APRIiL.. 1927




e B R R

All grown-ups

now are talking

about the new good books of the Spring, about the
stoties and the pictures of modern life which are
co.uing from the pens of outstanding authors.

At dinner tables and bridge tables, at clubs and

during social evenings in cultured homes, the
conversation. will be about Donn Byrne's newest
book, and what Percy Marks has written, and. about
Elizabeth Jordan’s portrayal of modern young Eeople
and Frances Winwar's historical romances, and Doris
Leslie’s story of smart English life, and Elinor
Mordaunt’s gorgeous South Sea tales, and Joseph B.
Ames’s bang-up stories of the West.

Father will say that no one can tell a story of

courage and danger with half the swift, breathless,
dashing style of Ames. And Mother will say that
Elizabeth Jordan’s Brack BuTTERFLIES gives a true
picture of the wild younger generation, while showing
the things that arc really important in this life. And
Auntie will say that Dorls Leslie’s Tum STARLING is a
gay and sad and lovely bouk. And Uiicle -— who is
big and bronzed, and who has traveled over half the
world — will say that Elinor Mordaunt’s Tae Dark
FirE is a true and at times terrible picture of love in
the far off tropics.

And all of them will say that Frances Winwar’s

Tue ArRDENT FLaME is the most beautifully writ-
ten historical romance they can remember, a book
that might have been written by Cahell if Cabell
loved women more, and was more pitifnl to them.

And all of them will say that Pércy Marks's -
Lorp or HimseLr is a better and finer story than

even THE Prastic AGe — as all the critics are now
saying. They will shake their heads over the hero’s
romance, and feel very tender for his great love of his
mother.

And all of them will -say that Donn Byrne's

BroTHER SauUL is the most powerful book a great
artist has yet written. They will say that it is a
tremendous picture of the Roman world in the days
when Christ was alive. They will compare it to
Ben Hur.

Since St. NicrHorLas readers are more grown-up

than their years, they will enjoy rthese newest
novels, too. But most of all the grown-ups will
enjoy them, and will want to be the first of all their
friends to talk about them.

LORD of
HIMSELF

by Percy Marks

in New York. “Percy Marks’s best!"" say

Third big printing. A seoryof young people
the critics. $2.00

THE DARK FIRE
by Elinor Mordauwnt

A story of sinful love and righteous love in
the cannibal East Indies. $2.00

THE STRANGER

FROM CHEYENNE
by Joseph B. Ames

Swift adventure and romance in the Wyoming
range country today. $2..00

THE ARDENT
FLAME

by Frances Winwar

I Just published. A romance of the Italian
l 13th century, based on the immortal love of

Polo and Francesca. $2.00
BLACK

BUTTERF LIES
by Elizabeth Jordan

girl who wants to be wild — then learns the
price it costs. $2.00

“ Just published. Story of a modern young

THE STARLING

by Doris Leslie

Published in April. Modern Mayfair, pagan
and carefrece — where many a heart is
broken. $2.00

BROTHER
SAUL

by Donn Byrne

of the Apostle Paul, rich with color and
incident, the longcst and most powerful

Published in April. A tremendous romance
novel Donn Byrne has written. $2.50

(Limited First Edition Aunto-
graphed, 495 copies, printed on rag,
bound in boards and vellum, $10.00)
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... 484
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Z/e ST. NICHOLAS MAGAZINE

FEATURES for NEXT MONTH and 'TO COME

The Shadow on the Dial AUGUSTA H. SEAMAN

A new serial by this popular writer is certain to arouse great interest and to keep
it at white heat for six months. This story, with a Carolina-coast setting, reaches
back into ante-bellum days for its mystery. But the secret, safely hidden by
the sun-dial for over sixty years, is solved by the persistence of a boy, his sister,
and a friend of their own age.

Sandy Somnambulates RALPH HENRY BARBOUR

The story of a football hero may belong to the autumn months, but the tale of
the cleverness of a youngster who admires “said” hero belongs to any issue of the
magazine, and this one is too geod to keep any longer, so you shall have it in
the May St. NicHoLas.

King Arthur’s Country A. B. COOKE

Since the days of the Plantagenets, tales of Arthur and his knights have been
told and retold. Even to-day, one of the best selling stories is based on one of
these legends. This article describes not the king or his Round-table Warriors,
but the green hills and deep valleys where once they lived and fought — in short,
a splendidly written and beautifully illustrated sketch detailing the charm of
Wales.

Off the Thundering Thimbles ALFRED ELDEN

. Bob wanted to be a radio operator on one of the coastwise vessels that ply the
waters of Maine. He studied books on the subject, and hoped to go to a school
in Boston. His father thought he ought to stay at home and be a lobsterman.,
Then Bob’s father saw things in a different light, but the sudden conversion came
about quickly, dangerously, and dramatically.

Racing Model Speed-Boats A. C. BRADY

This is a sport that makes boys out of grown men. The regattas held each year
in Central Park, New York, offer keen competition for builders of these small
craft, and much sport for the crowds around the lagoons.

In addition to these choice titles, there are other sketches, verse, the regular
departments, and instalments of three serials, *“ Treasure-Trove,” “‘Chuck
Blue of Sterling,” and *“ Twinkle, Little Movie Star.”




Parents: Do you know what they think of you—of themselves—of life as it is lived today?

By “One of Us”’

thinking of, what are they

their seniors?
Here is a delightfully honest,
a sincere and simple-hearted

RE they bad, or are they
good? What are they

really like, these younger pee-
ple in their ’teens and twen-
ties, who are causing so much
loquacious excitement among

Our Generation

book by a real member of the very young generation, by a cheerful

and lively and amusing young author who has been afforded many

Of *'One of Us’’ her school
album says, ‘‘She floats
through life on a dreamy
cloud of £ood-natured un-
concern_for

with detached wisdom.

proms and still maintaln a
good scholastic standing.”

advantages in observing her co-evals, and who has noted them down

Much has been written about the young people by authors of thirty-
six to eighty-six years old. It has been said that the world has changed,
that the old loyalties and the old stabilities have no longer any mean-
ing. But the heart of youth has not changed. ““One of Us’” has written a
book wise and amusing, and of distinct salutary importance. $1.50

— o

CASTLE

of the
HAWK
by

Katherine Dunlap Cather

Author of ““ Younger Days of Famous

riters,” etc.

N THE 14th century Count Rudolph of Hapsburg, from his castle high up
in the mountains, ruled over all Switzerland. Down in the valley little Hilda
Wetter dreamed of the wonderful treasures the castle contained, of its colorful
gardens and of the great ladies and gentlemen who lived behind the castle walls.
And she made a wish and a vow that she, too, would walk in the garden, dine
with the ladies, and talk with the great gentlemen of the castle.

Her brother Rupert—like very modern brothers—said she was silly. Her father
reminded her that the little daughter of the village clockmaker could have no
part in the life of the castle and its court. But little Hilda smiled and wished on.

And as she stood at the door of their little house, a courier from the castle rode
by making a proclamation, which was but the beginning of a series of events
which quite dramatically involved Hilda and Rupert in the affairs of the castle,
and of the beautiful Constance of Burgundy, of the beloved Count Rudolph, of
Philip the Bold, and of the wicked Count Leopold.

It is a glorious tale of medieval life and warfare, of the brave and hazardous

The &

undertakings of a young man in the service of his adored Princess, of his dra-
matic entrance through the Castle gates, and of the part his sister played in the
rescue of the Princess. Jllustrated, $1.75

The Adventures of
Paul Bunyan
by James Cloyd Bowman

A story of the loggers of the Great North
woods, weaving into a continuous story the
many adventures of Paul Bunyan, the leg-
endary superman, whose exploits form the
only truly American myth tales. /llus. 32.00

Gervaise
of the Garden
by Edith Ballinger Price

Author of ‘‘John and Susanne,” etc.

A colorful mystery story for young readers—
romance and adventure of high quality.
lius, $1.50

The White Pony in
the Hills

by Anne Bosworth Greene
Author of “ Greylight,’ etc.

The personalities of ponies and children
developed in a charming tale for young

§ readers. (Coming in April.) Illus. $1.75
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Good Schools
for Boys and Girls

SCHOOL

DWIGHT FOR GIRLS

Recommended by the leading colleges for

COLLEGE PREPARATION
SPECIAL FINISHING COURSES
Athletics, Gymnasium, Tennis, Riding
Spacious Grounds for Games
Alumnae_cordiaily recommend Dwight because of the
Spirit which it inculcates: frankness, self-control, service.
Write [-y illustrated booklets or catalog dz;cru)twe of the

life of the school.  References on reque:
MISS E. S. CREIGHTON, Prlnclpnl
ENGLEWOOD NEW JERSEY

5 E 4
NORTON, MASS.

‘The Junior School of House in the Pines. 30 miles from

ton. For girls under fiftee large modern
home Sun Daxlcrsfox classmoms “Fields for all spon‘s
mplc
h(e of study unv.l play that makes the child anick to
fecl, eager to know, able to do.

MISS GERTRUDE E. CORNISH, Principat

PAG MILITARY
ACADEMY
A big school for little boys. Page stands
in a class by itself as a military school for
little boys. Sound training in the essen-
tial branches with mllltary training
adapted to young boy needs. Parents ap-
preciate theatmosphereof understanding
and enconragement. Largest school of its
kind i ln Amcnca Wn(c fos the catalog.

Secretanal Work,

A NATIONALLY patron-
me Economics. 90-

ized school for young

women. In beautiful acre campus, 32
Rock Creek Valley. buildings. All ath-
Two-year Junior letics. Horseback

riding. 8 charm-
ing club houses
furnishideal

College work.
Four-year col-
lege prepara-

tory courses. social life,
Art, Music, References
Dramatics, required.

On the Campus
For catalog address tho Registrar, Box 165, Forest Glon, Md.
JAMES E. AMENT, Ph.D., LL.D., President

PRINCETON

'SﬁlLDNER SCHOOL

Girls 6 to 21 years Mile from town, 57 acres
College Preé)aratory and Finishing Courses
Progressive ural meth lan;
and Latin at earliest age.
practical keyboard composition. nd-crafts,
dra\vm¥ expression, dancing, riding. Beautiful
home life. Abundant out-door. Small classes.
Separate Junior Department.

Miss Laura N. Gildner, A.M., Princeton, N. J.

THE MARY C. WHEELER SCHOOL

A Modern Townand Country School for Girls. Collegepre-
atory, general, and post-graduate courses. Art, Music,

Poramatics: . Riding,  Swimmin g and out-door  sports.

Country residence for younger girls. Providence, R. L.

RYDAL HALL

For little girls 9-14.
25 minutes from Phila.

Junior Department
of Ogontz School
A large, beautiful country placc,

French under native teachers.

Supervised piano practice. orseback riding. Cata-
logue. Ahb)}') A. Sutherland Prln.. Rydal Hall, Mont-
gomery Co., Pa.

A Country School for

Glrls 10 i 14 lzlrep =

4

miles from Boston. All sports and athleucs supervised
zmd adapted to the age of me pupil. Finest instruction,
influences. Miss Helen Temple Cooke,

Dana Hall, Wellesley, Mass.

—Ii(gh land AManor

Country Boarding School and Junior College. All
Grades, Special Courses, Conservatory of Music.
Tugene H. Lehman, Director, Tarrylown-en-Hudson, New York, Box 105

® 88 i n i n scbooll for

Junior College De%t., Upper and Lower Schools.
Clara C. Fuller, Prin., Box 4N, Ossining-on-Hudson,N.V.

SCHOOL RATES IN ST. NICHOLAS

Your school can be advertised for sixteen dollars
per inch for oneinsertion; six insertions less ten per
cent or fourteen dollars and forty cents, and twelve
insertions less twenty-five per cent or twelve dollars

per insertion. Half inch in proportion.

ST. NICHOLAS MAGAZINE
353 Fourth Avenue New York

Unclassified

Learn to Double Your fncome

Overcome and other speech defects.

CRESTALBAN

A school for little girls. § hours fmm New York. 20 min-
utes from Pittsfield. I f the
200 acres, 3 buildings. Home Trammg chm actcr develop-
ment, Health. Open air classes. Outdoor sports.

Miss Margery Whiting, Prin., Berkshire, Mass.

BERT A. GIBBS, d:
1219 Cochran Avenue, Los Angeles, Cal.

For the Mentally Retarded Child
UNUSUAL ADVANTAGES AT
Summer Home of Sandalphon School
MENTOR HEADLANDS
(The Cape Cod of Ohio on Lake Erie)

(June 13 to August 31)

Circular on Request
1874 East 82nd Street, Cleveland, Ohio

RAY COURT sciha School for Girls

ACCREDITED. Suburban to N.Y. C. All usual
studies. Also: Secretarial. Arts and Crafts. Horse-
back riding. Beach. Allathletics. Catalog.

JESSIE CALLAM GRAY, Box 12, Stamford-on-Sound, Coan,

WALNUT HILL SCHOOL

Natick, Mass.
A College Preparatory Schoolfor Girls. Outdoor life. Ath-
letics and winter sports. 17 miles from Boston.

MISS FLORENCE BIGELOW, Prmczpnl

FOR GIRLS
Ages 6 to 14

HILLCREST

Miss Davison’s School Charming homelife. Thorough-
ness in grade work. Music emphasized. Interpretive
dancing and healthful outdoor recreations. 18th v

Only normal, healthy children accepted. Miss Sarah M.
Davison, Prin., Box 4-SN, Beaver Dam, Wis.

DEVITTE SCHOOL

$50 per month coversevery expense
All-year boarding school and Summer Camp for boys and
girls 6 to 12. 60 acres, 32 miles from N. V. City. Booklet.
L. De Vitte, Principal, Box 48-L, Morganville, N.J.

Talk with ease and freedom. Command respect.

Make friends quickly. Earn more money. Attain

real happiness. Gain complete, permancnt speech

correction quickly and easily. America’s fore-

most school. Years of experience. Thousands of
y

i

LEARNTOBE
' me

STAMMERING

If the stammerer can talk with ease when alone, and most
of them can, but stammers in the presence of others, it
must be that in the presence of others he does something
that interferes. If then we know what it is that interferes,
and the stammerer be taught how to avoid that, it must
be that he is getting rid of the thing that makes him
stammer. That's the pbliosophy of our method of cure.
Let us tell you about it.

SCHOOL FOR STAMMERERS 4

THE LEWIS
169 Stimson Ave.

Tyler, Tesas

Foreign

Schools

SWISS SCHOOLS

For Anerican boys and girls of all ages. Modern sanitary

huildm§s Up-to-date methods. Unrivaled climate. Prepa-

ration for college. Reference. Moderate prices. Free in-

formatlon (Mgss.) Ethel Hugli-Camp, Louisenstr. 45
ERNE, Switzerland.

LAUSANNE-COUR. “Roseneck”

School for Girls

Art, Domestic Economy Courses,

Languages, Music,
References in

Preparation for School Board Exams.
U. S. A. Principal, Mlle. Ecuyer.

Lausanne—Pensionat Sevigné 5

Mesdames M. Bloch, officier d’académie et B. Bloch. Girls’
School for better Je\vlsh fam. Languages. Arts, Commer»
cial Training. Summer and Winter Sports. Large. modern
villa built for the School on Lake Geneva. High references
in the States.

SWITZERLAND

“‘Grand Verger School” Signal Lausanne.
Most up to date Finishing School for young Ladies. Won-
derful situation. Unrivaled climate. [anguage of the house
strictly French. Junior School for children. Entire charge
undertaken. Highest references. Principals: Mmes Pfiuger.



‘BUCK” MACFADDEN REMOVES HIS HANDICAP

by J. OLIVER KENT

On his school team, “Buck” MacFadden stammered so badly that he could scarcely

call the signals.

How bhe overcame bis handicap and became the bero of his college.

A gripping story that every boy who stammers and bis parents ought to read.

“SieNALs,” shouted “Buck”
MacFadden in a brisk, clear
voice. “Kick formation, Grant
back. Seventeen, twenty-
seven, nine. Eighty-one,
ninety-six, shoot!”

Like a flash the ball was
snapped, “Buck” scooped it
up, took three quick steps back,
turned like a flash and shot
it 20 yards, straight into the
waiting arms of the right end.
A beautifully executed pass.
The receiver was downed at
the very goal line and in-
stantly buried beneath a
human avalanche.

The stands were breathless.
Was it over? Was this an-
other touchdown? Every eye
was fastened on the white
form of the referee. Suddenly
the official stood up and held
both hands aloft. The north
stand went wild. Here was
the third touchdown of the
game—score 20 to 0 in favor
of Margrace. .

Down on the players’ bench,
at the edge of the field, the Margrace
coach proudly watched his team.
“What do you think of that for field-
generalship!”” he exclaimed to his friend
George Manly, coach of Lakehurst
Prep. ““ ‘Buck’ MacFadden has the
visitors standing on their heads. Every
man on the visiting team expected a
try for goal from the field. Listen to
the way he snaps out those signals too.
I tell you that young MacFadden is
the life of the team.”

George Manly nodded. “It’s mar-
velous,” he said, “the way that boy has
overcome his handicap. He was on my
squad at Lakehurst, you know. I al-
ways knew he had the stuff, but he
stammered so badly he could scarcely
call a signal. I never dared to use him
in any of the important games. What
sort of miracle has happened anyway ?”’

i . 5 #

In the dressing-room after the game,
George Manly sought out his former
gridiron pupil. “Tell me, ‘Buck,’”
said the coach, “what wonderful thing
has happened to you ? Howin the world
did you overcome your stammering?”’

. “Buck” smiled at his former coach’s

bewilderment and briefly told the fol-
lowing tale: Shortly before graduating

BUCK TURNED LIKE A FLASH AND SHOT THE BALL
A FULL 20 YARDS

from Lakehurst Prep, “Buck” hap-
pened to see a story in a magazine about
a man who had cured himself of stam-
mering after suffering from the afflic-
tion for 20 years. The man’s name
was Benjamin N. Bogue, and he had
worked out a scientific method of cor-
recting stammering and stuttering.
Once cured, went on the story, he had
offered the method to his fellow suf-
ferers, and it had proved so successful
that he finally established a school and
took classes. In this way, Bogue Insti-
tute, of Indianapolis, was founded.

“Buck” sent for full information. In
a few days he received a booklet of in-
teresting descriptions of the life at the
school, the methods used and a blank
examination form. He filled out the
blank with a brief description of his
symptoms and history of his trouble
and sent it to the Institute. Soon he
received an answer from Mr. Bogue
himself, completely and correctly de-
scribing his case.

After talking the matter over with
his mother and father they agreed that
he should attend the Bogue Institute
as soon as he could obtain an enroll-
ment. He was lucky in that respect
and in three weeks he boarded the train
for Indianapolis.

“TwishI had time to tellyou
about the pleasant surround-
ings and the interesting and
friendly people I met at
Bogue,” concluded “Buck.”
“It’s a resident school, you
know, conducted like any
other boarding school or col-
lege. Mr. Bogue soon dis-
covered that my case was com-
paratively mild and in less
than four weeks I returned
home. I tell you I certainly
felt like a new boy, for I was
permanently and absolutely
cured of stammering.”

Coach Manly was silent
when the boy had finished
speaking. Then he said,
“‘Buck,” my boy, you are to
be congratulated. You cer-
tainly were the hero of today’s ..
game. I guess maybe you were
a hero at Lakehurst too—a
hero under handicap.”

7 7 7

If you stammer or stutter,
Benjamin Bogue can cure you,
just as he has cured himself
and hundreds of boys and girls of all
ages. Bogue Institute was founded in
1901. It is a thoroughly tried institu-
tion, run on sound business principles.
Results under the Bogue method are
guaranteed. Remember that stammer-
ing is never outgrown. The child who
stammers will stammer as a man or
woman unless cured.

Bogue Institute will enable you to
throw off the handicap of stammering.
Without obligating yourself, fill out
the coupon below. By return mail you
will receive full information regarding
this sure, scientific cure for stammering.

Or if you do not stammer, but know
of someone who dues, either see that this
story of “Buck” MacFadden is called
to his attention or send the Bogue
Institute his name and address. Your
name will not be used, and the Bogue
Institute may be the means of opening
up a whole new world for him.

BENJAMIN N. BOGUE
7587 Bogue Building 1147 N. Illinois St.
Indianapolis, Ind.
Without obligation on my part, please send me
full information regarding the Bogue Institute and
the new scientific cure for and {

Name

Address
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Hello (entral

(-a-m-p 1-9-2-7
Please!

“Hello, hello, that you Sue?”

“Yes, Tom, what’s on your mind?”

“Say Sue, April ST. NicHoLAs has just come and I am
looking over the different camps and they sure do look
good to me. Going to camp this summer?”

“I'should say I am Tom, and I'm going to get busy and
pick out a camp right away. Last year I let it go till late
in the season and couldn’t get into the camp I wanted so
this year I’'m going to sign up real early and have my
outfit all ready so there will be no disappointment at the
last minute.”

“That’s not a bad idea Sue. Of course I'm returning to
the same camp (you'll see it listed in ST. NicHoLas) but I
better sign up now, and then my outfit is beginning to
look pretty shabby so I guess I’ll speak to Dad about it,
order a new one and have it ready to pack up and go
when school closes.”

“Doesn’t it get you all excited to talk about camp, Tom,
and just think there are only three months before camp
will open. Listen Tom, come over this evening and
let’s look through the St. Nicxoras Camp Section.
You need not bring your copy as I have mine.”

“All right Sue. Have a few more lessons to do but I’ll
hurry up and come over in a little while. "Bye.”

“’Bye. See you later Tom.”

Courtesy B. Altman & Co., New York

Cowrtesy B. Altmap & Co., New York

And Now What Have You
Done About Your (amp
This Summer ?

Are you going to do what Sue did last year,
or are you going to pick out your camp and
sign up at once as Sue and Tom are going to
do this year.

In June school closes, studies are forgotten,
and thoughts turn to nature lore and every-
thing that is a reaction to the ten months of
school life.

Conventional clothing is cast aside and one
begins to plan for their camp togs (and some
of them, while very comfy, are exceedingly
smart),

Do as Sue and Tom are going to do this
evening. Look over the St. NicHoLas Camp
Section and select the camp you think you
would like to attend. Then write to the
Director for specific information. Or, if you
prefer, you can write direct to us. Our Service
1s at your disposal at all times without charge
or obligation on your part.

Lillian R, Matlaw

ST. NICHOLAS
ScrooL anD Came
SERVICE
353 Fourth Avenue
New York City
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7. Aliman & @Co.

FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK

The Camp Bureau

Is an Expert Guide to Camp
Comfort and Correctness

What kind of bloomers? What campers
wear for “dress-up” . . . What sort of
blankets . . . and shoes . . . and under-
things? How to dress for the various camp
sports? . . . How much or how little to
take.? a0 o

Our Camp Bureau has gone into these
things thoroughly—not only for the specific
camps for which it is official outfitter —but
for camp comfort in general. And it can
outfit any camper completely from the large
selections of every camp essential. No pro-
spective camper has to go to a dozen dif-
ferent sections to collect the camp wardrobe,
either. Everything is assembled in one
place for you— -

School and Camp Bureau-—=Sixth Floor




Summer Camps for Girls

A Camp foerrls Three Dopartments

Cultural and Character Trmnmlz Camp.
50 acres, altitude 1500 feet. All camp
activities — golf, water

handid

access:b!e by rml ancl motor.
Mrs. R. Carl Stoll
5 Collcge Hﬂl. Snyder, New York

N\ (For Girls) With all the delights of

water, mountains and woodland—a
< happy summer in the out-of-doors.

Allland and water sports; tennis, rid-

ing,canoeing,swimming, hiki

ing, etc. Post Office, Indian Lake, N.Y.
}? oklet. Miss Sallie E.Wilson, Box S.

at School Washingtoa D.C.

CAMP RED WING |

Jor Girls

SILVER LAKE, SUSQUEHANNA COUNTY, PA.
1800 ft. altitude; complete cquipment; all sports and ac-
tivities; 60 mi. canoe trip for girls who qualify; resident

loctor and graduate nurses; experienced counsellors; we
welcome inspection.

Illustrated mtalague,
Directors

Edward C. Wilson, Prin. Fnends Schuol Baltimore
Louis E. Lamborn, Prin. McDonogh School, McDonogh, Md. |

CAMP LO-NA-WO
FOR CIRLS
On Beautiful Fourth Lake, Adirondacks
Perfect location, equipment and
staff. All land and water sports
expertly supervised. Pioneering.
Campers returning seven seasons.
Jewish Clientele Predominating
Write ior booklet

Sidney S. Kranz, B.S.; B.P.E,
628 \’Vcﬂt 158|.h st., N. V. C

THE DOCTOR PETTIT CAMPS

The fzmous Salt Water
'%ewanhaka s girls,
Manhansnck for younger

Pecomc Lodge for adults.
Horsewack riding free.
ll]ustxated booklet. Write

r. H. S. Pettit
106 Gn\es Ave., Brooklyn, N. Y.

CAMP TAWAH cftis

AT FISH'S EDDY, NEW YORK
in the Catskills
A small camp where individual care is given each girl.
Land and water sports. Ages 6 to 16, July and
August. Open to aduits June and Sept.
JULIA H. JOHNSON, R. N,
229 Waest 105 Street, New York City

Camp Choptank
On the Far Famed
Eastern Shore of
Maryland
Salt water camp for girs
land and water
spoxts ba\t water cruis-
ing, horseback ndm%
anqlfor booklet. ELLEI

'AN, Cambridge,

MIDDLE ATLANTIC STATES

TINE LOG CAOT

Girls 10-18 In the Adirondacks
LUZERNE, N.

Canoe Trips and Water SDorts, Field Hockey, Amhery.

Baseball, Basker, Ball, Tennis, Dramatics and Px

%\rle\.tfry Over night Hikes, Nature Study, Arts z\nd

38 Perry St.,
New York City

Dorothy Gray Baldwin

Frances G. Kinnear }Dl“"’t“'s %

CAMP TEKAKIWETHA

Exclusive camp for a limited number of girls—in the
Adirondacks — altitude 1700 fe
Porters Corners New York
11 miles from Saratoga Springs
All camp activities. Carefully selected

ROSE

A camp for 30 Christian Girls 5-14 years old.
exact demands of excepuonally particular pare;
direction of Rose Haven School. 8th season.
New York City. 1 weck or 2 months,

Mary Birchard, Box 17-J, Tenafly, N. J.

HAVEN,

‘Would meet
rents. Under
8 miles from

Screened cabins. Camp Tonde for boys under same
management.

Booklet: Mr. & Mrs. J. G. Lavender, 317 W. 71st St.,
N. Y. C., — Directors.

For girls 8-18. On
beautiful Lake
Lauderdale in the

dﬂfh

Cambridge, New York.

CAMP NEHANTIC FOR GIRLS
In the mounlains of Wasne County, Pa.

Elevation 2250 t. Christian girls. Jun., Int, and
Sen cam, F Horseback riding. Lake ownership. Ninth
July and August. Mr. an rs. Harry Davison,
510 Water S5, Bos Au, Philadeiphia, ba.

CAMP FENIMORE
On beautiful LAKE orsscoy at Coop-

crstown, mall, exclusive
riding camp for glrls. 6 to 12, from
cultu; Chi n homes. Write for

book of chtures

Mrs. Clifford A, Braider, 114 East 22nd St New York
‘Also Companion Camp for Boy:

THE ONEKA CAMPS

The Penusylvania Camps for Girls

In the Poconos. Twentieth Season, Three separate
Mr. and Mrs. Etnest W. Sipple, Directors,

4501 Ledar Lane, Drexel Hill, P:

OWAISSA S PF VDS
12th Season. Junior and Senior Camps. 2000 feet eleva-

tion on Pocono Mountain lake. Every activity and equ|p~
ment. T enl—housﬁs Personal care and train;

Mrs. O. H. Paxson, 6327 Lancutu’
Ave., Overbrook, Phlladelphla Pa.

For Girls. 16th year.
O beattifil Naowi Lake,
air of Pocono Mount.

X riding, g
sports. Pine Tree Club for older girls. Miss Bfanche M.
Price, 404 W. School Lane, Philadelphia, Pennsylvania.

PINE TREE CAMP

2000 feet above sea, in pine-lad
2 i H.

K=-A-TO -MI — The jolly camp for sgirls in

0 the high hills of southern
New York. 115 acres for fun and frefic on land and lake.
MAY R. WINANS

243 Adelphi St. Brooklyn, N. Y.

NEW ENGLAND .

SARGENT CAMP

The Sargent Camps for glrls
PETERBORO, N. H.

Three camps: Juniors, Seniors and Older Girls. Com-
plctely equipped and thh every advantage — moun-

tains, woods. Skilled instruction in all sports.
Carefully selected saddle horses with expert manage-
ment. Business or Drofcsslonal ‘women over 20 may
come to The r one week or more. Write for
booklet which tells our interesting story in word and
picture.  Address Camp Secretary, 18 Everott St
Cambridge, Mass.

ON LAKE_CHAMPLAIY

For Girls, 8-12, 12-16.

Water sports, Canoe trips, Mountain
climbing, Riding, Crafts, Music, Danc-
ing, Dramatics. Marionette plays. A new
PLAYHOUSE for younger girls this year.

MRS. HENRY DIKE SLEEPER, VERGENNES, VT.

A'H NI

Yor ginls

es-Mile of loke front
es-Rate #225-Booklet

Lore. (ossachvselfs

WAUKEELA CAMP for GIRLS
Conway, N. H.

All land and water sports. Horseback,
canoe and hiking trips a specialty.

Skilled instructors and completely
equipped camp. Booklel on reguest.
Miss Frances A. Davis, Director
Province Lake New Hampshire

OCH-A-WACHNE

For girls under 14. In the Pocoso Mts. Private
water and field sports, Camp craft. Screened sleeping
le food, Correct health babita. Bate $150.
Booklet, . Charles J. Dranneka, M. D, Ho Dept.,
Health Education, Temple University, Philadelpbia. Fa,

U NE~BY~THE~SER &,

0 16. Ship Bottom, N.J. Midway between
Atlanuc City and Asbury Park on the ocean.
‘Well screened bungalows. All seashore activ-
ities. Moderate fee for July and August.

S.Siblky,1626 Spruce St.,Phila.,Pa.

L 0 H A CAM

Vermont. Est. 1905. Four wparate camps. Girls
8-13, 14-17. Land and water. sports. riding, crafts.
Club for older girls in N, H. Lanakila. Boys 8-
Booklets. Mr. and Mrs. E. L. Gulick, Brookline,
Mass.

B Healthy, Happy, Salt Water Camp for Girls
Coast of Maine. Send for Booklet.

Mz, and Mrs, G. R, BRANCH
h‘ml Merrick St. Worcester, Mass.

LIN-E-KIN BAY CAMP

Continued second page following



Summer Campg for Girls—Continued —MIDDLE ATLANTIC SIATES

““ The Camp in the Wilderness”’
%REAL CAMP for real girls in surroundings very different
4 from those of the usual camp. A region of unbroken
forest dotted with mountains and with mountain lakes. A
country where you can ride for hours and meet no one but an
occasional guide or fisherman. Where you can take long

canoe trips and pitch your tent at night with no habitation in
sight — a Lake or a Stream to yourself.

SIX TO TEN HOURS A WEEK OF RIDING
PRIVATE LAKE AND PRESERVE
RUSTIC.BUNGALOWS WITH BATHS AND LIGHTS
“NO EXTRAS” HOTEL FOR PARENTS

Juniors 7-13 Seniors 13-19

ERE in the heart of the Adirondacks we have our own

lake and our own mile square private preserve. It is
the “Woods’ and our buildings are of the woods. The as-
sembly rooms are spacious and attractive and the sleeping
quarters are comfortable rustic bungalows with baths and
electric lights in each. Cabins that are always ready to wel-
come you back from the trail, and which will keep you dry and
warm through the stormiest nights. They make colds al-
most unknown in camp and have done much to secure for
us a most enviable health record.

To fill the days, we have all the activities of the usual camp,
plus the best of aesthetic dancing, fishing, archery and rifle
practice, and many trips of two days and longer by foot, by
horse, and by canoe.

Horseback riding is always the favorite sport and in '27 it
again is to be under Baretto de Souza, dean of the country’s
horsemen and author of many books and articles on Equita-
tion. In addition to the daily rides there are a number of
longer trips and these are included in the season fee. As is
everything that the camp offers.

There are no “extras.” All materials, laundry, the trips
and even the tutoring, where it is desired, are free. No ad-
ditional money can pass through the hands of the camp.

Our table, while more elaborate than most, is wholesome,
well cooked, and well served. Our councillor staff is excep-
tional — in training, in personality, and in experience. Three
miles away the management owns and operates “The Mo-
hawk,” a modern hotel for parents and friends.

If this description and these pictures of our “Camp
in the Wilderness’ appeal to you, we will be happy to
mail you a booklet and to answer all your questions
Address :
G. H. LONGSTAFF, 303 Shelton Avenue, Jamaica, L. 1.
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For girls under 18

c,ms tanned by sun and wind, eves sparkling with joy, eagcr to canter on white country roads or explore woodsy

rails, From the first cold plunge in the morning,

'rontme of sc'hool among the giant pines and spruces in Lhe Green Mountains.
and thorough instruction in horsemanship. Swimming, golf, tennis, all sports. “Ni
EXTRAS.” 300 acres, athlenc fields, clay tennis courts, sleepm§ bungalows.
Expert. Separate Junior and

saddle horses, free riding,

Camp Idlewild for boys,
lets.

MR. and MRS. C. A. ROYS, 10 Bowdoin St., Cambridge, Mass.

““The Horseback Camps™

on Lake Winnepesaukee, N. H., is under the same management.

Roxbury, Vermont

e days are filled with fun away from the wearisome

Teela-Wooket is famous for ﬁ!gz

Rustic dining and recreation

enior camps. Excellent food. 15th season.

Illustrated book-

THE TALL PINES CAMP

The best summer of all—in a dehgh&ful (alr)’land of

fragrant pine woods near Bennington, Carefree,
hanYy days doing Just the things girls from 7 to 18 love
acon 'round a campfire, overnight hikes, canoe-
ing on aurmy clear lake, swimming and horseback riding,
Arts and crafts. he, camp AS noted for its comforts and
well-supplied table. The b (separate), for college
students, professional and husmess women, receives
campers for short vacations. Booklets on request.

'WAWENOCK- OWAISSA

Camp life at its best. A glori-
ous, carefree summer for girls.
200 acres of cleared and
wooded land in southwestern
Maine. The camp includes a
long stretch of shore, with
sandy coves, cliffs and caves, along
beautiful Lake Sebago. All the water
and- land sports. Horseback riding
under trained instructors for all girls
every day with no extra charge.
Trips to the ocean (25 miles) and the

mountains, Enthusiastic, competent
councilors.  For illustrated booklet
address

MR. and MRS. ELROY O. LaCASCE A

The Frye House, Fryeburg, Maine

MOLLY

MISS EVELINA REAVELEY, Box A, N. H.

sl L i L
EGGEMOGGIN Camp for Girls
New Meadows Bay, Enst Hal’pswell. Maine

 geason supervlsurs
Resident nurse
Junior andz%emor Camps

Onsaltw
Hoxseback eingfree

All spe
Se shore. ‘Woods and
Tuition §320.00
Writefor Illuslmleli Booklzlx. W'mkr Address:
Principal an E. tgomery
Fairmont School. 2101 S St. N.w.

ndry only extra

Cap Farell

A camp for girls on beautiful lake in Green Moun-

tains uf Vermont. Fine horses. No extra char,
for riding. Farwell girls know joys of life in_the
open with swimming, canoeing, tennis and othe:
land and water sports. Dramatics. Crafts. Tents and
Bungalows. Hot and cold running water. Careful
supervision. Senior and Juniox camps. 22nd Year.
Booklet on Reguest
ROSALIE N. SANDERLIN, Director
3245 C Ave. N.W., D. C.

‘Washington, D. C.

CAMP MONAUKE

Lake Sunapee New Hampshire
An Island Camp For Girls— 8 to 16

All Land and Water Sports, Handcrafts,
Horseback riding, Aesthetic Dancing, Dra-
matics, Motor trip to White Mts., Vocal and
Pianoforte Instruction, Tutoring. Enroll-
mentLimited. Booklet. Miss Marguerite Spof-
ford, Stetson University, DeLand, Florida-

RANGELEY MANOR CAMP
For Girls

Situated on the shore of the Rangeley Lake, Rangeley,
Maine. 168 acres of land given over entirely to out of
door sports and recreation for the girls. Main Camp,
modern home of 22 rooms and baths. Swimming,
boating, riding, tennis. Booklet on request.

Gladys L. Gilman, 14 Allen St., Bradford, Mass.

WYODA

Lake Fairlee, Vermont

Camp for Girls. All sports, riding, swim-

ming, canoeing, archery, rifle shooting,

andicrafts, weaving, woodcraft, dancina,

dramatics, nature study, mountain trips, camping t.nus
straw rides. No Exteas. Write for illustrated booklet.

MR. AND MRS. HARVEY NEWCOMER
Lowerre Summit Park Yonkers, New York

C Mysti
Mystic, Connecticut
Conducted by Mary L. Jobe, mountain
climber, explorer, and world traveler
The salt \vatcr camp for girls. Half-
way between New York and Boston,
on the New England Coast. All
land and watersports. Crafts. Spe-

cializing in Life Saving. Dancing.
Riding. Personally conducted by
Mary L. ]obe (Mrs. Carl Akeley).

Ten scasons’ exploration British Co-
lumbia, one vear in Great Game
fields of Africa, with African Hall
Expedition. Twelfth scason. Book-
let.
MARY L. JOBE, A.M., F.R.G.S.
Room 507-A, 607 Fifth Ave.

(Cor. 49th Street) New York City

L. Jobe (Mys. Carl Akeley) with Native
African Spearmen.

Seashore
Forests

The Cornucopia
HOME-CAMP [ame

Little Rivers
“Plenty and Perfection’’

Girls, ages, 6-15. Thirty-one miles from New York City.
Daily salt-water sports, also land sports, horseback
riding, arts and crafts, nature interests, dancing, etc
Tutoring if desired. Frequent picnics, excursions and
overnight mps l\me weeks ly and August $270,
Director: Edw: F. Bigelow, for fifteen vears editor of
‘Nature and Science" of St. Nicholas,

ARCADIA: Sound Beach, Conn.

DAY MOUNTAIN CAMP

Temple, Maine
A camp for girls from 7-14 years old. Enroll-
ment limited to 35. Camp site, 1200 feet above
sea level in Rangeley region, has its own lake
and all equipment for usual camp activities. For
booklet, address
MARY A. BRADFORD
Marot School. T!

H; Conn.

LOCHEARN Camp for Girls
On Fairlee Lake, Vt.
lh S son.
Three Cam| ior—Senior=~Clan
Illustmlzd Boaklﬂ on Request
r. and Mrs. F. M. Chubb Mt. Washington, Md.

CAMP LAUREL FOR GIRLS

n Gardner [.ake, Connec:
Combining haﬂpmess and health. Horseback land and
water sports; hiking, craits, dramatics.  Modern_ sanita-
tion. Careful super ision. Camp Se-Wa-To-Ka for bovs
under same management. Booklet, Mrs. H. Kendall,
3 W.192d St,, N,

MERRICOURT

Combines outdoor life with home care and comfort; an

Established 1923

GEORGETOWN, MAINE
Protestant gizls. from 10 to 16 yearsof age, Class
“A" rating mm State Dept. of Health. Season
8 weeks, $300. 5% discount on all enroll-
ments recelved before April 15th. Catalog on
reguiest,

MRS. MARTHA RICH BOWEN

HOME CAMP for Young Girls
N. H.

ipesaukee.
OUNC]LLORS r:arefully selected.
ANOES, hikes, horseback rides.

imb trips.
LL] USTRATED booklct on request.
GE limit, 8-16
CADIAN campers lmnted number.

DR. and MRS. J. GRANT QUINBY

19th Directors Lakeport, N. H.

Season

FOR GIRLS
Meredith,Lake Winnipesaukee, N .H.
Where you can Ride Beautiful
Horses. " Tramp A““’“‘& Trails.

DO REAL CAMPIL
Completely Illustrated Booklet
ccommodations for Parents
Write Mr. and Mrs. C. W. Ledley
Glen Ridge, N. J.

ideal place for children 3-10 for whom camp life may be
too strenuous. 8100 per month. $1100 per year. (Tutor-
ing and piano extra) Booklet.

Rev. and Mrs. John H. Klngshury,M A., Berlin, Conn.

THERED COTTAGE Korlittle children.
Numberlimitedthat

each child may receive mdnvldual attention. Special care

for cases of

cfean: sandy beach.  Safe bathing

Surther particulars write:

Catherine M. Hood,

Wi
Ages 3 to 12, Fnr

Grove Beach, Connecticut.

CAMP NIBOBAN, (“The Northern Lights”)

(For Girls— 6 to 20) Rangeley Lake, Maine. Former
private estate. 165 acres-—— 1% miles shore {ront. Golf
swimming, horseback ndmg. archery, etc. Sunervlseq 6
college counselors. Mrs. James Mahon, Registrar, 172
Madison Avenue, Scranton, Pa.

forGirl
SEA-LIN Eé\osr?ifn"f&f{ Ghode dand
Land and water sports, iding. Modern

ama
Equipment, Expert staff, !l]ustrated ‘booklet.
Mrs. Mario 5. Finnaran, Schoul of Exprassion, Fall River, Hass,
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RIDGEWAY CAMP

Camp Cowasset

The Seashore Camp for girls, on Buzzards Bay
" Seashore and

sandy beaches, |
forests of pine, | |
sunshine and ||
the salty tang of
the open sea,
with happy
comrades, make
the summer at
Cowasset of
lasting benefit
for the girl tired
from school.
Freehorseback
riding. Tennis, J

overnight camp-
ing trips, dra-
matics, water
carnivals. Ex-
i perienced coun-
sellors. Junior
and Senior
Camps. Well-
balanced, deli-
cious menu.
Write for illus-
trated catalog.
Miss Beatrice A. Hunt
Plymouth Street
Holbrook, Mass.

OGON' I 'Z White Mountain
Camp for Girls
Diving into a wood-circled lake, mastering
wind-swept waves, C{Jaddlmg down a lake to
the rising sun! ay of sport on land and
water, Then mght, and campers brown around
a snapping fire, sing-a-seng-of-Ogontz, 600
acres. Experienced counselors, Horseback
riding in care of West Point Cavalry officer.
Tutoring. If. Aquaplaning, Cabins with
lights and water. Log Hall Clubfor elder girls.

Catalog.
OGONTZ SCHOOL
Rydal, Pa.

= Camp (Otuit

For girls of 9 to 20. Beau-
tiful lecation on Cape Cod
with fresh and salt \\ater
swimming under expert i
structors. Healthful and
body building as well as
enjoyable. Archery, tennis,
canoeing, rowing shells, all
ficld sports and games. Arts
andcrafts. Horseback riding
under the careful supervi-
sion of Mr. . L f
the Halcyon Hall Riding
emy. Tutoring. Lim-
uei enrollment. Catalog.

MISS EMMA SCHUMACHER
Physical Director
Miss Beard's School

P. O. Box 924
New Rochelle, N, Y.

The Mount Washington Hikers

PINE KNOLL CAMP fe=;,conpes, N e

beautiful and desirable among the many White Mountain

glo ious mountain trails. who Swim — Paddle — Dance,
enjoy Dramatlcs and all the other activities of our jolly
“Thi , find each summey day filled with pleasures
m whmh they return year after year. Our catalog telis

ou all about it. Mrs. Frances White Bucher, Box S,
Nassau Place, Peekskill, N.Y.

Can you imagine the thrill of brisk canters along qulel country roads and through fotest trails?
The swiftly gliding canoes, and the refreshing swims in the clear waters of the lake; kéen appetites
for a supperaround the camp fire, — these are but a few of the many pleastires of a summer at the
Katharine Ridgeway Camp for Girls,

The Katharine Ridgeway Camp for Girls occupies seven hundred acres bordering on Clary Lake in
the town of Jefferson, Maine, seventeen mileseast of Augusta.

Little Theatre, screened Sleeping Bungalows and Camp House Iocated on high hill one thousand
feet from Lake, overlooking wide expanse of pine forests. Artsand Crafts Lodge located amidst the
pine trees on shore of lake.

DIRECTORS
MRrs. KATHARINE RIDGEWAY HuxT, 26 Park Drive, Brookline, Mass.
Mrs. ELrA HARDING PEFFER, 8 High Street, White Plains, N. Y,
Miss Mar1aN O. Woow, The Masters School, Dobbs Ferry, N. Y.

Booklet on request to
Miss Anne Lauers, Secretary, 40 Depot Plaza, White Plains, New York

Brewster, Mass. SELA PINES  €ape cod 5oy

Camping at its ‘hest. Healthy life among
the pinés on the high bank above the big
beach, 3000 feet of 1t The Senior Camp in
plain view. Ride horseback in pine woods,
play on the beach, row boats, watch the
tides, gather shells, build sand castles,
have cg! bakes. Every girl learns to
swim. Games, dancing, singing, craits,
namee. in our “Old Hermitage”

Box X, Brewster, Mass.

_kQUANSET

Cape Cod Sailing Camps for Girls

The Chatham Country Club Races 00 Pleasant Bay, South Orleans, Mass.
Pioneer salt water camps. Established 1905. Quansets — ages 13-18.
"Nimicutts — ages 9-13. Specially trained camp mother for our Juniors.
Full fleet of staunch sailboats., Learn to sail in safe Pleasant Bay wi lth our
cautious Cape Cod skipper., The Quanset racing Bay Bird, t “Q,"” No. 21
was the winner of the Chatham Country Club Cup for two ieasous
fe salt water swimming, canoeing, motor boating — experienced instructors
always present. Camp craft; trail lore; sea craft (Seacmft Upyogmm 10 the
initiated only). Overnight hiking parties., Canoe trips to th Guard
Station. All camp sports and interests, plus Quanset traditions.
Horseback riding, tennis, golf, team games, music, handicraft, nature study.
Quanset campers make and sml their own miniature full rigged boats.
Strong organization of able councillors. Expert medical superyi mmn Modern
sanitation and comforts. Camp farm. Federal Accredited Her he
personal care and supervision by the directors. Numbers hmxted. Illustmled
00k]

MR. and MRS. E. A. W. HAMMATT, Bos 10, South Orleans, Mass.

CAMP ALLEGRO

SILVER LAKE, NEW HAMPSHIRE
Tenth Season. All camp activities. Riding and Water
sports specialties. New adventures in folloWwing hidden
trails, mountain climbing, long canoce trips, camp
kabobs, horseback picnics. Music, art, interpretive
dancing, Junior and Senior Camps. ~Tents and bunga-~
lows. Exu'allmem. limited — Inclusive fee. Booklet.
BLANCHE CARSTENS
112 Gardens Apt. Forest Hills, N. Y.

122 High Street - o . : | Sebago-Wohelo
Portland, Maine Little Wohelo
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CAMP
WINNESHEWAUKA

For Girls
LUNENBURG, VERMONT

In White Mountain region. Mile of lake shore.
Free horseback riding, water and field sports,
handicrafts, music and dancing under expert
instructors. Sponsen and war canoes. Screened
bungalows. Spring and artesion well water. Per-
fect sanitation. Rest of everything for the best
girls. Booklet on request.

HERBERT F. BALCH, Dept. S, St. Johashury, Vt.

Lake Morey
Fairlee, Vermont

Two Months of Summer Happiness
are assured when you decide to ge to Wywona
Cawnp in the healthful Vermont hills. Send for
the fascinating booklet! Read the interesting
story of life at Wy~xona Camp ror Girws,
Fairlee-on-Lake-Morey, Vermont. Study the
pictures of actual daily activities — the sports
— the wonderful horses — the golf— competi-
tions and all the inspiring things Wynona girls
enjoy. Read about the unusual comnforts and
conveniences and see if this isn’t the best vaca-
tion you can possibly find.  Junior and Senior
Sections. Fer booklet writee Wynona Camp,
287 Summer Street, Fitchburg, Massachusetts.

By 7
NESHOBE cauer
(On Fairlee Lake), So. Fairlee, Vt.

“The Camp of Happiness.”' Attractive Bun-
gelows Horseback riding under escellent in.
structor; all athletics, water and
nature work. Excellent. table. (, reful peraonal
supervisien over all.  Write for Illustrated Book-

let to:
Mr. and Mrs. E. G. Osgood
16 No. Msin Street Bradford. Vt.

Tramp Kendall |

THE KENDALL HALL SUMMER SCHOOL |

UNMISTAKABLY DIFFERENT
— On the Seashore,
— Riding, Sailing, Tenms, Water Sports.
No Extras
- A promise of Summer Hzppmess
and Physical B

Write for mlmmanm 1o
Mr. & Mrs. CHARLES P. KENDALL
BOX 40 PRIDE'S CROSSING, MASS.

VLN

{ Jo 1§

CAMP WIHAKOWI
Girls camp in the Green Mountains where
happiness, and helpful ’lc\xmnes abound.

fing rienco
horsemanshm.

health,
Easily

nature

swimming, hlkes‘ athletics,
study, dramatics and crafts.
Tooklet
Prof. and Mrs. A. E. Winslow

Box 185 Northfield, Vt.

Mrs. Norman Wbite
Orleans,Mass.

ABENA

For Girls. Belzrade Lakes, Maine. Twenty-first Season.
Booklel, Miss Hortense Hersom, 46 Beacon Strect,
Boston, Mass.

MAST COVE CAMP %
Children 4 to 14 Small family group, Experienccd,

sympathetic cate, under the personal supervision of the
directors. Salt vater bathing.

T. an Stanwood Cobb, Directors of Chevy
Chase Country ‘Day School, Chevy Chase, Md

CAMP ANAWAN for Girls

Lake Winnepesaukee, N. H. Horseback
Riding, -\ll Actl\'ltlcs 15th Season.
. S. nchestcr,

17 Alblon St., La\»ren:e, Mass.
‘Th ses Hazelton,
28 Whitfield Rd., Somerville, Mass.

SOUTHERN

Watati D
MOUNTAIN CAMP for GIRLS

On Lake Winnekeag
Ashburnham, Mass.

Accesgible from New
or!

WINNEMONT

A Camp for Girls
In The White Mountains, on Lake Ossipee

‘Where girls enjoy a wonderful
summer which sends them home

Fer Catalog upply to
MISS A. E. ROBERTS, Director

h P. O. BOX 438 Westfield, Mass, ‘

% and Roston. 1200
L invigorated in body and mind.
fvﬁg‘of;‘l’;‘; SEETeLInT Switming in_ beantiful Lake
Sports under careful super- Delnes) Sanoeiug, (dldlug, arch
iy ot gy, ténnis and  basketba
s, (Rlechine bUCEs Honor Point System. Canoe
tion. Exccllont “staf. trips with Dicnic suppers, over-
Wh night moumamgﬁampmg trips.
e orious expe~
l‘"n‘;EE\f‘E’ffer B, rlence and precious memo-
" i ries. Illustrated Bookle

MISS RAE FRANCES BALDWIN
Director
14 Beacon Street Boston, Mass,
Tel. Hay, 0660

MOOSEHEAD CAMP (GIRLS 8.1
Moosehead Lake, Maine, (P. O. Greenville)
A unique summer haunt. Open air shacks, splendid lodge.

Fairhaven
Cape Cod, Mass.

@cean trips, horsebacL

CAMP KNOLLMERE

Salt water camp for girls 6-18.

Licensed gyide and trained nurse on faculty, Number lim- riding, water sports, tennis and crafts. =Rate $200,

e $350. Early registration advised. Catalog. Ann | seParate vacation club forolder girls. Director.
V.I. Slinﬁluﬂ‘ Box S, Calvert School, Baltimore, Md. Mrs. Albert Sloper. Falrhaven, Mass.

FOR On Cape Cod

CAMP KOKOSING cris | MARICOPA CAMP “Vor Girls
In the Beautiful lake region of Maine. An aimful sum- | Seashore, country and lake. Good times and good carc.
mer of recreation for the girl from 8 to 18. Land and | Come to Marscopa for the best time of your life. All
water sports under experienced supervision. Mrs. | camp activities. Send fer booklet. l\‘[rs George C.
George H. Tomes, 266 Lenox Road, Brooklyn, N. Y. | Wood. 451 W. St., Ger
CAMP PUKWANA Ssaiale| W

Maine

Southern atmosphere. Small friendly group. Real
canoe trips. Horseback riding included in fee. Refer-

RIMROCK, FAILN\

Petersham, Massachusetts

At

ences required. Boo,
919 West Franklin St. |

Miss Fanny G. (,rexlsha\\'
Richmond, Va. Mrs. N. B. Adams, Chapel Hill, N. .

For children for whom the strenuous activi-
ties of regular camp life are unsuitable.

Katharine E. Salkeld, R.F.D. No. 1. Athol, Mass.

CAMP TRAIL'S END

“%*\ FOR GIRLS

Happy summer
days at camp, se-
cluded on a fra-
rant cedar blufl.
anoeing in sun-
flecked alcoves
or open stream
Horseback trips
through rugged,
picturesque Ken-
tucky. Appetizing,
wholesome fo.
Splendid equin-
ment. Booklet.

Mary DeWitt Snyder
364 S, Broadway, Lexington, Ky.

LAKE POCAHONTAS CAMP FOR GIRLS

Located in the mountains of Southwest Virginia. Delight-
ful climate, pure spring water. Swimming, boating and
other outdoor sports undt:r careful supervision. Excel-
lent table board, Address S. W. Edmondson, M.A.
B 308 Glis Sorine iszinia,

CAMP JUNALUSKA Lake Junaluska, N. C.
One of the finest “all round’” camps in the South for Girls.
In the “Land of the bky" near Asheville. Swimming,
canoeing, climbing, shooting,
arts and crafcs, nature lore, etc. Complete equipmen
Resident physician. Tlustrated catalog. Miss Ethel
MecCey, Divecior, Virginiz Interraont College, Bristol. Va.

CAMP NIKWASI Franklin, N. C.
In the Heart of the Western North Carolina
Mountains, A camp for recommended girls.
College trained counsellors. Expert dietician,
Swimming, canoeing, golf, horseback riding and
all camp sposts. llustrated booklet. LAURA

| JoxEs, 600 Willard Place, RALEIGH, N. C.




Summer Camps for Girls— Continued — WESTERN

INTER OAKS

0zark Mountain Camp in Missouri for Girls
Watt.r sports, archery, crafw, trips, woodlore. Wild

ing.
open air buildin, B no Y.ents All camp comforts
Excellent food, $300. Sixth season. Booklet.
JENNIE FEARN CURRY
3634 Hartford St., St. Louis, Mo.

ENANIGA Camprs

For Girl 12th Season.
FISH LREEK, ‘WISCONSIN
Juniors 8-13; Seniors 14-18;

Club girls over
Horseback riding; Swimming.
All camp sports. arefully selected

rs Referem:es necessary.

Directors Ms. . W, Mmoo M. 0, C
Address: Mrs, A. O. Clark, 10 N. tevior Ave., St.
Louis, Mo.

CAMP ARBUTUS

For girls ten to_ eighteen. Water

Thirteenth season.
Land Sports, Woodcraft,

Sports and Trips a specialty.
Dancing, Dramatics, Cmns Resident physman Lim-
ited cnrolment. For t address: Edith A, Steere,
Camp Arbutus, Mnyﬂeld, Mlchlgan.

OSOHA-OF-THE-DUNES 4 Narue Camp

Beautiful and healthful location on Crystal Lake. I‘X:mk-
fort, Mich. Complcte equipment, screened cabins, resi-
denf nurse. Nature, riding, canoeing, woodcraft trips

X Trip f
The Valley Ranch Hesgice s

Yellowstone Park, Wyoming Rockies, Big
Game Country. Christian.  Limited 6th

Booklet. J.S. Bryan Valley Ranch East-

LAZY v D ern Office, 70 East 45th St., New York,

CAMP OSOHA, Trout Lake, Wis. An ex-

9 ceptional camp for girls. In-
dividual attention, screened bungal 1aws, excellem food,
lorseback riding, golf, arts and crafts, land and water
sports, dramatics, dancing, tutoring, over- mghttnps Ref-

featured. Booklet on request. erences required. Seventh season. Booklet.
MRS. B. G. MATTSON, Charlevoix, Michigan Mr. and Mrs. Robert Snaddon, Richland Center, Wis.
. FOR GIRLS
CAMP INTERLOCHEN g4 fdendiy Came | Bryn Afon goddnw

For Friendly Girls"
Scnior, Midaler, Junior. Interlachen, Michigan, 208Acres
Virgin pine, between two beautiful lakes. All land and
water sports. Affiliated with Paton Hall, The Pcnning-
ton School for Girls, Romeo, Michigan. Address Mr:

0. P, Pennington, 160 Tuxedo Ave., Detroit, Michigai

Private Lake Trails for Horseback Riding. Cra[t Studio.
TS

0 College Women. Tenth e
otta A. Broadbridge, The Palms, 1002 E. Jefferson,
Detrote: Mich.

HOLIDAY CAMPS —FOR GIRLS

Junior and Senior Camps. Rustic cabins amid pines on
wooded hills and two lakes near Hackensack, Minn,
Horseback Riding. Canoe trips. ®ancing and Dramatics.
individual care. 14th season. References required. Books

CAMP NEWAKA

for girls, Gold Lake, Colo. RIDING with trips in the
Rockies, hockey, swiriming, canoeing and all camp

KAMP KAIRPHREE

For 50 girls. In the pines of northeastern
Michigan. On e Huron. the usual
camp activities. Staff of college women. Resi-

urse. Personal supervunon stressed.
Positions _ filled. rs. George R. Swain,
Dwertor. 713 E. University Ave., Ann Arbor,

SANDSTONE CAMP

Green Lake, Wisconsin. Five hours from Chicago. 16th
scason. Girls 8 to 24 yearsin three divisions. ‘The Camp
secretary will call upon you. Booklet from director,

Dunsaam, 211 Carberry Apts.,
Nebraska

CAMP_ KINNIKINNIK — For Girls. Foot of Pikes
Penk, Manitou, Colorado. Two glorious months in the

Omaha,

aesthenc dancing, swimming, tennis, archery, nature
sketching, craits, many automobile and sight-seeing trips,
board and laundry, included in camp fee, $275.00. Tenth
Anniversary booklet. Mrs. Samuel Allen Wilkinson,
Direcior, Box 513, Seminole, Okla.

CAMP GEYAHI
OTSEGO LAKE, MICHIGAN
For girls who love nature. Splendid equipment. Boats,
'ngs, hard ‘wood floors, Music,

dancing, handcraft. An “A"” ng from State Depart-
ment of Health. Nurse. Doctor. Etcenent table. Dellgmi ul
activities in all weather. E. arl Hendershott, 1580

Vinewood Ave., Detroit, Mlch.

CANADA
CAMP LAGUNITA &3 a5k

trict. Small, homelike camp. Personal supervision,
screened cabins, excellent food,

beach. Riding, land and water sports. _Address Septem-

let. Sara G. Holiday, 60i lowa St., Burlingfon, la. | activities. Write for a booklet. Directors Mr. and Mrs. | ber 1 to June 1, Mentone, California. Grimsby, Ontario,
After May 1st— Hackensack, Minn. RoyE. Dougan, 1356 Beach Court, Lakewood, Ohio. | Canada.  MRS. HAROLD WOOLVERTON.
Classified Camp Directory
of Announcements Appearing in This Number
For Girls For Boys | For Girls For Boys | For Girls For Boys .
Golorado Michigan Pennsylvania
Kinnikinnik Rocky Mt. Nature Arbutus Crystal Lake 5
h
Newaka Geyahi Penn Loch gseli: e E:;‘af:ard
Connecticut Interlochen Tosebo i
Cornucopia Cadaho Kairphree (lgi‘r‘xg,fis‘?ee I%/i%l:gvood
Juanita Crystal Beach Osoha-of-the-Dunes Poch-A-Wachne Pocono Pines
Laurel Lantern Hill Minnesota Red Wing Red Cloud
Merricourt erricourt Holiday Shohola
Mystic Red Cottage = =
Red Cottage Se-Wa-To-Ka Missouri y Rhode Island
Wonposet Inter Oaks Sea Line
Indiana New Hampshire Fe ermont
Culver Acadia Algonquin .%loha 1 I[f‘“ If?lre
- Allegro Idlewild arwe EREVEIE
e T Kentucky Anawan Namaschaug Lochearn St. Ann’s
iliailisilind Monauke Ossipee Marbury
) Maine Ogontz Penacook Neshobe
Abena Agawam Pigne Knoll Samoset Teela-Wooket
Day Mountain Maine-New Bruns- Sargent W.\hakom
Eggemoggin wick Aqua Tour Tall Pines Winneshewauka
Katharine Ridgeway Mast Cove Waukeela Wynona
Kokosing Mowana Winnemont Wyoda
Lin-E-Kin Bay Nagarda Wotanda Virgini,
Luther Gulick P wassee F g
Mast Cove Quest New Jersey Lake Pocahontas
Moosehead Sokokis Dune-By-The-Sea Metedeconk W ashington
Niboban Squapan Rose Haven | Arrow
8:}‘?:1‘/2?11; QNV;EI:S:?;’{.: Newe Mexico s TPest l’irrginia
Rangeley Manor Wyconda ?SpﬁlRa"ChR h Lerra Alta
Wawenock-Owaissa 20t Amos ERallc Wisconsin
Maryland . New York Bryn Afon Adventure Island
Choptank Gunston Fenimore ghenango-on—Otsego gézehn:hga %’Rﬁgleonke
Tome Lauderdale arts
-Na-' Eeni Sandston Mishike
Massachusetts Iﬁ) NaLV\]’<0 II_‘Iemm?lr * andstone Thorpe
Cotuit Mon-0-Moy OlA-To-Mi Little Bear 3
Cowasset Namequoit Owaissa Pok-O’Moonshine ’ l’Vyam\l:z g" - Rancl
Kendall Rimrock Farm Pettit Sen-a-pe Valley Ranch alley Ranch
Knollmere Skylark Pine Log Skon-O-Wah-Co Canada
Maricopa Wampanoag Tawah Tonde Lagunita Minne-Wawa
Iélj;!:()\tver Winnecowett Tekakwetha Wake Robin 8Iterlrail
panse Twanekotah ega
Rimrock Farm -
Sea Pines North Carolina Foreign L
Watatic Junaluska Through Britain
= Wecahni Nikwasi on a Bike




Summer Camps for Boys

MIDDLE ATLANTIC STATES

MIDDLE ATLANTIC

Dan Beard
Woodcraft Camp

O be a Woodcrafter under

the personal supervision of
the famous wilderness man,
Dan Beard, is an inspiring
event in any real boy’s life.
Ask dad to send for booklet.
On beautiful Pennsylvania
mountain lake. All kinds of
woodcraft taught, Excep-
tional program for building
body and character.

Apply 89 Bowne Avenue, Flushing, L. I; N. Y.

CAMP RED CLOUD

for Boys
SUSQUEHANNA COUNTY,
Year — for Boys 6 to 18
1800 ft. almude~ complete equipment; all sports and, ac-
tivities; 60 . canoe trip for boye who qualify; “anadian
trip; cxcellent food; fully cquipped Infirmary; physician
in residence; trained nurses A Illustrated catalogue.
ctors:

re;
Edurd €. Wilson, Prin. Friends School
E. Lambora, Prin. McDonogh School, McDonogh, Md.

SILVER LAKE, PA.
15th

OCON O ZgnAotss
EIGHTH SEASON
In the highest Poconos
on a Private lake

Unlirmited horseback Iiﬂng
and _all sports included i

$275.00. Delaware Riv. er canoe
trip for experienced campers.

Staff of councilors who are leaders

d Mrs. C. S. Pax:
113 Kemlwonh Rd Merlon. Pﬂ.

Woodcraft Camp

SEN-A-P LAKEMAHOPAC, N. Y.

ForBoys8-15, A superior camp at a moderate price, $150.
All camp activities, Free booklet. Dr. ‘W. Mercer,
Director, Room 309, Windham Club, Yonkers, N. Y.

LITTLE BEAR CAMP Jashe s, of

OrageCo.,N. Y.
Forboys 6 to 14 years. 76 miles from New York City.
Land and water sports, hikes, woodcraft, beautiful loca-
tion. Limited enrollmeént. Well established. InleJdual
care and attention. Camp mother. Catalog. James E.
Morrow, 13 Miller Ave.. Caldwell, N. J.

CAMP HASWELL

A Boys' Camp of merit situated in the Catskills. 2200
ft. elevation. Expe nced leadership, excellent food.
gra Ages 7 15. Season 2 onths.

e $250. ‘Booklet on reque
Hnrry H. Haas, 501 West thh St..” New York City.

CAMP FENIMORE
On beautiful LAKE OTSEGO, &t Coop+
erstown, small, exclusive
riding camp for a limited ‘number of
s, 6 to 12, from ciltured

CHENANGO-ON-OTSEGO *°#5°¥s

On Beautiful Otsego Lake, Cooperstown, N. Y.

Christian humes. Write for book of

pictures.

Mrs. Clifford A, Bralder, 114 East 22nd St New York
Also Companlon Cﬂmp for Glrl.

A Camp that grows thru its boys
Onlysix hours from New YorkCity
in, field, and
Good food in
and sy ic supervision.
All sports. Horses. 14thseason, Writefor booklet.
E. L. FISHER 24 N. Terrace, Maplewood, N.J.

CATIP TONDE

Esxclusive camp for a limited number of boys— in the
Adirondacks — altitudé 1700 feet.

Porters Corners New York

11 miles from Saratoga Springs

Expert coaching in all sports. Screencd cabins, Camp
Tekakwetha for girls under same management.
Booklet: Mr. & Mrs. J. G. Lavender, 317 W. 71st St,,
N. Y. C., — Directors,

Aw of water,
forest. A camp of strong traditions.

AMP W ROBIN
oodland N. Y.

Younger boys exclusively, 23rd season. Four hours from
N Y. C. Woodsy camp. S\*J:mmmﬁ, aﬂ SDortS, hiking.
Special woodcral t. nature-lore, rkshop, Camp
other. Bookler, Mr. CLittte, New JerseY. Jersey
City, Lincoln High School:

CAMP METEDECONK fgr oy to

Ocean County, N. Pine roves, seashore, all_s;
(J%{SEIV{ B Gop!

including H SHIP, LING. One Reason-
able fee. Who]esome food. \Nnte for booklet, N.
Mzrs. D. F, r Mr. E. B. Whelan, New York

Office: 1212 Times Bldg.. or Phone Bryant 1140,

CADAHO for Boys. JUANITA for Girls

Distinctively separate camps on Gardner Lake, Conn. 616
acres of land, Rates $180., including all }and and water
sports, Horseback riding and tutoring are optional. IZus-
trated Booklet. MiloS. Light, Box 102, Wallingford, Pa.

.M 3 furbr:lys7 ~16. Oncampusof Tome

famo us Susquehannock
Indian country. 190 acres. Tents.
MP Lndge Catalog.
o1

Mrs. I T, B gl Murray P. Brush. Ph D
Maryland, Port Deposlt. Tome School

CAMP SHOHOL On picturesque Lake

Grecley in thePoconos
\Vatex Sports Athletics
Ridin, Tutoring
Send for booklet to Adam Brucher, Jr., Lansford High
School, Lansford, Pa.

CAMP GUNSTON g, ForBoypaZie

Beautifully situated on the Corsica River, a tributary of
the Chesapeake Bay. Allland and water sports. Riding,
ete

tutoring. Comp
3.0 acres. Fee $165, July and Aug log add

Fuirview Laka
Camp Lenape for Boys p5nite. b,
110 mi. from N. Y. 130 from Phila, Real
Indian, cowboy, magician. Physician. Log
cabms. horses, tenn Christian boys 6 to
16. S S_all inclusive. Booklet. . R.

. A. Middleton, t401 Park Ave., Baklmore. Md.

HEiiade 4308 1 e, Bhilas Pa;
(Lenape Village 15 Assoc, Adult Camp)

DARTS CAMP P oS

In The Adirondacks
For young gentlemen, 12 to 16 years, Forest crulsing,
Swimming, (.autcmg, Rifle Shooting, Horsemaaship, etc.
'\Vllhams. Columb;a Umversn.y, New
N W. T. LESURE, Darts, N.Y.

(un¥il April 15th, Camden, S. C.). Rej'znnczs nqu ed.

MAPLEWOOD &2
66th year.
CAMP for younﬁ boys. Also all year round school. All
il’)crts. h&rsebgc ndes, hikes, homc}lg, B
00d e. it lidge, A, Harvard,
Director, Box 35, Ch:st.:r Heights, Def ¢ CoiPass o e

SKON-O-WAH-CO

Camps in Adirondacks for real American Boys

Juniors 5-8 years. Seniors 9-13 years. Dandy swimming.
wonies and horses. Hikes. Tennis. Ground tumbling. Ball. {Good eats. Write
UNK CHUCK MILLS, 926 W. GENESEE STREET, SYRACUSE. N. Y.

Afiliated with Mills Adirondack Camp for Girls.

Boating. Saddle

POCONO PINES CAMP

For boys, Pocono Pines, Pa. H)%h in the mvlg-

orating mountains. Four hours from New York
and Phila. Sandy beach, 3-mile la'Le. Swims-
ming, canoeing, ndmi> "All sports._Catalog.
John E.Calhoun, 5900 uXaslnAve.,Phna,,Pa,

NEW ENGLAND

_Camp Idlewild

The woodsy life of the old-time scouts on a
regular Robinson Crusoe island in Lake Winne-
pesaukee, N. H. Close companionship with men
who know the out-of-doors. Sailing and Crew,
Golf instruction, Aquaplaning, Fishing.
extras, even for Mt. Washington trip.
Illustrated booklet.
L. D. ROYS, 12 Bowdoin St., Cambridge, Mass.

amp Namasch:

e SPOFFORD N.H.

The oldest and one of the
best equipped Catholic
camps in America. Located
on Lake Spofford in New
Hampshire. 20 counselors,
physician and chaplain on
the grounds. All land and
water sports. Address John P. Maloney
and Joseph C. Myer, Directors, Camp
gamaschaug, 27 William St., New York,

CAMP MOWANA

ECHO LAKE

READFIELD, ME.

16th Season For boys 7-16

cruises and saddle horse
Sailing, Mountain

Canoe
trips a specialty.
ng, all athlenc and nquatxc

Climbin;
sports.
Send for illustrated booklet A

A. R. MacMahon, Director
2096 Lennox Road Cleveland Heights, Ohio

CAMP WINNECOWETT
for BOYS

On Lake Winnekeag, Ashburnham, Mass. 1200
feet elevation. Finest swimming and all land
sports. Good food, good care, sleeping cabins.
Limited number of boys 8-16 years.

Fer bookle: write:
Mr. & Mrs. Walter L. Mirey, Ashburnham, Mass.

Highland Lake, Bridéton, Maine
For bc£ 7-17, offers invigorating vacauon in Maine
woods. Best sanitary limi
For catalogue apply to Heary S. Mlller A B.. Swarth-
more Prep. School. Box 81, Swarthmare, Pa.

One of the Oldest and Best

acres.

For boys, in the Adirondacks, 300

Counseilors. § distinct section:

R. fares fropn New York,laundry, hxkes and two hours’ tutoring

dle. Address

A.ROBINSON BoxN 3. Peekshill, N, Y.

CAMP SE-WA-TO-KA ¢35

Nestling among_the hills of Connecticut on sparkling
lake. Horseback riding; all land and water sports;
hiking, Moderately priced. Careful Rupervision. Camp
Lawel for girls under same management. Boolzlzt.
Mrs. H. Kendall, 3 W. 192d St., N. Y. C.

WILD-CROFT On Sebago
No. Windham, Maine. For BOYS 5 to 17.
q Four groups — separate worthwhile activi-
ies.
for eacl

Ponies, Horses. Free riding mstruccion
boy nearly every

ay. untam trips. Send for
booklet “The Camp Trained Boy.

L. Freese, 144 Austin St. N., Worcester. Mass.



Summer Camps for Wops — Continued

8-16 Years

Allwater & Field SpO:

John Shaw French Ph:Direc or,
Write for booklet. Norway Me

25th S

NEW ENGLAND STATES

i
Junior Camp for Boys 8-12
All Land and Water Sports

Riding Motor Trips
Riflery Woodecraft
Tennjs Nature Study

Motor Boat Cruises
Resident Dactor and Nurse

Tliustrated Booklet sent on request

THOMAS E. FREEMAN
466B Waltham Street

WEST NEWTON, MASS.

CAMP _SAMOSET

AKE WINNEPESAU KEE %

Auxiliary Camp in the
White Mountains, where
Seniors, 12—1}’5, spend

wee
without extra charge
Junior Camp, operated as
separate unit, with -peclul
‘program and activities

OSSIP E Boys 9-16

1In the White Mountains, on Lake Ossipee where
Fishing, Sailing, Canoeing and Swimming are
unsurpassed. Whatever a boy likes -~ Riding,
Tennis, Wooderaft, Baseball, Mountain Climb-
ing or Music he will find here under competent
guides and counselors.

Here's where Grover Cleveland used to fish

Photographs, circulars or motion pictures on
request. Address

Jobin C. Bucher, Principal, Nassau Plaee, Box N, Peebskiff, N. .

CAMP
NAMEQUOIT

The saulmg camp for boys on

Qld Cape Cod. xpert  in-

structmn “in_ the handii ng _of

small boats. Usual land sports.

Schooner,! knockabout, cat-

boats, sharples, motor-boat. For
ation sS2

Dr. Paul P. Henson,
East Orleans, Mass.

ST. ANN’S CAMP
AN IDEAL CAMRP for Catholic Boys
LAKE CHAMPLAIN-ISLE LA MOTTE-VERMONT
All Camp Sports—Ages 7-16
Send for free dllustrated Catalogue A

BROTHER PRINCIPAL, ST. ANN’S ACADEMY
153 East 76th Street, New York City

CRYSTAL BEACH

A ealt water camp for young boys only. On Long Island
Sound. Horseback riding. S\VIm.mmg. canoeing, fishing,
nature study Bunéalaws. cabins, Wholesome food.
ndMrs, C. C. McTernan, Waterbury, Conn.

CAMP WONPOSET

Acamp for young boys in the Berkshires.
New York City. Every
season. Boohlel on reguest.

Bantam Lake
Connecticut

100 miles from
ng a boy can wish for. = 2nd

Robert A. Tindale, 31 East 71st Street, New York City.
CAMP PENACOOK
North Sutton, N. H. Twenty-ninth
Season. Limited number of desirable
boys, ages 8 to 16. All field and water
sports. Experienced counselors Ex-
ceptional eeuipment. Wholesome food.
R.B.Mattern, M. S., Dobbs Ferrs.on-Hudson,N.Y.

CAMP ALGONQUIN

On Asquam Lake, Holderness, N, H. Founded in 1886.
The camp which has always worked fcr the futie of the

ce limited to for!.y -five. Boya frqm elght to
twelw preferred. Send for hooldet. DeMeritte,
., Director, 1404 Raleigh Ave Norlolk Va

CAMP NAGARDA

125 Acres. Llsbon. ine. Where Home and Camp

a

re Oze. Boys 3~ d junio; §
nch chy] dn gain ln rmht thnklng. healt]
250 Season. Cms A rating, Maine State Dept.
of Health. Ethel W. ‘Wagg, Primary, Supervisor Public
Schools, 116 N. Allen St., Alban N. V.

CAMP SOKOKIS

ng Lake, Bridgton, Maine
Tnps to th White Mountains. Radio.
Riflery. Shop Work. I llu.rtmlsd Booklet D
on request, Lewis G. William:

171 West 12th Street. New York City.

MON-0-MOY The Sea Camps éor Boys
EAST BREWSTER, MASS.

Snperb bmhmi sailing, canoeing, deep sea ﬁshmg, land
Tts. ack riding. Cabins. Tutoring. Camp

Mother Nutrition classes for underweights. Senior,

Im.errnedxanc. Junior Camps. Booklet. HARRIMAN
. DOBD, Worcester Academy, Worcester, Mass.

21st Season
Cape Cod, Buzzards Bay
A salt water camp for boys from 8 to 16.
Land and water sports. Military driil.
Rifle practice for older boys. Instruction
in Life Saving.

Sailing Taught Scientifically
Camp Mother. Booklet.
MRS. B. E. TAYLOR, DIRECTOR
Assistant Divector & Councillors
College Men
240 Grant Avenue,

Newton Centre, Massachusetts

Recesving Award for Horsemanship

CAMP SKYLARK
“The Junior Camp of Horsemanship,” for Boys under 16.
Complete permanent equipment.

Ideal living conditions. Expe

enced counselors. Healthful and beautiful location 20 miles rmm
Boston, secluded et accessible. Land and Water Sports.
Eve Boy Rides Every Day, No extra charges.

Write for new illustrated catalog.

Avexanper H. Mncgm.r., PRINCIPAL OF THE MITEHELL SeHoOL

ox S, BILLERICA, Mass.

KILA

CAMP FOR BOYS 8-13

The Lanakila boy knows
the thrill of becoming
a confident swimmer, a
good horse rider,
sailing as s‘kipper on the
Viking ehip, winning a
game of archery-golf.
170 acres on beauti-
ful Lake Morey, 3 miles
from Fairlee, Vt. All

LAN

Camp Winnecook

For Boys Lake Winnecook, Unity, Me.

d’ wat ts.
land and water sports. h}]n . " ‘3‘,,. by cg};s!{ox} rﬁe Aaummg‘rlw%ﬂz
Fine manual training shop, In 1924 the cam: RlcTraghynes Tl igi Al
ers bt & Viking ehip, “The Leif Bricson’; e onn Sthor forstfo;ﬁastwwyﬁe’
the next year, a gorgeous Spanish galleon. Hookte
Herbert L. Rand.
MR. mgrgdoll}lsihg.&:;ssc ULICK 3 Hemenway Rd., Salem, Mass.
z N —

|ANTERN HILL CAMP]
OLD MVSTIC CONNEGTICUT

The Riding Camp for Boys

4 Swimming, Tennis, Golf and all ath-
4 letics. No extra charge for riding or
L tutoring. Difastrated Bookiet

Director;
George Farnham
2943 Macomb St., Washington, D. C.

NINE WEEKS’

F!VE hundred miles thmm;B the wilderness of
Maine and gorgeo s New Brunswick region on

the A]lagash and St. Jahn rivers. Expert guidés,

carel pervision.

expenenoea and a aummer of body-bmldmg sport.

and adventure for 12° boys. Age limit 15-20.

For infotmatlon and illustrated booklet address:

field, Director Majne-New Bruns-
wick'Adua Tour. ‘Box Bl Skowhegan, Me.

Camp A_gawam CRESCENT LAKE. ME.

8
Boys, 8 to 15
Idcally located in the Poland Springs section.
Enrollment limited to 45 Boys from the best Christian
homes.

WOODCRAFT PROGRAM
APPLETON A, MASON, Owner and Director
Dept. Physical Education
Columbia University New York City

Kamp Kill Kare

On Lake Champlam
SUMMER CAMP FOR B!

21at sea,son All camp convenie! e- Ll and
éniced “staff. ' Traitied nurse. _Aﬂ
51? teresting mountain and water plg;
Plusmmg ifgaga a; :eqx;estl !elddx“:o Rawl‘}lth
erry, ctor, ncipal Morris:

School, Box M, Morrr stol?wn New Jersey.

CAMP WYCONDA

(BELGRADE LAKES, MAINE)

A small camp, finely equipped, gwmg individual attentlon
to a small, carefully sclec of boys. ages 7 t
Located on a chain of seven lakes in the ine mtenor
Thorough tutoring if desired, in any subject. under ex-
perienced teachers. No extra Charge for horseback riding
or over night trips. Tennis, baseball, track, rifle shoot-
ing, life saving, swimming, canoeing, model yacht making,
etc. Camp doctor, dietitian and trained nurse. Bookletl.

R.S. Webstcr, Director, Brunswick, Maine,

CAMP QUEST FOR BOYS

On Moosehend Lake —
Fllhing = C-n Il — Tennll
Junior and Senlor Llfe Saving

Mt. Katahdm Trip Allagash Canoe Trip
Ilustrated Booklet Upon Request
Lester D. Beers C. L. Woodman
1035 Kenyon Ave., Plainficld, N, J.




Summer Camps for Bops— Continued

SOUTHERN

WESTERN

WESTERN

Camp Terra Alta

11th Season Non-military
Directed by C S Military Acad.
A real camp for the real
boy. Excellent patron-
age. Splendid equip-
ment. Beautiful scenery,
delightful climate. 2800
ft. elevation. 50-acre
lake. Aquatic and ath-
letic sports. Nine-hole
“Goofy"” golf course.
Horseback riding. Tu-
toring. Bowling and Bil-
liards. Catalog.

LT. COL. T. G. RUSSELL
‘Box 395-F, Staunton, Va. After June 9th, Terra Alta, W.Va.

WESTERN

SUMMER
‘ ULVER SCHOOLS

Woodcraft Camp on Lake Maxinkuckee

How arc you going to spend the sununer?
Jt's none too soon to make your plans. Do
you love scouting? The Woodcraft Camp takes
care of that. Here under expert instructors
you are taught nature study, athletics, aquatics
and wood-lore. You will “learn to do by
doing.” Sun-browned youths get a wealth of
health, stamina and joy out of Culver's ex-
ceptional Summer School programs. Unob-
trusive but gratifying supervision and medical
care to delight the heart of any parent. Wood-
craft school for boys 10-15.  Cavalryand Naval
School, boys 14-
20. Separate cata-
logs. Address

‘The
Ad; utant sAide,

immncoqul

OG cabin camp on Fence Lake, Vilas

,gwb,, e 0
ing L cauoe trips,

e acter e

herty, Pri
i ilwaukee:
Koo 1 b ger Je.
MR. and MRS. B. L. DOUGH
736D Flrslt Wis. Nauonﬂ Bunk Blds.

ukee,

ASPEN <l)ZANCH

SCHOOL

Younger boys. Two months of
giorious outdoor hfe in lhe
Rockies near Santa Fi
of cliff-dwellers and old Suamsh
Conquerors, Autoand pack trips.
Booklet.

Prof. N. R. Appleton, M.A.

Wirector
SantaFé¢, N. Mex.

AMP CRYSTAL LAKE
for Boys

In Michigan. Convenient to Chicago and

Detroit. Bungalows. Sand Beach. All
land and water sports. Physician. Careful over-
sight. Ages: 7 to 16. 8 weeks only $200.
Catalog. Address:

CLYDE N. TERRY, Box N, ALEDO, ILL.

CAMP MINNE WONKA
Three Lakes, Wis.
“A Camp for B&;;s in the Wisconsin

Wonderful location amid the lakes of North-
n Wisconsin. Ages 8-16. All land and water

sports; cauoe trips; Woodcraft League; absolutely

complete eq\u ment, Special camﬁand supervision for

boys 8-12. r booklet: Dr. Ewerhardt, 5204

Kensington Ave.. St. Louis,

Representatives in Chicago, Kousas City and Cleveland.

Gulver, I
Winter session.
Secondary school
courses.

(Station
WCMA 258.5)

CAMP PENN LOCH

The Pennington Camp for Boys 6 to 18 years
Interlochen — Armong the Lakes —

[os Alamos Randh

Our Eleventh Summer Camp
Highinthe cool Rockies — No Mosuuitoes.
58 your Co\\ pony over Ranger's trails
in deep mo ntain forest with pack mules
Carrving everything needed for your Camp!
Your headquarters a famous big Ranch. Learning to ride

ew Mexico.

OSEBO CAMP

for Boys. 16th year. Portage Lake Mich-
igan. High,healthfullocation. Ages 6 to
15, Excellent table. Hourly oversight.
Safe s\vlmmmx, “Sea Scouts,””Boat Build-
ing. All sports. Expert coaches. Happy
times. References required. CATALOG free.
Address:—Noble Hdi Box S, WOODbTOLk ILL.

Boys

Rocky Mountain Nature Camp P2}3

(Foot of Long's Peak, 14255 Ft.) Long’s Peak, Cols

Elevation 9000 Ft. Experts m wooderaft, bird lore, Whle-
,botany, big game photog-

rap v, Etc. Pack trips, rodeo
(,heyenne. Excellent foud
Mr. & Mrs. Guy C. Cald-
well. Mr. Caldwell, Dir.,
Fmdc, naturalist now on
tour of East.

St. Washington,
G

PACIFIC COAST
ARROW CAMP  Out West

On mountain lake. Water and field
orts. Horsewack riding and scouting.

len.ed to 60. Ap at once.
George Libby, irector
1331 Grand W

CANADA

CAMP VEGA

ONTARIO, CANADA

CHARLESTON LAKE

THE FAMOUS VEGA SHIELD
The only American camp with the shield idea. Ore
Jor each boy. Winning bars for these shields are real
achievements which the hoys enjoy.
on every minute for ever 3
trips, excellent fishing, riding, archery, tennis, base-
ball, aquaplaning, biking, basketry, leatherwork,
metal work, wood work, boat building, sailing, motor
boating. And — with all of these a staff of councilors
you boy< are sure to like. Fifiv-two page booklet on
request. Camp Craft School for boys 15-19. Willlam
S. Hazel, 420 Burns Street, Forest Hills, L. I.

CAMP MINNE -WAWA Fg5Borgand

Young Men
A summer of real outdoor life — fishing, canocing, swim-
ming, hiking. On Lake of Two Rivers, Algonquin Pro-
vincial Park, Highlands of Ontario. Good camp-mates.
Fine sasgnable terms. For Looklel “B" writé
W. L. Wise, Ph.B., Bordentown, N. J.

a For Boys
Camp Ottertrail o330
Otter Slide Lake-Algonquin Park-Ontario. Wilderness
cammng. Crmsmg taps, Fishing, and Scouting. Boeklet
C.R. LaBalre. 17472 Northwood Ave., Lakewood, O.

Swimining under Red Cross examiner. Riding, Riflery,
Manual Training. Boat, Canoe, Hiking and Auto Trips.
Nature Study and Photography. Tennis, Base Ball, etc.
Eauipped for all land and water sports. Directors and
(aunnelnn college men with camp lm\mng Our aim —
Moral, Mental and Physical Wiinéss for Al Rate: Might
Neeka §¥50.00. Four weeis $150.00. Bookies o request.

Willis Penningion, Manager 160 Tuxedo Ave., Detroit, Mich.

Camp Mishike 777~

A Forestry Camp for Boys

the heart of the North Woods,

Mlshlke ‘Wis. Forestry under grad-

uate foresters. Canoeing, exploring,

marking trails, learning wood-lorc.

Every day an adventure. 1700
acres,

HUGH P. BAKER, Direc
Room MM\ 18 E. 41st Street, New York City

ADVENTURE ISLAND

An unusual camp, occupying an entire uland on Green
Bay, ncar Fish Creek, Wisconsin. 40 boys, 7-17. any
attractive features. For booklet addres! Charles A
Kinney, Winnetka, Illinois.

The VALLEY RANGH " 7

Yellowstone Park, Wyoming Rockxev, Big
Game Country. Clristian. Limited. 17th
Season. Booklet. J. S. Bryan,

Valley Ranch Eastern Office
LAZY J O 70 Fast 45th St., New York

HORPE CAMP i,

d 6 to years nga-

On Pelican Lal ‘is. Best l-lshmg Pomcs

‘\llsuans Expenconches eal fnn. Unusnal

care. For CATALOG write: W. F. Thorpe,
Box S, Lake Forest, Illinois.

FOREIGN

THRU BRITAIN
ON A BIKE!

A schooi-boy adventure
under expert care. Riding
on easy-going touring tan-
dems, on_the excellent
roads of England, these
fortunate boys will see for
themselves ancient case
tles, beautiful old cathe-
drals, and places of hxsmnc interest. Limited to boys
of the finest calibre, 13 to 16 years inclusive. Very
reasonable cost. For information write —

CHARLES K. TAYLOR, DIRECTOR

The Outlook, 120 E. 16th St., New York City
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WILL IT FLY OR FAIL?

NCLE SAM has a new airplane

—a giant bomber. In the
hangar where the assembling of it is
about completed, it towers proudly,
its size rather taking one’s breath.
All through the day the inspectors are
going over it, checking the engine,
instrument, armament, radio, and
other installations, busily making
notes on their pads. Engineers and
fliers stand looking up at it and dis-
cuss it.

It is a beautiful biplane, its fuse-
lage tapering in a clean line from the
cockpit, with its side-by-side seats
for the pilot and assistant-pilot, to
nothingness at the tail, where a
single gallant rudder rides. The
great 800-horse-power engine seems
small in the high nest of the plane’s
nose. It has usually taken two or
more engines to lift the heavy bom-
bardment airplanes, which carry the
largest bomb in Uncle Sam’s armory,
weighing 4400 pounds, or a load of
smaller bombs totaling up to 5000
pounds. The Barling bomber, the
largest airplane ever flown, required
six engines of 400 horse-power each.
The single engine in a heavy bomber
isaninnovation. The plane designed
to lift this weight with a single en-
gine is an innovation. Theoreti-
cally, the designers and builders
have done everything within their
knowledge to endow it with excellent
flying qualities. But how does any
one know that when it is finally
wheeled out of the hangar and its
engine is set going and the test pilot,
whose name has been drawn from a

The Story of @ New Airplane
By A. M. JACOBS

hat for this first test flight, “gives
‘er the gun,” it won’t settle back and
refuse to lift, or that it won’t be
nose-heavy and come crashing down,
or that it will balance properly, or
answer smoothly to the controls.

There is always a sense of excite-
ment in this first trial of a new
design. The word seeps about,
‘“They ’re going to hop the new
bomber this week.” One day it
changes to, “They ’'re going to hop
the new bomber to-day, if the wind
is right.” Every engineer, flying-
officer, inspector, every one, in fact,
who has the slightest excuse for
doing so, manages to be out on the
field. The great engine is roaring.
The pilot is in the cockpit. The
mechanics who have lingered to
make final engine adjustments climb
down and pull the blocks from under
the wheels.

Slowly the great plane is taxied to
the extreme end of the field and
turned into the wind. The engine
is speeded up—but not to flying
speed. The tail is lifted so that the
plane skims the ground on the
wheels, then is lowered. Several
times the length of the field is cov-
ered, the pilot trying out the con-
trols, getting the ‘“feel’” of the plane,
which seems impatient to get up free
into the air. Gradually the speed
is increased. The pilot hops the
plane about three feet above the
ground for a short distance-—brings
it down; then at about six feet. He
repeats this performance several
times. Usually that ends the first
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trial hop, for faults show up which
must be corrected before it will be
safe to take it higher. There have
been instances, indeed, in which this
first hop was also the plane’s last.
In these cases the faults were of such
grave character that they never
could be corrected or they caused the
plane to be wrecked.

So favorable has been the general
performance of our bomber, however,
that suddenly we hear the engine
roar at full throttle, see the tail lift,
the nose point upward, and the next
thing we know, this giant bird is
banking above the hangar roof and
soaring into the blue. There is a
great thrill in that first clean, power-
ful, upward thrust, not unmixed with
anxiety; then as the plane grows
small in the distance and trium-
phantly sails from sight, confidence
and a great happiness come to the
watchers straining their eyes on the
ground. Once more man has turned
the trick of flight, a long and difficult
task shows every sign of nearing a
successful conclusion, and the workers
may look upon their work and call
it good.

Just how complicated a task it is,
this procuring by Uncle Sam of a
new type airplane, certainly is not
indicated by the verb “to buy.”
With most of us, buying implies
chiefly having sufficient money. But
having the money, the fun for Uncle
Sam is merely beginning. Say, for
instance, that upon looking over his
stock, he finds that his corps obser-
vation-airplanes are fast being worn
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out. These planes are used for
aérial photography, radio broadcast-
ing, transporting light freight, and
general two-passenger utility pur-
poses. The plane to replace them
must be the last word in up-to-date
construction and performance, such
a plane, perhaps, as has never been
built for such purposes, but which,
according to the latest aviation
advancement, should be within the
realms of possibility. It is never
simple to buy a thing which does not
exist except in somebody’s imagi-
nation.

Perhaps, in this instance, Uncle
Sam will announce a competition,
offering a prize to the designer sub-
mitting a model best suited to his

THE ST. NICHOLAS MAGAZINE

trying these little planes out in the
wind-tunnel. What a “wind-tun-
nel” is can be most easily explained
by a very short story. )

Before the Wright brothers had
built an airplane that would fly, they
had at one time arrived at a place of
great discouragement. Knowledge
existing on aérodynamics, which they
had hoped would serve them, had
failed them. They had proved many
theories of the air, then accepted as
facts, to be untrue. It seemed that
they had come to a blank wall be-
yond which they could not progress.
They could not afford to keep on
building planes which were wrecked
when flight was attempted. And
although they lost no whit of their

MODEL AIRPLANES MAY BE TESTED AT A SPEED OF 275 MILES PER HOUR IN THIS WIND-TUNNEL
AT McCOOK FIELD

needs. These models, when they
arrive, are small duplicates of the
proposed full-sized airplanes, built
to scale and finished with the utmost
accuracy. They look like beautiful
toys, but the cost is usually from five
hundred dollars apiece, up. The
angle at which the wings are set on
the fuselage, the curve of the wings,
the shape of the fuselage and tail
surfaces are all as carefully worked
out as they would be for the full-sized
airplane. Sheafs of blue-prints and
drawings accompany the models,
with every dimension for the full-sized
plane most minutely set down, and
every part of the completed plane is
accounted for, down to the smallest
nut or bolt. These models do more
than merely give the appearance of
their large prototypes, for often the
general flying characteristics of the
completed airplane is learned by

confidence that the thing they wanted
to do could be done, they had come to
the end of their knowledge for doing
it. Finally, they conceived the idea
of making tiny models of wings and
bodies of various shapes and curva-
tures and watching their performance
in a stream of air. They took a
stove-pipe, suspended one of their
model wings within it, and set an
electric fan at one end. The air
passing the wing at great speed, they
figured, would be the same in effect
as the wing passing through the air
at great speed. It was through this
crude means and working with hun-
dreds of small models that they
gained the knowledge which encour-
aged them to try again and enabled
them finally to build the plane which
did fly.

The apparatus evolved from the
Wright’s stove-pipe is the wind-

tunnel in which Uncle Sam’s small
model airplane is tried out. MecCook
Field has two, the larger of which
is ninety-six feet long. Air-streams
five feet in diameter and with a maxi-
mum speed of 275 miles an hour
may be sent through it. Europe has
many larger ones. It is not at all an
unpleasant sensation to climb in the
MecCook Field tunnel on a hot sum-
mer day, close the opening, and have
a twenty-mile-an-hour breeze blow
over one. But there is a far greater
fascination in seeing, through the
window at the side, the toylike model
suspended in the tunnel and to realize
that through fine wires, too fine to be
seen with the naked eye, connected
with instruments set under and away
from the tunnel, all sorts of things
may be read about the way a full-
sized plane will balance in flight.
If some change in wing, aileron, or
tail-setting is found advisable, the
cost is but one per cent of what it
would be if it had to be made on the
full-sized plane. Such a change was
made from the wind-tunnel tests on
themodel of the great Barlingbomber,
with the result that when the huge
plane itself finally took the air, it
flew,—and flew beautifully,—to the
surprise of many skeptical experts
and with a saving of many thousands
of dollars to Uncle Sam, who other-
wise would have had to make the
changes on the plane after trying it
out in flight.

There is another type of competi-
tion which Uncle Sam sometimes
employs. Instead of models, the
contestants will each submit one
full-sized airplane of the type called
for. When these have been complet-
ed and tested, a board of fliers, who
are also authorities on the special
type of plane needed, will be called.
After studying and flying each of the
planes submitted, a vote will be
taken as to the best, the second best,
third, fourth, etec. A number of
prizes are usually offered in this kind
of contest, perhaps the highest one
will be $70,000, the lowest, $35,000,
so that the winners of the first few
places will receive something over the
cost of building their planes, while
those in the lower places have not
lost quite so heavily as if there had
been no compensation whatever.

Or Uncle Sam may go about pro-
curing his plane in an entirely differ-
ent way. He may request his en-
gineers to get together and draw up
a specification stating very definitely
the requirements which this plane
which has never been built must have.
They will name, perhaps, the number
of persons it must accommodate, how
much gasoline and oil it must carry,
what instruments, armament, radio,



WILL IT FLY OR FAIL?

and photographic equipment the test and approval before it may be

manufacturer must arrange for and
install, what low and high speed it

used. As parts of the plane are com-
pleted, such as sections of the wings,

must have, how fast it must climb,
and other items of the sort. Just
how these requirements are to be
worked out, whether the plane is to
be a monoplane, biplane, or triplane,
the type of wings and propeller, and
other questions of design are usually
left to the designer to decide. Upon
receipt of these specifications, the
manufacturers send in sealed bids to
Uncle Sam, each giving his price for
building the desired plane. The
work is awarded to the lowest bidder,
providing his design seems practi-
cable and his firm is known to be
reliable and able to complete his
order.

But having placed his order, Uncle
Sam may not even then sit back and
draw a free breath. All through the
process of building, the engineers are
working with the manufacturers,
checking many thousands of draw-
ings, criticizing here and suggesting
there, to get just the thing they want.

Shortly the testing process begins.
Samples of the fabric, metal, wood,

UNCLE SAM HAS A NEW GIANT BOMBER

the chassis (or landing-gear), these are
also sent to McCook Field laboratory
for what is called ‘‘static” testing.
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shot-bags, and metal bars stacked
about the walls. The sand- and shot-
bags are of definite weights—two,
five, ten, and twenty-five pounds
each. The lead bars weigh fifty
pounds each. There are jacks which
hoist weights up to seven tons, and
the center scaffold, popularly called
the “guillotine”’ because of the heavy
dangling chains and the block in the
center which drops upon release,
is twenty feet tall.

The stresses that each part of an
airplane will be subjected to in div-
ing, looping, climbing, have gradually
become known with a fair degree of
accuracy. The weight of equipment
to be carried by the completed plane
is known. The approximate weight
of the completed plane itself is
fairly well known. From these fig-
ures the load or weight which each
part of the plane must be capable of
bearing under all conditions of flight
has been computed in pounds, and

THE PROPELLER-TEST RIG, SHOWING THE “PROP” MOUNTED FOR WHIRLING

This static-test laboratory is a
most interesting place. The visitor

L

rubber, every raw material to be used
in the construction of the new plane,

must be sent to McCook Field for wooden supports, small sand and not an objection.

A VIEW IN FRONT OF THE PROPELLER RIG, AFTER A SIX-HOUR WATER-SPRAY TEST

looking in sees but a large .bare room
with a variety of scaffolds, jigs, and

skeleton is under test.

to this has been added an extra per-
centage of pounds for a ‘safety
factor.”” Supposing a long metal
tube which is to form part of a wing
Assembled
to its fellow-parts as in the finished
wing, it is supported at certain points
by the jigs, and the sand- or shot-
bags are gradually piled on until it
is bearing its full flight-load plus its
safety-load. As the bags are added,
the engineers study the effect on the
part. If it shows weakness or bends
or breaks, it is rejected and a new
part must be designed and sent in
for the same testing.

If it shows no strain under the
load required of it, the bags are still
piled on, perhaps five or ten pounds
at a time, until it finally fails anyway,
and its full strength value is thus
definitely learned. A slightly better
strength value than that required is
But if the strength
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value is greatly in excess of that re-
quired, the manufacturer must re-
design the part just as if it had failed.
That may seem strange, for it would
not seem that any part of an airplane
could be made too strong. The
great problems of aviation, however,
have always centered about the
necessity of keeping down weight.
Increased weight means a higher
speed necessary for take-off and
landing, less manceuverability of the
plane in the air; and since a certain
engine can lift but 8o much weight
in flight, it also means a reduction in
the number of persons to be carried
or the amount of fuel or equipment
to be used. Hence, great excess of
strength in a part simply means that
a lighter part could be used with
equal safety, and that lighter part
is invariably demanded.

Landing-gears, wheels, axles, tail-
skids, and fuselages must undergo a
second type of testing after static
testing, and this is where our friend
the ‘guillotine’’ comes in. Suppos-
ing a new type of axle has been sent
in for test. Wheels with tires are
assembled to it and it is installed on
a skeleton fuseclage and loaded with
sand- or shot-bags to equal the weight
of oil, gasoline, engine, persons, and
equipment the completed plane must
fly. This assembly is suspended a
certain height above the ground upon
the guillotine. Suddenly the great
chains release the block, and the
weighted skeleton fuselage with its
landing-gear drops.

The height of the drop is figured

mathematically to give the same

IN THE PROPELLER SHOP
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the ground in landing. This drop
testing is called ‘“dynamic’ testing,
which means ‘‘active’” testing as
distinguished

als has been gained as well as a greater
faith in definite methods of design,
and this extreme course is no longer

from ‘‘static’’
testing,in which
the part tested
remains station-
ary until failure.

This static
and dynamic
testing have
been of the ut-
most impor-
tance in the de-
velopment of
aviation. Until
1922, the first
completed air-
plane delivered on each order to
Uncle Sam was static-tested to utter

il o i
FAILURE OF A WHEEL IN DYNAMIC TESTING

destruction. The whole airplane!
But due tothechecking and analyzing

of hundreds of planes under static-

FAILURE OF AN AIRPLANE WING IN STATIC TESTING

considered necessary. Certain metal
tube structures which form the
fuselage skeleton have become so
well standardized that they are
seldom static-tested at all. But
never are metal wings and all-metal
fuselages, fittings, or any parts which
are not thoroughly known excused
from this rigorous trial.

While the plane is being made to
prove itself every inch of the way, the
propeller to be used on it is also
fighting its case. At McCook Field,
Uncle Sam has the largest propeller-
testing rig in the world. It is capable
of whirling propellers up to a speed of
three thousand revolutions a minute.
Short propellers for small planes, or
longer ones up to eighteen feet in
length, may be set rotating upon it,
and almost any day the penetrating
roar of wide-bladed propellers or the
shrill screaming of the narrow-bladed
ones, driven at terrific speed, may be
heard the length and breadth of the

| fleld.

The engine is similarly called to
give an account of itself. The en-
gine-testing laboratory has facilities
for testing air-cooled and water-
cooled engines, engines with cylinders
set in the form of a “V,” “X,” or
““W,” radial and barrel-shaped en-
gines, every sort of engine, in fact,
which has ever promised to prove
valuable for airplane use. Engines
from two to eighteen cylinders devel-
oping from twenty to eight hundred
horse-power have been tested here,
and most of the engines in use on
airplanes to-day in this country owe
something of their cylinder and
valve construction to the intensive
development and test work done on
these parts in this laboratory. An
extremely interesting air-cooled en-
gine is under development there now.
With twenty-four cylinders set in a
“X” form, it is expected that it will’
deliver twelve hundred horse-power,

shock or jar to the assembly that it and flight-test conditions, an added the greatest amount of power ever

will actually receive on impact with

knowledge of the strength of materi-

asked of a single aviation engine. If



successful, no doubt a bigger, heavier
bombardment airplane than TUncle
Sam’s newest will be designed about
it.

Perhaps two years have passed
since Uncle Sam held the competition
or sent out his specifications deserib-
ing the plane he wanted. It is a
time, however, in which no one con-
nected with the work has been idle.
Part by part, a new plane has been
reared to completion and delivered
to Uncle Sam at McCook Field.
No wonder the engineers and inspec-
tors want to be on the field for that
first hop. The manufacturers also
often come from great distances. If
the new plane is a success, a large
order for others like it will probably
follow. But first, after the trial hop,
it must be thoroughly flight-tested,
and no matter how carefully every
theory of flight has been abided by in
the building, there is no telling what
actually will develop when it gets in
the air.

Recently a new light bombardment
airplane was delivered at the field,
which engineérs and designers had
looked upon as a distinct achieve-
ment. For some reason or other,
although the 800-horse-power engine
with which it was powered had
showed no tendency toward vibra-
tion during its laboratory tests, in the
first few flights the test pilots re-
ported heavy vibrations in the wings
and fuselage.

On a certain clear afternoon, Lieu-
tenant James T. Hutchinson, one of
the test pilots, with Mr. Paul Stanley
to act as test observer, took the
bomber up to study these vibrational
tendencies. They were sailing along
at 8000 feet, intent on their problem,
for, true to reports, the plane was vi-
brating with a severity which had
notbeen exaggerated, when, suddenly,
puffs of smoke and flame belching
into their faces sent them scuttling
from the cockpits. Clinging to a
strut, Mr. Stanley got to the wing.
Lieutenant Hutchinson, also on the
wing, tried desperately to reach back
into the cockpit to turn off the engine,
but the flames pouring out fought
him back. He did succeed, however,
in throttling it down.

WILL IT FLY OR FAIL?

“Jump,” he said in calm despera-
tion to Mr. Stanley. The latter
merely had to let go the strut to slide
off the wing into space. When he

had fallen away from the plane, he
pulled his parachute ring. As soon
as he saw Mr. Stanley’s ’chute open-
ed, Lieutenant Hutchinson also left
the wing. Then began for him a
most thrilling descent.

Scarcely had

LIEUTENANT HUTCHINSON, WHOSE PARA:
CHUTE JUMP WAS ONE OF THE MOST
THRILLING IN AIR HISTORY

his own ’chute opened when he saw
that he was in the center of a path
about which the plane was gently
circling. He knew that 320 gallons
of gasoline, 2000 rounds of live am-
munition, and six bombs were con-
tained in its fiery interior. He knew
that if flames reached the gas-tanks,
there 'd be an explosion disastrous
for anything or anybody in range.
He tried to ‘‘side-slip” his parachute
out of danger, but with an alarming
lack of success, the wind conspiring
against him and bringing him nearer
the plane with each attempt, instead
of farther away. For several thou-
sand feet, the plane and Lieutenant
Hutchinson descended at about the
same rate of speed, the ammunition
sputtering like popcorn, the path of
the plane changing just enough each
time it swung round him to cause him
to wonder whether he ’d be struck by
it or merely blown to pieces. Surely
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the man in Poe’s tale who, strapped
down, watched the swinging simitar
slowly descend over his head had
nothing on “Hutch.”” And Lieuten-
ant Hutchinson’s story, too, had a
happy ending. Gradually, enough of
the plane’s superstructure burnt away
to cause it to drop below him, still
describing circles, but leaving him
free in the air. Mr. Stanley had

~ been well out of danger the whole

time. Both landed quite unharmed.
The plane crashed finally and burned.
The reason for its continued level
flight in a light banking circle was
that Lieutenant Hutchinson had had
the controls nicely set for straight
flying, except that one wing was
slightly down, when he had had to
scamper from the sudden flames to
the wing.

The fire had been caused by the
leakage of gasoline from a broken
gasoline line, which, coming in con-
tact with the flames from the ex-
haust stacks, ignited. ~ But the break
in the gasoline line was caused by the
severe vibration set up by the engine
in this particular airplane. It can
easily be seen that this feature,
which did not show up until actual
flight, would have to be corrected
before Uncle Sam could accept this
plane as one of his standard types
and place it in numbers throughout
the service, no matter how excellent
its other qualities might be.

It can also be seen that the test
pilots must be men who in their daily
work are not afraid of taking chances,
who can laugh away danger, and
keep courage buckled about them as
the knights of old wore their coats of
mail. It is the test pilots who write
the final chapter in the history of the
development of a new-type plane.
It is their reports upon its behavior
in the air which determine whether
it will ever advance beyond that
first experimental model into full-
fledged standard service squadrons.
It is their chances with untried
planes, together with the painstaking
ground-work of engineers and build-
ers, that is enabling Uncle Sam to
offer his fliers such constantly in-
creasing safety and efficiency of air-
plane performance.

g

THE LINE-UP OF AIRPLANES AT McCOOK FIELD



“ROLLO WAS NOW ONE HUNDRED PER CENT HUNGRY™

ROLLO AT THE BREAKFAST-TABLE

OLLO came home from school

one Saturday with red cheeks
and double the usual chest expansion,
waving a large specimen of Old
Glory. “I am one hundred per cent
American,” said Rollo. ‘Teacher
says we all are. I can lick two
Limeys, three Frogs, four Chinks,
five Japs, or any number of Wops and
Spigs!”

“Is that s0?” said his father, the
tall professor. “I believe you have
reached the age, son, where I shall
have to see that you are correctly
educated.”

“I am learning lots about his-
tory and politics,” continued Rollo.
“Teacher says: ‘This majestic nation
of ours, supreme, aloof, separated
from Europe by hundreds of miles of
water, producing everything that we
need to eat, drink, or wear, will never
bend its neck to the yolk of any for-
eign egg! We shall stand alone for-
ever, and teach the Old World how
to use bath-tubs and up-to-date
plumbing! They need us. We don’t
need them.””

The professor shifted in his easy-
chair (it was Saturday noon) and took
a long look at his son from under his

By HENRY R CAREY

bushy eyebrows. ‘T tell you what
we 'll do, my lad. 1 will make you a
little bet; if you win, I will give you a
nice new bicycle early next week.”

“That ’s {ine, Pop; but remember,
American bikes are best!”

“But if you lose, you will have to
stay in bed and go without most of
your Sunday breakfast to-morrow
morning. In other words, I ’ll bet
you that if you try to depend on
Uncle Sam alone for food and clothing,
you won’t be able to ezt a decent
breakfast to-morrow, or even get
dressed.”

“What do you mean?”’ said Rollo.
“Of course I can! Everything good
is made in America. Sure I ’ll bet
with you!”

Sunday morning, at eight o’clock,
the professor, fully dressed, strolled
into Rollo’s bedroom. “Time to get
up, sonny. Don’t forget our bet.”

“I’llsay I won’t. I 'mgoingto be
dressed in ten minutes.” Rollo put
a warm brown foot out of bed and
down upon a small rug.

The professor stooped over and
gently jerked the rug away. ‘‘Sorry
you can’t use that; it ’s made of wool
from the north of Asia,”
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‘“Well, what ’s the difference? Real
Americans don’t need rugs. They
break the ice in the pitcher every
morning, and drink ice-water the
rest of the day.” Rollo reached for
his shirt and undershirt; but his
father was too quick for him. The
clothes left Rollo’s hands and flew
to the corner of the room, where they
lay in a huddled heap. ‘“Happens to
be cotton goods from England,”
explained the Implacable One.

Rollo was a bit upset. Not having
reached the stage of long trousers,
he grabbed his long black stockings
and slipped them on. Then his round
black garters went up over his knees.

“Take them off,” came the rather
stern command. ‘‘Cotton for stock-
ings comes from Egypt. As for
rubber garters, they will not be worn
this morning, since one hundred per
cent of the rubber used in this country
is grown in the Dutch East Indies,
or Ceylon, or the Straits Settlements.”

Rollo, beginning to sniffle audibly,
reached into the top bureau drawer for
a handkerchief.

“Drop it!"” said his father. ‘That’s
linen, spun in the north of Ireland
from flax grown in the Emerald Isle.
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What ’s more, your suit happens to
be made of English goods, though of
course it might be American woven,
the silk in your necktie has traveled
all the way from Japan, the rubber in
your sneakers comes from the place
where all rubber is grown, and your
shoes are built of material from all
parts of the globe. Though you
may not believe it, there are at least
four or five countries represented in
the eye through which your shoe-
lace passes, and at least three of the
countries are foreign. On the whole,
I think you had better give up dress-
ing this morning. You can go down
to breakfast in your cotton wrapper,
which we shall assume, in order to
help you get that bicycle, was woven
in these United States from American
cotton. But for once in your life,
my lad, you need not brush or comb
your hair, since the brush bristles
undoubtedly come from China, while
the comb iseither celluloid, made from
Japanese camphor, or hard rubber.”

Rollo shuddered at that last word.
“Rubber ’s giving me trouble again!”

With the wrapper around his small
self, Rollo started for the bath-room,
stopping in amazement as his father
shouted after him: ‘“You don’t have
to wash to-day. You see, our humble
tin basin is made from ores produced
in such outlandish places as Bolivia,
China, and the Malay Peninsula,
and if we could afford a porcelain
bath-room, the materials in the porce-
lain would be imported too.”

Rollo in his wrapper slipped in to -

breakfast at his father’s heels in a
rather thoughtful mood. The pro-
fessor explained to Mama that their
son had been forced to go without
clothing in attempting to uphold the
honor of the country. Mama said
nothing, only smiled. All Rollo’s
brothers and sisters ate a hearty
breakfast, beginning with bananas.
Not so the hundred-percenter. He
was given a special little tray, on
which reposed a half-dozen shredded
wheat biscuits and a pitcher of yel-
low cream. He was now one hundred
per cent hungry.

‘“Where’s my banana?”’ hesnapped.

“No can do,” said Father. ‘Ba-
nanas, as you ought to know, are
grown outside this Great Independent
Republic, at least the yellow kind that
we use and prefer. You can’t have
tea or coffee, I 'm afraid, because you
are too young, and because the first
is from the Far East, the second from
Brazil, the Dutch East Indies, and
other places. Cocoa is.off the list—
comes from Latin America and British
West Africa. We might let him
have some eggs, though,”” relented the
professor, looking slyly at Mama,
“though, were we living on the west
coast, many of our eggs would come
from China.”

Mama boiled two spotless white
eggs, and Rollo ate them greedily out
of the shell, though his heartless
parents denied him the use of pepper.

“Well, this is a queer meal!” said
he between mouthfuls. “I suppose
I’m to eat my shredded wheat last?”’
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“I have reserved that treat for the
end,” said his father, winking at
Mama, ‘“because it is almost certainly
American, and therefore better than
anything else in the world. Of
course, the wheat of which it is made
may have come from Canada or
Australia; but we ’ll let that pass.
And while the cream is from our
neighbor’s cow, which came only
a year ago from an English Island
called Jersey, we shall, for the
present purposes, consider her natu-
ralized.”

“Thank you,” said Rollo. “Please
let me eat these things before they,
too, turn foreign. I wonder what
in the world we could do if we had
any trouble with these countries.
Would n’t they stop sending us many
of these things?”’

His little meal was soon demol-
ished. Being well brought up, he
reached for a finger-bowl.

“Made in Czechoslovakia,” said
his male parent.

“Well, I’ll eat my hat!” said Rollo,
withdrawing his hand from the inno-
cent glass receptacle as if it were
poisoned.

The professor, with a grin, put
down his coffee-cup of English clay.
‘“Unfortunately,” he drawled, ‘“we
cannot allow you to do that either.
Your mother bought the hat only
recently, and though it is made of
cheap felt, all we can afford, it appears
as yet nearly new. Besides, the felt
is made from rabbit’s fur imported
from Australia.”

“ANY HOUR IN APRIL”

NY hour in April,
Sudden you may hear

Summer tinklings on the roof,

Crystal-thin and clear,
A flutter at the doorway,

A patter on the pane,
Little noise of slippered feet

Tripping up the lane—

April rain!

By NANCY BYRD TURNER

Any hour in April,
Sudden you may see
Sunlight hanging jewels high
On a leafy tree;
A wind among the flowers
Light as any feather;
Robins by a ruffied pool
Talking all together—

April weather!

SPRING PEEPERS

By ELEANORE MYERS JEWETT

PRIL in the hollow and a sky of singing blue,
Willow wands all yellow and the catkins yellow, too!

Gold and blue of happy spring, the magic time o’ year—

Oh, to walk in April with the peepers playing clear!

April in the hollow, with a low gold sun!
Comes an elfin ringing when the cool sweet day is done,

April in the hollow!

Sound of fairy sleigh-bells swinging, singing in the air—
Not a soul can see them, but they ’re ringing everywhere!

Is it peepers, did you say—

All those fairy sleigh-bells jingling at the close of day?

Haunting breath of elfin spring; twilights frosty cool—
Sleigh-bells in the hollow are the fairies’ April Fool!



VIVI CORELLI—“A REAL, LIVE, LITTLE.GIRL STAR"”
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TWINKLE, LITTLE MOVIE STAR

CHAPTER I
SCAMP AND THE MARSHMALLOW

IVI CORELLI giggled—as well
as she could with a whole marsh-
mallow in her mouth—and continued
kicking her heels on Scamp’s squirm-
ing back. Scamp loved it. He was
hiding under her pretty glass-topped
dressing-table, and Vivi, sitting on the
stool in front, could just reach him.
There was a flounce of shirred pink
cretonne that hung down to the floor
all around, and this covered the big
police-dog entirely, except one gray-
ish-brown paw that he poked out from
under, every so often, and lifted to
Vivi’s lap.
“They ’re whistling for him again,
. Mother! Mr. Solomon’s whistle
sounds terribly mad!” Vivi swal-
lowed the marshmallow and, slipping
off the stool, ran to the window, where
she could see the huge out-door stage
just below. Her room was only a few
feet above the ground floor, so she had
a good view of the stage, with scenery
all set up to look like the marble in-
sides of a palace room—a room wait-
ing for Scamp to come and play his
part in it. But Scamp, who could be
a rather wonderful actor when he felt
like it, did not seem especially eager
to answer the director’s calls.

“Perhaps he ’s afraid he may get
hurt when the fire starts,” suggested
Mrs. Corelli, who was sitting on tep of
a closed trunk and letting out a tuck
in one of Vivi’s dresses that was her
very own—that is, it was not a cos-
tume to be worn in a picture.

“Why, Mother! You know Scamp
is n’t afraid of anything!” cried Vivi,
in shocked tones. ‘‘He ’sthe bravest,
smartest trick dog in moving pictures!
But—"’ she turned gravely, and the
pearl cap on her short yellow curls
made what she said seem important,
as though she really were a princess,
instead of only dressed to look like
one, ‘“‘but I think Scamp just hates to
work with Mr. Solomon!”’

“Well, I wish the dog would obey
him, anyhow,” said Mrs. Corelli,
looking troubled. She bit off some
thread from her spool and asked:
“Could n’t you take him down, dar-
ling? He Il do anything you tell him
to, you know.”

“Oh, that’s because I never tell
him to do anything!” laughed Vivi,
wisely. She glanced down to where
Scamp’s shiny wet nose was now
thrust out from under a billowy fold
of cretonne. ‘“When Mr. Jerome

By LORRAINE MAYNARD

comes back Scamp will be all right.
Why see! did you notice him jump
when I said ‘Mr. Jerome’? He knows
his master’'s name! But of course
Scamp is n’t used to working with
any one else, and especially any one
who hollers at him all the time! Mr.
Solomon does n’t seem to think
Scamp has any sense!”

A louder whistle screeched through
the open window, followed by voices
calling and shouting for the missing
dog. Vivi could see Mr. Solomon,
with his coat off, pacing up and down
behind the cameras, and Perry, his
young assistant, running along peek-
ing in the windows of the carpenter
shop in the basement, where Scamp
often went to roll himself in the saw-
dust and shavings.

“Vivil Don’t you hear?” pleaded
Mrs. Corelli’s worried voice.

“Um-m, yes, Mother,” answered
Vivi, undisturbed.

“But I 'm afraid they ’ll blame you,
darling! They ’lIl think you have
been hiding Scamp here just for mis-
chief! I know they will!”’

‘“Pooh, what if they do? I’m not
one speck scared of that Mr. Solo-
mon’s awful black eyes—’ Vivi
hesitated, as though she did n’t ex-
actly like to think about them any-
how, and then blew her cheeks out,
until they appeared swollen, and her
own round, greenish-blue eyes popped
like the director’s. ‘“‘Pooh!” she de-
clared again, relaxing. Was n’t shea
“star,”’—a real, live, little-girl star in
the Pleiades Picture Company? And
was n’t she beloved and respected by
every one—every one else, atleast, in
the whole studio, from President
Grimshaw down? Indeed, Vivi con-
sidered herself an independent and
very responsible person, and she
did n’t understand why Mother kept
cautioning her to “be careful” just the
same. But then Mrs. Corelli was
such a sweet, timid little mother that
Vivi almost had to take care of ker, in
some ways. For Vivi was never
timid, and it only amused her to talk
with grown-up visitors, or the direc-
tors, or even the president, and since
she had first come to the studio, so
long ago that she could n’t remember
when, she had felt at home with them
all. Mrs. Corelli often said that she
never could have managed without
Vivi.

Her pale fingers were plucking
nervously at the thread now, and
suddenly Vivi darted across the room,
reaching her sticky hands up to
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Mother’s cheeks.
so sorry, please,
Scamp ’s going down! Of course
he ’s not afraid of the fire. Did n’t he
rescue a doll-dummy baby out of a
burning house just a whileago? And
he had to jump then, too, four stories,
into a blanket! And did n’t he run
across the track right in front of an
express-train, at just the very second
Mr. Jerome told him to? There!
He heard me say ‘Mr. Jerome’ again!”
Vivi stopped and pointed at Scamp,
whose head had been wagging all this
time as though he enjoyed listening to
Vivi’s account of his heroic deeds.
But now he was rigid, his head cocked
on one side, ears up at attention.
“You know, I believe,” Vivi went on
eagerly, “why, I bet he ’d go down and
behave himself beautifully if I could
only make him understand that it
would please Mr. Jerome!”

Sureenough, at this third repetition
of his owner’s name, Scamp seemed to
feel that something was expected of
him, for he came stretching out from
under the dressing-table and then,
very leisurely, went sauntering across
to the window where his long nose just
fitted over the ledge. Vivi watched
how his intelligent, amber-colored
eyes swept the scene below. Mr.
Solomon still stamped up and down,
his blue-bound manuscript of the play
in one hand, while Perry was now
busily engaged arranging the furni-
ture of the make-believe palace room.
All around stood whistling electricians
and property-men, ready to help
make the ‘“fire’’ as soon as Scamp
could be found. They had many
buckets full of regular Fourth-of-July
sky-rockets and Roman candles and
red light to make the ‘fire”’ with—
and more buckets of water to put it
out.

Scamp surveyed them all solemnly
and yawned. Strange to say, nobody
seemed to think of glancing up at
Vivi’s window, where they could have
seen him, plain as day. When Mr.
Solomon put two fingers in his mouth
and let out an ear-splitting shriek, the
dog removed his head, with a disdain-
ful sniff, from the window-sill.

“Vivil” entreated Mrs. Corelli,
again, “please make him go!”

Vivi puta warning finger to her lips
and then almost tiptoed to her box
of marshmallows on the shelf. She
picked out a fat, sugary one. “This,”
she explained, rather enjoying the
game, ‘is Scamp’s powder-puff,”
and she patted it all over until his

“You stop looking
please Mother!
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black nose was coated white before
she allowed him to catch the candy
in his mouth. ‘“Now! You ’re all
made-up and ready to work,” she told
him, knowing perfectly well that he
would lick it off in a jiffy. ‘Nice,
funny Scamp--run  along—rats!
Pussy, pussy, pussy.—Good-by!”

Scamp took the hint better than
some people; or maybe it was the
marshmallow that brought him
around, for he was scandalously fond
of them. Anyhow, with a majestic
bound, he was through the window,
and a couple of leaps more carried him
to Mr. Solomon’s feet.

Vivi called over her shoulder to
Mother: “Why, Mr. Solomon ’s so
surprised he ’s actually patting
Scamp’s head! I never saw him do
that before!”

She continued gazing down at
them, wondering what had finally
made the police-dog decide to behave.
But then, she remembered, Scamp
was like that. You just had to wait
and hope for the best. When he was
willing, he was very, very willing; but
when he was not—well, there was no
use coaxing, and Vivi knew it. Scamp
was ‘“temperamental.”’

T feel like acting just the way he
does, sometimes,” she confessed; but
this remark did not seem to make
Mother any happier, so she added
quickly, ‘but of course I 'm not a dog.
I’m a little—trick---girl.”

“Why, Vivil”

“But I am, Mother! Not thesame
kind of tricks that Scamp does, of
course, but still, I do—tricks.”

“What a way to talk about your
work! You are a star, dear, a born
actress. You ought to be proud of it.”

Vivi pondered this. “I thought I
was born a baby,” she said.

“Of course, darling! I mean, you
act so remarkably well that it seems
as if you must have been born to be a
star.”

Vivi did n’t see what there was to
be proud of in that. Mother never
wanted her to be proud about other
things. Maybe it was because Vivi
was earning her own living, and
Mother’s, and such a thing is not al-
ways easy. Vivi wondered if Daddy
would like her to be—but there just
was n’t any use wondering what
Daddy would like. Vivi had n’t seen
him in ever so long, though Mother
said he was working hard, somewhere,
and would come back to take care of
them again as soon as he could—and
had enough money. He invented
things that did n’t make money.
Vivi guessed that Mother felt sad
whenever they talked about this, and
him, so they did n’t, often. It had
become a sort of secret, a mystery,
and Vivi tried to put it out of her
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thoughts. Sometimes she forgot
quite nicely, but once in a while, when
she tried to remember how Daddy
looked, and could n’t, except vaguely,
it made her feel sort of scared, and—
lost.

From the platform below came
loud, impatient commands. Some-
body was hammering, too. Oh, why
did n’t they keep quiet while Scamp
rehearsed? Vivi sank to one corner
of the low ledge and watched Mr.
Solomon putting Scamp through his
part in the coming scene. The direc-
tor talked in shouts, as if Scamp
might be deaf. And he held tightly on
the dog’s collar, walking him through
the act time and again. This, Vivi
recognized, was partly necessary to
show Scamp what was required of
him;butevenso, hedidnotenter into
the work with his usual zest and
enthusiasm. Very probably, Vivi
guessed, he had learned his part after
the first rehearsal and was dreadfully
bored to be repeatedly dragged
around by the director.

“Oh, he does look miserable!”
wailed Vivi. “But maybe he won’t
show much when the smoke-pots get
going. Why, Mother, they ’re start-
ing them already! They must be
going to take the picture. I do hope
it won’t have to be taken twice.
That always makes Mr. Solomon: so
mad, especi-lly in a scene like this,
with everytling half burnt!”

“Come away, then, darling! I
must put down that window or the
smoke will be pouring in here.”

Reluctantly, Vivi allowed herself to
be pulled aside, while Mrs. Corelli
shut the window. And just in time,
for the artificial smoke (some canned
preparation set off by lighting the fuse
on each pot) was swelling forth in
great choking clouds over the stage.
This smoke made the fire seem much
worse than it really was, as most of
the “blaze” was accomplished by the
glare from spotlights and fireworks,
though some parts of the set, drenched
with kerosene, were to be genuinely
consumed.

Soon bursting flashes from the
Roman candles lit up the scene just
graphically enough for Scamp’s ac-
tions to. be visibly captured by the
grinding cameras. There were three
of these, because, as Vivi said, “fires”
were sometimes hard to retake, and if
anything went wrong with one camera
the other two would get the picture,
anyhow.

Vivi pressed her nose close against
the glass, though the smoke outside
was making it impossible for her to
see much. Shehated to miss Scamp’s
“solo.” Mr. Jerome always declared
that to go alone into a scene and re-
member everything in correct order

was much more difficult for a dog than
when there were people in the act,

too. A solo, as he called it, was one
of the most severe “intelligence
tests.”

“Oh, Mother, what a shame for
Mr. Jerome to miss this too!” she
called over her shoulder. ‘‘There
he ’sshut up in some old hospital, in a
plaster cast, and won’t be well for
weeks yet!” Vivi’s voice sounded as
mournful as she imagined Scamp’s
devoted master must be feeling.

‘“But he can see the finished pic-
ture, one of these days, remember,”
encouraged Mother, with a smile.

“Why, so he can!” exclaimed Vivi,
brightening. ‘“Was n’t it silly of me
to forget that?”

CHAPTER II

VIVI SAVES THE FIRE SCENE
A KNOCK at the door was followed by
a pleasant, boyish voice inquiring,
“Are you dressed, Vivi? Mr. Solo-
mon sent me up to say he ’ll be ready
to work with you in ten minutes.”

“All right, Perry! Thank you!
She ’11 be ready,” answered Mother,
getting up and tucking away her sew-
ing in the top of the trunk. Vivi,
who was accustomed to what “‘ten
minutes” usually meant around the
studio, did not show any signs of
haste, in spite of the fact that she was
not anywhere near ‘‘ready.” She did
kick off her moccasins and poke her
bare feet into the silver sandals that
had little tinkling bells sewed around
the top strap. Vivi gave them a
shake to see if they reminded her of
Christmas. Then she switched on
the border of lights about her make-
up mirror and sat quietly watching
her reflection while Mother drew a-
soft, shadowy line close to the lashes,
making the green-blue eyes appear
bigger, and touched a moist smudge
of deeper red on the clear-cut, curving
lips. Leaning back, Vivi took a pro-
fessional look at herself. It always
seemed such a nuisance, this having
to put things on her face and then rub
them all off again, later, with cold-
cream. But the camera’s eye de-
manded it.

“Here ’s your costume, darling.”
Mrs. Corelli took from behind the
cretonne curtains that covered one
side of the room a lovely blue-satin
gown. It was fit for a fairy princess,
with low neck and little puffy sleeves
and love-knots of pearl beads glitter-
ing all down the front. ‘“Hurry, dar-
ling!”

Vivi raised her arms and dived up
through, then stepped in front of the
long glass which was fastened on the
door. She studied herself carefully
again, and frowned. “I think I
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ought to have a sash, Mother,” she
said. ‘““Something to show where my
stomach is.”

“Nonsense, Vivi, a sash would n’t
go with this sort of costume! And
Mr. Solomon told me you ’re not to
wear the pearl cap, either. He de-
cided it covers your hair too much.”

not just a make-believe commotion.
She ran to look out. The smoke had
cleared enough so that she could just
distinguish the half-charred remains
of the “‘set”—the palace room which
had supposedly burned, and on which
the property men were now hastily
dousing their buckets of water to put

**THIS,’ SHE EXPLAINED, ‘IS SCAMP'S POWDER-PUFF’"

“No sash—and no cap!” gulped
Vivi, opening her eyes wider in pained
surprise. But before she could think
of any argumentsin favor of these ad-
mired items, there came unmistakable
sounds of a growing disturbance on
theoutdoorstage. Eventhroughthe
closed window Vivi could hear voices,
shrill and angry, and a general hub-
bub of shouts and calls that she
somehow realized meant a real and

out whatever sparks still glowed on
the curled-up canvas walls and smol-
dering velvet curtains. The glass
in the pretty arched window was
smashed and the framed paintings
had dropped to the floor, so that
the whole place wore a realistically
wrecked appearance. But the brav-
est, smartest trick dog in moving
pictures was nowhere to be seen.
“Oh, what do you suppose has
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happened!” cried Vivi, in alarm, and,
catching up herlong, slippery gown in
both hands, she started for the door.
“I ’1l have to go down and find out,
Mother! I just knew something
would go wrong—with Secamp work-
ing for Mr. Solomon!”

She dashed along the wooden corri-
dor that separated the dressing-rooms
and down the flight of steps that led
out to the lot. The outdoor stage
had been built here. It was like an
enormous dance-floor or roller-skating
rink, without any roof, and it was so
big that several sets could be put up
on it at the same time. Beyond the
lot, and shut off from it only by a
neck-high picket fence, was the public
road, with trolley-tracks and side-
walks.

Instantly Vivi saw what was wrong.
The sidewalk was packed with people.
Small faces peered through the fence,
between boards, while taller folks
jostled each other as they pressed for-
ward for a nearer, better view of the
“fire scene.” The studio, Vivi had
often heard onlookers remark, and
more especially the outdoor stage, was
one of the sights of the town. To-
day not only the public highway was
thronged, but many curious strangers
had managed to slip by the gateman
and wandered over the lot itself.

Of course, the players themselves
were used to such things. They were
used to having dozens of stage-hands
and property-men and electricians
fussing around their feet, always, and
they were used to going through their
parts in all sorts of public places, too,
without giving a thought to the extra
number of gaping faces gathered
about to watch. But—Scamp was
different.

Hurrying as fast as she could with-
out catching or tearing her costume
on the rough stairs, Vivi climbed up
on the platform and made straight for
Mr. Solomon. He had flung himself
into his chair, which had his name
painted in white letters across the
back, his coat was off, and his heavy
face purple with anger or excitement,
Vivi could n’t tell which. The erum-
pled scenario of the play was on the
floor, under his solid boot.

“Oh please, Mr. Solomon,”’ she
began, the low-drifting smoke making
her cough a little, “where ’s Seamp?”’

“Scamp!”’ roared the director, his
black eyes almost leaping up at her.
“That fool dog! Ask your grand-
mother!”

Vivi backed slightly. “But I
have n’t any grandmother,” she re-
plied, in her most polite manner, “and
anyhow, even if I had, she would n’t
know whereabouts—"’

“See here!” yelled Mr. Solomon,
interrupting in a way that Vivi had
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been taught was very rude, “I 'm not
ready for you yet, and won’t be.
I ’ve got to take this whole blooming
scene over again as soon as that prize
idiot of a dog decides to quit fooling
and mind. So clear out! Don’t ask

questions! You 're wasting my time
—d’ y’ hear?”
Vivi considered. There was no

need to ask if the scene had been
spoiled—property-men were already
trying to get things back into some
sort of order, nailing down the flap-
ping canvas walls and covering the
burnt spots with paintings. She
turned to Perry, who was usually so
good-natured and ready to help her,
but he only motioned for her to go
away.

“But, Perry, you tell him!” she
pleaded. ‘““You know Scamp ’s a
young dog, and he gets awfully nerv-
ous when—"’

“‘Sh-h, honey,” whispered the young
assistant, gently. “Better keep quiet.
The boss ain’t in any mood for sug-
gestions—"’

With a violent bound Mr. Solomon
had left his chair and went striding
across the stage, ignoring them both.
He swung his arms in a gesture to
clear the set for action.

“Why look, Vivi,”” cried Perry,
touching her sleeve, “they ’ve found
him! The scallawag!”

Vivi looked and saw a couple of
workmen hauling Seamp out from un-
der the stage by his collar. “Run
along now, honey. Scamp forgot his
‘lines’ and dropped the jewel-case
when Mr. Solomon tried to coach him
—and bolted. We ’ve got to rehearse
him some more, I guess. He s acting
like the dickens to-day. So you trot
along and don’t bother Mr. Solomon,
that ’s a good kid.” Perry led her
off the set as he finished talking, and
Vivi took up her stand back of the
cameras. ‘It ’s funny,” she thought
as she waited, “how long it takes be-
fore some people will let you help
them!”

Scamp, with ears flat and tail
drooping, looked thoroughly aware of
his disgrace. The director’s hand
clutched his collar and, with uncon-
cealed annoyance, yanked his head
from side to side. Vivi wondered if
Scamp would get a whipping—when
the people were n’t around, of course.
Mr. Solomon’s face looked like it.
She remembered how Mr. Jerome
acted while he was training Scamp the
puppy, when Vivi had been several
years already at the studio. She
used to watch them work, morning
after morning, from her window, and
Scamp forgot lots of things then, and
he had spoiled many and many a foot
of good film, too, in making his first
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pictures. But Mr. Jerome’s face had
never once looked as though he
thought about whippings. Perhaps
that was why folks said he had a
“way’’ with dogs.

“*Now you get up off that rug when
1 call ‘Action’—and you sniff the
smoke, see?”’ Mr. Solomon was bel-
lowing the directions all over again.
“And you hunt around for the jewel-
case, under these pillows, along the
mantle, and on the table-top, see?—
Then upset it.—You pull the drawer
open with your teeth and grab the
case, see? Then rush against the
door—It ’s locked—so, out you go,
through the window— Say! Some-
body get a new pane of glass for
that window, quick!” The director
pointed to the jagged arch that bore
evidence of Scamp’s successful exit,
however much he may have slighted
the rest of the scene.

A workman ran off on the errand.
Others laid down a fresh supply of
fireworks and hid new smoke-pots
about, ready for lighting. Perry
stood up front so the camera-men
could focus on his striped shirt. Then
he wrote the scene number on a slate
and they photographed that. The
scenes would be sorted and strung
together by their numbers later.

Finally, the glass window was re-
newed, the cameras loaded with full
reels of film, and everything was
ready; that is, everything except
Scamp. The instant Mr. Solomon
released his grip on the dog’s collar
he streaked from the rug to Vivi’s
side.

“Hey! Come back here! What
in thunder—say, young lady—"’ Mr.
Solomon advanced, shaking his thick
finger in Vivi’s face. “Did n’t I tell
you once before to clear out? What
d’ y’ think this is, a side-show in a
circus? This is business!”

Scamp, who had slunk down be-
tween them, got slowly to his feet, the
black hairs on the top of his back
bristling. Vivi fumbled with one of
his ears because, for the first time, she
was afraid of what might happen.
The director, suddenly noticing that
she and Scamp seemed to be very
good friends, demanded: ‘“What have
you got to do with this dog, anyhow?
A sulking coward, that ’s what he
is!”

“Oh no, please, sir, he ’s not a bit
frightened, really!’ she burst out.
Her skirt dropped full length to the
floor and made what she said seem
important, like a princess speaking.
“I 'm sure Seamp would work all
right if—if you ’d just manage him
differently. I mean—I could tell you
how—"

“Yeou could”” Thedirector snorted.

“(To be continued)

“Ha! I suppose you ’'ve trained
animals all your life!”

“Well, I ’ve watched Mr. Jerome
train Scamp for nearly two years,”’
retorted Vivi; and then, as Mr. Solo-
mon’s expression changed from a jeer
to blank surprise, she hurried on,
“and do you think Mr. Jerome ever
lets mobs of strangers stand around,
like those over beyond the fence,
when Scamp works? He does not!
Or lets anybody hammer or speak or
move while Scamp is in the middle of
a scene—a solo scene? I should say
not! And he never coaches Scamp
except at rehearsals. But if you ’ll
send everybody away and make
things perfectly quiet, and pet him
sweetly a few minutes, I know Seamp
—will—act!”

“Sweetly?’ Mr. Solomon stared
down at her as if he scarcely under-
stood. Then, without a word he
turned and picked up a small hand-
megaphone from a pile of lumber close
by. “Ben! Order those rubber-
necks away—the whole blooming
bunch of ’em!” he shouted hoarsely.
And clear this gang off the stage, too.
—1I don’t want a soul here but the
cameras.—Perry, you can light the
smoke-pots. No noise now! Oh,
you, Vivi—" He tucked the mega-
phone under his arm and looked down
at her again, as though puzzled.
Finally, with a sort of shamefaced
gruffness, he said, ‘“You comeé over
and sit in my chair,” and walking
across, he removed his coat from it.

Perry gasped in astonishment.
The crowd was falling back already
and beginning to surge away, grum-
bling. Carpenters and electricians
scattered hastily, leaving their tools.

Vivi flitted over and sank gra-
ciously into Mr. Solomon’s chair.
She knew perfectly well that the di-
rector had granted her what was con-
sidered an overwhelming honor—the
seat reserved for his private use.
Nobody "in the whole studio ever
dared to occupy it. But Vivi was not
overwhelmed. She only clasped her
hands and breathed happily, “Now
I°ll have a fine view of Seamp’s solo!”’

‘Within a few minutes Mr. Solomon,
following Vivi’s advice, was crooning
softly, ‘“Ready, old boy—Action!—
Camera!”’, and Scamp, who could be a
wonderful actor when he felt like it,
felt like it!

After the scene was finished, Vivi
slipped away and the dog tagged her
back upstairs, his tail waving cheer-
fully once more. Perry, chasing
behind, called out, ‘“You can take off
your duds, Vivi, honey—there ’s no
more work this afternoon. Mr. Solo-
mon says he ’s ready to call it a day.

He ’s going home.”
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“/ 7 Y ES, Mr. Livingston, I 'm Billy Phillips, the lad you used to see

%&”& I never thought myself too young. A saddle ’s just my nest. _

F\%\ 7‘ And President Madison picked me out to tell the South and West
¥

g

Z(/
/ @ Sir?” You say you want me now

Ry~

Scene: Outside General Andrew Jackson's headquarters, January 9, 1815,
the day after the Battle of New Orleans. Billy Phillips, an orderly of
General Jackson, is speaking to the Honorable Edward Livingston and
& group of officers.

In Washington.  President’s messenger. Glad you remember mne!
You used to say, “He ’s mighty young to be an express-rider,”
And I reckon you were right, sir. Still, a good mare, set astride her,

War was declared with England.

To talk to these young officers? You ’d have me tell them how
’} I rode to the Gulf in nineteen days. Why, yes, sir; I ‘1l be glad to.
7 But ’t was n’t much to brag about—good horses—and I had to.
Since I was just a youngster, up home in Tennessee,
I’ve sort of been horse-handy. The general trusted me—
Our General Andrew Jackson—to mount on “Truxton’s” back

And ride that glorious stallion on Clover Bottom track.

No horse like Jackson’s Truxton has ever made dust fly.

’T was Truxton taught me how to ride. And—well, then, by
and by

A friend of mine, a senator, he told the President

How all I knew was horses, and could ride 'em. So I went

To be a government messenger, a carrier of express.

’T was on June twelve in eighteen-twelve, 'bout five P.M,, I
guess,

That Mr. Madison sent for me. And when I saw his face,

All set and white and serious, and not a single trace

Of his mild, smiling manner, I knew ’t was something grave.

‘“Young Phillips,” said the President, “I do esteem you
brave

And loyal to your country, alert to serve her need.”

“You may, sir,” I said, breathless. “Oh, sir, you may
indeed!”

“1 thinkdso. So I ’ve chosen you. I 've heard how you can
ride

And that the southwest roads you know as well as any guide.

Bill Phillips, go you south and west, nor rest by night or day;

Let you no Indian hordes, nor flood, nor anything, delay.

Ride on and bear these messages to governors near and far,

And shout to all the men you meet, ‘To arms! We are at war!

—_—
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We are at war with England. Her force is at our door—
The men who fight Napoleon. And, oh, our need is sore
For armies strong to meet them!” Go, now. Arouse the land.”

He gave me all the papers—and then he gave his hand!
1 1
Over the Potomac, Though an Indian, hid, }w
On into the night, 2 Took ashot. Ithurriedus—
Over Rappahanock it ¢ That was all it did. I
/ : “Joneshoro! Arise! Arise! /),

In the moonlight white, / I
Over Mattapony 3
Into the set-of-moon, ., ¥ &
¥ Over the Pamunkey,

Fight! The war’s begun!”’ 7
s Roaring cataracts at dawn; %
Glad to see the sun. '
* Newmountthroughthe Cumberlands;
Scarcely eat or sleep;
Crystal rivers to be swum,
Forests dense and deep!
Over the escarpment,
Down the palisades,
Into lovely valleys,
; Into fertile glades.

A detour at Knoxville,
Hunting Governor Blount,
Lostaday. AtNashville, he.”

Nashville, home! Remount! )
Nashville, home, one night I slept )
) Then to Southland turn, |
¥ Where theroads were allunknown
? And no time to learn;
I Natchez and New Orleans bound,
He ’s an express-rider.” Miles, six hundred more!
“Aye!” I shouted. “Aye!” d el ==~ Hostile Indians on the way.
Swung my wallet o’er my head. 'iﬁ\w Past a settler’s door;
‘“Here ’s the stuff! To war! Sometimes through the piny woods
Wake up! War with England! &;} Close-set and no trail,
Arm!’ And, swift and far, 5 Sometimes by the river-side,
Took the road to Salisbury Sometimes by a pale
Where the hills begin; Silver stream; or sunk in swamp !
. Had to swim a bridgeless stream To my horse’s back,
= Known as the Yadkin. Sometimes on a scented path
Salisbury to Morgantown, By the bayou'’s track.
High the mountains rise; Tired? Eyes that could n’t close—
Horse went bravely trackless ways" They ’d forgot the way.
Pointing to the skies, . Poor old horses! I was hard,
Northwest into borderlands 1 Merciless. By day
Of the Tennessee,— 5 '),&-;s/ And by night, they kad to go!
Unakas, Great Smokies,—up! T =7~ July 'd just begun—
Night-o’ertaken, we, Here, to Governor Claiborne, “War!”’
Horse and I, go on and on, And my race was done.

So to Richmond soon—
All the way a-shouting

At taverns and at farms,
All the way to daybreak,

Spreading the alarms. 45" (
My first papers rendered,

Eating as I sped,
Southwest, inward, darting

Where Appomattox led,
' Forded over N ottoway,
To North Caroline. /
Changed my mount at Hillsboro— {4

Found the new one fine. 4
Men dashed out in Lexington,

I could hear them cry:
“Who’sthat riding like the wind,

Wild of hair and eye?

==

It was n't so much, really, that you should praise me so.
But the Southwest won that battlehere. And I am glad to know
I was the lad that told them, that roused the South and West,
And that the President trusted me to ride and do my best.

And, yesterday, when Jackson became the nation’s pride,

I did feel proud his Truxton was the horse taught me to ride.




THE COULEE WASH

F it had n’t been for that low grade
in algebra, Peter might never have
gone to Utah at all, and certainly Ned
and the others would never have ex-
perienced a coulée wash. On such
slim threads are destinies strung!

It was a dreadful grade, and Peter
was both wretched and indignant, for
he had tried. Figures, especially the
puzzling ab—c?—x kind, were simply
out of his line, and he had n’t been
able to understand them enough to
pass the course. Hence the failure—
and the things that came to pass
because of it.

Serious as the matter was, Judge
Melville could n't resist teasing his
son. “They say that if we ever talk
with Mars, it will be through the
medium of figures,” he chuckled.
“And in that case, Peter, you, out of
all the world, will be unable to talk
with Mars!”’

To Mrs. Melville, the failure was
an unhappy occurrence because it
meant that Peter's chance to make
the senior honor-roll was gone. He
would be graduated from Fenswick
High School with his class, of course,
but without distinction.

And the judge considered it some-
what tragic because it meant that
Peter could not enter Bowder College
that autumn as a full-fledged fresh-
man. He could enter ‘“on condi-
tion,” perhaps; otherwise, he would
have to wait a year, and try in that
time to pass the entrance exam in
algebra. Both ways the judge found
unpleasant.

As for Peter himself, it must be con-
fessed that his chief sorrow lay in the
fact that he would not be playing on
the freshman football team at Bowder
that year., Not to play—and it had
been his one ambition since early
high-school days! Even if he did
enter on ‘“con,” as his father would
doubtless urge him to, he would not
be eligible now.

All told, the Melville household
was decidedly disgruntled over the
algebra grade. It had put a monkey-
wrench into their plans.

As Peter pondered his difficulty, it
seemed impossible for him to remain
in Fenswick. To know that the
teams were starting practice, and not
to be a part, would be almost too
much tobear. He did n’t want to be
on hand for the season at all.

But where to go? Thinking it
over, he thought he ’d like to go to
some small town to work, where he
would have plenty of time to study

By MARGERY RUFF

the bugaboo algebra. He promised
himself that he would plug away at it
every night, and perhaps a year of
such work might fit him for the exam
in the following autumn.

On the coast, with his cousins? It
was tempting, but Peter dismissed it.
“I’d not get anywhere with studying,
there. It would be time wasted.
Ned ’d always be taking me away
from my work. No, that won’t do.”

There were other possibilities, but
Peter was reluctant about them all—
all, that is, but one rather hazy one.
Some seven years before, Judge Mel-
ville’s partner, Jack Munson, had
gone out to Arizona to regain his
health. After a year’s rest, he had
started a fruit-ranch in southern
Utah, and the judge rarely heard from
him.

Peter decided, however, to write
Uncle Jack, as he had always called
him, and invite himself to the ranch.

Matters seemed to develop with
surprising speed after that. Word
came very shortly that Uncle Jack
would be delighted to have Peter
visit him; the judge presently agreed
to the idea; and Mrs. Melville made
sudden plans to accompany Peter for
part of his journey and to visit her
aunt in Colorado.

And that explains how Peter came
to be on the Hanging Creek Ranch
that fall, instead of on the Bowder
football-field-—explains, too, why the
Melvilles decided to drive out to Utah
the following summer to bring Peter
back. For it is not about Peter’s
year that I want to tell you, but about
the end of his year—and the visit of
the Melvilles and the Allenbys.

Peter had arrived at the ranch in
August.

“Just in time,” he wrote home,
“for the fall rains. I did n’t know
there was so much water in the world!
Uncle Jack’s ranch is miles away from
anywhere, and we can’t get to any
towns, because the roads are washed
away—at least, we have n’t tried to.”

And it was the following July when
the judge’s party left for the West.
Besides the Melvilles, there were
Peter’s two cousins, Ned and Betty.
The Allenbys, with their children,
Tim and Ellen, were making a trip to
California, and were accompanying
the Melvilles as far as the Utah ranch.
It was a beautiful trip, with many
stop-overs at interesting places along
the way, so that it was early in Au-
gust before they arrived at Hanging
Creek Ranch.
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They came late in the evening.

“‘Oh, Peter, we ’re all so thrilled to
be here at last!”’ cried Betty, after the
greetings were over. ‘“We ’ve come
through such dreadful deserts to get
here! We have n't seen a tree for
ever so long—ijust cactus, and those
funny prairie-dogs!”’

Peter turned amused eyes on Uncle
Jack, who was grinning broadly.

“Well, Betty, I 'm afraid you ’ve
got to stand some more cactus,” he
said. “It travels all the way to
Wyoming, and all the way south into
Arizona-—except for the Kaibab For-
est. But I was just as surprised as
you, when I came out here. I
thought I was completely out of the
world. You know,” he turned to his
father, ““I could n’t imagine where the
fruit-ranch was, when Uncle Jack
brought me to this shack. As far as
you can see on all sides, it ’s just the
same rolling prairie, with cactus and
sage-brush.”

Ned’s face showed mingled surprise
and disappointment.

“Good night!” he burst out.
‘“Peter, have you been kidding us
about the fruit? Trot out that ranch,
old fellow!”

It was Uncle Jack who explained
the rest.

“The fruit-trees are about half-a-
mile away, on a set of shelf-like ledges,
below Hanging Creek,” he began.
“You see, nothing grows down here
except by irrigation. We ’ve got
about fifteen hundred peach- and
plum-trees down there on those
shelves. And Peter and I have been
putting in more pipes and ditches to
irrigate another stretch. Once you
are sure of water, you know, the
biggest problem is settled.”

Every one seemed vastly relieved,
after that. And being assured of a
fruit-ranch, even though it was in a
desert, they were glad to turn into bed
after their long trip.

Since their departure from home,
the days had piled up on each other
at such an alarming pace that the
judge’s original idea of staying two
weeks at the ranch had been given up.
They had arrived on Monday and
would stay until Saturday, the Allen-
bys going on to California, and the
Melvilles returning to Fenswick with
Peter.

It was a week of rest for the parents,
Every morning Uncle Jack took them
down to his orchards. He was fond
of experimenting, and he found great
enthusiasts in the Allenbys, who were



amateur gardeners.
keenly interested in the irrigation
system and the pump which Peter had
installed that spring to carry water to
the shack. Mrs. Melville and Mrs.
Allenby spent one afternoon in put-
ting up jams and jellies for Uncle
Jack for the winter.

Peter took his young friends to the
nearest town to get mail, the weekly
paper, and needed provisions; he let
them ride in turn on the two saddle-
horses that Uncle Jack owned; and he
put them to work in the orchard.
Betty and Ellen spent hours of energy
attempting to teach tricks to some
pet prairie-dogs. But Ned grew
restless in short order.

‘“Peter, old timer, how have
you been able to stand ‘this here )'l
now’ desert for so long? I think

I 'd go plumb crazy,” he said. (

“Is n’t there a real live town to
goto? Honestly, this place gives
me the creeps at
night. Whatdid
you two do for
excitement all

winter, any-
way?”’

“Oh, I don’t
know,” grinned
Peter. “I stud-

ied, mostly.
You know, that
was why I came!
Uncle Jack
helped me with
my algebra. We
have aradio, too.
And on clear
nights, Uncle
Jack and I stud-
ied the stars.
He’sgot a peach
of a telescope.”

“Look here,”
broke in Tim,
‘‘what about
these western
rodeos we always
hear about?”’

‘‘Never saw
one,” said Peter,
briefly. “But—
well, we might
take a look at
the ‘Gazette’.
Might be some-
thing doing
around.”

They searched
the newspaper nf
a neighboring
village and were rewarded by a small
advertisement.

“Rodeo to-morrow and Saturday!”
Ned shouted. ‘“Where ’s Fruita,
anyway, and let ’s go—what?”’

Peter hesitated only a moment.
He realized that there was little

THE COULEE WASH

The judge was enoughamusement at Hanging Creek

Ranch for his lively friends, and he
did want them to enjoy the visit.
“‘Sure! Fruita ’s about sixty miles

north and east-—over the line into
Colorado. I have n’t been on that
road recently; but I reckon it will be
all right.”

“If it ’s dry,” added Uncle Jack,
when they told him of their plans for
the next day. ‘There ’s a regular

“THE RODEO WAS A MARKED SUCCESS TO THE
YOUNG EASTERN ‘DUDES’” (SEE NEXT PAGE)
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thunder-cloud over in the west right
now, and we ’ll have rain to-night,
that ’s certain.”

Nevertheless, the morning found
them ready to go. Although the
western sky was still black and heavy,
the rain in the vicinity of Hanging
Creek had been slight. None of the
older people cared to go, so the five
started off in the
Allenby’s heavy
car, Peter at the
wheel.

Utah roads at
their best are not
to be boasted of.
A slight damp-
ness makes them
slippery and dan-
gerous; an ordi-
nary rain makes
“gumbo’’ of them
—impassable un-
til they have
dried; and a
heavy downpour
may wash them
away completely.

However,
Peter was able to
keep to the road,
and very shortly
it had dried under
the warm sun.
The day was hot
and muggy, and
the road far from
smooth, but the
group was in high
spirits.

‘“Peter!” cried
Betty, once, from
the back seat.
‘‘Shout when you
are going to hit
any other bumps,
and we ’ll hang
ontotherafters!”

But Peter was
driving more
slowly thaneither
TimorNed would
have done. The
others were sing-
ing. Once they
struck up an old
Bowder song, and
Peter grinned
happily as he
joined in. Insix
weeks more he 'd
be a Bowder man,
himself! Theal-
gebra examina-
tion held no fearforhimnow. Thanks
to Uncle Jack’s help, he was ready
for it. Actually, he was looking for-
ward to it with relish.

In his mind he pictured the campus,
the almost sacred football-field, the
college buildings. He mused on the
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freshman welcome, the muddy ‘bag-
rush” that featured the entrance of
each new class.

Peter’s reverie ended abruptly and
he brought the car to a sudden stop.
His companions were too astonished
to speak as they gazed at the creek in
the coulée below and the last traces of
a bridge. The gully was probably
ten or twelve feet deep and fairly
wide. The sides sloped gently down
to the small stream of water, which
appeared not more than a foot or so
deep. The road bridge had been
carried completely away. Some dis-
tance to the right of them stood the
trestle for the railroad that ran
parallel to the road they had followed,
but at a higher elevation.

“Don’t look scared,” grinned Peter,
as he saw Ellen’s white face. ‘‘That
happens even in the best of deserts.
Uncle Jack said we might find a bridge
or two out. The rain ’s been heavy
off there in the west, and it probably
sent a regular river through the
coulée. The bridge is just a wooden
one, and when it was undermined, it
fell into the water.”

There were tracks down into the
stream where other drivers had
forded it, and Peter followed their
example and crossed safely.

It was almost noon before Fruita
came to view. The rest of the day
flew by on wings. The rodeo was a
marked success to the young eastern
“dudes,” as Uncle Jack had termed
them. There was the traditional
horse-breaking, the balky mules to
furnish amusement, and rope-throw-
ing.
“Real cowboys, too!” Ellen exulted.
“I thought all the western cowboys
had gone into the movies.”

The rodeo dance after supper was
almost too crowded to be pleasant,
and the strenuous day had made them
all tired.

“T ’'m dog-tired,” laughed Ned.
“And the air there ’s a bit thick, any-
way! Let’sstart home. It willbea
great old ride, and we ’ll certainly
be glad to get out of the crowd.”

In a whisper he added to Tim, “I
heard one of the men who just came
in say that it was raining awfully over
in the west. Think we ought to tell
Peter?”

And Tim answered, ‘“He ’d prob-
ably make us stay here for the night.
I guess it will be all right, and we can
take a chance. It is n’t like moun-
tain driving, anyway. All the danger
we run is getting stuck in the mud.”

They helped Peter put on the
chains, and made sure that the tow-
rope and shovel were at hand. Then
they started on the homeward jour-
ney. It was about nine o’clock, and
overhead the sky was bright with
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stars. The moon in its second quar-
ter was just rising out of the east.
‘Whatever rain there had been, it was
over for the night, beyond a doubt.

Tim was driving now, and he was
profiting from Peter’s example by
going slowly and cautiously.

Presently they neared the coulée
which had lost its bridge. And then,
astonished beyond words, they gazed
down the bank to find that the water
had risen almost two feet higher than
it was when they had forded it early
that morning.

“Hm! So the stream ’s up!”’ com-
mented Peter. ‘‘That ’s something
else again!”

“How come?”’ demanded Tim.

“Guess it ’s been raining some more
off yonder, and the streams always
swell after a rain,” he replied, knit-
ting his brow as if attempting to
solve a problem.

They piled out of the car to examine
the bridgeless coulée at close hand,
and for the first time noticed a car
along the bank some yards away.
Over one side of it a tent was spread.
Apparently it housed some tourists
who, finding the bridge out, were
optimistically awaiting the morning.

“Look here, there ’s only one thing
to do if we want to cross to-night,”
Peter told them. ‘“We Il have to
build up the bed with stones. It ’s
much too deep to ford. At least,
we ’ll build it up so that the ignition
won’t get wet, and so we won’t get
stuck in the mud. Come on—hunt
around for flat stones and big
rocks.”

His eyes anxiously scanned the sky
toward the west where only one faint
star shone dimly through a mass of
clouds. However, if they found no
furthertrouble, it would be possible to
reach the ranch before the storm
broke.

Makeshift road-building at best is a
slow affair. And building in a creek
at night, by auto lights, was no easy
matter. Peter stood more than knee-
deep in the stream, carefully fitting
the rocks and stones into the muddy
bottom. He had salvaged some
pieces of wood, parts of the old bridge,
and with these hoped to hold the
stones in place. The water had gone
down somewhat, and his stone path
promised a sure footing for the car.

“Get in the car, Tim and the rest of
you,” finally Peter ordered. “I ’ll
stay here to direct traffic. Don’t
start down the bank until I shout.”

Tim had raced up the bank at
Peter’s first words and had n't heard
the last direction. As soon as every
one was in, he sent the car slowly
down to the creek.

Then ‘Back, back!” they heard
Peter shout. ‘“Go back!”

And Tim, wondering, reversed the
engine and backed up the grade
onto the bank, Peter scrambling
alongside and trying to push it up in
his frenzied excitement.

As the noise of the engine died,
there came a roaring that sounded
like rolling thunder. The startled
four in the auto turned frightened
eyes upon Peter. Ellen was deathly
pale. She had no doubt but that a
pack of coyotes, or perhaps mountain-
lions, was bearing down on them.
But Peter was not puzzled. A year
had been long enough to initiate him
into the vagaries of the coulée coun-
try. Quick as a flash he had reached
into the car to turn the searchlight up
the creek bed so that his friends might
not miss the terrifying, awe-inspiring
sight of the flood.

A huge wall of water—probably
eight feet high, swept toward them—
a black, frothing monster, carrying
with it huge rocks and trees and other
wreckage. A deafening roar, and
past them it swept, ruthlessly tearing
at the contents of the stream bed as
it sped along. The foaming waters
now filled the coulée, and their speed
seemed to be increasing momently.
Once what appeared to be an auto-
mobile top swept by on the waves, a
mute testimony of possible tragedy in
the path of the flood. The watchers
stared in speechless fascination at the
swift-running water.

‘When the noise had lessened some-
what, Peter raised his voice to ex-
claim, “Try to find our nice little
rock road now!”’

And all of them burst into a torrent
of questions and ejaculations.

“What does it mean, Peter? Jim-
iny, I would n’t have missed that for
anything! Think if we ’d been caught
down there—carried right off—how
did you know what it was—that car
top!—and what to do now!”

“It ’s the beginning of the August
floods,” said Peter. ‘When it rains
in the hills over to the west, the
streams swell and tear along as this
one did, taking out bridges and any-
thing else in their path. That ’s
what happened here several days ago,
when the bridge was carried away.”

“How did you know it was com-
ing?’ asked Ellen, breathlessly., “I
could n’t understand when you
shouted so frantically for Tim to back
up the car.”

“It ’s a rule of this country,” Peter
said, “always to stop, look, and listen
before crossing a coulée. You can
hear the flood—the rumbling under-
current of it—for several miles. And
when you do, you take no chances on
beating it to the other side.”

By this time, the tourists were
crowding out of the tent to find out



the cause of the noise. In a few
minutes Peter had explained it to
them and was advising that they dig a
trough around their tent to safeguard
them in the event that the stream
should overflow the banks.

The boys helped with this, and then
joined Ellen and Betty in the car.
After an hour’s wait, Peter told them
that the water would probably not
go down until morning—perhaps not
even then.

THE COULEE WASH

rectly overhead. It ’s a bit clouded,
but that bright star is Vega. And by
Jove! 'way off to the east there—
1’11 bet that ’s Aldebaran!” But he
had no time for star-gazing, with his
friends urging that they try the
trestle. So they all set off to investi-
gate the possibility of riding it.

The water had gone down only
a little. The trestle was probably
some two feet above it. They ex-
amined the ties and finally decided
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They watched anxiously as Tim
slipped from the wheel and cautiously
made his way to the engine. He
lifted the hood and appeared to be
searching for the wire.

“Perhaps I ’d better try to help
him,” suggested Peter; but he hesi-
tated. And Betty voiced his own
thoughts a minute later when she
said, “No—they can manage the car,
and you ought to be on hand to help,
in case anything should happen.”

“ROAD-BUILDING IN A CREEK AT NIGHT, BYY AUTOLIGHTS, WAS NO EASY MATTER”

“Let ’s find another road,” sug-
gested Tim, suddenly. ‘“Maybe all
the bridges are n’t out. How about
it, Peter?”

Peter laughed. “Do you think
this is Illinois? There is n’'t another
road. There ’s no road, except this,
that passes within fortymilesof Hang-

ing Creek. Another road! Listen,
Tim, ask me a real hard one!”
“Allright,” chimed in Ned. “Why

don’t we ride across on the railroad
trestle?”’

Peter looked at him uncertainly.
“That idea ’s been running through
my head, too,” he confessed. “ButI
hesitated to say anything, because—
well, it is a little risky. And then, it
is n’t my car.”

“But we 've got to do something,”
broke in Betty. ‘‘Imagine how wor-

ried the folks must be already! What
time is it, anyway?”’
Peter and Tim were without

watches, and Ned’s had stopped at
seven that evening. Ellen’s wrist-
watch had been broken during the
excitement.

“Must be about twelve,” thought
Peter, to himself, as he scanned the
heavens., ‘“The Swan ’s almost di-

that, driving carefully, they could run
the car over it. Tim was to drive.

“It ’s Dad’s car, and I 'm respon-
sible for it, anyway, so I ’ll do it,” he
said stoutly; but his face was white.
“Oh, I know I 'm scared,” he grinned;
“but I "l try it. Ned, you come with
me to direct the spotlight, and the
rest of you cut along over before we
start.”

He ran the car some two hundred
yards back from the coulée edge.
Slowly and laboriously he brought it
up the slight incline and onto the
railroad tracks. This accomplished,
Peter and the girls made their way
across the bridge, and Tim slowly
guided the big car along the tracks.
To Peter, straining his eyes into the
night, it seemed hours before the car
left the bank and started bumping its
perilous way across the trestle—hours
and more! Before it had quite
reached the middle, the car stopped.

“Engine killed, I suppose, and the
starter won’t work,” Ellen said
calmly, though her heart was pump-
ing wildly. “Tim can fix it. That
happened last week on a bad road in
Colorado. It ’s a loose wire in the
ignition, I guess.”

So they waited on the other side,
hoping that Tim would fix the loose
wire. But the minutes passed and
they had not succeeded.

Peter walked along the bank im-
patiently. It would have helped if he
could have built a fire. The girls
were chilled from the night air, and he
was still damp from his road-building
experience. A fire would have helped
to light the trestle, to say nothing of
its cheering effect. But what wood
the place could boast was water-
soaked.

It was fully fifteen minutes later
that Betty, interrupting Ellen and
Peter, who were discussing the ad-
visability of pushing the car, cried,

“Peter! Was that a whistle?”
“What? Ihaven’theardathing,”
he said.

“I have n’t,” put in Ellen.

Peter’s startled eyes turned swiftly
to the railroad-track, but only inky
blackness met them in both direc-
tions.

“Did you think it was a train
whistle, Betty?’ he asked quickly.

“It was so faint—I don’t know.
Maybe it was n’t a whistle at all,” she
answered. ‘“‘But Peter, we have n't
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thought a bit about trains on that
track! Is there any chance—"
Peter’s mind was figuring rapidly.
“There 's a noonday freight on this
line every day in the summer and fall.
And once a week there ’s a special
freighter due in Fruita about mid-
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The waters of the flood were too
loud for them to be aware of Peter’s
coming until he reached the car.

“What ’s the trouble?’”’ he shouted.

‘“Wire loose,” Ned answered. ‘““Tim
can’t locate it. And there ’s no erank
to get it going.”

“‘THERE 'S A TRAIN DUE ON THIS ROAD ANY TIME!'"

night, every Friday. It ’s a special
that is put on during the fruit season.”

“Oh! And to-day’s Friday!” Ellen
cried. ‘“‘Quick, get the boys!”

“We ’d hear a train and see the
lights, you know,” Peter reassured
her; but nevertheless he was off in
a flash toward the trestle.

Tim was using his pliers in a vain
attempt to locate the missing wire;
but the lack of adequate light was
proving a serious handicap.

‘“Here, Ned. Twist the spot down
as far as she ’ll go, and hold something
up over here to reflect the light into
the engine. There, that helps.”

“Think we could push her over?”’
asked Peter. ‘““There’s a train due on
this road any time!”

Ned and Tim heard this news with
dismay and considerable anxiety. In
neither direction, however, was there
the faintest sign of light, and it was al-
together possible that the train was
late because of the floods.

“Come on, fellows, and we ’ll try to
push it,” Tim decided. ‘“No taking
chances with a train due.”

With Tim guiding the car,reaching
through the window, and pushing
from the side, Peter and Ned exerted
their strength. But the car stuck.

“Roll her back a little first,” called
Tim. “The wheels are settled in be-
tween the ties.”

So rock her they did, but without
being able to move her along. The
ties were slippery, and Ned lost his
footing more than once, as they strug-
gled with the car.

Peter kept anxious eyes and alert
ears for the approaching freighter.
Why had n’t it come? The haul was
short. Surely it was long past due,
unless he had grossly miscalculated
the time. Another thought came to
him. Would the train have lights?
On a single-track line through the
desert country, perhaps the engineer
did n’t always use a headlight. In
that caseit might be uponthem before
they had time to save themselves.
These and kindred fears assailed Peter
as he lent a sturdy shoulder to the
hopeless task of moving the car.

‘“No use!” said Tim, resignedly.
“Let ’s get that light down here
again.”

This time Peter looked into the
engine and moved expert hands along
the ignition wires. Then he slipped
under the car and made a careful
search. Presently his hand came in
contact with the loose battery ground-
wire, which had become disconnected
from the frame, and he called trium-
phantly to Tim. It was the work of
only a few moments before the wire
had been properly connected. Tim
jumped into the car, and in short or-
der the engine was going. Greatly
relieved, the boys felt the car move
slowly forward. But it seemed as
many hours as it was minutes before
the car was safely over and back on
the road.

And still no train! Peter was grate-
ful for its tardiness, but greatly puz-
zled, too.

They were a quiet and weary group,
those five, as Tim drove homeward.
They came upon another washout at
Bitter Creek, farther along, but that
stream was easily forded. And as the
first pink signs of dawn appeared in
the east, they arrived at Hanging
Creek cabin.

It was three days later that Peter
found occasion to talk with the sta-
tion-master at Fruita. The Allenbys
had left for California, and the Mel-
villes were on their homeward journey.
At Fruita they had stopped to take on
supplies.

“How late was the fruit-train, Fri-

day night?’ Peter asked. “Or did it
come through early?”’
“The fruit-train? Friday?’ the

man laughed. ‘“Why, there has n’t
been any train here for the last ten
days! There are two railroad bridges
out and tracks torn up from a flood
down the cafion, back in Utah!”



“MRS. C. REEZ AND FLUTO’

By MABEL HUBBARD JOHNSON

HEN Antonio Valerio—Tony

for short—entered Home-room
105 in Ross Junior High School that
morning, he realized that something
unusual was in the air. Miss Mar-
shall, the home-room teacher, had not
yet arrived, so the voices of 7-B-1
were anything but low-pitched. On
the large bulletin-board on the back
wall was posted the thing that seemed
to be the cause of the lusty shouts and
scufflings as the male contingent of
the class elbowed one another for
vantage-points around it. Tony,
standing on tiptoe on the outskirts,
was able to make out the two largest
words only: “Hobby Fair”; the small-
er print was swallowed up by crowd-
ing bodies. So Tony philosophically
shrugged his narrow shoulders, threw
his books on his desk, sank down into
it, and hastily turned back his tablet
preparatory to working his algebra
problems.

As usual, Tony had not done his
home work—a serious defection at
Ross Junior, where there was a most
annoying thing called ‘‘detention,”
provided by the school since it had
been elevated to the rank of high
school for those who failed to hand in
their prescribed work. Detention
meant staying forty-five minutesafter
school was dismissed, in company
with other delinquents, all of whom
were supposed to employ the time in
making up their unprepared work.

Those forty-five minutes were very
precious to Tony, for they were his
very own. Antonio Senior felt that
he was extremely lenient in allowing
Tony this time for himself. Had he
been severe, he could have used Tony
during this time to sweep up the store,
to sort the oranges or the peaches—a
dozen different ways. But this was
America, where children had much
freedom, and this Tony was an Amer-
ican and should do as American
children do. Therefore, the forty-
five minutes given with a grand and
lavish air! That Tony sold papers
from three-thirty until nine and some-
times ten o’clock everynight wastaken
as a matter of course. Did n’t
they allow him to go to the school
every day? But by the time the boy
had staggered home every night
minus his papers and plus a pocketful
of pennies which he dutifully turned
over to the elder Valerio to swell the
family savings account, Tony was
ready to fall into bed, home work
forgotten or disregarded in the dizzy
desire to sleep,

Two or three resultant doses of
detention had taught Tony to rise
early in the morning, open the
shutters, sweep out the store, swallow
a gulp or two of spaghetti or ravioli
and wash it down with a cup of muddy
coffee, then hastily grab his books and
run toward Ross Junior, there to pop
into his seat as soon as the doors were
opened and feverishly make some
attempt to supply the hated home
work.

If the forty-five minutes after
school were precious to Tony, they
were priceless to Carlo, the little
brother of Tony, who sat in the room
back of the store in a miserable make-
shift of a wheel-chair, his big brown
eyeslooking out on thedingy passage-
way that led into the Valerio resi-
dence and also into the residences of
eighteen other families who shared
the building. Carlo was six, and he
had never walked since the day, three
years before, when a reckless motorist
had sped down the street leaving
Carlo’s limp form in his wake. From
that time on, Carlo’s life had not been
exactly rosestrewn. True, the shiny-
haired mother of Tony and Carlo
often rushed from the store back into
the dark room to gather Carlo into
her plump arms and to weep copiously
over him; but that was not so delight-
ful as Tony’s tempestuous entry after
school. Then, for forty-five minutes,
Tony and Carlo lived in a strange
land,—a land where there were no
dark courtyards with odors, no shrill
haggling over the prices of bananas, no
pain—only laughter and wonder.

You reached this fairyland by way
of a magic box. Most people would
have thought it merely a wooden box
in which twelve dozen oranges had
come from Florida. There were the
stenciled letters on it trying to prove
this very thing. But Tony and Carlo
would have vigorously denied any
such commonplace accusation. For
in this box there lived little people
with painted faces and clothes bright
as the sons of sunny Italy could make
them by the somewhat limited means
of scraps of gay rags gleaned from
rubbish heaps, supplemented by two
precious cans of paint, red and green.
These little people hid on both sides
of the former orange box, emerging
only when the curtain (a vivid
bandana that Tony had sacrificed to
art) was drawn back. Then they
minced forward, legs and arms dan-
gling or jerking in wanton kicks as
Tony, standing over the box, skillfully
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pulled the black threads that were
attached to them. How Carlo
laughed at their antics as Tony
recounted the stories, mostly learned
at school, that they were acting! If
business were slack at this time,
Madre Valerio, arms akimbo and
black eyes dancing, would look in to
add her applause to that of Carlo, to
shout or weep with just as much
abandon as did Carlo himself. Some
of the stories reminded her of those
she had heard in Italy when she
herself was a child.

There was the one about Arach
Knee, the ladee who was, oh, such a
g-grand spinner of the cloth. Behind
the magic box, hidden by a bedspread,
Tony made her spin away with, oh,
such a veree proud air—like a queen!
Then there comes in another ladee
named Minnie, bigger and grander
than Arach Knee. How Tony’s fingers
flew behind the quilt as they both
spun the cloth-—whirr! whirr!—while
other ladies danced around them!
Aha! They have finish! Arach
Knee show her cloth to Minnie. It
make Minnie veree, veree angree.
She strike the so-beeutiful cloth with
her scissors and lo! it fall to pieces!
And Arach Knee, poor Arach Knee,.
she try to hang herself! But no!
Minnie will not have it thus! “Live
on, wicked one!” thunders Tony, in
awful tones, “but continue to hang,
thou and all thy race!” How Carlo
and Madre Valerio shudder as Min-
nie sprinkles the magic water on
Arach Knee, and, queeck as a wink, in
Arach Knee’s place (clever Tony!)
there huddles—ugh! a ter-r-r-rible
spider (it surely must be the tarantufa
such as hide in the banan), and
Minnie give one hor-r-r-rible laugh
and poor Arach Knee begin to spin
her web (that was none the less
realistic though made of wrapping
cord). Ah, the poor Arach Knee!

Forty-five minutes of undiluted
joy! No wonder Tony feverishly
dashed off his home work before the
passing bell at Ross Junior rang in the
morning!

So on that morning when there was
the unusual stir in Home-room 105,
Tony,after one glance at the bulletin-
board, immersed himself in. “‘There
are 144 sheep in three fields. In the
secondthereare two times as many as
in the first, and in the third there are
three times as many as in the first.
How many sheep are there in each
field?” Surely a poser for any one!
A nuisance, yes, for what did he care
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how many sheep were in each field?—
but a nuisance that must be solved,
else that extremely annoying deten-
tion. There would be plenty of time
during the lunch period to read the
bulletin, Tonyshrewdly calculated, for
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“I don’t see why that old Rotary
Club does n't give us girls a show!”
complained Amy Hafferty to Miriam
Schofield, the head of the English Club.

“Oh, well, maybe we ’ll get in on
something that the boys won’t, later

“IF THE MINUTES AFTER SCHOOL WERE PRECIOUS TO TONY, THEY WERE PRICELESS
TO CARL®”

by that time every one else would have
read it and the coast would be clear.

By sheerest luck, Tony caught on
to the system involving x, y, and z,
whereby the number of sheep in each
field became as clear as day, and after
proving his answer, a necessary
safeguard, he hastily dispatched four
similar problems by the time the
passing bell rang. Then he drew a
long sigh of relief. No detention for
him to-day!

As 7-B-I passed out, the buzz of
discussion was distinetly increased by
vigorous protests from the girls.

on!” Miriam as wusual saw the
bright side of it. ‘“What are you
going to enter, Tony?’ as Tony,
book laden, shuffled along beside her.
Tony was glad that they had reached
their recitation-room so that he did
not have to reply.

Lunch-time at Ross Junior was only
half an hour in length. You had to
go to the lunch-room whether you
bought anything or not, there, if
lucky, to eat either the tempting
things served by white-capped girls,
or if not so lucky, to open a news-
paper package and swallow what your

mother—if you had one—had hastily
packed for you. After fifteen min-
utes had elapsed a bell rang, and then
you could leave—but not before.
That day Tony gulped down his
sausage and rye bread in less than
half that time and was the very first
of the impatient line awaiting the
bell. He raced back to Room 105 as
fast as he dared—for running through
the halls was not permitted at Ross
Junior—and at last stood alone before
the bulletin-board.

‘“HoBBY FAIR,” heread. ‘Because
it believes that every boy and man
should have a hobby, the Rotary
Club of Charlesville is offering the
following prizes for the best exhibits
of hobbies, which will be displayed at
Music Hall during the week of
October 23-30, 1926. In addition to
the prizes listed below, there will be a
beautiful silver cup awarded to the
school of that boy who shows the most
original hobby other than those
listed.”

Then followed a long list made up of
such things as

The Best Crystal Radio Set

The Best Home-made Three-tube
Radio Set

The Best Natural-history Exhibit

The Best Collection of Indian Relics

The Best Collection of Lepidoptera,

and so on, down through twenty-five
or more.

Tony scratched his dark head.
Lepidoptera and Indian Relics meant
little or nothing to the boy who had
spent most of his time on the streets
selling papers or working around a
dingy fruit-store. What he did un-
derstand, however, was the reference
to the silver cup that was to be
awarded to the school of the boy who
had—what was it?—the most original
exhibit of a hobby, whatever that was.

Tony’s soft brown eyes lingered
wistfully over that. A silver cup for
the school! How grand it would be
to give Ross Junior a silver cup to put
in the case in the hall that the boys
in manual training-had made and
which was as yet empty! For Ross
Junior had been a high school only a
little more than one month and still
had her reputation to make. The
first day of school Mr. Parker, the
principal, had impressed that upon
all the students, and every one had
dreams of helping to make a clean
reputation for the school they were
all so proud of, which only the year
before had been just plain ‘“‘Ross
School.” There were many plans
toward this attainment, one of which
was to be a big play written and
produced by the pupils themselves,
but, so far, nothing tangible had been
done. One short month was not a



very long time in which to achieve
victories over schools that had been in
the high-school class for years.

A silver cup!

“MRS. C. REEZ AND FLUTO”

That afternoon Carlo awaited Tony
with eager eyes. Tony had promised
a new story. For a whole week the
boys had been whittling out the little

“Going to enter anything, Tony?’ * people who were to take part in it.

It was Elmer Hoffmeister’s pleasant
voice that brought Tony out of his
reverie. Elmer was all that Tony
longed to be—big and strong, full ef
fun, square as a die, and one of the
brightest pupils in 7-B-I. “I ’'m
going to enter a radioset—built every
speck of it myself. Gee! Would n’t
it be great for some one to win that
silver cup for Ross Junior?”’

“I ’m gonna put in my collection of
beetles and butterflies,”” spoke up
Charley Williamson.

“And I 'm gonna enter my toy
village,” said Johnny Uhl. ‘“What'’s
your hobby, Tony? Bananas or
spaghetti?”’ Johnny considered him-
self a great wit and looked very much
pleased with himself when the other
boys laughed at this sally.

“If there was a prize for a Smart-
Aleck, you ’d be sure to get it, Johnny
Uhl!”  This from Amy Hafferty, who
had seen Tony’s cheeks flush.

“Don’t pay any attention to him,
Tony!”’ It was Miriam’s soft voice
that took a little of the sting out of
Johnny’s words. ‘“He can’t speak
pieces the way you do—not if he’d
try a million years!”

Tony shook his head and went
back to his seat. ‘I gotta get my
English,” he muttered. These Amer-
ican boys! How they loved to
poke the fun! They meant no harm,
to be sure, but sometimes—Tony’s
brown eyes looked deeper than ever.

Hobbies! What were the things,
anyway? Back in the corner of the
room there was something that told
you everything you wanted to know.
It was called the dictionary. You
went to it when you did n’t know
what the words meant and it told
you. Hobby!

English paper in hand, to deceive
the curious ones, Tony approached
this fount of knowledge. Turning
the much thumbed pages to “H,” he
finally found what he was seeking.
‘“Hobby—a favorite pursuit or ob-
ject,” he read; “an ambling nag; a
hobby-horse; a kind of falcon.” He
had no nag, not even a hobby-horse.
A hasty consultation in the F’s
convinced him that he did not
possess ‘‘a predatory bird with a
hooked beak,” either.

As a last resort he turned to the
P’s. “Pursuit—the act of pursuing
—prosecution—chase—occupation—"
Occupation, yes! Selling papers. But
thatcouldnotwinthesilvercup. Some-
timesthedictionary was very puzzling.

Sadly he returned to his seat. He
had no hobby!

Carlo’s little fingers had become quite
skilled at this sort of thing.

The story was called “The Spring
Panta See’’—a queer name, but one
that Tony had insisted upon. Hadn’t
they had it at school the year before
on the big stage, and did n’t Tony see
it with his own eyes? Both Madre
and Antonio Senior had shaken their
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Prosperitee, and she was swiped by a
veree, veree bad person named The
Red-One-Called-Fluto, who lived—
s-sh!—in the place where bad boys go
when they die! And this oh so
bee-utiful maiden was taken down to
the black place by the veree bad
person, who had a long red tail and
eyes like the coals in the stove. And
Mrs. C. Reez was, oh, so sad—she
wept manee tears, and four ladies in
colored nightgowns came and danced
around her while she wept. Veree
unkind to be dancing while Mrs. C.

“TONY FOUND THE WH@LE VALERIO FAMILY IN LOUD LAMENTATION" (SEE NEXT PAGE)

heads over the name, but did n’t
their Tony know many things that
they knew not? The Spring Panta
See it remained.

It was about a lady named Mrs.
C. Reez, and she had a daughter—
oh, a veree bee-utiful daughter—
almost as bee-utiful as the Madonna
herself. Thees daughter name Miss

Reez wipe her eyes! Andfinally, The
Red-One-Called-Fluto, with eyes like
the coals in the stove, gave the, oh, so
bee-utiful maiden back to her mother
for six months of the year, and the
grass grew, and the flowers busted
into, oh, so bee-utiful blossoms, just
like the flowers in the florist’s window.
And that was the Spring Panta See.
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A little confusing, but veree, veree
delightful to Carlo, shaping the
flimsy boards ripped from fruit boxes
into the figures of Mrs. C. Reez and
the heartless ladies who danced while
she was weeping, viciously dabbing
red paint on the long tail (realis-
tically like the tails of the cats who
scudded through the dark passage-
way) of The Red-One-Called-Fluto.

“It is finish, Tony!” Carlo’s voice
was almost singing. ‘“‘See! The
Mrs. C. Reez and the daughter Miss
Prosperitee, and the bad R-R-Red-
One-Called-Fluto!” Carlo, sitting in
his wheel-chair, held up the com-
pleted little people as Tony rushed in
and flung his books on the table.

“Wonderful!” Tony held them up
admiringly. “Now we dress them,
all except the Red One, who needs no
clothes. See what Tony found in the
waste-basket at school! A pink rib-
bon that a girl threw away! What a
bee-utiful dress that will make for
Mrs. C. Reez daughter, Miss Pros-
peritee!”

Finally, the little people were all
dressed. Then Tony -carefully fas-
tened some black thread to their
jointed limbs, tied the thread to some
sticks that were skilfully arranged to
make them do as Tony wished, set
them on the stage behind the red
bandana, hid himself behind the bed-
quilt draped above the little theater,
and drew the curtain. The Spring
Panta See had begun.

There may have been larger audi-
ences to view presentations of the
age-old myth of Ceres and Perseph-
one, but there never was a more
appreciative one than that which sat
spellbound in its wheel-chair in the
dingy little room behind A. Valerio’s
fruit-store that bright autumn day.
The little people fairly outdid them-
selves. The Red-One-Called-Fluto
lashed his red tail and seized with
villainous gusto the daughter of poor
Mrs. C. Reez, and the screams that
that lady emitted were as realistic as
those of any outraged mother. The
audience shrieked with the lady as
The Red-One-Called-Fluto carried the
fainting maiden off to that place—
s-sh!—where bad boys go when they
die. And how it clapped its little
hands when Tony’s musical voice
behind the bedquilt concluded, ‘“And
so Miss Prosperitee return to her
mother Mrs. C. Reez six month of the
year, and the Red One he return to
the bad place, and the flowers bust
into bloom, and the birds sing thus—
tra-la-la-la!” And the red-bandana
curtain reluctantly slid into place.

“I say! That ’s great!”

The audience turned swiftly in its
wheel-chair. There, standing in the
doorway, was a smiling lad—big and
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strong, with rosy cheeks and shining
blond hair. Tony, emergingfromthe
bedquilt, came forward to greet him.

“Hello, Elmer,” Tony said, Amer-
ican fashion.

“Hello, Tony,” replied the blond
boy. “That certainly is the niftiest
thing I ’ve seen for a long time! How
did you ever happen to think of such a
stunt?”’

“I do it for heem—" Tony indi-
cated Carlo, with a simple gesture.
“You like it?’

“Like it? I should say Ido! I’m
crazy about it!” There was genuine
admiration in Elmer’s voice. “But
say, Tony, what ’s our English
assignment for to-morrow? I came
down to get some oranges for my
mother and I just happened to think
I did n’t know what the assignment
was. Happen to know what it is?”’

“Oh, yes, I know.” Tony pawed
through his none-too-neat note-book
until he found the place.

‘“Much obliged.” Elmer scribbled

the assignment in his own book. *‘So
long! See yoi1 to-morrow.” And he
was gone.

The next morning Elmer was
waiting for Tony as he ran down
the street, books under arm. ‘Say,
Tony, why don’t you enter that little
theater in Hobby Fair?”’

Tony eyed him coldly. “That no
ambling nag,”’ he said; “that for my
leetle brother Carlo!”

“But for Ross Junior!” pleaded
Elmer. “It’s a wow, that ’s what it
is! They ’'re going to let us have the
whole day off to-morrow to get our
things ready. Come on, Tony, be a
sport!”’

“Nothin’ doin’!”
eyes were hard.
Nothin’ doin’!”’

Two days later, upon his return to
the room back of the fruit-store, Tony
found the whole Valerio family in
loud lamentation. Carlo was red-
eyed and limp. Madre Valerio
walked back and forth in strides that
set the floor trembling, while she
called again and again upon the
Madonna to have pity upon them.
Antonio Senior’s black eyes snapped,
and his white teeth gleamed as he
muttered dire threats in Italian
mixed with American slang.

Puzzled, Tony looked from one to
another. Then his eye fell upon the
place where the magic box was ac-
customed to stand. The wholething
—little people, bandana curtain, even
the bedquilt—was gone!

Loud expostulations about Carlo

Tony’s brown
“Carlo he cry!

being asleep and Madre Valerio.

stepping down to the corner grocery
for one minute—no more!—while
Antonio Senior was out on the wagon,
and then the little people and the

magic box were gone. Gone! Who
could have wanted it? In money it
was worth nothing! But to Carlo—
Madre Valerio almost smothered the

- weeping child in her sympathetic

embrace.

By the time the shrill explanations
were finished it was time for Tony to
get his papers. If he were not at his
corner at the usual time, someone else
would gather in the precious pennies.
Swallowing the lump in his throat,
Tony put his arms around Carlo.
“Do not ery, bambino,” he soothed.
“Tony make you another one—a so
much better one. I know a story we
was learned in school to-day. It is
about a ladee who knew how to turn
gentlemen into swine, bambino—a
bee-utiful story! We shall make the
swine. See, here is some wood and
Tony’s own knife! See how many
swine you can make before Tony
come home.” Then, throwing back
his narrow shoulders, he dashed
through the store and out into the
street.

The next morning Ross Junior was
a-buzz. The announcement of the
prizes awarded at Hobby Fair was
to be made. There was a strange
gentleman in Mr. Parker’s office.
The first period was to be given over
to the assembly in the auditorium—
such was the announcement on the
board in Home-room 105.

Tony, red-eyed from sleeplessness
and grief, took no part in the lively
discussion as to who the victors might
be. He responded sullenly to Elmer’s
rather forced, ‘“Hello, Tony!” and,
scowling, buried himself in ten sen-
tences in which he had to put “I or
me” and “him or he” in blank spaces
—a puzzle even harder than finding
how many sheep were in the fields.
Hobby Fair meant nothing to him.
He wanted to be sure that he would
not get detention to-day, for he must
get back to Carlo and the little room,
there to make another magic box and
to people it with the bee-utiful ladee
and the gentlemen she turned into the
swine.

The bell rang. 7-B-1 flocked to the
door and toward the auditorium, now
filling rapidly with classes from other
parts of the building. Mr. Parker
and the strange gentleman sat on the
platform, the green velvet curtains
hanging in close folds behind them.
Tony loved those velvet curtains, so
soft and silent. He sighed when he
thought of the lost red-bandana one—
some day he, too, would have green
velvet curtains.

Finally Mr. Parker arose. At his
uplifted hand the buzz of talking
subsided. As he began to speak it
ceased entirely. ‘“As you -are all
aware, Ross Junior is trying to make



a reputation for herself. We have
discussed together various ways in
which we thought this could be done.
Hobby Fair, in which the boys of this
school were privileged to take part,
unexpectedly became one of those
ways when the Rotary Club offered

“MRS. C. REEZ AND FLUTO”

to introduce to you Mr. Robert
Sayers, the president of the Charles-
ville Rotary Club, who has come to
tell you what luck Ross Junior has
had in the competition. Other mem-
bers of the Rotary Club are speaking
at this time to other high schools, and
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remember, when those times come,
that it is all for Ross. Here 's hoping
that the reputation of Ross Junior
will be the finest in the city of Charles-
ville!” Loud applause greeted this
good wish.

Mr. Sayers drew something from

“MR. PARKER'S HAND RESTED PROUDLY UPON TONY’S NARROW SHOULDERS” (SEE PAGE 491)

prizes for various exhibits of hobbies.
Every high school in Charlesville has
taken part in the contest, Ross
Junior among them.” He paused and
looked over the assembly. ‘There
has been especial interest in this
competition because of a silver cup
that was to be awarded to the school
of that boy who exhibited the most
original hobby. By the way, I
suppose you all know what a hobby
is.”” He glanced down into their
faces. What he saw there made him
explain. “A hobby, you know, is
some sort of amusement or work that
you like to do, and do it because you
like it, not because you have to, like
collecting stamps or making a radio
set or— But I see you all know
that.” He turned to the strange
gentleman. ‘It is my great pleasure

I think we should feel especially
honored in having the president with
us this morning. Mr. Sayers.”” And
Mr. Parker took his seat.

After the applause had died down,
Mr. Sayers looked out over the faces
turned up to him. “I am just
wondering,” he said, “which one of
you will be the happiest at what I am
going to say.” There was a dead
silence. He paused and cleared his
throat. ‘I know just how anxious
every one of you is to help make the
reputation of Ross Junior High
School. I know because I helped
make the reputation of my school
when I was your age. It was n’t
always easy—there were disappoint-
ments and heartaches then as there
will be in Ross Junior before her
reputation is made. But try to

his pocket and held it in his hands
while he continued, “It is my privi-
lege to announce to Ross Junior that
two of her boys have received prizes
for their exhibits of hobbies. The
first prize for a home-made radio set
has been awarded to—’’ he paused
again—*“to Elmer Hoffmeister.”” Ap-
plause louder than ever as Elmer,
blushing at such an honor, arose at
Mr. Sayer’s nod and came forward to
receive the red ribbon. ‘“The prize
for the best collection of Lepidoptera
—which, in plain words, is jusf
butterflies—has been awarded to
Charles Williamson. Charles, will
you please come forward?”’ Charles
shuffled forward to take his place
beside the red-faced Elmer. How
they clapped!
(Continued on page 491)



CALLING THE WILD

By CORA YOUNG WILLIAMS

FTER all, Pan, who charmed the
wild things with his pipes, may
not have been so much as a musician.
The fact that an
inquisitive
bunny or two
stopped and
listened, and that
old man Porky
ambled up to look
things over, as he
always does any-
how, and that a
pair of squirrels
were too polite
to run away—all
this proves very
little about Pan’s
musical talent.
It simply shows
that animal
human-nature
has n’t changed
much since the
beginning of
things. Give the
little wild fellows a chance, and they
will make friends with their big human
brothers just as readily now as in the
day of Pan and his pipes.

Recently I have had proof of this.
For out in a certain spot on the old
Mojave Desert is an almost-grown-
now, Bunny Cottontail and his timid,
dainty little sister, who will come and
eat “Tiptop” cantaloupe out of my
hand when I sit down and call them.
And even Mamma Cottontail—thin
and somewhat rumpled with the
cares of housekeeping and child-
raising—will approach within eight
feet of our car and camp, seat herself,
and nibble daintily at the luscious
melon rind, right beside her two
rollicking, greedy youngsters.

As evidence, we have a collection of
photographs. They were taken by
my husband seated six feet away at
my right.

Most ‘of the desert dwellers, as
every one knows, are shy and dis-
trustful. The very nature of the
desert itself—the great flat, open
places, with danger lurking every-
where—enhances this attitude. Yet
there are deserts and deserts. And if
you know where to seek, at least on
this old Mojave Desert, you may find
places where the ‘“desert” is a verita-
ble garden, where there is crowding
vegetation, but without ecactus or
sand or rattlers; where, even in the
driest seasons, the fat, rolypoly juni-
per-trees, fifteen or twenty feet high,
rub elbows with the scraggly, porcu-

JACK ENJOYS HIS
MIDDAY MEAL

pine-quilled Joshua-trees, with their
half dozen branches crowned with
that peculiar explosion of green,
bristling spikes; where the gently
sloping hillside is carpeted with clus-
ters of mahogany-colored ‘‘everlast-
ing” flowers—‘‘desert mahogany,”
some one calls them.

This is the desert that one loves at
sight, and never ceases to love there-
after. And this is where Bunny
Cottontail and his foolish, awkward
cousin, Jack Rabbit, live and thrive.
For although the vegetation is so
crowded that Bunny’s worst enemy,
Tom Coyote, may sneak up to within
speaking distance without detection,
there are so many convenient and
bristling places close at hand to

KATY CO

E CALL

dodge behind or into that Tom finds
it poor hunting indeed. And even
the arch devastator—the thunder-
making biped with his pump gun or
automatic—wastes his ammunition
on the unoffending, it always ob-
trusive, clumps and bushes behind
which Bunny dodges with such
exasperating celerity.

It was in one of these weird oases,
just before sundown, where we had
gone to make camp after hours of
riding, tramping, and futile archery,
that I first made the acquaintance of
this interesting Cottontail family,
and cemented our friendship in a
banquet of Tiptop melon. We ate
the inside; the bunnies the rest.

In the Far West, the jack-rabbit is
the proxy for the Eastern woodchuck.
He is a legitimate target the year
round. His dwelling-place is the
trackless desert, and every hunter
who wishes to keep himself in fairly
good trim on moving targets between
seasons may do so with Jack’s assist-
ance. But he must pay the toll of
heat and glare and discomfort of the
desert region.

It was bow and pistol practice that -
lured our family—or at least the
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bulkier member of it—into the vi-
cinity of the Cottontail family. My
lord must practice his archery on
Jack and his relatives so as to toughen
his muscles before the opening of the
deer season and better his judgment
of distances for the sped shaft. And
having renounced the rifle and even
the six-gun in favor of the long bow,
he mustinvade the rabbit kingdom-—
quite harmlessly, as a rule, since Jack,
alert to the twang of the bowstring,
is usually well on his way before the
flying shaft arrives at the spot he
occupied half a second before.

But the true sportsman is always
hopeful. Wherefore he is persistent
in the face of failures. And so it was
after sunset when we arrived at one
of our old camping-places, where a
cluster of junipers hold aside their
branches to leave a level spot large
enough for the car, the sleeping-cots,
table and camp-chairs, and stove.

Darkness had fallen by the time we
had completed our first course of
Tiptops and tossed the shells ten feet
to one side. But in this desert it is
neverreally dark. Except on stormy
nights, the stars and atmospheric
condition furnish enough reflection so
that one may distinguish objects quite
clearly for a distance of several yards
even upon the ground. And so the
hazy shape of the discarded melon
rinds were faintly discernible as we
progressed to the bacon and eggs.

It was at this period that we dis-
covered—that is, we felt rather than
saw—that we had company. Some-

KATY HAS PERFECT CONFIDENCE IN HER
FRIEND a

body had taken possession of our
melon rinds. And a flashlight turned
directly upon the spot revealed two
rather more than half-grown cotton-
tails nibbling away industriously.
They were not the least concerned or
disconcerted by the flashlight or by
our exclamations and comments, and



they continued to eat in most amazing
unconcern.
on them at intervals and continued
our conversation for almost half an
hour, until they had dug great cav-
ities into the melons. Even when we
moved about, occasionally turning
the flashlight upon them, they gave
little evidence of fear. Apparently,
they had never been frightened by
human beings, were unfamiliar with
them, and were gaining their first im-
pressions from food morsels quite be-
yond the conceptions of ordinary
desert rabbits.

When morning came we found that
the last vestige of melon rind had
disappeared. And, as we were well
supplied even after our morning meal,
we left a liberal donation in melons
when we broke camp, still further to
impress the little fellows, so that they
would look for us the next week-end.

And sure enough, they were. For
when we turned off the regular trail
into the open lane leading to our
parking-place among the junipers, we
caught a glimpse of a little cottontail
in the offing. And even before we
had finished unpacking, two little
rabbits appeared not more than fif-
teen yards away, with cocked ears
and wiggly, expectant noses. The
air was redolent of melon, as these
Tiptops perfume the air for yards
around, and Johnny Cottontail and
quiet little sister Katy caught the
fragrance. Indeed, Johnny came
hurrying forward, and when my lord
placed a halved melon precisely eight
feet from the corner of our camp table,
the little fellow pounced upon it with
a boldness that proved his ignorance
of humans. And presently even
sister Katy tossed discretion to the
winds and was rivaling Johnny in the
melon attack.

We went about our preparations
for camp and supper in the usual
way; and although the bunnies never
took their eyes off us, they showed no
signs of fear.

There was no doubt in our minds
that these were the same little pair of
cottontails of the week before. Also,
that they associated our visits with
good things to eat. And I felt sure
that Johnny, at least, who seemed
peculiarly bold and unafraid, could be
tempted into eating a melon held in
my hand, wild little desert cottontail
that he was. And so the following
morning we left them a feast that
would last two or three days, as an
earnest of our return.

And apparently our offering bore
fruit. For when we returned loaded
with melons the following Saturday,
reaching our camp about an hour be-
fore sunset, we had scarcely brought
the car to a stop before Johnny ap-

We kept the flashlight"
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peared. And this time there was no
uncertainty of movement or purpose.
He was coming for melon, and coming
directly.

As the little rabbit approached, the
lord of the household, halved melon
in hand, walked forward to meet him,

HE SNIFFS THE MELON WARILY BEFORE
SAMPLING; BUT—

ONE TASTE THRILLS AND GIVES NFIDENC
SO HE SETTLES HIMSELF FOR THE FEAST

kneeling a few feet in front of where I
stood, tempting with extended hand
held close to the ground, enticing,
but not persuasive. Johnny had
other plans, and, after approaching to
within a distance of perhaps four or
five feet, he hesitated a moment, and
then deliberately hippety-hopped a
little to one side, so as to half-circle
the wheedling, kneeling giant, and
cautiously laid his course for the
melon in my hand.
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First he took a tentative nibble,
and then a second, watching my face
every moment; and then he began
the big bites, regular mouthfuls, and
the feast was on. Meanwhile, my
left hand, holding nothing, was
scarcely six inches from the little
fellow’s body. Yet he paid no atten-
tion, eating away at the rind—therind
first and from choice, if you please.
And all this time I talked to him—
praised and flattered him, told him
what an exceptionally fine bunny he
was. And far from being frightened
by the human voice, our conversation
seemed to encourage the little fellow.

Finally, the obvious penetrated
our retarded intellects—the camera,
photographic confirmation of this un-
usual and otherwise scarcely accept-
able story to the skeptical minded.
But, of course, when the camera was
stealthily secured, it was found to be
unloaded, as inevitably it is on all
important occasions. So a film had
to be hunted out of an obscure corner
of our luggage, inserted after endless
fumblings, and made ready for action.
And after all this, with the twilight
approaching so that time exposures
were necessary if any results at all
were to be obtained even in this
actinic desert atmosphere--after all
this, Johnny continued to pose and eat
while the process of making six ex-
posures was carried through.

Later, with melon rind placed
eight feet from our table, Johnny's
little sister joined him in the festivi-
ties. And still later, a somewhat
bedraggled little Mrs. Cottontail—
Johnny’s mother, I feel sure from the
way she assumed superiority over the
little fellows and the humility with
which they accepted it—joined the
group.

Nothing was seen of any member
of the family the following morning.
Undoubtedly, by sunrise, they had
retired for the day. But evidently
their spirit of confidence was infec-
tious, for while we were at breakfast,
Mrs. Desert Chipmunk, most wary
of all the chipmunk tribe, with her
family, put in an appearance. First
cautiously, and then boldly, they
approached the new supply of rinds.

And so we left a tempting row of
sliced melons for the little folk and
headed homeward out through the
junipers and Joshuas, feeling fully
compensated. We had learned sev-
eral things: the human voice does not
frighten wild animals, except by as-
sociation with dangerous persons;
bright lights flashed into the eyes do
not alarm them; and fear of human
beings is rather more the result of ex-
perience than aninheritance-—at least,
such is the case with certain bunnies
and chipmunks.
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SYNOPSIS OF PREVIOUS INSTALMENTS

IN the year 1777, Sally Good, fishing in the Delaware River at
Trenton, with her brother Nat, ventures out on somerocks and
entangles her hook in the rope about a billet of wood moored
beneath the surface. In recovering her line, she discovers a
box. Returning to shore is not so easy, and she sends Nat for a
boat. He is unable to obtain one at first, and while he is still
seeking one, a storm arises. When, successful, he finally re-
turns, she is gone and the water is over the rock. A man hails
him, asking to be set over the river. Nat, much worried, re-
fuses. Returning to the wharf, almost deserted because of the
storm, a German, whom Nat takes to be a deserting Hessian,
drops into the boat and, at the point of a pistol, makes the boy
row him downstream. Sally, safe at home after the storm, is
wakened at night by strangers who bring a masked girl, Tanis
Arms, to place in her care. In the morning little Fern claims
Tanis asher‘‘child,” and names her Primrose Jones, though Ann,
the second sister, Jealous of Tanis, suspects her of bemg a Tory

German, the lad sleeps in his boat. He is wakened by Hal
Carey, thesuitorfavoredfor Tanis by her Uncle Rick, who hires
him to take him and his servant to Trenton, en route to New
York in search of Tanis. When they reach the wharf Sall;

there making inquiries about Nat, and she plans to get Hal to
carry a letter to a friend of Tanis with an enclosure for Philip,
Tanis’s fiancé, Sally addressing the envelop and taking it to the
inn. Sally has hidden her mysterious box and forgotten it in
her anxiety for Nat. After the younger ones are a-bed, she
brings it out. It proves to be of marvelous workmanshlp,
Tanis says East Indian, or perhaps Italian. But search as they
will, they can find no opening. Finally, Tanis suggests that
what is needed is a magic word, and, partiy in fun, she suggests
“Philip.” As she draws the box toward her, a drawer opens.
This contains uncut diamonds which the children think are
pebbles. Fancying the drawer will always open for them, they
put back the stones and close it, to find that it stays obstinately

Ey Meanwhile, Nat has gone down river too far to row back
(There is a connection made clear here between his
passenger and the mysterious find Sally had made.) Rid of his

thatnight.

CHAPTER XI
A SPY

NN’S bare feet carried her swiftly
up the dark stair in time to
avoid detection of her eavesdropping.
Although she crouched just within her
own door with an ear to a crack in the
floor, she learned no more. She was
full of resentment that she had not
been taken into the confidence of the
older children, and promised herself a
hunt for the mysterious box the first
time she was left in charge of the little
ones.

“Théy fancy themselves very wise!”
she thought to herself scornfully.
“Had I been with them, I ’d have
found a way to open that drawer.
Faith, that is what I will do yet; once
I lay hands on the box, I ’ll open it up
and never even tell them where its
secret lieth. T will serve them right
for their treatment of me.”

However, her chance at this re-
venge was long in coming; for with
Tanis there, there was no need of her
missing either school or play to watch
over the little children.

Their mother did not return. In-
stead came a messenger to fetch
Dame Good moOre clothing and a
quantity of the febrifuge she con-
cocted from herbs, when not other-
wiSe employed, and kept in store.
Sally was warned not to expect her
home. The case was an unusually
severe one, and even in the event of
recovery, there was like to be a long
and tedious period of convalescence.

Only once before had there been
such a protracted absence as this
promised to be. It made Sally sus-
picious of the character of this present
illness. When she went out with her

shut.

pane.

bundle to the lad who was to take it
back, she determined to find out
whether her fears were justified.

“What manner of fever is this
young lady down with?’ she inquired.

“I 'm but a stable-boy,” he an-
swered, without meeting her eyes.
“I know naught of the matter.”

‘“You know if any have been in-
oculated.” Sally shot her remark at
him, and he looked up in amazement,
real or pretended.

“0Odd ’s life, young lady, ’tis not the
pox!’ he said.

“Ho!” Sally exclaimed, ‘I thought
you knew naught of this illness?”’

The lout turned sullenly away.

“Nor do I,” he declared, ‘“‘save that
it is not malignant. That much we
all have been told.”

“Whom do you mean by ‘we all’?”’

“I mean the servants, bound and
free, at Josiah Penniman’s,” the lad
replied, tired of this catechism.
“Now, an I may have that for which
I was sent, I’ll be on my way. I’m
not expected to waste time gadding.”

Sally could think of no other pre-
text to detain him, so she sent him
off. Atleast she was easier about her
mother, in that she had been told that
the good woman was not in charge of
a case of smallpox or typhus. But
she wondered a little what form of
fever, a form that was not malignant,
could carry a patient so eclose to
death’s door.

For all her mother’s absence, the
time continued to pass quickly and
happily. Tanis, whom Sally had
learned to call Primrose without
faltering, was a continual joy to her.
As the days lengthened into weeks,
however, she realized that her friend
grew more and more uneasy because
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One stone is,
Tanis suddenly guesses what it is and scratches the window-
Ann has spied on them and is excited over the box.

however, accidentally left on the table.

no news came either from or of Philip
Cheyne. The two speculated to-
gether frequently on the chances for
and against the delivery of her letter
by Hal Carey. Tanis, who knew him
well, was quite sure he must have got
into the ecity. He had influential
friends on both sides, whom he would
not scruple to make use of. Each
day she expected to hear, directly or
indirectly, that he had passed through
Trenton on his return journey; and
she had even puzzled out various
measures to insure his not coming
upon her should he take it into his
head to report in person to Mistress
Primrose Jones on the success of his
mission for her. She was not minded
to have him clap eyes on her and then
carry word to her uncle that she had
progressed no farther than that town
on her headstrong way.

However, weeks passed and he
came not, while PrimroSe Jones had
grown to be an accepted member of
the Widow Good’s family. Even
Aunt Charity, curious and suspicious
at first, had seemingly ceased to won-
der over her.

Money and messages reached Sally
from her mother from time to time-—
directions to Nat to cultivate well
their vegetable patch, instead of
waSting hi8 days, as he had the previ-
ous summer, trying to ‘invent a sort
of carriage to stride over two rows,
hoeing on both sides at the one opera-
tion; directions to Ann to help Sally
with the younger children. The
condition of her patient was deseribed
as “fluctuating.” Sometimes the case
seemed to be hopeless. Sometimes
improvement was noted; but Mistress
Penniman herself was old and ailing,
Dame Good absolutely could not be



spared to go home, and Sally must act
as mother to the children in her ab-
sence. Such was the gist of all the
communications.

Nurse Good was not a ready hand
at the pen, and when it came to read-
ing writing, Sally knew she was apt to
turn over her letters to those more
skilled than she, to be read aloud to
her. Hence it was that her daughter
never wrote to her the story of Tanis,
not knowing into whose hands such a
letter might fall, and made the more
cautious by the fact that, on hearing
where Dame Good was nursing, Tanis
had remarked that Josiah Penniman
was a tried friend of her uncle’s.

What little news there was of the
war was discussed in the Good house-
hold without much excitement. They
had no father or brother in either
army, and truth to tell, no one but
Nat was vitally interested. Sally
had experienced a spirit of childish
enthusiasm over the victors of the
battle of Trenton, although indeed it
was Colonel William Washington who
was her especial hero. His gallant
charge down King Street, which re-
sulted in the dismounting of two
Hessian cannon, had left him wounded
in both hands. Her mother had had
the honor of dressing his hurts, while
Sally brought lint, clear water, and all
else that was needful. Thereafter it
would have been hard to convince her
that even the commander-in-chief was

" a greater man.

It mattered not that the English
under Lord Cornwallis had advanced
in January even as far as the hill
above Trenton. The Goods and all
the Jersey patriots were well assured
that the town, having been delivered
out of the hands of the Hessians, was
not fated to fall a prey to the enemy.
They were surprised not at all when
Cornwallis, after spending a night in
the face of the American camp-fires
flaring along the Assunpink Creek,
awoke in the morning to find the
Continental fires ashes and the army
as vanished as their flames. Their
men, and their men’s leaders, were too
clever for the British, the Americans
boasted. Their victory at Princeton
confirmed this belief, and finally,
when the British retired within their
lines at Brunswick, the Trentonians
thought of the war as all but finished
and took up their usual vocations as if
one chapter of it had not been enacted
under their very eyes.

That spring General Washington,
firmly placed on the heights above
Middlebrook, nine miles from Bruns-
wick, kept watch over the enemy in
Jersey. In June, Sullivan’s division,
which had been stationed at Prince-
ton, retired to the Delaware in the
face of vastly superior forces under
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General, now Sir William, Howe, who
designed to cut the Americans off,
but seemingly dared not follow so far.
And how Trenton laughed! ‘“‘“They
've not forgot yet the taste of the
medicine General Washington dosed
them with at Christmas,’ was a
common saying in the streets.
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and to herself she called them Tories,
traitors, and turncoats, thinking her
brother and sister misled by Prim-
rose. But, so far, she had not dis-
covered where they hid their box, and
always she promised herself to be at
evens with them when she did.

The elder children had now and

“Aye, 't was a bitter draft,” wasthe
stock reply.

“They ’ve e’en had their fill of
brimstone,” was another favorite.

Ann was much impressed by these
and sundry similar witticisms, and of
a sudden took it into her head that it
was a fine and popular thing to prate
of patriotism. Her elders bore this
for a time with tolerant smiles, and
later, annoyed by her persistency,
they replied to her lightly or scoff-
ingly, without aught of deeper mean-
ing than to silence her. Their
slightest word she held against them,

“SALLY DETERMINED TO FIND QUT WHETHER HER FEARS WERE JUSTIFIED”

e e

again spent an evening over their un-
satisfactory prize, but never more had
it opened to reveal its secrets. When
she was not too sleepy, Ann spied on
them, and once had actually been
caught in the act by Sally, who sus-
pected naught because it had hap-
pened on a night when the box had
not been out of its hiding-place and
Ann had been quick to ask for a drink
of water and go virtuously back to
bed, simulating vast yawns and
stretchings even after her back was to
her sister. ’

One evening, after a strange yellow



448

sunset shot over with long wisps of
black cloud, the weather took a sud-
den turn, and when the little ones
were abed the others found it too cold
to sit out on the grass.

“I 'm shivering here,” said Tanis.
‘“Let us go in and have another try at
the jewel-case.” She spoke in her
natural voice, unmindful of the fact
that Ann’s window cpened just above
her head.

“It bringeth us small profit,” Sally
averred; yet she rose willingly enough
and made ready to go in. There was
ever the hope that this time their ef-
forts might be crowned with success.

“Some day,” said Nat, “we ’ll get
that drawer open again, and then I 11
never rest content till I come at the
trick of how the pesky thing is made.”

*“I thought you were all for smash-
ing it with an ax?’ Tanis laughed,
on the threshold.

“Once, mayhap,” Nat acknowl-
edged; “not now. I have no liking to
be beat by any box invented by the
mind of man.”

“I don’t care how ’t is made,”
Sally averred; ‘“‘all I want is to see in-
sideit. T will be no treat to Mother
to show her a box with ne’er an open-
ing.”’

‘“We 're sure to find the way of it
sooner or later!” Tanis threw a com-
forting arm around Sally’s shoulders.
“And when we do, there ’s something
that tells me your mother will ne’er
again have the need to go off nursing
the sick.”

“Faith,nothing willcureher of that
trick!’ Nat laughed; ‘her heart ’s too
soft to deny those who need her help
even if there is no hope of payment
and we needing the money. ‘The
Lord will provide, my dears, she’ll
say, and off she’ll go. Were we rich,
’t would only be the easier for her to
leave us.”

“Mother always does what is
right,” Sally said soberly.

They entered the kitchen one by
one, but their talk had given Ann
time to run downstairs and slip be-
neath the valance of her mother’s
bed, which hid the twins’ trundle-bed
by day.

She lay there for what seemed an
interminable time, in some fear of
Sally and what she might say if she
discovered her, while the three in the
kitchen lit the lights and closed the
shutters, not daring to risk the chance
of being observed from without, and
entirely unconscious of a spy beneath
their own roof.

At last Sally went into the bed-
chamber and opened the simple hid-
ing-place which was revealed when a
section of the baseboard was pushed
back and slipped to one side, like
a barn door. The aperture was
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stuffed solid, to keep it from sounding
hollow when rapped against, and from
the muffling folds of an old patch-
work quilt Sally drew out the box and
swiftly and silently closed the closet
door. Then she went back to the
kitchen.

“That,” said Ann to herself, “is a
pretty good hidie-hole—not that I
could not have found it had I had the
chance. I knew all along that it was
in this room.”

She bent at the baseboard and
opened and shut the secret place two
or three times; then she went to bed,
her vanitysatisfied for the moment by
the thought that she was now as wise
as her elders and, indeed, had over-
reached them.

Meanwhile, the others followed
their usual procedure. Each in turn
took the jewel-case in hand and tried
by pressing here and patting there to
induce a section of its solid wall to
move. As usual, nothing happened,
and at last they tired of the effort.

‘“Never did I see so perplexing a
trinket!” Nat declared. “I would
your Philip were here.”” As he spoke
he cast the box upon the table a
thought roughly. ‘“‘An he is as wise
as you say, he might help us solve our
puzzle.”

“Nat!” exclaimed Sally. “Philip’s
name is assuredly the magic word,
for the drawer is out again.”

She drew the box over to her, and a
drawer, already open a crack, slipped
farther out. Pressing aside the cot-
ton wool that filled it, she cried

sharply., “See! See! This is a dif-
ferent drawer! These stones be red
as blood!”

Before either of the others could
peep, a great knock on the house door
greeted her words. Involuntarily, in
her sudden alarm, Sally thrust the
drawer back into place, and catching
the box up in her arms, ran into her
mother’s room to hide it away.

Nat turned in his chair and, in
tones he vainly tried to make manly,
called:

“Who knocks!”

CHAPTER XII
A BERRYING PARTY

A QUAVERING voice, quite different
from the bold and aggressive knock-
ing, answered Nat’s challenge.

“Is my young mistress within?” it
asked.

‘T is none other than Gregory!”
cried Tanis, astonished. ‘Let him
enter, Nat.”

“Nay,” said Nat, sturdily, “I’l
know first who Gregory is. In these
parts we like not callers so long after
nightfall.”

‘He is my uncle’s trusty servant,”

Tanis explained, rising and opening
the door herself. “He ’s lived with
us, man and boy, for nigh fifty
years.”

Gregory and Mick entered on her
words, both plainly overjoyed to see
their young mistress again.

“My uncle?”’ Tanis spoke quickly.
‘“He’s well?”

“Not to say well, miss, nor not to
say ill neither,” Gregory said pon-
derously. ‘““When he ’s not traveling
from town to town hunting you, he
sits at home and scarce troubles even
to curse the British. 'T is as if the
pith were gone out of him with your
going.”

“Did he send you after me?”’

“Lord love you, no, miss. T would
be as much as our lives are worth to so
much as mention your name.”

“Then he has n’t forgiven me?”’
There was a shade of sadness in
Tanis’s tone.

“I’ll not go so far as to say he’s
forgiven you, miss,” Gregory returned
hesitatingly; ‘‘that ’ll come after.
You ’ve but to slip up back of him and
light on the arm of his chair the way
you was usened to do, pulling his wig
a bit awry and giving him a chance to
scold, if I might suggest it, miss, to
hide that he was near to erying, and
you ’ll be free of all the forgiveness
you can use.”

“That would be easy enough for
me. I had guessed that already,”
Tanis returned, her head held high in -
pride. “I ’ll have naught that he
can’t share.”

Gregory was plainly taken aback at
this and scratched his head in per-
plexity.

“I ’ve no belief his honor would
relish Mr. Cheyne a-cuddling of him,”
he said at length. “To tell truth, and
not to try and deceive you, Mick and
me set afoot private inquiries, bein’
very careful to name no names; and
findin’ you still was here, we made so
bold as to hepe that you was no longer
wishful to continue that journey you
started out on, so we slipped off and
have come to fetch you home, miss.”

“’T was good of you!” she held out
a hand to each, ‘“but I wait here for
Philip.”

Gregory was plainly deeply dis-
appointed. “You ’ve heard from
him, Miss Tanis?”

The girl shook her head. ‘Nay,”
shereplied, ‘“yet he hathmy faith. I
know he will come when he can, and
I’ve written to him.”

‘“How were you able to get a letter
through the lines?’ Gregory asked.
“Old Mistress Carey makes a great
to-do over the trials and expense she
hath been put to, to have word took
to her son and back from him to her,
all of which is set down to your dis-



credit, miss. She telleth your uncle
every day how, but for you, her young
perfection had ne’er left her.”

“Well then, why doth he not come
back?”’ Tanis asked unfeelingly. ‘“He
must know by this time that I 'm
not in New York.”

“My master asked her that very
question, miss. He ’s not so wonder-
ful patient as he once was.”
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Tanis laughed outright. “At all
events, Gregory, I 'm glad of your
news. An Mister Carey reached
New York, my letter to Mr. Cheyne
reached there too; for I entrusted it to
his keeping.”

Gregory’s face was ludicrous in its
amazement.

“There ’s little you can’t do, Miss
Tanis, dear, when you put your mind

‘““‘S® WE SLIPPED OFF AND HAVE COME TO FETCH YOU HOME, MISS’ "

“Save us!” cried Tanis, disrespect-
fully. “Well do I love him, but who
ever before called Uncle Rick pa-
tient?”’

“At all times now,” said Gregory,
gravely, ‘‘she wearieth him with a
flood of words. To put a stop to the
flow, he demanded outright why her
Hal did not return to her?”’

“And she answered?”’

Gregory lifted his fat hands to
heaven.

“To hear her, you ’d have thought
that all the spies of the British were at
his heels, dogging his steps night and
day lest he slip back through the lines
to win the war for us patriots.”

to it; but dow’t ask me to believe that
the young man who went off so brash,
armed with your uncle’s order to for-
bid your marriage, was cozened into
carrying your love-letters to the man
who had stole ye from him.”

At this Tanis put her hands on
Gregory’s shoulders and gave him a
gentle shake. ‘“Listen now and re-
member,” she warned him; ‘“no one
stole me from Master Hal Carey! I
was not his chattel. I ’'d never
looked his way in my life save in the
hope that he was about to take him-
self elsewhere and spare me further
weariness. And it was not I who had
the thought of making him my mes-
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senger, but my friend there.” She
pointed to Sally who had come back
into the room and, recognizing the
men, had set about the task of making
ready a lunch against their return
journey. “She it was who wrote a
cover and persuaded him to carry a
letter from one Mistress Primrose
Jones, a name that may be well for
you to remember, for so I am known
here, where Tanis Arms hath ne’er
been heard of—’ She paused in
amazement, for Gregory’s face was
red and had twisted itself up into
countless wrinkles, while Mike, whose
expression was also unwonted, was
pcunding him on the back until it
seemed he must break his bones.

“Leave over,” gasped Gregory at
last. “I’ll pull through now. I ’ve
little more to say, miss, an you won’t
go back with me. You ’ll always be
welcome, that you know, and me and
N ike are ready to come for you, night
or day. About your young gentle-
n:an, I 'm not so sure. You see, it
would be hard enough for your Uncle
Rick to forgive any man who robbed
you away from him; but an English-
man! Eh, miss, ’t is bound to stick
in his gullet.”

“A maid can’t love to order,
Gregory,” was all the reply Tanis
vouchsafed.

Then the men were fed and shortly
thereafter they started on their return
journey.

Nat and the two girls went off to
bed with scarce more than a good-
night.

Nat had learned much that was
new to him; but he could be trusted to
say nothing. He liked Tanis, and he
was staunch by nature.

None of them had given so much as
a thought to the younger children.
The others, indeed, had slept on, as
was expected of them; but Ann had
posted herself to overhear and to
memorize every word that was said,
and what she had heard pleased her
vastly.

This strange girl was a traitor; her
lover an Englishman. Ann did not
quite know what use this information
was to her, but she drank it in eagerly.
Like Nat, she could be silent; unlike
him, she was not fond of Tanis.
Could she see a way to increase her
own importance by use of the knowl-
edge she had acquired, she would not
scruple to use it. Meanwhile, she
held it fast in her memory. It could
wait for a time. The thing she was
most anxious to achieve for the pres-
ent was the possession of the strange
box, if only for just long enough to
satisfy her curiosity.

Luck was with her, for the next day
Tanis suggested that wild straw-
berries being ripe, they should all go
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together to gather a basketful for
their evening meal. Sally agreed at
once and even added to the plan.

‘“My mother maketh a jam of such
berries,” she suggested. “It will be
missed, come winter, an we have no
store of it to call on. I have money in
hand for the loaf sugar. What think
you, Primrose? Could you and I
manage to make it? I should know
the way of it, for I ’ve helped Mom
each year since I was very little.”

“To be sure we can make it!”
Tanis exclaimed. “I ’m right skilful
in such matters. There ’s no place
more celebrated for its jams and
jellies than Arms Crossing. We ’ll
take bread and cheese to the fields
with us and spend the day there.”

The twins and little Fern danced
for joy at the suggestion. Peter and
Ann also showed pleasure; but all the
time Ann’s brain was working, seek-
ing a way to have herself left behind.
Puzzle as she might, she could devise
no plan. Should she feign sick, Sally
would surely take it upon herself to
stay at her bedside, holding it a duty
in the absence of their mother. That
would mean the postponement of this
expedition, and Ann did not wish it
postponed. No, she must start with
the others. Later, perchance, if she
pretended to feel the heat of the sun
on her head, she might win permission
to go home early.

So they all started off happily
enough, even Fern bearing a pottle to
carry fruit. The day was perfect, the
strawberries fine and very ripe. Fin-
gers and lips were quickly stained
rose-red, and tiny as the berries were,
the various receptacles began ere long
to show mounds of fruit.

Ann  watched anxiously. She
wanted to seize upon exactly the right
moment for her complaint. Back at
the house she must have time, yet
enough must have been accomplished
for Sally to feel that her own return
would follow so soon that Ann might
safely be let to go on ahead.

At last her moment came. They
had lunched, and she had picked
steadily thereafter, working nearer
and nearer to Sally, when she began
to put a hand to her brow now and
again as if something hurt her there.

Sally, quick to note aught wrong
with any of her charges, took alarm.

“What ’s wrong, Ann,” she asked.
‘‘Hast a headache?”’

““Aye,” said Ann, affecting to smile
bravely; ‘“but fear not, I can fill my
basket.”

‘Indeed, you ’ll do naught of the
sort,” Sally said promptly, taking the
basket from her unresisting fingers.
“Go you home and sit in the shade.”
Then, as an afterthought, ‘“Take Fern
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with you. If 't is too much for you,
’t is doubtless bad for her as well.”

Now this was not so pleasing to
Ann, although at the moment there
was no good reason on her tongue to
oppose to it. Hoping that Fern
might enter a protest, she seized her
by the hand and began to drag her
along. Tanis at once went to the
rescue of her favorite.

“There ’s no need to tear her limb
from limb,” she said. ‘“She ’ll go
with you willingly. She wants to
play with Lamby, don’t you, sweet?”’

“Aye,” said Fern. “I ’ve ate all
the berries I ’11 hold in one day. I1°’d
liefer go play with Lamby now.”

“See that you treat her kindly,”
Sally told Ann sternly, “and I give
you no leave to punish her.”

So, although she had won her own
way, Ann trudged home in some
dudgeon.

“I 'm ever the one in the wrong,”
she mourned. “Be I never so ill,—
for how does Sally know how ill I may
be,—I must have a care over Fern.
She ’s to go home and play with
Lamby. Sooth that she skall do, or
I°ll know the reason why.”

Pursuant to this thought, when
they reached the cottage she marched
into the house. Fern naturally fol-
lowed her in, to be taken by the shoul-
ders and pushed out again, the door
being barred against her.

‘“My head is much too bad to bear
with a clamorous child,”” Ann called,
in answer to a frightened protest.
“Do you go in the shade and play
with Lamby. That’s what you came
home for.”

She peered forth from the window
till she saw Fern go around the corner
to the shade, followed by the cosset
lamb, now growing prodigiously, but
still gentle and a great pet; then she
dismissed Fern from her mind and
hurried into her mother’s room to be-
gin her investigation of the mystery.

She opened the secret closet and,
seating herself on the floor where she
could replace the box quickly if she
heard the others return, she drew
it out with unrestrained eagerness.
At last the casket lay in her own
hands.

Her first thoughts were that it was
very pretty and that she would like to
possess it. These she did not harbor
long. She had been well brought up
and knew that it was as forbidden to
covet as to steal. Quickly she re-
verted to her original interest. She
was curious as to the contents of a
case so foreign looking, and, above all,
she wished to prove herself cleverer
than the elder children, who had not
taken her into their councils.

Here she was doomed to disap-

(T'o be continued)

pointment. Turn and twist it as she
might, pick at it with her finger-nails,
press here, press there, it still re-
mained the solid block she had heard
the others speak of, so smooth the
inlay, so beautifully joined every-
where, that, with the eyes closed, it
felt, except for the weight, like a cube
of polished metal.

After some time of this Ann was
forced to acknowledge her defeat.

Meanwhile, Fern, feeling herself
aggrieved at being shut out of her own
home of a set purpose, an experience
that had never come her way before,
had wandered around the garden with
the lamb. Of a sudden her glance hit
on the open window in her mother’s
room. At once her face was alight
with purpose. She would surprise
Ann. She would scare her as she
deserved. She would even pretend
to be a bear and jump out, saying
“Boo!” at her, if she could only con-
trive to climb through that open
window into the house.

How to do that now became her
study. A vacant bee-bench standing
by the wall promised to be a help.
With infinite patience she lifted one
end and, pivoting on the other, she
dragged it toward the window; then
she repeated the operation from the
opposite end. Finally, when she had
it beneath the window, she mounted
it and peered into the room, her eyes
just appearing above the sill.

Ann was still seated on the floor,
doing her best to master the secret of
the strange box. As she twisted it
about, Fern saw it and held her
breath in admiration. What thing
was this that Ann had found?

Had Ann been an indulgent sister
like Sally, Fern would not have hesi-
tated to ask her. As it was, she knew
that to be useless. So she watched
and watched, her heart in her eyes,
till Ann, fearing the return of the
others, and giving up for the time such
a seemingly hopeless task, pushed the
box back into the aperture in the sur-
base, pulled the quilt over it and
tucked it in, covering it as she had
found it and, having closed the hid-
ing-place with one quick gesture, ran
out of the room.

The coast was clear and Fern’s
curiosity need no longer be denied
gratification.

Grasping the twisted honeysuckles
and creepers overgrowing the wall and
scrambling with all her might, she
landed on her stomach on the sill and
straightway squirmed around and
dropped on to a chair within the room.

Her desire to be a bear was for-
gotten. What she wanted now was a
good look at that fascinating play-
thing Ann had found.



MY FRIEND THE TEMPLE ELEPHANT

By MILDRED WALDO HESS

UST to look at her, you would

hardly believe that this elephant
is an invalid, would you? She be-
longs to a Hindu temple in a place
called Tirupatur, South India. It is
in the very southern part of the
Madras Presidency. This picture of
her, however, was taken in the city of
Madura at the Veterinary Hospital as

“SHE STANDS IN THE SHADE OF THE BANYAN-
TREE WITH A CHAIN FASTENED TO ONE FOOT”

she stood under a spreading banyan-
tree one morning.

In all the Hindu temples of South
India, elephants are kept to grace the
various festivals when the images of
the queer gods and goddesses are
paraded through the streets. They
are also rented out for wedding pro-
cessions, to which they add a decided
note of dignity and affluence. And
because the elephant is a source of
income to the temple, its health is
well guarded.

One day this particular elephant
fainted! Imagine the plight of the
keeper when she toppled over? He
rushed for help, made sure that she
was not dead, and finally brought her
back to consciousness.

When the fainting spells began to
occur at regular intervals, the temple
priest decided it was time to consult a
doctor about her health. She is only
forty-two years old and that is young
for an elephant. (You know many of
them, in their wild state, live to be
over three hundred.) The veterinary
surgeon said he could help her and
probably cure the fainting spells, but
in order to do so, the elephant would
have to stay at the hospital for at

least a year. Therefore, to Madura
she was brought by her keeper. A
huge shed was built for her as sleeping
quarters and as a protection against
the intense heat of the tropical sun at
midday. It is also used as a store-
house for her food. But most of the
time she stands outside swaying back
and forth in the shade of the banyans
with a chain fastened to one foot.

The treatment which is meted out
to this great invalid, who is now on
the convalescent list, consists in
regular exercise, certain doses of
medicine, and dieting. Early in the
morning and again at evening she is
taken by her keeper for a walk of a
mile or more. When it is time for her
to eat her daily portion of hay, she is
made to go to the shed and with her
trunk carry the big bundle to the
particular tree under which she
always lunches. Directly across the
road from the tree is a pond where she
receives a daily bath., On many oc-
casions, just before feeding-time when
she has come from the water all drip-
ping wet, have I seen her pick up
trunk-loads of sand and throw it all
over her clean back, where it sticks in
unsightly patches. This is a sign
that she is disgruntled because her
food is slow in making its appearance.
When the keeper finally brings it, he
makes her “trumpet” for it, just as
you train your dog to bark for some
choice tidbit.

You will be astonished when I tell
you what her diet is! At each meal
she eats eight measures of raw rice
boiled. In the boiling it swells to
such proportions that it fills a large
bath-tub. (A “‘measure” in India is
considerably more than a quart.)
Then she is given eight pounds of
sugar, three ounces of salt, and one
ounce of pepper. During the day she
also eats four hundred pounds of
green grass and some hay. She keeps
the cook working, does n’t she?

While undergoing treatment, the
elephant has grown a bit ill-tempered.
One morning when the doctor was
making an examination which did not
please her, she knocked him down and
then, bending her knee, began to
press her weight upon him. Had it
not been for the alertness of the
keeper and the fact that the elephant
had been trained to obey promptly,
the doctor might have been seriously
injured. As it was, the moment her
keeper spoke, she released the pressure
and stood upright at the command.

The Hindu temple in Madura is

451

such a large and rich one that it owns
many elephants as well as two camels.
Living in Madura are several Ameri-
can families in which there are
children. Their fathers teach in a
college in the city. One of their
favorite ways of entertaining Ameri-
can tourists who visit them is to send
for one of the temple elephants and
its keeper to come and take them for
rides all round the college campus.
The temple priest is glad to let them
do this, because the elephant earns
about fifteen cents for each ride it
gives. It is very funny to watch
people climbing up on the elephant’s
back. The keeper first touches all
four of its knees with his leading-
stick, and it clumsily kneels to the
ground. Even then its back is so
high that a table has to be brought
from the bungalow, on which the
prospective riders may stand before
making their final jump to the top.
As the animal rises to a standing
position the startled looks upon the
faces of the riders bring forth peals of
laughter from the onlookers. But it
is no laughing matter to one who has
never ridden before. He feels all the

stages of impending seasickness until
the elephant begins to swing steadily
and rhythmically along the road.

AN AMERICAN BOY AND GIRL RIDING A
TEMPLE ELEPHANT

Then he has to give all his attention
to holding on, for if he should slip,
he would have a long way to fall!

The American girl and boy seen
riding in the picture really enjoy it.
If some day you take a trip around
the world, do not leave India until
you, too, have had a ride upon a
temple elephant.
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N a stamp-collector family of four

million, which began to assume
form about ten years after England’s
first postal adhesives appeared, it
should be apparent that shortages
long have existed even in heavily
printed older issues of major coun-
tries, and obviously in any country
to-day where fifty or even a hundred
thousand impressions are made from
an engraved plate to serve the legit-
imate postal requirements of the
people. If every stamp of an edition
of a hundred thousand were absorbed
by the collectors, and none used on
the letters of a nation through the
mails, only one collector out of every
four hundred in the world would
have this stamp in his albums. This
is frequently the case. But this
alone does not make an issue or a
single denomination of the issue
valuable, for the issue may be in a
land that fails to awaken the interest
of outside collectors. Yet, most of
the time, limited issue determines
the commercial value of postal labels,
whether in early or current years.
Official or mechanical errors have
produced many rarities of great
value—the use of the wrong color
for some denomination, the discovery
of the error, the recall, as far as
possible, of every erroneous impres-
sion, a flaw in engraving, a distorted
figure or marred features of portrayed
personalities. The fewer errors that
slip out into circulation or collector
ownership, the higher their values
in terms of money and trade. The
limited surviving specimens of early
American postmaster-stamps, in use
before federal postage was instituted
in 1847; the limited number of pre-
served copies of the erroneously
worded ‘“‘Post Office” stamps of
Mauritius, the Indian Ocean colony
of Great Britain, and the one known
copy of Arthur Hind’s British Guiana
postal celebrity—those conditions
establish such sales levels as $10,000
for the Alexandria, Virginia, post-
master stamp of 1846; $20,000 for
an uncanceled one-pence orange-red
Mauritius label of 1847, and $32,500
paid by the Utica collector for his
rara avis. Should new discoveries
produce a few or many more of these
varieties, the market valuation of the
existing copies would crumble in
ratio to the number newly found.

By F. B. WARREN

Supply would be still woefully defi-
cient in relation to demand, but the
element of extreme rarity would
have been destroyed, and rarity
makes the market in postage-stamps
just as surely as heavy demand and
a controlled or guarded supply af-
fects the prices of shares in the stock
market.

Before the days of stamp auctions
in New York and foreign capitals,
the stamp-dealer, and the dealer
alone, made the market retail prices
of postage-stamps. He could mark
sales prices up or down. Public
auctions, although conducted, oper-
ated, and largely participated in by
dealers, have begun to attract enough
of a collector following to exert a
direct public influence, upward or
downward, upon prices, though the
presence or absence of buyers has,
of course, an appreciable effect upon
the prices obtained. The rewards
are not large or constant enough to
warrant dealers stimulating and up-
holding artificial price levels for any
long periods, except in the case of
some cheaper modern issues which
speculators frequently purchase al-
most in their entirety from compla-
cent governments needing ready
money.

For all countries existing now, and
the lands that meanwhile have been
swallowed up by other nations, there
has been issued since 1840 a total of
approximately 150,000 different de-
nominations of postal adhesives, in-
clusive of the many types, overprints,
perforation varieties, but not inclu-
sive of color gradations, which are
a myriad unto themselves. A Brit-
ish authority within the year has
computed that, at the time of his
compilation, there existed 45,378
separate and distinct kinds of post-
age-stamp designs—13,552 for Eu-
rope; 8554, Asia; 10,394, Africa;
7522, the Americas; 2917, the West
Indies; and 2434, Oceanica. Each
week has added new species to ad-
vance these totals. Several thou-
sand varieties out of this huge
number possess extremely high valu-
ations in the world markets among
collectors, and the time has arrived,
apparently, when non-collectors, aided
by experts to determine the au-
thenticity of specimens, are purchas-
ing postal rarities for their invest-
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ment qualities, to be held for the
same profitable returns that one
derives from sound bonds and sea-
soned industrial securities. Any one
undertaking this form of purchase,
however, needs and requires the
best advice of an honorable expert.
There are large returns for those who
are guided properly.

Few collectors will be surprised,
but the general public may be amazed,
at the prices attained by stamps
that are established rarities. There
are easily in excess of two hundred
stamps, each of which will bring a
sales price in excess of one thousand
dollars, and upward to as high as
twenty thousand for an unused copy
of one of the Mauritius error stamps
of 1847, and some price in between
$20,000 and $32,500 should some
lucky person unearth another au-
thentically used copy of the British
Guiana rarity on its original envelop
as it passed through the mails to
destination.

There is still to be found a vast
postal treasure in various cities,
towns, and villages of the world,
in desks, cabinets, trunks piled in
attics and cellars; tucked away in
old heirlooms of families that have
occupied the same home for several
generations; in the vaults of old
banks occupying the same buildings
for many years; in the stored records
of long-established firms with cor-
respondents in distant parts of the
world; in the archives of religious
and missionary organizations whose
representatives have carried on their
work in remote places.

Rich rewards await the discoverers
of such rare material. Some stamps
that are old have attained high
values; but comparatively few stamps
are valuable merely because of their
age. There are thousands of stamps
half a century old that are still worth
but a few pennies apiece at retail
and less than that to the dealers
who resell them. In the United
States, postal rarities date back
to the. period when various towns
and cities issued individual post-
master labels, prior to the estab-
lishment of federal adhesive postage
in 1847. In Great Britain the date
is 1840, the Government having
instituted adhesive postage seven
years earlier than did our American
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Union, but only three years ahead of
Brazil. There are also rarities in
recent years that have achieved high
values; for example: the £25 Northern
Nigeria of 1904,
the British occu-
pationalstamp (3
penceoverprinted
on 30 pfennigs)
used in 1914 in
German Samoa,
and a Siberian
stamp of 1921.
At least two ex-
cellent listings of
postal rarities, in
a large measure duplicating each
other, have been published. One,
the longer list, which appeared in
‘““The American Philatelist,” contains
more than two hundred entries, in-
cluding some for which prices are
quoted in both canceled and uncan-
celed condition. The second, a brief
list of fifty rarities, was printed in
“‘Scott’s Monthly Journal.”

Once more it is timely to warn dis-
coverers of old stamped letters or
documents, or of old-time letter-
sheets bearing odd markings, not to
cut, deface, alter, soak off, or in any
way remove stamps from the wrap-
pers on which they are found. The
presence of old and valuable stamps
on original covers adds greatly to
their value, and adjacent markings,
cancellations, and routings prove the
genuineness of rarities more quickly
than could anything else.

Collector lore is laden with stories
of unusual or historic postal finds, yet
the larger interest for readers of to-
day will center in discoveries made in
recent months, thus indicating that
there still exist many places where
postal treasures may be found. In
the spring of 1926, Mrs. Edward S.
Leadbeater, of Alexandria, Virginia,
while preparing to destroy and burn
an accumulation of old papers, dis-
covered a letter that had been written
to her husband when, as a boy of
seven, he had been making a visit at
Parkin’s Mill, near the town of Win-
chester, where Philip Sheridan, the
Union cavalry

TYPE @OF SIBERIA,
1921, VALUE ABOUT
$1000
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ALEXANDRIA POST-
MASTER STA MP—
VALUE $10,000

he had saved it,
and his widow’s
house-cleaning
brought it to light. In reading the
letter, she discovered the name of a
still living friend of her husband and
gent him the missive for examination.

He, in turn, wrote her the stamp on the
letter might be worth a few dollars.
And so it was! On the letter-sheet,
canceled with the date ‘‘Alexandria,
August 25, 1846,”—one year before
federal postage began,—was an Alex-
andria postmaster-stamp, five-cent,
bluish, which a Baltimore dealer
bought from her for $8000 and which
possesses a retail market value of
$10,000. Mr. Phillips gives it a
valuation of $12,000. You may ob-
serve its design in our reproduction.
Six copies are all that have been
unearthed in the last eighty-seven
years.

Also, in the summer of 1926, Frank
Hale, cashier of the First National
Bank of Cooperstown, New York,
wrote to his friend George R. Cooley,
an Albany collector, that a large vol-
ume of old correspondence was being
cleared out at the bank. He sug-
gested that Cooley come over and
take away whatever he wanted from
the discards of one of the oldest in-
corporated banks in New York State.
All of itsletters received between 1825
and 1873 had been preserved. The
Cooley discovery consisted of 20,500
envelops containing issues from 1847
to 1873—a find valued at approxi-
mately $10,000. There were eighty-
six of the first five-cent denomination
of 1847, all on envelops and in perfect
condition, only four of the ten-cent
denomination of the same year, more
than ten thousand of the ordinary
specimens of the three-cent denomi-
natiou in use between 1851-61, and
various other stamps in lesser quanti-
ties.

An old Philadelphia bank, prior to
moving into new quarters, sold an
accumulation of obsolete and useless
papers to a dealer in junk for $15.00,
giving him a receipt for his payment.
These papers yielded stamps valued
at more than $75,000. For a time
there was talk of a suit by the bank
to establish its right to participate in
the sum realized, but the buyer’s
case was clear and nothing came of
it.

There have been dozens of impor-
tant discoveries in the United States,
Great Britain, and the European na-
tions, all within the past year.

Evidence that rarities occur among
stamps of quite recent issue is found
in the results of a New York auction
of the John Bister collection of United
States stamps a few months ago.
For a pair of the ordinary two-cent
stamps of the 1921 issue, but with no
vertical perforation dividing them, a
buyer paid $420. Only five similar
pairs of this specimen are said to be
in existence, although this does not
mean that you may not find another
pair by examining your letters of that

POSTAGE-STAMPS 453
period. Collectors and dealers are in-
clined to speak with assurance about
the number of copies of an error or
rarity in existence, but their asser-
tions are not entitled to be accepted
as final. At the same Bister auction
a pair of the two-cent denomination,
1904 issue, without perforations hori-
zontally, sold for $217.50. Surely
these are commensurate returns for
any one who invested four cents per
specimen at a post-office window, and
less than that should you find them on
letters some one else has sent to you.
No one making such a discovery
would be insane enough to cut them
apart!

Belgium provides a recent rarity of
which certain copies were bought at
post-office windows for sixty-five cen-
times each and
are now worth
five hundred dol-
lars each. The
Belgian sixty-five
centime denom-
ination of 1920,
showing the ruins
of the Hotel de
Villeat Tremonde,
is the two-color
stamp that pro-
duced this interesting error-rarity.
One sheet of twenty-five stamps was
discovered with the center picture
inverted. Twenty copies went out
into the mails and vanished from
circulation. Five remaining unused
copies fell into a collector’s hands
and these have a valuation of five
hundred dollars each. Persons hav-
ing Belgian correspondence in their
files might turn a few minutes’ search
into a highly profitable one.

France provides an amusing case of
a single stamp that resulted in a
three-cornered lawsuit. The litiga-
tion involved the ownership of one of
the French postal rarities of 1849. A
notary at Vannes, in Brittany, turned
over some papers to a friend who was
writing a history of the region. The
historian uncovered a letter contain-
ing a stamp then worth seven thou-
sand franes and immediately notified
the lender of his discovery, laying
claim to half the value on the ground
that it was treasure-trove. The no-
tary took possession of his property
and resisted the discoverer’s claim.
Resort was had to the local court,
whereupon the grandson of the woman
to whom the letter was originally ad-
dressed entered claim to the letter and
the stamp in behalf of the heirs to her
estate.

Sweden provides an interesting case
of a lesser rarity, occasionally referred
to as the “love-stamp,” since it ex-
erted a beneficial influence upon a
romance. In 1918, the Swedish post-

BELGIAN ISSUEOF 1920

—VALUE 12 CENTS;
WITHINVERTED CEN-
TER, $500
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office department, requiring stamps of
lower denominations, overprinted new
values on a surplus stock of less used
higher denominations. One of the
series of overprints was 12 ore on 25
ore, red orange. This overprint was
applied upside
down to an un-
known number of
sheets, or perhaps
only one or two,
and a sheet found
its way to Guliks-
berg, a small office
in Norland.
Swedish sources
provide the story
of what followed.
A young forester at Guliksberg had
promised to write a daily letter to
his sweetheart, and his every letter
up to the number of thirty had borne
one of this sheet of misprinted stamps.
A collector discovered the error,
traced its source to Guliksberg, and
offered two hundred kroner apiece
for these labels. The girl having
saved her love-letters in the original
envelops, the forester received in her
behalf 6000 kroner for her stamps,
and the receipts resulted in a wedding
and a well-furnished home. Thusdid
a postal label speed the wings of
romance.

All collectors, but few of the general
public, are familiar with the origin of
the Mauritius ‘Post Office” error
stamps, one of these being the second
most costly postal rarity in the world.
The wife of the British colonial gover-
nor of Mauritius, and J. Barnard, an
engraver, watchmaker, and jeweler,
in a measure share the responsibility
for this now historic species. The
governor’s wife had ordered invita-
tions prepared for a ball and wished
to have them dispatched through the
mail bearing postage-stamps, none of
which existed for the colony although
adhesive labels had been arriving on
mails from England for seven years.
Barnard began the preparation of the
plates for one- and two-cent denomi-
nations. The legend relating to
these stamps is that the engraver,
working well into the night, became
puzzled over the wording he had been
told to use. When he arrived at the
office the postmaster
had departed and the
doors were locked.
The engraver’s eye
halted at the sign
“Post Office.”” Those
were the words he had
been told to use, so
he hurried back to his
shop and cut the ™[ '\ Goomo
letters into his plates.

And, of course, he was wrong. He
had been ordered to use the words
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“Post Paid.” So the erroneous
stamps appeared and the governor’s
wife would not give up her plan of
using them on her invitations, right
or wrong. Enough were sold to
her for her social necessities, and the
remainder, together with the plates,
were destroyed. Only thirty copies
are known to exist in all the world
to-day. Ten or twelve of these arein
America and two are in the collection
of King George. Alfred F. Lichten-
stein, of New York, rejected an offer
of $30,000 for one he had acquired
from the collection of the late Henry
J. Duveen, art dealer and connoisseur.
The Duveen accumulation, intact,
was valued at much in excess of a
million dollars.

The only envelop known to be in
existence containing canceled copies
of both the one- and two-penny de-
nominations of the Mauritius errors
was bought at private sale by Arthur

- ;
CENT
BOSCAWEN POSTMASTER
STAMP, VALUE $12,500 “MISSIONARY"
STAMP, VALUE
$14,500

ANA, VALUE §32,500

Hind for $35,000, and he also puf-
chased for $12,500 the only known
copy of the Boscawen, New Hamp-
shire, postmaster stamp, for $8500
the only known copy of the Lockport,
New York, postmaster stamp, and
for $14,500 the finest existing copy
of the extremely rare Hawaiian
‘“missionary”’ two-cent stamp issued
in 1851, thereby doubtless becoming,
since the death of Count Ferrari, the
world’s postal Count of Monte Cristo.

Postal collections attain stupen-
dous valuations when the science is
pursued by men of wealth. The late
George H. Worthington, Canadian-
born, but long identified with inter-
ests in Cleveland and Missouri, was

for many years reputed to own the
greatest collection in the Western
Hemisphere. Business reverses forced
him to break up his collection, and
dispersal sales yielded his estate a
million dollars. There are hundreds
of great collections in this country,
many of which have never been
heralded or exploited and whose
owners have no membership connec-
tions with philatelic organizations.
Until forced into collector promi-
nence by his acquisition of the Ferrari
British-Guiana rarity, Arthur Hind,
as he relates in connection with his
personal story of the purchase, had
no connection with these interesting
and useful societies. Alfred F. Lich-
tenstein, Theodore E. Steinway,
whose family has contributed so
greatly to our means of musical en-
joyment, J. Philip Benkard, a Wall
Street broker, Rear-Admiral Fred-
erick Harris, of the Brooklyn Navy
Yard, John T. Coit, a New Jersey
banker, former Senator J. S. Freling-
huysen, of New Jersey, all are owners
of historic collections, usually cen-
tered around the specialist collection
of one nation or a group of nations.
That of William E. Hawkins, ptesi-
dent of the American Brass and
Copper Company of New York,
fills more than eighty volumes, and
every stamp in the collection is un-
used. It comprises labels of every
stamp-issuing land in the world.
That such men interest themselves in
postal collectionshould domuch todis-
pel a long-prevalent belief that stamp-
collectingis a time-wasting, profitless,
and mentally uninspiring pursuit.
The accumulation of rarities pro-
vides a ready outlet for the resources
of men and women of wealth and the
thrill of such ownership is immeasur-
ably great. Yet collecting is a pur-
suit for a diversity of peoples and
classes. Its contacts are lessons in
social democracy. At a dealer’s
counter the millionaire collector may
meet his chauffeur filling in the last
open spaces of a twentieth-century
album in Austria, Germany, or some
other economically war-wrecked na-
tion whose complete output since 1914
is procurable for a comparatively few
dollars. A clerk in the foreign de-
partment of an active international
bank often finds himself in possession
of a variety of new specimens before
knowledge of their appearance has
reached the dealers of the larger
cities. Accident may bring a valu-
able stamp to almost any one, and
the smaller collector may, by ex-
changing it, procure in return its
full value in the form of hundreds
or even thousands of lower-priced
stamps to build up his own collec-
tion. Quantity is not a discreditable



ROMANCE AND WORLD ADVENTURE AS TOLD IN POSTAGE-STAMPS

achievement, and the possession of
thousands of stamps is of greater
educational advantage than one or
two fairly valuable specimens in the
hands of a collector who cannot
afford to own them.

All of us have read that the rulers
of various nations maintain excep-
tional stamp collections. In a num-
ber of instances this is true; in others
it is merely propaganda to interest
the people of a country or the col-
lectors of all countries in acquiring
the postal issues of the monarch’s
homeland. Rulers of to-day are not
averse to aiding their treasuries in this
way, for the popularity of a nation’s
stamps with collectors throughout
the world brings a material return
into the coffers of any Govern-
ment. The most notable of all
royal collections is that of King
George V. The head of the vast
British Empire began to save stamps
when he was a naval cadet, and later
as a midshipman on the Bacchante.
Restricting himself to stamps of
Great Britain, the dominions, and
colonies, he possesses the finest ex-
isting collection of British stamps,
many of them acquired by purchases
and bids in the open market and at
prices that obliged him to curb his
expenditures and forego luxuries in
other directions. Initmay be found
Rowland Hill’s original sketches, in
water-colors, of the world’s first
postal adhesives, and the artist’s
original sketch of the Mulready en-
velop. This royal collector also pos-
sesses the Mauritius ‘“Post Office”
rarities of both denominations and
has been reported, erroneously, to
have bid against Arthur Hind,
through his Paris agent, for the
British-Guiana rarity. For years his
collection in Buckingham Palace has
had the careful oversight, as curator,
of Edward Denny Bacon, M. V. O.,
a former president of the Royal Phila-
telic Society, and its studious owneris
on written record to afriend as stating
that his interest in stamps is “‘one of
the greatest pleasures of my life.”
The king’s collection is valued much
in excess of $500,000 and his attitude
in permitting exhibitions of complete
sections of it is most generous.

The Prince of Wales is also a col-
lector, but in a much lesser degree,
and he is honorary president of the
Royal Philatelic Society, of which
his father is Patron. Four other
kings and three European queens are
active postal collectors: their Maj-
esties Alfonso XIII of Spain, who
collects the stamps of his nation, its
colonies, Portugal, and France; Fuad,
of Egypt, a general collector who is
also responsible for the complete
alteration of Egyptian postal designs;

Albert of Belgium, as well as his
consort Queen Elizabeth, and the
heir to the Belgian throne, Crown
Prince Leopold, and Alexander of
Jugoslavia.  Italy’s Montenegrin-
born Queen Elena is a collector, as
is her son, the Prince of Piedmont.
Italy’s king applies his interest to
his collection of coins. The Emperor
of Japan, newly on the throne of his
country through the recent death of
his father, is a devotee of collecting,
as is Queen Maud of Norway,
Prince Charles of Denmark, former
king Manuel of Portugal, the Prince
of Monaco, Prince Andrew of Russia,
and the Maharajah of Gwalior, who
possesses a splendid collection of
Indian feudatory state labels. The
Nabob of Sachim is a member of the
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Collector’s club of New York. The
present Rajah of Sarawak is likewise
a collector, and the Swedish Crown
Prince, widely known in the United
States and Great Britain, is Patron
of the Swedish Philatelic Society.

A well-posted British collector-
editor, Douglas B. Armstrong, of
London, provides an extended list of
famous fellow-countrymen, who are
also philatelists, ranging from the
Duke of Argyle and the Marquis of
Bute, to baronets, from cabinet minis-
ters, admirals, army officers, bishops,
and university professors to big-game
hunters.

There is one young collector, liv-
ing in exile with his mother in Spain,
whose story will be of interest to
younger collectors throughout the
world. He is Otto, of Hungary, the
son of Emperor Karl and the Empress
Zita, whose portraits appear briefly
on postal issues and charity-stamps
of Hungary (1916 and 1918) and on
a single Austrian charity issue (1918).
This youth has been a collector for
several years, and his collection was
exhibited at the big philatelic ex-

VALUE $7500
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hibition in New York in the autumn
of 1926, lavishly embellished and
mounted by a distinguished Hun-
garian artist.

Many of the world’s major and
minor countries possess important
national collections, some quite ac-
cessible to the public; others more
secluded. One of the most com-
plete is the Berlin Postal Museum,
which, because of the fortunes of war,
failed to receive the Ferrari treasure.
Others are the National Stamp Col-
lection of India, housed in the Vie-
toria Memorial Building, and the
National Stamp Collection of Ire-
land, in the Science and Art Museum
in Dublin. This collection was be-

gun in 1893, with the bequest of his
stamps by the Duke of Leinster.

MILLBURY, MAss.,  VALUE $2000

VALUE $3000

GREENWOOD VA
VALUE $1000

LIVINGSTON, ALA,
VALUE $1250

A complete national collection of
Serbia vanished from Belgrade dur-
ing the World War, and efforts to
rebuild it have been under way since
the creation of the kingdon of Jugo-
slavia. The excellent collection of the
United States Government, embracing
the stamps of all nations, is housed
in the National Museum. The New
York Public Library intends even-
tually to install as one of its perma-
nent exhibits an excellent collection of
American postal varieties acquired in
1925 from Benjamin K. Miller, a
Milwaukee philatelist. This collec-
tion contains the only unperforated
pair in existence of the United States
1893 Columbian issue and one of the
few known sets of the eight denom-
inations of the August 1861 issue,
these latter having been issued before
the postmaster-general had given
his approval to the designs. When
changed and corrected, these resulted
in the second issue of 1861. The
firstissueis valued in excess of $7000.
Still another rarity is the twenty-
four-cent United States inverted air-
mail specimen.



THE ELIZABETH TREE

By MARY MAYO CRENSHAW

F all the places to play, the lit-

tle girl best liked Old Capitol
Square. The squirrels would eat out
of your hand,—if you had five cents
to get peanuts,—and if you sat very
still, they would climb up on your
shoulder. One day she had been
very, very quiet and one of them
mounted up to her head, where it
looked like a little squirrel cap. Only
people always came along and fright-
ened them away.

Then there were the statues: Jack-
son standing like a stone wall, and
Henry Clay speaking, his hand out-
stretched, with a little house over his
head. She liked the old fountain,
splashing away while the restless red
goldfish scurried around. If you
tried to keep up with one goldfish, it
was very exciting for they darted in
and out so that you could n’t be sure
which was which.

The old State Library was another
attraction. Portraits of the old gov-
ernors of Virginia hung there. She
sometimes crept in, when it com-
menced to rain, and felt a certain
pride that one of

Governor Wise, with his little fair-
haired girl by his side. It was a

funny, crooked little tree in the middle
of a good-sized grass plot.

There

WHERE THE GOVERNOR OF VIRGINIA LIVES

were more blossoms on it than on any
dogwood in the world, she believed,
and it was the only flowering tree in
the square. The rest were all big
dark oaks and elms. The dogwood-
tree was her dear delight. Every day
in the spring she would go there, and
in the midst of a happy time, a big
policeman in blue coat and brass

marry the governor of Virginia and
live in that big house, and I 1l let all

the children play under the tree.”
Time went by, and the little girl
became a beautiful big girl with lots
of beaux. The one she liked best had
gone to school with her and now was
at college. They used to go to the
old square sometimes and sit there
dreaming dreams of the future. The
dreams always included them both.
Later on, he went to the legislature,
and she used to go down to the
Capitol—in the old square, too—and
hear him make speeches. Then there
was a big wedding at the church
across from the square, and they went
on to Congress together. Things
moved fast, and before you knew it,
he was governor of Virginia. They
were so busy getting installed that
she forgot all about the little tree,
until one day she looked out of the
window and saw that it had burst into
beautiful white bloom. Not losing
a minute, she darted over to the
governor’s office. He was with a
visitor, but Madam could be ad-
y mitted. She

them, Governor
Alexander Spots-
wood, was her
ancestor. One
could n’t have
chosen a nicer
ancestor, with
his blue velvet
coat and knee-
breeches. She
tried to wear her
hair like his, tied
back with a rib-
bon. The li-
brary was next
to the Gover-
nor’s Mansion, a
fine old colonial
home, benevo-
lently open a
good deal of the
time. It would
be nice to be
governor of Vir-
ginia. One of
her favorite
amusements was
pressing her nose
against the
quaint iron fence
and dreaming
dreams of how one day she would be a
great lady and would come to that
house.

But the place she liked best was the
dogwood-tree. It had been planted
by another governor of Virginia,

Fan )

came in and,
dropping a curt-
sey, said: ‘I
have a petition
to make to your
Excellency.”’
“The half of my
kingdom,”’ he
smiled. “Then
let the children
play on the grass
under the dog-
wood-tree.’’
‘““‘Granted!”’ he
said.

So after that,
the children
swarmed to the
green plot under
the quaint little
tree. They used
to join hands
around it and
play ring-
around-a-rosy
and all their fool-
ish little games.
The governor’s
wife came some-
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buttons would hale her away—‘Not
allowed to play on the grass.”” One
of them, an Irishman with red hair,
told her she was a disobedient “little
imp,” and she flared back at him,
“You just wait till I grow up and
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times and
watched them,
and tourists to the historic old square
used to wonder who the pretty lady
was. The children named the tree
the “Elizabeth tree,”” and considered
it their own personal property; and
the “Elizabeth tree’ still stands.



CHUCK BLUE OF STERLING
By GEORGE B. CHADWICK

SYNOPSIS OF PREVIOUS INSTALMENTS

CHARLEY (CHUCK) BLUE, a village boy, has a vision of college
With the encouragement and help of his mother,
in charge of the village library, and seconded by his own efforts
the dream comes true three years later and Chuck finds himself
Oliver and Bess Tilden, whose father is

and football.

a freshman at Sterling.

one of the wealthy summer residents of Sayville, had been very
friendly with Chuck in their younger days, but as they all grew
older the interests of the young Tildens and the country boy
had naturally diverged, and they had drifted apart.
somewhat of a snob; Bess is a tease, but fair-minded.
Holmes, is a cheery, genuine lad, a friend of Oliver’s at prep
Oliver, Chuck, and Hap all enter the same class at
The three make the football team in time for the big

school.
Sterling.

CHAPTER VII
INITIATING THE FRESHMEN

HUCK and Hap were pacing up
and down the corridor near
Chuck’s room. It was the all-
important night on which fraternity
elections were given out. A hush had
settled over the freshman dormitory.
Boys, grouped together, were talking
in tense undertones. Shortly they
scattered to their rooms to await a
hoped-for election.

Hap looked at hiswatch. ‘‘Almost
eight,” hesaid. ‘I ’d better go down
to my room.”

The boys nodded to each other.
“Good luck,” said Chuck.

“Good luck,” answered Hap, and he
went downstairs two steps at a time.

It was the custom for the senior
president, as referee, to blow a whistle
at eight o’clock, the starting signal
for the waiting fraternity men. They
then made a dash for the rooms of
the freshmen they wanted.

Reaching his room, Chuck left the
door slightly open and sat down; then
he got up and looked out of the win-
dow; then sat down again.

It was worse than waiting for a
game to begin. No looking forward,
as in the case of the game, to physical
action, to the possibility of turning
the tide in his favor, in his team’s
favor, by efforts of his own. He sat
there, taut. Then he heard the
whistle, far off, but clear and distinct.
His body jumped all over.

Now he heard the clatter of racing
steps, a door was slammed, then an-
other. How weird, that clatter, with
no accompanying sound of voices!
Now they were up in his corridor, on
the top floor. Some one was running
toward hisroom. A young mancame
in, panting. He shut the door.

It was Latour. With quick direct-
ness he offered Chuck an election to

Pi Ro.
Chuck slowly shook his head.
“No,” he said. “Thanks all the

ling’s hero.

Oliver is
“Hap”

same.” And Latour went out, leav-
ing the door ajar.

Still that sound of racing feet and
slamming doors. Chuck sat down
again and waited. He had thought
the matter over carefully and had
finally determined on Gamma Delta
or nothing. If he did n’t make it that
year, maybe he would the next. He
knew he could n’t be really happy
making anything else.

The clatter died down. Freshmen
began to come out into the corridors,
talking excitedly. Chuck could hear
the chatter of three or four of them,
collected at the head of the stairs.

‘“Hap Holmes went Gamma Delta,”
one of them said.

Another boy joined them, coming
up from below. “Pi Ro for me!” he
cried. “Did you hear? Oliver Til-
den got Eta Nu.”

“So did Bill Day,” said another.
“They were dead sure, those two.”

Then Chuck heard the rumbling
tones of Dan’s voice. He evidently
had just joined the group.

“Greet me, boys. They took me.
Gamma Delta.”

He heard them slapping Dan on the
back. The boy was popular with his
classmates.

Time was passing rapidly. Elec-
tions would all have been given out
by now, Chuck thought. The tense-
ness left his body, a lassitude came
over him, an ache to his heart. Then
he heard some one coming down the
corridor—some one, he figured, to see
him and sympathize. Instinctively
he started to shut the door and lock it.
He did n’t want to see any one, not
even Hap, just at that moment. But
he would n’t let himself do it. In-
stead he got up and went toward the
window, gritting his teeth.

Someone came in and shut the door.
Chuck turned—he gave a startled
gasp. It was Hill, the sophomore
who had stopped and talked to Hap
that Sunday afternoon on the train
when they were coming back from
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game with Weymouth, and the final whistle finds Chuck Ster-
Christmas vacation is a jolly time for Chuck, with
the Tildens including him in all their parties, and he saves one
of Bess’s friends from drowning.
acknowledged leader.
the sophomores from the freshman banquet.
Chuck and his chums have a thrilling week-end in one of the
mountain cabins maintained by the college.
freshman basket-ball team goes to New York to play Columbia.
Chuek, Hap, and Oliver are on the squad. The% help win the
game, and later Chuck distinguishes himself

Bess’s lost hand-bag.
over their chances with the Greek-letter fraternities.

He returns to Sterling an
He and Dan and Hap are kidnapped by
A little later

The Sterlington

Yy recovering
On the way back to college, the boys talk

New York. Hill offered Chuck an
election to Gamma Delta, and Chuck
accepted. But his mind was a haze—
the answer he gave seemed almost to
have come from some other person.

“I congratulate you,” said Hill, as
he shook Chuck’s hand and hurried
out.

A bang at the door and in came
Hap. A shout from both the boys,
and Hap gave Chuck a joyous hug.

“I watched Hill come up and go to
your room,” he said. ‘“As soon as he
passed me and went down again,
along I came.” He gave Chuck an-
other hug. “I ’'m gladder about you,
almost, than I am about myself.”

They sat on the window-seat and
began talking it over rapidly.

“Say, do you know what the trouble
was?’ Hap suddenly asked. ‘“You
thought they did n’t want you, and
all the time they were thinking you
wanted Eta Nu. They came to me
the first one, I guess. Dutch Logan
—you know—came after me. When
he ’d given me my election, he asked
what several different fellows wanted.
He was surprised as the dickens when
I told him you wanted Gamma Delta.
They thought you wanted to go with
Oliver.”

‘“Me—with Oliver?”’ Chuck cried.
He looked perplexed; then he grinned.
‘“That—that ’s funny.”

‘“When you come to think of it,”
Hap said seriously, “we need n’t have
worried about your making Gamma
Delta. A fellow with an upright
character like yours—"’

Chuck laughed.

“Wait till I ’ve finished,” said Hap.
“I mean a fellow who ’s a darn good
sort and who ’s done all you have
freshman year. The Gamma Delta
crowd would be idiots if they did n’t
want you.”

A grinning face peered around the
door—Danlumbered in. Congratula-
tions all around, and they began to
rehearse the whole thing over.

“They took me,” said Dan, ‘“‘to
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leaven the bunch. The esthetic ele-
ment—sure I 'm esthetic!”

Then they went out, arm in arm,
to round up the other Gamma Delta
candidates.

A period of what was termed
“running”’ now followed. No longer
did the fraternity men greet the
freshmen they had chosen with an
exaggerated, polite interest. When
they met them they nodded curtly, or
passed them by without any recogni-
tion at all. At other times they keep
them busy doing foolish errands or
laughable stunts. Each morning the
freshmen candidates were instructed
to appear in the room of a fraternity
man, awaken him, present him with a
carnation, and recite some rhyme.

The Gamma Delta crowd had
heard about Chuck’s adventure with
the taxi driver in New York, and
grabbed at the incident with joy, as
something they could use.

Hill was the upper-classman Chuck
had to awaken. The first morning

THE INITIATION:
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“That won’t do at all, candidate,”
Hill said sternly. ‘‘Good-morning,
sir.’”

“Good-morning,
Chuck.

“Have n’t you alittle poem you ’d
like to recite to me, candidate?”’
asked Hill.

“Yes, sir,” Chuck answered. He
felt quite idiotic, as the words of the
rhyme came into his head. He

sir,” repeated

hesitated.
‘“Hurry up, candidate, I 'm waiting
patiently,” said Hill, and Chuck

started in, haltingly:

“I ’m only a hick from the country,
But them city folks, they can’t fool
me,
Not a chance! Why a crook
A necklace he took,
So I chased him andgotitbackeasy.”

“So it was easy, was it, candidate?”’
Hill asked. He pretended great in-
terest in the rhyme, although he had
written it himself, such as it was.

“CHUCK FELT QUITE IDIOTIC AS THE WORDS OF THE RHYME CAME INTO HIS HEAD"

he did so was a fair sample of all the
other mornings.
“Good-morning, candidate,” said
Hill, when Chuck appeared.
‘“‘Good-morning,” answered Chuck.
He presented the carnation.

“Yes, sir,” said Chuck. He felt it
was just as well tosay yes. Then he
started to go.

“One moment, candidate.” Hill
held up hishand. “Isn’ttheresome-
thing else you ’d like to say to me?

Perhaps you 'd like to give me an idea
of your capabilities—what you think
about yourself. I ’d enjoy being en-
lightened.”

“Oh, yes, sir,” said Chuck. He
had hoped to get away without re-
peating another rhyme that had been
given him to learn.

“Bow, candidate,”’ said Hill

Chuck bowed and began:

“I m marvelous at football;
Great at basket-ball.
In fact, I think I 'm very good
At any game at all.”

He bowed again and left Hill’s
room. Once outside he drew a
breath, relieved—he had felt utterly
silly. But later he got used to the
morning rigmarole and rattled off his
rhymes with a grin.

A stunt that seemed to give the
Gamma Delta crowd particular pleas-
ure was the portraying by Dan of
the waves of the ocean rolling in.
Even when they ran into him out on
the campus, they made him do it.
He took to wearing old clothes—with
the weather breaking into early spring,
some of the days were muddy.

One afternoon he was coming out of
the physics laboratory, which was off
the main campus, situated on a rising
slope. As he came down the steps,
he spied three Gamma Delta men
strolling along the path in front of
him. They stopped in their tracks
and one of them cried out:

“Aha, Candidate Lay.”

“Glory be!” thought Dan. ‘“Why
did n’t I look before I came out.
Now I 'm in for it! I might as well
do my stunt and get over with it.”

Action quickly followed his thought
and before the Gamma Delta men
had time to give him instructions
what to do, he had jumped off the
steps, stretched himself out on the
ground, and rolled down the slope to
their feet.

“The ocean rolls down to us to-
day without being commanded,” re-
marked one of the fellows. “Very
good, Candidate Lay.”

“The candidate indeed shows in-

telligence,” said another. ‘“But not
the ultimate in intelligence.”” He
glanced at the laboratory. ‘In your

study of physics, candidate, have n’t
you learned that the waves of the
ocean roll up, not down. I ’m afraid
you Il have to repeat your little les-
son, and this time correctly.”

‘“Yes, candidate,” said the first
speaker. ‘“Let the waves roll up.”

It was rather muddy where they
stood, but Dan obediently lay down,
and began again to roll.

The Gamma Delta men stood
watching.

“What a lazy ocean!” cried one



seriously. “Hurry up, waves, and
don’t forget to splash at the top.”
But the corners of his mouth began
to twitch, and suddenly the quiet of
the afternoon was broken by shouts
of laughter from all three. They
leaned against each other, weak with
joy, as Dan laboriously rolled his pon-
derous body up the slope.

“‘Splash, splash!” he sputtered, as
he reached the top and bumped
against the laboratory wall.

Wearily he rose, and the Gamma
Delta men thanked him with words of
gracious praise.

“Candidate, you may depart in
peace,” they told him.

“Oh, mud baths are healthy,” said
Dan, philosophically. “And look
what it ’s doing for my figure.”

The Gamma Delta crowd could n’t
leave Dan alone. They racked their
brains to think up stunts.

Late one afternoon he was ordered
to report in front of the gymnasium.
Hill and Dutch Logan were there to
meet him.

“Candidate, take a little walk with
us,” said Hill. “We ’ve been think-
ing about you. There ’s a serious
question we ’d like to discuss with
you.”

“Yes, candidate,” said Logan, as
he took Dan confidentially by the arm.
“We ’ve come to the conclusion that
it would be wise for you to get mar-
ried.”

“This is a new one,” thought Dan.
‘“What ’s up now?”’

“We ’ve picked out a charming
young woman for you to propose to,”
Logan went on. “Will you be satis-
fied with our choice, candidate?”’

“Yes, sir,” answered Dan.
naturally had to agree.

“That is well, candidate,” said Hill.
“The young lady is Miss Margaret
Scattergood.”

Miss Scattergood was a young
woman of about thirty, greatly in-
terested in amateur theatricals. In
fact, she had written a play several
years before, and had tried peren-
nially to interest the college dramatic
club to produce it.

Dan had met her once or twice, and
she, in a somewhat kittenish manner,
had enthused over his ability as an
actor. Her father was a professor in
the college, a crabbed old fellow—
“Doc Scatterbrain,” the students
called him.

At eight o’clock that night Dan
walked up the steps of the Scattergood
house and rang the bell. His legs
trembled a bit—this was going to be a
rather nervous experience. No one
came, so he rang the bell again. He
rang it a third time. A feeling of re-
lief began to come over him—no one
at home. He was about to leave

He
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when a maid finally opened the
door, and ushered him into the living-
room.

Miss Scattergood was sitting by a
table, reading. She looked up in
great surprise.

“Why, Mr. Lay, how unexpected,
but how nice of you to call,” she said.
“I was just reading Ibsen. Don’t
you adore Ibsen? Do sit down.”

She moved to a couch and patted it
with her hand as an invitation to Dan
tositbesideher. Danmovedforward,
but did n’t sit down. Hesank to his
knees before her and took her hand.

“Miss Scat-
tergood—Mar-
garet,” he said.
“I have long
adored you.
Will you marry
me?”’

She drew her
hand away
quickly. “Why
—why—Mr.
Lay—TI hardly
know you,” she
said in amaze-
ment. Then
she looked at
him with sud-
denshrewdness.

‘‘Is this a
joke?’’” she
asked; then a
softness crept
into her face.
“Forgive me,”
she said, ‘“col-
lege boys so
often play prac- ¢
tical jokes.
You see, I ’ve

THE INITIATION
CONTINUED:

had expe-
rience.”
Dan shud-
dered. ‘““Goodness!” he thought;

‘“/does she think I mean it?”’

“I like you, Mr. Lay,” Miss Scatter-
good went on, “very much. I ’ve
thought about you often—yes, I have,
really. But—but you must give me
time to think—”’

What should he say now? Still on
his knees, Dan tried to collect his
panic-stricken thoughts.

“A-a-hem!” he began, but just
at that moment the door leading from
the professor’s study opened, and
the professor himself came out. He
paused and looked grimly over his
spectacles at the tableau before him.,

“What ’s this?”’ he exclaimed.
“What ’s all this, Margaret?”’

Dan scrambled to his feet in em-
barrassment, but Miss Scattergood
merely turned her head and smiled
sweetly at her father.

“Mr. Lay—I mean, Dan—has just
proposed to me,” she said softly.
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“What!” herfather cried. ‘“What!
That young whippet—why, he ’slittle
more than a baby!” He stalked up
to Dan. “Freshman, are n't you?”’
he asked, a scowl! on his face. “This
is idiotic. I ’ll have to ask you to
leave the house at once.”

“THE PROFESSOR LOOKED GRIMLY AT THE TABLEAU BEFORE HIM"

“Father, don’t!” Miss Scattergood
cried. ‘“You ’ll hurt his feelings.”

But Dan started for the door and
with alaerity. He paused, however,
for just then a snicker, followed by a
shout of laughter came from behind a
screen inside the dining-room. Miss
Scattergood herself began to laugh,
and out of the dining-room trooped
Hill and Logan and three other
Gamma Delta men.

The professor frowned.

“We were merely putting the can-
didate through his paces, Professor,”
said Hill. “Miss Scattergood was
helping us.”

“Father, it was just a joke!” cried
Miss Scattergood.

But the professor, still frowning,
looked again over his spectacles and
without a word went back into his
study and slammed the door.

Miss Scattergood rose and smiled
radiantly at the boys.
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“Was n’t it delicious?”’ she ex-
claimed. “The dramatic element
was wonderful. I was thinking about
that all the time Mr. Lay was kneeling
there in front of me-—what a situation
for a farce-comedy!” She turned to
Dan. “Oh, but you were funny, Mr.
Lay. I ’ll never forget the look on
your face-—never!”

And as the Gamma Delta men es-
corted Dan out, he thought to him-
self that without any doubt he must
have been funny—no, idiotic!

One morning, a few days after the
elections had been given out, Chuck
found two letters in his mail-box.
One of them was from Bess, the first
he had ever received from her, short
and formal to be sure, but congratu-
lating him on his election.

He turned to the other letter. It
was from his mother, the first part of
it full of pleasure and pride at his
making Gamma Delta. Then she
went on to say that she had n’t been
very well, but that she would give him
the exact details so that he ’d know
there really was nothing to be anxious
about.

Chuck knitted his brows, and read:

I *ve had pains in my side, not serious.
The doctor thought it might be a touch of
appendicitis and ordered me to rest for a
few days. I ’'m much better now. I ’ve
had Sarah Daniels in to help me and Mrs.
Roche took my place at the library; but I
go back to-morrow. So, you see, there is
really nothing to worry about. I only
thought it right to let you know, just as I
always want you to let me know if any
little thing is the matter with you. Even
if it is a slight attack of appendicitis, that
does n’t necessarily mean an operation,
not at all. I had an attack like this once
before, when you were little. It passed
away quickly.

Nevertheless, Chuck was worried.
He read the letter over again, and in
doing so was somewhat reassured.
But he at once wrote his mother to
telegraph him if she became ill again.
Then he dashed off a note to Bess, and,
because he was concerned about his
mother, he forgot to try and make it
a formal one, so it was natural and
easy, and quite what it should be.

Soon came initiation night. Chuck
received a note ordering him to be at
the northeast corner of the library at
seven-thirteen. Hap, he discovered,
was ordered to be at another desig-
nated point at seven-eleven, and Dan
at still another at seven-seventeen.
They were surely in for a rough-and-
tumble time of it, for the notes they
received had told them to wear old
clothes. But never mind, that was
part of the game. They ’d take what
was coming to them and enjoy it.

Chucktook hisstation atthelibrary
promptly at seven-thirteen. He was
excited, a bit nervous, but pleasurably
30. A car drew up to the curb and
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two Gamma Delta men gotout. One
had a paddle in his hand.

“Steady,candidate,”hesaid sternly.
He raised the paddle and used it on
Chuck, not too hard, but by no means
gently. “Just a starter to get you
used to it,” he remarked with a spa-
cious smile.

They blindfolded Chuck and put
him in the car. They started, went a
short distance, turned a corner, and
stopped again. Chuck heard them
get out and put another candidate
through the same preliminaries. Then
he felt some one being bundled into
the seat beside him.

A chuckle—which he recognized.
It could be nobody but Dan!

“Shut up, candidate,” said one of
the Gamma Delta men, “this is no
laughing matter.”” A whack of the
paddle, and an involuntary ‘“Ouch”
from Dan.

“It ’s me,” whispered Chuck, under
cover of the noise of the car as it
started, and the two boys nudged
each other.

They stopped twice more, then off
the car went, out into the country,
Chuck imagined. He had no idea
where, but he did n’t care; he was en-
joying it thoroughly.

After a while the car stopped and
the four candidates were taken out
and led to a shelter. It had the feel
of a barn, the musty smell of old
hay. Some fellows were there al-
ready;othersshortly joined them. A
continuous hubbub. Much ordering
around of candidates. Bang, bang
went the paddles to make them obey.

Each boy was instructed to do a
stunt. 1t gave Chuck a curious feel-
ing to hear the beat of a paddle and a
voice saying, “‘Candidate, sing for us,”
and not to know until the song began
who on earth was about to take his
turn at being the goat.

The crowd.had in some way dis-
covered what each candidate did
badly. Hap could n’t sing, hence he
was ordered to get up and give them a
song.

‘“Rotten!” they cried, and beat him
up.

Chuck had to do a fancy dance.

“Terrible!” they groaned, and
beat him up as well.

Finally, Dan was told to make a
speech. It was clever and witty, as
might have been expected, and then,
instead of again using the paddle, each
man came up and shook his hand and
solemnly congratulated him.

A Gamma Delta man now spoke
up: “We ’re going to leave you.
Haven’t decided if we want the whole
lot of you after all. We ’ve got to go
back to the house-—to discuss the
matter. We ’ve heard some pretty
dubious things about two or three of

you—never mind who. Look into
your conscience, each one of you.
Think it over.”

As they left, he gave a final order:
“You ’re not to talk while we ’re
gone. If you do—well, I ’ll leave it
to your imagination as to what will
happen.”

The candidates sat still. Five
minutes passed. Then a whisper
broke the silence.

“Are we alone?”’
Dan’s.

“Yes, I think so,” came a whispered
answer.

They listened. No sound. Evi-
dently guards had not been left.

“Woof!” exclaimed Dan, out loud.
“I could n’t keep stillany longer.”

With that, all began to chatter, and
each, with a start of interest, dis-
covered who was sitting beside him.
But they did n’t take the bandages
from their eyes; they just lifted them
and peeped.

“Say,” queried one of the boys,
“did they really mean that about not
taking in two or three of us?”’

“Of course not,” said Hap; “but it
gave me a start for a second.”

“Aha!” cried Dan. ‘Looked into
your conscience, did you?”’

“It ’s just part of the crazy stuff
they always put you through,” an-
other boy remarked.

The time passed slowly. They be-
gan to wonder how long they ’d have
to wait. It began to seem like hours;
but in actual time only thirty minutes
had passed when they heard the noise
of several cars outside.

“‘Shush, everybody!”’ said Hap, and
they carefully seated themselves
exactly as they had been when the
Gamma Delta men had left.

They were now taken, still blind-
folded, back to college and to the
fraternity house. The outside, rough-
house part of the initiation was over.

What happened inside they kept
to themselves. A wonderful night.
Chuck figured to himself that he
never could forget it. And when he
awoke the next morning, the first
thing he did was to feel for his frater-
nity pin. Sure enough, there it really
was, secure on the coat of his
pajamas. He glanced at the mantel-
piece. There, resting jauntily, was a
paddle, the Gamma Delta insignia on
it, and below, cutin the wood, hisown
initials. Chuck lay back dreamily
happy. It was good to be alive!

That afternoon Hap came saunter-
ing up to Chuck’s room. He noticed
that the door was slightly open. He
tiptoed along and poked his head
in quietly, prepared to say: “Boo,
brother in Gamma Delta.”” But he
did n’t say “boo,” he let out a roar

(Continued on page 492)

The voice was



LITTLE LAME BO-BO

ITTLE Lame Bo-bo was a tough

one. At least that ’s the way

most any one but his own doting
mother would put it.

To her he was a wonderful son—
who some day would be a ruling
power in his community. She loved
him more than Blackie, his calm-
natured brother. She often thought
that she loved him even more than
any other son she had ever been
blessed with. To all others, though,
he was looked up-
on as a prodigal
who would sooner
or later meet
with a sad catas-
trophy as a re-
sult of his youth-
ful wildness.

He was known
to all the other
grizzly bears in
that remote sec-
tion of the Alaska
Peninsula aslittle
Lame Bo-bo.
He was called
Bo-bo because
instead of talk-
ing by ‘“‘poofing,”
as most every
bear does, his fa-
vorite expression
of voice was:
“Bo-bo!”—said
from ’way down
deepinhisthroat.
The other part
of his name had been given to him
as the ultimate result of an almost
fatal adventure experienced at the
tender age of about four months.
That was just a short time after his
mother had first brought him out
of the winter hibernation quarters,
where he was born, to have his first
view of the wonderful world in which
he was to live. He had run away.
Almost all normal boys run away at
some time in their very young careers
—whether they be the kind of boys
that live in houses and wear machine-
made clothing, or are hairy brown
bear cubs that live in rock dens far
up in the Alaskan wilds; though,
to be sure, few boys of either variety
ever run away at the very tender
age at which Bo-bo did.

Among his numerous experiences
while on this adventure, Bo-bo had
tried to make friends with a great
big shaggy papa-bear; and not know-
ing that papa-bears have a very
strong dislike for their own babies,
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he had narrowly escaped with his
life. This big monster of a Kodiak
grizzly, that stood almost ten feet
high when erect on his hind feet
and weighed over fifteen hundred
pounds, had given him one cuff with
his powerful paw that had sent him
sailing through the air into an alder
patch; and little Bo-bo had since
that day carried a broken and crooked
front foot as a result. That was
how he came to be lame.

“UNSUSPECTINGLY THEY AMBLED DOWN THE TRAIL TO FEAST AND BASK IN THE SUN"

The lame foot that he carried was
quite a mark of distinetion for him,
though, and by it every other young
bear cub in those parts knew him
and gave him a wide berth, for he
had, during that first summer of
his grand and glorious existence,
whipped each and every member
of his generation that he had been
able to inveigle into a good old-fash-
ioned scrap.

This is the true story of what was
without doubt the greatest adventure
of his young and turbulent life—
his experience in the hunting camp
of four “Men.”

Motherand her twosons, Bo-bo and
Blackie, had a wonderful home. It
was a not large, but very comfortable,
cave up near the top of the mountain
overlooking Little Valley. An old
rock-slide, now overgrown with grass
at the top and alders at the bottom,
led from the very entrance of their
cave down to a crystal-clear stream
where there was always an abundance
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of salmon from about the first of July
until winter froze it over in the late
fall. The den was out near the
entrance to the valley and from their
doorway they could look far out
across the rolling, swampy tundra,
with its network of sluggish water-
ways, even to where the ever restless
Bering Sea groaned and thundered
upon its sandy beach. When Mother
had brought her two new-born forth
from that same den for their first
glimpse of the
world, they had
waded through
the wet snow to
go down to that
same beach to
meet the first run
of salmon in the
early spring.
That was when
Bo-bo had run
away.

Then asthede-
licious big fish
had worked their
way up the
streams into the
mountains to
their ancestral
spawning-
grounds, this
family had fol-
lowed them until
they got back
into their own
Little Valley and
could live in the
home den. Now each day they had
but to make the short trip down into
the valley to feed to their hearts’ con-
tent upon the silver hordes that
wriggled and splashed on every rocky
riffle.

Tnlike all the big old daddy-bears
and grown-up younger generation,
this family fed during the daytime.
Mothers with young cubs do the most
of their salmon-fishing in the daytime
so that they will not encounter the old
bears that might try to harm their
youngsters.

This particular morning the family
strolled out of the entrance of their
den as usual, just as the sun was
climbing up above the mountain hori-
zon and flooding its golden glow of
warmth into the peaceful Little Val-
ley. Already the sea-gulls were soar-
ing above the family’s private fishing-
place and screaming impatiently for
them to hurry down and drag out
some salmon so that they could feed
upon what was left. The gulls always




462

follow the bears and grow fat upon the
crumbs from their table, so to speak.

Mother stretched herself, extending
her big sleek brown head as far up in
the air as her neck would permit and
shaking herself vehemently. Then
she rolled over on the fresh green
grass, thrusting her four big powerful
legs straight upward in a quite un-
ladylike manner, got up and shook
herself again, and was ready to amble
down to the fishing-place. This was
Mother’s usual morning exercise,
though she never demanded that her
youngsters should do the same.

Bo-bo, anxious to be head over
heels in the feast, went bounding off
down the trail toward the alders;
while Blackie peaceably sat down on
his woolly haunches to wait and take
the trail right at his mother’s heels.

Their world was as they saw it
every morning—save one little detail
which their very poor eyesight pre-
vented them from noticing. Had
nature blessed bears with the eyesight
of the mountain-sheep or the eagle,
Mother would never have taken her
two loved ones down into the valley
that morning. The same sassy little
ground-squirrel barked defiance at
them from the doorway to its own
home among the big boulders just
above the den; and the family of
eagles which lived on the cliffs a little
way up along the mountain soared
high up over the valley. But there
was one small detail in the scene which
stretched out before them which was
exotic—spelled danger and destruc-
tion! It was the thin gray curl of
smoke from a camp-fire, which rose
lazily up into the morning air from
a clump of alders just outside the
entrance of Little Valley where its
stream joined a larger one that mean-
dered across the tundra and flowed
into the Bering Sea. Also, had
Mother known that at the same time
two hunters were leaving that camp
and heading right up into their Little
Valley, she would have taken her two
youngsters and gone straight across
the mountain to another part of the
country.

Unsuspectingly they ambled on
down the trail to feast and bask in
the sun.

Just above the family’s favorite
fishing-place, there was a large open
place across which the trail crossed.
It was here that Bo-bo and Blackie
always enjoyed a little game that was
all their own. Distributed over this
open grassy lawn were a number of
large boulders partly imbedded in the
ground. The minute that one of the
cubs would emerge from the alders he
would make a dash to climb on top of
the nearest boulder. Then it was the
task of the other cub to follow him
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and try to get up and push the other
fellow off. This friendly struggle
would keep up until Mother, ambling
unconcernedly along the trail, should
get too far ahead; at which time there
would be a grand dash for another big
rock just ahead of her, and the
struggle would be gone through all
over again.

This morning Mother stopped in
the middle of this playground and sat
contentedly on her haunches, as if to
watch her youngsters and to let them
whet a better appetite for breakfast.
That was n’t their idea, though, and
evidently thinking that they were
unwittingly holding up the party,
they both agreed by mutual consent
to abandon their game and lead the
way to the feasting-place.

Bo-bo led the field, humping along
the well-beaten trail, carrying his left
front crooked foot in the air, yet out-
distancing his unimpeded brother.
Down the bank he went and hit the
water with a splash. One glance
back to see if Blackie was following,
and he darted out to the rocky riffle,
where the water was shallow. -Hehad
a fine big salmon clinched in his little
jaws of needle-sharp teeth even before
Blackie was in the water. Hastily he
strode past his brother and out on the
bank, where he dropped the flopping
fish.

Mother came waddling down the
trail. Bo-bo glanced down at the
fish; then gazed up at her as much as
to say, “Here, Mother, you eat this
one and I ’ll get another.” Like a
tlash he wheeled and darted out to
the riffle to get one for himself.

He was attracted to Blackie, who
evidently had found something quite
unusual. Going over, he found his
brother rather suspiciously and quite
cautiously pawing at a great big fish
that was more than three times the
size of ‘any they had ever seen before.
In fact, it seemed almost as big as the
cubs themselves. It was a king
salmon.

Bo-bo dashed in, throwing a spray
all over Blackie, and grabbed the big
fish in his teeth. It flopped and
thrashed about, throwing water all
over him, and it was all he could do
to hold it. But hold it he did.

After battling with this big fish for
quite a while and finding it impossible
to carry it in his mouth out on the
bank, he managed to get his little
hairy arms around it, and standing
upright on his hind feet, with the
fish’s tail flopping between his legs,
he walked proudly, though with no
small difficulty, to the rocky shore.
Dropping the big fish, he pounced
upon it with teeth and claws.

Mother had been watching the
procedure with unquestionable in-

terest, and walked proudly over to
touch her big nose to his fuzzy back
in a most affectionate manner.

They had a wonderful time—until
something happened which was like
a bolt of lightning striking right in
their midst. It was this way: Bo-bo
had eaten until his little stomach
bulged like a toy balloon. Yet
Mother was not quite ready to go
back into the alders for their mid-day
siesta. He wandered off down the
stream, in the hope of finding another
of those monster fish. He did not go
far; but he did go far enough to catch
a cross-current of wind which carried
to his nostrils a scent that caused him
to stop in his tracks as if suddenly
turned to stone. It was a scent which
he had never before smelled; yet he
knew it, and it fairly caused his blood
to turn cold. It was Man! It was
the one enemy in all the world which
he knew he must fear as death itself!
How his mother had explained to him
the peculiarities of that scent and the
terrible dangers that it meant, I do
not know; but I do know that he had
been informed in such a way that
when he first came in contact with it,
there was not the least doubt in his
mind as to the identity.

Wheeling, he darted back toward
Mother and Blackie. Somehow he
conveyed the message to her. I do
not know how he did this, either;
but I know that he did. Before he
had covered half the distance, both
Mother and Blackie were on their
hind legs for a hasty glance around;
then, dropping down, they all started
scrambling hastily up the bank to-
ward the heavy alders.

Just as they reached the top, there
was a crash! It was like thunder
right beside them. And Mother
pitched forward, running her nose
into the ground. But she was up like
a flash and staggered on. There was
another crash! But they were all
three in the alders.

Mother gave one stifled groan and
growl. It seemed she growled to try
and cover up the groan of pain. She
stopped for a moment to lick at a
place on her hip which had already
became as red as berry-juice. But it
was only for a moment that she
stopped, and then led the way at a
fast pace through the thick alders up
the valley.

Both Bo-bo and Blackie had been
far too scared to do anything but trail
wherever she led; and while their first
thoughts were to retreat to the den
up on the mountain, they neither of
them so much as made a suggestion—
just followed as close to her heels as
they could get.

They did not stop this pace until
they were at the very head of Little
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Valley and had mounted to a place
among the rocks on the very top of
the ridge. There Mother lay down,
almost exhausted. She had been
traveling on three legs most of the
way and seemed to be very tired and
in great pain. But they were safe
now; and Mother assured them, in her
own way, that her injury was really
not serious.

As Bo-bo began to regain his com-
posure, the hair on his little back
began to rise up and he bared his rows
of pearly teeth in a menacing manner.
Growling deep down in his chest, he
walked stiff-legged over to where he
could look down into the valley, as
much as to say: “If I were grown up,
I’d gobackdown there and tear that
thing to pieces!”

Soon Mother got up and went to a
place where there was a spring, and
digging up some of the mud, she
rubbed her hip in it until the hair was
well plastered. This would stop the
blood and act as a bandage. Then
she went back and lay down again.

They did not leave the place until
dusk fell.

As the fiery sun was setting in a
blaze of color far out across Bering
Sea, the family made their way slowly
along the crest of the ridge toward the
home den. Mother was very stiff S isrecoaceen
and lame, but, while she could travel “MOTHER STOOD UP TO WATCH FOR ANY
very slowly, she was in the best of DANGER W HIUBATHEVERISHED:
spirits. Bo-bo walked proudly close Bo-bo went to sit in the entrance
beside her head, carrying his crooked of the den and gaze down into the
foot unusually high, as much as to valley. He could barely see the
say: “We'reboth
crippled now, are

.n’t we, Mother?
But I don’t
mind!”’

Long into the
night, after they
had curled up
close together in
the home den,
Bo-bo lay and
thought of the
incident of the
past day—every
now and then
baring his pearly
little teeth in a
revengeful way.
If he could only
go out to seek
this thing which
had harmed his
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see the gulls soaring above it, im-
patient at their absence. His little
stomach rumbled with emptiness,
and adventure and food—mostly
food—were calling him.

Very unconcernedly, he slipped out
in front of the den; then, walking over
to one side, he started running down
the trail as fast as his legs could carry
him. Into the alders he went, and
on down toward the creek.

“I ’1l bring back a nice big salmon
for Mother,” he thought to himself.
‘““That will square matters with her.
Blackie can go hungry. He ’s such
a coward anyhow!”’

Down near the stream he ran on
the tracks of a big male bear, which
gave him a little scare. But on he
went.

At the last edge of the alders he
stopped to take a good look and sniff
around before venturing out in the
open. Satisfied that the coast was
clear, he ambled bravely down to the
stream, picked up the first salmon he
came to, and hurried back up into the
alders to eat it.

He did not know, though, that the
same two men who had shot at his
Mother were lying in the tall grass
just across the creek and had seen
him come out of the alders and go
down for his first salmon.

In a short time he returned to the
stream for another fish, with which
he again returned to the alders.

'The third one that he carried out
he had intended taking back. up
the mountain to
his mother.
But it looked so
good that he
just had to eat
it—then go back
for another.

He had begun
to feel quite safe
now, and stayed
in the stream
until he was
gorged.

Picking up a
nice salmon, at
last, he started
up the trail to-
ward the home
den.

He had got a
late start that
morning and al-

mother, and readythesunwas

crush it! high in the heav-
They woke the ens and it was

next morning at © Harold McCracken very hot.

the usual time’ “BO-BO AND BLACKIE FISHED TO THEIR HEART’'S CONTENT"” CrOSsing the

though Mother

was too stiff even to leave the den. stream, which the morning sun had
Both the cubs were mighty hungry turned into a glistening silvery ribbon

and anxious to go in search of some where it meandered among the alder

salmon. patches far below; he could faintly

open place just
abovethestream where he and Blackie
were in the habit of playing their
game on the big rocks, he decided
to lie down and rest in the shade of
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one of them. It was nice and cool
there and he could watch for the ap-
proach of anydanger. Butwhatwith
his gorging himself, the heat, and his
loss of sleep the previous night, he
was soon fast asleep.

The two men who had been watch-
ing him from the opposite side of the
stream had slipped across and were
hurrying up along the edge of the
alders toward a place opposite to
where he had lain down. They both

carried coils of rope in their hands

© Harold McCracken
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somefaststepping to keep clear of the
cub’s teeth and claws.

“Look at the little rascal fight!”
he exclaimed. ‘“‘Andy, getthat other
rope on him before he chews a leg off
of me. Why, he ’s a regular little
volcano!”

Andy, who was the man’s guide,
swung his rope cowboy fashion and it
dropped over Bo-bo’s head and was
jerked tight.

“That’llhold him!’ chuckled Andy.

“I "1l take the little fellow back to

“ROTH CUBS WERE HUNGRY AND ANXIOUS TO GO IN SEARCH OF SOME SALMON""

and had rifles slung by straps over
their shoulders.

Crawling on their hands and knees,
they were soon quite close to the rock.
But still Bo-bo continued to sleep.

A few moments later one of the
men rose up behind the rock, and
reaching around, he dropped a noose
in the rope over Bo-bo’s head.

The instant the rope touched his
hair he sprung to hisfeet. Butit was
too late! The noose was jerked tight
around his neck. He was a captive!

He almost instantly got the smell
and knew that he was in the hands of
the same enemy that had injured and
brought such pain to his mother. He
remembered the threats which he had
made the previous day and as he had
lain awake beside his mother in the
night, and he broke into a fighting
fury that was like a miniature vol-
cano. Springing forward at his ad-
versaries, he half rose on his hind
legs, with both fore-feet clawing the
air and his bared teeth snapping
viciously, determined to tear this
enemy to shreds.

The man who had dropped the rope
over his head sprang back and did

the New York Zoo, Andy. Do you
suppose he is one of the cubs that was
with the old lady we crippled.”

“Yes,” assured Andy, ‘“he ’s the
little lame fellow.”

“Well where do you suppose the
mother is?”’

“She probably died last night,
somewhere up in the alders.”

“Pshaw! I wishI had n’t shot at
her now—"’

‘““Yes—that ’s one thing I hate. I
don’t like to see a crippled animal get
away, just to suffer and die.”

“Probably the other cub is still
with her.”

“Yep—

All this time Bo-bo, with every
ounce of strength he possessed, had
been struggling to free himself so that
he might get at his captors. They
were not so big, he thought, and if
he could just get at themn, he was sure
he could chew them to pieces. Yet
they were like demons! They had
crippled his mother when he could not
even see them; and now they kept
him helplessly suspended between
them in such a way that he could not
so much as touch them. This was

not the sort of fighting he was accus-
tomed to! Now too he understood
why it was that Mother had so se-
riously and emphatically warned him
to take to his heels as fast as he could
when he first scented their presence
in the country. They were demons!

Exhausted from the two tight ropes
around his throat and from his mad
exertions, he was soon overcome by
the two men and tied hand and foot.
Even his mouth was tied tight shut
with the hard rope that cut his nose
and made his legs ache with pain. He
now could not even bawl for Mother
and Blackie to come to his assistance.

His little heart fairly quaked as one
of the men picked him up in his arms
and, holding him close, started carry-
ing him away.

Bo-bo looked up into the eyes of
his captor. The man did not look so
very vicious, he even looked kindly as
he softly stroked and patted his tired
head. Yet the cub shrank from the
touch, for fear it would inflict a
wound such as had been inflicted
upon Mother. His little eyes nearly
popped out of his head and in his
heart he was very sad.

They carried him for what seemed
to be a very long way, though he was
in too much of a panic to realize even
which way they went.

At last they came to a place where
there were two tents and a camp-fire
on the bank of the river near where
the Little Valley stream flowed into
it. Before they reached this place
two other men had come out to meet
them, and they showed great interest
in the new captive. One of them
took Bo-bo and carried him the re-
mainder of the way to camp.

He was laid on the grass in front of
one of the tents, while they all stood
around and stared down at him. He
returned their gaze with suspicion
and fear.

Then one of the men pounded a
stake into the ground not far from
the camp, a leather collar was put
around his neck, and he was soon
carried out near the stake and un-
bound. He now began to feel a little
more friendly toward them, as he
thought they were going to turn him
loose.

The minute he felt himself free he
scrambled to his feet and started
straight for the alders as fast as he
could go. But he was shortly brought
to a stop with such a jerk that it
almost broke his neck. He was tied
to the stake by a long rope! Wheel-
ing around, he started for the four
men with all the savagery and deter-
mination he had in his make-up.
The men scurried away, laughing
loudly, and he was again very sud-
denly brought to a stop by the rope



with which he was tied. Standing
up on his hind legs and leaning as far
toward them as the rope would per-
mit, he fanned the air viciously with
his sharp-clawed paws, and with teeth
bared he tried desperately to reach
them. But they always stoocd just
out of his reach—and laughed at him.

The man who had carried him to
this place went into one of the tents
and returned with a tin plate filled
with something which he put down in
front of him; but he only bit at the
plate, dumping its contents out on
the grass. Something very sweet and
which he liked the taste of stuck to
his lips, yet he would not let the man
see him lick it off, and disdained
nosing around in quest of more.

After a while the two men who had
captured him went away down the
river in a canvas canoe and the other
two men went into one of the tents—
and all was quiet.

Bo-bo then put in a long and stren-
uous siege of endeavor to get free.
He ran and jerked at the rope, tried
to pull it off over his head, tried to
chew it in two, and tried to chew off
the stake to which the rope was tied.
But all in vain. He did, however,
slip over to lick up some of that
delicious sticky stuff that was all over
the plate, and then from sheer ex-
haustion lay down to rest.

It was not until sunset that he saw
any of the men again. The two who
had gone away in the canoe returned
in it. As they came up to the camp
they yelled, and the other two men
came out of the tent and yawned and
stretched very much as Mother did
when she came out of the home den
in the morning.

The men ate their supper, sat
around the camp-fire for a while, then
went into the tents, and all was quiet.

The moon rose in the heavens; a
fox barked back up in the valley; and
Bo-bo again launched on an effort to
get free that he might return to
Mother and Blackie.

He chewed at the rope until his lips
and gums were sore and bleeding, but
seemed to make no impression upon
it. Then he renewed his effort to
break the rope by rushing with all his
speed and strength until it stopped
him with a jolt. But this was mighty
hard on his neck.

In one of these dashes he turned
partly around, just as he came to the
end of the rope, in an effort to save
his already sore throat and neck from
the sudden jerk. As he did so, some-
thing gave way and he went com-
pletely over in a backward somersault.
The collar had slipped off over his
head and he was free!

For a minute he was actually afraid
to try and go any farther for fear he
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would find that he was still fastened
by the rope. Walking very slowly
for a little way, till he gained confi-
dence, he started to run, and assuring
himself that he was in truth free, he
hit out for the nearest alders faster
than his little legs had ever carried
him before. The wildest feeling of
exultation and joy that he had ever
known filled his heart, and he fairly
wanted to fly!

Darting into the alders, he con-
tinued to go at such a pace that he
bumped into them and stumbled and
fell every little way—yet on he went
as fast as he could. Nor did he stop
until at last he fell exhausted and
could go no farther. After lying
panting for a little while, he got up
and walked, wabbly-like, to a little
creek, where he lay down in the water
and fairly let it run into his mouth.
This refreshed him, though, and he
was soon on his way again.

Bo-bo knew the whole district very
well, for he and Mother and Blackie
had been over every foot of it, and it
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gone down toward the stream in the
valley. Away heraced after them.

They were found near the rock
where he had so unwittingly lain down
to take his fatal nap the previous day.

With a pathetic little cry he darted
right under Mother’s big fore arms
and rubbed against her almost franti-
cally. Mother nosed him over most
affectionately from head to foot,
occasionally uttering a sharp guttural
poof as she scented the strong, ob-
noxious smell of man all over him.

He, no doubt, told her the terribly
wild story of his almost unbelievable
adventure, hurriedly and excitedly as
only he could. As proof he even
went over to show her the salmon
which he had intended bringing up to
the den for her, and which the sea-
gulls had almost devoured.

Mother was well satisfied now that
it was high time that they should
leave that part of the country for
some time to come.

She was still quite lame, but could
already make almost as good time as

“MOTHER AND BLACKIE SEARCH ALL DAY FOR BO-BO”

did not take him very long to get his
bearings, once he was away from the
camp.

So anxious was he to get back to
the home den that he made a short
cut to it right up to the top of the
mountain. The last mile of the way
he ran as fast as he could, and was
again almost exhausted when he
darted into the low entrance.

But Mother and Blackie were not
there! He ran around frantically in
search of them. They had not been
gone so very long, he knew, and soon
picked up their trail where they had

ever. Only poor little Lame Bo-bo
was so stiff and tired he could hardly
drag one foot after the other.

“We ’ll go across the mountaing
and far back to a den I know high up
on the big voleano,” she said to her
two youngsters as they plodded on
their way. ‘““There will be no danger
of the men finding us there.”

“And can I sleep all day to-mor-
row?”’ questioned Bo-bo, as he swal-
lowed a big mouthful of wild-cabbage
leaves upon which he had been feeding.

And Mother swung her big head
around to nose him affectionately.



“EYES RIGHT'—TWELVE HUNDRED CADETS PASSING IN REVIEW

AN ADVENTURE AT WEST POINT

By MARJORIE K. CATRON

ACK was very properly thrilled
when his father offered to take
him te West Point to spend afew days
with an uncle who was an officer on
duty there. Part of the excitement
lay in seeing again a vaguely remem-
bered cousin about his own age; and
part, in seeing soldiers and cadets, for
he knew West Point was the nation’s
training-school for army officers.

As the train slowed up at the sta-
tion, his first thought was that they
were getting off at the wrong place,
for all he could see was a steep hill
and the grim gray walls of a large
building—not a sign of a soldier or
a band or even a house! As he and
his father stood rather disconsolately
on the station platform and watched
the train disappearing into the tunnel,
a motor-car slid quickly up beside
them and Jack saw an officer, with a
boy of his own age, step quickly down
and exclaim: ‘“Here they are! So
sorry wewerelate! But I wassentfor
by the commandant and could n’t
get away.” While the two men
talked and piled the suitcases into the
car, and even when they were going
up the steep hill, the boys looked
shyly at each other, and Jack won-
dered if his cousin Tom was really as
nice as he looked.

When they reached the top of the
hill, they found themselves on a huge
grassy plain, and all over the plain
were groups of young men in gray
uniforms, with their transits, stadia
rods, and plane-tables, learning how
to survey.

Jack wanted very much to stop and

wateh them, but the machine hurried
by relentlessly.

“Who are they, and what are they
doing?”’ he asked Tom.

“They are cadets, and before they
can be officers, they have to learn how
to make maps; is n’t that so, Dad?”’

But Dad did n’t answer, for he was
just stopping the car in front of a line
of officers’ houses not far from the
plain.

Jack got out slowly, looking this
way and that. Then he slipped a
hand inside his father’s as they went
up the walk.

“Gee, how do you suppose they
know which is their house?”’ he
whispered. ‘““All the houses are ex-
actly alike!” And so they were—a
long line of houses, each precisely like
the next.

“Army posts are usually built that
way, son,” answered his father.
‘““The Government, or the quarter-
master, runs out of ideas, I guess.”

Then Jack was welcomed by his
aunt and two little girl cousins.

“My, how big you are, Jack! In
about four years you ’ll be coming
here as a cadet,” his aunt said, giving
him a big kiss, much to his secret
disgust.

“I ’11 be seventeen then,” the boy
answered; ‘“but before I decide wheth-
er or not I ’ll be a cadet, I ’d like to
look around some.”

The grown-ups laughed and his
uncle promised that he could do some
“looking around” after tea, which was
waiting for them.

An hour later, Jack and Tom ran
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rapidly down the walk in front of
the officers’ houses toward the plain,
where they could hear a band playing.
As they turned the last corner and the
magnificence of the spectacle burst
upon them, Jack stopped short.

“Gee whiskers!” he exclaimed,
‘“Is n’t that wonderful!”” For there,
on the plain before them, twelve
hundred cadets were superbly march-
ing to stirring music, all in unison, the
gold-and-gray guidons fluttering in
the breeze.

“Eyes r-right!” commanded the
cadet lieutenant, as B Company
swung by, and Jack was much per-
turbed to see all the men looking
toward him.

“Tom,” he whispered, “what ’s the
matter? What have we done?”’

“That ’s all right., See, they are
just passing the cadet captain who is
taking parade, and they always ‘eyes
right’ him. Now they are ‘front’
again and the next company is doing
it. Oh jiminy! There ’s Razzles,
my dog! He must have busted the
rope, and if the M. P.s get him,
they ’ll put him in the guard-house
and maybe chloroform him. Dogs
are n't allowed on the post. Jack,
you chase him up there by the gym
and the barracks and I’ll go this way,
’cause we 've just got to get him,” and
Tom sped away.

Jack looked about vaguely, decided
that the largest building he was near
was the gymnasium, and walked
toward it. Nowhere was there a sign
of the little fox-terrier. Jack looked
everywhere, whistled shrilly, and
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called. He was wandering about
uncertainly when suddenly around
the corner toward the cadet barracks
sped a little white streak. Jack
dashed after him, followed him
through archways, in and out of
apparently deserted buildings, finally
up a long stairway, and then into
what was evidently the bedroom of
three cadets. Three plain quarter-
master beds, three tables, three chairs,
and one washstand with three basins
were all the furniture that the room
boasted.

As Jack stood there, thinking of his
own room at home with its rugs, its
pictures, and its window-curtains, he
heard the tread of many feet, the
bumping of rifiebutts on the stairway,
and many voices. Suddenly he saw
the cadets, dozens of them, unbutton-
ing brass-buttoned coats and loosen-
ing belts as they climbed.

‘““Well, what have the waves washed
up here?’ said the foremost cadet,
catching sight of Jack.

“I came up to look for my dog, or
rather, Tom’s dog. I saw him run
up here, orleastwise I guess it was up
here; but I guess I 'm a little lost.”
After which incoherent speech, Jack
started down.

‘“Boys are n’t allowed in barracks,
sonny, but methinks I spy something
under my bed, so wait a minute.
You stand there and block the door-
way, and I ’ll get the pup,” and
reaching a long arm under the
farthest bed, the cadet pulled out
Razzles. Tail wagging and full of
pep, the little terrier looked as if he
had thoroughly enjoyed the adven-
ture.

“Well, I hate to go, but I suppose
I must,” Jack said, and after a
moment’s hesitation, during which he
looked up hard at the erect young man
before him, “Would you advise a
fellow to come to West Point and
learn to be a soldier?”

“There is a lot to be said forit, old
man,” was the answer. “It ’s a
wonderful profession; it will never
make you rich, but it ’s a life of
service; and as for the four years at
West Point, I can say that you leave
here more than a little finer and better
than when you came in.”

Two other cadets came into the
room, took off the full-dress hats with
their stiff pompoms, and began
carefully wiping their rifles.

“‘See this blond giant, sonny? He
did n’t know one end of a rifle from
the other before he came into West
Point, and now he is an expert rifle-
man, the highest rating in shooting a
man canhave. And Spike, overhere,
came from the mountains of Ten-
nessee and probably ate with his

knife—though I m not sure about
that,” Jack’s friend added hastily as
he saw the boy’s eyes widen. ‘‘And
now look at them, two as fine speci-
mens as you ’d meet anywhere.”

The two cadets grinned and one
asked Jack, “Is this a personally
conducted tour for the dog?”’

“No, Razzles just ran up here, and
gee! I 'm glad he did, for now I know
you all. Besides marching and sur-
veying, what do you do?”’

“Well, we do quite a bit of study-
ing” (groans from the other two)
“and we do quite a bit of athletics,—
in fact, any athletic game that you can
think of,—and we ’re taught to ride
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liable to get into trouble for having
an unauthorized visitor in barracks.
Good-by, hope we ’ll see you again.”

“Good-by, and thanks a lot for—
for everything.”” And with the cadets’
farewells ringing in his ears, Jack
ran swiftly down the stairs, firmly
clutching Razzles under his arm.

Everywhere now were cadets, mak-
ing the best of a free hour before
supper—on the tennis-courts and on
the plain, which also served as a golf-
links, and some just aimlessly walking
up and down. But Jack noticed that
whenever an officer appeared, im-
mediately the cadets straightened and
gave the military salute.

THE CADET BARRACKS AT WEST POINT

and shoot and march, and we dance
at Saturday-night hops, and we go to
chapel on Sunday, and, and—then we
do it all over again.”

““This is a distinguished gathering
you ’re in, son,” the tall man from
Tennessee spoke up. ‘“The cadet
who is giving you all the information
is next year’s football captain, who is
going to lead us on to victory and a
licking for the Navy. Incidentally,
he is the superintendent of the Sun-
day-school and the chaplain’s right-
hand man.”

“Do West Point cadets teach
Sunday-school?” the boy queried in
wide-eyed wonder.

‘“Some of them do, and it ’s a
toss-up whether the children learn
more about the Bible or about the
football games. But here comes the
Company Tac., so I think you ’d
better go.”

“What ’s a Company ‘Tac.’?”
asked Jack, regretfully edging towards
the door.

“A tactical officer, and we are

The boy was pondering deeply on
many things as he made his way back
to Tom’s home.

Hearing a call, he looked around
and there, running and breathless,
came Tom.

“Gee, I ’'m glad you ’ve got Razzles.
Where did you find him?”’

““On the top floor of cadet barracks,
and I had a dandy talk with three
cadets. One is the football captain
and teaches Sunday-school. Do you
go to Sunday-school and can I go
with you?”’

“Of course we ’ll go—every one
likes Sunday-school ’cause the best
football and basketball men are the
teachers, and after—we finish_ the_
lesson we talk about the games.
Here ’s our house.” And the two
boys ran up the walk.

That evening at supper in a pause
in the conversation, Jack made a very
important announcement.

“I ’ve looked around some, and I
am surely going to be a cadet,” he
remarked.
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SOMETHING ABOUT MOONS
LL of us have heard about the
planet Mars. Our own planet,

Karth, is another of the eight satellites
which revolve around the sun. Mars is
so situated that it comes, occasionally,

Courtesy of American Museum of Natural History, New York WA
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scope to see them. In fact, neither of
them is more than fifty miles in diam-
eter, whereas the diameter of our
moon is almost forty-four times that.

Now, our own moon is distant many
miles from us; but these little satel-

rainted by Howard Russell Butler,

LATION SCORPIO. MARS IS SEEN NEAR THE TOP OF THE PICTURE

rather close to us. However, even
when nearest, Mars is millions of
miles distant, and when farthest from
us, it is many millions of miles away.
It shines with a reddish hue, and
is much smaller than our Earth. Its
day is a little longer than our Earth’s
day. Its year is much longer, con-
taining 687 days, as against our 365.
There are many other interesting
things about the planet Mars, one of
which is that it possesses two moons,
named Deimos and Phobos, and they
are so tiny that we have to use a tele-

lites of Mars are situated not very far
from its surface. Deimos, the smaller
of the two, is 14,600 miles away,
Phobos, 5800 miles. In other words,
when the inner moon, Phobos, shines
at the zenith, it would appear a little
larger than our own moon, but only
half as bright. And Deimos, at its
full, would be much brighter than the
planet Venus shining upon our Earth.

All of these facts are interesting,
but the most interesting fact remains.
It is with respect to Phobos. We
know that our own moon rises in the
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east and sets in the west. But Pho-
bos rises in the west and sets in the
east. This peculiar motion is caused
by the inner satellite revolving
around Mars much faster than Mars
rotates on its axis. That is, Phobos,
traveling swiftly toward the east,
would soon disappear below the
eastern horizon of Mars, setting
there. Afterward, it would reappear
above the western horizon, seeming to
rise. In fact, Phobos has what
astronomers call a “period” of about
724 hours, and, inasmuch as Mars
rotates once on its axis every 2424
hours, this inner moon revolves
around Mars more than three times
while Mars rotates once—its “‘day.”
Few people, perhaps, realize how
small our moon really is. In the sky
she looks as big as the sun, which we
know is very far off and of gigantic
proportions. Even though we know
that the moon is quite close to us, the
mind is slow to grasp the fact that,
compared with the earth, she is quite
a small body. The moon’s diameter
is just about 2160 miles. Now if you
take an atlas and, on the map of
Australia or Africa, draw to scale a
circle of the radius of the moon, you
will find that she will quite comfort-
ably fit within the length of Australia,
the smallest of the world’s continents,
while she would only just about fill
the bulge in the northwest of Africa.
It is interesting to know that the
planets Jupiter and Saturn are rich in
moons, as they possess, respectively,
nine and ten known satellites, two of
these satellites being, each, a great
deal larger than our own moon.
CHARLES NEVERS HOLMES,

HOW RAINDROPS MAY BE FORMED
MAaNY people must have wondered
how it is that while, on some occa-
sions, raindrops are small, on others
they are very large indeed. Here is
an interesting little experiment which
may be an explanation of the matter,
although at present it can not quite
be said that it certainly is so.
Arrange a hose-pipe with a nozzle
so that it will shoot a single stream
of water about ten feet into the air.
You will see that when the stream of
water starts to fall, it does so in the
form of quite small drops. Now get
a rod of hard rubber or a glass rod and
rub it with a piece of dry flannel or a
silk handkerchief until it is electrified.
Rub very briskly for about half a
minute, and then hold the rod close
to the stream of water just where it
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begins to break into drops. 9 not
actually touch the water with the rod.
Almost at once a very curious thing
happens, for the small drops join
together in numbers, and in this way
form large drops. Take the rod
away, and the drops divide up into
the small ones again. It is thought
likely that when rain is falling from
the clouds, the presence of static
electricity tends to make the drops
large. At any rate, the interesting
little experiment strongly suggests
that this is so, for when the rod is
rubbed it becomes charged with static
electricity.
S. LEONARD BASTIN.

TIRELESS WINGS

Ir you will listen carefully on some
still night of spring or autumn, espe-
cially one when the sky is clouded
over, you may hear above you a faint
sharp cheeping and twittering. It
comes from the army of birds that
swing south every fall and back north
again when the warm days come in
spring.

All of us know, of course, that most
birds ‘“migrate,” as it is called, but it
is really surprising to learn how far
some of them go. We must remem-

Courtesy U. S. Department of Agriculture
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ber that they do not go south just to
get away from the cold weather—in
fact, no one is quit= sure just why they
do go. If their object was only to
find a warmer climate, they might
stop off for the winter in Florida or
Mexico and be very comfortable.
But not many of them do. They
keep right on across the Gulf of
Mexico and into northern South
America, and some kinds are not even
satisfied with the hot sunshine of the

lands near the equator. For ex-
ample, there is one species of bird
called the golden plover which flies on
and on past the hot countries, past the
dense forests of Brazil, and far down
into Patagonia, which is the land in
the lower end of South America.
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why he seeks so bleak a coast. But
we know that to reach it he must cover
a distance of 11,000 miles, and when
he goes back north in the summer he
has another 11,000 miles tocover. In
his yearly travels from north to south
and back again he flies a distance that

Courtesy U. S. Department of Agriculture

A GROUP OF WILD GEESE IN GOLDEN GATE PARK, SAN FRANCISCO, WHICH
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Every year he makes this journey,
then rests two or three months, and
then starts back again over the
thousands of miles that lie between
him and his summer home. That
home is away up north near the arctic
circle. There the mother bird lays
her eggs on the moss, and hatches and
raises her brood of little plovers.
When they are strong enough the
whole family spread wings for far-off
Patagonia.

How would you like to take an 8000-
mile journey every six months if you
had to do it entirely on your own wing
power?

But even the far-flying plover can
not be called the king of bird travelers.
That title must go to a white-feathered
bird with a black cap and a forked tail
which is known as the “arctic tern.”
This tireless flier never stops in his
northern journey until there is no
longer any solid land ahead of him on
which he can build a nest. On the
edge of the land that lies nearest the
north pole he makes his nest and es-
tablishes his summer home. Then
when the time comes for him to fly
south again he does not make for a
land of trees and sunshine. In your
geography you will see that surround-
ing the south pole there is a large area
of land usually known as Antarctica
or the Antarctic Continent. Past the
whole continent of South America the
arctic tern wings his way until he
reaches the shore of this barren land.
No one knows what paths he takes or

would take him almost around the
world. In a government bulletin,
Dr. Wells W. Cooke has pointed out
that the arctic tern sees more daylight
than any other living being. His
summer months in the north are
nearly all daylight, and during the
four months in the south the sun is
below the horizon only a little while
each day.

Most birds migrate at night and

griculture
THE ARCTIC TERN, THAT COVERS 22,000
MILES A YEAR BY WING POWER

stop to feed during the day. But
some, like the wild geese whose V-
(Continued on page 483)



THE WHITE MAN IN CHINA

HE average American reader of

the news has one idea pretty well
fixed in his mind about China: that
the north and the south are hostile to
each other. The formal government
is in the north, at Peking. The rival
government is in the south, at Canton.
The southern government represents
the movement for what we may call
the New China. But the two govern-
ments are united in one point, and
that is, desire to loosen the white
man’s grip on their country.

So on one day we learned that the
Chinese Government, meaning the
official and recognized government
at Peking, had sent a note to the Brit-
ish legation saying the Government
was surprised that the British Gov-
ernment was sending war-ships, sub-
marines, and airplanes to China, with
troops and marines; and giving assur-
ance that the Chinese Government
would protect British property to the
best of its ability. And then, on the
very next day, we read that the Can-
tonese Government was willing to
negotiate with England only if Brit-
ish troops were at once withdrawn
from Shanghai, feeling that to nego-
tiate while the British troops were at
hand would be making a bargain
under compulsion.

A few days later came the news of
attack on Shanghai by the Cantonese
army. The defenders met the ad-
vancing army of the south outside the
city, and reports were that they had
checked the southerners’ advance,
and were preparing to take the offen-
sive. And the British prime minister
declared that the British troops would
go to Shanghai if necessary to protect
British citizens and their property
there. The prime minister of the
Dominion of Canada declared his
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country favored the British course of
action, while also sympathizing with
the Chinese people in their desire ‘‘to
secure control of their own destiny.”
But he said, boldly, that as Canada
had had no part in shaping British
policy in China, he did not see any
reason why Canadian troops should
be sent over. Please note in this
declaration the new spirit in which the
British dominions meet the Imperial
Government at London.

Early in February, a regiment of
United States marines started for
China from San Diego. At the same
time, a detachment from the Philip-
pines embarked. In all, it was fig-
ured that Admiral Williams would
have a force of 2500 marines ready
for use “in an emergency.”

Well, perhaps you “know the
answer.” I ’m ready to confess I do
not. But I do think we can afford

to bear in mind such facts as this:
That the Western Powers have not
kept the promises they made to China
after the war. That the Far East
has seen Europe exhaust itself in that
war. That the Chinese and Japanese
must have mighty little respect for
the white man’s promises—and also
that they must begin to feel that it is
not forever going to be impossible for
them to rule their own land their own
way. Finally, that if the United
States wants to continue to hold the
friendship of China, it cannot talk
peace and send troops.

THE PRESIDENTVETOES AND SIGNS
WHEN the Senate voted in favor of
the McNary-Haugen Farm-Relief
Bill, Vice-President Dawes must have
chuckled. Do you remember when
he had the folks at Washington all
stirred up over his fight for a revision
of the Senate rules? He said the
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Senate was so tied up with rules, it
could n’t get any work done. But
the Farm-Relief Bill went through the
Senate ‘‘with bells on.”” The reason
was that one group of senators was
very anxious to have this bill voted
on, and another group was equally
anxious for a vote on the Branch-
Banking Bill—and they agreed not to
block the voting on either bill.

The long fight on the Farm-Relief
Bill divided the Congress into two
parties, the Easterners, who opposed
it, and the Westerners, who supported
it. The men from the industrial East
were all worked up over the proposed
law as a price-fixing measure. They
said the farming industry must be
governed by the old so-called law of
supply and demand, and economic
conditions should rule, not govern-
mental action. And those who ar-
gued in favor of the bill asserted that
theGovernment should do as much for
the farmers as for.the manufacturers.

Passed by both houses of Congress,
the bill went to the President for sig-
nature or veto—and he vetoed it, de-
claring it economically unsound. This
was an act of great political courage,
for it was bound to cause anger and
disappointment among western voters.

Watch Tower readers divide into
two groups on all questions of govern-
mental policy, naturally; and I have
to be careful to play fair with both
sides. But I 'm willing to risk this
statement, which, of course, is noth-
ing in the world but just my own
opinion: that it would not have done a
bit of harm to make the experiment.
When the tariff was first thought of,
there were plenty of critics who said
it was wrong to try to regulate trade
in defiance of that good old law of S.
and D. But we have the tariff—and
the country seems fairly safe.



The McFadden-Pepper Branch-
Banking Bill, passed at the same time
as the McNary-Haugen bill, suffered
no such fate as the farm measure.
The President signed it. His doing
80 has aroused little or no criticism,
for the new law is constructive. It
allows national banks to establish
branches in States where the same
privilege is allowed state banks. It
extends their chartersfromthe ninety-
nine years hitherto allowed, to an
indefinite period, and removes re-
strictions regarding investments,
stock dividends, and the management
of trust funds. In other words, it
brings the law in line with present-
day practice in banking.

More important, to our way of
thinking, the bill extends indefinitely
the charters of the Federal Reserve
banks. This system was created in
1913, with a twenty-year lease of life.
It has demonstrated its value in our
business life in taking up the slack in
periods of easy money and of relieving
the strain when money was scarce.
This extension of their charters takes
the banks out of the arena of politics
and will save them from the fate
which overtook the first and second
banks of the United States, founded
by Alexander Hamilton and killed by
Andrew Jackson.

HOW MUCH NAVY?

WHEN President Coolidge sent a
memorandum to several European
Governments, suggesting further na-
val disarmament, and a message to
Congress reporting what he had done,
it created quite a stir. There had
been a battle in Congress between
big-navy men and little-navy men.
In 1924, Congress had authorized the
building of eight new scout-cruisers,
and it was necessary, if anything was
to be done, to appropriate money so
the work could be started before ad-
journment of the Sixty-ninth Con-
gress. Otherwise, new legislation by
the next Congress would have been
necessary. Some of the ships had
been started, and early in February
the Senate voted, 49 to 27, in favor of
appropriating money for three more.
This was especially interesting be-
cause the President opposed such
action.

So when Mr. Coolidge announced
that he had invited England, Japan,
France, and Italy to join with the
United States for further navalrestric-
tion, it became a question whether he
was independently anxious for in-
ternational action or simply blocking
the big-navy men. We see no reason
to doubt the President’s sincerity—
and also, no reason to criticize his
action. The Washington Conference
started the good work. Why not
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another codperative endeavor to carry
it further?

England accepted the proposal
readily; but France was quick to ex-
press opposition. France has been
opposed to reduction of military force
ever since the war, saying it could
take no part in such a project unless
guaranteed by the other powers
against invasion. France has con-
sistently taken the stand that it must
keep its defenses in readiness for any
attack from Germany. Also, France
is suspicious of Italy, its commercial
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to deserve the name. It lasted only a
week, but there was fighting at Oporto
and Lisbon in which casualties were
estimated at several hundred.

The trouble began with a military
dictatorship. General Carmone be-
came dictator and president. The
Government planned to borrow sixty
million dollars, and the opposition ob-
jected, because they said there was no
true constitutional government to
stand back of the loan and direct the
use of the money. They went to the
diplomatic representatives of other
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rivalin the Mediterranean. Further-
more, France argues that further na-
val reduction would be only a nibble
at the great question of military
disarmament. Mr. Coolidge says,
“Take it step by step.”” And France
says, “What ’s the use of half-way
measures? All or nothing!”

Well, armies and navies have had
their way for a good many centuries.
Is n't it about time to try to rule the
world by reason instead of force?
Competition in guns and ships eats up
enormous sums of money that other-
wise might go into peaceful industry
and make the world more comfortable
instead of wrecking it with wars.

PORTUGAL, LAND OF
REVOLUTIONS
PORTUGAL became a republic in 1910.
Since then it has had more than
twenty revolutions. It is difficult to
fix the exact number, because some of
the disturbances might be considered
mere riots rather than revolutions.
But this latest one was serious enough

countries and argued that the loan
should not be granted.

Parliament had been dissolved.
The newspapers had been forbidden
to print what they thought about the
question. Men hostile to the Car-
mona government had been sent to
prison, or driven into exile. And
the discontent spread among army
officers, who in Portugal as in Greece
and in Spain are always ready to take
a hand in the game of politics.

The first outbreak occurred at
Oporto. Part of the garrison there
mutinied, but the greater part of the
forces remained loyal to the Govern-
ment. Martial law was proclaimed
in the city. Troops from near-by
garrisons were sent in to subdue the
rebels and keep order in the town.
Finally, Oporto was bombarded.
Several attacks by the government
forces were repulsed.

Before the revolt in Oporto was
quelled, there were similar scenes in
Lisbon. The rebels made a final
stand in the arsenal, where they were
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surrounded and compelled to sur-
render. Railroad workers went on
strike in sympathy with the rebels,
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and the capital was cut off from any
kind of communication with outside.
Civilians took a hand in the fighting.
Thousands fled from the city, in a
snow-storm. Some of the mutinous
troops fled in boats down the Tagus
River.

So the revolt ended. But the die-
tatorship continues. Portugal ap-
parently loves a fight better than the
quiet and orderly processes of con-
stitutional government.

THE GIRL ON THE FARM

THE Southern Women’s Educational
Alliance is trying to find ways and
means to make country life more at-
tractive to girls, so that they will not
follow the example of so many of
their brothers and go away to the
cities to look for employment.

The picture shows one girl who is
doing well with country life. She is
Miss Elga Daniels of Nacogdoches,
Texas, the champion girl cotton-
grower of that great State. Miss
Daniels raised two and a half bales of
cotton an acre. She went to Wash-
ington to report her achievement, and

burned the White House.
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THE WHITE HOUSE

FoRr the third time since the White
House was built, the President of the
United States has been compelled to
move into another home. In 1814
the British invaded the capital, and
President
Madison had to live elsewhere while
the White House was rebuilt. In 1913,
the Roosevelts moved out while the
White House was being repaired; and
now the Coolidges are going through a
similar experience. The Executive
Mansion has to have a new roof.

Until June, they will live in the
Patterson Mansion, on Du Pont
Cirecle. Thisis a beautiful four-story,
white marble house, with thirty rooms
—more than there are in the White
House. The President said it was
especially well suited to his needs.
The first floor has a library, reception-
room and kitchen. On the second
floor are a library, dining-room, draw-
ing-room and ball-room. On the
third floor are the bedrooms, and the
servants’ quarters are on the fourth.
The house is beautifully decorated.

Those who are interested in Wash-
ington as a City Beautiful are much
disturbed because the fine old resi-
dences in the streets around the White
House are being torn down and
apartment-houses and high business
buildings planned in their place.
Architects have urged Congress to
permit government buildings to be
erected there, so that the whole neigh-

owed. They acknowledge the neigh-
borhood is bound to change, but they
do not like to see it filled with build-
ings of varied styles and no general
harmony.

What is the obstacle? In 1926,
Congress passed a bill forbidding
government buildings north of Penn-
sylvania Avenue. This opened the
way to commercial development of
Lafayette Square. The Public Build-
ing Commission, working out a plan
for new government buildings, would
like to place a group of them there,
but the 1926 law stands in the way.
It was hoped that new legislation
might be passed in the last weeks of
the Sixty-ninth Congress, last month,
to make this possible. At the time
of writing this WATCcH TOWER, no
action had been taken.

JAPAN, OLD AND NEW
WHILE guns boomed and temple-
bells tolled, the people of Japan sus-
pended all ordinary activities in
respect to their Emperor Yoshihito
when his funeral procession passed
through the streets of Tokio. 0dd,
the contrast between the modern city
and the ancient rites in honor of the
dead emperor. In the procession
were soldiers in modern uniform, and
those who carried bows and arrows
and great shields such as were borne
by soldiers of the island empire in
days of old.

Dispatches from Tokio estimated

the picture shows Secretary Jardine, racncana adantic Photos

head of the Department of Agricul-
ture, congratulating her.

WHERE PRESIDENT AND MRS, COOLIDGE WILL LIVE WHILE REPA‘IRS ARE MADE TO

THE WHITE HOUSE

The American girl is very much borhood can be developed systemati- the number of persons who saw the
like the American boy—all she asksis cally, on a plan that would save the procession at a million and a half.

a chance to show what she can do.

White House from being overshad-

Some people spent a whole night in



the street, waiting. They brought
sleeping-mats, food, and little char-
coal stoves. One feature of the
strange contrast between old and new
was in the music. The army and
navy bands played modern musie,
while back in the center of the line
were the ancient instruments of na-
tive art. The body of the emperor
was carried from the capital to its last
resting-place, in Asakawa, in a mod-
ern railroad train. Not so many
years ago, the Japanese people would
have forbidden the taking of pictures
on such an occasion, but the movie
camera-man was there, and pictures
of it were seen in western cities.
Fascinating indeed is the mingling
of the old and the new in Japan. It
would be wrong to think of Japan as
0 “modernized”’ that its old legends,
beliefs, and customs are forgotten or
uncherished in the minds and lives of
the people. It would be most unfair
to criticize them for retaining, along
with the splendid, proud spirit of
their nation’s early days, much of
their ancestors’ way of seeing life.
The Japanese are a keen-minded peo-
ple. They appreciate the advantages
of western civilization on the material
side, its inventions and its business
ways. They want a place in the
modern world. They have done ex-
tremely well in combining their old
ways with those of to-day.

THROUGH THE WATCH TOWER’S
TELESCOPE

PREMIER BETHLEN of Hungary says
his country is through with the ques-
tion of monarchy for five years at
least. Since being separated from
Austria, after the war, Hungary has
had a hard, uphill pull, but now ap-
pears to be making a pretty good job
of it. As was noted in the last
WAaTcH TOWER, it helped put the
country on a solid footing, politically,
when the nobles assented to the
election of some of their number as
members of the upper house of the
parliament. Premier Bethlen says
the cabinet and parliament will unite
in postponing the question of return
to monarchy for five years; and by
that time affairs should be so well or-
dered that either the choice of a king
or the continuance of the present sys-
tem can be accomplished peacefully.

QUITE a ship, the Augustus, shown
entering the water, in the picture
herewith. She is a vessel of 35,000
tons, the largest ship in the Italian
merchant marine, and, it is said, the
largest vessel driven by internal-
combustion engines anywhere. Mus-
solini is anxious to promote Italian
trade, and he is very proud of this
fine ship. She was launched at

THE WATCH TOWER

Genoa, which, if I remember history
correctly, is where Columbus was
born. To judge by the picture, the
people were pretty much interested in
this event, for there seems to be quite
a crowd in the shipyard. There is
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SINCE the first of February, the Allies
have had nothing to do with control
of military affairs in Germany, con-
trol having passed to the League of
Nations at that time. It was re-
ported that some new forts on the

0s
THE LAUNCHING OF THE “AUGUSTUS,” ITALY'S GREATEST OCEAN LINER

something fascinating in the sight of a
mighty ship sliding down the ways for
her first dip in the water.

THE retail stores had a big year in
1926. Department-store sales for the
year were 3.4 per cent greater than in
1925. The mail-order houses went 4
per cent ahead of their 1925 business,
and chain stores also gained. This
report was made by the Federal Re-
serve Board. Sales in cotton and
woolen dress-goods were not so good
as in some other departments; leather
goods scored the greatest advance.
The largest increase in department-
store business was in the San Fran-
cisco district. The only section that
failed to show a gain was the Minne-
apolis district. Looks as though the
American people were getting along
comfortably.

RussiA and Turkey seemed quite
friendly a while ago, but it is reported
that Turkey is displeased because
Russia does not move very fast in
carrying out the trade agreements
over which they negotiated. The
soviet government insists upon the
principle of government monopoly in
foreign trade, and the Turks are more
interested in free private enterprise.
A dispatch from Constantinople said
that Turkish newspapers thought
after two years of talk there ought
to be more signs of something hap-
pening.

eastern frontier of Germany would be
abandoned, and that Germany had
agreed to build no new defenses there.
Some Germans chose to charge their
government with a disgraceful sur-
render, but we imagine the people for
the most part were satisfied. Ton’t
you suppose they want a chance to
earn their living in peace and quiet?

THE Smithsonian Institution sent
five Americans on an expedition to
Dutch New Guinea to study the
pygmies. The Government of the
Dutch East Indies gave valuable
assistance. The expedition, after
passing through the territory of the
warlike Papuans, reached the land of
the little people. The pygmies were
friendly. They live the simplest kind
of a simple life. They subsist princi-
pally on fruits and vegetables, which
they cultivate with little trouble.
They worship the spirits of rivers and
mountains. They are still in the
Stone Age, using stone implements
and weapons. They miss the good
things of civilization—and the bad
ones, too.

PANAMA gave the United States Gov-
ernment a surprise when it demanded
certain changes in the treaty being
negotiated between the two countries,
the big one and the little one. It was
comical in a way, but had its serious
side—because Panama spoke in the
name of all Latin America.



DUTCH CHILDREN. BY VIRGINIA SNEDEKER, AGE 17
(HONOR MEMBER. CASH AWARD, TW® DOLLARS)

HE LEAGUE this month enters upon a

wider field of recognition, and eleven
of our honor members have qualified for
the cash awards. When, at the first of
the year, we announced our intention of
allowing these a wider choice in subjects
and additional rewards, we were confident
of the result. And our confidence has
been well placed, for the Leaguers, as
usual, have responded nobly.

While added laurels have come to this
group of undergraduates of the LEAGUE,
two of our alumni have won first rank in
the field of the opera, for, on February 17,
“The King’s Henchman,” by Edna St.
Vincent Millay and Deems Taylor was
given its premier at the Metropolitan
Opera House in New York. The pro-
duction was greeted with extraordinary
enthusiasm, and well it might have been,
for it convinced the crities that two young
Americans could write an important mu-
sical composition, worthy of being in-
cluded in the repertoire of our foremost
opera company. Furthermore, it proved
that opera in English could be beautifully
written and as easily sung as in the Latin
and Teutonic tongues. It was English of
the early days of the language, with a
plentiful use of forms no longer common,
but perhaps all the more refreshing on
that account. Miss Millay likewise made
good use of her lyrical gifts, and often em-
ploys effective refrains,

And in the development of these talents

THE ST. NICHOLAS LEAGUE

the St. NICHOLAS LEAGUE may claim
some part, for Edna St. Vincent Millay is
an alumna of the LEAGUE, a thrice-hon-
ored one, for her early verse, printed in
our pages, from 1907 to 1910, won for her
both our badges and a cash award.

The LEAGUE not only claims the libret-
tist, but also the composer, for Deems
Taylor was likewise a member, a Silver
Badge winner, specializing in photo-
graphs. This early work with the camera
shows his artistic perception, and the
moon that sheds its glow over the Decem-
ber landscape (see page 181, December,
1901) may have been the same moon
that struggled, in his opera, to break
through the mists of October in a Devon
forest.

The LEAGUE is proud of these dis-
tinguished graduates, and their many
fellows who have made their mark. Itis
proud, too, of its present undergraduates,
and confident that ten and twenty years
hence many of them also will be enriching
the cultural life of America.

BREAK O’ DAWN
BY MARY S. HAWLING (AGE 16)
(Honor Member. Cash Award, Two
Dollars)
A LITTLE morning breeze has waked,
And, stepping lightly as a fawn,
Steals forth to greet the breaking day—
The first, faint loveliness of dawn.

The sky turns palely rose, the stars

. leam silvery, then slowly pass—
But stars of clear and sparkling dew

Laugh up from ev’ry blade of grass.

The crystal notes of one lone lark
Fall, soft as rose-leaves, through the air,
And glory crowns the old brown hills,
As if some magic lingered there.

A RADIO STORY
BY ELINOR EUGENIA BRAMHALL (AGE 10)
(Homor Member. Cash Award, Two
Dollars)

BoBBY and Billy (christened Robertine
and Wilma) perching on either arm of the
davenport, chins in chubby hands, looked
exactlyalike, fromtheir glossy black heads
and cherry-shaped mouths to their sage-
green frocks. ey peered at the quiver-
ing flame pictures in the fireplace as the
radio storyman told them a tale from
“Arabian Nights.”

“Now for a big surprise,” he began,
after finishing the story. ‘Prizes will be
given for the best letter on ‘My Favorite
Book and Why.’””

“Let ’s try!” exclaimed Bobby.

“Let ’s,”” echoed Billy, as the storyman
read the rules.

Mrs. Saunders found the twins sitting
back to back onh the hearth, scribbling
furiously. “What are you writing?”’

“It’s a secret, Mother. We can’t even

tell each other,”” answered Bobby.

SOMKTHING WORTH SEEING. BY GENEVA H. BENNETT,
a7 18. (GOLD BADGE. SILVER BADGE WONJULY, 1926)

“Part of the rules,” Billy explained,

After mailing their letters in the box
on the corner, the twins turned toward
school, walking sturdily against the stiff
wind. “I hope you win,” declared Bobby.

“But I hope you do,” Billy returned
whole-heartedly.

They agreed it would be better not to
win, for neither enjoyed a triumph that
the other did not share. In games they
refused to be opponents. In classes, they
rejoiced when their grades were even.
The delight in their identity became
amusing when any one asked their age.
Billy or Bobby would say, “We ’re
twenty-four; I *m half and she ’s half.”

A month later the twins took their
usual positions before the fire, preparatory
to hearing the radio story-hotir. “I 'm
terribly excited, are n't you?”’ asked
Bobby, smoothing her sage-green skirt
with tense fingers.

‘“Terribly so,” echoed Billy. ~

The storyman began in his pleasant,
whimsical way, “The first letter is about
‘David Copperfield’.”” The winners of
both first and second prizes were boys,
and the twins sighed in relief.

“I 'm sorry you did n’t win, though,”
Bobby offered.

“But—"" Billy broke off in amazement
as she heard the words, ““ ‘Little Women.””
Bobby also strained her ears to hear.

‘. . . they both choge the same book,
and. gave equally good reasons, so the
third prize, or rather prizes, go to Wilma
and Robertine Saunders.”

BREAK O’ DAWN
BY HONOR C. McCUSKER (AGE 17)
(Honor Member. Cdsh Award, Two
Dollars)

THE wings of dawn have swept the sky,
And left soft shadows in the mist
Of opal and of amethyst.

Behind the firs the pastures lie,

Sweet with wild roses; fragrant fern
And green bayberry wet with rain
Catch at my hands along the lane.

Where the fireweed’s frail blossoms burn,

An old house dreams, forlorn and gray,
Half hid in clematis that winds
Around the splintered, fading blinds.

Scftly the firs’ dark branches sway.

EY' MARGOT BELBEN, AGE 11

(SILVER BABGE)
SOMETHING WORTH SEEING
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BY E. LOUISE MENEELY, AGk 13.

(SILVER BADGE)



JESTER
BY DOROTHEA GRIESBACH (AGE 17)
(Honor Member. Cash Award, Two
Dollars)
APRIL, prince of jesters,
Give me of your mirth,
Laughter ripples, sadness,
Dancing o’er the earth.

Tears of yours are raindrops;
Smiles are sun-spilt gold;
Gladness, sorrow, mingling,
All life’s wonder hold.
Ca and bells put on me,
e of your demesne:

Bluebeﬁls rainbow-stolen,
Cap of fern-plumed green.

Let me wander with you
Through the fragrant land,

Feel your joy in being,
Live—and understand.

THE ST. NICHOLAS LEAGUE

One long line of spoons dangled from
the fish’s mouth; another was firmly
hooked behind its gill, and attached at the
other end to the line we held in our hands.
It appeared, then, that our fish was
“stolen.” But the strangest thing of all
was that the spoons hooked in the mouth
tallied exactly with the ones we had lost a
few minutes before, and we came to an
amazing conclusion:

This fish and the one which had pulled
free were one and the same!

THE BREAK O’ DAWN
BY IRENE GARRISON KELLOGG (AGE 16)
(Silver Badge)
THE starry sentinels of dark,
Called by the sapphire ni ht
Put out their lanterns, one by one,
And slowly take their flight.

But Phosphor lingers in the sky,
Which now is pearly gray.
He waits to see Aurora come

Before he slips away.
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I thought of my family thirty-five miles
away in Tokio and wondered if I should
ever see them again., There was no time
to lose, so I ran down the street with my
eyes fixed on the rolling hills—regular
waves of earth about nine feet high. AsI
ran by a house I saw the building I had
just passed fall with a terrific crash! My
mind was terror-stricken, and confusion
pervaded the whole country. Screams
and shouts greeted my ears.

I had been running for about half an
hour when I came to a place where a rail-
road train had gone off the tracks, and

many lives were lost. As soon as I had
walkedaway from a house, it toppled over,
catching aflame almost immediately be-
cause of the explosion of a kerosene stove.

A sea of flame, noise, rush, and tangle
was what I saw in Tokio.

Oh!  Where ’s my family?

I found my family within a week.
Then our cities and homes had to be re-
built, after which we went back to work.

BY ROSAMOND WARFIELD ROCEWELL, AGE
17. (GOLD BADGE. SILVER BADGE WON
Jory, 1925)

A HEADING FOR

ANOTHER TRUE STORY
BY SALLIE CARTER (AGE 16)
(Honor Member. Cash Award, Two
Dollars)

JusT another fish-story. . How many of
them have been told and retold? And
how many of them have not in the course
of time grown into wild impossibilities?
It is for this reason that I have hesitated
to tax your credulity by setting down this
incident under the heading ‘‘true.’ 1
console myself with the hope that you will
remember that truth is sometimes stranger
than fiction,

We had trolled all morning without
success. There were two lines out, each
arranged with an imposing array of glit-
tering spoons, and baited with a succulent
worm. But the fish were not to be
tempted by this attractive display, and
as midday approached we regarded our
empty basket with dismay—for lunch de-
pended on our efforts,

Suddenly there was a jerk on one of the
lines, and we drew it in. The fish was
quite large, judging by the weight, and our
mouths watered at the thought of deli-
cately fried fish. Too soon, for snap—
and the fish was free, and with it one of
our prized array of spoons.

In the midst of our rather explosive
outburst following this accident, there
came a tremendous pull at the remaining
line, and holding our breath, we brought
in our morning catch—and what a catch!

BY JESSIE A. BROWN, AGE 16

APRIL

The eastern sky of silvery light
To molten gold is turning.

Soft zephyrs kiss the fleecy clouds
With rosy blushes burning.

The herald of the sun ascends
Out of the emerald seas.

She soars up to the heav’ns on wings
As gauzy as the bee’s.

Her robes are turquoise, amethyst,
Pale green, and amber clear.

Behold the goddess of the dawn
In all her glory here!

ANOTHER TRUE STORY
BY HANNAH GREELEY (AGE 13)
(Silver Badge)

THE passenger ship Yokohama was just
leaving the harbor at twelve o’clock, Sep-
tember 1, 1923. The confetti had been
thrown out and everything was sparkling
in the sunlight. Just as the confetti
snapped a terrible rumbling was heard,
twenty times as loud as any thunder.
The roaring was nothing less than an
earthquake.

As 1 looked at the beautiful dock it fell
away as blocks fall when a baby knocks
them over; and all the hundreds of friends
and relations were gone too. A terrible
shriek was heard from the ship, and the
rumbling and jarring of the earthquake
had stopped, but the country wasin flames
of leaping fire.

BY EDITH AUSTIN, AGE 12
(SILVER BADGE)

BY HELEN CLARK, -AGE 17. (GOLD BAD'GE
SILVER BADGE WON FEBRUARY, 1927)

A BIT OF LIFE
ANOTHER TRUE STORY
BY ANNA ROSENBERG (AGE 15)
(Gold Badge. Silver Badge won April,
1926)

TBE President’s dress-coat was missing!
One evening when President Roosevelt
was visiting his sister Corinne, prepara-
tory to leavmi for a public dinner where
he was to make a speech, his dress-coat
was found to be missing. To be sure,
there was a dress-coat laid out for him, but
it was so small and tight that the least
movement sent it precipitating over his
head. His sister summoned the butler,
who insisted that he had taken the coat to
be cleaned with the other clothes, and had
returned the identical coat to the Presi-
dent’s room, However, the fact re-
mained that the coat did not belong to the
President. Then it was decided that the
special waiter whom Mrs. Robinson had
engaged for the luncheon must have con-
fused his own coat with the President’s,
and, putting on the latter’s, had left the
house after finishing his duties. No one
knew where he had gone and the entire
household was in the depths of despair.
There was nothing to do but allow the
President to wear the coat, which, unless
cleverly managed, rose comically over his
head. The President went off in perfect
contentment, his good nature rising to
meet the occasion as it always did. His
sister, later listening to his speech from a
box over the stage, viewed with alarm the



THE ST. NICHOLAS MAGAZINE

BY BARBARA W. KELLEY, AGE 13. (HoNon

BY ALEXIA DU PONT ORTIZ, AGE 14
MEMBER. CASH AWARD, TWO DOLLARS)

(SILVER BADGE)

BY EMELINE ELLIDA DAVISON, AGE 15

BY RUTH SWEETLAND, AGE 14
(S8ILVER BADGE)

(SILVER BADGE)

14. (GorpBiDGE E 10

PTEMBER. 1026)

BY LATRENCE 3CHWAB. A
BADGE

BY ELAINE WALKER,
SILVER BADGE WOX

BY MARTHA HERRMAN, AGE 15
(SILVER B.ADGE)

coat that slowly rose higher and higher at
every gesture. She sat back helplessl
waiting for the final movement whic
would send the coat clear over his head
when a boy ran breathlessly up to the
President with a package in his hands.

Discovering the whereabouts of the
waiter, the butler had sent the coat by
messenger to the President who, excusing
himself for a moment, changed into hiscoat
with a sigh of relief, then stepped out on
the stage, and, with his ever present
humor, endeared himself to the heart of
each one there as he related the incident
which had caused him to retire.

ANOTHER TRUE STORY
BY AUDREY OVINGTON (AGE 13)
(Gold Badge. Silver Badge won November,
1926)

CoMMANDER RicHARD E. BYRD was the
first man to fly over the north pole.
When he came to lecture in Santa Barbara
I wanted to hear him, but I never dreamed
of meeting him informally.

We were in our old clothes working in
the garden when Daddy drove up with
him. Daddy had met him at the train
and was showing him the city. Weshook

SOMETHING WORTH SEEING

. His
accent told us he was a Southerner. but
you would never guess from his modesty
that he was a national hero.

He gave me his autograph, which made
me very happy.

That evening we went to his lecture.
Moving pictures were shown of great
icebergs, forty feet high. These photo-
graphs had been taken from the airplane,
sometimes with frozen hands. We saw
Eskimos in their sealskin clothes, and
views of the midnight sun. As it never
grew dark, some chickens on the boat died
of sleeplessness.

A crew of fifty men on board the Char-
tier left for Spitzbergen, a tiny spot in the
arctic wastes, where they were to put
together the giant Fokker, Josephine
Ford. The men tried to hide things in
the plane for souvenirs, but the only one
that reached the pole was a ukelele.

The commander and Floyd Bennett, his
mechanic, set off alone into the unknown
regions of the arctic. Caps weretossed into
the air. A yell went up. They were off!

One of the engines began to leak oil, but
they finally reached the pole and circled it.

Youcanimagine the joyof theothermen
when they saw their twofriendsreturning.

The plane had been in the air fifteen hours

and had traveled fifteen hundred miles.
In my opinion. this was the greatest

feat ever accomplished by any aviator.

AT BREAK O’ DAWN
BY HELEN FISHER (AGE 14)
(Gold Badge. Silver Badge won March,
1927)

THE velvet robe of night

Lies darkly over the valleys. .

The tall peaks are lost in the pale mist.

It is the hour before the dawn.

No voice breaks the stillness.

The honey gold of the moon is slowly
dimming.

A misty gray twilight steals softly over the
land.

The stars fade out one by one.

Only the bright morning star remains,

A twinkling jewel in the blue mantle of
dawn.

A pale-green streak appears along the
horizon,

And hides itself

Behind the mountains.

A flush of softest rose steals over it.



The little woolly clouds swim in a lake

Of rich red-gold.

A rolling flood of ecrimson sweeps over the
east,

Long golden pennants stream

Far-flung over the azure sky.

The morning star slips away.

A rim of brightest gold slides over the
sharp black peaks.

A golden tide of light flows richly over the
land.

A robin carols merrily.

It is the break o’dawn.

ANOTHER TRUE STORY
BY RUSSELL BYALL (AGE 15)
(Silver Badge)
My sister and I were walking to school one
morning two. years ago when this hap-
pened.

It was about twoand a quarter miles to
school, but by cutting across a wheat-
field we saved half a mile. There was a
narrow path through the stubble, which
was a foot high. My sister was walking a
few feet in front of me. I was n’t paying
any attention and did n’t notice anything
wrong till she screamed and jumped out of
the path.

There on the path in front of me was
a large rattlesnake just coiling up. I
hurried over to my sister and asked her if
she had been bitten. Shesaid she had n’t
been and that she wished to hurry on to
school without killing the snake.

I wanted to kill the snake if possible, as
we had lost a few cows from snake bites.
I tried for fifteen or twenty minutes to kill
it with clods, but as the clods were soft
and hard to find I only succeeded in mak-
ing the snake mad. About this time I
found another rattler in an old hole near

Thensome neighbor children, who drove
to school in a buggy, noticed us and drove
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STEVENER, AGE 17. (SILVER B:.DGE)

out to where we were. They had a rope
which they used to tie their horse. With
_ this I very soon succeeded in killing the

snake.

Weleftthe oneinthe holetill after school
when we brought some large clubs from
the school-house. After Kkilling it and
dragging it from the hole (it was about
two and a half feet long), we discovered
some small ones about six inches long.
Afterkillingthese we counted twelvelittle
snakes and two large ones. The larger
one had eight rattles, the smaller one
six, and each of the little ones only a
button.

BY KENNSTH A BIT OF LIFE.
AGE 14,
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SOMETHING WORTH SEBING. BY EVELYN CROSS,
AGE 12. (SILVER BADGE)

A NARROW ESCAPE
BY CONSTANCE R. PULTZ (AGE 13)
(Honor Member. Cash Award, Two
Dollars)

“GET up, lazybones; it ’s half past eight
and we ’re going skiing; the snow is fine
to-day.”

Omar quickly opened his -eyes and
looked eagerly at his twin brother Olaf,
who was vigorously shaking ‘“‘the lazy-

bones” in an effort to arouse him. ‘Did
you say we were going skiing?”’ he asked
eagerly.

‘So you ’re really awake!” cried his
brother, sarcastically.

‘“Yes; Wilhelm, you, and I are going to
try the Buried Pass and you ’d better
hurry if you ’re
coming along.”
With that he dis-
appeared and,
Omar, jumping out
of bed, began to
dress hurriedly.

Omar and Olaf
Jensen lived in
western Norway,
and this clear cold
morning they, with
their_chum Wil-
helm Bodde, were
going skiing in one
of the numerous
passes that the
Stuttgart moun-
tains afforded.

“Are you ready,
Omar?’”’ called
Olaf, “Hurry up;
we want to get
started some time
this morning and
it ’s getting rather late.”

“All right, I 'l be with you in a min-
ute,” answered the other.

‘When the boys reached the Buried Pass
they put on their skis. After they were
properly fastened, the chums, who were ex-
cellent skiers, started down the incline.

After skiing for some time, Omar ex-
claimed suddenly, ‘“This hill ’s too tame;
how about trymg the Western Pass"”

11 right,” agreed the others, * maybe
we can find some excitement over there.”
So over they tramped to the Western Pass,

‘Let ’s have a race,” proposed Wilhelm,
‘“‘and see who ’s the best skier.”

BY RICHARD GOLD3IAN,
(SILVER BADGE)
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‘“Agreed,” answered Olaf. ‘‘Getready,
set, go,” and away they shot like arrows
down the pass.

Half-way down a crackling sound was
heard, and turning around, the boys be-
held an avalanche of ice and snow de-
scending upon them!

“Quick,” shouted Olaf, “jump this cliff
to the left and aim for that pile of snow!”

Swiftly they obeyed and leaped into the
snow. Having watched the avalanche’s
sudden descent, they picked themselves
up and started for home. They had had
eno%gh thrills for that day!

“Whew!” exclaimed Wilhelm, upon
reaching home, “I ’ve had all the excite-
ment I want for a while,”” and the others
loudly echoed his words.

GREECE
BY MARY WALLACE (AGE 16)
(Honor Member. Cash Award, Two
Dollars)
THERE was a far-off golden time
Of daring valor and high emprise,
Of glorious art and lofty rhyme,
Of warriors, poets, and statesmen wise.
An age when a god was the hero’s
friend,
When each man battled unto the end,
And, bravely dying, heard faintly
chime
The music of spheres in the echoing
skies.

An age when liberty dwelt in Greece,
When Xerxes’ hordes were baffled and

turned
By patriots struggling for Hellas’
peace,
Whose souls within them for freedom
yearned;

‘When Spartans fell at Thermopyle,
Three hundred heroes most proud to die,
Long nurtured on tales of the Golden
Fleece,
Of Theseus,
learned.

Cadmus, and Nestor

The oaks are greening at Delphi’s shrine,
But the voice of the prophetess-seer is
gone,
Nor live true scions of such a line
As bled and conquered at Marathon.
No triremes sleep in Pirzus’ bay,
But freighters drift on their mundane

way;
Only the poet drinks Samian wine,
While Pallas’ bright spear-tip glints
bronze in the sun.

ANOTHER TRUE STORY
BY SUSAN JOHNSTONE (AGE 12)
(Gold Badge. Silver Badge won November,
1926)

LAsT summer, the little bird-house in the
corner of the piazza was occupied by a
family of wrens. When the birds were
very young, the father disappeared, and
the mother worked hard to feed the six
little birds until they were ready to fly.
But six little babies to care for wore the
mother out, and she died just before they
were ready to leave the nest.

After waiting for food for some time,
the little wrens came out of their house
and hopped on a near-by bush, in which
happened to be a catbird’s nest.

One little wren happened in some way
to fall into the catbird’s nest, so when the
mother catbird, who was off her eggs for
a while, came home, she was much sur-
prised, and cocked her head first on one
side and then on the other, uttering a
queer, surprised sound and hopping nearer
and nearer all the time.
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The little wren made a greatfuss, open-
ing and shutting its mouth and making it
evident that it was very hungry

So the mother catbird declded that one
of her eggs hac. hatched, and after a while
she went and got food for the little wren.

Thethreeotherlittle wrens, seeing their
sister in the catbird’s nest, hopped in too.

Two of the six little wrens, after they
lfftdtheir own nest, fell on the ground and

ied.

For some time, both the father and
mother catbird fed the little wrens, and
they seemed very much pleased with their
adopted family.

(HONOR MEMBLR
CASH AWARD, TWO DOLLARS)

Bi MARIAN DUNLOP, AGE 15.

PRISONER’S LAMENT
BY EVELYN FLEBBE (AGE 16)
.(Honor Member. Cash Award, Two
Dollars)
‘“HOPE never comes, that comes to all;”
Dawn never clears this somber wall.
Night never paints a deeper tone;
God does not see me here alone.
Starsnever light this solemn gloom.
Tears never cheer this stifled doom.
Breeze never cools this fevered head.
Life has bequeathed me to the dead.
Ghosts in the niches writhe and creep.
Dreams drive away theboon of sleep.
Stone seems to build my living pall.—
‘“Hope never comes, that comes to all.”

THE BREAK O’ DAWN
BY MARGARET MITCHELL (AGE 13)
(Gold Badge. Silver B;zdge won January,

HAVE you seen the radiant east, my
friend,
When the sunrise gates unbar,
When the shades and tints of day and
night
Blend with the morning star,
When the golden spears of the early dawn
Appear in the heavens afar?

’T is the defeat of the starry night,
As it slowly fades away;

’T is the change to gold and silver bright,
And the rose replaces the gray.

'T is the victory of the golden king,—
Of the conquering monarch—DAY!

ANOTHER TRUE STORY
BY VESTA K. NICKERSON (AGE 13)
(Silver Badge)
THisstory is about two rather peculiar old
maids. The day before Thanksgiving
they received a very nice turkey from
a friend for their Thanksgiving dinner.
They would have been very pleased except
for the fact that the turkey was still alive.
After debating the question they decided
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that neither of them would have the cour-
age to chop off its head.

They finally decided to chloroform the
turkey. This was done with great care.
They then picked off the feathers, but
decided not to cut off its head until morn-
ing.

And then, having left the turkey on a
platter, they went to bed.

In the middle of the night they heard a
great commotion in the kitchen. They
were very much frightened, thinking that
some burglar was in the kitchen steal-
ing their nicely picked turkey. Finally,
gathering courage, they tiptoed down the
stairs and stopped hesitantly in front of
the kitchen door.

At last one of them looked through the
keyhole. What she saw almost caused
her to faint, for there, strutting wildly
about, was their neatly picked turkey.
He had evidently recovered from his dose
of chloroform and in his indignation at
finding himself featherless was breaking
all the dishes on the plate shelf.

In the morning the two old maids called
the Associated Charities and said that if
any one wanted a featherless turkey, just
to come for it. They thought that they
could hardly enjoy their dinner, having
seen it come to life.

ARE YOU SORRY, MOTHER?

BY BERNICE GIBBS (AGE 10)
(Honor Member. Cash Award, Two
Dollars)

You have no dreamy, golden-haired,

starry-eyed daughter.
You have no singing Sappho.
You have no gay, pirouetting Columbine.
You have no fiery, Titian goddess.
You have no powdery, crimson-lipped
coquette.
You have no defiant, roguish boy-maiden.
You have only a plainlittle brown-haired

gir!
Whom you call “Peter.”
Are you sorry, Mother?

BY B. CRAWFORD BENE-

A BIT OF LIFE.
vIcT. AGE 15. (GOLD BADGE.
BADGE WON JULY, 1926)

SILVER

THE BREAK OF DAWN
BY FRANCES RICH (AGE 17)
(Silver Badge)
IN the east the dawn is breaking,
All the joyous world awaking;
Faintly in the glowing sky
Tiny gleams of starlight lie;

Rosy tints celestial glow,

Dancing sunbeams brighter grow;
Slowly o’er the waking world

Breaks the morning—hills dew-pearled.

From the far-off convent tower,
Soft the bells ring forth the hour,
Chiming with their peaceful call
God’s protection over all.

BY WIRTABEL RAMSEY,
AGE 14, (8ILVER BADGE)

SOMETHING WORTH SEEINQ.

THE BREAK O DAWN
BY SARA EMILY HYATT (AGE 11)
(Silver Badge)
A THRUSH awoke at break o’ dawn to
glorify
The sun w1th melody flung to a rose-
swept sky.

The notes seemed from an enchanted lyre
Of throbbing, flaring, golden fire.

The thrush, his dawn-inspiréd carols sang
Till, like a symphony of flutes, the forest
rang

With echoes that swung musically on
Into t}:;e mystic silence of the break o’
awn.

ANOTHER TRUE STORY
BY KENNETH KOCH (AGE 13)
(Silver Badge)

IN September about a year ago I was left
alone in the house by my father and
mother. During the evening I was dis-
turbed by a grating noise which issued
from the cellar. It had such a sinister
sound that I did not investigate, but
hoped that it was onlyrats. Iresolved to
ask my father to set a trap in the cellar.

The next day my mother heard the
noise, but though she searched high and
low, she could find nothing. That eve-
ning, while sitting at supper, we heard the
noise louder than before. My father
rushed down cellar, The noise came
again and it seemed to come from the
furnace. Upon opening the furnace door,
he was startled by seeing a pair of large,
glowing eyes. Armed with a pair of
thick gloves and a candle, he reached in
and drew forth—a very much frightened
and confused little screech-owl. After
showing our catch to some interested
neighbors, my father opened his hand and
the frightened little owl skimmed away
into the gathering dusk.

How he came to be in the furnace is a
mystery to this day, because all the open-
ings to the furnace had been closed for
weeks. The only possiblesolution is that
he went to sleep on the top of our chimney
and fell in, finding his way through the
pipe to the furnace. Even this sounds
impossibie, because our chimney, a small
one, is surmounted by about two feet of
seven-inch pipe with a cap. Since then
there has been a sign on the top of the
chimney reading: Owls! No Parking!!
Beware!!!
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PRIZE COMPETITION No. 325
(In making awards contributors’ ages are considered)

ROSE. Cash Awards for Honor Members: Elinor Eugenia Bramhall (age 16)
Callf Sallie Carter (age 16), Canada; Constance R. Pultz (age 13), N. Y. Go 1d
Badges, Anna Rosenberg (age 15), N. J.; Audrey Ovington (age 13), Calif.; Susan
Johnstone (age 12), Conn. Silver Badges, Hannah Greeley (age 13), Wis.; Russell
Byall (age 15), Kans.; Vesta K. Nickerson (age 13), Cal.; Kenneth Koch (age 13), O.
VERSE. Cach Awards for Honor Members: Mary S. Hawling (age 16), N. J.; Honor
C. McCusker (age 17), R. I.; Dorothea Griesbach (age 17), Wis.; Mary Wallace
(age 16), Canada; Evelyn Flebbe (age 16), Calif.; Bernice Gibbs (age 16), Calif.
Gold Badges, Helen Fisher (age 14), N. J.; Margaret Mitchell (age 13), Wis.
Silver Badges, Irene Garrison Kellogg (age 16), Va.; Frances Rich (age 15), Tenn.;
Sara Emily Hyatt (age 11), Ind.

DRAWINGS. = Cash Awards for Honor Members: Virginia Snedeker (age 17), N. Y.;
Marian Dunlop (age 15), R.I. Gold Badges, Rosamond Warfield Rockwell (age 1%),
N. J.; Helen Clark (age 17), Mo.; B. Crawford Benedict (age 15), N. J. Silver
Badges, Kenneth Stevener (age 17), N. Y.; Richard Goldman (age 14), N. Y ;
Edith Austin (age 12), Panama.

PHOTOGRAPHS. Cash Awards for Honor Members: Barbara W. Kelley (age 13),
N. Y. Gold Badges, Geneva H. Bennett (age 16), Va.; Elaine Walker (age 14), Ill.
Silver Badges, Margot Belden (age 11), Wyo.; E. Louise Meneely (age 13), N. Y.;
Emeline Ellida Davison (age 15), N. Y.; Alexia du Pont Ortiz (age 14), Del.;
Martha Herrman (age 15), Iowa; Laurence Schwab (age 10), Ariz.; Grace C. Pease
(age 15), Calif.; Evelyn Cross (age 12), Calif.; Wirtabel Ramsey (age 14), Texas;
Avery Phillis (age 11), Ohio; Ruth Sweetland (age 14), Pa.
PUZZLE-MAKING. Gold Badge, Margaret A. Ford (age 14), Va.
Marie Louise Degen (age 12), Col.; Donald Byers (age 14), Canada.
PUZZLE-ANSWERS. Gold Badge, Marie Froehlich (age 14), N. Y. Silver Badges,
Eleanor Clarkson (age 14), N. Y.; Allan B. Temple (age 12), Mass.

SPECIAL MENTION

Alist of those whose work would have been used had space permitted:

Joy Waller Marie L. Collart
Ellen D. Reid Elise Whitney

Silver Badges,

Daisy W. Cooper

Edith Sidway
Emily Litchfield

Frances Morgan

Gertrude Cross Ruth Hastings Josephine Robert M. Cowen

Mary R. Stetson Katherine E. 3ore MeKttrick Betty A. Magruder

Elizabeth A, Lynette Behney Juliet Schellenbach Elizabeth T.
Manshart Mary E. Dobbins Maria M. Coxe Dearborn

James Swartwout
Marjorie E. Selle

Ellen L. Forsyth
Romney W heeler

Elisabeth Russell

Retty Glover
Betty Ashley

Margaret Balduwin

E. Keith Rees Vzrgmm Scatt Katherine L. Gretchen Tonks
E. Hartley Palmer Churchill Mary S. Birdsall
VERSE Dorothy @sborne Louise Paulson EBilen M. Scattergood
Elizabeth L. Wheeler glea&w g Burgess  Gladys E. Melcher ‘g aey-i«lme P;llnck
Betty Evans renda Green o . C. Alexander
A simor e, 5y syw- Garmen de Arngo e PHOTOGRAPHS  Fiizaberh fiill
GARET BNYDER MORRis, {dargaret Nancy T, Wilson Katharine
on 14 Fayerweather Jacob Nadler Ethel A. Harrington _ Abercrombie
Frances E. NMargery Griffen Theodere Virginia M. Oman
Ardistreng Betty Leland Jagues, Jr. Elizabeth Merriam
PROSE Mary H. Blodgett  Louise H. Bowen.  Mary K. Myers Elizabeth Cheney
Muredach Dooher Priscilla A. Hatch Robert M. Ramey Ruth Lyman Ruth A, Cook
Dorothy M. Fay Ruth E. Woodbury  Louise Booth Christine Irwin Janet Glover
H. Virginia Doris Sahl Barbara J. Averill  Louise Lewis Beatrice Meeker
Metcalfe Harrison Clapp Eleanor R. Buehring Marjorie ani
Dorothy Broun Mary A. Hurd Mabel Ryan McPherson Mannizx, 4th
Lloyd Irvine Louise Caldwell Alice Blair Isabella R. Hardy Betty Rohan
Zoe R. Bunten arbara Burras Katharine K. Lewis  Eliacbeth R. Lehman  Margaret Byerc

Mild ed Birchard
HONOR ROLL

A list of these whose work was deserving of high wraise:

Howard Freedman PHOTOGRAPHS
Harriet Palmer Mary C. Kuechke
Harold Keen John L. Harman
o :f(er Fredland William McElhoe

Maerjorie D. Leonard  Helen Thorne Fannie 8. Heck Cecile M. Kaiz

PROSE
Florence Wright
Karin Stetson
Emily Beebe

Helene J. Shaw
Mary Collier
Francis C. BEvans
Betty Wells

a Heinecke Eleanor Gilbert
Muty B, Brogks Virginia Buscho Barbam Oliver R. Metcalf
Cynthm Sanborn Donaldson
o R Mo iy more S ey
i*iﬁi S Patrioa B, Nash ciae DIInsty eton. Virsinia Milner
Catherine Coleman  Drothy A Mabel-Joe Mozier Alison B. Murphy

Jane L. Longnecker

Viette G. Count Beth A. Cutter

Carol 8. Hopkins

New
Priscilla Metealf %ﬁﬁﬁ?ﬁﬁfﬁg Jr.

Lincoln Cornwell g’;{ﬁ‘,"(’;‘; ﬁ gg}rlr Isabel Johnson gx}if::d Csl‘grtg:;tthwaib
B Sens Hiizabeil} glMyeju lice Ji TLOmPRON oL K
Betty Baymore John G. Culian, Jr Vietor Schrader 79
oot Ludden M ]év;/lngldfch || Katherine Maule Eﬁz:;;i%m
Erna Goettsch Grace Me]lencamp Ruth Haggman Roena Miller
Charline Tucker ~ Barbara Snoke Rosalie Kahn Marion Glidden
o A ]
BY AVERY PHILLIS, AGE
DRAWINGS (SILVER BADGE) Hilda Matfield

fnes Brown
ary H. Hutchings Constance Robinson
Phyllis Morgan Virginia Condict
Frances Judson Thelma Cerruti
Mary Morgan Fluella Clinton
Hudnall Harvey Margaret A, Carr
Mary E. Stoves Marie E. Levenson
Josephine Walsh Justine Lewis
Eleanor Tiedeman
Myrtle Volger

Julia P. Wightman
Grace Johnson
Norman E, Watts
Jean Morrison
Betty Knight
Betty Copeland
Irene Schaier
Minot Grose
Sylvia F. Lardner

Kathleen Wiggin
Lorna L. Quarles
Ellen Ianziti

Betty Stritzel
Dorothy Harris
Dorothy K. McCord
Robert Szezeh

VERSE Martha Wright Barbara H. Schultz Florence Millar
Beatrice McKain Carolyn Hun Laura L. Sprigg Florence Bader
Elizabeth Lalia B. Simison Anne D. Garrettson ~ Joan Bader
Spiekerman Katherine Sands George J. Pearson Glen Bradford A BIT OF LIFE. BY
A. Marguerite Margery Manning Frederick A. Russell Alida Wilson ANNE RUNKLE, AGE
Heydweiller Shirley Douglas Mary McReavy Evelyn Bahr 11

No unused contribution can be returned wunless it is accompanied by a self-
addressed and stamped envelop of proper size to hold the manuscript or picture.
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WHAT THE LEAGUE IS

THE ST. NICHOLAS LEAGUE is an organiza-
tion of the readers of the ST. NICHOLAS
MAGAZINE.

THE LEAGUE motto, ‘“Live to learn and
learn to live.”

Its emblem, the “Stars and Stripes.”

THE ST. NICHOLAS LEAGUE, organized
in November, 1899, popular with earnest
and enlightened young folks, is widely
recognized as a great artistic educational
fgcltor in the life of American boys and
girls.

THE ST. NICHOLAS LEACUE awards
EOld and silver badges each month for the

est original poems, stories, drawings,

photographs, puzzles, and puzzle answers.
Cash prizes of two, three, and five dollars
each are awarded to Honor Members for,
respectively, their first (verseup to30 lines;
prose, 350 words), second (verse up to 36
lines; prose, 400 words), and third (verse up
to 40 lines; prose, 500 words) contribution
selected for publication.

PRIZE COMPETITION, No. 328

Competition No. 328 will close May
1. All contributions intended for it must
be mailed on or before that date. Prize
announcements will be made and the
selected contributions published in SrT.
NicHOLAS for July. Badges sent one
monthlater. Honor Members may, if they
wish, choose their own subjects.

Verse. To contain not more than
twenty-four lines. Subject, ‘“The Paths
of the Sea.”

Prose. Essayorstoryof notmorethan
three hundred words. Subject, “Our
Best Celebration.””

Photograph. Any size, mounted or
unmounted; no blue prints or negatives.
Young photographers need not develop
and print their pictures themselves.
Subject, “Taken on a Hike.”

Drawing. India ink, very black writ-
ing-ink, or wash. Subject, ““A Bit of
Fun,” or “A Heading for July.”

Puzzle. Must be accompanied by
answer in full. Cross-word puzzles by
Honor Me:mbers areeligible for cash prizes
as above.

Puzzle Answers. Best complete set of
answersto the puzzlesin this issue. Must
be addressed to THE RIDDLE-BOX.

RULES
ANY reader of ST. NICHOLAS, whether a
subscriber or not, is entitled to League
membership, and upon application a
League bache and leaflet will ll))e sent free.
No League member who has reached the
age of eighteen years may compete.

Every contribution, of whatever
kind, must bear the name, age, and
address of the sender and be in-
dorsed as ‘‘original’’ by parent,
teacher, or guardian, who must
be convinced beyond doubt—and
must state in writing—that the
contribution is not copied, but
wholly the work and idea of the
sender.

If prose, the number of words should
also be added. These notes must not be
on a separate sheet, but on the contribution
itself —if manuscript, on the upper mar-
gin; if a picture, on the margin or back.
Write in ink on one side of the paper only.
A contributor may send but one contribu-
tion a month—not one of each kind, but
one only; this, however, does not include
“Answers to Puzzles.”

Address: The St. Nicholas League,
The Century Co.
353 Fourth Avenue, New York.



THE LETTER-BOX

FRIENDS OF “TOM SAWYER”
PLEASE TAKE NOTICE

To celebrate the fiftieth anniversary of
the publication of “Tom Sawyer,” the
Mark Twain Society, 37 Gray Avenue,
Webster Groves, Mo., Cyril Clemens,
President, is offering a prize of ten dollars
for the best letter on the subject, “Why I
Like Mark Twain.” Letters should not
exceed three hundred words in length,
and must reach the Society, at the
address given, by August first.

MANAGUA, NICARAGUA.

DEAR ST. NICHOLAS: You have no doubt
heard about the trouble in Nicaragua,
but perhaps you have not heard of it
from any one living right in Managua,
the capital. Ever since the revolution
they had here in Managua last August—
in which all communication was cut off
from Corinto, the seaport about ninety
miles north of Managua—they have had
a United States gunboat in Corinto for
the purpose of protecting American lives
and property in case they should be en-
dangered. However, it was not until the
first of the year that it was finally decided
to have a guard of sailors and marines
sent here to Managua, for things had been
getting very serious, and some rebels had
just tried to assassinate President Diaz.
So on Thursday, the sixth of January, the
whole American colony went down to the
station to see the “gobs’ come in.

The night before, some revolutionists
had taken up a portion of the railroad-
track in hopes that it would not be no-
ticed and therefore wreck the train the
sailors were coming on. (That just
shows how glad these people were to have
them come!) Of course, the damage was
noticed and fixed before the train arrived,
and a caboose and a flat-car filled with
tools was sent ahead of the train to make
sure that no other rails were missing.

Aside from the American colony
(which is not very large), very few people
were at the station—practically none of
the Alta Sociedad of Managua, only the
gente. The band of “Los Altos Poderes”
and the Nicaraguan National Guard,
with the Nicaraguan colors beautifully
embroidered in wool, turned out in full
force. When the train pulled into the
station, not one single sound was made.
It was really sort of weird. And the
silence continued as the American guard
got off the train, collected their duffies,
and put them on two trucks that had
been sent down for that purpose. Then
the band burst forth with “The Star-
Spangled Banner,”—which they played
loudly, but not too welll—and then the
Nicaraguan National Anthem, which is
rather long and tedious. After that
they changed into one of Sousa’s marches
and started off toward the Campode
Marte (the military barracks), where our
men were to be quartered. I can tell
you, it gave me quite a thrill to see those
boys march by! There were 165 alto-
gether, 45 marines and 120 sailors. It

. gave one a sort of safe feeling that one

ccertainly had not had before. Now

-that they are here, things will begin to
quiet down a bit, I hope.

They are going to stay until March, I
believe, and then there will be a regular
detachment of marines here all the time,

just the way it was before we came to
Managua.

Then, the minute they took them away,
there was a revoluticn; so I hope that
this time they ’ll stay!

Wishing you the best of luck always.

Your devoted reader,

ELISABETH TROWBRIDGE DURHAM

(AGE 13).
WASHINGTON, D. C.
DEAR ST. NicHoLAS: I have taken you
since December, 1923, but I read you
even before that. I have only been in
Washington for about a year; before that
I lived in Panama. My father is an
army officer and we lived on an army
post called “Quarry Heights.” It was
on a hill, and out of that hill rock had
been quarried to make the locks of the
Panama Canal. That was why it was
called Quarry Heights.

When I went to camp this summer, of
course my mother sent you to me. The
day you arrived I was one of the most
popular girls of the camp.

With many, many good wishes, I am,

Your faithful reader,
FAY SUMNER.

ORANGE, CALIF.

DEAR ST. NicHOLAs: I have taken you
for four and one half years, and I think
ilou are the best magazine ever written.

read every speck of you, sometimes
more than once; I hate to lay you away.
I have eight bound volumes of you and
I mean to get many more. The stories
I like best are, “Chuck Blue of Sterling,”
and “Treasure-Trove.” I alsolike Ralph
H. Barbour's stories. I like all your
stories, but these are the ones I like best.

I have never seen any letters from
Orange in the Letter-Box, so I will tell
you a little about our town. Packing
oranges is the main industry. I will try
to tell you all about it.

After the oranges are picked, they are
taken to the packing house and stored in
thebasement. When ready to be packed,
they are taken by an automatic box ele-
vator, and dumped into the soaking
tank. The fruit then runs over stiff re-
volving brushes, which removes every
particle of dirt and scale. From here, it
goes-to the dipping tank, which contains
water mixed with various chemicals,
which prevents the fruit from decaying.
It is now taken by an automatic elevator
to the large dryers, which dry the fruit
thoroughly by warm air.

The fruit is conveyed by a moving
belt from the dryer, to the grading table.
Here the oranges move along on the belt,
and are sorted by hand by the various
“graders” as the people are called. The
best oranges then go through an auto-
matic sizer, and from here they are packed
by hand by the “packers” each of whom
works with a different sized orange.

The orange is now in the box, which
goes over moving belts to the lidding
machine, that automatically puts the
cover on the box and seals it with a strap.
The sealed box now gees into the pre-
cooling room, where they are stacked
four high. The box is left there 72
hours under the temperature of 37°.

The boxes are now loaded in iced re-
frigerating cars, and are ready to be
shipped to all parts of the world.

Wishing you a_happy and prosperous
new year, 1 remain,

Your enthusiastic reader,
EVELYN BAHR,
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PITTSFIELD, MASS.

DEAR ST. NICHOLAS: My brother and I
have taken you for several years and
have never got so much pleasure from
any other magazine as we have from you.
There is always a dispute when you ar-
rive as to who shall have you. Mother
generally has todivide up the time equally
between us.

One day our English assignment was
to prepare, to recite orally, something of
interest to all the members of the class.
We had often had this assignment before
and I did n’t have any idea what to talk
about. But StT. NICHOLAS came to my
aid, for from one of the articles I obtained
enough to talk about for several recita-
tions.

I am very fond of your serial stories. I
know that “Treasure Trove” will prove
to be very exciting. Your short stories,
too, are unequaled by those in other boys’
and girls’ magazines. Several times on
special occasions our English teachers
have read us stories from you.

Wishing you the best success, in years
to come, pleasing our children and grand-
children,

Your loving reader,
MARION PHINNEY (AGE 14).

MANILA, P. L
DEAR ST. NicHOLAS: I have lived in the
Philippines almost eight years, and in
that time I have only been to the United
States once.

Whenever I get my ST. NICHOLAS, I just
plump down in a chair and cannot be heard
from until I ’'m through, and then I
reproach myself because I have n’t left a
single thing to read ldter cn. Oh! how I
wish ST. NICHOLAS came twice or three
times a month instead of once!

I go for a vacation in Baguio every
vear, and last year when I was up there I
missed a few coyi)les of the magazine, and
Ifelt asif I had lost a friend. When I got
back to Manila I located the copies I had
missed, and I know for two days I was a
pest, because I would just sit in a chair
and read and read and READ and not pay
any attention to any one around me.

Your devoted reader,
EpITH HIND (AGE 11).
BurraLo, N. Y.
DEAR ST. NIcHOLAS: I have taken you
for more than five years and could hardly
think of giving you up. To me THE
LETTER-Box is very interesting. It
seems strange that boys and girls all over
the world read you, and I know from
thelrdletters that they enjoy you as much
as I

I am quite fond of Ralph Henry Bar-
bour’s stories and also those by Augusta
Huiell Seaman. I was greatly interested
in the article which appeared in the last
number of ST. NICHOLAS about Niagara
Falls. Living in Buffalo, I have oppor-
tunity to see the falls quite often. I
hope every reader of this magazine may
see them some time.

Last Sunday we motored with some
friends to see the falls in their winter
glory. Although they were not frozen,
everything around them was. The trees
and bushes had a coating of ice about an
inch thick. At the foot of the falls there
was a strip of deep ice through which the
water had worn a narrow channel. How-
ever, I think I like old Niagara in the
summer best, when the water is as green
as the grass and trees. It ’s lots of fun
to roam around Goat Island, which is



quite large. Wishing you the best of
success,
Your loving reader,

IsABEL F. WHITELOCK (AGE 14).

SaN Francisco, CALIF.
DEAREST PLEASURE-GIVER—ST. NICHO-
LAs: I havetaken you, off and on, forsome
time. When I was very small my grand-
mother gave you to me first. I was then
too small to {ruly enjoy your many
pleasures, but I liked you very much. I
have been in England twice and took you
there part of the time. But I had not
taken you for a long, long timewhen a year
ago at Christmas-time you were started
again, and now I would not discontinue
you for anything. I am eleven years old
and have just been sick with appendicitis,
but am nearly well now. I wish you all
the good luck possible, and I remain,
Affectionately yours,
ELIZABETH GREY PICKERING.
CLEVELAND HEIGHTS, O.
DEAR ST. NicHOLAS: I have been reading
your magazine for about two years and I
like to read you very much. I received
St. NicHoLAs for February and I was
reading THE LETTER-Box, when I saw a
picture of a Schipperke dog. I am very
much interested in Schipperkes as we
have one, and when I first saw the picture
I thought it was our dog.
I also have a Doberman Pinschers and
a chow chow. I think Janet Thompson

has the right idea about schipperke dogs.
Yours truly,
NANCY HILEMAN.

THE RIDDLE-BOX

STAMFORD, CONN.

DEAR ST. NICcHOLAS: I like your magazine
very much and I think THE LEAGUE is
very interesting. I havefour sisters and
the one that is ten reads it too. I have
only taken you for a few months, but my
mother and father and all my grand-
parents took you and loved you.

We have the volumes of ST. NICHOLAS
from 1889 to 1913 and that is why
Mother did not give me the magazine
before this. I have read all about THE
LEAGUE in the volume for 1899.

I read very fast and Mother says she
does n’t know how I understand what I
read. I came to Stamford in September
without any books except “Little
Women,” and now I have thirty-four
books and I ’ve read every one.

I am twelve, and at that age Mother
had had several stories published.

Love from
BETTY BROWN.

REMSEN, N. Y.
DEAR ST. NICHOLAS: A year ago I re-
ceived you for a Christmas present. I
had never heard about you until one day
my sister and I were up at the library.
One of our friends asked us if we had
ever read any of the ST. NICHOLAS
magazines. When we said no, she told
us to get a copy of you, so we did. After
that first copy we pounced on you about

the minute you arrived at the library.
Last year when we were asked what
we wanted for Christmas, we said ST.
NicHoLAs, and so our aunt and uncle
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gave you to us. We certainly do love
you.

I have a twin sister, and she said she
was going to read you first when you
came and so I said she could. But oh,
how I did regret my promise when you
came! Ever since then we have taken
turns reading you first.

Ienjoy THE LETTER-BOX ever so much,
and just love the ST. NiCHOLAS LEAGUE.

I hope I may take you forever.

Truly yours,
ALBERTA CARTER (AGE 13).
CHULA ViISTA, CALIF.
DEAR ST. NicHoLAS: I have made up
somerhymed conundrums and am sending
them to you, hoping that they may
interest some of your readers.
Sincerely yours,
MARGARET J. DAVIES

See the brightly colored faces
Springing up from hidden places
Red, and yellow, pink and blue,
Bringing loads of joy to you.
Answer: Sweetpeas

Little gray maiden
In soft colored cloak,
You were born in the spring
When the first bluebird spoke.
Answer: Pussy-Willow

I know of a girl with a heart of gold
And a cup that is filled to the brim;
Herself she folds, when the night so bold
Comes silently creeping in.

Answer: California Poppy

ACROSS T SN P S 3 T T8 39. A very good person
(contr.)
1. Whether vase
3. A worker in brick «r |9 10 11 12 . A mother-sheep
7. A:'ﬁg‘fian river TH m 15 ﬁ grain
9. A number i
11. A pronoun
12. A shallow vessel i Eg | e DOWN
13. At once
15. To be sick 7§ [20 21 3 %a‘r’frg)( the head
g ﬁbxx;rmge . To watch stealthily
21 A printer's measure  |© Z oy
22. g«lagusesd . A small pouch
23. Gleame = 25 T d T .
24. Avenue (contr.) X “I‘\‘g gx;;::%ce;cz\éme
26. Of (French) 0 23 . Venerable
27. Replies To disfigure
29. To incite Sy b
30. To sink slightly 29 E3 [ " The worid
32. A common verb 3 Tefﬂ:tgﬂdcau
32- Emt -5 32 35 34 55 3 . Frozen water
37: : :‘;’ i\‘e:l\}ma . Used in rowing
38. Useful in steering e | & 2% ¥ i‘*aiof’fx %;(;ggeba
39. To perform | | . An Australi&m bird
8. Upon 28, A tiny pouch ACROSS 20. To help B e ke bird
10. At present 29. Before 1. A couch 22. A boy's name 34, A dark Aui
12. An animal 31. To walkabout 3. A serpent 24. Part of a circle 36. To employ
DOWN 14. Clearing of weeds aimlessly 6. The ocean 25. A verb 38. Some
15. Sailors' implements 32. A verl 8. Recompense 27. To spread loosely 39. Fifth sign of the
1. A pronoun 16. An animal 33. A pronoun 10. Father 29. Age " " godiac
2. A marsh . 18. To scoff 34. A printer’s measure 11. Commodious 31. An exclamation 42. Railroad (contr.)
4. An exclamation 20. A snare 36. A preposition 14. A preposition 33. Object 44. A pronoun
5. Plants . 21. Finish H. A. ANDERSON 16. A uni 35. To entreat RUTH TODD
6. A conjunction 25. Dreadful AR 18. A grassy field 37. A feminine nickname
7. A companion 27. Epoch (AGE 15). 19. To augment, 38. To render void (AGE 15).
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A WRITERS’ PUZZLE
(Gold Badge, ST. NICHOLAS LEAGUE
Competition)

Here are six five-letter words: FINAL,
HOUSE, CLIMB, DONNA, ESSAY, AMBER.

‘When these words are placed one below
another, in a certain order, the second row
of letters, reading downward, will spell
the surname of a popular writer. Rear-
range the same six words, and the fourth
row will name another writer. Rearrange
once more and the fifth row will name
still another writer. All have contributed
senal stories to ST. NICHOLAS.

MARGARET A. FORD (AGE 14).

OMITTED VOWELS
(Stlver Badge, ST. NICHOLAS LEAGUE
Competition)

In the first and third sentences, insert
the letter 0 wherever needed; in the second
sentence insert the letter E.

1. HHWLVELYARETHEWDS!

2. THTRSWITHTHIRMAJSTICBRANCHSFILL

ONWITHAW.
3. NTHINGISSSTHINGASADAYINTHEWDS.
MARIE LOUISE DEGEN (AGE 12).

A CLUSTER OF DIAMONDS
I. 1. In witch. 2. A conjunction. 3.

An Asiaticcountry. 4. Toexpire. 5. In
witch.

II. 1. In pansy. 2. Suitable. 3. A
European country. 4. To fasten. 5. In

pansy.

III. 1. In witch. 2. An article of ap-
parel. 3. A part of the United Kingdom.
. A darling. 5. In pansy.

. 1. In witch. 2. A common arti-
‘cle. 3. An Asiatic country. 4. Close.
5. In pansy.

V. 1. In witch. 2. Consumed. 3. A
European country. 4. A measure of
length. 5. In pansy.

HELEN DEMETRY (AGE 11).

BROKEN WORDS

The names of twelve different vege-
tables have been broken up into syllables.
Properly grouped, the names will appear:
choke,>rum, er, bage, y, gus; dive, ra, fy,
nip, sal, ¥, cel,-par, lards, a;-tur,‘sa, col,
ar, cab, as,-ber, bi, #ch, flow; Wy i, @aily
si;extepn, kohl.

HELEN BLANC (AGE 13).

ENDLESS CHAIN

To solve this puzzle, take the last two
letters of the first word described to make
the first two letters of the second word,
and so on. The last two letters of the
seventeenth will be the first two letters
of the first word. The words are not of
the same length.

1. Safe. 2. To get well. 3. To rub
out. 4. Hidden. 5. Everlasting. 6. Sol-
itary. 7. Tocuddle. 8. Extensionfrom
end toend. 9. Subject. 10. Fully ripe.

THE ST. NICHOLAS MAGAZINE

11. Alittle bird ofnight. 12. The usages

of polite society. 13. To offer. ..14.
’Il\{lisltake. 15." A fruit. 16. Docile. 17.
o let.

CLARA L. DEASY (AGE 11).

NUMERICAL ENIGMA

In the above numerical enigma the
words are pictured instead of described.
The answer, consisting of thirty-seven
letters, is a quotation from Emerson con-
cerning good manners.

METAMORPHOSES
The problem is to change one given
word to another by altering one letter at a
time, each alteration making a new word,
the number of letters being always the
same and the letters always in the same

order. ExAMPLE: Change wood to coal
in three moves. ANSWER: wood, wool,
cool, coal.

1. Change chip to slem in five moves.
2. Change stake to shore in four moves.
3. Change shoe to coat in four moves.
4. Change task to cars in five moves.
5. Change sword to sport in four moves.
6. Change sing to hush in eight moves.
MARY BAILEY (AGE 11).

DOUBLE BEHEADINGS AND SINGLE
CURTAILINGS

ExAMPLE: Doubly behead and singly
curtail a thin slice of bacon, and leave a
pronoun. ANSWER: Ra-she-r.

In the same way, doubly behead and
singly curtail:
0 . To plan craftily, and leave a finished
edge.

2 Weaves, and leave help.

3. Eskimo canoes, and leave a long-
haired animal of Central Asia.

. Terminating, and leave uproar.

5. To kindle, and leave the egg of an
insect.

When these words have been rightly
guessed, beheaded and -curtailed, the
initials of the five three-letter words will
spell the surname of a famous musician.

JEAN ALICE WHITLOCK (AGE 13).

A CLASSICAL CHARADE
Two, cry—sad cry of tragic whole!
No help could e’er three one;
Artemis and Apollo slay!
Two vilest deeds e’er done!
ALICE S. EMERY.

A NAVAL DOUBLE ACROSTIC

All the words described contain the
same number of letters. When rightly
guessed and written one below another,
theinitial letters will spell a British general
in the Peninsular War and the final letters
will spell an English admiral.

CROsS-WORDS: 1. A figure with nine
sides and nineangles. 2. To putin order.
3. Pertaining toa partonly. 4. Sickness.
5. A forbidding of vessels to leave port.
6. A city of Lower Burma.

* KLONIE JOACHIM (AGE 14).

A FLEET OF BIG SHIPS
(Silver Badge, ST. NICHOLAS LEAGUE

Competition)

v =203 4 sef=e] 7 f s
ME|J|C/IAJH|/D|N
o |0 | w2z |3 ||| .|
S/IA|I|N|IL|T|A|A
7| s | o | 20| a2 |2 |25 2
C TINNOME|I|L
25 | % |27 | 8 | 2 |30 | 3 | %2
AT MMAR|V i
33 | 34 |35 | 36 | 37 | 38 | 39 | @
R/ILIB/A|U(E|I|E
a2 | B | @ | 5 | % | a7 | s
EE|I A|T|U|T|G
99 | 50 | s | 52 | 53 | sa | 55 | 56|
N R|N|I|Q|A| AL
57 |58 | 59 | 60 | 6f | 62 | 63 | 64
G|A|A|/AN|I [B|E

Begin at a certain square and move to
an adjoining square (as in the king’s move
in chess) until each square has been
entered once. When the moves have
been correctly made, the names of seven
great transatlantic passenger liners may
be spelled out.

DONALD BYERS (AGE 14).

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES IN THE MARCH NUMBER

Cress-wORD PUzzLE. Across:

13. Av. 14. Take. 15. Land. 16. Ate. 17. Are.
Yot 21 Want. 22. Gems. 23. Bone. 24. Pits.
N 30. Sea 31. Carl. 32. Die. 33. Hat. 34.

D. n
37, Ding. 38 Carol.

39. Wont. 40. Barn. 41. Coéd. 42, Dare. 43. In,

44, Crossword. 45. Beg.

CrassicaL EN1Gyua.  Odyssey. mailed not later than April 27 and sheul

PriMaL Acrestic. Aconcagua. 1. Antlers. 2. Compass. 3. Obelisk. 4. Box, care THB
Nunbers. 5. Chamois. 6. Andiron. 7. Giraffe. 8. Unicorn. 9. Apricot.

QcraceN. Sew, scare, easel, wreck, elk.

TrirLE BERBADINGS AND TRIrLE CURTATLINGS. Longfellow. 1. Col-lap-ses. ANSWERS T® ALL THE PUzz ks IN THE JANUARY
2. Opp-one-nts. 3. Cor-net-ist. 4. For-got-ten. 5. Com-for-ter. 6. Ant- from Al
eat-ers. 7. Abo-lit-ion. 8. Rep-let-ion. 9. Res-our-ces. 10. Mid-win-ter.

SomrE Heavy WerHTs. 1. Washington,

Hamilton. 5. Lytton. 6. Charleston. 7. Lexington.

ton. 10. Trenten. 11. Boston. 12. Burlington.
OBuiQUE Puzzer. 1. S. 2. Tea. 3. Seeds.. 4. Admit.
7. Sever. 8. Delay. 9. Rabat. 10. Yacht. 11. The.

12.
RovaL DounLg Acnoswxc Primals, Queen Elumheth four(.h row, Alfred t.he
Edlﬁce 4.
. Zabern’s.

Cirest.
Novelty.

Cmssﬂvurde 1. Q

ueachy. 2. Useless.
. Erudite.

7. Lettuce. 8. Isthmus.

1. Errand. 6. Manage.

Bent. 35. Fall. 36. El

2. Newton.
8. Galveston.

King's Move PuzLs.

11. Seats. 12. Line. 11. Bearish. 12. Elderly. 13. Treason. 14. Hostile.
18. Mast. 19. Clen. 20. CraRADE. Core-sigh-can; Corsican.
26. Ivory. 28. Bars. 29. Drasmoxp. P, hic, heral,

irates, cuten, Len,
é’u(‘m, begin at 57 Cayenne, 41; Lima. 51; Monte-

vxdeo, 53; Valparaiso, 63; Paramaribo, 16; Quito, 33; Caracas, 10; Potosl, 13.

To OUR PuzzLers: To be acknowled, dged in the magazine, answers must be

be addressed to ST. NicaoLas RipsLi-

Centory Co., 353 Fourth Avenue, New York City, N. Y.
Solvers wishing to compete for prizes must comply with the LEacur rules (sec

page 479) and give answers in full following the plan of those printed &bove.

3. Wellington. 4.
9. Scran-

'uMBER were duly received

. Temple—Adele Froehlich—Marie Froehlich-——Frederick Snow
Townsend—Catharine Todd——Carnl Co]ver—Alfred Satterthwaite—Helen H
Meclver—"The Three R's"—"The D

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES IN THE J\NUARY Nouyser were duly received from

Catharmewhltehom 9—Ruth Faddis, 9—Edmund Benter, 9—Joan Rowland, 89—

5. Smus 6. Tuned.

Exert
10. An'\grum

Olive R. Metcalf, 7—Louise Partridge, 7—Dorothy Braun, 5—Katherine White,
5—Phoebe Hochstader, 3—Pearl Miller, 3—Natalie P. Guggenheim, 3—Irene
Miller, 2—Marjorie N. Ostrander, 2—Philip Riddle. 1 —Mary Lee Baker, 1—
‘Anna Sokoloff, }—Janellen Magee, 1-—Charlotte' Munroe, 1—Mar;
Lanning, 1—Janc G. Hamersley, 1—Frances Rice, 1—Allan Lucht, 1.

Elizabeth
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NATURE AND SCIENCE FOR YOUNG FOLK

shaped company we sometimes see
high in the sky, use daylight hours as
well. Usually they-do not fly very
fast or very high, although we do not
really know much about these points
since we can not see the birds when
they are far overhead.

“But do they not get very tired
during these long flights?”’ you are
probably wondering.

They do not seem to doso. People
have watched them, for example,
after they have come five hundred
miles across the Gulf of Mexico,
where, of course, they could not stop
torest. If they had been tired, they
would have landed as soon as they
saw the shore. But they flew on for
many miles and did not seem to be in
any hurry to come down. Even the
little hummingbird, with his swiftly
vibrating wings, takes the Gulf of
Mexico in one long flight. The golden
plover, when he flies south, is known
to cover without a stop a 2400-mile
section of his journey.

OTTO WILSON.

SOMETHING NEW FOR THE
AQUARIUM

HERE is a new way of fixing up a
globe in which you have goldfish!
Get a much smaller globe, choosing
one which when inverted will for
some distance pass into the opening of
the other.

Now make a wire frame,
like that which you
can see in our
upper diagram, by
twisting a piece of
wire into a circle of
such a size that it
will rest firmly just
inside the neck of
the larger globe.
Then cut two
lengths of wire and
lay them across the
round as shown,
twisting the ends
around the circle to
hold the wires in
-place. Putthe
wire frame in the
neck of -the larger globe, being sure
that the water in the larger globe
covers it. Then fill the small globe
up to the top with water. Over the
mouth put a piece of thin cardboard.
Press this well down and you will find
that you can turn the globe upside
down without spilling the water, be-
cause the pressure of the air keeps the
cardboard in place. Now place the
small globe, still inverted, so that it
rests on the wire frame. When its

(Continued from page 469)

mouth is completelysubmerged, but
not before, draw away the piece of
cardboard with great care. When
you have done this, the water in the
small globe will be one with that in
the larger vessel. Then your novel
aquarium will be complete. You
will find that the fish apparently
like to swim up into the upper globe,
where you can have an exceptionally
clear view of them.
S. LEONARD BASTIN.

THE BEAR-CAT OF THE HIMALAYAS
ScHOOL-BOYS or college boys often
say of one of theirfellows, who is very
strong or particularly gifted in one
line or another,
“He ’s a regular
bear-cat at that!”
‘While I havelong
been familiar with
that phrase, it was
only recently that
I learned that there
is a real animal
known as a bear-
cat, found in the
mountains of east-
ern Tibet. It is
sometimes called a
cat-bear. Strange-
ly enough, however,
itis not very closely
related either to the
catorthe bear fami-
ly! As our picture
shows, it looks very
much like a big pie-
bald bear; but
when naturalists
classify animals
they decide not by
their outer looks,
but by their inner
structure, the family or species to
which they belong. Hence they con-
clude that the bear-cat is really a
cousin of the racoon. When I was a
child down South we used to sing
a bit of doggerel which ran like this:

The racoon tail is ringed all round;
The ’possum tail is bar’;

The rabbit ain’t got no tail at all
Except a bunch of ha'r.

But certainly the bear-cat, or, to
give him a more scientific name, the
giant panda, has no rings around his
tail. His tail is short and white, not
unlike a sheep’stail,infact. Hisbody
is heavy and clumsy looking; his head
is blunt, with small ears, his eyes are
ringed with black, as if with horn-
rimmed spectacles, and he has a short,
thick neck. .

His fur is remarkably close and

woolly and strikingly variegated, the
face and the haunches being white
while the fore quarters are a deep,
rich brown.

This curious sort of racoon has a
close cousin called simply the panda,
which is only about the size of a fox,
and which, like a fox, has a long, hand-
some, bushy tail with rather indefinite
rings. Its fur is of a shaded brown
without the bold white patches
exhibited by the giant panda.

But though the big panda does
indeed look so much like a bear, and a
pretty formidable bear at that, it is
really quite a harmless fellow and
lives mainly on fruits and the roots of

e

Cosy of American Museum of Natural Histos
THE GIANT PANDA, OR

vegetables. Perhaps, like its smaller
cousin, it occasionally varies this diet
by adding a few insects.

Only one of these strange beasts
was ever brought to this country, and
that was not brought here alive. It
is the one now mounted in the Ameri-
can Museum of Natural History,
from which our picture was made.
The creature was not discovered
until some fifty years ago. A French
missionary, the Abbé Armand David,
came across it in 1869 and sent a
description and specimen to the
museum of natural history in Paris.
Here it was studied by the famous
traveler and naturalist - Alphonse
Milne-Edwards, who deseribed it
for the French Academy of Sci-
ences. ’ :

DoNOovAN McCLURE.



RADIO DEPARTMENT

USING THE HOUSE-LIGHTING CIRCUIT

Battery eliminators and low-rate chargers help solve the problem of radio batteries.

OR the past year or so there has
been considerable interest shown
in radio receivers which will operate
directly from the house-lighting cir-
cuits; but a careful survey of the

THIS IS A DEVICE WHICH WILL SUPPLY B
AND C VOLTAGESFROM THE HOUSE-LIGHT-
ING CIRCUIT, AND IN ADDITION IT INCOR-
PORATES A TRICKLE CHARGER FOR THE
A-BATTERY
market shows that such sets are still
extremely scarce and also very high
priced. Upon closer examination it
is easy to understand why this is so,
for the design of such a receiver
involves considerable expense in re-
search, and the set itself must in-

FOR RADIO

By W. F. CROSBY

may understand the matter thorough-
ly, for after all, there is nothing com-
plicated about it and every one should
know something about such sets.
The average radio set requires at
least two sets of batteries. One is
the A-battery, which is used for
lighting the tubes, and the other is the
B-battery, which simply balances the
circuit. In addition, many modern
sets have a third battery, which also
acts as a balancer and is known as the
C-battery. This battery also aids in
prolonging the life of the B-battery.

Any battery supplies what is known.

as direct current, and by this it is
meant that the positive and negative
poles remain constant, with the
current flowing in one direction only.
Operating a radio set on anything but
direct current will cause it to hum
loudly and make radio broadcasting
completely inaudible.

The electricity used in your home,
except in a few localities, is known as
110-115 volt, sixty-cycle, alternating
current, and it is used because it is
cheaper to transport over long-
distance wires—far cheaper than

direet current.

The fact that
it is alternating
current means
that it is totally
unfitted for radio
uses just as it is.
In electricity of
this kind the
positive and neg-
ative poles keep
shifting back and
forth at a rapid
rate, and when
it is sixty-cycle,
it means that

HERE ARE SHOWN THE VARIOUS TYPES OF VACUUM-TUBES USED IN

ELECTRICALLY OPERATED SETS. THE TWO ON THE LEFT ARE REC-

TIFIER TUBES. THE ONE IN THE CENTER IS A BALLAST TUBE, THE

NEXT A VOLTAGE REGULATOR. AND THE LITTLE ONE IS USED TO
PROTECT THE SET AGAINST POSSIBLE SURGES

corporate many expensive parts which
are not needed in the ordinary bat-
tery-operated receiver.

Let us look into the situation a
little more closely in order that we

this change oc-
curs sixty times
every second!

In your radio
set it is highly es-
sential to have the positive side of the
B-battery wired directly to the plates
of the various vacuum-tubes, and it is
also necessary to have the A-battery
connected in the proper way; and if
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Costs run rather. bigh

either one or both batteries are con-
nected incorrectly, the set will most
certainly refuse to operate. Now,
when we connect the alternating
current directly to the set, it is easy to
imagine what would happen. It is
also quite possible that there would
be a decidedly dangerous element in
this, for most lighting lines have one
side grounded as a protection, and
since one side of your radio set is also
grounded, if you happened to get the
wrong side of the lighting line con-
nected to the grounded side of your

SUCH AN INSTRUMENT AS THIS WILL
KEEP YOUR STORAGE A-BATTERY FULLY
CHARGED AT ALL TIMES. WHEN YOU
TURN OFF THE SET, THIS CHARGER
STARTS AUTOMATICALLY, AND WHEN
THE SET IS PUT INTO OPERATION THE
CHARGER SHUTS ITSELF OFF. THE DE-
VICE IS ALSO EQUIPPED WITH A PLUG
ARRANGEMENT FOR THE B-BATTERY
ELIMINATOR

radio set, the results would probably
make a first-class Fourth-of-July
entertainment.

However, alternating current has
the tremendous advantage that it can
be raised or lowered in voltage with a
rather simple little electrical device
known as a transformer—a trans-
former somewhat like the ones used
for audio-frequency amplification, but
larger and made to withstand a higher
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what this score board opens to you!

HE score board that shows you
your physical progress! We send
it to you, free!

Put it up in your room. Each
month,recordyourheightandweight.
Compare it with the month before.
See how you’re gaining.

There’s nothing more fascinating.
For you must show progress to win
your letter—to make good in the still
greater game of life. Progress be-
cause steady increase in height and
weight is the best proof you are in
condition and storing up the reserve
strength and enecrgy every winner
must have.

It is not difficult to show steady
gains, either. They hinge on the way
you live. Plenty of sleep. Lots of
fresh air and exercise. Good food to
eat. That’s the program foran athlete!

by choosing a drink that will help
your score—Instant Postum, made
with milk. It’s a hot, delicious meal-
time drink. A real training table
drink made of roasted whole wheat
and bran.

Add hot milk and a little sugar to
Instant Postum. In a jiffy you have
a fragrant, steaming drink. Rich
with the score-building nourishment
of the milk—the grain elements of
the Postum. It’s corking good. You’ll
like the Postum flavor even if you
don’t like plain milk. Have Instant
Postum made with milk, at
every meal and see what pro-

MAIL THIS

digestion and sure to hold you back.

We’ll send you, free, one week’s
supply of Instant Postum and one of
the personal score boards. Mark up
your first score. And let the nextone
prove to you that Postum is the
drink to help you win.

Something else about this score
board! It’s also a world’s record score
board. On it are listed the world’s
records in all important sports. Re-
turn the coupon and get yours, to-
gether with the Postum.

COUPON NOW!

gress you make. Progress

that you can’t expect to
make 1if you drink coffee and
tea. For they’re proven score
wreckers. They contain
caffein—a drug that’s bad

Postun CoMPANY, Inc., Battle Creek, Mich.
T want to try Postum for thirty days and g ee how it helps
mY score. Plea!e send me, Without cost or obligation,

P.—S. N.—4-27

My Personal Score Board and
One week’s supply of Instant Postum

h - Name
And give yourself still more help  for your nerves, bad for your
Street.
©1927, P. Co, Inc.
City.

‘Po:tum is one of the Post Health Products, which include also Grape-Nuts, Post Toasties (Double-
thick Corn Flakes), Post’s Bran Flakes and Post’s Bran Chocolate. Your grocer sells Postum in two forms.
Instanf. Postum, made in the cup by adding boiling water, is one of the easiest drinks in the world to pre-
ostum Cereal I8 also easy to make, but should be boiled 20 minutes. e

pare,

State.

In Can:nda, address CaNaptaX Postum Comeany, Ltd.

12 Metropolitan Bldg., Toronto 2, Ontario
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voltage. By ‘passing the 110 volts
through a number of windings in this
transformer, it is then possible to
secure almost an unlimited voltage
across the second winding which such
instruments have. This second volt-
age may be either above or below the

THE TRICKLE CHARGER SHOWN HERE
IS THE SIMPLEST AND MOST EFFECTIVE

WAY OF SOLVING THE A-BATTERY

PROBLEM

110 volts, depending on the design of
the transformer, the number of turns
of wire on it, and other factors. In
other words, we can take 110 volts on
the input side and step it down
through the transformer to 3, 6, 12,
or higher voltages, such as you have
in the toy transformer which is used
to run your electric trains. By
adding to the number of turns on the
second winding, the 110 volts may be
stepped up to 5000 volts such as we
have in a spark-coil. By building
huge transformers, this voltage may
be stepped up to the hundreds of
thousands.

The difficulty lies in the fact that
while we can build up the voltage
(pressure), we cannot build up the
amperage (current or flow). - The A-
battery in our set delivers only six or
less volts, but the amperage is rather
high for this voltage, and for a six-
tube set it will be as much as one and
a’ half amperes, one quarter of the
voltage. If we could build a trans-
former which would do this, every-
thing would be quite simple; but the
difficulties are too great and its cost
would be prohibitive.

However, for B-battery purposes,
we find something different. Here
the voltage is rather high, ranging
from 22 to 135 or even more volts.
We can build a transformer - to ac-
complish this easily, for the amper-
age here is extremely small. It is
generally measured in milliamperes,
thousandths of an ampere, and even
a large set will seldom draw more than
50 milliamperes.

Therefore we can take a trans-
former designed to give a voltage of
approximately 270 volts and put this
output through what is known as a
rectifier. This rectifier will cut the
voltage just about in half, leaving 135
volts. The- rectifier will change the
alternating current into. direct cur-
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rent, sometimes clipping off one half
the pulsations and in other cases
rectifying both halves. One is called
a half-wave rectifier and the other a
full-wave rectifier. This rectifier it-
self may take several different forms,
but it usually consists of a special
type of vacuum-tube which looks
somewhat like the ones used in radio
sets. In fact, in the earlier rectifiers,
regular radio tubes were used. It
was found, though, that these would
not stand up for any length of time,
and so larger and better tubes,
designed especially for the purpose,
have been introduced.

After the alternating current has
been rectified by passing through this
tube, or, in the case of a full-wave
rectifier, usually two tubes, it is still
rather rough. If fed directly into the
radio set, it would still make a hum-
ming sound, and so it is customary to
design what is called a filter circuit,
which will smooth out these remain-
ing pulsations and give us an even,

B-BATTERY ELIMINATOR COSTS

THIS
ONLY ABOUT ONE TENTH OF A CENT AN
HOUR TO OPERATE

smooth flow of direct current. Thus
we have 135 volts direct current to
feed into our power amplifiers. But
how about the other voltages?

Resistances of the proper values
are placed across this rectified current
with leads brought out from each one
to a binding-post. Thus, by putting
in a certain resistance, the 135 volts
can be cut down to 90 volts. Another
tap will have a different resistance,
and we have 45 volts; a third will have
a variable resistance, so that we can
cut down on the detector voltage until
it works best. This resistance per-
mits us to cut down to zero and up to
45 volts.

This is the commercial B-battery
eliminator as we have it to-day.
There are hundreds of different makes
available with a rather wide range in
price; but remember that in the
cheaper ones, the filter circuit or the
transformer may be cheaply made,
and if they break down:the whole
instrument will be useless. Such a

breakdown may also put the radio set
completely out of business for good.

Elimination of the A-battery is a
far more difficult problem, for here
the voltage must be low and the
amperage high, as already outlined.
By using the smallest sizes of dry-cell
tubes, it is possible to make the
rectifier and transformer pass suffi-
cient current to operate such a set,
and, while it has been accomplished
with the larger tubes, the undertaking
is necessarily expensive and such
instruments are usually incorporated
within a complete set which is
designed for just this unit.

One way of accomplishing the
desired result is to connect all the
filament terminals of the tubes in
series instead of the usual parallel
system used in virtually all radio sets.
This means that if you were to buy an
A-battery eliminator of this kind, it
would be necessary to rewire the
entire A-battery or filament part of
theradio set—an exceedingly difficult
undertaking. About a year or so ago,
several such eliminators were placed
on the market at prices which would
buy batteries for the average radio
“fan” for the rest of his life. Need-
less to say, the difficulty of rewiring
the set soon caused such devices to be
withdrawn from sale. The system,
though, is used considerably to-day in
complete outfits, which are equipped
with both A- and B-battery elimi-
nators and where the set may be
wired correctly at the factory. At
the very most, there are about half a
dozen such sets now available.

A far more practical arrangement
is the use of the little instrument
known as the “trickle” charger. This
is essentially a low-capacity rectifier
either of the vacuum-tube type, or,

THIS IS A COMPLETE UNIT FOR OPERA-
TION FROM THE ELECTRIC-LIGHT PLUG. '
IT CONSISTS OF A TRICKLE CHARGER
FOR THE STORAGE BATTERY AND A
REGULAR B-BATTERY ELIMINATOR. A
STORAGE BATTERY MUST BE USED WITH
THIS UNIT, BUT IT IS PRACTICALLY
AUTOMATIC IN OPERATION

as more commonly used, the elec-
trolytic rectifier. Thisis a big name,
but the device is quite simple. It
consists of a glass jar in which has
been placed a certain solution. The
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cover of this jar is made of insulating
material, and suspended from it are
two pieces of metal, one lead and the
other aluminum. This instrument
has the ability to pass alternating
current in one direction only, just like
the rectifier tube; but here also, the
current or amperage must be low, and
it is also advisable to keep the voltage
rather low.

Now, if you use a storage A-battery,
you have found that about every
three or four weeks it is necessary to
charge this in order to keep the radio
set going. The charger may be
either your own or at some battery
service station or garage. This
charger delivers to your battery any-
where from two amperes up to ten or
even more, and will usually charge the
battery in a few hours. The trickle
charger, though, delivers only a small
fraction of an ampere and will, there-
fore take a long time fully to charge
a battery of average capacity. How-
ever, if the trickle charger is connected
to the battery and left in operation all
the time that the set is not in use, it
will keep a freshly charged battery at
virtually full charge all the time. It
must be left on all the time, though,
if the set is used every night, for once
the battery is permitted to run down,
the trickle charger will never be able
to bring it back again.

It is now possible to secure such
chargers with small batteries built in
as one unit, which may be connected
to the radio set and to the electric-
light socket. An automatic switch
may be employed which will place the
trickle charger in use as soon as the
radio set is turned off, or will turn off
the charger the second the radio is
turned on. The amount of current
drawn from the electric light mains
by such a charger is exceedingly small,
and it will make practically no diiier-
ence in the monthly bill.

From all of the foregoing it is
apparent that the best combination
would seem to be the use of a good,
full-wave B-battery eliminator and a
trickle charger to take care of the
A-battery. As for the C-battery,
this may be disregarded, as these
little batteries only cost about forty
cents and a good one will last for
nearly a year. There are B-battery
eliminators, though, which supply
this voltage also. It is only from
four and a half to nine volts at most.

The greatest item in your radio
equipment is the A-battery. No
matter whether it is a storage battery
or dry cells, the cost is always high.
In the case of the storage battery, it
is a high first cost; and for dry cells,
the fact that they must be renewed
often causes them, over a period of
time, to cost considerable. Whether

you use a trickle charger or not, you
must have a storage battery for the
average set, as it will prove far more
economical in the long run. The
trickle-charger storage-battery combi-
nation is probably cheaper to install
and use than the storage battery
combined with a regular charger.
Therefore we may safely assume that
the trickle charger is the best for
A-battery “‘elimination.”

In the B-battery end, it is very
much of a question which is cheaper.
Using a high-grade dry-cell B-battery,
it is possible to go for a whole year
without renewal. This is pretty
reasonable running cost, for such a set
of batteries would cost, at the most,
ten dollars.

A good B-battery eliminator will
cost anywhere from thirty to fifty
dollars, and if this were the last cost
it would be the cheapest in the long
run. However, there is the fact that
such an instrument uses a small
amount of current from the electric-
light mains, and it is also possible that
it may break down or need new
rectifier tubes. As compared with
the cost of regular dry B-batteries, we
find that this cost is considerably
higher. The cost of the eliminator
alone will buy B-batteries for from
three to five years; but batteries have
the habit of running down most
unexpectedly, and it is possible that
the eliminator, if it is a good one, will
be far more convenient.

PHONOGRAPHS FOR USING RADIO
DEVICES

RaDIO, the movies, and the phono-
graphs are becoming so closely allied
that the day may come when they
will all be under one head. The
phonograph companies are adapting
to their needs radio amplifiers, micro-
phones, and other electrical appa-
ratus, and great improvements have
been made in recording and in the
machines available for the home.

The newest thing is a pick-up
device by which the music impressed
on the record is transferred to a high-
ly developed cone-speaker through
amplifiers which are closely akin to
those used in radio. This pick-up
device is totally unlike anything here-
tofore tried out, in that it does its
work electrically rather than by
sound.

One of the basic principles of
electrical engineering is that when a
coil of wire is moved about in a
magnetic field, an electrical current is
set up in exact accordance with the
movement. In this case a small, but
extremely powerful, magnet is used,
and between the poles of this a small
coil of wire is placed. The other end
of this coil is connected mechanically



with the needle which travels over the
ridges in the record. These ridges
cause the needle to move slightly, and
as this moves, so does the coil or wire,
and a minute electrical current is set
up in it. This current is fed to
amplifiers, where it comes out as
music, which may be made of tre-
mendous volume if enough amplifica-
tion is used.

ADVANCES BEING MADE IN RADIO
MOTION PICTURES
EAcH day sees radio motion-pictures
coming closer and closer to actual
fact, and already considerable success
has been forthcoming. However,
these experimental ‘‘movies” are
composed largely of simple white and
black, forming silhouettes which are
totally unlike the present-day motion
picture. Movement can be distin-
guished, but that ’s about all.

Dr. E. F. W. Alexanderson has been
working for a long time on a system
whereby seven light-beams are made
to play on a screen in such a way that
these shadowgraphs may be discerned,
the entire system being almost exactly
like the method of sending photo-
graphs by radio, as described in ST.
NICHOLAS early last summer. Alex-
anderson has simply speeded up the
method in order to make the pictures
actually move, and he has worked out
a complicated system of mirrors and
light-beams which he claims will be
the basis for all future systems.

There is still a tremendous amount
of development work to be done
before actual motion-pictures by
radio will be available, but the day
will come, and possibly in a much
shorter time than we expect at
present.

FOURTEEN-YEAR-OLD BOY FIRST
TO MAKE RADIO PRACTICAL
THE first scientist to recognize the
possibilities of communication with-
out wires was James Clark-Maxwell,
who published in 1873 a brief essay
on “Electricity and Magnetism.”
This book forms the basis on which
later inventors built their practical
instruments. Hertz was the first to
set up electromagnetic pulsations in
the ether, and to this day, radio-
waves are frequently called Hertzian
waves. It remained for a boy only
fourteen years old, though, to work
out the practical application of these
waves, and at first he was sending
these signals but a few hundred feet.
Later on, he sent them across the
English Channel and finally across
the Atlantic Ocean. That boy was
Marconi, the man who has done more
for radio development than any other

scientist.
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THE RADIO ANTENNA

THE best kind of antenna for radio
receiving is a single wire run in a
straight line with the lead-in coming
from one end. Number 14 bare
copper wire will remain in place long-
est, as it is stronger than stranded
wire.

HOW TO SOLDER CONNECTIONS

Dirty and corroded wire cannot be
soldered satisfactorily, for the simple
reason that the solder will not stick
to such a surface. In using old wire
or old radio apparatus, it is advisable
to clean the surfaces thoroughly be-
fore any attempt at making a connec-
tion.

A radio expert will first set his
soldering “‘iron” to heat, either in the
gas flame or by attaching it to the
electric-light socket if it is an electric
iron. He will next proceed to make
ready to solder by cleaning every
surface thoroughly either with a
knife or with a bit of emery-paper.
When the iron reaches the proper
heat he will remove it and, first ap-
plying a little soldering flux to the
surface of the connection to be made,
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he will permit a small drop of solder
to melt on the point of the iron.

This is then brought into contact
with the connection and the solder is
permitted to run into the joint, thus
insuring a permanent connection.
It only takes a little bit of solder to
make a perfect joint if this method is
followed.

The iron itself should not be red-
hot, but warm enough to allow the
solder to become thoroughly liquified.
The point of the iron will be covered
with a layer of solder and kept clean.
Wire solder should be used, for it is
easier to handle; and a good flux may
be made by powdering rosin and
mixing it with alcohol, making a
greenish liquid. Sometimes, by the
evaporation of the alcohol, this will
become thick, forming a sticky paste,
which should be thinned down with a
little more aleohol.

Novices at soldering invariably
use too much solder and do not allow
it to melt sufficiently, thus forming a
huge drop of solder which will not
hold and may cause serious trouble in
the receiver. The whole secret of
successful soldering is to have every-
thing as clean as possible.
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TALKING BY
WINDMILL

By S. LEONARD BASTIN

N spite of the telephone and tele-
graph, talking by windmill is still
largely practised in Holland. The
Dutch miller follows closely in the
footsteps of his ancestors, and when
he wants to communicate with some
one miles away he employs the giant
sails of his windmill.

This system forms one of the most
perfect schemes of long-distance sig-
naling in the world. Holland is, of
course, a very flat country and, gen-
erally speaking, there are no hills to
intercept the view between points
that may beseparated by many miles.

On almost any day in Holland it
will be noticed that, out of a dozen
windmills, there will be perhaps two
which, to all intents and purposes,
appear to be out of action. Watch
these closely for a few moments and
it will be noted that the sails of the
idle mills move slightly from time to
time and then remain for a while at a
different angle. One might conclude
that the machinery of the mill was
being overhauled, but it is probable
that this is not the case. The miller
is busy holding a conversation with
some one in another mill a number of
miles away. Actually the mill to
which the messages are being sent
may be completely out of sight, for it
is a common thing for intervening
mills to transmit signals.

The codes used in windmill talk
are very old, and these have been
handed down from generation to gen-
eration. The secret of the signals is
most jealously guarded by the Dutch
millers, who are among the most con-
servative people in the world.

Apart from the secret codes of
individual millers and groups of local
millers, there are, in Holland, a set of
windmill signals which all those who
live on the countryside can under-
stand. Now and again a windmill
may stop working because it has no
grist to grind. Then a certain ad-
justment of the sails will announce
the fact to the farmers in the neigh-
borhood, who can take steps to send
along fresh supplies. On another
occasion a carpenter or a blacksmith
may be needed; again, there may have
been an accident at the mill and the
service of a medical man is required.
Such needs are made known by plac-
ing the arms in a certain position.

During the Great War there were
many occasions when news of the
fighting in Belgium was carried about
Holland by windmill talk some hours
in advance of telegraphic messages.
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“MRS. C REEZ AND FLUTO"

(Continued from page 443)

' During all this hubbub, Tony had
sat amid the enthusiastic audience
alone, his thoughts with little Carlo
in the dingy room behind the fruit-
store, probably dropping bitter tears
over the swine he was whittling out
of flimsy fruit-box wood. Tony was
rehearsing to himself the story of the
bee-utiful, but veree wicked, ladee
who ungratefully turned the gentle-
man admirers into the peegs. He
must make it funny, for Carlo must
not weep any more. What the
strange gentleman on the stage was
saying made no difference. Just as
Tony had reached in his mind the
place where he would say, “And all
the gentlemen swine grunt to the
bee-utiful ladee, ‘Ugh! Ugh! instead
of ‘Ladee, I adore you! ” he caught
his own name, and the green velvet
curtains had parted.

Tony sat up and rubbed his eyes.
“The silver cup for the most original
hobby,” the gentleman was saying,
‘“has, as I have told you, been awarded
to your young schoolmate, Antonio
Valerio, for his marionette theater,
which the committee thought so
clever that they wanted Ross Junior
to see it before it is exhibited at Music
Hall. Will Antonio please step to
the platform to receive the silver cup
for Ross Junior?”

Prodded into sensibility by his
neighbor, Tony dazedly rose to his

feet. “Tony! Tony! Tony Va-
lerio!” The shouts came from all
sides. Asif in a dream, he stumbled

along the aisle and up the steps to the
platform. And there on a table, the
bedquilt arranged exactly as it had
been in the dingy room behind the
fruit-store, the red-bandana curtain
drawn back to reveal Mrs. C. Reez
and The Red-One-Called-Fluto, was
the magic box! And before he knew
it, a shining silver cup was in his
none-too-clean hands and Ross Jun-
ior had risen to its feet in a body and
was wildly cheering the boy who had
helped make its reputation. Tony
looked helplessly toward Elmer; but
Elmer’s blue eyes were turned the
other way.

“The committee feels that Antonio
Valerio has a bright future,” Mr.
Sayers was saying. “In years to
come, I prophesy that many of you
will be going to see wonderful plays
staged by your former schoolmate,
Antonio Valerio. Now let ’s give
three big cheers for him!”’

Mr. Parker’s hand rested proudly

upon Tony’s narrow shoulders as,
the cheers having subsided, he ex-
plained, “Tony made this little
theater to amuse his small brother
Carlo, who cannot walk.” (How did
Mr. Parker know that?) “He did
not want to enter it himself, so one of
his schoolmates entered it for him.
I just heard of this this morning, and
if it has caused any heartaches, Tony
must try to remember it was all for
Ross Junior.” Elmer was looking
at Tony almost pleadingly. ‘“And
now, if Tony will show us all how his
marionette theater is operated, I am
sure we shall all be very grateful.
How about it, Tony?”’

Tony nodded dumbly.

“What will it be?”

Tony whispered in Mr. Parker’s
ear.

“He says it will be ‘The Spring
Panta See,””” announced the prin-
cipal, with not the ghost of a smile on
his face. ‘“You remember we gave
that play last year although we called
it ‘The Spring Fantasy, I believe.
The characters, he says, are Mrs.
C. Reez and her daughter Miss
Prosperitee, four dancing ladies, and
The Red-One-Called-Fluto. Are you
ready, Tony?”’

Tears, not altogether of laughter,
streamed down the faces of the
audience as Tony recounted, just as
he had for a smaller, but no less
appreciative audience, the sad story
of Ceres and Persephone. Even
Mr. Parker wiped his eyes repeatedly
as the story progressed; but Tony,
lost in the intricacies of his art, was
blissfully unconscious of everything
except the loud applause that ended
the performance.

All through it he kept saying to
himself, ‘“Carlo will again be happy,”
and, “For Ross Junior I have pro-
cured the silver cup!”

Nor did he hold any grudge against
Elmer Hoffmeister when that apolo-
getic youth confessed after school
that he had smuggled the magic box
out of the store while Carlo was
asleep and there was no one around.
“For the good of Ross Junior, you
know!” said Elmer. ‘“Hope you
did n’t mind, Tony!”

“Oh no, not at all, not at all!”
disclaimed Tony, his brown eyes on
the silver cup that stood in solitary
stateliness on a shelf of the glass case
in the hall of Ross Junior. ‘‘Excuse
me now, pleeze. I go home to tell
Carlo.”
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CHUCK BLUE OF STERLING

(Continued from page 460)

instead. There was Chuck, standing
in front of the mirror, looking at him-
self. He had on his sweater with the
big Sterling S, and, caught beneath
the S, his Gamma Delta pin.

Chuck turned, a little embarrassed.
A flush crept over his face.

“Caught in the act!” Hap cried.
‘“Picture! Big varsity man—just
made fraternity—admiring himself!”

“I was n’t admiring myself,” re-
monstrated Chuck. ‘I was seeing
how they looked together. I ’'m
blamed glad to have both of them.
And so are you, and you know it.”

Hap stretched himself out in a
chair. ‘“The reason I laughed—part
of the reason,” he said, ‘“‘was because
I did that very thing myself this
morning.”

The talk drifted to football and
spring practice. A session of two or
three weeks was soon to begin, princi-
pally to develop the kickers and the
passing game. Both Chuck and Hap
were going out for it, then Hap was
planning to turn his attention to track

‘and Chuck to freshman baseball.

Chuck had never done much kick-
ing, but he had now made up his
mind to one thing: He was going to
spend a lot of time drop-kicking dur-
ing this spring practice session. If he
showed a real aptitude for it, he in-
tended to practice all summer.

To his surprise, under the tutelage
of Kinney, the coach, he discovered
that he really did have the drop-kick-
ing knack. Kinney was delighted.
He spent a great deal of time with
Chuck and began to develop his punt-
ing as well.

“Do you know, Chuck,” he said one
day, “if you keep on the way you 've
started, you ’ll be a real triple-threat
man. I have n’t had a good drop-
kicker in three years. If you make
the grade, it will mean that I can use
some plays I 've been working on for
a year or two that need a drop-kick
threat.”” Then he added thought-
fully, “There ’s a chance, young man,
that they ’ll be talking about you next
fall as an all-America possibility.”

Chuck’s heart leaped. It was a
thrilling thing to think about. They
were standing on the thirty-five-yard
line—a ball was in his hand. He
balanced it, then made a perfect drop.
Straight and true it went, over the
middle of the goal-posts. He turned
to Kinney and grinned.

The coach had n't hesitated to
speak frankly to Chuck—it would n’t
turn his head, he knew. Probably
the boy did n’t need an incentive to
work at drop-kicking during the sum-

mer months; but what the coach had
said might help.

All in all, the spring term was
starting in happily for Chuck. His
library job tied him down pretty
much during the evenings, but in his
free moments he often had to pause
and decide between four or five differ-
ent things he wanted to do, things he
was especially keen about. His col-
lege life already was a full one.

Then aletter came from his mother.
He had n’t heard from her in several
days. She had had another attack.
She had n’t telegraphed—it was n't
serious enough for that. She was
sitting up now and writing to him.
But she wanted him to come home for
a day. An operation might possibly
be wise. He was the man of the
family. She wanted to talk it over
with him.

Chuck got permission to leave, and
planned to take the noon train.
The thought of his mother kept
pounding in the back of his mind all
the morning, though, to keep himself
from worrying too much, he attended
classes as usual. But on the train, as
he sat relaxed, his anxiety pressed
hard upon him.

Suppose there had to be an oper-
ation; suppose his mother wasin for a
long siege of illness—he might have
to leave college. Her salary at the
library might stop and he might have
to go to work to keep things going.
His duty to her was paramount.
He ’d do, oh, he ’d do anything and
gladly to be helpful to her—

But the thought of the possibility of
having to leave college suddenly over-
whelmed him. He ’d been happy,
wonderfully happy in making Gamma
Delta. He had n’t quite realized be-
fore how much he waslooking forward
to the fellowship there for three long
years with Hap and Dan and the
others. All the things that keenly
interested him surged through his
mind—the courses he wanted to take
next year, the reading he ’d planned
to do in the library, freshman base-
ball; but, underlying everything, foot-
ball and the coming season. He
thought of Kinney’s remark:

“There ’s a chance that they ’ll be
talking about you next fall as an all-
America possibility.”

The All-America! A goal to be
aimed for, a golden vision! Chuck
sat there in his seat in the train, quiet
and tense, thinking, thinking. If,
now, he never could have the chance!

He pulled himself together. If he
had to leave college, he ’d have to
leave. that was all. But maybe what



\
Harmonica I
l

l

“I am a great advocate of the Har-
monica,” says Lieut. Commander
John Philip Sousa, famous band-
master, “and especially endorse the
Harmonica bands which are winning
sweeping popularity. Thisinstrument
is afoundation for a musical career;
and many boysand girlswhoare now E
learning music on the harmonica
will step into the great symphony
orchestras and bands of our country ’

You can learn to play a Hohner Harmon-
ica with the aid of the Free Instruction
Book.Get a Hohner “Marine Band” today
and ask for thefreebools. If your dealer is
out of copies, write M. Hohner, Inc.,Dept.
155,114 East 16th Street, New York City.

HERE’S a marvelous canoe, fellows—a canoe pattemed
after an actual Indian model. Perfectly balanced—
a cange you can trust on most any kind of water,
And light—say! this “Old Town” is the light-weight
champion of the canoe world.

Priced $58 up. From dealer or factory.

Free illustrated catalog shows sailing canoes, square
stern canoes, dinghies, etc. Write today., Oip TowN
LaNOE Co., 744 Fourth Street, Old Town, Maine.

‘'Old Town Canoes™

SNOW WHITE ESQUIMO PUPPIES
The handsomest, most in-
telligent, best dispositioned
children’s clog. ey will
romp and play from morning
till night. A natural trick

og, Wi
Satisfied customers in every
Safe delivery guar-

We ship

on
Tltustrated cata:
in stam;
Brockways Kenneis, L.
317, Baldwin, Kansas.

proval.
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Red Eagle Yucca Firemaking Sets

2 Yucca fireboards, 2 Yucca driils, bow, thong, socket,
tinder. Thoroughly tested and produced fire in less than
10 seconds. Postpaid $1.00; List free.

RED EAGLE, Box 325, Roswell, New Mexico

5 CLASS g PINS “3s_
FREE CATALOG
Design shownmadewith o Silver Plate 25c ea.;

any equal amount let~ $2.75 doz. Sterling sil-
tering, 2 colors enamel, verdOcea.; $4.00 doz.

BASTIAN BROS. CO., 729 BastianBlds.,Rocbester, N.Y.

he ‘d been turning over in his mind
and suddenlydreading wasall tommy-
rot. He knew that his mother had
written him honestly; it probably
was n’t serious, her illness. Still, he
i made up his mind, then and there, if
| he did have to leave college now or at
I‘any time before his course was fin-
| ished, that he ’d not let her know how
deeply he ’d feel about it.

The train steamed on. It pulled
into the Sayville station and Chuck
got out. Soon he was trudging down
the lane toward the gray house that
overlooked the river. And there was
his mother at the front door, waiting
for him, a little pale and worn looking,
but smiling a cheery greeting! Gee,
but it was wonderful to see her again!

(To be continued)

HAVE YOU AN
OWL IN YOUR
ATTIC?

By EVELYN C. ELDREDGE

WHILE carelessly turning over the
pages of a book on birds, one day,
this sentence caught my attention:
“If you want some excitement, take a
stuffed owl into your garden in the
nesting season.” ,

I felt the need of excitement, and 1
thought of the dusty and somewhat
moth-eaten old owl that had been
allowed to remain in our attic in spite
of many house-cleanings.

From the attic to the garden was a
matter of a few minutes. I called
my bird-loving neighbor to witness
the fun. We set up the owl on a fence-
post, and, armed with an opera-glass,
! sat down to await developments.

We were both skeptical that any-
thing would happen; but things did
begin to happen right away.

It was n’'t three minutes before a
| robin discovered the enemy in the
| camp and gave the alarm—and how
they came from far and near to join
inthefray! Everypostallaroundthe
garden had a bird on it, every one of
them shouting at the top of his lungs.

The grackles led the attack, closely
seconded by the robins. They would
take turns flying down as near as they
dared, and then nearer, taking a nip
as they dashed by, while all the by-
standers kept up such a racket that
the neighbors came out to see what
was going on.

The battle went on until finally the
owl was knocked off the fence and the
birds went home to relate to their
families what a great danger they had
averted by their courage.

lives at stake

Between them and death, only a
boy and an Iver Johnson Bicycle

“TJURING my vacation I was

riding my bicycle along a
lonely sideroad near our town. As
I came around a bend, I saw a car
lying on its side in the ditch. It
was a wreck. I could hear people
moaning under it, but couldn’t
get them out without help.

“I jumped back on my Iver
Johnson, pedaled madly back to
the main road, and hailed two men
in a passing car. I took them to
the wreck. We lifted the injured
out, and rushed them to the

hospital.

““And make believe I wasn’t
proud when I saw the account in
the paper telling how I saved two
lives!”

Real, wide-awake
American boys ride
lver Johnsons. This
famous bicycle is su-
preme from every
standpoint — speed,
easy pedaling, dura-
bility and good looks.
Theframeandforks
are made of high car-
bon seamless steel
tubing — for rugged
strength. The two-
piece crank set and two-point
ball bearings reduce friction and
take the work out of pedaling.
Vital parts are drop-forged — for
double strength and to resist
shock. Finally, the rich, flashing
finish — five coats of special Iver
Johnson enamel baked on, then hand-rubbed.
All nickel plating done over copper — for
lasting quality.

Color choice of Iver Johnson Blue, Ma-
roon, Green or Black with “Duco” white
head. Best guaranteed equipment. See the
Iver Johnson agent in your town.

HANDSOME CATALOG FREE
A new interesting catalog shows, in actual
colors, the Iver Johnson models for boys and
girls as well as models for adults. Also Veloci-
pedes and Juniorcycles for little children.
Write for your free copy of Catalog B’ at
once.

IVER JOHNSON’S ARMS & CYCLE WORKS
22 RIVER STREET, FITCHBURG, MASS.
New York, 151 Chambers Street
Chicago, 108 W. Lake Street
San Francisco, 717 Market Street

IVER
JOHNSON
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these pages contain a list of reliable stamp-dealers.

THE ST. NICHOLAS STAMP PAGES
Conducted by PHILIP H. WARD, JR.

Besides a description of new issues (illustrated) and brief articles of special interest to young stamp-collectors,
When writing to them, be sure to give your full name
and address, and, as a reference, the name of your parent, or teacher, or employer, whose permission must first
It is well to mention THE ST. NICHOLAS MAGAZINE. Remember, we are always glad
to assist you, so write to us for any information that will help you to solve your stamp problems.

~ POPULAR
SCOTT SEALED
PACKETS

Every stamp guaranteed
genuine or money back.
No foreign post-cards,
revenues or reprints

No. 68, 100 diff., from 50 diff.
countries, 25c; No. 8, 1,000 diff.,
general. coll,, $1.00; No. 3, 2,000
diff., general coll, $4.00; No. 152,
100 diff., Europe, 10c; No. 146, 200
diff., Austria, 25¢; No. 178, 100 diff.,

--Hungary, 10c; Neo. 202, 50 diff.,

. Wurtemburg, 25c; Ne. 67, 100 diff,,
French Cols., 40c.

Buy yourself the
- Latest International Junior

A new edition (1927) of the famous
International Junior Album is just
off the presses, bigger than ever, for
it includes late 1926 stamps, and
now has more than 21,000 stamp
spaces, as well as thousands of illus-

trations. Thisis just the album you
want . . . the most popular album
ever made. Send us your order now.

No. 1. Attractive blue cover,
red ®ack and corners $4.00

No. 2. Bound in cloth, gilt let-
tering. c..ooeeennen $35.00

Forwarding extra, weight 6 lbs,
SC@TT STAMP AND COIN Ce.

1 West 47th Street
New York, N. Y.

SNAPS.---=-=-=SNAPS.

; 300 Different Foreign Stamps 60
Offer No. 1 Siain G, fnasime §1 o $2
values, ALL for 25¢. 20" Dift e q
ifferent Foreign Stamps from
O;,ffef/‘ NO- 2 70 Different Fo?eign Cguntries
jncluding Africa, Asia, Australia, Furope, West Indies,

etc. for only 16¢. 2 Alb idi £
tamp um, providing spaces for
O.ﬂler NO- 3 over 2200 stamps, with 700 illustra-
tiens, packet of 500 different stamps, 500 stamp hinges
and millimeter measure, all for only 50c. A Big Bargain.
FREE With each order we give our pamphlet which
telis you ‘‘How To Make A Stamp Collection
Properly,’’ also Krice list of albums — supplies and hune
dredsof BARGAINS in sets and packets.
UEEN CITY STAMP & COIN CO.
Room 32, 604 Race Street Cincinnati, Ohio

FREE' Fenway Unused Hundred —- 100 different,
s beautiful stamps —all unused — from far-
off countries, which would cost $1.00 if purchased from.
approval sheets. Included are: Albania, Antioquia,Bos-
nia, Chad, Dahomey, Cuba, Latvia, Nyassa giraffe, etc.

This fine packet absolutely free to new approval
applicants enclosing 4c postage: Big lists also free —

Write today.
FENWAY STAMP CO.
161 Massachusetts Ave., Boston, Mass.

MYSTIC'S ‘““QUEER COUNTRY’ PACKET!!

Contains scarce stamps from the following strange lands:
San Marino, Antioquia, Congo, Cyprus. Fiji Islands,
Iceland, Kenya Uglanda. Lebanon, Monaco, North
Borneo, Nyassa, Port. Guinea, Siam, Sierra Leone,
Tanganyika, Trinidad Tobago, Ubangi, Upper Volta,
Wallis Futuna, Zanzibar. Get this wonderful packet of
“freak countries” and make yvour friends envious! Price
only 10c to approval applicants!! Write T@DAY,

Mystic Stamp Co, (Dept. 3) Camden, New York

NEW ISSUES

LUXEMBURG has issued a most beautiful
series of five charity-stamps, printed in

B two colors, show-
ing a portrait of
young Prince Jean,
son of the duchess
whorulesthissmall
country lying be-
tween France,
Belgium, and Ger-
many. EgGYPpT
has again issued a
series of three va-
rietiesintwocolors,
similar to those
described :last
month. This time the stamps commem-
orate the International Cotton Congress,
which met in Cairo early in 1927. There
are three denominations &, 10, and 18

millemes. RUSSIA has placed on sale a
most unusual variety, showing a picture
of the former dictator, Lenin, taken at
the time when he was apparently two or

three years old. All the inscriptions of
this 20-kopec stamp are in . Russian, and

494

the variety which is printed in blue is
lithographed. In issuing this stamp
they announced that the entire amount
collected from its sale will be used to
aid children. It must be remembered,
however, that in Russia the children be-
long to the nation, so that it simply means
diverting a portion of the postal rev-
enues to this purpose. Thus, the twenty
kopeecs that you pay for the stamp ac-
tually pays this amount of postage; but,
for every one sold; the post-office depart-
ment hands over twenty kopecs to the
department in charge of children. SAAR,
anew state carved fromthe former German
Empire at the termination of the Great
War, has issued a most interesting series
of four charity stamps of 20c, 40c, 50c,
1 fr.—50c face-value, three of which we
illustrate. These stamps are beautifully
printed in colors and in each case- the
variety is sold at double face-value, one
half going for postage and the remainder
for charity. GREAT BRITAIN has distrib-
uted a series of eight stamps, running
from 5c to 1 shilling inclusive, for use in
the MANDATED TERRITORY OF TANGAN-
YIKA. The stamp shows a portrait of
King George V in black, with borders
in colors. This is a mandated territory
awarded to Great Britain under the Ver-
sailles Treaty, and is the first series of
stamps that have been issued recogniz-
ing the fact that the territory is governed

ZEALAND re-

NeEwW
cently issued a lithographed stamp, 2

under a mandate.

shillings, showing a portrait of King
George in uniform. A similar but smaller
stamp of 1d denomination printed in red
is just at hand. The portrait is not con-
sidered satisfactory and it is doubtful if
the stamp will remain in use for any
length of time.

WHAT TO DO WITH DUPLICATES

SHORTLY after one starts a collection of
postage-stamps, he begins to accumulate
duplicates, and what to do with them is
often a question. Special cards or books,
with strips forming slots into which
stamps may be placed without mounting,
are sold by most stamp-dealers. Where
funds are limited, similar cards may be
made at home. To do this, cut pieces of
cardboard about the size of the normal
postal card. Then take a piece of heavy
paper and cut it into strips the length of
the card and about three quarters of an
inch wide. Beginning at the lower edge,
three of these strips should be affixed to





