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COMRADES .+ the KEY

A New Booh by
Ralph Henry Barbour

Authorof “Barry Locke: Half Back,” etc.

A story of a boy’s adventures on Runpun Key, a dot
of an island off the Florida coast. Here lived the
Cosden squatter family. Little Peter, blue eyed, slim
and barefoot, was happy when he fished with his
father, but during the long hours of play when he
had only his make-believe pirate companions, Peter
did so long for a playmate, a companion, with whom
he could explore the island and collect the treasures
of the sea. Then one day, after an unusually violent
storm, little Peter, playing pirate all alone found a
dory washed up on the shore and in it an unconscious
child. No parents for the child were found for several
years, and the story is of the adventures of these
two likable youngsters. Then came the Florida
boom, strange people, a palatial yacht, the parents
of the child, and a problem in ethics for a youngster
to decide. Hlustrated. $1.75

GIPSY FORTUNES

By DOROTHY GREVE JARNAGIN

A book for girls about an interesting group of young
people who have many diverse and sometimes
conflicting interests. The story has a lovely southern
setting and opens oil a high note of prophecy. Gipsy
Glasgow, Class Prophet, amazes her classmates when
she stands before them at the high school gradua-
tion festivities, dressed in gipsy costume, and, with
awesome voice and appropriate seriousness, reads
to them the fortunes and developments of their lives
which they may expect in after days. So well has
she studied their types, and such interesting and
diversified careers does she predict for these ambitious
young people, that almost are they convinced that
her prophecies will come true. Then the stoiy de-
velops through an amazing series of unusual episodes,
and proves with almost uncanny accuracy the truth
of those high school prophecies. Ilustrated. $2.00

THE CENTURY CO. Publishers of Enduring Books
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Features /or Next Month and TO Come

Tommy Dane and the Yaqui A. GROVE DAY

A kind deed is remembered by a bandit chief.

The Croix de Guerre LESLIE QUIRK

Knowledge, even of what we ourselves want, is a relative matter —
relative to the experience we have had.

Red Sweaters MARGUERITE ASPINWALL
Young ladies, when you intend to be brave, be sure to dress properly
for it.

The Best Policy CHRISTINE WHITING PARMENTER

Boys, let this be a lesson.

Raghu, the Son of a Cook D. G. MUKERJI
Mr. Mukerji's magic pen weaves a spell around the story of a persever-
ing boy.

Navy Divers ARCHIBALD DOUGLAS TURNBULL

Commander Turnbull gives us a glimpse behind the scenes (as well as
beneath the surface) of one feature of life in the navy.

Between the Covers of Many Books FLORENCE MILNER

A review of the Spring books that you will want to read, by one who
knows.






Classified Camp Directory

of Announcements Appearing in This Number

For Girts For Boys
California
Santa Barbara
Colorado
Kinnikinnik
Rocky Mountain
Connecticut
Chinqueka Cadaho
Cornucopia Lantern Hill
Juanita Red Cottage
Mystic Saugatuck
Red Cottage Senape
Wonposet
linois
Orchard Hill Orchard Hill
Indiana
Culver
Kentucky
Trail's End
Maine
Abena Conesca
Bendito Great Oaks
Eggemoggin Maine-New Bruns-
Lin-E-Kin Bav wick Aqua Tour
Moosehead Maranacook
Overlook Moosehead
Sebowisha Wild-Croft
Taik-Ur-Eez Wildmere

Wawenock-Owaissa Winnecook

Wichitee Winnecowett
Maryland
Gunston

Massachusetts
Cotuit Mohawk Lodges
Cowasset Mon-O-Moy
Kendall Namequoit
Knollmere Rimrock Farm
Maricopa Skvlark
Mayflower Spyglass Hill
Quanset Wampanoag
Rimrock Farm Waziyata
Sea Pines
Spyglass Hill
YVatatic
Yokum

For Girls For Boys
Michigan
Arbutus Crystal Lake
Interlochen Fairwood
Kairphree Penn Loch

Osoha-of-the-Dunes Tosebo
Pottawottamie
Wanalda Woods

Minnesota
Holiday
New Hampshire
Allegro Ossipee
Interlaken Penacook
Oahe Pine Acres
Ogontz Weedigowasa
Pine Knoll
Sargent
Tall Pines
Waukeela
Wotanda
New Jersey
Dune-by-the-Sea Ocean Wave
New Mexico
Los Alamos Ranch
New York
Dunes Chautauqua
Lauderdale Chenango-on-Otsego
Moss Lake Dart's
Ok-A-To-Mi Fire Place Lodge
Owaissa Forest Lake
Tekakwetha Greenkill
Twanekotah Hilltop
Lancewood
Little Bear
Mombasha
St. John's
Tonde
North Carolina
Dellwood
Junaluska
Nikwasi
Pennsylvania
Oneka Dan Beard
Owaissa Lenape
Paupac Maplewood
Pine Tree Olde Milie Lodge

For Girls For Boys

Pennsylvania (continued)

Poch-A-Waehne Pocono
Red Wing Pocono Pines
Wa-Wa-Na-Sa Red Cloud
Romopauk
Shohola
Wa-Wa-Na-Sa
Rhode Island
Sea Line
Tennessee
Whooppee
Vermont
Aloha Kahagon
Brown Ledge Kill Kare
Farwell St. Ann’s
Killooleet
Marbury
Neshobe
Teela-Wooket
Wihakowi
Wynona
Wyoda
Virginia
Lake Pocahontas
Washington
Wonderland
West Virginia
Terra Alta
Wisconsin
Bryn Afon Adventure Island
Osoha St. John’s
Sandstone
Canada
Hermit Thrush Annapolis Royal
Mooswa
Ottertrail
Owl Head
Abroad
Cathedral and Biking Tours

Castle Tour

ST. NICHOLAS School and Camp Service is at your disposal at all times to help

you regarding your camp problems.
finest camps in the country.
If you are perplexed, let us help you.
We will be glad to assist you without charge.

an easy one.
convenience.

St. Nicholas School and Camp Service

Name

STreet. i

Do you wish @ Camp?.....cccceeviniverncirncreeeens

In what part of the country?.........ccceccvenene

How much do you wish to pay?.....ccccceevennns

Indicate age of each Sex

.or a School?

,How many children?

In this issue, you will find listed some of the
The problem of which camp to attend is not always
The coupon below is for your

353 Fourth Avenue, New York City

State

Religion



QLAXSET

Cape Cod Saili

ng Camps for Girls

On Pleasant Bay

South Orleans

Learn to sail at

Massachusetts

Quanset. Racing in

safe Pleasant Bay with Cape Cod
skipper. Canoeing, salt water swim-

ming, riding,

all sports. Strong

organization of able counsellors.
Scientific health building. Medical

supervision.

Nimicutts 5-11.

Quansets 12-18.

1 M

RS. E. A. W. HAMMATT

R Dawson Apartments No. 3

(fi

New Bedford, Mass.

MOUNTAIN CAMP for GIRLS
On Lake Winnekeag
Ashburnham, Mass.

MODERN SANITATION
Accessible from New
Y'ork and Boston. 1200

feet above sea level. In-
vigorating air. All water

Wholesome surroundings.
FREE Horseback Rid-
ing. No extras.

For Catalog apply to

MISS A. E.
Noble School

HOBERTS, Prin.
White Plains, N. Y.

CAPE COD SEASHORE
CAMP FOR GIRLS
Good times. Wholesome food.

Horseback

Home care. Sailing.
riding. Separate cam for[yuunger
oklet.

boys.” Rates $250. 0

Vacation Club for older girls

for Girls

NEW ENGLAND STATES

Summer Camps

THE TEELA-WOOKET CAMPS

The Horseback Camps

Dear Peggy:

Dad told me at breakfast that |
can go back to Teela-Wooket this
summer! And mother spoke up and
suggested that | get you to go with
me. Tell Aunt Clara that it will be
the most wonderful summer of
your whole life.

You'll adore the girls — girls from
out West and down South and all
over New England— just the sort
you know and like at home. And
the life at Teela-Wooket is thrill-
ing from the bugle for plunge in
the morning to the stories and music
around a roaring fire at night.

I know you want to perfect your
golf game, and you'll have a mar-
velous opportunity. The course at
Teela-Wooket was laid out by Stiles
& Van Kleek, the golf architects who
planned our course at home.

But Peggy, of all the things you'll
learn, nothing will be as wonderful
as horseback riding. Wait till you
see yourself in a scarlet hat and
tie, a blue middy, and snappy tan
breeches, riding over the trails in
the Green Mountains, singing,
“Teela-Wooket comes swinging
along,” to the jingle of bits and the

Everybody learns

No Extras

,beat of steel-shod hoofs. “Spotty"
(is my favorite horse; although
(‘Honey Girl” has a host of ad-
mirers. Golf, tennis and swimming
are all right, but a golf ball can't
look at you with big friendly brown
eyes, nor can a tennis racquet
whinny a welcome and rub its soft
nose against your cheek.
Last of all comes Field Day,
which means . . . the Horse Show
. . the tournaments . . . exhibi-
tions , , matches and the
final banquet, when lights are low
and everybody anxiously awaits the
announcement of the honor girls.
If Aunt Clara and Uncle Rob
knew how wonderful it all is they
wouldn't let you stay away! Let me
hear as soon as you know you can go.
Lovingly,
Marion.
P. S. Write Mr. and Mrs. C. A,
Roys, 10 Bowdoin St.,, Cambridge,
Massachusetts, for catalog and in-
formation concerning The Teela-
Wooket Camps in the Green Moun-
tains at Roxbury, Vermont. Your
brother would like Camp Idle-
wild for boys. It's under the same
management.
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NEW ENGLAND STATES

JTorm anW hites

A CAMPfor JVNIORjGIRCS

Sailing and all salt-water sports.

Established 1913.
Still water

On Gape Cod.

canoeing and swimming. Arts and crafts.

Dramatics.
Trips.

Dancing. Athletics. Archery.
Interviews arranged in New York and

Boston. For Booklet, address:

The Aloha Camps

VERMONT
Established 1905
Aloha Hive, girls 8 to 13
years.

Aloha Camp and Club glrls
14 to 21 years. All land ‘a

water sgorts, riding crafts‘
cainpc

Camp Lanakila for boys 3
to 13 years.

Booklets on request

Camp Farwell

A camp for. |rls on beaullful Iake |n Green Moun-
tains of Verm ho . No extra
charge for rldmg arwell rls know joys of
life in the open with swmmmg canoeing, tennis
and other land and water sports. Dramatics.
Crafts. Tents and Bungalows. Hot and cold
running water. _Careful supervision. Senior and
Junlor camps 23rd year. Booklet on Request.

LIE N. SANDE.RLIN, Director
2614 315( Street, N.W., Washmgton D.C.

CAMP
MARBURY

ON LAKE CHAMPLAIN
For Girls, 8-12, 12-16.
ater sports. Canoe trips. Mountain
climbing, Horseback riding. Hand Crafts,
including Jewelry making. Music, Danc-
ing, Dramatics, Marionette plays.

Mrs. Henry Dike Sleeper Vergennes, Vt.

CAMP OAHE Granite Lake

MUNSONVILLE, NEW HAMPSHIRE
For Girls: 8-20.  Enrollment limited.
Swimming, canoeins F mountain-climbing, horseback
ndmgf fencing, riflery. clock-golf, tennis. Nature-
lore, fascinating arts and crafts, dramatics, dancing.

Elevation 1300feet. Illustrated booklet
SARA R. CARTER, Director
The Avon, 6E Read St., Baltimore. Md.

Mrs. /forman W hite

CAMP
ABENA

Belgrade Lakes,

Maine. 22d Season.

For girls seven to

eighteen. A health-

ful program of sports,

crafts, and creative

activities. Booklet.

Miss Hortense Hersom,

a ~ 46 Beacon St.,
Boston, Mass.

WAWENOCK-OWAISSA

Ask Molly (there she is to the
right) to tell you the story of a
glorious summer of treasure
hunting. Searching through 200
acres in a country abounding in
Indian lore, along wooded, sandy
shore, over cliffs, and into caves. Molly
will tell you, too, how we swim in a

beautiful lake, ride horseback over
trails, board an ocean steamer, and
“gypsy” into the White Mountains.

By the end of the summer you will have
found the hidden treasures — Health
and Happiness. Write Molly for our
illustrated booklet. ~ Address her in
care of Mb. and Mrs. Eiroy 0. LA\~
Fryeburg Academy, Fryeburg,

WEST DRESDEN, MAINE
For girls from 8 to 18 years of age
All Land and Water Sports under
trained and experienced |eaders, emr
phasizi 'g Riding. Dancing, and A
ery Gol Various Handicrafts mcludr
ing weavnMg and jewelry. Booklet on
request. Iss " Fidrriett” M. “Balcorn,
Dlrector 1193 Commonwealth Avenue,
Allston, Mass.

WAUKEELA CAMP

FOR GIRLS — CONWAY, N. H.

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

CAMP ALLEGRO

SILVER LAKE, NEW HAMPSHIRE
Eleventh Season. All camp activities. Riding and Water
sports specialties. N adventures in following hidden
tralls mountain climl |ng‘ lon

canoe trips, camp-fire

kabobs, horseback pic sic, _art,  inter retlve
dancing. Junior and Semor Camps Tents and ja-
lows. nrnllment limited — Inclusive fee. Book et.

RS. BLANCHE CARSTENS
112 Gardens Apt. Forest Hills, N. Y.

Horseback,

A summer of perfect enjoyment and
health-building is guaranteed girls
who come to Wynona Camp on
beautiful Lake Morey, Fairlee, Vt.

HORSEBACK TRIPS ' GOLF
14th Season Writefor booklet

WYNONA CAMP
10 Bemis Road Fitchburg., Mass.

SEA PINES
ffievsonatity Campfox, Qixts

Three hundred acres of plne grove play fields, and
seashore on Cape Cod ng, hor seback ri

g archery tenms basketball
craft work, dramatics, and dancm(g" Overnight
trips to historic points on the Cape. Congenial girls
and counselors. * Screened cabins. Bountiful table.
Separate Junior camp underspecialists. Under the
direction of Sea Pines School of Personah%y Cata-
log. Faith Bickford, Director; William T. Chase,
Treasurer. Box K, Brewster, Mass.

(amp (otuit

Cod with fresh and saltwater
swimming under expert in-

structors.  Healthful and
body building as well as en-
joyable. rch r¥ tennis,
canoeing. Interesting sports
program Ar(s and " crafts.

Horsebacl under the
careful supervn on of Mr.
W. A, Lam d, Halcyon Hall

my. Tutoring.
:.nmlted enrcllment Cata-
og.

MISS EMMA SCHUMACHER

Physical Director Miss Beard's School
P. O. Box 924 New Rochelle, N. Y.

INTERLAKEN

AMERICA'S WONDER CAMP FOR GIRLS

At Croydon, on Beautiful Long Lake

In the White Mountains of New Hampshire
One thousand acres of field and woodland. Land and
water sports, woodcraft, nature study, riding, hiking,
music, dramatics, dancing, handicraft, excellent food,
mountain spring water. Special attention in physical
development and nutrition. Truly the camp of the Heart's
Desire. Booklet. Mrs. Ida Louise Dudley, Hanover, N. H.

“ f The Salt Water Camp for Girls
palué\d VIVatIisgrts Eatien Riing.

enuipment. Expert stall.
S. Finneran, School of Expression, Fall River, Mass.

MARICOPA CAMP

The Cape Cod Camp for Girls
Real camf life — ggcd times, good food, good care.
Seashore, Lake and Pine woods. Send for booklet. Mrs.
George C. Wood, 451 W. Bringhurst St., Phila,, Penna.

WOTANDA SSbs

Meredith, Lake Wmmpesaukee, N
Where you can Ride Beautiful Horses.
Trails. " DO REAL CAMPING.
Accommodatlonsfnr Parents. Bcoklet
. C. W. Ledley, Glen Ridge,

LH. _
Tramp Alluring
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NEW ENGLAND STATES

hetifIPP)N£<?

On Beautiful Lake Fairlee, Ely, Vermont

TN the Connecticut valley midway between the Green and White Mountains. The
I. camp is located on the crest of a hill commanding a glorious view of the lake and
mountains. Property consists of approximately seventy-five acres of land. Attrac-

tive and comfortable wambays welcome the campers at all times,

C. Horseback riding, under careful
supervision with excellent instruction
is always popular. UAH athletics —
Hockey, Basketball, Volleyball, Archery
and Tennis give an interesting variety.
C. A jolly place on a busy afternoon
arc the Arts and Crafts Porches where
Basketry, Weaving, Jewelry, Wood Craft
and many other arts are taught. C The
.Swimming Hour is one of the happiest
of the day and is carefully supervised.
C. Nature Work and Outdoor Cooking are

SARGENT CAMPS

FOR GIRLS
17th Season Peterboro, N. H.

Separate Camps: Junior— Senior— Club

Mrs. Cart L. Schrader, Director
18 Everett Street Cambridge, Mass.

An attractive camp on the famous ‘‘North
Shore" accessible from Boston. Horseback
riding included. Tutoring ifdesired. No
extras. Boating, salt water swimming. 40
Acres of forest and shore. Select clientele.
Excellent table. Early application advised.
Write for illustrated booklet. Mr. and Mrs.
Charles P. Kendall, Directors, Box 40,
Pride’'s Crossing, Mass.

’\cornuco,jg

Seashore, Forests, Farmsj Li
Miles from New York salt water
" sports, horseback riding, arts

ArcAdiA Sound Beach, Conn.

'vers

CAMP WIHAKOWI

Glrls camp in the Green Mountains where health,
happiness, and helpful activities abound. Easily
accessible, bungalows, fine equipment, expenenced
counsellors, swimming, hikes, athletics, horseman-
ship, nature study, dramatics and crafts.
Illustrated Booklet
Prof, and Mrs. A. E. Winslow
Box 185 Northfield, Vt.

I'7 White Mountain

Ly\VJ3Vi I ZjCamp for Girls
EXHILARATING game of tennis ... a cold
in the lake ... an hour around a crack-

wholesome out-of-doors summer.
Girls become acquainted with
wind, fire and water as they were
known by the earliest women.
Two horseback rides a week in
care of West Point cavalry officer
included in tuition. Golf, archery,
rifle  range, aquaplaning. All
sports. New sailing boat. Pro-
gram days interspersed with op-
tional days. 600 acres. Cabins
with lights and water. Stage
and dance floor. Log Hall Club
for older girls. Under direction
Ogontz and Rydal schools for
girls. Counselor positions filled.

MOOSEHEAD CAMP  ciris (s-14)

Moosehead Lake, Maine (P. O. Greenville)

Open-air shacks, splendld lodge, forty-two-foot launch.
Igécseonsed guide, trained nurse and experienced counselors.
- og

umber limited, register early. Catalog.
Ann v.D. Slingluff, Box S, Calvert School, Baltimore, Md.

CAMP COWASSET

For Girls On Buzzards Bay
The Seashore Campfor Girls

Glorious days at the seashore. Sandy
beaches. Pine forests. Sunshine and
salt tang in the air. All land and water
sports. Free horseback

riding. Salt water sail-

ing with old Cape Cod

Captain. Delicious and
well-balanced

menu. _Junjior
ad Senior
Camps.

Illustrated catalog

Miss Beatrice A. Hunt

Plymouth Street
Holbrook, Mass.

In the Litchfield Hills. Bantam, Conn. A

CHINQUEKA CAMP

S ey el vecstien ks o 0l
Real home |nfluences Mudera
Mr. and Mrs. David Layton, 835Walton Avenue "New York
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THE TALL PINES CAMP

The best summer of allfln a dellghlful falryland of
fragrant pine woo Carefree.
y days dolng Just the thlngs glrls from 7 to 18 lov
Sizzllng bacon ‘round a campfire, overnlgh( hikes, canoe
nny clear Take, swimming” and horseback

r| mg Art The camp |s noted for its com-
forts and weII supplled ‘table. The Clu b (separate), for
college students professmnal and buslness women, receives

acations. ets on request.
MISS EVELINA REAVELEV BOXA Elmwood, N. H.

CAMP MYSTIC

MYSTIC, CONNECTICUT
Miss Jobe's salt water camp for girls, Juniors and
Seniors 8-18. Half-way between New York and
Boston, on the New England Coast. All land and
water sports Crafts. Specializing in Life Savint
Danclng Riding. Day and moonlight tripsin North:
ight. Camping trips to Mystic Island. Per-
sonally conducted by Mrs. Carl Akeley (Mary L.
Jobe), who contributes her unusual experlence in
British Columbla and Afrlca Bookl
Ma P/ Jobe, A.M., (Room 507A2
607 Fifth Avenue (Cor. 49(h Sta New York Ci
Camp Mystic owns the Northern | ht, 65 passenger
60 I'IP. 54 feet over all — speed 2 tiles an hour

PINE KNOLL CAMP

FIFTEENTH SEASON
A Camp of Distinction for Girls

In famous Chocorua region of White Mountains.
Location, buildings, equipment unexcelled. New
sport field and tennis courts. Specialties — camp-
craft and canoeing, aquatics, handcrafts, dramatics,
riding, mountain” and canoe trips. Special wood-
craft'and junior departments. A unlque program
adaptable to needs of the mdlvndua girl. Honor
system built around the "thre Fascinating
40-page booklet on request. Address
rances W. Bu
Pcckskill Mllltary Academy. Peeksklll N. Y.

CAMP
OVERLOOK

For girls 10-16

Wr; believe girls should
hold high ideals in playint
the game of life; win witl
modesty, lose with grace,
furnishes h«lpful
environment and under-
stande counshelors_g sleeks
Start of weekly picnic |€s 'gr:ﬁ‘; cate these ideals in
On Kennebec Point in view of the Atlantic‘ Bal-
sam trees add fragrance and health. ge ry
cabins.  Recreation Hall for dramatics, dancing,
games Fine white sand beach with speclal instruc-
tion in swimming and life-saving, Weekly trips to
nearby points of interest. Write for |Ilustrated cata-

log
9 Mrs. Martha Rieli Bowen, Box B, Georgetown, Maine

Becket.Mass. Girls |l 8 to 18.
Established 1916. il

On a mountain lake at the crest of the
Berkshires.

All land and water sports.

132 miles from New York City.

$300 for eight weeks. Catalog,

Miss Mary E. Richardson, 1 Brayton Rd., Scarsdale, N. Y.

JLh m  combination of sea

pSGEMOGGIN

SALT WATER CAMP FQR GIRLS
East Harpswell, Maine

All land and water sports. Delightful

ashore, woods, and

coun(ry Eat. 1914. Expevélenced councilors only.
ate r

Resident Nurse, Junior and Senid
Camps — Ages 8 to 20
Free Horseback Riding. Tuition $320.

Write for illustrated Booklets. ~Winter Address
Principal and E. omery, Fairmont

Mrs. ontg
School, 1711-B, Mass Ave., Washington, D.

Brotmrlletrge Camps 4

GIRLS AGED 8-18
Near Burlington, Vt.
Here is a camp with an idea.
Ils |rIs return home not only more
hy and more skillful, but in
possesslon of a new and vital ex-
perience in the art of living.
Enrollment positively limited to 49.
References required. For booklet

descnblng riding, sailing, aqua-
nn olf and other Brown
eactlvltles er(e H. E. Brown,

543 am n St., Easton, Pa.

(Mr. Brown formerly on facult Wellesley College,
now Lafayette College.)

BENDITO

HARRISON, MAINE

and canoeing. Riding
designing
ountains.

Careful instruction in swimmin
lessons in small groups. Dramatics, includins
and making of costumes. Trips to White
Hiking. Arts and Crafts.
Illustrated booklet on request
MISS PHOEBE S. HASKELL
MASSACHUSETTS

WYOD A

Lake Fairlee, Vermont

Camp for Girls. All sports, riding, swim-

ming, canoeing, archery, rifle snooting,

handicrafts, weavnng, woodcraft dancmg,
dramatics, nature study, mountai
bungalcws electric light. No Extras.
booklet.

MARION

e Tor ludtrated

LIN-E-KIN BAY CAMP

Healthy, Happy, Salt Water Camp for Girls on the
Coast of Mall ne Sendfor Booklef
R ‘Branch

Mr
101 Merrick Street Worcester, Mass.

CAMP SEBOWISHA c™*

INDIAN LAKE, GREENWOOD, ME.
Real camp life. All land and water sports, speclallzmg
in sW|mm|ng‘ dramatics and _ handcrafts. Comp
equipment. Resident nurse. Ethel E. Hol 416
Cedarhurst Ave., Cedarhurst, L. 1, N. Y

Camp Killooleet, Hancook, Vermont
For Girlswhose parents are seeking an exceptional environ-
ment. All land and water sports. RRythms. Dramatics. Sun-
bathing. Health diet. One hundred and twenty-five acres on
a private lake in the Green Mountains. Limited to 25.
Progressive methods applied to camR‘lng Booklet. Mlss
Marie A. Taylor, 55 West 8th Street, New York Cit

CAMP TAIK-UR-EEZ

pines on_Casco Bay, e. Limited to 12
years. Usual ports Exceptional
Combination of home and _camp

S. Collins, 811 Edge-

Among
irls from 6 to 17
ood. Health stressed
I|fe supervised by a mother. G.
ood Ave., Trenton, N. J.

pATRONIZE the Camp Advertisers that use ST.

LAS. They believe in you, and you will
flnd tha( they run camps which are most desirable,
and that they are very anxious to make this coming
summer a worthwhile one for you.

MIDDLE ATLANTIC STATES

Character Training Camp for girls. 8 to 20. Juniors,
Middlers, Seniors; groups separatéd. 1500-ft. elevation.
Great variety in activities; land and water sports— rid-
ing. golf, nature study, handicraft, dramatics, dancing,
trips.” High class counselors. Not an institution but a
home in the open. nder personal dlrectlon of owners.
Bookle( on reque
ol

Rev. R Stoll
5 College Hill, Snyder. Erle County‘ New York.

Cam O waissa
(On Indian Lake in the Adirondacks)
For Girls. Junior and Senior Camps
For booklet, address Miss Sallie EL Wilson
NATIONAL CATHEDRAL SCHOOL, WASHINGTON, D.C

camp RED WING £«

Silver Lake, Susquehanna County, Pa.

1800 ft. altitude. Complete Equlpment All sporta
and activities. 60 mile Canoe Trip for Girls
Suallfy Canadian Fishing Trip to_Rideau Lakes
xcellent Food Fully equlpped Inflrmanr
Nurses Iustrated

catalogue Dlrecf.ors— ardC Wilson, formerly
Eolnmpal Friends School, Baltimore; LouiSE, Lam-
Prin. McDonogh School, McDonogh Md.

CAILP TEKAKIDETHA

Exclusive camp for a limited number of girls — in the
Adirondacks — altitude 1700 fee!

Porters Corners New York
11 miles from Saratoga Springs
All camp activities. Carefully selected Counselors.

Screened cabins. Cal mp Tonde for boys under same
management. Booklet.

Mr. and Mrs J. G. Lavender, 317 W. 71st Street
ew York City — Directors

THE ONEKA CAMPS

The Pennsylvania Camps for Girls
Tn the Poconos Twenty-first Season.  Three separate
and Mrs. Ernest W. Sipple, Directors, 4501
Cedar Lane Drexel Hill, Pa.
ake 2000 feet above sea, In

1PTWI? TU I7I7l
ins. Four hours fro

|ne Iaden air of Pacono Mounta n: m

ork and Philadelphia. Experienced councilors.
Horseback riding, canoeing, all sports. Pine Tree Club for
older girls. 17thyear. Miss Blanche N.Price, 404 W
School Lane, Phlladelphla Pa.

OCH -A-WACHNE

or girts under 14. In the Pocono Mts. Private lake;
ator and field sports. Camp craft. Screened sleeplng
cabins.  Good food. Correct healfh habits.  Rate $175.
Booklet. Charles S. Prohaska, D.. Head of Dept,
Health Education, Temple Unlverslty‘ Phlladelpma Pa.

for Girls. On beautiful Naomi

Girls
6to 16. Ship Bottom, N. J. Midway between
Atlantic nd Asbury Park on the ocean.

1
All seashoreyactlwtles ost modern equip-
ment. Excellent table. Booklet on request.
~AMarguerite S. Sibley, 1626 Spruce St., Phila.-Pa.

CAMP DUNES, Peconic, L. I.
Lake-By-The-Sea Camp for Glrls under 18
HULY GO0 or Bl WANSS: Rirsstars, v
Marlon E. Wood, 533 Kathmere Rd., Brookline, Del,
Write Miss Wood for catalogue S.



Summer Camps for (gtrlfi—Conttmieb—m ida1e Attantic states

Moss Lake Camp

“The Camp in the Wilderness”

A REAL CAMP for real girls in surroundings very different

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

Three separate camps less than sixty girls in each
6-10 10-14 14-19

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 '28 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. I.



gbummer Camps for (©iris—Continue!*

MIDDLE ATLANTIC STATES

O WA I S SA Happiness

For Girls. Junior and Senior Camps. Limited en-
roliment. 2000 feet elevation on Pocono Mountain
lake. Every activity and equipment.  Horses.
IS% houses” Personal care and training. Est.
Dr- and Mrs H. Paxson 6327 Lancaster
Ave., Overbrouk ‘Phila., Pa.

(Panpac Camp

FOR GIRLS. In the healthful Poconos between
Scranton and Delaware Water Gap. Swimming and all
water sports, target practice, horseback riding, tennis,
crafts. Junior life-saving course under expert counselors.
Commodious lodge. Fresh vegetables. Moderate charge.
Catalog. Miss M. Blanche Potter, Box S, 1637 Monsey
Ave., Scranton, Pa.

niT A'Tv'fc VAT The joll for girls —
TV |8 beauqu yL§< DGeneg ntslet |n
the hills of southern New York. a itude. 115 acres
for fun and frolic. Dramatics, arts an crafts, archery,
riding, canoe tnps and the usual land and water sports.

Th camp of no ext
R. " Wilnans, 241 Adclphl St., Brooklyn, N. Y.

SOUTHERN STATES

CAVPTRALSEND

Happy summer
days at camp, se-
cluded on a fra-
rant cedar bluff.
anoeing in sun-
flecked alcnves

Hurseback trlps
through rugged,
icturesque Ken-
ucky. Appetlzmag
\évhlo ezogn
endi equip-
m%nt Booklet. q P

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

Junaluska N. C. -Landof the sky"

On _beautiful Lake Junaluska, 25 miles west of Asheville.

wimming, canoeing, ndmgf iiiking trips, nature lore,
etc European Travel Club for older 8II’|S Miss Ethel J.
McCoy, Director, Virginia Interment College, Bristol, Va.

SOUTHERN STATES
DELLWOOD—For Girls

e Camp Beautiful" — Land of the SkXNGateway to
the Smokies. Altitude 3200 ft. Land and Water Sports.
Arts, Crafts, Dancing, Horsemanship, Overrught trips.
All Counseliors College Graduates. = Booklet.” Mr. and
Mrs. George Mason Swift, Box 1565, Asheville, N. C.

CAMP NIKW ASI Franklin. N. C.
In the Heart of the Western North Carolina
Mountains. A camp for recommended girls.
College-trained counsellors. Expert dietifian.
Swimming, canoein gl golf, horseback riding
and all camp sports. lllustrated booklet. Laura
M. Jones, 506 Capital Apts., Raleigh, N.

LAKE POCAHONTAS CAMP FOR GIRLS

Located in the mountains of Southwest Virginia. De-
lightful climate, pure springs water. Swimming, buaténg
al X-

nd other outdoor sports under careful supervision.
cellent table board. Address S. W.
Box 302, Glade Spring, Vlrglma

dmondson, M.A.,

WESTERN STATES

On Gull Lake Island, under direction of Battle Creek
College. S emal attentlon to health, Ieadershlp
character, m trained nurse and dietitian. Phy -
cal examlnatlons with corrective follow-u ) All types of
camp _activities, including horseback ri ng 8 “weeks.
Fee §250. For glrls Booklet on request

LINDA GAGE ROTH M.D.
Battle Creek, Michigan Box 28-E
CAMP KINNIKINNIK— For Girls. Foot of Pikes
Peak, Manitou, Colorado. Two glorious months in the
Rncky Mountains! Horseback riding, mnuntam climbing,

aesthetic dancing, swimming, _tennis, arc ery, nature
sketching, crafts, many automobile and sight-: seemg trJ)s
Board nd Iaundr included in camp fee, §275.00. J

gl;(d rs. Samuel Allen Wilkinson, Dlrectorswewoka.
a.

CAMP INTERLOCHEN

Senior, Middler, Junior. Intcrlochen, Michigan. 200 Acres
Virgin pine, between two beautiful lakes. All land and
water sports. Afflllated with Paton Hall, The Pennmgtcn
School for Girls, Romeo, Mich. Address Mrs, O.
Pennington, Paton Hall, Romeo, Michigan.

ROCKY MOUNTAIN CAMP

nd Colo. Tour for Girls, Estes Park, Colo
study hand crafts_and
French dub, tutoring if desired, and 3000 m
mountain_ drives, in. Curd. Pnnclp
School, Webster Groves (St Louis Cc)

Lockwood

WESTERN STATES

Camp Bryn Afon

Roosevelt, Wis. Eleventh Season

All land and Water Sports. Craft Studio. Screened sleep-
ing bungalows with hardwood floors. Kentucky Saddle
Horses. Riding included in tuition. Staff of 30 College
Women. Booklet.

LOTTA E. BROADBRIDGE
1004 E. Jefferson Ave. Detroit. Mich.

CAMP ARBUTUS

14th Season. Water Sports. Canoe Trips and Woodcraft.
Land Sports. Rea! Camping. Resident Physician. lelted
enroliment. Well- recommended girls from 10 to
acce| ted For booklet

ith A. Steerc, Packard Rd., Ann Arbor, Mich.

SANDSTONE CAMP
Five hours from Chicago on famous Green Lake. Wis.
17th season. Girls 8 to 24 years in three divisions. Twent
counsellors. Instruction in all sports, dramatics, arf,
I'IdlnP dancing, tutoring. Screened bungalows. For
booklet address Mrs. Esther C. D unham, 211 Carbcrry
Apts., Omaha, Nebr.

i
OSOHA-OF-THE-DUNES An,TSHh"'p
Beautiful and healthful location on Crystal Lake. Frank-
fort, Mich. Complete equipment, screened cabins, resi-
dent nurse. Nature, riding, canoeing, woodcraft trips
featured. Booklet on request.

MRS. B. G. MATTSON, Box 68,Charlevoix. Michigan

HOLIDAY CAMPS—FOR GIRLS

Oil two_lakes, northern Minnesota. Juniors. Senlors We
emphasize horseback riding, canoeing, gypsy ps.
Experienced staff. Fifteenth season. Enrollment Ilmlted
. Inclusive Fee §350 Booklet. Address Mary V.
m, 3926 N. Kostner Ave., Chicago, 111 After
May 1st. "Hackensack. an

CAMP OSOHA
Trout Lake, Wisconsin. An exceptional camp for girls.
Three divisions for girls 8 to zo years. _All land and water
sports including horseback riding. Careful supervision.
Screened cabms Booklet.
.and Mrs. Robert Snaddo irectors
303 Princeton Avenue, Madlson WISCDHSII’!

PACIFIC COAST STATES

SANTA BARBARA GIRLS'CAMP

California — Three hours from Los Angeles. A small
exclusive camp to which fglrls return year after year.
Ninth season on shore of the Pacific. Send for the
“Camp Call” published by the girls last season. Director,
Miss Anna Merritt East, Box 405, Santa Barbara, Calif.

CANADA
CAMP HERMIT THRUSH 8Fs

New Brunswick, Canada. Capacity 30 girls — se-
lected. Trained counselor every three girls. Resident
nurse. Fee S300 including traveling expenses from New

ABROAD

Cathedral and Castle Tour cins

THIS small party of girls, from 12 to 16 years of age
makes a very complete tour of England_ and a part of
Scotland in a blg comfortable motor-bus. They see most
of the great Cathedrals and ancient castles and visit many
laces of historic interest. An inexpensive tour under the
e st of capable oversight through the mostdelightful kind
of country and pleasant companionships.
For information
CHARLES K. TAYLOR, Director
Carteret Academy, Orange, N. J.

Summer Camps for Boys and Girls

ORCHARD HILL

On the beautiful Fox River
The Children’'s Own Camp

Girls and Boys three to ten

EDITH B. LOWRY, Director

Dr.
Orchard Hill St. Charles, Illinois

Spyglass Hill, Cape Cod

The child's first camp. A small camp for small children.
Ideal solution of “the only child” problem. Fresh and salt-
water swnmmmgﬂ craft wnrk creative play. Expert nurse
and dietitian, utoring- M. Katherine Bryan, 16414
Cryders Lane, Beechurst, Long Island.

HEDLEY SCHOOL CAMP — for the unevenly graded or
maladjusted child." Intimate care. Restricted enrollment.
All camp activities. Tutoring. Mrs.J. R. Hedleg> Director,
Dr. J. R. Hedley, Resident Physman Glenside, Penna.

PETERSHAM, MASgACHUSETTS

Where boys and girls lead a hap and mterestlng
outdnnr life. Katharine E. Salke , R.F.D.No
Athol, Massachusetts.

THE RED COTTAGE S K 2f

A stepping-stone between home and larger camp.  Speci
attention to cases of malnutrition. Ideal location.
sandy beach. Adequate supervision. Further particu-
lars on request.

Catherine M. Hood, Grove Beach, Conn.

PARENTS!

Arc you going Abroad this summer? Do you
wish “to place "your children in a reliable cam
while you are not here to supervise their leisure
hours?
There are a few special camps which cater to
young boys and girls. Some of them arc listed
in tliis issue. Write to the Directors for specific
information.
Make your arrangements early so that you will
know just where your boy and girl will be this
mer. We will be glad to give you the benefit
of_ our knowledge of Camps and Camp Directors
without any obli gatlon on your part.

St. Nicholas School and Camp Service
353 Fourth Avenue New York City



Summer Camps

Woodcraft Camp
SEN 'A'P E SHARON, CONN.
Boys 8-15. Fourth consecutive season. Experienced

leaders. Good food. AIll the usual camp activities.
Fee $200. Season July 2nd to Sept. 1st. Free booklet.

Dr. J. W. Mercer, Director
Box S Windham Club, Yonkers, N. Y

- —_ Camp for 50 boys 8— 15
mlsic l&\ CTES west Swanzey, N. H.
8th season. Excellent place to play and grow in the
mountains on Swanzey hake. Limited enrolment from
refined homes assures all-round development through
individual care. Diversified activities to meet the needs of
each boy. Red Cross examiner gives thorough course in
swimming. Tents and cabins. Abundance of good food.
Camp Mother. Booklet.

Mr. Carroll N. Jones, Box S
484 Farmington Ave. Hartford, Conn.

For Boys
Lake Winnekeag, Ashburnham,- Mass. All
Land and Water Sports. Horseback Riding
without extra charge. Good food, good care,
sleeping cabins. Limited number of boys
8-16. For booklet write to
Mr. and Mrs. WALTER L. M1REY
Lake Winnekeag, Ashburnham, Mass.

for Boys

NEW ENGLAND STATES

MOHAWK LODGES

IN THE BERKSHIRES

AN unusual camp for real American boys at Huntington, Mass, on a secluded lake 1100 feet
. above sea level. Many acres of wild forest land devoted to the exclusive use of the campers.
Log cabins and rustic lodges.

Exclusively for young boys under fifteen. Progressive educational ideals.

Here on Norwich Lake in the Berkshires every boy learns to swim, to dive, and to handle the
rowboats, canoes, and sailboats which make up the large camp fleet.

Many happy hours await you in our spacious open-air
shop while you are working on a model sloop, an airplane,
or a totem; and there are tools enough for every boy

Real woodcraft activities are available in a region known to the Indians. Building various
types of shelters and fireplaces, making a comfortable bed, preparing a good meal, in general
learning how to care for himself in the open, arouses the interest of every camper.

Our boys learn to know Nature by observation while off on hikes and triFs and they enjoy
their own' collections of moths, butterflies, and flowers. Many varieties are found each’season
not only at camp but on our trips through the Berkshires and White Mountains.

Excellent food. Our camp mother is a diet and nutrition expert. Trained nurse. No under-
weight boy has failed to gain while with us.

If you are interested in this description of Mohawk Lodges write for a booklet and
answers to all your questions

Paul R. Brown, 183 Windsor Road, Waban, Mass
Mrs. E. N. Emerson, 53 Harrison Avenue, Northampton, Mass

22nd Season
Cape Cod, Buzzards Bay
A salt water camp for boys from 8 to 16.
Land and water sports.” Military drill.
Rifle practice for older boys. Instruction
in Life Saving. Special attention to
posture.

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

Newton Centre, Massachusetts

READFIELD, MAINE — 19th Season. Separate the individual boy's needs. Cabins. Horseback
units; 30 Juniors 7-11; 40 Intermediates 12-14; 30 riding. Mountain, canoe, and ocean trips for every
Seniors 15-17. Mature experienced counselors. Care- boy.  All_sports. Shop, rifle practice and Nature
fully planned diet. Elective daily program suited to  study. For illustrated klet address

WILLIAM H. MORGAN, Director, Readfield, Maine



Summer Camps for pops—Continue})
NEW ENGLAND STATES

CAMP SKYLARK

“ The Junior Camp of Horsemanship,” for Boys under 16.

Complete permanent equipment.
Healthful
Boston, secluded yet accessible.
Every Boy Rides Every Day.

Write for new illustrated catalog.

Alexander H. Mitchell,

enced counselors.

Receiving Awardfor Jiorsemannkip

Camp Winnecook

For Boys Lake Winnecook, Unity, Me.
In beautiful, high, on-shore grove. A summer
worth while — activities that “delight every real
boy. Riding, shootin tennis, baseball, ‘water
sports. _Fine Ilvmg ounselor for 5 buys 26th
year. Bookles

HERBERT L. RAND
3 Hemenway Road, Salem, Mass.

(bmp I\famequioit

E. Orleans, Mass.

We bulld inan and sail our own
boat: under expert mstructmn
Everyone can be on the water at

the same time. Archery. Bouklet
: Dr.Paul Henson, Dr.Oliver Blxby,
83 Broad St., Lynn, Mass.
"The sailing camp for boys on old Cape Cod."

Kamp Kill Kare

For Boys On Lake Champlain
22nd season. All camp conveniences, tents and cab-
ins. Fresh vegetables. Experienced staff. Trained
nurse. All sports. mountain and water
tries. Band. Nature study INllustrated booklet on request.
Address Ralph erry, Principal, Morrlst own
High School Box M Morristown, N

'CAWANIOSST pee'

All sports—idesal location
for for " riding, swimming,

B sailing tripB. Under ma-
ture supervision. Super-

oys ior equipment. Dairy and
26th Season vegetable farm. Forty-

The outstanding camp page booklet on request.
of the While Moun-"  john C. Bucher. Peeka-
tains, N. H. kiU-on-Hudson, N. Y.

ST. ANN'S CAMP
AN IDEAL CAMP /or catholic Boys

LAKE CHAMPLAIN-ISLE LAMOTTE-VERMONT
All Camp Sports —Ages 7-16
Sendfor fret illustrated Catalogue A
BROTHER PRINCIPAL, ST. ANN'S ACADEMY
153 East 76th Street, New York City

Camp Conesca (pinwarirt,ie)

“Like a summer |n the woods with an experienced big
brother.” to ature counselors.
Land and waler sports sailing,“aquaplaning, woodcraft,
canoe trip9, carpenter and auto shops, choice in activities,

Booklet on request

WILLIAM W. SIMONTON, Director
Portland, Maine. R.F.D. 4.

Located on fresh wa’E'er lake. All land

and water sports.
LQu daily. Frequent all gBt camping
trips to ocean. lllustrated Booklet.
Director;
George Fnrnham
= 2943 Macomb St., Washington, D. C.

Ideal living conditions. Experi-
and beautiful location 20 miles from
All Land and Water Sports.
No extra charges.
Director of the Mitchell School
lerica, Mass.

Box S,

Maine-New Brunswick
AQUA TOUR

500 MILES BY CANOE DOWN THE ALLAGASH
AND ST. JOHN’S RIVERS

vacation never forgotten. Illustrated booklet.
MAINE-NEW BRUNSWICK AQUA TOUR
____ Box 81 Skowhegan, Maine______

Camp Kahagon

HARDWICK, VERMONT
Ideally situated on Lake Nichols and completely
equipped. High elevation. In a healthful location, sur-
rounded by the Green Mountains and forested with pmes
and birches. The future of the boys is our first thot ulg
Character building our aim. Carefully supervised land
and water sports. Limited to 50 boys, ages 10-14. Booklet.
Herald L. Stendcl, The Gilman Country School
Roland Park, Baltimore. Md.

Great Oaks Camp

For Boys 7-17. Oxford, Maine. 5th Season

Rustic cabins accommodate 5 bo s and 1 councillor. All

modern conveniences. 5ho|edg course. Athletics and

aguatics. Overnlght canoe and horseback trips featured.

Limited number.

Joseph F. Becker, Director, Lawrence Smith School,
168 East 70th St.; New York City

AMP WAZIYATA
OnCapeCod,Wareham, Massachusetts
it water camp for limited number of boys 5-14.

Excellent supervision. Land and water sports. Boat
bulldln a specialty. Fee $225. Booklet. Mrs. Helen
F. Nelfson,” 11 Chamberiain Ter.. Waltham, Mass.

ebago Lake Region
For 40 Gentile boys. The kind of vacation that does
ood. Canoeing, sailing, motorboating, mountain climb-

?ng, |_Ehe life that a boy loves. Motor trips to White

tains, nt Katahdin, Bar Harbor, Poland
Spnng Resndent physuclan ‘A" ratm Booklet.
D. Woodman. 340 West 55th St., New York.

MO N-O -MO Y The Sea Camps for Boys
EAST BREWSTER, MASS. CAPE COD
Superb bathinn, Bailing, canoeing, deep sea fishing; land sports.
Horseback riding. Cabins. Tutoring. Camp Mother. Nutrition classes
for underweights. _ Senior, intermediate. Junior CampB. Booklet.
HARRIMAN 'S. DODD. Worcester Academy. Worcester. Mass.

SEBAGQO

No. Windham, Maine. For Boys 5(
Three separate groups, conscientiously
trained for Manhood. Worthwhile land and
water activities. Unllmlted riding. Trips. Campcraf( Send
for Booklet—“The Camp Trained Boy.” r.and Mrs.
Stanley L. Freese, 144 Austin St., N. Wurcester Mass.

CampV onposet
Camp for Boys at Bantam Lake, Conn. In the Berkahires.
Horseback riding and all other land and water sports.
100 miles from New York. 23rd year. Booklet.
Robert A. Tindale, 31 E. 71st St,, N. Y. C.

GIANTS 7-14
At Crystal Lake, Gilmanton, N. H. Owned and directed
y Parents. All activities. ‘A smail, select camp Indi-
vidual attention. Unique features in booklet b%/ garent
whose boy has been at this camp. Write for i amp
Weedlgowasa, 24 Bliss Road, Longmeadow, Mass.

CAMP PENACOOK
CDNorth Sutton N. H, I30(h Seasun CD
t a real
varied program of actmty Water sports
BV
Scarbnrough School. Searbnrough on-| Hutuun N.Y.

Limited numb Exceptional equipment.
Jeeptonal euip
CADAHO/or Boys. JUANITA for Girls
Distinctly separate camps on Gardner Lake, Conn. 616
acres of land. Rates $190, Including all land and water
sports. Horseback riding and tutoring are optional. Illus-
tratedBooklet, Milo S. Light, Box 102, Wallingford. Pa.

New York City

Flfty acres of real country and wonderful hills. Camp life;
homie care. Freedom from unnecessary routine. Excellent

On Moose

port, Connecticut. Westport 44 ring 24,
Mt. Washington.
ibrary

AL

Wm. F. Carlson, 169 Glenbrook Rd.,

Pond, Denmark, Maine. S5milea fr%r
100 acres’ Pine Forest. . 17 buil

Infi Chapel. Di Hall.
nd and Water Sports. 0
Stamford. Conn

MIDDLE ATLANTIC STATES

Dan Beard
Woodcraft Camp

On a beautiful Pennsylvania
Mountain Lake

F you want to be a bowman
like Robin Hood; ride like a
cowboy; live like a Robinson
Crusoe; track like an Indian;
swim like a South Sea Islander;
know nature like John Bur-
roughs and be a patriot like
George Washington, ask Dad
to send for Booklet of THE
DAN BEARD OUTDOOR
SCHOOL. Chief himself is
waiting for you at camp.

Apply 89 Bowne Ave., Flushing, L. L, N. Y.

>
Dart’s Camp
FOR BOYS
In The Adirondacks
For young gentlemen, 12 to
16 years. Forest cruising.
Swimming, Canoeing, Rifle
Shooting, Horsemanship,
etc. Director, Dr. H. B. Wil-
liams, Columbia University,
New York. For Booklets
Write JOHN W. T. LESURE,
Duds, N. Y.
References required

Olde Mille Lodge

Highest type counsellor group. CamP booklet in
story and picture, mailed upon request S.
Eldridge, (Owner-Director), Upper Darby. Pa

CAmP TOTIDE

Exclusive camp for a limited number of boys — in the
Adirondacks — altitude 1700 feet.

Porters Corners New York
11 miles from Saratoga Springs

Expert coaching in all sports. Screened cabins.

" Camp
Tekakwetha for girls under same management.

Booklet.

CAMP ST. JOHN’'S
French Woods, Delaware Co., New York
A mountain camp lor boys ages 7 to 15
years, offering eve ry camp activity
that appeals to a real boy. Swimming,

canoemg flshlng hiking, all land
sports. Incl des ~horseback
riding. Cab Staff of experienced
leaders. Illustrated booklet. Address

Rev. G. N. Campbell, C. M., Si. John's College
75 Lewis Avenue, Brooklyn, N. Y.

boys' Paradise. Lake

Greeleyln the Poconos. Separate summer school for boys—

to 20. Land and water sports. Horse-back riding a
specnalty No extras.

A. Brucher, Jr.,

LITTLE BEAR CAMP

For boys 6 to 14. Land and water sports. Limited enroll-
ment. Individual attention. Trained nurse. 78 miles from
New York in Orange Co. Mts. Catalog.

Mr. and Mrs. James S.
15 Miller Street

MAPLEWOOD camb 2 $dooL

Boys 6 to 18 years, New prupertg of 90 acres farmland,
woods, permanent building e rates. Excellent
table. ' All outdoor sports and activities, bathm boatmg
etc. Hi hhealthful ocation. 68th year. Bookle

Shortlldge, A.B., Harvard, Box 35, West Chester Pa.

ROMOPAUK LI*“

On a 40-acre farm at Dingman's Ferry In the Pocono Mts.
Land and water sports. =~ Best food. Season rate $150.
Write: H. E. McCaffrey, 719 W. Nedro Avenue,
Philadelphia. Pa.

VIRE PLACE LODG1

Lansford, Pa.

Morrow, Directors
‘caldwell, N. J

catalog: Dr. R. T. Perham, Hasbrouck Heights. N. J.



Summer Camps for pops—Contmueb

camp RED CLOUD bZ,

Silver Lake Susquehanna Counl
16th Year — for boys 6 t
1800 ft-taltitude. Complete Equlpment All sports
and activities. 60 mile Canoe Trip for Boys Who
guallfy Canadian Fishing Trip to Rideau” Lakes.
xcellent Food. Fully_Equipped Infirmary. Physi-
cian in Residence. " Trained Nurses. [llustrates
catalog. Directors. Edward C. Wilson, formerly
Ennclpal Friends School, Baltlmore Louis E, Lam-
orn, Prin. McDonogh School, McDunogh Md.

Near New York and Phila. Real Indian
cowboys. Ph slclan Log cabins, horses,
aII sgorts inclusive fee.  Booklet.

232 S. 46th St.. Phila., Pa.
(Lenape Vlllage is Assoc. Adult Camp)

CAMP OCEAN WAVE
Peermont, Cape May Co., New Jersey
Salt Water Camp for 30 boys, 7-14 yrs. Cottage and
tents. S ecuall¥ sulted to shy or dellcate bcév SI75 for 8
weeks. Catalogfrom Wm Lutz ollege Hall,
Univ. Penna Phlladelphla

CAMP MOMBASHA MSE&Y

Boys, 10 to 18, carefully selected and supervised. Private
lake. All athletic and aquatic sports. Substantial cabins.

amp Mother and Resident Nurse. Reasonable rates.
Enroliments 4 to 9 weeks. Booklet. C. F. Honness, Dir.,
246 Grafton Ave. (Humbolt 2342), Newark, N. J.

LANCEWOOD CAMP

Small camp al E. Jewett, V. 130 miles from New York
City. Bu?/ 6-14. Hurseback riding, swimming, all ath-
letics. 17th Iseascm Close contact with experienced boy

expert. Catalo
P 9 H. B. Lance, Summit, N. J.

Rainier National Park

(ry£0U R WEEKS incamps,

hotels, on horseback, fish-
ing, mountain- cllmbmg adven-
ture in America’s Qreatest
Playground, Rainier National
Park, in the heart of the Qreat
Northwest. DirectorofNation-
al ParkService highlycommends
this Camp. Non-Sectarian.
For Boys, age, 14 to 18. Write
for illustrated pamphlet.

Rainier National Park Co.
Tacoma, Washington

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.

les dansRu d)
This summer 26 boys will saddle tfieir

cow ponies and ride out over tiie Rangers'
trauls. through the cattle country, in the
Santa Fe National Forest. They will learn
tn pack and make camp and flsh for trout as
of the Wes: under the
Fuldance of thoroughly tralned counselors Wouldn't you
ke to be one of them? List closes early for. 12th season.
Write for booklet. A. J. CONNELL, Director, Los
Alamos Ranch. Box 5, Otowl, New Mexico.

ADVENTURE. ISLAND

On Green Bay, NEAR

Fish CuseK,Wisconsin

FOR BOOKL'ET, ADDR_ESS
Charles A Kinner, WinnetKfLIlI

£

B 8(0 16 ears I0thSeason. Wonderfullocation on
Torch Lake, near Charlevoix, Mich. Varied Ac-
1| tlvmes Rldmg Trips. Sailing. Beauufullylllustrated

Mr. and Mrs 'M. R. Eder, 5620 Belmont Are., Cincinnati. Chio

MIDDLE ATLANTIC STATES

CAMP HILLTOP

A limited group of Christian boys
Cabins. Gymnasium, Shop, and Rec

2200 feet above sea level. On Spring Lake, at
Kelsey, N. Y. Four hours from New York City
7 to 17. Four age divisions. All land and water sports.
reation Hall for rainy days. A three-day trip to Thousand

Islands. Short overnight trips. Camp owns string of horses. Our unusual record is every

camper ha9 learned to swim and ri

trained nurse. A-l sanitary award.

de. One trained leader to every four boys. Infirmary —
Accommodations for parents M mile from camp. For

booklet, interview, or further information,
M. Everett Hillman, 8524-U0th Street, Richmond Hill, New York

CHENANGO-ON-OTSEGO “ M?™

On Beautiful Otsego Lake, Cooperstown, N. Y.
A Camp that grows thru its enthusiastic boys

Only six hoursfrom New YorkCily

A wonderful playground of water, mountain, field, and
forest. A camp of strong traditions. Good food in abun-
dance. Intelligent and sympathetic supervision. All
sports. Horses. 15th season. Writefor booklet.

E. L. FISHER 24 N. Terrace, Maplewood. N. J.

HERE IT IS

A Y. M. C. A BOYS' CAMP. Reasonable rates. The
best in equipment, location, leadershipand activities. Write
for Booklet and be convinced.

Camp Greenkill, 318-S. W. 57th St., New York City

x X POCONO ttcSES
Only camp on_15 mile lake in Pocono Mts.
€ Staff of experienced leaders for all sports.

canoe mﬂs sailing, woodcraft, rifle. Unlimited
horsebac riding included in fee.C. S. Paxson
113 Kenilworth Rd., Merion, Pa.

WESTERN STATES

CAMP CHAUTAUQUA

For Boys — 8-16

nder the auspices of the famous Chautauqua
Insmutlon in the woods of the Western New_York
highlands, on beautiful Chaut: auqu a Lake. Junior
and Sen or boys, land and water sports, health
activities.  Fine food dr sleegmg uarters; care—
ful  supervision. cretary, Cam
Chautauqua, Chautauqua,

a POCONO PINES CAMP

For boys. Pocono Pines, Pa. High in the invi
M orating mountains. Four hours from New Vcr
and Phila. Sandy beach, 3-mile lake. Swim-
:]‘jlng‘ canoeing, r|d|n% ‘Al sports. _Catalog
hn E.Calhoun, 5906 PulaskiAve.,Phila.,Pa

FOREST LAKE CAWP

AH land and water sports. 200 acres; private lake. Screenec
sIeeme cabins. Modern _sanitation. Excellent. food
Careful’ supervision by experienced men. Booklet on

equest.
Harold T. Confer, 8 Coolidge Place. Freeport, L. I., N. Y

SUMMER SCHOOLS

ON LAKE MAXINKUCKEE

Woodcraft for boys 10-14

Out in the friendly woods or 'round the
council fire on star-lit nights — the Wood-
crafter wins nature's greatest gift — ra-
diant health. He learns the Red Man's
secrets. He is companioned by dozens of

Interlochen— Amon:
Swimming - under _Re
Riflery,
and Auto trips. Nature
Tennis, Base Ball, etc. Equlpped for all land ani

at, Cal Hiking
dy and Photography.

experts called from the length and breadth of
America. In all his active and leisure mo-
ments he is unobtrusively but dependably
safeguarded and cared for. He finds helping
hands and Culver's superb equipment ready
to make his summer liappy and worth while.
The cost is no greater than at camps of
lesser opportunities, for Culver is not run
for profit. For illustrated catalog address
The Adjutant’s Aide, Culver. Indiana.
Separate catalogs also for Naval and Cavalry
Schools — boys 14-20. Winter session, offer-
ing secondary school courses. Radio Station
WCMA (260.7).

X &

Fun galore: Canoeing, hlkmg, riding and campm
in Wisconsin's land Equlp ment
coaches for all sports Iand and water. Boxlng,
tennis and trac "Regular fellows" for camp-
mates, Wnte fur catalog.

ST O HN'S ‘MILITARY ACADEMY
Box C548, Dclafield. Wis.

T OSEBO CAMP

for Bo’xs 17th Year Portage Lake Mich-
igan. High, healthful location. Ages 6 to

d

[} . Excellent table. Hourly oversight.
7\6vwa(t§rcasﬁ|orts Dlrectcrs anld cEJnselcr? %ﬂgﬁ%;n;ﬁg aJk Safeswmmln(g "SEeaSco(uts "éoat Eu?ldr
Physical Rate, eight weeks, $300 — ing Sports ert coaches. Happy
pnzr weeks, 5200 Bouklet on’ rqu times. References required. CA Tp

The Wardell

n
etroit, Michigan

AtldressNoble HUL Box S, WOODSTOCK ILL.
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SOUTHERN STATES
Camp
Terra Alta

Terra Alta, W. Va.

In center of resort area with cli-
matic and scenic advantages of the
Adirondacks. Only six hours from
Washington. For boys 10 to 18.
Excellent equipment. Aquatic and
athletic sports. Horseback riding,
fishing, exploring. One counselor
to every seven boys. Tutoring—no
extra charge. 12tli season. For
catalog address Staunton Mili-

tary Academy, Lt. Col
Russell, Box 396-F, Staunton,
Va.

Camp

Whooppee

mmer mg of Junior Military

for oys 5 to 14. 200 acres
on_Cumberland ~Plateau. Elevation
1200 feet. Buildings cool, comfort-
able screened lighted by eIectrncnty

Modem “sanitation. Exc
anced meals, Nurse. SW|mm ng,
ponies, land sports, boxing, riflery,
archery, leather and woodcraft. Hike

through mountain forests. Nature
study, life-saving, first aid. Camp-
fire “gatherings. " Private tutoring.
Catalog. Maj. Roy Del Berryr Box
S, Bloomington Springs, Ten

SOUTHERN STATES

CAMP GUNSTON
Boys 7-16 East Shore, Md.
On'the Corsica River, a trib-

sports Ridil
penenced

councilors. Complete eg f
ment 300 acres. Fee 5.
uly and August. Catalog.

S.A. Mmdleton 1521 LmdenAve Baltimore, Md.

OWL HEAD GAMP for boys

ON LAKE MEMPHREMAGOG IN CANADA
A Camp That Is Decidedly Different

Limited to 32 boys age 8 to 17 years. Every boy carefully
studied and given individual instruction. Specializes in
Horsemanship. Instructionin Boxing, Wrestlingand Fencing
in addition to usual camp activities. Booklet and informa-
%iolrzjfr\o/m Col. F. B. Edwards or Harry B. Salmon, North-
ield. Vt.

Camp Ottertrail

Algonquin "Park, Ont., Wilderness camping, CI'LIISIHQ‘
scoutm% and flshlng ‘Camera_hunting for moose and
ood food — Experienced Leaders — Booklet.

Good Schools for Boys

New York
H|ghland yv'lanor

1 Country Boarding School and Junior Col-
R JL lege. All Grades. Summer Camp and
School, South Naples‘ Maine.
EugeneH,Leh’rEnb , Tarrytown-on-Hudbon, New York, Box 106

REtPTON

AtezTs t/ic resuiremenis of thz youn& boy

For boys to F|I5h University Masters.
Prepares for Ieadmg college preparatory schools.
V. Willoughby Barrett, Headmaster, Box N, Tarry-town, N. Y.

«CTatheOt-al School-

College Preearatory and General Courses. Right Rev
Ernest Stires, Pres, of Board Miss Miriam Bytel,
Prmcupal Garden City, New York

Massachusetts
THE HEDGES

The Junior School of House in the Pines
NORTON, MASS.
30 Miles from Boston. For girls under fifteen. A large
modern home. Sun parlors for classrooms. Fields for
all sports. Horseback riding. Swimming. Awholesome
simple life of study and play that makes the child
quick to feel, eager to know, able to do.

MISS GERTRUDE E. CORNISH, Principal
WALNUT HILL SCHOOL

Box J," Natick, Mass.

A College Preparatory School for Girls.
17 miles from Boston

Outdoor Ilfe

Athletics and winter” sports.
Established 93.
MISS FLORENCE BIGELOW. Principal
TENACRE

A Country School for Girls 10 to 14. Preparatory to Dana

Hall. 14 s from Boston. All sports and athletics
supervnsed and adapted to the age of the pupil. Excellent
instruction, care and influences, MISS Helen Temple
Cooke. Dana Hall, Wellesley. Ma:

WHITTI E R
For Girls. 35th Year. Merrimac, Mass.
College preparatory and elective courses. Home atmos-
here. Limited enrollment. Senior and Junior schools.
utdoor life. Unequalled health record.
Address: Mr. and Mrs. William C. Russell,
CRESTALBAN
A school for little girls. Five hours from New York.
Fifteen minutes from "Pittsfield. Invigorating air of the
Berkshires. Two hundred acres, three buildings. Home
training, character development health.  "Open air
classes. Outdoor sports. Miss Margery Whiting,
Prin., Summer Road. Berkshire, Massr

Principals

Rhode Island
THE MARY C. WHEELER SCHOOL

A Modem Town and Country School for Girls. Colle&epre—

Ba atory, general and gost graduale courses. Art,
ramatics. Ridin and out-door sports.

Country residence for younger glrl9 Prowdence R. 1L

M~oses brown

A centusy Old school of distinctive character for

boys trictly college preparatory. Separate
upger and lower schools. = Complete equipment.
alston Thomas, Headmaster, Providence, R. 1.

Connecticut
RAY COURT sound School for Girls

ACCREDITED. Suburban to N.Y. C. All usual
studies. Also: Secretarial. Arts and Crafts. Horse-

= back riding. Beach. All athletics. Catalog.
f JESSIE CALLAM GRAY, Box 12, Stamford-on-Sound, Conn.

New Jersey

DWIGHT 1S g&
College Preparatory and Special Finishing Ci

Miss E. S. Creighton, Principal, Englewood, N. J.
Pennsylvania
RYDAL HALL

Mother care for little girls 7—34.

of Ogontz School
IntRYdaI hills, 28

minutes from Phila. Attractive school buildings. Frénch
under native teacher. Superwsed piano practice. Horse-
back riding. Catalo bby A. Sutherland, Rydal,
Montgomery Co.. Pa.

Wisconsin
HILLCREST s
For girls 6 to 14 Charmmg home life. Cultural
atmosphere.  Supervised study Thoroughness_ in

Bird study, sewing,
Interpretive
In healthful
healthy

grade work. Music emphasize

cooking, letter-writing and drawing.

dancing. Outdoor games and activities.

hill country. 19th year. Only normal,

children are accepted.
MISS SARAH M. DAVISON, Principal

Box 4SN Beaver Dam, Wisconsin

CANADA

ANNAPOLIS ROYAL CAMP

In famous trout and salmon waters.
100 miles of lakes. Glorious woods.
Numerous canoe trips, care-
fully supervised. All sports
Experienced staff of college
raduates. Llcensed uides.
ddress: George gﬁ
Dartmouth 14) Box 118,
olfville, N. S.

CAMP MOOSWA, Nova Scotia

The 20th season opens July 1. Our booklet tells the story
of a vacation that lingers pleasantly in

for many years. Faithfully yours; George H C |
Director, 16 Goden Street, Belmont, Massachusetts.

ABROAD

BIKING TOURS FOR BOYS
Through Britain on a Bike! A splendid tour for ooys,
mexpensnve, educational, and really great fun! We

Egnmg English (andems‘ go easy distances, and yet
ake”a complete circuit of England! Three groups, ac-
cordlng to age and strength, from 12 to 16 years inclusive.
Continental Tour, for bo% of 14, 15, and 16 years,
going from Hamburg to the Rhine, tip the Rhine to May-
ence. to Switzerland, up' Jungfrau, through east France to
Verdun and the battlefields, Rheims, Paris. Amiens, Bou-
ogne — a fine out-of-door experience — moat of it on
tandem bikes!

For information
Charles K. Taylor* Carteret Academy, Orange, N. J

and Girls

Alabama
MISSES SHEPARD’'S SCHOOL

Mobile, Ala. Mild climate. Outdoor life. Resident and
day pupils. Boys and girls. Modem methods. Scien-

, individual supervision. Booklet. Misses Shepard,
Dlrectors 1552 Monterey Place.

California

MILITARY

A
A big school for little boys_ Page stands
lu a class by Itself as ry school
for little boys. Sound tramlng in the
essennal branches with military train-
%adapted to young boy needs. Par-
nts appreciate the atmosphere of un-
derstandlng and encouragement. Larg-
est school” of its kind |n Amenca
Write for the catalog. ert
Gibbs, Headmaster, 1219 Cochran
Avenue, Los Angeles Cal.

IULIT FORBOS

ted in @ most healthful limate

NOhN-SECTARIA D NON-MILITARY. Seventh grade (llljrougdh

BiSER pum&gonse ST At AeE caza?oovdig restust
outh Virgil Ave., Los Angeles, Cal.

Foreign

THE AMERICAN SCHOOLS IN THE OLD WORLD
Chateau de Bures
Par Villennes, Scine-et-Oise, 17 miles from Paris, France.
NTRY BOARDING SCHOOL to prepare boys
for_American Colleges.
DAY SCHOOL, 57 Rue Boileau, Par|s for Boys and
Girls under 12. Box 675, Amherst, Mass.

SCHOOL RATES IN ST. NICHOLAS
Your school can be advertised for sixteen dollars per inch
for one insertion; six insertions less ten per cent or four-
teen dollarsland forty cents, and twelve insertions less
twenty-five percent or twelve dollars per insertion. Half
incii in proportion
ST. NICHOLAS MAGAZINE, 353 Fourth Avenue, New York

Unclassified

STAMMERING

Its Cause and Cure”
You can_be quickly cured if you stammer. Send 10
cents, coin or stamps, for 288 page cloth bound book
on Stammermg and Stuttering. "It tells how I cured
méaelf after Stammerng and Stuttering for 20 years.
UE, 7599 Bogue Building,
s 1147 N. 111 St., Indianapolis .

b e
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ENDURING GIFTS FOR BOYS AND GIRLS

THE SECRET

OF SPIRIT LAKE

By Joseph B. Ames

A Scout tale of the Western mountain country. Further \
adventures of the Tulasco Troop in an exciting mystery 3

story.
THE CLAIM \
JUMPERS \
By Charles A. Hoyt ) 1
The author of “ PrairieTreas- ( I
ure” again writes an exciting / /

story of American pioneer days. 3

Hlus. $1.75 1

CHUCK BLUE
OF STERLING

THE SHADOW

| ;

N\ ON THE DIAL \

I} \ By Augusta Huiell Seaman )

I A mystery romance with a Southern setting. Young de- \

k ) tectives through a series of thrilling adventures solve a 3

us. $1.75 i j  strange problem. llus. $1.75 |
CHRISTMAS \ \ SOAPSUDS |

IN STORYLAND i | LAST YEAR ]

By Van Buren and Bemis 3 3 By Ethel Comstock 3

: : Bridgman :

A collection of the best loved tales by . . .
modern well-known authors dealing with J 1 The story of the jolly experi-
) ( 1 ences of a group of spirited |

the glamour and mystery of the holiday , j American girls in a modern /
season. $2.00 j j boarding school. Mus. $1.75 j
- i 4

By George B. Chadwick

\
)

i
College life and the struggles and triumphs of a young \
3 man who develops the qualities and characteristics of a ]

ROWDY
By RobertJoseph

Diven

Of dogs and
forest trails, of
adventures and
mal devotion,

a tale of absorbing in-
Ilus. $1.75

terest.

f R

— -

Alaskan
exciting
true ani-
here is

-~ =~

\ BROTHER
j BLACKFOOT

j By Alan Sullivan

] Enterprising John
[ Hartop, Jr.,

I ventures on an Indian
j reservation more than
( he expected

/' ment and thrills.

j lus. $1.75

finds ad-

in excite-

ki
I
J
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I
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TWINKLE, LITTLE
MOVIE STAR

By Lorraine Maynard

A romantic tale of the trials and triumphs, the hard work
and happy friendships of a child prodigy of the silver screen.

o

—_——————— e —

OF DREAMS
By Edith Ballinger
Price

Tall ships and deep
sea tramps, stolen
ivory and African jun-
gles in a satisfying talc
of adventure and ro-
mance. lllus. $1.75

Send for the New Catalog of
SELECTED CENTURY BOOKS FOR BOYS AND GIRLS

i

[
(
/
i
[
/
\

4

Ilus. $1.75

| TREASURE

| TROVE
By E. B. and
A. A. Knipe

A rare story of rival

a deep mystery. High
romance in the days of
the American Revolu-
Ilus. $1.75

.
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f lovers, alost fortune and
i
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A DELIGHTFUL

BOOK

FOR BOYS

AND

GIRLS OF ALL AGES

WORTH
TELLING

By CHARLESJ.FINGER

A RARE collection of new and diversified stories which Mr. Finger tells with the ease, the pungency

and the charm of a new Stevenson. Here are stories of fairies trooping down through air and sun-
shine; of witches and wonder workers; Vikings and outlaws; genii and brave knights; terrifying giants
and wee eerie creatures who play in the woodlands in the moonlight. This book will be the wonder-box
of every child who can take it and cuddle up by the fireside and let his imagination fly away to the

happy places which are within the wide scope of Mr. Finger’s tales.

A FEW OF THE TALES MR. FINGER TELLS IN THIS BOOK —

THE WIZARD'S PAINT STICK

— in which Happy Jim tells the story of
the days when all the flowers and birds in
the world were white and how the good
wizard whose name was Mulu-Nugu
found happiness in painting them to
match the colors of the rainbow and the
sunset.

KING LUBU THE CAT-FACED

— the bad king who lived in the Amazon
country and laughed at the sorrow and
grief of his people and wasted the wealth
of his kingdom on foolish pleasures. But
Lubu the Cat-Faced one day met Rialeja,
princess of the Alata people and a won-
derful thing happened.

LEMAS THE LUCKY LAD

—who lived at the end of the age of
magic and learned from the wise men the
ways of the hidden things. This tale tells
what happened when the humble towns-
folk believed the story that he could
change the dust of the earth into glitter-

OB AND THE OAT-THIEF

An Ob is something like a gnome, re-
sembling an imp and yet a bit like a
brownie, and the Oat-Thief is Pierre who
while he was sitting before a blazing fire
one night grumbling because he was not
rich, looked up andsawasplendid-looking

ing gold.

AT ALL BOOKSTORES *4*

THE CENTURY CO.

THE TWO GIFTED MEN

How two children, Istok and Balek, were
born on the same day in the Persian
town where is now the Sultan Murad’s
grave; and how the Wizard Mukra Garda
chanced to pass that day and named the
course of their lives for them.

Publishers

WOODCUTS IN COLOR BY PAUL HONORE

ol

Ob standing right at his elbow.

THE COMING OF THE ROSES

How the daughter of the Queen Elfrida
lived happily in the garden protected by
a charm from all evil things until one
day an ugly creature shot into the garden
a silver ball that changed dewdrops to
diamonds, spider-webs to silver threads
and confused the real with the unreal.

-4e

Enduring Books

$3.50

New YOrk, N.

Y,
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THE FAST DROP

By MERRITT PARMELEE ALLEN

Author of “ The Ghost of the Glimmerglassetc.

VERY ONE knew when How-
land High came to bat in the
last of the eighth that it would not be
necessary for them to finish the ninth.
The score was 10 to 4 in their favor,
and their opponents were discour-
aged. Little Mudge, first up, singled
and from first waved gaily to Chipman,
who had followed him to the plate.

“Show me the way to go home,
Chip,” he shouted, and the crowd
laughed.

Chip nodded and was digging in
his toes, when he got the signal from
Mr. Dean, the coach, to sacrifice.
He bit his lips in anger, What was
the use of sacrificing when the game
was as good as won? Didn’t a fellow
have his own batting average to think
of once in a while? The coach was an
old granny to be always playing safe
whether it was necessary or not. A
sacrifice might be the logical play but—

“Come on, Chip,” some one in the
stand roared. “Wallop the cover
off it.”

Chip tingled from head to foot, for
that was what he loved, to hear his
name in the mouth of the crowd. It
was breath to his nostrils, and made
him giddy with pride. He had heard
it often that day, for he had pitched
an unusually good game for a high-
school boy; but he wanted to hear it
again, hear it thundered to the sky
as he tore off a four-base hit. Never
mind the coach for once, there was
no glory in a sacrifice, and glory was
what Chip wanted.

So he swung at the first one with
all his might, swung and hit squarely.
It did not occur to him that his de-

cision could be wrong, for he had
made it himself, and he thought very
well of himself just then. As he
rounded first he saw two fielders
running back. Some one shouted to
him, but he did not listen. It must
be a home run, and he swept on,
driving Mudge, who seemed to be
lagging, ahead of him. And then in
another second he realized that he
was all wrong, that the ball had been
caught, was going back to first, that
he and Mudge were both out.

Yet, they won the game, and in the
general rejoicing he hoped that his
blunder would be overlooked. He
even went so far as to think that,
because of his pitching record, the
coach would pass over his breach of
discipline. That evening he basked
in the praise of his team-mates and
the fellows about town, and went
home inflated to the point where he
thought himself so important to the
team that the coach would not dare
criticize him.

It was a simple case of “big head”
that sometimes attacks the best of
fellows, but Mr. Dean did not stand
in awe of it.

“Chip,” he asked the next day,
getting the boy alone in a corner of
the dressing-room, “did you mis-
understand my signal to sacrifice
yesterday?”

Chip looked away and then back.
“No, sir. | thought I could knock
out a homer.”

“With the lead we had, there was
no need of taking a chance.”

“1 didn't see the need of sacri-
ficing.”

a1

“Now you do.”

“Yes—as it turned out.
didn’'t make any difference.”

“That is not the point,” the coach
said firmly. “One of the worst
habits a ball-player can form is that
of taking chances. Take one some
time when it doesn’'t matter and you
will take the next one at a time when
it does matter. It makes you un-
reliable and breaks up the team-
work.”

“Team-work isn't all there is to a
game,” Chip returned.

“It is a large share.”

"There wouldn't be team-work
without individuals.”

“The greatest individual playersare
strong on team-work.”

“All the same, they keep an eye
on their Own batting averages.”

“They play the game for all they
are worth, and the averages take care
of themselves.” The coach was talk-
ing earnestly. “Don’'t get it into
your head that Cobb or Ruth or
Walter Johnson or any of the other
big ones don’t play for their team
first. Otherwise they wouldn't be
where they are. A fellow who won't
pull with the others and put the good
of the team first is never admired—
he is cheap.”

Chip was silly enough to take the
criticism too personally and to resent
it. He went away angry and nursed
the notion that the coach was “riding
him.” As a matter of fact, the
discipline had galled him all the sea-
son, though he tried to make out that
it was not discipline at all, but only
“smartness” on Mr. Dean’'s part.

Still, it
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Under the old coach, a middle-aged
English teacher, Chip had played on
the team two years without any of
this burdensome authority hanging
over him. In those days a fellow
could play the game about as he
pleased, as long as he kept within the
bounds of the rule-book. There had
been a semblance of team-work, but
it depended on the whims of the
players. Usually, each one had
swung as hard as he could at any
ball that looked good to him, had
fielded his position as he thought
best, and had trusted the rest to
luck. Then it had been fun, but
now it was work. The young
coach, who was on the field in
uniform every minute of practice,
had shelved the old happy-go-
lucky way of playing, and put ill

its place a tight, keen game that
kept every one thinking like a
final examination in Latin. A
fellow could no longer bat to suit
himself, but must be governed
by the men on bases, the ability

of those to follow, the position

of the fielders, and diverse other
factors. The fielders were not
allowed to cover the lot collec-
tively with a vague hope that
among them they would somehow
stop a majority of the balls; each
man had his work cut out for him,
and if he failed there was no
"passing the buck.” And one
and all, they got their orderB from
the coach.

Chip, who because of his natural
pitching ability had always had his
own way on the team, now found
himself as strictly accountable as the
others, and it chafed him. He had
too much sense to demand openly
more privileges than the other fel-
lows, though he felt that he had
more reason to complain. His main
grievance was the ban that Mr. Dean
had placed on his fast drop. The
drop in itself was not all that such a
drop should be, but Chip believed
that by working hard he could master
it. The coach agreed with that, but
he forbade the attempt on the grounds
that no young pitcher's arm should
be subjected to such astrain. "There
is too much jerk and snap in throwing
a curve of that kind,” he insisted.
"Put it off until next year or, better
still, until you get to college. Con-
centrate on controlling your straight
ball and vary it with your out-curve
and your slow drop. That is enough
for any high-school pitcher.” And he
stuck to it. Chip seethed. A straight
ball, an out, a slow drop,—anybody
could throw those simple things.
But he wanted to be more than just
anybody; he wanted to be a marvel,
one that would keep the stands
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roaring with enthusiasm. He wanted
to practise that fast drop until it
made him famous, the most talked
of high-school pitcher in the country.
And now he was forbidden to try
it for fear of the effect it might have
on his arm in the future. The new
coach seemed possessed with the idea
that he was preparing his hoys for

work years ahead instead of for this
season’s games. Chip’s ambition was
to be a college pitcher, but he could
see no reason why that should inter-
fere with his present style of playing.
And the more he brooded over it the
sorer he got.

The next afternoon was exception-
ally fine, and a number of students
went out to watch practice. Some
of them, including several girls,
gathered behind the back-stop and
watched Chip put them over to
his catcher, Dave West.

“Oh!” one of the girls cried, as an
out broke nicely in front of the plate.
“1 didn’t know curves were jumpy
like that. What makes them?”

The boy beside her laughed. “Chip
makes 'em. He knows how to handle
a baseball. Watch him.”

It was music to Chip’s ears. He
sent Over a fast straight one, another
out, a careless slow drop, and then
put all his steam into the forbidden
fast drop.

“Ob!”  The girl clapped her bands.
“1 never saw one like that before.”

“Great stuff!” one fellow cried, and
all the spectators were enthusiastic,
for it was a good one, the best
of its kind Chip had ever thrown.

“You know what the orders are,”
West said in an undertone.

The pitcher glanced at the out-
field, where Mr. Dean was giving
some pointers in bunting to three
freshmen, then back at his admirers
behind the plate.

“You won't squeal if I work on
it some,” he said.

"Of course | won't squeal,” West
said shortly. “But it won't do

your arm any good.”

“Don’'t worry about my arm,”
Chip snapped.

But at the next pitch he could
not help noticing a tiny stab of
pain on the outside of his throwing
arm just below the shoulder.
It angered him and he threw
harder than ever until the coach
came in and started batting
practice.

Coming out of the gymnasium
an hour later, Mr. Dean fell into
step with him. "I hate to speak
of it again,” he began mildly,
"but it is poor policy to keep on
using that fast drop.”

Chip flushed but put up a bold
front. “lI am improving on it,”
he said.

“1 noticed that from where |
was in the field,” Mr. Dean re-
marked. He squeezed the boy’s
right shoulder and felt him wince.
“Sore, eh?”

“A little—perhaps.”

The coach nodded. “I have
told you before that a growing

arm can't stand too many curves.
A fast drop, especially, requires a
snap that bothers even a seasoned
arm.”

“I'll toughen to
carelessly.

“You may, but the chances are ten
to one that you will ‘burn out’ your
arm instead, so that in later years
when you need it the most it will
lay down on you.”

“1'm not worrying about the years
to come,” Chip said impatiently. “I
want to win this season’s games,
most of all the Galeston one. That's
what we all want and,” he hesitated
and then shot out, “that’'s what you
are expected to help us do.”

The coach smiled slowly.
is more to it than that.”

“What more?”

“Well, I am hired to look after the
physical welfare of you fellows.
There is nothing said about winning
games.”

“Don’t you care about winning?”

“Certainly. Butitisnot my main
object.”

“What is?”

“To teach you what | can about
playing ball, and to keep you from
hurting yourselves.”

“Oh, you make me tired!” Chip
burst out. “We’'re not babies.”

it,” Chip said

“There



The coach continued, “l want to
see you in faster company some day.
When you get to college you won't
have a burned-out arm, if | can help
it. That's why | want you to lay
off that fast drop for a year or two.”

"Just when I've got it where I
can handle it!” Chip flushed angrily.
“Just when people are beginning to
talk about it!”

“Never mind what people say.
Look ahead two or three years and
be sensible, Chip.”

“I'm going to use that fast drop
whenever | want to. If it hurts me,
I'll be to blame.”

“No; your coach will be to blame.
That's why he is not going to let you
use it.”

“lwilluseit!” Chip’seyes flashed.

“Not for awhileyet.” Mr. Dean’s
voice had an edge.

“Then | won't play on the team.”

“Very well. We shall miss you,
but we will do our best to get along
without you, if we must.”

“All right. Try it,” Chip cried in
arage, and turned down a side street.

Before he had gone ten steps he
had a vague feeling that he had made
a fool of himself, but he would not go
back. Even the next day when Mr.
Dean tried to patch it up with him
he told him flatly that unless he could
pitch as he wanted to he would not
pitch at all. It was utterly senseless,
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thus to lay down the law to a coach,
and it was done in a way that nettled
Mr. Dean, who was prepared to meet
the boy more than half way and allow
him to make limited use of the fast
drop, depending on the condition of
hisarm. But Chip’s attitude blocked
any move of that kind. He would
not play at all unless he could play
his own way, which would be fatal
to the harmony of the team and to the
authority which is every coach’'s
right; so there was nothing to do but
go on without him.

During the days that followed,
Chip was surprised to find that his
bolt had not upset the team. The
fellows missed him, they said so
honestly, but they gave no sign of
breaking up merely because he was
not there. He had planned on be-
coming something of a martyr, but
those plans fell through. There was
no excitement. Very quietly the
team backed the coach, and outsiders
followed suit; so both in school and
out Chip got little of the sympathy
he had expected. He put up a stiff
front and sulked as steadfastly in his
tent as ever Achilles did, but there
was no fun in it. There was not one
who did not want him back on the
team; yet, at the same time, there
was not one who was seriously upset
by his absence. They simply let
him sulk, and plugged on their way

==IT WAS A WHIRLWIND ATTACK. ALL RIGHT"
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as best they could, which made
Achilles very uncomfortable.

But there was no dodging the fact
that the team was handicapped with-
out him, for he was a pitcher such as
few high schools have. It was for
that very reason, if he could only have
realized it, that Mr. Dean refused to
let him “burn out” his arm now and
spoil his excellent chances for a college
career. Nothing like that would ever
happen to Avery, the second-string
pitcher. He was a stocky, bullet-
headed youngster, who played with
desperate earnestness and little else.
He had considerable speed whenever
he tried a slow ball, and a very good
inshoot when the occasion demanded
an out; but aside from that he was
quite unreliable. He did his best,
which was all that could be expected
but far less than was desired.

The Saturday after the trouble,
Avery lost the game 7 to 1. Chip
watched it from the stands and found
a selfish satisfaction in the thought
that if he had been in the box it would
not have happened. If some one had
only called for him as the Pirate fans
used to call for Cuyler, he would have
been the happiest self-made martyr in
the world; but no one mentioned his
name, and his ego began to slump.
The next two or three days he hung
around the field during practice, and
the slump continued. Mr. Dean and
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the fellows were friendly enough, but
they were too busy to pay much at-
tention to him. Occasionally they
paused to talk to him about the
weather or some other inane topic;
but he might have been a doddering
alumnus for all they mentioned the
possibility of his getting back in the
game. He could not stand that and
fell to taking walks after school,
throwing stones at a mark as he went
along, for he was itching to be in mo-
tion again.

The next game, an out-of-town one,

was also lost. Chip did not see it, as
he spent the afternoon working in his
father's garden—and thinking. He
thought more when he learned that
the boys had made fourteen errors in
the game. Any one could see by that
what Avery’s pitching was doing to
things. No team can hold together
behind such a pitcher. And next
week was the Galeston game, the
climax of the season. In its present
form, Howland would be only a joke
on that day; but Chip knew that he
could make them play ball again.
And, strangely enough, he realized it
without self-consciousness. He no
longer wanted to be in the game for
the sake of hearing his name shouted
by the crowd; he wanted to be in it to
help his team win. He longed for the
chatter of his mates behind him, the
feel of the earth under his spikes,
the salt tang of sweat in his mouth,
the sense of fighting for his school.
With none of his old swagger, he
rang Mr. Dean’s door-bell and fol-
lowed him into the little sitting-room,
where they were alone. Only those
two knew what was said there, but
each seemed very well satisfied with
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the other when Chip left an hour
later.

It will be many a day before those
who saw it stop talking about the
Howland-Galeston game that was
played at Galeston the next Saturday.
From the first pitched ball to the last
it was as taut as a bow-string. The
locals had had an almost perfect sea-
son and were brimming with confi-
dence, which is sometimes a dangerous
thing; while the visitors were fighting
like tigers to regain their good name,
which is also a dangerous thing—for

But Galeston was not defeated yet.
They would never have been the team
they were if one man among them had
learned to think of quitting. With
three hits and a run against him in
that inning and no one out, Wilbur,
the Galeston pitcher, grinned cheer-
fully as West came to bat, and West
had earned the “clean-up” position on
the batting list by his stick prowess.
The Howland crowd yelled encour-
agement as their big catcher gripped
his bat, roared as he swung and hit,
and subsided abruptly when the long
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the other side. During the past week
they had rallied magnificently around
Chip, coming out of their slump with
a snap that showed how great was
their confidence in him. And he was
doing his best to justify it. With but
one thought in the world,—to repair
the damage he had done,—he was
fighting as he had never fought before.
Nothing more had been said about
the fast drop, it was not necessary,
for he realized the folly of using it
when so much depended on his arm.
His arm? By the new light in which
he saw things it seemed to him that
his arm and all the rest of him be-
longed to the school, at least for that
afternoon.

The score stood 3 to 3 at the be-
ginning of the eighth inning. Every'
run had been hard earned, and the
teams faced each other grimly, each
respecting the other’'s strength and
summoning every resource of mind
and muscle to outdo it. Then came
abit of real ball-playing on Howland's
part; a stolen base, a bunt, and two
singles, all so nicely timed that they
netted a run without the loss of a
man. 4 to 3 in Howland's favor.

fly settled in the center-fielder’s glove.
West strolled back from first and
passed the word to the coach that
Wilbur's fast one was slowing up,
which, in such a crisis, meant that he
was tiring. It was to be expected,
for he had been working furiously
from the start, using as many curves
as a big-leaguer, which is something
few school-boy arms can stand. And
while they were thinking about his
infirmities, he shot one over to firstlike
greased lightning and caught Gray off.

Tough luck, but such things hap-
pen. Under the circumstances, the
best thing for Pike, next up, to do was
to try for a hit somewhere near first,
but far enough away so he could beat
it to the bag and advance Bell to
third. The fielders thought the same
and moved over. The battery did
some thinking and decided to try him
on slow balls, in the hope that he
would swing too soon and send any
possible hit to the left, where it would
be easier to play it on Bell. The
first one loafed over for a called strike.
Pike swung nervously at the next one
and realized that he was a quarter of
an hour, more or less, too early.



Then came a ball, even slower than
the others. A second and a third
seemed to float past like toy balloons.
It would be easy to slam one if it came
within reach and the next one prob-
ably would, as Wilbur would rather
risk a hit than a pass. Thus thinking
of slow balls, Pike got set for the last
pitch. 1t came like an arrow. He
lost one fatal instant in judging its
speed, then swung—too late. Wilbur
deserved the hand he got as he came
in from the field.

With their one-run lead the How-
landers took the field in high spirits,
even turning a handspring or two to
show how they felt about it. Chip
wasted no energy in that way, for his
work was cut out for him. Full of
fight, on their own grounds, with the
top of their batting-order coming up,
there was every indication of a Gale-

ston rally. “They're wild Indians!”
Mr. Dean had whispered. “You
must hold 'em, boy!” As Chip
stepped into the box he glanced

around the field and was thankful for
those eight good men to back him up.
He put over a few to West to test his
arm, found it all right, and faced
Ranny, his opponents’ lanky right
fielder. He had a reputation for safe
singles, but Chip and West had stud-
ied him closely and found that his
weakness was for fast, high ones. It
now took just five of that kind to
send him back to the bench. He was
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followed by Ross, who hit to short and
reached the bag just one eighteen
millionth part of an inch ahead of the
throw, according to Bell. There were
two things that Hammond, next up,
would try to do, either attempt a
smashing hit, or bunt. It seemed to
the battery that it would be the
former, in the hope of pushing Ross
home or at least to third where an-
other hit would tie the score. They
tried him on a fast one, for he was a
trifle slow on the swing, but the frac-

tion of a second later West saw it was
to be a bunt. Another fraction of a
second, and it was rolling in home-
plate territory. But West knew how
to handle bunts. Like a shot he was
after it, and in a series of motions so
fast that they seemed to be but one,
he passed it, turned toward first,
snatched the ball, and threw without
an instant’s loss, getting his man. It
was a play that drew applause from
both sides of the field.

In the meantime Ross had gone
down to second. There was still a
chance of tying the score, if Giles,
already at the plate, could get a

long, safe hit. And Giles was
also a “clean-up” hitter. “Take
no chances,” Mr. Dean signaled.

“Don’t give him a hit if you can help
it.” And West added, “He bites
best at fast ones.” So Chip burned
one over—a foul. A second foul.
West asked to have the next one far-

431
ther out, but it went too far—a ball.
Another ball. Three balls! A tense-
ness gripped every one. If this man

walked and the next one hit, the game
might be lost right there. The same
might happen if he hit. “Ease up,”
West suggested. Chip shook his
head. Three times Giles had all but
taken fast ones. Another, if faster,
would get him. But the faster they
were the farther out they went
Chip considered that and decided
that for some reason, probably some

little fault in his delivery, their very
speed pulled them out. He made
some rapid calculations, then gath-
ered himself, and hurled with all his
might straight at the batter. It was
not a curve, but like an arrow it shot
in a true slant from his hand over the
plate for the last strike.

“How is your arm?” the coach
asked anxiously, when Chip reached
the bench.

“All right.”

“Seven terrific shots like that, late
in the game, is a stiff test.” Mr.
Dean put his fingers on the boy’s
shoulder muscles and found them
firm and steady. “Great stuff!” he
said.

The first of that ninth inning was
less of a credit to the Howland team
than any other period of the game.
They did not relax because of any
sense of security, for a one-run lead is

(iContinued on page i9S)



THE COMING OF THE RAIN

T is wonderful, in the tropics, to
watch the beginning of the rainy

season. It is the opening of spring,
and it comes with the gradualness of
a seasonal change, with no going back-
ward till six months later. There is
a finality in the advance from dryness
to wetness, a sharpness of demarca-
tion that forbids you to associate the
rain with the weather.

It is the middle of April or a little
later, let us say, in French Indo-
china, at a point some ten degrees
north of the equator. The long dry
season has baked the soil to the hard-
ness of the highway. You would
need a pick rather than a spade to dig
holes in the ground anywhere. The
sun is directly overhead, and the
rays thereof, when reflected from your
white garments, dazzle the eyes like
the sun itself. To go bareheaded is
to invite a dizziness, then an itching
scalp, then a headache,then blindness,
insensibility—in a word, sun-stroke
and sudden death. And it takes but
a short time to do the mischief, so be-
ware. Even the natives, protected
by their thick mop of coarse, black
hair, keep to the shade; and your
rickshaw man knows on which side of
the street the trees are growing.
Don’t forget, at the peril of your life,
that your sun-helmet is a life pre-
server, and that a black hat is worse
than nothing at all. Day after day
the end of the dry season draws to a
close, while you bake or fry in the
parching heat of the sun. You wish
for the rain, even though you know
that it will be still hotter when it does
come, and that instead of baking,
you will be stewing and suffocating in
a hot vapor-bath. Oh well, any-
thing for a change—let’'s stew awhile.
The evaporation will give some relief.

And what of the grasses and trees
and other vegetation in a time like
this? Grasses, weeds, and all the
humbler forms have well-nigh van-
ished, with nothing much left but the
roots and root-stocks. The trees
stand dressed in their last season’s
foliage, harsh and rustling, except the
few deciduous species like our own.
Out in the jungle it is difficult for the
tiger and the leopard to hide them-
selves, and still more difficult for the
deer to find food enough to keep
alive. Now is the time for the
rubber plantations to be well guarded,
for the deer will strip the trees of the
thick milky leaves as high as they can
reach.

But the change of season is at hand
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—the almanac tells you that—and
you search the skies for a sign of the
welcome clouds. All in vain, for
there is nothing that you recognize as
a bringer of relief. Over in the east,
to be sure, there is a dark rim like a
range of low-lying hills that you
hadn't noticed before. Next day
you notice it again at the same hour,
and are a little surprised to see that
your range of hills has grown some-
what—just a little higher and less like
hills. Look for it again the following
day and you will see that it is still
higher, and as the days pass it rises
higher yet, like a gigantic cover of
a meat-tray rising from one horizon,
to close by and by over the whole
landscape, shutting you in from the
sun. But it retreats every night
when the sun disappears, only to re-
peat the performance the following
day, beginning a little earlier and
reaching a little farther. About the
time it reaches the zenith some fresh,
moist drops fall sizzling down to
spatter in the dust and to be drunk
up eagerly, instantly, by the thirsty
soil. To-morrow we may expect at
least a sprinkle, and sure enough, we
get it. The next day it is a shower—
no, it is only a drizzle, a prelude to
the shower that comes the following
day, and the torrential downpours
that come thereafter. At first the
moisture seems to disappear instantly
into the waiting earth. Then come
the days after the soil has taken its
toll, when the air becomes steamy like
a Turkish bath. Your well-starched
clothes become limp and clammy,
the salt can not be shaken out of salt-
cellars, but must be spread like butter,
with a knife. You can not use blot-
ting-paper because the paper itself is
already full of moisture, and it spreads
the ink instead of taking it up. Ants,
beetles and mosquitoes, and all sorts
and conditions of insect life make
merry with your discomfitures; and
the tree-toad invades your home and
sings with irritating contentment.
And all this time the heat is increasing
and you wonder if you really can live
through it. However, there is some
solace, for occasionally the evapora-
tion affords relief, even though it is
but a momentary respite; and the
punka, pulled by a slow but tireless
native, swings back and forth over-
head, cooling you far better than any
electric fan.

And now what is happening in the
vegetable world? Only behold it and
marvel at the miracle. No sooner is
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the wet season actually under way and
the plants assured that they shall not
die of thirst, when the greatest ac-
tivity is evident everywhere. The
tamarind-trees, whose thick green
foliage has become almost black with
age, begin to show little spots of a
bright, fresh green on the tips of their
twigs. Immediately a shower of an-
other sort begins, a shower of dark
green tamarind-leaves, crowded off
the tips of the twigs to make room for
those pushing, vigorous youngsters
in haste to take their places. The
fresh green spots spread downward
and the shower of leaves increases,
and every breeze sprinkles the earth
with the cast-off clothes of the tam-
arind, hastening to put on its fresh
green dress.

The “flamboyant,” or “flame of the
forest,” or fire-tree—call it which you
like—stands with its gaunt pallid
limbs of enormous size and strength,
defying the laws of gravitation, and
not a leaf to conceal its nakedness.
It responds to the touch of moisture,
not with leaves as does the tamarind,
but first with those great fiery red
blossoms spread over its expansive
periphery, a scarlet blanket of living
bloom. Its robe of becoming green
is an afterthought. No one who has
seen that royal robe which the flam-
boyant puts on to welcome the spring
can ever forget it.

In like manner the frangipani, a
shrub some fifteen feet in height, pro-
duces on the tips of its blunt finger-
ends—for that is just what its twigs
look like—a cluster of tubes of the
waxiest white, and a dab of buttery
yellow in their depths. But the fra-
grance it produces and gives off gratis
to all the winds that blow that way—
well, one shrub will make its presence
known when in full bloom as far as
those same winds can travel.

Meantime what of the humbler
weeds and grasses, those earth chil-
dren that had to hide their diminished
heads from the too fervent sun. Go
with me into the jungle after two
weeks of rain, and | promise you that
you will not know the place you saw
only afortnight earlier. The treesand
shrubs have bedecked themselves in
livid green, and you will be hindered
at every step by the rank growth
springing from the earth, a carpet of
weeds and grasses.  So at last the deer
has plenty of forage, the tiger plenty
of concealment from which to stalk
them, and the glad earth is thirsty
no more. The rain has come.



HEN 1| grow up, I'm go-
ing to marry the gov-
ernor of the Colony
and wear naught
meaner than satin.”
Reflect Davis

smoothed her faded linsey-woolsey, as
if already she felt the suavity of silk
beneath her fingers.

“Then you’'ll have to be a high
Tory, and we'll none of us play with
you,” little Sally Saunders piped.

“This foolishness of Tories and
Patriots—of Sons of Liberty and
Loyal Friends of King George—will
all be forgotten long ere I'm a
woman,” Reflectasserted. “I'veheard
my father say so many a time.”

“While my father says his ancestors
came here in search not of wealth or
worldly gear but of liberty of con-
science, and if that is now denied us,
he’ll fight for it till he drops—and so
will I and my family after me.”

The children sent up a shout of
laughter at this, for the speaker, Job
Doughty, was a fat boy of no more
than twelve years and noted for the
placidity of his disposition.

“Doughty’s his name and doughty
his deeds—in the future!” Cyrus
Davis said scoffingly. “Meanwhile,
let's play at soldiers.”

“No, Indians,” Reflect amended.
“1'll he the beautiful maiden about to
be carried away captive, and one of
you shall rescue me.”

By
and

‘‘Let Verity

Wythe be the beau-

tiful maiden.

She’s much prettier

than you,” Refleet's candid brother
suggested.

“Verity doubtless has work to do
within doors.” Reflect usually was
kind to Verity. Now Cyrus had
touched her vanity and she did not
stop to think that she was being cruel
and that there were tears in the eyes
of the bound girl as she turned and
ran to the house. Indeed, Verity's
morning tasks were done, and she
was now at liberty to play. It was
the fear that Reflect did not want her
that had hurried her away.

Her position in the household was
peculiar. Her father was a hunter
and fur-trader. For years he had
taken his motherless child with him
on his trapping expeditions, carrying
her on his hack when she was little
and, later, proud of her strength and
endurance when she had grown able
to follow at his side and help him with
his traps and deadfalls.

Then, on one of hisreturns to civili-
zation, the good people of Concord
had pointed out to David Wythe that
Verity was a daughter, not a son, and
should be given the benefit of such
womanly education as their town af-
forded. Unwillingly he had yielded
to the conviction that they were right,
and when next he departed for the
woods, he left behind him his rebel-
lious and weeping daughter, and in
the hands of the minister, a supply of
money to pay his child's expenses
until the date of his return, the time
for which came and went, while from
David Wythe there was no word.
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Verity, entirely taken up with her
fears for her father’'s safety, had given
no thought to the practical fact that
she must continue to eat and live even
though the funds for her support had
been exhausted. The woman with
whom she had been placed, however,
was not one to lose sight of realities.
As a paying guest, the widow Dun-
ning had been willing to be respon-
sible for Verity, but she was not
troubled with a tender heart and felt
in no way bound to maintain the girl
without ample recompense.

“'Tis no belief of mine that her
father ever meant to come back,” she
said to the minister. “He's settled
the chit on us for the town to sup-
port.”

“1 pray you to be more charitable,
mistress!” Mr. Emerson protested.
“Wythe only left the maid here at
our insistence. | greatly fear he has
met with ill-hap.”

“Say naught of that to Verity, or
she will be off into the woods to hunt
for him,” Mrs. Dunning warned him
hastily. “She’'s somewhat tamed
from what she was at the start; only,
having no wholesome fear of the
wilderness such as our town-bred
children confess, she would never
stay contented an she thought he was
endangered.”

“True,” the minister nodded his
head. “She is a valiant child.”

“That she is,” Mrs. Dunning
wagged her cap in assent. “Not to
call her bold. But I'm a lone widow
woman with little substance to flil
one mouth, let alone two. | tell you
plainly | cannot be answerable for her
keep an there is no more money
forthcoming.”
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“1 shall take the matter under ad-
visement,” the minister promised.
‘I see your difficulty, and doubtless a
subscription, circulated around the
town by the girl, will bring pledges to
the full amount of her small ex-
penses.”

And doubtless it would have, had
Verity fallen in with the plan. When
it was broached to her, she had first
reddened, then paled alarmingly.
She could not humble herself to beg,
nor did she think her father would
wish her to do so. She did not, how-
ever, need to be told that his con-
tinued absence was alarming. Indeed
she would have been off after him long
before had she had any idea of the
route he had traveled. This he had
carefully concealed from her, fearing
that in her first revolt against the
restraints of life in a New England
village, she might be tempted to run
away to follow him if she were aware
of his destination.

Verity knew to the full the hope-
lessness of attempting to trace him
after the lapse of even a short time.
Now that the snows of the second
winter were on the land, it was noth-
ing short of impossible. She must
stay in Concord in the forlorn hope
that he might yet return. Si-
lently she laid the paper on the
table between them and looked
up at the minister, suffering be-
yond her years in her eyes.

“What is it, my child?” he
asked anxiously. “You mustown
that it is only equitable that all
in the town contribute each his
mite to your support, rather than
that the whole expense should
fall on one household.”

“Sir, | see no reason that all or
any should pay my expenses.

My father will defray them—"

“Yes, yes,” Mr. Emerson cut in
hastily, having long given David
Wythe up for lost; “assuredly—
but, till his return, you must be
fed—"

“And | am a lusty feeder,”
Verity acknowledged sadly. “I
restrain my appetite, so that I am
ever hungry. | sometimes think
that could | but eat my fill just
once, | should never be so empty
again.”

“Yes, yes,” Mr. Emerson said
again. He had heard whispers of
the parsimony of Mrs. Dunning
even when she was being well
paid for Verity's keep; but he did
not feel it fitting to discuss his
elder parishioner with the young
girl: “ Since this plan is distasteful
to you, have you any other to
suggest?”

“Two,” Verity smiled. “The
plan I like the better you will at
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once reject. | am skilled in wood-
craft as any Indian. | should prefer
to go into the woods as my father did,
and earn my own living trapping.”

“Impossible!” Mr. Emerson sput-
tered. “Out of the question! A
young girl, alone? We will not dis-
cuss it. Clearly 'tis impossible.”

“Said | not that you would reject
this plan? There remains then my
second thought: | have been here now
for over a year under an exacting
task-mistress. | am not the useless
maid | was. | can go as a servant
for my keep.”

Mr. Emerson looked at her with a
full appreciation of the quality of a
pride that preferred to work even as
a menial rather than to live on
charity.

“You realize that, at your age, you
will have to be bound out?”

“Aye,” Verity answered unhesi-
tatingly. “1begthat you will receive
this money for my father and pay
Mistress Dunning aught that is her
due. 1 would not be beholden to her
for one crust. One event only | ask
you to arrange for. Should my
father return, he must be privileged to
buy back my services.”

“My child, surely, in these circum-

HE FOUND HER SEATED ON THE STEP AT THE

KITCHEN DOOR, STARING AT THE LANDSCAPE"

stances, no one would deny a parent
such a right.”

“Perchance not,” Verity answered.
“At all events, let us run no risk but
have it wrote down in the bond.”

Thus it had been settled, and
Verity had been bound out in the
family of Israel Davis where she was
as happy as she could ever be in such
a position. Cyrus liked her and be-
friended her on every occasion; Re-
flect was indifferent; the younger
children were no part of her work;
indeed Verity saw surprisingly little
of them. Mr. Emerson had selected
this household because Mrs. Davis
was a kindly woman, but she was too
absorbed in the rearing of her own
numerous brood to bestow much
thought on her youngest handmaid.
Consequently, while Verity now had
plenty of food for her body, her af-
fections continued to be starved, and
on Cyrus alone did she bestow her
friendship.

The lad felt that Refleet’s thought-
lessness had hurt Verity, and ere long
he left the others at their play to seek
her out. He found her seated on the
step at the kitchen door, her face sup-
ported on her hands, staring out at
the landscape that now, in April,

although the day was warm,
showed few of the signs of spring.

“What think you of all this
talk of oppressive British sol-
diery?” he asked, slipping down
on the step beside her. His wish
was more to divert the girl's
thoughts than to discuss the
politics of the day, although, like
most boys of fourteen at that
date, he was something of a poli-
tician.

“l think of it not at all,”
Verity answered listlessly. ‘‘I've
no love for aking I've never seen.
I've less love for a country that
separates me from my father.
Whatever comes is no concern of
mine. Nor do | mean to mix in
it.”

“Why Verity Wythe!” ex-
claimed Cyrus, surprised and
beginning to find himself more
of a patriot than he had sus-
pected: “You astound me. Dost
mean to say you would make no
move to hold your town against
invaders?”

“Not I!” Verity declared.
“Concord is no town of mine.
I'm here against my will, alone
and quite unfriended. Why
should I meddle in what concerns
me not?”

She got up in response to a
summons from the kitchen and
turned to go in, leaving Cyrus
quite dismayed at such wrong-
headedness.



“At all events, Miss,” he called
after her, “there’s one thing you said
that’s not entire truth; for how can
you be unfriended when you have
me?”

Verity did not answer this, but
just before she closed the door, turned
and gave Cyrus a strange, trembling
little smile.

Bedtime came early for all in the
town. A light in awindow later than
ten o'clock was almost certain evi-
dence of illness in the house, candles
and good whale-oil both costing
money.

At two o’clock the next morning
Verity was awakened by the mad
galloping of a horse which was checked
almost beneath her window.

“Within there!” a man's voice
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bawled. "The regulars are coming
to seize our stores. Sound the alarm.
To arms! To arms!”

In an instant as it seemed, the
sleeping town woke to vigorous life.

Not quite knowing why .she did so,
Verity hurried on her clothing, hear-
ing the while the slamming of doors
and the footfalls of men running
swiftly to the meeting-house, the bell
of which was soon sending peal on
peal across the country to warn all
who heard it that there was danger
afoot.

When she went downstairs it was to
find others of the household before
her, and all vastly excited.

“William Dawes and Paul Revere,
the silversmith, who made my grand-
dam’s candle-sticks, have been taken
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by the British,” Reflect told her,
anxious to spread the news.

Verity saw in this no excuse for
waking a whole town from its sleep,
and turned to go upstairs again.

“If they've done no wrong, doubt-
less they'll loose them shortly,” she
said with a huge yawn.

“Call it wrong or right, they have
roused Lexington and warned Mr.
Adams and Mr. Hancock that troops
are on the way to punish them for
their patriotism.” Reflect was proud
of her superior knowledge.

“An these messengers were cap-
tured, how is it Concord is alarmed?”

“Dr. Prescott was with them. He
had been visiting in Lexington and
was too quick for the soldiers. When
they tried to stay him, he leaped his
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horse over a stone wall and galloped
here across country. He is my idea
of a brave man!” Cyrus was greatly

stirred. “1 would there were some-
thing I could do—"
"There is!” His father, who had

just come in, interrupted him grimly.
“There’s work for all hands. We
must hide our provisions, both for
peace and war. You are too young
to carry a musket, Cyrus, but you
can be useful in driving oxen and
drawing our provender to safety.
You maids, too, are stout enough to
prove your patriotism. Carry the
goods out into the wood-lots and con-
ceal them under the slashings.” Mr.
Davis was busily filling his powder-
horn and ball-pouch while he talked,
and ran out through the doorway on
his last words. Reflect followed him
importantly, saying:

“I'll to the barn and arm myself
with an ox-goad.”

“Come on, Verity!
have out our dun oxen.
we'll keep them trotting,”
cried.

But Verity hung back.

"l told you this was none of my
war," she said, stubbornly. “Why
should | take sides in it?”

Cyrus stared at her in amazement.

“Does it not make your blood boil
to have soldiers sent among us for
pillage? Are we not free men that
what has been paid for with hard-
earned money is to be taken away
from us at the will of King George’'s
hirelings?”

“How do I know they mean to take
aught?”

“lI've no time to argle-bargle!”
Cyrus interrupted almost angrily.
“An you won't help, I'll make shift
without you. But even Mr. Emer-
son is under arms, and 'tis my belief
your own father would be ashamed of
you were he here.”

He left her standing as if stunned
by his words. At last she turned and
went silently upstairs. There was
work in plenty to be done in the
house. The young children, who had
been awakened by the clanging of the
alarm bell, had run to the windows
expecting the spectacle of a fire, and
now must be coaxed back to their
warm beds. The bed-chambers must
be set to rights. Mrs. Davis was
nowhere to be seen, nor was the dairy-
maid, nor Hannah, the stout wench
who did the heavy work of the family.
Single-handed, Verity put room after
room in order and had breakfast
ready to set on the fire when the ap-
proach of daylight again wakened the
little children. These were helped
with their dressing, a task that was
unfamiliar but which was gotten
through at last, when she marshaled

You and | will
Between us,
Cyrus
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them downstairs to find that their
father and mother had returned and
were deep in consultation, while Han-
nah was busy heating the breakfast.
“Guards have been set to watch the
approaches to the town. There is no
doubt that the regulars have been
sent against us to arrest Hancock and
Samuel Adams at Lexington; and to
seize our small store of powder and
cannon here,” Mr. Davis told his wife.
“How can we be sure, at this dis-
tance from Boston, that such is their
intention? I'm certain that Mr.
Hancock and Mr. Adams are worthy
citizens.” Mrs. Davis was twisting

WEALTH
By MARIAN HURD McNEELY

“Are we rich?” | asked my dad.
“Of course we are!" said he;
“We 've got a new harmonica,
And squirrels in our tree;
We have a Plan that no one
knows,
A fire when the north wind blows,
And fifty feet of rubber hose.
We 're mighty rich," said he.

her apron in her fingers nervously,
loth to credit that the peace of the
countryside was to be shattered.

“To seize those gentlemen is to
deny all of us the right to free speech,
since that is their only offending,” her
husband told her firmly. “As to how
we know, the signal that this move-
ment was afoot was flashed from the
North Church steeple in Boston, and
an attempt was made to arrest Revere
ere he passed Charlestown Neck—
what's that?” Mr. Davis leaped
from his seat and ran from the house,
while all within fell silent, straining
their ears to hear, but hearing noth-
ing. The master of the house re-
turned shortly.

“No one without heard aught,” he
said. “They can't conceive that I
did. Yet| tell you that my ears have
been keen since childhood, and | dis-
tinctly caught the crackle of a volley
fired by trained men, not by our
irregulars.”

Verity said nothing, but, woods-
child that she was, she too had noted a
faint echo of the feu de foie fired at
Lexington to celebrate a short-lived
and unworthy triumph.

Mr. Davis swallowed a hasty break-
fast and prepared to return to his duty
with the minute-men.

“Have ready a good pot of soup for
any who lack food,” he said, on leav-
ing; “for the rest, Hannah and you

had better return to your task of
hastening the removal of the sup-
plies.”

Reflect and Sue, the dairy-maid,
had come in, eaten, and gone again;
but when Mrs. Davis gave the order
to clear away, Cyrus had not been
fed, and Verity hesitated.

“You did well to stay here and have
a care over the house and children,”
Mrs. Davis said, tightening her apron-
strings and setting her cap more
firmly on her head.

“Her's able,” Hannah grunted in
compliment. “Did as much as |
could—or more!”

Verity flushed with pleasure at this
commendation. Praise was a com-
modity of which the Widow Dunning
had been very chary.

"Cyrus has not come to his break-
fast,” she hinted with a look toward
the table. “Think you he has fed
elsewhere?”

“’Tis unlikely,” his mother replied.
“The lads to-day are keyed to such a
pitch of patriotism | doubt if they
give a thought to their stomachs for
once in life.” She pulled up her
netted mitts and prepared to go forth.

“He will fall ill an he goes empty,”
Verity cried. “You know the head-
aches he takes.”

“True,” Mrs. Davis paused. “Han-
nah must come with me. When the
outposts send word the British are at
hand, we will return and carry the
little ones with us into the hills.
Have ready a basket of food for us.
There's a mutton-ham in the larder

.. You hear me, children? You
are none of you to venture without the
palings till Mother comes for you.
But you, Verity, once you have set the
soup-kettle at the fire, do you clap
together some slices of bread with
meat between and take them to
Cyrus.”

“Where shall | find him?” Verity
asked.

“We are filling the carts with valu-
ables and sending them to the woods.
| fancy Cyrus is hauling to our own
lot, the way to which he knows best.
Should I see him, I'll send him here.”

Mrs. Davis and Hannah hurried
away to join the excited throng of
workers. Verity set to work briskly,
but what with preparing the meal to
be eaten in the open, and feeding sun-
dry of the minute-men who now came
seeking something to stay their appe-
tites, she had not finished clearing
away the meal when the two women
came rushing back with news that the
approach of the regulars was reported.

“Leave the work and come.” Mrs.
Davis had seized the baby on one arm
and under the other she cherished a
bundle containing her scraps of silver:
one tankard, a snuffers, two candle-



cups, half a dozen teaspoons, a snuff-
box, and tinder-case, wrapped about
with a blanket; while the children,
beginning to be alarmed they knew
not why, clung either to her skirts or
Hannah's. “Reflect has gone ,ahead
with her young cousins.”

“And Cyrus?” Verity asked.

“Drat the boy!” his mother ex-
claimed. “He should have let me
know where he is. But all the lads
are thinking themselves men now that
there's fighting in the wind.”

“Hurry, Dame Davis!” a
neighbor called in passing.

“1've word that our de-
fenders are falling back
before the regulars.”

With a smothered ex-
clamation, Mrs. Davis
dropped her cherished
silver, seized another of
her little ones and, call-
ing the rest to follow,
joined the stampede into
the hills.

Verity helped Hannah
gather together the fallen
silver, and handed her
the basket of food which
she had packed.

“Do you take these,”
she said; “1'm going to
warn Cyrus of what is
toward. Should he re-
turn with the oxen now,
the soldiers would he
able to follow his tracks
and find all he has hidden.”

“Will ye be runnin’ into
danger?” Hannah asked
kindly.

“Not I!” Verity assured
her. “I'm almost an In-
dian in training. [I'll take
to the woods should there be
a need, while these town-
bred, foreign soldiers will no doubt
stick to the main road.”

Hannah and the children who clung
to her moved away, while Verity cast
a glance around. It grieved her
housewifely spirit to leave her work
undone, but she felt it imperative that
she should warn Cyrus of the nearness
of the soldiery, so she snatched up the
bread and meat she had ready and
made off without a backward look.
She, poor child, had no treasures to
save, not so much as one least thin
silver spoon, her most cherished pos-
session being an old, worn hunting-
knife of her father’s, which hung at
her waist.

She hurried forward, possessed by a
sudden joy. Was she not free and in
the open? Almost she sang as she
went onward lightly and soon was
outside the town. Yet, of a sudden,
she brought up with a start of dismay.
Ahead of her, topping a hill scarce
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more than a quarter of a mile distant,
the sun was glinting on the silver of
bayonets and the scarlet of British
uniforms.

Instinctively, as a deer might leap
to shelter, Verity vaulted a stone wall
and crept onward in its shadow. She
was not far from the gap in the fence
where the turn was made through the

bar-way to reach the wood-lot. When
she found this opening, her heart sank
in dismay. It was so plain, so en-
tirely plain that many carts had
passed in that way recently. The
earth, out of which the frost was com-
ing, was scored deep with wheel
tracks. Since the British had elected
to come by this back road, they could
hardly miss such obvious signs of the
business that had been toward all
morning. What could she do to ob-
literate the traces? She was examin-
ing the lay of the land with a puckered
brow when she was startled by a deep
groan. Out in the field under a
stunted juniper, a spot she had taken
for a rock shifted slightly, and she
recognized the gray homespun of Cy-
rus’s jacket.

The soldiers were still on the far
hilltop. Plainly a halt had been
called, either to rest the men or for
reconnaissance. Praying that the
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delay might be a long one, Verity
stamped on a bush of laurel and
snapped it off. Holding this over her
as a screen in case their field should,
haply, be under observation, she crept
across until she was at the boy'’s side.

“Cyrus!” she cried, aghast at his
pale cheeks and shut eyes. At the
sound of her voice, however, he lifted
his lids.

“Oh, Verity,” he whispered. “I've
caught a Tory spy—but I'm hurt. |

could go no farther.”

“Listen,” said Verity, im-
peratively. “The British are
on yonder hill. They're like to
be here shortly. All
you've done will go for
naught an | cannot
hide the ruts
your cart has
cut.” She
handed him
the packet of
food shehad brought.
“Eat something.
"Twill hearten you.
My father always
said a full stomach
wasagood comforter.
Meanwhile, should
the soldiers come by,
do you lie still. Even
I took you for a stone

till you moved.”

She stuck the
laurel bush she had
broken off into the
ground in such away
as to hide him better
from the lane, and at
once began to crawl
off.

“What are you go-
ing to do?” Cyrus
called after her, but
she, in her haste to

get away, vouchsafed no answer.

At the bar-way into the field she
seized upon one of the rails and with it
pried such of the stones as she could
move from the wall down into the
opening, letting them fall as they
would so long as they effaced the cart
tracks. She cared not that she low-
ered the wall at either side, although
she repaired such gaps in a measure
with the rails; but her operation was
still incomplete when she glanced at
the far hili to find that the soldiers
were in motion. Straightway she
ceased her work on the stones and
feverishly broke with her feet or cut
with her knife the laurel and other
bushes bordering the wall, which she
set in the ground among the fallen
rocks so that they appeared to be
growing, thus hiding the new gashes in
the ground.

The rattling of accoutrements and
tramp of marching feet at last warned
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her to desist, and, silent as a shadow,
she vanished into the underbrush at
the edge of the field, crawling close to
the stone fence, from which position
she could not see the road but
watched anxiously to assure herself
that Cyrus made no betraying move-
ment. Minutes now passed like
hours, but in tending traps and dead-
falls for her father, Verity had learned
patience.  Finally, after the last
straggler with a blistered heel had
limped by, she waited for what she
calculated as a full five minutes; then,
wriggling along the fence toward the
highest point of the land, she raised up
slowly and took an observation in
each direction. There were no sol-
diers in sight.  Already they must be
entering Concord to find private
houses deserted and the tavern locked
against them. Relieved of fear from
that quarter, at least for the moment,
Verity ran back to Cyrus. The boy
sat up at her approach, making no
attempt to rise.

“1 think my leg is broken,” he ex-
plained. “But as | trapped aspy and
perchance saved all the stores which
were carried hither from our house
and Colonel Barrett's, I'm not com-
plaining. The way of it was this:
The last load | brought out here had
few packages but heavy. We had
been warned the time was short, and
| did not stop to think how | was to
get them off the cart and under cover,
but made off asfast as I could, stirring
the oxen to their best pace. Well,
when | reached the wood, | couldn't
budge 'em—the packages, | mean—so
I was in a pickle; I knew | was needed
back to carry away other things.
Mayhap my plan was silly—it came
to me that | had plenty of rawhide
thongs and that if |1 couldn’t lift the
boxes, it might be possible to fasten
them to a tree and pull the cart out
from under them.”

“That was an idea,” Verity said.
“Could you do it?”

“1 don’t know,” Cyrus acknowl-
edged. "1'd only begun to arrange
things when I had my accident. First,
| fastened a rawhide from the lashings
of a box to the tree, then | thought
that if | could tip it ever so slightly,
it would make the packet more un-
steady and the easier to slip out from
under, so | set another rawhide under
one side where fortunately the floor of
the cart was uneven, and | climbed up
into the tree with the idea of using a
limb to lift the box in the direction |
wanted. It sounds silly when | try to
explain what | was hoping to do—you
see, | was sort of desperate. Once up
in the tree, | caught sight of the Brit-
ish redcoats on the hill yonder, and |
own | sat and gaped at them, for
plainly there was no longer any haste
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about what I did and I was well hid in
the wood. There was not time to
make another trip to town, so there |
perched, kind of tired at the end of my
job, when all at once | was aware of
something moving in the fern and
bushes beneath me. It was a man,
and he was crawling from spot to spot
where | had hidden kegs and boxes,
counting them and writing out a list of
all he found.”

“The man was a spy!”

“Aye,” Cyrussaid. “I saw at once
that 'twas the Tory, Job Hands. |
couldn’'t think what to do. It was
only a question of seconds till he must
see me and | knew not what desperate
measures he might take against me
rather than be denounced to the town,
where there was much talk this morn-
ing of the small mercy they would
mete out to informers. Still less did
I know how to cope with a man of his
strength.”

“What did you do?” Verity could
hardly wait to hear.

“To be honest, | don't know that |

did anything. Mayhap ’'twas all
chance. The man crept directly
under me. He was not surprised to

see the oxen. It was to be expected
that all animals would be driven off to
safety. What did surprise him were
my rawhide lashings. He plainly
could make neither head nor tail of
them when he stopped and looked
them over. And then it happened,
and truly, Verity, | can't tell you at
this moment whether the limb broke
or whether | jumped on top of him.
At all events | landed on his head with
my stout new hobnailed boots and
stunned him. Before he came to his
senses, | had him trussed up tighter
than | ever dared truss an Indian
captive in our play. | had his pistol
too—and It was ready primed, Verity.
I hid it in the rocks back a way. |
was trying to crawl to the village
when you found me.”

Verity jumped to her feet.

“Where are you going?”
asked.

“To fetch the doctor for you,”
the girl answered in a matter-of-fact
tone. “I have no skill with broken
bones.”

“You can't go back to the town,”
Cyrus said quietly. “The enemy has
fired it.”

Verity cast one quick glance in the
direction of his pointing finger, then
sank down on the ground as if
overcome.

After a moment or two, however,
she rose again, determinedly.

“1 shall go and see for myself,” she
declared. “With most of the house-
wives hurried from the town, a fire
may be accidental. Grease may have
cooked over—anything! At least we

Cyrus

have heard no gunshots.” Even as
she spoke, shots rang out in the dis-
tance, a desultory scattering as if
fired at random, then a full-throated
volley. There wasamoment'ssilence,
when there came a reply in kind.

“Those last were our men,” Cyrus
declared. “There is a difference in
the sound of their muskets.”

Verity nodded agreement, and the
two faced each other, white-lipped
and tense, waiting for the echo of

more shots, which did not come.
Then again the girl prepared for
action.

“You're too near the road here,”
she said. “l must manage to draw
you further back.”

“Only one leg is hurt. I'll make
shift to hop along, if you'll lend me
your shoulder for a crutch.”

“ 1 wonder is there aught I could do
for your poor leg? If itwere an arm,
now, it could be carried in a sling—"”

“A sling would be a help,” Cyrus
owned. “The hurt is between knee
and ankle, and it makes me feel queer
when | joggle it.”

“It's grown so hot you've no need
for your muffler. We’'U knot it over
my arm and slip your leg through the
loop. I'll hold that arm firm around
your waist and you can support your-
self on my shoulders.”

In this way the two traversed the
stony upland pastures and reached
the shelter of the wood, having re-
claimed the Tory’s pistol on the way.
But movement increased the pain of
the lad’s injury, and he was glad to
come to rest. Verity was interested
in the very thorough way his prisoner
was tied up, but one fact she noted as
unsatisfactory. He was not gagged,
an omission she mentioned to Cyrus.

“Should the British come this way,
he might call out to them,” she sug-
gested.

“He would, you mean,” the Tory
snarled.

“Then the thing for you to do is to
Kill him should you see a redcoat,” the
girl told Cyrus quite calmly, making
reassuring faces the while to advise
him that her purpose was not really so
bloodthirsty.

“Oh, | really couldn't!”
cried.

“'Tis war,” declared Verity, again
trying to make the boy see that her
intention was to intimidate their
prisoner.

Cyrus however could not be made
to understand.

“1 don't like war!” he exclaimed,

Cyrus

feelingly. “From this day on, I'll
stand with you, Verity. | am a man
of peace.”

“Well, you can pretend you're go-
ing to shoot him, can’'t you?” Verity
(Continued on page i96)



WO thousand years ago man had
Trisen high enough to carve hiero-
glyphics on the top of Cleopatra’s
Needle. The twentieth century
found him putting up electric letters
on the roofs of buildings. Now
comes the celestial bill-poster, with an
airplane for a fountain-pen, the blue
sky for a background, and white
smoke as a writing medium. The
man who has reached the highest
position—considered from every angle
—among the world’s “ad” writers, is
Major “Jack” Savage, of London,
New York, and Paris. Incidentally,
he is the only “ad” writer who ever
gave the present chronicler a physical
pain in the neck.

It came about in this manner. One
day last October, | came out of a sky-
scraper in the uptown district of New
York to find Fifth Avenue crowded as
thickly with people as it was the day
Lindbergh arrived from Paris. They
were gazing skyward at what seemed
to he an intoxicated comet with a
trail of white smoke. Unlike a well-
behaved comet, with its graceful arc,
this phenomenon apparently was bent

on twisting its tail into as many kinks
as possible. The business of the
greatest city in the world came to a
standstill. Street-cars were stopped
while crews and passengers alighted to
watch this amazing spectacle. Traffic
policemen for the moment forgot
theirduties. Automobiledrivers, their
eyes bent heavenward, ignored the
signals. Pedestrians bumped into
one another—and continued on with-
out apology, their eyes staring into
the sky. Office-workers forgot their
lunch, as they leaned out of a thou-
sand windows.

From the comparative safety of the
doorway | stared, too. There, before
my eyes, two miles in the air, on the
greatest of sign-boards, appeared a
great circular “0,” a mile in diameter.
It was the final letter of “RODEO.”
The promoters of the Wild West
riding and roping exhibition then at
Madison Square Garden apparently
considered it good business to spend a
thousand dollars for this form of
advertising.

Here, it seemed to me, was a good
story. How did they do it? How

had sky-writing been evolved, and by
whom? What kind of airplane did
they use to make those swift and
accurate maneuvers two miles above
the earth? Who were the pilots?
With these questions on the tip of my
tongue, | sought the secretary of the
Aeronautical Chamber of Commerce,
just around the corner. And he told
me that the office of the Sky-writing
Corporation of America was in the
very building | had just left!

By this time the “RODEO” had
drifted a mile to the eastward, and the
crowd had scattered. Policemen had
unscrambled the traffic, and the city
was back again on an even keel.
Within ten minutes | was talking with
the man who makes the sky-writing
wheels go 'round in the United States
—Mr. Allen J. Cameron.

“How is it done?” | asked him.

“Well, in the first place, the smoke
used in our work is produced by a
secret formula worked out by Major
Savage just after the war. It is made
by two chemicals, which are fed
simultaneously into a heated cham-
ber. The apparatus is built into the
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fuselage of the plane, with the outlet
at the rudder. It requires about
7,000,000 cubic feet of smoke to form
a single letter, so the sky-writing
plane must leave the ground with two
hundred pounds of chemicals on
board. As a rule, the capital letters
are written about a mile high—or long
—and the small letters about half as
large. Sometimes, however, a custo-
mer wants his letters two miles long—
and we aim to please. We use white
smoke because it stands out in bold
relief against a blue sky; but we also
have produced red, green, and yellow
letters. The smoke is so dense that,
under favorable weather conditions,
the “sign” may be carried, practically
intact, ten or twenty miles.”

“How does the pilot know just
where to cross his ‘t’'s’ and dot his
‘i's’?” 1 inquired.

“Well, you see, the pilot has before
him, when he takes off, a chart of the
loops and curves which form the word
he is to write on the sky. The only
unusual thing about it is that it is
written backward, so that the people
on the ground, and not the angels, will
see it correctly. The planes we use
are British SE-5A fighters, equipped
with Hispana-Suiza engines of 200
horse-power. These planes are so
small that a pilot is obliged to ‘ease
himself into the cockpit with a shoe-
horn.” But these fighting ships can
climb to an altitude of two miles in
twelve minutes, and fly at the rate of
135 miles an hour.”

“What is the most difficult letter
to write in the sky?” | asked.

“A capital ‘E,” because of the many
right-angle turns required. A capital
‘Z,’ on the other hand, is easy to trace
in letters of smoke. Thatis, it iseasy
for agood sky-penman; there are good
and bad sky-writers, just as there are
good and bad penmen. Many an
excellent pilot is a ‘washout* as a
sky-writer.”

Through the necessity of making
sharp vertical banks, Immelman
turns, and other maneuvers required
in sky-writing, apilot must perform in
less time than it takes to read this
sentence,—once in approximately
every nine seconds,—some of the
most intricate acrobatic stunts known
in aviation. He must be guided
entirely by his chart, for, while the
letters of smoke stand out quite
clearly from the ground, two miles
below, it is almost impossible for him,
flying on a level with the letters, to
get any idea of their form. The job
of making the letters uniform in size,
spacing them properly, and lining
them up correctly, is a difficult one.

The sky-writing pilots go about
their hazardous business in a rather
bored way. They carry on in the
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same skilled, efficient, systematic
manner that a well-trained sign-
painter or bricklayer performs his
duties. Their work is carried on at
such a great altitude that their tiny
airplanes barely can be seen, except
when the wings flash in the sun. The
capital letters which they etch on the
greatest of “blackboards” with a
crayon of smoke are about seven times
the height of the Woolworth Building,
and a mere dot over an “i” is as large
as the average city block. A word of
eight letters may stretch across the
firmament for a distance of about five
miles, and at an elevation of ten
thousand feet is visible to the naked
eye within a radius of fifty miles.
The pilot often finds it necessary to
fly fifteen miles in writing a single
word. He may have to fly a couple
of miles to cross a “t” or dot an “i.”
Most of the “shows” are put on by
former “war-birds.”

The first real demonstration of sky-
writing in the United States brought
Mr. Cameron’s corporation two con-
tracts which called for a total of 1500
flights, and the payment of a million
and a half dollars. Since then these
celestial bill-posters have spread their
letters of smoke over a territory from
Bangor, Maine, to San Diego; and
from Seattle to Miami.

What of the men who actually do
the work? Captain Cyril Turner,
British war-flier and winner of the
Distinguished Flying Cross, was the
first man successfully to demonstrate
sky-writing, under Major Savage's
direction.

“What does it feel like to spatter
the sky with smoke-words?” | asked
Captain Turner, who is in his early
thirties, and sports an aggressive
little tuft of a mustache.

“0-oh, about like any other kind of
work, | guess. Perhaps a little more
difficult than most. First, there is
the machine to think of. Our engine
must turn the propeller over at the
rate of two thousand revolutions a
minute. Even then we lose fifty feet
in altitude while writing each letter,
although this is not -noticeable from
the ground. But if the motor should
slow down to nineteen hundred
revolutions a minute, we would drop
an additional thousand feet while
writing one word, and this would ruin
the show. We write on a horizontal
plane, and not up and down, as it
seems to the person on the ground.
The steadiest air currents, we find, are
at a height of two miles, so we operate
at that altitude. That is also a safe
height; if the engine should “die”
over a big city, we could turn the nose
of the plane downward and glide as
much as twelve miles to a landing-
place. Fortunately,”—and here the

Captain knocked on wood,—“we
have put on hundreds of shows, and
haven't asyet had a serious accident.”

“Once you are in the air, you must
be as busy as the proverbial paper-
hanger,” | suggested.

“Busier,” declared Captain Turner.
“A sky-writer really needs four eyes—
one for the chart, one for the city over
which he is flying, one for the sun, and
one for the wind. He also must keep
an eye on the instrument-board of the
plane, and whatever eyes he has left
should keep tab on the smoke-dials,
the flow-feeders, the chemical gage,
and the adjustment valves. Still
another eye must be kept on the
clock, for we allow just so many
seconds for each stroke or letter.
And, of course, the pilot must see that
the smoke-trigger is working properly,
so that the right amount is ejected.

“While he is doing all this, the pilot
flies by instinct. He must choose the
position from which to start his first
letter with full regard to the direction
and velocity of the wind, the position
of the sun, the area the ‘sign’ is to
cover, and the corresponding location
of the greatest number of spectators.
And he must write backward; don’t
forget that. So, you see, the sky-
writer must think of his chart, his
engine, his oil-pressure gage, his
altimeter, his clock, and half a dozen
other mechanisms—all at the same
time. The smoke-producing appara-
tus must be kept belching out a
quarter of a million cubic feet of
smoke a second; less than this would
make the letters too thin, while a
greater amount would be dangerous
because of the high temperature and
increased pressure.”

Major Savage, the inventor of sky-
writing, is immensely proud of his
pilots. He is also proud, one gathers,
of the organization, which has grown
within a few years from a strictly one-
man proposition to a corporation with
branch offices in the principal cities of
the United States and Europe.

Major Savage, who is not yet forty,
learned airplane construction and
flying back in 1908. A few years
later, with Captain Hucks, he went
about England giving exhibitions in
a second-hand airplane that no one in
his proper senses would venture to
fly to-day. When the startling news
of Pegoud’'s loop-the-loop exploit
“broke,” Major Savage, realizing the
new maneuver’s enormous exhibition
value, and wishing to add it to his bag
of tricks, rushed over to France to
study Pegoud in actual flight. Re-
turning to England, he mastered the
loop. With Captain Hucks and sev-
eral student aviators, he toured Eng-
land, giving exhibitions of looping,

(Continued on page J/91)
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THOSE CARELESS KINCAIDS

IBj LOUISE SEYMOUR HASBROUCK
Author of “"Chohscherry Island,” "The Hall With Doors," etc.

CHAPTER XI
MYRTLE TO THE RESCUE

“VT'OIll and the kid get into the

J boat now before he gets lost
again, and we’ll go over to Drum-
mond,” commanded Briggs. The
Kincaids' unmistakable affection for
their charge he felt to be an extenu-
ating circumstance, and yet it did not
prove them innocent. Kidnappers
might, especially if they were of the
gentler sex, become attached to the ob-
jects of their crimes. Of course, as Clif
had pointed out, if he had disappeared
it would have meant an even more
serious charge against them.

Delight stared at him haughtily,
too disgusted for words with the whole
situation, but Rosemary thought of
a loophole of escape.

“Oh please, won't you take us down
to our camp first? 1'm sure | could
find some letters from Johnny's
mother which would prove we didn't
kidnap him.”

Clif shifted uneasy eyes from his
idol, the trooper, to the girls. This
might be just a dodge of theirs to
escape. If they did, that reward
would slip through his grasp. With
it would go the six-tube radio set and
everything!

“Look here!” he said hoarsely.
“You ain't going to fall for that, are
you? You'regoing to takethemright
to the sheriff?”

“Oh, you shut up!” replied Briggs
sharply. This was a queer job Clif
had dragged him into. He hated to
think these girls were criminals. If
the little boy hadn’t been exactly the
age and coloring of the kidnapped
John Anderson, and if the kidnappers
had not seemed slender youths who
might easily have been girls in dis-
guise, and if the affair had not taken
place on the very day in which the
girls had arrived in Ojibwa in the cur-
tained Ford, with a crying child, he
would have been convinced that he
was on the wrong trail. He had come
off in such a hurry, owing to Clif's
urgency, that he hadn't even had
time to inquire what sort of person
this Miss Parsons whom they were
staying with, was. If anybody could
vouch for her, that might help mat-
ters. And yet it mightn't either.
Lots of the recent crimes reported in
the papers had been committed by
swell youngsters batty in the upper
story. That dark-haired one certainly
talked flighty!

All this was going through Briggs's
mind as he stood there glowering
sternly at the group, just a nice boy
in a trooper’s uniform, awfully em-
barrassed! But Clif's butting in that
way got his goat,

“You better lay off advising me till
I ask you, Clif Sparks!” he said.
“Think I'm scared a couple of girls
will get away from me, hey? 'Course
I'll take 'em to their camp if they
wanta go. If they got anything to
show they ain't the parties we want,
why, so much to the good.”

Clif looked as if he did not think so
at all, but did not dare make further
protest. The five of them got into
his motor-boat. At the same time
the two patrolmen embarked their
prisoners and sped off in an opposite
direction to Victoria Bay. The is-
land Was left deserted, and the Kin-
caids felt that as far as they were con-
cerned it could always remain so!

Clif's boat must have been better
than it looked, for, though it slid and
staggered, it kept a straight course
against the angry rollers which were
the aftermath of the storm. The
girls and Johnny huddled under the
rubber blanket which Briggs politely
tucked about them. Johnny went
to sleep, and the Kincaids said little
for fear of waking him. Instead,
they threw what they hoped were
blasting glances at the perfidious Clif-
ford, who chewed gum and steered
the boat from the side in an unmoved
fashion.

“We've come back to camp all sorts
of ways,” said Rosemary mournfully,
“but | never thought itwould be under
armed guard!”

“1'm afraid this will put the finish-
ing touch to Cousin Florence,” re-
plied Delight. “She’s probably about
wild with anxiety. Wilma will have
told her how we went off just before
the thunder-storm in this monster’s
boat!”

“Good heavens, there are people
on the piazza!” exclaimed Rosemary,
as they neared their camp. “What
can we do? If we could only hide!”

But this was impossible.

“Well, girls!” cried Cousin Florence,
as the bedraggled girls and their
escorts reluctantly approached the
piazza, “here you are at last! We
were just wondering what had become
of you! Didyou row over to Ojibwa
to get the mail? And where is Wil-
ma? Isn't it delightful, I ran across
the Schuyler girls who were shopping
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in Crescent, and their mother let
them come home to spend the night
with us! | see Clifford brought you
back! I hope he has a great big piece
of ice for us!”

Rosemary gave awild chortle. De-
light said nothing, but deposited the
imperfectly awakened Johnny on the
lounge, where he blinked crossly and
seemed in two minds as to whether to
continue his nap or have a good howl
instead.

“Sit down and tell us what you
have been doing!” said Miss Florence
brightly, and added to Clifford, who
seemed oddly inclined, she thought,
to linger near them, “You and your
friend will find the ice-tongs on a nail
by the kitchen door.”

Trooper Briggs touched his cap.

“I'mno ice-man, lady. 1'm aState
trooper, and | come to investigate the
case of this here boy.”

“Investigate Johnny!” exclaimed
Miss Parsons, greatly surprised, and
turning to look at the sleepy child.
“Why, what is there to investigate
about him?” Her ever-sensitive con-
science instantly brought to her mind
possible causes of complaint. “Of
course,” she apologized, “his knees
look dreadful, but we can't prevent
his skinning them. Those yellow
stains are iodine we puton. We take
the best care of him possible—#

“Yes'm,” said Briggs.

“Do you mean,” Miss Parsons went
on, “that the State thinks he ought
to be quarantined?”

“1 ain't no health officer,” said
Briggs. “All | want to know is—"

"1 can't think who hascomplained,”
continued Miss Parsons. “When |
think how I've worried over his meals,
and about his getting junket—"

“l ain’'t interested in junkets or
any of them contagious diseases,”
interrupted Briggs impatiently. “I
keep telling you, they ain't in my de-

partment. All | want to know is,
has or has not this child been kid-
napped?”
“Kidnapped?” echoed Miss Par-
sons faintly. “Johnny kidnapped?”
“Kidnapped?” exclaimed  the

Schuylers, who till now had sat in a
sort of trance, looking from one to
another of the newly arrived group
as if they were actors giving a play.
“Kidnapped! How thrilling!”
Johnny decided in favor of a cry
and began to whimper distressingly.
“It ain’t so thrilling to land in
State’s prison,” remarked the trooper



dryly. “I'dcertainly beglad, ma’am,”
(he addressed himself to Miss Par-
sons) “if you could furnish proof that
the boy ain’'t been kidnapped. Per-
hapsyou'll tell me his name and where
he came from.”

“John Seymour,” answered Miss
Parsons. “And he comes, | believe,
from Waterford.”

"Any proof of that?”

“Proof? Er—not exactly. My
young friends here told me. | was
not with them when they got him.”

"What day did they bring him
here?”

“Let me see. | think—yes, | am
sure it was last Thursday. | remem-
ber it distinctly because my maid left
the next day, and that was Friday. |
remember thinking it unlucky. Oh
girls, do stop Johnny crying! It's
impossible to straighten out this little
misunderstanding with such a din
going on!”

Delight and Rosemary tried in vain
to stop the tumult.

“Thursday the eighteenth, the day
the Anderson boy was taken!” said
Clif triumphantly. “Would any kid
yell like that if he was with his own
folks or friends of theirs? | guess
not!”

“Kids don’t yell by rule, 1 don't
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think,” replied Briggs impatiently.
“You say you got letters from his
mother?” he reminded Rosemary.

“1—1 think so,” replied Rosemary,
the loud voice in which she was obliged
to speak not entirely concealing the
feeling of uncertainty that possessed
her. On the way down she had had
a misgiving about what she had done
with those letters. “I did have them
inside in the desk.”

“1 guess I'll have to ask the whole
party to step inside while she looks,”
said Briggs, not taking any chances
with this bevy of feminine persons,
harmless as they looked. He herded
them politely enough through the
door. Johnny, finding himself de-
serted, set up a new series of howls of
a still more poignant quality.

Rosemary wildly rummaged in the
desk. All she found of any immedi-
ate value was one gum-drop in a paper
bag, which was passed out to Johnny.
An instant quiet followed. “I'm
afraid,” confessed Rosemary, “that
the letters got burned up in the fire-
place one cool evening.”

“Then I've got to take you and
your sister and the kid over to the
Drummond jail till thisthing iscleared
up one way or another,” said Briggs
gruffly. “1 don't know as letters
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would have let you out anyway.
They might be forged. Clif's boat
ain't big enough to hold the whole
bunch of you, but I warn the rest of
you ladies you're liable to be looked
up later as accomplices, and it ain't
any use for you to try to get over to
Canada, because you’'ll be caught, as
sure as they're immigration officers
along the whole border.”

“Do you realize,” interrupted Miss
Parsons in an Indignant tone, “that
| am Miss Florence Parsons of Cres-
cent; that my father, now deceased,
was one of the most prominent insur-
ance agents in the northern part of the
State; that the girls whom you are
arresting are the children of my per-
sonal friends; and that these young
ladies are the daughters of John W.
Schuyler of New York?”

“There’s black sheep in every
family,” returned Briggs. “Come
on, now, we gotta get started.”

“l want another gum-drop! |
want my supper! | want to go to
bed!” lamented Johnny.

“You and Clifford Sparks are big
brutes!” scolded Delight, almost be-
side herself. “To torment this poor
tired baby, taking him out in the
storm again without his supper.”

“You'd oughta have thought of
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that sort of thing before you snitched
him away from his folks!”

“Oh, please leave them and take
me and my sister instead!” begged
Sylvia Schuyler romantically, to the
unmitigated astonishment of every-
body, but especially the Kincaids.
“What is it you call people who do
that sort of thing? Hostages! Let
us be hostages! It would be such an
experience for us to spend a night in
jain”

“Awfully jolly!” exclaimed
supposedly phlegmatic Jane.

Briggs looked at them coldly and
wearily. He had had about enough
for one day of baffling young females!
“No, you don’t get away with a neat
little plan like that! Take you, and

the

let the real kidnappers escape! You
must think I'm dumb! Come on,
now, you two and the kid. Get

ready!”

“Oh, all right!” said Rosemary re-
signedly. “Here, lamb, let me put
on your sweater.”

“1wantmy supper!” wailed Johnny,
squirming and fighting off the prof-
fered garment. “1 don’t want to go
any place else. | want my supper
right straight away!”

“1 got his supper all ready!” an-
nounced an unexpected voice. It
belonged to none other than Myrtle,
who came out of the cottage as placid-
ly as if she had never left their service,
bearing a tray. “You want | should
give it to him right now? He sounds
most starved. Why, hello, Frank
Briggs! | thought it looked like you,
but | couldn't hardly believe it.
What you doing here? We ain’t got
a drop of boot-leg on the premises, |
kin swear to it!”

Briggs looked very much aston-
ished. “Myrtle Wells! | didn’t
know you was with these people. It
ain’t any place for you!”

“It ain't? 1I'd like to know why
not, Frank Briggs!” said Myrtle in-
dignantly, passing the tray to the
thankful Delight, who proceeded to
feed Johnny without ceremony, as
quickly as possible.  “1'd like to know
since when you gotta right to criticize
places | work at! | tell you right
here and now | like this place the best
| got yet! It may not have as much
class to it as the houses up at Victoria
Bay, but the hours and the work are
a lot easier, and Miss Parsons is real
congenial!”

“Oh, Myrtle!” murmured Miss Par-
sons, touched almost to tears. The
perfect maid would not talk this way,
and she would wear a white cap and
apron, against which Myrtle kicked
like a steer, but it was so lovely to
have the girl approve of her! She
could have shouted for joy when she
stepped off the boat and found her
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there! If only this silly trooper had
not turned up and spoiled everything!

“You mean to say you're working
here?” asked Briggs.

“Of course | am!”

“You know anything about this
bunch?”

“Of course | do!” replied Myrtle
indignantly. “They're every one of
them my personal friends!”

Briggs looked shaken, and Clif, in a
panic, ventured, “I'll bet she don't
know a thing about 'em. They've
paid her to shield 'em. Can she
prove they didn't kidnap the boy?”

“Kidnap that boy there?” ex-
claimed Myrtle incredulously. “Kid-
nap Johnny? Is that the bright idea
you got in your bean, you and Frank
Briggs? Just let me tell you some-
thing! Who ever heard of a child
being kidnapped that had brung along
with him eight sailor-suits and as
many socks and changes of under-
clothes, a pair of rubbers that ain’t
never twice in the same place, blocks
that I've picked up from every corner
of this cottage, a truck and a fire-
engine, and three screw-drivers that
he takes to bed with him! You tell
me about a child that's kidnapped
with those, and I'll tell you the people
that took him ought to have a re-
ward!”

“Well,” said the trooper weakly, re-
movinghiscap and scratching hishead,
“things like that has some weight.  If
they’d only mentioned 'em—"~

“Weight!” exclaimed Myrtle. “I
should say they,had, the blocks and
truck and fire engine especially! And
as if they wasn’'t enough, he fills the
house with rocks and pieces of plumb-
ing! But take him all in all, he's a
cute little feller, and a lot of company
when you get used to looking where
you step every minute! But he ain’t
the child that was kidnapped, Frank
Briggs, because I've read about that
child, and he was picked up off the
street two blocks away from his home,
and it stands to reason they wouldn't
have gone baek to his house nor
stopped to shop either, even if they
could have bought him eight sailor-
suits, partly worn at that, and a lot
of blocks, and three screw-drivers—"

“No, no,” said Briggs. "It don't
sound sensible. Well, | guess there's
been a mistake made, ladies, and I'm
sorry if we've put you out any. It
was this bright lad Clif that misled
me. I've known Myrtle all my life
because we were both raised in Drum-
mond, and what she says, goes. I'm
glad she's cleared you, because it's
more of a job than I care for to take a
lot of ladies to jail. Good-by, and
excuse us for troubling you.”

“Don’'t mention it!” said Miss
Parsons, relieved and gracious.

“We're so awfully disappointed,
though!” mourned Sylvia Schuyler.

“A regular washout!” commented
Jane.

Clifford, as he reluctantly turned to
go, cast upon the group, upon the
Kincaids especially, a malevolent
gaze. It said plainly that, though
luck had been in their favor this time,
on the next occasion they would not
get off so easily. Just let him catch
them as bobbed-haired bandits rob-
bing a bank, for instance!

Rosemary flared like tinder at the
look.

“Just a moment, Officer!” she ex-
claimed. “lIsn’'t there some way I
can lodge a complaint against Clifford
Sparks for luring us off under false
pretenses and leaving us on that
island to be shot by the immigration
officers, or take cold, or something?
I think his motor-boat license ought
to be taken away from him, anyway.”

Briggs, who was as provoked at
Clifford as she, for having led him off
on this wild goose chase, responded,
“There’s nothing to prevent you
writing to the department about it,”

“Oh, say!” exclaimed Clifford,
greatly alarmed, "you wouldn't do a
mean thing like that, would you?”

“Well, aside from being responsible
for all the annoyance we've had, |
don’t think you ought to be allowed
to pester everybody you see with a
child!”

“But I won't!” promised Clifford.
“I'm off this case for good. Honest!
I won't use my boat on it no more.
All I'll use it for is bringing ice to
people that need it, and things like
that.”

Miss Parsons coughed and made
mysterious signals to Rosemary. “A
roast!” she was heard to murmur.
“Ice-cream sometimes! Never pays
to be vindictive!”

Rosemary turned to Clifford.

“You're let off if you keep to your
agreement about the ice,” she said
severely.

“You bet I will!” promised Clif, and
fled after Briggs.

CHAPTER XII
WHERE IS WILMA.?

“Myrtle, you're a wonder!” ex-
claimed Delight.

“You certainly are!” agreed Rose-
mary.

“1 ain't did nothing,” disclaimed
Myrtle, smiling, however, with a
justifiable touch of pride. “That
Frank Briggs! He thinks he's the
whole show, since he got made a
trooper. | guess he won't try being
fresh around here very soon again.
You folks must be half starved. The
rest of your supper ain't ready.



‘WHAT WAS THAT WHITE THING
ON THE ROCKS?"*

though, 1'm boilin’ string-beans, and
they act like they'd been picked a
week ago Sunday.”

“We can wait,” said Miss Parsons.
“But perhaps youwon’'tmind, Myrtle,
if we have a little tea meanwhile.
Miss Wilma will attend to it. But
where is Wilma, girls? You haven't
told me.”

“Wilma? Haven't you seen her?”
asked the Kincaids. “She must be
somewhere around. She didn't go
with us in the boat.”

“1 haven't laid eyes on her since |
returned,” replied Wilma’'s aunt.

“She was walking home through
the woods when we left,” said Rose-
mary, recalling with a guilty feeling
her mischievous misrendering of
Wilma's name, and of how hurt the
owner of it had looked. Wilma had
been absolutely right in cautioning
them not to go, and especially not to
take Johnny! And in return her
feelings had been offended! Could
she still be angry, and hiding some-
where?

“Will you make tea, Delight? I'll
look for her!" exclaimed Rosemary.

She went upstairs. The door of
Wilma's room was open, and she
entered. Everything was as usual,
in perfect order, except for one detail.
The bed had been hastily torn apart,
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and one sheetwas missing. For a girl
of Wilma's tidy habits, this was aston-
ishing. Looking thoughtful, Rose-
mary went downstairs and, slipping
out of the back door, began a search
of the premises.

No sign of her back there. Rose-
mary walked down to the shore.
What was that white thing on the
rocks? None other than the sheet,
crumpled up carelessly, wet with
spray, and stained with lichen. Rose-
mary picked it up. One end was
fastened to a broken flagstaff which
Rosemary  remembered  noticing
among other odds and ends in the
boat-house.

Then the disasters of the day were
not finished! Or if it were not a dis-
aster, it was enough to make Rose-
mary feel very apprehensive. What
could Wilma have been doing with
that sheet but using it as a signal of
distress? Perhaps those highly sus-
picious characters from the house-
boat had come down and frightened
her! Perhaps they had—oh, it was
too dreadful to think of! But what
had become of her? And who had
she been signaling? A passing boat?
Or the boys at Huckleberry? Rose-
mary remembered how disapproving
Wilma had looked at the bare idea of
the Kincaids' doing such a thing! It
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would be a desperate occasion indeed
that would drive her to do so!

Rosemary thought she had better
not keep this new anxiety to herself.
Perhaps the others could suggest
something. She burst in upon them
at tea with her discovery. Delight
was as amazed and worried as she;
the Schuylers’ thrilled look said,
“What, more excitement?” Miss
Parsons, her mind almost completely
taken up with her tea pouring, showed
only mild bewilderment.

“Wilma left a sheet on the rocks,
you say? | can't imagine! You
don’t suppose she was trying to wash
it? She would know | would be very
much opposed to her doing such heavy
washing. Will nobody have a second
cup of tea? Perhaps we had better—”
she paused, for her audience had
disappeared.

Miss Parsons more sedately fol-
lowed them to the shore.

“Why, it's one of my new sheets!”
she discovered, much distressed.
“And all wet and stained. Do you
really think Wilma left it here? So
unlike her! And you say she was sig-
naling with it, girls? Why, I'm sure
such a thing would never enter her

head! And whom should she signal,
pray?”
“Look!”  exclaimed Rosemary.
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“There's somebody crossing the river
in a canoe.”

Against the economical lemon-
and-green color-scheme of a cold sun-
set, attended by little gray woolly
clouds with dazzling gold edges, a
solitary paddler bobbed up and down
on the sea which grew more stormily
purple as the light waned. If he had
not possessed both skill and strong
muscles, he would certainly have been
swamped by the waves; but he clev-
erly allowed them to glance under his
craft at an oblique angle instead of
breaking over it broadside. As he
drew near them, it was Jane Schuyler
who first hailed him.

“Why, Sam Marsh, of all people in

the world! What do you thinkyou're
doing?”
“Taking my evening exercise,
Jane.”

Somewhat out of breath, the sun-
burned boy from Huckleberry Island
steered his canoe into the lee of the
rocks.

"You must like to take it in an egg-
shell. Oh, do you know the Kincaids
and—"

“Well, rather!” Sam, in his evi-
dent distraction, did not wait for the
introduction to Miss Parsons which
Jane had on the tip of her tongue.
“1 came over,” he addressed them,
“to see if you'd seen anything of
Phil.”

“No,” they replied.
away all afternoon.”

Sam looked disappointed.

“1 was marooned on the Canadian
shore during the storm,” he went on,
“and when | got back, | found a note
from him pinned to the tent, saying
he had gone over here in answer to a
signal.”

“Then it must have been Wilma
that signaled him!”

“Impossible!” interrupted Miss
Parsons. “Jane, will you kindly—
er—"

Jane murmured an introduction.
The words, “my cousin” were dis-
tinguishable.

“Impossible that my niece was sig-
naling your friend,” went on Miss
Parsons, for the sake of completing
her sentence, but with a softened
effect, brought about undoubtedly
by the word “cousin” as spoken by
Jane. “Unless,” she added, *“she
was acquainted with him.”

“1 don't really know about that,”
said Sam tactfully. “Probably she
was. Phil knows a whole raft of—I
mean, any number of girls.”

Cousin Florence looked appeased,
but still mystified.

“Very strange!” she remarked.
“And where do you think they are
now?”

“That's what gets me!”

“We've been

replied
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Sam. “Haven't you any idea where
she would want to go?” He turned to
the Kincaids,

“Not the faintest,” replied Delight.
“Unless—" she paused, struck by a
new idea, “she was worried—"

“By those people on the house-
boat, the sneak-thieves, you mean?”
broke in Rosemary.

“No, no,” said Delight.
worried about us.”

“Oh, I never thought of that!”

“You know how devoted she is to
Johnny, and there we were, for all she
knew, out in that little boat in the
storm. And when we didn't come
back—"

“That would be the sort of thing
she would get excited about!” agreed
Rosemary. “But do you suppose she
really would go off in this sea to look
for us?”

Cousin Florence interrupted. Far
from being distressed, her thoughts
were dwelling pleasantly on the social
aspects of the case.

“Well, well, Wilma has stolen a
march on you girls!” was her com-
ment, and it was plainly to be seen
that she regarded her niece’s supposed
acquisition of a beau who was a
friend of a cousin of the Schuylers’
as decidedly a feather in her cap.
“She’'ll be back soon, no doubt. She
never stays out late. In the mean-
time, Mr. Marsh, do land and have
some supper with us. 1'd like to wait
for the others, but | hardly dare to.
My cook is quite a tyrant, really!”
And Miss Parsons beamed proudly.

Sam accepted her invitation.

“Don’t say anything about this to
Miss Parsons,” he confided in Rose-
mary as they followed the others,
“but the fact is, I'm worried about
the Huck. Phil would never have
taken her out this afternoon if he
hadn't thought it necessary. We ran
on a shoal this morning, and sprang
a good-sized leak.”

“Oh dear!” exclaimed Rosemary.
“You don’t think they’'ll sink?”

“No, no!” he replied hastily. “But
they’ll probably be awfully wet, and
your friend will have to bail like
sixty. They might possibly have to
put in somewhere—"

Rosemary repeated what Sam had
told her to the other girls after Miss
Parsons had gone into the house to
see about supper.

“1 can't grasp it!” stated Delight,
incredulously.  “Do you think Wilma
would really have the nerve to go off
in a leaky boat in a storm to look us
up? She’s frightened to death of the
water!”

“But why else should she go?”

“If she did, it’s positively heroic!”

“But any of you would do anything
down here!” cried Sylvia Schuyler

“1 mean,

intensely. “1 knew it the minute we
saw you all the other day—"
“You did?” exclaimed Rosemary,

astonished. “You were thinking that
about us at the tea?”
“Oh yes! That's why | was so

quiet!” replied Sylvia, in a gush of
sudden confidence such as shy persons
occasionally show. “1 wasfrightened
to death of you. And Jane was too!”

“No, | wasn't frightened,” put in
Jane. YBut I'm such an awful duffer
at making conversation. Sam here
can tell you that!”

“That's right. Talking isn't old
Jane’s strong point, but she’'s a good
scout anyhow,” said Sam affection-
ately.

The Kincaids felt secretly ashamed
of their snap judgment of the “ Schuy-
ler Stuck-ups” !

“Johnny is such a precious!” said
Sylvia. “Wasn’'t he funny about the
skunks? | could have died with
laughter, only I was afraid you would
be shocked at me. | don't wonder
if Miss Wood thought he was in dan-
ger she should go off to rescue him.
But Phil Grant is an awfully good
sailor. Even if they do have trouble
with the boat, he'll find some way of
managing. Sh! Here comes Miss
Parsons. Please tell us, Sam, what
are you and Phil doing down here
anyway? We understood you were
with your family at Bar Harbor.”

“That was our little plot. We
realized we were so popular that if any
of the crowd knew we were on the
river we wouldn’t have a chance to
bone to make up a condition or two
that the old faculty wished on us.
And then we've been getting hardened
up for a trip in the Canadian Rockies
we plan to take later in the summer.”

“How interesting!” approved Miss
Parsons. “I do think it's so nice for
boys to camp out. I've been telling
the girls I wish they knew some camp-
ers. And now won't you come in to
supper? We will save some for Wil-
ma and your friend . . . I'm so glad
that Wilma is having a little outing
for once,” she continued, after the
eatables had been distributed. “Dear
Wilma is so inclined to hang hack
from anything that might give her
pleasure. She has had very little
social life of her own, on account of
having sacrificed herself so much for
her younger brothers and sisters.”

“Do tell us about that, Cousin
Florence," begged Rosemary. “Once
when | started asking Wilma about
her family, you hushed me up and
Wilma looked as if she were going to
cry, and since then | haven't dared
inquire a word about them.”

“Yes,” said Miss Parsons. “I re-
member the occasion you refer to.

(Continued on page 454)
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HAVE heard, but not on good

authority, that John’s mother

could neither read nor write.
That can hardly be. She went to
school when a girl, and was smart
enough to marry her teacher, Chaun-
cey Burroughs, when she was nine-
teen. She had had a bookless girl-
hood, that is sure. She lived a
bookless life, and that is sure, though
several of her son’s books were pub-
lished before she died. If she could
read and write there is no evidence of
it, not even of her ever having read
one of her own boy’s books, or of her
ever having written him aletter. He
says that she was fond of a childish
poem of his called “My Brother's
Farm,” which she framed and hung
in the parlor. She must have been
able to read this. Not to be able to
read or write would have been so
extraordinary for the mother of a
great writer, as certainly to have been

mentioned, at least, in her son's
journal. John was deeply devoted to
his mother. There are a great many

references to her in his journal; yet
none that | have seen tells us she
could neither read nor write, though
he does say, “Mother, | think, never
read a page of anything.”

Be that as it may, she was John's
mother, and therefore important and
deeply interesting to us. She prob-
ably did not teach John how to
spell C-A-T, nor how to dot
his I's and cross his T's.

She probably did
not read to him be-
fore the winter fire-
place the good
great books, such
as “ Mother
Goose” and “Pil-
grim’s Progress,”
books which
every child
should know
from his
mother.  And
that's a pity.
Such a pity!
He tried to
make up for it
later in life.
But no man
can be a child
again, and
make up for
the mistakes

and failures of his parents. There
was some excuse, however, for John's
mother. | have known mothers who
could read and write easily, and who
had only one child, and who lived in a
city flat and had a servant, yet who
never read the good, great books
aloud before the winter fire. Such
mothers can never be excused nor
forgiven.

With John’s mother it was a little
bit like this: ten children for one
thing, and usually no “hired help”—
in the house, I mean. Ten children
are not so many as twelve, but they
are a million times as many as one.
Ten to feed and clothe and wash and
spank and dose with castor oil!
Ten! (Please pause, and try to
count up ten in terms of teethings,
whooping-coughs, runny noses, lost
buttons, broken shoe-strings, slate
pencils, squabbles, stubbed toes, bee
stings, and stone-bruises!) Ten!

And their father made eleven!
And the hired man twelve!
And the relatives, the de-
vouring relatives,

who came and ate

by the week (as

they always do

in the country)

"THE LITTLE SCHOOL-HOUSE DOWN BY HARDSCRABBLE CREEK"

447

—they made a round million. At
least they would have seemed like a
million to me if | had been Amy Kelly
Burroughs, the wife and mother, chief
cook and housekeeper for all of this
rabble.

| said “ten children for one thing.”
There were several other things:
washing, ironing, sweeping, bedmak-
ing, spinning, weaving, bleaching,
dying, cutting, sewing, Kknitting,
mending, darning, milking, butter-
making, sugar-making, cheese-mak-
ing, candle-dipping, apple- and pump-
kin-drying, ash-leaehing, soap-boiling,
rag-carpet weaving, berry-picking,
canning and preserving . . .

If she didn’t read to little John was
it her fault?

She did not know much about
books, nor about the vast world be-
yond the stone-wall boundaries of the

mountain farm. But how
y  many household and human
things she must have known!

How rough her hands! How
tired her feet at night! How
1 steady her mind! How deep

and strong her spirit, not to
have been crushed by the
burden,

‘By the weary and the heavy
weight
Of all this unintelligible
world.”

For both the burden
and the mystery were
heavy upon her. She
was a woman of few
words, and of deep and
hidden feelings. There

was ever a touch of

melancholy about

her. Ener-

getic, gener-

ous, kindly,

neighborly,

she was a shy,

silent, withdrawn,

suppressed woman, and

lonely because she dwelt so

far within herself. She

could escape from it all

through neither company nor

music nor books; but, hurrying

with her household work, she

would now and then slip from under

the pack to find rest and healing on

the hills. But even then she must
gather greens, or pick wild berries.
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Little John went with her on many
of these excursions. Swiftly and
silently they picked the red-ripe ber-
ries, the tired woman picking rest and
peace and understand-
ing with her berries, the
boy picking colors and
flavors and odors and
shapes for future words
along with his berries.

He put the berries into
his bucket, the memo-
ries he stored in
heart, more memo-
ries than berries,
memories for some

of the material

in every one of

his books.

These
trips with

his mother to the pastures and mead-
ows deeply impressed the child.
He did not get what she got out of
them because of lack of years and
experience. Mother and son were
much alike, however, her touch of
melancholy his, her love of nature,
her brooding, sensitive, introspective
mind his also.

Perhaps, too, she gave him a little
more love and help than she did the
others. Perhaps he gave her more in
return, was a little more responsive
than the other children. She was
nearly twenty-nine years old when
this seventh child, John, was born;
and she seems to have felt vaguely a
difference between him and the others.
Anyhow, either because he returned
more, or because he claimed more of
her affection, he apparently got more
of it than the others.

He must have been different as a
little child from the others, as he was
different in manhood from them.
His father saw no difference, except
an objectionable difference. They
were farmers, and why not? Farm-
ing was the right thing for his children;
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and all of the children except John
thought so, too. But John, unlike
the others, wanted books, and time to
read them, and time to brood over

them.
Father Burroughs did
-V notunderstand. What
was good
/ . enough for

the others ought to be good enough
for John. Books? Education? Non-
sense! The Burroughses had al-
ways been farmers, except the one
who was hanged in Salem, Massachu-
setts as a wizard in 1692, and a cer-
tain Stephen Burroughs, born in
1729, who was a great astronomer,
and Dr. John Burroughs, a cousin,
who was a graduate of Yale and a
college president. All farmers! Lit-
tle John must stop pestering for books
and schooling. Such waste of time
and money would spoil him for the
farm.

Other fathers, besides father Bur-
roughs, have so spoken; and other
silent mothers, besides mother Bur-
roughs, have quietly interceded for
their sons. John never got his fill of
either books or schooling, but what he
did get he owed entirely to the deeper
insight and insistence of his mother.

John’s mother’s people, the Kellys,
like the Burroughses, had been farm-
ers without particular education.
His grandfather, Edmund Kelly, was
an Irishman, and there is always
something hopeful in that. Besides,

he was a soldier. When the Revolu-
tionary War broke out he enlisted as a
lad of fourteen under Washington,
and put in that terrible winter with
him at Valley FoTge. Grandfather
Kelly had soldiering in his blood, and
fishing, too. But not farming. He
had rather fish than hoe—and that
was the way it was with his grandson,
John. Farming never appealed to
Gran'ther Kelly, but he loved trout.
Like most fishermen he was a born
story-teller. He believed in spooks
and witches, and had many a weird
encounter with them. If ever there
was an ideal grandfather for a writer
it was Gran'ther Kelly.

He was very fond of John and kept
him frightened half to death. John
remembered him as a little man in an

army uniform (he fought in
the War of 1812, also), a
dreaming, idling man with
a big, capable wife; a man
who had rather fight than
work, rather fish than farm,
and who had rather argue
and tell a story than do
anything else in the world.
He was a great reader of the
Bible, the only book he had
to read.

Seeing Gran'ther Kelly
makes his grandson John
seem not so strange. Every-
thing has a beginning, even
the writer. A good deal of
John the writer came di-

rectly through his brooding mother
from her idling, dreaming, goblin-
fearing father. John was always
afraid of the dark. The spooks of his
grandfather Kelly were every shying
about the edge of the dusky woods.
The wistful, impractical, half melan-
cholic mind of his grandfather was
John’s mind. There is a comforting
logic in all nature. Good writers are
few, but they are not freaks. When
Gran'ther Kelly died at the ripe age of
88, he left his wife and nine living
children, eighty-four grandchildren,
and one hundred and two great-
grandchildren. One of these one
hundred and ninety-five descendants
was John the writer. Nature works
hard to produce the writer, but when
she does make one it is reassuring to
notice that she does not make him out
of absolutely nothing.

Speaking of his mother, years later,
John wrote: “Whatever is most valu-
able in my books comes from her; the
background of feeling, of pity, of
love. ... | owe my mother my
temperament, my love of nature. . . .
In her line were dreamers and fisher-
men and hunters.” Just so. Per-
haps he could not prove it, but it was
the right thing for him to say—for any
boy to say about his mother. And



usually, | think, it is the scientific
truth.

A boy’s father is important, too.
Chauncey Burroughs, John's father,
had been a country school-teacher,
but education, then as now, while
concerned with reading, for one
thing, did not always seem concerned
with reading books. A farmer, and
the son of a farmer, of pioneer stock,
Chauncey Burroughs had all of the
homely virtues of an honest, hard-
working farmer, but no graces of any
kind. He was intensely, narrowly
religious, a regular Bible debater and
fierce fighter for the Lord, especially
with his Methodist neighbors, being
himself a Hard-Shell Baptist. “A
fond husband, a kind father, a good
neighbor, a worthy citizen, and a
consistent member of the church,” is
the way his son describes him. He
was candid, brusque, quick-tempered,
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tender-hearted, and as simple as a
child.

He never did understand his son
John. But how could he? Neither
he, nor his father before him, nor yet
his father’'s father, had ever raised
anything on their farms quite like
John. When you sow wheat you
expect wheat. When you sow farm-
ers you expect farmers. But here was
a queer hill of beans! Instead of
horses, this child took to books!
Instead of a farm, he wanted a
library! Instead of doing something
useful, he wanted to go to school and
write!  What wrong had his parents
done to deserve such a son?

Of course, he went to school, just
as most American children did as long
ago as that. But Mr. Burroughs,
Senior, was not one who would ex-
actly mortgage his farm to send his
son John to college. Johnny started
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off as soon as the law allowed for the
little stone school-house down by
Hardscrabble Creek where he studied
for two summer sessions. More than
seventy-five years later when | stood
looking at that little stone school-
house, and thought of the small farm-
boy trudging down over the hill-road
with his books to his first teacher, |
could not help but wonder at what
was here beginning. How little the
teacher knew that day of all that was
being put into her hand!

After the Hardscrabble school he
went until he was twelve for the
summer sessions over to West Settle-
ment. After that he went to school
in winter. Here at the West Settle-
ment school was another Roxbury
boy by the name of Jay—Jay Gould.
The big world has heard from him too.
As long ago as then, boys had to write

(Continued on page U92)

"FARMING NEVER APPEALED TO GRAN'THER KELLY, BUT HE LOVED TROUT"



GOMPHIDIOUS RHODOXANTHUS

AS | strolled along the meadow, on the outposts of the
£ X wood,
One delightful summer morning, suddenly before me
stood
An extremely stocky fellow—and such garb you never saw!
Cap to foot, he was as gorgeous as the average macaw.

He’s not very often met with, and | paused at once and
said,

“ Greetings, greetings, little comrade!”—for his cap was
deeply red—

“I'm extremely glad to see you: bless me, what a hand-
some chap!”

And you'll be surprised to hear it, but he never touched
his cap!

“Have we met before?” he asked me, with a most re-
pellent port.

“Oh, | think so, but too seldom!” was my courteous
retort.

ByROBERT EMMET WARD

“1 believe I've had that pleasure even on this very
spot.

Let me see, you are Gomphidious Rhodoxanthus, are you
not?”

It was futile to deny it, so he calmly looked at me;

As | bent to view him closely, he admitted, “I am
he!”

So I lifted him expertly (where he stood is slightly damp),

And with every due precaution | conveyed him back to
camp.

And the pretty lass who met me asked at once, “What
have you there?"
“Oh, Gomphidious Rhodoxanthus!” said I, with a casual

air.

“Are you swearing?" she demanded. “And what is it,
anyhow?”

“Just a mushroom,” | informed her. “Let’s prepare and
cook it now!”
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CHAPTER IV

/ THE DEATH-TRAP

HAT night after the tiger-hunt,

when the adventurers were alone
once more in their wing of the great
palace, old Jud made them tell the
story of the day’s hunting over and
over again.

“If I'd only been there,” he mur-
mured. “Think of young Joe here,
who usually can't hit a balloon at ten
feet, killing a tiger at the first shot.”

“1'm here to say that Joe's shooting
is good enough for me,” said Fred
emphatically.

“1t ought to be,” agreed Jud. “If
it hadn’t been for him that tiger would
have taken you for a long ride—in-
side. Good shootin’ is hittin’ the
right thing at the right time, and
that's what Joe did. Still—1 wish
1I'd been there.”

“Never you mind, Jud,” said Joe
teasingly, “we’'Ulet you kill the White
Tiger—if you can hit him.”

“No,” spoke up Fred. “The White
One’'smine.” And every one laughed
for Fred’'s shooting was even worse
than Joe’s.

Will awoke early the next morning
while it was still dark. As he lay
staring out through the stone lattice
beside his bed, a blue haze began to
show in the east above the midnight-
green of the jungle. Then a great
host of flamingos came flapping and
soaring high above the massed trees,
so high that they caught the rays of
the sun long before it had risen above
the horizon and showed against the
dark sky like birds of fire. Then
brilliant flowers began to shine like
stars here and there through the mist
that shrouded the jungle.

As the sun rose, so did the rest of
the adventurers; and as they were
sitting together after an early break-
fast, Prince Rahman joined the party.
For once he seemed strangely serious.

“Why is it, 0 heaven-born,” in-
quired Captain Vincton, “that thy
face is grave as midnight in the jungle
instead of being radiant like unto the
rising sun?”

The rotund prince smiled in spite of
himself.

“Thy tongue scattereth flowers, 0
Tuan,” he answered, “but I have bad
news for thee. Among the hunters of
the jungle have | made inquiries and
I find that the White One has left his
haunts here and has gone to Ghost
Mountain whither no hunter daresgo.”

”

"Why not?” inquired the captain.

“They believe that he who climbs
the sides of that dark mountain when
the White One is there will himself
become atiger,” explained the prince.

“Surely none but fools will believe
that men can be changed into beasts,”
exclaimed Professor Ditson,

The prince looked at him strangely
for a moment.

“There be happenings in the East
of which even thy wisdom knows
nothing,” he said at last. “That a
man can take the shape of a wild
beast, we of the East believe. | my-
self have heard a tiger caught in a pit
at early dark, who roared and growled
all night long; yet when dawn came
there was only a naked man there.
He was a stranger to us all and en-
treated that we release him, saying
that while journeying alone he had
fallen in by a mischance. Yet he
could not explain why he should be
traveling naked at night through the
jungle. Moreover,” went on Rah-
man, lowering his voice, “the eyes of
the man gleamed green in the dark of
the pit when that we delayed to free
him.”

“What happened to him?” inquired
Captain Vincton, as the prince came
to a full stop.

“1 know not,” said Rahman indif-
ferently. “The men whose cattle a
tiger had killed were very wroth.
Other business called me away but it
seemed to me as | went that | heard a
shot; nor did any one ever see that
naked man again.”

Professor Ditson snorted
nantly.

“The poor fellow was the victim of
an ignorant superstition,” he said.
“It seems impossible that a man of
education like yourself can believe
such nonsense.”

“Seeing is believing,” replied Rah-
man, pausing.

The boys crowded around him
scenting a story.

“Shoot, Prince,” urged Jud, bus-
tlingup, “I'llstand by you. Whatever
you tell can’t be worse than some of
those whoppers the Perfesser used to
give us about snakes.”

“Once when that | was younger and
thinner,” began the prince, “the
sultan who reigned before this one,
sent me to a village a day and a night
distant to take a man charged with
witchcraft and murder. We found
him in his own hut, a dark, sullen,
fierce-eyed one who refused to make

indig-

any answer to the charges brought
against him. Accordingly we bound
him and led him forth with his ac-
cusers to stand trial before the rajah.

“The first night of our journey we
tied our prisoner to a tree. He spoke
only once, but his words so terrified
even my own men that no one of
them would come near him even
bound as he was.”

“What was it that he said?”
quired Will curiously.

“He told us that we should guard
him closely, for at midnight he would
change himself into one of the striped
folk, burst his bonds, and avenge the
insult which had been put upon him,”
replied the prince.

“After we had supped,” continued
Rahman, "I arranged that my men
should take turns in guarding him
until morning and went to my tent
and fell asleep. Toward midnight |
was awakened by fearful screams and
sprang to my feet just as one of the
guards hurried in to awaken me.
‘Come, quick, O chief,” he babbled.
‘The witch-man works his magic.’

“Even as he spoke, from where the
men were grouped came the coughing
roar of a great striped one, that
sound which no man born of woman
can imitate, which seems to start
from underground and rise and swell
until it shakes the very jungle.”
And Rahman stopped and wiped'
forehead as he remembered the seens 1

“The night was dark,” he went O]V .
after a moment, “but the fire flared j\
high and I could see the men grouped

in-

n

in a ring around the tree to which the f

prisoner was bound, but there were no
weapons in their hands and their
bodies were shaking. | ran to them
and as | joined their circle | saw be-
fore me the face of the prisoner; and
the eyes of him were not the eyes of a
man, but green and dreadful—nor
could | look away from them. As |
stared, he opened his mouth in which
showed fangs rather than teeth and
again came the dreadful roar which |
had heard in my tent.

“Then as | stood there, O wise men
of the West,” continued the prince
solemnly, “the body of him began to
change and before my very eyes the
form of the man melted and merged
into a vast figure, and the next mo-
ment there stood before us snarling
and raging at the rope which bound
him, such a striped one as | have
never seen before or since. At the
sight my blood changed to water, my
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knees bent under me; nor could | even
draw my kris from my belt. Even as
we watched, the great beast gnawed
asunder the ropes which bound him
and with one last roar which left us
like dead men, he sprang into the
jungle and disappeared.

“ The next morningwe made the best
of our way back to the village and told
the sultan what had happened and
showed him the gnawed and severed
ropes. He, being Eastern-born, be-
lieved; and a week later news came
that a man-eater had come to the vil-
lage where the wizard had lived and
had killed some of those who had
borne witness against him.”

There was a silence after this story
of the were-tiger.

““How do you account for that,
Perfesser?” asked Jud softly.

“Mass hypnotism,” returned Pro-
fessor Ditson scornfully. “1 have
seen it many a time among native
races whose witch-doctors and jug-
glers and magicians have learned how
to hypnotize a crowd so that they see
the things which they wish them to
see.

“1 remember,” he went on, “when
| was on a collecting trip in British
East Africa that | stayed with a tribe
who had a sacred fig-tree that must
have been a thousand years old.
Once the witch-doctor of the tribe
gathered them all together about a
great fire which he had built near the
tree and told them that by reason of
their sins the tree had fallen. They
all began to wail and weep, for every
man, woman, and child within the
circle of the firelight saw the fig-tree
lying prostrate on the ground. Then
the witch-doctor went through a
number of incantations and very
slowly they saw the great trunk begin
to rise until once more it was growing
as before. The whole thing," con-
cluded the professor, “was of course an
arrant fraud.”

“But how do you know it was?”
protested Jud. “Everybody there
saw him do it.”

“Because,” retorted the professor,
“everybody there didn’t see him do it.
| stood outside the circle and kept my
eyes away from the fire and was not
hypnotized with the others. The
tree stood as it had stood for ten
centuries.”

“How do you account for the
gnawed ropes and the man-eater at
the village in Rahman’s story?” in-
quired Captain Vincton.

“The man had a knife hidden
about him and he was cutting the rope
at the time that the hypnotized
crowd saw a tiger gnawing them,”
explained Professor Ditson, patiently.
“As for the coming of the man-eater
to the village, that was mere chance.”
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Captain Vincton shook his head
doubtfully.

“Maybe,” he said.

It was Rahman who had the last
and deciding word in the discussion.

“Whether that which | have seen
be magic or make-believe matters
not,” hesaid. “I have seen. Others
too have seen. There Is no man but
what will believe his own eyes and his
own ears. There is no argument nor
threat nor reward which will persuade
the hunters of my people to go with
thee to Ghost Mountain.”

The faces of all the party showed
their disappointment.

“If then all the people of your
nation are afraid to go with us to
Ghost Mountain, what do you sug-
gest that we do?” inquired Captain
Vincton after a pause.

“1 said not that none of them would
go,” corrected the prince quietly. “I
am afraid, yet will I go to show thee,
0 Tuan, that one of my blood will do
anything which thou darest do.”

A little chorus of exclamations ran
like applause through the group.

“Stout fellow,” said Captain Vinc-
ton.

“Good egg,” exclaimed Fred.

“1 hope to tell you the prince is all
right,” said Will admiringly, poking
Jud in the ribs.

“He ain't scared to say that he's
afraid either,” replied that worthy.

Rahman'’s round face was all smiles
at these sincere compliments of his
friends.

“1 only hope that | may be able to
live up to the large and splendid
words which | have spoken,” he said
modestly. “When that | was young
1 was a man of my hands, but now
that | am old and fat it is easier to
speak brave words than to do brave
deeds.”

“0Old,” scoffed Jud, “why you ain't
so old as | be and I'm right in my
prime.” And the little man wagged
his gray beard and looked at Rahman
fiercely as though daring the prince
to contradict him.

“We must needs travel fast and
far,” said the latter tactfully changing
the subject, “nor do | know the way
well. | have secured bearers who
have been with me on many a long
and dangerous journey before and
will follow me even to Ghost Moun-
tain. All the hunters, however, have
departed into the jungle on other
expeditions, fearing the wrath of the
sultan when he learns that they dared
not guide us to the haunted moun-
tain. Before they left, however, the
best of them told me of a trail to fol-
low which at the last leads to the river
side. There we will meet a mighty
hunter of the Negrit folk who will
guide us.”

“What are Negrits?” inquired Will
curiously.

“A race of little black people,”
explained the prince. “They be the
oldest folk in all this land. Long be-
fore we Malays came and even before
those brown jungle dwellers, the
Sakai, found their way down the
rivers, the Negrits lived here. They
know the innermost depths of the
jungle as one may know his own
house, and therein they fear neither
beast, man, nor devil.”

A little later the party was on the
march. A few rods beyond the vil-
lage and the depths of the jungle
closed in upon them, and it was as if
the world of men from which they
came had disappeared forever.
Around them were only dim green
depths while vast trees, which were
old before men ever came to that
country, towered overhead and shut
out the sky. The air had that
steamy, spicy fragrance of the deep
jungle which one never forgets and
always longs to know again.

Then, as they moved forward in
single file, ahead of them across the
narrow trail crawled an enormous
centipede. At the sight, Rahman’s
brown face seemed actually to be-
come gray as if dusted over with
ashes.

“Ah me,” he exclaimed, thrusting
out his arms, palms up with a gesture
of despair. “Only once before in all
my life has such an omen of evil
crossed my path. A double mis-
fortune came to me then and will
come to us now.”

“Nonsense,” said Professor Ditson
reassuringly, “it's only a fine example
of a very ordinary insect. Once safe
in my specimen-case and he’ll do you
no harm.”

“Touch him not, 0 heaven-born,”
exclaimed Rahman, gripping one of
the learned scientist's gaunt arms.

“Careful there, Perfesser,” warned
Jud, seizing him by the other arm.
“Them centipedes are the pizenest
critters that crawl.”

Even as he spoke the centipede
crept off into the bushes and escaped.
Professor Ditson was much disap-
pointed.

“The centipede is never deadly and
only the front pair of its claws are
venomous,” he said crossly. “After
this, kindly never interfere with me
when | am trying to collect a speci-
men.”

Rahman shook his head. *“The
jointed one is gone," he said, “but he
leaves misfortunes behind him as we
shall find.”

The sun was westering down the
sky when Fred suddenly heard from
the middle of a clump of elephant-
grass a little whimpering noise as if



some baby of the jungle were sobbing
quietly. The boy parted the grass
stalks and there blinking in the sud-
den sunlight stood a tiny sun-bear,
hardly six inches high, lacquer-black
with a perfect orange circle on his
sturdy little chest. Probably the
mother of the little cub had been
killed, and he was starting life in the
jungle by himself and found it a lone-
some affair. Fred picked the wan-
derer up and the beastling buried his
head in the boy’s shoulder and looked
at him trustingly out of a pair of
bright brown eyes. From that day
Teddy, as Fred at once christened the
little bear, and his young master were
inseparable. He would trot close be-
hind the boy hour after hour. When
he was tired he would sit down and
whimper like a hurt child until Fred
put him on his back where he would
perch, his comical round face peering
over Fred’s shoulder as they traveled.

The next day by the cool of the
afternoon the adventurers came to a
place where the trail branched. One
fork ran almost due north and the
other south.

“Beyond here | have never gone,”
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said Rahman. “Once before | came
as far as this but took the north fork.
Our way leads south toward the
river.”

As they started along the unknown
path a tragopan, that bird of the Far
East, flitted before them, beautiful
beyond imagining, all orange and gold
and brown and black, sprinkled with
whole constellations of silver stars.
Through a gap in the trees they
caught sight of a mountaintop like
a great sapphire clear cut against
the sky, while pearl-gray monkeys
watched the little party from the
tree-tops and great hornbills flew
overhead with a sound like the rush-
ing of a mighty wind.

Suddenly the trees dropped away
from the trail and before them lay a
great expanse of sand showing gleams
of silver and opal in the fading light.
Captain Vincton who happened to be
in the lead, started to cross, but Rah-
man held him back.

“Wait,” he said.
danger threatens us.”

"What is it?” inquired the captain
calmly.

“1 know not,” returned the prince

“Some great

453

uneasily, “yet there is something here
of evil. We who are jungle-born
sense a danger before we see it.”

By this time the others had come
up and peered here and there among
the bushes lest some lurking leopard
or coiled python might he near; but
there was nothing to be seen.

"There ain't nothing wrong,” said
Jud at last. “I'll go across with my
gun ready and if anything turns up
I'll be ready for it.”

"No, no,” said Rahman hoarsely
holding him back. “Not yet. Some
deadly danger awaits us just ahead.
I feel it and yet | know not what it
can be.”

Even as he spoke the little sun-bear
came trotting along the trail and ran
on ahead of Fred. Then as one of its
tiny paws touched the silver sand it
gave a whimper of fear and turned
back.

“He knows,” said Rahman.

It would have been well for Fred if
he had heeded the warning of his pet.
Hearing Teddy’'s whimper of terror,
he stepped out on the bare sand to see
what was frightening him. Even as
he did so it was as if the ground had
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opened beneath his feet, so swiftly
did the sand sink under his weight.
In a second he was above his ankles.
Trying vainly to drag his feet out he
sank to his knees. He was not six
feet from his friends, yet they seemed
powerless to help him; and the boy’s
face whitened as he sank more and
more swiftly until almost before they
realized what had happened the sand
was up to his waist.

“Quicksand,” barked out Will, re-
membering the one they had met in
Akatan during the quest for the Blue
Pearl. “Hold my legs some one and
we'U make a human chain. Quick,
quick.”

Even as he spoke Will stretched out
at full length and locked both hands
under Fred’'s arms just above his
waist. At the same time Joe wound
his long sinewy arms around Will's
knees, the captain did the same for
Joe, while the prince, Jud, and Pro-
fessor Ditson made up the last links
of that living chain.

“Now, all together, heave,” shouted
Will, and with a tremendous effort
every one there pulled desperately in
this tug of war with death. For a
moment it seemed as if they had lost.
There was a sucking sound as if the
quicksand were smacking its lips and
Fred sank deeper until Will's locked
hands were out of sight beneath the
sand. Once again the whole com-
pany heaved mightily and Fred
stopped sinking.

“Now, all together, pull,” shouted
Will.

“Pull,” bellowed Jud from where
he stood, tugging with every ounce of
muscle in his wiry frame.

“Pull,” shouted the prince to the
bearers who had come up and seized
hold of the anchor men. “Lazy apes,
decayed durians, pull!”

“Pull,” grunted Captain Vincton,
heaving back with every muscle in his
bent body taut and hard as steel.

Joe said nothing but grunted as
every atom of his strength went into
this last effort. Slowly, very slowly
the fatal depths yielded up their prey.
Inch by inch the boy’s body moved
toward the solid ground until with a
last jerk he shot out so quickly that
all of his friends fell over backward in
a kicking, struggling, shouting heap.

"Whew!” said Will, mopping his
forehead, “that was a close call.”

“Fool that I am,” said Rahman.
“How could |1 have misunderstood.
The guides told me to beware of the
‘sand devil' hut | thought that they
meant the crocodiles which lurk
around the banks of the river toward
which we are journeying.”

"I, too, should have known,” said
Professor Ditson. “Just as the cub
put his foot in the sand | saw it
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change color, which should have
showed me that it was in solution.”

“It was nobody’s fault but my
own,” panted Fred, “and nobody
could have worked quicker and bet-
ter than you all did. You saved my
life, and I'll never forget it or any one
of you here.”

An hour later and the little party
reached the banks of a river which
wound its way through the jungle
like some vast brown snake. Not far
from the water’s edge grew a huge
wild fig-tree. Following the direc-
tions which he had received from his
hunters, Rahman searched among its
roots and drew out a great club made
of some dark, heavy wood. With
this he beat upon the trunk of the
tree a series of strokes which echoed
like thunder through the jungle, and
then stopped and waited expectantly.

Suddenly there was a faint rustle
among the bushes near the trail, and
like a phantom the figure of a tiny,
black gnome of a man, scarcely four
feet high stood before them. He
wore short drawers and a wide girdle
of woven bark, and had the high
cheek-bones and beak-like nose of his
race, while beneath shaggy brows his
eyes glittered like crumbs of black
glass. In one hand he held a blow-
pipe, that strange weapon of his peo-
ple, a hollow bamboo tube nearly ten
feet long; in his belt he carried a store
of slivers of bamboo some fifteen
inches long and sharp as needles.
The point of each was smeared with a
poison distilled from the resin of the
ipolo-tree, which has the deadly
property of almost instantly contract-
ing the muscles of the heart and
causing the death of the man or beast
into whose veins it is injected. At
the butt end of each dart was an
elliptical piece of light wood which
steadied its flight like the feathers on
an arrow.

Jud was especially taken with the
newcomer.

“He looks exactly like that colored
lad, old Hen Pine, who went with us
after the Inca Emerald, seen through
the big end of a telescope,” he con-
fided to Will.

The little man gazed around at the
party impassively and although he
understood English and could speak
that language haltingly, showed no
signs of recognition until Rahman in-
formed the others that his name was
Kulop. At the word he acknowl-
edged the introduction by a sudden
flashing smile which showed his white
teeth and transformed his whole face.
Then he turned and spoke rapidly to
Rahman in his own language, waving
his small arms toward the other mem-
bers of the party. The prince grinned
broadly as he listened.

“The chief here likes your looks,”
he translated. “He gives to you the
freedom of the jungle and takes you
under his protection.”

At his words the tiny black man
drew himself up and stretched out his
hand toward them so majestically
that even Rahman, who knew him of
old, could not keep from laughing.

Kulop gazed around at the circle of
grinning faces and it was evident that
his feelings were hurt, for he stopped
smiling and an expression of sullen
dignity came over his face. Rahman
was starting to explain to him that no
offense had been intended when he
was suddenly interrupted by the ac-
tions of a troop of langoors, those
large, handsome brown monkeys with
long tails and black faces, which fol-
low hunting-parties through the jun-
gle. Those monkeys never fail to
advertise the presence of the two
enemies whom they most fear, the
tiger and the leopard.

Accordingly when the langoor troop
suddenly began all together to click
with their tongues, the prince stopped
speaking and all the jungle-bred mem-
bers of the party searched the near-by
trees and bushes with their eyes for
the unknown foe whom the monkey
aloft had discovered.

Simultaneously the prince, Captain
Vincton, and the Negrit caught sight
of a dark ominous form lying along
the limb of a tree almost directly
overhead, and recognized the figure of
a black leopard, one of the most dan-
gerous beasts of the inner jungle.

Lurking in the tree-tops a leopard
will often spring into the very midst
of a hunting-party and use his deadly
claws and teeth with such raging
speed and ferocity as to take a heavy
toll of the hunters before he can be
killed.

In the dusk of the tree-top the
fierce eyes of the beast gleamed
like strange jewels from out of the
gloom. His sleek body was crouched
and taut. Beneath his ivory-black
skin, against which rosettes showed
faintly like the pattern in watered
silk, his great muscles quivered for
the spring.

For once even Captain Vincton,
and that veteran hunter, Jud Adams,
were caught napping. The going
through the thick jungle had been so
difficult that the hunters had turned
their guns over to the bearers and,
except for the knives at their belts,
were without weapons—all save one.

As they stood still fearing lest the
fierce beast above them spring at
their first move, the little black chief
raised his blow-gun slowly, as the
minute-hand of a clock, toward the
crouching figure above. He stood

(Continued on page 4.92)



‘KEEP YOUR HEAD ABOVE WATER”

*By ROANE FLEMING BYRNES

T was glorious in the swamp forest.
Spring had come early. Already
the willows and the cypress-trees had
turned a pale green; frogs were croak-
ing in full chorus in cool, muddy
hollows and summer ducks were mat-
ing, You could see them swimming
about in pairs on the shallow waters
of Willow Lake. And the trout and
barfish were striking splendidly, mak-
ing little, bubbly rings on the lake's
still surface—it was going to be a
fine fishing season.

But Tonio was going away; he was
leaving the swamp for the first time in
the eleven years of his life, leaving
just at the time he liked best, when
the spring sun had warmed the waters
of the swimming-hole in Mill's Bayou
and the soft-shell turtles were laying
their eggs on the sand-bar. Tonio
loved to hunt the eggs and dig them
up—they made fine soup. But he had
to leave; there was no help for it
The levee could not hold much longer.
Another week, another day maybe,
and all of the swamp country would
be under water; the swift current of
the Mississippi would be rushing
through the forest. Even the birds
and the snakes would have to seek
refuge in the hills.

Tonio and his family were going up
to Natchez to the refugee camp. For
days they had been packing, trying to
make up their minds what to take and
what to leave. It was hard to decide,
for what was left was almost certain
to be lost. They had built a plat-
form near the ceiling in their house
and had put on it all of the furniture
and household goods which the wagon
could not hold. Maybe it would be
there when they returned after the
overflow; maybe it would be floating
in the middle of the Gulf of Mexico.

The mules they would hitch to the
wagon which was to take them up to
town. Francis, Tonio’solder brother,

could ride Jackson, the old white
horse, and drive the cow, the calf, and
the young steer ahead of him. The
sow and her litter had been killed and
the meat salted; they would take it to
town if there was room in the wagon.
As to the vegetable garden, the corn-
field, and the cotton-patch, the river
would just have to take them—there
was nothing to do about it.

Tonio was pulling the chicken-coop
through the woods in the little wagon.
He was taking the chickens to his
grandfather, for the old man had re-
fused to leave the swamp. “The high
water’s not going to drown me,” he
told his daughter—Tonio’s mother.
“1f the water gets too high in my
house, I'll go to the platform I've
built in the big cypress. I've got
some corn-meal, and | can fish; I'll be
better off here than in town. I'm too
old to travel.” And he could eat up
the chickens day by day; it would be
better than to let them drown or
starve in the loft.

Tonio had begged to stay with his
grandfather. “No, you must go,”
the old man told him. “You have
never been in town; you will see all
sorts of things. The cathedral is
there and you must go to mass.
Here is a dollar I've been saving, you
can spend it in town. Perhaps you
could buy me, cheap, a little picture of
the Virgin or the Crucifixion. I've
gotten to be a regular old heathen liv-
ing so long here in the woods.”

Next day they all set off in the
wagon. They wore their best clothes;
they had on shoes and collars, and the
girls had colored ribbons on their
hats. Tonio sat stiff on the bottom of
the wagon; he wouldn't look at any-
body. A long, swaying piece of moss
caught on his hat as they passed
through a thicket and dragged it off
onto the wagon floor.

“Tonio, pick up your good hat; it's
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getting all dirty!” cried his mother.
“Look up, boy, and answer when |
speak to you!”

“My collar’'s chokin’ me,” muttered
Tonio. Then he turned his back on
the others. They were going away;
he was leaving the woods and the
Willow Lake and his little boat, his
little pirogue, which he kept hidden
in a willow clump. His shoes hurt
his feet, his throat ached, his eyes
burned; the rocking-chair kept bump-
ing against him. He shut his eyes
and huddled down in the wagon.

Clank, clank went the wagon over
the ruts and cypress roots; puff, puff
went the old white horse that Francis
rode—it had the heaves. Slowly
they made their way through the
woods; they had not yet come to any
sort of a road.

Jerk, bump! The wagon stopped.
Francis, who had ridden ahead, came
galloping back, old Jackson puffing
like a steam-engine.

“The water, the water!” cried
Francis. “It's coming in all around
us! The levee must have broken!”

They all sat still staring around
them, making no motion to get out
of the wagon. This was something
they had not expected. They were
too late; they had lost too much time
packing; now they would lose most of
what they had packed.

Francis jumped off the horse.
“Hurry!” he cried. “We can make
some sort of a raft out of the wagon
floor and save lots of the things!”

And presently, when the water
closed in about them, closed slowly
because they were far from the break,
the raft was made and the family
was on it.

“Francis, you ride Jackson; Tony,
you get on one of the mules—see if
you boys can’'t get the stock to the
levee,” directed Mr. Applewhite.

“Let me take my rocking-chair on
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the raft,” urged Mrs. Applewhite.
“You know, Frank, father made it for
me the year Francis was born!”

They started slowly off, Mr. Apple-
white poling the raft through the
trees, Francis and Tonio trying to
drive the frightened animals toward
the levee. The ragged pile of their
belongings, left behind on the ground,
was covered little by little by the
water. The stovepipe stayed clear
last of all; they could see it sticking up
above the water until the trees came
between.

It was dark when they reached the
levee. Francis had managed to get
Jackson there, but the cows and the
mules were gone. The family hud-
dled down on their soggy bedclothes
and waited through the night.

Morning brought help. Motor-
boats arrived filled with refugees from
the levee below the break. There
was room in the boats for the Apple-
whites and their clothes and bed-
clothes, but nothing else. They
chugged off up the river, leaving old
Jackson standing on the levee waving
his tail and gazing fixedly after them;
beside him was the rocking-ehair,
rocking gently to and fro in the river
breeze.

Natchez. A harbor full of boats,
big and little; confusion, crowds of
people on the dock; a walk up a
muddy slope, then rows of shining
automobiles. The refugees were to
ride in the automobiles, it seemed.
Tonio hung back; the car was all
lined with pretty cloth and he was
covered with mud. “Get in, my
boy,” said the lady who was driving
the car, and she patted him on the
shoulder. Tonio looked at her in
wonder; she was dressed like a little
girl, with short skirts and short hair.

They drove through the town in a
sort of procession, through streets
where the lights were so bright they
made your eyes water, and where
there were crowds of people all about,
hopping out of the way of the auto-
mobiles.

At last they came to the camp on
the edge of town—rows and rows of
brown tents, and more lights and
more people. Then the refugees were
given supper.

“1 never ate a better meal!” ex-
claimed Francis. But Tonio could
not eat; his throat had closed tight.

Days and weeks passed. Mr. Ap-
plewhite and Francis got work on the
docks. Tonio wanted a job, too, but
he was too young; nobody wanted to
hire him. There were hundreds of
children at the camp and he and his
sisters played and sat around with
them; but it seemed to Tonio that he
was somebody else. A weight was
pressing down on his head, he felt dull
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and heavy; and when he spoke, he
sounded strange to himself.

Mrs. Applewhite was well satisfied.

“My husband and my son, Francis,
both have jobs and are doing nicely,”
she told her next door neighbor in the
tent city. “I don't think we'll go
back to the swamp any more—even
after the water goes down. When the
camp breaks up, we will get some
rooms in town. The schools are fine
I hear, and Tonio can sell newspapers
in the evenings. And later on the
girls can get jobs in the ten-cent store.
1t'll be better than living in the woods
—the woods are hard on a woman.”

Tonio felt a sort of sickening wave
pass over him; his knees trembled.
So they were not going back to the
swamp! He had never dreamed of
this! They were going to stay in
town! He would spend the rest of
his life in town; houses closing in
about him; people, people everywhere
he turned, crowding thick on every
side. He couldn't stand it. He
wouldn’t stand it! He would run off
back to the swamp, to his grand-
father!

Suddenly his head cleared a little;
he felt better. He wondered he
hadn’'t thought of this before. He
would go this very day! There was
no reason to put off; he would go at
once! He knew exactly what to do;
he had learned a few tricks since he
had been in town.

As soon as he had eaten his twelve
o'clock dinner, he jammed a sandwich
in his pocket and slipped through the
wire fence at the back of the camp.
There was no guard except at the
gate, and no one paid the slightest at-
tention to him. Then he made his
way through a little wood of second-
growth pine to the highroad and
hailed a passing motor-car.

“Please give me a lift to town,
Mister!”

“All right, get on the running board
and hold tight!”

In no time they had whirled into
Natchez. The driver put Tonio out
on the bluffs at the top of the ferry
hill.  Tonio thanked him politely and
started down the hill. So far it had
all been too easy! He began to feel
better, and he was just a little bit
proud of himself—he knew how to get
about town even if he had been raised
in the woods!

At the bottom of the hill there were
the same crowds as before, black and
white, ragged and well-dressed, com-
ing and going on the ferry-boats and
the government fleet. No one no-
ticed Tonio—there were plenty of
small hoys about—but he must be
very careful not to run into his fa-
ther or Francis! He dodged around
among some piles of sand-bags and

barrels of provisions which were
stacked on the dock, while he waited
for a boat he had heard his father and
Francis talk about. It was called the
Agnes, and every afternoon it made a
trip down the river, stopping at Cy-
press Point, a landing just a few miles
below the swamp where Tonio lived.

Soon Tonio espied the Agnes; its
name was written along its side in big,
black letters—Tonio could read; his
grandfather had taught him. Some
negroes came along and began to load
the sand-bags and the barrels on
board the Agnes; and while they were
rushing about, it was easy for the boy
to slip on unobserved. He hid him-
self behind some sacks at the stern of
the boat.

Then the Agnes started down the
river. The great stern-wheel went
round and round, sending off a glit-
tering spray—it looked beautiful
against the golden sunset. Tonio
climbed up on top of a pile of sacks.
The breeze blew all over him; the
weight on his head seemed to lift;
he was feeling better and better.

They were going down the river and
it wasever so much faster than the trip
up had been. Tonio was surprised at
how quickly they got to Cypress
Point; he had thought of it as at the
other end of the world from Natchez.
After all it was not so very far! Once
more it was curiously easy for him to
slip about unnoticed. The levee was
crowded with men who were staying
in the little overflowed town to guard
their possessions. All of the houses
were under water to their second
stories, and the streets were full of
skiffs and pirogues. There were a
number of little boats tied along the
inside of the levee. Tonio got boldly
into one of these, picked up the oars
and pushed off with a practised
hand.

“Where are you going, boy?” some
one called to him,

“To see my grandfather!” he called
back truthfully, and then he rowed
with might and main through the
town and out toward the fields and
woods. But no one followed him; a
boy in a skiff was no uncommon sight
at Cypress Point.

And now he was out of town and in
the open fields; the water was like a
great sea about him, and there was
not a sound but the dripping of his
oars. Beyond were the woods. To-
nio made haste to get to them be-
fore the sun set. He was not afraid;
he knew his way about the swamp as
well as the coons and the possums, but
he wanted to see it all again before
the light had faded from the sky.

At last he was there; the skiff
scraped against the trunks of the
ancient trees, the gray moss swept
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about his shoulders, dinging to him;
the deep woods closed about him.
Tonio drew a long breath; then he
snatched open his shirt at the neck
and took off his shoes. He shook his
head; the iron weight was gone. He
was free; he was at home.

An hour later he had reached his
grandfather’s house. The house was
under water almost to the top of the
roof; but the old man was there, fry-
ing fish, on a platform in the big cy-
press-tree. He was cooking over a
little charcoal-burner. Tonio did not
know how hungry he was until he
smelled the fish. He tied his boat to
a limb of the cypress and looked at
his grandfather. “I've come back,”
he said.

The old man pulled him up on the
platform beside him.

“Well,” he remarked, “I'm sine
glad to see you! I've been kinder
hankerin’ for a little company here
lately; | ain't seen anybody for more
than a week. Where are all the oth-
ers? Your paw and your maw and
the rest of you children?”

“They ain't cornin’ back,” said
Tonio. “They are goin’ to live in
town for good! But I don't want to
live there. | ran away; |'ve come to
stay with you.”

The old man looked at him a long
time.

“Well,” he said at last, "I reckon
you can stay; but if they won't let
you, you know I'll have to send you
back! We’'ll send a letter to your
maw to-morrow by the Agnes. She’ll
be seared to death about you before
then; but
we can't
help it. |
reckon
they’ll let
you stay
here with
me, but I
dunno!
Why didn't
you like it in
town?”

“ It wasso
lonesome,”
said Tonio.
"‘Looked
like I could-
n’'t stand it.
There ain't
nothin’ todo
in town.”

There was
plenty to do
on the plat-
form in the
big cypress-
tree. When
they had
eaten the
fish the old

~-mHOW ABOUT IT. TONV?
BETTER THAN TOWN,
AIN'T IT?""
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man gave Tonio a potato to bake in
the ashes of the burner. “I'm goin’
light on them ‘'taters—there ain't
many of 'em left now,” he told him.
“But you can have one bein’ as
you've come so far to-day.”

Then they scraped together the
fragments of their meal and put them
in a little heap in a fork of the cypress-
tree. Instantly four rabbits and
three squirrels came down from some-
where in the tree and scrambled
eagerly for their supper.

“They’ve been here ever since the
overflow,” said the old man. *“I
reckon the rabbits would er died if |
hadn't fed 'em. | figured | might
have to eat 'em if the worse came to
the worst! But now | know |
couldn’t do it—we've gotten to be
old friends! You better smother
down them ashes, so’'s they’'ll be hot
in the morning, Tony—matches are
scarce as hen’s teeth 'round here; |
don’t want to have to use any more’'n
I can help!”

They sat down together on the
platform.  While his grandfather
smoked, Tonio leaned over the edge of
the floor and dipped the pots and pans
in the water below him. Then he
washed his face and hands. Around
them, the boy and the old man, hung
the heavy silence of the drowned
forest. All at once there came the
piercing cry of the great horned owl
— hoo-hoo, hoo-hoo!

“There's the hoot-owl, grandpaw!”
cried Tony joyfully. “Just listen to
him! Everything ain't drownded
yet!”

“No, there's a few critters left—
sure there are! A mocking-bird and
a bluejay come around here every day

and | feed 'em. They're just as
tame! And there’s plenty of snakes
about!” He chuckled. “I found

one in my bed last night, a moccasin,
so you keep a sharp eye out for 'em!
And we'd better go on over to the
barn to bed now ’fore it gets pitch
dark. I'll row us this time, 'cause
you don’t know your way so well yet
‘round these trees. In the mawnin’,
first thing, we'U write that letter to
your maw!”

They slept in the loft of the barn,
which was just above the water line
and was crowded with all of the old
man’s belongings. Tonio was fixed
very comfortably on a long box with a
quilt. Next morning, bright and
early, they wrote the letter to Mrs.
Applewhite; but before they could
start off in the skiff for Cypress Point
to mail it, they saw another boat com-
ing to them through the woods.
When it drew alongside the platform,
Tonio’s heart sank. The occupant of
the boat was his father. But Mr,
Applewhite hardly noticed the run-
away.

“My, butit’'s good to be back home
again!” he exclaimed as he scrambled
up beside them and shook hands with
his father-in-law. “1 had forgotten
how good it was! | stopped by our
place on my way here, and | see the
house has washed off the foundations,
but luckily it caughtin awillow clump
and didn’t float off down the river!”
He laughed heartily. “I'm afraid
though, that some of the furniture
must have fallen through the bottom
into the water! I'll tell my wife she
oughtn’t to mind, because she'll have
that much less to clean up!”

“Then you're cornin’ back to live
here, paw?” cried Tonio. “Are you

cornin’ back sure 'nough?”

“Tony, you young rascal, is that
you! You've led me a chase, |
can tell you! But | knew right off
where you had gone to—that's
what | told your maw! So | gota
friend of mine to bring me down to
Cypress Point in his gas-boat!

Your maw’s
scared stiff

about you!”

He tweaked
Tonio’s ear.
“Well sir,”’

to the old

man, “how’s
everything
around these

parts since we left?”
“Well, there is one
thingyou’ll begladto
hear—old Jackson’s
(Con(. on page 1,95)



“1TS CIRCUS TIME

AVE you ever wondered whether
the children in France go to a
three-ringed circus in their town, and
whether they drink pink lemonade
and eat pop-corn, and buy purple and
red balloons, and give peanuts to the
elephants, or watch with wide-opened
eyes the lion-tamer put his animals
through their tricks, in and out big
hoops, while the band tills the tent
with sound? Well, I've often won-
dered myself; and so, when | walked
down the main square of a little sea-
coast town in the north of France, and
saw at one end of it, near the village
church, a round, covered tent just
like our circus tents, | hailed the near-
est boy and put the question; and he
said “Mais, oui.” It was a traveling
circus, and this was its first day here,
and the performance was to begin at
8.30 that same evening.
Our room in the inn faced the cir-

By HELEN MCcAUSLAN

cus; and, looking out of the window,
| saw the crowd collecting, drifting
around and coming back to the en-
trance. The children, all of them,
wear heavy shoes with large nail-
heads in the soles; they clatter as their
little feet run up and down the cobble-
stones in advancing and retreating
waves of sound. There were some
“dressed-up” ones, with wide white
hats and yellow jackets something
like what we wear to go to Sunday-
school; but there were more who
just wore their everyday dresses, and
unless you have seen them, or pic-
tures of them, | don’t think you can
guess what the boys wear. If you
were a boy ten years old you would
strongly object if your mother tried
to get you to wear an apron, wouldn't
you? But over here, grown-up boys
go around with black aprons and blue
ones; sometimes they have black and

439

IN NORMANDY”

white striped blouses underneath,
sometimes they wear dresses like
your sister’s of blue and white cotton
materials. It only means that a
stranger like myself often has to look
twice to see whether it's a boy or a
girl who is passing me.

Over here, they have daylight-
saving time, so it was still light when
the entrance door opened and the
people started to go in. The sign
read something like this: “First,
Second, and Third Row,” so you see
it wasn't a large three-ringed circus
as we have. It all took place in one
ring, and the seats were arranged in
three rows. We took the last row,
so we could see all that went on and
watch the people as well as the per-
formers. Inside we found the lights
were made by gas-tanks that look
like the tanks we use in our country
to fill up with gas the balloons we
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carry. But they didn't have any
balloons. Instead, they used the
gas to connect with long gas-brackets
with half a dozen jets on each one—
like this 000000—and they were
placed at the four sides, and near the
band in the corner. This is a country
place, you know, and circuses don't
come here very often; so every one
always goes; no one wants to miss it.
Opposite us we saw a farmer and his
wife, with a baby not quite big enough
to walk, and his bigger brother on the
bench beside him. In front of us
was a row of boys who went up in
sizes like steps; right next to us were
a lot of big boys, farmers most of
them. All around were old men and
women, then some rows of pretty
girls. Now all the heads turn around,
for three soldats are coming in.  They
are in brown uniforms; at the left is
one in the blue and red French colors.
The trumpet plays and the drum is
being thumped, for the circus will not
start until the tent is almost full.
We know now that we are not going
to see the same things that we have in
America, for we have been looking
around and we cannot find any
animals; no camels or trained seals,
no elephants or Wild West outfit; and
we do not see any trapezes. But we
feel that something good is going to
happen. The crowd is getting more
and more excited. The band is play-
ing louder and louder, and at last
Banff! goes the big drum, and the
leader in the red silk shirt and black
sash runs into the center of the circus.
He holds up his hands and cries,
“Attention!”  “Le premier numero—"
The first number is a dance by une
petite enfant. A little girl trbs char-
manle with black bobbed hair, and
rose-colored aerobatic costume, dances
into the center of the tent. She is
carrying a wand and she moves
through a dance | never saw in our
country. You have seen pictures of
pages as they were about the time of
King Arthur’s Court and the Round
Table? That is what she looked
like, as she kept time to the music.
She followed the introduction by
vaulting on the table in the center,
and then bending herself backward
and forward, in and out, around and
underneath! That is the only way |
can express the various movements
she went through; maybe this quick
sketch will make plain some of her
contortions, as she picked a handker-
chief up with her teeth “comme ga.”
All the people clapped and called
“Brava" when she ran off the stage.
Now came a figure familiar to us—
a clown—and he looked about like
ones you've seen turning handsprings,
stumbling over his own feet, and
making witty wise-cracks at the ex-
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pense of his fellow performers. |
couldn’t always understand what he
said, but it must have pleased the
people, because the boys next to us
were laughing so hard that | was
almost afraid the bench would be un-
seated. It only rested on a small
narrow clothes-horse. Les soldats on
our left have their faces cracking with
grins continuously; across the way we

THIS AND THAT
By FLORENCE BOYCE DAVIS

ARY McGuire's our cook,

you know;
And Bridget McCann, our
neighbor,

Does whatever she finds to do,
And lives by honest labor;
And every morning when she
comes
To help about the dairy,
“A foine day this!” says Bridget
McCann,
“It is that!” answers Mary.

It may be June, or it may be
March
With sleet and wild winds
blowing,
Whether it’s warm and bright and
fair,
Or whether it's cold and snow-

ing,
Bridget McCann comes bouncing
in,
Her cheeks as red as a cherry,
And, “A foine day this!" she
always says,
“It is that!” answers Mary.

see men slapping each other on the
back to emphasize a witticism. Now
another lady comes on the stage and
dances with the cymbals, now the
clown tries to do the same, and only
succeeds in frightening himself with
the clicking cymbals and trips until
he has to take off his huge shoes.
Then he gives us some really good
acrobatic stunts; he jumps over one,
two, then three chairs continuously.

But are we going to see any animals
at all? That is what we wonder.
Yes, there they come. We strain our
necks and see the animal-tamer ap-
pear with his long whip; but what has
he with him? Then we almost burst
with laughter, and the crowd as well,
for heis driving two geese before him
and they, apparently, are his trained
performers. But do you know how
intelligent the animals are? We had
no idea that they had brains any
larger than an apple-seed. On the
contrary. For at the command of
their tamer they marched and coun-

termarched, they jumped over a
hurdle, and went under it, keeping
in line, two by two. They received
hearty applause and laughter, and
skipped off with the plaudits of all
ringing in their ears. We hope they
received a good supper of corn.

It is beginning to be late. We
have been treated to some playing
with musical glasses and some more
acrobatic stunts. We have had a
solo from a musical dog (?) and we
have applauded the clown again.

Now they are selling chances on a
bottle of wine, the highest number
wins, and as each man draws his pink
slip out of the hat he calls out the
number. Great excitement. This
takes quite a while and our attention
rather wanders while it is going on.

Now for the grand finale. The
leader of the circus adds a bandana
handkerchief to his attire and thus
transforms himself into a Wild West
man. He is going to give us some
fancy shooting. The target is set up,
and we see that it is an apparatus
looking like small organ pipes, six in
all, about two inches in diameter.
First there is a space above these
pipes, and there a tiny white disk is
placed,’ and shooting from different
positions the performer picks off the
mark. He fires straight from the
shoulder, then holding the gun with
one hand, then lying on his back on a
chair, then holding the gun upside
down at the height of his head. Si-
multaneously the gun spits out flame,
the crack on the target is heard, and
the mark falls. Lastly, he takes two
guns and fires six times from each,
striking the pipes in such an order
that he plays musical chimes.

He has given a pretty exhibition of
marksmanship, and when he turns
smiling to the crowd and drops lightly
the word Tiens! the applause is deaf-
ening. Then, c'estfini—it is finished.
It remains for us to move with the
crowd slowly out of the tent and out-
side into the quiet square. The town
does not have electric lights and we
have the impression of stepping from
a lighted place into a silent, dark,
cold outdoors. Dim outlines of roofs
and queer-shaped chimneys are
around us; at the entrance there is
only a flickering lantern; here and
there the glow of cigarettes. No
stars, no lighted windows, save a
tiny one at the end of a row of stores,
for almost all the town has been at
the circus, and any one who stayed
at home has gone to bed long ago.
Stumbling across the street to our
inu, we sleepily have a glass of cider
—for they don’t drink water in these
parts; and then up to bed. The chil-
dren will dream of the circus to-night
and so may we, for it was bon.



THE MYSTERY OF THE BRASS KEY
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HANGE was coming to Red-
C neath Hall. The old squire
who had lived sometimes foolishly,
but always generously, was dying,
and Roderic, his son, never foolish
and never generous, would soon take
his place.

Redneath Hall, which had been
built by a Rivington in fifteen hun-
dred and forty and occupied by a
Rivington ever since, would be sold,
for Roderic Rivington was not a man
to spend his every penny on mending
miles of fences and hundreds of
chimney-pots, so he said.

“It's the poor lady across the way
I'm sorry for,” observed Mrs. Miller-
cote, the postmistress, to Betsy, her
daughter, who was housemaid at the
Hall. They glanced across the vil-
lage street to the old brick wall which
hid the glories of the Dower House
garden from the passer-by. “She’ll
never be let to stop at the Dower
House when the old gentleman is
gone.” Mrs. Millercote shook her
head.

Even Hamish, who was only four-
teen, knew what she meant. Rod-
eric and Gerald Rivington had loved
the same lady, and when she had
chosen Gerald, Roderic’s love had
turned to hate. He had tried to
prevent his father from lending the
Dower House to her when her hus-
band was killed in the war.

“Mr. Roderic’'s master at the Hall
already,” Betsy told them. “The

old squire is that afraid of him he
dare not speak a word or write a letter
without Mr. Roderic says he may.
I've heard them talking, many’s the
time, and so has Mr. Bennett. The
old squire has made a new will, with
Mr. Roderic at his elbow when it was
written, and all he's left to poor Mrs.
Rivington is what's in the Dower
House and not a penny of cash, so
Mr. Bennett says.” Mr. Bennett
was butler at the Hall and a great
man in Redneath Village.

“And the old squire loves little
Miss Sheila better than anything in
the world!” exclaimed Mrs. Miller-
cote indignantly. “And no wonder!”
she added, her face yielding to its
kindly lines once more.

Hamish was thinking of these
things as he swept the smooth grass of
the lawns at Redneath Hall. He
was garden boy and loved his job,
because the trees of the park were so
tall, and the shadows they cast so
still and deep, and because the
seedlings he was allowed to water
sometimes were so frail, and would
make such a glory of red, yellow, blue,
and mauve in a few weeks' time.

Sometimes he was sent down to
help the gardener at the Dower
House, and this he loved better than
anything, for if flowers were beautiful
things to serve, Mrs. Rivington and
Miss Sheila were still more beautiful.
Mrs. Rivington was tall and supple
like ayoung tree, and Miss Sheila was

461

etc.

golden and rosy and gay like a flower.
They used to work side by side in the
Dower House garden and things that
would not grow at the Hall, grew for
them. The gardener said this was
because the Hall gardens caught the
east wind, but Hamish knew better
than that.

As he swept the lawns on the
terrace, the thought that Mrs. Riving-
ton and Miss Sheila might have to
leave the Dower House made a
bruise on his heart, so he felt sick and
tired and moved slowly instead of
briskly, as was his habit.

It was then that he heard a tapping
sound. A woodpecker so early? No,
it came from the house. He looked
up at the row of windows which
stretched along the flagged terrace,
and saw the face of the old squire, who
was peering eagerly at him and
tapping gently with his finger on the
glass. As Hamish looked, the squire
beckoned urgently, and cast a glance
over his shoulder into the room be-
hind. Hamish obeyed the summons.

It was easy to step to the side of the
invalid-chair on which the old man
lay, for the windows reached to the
floor and were unlatched.

“You're a good boy, | know you,”
whispered the old gentleman. “Can
you keep a secret?”

Hamish nodded. It seemed to him
he was always keeping secrets, though
they were secrets no one seemed to
want to know.
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“Then take this,” and the squire
reached out a withered hand, folding
Hamish's fingers over something hard
and cold. “Keep it till I've gone and
—1 don’t like the cherry blossoms
swept off the lawn—1 like to see them
there”—the tone had changed to a
querulous whine— “ Go away and take
your broom with you.”

Hamish’'s glance followed that of
the sick man, and saw Roderic Riving-
ton standing in the doorway, remind-
ing Hamish of a watchful spider.

“Is that you, Roderic?” the squire
asked, raising his head and screwing
up his eyes like a man who sees with
difficulty. “I've told you before 1
like to see the cherry blossoms on the
lawn.” He spoke peevishly.

“It is very untidy, Father,” Rod-

eric said. Then he added sharply,
“Why are you alone? That new
nurse is useless.” He turned to
Hamish. “You can go,” he ordered,

“and leave the cherry blossoms where
they are—for the present.”

Hamish went, his broom in one
hand, while the other was clasped
tightly over something he dared not
examine yet. The old gardener met
him on the lawn and, speaking a sharp
word about loiterers, sent him to help
another man who was weeding the
rose garden. Hopkins trusted no lad
of fourteen to earn a full day’s pay of
his own accord. Even at five o’clock
when he was released, two other boys
walked back to the village with him,
and he dared not arouse curiosity by
taking an unusual way. At home his
mother sent him into the shop to wait
on customers as soon as he had had
his tea, and it was not until after
supper that he took his bedroom
candle and climbed the steep staircase
to the tiny room in the eaves where he
slept alone.

His heart beat fast as he drew from
his pocket the object the squire had
given him. It was a big brass key
and was not at all like any key Hamish
had ever handled before. He felt
sure it did not unlock any such thing
as a bedroom door nor an ordinary
drawer where useful garments were
kept. Some one had spent loving
pains on its workmanship, for the
brass of its handle end was hammered
into an intricate pattern for no rea-
son except to please the eye. “It
must belong to something beautiful,”
thought Hamish, “or it would not
have been made so beautifully itself.”
He tried to imagine the door or the
drawer it might unlock, but could not.
He pictured something dark, digni-
fied, and unfamiliar.

‘Til find out what the squire wants
me to do. | swear | will!” he vowed.

He hung the key around his neck
with a piece of tape before he un-
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dressed quickly and got into bed, for
he knew if his mother saw a light
under the door, she would come in to
ask why the candle still burned. He
had just begun to dream when he was
awakened by the sound of a slamming
gate, and the voice of his sister Betsy,
under his window. “Let me in,” she
called softly, for to shout in the
village street at night was something
one of the Millercote family would

never do. “I've something to tell
Mother.”
Hamish, half dressed, hurried

through his mother’s room, waking
her with a word, and went down to
open the shop door. Betsy brushed
past him, and breathing heavily in
her haste and excitement, mounted
the stairs. Leaning against the foot-
rail of the bedstead she gave her news.

“The squire’s gone,” she said;
“passed away an hour ago, and no
one with him at the last but the hired
nurse from London. Mr. Roderic's
squire at Redneath now and the
Lord only knows what'll happen to
us all!” and Betsy drew out a large
handkerchief and wept luxuriously
into it, while Mrs. Millercote ejacu-
lated, “Tut—Tut. “Who'd have
thought it would come that sudden!
Well—the Lord’s Will be done—only
I'm sorry for the poor lady across the
way!”

Hamish raised his hand and pressed
it over the place where the heavy key
lay, warmed against his flesh. There
was no one now to explain why it was
there.

The Dower House was empty and for
sale. So was Redneath Hall, but it
was the Dower House, with its upper
windows staring vacantly down all
day long on the village street, that
made Hamish feel as if the sun had
set for good, without a moon to glorify
the night.

He was working in the Dower
House garden on a June day when the
roses were putting forth their sweetest
scent and colors for the lady and the
little girl who had planted and pruned
them. He had been told to tidy up,
for a gentleman was coming to see the
house that day. Hamish hated the
gentleman, and the expectant, blos-
soming garden asked him questions he
could not bear to answer.

When he had done his work in the
front garden, he went around the
corner of the house to the lawn where
Mrs. Rivington used to have her tea
served under the mulberry tree on
such afternoons as these.

The flowers Mrs. Rivington loved
best were planted here where the
windows of her sitting-room could
look down on them. A Banksia rose
climbed to the sill, wreathing the

lattice with a profusion of tiny yellow
blossoms, but, as if in dismay at
finding the room empty, it had
slipped from its place, and a branch
trailed on the air, in danger of being
broken by its own weight.

Hamish brought a ladder and
climbed up to replace it. A window
had been left open to air the room and,
better to reach the loose tape by
which the branch had been fastened,
he put his foot over the sill and stood
within the room.

He glanced about him with awe and
remembered that Mrs. Rivington had
told him once how the little yellow
roses peeped over her window-sill and
lightened the dull business of writing
letters and paying bills. The old
squire used to come and sit with her
there in the days before he was taken
ill, and while Mr. Roderic was still
away in the embassy of some foreign
court. Hamish had seen the old
squire looking down at him while he
worked among the flowers.

As he looked at the room with its
rich and foreign furniture, its sun-
shiny carpet, and deep fireplace, his
heart beat faster, for, standing op-
posite him, was a cabinet of black
lacquer, tall, dignified, and strange,
its two doors closed and locked, and
in the ornamental scroll of the lock-
work there was no key!

He was before the cabinet in a
moment—tugging at the string
around his neck until the key was in
his hand. He thrust it into the lock
and turned it. The door swung
forward an inch or so, unlocked, and
at the same moment the sound of the
front door-bell startled him. He
locked the cabinet and went back to
the window, fastening the rose with
hands that shook. He was still
excited when he climbed out on the
ladder, stopped to pick up his twine
and knife, and put a foot down to feel
for the next rung. He may have set
the ladder carelessly, or his balance
may have been untrue, but in any
case the ladder slipped under his
weight, and moving to save himself,
he dropped his tools, grasped vainly
at the sill, and fell with the ladder,
down, measureless distances, till at
last he lay huddled and unconscious
among the roses beside the mulberry
tree.

“lt never rains but it pours,” Mrs.
Millercote remarked with as much
impressiveness as if no one had ever
made the observation before. “First
there’s the upset at Redneath, and
poor Mrs. Rivington turned out of her
natural home, and now there’s Betsy
here accused of taking a pack of old
letters that don’t belong to her, and
she out of a situation and not going to
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‘HOPKINS TRUSTED NO DAD TO EARN A FULL DAY'S PAY ON HIS OWN ACCORD'

take one till her name’s clear as the
name of Millercote’s been for as long
as the name of Rivington itself, and
as if that wasn't enough, Hamish
falling off a ladder and getting
cushion.” Mrs. Millercote meant
concussion. She paused, raised hands

and eyes heavenward, and reiterated,
“1've always said it; it never rains but
it pours! How many stamps do you
want Mr. Trewick, and how is your
little Susan getting on with the
mumps?”  So Mrs. Millercote, who
was a sympathetic soul by nature,

would pass from her own trouble to
those of others, and find a moment's
distraction, for in truth, misfortune
seemed to have dealt her undeserved
blows.

The entire village was indignant
at the slur cast on the name of Betsy
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Millercote by the insinuation that she
was responsible for the disappearance
of a collection of letters which were
Rivington heirlooms. These letters
signed by great Elizabethans,—one by
the Virgin Queen herself,—had hung,
framed, in the library inside a locked
case, but the library had been out of
use for many years and was swathed
in sheets of dust, the case in question
being covered with green baize to
prevent the writing from fading
further than it must, and it was only
after the old squire’s death that the
theft had been discovered. The let-
ters had been cut out of their frames
and removed, and the case relocked,
the key being in its usual place in the
squire’s safe. Poor, cheerful Betsy
did not know how to live under such a
suspicion.

As for Hamish, the chief thing in
life was a headache. If he moved it
ached, if he thought it ached, if he
breathed it ached, and if he spoke it
ceased to be a head at all and became
a fierce menagerie of quarrelsome,
biting demons. He lay in a darkened
room, and a doctor came and went,
and came again; carts drove by his
window to torment him, and chil-
dren’s voices started the machinery in
his throbbing brain. Betsy walked
across the floor in the next room and
he wanted to scream at her not to do
it; days passed that might have been
months, minutes, or hundreds of
years, for all he knew or cared.

On the day when he began, with
great caution, to lift his head from the
pillow, the sounds from the street
outside made him curious enough to
ask his mother what was going on.

“Why it's the sale at the Dower
House,” Mrs. Millercote answered,
“to be sure!”

Hamish dropped his head back on
the pillow, feeling weak and faint. A
sale. The cabinet. Thekey. What
was it he must remember?

“Mother,” he said urgently, “I
want you to go to the sale and tell me
who buys the black cabinet from
Mrs. Rivington's own room. Will
you? Promise me you will.”

Mrs. Millercote soothed him.

“Well, | did think of slipping over
to see how things go for the poor
lady,” she answered.

“It’s funny what notions the boy
got in his head,” she told Betsy,
later. “1 hope that cushion isn't
going to make him queer. He always
was a bit queer—wanting to be a
gardener instead of coming into the
shop. Being out all weathers—and a
mere laboring man—instead of a
tradesman under a dry roof like his
father before him, and all because he
likes flowers, he says!” Mrs. Miller-
cote put on her hat, trying to shake
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her head at the same time, but was
not successful. Returning from the
sale a little later, she was even more
puzzled.

“Now that's a funny thing,” she
said to Betsy, and Hamish heard
every word, for they were talking in
his mother’s room. “There wasn't a
thing sold for more than twenty
pounds except that very cabinet
Hamish wanted to know about and
that was bid for by a London man,
and who do you think bid against
him—yes—and got it in the end too,
and paid one hundred and fifty pounds
for it if you'll believe me!”

“My land!” Betsy ejaculated. “All
that? Whoever was it, Mother?”

“Mr. Roderic himself!” cried Mrs.
Millercote. “He didn't bid for an-
other thing but that. And he went
straight off to get Jenkins to cart the
cabinet to London for him, but
Jenkins couldn’t do it till to-morrow.
Seems he’s in abig hurry.”

Hamish  lay there struggling to
think—thoughts came in plenty but
they would not connect with one

another. The key.The cabinet.
Mr. Roderic. Mrs. Rivington. His
fall. The old squire. Pictures of

people and things danced tantalizingly
before him, tiring him out but refusing
to make sense. Then Betsy said
something which helped.

“Well— anyway—that's a tidy little
bit of money for Mrs. Rivington.
Nothing else in the Dower House was
worth much and it’s all she’s got.”

“It’s all she’s got!”

The words rang in the boy’s head
repeating themselves again and again.
The key lay on his breast, for he had
asked for it as soon as he could speak,
and Mrs. Millercote, who was used to
her son, though she did not under-
stand him, had given it to him with-
out a question. Lying there, moving
when he moved, it would not let him
forget.

“Take it—keep it till I'm gone—
and then—" then what? The face of
the old squire— the fear in his eyes as
Mr. Roderic opened the door—the
cabinet, standing there holding its
secret,—the key, slipping into the
lock,—Hamish saw these pictures one
by one. He saw others: Mr. Roderic
taking the cabinet away, opening it,
gloating over something he found
there, something that belonged to
Mrs. Rivington because it had been
in the house at the squire’s death, but
something she would never know
had been there. At last Hamish
understood.

He understood, but what could he
do? Mrs. Rivington was abroad.
No one else had any right to examine
the cabinet, except Mr. Roderic
himself, and to-morrow would be too

late. There was only Hamish to do
anything and only to-night in which to
do it, and he was weak and in pain.

He had dreamed often of doing
something heroic for Mrs. Rivington
and Miss Sheila—rescuing them from
a burning house; stopping a runaway
horse; attacking a burglar—nothing
was too much to do for them. But
he had never thought of risking more
than injury to his body. To force
his way into the Dower House by
night and search the cabinet was a
greater risk than that.

Tears of weakness gathered in his
eyes and splashed on the pillow.
The ideas of fever began to mingle
with those of fact. He thought the
old squire came and looked at him
reproachfully, and that Mr. Roderic
stood laughing at them both.

He surely slept, for suddenly he was
awake, so certain of what he must
do that his bare feet were on the floor
before he knew he had moved. It
was night, but he must be very quiet,
for his mother and Betsy were sleeping
on the other side of the door. He
dressed quickly and dropped from his
low window to the grass below. The
village street was silent and no lights
showed. It must be late, Hamish
thought, for the moon was high to
help his purpose.

He crossed the road as quickly as a
rabbit, and, scaling the Dower House
wall, was in the garden. The laven-
der was in bloom and its spiced
fragrance encouraged him like a
friendly voice.

To find a way into the house was
the most difficult part of his task, for
the caretaker locked up before she
went home at night. Hamish tried
in vain to discover an unlatched
window or unlocked door. Then a
memory served him. Just before the
squire’s death he recalled taking a
message to the carpenter for Mrs.
Rivington about the latch on the
bath-room window, which had broken.
If he could only reach it, he'd see if it
might not have been forgotten in the
excitement of recent events.

He was obliged to climb to the top
of asmall porch, on which the window
looked, but Hamish was accustomed
to such feats, and to-night he seemed
unusually agile. Upon reaching the
sloping roof, with little effort he
pushed at the glass with his fingers.
Pie seemed to move with the miracu-
lous ease one has in a dream.

The window was locked, and as he
crouched there, waves of deadly
discouragement swept over him. So
far everything had been done quickly
and easily, but now he had to think
and scheme, and he could not. In-
stead he pictured the torch of the
village constable throwing its light
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along the silent windows, finding him
perched in full view. He would
never be able to explain. The name

courage flowed back to him. Who
was it who dared enter the Dower
House by night in such stealth, and
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Then the light showed, and there
came a sound of scratching, followed
by a curse. Whoever it was was

"STANDING OPPOSITE HIM WAS A CABINET OF BLACK LACQUER, TALL, DIGNIFIED, AND STRANGE"

of Millercote would be forever dis-
graced. He would be put in prison,
and there were no flowers there.

As he shivered at these thoughts,
his fears seemed to materialize, for the
light of an electric torch sprang out in
the darkness, not outside in the
street, but below him in the garden.
The light danced along the borders
against the wall of the house, and
settled on a window just below the
porch where Hamish cowered.

It was switched off, on again, and
off. There were sounds from below
and some one was using a tool on the
latch of the window. Presently the
sash was raised, and Hamish heard a
scrambling and the dropping of feet
on the hardwood floor within the
house. The light showed more dimly
and was gone, but there remained the
open window, and all Hamish’s

what did he want? Hamish meant
to know.

Slipping gently down the pillar of
the little porch, he scrambled in at the
window. He had no torch but knew
the house well, for he had often
brought wood in from the shed and
placed it in the boxes in the sitting-
rooms, and at such times he had
looked about him. Mrs. Rivington’s
own room was just at the head of the
stairs, and, listening, he heard the
sound of steps there.

He wore no shoes and moved
without a sound after the intruder.
He heard the latch click in the door
of Mrs. Rivington's room. Hamish
crouched in the passage and found the
keyhole. He could hear some one
moving about with no great caution.
The curtain rings shivered across the
pole and the blind was moving down.

trying to open the cabinet, and now
in a second, Hamish knew him: Mr.
Roderic, the new squire!

Then Hamish knew he had guessed
rightly. Something was here— some-
thing Mr. Roderic could not wait
until to-morrow to find—something
that belonged to Mrs. Rivington and
Miss Sheila—something the old squire
had hidden there so successfully that
his son had only now discovered the
place.

It was too late to stop him, unless—

Fear had gone, and in its place was
the single purpose which alone suc-
ceeds. Hamish gently turned the
knob of the door. The man at the
cabinet moved abruptly at the sound,
as the door swung inward. The man
moved toward it, and Hamish sud-
denly knew he, too, feared detection,

(Continued on 'page 197)



FLOWER

KY clouds there are of rose and

white, petal-like, with shiny lin-
ings; rainbows appear after showers
with colors mingled like great-grand-
mother’'s old-fashioned nosegays;
many a sunset shows the gorgeous
reds and yellows of a spring tulip-bed
—any of these a poet might call
“gardens in the air.” But real gar-
dens of genuine flowers, too, grow
overhead. Often it is difficult to see
them—they are so high. Or their
beauty is so modestly hidden, it is
unnoticed. Yet during many months
of the year different gardens of flowers
can be seen in the air. And each one
is delightfully unlike all the rest.

In March or early April looms a
distant splash of scarlet shining in the
sunlight against the soft blue of the
sky. Or it may be nearer against a
background of wee opening leaves on
early-waking trees. A mist of tiny
red bells this garden seems from any
spot beneath it. And those who are
able to climb the steps into its aerial
pathways will find there rows of
clustered blossoms with never a leaf
in sight. All of the flowers have
petals of crimson, but some of the
“bells” hold in their centers slender
clappers of yellow which give them an
orange tint.  Neither twig nor branch
nor leaf nor stalk are ever allowed to
hide the glory of these flowers. For
these gardens are the proud posses-
sions of the red maple.

At about the time the home gardens
of the maples are most enjoyable, a
purple flush begins to look down from
the tops of the elms. It is a sign that
this tree, too, is beginning to dress up
its dooryard. Many folks think the
elm does not care for flowers and
never cultivates them. But before
the elm-leaves in their crisp little
skirts are ready for their coming-out
party, flowers in the elm’s roof-garden
have been blooming for several days.
The leaves are indeed obliged to hurry
with their preparations if they wish
the flowers to remain as decorations
for their party. And sometimes the
tiny red-brown blossoms like delicate
fringe have actually gone to seed
before the leaves arrive.

Look to the poplars and the aspens
and the willows for true hanging
gardens. Tasseled flowers, long and
short, like the tails of Angora cats and
kittens, fairly crowd the branching
pathways, and their warm-looking
furriness seems a very fitting garden
adornment for a season when winter
snows have scarcely yet been whisked

GARDENS IN
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away. Very early, alders and birches,
too, hang out tasseled blossoms,
brownish and fuzzy, along their gar-
den paths; and these add to the air a
mystery like that of “baby’s-breath”
in gardens on the ground.

At the time when the bud-babies
are just waking on most woodland
trees in the North, a blossom-bed of
soft white reveals itself among them.
It often stands alone in its mystic
beauty, and the bare branches of the
trees near by serve to make greater
the charm. It is the Juneberry's
tree-garden in all its feathery fluff
which in time will furnish delicious
hand-outs of crimson fruit for the
birds who by tens and twenties come
to chat on the garden seats. Ten
days or two weeks before the violets
peep out, this birds’ paradise is bloom-
ing freely, and those who would see it
in all its splendor must go to the
woods in time.

When it's early spring in the South,
the flowering dogwood’s blossoming
pathways begin to lure folks with
their magic. Hence, many abouquet
has too often been torn away with
harm to the garden’s attractiveness.
If these gifts are carefully cut from
the spots where they are thickest, no
injury is done; but too many times,
eager folks who think they love
flowers will strip such a garden of its
beauty. And if something is not
done about it, we are told, there will
be no dogwood at all for any one to
enjoy. Nature plays a charming
little trick in the case of the dogwood
garden, for the white stars with four
notched points are not blossoms at
all; they are but beautiful guards for
the real flowers in the center—those
clustered bits of green. But be that
as it may, the effect of each spray is
delightful, and when seen from a dis-
tance in early spring, the whole
flowering dogwood garden appears
like a huge bouquet.

In the zigzag tangles of the haw-
thorns’ gardens, birds love to build
their summer homes. The passes
are merely leafy green at first, but
while the feathered babies are still too
young to go outside their own door-
yards, the gardens become perfect
bowers of whiteness or pinkness, and
fragrance. What a spot for a birds’
May-party!

While many gardens are gay and
riotous like those of the haws, pro-
ducing flowers where they will, a few
have conventional borders with flow-
ers arranged in fixed designs.  Slender
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THE AIR

little leaves of the larch open their
eyes upon a happy sight in May.
Two kinds of flowers make up the
larch-tree’s formal garden. Little
knob-like blossoms covered with yel-
low powder nestle at intervals along
the twigs; while tiny, opening roses
of deep pink and green are scattered
regularly in between. Larch-tree
gardens cannot be enjoyed from a
distance. A “close-up” is necessary
to see at its best the larch-tree’s work
of art.

The glory of a Red or Norway pine
flower garden, or that of the Douglas
spruce, is best seen from above.
Lucky is the boy or girl whose home
has one of these gardens where it can
be seen from an upper window. Red
pines have clusters of short tassels,
deep scarlet in color. From above,
each cluster looks like a gorgeous
crimson rose. These roses do not
last long, however, and the tree-
garden must be closely watched in
early spring in order to catch a
glimpse of them before they wither
and fade.

Magnificent as the Red pine garden
is, i£ cannot outstrip that of the Doug-
las spruce in beauty. This garden,
too, glows with dark red flowers
against the needle leaves, but its full-
est charm lies in its great drooping
blossoms, bluish-green and purple,
their petal-like scales red-tipped.
No garden anywhere can boast a
handsomer sight!

Not long after these earlier plots of
flowers have bloomed, redbuds dis-
play their airy beds of dainty sweet
peas. Redbud has one of the most
surprising gardens of any of the trees.
Little rose-pink and purple sweet
peas suddenly spring up not only
where the leaves are expected, but
also along the curving pathways of
the branches. Contrary to the ways
of most tree-gardens, too, the flowers
appear even on the bare trunk in
an astonishing manner, like blossoms
pushing their way through on a bleak
mountain-side.

Most folks object to fruits that lead
awild life, but the “wild roses” of the
air which grow on apple- and crab-
and plum- and cherry-trees with
never a hand to tame them have no
sweeter rivals in all America. White
and rose and pink, sometimes two or
more shades and hues on the same
tree—these gardens are the choice
Edens of country roads and fields.

There is as much of the spice of

{Continued on page U98)






AHEAD OF THE TOMAHAWK

N the third day of April, 1840,
O David Lawrence and his son,
John, found themselves floating down
the wide Columbia in a canoe, guided
by Tamahas, a faithful old Indian,
on their way home to the Mission at
Turn Water, the Indian name for the
Willamette Falls. Tamahas had
warned them against the dangers of
the return trip.

“No take,” he had said, but since
they had persisted, he decided to
accompany them.

So on the previous day John and his
father had left Fort Vancouver, that
great trading mart of the Hudson's
Bay Company in the Oregon territory.
Thither an occasional ship from the
States brought provisions and crude
necessities for which it received furs
from the pioneers and trappers of this
vast region; thither must the mem-
bers of the different mission settle-
ments in Oregon journey to get food
and mail, and thither must they
repair silently and in haste for shelter
and protection when the red man
suspected the gods of the white man
of working him evil.

The fort stood in a beautiful plain
on the north bank of the Columbia,
ninety miles from the sea. It was
well fortified with a strong palisade of
fir posts sharpened at the top, thick,
riveted gates in front and rear with
brass padlocks and heavy keys, and a
dark forbidding three-story log tower
forming a support at the northwest
corner and well supplied with port-
holes and cannon. Within the fort
were two courts, around which were
arranged the officers’ dwellings, apart-
ments for clerks, storehouses, and
workshops. Near the rear gate stood
the school-house, and opposite the
main entrance was the chief factor’s
or governor's home, a white, two-
story building. Several hundred
yards below the fort on the bank of
the river in a small village of wooden
huts, lived the Hudson’s Bay Com-
pany’s servants.

Now as the three glided on, either
side of the river presenting a rough,
wild, and mountainous aspect, their
thoughts turned to the possible
danger before them.

“Last year Indian fight over
there—” Dr. Lawrence followed the
gaze of Tamahas. 1Big battle between
Chinook and Tillamook warriors.”

“Yes, | remember.” The mission-
ary shuddered.
After several hours, the canoe

turned into the turbid waters of the
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Willamette. The river was high and
the current strong, so they made slow
headway up-stream.

“Father, you said as soon as we got
home with provisions from the fort,
I could go up the Tualitin River
with Tamahas and trap beaver,”
broke in John. “I'm not afraid of
hostile Indians. If | can get six
pelts it will make just enough, with
what I've got, to pay for my passage
to Boston. But this is my last chance
because the season will soon he over
and the boat sails the last of May.”

John had decided to become a
minister like his father, but he had
found that at least two years’ school-
ing in the East was necessary. The
captain of the May D’acre had
promised him passage to Boston for
certain odd jobs about the boat, plus
twenty-five beaver pelts. John was
elated at this offer, and even more so
at going off alone in the woods with
the Indian guide.

Suddenly it began to rain and hail.
The storm continued during the
afternoon and the traveling became
extremely disagreeable, but there was
no alternative. They paddled si-
lently through the falling sleet until
it began to grow dusk. Arriving at
a small promontory covered with a
dense fir forest, the voyagers com-
menced making preparations for a
stormy night. They were thoroughly
drenched, and large drops from the
spreading branches of the trees, as
they were shaken with the wind, fell
in showers upon them.

With flint, steel, and powder, they
soon had the woods about illuminated
with a cheery fire, and John sat in the
warmth eating his supper of dried
meat, bread, and hot tea. He was
awed and fascinated by the great
wilderness all around him.  The mys-
tery ofit! This waslife!

After supper they managed to par-
tially dry their blankets and skins,
and spreading them on the wet
ground, lay down to rest. The crack-
ing of twigs, the howling of wolves,
and the hoot of a big owl disturbed
their sleep. The discussion of the
previous day had sunk deeply into
John’s mind. He was soon caught in
the toils of a hideous dream. Indians
circled stealthily about him, toma-
hawks raised. The stillness petrified
him. He tried to scream for help,
but no sound came forth. He must
certainly burst a blood-vessel in his
effort to make his father hear him.

Then suddenly he lay quiet, sweat
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trickling from his brow. Gradually
he realized he was no longer dreaming
but was wide awake and still shaking
with fear as he opened his eyes. For
several moments he lay very still
trying to collect his thoughts. Then
from near by came a throaty whisper,
and a dark form stood looking down
upon him.

“Me kill?”  The gutteral growl
could come from none but an Indian.
Was John still dreaming? Before he
could answer this, another form crept
up and gazed down at him, hatred
and contempt in his glance. Then
John knew this was no dream. Would
they kill him and his father and even
Tamahas? He opened his mouth to
warn his father, but the words of the
second Indian stopped him.

“No kill this time. Next time
scalp.”

John closed his eyes because he
thought he was going to faint, and
upon opening them found no one in
sight; all he could hear was his fa-
ther's breathing. For a long time he
was afraid to move, but nothing hap-
pened. When morning came, he
decided not to mention the incident of
the night. 1t would only worry his
father.

The canoe reached the Willamette
Falls late in the afternoon of the next
day. As John sprang ashore, he
gazed at the sight before him. Little
bow-legged Chinook children, with
wedge-shaped heads and goggle-eyes,
rolled in the sand. Could any one
look upon these elfish little creatures,
with their distorted faces, and not
shudder?

“Why are their heads so flat?”
asked John.

“New pappooses wrapped in moss.
Heads pressed down with cedar bark
and tightly tied to boards,” replied
Tamahas.

John made no reply. He realized
the uselessness of arguing against the
cruelty of such a custom.

The next morning he persisted in
making preparations for his beaver
hunt. His experience of the night
made him somewhat reluctant to
leave the safety of the mission, but
ambition for an education was strong
and he was not afraid. Although
warned the woods about Turn Water
were alive with treacherous savages,
he and the Indian guide started into
the wilderness with packs on their
backs. His father stood in the door-
way, a worried expression darkening
his face.
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THE SILENCE REMAINED UNBROKEN, AS RED MAN STUDIED WHITE MAN. AND WHITE MAN STUDIED RED MAN"

“The hours will tantalize us until
you return, my son/'

During the following weeks, good
luck attended the efforts of John and
his guide. W'hen at last they decided
to return to the mission, John had the
pelts of seven large beavers—one more
than the required number. Perhaps
he had escaped all trouble with the
Indians. Evidently they were busy

watching one another in a different
region. The two pitched their lean-
to on the bank of the Tualitin within
a little distance of a thicket, so that if
attacked they could retreat to it, de-
fend themselves, and protect their
property. And now, as he and Tam-
ahas packed their belongings, he
thought of the pleasure it would afford
his father. He looked at the beaver

skins hanging outside. Almost fear-
ing to let them out of his sight, he
stepped out to examine them once
more, his fingers caressing the velvety
fur. Suddenly intuition warned him
he was not alone. Oh well, Tamahas
was honest. He again smoothed the
silken hides. There was a movement,
and the guide was at his side. John
looked up inquiringly, his face blanch-



470

mg. Fifteen feet behind them stood
six Indians, of whom John judged
the leading one to be the chief. His
fantastic dress was composed of skin
breeches, a striped shirt, and scarlet
coat. His head-dress was a cotton
handkerchief thrown loosely over his
head, a cap of otter skin over the
handkerchief, and a long plume of
white horse tail fastened with savage
taste on top of the cap. The other
savages were without noteworthy
peculiarities.

For several minutes the silence
remained unbroken, as red man stud-
ied white man and white man studied
red man. Then the chief began to
talk slowly and distinctly, but John
could not understand a word. Tam-
ahas came to the boy’s rescue.

“He says, ‘Those beavers no be-
long to you. You trap on red man’s
hunting-ground, and take red man'’s
beavers.’”

A sickening sensation seized John.
So they wanted his skins, did they?
He turned angrily to the chief.

“But | caught those beavers!
They're mine. Thisis afree country.”

Tamahas translated to the chief,
his face retaining its stolid expression.
The chief turned and with his arm,
made a sweeping gesture. Again
Tamahas conveyed the meaning to
John.

“He says, ‘No free land. Land all
belong to Chief Camaspelo. Beaver
belong to Camaspelo. Many white
men come in and drive out Indians
and use their hunting-grounds. Cam-
aspelo hate white man.’”

“But I've got to have these!
They mean my education.” John
was becoming desperate. He stepped
in front of the skins, but the chief
perceived his intention and motioned
to two of his followers. They moved
toward the skins, while John backed
up and protected the pelts with his
arms. His mouth became a straight,
grim line. Lose those skins when he
was ready to start home? Never!
Instantly a cruel gleam flashed from
the chiefs eyes, otherwise he stood
calmly with an immobile face. From
his lips issued a gutteral command
and two Indians stepped quickly
around John to pin his arms behind
him. John drew back and made a
sudden movement to strike the chief
but Tamahas was quicker in prevent-
ing him. He shoved John into the
lean-to, knocking him over. The
two Indians stared a moment at him
and then took the skins from the racks.
The chief moved slowly toward John
with a menacing air and for half a
minute looked at him; then muttering
something, with an ugly grin, he
turned, and led the way into the
woods.
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When John looked up, Tamahas
was standing over him.

“You heap big fool. Chief Kkill
quick. Much mad. We go home.
Not safe to trap more beaver.”

The Indian moved away, but John’s
thoughts were on his lost pelts.
Where was his trip back to the States
now? This loss would put it off for
another year. Tamahas was already
taking down the lean-to, and John
got up dumbly and began to help him.

With their packs on their backs,
they reached the mission at the Falls
after dark that night. Dr. Lawrence
heard the story of John's ill luck with
concern. John courageously went
to work at odd jobs around the
mission, even though he had given up
the hope of sailing down the Columbia
on this year's boat for the States.

Soon the Indian tribes from all the
surrounding country came straggling
in to fish: Cayuses, Flatheads, Kliki-
tats, Wascos, Molales, Calapooyas,
Tillamooks, Chinooks, and Clatsops.
Groups of tepees appeared here and
there among the trees on the river-
banks and squaws worked busily
carrying great bundles on their bent
backs. They set up the tall poles,
fastened together in a point at the top.
Around these, they deftly stretched
the great hides they had been sewing
together for many moons. By the
latter part of April, the Indian
encampment on the banks numbered
perhaps a thousand, ready for the run
of Chinook salmon that therfirst of
May always brought. The river
pulsed with the silver horde as the
salmon pushed their way up and up
to the spawning beds at the heads of
the inland streams. Coming to the
great falls of the Willamette, the
fish fought and leaped from one pool
to another till they ascended the
barrier and made their way beyond.
These fish furnished the winter food-
supply of dried salmon for many
tribes.

It was a peaceful evening scene
while John stood on the bank looking
across. From the picturesque tepees
the smoke curled lazily up through
the trees, for it was supper time. The
contented children and dogs played
here and there. On the opposite side
of the river, silhouetted against the
red glow of the setting sun, stood the
motionless form of an Indian. Six
or seven feet below the rock on which
he stood a milky whirlpool churned.
His hands grasped a long pole that
extended down into the water and as a
fish swam against his pole, the Indian
jerked quickly, catching it with the
sharp hook which detached itself from
the pole, but was held by acord higher
up. Thus the salmon was played
and finally pulled out of the water.

Then the fisherman resumed his statu-
esque pose. Several minutes passed.
Again the action was repeated, but
this time John could see that the red
man was having a hard time to pull in
his salmon. As the fish was drawn
above the surface of the water, John
gasped. By its size he judged the
monster to weigh fifty or sixty pounds.

Suddenly in mid-air the huge sal-
mon made a last desperate flop, and
losing his precarious footing on the
slippery rock, the Indian was jerked
outward, his pole flying from his
hands. In amoment he sank beneath
the hissing waters of the eddy. Know-
ing that all savages were good swim-
mers, yet perceiving that the red man
had struck the rocks when he fell,
John waited breathlessly for his head
to appear. In a moment it came up
out toward the middle of the river.
But what was the matter with him?
In spite of his heroic efforts, he was
making no headway toward shore and
looked as though he were fast sinking.
Something was wrong.

John turned to look for some way
to aid the drowning Indian. A canoe
lay on the beach, and seizing this, he
dragged it down to the edge and
leaped in. Realizing that the cur-
rent would soon carry the Indian past
him, John paddled rapidly down the
river and then swung out toward the
middle. Soon the struggling form
whirled close to the canoe. John
yelled to the Indian as he leaned over
the side of the canoe to snatch at his
clothes, while a long, brown arm ap-
peared and a convulsive hand
clutched the canoe. As the Indian’s
weight centered on the edge of the
light craft, it turned turtle and John
found himself struggling in the water
beside him. Instantly he threw one
arm across the overturned canoe and
with the other, grabbed the Indian
by the collar. Down stream they
went, borne along by the swirling
water. John could not swim nor help
himself, burdened as he was with the
helpless Indian. The canoe and the
current must bear him where they
would. He glanced across the surface
of the water at either bank. Not a
boat nor a human being was in sight
to help, and they were fast approach-
ing some rapids where the current
pulled fiercely around a bend and
jagged rocks projected straight into
their path. Horrified by the danger
ahead and hampered as he was by the
Indian, John could do nothing. He
was fast becoming exhausted and his
grip on the Indian was growing weak-
er. He glanced hurriedly at the red
man. Something held his gaze.

“Where have | seen that face?”
thought John.

(Continued on page 500)



‘OUTWARD BOUND”

Hy CORNELIUS BRETT BOOCOCK

EW YORK HARBOR on almost
N any Saturday morning is a
sight well worth seeing. For it is
then that most of the great steamers
cast away from their piers and plow
ruggedly down the harbor on their
way to sea and thence to foreign ports.

Let us, before we look at the harbor,
visit a pier of a great steamship that
sails at ten o’clock. As we near the
pier on West Street we see the huge
funnels and masts shoving their heads
above the surrounding buildings on
the docks, and as we go up in the ele-
vator to an upper deck of the pier we
get a glance at the knife-like prow of
the ship itself, which rises perpendicu-
larly from the water to a height of
thirty or forty feet. “How,” we ask
ourselves, “could a wave mount that
bow and crash on the deck above?”
Surely a natural question. But there
are many travelers who have seen that
the North Atlantic, when it gets
seriously down to business in a winter
storm, can produce waves big enough
to mount almost anything.

As we leave the elevator and walk
out on the dock, we see countless
people wandering toward the gang-
planks; passengers themselves, buoy-

ant, gay, and happy at the thought
of the trip before them, friends to see
them off, stewards from the ship
carrying luggage aboard—all go to-
ward making a spirited picture.
Donkey-engines chug merrily, cranes
swing from ship to pier and back
again, pouring trunks and express
freight into the hold, while mes-
sengers arrive, laden with flowers,
books, and candy for the passengers.

Finally, a bugle blows or a gong
sounds on the ship. “All ashore that
are going ashore.” The lines are
cast off, the gang-planks hauled on
the pier, and yet the ship does not
move. We find ourselves with hun-
dreds of others at the end of the dock
on a promenade overlooking the
river. Only the stern and third-
class quarters of the ship are visible.

At last, a man who has been stand-
ing on a pier-head with a red flag,
changes it for a white one and signals
to an officer on the after bridge of the
ship. The river is clear. Then the
air is torn by the deep, bass, vibrant
steam-whistle. Again it blows and
again, stirring something within us
that makes our spines tingle. Then,
scarcely apparent at first, the mon-
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ster craft begins to move. Slowly,
then more rapidly, she backs out from

her berth. The promenade-deck
comes to view lined with waving
passengers. A last-minute messenger

arrives with a huge bouquet just as
she is clear of the dock. With her
rudder hard to port, the great ship
backs upstream while three or four
busy, puffing little tugs, with their
noses against the bow, try to push
her around. She is straight at last;
the tugs retire and she stops backing.
Her screws churn the water into foam,
and then, getting steerageway slowly,
she heads down the bay to the sea.

A wonderful sight; but it happens
a score of times every Saturday and
often throughout the week. As we
watch our ship sail, there are others
getting ready to cast away from
their piers up and down the river.

Now that we have seen what hap-
pens atsailing-time, letus make a quick
trip to the Battery and board a boat
of the Municipal Ferry for Staten
Island. It is about eleven o’clock,
so we should see some of the greatest
liners.  On the trip down the bay we
see “our ship” passing through the
Narrows in the distance.
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Near at hand we are impressed
with the regular heavy harbor traffic.
Tugs with tows and lighters, small
coastal freighters, a schooner, ex-
cursion-boats, plow along on their
way, pushing big white bow-waves in
front of them. They “toot” at one
another. “We 'll pass to starboard,”
says a little tug to a ferry-boat.
“Tool," replies the ferry, “that suits
me.”

But where are the transatlantic
liners that we really came out to see?
We shall see them on our return as
they are now just backing away from
their berths. But look! There is
the Orizaba coming out of the East
River on her way to Havana. A fine
ship she is, and proud of a wonderful
war record when she transported
thousands of American soldiers over-
seas. And there’'s the Zacapa, a
Great White Fleet boat, bound for the
West Indies, to return with millions
of bananas.

We pass the Statue of Liberty and
almost feel that we are headed for a
trip to Europe ourselves. A long, low
tanker pushes out from Bayonne on
her way to the oil-fields of Texas or
Mexico. But soon, instead of head-
ing out the Narrows, we are disap-
pointed as the ferry heads for her
slip at St. George. We dash ashore
with the crowd, turn around, and,
dropping our nickel in the slot,
scramble aboard again. In another
ten minutes we are returning to the
Battery and New York. And now
we see the great Saturday-morning
parade of liners approaching us.

The leader is the Fort Victoria,
with her one black funnel striped with
red. Bermuda ahead, we surmise.
Behind her comes the Rotterdam of
the Holland-America Line, a beauti-
ful ship that has long been the pride
of the Dutch merchant fleet. She is
followed by a big four-stacker. We
adjust our binoculars and recognize
the brilliant scarlet-and-black stacks
of the Cunard Line.

The Aquitania, sure enough! We
should have recognized her from her
high deck-houses, as the Mauretania,
which she resembles in many respects,
is very much lower. We see a cloud
of steam rise from her forward funnel,
then another; but it is several seconds
before we hear her deep voice. To
our surprise, our ferry-boat replies
with two falsetto toots. They have
agreed to pass to port. That such
a great ship should deign to notice
us is an interesting thought, and we
approach with a new sense of im-
portance. The giant stem of the
Aquitania cuts the water, which
breaks away in a graceful fold farther
astern. Her brass shines, her white
gleams as she steams serenely by.
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We wave, while a few blasé passen-
gers look down with boredom. The
snub nose of the ferry splashes
against the waves that she pulls after

SWIMMING POSTMEN
By S. LEONARD BASTIN

N different parts of the world
I mails are conveyed in all sorts
of curious ways. Probably the
only place where the postmen
swim with the letters is the small
island of Niuafu of the Tongo
group of the south Pacific. The
island is completely surrounded
by dangerous coral-reefs and
treacherous ocean currents, and
it is impossible for a boat of any
size to make a near approach.
Intercourse between the small
white population of the island and
the outside world is limited, but,
once a month, there comes the
mail-steamer from New Zealand.
The boat waits a good two miles
from the island with letters for
delivery; as well, too, itis ready to
collect any missives that may he
waiting for dispatch. When the
mail-boat comes in sight, the
native postmen start swimming
toward it. The leading man
carries a short stick with a cleft
at the end; in this cleft are the
letters for the outgoing mail.
When the swimmer reaches the
side of the steamer, a seaman
lowers a bucket, and into this the
letters are dropped. Soon after
a large, sealed biscuit-tin is
lowered into the water. This
contains the ingoing mail. Very
cleverly the native swimmers
steer the floating tin to the shore.
Sometimes their job is not easy,
for the wind and the tide may be
against them. Sooner or later,
however, the tin is safely landed
on the beach and then the letters
are delivered to their owners.
This novel way of handling the
necessary mails has been in
operation for a number of years,
and, on no single occasion, has a
packet of letters been lost.

her. As she passes we look ahead
and see the Majestic.

We notice that she is different from
the Aquitania in many respects. Al-
though she is slightly larger in every
detail, she carries her size gracefully
and with a certain dignity. Huge
and massive though she is, she looks
able. The threeyellow stacks topped
with black— the house-marking of the
White Star Line—project above her

deck-houses. She dwarfs everything
in the harbor but the Aquitania.

The Majestic was built by the Ger-
mans to be the Bismarck of the Ham-
burg-Ameriean Line. She was to
have been the third and largest of
their tremendous trio. But the un-
certainties of war prevented her from
joining her sisters, the Imperator and
the Vaterland, which in turn became
the property of different companies.
The Imperator is now the Berengaria,
a Cunarder. The Vaterland, interned
at the beginning of the World War in
1914, became the Leviathan when we
joined forces with the Allies. After
a sensational war record, when she
often transported as many as 10,000
American soldiers at a time, she was
completely renovated and placed in
passenger service as flag-ship of the
United States Line.

But what manner of ship follows
the Majestic so closely? We notice
her snug bridge masts and one short
funnel, painted red, white, and blue.
We adjust our glasses and see the
Stars and Stripes flying from her
taffrail and realize with excitement
that it is the President Roosevelt—
that hero ship, which stood by the
sinking Antinoe in the worst of
winter storms and rescued her crew
after days of exhausting and life-giv-
ing effort. We want to shout and
cheer, for seldom has a deed of brav-
ery so electrified the world. But she
has had her cheers and is now just a
good faithful liner leaving New York
at regular intervals for foreign ports.

We can see one-, two-, three-, and
four-stackers; German, French, and
Italian ships up the river, under way
or just backing upstream before
straightening out for the ocean jour-
ney. But our ferry is about to land
and we have seen the greatest of them.

The Woolworth Building is con-
sidered a wonder. But there are
perhaps a half dozen ships which, if
stood on end, would be higher than
New York’s greatest skyscraper." And
these ships, despite their tremendous
size, propel themselves across thou-
sands of miles of turbulent water at a
speed often as great as thirty miles an
hour.

Representing, as they do, a cen-
tury’s hard work and experiment in
the development of ocean carriers,
these ships stand to-day as a symbol
of man’s conquest of the seas. It is
a far cry from the Savannah, the
first ship equipped with a steam-en-
gine to cross the Atlantic, to the
Leviathan. Between these two ex-
tremes in marine architecture come
many ships famous in their day, each
adding some innovation and improve-
ment which, when put together, make
the modern liner.



KEEPING UP WITH SCIENCE

By FLOYD L. DARROW

A “CRADLE OF STORMS”

F | were to ask you to locate the
I coldest portions of the earth, I am
sure many of you would place them
at the North and South Poles. They
are the most remote points from the
equator, and there the
sun’s rays are least direct.
Still, Professor William
H. Hobbs, Director of
the University of Michi-
gan-Hobbs Greenland Ex-
pedition, now in the far
North to study weather
conditions, tells us that
the coldest spot on our
planet is probably at the
distant center of the An-
tarctic Continent, and the
second coldest place is at
the center of the Conti-
nent of Greenland, a per-
petual “cradle of storms.”
This perennial source of
bitterly cold winds, always
blowing outward, is 1300
miles from the North Pole;
and so, since any direction
from the Pole is south,
farthest north does not mean greatest
cold. Even in June the temperature
of the air over the center of the great
ice-covering of Greenland falls to 30
degrees below zero, and in winter it is
much colder.

Although quite contrary to our -

previous notions, Professor Hobbs
tells us that "in the interior of British
America and Siberia it is certainly
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A WEATHER CAMP ON THE ICE-CAP

much colder in the winter than itis at
the same time at the North Pole.”
One would never suspect that a win-
ter wind blowing from the North
Pole would bring warmer weather to

rofessor William H. Hobbs
THREE OF THE PARTY IN WINTER COSTUME

the northern portions of these coun-
tries, while a south wind from the
interior of the continent is the fore-
runner of extreme cold. Yet, such is
true.

For two seasons, Professor Hobbs
has directed the University of Michi-
gan Expeditions to southwest Green-
land. The first, that of 1926, was for
the purpose of planning the larger

expedition of the present season and
the one to follow in 1928-29. In
describing the expedition now in
Greenland, Professor Hobbs says,
“We started out with full equipment
to set up a weather station
on one of the mountains
far in and close to the
border of the great ice-cap.
There are no trees in
Greenland except the
little willows and birches,
which are low shrubs, and
so we had to take with us
everything which was
needed to build our hut.
All our stores we trans-
ferred to a little schooner
with a motor, and on this
we made our way down
the coast to ascend the
great Sondre Stromfjord,
at the head of which we
planned to make our camp
and erect the weather
station. Crowded on this
little craft we ran into one
of the worst storms on the
Greenland Coast in many years and
were driven for shelter to a little inlet,
which fortunately was not too far
away. Here we were storm-bound
for an entire week, but finally we
were able to proceed; and on the
second day of July (1927) with a fair
wind behind, we sailed up the beauti-
ful fjord one hundred and twenty
miles from the sea. Arrived at its

Courtesy of Professor William H. Hobbs
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A REST ON THE LONG TREK TO THE INLAND ICE
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head, we found a suitable site for our
camp and began the arduous work of
landing our stores. A very desirable
mountaintop for our weather station
was close at hand, and as soon as our
camp had become established we
began carrying the lumber and other
equipment necessary for construction
of the hut up the slopes of the moun-
tain to the top. This heavy labor
kept us employed for several weeks,
but at last it was accomplished and
the hut so far advanced that on July
20 we were able to begin our scientific
observations, both with the usual in-
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later by Admiral Peary, and in 1913
by Swiss and Danish explorers.
Such crossings must be made by sled,
all the food and equipment, both for
men and animals, having to becarried.
Dogs are usually the burden-bearers,
but the Danish explorer, Koch, em-
ployed Icelandic ponies.

Day after day, animals and men
climb steadily up the long slope lead-
ing to the interior, and always in the
face of bitter winds and driving snow.
It is idle to wait for the passing of
these blizzards. They never pass.
In this land of storms, there is no

THE REPAIR-SHOPS AND DRY-DOCK OE THE CANAL ZONE AT BALBOA ON THE PACIFIC
COAST

struments of weather stations and
further with a daily balloon sent up to
study the winds aloft.”

One of the first and most important
tasks was to get the wireless equip-
ment into working order, for no one
in these days likes to be isolated long
from the centers of civilization.
Between the short-wave station es-
tablished there and a similar one on
the campus of the University of
Michigan, radio messages pass to and
fro almost daily.

On January 14, two of the party
under the leadership of Mr. Bangsted,
an experienced Arctic explorer, set
out with a team of dogs over the
great frozen wastes of snow and ice to
penetrate to the very birthplace of
the fierce storms which sweep con-
stantly from the interior of the Green-
land Continent. There, they will
study first-hand the “secret of the
winds,” and, when they return, their
story, containing much of scientific
interest, will be sent by radio to the
rest of the world.

The terrific undertaking of crossing
the Greenland ice-cap has been ac-
complished several times—first in
1888 by Nansen, the famous Nor-
wegian explorer, again four years

other kind of weather, except in the
broad central area. There the winds
drop away, the air becomes calm, and
the cold is intense, the temperature
being as low at midday as at mid-
night. Here originate the winds,
which continually blow outward.
The movements of the high upper
clouds show that the air at those
altitudes moves inward, in the op-
posite direction to that on the surface,
and then quietly settles over the cen-
tral area; from here it rushes seaward,
ever seaward, gathering strength as it
goes and dealing impartially to every
point of the compass weather of the
bitterest sort. Beyond this central
region, the explorer finds the wind at
his back and the slope away from him.
Putting sails on his sleds, he can now
slide for great distances with speed
almost that of an express-train.

It is the wind and weather condi-
tions originating in this coldest spot
of the northern hemisphere that the
present expedition seeks to explore.
Fraught with hardship and often
peril, it is the love of knowledge for
its own sake which prompts such an
undertaking and inspires its leaders.

A radio message received at the
University of Michigan on January 21

told of the birth, five days earlier, of
a storm of intense violence originating
at the center of the great ice-cap.
The wind velocity reached the terrific
rate of 120 miles an hour, and the
barometric pressure at the edges of
this vast whirlpool of air fell to one of
the lowest points on record. In the
cyclonic storms which sometimes
work such havoc in tropic regions,
the air-pressure is greatest at the
margins and least in the center. On
the contrary, in these Greenland
storms, known as anticyclones, the
conditions of air-pressure are reversed.
Over the center of calm, the cold air
from above settles, its temperature
rising as it does so, and then spreads
outward toward the regions of lower
pressure, which extend to great dis-
tances on every side. Twice during
this storm the radio mast went down,
but was each time reerected despite
the fury of the blizzard.

THE AMERICAN SUEZ
The recent death of General George
W. Goethals fixes the attention of our
own and other nations upon the
growing importance in world affairs of
the great waterway constructed under
his masterly direction and leadership.

As early as 1924, the traffic through
the Panama Canal exceeded that
through the Suez, and lastyear reached
the largest proportions at any time
since its opening to world commerce
in 1914. To-day, the Canal is one of
the greatest arteries of peaceful trade
to be found anywhere in the world.
Already it has proved its vast im-
portance to the Latin-American re-
publics and to the States of our own
Pacific coast, as well as to Europe and
the Orient. Designed primarily as a
military measure, this monument to
the engineering genius of General
Goethals promises to have a far wider
and lasting influence in promoting
relations of friendly intercourse among
nations than any usefulness in time of
war.

Of the total yearly traffic through
the Canal, about forty per cent is
carried by American ships from one
American port to another. This
traffic for last year equaled the entire
tonnage of 1922. From our Pacific
coast come oil, lumber, ores, canned
goods, dried fruits, hides, and other
products. The return cargoes are
not as great. Still, last year more
than a million tons of iron and steel,
as well as many other commodities,
passed westward through the Canal.
Already, it is predicted that in fifteen
or twenty years the traffic demands
upon the Canal will exceed its capac-
ity and that it will be necessary either
to broaden and deepen it or to build
another canal in Nicaragua.



As you know, a ship, in passing
from the Atlantic to the Pacific,
rises through the famous Gatun locks
to Gatun Lake, eighty-five feet above
sea-level, the largest artificial lake in
the world. Thence, it proceeds a
distance of nearly thirty-two miles,
passing toward the western end
through the mammoth Culebra cut
to Pedro Miguel and finally descend-
ing to the level of the Pacific by means
of the Miraflores locks. When the
time comes to enlarge the Canal, it is
thought by some that it will be found
best to abandon the lock system and
construct a sea-level waterway from
ocean to ocean.

Of course, the building of the
Panama Canal is a marvelous illustra-
tion of applied science in these modern
times. The world will never forget
that it was the sanitation work of
Major General William C. Gorgas,
medical officer of the Canal Zone,
which, by eliminating fevers and
other tropical plagues, insured health-
ful living conditions for the thou-
sands of men and women whose skill,
and labor brought the great under-

taking to a successful conclusion.
The manifold uses of electricity,
steam-power, explosives, concrete,

compressed air, and the marvelous
machines are scientific aspects of the
work which need only to be men-
tioned. Without them, this engi-
neering feat, whose period of accom-
plishment was but seven years, a year
less than had been anticipated, would
still be but a dream.

Were you to visit Balboa,
Pacific terminal of the Canal,

the
you
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would discover that the march of
applied science as a chief factor in
successful operations hasnever ceased.
There are located the immense re-
pair-shops and dry-dock of the Canal
Zone. This hive of industry fairly
bristles with machine-shops, found-
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ries, boiler-works, compressed-air and
electrically driven machinery, forging
presses, oxyaeetylene, electric, and
thermit welding equipment, traveling
cranes, planing mill and carpenter-
shops and much more. The store-
houses provide vast quantities of
materials for repair work of every
description. The floor space of the
machine-shop alone
covers 68,180
square feet. A sim-
ilar plant,
though of much
smaller propor-
tions, is located at
Cristdbal on the
Atlantic coast.

And back of it
all stands the per-
sonality of a great
man. Born in
Brooklyn in 1858
of Dutch parent-
age, George W.
Goethals wonan ap-
pointment to the
Military Acad-
emy at West Point,
from which he grad-
uated in 1880, sec-
ond in his class. He entered the
engineering branch of the service and
in the next quarter of a century so
distinguished himself in the solving of
difficult problems associated with
river, harbor, and canal work that
when President Roosevelt in 1907
cast about for an army engineer to
place in charge of the work at Pana-
ma, his choice inevitably fell on
Goethals. Brilliant engineers, both

from Europe and
America, had pre-
ceded him and
failed. But no
such word as fail
was to be found in
Goethals’ vocabu-
lary. Obstacles
and catastrophes
which would have
crushed the spirit

of a less deter-
mined man never
baffled him. His

wide knowledge,
his intimate ac-
quaintance with
every detail, and
his genius for ad-
ministration have
become a tradition
in army circles.
The approachableness of the man
was one of the most distinguishing
traits of this very human engineer.
No one whose cause was just ever
failed to gain admission to his pres-
ence. Chief engineer, governor, and
judge, for seven years he ruled the
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Isthmus as a benevolent despot.
Universally known as “ The Colonel,”
every man, woman, and child in the
Canal Zone came to love him. His
monument is written in their hearts
as well as in the great work which he,
with their help, accomplished. What-
ever may be the future of the Canal,
his memory will ever be cherished.

Courtesy General Electric Company

A CLOSE-UP OF THE TELEVISION TRANSMITTER, SHOWING THE
ARRANGEMENT OF THE PHOTO-ELECTRIC CELLS

TELEVISION AGAIN

Less than a year ago, the world was
thrilled by the announcement that
television, the transmission of the
human voice and the image of the
speaker at the same time, had been
achieved. This was accomplished
both by wire and through the ether.
So rapid has progress since been that
television is now entering the home.
A few weeks ago, in Schenectady,
New York, the General Electric
Company gave a demonstration of
the first “home television set.” In-
vited guests, standing before an in-
strument closely resembling a phono-
graph in appearance, saw the moving
images and heard the voices of actors
in the laboratories several miles away.
A smile, the flash of an eye, and a
smoke ring were clearly painted on the
screen in the small aperture in the
front of the television cabinet. At
the same time, through the loud-
speaker came the voice of the one per-
forming. Real as life, evidence of
wonderful progress, big with future
promise, this demonstration made a
profound impression upon all who saw
it.

This latest advance in radio tri-
umphs is the work of Dr. E. F. W.
Alexanderson and his assistants in
the General Electric laboratories.
The principles of the invention are
essentially the same as those employed
in the wire demonstration of television
between Washington and New York
in the spring of 1927.

At the transmitting end, one finds
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a disc with spiral holes, known as the
scanning disc. This is turned by a
small motor and makes eighteen revo-
lutions a second. Through this disc
a beam of light is projected upon the
individual or object whose image is
being transmitted. Back and forth
from top to bottom, this beam of light
traces over the entire object at the
rate of eighteen times a second. The
light reflected from the object will of
course vary in intensity, or brightness,
with the color and nature of the
material at any particular point.
White will reflect much light, dark
colors little.

Now, this reflected light falls upon
photo-electric cells, and as you know
the current flowing from such a cell
depends upon the intensity of the
light falling upon it. If this is strong,
the current is relatively large, if weak,
the current is small. And such a
cell is exceedingly sensitive to the
slightest change in light intensity.
It is the very heart of the transmit-
ting system.

The current flowing from these
cells, and varying precisely as do the
lights and shades of the object being
transmitted, isamplified and put upon
the ether by a short-wave transmitter
in the usual way. Although accus-
tomed as we have been for years to
the thought that these ether waves
will bear with remarkable fidelity
speech and music, there is something
almost uncanny in this idea of ether
pictures. Just think of it—waves
traveling with the velocity of light and
carrying the impress in every detail of
a human face!

At the receiving end, these electric
waves in the ether must he translated
into light waves. That was the prob-
lem confronting the experimenters.
How was it to be done? Well, the
waves were received by the antenna
and amplified in the usual way. Up
to that point the receiving apparatus
is like that of an ordinary radio re-
ceiving set. But, for the loud speaker
a lamp filled with the rare gas neon is
substituted. The particular type of
lamp used in this demonstration was
invented by Dr. McFarlan Moore of
the General Electric laboratories.
Now, just as the photo-electric cell is
the heart of the sending mechanism,
so the neon lamp is the key to the tele-
vision receiver. It receives the am-
plified current and in doing so the in-
tensity of its light varies precisely as
does the changing current. In other
words, the varying intensity of the
light coming from the lamp is exactly
the same as that reflected from the
distant object.

The final step is easy. This vary-
ing light is passed through a scanning
discjust like that used in transmission,
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and revolving at the same speed.
Thus you see that a beam of light may
be made to trace itself back and forth
over the screen in the small aperture of
the television set just as the other
beam of light traced over the object
being transmitted. The result is a
life-like picture, either still or moving.
And now the mystery has vanished.

That, in the no distant future,
radio progress will make possible
sight as well as sound in every home is
no longer a fantastic dream. Indeed,
it seems to be almost at hand.

Following close upon the heels of
this triumph, came the announce-
ment that radiotelevision had spanned
the Atlantic. John L. Baird, a
young Scotch inventor who has
worked alone, without the aid of
great laboratories, seems to have
succeeded in sending from his London
laboratory more or less perfect im-
ages and reproducing them in Harts-
dale, near New York City. Doubt-
less, in years to come, this event will
take rank with Marconi’s inaugura-
tion of transatlantic wireless just at
the beginning of the present century,
Baird accomplished this with the use
of only two kilowatts of electric power.
With larger quantities, there would
seem to be little limit to what may be
achieved. Surely, we stand at the
beginning of a new day in communi-
cation. And in honoring this young
Scotsman we must not forget that he
was the first to obtain substantial
results in television over any consid-
erable distance.

RADIO PHOTOGRAPHS IN THE
HOME

Almost simultaneously with the an-
nouncement of home television came
press reports that work of Dr. Alex-
anderson had also made possible the
reception in the home of radio broad-
casted photographs. A high-fre-
quency note, reproduced in receiving
sets tuned to WEAF as a sort of
squeal and lasting for ninety seconds,
was the outward evidence of this
picture transmission. The distance
covered was twenty-five miles, and
the picture was received in the home
of Dr. Alfred N. Goldsmith, of New
York City.

As you can readily see, the expla-
nation of the radio transmission of
photographs is quite similar to that of
television as just described. The
underlying principles are the same-in
both. In this case, the photograph
is wrapped about a rotating cylinder,
upon which the beam of light from
the revolving disc is made to play.
Here, too, we have the photo-electric
cell and the neon lamp. At the
receiving end, the varying beam of
light is made to trace itself over a

sheet of photographic paper wrapped
on another rotating cylinder contained
in a light-tight box.

The paper is immediately removed
from the cylinder and developed just
as any other negative is. When this
process comes into general use, every
one who wishes to benefit from it will
have to become an amateur photog-
rapher.

One thing seems certain. Neither
television nor the broadcasting of
photographs will revolutionize the
present radio receiving sets. The
newer apparatus will be attached to
these sets just as a loud-speaker is
to-day.

Standing close to these great events,
I am sure many of us feel as did
Mayor Walker of New York, when he
said just after the broadcasting of his
photograph, “1 am inclined to think
that scientists have proved man is
destined to conquer the elements.
We believed that manifestation was
at hand when Lindbergh, with a non-
stop transatlantic flight, found him-
self in the field at Le Bourget, France,
but to-day it is beyond the compre-
hension of him who talks to you, too
stupendous, indeed, to conceive that
this mere mechanical instrument into
which | speak for the moment, can
carry the picture of an individual and
register it at some miles distant.
This is a great day. It is a day of
rejoicing for science and for human-
ity.” And his words were carried to
the ends of the earth.

Edouard Belin in France, Professor
Max Dieckmann in Germany, and
others in Europe have also done no-
table work in this field. And the art
is still in its infancy. What the
youth of our own and other lands may
live to see, no man dare predict.

It is gratifying to know that soon
after the announcement of these
achievements, Dr. Alexanderson was
awarded the John Ericsson Medal for
“outstanding contributions to the
field of electrical engineering.”

WAR ON THE COMMON COLD
W hy should science make war on the
common cold? Thereasonsaremany.
This widespread malady is responsi-
ble for more working days lost to
industry and causes a greater financial
loss than any other single form of
illness. It is the commonest of
human ailments. The many varieties
of the common cold, ranging all the
way from a slight indisposition to
influenza and the pneumonias in
their early stages, cause more deaths
than any other infectious disease.
Practically nothing is known about
the cause of the common cold, and
the medical profession is in possession
(Continued on pagf BOO)



THE MONTH ABROAD

HE Sixth Pan-American Confer-
T ence, which opened under such
auspicious circum-
stances with the visit
of President Coolidge
to Havana, came to
an end on February 20. The dele-
gates of the twenty-one republics of
the new world, after five weeks of
labor in committees and subcommit-
tees, bade farewell to each other and
to Cuba, and went their several ways.
They had accomplished much.
The Latin-American countriesadopted
a code of private-international law
without a dissenting voice. The
United States was unable to join in
this action because the subjects
dealt with are within the jurisdiction

The
Pan-American
Conference

THE EAGLE IS NOT A DOMESTIC BIRD
William Addison Ireland, in the Columbus "Dispatch”

A Review of Current Events

By HENRY KITTREDGE NORTON and THE EDITORS

of the separate States and not that
of the national government. Of per-
haps greater importance was the
treaty on commercial aviation.
Transoceanic flying is still in the
experimental stage. Its commercial
possibilities have yet to be developed.
But flying over land is an actuality,
and its expansion is of the greatest
importance both to the United States
and to the republics to the south of
us. All were eager to make a treaty
for its regulation. There was but
one hitch in these proceedings. The
United States was desirous of pro-
tecting the Panama Canal and its
naval bases against the possibility
of air attack. This provision was
soon agreed upon, however, and the
treaty was signed.

a4

Numerous other matters in the
field of intellectual cooperation, sani-
tation, and consular regulations were
successfully disposed of. A special
conference on arbitration was pro-
vided for; and last, but not least, the
Pan-American Union, with its im-
measurable usefulness to the Ameri-
can States, was placed upon a more
enduring foundation.

On one important point agreement

was not reached. Salvador insisted

- upon a provision in

The Spirit the international law
of Pan- S

. . code, forbidding any
Americanism .

state to intervene

in the internal affairs of any other

state under any circumstances. Mr.

Hughes, for the United States, in-

LEADING THE ORCHESTRA WOULD BE A RELIEF TO HOOVER
B. R. Thomas in the Detroit "News”
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sisted with equal firmness that states
had duties as well as rights, and that
when they failed in such duties as
the protection of foreigners and their
property, other states could intervene
to protect their citizens.

The point at issue was a well-
established principle of international
law under which we have intervened
in Hayti, Santo Domingo, Nicaragua,
and other Caribbean countries. The
opponents of this policy of the United
States wanted to prevent us from
intervening under similar circum-
stances in the future. The matter
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dred years ago we declared the policy

that all the American republics
should be recognized in their in-
dependence. We have given our

arms and our blood for the inde-
pendence of the American republics,
and are always ready to do so. |
yield to none in the establishment of
the ideal of sovereignty and inde-
pendence for every one of the repub-
lics from the greatest to the smallest.
And | have the right, speaking here on
behalf of the Delegation of the United
States, to declare the policy of my
country. | join readily in the res-

THE U. S. S. SARATOGA "'SQUEEZING" THROUGH THE CANAL

was freely and frankly discussed from
all angles.

It appeared that the overwhelming
majority of the Latin-American states
agreed with the view of the United
States.

This question of intervention has
been the outstanding difference be-
tween the United States and its
southern neighbors. It has been
the great impediment to the growth
of the Pan-American idea. A frank
discussion in which the objections to
it were brought out and in which the
purposes of the United States were
set forth perhaps more clearly and
more convincingly than ever before,
resulted in a new understanding of our
policy and a new appreciation of the
essential unity of the American world.

Mr. Hughes' statement of the at-
titude of the United States bids fair
to become classic and
to serve long as a
text in our dealings
with the other coun-
tries of this hemisphere: “One hun-

Tlie Policy
of the
United Slates

of Mexico
want no

olution of the Delegation
against aggression. We
aggression. We want no aggression
against ourselves, and we cherish no
thought of aggression against any-
body else. We desire to respect the
rights of every country and to have
the rights of our own country equally
respected. We do not wish the
territory of any American republic.
We do not wish to govern any
American republic. We do not wish
to intervene in the affairs of any
American republic. We simply wish
peace and order and stability, and
recognition of honest rights properly
acquired, so that this hemisphere
may not only be the hemisphere of
peace but the hemisphere of inter-
national justice.”

W hite Mr. Hughes with his earnest-
ness and sincerity was creating new
The Flight of understanding be-

tween the two con-
the Eagle .

tinents, another
messenger of peace arrived from the
United States. Lindbergh had flown

first to Mexico; then on down through
Central America, visiting the capital
of each republic as he went; then
across through Columbia and Vene-
zuela; then up through the West
Indies to Porto Rico; and finally
across Santo Domingo and Hayti
to Cuba. He landed at Havana in
the midst of the Conference and
seemed to give embodiment to Mr.
Hughes’ spirit of good-will.

Lindbergh has probably received
more honors than any other American
who ever lived. And none was
ever more unspoiled by them. He
has sat with presidents and Kings,
and received the adulation of un-
counted multitudes. Yet he sticks
to his policy of “long flights and short
speeches” and never departs from
the subject he knows— flying.

His recent exploit has effectively
killed the epithet of “Lucky.” There
was room to claim that luck played its
part in his transatlantic flight. But
in the even more difficult flight
around the Caribbean, where he
traveled over unknown land and
crossed lofty mountain-ranges and
landed at place after place on
scheduled time, it became very ap-
parent that luck was a small factor
in his success. He simply knows his
business.

And he has blazed the trail for a
new era of aerial commerce in the
regions hecovered. Communications
are slow and undependable now, but
Lindbergh’s latest flight should spur
the builders of air-lines to establish
new services which will draw still
closer the ties that bind us to our
Americanneighbors. ThusLindbergh,
too, isan apostle of Pan-Americanism.

In a country as highly developed
politically as ours, where every citi-
zen is expected to
take part in all de-
cisions of importance,
it is probably to be expected that
most questions will getinto “politics.”
Yet we may perhaps look forward
with some longing to the time when
we as a people shall be able to discuss
public questions without so many of
us running to extremes.

The present navy program is an
example. There is some difference
even among responsible officials as
to just how large the program should
be. Such differences are desirable
and result in careful decisions. But
it is regrettable that so much public
clamor should be made by the ex-
tremists. We have on one hand
those who want “incomparably the
greatest navy in the world.” For the
most part these are jingoes and war-
mongers. On the other hand we
have the equally absurd contention

The Navy in
Politics
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that we should reduce the navy to honors and laurels with modesty, and often attributed to the British, and it
uselessness. These are tor the most devoted his thought and energy after was this grim determination that held
part people who have big hearts and the peace to his veterans, particularly the Allied line in the dark days of

active tongues and no knowl-
ledge whatever of the condi-
tions which should govern the
size of a navy or its numerous
needs.

The truth lies somewhere
between these two groups and
their vehemence and volubility
at the extremes helps us little
to discover just where. That
the navy needs expansion in
some classes of ships seems
obvious. Just how far this ex-
pansion should go, depends
upon the fleets of other nations
and our relations with them as
well as upon our own absolute
needs. It is a matter for seri-
ous and careful study, not for
the vociferous application of
abstract formulas.

H. K. N.

HAIG AND ASQUITH
Engtand has recently lost two
of her war leaders— Field-
Marshal Earl Haig and Herbert
Asquith, former prime minister,
who was known in his later
years as the Earl of Oxford
and Asquith.

Haig succeeded Sir John
French as the commander of

1918. His career in the army
was brilliant and his rise rapid.
He served with Kitchener in
the Sudan, won knighthood in
the Boer War, finally broke the
Hindenburg Line in the Great
War, and came home a field-
marshal, an earl, and to agreet-
ing the like of which no man
had received in England since
the days of Wellington.

THE MONTH AT HOME
Investigation,ratherthanleg-
islation, fairly describes the ac-

tivities of the

ollf f present Con-
troubles the Bills
waters may be going

through the hopper and emerg-
ing as laws, but if so, they are
minor ones. Senator Walsh
failed, however, in his desire to
investigate the public utilities,
and the matter of inquiring
into their methods has been
handed to the Federal Trade
Commission.

The oil scandals are still on
the boards, and John D. Rock-
efeller, Jr., has lent his presence
and persuasion to the Senate
Committee in an effort to clear
up some of the mess. Teapot

the British forces in 1915, EARL HAIG'S LAST PICTURE SHOWS HIM GREETING ]
while Asquith was the head of GROUP OF BOY SCOUTS Dome has been back in the

the government in the first hands of the Government for
bitter months of the struggle. To those who were wounded, ill, and for- some time, but it would seem that the
Haig came acclaim and distinction gotten. Haig was a great soldier, a fastening of the guilt would take for-

after the war; to Asquith retirement,
a title, and the leadership of a “lost

cause,” Liber-
alism. Lloyd
George, his succes-
sor, went down to
defeatat the hands
of Labor, and the
party was split,
the majority of its
members drifting
either to the party
then in power, or
to the Conserva-
tives, who now
hold the reins.
Some observers
doubt the revival
of the Liberals—
they feel that life
and thought has
so changed in this
post-war period
that it falls in one
or the other of the
extremes, rather
than the broader,

milder, Liberal rimes Wide World
course THE FRENCH FLIERS OFFICIALLY WELCOMED IN WASHINGTON.
! LEBRIX, AMBASSADOR CLAUDET. DIEUDONNE COSTES, AND DWIGHT DAVIS. SECRETARY

Haig bore his

OF WAR

man of character and determination.
He personified the bull-dog tenacity so

ever and a day. Harry F. Sinclair
has been held in contempt of the

Senate, and now
by the Court, for
the “shadowing”
of the jury which
was trying him
and Albert B. Fall.
With nine months
of jail sentences
hanging over his
head, Sinclair still
breathes the free
air; at least he was
outside the bars
when this was
written (March 1).
And a great many,
who believe that
for the rich man
the door of a jail is
like the eye of a
needle, never ex-
pect to see him
serve his “time."
The law does offer
loop-holes and
cleverly concealed

LEFT TO RIGHT: JOSEPH exits for those

who can employ
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able and expensive counsel to discover
them, but justice ought to be free and
fair for all citizens.

Secretary Hoover has come out def-
initely as a candidate, having filed

his name in the Pres-
They are idential primaries in
eager to run ohia The voting
here is scheduled for April, so you
will know, soon after you read this,
whether he or Senator Willis has
the Buckeye delegation. Mr. Hoover
also has been afforded opportunities
to express himself on prohibition and
flood relief, and so far has walked
warily through the questions. Per-
haps, while seeking the nomination,
one needs to be a politician, or at
least to act like one.

Lowden, of Illinois, has recently
had some encouragement from lowa,
where he won the majority of the
delegates to the State Republican
Convention. General Dawes is still
playing the part of Vice-President,
which is self-effacing; but in the end
it may be the wisest course.

Nothing particularly new has de-
veloped in the Democratic ranks.
True, Senator James A. Reed has been
touring the South and Southwest in
the interests of party harmony, but
the role does not fit him as well as it
might. President Wilson never con-
sidered him a harmonious member; in
fact, he once characterized him as a
"marplot.” Nicholas Murray But-
ler, of Columbia University, pre-
dicted, in a recent address, that either
Governor Smith or Governor Ritchie
would be the Democratic nominee.
And Texas, which is to be host of the
Convention, has a candidate to offer
for the Vice-Presidency— Governor
Moody, who succeeded the Perguson
family.

The roll of pathfinders of the air
grows apace. In February, Wash-
ington and New York

'h” the ‘Zi"v had the pleasure and
ere an honor of welcoming
there

two French fliers, Cos-
tes and Lebrix. They likewise linked
Paris and New York by air, but by a
different and longer route than Lind-
bergh used. Their journey is com-
pactly described in the New York
"World,” from which we quote the
following:

“The Breguet machine, named for
Nungesser and Coli, has traveled
70,000 miles in all. It has recently
traveled 23,000 miles over four con-
tinents to reach New York from Paris.
Its speed, for an air cruiser, is remark-
able. Its stability is of record.
Costes and Lebrix have flown in it
2115 miles from Africa to Brazil.
They have crossed the Andes at 20,-
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000 feet. They have dropped to the
highest landing-field in the world, La
Paz, 13,000 feet above sea-level, and
risen again in spite of the rarefaction
of the air. They made one flight of
900 miles with an improvised pro-
peller. “The Nungesser-Coli has been
seen in Rio, in Buenos Ayres; in Chili,
Bolivia, Paraguay, Peru, Ecuador; in
Caracas, Mexico City, New Orleans,
Washington. It crossed the track of
the Spirit of St, Louis in Panama.
North and south of the equator,
Costes and Lebrix have torn their
way through the storms of all four
seasons of the year. They have been
pathfinders where plane never flew
before.”

Lindbergh is home again after his
nine-thousand-mile flight to fifteen
countries in Central America and the
Caribbean. Since his return, further
suggestions have been made that he
give up flying. He evidently shares
none of the fears of his well-wishers,
for he continues on his way, clocking
off his various air journeys with the
ease and regularity of a limited.
More to the point, we think, would be
the cancelling of dinners and recep-
tions. Flying will not use him up,
but speeches, parades, and extra-
course meals may.

From “down under” comes news,
too, of a remarkable flight by an
Australian pilot, Bert Hinkler, from
England to Port Darwin, in fifteen
and a half days; and now the “lighter-
than-air” people can raise a shout, for
the Los Angeles flew the 2200 miles
from Lakehurst to the Panama Canal
in forty hours. It was the longest
non-stop flight for the ship since she
was flown to the United States from
Germany.

THROUGH THE TELESCOPE
There is one test of the worth of a
piece of literature that people have
come to consider final—and that is
the “test of time.” A poem that is
quoted by every one to-day, but is
lost to-morrow, obviously lacks some
quality possessed by the poem that is
passed on from generation to genera-
tion. And it is on this test of time
that the works of William Shakespeare
have proved their immortal quality.
The name of Shakespeare is to-day
synonymous with the best, and in
spite of the vast amount of work being
turned out every day, the author of
“King Lear” remains supreme.

In memory of this master, and in an
effort to preserve the great inheritance
which he passed on, the Shakespeare
Memorial Theater in Stratford-on-
Avon is being rebuilt after the terrible
fire of March 6,1926. In this theater
the plays we all know so well will be
perpetuated throughout the ages—

fresh and living. America has been
called upon to give one million of the
two and a half million dollars nec-
essary for this projected memorial.
A small amountindeed! For this will
be a temple—a temple of art—in
which will be housed the very spirit of
the bard who, to those who know his
works, will always be the “Modern
Elizabethan.”

From statistics taken in a few thea-
ters of one city during 1926, it was
estimated that of the ninety million
people who go to the movies every
week, in this country, seven and a
quarter million are children. In New
York City the child-attendance was
eight per cent. It would be interest-
ing, indeed, to know how many of
these got any constructive ideas from
the movies they saw. The number
would certainly be small, for two ob-
vious reasons, which might be
summed up as follows; “If you sow
live seeds on barren soil, your crop
will be small. But, if you sow dead
seeds on barren soil, your crop will be
smaller,”

In behalf of the industry (sometimes
misquoted “art”), however, the De-
partment of Commerce at Washing-
ton has added “The Story of Petro-
leum,” “The Story of Iron,” and “ The
Story of the Fabrication of Copper”
to a series of forty-six motion-picture
films. These films are loaned, free of
charge except for payment of postage,
to schools, colleges, miners’ unions,
and other organizations interested in
public welfare. As an example of the
ground covered, “The Story of Cop-
per” isin four parts—mining, milling,
smelting, and refining—each of which
may be shown by itself.

This wonderful series of moving-
pictures will certainly play its impor-
tant part toward spreading knowledge
of, and, therefore, interest in, our
basic industries, and as a result, a
lessening of error and waste brought
about by new inventions and better
methods.

A fine goal for .those who enter col-
lege was recently exemplified by Bruce
Caldwell, of Yale. One of the most
prominent back-field stars in the
country during the past football
season, and a star on the Yale base-
ball team, Caldwell has nevertheless
managed to keep his scholastic aver-
age above eighty throughout his
college career, and an average of
eighty-six was his remarkable record
during the fall of 1926 and the spring
of 1927. It is rare that one finds such
a balance between prowess on the
athletic field and in the classroom, and
(Continued on page Jf93)



THE OLD MASTER
BY IRVING ASHKENAZY (AGE 17)
(Honor Member. Cash Award)

Giusseppe sits on the sunny square

With his fiddle, his cup, and his coat,
threadbare,

And on his breast is tied the sign

In three-inch letters, ‘'T AM BLIND.”

His violin’s squeak sounds thin, as when

A sick mouse squeals in a mad lion’s
den;

And from morn to night, the whole day

long,
He fiddles to the heedless throng.

When it's eight o'clock by St. Paul's
9,

Giusseppe taps his way along

To a ragged alley down Bowery way

(Four flights up, two rooms this way).

He stacks the pennies row on row

And feels their height and thickness, slow;

Pay for the noise doled day by day;

Dross for the dross of each squeak, each
bray.

Then out of the darkness and the gloom—
Filling the silence of his room . ...

The neighbors, waking, listen, charmed,
To silver notes in gold embalmed.
Children of a poet’s brain,

Music of the purest strain!

Oh, yes, there’s gold in Giusseppe's heart
Too precious for the common mart.

He sells his dross for copper cold,

But for himself he keeps the gold.

THE FAR HORIZON
BY FLORENCE VIRGINIA HUSTON (AGE 16)

(Gold Badge. Silver Badge won April,
1925)

God made a picture, bright and fair, one
night,
And tinted it with colors from on

high,— _
Flashes of crimson, blue, and golden

light,— <
And placed it in the waiting western
sky.

BY NANCY TUCKER WILSON, AGE 15

(HONOR MEMBER

A HEADING FOR APRIL.
(GOLD BADGE.

BT ELINORE KAGY, AGE 16
SILVER BADGE WON OCTOBER, 1927)

A careless zephyr moved the rosy cloud,
That veiled this masterpiece of God's
great hand,
And all the earth with beauty was
endowed,
As twilight slowly drifted o’er the land.

0, God, that picture of the dying sun,
Is living in my heart, and is to me
A promise, that when here my work is

one,
I'll find behind Thy picture, rest, and
ee.

A RIDE IN THE NIGHT
(A True Story)
BY ELEANOR LIND (AGE 17)

(Honor Member. First Cash Award)

T nis is an experience which my father had
during the time that he was in Alaska, in
the early days when the gold fever was
running high.

He left Circle City with a team of five
husky dogs and a sled to carry the sup-
plies. He was headed for a stampede
down the Yukon River to a gold strike at
the head of the Chandalar River, seventy-
five miles north of an Indian village
known as Fort Yukon, just inside of the
arctic circle.

It was just after dusk on an extremely
cold and stormy night and he was travel-

FIRST CASH AWARD)

IN THE SUNSHINE

BY ELIZABETH FREEMAN, AGE 14

ing over the ice of the frozen Yukon River.
The mail was being carried from Nome to
Dawson by sleigh, and he was endeavor-
ing to pick up the trail made in the ice by
the sleigh runners. He was walking
ahead of the dog-team, looking directly
down for the marks of the runners. As he
was about to take the next step ahead, he
saw before him what he thought, at first
glance, was sand which had drifted over
the ice—but in place of this, it was the
open water of the river! It is a well-
known fact that the Yukon cuts through
from underneath in very short notice, as
the swift current is continually changing.

Fortunately, he took another glance
before stepping ahead, thus saving himself
from certain death in the icy waters of the
swiftly-flowing current, which would have
carried him under the ice immediately,
afate which had befallen many others.

The fact remains that that particular
ride in the night was a very memorable
one which Father will never forget.

THE FAR HORIZON
BY CHARLOTTE LA RUE (AGE 16)
(Gold Badge. Silver Badge won December,
1927)
The “Far Horizon”—empty words!
A meani?gl?ss phrase from the mouth of
a fool.

Oh, | used to dream of lands beyond.

| used to watch the graying west,

And dream that dreams might be fulfilled;

| used to watch the pinking east,

And think of worlds to conquer.

The autumn once could stir my blood,

The moons of spring could make me
wonder—once.

But now I live in disillusionment;

The dreams are gone.

The earth is beautiful—

But what does beauty matter?

The sun is bright—

But brightness is not all.

For | have wandered far, and searched in
vain.

Nowhere can | escape from my own little-
ness.

The “Far Horizon” —empty words!

A meaningless phrase from the mouth of a
fool.

(SILVER BADGE)
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BLUE PICTURE
EY FRANCES ESTELLA ARMSTRONG (AGE If))
(Honor Member. Cash Award)

There had been no sunset ., . only

Li%ht blue streaks across a darker sky.

White flakes were in the air and on the
ground.

Trees were stiff shadows rising

To entangle the wild wind . . .

Some one walked on the frozen road,
His footsteps—small dark shadows behind

him.

The white petals of the air caressed his
ace . . .

The wild wind whispered . . .

A sound!

Out of the wilderness of falling flakes it
came to him.

Quickly turning,

His blue eyes found—

Dark pines framing

A young girl leaning out her casement;

Chestnut curls, held by a blue bow,
tossed in the wind;

Blue eyes seeking some one in the storm;

Wistful face—soft in a blue light's glow.

Quietly she waited . . .

Her blue eyes questioning the troubled
snow.

SURPRISED. BY ELSPETH MONTGOMERY, AGE 13

(sitver badge)

The wild wind parted the white flakes.

She saw him . . .

And stretched forth her arms and
whispered something . . .

The figure in the storm seemed a statue,
But conflict was in his heart.

The sunset had understood;

It had given him this beautiful picture,
Beautiful blue picture,

Last blue picture . . .

Sadly he turned and continued his way.
One last look . . . no . ..
His blue eyes were blurred.

Softly Eche wind fluttered something at his
eet.

Stooping, he caught up a blue ribbon—

Token from that beautiful blue pic-
ture . . .

The wild wind understood.

RIDES IN THE NIGHT
BY SYDNEY MACQUIVEY (AGE 14)
(Silver Badge)

Rides in the night? How many there
are, and were!  Romantic rides; mythical
rides; historical rides; rides to tell of
coming danger; rides to bring news of a
great victory.

All the world knows of the romantic
lovers who elope in the night. It has
been the theme for many a song and
story.

Rides that stand out in legends are the
“Rides of the Valkyrie,” and “Tam
O’Shanter’s Ride.”
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A HEADING FOR APRIL. BY VELMA D. WIIirPLE, AGE 10
(GOLD BADGE. SILVER BADGE WON FEBRUARY, 1928)

Browning tells us “How They Brought
the Good News from Ghent to Aix.” That
was a famous ride indeed—the tidings of
a great victory being brought to the
people of Aix by the three gallant horse-
men.

In our own history we have “Paul
Revere's Ride” —the “fate of a nation
was riding that night.”

Then, more important yet, to the coun-
try, but not so well known, is Caesar
Rodney's ride. The Declaration of Inde-
pendence lacked one vote for the passing,
and Rodney, in Delaware, rode all night
thq get to Philadelphia in time to cast

is.

Now, because of the modern inventions,
there is no need for all these rides to tell
of danger, or to bring news. But still,
our news is brought by planes, through
the night, over dangerous mountains.
Lighted by great search-lights, the planes
find the way to bring news, and to keep
the States linked together to make the
country we are now.

But most romantic of all is Lindbergh'’s
famous ride to Paris. He flew all day and
night and arrived in Paris late the next
night, bringing with him a message of
good-will to the people of Paris. Now,
“Lindy’s” ride is famous the world over.

THE FAR HORIZON
BY JUANITA BITTER (AGE 1«)
(Silver Badge)

| see at the far horizon,
Away in the deep blue sea,
A craft and a viking fisher
Who's hurrying home to me.

He stands with his head thrown wind-
ward,
His back up against the gale;
He tugs with the strength of seamen
At ropes which hold the sail.

His craft plunges through the billows
Obeying his each command;

The waves are his faithful sailors
Who carry him safe to land.

Yet—though he is king of storm-winds
My sea-tiger's face seems stern.

0 silence that voice that tells me
My fisher shall not return!

But one can not reign forever.
Each summer shall die in fall,

And even my lone sea-tiger
Must answer the ocean’s call.

1 watch the far-off horizon,
But only my heart can see

The form of my viking fisher
Who's hurrying home to me.

BARA FERGUSON, AGE 14. (SILVER BADGE)

A RIDE IN THE NIGHT
BY MARIE ISABELLA McHENRY (AGE 17)
(Gold Badge. Silver Badge won July, 192It)

A LONG_time ago, when the world was
young, Talah, the Aztec, was guardian of
his chief's treasures—a post of honor, for
the treasures were many and valuable.
The greatest of all was a heavy chain of
gold, set with emeralds.

One night when the moon was high
overhead, the monstrous bird called “The
Thief” came down from the sky. It
threw Talah aside with one sweep of its
wings, and snatched up the chief's emerald
chain. But as he fell, Talah caught the
bird’s tail, and he, too, was carried away
when it flew.

As he looked down, Talah could see
rivers, lakes, and mountains sliding by in
the moonlight, and still the bird flew on.
The wind was so strong that it nearly tore
him from his hold on the feathers, and the
earth was very far below.

At last the bird came to its homeland
in the sky, and settled down on the blue
grass. It dropped the emerald chain and
wenttosleep. Then Talah took the chain
and bound it about his waist, and again
caught hold of the bird’s tail.

The moon sank lower and lower as he
waited. When it had gone, the bird woke
and flewdownward. The strain on Talah's
arms was intense, for now the heavy
chain was hanging from them, and the
wind seemed stronger than ever. In the
gray light of dawn he saw huts and tem-
ples, and, at last, his own chief's palace.
The bird came down before it and tried
to enter the gate. The guards fright-
ened it away, but Talah was safe on the
ground.

“The Thief” never returned, and Talah
was honored all his life because of that
night's ride.



BY KATHRYN WARD, AGE 13 (SILVER BADGE)

A RIDE IN THE NIGHT
(A True Story)
BY LOYAL FRISBIE (AGE 12)
(Silver Badge)

For thirty years, the “Tribune" had never
missed an issue. And now a three-day
storm, ending in a hurricane, had blown
down the electric lines, putting the plant
out of business. So the men decided to
drive to the nearest town that had electric
current, and print the paper there.

This was the worst storm in many years,
and the roads were blocked by trees and
telephone-poles that had been blown
down, and were all cut up into ruts.

It was dark when the men—three auto-
mobile loads of them—started. In the
first car were Daddy and other executives.

INTUB SUNSHINE. BY JOAN ROSfl, AGE 13
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BY EVELYN CROSS, AGE 13
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IN THE SUNSHINE

The second car contained reporters, with
their typewriters. And last, but not
least, came the printers. They had
barely got started when the lights on the
middle car failed, and as it was pitch-dark,
the man driving that car had to depend
on Daddy’'s lights. Suddenly, Daddy
saw a fallen tree loom up ahead of him, so
he swerved into the ditch and back onto
the road on the other side of the tree.
The man driving the next car didn't see
the tree until he had almost run into it
He jammed on the brakes, and the car
spun around twice but didn’'t tip over.
Several times the men had to stop and
remove trees before they could pass.
Finally, they reached a city forty miles
from home, only to find that there was no
electricity there either. They drove back

AFTER THE SNOW. BY MAY COOK, AGE 15. (SILVERBADGE)
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BY MARY APPLETON, AGE 13

to a town fifteen miles nearer home.
Here there was electricity, as well as
one linotype machine, a small flat-bed
press, and enough paper-stock for five
thousand abbreviated papers. But even
that was an edition, so, six years later, the
“Tribune” can still truthfully say that
it has never missed an issue.

A RIDE IN THE NIGHT
As Paul Revere might have told the story
BY RUTH ELEANOR DIXON (AGE 13)
(Silver Badge)

A brisk breeze was blowing in from the
bay, salty and cold, and I wound my
muffler tighter around my neck, | could

IN THE SUNSHINE. BY GRACE POWELL, AGE 14.
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hear the waves slapping against the sides
of the man-of-war as she lay at anchor.

| examined the girths again, impatiently
awaiting the signal. Suddenly one light
showed! | jumped on “Freedom.” The
second came. | touched spurs to my
horse and rode furiously to Medford,
wondering if Dawes’ black mare could
keep “Freedom’s” pace.

Just below the fork in the road a couple
of fellows in dragoon’s uniform stopped
me. They were not really suspicious, and
seeing my chance, | wheeled “Freedom”
into the woods toward the Winter Hill
Road. As it was only April, the alders
were still bare, and showed stark in the
moonlight. The dry beeches -crackled
alarmingly as | skirted the road to the old
powder-house.

The alarm was spread around Medford,
and before one o’clock I was pounding on
the door of the Cooper Tavern in Arling-
ton Center.

At the “ Three Fiddlers” in Lexington |
waited for Major Prescott and Dawes to
go on to Concord with me, for the British
were on the watch by this time.

The innkeeper’s old grandfather said,
“By gorry! If | can’t fight I'll make bul-
lets to fight with,” and we left him hunt-
ing pewter to melt into bullets.

Two miles beyond Lexington, in a
thickly wooded spot, we were set upon by
a party of grenadiers. Major Prescott
spurred over a wall toward Concord, but
Dawes and | were captured. | signaled
Dawes to fall down as if hurt. He un-
derstood, and did so. My guard turned,
and | dashed into the woods.

Just as the first volley was fired, |
stumbled into Lexington. After the
skirmish | started out to hunt “Freedom,”
but I never again found the faithful friend
of my long, night ride.

LOLITA
BY ERIKA HEINECKE (AGE 16)
(Honor Member. Cash Award}

Her snapping black eyes | shall never
forget.
They shone with a dazzling light.
In glorious profusion her jet-black hair,
As she danced through the Spanish
night.
Danced to the sound of the castanets—
They went to my head like wine—
Wreathed and swayed, and ever fixed
Her burning gaze on mine.

Carelessly then she flung to me
A glowing, crimson rose,

Red as the blood that through her veins
With throbbing measure flows.

Once more she whirled on nimble feet,
Then swift as a winged dart,

Out of my life Lolita danced,
And carried away my heart.

A MIDNIGHT RIDE
BY FRANK B. FREIDEL, JR. (AGE II)
(Silver Badge)

It was midnight. Young John Baker
heard the clock strike as he lay awake on
his bed in the attic, when suddenly there
was a roaring, rushing sound. Could it
be the rain so early in the year?

He sprang to the window and looked.
It was not the rain. Far from it. It was
the much-feared grass fire which ruined
California farmers’ hopes for success.
For days the dry grass around San Quitos
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had been baked and browned under the
hot California sun, and now some mo-
torist had dropped a lighted cigarette, and
the grass was on fire!

John jumped out of bed, hurriedly
dressed, and awakening his father to save
the house, he rushed outside. Not even
stopping to hitch up old Mary, the plow-
horse, he rode bareback as fast as he could
so as to warn the neighbors over the next
ridge.

He raced along, but the flames went
faster. It was a race between life and
death. Life won. He jumped from his
horse and ran toward the house, shouting
as he went. The hired men ran out with
sacks and brooms, fighting the flames,
which was hard work.

John again mounted, and rode on and
on, warning farmers of the peril, until he
came to the town of San Quitos, where
several volunteer fire-departments and
about half the population set out for the
fire, armed for action with sacks, shovels,
and brooms.

When John got back to his house, the
next day, he found it safe, but the barn
was burned. The good news was that the
fire had been stopped before reaching the
oil-tanks, having cut a swath over a mile
wide and twenty miles long.

SURPRISED.
BADGE.

BY MARY SIGNE PILBLAD, AGE 16.
SILVER BADGE WON MARCH, 1928)

(GOLD

THE FAR HORIZON
BY THOREAU ELIZABETH RAYMOND
(AGE 13)

(Silver Badge)
At morn, | look’d across the sky,
And saw the sun:
| dreamed | left this present sphere:
| saw the earth; 'twas new.
| saw a figure merging forth; 'twas Man!
| saw the empires of an Oriental world
Rise and fall. Mine eyes were veiled, and

then

| felt a breath ofJaure air; 'twas Hellas.
She conquered, and made herself supreme.
Pericles appeared, and all the world shone

gold.
0, 'twas the Golden Age of Man!

A cloud rolled downward from the north,

A conqueror came and killed fair Greece,

Yet killed but to sustain the growing life.

Hellas lay shattered, her soul was now
another’s.

My picture died, and rose again.

"Twas Caesar's realm; 'twas Rome, the
mighty.

Again, | saw the cloud descend; life was
crushed.

Dead Age, thou art our teacher!

This be thy golden lesson:

All life must be but as a sacrifice

Unto the new and better thought and
heart.

Humbly I bow to thee, most ancient ruins,

For through thee has come my life.

A RIDE IN THE NIGHT
BY SALLIE FREEMAN (AGE 17)
(Honor Member. First Cash Award)

T he winter moon shone through a snow-
steeped window, across the floor, up the
length of a bed, and finally rested lightly
on ashock of red-brown hair. Two dark,
mischievous eyes gleamed as they peered
through the dusky shadows upon the
other occupant of the room. The owner
of the red-brown hair and mischievous
eyes slid quietly from his bed and crept
across the floor. He slipped into a big
overcoat and a pair of high boots, and
stepped out into the snow-bound world,
barnwards. For was not Spiky, their
captured porcupine, sleeping there? And
would it not make a delightful bedfellow
for brother Dave? Yes, delightful!

It was dark, very dark. Suddenly
something hit him a sharp blow across
the shins, and with a yelp of pain, he fell
forward. Then a rush of wind bore down
upon him, and he found himself flying
across the snow at a terrifyingly increasing
rate. When he recovered his breath he
realized that he was prone upon Dave's
sled, clutching it for all he was worth!
Something black and menacing loomed up,
growing larger each quickening minute.
With a supreme effort Tim forced his
chilled and benumbed hands upon the
steering-bar. A tree flashed by, but
another loomed up close ahead. Wildly
—frantically, Tim swished and swirled
down the slope. Then with breath-tak-
ing suddenness he felt the earth give way
beneath him, as he shot through the air,
skimming over the tree-tops_of a deep
gully. He hugged the sled in a death
grip, his eyes wide with terror. Then the
earth rose up alarmingly and devoured
sled and all. The next moment Tim
climbed weakly from an enormous drift,
and the wild night ride was over! Trem-
bling and stumbling, he finally reached
home. And to this day it is the wonder
of his family why Tim took such a strong
and sudden dislike to Spiky.



AMBITION
BY DORIS SAHL (AGE 14)
(Honor Member. First Cash Award)
Ambition traveled on araven’'s wing,
And hastened through the greatness of
the sky,
And downward swooped; then hesitat-
ingly,
Passed me by.
I mused beneath the shadow of an oak,
Gazed on ambition with regretful mien,
And sadly watched the raven disappear
Into a dream.

I lay upon a verdant, mossy slope;
| heard the brooklet ripple, and, anon,
I watched the distant, tumbling waterfall
Sweep down and on.
A strain of music floated through the
leaves,
And, wafted in the breeze, was onward
blown,
While each sweet note, poured from some
joyful heart,
Played havoc with the taut strings of
my own.

And soon a man, with frenzied eye and

wild,
Passed on a fleet and foam-bespattered
steed,
Chasing the bird who tauntingly flew on
At goading speed.
They passed: | lost myself in dreams,
And wandered through the brush, and
loved the sky;
And fervently | thanked the jetty bird
Who passed me by.

A RIDE IN THE NIGHT
BY BETTY COLWELL (AGE II)

'Twas a terrible ride, and I'll never forget
it!  Mother, Pather, my brother, and |
were returning from Nova Scotia. As we
went aboard the ship, Daddy asked a
sailor about the weather. “It's going to
be pretty bad,” he answered. And he
was right. We were no sooner out of
Halifax Harbor and in the open ocean
than we found ourselves on the edge of a
hurricane. The waves grew bigger and
bigger, and from my station at the port-
hole I could see them with huge, open
mouths as if ready to swallow us. Our
ship would ride up and up, until it seemed
that she would never come down, then
with a tremendous pitch, she would
plunge into the trough of the next wave.
All the sailors were up, trying to launch
the life-boats, but it was impossible, and

BY ANNE HAMILTON, AGE 13. (GOLD BADGE.

SILVER BADGE WON JUNE, 1927)
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AFTER THE SNOW. BY ALDEN COCHRAN, AGE 14

four men were injured in the attempt. In
ffie middle of the night the rudder became
jammed, but it was finally released.
Twice the captain gave up hope.

Back in Halifax our boat was reported
lost, and that was certainly true. Every-
thing in our state-room that was movable
banged from side to side with every roll
of the ship. Lying in our bunks, we had
to hold on to keep from falling out. In
the galley, the huge chopping-block broke
loose and demolished everything in its
path, including dishes and even the cook-
stove, so that no cooked food could be
served the next day.

As dawn broke and our position was
determined by radio, we found we were
twenty miles out to sea, and far off our
course. We arrived in Boston twenty-
four hours late, all safe and sound, but |
doubt if any one on that boat will ever
forget that terrible ride in the night.

THE FAR HORIZON
BY MARY TOLMAN (AGE 13)
(Gold Badge. Silver Badge won March,
1927)

Do all things meet beyond that line of
opalescence?

Where sailed the clouds of yesterday?

Are old, forgotten memories collected
there

Beyond the blue?

Avre old years sent there to be made over?

Where have aged thoughts gone?

Who knows what lies for human eyes,

Beyond the far horizon?

IN THE SUNSHINE

BY LETA A. MEEKER, AGE 14.
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THE FAR HORIZON
BY JANE COLLINS (AGE Il)
(Silver Badge)

“What am de far horizon?”
Asked Susie of brudder Joe.
“Why, stupid, ain't you ever heard?
Dat’'s sumpin’ you aughta know,”

“De white man say dat it's
De fardest you can see,

But if you ask me whut it am
I'll tell you differently.”

“He also say beyond it
Am just a lota space,
But | can tell you better'n dat,
To me it's de jumpin’ off place!”

A RIDE IN THE NIGHT
BY STURGES D. DORRANCE, JR. (AGE 14)
(Honor Member. Cash Award)

With a full-throated roar, the last sten-
torian tones of the mail-plane dies away
to a monotonous drone as it is trundled
out to the long runway, blazing with light
from the beacons which encircle the field.
The motor is idling, the mechanics relax;
every one seems to be waiting. Soon
two small lights appear in the darkness
and grow larger and larger. Just as the
field clock booms out the hour of midnight,
a second plane skims close to the ground
and lands smoothly on the hard-packed
earth. It taxies to the end of the field,
where the mail-bags are thrown into wait-
ing arms which load them into the fresh
carrier. As quickly as its companion
came, the second plane roars across the
field, and dim lights of the town glide
away under its very wing-tips. Below, a
stream weaves its course to the sea, and
the lights of small craft are barely discern-
ible. ~ Occasional cars creep along the
roads like small pin-points of light in the
darkness, and the rails of a railroad gleam
like twin lines of radiance in the dark and
shadowy moonlight. A train rushes
along under the plane, but its progress is
so slow that it is soon left behind, its loco-
motive puffing sparks out into the night.
A large town is passed, and faint lights
show that it is sleeping. There are great
beacons to mark the course of the air mail,
and a frequent farm-house is visible.
More small towns, and then the railroad
again shows through the darkness, with
its passing fast fliers and slow freights.
Now a farm-house and then alake . . .
Far off to the north the lights of a great
city illuminate the sky, and toward this

(SILVER BADGE)
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the great plane slowly swings around like
a huge moth. The night air is chilly, the
great engine sputters once, and then
resumes its regular rhythm, showing that
all_the cylinders are working in perfect
unison.

The beacons of a flying field become
visible. The plane gently noses down in
a spiral dive, and comes to rest on the
smooth ground, quivering like a living
thing after a glorious night's run.

A RIDE IN THE NIGHT
BY WILLIAM GRAY (AGE 15)
Gilver Badge)

Jack and Bill Brown lived on a ranch near
the town of Cowley, with their folks.
They lived twenty miles out from the
trading-post, and the roads were the worst
possible.

Jack and Bill were fifteen and sixteen
years of age, respectively. They planned
to take Dad’s old auto and go to town that
night to show the town dudes their car,
because it was one of the first that had
been produced.

Bill was the only one who knew how to
manage and control this “height of lux-
ury,” as th?/ called it. They reached
the car-shed and were winding the
miserable thing with all their might.
Jack couldn’t start it, so Bill tried, when
suddenly something lacked him and he
felt a dreadful pain in his arm just above
the wrist.

He ran to the house, followed by Jack,
and found that his arm was broken. His
folks hurriedly adjusted their wraps and
ran down to the shed to get the car, and,
after two or three unsuccessful attempts,
they got the stubborn thing headed for
town, Jack holding on to the steering-
wheel, while his mother, sitting in the rear
seat, tried to comfort Bill, and do a little
back-seat driving.

The old car came down the narrow road
in a spell of convulsions. About half-way
to town the thing refused to go unless
some one held the “gooser” out. Jack’s

A SURPRISE. BY MARY MCKENZIE HILL, AGE 14

father took it upon himself to lie on the
front fender and keep choking it. ~ As they
came in to the town, the constable of
Cowley thought they were a band of
robbers, and when his command “halt”
was unheeded, let fly a missile from his
revolver, which took Mr. Brown's hat
sailing off into aditch. Jack knew he was
nearing the doctor’s office, so he turned
off the motor—he didn't know how to
stop it—and they coasted the rest of the
way. Bill was hurriedly rushed inside,
and after several hysterical yells, his arm
was replaced in its natural position. The
nightmare was over.
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THE FAR HORIZON
BY KATHARINE LYON DUNLOP (AGE 10)
One lovely evening as | lay
On Fire Island’s beach of sand,
I saw the lighthouse, old and gray,
Above its narrow strip of land . . .

On the horizon far again | see
The sunset’s glow upon the sky.
And many ships sail steadily,
And graceful sea-gulls fly so high.

A HEADING FOR APRIL. BY HENRY MERKIN, AGE 13

The ships come here from far away
Laden with cargoes that we need.
They'll soon be sailing up the bay,
And they will help to clothe and feed.

And fairy ships | dream about

On that horizon dim and far.

It's growing late, the moon is out
And brightly gleams the evening star.

A RIDE IN THE NIGHT
BY CATHERINE BENSON (AGE 12)

In 1927 we lived at the post of Fort Riley,
Kansas, which is situated at the fork of
two rivers, the Smoky Hill and Republi-
can. Here is located the school for
cavalry officers.

Toward the end of the officer’'s school-
year, which lasts nine months, a night
ride was held and a prize offered. The
idea was this: Each officer was provided
with a map, and on it a route was marked
for him to follow. At various points
there were stations where the officer had
to stop and receive instructions. The
one getting to the starting-point first won
the prize—a silver cup.

Well, so far, so good. But troubles
began when the men started. Many
could not find the stations. Some were
completely lost, while others traveled till
the “wee sma’ hours” of the morning.

It was great sport for the spectators,
and many an officer got the “ horse-laugh”
when he sheepishly came in about seven
o'clock the next morning.

A RIDE IN THE NIGHT
BY MARJORIE McLERIE (AGE 13)
(,Silver Badge)

Is there any place in the world where a
ride in the night would compare with one
in June on the Grand Canal of Venice?
The gay carnival air of the lantern-decked
gondolas, the soft voices of the Venetians,
and the music of their accompanying
guitars and mandolins floating over the
water, the almost phantom-like black
gondolas gliding about in the darkness,
the clear southern sky, with its big, round
moon, and its bright stars—it’s all Venice
at night! The paths of multi-colored
lights shine on dark waters and the high
steel prow of the long, slim gondola glints

in the moonlight. The stately marble
palaces rise dimly out of the water.
Shouts of laughter mingled with strains of
music are heard while passing the great
lamp-lit St. Mark’s Square, for there many
people are enjoying glaces, in the cool of
the evening.

It is growing late as we leave our gon-
dola. The lights are fewer, but Venice is
still abroad. Gondolas glide about and
an occasional burst of song reaches our
ears.

We linger in the square, enchanted with
the soft loveliness of the night. The bells
of the clock-tower sound midnight. We
reluctantly give a last glance at the
cathedral, the tall, graceful Campanile,
the Doge’s palace, and silently walk to
our hotel.

Venice, beautiful Queen of the Adriatic,
we bid you adieu!

THE RIDE IN THE NIGHT

BY CHRISTOPHER MORLEY, JR. (AGE I1)
It was a very cold night. Dr. Smith and
his wife were sitting comfortably by their
fire in a snug little house outside of the
town of Bainsburg, New Hampshire. Dr.
Smith had worked very hard all that day,
visiting his patients, and when he got
back he was very tired. After his supper
he had buried himself in his newspaper.

About nine o'clock the telephone rang
and Mrs. Smith hastened to answer it.
It proved to be from Dr. Smith’'s brother,
who told them that his wife lay uncon-
scious and needed a doctor. Would Dr.
Smith be kind enough to come over and
see her? The town John Smith lived in
was ten miles distant, but because of
brothergl love Dr. Smith took this long
night ride.

A NIGHT'S RIDE
BY ROBERT MERRIAM (AGE )
1t was the night of May twenty-first,
1927. It was foggy. Lindbergh was
almost half-way across the Atlantic Ocean.
Lindy would just get through one fog,
when he would strike another. It was
very hard to see ahead. Sometimes he
was very low, and sometimes very high,

SURPRISED. BY FRANK MITCHELL, AGE 1G

for he was trying to see through the fog.
It was getting very dark. The moon
and stars were just appearing. After
they came out it was a little easier to tell
directions. Sometimes Lindy could see
the white icebergs. The fog kept up all
night. Lindy’'s night ride was not very
pleasant. When it seemed as if a long,
long time had passed, it began to get
lighter and lighter.

The next night about ten o'clock New
York time, a great silver bird came out of
the sky and circled over a flying field and
a great mob. Lindbergh had conquered
the Atlantic Ocean!



THE ST. NICHOLAS LEAGUE

PRIZE COMPETITION No. 337
(In making awards, contributors’ ages are considered)
PROSE. Cash Awards for Honor Members, Eleanor Lind (age 17), California;
Sallie Freeman (age 17), California; Sturges D. Dorrance, Jr., New York City.
Gold Badge, Marie Isabella McHenry (age 17), Michigan. Silver Badges, Sydney
Macquivey (age 14), Pennsylvania; Loyal Frisbie (age 12), Florida; Ruth Eleanor
Dixon (age 13), California; Frank B. Freidel, Jr. (age 11), California; william Gray
(age 15), Kansas; Marjorie McLerie (age 15), Illinois.
VERSE. Cash Awards for Honor Members, Irving Ashkenazy (age 17), Florida;
Frances Estella Armstrong (age 15), Pennsylvania; Erika Heinecke (age 16), New
Jersey; Doris Sahl (age 14), Connecticut. Gold Badges, Florence Virginia Huston
(age 16), California; Charlotte La Rue (age 16), Wisconsin; Mary Tolman (age 13),
Massachusetts. Silver Badges, Juanita Bitter (age 16), Wisconsin; Thoreau Eliza-
beth Raymond (age 13), Massachusetts; Jane Collins (age 11), Colorado.
DRAWINGS. Cash Award for Honor Member, Ruth Patterson (age 17), Oregon.
Gold Badges, Elinore Kagy (age 16), Colorado; Mary Signe Pilblad (age 16), New
York; Velma D. Whipple (age 16), Illinois. Silver Badges, Barbara Ferguson (age
14), Maine; Elspeth Montgomery (age 13), Wisconsin; Elizabeth E. King (age 13),
Massachusetts.
PHOTOGRAPHS. Cash Award for Honor Member, Nancy Tucker Wilson (age 15),
Virginia. Gold Badges, Anne Hamilton (age 13), Pennsylvania; Evelyn Cross (age
13), California. Silver Badges, Elizabeth Freeman (age 14), Oregon; Leta A. Meeker
(age 14), New York; Kathryn wWard (age 13), Switzerland; May Cook (age 15),
Colorado.
PUZZLE-MAKING. Cash Prize, Cary W. Aal (age 17), District of Columbia.
Silver Badges, Jack Robinson (age 13), Massachusetts; Josephine Clark (age 13),
Colorado.
PUZZLE ANSWERS. Gold Badge, Effie K. Douglas (age 15), New Jersey. Silver
Badlges, Adelaide Rice (age 15), Massachusetts; Doris J. Ballenberg (age 13), New
York.
SPECIAL MENTION

A list of those whose contributions would have been used had space permitted

PROSE VERSE Barbara I1. Schtilzc  Janice Holland PHOTOGRAPHS
Rita E. Phelan Elizabeth Boehm Elizabeth Dodge Peggy C. Pilblad Catherine Street
Lucile Spofforrl Betty Evans Lois R. Patton Carol Colter Edith Friedman

Dorothy Fahey Madeleine Fales Dorothy E. Velma Dickson Elinor E. Turner
Helen Beal Nancy Sloan M ullowney Maria M. Coxe Nelson E. Spurling
Raymond Foulds. Jr.  Jeanne C. Curtis Martha Clieslcy Betty Devercux Dorothy Hunt
Muriel E. Roberts Mary G. Powell Marjorie DeGraff Polly Lurnbard Hunting Davis

Doris M . Crandall
Mary M . dcBest
Elizabeth Brainerd

Helen W. Siebenlhcd
Brenda Green
M. J. Dooher

Ruth E. Woodbury
Louise Slipper
8. Jean Iloffmeicr

Margaret Law
Dorothy M. Harris
Ainigriu Teidnoc

Effie K. Douglas
mican F. Hollister
Louise Meneely

Ellen D. Reid Kathryn J. Lewis Ann L. Gorsuch Louise Edwards Ruth Il. Davison

Embry S. Cowan Vesta K. Nickerson Constance Robinson ~ James Morwood

Arthur B. Cynthia Corletl DRAWINGS Adolph Appleton Stanton Carlelon
Schlesinger Helen Fisher Ruth Milliff Caroline Bradley Joan Edwards

Arthur Davis
Grace Sorners

Hilly Le

e Jane. T. Johnson
Jane //. Wallerhouse

Barbara Danielsen

ROLL OF HONOR

A list of those whose work was deserving of high praise;

Eugene Shubert

Margaret B. Fuller
li William Price

Mary S. Howling

PROSE Mary Goode Jane Gibbs Lillian W . Requa Suzanne Litter
Elizabeth Merriam Susan Breul Lillian 11. Marsh Robert A. Elder, Jr.  Virginia
Betty Fleming Dorothy Jans Mary E. Hoermann Mary E. Green Lackemacber

Rosemary Barber

Evelyn W . Boehm

Margaret F
simpson

Nora Hammerfahr

David T. Brown

Robert F. Ersltine

Helen Pease
Mary C. Moncurc
Ruth Soule
Marie E. Levenson

Ronald Busse
Frederick Haase
Richard H. Murphy
Mary Conde
PUZZLES
Barbara Daskarn

Laura Heermancc
Carol Durham
.lane Baymore
Gertrude McC
Marsh
HarrietF. Heiman
Alberta Carter

Martha E. Groff
Mary B. Ketcham
Jean Longland
Agnes M. Cohen
Dorothy Kientz
Emily F. Simmons
Churchill Freshman

PHOTOGRAPHS
Virginia Helm

Doris Befctman Dorothy D. John P. Causey Horace Frame, Jr. Ann Archer
Ariel McNinch Hamburger Frances L. Burnett  LoisLyon Dorothea Rose
Ruth Leiser Dorothy Dickson Anna K. Bootes Alfred Queenie Byles
Lucile Brackney Charlotte Jones Rebecca P. Ritter Satterthwaitc Sam R
Constance R. Pultz Mary G. Blunt Nancy Harrison George D. Beal, Jr. Canterman
ZettaE. Thomas Jean Gordon Marjory A. Stehl Marianne Jones Beatrice Kessler
Ellen T. French Estelle R. Hepburn Bradford K. Mary M
Elizabeth Merriam DRAWINGS Alida Wilson McGaw Ttoimbolri

Lewis A. Dexter Joan dc Forest
Mary A. Lanman Brush

Betty A. Magruder
Louise Flynn

Marian Story Irene Weisc Laura Wellman
Betty Baymore Harriet E Virginia. Lewis
Martha Judkins Comstock Jacqueline Perry

Elizabeth Marting
Malcolm Davies
Janet C. Morgan
Marjorie Garnett
Louise Byles
Henry K. Calm

Margaret S. Morris
Ruth Eastmond
Eliso Tuckerman
Katie Watanabe
Doris Rogers
Eleanore

Josephine E
Leavenworth
Edward Etheil
Josephine M . Walsh
Sue W . Bradley
Gretchen Watson

Tiedemann Emily J. Pitcairn
VERSE Inez Broome Dorothy Brocleur
Elaine S. France Nancy Braun Page C. Huidekoper
Elizabeth R. John McD. Hale Barbara Bliss
Lehman Ralph Feigenbaum Eleanor Conde

Priscilla Metcalf
Mary A. Lenk
Betty Bennett
Ruth McNally

Elizabeth L. Mead
Adrienne Starkey
Dickie Sarkesian
Harriet S. Whiteher

Mary K. Myers
Martha Rogers
Fidelia Bettes

Helen J. Millen

1.ouise Merrick Ruth Schicgel Margaret Hixon

Catharine Virginia Brown Frank WoodrufT
Whitehorn Miriam Henderson Lois Williams

Elinor Goodspeed Theressa A. Danhof Julia Wagner

A.Jean Wallace Virginia P. Getty
Frances E. Turner JulianaL. Morgan
Christine Kempton, Penelope Wilson

Jr. Helen J. Harding
Frank Syreuicz Dorothy Winemiller
Ruth M. Gillespie JoanWebb
RobertRidgway B. P. Schoyer
Jessie Nooncy Herman Lazarus
Elvira Dilger Katharine Mcliroy
l,ouise Kandera Margaret L. Heger
Marie llcssclbaeh Ethel Olson

Marselinc Sabers
Marie B. White
Louise Johnson
Faith Travis
John L. Harman
Elizabeth Stratte
Emily R. Claflin
Jeanctta Danhof
Robert G. Lewis
Mortimer Lewis
John I1. Hines

BETH E. KINO, AGE 13.
BADGE)

(SILVER
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WHAT THE LEAGUE IS
The St. Nicholas League iSan organiza-
tion of the readers of the St. Nicholas
Magazine.

The League motto
and learn to live.”
“Stars and Stripes.”

The St. Nicholas League, organized
in November, 1899, is popular with earnest
young folks and is widely recognized as a
great artistic, educational factor in the life
of American girls and boys. It awards
gold and silver badges each month for the
best 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, second, and third
drawings, photographs, or written con-
tributions published in the League. Ifin
verse, the first may run to thirty lines; if
in prose, to 360 words; the second, verse to
36 lines, prose to 400 words; the third, verse
to 40 lines, prose to 500 words.

is “Live to learn
Its emblem is the

PRIZE COMPETITION, No. 340

Competition No. 340 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 St.
Nicholas for July. Badges and cash
prizes sent one month Jlater. Honor
Members may choose their own subjects.

Verse. To contain not more than
twenty-four lines. Subject, “ Harbors of
Memory.”

Prose. [Essay or story of not more
than three hundred words. Subject,
“The Merest Chance.”

Photograph. Any size, mounted or
unmounted; no blue prints or negatives.
Young photographers need notdevelop and
print their pictures themselves. Subject,
“An Unexpected Meeting.”

Drawing. Indiaink, very blackwriting-

ink, or wash. Subject, “Helping,” or“A
Heading for July.” i
Puzzle. Must be accompanied by

answer in full. Cross-word puzzles by
Honor Members are eligible for cash prizes.

Puzzle Answers. For the best three
sets of answers to this month’s puzzles,
silver or gold badges will be awarded,
under the League rules, though the names
of all solvers will be duly listed.

RULES
Any reader of St. Nicholas, whether a
subscriber or not, is entitled to League
membership, and upon application a
League badge and leaflet will be 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.



New York City.

Dear St. Nicholas: | am writing to tell
you how much I love your magazine. |
have been taking you for two years and a
half, and | storm and bother every one if
you don't come on time. When you
come | am an angel until 1 finish you
(which doesn't take very long). | live in
San Francisco, but am in New York after
a trip to Europe.

|1 don’t see many letters from my city,
so | will tell you something about it. It
has one of the finest harbors in the world,
and ships from all over the Far East come
to it. We have the famous Golden Gate,
which leads out into the Pacific, and many
parks and amusements.

| hope to continue to get you until | am
ninety years old—and then some. So |
hope you continue with those marvelous
stories.

Your devoted reader,
Doris Clayburgh (age 11).

Geneva, N. Y.
Dearest Old St. Nick: | don't know
what | would do without you! | have
been out of school this term and if | hadn’t
had you I should have died. | only wish
you would come oftener, and that there
were more of you for me to gloat over.
Daddy had some old copies of you, and
I have read and reread them.
I like “Twinkle, Little Movie Star” the
best of any of your stories.
Your devotedest reader,
Mary R. Maxwell (age 10).

Portland, Oregon.
Dear St.Nicholas: | have takenyounow
about six or seven years. | enjoy you
immensely. What interests me most in
you are the stories by Augusta Huiell
Seaman, The League, The Letter-Box,
and The W atch Tower.

Portland is nationally known for the
Annual Rose Festivals. Rose-Festival
Week is taken up with parades—a floral
and a Merrykana one,—a pageant,
Rosaria, dances in the parks, and the
crowning of the queen.

There are many, many interesting
places to visit near Portland. The
wonderful Columbia River Highway runs
from Portland through wondrous tunnels,
by enchanting waterfalls, past stone
cliffs, and always beside the stately river,
the Columbia. The mountains, Mt.
Hood, Mt. Ranier, and Mt. St. Helens,
tower up as a background for the city.
There are winter sports at Mt. Hood, and
people from all over the continent come
to admire its snow-crested peak. Then
there are the miles and miles of timber-
lands, the wonderfully beautiful flower-
beds that flaunt in the spring and summer
with rare flowers, the spacious parks in
the city, and the majestic river which
flows through the heart of it, the Willa-
mette.

I am a senior at Lincoln High School.
Every day seems to have more pleasure in
it, at school and at home. We have lots
of fun in Portland, and | hope nobody
still thinks that the West is wild and
woolly.

The best success to you!

Your interested reader,
Nellie Veysey.

Medfield, Massachusetts.

Dear St. Nick: | look forward every
month to the next number of my favorite
magazine. | have taken you ever since
1918—ten years—so | feel as if you are an
old and treasured friend. | like all your
stories and articles.”™ | especially like
your articles on aviation, and | think the
League is great!

I am starting an unusual hobby, and |
wonder if any of your subscribers would
help me. | am making a collection of
number-plates, and, as | haven't been
collecting them for long, | have only
Massachusetts, Maine, and New Hamp-
shire. 1 don’t care what number or year
the plates are. You have subscribers
from all the States and countries, and if
any of them would send me a number-
plate | would pay the postage. 1 also
collect stamps, so to any one who sent me
a number-plate I would send some of my
duplicate stamps, if they collect stamps;
or if they had any other hobbies | would
help them if I could.

I admire Colonel Lindbergh very much
(who doesn’t?) and liked your articles and
pictures of him. 1 first heard of him
through you, when you printed a picture
of him as a member of the Caterpillar
Club. | saw Colonel Lindbergh in Bos-
ton this summer and it was one of my most
exciting minutes to get a glimpse of him
riding up Beacon Street on the turned-
down top of a car. | think he has done
much toward preserving our much-
needed peace. For certainly another
war would be the most terrible event
possible. It would wipe out millions and
millions of people. Don't you think it
has smoothed over many difficulties to
have such a tactful man as Colonel Lind-
bergh visiting many different countries?

I wish you a very long lifetime of
prosperity.

Your appreciative reader,
Hope Williams (age ie).

Havana, Cuba.
Dear St. Nicholas: | know you would
like to hear of President Coolidge’s visit
to Havana, and, being a member of the
League, | thought I would write it up for
you.

His arrival here at four o’'clock Sunday
afternoon, January 15, was heralded to
the public by the booming of the guns
from Cabanas Fort, the blowing of the
whistles of the steamships and tugs in
Havana Harbor, and the tooting of auto-
mobile horns throughout the city. Presi-
dent Coolidge was given a warm and
most enthusiastic reception.

Relations between Cuba and the
United States—between Cubans and
Americans—have always been of the most
friendly character. The spirit of brother-
hood which is felt for the United States
and which was so enthusiastically dem-
onstrated Sunday is nothing new.

The atmosphere of Havana’'s reception
was different from anything in Calvin
Coolidge’s experience. Here fifty thou-
sand temperamental Latins rained wel-
comes, bravoes, and blessings that came
from their hearts on the man who to them
is the incarnation of American idealism
and valiant action. Calvin Coolidge, to
Cuba, means the United States. Cool-
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idge, seen from the Cuban angle, is a
composite picture of Roosevelt, Wilson,
and Lindbergh. And as such he was
welcomed. And he responded nobly to
this spirit of the Cuban people and ex-
panded and blossomed into a human,
lovable character, who, given the oppor-
tunity, would duplicate the spectacular
feats of his predecessors, and yet not lose
his own admirable personality. People
who thought they knew President Cool-
idge, through long association, scarcely
recognized the affable and enthusiastic
person who, seated beside President
Machado of Cuba, waved and bowed to
the multitude that lined the streets be-
tween the landing spot, Capitania Es-
planade, and the Presidential Palace.
And we all thought Mrs. Coolidge per-
fectly lovely, smiling and waving her
hand. | knew how she loved animals, so
| decided to hold my parrot on my hand
(as he is so tame, and runs and plays
around with us as if he were a dog).

as she was smiling at me | held the parrot
farther out. She said, “A parrot,” and
turned to tell Mrs. Machado, who sat
beside her. Then she thought, “She will
not understand me, as she knows no Eng-
lish,” but she had seen her motion and
looked up and smiled, too, at polly.

The Texas anchored beside the buoy that
marks the spot where the ill-fated United
States battle-ship, Maine, suffered the
catastrophe that in 1898 brought about
the Spanish-American War and gave Cuba
her freedom. What a sight it was to us
Americans to see all those fine ships
coming in.

The narrow streets of old Havana, lined
with soldiers at attention, left scant room
for spectators, yet from sidewalks and
balconies came showers of roses upon the
passing dignitaries. When the procession
turned into the new “ Avenue of Missions,”
five hundred feet wide, President Coolidge
caught his first glimpse of the palace that
was to be his home for the duration of his
stay, and that contrasts in its magnificence
with the simplicity of the White House at
Washington. | am sure they were so well
pleased with it here that they will return
again soon.

Our next great day will be when Lindy
comes.

Sincerely yours,
Eleanore Conde (age 13).

Onancock, Virginia.
Dear St. Nicholas: I've been taking
St. Nicholas for a year now, but I've
never had the courage to write to you.
Letter-writing, you see, isn't my favorite
sport.

Nearly all the letters begin by saying
that they have never seen a letter in the
Letter-Box from their part of the coun-
try. | haven't seen one from mine; I'm
afraid no one on the Shore takes you but
me.

I live on the Eastern Shore of Virginia.
Some boys and girls might think that
means the eastern part of the State, but it
doesn't. The Eastern Shore is the name
of a peninsula, consisting of the eastern
shores of Maryland, all of Delaware, and
some of Virginia. The whole is called
“Delmarva.” Most of the towns here
have interesting Indian names. The



name of the town 1 live in, Onancock,
means “foggy.” Some of the other
names are, Accomac, Chesapeake City,
Chincoteague, Kiptopke,  Pocomoke,
Wachapreague, Pongoteague, Assateague,
Chesconesex, Machipongo, and Nassa-
wadox. The “teague” endings mean “near
the water.”

Wishing you much success in the future,

Devotedly,

Denison Laws.

New York City.

Dear St. Nicholas: Doesn't aviation
interest you lots? It does me. Every
time | hear a plane, | run to the roof like
mad. We visited the Ford Industrial
Exposition and saw the plane in which
Mrs. Lindbergh flew to Mexico City. |
had no idea it was such a gigantic affair.
They had a little wooden platform by the
windows, and there were lines of people
waiting to look in. It was all gray in-
side, with silver-painted wicker-chairs. It
looked as though it would make three of
the Spirit of St. Louis.

As | read this letter over it does not
seem nearly so affectionate as some of the
letters, but if I haven't written it, you
may be sure | feel as affectionate toward
you as the others, perhaps more, if that be
possible!

Sincerely,
Catherine C. Carmody (age 13).

Orlando, Florida.

Dear St. Nicholas: | subscribed to you
for several years when | lived in Elba,
Alabama. So it seemed like welcoming
an old friend when | found you in the
mail-box a day or so before Christmas.
| think you are one of the nicest gifts |
received, because you last all year, and |
can’'t grow tired of you or lose you or any
such thing as that.

I am a junior in high school and have
attended school in Orlando for two terms.
I like the school here much better than |
did the one at home, because at home we
had such a small one that we didn't even
have an annual. Here we have an annual,
a school paper (weekly), “The Orange and
White,” and a school magazine, “Tiger
Tales.”

I went to a summer camp last summer.
There 1| found copies of St. Nicholas in
the library. Every time | finished one |
would feel blue, because there was not
another there to begin.

I think “Those Careless Kincaids” is
quite amusing, and so true to life. “The
Snake-Blood Ruby” also promises quite a
bit of excitement. | read “The Red
Diamond,” so | feel that I am acquainted
with the characters. | noted with pleas-
ure that there were some jokes in the last
issue. | wish there were an entire page of
them, and if there are many more readers
like me, | think you will have a “Just for
Fun” page just like you have a “ Riddle-
Box.”

With best wishes for your success, |
remain,
Sincerely yours,
Lucy Sanders (age 15).

Port au Prince, Haiti.
Dear St. Nicholas: | received you for a
present this Christmas, and | enjoy you
more than words could tell.

My daddy is an officer in the Navy
Medical Corps, and we came here in
July, 1927. As we have been here before,
during the years 1920-23, | am thor-
oughly acquainted with the country.
Port au Prince is a city of about 200,000,
and the population is made up chiefly of
negroes, French descendants, Europeans,
and Americans.

THE LETTER-BOX

There are many interesting buildings
and also a large park, which is the chief
congregating place of the Haitians. Of
all the many interesting scenes, | think the
caye, or native hut, is the most pictur-
esque, with its quaint thatched roof of dried
palms, and its baked clay walls sometimes
painted pink or blue. The better class
Haitians have frame houses, with huge
shutters in place of glass. Palm-trees,
banana-trees, and native shrubs, all go to
make the tropical scene more attractive.

There is an American club, and also an
annex, where tennis, cards, dancing, and
swimming are the chief items of interest.
We have, also, an American school, with
an attendance of about ninety-five pupils
—quite a few for Haiti.

I'live in a large house, in the district of
Port au Prince, that has a lovely basin
(pronounced bassan), or swimming-pool,
and we have two horses. There are many
good trails, the best known being the
Cactus Trail. | go riding every after-
noon, and just can hardly keep out of the
saddle.

Molly Clinton, whose letter was pub-
lished in your December issue, is a great
chum of mine.  This is her second time in
Haiti, too.

I hope | have not written a tiresome
letter, but you are worthy of the longest
letter | could ever scribble.

Your affectionate reader,
Elsa Melhorn (age 13).

Rome, ltaly.
Dear St. Nick: | received you this
Christmas as a present. However, this is
not the first | have seen of you, as | have
read nearly all of my father’'s bound St.
Nicks, that he had when he was a boy.
And my brother took you while we were
in China, where we lived for three years.

As you see, we live in Rome now. We
have very few Americans, that is to say,
people who live here. Of course we have
plenty of tourists. | have only seen
Mussolini once (in life), and that was at
the grand parade on the fifth anniversary
of his march on Rome. | suppose you
know all about him. At any rate, | will
tell you what I know in as brief away as
possible:

Benito Mussolini was an innkeeper’s
son, a peasant. His wife was a maid in
that inn, the daughter of a widowed
peasant. Mussolini was exiled from
Italy for talking and writing against the
government. You see, he was a bolshe-
vist then. He also made trouble in
Switzerland. When he saw what bol-
shevism had done to Russia, he went back
to Italy, gathered his friends around him,
and organized the “ Fascisti,” or “black-
jackets,” as they are often called because
of their uniform. It was then that he
made his march on Rome. He now pro-
tects the king, and upholds the govern-
ment he tried to destroy. Italy has never
been as prosperous as now. So, as you
see, he has raised Italy from a tottering
government to one of the strongest,
steadiest kingdoms _in Europe. Most
Italians love Mussolini, but of course he
has political enemies. _I can hardly see
how he can have enemies, in view of the
good he has done Italy. If you could
have seen Italy five years ago—the
streets full of beggars, the roads bad, the
people quarreling among themselves, men
hardly able to earn enough to keep them-
selves alive, money bad, and Italy, on the
whole, very near a fate like Russia's—
then, when you had seen that, you could
appreciate Mussolini and the wonderful
change he has brought.

Your ever interested reader,
Catherine L. Pomeroy (age 11).
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West Point, N. Y.
Dear St. Nicholas: This is the first year
that | have subscribed to you, and already
I have grown to like you more and more
as you come each month.

My father being an army officer, it has
been my privilege to see an unusually
large part of the world. Before I was
three years old | had traveled fifty
thousand miles.

When Daddy was sent on foreign serv-
ice, we traveled from Galveston, Texas,
into the Gulf of Mexico, to the Caribbean
Sea, through the Panama Canal, into the
broad Pacific. From there the transport
Buford took us to the Philippines, where
we were stationed three years. | had a
Filipino governess and also a Chinese one.
After our detail was up there, we went to
China, Korea, Siberia, Japan, and Hawaii;
and then back to America. Daddy has
been stationed all over the United States,
and now we are on a four-year detail at
West Point.

West Point is beautifully situated on
the west bank of the Hudson River, about
fifty miles above New York City. Here
the United States Military Academy is
located, where young men of America are
trained to be officers in the army. There
are many stately old buildings, built on
the English style, and covered with Eng-
lish ivy. Among them are Cullum Hall,
where the cadets have dances; the riding
hall, which is the largest in the world; the
beautiful cadet chapel; the academic
building, and many others.  In the woods,
there are many bridle-paths and cool
springs.

The cadets participate in all sports.
This year was the first time | had ever
seen an Army-Navy football game, and
you may be sure | was mighty glad when
we won.

In the gymnasium, there is a large
swimming-pool, where | go to swim almost
every day in the summer-time. Also
tennis-courts are provided for the cadets.
For children who enjoy athletics, this is
just the place, for there is riding, swim-
ming, tennis, and basket-ball.

Hoping that you will continue to give
other children pleasure and happiness, |
remain,

A very fond reader,
Mary Hobson (age 13).

Stanton, Nebraska.

Dear St. Nicholas: There are three
noticeable faults of yours, and | must
scold you severely for them. First, you
don't come often enough; second, you
aren't large enough; and third, the
stories, articles, and different departments
in you are so delicious and appetizing that
I immediately devour them when you
come. Then | can scarcely wait until you
come again. Let's have no more of this!

Jolly old Saint Nick! You are a
companion and a pal. | really believe it
was you who cured me when | had ton-
silitis. As | read you the dreary hours
slipped away unheeded. And I was really
angry at you because you seemed to “melt
in my mouth” —there was not enough of
you. But there! | must quit scolding.

The weather here is so like spring that
I wish it were here, even though the
coasting season has just begun.

Saint Nicholas, you are, in Latin, “Rex
in omne” —in English, “King over all.”

No one ever writes to you from Stanton,
so | decided I would, so as to let you know
that Stanton appreciates you as much as
Chicago or New York.

Heaps of love for
magazine.

your charming

A loving reader,
Littian Goodwill.



For the best three sets of answers to the following puzzles, silver or gold badges will be awarded,
under the League rules (see page 487), though the names of all solvers will be duly listed.

I N this puzzle the words are pictured in- allude. 9. A portable chair. 10. A black
stead of described. When theeleven ob-  bird. 11. At no time. 12. A snare. 13.
jects have been rightly named and written  In horse.

one below another, the central letters, HENRY C. BARDIS (AGE 13)
reading downward, will spell a name given

to April 14, 1360, when hailstones are said A GRECIAN KING'S MOVE

to have killed horses and men. (Silver Badge, St. Nicholas League

Competition)
A WORD PEAK

(Silver Badge, St. Nicholas League 1 2 3 4 5 6 7 N
Competition) " N P H D . A S

9 10 n 12 13 14 15 16

ESTS . R ., E

Across: 1. A short, heavy stick. 2.
Lengthened. 3. Continued. 4. Slightly ~H
acid. 5. A collection of literary papers s 26 21 2 2 3 m  m
pertaining to America.

Peak, from 1to 2, the highest pointin T S E L E A S E

the western hemisphere. ( ) 3 3 % 3 3 3 3 40
JOSEPHINE CLARK (AGE 13).
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In solving, follow C o 1 s E U L E
the accompanying
diagram, though
the puzzehasmore S S H o w S X N
cross-words.
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57 58 59 60 61 62 63 64
Cross-words: 1.
..In horse. 2. A new E v E N o H P o
weapon of military
defense. 3. To By beginning at a certain letter and

hurry. 4. A hard substance. 5. Asmall following the king's move in chess (which
hallway. 6. Mistake. 7. Contrivances is one square at a time in any direction)
to couple oxen when working. 8 To and using every letter once, the names of

seven illustrious Greeks may be spelled
out. One was a famous orator, one a
philosopher, one a statesman and soldier,
one a sculptor, two were tragic poets, and
one conducted a famous retreat. The
path from one name to another is con-
tinuous.
JACK ROBINSON (AGE 13)

ANAGRAM WORD-SQUARE
Rearrange the letters in the following
words so as to make four new words
which will form a word-square:
PORE, PAID, RATE, TIDE
GEORGE KELLEY (AGE lo)

TRANSPOSITIONS

Example: Transpose constructed and
make a lady. ANSWER: made, dame.

In the same way transpose

1. A body of water, and make a kind
of cabbage.

2. Duration, and make a paragraph.

3. The stem of a marsh gTass, and make
an animal.

4. To acquire by labor, and make elose
at hand.

5. A ditch, and make a tiny particle.

6. A shapeless mass, and make a fruit.

7. A hard substance, and make black.

8. One in the charge of a guardian,
and make to picture.

When these words have been rightly
guessed and transposed, the initials of the
eight new words will spell the name of a
fine story by Stevenson.

LORNA LIVERMORE (AGE II)

ACROSS AN APRIL CROSS-WORD PUZZLE 63. A cotton lace
6. Post-Village (abbr.) 64. An evergreen
9. An article BY CARY W. AAL (AGE 17)
DOWN
9 AAHPL‘;;:“” [Honor Member. Cash Award, Two Dollars) 1 To wave
13. Entire 1 2 3 4 5 6 7 2. Without restrictions
14. A Mexican laborer | B | H B BB I‘n 3. Refined and elegant
17. A membranous pouch u u L F nE 4. A small bundle
19. A poor part of a city 8 9 10 - 12 5. Fresh, soft winds
22. To leave out | | | | u | . A viscous substance
24. A pronoun 13 7. A fine country house
25. The Wise Men 8. Thus
26. A flower LI EEERN u u u 12. A stopper
27. To depart ¥ 15 16 w18 19 20 13. Entire _
28. A district m | I | H | | 14. A Mexican laborer
30. To weary 15. A Mohammedan
31. A violent attack 2 22 n & ™ 24 . m %
35. Before iu. oreasy
37. General Manager 26 27 18. A verb
(abbr.) | | | | [ | || | | I | || | 20. Indistinct
38. A card with three spots 21. A bat
39. A verb 8 29 30 31 32 33 H# 23. Personality
40. To perform L L] 29. Epnchb
41. King of Bashan 35 36 37 38 31. A ver
42. A pronoun [ | | | I I l. I” 32. A preposition
43. To depart 3 n u u 33. Great need
44. A common metal 40 a 42 3 34. A constellation
46. To observeslyly | | | H H | | 36. A substance turned
47. A pronoun. a5 » o - red l|11y al:id;
48. Cornell University m o gather and store
(abbr.) u LI u L LI 2% AAboveh loical
49. Cognomen 48 49 50 51 52 33 54 55 56 . A mythological
53. A State (abbr.) | | [ | H B ENR | | maiden changed to
54. Achieved - . 5 6 o a heifer
55. A State (abbr.) 46. An Italian river
57. Ourselves . . . . . . 48. A drinking vessel
58. The highest point 62 63 64 50. To mimic .
59. A verb [ ' HEEEBN 51. Human beings
60. Ninety 52. On the outside (prefix)
61. An association (abbr.) . 54. A pronoun
62. To disclose (poetic) (Answers to February puzzles will be found on page 503) 56. The mother deer
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THE STORY OF SKY-
WRITING

(Continued from page 44(f)

which is really a simple maneuver as
we know it to-day. But it was quite
thrilling then, and the tour netted the
two pioneers $150,000. This they
invested in a plant for building air-
planes. When Great Britain went to
war, in 1914, their equipment and
machines were turned over intact to
the government, and both partners in
the enterprise went in for active flying
duty.

The smoke-writing idea came to
Major Savage three years later, but
it was not until after the war that he
found it possible to carry out his
experiments. He made progress,
with the aid of Captains Hucks and
Turner and a small band of faithful
mechanics. But expenses were heavy,
and he soon found himself handi-
capped for lack of funds. Nor would
the banks loan him money. Several
of his airplane-manufacturing friends
had grown wealthy during the war,
but it was impossible to obtain either
moral or financial aid from them; the
plan was too visionary, they said.
The Major tried the government,
pointing out the value of his discovery
in war, but the government was not
impressed. Finally, when Major
Savage was at the end of his re-
sources, Lord Northcliffe engaged him
to write the name of his chief London
newspaper, the Daily Mail, in the sky.

“The Northcliffe contract was
signed just in time,” said Major
Savage recently. “1 was absolutely
‘broke,’ as you say in America. The
first show was put on at the Derby
race-course. Two million people
were on and around the course, and
we began our ‘stunt’ during the wait
that precedes the historic race. Every
face in the great throng, which in-
cluded the King and Queen of Eng-
land, was turned up to the sky, and
the pilot had barely written the first
three letters, D-A-I-, when every one
present caught the idea, and a tumul-
tuous shout of ‘Daily Mail’ burst
from a million throats. The adver-
tising manager of the paper imme-
diately signed other contracts, so we
put seven pilots through a course of
training. Then we came to the
United States. Eventually, we in-
tend to plaster the sky of every
country in the world with letters of

smoke. Just how much success our
pilots will have with Chinese and
Japanese, however, is more than |
can say.”

Board tOday. ..

.. .you’'ll want it
to record a summer of progress

OU’'LL soon be lugging out your
Ycamping duds, hankering for the
feel of a canoe paddle again, ready to
hit the outdoor trail. And this year,
learn what the outdoors does for you!

We'll send you the score board that
willtellyou!This personal scoreboard
is a month-by-month record of your
height and weight. Hang it in your
room. Mark up your score each
month. Check up on your progress
and see how much added weight and
muscle you can carry back to school
next fall!

The hiking and the swimming
and the vigorous outdoor life will do
wonders for you. But give them a
helping hand! Follow simple training
table rules! Get lots of sleep—eat
sensible food— and find yourself a
sensible mealtime drink, too! A train-
ing table drink— Instant Postum,
made with hot milk.

You'll like it! It's a real man’s
drink. A cupful of satisfaction,
whether you have itathome MAIL

or around some lonely camp-
fire. A rich, fragrant drink—

and a great score builder!
A score builder because it
combines the valuable nour-
© 1928, P. Co., Inc.

ishment of milk and the wholesome-
ness of Postum. And because Postum
contains no caffein, the harmful ele-
ment that makes athletes beware of
othercommon drinks.Instead,Instant
Postum is made of wholesome grains
— whole wheat and bran — roasted
to bring out the delicious flavor.

Instant Postum is prepared in a
jiffy. Just add hot milk and a little
sugar. Stir—and there’'s the king of
score-building drinks, ready to help
you boost yours!

Give this healthful drink a 30 days
trial. We'll send you the first week’s
supply of Instant Postum, free. We'll
send the scoreboard with it. Putdown
your first score. For a month have
Instant Postum, made with milk, as
your meal-time drink. Then compare
your score and you'll stick toPostum!

(The scoreboard isalsoaworld's rec-
orc~otfnf.Officialrecordsinmostmajor
sports. Send in the coupon right now.)

THIS

COUPON NOW!

P.—S.N—428

Postum Company, Inc., Battle Creek, Mich

I want to try Postum for thirty days and see how it helps
my score. Please send me, without cost or obligation,

My personal Score Board and
One week's supply of Instant Postum

tate.

Name
~Postum is one of the Post Health Products, Street
which include also Grape-Nuts, Post Toasties,

Post’s Bran Flakes and Post's BranChocolatc .
Yourgrocersells Postum intwo forms. 1nstant City

Postum, made in the cup by adding boiling
water, is one of the easiest drinks in the
world to prepare. Postum Cereal is also easy
to make, but should be boiled 20 minutes.

In Canada, address Canadian Postum Company, Ltd.

812 Metropolitan Bldg., Toronto 2, Ontario
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THE SNAKE-BLOOD RUBY

with elbows out and level with his
ears, his body leaning slightly forward
from the hips like a statuette of
ebony, while his clasped hands gripped
the long bamboo just below the
mouth-piece. Suddenly the slow-
moving tube came to a halt and the
tiny, gleaming palm-squirrel tooth,
which served as a sight, rested mo-
tionless, outlined against the dark
form above. The mouth of the
Negrit puckered, his cheeks were
drawn in, while his keen wild eyes met
unflinchingly the glare of those stars
of death above.

“Pit” said the blow-pipe, and
through the air the dart shot with
incredible speed and buried itself
clear to the hilt in the silken skin just
below the crouching leopard’'s left

(Continued from page 454)

fore-paw. At the sting of the little
shaft the great beast, almost as large
as a tigress, snarled murderously.
Then, as the men below drew their
knives desperately and braced them-
selves for a fight to the death, the
glare in the fierce eyes of the leopard
dimmed and faded, and with a long
wailing scream the dark beast sprang
straight up into the air and landed in
their midst, dead before he struck
the ground.

It was Captain Vincton who spoke
first. As he looked down at the fierce
teeth and claws of the motionless
body and realized what dreadful
havoc they would have wrought
among the little group which stood
about him, he drew a deep breath.

“Topping fine work, I call it,” he

(To be continued)

said, adjusting his monocle, which he
wore even in the jungle, and staring
admiringly at the little man before
him.

It was Rahman, however, who best
met the situation. As Kulop stood
before them, one foot on the dead
leopard’s head and his blow-gun still
gripped in both of his small hands,
the prince bowed before him with the
same salaam with which he ap-
proached his cousin, the sultan.

One by one every member of the
party followed his example. Once
again Kulop's somber face broke into
a flashing smile, and a little later, led
by him, the hunters and their bearers
were on their way to Ghost Mountain
by hidden paths and secret trails
known only to the Negrit chieftain.

THE SCHOOL IN THE VALLEY

compositions in school. Johnny Bur-
roughs didn't like the job, but Jay
Gould did; and in order to save
Johnny from being kept after school,
Jay, at least once, helped him do some
rimed writing. On another occasion
young Jay was short of money, and
Johnny helped him out by buying two
books from him. Jay kept the money
and invested it. Johnny kept the
books and wrote more to go with
them. Boys are boys, and that is
sure, but when they grow up they are
different.

John was now about fifteen years

( Continued from page 449)

old. Few boys in school to-day can
quite realize how little actual school
training this farm-boy had had. He
was naturally good in mathematics,
and after much begging on his part at
home, with much help on his mother's
part, he was allowed to buy a gram-
mar and an algebra. That was very
important, for civilization seems to
be founded on algebra. But another
thing quite as important had hap-
pened—John had begun to read.
Not out of a Primer, as a lesson,— of
course not; he was far past that.
But out of the grammar and out of

books as literature. For if civiliza-
tion is founded upon algebra, it is
made understandable by literature;
and an education, really, is the ability
to read.

Among other books from the school
library he took out one on Arabia and
one on George Washington. Keep
those in mind. They are significant
of others to follow, and of a course of
reading, which, if it did not make
good the boy’'s scanty schooling, did
give to him much more than many a
boy of this day and age gets out of his
college course.



THE WATCH TOWER
(Continued from page 480)

as we “take off our hats” to Bruce
Caldwell, we also thank him—thank
him for showing us the way.

Through the work of the National
Association of Audubon Societies,
15,702 Junior Bird Clubs, having a
total membership of 489,017, have
been formed in New York. The ob-
ject of the campaign is “to cultivate
in the mind of the youth of the land
a better appreciation of the value of
wild bird life to mankind.” Samples
of pictures by America’s leading ar-
tists, as well as methods for the study
of birds are sent to teachers and group
leaders.

This is a step in the right direction.
There is nothing more interesting or
absorbing than to dip into the mys-
teries of nature. And among her
many mysterious ways, a top-rung
position must be given to the “way of
a bird.”

The management of the Cubs, Chi-
cago’'s member of the national base-
ball major league, recently announced
that during the 1927 season their
ball-team averaged thirty-five and
one-half baseballs per game at home—
making a total for the season of 2775.
Many a sand-lot ball-team wishes
the Cubs would donate one out of
every hundred balls they use to the
Saturday afternoon and Sunday
“championship” games, but their wish
is probably more than counterbal-
anced by the fervent prayers of hard-
working housewives, whose rising
bread or hardening pie-crusts have—
even with the present one-ball-a-
season average of most sand-lot
teams—too often been ruined by the
appearance of a swift-flying baseball
through the closed kitchen window.

The American Green Cross is doing
its part toward helping forest preser-
vation by the use of “living Christmas
trees.” The living tree can not only
be used again on the following year,
but it is a much less dangerous fire-
producer than adead, dry one. Thus
the heavy toll on our forests is less-
ened to a very appreciable degree.
This is only one of the many things
the American Green Cross is doing
toward educating people’'s minds to
the value of trees. April 22-28 is
“American Forest Week,” and during
those days special campaigns will be
launched all over the country to help
people realize that the tree is a mem-
ber of our modern social life whose
welfare and preservation we cannot
afford to slight in the least degree.
A. G. L.
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“Just the book educators and parents have

CHILD
GUIDANCE

By Smiley Blanton, M. D., and
Margaret Gray Blanton

HI1S admirable handbook for parents,
Tstudy groups, and all who are inter-
ested in the correct way of bringing
children deals clearly and frankly with all
phases of training normal children from
birth to adolescence. It is a thoroughly
up-to-date and practical manual. “ Of es-
pecial value,” says the Journal of the
American Medical Association, “are the
sections on discipline, on education con-
cerning matters of sex, and on personal
study of the child, all of which are dis-
cussed in a most interesting and delightful
manner.”
i2mo jo i pages
Price $2.25, net

From aReview in the “ American
Journal of Psychiatry”

“It is a real contribution to rational
genetic psychology — while its intensely
practical nature should place it in the
curriculum of every medical student who
may be called upon to deal with problems
of infancy and childhood, and would
make it the preferred reference of the
physician to expectant parents and to
those who are doing badly in handling
their children, there are none of us who
try to build up the complete exposition of
human personality who can afford to
deny himself familiarity with the facts
which these authors have incorporated
in their book.” — Harry Stack Sullivan,
Sheppard and Enoch Pratt Hospital.
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long needed,”

says Miss Miriam B.

Hu

of

ber of the Institute

Educational Re-

search, Teachers Col-

lege,

up

New York City.

“ The most important
contribution to the litera-
ture of practical child guid-
ance which has yet ap-
peared,’ says Professor
Donald G. Patterson, Uni-
versity of Minnesota.

“ Parents, teachers, and
groups engaged inchild
study will find in Child
G uidance much helpful and
practical suggestion in the
common problems of child
care and training,” says
Children Magazine.

“ It is an excellent addi-
tion to the library of parent-
hood,” says the Chicago
Daily News.

“ A splendid book to read
and study,” says the New
York Parent-Teacher
Bulletin.

“ Cram full of sound ad-
vice, well written, and excel-
lently illustrated with nu-
merous case examples,” says
lago Galdston, M.D., in the
Medical Review of Reviews.

“One should possess it
and read it. It is by far one
of the best works of its
kind that has appeared on
the reviewers' table,” says
the Journal of Nervous and

u L] Menial Diseases.
/
Parents who wish intelligent, definite, and reliable instruction /
in the training of preadolescent children will find all the in- /
formation they need in Chitd Guidance. “ This book,” says /4 he
Jean Sapir of the Institute for Juvenile Research, “can be S entury Co N

heartily recommended.”

Available wherever Books are Sold

THE CENTURY CO.

353 Fourth Avenue
New York City /

/ New York, N.Y
/ Sirs: Enclosed find
| $2.35 for which you are
‘to send me all charges
/ paid one copy of Child

/
[ » -
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THOSE CARELESS KINCAIDS

Mr. Marsh, you're sure you have
plenty of everything? Jane? Sylvia?
I've been wondering,” she went on,
after being reassured that no one was
in danger of starving, ‘‘how to give
you and Delight an inkling of the
situation. Because I've been hoping
that somehow you could get Wilma to
feel differently about things. But
you were always so busy, there never
seemed a chance to have a little talk
with you, and then | really did not
know if you would be interested—

Rosemary, at least, felt a sudden
pang of remorse. She knew just the
impression they must have given Miss
Florence— always busy about their
own affairs and impatient of Wilma's
slowness and general negativeness.
Perhaps Cousin Florence had even
guessed they were scornful of her own
fussiness.

“‘Oh, I'm sorry!” she said quickly.
“We would like to hear about Wilma,
anything you'd care to tell us!
She thought of Wilma out there on the
water in a leaky boat, timid Wilma,
risking real danger to look for them
and Johnny! How staunchly Wilma
had stood by them in their “kidnap-
ping” of Johnny, once they had taken
the step. And she had looked out
for him far more than they had, ever
since! Indeed, she did more than
her share of the work all the time,
and without making any fuss about
it, either!

“Why, we think Wilma is a peach!”
said Rosemary fervently. "Don't
we, Delight?”

“Yes,” said Delight, after an in-
stant’s pause, and in rather a sur-
prised way. “Yes, | believe—she
certainly is!”

“A most awfully good sort,” said
Jane Schuyler, “but tremendously
reserved, she struck me. Very hard
to get to know her, | imagine.”

“Yes, sheis very reserved,” replied
Cousin Florence. “So often |I've
begged her to be chatty and gay like
other girls, but somehow the more |
said about it, the less she seemed able
to. It's strange, isn't it?”

Sam bluntly voiced the opinion of
all of them when he remarked, “Well,
I know how it is when my people keep
at me to be so and so. | just naturally
have to be the other thing. Maybe if
you told your niece to shut up, she'd
blossom into a wonderful talker!”

Miss Parsons was much struck by
this suggestion.

“Do you really think so, Mr.
Marsh? Of course you young people
understand one another. Do you
think, though, that | had better—

(Continued from page 446)

that | must say, ‘Shut up’? Don't
you think I might use a more rounda-
bout expression?”

“Ring off!” suggested Sam.

“Tryanother station,’”’ said Delight.

“Don't be such a chatterbox!” con-
tributed Rosemary. v

“1 like that. Don't be such a
chatterbox!” approved Miss Parsons.
She repeated the phrase to herself
softly, to fix it in her memory.

“Please tell us more about Wilma,”
begged Rosemary.

SYNOPSIS OF PREVIOUS
INSTALMENTS

“Those careless Kincaids” are Delight
and Rosemary, boarding-school girls
whose parents believe in giving them as
much liberty as possible, in order that
they may develop self-reliance. An in-
vitation for the girls arrives from an old
friend of their mother's, Miss Florence
Parsons, to visit her at a cottage on the
St. Lawrence. They decide to accept.
Arriving at the cottage, the girls are
delighted with the location, but find their
hostess a decidedly fussy person, and her
niece, Wilma Wood, a girl of their own
age, disappointingly negative. Miss Par-
sons is much excited over some fashion-
able young friends of hers, the Schuyler
girls, whom she expects to call; but when
their boat arrives, it contains only the
Schuyler’s engineer and the maids, come
to invite Miss Parsons’ maid, Myrtle, to a
dance. Delight and Rosemary go rowing
in the evening, and have a narrow escape
from being run down by a large steamer
in the darkness. They are rescued just in
time by two boys in a motor-boat, who
are camping on a neighboring island.
Next day the Kincaids rent a Ford and
call on a married cousin. They return
with her five-year-old boy, whom they are
rescuing from exposure to whooping-
cough. Johnny'’s activities annoy Myrtle
so that she leaves. Tired of the work
involved by Miss Florence's elaborate
meals, the Kincaids plan a “cafeteria”
lunch.  On their way to the Bay to get
provisions, they turn aside to investigate
supposed sneak-thieves who are suspected
to have stolen things from their rescuers,
Phil Grant and Sam Marsh. Rosemary
sees her field-glasses near the “thieves'”
camp and snatches them. Fleeing to
escape the “thieves,” the girls are nearly
mired and return to the cottage covered
with mud and without provisions. As
formal friends of Miss Florence have come
to lunch, the ensuing affair is almost
tragic! But more serious trouble comes
when the Kincaids and Johnny are aban-
doned on a deserted island by Clif, the
ice-boy, whose invitation to go fishing they
have accepted. Taking refuge in the is-
land cottage during a storm, they dis-
cover villainous looking persons lurking
in the cellar. Rushing out, they hear
shots, a boat lands, the two men in it
question them closely. Clif returns with
a State Trooper. The Kincaids learn that
they are suspected first, of attempting
unlawful entry as aliens, and second, of
kidnapping Johnny. During the excite-
ment Johnny disappears, and after an
agonizing search is discovered in the most
dangerous place possible.

‘‘Certainly, my dear. Delight, will
you pass the biscuits? Wilma's
mother,” went on Miss Parsons,

“died six years ago, when Wilma was
twelve. You know how conscien-
tious Wilma is; she immediately took
upon herself the responsibility for all
the younger children. Really, she
was more serious about it than a
grown person would have been. They
are nice children, but a very lively lot,
up to all sorts of mischief, and Wilma
had her hands full trying to keep them
out of it. She was always telling
them not to climb trees, or skate on
thinice, or play with rough children— "’

“Of course! That's why she's
Wilma Wouldn't!” cried Rosemary.
Then, as Miss Parsons looked at her
in a puzzled way, she blushed.

“Just a silly nickname!” she mur-
mured ashamedly.

“But why doesn’t Wilma want to
talk about her family?” queried De-
light. “1 should think she would,
if they're her main interest.”

“ Because things have changed so
in the last year. Six months ago
her father married again, quite unex-
pectedly, a very charming girl with
lots of money. Before that, the
family never had enough to be really
comfortable.”

“How nice! Butdo you mean that
she and Wilma do not get on?”

“1 wouldn’t like to say that,” hesi-
tated Miss Parsons.

“Or isn’'t she kind to the children?”
questioned Rosemary.

“She's lovely to them. They adore
her! She gives them the best times!
She can do it easily, with her money
and easy-going disposition. You see,
she hardly ever worries or tells them
not to do things. She is sending the
older ones to college and boarding-
school. She pets the younger ones
and spoils them!”

“And so Wilma is out of her job!”
exclaimed Rosemary.

“Poor girl!” said Delight. “I can
see it would be trying. To have your
family not need you any more, when
you'd worked so hard for them! But
can’'t she get interested in something
else?”

“Of course my reason for having
her up here is so that she can make
new friends and enjoy herself,” said
Wilma's aunt.

“The trouble is, Wilma is never so
miserable as when she's trying to
enjoy herself. How about her going
to college?”

“She never found time to study
to prepare for it. And anyhow, her
talent seems to be a domestic one.”



“Then—" began Rosemary, but at
that moment Sam, who was nearest
the door, said “Hush!” In the pause
that followed, the sound of a motor-
boat was perceptible. Looking out,
they saw, for a moment, alight on the
waves. Then it disappeared. But
the chugging continued. They heard
a faint hail. Lighting a lantern,
they all hurried down to the dock.
Yes, they could just see a small dark
hull approaching. The Huck! Phil
was steering, by the intermittent
light of a torch, and that other person
who every now and then poured a
dipperful of water over the side— yes,
it really was Wilma!

(To be concluded)

“KEEP YOUR HEAD
ABOVE WATER”

(Continued from page 45S)

all right. He’'s pretty thin, but he's
better of the heaves. You'll find him
over yonder on the levee. And the
little calf wasn’'t drownded either!
She got in to the levee by herself some
way or ruther. Pretty smart of her |
thought— you ought to see how she’s
grown! And | found daughter’'s old
rocking-chair sittin’ on the levee and |
mended it while | was layin’ around

here doin’ nothin’. It's in the loft.”
“Fine, fine!” exclaimed Mr. Apple-
white. “Maw sure will be glad to

hear that! It'll make her feel more
like cornin’ home! As soon as the
water’'s gone, we'll fix the house over.
This time we'll build her up high on a
good foundation! And | reckon it
won't be too late to work up a little
crop this year with old Jackson. We
can smear in a little. And | think
maybe | can get hold of a mule in
Natchez. There's a lot of 'em been
lost from the high water and put in
the pound ’til called for. But a heap
of 'em ain't goin’' to be called for! |1
reckon they’ll give me one—or | can
getone cheap! It'll have to be pretty
cheap, too! There won't be much
money 'round here for a year or so!
Lucky thing the fishin’ is so good and
worms is free!” He laughed again.
‘‘My butit’s good to be home!” He
sat down on the platform and drew
out his pipe. “This is something
like!” he added. “How about it,
Tony? Better than town, ain't it?”

Tonio sat beside him making a fish-
hook out of a bent pin.

“ltwas too lonesome in town, paw,”
he answered, as he watched the mos-
quitoes dance away on the edge of the
cloud of tobacco smoke.

Hey!—you Scouts!

Listen to me a second— Get yourself a good bicycle. It
lets you fly around and speed things up, in play or work,
for fun or profit, on short trips or long hikes. | tell you
there is nothing like agood bike for Scouts.

But get this, and get it right—no bicycle is better than
its coaster brake. Don’'t buy a wheel unless it has the new
multiple disc, automobile type New Departure Coaster
Brake. It'sgreat stuff—soft and velvety in operation, and,
better yet, it always works like a charm.

that good CAMPS fill up early and you should not delay choosing (
your camp for this summer?

April is here— May and June will soon be upon
us— make your arrangements now so as not to
be disappointed.

It is not too soon to write for information regard-
ing camps. In the front pages of this magazine you
will find some of the finest camps in the Country
listed. Look them over, make a selection and then
write to the Directors of the camps that appeal to
you the most.

OUR SERVICE
every year helps many of our readers in the selec-
tion of acamp. If you are undecided, we feel sure
our service will be helpful to you. Just address

J7illian 2~ cJKCatlaw

St. Nicholas School and Camp Service
353 Fourth Avenue New York City



496

FOR

whispered, much annoyed at such
denseness. "l don't think | could
gag him so that he couldn’'t make any
noise. And the British may come
back.”

“Don’t you believe they are going
to stop in Concord?” Cyrus asked.

“They would not burn the town if
they meant to live init,” the girl said,
wisely. “I1 don’t imagine it would be
a good place for them. Between the
river and the hills, they’d be hemmed
in. Anyhow, I'm going to spy out
what they’'re up to.”

This time she was really off, and
when she returned it was with news:

“So far, there’s little harm done
in the village,” she announced.
“They've stolen food, mostly, and
spoiled what they could not use.
There are no houses burned. The
smoke was from the wooden cannon
wheels, the liberty-pole and some
wooden utensils. The court-house
did catch fire, but Mistress Moulton
put it out single-handed, and, if 'twas
set, they were ’'shamed to fire it
again. But 'tis a sad day for some.
Your father's cousin, Captain lIsaac
Davis, from over Acton way, was
killed outright at the first volley, and
there are others dead on both sides.”

“Are there British soldiers slaught-
ered?” the tory demanded. “'Tis
treasonous— outrageous—"’

“ 'Tis outrageous that they should
have been sent to invade a peaceful
countryside!” Verity turned on him.
“As you will agree, Master Hands,
when you set eyes on your house.
Being told it was a good Tory's, they
said: ‘Tories’ lying tongues brought
us to this pass!” And they did not
spare it, Master Hands.”

“1 would I could have been there to
see,” Oyrus spoke, regretfully.

“The British Colonel Smith—or it
might be Major Pitcairn, I knew not
how to tell them apart—is marching
and countermarching his men about
the town, to make a great show. He
is wasting time that is worth more
than money to him, for, if he is to
escape, he must move swiftly.”

“What is your meaning?” asked
Cyrus.
For answer, Verity parted the

branches so that he could look over
the country.

“You can see the minute-men
swarming from all directions.”

“l see none.” Cyrus's tone was
disappointed.

“Then you must take my word for
it that they are there. And the Brit-
ish know something of it, for here they
come at the double—and not at ease
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PEACE AND CONCORD

(Continued from page 43ft)

as they marched in'to the town, but
with flanking parties thrown out on
either hand—"tis well you moved back
here, Cyrus.”

“Aye,” the lad answered, craning
his neck to look out between the
branches of hemlock and laurel.
“They would have found me for sure
now that they have spread out be-
yond the stone walls.”

Both boy and girl had forgotten the
Tory in their excitement, and the man
bided his time. From where he was
lying, he could not watch the on-com-
ing soldiers. When they had passed
before, although he had caught echoes
of their passing, he had held silent
because he had made sure only Colo-
nials would make use of this back
road. Now he was forced to judge of
their nearness by what the others said.
And, fortunately for them, in his
eagerness he cried out too soon:

“This way, British!” he yelled.
“Help, help!”

"Set the pistol to his head, Cyrus,”
Verity said.

But Oyrus held back: “ 1t might go
off,” he muttered.

“Give it to me then,” Verity
snapped, measuring the distance to
the advancing men with her eyes.

“Don’t you understand, it might
go off!” Cyrus protested, holding
tightly to the weapon.

In another moment the soldiers
would draw level with them—and
then Verity remembered her hunting-
knife. With a bound she was at the
side of the captive and had set it to
his throat.

“If you so much as whisper, you
know what to expect,” she said.

And so the British passed.

When the last one was hidden by
the dip in the land, Verity cast the
weapon from her and burst into tears.

“Hey day, what's come to the brave
lassie?” a man’s voice asked. “Never
did | see a needful deed more smartly
done.”

A stranger, dressed in hunting shirt,
breeches, and moccasins of dressed
deerskin, and armed with a long rifle,
gravely picked up the knife and made
to hand it back to her; but Verity
made no move to take it from him,
although she sat up and wiped the
tears from her cheeks.

“1 do not call it brave to threat to
murder an unarmed man,” she said
with a sob. “Yet | had to keep him
silent. | don't know why | cried
unless 'twas from rage that Cyrus is
such a zany he doth not seem to
know that a pistol from which he has
spilled the priming will not go off.”

“Exactly,” the hunter agreed
gravely. “An empty pan or wet
powder are alike useless, and | under-
stand that this was an affair between
Cyrus and you, and open to friendly
settlement, while the altercation that
is going on .out there—" he waved a
hand toward the open—"is but the
beginning of greater things. | would
gladly join myself to these,” he con-
tinued to point to the fields, and the
children saw to their surprise that
each clump of laurel or juniper, each
rock, each tree, each stone wall was
now serving to cover the movements
of minute-men who silently and re-
lentlessly were following the enemies
of their liberty and peace.

“1 am here but by chance,” the man
continued; “having stepped aside to
oblige a friend by conveying a packet
to his daughter, who lives in the town
yonder. Were | to fall in this fracas,
which is unlikely, still accidents have
befallen even skilled hunters, this
might fail of reaching her hand did |
carry it with me. | wonder do you
know the maid, and will you per-
chance deliver this, leaving me free to
let fly a shot or two in the good
cause?”

He held out a packet, wrapped in
birch-bark, plainly inscribed, For
Verity Wythe at Concord in the Massa-
chusetts Bay Colony.

“But that is me!”
“Ask Cyrus— or no!
knife you hold in your hand.
name is burned into the haft.
where is my father? And
well?”

“He’s well,” the hunter answered.
“His letter doubtless tellsyou all . . .
Now | am on my way to strike a blow
for peace, and, when | see your father,
I shall tell him he has a daughter to
be proud of.” His moccasined feet
making no noise, he slipped between
the trees and was gone before she
could say another word.

Verity, her precious packet clasped
to her, moved off in the opposite
direction.

“Where are you going?” Cyrus
asked. He was feeling very humble.
He wanted to tell Verity that he, too,
admired her courage, and knew her
father would be proud of her, but,
boy-like, he did not quite know how
to go about it.

Verity paused and looked back at
him.

“Why—to get you a doctor, to be
sure,” she said, “and to see what has
come to the soup. 'Tis my hope that
we are done with war here in Con-
cord.”

cried Verity.
'Tis my father’s
His
Oh,
is he
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THE MYSTERY OF THE BRASS KEY

(Continued from ftege 465)

and that was why he did not put on
his light. The boy led away from the
room, softly descending the stairs.
The man followed. Once Hamish
had to cross a strip of moonlight, but
he doubled his long figure and crept
over it, a huddled unrecognizable
shape. The man behind him quick-
ened his steps with a low exclamation.
Hamish grinned in the darkness.
This was a lark. He knew the
Dower House better than his pursuer.
He led along a stone passage where no
moonlight penetrated. The man be-
hind him stumbled and in desperation
felt for his torch, but just here three
shallow steps led to a cloak-room door,
and these were the undoing of Mr.
Roderic. Just as the light flashed,
his foot caught the edge of the step,
and he balanced for a second, a
grotesque figure in the dancing shad-
ows, and fell headlong, while Hamish
with a swoop, caught up the torch,
fled through the door, locked it on the
far side, was through a second door,
and back at the staircase before Mr.
Roderic had regained his feet.

There was no time to lose if he was
to search the cabinet before Mr.
Roderic could reach him, although he
had the advantage now since the
electric torch was in his hand. He
ran up the stairs and was before the
cabinet, fitting the key in the lock,
when he heard steps below. Mr.
Roderic was feeling for the staircase,
but cautiously, for how did he know
who was with him in the house or what
his purpose might be?

The door of the cabinet swung
open. Within was a nest of drawers
—dozens of drawers it seemed to
Hamish, as he pulled out one after
another. There were steps on the
stairs as he opened the last one of all.
Empty? No, something was here.
Hamish’'s hopes rose high, only to
sink again when he saw that the con-
tents of the drawer were only some
papers. There was no time to look
farther. He thrust the drawer into
place, and locked the cabinet just as
the door of the room opened and a
voice said, “Is any one there?”

Hamish crept along the wall.
heard Mr. Roderic move forward.

“Who is there!” demanded the
voice sharply.

Hamish slipped behind the curtains,

He

while the rings on the rods made a
scraping sound. The man took a
long step forward. Hamish slid out
in the darkness, within reach of his
arm. When the curtains were swept
apart and the blind raised, the moon-
light fell full on a gently closing
door.

Pooh Mrs. Millercote really did not
know what things were coming to.
Here was Hamish not to be left alone
in his bed at night without turning
queer and getting out of the window
and being found at daybreak in a
high fever sitting among the snap-
dragons in the garden! Then there
was the wild story of the missing
letters being found in a jar in the
Dower House drr,wing-room—the jar
having been bought by a friend of
Mrs. Rivington and sent her as a
present. This was true, for Mrs.
Rivington had come herself to tell
Mrs. Millercote that Betsy was no
longer under suspicion.

“There is no doubt that the squire
meant me to have the letters,” Mrs.
Rivington explained. *“He said little
things to several people which prove
it. They may make me quite a rich
person after all!”

But Hamish was told none of these
things, because the doctor said he
must not be excited, and he dared ask
no questions, though he wondered
night and day if the papers had been
found in the hiding-place into which
he had thrust them.

So it was that on the first day when
he was allowed to sit at his window, he
looked out and saw Mrs. Rivington
and Miss Sheila planting bulbs in the
Dower House garden.

“Oh—yes—" explained Mrs. Mil-
lercote. “Them letters has made
them rich again, and Mrs. Rivington
bought the Dower House and Mr.
Roderic's going away. Betsy’s going
to be housemaid, and Mrs. Rivington
wants you to be garden boy, so | said
you would. I always did say it never
rains but it pours. Now don’'t you
get excited, Hamish, or that cushion’ll
be coming back.”

So Hamish sat by the window and
watched Mrs. Rivington and Miss
Sheila tuck in the bulbs for their
winter sleep, and Miss Sheila looked
up, saw him, and waved her hand.

SOMETHING TO ANTICIPATE

1t will be good news to those who have enjoyed “ The Mystery of the Brass
Key” (and who hasn't?) to learn that Mrs. Campbell has sent us another story,

a tale of the Highlands of Scotland, a country she knows so well.

It is called

“The Road,” and it is a treat you shall have in an early number.—Editor.
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Q angway!

Full speed ahead! Boy,
you just skim along on
roller skates that are kept
well oiled with 3-in-One.
This wonderful oil keeps
‘em bright and new-look-
ing, too.

é&uis|l!S\Q|LSQ15&n%Iis%s
Don’t confuse it with or-
dinary oil. 3-in-One is a
scientific compound of
several highly refined oils.
Good for guns, tools,
small motors, mechani-
cal toys. Sinks in; stays
put; oils perfectly.

Sold at hardware, drug,
grocery and other stores
in Handy Cans and
Bottles.

CD U P . Liberal sample and Dictionary
1 = Of uses. Askfor bothon apostal.

Manufactured Since 1894

THREE-IN-ONE OIL COMPANY
130 William St. New York, N. Y.

3-in-One is the most
famous bicycle oil B
in the whole world. ||jHC
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FLOWER GARDENS IN THE AIR

(Continued from page 466~)

variety among tree-garden plots as
among those which grow closer to
earth. Mountain ashes display
round beds of pure white flowers, each
with a border of dark green foliage.
There are many of these circular
blossom-beds in each tree-garden.
Later, they change to generous
patches of orange berries to delight
the winter birds when snow hides all
the dainties on the ground. Horse-
chestnuts arrange pyramids of splen-
did blossom cups among their leaves.
In the depths of each white cup are
splashes of red and yellow. If these
flowers were not so numerous, they
would surely be the orchids of the
air!  While in many ways the buck-
eyes follow in the footsteps of their
horse-chestnut cousins, they have not
the same exquisite taste for decorat-
ing their dooryards with handsome
flowers in May.

Presently, some time after the red-
bud blossoms have faded, other gar-
dens of sweet peas appear. Clam-
my locusts raise pink peas only, and
the black and honey locusts raise
white peas for beautifying their garden
rows. Inlongspraysthe blossomshang
high among the lace-like leaves, while
their perfume reaches down to earth.

Who ever heard of a hanging tulip
bed? When along in June you dis-
cover brilliant yellow tulips swaying
their orange-banded cups in the air,
you have found one. It is then that
the tulip-tree’s garden is at its height.
Bees always hold community fairs in
these gardens, and their buzzes of
joy can be heard in the vicinity of all
the refreshment stands.

Basswoods or lindens, too, have
genuine “honey camps.” When fra-
grant little stars rise out of pale green
blades in July, each tree hangs out her
signs. “Bees welcome,” “ Park here,”
her advertisements read, and the
winged tourists quickly turn in at the
gate to revel in and to carry away the
sweetness of the “honey camp.”

One could not well see the basswood’s
garden from an airplane; the magic
of its creamy blossoms and rich per-
fume is most enchanting from under-
neath the tree.

As you walk beneath catalpa-trees
in late June or during July, little
ruffled cornucopias will be flung at
your feet. This tree loves to share
the treasures of her garden before they
are completely spoiled, and she scat-
ters her blossoms all about. Catalpa
garden flowers are cream in color,
their depths flecked with purple and
yellow. And their fragrance is spread
far and wide.

No tree adapts its garden to the
landscape better than the much-
loved chestnut which holds up feath-
ery plumes near harvest time. From
green to pale gold the colors change;
and a wonderful harmony with fields
of grain and yellowing stubbles is re-
vealed to those who allow their eyes
to feast upon this beauty.

All summer long the witch-hazel's
little tree is merely a garden of green.
But when crisp October and Novem-
ber days have come and most other
gardens are asleep for the winter, the
whole surface of this strange tree
bursts into yellow-threaded bloom.
True Hallowe'en blossoms are they.
For four petals on each and every
flower wave wildly about like awitch’s
streaming hair. While upon the
autumn breeze hangs a pleasing scent,
as though from a fairy garden.

Blossom-time in tree-land gardens
lasts nearly all the year. From
February to late November, some-
where there are gardens in the air,
And some of the alders and pussy-
willows even in the midst of winter
are prepared to make a hasty showing
if warm spring-like breezes call to
them. Thus the aerial garden cal-
ender is complete, with now a plot of
blossoms here, now a patch of flowers
there, for the happiness of all who
must live upon the ground.

THE FAST DROP

QContinued from page 431)

the smallest possible advantage; in
fact they did not relax at all, they
were simply out of luck. For ex-
ample, there was Kelvin who struck
out because an insect got in his eye
and blurred his vision. Then there
was Mudge who for three years had

never got more than a Texas leaguer,
but who that day got a beautiful long
drive that would have added two runs
if Ranny had not been playing in deep
right field, against the orders of his
coach and all the dictates of common
sense. But the saddest of all was the



case of Robbins, who reached third
after two stolen bases and then died
there because Bell put up a miserable
little foul to the catcher. It was
heartbreaking, but a part of the game.

And so they went into the last of
the ninth, with the Galeston team
raging like nine wild animals and
cheered on by every throat in the
great home crowd. There was a
battle ahead. Chip knew it, knew
that if he and his mates could hold
that one-run lead in the face of the
coming offensive it would be their
greatest victory. He was tired, for
he had been on his toes every minute
of the game; but his head was clear
and his arm was in good shape. In
the back of his mind he was thanking
the coach for compelling him to aban-
don the fast drop, for if he had used
it, there would now be a pain in his
shoulder, and a sore arm is a poor
weapon with which to meet a last-
minute rally.

Around the field the players had
taken their positions quickly, chatter-
ing encouragement to the pitcher.
The crowd was yelling out of pure
anticipation. Hovey, the tall Gale-
ston left-fielder, leaped to the plate,
waving his bat like a war-club. He
missed the first, passed the second,
hit the third to short right and beat it
to the bag. Almost before he was
there Martin had followed him to the
plate and stood jumping up and down
waiting for his turn at the ball. Be-
tween him and the bench two other
men were swinging bats. It was a
whirlwind attack, all right. The
tension was tightening second by sec-
ond. West was expecting a bunt or
a steal, and was ready to spring from
behind the plate, but two balls and a
strike were called and Hovey still
loafed at first, making many motions
but not attempting to get away.
Another strike shot over and he did
not start. Short and second, who
had gone up on their toes with the
pitch, dropped back on their heels,
but just as West started to return the
ball Hovey broke for second like a
flash. It was an instant before the
catcher could get set for the throw;
then he snapped it overhand and a
foot above Chip's head. It was
fast, but a trifle high, and before the
second baseman could get down with
it Hovey slid under him, safe,

A successful steal is always inspir-
ing to the rest of the team and that
one may have sharpened Martin's
eye, for he hit the next one to short
right for a single, and Hovey went to
third. This was a ball game. An-
other hit would tie things up. The
crowd came to its feet with a roar.
It seemed probable that Ozark, the
weasel-like short-stop who was al-
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ready dancing at the plate, would try
to hit a long fly which, even if caught
would score Hovey. So West mo-
tioned the fielders back and agreed to
Chip’s signaled suggestion to keep the
hall low where Ozark could not get
his bat under it. It was sound in
theory, but it is hard to pitch low to a
small batter. The first two were
high, but balls; and in concentrating
on the next one Chip relaxed his
speed a little. Consequently Ozark
connected. It was a terrific drive,
shoulder high and slightly to the
right. It hardly seemed possible that
Chip could have seen the ball, so fast
did it travel, but he leaped sidewise
from his box with his gloved hand ex-
tended and knocked the ball down,
meeting it with an impact that spun
him half around in the air. Hovey,
who had a good lead, had started
with the crack and was half-way
home when he saw what had hap-
pened. Nine men in ten would have
slid for it and been out, but nine men
in ten do not combine a chain-light-
ning mind and body, as Hovey did.
Digging in his spikes as Chip threw
home, he wheeled, and before West
could get the ball and snap it to third
he slid into the bag. A run had been
prevented, but no one had been put
out and Ozark had reached first.

No one down, and the bases loaded!
Almost any kind of a hit would mean
a tied score; and if that happened, if
the break came, it was almost sure
that another run would be added and
the game lost. Chip did not hear the
terrific din of the crowd. He glanced
at Mr. Dean and saw the coach stand-
ing helpless, unable to aid him. He
saw West, calm as ever, crouching
behind Wilbur, who was already at
the plate, and calling for a fast one.
Automatically he obeyed and saw the
umpire’s hand go out for a strike. It
happened a second time. And a
third time. Chip was not troubled
by the thought that Wailbur, like
most pitchers, was a weak hitter, and
that Jones, who followed him, was
far different. A sudden desperate
calmness had settled upon him. He
was conscious of nothing except that
West was calling for that same fast,
straight ball. He put it over with
every ounce of his strength behind
it, as true as a rifle bullet. Strike
one! Again—strike two! Once more—
strike three!

As Ranny, head of Galeston’s
batting list, stepped to the plate
West, too, lost consciousness of the
pandemonium about him. He saw
the coach standing white-faced under
the strain. He saw every player on
the field so tense as to be almost
rigid. He saw his pitcher waiting
quietly. He wanted to give that
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Whenever there was any
sort of roller skate compe-
tition in the neighborhood,
the rest of the boys and
girls always asked one an-
other that question and
finally they asked Bill.

"l use CHICAGOS," said
Bill. "The one's with the
high-speed ball-bearing
wheels, and thesile t, shock-
absorbing rubber tires that
won't slip when | speed and
wear so much longer. And
I read the instruction book,
‘How to Roller Skate,’ from
cover to cover.’

Write for this
Book.—it's FREE

“C GO~
Rubber Tire Roller Skates

From all good dealers or sent direct on receipt of
54-00 and your dealer’s name. Look for Guarantee
Tag and name on wheels.

CHICAGO ROLLER SKATE CO.
Established Over 20 Years

4441 W . Lake St. Chicago, 111

OUR SCHOOL SERVICE
is maintained in order to help you solve school prob-
lems. If you are perplexed write us and we will be
glad to serve you withuulchar’%‘e
St. Nicholas Magazine.

CLASS PINS 357

NEW CATALOG EREET
Shown-Siivio Diate 35%a

op 2 Cocoas Ena
BASTIAN BROS.C0.829 BasiijnSim .ROCHESTER.NY



A
GOOD
START

AND you can cross the
IX. “home plate” of
your desires and needs
with the money that we
will put in your pocket.

HOW?

By taking subscriptions
for St. Nicholas.

You know the magazine.
It is easy to tell others
about its good points. And
getting an order for it is
easier than *“stealing” a
base in a fast game.

TRY IT!

We furnish all supplies
free, and the commission
is generous. Fill out the
coupon and send to us
to-day.

Subscription Manager
ST. NICHOLAS MAGAZINE

353 Fourth Avenue
New York City, N. Y.

Please enroll my name as Subscription
Representative on st. Nichotas, and
send supplies immediately.

City.

THE ST. NICHOLAS MAGAZINE

pitcher a bear-hug, but he scarcely
dared look at him for fear the spell
would be broken. On that boy hung
the game. Could he stand the pace
just a little longer? West was wise
beyond his years. “Use your own
judgment,” he signaled and settled to
receive the throw.

It came, that same fast one, only
faster.

“Strike one!”

Name of Walter Johnson, what
speed! West almost staggered under
the impact.

. “Strike two!”

It seemed to West that Chip, as he
wound up the next time, was some
modern Jove preparing to hurl a
thunderbolt. To this day the big
catcher cannot remember receiving
the ball, for before it reached him he

knew it was another strike, that the
batter was out, the game over.
Three men had been fanned on nine
pitched balls! No wonder he went
crazy with the rest of them.

That evening an excited newspaper
man asked Chip to what he attributed
his victory.

“My fast drop,” the boy answered.

“But | was behind the backstop
and didn’t see any fast drop.”

“1 didn't use it.” Chip smiled.

The reporter stared. “1 don't
see— "

“Because | didn't use it my arm was
in shape for those last nine fast balls.”

“1 don’t quite understand.”

“1 didn’t until the game was over.
But Mr. Dean knew all about it weeks
ago. Talk to him. He won the
game.”

AHEAD OF THE TOMAHAWK

(Continued from page 47(f)

Suddenly raging fury gripped him.
The whole sickening picture flashed
before his eyes: an Indian chief in
buckskin breeches and red coat
standing before him on the banks of
the Tualatin, and his own precious
beaver skins disappearing into the
woods. And here he was saving that
rascal's life—perhaps even giving his

own life in the attempt! John's
body stiffened. Every fiber urged
him to let loose. Let the Indian

drown, but his fingers refused to obey.
The Indian was helpless—dying.

“1'll get even with him when he’s
well, but I'm no coward!” gritted
John. He looked up. An exclama-
tion formed on his lips but was never
uttered. There was a crash! The
canoe splintered and spun around.
A gurgling eddy seized the two figures
and boiled them off to one side.

Some minutes later John found
himself in shallow water, swishing
toward a sandy beach beyond the
turn. He dragged the limp form of
the savage after him as he waded out.
Within a few minutes the red man
raised himself on his elbow and looked
around. John saw that his right arm
was broken. They gazed into each
other'sfaces. A glintappeared in the
Indian’s half-shut eyes.

“Ugh! Beaver stealer!”
the savage.

“1'd like to break your neck, Cam-
aspelo!” The boy looked the Indian
in the eye for a moment, turned on
his heel and walked rapidly up the
river-bank out of sight.

The next morning, on his door-step,
John found twelve splendid beaver
skins. The old savage was a real chief
after all.

grunted

KEEPING UP WITH SCIENCE

(Continued from page 476)

of no certain cure. Reasons enough
are these, | am sure you will grant.

Of course, we often attribute colds
to chills, wet feet, drafts, unusual
exposure, and much more. Still, the
Eskimo constantly meets with all
these dangers, and yet he seldom takes
cold unless he is so thoughtless as to
take a journey into the haunts of
civilization. Then, he falls a victim.

The cold seems to be a disease of
crowded centers of population and a
temperate climate.

But what about the “war” on the
cold? Well, the Chemical Founda-
tion in New York has just made a gift
of $195,000 to Johns Hopkins Uni-
versity for a five-year campaign to
discover everything possible about the
cause and cure of this infectious dis-



ease. The grant is to be known as
“The John J. Abel Fund for Research
on the Common Cold.” This honor
is in recognition of the important
researches of Dr. Abel on the secre-
tions of the ductless glands. In this
work, every branch of science will be
called into service. The problem will
be attacked vigorously from all angles.
Discoveries made by one group of
workers will immediately be placed at
the disposal of each of the other
groups. From this scientific team-
work, it is expected that progress will
be rapid and certain. It is by no
means a visionary dream to hope that
before many more years pass by the
common cold will be as much a con-
quered disease as are smallpox, ty-
phoid fever, and diphtheria to-day.

One of the first objectives of this
battle with disease will be to discover
the particular microbe or species of
microbes responsible for the more
severe types of colds. However,
scientists do not think that every cold
is due to some insidious germ. For
instance, the quite disagreeable form
of a cold in which the nose runs freely,
the eyes smart, and one feels thor-
oughly miserable is probably not due
to an invasion of organisms. But
those types which affect the respira-
tory organs and often lead to influenza
or pneumonia undoubtedly are. When
scientists have isolated these infec-
tious enemies of human health, and
learned how they originate and under
what conditions they thrive and
multiply, the first step will have been
taken toward the discovery of a
specific remedy which will deal to
them the knock-out blow.

Should this work be crowned with
brilliant success, it will confer incalcu-
lable benefitsuponmillions of sufferers,
and result in economic savings of vast
proportions.

A RETURN OF WILD LIFE
Every boy and girl who loves wild life,
and that, I am sure, is all of you,
will be glad to know that many of the
noble animals who once claimed large
portions of this continent for their
own are now coming back. The most
complete and accurate game census
ever taken has recently been com-
pleted by the United States Forest
Service under the direction of Will
Barnes. Over a five-year period, he
has shown that the deer in the national
forests alone have increased from
452,555 to 606,964. Forests are re-
claiming the abandoned farms of
New England, and with them are
coming deer. From a mere handful
of twenty-five or thirty animals, the
bison herd of the Yellowstone Park
has grown to eight hundred. In this
country and Canada, it is estimated
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that there are in all sixteen thousand
of these former monarchs of the
ranges. This census shows that the
pronghorn antelope has increased
from 2394 at the beginning of the
period, to 7094. Moose have nearly
doubled. So have mountain goats.

While the conditions for a return
of bird-life are not so favorable,
particularly in the West, and disease
is taking a large toll of some species,
more attention is being given to
their well-being. To offset to some
extent the disappearance of breeding
and resting places, owing to the
drainage of lakes and ponds in the
reclamation of Western lands, the
Upper Mississippi Refuge, extending
over some three hundred miles, near
Wabasha, Minnesota, has been estab-
lished. This vast area of swamp and
marshland will afford a breeding
ground for fish and fur-bearing ani-
mals as well as for birds.

The chief reason for this welcome
return of wild life is the pressure
of public opinion in preventing the
continued wholesale slaughter of game
animals and birds.

INTERESTING ITEMS

BEFORE you read this, John L. Baird,
the young Scotch pioneer in television,
will undoubtedly have demonstrated
in New York with his invisible-ray
machine. This is an invention which
allows people on the ground to see an
airplane, for instance, although the
pilot does not know that he is being
observed. In front of an ordinary
search-light, a screen is placed. This
screen filters out of the light passing
through it all but what are known as
the infra-red rays, rays of longer wave-
length just preceding the visible red
in the spectrum. These rays will
pierce fog and clouds and, although
their reflection from the airplane or
other reflecting surface is invisible to
the human eye, this reflection may be
caught by the “electric eye” of Baird’s
invention and magnified on a screen
for direct observation. In time of
war, such a device may be of great
usefulness in anti-aircraft work.

The Coast Guard cutters Modoc and
Mojave have recently been equipped
with distance-finding apparatus. The
method depends upon the difference
in speeds with which radio signals
travel through the ether and sound
signals through the water. The
former are instantaneous, while the
speedof the latter isabout 4800 feet per
second. Signals are sent simultane-
ously by each method and the interval
between receiving them is automati-
cally measured atsomedistant point, as
at a lighthouse. The distance of the
ship can then be at once calculated.
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If I ever went
hiking

1'D TAKE a good flashlight
with me. Ready to explore
caves, light the way home
after dark, and to help out
in a hundred other ways.
I'd make it part of my hik-
ing-kit and | wouldn't set
out without it.

I'd see, too, that it was
always ready with bright,
white light to say “Follow
me.” In other words, 1'd get
only Eveready Batteries—
nothing else but! They're
power-full—packed with
pep and power that puts
daylight at your finger-tips.

Every good hiker has the
flashlight habit. Don’'t you
be caught in the dark with-
out a handy gloom-chaser.
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ST. NICHOLAS BOYS AND GIRLS

Are you going to Camp this Summer? If so, be sure to
look over the Camp Announcements in the Front pages of
this number. If you want special information regarding
any particular camp or booklet, prices, etc., write to St.
Nicholas Camp Sfrvice.

THIS CLASS PIN 30Qc.

12or more, Silver plate, Single pins40cea. choice 2colors en-
amel, 3letters, date. SterlingSilver, 12 or more 60coa. Single
pins 80c.ea.Kree Cat. shows Fins,Rings, Emblems 250 to $Sea.

METAL ARTS CO., lac., 744 Porlland Ave., Rochester, N.Y.

With this especially designed equipment, you can
handle your canoe like a small-sized racing yacht.
You can ride close into the wind, tack or go about.
Quickly attached to any canoe.

New catalog gives prices and complete information
about paddling and sailing canoes, square-stern canoes,
dinghies, etc. Write for free copy today. Old Town
Canoe Co., 844 Fourth Street, Old Town, Maine

Old Town Canoes



THE ST. NICHOLAS STAMP PAGES

Conducted by PHILIP PIl. WARD, JR.

Besides a description of new issues (illustrated) and brief articles of special interest to young stamp-collectors,

these pages contain a list of reliable stamp-dealers.

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

be obtained.

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.

BOYS AND GIRLS

ARE you interested in saving stamps? It is
1 a really fascinating pastime, and one
that will give a lot of valuable information.

If you want to get started write one of the
stamp dealers advertising in these pages,
and he will be glad to send you some stamps,
catalogue, etc.

How Many Different Countries
Have You in Your Album?

Packet bargains

H AVE stamps from all different countries.
For 25¢ you can get Scott Seal acke
25 t S ((SIdP ktN
248, 75 stamps from 75 DIFF ES,
or Packet No. 68 lOD dlff stamps frnm 50 DIF
FE T CO And for 52.00 you
can EG(RPaCkEt Nu 355 200 stamps_from 200
COUNTRIES. ~That's tlie way
tu havea stampon aII%/curalbum pages — stamps
from every corner of the globe. And here are
some non-i dupllcatlng bargains in continents:
25 dlf only 10c; ASIAhE

C; EUROF:’E— No. 139 150d|ff 15¢;
ONITED STATES — No. 376, 50 diff. 25¢.
Order by number.
REMEMBER THAT THE CHEAPEST WAY
TO BUY STAMPS ISTO BUY PACKETS

Free catalogue of packets, stamps albums, ac-
cessories and catalogues on request-

SCOTT STAMP AND COIN CO.

1 West 47th Street New York, N. Y.
Philatelic Headquarters Since Before the Civil War

MYSTICS “ QUEER COUNTRY” PACKET!
Cnntams scarce stamps from the follnwmg stran?e lands:
Marino, Antiogqu |a‘ Cungu, Cyprus. Fiji slands,

Iceland Kenya Ugl ebanon, Mur]ac

orneo lia, Siam, Sierra Leone
Tang nylka Trlnldad Toba%n Uhang Upper Volta,
Wallls Futuna, Alaoultes. this wonderful packet of
"freak countries” and make your frlends envious! Price
only 10c to approval applicants!! Write TODAY.

Mystic Stamp Co. (Dept. 3) Camden New York

PIKES PEAK SPECIAL PACKET

Stamps from Asia, Africa, South America, etc., etc
showing wild animals and scenes of interest. To approvai
applicants enclosing 5c¢ this great packet will be sent.
Pikes Peak Stamp Co., Colorado Springs, Colo.
linportant: If you act right now we will also include
free a triangle stamp, perforation gauge, and a small
package of hinges.

NEW ISSUES

SAN MARINO—The little republic of
San Marino bordering on Italy, was
founded in the fourth century by Marinus,
areligious stone-mason who had crossed the
Adriatic
from Dal-
matia,
where he
hoped to
escape the
persecu-
tion of the
Christians
under the
Roman
emperors,
by seek-
ing refuge
upon Mount Titano, and in the remote
solitude of its summit he founded a Chris-
tian hermitage. The activities of Mari-
nus attracted many pilgrims, and as a

A CUBAN AIR-MAIL STAMP
WITH LINDBERGH SUR-
PRINT

result of his good works he was rewarded
by the owner of the land surrounding the
mountain, who made a gift to him of the
territory, which has since that time re-
mained the independent state of San Ma-
rino. Eight centuries later, Saint Francis
of Assisi visited this little republic, and,
no doubt his teachings are partly re-
sponsible for the continued independence
of the inhabitants.

San Marino has just issued a series of
four stamps in honor of Saint Francis, the
two lower values—50 centesimi and 1.25
lire—showing the Church of Capucini,
whereas the two larger denominations—
2.50 lire and 5 lire—represent the death of

Q| D:FEQ‘I’Saint Francis.
rI: B<,E4E4 thga.'%ps 0_applicants for _ Since this republic first issued stamps

Universal Approvals. Postage 2c.
BADGER STAMP CO., Milwaukee, Wis.

COVERTCO QUALITY PACKET 10c

100 Different unused and used stamps from many coun-

tries_including British and French Colonics, with our

big 60% discount a proval sheets.

Covert Stamp o . N7is E. & B. Building
Rochester N.Y.

100 Different Stamps Free
to applicants for our Popular Approvals. Send 2c for
return postage.

CHRISTENSEN STAMP CO.
826 Teutonia Ave. Milwaukee, Wis

100 Varieties Afrlca,
L] Cuba, Mexico, etc.. 10C
1000 mixed 40c. 25 dlfferent U. S. 25¢ ,
1000 hinges 1!
Fine Album for 3500 stam s 75c. List free.
I buy collections. Approval sheets with every order.
C. Stegman. 5941 Cote Brilllante Ave., St. Louis, Mo.

Ceylon,

Brazil,

in 1877, the emissions have been pro-
duced in Italy. This new series, however,
along with the stamps described a few
months ago, were made in London.
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Cuba celebrated the arrival of Colonel
Lindbergh by the issue of an air-mail
stamp in red, instead of blue as heretofore,
and surcharged it in black, “Lindbergh
Febrero 1928.” One of our readers,
Philip A. Estebanez, favors us with a copy
of this stamp.

Fintand, in December, celebrated the
tenth anniversary of its freedom from
Russia, and its existence as a republic.
Two stamps—a ly> mark purple and 2
markblue—have

been issued in

honor of the

event. We are

told that the

issue was small,

and the stamps,

which were good

for postage until

March sixth,

were sold in a

short time.

AUSTRALIA —

The Australian-British possessions of
Aitutaki, Niue, Penrhyri, and Rarotonga
have just issued new 2j™ pence stamps
with blue borders and colored centers,
depicting a native, with palm trees and a
water-fall in the background. Two of the
colonies have also issued 4 pence stamps
showing a native scene with a boat in the
foreground.

Belgium comes forward again with a
charity set
consisting
of five
values,
from 25
centimes
to 5 francs
inclusive.
These are
all sold in
excess of
face value,
the addi-
tional
amount
being devoted to charitable purposes.

A BELGIAN CHARITY
STAMP

Lithuania has recently placed on sale a
series of three stamps showing a war-
rior on horseback. These are printed in
Itwo colors and consist of a 1, 3, and 5
itai.
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FOUR DIFFERENT COINS

P D p P with every order for our twenty-

five cent book of U. S. Stamps S1.00
Catalogue value er(e for my packet price list to
be issued in Ap!

100 Different Foreign Stamps from 100 Different
Foreign Countries. ~ Including Africa. Asna Australla
Europe. West Indies, etc. for ONLY 20 CENTS. EE
with each order, our pamphlet which tells " Huw to Make
a Stamp Collection Properlz together with our price list
of albums, supplies, an undreds of bargains in sets,
packets, etc. Queen City Stamp & Coin C0., Room 32,
604 Race St., Cincinnati

Build Your Collection At Our Expense
We offer splendid commissions in stamps for selling our
stamps to your friends. We will send you sample,
value S2. our Scoutmaster's name and address or
other satlsfactury references necessary No obllgatlon

N 8 you sell ux Stal

Dept. A 805 Fairmont Place Bronx, N. Y. C
BRITISH COLONIALS FREE. Stamps from Zan-
zibar, Nigeria, Gold Coast, Hyderabad, Travancore,
Malaya, Mauritius and other good British Colonials sent
free to all applicants for our famous Hampshire Approval
Selections. 2¢ stamp postage. Please do not remit in coin.
Lightbown'’s Stamp Co., Southsea, England.

15 DIFF. TRIANGLE STAMPS ONLY 35c
or 500 different stamps and 15 triangles for only 55 cents,
or 1000 dlfferent stamps and 15 triangles for SI to ap-

grcved apg
25 Dnﬁerent Canadian including new Con-

feqeratipn and 5 Newfoundland, only 10 cents. Lists free.

Victoria Stamp Co., Dept. 1, London, Ont., Canada.

T I P = pocket stamp book, erforatwn gauge, mm,
scale, ruler;” good p from K rga &
Uganda (cannlbal Iandl) Gold

TO P ?ersna‘ all fur 10 cents to applicants for

U

2
TIP-TOP STAMP CO Colorado Springs, Colorado.

$5

BETTER GRADE APPROVALS

MEDIUM PRICED. When l3/nur collection has passed
the common stamp point, send for our Approvals — all
betler %rade and medlum priced.

Hawkesbury, Ontario, Canada

Premium of 50 different, stunning stamps,

100 ALL DIFFERENT STAMPS GIVEN AWAY

ach new subscrlher to The Stamp Collector. All the

news about stamps. Send only 25 cents for a six months’

subscrlpllon We guaranteel\e/our corgplete satlsfactlon
The Stanp Coll Syracuse, N.

cp.rp Hungary Charity Nos. 565 to 567and asurprise
1 IX%'%4 packet to those requesting my 1, 2, and 3c
ap rovals and my 50% discount and better. éharles W.

Schmidt, 1. O Box 4832, Frankford Sta., Pliila, Pa.

FI1JI ISLANDS! CONGO_ AIRMAIL!
Also Gold Coast, Sudan, Persia, etc., inour packet'of 55
dlfferentfor Sc to a%Jllcants for ourbargam approvals o'-
Monument Co. 4 Overlook Ave. “Balto., Md.

$2.00 CARMINE AND BLACK. CAT. 65¢
A cupy of this stampfree for every dollar sent us for stamps
sold front our une ualed 50% aj pruval sheets. Hub Post-
age Stamp Co., 5 Bromfiel Boston, Mass.

BARGAINS hvmt&,oloc, °a D¢ “’

Chambers Stamp Co., 111-G Nassau St., New York

DANZIG STAMPS FREE— Interesting sot from Small
State of Danzigwith Catalog of Albums and Big Price Lists,
free for 2c postage. Midland Stamp Co., Toronto, Can.

PORTUGUESE COLONIES 25 diff. 10c. Surprise
gacket free to approval appllcan(s F. H. Ewing, 2096 E.
9th St., Cleveland, Ohio.

FOREIGN STAMPS— Maqnlcaroduus Packet. Beau-
ties Distant Landsémany richly colored unusual designs).
2c postage. Gray Stamp Co., Toronto, Ca

e address 2 collectors 2c, wnh
tamp Co., Arcade, Utica, N.

105 Stamps, China, Egypt, etc,, 2c. Album

500 pictures)
3c. Guide 10c. A Bullara & Co., Sta. A,

oston, Mass.

1O0R stps., Chad, Ned Indies, etc., and album, 4c to ap-
XUuo pro ovalappllcants Hill' Stamp Co., Waltham, Mass.

C DcCC 101 DifT. Peachy Postage stamps.

Pcstage
c. Johnson Stamp Co.. Jamestown,

50 Diff. British Colonials, Cat. over $100
R. H.A. Green, 318 Park Ave., Wilmette,

27c

HOW TO HOUSE A COLLECTION

One of the questions confronting the new
collector is how to keep his stamps in
presentable condition and so mount them
that they may be readily displayed. An
album showing spaces for most of the
stamps costs from two to four dollars or
more, and it is not always convenient to
purchase one of these. If the smaller
sixty-cent album, which has spaces for but
few varieties, is not satisfactory, it is sug-
gested that a blank copy-book be pur-
chased, and the names of the countries
written at the top of the page. In this
way the collector can arrange pages for
the stamps at hand, rather than have
numerous pages without varieties upon
them. If the collector has artistic abil-
ity, he can readily rule spaces for the
stamps desired, and they may be made
into attractive designs, instead of being
arranged in the regular order of one stamp
after the other. All stamps should be
mounted by*means of hinges, which may
be obtained from any of our advertisers,
as it may be necessary later on to either
move them to a new album, or replace
them by better copies, and if the stamps
are stuck flat by means of paste, this is
difficult and may result in their becoming
damaged.

I would suggest that the young collector
disregard entirely the subject of water-
marks, papers, and perforations, and be
guided entirely by designs and colors.
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After he has acquired a general knowl-
edge. these further details become more
interesting, whereas at the beginning they
are confusing.

ANSWERS TO QUESTIONS

A usea Stamp may be just as valuable as
an unused one, and in some cases worth
considerably more. This question can-
not be answered “yes” or “no,” without
referring to a specific variety. [fThe
early stamps of Russia should not be
soaked in water, as the colors are fugitive
and readily dissolved. %W. F. Rigby—
11 North Road, N. E. Valley, Dunedin,
New Zealand—writes that he would be
glad to exchange with our readers.
~[Approval selections are made up by
dealers, and mounted either on sheets or
booklets with prices below. These may
be obtained by responsible readers, and it
is expected that a report he made for any
stamps purchased within ten days of their
receipt. When mention is made of a 25%
or 50% discount, a dealer is referring to
the standard catalogue price, from which
he quotes the discount mentioned.
Dealers also make up approval selections
in accordance with the specific require-
ments of the collector. In such a case,
the collector informs the dealer as to
exactly what varieties he desires, or speci-
fies the countries in which he is interested.
This, as a rule, is the more satisfactory
way of adding to one’s collection, for he
receives only the items he desires.

THE RIDDLE-BOX

(Continued from -page 490)

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES

Ittustrated Primal Acrostic. Lady Day
0. Acorn, 7, Yacht

Acrostic and Zigzag

3, Skillet. 4, Arizona. 5. Norfolk. 0, Georgia.

State Puzzle. Initials, Pennsylvania.

1. Lance.

From 1 to 2, Los Angeles; 3to4, California.
7. Everest,
From 1 to 10, Harrisburg; 11 to 18, Keystone; 19 to 46, Virtue,

IN THE MARCH NUMBER

2. Anvil. 3. Doves. 4. Yards. 5. Dunce.

Cross-words: 1. Lincoln. 2. Oranges.

8. Luncher. 9. Engines. 10. Spanish

Liberty and Independence. Cross-words: 1. Pegasus. 2. Evening. 3. Nucleus. 4. Narrate. 5. Synonym
6. Yankees. 7. Librate. S. Vitiate. 9 Aphonia. 10, Nourish. 11 Iberian 12. Addenda.

Central Acrostic. St Patrick’s Da 1. Taste. 2. Patch. Pepin. 4. Alack. 5. Cater. 6. Scrub
7. Skill. 8. Sacks, 9. Cakes. 10. Basm 11. OldeT. 12. Crate. 13 Slyly

Connected Squares. l. Art, row, two.
Woe, our, ere. V. Roe, owe, eel

A Missing Syllable. Re.

Classical Cross-word Enigma

Numerical Enigma.

Zigzag. Hawthorne
Snake. 9. Elect.

King's Move Puzzle

Leonidas.
1. Hoi-se. 2. Fable

Initials, Rembrandt

I1. Toe, oar, era

Begin at 3, Raphael;

111. Ochre, chain, haunt, rinse, enter. V.

“Repentance is being sorry enough to stop.”
3. Jewel

4. State. 5. Watch 6. Gloom. 7. First. 8

19, Edison; 27, Mendelssohn; 15,

Botticelli; 47, Rubens; 38, Addison; 57, Newton; 53, Dante; 54, Titian

To Our Puzzlers: T o be acknowledged in the magazine, answers must be mailed not later than Aprd 27
and should be addressed to St. Nicholas Riddle-Box, care of The Century Co., 353 Fourth Avenue, New
York City, N. Y. Solvers wishing to compete for prizes must comply with the League rules (see page 487)
and give answers in full following the plan of those printed above.

Answersto all the Puzzlesin the January Number wereduly received from Effie K. Douglas— Adelaide
Rice—-Doris Jeanne Ballenberg— Alice Hasbrook— Helen H. Mclver.

Answers to Puzzles in the January Number were duly received from “The Three R’s,”” 10— Catharine
Whitburn, 9— Joan E. Bader, 9— Beatrice Kessler, 9— Frederick Townsend, 9— Mary Byles, 8— Catharine
lloffmeier, 7— Ruth Fielclen, 6— Janette Gibson, 4—Gertrude E. Smith, 3— Howard Simpson, 3— Harmony
Harper, 3— Esther Rosengarten, 3—-Shirley Briggs, 3— Betty Ruth, 2— Joan Fairley, 2— Amy Hamburger, 2
— Tofie Owen, 1

THE PAGEANT OF CIVILIZATION
By F. B. Warren

A story of world adventure and romance, of wars, inventions, out-
standing events and heroic personalities, as depicted on the postage
stamps of half a hundred nations. 1llenablesyou to trace the progress of
mankind in your own stamp collection.

Beautifully printed and bound, 490 pages, over 1000 illustrations. S6.00

THE CENTURY CO.,

3%$) Fourth Avenue, New York City



- What’s all
shouting V'’

“Barbour has written another story and
it's beginning in the May St. Nicholas."

Good news! Yes, and more of it. The title
is “ Substitute Jimmy.” Yes, that means foot-
ball, but a lot more, too. This is the neatest
plot Barbour has produced in many moons,
and you will be hard put to tell where the
said James will turn up next.

What's more, the illustrations are by
Charles Lassell, and if you don’t believe that
he knows boys, look at the inquiring chap in
the upper right. (If you *“inquired" too
much, he might give you an upper right, at
that, though he’s really good-natured and
quite a hand at rhymes).

This May number is going to be full of
good stuff — Barbour, Scoville, and the final
chapter of “Those Careless Kincaids,” in

which all mysteries are cleared up once and for
all. Also, a Tommy Dane story, one of Marguerite
Aspinwall’s, an article on the cattle country, with
a “roping” cover by Louis Lundean. He knows
his ropes and horses, too, and you'll be putting
the cover on your wall — or we’ll miss our guess.

If we haven't said enough to make you want the May
number, you are simply beyond hope. But if you are
half as “bright” as we think you are, you will sign this
coupon tout suite. It happens to read for “one year,” but
we'll guarantee all twelve will be as good as this May
number — as good as the oneyou have in your hand, in fact.

I'CrHE CENTURY co.
353 Fourth Avenue, New York City

I enclose a check (or send me a bill) for $4.00 for one year’s subscription ($6.50
for two years) to The St. Nicholas Magazine, beginning with the May issue. To be

sent to:
Name Street
City. .State.



There is an Aristocracy in fAmerica

OES this statement sound un-American?—Ilet’'s see what the dic-
tionary thinks about it.

“ Aristocracy . . . those regarded as superior to the rest of
the community,— in rank, fortune, or intellect.”

“In fortune, or intellect!” ... Who buy the smartest cars, and wear the
most appropriate clothing? ... Who educate their children at greatest
cost? . . . Who travel for pleasure? ... Who read the best books? . ..
Who equip their homes most completely? . .. Who learn the ways of a
new generation from their children? . . . and whose social position makes
them the leaders of thought and action in their community?

Yes!—this highly intelligent, extraordinarily prosperous class exists,—
and has great introductory power. There is an aristocracy in America.

A t. U\Qcholas Cjfamilies Incomes

Ip% over $10,000 peryear
5/% over $fy,000 peryear

For more than fifty years St. Nicholas has been the favorite, essential
magazine in these aristocratic homes . . . just as these families buy the
best furniture, and clothing, and motor cars, and entertainment, and
education,—they have cheerfully paid the high subscription cost of
St. Nicholas.

For fifty years past, and for fifty years to come, it has been, and will be,
an intimate, personal factor in the instruction of the younger members
of these families,—those who are between twelve and eighteen years of
age . . . and the parents read it! . . . they write and tell us so.

St. Nicholas can tell the story of your product, in an aristocratic and
influential way, in more than fifty thousand of these influential families.

St. Nicholas Magazine

353 Fourth Avenue o New York City

RUMFORD PRESS
CONCORD



True stories of great aviators

and their adventures in the sky —

KNIGHTS OF
1"HE WING

» *M-JACOB S

fpjj-g STORY OF ™ the very first chapter of

Knights of the Wing the reader
LINDBERGH AND wijj] step out jn "mid-air” and
OTHER HEROES experience the thrill of dropping

from a plane in a parachute.
From there hewill set altitude records, fly cross-country in
a passenger plane, pierce the darkness in a high-powered
machine which depends for its guidance upon searchlights
of tremendous range. He will follow in intimate detail
such, thrilling stunts as Lindbergh’s flight to Paris, the
Maitland-Hegenberger hop to Hawaii and many others.

The EDITOR OF

st. Nicholas writes—*

“American boys have been waiting
for just the sort of book which
Miss Jacobs has written here in
Knights of the W ing. Her pOSi-
tion as an official member of the
staffof Wright Field has kept her
in close touch with fliers and the
important things that have been
happening in American aviation
during recent years. She is also
fortunately situated in a position
which gives her access to official
records and enables her to tell
many amazing stories which are
at the same time strictly trve. She
haswritteN Kk nights of the Wing
in a simple, dramatic style which
will delight all those to whom
flying is still a remarkable mystery,
possessed of something magical.”

ASK YOUR BOOKSELLER FOR

THE WING

lustrated / $2.00

THE CENTURY CO.
Publishers of Enduring Hooks



