 
talking records of really funny comedians— and then 
buy generously of the January records, for in no other 
way can you obtain for so little money so much delightful 
entertainment for your family and friends.
A sk  your dealer or w rite  us for these three b o o k s: T h e  P h o n o g r a m , describing 
each R ecord in d eta il; th e  S u p p l e m e n t a l  C a t a l o g u e ,  listin g the new  January 
Records and th e  C o m p l e t e  C a t a l o g u e ,  listin g  a ll Edison R ecords now in existence

NATIO N AL PHONOGRAPH COMPANY, 20 Lakeside Avenue, Orange, N. J.
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ON A C C O U N T  of their sterling water
proofing characteristics Barrett Speci
fication Roofs are particularly satis
factory. It is to be questioned if any 

other material known to the roofing industry is as 
naturally inert under the influence of water and 
weather as Coal T ar Pitch, which is the principal 
constituent of Barrett Specification Roofs.

In fact, these roofs are nothing more or less than 
the regular standard “ Coal T ar Pitch, Felt and 
Gravel R oofs” laid according to a Specification 
calling for five plies of Tarred Felt with alternating 
layers of Coal T a r  Pitch and a top, or wearing 
surface, of slag, gravel or tile.

T h e  durability of these roofs is remarkable. In 
many instances they have lasted over 3 0  years 
without attention or repairs of any kind— the cost 
figuring down to one-quarter or one-fifth of a cent 
per square foot per year.

T h e  general understanding of these facts is re
sponsible for the use of such roofs on a .very large 
proportion of all the manufacturing plants of the
country.

In addition to the low cost and long service 
there are special reasons why these roofs are used 
for covering certain buildings— cotton mills, for in
stance, where the inside atmosphere has to be kept 
moist to keep the thread from becoming brittle, are 
unable to use metal roofs on account of the rapid 
corrosion and are almost invariably covered with I 
roofs laid along the lines of T h e  Barrett Specification.

Fumes and moisture, which attack metal roofs 
unless they are kept painted on both sides, have 
no effect on Coal T ar Pitch and gravel.

Booklet covering the roofing subject and in
cluding T h e  Barrett Specification in full mailed free 
on request.
B a r r e t t  M a n u f a c t u r in g  C o m p a n y

N ew  Y o rk  C hicago P hiladelphia 
C leveland A llegh eny  K an sa s C ity

St. Louis Boston M inneapolis
N ew  O rleans Cincinnati 

London, Eng.

u n i u n  B U lL U lN l i ,  IN D IA N A P O L IS , IN D IA N A , R O O F E D  O V E R  2 0  Y E A R S  A G O .
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Here’s the Opportunity 
Are You the IHan?

i f  an em ployer should say, “ /  w ant a  m an  fo r  an  im portan t position / ’ 
would you  be the r ig h t  m an ?

Opportunities like that are com ing constantly to men trained by the International 
Correspondence Schools, an institution that qualifies men to take advantage of every 
opening; to com m and high salaries; to succeed in the best positions.

Employers prefer I .  C . S. students because of their training, and are daily applying to 
the Students’ Aid D epartm ent of the I .  C . S. for men to fill positions of responsibility.

D oesn’t it shake you up when you see another fellow pushed ahead— because he
is trained— and yourself plodding along in 
the same poor jo b  at the same low wages?

D uring O ctob er 249 students voluntarily 
reported an increase in salary and position as 
the direct result of 1. C. S. training.

W h y  don’t you get in line for a good 
position? I t ’s the business of the I .  C . S. to 
help you. N o  m atter who you are, w hat you 
do, or how little you earn, the I . C . S. com es 
to you right w here y ou  a re , at your present 
work, in your own hom e, and qualifies you 
for the good things others w ill grasp if you 
don’t wake up. _ )

T h e  first step is to mark and mail the 
coupon. I t  costs nothing but a stamp and 
will bring you information and help that 
will eventually be worth thousands of dollars.

I N T E R N A T I O N A L  C O R R E S P O N D E N C E  SCHOOLS
B o x  8 1 4 ,  S cra n to n , P a .

P lease exp lain , w ithout fu rther obligation on m y p art, how 
I  can  qualify for a larger sa lary  in  the position before Which 
I  have m arked X

B ook k eep er
Stenographer
Advertisement Writer 
Show C ard  W rite r  
W indow  T rim m er  
C om m ercial Law  
I llu s tra to r  
C ivil Service  
C hem ist
T e x tile  Mill Supt. 
E le c tr ic ia n  
E lect E n gin eer

Meehan. Draughtsman 
Telephone E n gin eer  
E lec. L ig h tin g  Sup t. 
M ech. E n g in eer  
S u rv ey o r
S tatio n ary  E n gin eer  
C ivil E n gin eer  
B u ild in g  C on tractor  
Architec’l Draughtsman 
A rch ite c t
S tru c tu ra l E n gin eer
B an k in g
M ining En gin eer

City State------------------ —

L
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Look for name ' ‘Congress' ’ on every box.

The thoughtful hostess will not 
ask the players to use cards that 
have been soiled by previous 
handlings. Daintiness demands a 
fresh, new pack of

Congress
Cards edges)

So exquisite it is a pleasure just 
to handle them. There are many 
designs to choose from.
Sold by dealers, 50c. per pack.

Send 2c. stamp for rules of new fascinating game of 
Quinto—four-handed. 200-page book of rules of all card 
games for 10c . stamps, or 3 green stamps from Congress 
transparent wrappers.

A beautiful enlargement of George or Martha W ash
ington, Rose or Colonial Girl back, 1 4 x 2 1 ,  in colors, for 
framing, sent postpaid, for 3  of the green stamps which 
fasten the wrapper on each pack of Congress C ard s ; or 
the set of four for 1 2  of the green wrapper stamps.

The U. S. Playing Card Co.,
1 0 0 1  Congress Court, Cincinnati, U. S .  A.

T h ere  are other tiny 

watches, but the one 

worthy to bear the name which 

always and everywhere stands 

lor reliability and excellence 

must be a timekeeper. This 

dainty little watch is called the

Lady Elgin
It is in every respect a true 

E lgin— made as small as con

sistent with Elgin  perfection. 

The smallest watch made in 

A m erica— the illustration shows 

its actual size. E very  Elgin 

W atch is fully guaranteed—  

all jewelers have them. Send 

for “ The Watch,” a story of the 

time of day.

Elgin National Watch Co.,
Elgin, 111.
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Do You Know the 
Jo y s  of Holeproof?

Do you know the joy of putting your feet into H o le -  
p ro o f Sto ck in g s that won’t go bad for six months?

Do you know the joy of giving “good riddance” to the 
miserable, detested weekly darning that H o lep ro o f H o sie ry  
has made an end of?

Do you know the joy of buying stockings as you do other 
things, with the knowledge that they will last? In short

Are Your Sox Insured?
R E A D  T H IS  G U A R A N T E E

We guarantee any purchaser of Holeproof Stockings that they will need no darn
ing for six months. I f they should we agree to replace them with new ones, pro
vided they are returned to us within six months from date of sale to wearer.

/jolBproof /iosiery
F o r  M en a n d  W o m e n

W ears Six Months Without Holes
H o le p ro o f is the origrinal guaranteed long: wear hosiery. It  is knit of long fibered Egyptian cotton, by a process which renders 

it extremely tough and durable, yet elastic, and it is soft and easy on the feet. H o le p r o o f  S o x  are reinforced at points of hardest 
wear and retain their original good shape. They cost no more than ordinary sox and look as handsome as any you ever saw. It  is 
stocking luxury to wear H o l e p r o o f ,  and if you once test it for yourself you will never wear any other.

M en ’s H o le p r o o f  S o x  are made in fast colors—Black, Tan (light or dark) Pearl and N avy Blue. Sizes 9 to 12.
Medium or light weight. Sold only in boxes containing six pairs of one size—assorted colors if desired. S ix  months 
guarantee with each pair. We also make stockings for women under the same guarantee. Sizes 8 to 1 1 . Reinforced 
garter tops. Colors—Black and Tan.

S e n d  $ 2 . 0 0  T o d a y  fo r  T r i a l  B o x . W e  P r e p a y  S h ip p in g  C h a r g e s
C A U T IO N  1 If your dealer carries H o le p r o o f ,  buy of him, but be sure you get the genuine. In ordering, state size, color preferred, 

and whether all one color or assorted. Remit by money order, draft or any convenient way. Send for free booklet, which explains everything.

H O L E P R O O F  H O S I E R Y  C O M P A N Y , 4 3  F o u r t h  S tre e t, M ilw a u k e e , W is . Registered

PA G E F E N C E .
Page ornamental wrought-iron fence is the most 

economical for enclosing Law ns, Parks, Cem eteries,
etc. it is beautifully finished, and made of strongest 
wrought iron, which does not rust. Page wrought- 
tton fence lasts a lifetime. Page Ornamental 
"rought-Iron Fence can be had in any style, design 
?r height. Send for special catalog on Wrought- 
r°n Fence. Ask about our Woven Wire Fence.

$3.85 b y  m a il  P r e p a id  
J e t  B la c k , W a r m ,
Soft, Durable, Handsome.

If you are interested in having Hides or 
Skins T a n n ed ,fo r coats, robes, rugs, gloves 
or neck wear, soft, light, odorless, moth
proof ; or work requiring the taxidermist’s 
skill ; or if you want to buy an elegant 
F u r Lined Coat, or a Natural Black Galloway, 
Black or Brown Frisian, or Black D og Skin 
Coat, fur outside ; or Fur Robes, Gloves or 
Mittens, you should have our illustrated 
catalog.

W e are the largest custom fur tanners in 
the United States— more than that, we are the 
largest Custom F ur Tanners of large wild and 
domestic animal skins in the world.

THE CROSBY FRISIAN FUR COMPANY,
312 M ill S treet, R ochester, N. Y.

How long does the ord in ary two-piece tip on 
your guide cards la s t?  Doesn’ t it  a lw ays give 
out at the top ? These one-piece

Celluloid Tipped 
Guide Cards

protect the top of the tab  w here the w ear comes 
and more than double the usefulness of the card. 
Never crack or curl—in a ll colors, printed or plain.

Ask your dealer for the one-piece tip  or w rite  
direct for sam ples to

STANDARD INDEX CARD CO.
701-709 Arch St. Ph ilade lph ia . Pa.
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>_Jhe Prestige

WH,Tt HOUSE' 
C O F F E E

Splendid

Will m o s t 7

j certainly 
inspire^ 
perfect^ 
confidence 
in our equally 
superb

'W H ITE  
HOUSE r

Which are p u l 
up lb.
carefuljv sealed 
tins and warranted 
to give complete 
s a t is / a c t io n ., 
BOTH WHITE HOUSE 

COFFEE AND 
“WHITE H0U5E"TEA5 
ARE THE PRODUCT 

OF THE MOST 
FAMOUS PLANTATIONS 

IN THE WORLD.

/ FORMOSA OOLONG

WHITE HOUSE TEAS ) : - r ; cEYLON-
yV R E  S O L D  UN DER,.

ORANGE P E K O E "
THESE DISTINCTIVE NAMES. .-EN6U5HBREAKfAST

HOUSE br<M\(Vy o f T e ^  au\A Coffe  
^  w, p b y  <v too ? t reputable c o n ce rn  Tror 

1 f^rsvOSt ca re fu l je le c t io r v j  o f  ex p e rt s  o f  
Ik<3 sKiU. a M  fo r people w ho vxpprec-
£ ? e  a ll  th a t  15 beyt m  Ike t e a  arvh Voffee  

• TK ey  A re  ^ f o r r * ,  r e lia b le ,

“ All the world hates a 
stingy man/’ But a good 
many users of “ stingy” busi
ness stationery are innocent 
offenders.

I f  they knew
The sta n d a rd  paper f o r  business stationery

©Li HAfiflPSHIfflE M l
“ Look f o r  the W ater M a rk  ”

and if they stopped to con
sider that the paper carrying 
their messages and signature 
carries also their personality 
and character, there would 
be a much smaller demand 
for cheap paper.

O l d  H a m p s h i r e  B o n d  is  the standard 
paper for business correspondence. Look for 
the watermark in the most important letters 
y o u  receive. Meanwhile, let us send you a 
specimen book showing letterheads and other 
business forms, printed, lithographed and 
engraved on the white and fourteen colors.

Hampshire
Paper
Company
The only paper makers in 
the world making bond 
paper exclusively.

South Hadley Falls 
Massachusetts
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“ Look for the little target trade-mark and you cannot go w ro n g ."
' F o r  thirty-five years H & R  R evolvers have sub
stan tiated  every  claim  m ade for them  — because ^  
they are  m anufactured under a perfect system  of 

inspection and exp ert criticism  —  
and when finished defects ^  

are impossible.
O ur 

beautifu lly  
i l l u s t r a t e d  

catalog is replete 
w ith s t y l e s  and 

sizes, am ong which 
w e w ould especially 

recom m end our H

It guarantees sim- 
plicity of construction, 

perfect safety, absolute 
reliability of action, and 

superior shooting 
qualities.

& R  A utom atic dou
ble action 32 calibre 6 shot, or 38 calibre 5 shot, 3J inch 
barrel, nickel finish, $6.00. H &  R  Hammerless, 

$7.00. H  & R  R evolvers are sold by  all first-class 
dealers. Rather than accept a substitute, order 

fro m  us direct. Send for illustrated  catalog.

HARRINGTON & RICHARDSON 
ARMS CO.,

430 Park Ave., Worcester, Mass.

? e C s e

CARNATION 
V'The Pink of 
^Perfection"

( d u p l i c a t e )

A  Perfect Copy
T h e  duplicate as exact in every detail 

hs the orig inal— the impression is sharp, 
clear and readable— no smut— every letter 
uniform —  the most perfect carbon copy 
that can possibly be made, because

“ T he  
P in k  o f  

P e r 
fec tio n * *

Carbon Paper
was used.

C a r n a t i o n  B r a n d  C a r b o n  P a p e r  h a s  s t r o n g ,  i n d e l i b l e  
c o l o r s — h a r d ,  n o n - s m u t  f i n i s h — a d i f f e r e n t  g r a d e  f o r  

d i f f e r e n t  c o p i e s  —  o n e  s h e e t  o u t l i v e s  t w o  o f  o r d i n a r y  
k i n d s .  A n  e x c l u s i v e  n e w  p r o c e s s  i n  t h e  m a n u f a c t u r e  
r e n d e r s  C a r n a t i o n  B r a n d  a  p e r f e c t  c a r b o n  p a p e r .  O u r  
b o o k ,  “ Uses an d  Abuses o f  Carbon P a p er and  
T y pew riter R ibbo n ,'*  t e l l s  y o u  w h i c h  g r a d e  t o  u s e .  
S e n d  f o r  i t  t o d a y ,  i t ’ s  f r e e !

U ie  C arn atio n  B ran d  T y p e w rite r  
R ib b o n — P o s i t i v e l y  n o n - f i l l i n g — i n 
d e l i b l e —  g i v e s  c l e a r ,  u n i f o r m  l e t t e r  
u n t i l  r i b b o n  i s  a l l  w o r n  o u t .

D o n ’ t  f o r g e t  t o  s e n d  f o r  t h e  b o o k .
A d d r e s s —

Miller-Bryant-Pierce Co.
D e p t. H , A u ro ra , I1L

KTHETRUNK W IT H  
T H  EL. guarantee;

T R A V E L  T H IS W INTER  
W ITH TH IS TRUNK
P  & S “ H O LDS-A LL”  W ARDROBE
TRUNKS carry and keep all 
w eights of clothing in proper 
condition for wear; contents a l
ways get-at-able; occupy half 
usual space in room. T ypes vary 
to satisfy  all uses. M oderately 
priced. Sold  by Jo h n  W ana- 
maker, N ew  Y ork ; R . H . W hite 
Co., B oston ; and other trunk 
dealers. H andsome catalogue 
of us on request.

THE J .  F. PARKHURST & SON CO.,
F actories : 2 8 1  Main S t., B a n g o r , M aine.

XTHE TRUNK t h e ?GUARANTEÊ

SAVED
Write f o r  illustrated catalog of all .— 

standard makes of typew riters in America. 
Select the machine you prefer, and we 
will save you actually from 25# to 75£ 
on it. We have all makes including 

Remington Oliver Yost
New Century Monarch Underwood
Smith Premier Densmore Hammond

The very machine you want is always on 
h a n d  ready for immediate delivery, and will 
be shipped on approval if requested. We also i 

have branch salesrooms in the lead- 
. i n g  cities where machines can 
f be seen and demonstrated.

t h e  t y p e w r i t e r  
EXCHANGE

Operated by the American -W riting Machine Co  
, 3 4 5  - 3 4 7 .  B R O A D W A Y ,  N E W  Y O R K
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Y ou can trust it to do  
the thing you want w hen you want it

In stirring; times like these a revolver is a good thing to have about
the house —  in fact it’s well to have one near no 

matter where you are. Get a safe one and a sure one
w ' "  S °  on>y when you want it to go off, and it 

will hit what you aim at and hit it hard. It is the only re- 
volver made that is worthy the name “ Safety .”  You can 

-p “  hammer the hammer,”  throw the revolver against a
stone w all, handle it as roughly as you choose — 

t the patented safety lever, exclusively used in
this revolver, prevents all possibility of acci- 

dental discharge. Its  action is explained 
in our booklet, “  Shots,”  sent free.

_  More than 1 ,500,000 o f this
one model have been sold. 

  This enormous sale

'ifa . .

Hammer the Hammer

m akes possible a 
great reduction in the cost o f 

production, so that an Iv e r  
Johnson R evo lv er costs you 

about half what you are  expected  to p ay  for others.

Our Free Booklet, “Shots”
tells all about the peculiar construction o f Iver  Johnson Revolvers. 

W ith it comes our large, handsomely illustrated catalogue.

I V E R  J O H N S O N  S A F E T Y  I V E R  J O H N S O N  S A F E T Y
H A M M E R  R E V O L V E R  H A M M E R L E S S  R E V O L V E R

3-inch barrel, nickel-plated finish, 22 rim- A A  3 inch barrel, nickel-plated finish, 32 or Af|
fire cartridge, 32 or 38 center-fire cartridge, 38 center-fire c a r t r i d g e , .............................. V <  ■ U i#

H ardware and Sporting Ooods dealers everywhere w ill be glad to explain the safety features of 
Iv e r  Johnson Revolvers. I f  you have trouble in  getting our goods, we w ill send direct on receipt 
o f price. The owl’s  head on the g r ip  and -our name on the barrel are marks o f the GENUINE

Iver J o h n s o n ’s A r m s  &  Cycle'Works,  136 River St.,  F i tc hbu rg ,  Mass.
New  Y oke : 99 Chambers Street. Hambvro, Germany : Pickhuben 4.
S a n  F r a n c i s c o  : P. B . Bekeart Co., 7 1 7  Market St. L o n d o n ,  E n g l a n d  : 17 Mincing Lane, E .  C. 

M a k e rs  o f  I  ; c r  J o lin e o n  Singrle B a r r e l  S h o tg u n s  a n d  I v e r  J o h n s o n  T ru ss  B r id g e  B icy c le s .
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i p  ■’C !
f t

Run it on the Scales
D on5t buy your automobile without 

having it weighed. Light-weight means 
net ability and low expense.

Unnecessary weight means loss o f  power. Repair bills. G asoline bills. 
Tire expense. Awkwardness. Discomfort. Danger.

Every pound of superfluous weight means more work for your engine to do. 
Your horse-power doesn’t do so much— less speed, slower work on the hills. 
What’s the use of buying high horse-power and throwing it away on weight?

A  heavy, complicated, water-cooled engine has more to get out o f order 
than an air-cooled engine— that means m ore repair-b ills . A heavy automobile 
injures itself by jarring. T hat means more repair-bills. A heavy automobile 
wears out tires fast— s till m ore expense. A heavy automobile is hard to manage 
— that means danger.

There is no comfort possible,. under average touring conditions, with a 
heavy stiff-frame half-spring machine.

The 16 h. p. Franklin touring-car at #1850 weighs 1600 pounds; the 28 
h. p. at $2850 weighs 2200; the six-cylinder 40 h. p. at $4000 weighs 2500 .

Water-cooled motor-cars of similar power and capacity weigh from 2000 , 
to 4000 pounds.

“ Run it on the scales.” W eigh  your autom obile—  
o f  whatever m ake— before you buy it.

Send for 1908 Catalogue.
H H F R A N K L I N  M F G  CO, Syracuse N Y

Member Association Licensed Automobile Manufacturers

FRANKLIN
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HELD HIGH IN 
PUBLIC ESTEEM

A utom ob iles these days are v |  
f  not bought on dem onstrations or prom - \  

ises. T h e  kn o w in g  ones buy strictly  
on reputation the sam e as they buy any 

other high cost lu xu ry . W h en  w e say that

The Pope-Hartford for 1 9 0 8
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This year, as in previous years, the entire output 
of the Elmore factory is pledged and sold—with 
agents urging an increase of their allotment.

Far and aw ay the most active car in the 
American sales  market today is  the valve- 
less two-cycle Elmore.

For five years  it has been the steadiest se ll
ing car in this country.

These  are positive e ffects  due to a fixed and 
positive cause.

Th e  stability and prosperity of the Elmore, 
past and present, has arisen primarily 
from the fact that it is a two-cycle and a 
va lve less  car.

The history of all four-cycle cars has been 
one of change and caprice in public choice 
— largely due to caprice and change and 
uncertainty in construction.

The history of the va lve less  two-cycle Elmore 
has been one of steady progression and 
steady popularity, due to the gradual evolu
tion of a fixed principle, of whose correct
ness every  Elmore owner has been enthu
siastically  convinced.

Thus, today, no Elmore owner can be coaxed 
or coerced away from the E lm ore. This  
is due to the riding and operating results

he gets because it is  v a lv e le s s ; and because 
it is two-cycle.

O w ners of four-cycle  cars m ay and do waver in 
their allegiance, "change cars, become dis
couraged, and abandon any and all four-cycle 
cars—the E lm ore  owner will remain supreme
ly loyal because he is  suprem ely  satisfied.

A fter the E lm ore  two-cycle engine was per
fected and all va lves  eliminated, only one 
thing remained to emphasize and widen 
the gap between the Elmore and all other 
cars, to w i t : the ignition system .

In the 1 9 0 8  car has been installed an igni
tion system  substantia lly  as amazing in 
its resu lts  as the action of the two-cycle 
engine itself— a system , for instance which 
will run the car 2 ,0 0 0  miles on one set 
of six-inch dry cells .

Th ese  paragraphs give you in the rough 
some idea w hy the sa les  of the Elmore 
are im pervious to changing conditions 
which a ffect  four-cycle cars—why we are 
inclined to bend a listening ear to the 
appeal of our agents that each and all of 
them be allotted more cars.

THE ELMORE MFG. CO., 404 Amanda Street, CLYDE, 0.
M e m b e rs  A . L .  A . M .
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Heating Boiler Talks, No. 2.
By A. Master Steam -Fitter.

The KtWANEE. Boiler is the one for me 
every time— for houses, flats and public 
buildings.

It is built like a locomotive boiler—of 
riveted steel plates and tested to twenty 
times the usual steam pressure.

You can get more live steam out of a ton 
of coal with a K&w a n e e  Boiler than with 
any other boiler. You can save the price of 
the boiler in your reduced coal bill.

K e w a n e e  B o i l e r s
are recommended by leading architects and heating 
contractors, because they last longer, cost less to oper
ate and give better satisfaction than other boilers.

W h eth er yo u  are  in terested  in h eatin g your hom e, 
your store  y o u r chu rch , an  office building, ap artm en t 
building or a  school house, you ought to  read  th e  
little book entitled “ KjDMANEft H eatin g  M ethods.”
It tells w h y  KEWANC*  B oilers a re  recom m ended  
by arch itects  and steam -fitters  alike. W r ite  for it 
today. It is free to  you, th ough it  is w o rth  $10 to  
any intending boiler buyer.

K&WANEE: BOILER COMPANY
128 Franklin Street, Kewanee, 111.

Thî Heat R egulator
Saves on Your Coal
30 Days to Try— 60 Days to Pay—~

Prove it for yourself. We send it all ready to put up on 
30 days’ Free Trial to convince you it will do just what we 
say it will. Anyone who can use a screw-driver can attach 

I it to any furnace, steam or hot water heater.

The Chicago Heat Regulator !X X "  h,eha'e
mmmm* weather outside be below zero or above freezing. That means 

"health and 25% coal saved, 
fhe Time-Set”  and thermostat keep the temperature just as you 

want it all the time. Set it cool at night and the clock starts the fire 
up at any hour in the morning. No getting up early to warm up the 
house.  ̂Send for our Free Booklet today, V/hich gives all particulars 
"Don t wait for zero weather.
The Chicago”  Heat R egulator C o . , 46 Dearborn S t., Chicago, 111.

L. Or, OTTERVILLE MFG. CO., Otterville, Ontario .^ —    -   —

LEARN PLUMBING
S h o rt  H o u rs—B ig  Pay

T h e  best paid o f all trades. 
Plum bers are always in  demand. 
They  have shorter hours and re
ceive better wages than any other 
m echanic. B y  our i m p r o v e d  
method of instruction we make you 
a sk illfu l, practical plumber in a 
short time. Y o u 'll be enabled to 
fill a good p o sitio n in a  few months 
in which you can earn plumbers' 
wages. W rite at once for illus
trated catalog, which gives full 
particulars and terms.

44 4 1  O L IV E  S T R E E T

The cost i s  so 
small that no mod
ern r e s i d e n c e  
should be without 
one. Made in three 
sizes:

No. Wail Opening 1______ 16 x 22 2.......... 16 x 27 3_____22 x 33
W rite for descrip

tive circular to
MAJESTIC FURNACE 
AND FOUNDRY CO.,

D e p t. A 
H u n tin g to n , In d .

A R E  ALWAYS 
E Y E  SO R E S

N o Sm ash ed  S a s h ; 
No B r o k e n  G la ss ; 
No So iled  S id in g ; 
No M a rre d  F o u n 

d a tio n ;
where t h e  M ajestic 
Chute is used. It cau 
be placed in an o ld  
w a ll as well as in new. ----------------  G
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' ’ **C
• ’ ’ ’ v -  . j ■* ^

"EACHT ORAXtlNG "WINNER O F THE. TIM E 
tPR lZ B IN THE 2 0 0  M 1LB TOLEDO XONG 
DISTANCE RACE OK BAKE ERIE) AKG.ISD7 
•W RITE FO R  THE S T O R Y  O F THE RACE

f o l d
TO SUP

^ ■ S p ' ^ / I N T O  POCKET
j W X  OR muff

No Bulk No Bother

Folding Pocket Skates

This  wonderful boat is equipped with three 
40  h. p. G ray Motors ( 1 20  h. p.)- She has 
made a record for speed and reliability. 
But the motors in the Grayling are not one 
bit better than our $67.50 2//2 h. p . engine. 
E very  G ray motor is built as good as we 
can build it.

h. p. Gray 
with com
plete boat 
outfit

Send for catalog of 1908 
Motors 2jS^ to 4 0  h. p.

Engines for Pleasure Boats. 
Engines for Speed Boats. 
Heavy Duty Engines for 
Working and Fishing Boats.

M a r t in  S k a t e s  have all the virtues of the
old style skates, plus compactness ;  they fold 
flat to carry in the wallet. Cost no more. 
W ill cling to new or worn-down heels ; are 
strong and smart in appearance.

A  p a ir in a  w a lle t ; w ill  f it  a n y  shoe. A sk  
y o u r  d e aler o r w r it e  u s fo r  free  booklet B.

MARTIN SKATE CO., Boston, Mass^

T R Y  I T  Y O U R S E L F
FIVE DAYS FREE

T h is  sim ple, practical, accurate com- 
p u ter costs only a  fraction of the price 
o f  key  m achines and does everything 
th ey  do excep t print.

G ray  N o. 6 , length, 2 0  ft., 18 h . p ., 3  cyl. G ray  motor, 
H as never been defeated by a  boat of her length.

For your S p e e d  B o a t ,  get a  G ray Motor. 

L a r g e s t  a n d  m o s t  U p - t o - d a t e  P l a n t  
i n  t h e  W o r l d ,  devoted exclusively t o  
manufacturing 2 -cycle Marine Motors.

jRAY MOTOR CO. &SML

■ T H E  RAPID  
\ C O M P U T E R
i  Adding Machine
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Home Builders
With One Year’s Subscription to

Keith s Magazine
Plans for your new home with all the information you need to make home building easy and satisfactory. Keith’s 
Magazine is devoted to home building, decorating and furnishing. Each 64-page issue contains plans for seven practical, 
artistic house designs, drawn by the best architects in the country. Keith’s Magazine is filled from cover to cover with 
helpful ideas and suggestions for home builders and home makers. It helps to make every dollar you put into your home 
count for beauty, utility and lasting satisfaction. Subscribe now and we will send you our handsome book, showing

42 Cottage and Bungalow Plans FREE
This book gives you your choice of 42 inexpensive, up-to-date, model designs, with accurate descriptions, illustrations and 
cost estimates at current prices. The book also tells how you can obtain Free Blue Print Plans. With Keith's Magazine 
and its free information service, together with our books of designs, your building simply cannot go wrong, because 
I f n ' f V i * ®  1VA r% * deals in facts. It can be relied upon absolutely as the recognized authority for
I v c l i n  S i V i a . g a . Z i n e  home builders, and is the only publication of its kind in existence.

O n e y e a r ' s  su b s c r ip tio n  t o  K e i t h 's , $ 1 . 5 0  w ith  i l lu s t r a te d  b o o k  o f  4 2  C o t ta g e s  a n d  B u n g a lo w s  F R E E .
Book of designs for 74 Homes costing $3000 to $5000, and Keith’s for 1 year, $2.00. Book of Designs for 72 Homes costing $5000 and up, and 
Keithsfor I year, $2.00. Book of 120 Beautiful interiors and Keith’s for I year, $ 1.75 . Single copies of Keith's at all news-stands, 15cents.

M A X  L. K EIT H , Lum ber Exchange 5 1 0 ,  M IN N E A P O L IS , M IN N .

Residence at P ass C hristian , Miss.

Stained w ith

Cabot’s S h in g le  S t a in s
For Sh ingles and a ll R o u g h  W oodw ork 

Are 5 0 %  cheaper than paint
Cost 5 0 %  less to apply
Look 1 0 0 %  handsomer than paint

The colors are softer and richer, nearer to 
nature than paint, and “ wood treated with 
Creosote is not subject to dry-rot or other 
decay.” — Century D ictionary.

Samples on wood and litho-watercolor chart of 
Stained Houses sent free on request.

SA M U E L  CABOT, Inc .
■39 Milk S tre e t. -  -  BOSTON, M ASS.

Agents all over the country.
T  '■

V ^ P O R

V a p o r  H e a t i n g  C o .
Broom ell’ s-patent V apor System

1 2 6  S. B road S t . ,  Philadelphia

If  you are consider- 
ig steam or hot-water 
e a t i n g ,  d o n ’ t do a 

thing more until you 
investigate Vapor.

V a p o r  H e a t i n g

is the improvement on 
steam and hot-water :  
add together the ad
vantages of these two 
systems, then subtract 
their d i s a d v a n t a g e s ,  
and the result equals 
— Vapor.

Book on heating, free .
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Peck-Williamson Underfeed Furnace
Saves One-Half to Two-Thirds of Goal Bills

T h is  isn’t a financial dream. Slack  is cheaper than 
anthracite or lum p coal. Cheapest slack, w h ich  w ould 
smother a top-feed fire yields just as m uch heat in the 
Underfeed as h ig h -p riced  coal. Y O U  save the differ
ence in cost. In  the Underfeed a ll  the  f ir e  is on top. 
Smoke and gases, wasted in other furnaces, must pass thru  
the flame, are converted into heat units and consumed.

G e o r g e  A . W a r d e n  o f  O t t u m w a ,  l a . ,  w r i t e s : “ H a v 
i n g  u s e d  y o u r  U n d e r f e e d  F u r n a c e ,  f o r  t w o  y e a r s ,  i n  a  
9  r o o m  h o u s e ,  c a n  o n l y  s a y  w e  h a v e  h a d  p e r f e c t  h e a t  
a n d  p e r f e c t  s a t i s f a c t i o n  i n  e v e r y  r e s p e c t .  I t  h a s  c o s t  
a b o u t  $ 2 8  p e r  s e a s o n  t o  h e a t  t h e  h o u s e .”

W e could fill a book as b ig  as an encyclopedia with 
testim onials just as strong.

I f  savin g  money on your coal b ill is any object, let us send 
you our Underfeed Booklet describing this furnace m arvel, and 
a lot of fac-sim ile letters from delighted owners. H eating plans 
and services of our E ngineering  Departm ent are yours—
F R E E .  W rite  today, g iv in g  name of local dealer with 
whom you prefer to deal.

The Peck-Williamson C o., 337 W. Fifth St., Cincinnati, 0
D ealers—W rite for O ur Net* Year*s P roposition.

Illustration shows fu rn a c e  with cas
ing cut out, to show how coal is  forced  
up under fire—which burns on top.

HARTSHORN / W *  HARTSHORN
SHADE ROLLERS I 1 * 1  SHADE ROLLERS

B e s r  th e scrip t nam e o f  S te w a rt I m  * W W  B e a r  th e scrip t n am e o f  S te w a rt
H artsh o rn  on lab e l. m  W  H  H a rtsh o rn  on lab e l.

G e t “ Im p ro v e d ,” n o  ta c k s  re q u ired . J B  ^  9  a t  Q et  “ Im p r o v e d ,” no t a c k s  re q u ired .Wood Rollers Tin Rollers W ood Rollers Tin Rollers

Coal Bills Reduced 2 5 %  Comfort Increased 1 0 0 %
O N  Y O U Rby using The Powers Heat Regulator

fu r n a c e  o r b o ile r . E a s i l y  a p p lie d , f i ts  a n y  h e a te r .  S o ld  b y  a l l  d e a le r s  o r  s e n t  pn t r ia l .  A u to m a tic .

gBBBBOO K T H E  P O W E R S  R E G U L A T O R  C O .  ?07Dr ? f S T v e n a T t } EW T O R l

T17'ARM  A IR  and Winter form a comfort- 
’ ^ able combination more than ordinarily 

, cheerful when you can get out your little bank book and 
_ figure on the surplus that is yours because you’ve a furnace 
that is not only giving you clean, even heat, but is earning  you a 
66^3 % dividend. The
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SECURITY MUTUAL 
LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY

BINGHAM TON, N EW  YORK

C H A R L E S  M. T U R N E R  - - - - -  P resid en t

Write for circular descriptive of the 
New Perfection Endowm ent Policy,— an 
ideal contract for the young man. Give 
occupation and date of birth. Address

A. B. H O W E  - - A ssistan t G en eral M anager

Effectiveness of H ardw are
The architectural effectiveness of a house may be emphasized by the char
acter of the hardware trimmings. The importance of right selection cannot 
be too strongly impressed upon the prospective builder, so if you are plan
ning to build a new home, or remodel the old, choose the hardware yourself 
In this w ay you can keep the cost at its lowest figure, and at the same time 

know that in quality and ^appearance the hardware is in keeping with 
your ideas of what is appropriate.

SARGENT’S
Artistic Hardware

is made in a wide range of designs that ac
cord with any architectural style or period. 

S a r g e n t ’ s  B o o k  o f  D e s i g n s  
S e n t  F R E E

is  an invaluable aid in the selection of right 
hardware. Illustrates and describes nearly 
seven ty different design s to harmonize 

with your new home.
Don’t order hardware before seeing 

th is book. It’ s a costly book to send 
free, but it’ s yours for the ask in g . If 

interested in the C olonial—ask  for our 
C olonial Book in addition to the Book 
of D esigns.

A  postal request tvill bring you 
complimentary copies by return mail. 

S A R G E N T  & CO..
159 Leonard St., New York

IS PRONOUNCED IDEAL /
A  lady living in Athens, Pa., writes 

of LABLACHE as follows:
“ It is a good, pure powder that 

adds to a woman’s complexion just 
as a little fine lace does to her 
toilette. It  removes that sallowness and 
oily look. I t  is  because of their perfect 
confidence in its purity and beautifying 
qualities that ils users pronounce it ideal.”

Refuse substitutes. They may be dangerous. Flesh, White, Pink, 
or Cream, 50c. a box, of druggists or by mail. Send 10c.for sample.

BEN . L E V Y  CO., Fren ch  P erfum ers
D e p t. 19 , 1 2 5  K in g s t o n  S t . ,  B o s to n , M a s s .

MEILINK’S HOME SAFE
A perfect safe and made for the home (or small office). Ju st as fire-proof 

as a big safe, in fact, lined with a much better filling— our Cement Asbestos 
filling— which enables us to guarantee what no other safe (large or small) can, v iz .: 
A gainst the com mon difficulties o f interior dampness, rusted bolt w ork  and swollen 

walls. Double steel walled and fitted with the very highest 
grade combination lock (all brass). Sold for

*8 r  Fire Proof '
Elegantly finished, adapted for any room ; 3 0 , 0 0 0  in Use ; 

cheaper protection than fire insurance.
Send for Free Illustrated Catalogue—50 Pages

showing entire new line 21 different styles House, Office and 
W all Safes.
MEIL1NK MANUFACTURING CO., 101 Jackson St., Toledo, Ohio
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A R B EK A 2 %  inches

A L T R . O 2 V s  inches TWO NEW
A r r o w

C L U P E C O  S H R U N K  l/4 S IZ E

C O L L A R  S
Of the closed front, folded type now so 

popular among men who favor the smartest 
fashions. Made in two heights, with a size 
every fourth of an inch.

Most suitable with the narrow four-in-hand 
or the tightly tied broad end tie.

15 C E N T S  E A C H — 2 F O R  2 5  C E N T S  

If not where you trade, drop us a line. 

Proper Dress, a booklet on fashions, mailed on request

C L U E T T ,  P E A B O D Y  4  C O . ,  4 4 9  R I V E R  S T . ,  T R O Y ,  N .  Y.
M A K E R S  O F  C L U E T T  S H I R T S .

Every plated K R E M E N T Z  C ol
lar Button is incased in a layer of 
gold, which is the reason it outwears 
any other button, and always looks 
well. Other buttons are made up 
with a wash of gold which soon wears 
off. W e  roll the gold on the compo
sition backing before sh aping the but
ton, giving a heavy gold surface, and 
the highest quality button. M ade in 
many sizes, rolled plate and gold.

Insist on the K R E M E N T Z .

Every button insured. Sold every
where.
Booklet tells the story— F R E E .

KREMENTZ & CO. 
51 Chestnut St. Newark, N. J .

ONCE T R I E D - A L W A Y S  WORN
N O T  “ C e llu lo id ” — N O T  “ P a p e r  C o l la r s ” — b u t m ad e o f F I N E  

C L O T H ,  e x a c t ly  r e s e m b lin g  fa s h io n a b le  lin e n  g o o d s . P R IC E  at 
S T O R E S  2 5  c e n t s  fo r  b o x  o f  te n  (2 %  c e n t s  e a c h ) .

N O  L A U N D R Y  W O R K
W h e n  s o ile d ,  d is c a r d . B y  m a i l  1 0  C O L L A R S  o r  5  p a irs  of 

C U F F S  3 0  c e n ts .  S a m p le  C O L L A R  o r  p a ir  o f  C U F F S  fo r  6  cen ts in 
U . S .  S T A M P S . G iv e  s iz e  a n d  s ty le .

R E V ER S IB LE C O LLA R  C O ., Dept 10, BO STO N , MASS.
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C O A T  S H I R T S

$ 1 . 5 0  A N D  U P W A R D S
The Cluett Shirt Book will be sent on request.

C L U E T T ,  P E A B O D Y  A  C O . ,  4 4 9  R I V E R  S T R E E T ,  T R O Y ,  N .  Y
M A K E R S  O F  A R R O W  C O L L A R S

are particularly desirable for formal 
dress. They are like custom-made 
garments, having the wide stitching, 
the broad bosoms, and that true 
"balance" or "hang" which insures 
to the wearer a comfortable, good 
looking, non-bulging shirt.

The coat feature is greatly ap
preciated by men who have given 
it a trial.

Begin the N ew  Y ear right, with N ew  Collars, 
New Cuffs of the r ig h t  kind, L1THOLIN—  
linen which is w aterproofed. Y ou  wipe them 
clean and white as when new with a damp 
cloth. The saving in laundry expenses will 
swell your bank account, and you w ill have 
style and comfort at a ll times.

Collars 2 5 c . Cuffs 50c.
Free booklet on request sh o w in g  latest fa s h  ions. I f  

not at y o u r  d e a le rs  re m it  to us, g iv in g  size , style , 
number w a n ted  a n d  w e w i l l  m a il, post-paid.

THE F IB E R L O ID  COMPANY 
Dept. 17  7 W a v e r ly  P lace , New Y o rk

U Y

S u s p e n d e r
Once tried— always used.

T H E  ID E A L  
G E N T L E M A N ’ S 

S U S P E N D E R
M ade of the finest elastic 
webbing in big variety of 
weaves.

L I G H T ,  S T R O N G , 
C O M F O R T A B L E .

No useless straps or 
buckles.
THE DOUBLE CROWN ROLLER
found only on T he K ad y 
Suspender makes . it ad
justable to any position of 
body—no discomfort or 
strain on buttons. »

For sale by dealers 
everywhere
5 0 c . and 7 5 c . per pair.

I f  your dealer does not 
haveThe K ady Suspender, 
send his name, and we 
will tell you where to get 
it, and send you our 
booklet.

“  Accept no substitute. 
There is no other just as 

good.
T h e  O hio Su sp en der C o.,
l 2 3 N o r l h P i i r k S t . ,  M an sfie ld ,0 .
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Line  at all  
D ru gg is t s .

MOVING PICTURE MACHINES
You Gan Make 

BIG MONEY 
E ntertain in g  the Public.

Nothing affords better oppor
tunities for men with small 
capital. We start you, furnish
ing complete outfits and explicit 
instructions at a surprisingly 
low cost.THE FIELD IS  LARGE

comprising the regular theatre and lecture circuit, also local fields in Churches, 
Public Schools, Lodges and General Public Gatherings. O ur E n terta in m en t 
S u p p ly  C a ta lo g u e  and special offer fully explains everything. S e n t  F re e .

C H ICAG O P R O JE C T IN G  C O .,  2 2 5  Dearborn Street, Dept. Y  C hica go .

A L T H O U S E ’ S  
F o re ig n  Tours

To all parts of E u ro p e  and the O rie n t. Under our expert 
guidance you derive all the pleasures and benefits possible and 
avoid all the discomforts and vexations of travel.

Nile-Oriental Tour
s a ilin g  Ja n u a ry  25 and F e b ru a ry  j 8 . E x c lu s iv e  features. 
P a r ty  lim ited  to  15 m em b ers. D escr ip tiv e  B o o k le t on request.

J
716 C h estn u t S tr e e t ,  PHILADELPHIA.

There is not an Article of Children’s Wear ^  
that We do not Carry in Stock

W hatever is needed fo r the ch ild 's  w ard robe —  C l o t h i n g , U n d e r - ' " —  
w e a r ,  S h o e s ,  H a t s ,  F u r n i s h i n g s — you  m ay obtain  from  us, without , 
d elay, in d istinctive sty les , at m oderate prices. P o sitive ly  the largest 
stocks o f C h ild ren ’s W ear in the cou ntry. A lw a y s  m any exclusive %S(
fashions, not to be found elsew here.

O ur illustrated C ata lo gu e  o f C h ild ren ’s W ear and efficient Mail 
O rder D epartm en t, p lace the unusual facilities  o f this Children 
O utfitting Store at the serv ice  o f every  m other.

C ata lo gu e  m ailed upon receipt o f 4 cts. in stam ps. 

A d d ress D ep t. 5.

60-62 W. 23d St., NEW YORK
We have no branch sto res—no agents

One million people
th ro u g h  the g r e a t  in tro d u c
tory  offer l e a r n e d  to  know

Tooth and Toilet 
Preparations

T h e y  k n o w  that each product does 
directly and perfectly all that 
is claimed for it.

I f  you were not one of the fortun
ate ones ask those who 
were, o r  better still 

make a trial of 
S A N IT O L  for 

yourself.
T h e  F u l l  
S A N IT O L

1867

41 Years

ELECTRO 
5ILIC0H

I s  U n e q u a l le d  fo r  
C le a n in g  a n d  P o l is h in g

SILVERW A RE.
Send address for a F R E E  S A M P L E , or 16c. in 

S ta m p s  for a full oox.
E le c tro -S ilico n  So ap  h a s  e q u a l  m e r i t s .

T he E l e c t r o  S i l i c o k  Co., 30 Clift St., New Yort, 
G ro cers an d  D r u g g ists  s e ll  it.
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Marks a New Era in Dentifrices.
Calox is not simply a pleasantly flavored polishing powder made from an 
empirical formula, but a scientific product based upon modern ideas of dental 
hygiene. By utilizing modern chemical discoveries we are able to make 
nature’s antiseptic and purifier, “ Oxygen or Ozone,” do the work formerly 
only partly performed by vigorous action of brush and powder, coupled 
with frequent and more or less painful attentions in the dental chair.

N ow ,  “ the O xygen does it.”
Dainty tria l size can and booklet sent on receipt o f  5 cents ( stam ps or coin).

McKe s s o n  &  r o b b i n s  Dept, a , 91 Fulton St., n . y .

They Won’t 
Get Bald!

I f  h u m a n  h a ir  
w ere set in H a rd  R u b b e r  

— like th e  b ris tle s  of a  “  R u b - 
berse t ”  S h av in g  B ru s h — th e re  

'  w ou ld  be no  m ore b a ld -h e a d e d  m en .
E v ery  h a ir-w o u ld  be r e 
ta in e d  fo r life. I t  is this^
p erfec t se ttin g  th a t  m ak es)

Rubber set
TBAOC HARK

S h a v i n g  B r u s h e s
the only real shaving brush made. With a 

Rubberset ’ ’ you can shave free from all that 
irritation and face - cutting caused by bristles 
coming out on your face.

Break away from the old style, impractical 
shaving brush and get the modern, comfort- 
giving, hygienic and durable “ Rubberset.”  
Guaranteed not to get bald. “ It’s all in the 
setting." Look for the name “ Rubberset’ 
—stamped on every brush.

P r i c e  2 5 c  a n d  u p w a r d s  
At leading dealers or direct from us 

W rite  f o r  Booklet o f  styles and prices 
RUBBERSET BRUSH CO.

61 Ferry St.
N ew ark , N J .

■EN’S
Talcum

POWDER

uiuiccior oi tnesKin ana complexion ot particular men ana 
women, f i r s t  comes

MENNEN’ S  BORATED TALCUM TOILET POWDER
ji safe and pure healing and protective powder, the merits of which 
have been recognized and commended by the medical profession 
for many years. Winter winds have no ill effects where M e n n e n ’s 
is used daily, after s h a v in g  and after b a t h in g .  In the nursery 
it is indispensable. For your protection--put up in n o n -re i 'i l l-  

a b le  boxes--the “ b o x  that l o x . ’ ’ If M E N N E N ’S 
face is on the cover it’s g e n u in e  and a g u a r 

a n t e e  o f  p u r i t y .  Guaranteed under the 
Food and Drugs Act, June 30th, 1906. Serial 
No. 1542. Sold everywhere, or by mail 25c 

S a m p le  F r e e .
G E R H A R D  M E N N E N  CO . 

N e w a r k ,  N . J .
Try M EN N EN ’ S Violet (Borated) Talcum

Toilet Powder. o h
It has the scent of fresh-cut Parma Violets,

5 1
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T h e  C h  i n a  h n o w n  s i n c e  1 8 4 0  a s

H a v i l a n d  C h i n a

Is  stam ped und er eack piece ^ i ia ^
i n  g re e n  u n d e rg la z e  France

T k e  decorated  C k m a  kas
an ad d itio n al stam p - i fMnd ĉ0

i n  r e d  o n  t k e  g la z e limoges

A delicious blend of the ! 
world-renowned Waukesha 
Arcadian Water, pure 
fruit juices and extract of 
ginger root.
Devoid o f astringent tendencies

Waukesha Arcadian Co. 
W aukesha , W is.

Sim plex Electric Heating Co.
CAMBRIDGE, MASS. 

Chicago Office, Monadnock Block

THE
ELECTRIC
CHAFING

DISH

TH E  S im plex  E lec t r i c  C h a f in g  D is h  m a k e s  d a i n ty  
co ok in g  ea sie r  b ec au se  it  g iv es  o ne  a b s o lu t e  con tro l 
o f  t h e  h e a t ,  t h u s  in su r in g  u n i fo rm  a n d  c e r t a in  r e 

su lt s .  I t  is a lw a y s  read y ,  f a r  s a fe r  and : c o s ts  less t h a n  a l 
c oho l  in  o p era t ion .  C h a f in g  D is h ,  W a te r  P a n  a n d  E le c t r i c  
S to ve  a r e  of  th e  best qu a l i ty  a n d  a r e  co m p le t e  in eve ry  
d e t a i l  w i th  cord  a n d  p lug  to a t t a c h  to a n y  la m p  socke t . 
T h e  w h o le  will m ake  a n  e l e g a n t  a n d  u n u s u a l  h o l iday  
g if t .  S en d  for  book le t  g iv in g  pr ice lists of C h a f in g  
D ish es ,  S p r a y  Coffee  U r n s ,  etc.

Whether speeding j
the old or pledging the 
new, the glass of hospitality ^ 
holds a new pleasure when 
filled with the sparkling, 
healthful

W a u k e s h a

G in g e r  A l e
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WHY  T H EREO?
Because it is a practical car at a practical price.
It is powerful, enduring, safe, smooth running, easy riding, 
economical to operate, and full o f  style.

The engine makes unusually big power for its size, and applies it in a remarkably effective way ; the 
transmission is peculiarly simple and strong 5 the lubrication is the most efficient system used in any 

motor car ; and the construction is substantial, high-grade, and thoroughly mechanical.

T he R E O ’ S practicality is proven by a hundred
victories, including its record in the last great
Glidden Tour, when it beat 48 cars o f  double
and triple its price, and was the only car of 
its price to finish with a perfect score.
When you can buy ability like this at such

prices, why pay twice the money for no 
better service?

R E O  5 -p a s s e n g e r  T o u rin g  c a r ,  $ 1 2 5 0 ; R E O  G e n tle m a n ’s  
R o a d s te r , $ 1 0 0 0 ;  R E O  4 -p a s s e n g e r  R u n a b o u t, $ 6 5 0 .

P r i c e s  f. o . b. L a n s in g .
W rite for the new R E O  Catalogue.

R . M. OWEN CO., Lansing, Mich.
General Sales Agents for tke
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$2600

Premier 5-passenger Touring-Car. Aluminum body. 
4-cylinder, 30 horse power, double ignition.

The car that keeps a-going
T h e  Prem ier  has not merely  one or two s t ron g  points ; 

it is evenly  right all the w a y  through.

E v e r y  part is substantial  without  over-size or o v e r - w e i g h t ; 

refined without c o m p l ic a t io n s ; e xact ly  proport ioned to its

particular work,  and to e very  other  part of the entire machine.

That is why the Premier broke the w orld’s non-stop record last year by going 4906 miles—1300 miles farther 
than the best previous record—without missing an engine stroke, and then was only stopped by a broken 
battery wire.
That is why the Premier broke the Boston-to-New York record recently, going and returning ( r e m e m b e r  t h e  
hills) with sealed bonnet, and transmission sealed in high gear.
And that is why in the last great Glidden Tour, the Premier was the only four-cylinder car within a t h o u s a n d  
dollars of its price to finish with a perfect score.

Y o u ’d better invest igate  this car of through-and-through
quality.

W r i te  for cata logue  of 1908 models.

4-cylinder “ 2 4 ” $2250.  4-cylinder “ 3 0 ” $2600.
6-cylinder “ 45 ” $3750 .

M an u factu red  by  P r e m i e r  M otor Mfg. C o ,  
Indianapolis, Ind.

R_. M. OWEN CO., 1759 Broadway, New York
General Sales Agents
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YOV CAN BVILD YOVR OWN BOAT —

AND BVILD YOVR OWN FVRNITVRE

And Save Two-thirds to Three-fourths
i  BROOKS System

I C A N  sell you a boat for one-fourth of what a factory would 
charge. I  can sell you furniture for one-third of what a 
dealer would charge.

I w ill sell you 100 cents’ worth pf actual value and results for 
25 to 35 cents. Is  it worth considering?

I  cannot tell you my whole story here, but if you will send for 
my catalogues they will prove what I claim. Give me a chance—  
right now, to-day.

Read my guarantee— it means you take no risk.
I h a v e

MY G U A R A N T E E
W h e th er yo u  b u v  b o a ts  o r fu r n i

ture of m e, I a b s o lu te ly  g u a ra n te e  
that you w ill be s a tisfie d . I w ill in 
sta n tly  refund y o u r  m o n e y  if yo u  
are not. I sta n d  b ack  of e v e r y  
statem ent in th is  a d v e r t is e m e n t. I 
have made th em  a s  s t r o n g  an d  c o n 
vincing as I k n o w  h o w . T h e  good s  
w arran t it.

revo lu tio n  - 
i z e d  t h e  
boat - build- 
i n g  b u s i 
ness. I  have 
s p e n t  t h e  
last twenty- 
two years in 
building or 
sailing boats 
a n d  am  a 
p r a c t i c a l  
boat man.

S e v e n  
years ago I 
o r i g i  nated 
the pattern 
s y s t e m  o f  
boat - build
ing. To-day 
m y  c u s t o 
m e r s  a r e  
f o u n d  i n 
every civil
ized country 
on earth. 

O v e r
   3 0 , 0 0 0

boats (more
than the combined output of all boat factories) 
have been built from my system , m ostly by inex
perienced men and boys.

Over half of these have built several boats— a 
large number have established themselves in the 
boat-building business.

B o a t  P a t t e r n s
Anyone can build a boat by using my exact sized

?rinted paper patterns and illustrated instruction sheets, 
n these sheets I  tell

f'o u  h o w  to do every 
ittle detail. Any

b o d y  can follow suc
cessfully my instruc
t io n s , w h i c h  show 
e a c h  s t e p  o f  the 
w o r k  (fully illus
t r a t e d  from photo- T h e K nock-D ow n F ra m e .
g r a p h s ) .  Y o u  cannot fail to build as good a boat as the 
p r o f e s s io n a l  boat builder. M y boat catalogue shows all 
k in d s  of b o a t s ,  tells why the patterns cannot fail to be 
r i g h t  a n d  w h y  anyone can build a boat from them. The

P r e s i d e n t .

prices of patterns are $ 1 .5 0  and up.

c .  c .
BRO O K S BO A T M FG . CO.

(Originators o f  Pattern  System  o f  Bo at Build ing)

K nock-D ow n B o a t  F r a m e s
Many people prefer to buy my knock-down frames (all 

ready to put together) for their boats, instead of work
ing up the rough lumber.

Owing to my immense factory facilities, I can in many 
cases supply knock-down frames at a lower price than 
you would pay for suitable raw  material.

E very piece of the knock-down frame is accurately 
shaped and machined ready to put together.

I also send free the patterns and complete illustrated 
instructions needed to finish the boat, all fittings and 
marine hardware. (See my catalogue for itemized price 
list.)

I can save you (i) boat-builder’s profit, (2) labor ex
pense, (3) big selling expense, (4) seven-eighths freight. 
You can figure this out yourself.

I f engine is desired, I make a special combination price 
with knock-down frame.

K n o ck -D o w n  F u r n i t u r e
I have adapted to the furniture business practically the 

same idea that made my boat business such a success, 
and it is revolutionizing the furniture business. My high 
grade, heavy art furniture is fast taking the place of the 
expensive factory product.

I J .......... years.have been selling this furniture for three 
E very customer is enthusiastic over it.

All pieces are solid oak and are machined, smoothed, 
fitted, all ready so anybody can put them together. You 
can make a beautiful Mission or Arts and Crafts chair, 
davenport, table, bookshelf, in a few minutes. Apply 
the stain (only one coat— no rubbing), and you have a 
solid and handsome piece of furniture.

E very piece and every result is guaranteed to be satis
factory in every way, or money refunded.

You save (1) in the factory cost, (2) in the factory profit, 
(3) all dealer’s profit, (4) two-thirds of freight, (5) finish
ing expense, (6) the expense of crating and packing— 
making a saving of two-thirds to three-fourths, accord
ing to the piece.

$7.00buys this
----------- piece (show n

in  cut) w ithout c u s h 

ions. C hair  to m atch

$ 4 . 0 0 .
B y the Brooks Sys- 

tern you can own 
$14.00 chairs for $4.00;
$25.00 davenports for 
$7.00; $12.00 p o r c h  
swings for $4.00.

Remember— my guarantee means just what it says.

T h is  is  th e  above piece in  th e  K n o c k - D ow n, a s  i t  comes to  y o n .

The boat you build or the furniture you make will be 
satisfactory— I guarantee it. I take all the risk.

S e n d  for F r e e  C atalo gu e
Write me personally for either my boat catalogue or 

furniture catalogue.

B R .O O K S , President
BR O O K S M FG . CO.

(O riginators o f Knock-Down System o f home furnishing)
901 S H I P  S T R E E T .  S A G IN A W . M IC H .,  U . S .  A.
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EV E R Y  requisite of a 
p r a c t ic a l ,  depend
a b le ,  th o r o u g h ly  
serviceable motor  

c a r  is found in Model G. 
It  appeals most forcibly to 
the man who recognizes 
superior construction. The  
unusual accu racy  of finish 
in Model G, its simplicity 
of design, its tremendous  
power capabilities, have en
abled it to do more than cars  
of more cylinders, higher 
rated power, higher price.

H as plenty of reserve 
energy for spurt or hill; 
speedy, yet always under 
most delicate control. Fully

h ave  m ade and kept M odel G  fo re
m ost in  its  c la s s  are param ou nt in  
the other C ad illacs— M od el H , a  lu x
urious fo u r-cy lin d er, 30 h . p. T o u rin g  
C ar, $ 2 ,5 0 0  (C a ta lo g  H  18  ) ; M odel S  
R u n ab ou t, $850 , and M odel T  T o u r
in g  C ar, $ 10 0 0 , sturdy s in g le -c y lin d e r 
cars  d escrib ed  in C ata lo g  T 1 8  .

T h e  rem arkab le eco n o m y o f m a in 
tenance in  th ese  la tte r  typ es is em 
p h a s iz e d  in  our booklet entitled

“ t h e  Truth About the Automobile  
and W hat it Costs to Mainta in  O n e ”

N ot b ased  on th e o ry , but on actual 
figures o f m an y  o w ners. C o p y  free  
b y  ask in g  for bookletx8 .

Prices include p a ir  o f dash  oil lam ps 
and  tail lamp.

CADILLAC MOTOR CA R  C O ., D etroit, M ich.
Jltmber A. L. A . Jl.

ray & Bowen Motor Boats

’’ IMPROVED 
SECTIONAL

T h e  F ay  &  B o w e n  2 5 - fo o t u  S p e c ia l”  s h o w n  above is th e  
h a n d s o m e s t th in g  in  its  class fo r  1 9 0 8 .

C o p p e r - r iv e te d , all w o o d w o rk  c o u n te rb o re d  an d  p lugged , 
e n t ire  top  an d  in te r io r  fin ish e d  in  m a h o g a n y .

F itte d  w ith  a F ay  & B o w e n  7 H .  P . do u b le  cy lin d e r  eng ine 
i t  deve lops a speed  o f  1 0  m iles  an  h o u r ,  an d  it  actually makes 
it, o v e r  a  m e asu red  co u rse . S te e r in g  w h e e l b o th  a t  bow  and  at 
s ide. E n g in e  speed c o n tro lle d  b o th  fo rw a rd  o r  a f t o f  eng ine.

P h o to g ra p h s  an d  b lue  p r in ts  s e n t o n  ap p lica tio n .
F ay  &  B o w e n  en g in e s  a re  re liab le , s im p le  an d  n o t sensitive. 

T h e  C h ic a g o - M a c k in a c  e n d u ra n c e  ra c e  fo r  1 9 0 7  w as w on by 
o u r  e n g in e .

I f  y o u  w a n t  a m o to r  b o a t o r  m a r in e  e n g in e  y ou  ow e it to 
y o u rs e lf  to  w r ite  fo r  o u r  free  c a ta lo g u e .

FAY & BOWEN ENGINE CO. ,
92 L A K E  S T R E E T ,  G E N E V A ,  N .  Y . ■»

I
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A 1 9 0 8  W IN N E R

MISSION STYLE
T h e  la t e s t  a n d  o n e  o f  th e  m o s t  p o p u la r  a n d  a t t r a c t iv e  

d e s ig n s —-ju s t th e  t h i n g  in  w h ic h  to  k e e p  y o u r  m a g a 
z in e s  a n d  C h r is tm a s  b o o k s , a w a y  f ro m  d u s t  a n d  d ir t .

T h e r e  a r e  n o  u n s ig h t l y  i r o n  b a n d s ,  e x p o s e d  f a s te n e r s  
o r  o th e r  d is f ig u r in g  in d ic a t io n s  o f  s e c t io n a l  c o n s tru c t io n  
(a s  in  o th e r  m a k e s ) —s im p ly  p u r e  M is s io n , c o r r e c t  in 
d e s ig n  a n d  f in ish .

G u n n  s e c t io n a l  b o o k c a s e s  a re  s u p e r io r  in  c o n s tru c t io n  
a n d  e x c e l a l l  o th e r s  in  th e  “  c o n v e n ie n t  ”  f e a tu r e s .  I t  is 
th e  o n ly  s e c t io n a l  c a se  in  w h ic h  a n y  d o o r  ( r o l le r -b e a r in g  
a n d  o v e r - l a p p in g )  m a y  b e  r e m o v e d  w i th o u t  te a r in g  
d o w n  th e  u n i t s  o v e r  it .

D o  n o t  b u y  a n y  s e c t io n a l  b o o k c a s e  b u t  th e  G u n n . 
T h e y  a r e  a n  in s p i r a t i o n  to  th e  p r o p e r  u s e  a n d  c a re  o f 
b o o k s , a n d  c r e a te  a  d e s ir e  f o r  th e  b e s t  in  l i t e r a tu r e .

N o  m a t t e r  w h a t  s y s t e m  y o u  m a y  h a v e  u s e d ,  s e n d  fo r  
o u r  neiu  c a ta lo g u e  s h o w in g  a l l  th e  l a t e s t  d e s ig n s .  A 
p o s ta l  c a rd  r e q u e s t  w i l l  b r in g  it .

G U N N  F U R N I T U R E  C O .  G rat , cRhapid8'
Makers of Gunn S an ita ry  Office Desks and Filing Devices

...
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T h e  sp ra in  th a t fo l lo w s  th e  slip
and the bruise that follows the 
blow call for the prompt appli
cation of POND’S EXTRACT. 
I t  quickly relieves muscular 
ache and soreness and reduces 
the swelling and discoloration 
of the bruised flesh.

“ Standard fo r  60 Years.”
B old  o n ly  i n  O r ig in a l  S e a le d  B o t t l e s ;  

n e v e r  i n  b u lk .
L a m o n t , C o rliss &  C o ., S o le  A g e n ts , N ew  Y o r k .

IF Q C H t
Take a

usky?

ZY - M O L E  T R O K E Y S  s to p  c o u g h s , c le a r  th e  th r o a t ,  s tr e n g th e n  
th e  vo ice an d  allay  th e  i r r i ta t io n  a n d  c o n g e s t io n  t h a t  c a u se  C o ld s , 

Sore T h r o a t ,  D iff ic u lt B r e a th in g ,  V o ic e  W e a k n e s s ,  o r  k in d re d  d istress. 
T hey give y o u  q u ic k  r e l ie f  f ro m  H o a rs e n e s s  a n d  H u s k in e s s  a n d  a re  
instantly h e lp fu l fo r  “ t i c k l in g  o f  th e  t h r o a t ”  a n d  “ s m o k e r s ’ so re 
th ro a t.”

Invaluable to  A l l  W ho Talk o r  Sing  
Used R egu larly  by Public Speakers
C oncert S ingers, A c to rs , Etc.

STEARNS & CURTIUS, Inc., New York City

If you are ambitious, if you are energetic, if you 
possess fair ability, here may be an opening for you .

There are a number of good towns in which 
McClure’s Mag azine still needs a field representative 
(previous experience not essential) to look after renew
als and procure new subscriptions. Liberal commis- 
srons with extra bonus guaranteed for work done. 
Full time workers are making from $25.00 to $125.00 
a week. Spare time w ork also profitable.

Ask for free copy of interesting little journal “ T he 
McClure Agent,” edited by “ V o n ”— tells of a new 
field for you to build up a paying and independent busi
ness of your own without capital. Better write to d a y .

A d d ress C ircu la tio n  D e p a r tm en t,

the s. s. McCl u r e  c o m p a n y ,
4 4 -6 0  E a st 2 3 d  S tr e e t , N e w  Y o rk , N. Y .

P. S .— Ask for free booklet “ Making Money 
Through McClure's.”

Makers of SH A C , for Headache

A
GOOD 
POSITION
For the Right Person

Z y -m o le  T r o k e y s  a re  p u re  a n d  w h o le s o m e . T h e y  do  n o t  c o n ta in  any  h a rm fu l 
drugs and do n o t  d is tu rb  th e  s to m a c h  in  a n y  w ay .

T h e y  d eo d o rize  th e  b r e a th ,  n e u t ra liz e  th e  o d o r  o f  to b a c c o , l iq u o r} o n io n s , e t c . ,  and  
keep th e  m o u th  a n d  th r o a t  in  a  s w e e t a n d  h e a l th y  c o n d itio n .

A.t A.II D ru gg ists. 2 5 c  P er B ox o f  5 0

D ain ty  m in ia tu re  p a c k a g e  s e n t  f ree  o n  re q u e s t .  J u s t  sen d  y o u r  n a m e  a n d  address. 
A  single tr ia l w ill c o n v in c e  y o u  o f  th e  s u p e rio r  e x c e lle n c e  o f  Z y -m o le  T r o k e y s  w h e n  
com pared w ith  o rd in a ry  a n d  in e ffe c tiv e  th r o a t  o r  c o u g h  lo z en g es .
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C. Each year it becomes more necessary for the advertiser 
to confine his attention to publications o f known strength. 
C. The facts given below are valuable for immediate and 
future reference :

I s s u e d  e v e r y  w e e k  c o -o p e ra 
t i v e l y  a n d  s i m u l t a n e o u s l y  a s  
a  p a r t  o f  t h e  S u n d a y  e d i t i o n s  
o f

Chicago Record-Herald 
St. Louis Republic 
Philadelphia Press 
Pittsburg Post 
New York Tribune 
Boston Post 
Washington Star 
Minneapolis Journal 
Rocky Mountain News 

and Denver Times

“  The Story of The Asso
ciated Sunday Magazines” 
is an attractive booklet con
taining complete facts and 
figures about the remarka
ble advertising service of 
the most powerful medium 
in the United States. Every 
national advertiser should 
have one. Send for it now.

Address

THE
ASSOCIATED
SUNDAY
MAGAZINES
1 Madison Avenue 
NEW YORK 

309 Record-Herald Bldg. 

CHICAGO

«L Six publications, ourselves included, have carried full page 
copy for a m anufacturer of toilet preparations. The adver
tiser chose what he considered the six greatest advertising 
mediums in the country. Records of answers and dollars 
received show The Associated Sunday Magazines second.
C .A  m anufacturer of men’s clothing reports The Associated 
Sunday Magazines first.
C .A  m anufacturer of women’s clothing reports The Asso
ciated Sunday Magazines first.
c .  One of the well known magazine publishers reports that 
The Associated Sunday Magazines is one of two publications 
—just two, mind you— which he knows by experience will 
produce satisfactory results for his subscription campaign.
«L This fall The Associated Sunday Magazines has produced 
more results for the principal mail order piano manufacturer 
than any other publication.
«L The Associated Sunday Magazines is either the leader, or 
one of the leaders, of a limited list of publications receiving 
full page space from a Vibrator advertiser.
<L The Associated Sunday Magazines is high on the list for 
the principal massage cream advertiser.
« .  The Associated Sunday Magazines is either first or second, 
or was within a few days, on the list of the principal watch 
manufacturer.
«L Small advertisers make similar reports.
«L The Associated Sunday Magazines is receiving publicity 
copy of the highest grade from the most conservative adver
tising agents in the country, and incidentally the largest. 
They have checked up every statem ent we have made regard
ing the character and quantity of our circulation.
«L We have said from time to time, without particular em
phasis, and now repeat in bold face, or in Italics, or with a 
heavy line underneath— any style of typography which is
most emphatic to you:
« L “ The Associated Sunday Magazines is the most powerful 
advertising medium of national scope in the United States. 
I t circulates more than a million copies every week ; it sells 
more circulation for a dollar than a dollar will buy in any 
standard magazine published.”
C. Today the national advertiser who buys his advertising 
space, as he would buy materials, to get the best value for 
his money, m u st begin with The Associated Sunday Magazines.

!l

T h e  a d v e r t i s e r s  m e n t io n e d  h a v e  g iv e n  u s  p e r m is s io n  to  u s e  t h i s  in fo r m a t io n .
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For sp ace  in th is d epartm ent a d d re ss  T h e  W h ere-to -G o  B u re a u , 8  B e a c o n  S treet, B o s to n , M ass.
Denver, C o l .  T H E  S H IK L E Y . I T t l i  dc 
Lincoln A v e n u e s . L e a d in g  h o te l  o f  t h e  
city. E v e ry  m o d e m  c o n v e n ie n c e .  L u x u 
riously a p p o in te d . P e r f e c t  s e r v ic e ,  n o t e d
lor excellence o f  t a b l e ._____________________
N e w O r l e a n s ,  L a .  N E W  H O T E L  D E N - 
ECHAUD. F i r e p r o o f ; s t r i c t ly  u p - to -d a te . 
(E .81.50 u p ;  w i th  b a th ,  8 2 .5 0  u p .)  »
New Y o r k .  H O T E L  E M P IR E . B r o a d 
way and 63d  S tr e e t .  A  d e l ig h t f u l  h o te l ,  
beautifully s i tu a te d .  M o s t  e x c e l le n t  c u i 
sine and se rv ic e . L a rg e  ro o m s  8 1 .5 0  p e r  
day: w ith  b a th  82  p e r  d a y . S u i te s  8 3 .5 0  
up. * W . J o h n s o n  Q u in n ,  P r o p .
New Y o r k .  G R A N D  H O T E L ‘N e w .’ 3 1 s t  
St. *  B roadw ay. C o n v e n ie n t  to  e v e ry th in g .  
Booms w ith  b a th  8 2 .5 0  u p ,  w i th o u t  g l .6 0  
up. * Geo. O. H u r lb u r t ,  P r o p .
New Y o r k .  P R IN C E  G E O R G E . Q u ie t ,  
artistic. L ounge , T e a , H u n t  R o o m s . 5 32  
rooms. 82.00 u p  w i th  p r iv a t e  b a th .  T u r k 
ish bath. 14 E . 2 8 th  S t . ,  A . U .D ic k ,  M gr_ 
N ew Y o r k .  N E W  A M S T E R D A M . 4th" 
Ave. A 21st S t. 81 u p  w i th  u s e  o f  b a th —w ith  
private b a th  82 u p . N e w b a th a n d p l u m b in g .  
New Y o r k .  H O T E L  P I E R R E P O N T . 
43-47 W . 32d S t. O n e  b lo c k  f r o m  B r o a d 
way. F ire p ro o f . E u r o p e a n  p la n .
San F r a n c i s c o , C a t .  S T . F R A N C IS . 
Now open. T h e  m o s t  m a g n if ic e n t  h o te l  i n  
the w e s t  — re f in is h e d  a n d  r e f u r n i s h e d  
sum ptuously. C o n v e n ie n t ly  lo c a te d .  R a te s  
82 upw ard. B o o k le t  f r e e .* J a s .W o o d s ,M g r .

.OnLakeMichifan S Eo M tLh
and S h e r id a n  D r i v e .  R e s o r t  f o r  N e rv 
ousness, R h e u m a tis m , H e a r t  a n d  C o n v a 
lescence. W r i te  f o r  d e t a i l e d  in f o r m a t io n .

A t l a n t i c  C i t y ,  N -. «J. H O T E L  D E N N IS . 
D e c e m b e r  a n d  J a n u a r y  a r e  b e a u t i f u l  
m o n th s  a t  A t la n t ic  C ity  a n d  th e  D e n n is .  
A lw a y s  o p e n . W a l te r  J .  B u s b y , P r o p r ie t o r .
T h e  L A N D  o f  t h e  S K Y .  G o lf ,  
r id in g ,  d r iv in g  a n d  f is h in g . E v e r y th in g  d e 
s c r ib e d  in  f r e e  b o o k le t  e x c e p t  o u r  in d e 
s c r ib a b le  b u t  d e l ig h t f u l  w in te r  c l im a te .  
A d d re s s  H o te l  G a te s ,  H e n d e r s o n v i l le ,  N . C.
S u m m it ,  IV. J .  T H E  B E E C H W O O D . 
A n  id e a l  a l l  y e a r  r e s o r t  2 1  m i le s  f ro m  N . Y . 
E n t i r e l y  n e w  b e a t in g  p la n t .  C o n c e r t  e v e ry  
e v e n in g .  B o o k le t.  C u r t i s  & B a i le y .
 H O T E L -------

TITCH FI ELD
P o rt A-ntonio,

J a m a i c a ,  B .  W .  I .  _______  __________
t h e  c o m f o r ts  a n d  c o n v e n ie n c e s  o f  t h e  m o s t  
m o d e r n  m e t r o p o l i t a n  h o s te l r y .  Reached by  
either The R oya l M ail S tea m  Packet Co 
H am burg A m erican L ine , United F ru it Co. 
F o r  f u r t h e r  in f o r m a t io n  a p p ly  to  A in s lie  
<fe G ra b o w , M g rs .,6 7 5  B o y ls to n  S t., B o s to n .

T h e  m o s t  b e a u t i 
f u l l y  lo c a te d  a n d  
f in e s t  t r o p i c a l  
h o te l  in  th e  w o r ld . 
A c c o m m o d a t i o n s  
f o r  4 0 0  g u e s ts .  A ll

H o t e l  P a l m  B e a c h .  A cco m . 3 5 0 . 
S u i te s  w i th  b a th .  M o d e rn , s e le c t ,  r a t e s ,  $ 3  
u p .  (A m . p .)  W r i te  P r o p . ,  P a lm  B e a c h , F la .  
C o p l e y  T h e  b e s t  o f  E u r o p e  a t  m in im u m  
T o u r s  e x p e n s e  o f  t i m e ,  m o n e y  a n d  e x -  
e r t io n .  C o p le y  T o u r s ,  S t u a r t  S t. ,  B o s to n .

f W rite f o r  fu r th e r  inform ation.

Foreign T ravel
" F f l f r P T C N  T o u r s  u n d e r  e s c o r t  F e b -  

r u a r y  1 s t .  E g y p t ,  th e  N ile ,  
T P  A V P T  P a le s t in e ,  T u rk e y , G re e c e , 
X l \ A  V XJ1 -# I t a l y ; 7 4  d a y s . M a rc h  1 4 ; 
I t a ly ,  T h e  R iv i e r a ,  a n d  th e  C o n t in e n t :  58 
t o  7 4  d ay s . B e s t  a c c o m m o d a tio n s ;  l im i t e d  
p a r t i e s .  F iv e  S u m m e r  T o u r s .  S e n d  f o r  
b o o k . M a rs te r s  F o re ig n  T o u rs , 31  W . 3 0 th  
S t.,  N e w  Y o rk , 2 98  W a s h in g to n  S t . ,  B o s to n .

PREPARATION
F o r  E u r o p e

Course o f  Readings  f r e e  to  
p r o s p e c t iv e  t r a v e le r s .  W r i te  f o r j t .  B u re a u
O u r Topical 

j e c t i v e  t i
o f  U n iv e r s i ty  T ra v e l ,  32 T r in i ty  P I .,B o s to n .

E^ypt—Palestine
S e n d  f o r  b o o k le t  now . H . W . D u n n in g  & 
Co., 1 4 -B  B e a c o n  S t., B o s to n , M a s s .______
P A L E S T I N E t - E g ; y p t ,  m uch o f E u ro p e . 
T e n th  O riental T o u r . F e b ru a ry  to  M a y . F in e  
acco m m o datio n s, lo w  ra te s , no com m issions. 

R e v .  R A Y  A L L E N .  R o c h e s t e r ,  N .  Y .

The University Prints 
Art of The Nether
lands and Germany
A new series o f  500 ju s t  

co m p leted . 1,500 sub jects 
on G re e k  an d  Ita lia n  art 
p re v io u sly  pu b lish ed . S iz e  
5 ^ x 8  in ch es. One cen t each. 
S en d  a  tw o -c en t stam p  for 
c a ta lo g u e . B u r e a u  o f  
U n iv e rs ity  T r a v e l .  4 9  
T r in ity  P I .,  B o sto n , M ass.

T h e re ’ s lots o f news that yo u  don’ t find in the newspaper. 
Lots o f interesting facts about which every one would like to know, that would never 

be brought to you r attention through ordinary news channels.
Lots o f valuable opinions on vital questions—financial, econom ical, political that / g 

you could never obtain except through the medium of the Van Norden M agazine. /  |
R ig h t now  there is  a sp e c ia l co rresp o n d en t in  So uth  A m e rica  collecting data and /  

taking p h otograp h s for a se r ie s  o f 12  illustrated  artic les  d escrip tive  o f the public /
w orks, c ity  g o v e rn m e n ts , b u s in e ss  and  p o litica l life o f the So u th ern  R e p u b lic s . /   ̂ ^ Ag

F ifty  pages of the Van Norden M agazine are devoted to such articles ex- /  triS 'su b -f 
elusive— fu ll o f life  and interest. Y o u  w ill also find in each n u m b er:— /  s c r ip t io n |
T H E  B U S I N E S S  O U T L O O K — A  s u m m a r y  o f  c o n d i t i o n s  a n d  a  s a n e ,  u n p r e j u d i c e d  /  i ^ o f f e r e c T f b r  t

o p in i o n  a s  t o  f u t u r e  p r o b a b i l i t i e s — a n  a r t i c l e  t h a t  i s  w i d e l y  q u o t e d .  /  ^  c e n t s  a f t e r ^
A  L E A D I N G  A R T I C L E  g iv i n g  t h e  v i e w s  o f  s o m e  r e c o g n i z e d  a u t h o r i t y  o n  /  w h i c h ,  i f  y o u  d e - l  

s o m e  q u e s t i o n  o f  m o m e n t .  /  s i r e  i t ,  t h e  r e m a i n - 1
F I N A N C I A L  D E P A R T M E N T  w i t h  r e v i e w s  o f  t h e  m a r k e t ,  f i n a n c i a l  a n d  X  i n g  9 n u m b e r s  w i l l  b e  \ 

r e a l  e s t a t e  n e w s .  /  s e n t  t o  y o u  f o r  80 c e n t s ,  e
C H A R T  s h o w i n g  t h e  f l u c t u a t i o n s  in  s t o c k s ,  g r a i n ,  c o t t o n ,  m o n e y ,  /  „ H c e - ^ a k i ^ e  t h e  c o ^ f o ? ! 

f o r e i g n  e x c h a n g e ,  e t c .  /  j2  u u m b e r s  j^ o o .  J u s t  s i g n ,  j
A t  a l l  n e w s - s t a n d s ,  1 0  c e n t s  a  c o p y .  S u b s c r i p t i o n  $ 1 . 0 0  a y e a r .  /  t e a r  o f f  a n d  m a i l  t h i s  c o u p o n .  \

B e g i n n i n g  w i t h  t h e  A p r i l  n u m b e r  t h e  p r i c e  w i l l  b e  15  c e n t s — $ 1 . 5 0  a  /  \
y e a r .  U n t i l  t h e n ,  h o w e v e r ,  s u b s c r i p t i o n s  f o r  A N Y  L E N G T H  O F  /  M a m e -
T I M E  w i l l  b e  t a k e n  a t  t h e  p r e s e n t  r a t e .  /

EASTERN PUBLISHING COMPANY OF NEW YORK (Inc.) /  A ddress_
26 A  Ston e S tre e t, N e w  Y o rk . /
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T H E R E  A R E  M A N Y  H IG H -C L A S S  
S E C U R IT IE S  L IS T E D  O N  T H E  N E W  
Y O R K  S T O C K  E X C H A N G E  S E L L 
ING B E L O W  IN T R IN SIC  V A L U E  
W H IC H  IF B O U G H T  N O W  W O U L D  
Y IE L D  A T T R A C T I V E  IN C O M E A N D  
S H O U L D  E V E N T U A L L Y  A D V A N C E  
M A T E R IA L L Y  IN P R IC E . W E  S H A L L  
B E  G L A D  T O  C O R R E S P O N D  W IT H  
Y O U  ON  T H E  S U B JE C T .

Send f o r  W eekly Review.

J. S. BACHE & CO.
(Members New York Stock Exchange) 

B A N K E R S , 42  B R O A D W A Y , N E W  Y O R K

*  V

Historical, picturesque Mexico—  
where every day is delightful. Situated as it is, 

7 ,5 0 0  feet- above sea level, the air is pure, dry and 
exhilarating, and temperature is even at all seasons. 

Direct from St. Louis to City of Mexico— in 6 5  hours—  
the shortest route, all the way, on board

"The Train de Luxe of Two Republics”

V ia  Iron Mountain R ou te 
T h e  T exas &  Pacific Railw ay 
International &  G reat Northern R .  R . 
and T h e  National Lines of M exico

M exico  -St.Louis 
S p e c i a l

Through San  A ntonio and Laredo
A  magnificent semi-weekly, solid, through vestibuled train, 
leaves St. Louis, the natural gateway,Tuesdays and Fridays. 
Northbound leaves City of Mexico Tuesdays and Saturdays. 

A  composite car provides reading and smoking—with excellent buffet service—standard Pullman and drawing room 
sleeping cars—barber shop and bath. T h e dining car service is a la carte and equals that of the best cafes.

C . L. S t o n e ,  P .T . M ., Iron Mountain Route, St. Louis, M o. E. P .  T u r n e r ,G .  P .  A ..T exas  & Pacific R y ., Dallas,Tex.
D .J .  P r i c e ,  G . P . A .,In t’l&  G t. North’n R .R . ,  Palestine,Tex. G eo .  W . H ib b a r d ,  G . P . A ., N at’I Lines, M exico ,D .F .

Cut out this ad and mail it to one of the above for rates, beautiful booklets and Special Book on Mexico.

...
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The first Derby made in America was a C & K

1847 ^  fam ous Brand of Silver Plate “|84J
— noted lor patterns of unusual character and artistic merit, finish and wear-

R O G ERS ing quality. Spoons, forks, knives, etc., marked 1847 ROGERS BROS. ROGERS
I tv U L lw  are lea(J jng dealers everywhere. Send for Catalogue N -33 n n A C
BRO S showing all the newgr as well as standard patterns. u K w ja

u c D i n r u  d d i t a u m i a  f t A . .  M o r i d A n .  C o n n .

Hats for Men

N A P P -  F E LT hats have the
advantage o f  every device in manufacturing 

b a n t a m  which experience has proved worthy, but the 
most important processes must be done by hand. 
No machinery yet devised can put into a hat 
the superb elegance o f  style which characterizes 
Knapp-Felt hats. T h is  can only be accomplished 
by hand work o f  the most artistic type— the C & K  
kind. Each Knapp-Felt hat receives the careful 
and expert attention of the skillful and 
trained hand o f  a competent workman 
who measures up to the C & K  standard.

Knapp-Felt D eLuxe  — the best hats 
made— are Six Dollars. Knapp-Felt— the 
next best— are Four Dollars, everywhere.

T h e  C r o f u t  & K n a p p  C o.
8 3 8  Broadway, New York
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I TEACH SIGN PAINTING
Show Card W riting or lettering by mail and 

guarantee success. Only field not overcrowded. 
My instruction is unequalled because practical, 
personal and thorough. E asy  terms. W rite for 
large catalogue. C h a s .  J .  Strong, Pres

D ET R O IT  SCH O O L OF L E T T E R I N G
D ept. F . D E T R O IT , M IC H .

“ Oldest and L argest School o f its K in d .”

B reathe Fresh Air While You Sleep.
For Consumptives; those who have pul

monary troubles; those who take cold 
easily; the weak and delicate; brain work
ers; those employed indoors, &c.

Fits any bed. N o draughts. N o  cold 
room. For one or two persons. Folds 
up against headboard wnen not in use 
and is then entirely out of the way. 
Circulars.

W .L . HOFER CO., Manhattan, Kan.

C O O D  P I A N O  T U N E R S

Earn $5 to $15 per Day
We will teach you Piano Tuning, Voic

ing, Regulating and Repairing, quickly 
by personal correspondence. NewTune-a- 
Phone Method. Mechanical aids. Diploma 
recognized by highest authorities. School 
chartered by the State. Write for free 
illustrated catalogue.
Kiles Bryant School o f Plano Tuning

94 Music Hall, Battle Creek, Mich.

NOTE THE SIMPLICITY
Of making perfect duplicates with the Daus IMPROVED Tip 
Top Duplicator. N o intricate mechanism. N o printer’s ink.

A lw ays ready. 100 copies from pen-written 
and 50 copies from type-written original. 
Useful in any business. Sent on Ten D ays’ 
T rial Without Deposit. Complete dupli
cator, cap size (prints 83A x  13 inches) € 7  Cf| 
Circular of larger sizes free on request, t  1 * 

F E L I X  H . D A U S  D U P L IC A T O R  CO. 
D a u s  B u ild in g , - 1 1 3  J o h n  S tree t, N ew  Y o r k

$ |  r  “ G E M  ”  
W  A d d in g  M ach in e

10 Days’ Trial at our Expense
Has an Autom atic Carrier and a 
R esetting Device that clears the 
dials to zero. A High-Grade Me
chanical Production. Does the 
work of high-priced machines. 
Guaranteed for two years. Special 
offer to agents.
Address  B .  D . G A N C H E R  

332 Broadway, New Tork.Automatic Adding Machine Co.

Stallman’s Dresser Trunk
E a s y  to  get a t  e v ery th in g  w ithout 
d istu rb in g  a n y th in g . N o  fa tig u e  
in  p a c k in g  an d  un packin g. L ig h t, 
s tro n g , ro o m y d ra w e rs . H o ld s as 
m uch an d  co sts  no m ore  than  a 
good b o x  tru n k . H a n d -r iv e te d ; 
stro n gest tru n k  m ade. In  sm all 
room  se rv e s  as  ch iffon ier. C .O .D .

! w ith  p riv ile g e  o f  exam in atio n .
’  2c. stamp for Catalog.

F. A.STALLMAN, 53 W, Spring St., Columbus, Ot

“  A Hill Climber 
Built in the Hills.”

RIDE IN ‘ THE GLIDE”
Model G1 

1908 — built 
for strength 
and speed , 
b u t  1 0 0 0  
in c h e s  o f

________________________________________  braking surface make the GLIDE
S "** THE CAR 0F c o n t r o l
f  I  U tTzS tP '  ~ ' N early three times the braking sur-
f  M S S H y  “  Model G ” tace CLAIMED for any other car,
I Glide insuresthe maximum of safety. The
I  ideal family touring car. Seats five
I to Beven. f  amous Rutenbcr motor. 40 —120 inch wheel base—High Road Clearance. W rite
I to handsome], iihufatei catalog. mt BARTHOLOMEW COMPANY, 300 Glide SI., Peoria. 111.

Don't Throw it AwayL- MEND IT
D o e s  Y o u r  G r a n i t e  D i s h  or  

H o t  W a l e r ' B a c )  L e a k  ?

USE COLLETTE’S PATENT PATCHES
mend all leaks in all utensils—tin, 

brass, copper, graniteware, hot water 
bags, etc. No solder, cement or rivet. 
Anyone can use them ; lit any surface; 
Send fo r sam pie pkg. 10c. Complete pkg. 

assorted sizes, 25c. postpaid. Agents wanted. 
Collette Mfg. Co., Box 10 5 , Amsterdam, N. Y.

1  simple, safe and reliable. 
I  on one gallon of  gasoline. 
I  climb ’

■ 1

K I B L I N G E R
A u t o  m  o b i l e  

$ 3 7 5
and upw ards, double cylinder 9 -1 0  Horse Power
Speed 4 to 25 miles per hour. 35 miles 
Built for country roads. Guaranteed to

climb hills. Write for catalogue.
W. H. KIBLINGER CO., 9th & Jackson Sts., Auburn, Ind.

These trade-mark crii

Cres
B A R L

' Perfect Breakl 
PA N SY FLOU 

Unlike all 
For

FAR WELL & RHINES,

es on every package

£» and
T A L S ,

Health Cereals, 
and Biscuit 

k grocers, 
rite

OWN. N. Y., U. S. A.

LET ME SELL1 
YOUR PATENT)

M y book explaining how, mailed free. 
Seventeen years experience. Patent 
sales exclusively. If you have a patent f 
for sale call on or write

W I L L I A M  E .  H O Y T , 
P a t e n t  S a l e s  S p e c i a l i s t  

290 [C . C J  B roadw ay, N ew  Y ork  Citv

T H E ” B E S T ”  L I G H T
MA K ES and burns its  own gas. Pro

duces 100 candle pow er l i g h t -  
b right er  than  electric ity  or acetylene 
— cheaper than  kerosene. No dirt. 
No grease. No odor. O ver 200 styles. 
E v e ry  lam p w arranted . A gents want
ed. W rite fo r  cata log . Do not delay.

T I I E  B E S T  L I G H T  CO.
8 2 9  E .  5 t h  S t . ,  C a n t o n ,  O h io

W O RK  SHOPS
wood and metal workers, without steam 
power, equipped with

B A R N E S ’ F O O T  P O W E R  allow 
M A C H I N E R Y  J™"

on jobs and give greater profit on the work. 
Machines sent on trial if desired. Catalogue free.

W.  F. & J O H N  B A R N E S  C O .  
2 0 0  R uby S t r e e t ,  Rockford,  III.

T A X  F R .E E  C E R T I F I C A T E S  O F D E 
P O SIT , yielding six per cent, per annum are 
issued by this bank, accompanied by first 
mortgages on improved real estate. Write 
for booklet “  M .”  Interest paid monthly, 
quarterly or semi-annually.

SALT LAKE SECURITY £ TRUST CO
j  CAPITAL £ SURPLUS $ 3 0 0 , 0 0 0  0 0  S A L T  L A K E  C I T Y . ,

The price fo r  a one inch advertisem ent on this page is $ 3 0 .1 0  per insertion subject to time and cash discount.
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V ICTO R
has solved the problem of 
permanent alignment with its

O N E  I N C H
T Y P E -B A R  B EA R IN G S

O N E  I N C H
T Y P E - B A R  B E A R IN G
insuring a maximum degree of 

lateral rigidity to the type end 
of the bar. :: :: :: :: ::

<JThe permanently perfetft alignment of the V id o r  commends 

it to those who are particular to have their correspondence 

neat and accurate. f JA n d  of course you are particular; because 

you know the appearance of the correspondence is often looked 

upon as reflecting the character and enterprise of the sender.

Catalogue Free on Application. :: Desirable Territory to Dealers
VICTOR T Y P E W R IT E R  CO., STREET, NEW YO RK

Incorporate in Arizona
The laws are the most l ib e r a l , the expense is sm a ll. Can hold 
meetings, keep books and transact business anywhere. Territorial 
Officials prohibited from serving corporations. B y-Law s free 
with each incorporation.

Blanks and f u l l  particulars free  on request.

S T O D D A R D INCORPORATING COMPANY, PHOENIX
ARIZONA,

NEW AUTO BARGAIN
We have bought, direct from  the m aker, the surplus stock of 

new 1907, 4 cylinder “ QUEEN” Cars. A standard make, regu
larly sold at 82,250. Our price, w hile they last, §1,250. Guaranteed 
free of parts.

W E  B U Y ,  S E L L  ATil> E X C H A N G E . “ L argest dealers 
and brokers in new and second-hand autos in the w orld.”  Also 
supplies at cut prices. Send fo r  com plete bargain  sheet No. 110 .

T IM E S  S Q U A R E  A U T O M O B I L E  C O .
1590-1601 Broad wuy, N. 1 .  Chicago Branch, 809-811 Michigan Ave.

C L A R K ’ S  C R U I S E  O F  T H E  “ A R A B I C . '
16,000 tons, fine, large, unusually steady.T iOjUUu tons, hne, large, unusually steady.o  T H E  O R I E N T

F e b r u a r y  6 to  A p r i l  * 7 ,  19 0 8
eniwvr^ys* costinsr only $ 4 0 0 .0 0  an d  u p , including shore excursions. 
Hn s F E A T U R E S  : Madeira, Cadiz, Seville, Algiers, Malta, 1 9
, J 8 E g y p t an d  th e  H o ly  L a n d , Constantinople, Athens, Rome, 
»eRiviera, etc. T o u rs  R o u n d  th e  W o rld .

40 TOURS TO EUROPE most coin-
.. - — — -  — • -  - v  —  —- -  — - v  - —  prehensive
^attractive ever offered. F .  C . C L A R K .  T im e s  B Ir tg ..  N ew  V o r k

1  HIGHEST STANDARD Of REAL ESTATE INSTRUCTION

i
l e a r n  t o  b u y  a n d  s e l l  r e a l  e s t a t e .

We teach by mail how  to becom e a successful R eal E state  
jo k e r .  Our course is thorough, practical and com plete, and 
«P *n or to all other literature on the subject. “ T he best in- 
estment I  ever m ade,”  “ W orth m any times its cost,”  are the 
S u b e x p re ss io n sof our Subscribers.
Wnte for free book A  A.
u n i t e d  s t a t e s  r e a l  e s t a t e  i n s t i t u t e ,

2 0 0  B r o a d w a y , N ew  Y o r k .

TANKS WITH A REPUTATION’

CALDWELL 
Tanks and lo w ers
have twenty-five years ex
perience behind them. Arch
itects and Engineers rec
ommend them ; the In
surance Companies endorse 
them ; our thousands of 
Customers praise them. 
Tanks that are tight and 
durable—Cypress and Steel. 
Towers that are solid as a 
rock and last a lifetime.

McCormick Harvesting 
Machine Co., Chicago, III., 
write us: “ The seven 15 ,000-
gallon tanks, together with 
the towers on which they 
were erected for us several 
years ago, were all that we 
desired them to be. We con
sider the tanks fine speci
mens of the coopers’ art. 
No repairs whatever have 
been required on them. The 
towers are staunch and have 
been tested with a seventy- 
mile ga le .”

W ater Supply Outfits for 
Factories, Country Homes, 
Sm all Towns, etc. Write 
for Catalogue “  D ”  and 
delivered prices. A sk  for 
references near you.

W. E. CALDWELL CO.
Louisville, Ky., U. S. A.

Erected for
L I B 8 E Y  GLA SS CO., 

TOLEDO. OHIO.
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Burpee’s
Seeds Grow!

And the B u r p e e  B u s i n e s s  G r o w s !

L a st year (our 31st) w e sold m ore seeds 
than ever before i n any one year and in 1908  
we shall sell even more. Y ou  will under
stand ‘ the reasons w h y ”  when you read

Burpee’s New 
Farm Annual 

For 1908
“ T H E  S E A L  OF 

Q U A L IT Y ”

T h is  c o m p le te  b o o k , b o u n d  
i n  l i th o g r a p h e d  c o v e r s  a n d  
c o n t a i n in g  a ls o  s ix  s u p e rb  
c o lo r e d  p la te s  p a in te d  fr o m  
n a t u r e ,  i s  Y o u r s  f o r  th e  
a s k i n g ,— p ro v id e d  y o u  h a v e  
a  g a r d e n  a n d  w il l  m e n t io n  w h e r e  y o u  s a w  th is  
a d v e r t is e m e n t .  I t  i s  a n  e le g a n t  b o o k  —  th e  b e s t  
s e e d  c a t a l o g  w e  h a v e  y e t  is s u e d — a n d  o ffe rs  so m e  
m o s t  r e m a r k a b le  “  N e w  C r e a t i o n s ”  in  V e g e ta b le s  
a n d  F lo w e r s ,  w h ic h  c a n  b e  o b ta in e d  o n ly  d ir e c t  

fr o m . us. M a n y  a  w in t e r ’s e v e n in g  c a n  b e  s p e n t  
p r o f i ta b ly  in  p la n n in g  y o u r  g a r d e n , b y  a  c a r e fu l  
s tu d y  o f  t h i s  b o o k . S h a l l  w e  s e n d  y o u  a  c o p y ?  I f  
y o u  a p p r e c ia t e  Q u a lity  in  S eed s  y o u  w il l  s a y  Y esJ 

I f  s o , w r i t e  t o - d a y — do n o t  p u t  o f f  a n d  p o ss ib ly  
fo r g e t  u n t i l  i t  i s  too  l a t e !

W. ATLEE BURPEE & CO.
The Largest Mail-Order Seed House,

B u r p e e  B u i l d i n g ,  P h i l a d e lp h i a

ROSES THRIFTY andB LO O M IN G
m ake the garden and yard a summer delight. 
Y o u  will have roses in abundance if  you 
start aright.

“ T h e Flow er G irl,”  our new R ose book, 
te lls  you how to do it. You  m ay have a copy 
free. Send for it and

PLAN YOUR ROSE GARDEN NOW
Select the varieties you wish to grow—“ The 

Flow er Girl ” describes the best ones—and order 
H eller’s home-grown R o ses,to  be shipped at plant
ing time. Th ey  will be thrifty plants, ready to 
grow when you get them—and will bloom freely 
n ext Slimmer.W r ite  To-day f o r  “ T h e F low er G ir l "

HELLER BROTHERS
970 S o u th  M ain  S tr e e t

N E W  C A S T L E  - - -

F e r r y ’s S e e d s  
a r e  th e  b e s t  k n o w n  
a n d  th e  m o s t  r e l ia b !  . s e e d s  
g r o w n . E v e r y  p a c k a g e  h a s  b e h in d  
i t  t h e  r e p u t a t io n  o f  a  h o u s e  w h o s e  
b u s in e s s  s ta n d a r d s  a r e  t h e  h ig h e s t  in  th e  tr a d e .

F e r r y ’s  1 9 0 8  Seed A n nual w ill be m ailed F R E E  to all appli
cants. I t  contains colored p lates, m any engravings, and fu ll de
scrip tions, prices and directions fo r  planting over 1200 varieties of 
V egetable and F low er Seeds. In v alu ab le to  a ll. Send for it.

D. M. FERRY & CO ., Detroit, Mich.

Seeds, Plants, Roses,
Bulbs, Vines, Shrubs, Fruit and 

Ornamental T rees
The best by 54 years’ test. 1200 acres, 

5 0  i n  h a r d y  r o s e s , n o n e  b e t t e r

f ro w n , 44 greenhouses of P a l m s ,  
ern s, F ic u s ,  G e r a n iu m s , E v e r-  

b lo o m in g : R o s e s  and other things too 
numerous to mention. Seed s, P la n ts , 
R oses, e t c . ,  by mail, postpaid, sa fe  
a r r iv a l  a n d  s a t i s f a c t io n  g u a ra n 
te e d ,  larger by express or freight. 50 
c h o i c e  collections cheap in Seeds, 
P la n t s ,  R o s e s , T r e e s ,  e t c .  E le g a n t  
1 6 8 -p a g e  C a ta lo g u e  F R E E .  Send 
for it  today and see what values we give 

for a  little  money.
THE ST0RRS & HARRISON CO.. B o x 4 .  Painesville, Ohio

INGEE. Roses
are th e best. Always on their own roots. Plants 
m ailed  to  any point in  th e United States. Safe 
a rr iv a l guaranteed. Over 50 years’ experience. 
F lo w e r  nnd V egetable Seeds a  specialty. W rite for

N ew  Guide to R ose Culture
fo r 1908—th e leading rose catalogue o f America. 
184 pages. M ailed fre e . D escribes over 1,000 varie
ties. T ells  how  to grow  them and a ll  other desirable 
flow ers. Estab lished  1850 . 70 greenhouses.
T 11E  D IN  G E E  <fc CON AKD  CO., W est G rove,Pa.

D .

| T h e  onlyG uaranteed Best. Three absolute
J authorities—Beginners, Experts and Agricul- 
I tural Experim ent Stations—use and recoin- 
| mend “ Cyphers” Incubators. W rite for our 

212-page F R E E  Catalogue containing Moneys 
B a c k  G u aran tee . Address nearest office. 

C Y P H E R S  IN C U B A T O R  C O ., 
Buffalo, New York, Boston, Chicago, Kansas City, 

Oakland, Cal., London, Eng.

Birds, Best Eggs,
Lowest Prices /vlllead‘mg

Ir ieties  pure-bred Chickens, Ducks, Geese f  and Turkeys. Largest Poultry Farm in the
world. Fow ls Northern-raised, healthy and

J  vigorous. Fow ls, E ggs and Incubators at 
r lowest prices. Send for our big 132-page book, 
“ Poultry F o r Profit,” full ot pictures. I t  

Jvtells you how to raise poultry and run In
cubators successfully. Send 4 cents for the 
book, to cover postage.

J . W .  M IL L E R  CO M PANY, B o x  I S .  F R E E P O R T , ILL .

gtfsDiamonds Sredi,
FOR HOLIDAY PRESENTS th e  Loftls System Is a great convenience. I t  enables you to  make beautiful and valuable g ifts without the outlay
■ A p n p i f l l  n id  Da i ; , h i n A ' nino| niom nnH  i Of much ready m on ey. A sm all cash  payment an d  you  c a n  g iv e  a  “ lo v ed  o n e ”  you rcn olce
I Q f  I  ® J . . I L  Or i g i na l  Di a mo n d 1 of the finest diamonds, watches and high grade jewelry. 9AKK YOUR SELECTIONS NOW from 

I  and W a icn  Credit House, our holiday catalog and let us send them  all express charges paid for inspection. If satisfied
K B B M S . f t  CO. Dept# A 32 92 State St. .Chicago,!!!. I pay 1-6 on delivery ; balance in 8 monthly payments. Write for Special Holiday Catalog Today.
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NEWMAN PIANOS
1 9 0 8  S T Y L E S

o f u n su rp assed  q uality  and beau ty  with a rich n ess o f 
to n e  seld om  equalled. S tand ing  the te s t  o f y e a rs  
th ey  are  m o st fav orab ly  know n from  c o a s t  to  c o a s t  
in our h om es o f culture. F o r  h ig h-class en jo y m e n t 
th e  P IA N O  stan d s a t the head and certa in ly  y o u r 
h o m e  is  not com p lete  w ithout one. N ew m a n  P ia n o s  
em bod y a  h a lf cen tu ry ’s  exp erien ce in h ig h -class 
p iano building. So ld  by leading piano d e a lers ev ery 
w here, but if n ot fo r  sa le  in your lo ca lity  we w ill se ll 
you d irect from  our fa c to ry . C ata lo g  and p r ic e l is t  
sen t upon requ est. Our easy paym ent plan is 
generous. W rite  today.

N E W M A N  B R O S .,
1 1 0  W . Chicago A v .,  Chicago, IU.

S t e r e o p t ic o n  a n d  M o v i n g  
P i c t u r e  O u t f i t s

PA Y B IG  MONEY. Finest collection of slides 
covering every subject. All the latest Films. 
Prices within reach of all. W rite for new Cata
logue, which also tells how to conduct Profitable 
Entertainments. McALLISTER MFG. OPTICIANS 
Dept. P , 49 Nassau St., NEW YORK.

T Y P E W R I T E R S
A T  SAVING  O F  5 0 %

50 0  S M IT H  P R E M IE R S , Extra
Special. All m akes—good as new, b ig  bargains. 
Shipped on approval for trial. R en t all makes at 
$3 .0 0  per month and allow rent on price. S e n d  f o r  C atalog a n d  B a rg a in  L i s t .

ROCKW ELL-BARNES C O ., 1 2 0 5  Baldwin Bldg., Chicago, III.

lount Birds You Kill
r L e a r n  a t  h o m e  b y  t r a i l  t h e  w o n d e r f u l  a r t  o f  
1  T a x i d e r m y . We g u aran tee  to  teaeh  you 01 
Rno tuition. P reserv e  an im als, gam e h eads, fish. 1 
iK e e p  r a r e  s p e c im e n s  t h a t  s o o n  w ill  b e  e x  I 
’  t i n c t  a n d  very valuable. E a r n  lo ts  o f  m o n e y  o y  I 

h b e in g  a  p r o f e s s i o n a l  t a x i d e r m i s t .  S e n d  f o r i  
^  b o ok  “ How to  Mount B ird s and Anim als’* F R E E .  1 
bN .W . School o f  T axiderm y, B ox 8 0  R , Om aha, N eb. f

M c C l u r e ’ s — T h e  M a rk e tp la ce  of  the W orld

You Can Be An Artist
$  5 0  to$ 2 0 0  P e r W e e K ,

E A R N E D , In fa s d n M iis  work, b y  ILLU STRATO R S, , 
DESIGNERS, CARTO O N ISTS— we have graduates everywhere 
filling high-salaried positions. Our Courses o f  PER SO N A L |
HOME INSTRUCTION, by mail, are complete, practical. W rite 
for HANDSOME AR T BOOK, F R E E , with SP E C IA L O F F E R . «

School of Applied A rt, L9 Fine Arts Bldg., Battle Creek, Mich.

For
Xmas
18

Se c t i o n a l  
B o o k c a s e s

On Approval 
Freight Paid

Keeps books in better condition than the 
old style bookcase, makes a cosier library and 
a more artistic room.

Endorsed ’’ The B e s t”  b y  Thousands  
of U sers

You save the dealers’ profit of 30 per cent, or more, by 
purchasing direct from the Manufacturer.

Per *£1 f l f l  andSection vf? A •  v / l y  Upwards
Plain, Panelled or Mission styles—furnished in Solid Oak,

Birch or solid Mahogany and ih any standard finish. Dust proof, 
non-binding, disappearing glass doors with plain beveled or leaded 
glass. Antique Oxidized copper trimmings. Finished to harmonize 
with the highest grade of furniture.

Send f o r  o u r  N e w  C a ta lo g :  N o . 4 5 .  Showing all styles and 
suggesting many practical Office and artistic Home arrangements.

The C. U. LU N D ST R O M  M F G . C O ., L IT T L E  F A L L S , N. Y .
Manufacturers of Sectional Bookcases and Filing Cabinets.

All th e Stan d ard  M achines SOLD o r  RENTED ANY
W H ERE a tM t o 3 4  M’ F ’R ’S  P R IC E S, allow ing RENTAL 
TO A PPLY ON PRICE. Shipped w ith  privilege of 
exam in atio n , W rite  fo r  Illu stra ted  C atalog H .
T Y P E W R IT E R  EMPORIUM, 9 2 -9 4  Lake S t., CHICAGO
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A“W.hite"Ni$M
Old eyes feel young again in the bright soft rays of the

SUN Incandescent Gasoline LAMP
Nearest to daylighc, the “ S U N ”  Outshines Them All. ioo-candle power each burner, 

i ,  2, 3, 4-bumer fixtures. No smoke, grease, odor. Bracket, table, pendant, chandelier styles; 
handsome and durable. Agents make fine commissions. Send for catalog and terms.

SUN VAPOR LIGHT CO., 2 0 5  M arket St., Canton, Ohio

COLOR 
PHOTOGRAPHS 

Direct from Nature 
A T LAST

WITH

UMIERE
AUTOCHROM PLATES

A n y amateur or professional photographer 
with an ordinary camera can now photograph 
in natural colors.

<<'I t ’s all in the plate.”
Plates and chemicals now on sale.

F a c t o r i e s : 
L y o n s , F r a n c e .  
B u rlin g to n , V t .

THE LUM1ERE CO.
11 W e s t  2 7 th  S tre e t  

N E W  Y O R K

F o u r  N e w  P o p u la r  P i c t u r e s  in  Colors '

BY WILL GREFE
T H E  L E A F  Y E A R  Q U E ST IO N . T H E  P O S S E S S IV E  CASE. 
T H E  GOLD EN  O P P O R T U N IT Y . A F R IE N D  AT COURT.

These four beautiful pictures in full color, 
size 16 x 20  inches, on heavy coated paper 
and plate marked, in handsome box, delivered,

I l lu s t r a t e d  booklet f r e e  on  request. .

The Windsor Pub. Company, Dept.“M,” 43 West 27tlt St., NewYork 1,
* 2 4

A G EN TS W A N TED
On an extraordinary proposition. Apply now at

CIRCULATION DEPARTMENT, 
S. S. McClure Co.,

44-50  East 23d St., New York, ■

A R E  Y O U  A  M A S O N ?
G et you r charm s and all em blem s a t  factory  prices. If 

ou w ant anything- in M asonic jew elry , from  a lapel . 
utton to a  solid gold K .T . or 33 degree charm , write me 

fo r  prices. K A L P H  G. COLE. A ttleboro. Mass. ■
S

s ty le s  and  .  S lC A fe .^  by all
g rad es. THe  BEST ICE AND ROLLER SKATES dealers.

D o  Y o u r  O w n  P r i n t i n g 1
$5. press prints cards, labels, etc. Circular, book 
newspaper press $18. Money saver, maker. Alleasyt 
rules sent. Write factory for press catalog, type, 
paper, etc. TH E PRESS CO., Meriden, Conn,

B a n k i n g  b y  M a i l  a t  4 %  I n t e r e s t
No matter where you live you can open a savings account with any amount at 4 per cent, 

interest compounded twice a year. T h e  advantage and convenience of Banking by Mail is 
explained in our illustrated booklet “ D ,”  mailed free. Your address on a  postal is enough.

“The Kodak Baby Book”
A helpful little booklet te llin g  how to 

su ccessfu lly  keep a photographic record 
of the baby—how to m ak e the pictures, 
how  to arran ge th em . Illustrated  with 
a dozen hom e pictures of the author’s 
ow n baby.

F r e e  at an y K o d a k  D e a le r s  o r  by m ail.

E A S T M A N  K O D A K  C O M P A N Y ,
R ochester,  N. Y . ,  T h e K o d a k  City.
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&  - _  ,

Keep Out 
the Cold

I f  about to build, start your house right—  
have the walls sheathed to keep the c o ld  
out and keep the h e a t  in .  For better or 
worse, t h e  s h e a t h in g  o n c e  d o n e ,  is  d o n e  
for all t i m e .

You can pour heat into  every room , but 
unless the heat is kept in the house— if  it 
filters out— you are trying to heat not the 
house alone, but all out-doors.

NEPONSET
SHEATHING PAPER

Keeps Houses Warm
NEPOMSET — thick , pliable and tough—  

waterproof— is absolutely impervious to heat 
or cold. I t  soon earns its cost in the coal 
it saves.

T ar and rosin-sized papers soon dry out and 
split. H eat escapes and cold  w inds pene
trate.

Ask your architect w hat h e  thinks o f  
NEPONSET D o n ’ t sign yo u r contract till 

you get his advice. T h e n  refuse to con
sider any cheap substitute— w atch  the w ork 
and S E E  that NEPONSET is used.

Let us help out on y o u r building p rob
lems. W rite  in at once for free suggestions 
from our special D ep artm ent o f  Build ing 
Counsel— conducted for that v e ry  purpose. 
We study every build ing subject. W h a t w e 
have learned w ill be o f  help  to you .

W rite  us now  fo r free 
sam ples and booklets. 

B u i l d i n g  C o u n s e l D e p t .

F .W . BIRD & SON, 
Makers

(Established 1 8 1 7 )  
East Walpole, Mass.

P a ro id — the fam ous Ready Roofing f o r  a ll  
classes o f  buildings. Contains no ta r— is 
highly fire  resisting. T h e  only ready roofing 
with rust-proof f ix tu re s .

FOR B A B IE S
Mother’s Milk 

Or Bender’s Food
It is Nature’s intention that the baby 
shall be fed by the milk of its own 
mother. W hen this is injudicious or 
impossible, the next and nearest thing 
is cow’s milk, modified by B E N - 
G E R ’S  F O O D .

B E N G E R ’ S  F O O D  renders
cow’s milk easily digestible by even 
the feeblest infant, and at the same 
time adds valuable nourishing con
stituents of its own. In the character 
of the changes which it effects in 
milk, and in the perfect control of 
these c h a n g e s  which it permits, 
B E N G E R ’S  F O O D  is entirely dif
ferent from any other food obtainable. 
Babies like it and thrive on it when 
nothing else agrees.

Nursing Mothers Find
B E N G E R ’S  F O O D  an agreeable 
and valuable addition to their diet. It 
gives maximum nourishment, with min
imum tax on the digestive system, and 
greatly aids in maintaining the nat
ural supply of breast milk.

A  fair trial will convince you that 
B E N G E R ’S  F O O D  is best for
your baby.

FOOD
Send To=day for Our Booklet on Infant 
Rearing, and a Generous Free Sam ple

B E N G E R ’S FO O D . Ltd..
Dept. A, 78  Hudson S t .,  NEW  YORK

Lamont, Corliss & Co., Sole Importers.
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Tv? 2 0 6 0

gu aran teed

7F i r s t  M o r t g a g e
C e r t i f i c a t e  ~ \ m  I

J i E V l Y o B ®

5 0 0

TA X  E X E M P T  IN
STATE OF NEW YORK

PRINCIPAL d u e

February 1.

Feb^ a “ T l 9 n

P A Y A B L E
FEBRUARY IF'AUGUST IF

IHTHtCMOf
J t e w V o H K .

Examine Heel and Toe
— th at’ s w h ere Everwear Hosiery g ives  
greatest satisfaction . K n it  o f fin
est E g y p tia n  cotton , it does not 
sh rin k , fade or harden th rough 
washing.

Hosiery

SAVING A FORTUNE
G reat fortunes, almost without exception, 
are the slow growth of safe investment.
Fortunes that come quickly usually go 
quickly. Invest your money at fair in- 
terest and take no risk. Save the interest 
and invest that. You can be sure of 
absolute safety if you buy our $ 5 0 0 . 
Guaranteed First Mortgage Certificates. 
Interest 454%.

Send for descriptive booklet

TiTlE GUARANTeE aTRUST 0>
Capital and Surplus, $ 1 2 ,0 0 0 ,0 0 0

1 7 6  B R O A D W A Y
NEW Y O R K  C ITY

175  R E M S E N  S T . 
B R O O K L Y N , N. Y.

6  P A IR  G U A R A N T E E D  
6  M O N T H S  N O  H O L E S

is as soft a fter six  m onths w ear and washing 
as w hen new .

M E N ’ S  in lig h t and medium w eig ht— made in b la ck , 
b la ck  with w hite fee t, b lu e , steel gray, lig h t or dark tan.

W O M E N  S  M ad e in b la c k , b la ck  w ith w hite fee t, 
r.nd i i " h t  and dark tan.
one0l<drey fe  ^  t^W"  3t * 2’00 a h(> x-s ix  pafr,

I ? ' ^?ur dealer cannot supply you, send your order to us direct. Send for booklet, “ * 
Everwear Y arn .” Free. 1 A n  i

EVERWEAR HOSIERY CO.
ofi9 State St.

Milwaukee, WIs.

T O !
' BoxJDj

^jpHESE b ond s are issued against first

1 $  p a i r

m ortgages on real estate in N ew  
Y o rk  C ity , deposited w ith  one o f  the 
stron gest T ru st C om panies.

So ld  in denom inations o f $ 10 0 ,  $50 0  
an d  $ 1 ,0 0 0 ,  so as to  be availab le  for the 
large and sm all investors.

These First M ortgage G o ld  Bonds are

T h e  Safest and Best 
Form  of Investment

for trust fun ds, estates, en dow m en ts, or for 
b an k  depositors, as the principal is abso
lu tely sate, never fluctuates in value, and 
earns 6 %  a yea r  w ith out the slightest 
elem ent o f  risk or speculation.

These bonds are exem pt from taxation, are 
negotiab le and find a read y sale, should 
necessity arise.

6 %  a y e a r, w ith  guaranteed protection o f 
principal, merits investigation.

Write for booklet. Copy mailed free.

H U D S O N  P.  R O S E  C O M P A N Y
3 2  W e s t  4 5 t h  S t . ,  S u i t e  4 0 0 ,  N e w  Y o r k

itott

6 0



In my judgment the stock is a s  s a fe  a s  city bonds, 
W ith  the difference that bonds draw 4  per cent, 
while Forest City Railway Stock pays 6  per cent. 
This street railway is being financed without water 
or bonds and to it the city owes its release from the 
grasp of a monopoly. I hope the new offer of stock 
will be taken speedily, that further construction of 
authorized routes may be pushed to completion. 
T h e people have spoken in no uncertain teims and 
the command is “  Go A head.”

T O M  L . JO H N S O N .

Do You Shave Yourself ?
W ith  a Busse Dry Hone you can in 10 
seconds make your razor edge equal to a 
barber’s. W et hones usually take half an 
hour of an expert. Busse’s Hones require 
no skill; anybody can use them; adapted 
to either plain or safety styles. A  gentle
man said, ‘ ‘I would not take $25  for mine 
if I could not get another; have used it 5 
years and my razor is as good as new .”

$ 1 .0 0  P R E P A I D .
Costs nothing if not satisfactory 

& CO., 54 8  W alnut S t., CINCINNATI, O.

PATENTS S E C U R E D  O K  
F E E  R E T U R N E D .

Free opinion as to patentability. 
Guide B o o k , List of Inventions Wanted, and 100 Mechani- 

M ov em en ts free to any address. Patents secured by us adver
ted free in W o rld ’s P ro g re s s . Sample copy free.

EVANS, W ILKENS & CO., 845 F S treet, W ashington, D. C.

HERE ARE ADVERTISING CUTS 
FOR EVERY BUSINESS

4 0 0  bright original one and two color advertising cuts—made for 
Y O U R  advertising—for folders, blotters, mailing cards, enve
lopes, etc., and shown in the F O U R  numbers cf T H E  
H E R R IC K  C U T  B O O K .
T h e Western Electric C o ., Chicago Portrait C o., Swift & Co. 
(Fish Dept.), American Type Founders Co., and a large number 
of other representative ’ firms are using these cuts r e g u l a r l y  be
cause they realize their a d v e r t i s i n g  v a l u e .  T he same oppor
tunity is yours if you’re a business firm. Send us 25c. and we 
will forward the four numbers of T H E  H E R R IC K  C U T  
B O O K S . If they’re of no value to you we will gladly refund 
your quarter. Send 25c- to-day.

T H E  H E D R IC K  P R E S S
M a k e rs  o f  D r a w in g s  o f  A ll K in d s 

9 2 8  F in e  A r ts  B u ild in g  C H IC A G O

M cC lu re’s— T he M arketplace of the W orld

TOM L. JOHNSON
says

“GO AHEAD
The seven years’ w ar for three cent fare in 
Cleveland was practically settled on Nov.
5 th, when the people elected Tom  L .
Johnson as M ayor for the fourth time, and 
endorsed his policy with an enthusiasm 
that was convincing and masterful.
The Forest C ity R a ilw ay  C o . is the three 
cent fate line. Its capital stock is $2,000,0 00, of 
which $950,000 has been sold to the people of this 
city by popular subscription, the holdings of 700 of 
the stockholders averaging only three shares each. 
When we were fighting our battle, the old street rail
way monopoly raised the cry

“THEY CANT FINANCE IT”
We knew the enterprise could be financed, and our 
appeal to the people received generous response. W e 
now desire to sell another portion of stock, and pro
pose to give the people of the whole country an 
opportunity to secure this

S p le n d id , S a f e ,  C o n s e r v a t iv e ,  
In v e stm e n t in  F o r e s t  C i t y  R a i l w a y  S t o c k  

a t  6  p e r  c e n t ,  G u a r a n t e e d ,  
backed by the good faith of the people of Cleveland.

P e rso n a l Sta te m e n t b y  T o m  L. 
J o h n s o n :

bonds, 
;r cent, 

per cent.

c o m p le t io n , 
u n c e r t a in  te im s  a n d

L . JO H N S O N . 
This stock is now for sale at par ($ 10 0 .0 0 ). 
A  sound 6 per cent investment is offered 
and you can buy as much or as little stock 
as you wish, without brokerage or other 

charge. Pays 6 per cent from the moment your money 
is received, and we will buy the stock back at any time, 
instantly, at the price you pay, with 6  per cent accrued 
dividends added.
T h e stock is not subject to market fluctuations; it may, 
and probably will, be worth more but never less than 
you pay for it, and all the time your money will earn 
50  per cent more than any savings bank will pay.
This stock will sell rapidly, and you should investigate 
at once if interested. Y ou  can buy one share or one 
tenth of a share, and the dividend, regardless of the 
amount, will be 6  per cent. Write now— today— for 
Booklet with map showing proposed lines and those 
now in operation. M ake checks payable to T he 
Municipal Traction Company or T h e Depositors 
Savings &  Trust Co. Address

A . B . D uPO N T, P res., T he M unicipal T raction  C o . 
N o. 4 5 8  S U P E R I O R  B L D G . C L E V E L A N D . O .

DILWORTH ADDER
Just the Size
of Y o u r  P o ck etb o o k

A practical Pocket. A d der that saves tedious m em orandum  w ork, 
and is used to great advantage m any tim es during the day. Sen t post
paid for $ 1 . 0 0 .  M ade o f very  d urable m aterial, is enclosed  in neat 
case with full instructions and hardw ood pointer for operating . Has 
no mechanism and is operated w ith th e  point of a pen or pencil. 
Nothing like it on the m arket. U sed  for to ta lin g  m iscellaneous item s 
from books or b ills , cross ad d ing , tria l balan ces, ch eck in g  etc. Saves 
a large amount of tiresom e ca lc u la tio n ; is p ractical, sim ple, com p act 
and cheap. C apacity, $9,999,999.99. R e fe re n c e : L in c o ln  N ational 
Bank, Pittsburg.

DILWORTH ADDER CO., 1232 Fulton Building, PITTSBURG, PA.

Cut, Copyriqht 1907 
B y The Herrick Press
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fra
f f iie u t t  i n  m o  eg.
1876

FIDELITY 
LIABILITY 
ACCIDENT 
HEALTH 
STEAM BOILER

O F  N E W  Y O R K
G E O R G E  F . S E W A R D , President 

R O B E R T  J .  H IL L A S , V ice-P resid en t and Secretary
1908

ELEVATOR 
PLATE GLASS 
BURGLARY 
FLY WHEEL '

This Company has been engaged in the several MINOR MISCELLANEOUS 
LIN ES of insurance for over T H IR T Y  Y EA R S, and has bu ilt up gradually and 
prudently A V E R Y  LARGE CASUALTY INSURANCE BUSINESS. I ts  annual 
income from premiums is nearly S IX  M ILLIONS of dollars. I ts  business 
is protected by assets of nearly EIG H T M ILLIONS, including an unearned 
premium reserve of over T H R E E  M ILLIONS of dollars, and a special reserve 
against contingent claims of over ONE AND ONE-HALF MILLIONS. I t  
has paid over T W E N T Y -F IV E  M ILLIONS to its  policy holders FOR LOSSES. 
I ts  constant effort is to give its  clients not only INSURANCE indemnity, 
hut prompt and effective INSPECTION and A DJUSTING SERVICES.

INSURANCE THAT INSURES

C A P I T A L ,  -  $ 1,000,000.00

DUMONT CLARKE, 
WM. P. DIXON, 
ALFRED W . HOYT,

S U R P L U S  (JU N E 3 0 ), -  $ 1,622,129.12 
D I R E C T O R S :

WM. J. MATHESON, ANTON A. RAVEN,GEO. E. IDE,
W . G. LOW , ALEXANDER E. ORR,
j .  g . McCu l l o u g h , h e n r y  e . p i e r r e p o n t , 

GEO. F . SEW ARD.

JOHN L. RIKER,
W . EMLEN ROOSEVELT,

Principal Offices, Nos. 97-103 Cedar Street, New York
Agents in all considerable tow ns

T h e  
S t o r y  of 

Banking

and the reasons why this favorably 
known savings bank pays

4  Per Cent Interest
are graphically told in this new book 
which we have ju st published. I t  will 
be sent free to any one interested in 
the subject. Please ask for Book “D ”.

Cbe 
Clevelanb 

Crust Gompang
C L E V E L A N D , O.

Capital, $2,500,000.00 
Surplus, $2,500,000.00 

Seventy-three Thousand Depositors.

6 2

A 
F iv e  Y e a r  

D aily R ecord  Book
A space every day fo r  an y  five years, for  

record ing  happenings at hom e, sch oo l or  c o l
lege, accoun ts o f  travel, anniversaries, socia l 
events, bright sayings o f  children , the weather, 
etc. 28 styles, 6oc to $5.00.

Three popular styles are :
No. 100, beautifully bonnd in Red Art Cloth $1.00 
No. 103, Genuine Leather, Black Seal Grain $1.50 
No. 109, Genuine Leather, Long Grain (Green) $2.00 
Ask y ou r  dealer, o r  sent p ostpa id . Send for  

W ard ’s illustrated Red B ook  free , describ ing 
the “ A  L ine a D ay”  books, W ard ’ s P hoto  and 
Postal A lbum s, E xpense B ooks, Address Books, 
“ W ardw ove”  W riting  P aper, and “ S aw a co” 
Papers, e tc., all m arked  w ith  the “ W ard”  guar
antee trade m ark as sh ow n herew ith.

Your dealer should have these goods. If 
not, send us yonr order, together with his 
name, and we will see that you are supplied.

SA M U EL W A R D  CO M PAN Y,
57-6 3 F ra n k lin  St., Boston, M ass.
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T H IS  B A B Y  W A S  F E D  ON

Eskays Food
SIN C E H E  W A S 5

W E E K S  O LD . H E

Thousands of sturdy children 
owe their present rugged health 
to the use of Eskay’s Food in 
infancy. It prevents intestinal 
disorders and is a positive tissue- 
and energy-builder.

Don’t jeopardize your child’s 
health by trying one food after 
another. Use the time-proven 

Eskay’s first.
You should write for a generous 

free sample of Eskay’s Food {10 feed
ings) and our valuable illustrated 
book, “ How to Care for the Baby ’ ’ 
{containing information no mother 
should be without). You may need 
it any time —  write us to-day.

S M I T H ,  K L I N E  &  F R E N C H  C O .
4 4 3  Arch Street, Philadelphia

m  H A S  N E V E R  BEEN  
SIC K  A  D A Y. 
A T I 2 M O N T H S 
H E  W E IG H E D  

28 PO U N D S.”'

W M . H. B U R L E IG H . C H E S T E R , M A SS.

T H E  F A M E  O F  T O M  L. J O H N S O N
President of this bank, as an earnest worker for the 
interests of the whole people is world-wide. Few 
men are better known and the efforts of none are 
more appreciated. In organizing this bank we en
listed the personal and financial co-operation of Mr. 
Johnson upon the understanding that it should be a 
bank for “  the people "  rather than for the benefit 
of a few capitalists.

It is particularly gratifying that we are able to present 
our

B A NK  M O N E Y - O R D E R  P L A N
the most perfect method ever devised for handling 
accounts from depositors anywhere in the world. 
When you send money to us for deposit, we issue to 
you, instead of the old, clumsy “ pass-book,”  with its 
dangerous and inconvenient features, our Bank Money 
Orders. They show, on their face, the amount of 
principal and interest—you know what it is at a 
glance, without figuring. They are Certified Checks 
on this Bank, the safest known form of commercial 
paper. You keep them and when you need money,

Y O U  C A N  H A V E  T H E S E  B A N K  
M O N E Y  O R D E R S  C A S H E D  
I N S T A N T L Y - A N Y W H E R E

with interest at 4°o. The plan is ideal— your money 
is always on deposit, yet you have it constantly in 
hand ready for instant use in time of need.

Deposits accepted for any sum from $ 1.00 up, 
and from the moment your money reaches us it draws 

4?o I N T E R E S T
If you have money on deposit anywhere, or if you 

contemplate opening a savings account, you owe it to 
yourself and those dependent upon you to inves
tigate this remarkably convenient and safe method.

Write for booklet “ D "  today, or send us your de
posit and we will at once mail you B a n k  M o n ey 
O rder* for the full amount. The Booklet is 
free—write for it now.

THE DEPOSITORS SAVINGS &  TRUST CO.
TO M  1 .  JO H N S O N , P r e . id e n t  

C l e v e l a n d ,  O h i o
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C L E A N S  P O L IS H E S
P ain t M irrors

W oodw ork Brass
W indow s N ickel

M arble Copper
Bathtubs Zinc

O ilcloth  Aluminum

B R IG H T E N S
T in s 

K nives 
Forks 

Steel 
Enam el ware 

Crockery

SCO U RS
Pots 

K ettles 
Sinks 

Earthen ware 
Refrigerators 

Iron ware

Beautiful White Teeth
W h at a  charm  th ey g ive  to the face! 
W h o does not covet th e m ? Y o u r  teeth 
w ill look a ll the better and brigh ter for 
the use o f

(diverts
A  really  san ita ry  d en tifrice  w hich does 
m ore than m ake the front teeth w hite. I t
keeps the back  teeth sound and fit fo r w ork.
D e lica te ly  perfum ed and d e lig h tfu l to  use.

In  tin s, 15c., 30c., &  45c. G lass ja r  with
sp rin k ler stopper, 38c. ( I f  no t at your
d ealers, we will forw ard on receip t of price 
and 10c. p o stag e .) Send 2c. stam p for free 
sam ple. D escriptive b o o k le t on request.

Park & Tilford, I). S. A. A g U ., 91 7  Broadway, N. Y.
M a k ers : F .  C . C A L V E R T  &  C o . ,  M anchester, E n g . 

C anadian D e p o t: 349 D orch ester S t .,  W est, M ontreal.

STANDARD / / >

r a r o r ^i OVERGAITERS
Particular people wear Overgaiters— some because they 

look smart— others because they keep their feet and ankles 
dry and warm and prevent colds and sickness.

Good dressers prefer the “ Standard” because they are 
made of the finest materials, in the most beautiful shades, 
fit perfectly, and look trim and stylish.

People who would avoid coughs, colds and sickness, 
in sist upon the “ Stand ard” because they are the only  
Overgaiters made from Cravenetted material and are there
fore the only  Overgait ers that are p o s itiv e ly  waterproof 
and snowproof. (Made in black only.)

All reliable Shoe and Department Stores sell the “ Stand
ard ” Overgaiters; also ‘ Standard” Leggins for men, 
women and children. “ Standard ” Cravenette Overgaiters 
and Leggins always bear the label shown below. Insist 
upon getting the “  S ta n d a rd .”

S . R A U H  <S. C O ., M frs .,
3 1 0  S ix th  A v e n u e  

N ew  Y o r k
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DUTCH COCOA PP§#
if I"

Is perfectly soluble, and can be 
quickly made in the cup at the jjH H p P
table. It differs from other cocoas .
in its Double Strength, which W  (H I 'S

/ f/ \saves you your cocoa.

Bensdorp’s has no superior in
quality, and it has that rich chocolate
flavor so desirable for either drinking or co

T r ia l can , m akin g 15 cups, on receip t o f iO cents

IINSDORP’S
Ro y a l  dutch

COCOA,
^TERDAM-HOLL^

v  d fa  6occo ciof &$■■.
; *  RUCE OF CAKE CHOCoij .̂;

ASK FOR BENSDORP’S DUTCH MILK CHOCOLATE.

M cC lu re’s— The M arketplace of the World
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\

that you can 
drinK and an joy 
without fear
°f injurious 

, c o ^ > ^  ef f ects —

BatrrinitorCfla.il
The s c Z V '  Ce

CELLULOSE SKIN 
REMOVED IN 

P R E P A R I N G  
i^ v h i-v v A  POUND 

N W > ^ >  OF

■ f i f e
BARRINOSfON HALL

B a r r in g t o n  H a l l  is p ure , h igh  g r a d e  coftee p r e p a r e d  b y  o u r  p aten ted
p ro c e ss— a  c o m m o n -se n se  m ethod o f  t re a t in g  the b e r r y  w h e re b y  the 
s u b sta n c e s  w h ic h  d e tra c t  from  its f l a v o r  and  h ea lth fu ln ess  are  
re m o v e d ,  and  the coffee f la vo r  is p reserved  to a  re m a r k a b le  d egree .

B y  o u r  p ro cess  all  d u st  and  the b itte r  ce l lu lo se  skin , ev id e n t ly  p laced  
b y  n atu re  a ro u n d  the h e a rt  o f  the b e r r y  to pro tect  it, a re  re m o v e d  and  
th ro w n  a w a y  ; and  w h en  you  b uy  a  pound o f  B a r r in g to n  H a l l  you g e t  
a pound o f  the best p a r t  o f  the coffee b e r r y  only.

S T E E L  CUT m e a n s  that the coffee is cut, not g ro u n d ,  into fine, 
even partic les .  T h i s  cu tt in g  does not c ru sh  the little oil ce lls  a s  d oes  
g r in d in g ,  and  the rich  a ro m a t ic  oil (F o o d  Pro d u c t) ,  w h ic h  m a k e s  coffee 
flavor, is p re se rv e d .  T h i s  exp la in s  w h y  a  pound o f  B a r r in g to n  H a l l  
w il l  m a k e  15  to 20 cu p s  m o re  o f  p er fec t  full s t re n g th  coffee th an  w o u ld  
the s a m e  coffee if  g r o u n d  in a  coffee mill.

BAKER 
&  COMPANY
C o ffe e  Im p o r te r s

212 N. 2nd S tre e t  
M inneapolis, Minn.

o r
118 Hudson S tree t, 
New Y ork, N. Y.

P le a s e  se n d  m e  fr e e  sa m p le  c a n  
B a r r in g to n  H a l l  c o ffe e  a n d  b o o k le t ,  “ T h e  
S e c r e t  o f  G o o d  C o f fe e .”  I n  c o n s id e ra t io n  I  g iv e  
m y  g r o c e r ’s  n a m e  a n d  n a m e  o f  m a g a z in e .

Grocer's N am e.

P R I C E :  3 5 c  to 40c a pound accord in g
to loca l ity .  So ld  in se a le d  tins only .  I f  
y o u r  g r o c e r  tr ies  to sell  y o u  so m e th in g  
" J u s t  as  g o o d ”  he has his  ow n interest, 
not y o u rs ,  in m in d . W r i t e  us and  we can  
tell you h ow  a n d  w h e re  to g e t  B a r r in g to n  
H a l l .  I f  y o u  a c c e p t  an im itation , please 
do not j u d g e  o u r  coffee b y  it.

M v  N am e &  A  ddress.

6 6
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Travelers Cheques of the American Express 
Company offer the simplest, safest, most 
c o n v e n i e n t  and  e c o n o m ic a l  of all 
methods of carrying funds abroad, be
cause they are p r a c t i c a l l y  Universal 
C u r r e n c y — good as g o ld  a n y w h e r e .

Travelers Cheques
of the

are ideal for foreign shopping, for 
paying hotel bills or buying railway 
tickets. They are cashed at face 
value in all parts of the world at any 
hour, thus saving time and delay.

This most modern form of car
rying funds was originated in 1891 
by the American Express Company.
F u l l  in fo rm at ion  may be had at any of  the  
C o m p a n y ’s Agencies, or by addressing its

TRAVELERS 
CHEQUE, DEPARTMENT /
N EW  Y O R K  C H IC A G O  J g
6 5  B r o a d w a y  72 Monroe St. j  i l t y B F / i

BOSTON M O N T R E A L
43 Franklin St. 202 St. James St. '--------

mencaq> , Express

6 7
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The Event of a Lifetime!
T o have had Beethoven himself as your guest 

for one whole evening— to hear him, the Genius of the Piano, render with 
his own f ing  ers selection after selection— The Moonlight Sonata, the Sonata 
Pathetique, his Farewell to the Piano, or any other of his own immortal 
works you cared to hear. W hat a memory fo r  the years to come !

And yet you have only to forget for the moment the player seated at

The Angelus Piano
through which, evening after evening, those same strains respond to his touch 
with all the magic of the master s hand, to know how real his presence 
is and to feel how priceless is such music when so superbly rendered.

But the miracle of the A N G E L U S  P IA N O  is that you , yourself, are the musician. W ith its 
possession the clearest dream of your life is actually realized—it gives to you, absolutely, that which you 
have longed for time and again, ever since you were old enough to experience a real desire. The 
A N G E L U S  P IA N O  enables you  to play this music 
for yourself. W ithout practice or study of any kind it 
gives to your unskilled fingers the ability to produce anything 
in all piano-music that you care to play.

A nd more, the A N G E L U S  P IA N O  gives you the 
M E L O D A N T  and P H R A S IN G  L E V E R , those wonderful
patented expression devices which enable you to play as artis
tically and as brilliantly as any pianist you have ever listened to.
If you are particular about the qualify  of your music and aspire 
to become a real musician  you have only to hear and play 
the A N G E L U S  P IA N O  yo u rse lf  to appreciate what the 
exclusive M E L O D A N T  and P H R A S IN G  L E V E R  mean 
to you and your playing.

Before purchasing a piano of any kind, don’t fail to hear 
the A N G E L U S  P IA N O . You will then realize the differ
ence between the original and its imitators. THE ANGELUS PIANO

F or Sale in  a ll 
principa l cities.

E S T A B L IS H E D  1876

T H E  W I L C O X  & W H I T E  C O . Descriptive L ite r
ature on request.

M E R ID E N , C O N N .
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Sierra, $ 5 .0 0
On Sale in all Regal Stores and Mail Order Department

N o t e ?  O n  a c c o u n t  o f  its  e x tr a  
w e ig h t, th e  p re p a id  p ric e  o f  th e  
Sie rra  is  $ 5.50.

' 'H I S  s e a so n  w e  in tro d u c e  th e  “ S i e r r a ”  as th e b e st bu ilt, m o st s e r v ic e a b le  and a lto g e th e r s a tis fa c to ry  
|  h ig h -c u t  b o o t  o n  th e  m a rk e t  fo r  s p o rts m e n , s u r v e y o r s  an d  a n y o n e  w h o  re q u ire s  a  b o o t o f  this

k in d  fo r  r o u g h  s e r v ic e  o r  b a d  w e a th e r . It h as e x c e p tio n a l v a lu e  an d  is w o r th  t w ic e  its p ric e . 
T h e  p h o to g r a p h  a n d  little  s k e tc h e s  s h o w  y o u  its g e n e ra l fe a tu re s , b u t it h as m a n y  v a lu a b le  sp e cia l fe a tu re s  
m e ritin g  a  m o r e  e x te n d e d  d e s c rip tio n  th an  th is p a g e  p e rm its. T h e  b o o t stan d s o v e r  11 in c h e s  h ig h  a n d  is  
m ade o f  sp e c ia l-s e le c te d  N o r w e g i a n  O il G r a in  le a th e r c a r e fu lly  trea te d  w ith  C o d  o il to  m a k e  it w a te r p r o o f.  
It is th e  fin e st  le a th e r  o b ta in a b le  f o r  th is  k in d  o f  b o o t. T h e  “ S ie r r a ”  h as a  fu ll-b e llo w s , o n e -p ie c e  to n g u e  o f  
th e sam e  sp le n d id  s to c k . T h e  s o le  is th re e  th ic k n e ss e s  o f  g e n u in e  O a k -B a r k -T a n n e d  le ath er, ru n n in g  b a c k  
to  th e h e e l. S p e c ia l-p r o c e s s  w a t e r p r o o f  d u c k  lin in g  is u se d  in th e v a m p . In  s h o rt, n o th in g  is o m itte d  w h ic h  
w i l l  m a k e  th is  b o o t  w a te r -r e s is t in g  an d  s e r v ic e a b le . It  c a n  b e  w o r n  o u tsid e  o r  u n d e rn e a th  th e  tro u se rs , an d  
in  a p p e a ra n c e  it is  e x t r e m e ly  s ig h t ly  an d  n o t  at all c u m b e rs o m e . Hob-nails supplied free  o f charge i j  desired .

Send fo r  S ty le  B ook—4 3  N ew  M odels for M en and Women
R E G A L  S H O E  C O M P A N Y  C

1 5 3  Stores and A gencies y
•  _ / »  n i t i r t e  I  San Francisco, Cal., cor. Van Ness Ave. and Bush Street—New Store,in all principal Cities  ̂ London, Lnt;.,97  Cheapside, cor. Lawrence Lane,

M A H  ORDER DEPARTMENT:
309 S u m m e r  S tre e t, B o s to n , M a ss . 

M a i l  O rd er S u b - S ta t io n s :

Black or Russet
S t y le  2 - F A 1

(As illustrated). Extra high 
cut boot. Made of Black Nor
wegian Oil Grain.

S t y le  2 - F A 2
Same, except made of Russet 

Norwegian Oil Grain.
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R o y a l M a i
ST E ?iM  PA C K ET CO.

m From Wintry Winds to Summer Sunshine W
W T h e  delights of the Indian Islands are innumerable. Mountain and hill, enveloped in 1  
1  the luxuriant foliage of the tropics against the picturesque background of the deep blue of '  

the Caribbean Sea are a source of unceasing pleasure.
T h e  speedy ocean steamships of the Royal Mail Steam Packet Company are so luxuri

ously equipped as to gratify the traveller’s every want in the rapid transmission from the 
winter of the North to the sunshine of the land of summer.

Included in the ports of call of the fortnightly sailings are Jamaica, Colon, Savanilla, 
La Guayra, Trinidad, Barbados, Cherbourg and Southampton. Connections 
are made with the Intercolonial steamers for Grenada, St. Vincent, St. Lucia, 
Dominica, Montserrat, Antigua, Nevis, St. Kitts.

i Special Tours to i
V JA M A IC A , IST H M U S O F  P A N A M A  OR B A R B A D O S  k

All Expenses $90  to $240
Illustrated booklet giving complete itineraries will be sent on request.

S A N D E R S O N  & S O N , General Agents, 2 2  State Street, New York 
F O S T E R  D E B E V O IS E , Passenger Agent,

Flatiron Building, New York 
W . H . E A V E S , N, E . A ., 2 0 0  Washington Street, Boston, Mass.

R . M . M E L V IL L E , "
Toronto and Adelaide Streets, Toronto, Can,
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Drawn by Henry Hutt fo r  Cream of Wheat Co. Copyright 1907 by Cream of Wheat Co.

A  D A I N T Y  B R E A K F A S T .
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.  4  4 * *  P O R C E L A IN  fcflfc
EN AM ELED  W ARE^taitdard

Every piece of clard Ware bears the$̂taitdapd" “GREEN and GOLD” guarantee label, and has the trade-mark ^tattdawf' cast on the outside. Unless the label and trade-mark are on the fixture, it is not Ware. Substitutes are all inferior;refuse them, for they will cost you more in the end. The word *Z$iattdavd" is stamped on all our nickeled brass fittings; specify them and see that you get the genuine trimmings with your bathroom equipment.
O u r b o o k ,  “  M O D E R N  B A T H R O O M S , ”  t e l l s  yo u  h o w  t o  p la n  and 

a r r a n g e  yo u r  b a th r o o m ,  an d  i l l u s t r a t e s  m a n y  b e a u t i fu l  and  in e x p e n s i v e  
a s  w e l l  a s  lu x u r io u s  ro o m s ,  sh o w in g  t h e  c o s t  o f  e a c h  f ix t u r e  in  d e ta i l ,  
t o g e t h e r  w i t h  h in t s  on d e c o r a t io n ,  t i l in g ,  e t c .  I t  i s  t h e  m o s t  c o m p le te  
and  b e a u t i fu l  b o o k l e t  e v e r  is s u e d  on t h e  s u b je c t .  F R E E  for s i x  c e n t s  
p o s t a g e  and th e  n a m e  o f  y o u r  p lum b er and  a r c h i t e c t  ( if  s e le c te d ) .

Address Standard;5anitaialDfe;6«„ Dept. E , Pittsburgh, P a ., U. S. A.
Pittsburgh Sh ow room , 9 49  Penn A ven ue  

Offices and Show room s in Mew Y o rk : 'iSStaaafanr B u ilding, 3 5 - 3 7  W est 3 1 s t  Street
London, E n g ., 22  H olborn V iad u ct, E .  C . N ew  O rleans: Cor. B aronne & St Josep h  Sts.
L o u isville : 3 2 5 - 3 2 9  W est M ain  Street Cleveland : 648-652 H u ro n  R o a d , S .  E .

<1*
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BANKERS TRUST
COMPANY

7 W a l l  S t r e e t , N e w  Y o r k -------------------------

C a p ita l . . . .  $1,000,000

Surplus &  Undivided  Profits . 1,426,000

AS EXECUTOR AND 
TRUSTEE

this Company adminis
ters the estates of clients, 
and gives to the subject 
of investments the wis
dom and valuable ex
perience possessed by 
this Company and its 
directors.

Depositors are always 
able to command freely 
the facilities of this Com
pany. Interest is paid 
upon deposits which are 
subject to withdrawal 
upon notice or demand.

Out of town accounts 
solicited.

D I R E C T O R S
S T E P H E N  B A K E R ,  P re s .

B a n k  of M a n h a tta n  C o ., N .Y .
SA M U E L  G, B A Y N E , P re s .

Seab oard  N a t’ l B a n k , N. Y .
E D W IN  M. B U L K L E Y ,

S p e n ce r T ra s k  & C o ., N. Y .
JA M E S  G. CANNON, V . P re s .

F o u r th  N a t’ l B a n k , N. Y .
ED M U N D  C. C O N V ER SE, 

P re s id e n t, N. Y .
H E N R Y  P. D A V ISO N , V . P re s .

F i r s t  N a t’ i B a n k , N. Y .
W A L T E R  E. F R E W , V . P re s .

C orn E x c h a n g e  B a n k , N .Y .  
F R E D E R I C K  T .  H A S K E L L . V. P r e s .

Illin ois T r u s t  & S a v . B k .,  C hicago  
A. BARTON  H E P B U R N , P re s .

C .iase N a t’ l B a n k , N. Y .
TH O M A S W . LAMONT,

Secon d V ice P r e s .,  N. Y .
G ATES W . McGARRAFI, P re s .

M e ch a n ics ’ N a t’ l B a n k , N .Y .  
EDGAR L. M ARSTON ,

B la ir  & C o ., B a n k e rs , N. Y .
GEORGE W. P E R K IN S ,

J .  P . n o r g a n & C o ., N .Y .
W IL L IA M  H. P O R T E R , P re s .

C h em ical N a t’ l B a n k , N .Y .
D A N IE L  G. R E ID , V . P re s .

L ib e r ty  N a t’ l B a n k , N. Y.
ED W A R D  F. S W IN N E Y , P re s .

F i r s t  N a t’ l B a n k , K a n sa s C ity .
JO H N  F. TH O M PSO N ,

V ice P re s id e n t, N. Y .
G I L B E R T  G. T H O R N E ,V .P r e s .

N a t’ l P a r k  B a n k , N .Y .
E D W A R D  TOW NSEN D. P r e s .

Im p o rte rs  & T ra d e rs N a t . B a n k , N .Y . 
A L B E R T  H. W IGGIN , V. P re s .

C hase N a t’ l B a n k , N . Y .
SA M U E L  W O O L V E R T O N , P r e s .

G allatin  N a t’ l B a n k , N . Y .
E D W A RD  F. C. YOUNG, P re s .

F i r s t  N a t’ l B a n k , J e rs e y  C ity .

Inquiries are invited as to the Company’s functions 
as Executor, Administrator, and Guardian; as Fiscal - 
Agent, and as Trustee for Individuals and Corporations.
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T H E R E ’S  no
function so 

formal—no gather
ing so brilliant— 
no dinner so sump
tuous that its en
joyment is not en
hanced by the 
delicate dessert 
confection

NABISCO
S U G A R  W A F E R S  

fra ten cent tins.

Also in twenty-five cent tins.

N A T IO N A L  

BISC U IT C O M PA N Y

M cC lu re ’s— The Marketplace of the World
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Write for Sample Bottle and Hinds’ Booklet of Directions for the Care of the Skin; 
both sent free to you. Hinds’ Cream is easy to use and sure in its results. Heals 
soreness and eruptive conditions; makes the skin soft, clear and youthful without massage. 
Is simple to apply and delightfully refreshing. Positively guaranteed not to pro
duce a growth of hair. Absolutely safe,— contains no grease, bleach or chemicals. 
Is by far the best preparation in the world for the complexion. Stops the smart after 
shaving and quickly heals cuts and tender skin. Do not accept substitutes;--they are 
not like Hinds’ Cream, and will disappoint you. All dealers, 5 0  cents, or postpaid 
by us for the same amount.

A . S. HINDS, 3 8  W est Street, Portland, Maine.

r  .  :---------------  t m

M c C lu re ’ s —Th e Marketplace of the World

9 Honey and
_______ ^Almond
Unequalled for C h ap ped  H ands, F a c e  and Lips.

Cream.

For hard, 
dry, rough, 
irritated 
skin
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A  W A V  
SAVE
is the problem of the 
hour in nearly every 
home.

Prices already high 
are still soaring sky
ward. S o m e t h i n g  

must be done. 
You can solve 
the p r o b l e m 
now and start 
saving at once 
by using

Shredded 
WholeWheat

Other foods have increased in cost, but 
Shredded Wheat remains the same. The 
same price— for the same quantity— in the 
same package. The same in quality, purity 
and wholesomeness; the cleanest, purest, 
most easily digested, most nutritious cereal 
food in the world.

Why pay high prices; for other foods 
when a Shredded Wheat Biscuit with milk or cream will supply all the 
energy needed for work or play ? A nourishing, inexpensive food for the 
children at school, for the toiler, the thinker, the outdoor man and the 
indoor man. Ready-cooked, ready-to-eat. Try it tomorrow.
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SHREDDED W H E A T  is made in tw o forms, BISCU IT and TRISCUIT. The 
BISCUIT is delicious with hot or cold milk or cream, or in combination with sliced 
bananas, baked apples or any preserved fruit or 
berries. TRISCUIT is the Shredded W heat Toast, 
and is delicious with butter, cheese or marmalade.

Alw ays heat the Biscuit or Triscuit in the oven ju st before serving 
to restore crispness, and in cold weather serve the Biscuit with hot 
m ilk and a little cream poured over the top.

T H E  N A T U R A L  FO O D  C O M PA N Y
Niagara Falls, N. Y.
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