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THE CAUSE OF 
RHEUMATISM

is re m o v e d  f ro m  the  s y s t e m  by

DREFS’ GOUT and 
RHEUMATIC PILLS

and a co m p le te  c u re  quickly  effected.
C lo q u e t, M inn., J u ly  2 3 ,  1 9 0 1 .  

C h a s . A . D r e e s , B uffalo , N . Y.:
D ear S i ?— On the  d a y  y o u r sam p le  of I > r e f V  4 > o u l  a n d  

K l i e u n i n t i s m  I*ill** a rriv ed  I « a s su ffe rin g  from  an u n 
u sua lly  bad  a tta c k  of R h e u m a tic  N e u ra lg ia  in  th e  w rists . I 
to o k  the  w ho le  five during: th e  day , a n d  th a t  n ig h t I s le p t 
so u n d ly , an d  n e x t  day I felt n o  b ad  e ffects , a n d  now  I feel as 
th o u g h  I w ould  n ev e r have a n o th e r  p a in . T o  m ake su re  I 
enclose herew ith  5 0 c . P lease  sen d  m e by m ail a box  of your 
p ills. 1 am  co nv inced  th a t a fte r  2 0  years of try in g  1 have 
s tru ck  the  p a in  e rad ica to r. Y o u rs  resp ec tfu lly ,

H .  A . S t o n e , Je w e le r .
N o  m a t t e r  w h a t  f o r m  y o u r  r h e u m a t i s m  t a k e s ,  

w h e t h e r  i t  i s  n e r v o u s ,  m u s c u l a r  o r  a r t i c u l a r ,  
D r e f s ’ P i l l s  g e t  a t  t h e  s e a t  o f  t h e  t r o u b l e ,  g i v e  
q u i c k  r e l i e f  a n d  c e r t a i n  c u r e .  T h e y  a c t  u p o n  t h e  
s t o m a c h ,  l i v e r  a n d  k i d n e y s ,  p u r i f y  t h e  b l o o d ,  d i s 
s o l v e  t h e  u r i c  a c i d  a n d  r e m o v e  i t  f r o m  t h e  s y s t e m .  
I t  i s  t h e  g r a n d e s t  b u i l d e r  o f  n e r v e  f o r c e ,  s t r e n g t h 
e n s  t h e  m u s c l e s ,  r e s t o r e s  a l l  t h e  o r g a n s  o f  t h e  
b o d y  t o  a  n a t u r a l ,  h e a l t h y  c o n d i t i o n .

S e n d  D i r e c t  t o  GHAS. A. DREFS, J l f g .  C h e m i s t
2SO  B r o a d w i u .  K u f l u l o .  X .  Y .

MANY MAKE 2,000.00 A YEAR.
Y o u  h a v e  t h e  s a m e  c h a n c e .  S t a r t  a  M a i l - O r d e r  

B u s in e s s  a t  y o u r  h o m e ,  i n  a n y  t o w n  o r  v i l l a g e .  W e  
t e l l  y o u  h o w . N o  l i c e n s e  r e q u i r e d .  B ig  M a il .  O r d e r s .  
M o n e y  c o m i n g  i n  d a i l y .  L a r g e  p r o f i ts .  E v e r y t h i n g  
f u r n i s h e d .  O u r  l o n g  e x p e r i e n c e  is  a t  y o u r  s e rv ic e .

W H A T  T H E Y  S A Y  :
“  Y o u r  in fo rm atio n  is in v a lu a b le  to  th o se  w ish in g  to  en te r  

the  M ail O rd e r  B u s in ess .’’— I s a a c  S t a p i .e t o n , P a rth e n o n , 
A rk . “ In fo rm a tio n  rece iv ed . W o u ld  n o t tak e  ? io  for it.” — 
A. J o h n s o n 1, E lk h a rt .  In d . “ R ece iv ed  y o u r s ta r te r . T h e  
‘A d v is e r ’ is in d eed  a n  a d v ise r . T h a n k in g  you fo r y o u r 
p ro m p tn e ss .’’—G . H . H a m m e s , L a  C ro sse .W is . “ I rece ived  
y o u r in s tru c tio n s , an d  can now  see a way w h e re b y  I can leg iti
m ate ly  coin m o n ey .” —T . M . C u r r y . New' B edford , M ass. 
“ Y o u r A d v ise r  is in v a lu ab le  for a m ail o rd er m an. A  perso n  
w ith  t ru e  b u s in ess  g ift and  th e  A d v ise r  can sc ra tch  the  w ord  
‘ f a i l ’ ou t of h is  b u s in e s s .” — G . H . W o e r n e r , P h ila ., P a . 
“ I w ould n o t tak e  $ 2? for w h a t yo u  h a v e  s e n t m e. I am  ev e r so 
m uch  o b lig e d ."—O. N . R o s s , N . A dam s, M ass.

I f  y o u  w a n t  t o  b e g in ,  w r i t e  a t  o n c e  f o r  o u r  
‘• S t a r t e r ' ’ a n d  free p a r t i c u l a r s .  A d d r e s s

Regular Sized Box, containing 60 Doses, 50c. Sold by all Druggists. M. J. KRUEGER CO., 155 Washington St., Chicago, III.

T n c o m p o u n d i n g , an  in co m p lete  m ix tu re  w as accid en ta lly  
sp illed  on the  b ack  of the h an d , an d  on  w ash in g  a fte rw ard  

it was d isco v e red  th a t th e  h a ir  w as co m p le te ly  rem oved . W e 
nam ed  th e  new  d iscovery  M O D  E N T .. It is ab so lu te ly
harm less, b u t w o rk s  su re  resu lts . A p p ly  for a few m inuses 
and  the  h a ir  d isap p ea rs  as  if by  m agic, i t  C a n n o t  F a i l .  
If the  g ro w th  be lig h t, one  ap p lica tio n  will rem ove  i t ;  the  
heavy g ro w th , such  as th e  b e a rd  o r g ro w th  on  m oles, m ay 
requ ire  tw o o r m ore ap p lica tio n s , an d  w ith o u t s lig h te s t 
in ju ry  o r u n p lea sa n t fee lin g  w hen  a p p lie d  o r e v e r a fterw ard .

Modene supersedes electrolysis.
F s e d  b y  p e o p l e  o f  r e f i n e m e n t ,  a n d  r e c o m m e n d e d  

b y  a l l  w h o  h a v e  t e s t e d  i t s  m e r i t s .
Modene sent by mail, in safety mailing-cases .securely sealed '. 

on receipt of $ 1 . 0 0  per bottle. Send money bv letter, with 
your full address written plainly. Postage-stamps taken.

LOCAL AM) (O:\KIIAL AC.KXTS WAXTKD.
MODENE MANUFACTURING CO., Dept. 44, Cincinnati, Ohio. 

E v e r y  Ttotfle G u a r a n te e d .
<MTt  $ 1 , 0 0 0  for F ailure or (lie Slich<«*>l Injury.

FRENCH through 
the Phonograph

E a c h  o f o u r s tu d e n ts  is  fu rn ish e d  a  $20 E d iso n  
S ta n d a rd  P h o n o g ra p h  ,whi«-h g ives h im  tlie  n a tiv e  
te a c h e r ’s  e x a c t p ro n u n c ia tio n . S tu d e n ts  m ak e  
rec o rd s  to  show  progress in  sp eak in g , a n d  re tu rn  
th e m  fo r  critic ism , 
b o o k s

m an.

In ternational
Correspondence 

Schools,
Box 806;

Scranton, Pa.
—  M ...

Have You Got 
Rheumatism?

F o r  R h e u m a tis m , t h a t  h o r r ib le  p la g u e , I  d is c o v e re d  a  h a rm le s i  
r e m e d v ,  a n d  in  o r d e r  t h a t  e v e ry  s u f f e r in g  r e a d e r  m ay  le a r r  
a b o u t  it, I  w ill g la d ly  m a il  h im  a  t r i a l  b o x  a n d  b o o k  o n  r h e u tn a  
t is m  fre e . W rite  w i th o u t  f a i l—i t  is  a  w o n d e r fu l  r e m e d y  w h ic h  h a t 
e n a b le d  m a n y  a  p e rs o n  to  a b a n d o n  c r u t c h  a n d  c a n e .  A ddress 
JO H N  A. S M IT H , 2276 G e r m a n ia  B ld g ., M ilw a u k e e , W is.

DEAF N  P* noises per i.ftnently
I w  k U  I I  C u r e d .  Scientific and sta rt

ling discovery' by Dr. Powell, 
the well known Boston Aurist. 

Mr. Oscar Madan. South Weymouth. Mass . 
was totally deaf in the right ear. Entirely 
cured bv Dr. Powell's treatment

. " / •  .° rr- T,= * *  St.. Sonll. tto-tfm, M w .  « * ,  nearlv .to n ei<rat. Hearing rm n le te ly  restored bv Dr. Powell’s treatm ent.
Corn tricing pr ■ f and i'lustrnted boo’. F R K F .

PHONO-PNEUMO TREATMENT,
21 D H untington A v e n u e ,  - BO STO N , M A S S .

In  answ ering  a n y  advertisem en t on th is  page it is desirable th a t yo u  m ention  T h e  J u n io r  M u x s e v .
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STAMMERING

THE LEWIS PHONO-METRIC INSTITUTE. DETROIT, MICH.
The only building: ever erected a t  a n y  tin t-■ du  u g t.  

w o rld 's  history e.Vi lu s h 'd r  ,is tin institu tion  
J o r  the cure o f  S ta m m erin g .

O u r new In stitu te  p ro v id es  acco m m o d atio n  fo r one h u n 
d red  '•indents. L a rg e  lec tu re  h a lls . S p ac io u s  gym nasitim . 
P le a s a n t  p arlo rs. E lec tr ic  lig h t. H o t w ater h e a tin g . H a rd  

w ood floors in every  room . S u rro u n d in g s  hom elike, 
m oral a n d  w holesom e. C u re s  la s tin g  an d  p e rm an en t. 
F a c ilitie s  lo r  t ra in in g  u n eq u a led  e lsew here .

Refer by permission to lion. Wm. i . Maybury. M.i\-ir -jf 
Detroit. R c \. Robert Stuart MucArttiur. I). I).. 1.1.. 1).. !‘.i>:or 
Calvary Baptist Clmr. li. New York City, Prof. Tims. C. I ris- - 
blood. University of Michigan, Ann Arbor, Mich., Prof. Robert 
Irving Fulton, Ohio Wesleyan University. Delaware. Ohio. 
Dr. Robert L. Randoloh. Julius llopkins University, Balti
more. Md.. Prof. II. H. Nn hoi- .n. University of Nebraska. 
Lincoln. Neb. 1-1 ndorse 1 also i y lumdreds of grailnates from 
all parts of tlie United States and Canada.

Additional references furnished on n-qm^t. bu r coo-page 
C .ok. " T h e  Origin and Treatm ent of S tam m ering." sent 
l i: Kit to any address for six cuts in - t  im is to . .n e r  post- 

A-k also for a F R E E  sample ropy of “ The Phono-

r.EO. AVPRCTT LEWIS. 
Principal a ml Fournier, 
ho stammered for more 

than twenty years. m

THE LEWIS PHONO-METRIC INSTITUTE, 17 Adelaide Street. Detroit. Mich.

I  w a n t to  t e  a  \>enand in*, artist
4 -

I f  y o u  h a v e  a  lik in g  o r n a tu ra l  ta le n t fo r  
d raw in g . «*m th is  out an d  m ail it w ith  y«.ur 
n a m e  a n d  a d d re s s , a n d  ge t a free  S am ple  
L esson , c ir c u la r  w ith  te rm s , e te .SCHOOL o r CARICATURE.

8 5  W o r ld  IS u ild in g . N ew  Y ork  C ity .

LEARN PROOFREADING.
I f  you p o ssess  a fair ed u catio n , w hy n o t utilize  it a t  a gen tee l 

an d  uncrow ded  p ro fess io n , p ay in g  $ 1 5  t o $ 0 5  w eek ly ?  S itu a tio n s  
a lw ay s  ob tain ab le . Y ou can be  fitted a t  leisu re  h o u rs  to  ho ld  
an y  po sitio n  u nder our c o u rse  of in stru c tio n s. W e a re  the  o rig inal 
in s tru c to rs  by m ail.no mi, hu: i:ispom h . \ ( i: school.

in; a n d  1 2 0  M . - i l u n l  S I . .  I * l i  i l : i d « * l  i» l i  i : t .

A . -morn expert. «h" In'. i-.cn parti- ul-»r 
. - '- f id  in the ine ..l* dog >■ t.die-.’" I r-- 
•ea' -if the C am -ia .“ bygDr. R odrigue/ «»:t 
lent, in JUNIOR MfNSKY for July, with fete 
:e to

W . O .  L O C K E  S  
P l a t i n u m  D o g  S t u d i e s .

I lands- • iilusiraiF R E E
prl e- tri»m :('• - t>. up. Sent free.

W  O .  L O C  K  E l ,
1239 Montgomery Ave., CINCINNATI, 0 .

ILLUSTRATING
TAUGHT 
BY MAIL

In d iv id u a l in s tru c t io n  in 
^N ew spaper. M ag az in e  a n d  
U o n im ere ia l I llu s tra tin g .

o i l i e r  c o u rse s  in B ««k -  
k e e p in g . A «l v e r tis e in e n t  

w r itin g . J o u r n a lis m  and .sten o g ra p h y .
S u ccessfu l S tu d e n ts  E v e ry w h e re . 

TUITION P A Y A B L E  60  D A Y S  A F T E R  A 
POSITION IS S E C U R E D .

P  r s  P  p  In fo rm a l ion. W rite  fo r  p ro p o sitio n . 
■ f t  SZ- C i  M en tio n  su b je c t  in  w h ic h  in te res ted .

C O R R E S P O N D E N C E  IN STITU TE  O F  A M E R I C A ,  
B. 56 5 , S C R A N T O N ,  P A . ,  U. S . A.

The Argosy in Bound Form
A 1.1, volu m es o f T h e  A r g o s y  p revious to  th e 

begin n in g o f th e m o n th ly  form , A p ril, 1894, 
are out o f print. T h e  rem ain in g  volum es, all 
n eatly  bound in c lo th , are veritab le  treasure 
houses o f  en terta in in g  fiction. 75 cents apiece, 
pins 25 cen ts postage', e x ce p t vols. X V I I I  to 
X X I I I ,  in clu sive , w h ich  cost jtr.oo, plus 30 cents 
postage,

FRANK A. MUNSEY, 111 F ifth  Ave., New York.

Photograph Free
Your Favorite Author 
or Musical Composer.

Do You Love Beautiful Pictures ?
W ould you like

t h e  p o r t r a i t s  o f  a l l  t h e  f a m o u s  A r t 
i s t s  o f  t h e  w o r l d  a m i  p e r f e c t  c o p ie s  
o f  t h e i r  b e s t  w o r k s ?

W ould you like
p h o t o g r a p h s  o f  t h e  m o s t  f a m o u s  
M u s ic a l  C o m p o s e r s ?

Would you like
to  i l l u s t r a t e  y o u r  f a v o r i t e  b o o k s  
w it It p h o t o g r a p h s  o f  t l i e  A u t h o r  
a m i  l e a d i n g  c h a r a c t e r s  a n d  b e s t  
s c e n e s ?  I n  s h o r t

W ould you like
a  c o m p l e t e  A r t  f '. a l l e r v  o f  y o u r  o w n  
t o s l i o w  y o u r  f r i e n d s ?

A ll t h i s  i s  w i t h i n  y o u r  r e a c h  a t  m o d 
e r a t e  c o s t  b y  a v a i l i n g  y o u r s e l f  o f  o u r  
f a m o u s  c o l l e c t i o n  o f  u n m o u n te d  p h o to 
g r a p h s —c o v e r in g  n o w  18.000 s u b je c t s  
a n d  c o n s t a n t l y  i n c r e a s i n g .
S e n d  ISc. fo r  o u r  three-part catalogue, 
a iso the  n a m e  o f  y o u r  fa v o r i t e  A u th o r  
o r Compose) a m i u e u n it sen d  y o n  h is  
u n m o u n te d  p h o to g ra p h  a s  a sam ple  o f  
o m  -work, toge ther  w ith  o u r  p u b lish e d  
p a m p h le t . “  H o w  to M a k e  a n*  A r t
A ib u  m ."

SOULE ART COMPANY,
Washington St., - - Boston, Mass.328

;
A B A N K  A C C O U N T  and

A FULL P O C K E TB O O K
r e s u l t  f ro m  s tu d y  w ith  T h e  I n te r n a t i o n a l  C o r re s p o n d 
e n c e  S c h o o ls . W e  t r a in  m e n  a n d  w o m e n  fo r  b e t te r  
w o rk  a n d  b e tte r  p a y . a n d  e q u ip  in e x p e r ie n c e d  p e o p le  
fo r  s a la r ie d  p o s itio n s . I .  S .  T e x t  h o o k s  m a k e  i t  
e a sy  fo r  m e n  a n d  w o m e n  a lr e a d y  a t  w o rk ,  to

L E A R N  B Y  M A I L
M erh an iea l. S tea m , K leetr iea l. Civil anti M ining F .n g in eer in g : 
B r a w in s :  A rch ile e ta r e :  C h em istry ; O rnam ental la - s ig n : L etter
in g ;  B o o k -k eep in g ; S ten o g ra p h y ; F r e n c h ; B erm an ; S p a n ish .

State subject which interests you.
The International Correspondence Schools, Bos 3o6 S cran to n , fa .

<)g any  advertisem en t on th is Page i t  is desirable th a t you  m ention  T h e  J u n io r  M u n s e y .
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The Swoboda System
R estores to H ea lth , S tren gth en s the H ea rt

I am teaching intelligent men, brain workers, the 
ideal principles of attaining and preserving per
fect health. It is not a problematical theory, but 
a system  of physiological exercise, based 
upon absolutely correct scientific facts.
And if you will follow my instructions 
for a few weeks I will promise you such 
a superb muscular development and 
such a degree of vigorous health as to 
forever convince you that intelligent 
direction of muscular effort is just as essential to success 
in life as intelligent mental effort. No pupil of mine will 
need to digest his food with pepsin nor assist nature with a 
dose of physic. I will give you an appetite and a strong 
stomach to take care of it; a digestive system that will 
fill your veins with rich blood; a strong heart that will 
regulate circulation and improve assimilation; a pair of 
lungs that will purify your blood; a liver that will work 
as nature designed it should; a set of nerves that will 

keep you up to the standard of physical and mental 
energy. I will increase your nervous force and
capacity for mental labor, making your daily work a pleasure. You will 
sleep as a man ought to sleep. You will start the day as a mental worker 
must who would get the best of which bis brain is capable. I can promise 
you all of this because it is common-sense, rational and just as logical as 
that study improves the intellect.

A LO IS P . SWOBODA,
Originator and Sole Instructor.

M y  sy s te m  is ta u g h t  by m a i l  o n ly  
a n d  w i th  p e r fe c t  su c c e s s , r e q u ir e s  no  
a p p a r a tu s  w h a te v e r ,  a n d  b u t  a  fe w  
m in u te s ’ t im e  in  y o u r  o w n  ro o m  ju s t  
b e fo re  re tir in g .

By this condensed system more exercise 
and benefit can be obtained in ten minutes 
than by any other in two hours, and it is the 
only one which does not overtax the heart.
I t  is the only natural, easy and speedy 
method for obtaining perfect health, phys
ical development and elasticity of mind 
and body. Pupils are both sexes, ranging 
in age from fifteen to eighty-six, and all 
recommend the system. Since no two 
people are in the same physical con
dition, individual instructions are 
given in each case.

Write a t once, mention
ing this magazine, for full 
information and convincing 
endorsements from many of 
America’s leading citizens.

H UG H  R . L O U D O N ,
C E N T U R Y  B L D G . ,  S T .  L O U I S ,  M O .

St. Louis, Mo., J a n . 31, 1900. 
Mr. A lois P . S w oboda, C hicago, 111.

D ear S i r :—I t  is  a  p le a su re  to  t e s t ify  to  th e  m e r i ts  a n d  th e  
ben e fits  to  be d e riv e d  fro m  y o u r  sy s te m  o f  p h y s io lo g ic a l 
ex erc ise . F irs t ,  a n d  o f m o st im p o rta n c e , i t  h a s  c u re d  m e 
c o m p le te ly  o f d y sp ep sia  an d  c o n s tip a tio n , b o th  c h ro n ic  a n d  
o f  lo n g  s ta n d in g , a n d  in  th e  t r e a tm e n t  o f w h ich  I 
h a d  ex p en d ed  la rg e  su m s w ith o u t  o b ta in in g  re lie f . 

T he  effec t o f  y o u r  sy s te m  was im m e d ia te  and  
a lm o s t b eyond  belief. 31 y  a p p e ti te  in creased
e n o rm o u s ly , an d  th e re  w as no  d ifficu lty  in  d ig e s t

in g  a n d  a s s im ila t in g  th e  fo o d  co n su m ed . To-day 
m y  h e a lth  is  p e rfec t. I h a v e  a lw a y s  a p p re c ia te d  
th e  benefits  to  be d e riv e d  f ro m  p ro p e r  ex erc ise , 
a n d  in  p u r s u i t  o f h e a lth , t r ie d  ro w in g  a n d  g y m 
n a s iu m  w o rk  fo r  se v era l y ea rs , a lso  v a r io u s  p a te n t  
e x e rc ise rs , b u t  n e v e r  rece iv ed  a n y th in g  l ik e  th e  
benefit o r  d e v e lo p m e n t t h a t  h as  re su lte d  fro m  
th re e  m o n th s ' a p p lic a tio n  to  y o u r  sy stem . In  th is  
s h o r t  t im e  I h a v e  in c re a se d  m y ch est e x p an sio n  
f o u r  in ch es  an d  a ll  m y m usc les  in  p ro p o rt io n . In  
tw o  m o n th s  I w as a b le  to  t e a r  a  fu ll  p ack  o f p la y in g  
c a rd s  in to  h a lves, a n d  th e  h a lv es  in to  q u a r te r s  
sh o w in g  a b il i ty  to  a p p ly  m y s tr e n g th ,  w h ic h d s  a 

q u a li ty  to  be d esired  a n d  one  t h a t  c a n n o t  be 
m ea su red  w ith  a  tap e . I t  is  n o  e x a g 

g e ra t io n  to  say  t h a t  m y  c a p a c ity  fo r  
b o th  p h y sica l a n d  m e n ta l  e x e r t io n  
is  in c re a s in g  d a ily , a n d  th e  fee lin g  
r e s u l t in g  f ro m  a s ta te  o f p e rfe c t 
h e a lth  a id s  m e in  b u s in ess  a n d  is 
s o m e th in g  m o n ey  c o u ld  n o t rep lace. 
To a n y o n e  fe e lin g  th e  n eed  o f re g u 
l a r  ex e rc ise , e a s i ly  ta k e n , I  c a n n o t 
co m m en d  y o u r  sy s te m  to o  h ig h ly . 
W ish in g  y o u  d eserv ed  success, l a m ,  

Y o u rs  v e ry  s in ce re ly
H E. LOUDON.

.ALOIS P. SWOBODA, 427  Western Book B ldg., CHICAGO

I n  answ ering  th is  advertisem en t i t  is desirable th a t yo u  m ention  T h e  J u n io r  M u n s e v .
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THE ARGOSY
THE NOVEMBER ARGOSY WILL BE

A BANNER NUMBER
presenting a splendid collection of stories that “ move right along.” 
Tile Complete Novel bears for its title the single word

“ S T R A N D E D "
and is a tale of singular adventure on that bit of soil off the Atlantic 
Coast known as Block’ Island. There is an account of a shipwreck 
which is Kiie of the most vivid of its kind.

The New Serial starts on a iazv summer's day in a consul’s office 
in Hcuador. It is called

* * F E N C I N G  W I T H  F A T E ”
and its hero, ivlr is the consul’s clerk, is called to pass through so 
main thrilling experiences that the memory of that lazv dav soon 
stands out in his mind as something that never was.

NI NE  S P L E N D I D  S H O R T  S T O R I E S
quick in action, lively in spirit, and crisp in style.

“ A GREAT NIGHT FOR THE ENSIGN." i “ THE PASSING OF POTTINGER."
■ THE COLLECTOR OF AUTOGRAPHS." “ MR. DORSEY’S STUNT.”
“ A QUESTION OF NERVES." j “ THE FISHING MARINE."
“ THE SPOTTED CHEETAH." | “ THE RED PACK.”

“ THE GAME THAT MADE DU COURSEY FAMOUS."

The Argosy is issued on the 
20th of each month. For Sale 
at all news stands. Price 
10 cents a copy. One 
Dollar by the 
year.

FRANK A. MUNSEY,
ill Fifth Avenue, 

NEW 
YORK.

i
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Y E S  SIR.
The Goodform Closet Set

A D D S ^ ^ ^  

S U B T R A C T S—— — !■ I I

I M U L T IP L IE S

to  t h e  l i f e  o f  c l o t h i n g .  K e e p s  i t  l o o k in g  n e w . 
f r o m  t h e  c a r e  a m i  w o r r y  o f  l i f e  b y  p u t t i n g  o r d e r  
a n d  c o n v e n ie n c e  i n to  t h e  c lo s e t  a m i  d o u b lm g w o r  
t r e b l i n g  i t s  c a p a c i ty .  ; i
v o n r  j o v s  b v  e n a b l i n g  y o u  to  f in d  w h a t  v o n  w a n t  
in  a  g l a n c e ,  a n d  w i t h o u t  d i s p l a c i n g  a  s in g l e  g a r 
m e n t  o t h e r  t h a n  t h e  o n e  d e s i r e d .

S e t  6 Goodform T ro u s e rs  Shapers,
E x p r e s s  P a i d  * V ^ ' - ' •  12 Coat F o rm s, 2 Bars, i Loop.

W om en’s S e t  . 2  each Skirt and Coat Forms,
E x p r e s s  P a i d .  * > ' - ' •  2  e a C h  B a r S  a , U ' L ° ° P S '

T w o  S e t s  in one sh ip m en t,  $5.50.
T ro u sers  Shaper, postpaid, 30c.;  4 for $1 .00; 6 and a Closet  Loop, $1.50, express paid.

CHICAGO F O R M
D e p a r t m e n t  81, . . . .

CO M PANY,
124 Lac S a l l e  Street, Chicaego.

W l t l T i :  I'M I 'O lt  V A . n K  O F  XIFIC4 II A A T  i \  v o i  it  TOXYA.
‘ W e sen d  a b o o k le t fr e e ."  S o ld  a t equitable  p r ice s , N O T  exp re ss  paid , by  the  fo llo w in g :

Washington,- D .C ., I-L. II. Morsell. 
Albany, \V. M. Whitney A C«>. 
Atlanta, Ga„ Gen. Mti-e Cln. Co. 
Augusta, Ga.. I Miller W alker. 
Baltimore. MG.. J. - . Ilyme-. 
Birmingham. Ala . I. Ilia h A- Sons. 
Boise. I«l.. A. B K- h %.
Boston. Mass.. K 11. W hit- A O-. 
Bridgeport, Ct.. Time A Knilmaier. 
Brooklyn. X. V.. 1 l.oeser A < ••. 
Buffalo, N. Y..Th«: Win. I lengci - i Co. 
Burlington, la .S a lter A Loi'qnist. 
Butte, Mont.. II -un-ssy M r . t o. 
Chattanooga,Teun.. Glenn A Shaw.

t hit ago. 111.. M a-ha il Field A * 
t in. iunati.O ., Pickering Ildw .G  
Cleveland, < The May *'o.
*'••litinhus. S. h.oedinger,!-' am  A t 
I) •:t < r . C-do.. Daniels A Fisher. 
Detroit. II. C. Webber Hdw. Co. 
Dill. 111. M inn.. Kelley Hdw. « ...
ICiie. Pa.. ■ has. S. Marks A- « ... 
l it hburg, Mass.. Daiu.m A < ioul 
• .ra <1 K.ipids. Gardiner A Baxter 
llarn'ord; Brown, Thompson A Co 
Indianapolis. Inti.. Paul II Kraus 
Kails,ix City. Mo.. 1 Jogget D. « *  '< 

Nelson A Wright.

Madison. \t i-., Sumner A Morris. 
Milwaukee. Gimhle Br-.s. * 
Minneapolis, Wm. Donaldson Co. 
Mt-ntgoinerv. Ala.. I. Lrvystciii. 
N- w .rk. N. I.. Halm- A to .
New V..rk, John Wanatn iker.

11. Il Ni i.l A i -...
Siegel. C’oo|>er A Go.

N w < *, leans, La.. I ). II. Holmes. 
Dinah :. Nek.. Hayden Bros. 
Pittsburg, Pa., W. I). Phelan. 
Pr.oiden. e, K. I,, Boston Store. 
Philadelphia, John W .naniaher. 
Kutlaml, Yt., L. G. Kingsley.

Salem, Mass., l-V.wler A I)ol.,nG. 
San Francisco, Palace Hdw. C". 
Savannah. Lindsay A Morgan. 
Seattle, Thedinga Hdw. Co. 
Springfield. IU .C. D. Roberts A i 
Springfield. Mass., j

Meekin-, Packard A Wheat., 
St. Joseph. Curtin A Clark Hdw . « 
St. Louis, Werner Be 

D L  Parrish.
F. W. Humph rev Cl. .. Co.

St Paul, Sciitin-man A liv.ms. 
Tacoma, Washington Hdw. Co. 
Toledo. La Salle A Koch Co.

Munsey’s Magazine in Bound Form
C I X  m o m l i s  n u m b e r s  o f  T i n :  M i n s k y , o v e r  non p a g e s  o f  l e n d i n g  m a t t e r  a n d  i l l u s t r a t i o n s ,  m a k e  a  t r e m e n d o u s l y  
^  i n t e r e s t i n g  v o lu m e .  T u t  i n t o  b o o k  f o r m ,  it .sh o w s  i m p r e s s i v e ly  w h a t  o n e  g e t s  in  a  y e a r ’s  s u b s c r i p t i o n  to  
Al UN SKY’S M A GAZIN K.

I t  w o u ld  b e  d i f f ic u l t  t o  f in d  a  m o r e  a t t r a c t i v e  v o l u m e  f o r  t h e  l i b r a r y  t a b l e  t h a n  M i n s k y ' s  M a g a z i n e  in  b o u n d  
f o r m .  T h e  b i n d i n g  in  d a r k  g r e e n ,  w i th  a  t a s t e f u l  d e s ig n  in  g o ld ,  m a k e s  i t  a  v e r y  h a n d s o m e  b o o k ,  a n d  a  s e t  o f  t h e m  
o n  t h e  l i b r a r y  s h e lv e s  i s  a  v a lu a b l e  p o s s e s s io n ,  a c q u i r i n g  i n c r e a s e d  w o r t h  a s  t h e  y e a r s  g o  b y .  M u n s f .y ’s  M a g a z i n e  
i s  a v e r i t a b l e  e n c y  c lo p e d ia  o f  t h e  t im e s  a n d  s h o u ld  a l w a y s  b e  k e p t  in  b o u n d  f o rm .  T h e  p r i c e  o f  e a c h  v o lu m e  is  
ONE D O L L A R . 35 c e n t s  m u s t  b e  a d d e d  f o r  p o s t a g e  w h e n  o r d e r e d  to  b e  s e n t  b y  m a i l .

V I .  ( O H o Im- i . I»*H H s i i t Ii . 1*112.)
\  I I .  ( % *«*|»I«*i i i Im t . IMI‘2.
V .  O c t o b e r .  I * » : i —X I a ■'<*!■. !* !> ! .)
X I I .  ( O c l o l M - r .  IM II  B a r e l i .  I M G .
X I I I .  ( —X«*|»I«*i i »Ik *i*. IMI.l .
X V .  % | » r l l —%**|>Io i i i Im»»*. IMM». 
X X I I .  A |M-i I— S e p t e m b e r .  I M H . i

X o l .  X X  I I I .  f O e l o b e r .  1 S 0 7 — f l a n l i .  | * 0 £ . )
X I X .  ( A p r i l - K e p t e u i b e i ' .  IM9S.I
X X .  ( O c t o b e r ,  1 8 9 8 - H a r e l i .  IK 9 9 . )

*• X X I .  ( A |»i*il—S e p t e m b e r .  1 8 9 9 . )
X X I I .  ( t l e t o b e r .  1 8 9 9 - n a r e l a .  1 9 0 0 . )  

•* X X I I I .  ( % |» r i l  - X e p t e n a b e r .  IOOO. i
X X I X .  l O e t o b e r .  1 9 0 0 —X l u r e l i .  1 0 0 1 . )

FRANK A. MUNSEY, = = 111 Fifth Avenue, New York.

Leonard 
Sofa Bed

A l u x u r i o u s  S o fa , c o u c h  l e n g t h ,  i n 
s t a n t l y  c o n v e r t i b l e  i n t o  a  L a r g e ,  
s o f t  h a i r - m a t t r e s s  b e d . w i t h  recei>- 
t a c l e  f o r  b e d d in g  o r  d r e s s e s .  10 
s ty l e s .  $ 2.S.oo to  $ 75 .00, e q u a l l y  l u x 
u r io u s  a n d  s e r v i c e a b le .  F r e ig h t  
p r e p a i d ,  c a t a l o g u e s  f re e .  R e t u r n 
a b le  if  n o t  e n t i r e l y  S a t i s f a c to r y .  
T h e r e  is  b u t  O n e  L e o n a r d  S o fa  B ed . 
P a t e n t e d ,  m a n u f a c tu r e d  a n d  s o ld  
o n l y  b y

THE LEONARD SOFA BED CO.,
405 PROSPECT ST.,

CLEVELAND, O.

111 ait severing a n y  advertisem en t on th is Page it is desirable th a t you  m ention  T h e  J u n io r  M i n s f v .
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Without the Foster. With the Foster.

T5he Strai&ht military frorvt
s h o w n  in  th e  figu re to th e  
right is secured  by w earing

75he Foster Hose Supporter
P a te n te d  D e c e m b e r  5 , 1 8 9 9 .

T h e  o n ly  s u p p o r te r  w ith  a  p ad  la rg e  e n o u g h  a n d  s u p p o r tin g  b a n d s  s tro n g  en o u g h  
to  ho ld  b a c k  th e  e n t ir e  a b d o m e n , a s s u r in g  th e  w e a re r  a  c o r r e c t  s ta n d in g  positio n  
a n d  th e  m u c h  d e s ire d  s tr a ig h t  f ro n t .  It h a s  a  w a is t  b a n d  w h ic h  p re s s e s  on  th e  
s id e s  of th e  w a is t ,  m a k in g  it  ro u n d , a n d  h a s  no  m e ta i  p a r t s  to  m a r  o r t e a r  th e  c o rs e t .

Three G rades
( W id e  w e b  b la c k  o r w h i te  . . . .
J W id e  w e b  f a n c y  f r i l l e d ............................
j B la c k ,  w h i t e ,  c a r d i n a l ,  b l u e  o r  p i n k .
' H e a v y  s ilk  w e b , la rg e  p ad  if d e s ire d  .

60c.
75c .

$1.25
See that the name “ Foster” is stamped on every pair. Get it of your 
dealer. If he hasn’t it, t a k e  rvo s u b s t i t u t e ,  but order of us 
direct. Name your dealer, and give color, height and waist measure.

TH E F O ST E R . H O SE  S U P P O R T E R  C O M PA N Y ,
4 3 8  B r o a d w a y , N ew  York.

In  a  ft severing- th is  advertisem en t it is desirable th a t yo u  m en tion  T h e  J u n io r  M u n s e y .
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T c t e W ) 0 >

IMPARTS 
to the
SKIN
the

S O F T N E S S  

SMOOTHNESS 

and the 
HEALTHY

GLOW

of
INFANCY.

In  a nsw ering  this advertise w e Hi it is desirable th a t you  w en t ion T h e  J i m o r  M u x s e y .
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T H E  SUBMARINE W A R SHIP.
B Y  J O H N  R. S P E A R S .

THE TINY BUT DEADLY CRAFT WHICH, IF PERFECTED, WOULD 
MAKE THE MOST POWERFUL NAVIES USELESS—THE SLOW 
DEVELOPMENT OF THE SUBMARINE TYPE, AND THE SERIOUS 
DEFECTS OF ALL THE BOATS YET BUILT.

T HE courage of the men of the sea is 
magnificent beyond description; 

and yet, if it be proved to them that a 
tiny boat is to come, like the deadly germ 
or the hidden serpent, to strike them 
unseen, their faces whiten and their

throats grow dry. Perfect the subma
rine boat—that is, remove front it the 
weaknesses that now seem necessarily 
inherent in all vessels of the class—and 
the greatest revolution known to naval 
history will be accomplished. Then

THE DAVID, ONE OP THE SUBMARINE BOATS USED BY THE CONFEDERATES IN CHARLESTON 
HARBOR TO ATTACK THE FEDERAL BLOCKADING SQUADRON— THEY BLEW UP ONE SHIP, 

THE HOUSATONIC, BUT FORTY MEN ARE SAID TO HAVE BEEN LOST IN THEM.
1 J M
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b u s h n e l l ’s  s u b m a r in e  b o a t , w it h  w h ic h  t h e  in v e n t o r  t r ie d
TO BLOW UP A BRITISH VESSEL IN NEW YORK HARBOR 

DURING THE REVOLUTION.

neither battleships nor cruisers will he 
of much further use, and the organiza
tion of an international court of arbitra
tion will probably follow perforce.

But there seems to be no immediate 
danger of this. In no branch of naval 
construction has such slow progress been 
made as in the design of submarine 
ships, and the love of humanity is not 
unlikely to end the trade of war before 
the perfected ship of this class is afloat.

To Cornelis Drebbel, born in Alk- 
maar, Holland, in 1572, is attributed the 
first submarine boat. He was a philoso
pher, scientific inventor, astronomer, 
naturalist, and statesman, who had to 
flee to England during the troublesome 
years at the beginning of the seven
teenth century. In London, about the 
year 1(521, he built a boat that carried 
twelve oarsmen and several passengers, 
submerged under the Thames, from 
Westminster to Greenwich, a distance of 
four miles. This boat had water ballast 
tanks that were filled and emptied by 
pumps. She carried a liquid that puri
fied and regenerated the vitiated air. 
King James I was so greatly interested 
that only the strongest persuasion of

his courtiers prevented 
his taking a cruise in hex-.
b u s h n e l l ’s  a n d  f u l t o n ’s  

b o a t s .

More than a hundred 
and fifty years passed be
fore there is any record 
of another practical sub
marine boat. The next 
attempt was called forth 
by the American Revolu
tion, and Was the work 
of a highly educated 
Connecticut Yankee of 
unusual inventive genius 
and good fortune, who 
came to live on the banks 
of the Hudson. David 
Bushnell, as he was 
n a m e  d, undertook to 
construct a submarine 
boat to blow up the war 
ships of the British, who 
then held New York. 
His craft, more like a 
barrel than a rowboat in 

shape, was propelled by two oars work
ing through a ball and socket joint—or, 
according to another account, by a two 
bladed screw propeller—and it was sub
merged and brought to the surface by 
means of tanks that were filled and emp
tied with a pump. The torpedo was a cask 
of powder with a clockwork attachment.

Common report says that a British 
vessel was blown out of the water bv 
Bushnell's boat, but this is not verified 
by history, which records that a sergeant 
of the American army went afloat in the 
thing, but could not fasten the torpedo 
to the hard oak planks of the war ship. 
He exploded the torpedo at some dis
tance from the vessel, thereby creating 
much consternation, but no damage.

Robert Fulton, of steamboat fame, 
also built a submarine craft. In shape 
it was like a common yawl, and it was 
fitted with sails and spars for use on the 
surface, while oars drove it ahead when 
submerged. It could remain under 
water long enough to travel two miles. 
Fulton’s experiments in connection with 
his boat proved that the cannon of that 
day could be projected through the side 
of a ship below the water line, and fired
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with deadly effect if close to the enemy. 
He could have built a submarine vessel 
with cannon as well as torpedoes had he 
received any encouragement. But this 
was denied him, which is rather remark
able when one considers that Fulton's 
submarine boat was built in France, and 
at a time when Napoleon was terribly

It was a boiler iron shell, thirty feet 
long, four feet wide, six feet deep, and 
shaped something like a cigar. There 
were two manholes in the top, covered 
with heavy hinged caps, in which were 
glass windows, giving the pilot a view 
all around. The vessel was submerged 
by filling its water tanks, and a pro-

THE SUBMARINE BOAT WHICH FULTON BUILT IN FRANCE— THE ENGRAVING SHOWS THE 
FECULIAR CRAFT BOTH FLOATING AND SUBMERGED. IT WAS NEVER TRIED IN WARFARE.

peller turned by the crew drove it ahead. 
There was a rudder to steer it, and hori
zontal vanes, forward and aft, that could 
be adjusted to make it plunge or rise 
when under the surface, a tube of mer
cury registering the depth. This craft 
was called the David, because it was 
hoped that it would overcome the giants 
of the Federal navy. The inventor in
tended it to pass under some one of the 
blockading vessels, towing a torpedo, 
which would explode when brought up 
against the enemy's hull; but this 
proved impracticable because of the 
shoal water off Charleston. So it was 
decided to fix a torpedo at the end of a 
spar, and drive this against the ship

hampered by the ceaseless blockade of 
his ports by the British navy.

THE HEROES OF THE DAVID.

From Fulton's time until our Civil 
War nothing worth mentioning was 
done in developing navigation under the 
water. Then, like Napoleon, the Con
federates were in desperate straits be
cause of a blockade, and all their cities 
on navigable waters were in constant 
danger of attack by Federal war ships. 
For defense they planted fixed torpe
does, and from these to a submarine tor
pedo boat was a short step quickly 
taken. The first one, built at Mobile in 
18(13, was sent to Charleston by rail.
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THE SUBMARINE BOAT HOLLAND AT SEA, FLOATING HALF SUBMERGED.
F ron t a  photograph fy  H e m in en t. N e w  1 'ork.

se lec ted  fo r  a t t a c k ;  b u t w h ile  th e  D av id  
w as ly in g  a t  i ts  p ie r ,  w aves f ro m  a p a ss 
in g  s te a m e r  flooded  over th e  m a n h o le s , 
sa n k  th e  b o a t, a n d  d ro w n e d  a l l  h a n d s  
ab o a rd  o f h e r .

T h e  s to ry  o f th e  su b se q u e n t c a re e r  o f 
th is  b o a t is one  o f th e  m o s t p a th e t i c  in  
th e  h is to ry  of th e  sea. A f te r  sh e  w as 
ra is e d  a n d  r e f i t te d ,  th e r e  w as n o  la c k  of 
v o lu n te e rs . A  seco n d  c rew  w e n t d ow n  
fo r  a t r i a l  t r ip ,  a n d  n e v e r  cam e u p  ag a in . 
T h e  c r a f t  w as ra is e d  a seco n d  t im e  a n d  
e m p tie d  of h e r  d e a d , fo r  m e n  w e re  s ti ll  
r e a d y  to  f ig h t w ith  h e r .  C h e e rfu lly , 
ev en  eag e rly , th e y  fa c e d  a lm o s t c e r ta in  
d e a th  fo r  th e  S o u th e rn  cause .

T h is  t im e  th e  D a v id  re a c h e d  th e  
H o u sa to n ic  a n d  sa n k  h e r ,  b u t  th e  t in y  
c r a f t  p e r is h e d  w ith  th e  g ia n t .

T h e re  w ere  a t  le a s t  th r e e  o f  th e s e  
D av id s  in  C h a rle s to n  h a r b o r  d u r in g  th e  
C iv il AYar. a n d  o n e  C o n fe d e ra te  officer 
to ld  m e h e  b e liev ed  th e r e  w ere  five, a n d  
th a t  m o re  th a n  f o r ty  m e n  lo s t th e i r  lives  
in  th e  fe a rso m e  w o rk  of e x p e r im e n t in g  
w ith  th e m .

HOLLAND AND HIS SUBMARINE BOATS.

After the war, little was heard about 
submarine boats until somewhere near 
the year 1880. At that time one John 
Holland was experimenting in New

J e r s e y ,  a n d  th e  fool r e p o r te r  g o t h o ld  
o f h im  a n d  w ro te  o f h im  as  a F e n ia n  
p r e p a r in g  to  d e s tro y  th e  B r i t i s h  nav y . 
I n  1882 I  w as s e n t to  see  H o lla n d . I  
fo u n d  h im  a m o s t e a rn e s t  a n d  s in c e re  
m a n , f u l l  o f  e n th u s ia s m , n a tu ra l ly ,  b u t  
w ith  a l l  t h a t  a  m a n  w ho  w o u ld  h e s ita te  
a t  n o  la b o r  a n d  a t  n o  r isk . H e  h a d  a 
f a t  l i t t l e  c ig a r  s h a p e d  b o a t w ith  a s ing le  
m a n h o le — a m e re  w o rk in g  m o d e l o f a 
p ra c t ic a l  su b m a rin e  f ig h tin g  s h ip ;  b u t  
i t  w as a r e a l w o rk in g  m o d e l. H o lla n d  
co u ld  a n d  d id  m a k e  voyages -in i t  be
n e a th  th e  su rfa c e  o f th e  h a rb o r .  I t  w as 
w ith  d ifficu lty  t h a t . I  p e rsu a d e d  h im  to  
show  m e how  i t  w as o p e ra te d , f o r  h is  
e x p e r ie n c e  w ith  th e  fo o l r e p o r te r  h a d  
b e e n  h e a r tb re a k in g .

A f t e r  th e  se rio u s  p u b lic a t io n  of H o l
la n d ’s s to ry  cam e r e p o r t s  o f s im ila r  ex 
p e r im e n ts  in  E n g la n d  a n d  F ra n c e . H o l
la n d  d ep e n d e d  on  w a te r  b a l la s t  ta n k s  
a n d  p la n e s  to  se n d  a n d  k e e p  h is  b o a t 
dow n . A n  in v e n to r  in  E n g la n d  m a d e  a 
b o a t w ith  a w in g  p ro p e l le r  o n  ea ch  s id e  
t h a t  w o u ld  p re ss  th e  h u l l  u n d e r  th e  
w a te r  o r  b r in g  h e r  to  th e  s u r fa c e  as th e  
w in g s  w ere  w h ir le d  in  one  d ire c tio n  o r 
th e  o th e r ;  a n d  th a t  se em s to  hav e  b ee n  
th e  f irs t d e p a r tu r e  f ro m  th e  u se  o f th e  
ta n k s  a n d  p la n e s  in v e n te d  b v  C o rn e lis  
D re b b e l. B u t  th e  v e n tu re  fa ile d  b e 
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cause the side propellers were too great 
a drag when the boat was to be driven 
forward on her course. Xaval authori
ties in Russia, Portugal, Italy, and Spain 
were also making experiments; each of 
the last two countries has a submarine 
torpedo boat on its official list of war 
si dps.

In 1895 Holland persuaded Congress 
to appropriate money to build a sub
marine boat which was to be of 168 tons 
displacement, 83 feet 3 inches long, and 
11 feet 6 inches in diameter. She was 
to be cigar shaped, and it was hoped that 
she would attain a speed of sixteen 
knots. She never worked out satisfac
torily.

In the mean time, those who had faith 
in the idea furnished money for another 
boat, the Holland, a vessel fifty five feet' 
long and ten feet in diameter, which was 
built, and was eventually purchased for 
use in the United States navy. Last 
summer she was sent out from Xewport

almost daily, and she was to be seen 
rising, plunging, or floating, either just 
awash or with only the tube of her 
camera obscura projecting above the 
water.

In the early submarine boats, it was 
almost impossible to keep an even keel 
when weights were shifted. If a man 
left his place, the line of flotation 
changed. The compass was utterly use
less. Neither steam nor gasoline engines 
were practicable beneath the surface. 
Illuminating the interior of the boat 
with lamps was unsatisfactory, and all 
attempts to penetrate the darkness of 
the water, even for a few yards, failed 
utterly. The best that was hoped for 
Holland's first craft was that she might 
approach a blockading force with her 
“ finder ” exposed but unseen, and so 
deliver the deadly Whitehead torpedo.

In the Holland storage batteries drive 
the propeller when the vessel is sub
merged, while improved and thoroughly

THE GUSTAVE ZED lj, TH E FRENCH SUBMARINE BOAT WHICH IS SAID TO HAVE DONE GOOD 
SERVICE IN LAST SUMMER’S NAVAL MANEUVERS IN THE M EDITERRANEAN— THE 

ENGRAVING SHOWS THE ZEDE STEAMING W ITH ONLY HER “ F IN D E R ”
ABOVE THE W ATER.
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practical gasoline engines are used on 
the surface. A speed of eight knots is 
obtained. Incandescent electric lamps 
illuminate the hull, and, within short 
limits, the sea. The Holland is not only 
fitted for tiring a Whitehead torpedo.

such as is used by the surface torpedo 
boats, hut she can throw an aerial tor
pedo with an air gun, something after 
the manner of our Vesuvius, to a range 
of a mile or so.

So great was the confidence of some 
of our naval officers in the powers of 
this boat that three years ago they urged 
the government to send her to Santiago 
to blow the bottled up Spanish fleet out 
of the water. For such an adventure 
the submarine boat, as now built, seems 
well adapted. It appears, too, that if a 
port is to he bombarded under condi

tions like those at Havana during our 
war with Spain, submarine boats throw
ing torpedoes through the air might be 
of great value. The fort gun, with its 
stable platform, can beat off the heaviest 
battleship, while how to reach the in

terior of a well built 
fort with a rifle shell 
is still an unsolved 
problem of naval war
fare. A submarine 
boat could travel un
derwater until within 
easy range, and, with 
its popgun, drop a 
hundred pounds of 
guncotton within the 
breastworks, sinking 
out of sight at once. 
It could repeat this 
until the fort was de
stroyed. Of course 
we k n o w that all 
the guncotton shells 
would not be effect
ive. but some would 
surely destroy the en
emy's guns.

So convinced are 
sober minded, experi
enced naval officers 
of the value of the 
Holland boats that 
six more are under 
construction for our 
navy, each of a hun
dred and twenty tons 
displacement.

More interesting is 
the position of the 
submarine boat in 
Great Britain. The 

Admiralty once refused to consider Ful
ton's plans because, if submarine boats 
were effective, they would make useless 
the great British fleets. That opinion 
was hugged for nearly a century ; but in 
1900 even the hide bound conservatism 
of the British Admiralty yielded to the 
submarine boat, and five of the Holland 
type were ordered and are now building.

THE FRENCH SUBMARINE BOAT.

In France the submarine war ship 
has been studied with an enthusiastic 
persistence equal to John Holland's.

THE HOLLAND AS SHE APPEARS WHEN FLOATING ON THE SURFACE OF 
THE WATER.

F ro m  a photograph by H e m m e i.t, N eiv  York.
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The smoke of the British Channel fleet 
is ever in the nostrils of the French sea
men ; the story of British superiority in 
the days of sails is never for one moment 
forgotten. Failing in the line of battle, 
the French have ever striven to gain 
supremacy by cunning inventions, and 
since 188(5 the periodicals of the world 
have told from time to time how mari
time warfare was at last revolutionized 
by this or that boat just completed and 
tried by the naval experts at Toulon or 
Brest or Cherbourg.

At this writing, the latest of these 
paper revolutions has just been an
nounced. The Gustave Zede, a subma
rine boat a hundred and forty eight feet 
long, nearly eleven in diameter, and of 
-160 tons displacement, lias been travel
ing about the Mediterranean, covering 
distances as long as from Ajaccio to 
Marseilles, two hundred and twenty five 
miles, and arriving among maneuver
ing squadrons unseen, to select and tor
pedo, with a dummy, the most powerful 
of the battleships. Later, she gave an 
exhibition of her powers which greatly 
impressed M. de Lanessan, the French 
minister of marine, who saw her dive 
and strike the battleship Charles Martel 
with a dummy torpedo.

If one may believe the despatches, 
plans for battleships have been laid 
aside, forty new Gustave Zedes have 
been ordered, and the French vocabu
lary has been exhausted in the search 
for words of wonder, praise, and exulta
tion. For it is believed that these boats 
could, in war time, cross the British 
Channel and destroy the fleet at Ports
mouth! But when the facts are con
sidered soberly, it will be seen that the 
submarine boat is as yet very far from 
perfection. The Zede did go two hun
dred and twenty five miles over the sea, 
but a large and comfortable cruiser was 
kept alongside for use in case of acci
dents, and the journey, save for a mile 
or so at the end, was made on the sur
face. She can, indeed, travel many miles 
tinder fairly smooth water with her 
“ finder” up, and she has a sufficient 
range when wholly submerged, provided 
there are no rocks to obstruct her path, 
and provided, too, that the enemy’s war 
ships do not, by unexpected shifts of 
position, get in the way; for a collision

THE INTERIOR OF ONE OF THE HOLLAND BOATS 
BEFORE HER FITTINGS WERE IN PLACE.

F ro m  a photograph by H em m e n t, .Yew  1 'ork.

under water would instantly drown all 
hands on the Zede. But when that is 
said, the limit of her usefulness is por
trayed. She has no device for throwing 
aerial torpedoes. She is designed only 
to hunt enemies afloat, and could do 
nothing against shore fortifications.
THE WEAKNESS OF THE SUBMARINE BOAT.

There are serious objections to the 
use of all the submarine boats thus far 
planned. A glance at a fore and aft 
section reveals their worst defect. There 
are absolutely no accommodations for 
the crew.

It is said that men can be found who 
will ask for no accommodations, and 
that is true. But even patriots must 
eat, drink, and rest, or they can't fight. 
Under service conditions, no cooking 
worth mention can be done, drinking 
water is as warm as tea, and neither 
bunks nor hammocks are to be thought 
of in the present submarine boats. With
out serious distress among her crew, the 
Holland or the Zede might go under 
water from the Sandy Hook light ship 
to Barnegat Bay. and perhaps she could 
also return; but when she did a shift of 
crew would be imperatively demanded. 
To keep her men fit for a fight, a tender 
for a base of supplies and rest is abso
lutely necessary to a submarine boat.

And this is to say that, in spite of long 
journeys accomplished, the submarine 
boat is practically limited today to har
bor and coast defense. It is further cer
tain that no submarine boat designed to 
plunge or settle quickly under the water 
can be made habitable for any consider
able period of time, because a large hull
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cannot  he submerged quickly.  A ship 
of  live thousand  tons,  or th ree t imes that  
size, i n i t  lie made to set t le under  
water,  or to tight with a tu r re t  just 
above the water ,  hut nolle will he made. 
We tr ied out tha t  idea in the monitors  
and aha-iidom-d it definitely at last, be
cause life was a burden  on them,  and 
because they were not stable tfiuj p la t 
forms.

Still worse than  the life on the mon i 
tor  is tha t  on even the largest  of the 
surface torpedo boats. In the- Spanish 
wtir our  torpedo boat crews were often 
without any sleep or rest for forty eight 
hours at a st retch.  If such condi t ions 
prevailed on a four hundred  ton boat, 
w hat would happen on one of a hundred  
and twenty tons,  loaded to the  hatches 
with the  ext ra mach ine ry  needed on a 
boat of that t y p e ?

In all. forty nine submarine boats are

named in the  ollieial naval  lists of the 
world for ltMtl. T h e  I- rent-11 list a n 
nounces that  twenty  others  have been 
prov ided for. and will he cons truc ted at 
once. To this  numb er  we mav add.  per 
haps. the  forty which the  F rench mini s
ter  hopes to build soon, so th a t  in liHt'f 
the world may count a submar ine  fleet 
of a hundred v e s S e l s .

Plainly,  the submarine war ship is a 
factor of sea power  that must  he con
sidered:  hut it has not  vet r evolut ion
ized naval warfare.  T h e  maxim that  
the wav to protect  your own coast is to 
a t tack the  enemy' s coast,  will not  soon 
lie replaced by any o the r  maxim.  S u 
premacy in sea power will never  he ob
ta ined bv ha rbor  bat t les or the work of 
any d e f e n s e  craft .  The  honor  and the 
securi ty of the  Amer ican flag must ,  and 
shall,  res t  for m a n y  years in th e  care of 
the  man behind the gun.

AX A THAI X SiiXfl.
How the wind is keening through the coppice, 

frying, child-like, through the stooks of corn !
In the wheat no more the scarlet poppies 

Tangle like the scattered shreds of morn.

Sough the pine tops, and the sound is eerie 
As the sunset sobbing of the sea ;

Husks the far horizon chill and dreary.
While above the banded song birds flee.

Toward us hastens one, no vernal comer,
Who will silence all the meadow mirth.

Till the memory of the vanished summer 
Will seem like a paradise on earth.

Bui with your companionship for guerdon.
(Eyes and lips remembrancing the flowers !)

Without murmur will I hear the burden 
Of the fetters of the icy hours.

For your smile will he perennial token 
Of the gladness that the days will bring

When the long white quietude is broken 
By the marvelous magicrv of spring.

< 'I intuit ikaUmtd.



Palat ia l  A m e r i c a n  H o m e s .
B Y  K A T H E R I N E  H O F F M A N .

TWELVE HOUSES THAT HAVE BEEN SELECTED AS THE FINEST 
AND MOST SPLENDIDLY DECORATED IN THE UNITED STATES- 
PATTERNED CHIEFLY ON FOREIGN MODELS. THEY ARE WONDER
FULLY GORGEOUS AND COSTLY, BUT NOT ALWAYS ENTIRELY 
HARMONIOUS.

IT would lie discouraging to national 
pride, if America considered orig

inality in architectural and decorative 
matters of moment, to realize how com
plete is our dependence upon the old 
world whenever we wish to make a 
brave show or to erect a worthy and 
enduring building. It is better, of 
course, to copy the good than to achieve 
originality only through atrocities; but 
there are times when one not neces
sarily a jingo could wish to hear that 
Mr. Croesus was putting up an Ameri

can house instead of reproducing a Ve
netian palace: or that some decorative 
artist had made a mantel so beautiful 
and so perfect that it was not neces
sary for the latest millionaire to ran
sack an old French chateau to discover 
something to his liking.

But this time seems as far off as ever, 
possibly because there have been no 
master builders whose commanding de
signs could force admiration, but more 
probably because the millionaires, prop
erly distrustful - of their own taste.

WILLIAM C. WHITNEY’S HOUSE, FIFTH AVENUE AND SIXTY EIGHTH STREET, NEW YORK— THE DININGROOM.
F ro m  a copyrigh ted  photograph by S  id  m a n , N ew  York.
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would be also distrustful of that which 
had not the seal of many generations’ 
approval upon it. So the millions con
tinue to be spent in rummaging the 
old world for models, with results that

first glance highly ornate insane asy
lums, assuredly the only buildings of 
such vast proportions appropriate to 
such places.

On a Chicago corner, with square

. vp...

WILLIAM C. WHITNEY’S NEW YORK HOUSE— THE MAIN HALL AND STAIRWAY.

F ro m  a copyrigh ted  photograph by S i d  m an , N e iv  York .

are sometimes grotesque and generally 
discouraging.
OUR LACK OF ARCHITECTURAL HARMONY.

We have French chateaus, intended 
for ample spaces, crowded between two 
houses on narrow Fifth Avenue lots. 
Palaces of the Venetian doges run up, 
Aladdin-like, miles from the suggestion 
of water, their canal arches and water 
gates ludicrously opening upon a brick 
paved street. Old English country 
houses, demanding, for their setting, 
park grounds and terraced gardens, 
courts and pleasances, are reproduced 
between two brownstone fronts. Pal
aces which the French kings thought 
well adapted to royal town life rear 
themselves upon remote hillsides in 
such incongruity that the uninitiated 
may be forgiven for thinking them at

chimneys belching smoke and smut all 
around, and flat plains stretching limit- 
lessly out, is an apotheosis of a Scotch 
manse—a heavy stone edifice copied 
after some simple dwelling among the 
hills and the heather. There are no 
bounds to the absurdities which a man 
arrived at sufficient fortune for build
ing will commit.

There is the greatest possible differ
ence between the American and the Eng
lish notion of a home, and the English 
notion seems the better. There houses 
grow, and their belongings with them. 
Homeliness is rather a virtue, and din
giness is not a crime. The idea of con
structing a dwelling from the founda
tion to the curtains at the windows and 
the tapestries on the walls at one fell 
swoop would be inconceivable to the 
English. In this country houses are
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ljuilt and furnished so quickly that one 
almost expects to read in the advertise
ments of the enterprising department 
stores: “ Friday, Bargain Day in Homes 
'Perfectly Equipped and Ready for 
Ise." The shine of ne\v varnish is over 
everything, even when actual varnish 
is tabooed.

The homes of the millionaires of 
America, as one reads of them, provoke 
the inquiry. “ But where do these peo
ple live? " Surely they do not loaf and 
invite their souls in the midst of the 
curios gathered from all quarters of 
the globe: they do not lounge in the 
state apartments furnished after the 
Marie Antoinette manner: they do not 
take their shirt sleeved ease, or what
ever may correspond with that in their 
circle of society, among the catalogahle 
treasures of their private museums. 
Nothing could make a man of simple 
tastes and modest means more con
tented with his lot than to read the list 
of the unhomelike splendors with which 
the millionaire surrounds himself.

Even in the best conceived houses the 
effect must he that of a sublimated 
patchwork quilt. It is as much as even 
conscientious architects and decorators 
can do to keep single rooms free from 
incongruities, to avoid having Watteau

WILLIAM C. WHITNEYS NEW YORK HOUSE— THE EXTERIOR IS COMPARA
TIVELY PLAIN, THE INTERIOR IS LAVISHLY ORNATE.

. Front a  photograph by U  inter h ill, N eio  } ork.

STUYVESANT FISH S NEW YORK HOUSE, AT MADISON 
AVENUE AND SEVENTY EIGHTH STREET.

F ro m  a photograph by U n d erh ill, N eiu York .

shepherdesses on panels above a wain
scoting of old English oak, or Louis 
Quinze furniture pirouetting around a 
room hung with Colonial wall paper. 
Even so small an amount of harmony 
requires the greatest self restraint. To 
carry this principle throughout an en
tire house is more than can be expected.

A millionaire a wakes 
in the simplicity of a 
Colonial bedroom. His 
eyes rest upon its cool 
blue and white paper, 
and take cognizance of 
the polished mahogany 
of his pineapple posted 
chests and bed. He 
takes his h a t h  in 
France, with foolish 
and inquisitive angels 
or cupids peering at 
him through wreaths 
of roses. He snatches 
his roll and coffee, per
haps. in a baronial 
English hall, and as he 
]lasses out of the house 
lie looks into a draw
ingroom that might 
have been that of the 
frivolous Marie An- 
toinette. Hegoes down 
town in an American



188 THE JUNIOR MUNSEY.

THE LATE CORNELIUS VANDERBILT’S NEW YORK HOUSE, AT FIFTH AVENUE AND FIFTY EIGHTH STREET.
F rom  a co pyrigh ted  photograph by the D etro it Photographic Company.

automobile, and on the fourteenth floor 
of an office building finds himself for the 
first time that day face to face with the 
true expression of the American archi
tectural genius.

It is in public and semi public build
ings that we excel. When foreign ar
chitects wish to praise us, they do not 
speak primarily of our churches or of 
our homes, but of our hotels, our news
paper buildings, and our capitals. One 
of them, Horace Townsend, gives us 
the most ungrudging commendation in 
regard to these. He says: “ Nothing 
akin to Messrs. MeKim, Mead & White's 
scholarly Hotel Imperial or that opu
lently conceived reedification of Maur- 
esque magnificence, the Ponce de Leon 
Hotel in Florida, has yet appeared 
within our own metropolis [London].”

There are. however, twelve houses in 
America which have been selected by 
architectural critics as the most mag
nificent of their kind. It would be un
fair to say of them that their splen
dors are of the hodgepodge description : 
but it is equally true that they are not 
comfortably “ grown into ” homes, that 
their rarities are nor the result of slow

and casual collection. But their mag
nificence is never vulgar—which is 
more than may be said of certain 
others.

TWELVE TYPICAL AMERICAN PALACES.

These twelve are the houses of Will
iam C. Whitney, the late Cornelius 
Vanderbilt, W. I). Sloane, Stuvvesant 
Fish. John Jacob Astor, John D. Rocke
feller, Louis Stern, and Louis Tiffany 
of New York; of Mrs. “ Jack” Gard
iner, of Boston; of George Streator, of 
Chicago; of Joseph Winterbottom, of 
San Francisco; and the Breakers, the 
Vanderbilt house at Newport. Prob
ably Mr. Whitney’s house, Mrs. Gard
iner's, which is still in process of con
struction, and Mrs. Fish’s, which was 
opened with great eclat last year, are 
the most remarkable of these.

Mrs. Fish's house, at the corner of 
Madison Avenue and Seventy Eighth 
Street, is as perfect a reproduction of a 
Venetian palace as is possible on a dig
nified, but not over picturesque, New 
York street. The tall gate that screens 
the entrance is of Venetian bent iron, 
and from the very threshold one is ear-
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ried straight into the realm of the 
doges, though, except for this gate, the 
granite exterior promises nothing re
markable.

On the first floor, when one has 
passed the iron portals, one sees a draw
ingroom, and on the opposite side the 
diningroom. This latter is a faithful 
copy of the banqueting hall of one of

room, across the hall, is distinctly a 
room for beauty. Its most conspicu
ous feature is a mirrored door. It. is 
carpeted in red velvet, and its walls and 
ceiling are a pale bluish green, while 
all its furnishings are of the rococo 
style in yellow.

On the second floor is the ballroom, 
the largest private dancing room in

THE VANDERBILT HOUSES ON FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK, AT FIFTY FIRST AND FIFTY SECOND 
STREETS— THE HOUSE ON THE LEFT IS GEORGE VANDERBILT’S ; THEN WILLIAM D. SLOANE’S, 

AND BEYOND FIFTY SECOND STREET WILLIAM K. VANDERBILT’S.

the nobles of Venice when Venice ruled 
the seas. The lower panels are of dull 
walnut. Above them hang wonderful 
old tapestries of red and yellow. A dull 
red marble mantel glows darkly above 
a fireplace where a brighter color 
flashes. It is a most imposing room, 
and it seems to require a regiment of 
powdered and liveried menials to wait 
upon a concourse of glittering dames 
and gallant gentlemen. It would seem 
a profanity for a solitary diner, for in
stance, to munch a simple chop in its 
sumptuous atmosphere. The drawing-

Americ-a, it is said. Like the drawing
room, it has mirrored doors. The walls 
are of a pale bluish tone, and all the 
molding is in pale colored clay. The 
family coat of arms is wrought above 
the white marble mantel at the head of 
the room. The salon is also on this 
floor. In it the ruddy tints which pre
dominated down stairs return to use. 
It is hung in red tapestry. The wood
work is dull oak, the windows are small 
paned affairs, and there is a great mir
ror framed in dull brass.

On the third floor are the sleeping



THE BREAKERS, THE LATE CORNELIUS VANDERBILT’S HOUSE AT NEWPORT— THE ENTRANCE HALL AND
STAIRWAY.

F ro m  a co p yrig h ted  photograph by Child, N ew port.
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THE BREAKERS— THE LIBRARY.
F ron t a  copyrigh ted  photograph by C hild , XewPort.

rooms of the family. Mrs. Fish’s bou
doir is a dream of pale pink loveliness; 
Mr. Fish's room is a Colonial chamber 
in blue and white. The house contains, 
as all lovers of cleanliness should re
joice to learn, six bathrooms.

MR. WHITNEY’S NEW YORK HOUSE.

Mr. Whitney's house is one of those 
where the principle of strict fidelity to 
the epoch reproduced in each room is 
seen at its best. As a whole, the dec
oration is heterogeneous, but each room 
in it is a perfect and self contained ex
ample of its own - period and kind of 
decoration.

It is said that the Colonial room on 
one of the upper floors of Mr. Whitney’s 
house is the tinest example of that 
school of decoration to be found in the 
country, and for no other reason than 
his rigorous forbearance to introduce 
inept trifles into its austerity. Other 
men have had Colonial rooms, and vast
ly dear Colonial rooms, but the tempta
tion to bring into them something 
which no colonist, either grim Puritan

or lordly planter, ever used, has proved 
their artistic destruction.

Sometimes the zeal of decorators has 
caused them to introduce into certain 
rooms articles which belonged to the 
period, but were still out of place. For 
instance, there were certain things 
which,in Colonial times,belonged tt> the 
kitchen, the sitting room, or the draw
ingroom. A reckless Colonial mad dec
orator jumbles them all together, in
different to the fact that a pewter pie 
plate was not used as a wall ornament 
by our unesthetic ancestors, and that 
warming pans were never displayed in 
the drawingroom. Still worse errors 
have been perpetrated in the name of 
decoration; and it speaks volumes on 
the state of this art in America that 
Mr. Whitney has gained distinction be
cause he has brought no Colonial 
kitchen furniture into his Colonial bed
room.

Mr. Whitney was prodigal when he 
decorated his house. He wanted a 
mantel for his hall on the ground floor, 
and he wanted the design to be that of



192 THE JUNIOR MUNSEY.

the old French chateau period. He 
ransacked the stores of dealers in this 
country, and then he went abroad. He 
had agents scattered broadcast through 
tlie world to aid him in running to 
earth the particular mantel he wanted. 
Finally he bought it in two parts—the 
top from a ruined chateau in France, 
the pilasters from a house in London.

in the most conscientious reproduction 
of the Florentine mosaics.

“ s h o w ” h o u s e s  o f  v a r io u s  c it ie s .

Mrs. “ Jack ’’ Gardiner's house is 
still building in Boston. It overlooks 
t he Fens, and it is a careful reproduc
tion of an old Italian palace—a style of 
architecture peculiarly appropriate to

THE TIFFANY HOUSE AT MADISON AVENUE AND SEVENTY SECOND STREET, A VERY FINE 
SPECIMEN OF AMERICAN DOMESTIC ARCHITECTURE AND DECORATION.

F ro m  a photograph by U nderh ill. X e iv  York.

For his picture gallery he sought out 
the hiding places of old black Spanish 
velvet, against whose lusterless, plushy 
surface rare pictures look rarer still. 
He purchased all that was to be bought 
from the European dealers in such costly 
fabrics. Then lie set the textile artists 
to work, and enough more was made to 
line the gallery walls.

The same zeal for exactness, the 
same scorn of sordid monetary consid
erations, have been shown throughout 
the establishment. His tapestries are 
the best to be had, of their periods. 
Even his bathrooms have not escaped 
the rage for perfection. They are tiled

the city of east winds. Its progress to
wards completion is retarded now and 
then by some untoward strike of the 
workmen. One may not reproduce even 
a palace or a museum for storing price
less art treasures without reckoning 
with unartistic labor unions, though it 
is said that Mrs. Gardiner's builders 
tried to do so.

The plans of her new house and the 
work, so far as it has progressed, show 
it to be of wonderful beauty,and thrifty 
Boston is reported to he hoping that she 
will some day bestow it upon the city 
as a museum. In addition to the 
beauty of the edifice itself, Mrs. Gat’d
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iner's art collection:* are very valuable 
and interesting.

The Cornelius Vanderbilt house at 
Fifth Avenue and Fifty Seventh Street, 
.Yen* York, is modeled upon the famous 
; 'bateau of Blois, in France. It is of 
pressed brick, with trimmings of light 
-tone, and it is surrounded by a high 
fence of wrought iron, through the in
terstices of which one sees a neatly 
shorn and trimmed hit of lawn. Scof
fers who have not known of the Cha
teau of Blois have sometimes failed to 
admire this palace as it should he 
admired, and have declared its style 
particularly institutional. But this is 
likely to be the effect of introducing any 
noticeable and distinctly foreign sort 
of building into a restricted space. The 
interior of the house isFmpirethrough
out.

Competent judges declare that the 
same fault, that of restricted space, has 
more or less spoiled the Breakers, the 
Cornelius Vanderbilt place at Xcwport. 
It is a villa in the Italian style, and in 
itself is very beautiful. Each of the 
principal fronts has a leading motive 
which differentiates it from the other, 
yet the unity of the two has been pre
served. The diningroom and the great 
hall are splendid—artistic, simple, and 
massive.

The Louis Tiffany house at Seventy 
Second Street and Madison Avenue, New 
York, is an exquisite example of what 
may he done by an artist in the line of 
decoration. It is not constructed ac
cording to any hard and fast rule of 
art, and it is not hound to any one 
epoch or era. Magnificently and charm
ingly decorated, it is an encouraging 
example of what originality within ar
tistic hounds may accomplish.

Of the others in the decorator’s red 
book, or blue hook, or hook of what
ever hue architects may use to denote 
unquestionable standing, the Rocke
feller, the John Jacob Astor. and the 
Sloane houses are of mixed periods; so 
is the Winterbottom house in San Fran
cisco. The Louis Stern house in Yew 
York is rococo, and tire George Streator 
house in Chicago revolts against its 
Western surroundings by being Persian 
in the main and at least oriental 
throughout.

2  J  M

l"p to 1855 there had not been any 
very strenuous elforts on the par! of 
even rich Americans to achieve grand
eur in architecture or design for their 
homes. They came to New York when 
their “ piles " were made, meekly ac
cepted the brownstone dispensations of 
the contractors, and filled these with 
the furniture horrors of the middle 
Victorian period. At about the begin
ning of the second half of the nine
teenth century, an American architect, 
imbued with the spirit of European de
signing, returned to this country. He 
was Richard Holman Hunt, and the in
fluence which he exercised upon the 
building art of America from that 
time was marked. The Breakers, the 
John Jacob Astor town house, the Cor
nelius Vanderbilt town house, the mag
nificent Bill more in North Carolina, 
the Marble House at Newport—all 
these and many more were the prod
ucts of his genius.

Of the later school of architecture, 
the most famous exponents are Me- 
Kim, Mead & White. Thomas Hastings, 
and Mr. Post. Most of the houses in 
the list of the best conceived ones in 
this country are the work of some of 
these,

II ow much of the interior decora
tor's work is merely prohibitive, it is 
hard to guess. In the ease of all tho 
houses in this list there has probably 
not been much to combat on the part of 
the owners; but good taste does not al
ways keep pace with good fortune, and 
there are cases on record where the dec
orators have had to fight grotesque 
fancies on the part of their owners. 
The story of the worthy manufacturer 
who wished his cornices and buttresses 
adorned with the trade mark which had 
made him famous is well known. He 
was first balked by the authorities of 
a cemetery where the monument to his 
merits was not permitted to he erected 
until that badge had been erased from 
it. And in a certain Western city a 
‘•'show" house, owned by a millionaire 
maker of agricultural implements, has 
—or had not long ago—a dinin'groom 
frieze where the goddess Ceres on Otic 
side is faced on the other by a plow 
or a mowing machine of the owner's 
manufacture.
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TIIJx moving specks resolved them
selves into two nit-n. liar nos*

watched them as they came plodding 
across the crusted sand and bare rock 
surfaces of the desert. One walked dog
gedly, the other sat in a crumpled heap 
on the back of a weary bronco. Ahead 
of them their shadows reeled and stag
gered. magnifying each uncertain step. 
They were still a long wav off, but in the 
thin Arizona air they seemed nearer 
than they really were. The man who 
watched slipped behind the ragged boul
der, peering around its edge at the slow
ly approaching figures. Suspicion and 
hostility were in his eyes.

John Harness had thought that he 
was the only man who knew that there 
was free gold in this part of the range. 
Old Knowlton had given him the rough 
map just before lie died.

"  T h e r e  wasn't but one other paper," 
lie luul said. " an' that was Pete Ander
son's—One Eyed Pete, you know. Hi' 
was with me when we found i t ; but he's 
dead—shot in Ulobe City—so I reckon 
I'm the only one that knows it."

Then the old prospector bad died; 
and Harness bad him buried decently, 
partly for the sake of old acquaintance, 
partly from the feeling that it was his 
duty, since he was the inheritor of all 
that Knowlton had to leave—the rough 
little map. with holes worn in it at the 
folds, a fading red cross to mark where 
the gold lay. and another to show where 
the dripping from the canyon side gath
ered in the hidden rock basin.

Three nights' march it was from the 
town, by the map's shorter route; longer 
if one followed the western trail and 
then struck north, along two sides of a 
triangle. Harness had moved straight 
along the line of the hypotenuse, and 
had shifted up the base of the range un
til he came to the mouth of the canyon. 
There were stunted bushes and scatter
ing bunch grass for his pack mule.

dwarfed juniper and pines higher up to 
serve as a scant supply of fuel for a cook
ing tire, and, in the hollowed rock, a 
pool of tepid water, enough for him and 
his beast, but which, he knew, would dry 
up later in the year when the drip from 
the rocky wall ceased. Xot a pleasant 
place, nor comfortable, but there was 
gold there, easily to be had with slight 
labor: and Harness was the only man 
who knew of it.

T’or a month he had worked away, 
seeing no one; but he was familiar with 
solitude, and silence had grown a habit. 
He spoke to his mule when lie gave it 
water twice a day. Otherwise, he swung 
the pick, rested in the shade of the can
yon, ate his scant meals, and slept be
neath the stars; day and night succeed
ing day and night, with no change, no 
variation, except that the canvas hag 
grew heavier day by day, and brought 
nearer the time when he could leave 
this desolation for a new start else
where, helped by the gold he would take 
with him.

Harness' fortunes had been at lowest 
ebb when he had run across old Knowl
ton and had nursed him in the last ill
ness. Since coining West, after his 
graduation and his one attempt at busi
ness in the Easf, his fortunes were al
ways at flood or ebb; sometimes rich, 
ol'tener poor. He was always on the 
point of making the strike which would 
end the necessity for hard labor, hut as 
yet he had not made it. At last a 
chance had been offered him—a chance 
which Weeded only a few thousand dol
lars, two or three would do, hut these 
thousands were lacking. Then the nap 
came to him and the story of the gold. 
The chance brightened ;his friend would 
hold it open : and Harness vanished into 
the desert.

Now he hid behind a jagged boulder 
and watched the two whom the desert 
gave up. The fat man urged on the
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staggering bronco with kicks and blows, 
and the bloodshot eves of both men 
looked eagerly along the slope whereon 
Harness crouched, lie could hear the 
rider cursing his beast with the thick 
utterance of thirst, and see him clutch
ing with one hand at the lump in his 
throat. The other man was taller, and 
spare, almost dried up, with a lean face 
and red. wolfish eves. As they came to a 
halt, the taller turned and swore at his 
companion, who cursed him in his turn.

Harness i'umhled beside him, on the 
rock, until his lingers closed around the 
grip of his Winchester. His eyes never 
left the two below him. There was no 
sign of Ills presence, he knew—no 
smoke, no tracks; lbs mule was inside1 
the little cove at the canyon’s mouth, 
and his camp was further tip the cleft 
in the mountains. What was there to 
p reven t his dropping the two where they 
stood? If they did not already know of 
the gold,they eoidd not fail to run across 
it now. More probably, they were in 
direct search of it. and Knowlton had 
been wrong when lie said that no one 
knew of it.

The tBought flashed across his mind 
that One Eyed Rote had known of' it— 
had had a map. That was it. These 
men .had come across that map; to gain 
it had probably killed the owner, who 
babbled when drunk. Pete was shot at 
Globe City. These men had shot him. 
It would he no more than retributive 
justice to visit punishment upon them 
now—and then the gold would still be 
his. all his!

The rifle seemed almost to move it
self. The two men were only a hundred 
yards away. The fat man was clamber
ing off the pony. Now he stood beside 
the taller and waved his arms. The big 
one first; then one pump at the lever 
and another shot before the second man 
could move. The Winchester lifted it
self to his shoulder: the hammer was 
hack: the sight covered the heart of the 
tall man. Harness suddenly came to 
himself, to find his finger crooked upon 
the trigger.

ITe placed the rifle beside him against 
the rock. What need to shoot them? 
The desert would finish what the desert 
had begun. There was no water to the 
south, nor to the north—nowhere ex

cept in the hidden pool, for leagues on 
leagues of hare, baking earth and rock. 
What did he care? The short man was 
clutching at his throat again. Thirst 
had him in its grip. Let them go. lie 
was not their keeper. Unconsciously 
he muttered to himself. “ Am 1 my
brother's----- " He broke off. shivering.
and glanced around as though feeling 
reproachful eyes upon him. He drew 
the hack of his hand across his dripping 
brow. Suddenly he rose to bis feet.

“ Hello! " he called, and. picking up 
his rifle, started down the slope.

The two below started and looked up. 
The tall man stood still, bis hand in
stinctively going to the butt of his re
volver. but the other ran with uncertain 

■steps towards Harness.
“ Water!'' be cried thickly. “ Water!”
“ This way."
Harness moved off towards the mouth 

of the canyon, and the fat man panted 
at his side. After them came the other, 
and the bronco followed at his heels.

Up the steep rock slopes the fat man 
climbed heavily, clinging with hands 
and feet, squirming upward, prone on 
the rock, like a huge, unpleasant reptile. 
By the pool Harness offered him a tin 
cup. but he did not wait for it. He 
threw himself down by the tepid water, 
bis body sloping with the side of the 
basin, and, plunging head and arms into 
the pool, lay there wallowing. On the 
other side liis silent companion drank 
more restrainedly. The fat man lifted 
his face from the water and grunted, 
like an animal, then fell to drinking 
again. Harness grasped him by the col
lar and pulled him away.

“ Get up. man; you'll kill yourself." 
be said, but the fat man only muttered 
inarticulately and struggled to get to 
the water again.

“ Getup," Harness commanded. “ Get 
U]) and water your horse."

" Damn the horse! "
Harness loosed his hold and looked 

disgustedly at the wallowed Then lie 
lifted the pun from which he watered 
his own beast, and carried drink to the 
bronco, standing patiently at the foot of 
the rocky steps.

“ There’s decency in you," Harness 
said. “ You're a beast, but that fellow 
up there is only a brute.'’
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The pony tipped the pail sidewise and 
licked out the last drops, and Harness 
brought it more. While lie was doing 
this he thought over his course of action, 
lie felt that the two above him had come 
on the track of gold. Any attempt to 
mislead them as to the object of his 
being there would he futile. Not only 
would they know that no man would be 
in such a place for pleasure, but they 
could not fail to timl his workings if 
they went up the canyon. There was 
plenty for the three of them, or for 
more: and he had taken out nearly 
enough to satisfy him, enough to give 
him the new start lie needed—a start 
which meant more to him than merely 
money, which would make him free to 
ask for what was more to him than for
tune, yet which, he felt, lie could not 
ask for without fortune. Let the men 
stay; a few days more and he would 
leave it all to them. At best, the place 
was habitable only for a short time each 
year; lack of water prevented any ex
tended work, and it would not he long 
now until the pool was dry. Harness 
smiled a little to himself as his medita
tions reached this point.

" Virtue of necessity." lie said half 
aloud, and clambered hack to the higher 
level of the pool.

Tile two men were still by the water, 
the short one sipping from Harness' tin 
cup. the other sitting on the rim of the 
basin, his shifty eyes glancing here and 
there about him.

“ Hello!" the fat man >aid,as Harness 
came up to the edge of the basin. “ Tight 
squeak we had, eh? 'Xotlier day would 
about finished things, I guess. That's 
what comes of goin" out with a man that 
loses both of us."

" Who's lost?" Ins companion asked 
surlily, glancing up at Harness.

“ \Ve was,'' retorted the other; “ lost 
as lost, an' you know it." He glanced 
significantly across the pool as he spoke.

“ I reckon we was." the tall man as
sented.

“ My name's Thompson. Jim Thomp
son,'’ the fat man volunteered, “ an" my 
pardnor's is Bill Simmons."

“ Mine’s Harness."
“ John Harness?" asked Thompson. 

“ The Harness that sold the Lost 
Mary? "

Harness nodded.
“ I ’ve heard of v’ou : so's Simmons. 

Ain't you. Bill? "
Simmons nodded silently.
“ U]i here for your health ? " Thomp

son continued.
“ Shut up," growled Simmons. 

" Taiu'i polite to ask sech questions. 
None o' your business what he's here 
for."

Harness laughed shortly. “ I'm up 
here working a claim/" he said, “ up the 
canyon."

Simmons nodded again, and Thomp
son opened his mouth to ask another 
question, but let it remain unasked at a 
look from Ills companion. Harness sat 
down and began talking. When lie had 
ended Simmons nodded once more, and 
Thompson spoke.

“ That's fair." lie said. u Couldn't 
he fairer, l ’lenty of men would have 
dropped us on sight, an' we wouldn't 
ever have found this water without bein' 
told. I reckon we can get on all right. 
Eh, Simmons? ” And the silent Sim
mons nodded acquiescence.

A week went by. Thompson and Sim
mons had each staked out a e+aim, but 
outside of the three claims all of the 
men worked where they pleased;, follow
ing up the drift along the canyon, or 
perhaps digging haphazard for possible 
pockets. Once or twice, when Harness 
made a lucky strike outside1 of his claim, 
Thompson seemed inclined to come and 
work alongside, hut Harness' cold, 
straight glance held a gleam which was 
a sufficient deterrent, or Simmons re
called Ins partner with a surly growl. 
At meal times, night and morning, they 
cooked in common, and Harness shared 
a part of his provisions with the two: for 
he had more than was needed to carry 
him hack to the town, while the others 
were but scantily supplied.

The only approach to a clash was on 
the second night, when Thompson, with 
the assurance possessed by a certain 
class of men, had grown familiar, and 
had been sternly silenced by Harness. 
Again, recovering from this, he indulged 
in a flow of grossly indecent stories, un
til Harness spoke again, bidding him he 
silent or leave the camp.

At last came the day when Harness 
knew thill his store of gold was suffi-
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dent, that the hidden sack of nuggets 
and coarse dust held enough to gain his 
end. The three were eating their noon
day dinner when he announced his in
tention.

“ I'm going to pull out this evening,” 
he said.

"Got all you want, eh?" spoke up 
Thompson. “ Leave the rest for us, will 
you? There's something else I wish 
you’d leave.''

“ What's that ? ”
“ All the gruh you can spare. We're 

short. We'll pay you for it, if you say 
so. ”

" You may have it for nothing,” an
swered Harness. " I shall take only 
enough to see me through. I ’m going 
along up to the claim, now, for my last 
work.”

“ Guess we'll smoke a while. It's pttriy 
hot. an’ I don’t care if I don’t work any 
this afternoon. Goin'? See you when 
you come hack."

When the westering sun fell into the 
canyon, Harness stopped work. He 
swung his tools to his shoulder and 
strode down the canyon, whistling; it 
was the first time he had felt like whis
tling for months. As lie passed the little 
cove where the mule and the bronco 
usually found their scanty grazing, he 
noticed, idlv, that they were not there; 
there was nothing strange in this; they 
often strayed around the edge of the 
canyon, but never went far from the 
watering place. He tramped on into 
camp and threw down his tools with a 
clatter. Simmons and Thompson were 
not there. There was something strange 
about the place, and Harness swept a 
glance around. It looked like an old, 
deserted camp, with the dead ashes of 
the fire and the untidy debris of past 
occupancy. It was deserted. The truth 
flashed upon him. The beasts were 
gone: the blankets and the food were 
gone; the men were gone; the gold—it 
had been in his pack, and it was gone, 
too. There was nothing left, nothing 
hut the dead ashes of the fire. '

He sat down on a boulder and faced 
the situation. Thompson and Simmons 
must have begun their work as soon as 
he was out of sight and hearing up the 
eauyon, and they had done it thorough
ly. He was alone, on foot, three nights

from the nearest mining town, with no 
arms except the revolver at his hip; no 
food, no way of carrying water. To stay 
was impossible, without food and with 
the pool drying up; to go was ecjually 
desperate—three days and nights across 
the desert without water. At the 
thought of water he climbed to the 
basin. The pool was nearly empty; they 
had taken the water also.

Harness wandered hack to the camp; 
he knew that lie would make the effort 
to cross the desert, to follow the two, 
hut he hung about the camp as though 
loath to leave it for the plunge into the 
desert. A gleam among the rocks 
caught his eye; it was a bottle—a. flat, 
pint bottle, with a lingering odor of 
whisky about i t ; he remembered when 
Thompson had found it in the pack and 
had sworn because it was empty. Har
ness picked it up and began a search 
about the camp. An empty tin reward
ed him, and an old sack with a handful 
of flour at the bottom.

It was growing dusk when lie set out, 
marching doggedly eastward, by the 
brightening stars, the full bottle in his 
pocket, the precious tin of water in his 
hand, the opening stopped as best lie 
could. In another pocket was the little 
lump of hard baked dough.

All night he tramped on, and far into 
the morning, before he threw himself 
down in the scant shadow of a rock. He 
awoke with the sun burning his face, 
and arose to resume his desperate march. 
He lifted the tin; it was strangely light, 
although he had taken but one small 
swallow of the water before going to 
sleep. He pulled out the rude plug 
which partly stopped the opening.

“ I might as well have it as to let it all 
evaporate,” he said aloud, and drained 
the last drop.

Of the rest of his fight with the desert 
Harness never remembered details. He 
walked on and on, and the sun grew 
hotter and hotter. Then his water 
bottle was empty, and he threw it at a 
vulture sailing high overhead, which yet 
seemed strangely near, following above 
him with an ominous persistence. Yight 
canto, and the cool of it refreshed him, 
though he shivered as ho went ahead.

The sun came up, and yet he pushed 
on. His mouth grew drv and hot. and
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the tension in his throat made him try 
to swallow, involuntarily. There was a 
hammering pain at the back of his head, 
and his skin was parched and dry with 
fever. On and on he went, pushing on 
almost fiercely, though the agony in his 
head grew worse, and thrills of pain 
shot through his body ; his hand clutched 
at his throat to loosen the lump in it. 
and his lips refused to moisten when he 
passed his tongue over them.

lie felt an unreasoning resentment 
against himself, against the dead Knowl- 
ton for giving him the map which had 
brought him to this. He reviled him
self for not shooting down the two men 
who had come across the sand. Now and 
again he broke out into muttered words, 
or shouted hoarsely in the attempt tt* 
frighten away the vulture overhead. 
The fever in his veins grew hotter. His 
sight alternately blurred and then be
came unnaturally clear, so that he 
seemed to see houses and trees and wa
ter far ahead; and noises sounded in his 
ears. From time to time he stopped and 
pulled himself together, with an effort, 
bringing his mind back to the task of 
following the faint signs of the trail. 
Then he wont on again, for hours and 
hours—almost, it seemed, for days and 
days.

Suddenly lie stopped and stared 
ahead. There was something familiar 
m the outline of a low ridge before him, 
with a strangely leaped pile of boulders 
on its slope. He knew that; it was not 
far from the town. Or were his eyes 
deceiving him again? Something moved 
between him and the ridge. It looked 
like a horseman. He tried to shout, but 
only a husky murmur answered his will. 
He ran forward a few steps, staggering 
as he went. The horseman was going 
away, leaving him in the desert.

A spasm of furious anger shook Har
ness from head to feet; he jerked his 
revolver from his hip and fired, once, 
twice. The rider stopped, and was com
ing towards him. Harness waved his 
arms and tried to run to meet him. His 
sight grew blurred again, and there earns 
about him a sudden darkness, shot 
through with gleams of angry red. lie 
heard a voice 1m knew, a soft voice, cry 
from far away:

" Mr. Harness! Jack—oh. Jack!

When the earth stopped whirling him 
over and over,and the red gleams ceased. 
Harness opened his eyes. The sky 
seemed white and very near, and the 
sand was strangely smooth and soft. He 
turned his head to look for the one who 
had called " Jack! " Then he knew that 
he was in a bed, and that the sky was a 
white ceiling. Some one gave him a 
drink out of a cool glass, and he shut his 
eves once more. When he awoke again 
Ashton was bending over him, Ashton 
the big mine owner.

“ Keep still, Jack,''- he said; “ it's all 
right."

“ Where am I ? "
“ In toy house. Jack. Mary brought 

von here."
" B u t l ----- "
" Don't talk. I'll do all the talking 

that's permitted. You've been ill for a 
fortnight, ever since Mary found you 
trying to reach town. You don't re
member, do you? I reckon you had 
fever then. Well, Mary found you; for 
some reason or other, she had taken to 
riding out to the west those last few 
days." Ashton smiled down at Harness 
as he spoke.

" Vi hen you dropped she got you on 
her pony, somehow, and brought von 
here. Site and her mother have been 
nursing you. And, Jack, your gold, or 
most of it, is in my safe. You know, you 
told a good many things in your delir
ium, and I told the hoys. One of your 
men. the fat one, had come in just two 
days before you did. and had been throw
ing dust around pretty freely. Never 
thought you'd get here. I guess.

“ He came in here with a bronco and a 
mule. No; the other man was not with 
mm. Thompson, the fat man, left him 
out in the sand—dead. He told about 
it when the hoys got him. Yon see. they 
I omul your name in the bottom of the 
sack when they investigated, and that 
settled it. The villain weakened and 
told all about it when they gave him the 
regulation ten minutes. And that's 
about all. except that you are to get well 
as fast as you can.”

“ But Mary—Miss? Ashton—where is 
she ? I want to see her—to tell her----- ”

“ 1 think you have told her prettv 
much everything already. .Jack; but if 
you want to see her----- "
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“ Father,'' said the soft voice Harness 
Had heard on the desert—“ father, you 
must not talk so much to Mr. Harness.'’

Harness turned his head on the pil
low to look at the girl, who came across 
the room from the open door. Their 
eyes met. and the girl smiled—a soft 
little smile. Then she bent above the 
sick man.

Ashton moved to the door. “ Well." 
he said. “ 1 reckon it does make a dif
ference who does the talking." Then he 
closed the door after him.

“ Mary----- “ began Harness.

“ Hush. Y’ou must not talk—you 
need not talk.”

The girl fell on her knees beside the 
bed. His hand was in hers,

“ You have told me everything, Jack. 
And, Jack, you might have told me 
before you tried the desert. Oh, Jack, 
how could you ! ” Her head dropped on 
the pillow beside his own. When she 
raised it again her eyes were moist, but 
she was smiling.

“ Jack." she said, “ that's the first 
time I ever was courted with a six 
shooter! *

UNDER THE WINTER SKY.
In winter, when the day is done,
And Luna, like a blighted sun,
By Jove’s dread anger seared and bowed,
Goes staggering on from cloud to cloud ;
When earth and all the starry deep

Lie folded in undreaming sleep,
And thro’ the elm trees, stark and free,
1 gaze upon that shoreless sea 
Where vast Orion nightly dips,
And suns speed on like golden ships ;

Then seem I like some wretch afloat 
Within a frail and oarless boat,
Predestined soon, mid grief and pain,
To sink into the soundless main.

Alas! from yonder glorious fleet 
Will never barge come forth to greet 
The aching hearts that crowd the deck 
Of earth’s forlorn and fleeting wreck ?

No winged bark with beamy sails,
Joy wafted on supernal gales,
With singing cordage overrun 
With sailors from beyond the sun ?

No guide to lead from star to star,
Thro’ all those dazzling worlds afar,
And prove, beyond all doubt and strife,
That death is but the door to life ?

Is man the insect of a leaf,
With life as idle as ’tis b rie f;
That wakes beneath the morning skies,
At noon is old, at evening dies ?

Or is the soul indeed divine,
Full panoplied ’gainst death and time,
To live, and love, and to adore
When suns and moons shall be no more ?

If so, who would not burst this clay,
And like a condor soar away ?

Augustus Watters.
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THE tortuous channel, the stained 
walls of El M"rro, the blue bac-k- 

gTOund of mountains, meant that the 
transport was nearing—Rosalys.

Captain Hazen was accustomed to 
obedience, but his memory dared prove 
insubordinate and insistently bring for
ward the picture of a slender, bowed, 
figure that he had last seen at Arling
ton, when taps sounded over his com
rade. Resolutely he turned his thoughts 
to Haliburton, the sunny face, the 
cheery voice that the death rattle could 
rob of strength, but not of courage.

Gaston liazen's captaincy had sent 
him into the Eourth, stationed in Cuba. 
Mrs. Haliburton was wintering there 
with her parents. Her father was offi
cially colonel of the Fourth, though 
Mrs. A nun ml was the colonel’s com
manding officer.

Hazen had never returned the affec
tionate friendliness with which Mrs. 
Armand had overwhelmed him in those 
brief days in which Rosalys was his 
fiancee. He had met Rosalys while on 
duty at West Point. She had come up 
for one of the hops, and his first 
glimpse of her was an indelible mem
ory. In her white gown, with her ex
quisitely delicate coloring, she looked 
like a tall lily that had sprung up by 
chance in a garden of dahlias and holly
hocks.

He followed her to the Adirondacks 
that summer, and when he returned to 
the Point no cadet in his first calf love 
was happier than he. for Rosalys had 
promised to he his wife.

The following winter his romance 
ended abruptly. A letter came, im
ploring his forgiveness, hut that “ she 
was go young she did not know her own 
heart until she met ”— Haliburton, 
bis chum through all their cadet days, 
the friend whom he had planned should 
be “ best man ” when lie married 
Rosalys Armand. She besought him

not to tell Haliburton of the past; 
“ knowing his chivalrous devotion to 
you. I feel that lie would never take me 
from you." the letter continued.

The next mail brought a hurried 
epistle from Mrs. Armand—a girl's 
freak, the merest caprice, he must get 
a leave and come at once and all would 
be well. Between the lines lie read 
that Haliburton had but his salary, and 
he— Hazen— was that ram  art.s among 
army officers, a man of independent 
fortune.

He did not answer Mrs. Armand’s 
letter, but wrote with all the tender
ness he could command to Rosalys. and 
thanked her for the best happiness of 
his life.

She had been married two years 
when war was declared and Halibur- 
ton's regiment was ordered to Cuba.

Hazen did not see Mrs. Haliburton 
when he made his first official call on 
Colonel Armand. A few days later he 
went again, and sent cards to her 
mother and herself. He had faced 
many dangers fearlessly—his comrades 
told of two lives he had saved at the 
risk of his own in the treacherous 
waters of the Little Big Horn—hut he 
had never dreaded anything as much as 
the sight of Rosalys with the joy blot
ted from her face. He heard a light, 
remembered step, and she ran in with 
outstretched hands: "M y dear, dear 
friend 1 "

He looked at her with grave, kind 
affection, and shook hands silently. The 
talk turned into commonplace chan
nels—the climate, the garrison, the re
cent promotions. Something he said 
amused her, and he wa.s startled as her 
laugh rippled out. the same laugh, the 
thoughtless, silvery cadence that is 
rarely heard save

When the soul of all delight 
Fills a child’s clear laughter.

He asked to see her hoy. and Mrs.
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Armand brought him in, a magnificent, 
rosy fellow whom 1 lazen took into his 
arms with a wave of sorrowful tender
ness that swept away all the petty con
straint that had hampered him.

“ He is so like his father! How- 
proud Hal would be of him! ”

" Hal wished you to be his godfather, 
but he was baptized in such a hurry 
wlien the orders came that we had no 
time to write you." said Kosalys.

" Yes, he told me. You know we were 
on the same transport. Bless your 
heart! " This was to the baby, who 
was patting the bronzed cheek with his 
plump hand.

“ You must let me see a lot of the 
little chap." went on Iia/en. " We 
must he great chums, for his father's 
sake.”

“ And for mine, too, I  hope,'’ said 
Rosalys gently.

The striker entered with an enor
mous basket of roses, and handed a 
salver with a note. “ Air. Trevoil's 
man is waiting for the answer," he an
nounced.

Hazen said good by, and went away 
with a strange sense of unrest; he hard
ly knew why.

The next afternoon lie caught a 
glimpse of Rosales across the Plaza, 
and lie hurried his steps to overtake 
her.

" When can T see you alone? " he 
asked abruptly. “ I have something to 
tell you that you wish to hear."

Her blue eyes sought his laughingly.
“ You're sure? " she said.
He knew- so well that little flash of 

coquetry, the slight lift of her chin, the 
challenge in her eyes. Good God! 
Could women go through wifehood, 
motherhood, widowhood, and none of 
these light things be disturbed? Could 
the coquetry that was an unconscious 
charm of the girl he so part of the 
warp and wool’ of her nature that it 
could not he killed by killing tilings?

“ It  was about Hal," he said stiffly.
“ Oil, Captain Ilazen, wo were so 

happy! " she exclaimed, her blue eyes 
sulTiising with tears. “ We had such 
beautiful times at Fort Sill! Why did 
it have to be this way?

His voice changed sympathetically.

" W e  cannot know," he said: “ hut 
you have had a great deal to make you 
happy in the entire devotion of a man 
like Hal."

They crossed the drawbridge of the 
old Spanish fortress where Colonel 
Armand was quartered. “ I have long 
wanted to talk to you. I couldn't write 
it at first— 1 could have struck you with 
my bare hand as easily," Hazen went 
on. “ After we gained the summit of 
the hill, one of the men of H troop 
came to me and said. " Lieutenant Hali- 
burton is badly wounded, just below the 
trench, sir." Hal was fearfully shot— 
you know how. But there was just the 
same old cheery smile, the whimsical 
laugh I've heard him give when our 
side was knocked up at polo. ‘ We've 
won, old mail, but I'm out of it. Turn 
me so 1 ran see the colors on the hill.' 
He tried to speak again: ‘ The boy— 
look after him. and tell—my darling— 
wife------ '

" He could not finish, but your name 
was the last word on his lips. A man
lier, nobler spirit did not meet his God 
that day."

Kosalys was sobbing, and Airs. Ar
mand came out, looking from one to the 
other in evident displeasure.

® Kosalys, the baby needs you.'' As 
soon as they were alone. Airs. Armand 
said, “ Captain Ilazen. 1 must ask you 
not to agitate my poor child."

Hazen rose. “ We were speaking of 
Hal. I  thought his wife would wish to 
know all that I  could tell."

“ Don't he vexed, dear friend, but 
permit a mother to judge. Kosalys is 
young; I cannot hear that her life 
should he entirely overshadowed by this 
tragedy. She grieved so! Nothing 
would satisfy her but the heaviest crepe 
over her face: site saw no one; she im
molated herself! I had to force her to 
rouse up and find some brightness in 
life."

The clear, silvery laugh rippled out 
from the patio beyond. “ Cateli the 
sugar, Truffles! Look at hint, baby! 
Look at him ! "

Not long afterwards Captain Hazen 
received his appointment as regimental 
adjutant.

" You must stand in with Airs. Ar-
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maud,” said Billing#. “ She always 
makes the staff appointments.”

This position naturally threw him a 
great deal in the Armand household. 
Mrs. Armand annoyed him by her con
stant appeals.

" Can't you persuade Rosalys just 
to look on at the hop tonight ? Not 
dance, you know; hut with such a small 
garrison, every one should do her part 
towards making it pleasant here,”

“ 1 think Mrs. Haliburton's feelings 
should dictate to her in these matters," 
he responded coldly.

" Oh, she would love to go. She is a 
perfect child in her fondness of a danc-e, 
hut she is so fearful of being misunder
stood.”

In truth, Hazen could not distinguish 
between the dances and formal func
tions which Sirs. Halliburton did not 
attend and the frequent informal af
fairs at which she was the center of 
attraction. Billings was openly in love 
with her; Mr. Trevoil, a New Yorker 
who had come to Cuba for a brief out
ing, remained on indefinitely, presu
mably because he had found other at
tractions besides the climate.

Mrs. Halihurton always wore severe 
black gowns on the street, hut Hazen., 
who was keenly alive to every trifle 
concerning her, noticed that the up
lifting of her skirt showed the swish of 
a purple silk petticoat.

“ Does mourning moderate from 
within? ” lie asked himself. “ Then it 
must he that the heart itself takes off 
mourning first.”

A note of hers asking him to “ a very 
informal family dinner " caused him to 
lav side by side the three notes he lead 
received from her since Hal's death. 
The first was a brief, sad one, in an
swer to his letter of condolence, with 
the heaviest black border and seal. The. 
next, eight months later, thanking him 
for some Christmas toys he had sent 
her hoy, was edged with a narrow line 
of black. The note before him was 
written on ivory white paper, hut the 
interlaced monogram was black.

“ Next it will be pale gray, and then 
a delicate heliotrope, and by that time 
she can return to her favorite robin’s 
egg blue,” he thought bitterly. “ Oh,

Hal, that this is all she can give your 
memory! Tithes of mint, anise, and 
cumin! But the weightier matters— 
the devotion, the faith, the constancy, 
you gave her—these she can give to no 
m an ! "

Yet Hazen never spout an hour with 
her that lie did not thrill with the spell 
of her beauty and a subtle, appealing 
fascination.

“ She has ruined me for any other 
woman,” he told himself.

His happiest hours that winter were 
those he passed with little Hal. The 
hahv's fat arms would stretch out and 
his face beam with delight whenever 
he saw “ Hazy ” coming. Hazen would 
ride for hours carrying the little cav
alryman in front of his saddle, until 
the curly head would droop against his 
arm.

“ Not a feature like his mother,” he 
thought with strange satisfaction. or 
that grandmother of his, thank Bod! "

One afternoon he was riding with 
Mrs. Halihurton. assisting her in the 
search for curios.

“ You would take away every Span
ish firearm and even the mosaic courts, 
if you could find room for them in your 
Saratogas,” he said, laughing.

“ My purse doesn't admit of such 
dissipations,” she answered, smiling. 
“ I  must he content with nialar/uas and 
old candlesticks."

He remembered that during their 
brief engagement she had said, * I  love 
pretty things so! Will you give me a 
great many, Gaston, when I  belong to 
you?” and she had lifted her lips with 
pretty, childish coaxing.

“ What are you dreaming o f? ” she 
asked now.

“ I was thinking of a day when we 
were in the Adirondack's,” lie answered, 
and wished the words recalled as soon 
as he had spoken.

“ Have you—do you—T have often 
wished to ask you if you have forgiven 
me,” site said in a low voiov

“ There was never anything to for
give. You loved a hotter man. Rosalys. 
and I was not a cur to begrudge happi
ness to the man and the woman I loved 
best on earth.”

A perilous silence fell between them.
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Alter a minute or two lie ended it with 
an effort.

“ Is little Hal well? The heat yes
terday seemed to make him listless.”

“ Yes. he seems well enough." she 
answered carelessly. I had not no
ticed that anything was the matter."

He was glad the words jarred him, 
checking the treacherous tenderness 
that was stealing over him.

That night Mrs. Armand challenged 
her daughter with elephantine playful
ness: “ Haven't you anything to tell me 
about that long ride? ”

Rosalys shook her bright head, smi
ling.

” Hazen is dead in love with von/’ 
said her mother bluntly, hut Rosalys 
was accustomed to such plain speaking. 
“ I hope you won't refuse hint a second 
time, Rosy."

“ He's nice," said Rosalys medita
tively, " hut he seems graver than he 
used to In'."

" Naturally, he doesn't quite trust 
you. Rosy. You might say a kind word 
or two; you know how well enough. 
And wear something wh i te . for heaven's 
,-akc! That black is so trying on a man's 
nerves."

Rosalys looked at herself in the tall 
pier glass, and smiled into the reflected 
eyes. “ colored like a water flower."

“ I don't know how it tries a mail's 
nerves." she said contentedly. “ but I 
know black suits my complexion."

Nevertheless, her mother's words had 
their weight. Colonel Armand had the 
pressure of old debts; his second daugh
ter would leave school in June. From 
every point of view it was desirable that 
Rosalys should be " settled in life," as 
Mrs. Armand phrased it.

As if anything is as unsettled as life! 
After the independence of her own 
home, Rosalys was conscious of the 
clipped wings of being again under her 
mother's dominion.

When pile saw Captain Hazen ap
proaching the next day, she pinned on 
a great hunch of jasmine and put a 
spray in her hair.

u  Your sitting room is the first cool 
place I've struck." said lie, and you 
with vour flowers look like the spirit of
A p ril.”

“ All smiles and tears? " she asked. 
“ Keep the smiles for yours."

“ 1 came to see the colonel," he said.
“ I t ’s always the colonel, Sir Adju

tant,” she pouted. “ He’s not at home. 
Shall I leave you and call mamma, the 
nurse, and the baby?"

She made a feint of rising. He put 
out his hand to detain her: it touched 
her own, and she let it slip into his for 
half a moment.

" Actually, are you satisfied with me 
—just me? " she asked, and then the 
slim hand withdrew itself from his, 
leaving liis own with an aching sense 
of emptiness.

" 1 am always too well satisfied with 
"just you.' Rosalys." He controlled his 
voice, and said steadily. “ That is why 
I am going away."

” Where? " she asked, with a little 
cry.

" To the Philippines. I  have just 
been offered a volunteer commission 
as lieutenant colonel of the Eighty 
Eighth."

” Rut you said you would never serve 
except with your own regiment."

He looked straight into the upturned 
blue eyes. “ ‘ There are battles in life, 
Cod help us, from which the bravest of 
us had better run away! ' "

Her hand fell on his knee, her bright 
hair touched his arm. “ Don't run 
away! " she whispered. “ I want you to 
stay. I hear the others coming. Won’t 
you promise me not to go to those ter
rible Philippines, Gaston? "

He lifted her hand and kissed it. 
“ Whatever I decide, I will be governed 
solely by my love for you." he said.

That night Gaston Hazen fought his 
battle until the stars slipped away to 
the island of sleep.

fie knew the Jove he gave Rosalys 
was not the first ideal devotion, the 
reverence of her innocent girlhood: 
that was a homage any woman might 
proudly accept. Her faithlessness to 
him had shaken tha t:  her faithlessness 
to Haliburton had destroyed it. Less 
than two years ago, in this very month 
of April, she had parted from ITal, on 
his way to Chickamnuga, and now site 
was ready to give herself in wifehood to 
him.
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That she had given Hal the best, the 
only unselfish affection of which she 
was capable, he also knew. She would 
care for him as one loves a familiar 
comfort, as the butterfly cares for the 
flower whose heart feeds it.

Yet the thought intoxicated him. 
“ My wife! he thought triumphantly. 
“ My wife at las t! ”

“ My darling w ife !” his heart 
echoed, from lips that bubbled in blood.

He was chill and shivering, but he 
did not feel it.

“ I will not do it! I  cannot give her 
the faith, the love, you gave her, Hal. 
You would not let me make her my 
wife when my manhood withholds so 
m uch! You are between us—and my 
lost ideal! "

I t  was four o'clock when Gaston 
Hazen wrote his official acceptance of 
the lieutenant colonelcy in the Eighty 
Eighth Volunteers.

But God disposes. When the striker 
came in at seven, he found his captain 
babbling strange, disconnected sen
tences, his eyes bloodshot, his skin 
burning. The surgeon quickly pro
nounced it yellow fever; there had been 
sporadic cases for a month.

It  was a matter of surprise, as well 
as the most genuine regret, in army 
circles, that a man of Captain Hazen’s 
splendid physique should succumb so 
rapidly and hopelessly to the fever.

In  gratification of one of his last 
wishes, his body was sent to rest by his 
friend, in the quiet of Arlington.

“ Daughter," exclaimed Mrs. Armand 
excitedly, Hazen's will leaves every 
penny to your boy! Your father thinks 
it strange that he isn't named as a 
trustee. Hal's brothers have it in 
charge, and they are to see to little Hal's 
education and all that."

“ Oh, how generous, how noble!" 
Rosalys sought for her handkerchief, 
but, not finding it, her blue eyes re
mained dry. “ Do I have any use of 
it? "

“ No, except for the baby."
“ I suppose he feared it would make 

talk," said Rosalys, whose complacency 
was not easily disturbed. “ Poor, good 
Gaston! "

“ The lawyer comes tomorrow. Now 
go dress for 41 r. Trevoil. I wonder 
why lie's here again? You had best 
wear that soft black: it might look bet
ter since this will, you know."

Presently Mrs. Armand called up the 
stairs, “ Rosy, now I think of it. he 
might think there was something be
tween you and Hazen. P u t  on your 
white organdie, and put one of his 
roses in your hair.”

Thus it happened that Rosalys Ilali- 
burton wore simple, virginal white 
when she blushingly consented to make 
Trevoil “ the happiest of men."

GOLDEN SILENCE.
I  t o l d  h e r  I  lo v e d  h e r  a n d  b e g g e d  b u t  a  w o rd ,

One dear little word, that would be

For me by all odds the most sweet ever heard.

But never a word said she !

I raged at her then, and I said she was cold ;

I swore she was nothing to me ;

I prayed her the cause of her silence unfold,

But never a word said she !

I covered with kisses her delicate hand,

But she only glanced down where the sea

Low murmured in ripples of love on the sand,

And never a word said she !

I cast her hand from me with rage unsuppressed, 

And she turned her blue eyes up to me

And smiled as she laid her fair head on my breast : 

“  What need of a word ? ” asked she.

Eilh Parker Butler.



At Marymere Ranch.
T H I !  S T O R Y  .OF A UK'. R A I L R O A D  D E A L  A N D  A L I T T L E  L O V E  A F F A I R .

B Y  R IC H A R D  S A R C ,E X T .

PERCY HYATT, by all that's 
g rea t! "

llvatt  slid study from the back of his 
jaded bronco, and grasped the hand ex
tended by the superintendent of Mary- 
mere ranch.

Dunlap turned his guest's horse over 
to one of the cowboys, and drew Hyatt 
into the great square room which served 
as ollice for the superintendent, and 
lounging room for the guests who came 
in search of the game for which Mary- 
mere was famous.

The two men grinned at each other 
silently for a few seconds, then shook 
hands again.

" Three years, Hyatt! I ’d about 
made up my mind, by Jove, you were 
never coming back, and here yon drop 
in without a word of warning! A nice 
note if I'd been out on the range! "

“ Oil. but 1 knew you wouldn't—under 
the cir------"

Hyatt paused awkwardly. His face 
Hushed, and he saw with relief that Dun
lap had not noticed the slip. The latter 
was tossing various articles of raiment 
out of the most comfortable chair, to 
offer it to his friend.

The mater would have a tit if she 
knew you were here. I sent her down 
to Cheyenne for a week or two. Fact
is------" I t  was Dunlap's turn to pause
and look embarrassed. K I say. old man, 
I'm jolly glad to see you. but I ’d give a 
bunch of yearlings if you weren't a news
paper man."

"The leopard cannot change his spots, 
even to oblige his friends. Are news
paper men under the ban at Mary- 
m ere? '’ A note of anxiety underlay 
the banter in Hyatt's voice.

Dunlap stretched his long legs and 
stared down at his friend.

* To tell the truth, just now—yes. 
Robert G. Shaw, president of the L. & 
0.. is coming down here for a shoot, and

a newspaper man is about the last person 
lie'll want to see. Fact is, he’s running 
away from you fellows."

Hyatt's eyes narrowed to a mere slit. 
He was not sure which card to play.

“ Robert Shaw—oh. yes. lie's the fel
low that's trying to engineer the con
solidation between the L. k  G. and the 
D. & F. Great scheme! Would give 
him direct eommunieation between Xew 
York and Puget Sound. Close mouthed 
chap! We had a man on his trail last 
week in Ghieago. but didn't get a thing. 
What brings him to Marymere?”

“ I told you—game, recreation, and 
freedom from just such fellows as you."

“ Thanks awfully! But there's no 
need of his knowing me as a newspaper 
man oil" on a much needed vacation. 
Can't J join the ranks of your riders? " 

Dunlap studied the lithe, almost deli
cate physique of the Chicago man. and 
shook his head.

You don't fill the part."
“ Well. say. I'm not going to run away 

from a measly railroad presides! after 
coming a thousand miles to see theonlv 
man worth such a journey. I'll turn in 
and aet as your secretary.” Hvatt 
glanced at Dunlap's disorderly desk and 
laughed. “ I think you need one.”

“ That's the very thing. Personallv. 
I don't give a rap about Shaw, hut I'd 
hate to have him think that a newspaper 
man was here spying on his movements. 
You make yourself comfortable, and I'll 
have Pete fix up an extra hunk in my 
room. Shaw's party will need three 
rooms, and you know this is no palace."

The hospitable Dunlap hurried off. 
Hyatt absently picked up the tongs and 
turned the log which blazed year in and 
year out at Marymere. The newspaper 
man felt uncomfortable. He bad not 
been in the business long enough to sac
rifice friendship to the juggernaut of 
journalist ip enterprise.
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K Spring on his movements! " 1 lyatt 
realized his True position.

His friendship with Dunlap was re
sponsible for his having been sent out by 
the managing editor of the (Jfobe to fol
low President Shaw. • The managing 
editor had told him it was the ehanee of 
his life, lie was to watch every letter, 
every message, received by the railroad 
operator, and the arrival of any other 
capitalists on the scene would be the 
signal for a sensational story.

No man was attracting more general 
attention in the railroad world at this 
moment than Robert G. Shaw. Report
ers from other papers would follow him, 
but they would get no further than the 
railroad terminus,Jackson's Hole,while 
a friendship founded and cemented in 
college days was the open sesame of 
Percy Hyatt and the Globe to Marymere 
ranch. It  might mean a gigantic scoop 
for tHe Globe, and yet—no thorough 
going reporter should flinch before live 
prospect of a broken friendship. Hyatt 
rose abruptly and sought consolation in 
his pipe.

The next afternoon. President Shaw's 
party arrived by stage from Jackson's 
Hole. Hyatt was at Dunlap's side to 
receive them.

His keen reportorial instinct summed 
up the two men at a single glance. Shaw 
was a Westerner, country bred, of mod
erate height, with square shoulders, a 
clean shaven face save for a stubby mus
tache, a mouth rather large but firm, 
keen, alert eyes, and a high forehead— 
a man who would unconcernedly wear a 
high hat with a sack suit, and drive his 
guests about Denver in a hired victoria, 
with an nnliveried coachman. Such was 
the railroad manipulator who had given 
Eastern capitalists a severe shock.

Ford. Dip secretary, was a dapper little 
fellow, well groomed and immaculately 
dressed—a man who would place beyond 
his religious views the custom of cold 
bathing and ten minutes' exercise with 
dumb bells and clubs. He looked forty 
Rye, but probably was nearer fifty. Keen, 
alert, like his employer, lie appeared the 
ideal secretary for a man of affairs.

But Hyatt, looking past the men to 
the girl who was gracefully acknowledg
ing Dunlap's rather heavy greeting, for

got railroads and their presidents, news
papers and their assignments. He saw 
only a slender, youthful figure, clad in a 
smart gray traveling gown; a small oval 
face, with deep, wistful brown eyes: hair 
almost red gold, topped by a coquettish 
mountain hat. Trim and neat, self pos
sessed and gracious, she formed a stri
king contrast to her slovenly. :.rusk 
parent.

" T h e  devil!" groaned Dunlap when 
be had a moment alone with his •• secre
tary." “ If I'd known the girl was com
ing, I'd never let the mater go to Chev- 
cn ne."

Hyatt's  eyes were twinkling.
“ She doesn't seem the least embar

rassed. I don't believe sheas the sort of 
girl who needs a chaperon."

“ I  guess you're right. She will lie 
worth her millions some day. to sav 
nothing of having been abroad two sea
sons and being up in all the fads of the 
day. As for us fellows, we'll lie dust un
der her feet, that's all."

But in spite of Dunlap's uncompli
mentary prophecy. Hiss Anita Shaw 
seemed to take more than passing notice 
of the “ dust under her feet." She frat
ernized cordially with every one about 
i ho ranch, from the superintendent him
self to Ah Lung, who washed for “ the 
gang ” and did general chores.

Dunlap marveled at her adaptability, 
but, being engaged to a sweet little girl 
in Cheyenne, he wisely refrained from 
extending even his finger tips towards 
the fire. After selecting the safest horse 
on the ranch for Miss Shaw to ride, and 
ordering All Idling to keep her room 
immaculate on the penalty of death and 
burial on these heathen shores, he left 
tlie task of entertainment to Hyatt.

The newspaper man accepted this 
added burden to his nominal duties as 
“ secretary" with praiseworthy com
placency. While Shaw and his secre
tary, Ford, went on long 1 ramps after 
big game and the wily mountain trout, 
Hyatt initiated Miss Shaw into the mys
teries of the rough mountain life, the 
wild trails up mountainsides, the in
tricacies of fly fishing, and the whole 
hearted existence of the cowboys.

Shaw had evidently lost interest in 
railroad amalgamations. Hyatt noted
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his indifference to business affairs with 
it great and holy joy. The burden of 
guilt rolled from his mind. He was at 
peace with the world.

There was absolutely nothing to wire 
to the Globe, and little he eared that the 
managing editor was fuming over the 
lack of news from Marymere.

Life gradually took on a rose colored 
line more suggestive of the Italy of 
which Miss Anita Shaw loved to talk 
and dream than of the rough Western 
ranch among towering peaks and icv 
streams, where these two young people 
had blindly walked into a love story of 
their own. Two weeks of constant and 
unconventional comradeship had done 
their work, and there came a night when 
Hyatt and Miss Shaw, sitting alone in' 
the angle of Mary mere's broad porch, 
turned strangely silent.

The nights at Marymere are always 
chilly, and Anita, swathed in a rich fur 
cape, looked unusually delicate and girl
ish as the moonlight fell upon her mo
tionless figmm Hyatt had been smoking 
steadily as he gazed at the lake. Sud
denly he tossed his cigar, like a tiny 
rocket, towards the lapping waters, and 
swung round to face the girl.

Ford, Shaw, Dunlap, and one of the 
men were playing poker in the office. 
Anita, waking to a sense of their utter 
isolation, made a desperate effort to 
break the pregnant silence.

" Did you hear about Mr. Ford's tele
gram ? "

“ No; anything important? " replied 
Hyatt, wishing the untimely and uii- 
propitious topic of conversation was at 
the bottom of the lake.

“ Yes, rather, i t  means we can start 
for home tomorrow." Hyatt's throat 
turned dry. His lips set more firmly. 
“ Everything is settled," site continued.

Hyatt suddenly felt as if everything 
had been hurled into chaos. The signif
icance of her last words was lost upon 
him. He could think of but one tiling. 
Tomorrow ” they " were going home.

When should lie see her again? The 
distance between Denver and Chicago 
was bad enough, hut the c-hasm which 
yawned between their stations, socially 
and financially, was even greater.

What Dunlap had said about her pro-*

spec-five millions rang in his ears. And 
vet her father might fail, and then------

Hyatt rose nervously and strove to 
shake off the temptation, but the girl 
raised her eyes to his, and he threw dis
cretion to the winds. The words of love 
rushed to his lips and went straight to 
the heart of Anita.

He had meant to say many things— 
to make clear his utter unworthiness, 
the harrier of wealth and social standing 
which stood between them—but the ten
der face of the girl, so temptingly close 
to his own, the light in her eyes, the 
naive yielding of her slender figure 
to his first embrace, drove all such 
thoughts from his mind.

There remained hut one fact. She 
loved him.

They crossed to the rough hewn rail
ing. His arm was still about her, his 
hand held hers, and her voice fell softly 
on his ear.

1 have never eared for Denver, and 
I almost believe I  could be happier here 
with you than in any big city."

Hyatt moved uneasily. She was bring
ing him back to stern realities. She 
thought he belonged here—was a part 
of this broad, primeval life.

“ But we may have to go to New York 
now. You see, everything is settled.”

Dunlap started at the reiteration.
What is settled, dearest? "

** The deal with the D. & F. Y'ou see, 
Mr. Ford is not really papa's secretary. 
He is FI. J .  Fordham, president of the 
I). & F." Dunlap gasped. " Yes, 
isn't it funny? He traveled out here 
incog., so he and papa could discuss the 
consolidation in peace and quiet. It has 
worked like a charm. Everything's 
straightened out. Oh, it's been a great 
two weeks for dear old daddy! ”

A great light entered Hyatt's  mind. 
He had been blind for two long weeks, 
but the reportorial instinct was alive 
within him now.

The £i sc-oo]) ” for which lie had been 
sent to Marymere was within Ins grasp, 
yet he dared not close his hand upon it. 
Something held him bac-k—the light of 
a woman's eyes, the love of a woman's 
pure soul.

If  he failed to telegraph the great 
news to the Globe, he would break faith
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with his employer. If  lie did send it, he 
would betray the woman who had just 
promised to be his wife.

Restlessly lie ]>aeud the porch. His 
face no longer bore the sign of love's 
triumph, but gleamed white and set in 
the cold moonlight. The reporter and 
the lover were having it out between 
them.

Mentally, he figured on the time nec
essary to reach Jackson's Hole, the 
chances of outwitting the few reporters 
who still hung round the railroad ter
minus. Then lie turned and saw the 
girl's wondering face as she leaned a 
trifle unsteadily against the railing. 
Once more he drew her to his breast.

“ Xita," lie whispered, unconsciously 
adoptiag the diminutive herfatherused, 
" I cannot go to your father until I've 
told you the truth about myself. I'm 
not a secretary either, but a cad. an im
postor. I am a reporter on the Chicago 
Globe. sent out here to follow your 
father's every move."

Anita shivered slightly, and would 
have drawn away from him, but. he 
clasped her closer.

“ No. I've never sent a line to the 
paper, and 1 never will. There are 
other reporters down at the Hole, hut 
every last one of them may scoop me, 
and then I'll send in my resignation to 
the Globe. Perhaps you don't under
stand what that means for—us. I'll he 
voted a wretched newspaper man. I 
had lag hopes in that direction. Can 
you wait until I've made a start at some
thing else ? ”

What Anita said was drowned in a 
chuckle which sounded at Hyatt's  elbow. 
The two young people started apart 
guiltily. Engrossed in their own hap
piness, they had not observed that the 
poker party had broken up. Mr. Shaw, 
cigar in hand, stood watching them, 
the amused look on his face gradually 
changing to something more serious, al
most tender.

“ I  hate to spoil your heroics. Hyatt, 
lmt there's really no necessity for fur
ther secrecy. There is no stock gam
bling back of this deal, and the only 
Jfuestion is. will you take the forty mile, 
ride to Ringer's Gulch, and wire your 
paper from there f  If you do. you can

scoop every one of those c-haps lounging 
round Jackson's Hole."

" Will I? " echoed Ilyatt.
His voice quivered with excitement. 

He could hardly wait to saddle a hor.-c. 
Shaw laid a friendly hand on the young 
man's arm.

" Wait a moment, my lad. I think 
you owe me another explanation before 
you leave us."

Hyatt turned and took Anita's hand 
in his.

“ I hope you won't think us hasty or 
foolish, Mr. Shaw. We've known each 
other sucl) a short time, but this se
cluded corner is different from the big 
outside world------ "

** Yos. the air is more rare." drily in
te r ru p te d  Mr. Shaw. “ It sometimes 
goes to people's heads."

“ I  know it was a tremendously 
cheeky thing for me to do, but I'm 
young yet, and with such a start as this, 
and Anita's love, I'm sure to rise."

Shaw's hand shook a trifle as he 
flecked the ashes from his cigar.

" Anita lias her father well trained, 
you see, and I don't mind saying, after 
your manly confession regarding the 
consolidation, that Pm more than satis
fied to let my little girl have her own 
way. And now that. I've lost Ford as my 
secretary "—there was a kindly twinkle 
in the railroad operator's eves—“ I need 
a new one. If I give you the job. per
haps we can manage to keep further in
formation of importance in the family. 
At least, I ’ll feel safer than with you on 
the Globe.”

“ One thing more, Mr. Shaw: my 
friend Dunlap knew nothing of my mis
sion here. He's square and aboveboard 
always."

Mr. Shaw nodded his head and lighted 
a fresh cigar. Ten minutes later, father 
and daughter stood arm in arm. watell
ing Hvatt riding away in the moonlight 
towards Ringer's (rti'ch.

The president of the new consolidated 
line from New Y"ork to Puget Sound 
seemed lost in thought. Suddenly he 
bent over and kissed his daughter.

Square and aboveboard ! That fits 
the lad himself, only he doesn't seem to 
realize it. Xita, my girl, I 'm glad we 
came to Marymere."



New York as a Literary Center.
B Y  A N N E  O 'H A G A N .

NEW YORK’S PLACE IN THE HISTORY OF AMERICAN LETTERS— 
THE METROPOLIS HAS PRODUCED VERY FEW FAMOUS AUTHORS, 
THOUGH MANY HAVE COME TO IT TO MARKET THEIR WARES.

Our fourteen wards
Contain some thirty seven bards.

SO wrote Fitz-Greene Halleck when 
the century was young. In  this 

jeering, poetico-arithmetieal statement 
is New York's first recorded bid for 
the position of America’s literary cen-. 
ter. I t  is one which the passing years 
have scarcely bettered. The insistence 
upon the literary supremacy of New 
York has always rested largely upon 
numerical grounds. Only as Washing
ton Market may announce itself the 
food center of the new world, may 
New York claim to be the literary 
center. I t  is the place of the most 
active literary barter, but not the soil 
most fertile in literary genius. Hither 
come the makers of prose and verse to 
sell their wares, as the truck farmers 
drive in their wagons laden with cucum
bers and lettuce. But the literary pro
ducers bring themselves as well as their 
g o o d s .  Men 
whose talent has 
been the gift of 
another ancestry 
than that of the 
m e t r o p o l i s ,  
w h o s e  growth 
has been that of 
another soil and 
a t m o s p h ere, 
drift to the place 
where talent may 
be exchanged for 
currency.

The g r e a t  
p u b l i s h i n g  
h o u ses  — com
mercial and not 
a r t i s t i c  enter
prises, naturally 
situated in the

commercial center of the country—are 
the magnet. I t  is due to them that the 
bards have multiplied, that novelists 
have joined them almost in mobs, and 
that critics, essayists, and even semi 
occasional historians have drifted in.

Thus with multitudinous force New 
York proclaims herself the Empire 
City of letters as of commerce. liit- 
tenhouse Square may arch supercilious 
eyebrows and recall Philadelphia's 
priority in the field; Beacon Hill may 
flash disdain behind its glasses and men
tion New England's classic superiority 
of output; Chicago may shriek of fresh
er vitality; East Aurora may pose upon 
“ discernment" and daring; California 
larks may carol a young challenge, and 
Bangor may send out clear burning 
little tapers lit at great lamps of learn
ing and poesy. But New York, which 
out of her own soil has produced not 
many great literary men, is still deaf to 

the c h o r u s in g  
protests of the 
outsiders. F o r 
sooner or later 
the aliens be
come c i t i z e n s ,  
and the protest- 
ants come into 
the fold and sub
scribe to t h e  
great d o c t r in e  
that New York 
is America's lit
erary center.

One of the 
things which we 
are not allowed 
to forget in this 
day and genera
tion is that Ben
jamin FranklinEDGAR ALLAN POE'S COTTAGE AT FORDHAM, ONE OF 

NEW YORK’S FEW “ LITERARY LANDMARKS.”
3  J  M
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THE HOUSE AT SEVENTEENTH STREET AND IRVING PLACE, NEW YORK, 
WTIICH WAS WASHINGTON IRVING’S CITY HOUSE BEFORE HIS 

APPOINTMENT AS MINISTER TO SPAIN.

established a paper in Philadelphia at a
very early period in our history. The. 
Saturday Evening Post began when we 
were still colonists, antedating the Eve
ning Post of Yew Y'ork, started in 1801, 
bv seventy three years. Your true 
Philadelphian, computing the worth of 
things by the date of their origin, finds 
in this fact almost sufficient ground for 
still calling the Quaker City the literary 
center of the new world.

But Philadelphia had other claims. 
The first brave, almost foolhardy, soul 
in America to try to earn his living by 
letters alone, with no staff in the shape 
of a law practice or a connection with 
a banking house to help him, was 
Charles Broc-kden Brown, a Philadel
phian.

The Portfolio, the earliest precursor 
in this country of the magazines which 
load every news stand, was begun in 
1801 in Philadelphia by Joseph Dennie. 
And although even at that early date 
Yew Y'ork began to display the acquis
itive quality to which its literary pre
eminence is mainly due, yet for half a 
century Philadelphia's periodicals were 
of distinct literary importance.

LITERARY NEW YORK A CENTURY AGO.
Charles Brockden Brown was prob

ably the first of the brothers of the

pen who, born in an
other town, drifted to 
Yew Y'ork. Soon after 
his coming, though pos
sibly not because of it, 
there was established in 
the city a literary coterie 
of which Washington 
Irving was the most dis
tinguished member.

In those days the re
gion around the Battery, 
now given over to sky
scrapers and the elevated 
termini, was the abode 
of most that was digni
fied and imposing in Y'ew 
York society. On State 
Street lived William Irv
ing, Washington's broth
er. the Pindar Coclloft 
of “ Salmagundi.”

In the same neighbor
hood lived James K. 

Paulding, William Irving's brother in 
law. Gouverneur Kemble, the Patroon 
of Cockloft, had a place a few doors 
away, and another of the Irving broth
ers, Eben, dwelt around the corner on 
Bridge Street. In Ann Street, now the

WASHINGTON IRVING, THE ONLY AMERICAN AUTHOR 
OF THE FIRST RANK WHO WAS BORN IN NEW 

YORK AND THOROUGHLY IDENTIFIED 
WITH TI1E METROPOLIS.
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gray abode of second hand bookshops, 
dingy restaurants, and “ fakir ” supply 
offices,lived the very Mr. Cockloft whose 
name Irving borrowed.

Brown found such of the little circle 
as was already established congenial. 
For a while he lived oil Pine Street at 
the home of his friend, Dr. Elihu Hub- 
hard Smith. Here he wrote “ Wie-

% -

EDGAR ALLAN POE, WHO CAME TO NEW YORK 
IN 1 8 4 4  AS ASSISTANT EDITOR OF 

THE “ MIRROR.”

land,” “ Ormond,” and other tales 
whose very names are unknown to a 
generation which has much ado to keep 
up with its own literary productions. 
Shelley, by the way, had the highest 
opinion of the work of this first Amer
ican novelist.

Apropos of Charles Brockden Brown's 
forsaking of Philadelphia, some recent 
remarks of another Philadelphian, 
Owen Wister, may be quoted. The first 
American novelist left the place of his 
birth because literature as a profession 
was looked upon askance in that con
servative town. His friends discour
aged him, and it was on this account 
that he gave the first material for New 
York's literary magnet boast by going 
to the metropolis.

According to Mr. Wister. the dis

couraging custom continues in Philadel
phia, and it is owing to this frowning, 
or at least indifferent, attitude that the 
claims of that  city as a literary center 
are not more vaunted. With Dr. Weir 
Mitchell, Miss Repplier, Mrs. Rebecca 
Harding Davis, Owen Wister himself, 
to say nothing of others, its dignified 
standing would be easily assured : but,

WALT WHITMAN, WHO, BORN ON LONG ISLAND, 
SPENT MUCH OF HIS EARLY LIFE 

IN' NEW YORK.

says Mr. Wister, “ when a Bostonian is 
told that another Bostonian has dis
tinguished himself, he replies, ‘ Quite 
natural.’ When a Philadelphian is told 
that another Philadelphian has dis
tinguished himself, he replies, £ Quite 
impossible.’ ”

Charles Brockden Brown died in 
1810, a t about the time when the group 
which had given him the encourage
ment his own townsmen failed to give 
was getting ready to be prominent on 
its own account. I t  contained, as has 
been said, Washington Irving, Fitz- 
Greene Hallec-k, Joseph Rodman Drake, 
who was associated with Halleck in 
writing the “ Croaker and Co.” poems 
which convulsed the readers of the 
Evening Post about 1816: James K. 
Paulding, and others of less renown.



212 THE JUNIOR MUNSEY.

Drake died in 
I 820, when lie was 
but twenty five 
years old. 11 is chief 
claim to fame rests 
upon his exquisite 
poem “ The Cul
prit Fay.” Halleck 
lived until 1807, 
and the reading- 
books of a later 
g e n e r a t i o n  pre
served his memory 
by printing h i s  
‘‘ Marco Bozzaris.” 
Paulding, whose 
house was known 
as “ the resort of 
tlie wits,” is al
most forgotten. He 
is, however, still 
quoted, for his is 
that classic test of 
d i s t i n c t n e s s  in 
enunciation, begin
ning “ Peter Piper 
picked a peek of 
pickled peppers.”

THE MAGNET OF
Even from that e

RICHARD HENRY STODDARD, WHO, BORN IN MAS
SACHUSETTS, HAS LIVED IN NEW YORK 

FOR HALF A CENTURY.
D ra w n  f r o m  the p o r tr a it  by T. II '. Wood.

THE METROPOLIS, 
irlv time New York

seemed to exert 
some peculiar mag
netism upon the 
outlying w r i te r s .  
Bryant f e l t  it. 
“ T h a n a  t ops is  ” 
was submitted be
fore its publica
tion to the criti
cism of Richard 
Henry Dana, in a 
little room over 
the bookshop of 
one Wiley in Ann 
Street. That room, 
christened “ The 
Den ” by James 
Fenimore Cooper, 
was a sort of liter
ary court in the 
first quarter of the 
century, and the 
poem of the young 
New England ge
nius was not the 
only work which 
was commended or 
condemned there. 

Bryant came from Massachusetts and 
was absorbed by Xew York, working 
on the Post from 182(5 practically until

WILLIAM DEAN HOWELLS, BORN IN OHIO, AND 
FORMERLY IDENTIFIED WITH BOSTON, BUT 

NOW A NEW YORKER BY ADOPTION.

F rom  a photograph by C o x , N ew  York.

EDMUND CLARENCE STEDMAN, BORN IN CONNECT
ICUT, BUT FOR MORE THAN FORTY YEARS A 

NEW YORK BROKER, POET, AND CRITIC.
F ro m  (i photograph by A  l'm an , N e w  J 'orb.
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his death. Nathaniel Parker Willis 
came from Maine not many years later, 
and became a son of the great city, 
working on its papers, either as corre-

Xew York, whom Willis associated with 
him oil the Mirror in 1844. In that 
paper, in 1845. “ The Raven " was pub
lished, and the most successful period

PFAFF’S BEER CELLAR AT BROADWAY AND BLEECKER STREETS, THE BOHEMIAN RESORT 
IN WHICH NEW YORK’S LITERARY MEN USED TO FOREGATHER IN THE 

DAYS BEFORE THE CIVIL WAR.

spondent or editor, for nearly twenty 
years; then settled near it, on the 
Hudson.

It was a Bostonian by birth, a South
erner by education, and the most re
splendent genius of all whose names are 
connected with the literary history of

of Poe's life began. How pitifully far 
from prosperity that success was is 
abundantly witnessed by the little cot
tage still standing in Fordham. where 
he lived with his wife and her mother. 
It is some consolation to think that this, 
one of New York's few literary land-
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marks, is to be preserved as a memorial 
of its famous tenant.

NEW ENGLAND’S LITERARY SONS.
But at the time when Irving and his 

colleagues, both native born and im
ported, were establishing a Knicker

bocker school in American letters, there 
were coining into the world, up in New 
England, men for whom New York 
held no charm, and whose glory was to 
dim that of the Knickerbockers.

Emerson was born in 1803, Haw
thorne in 1804, Longfellow and Whit
tier in 1801. Lowell in 1810. Boston 
was preparing for its own hall of fame: 
and the niches were to be tilled, not by 
imported celebrities, but by the very 
sons of the soil.

The Puritans, in a more marked de
gree than any of the other colonists, 
were men of intellect. It was primarily 
because they were thinking men.men of

opinions, convictions, and purpose, and 
not primarily because they demanded 
a fresh field for making money, that 
they became colonists. And, far as 
their asceticism seems,at first glance,re
moved from esthetics, there was an ele
ment of the severely esthetic in their 

revolt against the ex
cesses of the Stuart 
reigns.

In the descendants of 
these Puritans were the 
same austere taste, the 
same intellectual force. 
When the early prob
lems had been solved, 
when the stubborn soil 
had been forced to yield 
a living, when the gov
ernment riddle was safe
ly settled, then the nat
ural bent of the sons of 
the Pilgrims began to 
appear. Tn the eager in
tellectual life of that 
period children w e r e  
born in an atmosphere 
that almost inevitably 
dedicated them to the 
production of a litera
ture sincere and charac
teristic. The men who 
made the period notable 
were the flowering of 
something having i t s 
roots far back in time, 
and grown in peculiar 
circumstances. There
fore, in a senseJn which 
no other American wri

ters yet have been distinctive and na
tional, the writers of the transcen
dental days were so. And in that the 
region was, in a sense, the inspiration 
and the very cause of their literary de
velopment, New England was a literary 
center as New York has not yet been.

NEW YORK AS HOWELLS FIRST SAW IT.
What New York, during the period of 

the New England supremacy in letters, 
seemed to one imbued and informed bv 
the spirit of devotion to that suprem
acy. is indicated in Mr. Howells’ “ Lit
erary Friends and Acquaintance.” He 
came to New York, after a worshipful

THE PINE MODERN HOUSE OP THE CENTURY CLUB, ON WEST FORTY 
THIRD STREET— THIS IS THE OLDEST AND MOST PROMINENT 

LITERARY CLUB IN THE METROPOLIS.
F rom  a photograph by U nderh ill, N e w  York.
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pilgrimage in New England, in August 
of I860. He sought the office of the 
Saturday Press “ with much the same 
feeling he had in going to the office of 
the Atlantic Monthly in Boston. But, 
he says, “ I came away with a very dif
ferent feeling. I had' found there a 
bitterness against Boston as great as 
the bitterness against respectability/’

The literary center of New Y'ork had 
moved northward by this time, and was 
situated, by Mr. Howells’ findings, in a 
beer cellar at Broadway and Bleecker 
Street, known as Pfaff's. It was a long 
way both in fact and in sentiment from 
that old “ resort of the wits,” Pauld
ing's amply gardened house, of which 
the owner wrote to Irving: Here have
1 set up my tent, and if living in a great 
house constitutes a great man, a great 
man am I, at your service.” In Pfaff’s, 
however, the New Y'ork wits of this 
later day assembled. Howells visited 
the place.

“ I felt,” he says, “ that as a contrib
utor and at least a brevet Bohemian, I 
ought not to go home without visiting 
the famous cellar, and witnessing, if 1 
could not share, the revels of my com-

P . HOPKINSON SMITH, A BALTIMOREAN BY BIRTH, 
BUT WELL KNOWN AS A NEW YORK ENGI

NEER, ARTIST, AND AUTHOR.

F ro m  a photograph by Saro>y, S e w  York.

RICHARD HARDING DAVIS, BORN IN PHILADELPHIA, 
BUT NOW A RESIDENT OF NEW YORK.

F ro m  a photograph by E liio tt <5r* F r y , London.

panions. . . . My part in the ca
rousal was limited to a German pan
cake and to listening to the whirling 
words of my commensals at the long 
board spread for the Bohemians in a 
cavernous space under the pavement.

Nothing of their talk remains 
with me, but the impression remains 
that it was not so good talk as I  had 
heard in Boston. . . .  I  stayed 
vainly hoping for worse things till 
eleven o’clock, and then I  rose and 
took my leave of a literary condition 
that had distinctly disappointed me.” 

Yet, though the subterranean haunt 
of the Bohemians was not altogether to 
the liking of the young admirer of the 
elmv streets of Cambridge and of the 
Boston academicians, there were no
tables in New Y'ork whom he came, 
either then or later, to know and to 
honor. He met Walt' Whitman at 
Pfaff’s, and so met one native New 
Y'orker in whom a genius entirely 
American burned. I f  he had gone 
again he might have met Artemus 
Ward, another whose work was as dis
tinctively, if not as solemnly, American 
as that of the men whom the young 
Westerner delighted to revere. Aldrich



216 THE JUNIOR MUNSEY.

BRANDER MATTHEWS, PROFESSOR OF LITERATURE
AT COLUMBIA, BORN IN NEW ORLEANS,

BUT FOR THIRTY YEARS A RESIDENT 
OF NEW YORK.

F rom  a photograph by F a lk , *W t<> I 'ork.

was a frequent visitor here; so were 
Fitzjames O'Brien, brilliant and erratic, 
and George Arnold, over whose £" Have 
you sent her back her letters, have you 
given back the r in g ?” the sentimental
ists of a generation ago used to grow 
red eyed. Bayard Taylor, who was one 
of Howells’ admirations, also came oc
casionally to Pfaffs, and so did Richard 
Henry Stoddard, who, with Mrs. Stod
dard, somewhat reconciled the young 
visitor to the social tone of the literary 
craft in the metropolis.

LITERATURE MOVES UP TOWN.
What the region around the Battery 

was to the men who inaugurated the 
literary life of Xew York. Washington 
Square and old Greenwich Tillage 
seemed to become to those of a some
what later day. The writers lived in 
the neighborhood themselves, and they 
placed their characters in houses and 
rooms thereabouts.

II. C. Bitnncr, while living himself 
on the square, laid the scenes of " The 
Midge ” there. Thomas Janvier, when 
in New York, used to live in the Green
wich Village region where so many of

his stories are laid. Edgar Fawcett has 
tenanted houses on Washington Square 
with his characters. Caleb West's cre
ator lodged there. Richard Harding 
Davis’ versatile heroes lunch and dine 
at the more eminent of the restaurants 
below Fourteenth Street, and the char
acters of less determinedly correct story 
writers eat in the less heralded Italian, 
French, and Spanish cafes of the 
quarter.

But, with the churches and the rest 
of Xew York, most of the novelists and 
their characters are moving up town. 
The prosperous writers dwell in the 
colorless dignity of the cross streets on 
either side of Fifth Avenue, or in the 
spacious apartment houses along the 
south side of Central Park. Their 
clubs have crept northward, too; the 
Authors, which began only a square or 
two above Fourteenth Street, now has 
its habitat in the Carnegie Building 
near Central Park. The Century, 
which stands quite as well intellectually 
and higher socially, is on West Forty 
Third Street. Its fine modern club 
house suggests an interesting contrast 
with Pfaffs beer cellar, and shows that

CONSTANCE CARY HARRISON ( MRS. BURTON HAR
RISON), A VIRGINIAN BY BIRTH, A NEW 

YORKER BY RESIDENCE.
F rom  a photograph by M erritt, W ashington .
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during the last two generations the 
literary profession has risen in dignity 
and prosperity.

NEW YORK NOT A BIRTHPLACE OF GENIUS.

The most amazing thing in the re
view of New York as a literary center is 
the smallness of 
the number of 
great
whom New York 
has produced. She 
has a b s o r b  e d 
m a n y, but the 
names character
istic of American 
literary g e n i u s  
have seldom been 
t h o s e  of New 
Yorkers. W a s h 
ington Irving was 
a son of the city;
Cooper is identi
fied w i t h t h e  
State; but of Haw
thorne, Emerson,
Roe, and Whit
man, the quartet to 
whom foreign crit
ics award the high
est meed of praise, 
only Whitman was 
in any sense a New 
Yorker. He was 
born on Long Is
land, and lived in 
the regions roundabout during much of 
his life.

Since their day almost every writer 
who has risen above a graceful medioc
rity has owed his beginning, and gen
erally his development, to another sec
tion of the country. Mark Twain was 
a Missourian; Bret Harte was born in 
Albany, but his imagination was purely 
a Western product; Edmund Clarence 
Stedman was born in Connecticut and 
educated there and in New Jersey; 
Henry James, though born in New 
York, was educated largely in Europe; 
Frank Stockton was born and educated 
in Philadelphia; Edward Eggleston is of 
Virginia ancestry and was born in In
diana; Joaquin Miller, also born in 
Indiana, grew up in Oregon; George W. 
Cable was born in New Orleans; Mar

ion Crawford, though the son of New 
York parents, was born in Italy and 
was educated there, in New England, 
and in old England; Thomas Nelson 
Page is a Virginian: Joel Chandler 
Harris is a Georgian; so was Sidney La
nier. Eugene Field hailed fromMissouri.

And so the list 
goes painfully on 
—almost none of 
the great and few 
of the little great 
have any affilia
tion, save that of 
exchange, with the 
literary center of 
America. Even of 
t h o s e  living in 
New York, writing 
in New York and 
about New York, 
comparatively few 
are New Yorkers.

First and fore
most there is Mr. 
Howells — West
ern by birth. New 
England by ad
miration and early 
affiliation. There 
is H o p k i n s o n  
Smith,from Mary
land; R i c h  a r d 
Harding D a v i s ,  
f r o m Philadel
phia : Kate Doug- 

Wiggin, of Puritan ancestry, Phila
delphia birth, and California training: 
Mrs. Burton Harrison, from Virginia: 
and so on through a list of lights grad
ually diminishing in brilliance. Brander 
Matthews is a New Yorker, though even 
he happened to be born in New Orleans. 
Lawrence Hutton is another New York
er, and William Allen Butler another.

Among the New York editors and 
publishers, Richard Watson Gilder 
would be called a New Yorker, al
though he was born in New Jersey: 
Mr. Burlingame is a Massachusetts 
man: Mr. Henry Alden comes from 
Vermont.

I t  is therefore on commercial and 
numerical grounds alone that the 
“ mast hemmed c i ty ’'" can base a claim 
to supremacy in letters.

w r i t e r s

CLYDE FITCH, THE MOST SUCCESSFUL OF OUR 
YOUNGER PLAYWRIGHTS, A NEW YORKER BY 

BIRTH AND RESIDENCE.
h r  m  .i photograph by S a ro n y , X e iv  York.
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THE “ TRACTOR,” THE MODERN TYPE OF TRACTION ENGINE, WHICH IS PROVING ITSELF REMARKABLY 
SERVICEABLE FOR ROAD HAULING AND FARM WORK IN THE WEST.

T h e  T r a c t a b l e  “ T r a c t o r . ”
B Y  D A Y  A L L E N  W IL L E Y .

A STEAM ENGINE THAT PLOWS, PLANTS, HARVESTS, AND 
THRESHES ON A WHOLESALE PLAN IT HAULS ENORMOUS 
LOADS ALONG ROADS, UP MOUNTAINS, AND THROUGH FORESTS, 
AND WORKS VERY CHEAPLY.

THE automobile has made more of a 
reputation for itself as a gym

nastic performer than as an ordinary 
vehicle. When the chauffeurs became 
so expert that they could seesaw their 
machines on a balancing hoard, play 
hide and seek with boxes and barrels 
in obstacle races, and crack egg shells 
without smashing the eggs, they won 
the medal of public popularity. Mile a 
minute engines handling the “ limit- 
eds ” on the great American railways 
were forgotten in the interest over the 
power developed from a few quarts of 
gasoline or bottled up electricity.

But now comes a giant out of the 
West which threatens to deprive the 
automobile of some of its laurels. It 
is a steam Hercules, whose steel muscles 
are as supple as they are strong. Con
trolled by a twist of a wheel or the 
pull of a lever, it becomes a mechanical 
athlete doing “ stunts” that would 
seem incredible if not verified by the 
camera.

The “ tractor,” as the people on the

Pacific coast have dubbed it, is short for 
traction engine, but it is widely dif
ferent from the puffing, squeaking 
mechanism that drags the thresher 
slowly along the highways in the East
ern States. The old fashioned machine 
is merely a boiler set on a truck with a 
rope or chain to haul its load. From 
twenty five to thirty miles a day is a 
fair rate of speed, even on a macadam 
roadbed. On a dirt road, horses are 
frequently needed to aid steam in for
cing the weight over lumps and through 
the ruts.

it  may have been the difficulties ex
perienced by one of these traction en
gines in California’s red clay that sug
gested to the inventors of the tractor 
a way to overcome the trouble. What
ever the suggestion, they designed a 
machine that serves instead of teams 
of horses or oxen on the farm and in 
the lumber camp; that works as a 
freight locomotive, but on a railless 
road; that climbs hills which would 
stall the most powerful railwav motor:
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that runs around in circles as easily 
as the lightest automobile, and that 
travels across country regardless of 
roads, pulling its load even through 
plowed fields and underbrush.

THE TRACTOR’S POWER AND SIZE.

It is a big tiling, this tractor. The 
driving wheels first attract attention 
because of their enormous tires. Those 
of the ordinary farm wagon measure

enormous tricycle—and this is about 
what it is, except that the main wheels 
have steel instead of rubber tires, and 
that the power is communicated by a 
series of cog wheels instead of one or 
two. A roller and link chain connects 
the fly wheels with the drivers and 
guide wheel in front. It is very much 
like the bicycle chain, but each of its 
links is a foot long and is made of 
steel three quarters of an inch thick.

A “ TRACTOR ” HARNESSED TO A TRAIN OF LUMBER TRUCKS — HALF A DOZEN HEAVY CARS ARE 
READILY HAULED IN THIS WAY EVEN ALONG TRAILS THAT ARE LITTLE BETTER 

THAN MOUNTAIN PATHS.

four inches across; some—and these 
are responsible for the deep ruts in the 
average country thoroughfare—are but 
two inches wide. The rims of the 
tractor wheels are from twenty inches 
to five feet in width.

The next thing you notice is its 
height. A man of ordinary stature 
standing beside one of the larger wheels 
could not reach the rim with his finger 
tips. The engineer sits on his little 
seat ten feet above the ground, and has 
to climb a ladder to reach his position.

As the eye takes in the arrange
ments of the wheels and chains, the 
whole affair gives the impression of an

It would require a blow equal to twenty 
six tons of weight to break one of the 
pins that hold the links together. The 
chains fit into teeth in the same manner 
as on the bicycle, and when the two 
big wheels on the top, and just in front 
of the engineer, begin to revolve, 
around go the chains with such a power 
as to move not only the engine itself 
but also a hundred or a hundred and 
fifty tons of weight along a level road, 
where two horses would draw four or 
five tons.

It is all simple enough, despite the 
mass of wheels and bars and chain and 
valves and levers. When the engineer
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pulls one of the levers beside his seat 
just an inch or two, steam rushes into 
cylinders connected with the top or fly 
wheels. Around they move, and as the 
axle connecting them turns, the chain 
extending from it around the two cog 
wheels below pulls them around also. 
Their axle supports what bicyclists 
would call the sprocket wheel, and turns 
the chains extending from this to the

oats or corn, be doesn't tell the hired 
man to “ hook up ” the plow team, but 
says to his engineer: “ George, I think 
we’ll begin on that hundred acre lot 
tomorrow. Suppose you look over the 
engine and get ready.” George puts 
in the rest of the day in the engine 
shed, lubricating the hearings, tighten
ing the nuts, and driving home a loose 
rivet here and there. The fireman fills

UP HILL WORK IN THE MOUNTAINS—THE “ TRACTOR” CAN DRAV HEAVY LOADS UP GRAPES OF 
TEN OR FIFTEEN PER CENT, AND CAN OVERCOME STILL STkEPER SLOPES BY HAULING 

THE TRUCKS WITH A ROPE WINDING ON A DRUM.

drivers. It is merely the combination 
pulley system, almost as old as the 
world, but steam is used for motive 
force, and, instead of one or two pulleys, 
the fly wheels, cog wheels, and axles 
form a series that distribute the power 
equally and reinforce the steam.

PLOWING FIFTY ACRES IN A D AY.

When the owner of a big California 
grain farm decides that it is time to 
prepare the ground for the wheat or

the fuel hox with a ton of coal, or with 
a cord and a half of oak or hickory. 
The water tank is also pumped full, for 
this engine uses fifty hogsheads a day.

At daylight the next morning, en
gine and crew start away for the hun
dred acre patch, and there the coupling 
ropes are attached to a row of twelve 
or fifteen or perhaps twenty plows. 
Each share turns the ground over to a 
depth of fourteen inches and a width 
of two feet from top to top of ridges.
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A “ TRACTOR ” AT WORK ON A CALIFORNIA FARM—IT IS CALCULATED THAT THESE MACHINES CAN 
PLOW, HARROW, AND OPERATE HARVESTING MACHINES AT ONE SIXTH THE COST 

OF MAN AND HORSE POWER.

Possibly you have seen three horses 
try to pull a single gang plow through 
a pasture lot where the clay soil is cov
ered with closely matted sod and roots. 
With every muscle standing out on their 
bodies, the animals tug and strain at 
the harness, making the furrow foot bv 
foot. If it is the usual farm day, from 
sunrise to sunset, with a long “ noon
ing,” the plowman is proud if he has 
turned up an acre, and the week will 
probably elapse before lie has finished 
the five acres.

When the tractor begins operations, 
there is no “ clucking " nor cracks of 
the whip. The engineer merely pulls 
his lever, and then, with both hands to 
the wheel, increases or decreases the 
steam pressure. Very slowly the great 
driving wheels revolve at first, until 
the motorman gets an idea of the re
sistance from the stiffness of the soil. 
If he puts on too much steam, he may 
jerk the plows out of the ground and 
drag them along the surface. As it is, 
the big chunks of steel are thrown sev
eral feet into the air if they happen to 
get info a bed of loose earth or sand 
that the engineer did not notice.

So by degrees the whole surface is 
turned. Faster and faster the plow 
points move through the earth and 
stubble, each implement cutting a 
straight furrow. A strip from twenty 
to thirty feet wide is plowed as the 
tractor moves across the field. There 
may be obstacles in the way—hum
mocks and stumps and stone piles, per
haps the bed of a creek. The steers
man guides the big front wheel around 
them. Steam steering gear, somewhat

similar to that which controls the rud
der of an ocean steamship, makes his 
task an easy one. Of course the plows 
cannot be steered, so, when one reaches 
the stump or stone pile, the tractor 
stops until the implement is lifted 
around it.

When a creek is reached, motion 
ceases while the crew calculate the 
grade down the side of the banks, and 
see if the bed of the stream is hard 
enough to sustain the weight. If they 
think it is, the engine is detached from 
the plows and started slowly down the 
bank, across the bed, and up the oppo
site side. By means of another lever, 
power is cut off from the motor mech
anism, and is used to pull the plows 
across by ropes, like a stationary 
engine.

The man with three horses was glad 
to dig up three quarters of an acre in 
an average day. The farmer with a 
tractor thinks it is slow work if he does 
fewer than fifty acres. So a hundred 
acre field is ready for seeding in two 
days. But the tractor’s work does not 
stop here. Plowing is easy compared to 
harrowing. Think of a weight of fif
teen to twenty tons being rolled over 
soft, freshly turned earth at a rate of 
two hundred and fifty acres in a day!
HARROWING AND H ARVESTING B Y  STEAM  

POWER.

The modern locomotive weighs from 
sixty to eighty tons. It can haul two 
thousand tons besides its own weight 
at the rate of a mile a minute on a 
level track. Sometimes it is derailed 
at this speed, “ jumps the track.” If it
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strikes a highway, or is thrown into a 
held, it seldom goes more than a hun
dred feet before it comes to a full stop, 
i t  is a fact that a “ light " engine has 
never been known to get more than 
three hundred feet from the rails in an 
accident, in spite of its enormous 
power. This is proved by records of 
such disasters. Yet the tractor rolls 
over ground so soft that the men walk
ing beside it sink above their ankles in 
the loam or mud. The harrows it pulls 
are made especially for it. They are 
usually fifty feet square, ten times the 
ordinary horse size, and two or three 
are operated at a time, each covering 
two hundred and fifty square feet of 
ground, into which their teeth go to a 
depth of six inches. Yet they a r e , 
dragged over twenty and twenty five 
acres in an hour. Seed drills may be 
attached to the harrows, so that at one 
process the hundred acre lot is planted 
and cultivated.

When harvest time is at hand, the 
tractor again steams into the field, 
dragging machines that cut the grain, 
extract the kernels from the sheaves, 
bind the straw in bundles, and pour 
the wheat into bags. All of this is per

formed right on the spot and by the 
same jtower. Apart from running the 
engine, no human assistants are needed 
except a man to hold the bags as the 
grain is poured into them, and two to 
sew their mouths and pile them up. 
In twelve hours a hundred and fifty 
acres of wheat or oats are stripped of 
every sheaf and left a stubble field. In 
the old days, using the scythe, it re
quired a score of men to cut and bind 
ten acres of grain, to say nothing of the 
extra labor of cleaning, threshing, and 
storing.

THE TRACTOR FOR ROAD HAULING.

Some of the roads on the Pacific 
slope have a grade of ten or even fif
teen per cent—so steep that a strong 
horse can pull a light buggy to the top 
only when the driver walks to lighten 
the load. As a hill climber, the tractor 
has perhaps beaten its record on the 
farm. With its great tires gripping the 
roadbed, it pulls itself up and down 
what are little better than mountain 
paths, hauling behind it half a dozen 
trucks, or more, loaded with logs or 
lumber. Many of the so called high
ways in the lumber districts have be-

ANOTHER MODERN FORM OF THE TRACTION ENGINE—AN ENGLISH MILITARY MACHINE USED IN SOUTH
AFRICA FOR MOVING ARMY SUPPLIES.
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conic routes for carrying timber to the 
nearest railroad, and some of these 
routes are fifty and sixty miles long. 
The road may he dug out of the side

ground just as nature made it. Under
brush and even young trees five and 
six feet high make no difference to 
them : the tractor forces its way through

A “ TRACTOR” AT WORK ON A CALIFORNIA FARM—BY MEANS OF LARGE HARROWS, WITH SEED 
DRILLS ATTACHED, FROM TWENTY TO TWENTY FIVE ACRES MAY BE CULTIVATED 

AND PLANTED IN AN HOUR.

of a hill, and just wide enough to allow 
passage of the engine and freight. Such 
a thing as paving is, of course, un
known. The ordinary lumber “ string ” 
of eight, ten. and twelve animals could 
not pull a single log along some of these 
routes, yet the tractor hauls from 
twenty five thousand to forty thousand 
feet of lumber at a speed of three to 
five miles an hour.

In some places where companies 
have built saw mills in the pine coun
try. the tractor is used to " snake logs 
to the mill. Two or three or four 
trunks, each fifty or more feet long, are 
chained together, fastened to the en
gine, and dragged across the country by 
the nearest available route. The lum
bermen do not stop to build skid roads 
or tramways, or even to cut a passage 
in the undergrowth, but go over the

or over, finding a path in the forest by 
twisting here and there among the 
trees. Sometimes the logs are hauled 
twenty miles by a route which would 
be impassable with any other motive 
power.

Of course places are reached where it 
would he impossible to haul the load 
in the ordinary way if the tractor were 
of a thousand horse power instead of 
sixty, the usual size. A hill on the 
road may be so steep that only the en
gine can force its way up. Then it 
is detached from the lumber trucks and 
even the water tank car, and worked 
to the top of the hill. Here it is 
changed from a movable to a stationary 
engine merely by operating a lever that 
directs the power to a windlass or drum. 
The cars or logs are conducted to the 
drum by a rope, the engineer turns on
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steam, and as the drum revolves up 
come the trucks. In this way all the 
power can be used in hauling the load, 
as none is required for moving the en
gine. The trucks can he pulled up an 
ascent four hundred.feet long at one 
haul, if necessary.

of the tire is ridged or “ groused," so 
that it cannot slip.

The tractor does farm work at about 
one sixth of the cost of man and horse 
power, and transports lumber and other 
freight at a third of the cost. These 
estimates are the results of calculations

THE MOBILITY OP A “ TRACTOR”—SWINGING A TRAIN OF TRUCKS AROUND A CIRCLE IN THE STREETS
OF A WESTERN TOWN.

One of the secrets of the tractor’s 
strength lies in the width of its wheels. 
When the rims cover live feet of 
ground, they have a foundation which 
keeps the great weight from sinking 
into the earth. In lumbering, the tires 
are from twenty inches to two feet 
wide, and they give the engine the grip 
of a giant on the ground. The surface

made in California by ranch owners and 
lumber men, with whom the machine 
has become so popular that it is a com
mon sight to meet a “ freighting out
fit.” as it is called, on a California road, 
and to pass ranch after ranch where 
the steam tractor has succeeded the 
farm horse for every'operation that re
quires a strong pull in it.

THROUGH THE MIST.
Whether it be the misting rain

Has woven a veil o’er the marshland drear,
Or a mist in the eyes, that’s akin to pain,

Has dimmed the vision I see from here— - 
I only know that a gloomy gray,

As I idly gaze, has filled my view,
And this day is lost in that sad last day,

And again in my heart I speak to you.

Was it that something was left unsaid?
Or had it been better if  lips were dumb ?

Or was it that fate had snapped the thread 
Where a tangled skein in life had come ?

Oh, could the moorlands give some sign,
And let their mists for a moment rise,

To show me in vision your face benign,
And read me the answer from out your eyes !

Janies K ing Duffy.



A SKY Q U EEN .
A R O M A N C E  . OE T H E  P  A R  A C H  U T E A N D  T I! E F U I, V  I T .

B Y  A L V A H  M IL T O N  KERR.

FBOM earliest <liil<lh<><xl, to dare 
danger was a kind of passion with 

her. and to the day of that final trag
edy on Blackhawk s Tower to outrun 
peril was to her something fine and in
toxicating. She always bore undis
guised envy of the creatures that dive 
and soar in the blue seas of ether that 
billow above the solid world.

She held no inward understanding of 
the cause of her wish to fly. of the desire 
that often thrilled her when a child to 
leap upward and run along the top of the 
clear rivers of wind that poured across 
the rigid hills. All up there in the 
heavens was velvety and soft and crys
talline.. rticking and swaying and charm
ingly dangerous!

Her breath used to come in gasps of 
delight when she saw a hawk or crane 
away on high, wheeling and rising, and 
wheeling and rising again, as it mounted 
above a storm wind.

What daring! What freedom! How 
different in spirit and result from the 
black terror which transformed Granny 
Mutrose into something very like idiocy 
at the word “ cyclone "— Granny Mut
rose who, with the coining of every high 
wind, seized her, when she was little, 
and rushed into the cellar!

Perhaps the engendering cause of her 
passion for motion and danger was pre
natal. for her mother had lived the 
exciting life of a bareback rider in the 
circus arena, and had come to her death 
at last by a fall from the Hying rings as 
site swung in the dizzying heat tinder 
the sun smitten peak of a great tent.

To little Myrtle Mutrose— she became 
Mile. Bosemount afterwards, when an 
aeronaut—the source of ln»r life and her 
mother’s history were things of which 
she never spoke with shame. Indeed, to 
.Toroid Hughes, the slim, pale boy who 
used to steal down from the big house 
on the hill to “ play circus ” with her, 

4 J M

the sprite-like child was wont'to brag 
almost offensively of the honors which 
had clustered thick upon her mother's 
life and the glory of its ending.

Jerald's father was only a college 
president, and his mother no more than 
the chief patroness of music and litera
ture in Edgerly. The boy could barely 
look little .Myrtle in the face out of 
'chagrin for the lowliness of his origin.

True, the father of Myrtle was hut a 
myth, hut that, to the two children, 
only added a nimbus of mystery, while 
the tru th  that she was the child of the 
great Mile. Mutrose, who had ridden 
standing on the back of running horses 
and had swung in the high ami Hying 
rings while multitudes gaped and ap
plauded, remained a dazzling and un
disputed filet.

Being a girl, and of something even 
more resplendent than royal birth, she 
u bossed ” Jerold with the rigor of a 
princess.

But those were delicious days, full of 
fancied wonders and glorious make be
lieve. Sometimes they stole out by the 
hack gate and up the swarded shoulder 
of a hill to a grove of poplars that flick
ered whitelv about a single vast bass
wood. To the adventurers it seemed 
that one might step from the tip of the 
basswood’s towering spire directly into 
the sky.

At first they only climbed the pop
lars, where Jerold was content to sit 
secure in a solid fork and chatter of 
great feats to be done, while Myrtle 
Went upward until the houghs were thin 
and limber, and frightened him with 
their show of peril. But one day, when 
time was older by a year or two, the 
rider's child, by a daring run and leap, 
gained the down drooping tips of one 
of the great lower boughs of the bass
wood, and, swinging herself up among 
the fronds, climbed along the bough to
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the tree's trunk and went upward like 
a squirrel.

Jerold shouted for her to return, but 
the tree, dotted with wax-like blossoms 
and smelling as of heaven, for the day 
was at the warm end ol' May, was a 
fragrant stair, leading to danger and 
the upper world, and the mad litile fool 
never paused until she emerged from 
the towering spire of leaves ami, sway
ing, clung to the slender topmost shoot. 
Jerold threw himself upon the ground 
and hid his eyes.

Nearly a hundred feet above the earth 
she teetered and swung, crowing and 
calling'shrilly, her blue eyes glistening 
and all her tangled mop of reddish eurls 
snarled with bits of bark and blowing 
wildly.

The world looked very open and large 
from that giddy height, and she gloated 
wide eyed upon its far reaching bulk, 
screaming for Jerold to come tip and see. 
But Jerold only clung to the grass and 
shuddered, frozen with terror at her 
plight.

When she came down she bossed him, 
not quite as a princess might, but like 
a queen.

But one thing— nay. many—Jerold 
could do that she could not. He could 
read wonderful stories out of hooks, and 
he knew much about heaven and the 
angels that dwell in it, and lie could 
sing songs that were beautiful and 
strange to Myrtle, for Jerold went to 
Sunday school.

Always fascinated as he was by phys
ical spirit and daring, lie was yet essen
tially a mystic, dreaming strange things 
that were done in the heavens and con
cocting childish horrors involving the 
fate of the souls of men that went to 
the under world from a life of wrong.

In a way, his mind was diseased by 
sermons unfit for the ears of imagina
tive children. Myrtle hated his fancies 
touching the lost, but the pictures he 
drew of the felicity of souls that were 
redeemed enchanted her.

One June afternoon they played on 
the hillside until the sun had fallen; 
then they lay on the grass in a blue 
dusk, watching the stars come out.

“ All those are worlds," said Jerold 
oracularly, as the soft blossoms of fire

thickened in the abyss above them, ‘"and 
when people die and get to be angels 
they go from one world to another just 
to suit themselves."’

He had a big brown head covered with 
eurls. and he turned it and looked at 
Myrtle with eyes that awed her.

•• How do they get across? Just jump 
over from one world to another? I t  
doesn't look very far," said the restless 
sprite at his side.

“ Oh, pshaw! It 's thousands and 
thousands of miles between 'em," said 
Jerold. “ The people have wings, and 
they just liy across when they feel like 
it. Sometimes they go on horses,- the 
beautitulest white horses :and the horses 
have wings, too—great white wings of 
light, and the folks sit on the horses be
tween the wings or stand up and hold to 
reins of white ribbon while the horses 
fly over the clouds and sail away to any 
star the folks may want to visit.”

The equestrienne's child clapped her 
hands in ecstasy at the picture.

" My, how mamma would like that! " 
she cried. Site suddenly sat up and 
looked at Jerold wonderingly. “ Do you 
suppose she is up there? “ she asked in 
an eager half whisper.

The hoy looked away, then back at 
Myrtle with a cast of doubt in his eyes.

“ I—don't— know," he began; then, 
seeing a cloud forming on the child’s 
face, he finished quickly, “ l'es. no doubt 
she’s up there." He never could bear to 
hurt anything.

The child clapped her hands together 
again and gave a little shriek of sheer 
pleasure.

“ And the people," Jerold went on, 
“'a l l  dress in silver cloth, thin and glis
tening, and the stars are covered solid 
with flowers instead of common grass, 
and the air is just like gold in color, and 
the houses—oh, the wonderfulest big 
houses!— are cut out of single immense 
diamonds, and instead of rocks and clods 
that hurt one's feet, there are pearls and 
opals and things like that everywhere, 
and------ “

The sprite's breath came in little 
gasps. “ And the angels wear th e m ? ” 
she asked.

“ I don't thnk so,” said Jerold. “ They 
have jewels made of light, just the won-
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derfulest. colors, too, and no heavier 
than flakes of snow, and there's no dark
ness there to scare one, and the people 
talk in music—their voices are just mu
sic—and there is the softest, sweetest 
kind of melody everywhere."

The sprite smote her hands together 
and screamed with joy.

We'll go there when we die, won't 
we. Jerold? " she asked breathlessly.

“ Yes, certainly; if we're—good," lie 
replied.

“ Oh. I'll he good,'5 said the sprite 
with careless inconsequence, jumping 
up and dancing to and fro. Suddenly 
she caught her hreath. “ My. hut granny 
will skin me alive for staying out m  late! 
She said for me to come home before 
dark! " and she flew down the grassy 
slope homeward as fast as her springing 
feet would take her.

Jerold sat up and looked about. The 
solemn stars and the dim bluish night, 
put a sudden fear in him, and he rose 
and fled homeward with something in
describable clutching at his heels.

As time fell away, adding year to year, 
the sprite herself went to school, hut 
not for long, and always in wayward, 
resisting fashion. Action, to her, was 
far more allnring than ideas. The first 
was the flushed and regal body of life, 
the last very like dry bones.

.In the schoolroom she failed, chiefly 
because she hated books, but upon the 
playground there lingered no question 
of her primacy. There she was an in
fectious marvel, setting the whole school 
to playing circus, rope walking, jumping 
through hoops, and the like.

Jerold, several years older than she, 
though scarcely as large in body, and 
far ahead of her in the classes, remained 
her unfailing satellite. The abounding 
splendor of her physical spirit and the 
swift current of her courage fascinated 
him. It was that spell which reckless 
bravery easts upon the imaginative 
coward, for Jerold, as befitted his big 
head, cared vastly for the safety of his 
slim, tender body. Perhaps he was only 
norma], for human flesh shrinks from 
promised harm just to the degree that 
indwelling consciousness feels its earth
ly envelope valuable, and Jerold felt his 
flesh precious.

M yrt le. being hardly normal, was in
teresting. Jerold wrote poetry of her. 
boyish rhapsodies that the girl thought 
monstrous fine, hut could not under
stand. By times they stole away after 
school and climbed the long slope hack 
of (iranny .Mutrose's cottage, as in the 
more childish days, and lay on the grass 
and watched the sun burn itself out and 
the stars break into blossom.

For one tiling Myrtle always watched 
in those hours—t he flight of night hawks 
that often rose from the wooded hills 
about Edgerly, and Went up and up in 
the twilight air. to drop headlong to
wards the earth with a booming

Zu-r-r-r," only to rise again and coast 
down the graying ether m daring play. 
‘It put all circus feats h. ,-haute.

She would like to go up in a balloon, 
she said, and jump out, if there was only 
some means of keeping from being killed 
by the fall. Then Jerold told her of the 
parachute and its use, and long after
wards he had cause to remember how 
her eyes danced with his words, and 
how the night, hawks rose and plunged 
downward over the hills of Edgerly.

When Myrtle was barely fifteen death 
did its cold deed in the Mutrose cottage, 
and the gray mistress of the place slum
bered lastingly. Then the girl disap
peared. There being no one of kin to 
care, she went her way and was forgot
ten, save by Jerold.

In his life her loss was like a great blot 
of black which slowly spread and grew 
thin and evaporated, and finally seemed 
as if it was not. With his mounting 
years came mutations: college days, 
graduation, the ministry, and early mar
riage—a wife like a small white flower, 
who passed and left him a little boy with 
a big head, as full of dreams as a morn
ing nap—then again Myrtle.

It fell within the third step of his 
ministerial career; when he had passed 
from theological college to a pastorate 
in a small town, and. o u t g r o w i n g  that, 
had been called io larger work in St. 
Luke’s, at Rockland.

The town lay at the bottom of the 
greatest valley of the continent.its west
ern skirt brushed by the second might
iest river in the world. In the river 
lay an island, heavily wooded and half
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hiding the vast buildings of a govern
ment arsenal; beyond the river a still 
larger town than Rockland whitened 
the green bluffs that bordered Iowa.

Jn  the season of mild airs it was a 
picnic realm, a region of boating, long 
winding drives, and heights that looked 
down on pleasant things. Here Jcrold 
Hughes, pastor, busy with mingled toil 
and recreations, felt himself a measur
ably happy man. Then Myrtle M u t r o s c  
came.

Four miles beyond the shady streets 
of Rockland a lordly river rolls into the 
lordlier Mississippi. Where the hlnffs 
stand apart to let the lesser ffood into 
the mightier one. a huge hill out tops all 
others. That is Blackhawk's Tower, 
once the watch hill and altar for signal 
fires of Blaekhawk. king of the red 
tribes of Western Illinois.

Time was when these valleys were 
plumed with riile smoke puffs and the 
years were hateful for wars: but Black- 
hawk and Ids angry tribes passed, and 
cities came, and ships on the sea-like 
l iver, and great, breezy structures, final
ly. on the looming bulk of the Indian's 
sacred hill, with swings, merry go 
rounds, chutes down its side to the river, 
and all contrivances with which sum
mering white tribes befool themselves.

To this quarter of dear air and merry
making a trolley line, winding among 
the Helds and hills, carried the citizenry 
of Rockland and the larger town beyond 
the river, debouching noisy crowds upon 
the height.the selfsame spot from which 
Blaekhawk often looked down in silent 
bittern's.- on his great land, watching 
the -white topped wagons of the white 
plague trickle into it.

To this mount of merriment Jerold 
sometimes came, fetching his pale little 
boy. that he might roll on the grass or 
ride the rocking horses of the steam 
carousel, and lill his small lungs with 
the good air of the clear upper winds.

On one of these outings, a certain 
memorable day in July, they found a 
new and great toy at the hill, a big bal
loon tugging at its leashes, impatient to 
rush into the sky. The crown of the 
height swarmed with people, all gazing 
expectantly at the mighty, wavering 
bubble above them.

Jcrold and the child pushed inward 
until they stood almost beneath the 
monster hull) of net covered silk. A 
square shouldered man with a black 
dyed mustache was making an an
nouncement in stentorian tones.

" Ladies and gentlemen." he shouted, 
“ Mile. Rosemount. the peerless queen 
of the aeronauts, will now ascend one 
thousand feet into the heavens, and. by 
the aid of her' parachute, leap to earth 
again. This regal lady, a veritable 
princess of the air. has made over twelve 
hundred ascensions during the last five 
years, both in Europe and America. 
Gems and priceless gifts without num
ber have been showered upon her by the 
royalty and nobility of theold world.and 
the rich and the great in our own land 
have been unanimous in paying her hom
age. No other woman ever born upon 
this planet lias equaled her in daring; 
her achievements are without a parallel. 
This incomparable aeronaut " ill  ascend 
at three o'clock 1>. M.from these grounds 
each day during the next two weeks, and 
from the dizzy altitude of one thousand 
feet she will make her terrible and as
tounding leap to earth again. On the 
last afternoon of her engagement. Mile. 
Rosemount will contest, with Signor 
Campobello in a balloon race, a thrilling 
and wonderful exhibition. Signor ( 'am 
pobcllo, one of the greatest of aeronauts, 
lam  glad to say, will succeed Mile. Rose- 
mount in making aerial voyages from 
these grounds, Mile. Rosemount proceed
ing directly to Denver to make ascen
sions from Pike'sPeak. The peerless sky 
queen, who will penetrate the heavens 
for your amusement today, wears over 
fifty valuable medals won in racing con
tests with the principal aeronauts of 
the world. As her manager. I confident
ly predict that she will win a victory 
over Signor Campohello in the magnifi
cent contest which is to crown her per
formance at these grounds two weeks 
from today. Ladies and gentlemen. 
Mile. Rosemount. queen of the air, will 
now ascend! "

He clapped his hands loudly, a small 
cannon thundered, and out of a dressing 
booth near bv issued a young woman 
cloaked in scarlet.

“ Stand back, ladies and gentlemen.
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and permit mademoiselle to roach the 
trapeze! " shouted the manager.

The gild rushed through tlie crowd, 
handed her tinseled cloak and red 
plumed hat to an attendant, and leaped 
to the bar of a trapeze hanging below 
the balloon. Suddenly she stood upon 
the swaying bar and kissed her lingers 
to the multitude.

“ Myrtle! " gasped the slim preacher, 
and something like a wave of heat went 
downward through his veins to his very 
feet, and again “ Myrtle! " in a wonder
ing whisper.

She stood on the bar with the grace 
and careless ease of a bird on a swaying 
twig. A great mass of bronze red hair 
hung down her back, clasped at the 
nape of her neck with a jeweled band. 
She was dressed in white tights and blue 
trunks, and looked tall and shapely be
yond words.

derold thrilled as he looked at her, 
and the old years with their abundant 
memories rushed upon him. He forgot 
the little boy at his side; his lips opened 
as if he would cry out to her; then sud
denly the balloon was rushing upward, 
and Mile. Bosemount was performing 
on the trapeze far above the earth.

It was a dizzying sort of thing to 
witness, and the old terror and admira
tion of her beauty and hardihood came 
upon him like a familiar dream. As the 
silken bubble neared the limit of its 
skyward flight— that perilous moment 
when the restraining line would sudden
ly check its speed—she gripped the side 
ropes of the trapeze firmly and sat rigid 
on the bar.

When the power of the solid earth 
came up through the quivering line and 
the exulting runaway rested at the end 
of its tether, still straining in its har
ness of creaking cords, she stood up and 
kissed her hand to the world below.

For the first time the silence was 
broken. From the hill, paved with 
thousands of upturned faces, a roar of 
applause came up to her.

She sat down on the trapeze bar and 
rested a few moments, looking abroad 
on the face of the landscape, the stu
pendous picture hanging in the round 
frame of the horizon's purple ring.

Through its center ran the Mississip

pi, a gleaming silver belt that lay broad
ly across the world's green breast, vviih 
creeks and rivers streaming right and 
left like wind hi own ribbons: the sway
ing hills of Illinois flowing eastward in 
an infinite waste of towns and groves 
and cornfields; the prairies of Iowa lift
ing westward and rolling into the far 
sky under the declining sun. The pic
tu re  was worth almost any peril to see.

The girl looked down at the gaping 
multitude below. Surely, as compared 
with her own, their lives were not worth 
living! Her cheeks were flushed, her 
blue eyes swam in a kind of fiery light. 
Now for the supreme pleasure, the leap 
to earth again!

A parachute hung from the balloon's 
side on her right, fastened to the giant 
sack by a steel ring and sliding clip: 
below and fastened to the great folded 
umbrella dangled a kind of leather 
corset. This site drew to her, buckling 
it solidly around her shapely waist; then 
she looked down to the pavement of 
faces far below, and gave a sharp, ex
ulting cry.

The next moment she caught a dan
gling rope and leaped outward. As site 
straightened in the leather jacket below 
the parachute, she jerked the clip rope, 
and the folded umbrella parted from 
the balloon and she shot downward like 
a falling rocket. For several hundred 
feet she sped earthward with the para
chute closed.

It  had a deadly look. .Terold thought 
of the night hawks falling over the hills 
of Edgerly, and caught his breath in 
horror.

Couldn't she open the parachute? 
Was she going to plunge down among 
them? Suddenly she pulled a rope. and 
the big umbrella opened with a gushing 
hiss, and she floated softly downward.

derold found himself stumbling to
wards her, only dimly aware that a cry
ing child was tugging at his hand. A 
moment later he met her face to face 
as she pushed towards the dressing 
booth.

“ M yrtle!"  lie said, and put out his 
hand, his fine eves all aglow.

“ Why— this— is—Jeddie! ” she ex
claimed. “ How wonderful! Oh. I'm 
so g lad!"  She caught his extended
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hand in both of hers and clung to it. 
talking volubly, her whole being seem
ingly exhaling delight. “ Why, who is 
th is ? ” she said, catching sight of the 
child clinging to the little preacher's 
coat. “ Yours? " She turned her bright 
eyes on Jerold.

“ Mine/' he replied smilingly.
She caught the little boy up in her 

strong arms and kissed him. “ Where 
is your mamma, little ma n ? "  she 
queried. The child wriggled and tried 
to get to the ground.

" He hasn't any mamma—now." said 
Jerold in half confused, half sad fashion.

“ Oil." she said in a slow, hushed way.
She trailed her eyes on Jerold for an 

instant oddly, noting his pale face, his, 
slightly stooped shoulders, and the few 
gray hairs that sprang about his finely 
rounded temples.

“ You must  come and see me." she 
said quite gently. “ 1 stay at the hotel, 
down in the village there. The people 
giinojf me up here. They look upon mo 
as a sort of monstrosity, you know/'

Jerold thanked her, and an hour later 
lie found her sitting on the porch of the 
little tavern in Minden. a village that 
clustered about a big flouring mill on 
the river a half mile from the tower. 
There they talked of childhood times, 
then of later days, filled with a kind of 
soft amazement, seeing with what re
lentless precision their separate ways of 
life had been molded by the most domi
nant youthful trait of each.

As of old. too, though without any 
open intellectual recognition of the fact, 
each drew towards the other thirstily, 
the one with his physical lack and the 
other with a spiritual dearth instinctive
ly seeking supply.

She told him of her triumphs as a 
rider in the circus arena, and how that 
]lulled at last, and she had taken to the 
more daring life of the aeronaut.

“ You remem her that I always want
ed to fly,"’ she said, “ and I've been very 
nearly gratified. Ballooning is just 
splendid."

The little preacher smiled apprecia
tively.

“ I t  looks frightful. Still, it must he 
wonderful." he said. “ The air must he 
very pure up there."

“ On the contrary, it is very nasty 
sometimes. It  all depends on what sort 
of a current one gets into," she replied. 
“ Sometimes I can scarcely breathe, and 
sometimes it is delightful. The para
chute leap is the best, i hough. The 
sensation of falling, after one gets used 
to it, is just exquisite. Often it is hot 
and stifling up there, hut when I. jump 
the rush of the air is like a cold bath: 
then when I  open the parachute and 
stop— my. how hot it seems! "

Jerold shuddered, but looked at her 
admiringly.

“ What do things look like when you 
are falling? “ he asked.

“ When I  first jump things turn per
fectly black, only the darkness is full of 
flying streaks: then it turns rose colored 
or green. If  I  look upward or directly 
downward I  can see pretty clearly, but 
when I  look outward everything just 
whirls and glimmers."

I low awful!" Jerold exclaimed, 
stirring restlessly. “ I wish you 
wouldn't do it, Myrtle. You'll iose 
your life some time."

The preachers child sat in the young 
woman's lap looking up in her face with 
an awed, fond expression. She had 
won his little heart quite unawares. She 
hugged him against her and laughed.

“ Oh, it's the greatest fun." she went 
on. “ I  enjoy the falling race the most, 
though. Then I  keep my parachute 
shut until I  fall nearly to the ground: 
then open it just in time to keep from 
being killed. That is the way I  heat 
them all. They are afraid to hold the 
parachute closed as long as I do."

Jerold leaned towards her, fascinated, 
half disgusted: it seemed such a marvel 
of courage, yet so senseless.

“ I'll show you my medals." she said, 
and put down the child and went in.

When she returned she spread a dozen 
or more gold and silver trophies on her 
lap. The child and man looked at 
them with lively interest. She told 
them of the perils and triumphs linked 
with the winning of these shining 
baubles, and ended by stirring the 
trinkets about in her lap in a dissatisfied 
way.

“ They are not very much/'’ she 
sighed, “ and yet they are about all
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I've saved from my years of work. 
Sometimes 1 wish, Jeddie, that I  was a 
better woman." She looked at him 
wistfully.

“ 1 wish your work were different," he 
said, “ i t  is not like a woman to do 
these things."

" I am not like other women; that is 
the explanation." she replied.

1 le sighed, knowing it well. The child 
climbed up in her lap and squeezed her 
about the neck.

“  J wish you'd he ray mamma,'' he 
lisped. ” What lots of fun we'd have 
playing circus an" ever'thing! "

She pressed Iter fare against the 
child's curls and laughed uneasily. Jer- 
old looked away. The cheeks of' both 
the man and the woman were red.

The little preacher came often to see 
her after that, hut always to the tavern 
in the t illage and of evenings, for it un
nerved him to see her do that terrible 
feat on the hill. Sometimes he brought 
the child, sometimes he came alone, and 
Myrtle and lie walked in the dusk by the 
river or sat on the porch and talked of 
many things.

This pastor of St. Luke's was a dis
turbed man ; in his study or going about 
his duties lie felt the spell of a sweet 
but appalling dream hovering over him. 
He strove to beat it back,but it breathed 
itself upon him with the irresponsible 
persist (m cc of a warming, fragrant 
wind that could not he shut out or 
turned aside.

In wakeful hours at night, when the 
import of a man's relations loom the 
clearest, he was most alarmed. A min
ister and a female balloonist! What 
would the world say? He would not go 
to see her again.

But lie did. And that last day. the 
day of her race with Signor Gampohello, 
he went to the hill and took ills little 
son with him.

The little hoy wanted to see the beau
tiful lady and the great bubble and the 
astonishing umbrella; and the man—his 
heart was full of anxiety and sweet 
fever.

They found Blackhawk's signal tower 
a human ant hill, and near the crown 
of the height two balloons straining at 
their tether ropes. A hot south wind

was blowing, and the great sacks of hy
drogen swayed in it like the soap bubbles 
that roll as they pull away from the 
pipe.

There was a wide babble, of voices and 
the pushing t<> and fro of a great and 
heated throng. In the: south rose a 
towering crag of fleece, overhead a bro
ken continent of white clouds moved 
slowly across a measureless abyss of blue 
sky.

The people craned their necks and 
pushed towards the balloons. Jerold 
and the little hoy wormed a way inward, 
and at length were close upon the ropes 
that held one of the straining monsters. 
Oampobello. garbed in pink tights, sat 
on the trapeze bar below the bellying 
sack. and. lifty feet away, Jerold caught 
a momentary glimpse of Myrtle Mutrose 
sitting on the trapeze bar of the other 
balloon.

Me lifted ltis son to his shoulder, and 
the child cried shrilly and waved his 
hand to the young woman. The next 
moment the manager was announcing 
from the platform the conditions of the 
race; the contestant who ascended to 
the altitude of one thousand feet and, 
by the parachute's aid, jumped to earth 
again in the fewest minutes would re
ceive a medal of gold and a purse of 
money.

There was a hush while the announce
ment was made, then a loud call of 
“ Time! ” by the manager, followed by 
swearing and shouting and the jerking 
loose of ropes from stakes, and a sudden 
surging forward of the excited throng. 
In the midst of it Jerold felt himself 
thrown down, and heard the sudden hiss 
and rip of ascending ropes about him, 
and the next instant saw his child rush
ing upward with a rope end looped about 
his foot.

A strangled, raucous kind of yell, 
mingling fear and horror, broke from 
the crowd, ending in a clutching of the 
breath and a wild .seething to and fro 
of uplifted hands and faces. The splen
did spectacle of the racing balloons was 
swallowed up in the peril of that single 
little life.

Jerold, shouting with white lips, saw 
only the white face of his child straining 
towards him with bulging eyes, and
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flung his hands towards it with wildly 
working fingers. Campobello hung over 
the bar. seemingly transfixed as lie gazed 
down upon the bit of humanity dan
gling at the end of the rope.

As the balloons swept upward, Mile. 
Rosemount jumped to her feet on the 
trapeze bar and leaned outward to
wards the child. Her face was dead 
white. In the strong wind the balloons 
rolled half over, swaying towards the 
north. She jerked the leather jacket 
about her waist and buckled it ; the next 
moment the swaying monsters rolled al
most together. The child was whirling 
like a top: evidently the coiled and 
tangled rope was untwisting, and in a 
moment the boy might be released and 
drop downward to his death. The girl 
did not wait, but pulled the parachute 
rope and leaped out into the air.

Far below lay the swaying mass of 
ashy faces; a gasping soli came up to her 
from thousands of dry throats. Her 
leap outward carried her almost to the 
whirling child, and as she shot by him 
she tried to grasp him, but missed him 
by an arm's length. The next instant 
he fell. Then the greatness of Mile. 
Rosemount flashed like a star.

She did not open the parachute, for 
the helpless hoy would inevitably fall 
upon it and slide off out of her reach 
and he lost. Downward she rushed, 
gazing upward at the tumbling form and 
waiting her moment. The parachute, 
though folded, slightly impeded her 
descent. An icy air hissed in her ears, 
and she saw the muffled figure above her 
falling through a green twilight roofed 
with white clouds.

She seemed within a hundred feet of 
tlie earth when the falling child over
look her. Instantly she reached out and 
snatched him to her. and. fumbling an 
instant, opened the giant umbrella. 
With a whistling gush of wind they 
smote the earth.

Women fell fainting, men blared 
hoarsely like demented animals. .Terold 
fought his way towards the fallen pair 
like a fiend. They lifted her up and 
drew tire child out of her arms; she was 
unconscious and seemed to be mortally 
hurt.

The child, dazed hut uninjured.

clasped his father about the neck and 
sobbed. That was all.

The pastor of St. Luke's c-eased to be 
a coward, moral or physical, then. He 
took charge of Mile. Rosemount as one 
who had rights which no man dared dis
pute. He eared not one whit what men 
or women said. She had been his dear
es t playmate in youth, she was his friend 
and the savior of his child. Now he 
had the opportunity to show that he was 
capable of unselfish gratitude, and that 
he could and would make some return 
to her for what she had done for him. 
No power should say him nay.

An ambulance came out from the hos
pital at Rockland, but it did not return 
to the hospital with the injured “ queen 
of the air." but to the parsonage of St. 
Luke’s. There, with physicians and a 
trained nurse, the pastor watched 
through anxious days and nights while 
the bruised and broken “ queen ’’ drift
ed in that vapory, uncertain zone which 
border- death.

Her delirious babbling was something 
to hear : always of flying and soaring and 
leaping through the air, and often of 
swooping from star to star on winged 
white homes or floating in music above 
worlds which were solid flowers, and all 
that strange fabric of visions with which 
Jerold had enchanted her when a child. 
In such moments Jerold thought her 
surely dying, and hid his face in the bed 
clothes and prayed.

But she came hack to life at last, and 
finally there came a time when she 
walked, with the pastor's help, in the 
flower garden hack of the house : and in 
one of those hours ho asked her if she 
would stay always with him.

“ Maybe." give said, “ hut not yet. 
I shall not go hack to the old life. 1 
cannot do that again. I would not. I 
think, were I fit for it. I am going away 
for a while—for a good while, maybe— 
to a sisters’ school. When I feel that 1 
am worthy of a place here beside you, 
when your life and work will not be in
jured by me, I will come.’’

And after a time the little preacher 
walked in the garden alone, but he 
walked erect, with a pleased light in bis 
eyes, and tenderly smiled. He was think
ing happily of the coming days.



C O L L E C T IN G  AS A FAD.
B Y  A N N E  O 'N A G  AN.

THE STRANGE MANIA THAT LEADS MEN AND WOMEN TO LAVISH THEIR 
TIME AND MONEY, TO ANNOY THEIR FRIENDS AND ENDANGER THEIR 
MORAL PRINCIPLES, IN ORDER TO AMASS ALL SORTS OF USELESS 
OBJECTS.

T ill! world of collectors, like all Gaul 
of dog's cared memory, is divided, 

into throe parts. There are the men 
who col feet tor the joy of collecting, the 
women who collect for the joy of remem
bering, and the scientists, mature and. 
embryonic, who collect for the joy of 
investigation and in the holy cause of 
credit ion.

This last class soon degenerates into 
a tribe by itself, split* distinct from the 
collecting tribe. For it is likely to lose 
at any moment the distinguishing char
acteristic of that body. This is the en
tire absence of usefulness. The late Mr. 
Barnum might have held honored rank 
in the world of collectors, had lie not 
shown a thrifty inclination to use the 
specimens he gathered so painstakingly 
for s&lnothing besides his own amuse
ment and the instruction of the race. 
But, exhibiting that inclination, he shut 
himself out of the magic circle.

Of course there are those who claim 
for the collecting habit the highest pos
sible usefulness. They contend that 
(heir son. passionately demanding the 
stamps of all nations from all who fall 
in his path, is absorbing geographical 
knowledge, theories of government, and 
an understanding of the postal systems.

They joyously point to the million
aire, willing his collection of Gainsbor
oughs to the art museum of his native 
city, as an example of the collector's 
value to the community. “ Think," they 
cry. ’• of all the tall, slim young lady art 
students who will copy them on week 
days I Think of the working popula
tion which will sit before them in rapt 
content on Sunday afternoons!"

But if the collector of Gainsboroughs 
had had the art museum on his mind

while his agents were buying the pic
tures, he would have been a common
place benefactor of his kind, not a col
lector. And if the Gainsboroughs had 
had any earthly use to him beyond min
istering to iliat rage for collecting, that 
passion for acquiring the non useful, he 
would have been an art dealer and nor 
a collector.
THE INCONSISTENCIES OF THE COLLECTOR.

Not only is the usefulness of the 
thing collected a matter of deep indif
ference t<> the collector, but even his 
tastes and personal habits are not to 
he gaged by his assortment of curios. 
Men whose artistic yearnings are com
pletely satisfied when in their offices 
they look at the engraving an in
surance company's calendar send agents 
scurrying to Spain when they hear that 
a Velasquez is on the market. Women 
who shun tea as the creator of nerves 
and wrinkles lose sleep in order to he 
early on hand at a sale of a collection of 
tea pots.

To see the collections of pipesinsome 
young men's rooms, one would judge 
that they must curtail even rest in order 
to smoke. Then1 arc hookas and du- 
(loens. the pipe of the opium joint, the 
meerschaum, the long pipe of the Ger
man philosopher, and the short one of 
the college sophomore. And, ten to one. 
tin* young men smoke merolv an o c c a 
sional cigar.

Small hoys, among whom the collect
ing habit is strong, have often gained 
unenviable reputations among the care
ful mothers of a neighborhood by the 
strong odor of tobacco they carried 
about with them. Surely never did in
nocence wear a guiltier aroma. And yet
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neither the cigarette nor the eipar habit, 
but the collecting hale:. w;:- to blame.

Pockets stuffed lull of red and yellow 
cigar ribbons, begged from one's father, 
one’s undos, the more than casual call
ers on one's young lady sister, the friend
ly clerk at the corner drug store—such 
pockets bring one into sad disrepute! 
And it is very difficult for the careful 
mother of another boy to realize that a 
cigarette would make little Bob Over- 
theway very sick, when she sees him 
boastfully displaying a collection of cig
arette pictures half a hundred strong.

The mildest and kindest of men show 
their assortment of barbaric weapons 
with pride: women who would not ex
change their steam heated flats for the 
widest iireplaeed old house that ever ex
isted aremad on the subject of andirons. 
'There are persons who cannot play a 
chord on any musical instrument, and 
whose voices, if lifted in song, would 
atfright the dawn,and these are not safe 
if left alone with an ancient spinet or a 
1 remulous harpsichord.

In many a house where the glare of 
electric light brings to view all those 
blemishes of person whieli one would 
like to keep a secret between oneself 
and one's masseuse, there are collections 
of candlesticks. There are brass and 
glass and eliina ones; some came from 
dismantled churches and some lighted 
Hebrew feasts and some are heirlooms 
—some one's heirlooms. But the elec
tricity beats down a* pitilessly as if there 
were no candlestick in the whole house.

NO AGE EXEMPT FROM THE MANIA.
The wide divergence between the in

dividual taste or need and the collecting 
mania is early manifest. " What on 
earth does Mary want of all those but
tons? “ Mary's aunt asks of Mary's 
mother. Mary has manifestly no love of 
fastenings, as her shoes and frocks tes
tily. •' Why. auntie, I'm colleding 
them," interposes Mary in an aggrieved 
voice, swinging a dingy cord on which 
are strung buttons of various degrees of 
hideousness and beauty.

There is no age free from the clutches 
of the mania. Mary's incomprehensible 
string of buttons is begun as soon as her 
fingers can thread them. Bobby's cig

arette pictures begin to accumulate as 
soon as he can clearly make his wish 
for them known. John's assortment of 
tadpoles—kept in a rusty pail, to the 
voluble disgust of the domestic force— 
is almost simultaneous with his entrance 
into the habiliments of his superior sex. 
The stamp book is in Bessy's hands as 
soon as they may he trusted with a mu
cilage pot; and Gertrude is making a 
collection of the monograms and crests 
of her mother's acquaintances and her 
father's hostelries before she knows 
what they mean.

Similarly, there is none too old to feel 
the collector's thrill of joy in acquisi
tion, his gloom in losing. Go to a sale of 
rare books—which the owners do not 
’read—and see " crabbed age and youth ’'' 
struggle for the possession of an Elzevir. 
Gentlemen who should be confining 
their literary purchases to Taylor's 
“ Holy Living and Holy Dying," to 
judge from their decrepitude, grow 
flushed and angry over the escape from 
their clutches of a first edition of Byron 
or a Boccaccio, or what not in mere 
worldly reading. And there are grand
mothers, stately dames of white hair and 
sober garb, who go on collecting fans as 
though they were the fanning seiioritas 
of Spain.

The places into which the zeal for 
collecting may lead the collector are 
those unfamiliar enough to their ordi
nary walks of life. Women of the most 
accurately balanced account hooks may 
lie seen entering- pawn shops. Men with 
important business to transact down 
town will pause at a second hand hook 
store and waste a precious half hour 
over tlie rough and tumble assortment 
in a stall.

In the cities large enough to boast 
foreign quarters, these are the scenes of 
pious pilgrimages on the "part of the col
lector. The foreign curios are dear to 
his heart, and more especially to hers. 
You will find her poking her way 
through the dingy, crowded Ghetto in 
the hope of stumbling upon an antique 
samovar or a seven branched candle
stick for a song.

You will find her in the Armenian 
quarter looking doubtfully at Turkish 
coffee pots which seem scarcely genuine.
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and inquiring the price of bras- repousse 
bowls that have an oddly familiar look— 
which is not surprising, since the lug- 
oriental hon.-es import them by the 
thousand and sell them cheaper.

THE AUTOGRAPH FIEND.
The autograph collector is still ex

tant. despite the discouragement which 
has been so liberally dealt out to him. 
lie begs the autographs of celebrities 
and of some who are astonished to find 
themselves celebrities. The murderer 
who has made enough mystery of his 
crime to gain liberal advertisement is 
besought for his signature, as well as 
the man who captured a rebel leader, or 
the writer of the latest historical novel.

Sometimes the request is disguised— 
thinly. A letter full of warm admira
tion. or of pity, or whatever best suits 
the situation, is sent; a question is skil
fully inserted, and perhaps the auto
graph is captured.

Of all the strange crazes, after the 
mad passion for a string of buttons, this 
autograph craze seems the strangest— 
unless one happens to be in the hand
writing expert business. It cannot ap
peal. like the cigarette pictures, the 
Gainsboroughs, and the yellow and red 
cigar ribbons, to any dim sense of beauty 
or love of color. It is a sort of pitiful 
attempt to lav actual hands on great
ness—no matter of what sort'—to estab
lish a bond with the mighty; hut so 
slight is the connection, so little inter
esting the collection that results, that, 
of all forms of the mania, this seems 
to have the least to recommend it.
ENVY AND MALICE AMONG COLLECTORS.

When a man is a great collector— 
when ho inflates his chest with the 
glorious knowledge that his collection 
of native minerals, Latin Bibles, medie
val tapestries. Chinese ivories. Russian 
coppers, or what not, is the most com
plete in the world—the bitterness with 
which he regards his brother collectors 
is a sight to stir the laughter of the gods.

It is not enough for hint that his 
collection is complete, lie promptly de
sires it to be unique as well. When lie 
hears that in some old European fam
ily's library, for instance, ha- been dis

covered another copy of the edition 
which he believed lie alone possessed, lie 
is a creature of rage and guile. He tries 
to buy it. If he succeeds, well and good. 
But if he fails, then he casts doubt upon 
the authenticity of the new discovery, 
lie suggests flaws in it. Such and such 
pages must be missing; such and such 
are not perfect, hut merely mended. 
And sometimes he has been known in 
disgust to sell or give away the treasure 
he had so long called the only one of its 
kind in the world.

There is a story told of a New York 
collector of—say, ancient Japanese pot
tery. He acquired, from a dealer known 
to the elect and having no attraction for 
the unelect, a certain beautiful vase. It 
was. so far as lie could learn, the only 
one of its kind in the country, and lie 
guarded it tenderly. By and by a rumor 
reached him of a similar vase, bestowed 
upon a bride by an old friend of her 
father's, an oriental traveler.

The collector knew no peace of mind. 
Jlc tried to solace himself with the re- 
lleetion that there were often striking 
resemblances in vases, and that the one 
of which he heard might not be really a 
duplicate of his. But he was not content 
until he sent an emissary, who happened 
to know the bride, into her house to 
bring hack an exact description of it. 
It was the counterpart of his own.

For a season lie despaired. Then he 
took heart of grace and a sheet of note 
paper, and wrote the bride, asking her 
to set a price noon her gift. He naively 
explained his reason. He did not. wish 
a duplicate of his picc-e of pottery to 
exist in the city. But he could not get 
the vase, from the bride. She was morel v 
a dilettante in collection, having a half 
hearted interest in Indian basketry, and 
she could not appreciate the passionate 
zeal of the man vowed and dedicated to 
collecting before all else. She had an 
uneducated idea that she would like to 
keep her wedding presents.

Some there are who cannot resist old 
furniture—that is, furniture old enough 
to be antique. They haunt the shops 
where mahogany shines, or warming 
pans gleam in the sunlight, or “ State 
House " plates hang in dignified blue 
rows. When they are away in tie- conn-
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try they assume tits most cordial tone 
towards all the natives.

They learn where the pewter porrin
gers arc,ami who throughout the county 
has the pitcher with the " Barbary 
horsemen " prancing madly over it. 
They pet the children and talk the me
dicinal quality of herbs with the grand
mother; they protend an interest in the 
milking, and insist that they arc going 
to send the Sunday newspapers down all 
next winter. And the truth is not in 
them, for children, herbs, and milking 
bore them, and they forget all about the 
Sunday newspapers. They are intrigu
ing for the two millennium plates the 
housewife uses to hake pie.

Collectors, from the greatest to the 
least, from the men who have made 
great Shakspere libraries to the women 
who have gone in for Indian blankets, 
have had a great effect upon industry. 
At their command the factories for 
the steady production of antiques have 
arisen. At their command the needle
women of Europe have been taught to 
imitate the drawn work which the sun 
loving Mexican has eared less and less 
to do: and the European work is sold 
throughout the Southwest. It is their 
work that Cermantown wool, aniline 
dyes, and good American ” hustle " now 
go to the making of so called Navajo 
blankets. And doubtless it was to sup
ply their demands that .so many ” old 
masters “ have been discovered.

THE COLLECTOR OP SOUVENIRS.
All this is of those who collect for the 

joy of collecting: hut there is that other 
class, that of the lady who likes to re
member. Apparently she has no very 
memorable experiences, for she has to 
adopt strange preventives against for
getfulness.

Her collections are curious in the 
extreme. There are the sacred with
ered flowers: there are the soiled gloves: 
there are pebbles, a sea shell or two. It 
doesn’t have to he a gloria maria to have 
an honored place in her cabinet. The 
dwelling of a deceased clam will do if she 
c-an conjure up a bit of sentimental 
memory by its aid.

There is a fan. which is under no 
suspicion of ever having belonged to

Marie Antoinette. There is a brooch, 
a bunch of letters, a lock of hair—and 
there arc photographs. Probably no 
more effective help to the souvenir col
lection habit was ever invented than t he 
camera.

One of the most striking features 
about the collections of this sort is their 
profound egoism. There is something 
impersonal in the treasures of the man 
or woman who collects for the fun of 
collecting; but not about your senti
mentalist's memory assortment. She 
has not saved a piece of the gown she 
wore the night when her cousin Betty 
was voted the prettiest girl in the room. 
The pebbles do not mark the sweet, sad 
day when her sister was obliged—oh, 
with so much pain!—to reject the in
teresting young clergyman. The straw 
wound chianti bottle does not celebrate 
the good time that her friend from Bos- 
ton had the night they all went dining 
in Bohemia.

Sometimes the souvenir collector be
comes slightly demented in her pursuit 
of “ remembrancers.” Then she takes 
restaurant spoons or hotel towels, or 
pieces of glassware with the name of the 
hostelry blown into them. There was a 
time, a few years ago, when this habit 
was common among persons in whom 
their friends had detected no previous 
indications of kleptomania.

Of course it is only in the rarest in
stances that collections can he sold for 
what they have cost their makers; hut 
from Mary’s string of buttons and Bob
by’s stamps, through the Indian bas
ketry and blankets, the candlesticks, the 
Colonial china, and the ivories, up to the 
region of uncut gems, old paintings, and 
illuminated manuscripts, they are all 
valuable. Fads have a saving grace, and 
none more so than this magpie passion 
of humans for acquiring things they do 
not need and cannot use. In the joy 
of a new button, in the rapture of a new 
stamp, how the memory of yesterday's 
punishment and today’s misunderstand
ing grows dim! And in the pursuit of 
these, how the weariness that attends 
the dull pursuit of learning slips away!

So it is amid the troubles of after 
life. The joy of collecting is still a 
tonic, still a balm.



Costigan and the Forty Thieves.
W H Y  T H E R E  W A S  X O T  O N E  M O R E : D E S E R T E R  F R O M  T R O O P  D, N I N E T E E N T H  C A V A L R Y ',

U N I T E D  S T A T E S  A R M Y '.

B Y  J. FREDERIC THORNE.

T HE Forty Thieves, officially known 
as Troop D. Nineteenth Cavalry, 

United States Army, were in a state of 
mild excitement over the advent of a 
new batch of " rookies."

For a reason not known at headquar
ters, however well understood at Fort 
Niobrara, Nebraska. 1) Troop of the 
Nineteenth was periodically in need of- 
a much larger draft of recruits than 
the other companies stationed at the 
post. Explanatory in a way, yet ap
parently without especial reason, was 
the fact that each new draft assigned 
to this troop was followed, within thirty 
days or less, by a high percentage of 
desertions, in numbers not to be ex
plained by the proximity of the gold 
fields of the Black Hills or other ordi
nary causes.

With rare exceptions, these desertions 
were confined to the new recruits. If 
Lieutenant Denton, in command of 
Troop D, shared the ignorance of head
quarters, he was either wilfully blind or 
lacking in the curiosity and perspicacity 
natural to man.

Indeed, there were those outside of 
the Forty who thought him neither one 
nor the other. What the Forty thought 
—but, then, private soldiers are sup
posed not to think, or if they do. to keep 
their thoughts to themselves. The Forty 
understood this, and other things.

A man might pass the rigorous ex
amination of the most particular re
cruiting officer in the service, and yet 
fail in that presided over by Brown, 
"top sergeant " of the Forty Thieves. 
The latter event was uniformly followed 
bv the delinquent's name being forward
ed to Washington with “ Deserter " at
tached. And, oddly enough, no one of 
the many from I) Troop who earned this 
unenviable distinction was ever appre
hended.

It was with a full understanding of

this, supplemented by a knowledge of 
the cause, that the entire brotherhood 
of the Forty Thieves were engaged in 
critically overlooking the eighteen re
cruits who had arrived at Fort Nio
brara that morning.

A forlorn looking lot they were. 
Drawn from city, country, mountain, 
and plain; ex laborers, cx farmers, ex 
sailors, cx gentlemen, ex all walks of 
life, representing no one knew what 
romances or hitherto colorless lives— 
nondescript fish caught by Uncle Sam's 
gaudily colored flics. Some had sought 
the soldier's life for the sake of the ex
citement they hoped to find in it; 
others were drawn to it in the quest of 
oblivion. There were stolid looking 
Germans, lithe and muscular Irishmen, 
lank mountaineers, uncouth farm boys, 
swarthy Latins, white faced metropoli
tans, standing in an awkward double 
file, ready to be licked into shape by 
the mill which, like that of the gods, 
grinds slowly, but grinds exceeding fine. 
The fact that uniforms had been issued 
to them at the Eastern station failed, 
as clothes by themselves must always 
fail in making the man, to give them a 
military appearance.

A civilian may put on regimentals and 
be clothed, but only a soldier can wear 
a uniform. Especial emphasis of this 
was given when Sergeant Brown, glan
cing up from the list in his hand, and 
with an intonation which is peculiar to 
regular army sergeants, ejaculated. 
“ Costigan! "

The response came from the far end 
of the rear rank in a mild voice, almost 
apologetic in tone, as if the owner of the 
name, while acknowledging possession, 
took no great pride in his identity. It 
would have taken a man of much greater 
self assertion than Costigan was master 
of to desire any attention, however 
slight, being called to a figure that, for
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all its covering' of blue. was as ttnsoldier- 
lv as only a new recruit can be wlien the 
quartermaster's clerk lias issued uni- 
iorms according to supply rather than 
to the physical requirements. of the men 
who are to inhabit them. Just why 
quartermasters' clerks should lie uni
versally devoid of all idea of sartorial 
litness or the relation of men to clothes 
is one of the unsolved mysteries of the 
service.

C'ostigan, who could not have weighed 
over one hundred and twenty live 
pounds, and measured a scant five feet 
seven, was draped in a No. 4 blouse that 
hung limply from its only points of con
tact. the shoulders; his legs were 
swathed in trousers of the same number, 
that would have had to button on op
posite hips were it not for a strap that 
was cinched about the numerous pleats 
and folds around the man's waist, while 
shoes, leggins, and cap were of like 
disproportionate dimensions! the lower 
edge of the latter standing out about 
Costigan's thin and pale face like the 
rim of a candle snuffer. It was only 
saved from extinguishing his eyes by 
several editions of Chicago newspapers 
folded within the sweat hand.

Most forlorn of that forlorn aggrega
tion, both face and attitude speaking 
of dejection and humility, he was as un
promising material from which to con
struct a soldier as could possibly he im
agined. Why. thought Sergeant Brown, 
glancing contemptuously at the recruit, 
even a “ doughboy ” company would 
have looked askance at sueli a member, 
let alone a cavalry troop, and, above all, 
such a cavalry troop as 1) held itself to 
be.

It was an affront, but the sergeant 
found consolation in the thought that 
the man would not last long when he 
came to pass the peculiar examination 
of the Forty Thieves.

The roll call finished. Lieutenant 
Denton strolled back to his quarters, 
swearing to himself at the unknown re
cruiting officer who had inflicted these 
eighteen “ raws " upon him, profanely 
wondering it' each new draft would con
tinue to he worse titan its predecessors, 
and wishing that lie, instead of his cap
tain, had the influence necessary to

secure and hold a comfortable Wash
ington detail.

Relieved of the restraint of the offi
cer's presence, the Forty Thieves, sur
rounding the eighteen unfortunates, 
proceeded, to the best of their ability, 
to make them regret not only that they 
had enlisted in Uncle Sam's army, but 
that they had ever been horn. and. above 
all, being born and enlisted, that they 
had been assigned to Troop I), Nine
teenth United States Cavalry.

There are different opinions as to 
what constitutes wit, but the Forty 
'Thieves were not restrained by any aca
demical definitions or limitations of the 
term. Untrammeled by the conventions 
of either language or social comity, gift
ed in imagination, with a vocabulary 
enriched by long service on the frontier, 
and made expert by practice, they 
opened a tire, “ at will,'’ of comment, 
criticism, cynicism, vilification, sarcasm 
—all so caustic and soul searching that 
men of even to uglier moral fiber than 
tlie eighteen would have writhed in 
shame and anger.

As may he supposed, the grotesque 
figure of Costigan in his ill lifting 
clothes was an opportunity not to he 
neglected, and furnished a prolific 
source of amusement long after the 
points of ridicule supplied by the others 
had been exhausted.

Some of the recruits had suffered in 
sullen silence, others had attempted 
reprisals in kind, a few showed a dis
position to resent tin- attack with their 
lists, one was reduced to tears, but Cos
tigan maintained an equable reserve, 
smiling in an abashed and apologetic 
fashion over each new sally at his ex
pense, but otherwise unaffected by 
either sneer or laugh.

The Forty Thieves had earned then- 
title during a practice march, when, 
with two other troops, they had been 
caught at night in a terrific hailstorm, 
during which the horses stampeded. By 
active rustling. D had captured their 
full quota of mounts, without reference 
to marked hoofs, and ridden hack to the 
fort, leaving their less active and more 
conscientious comrades to imitate the 
despised infantry and walk.

While not ashamed of this exploit nor
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of the title it earned them, given more 
ill luhniration than censure, their chief 
pride lay in the traditional fact that 
the man who continued to wear the D 
with crossed sabers must prove himself 
a fighter, according to the rules of the 
prize ring as well as those of organized 
warfare. And fighters they were. The 
recruit did not lack opportunity to test 
his mettle; it was. in fact, spread lavish
ly before him at every turn, forced upon 
him with all the hospitality of free 
handed men.

But the man who would not and could 
not be made to resent insult and attack 
with his fists, to fight at the slightest 
provocation, was handled in a manner 
and according to a well recognized code 
which had proved most efficacious in' 
weeding out undesirable members of 
the redoubtable Forty.

Awakened about midnight of the day 
the fiat of dismissal had gone forth, he 
was forced into a cheap civilian suit, 
received a gunny sack containing three 
(hits' rations, was presented with a 
small stun of money, furnished an es
cort to the railway station, and put 
upon the ‘" o w ltra in , with a ticket to 
some point likely to elude pursuit.

All refusals, expostulations, entreat
ies, threats, fell on deaf ears, and " Git. 
nit' don't come back." was all tire ex
planation vouchsafed. The following 
morning the man would be posted as a 
deserter, and another vacancy in Troop 
I), Nineteenth F itted  States Cavalry, 
awaited the next hatch of recruits.

A sweetly simple method, but one 
that had never failed.

By a thorough, and painstaking appli
cation of this system. the eighteen 
recruits of the last hatch were speedily 
reduced to an even dozen. Of the re
maining twelve, eleven had qualified, 
and one was still to be tested. This 
one was Costigan.

Animated by a -pint of fairness never 
absent from his decisions. Sergeant 
Brown had said; " Uo easy on the kid. 
Give him a show to pick up. He looks 
as if he'd been on the sick list. Plenty 
of time to try him when we've finished 
the rest. He ain't likely to last any 
ways’

So Costigan lived a month that was,

by comparison, one of peace and quiet. 
Not that either of these two terms could 
ordinarily have been applied to his ex
istence. since the bed of the most fa
vored recruit is not one of roses, but all 
trials of his mettle were individual, and 
not those of the official Forty.

But to these, as to his first reception, 
he had replied with his quiet smile and 
a poh (get ie ma nn cr.

Did lie find, liis lied and kit disar
ranged when the inspecting officer's 
footfalls were already nearing the room, 
he smiled. Was his carbine choked with 
sand, he smiled. Were the straps of his 
saddle unbuckled and scattered, he 
smiled. Was the edge of his razor nicked 
like a saw, still lie smiled as he honed it 
into shape again.

When a mail lurched against him and 
upset the water lie was carrying, Costi
gan apologized and smiled. Sent to 
Brown with a request for some ‘"saber 
ammunition," he listened respectfully 
to the sergeant's reviling?, apologized, 
and smiled.

Smiles and apologies seemed his only 
method of defense, and lie made no at
tacks. But finally the day came when it 
was decided that Costigan should have 
his chance to redeem himself before 
being furnished with the gunny sack and 
escort. The patience of the Forty was 
pretty nearly exhausted by bis weak 
good humor.

Some three miles Irom the fort was a 
combined store, saloon, and dance hall, 
run by a man named Murphy, and much 
frequented by the garrison, especially 
on the night of pay day. This was 
chop'll as tiie place of Costigan"? trial 
because llie trip was necessary any way. 
tile t roops Inning been paid that day. 
and partly, perhaps, because of a short 
Conversation that took place that aft
ernoon between Lieutenant Denton 
and his first sergeant.

Whether by accident or not, it hap
pened that on this same night the lieu
tenant occupied one of the bases form
ing a gallery around the main room of 
Murphy's. Denton pulled the screen 
across the front of his box. locked the 
door after the retreating proprietor, 
and. after a preliminary sip from bis 
glass, glanced at the motley crowd of
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soldiers, cowboys, and other citizens 
that thronged about the bar.

He .saw that the entire Forty, save 
those left on guard at the post, were 
present, and conspicuous among them, 
by reason of his grotesque outfit, was 
Costigan.

Corporal Lefevre, a French Canadian 
more ready with his lists than able to use 
them, had been selected, with the same 
spirit of fairness which had prompted 
the delay, to otliciate as executioner of 
Costigan's military ambitions, the cor
poral being more nearly of the latter's 
weight than any other man in the troop 
and less of an unequal match in pugil
istic prowess.

Lefevre had ordered a round of drinks, 
and. with a generosity not usual with 
him. had included in the invitation all 
within hearing distance.

There was no shrinking modesty 
about the frequenters of Murphy's. 
Those who had failed to hear tin- "Ivffery 
bodyhavesoinesing " hastened to rectify 
their inattention by a quick perception 
of the meaning of the rush for the bar. 
No one was willing to disappoint Le- 
fevre’s desire to redeem his past lack of 
hospitality, or give him time to recon
sider.

When the glasses were filled, the men, 
like nature, hating a vacuum, especially 
in glassware. Lefevre lifted his, and, 
turning towards Costigan, said, with a 
meaning smile: “ I spik for Mecster 
Costigain, who wis'es to celebrate tbees, 
bees birt'day. .1 mire mute! ''

The arms of most of the men had 
grown tired holding their glasses during 
this unnecessarily long speech, and they 
were wiping their mustaches when Le- 
fovre and two or three, of the Forty 
saluted Costigan with mock respect be
fore acting on St. Raid's advice as to 
the care of the digestion.

As the corpora! replaced his glass on 
the bar he indicated Costigan with a 
nourish of his free hand, and simul
taneously said to Murphy:

“ Thees ees on Meester Costigain. He 
pay.”

Costigan, witose lips had barely 
touched the rim of his glass, smiled 
weakly in response, and, with many 
apologies, confessed his inability to set

tle the score, explaining with much em
barrassment and detail his utter lack of 
money, disclaiming all responsibility for 
the general invitation, begging them to 
believe, that lie would he glad to enter
tain them when he was able, and deny
ing. with profuse apologies, the cor
poral's assertion that it was his birth
day.

With a well simulated appearance of 
wounded honor and outraged feelings, 
Lefevre knocked the unemptied glass 
from Costigan's hand, and exclaiming. 
“ Wat! You call me liar? Take dat! ” 
aimed a blow at the startled recruit's 
head.

Whether his foot slipped on the wet 
floor or the crowd was too close, the blow 
did not land, and in lurching forward 
the corporal's side struck Costigan's el
bow. With a half sorrowful, half quiz
zical expression about his mouth, Costi
gan helped the corporal to his feet, apol
ogizing for his own awkwardness as lie 
did so.

The Forty looked disgusted, impa
tient. Such a milksop a trooper of 1) ? 
Bah!

Sergeant Brown turned away his head 
in supreme disdain, and thereby missed 
being able to judge of the second acci
dent.

Lefevre, with genuine anger this time, 
again lunged viciously at Costigan, The 
latter threw up his left, arm to ward off 
the blow, but in doing so, some way his 
half closed hand came in violent contact 
with the corporal’s chin.

While two or three of his companions 
picked up the unconscious man, and. 
carrying him to a bench, strove to revive 
him, Costigan found himself at one end 
of a cleared space, fenced by the crowd, 
and opposite him Sanderson, another 
trooper, who left no doubt of his inten
tions, though he did not take the trouble 
to remove his blouse for such a despic
able opponent as the undersized recruit. 
The preceding accidents were mere 
fool's luck.

This time Costigan made a feeble 
show of holding up his hands, while at
tempting an apology that was cut short 
by a swinging lead from Sanderson's 
right fist.

The floor was really too wet to he used
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as a ring. In dodging, Costigan slipped, 
only saving himself from falling by, so 
it seemed, clutching wildly at the left 
side of his opponent's blouse. But his 
fist was closed as it struck the other 
man.

The recruiting officer who enlisted 
Sanderson should have made a more 
careful examination of the man's heart, 
for he had to be assisted to a chair, and 
had great difficulty in recovering his 
breath.

When the third man who faced Costi- 
gan likewise developed hitherto unsus
pected valvular trouble of the heart, the 
lieutenant, watching from the box 
above, frowned—probably at such lax 
medical inspect ion.

Costigan was still smiling as he strove 
to make his blouse, which had become 
slightly disarranged about the shoul
ders, hang in its usual classic folds, 
while the first sergeant was eying the 
recruit in a way that betokened gradual 
enlightenment. There appeared to be 
the possibility of a mistake in judgment 
having been made.

The next fifteen minutes resolved the 
possibility into a certainty. In thirty, 
when all the members of Troop D, ex
cept Sergeant Brown, had successively 
lost all personal interest in the initia
tion and were nursing a choice collec
tion of damaged hearts, blackened eyes, 
broken noses, cut lips, and other souve
nirs of their attempts to teach the re
cruit the qualifications befitting a troop
er of I), the mistake was seen to be a 
serious one.

It was no longer a matter of testing 
the recruit. It had become a question 
involving the honor and reputation of 
the Forty Thieves. Nor was its serious
ness lessened by the fact that among 
the spectators were both “ doughboys " 
and civilians, who were already smiling 
broadly and ottering sarcastic advice to 
the cavalrymen.

It would never do to have it said that 
the immortal Forty had been van
quished. in toto, by a “ rookie," and. 
above all. by a “ rookie " who appeared 
hardly strong enough to carry his car
bine and roll.

Slowly Sergeant Brown stepped into 
the ring. In his heart there was a gentt- 
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ine feeling of admiration for his oppo
nent, and regret that, after such a 
plucky stand, he should have to be 
taught bis place and the respect due 
his superiors.

There had been few men. old soldiers 
or recruits, who had ever cared to dis
pute Brown's supremacy, and those few 
blit added to the sergeant's reputation 
as a man by whom it was no disgrace to 
be defeated.

Still more slowly the big sergeant 
removed his blouse, and this rime Costi- 
g i t n  returned the compliment by freeing 
his upper body of its drapery.

He still smiled, but with no trace of 
his old apologetic spirit. He smiled as 
a'man who knew himself and approved 
of the acquaintance.

The light that followed would have 
caused lovers of the " manly art of self 
defense " to groan with regret, could 
they have realized what they missed. 
The mystery of the disappearance of a 
promising ** featherweight " from pugil
istic circles in the East might also have 
been solved had the witnesses included 
one who bad known him.

Lieutenant Denton, forgetting every
thing save what was inclosed in that 
ring of tense humanity and lighted by 
the flickering lamps that swung and 
swayed as the building shook under the 
feet of the contestants, leaned far out 
of his box. absorbed as only the primal 
instincts can absorb a man—body.brain, 
and soul. Those of the Forty who bad 
recovered sufficiently to stand, felt rec
ompensed for the part they had taken 
in working up to such a climax, even 
those who caught glimpses of it through 
swollen and half closed eyelids.

Brown weighed about one hundred 
and seventy pounds, was taller than Cos- 
tigan by three incites, with supple, sea
soned muscles, taking " punishment 
lightly, and hitting with the force and 
aim that befitted a first sergeant and fie 
ruler of the Forty Thieves. Yet, drive 
ns be might, bis blows were avoided with 
an ease and skill that amazed the on
lookers, prepared though they had been 
bv the previous performances, while all 
bis experience did not save him from 
the lightning quickness of Costigan's 
attack.
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Acting solely on the defensive at first, 
the latter gradually began to force the 
lighting, making it slow and cautious or 
fast and furious at will, now landing a 
blow on the sergeant's ribs that sounded 
like a drum beat, again planting one 
squarely between the eyes, next simply 
parrying his opponent's sledge hammer 
blows, until even Brown realized that 
he was being played with.

He, first sergeant of Troop D, dictator 
of the Forty Thieves, being played with 
by a raw recruit whom lie had despised 
for his white face, slight body, and 
apologetic good humor!

As the realization slowly filtered into 
his brain, hammered into it by C'osti- 
gan’s fists, he resolved To risk all on one 
east.

Relinquishing any attempt at defense, 
half blind with rage and blood, ready 
to take what punishment came, but re
solved to put the man out with one 
skull cracking blow of his huge fist. 
Brown flung himself like a battering 
ram across the ring.

Costigan’s arms had been hanging 
easily, apparently carelessly, by his side. 
The sergeant rushed. The recruit 
smiled, stepped quickly to one side, his 
arm shot up and out, and-----

:Ji jSj  }|c

As luck would have it, Major Gen
eral French had selected the following 
morning to inspect the garrison of 
Fort Niobrara.

The general had been raised in the 
cavalry, and took especial pride in that 
branch of the service—a pride that did 
not redound to the comfort of those 

•cavalry regiments that came under his 
inspection.

Passing slowly down the line, he re
turned Lieutenant Denton's salute, and 
then halted directly in front of Sergeant 
Brown.

The lieutenant looked uneasy. So did 
the first sergeant.

Now, a broken nose, however skilfully 
repaired, does not add to the correct 
martial appearance of even a iirst ser
geant, especially when it is flanked by 
eyes more than normally black and 
there is added thereto a jaw that shows 
unreasonable conspieuousness in size 
and color.

General French adjusted his glasses a 
hit higher on his nose, until they were 
almost hidden beneath the peak of his 
cap, and scrutinized the sergeant criti
cally.

Brown wished fervently that his cap 
had equal powers of concealment.

“ H'm 1 Sergeant, what is the matter 
with your nose? ”

" Broken, sir." replied Brown, flush
ing painfully as he saluted.

“ Broken, eh ? How ? "
•' Fighting, sir."
"H 'm ! Looks it. With whom?"
“ Private Costigan, sir."
The general glanced down the line as 

if looking for Costigan, but his gaze 
traveled no further than the man next 
to Brown, whose eyes bore eloquent tes
timony to their owner's feelings.

"Your name Costigan?" asked the 
general.

“ No, sir."
“ Your eyes are in bad shaper 
" A’es, sir."
" Who did it ?
" Private Costigan, sir."
Again the general's eyes wandered, to 

he stopped by the next man's cut ami 
swollen lip, which was past all conceal
ment of a mustache.

"Your name, my man?" asked the 
general, with evident expectation that 
1 his must he Costigan.

" Jackson, sir."
“ Have you been lighting, too? "
" Yes, sir.”
“ Whom with? "
“ Private Costigan, sir."
The general looked around at Lieu

tenant Denton as if to make some in
quiry or remark, but instead asked the 
wearer of a badly damaged ear:

“ And you ? "
" Fighting with Private Costigan, 

s ir ."
“ Il'm l " Whatever the translation of 

this may have been, the general kept it 
to himself, as, passing down the line, he 
repeated bis inquiries to each man. and 
from each received the same monoto
nous reply:

Private Costigan. sir.”
Lower and lower crept the brim of 

the general’s cap, higher and higher 
climbed his glasses, greater and more
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profound became his curiosity to see 
this mighty gladiator whose trophies 
were borne bv his victims.

Arrived at the end of the file of troop
ers, he passed around behind the rear 
rank, with Lieutenant Denton a step 
behind.

" What—what is that ? ” and Oeneral 
French turned to Denton as he pointed 
at a trooper whose blouse hung in folds 
from his shoulders, the trousers swathed 
in many pleat# and creases about his 
waist, and whose cap stood out about a 
thin, white face like the rim of a candle 
snuffer. The general noticed that the 
man bore no mark of disfigurement or 
other sign of having moi ’’ Private I ’os-

tigan." while the expression on his face 
was mild and inoffensive to the point of 
apology.

Thinking that he had misunderstood 
the lieutenant's reply, the general re
peated his question.

Sounding almost pai mr-like came the 
answer again:

“ Private Costigan. sir."
“ Well, I'll he—forced to look into 

this." ejaculated the general. “ By the 
way. Denton. I want an orderly."

" Yes, sir.’’
" You might----- "
“ Yes, sir."
“ (five me "—the general coughed— 

“ Private Costigan."

THE OLD DAYS.
Ot.n friends, old comrades, here’s a health, 

A cup of greeting to you all,
Where’er the evening shades of life 

Around your faithful spirits fall.
A hand to you, a health to you,
And golden memory's wealth to you.

For the old days,
For the old, care free days.

I scarce can think those days are gone— 
And yet, like dreams, they are no more, 

And one by one your faces, friends,
Are turning toward the other shore.

Then hail to you, and farewell to you '
And the cups shall clink a knell to you 

For the old days,
For the old, care free days.

How few of us will ever meet
Again this side the narrow stream !

And even if our hands could touch.
We’d seem like figures in a dream.

It’s youth, sweet youth, good by to you ! 
And we are ghosts that cry to you 

For the old days,
For the old, care free days.

Sit quiet, friends, and think it o’er,
Aye, think how sweet the old days were ! 

Seek not, weep n o t; take memory ;
Let’s have a loving cnp with her—

A cup with her, and a song with her,
And a sitting still and long with her.

For the old days,
For the old, care free days !

James Buekham.



The Ethics of Robert Louis Stevenson.
B Y  J U L I E T  If T L B  OR T O M PK IN S.

“ BE HAPPY, AND YOU WILL BE VIRTUOUS, " WAS THE KEYNOTE 
OF THE KINDLY AND CHEERFUL PHILOSOPHY THAT THE FAMOUS 
NOVELIST PREACHED AND PRACTISED.

The day returns and brings us the petty round 
of irritating concerns and duties. Help us to 
play the man, help us to perform them with 
laughter and kind faces, let cheerfulness abound 
with industry. Give us to go blithely on our busi
ness all this day, bring us to our resting beds weary 
ai d content and undishonored, and grant us in the 
end the gift of sleep.

IX that morning prayer for the family 
at Vailima. Stevenson has summed 

up the ideal of life that runs through 
all his personal writings. To be good 
and happy and to work hard—it is not 
unlike the petition an unprompted child 
will put up iu sleepy sincerity. Ami 
indeed, the further one goes in intimacy 
with this prince and magician in the 
realm of letters, the more one is remind
ed of Thackeray's benediction oxrr Colo
ur! Xnrrnmr. “ whose heart was as that 
of a little child." With this went a com
plex brain cognizant of all the heart's 
feelings and doings, quick to appreciate 
the value of its impulses, and resolute in 
fostering and expressing them. What 
the heart prompted, the brain seized and 
developed and proclaimed as a law. 
(lathering these laws out of the letters 
and essavs, a code is built up whereby 
the world might he made whole—if only 
the world were capable of “ the edu
cated heart."
THE BEAUTY AND THE DUTY OF HAPPINESS.

The tenet on which Stevenson insist
ed most strenuously was the duty of 
happiness, the value and righteousness 
of pleasure. “ lie happy, and you will 
he good,"’ would have been his version. 
“ By being happy, we sow anonymous 
benefits,’'' he has said; and again, “ A 
happy man or woman is a better tiling to 
find than a five pound note. . . Their 
entrance into a room is as though an
other candle had been lighted. . . They 
practically demonstrate the great the

orem of the liveableness of life." 
“ There is no duty we so much under
rate as the duty of being happy." The 
pious man " is he who has a military joy 
in duty—not he who weeps over the 
wounded." The pleasures of life, sim
ple, bodily pleasures, he believed in so 
thoroughly that lie could say, “ Xo 
woman should marry a teetotaler, or a 
man who does not smoke "—a half hu
morous expression of his antagonism t . ,  
the denial of small joys.

In ” The Amateur Emigrant " he ffet> 
boldly forth his belief that happiness 
“ is tile whole of culture, and perhaps 
two thirds of morality. Can it he that 
the Puritan school** he added, “ by di
vorcing a man from nature, by thin
ning out his instincts, and setting a 
stamp of its disapproval on whole fields 
of human activity and interest, leads at 
last directly to material greed?"—a 
suggestive question, which he does not 
attempt to answer.

There might lie a certain danger in 
taking his sayings without their con
text, and without a wide appreciation 
of the man's uprightness and restraint. 
One Coll hi not pin on the wall of every 
nursery such alluring statements as 
this: “ Pleasures are more beneficial 
than duties beeause. like the quality of 
mercy, they are not strained, and are 
twice blessed: ” or as this: “ Nature is a 
good guide through life, and the love of 
simple pleasures next, if not superior, to 
virtue.-’ These can he trusted only to 
hint who has learned to separate true 
pleasures from false, who can decipher 
nature’s fingerposts more accurately 
than hot headed youth is apt to. When 
a youth is old enough to read these let
ters and essays, he may take any law 
they offer him and be the better for it; 
anil meanwhile for the mtrserv wall
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there is the little song of .joy and grati
tude :

The world is so full of a number of things,
I’m sure we should all be as happy as kings !

At sea on a tramp ship. Stevenson 
resolves the ideal state into two ele
ments: happiness and the full mind— 
“ full of external and physical things, 
not full of cares and labors and rot about 
a fellow’s behavior. My heart literally 
sang; I truly care for nothing so much 
as for that." Perhaps his best expres
sion of the position he gave happiness 
oyer other qualities lies in his descrip
tion of a fellow traveler on the emigrant 
ship: “ He could see nothing in the 
world but money and steam engines. lie 
did not know what you meant by the 
word happiness. . . He believed in
production, that useful figment of econ
omy. as if it had been real like laugh
ter/'’

GLAD TO LIVE, UNAFRAID OF DEATH.
Real like laughter! Was ever a more 

illuminating idea spread out before a 
blindly grubbing world? One cannot 
read it without feeling one’s scale of 
worldly Values shaken to its founda
tions. What if we have been chasing 
half gods, while the real gods waited 
unnoticed at our elbow? Wo are accus
tomed to think of the joy of living as a 
phrase of youth, but Stevenson spread 
it over all life—and even over death:

Glad did I live, and gladly die,
And I laid me down with a will.

A certain austerity and religious 
gloominess in his father was tile subject 
of earnest protest in many of Steven
son's letters, for to the son there was no 
true piety without cheerfulness. " To 
fret and fume is undignified, suieidallv 
foolish, and theologically unpardon
able," he writes. " To do our best is one 
part, but to wash our hands smilingly 
of the consequence is the next part, of 
any sensible virtue. There is no doubt 
as to your duty—to take things easy 
and be as happy as you can. I do not 
call that by the name of religion which 
tills a man with bile." He would have no 
“ bed of resignation " in his garden ; “ in 
its place put Laughter and a Lood Con
ceit (that capital home evergreen), and

a hush of Flowering Piety—hut see it he 
the flowering sort; the other species is 
no ornament to any gentleman's hack 
garden.”

He prescribed this cheerfulness for 
hooks as well as for people: “ As I live. I 
feel more and more that literature 
should he cheerful and brave spirited, 
even if it cannot he made beautiful and 
pious and heroic. The Bible, in most 
parts, is a cheerful hook: it is our little 
piping theologies, tracts, and sermons 
that are dull and dowie." And all this 
was not the easy overflow of health and 
animal spirits, bidding other people he 
gay because the mantle of gaiety clung 
without effort to his own shoulders. It 
was the sturdy creed of a harassed, suf
fering invalid, with death constantly at 
his elbow; a body hampered and restrict
ed, denied what it most coveted, kept in 
a subjection that at moments bent the 
spirit, but never broke it. No one over 
had more obstacles between him and his 
ideal, or brought a more unfaltering 
courage to surmount them: or could say 
with a greater sincerity. “ Sick or well. I 
have had a splendid life of it, grudge- 
nothing, regret very little."

STEVENSON’S DOCTRINE OF KINDNESS.
Next to happiness in the Steven- 

sonian code comes kindness—* not only 
in act, in speech also, that so much more 
important part." He was one of those 
spirits born to be daily lacerated hv sym
pathy for beggars and forlorn women 
and sick men. for children and animals. 
With the good sense that dominated all 
his ways, he realized that there was dan
ger of morbidness here. “ We must not 
he too scrupulous of others, or we shall 
die." he says, when some one has rifled 
a little plover's nest that he lias linen 
watching over with warm interest. 
What such a nature must have suffered 
visiting Molokai, the island of lepers, is 
beyond the measure of the less sensitive 
—who. nevertheless, would endure tmtnv 
thing's rather than spend a week in that 
abode of horrors. But Stevenson's sym
pathy was of the kind I hut took him 
straight to the sufferer. As he himself 
says. “ I have always boon a great visitor 
of flie sick." And of Molokai, he eould 
write, “ The sight of so much courage, 
cheerfulness, and devotion strung me
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too high to mind the iniinite pity and 
horror of the sights."’

Theiv is something very stimulating 
in this active kindness of liis. To read 
his letter to Janies Payn, on receiving 
news of his friend's growing deafness, 
is not only to be deeply moved for the 
man so alilicted, but to be stirred to go 
out and help till who are in trouble with 
the intangible gift of self—so much the 
hardest to give. Sometimes his kind
ness is that of a good child, as when lie 
resolves to devote the coining day to 
making his mother as happy as he can. 
and doing that which he knows she likes. 
Again, it is that of a philosopher, finding 
in it “ the whole necessary morality.” 
But it was always active, always sin- 
eerc, and always a strong stimulus to 
the impulses of others. The virtues of 
some are antagonizing, hut Stevenson's 
were contagious.

TRUTH IN WORD AND IN WORK.

Stevenson's love of truth was not the 
conventional preference for avoiding 
lies. It was a deep intention to know 
and express things as they are, which 
frequently brought him into difficult 
places. In literature, love, politics, relig
ion, every branch of life, he flung im
patiently aside the catchwords that con
tented less inquiring spirits, found his 
own true belief, and held to it—fre
quently to the dismay of his fellows. In 
the essay on “ The Morality of the Pro
fession of Letters " he lavs special stress 
on the necessity of expressing one's true 
self in one’s writings, “ for to do any
thing else is to do a far more perilous 
tiling than to risk being immoral: it is to 
ho sure of being untrue. To conceal a 
sentiment, if you are sure you hold it. is 
to take a liberty with truth. It is this 
nearness of examination necessary for 
any true and kind writing that makes 
tin* practice of the art a prolonged and 
noble education for the writer.”

Naturally, the carrying out of this 
principle occasionally drew upon him 
the slings and arrows of the convention
al—especially when it was a question of 
man and woman. The shocked protests 
that greeted “ The Beach of Falesa.” 
one of the loveliest stories ever written, 
hurt as well as amazed him. “ I am 
afraid my touch is a little broad in a

love story," lie said after this experi
ence; “ 1 cannot mean one thing and 
write another.” And again, speaking of 
David Balfour, “ Will it do for the young 
person ? I don’t know; since ‘The Beach,’ 
I know nothing except that men are 
fools and hypocrites, and 1 know less of 
them than 1 was fond enough to fancy.”

His understanding of truth telling as 
“ not to state the true facts, but to con
vey a true impression,” imposed on him 
obligations that mankind is apt to avoid. 
He believed, for instance, that it was a 
duty to truth to be articulate in emo
tions, to put into words the warmth of 
our gratitude, our affections, and our 
sympathies, in spite of the false shame 
that prompts concealment. And it was 
largely this that made his friendship 
suc-h a wonderful experience; this, and 
the fact lhat his generous nature had 
double and treble that of others to ex
press. In everything about himself he 
was unsparingly honest, scorning above 
all weaklings a self excuser. After a 
piece of financial carelessness that would 
have caused most men to fill the air with 
explanations and excuses, he could write 
from his abasement, “ It is hard to be 
told you are a liar, and have to hold your 
peace, and think, ‘ Y"es, by God, and a 
thief too! ’ ” The form of untruth that 
we call affectation he held in pity as 
much as in scorn. The greatest of all 
unfortunates, he declares. “ is he who 
has forfeited his birthright of expres
sion, who has cultivated artful intona
tions. who has taught his face tricks, 
like a pet monkey, and on every side per
verted or cut off his means of communi
cation with his fellow men.” That 
would not he a had text to put over a 
girls' hoarding school.

IN SAMOA AND AT MOLOKAI.
This truth worship, tending inevitably 

to a great love of fairness, drew him. 
more or less reluctantly, into Samoan 
politics during the life at Vailima, when 
he saw matters going, as he believed, ir
retrievably wrong; and did not make his 
course easier, when once in. With him 
the instinct was a compelling one. re
quiring personal activity where most 
men of letters would have been eontenl 
with words. Rut he was not of the stuff 
that composes politicians, as he himself
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acknowledged: “ 1 do not quite like 
polities. I am too aristocratic, I fear, 
for that. God knows I don’t care whom 1 
chum with; perhaps like sailors best; 
but to go round and sue and sneak to 
keep a crowd together—never! " This 
was the only view possible to a man who 
was so eloselv hound to what he calls 
“ the little laws of honor “—the fine 
scruples of the sensitive.

It was this imperative quality in his 
beliefs that made him spring forward to 
defend the memory of the priest who 
had given his life for the Molokai lepers, 
and had been sneered at by a Honolulu 
missionary. The open letter in behalf 
of Father Damien is perhaps the great
est sermon on values ever written. He 
makes no attempt to refute the charges 
against the priest. Coarse, dirty, big
oted, perhaps Damien was; but these 
things shrink to pettiness beside the 
clear showing of the man's worth, the 
selfless devotion of his life, and the 
greatness of his work. Besides vindi
cating the priest, the letter has another 
—and unconscious—mission, as an anti
dote to narrow mindedness and preju
dice. Indeed. Stevenson’s whole life 
might be called such an antidote. One 
cannot come in contact with it without 
gaining new appreciations, new toler
ances. new sympathies.

“ w i t h  c h a r it y  t o w a r d  a l l .”

The tolerance that means valuing the 
good that is in people rather than gloat
ing over the bad shines through many 
of his writings—through none more im
pressively than the essay “ Old Mortal
ity,” where he tells of the young man 
whose brilliant and promising life came 
to great disaster. In the man’s down
fall, Stevenson found his real success. 
“ In his youth he took thought for no 
one but himself; when he came ashore 
again, his whole armada lost, he seemed 
to think of none but others. Such was 
his tenderness for others, such his in
stinct of fine courtesy and pride, that of 
that impure passion of remorse lie never 
breathed a syllable.” To us who think 
bewailing our errors a sign of grace, this 
last sentence brings amazement: and, 
close on that, a new conviction and a 
new duty.

This unfortunate was the man point

ed out as a terrible example: “ And to 
see him there, so gentle, patient, brave, 
and pious, oppressed but not cast down, 
sorrow was so swallowed up in admira
tion that we could not dare to pity him. 
Even if the old fault flashed out again, 
it but awoke our wonder that, in the 
lost battle, he should still have the en
ergy to fight. Most men. finding them
selves the authors of their own disgrace, 
rail the louder against God and destiny. 
Most men, when they repent, oblige 
their friends to share the bitterness of 
that repentance. But he had con
demned himself to smiling silence. lie 
had given trouble enough. . . . For
this proud man was one of those who 
prospered in the valley of humiliation.'’ 
.There we have the man, the worst not 
condoned, but the best appreciated; 
with none of the rancor of righteousness 
to set a barrier between us and him. 
Surely that is the way Christ would 
have judged him.

A little sermon on this same generous 
tolerance is in the letter to a prospective 
missionary; and if all missionaries could 
take this with them into heathen lands, 
wc should have fewer complications and 
atrocities to lament. “ Yon cannot 
change ancestral feelings of right and 
wrong without what is practically soul 
murder. Barbarous as the customs may 
seem, always hear them with patience, 
always judge them with gentleness, al
ways find in them some seed of good; 
see that you always develop them: re
member that all you can do is to civilize 
the man in the line of his own civiliza
tion. And never expect, never believe 
in, thaumaturgie conversions. What 
you have to do is to teach the parents 
in the interests of their great grand
children.”

For all his wide charity, especially to
wards the follies of youth, Stevenson 
was not indulgent of weakness. “ The 
weak brother is the worst of mankind." 
he has said; and he meets this unfor
tunate with stringent counsel: “ You 
cannot run away from a weakness; you 
must some time fight it out or perish: 
and if that be so. why not now, and 
where you stand ? A sea voyage will 
not give a man the nerve to put aside 
cheap pleasure; an aim in life is the 
only fortune worth the finding: and it is
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not to be found in foreign lands, but in 
the heart itself."

WISDOM IN PRACTICAL LIFE.
Behind all the qualities of roniam-er 

and poet that have made Stevenson 
famous, one finds with boundless satis
faction the ultimate sanity that made 
him great. With his vivid temperament 
and his ideals, he never loses his grasp 
on the normal, healthy point of view; 
and this in an artist of the first rank is 
something for which a much tried world 
cannot he too grateful. One reads with 
joy of his answer to a certain memorial 
committee, ottering to subscribe a pound 
if the fund is to he applied to “ statues 
or other trash," hut twenty pounds if it 
is for the widow and children. The 
same common sense illuminates his 
speech to the Samoans, who had built 
for him the Road of Ora! it tide, and who 
were then brooding over visions of war 
and glory: “ Wlm is the true champion 
of Samoa? I t  is the man who makes 
roads, who plants food trees, who gath
ers harvests, and is a profitable servant 
lief ore the Lord.-’ The little fable of 
*' The Penitent " is such a valuable ser
mon on practical wisdom that it is worth 
quoting bodily:

A man met a lad weeping. “ What do you weep 
for?” he asked.

“ I am weeping for my sins,” said the lad.
“ You must have little to do,” said the man.
The next day they met again. Once more the 

lad was weeping. “ Why do you weep now ? ” asked 
the man.

“ I am weeping because I have nothing to eat,” 
said the lad.

“ I thought it would come to that,” said the man.

There shows, too, the great belief that 
he had in doing, the stress lie laid on life, 
its importance and pleasure, lie had 
little sympathy for the person who be
littles this world in the vision of a next, 
or for the average sermon, “ disporting 
itself in the eternity of which we know, 
and need to know, so little; avoiding 
the bright, crowded, and momentous 
fields of life where destiny awaits us." 
His religion was not the fixed creed of 
his fathers. Perhaps it might be summed 
up as a sense of God, a linn faith that 
whatever is. is best, and an unwavering 
allegiance to conscience—to his own per
ception of what was fine and high. And 
for his ideal of right living, one lias only 
to turn to the well known paragraph 
front u A Christmas Sermon ":

To be honest, to be kind—to earn a little and to 
spend a little less, to make upon the whole a family 
happier for his presence, to renounce when that shall 
be necessary and not he embittered, to keep a few 
friends and these without capitulation—above all, 
on the same grim condition, to keep friends with 
himself—here is a task for all that a man has of 
fortitude and delicacy.

SURRENDER.
“ Ah. sweet, sweet heart, pray give me a rose 

To carry with me today,
A white, white rose, like your own pure heart, 

A talisman in the fray.”
“ I give you a red, red rose, dear heart,

For my heart’s true love, deep red ;
Not the white rose for surrender, dear; 

Farewell ! ” she softly said.
On a bloody battlefield he lies 

With his face turned to his foes.
And the withered rose is stained and dark 

Where the life blood ebbs and flows.
And a maiden murmurs sad and lone 

Where the summer roses bloom.
Filling the air with the spicy scent 

Of their subtle, sweet perfume :
“ The red rose blooms for the noble heart, 

Pulseless beneath the sod.
But the white is mine for surrender 

Of him I loved best to God ! ”
Mary F. Mixon.



PLAIN TRAVISS.
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B Y  H E N R Y  M Y E R S BE LLIN G ER, JR.

T HIS looks like business, fellows; 
listen to what the ■Jimninl says: 

£ Peace ends and wav begins—Wood
ford and Benia be get their passports— 
Flying Squadron ready l'or sea!’ And 
look at this despatch from Madrid: 
* The ultimatum of the United States 
was received early this morning. The 
Spanish government immediately broke 
off diplomatic relations, and notified 
the United States minister to this ef
fect before he was able to present any 
note.’ "

When ” Shorty " Wentworth began 
reading, the half dozen members of the 
Delta lvappa Pi fraternity were loun
ging in comfortable positions on the 
divans and easy chairs of their hand
somely furnished house. When he 
ceased, six recumbent figures had 
straightened as by magic and were 
leaning forward in alert, eager pose; 
six pipes of various makes, designs, and 
degrees of ugliness were temporarily 
out of commission, clinched between 
the lingers of the listeners, while a 
chorus of voices broke out in a con
fused bated of exclamations.

11 If there's lighting, I'm going to see 
some of it," remarked Jack Davy, with 
a fierce scowl.

“: 0h, come off, Jack! You get tired 
walking from here to the campus." was 
the cold water rejoinder of his room
mate.

" Marching is a good sight different 
from walking." retorted Jack.

“ Jack Would enjoy lighting," chimed 
in little Billy, the freshman. “ if he 
could lie carried out to the bring line 
in an automobile, have beer and sand
wiches between rounds, and a freshman
to load his rifle. I----- "

But a deftly aimed sofa pillow 
smothered the further speech of the 
audacious youngster, and when he 
emerged from the burden of the one 
hundred and sixty pounds avoirdupois

which followed the pillow, he was too 
breathless to conclude the sentence and 
subsided.

The squelching of Billy was too fre
quent an occurrence to ruffle the sur
face of events in Delta Kappa l’i lodge, 
and the talk that followed was low 
toned and serious.

These were impulsive American col
lege men. with a depth of feeling that, 
most of them tried to conceal:, and a 
patriotic sentiment that nothing be
fore in all their lives had so kindled 
into flame.

It was the early spring of '98, and 
although for months past the possibil
ity of war with Spain had been dis
cussed, its probability was doubted; but 
now at sign of its approach, the war 
fever was making swift inroads upon 
every part of the American body 
politic.

As in the world without, so in col
lege. men faced the situation differ
ently. There were the jingoes, like 
Jack Davy, who talked war and loved 
strife and scented the battle from afar 
—the type of college man at the bot
tom of every clash between the under 
classes. There was the Quaker type, 
who dreaded trouble of the mildest sort 
and who were temperamentally foreor
dained io paths of peace. There were 
the quiet fellows, who were inclined 
to weigh things in 1 he balance, and 
when the question of volunteering 
came home to them, realized the cost, 
hut who deep down in their heart - 
knew they would put every such con
sideration aside if there were need for 
their services.

Montgomery Traviss was a curious 
combination of the first and last type, 
lie had no need of his athletic training 
on the team to cultivate his pugnacity, 
hut lie lacked the self assertive boast
fulness of the born jingo.

As a freshman, he had been a trifle



•250 THE JUNIOR MUNSEY.

unruly, and inclined to stand upon his 
rights as he saw them. Luckily for all 
concerned, he had not been “ swung ” 
into Delta Kappa Pi fraternity until 
the last of his first year, but the few 
weeks that remained of that were full 
of turmoil.

He did not take kindly to the gentle 
coercion or moral suasion of his elders, 
and consequently became an unpopular 
man among the upper classmen, who 
voted him surly and disobliging. In his 
sophomore year, however, he treated 
the freshmen with all the consideration 
implied in the practical operation of 
the golden rule—thereby becoming 
their idol, and gaining the respect of 
the seniors, who saw that with him, at 
least, it was all a matter of principle, 
or, rather, of constitutional inclination.

As freshman and sophomore, he had 
participated in every rush of his class 
with conscientious regularity. Even 
after he assumed the dignity of junior 
year there were rumors that he was on 
the inside of the plotting which at in
tervals brought the under classes to
gether in hostile array.

He was a good student when he 
wished to he, hut he took an occasional 
failure with the equanimity with which 
he took a tumble on the athletic field— 
it was all part of the game. A lad of 
twenty one, alone in the world, save 
for a father buried in business affairs, 
whose chief paternal duty seemed ful
filled hv the despatch of his monthly 
check, and a little sister, whom he 
idolized, Traviss had grown into young 
manhood with the help of a strict mil
itary school discipline, and with little 
home training.

Naturally headstrong and self willed, 
of no particular religious convictions, 
with a love for social gaiety and the 
bon caintiraderie of a certain phase of 
college life, he drifted into a £i sporty ” 
set. and more than once had been un
loaded at the door of Delta Kappa Pi 
by an obliging baekman, who never 
failed to receive his reward later on.

On the last occasion. Boh Howard, a 
steady going senior who had the re
spect and liking of the whole fraternity, 
had taken Traviss kindly to task.

“ Mont,” he remarked soberly, “ I ’m 
not given to preaching, and 1 believe

in letting a man run himself, but hon
estly, old fellow, as man to man, I 
want to ask you if you are proud of 
last night.”

Mont laughed uneasily, but when he 
met the other's steady gaze he stopped 
and blurted out. " Well, Bob, as man 
to man, I can’t say I am."

“ Well, my hoy, it's time for you to 
call a halt. I'm too good a friend of 
yours to see you go straight to the 
devil without a protest;" and Mont's 
hand hurt for an hour afterwards with 
the grip it got, and then Boh abruptly 
left the room, but not until Mont had 
seen the troubled look in the older 
man’s eyes.

Neither of them referred to the mo
ment again—as is the way of men.

But the spirit of evil was in the lad. 
He grew careless about his work; more 
and more he frequented the fastest set. 
of fellows in the university: once coach 
Smith reprimanded him for not observ
ing more strictly the rules of training: 
more and more a little coolness crept 
into his relations with his own fra
ternity brothers, and his obstinacy 
made him reckless of all consequences.

He and Bob were careful never to be 
left together alone. They talked at each 
other now—not with each other, as in 
other days; and Traviss thought he did 
not care, though he felt badly in an 
indefinite, intangible way when once 
or twice he caught the sorrowing look 
in dear old Bob's true eyes.

Then came the memorable day in 
which things seemed to culminate. 
Professor Edwards told him in the 
morning section that his work in Math, 
was “ exceedingly unsatisfactory." and 
that from Professor Edwards three 
weeks before examination meant hut 
one thing; and if lie were plucked in 
Math, it meant being dropped from the 
university, as he was carrying a mini
mum number of hours.

The night before, he ran into coach 
Smith right at the door of a saloon, 
and that afternoon he was exonsed from 
further praetiee with flic squad. The 
two o'clock delivery brought a curt and 
formal request from the president to 
visit him at his office the next morning.

“ That means own up about last 
week's rush and get fired, or lie out of
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it and get tired all the same, beeau.se of 
my innate inability to lie smoothly and 
artistically,-' he soliloquized.

So it was in no pleasant frame of 
mind that Traviss had dropped into the 
library on this particular Wednesday 
afternoon.

He was following Jack Btavy’s stand
ard hit of advice, “ When in trouble go 
to sleep," when Shorty Wentworth's 
exclamation aroused him. and when lie 
had finished reading the startling bit 
of news Wont’s blood went bounding' 
through his veins with an exasperating 
tingle. Just then it was compounded 
of the spirit of adventure, desperation, 
and daredeviltry rather than of patriot
ism, hut he did not know it.

He said little, but late that evening 
he paced his study floor, and far into 
the night tossed from side to side and 
thought it over. He felt sic-k at heart; 
he was a failure in studies, athletics, 
and everything—an all round failure.

Disgrace and expulsion stared him in 
the face, and then the fraternity—what 
would the fellows say? He choked a 
little, for he was a sensitive lad, and 
he loved the university and old Delta 
Kappa Pi with all his heart. To enlist 
was his one chance.

If luck came his way, the fellows he 
loved best and respected most might 
be proud of him yet: if it didn't, why it 
was the best way to end it all. anyhow; 
and then the other side of the picture 
appealed to him—" the shock, the 
groan, the shout of war ”—the old Ber
serker rage and lust for battle that was 
his Anglo Saxon heritage rose within 
him, and before he closed his eyes 
he had turned one corner in life's 
journey.

Next morning he was awakened by a 
stamping and singing in the hall be
low—cheers and college yells, then 
cheers again—and, hurrying into hath 
robe and slippers, he ran down stairs 
and found a score of his fraternity 
brothers in various stages of undress 
uniform parading the house in single 
file, and lifting a mighty, sonorous 
chorus:
“ We don’t want to fight, but, by jingo, if we do, 

We’ve got the ships, we’ve got the men, we’ve got 
the money, too ! ”

Without more ado, Mont seized his

class cane ami fell in line with the 
rest.

■"What's up, Bill?" he shrieked 
above the din to the man in front.

“ War—just declared—Spain," ejac
ulated that worthy. “ Whoop! Hot 
lime—old town-—tonight! "

A melting, sizzling June day; heat 
rising in little waves from the ground 
as though there was a fiery furnace be
neath ; long, narrow streets of blistering 
sand stretching between rows upon 
rows of tents composing this white 
city of the gulf—Tampa, Florida.

The avenues of the tented town were 
almost deserted on this particular aft
ernoon, and the rank and file off duty 
were under any shelter offering some 
degree of shade and comfort. Up at 
headquarters the flag lmng listlessly 
from the staff, and the solitary sentinel 
mopped his brow and swore gently at 
the delay of the relief squad.

It was the rocking chair period of 
the war," and the army of invasion (or 

evasion," as one wit termed it who 
had been marched upon a transport 
three times under orders for Cuba and 
then marched off again) was waiting 
for something to do.

Down at the end of A Company 
street, behind one of the tent flaps, a 
group of men were watching an ex
citing poker game. One would have 
had to look twice to recognize in the 
lean, lank, brown faced dealer, Mont
gomery Traviss. Three months of sol
diering, drilling, hiking, indefinite loaf
ing, and some dissipation had left their 
marks on mind and body.

Ills eyes lit up as he glanced at his 
hand, and soon the little pile of chips 
grow larger. He had been losing stead
ily—in fact, every penny was gone—bat, 
dreading to quit a losing game for fear 
of the ridicule of his comrades, he hung 
desperately on for a change in luck. 
At last it had come, and his eyes glit
tered with the gambler's tire as they 
flashed from his four aces to the im
passive face of his opponent. This was 
Jack Mulligan, the most daring, reck
less sport in the regiment, who made 
more money in this way than by hon
estly serving his Uncle Sam.

The betting was reckless, and when
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“ called " Traviss' teeth .set as Mulli
gan threw down his straight flush with 
an exultant cry. “ Well, Mulligan,’’ he 
said, “ I ’ll give you my I. 0. U. for my 
next month's pav: it's the best I can 
do.”

“ Cheer up, my lad; better luck next 
time,” said kind hearted Dennis Me- 
Uoxid. ** Have a drop of the eratur— 
it’ll do ye good;" and Traviss drank.

That night he spent in the guard 
house, and within the week he was re
duced to the ranks: and with the loss 
of his corporal's stripes he felt that he 
had drained the imp of humiliation and 
gave up caring.

Soon after the regiment's arrival at 
camp, Traviss. one day stopping for a 
drink of water at a pleasant Southern 
home on the outskirts of the great 
camp, had found, to his surprise and 
gratification, that it was the residence 
of Mr. Elliott, a eollege ohmn of his 
fattier. The Elliotts, father, mother, 
and a little daughter id' some seven 
years, had made his stay very pleasant.

Several times a week he had called, 
and Marion, the little girl, had taken 
the greatest fancy to him. and lie to 
her, because she looked like the wee 
sister he had left in the North.

Mr. and Mrs. Elliott always ad
dressed him as “ Corporal" or “ Mr. 
Traviss,” hut the child, with the free
masonry of youth, insisted that lie 
was just “ Plain 'Traviss," and " Plain 
Traviss” she always called him, and the 
nickname stuck.

After his reduction to the ranks, it 
was some days before he saw the El
liotts again. Shame kept him away, 
hut, quite by accident, one afternoon lie 
met Marion and her mother.

“ You must come and take me walk
ing tomorrow, won't you. Plain 'Trav
iss? " was Marion's good by.

“ Corporal 'Traviss, dear." was her 
mother's gentle correct ion.

“ What she says is true, Mrs. Elliott; 
I’m just Plain 'Traviss,” blurted out 
Mont. “ I've been reduced to the 
ranks; " and. raising his hat with an al
most defiant air, lie left them standing 
there.

“ Poor hoy! ” thought the kind heart
ed woman, and she pondered all the way 
home how she could help him.

Next day the regiment was ordered 
to Tampa Heights for drill, and Trav
iss, much to his disappointment, but not 
to his surprise, was left behind to do 
guard duty, and went on post at ten 
o'clock.

The night was hot and close and 
still. From over in the direction of 
brigade headquarters sounded a bugle, 
the notes long drawn out, like the cry 
of a tired child. One by one the stars 
disappeared, as though a heavy shroud 
had been drawn across the heavens.

A feeling of loneliness and desolation 
weighed upon tin1 spirits of the young 
soldier on post number five. A great 
grief hail come to him that day, for a 
telegram told of the sudden death of 
his little sister. Nowhere in the rough 
companionship of the camp could he 
find the sympathy his heart craved.

Up and down, back and forth, lie 
paced, his beat lying along the roadway 
that divided the deserted “ dog" tents 
of the absent regiment from the great 
c-orral that sheltered hundreds of 
horses. Only the afternoon before, a 
new latch had been turned loose within 
its gate, cavalry chargers, fleet and 
sure footed; mules, patient beasts of 
burden, but demurely vicious: great 
artillery draft horses, fit for hauling 
the huge field guns that made such a 
wicked looking park over yonder.

Indiscriminately herded, many of 
them excitable and nervous after long 
railroad journeys, they had moved rest
lessly about all day. The herders in 
charge were keeping an anxious eve on 
their unruly steeds; they glanced at the 
sky mure often towards evening, and 
scowled when the clouds began to 
smother the stars one by one. 'Then 
came the heavy rumble of thunder, and 
'Traviss felt a raindrop on his uplifted 
face.

He glanced down the road, and under 
the glare of the lightning saw Mr. and 
Mrs, Elliott and Marion, escorted bv 
some ortieers. hurrying home before 
the storm should overtake them. In 
1 lie same moment, Marion recognized 
him and ran on ahead of the rest call
ing. ” Plain Traviss, Plain Traviss, I 
see you—you’ll get wet," at the top of 
her voice.

She was almost in the arms which
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Traviss held outstretched to her, in de
fiance of all military regulations, when 
a sudden crash and a vivid, blinding 
glare made things swim around him. 
On the instant, the heavens opened 
their reservoirs, and the tropic storm 
broke with pent up fury.

The lightning bolt had struck a tree 
not far away and close to the corral. 
There was a shuddering moment of sus
pense, and then from within the great 
fenced in inclosure a chorus of wliin- 
neyings and frightened neigliings arose, 
and tile next moment the thunder of 
fonr thousand hoofs echoed the thun
der of the skies, and the terror stricken 
animals were circling the corral with 
terrific speed.

In vain the herders tried to quiet ■ 
them; it was a genuine stampede. Two 
or three times they tore around the in
closure, and then straight for the frail 
six foot fence they made, led by a splen
did artillery stallion. The wooden 
structure went down like paper before 
their rush, and like water pouring 
through a broken dam they came on in 
a galloping flood.

Then the heart of Traviss seemed 
to stop heating, for, circling a trifle to 
the right, the giant leader, with a six 
foot stave sticking in his breast, led 
the charge in blind fury straight to
wards post number five.

Marion, too frightened to cry, 
crouched behind Mont. IIis first im
pulse was to grasp the child and run, 
hut even as the thought flashed 
through his mind the opportunity was 
gone, for the running horses spread out 
on either side like a fan.

Perhaps it- was pure instinct, per
haps it was a fleeting recollection of 
wild Western stories; Traviss dropped 
on one knee in front of Marion and 
leveled his rifle at the breast of the 
leader. It was a hasty shot, hut it went 
true and the horse fell and rolled al
most at his feet.

Again and again the repeater spoke, 
and the other animals, frightened at 
the flashes in their faces and stumbling 
over their leader, divided to the right 
and left and thundered past.

Through the camp they went, smash
ing tents, knocking down guns and 
a few men in their wav. They finally

broke up into detached batches, and 
started off in different directions at 
the slightest excuse; but Island on 
post number live they left unharmed a 
little girl who was bending over the 
prostrate form of her protector, crying 
in a frightened, helpless way.

Traviss, very pale and helpless, lay at 
the roadside, an ugly cut in his head 
from flic hoof of one of the horses 
flying by. He had saved her, hut by a 
hair's breadth, and at whai cost she 
could not know or realize. The El
liotts had stopped just outside the path 
of the stampede and were unharmed.

Mrs. Elliott clasped her child in Iter 
arms and chokingly sobbed a prayer of 
thanksgiving, and her father held her 
to hint with crushing force. And then 
they turned to see Traviss—lying still, 
with no sign of life.

At this moment Captain Douglass 
came Up with several men, and they 
started to carry him away. Mrs. Elliott 
begged that he he taken into their own 
house, and Mr. Elliott joined earnestly 
in the request. They were inside the 
lines, they would give him the best of 
care, the regimental surgeon could sec 
him every day, and if Colonel Renner 
refused to let him stay when he re
turned they would not keep him longer.

One by one they howled over Cap
tain Douglass' military objections to 
treating his men outside the camp hos
pital; hut perhaps it was not so much 
their logic as the hit of human nature 
that makes all the world kin which 
touched the captain’s heart and finally 
induced him to consent.

And so Traviss found himself an
chored in a haven of refuge when In1 
recovered consciousness. He looked 
around the clean, bright room in a puz
zled way, hut the look changed to one 
of relief as Mrs. Elliott's hand smoothed 
away the hair over the wounded brow 
and Marion scrambled up beside the 
bed and cried, " Do yon know me now, 
1’lain Traviss? Thank yon so much for 
what yon did ! "

It was three weeks before Traviss 
reported fit for duty, and in that time 
a marvelous change came over the lad. 
Whether it was Hie gentle influence of 
a home whose atmosphere was purity 
and love and peace: whether it was the
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blessed chance to rest and think and 
get away from the roughness and reck
lessness of the camp; whether it was 
the soberness which comes upon one 
who is snatched from sudden death, or 
a combination of them all—certain it is 
that Traviss went back to the regiment 
a changed man.

So it happened that the firm friend
ship which had sprung up between 
Marion and Traviss was cemented, and 
when the time to go back North ar
rived two regrets clouded Traviss' 
horizon—he had not so much as seen a 
Spaniard and he had to leave the child.

It was commencement day at the 
university. The members of the grad
uating class were approaching the fill-* 
initiating moment of their lives. With
in the huge gymnasium building an 
immense concourse of friends and rela
tives was assembled.

Soon the music of the band was 
heard, and in a moment the venerable 
heads of the faculty appeared, followed 
by the large class in the plain garb of 
candidates for the bachelor's degree. 
Near the head of the latter group, 
marching along with tin* swing that 
marked his soldierly training, strode a 
well set up, bronze faced youth with a 
scar across his forehead which his mor
tar hoard just failed to conceal.

All the way down the campus his 
mind had been occupied with thoughts 
of the last two years. The old dis
couraged, reckless days seemed far be
hind. True to the* resolutions lte had 
formed in those days of recovery at 
Tampa, he had lived up to his highest, 
lie had regained tlte lost corporal's 
stripes and added another with a dia
mond in the center before lie returned 
north—First sergeant of Company A. 
Straight back to college he went, and 
with dogged persistency had taken up 
the broken threads of his work, and 
today the pattern was completed.

Only the night before the fellows 
had cheered for Captain Traviss of the 
team, or Plain Traviss. as they loved to 
call him—for the old army nickname 
still stuck.

Only that morning old Professor Ed
wards had grasped It is hand and said. 
" 1 congratulate you. sir. with all my

heart, itpon today’s possibilities." Only 
that hour a Western Union messenger 
boy loitering along the campus had in
tercepted him with a telegram, which 
simply read:

Good work, old man. Bob.

Surely this was triumph enough for 
one young American, but there was a 
little sadness that tinged the joy. No 
one was there for him. Mother and 
sister dead, and father in California on 
business. Traviss choked a bit. and 
then swallowed hard and smiled like 
the man he was at Billy Slocum's side 
remark, “ 1 tell you this is a great day 
—my mother and best girl are both in 
this crowd somewhere.”

The program dragged out its tire
some length. The prayer, the music, 
the address, were over, and one by one 
the class began to file across the plat
form to receive their diplomas. Some 
were applauded; others walked across 
the long stage alone and in silence.

It was Traviss’ turn, and he started 
with much the feeling that it was a 
duty to be done and over with. But 
no sooner was he fairly started than 
there was a sudden stir in one section 
of the great audience, and Marion, pass
ing beyond all control, stood upon her 
chair, and, waving her hand, cried out 
with all the power of her fresh young 
voice, “ Plain Traviss, Plain Traviss. 
here we are! Don't yon see us? "

First came a peal of laughter from 
the tired audience: then, catching the 
look of surprise and pleasure as Trav
iss involuntarily raised his mortar board 
in salute to the little girl leaning eager
ly forward, the people went wild: cheer 
upon cheer shook the great building, 
and “ Plain Traviss, Plain Traviss!" 
was the slogan taken up and echoed 
from side to side.

Mont went on as in a dream—the 
thundering applause became the sound 
of many hoof beats in maddening gal
lop, and the sear on his forehead 
burned and burned, and bis name 
seemed to be called in terror bv a child 
in desperate danger. Then, as the vi
sion faded and things came to him 
more clearly out of the mist, he took 
his diploma and passed down to greet 
his friends—the hero of the day.



American Organs and Organists.
B Y  F R E D E R I C  D E A N .

THE GRANDEST OF ALL MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS, AND ITS TWO 
CENTURIES OF HISTORY IN THIS COUNTRY—OUR LEADING ORGAN 
PLAYERS OF TODAY, AND THE MOVEMENT NOW ON FOOT FOR 
BETTER CHURCH MUSIC.

DESPITE the pagan legend that the 
organ was born when the god Pan 

hound together five reedy pipes of va
rying lengths, and drew sweet music 
from them for the jollification of 
nymphs, and satyrs, to the modern- 
mind the instrument is inseparably con
nected with the idea of worship. Since 
its introduction into tire service in the 
latter part of the seventh century, the 
organ has had no rival in the church. 
It has been so improved and developed 
that all the sounds of the modern or
chestra, the strings, the woods, and even 
the brasses, are cunningly imitated. 
Intricate pneumatic or electric mech
anism place® the mighty forces at the 
disposition of a single player, who may 
at will unloosen the thunders of the 
tempest, or play upon the human heart 
with the sweetest and softest tones.

The modern organ is as interesting 
to the student of medianies as to the 
musician. The great variety of tones, 
the thousand and one appliances for 
increasing or diminishing a certain 
sound or changing its color, the shifting 
of the manual, coupling and uncoup
ling, harnessing sets of pipes to each 
other—all these appeal to one as much 
as to the other. The player has be
fore him three or four banks of keys, 
each within easy reach; about and be
tween them are little rows of innocent 
looking ivory levers. The pressing of 
cm- of these, ever so slightly, makes 
twenty stops change position, some re
tiring, others coming forth to do their 
duty. An instant later the pressing of 
this same button in exactly the same 
way will cause the same stops to move 
in an entirely different manner. There 
are some twenty or more pistons and

combination pedals, any one of which 
may he instantly adjusted to “ draw 
on," or “ throw off," or leave unaffect
ed any stop, or any number of stops, to 
which it applies. Move one of these a 
quarter of an inch, ami you set a certain 
combination, which is made effective 
by pressing a certain button. The
number of these combinations is al
most endless. Apparently there is 
nothing a skilful organist cannot do 
with the modern instrument.

THE FIRST ORGAN’S IN AMERICA.

It is a far cry in music from the first 
organ that was seen in this country, 
the one that Thomas Brattle imported 
from England in 111.'!, and presented 
to Queen's Chapel. Boston. Some
thing more than thirty years passed 
before we made an organ of our own. 
Edward Bramlield, Jr., constructed one 
in 1145, and live years later Thomas 
Johnston made one for Christ Church
in Boston. Johnston's second organ,
built in 1154, was regarded as a great 
improvement. It had one manual and 
six stops, hut it was a tiny affair com
pared with the great organs of today.

There were large organs in America 
before the Revolution. Trinity Church, 
in New York, had one that come from 
England. When it was burned, to
gether with the church, its successor 
was also imported. Of course there 
was not a very active demand for or
gans in those days, and after the Revo
lution such luxuries as music were not 
popular.

By the time the effects of the next 
war had worn off, Yankee builders were 
ready to enter the field against foreign 
makers. One built for St. George's



256 THE JUNIOR MUNSEY.

Church, in New York, wits installed in 
18^1, and it: was admittedly “ the lar
gest and most complete instrument in 
the State." From this time on Amer
ican makers turned out organs that 
have compared favorably with those 
made elsewhere, and we claim the repu
tation of possessing ;1 larger number of 
good organs and good organists than 
any other country in the world. It is 
always pleasant to know of things to 
boast about.

Having pretty thoroughly supplied 
the home market, of course American 
builders have sent their wares abroad, 
chiefly to South America, and even to 
Asia: but the export trade is princi
pally in reed organs, a very different 
instrument from the pipe organ. 
American players have also ventured 
outside this country and have won suc
cess. William C. Carl is nearly as well 
known in Paris as he is in New York; 
and Clarence Eddy tours Europe almost 
as often and as successfully as he 
travels through America.

SOME PINE MODERN INSTRUMENTS.

It will he a. shock to some earnest, 
patriotic souls to learn that the largest 
organ in the world is not in the United 
States. It is not in Europe, either, 
which may afford them some consola
tion. The biggest organ is in a coun
try still newer than ours—Australia. 
It was built in London for Centennial 
Ilall, in Sydney. New South Wales. The 
electric organ in the Chicago Audito
rium, installed eleven years ago, has an 
equal number of stops and combina
tions, and from its seemingly endless 
rows of pipes come a variety and a 
range of sound effects unequaled by any 
other instrument on the continent.

The organ in the Cincinnati Music- 
Hall is one of the largest in the1 coun
try, and, although it was built twenty 
\cars ago, it has no superiors in tonal 
quality. If otic wants the newest in 
organ construction, that: in the1 new 
Symphony Hall in Boston is in  illustra
tion. It is fifty feet wide, thirty six- 
feet high, twelve feet deep, and weighs 
thirty tons. It contains twenty five 
miles of wire, sixty five hundred pneu
matic bellows, and thirty four hundred 
and ninotv two pine-, ranging in length

from three quarters of an inch to thirty 
two feet. The biggest pipes weigh a 
thousand pounds each. When the hall 
was opened, a year ago, one of the mu
sical critics declared that for the first 
time Boston had heard a chorus and 
orchestra supported by a tborough]v 
i-tte organ. The instrument in the old 
hall had long ceased to he of value.

Another new and line organ is that 
in the Temple of Music at the Pan 
American Exposition in Buffalo. It 
has been thoroughly tested by many 
prominent players. It, too, has many 
new wrinkles. Each of the five de
partments has its own wind supply, in
dependent of the others; and the touch 
on all the four keyboards is uniform, 
whether one stop is in use or the full 
organ with all its coupling'.

Perhaps more famous organists have 
]fayed on the instrument in ( 'bicker
ing Hall. New York, than any other 
in this country. George Morgan played 
on it for years, and towards the close 
of his long and busy life he used it for 
annual lenten recitals, assisted by his 
daughter, Maud Morgan, the harpist. 
Alexandre Guilmant, of Paris, some
times called the greatest of all organ
ists, has tried it. and Frederic- Archer, 
the famous English organist, gave re
citals upon it in 1881. S. P. Warren. 
W illiam C. Carl. Miner Baldwin, Frank 
Taft, Dr. llanekett. John White. Clar
ence Eddy, and many other celebrated 
American players have all used the 
Chic-kering Hall organ, at one time or 
another, to exploit their individual 
ideas.

NEW YORK’S ORGANS AND ORGANISTS.
Whenever the subject of organ music 

i< mentioned, a New Yorker whose 
memory goes far hack thinks of the in
strument in the Orchard Street Uni- 
versalist Church, for it was long noted 
for its power and sweetness. It was 
unique in that it had three hanks of 
keys and no pedals. Now the place 
where the old church stood is in the 
heart of the Ghetto.

One of the finest organs in New 
York, although it is nearly twenty years 
old, is in the Church of St. Francis 
Xavier, in West Sixteenth Street. No 
expense was spared in fhe const ruction
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of t h e i n st rumen t, 
and at the time 
w h e n  it was 
built it was the 
largest in  th e  
metropolis. It is 
in charge of the 
youngest organist 
of an important 
church in t h e  
city. When Gas
ton Dethier came 
to New York 
from Paris, six 
years ago, he was 
recommended by 
G uilm ant, and 
that c a r r i e  d 
weight; but he 
w as only eigh
teen, and looked 
still younger, so 
there were many 
misgivings until 
he began to play. 
Now lie is a lead-

WILLIAM C. CARL, ORGANIST OF THE FIRST PRESBY
TERIAN CHURCH, NEW  YORK, AND ONE OF THE 

FOUNDERS OF THE AMERICAN GUILD OF 
ORGANISTS.

er among the or
ganists of t ii e 
Catholic church
es in America.

There is a mam
moth organ at St. 
Bartholomew's, 
which is known 
in New York as 
t h e  Vanderbilt 
church, although 
many other rich 
and famous fam
ilies are included 
among its parish
ioners. The in
strument is oper
ated throughout 
by e lec tric ity , 
which is applied 
to the entire key
board, pedal, and 
stop action. The 
mechanism is the 
pride of Organist 
Richard Henry

DR. GERRIT SMITH, ORGANIST OF TH E SOUTH R E 
FORMED CHURCH, NEW  YORK, AND PRESIDEN T 

OF THE AMERICAN GUILD OF ORGANISTS.

F ro m  a photograph by M arion , X e w  York .

6 J  M

CLARENCE EDDY, ONE OF THE FOUNDERS OF THE 
GUILD, AND THE MOST W IDELY KNOWN OF 

AMERICAN ORGANISTS.

F ro m  a photograph by M arceau , L os A  vgeles.
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W. C. MACFARLANE, ORGANIST OF ST. THOMAS’ 
CHURCH, NEW YORK.

D ra w n  fro m  a photograph by Y oung , N ew  York.

Warren, who supervised the instal
lation, covering a period of fifteen 
months of careful work. The or
gan, which is in 
three section 
fifty five hundred 
and fifty pipes and 
a hundred a n d  
fifty two stops. Its 
orchestral effects 
are remarkable.

The First Pres
byterian Church, 
at Fifth Avenue 
and T w e 1 f t h 
S t r e e t ,  has a 
m agnificen t in
strument presided 
over by W. C.Carl, 
and crowds are at
tracted by his free 
r e c i t a l s  in the 
spring a n d  au
tumn. The Fifth 
Avenue B a p  tis t 
Church also has 
a remarkably fine 
organ. John 1).
Rockefeller grew 
dissatisfied w i t h

wife i k )

GASTON M ARIE DETHIER, ORGANIST OP ST. FRANCIS 
XAVIER’S CHURCH, NEW  YORK.

D ra w n  f r o m  a photograph by H 'ertter, Ne?v York.

the old one a few years ago, and drew 
a check to pay for the best substitute 
that could be erected, so that it is in 

keeping with the 
elaborate musical 
services for which 
the church is fa
mous.

One would ex
pect that the most 
important Catho
lic church in New 
York would have a 
fine organ, but the 
instrument in St. 
Patrick’s Cathe
dral is very old 
and not worthy of 
the place it occu
pies. The Church 
of the Incarnation 
has a notable or
gan that was in
stalled four years 
ago, but only com
pleted last sum
mer; and there arc 
at least half a doz
en others in New 
York and Brook

R . HUNTINGTON WOODMAN, ORGANIST OF THE FIRST 
PRESBYTERIAN CHURCH, BROOKLYN, AND WARD

EN OF TH E AMERICAN GUILD OF ORGANISTS.

D ra w n  f r o m  a photograph by S c h w a rze r , N e iv  J 'ork.
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lyn churches noted for their brilliancy 
and tone.

OTHER AMERICAN ORGAN EXPERTS.
Boston has many accomplished or

ganists who preside over well known in
struments. Frank J. Donohue, for sev
eral years organist of the Boston Ora
torio Society, delighted the worshipers

is Clarence Eddy, who now devotes all 
his time to American and European 
tours. He held his first church position 
when he was only seventeen, and from 
that time he has steadily forged ahead 
until now he has a world wide reputa
tion. In Chicago he gave a hundred re
citals without a single repetition—a feat 
which deserved the attention it at-

THE ORGAN IN ST. IGNATIUS’ CHURCH, SAN FRANCISCO.

Published by courtesy o f  the I'o tcy O rgan Company.

of the Boston Cathedral with his taste
ful playing for more than a quarter of 
a century. J. H. Willcox, who attract
ed attention through his work in the 
Church of the Immaculate Conception, 
held an enviable reputation as a solo 
player. Benjamin Lang, for thirty 
years conductor of the Apollo Club, 
still occupies the organ bench in the 
old King’s Chapel. The organ at Holy 
Trinity has recently passed into new 
hands, those of Dr. H. J. Stewart, of 
San Francisco, Horatio Parker, pro
fessor of music at Yale, having obtained 
leave of absence for a year.

The most famous American organist

traeted. He played at the Vienna Ex
position in 1813, the Centennial in 
1816, the Paris Exposition of 1889, the 
Chicago World's Fair in 1893, the Na
tional Export Show in Philadelphia in 
1899, and the Pan American at Buffalo 
last summer.

During the past twenty five years 
fully a score of American women have 
attained high rank as organists. One 
of the earliest ones to gain fame was 
Mrs. Christopher, who was in charge 
of the music in the Broadway Taber
nacle, New York, a quarter of a cen
tury ago. Kate S. Chittenden has 
served nearly twenty five years in Cal-
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BENJAMIN J . LANG, FOR THIRTY YEARS CONDUCTOR 
OF THE APOLLO CLUB OF BOSTON, AND ORGAN

IST OF THE HANDEL AND HAYDN SOCIETY. 

F ron t a photograph by H a r d y , Boston.

vary Baptist Church, and she is recog
nized as one of the most thoroughly

CHARLES H. MORSE, PROFESSOR OF MUSIC AT DART
MOUTH, AND FORMERLY ORGANIST OF PLYMOUTH 

CHURCH, BROOKLYN.

F ro m  a photograph by C hickering , Boston.

equipped organists in the country. Kate 
Stella Burr, Fanny M. Spencer, and

CLEMENT K. GALE, ORGANIST OF ALL ANGELS’ 
CHURCH, NEW YORK, AND ONE OF THE FOUNDERS 

OF THE AMERICAN GUILD OF ORGANISTS.

F ro m  a photograph by M o ffa t , F.dittburgh.

DUDLEY BUCK, PAST PRESIDENT OF THE AMERICAN 
GUILD OF ORGANISTS, AND ONE OF THE BEST 

KNOWN MUSICIANS IN THE COUNTRY.

F ro m  a photograph by F a lk , H ew  York.
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Mrs. Saenger are also well known names 
in the organ fraternity. Mrs. Mary 
Chappell Fisher, of Rochester, who was

THE ORGAN IN THE NEW  SYMPHON 
HALL, BOSTON.

Published by courtesy o f  the H u tch ings  Or&
Company.

so successful in Paris two yea 
ago, was one of the few to receivi 
special commendation for thei: 
work at the Pan American thi 
summer.

THE AMERICAN GUILD 
OF ORGANISTS.

Half a dozen years 
ago there was found
ed a society that has 
already had a most 
beneficial effect upon 
the organists’ profes
sion in the United 
States, and has done 
much to improve the 
music in our church
es. And vet the work 
of this organization 
is just begun. It has 
become national in 
its scojie by taking in 
many small local so
cieties. It is not a 
wholly new idea, for 
more than a century 
ago the organists of 
Paris met one Sunday afternoon in the 
choir room of Notre Dame and made a 
solemn pact to purge their masses of the

echoes from the cafes chanlants, and to 
hold to the more dignified and decorous 
music of the early church. To awaken 

popidar interest in good mu
sic, it was arranged to hold 
recitals, concerts, and “ other 
public performances of mu
sic.” There exists in France 
today the Societe Internation
ale des Organistes et Maitres 
de C'hapelle, a lineal descend
ant of the original body. In 
England the College of Or
ganists and the Guild of

THE ORGAN IN THECHUP.CH 
OF THE INCARNATION, 

NEW  YORK.

Published by courtesy o f  the 
/ 'otey O rgan Company.

Organists were es
tablished to protect 
and f u r t h e r  the 
cause of church mu
sic and of organ play
ing.

The A m e r i c  a n 
Guild of Organists 
now has two hundred 
and fifty members, 
including the lead
ing players of the 
country. It is rec
ognized by the uni- 

tliat have chairs of music, 
of all denominations have 

associate members, and

THE ORGAN IN THE CARNEGIE MUSIC HALL, 
PITTSBURG.

P ublished  by courtesy o f  the i'o tey O rgan  Company.

vers i ties 
( 'lergymen 
been elected
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THE ORGAN IN THE FIRST CHURCH OF CHRIST 
( SCI ENTIST ) ,  BOSTON.

Published by courtesy o f  the Votey O rgan Company.

fact, they have joined hands in this 
good cause, and are working harmoni
ously and enthusiastically; and those 
familiar with the differences which 
have so often existed between the min
ister and the organist will realize how 
much that means. Perhaps the great
est improvement has been in the music 
itself. Flippant jingles that did duty a 
few years ago have given place to more 
dignified, more worshipful music. The 
former deadly “ arrangements ” of pop
ular melodies to the old hymns have 
been banished, and music written for 
the church and its service has been sub
stituted. Much that was thought im
perative a few years ago in the average 
choir is now no longer tolerated. Every
thing is making for higher, more en
nobling music in the sanctuary. There
fore it will be seen that the guild is 
beginning to accomplish the objects for 
which it was organized.

To show how earnest were its pro
jectors, and how high the goal which 
they set for themselves, it may be well 
to quote ftom the constitution the 
statement of the society's objects:

they have taken as deep an interest in 
the guild as the organists themselves. 
Bishop Potter, the Rev. Dr. Greer, 
Charles Cuthbert Hall, who is its chap
lain, and many others, have worked 
heart and soul for it. Xearly all creeds 
and denominations are represented— 
Catholics, Episcopali
ans. Baptists, Presby
terians, Jews, both or
thodox a n d liberal:
Universalists, Unitari
ans, and even the Mor
mons of Salt Lake City.
Organists and clergy
men from all these 
churches meet on com
mon ground when the 
object is to improve the 
music of their services.

To advance the cause of worthy church music ; to 
elevate the status of church organists ; to increase 
their appreciation of their responsibilities, duties, 
and opportunities as conductors of worship ; and to 
obtain acknowledgment of their position from the 
authorities of the church.

To raise the general efficiency of organists by a 
system of examinations and certificates, and by 
the fostering of solo organ playing.

WHAT THE GUILD HAS 
DONE.

The l e a g u e  has 
helped to bring organ 
loft and pulpit into 
c l o s e r  relation. In

TH E ORGAN' IN THE TBEMONT TEM PLE, BOSTON.

Published by courtesy o f  the H ook &r H a stin g s  O rgan C om pany.
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To provide opportunities for intercourse among 
organists ; for the discussion of questions of inter
est connected with their work, and for hearing 
model performances of sacred compositions.

To provide a central organization with a perma
nent home in the metropolis for the benefit of or
ganists throughout the country.

To do all such lawful things as are incidental to 
the advancement of these objects, or any of them.

The organization lias gained one of its 
desired ends, for its certificate is rec
ognized as an absolute guarantee of 
competency.

The guild lias adopted a robe to be 
worn by its members. It is of the usual 
bachelor of arts form, with different c-ol-

MARY CHAPPELL FISHER, ORGANIST OF ST. PET ER ’S, KATE S. CHITTENDEN, ORGANIST OF CALVARY BAP- 
ROCHESTER. TIST CHURCH, NEW  YORK.

TWO P R O M I N E N T  A ME R I C A N  WOME N O R G A N I S T S .
F rom  photographs by H o y t , Rochester, a n d  Rockivood, _YVw York .

Among the most effective stimulants 
for the betterment of organ playing 
have been the special public services 
field in New York and other cities. In 
order that these may furnish the best 
effects, the choirs of several churches 
are combined for the occasion. The 
majesty of the chorales, the brilliant 
passages of the anthems, and the dig
nity of the organ playing have aroused 
the ambition of visiting organists and 
created a» demand for better music in 
our American churches.

One of the safeguards of the guild 
is the severity of the examination pre
scribed by those who would attain the 
distinction of being “ Fellows.” It 
means something to gain that honor.

ored hoods, and is to he worn in church 
and at the public services. Organists 
have.-'adopted it in many churches 
where vestments wore unknown, and 
in some instances members of the choir 
have followed the example. In the 
South Reformed Church, New York, 
of which Dr. Gerrit Smith is organist 
and choir master, the ladies wear purple 
capes and copes. The men are not 
robed.

I)r. Smith, the founder of tlie guild, 
is still its president and most active 
member. He looks upon the success it 
has attained in the half dozen years of 
its existence as the crowning achieve
ment of his career, as indeed do his 
fellow organists.



T h e  Grandest  o f  Waterfalls.
B Y  H A R T L E Y  D A  l IS .

THE MOST SPECTACULAR AND TREMENDOUS OH Al.i. THE INCAR
NATIONS OF THE FORCE OF NATURE, AND THE (TREAT AND 
USEFUL WORK THAT A SMALL FRACTION OF ITS POWER HAS 
BEEN SET TO DO.

W i l F X  visi tors to the  Ban American  
Exposit ion at  Buffalo are told 

tha t  the  power which tu r ns  every wheel 
mi the "'rounds, which ta rn i shes  all the 
electric brill iancy and  makes the  City 
of Living Light ,  comes f rom the  g rea t  
cataract  twen ty  live miles away:  and 
when they go the re  and learn tha t  all 
this force comes f rom a single dynamo—  
that  is. one of the ten invert ed p ur r in g  
lops— they gain an impression of the 
real mean ing  of the  phrase  “ the h a r 
nessing of Niagara."

Thi s  realization ga t he r s  form and vol
ume,  like the  rol l ing snowball ,  when 
they unders t and  that  every st reet  car 
tha t  moves in Buffalo.  Tonawanda,  
Lockport .  Niagara,  and St.  Ca the r ine ' s  
on the  Canad ian ,-ide. and  between 
th e m :  every light i l l umining  the  s t reets  
of those places, and a ma jor i ty  of the 
buildings besides: ami.  more than  all. 
the great  m a nu fac tu r ing  plants  of Niag
ara Falls— when they realize that  all 
these are operated by the ten whir r ing  
( lines, then do they begin to grasp w hat 
the harnessing means to the wotid.

And such a li t t le part  of the swift 
runn ing  flood does this work!  Wi th a 
digni ty tha t  cannot  stoop to not ice pet ty  
things,  the  majestic r iver  passes on to 
the t roubled rapids,  and  plunges over 
the brink,  as it has done for thousands  
of years.  The  cataract  roars  its migh ty  
monody,  tha t  song in which the  Ind ians  
heard the voice of Cod.  T he  mist in 
which they believed l i e  lived rises to 
make the rainbow.  Dazed and  bewil
dered by the i r  f r igh t fu l  fall, t h e  Waters 
f lut ter  about  helplessly,  while a piffling, 
imper t inen t  l i t t le s teamboat ,  t a k in g  ad 
vantage of the i r  hes i t an t  condi t ion,  
splu t ter s  about ,  as if confident th a t  its 
s t r ength  was g r ea te r  than  theirs.

Then t he  green cur ren t  ga t he r s  itself 
and sweeps onward.  T h e  l i t t le par t  of 
the s t ream tha t  has done its work gush 
es f rom an open ing in the  cliff, bur s t ing  
from a tunne l  th r ough  which it has been 
speeding at the  r a t e  of tw en ty  miles an 
hour :  and it shoots almost to the  Cana
dian side, so grea t  is its mom en tum .  T h e  
reun i t ed Hood rushes onward to the hor 
rible to rm e n t  of the  whirlpool,  t he  p u r 
gato ry  of Niagara ,  where the  very soul 
of the  waters  is r ipped and  to rn  and 
shredded.

No. t h e  majes t i c  r iver  and  the  ca ta 
ract  take no account  of the  waters  that  
work ;  such a trifle is not  worth consid
erat ion  by the  giant  “ t h a t  falls down 
a f te r  a su rp ri s ing and  as toni shing m a n 
ner .  insomuch as the  universe does not 
afford its paral lel ,"  as good Fa the r  Hen
nepin described it  more than  two h u n 
dred years ago. T h e  priest  was to 
adven tu re  many miles westward,  the re  
to discover ano the r  waterfal l  t ha t  is also 
famous the  world over, chietlv because it 
was early set to work g r ind ing  wheat 
into flour for the  nat ions  of the  ear th.  
But the Falls of St.  A n th o n y  are a 
j inny, f r e t ful  th i n g  comjiared with Ni 
agara.  which waited so manv veal's for 
man to make it do his labor for him.

WILL THE FALLS LOSE THEIR GRANDEUR?

T h u s  far. not more than seventy 
thousand  horse power has been wrested 
from Niagara.  Cove rnm ent  officials 
have placed the ir  gages,  scrut inized 
th e  records with sharp,  hal f  shut  eyes, 
worked out  the problem with el aborate  
computa t ion .  and announced t h a t  N i 
agara possesses theoret ical ly about  seven 
mil l ion horse power.  O th e r  (experts 
have added a mil l ion more.  T h e  la t en t  
force of all the coal mined annual ly  in
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the world could not produce so much, 
i t  the total power of the falls could be 
applied, it would turn every wheel in 
every factory and every wheel on every

eight or ten per cent—a change so slight 
that even the experienced eye could 
not detect the difference. Therefore, let 
those who are troubled with the fear

PART OF THE CANADIAN FALL, AS SEEN FROM GOAT ISLAND— “ THE MIGHTY RIVER PLUNGES OVER 
THE BRINK, AS IT HAS DONE FOR THOUSANDS OF YEARS.”

F rom  a copyrighted  photograph by U nderh ill, Ne?v York.

railroad over the broad earth. When 
five hundred thousand horse power is 
taken from Niagara, and that is about 
the limit as fixed by existing charters, 
the flow of the river mav he lessened

that the noble cataract is in danger of 
being sacrificed to industry poultice 
their fears with plasters of statistics 
and scientific assurances.

When one looks upon Niagara, he feels
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NIAGARA RIVER BELOW THE FALLS, SHOWING THE RAPIDS AND THE TWO GREAT RAILWAY 
BRIDGES THAT SPAN THE GORGE.

F rom  a copyrighted  photograph by U n derh ill, N e w  York .

the sense of awful power; it is a thing as 
immeasurable as the sea, as indetermi
nate as a storm in the mountains. The 
cataract overwhelms. When scientists 
explain that two hundred and seventy 
thousand cubic feet of water rush over 
the falls every second, it means nothing 
to us. There are few people in this 
world who have any definite, concrete 
conception of units above twenty thou
sand, whether it he men, money, or 
what not; and seven million horse power 
means as much to us as a kilowatt does 
to a brahma lien with ruffled legs and 
three chickens. There are times when 
the two legged creatures, feathered and 
unfeathered, approach an equality. But 
when one learns that of the two hundred 
and seventy thousand cubic feet of water

that rush down the Niagara River every 
second, about four hundred and thirty—• 
less than one sixth of one per cent— 
furnishes all the power for the machin
ery and the lights of the Pan American, 
one begins to have a basis for compari
son. And when one descends into the 
wheel pit of the power house, a hundred 
and eighty feet deep, and sees the shield 
in which the water from the penstock-— 
a steel cylinder like a smoke stack, only 
it. carries water downward instead of 
smoke upward—keeps the twin turbines 
whirling, not only making wheel, shaft, 
and dynamo revolve, but supporting 
them as well; and when one grasps the 
fact that the twin water wheels, pro
ducing five thousand horse power, which 
is carried twenty five miles to run the
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exposition machinery and two 
hundred and fifty thousand 
electric lights, are only six 
feet in diameter—then one 
begins to gain a practical real
ization of the might ef Niag
ara. It is a demonstration 
that one can grasp. It be
comes appalling.

There are ten of these wa
ter wheels and dynamos now 
in operation, so it would be 
possible to supply power for 
ten expositions, and to illu
mine them with a supernal 
radiance. Another power 
house is building on the other 
side of the canal that supplies 
the present one, and it will 
have eleven dynamos. On the 
Canadian side a third power 
house and a second tunnel are 
under construction, so that 
within a very short time there 
will be in operation at Niag
ara Falls water wheels and 
dynamos that will develop 
more than a hundred and fifty 
thousand horse power. This 
can be increased to two hun
dred thousand by building a 
second power house on the 
Canadian side, the tunnel hav
ing been designed with that 
end in view. Outside of Ni
agara, the total developed 
horse power in the whole 
United States is about a mil
lion and a quarter. When the 
demand warrants it, there can 
be taken from the American 
side two hundred thousand 
and front the Canadian side 
three hundred thousand horse 
power.

We accept this enterprise 
familiarly as an old and estab
lished thing. It is true that 
for many years a canal run
ning through the neighbor
ing town has operated great 
mills on the banks of the 
gorge, but the wonder part 
has to do with the power 
house on the banks of the river 
above the cataract. It is just 
eleven years since the ground TH
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Mas broken for 1 in- tunnel, and-six years 
since the electrical power developed by 
the turbines was lirst used commercially. 
Jt is scarce believable tha t tell years ago 
there was active controversy as to the 
best way of transm itting the power. 
The foremost dentists in Europe and 
America were consulted, a lid. painful 
to relate, most < f them opposed elec
tricity. George W estingboiise. who fur
nished a large part of the machinery 
now tised in connection with the plant, 
then believed that compressed air would 
have to be employed. He was sure elec
tricity was not practical. The genius of 
Nicola Tesla and of others came to the 
rc.-ciic. Electric science bounded along 
with seven league boots. So prodigious 
have been its accomplishments that our 
ignorance at the beginning of the past 
decade is scarce credible today.

Now the electrical current from the 
ten dynamos is carried across the intake 
canal in a little covered bridge. The 
(aides, some two inches in diameter, are 
on racks on either side. They seem very 
few, and at first glance suggest steam 
pipes such as one sees in a factory. The 
gentle heat that radiates from them lur- 
1 her supports this impression. And these 
few cables, so still.sobarmless—in them
selves so many strands of dead copper 
wire bound around with tape and rubber 
— transmit fifty thousand horse power. 
It takes faith for the lay mind to believe 
that, for one's reason is not educated 
up to it.

The cables lead to a room where are 
many cylindrical objects, looking like 
beaters for bouses. These are the trans
formers, which change the character of 
the current as a performer on the stage 
changes his face with wigs and paint. 
I t is a big place, and still as death. Now 
and then a man wanders solemnly from 
one black, shiny thing to another, in
specting the registers.

THE WORK THAT NIAGARA DOES.

Manifold is the service dope by this 
wonder working force. 'The power that 
drives street cars and lights cities, that 
crushes wood into pulp, that takes alu
minium from clay, that produces the 
calcium carbide for acetylene gas, all 
comes from the same source. A nine
teenth century alchemist, seeking to

make artificial diamonds, stumbled upon 
an abrasive next to tile diamond in hard
ness ajul o infinitely more value to the 
world, which is manufactured success
fully because the electric current can 
give a heat of live thousand degrees—an 
intensity far beyond our ken; and that 
same current is so tamed that it bakes 
bread. Think of a heat greater than 
ever before secured and a home cooking, 
bread baking tem perature coining from 
the same source!

If I should enumerate the different 
uses to which the power of Niagara is 
put, the list would be like a catalogue. 
It lias developed many absolutely new 
industries. Take aluminum, for in
stance. I t used to be classed with the 
precious metals, so expensive was it;  
now it is almost as common as copper. 
This is in keeping; with the whole gen
eral scheme. Pretty much everything 
connected with it was without prece
dent. and hydraulic as well as electrical 
machinery had to be invented to meet 
the conditions.

I t cost many millions to install the 
power house by the Niagara River—fif
teen or twenty, perhaps; and what the 
total investment will be when the p ro 
jected scheme is completed is known 
only to the oilicors of the company. But 
results have warranted the outlay thus 
far. It is very, very cheap power for 
such concerns as require a deal of it, and 
which operate night and day— for Con
tinuous power only is sold. The pre
liminary estimates made by experts 
showed that water power could be fu r
nished at a cost to the consumer less 
than the expense of maintaining a steam 
plant if coal were delivered to him free. 
The cheapest steam power costs about 
thirty  dollars a horse power, and a fair 
average would he forty dollars. Niagara 
•power in electric form is delivered at 
twenty dollars, and it is at the con
sumer's disposal day and night every 
day in the year.

I have spoken of the qniet of the de
serted transforming room. In the power 
house the only noise is that of the hum
ming dynamos, hut three or four men 
are always seen about, carefully inspect
ing and oiling the machinery. So per
fect is its automatic action that tIn- 
plant would run for days, possibly for
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w eeks, if  ev e ry  h u m a n  b e in g  sh o u ld  
leave  i t .  T h is  p o w er h o u se  w h e re  fifty  
th o u s a n d  h o rse  p o w er is d ev e lo p ed  is 
o p e ra te d  by  e lev en  m en . A n  ocean  
l in e r ,  l ik e  th e  D e u ts c h la n d , w hose  e n 
g in e s  h av e  a n  in d ic a te d  h o rse  p o w er of 
t h i r t y  th r e e  th o u s a n d , r e q u ir e s  tw o  h u n 
d re d  a n d  t h i r t y  m e n  in  th e  e n g in e e r in g  
a n d  s to k in g  d e p a r tm e n ts  to  k eep  th e m  
g o in g  n ig h t  a n d  day . T h e  l in e r  b u rn s

te s te d , because  th e re  p ro m ise s  to  be a 
m a rk e t  w ith in  a r a d iu s  o f a h u n d r e d  
m ile s  o f N ia g a ra  fo r  a l l  th e  fo rc e  ta k e n  
f ro m  th e  c a ta ra p t .

P h r  a lo n g  t im e  p o w er h as b e e n  t r a n s 
m it te d  m o re  th a n  t h i r t y  m iles , tha t, 
b e in g  th e  d is ta n c e  o f th e  f a r th e s t  s ta t io n  
in  B u ffa lo , a n d  th e  loss is sa id  to  be 
“ less th a n  tw e n ty  p e r  c e n t ."  A s a  m a t
t e r  o f f a c t ,  i t  is n e a r e r  f if te e n  th a n

NIAGARA RIVER, LOOKING DOWN THE GORGE, SHOWING THE TWO RAILWAY BRIDGES, THE LOWER 
OP WHICH IS NOTABLE AS THE LARGEST STEEL ARCH IN THE WORLD.

From  a copyrighted photograph by U nderhill, New York.

m o re  th a n  six  h u n d re d  to n s  of coa l eve ry  
tw e n ty  fo u r  h o u rs . T h e  te n  tu rb in e s  
in  th e  N ia g a ra  s to n e  p o w er h o u se  use 
a b o u t th r e e  h u n d re d  a n d  se v en ty  m illio n  
g a llo n s  o f w a te r  a n  h o u r .  T h e  coal co s ts  
p ro b a b ly  a  d o lla r  a n d  a h a l f  a  t o n ;  th e  
w a te r  co s ts  n o th in g  a t  a ll.

W h ile  th e  p la n t  w as b u ild in g , th e re  
w as m u c h  d iscu ss io n  as to  th e  d is ta n c e  to  
w h ich  th e  p o w er co u ld  be  t r a n s m it te d .  
N in e  m ile s  w as g e n e ra lly  r e g a rd e d  as 
a b o u t th e  u tm o s t  p ra c t ic a b le  lim it .  
W h e n  T e s la  a n n o u n c e d  t h a t  h e  cou ld  
ta k e  a  h u n d r e d  th o u s a n d  h o rse  po w er 
on  a w ire  a n d  d e liv e r  i t  in  N ew  Y o rk  
a t  a p ro f it ,  i t  w as lo o k ed  u p o n  as  th e  
id le  p ro p h e c y  of a  v is io n a ry . B u t  T e s la  
w as p ro b a b ly  r ig h t ,  a l th o u g h  i t  is n o t 
lik e ly  th a t  h is  s ta te m e n t  w ill ev e r  be

tw e n ty . S o m e th in g  lik e  f if te e n  th o u 
san d  e le c tr ic  h o rse  po w er a t  e lev en  th o u 
sa n d  v o lts  is  t r a n s m i t t e d  to  B u ffa lo , 
L o e k p o r t ,  a n d  D epew . T h e  p o w er h o u se  
o n  th e  C a n a d ia n  s ide  is b u i ld in g  p r in 
c ip a lly  to  p ro v id e  e le c tr ic  p o w er fo r  
T o ro n to , n in e ty  m ile s  aw ay  b y  la n d .

THE MIGHTY POWER OP NIAGARA.

N o m a t te r  f ro m  w h a t v ie w p o in t one 
looks u p o n  N ia g a ra ,  i t  seem s to  g row  in  
m a g n itu d e . B e h in d  i t  a re  six  th o u s a n d  
cu b ic  m ile s  o f w a te r ,  p o u r in g  d ow n  fro m  
th e  f o u r  u n s a l te d  seas w hose  re se rv o ir  
a re a  exceeds n in e t j r th o u s a n d  sq u a re  
m iles .

I n  su m m e r  a n d  in  w in te r ,  b y  d ay  a n d  
b y  n ig h t ,  in  s to rm  a n d  in  ca lm , in  flood 
a n d  in d ro u g h t ,  th e  g re e n  w a te rs  f ro m



THE GRANDEST OF W ATERFALLS. 271

th e  fo u r  g r e a t  la k e s  
sw eep th r o u g h  th e  
N ia g a ra  R iv e r . A ll 
th e i r  overflow  m u s t  
pass b e t  vv e e n  its  
b an k s sca rce  a m ile  
a p a r t .  “ N o t h i n g  
is c o n s t a n t  b u t 
change,"’ sa id  th e  
G e rm a n  B o rn e , a n d  
th is  ev e r  c h a n g in g , 
o n w ard  flow is  as 
c o n s ta n t as th e  tid e s  
o f th e  ocean . T h e  
sun  d raw s th e  v ap o r 
f ro m  th e  sea  a n d  
s tr e a m  m ile s  h ig h e r  
th a n  a n y  c a ta ra c t ,  
a n d  in  each  d ro p  th a t  
fa lls  as  r a in  to  n o u r 
ish  th e  e a r th  is s to re d  
an  en e rg y  th a t  m ak es  
th e  g r a n d e s t  accom 
p lis h m e n ts  o f m a n  
p o o r, fe e b le  im i ta 
tions.

T h e  coal m in e s  of 
th e  w o rld  becom e 
l i t t l e  th in g s  com 
p a re d  w ith  t h e s e  
d r  o p  s o f w a t  e r. 
S tr ik e s  an d  tire s  do 
n o t a ffec t th e m  ; m e n  
w ith  th e  p o w er of 
m illio n s  m ay  n o t say  
how  m u c h  o r  how  
l i t t l e  sh a ll be  su p 
p lied , n o r  m ay  th e y  
fix a p r ic e  u p o n  th e m . 
W h e re v e r  th e  ra ise d  
u p  w a te rs  r u s h  to 
w ard s  th e  sea, m a n  
m ay  m a k e  u se  of 
th e i r  fo rc e  fo r  h is  
n eed s . T h e  w a te r  
w heel is th e  o ldest 
en g in e . N o n e  h as 
d ev e lo p ed  m o re  slow 
ly. a n d , u n t i l  w ith in  
a v ery  few  .years, th e  
r e a l p o ss ib ilitie s  of 
i ts  p o w er w ere  b u t 
l i t t l e  u n d e r s to o d ; 
now , ho w ev er, N  i- 
a g a ra  h as  show n a 
w ay  th a t  w ill be  fo l
low ed ev e ry w h e re .
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N  I C O L A  T E S L A .
/>’ } '  E L IO T  LORD.

A CHARACTER SKETCH OF A STRANGE GENIUS WHO FIX ES IN A 
STRANGE WORLD—HIS CAREFUL SCIENTIFIC TRAINING, SOME OF 
THE WONDERS HE HAS WROUGHT. AND HIS DREAMS OF THE 
FUTURE.

NICOLA TESLA and his associate's 
arc now building great signal and 

receiving stations on the Atlantic coast, 
in this country and Europe, with the 
declared purpose of sending commercial 
wireless messages across tile ocean be
fore the end of the present year. This 
is only the preface, in Tesla's view, to 
the despatch of like messages to any 
point on the face of t he g l o b e ,  and the 
possible opening of eommunical ion with 
the nearer planets, like Venus or Mars.

Many ordinary persons and some staid 
men of science are disposed to class 
Tesla with l ’haethon. who tried to drive 
the chariot of the -tin. or with Jearus. 
who was so proud of his wings that he 
flew tip into the sky 
until the wax melt
ed. and he dropped 
like a spent rocket 
into the sea. If the 
S e r v i a n genius 
should fall short, 
at the outset.in t he 
execution of his de
sign of s e n d i n g 
e 1 e e t r i e signals 
across the Atlantic 
without the use of 
cables or transm it
ting wires, there 
will he a shaking 
of sage heads and 
test il'ying " We told 
you sc." T h e n 
many will venture 
to say that ihe 
vaulting Tesla is 
intoxicated w i t h
the exuberance of 
his own conceits, or 
that he is aetuallv

disturbed in brain by the electric atmos
phere in which he lias enveloped him
self. or by the stupendous holts which 
he has so boldly shot through his body 

Tesla knows this very well, hut tin 
thought of what people may say of bin 
or his ventures has never been jarring 
to his nerves, l ie  is not without sensi
tiveness. On the contrary, he is deeply 
touched by cordial appreciation ; hut hi 
holds that w hat most people call impos
sibilities are largelv bugbears horn <> 
ignorance. XX hen lie is once couvincei 
of the feasibility of w hat he has in hand 
no battery of doubts would make 
desist from earn  ing it intoelfeet. T
does not mean

NICOI.A TESLA, THE YOUNG SERVIAN WHOSE IN
VENTIONS AND EXPERIMENTS IN ELECTRICITY 

HAVE MADE HIM FAMOUS.

nit he is obstinate 
against reason. Hut 
he is so persistent 
and r ton  u ree f u I 
that he has often 
overcome seeming
ly insuperable ob
stacles. fit h i s 
p re s e n t  underta
king. he has already 
a practical demon
stration of success 
in sending a wire
less message over a 
stretch of six hun
dred miles. After 
this determination 
of the correctness 
of the principles ill 
the const ruction of 
his signaling sys
tem. the extension 
of distance is with 
him a m atter of de
ta i l— the perfect
ing of the corres
pondence and sen
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sitiveness of recording instruments. 
Personally, he lias absolutely no fear of 
failure.

Whatever the issue of his present ven
ture may he, he is entitled to a suspen
sion of judgment until success or failure 
is proven. No living man has shown 
any deeper insight into the unfathomed 
nature and adaptabilities of electricity. 
No man of his years, probably, has de
voted so many hours to the study of 
electricity as a science in all its varied 
applications, and few can rival his quick
ness of apprehension. If he is cocksure 
of any conclusion in this Held, h'e has 
certainly an array of reason and evi
dence in support of his judgment. 
Moreover, lie is not given to vain pre
tense. No investigator is more modest 
in his bearing, and no one has been more 
frank and honest in acknowledging his 
indebtedness to comrades in the same 
field or in defining the limits of his at
tainments. He has never knowingly 
sought credit for what he has not done.

Undoubtedly he has sulfered in repu
tation from his own offhand speaking 
and writing. He has not always 
troubled himself to define precisely what 
he means in his ready flow of words. 
Time with him is an infinite stretch, 
and his anticipation of what men may 
do is not a prediction of what they will 
do tomorrow, or next year, or even in 
the next century. In writing of the 
probable development of the use of alu
minum, for example, he used the word 
“ soon ” in a sense so differing from the 
ordinary th a t his statem ent was ridi
culed by a leading technical journal. 
Tesla didn't care enough about the mat
ter to explain his real meaning in any 
answer. He never denies anything, no 
m atter how absurd, that is written about 
him. Some irresponsible writers have 
taken advantage of this, and placed in 
his mouth outrageously absurd state
ments which he never uttered ; and the 
alleged interviews that appear eonstant- 
I v in newspapers have done more harm 
to his standing before the lay world 
than anything else. They have led many 
people to look upon T ask  as a poxcur— 
a seeker after notoriety. Nothing could 
be farther from the tru th . He does not 
know of one tenth that is written about 
him outside of the technical journals.

He has little apparent sensitiveness 
to attack or ridicule—largely, perhaps, 
because of his strong vein of humor, as 
well as the observant sense which led 
Hr. Johnson to remark that “ no man 
was ever written down except by him
self."’ His temper is naturally buoyant, 
and. though he can assume marked re
serve and dignity when be chooses, he i> 
always quite simple and unaffected in 
manner.

For a Letter understanding of what 
he is now proposing to do and what 
other aims he has, it is essential to recall 
who he is and how he has worked.

t e s l a ’s  in h e r it a n c e  o f  g e n iu s .

Nicola Tesla was horn in Smiljau. a 
• town of Lika, a district of southern Aus
tria, near Finnic. He likes to mark the 
provincial distinction. “ 1 am a Lilian 
by birth,” he says. “ A Servian I Yes. 
roundly speaking, as Montenegrins are 
Servians. Our type is marked like those 
mountaineers, tall, lean, sinewy, strong 
— tile transmission of the old Slavic 
physique."

Of this type lie might stand as a 
model. His i'ac-e is oval. Ids forehead 
high and full, and his features generally 
shapely, though his prominent cheek 
hones and hollow cheeks are racial. 11 is 
eyes are dark hazel, not large, but. bril
liant, and somewhat deeply set. He 
speaks with animation when he is in
terested, and his face is then very ex
pressive; hut when he is bored all 
expression vanishes, and while his eyes 
are open, their sense seems to be shut. 
The flashing change from immobility to 
life is peculiar.

For generations the Teslas have been 
men of mark in their province. Nicola's 
grandfather fought under Napoleon. 
His son. Milutin, father of Nicola, was 
a popular poet before entering the 
church, in which he rose to the fore
most distinction. His varied learning 
and his proficiency as a linguist were a 
marvel even to the Likans. who think 
little of speaking and writing three or 
four languages. As a (Irock scholar, he 
was second only to Abraham Santa 
Clara.the most famous preacher of Hun
gary. His memory was extraordinary. 
“ My father,” says Tesla. ® knew all our 
national poetry by heart.”

7 JM
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Nicola may trace to his father's im
press his own poetic expression and 
facile mastery of languages, but it is his 
mother whom lie more nearly resembles. 
Her maiden name was Georgina Mandic. 
Her family is of the-oldest in Hungary, 
and was long of mark in the church, in 
which her brother was a bishop. Her 
father also was a priest, of high standing 
and of remarkably advanced ideas—a 
seieutilie student and inventor, strongly 
bent on improving the habits of life of 
his poorer parishioners. He taught 
them the value of sanitation, and risked 
his life fearlessly in lighting tho spread 
of disease.

His daughter was no less ardent in 
sympathy and service. She was only 
seventeen when the black plague rav
aged the country, but she was already an 
expert and fearless nurse. When a 
neighbor's family was prostrated by the 
epidemic, and all the servants lied, she 
went into the home alone, soothed the 
last hours of the dying, and when father, 
mother, and children died, she prepared 
them for burial. lake her father, she 
was fond of scientific inquiry, and nat
urally inventive. Her talent had a prac
tical bent, and she designed a weaving 
machine for use in her own house. Her 
eye was so keen and her hands so deft 
that almost any kind of mechanical work 
was easy for her. She did in sport feats 
that would baflie most jugglers. When 
she was sixty tive years old, her son says, 
she would pluck out an eyelash and tie 
three knots in it. No woman, he thinks, 
was ever more surely a helpmate to a 
husband, and no mother was more de
voted to her children.

THE BOYHOOD OF XICOLA TESLA.

Nicola was the second son, one of 
eight children, of whom six were girls. 
His elder brother was a lad of extraordi
nary promise. When he had finished 
his course in the lyceirm. the rector and 
the full stall of professors accompanied 
him home, as a mark of the highest 
honor in their power to show. But a 
brilliant career was cut short, when he 
was barely eighteen, by a fall from his 
horse. Nicola was only a boy of four at 
the time, but he remembers the scene 
with the utmost, vividness— the dash of 
the frightened horse and its return, and

his m other running over the held and 
hearing home his brother,m ortally hurt.

In  the years that followed, the father 
and mother saw the younger son fulfill
ing the promise of the older, but every
thing of note the child did brought tears 
to their eves in recalling his dead 
brother.

From babyhood N icola Tesla has been 
abnormally sensitive to impressions. 
His earliest recollection is of some one 
shaking keys before his eyes, while, at 
the same time, a bell was ringing. To 
this day whenever there is a ra ttle  of 
keys near him, he hears the sound of a 
hell. Up to his twentieth year the sight 
of anything round and polished was 
nauseating, and he is still unpleasantly 
affected by the sight of smooth, round 
objects. If he takes a goblet of water, 
he prefers cut glass to molded or blown 
glass.

He was iu rther troubled by a strange 
affection of the eye. causing the rising 
of images so persistent that they marred 
the vision of real objects, and disturbed 
liis mind. Whenever an object was 
named to hint, its image would appeal’, 
at once, so vividly before his eyes that 
he often believed it real. This illusion 
caused him such discomfort, tha t he 
tried his best to break it, hut did not 
succeed until he was twelve years old. 
T hen, for a time, he was able to banish 
the images, hut they have since re
turned, though less persistently. His 
later observations have convinced him 
that these images are really the recalling 
of former visual impressions, conscious
ly or unconsciously received.

He learned to count almost as soon as 
he could walk, and has been strangely 
impelled to keep count of his steps; s o  

the stretches covered in his rambles 
come up in his mind as chains of Steps. 
Ilis measure of the Brooklyn Bridge is 
twenty seven hundred steps. He will 
count, too, any other repeated motion 
that he makes. He oven numbers his 
bites in eating, and whatever lie counts 
he is impelled to divide by three, or the 
square or cube of three, if possible. 
Whatever meets his eye, a house, a ship, 
a cloud, a mountain, impels him to a 
mental calculation of its cubic contents.

He constructs in his mind whatever 
lie designs, even to the minutest detail,
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but his hit nil is not ready in committing 
his designs to paper. He lias an ideal, 
and is impatient of any deviation from 
it, even if it is merely the slope of a 
letter. So he may begin to write and 
tear up fifty sheets of note paper, if the 
slop# of a line is vexing.'

Ooing to school when he was five, he 
was quick to learn in any study a ttrac t
ive to him. In  the schools of Austria 
Hungary, the first place is given to 
mathematics, supplemented in the more 
advanced school* by physics. Languages, 
history, bookkeeping, and drawing are 
the other leading features of the school 
course. Mathematics was of absorbing 
interest to Nic-ola, and he applied him
self with energy to all other branches 
of study except drawing, which lie dis
liked. When he was graduated from the 
lyceum at Oarlstadt, the head master 
told him that he would have broken 
the record it he had been a good drafts
man.

AT THE GRATZ POLYTECHNIC SCHOOL.

dust as lie was leaving school there 
was an epidemic of cholera, and he was 
taken sick as he went up the steps to 
his home. Dropsy developed from this 
attack. The attending physician would 
give his parents no hope, but, in the 
intervals of his fainting from weakness, 
the hoy told his father that he would 
get well if he could have the hope of 
going to the Polytechnic School at (iratz 
instead of preparing to enter the service 
of the church—the career designed for 
him. When this promise was made, he 
began to recover, to the surprise of 
every one except himself, and. before 
long, he was able io enter the school of 
his choice, one of the oldest technical 
schools in Europe.

Here,in lines of study appealing to his 
taste, there was no cheek to his applica
tion. He rose at three o'clock in the 
morning to begin fti* work, and did not 
go to bed till nearly midnight. In one 
year he ran through the courses of five 
years. No student before him had ever 
gone so fast. H is professors admired 
his spirit, but tried to hold it in cheek. 
When the certificates of his progress 
were sent to his father, accompanying 
letters announced that the lad was kill
ing himself by overwork, So his father

never expressed any satisfaction with his 
soil's progress, but wrote to him dis- 
couragingly, and insisted on his remain
ing in school for the full live years of 
the course. The first year's work left so 
little to he mastered in the regular 
course of study th a t for the next three 
years Tesla was delving in the libraries 
and undertaking special lines of re
search.

THE BEGINNING OF TESLA’S CAREER.

The study of electricity attracted him 
greatly, and he availed himself eagerly 
of the instruction of Professor Poeseld 
and other leading physicists. Prom 
(Iratz he went to Prague to continue his 
studies for two years longer. “ I  was 
eighteen years at. school," he says. The 
patient perseverance shown in laving 
such a foundation for his practical un
dertakings is characteristic. So, too, 
was his first occupation alter leaving 
school.

The first opening offered him was that 
of a draftsman in the government rail
way service at Puulapest. “ This seemed 
to me." he says, '• the irony of fate, a 
chance to put my worse foot forward: 
but I wanted work whether I liked it or 
not." After showing his proficiency in 
varied telegraphic work, his first signal 
opportunity came in the call to install 
one of the largest telephone stations 
in Europe at Budapest. Then the range 
of his proficiency was fu rther shown in 
his engagement to put an electric light
ing plant and stations in Strasburg, one 
of the most elaborate in the world at 
that time, Shortly after this successful 
installation he went to Paris, and made 
such im portant improvements in dyna
mos for the Edison Company tha t he 
was engaged to continue his work in this 
country, and crossed the Atlantic in 
1 8 8 1 .

Outside of his accomplishments in the 
advance of electric lighting, he was par
ticularly devoted to the in vest igation of 
the problem of the transmission of pow
er by electric agencies. This had been 
pressing on his mind from the day when 
the working of the Oramme machine 
was first demonstrated to him by Pro
fessor Poesehl at Oratz. When he saw 
the production of a magnetic pole hr 
the revolving of a cumbrous, wire wound
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wheel or ring, the thought came to him . 
“ Why should it not be possible to pro
duce a magnetic whirl instead of an 
inert, static thing!' " Would it not be 
far better, in other words, it one could 
make the magnetic force go round in
stead of the ponderous ring!' Surely, 
but how? It is much simpler to con 
r e i v e  a grand transformation than to 
effect one. Hut Tesla was not deterred 
by the perplexities of the task. Year 
by year he advanced nearer to its a tta in 
ment, and in 188.'i lie constructed the 
first working model of his perfected de
sign, technically known as the Tesla 
rotating held.

One of the most amusing sights in his 
laboratory today is the demonstration 
of this conversion. Older children tha’u 
Trnlthj would lie puzzled to find out what 
makes the things go round when Tesla 
sets spindles and tops and balls revolv
ing ami eiiviing about within the in- 
\isible ring of his rotating magnetism. 
" See my parody of the earth and the 
planets.'' says Tesla, dropping globes of 
various sizes into the ring. “ Now you 
may see the spinning reversed; ” and he 
sets spindles outside the ring that begin 
to revolve ill the Opposite direction. 
" Columbus, von know, made an egg 
stand on end by breaking the shell. Now. 
1 can make eggs stand on end without: 
breaking shells, as you see this one spin
ning off on its point."’ So lie juggles in 
boyish spirit with his discovery, but it 
is none the less one of flu' prime factors 
in the present successful cop version and 
transmission of energy. .More than any 
other invention, it rendered praetieabic 
the harnessing of the falls of Niagara, 
and tile utilization of their power in 
electric service many miles away.

THE PURPOSES OP TESLA’S WORK.

Ill the perfecting of this device and 
other adaptations for the electric trans
mission of power, Tesla was largely en
grossed until 188T. when his patents 
were purchased by the Westinglumse 
Company. IIis contribution to the per
fecting of electric converters and trans
mitters was soon universally recognized 
to be of the foremost importance. I t 
bis bent bad been towards money ma
king, he might have piled up a fortune: 
bid. while he was not indifferent to the

winning of money, lie had higher ambi
tions, and money is never likely to be 
more to hint: titan the means that must 
he used to reach the ends that he aims 
at.

" I  have no time to make money." 
said Agassiz with noble sincerity. It 
cannot be justly doubted tha t Tesla, 
without any pretense of unselfishness, 
has been possessed by a like spirit. To 
work is with hint an impulse of con
science. In ids view, the betterment of 
the conditions of living, and the advance 
of humanity, depend on the increase of 
hitman energy. " Persistent effort, use
ful and accumulative, with periods of 
rest and recuperation aiming at higher 
efficiency." is the way he sums up his 
rule of living, but the periods of rest are 
very short and very few.

Broadly .-[leaking, there are three 
main requisites, in his mind, for the in
crease of energy—food, peace, work. It 
has been his constant study to promote 
these essentials. From his point of view, 
the slaughter of animals is commonly 
wanton ami cruel, f<>r the use of meat is 
economically wasteful. if its nutrim ent 
is compared with some plant foods. He 
thinks that oatmeal is superior to meat, 
weight for weight, in ilesh, hone, and 
brain building, while it has the obvious 
advantage in cheapness. So he is an 
ardent advocate of vegetarianism, ami 
goes so far as to attribute animal in
stincts and appetites* which are drag 
weights upon mental and moral prog
ress, to the consumption of animal fond. 
Thus 011(1 of his prescriptions for human 
progress is a radical reform in the char
acter of food.,

THE CHEAP PRODUCTION OP NITROGEN.

He thinks that with this economic 
and helpful change there would be a 
material advance: but the advance may 
be immense!v extended by increasing 
the productivity of the soil. While rec
ognizing the high importance of irriga
tion, the preservation of forests, and 
other aids to this end. the prime requi
site. in his judgment, is artificial fertil
ization. especially by the cheap produc
tion of the compounds of nitrogen. He 
looks to the atmosphere as the chief 
available source of nitrogen in practi
cally inexhaustible amounts. ISrfw to
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extract and fix the nitrogen is a prob
lem, therefore, which he has long la
bored to solve.

There is great difficulty in it, for this 
element is so extraordinarily inert that 
it will not combine even with oxygen 
tinder normal conditions. But Tesla has 
demonstrated that electricity is so stim
ulating to dormant affinities that nitro
gen electrically excited will burn. In 
tb'ttl he showed the feasibility of the 
oxidation of nitrogen in a small wav by 
the production of a novel form of elec
tric llante, named " St. Elmo's hot fire.” 
The electric discharge of flame produced 
was only three or four inehes in length, 
and the combustion was comparatively 
trivial and wasteful. It was necessary 
to extend it greatly to make the utilisa
tion of nitrogen of any practical serv
ice.

This extension Tesla has succeeded in 
effecting, greatly stimulating the ehemi- 
eal activity of the electric brush dis
charge by using electric currents of ex
tremely high fm pieney or rate of vibra
tion. Without following the technical 
steps of his advance, it is sufficient to 
note that he has succeeded in developing 
tiie insignificant brush discharge, a few 
inches long, into " a marvelous electrical 
phenomenon—a roaring blaze, devour
ing the nitrogen of the atmosphere and 
spanning1 a distance of seventy feet.'”

He has now made it practicable, as he 
says, to oxidize the atmospheric nitro
gen in practically unlimited quantities 
by the use of cheap mechanical power 
and simple electrical apparatus. In  this 
way many compounds of nitrogen may 
be manufactured all over the world, and 
by means of these compounds the soil 
may he fertilized and its productiveness 
indefinitely increased, assuring an abun
dance of cheap and helpful food. If 
future developments sustain his claim, 
this service alone should bring to him 
imperishable honor.

OTHER IRONS IN TESLA’S FIRE.

His undertaking for the promotion of 
peace may lie no less notable. I t was 
bis idea to produce an arm for attack, 
adaptable to submarine and aerial war
fare. so formidable that its development 
will ultimately make war a mere contest 
of machines—a condition that must he

reached, to his mind, before permanent 
peace can be secured. He has been con
structing automatic machines in the 
form of a torpedo to he completely con
trolled by the impress of electric vibra
tions. The possible variations and 
stretch of this design, in Tesla's view, 
are so far reaching that all fighting on 
sea and land may be carried on by those 
electrified automata. To the ordinary 
reader all this seems more incredible 
than any conceit of the romancers, but 
who dares say that it may not again be 
demonstrated tha t tru th  is stranger 
than fiction ?

In the extension of wireless teleg
raphy there is to be a demonstration of 
the novel force which Tesla has been 
adapting to the product ion of nitrogen 
compounds and automatic engines of 
war. Twelve years ago he began the ex
periments which have led to bis present 
undertaking, by studying the possibili
ties offered by extremely rapid electrical 
oscillation, and undertaking the con
struction of special machines for tins 
investigation. One of bis first observa
tions was the effect of rapid electric os
cillations on the human body. In his 
own person he demonstrated repeatedly 
that powerful electrical discharges of 
several hundred thousand volts, which 
were then considered absolutely deadly, 
could he passed through a man's body 
without any injury. He has produced 
oscillations of such intensity that while 
circulating through his arms and chest 
they have melted wires that joined his 
hands. Now he says that lie would not 
hesitate to transm it through his body 
with such very rapidly vibrating electric 
currents the entire electrical energy of 
the dynamos now working at Niagara. 
The results of this application arc now 
utilized in medical service, and promise 
to lie of much importance.

The production of light by means of 
these electric oscillations was another 
signal advance which promises to lead 
to an ideal system of electric illumina
tion by vacuum tubes, dispensing with 
the renewal of lamps or incandescent 
filaments. Already, as Tesla says, he 
has succeeded in lighting in this manner 
from four to Jive hundred lamps at once, 
and c-ould light as many more. The effi
ciency of the light increases in proper-
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tion to the rate of the oscillations, and 
its commercial success is therefore de
pendent on the economical production 
of high electrical vibrations. This pro
duction Tesla is conlident of effecting.

A NEW FORM OF WIRELESS TELEGRAPHY.

In  line with these advances was the 
adaptation of electric oscillation to wire
less telegraphy, in  its basic principle 
the system devised by Tesla is very sim
ple. Imagine two tuning forks set up 
on opposite sides of a large room. To 
the lower prong of each of these forks 
a piston is attached, lining in a cylinder, 
lipth cylinders communicate with a res
ervoir with clastic walls—closed at the 
top and filled with a light and incom
pressible thud. If a prong of one of 
these tuning forks is struck repeatedly, 
the small connected piston will he vi
brated and the vibrations transm itted 
through the lluid in the reservoir to the 
opposite fork, which is “ tuned ’ pre- 
cisclv alike. This \ibratioii can readily 
he utilized to-make ail electric record 
of a message.

Now suppose, in place of common 
tuning forks with piston attachments, 
that vertical wires arc substituted. Let 
the earth take the place of the closed 
"reservoir with elastic walls, and let elec
tricity he the light and incompressible 
fluid. Then, instead of striking the 
forks, if electrical oscillations arc pro
duced in one vertical wire, used as a 
transm itter, they will spread through 
the ground and reach flic distant verti

cal receiving wire, setting a sensitive 
device in action to record messages. By 
a simple provision, each of the two wires 
can lie used iii turn  to send and receive 
the messages. By employing relay sta
tions with " tu n e d "  circuits, it will be 
practicable, as Tesla holds, to transm it 
signals to any point of the globe.

For practical service it was necessary 
to design and complete an efficient ap
paratus for the production of very pow
erful electrical oscillations. This was 
effected hv a novel combination ol' an 
electric condenser with a transformer 
or induction coil. I ’lie electrical oscil
lator thus made is of tremendous power 
and still greater possibilities. By its 
means an electric discharge or flash 
more than one hundred foot long has 
been made, and Tesla antieipates the 
production of flashes one hundred times 
as great. With its aid he has produced 
electrical movement at the rate of one 
hundred thousand horse power, and he 
says that rates of ten million horse 
power are easily praetieable. By this 
agency not only can telegraphic mes
sages he transm itted across the ocean 
without cables, as he claims and pro
poses to demonstrate, but the transmis
sion of thousands of horse power of elec
tric energy may he made through the 
atmosphere over hundreds and even 
1 bousands of miles.

I t  is certain that the world will watch 
intently the first public trials of this 
marvelous system for developing wire- 
1 css telegraphy.

WHEN TWILIGHT COHEd.
Whkk twilight comes across the snows, 
And dreamily the fa r heaven glows 

With memories of the blushing west 
Upon its star scrolled palimpsest.

The breath of winter softer grows.

Across the stark and withered close 
A phantom whisper comes and goes—

The soul of spring in mournful quest— 
When twilight comes.

A dreamy stillness lulls the woes 
That earth in dreary winter knows ;

As to the lone and weary breast 
The deepening shadows breathe of rest, 

And hush the soul in death’s repose 
When twilight comes.

Clifford Howard.
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B Y  IV. B E R T  F O S T E R .

SYNOPSIS OF CHAPTERS PREVIOUSLY PUBLISHED.
Owing to the sudden death of King Henry of Lichtenburg, his kinsman, Curt von Wolfiingen, is sum

moned home from the United States, where he has been sojourning with his secretary, Justin Ehrhardt, 
to ascend the throne. He goes reluctantly and only from a sense of duty, for he well knows that his 
new dignities must separate him forever from Ruth Winston, a young American girl with whom he has 
fallen in love. Ruth has no suspicion of her lover’s rank, for he has been traveling incognito, and when 
he takes sudden and formal leave of her she is sad a t heart. At this juncture her father appears and 
announces that he has discovered an oil well on their farm and that their days of poverty are over.

V.

OAYEHLOQKXNG an inner court with 
a severe bed of ornamental plants 

in its center, the high studded, grim ap
pearing room—half library, half cabinet 
—was not the most attractive apartment 
in the Bourassa Palace. Once it had 
been an annex to the great portrait gal
lery which occupied most of this wing of 
the rambling structure; but the canvases 
in their heavy frames had been removed, 
and the walls were now unadorned ex
cept by the marks of the pictures' former 
presence.

There were several beautifully fur
nished suites of apartments in the pal
ace; but the furniture was all under form
less linen draperies, and the contents of 
the cabinets, and other fragile ornaments, 
were packed away in the great vaults be
neath the older portion of the structure.

The time of mourning for Henry I I  
was not yet passed, and despite the 
chafing- of certain of the gayer set about 
the court, the king gave no thought to 
the lighter duties of his office. The pil
lared hall where he was crowned had 
been the scene of no second brilliant as
sembly. If  one would have audience 
with the reigning monarch of Lichten
burg he needs must find him in this al
most. bare and certainly grim apartment, 
which savored more of a workshop than 
the council chamber of a prince.

The deep, leather seated armchair was 
well worn, not to say shabby. The wri
ting table, strewn with books and parch
ments, was certainly the desk of a busy 
man—a man who had no time for the 
frivolities of life, and whose mind was 
altogether given up to the cares of state. 
In the very plainness of the furnishings 
of room and desk seemed stamped the

character of the man who dominated 
them.

And that the king dominated and pro
posed to dominate in every department, 
from the greatest to the least, few of the 
more thoughtful of the court doubted. 
Some looked back with regret at the easy 
going Henry’s policy; but the more ad
vanced and progressive men, and those 
who really had the welfare of the state at 
heart, rejoiced that a man had come to 
the throne.

The sad end of Ilenry II had thrown 
the whole country into chaos. The war
ring political factions—the student ele
ment, the military party, and the per
sonal followers of “ Henry the Peaceful " 
—scarce knew where they stood until the 
new king should have taken up the 
scepter and formulated his policy.

That time of waiting while ocean 
steamship and flying railway train  were 
bearing- the new king to Bourassa gave 
all three factions opportunity' to reflect.

Affairs were governed by a council, of 
which Baron von Werderitz was the 
dominant member. The baron, with the 
army at his back, looked upon the new 
king as a possible leader who should 
sweep down the opposition of all other 
parties, and Curt II  was enthroned with 
much rejoicing of the military party.

But with the changing months the im
pression had gradually grown among all 
those nearest the king that, he was the 
leader of no party; Curt von Wolfiin
gen was no man’s man!

If he had formulated his policy, no
body—unless it was his close confidant 
and secretary, Justin  Ehrhardt—knew 
what it was. On Ehrhardt’s influence 
with the king, the student, or reform, 
element had based great hopes. Yet mat
ters moved exceedingly slowly in the

* This story began in the October number o f  T h e  J c n i o r  M u n s e y .
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court of Liehtenburg. No great thing's 
were done, nor promised.

Ono important change only had been 
made from the policy of the former reign. 
The present king insisted upon examin
ing personally all petitions or addresses 
to the throne, and supervised every edict 
or act of importance.

Few laws promulgated by the council 
seemed of too slight importance for his 
interest to be manifested. And many a 
councillor had gone into that grim work
shop of the king tremblingly, to try to 
explain the exact meaning and intention 
of some pet act of legislation.

It took a man with stomaeh to stand 
before the keen, penetrating blue eyes of 
the monarch and explain away discrep
ancies either in statement or in the read
ing of any bill. A command to an audi
ence with the king began to be looked 
upon in certain quarters as something to 
shun.

And yet Curt TT was, to a certain ex
tent, popular. His personal interest in 
all which alleeted the common people 
pacitied the reform party; and when he 
appeared in uniform at the head of the 
guard the troops were wildly enthusi
astic. Through two reigns there had 
been no really military figure upon the 
throne of I.iehtenburg.

As for the third element in the politics 
of the state—the personal following of 
the dead kins;—circumstances had made 
them Curt's enemies, and there seemed 
no hope of placating them.

As yet this disturbing element seemed 
of small moment; nevertheless, the cloud 
was growing, and the king was not the 
last to hear the nnitteriugs of the storm.

Upon the day Curt II was crowned 
king there was a demonstration before 
the palace and in front of the cathedral, 
and a cheer was raised for “ Henry I I I  
of Liehtenburg,” And that cry, heard by 
the new king in royal robe. wasHlie first 
intimation he had had of the storm which 
was sure, at some future date, to break 
in fury upon him.

Yet he gave no sign, and Yon Werder
itz, who rode that day upon his right hand 
from palace to cathedral and back again, 
glancing at him sharply as the discordant 
note in the huzzas of the throng was thus 
sounded, saw a sudden change of expres
sion flash across the king's features. The 
change had been for an instant only; yet 
the baron remembered it and was worried.

The dee]) toned clock in a carven case 
over the high mantel tolled the hour of 
ten. A man at one of the heavily latticed 
windows, a man in the fatigue uniform

of the guard, wheeled about at the sound 
and strode the length qf the apartment to 
where a door led into the corridor of the 
palace wing.

lie  wa- a man of strong military ap
pearance in both feature and carriage. 
His sharply pointed mustache and heavy 
mane of hair were streaked with gray, 
and his eyes looked out from beneath 
overhanging brows with hawk-like pene
tration.

He paced the room slowly while the 
sullen throb of the clock's pendulum 
counted the passing moments. He stopped 
finally at the table, picking up first one 
desk tool and then another, putting each 
hack after holding it an instant, while a 
grim smile curled a little the corners of 
his lips.

“ Nothing namby pamby about those 
things," In- muttered at length. “  They're 
tools for a man to use, and—thank 
Heaven!—a man Uses them. It is the 
old Wolf hUod come to the surface again 
—the house never dies! These lap dogs, 
though their names might be Yon Wol- 
fiingeu, have had little of the old fighting 
blood. Thank the gods for one of the 
old breed at last! ” Then he laughed 
deep in hi- throat. “ Even Yon Wer- 
deritz. I fancy, finds his majesty more 
than he can manage.”

A light tap upon the corridor door in
terrupted his soliloquy at this point.

“ 'Come in !"  roared the guardsman.
Instantly there entered a liveried serv

ant. who. holding the door ajar, bowed to 
the single occupant of the king's cabinet 
and announced:

“ Baron von Werderitz. captain.”
The man whose approach was thus pro

claimed pushed into the room with an air 
of authority, and with a wave of life hand 
dismissed the domestic. The guardsman 
smiled grimly beneath his mustache and 
said, while the visitor crossed the long 
room;

“ T see I shall have to place a sentinel 
at that door, general. You acknowledge 
no rule but that of military regulations.”

Ho saluted with precision while he 
spoke, but the baron acknowledged his 
punctiliousness with a careless motion of 
his gloved hand only.

Yon Werderitz was a tall man. of bony 
frame and rugged visage. There was not 
one softening line in his features, and his 
expression was grim to sourness all the 
time. When he tried to smile it was like 
an arctic sun shining upon the frosty 
face of an iceberg.

“ I ’ve little time for the niceties of 
etiquette. Captain Rehliiter." he re-
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spuutied 'hal'i'ly. ‘‘ I leave that to my 
subordinates."

” I don't expect my men to be more 
exact than myself." the guardsman re
turned.

The fact that the king's guard was 
practically a free command, not under 
the direct supervision of the commander 
in chief, was ever a cause of irritation to 
the baron.

“ His majesty has not yet appeared< ” 
demanded the visitor, with a glance at 
the face of the huge clock.

“ Not yet; but it is near his hour for 
giving public audience. Were there many 
in the corridor as you came in i "

“ Many' " exclaimed the baron sharp
ly. “ Half the riffraff of Bourassa, to 
say nothing of hinds from the country, 
are waiting there in line like patients in 
the shop of a quack doctor! "

Captain Seliliiter smiled more broadly.
“ You do not approve of his majesty’s 

policy in personally seeing these folk '(” 
he said.

“ Approve! I am tired of it—tired of 
it. I tell you!" returned Yon Werderitz. 
“ That rabble should be whipped from 
the palace gates. Of wliat use is the 
attention he pays to every old woman's 
story, or the begging petitions which 
these vagabonds bring him l The very 
tailors will be carrying him their bills 
yet. and praying him to give orders on 
the exchequer for the payment of the ac
counts of half the rascally young rakes 
in the army! "

“ If he made some of them pay their 
bills it wouldn't be a bad idea," muttered 
Seliliiter.

The baron paced the room a moment 
with plain irritability. “ And I suppose 
lie is closeted now with his only 1 privy 
councillor," " he snarled. “ This Elir- 
hardt—this tradesman's son. whose views 
and opinions are hopelessly socialistic— 
has more influence with the king than 
anybody else."

The old guardsman chuckled at that.
“ I have .s et to observe any man in

fluence his majesty to any grave extent.’’
“ But lie mus/ be influenced,” the 

baron declared haughtily. “ Ilis stub
bornness must yield to the advice of those 
whose experience gives them precedence 
over a callow youth with his head full of 
romance! ”

“ That is. lie must be advised by Gen
eral the Baron von Werderitz, eh !"  
drawled the captain.

The baron stopped directly in front of 
the guardsman and shook one long finger 
before bis face.

“ You have said rightly, sir. There 
are some tilings upon which his majesty. 
Curt I I  of Liehtenburg, must be ad
vised by me, or his reign will be quickly 
over.”

“ As abruptly ended as was that of his 
predecessor! ” interposed the other, look
ing keenly into his companion's face.

The color rose slowly beneath the 
parclnnent-like skin drawn tightly over 
the baron’s high cheek bones.

“ Explain your meaning, captain!" he 
commanded haughtily.

“ Is it not plain ! " queried the offi
cer of the guard. “ Henry I I—tile gods 
rest him!—would not be advised by you. 
and----- ”

“ Well, and what, sir l ”
“ And he was running decidedly con

trary to your advice when the unfor
tunate accident occurred which took him 
from us. I t really seems, baron, as 
though Providence bore your wishes well 
in mind on that occasion."

For an instant the baron looked as 
though liis temper would get the better 
of him; but at last, with an expression of 
disgust, he turned abruptly away.

“ You are nothing but a soldier, 
Seltlliter,” he declared ; “ there's nothing 
diplomatic about you. Did I not know 
your blunt ways so well, I'd  have called 
you out years ago."

“ Is that the only reason ? ”
The baron smiled mirthlessly.
“ Aye, I  know you're the best swords

man in tlie army. But you and I are 
too old for such play. There, are tilings 
of greater moment----- "

“ Tin* governing of kings, eh !"  the 
captain remarked drily.

But the baron seemed determined to 
accept all such thrusts as pleasantries.

“ They have to lie governed by some
body. when they are not capable of gov
erning themselves," he made answer.

The captain turned his back upon him 
and paced slowly towards the window.

“ Providence,'’ he said thoughtfully, 
“ deemed it wise to remove from the 
throne the .monarch who preceded his 
majesty, perhaps because Henry I I  re
fused to be guided by the advice of older 
and wiser heads than his own; it may 
be, baron, that the Almighty will inter
vene again to the same end.”

YI.

Ax arelied door, whose panels showed 
dull traces of German art, opened almost 
noiselessly at the further side of the cab
inet. Captain Seliliiter came to “ alien-
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tiun ” instantly, and if Von Werderitz 
was minded to make rejoinder to the 
guardsman’s last remark, the words died 
upon his lips.

There were heavy tapestries behind tills 
door, and as they were pushed aside one 
might have caught a glimpse of the room 
beyond, which, in its furnishings, was 
hut little less plain than the larger apart
ment.

It was Justin Ehrhardt’s hand that put 
aside the draperies, and he held them 
open while his companion passed through.

The ten months which had elapsed 
since Curt von Wolfiingen had sat at 
the foot of the rocking stone upon Bald 
Cap Mountain had left their impress 
deeply graven upon his features. The 
gravity of his face now appeared an un
changeable mask, and the keen blue eyes 
had gained a directness in their gaze 
which seemed to search heart and soul of 
the object under their scrutiny.

lie  came now into the audience room, 
dressed in the shabby uniform of a lieu
tenant of the guard—his old rank while 
his cousin occupied the throne, ( ’aptain 
Schliiter, who had been first his drill 
master and then his commanding' officer, 
he saluted with heels together and thumb 
at the stripe of his fatigue trousers; but 
when he wheeled to confront the baron 
his manner changed.

“ (lood morning, general.” he said, 
smiling. “Top honor us with an early 
visit today. What is it now i ” Then, 
to the captain : “ T)n not allow us to be
interrupted while the baron is here."

“ Very well, your majesty.”
“ And, captain----- ”
The guardsman halted in his stride 

towards the outer door and faced about.
“ Are there many waiting for audience 

this morning?”
“ Half the riffraff of Bourassa, your 

majesty—according to the report of 
Baron von Werderitz,” was the reply, u t
tered without a smile.

For an instant the gravity of the king’s 
countenance was broken; hut he only 
said, " Order the horses an hour later 
than usual then, captain,” and dismissed 
him.

Justin was already arranging papers 
and pens upon the table, but had not 
seated himself.

“ Stand upon no ceremony, gentlemen.” 
ilit• king said, waving his hand. “ Be 
seated, baron. You have our attention.”

Von Werderitz dropped into one of the 
shabby chairs, his sword clanking upon 
the oaken floor. IIis face seemed grimmer 
than usual, for he had not yet recovered

from his passage at arms with the 
guardsman.

“ I have come thus early, your maj
esty, because of a matter which I  am 
told is to be brought to your notice 
today.”

“ And that is----- ? "
“ A petition presented, it is claimed, in 

bell;.if of the Princess Isolde of Bericht- 
sliofen.”

The king turned inquiringly to Justin.
“ It has already reached us, has it n o t " 

he asked calmly.
“ Yes, your majesty; but you have not 

examined it.”
“ So I  thought.”
The baron hitched his chair nearer the 

table, and the hand which held his gloves 
shook a little.

“ You do not intend, your majesty, to 
'notice that matter? Surely there is 
reason enough for the person who dared 
present the paper to be apprehended un
der the act of treason? A more daring 
impertinence could not he offered your 
majesty! ”

“ Harsh judgment, baron." The king 
said, smiling again for a moment.

“ Xo, sir. j i ixl judgment,” declared the 
baron wrath fully. “ Justice should not 
he tempered with mercy in this ease. 
That abandoned woman should be sent 
out of Liehtenburg altogether. Your own 
safety, the safety and stability of your 
throne, demand it.”

“ Those are serious words, sir."
“ Indeed they are. and it will be well 

if your majesty considers them. It is no 
time for half measures. This matter 
•—would you rest in peace—must be 
quenched instantly. The support of this 
preposterous conspiracy grows daily— 
even here in Bourassa. One of the liberal 
journals has even dared hint of it. The 
very shamelessness of the jade in flaunt
ing her condition abroad----- ”

The king raised his hand quickly.
“ This is no place for such language, 

baron,” he said coldly. “ The Princess 
of Beriehtshofen has yet to be heard in 
her own behalf before she can he judged 
either guilty or innocent.”

Von Werderitz rose noisily. Ilis  face 
was flushed, and he leaned forward with 
eyes which sparkled angrily under their 
overhanging brows.

“ It is not possible, your majesty, that 
you would give audience to this—this 
woman ? ”

“ I  shall at least take 1 ime to examine 
the petition before I  form any judgment." 
the king said calmly.

“ But that will he giving countenance
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to the actual undermining of your own 
throne! ”

The king looked at him quietly.
“ Tell me.” he said, in a low voice, “ is 

the throne of Lichtenhurg founded upon 
the desires of men, or upon the will of 
God? Is my position so insecure that I 
dare not meet opposition as openly as op
position will meet me?

“ Think you, Baron von Werderitz, it 
would establish my occupancy of the 
throne more securely did I throtth— or 
strive to throttle—this thing without giv
ing the matter a fair consideration? It 
would be then a smothered tire, ready to 
break out at the first favorable moment. 
God knows there are enough such dangers 
in Lichtenhurg! Let us not add to 
them.”

“ But this claim is preposterous, your 
majesty! The woman has no legal sup
port for her demand. And, too, it is 
a calumny aimed at the memory of 
Henry IT."

“ I have the memory of my poor cousin 
quite as much at heart as you can have, 
baron,” the king ret anted, “ but, sir, l 
consider it my duty to give to all peti
tioners a hearing and an assurance that, 
no matter what their plea, they shall find 
justice—in so far as the Almighty gives 
me perception—in my decision upon each 
and every case. 1 cannot deny Isolde of 
Berichisliofcn the right of petition any 
more than 1 do any other subject in my 
kingdom.”

He dropped his earnest tone here and 
returned to the studied lightness with 
which lie had opened the conversation.

“ Rest assured, baron, you have our 
permission to bring forward such argu
ments as you may consider wise in re
buttal of the petition—but after we have 
examined it.”

The baron, however, was by n">> means 
appeased.

“ Hay 1 ask, your majesty,” he said, 
with something very like a sneer, “ if we 
—your councillors—are to understand 
that our advice is displeasing to you, and 
that we----- "

The king held tip his hand again, and 
the blue eyes dashed.

“ Speak for yourself alone, baron— 
unless you are appointed by others to 
speak for them.”

The old politician stammered, but con
trolled himself.

“ Let inis speak for myself then, your 
majesty.” he said.

“ We are always glad to listen to the 
counsel of a friend,” the king rejoined 
suavely.

1 he baron hit his lip, anger still glow
ing in his eyes.

“ Briefly, your majesty, the ease with 
which any and all classes of your sub
jects may obtain audience with you is 
neither dignified nor wise,”

“ Hereafter we will have your coming 
announced through the proper ehannels, 
baron,” the king answered good lnt- 
moredly.

But Vim Werderitz was not to be 
swayed front his purpose.

“ This allowing of tradespeople and 
eommon citizens a place in your majesty's 
audience chamber is. beyond question, 
unwise. I t looks as though your majesty 
pandered to them and was bidding for 
popularity-----

The king laughed outright at that.
“ your penetration is to be commend 

eil, baron," lie said. " That t.s- what we 
are doing. Bopularity, in a state torn 
by conflicting parties, is a jewel greatly 
to be desired. And if personally listen
ing to the prayers of our subjects will 
bring popularity, it is cheaply bought.”

“ But to receive every petition, and 
give audieiiee to all who throng the gates 
of flic palaci------”

"One is as good as another—let all 
have equal treatment ar our hands," the 
king said briefly, and showing that he 
was tired of the subject.

“ Then, if you would receive all, 1 
presume your majesty would even give 
audience to Conrad of Schlossberg.”

At this the monarch's face flushed and 
again the danger flash came into his eye.

" Do not overstep the bounds of our 
good nature, baron.” he said warningly. 
” Hie Ilohenstaufens have been our ene
mies through three reigns, and 1 have 
learned naught of Count Conrad to con
vince ntc that he is not like all his breed— 
treacherous and vindictive.

" It ill he< ■milts you. baron, to mention 
his name here. And yet—and yet—he 
is a subject of the crown and has his 
rights, like all men. If we hear the 
claims of one. why not of another? Yes, 
my friend "—he spoke calmly now and 
the flush left his cheek: “ if Count Con
rad of Schlossberg craves audience with 
us. it shall he granted—as it would be to 
any other man."

At that the baron could no longer con
trol his temper, and, leaping up again, 
smote one clenched hand upon the other 
to emphasize his words:

“ It is folly—the maddest kind of folly, 
your majesty! You certainly cannot he 
aware of the reputation that young man 
bears. lie  is an utterly reckless dare
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devil, and for his own safety your—your 
predecessor refused him admission within 
the limits of Bourassa. He is well called 
‘ the wild Count Conrad."

The king sat up promptly, and his eyes 
contracted.

“ Do you tell us that such an edict still 
stands against Conrad von llolienstau- 
fen t ” he demanded.

“ I t was not countermanded hy your 
cousins’

“ Then it shall be countermanded now 
the king declared quickly, He turned to 
Justin. ‘‘ Hake a note of that, Justin, 
and see that it is done at once. And see 
to it, also, that the Count Conrad von 
Hohenstaufeu be informed of the fact. It 
shall not be said that a Yon Wolf ungen 
feared a meeting with any member of 
that house!

“ Your majesty displays a mistaken 
courage,"’ cried the baron harshly. “ That 
abandoned young man was the leader of 
the students’ plot which was crushed two 
years and more ago."

Ehrhardt flushed slightly, but kept his 
head bent over his writing. The king, 
however, raised his own eyes to the 
baron’s face with a little smile.

“ There is some doubt, is there not, as 
to whether there really tvaS a conspiracy 
at that time, general f ” he observed. 
“ As you say. Count Conrad is a reck
less fellow, and he may be the hero of a 
certain faction of our young men. But- 
denying him entrance to the capital will 
hardly make him less in the eyes of his 
followers.”

Then to Ehrhardt he added: “ Is the 
paper ready, my friend ? ”

The secretary passed it to him silent
ly. The king affixed his signature boldly, 
while the baron looked on with lowering- 
brow.

“ At once. Justin ! * he commanded, and 
the secretary rose and went to the door, 
passing the paper, with some whispered 
instructions, to a gentleman in waiting 
who stood in the corridor. With the door 
ajar, a low murmur of voices reached the 
king's ear. and he turned with some 
In-uskness to his visitor.

“ Our time is limited, baron. Can we 
do aught else for you ( ”

The other wet his lips before replying. 
The dark flush was still upon his cheek, 
and he stared gloomily down upon the 
monarch.

Your majesty has graciously done 
enough for me—enough for one fore
noon,"’-he said harshly. “ But I  go not 
without warning you once more. Jf you 
continue in this course----- ’’

“ What's this, baron ? A threat ' " in
terrupted the king lightly, yet with a 
warning glance.

“ Xav, your majesty. Call it a proph
ecy, and you w ill! By giving Count Con
rad of Schlossberg that permit to enter 
Bourassa, you have laid the foundation 
of sore trouble for yourself. He is a 
dashing and daredevil man, is the count, 
and not only the hero of those silly youths 
who prate of ‘ equality ’ and ‘ freedom ’ ’’ 
—he glanced again at Justin, who had 
returned to the table—“ but he is no mean 
soldier, besides. I t is in his blood, and 
he might easily become the idol of the 
army as well as of a scanty following of 
over educated tradesmen's sons. And the 
army----- ”

The king stood and leveled his gaze at 
him again, while the lines about his 
mouth grew grimmer.

“ And the army ? ” he repeated ques- 
tioningly.

“ Is the backbone of our state; the hope 
of our g-overnment; the bulwark of the 
throne;” and with a sneering smile upon 
his ugly face, bowing low as he went, the 
baron strode to the door, and it clashed to 
behind him.

The king sank into his chair again, his 
strong- fingers clutching- the broad arms, 
and for a moment he would not trust his 
voice to speak. At last he said:

“ And this it is to be a king! Ah, 
Justin, my friend, who would change 
places with Curt I I  of Lichtenburg' The 
meanest beggar----- ”

“ That is a remark which sounds as 
though it possessed no element of orig
inality, your majesty,” Justin interposed.

“ Bight! But to he threatened—for it 
was a threat, however veiled—by a man 
like Yon Werderitz! What a puppet I 
am, Justin! I t  is maddening.”

But his friend passed over the com
plaint.

“ The baron’s warning is to he heeded, 
your majesty. The army is the control
ling power in Lichtenburg—as it is in 
many a bigger state. And Yon Werderitz 
himself controls the army. The guard 
might be faithful to you; but what would 
he one small regiment against the others t 
He has warned you. He has shown you 
the hand of iron beneath the velvet 
gauntlet. I t  cannot pass unheeded."

YII.

B i  t  the king was deep in a reverie and 
scarce noticed his friend's comment upon 
the baron's threat. The secretary rustled 
the papers before him ostentatiously, and
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with an effort liK majesty roused hhu- 
sel f.

“ The petition referring to this sad af
fair of the Princess Isolde—where is it? ” 
he asked, wheeling his chair slowly that 
he might face his companion at the big 
table.

“ Will you take that up first, your 
majesty? "

“ Yes. I am troubled by it. Frankly, 
Justin, the whispers which have reached 
my ears stir strange feelings within me. 
I find myself unable to believe ill of 
Isolde. To me she was always the per
sonification of all that was good and vir
tuous in woman. All women are born 
actresses, though, they say. I  would have 
.-worn she loved my cousin as she was be
loved by him. I cannot believe that 
while lie was striving to move heaven and 
earth to bring' about- their marriage she 
was unfaithful to him. And if this child 
be the son of Henry I I ----- ”

Justin started, and for an instant laid 
a warning hand upon his companion's 
arm.

“ Think not of that, C u rt!” he ex
claimed. “ Would you dream of foisting 
an illegitimate child upon Liclitei.burg ? ”

The king laughed.
“ There spoke m y  good friend ! " And 

as Justin's face crimsoned and he with
drew the thoughtless touch of his hand: 
" It pleases me vastly to see that you for
get at times. But to the petition. Or, 
rather, tell me the facts as you know 
them to be. You must have heard 
whispers of the matter long before I  did. 
Such a thought, had not crossed my mind 
until, on the W a y  to the cathedral that 
day, I heard the cheer raised for 
‘ Henry I I I .’ That was joy to my soul, 
m y  friend.”

Justin looked at him sorrowfully.
“ And yon do nut forget ? ”
“ Forget!” For a moment the king’s 

face hardened and his brow clouded. 
“ Think you I  am likely to forget that 
fate has parted me from the dearest girl 
Hod ever made? I am here fulfilling my 
duty, Justin; you cannot accuse me of 
neglecting that. But my memory is my 
own. Why should not the hope that 
there may be a claimant to the throne of 
Lichtenburg with a better right to it than 
I delight me ? ”

“ There is no such claimant,” Justin 
declared coldly.

“ You are satisfied as to that ? ” queried 
the king wistfully.

“ I am, your majesty. The child may 
he a son of Henry I I ;  but the claim that 
a marriage took place in a distant chapel

in the Teufelwald is utterly preposterous. 
The marriage, register of the church in 
question has been examined and no rec
ord was found. Besides, such a ceremony 
could not long remain hidden. Somebody 
must have witnessed it.”

“ What does the petition say?” asked 
the king. “ Who married them? Were 
there no witnesses? "

Justin looked up from the paper with 
an inscrutable smile.

" The priest was a certain Father 
Jerome, the pastor of the elrapel in ques
tion.”

“ Father Jerome? Not our Father 
Jerome! ” exclaimed the king.

“ Your majesty's chaplain—yes."
“ How long has the father been sta

tioned here at Bourassa ? " demanded the 
king1 gravely.

“ Since shortly before your majesty's 
ascension to the throne.''

“ In what manner wa- he appointed?” 
“ Through the bi-hop of Bourassa.”
“ The bishop of Bourassa is not given 

to advancing humble priests—especially 
men of such earnest- piety as Father 
Jerome,” the king said reflectively.

“ The bishop is a close friend of Baron 
Von Werdoritz," Justin returned drily. 
“ What need to a-k further: Tt i- You
Werderitz who can explain Father Je r
ome's being brought up to the capital to 
be the king’s chaplain."

“ H a ! ” cried the monarch. “ There 
appears to be something- in that, Justin. 
We must have a little talk with this 
Father Jerome."

“ But if there was any truth in the 
story of the marriage, why has he not 
come out with it ere now ? ”

The king slowly shook his head. “ Go 
on with the story. Let me hear all—all 
that is claimed by poor Isolde, and her 
friends,”

“ The witnesses, the old sexton and his 
son. have both disappeared. The old 
man is dead, so the paper reads; but the 
son went away from that part of the 
Teufelwald where it is claimed the cere
mony took place about the time Father 
Jerome was called to Bourassa.”

“ Then ask Yon Werderitz where the 
son is,” commented the king, with 
clouded brow.

“ You speak as though you believed 
this tale im plicitly!” exclaimed Justin, 
with some warmth.

“ No, n o ! But I see the baron’s hand 
in this. lie  evidently strove to crush the 
plot in its early stages.”

“ For which you might well thank 
him.”
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‘‘ Of that we shall decide later. Con
tinue.'’

“ Having niarricd the princess, but 
still fearing the power of Von Werderitz 
if the matter were made public. Henry II  
endeavored to interest the emperor in his 
ease. As time passed, too, your unfor
tunate cousin knew that there was a child 
expected by the woman he had secretly 
married. Thus his sudden journey to
wards Berlin which terminated in that 
awful wreck."’

“ Why did the princess not come for
ward at once and claim her rights t ”

“ She was then near her time, and the 
news of the king’s death brought her to 
bed. For days she knew little of what 
went on. She was among strangers, for 
she had been traveling slowly towards 
Bourassa when the railway accident oc- 
cu n v d .

‘‘While she lay helpless, the petition 
claims, her possessions were ransacked 
and the certificate of her marriage, given 
her by the priest, was stolen: likewise 
every scrap of writing ever addressed her 
by Henry II. Iler own personal attend
ants were bribed or driven away from 
ller by threats. I t is an improbable— 
well nigh an impossible—tale, your maj
esty.”

“ It is a sorrowful one,” commented 
the king,

“ Aye, But what would you have ( It 
may be that the child is the king's—I 
should say. your majesty's cousin's child. 
But to try to establish its legitimacy with 
such flimsy evidence is utter foolishness. 
Had the princess asked help from the 
crown because of her relations with 
Henry IT. and because of the child, you 
could do something for her. But to claim 
the throne itself----- ”

The king rose suddenly and began pa
cing the room, yet never going far from 
Justin's chair, that the secretary might 
hear his words distinctly.

“ You do not realize, my friend, what 
pain this story gives me. The suggestion 
that Isolde was ever anything but the 
pure and lovely woman I knew her to be 
in the old days chills my blood. I can
not believe it. Justin—I cannot.

“ She loved Henry devotedly, but not 
with the passion which leads even good 
women to give their very soul and honor 
into the keeping of a man to whom the 
church has not joined them. And. de
spite Henry's weaknesses, I do not be
lieve a thought of so dishonoring the 
princess ever crossed his mind. J give 
him credit for th a t!

“ Isolde was left when scarcely more

than a child without mother or father. 
11 or father was not all that we might have 
wished him. He was not altogether faith
ful to the house of Von Wolfiingen. lie  
even took up the cause of the Ilolien- 
staufens to some extent. You know, 
he did not attend court for years be
fore he died—that was in the time of 
Henry I.

“ And Isolde was left partly in the care 
of the old Count von Hoheitsranfen. 
partly in the care of her aunt at Berieht- 
shofen. Her childhood was not a joyou.- 
one. It was only while she was visiting 
at my father's castle that she was rcallv 
happy. There she met Henry when he 
came to visit me. Why, Justin, they 
were meant for each otiier from the be
ginning !

“ She was to him. as she was to me. 
.something to worship. She seemed un
like other girls we knew, with her calm, 
beautiful face and reposeful manner. 
Passion was as foreign to her nature—as 
impossible to her—as it would he to a 
statue!

“ Vet she was not cold or heartless. 
She was simply fjoviL Not a namby 
pamby goodness, but a woman whose soul 
looked out of her eyes and compelled all 
about her to attempt, in some small de
gree at least, to be good also.

“ And now, to hear you so calmly sug
gest what you do—I can't stand it. 
Justin! You do not know' the woman—1 
do. If  she says she was married 1" 
Henry II  of Lichtenlmrg, and that this
child is his. then----- ”

“ Then what ” gasped the secretary. 
The king stopped in his march up and 

down the floor, came around the table, 
and seated himself before he spoke.

“ Then we must look very carefully into 
the matter and examine the testimony— 
what little there may be,” finished the 
king, in an altered tone. “ Of one thing 
I  would be sure—by the way, Justin, does 
the petition you have there purport to 
come from her ? ”

" No, your majesty.”
“ Then it is really not her own personal 

statement ”
“ No, your majesty.”
“ Then my mind is made up. We will 

see her and judge of the truth of her 
story at first hand. You will arrange 
the matter, Justin, and secretly—se
cretly. There is no need to stir Baron 
von Werderitz more deeply than he was 
stirred today. Who signs the petition?” 

Justin smiled quietly. “ Conrad von 
Ilohenstaufen of .Sehlossberg,” he said, 
reading from the paper.
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“ W hat! " exclaimed the king-.
“ lie  ‘ l'espeetfully signs the petition,' ” 

iinoted Justin again.
“ And where is the princess nmvi" 

asked the king, after taking a moment to 
digest this statement. “ Is she where I 
may easily get to her.; I t would he im
possible to have her brought to Bourassa, 
I presume."

“ She is domiciled at Schlossberg, un
der the protection of the Count Conrad, 
who has offered her the shelter of his 
castle under his right as baron of the 
freehold." the secretary said drily.

VIII.

T here was a silence in the cabinet for 
some moments, and the king’s gaze fixed 
itself absently upon the latticed window, 
through which tins court park was visible. 
Justin was the first to take up the dis
cussion, and he spoke as plainly as he 
Used to do in the old days when the gulf 
between their positions was not so marked 
as now.

“ I t is well to be generous; it is well 
to be charitable; but it is not well to allow 
sentiment to contradiet facts. Look 
upon it calmly, your majesty.

“ This woman may have been all that 
you claim; but she certainly is lending 
herself to a conspiracy against your 
throne and the welfare of the country. 
If the statements set forth in this peti
tion are true, why doe- she not find some 
champion of more savory reputation than 
Conrad of Schlossberg ; He is the veriest 
rake in the kingdom, and whim was ever 
a pretty woman’s honor safe in hi.s- keep
ing? Nay, Curt, if 1 -ddi of Bcricht- 
shofen was what you claim her to he. she 
would not have fled for sustenance and 
shelter to Schlossberg."

“ But the old count was her guardian 
and her father’s friend," the king said 
doubtfully.

“ True. But if she cared aught for her 
reputation----- "

“ We do not know all the facts in the 
case,” the other hastened to interpose.
“ That is why I  desire to see her person
ally, If Von Werderitz suspected any
thing of the kind claimed between my 
cousin and Isolde, there would be reason 
for his hounding her until she gladly ac
cepted shelter at any man’s hand. And 
there is no love lost between the baron 
and the Ilohenstaufens, no more than 
there is between the Ilohenstaufens and 
the Wolfiingens.

“ Isolde’s childhood was partly spent at 
Schlossberg; this petition says she was

traveling towards Bourassa from Berieht- 
sliofen when my cousin was killed. She 
would have passed near Count Conrad’s 
castle. What more natural than that 
she should take refuge in the home of 
her childhood, especially in her condi
tion----- ’’

“ It is not so set forth in the petition," 
Justin interposed, looking up from the 
papers, his voice and manner utterly un
moved.

“ V as the child not born at Schloss- 
berg i "

“ It was horn in the cut of a charcoal 
burner in the TeufelwahJ,”

“ Great God, what a condition of af
fa irs!"  murmured the king, resting his 
brow upon one hand and still staring 
away from his companion. “ The poor 
girl! The poor girl! "

“ As set forth here." Justin continued, 
in the same hard tone, “ it was at this 
same charcoal burner's home, and direct
ly after the child was born* that the pa
pers she claims to have lost were stolen 
from her. Fearing enemies were lurking 
in the forest, bent upon injuring the babe, 
she lied, as soon as she was able, to 
Schlossberg.”

"Reasonable. Justin. You must ad
mit that.”

"A s reasonable as any other fairy 
story," muttered the secretary.

But the king raised his head now and 
turned more firmly to his companion.

“ No, I  cannot, I  will not. believe the 
princess guilty of cither conspiracy or in
tentional wrongdoing, until I have in
terviewed her. This whole matter might 
be carried on without her knowledge.”

Justin shrugged his shoulders. “ Hard
ly possible, your majesty,” he said. “ Her 
signature is affixed to the document—and 
most brazenly, too! ‘ Wife and consort of 
Henry I I  of Lichtenburg.’ Jove! She will 
be signing herself ‘ Queen Regent ’ ere 
long.”

“ You are extremely hitter, my friend." 
the king said. “ That I cannot be. how
ever ill advised she may have been by 
such, people as Count Conrad. As for 
her accepting shelter from him, I  con
sider it very natural. She knew him 
when he was a boy, and. if I remember 
rightly, could manage him better than 
the old count himself. She doubtless had 
no fear, as any other woman might. I  
cannot lose my trust in the purity of 
Isolde so easily. I would as soon believe 
wrong of----- ”

lie  halted abruptly, and a deep flush 
came into his face. Justin  glanced up 
at him quickly. “ Well, your majesty, of
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w lh 'in " lie demanded, with a strange 
emphasis on the title.

“ Of the woman 1 love,” said the king 
steadily.

The other made an angry gesture with 
his clenched hand.

“ Is not that past. Curt ? Do you still 
ling that delusion 1o your breast ? By 
the living God, I believe half your in
terest in this affair of Isolde of Bericht- 
shofen can be traced hack to this! You 
hope in vain for a release from the duties 
and position you consider odious, that 
you may return to----- ”

“ To peace,” finished the king. “ You 
may he right, Justin. L do desire to lay 
down the scepter and go where my heart 
leads me. But it is true that L would as 
soon believe wrong of Ruth Winston as of 
the princess."'

Justin, however, still looked at him 
disapprovingly.

“ I have nothing to say in criticism of 
the young woman you mention. I beg to 
point out this fact to you, nevertheless: 
Were the child of the Princess Isolde 
proven beyond the shadow of a doubt 
the legitimate son of Ilcnry II. he could 
never be established upon the throne.

“ You would not be freed of responsi
bility if such a preposterous thing could 
he established. Bethink you, my friend, 
would Yon Werderitz ever allow one of 
the blood of the Beriehtshefens to sit upon 
llte throne of Liehtenburg ? The hatred 
borne by his house for that of the P rin 
cess Isolde is generations old. The ruin 
of the Berichtshofcns and the joining of 
the kingdom to Saxony did not satisfy 
the hate of the Werderitzes.

“ Besides, Princess Isolde stood be
tween Yon Werderifz and the culmina
tion of his pet desire. The baron was de
termined to join the blood of the Wol- 
fiingens with that of the reigning house 
of Rhinethal. lie  even had the princess 
picked out for your cousin—you know’ 
that, your majesty. But Henry’s love for 
Isolde balked the baron in that matter. 
Thing you he is a man who ever forgets?

“ Nay, Curl, to resign the throne in 
favor of this unfortunate child, were it 
proven that he was in truth Henry III , 
would he to damn Liehtenburg to revo
lution and anarchy. 'The baron made no 
empty threat today. The army is his, 
despite the fact that they cheer i/ott when 
you appear on parade. The men are mere 
blockheads moved at the will of their offi
cers; and the officers are the baron's— 
body and soul!

“ There is another reason why you 
could not depend upon the loyalty of the

soldiery. They are enlisted in the name 
and under the warrant of the king. Half 
your army, your majesty, are serving un
der compulsion. Such a system does not 
make a loyal or patriotic- band.

“ Were you to endeavor to place this 
child upon the throne, you would set a 
match to a blast that would wrench 
asunder the very foundations of the state. 
You must not think of it. Curt—you 
must not contemplate it for a moment! 
In it lies not alone danger to your crown, 
but danger to all Germany. It might, 
mean the loss of the throne of Liehten
burg altogether to the house of Yon Wol- 
fiingen; it might even mean the parcel
ing out of the kingdom to other states, 
and the wiping out of the old boundaries. 
It would not be the first state of the eon- 
federation to be so split asunder because 
of civil st rife.

“ Your duty, my friend, is Iwrf. you 
are lhe one person in God's universe who 
can hold the eontiieting interests of this 
trouble ridden state in leash. If your 
hand fails, you will release upon your 
people and your land a war whose end no 
man can see. I pray you, your majesty, 
forgive my plain speech; but think no 
more of this thing.”

The king raised his head again and 
looked upon his mentor with a rather 
wearied smile. “ ‘ Faithful are the wounds 
of a friend,’ ” he quoted. “ Your advice 
and warning- are from the heart, Justin. 
I  appreciate truth, when so many fawn 
upon me. But as I would keep my faith 
in the honor of woman and of woman
hood I must be convinced of the truth or 
falsity of this report. I must see Isolde.’’ 

“ It is well nigh impossible, your maj
esty ! ”

“ What. ‘ impossible ’ to a king, my 
Ju s tin ?” and he smiled a little bitterly.

“ If she refuses to come to you, how 
can you go to her—at Sc-hlossberg ? ”

“ Nay; I  could not enter the eastle of 
Conrad von Holienstaufen. It would be 
said that the king countenanced the 
claims of his house, did 1 so do. 1 could 
not go openly, at least.”

“ I see no way, then, your majesty----- "
The king waved his hand as though to 

put the matter aside. “ Let us discuss it 
no further now. We have wasted quite an 
hour on this theme; there are many wait
ing without, and you still have other pe
t i t i o n s  here, Ju s tin ?”

Tin- secretary took up two papers.
“ One, your majesty—a petition of the 

strangest kind, with a letter from Dr. 
Zanger, director of the Bourassa Hospi
tal for the Insane.”
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“ H*! I  remember him, Justin. lie  
was an instructor at Bonn when I was 
there. You recall him, do you n o t' ”

“ He is a scientist not to he easily for
gotten. A noted alienist, too. Your pred
ecessor placed him at ’ he head of the 
insane hospital, and he has done marvel
ously good work there. I believe."

“ And what does the doctor wish ! "
“ The petilion is not from him. hut 

from a patient under his care."
“ From a madman ! " cried the king.
Justin smiled. “ Doubly mad. you will 

say, your majesty; for this unfortunate 
creature seems not only to be insane 
enough to think himself king, but is in
sane enough to desire the throne in your 
stead! ”

“ A wonder! A mime!,'!" cried the 
king, laughing for the first time with 
heartiness. “ And here was J. Justin, hut 
a short, time ago declaring that the mean
est beggar would not wish to change 
places with me. Yet there seems to be 
one man ready for the exchange. Who 
is he. pray ? ”

“ The doctor's letter explains that. 
Perhaps I had belter read il."

“ By all means."
The secretary unfolded the sheets of 

the letter attached to the petition. " It 
is addressed to me personally, your m a j 
esty," he said.
“ To the King's Secretary,

The Herr Justin E hrhaeut,
A t the Royal  P alace.

Bourassa.

“ Praying the attention of the Herr Secretary Ehr- 
hardt in the m atter of a petition of one 
Charles Rubin, a patient in the Bourassa Hos
pital for the Insane:

“ Knowing the intention of His Most Gracious 
Majesty to inform himself thoroughly upon all matters 
of personal interest to the most humble of his sub
jects, and being informed that it is a rule of the 
throne that all papers addressed to His Majesty 
shall lie delivered forthwith to the hand of his Sec
retary, I have felt it a duty to transmit the paper 
inclosed herewith, although it be but the vagary of 
a madman.

“ In explanation of the petition I would say that 
the patient, Charles Rubin, is, from all reports I 
have received, a poor charcoal burner who has 
passed all his life in the Teufelwald, but who, de
spite his occupation, must have been a man of some 
smattering of education. The patient was in the 
accommodation train which was run into by the 
special in which our lamented Henry II was travel
ing to Berlin, and was one of the unfortunate pas
sengers most seriously injured in the terrible cat
astrophe.

“ He was picked np by the soldiers who were sent 
to guard the scene of the accident, and carried to 
the city hospital, from which institution he was 
committed to my charge some time afte r he had re
covered consciousness. He was terribly scalded in 
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the wreck, and although no concussions were found 
upon his head which would suggest a permanent in
jury to the brain, the fright and pain of his burns 
had shattered his mind.

“ While the dead king lay in the sealed casket in 
the cathedral, this poor creature babbled of his 
dead monarch’s journey to Berlin. Evidently, a t 
the moment of the colliding of the two trains, Iinbin 
must have been speaking of or thinking of the sud
den journey of the king, which, as you will remem
ber, was in everybody’s mouth a t the time. From 
speaking of the journey, the injured man came to 
declare himself the king, and he was brought to my 
hospital raving against ‘ the enemies who had foully 
stolen his identity and deprived him of his throne.’

“ Since that time he has reiterated daily—aye, 
hourly—that he is the real king of Lichtenburg, 
and that the body buried in the tomb of the Von 
Wolfiingens is that of another man. The case has 
several minor points which makes it different from 
any which heretofore have come under my notice. 
In no other way does the man seem deranged, al
though his manner of living in every particular con
forms with the hallucination that he is of royal 

‘blood. To me he is a most interesting study, inas
much as he seems to prove beyond much doubt the 
power of imagination over all matter.

“ Believing himself king, this charcoal burner 
lives, speaks, even thinks, as a  king naturally would. 
Even the petition which he has penned and addressed 
to the throne is apparently the work of a man 
whose knowledge of such papers is broad. That a 
peasant, a mere charcoal burner, should so suc
cessfully imitate a person of education and refine
ment, even to the use of written language with 
which little fault could be found by the best lin
guists, is a most astonishing circumstance, and 
suggests phases of insanity or mental delusion that 
would be of grave interest to many scientists and 
medical professors throughout the world.

“ With the permission of the Herr Secretary, I 
should be glad to put my observations of this case 
in the form of a paper for publication in one of our 
medical journals.

“ Grateful for the Herr Secretary’s attention,
I remain obediently,

Herman Zanger,
“ Director of the Bourassa Hospital for the Insane.”

“ A strange ease indeed,” was the king’s 
comment, as Justin  completed the read
ing of the letter. “ What is the petition 
of this madman ? ”

“ Why, as to that,” the secretary said, 
picking np the second document and 
studying- it curiously, “ il is worded, as 
the doctor says, much after the fashion of 
other petitions. Strange that an insane 
man should write so sanely. The hand 
shows weakness, however—weakness of 
body if not of mind. The lettering- is 
tremulous and broken, and was evidently 
tlie work of many hours.”

“ The poor fellow requests what ? ”
“ That the throne shall allow him an 

opportunity to prove his identity. Ho 
claims a right to an examination, or trial, 
before being condemned to imprisonment, 
even in an insane hospital, which he 
terms ‘ a living tomb.’ ”
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‘•Jove!" exclaimed tlie king'. “ Thai 
does not sound like a madman. There 
is much g'ood sense and justice in that, 
my friend."

The secretary nodded, still rapidly 
perusing- the document. “ lie  declares 
himself not to bo Charles Rubin, and asks 
that the friends and relatives of the said 
Rubin be allowed to see him and prove 
that lie is not the charcoal burner of the 
Teufehvald. Tt is a mildly put letter for 
a crazy man. your majesty."

“ Poor fellow ! But about this request 
of Dr. Zanger regarding’ his publishing- 
on account of the case in the medical 
journal?”

“ 1 would advise the request being re
fused,” Justin hastened to say.

“ .My own thought. There is enough 
trouble brewing for u s a n d  the king- 
laughed ag-ain, but this time with a tinge 
of bitterness in the tone. “ Some foolish 
people will be likely to pick the matter up, 
you think, and espouse the cause of this 
madman ? ”

“ It would be quite as sensible as es
pousing the cause of the son of the P rin 
cess Isolde,” Justin muttered.

“ Have a letter written to the doctor, 
then, advising him that it is not our 
pleasure that the case of this Rubin bo 
made public. But assure him of our sat
isfaction at his course in transmitting the 
petition, and with his letter itself, and— 
and—yes, tell him of our intention to 
visit the hospital in the near future. It 
will please the old gentleman, and, Justin, 
he really is doing worthy work there, I 
think. Besides ”—and the king smiled 
again—“ if all these matters continue to 
press us, an insane hospital may be a safe 
and quiet retreat for the king of Lichten- 
burg.

“ Now for these waiting applicants. 
See old Schliiter. Justin, and have them 
sent in as rapidly as possible. I  long for 
a gallop over the fields ;” and he stretched 
his big arms above his head.

“ H a !” he exclaimed, his eyes seeking 
the level of the table again and resting 
on one of the open documents. “ What 
is this, Justin? Whose writing is i t ? ”

He drew the paper towards him with a 
puzzled expression ujton his face. Justin 
looked back over his shoulder as he 
started for the door.

“ That ? Why, it is the petition of the 
madman.”

He went on to the entrance to the cor
ridor, now thronged with hangers on of 
the court and people waiting personally to 
present their prayers to the king. The 
latter, half leaning upon the table, still

fixed his eyes upon the wavcringly written 
lines in the petition of the insane char
coal burner.

“ Strange — strange,” he muttered. 
“ The hand seems familiar-—almost as 
though I had seen it before and—should 
-—know—its—author. Verily, a strange 
idea! ”

IX.

And now the daily audience which 
gave such offense to Baron von Wcrtli ritz 
and to certain others of Curt’s councillors 
began. There was little ceremony, other 
than the martial figure of Captain 
Schliiter at the door. His keen eyes 
scrutinized every person who entered tho 
cabinet.

Justin  wrote steadily at the table, ta
king down instructions from the king re
garding each ease in succession. Many of 
the visitors were plainly afraid of the big- 
young man who stared sternly at them 
and pulled his yellow mustache as he 
listened. But ho gave the same direct, 
calm attention to the plaint of the humble 
artisan as to the church official who came 
to this informal audience in priestly 
robes.

And the common citizen went away 
and told his friends and neighbors, with 
much satisfaction, that the king was a 
man; while the clergyman was more than 
likely to shake his head doubtfully over 
such startling methods. Many of the mat
ters which thus came to Curt’s attention 
were utterly foolish and of no moment: 
vet he was learning a great many strange 
things about how this government, of 
which he was supposed to be the head and 
front, was conducted.

There was a break in the .line at last; 
no more petitioners entered, and Curt lay 
back in the huge armchair and stretched 
his arms above his head with a sigh.

“ Put all that stuff in the hands of 
your assistants, my boy; lot us lunch, and 
then for a horseback ride. I  am wearied 
with all this mess and clatter. But 
hold—there is one other matter that 
needs our attention.” lie  looked at his 
secretary thoughtfully as he leaned for
ward once more upon the table. “ Rend 
for Father Jerome.”

Justin  started. “ Will you take up 
that matter now, your majesty ? ”

“ Yes, my friend. I  cannot get it off 
my mind. It oppresses me. I f  Father 
Jerome knows the truth of this claim 
made by the Princess Isolde, let us hear 
it at once.”

“ Do you not think that a man like the
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good fa ther  would have come forward ere 
mow and made plain the matter,  could he 
do so ? ”

“ I have g'rent eonlidonce in Father Je 
rome’s piety; but he is a man as well. 
Policy may sway him at times, or—fear.”

‘‘ Fear of w hom '" cried Justin.
“ Von Werdoritz had him brought here, 

without doubt. Your own deduct ions 
prove that, Justin. The baron did not 
seek out a poor priest to honor him with 
the position of king's chaplain, for 
nothing.”

“ True.-’
“ You tell me there is no record of the 

marriage which Isolde claims took place, 
and that of the two witnesses, one is 
dead and the other spirited away. Now. 
we do not know how much of this 
story is false and how much is time. But 
the priest whom they claim conducted the 
marriage ceremony must know. Send for 
him Justin.”

The secretary touched the hell and sent 
the under chamberlain for Father Je
rome. As the man withdrew, voices were 
audible from the eorridor, voices which 
were raised to more than the ordinary 
pitch of conversation.

. “ Who is that old Sehliiter is guarding 
us from now?” queried the king, with a 
smile. “ He’s become a veritable dragon 
lately. What is he expecting, think you ? 
Assassins to fry to force their way into 
our presence? t ’ome, Justin, go and 
command him to quench such unseemly 
disturbance.”

The secretary hastened to the door and 
threw it open in time to make plain these 
words in the angry voice of the old 
guardsman:

“ Nay, your impudence may go far in 
some quarters, Herr Count; hut, by the 
gods, ’twill not serve ye here! I  know' 
you and your breed well, and no bluster 
disturbs me. You know well the edict 
against you, and, having ventured within 
the city limits—even to the very gates of 
the palace itself—you’ll taste narrower 
quarters than ye’ve lately been used to, 
I warrant! ”

“ Who in heaven’s name has he got 
there?" queried 1 he king, in a vexed tone.

Before Justin could reply, the voice of 
the other party to the controversy reached 
the king’s ears plainly.

“ Captain Sehliiter was always consid
erate—and such a courteous gentleman ! ” 
were the sneeringly uttered words. “ Tie 
offers me the hospitality of his own 
pension before I  have been in the city 
half an hour.”

“ You’ll find the quarters I  give you

somewhat different from those you’ve 
been used to lately—by the gods, yes! ” 
declared the captain gruffly. “ Ha! You 
are here at lenglh, are you, you block
heads ? ”

There was the tramp of heavily shod 
feet in the corridor; a file of the guard 
had evidently entered at Schliiter’s com
mand.

“ This is disgraceful, J u s tin !” ex
claimed the king, half rising from his 
seat. “ What is Sehliiter about to do? 
Who is that fellow without?”

Before Justin could reply the same 
cool, sneering voice said: “ Be not too
fast, Herr Captain. I  have the right of 
every man in Liehtenhurg to see the 
king. It is his own proclamation.”

“ But not such as you. You are 
forbidden the city—the edict of the 
throne still stands," growled Sehliiter. 
“ To the guard room with this fellow! ”

The soldiers evidently pressed forward, 
for there was a sharper tone in the voice 
of the man whom the captain threatened 
to arrest.

“ Hold ! This is the palace of the king, 
hut a free man has a right to defend his 
life, be. time or place what they may! 
Hands off, I say, or 1 will run some of 
you through! Call off your curs. Captain 
Sehliiter, and read that paper.”

There was a pause of a breath’s dura
tion in the controversy while the old 
guardsman evidently scanned the docu
ment.

“ The king’s sea l!” Curt and Justin 
heard him exclaim.

“ And do you grasp its import, Herr 
Captain?" demanded the sneering voice. 
“ It removes the prohibition issued by 
Henry 11—of blessed memory!—against 
Conrad of Sehlossberg, does it not? I 
met the courier just without the city. I 
am here to see his majesty upon matters 
of importance to him and to me. Now, 
sir, will the king see Conrad of Schloss- 
borg ? ”

Justin, who had hesitated after open
ing the door, with his hand upon the 
draperies, turned quickly now and glanced 
questioninglv into the king’s face.

The latter had pushed back his heavy 
chair and stood upright beside the table, 
one clenched hand resting upon it. His 
brow had contracted, and a deep flush 
dyed his cheek. When he saw Justin’s 
glance lie started, his lips set themselves 
more sternly, and. with a sudden gesture, 
lie gave the desired permission.

Before the astounded and angry cap
tain could reply to the count’s final 
speech the secretary flung apart the cur
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tains. “ His majesty will give audience 
to Count Conrad of TIohenstaufen,” he 
said quietly.

“ Ila ! ” exclaimed the gruff voice of the 
chagrined guardsman.

Instantly the importunate visitor 
crossed the threshold and stood in the 
presence of the monarch. Three bold 
paces into the room he strode, and as the 
door quickly closed behind him he halted, 
heels together, and saluted his majesty.

The king looked upon him coldly, hut 
the flush had died out of his check and 
he leveled his g-aze at the handsome.scorn
ful face of the young count with perfect 
composure.

“ Our edict did not include the restora
tion of Count von llolienstaufen's mili
tary honors," he said, without returning 
the salute.

No flush rose to Conrad’s cheek. lie  
bowed deeply, and with mocking humility.. 
“ Pray pardon my forgetfulness, your 
majesty. Confusion, natural upon being 
again allowed to approach the throne, was 
the cause of my fault, I  assure you."

He was a slender, graceful fellow, this 
daredevil master of the freehold of 
Sehlossberg, his face high bred, full col
ored, lighted by hawk-like eyes and 
adorned by a chestnut mustache of the 
foppish cut made fashionable by the em
peror. His manner, look, bearing, all 
displayed unbounded impudence.

The king still remained standing be
side his desk, and, paying no apparent at
tention to the offensive manner of his 
visitor, inquired briefly: “ On what busi
ness does the Count yon Hohenstaufen 
appear before us? ”

“ All men know the charity and justice 
of Curt I I  of Liehtenburg,” responded the 
count, with another sweeping bow; “ that 
be listens to the petitions of the poorest 
and least worthy of his subjects-—of 
whom I am one of the least; and that he 
will consider any petition of moment to 
his subjects. I crave to place before your 
most gracious majesty certain docu
ments ”—he drew the packet from his coat 
—“ which bear heavily upon your humble 
petitioner, and upon the welfare of the 
holders of Sehlossberg.”

The king’s manner was ealm and un
ruffled now.

“ And are these petitions similar in 
tone and subject to those already on file 
with the secretary of the council?” he 
asked.

“ They are, your majesty. They are the 
facts setting forth the injury done our 
family in times past by the Yon Wol- 
fungens; the robbery by force of much of

our-freehold, and the attachment of these 
estates to the crown lands; and the cur
tailment of many of our rights as the 
Yon Ilohenstaufens of Sehlossberg, which 
rights were established at and maintained 
by force of arms from the time of the 
confederation of the Rhine Lands in the 
sixteenth century.”

“ The nature of the claims, count, are 
well known to us," the king interposed, 
still mildly. “ The manner in which 
these lands and rights were I n s t  t o  your 
house is likewise well known. Ilerr 
Secretary, take the papers the count 
lias been kind enough to bring us, and 
have them examined in detail. If  there 
lie any matter upon which we may act. it 
shall be done."

The unrufHed composure of the king at 
length penetrated Conrad’s armor of im
pudence. Ilis eyes flashed ominously, and 
his hands, incased in riding gauntlets, 
clenched themselves involuntarily.

“ Your majesty’s leniency and charity 
quite overcome me," lie said. “ I have 
not recently had the pleasure of seeing 
Bourassn (except from a distance), but 
I have heard from all sides of the king’s 
Solomon-like justice and wisdom. Tell 
me, your majesty, does it consist of thus 
summarily dismissing a petition before 
its seals are broken? ”

Justin glanced oyer at the young count 
angrily, but Curt still remained undis
turbed.

“ The Yon Wolfiingens," lie said, 
“ know the claims and desires of your 
bouse, Herr Count. We remember, also, 
that since the confiscation of much of the 
Sehlossberg lands, no member of your 
race has shown himself a trustworthy and 
loyal subject of the crown. The germ of 
discontent and disloyalty still lives 
within you, sir, as it lived in the heart 
of your father and grandfather. A dan
gerous hound should be muzzled; a mad 
bull, ringed; the serpent’s fangs, drawn. 
When the time comes that a leader of 
your house shows beyond doubt his loy
alty to the tlirone of Liehtenburg, you 
will find us ready—aye, glad—to listen 
with favorable car to tbe prayers of the 
Yon Ilohenstaufens.”

The young count’s face had grown dark 
with rage while he listened; hut ere his 
lips could frame the unwise words which 
pressed to them, the king continued in 
a milder tone:

“ Count Conrad of Sehlossberg, the 
blood in your veins is as noble as any in 
our kingdom. Your castle was, in times 
past, one of the strongholds of the prin
cipality, and tbe master of Sehlossberg
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was the friend of the king’, and his faith
ful retainer. No monarch, I care not who 
lie may be, or how great his land, can af
ford to antagonize a house that could 
be a pillar—and a mighty one—of his 
throne.

“ Without preparation—without expec
tation—we have been placed, in the prov
idence of Cod, upon this throne, to.be the 
governor of this people. A disloyal sub
ject, a man with a grievance, in the coun
try is like a spot of decay upon the cheek 
of an otherwise fair apple. I t  will spread, 
eating to the cere, until the whole apple 
is rotten.

“ We would have all men assured of 
our honesty of purpose and desire fo bet
ter tlie condition of the people at large, 
and to deal justly by all. But our hands 
are tied by such men as yon, Conrad of 
Schlossberg! For the welfare of your 
country, for the good of Lichtenburg, will 
you not strike hands with your king this 
day, as did your fathers in the older time, 
and swear implicit loyalty from this time 
forth \ ”

The young king stretched our his hand, 
his face earnest, and a tremor in his voice 
•which one who knew him not might have 
taken for weakness. But Conrad looked 
scornfully upon him and refused the of
fered hand.

“ And the rights of my freehold ? ” he 
demanded haughtily.

“ We make no bargains with subjects 
whom we cannot trust,"’ was the sharp 
response.

“ I f  the decayed spot, as you so aptly 
suggest, remains in the fair cheek of the 
fruit ? ” sneered the count.

The king folded his arms and gazed 
upon him with stern eyes again.

“ Then,” he responded slowly, “ there 
is but one thing to do. I t  must be re
moved—the spot shall he cut out, though 
the cheek of the apple be spoiled in look! 
Better that, than the whole fruit ruined,”

Conrad drew himself up and his eyes 
flashed.

“ Your majesty offers me two alter
natives—I  must either bend the knee or 
be crushed ? ”

“ We offer nothing. The king makes 
no offers or advances no promises to those 
whose loyalty is doubted,” repeated Curt.

At that the count Stopped hack, and his 
face flamed from throat to brow.

“ The king—the king! ” he stammered, 
tearing at one of his riding gloves nerv
ously, and fairly dragging it from his 
hand. “ Who is the Icing f ”

At that .Tustin sprang to his feet as
(To he c

though he would interpose, but his maj
esty waved him back.

“ 1 am the king, in the sight of God and 
man.”

“ Yet I  have heard that some of your 
4 loyal subjects ’ doubt this, your maj
esty," the count returned with bravado. 
“ The Princess Isolde of Berielitshofen 
claims the throne of Lichtenburg for her 
son."’ And then, in a lower tone: “ An
other blot upon your apple, s ire !”

“ The truth of that claim shall be 
known to us shortly, count. Let Isolde 
come to the court and present her 
proofs----- ”

“ To he filed with the secretary of the 
council as are the petitions of the house 
of Hohenstaufen! ” interrupted the other 
quickly. “ Nay, your majesty. Fire
brands may keep smoldering a long time 
in a covered pot, but spread broadcast in 
the forest they wilt accomplish more.”

“ That is a threat, Herr Count,” said 
the king, again calm.

“ Aye, it is a threat. And hear me, 
your majesty, if it was to be the last 
breath I  drew! The claim of the child of 
Isolde to the throne of Lichtenburg is 
not a spooler to be downed by a bribed 
clergy or an intimidated peasantry. The 
child is the son of Ilenry II, and his right 
to the throne will be established, if need 
be, by the, sword! It shall be carried to 
the highest court of appeal—to the em
peror himself—and this city, the kingdom 
from end to end, may yet see blood spilled 
because of this awful deed against the 
rightful heir to the crown.”

“ Sir." cried the king, advancing upon
him. “ this is past forbearance----- ”

“ Aye, play the tyrant, and yon will! 
Think to smother popular feeling by op
pressing those who would rise and tell the 
truth. But know you. that in Conrad of 
Schlossberg there is a man you cannot 
intim idate! ”

Suddenly, glancing at the torn glove 
in his hand, his eyes flashed again and the 
muscles of his arm stiffened.

“ In  the old days, your majesty,” he 
said, in a harsh tone. “ which you have 
seen fit to reeill so feelingly, when a free
holder espoused a cause and took his 
knightly vow to defend it, he threw his 
glove into the lists to be taken up by any 
champion who pleased.”

With a swift gesture he threw’ the glove 
at the king’s feet.

“ There is my gauntlet, your majesty! 
I  give my heart, my sword, my blood if 
need be, to the cause of Isolde of Ber- 
ichtshofen and the infant Henry I I I .” 
tinned.)



H o m e  M a d e  P l a s t e r  Cas t s .
B Y  L I L L I A N  B A Y N E S  G R IFFIN .

A PRACTICAL DESCRIPTION OF SUCCESSFUL METHODS FOR 
MAKING EFFECTIVE REPRODUCTIONS OF INANIMATE OBJECTS 
AND FROM LIFE—A FASCINATING PROCESS THAT MAY PROVE 
PROFITABLE,

p  VEK since the days of “ Little Wom- 
ell,” when Ami) made the disastrous 

cast of her foot, plaster of Paris has had 
a peculiar fascination for the amateur. 
Perhaps this is but the grown up coun
terpart of the universal mud pie instinct, 
the longing to reproduce forms, which 
even the least artistic of us possesses by 
natural right. Now that the cast has be
come such a universal adjunct to house 
furnishing, the unemployed young woman 
has a reasonable excuse for indulging this 
instinct, and may spend her time messing 
happily at her work table without com
ment. To be sure, she can buy casts of 
professional workmanship nearly as 
cheaply as she can make them ; but she 
misses the pleasure of the work, as well 
as the individuality of the result.

Some plaster of Paris, a few pounds of 
gray molding clay, a piece of soap, a small 
brush, a bowl, and a spoon are the prin
cipal requirements. Casting from life is, 
of course, the most, interesting field, but 
it is necessary to get practice and expe
rience from still life objects before at
tempting a hand or mask. Work in 
plaster must be done quickly. To the be
ginner, new problems are always arising: 
and it will be found easier to overcome 
difficulties on a bas relief, or a piece of 
fruit, than on a hand or face covered 
with an inch of plaster. In  fact, no one 
should attempt a face until he has be
come expert at reproducing easier models 
and has gathered a knowledge of the ways 
of plaster.

Even when great care is taken, the 
plaster is likely to spatter, so it is ad
visable to cover the table on which the 
easting is to be done with newspapers, 
and also to spread them on the floor. The 
operator should wear a large apron. Do 
not try to remove stray plaster from the 
clothes until it is dry. Once it has set, it 
will crumble off without leaving any 
mark; but if rubbed while wet, it will 
sink in and be very difficult to remove.

Any bas relief that can be bought from 
the street vendeis of casts for a few cents 
will do to practise with, and if the mold 
is successfully made, several easts may be 
reproduced from it. One of Donatello's 
low reliefs, such as “ St. Cecilia.” “ Thu 
Cherub," or “ St. John and the Saviour.” 
is excellent to experiment with. A relief 
without undercuts should be chosen.

THE MAKING OF MOLD AND CAST.

Make a thick lather with a little com
mon soap and a few drops of boiled oil, 
and, with a hog’s hair brush, cover the 
cast until the entire surface is in a 
lather. Having washed and wiped the 
brush, go over the cast until every bubble 
has disappeared and the surface has a 
smooth, almost polished appearance. This 
is done to prevent the plaster from ad
hering to the cast. Build a wall about 
three quarters of an inch high all round 
the cast with the modeling clay, making 
the inside edges perfectly smooth and 
upright.

The mold is now ready for the plaster. 
Much depends upon proper mixing. The 
first consideration is quantity, and it is 
wiser to waste a little plaster than to find, 
in the middle of an operation, that there 
is not enough to finish. I t is unsafe to 
make the casts too thin. A pound and a 
half of plaster to a pint of water is a good 
ratio. Place the water in a large bowl, 
and, from the edge of a saucer, sprinkle 
the plaster lightly over the surface, letting 
most of it fall about the edges. As it be
comes saturated with water, it will sink to 
the bottom of the bowl. The plaster 
should be added until the water seems to 
be full. Care should be taken to make 
sure that it is free from lumps, or it will 
never beat smoothly.

The mixture must now be stirred with a 
strong wooden spoon, which should move 
so rapidly that the plaster is kept boiling 
in the center of the bowl. The spoon 
should never be removed during the
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operation, because of air bubbles, which 
are always disastrous.

As soon as all the dry plaster has been 
beaten in, and the mixture is beginning 
to thicken to a creamy consistency, it. is 
ready to pour over the cast, which should 
first be covered with the .thinnest possible 
coat. Tip the cast back and forward and 
blow every air bubble ou t; then cover it 
with the rest of the plaster. The larger 
the surface of the cast,the thicker it must 
be. Under favorable circumstances, the 
plaster should be firm in ten minutes, but 
its condition can be judged by touching it 
with the finger. If it is time to remove 
the clay wall, the surface of the plaster 
will be hard and warm, but if the finger 
sinks in, it. must stand longer. A deal of 
harm may be done by removing the 
plaster too soon, so it is better to err on 
the safe side, and run no risk.

While the plaster is setting, the howl 
and spoon should he cleaned, for the 
plaster is setting just as hard o n  those as 
it is on the east. A good supply of water 
is all that, is necessary. Profit by my very 
expensive experience, and avoid putting 
half set plaster down a sink, for it will 
destroy the plumbing in the most effect
ual way.

As soon as the plaster is hard, remove 
the clay wall and pull the cast and the 
mold apart. I f  they seem inclined to ad
here, lay the cast on the palm of the left 
hand and gently tap it around the edges 
with a hammer. Dust away any chips of 
plaster with a soft brush. Before the 
mold has time to become brittle, nick 
either side with a penknife, filling the 
nicks with clay. These are for the pur
pose of inserting a wooden wedge in ease 
the mold and the east adhere.

Again the plaster has to be mixed, and 
the entire process repeated. But this time 
the result should he a east in relief, the 
facsimile of the original. Many easts can 
be made from the mold, which should be 
carefully cleaned and oiled each time it 
is used.

MAKING CASTS FROM LIFE.

After one or two successful has reliefs 
have been made, the molder need not hes
itate to try something from life. A fish 
is simple, making a very pretty cast, and 
will help to solve many of the problems 
that are sure to present themselves. One 
with decidedly marked scales should be 
chosen.

The first difficulty that the fish presents 
lies in the fact that there is so much un
dercutting. You cannot build a clay wall 
around the fish—it lias to be treated in an

entirely different, way. Get a box of fine 
sand—bird sand will do, though a finer 
variety is better—dampen it slightly, and 
embed the fish in it until only one half 
can be seen. Smooth the sand so that it 
makes a firm background, and the fish 
looks like a has relief: (.'over with
plaster, following the instructions given 
for making a mold. For a twelve inch 
fish, make the cast about an inch thick. 
When the plaster has set, the mold may 
easily bo lifted awav.

If  one wishes to carry the experiment 
further, in order to make a complete re
production, turn the fish over, so that the 
half in plaster is underneath, and brush 
away the sand. Scrape the edges of the 
plaster until they are perfectly smooth, 
and make notches to be filled with clay. 
Oil the fish and the edges of the plaster 
mold, and complete the cast. A small 
wedge inserted in the notches will sep
arate the molds. The halves should fit, 
together perfectly. If  there are visible 
cracks in the seams, fill them with clay. 
After enlarging one of the notches until 
it is big enough to pour plaster through, 
dust and oil the inside of the easts and 
tie them firmly together with cord. Make 
and beat fresh plas ter, and as soon as it 
begins to get creamy, pour in a few spoon
fuls. Place a finger over the opening and 
turn the mold until the plaster has been 
forced into every part, of it; then pour 
until the mold is filled, and let the plaster 
set until it becomes hard. If  often hap
pens that one half will adhere so firmly 
to the cast that it has to be chipped off 
by means of a hammer and a dull chisel.

CASTS OF HANDS.

The amateur will derive most pleasure 
from making casts of hands, and if well 
done the amusement may prove mildly 
profitable. There were two Boston girls 
who built up a paying business by easting 
hands for paper weights. They charged 
five dollars for the east in plaster, and 
twenty five for the same thing in bronze. 
Of course they did not make the bronze 
casts; they merely sent the plaster ones 
to the foundry and had them reproduced. 
This cost them ten dollars for each cast, 
so they made a pretty handsome profit. 
They also made a considerable income by 
casting babies’ feet, these also to be used 
for paper weights. Sometimes they got 
an order for two hands clasped together, 
east ill the net of shaking hands. For 
these in plaster they charged fifteen dol
lars, and usually the owner of each hand 
desired a cast.

There are many ways in which a hand
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may be cast, and, after experimenting a 
little, each niolder adopts a method and 
labels it “ the best." I have tried several, 
and I  will describe the one which I 
found to be the easiest as well as the 
most satisfactory.

Shape the finger nails, and oil the hand 
with lard or sweet oil. Fasten n towel 
around the arm a few inclus from the 
wrist. If  there is any hair on the hand, 
smooth it down so that it all lies in one 
direction ; otherwise it will catch the 
plaster, and make the. removing of the 
mold painful. If only the back of the 
hand is to be east—and in any case it is 
better to try the hand in relief before at
tempting it in the round—place a soft 
piece of cheese cloth on a pillow, over 
which a newspaper has been laid. Let 
the band settle down naturally on the 
folds of the cloth, then follow the in
structions for making a has relief of a 
fish, being careful to blow the first coat 
of plaster in and about the finger nails.

When the mold lias set, turn the hand 
over and remove all the plaster that may 
have found its way underneath. This will 
he a waste mold, and after it lias been 
filled with plaster it will have to he 
chipped away until the cast of the hand 
is reached. When getting down near the 
hand the chipping must progress slowly, 
so as not to injure the cast.

In casting a hand in the round, the first 
step is to decide on a graceful and natural 
position. A good way is to rest the fore 
arm on a pillow and let. the fingers and 
thumb lie on a table, so that there is a 
slight slant from the tips of the fingers to 
the wrist. Then build damp sand under 
the hand and all round the fingers, so 
that no plaster can by any chance get un
derneath. The sand will act as a perfect 
support to the hand, and all the muscles 
may relax.

Make the first half of the mold; when 
it has set, turn the hand over, brush away 
the sand, and scrape the edges of the 
plaster perfectly smooth. Notch the sides 
of the plaster so that the two halves will 
dovetail together, oil the front of the 
hand and the edges of the mold, 
make the second half of the cast, 
tie the two together, and fill with plaster. 
Great care must be taken while removing 
the outside mold, as a very slight jar will 
break off one of the fingers and thus 
destroy the cast.

Leaves and some kinds of flowers can be 
cast in the same way. These should not 
he flattened out, but should have sand 
built up under them. They do not need 
oiling, as they can be readily removed

from the east as soon as the plaster is 
sufficiently hard.

CASTS OF FACES.

A mask is not difficult, provided that 
it. is made over a clean shaven face. 
Dealing with a beard, or even a mustache, 
is cpiite another thing, and should be at
tempted only by one who has had much 
experience in easting. Do not experiment 
on a nervous person. Many a good mold 
has been destroyed by the model becoming 
frightened, and, at the last moment, tear
ing it off. The plaster felt cold and heavy 
and suggested the fate of Desdemona. 
For this reason it is well to explain be
forehand what is going to happen, and to 
be sure that the plaster is mixed with 
warm water. P u t straws in the nostrils, 
s o  that breathing may continue, and have 
everything ready, so that there will be no 
delay after the process has once begun.

The model should lie fiat on his hack 
with a pillow under the head. Towels 
must he bound around the head and under 
the chin, firmly, but not tight enough to 
distort the muscles. The eyebrows and 
any hair that shows from under the towel 
must be covered with a little soft elav. 
No attempt should be made to east the 
eyelids. The eyes should be kept closed 
and the plaster built around them, care 
being taken not to touch the lashes. Oil 
the face and proceed as with a bas relief.

One of the most satisfactory ways of 
tinting casts is to hang them where they 
will become smoked by an open fire. The 
process is slow, but when complete the 
reward is a cast that can hardly be told 
from ivory. If the fireplace is big enough, 
hang the casts inside, as far away from the 
fire as possible ; if it is small, fasten them 
to the board under the mantel. Casts 
are sometimes tinted by putting coloring 
matter in the plaster when it is first 
mixed, but tlie results are seldom, if ever, 
as good as when the coloring is done aft
erwards, A preparation of raw oil to 
which has been added a few pinches of 
any good dry color, such as emerald green, 
burnt sienna, yellow ocher, or terra cotta, 
wall give an effective finish to a cast. To 
polish a white cast, and at the same time 
to protect, it from dust, go over the sur
face with a brush and dry talc powder; 
or the cast, may first be tinted with a 
water color, and afterwards polished with 
the talc powder.

Plaster busts that have become soiled 
may be cleaned by placing them upside 
down and filling them with water. As the 
water oozes through, wipe the cast with 
a chamois skin.
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B Y  F R A N C IS  Z. S T O N E .

SYNOPSIS OF CHAPTERS PREVIOUSLY PUBLISHED.
Out of gratitude for their succoring him in a saloon brawl in San Bernardino, a retired soldier tells 

an old miner named Myers and his young partner, Hike Random, that he has struck the Pegleg, a famous 
missing mine, and offers to take them into partnership. Their expedition takes them across the desert, 
where no water exists, and they are compelled to share the small supply they take with them with a young 
Mexican girl, Chiquita Morales, whom they find on the trail, well nigh perishing from thirst. Chiquita 
has set out to find Cholo Jack, sometimes known as Juan Bat’hurst, a dashing young half breed of fine 
looks and bad principles, who induced her to elope with him, married her, although he has another wife 
living, and then deserted her. Cholo Jack, finding it expedient to quit that part of the country, joins 
four of his cronies, Pete and Ed Nicholson, “ Frisco,” and “ R ebel” Jones, in an attack on the 0  K gam
bling saloon in San Bernardino, by which they obtain some twenty thousand dollars’ worth of gold dust ; 
after which they depart for Mexico via the desert across which Myers and his party are journeying, with 
Sim Glover, the sheriff, and his posse in hot pursuit.

T H E  P E G L E G G E R S .

X T ,

THE raiders did nut spare their animals.
They traveled light, having chosen 

time as ally. The sand of the desert 
leaves a trail as plain as new fallen snow, 
but the rocks of the broken ranges ob
literate it almost as completely as run
ning water. At Whitewater they swung 
to the right, skirting the forbidding but
tresses of the Sau Jacinto Mountains. At 
Indian Wells they filled canteens and 
refreshed their mounts.

“ Be sparing of the water,” cautioned 
Cholo Jack. “ It's a good fifty miles to 
my little tank,'’

So they rode doggedly, always south
east, winding between the low, roekv foot
hills. The half blood, in advance, glanced 
now and then to right and left as if to 
scan landmarks invisible to his compan
ions, whose chins lay frequently on their 
shoulders as their eyes ranged the back 
trail in quest of pursuit. But always 
the desert was bare save for the isolated 
masses of rock.

The sun and silence were oppressive. 
The hoofs smote the sand with a soft 
recurrent thud, like the beating of an 
artery in a tired brain. The Xicholsons 
yielded first to the eerie influence of the 
solitude, as they rode head to crop be
hind Frisco and Rebel Jones. The for
mer had been covertly watching them for 
some time.

“ Those fellows have too blamed many 
superstitions to suit me,” he said, canter-

*  This story began in the September

ing up beside Julies. “ They’ve had some 
kind of a maggot in their brains about 
this job for a week, and if we strike a 
streak of bad luck I wouldn't answer for 
them. They haven’t spoken all day, and 
a man that broods in the desert ain’t 
safe. If  they show any sign of running 
amuck, throw down on 'em and shoot to 
kill.”

“ They’re pretty near crazy now,” an
swered Jones. “ I t’s the desert craze. I 
can spot it when it's cornin’ on. Them 
two was lost once on the Mojave back of 
the Calico range, an’ was out of their 
heads an’ naked when a dry washin’ out
fit picked ’em up. A man never gits over 
the desert craze if he goes back on the 
desert. I ’ve beam tell that some goes 
blind from it.”

“ Fact,” rejoined Frisco; “ and some 
fellows get it mighty easy. You know 
those borax teams that run between 
Death Valley and Barstow ' Well, they 
send two men with each outfit—it’s a 
long haul through just about such a God 
forsaken country as this—two men with 
thirty or forty mules hitched to the 
borax wagon and a water tank. Along- 
at first there wasn’t  hardly a month 
passed that some outfit didn’t come in 
by itself, or with only one man mimin' 
it. One or both of the mule whackers 
that started with it would be lyin’ dead 
with his boots on, back on the trail. They 
would get to fighting over trifles, or over 
nothing at all, and it was always to the 
death, because where a man gets to brood-

number o f  T h e  J u n io r  M u n s e y ’ s.
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fljg in this stillness and monotony he 
arrows wolfish and sees red. Finally it got 
so iliat the borax company would never 
send the same men together twice run
ning. On top of that, each mule whacker 
had to state before he started that he had 
no objections to his partner, and had 
never had any words with him. But even 
now there's a killing or two on the borax 
trail every few months."

“ Yes,” assented the other; “ I ’ve heard 
that, an’ I  believe it.”

Tile pair lapsed into silence. Mean
while Pete Nicholson broke the seal that 
had been upon his tongue for hours.

“ Wislit 1 hadn’t sat into that game o' 
stud las’ Wednesday,” he said, half to 
himself. TIis eyes were gloomy and his 
face was drawn.

“ W h y ” inquired his brothel'.
“ I t’s all along o’ them signs. Thought. 

1 wouldn’t mention it, but I got a bad 
hand.”

Ed Nicholson turned a dirty white.
“ Not----- ? ”
He did not finish the sentence. Pete 

nodded.
“ Sure as shoot in'. Jacks up on nines, 

the Dead Mail's Hand, first deal. Other 
fellows quit right thar, fear o' trouble. 
Most times a feller that gits that hand 
never leaves the table alive.”

Shutting his lips grimly, lie added:
“ That's why 1 wont into this propo

sition. I  knowed, of course, after giftin' 
the Head Man’s Hand dealt me. that I 
was a gone coon, but I mought as well 
pass out g’ame.”

® Why in tarnation didn't you tell 
me t " snarled his brother, his face work
ing with fear and rage. “ Didn’t you 
know you was a dead man > Was thar 
any need o’ ropin’ me into your finish!"

“ 'Twasn’t no use,” was the sullen re
ply, “ Thar was signs enough afterwards 
1o show that you was mixed up in the bad 
luck. Besides. I had a hankerin' for 
e o m p ’n y .”

Ed Nicholson drew up his horse with a 
jerk and whirled it across the trail in 
front of his brolher. His lean features 
twitched.

“ Hoi’ on, E d !” the other man said. 
“ For Gawd’s sake, you wouldn’t----- "

Pete’s sentence was never finished. A 
shut echoed over the wastes, and he 
lurched forward upon the horn of his 
saddle, still clutching his half drawn re
volver. The horse plunged, and the dead 
man, collapsing, dropped sideways to the 
sand. One foot, which caught for a mo
ment in the broad wooden stirrup by the 
spur,was lifted, twisted.and then dropped

awkwardly, leaving the body in a strange 
and distorted huddle. A little way off 
the riderless horse stopped, faced the 
thing that had backed it, and stood with 
forelegs apart, trembling.

The murderer sat forward in the sad
dle, the six shooter raised for another 
shot; his eyes, fastened upon the corpse, 
were filled with fear and cruelty. His 
animal was thrown hack upon its 
haunches, head up and vibrant in every 
nerve and muscle. So the other riders, 
startled by the shot, found him as they 
dashed up.

For a moment he did not heed them, 
but continued to glare at the prostrate 
form. Then he slid his revolver back into 
the holster at his right, hip, and, licking 
his lips, looked from face to face with 
a sneaking, sidewise glance that had in 
it something indescribably feline and de
fiant. He did not speak.

“ Round up the boss,” said Frisco. 
“ There’s a thousand in gold on her.”

Cholo Jack clapped spurs to his mount 
and swept towards Pete’s mare in a wide 
half circle. Rebel Jones had dismounted 
and turned the body face up. The beard 
was full of sand, and the eyes, wide open, 
laid in them a look of mingled surprise 
and terror.

“ (.’enter shot,” commented the ex con
vict. “ Through the heart. Help »ie 
search him, Jones, an’ be quick about it. 
What he packed goes to us on an even 
d iwy.”

“ I  had to do it,” said Ed Nicholson, 
as the search proceeded. “ l ie  deserved 
it. too. Tried to mix his own blood kin 
into his hoodoo. Boys, T knowed some
thin’ was wrong, hut I didn’t know what, 
tin’ when lie told me he’d picked up the 
Dead Man’s Hand, I knowed it was his 
life or ours, an’ I  let him have it. Any^ 
body would ’a’ done the same. An’ he 
had to die, any way. No man that got 
Jacks up on nines in a pat hand ever 
lived a week. You all know it.”

Frisco looked up from his gruesome 
work. There was amusement and con
tempt in his face.

“ Right you are,” he answered. “ Any
how, it was a family affair, and no gent 
of experience ever mixes in what isn’t 
his business. Now climb down and help 
cover the remains. If wouldn’t be a good 
play to let anybody know that there’s only 
four of us left, if it comes to a fight. The 
boss will come handy for the run.”

A shallow grave was quickly scooped in 
the sand beside a boulder, with hands and 
bowie knives. Into this the body was 
rolled and covered: a few rocks were then
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placed on top to prevent exhumation by 
the wind, when it should arise. Cholo 
Jack skilfully obliterated all traces of an 
untoward happening- at this place, and the 
flight was resinned.

Only,the surviving .Nicholson now rode 
behind the half blood,, with Frisco and 
Rebel Jones at his rear—an arrangement 
the former had brought about by delay
ing, ostensibly to cinch his girth, the 
other pulling up to wait for him. .Neither 
man cared to present his back to the 
fratricide.

At length C'holo Jack was seen to rein 
in his mare and wheel, raising his right 
hand straight, tip, with a cigarette be
tween the extended fingers. All stopped, 
so abruptly that the creaking of leather, 
the champing of bits, and the labored 
respiration of the horses were momenta
rily audible. The leader threw himself to 
the ground, the reins wound around his 
left wrist.

lie  lay a half minute with his ear to 
the earth, then flung himself into the 
saddle.

“ Forw ard!” he cried. “ Tliev’re after 
u s! "

XII.

“ Ilow far behind do you make ’em ?” 
called out Frisco, as the quartet tailed 
out at accelerated speed.

“ Close up,” answered Cholo, without 
turning. “ Less than five miles—rnebbe 
three.”

They pushed on doggedly. Ability to 
get the utmost out of a horse is the birth
right of the Mexican, who knows no 
mercy for liis mount, but exacts the last 
ounce of strength and leaves it dead with 
entire unconcern.

The Americans trusted implicitly to the 
half blood's judgment in the matter of 
pace making, as they did to bis ears in 
measuring the distance separating them 
from the posse; for the Mexican is also 
the best trailer in the world.

Hour after hour they ran before in
visible and, to all but one of them, in
audible pursuit. The San Jacinto range 
hung in their rear, and in the marvelous 
atmosphere of the desert, which distorts 
and deceives, it seemed to their back
ward glances that they had not gained a 
mile from that rugged and barren land
mark. But the Salton sea lay on their 
left, a great white depression like the in
side of a gigantic skull.

The leader swerved sharply to the 
right, among the rooks. The sun beat 
upon the granite walls and scarred

boulders, and steeds and riders were alike 
bathed in perspiration.

High overhead, against the sapphire 
sky, a great California vulture hung 
poised and motionles-. The hoofs clat
tered sharply upon the stones with which 
the ground was strewn. Cholo Jack 
slackened pace. “ Ten miles more, mebbe 
less,” he grunted, lifting his canteen.

The others followed his example, drink
ing deeply. The horses whickered at the 
smell of water. The sun was nearing 
the bald crown of the San Jacinto range 
when they came upon thick hedges of 
mesquit and thorn. Cholo Jack swept 
the growth with bis restless black eyes.

I t was a ghastly place; the abrupt peaks 
leaned inward there to watch the death 
struggle between these vegetable Ishmael- 
ites and the sun that, like an unnatural 
parent, had doomed them. They writhed 
and twisted about one another in their 
dumb agony, or, sprawling upon the hot 
ami pitiless earth, which was the accom
plice of the crime, sought nourishment 
from her dry bosom in vain. In their 
contortions they formed impenetrable 
hedges, hard as flint and elastic as a sea
soned bow stave.

Cholo Jack clapped spurs to bis pinto, 
and, following what might once have been 
a narrow trail between the thickets, 
emerged in a sort of basin—a place like 
the bottom of a cup, honeycombed with 
the untenanted burrows of animals.

A startled glance at the desolation, a 
shrug, and he loosened liis revolvers in 
tlieir scabbards and dismounted.

The tank was dry.
I t was with a half smile upon his dark 

face that he confronted his followers.
“ The deal is against us,” he said, 

waving his hand towards the drought 
cracked bottom of the spring.

They stared in blank silence, and then 
Ed Nicholson broke the stillness with an 
oath and turned towards the guide. The 
old woman's curse sent a lurid flash into 
his darkened mind. The muscles of his 
face twitched and his eyes looked murder.

Frisco laid his right hand upon the 
Southw'estemer’s arm; his left was other
wise occupied in the vicinity of his hip.

“ Xone of that,” he said quietly. 
“ There’s been enough killing. Cholo 
is the only man in the crowd that knows 
this desert, and if you’ve got anything 
against him you’ll wait until we’re safe 
in God’s country before you settle it. 
Mind now, we’re three to one, and won’t 
stand for any fool play.”

Nicholson scanned the resolute faces 
with his pig’s eyes, which were full of
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menace; but he knew his men and de
sisted in his purpose. He could wait.

“ You’ve roped us into this yere game, 
Jack,’' growled Rebel Jones. “ How are 
you goin’ to get us out? Worth while 
to try sinkin’ a well ? ”

The half blood descended into the bot
tom of the tank and examined it upon 
his hands and knees. Then he broke sev
eral thorny twigs from the dry mesquit 
thicket. They snapped loudly and sent 
up a powdery dust.

“ No good,” he grunted, pointing to the 
dead and dying vegetation. “ When 
mesquit and cactus roots can’t find 
water, what use to dig ? There has been 
a trembler—an earthquake—since I saw 
it last. The water did not dry up. The 
earth opened and it was swallowed—like 
this! ”

He laid his palms together in the at- . 
titude of prayer, opened them from the 
heel of the hand, and shut them smartly. 
Then he added:

“ I could not know that.”
“ We ain’t blaming you," responded 

Frisco. “ What we want to know is 
whether you have any plan.”

He rolled a cigarette, lighted it at 
arm’s length—for Mexicans detest the 
smell of sulphur—puffed meditatively, in
haled a huge volume of smoke, and blew 
it towards the trail over which they had 
come.

“ Fight?” inquired Frisco.
The other nodded assent.
Rebel Jones scowled.
“ There seems to be no choice,” said the 

guide, flicking away the ash. “ There ” 
—he waved towards the south—“ we 
will find death before water. There and 
there ”—the arm extended east and 
north—“ is also death. It is not a good 
death.”

Ed Nicholson licked his lips with a 
tremulous tongue. They had suddenly 
gone dry.

“ But,” the speaker went on. “ they will 
not have followed us thus far without 
water. They would have a team which 
would trail them. The sheriff—I know 
him—will not wait for it. He is riding 
hard. He lost our trail when we took to 
1 he rooks. We must dodge him, or stop 
him, fall on the water wagon, capture it, 
and make a running fight, if need be, for 
the line. It is the only way. To am
bush them, we should he afoot. Let us 
hobble our horses here.”

This desperate plan met with no op
position. The four, taking only their 
precious canteens, and drawing their 
Winchesters from the saddle sheaths, took

the back track with a slinking run, like 
wolves called to the kill.

They ran in silence for nearly an hour. 
Then Cholo Jack halted them with a mo
tion and,bidding them remain quiet until 
his return, slipped his boots and disap
peared among the rocks. Presently he 
returned.

“ Make no noise,” lie whispered, sig
naling them to follow.

He led them down a rocky wash over
hung by frowning walls. Presently they 
climbed out. There was a murmur of 
voices beyond a jutting spur of porphyry, 
and they heard the click of hoofs and the 
rattle of displaced stones distinctly.

“ Behind, pronto 1 urged the half 
blood, throwing himself into the shadow 
of an outcropping ledge and silently 
cocking his rifle.

They had barely time to conceal them
selves when the sheriff rounded the spur. 
He was riding1 bareheaded, with his 
sombrero stuck upon the horn of his sad
dle, and as he bent forward his big beard 
made an unkempt red mat upon his 
breast. Close behind him, but on foot, 
were two lean and sunburned deputies, 
carrying their rifles carelessly. The 
sheriff turned in Ihe saddle and opened 
his mouth to speak.

Cholo Jack fired, at twenty yards. The 
three shots that followed sounded like a 
single, prolonged report, and a hoarse 
yell of execration mingled with the 
echoes which clamored from rock to rock.

There were several more shots as Ed 
Nicholson jerked the lever of his Win
chester, and, advancing, blazed into the 
fallen men. The horse stood rearing for 
a second, uttered a horrible scream, and 
rolled over in the trail, kicking con
vulsively.

The raiders approached, their guns at 
the ready, to look upon their work. The 
two deputies had died in their tracks, but 
Sim Glover moved feebly where he lay. 
Rebel Jones leveled his rifle again, but 
Frisco struck it aside.

“ Save your ammunition," he said; 
“ he’s got his dose.”

Jones went up to sec.
“ Well, Glover, ye, got what ye was 

lookin’ for, didn’t ye ? ” he said, standing 
over the dying officer and leering down 
into his face. “ Reckon ye won’t come 
before the convention next month, hey? ”

The sheriff roused himself by an effort. 
He was shot through the heart, but he 
held to life with that tenacity which 
strong men sometimes exhibit, to the be
wilderment of surgeons or the requital of 
their slayers.
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“ I oughter—waited for—the others,” 
he gasped. “ I ain’t fit—to be—sheriff— 
but-----”

His left hand crooked up and the 
broken utterance ended in a loud report. 
Jones flopped down across him, pitching 
his rifle with a clatter amid the rocks as 
he fell, with a .41 bullet' from the sheriff's 
derringer in his brain.

When the others rushed up Glover was 
dead, with a grim smile on his face, No 
man could say which life went out first.

“ This concern is getting mighty lim
ited,” said Frisco, turning the body of 
Rebel Jones over. “ Sort of a tontine af
fair, where the survivors take all. What 
was your idea in throwing down on these 
men. Jack!”

“ I found by their talk—1 crept close to 
them—that the rest of the posse and tire 
water wagon are far back on the trail. 
Well! We could have slipped by them 
easy, but they would have rejoined the 
others tonight. But if they should not 
return, part of the posse would ride to 
look them up, sabe? And that would 
leave but few, maybe none, to guard the 
water. Therefore it was best that we 
shoot.”

Frisco nodded. Then he said:
“ There’s only three of us now. If 

there’s much of a gang with the water, or 
if they’ve heard our firing, we’re going 
against a hard game."

“ But the firing, if they heard, will 
draw them off,” answered Cholo Jack. 
“ In any ease we must lose no time here. 
Get what water these fellows had, while 
I search Jones. Our shares in the busi
ness are growing.”

Two canteens, each about half full, 
were taken from the bodies.

Frisco lifted them to try their weight.
“ Better than none, hut not- so very 

much,” he commented. “ Could we get 
through on it, Cholo? ”

The half blood shook his head.
“ No good,” he grunted: “ we must- 

capture the water wagon. It’s our only 
chance, unless-----”

He stared towards the southwest.
“ Unless what ? ” queried Frisco.
“ Unless we could fall in with some 

prospectors and supply ourselves.”
He pointed to where a wisp of smoke 

showed above the broken ridges. The 
night was falling fast.

XIII.

The partners wasted no time in vain 
speculation upon the strange chance that 
had led Chiquita Morales to their camp.

Tearing a scarf from her waist, old man 
Myers wet it from a canteen and held it 
to her lips. She clutched it ravenously 
and groaned with the effort to swallow 
the drops that exuded-

They dashed water into her face, poured 
it into her bosom, and saturated her 
sleeves at the wrist; then they supported 
her to the fire. There she was fed with 
soaked bread and, by and by, a pint of 
water.

Myers did not question her. He had 
heard, of courso. of the elopement,, and, 
having known the girl from her child
hood, was deeplv concerned. Under his 
rugged exterior there was a good deal of 
sentiment, and a simple chivalry that 
never found expression except in shy 
deeds, for he was as bashful as an awk
ward boy.

That something tragic had happened 
he was certain. He was fully aware of 
Cholo Jack’s reputation, and believed the 
half blood to be at the bottom of Chi- 
quita’s present plight. Still, he forbore 
inquiry, and presently, when she had in 
some measure recovered, she volunteered 
an explanation, obviously incomplete, 
with which the partners were fain to be 
content.

“ It was necessary that I should go to 
Yuma,” she said. “ There was no time 
to lose. The trail I know, but not the 
Malpai north of it.

“ So, when I sawr approaching, on the 
third day, some Indians who were drunk. 
I was afraid, They laughed and shouted 
and made signs to me, and I rode fast 
to the north. It is better to die in the 
Malpai than to trust Sobobas who are 
drunk with mescal, when one is a wom
an and alone on the desert. They fol
lowed, shouting, but I rode fast up the 
barrancas and among the hills, until 
’Nita could run no more, and they were 
left far behind. It was night then, and 
in the morning I was alone, and lost in 
the Malpai. ’Xita had pulled her picket 
and gone for water. I had one canteen: 
the others went with ’Xita.

“ When the water was gone I kept on. 
I do not know how long or how far, nor 
whether it was day or night. I do not 
know how I came here. I cannot re
member. I am very tired.”

She got up, stumbled to a pallet of 
blankets, and, sinking upon them, fell 
into the sleep of exhaustion. Old man 
Myers «took a tarpaulin from the buck- 
board and rigged a rude tent over her.

“ Poor gal,” he muttered, seating him
self by the fire.

“ She never ought to have hit the trail
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aii.no," commented the soldier; “ either 
she's plumb loeo or her man is a fool.’’

“ Wuss than that,” rejoined Myers 
gloomily.

“ What are we goin' to do now! ” 
growled Hike Random, kicking the 
embers and sending a shower of sparks 
into the dark. “ 1 reckon we'll have to 
take the back trail, when we're right on 
the edge of the Male: i. an' drop her at 
ltjjun Wells. I t’s loo durn bad."

“ I don’t see nothin' else to be done," 
was the reply.

“ She’s a mighty likely squaw n be 
maverickin’ 'round,” remarked The sol
dier.

“ That thar term iIoii 't t i t ,"  drawled t h e  
old man. " Her people haven’t a drap of 
Injun blood in ’em. Ole Hon Pico Mo
rales that was her father was clean strain, 
an" so was her mother's people. They 
owned a heap o’ range until the legal 
sharps at ’Frisco 1 inhered with the grants. 
Ole Pico fit in the courts until his pile 
went into the kitty, an’ then he passed 
out himself. They're* mighty high strung, 
po' as they are.”

The meal interrupted by Chlquita’s 
coming was now’ spread out, and the trio 
ate in silence, after tlie manner of des
ert men. Nothing was heard save the 
rattle of knives and spoons on tin plates, 
the sharp crackle of the lire, and the lazy 
stamping of the mules. Overhead the 
stars glinted and sparkled in deep 
myriads, and afar off a coyote-howled.

“ Howdy, gents ‘l ”
From the thick shadows of the rocks 

three men stepped into the firelight. Each 
carried a Winchester across his arm and 
wore a hard smile.

“ Ilowdv, boys?” said the old man, re
turning the greeting. His partners 
merely nodded and continued their 
repast.

“ Set into thi' fire,” Myers continued 
ho-pitably. " I'll have some sow belly on 
in two shakes."

Oholo Jack seated himself, his rifle 
across his knees, Frisco and Nicholson 
following his example. It was important 
to discover what, if anything, the Peg- 
loggers knew of the looting of the O. K. 
saloon.

Old Myers was a good deal puzzled. 
His first thought upon seeing the half 
blood was that the latter was looking for 
Ohiquita. But as he failed to make any 
inquiry upon the subject, Myers ^>ut the 
surmise aside. It was just possible, after 
all, that the gossip of San Bernardino was 
mistaken, or that, for some reason which 
would not bare investigation, Cholo Jack

had appointed a rendezvous with his 
sweetheart, at Yuma.

Why, then, was he north of the Cuy- 
maea range when the trail ran south'( 
Perhaps the three men had “ stampeded "’ 
after the Pcgleggers; this seemed the 
most likely hypothesis. Of course the 
partners knew nothing of the O. K. af
fair. having left before the raid.

Frisco came to the point as the old 
man was slicing bacon.

“ Nothin' startlin'," answered Myers. 
“ There was some talk of the B e t s y  ,1. 
bein' bonded to ’Frisco parties, an’ rumors 
of a big clean up in Holcomb Valley. But 
I reckon you hit the trail after we did— 
i saw Nicholson, thar, the day we 
started."

“ I reckon that’s right. Prospectin’? ”
“ Some.” said the old man.
A silence fell upon the two parties, 

which was not broken until the new
comers had eaten.

Myers’ suspicion grew. Where was the 
stock of the stampedors i And why 
didn’t they lay aside their guns? There 
was also a certain covert watchfulness 
manifested by them which did not escape 
his notice.

They seemed to be always listening for 
sounds in the north. Did they know of 
the presence of Ohiquita in the camp? 
It was not probable. Should he tell them?

“ Tljn'ii them," he muttered to hint
s'-If, “ let ’em show their hand. I ain’t 
raisin’ into no woman scrape."

Supper over, the partners fell to 
scouring out the tin dishes with dry 
sand; water is too scarce on the desert 
to be used for cleansing purposes. They 
were busy with this domestic employ
ment when their guests, without warning, 
covered them with their Winchesters.

“ Hands up! ” commanded Frisco.
The dishes dropped with a clatter as 

the men hastened to obey.
“ What’s this for?” drawled the old 

man with his palms elevated.
“ Shut up!” snarled Frisco. “ Make a 

move and you’ll never know. Keep ’em 
covered, boys, while I pull their teeth.”

Laying aside his rifle, he searched the 
trio for weapons. Only the soldier was 
wearing his six shooter. Frisco secured 
it and thrust it into his belt.

“ Where’s the rest ? ”
“ Mine’s on the seat.” answered Ran

dom, glancing in the direction of the 
buckbonrd.

Myers’ gun also lay there, together 
with a Kennedy magazine rifle. Frisco 
jammed the lever of the latter, filled the 
receiver with sand, and broke the hammer
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against a rock. Then lie unloaded the re
volvers. cocked them, smashed the ham
mers, and filing them far up on the ledges.

“ And that's all right," he said as the 
last pistol clattered faintly down from 
rock to rock in the darkness. ‘‘ Xuw 
we'll just pull the rawhide out of this 
pack saddle and make these gents fast."

That, also, was expeditiously done.
“ Xow hook up the mules. I'll chuck 

out everything- we don't want while you're 
doing it.”

In glum silence the par:tier., watched 
the overhauling of their effects.

Their arms were bound behind them. 
All their belongings hut a few provisions 
and the water cask were thrown out, pell 
mell, upon the sand. The purpose of the 
raiders dawned first on old man Myers.

“ Look here, Frisco," he protested; 
“ you warirt plannin' to leave us here 
without water ? ”

“ You’ll have a couple of canteens. You 
can get along- on that if you hit the back 
trail sudden.”

His purpose in thus limiting the sup
ply was based on the chance that the 
Peg-loggers might shortly fall in with 
outriders of the posse. In that case, if 
they had plenty of water, the pursuers 
would be able to go forward without re
turning to the water wagon or waiting- 
for it to come up.

“ You ain't givin’ us no more show 
than ’Paches,” growled Hike Random. 
“ We’ll die afore we can get loose of these 
thongs.”

“ Don’t let that worry you,” answered 
the bandit; “ when we’re ready to move 
you’ll be turned loose. I only tied you 
up to keep you quiet while we got fixed to 
start. You’ll follow us, of course, at your 
own risk.”

Somewhat reassured, the partners said 
no more. It was plain to Myers that the 
raiders had committed some crime that 
jeopardized their safety, since the value 
of the captured outfit was wholly vested 
in its usefulness as an aid to flight.

Besides, if their sole object had been 
plunder, the Pegleggers would have been 
shot down in cold blood to insure their 
silence.

Chiquita came out of the tent.

XIV.

The fire was dying-, and the moon, ri
sing round and full over the broken spine 
of a low mountain, made white the face 
of the girl as she emerged from the 
shadow. The loose masses of her black 
hair tumbled about her shoulders.

“ Go back," Myers warned her under 
his breath.

She east a startled glance at the three 
bound men and would, perhaps, have 
obeyed, but that her eyes rested upm 
Cliolo Jack. She uttered a sharp little 
cry, and her left hand involuntarily 
pressed her heart.

In that: moment, when sleep had blotted 
out the immediate past and waking found 
it still obscured, she had only the instinct 
to seek his breast like a homing- pigeon.

Cholo Jack dropped the trace hi- was 
shortening and leaped hac-k with an oath.

“ Juan!”
A world of passion was voided in that 

utterance, which had in it the shudder 
of a great fear.

lie held her off with a full armed ges
ture of repulsion, licking his lips, cat- 
wise, and regarding her with eyes in 

'which cruelty contended with fear. His 
companions stared in curiosity and si
lence at the scene.

“ How came you here ? ”
The girl’s outstretched arms dropped 

and she stood frozen. The coldness of liis 
look and voice congealed the blood around 
her heart, hut all the fire of her race 
burned in her eyes.

“ IIow came you h e re ” he repeated.
“ By the trail of women who love—and 

trust.”
Her voice was strangely level.
Cholo Jack shot a murderous glance at 

the three prisoners, and his hand darted 
to his hip. Then he laughed scornfully 
and unclasped the pistol butt with a ges
ture of contempt.

“ You are not worth it,” he said. “ But 
how well you deceived me! Even I, Juan 
Bat’hurst, believed you to be what you 
pretended, and went so far as to arrange, 
with no small trouble, a comedy of mar
riage to allay your counterfeited scruples. 
You are clever, senora.”

“ Then it is true?” she asked, in the 
same level tones.

“ Many things are true.” he answered. 
“ Among them, the fact that I care too 
little for my conquest to inquire which 
of these three Gringoes has become my 
successor—or was there some one be
tween ? ”

Old Myers strained against the thongs 
which bound him, and his teeth ground 
together. The girl did not move.

“ You lie in your throat, senor, as you 
have always lied; as you lied to that 
American woman at Salinas, as you lied 
to me, as you lied to the priest, as you 
lied to God. Yet I thank you. If you 
had spoken to me as you did once, I
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might have forgiven ail. because 1 loved 
you so; I would have given you my soul. 
But do you think I would put away the 
pride of my race twice, even for love? I 
hate you, sehor. When you are dying, 
remember that! ”

She tore open her bodice. But the 
dagger stroke for which the alert halt 
blood was prepared did not follow.

Chiquita drew forth a silver brooch 
which blazed coldly in the moonlight with 
tlie tire of amethyst and topaz; then with 
a vehemence that brought the blood she 
tore from her finger a broad hand of gold, 
and threw them at his feet. Then, turn
ing, she glided towards the tent,

t'holo Jack Was upon her in two 
strides. lie clutched her arms. She 
struggled like a trapped bird, hut ho held 
her.

“ Not so fast," he said softly. “ If the 
trail wo: ride were not a rough one, which 
must not be lengthened for a woman, I 
would take you with me. and tame you. 
Ah, it is not against me alone that you 
fight, it is against yourself! Some day 
I will come hack to you, and you will fol
low me where I command. But, now 1 
leave you to your Gringo lover, after you 
have accompanied us a few leagues. You 
shall return with the water, and set him 
and his comrades at liberty.”

“ That’s a good scheme,” commented 
Frisco, “ but hurry! We’ve lost too much 
time already over your private affairs. 
Jack.”

“ I will not go with you! I will die 
first.” hissed Chiquita.

Chela Jack promptly threw her down, 
and hound her wrists and ankles with a 
handkerchief and a scarf. Then he lifted 
her to the seat of lire buekboard.

“ You’d better stay where you are, or 
she won’t find you when she comes back 
witli the canteens,” was Frisco’s parting 
advice. Then the party left, heading 
southeast.

They were quickly lost to sight among 
the hills, but for a long time the click 
and rattle of the wheels against the stones 
was audible.

The soldier was the first to speak, the 
others being engaged in testing the qual
ity of their bonds. His remarks were 
not printable.

“ Thar ain’t no use a eussin’,” grunted 
Myers; “ them gents held all the cards an’ 
played ’em for what they was wuth. We 
might as well be good losers.”

“ If I ever-----” began Hike Random
between his clinched teeth.

“ Of course,” broke in his partner 
soothingly. “ Any of us will. But we

can’t do nothin’ now with nary shootin" 
iron in the crowd.”

“ I got a derringer in my bootleg,” said 
the Missourian. “ 1 always pack it thar 
to remember pap by. He toted it through 
tlie war.”

” A derringer ain’t aee high ag’in’ that 
crowd. What we want to he doin’ is git- 
tin’ our hands free. Thar’s plenty knives 
Ltyin’ round. Jest fasten onto one with 
your jaws, pnrd, an’ see if you can saw 
through this yore cinch; it’s cuitin’ my 
hide.”

Random found a steel table knife and 
fell to work. It wais an awkward busi
ness and consumed some time, incident
ally resulting in several cuts upon the old 
man’s wrists. At length, however, he 
contrived to saw through the tough raw
hide, when it was the work of seconds 
only for Myers to relieve hi* compan
ions.

“ Now w hat;” inquired the soldier, as 
they stretched themselves and rubbed 
their cramped limbs.

Old Myers cocked a wealhovtvise eye 
at the sidereal heavens. The stars were 
.blotted out as by a shifting, wavering 
veil.

“ It looks had,” he commented, wetting 
a finger and holding it above his head. 
“'Boys, thar’s something we liain’t reck
oned on; an’ neither lias them other 
gents.”

“ What’s that l ”
“ A sand storm. An’ unless all signs 

tail, thar’s an’ ole lie one a coinin'. Look 
thar to the northwest ! ”

He pointed to the palpitating veil, 
above which the stars blinked and danced.

“ That thar’s a norther,” he went on; 
“ it was horn up thar on the Mojave 
desert, and was grow in’ all the time till 
it got slanted this way by the San Ber
nardino rang!1. When it hits us there'll 
be no movin’ till the wind goes down.”

This explanation was hardly necessary. 
Both Random and the soldier were well 
acquainted with the phenomena of sand 
storms.

Blit the gravity of their situation did 
not dawn upon them fully until Myers, 
having lighted his pipe and puffed for 
fully a minute, resumed speech.

“ That storm may not strike us afore 
mornin’,” he said. “ It may not strike 
us at all, and, ag’in, it may be here in ten 
minutes. Them sportin’ gents haven’t 
left us a drop o’ water. We’re a heap 
nearer to the Yuma trail than any other 
place where we can find anythin’ to drink, 
blit we can’t make that unless we meet up 
with Chiquita. An’ if the storm hits us
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before we meet up with her, our chances 
is sure slim, because she’ll lose the trail 
in the sand."

A cold sweat broke out on the soldier's 
brow.

“ We ought to have made a fight for 
it,” he groaned.

“ 1 ain’t savin’ you ain’t right." an
swered the old man. “ It’s sure better to 
pass out with cold lead in yer in’ards than 
to burn up for want o' water. But the 
game ain’t lost yet. What we got to do 
is to camp on the trail o' that buckboard 
—Chiquita’ll follow that back—an’ so 
meet tip with her.”

“ But is it certain those fellows will let 
her go ( ” queried Handout.

“ Nothin’ is sure but that we’ll pass out 
if we don’t get to water.” returned Myers.

rr„ hr

“ Mebbe we can come up with the sportin’ 
gents. If we do, we must try to git the 
drop on ’em with that derringer. As 
things are now. we're down to our last 
white chip, and we can reckon that we’ve 
everything to win an' nothin' worth 
much to lose."

The old man’s philosophy was manifest
ly sound. lie and his Companions 
hastily gathered a few necessary provi
sions. found their knives, and. with
out delaying to cache the remainder of 
their property, abandoned it to the desert.

As they started, following the wheel 
tracks, a puff of wind smote them in the 
back, and a wisp of sand curled upward, 
wavered, and sank with a sharp hiss just 
in front of them.

They broke into a run.

TO DIE AND LEAVE IT ALL.
A nother day was hastening to its ending ;

Through painted panes the level sunbeams wrought 
Rich colors with the room’s rich colors blending,

The while the rich man saddened at his thought:
“ This mansion filled with costly treasure,

This wealth that comes a t call,
This endless chain of days of pleasure—

To die and leave it all !”

Another midnight now the bell was tolling,
And all unwelcome wTas the news it brought,

The last lap of the day’s full web unrolling.
The while the student saddened at his thought :

“ These books that hold such wealth of pleasure,
That line the fourfold w all;

And all man's mighty unread treasure—
To die and leave it a l l ! ”

The breath of spring, that bright immortal maiden ;
The glance of summer, full of life and lig h t;

The speech of autumn, with sweet memories laden ;
The sight of winter in his robe of white :

The living pageant daily passing ;
Life’s pleasures great and sm all;

True friendship, woman's love surpassing—
To die and leave it all !

For when comes death to pay that visit certain,
Whoe’er we be on whom death wills to call,

On life’s unfinished play death drops the curtain,
And much or little, we must leave it all.

Hunter MacCulloeh.

9 J M



The Arousing of Horace.
T I IE  M E M O R A B L E  C A M P A IG N  W IT H  W H IC H  H O R A C E  P IT T S  M EG A N  H IS  P O L IT IC S  [.

C A R E E R .

B Y  L Y N N  R O B Y  M E UK I  NS.

J 1 T K  was w ith  the  P a r t y  in  P o w er  in 
^  tlie small bu t  f lo u r ish in g  c ity  of 
Metropolis , and  in poli tics luck is a great 
ti l ing  u n t i l  the  votes are  counted . The 
P a r t y  in  P o w er  had done ti lings. It had 
ru n  the  m ach ine  fo r  about all it was 
worth. It had sp en t  m oney w ith  tine p ro d 
igality .  T h u s  it was popular ,  fo r  a l th o u g h  
people growled at its excesses, they 
thought that if they  were to  lie bossed at 
all it was be t te r  to be bossed p leasan tly '  
and  generously . T h ey  were prepared  to 
vote the  sam e old w ay a t  the  same old 
t ime. And. of course, the  O pposit ion  
peered in to  the fu tu r e  as th ro u g h  a glass 
darkly.

T he  P a r ty  in  Pow er h ad  a t t r a c te d  most 
of the  b r ig h t  young  m en  o f  the  town. 
T h ere  is not m uch  fu n  s tay in g  out in  a 
b a rren  field when all the  shade and  the  
r ipe red apples  are  on th e  o th e r  side id' 
the  fence. N a tu ra l ly ,  there fo re ,  the 
P arty  in Pow er was able to n o m in a te  a 
ticket th a t  com bined all the  resources of 
vote g e t t in g  ac t iv i ty  and  of respectab i l i ty ,  
i t  looked like a d e l ig h tfu l  p a rad e  hack 
in to  fo u r  years  more of power, and 
everybody in its ran k s  smiled com pla
cently.

T h ere  W a s  l i t t le  good m ater ia l  le f t  fo r  
the Opposit ion . It had  to p iece out i t s  
cloth, so to speak, in o rder  to m ake  a 
passable t icket. .  T he  most im p o r tan t  
p lace was- tha t  of d is t r ic t  a t to rn e y ,  and 
the best th a t  could be done  was to n o m 
inate  a young  lawyer nam ed  H o race  P i t t s .
! lie son of old m an P i t ts ,  who bad  done 
well as a banker,  and  lef t the  resu lts  to 
H orace .

H orace P i t t s  had  received a good e d u 
ca t io n :  he stood well at the  ba r  and in 
local socie ty ; lie was amiab le  and fr iend ly  
with every one. and  there  was no ha rm  in 
him. I.tick was sure ly  w ith  tile P a r ty  in 
Pow er. All it had feared  was tha t  the 
O pposit ion  m ig h t  n o m in a te  some i r re v 
e ren t person who would say h i t te r  and  
s t in g in g  th ings  on the  h u s t in g s— hut it 
was only H orace P it ts .

T h a t  young  m an  did n o t  look at the 
m a t te r  very seriously.

“ I t  was very good of thorn to n o m in a te

m e fo r  the office, an d  I  ap prec ia te  it. but, 
really. 1 suppose I’ll be defeated ."  he 
said to  P a t io n ce  H ull  in  reply to her 
eoiig ra tu la t  ions.

P a t i e n c e  f lu l l  was a tall g ir l ,  w ith  clear, 
sharp  e y e s ,  a handsom e face, an d  a chin  
th a t  m ean t  som eth ing . She had in h e r i t 
ed her q ua li t ies  from a fa th e r  who had 
fo u g h t  h a rd  poli tical batt les in  y ears  gone 
by, bu t  who had been obliged to  re t i re  
because ot lii~ health.

" Y o u  will lie eleeled." ~he said very 
solemnly.

" Pa tience ,  y o u r  fa i th  is sublime, bu t  
rem em ber that the age pi miracles lias 
passed," he said, as lie laughed in  his 
gay, easy way.

“ I t  will not need a m iracle  in th is  in 
s tance ."  she said.

“ W h a t  th en  "
" A m an ."
H o race  sh i f ted  a l i t t le  uneasily .  H e  felt  

as i f  he h ad  been s t ru ck  by som eth ing .
" H ave  you th o u g h t  about y o u r  first 

s p e e c h ; "  the  girl  weld on. " W h a t  are 
you  g o ing  to say ( "

“ Oh." lie responded. “ the usua l th ings. 
1 suppose."

" No," she in te r ru p te d .  " the u n u su a l  
th ings ."

" For in s tance  { "
" You have  been n o m in a ted  to fight 

and  you are a lready  search in g  y o u r  m in d  
to collect all the  w hite  fea th e rs  o f  y o u r  
b ra in .  H o n es t ly .  H orace .  I ’m asham ed 
of you."’

Tn th is  way did P a t i e n c e  H ull  s t a r t  to 
s t i r  up  th e  real som eth ing  in his blood 
and  bra in . W hen  lie left the H u l l  house 
it was w ith  the d e te rm in a t io n  th a t  he 
would settle  down to work, and  settle  
dow n he did.

W h e n  he was an n o u n ced  to m ake  his 
first speech, few took m uch in te res t  in it. 
except h is  personal f r ien d s  and  the  p ro 
fessional a t t e n d a n t s  a t  political m eetings ,  
and  the  crow d was not large. T he  P a r ty  
in P ow er passed it  off as a m a t te r  of no 
im p o r tan ce  w hatever.  B u t  H o race  P i t t s  
h ad  not been speak ing  fifteen m in u te s  be
fore  people were ben d in g  over the seats, 
fe a r fu l  of m iss in g  a word. He was p o u r 
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ing hot shot in to  th e  “'any, and  d id  not 
mince his words. A nd  w hen  he concluded 
with, “ I m ean  w hat I  sav, and  i f  you 
elect me to th is  office I will not be a 
q u i t te r  when 1 take  the oa th ."  it im 
pressed the  audience.

P a t ience  I l u l l  heard  - the speech, and  
when H o ra c e  escorted  her home, he ex
pected great praise  fo r  h is  boldness.

‘‘ I  though t you d id  q u i te  well."  she 
said, ■‘ bu t  you should have been s tronger .  
You spoke som etim es  as if  you were 
a f ra id  to say all you th o u g h t  o r  knew. 
But it 's a pood b eg in n in g ."

Then in  his soul H orace  P i t t s  was 
angry , and almost sorry  tha t  h e  h ad  done 
it a t  all. But there  was no escape. N ext 
day th e  newspapers h ad  big head lines, and 
the po li t ic ian s  jum ped  as if  a bombshell 
had fa l len  at th e i r  feet. Some of H o r 
ace's f r ien d s  gave h im  the  cold shoulder,  
and men whom he  scarcely knew  w ru n g  
h im  by th e  hand . T he  P a r t y  in  P o w e r  
began to r id icule ,  while the  O pposit ion  
ch irped  up am az ing ly ,  and  p lan n ed  a real 
fight, to w hich  end  a big mass m ee t in g  
was a rran g ed  fo r  th e  following n igh t .  
H o race  tr ied  to  s tay  away f ro m  P a tience  
H u ll ,  bu t a no te  f ro m  he r  h as ten ed  h im  
to th e  H u l l  home.

“ Y o u  m u s t  no t  repeat th a t  speech you 
m ade  the  o th e r  n ig h t , ' '  she said. “ Y ou 
m u s t  have som eth ing  s t ro n g e r  an d  some
th in g  m ore  ce r ta in .  H e re  is a l is t  of 
figures an d  n am es w hich some one 
b rough t to  fa th e r ,  and  I give th em  to 
you w ith  his perm iss ion . But what I 
w an t  p a r t ic u la r ly  to  h e a r  to n ig h t  is a 
firmer r in g  in y o u r  voice."

H e took the  list to his  office and  s tud ied  
il carefully ,  l i e  den ied  h im se lf  to every 
one. and  spent the  w hole a f t e rn o o n  p ie 
c ing the  fac ts  in to  an  a r r a ig n m e n t  of th e  
P a r t y  in  P o w er  th a t  almost scorched his 
tongue  as h e  repeated  it f o r  p rac t ice .  Tie 
felt h is  civic p r ide  aroused, and th a t  fine 
e n th u s ia sm  w hich comes to most id' us 
w hen  we s ta r t  out to re fo rm  some one 
else. H e  did not take  t im e  to ana lyze  his 
feelings, and. least of all, d id  he ap p re 
c ia te  the  force th a t  was reallv  beh ind  it 
all.

T ho u san d s  were tu r n e d  away fro m  the 
la rges t  bu ild ing  in tlie c ity  tha t  n igh t ,  
and  w hen  the  y o u n g  m an cam e on the  
s tage  lie was received w ith  t rem en d o u s  
en th u s ia sm . T he  noise steeled h is  sp ir i t .  
H is  lips were firmly se t ;  h is  m in d  was 
w ork in g  as i f  it h ad  de te rm ined  to use  all 
th e  la te n t  force of his  idle and  c o m f o r t 
able years . H e  g ripped  h is  aud ience  from  
th e  very s ta r t  w ith  :

“ I  hold in my han d  the figures, names.

and  proofs of all tha t  I  shall charge  in 
w h a t  I shall say to you  to n ig h t ."

A nd  then  the sm ooth  yo u n g  m an . the  
child o f  fo r tu n e ,  th e  am iab le  f r ien d  of 
every one, th e  nom inee  who h a d  g iven 
such joy  to th e  P a r t y  in Pow er, became 
an e loquent demon of accu sa t io n  and  i n 
vective. N o r  d id  he s t o p  w ith  the  p o l i 
t ic ians .

“ Y ou." lie excla imed, w av ing  bath  
h and s  s o  a- to take  in  th e  en t i re  a u d i 
ence— " y o u  arc  no t  gu il t less .  Y o u  have 
these crim es up o n  y o u r  heads. Y ou  arc 
responsible. You kick and  you fu m e  and 
you  f re t  ahullr these th ings ,  and  yet you 
m arch  up  to tile polls, vote in  the  same old 
c r o w d ,  to steal in th e  same old way. Arc 
you ch i ld ren — b u t God fo rb id  th a t  1 
should in su l t  the  n am e  of honest and  in 
nocent ch ildhood— no. 1 m ean ,  a re  you 
.partners  of these scoundre ls  and  these 
t h i e v e s A n d  so it went on. his  voice 
r in g in g  out in passion, and  his sentences 
sweeping the  whole crowd before them. 
W h e n  lie finished th e  people  arose and  
cheered a g a in  an d  again .

He w alked hom e w ith  P a t i e n c e  H u ll .  
T h ey  said n o th in g  u n t i l  they  h ad  lef t the 
s tree ts  th ro u g h  w hich  th e  people were 
s t re a m in g  home, sounding- th e  pra ises  o r  
th e  curses  of the  yo u n g  orator.

“ W ell ,” he asked a t  las t,  “ how was it 
to n ig h t  ? "

“ B etter ."  she replied jud ic ia l ly .
“ G rea t  heavens!  ” lie said. “ W lia t  d o  

von expect of a m an  ( "
“ His best ."
I l ls  a n g e r  was succeeded by a g r im  d e 

te r m in a t io n .  and  th e  next speech was an 
im p ro v em en t ,  l i e  asked P ru d e n c e  i f  she 
was satisfied, and  she r e p l i e d :

“  Gratified, bu t  not en t i re ly  satisfied." 
she answered. “ Y o u  are ju s t  b eg in n in g  
to do g re a t  th in g s ."

“ Well, h an g  it. Pa t ien ce ."  he excla imed 
p e tu lan t ly ,  “ are you satisfied en o u g h  to 
m a r r y  m e "

“ Oh. yes," >he said w ith  a smile, a 
w ickedly  sly smile, “ I 've been w ill ing  to 
do th a t  since the first speech."

H o ra c e  b u rn ed  some m id n ig h t  oil th a t  
n ig h t ,  but- it  was no t in  h is  office. A f te r  
he h ad  gone. P a t i e n c e  w en t  up s ta i r s  and 
cruel ly  invoke he r  poor old f a th e r  to tell 
h im  :

“ F a th e r ,  I  have prom ised  to m a r ry  
H o ra c e  P i t t s .  I expect to m ake  a m an  
o f  h im  yet."

And, of course, she did. fo r  a f t e r  h is  
elec tion  as d is t r ic t  a t to rn e y  of M etro p o 
lis h is  way was easily  paved to  the  m a y o r 
alty .  and a f te rw a rd s  to  th e  G overnorsh ip  
of the S ta te .



T h e  W o r ld ’s G rea t  F loods .
B Y  G E O R G E  B. W A L D R O N .

THE FRIGHTFUL DISASTERS CAUSED BY CLOUDBURSTS, BREAK
ING DAMS. CHANGING RIVER COURSES, AND STORM OR EARTH
QUAKE WAVES, WHICH HAVE 
LIVES AND PROPERTY.

M ANY have been the disasters caused 
by the rush of mighty waters. 

Cloudbursts on mountainsides, the 
breaking of dams, the changing of rivers 
in their course, the piling up of great 
sea waves by storm or earthquake—all

TAKEN HEAVY TOLL IN HUMAN

of West Virginia, where occurred the 
most recent disaster by flood.

THE ELKHORN VALLEY FLOOD.

In McDowell County, close to the Vir
ginia line, runs the Elkhorn ITiver, its

A TYPICAL SCENE IN THE ELKHORN VALLEY, MCDOWELL COUNTY, WEST VIRGINIA, IMMEDIATELY AFTER 
THE FLOOD OF JUNE 22, 1901— NEARLY EVERY HOUSE IN THE VALLEY, WHICH HAD A POPULA

TION OF SIX THOUSAND, WAS DEMOLISHED OR DAMAGED.

these have left death and destruction 
in their path through the habitations of 
men. There is no staying the rush of 
these terrific floods, and the enormous 
sacrifices they have demanded seldom 
teach a lesson that is remembered after 
the first paralysis of horror wears away.

They are rebuilding Galveston; they 
are mining coal in the Pocahontas basin

two branches meeting at a point known 
as North Fork Junction. Ten miles be
low this junction, at Welch, the Tug 
River enters, and the two form the east
ern arm of the Big Sandy, which runs 
northwest, marking the boundary be
tween West Virginia and Kentucky, un
til it enters the Ohio. The Elkhorn 
Valley was the scene of the flood.
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The river in ordinary time.' is so nar
row and feeble as scarcely to supply 
water suffieient for tile needs of the 
mining operations along its banks. The 
Norfolk & Western Railroad runs beside 
tile stream, and at North Fork Junction 
diverges up both forks; serving tile mines 
located up and down the two valleys. 
Four million tons of the famous Poca
hontas coal were taken from this section 
last year. The valley is very narrow, 
scarcely wide enough in places for the 
railroad bed. and broadening out to 
about three hundred yards at its widest 
parts. The mountainsides overlooking 
tlie gorge are steep and high. The coal 
mines open at a considerable distance 
above the river bed. but the mine build
ings and the minors' houses are usually 
i lose to the water's edge.

On Saturday evening. June 22. a 
heavy fall of rain, followed by a cloud
burst in the region above the two forks 
of the Elkhorn, suddenly swelled the 
little stream into a gigantic torrent, and 
a wall of water swept down the conver
ging valleys. On the south fork stood the 
town of Keystone, with a population of 
two thousand. After the flood swept 
by, only two or three buildings were left 
standing. Most of the residents, warned 
to flee for their lives, had climbed the 
steep mountainsides: but some were too 
late, and it is estimated that at least 
liftv at Keystone were carried down.

On its way down the valley the tor
rent carried away eleven miles of rail
road track, lifting up the bridges, throw
ing trains off the rails, and engulfing 
them in the Hoods. More than a hun
dred cars were dislodged between Elk- 
horn and Vivian. On one train, pas
sengers caught ill tile torrent were 
rescued by ropes strung from ear win
dows to coke oven.- on the valley side 
some distance away.

Fully six thousand people lived with
in the path of the flood, and few escaped 
lhe loss of their homes.

OUIt LONG LIST OF RIVER FLOODS.

River floods are too common in our 
countrv. Those whose memory reaches 
further back than a quarter of a cen
tury will recall the famous Mill River 
disaster, which, on May t(i. 1814. swept 
out of existence the village of ITa.vden-

ville. Massachusetts, and caused the 
death of nearly a hundred ami fifty peo
ple. This Hood was caused by the break
ing of a dam—an accident which good 
engineering should never permit.

A very similar catastrophe was that of 
the Stalfordville reservoir, in ( 'ounce! i- 
cut. on the east hank of the Wiliiman; ie 
River. Which hurst on March 21. 1811. 
A man rode down the valley on horse- 
hack. giving warning of the coming dan
ger. and only two lives were lost. The 
damage to property exceeded a million 
dollars, l’ittshurg and Allegheny City 
sull'ered from a cloudburst in July,1814. 
and two hundred and twenty people 
were swept away.

The Mississippi has shown its des- 
tmotive powers on several memorable 
occasions. O n er ,  when passing through 
Louisiana on a train. 1 looked for hours 
in vain to sec the river, which, according 
to the map. should he close beside the 
railroad. At last I caught sight of the 
smokestacks of a steamer high up in the 
air. The river was above me. and the 
rising hank of earth a short distance 
away was part of the famous levee which 
stretches for hundreds of miles up and 
down its banks. A little break in that 
wall of earth, and great stretches of 
land in Louisiana and Mississippi, flat 
as a ’Western prairie or as tile sea itself. 
Would he overspread by the Father of 
Waters.

And tlii' very misfortune has oc
curred frequently, notably in 18!)0 and 
again in 18!G. New Orleans itself has 
been submerged, and the old inhabitant 
loves to tell of the time, not so very 
manv years ago. when the people laid 
rows of sand hags on the top of the levee 
at the Cre.'cenl City to keep out the 
waters from the city 'trecC. which lie 
below tlie fiver level. Tliev tell. too. 
of the grilled men who stood night and 
day on tile levee, and with determined 
laces ordered the steamers to move slow
ly past the city. Disregard id' the sum
mons brought a vollev of bullets into 
the pilot bouse.

THE DESTRUCTION OF JOHNSTOWN.

Rut of American river Hood disasters, 
none has equaled that of Johnstown 
and tlie (Vmemaugli valley. lake the 
Elkhorn vallev. the scene of the recent
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flood in West Virginia, the Conemaugh 
valley is narrow and steep, flanked on 
either side by hills. Some twenty miles 
above Johnstown, then a city of twenty 
eight thousand people, and up a lateral 
valley six miles long, known as South 
Fork, was Conemaugh Lake, an ar
tificial reservoir owned and used as a 
summer resort by the South Fork Hunt
ing and Fishing Club, of Pittsburg. It 
was a considerable sheet of water, two 
and a half miles in length, its lower end 
formed by a dam nearly a thousand feet 
long and a hundred feet high.

For several davs there had been heavy

THE ELKHORN VALLEY 
FLOOD— VIEWS SHOWING 
THE DAMAGE ALONG THE 
LINE OF THE NORFOLK & 
WESTERN R A I L W A Y ,  
WHICH HAD ELEVEN 
MILES OF TRACK AND 
MANY BRIDGES DES
TROYED.

rains that did im
mense damage over 
wide sections of the 
country. Many and 
u r g e n t  warnings 
came down the ill 
fated valley; but, 
accustomed to the 

thought of danger,itsinhabitantsdidnot 
heed them. Early in the afternoon of 
May 31, 1889, Engineer Park, in charge 
of the dam, becoming convinced that a 
break was inevitable, mounted his horse 
and rode down the valley, crying to the 
people to fly to the hills. At three 
o'clock the dam gave way with a break 
three hundred feet long. Rocks were 
hurled high into the air, and the flood 
sprang forward like an arrow from the 
bow.

It took an hour to empty the reser
voir, but the advance wave reached 
Johnstown, twenty miles below, within
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JOHNSTOWN, PENNSYLVANIA. AFTER THE FLOOD OF MAY 31, 1889— A VAST MASS OF WRECKAGE, 
PILED DP AGAINST A STONE ARCHED BRIDGE, CADGHT FIRE, AND MANY PERSONS ARE 

BELIEVED TO HAVE PERISHED IN THE FLAMES.

ten minutes. Then it was a torrent 
forty feet high and half a mile wide. 
The flood was freighted with cars, 
bridges, barbed wire, stones, buildings, 
human bodies, inextricably compacted 
together. It crushed the city’s wooden 
houses like a huge battering ram. One 
arched bridge of stone stood like a solid 
cliff against the tide, but the waters 
shot under the archway and on down the 
valley of death.

Behind the arched bridge the wreck 
of the awful flood continued to pile up. 
People caught in the tangled mass sent 
up appeals for help. Night closed on 
the scene, and a new day came only to 
bring a fresh horror. The wreckage 
above the bridge, wet though it was 
from the floods, caught fire, and was 
soon a roaring furnace. Many who had 
escaped the waters are believed to have 
perished in the flames.

How many of the forty thousand per
sons in the track of the Conemaugh 
flood gave up their lives will never he

known. Names have been preserved of 
nearly twenty three hundred dead, but 
competent authorities place the total 
loss of life at more than four thousand.

GREAT FLOODS IN OTHER LANDS.

Awful as have been the catastrophes 
from river floods in our own land, they 
have been equaled and surpassed in oth
er countries. Johnstown’s disaster was 
no more appalling than that which, in 
1879, overtook Szegedin, the second 
commercial city of Hungary. The town 
was protected from the River Theiss by 
three dams. After repeated warnings, 
two of the three dams gave way on 
March 10. Thousands of laborers were 
rushed to the breach, but before they 
could repair it, the third and last dam 
broke, two days later, letting the waters 
roll upon the city. Whole rows of houses 
went down together. Ten thousand 
buildings stood in the path of the flood, 
two thirds of the entire city, and fewer 
than three hundred of these were left
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standing. Eighty thousand people were 
made homeless, and from four thousand 
to six thousand were drowned.

Most terrible of all have been the ex
periences of China. Ten times has it 
been recorded that the Hoang Ho River. 
‘‘ China's sorrow." burst its banks and 
cut a new course to the sea. The river 
descends with great rapidity from the 
mountains of Tibet to the Yellow Sea, 
its mouth spreading out over a level 
plain in many small channels, like a 
fan, with a breadth of several hundred 
miles. In 1852 the main bed of the 
stream cut a new course to the north of 
the great promontory of Shantung. The 
government spent millions in trying to 
hold the river to its new channel, hut in 
vain. Again in 1887 the Hoang Ho broke 
through its banks, and went back to the 
south of the promontory of Shantung, 
three hundred miles distant. Five 
thousand laborers, endeavoring to

strengthen the levees at one point, were 
swept away, and at another point four 
thousand were carried down. A resist
less flood poured over the fertile and 
densely peopled plain, destroying no 
less than sixteen hundred villages. The 
loss of life caused by the inundation and 
by the famine that followed it is esti
mated at one and a half million people, 
while five millions more were left home
less and destitute. Such appalling fig
ures are almost beyond conception.

STORM AND FLOOD AT GALVESTON.

So far the story has been of the rav
ages of river floods. Not less awful are 
those which have followed the upheavals 
of the sea. The experiences of Galves
ton and the neighboring Texas coast are 
all too recent, in the Caribbean Sea, 
that storm center of the western world, 
there started a whirling storm. With 
stately movement it swept northward

THE -MAIN STREET OP JOHNSTOWN AFTER THE FLOOD, WHICH DESTROYED TEN MILLION 
DOLLARS’ WORTH OF PROPERTY, AND IS BELIEVED TO HAVE DROWNED 

ABOUT FOUR THOUSAND PEOPLE.
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over Cuba, gathering fury as it went. 
Once Xew Orleans seemed to be threat
ened; then it swerved to the west, and 
on September 8 of last year struck the 
Texas coast. Galveston lies on an 
island, a sandy key twenty seven miles 
long, similar to the beaches of the Long 
Island shore, and separating the Gulf of 
Mexico from Galveston Bay. Most of 
the city is built on land only six feet 
above the water.

This was not the first time that Gal
veston had suffered. A severe hurri
cane did much damage in 1881, and a 
similar disaster submerged almost the 
entire city in 1875. Three thousand 
homes were unroofed in the earlier 
storm, and seven millions of property 
destroyed. Another terrible experience 
was encountered in 1800, when the hur
ricane reached as far as Houston, caus
ing a loss of five million dollars. A

GALVESTON AFTER THE HURRICANE AND FLOOD OF SEPTEMBER 8 , 1 9 0 0 — A SCENE ON MARKET STREET, 
SHOWING HOW THE MOST SUBSTANTIAL BUILDINGS WERE SHATTERED BY WIND AND WATER.

For a week the advancing whirlwind 
had been lashing the waves into fury. 
At about two o’clock on Sunday morn
ing the center of the storm reached the 
city. Death came as in a moment, and 
when daylight broke the entire city was 
under water; ships were sunk at anchor 
or driven ashore, dwellings were crushed 
and swept from their foundations, trains 
were lifted from the track. The forty 
thousand people of Galveston were 
homeless, and nearly every family was 
mourning its dead. More than two 
thousand bodies were afterwards taken 
out to sea and thrown overboard. The 
loss of life probably exceeded five 
thousand.

month earlier, in September, a storm 
devastated the Gulf coast from the Rio 
Grande to the Mobile, destroying three 
million dollars’ worth of property.

DISASTERS ON MANY COASTS.

On the Atlantic, the worst storm ever 
experienced was probably that of Au
gust, 1893. which swept the entire coast 
from Canada to Florida. Suffering was 
particularly heavy in the Carolinas and 
Georgia. The Sea Islands, the richest 
section of South Carolina, were over
whelmed by the waters; their crops were 
destroyed and many of their people 
drowned. In all, nearly two thousand 
lives were sacrificed.
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GALVESTON AFTER THE FLOOD— A TYPICAL VIEW OF THE WRECKAGE, WITH THE RUINS OF THE ROMAN 
CATHOLIC CATHEDRAL IN THE BACKGROUND.

One of the most destructive sea waves 
in recent years was that which struck 
the shores of Bengal in 1876. It was 
caused by a cyclone, and two hundred 
thousand people are said to have per
ished.

Volcanoes and earthquakes have 
raised sea waves which have caused 
enormous losses. Famous among these 
was the volcanic explosion of Kra- 
kat oa in 1883, which sent an engulfing 
wave upon the neighboring coast of Java. 
Another notable catastrophe took place 
in 1775—“ the year when Lisbon town 
saw the earth open and gulp her down.” 
A wave eighty feet high, started by an 
earthquake, swept over the Portuguese 
capital, destroying hosts of its people.

Who has not heard of little Holland's 
plucky fight with the sea? Nearly half 
of that country lies below the water 
level. The people have made a garden 
of an ocean bed. They have thrown up 
dyke after dyke to shut out the waves, 
and have set up their windmills to keep 
dry the reclaimed areas. But awful 
penalties have been paid for the invasion 
of Neptune’s region.

Early in the thirteenth century there

was a series of inundations in the north 
province of Friesland, which opened up 
an immense chasm, forming the Zuyder 
Zee. Eighty thousand people are said 
to have perished. Two hundred years 
later a tempest swelled the Meuse River 
so that in one night seventy two villages 
were overwhelmed and a hundred thou
sand people drowned. Again, in 1532, 
the sea burst the dykes of Zeeland, des
troying hundreds of villages and per
manently covering large tracts. Two 
hundred thousand people are said to 
have been swept away in that flood. 
Zeeland was visited again in 1570, and 
twenty thousand were drowned. The 
year 1646 brought another vast over
flow, and the death of more than a hun
dred thousand Hollanders. Even as late 
as 1825 a great stretch of north Holland 
was desolated, chiefly in the provinces 
of Friesland and Over Yssel, where 
thousands of lives were lost.

Despite these awful catastrophes, des
pite the constantly menacing perils of 
the sea, tiolland holds pluckily to her 
conquered empire, just as the people of 
Galveston have rebuilt their homes on 
the sandv shore of the treacherous Gulf.



H O W  C I T I Z E N S  A R E  M A D E
ii y lic in s  p. cl o r  u p .

HOW ITALIANS AND IRISHMEN. RUSSIANS AND POLES, AND ALIENS 
FROM ALMOST EVERY LAND BECOME AMERICAN CITIZENS—THE 
GREAT NATURALIZATION MILL IN NEW YORK. AND THE VOTING 
STRENGTH THAT TAMMANY GETS FROM IT.

T A N E Y  by n a tu ra l iz a t io n  can an  a lien
0  lie ad m it ted  to c i t izensh ip  in the 
U nited  States.  H av in g  com plied  w ith  
the laws, and  being c rea ted  a cit izen, he 
is en t i t led  to the fu ll  p ro tec t io n  of the 
Hag and  to all the righ ts  of the n a t i v e  
born save one— lie escapes the  aw fu l  pos
sibil ity  of being elected P re s id en t  o r  Vice 
P re s id e n t  of the U nited  S ta tes .  T he  
co n s t i tu t io n a l  p ro h ib i t io n  is responsible 
fo r  a story which, it is said, was first told 
of the late E dw ard  I >. Baker, of Oregon, 
and, with  s l ight var ia tions ,  of every o ther 
n a tu ra l ized  cit izen who has ga ined  ad 
mission to the most exclusive (dub in the 
world. It  begins w ith  “ a s tu rd y  li tt le  
chap  weeping by the  roadw ay."  who re 
plied thus  to the sy m p a th e t ic  s t r a n g e r  
who accosted h im  :

“ I weep, sir. because I can never be 
P res iden t of th is  g rea t  and  g lor ious 
c o u n try  of my adoption . T he  c o n s t i tu 
t ion  excludes me from th a t  h igh  office, 
fo r  I was born  on fo r e ig n  s o i l : but.  sir,
1 can a t t a in  the g rea t  position  of a 
U nited  S ta tes  Sena to r ,  and  1 will s t r ive  
to do so.”

O f course the  story ends w i th :  “ T h a t  
hoy who wept by the  roads ide  i> now the 
l io n .  B lank  D ash . U n i ted  S ta te s  S en 
a to r  for the grea t  S ta te  of Soandso."

HOW AX ALIEX BECOMES A CITIZEN.

T he  process of conv er t in g  an  alien into 
a c it izen  is a simple one. I t  requires 
five years  of w aiting ,  d u r in g  which t im e  
the  applicant is supposed to Lie definitely 
m ak in g  u p  his m in d  and  lea rn in g  some
th in g  about the in s t i tu t io n s  of th is  co u n 
try. its laws, customs, and  governm ent,  
and  especially  about the c o n s t i tu t io n  of 
the U nited  Sta tes ,  11 is final adm ission  
depends upon his own in te ll igence  and 
th e  f ram e  of m ind  of the judge .  The 
first step is to  declare  on oath, before 
e i th e r  a U n ited  S ta te s  co u r t  or a S ta te  
court; of com peten t ju r isd ic t io n ,  his in 
te n t io n  to become a cit izen. T h is  he

can  do on the very day ot his a rr iva l ,  or 
at any  subsequent t im e ;  but lie cannot 
become a c it izen  u n t i l  he has been in 
the c o u n try  five years , in  his p re l im i
nary  d ec la ra tion  he forever renounces  a l 
leg iance  to any  fo re ign  prince , po ten ta te ,  
s ta te ,  or sovereignty.

At any  t im e  a f t e r  the ex p ira t io n  o f  the 
five years , the would be cit izen  m ay  apply 
fo r  his  final p ap e r ' .  To secure them, he 
m us t sa t is fy  the p a r t ic u la r  c o u r t  before 
which he appears  th a t  he is e n t i t le d  to  be 
ad m it ted  to full  c it izensh ip , th a t  he is 
a m an  o f  good m oral ch a rac te r ,  an d  th a t  
lie has become a t tached  to the  princip les  
of the co n s t i tu t io n  of the U n ited  States.  
T h in ,  upon his tak in g  an  o a th  to su p 
port the c o n s t i tu t io n ,  lie is sw orn in  as a 
cit izen, and  is en t i t led  to vote at the  next 
elec tion  ta k in g  place not less th a n  n in e ty  
days from  the  da te  of his admission.

For  the  c o u n try  genera l ly ,  the laws 
sa fe g u a rd in g  n a tu ra l iz a t io n  are  suffi
c ient ly  severe. M any of ou r  ten mill ion  
fo re ign  horn res iden ts  have  com pla ined  
about them. Even T a m m a n y  H a l l  has 
objected, though  u n d e r  th e  ex is t ing  s t a t 
utes th a t  p e rfec t ly  o rgan ized  poli tical 
m ach in e  has reduced  th e  m ak in g  of an 
a lien  in to  a vo te r  to a system. What 
T a m m a n y  w an ts  is no t  good c it izens  so 
m uch  as voters th a t  it can  depend  upon.

TAMMANY’S VOTE FACTORIES.

O uts id e  of New York, and  especially  
ou ts ide  the  g rea t  cities, the w ork ing  of 
th e  n a tu ra l iz a t io n  laws, as a rule, is all 
th a t  could he desired. B u t  in  the  m e
tropolis c it izens are m a n u f a c tu r e d  by 
wholesale, and a m a jo r i ty  of th em  take 
the step fo r  im m edia te  m a te r ia l  g a in —  
ustiallv on the p ro m ise  of a " j o b . "  o r  to 
hold one. P robab ly  there  never was such 
a rush  to m ak e  now c it izens  in Mew Y ork  
as d u r in g  the  m o n th s  of May, J u n e ,  and  
J u l y  of th is  year. B o th  of till' g roa t po 
li t ica l  p ar t ies  were an x io u s  to c rea te  as 
m a n y  new vo te rs  as possible fo r  the  Xo-
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vember election. The Tammany leaders 
have always appreciated the advantage of 
controlling the vast army of aliens in the 
metropolis, and in capturing them as 
voters; and this year the agents of the 
wigwam were still more active than 
usual. In each district men are always 
on the lookout for the new citizen. From 
the time the immigrants who purpose 
remaining in New York land at the Bat
tery, they are under the watchful eyes 
of the political workers, and when they 
settle in the various election districts, 
they are not lost sight of. Tammany does 
more towards the making of new citizens 
than all the other political organizations 
in the city.

In every one of the thousand and more 
election districts of New York, Tammany 
has maintained for years so called schools 
of naturalization, where, under the guid
ance of men especially assigned to that 
duty, usually lawyers, aliens of all na
tions and conditions, especially the more 
illiterate, are trained for the examination 
which they will be called upon to pass 
before being sworn. Printed slips, con
taining questions which are likely to be 
put to the candidate for citizenship, to
gether with the proper answers, are fur
nished to those in training for enroll
ment among Tammany’s voters.

These questions and answers, thirty

one in number, have to do with the ele
mental principles of our constitution and 
government, the choosing of Federal, 
State, and municipal officials, their terms 
of office, the making of laws, and matters 
of that kind. For weeks the future citi
zens are coached and instructed. From a 
long study of the courts, and by careful 
attention to the questionings of particu
lar judges, the Tammany naturalization 
schools are able to train very ignorant 
and stupid men to pass successful exam
ination in certain courts.

Fully ninety per cent of the aliens ad
mitted to citizenship in the New Y'ork 
Supreme Court become Tammany voters. 
The percentage is not so high in the 
United States courts, to which the Re
publicans usually take their applicants. 
It may be explained that the Supreme 
Court, in New York, corresponds to the 
district or county court in most States, 
and is not a court of appeal, although 
it has an appellate division. It has sev
eral branches, and Special Term, Part II, 
is the mill that grinds out voters. Some
times it is called Tammany’s citizen fac
tory. During the early summer months 
the judges who preside over it are worked 
hard.

THE HUMORS OF NATURALIZATION.

Strange and fearsome creatures flock 
there, and marvelous 
replies are made to 
simple questions. It 
is a shrieking comedy, 
but there is menace 
in it, and those who 
strive for good gov
ernment, and have a 
desire to elevate the 
standard of our alien 
citizens, can see lit
tle humor in the ex
hibition. During re
cent years the stand
ard of intelligence of 
men naturalized in 
New York has been 
gradually l o w e r e  d, 
and probably at no 
time was such a poor 
class of citizens cre
ated as during the 
past summer.

O ne d ay  during 
August a good look
ing young Irishman, 
carrying a much worn 
satchel in his hand, 
wandered into the Su
preme C o u r  t. He

IMMIGRANTS LANDING AT THE BARGE OFFICE, NEW YORK— A LARGE 
PROPORTION OF THE NEWCOMERS WILL IN DUE COURSE BECOME 

AMERICAN CITIZENS AND TAMMANY VOTERS.
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approached one of the fat court officers 
who was dozing- in a large armchair, and 
slapped him vigorously on the shoulder. 
After allowing the startled official an op
portunity to recover from the shock, the 
young man inquired:

“ Where is Air. Tammany?”

Whether the young Irishman was in 
earnest or was only chaffing the old 
court officer when he inquired for “ Air. 
Tammany” is a matter of little import
ance, but it is certain that he came nearer 
to the truth than he realized when he 
said that he had been told to look to

NEW YORK SUPREME COURT, SPECIAL TERM, PART TWO— THE COURT THAT CREATES MORE 
AMERICAN CITIZENS THAN ANY OTHER IN THE UNITED STATES.

“ Who ? ” gasped the astonished officer.
“ Air. Tammany,” repeated the Irish

man, with seeming sincerity.
The officer gasped and stared at the 

Irishman in apparent amazement, while 
the young man repeated: “ Yes, Air.
Tammany—the man who makes citizens 
and gets them good jobs. I’ve just land
ed, and lie’s the man 1 want, for I was 
told before I sailed that Air. Tam
many could turn me into a citizen of the 
United States in one day and make me an 
alderman or a policeman, or get me some 
kind of a good job: and he’s the man I 
want to see.”

When he was able to speak, the old 
man explained that there was no “ Mr. 
Tammany,” and that to become a citizen 
the newcomer must comply with the nat
uralization laws.

Tammany to make him a citizen and get 
him a good job. Most of the aliens who 
land in New York have two dominant 
ideas in their minds—to take the first 
step towards citizenship, and to secure 
work. Nearly all those who come from 
green Ireland and sunny Italy have 
heard the mystic and potent name of 
Tammany, and early fall into the hands 
of the active workers of that party.

THE MEN WHO SEEK CITIZENSHIP.

The justices of the Supreme Court sit 
in turn in Special Term, Part II, each 
presiding for two weeks at a time. Dur
ing the early summer months much of 
the time is taken up in turning out new 
citizens. The scene is one of bustle and 
excitement, and there is a constant pano
rama of strange faces. Here can be seen



318 THE JUNIOR MUNSEY.

THE WOULD BE CITIZEN’S PINAL REHEARSAL —  A TAMMANY 
WORKER GIVING INSTRUCTIONS TO ITALIANS ABOUT TO PRE

SENT THEMSELVES AS CANDIDATES FOR NATURALIZATION.

men, young and old, of nearly every na
tion of the world; some almost in rags, 
some well dressed, some in their working 
garb, others in their Sunday clothes. Men 
with clear cut, intelligent faces, stand 
beside others who bear the imprint of 
crime and dissipation. Side by side can 
be found the old man, tottering to his 
grave, and the youth just starting out in 
life,both anxious to become citizens of the 
United States and inheritors of all that 
the native born American is entitled to. 
Last July I saw some thirty five Italian 
laborers, employed on the excavation for 
the tunnel then being made in City Hall 
Park, lay aside their tools, and, in their 
working clothes, covered with clay and 
dirt, make their way into Special Term, 
Part II, of the Supreme Court, where 
they were examined as to their fitness to 
become citizens of the United States. 
About half of them stood the test satis
factorily, and were qualified to vote at 
this November election.

On some days three or four hundred 
candidates for citizenship formed a line 
that reached from the court room out 
into the corridor. Hovering around 
them were well dressed, prosperous look
ing men, stout of form, with florid faces 
and large diamond studs—Tammany 
workers, experts in the matter of natural

ization and the proper han
dling of the future voters. 
These tutors in the gentle 
art of teaching citizenship 
paid particular attention to 
the Irish, Russian, and Ital
ian aliens. While the can
didates at the head of the 
line were being put through 
their examination, the work
ers would take aside those 
that stood further back, and, 
in some dark corner or ob
scure nook of the building— 
there are many in the old 
Twe e d  courthouse — put 
them through a final rehears
al. Other candidates stud
ied the long white slips 
containing the prepared 
qtiestions and answers.
STRICT JUDGES AND EASY ONES.

Some of the justices were 
severe in their examination 
of the candidates, demand
ing prompt and intelligent 
answers, and even requiring 
that the candidates should 
prove their ability to read 

and write. Certain applicants were reject
ed, even after they had apparently an
swered the questions correctly, because it 
was plain that they did not understand 
them or the answers. The number in line 
varied according to the justice on the 
bench. When an “ easy judge ” presided, 
the candidates were driven into the court
house in droves.

One day, when nearly three hundred 
Italians were in line for examination, the 
justice whose turn it was to preside hap
pened to be ill. and his place was taken 
by another judge. The Tammany -work
ers had anticipated no trouble. They did 
not know that this particular justice had 
quarreled with the organization, so they 
rushed their candidates forward. The 
first of the three hundred would be citi
zens was an Italian of about thirty five, 
with a dull and stupid look. The justice 
did not, ask the usual first question, but 
the candidate didn’t know that, so in re
ply to “ IIow many United States Sen
ators are there?” he promptly said. 
“ The President.”

Without a smile, the judge asked the 
last question on the list: “ Who is the 
chief executive officer of the Citv of 
New York ? ”

The Italian immediately returned, 
“ The President,” the answer to the sec-
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oud question. lit- was told to s tand  
aside. In  a few m in u tes  the  Iona' line of 
ran d id a te s  h ad  dw indled  fro m  th ree  h u n 
dred to about ten  in te l l ig en t  looking 
men. who successfully  stood the e x a m in a 
tion  and  were sworn in as c itizens. Those 
th a t  were hu rr ied  away were brought 
hack on some Ian r day when the  ex a m 
in a t io n  was less severe.

It is to lie expected th a t  the ig n o ran t  
app lican ts  fo r  c i t izensh ip  should  make 
rem arkable  answers. S ti ll ,  when an I t a l 
ian said th a t  the ch ie f  execu tive  of New 
Y ork  was " Dieka Croke." it betokened a 
ce r ta in  degree of u n d e rs tan d in g .

E v e ry th in g  depends upon the ex a m in 
ing  jus tice .  Hi- has too li t t le  t im e  to 
make the e x a m in a t io n  a th o ro u g h  one. 
hence he u sua l ly  asks set quest ions which 
m igh t he sufficient tests in themselves, 
hut the i r  object is evaded because c a n d i 
dates are coached in  them . O f course 
jus tices  differ. J u s t i c e  YleAdam holds 
tin- record in the S u p rem e  C ourt  fo r  m a 
k ing A m erican  citizens. W ith in  fo u r  
hours  and  a half ,  he once exam ined  and 
a d m i t te d  one h u n d red  and  th ree  aliens.

D u r in g  his te rm  of office as a ju s t ic e  of 
the S u prem e C ourt .  R oger  A. P ry o r  was

s t r ic t  in  his  req u irem en ts .  He d e m a n d 
ed n o t  only  a knowledge of the  p r in c i
ples of th e  co n s t i tu t io n ,  hu t the  abil i ty  
to speak and  w rite  the  E n g l i sh  language  
u n d e r s ta n d in g ly ; th is  last b e ing  one of 
the legal qualif ica tions for  ju r y  service. 
J u s t i c e  P ry o r  exp la ined  his posit ion 
t h u s :

“ To im p a r t  the  benefits of c it izensh ip  
w ith o u t  im posing  i ts  bu rdens  is a sole
cism to le ra ted  front necess ity  in the  case 
of the native . In  view of the im m ense  
im m ig ra t io n  to ou r  shores fro m  all lands 
by all peoples— peoples m a in ly  w ith o u t  
m oral o r  in te llec tua l en l ig h ten m en t ,  to 
ta l ly  ig n o ra n t  of o u r  in s t i tu t io n s ,  and 
u n fa m i l ia r  w ith  the  ideas and  hab its  of 
o u r  people— 1 deem  it im p o r ta n t  th a t  
g rea t  ca re  should  he taken  to admit to 
c it izen sh ip  only such aliens as fu l ly  ap- 

. p r e d a t e  o u r  in s t i tu t io n s ,  our c o n s t i tu 
tion. a n d  the du t ie s  of A m erican  
c it izens ."

Shou ld  such a s t r ic t  ru le  lie c a rr ied  out 
in all the courts ,  a vast n u m b er  of aliens 
who are now ad m it ted  to c it izensh ip  
w ould  Ik- told to s tep  aside and  to  p u r 
sue th e i r  s tud ies  f u r th e r  and  to a more 
sa t is fac to ry  end.

THE SPIRIT OF SEVENTY SIX.
He is with us again in the buff and the blue 

That was soaked in the Delaware's flood.

Or on Lexington's field in the mist of the dawn 

Was blackened with powder and blood.

His brown curly locks with a black ribbon tied 

With gray are beginning to mix,

And bullets have riddled the rim of the hat 

Of the spirit of Seventy Six.

The glance of his eye is as clear as the day,

And his heart is as stout as of old.

Though the lawn at his neck and the lace at his wrist 

Are touched with a century's mold.

His musket is steady and true in its aim.

And the steel of his sword never sticks 

In the worn leather scabbard that swings by the side 

Of the spirit of Seventy Six I
Minim Irrinif.
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SYNOPSIS OF CHAPTERS PREVIOUSLY PUBLISHED.
OWING to the failure of the business firm in which almost all their money was invested, the Oliver 

family, consisting of the m other; a son, Ernest, who a t the time is a student at Harvard ; and two 
daughters, Beatrice and Christy, the latter being but twelve years of age. are reduced from comparative 
affluence to poverty; and in their extremity they take refuge on a small ranch in California, which is 
about all they have left to them. To make a bad m atter worse. Ernest, on his return from college, is 
held up by highwaymen, who rob him of three hundred dollars in cash and a debtor's note for two thous
and dollars. But despite their misfortunes, the Olivers are not unhappy in their new home.

Then a new problem confronts them. The two Curtis brothers, whose land adjoins theirs, monop
olize the water supply by damming the creek which has been irrigating both ranches, claiming that they 
have a legal right to do so. This the < divers doubt, but a suit to determine the ownership would cost much 
money and time, and meanwhile the young trees of their orchard would die. They appeal to the Curtises, 
but while Roger, the grave, taciturn elder brother, is willing to compromise, the other, Johnny, is obdu
rate, and ends by having his way; for Roger has located there solely to remove his dissipated brother 
from the temptations of city life, and he fears the result of too open opposition. Johnny has had several 
falls from grace since the Olivers came to their new home, and in Beatrice's opinion circumstances point 
strongly to him as being implicated not only in a recent stage hold up, but in the robbery of Ernest. 
Despite her friendly feeling towards Roger, her loyalty to her family impels her to tell the sheriff of her 
suspicions, and she is on her way to do so when she meets Johnny Curtis on the road, unconscious, appa
rently from liquor, and in momentary danger of being thrown out of his wagon. She leads the horse 
back to the Curtis ranch, where Roger assumes charge, and finds that Johnny is really ill. Roger thanks 
Beatrice warmly for her kindness, and she tells him frankly of her intended visit to the sheriff and of her 
suspicions concerning his brother.

X.

(  'H I M S T Y ,  meanwhile ,  kail been hav- 
ing troubles of her  own tha t m o rn 

ing. W hen she had  helped w ith  the  beds 
and  finished her  somewhat sketchy d u s t 
ing, she cau g h t  u p  her  hat and  cla t te red  
out to her m o rn in g  rendezvous w ith  Scrap . 
B u t  fo r  once there  was no eager  li t t le  
figure sitting' bolt u p r ig h t  in the walk 
with round  eyes fixed immovably on the 
wire door.

She whistled, then called, lint no scurry  
of belated paws followed.

She w ent anx ious ly  to the barn ,  where 
M arion  Sousa was p u t t in g  P u n c h  in to  the 
sp r in g  wagon. T he  seat had  been taken 
out, 1o m ake  room for  the  broken c u l t i 
vator. T he  li t t le  P o r tu g u e se  was p la in ly  
out of hum or. l i e  had not seen Scrap, and 
showed a d ish ea r te n in g  indifference to the 
dog’s d isappearance .

“ Do you suppose lie might have gone 
over to see J o h n n y  C u r t i s '  " she persisted 
w istfu lly .  “ Y ou  know they 're  g rea t  
f r ien d s .”

M arion 's  face  darkened.
“ Bad m a u l "  he said sharply. “ H e 

cheat, steal, r o b ! " H e  placed a box in  the 
wagon for a seat. anil, climbing- in. drove

off w ithout an o th e r  word. C h r is ty  s ta red  
a f t e r  him.

" W hy, M ary  A n n  S usan  ! " she said to 
herse lf  in  wonder.

M ore th a n  h a lf  the  m o rn in g  went by, 
an d  still the  li tie dog had not pu t  in his 
appearance-. ( 'h r is ly  w andered  about fo r 
lornly. q u es t io n in g  I he men. But she got 
no l igh t u n t i l  she found  Jo e  c u t t in g  the 
tall  dead weeds away fro m  the pat it that 
led past the orchard . Y o u n g  Joe . his 
nephew, loitered beside him.

" Joe .  have  you seen S c rap  f " she asked 
anxiously.

H e  leaned on his scythe and nodded.
“ Guess lie's lit out.  E a r ly  th is  m o rn 

ing 1 seen h im  down on the  road with two 
o th e r  dogs. They seemed to he headed for 
T itu sv i l le .”

“ Oh, why d idn 't  you call h im  h a rk  " 
she cried, dis tressed.

“ Too f a r  off. H e  w o u ld n 't  have come, 
nohow, and left lliem two t r a m p  dogs."

“ Oh. w hat shall 1 d o ? ” C hr is ty 's  
troubled  face  o ugh t to have touched a 
s to n e ;  hu t  J o e  was no t used to sens ib i l i 
ties. and  he had his own ideas of 
hu mor.

“ Oh, y ou’ll never see h im  no inure.” lie 
said, tak in g  tip th e  long sw ing  of his

■'£•1 ft i>! the ttgitsi n it/fiber o f  T h e  J u n io r  M i n s k y .This story
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scythe again. “ He’ll find Titusville more 
fun than a ranch—until some big' dog 
chews him up. Guess you’ll have to get a 
new dog.”

Christy turned with a bursting heart, 
and, not waiting to consult any one, plod
ded swiftly along the road which Beatrice 
had followed so drearily an hour before.

Once out of the canyon, she ran down 
the long slope, stopping now and then to 
whistle and call, or to climb to a fence top 
and search the surrounding fields. Three 
miles of hot white dust stretched between 
her and the wooded ridge opposite, behind 
which lay the town, but she did not hesi
tate. What were miles when her beloved 
little friend was at the other end—perhaps 
already in peril of some brute beast ?

A couple of hours later, a pathetic, worn 
little figure with a burned nose and two 
suspicious streaks down the dust of her 
cheeks walked into the town of Titusville. 
The inhabitants stared, but she was ab
solutely single in her quest, and her eyes 
never wandered above knee high until a 
familiar

“ Well, God bless me! ” from the door of 
the post office brought her a heavenly 
vision of help and comfort. She ran to 
the sheriff and put two eager little hands 
on his coat.

“ Oh, Mr. Black,” she cried, “ Scrap’s 
lost; he’s run away, and I ’m looking and 
looking. Ob, haven't you scon him?”

“ Lost your dog, missy?” he repeated. 
“ But, Lord! you didn’t walk clear here? ”

“ Yes, I did. And it was so hot, and I ’m 
most dead, but I must find my darling 
Scrap.” She still clung to him, quite un
conscious of a grinning audience.

“ Well, well! ” muttered the sheriff, 
staring at her blankly. “ Well, God bless 
me! Of course we’ll find your dog, missy. 
Come along with me. I ’ve got my buggy 
here, and I guess that’ll be easier than 
footing it.” Christy trotted beside him 
with a look of deep relief on her face.

“ Oh, wasn’t it lucky I met you! ” she 
sighed gratefully. He looked down at her 
with a faint wrinkling of a smile about his 
eyes.

“ I ain’t much on ketehing robbers, but 
I guess I can find a dog,” he said. 
“ Buggy’s right around here. Hel-lo! ”

For Christy had suddenly dropped his 
hand and leaped forward with a shriek of 
joy. Several dirty, disreputable dogs were 
sniffing about a pile of old cans in the 
middle of the street, and there, dirtiest 
and most disreputable of them all, was 
Scrap. She ran to him, her arms out.

“ Oh, Scrap! ” The little dog started, 
then came towards her. not at his usual 
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gay bounce, but slowly, shamedly, his head 
and tail lowered, each leg moving uneasily 
as though uncertain of the intention of the 
others. At her feet their feeble support 
seemed to give way, and he rolled on his 
side, the most abject, guilty little vagrant 
in all dogland.

Christy, however, was not a disciplin
arian. In an instant she was on her knees 
beside him, gathering up the limp object 
into an embrace that was all warmth and 
affection. She had not a reproach for 
him.

“ My precious, darling Scrap!” she 
murmured.

“ And she footed it all them miles for 
ihal” soliloquized the sheriff, after a con
scientious survey of the scrubby little ob
ject. “ Why, you haven’t had any dinner, 
have you ? ” he added suddenly.

“ No,” said Christy, rising, her treasure 
clasped in her arms. “ I guess I ’ll be late, 
if I don’t hurry.”

“ Late! I t’s after one o’clock now. Are 
you hungry ? ”

“ Just empty.”
The sheriff gravely considered.
“ Titusville don’t have but one restau

rant, and I wouldn’t take a young lady 
there,” he cm,eluded. “ IIow about the 
grocery store ? Can you eat crackers and 
cheese ? ”

“ Oh, yes! ”
“ Come on, then.” And Mr. Black led 

the way to the store on the corner, holding 
open the wire door for her with an air that 
made her swell with the glory of woman
hood. She crossed to the counter with all 
the feminine grace and delicacy possible 
to one holding a dirty and wriggling dog- 
under one arm.

“ Mr. Peattie, let. me present you to Miss 
Oliver,” began the sheriff, with a sweep of 
his hand to the man behind the counter, 
and the young lady collapsed abruptly 
into the embarrassed little girl. Mr. 
Peattie, however, bowed graciously.

“ Pleased to meet you. Miss Oliver. 
Mamma well ? ”

“ Yes, thank you," said Christy shyly. 
The sheriff came to her relief.

“ This young lady lias missed her din
ner, Mr. Peattie. What can you do for 
her?”

The proprietor tapped his teeth thoughr- 
fully with his pencil.

“ Well, there is milk,” he said, “ and 
nice fresh crackers—ginger snaps—fancy 
wafers-----”

“ We’ll take crackers and milk first, I 
guess. That’s right. Now, let’s see. 
Haven’t you got nothing in a can you 
could open ? ’’

•'!21
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“ Preserved pears j ”
“ All right. You can ladle them into 

something, can’t you'? Yes, that’s it. Now 
some fancy things—like them pink cakes, 
missy '< ” pointing to some deadly looking 
confections whose viciously pink frosting 
was not too clean. Christy thought them 
most tempting, but protested out of polite
ness. “ Itiglit try them, any way,” the 
sheriff insisted. “ And howT about some 
chocolate!—a good big slab of it, Mr. 
Peattie. Think of anything else, missy? ”

“ Oh, no; this is a great deal,” protested 
Christy, who had suddenly become very 
subdued. For it had come over her with 
a sickening chill that perhaps Mr. Black 
would expect her to pay for her party. 
What should she do, without a cent in her 
pocket, or a valuable on her person—un
less Scrap be so considered?

She sat in growing dread as the various 
things were put in front of her. It oc: 
curred to her that, perhaps, if she didn’t 
touch the bar of baker’s chocolate, she 
would not be charged for that, so she held 
bravely aloof from it, though it looked 
richly alluring in its silver paper. She 
listened intensely to the conversation be
tween the two men, but not a mention was 
made of the huge sum she must be devour
ing. All maimer of carelessly polite sen
tences about having left her purse at home 
and calling in the morning floated past 
her just out of reach. She knew she could 
never grasp and deliver them. When at 
last she had to finish, the awful pause 
came. Nobody said a word. She grew 
cold from head to foot, and, to gain a mo
ment’s time, began to fumble ostentatious
ly for her pocket.

“ Hope you’ll come again, Miss Oliver,” 
said the man behind the counter, with sig
nificant emphasis. Did he mean to pay 
up? She bent her head still lower, and 
pretended that her pocket was hopelessly 
lost.

“ Well, I guess we’ll trot along,” said the 
sheriff, rising. “ Take this chocolate with 
you, missy, to eat on the way.” And he 
picked up the silver package, her one hos
tage to ignominious debt, and opened the 
door. The man behind the counter leaned 
both hands on it and smiled at her—was it 
expectantly? She took a dubious step, all 
ready to exclaim, “ Why, I forgot! The 
money, of course! ” should she be stopped. 
Nothing was said, however, and she ven
tured another, her eyes on the floor. Now 
she was at the sidewalk, and still no re
marks had been made. What did they 
think of her ?

The sheriff turned casually as he closed 
the wire door.

“ That goes on my account, of course, 
Mr. Peattie,” he said over his shoulder. 
“ Well, missy, I hope you had enough to 
last you home.”

Christy could have cried in her relief. 
She lifted a beaming face.

“ Oh, it was just lovely! ” she cried, giv
ing little dancing steps. “ Thank you 
ever so much, Mr. Black! ”

“ A pleasure, missy, a pleasure”'—with 
a thrilling flourish. “ And now I’ll drive 
you home, if you can wait about ten min
utes in the buggy. Folks won’t be anxious, 
will they I ”

“ Oh, Joe will tell them,” she answered 
serenely. When they started for home, 
her relief was still so strong upon her that 
it overflowed in friendly confidences. She 
told him every detail of the losing of 
Scrap, and he showed a flattering interest 
in the first part of her tale, making her 
repeat several times the words Marion 
Sousa had used about Johnny Curtis. The 
rest she was not so sure that he appreci
ated. He was frowning thoughtfully to 
himself when she finished, flicking the 
whip at his foot, which dangled outside 
the buggy. She settled contentedly back, 
and the events of the long morning grad
ually became blurry. The hand with the 
chocolate relaxed and dropped back into 
her lap, where Scrap sniffed at it unre
proved.

Presently the sheriff felt a soft impact 
against his left arm. He looked round 
with a startled suddenness. Christy’s 
head was resting there, her flushed cheek 
against the venerable black broadcloth, 
her face uplifted in heavenly serenity. 
Her breath came in little sighs through 
her parted lips.

The sheriff stared at her solemnly, then 
glanced about undecidedly. After a 
frowning hesitation, he placed the reins 
between his knees, and, very gently, shift
ed the relaxed little figure back into the 
corner, letting her head drop against the 
cloth curtain of the buggy.

“ There, missy; I guess that’s better,” 
he said under his breath. “ Come along, 
Jess.”

Christy awoke when they entered the 
canyon, and was sufficiently aroused to 
give a triumphant whoop as they drove up 
to the house. Beatrice came running out.

“ Oh, Christy,” she exclaimed reproach
fully, “ we’ve all been so worried. Where 
have you been ? ”

“ Scrap ran away, and of course I had 
to go after him,” Christy explained, with 
perfect faith in the adequacy of her rea
son. * Lift him down, Beatrice. The 
darling is too tired to jump.” Beatrice
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received him gingerly with reluctant fin
ger tips.

“ I think you brought back a little pig 
by mistake,” she commented. “ Run and 
tell mother you’re here, and then beat on 
the triangle in back, so that Ernest will 
know. He’s hunting for you up the 
canyon.”

“ Why, Joe knew I’d gone,” Christy 
protested, as she stumped into the house.

“ She walked clear to Titusville after 
that dog',” explained the sheriff, pointing 
to Scrap with his whip. Amazement was 
still written on his forehead.

“ We are very grateful to you for bring
ing' her back,” said Beatrice earnestly. 
“ Joe said she was looking for her dog- 
several hours ago, but we never dreamed 
that----- You were very kind.”

“ Not at all, not at all,” Mr. Black waved 
it largely away. Then he leaned down 
closer to her. ‘‘What’s all this about Sousa 
calling Johnny Curtis a cheat and a rob
ber?” he added in a cautious undertone. 
“ The little missy, she told me about it. 
She heard him, this morning.”

A frightened look came into Beatrice’s 
eyes. For the moment she had forgotten. 
She began to fumble nervously with the 
little strap that held the trace to the 
singletree.

“ I knew they had quarreled,” she said 
after a moment. “ I overheard them last 
night. I was coming to tell you about it 
today.” The sheriff was deeply attentive, 
his chin caught in his long grasp, his eye
brows drawn earnestly together.

“ You don’t know what about?” he 
asked.

“ He seemed to think Johnny Curtis 
was cheating him in some way; ” the words 
came with desperate reluctance. “ And 
Johnny told him he did it—whatever it 
was—at his own risk. ‘ I got little enough 
money,’ I heard him say.”

“ By Jiminy! I ’ve been wondering 
about Sousa, for several reasons, hut it 
didn’t seem----- Have you noticed any
thing else ? ”

Site bent her head lower over the strap. 
“ Several—little things—hardly worth re
peating.” Then she looked up with sud
den defiance. “ You know, I don’t in the 
least believe he did it, or knows anything 
whatever about it,” she asserted.

He nodded thoughtfully.
“ Well, p’r’aps. I guess I ’ll put a few 

questions to Sousa, anyhow,” he an
nounced, preparing to get down. She 
stopped him eagerly.

“ Oh. hut Marion isn’t here now. He 
had to take a broken cultivator to Santa 
Anna, and he hasn't got hack yet.”

“ Well, then, I ’ll see him tomurrow. I 
don’t know but I might as well put a few 
straight questions to Curtis himself,” he 
added meditatively, gathering up the 
reins. “ Of course we haven’t got evi
dence enough to take any active measures; 
hut. I could sort of sound the feller.”

“ But Johnny Curtis is ill—very ill,” 
she told him. “ I—1 happened to find out. 
He fainted this morning, and tin y sentjior 
a doctor.”

“ Doctor, you say ? ” He seemed to con
sider this good news. “ Sick folks some
times talk—and sometimes they’re deliri
ous. I ’ll just keep an eye on the doctor. 
Was it Harding or Pratt ? ”

“ Dr. Harding,” Beatrice forced lieivelf 
to say, after an unhappy pause.

“ That’s good. Takes an allopath to tell 
the truth. Thank you, Miss Oliver. If 
we ketch the thief, it will be due to you 
as much as to me, and I’ll tell the whole 
county so.”

She shivered. When he had backed 
round and departed, she went, slowly up 
to her room. Her conscience was accusing 
her mercilessly. She had not helped, she 
had not told a third of what she knew. 
All the ominous facts she had summed tip 
in the morning were just as clearly present 
to her now, and she had not even made an 
effort to tell them.

In the morning she had been brave 
enough to sacrifice Roger’s friendship to 
them; and now she was weakly sacrificing 
her honesty to that broken friendship. 
She was disloyal to her people, to her own 
scruples and convictions. She sat limply 
down on the side of her bed, staring at 
her hands.

“ Dear God, I ’m not proud of myself, if 
that’s any comfort to you,” she said with 
a long sigh. Beatrice was not religious, 
but she had a quaint sort of intimacy with 
her Creator.

XT.
“ .John Brown had a little Injun.

John Brown had a little Injun,
John Brown had a little Injun,

One little Injun boy ! *
T h e  chant came sharply across the con

fused blur of dreams, illumining their un
reality. Beatrice stirred and pushed blind
ly at some muffling object that seemed to 
be keeping her asleep. The song gathered 
a suggestion of direction now, indicating 
the kitchen steps under her window.

“ One little, two little, three little Injuns, 
Pour little, five little, six little Injuns,
Seven little, eight little, nine little Injuns, 

Ten little Injun boys ! ”
Christy’s voice concluded triumphantly.
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“ Why, it must be late,” thought Bea
trice, bringing her head out from under 
the pillow. The room was full of the sun
light that means at least ten o’clock in 
the morning. There had been already a 
pale hint of day against the shade when 
she had finally gone to sleep, half a dozen 
hours ago. What a weary, tormented night 
it had been! She pressed her hands to her 
forehead with a long breath at the recol
lection. Things looked more possible now, 
with the sun streaming into the room.

“ Ten little, nine little, eight little Injuns,”

continued the cheerful voice outside. 
Beatrice crossed to the window and leaned 
out.

“ ITello, Christy! Is it awfully late ? ” 
she called.

Christy looked up from the pan of apri
cots she was stoning.

“ Why did you wake up 1 ” she asked, 
quite unconscious that she had had any
thing to do with it. “ Mother wanted 
you to sleep. I t’s after ten.”

“ Dear me! It doesn’t seem worth while 
to dress, I'll be going to bed again so 
soon.”

Christy laughed so delightedly at this 
that Beatrice felt reproached. It was 
such an easy matter to amuse this small 
sister; why didn’t she remember to do it 
oftener? And even for selfish reasons, it 
was worth doing. The whole souled ap
preciation on the round face beneath was 
as pleasant to her as the lavish sunlight 
pouring over her shoulders, and the deli
cate sweetness of the Lady Banksia rose 
that thrust an occasional little cluster at 
her from the window casing. She felt new 
courage as she pushed back the sleeves of 
her nightgown and leaned her arms on 
the warm wood of the sill.

“ What are you doing ? ” she asked.
“ It’s the rest of the apricots Mary Ann 

Susan brought us from his farm. Moth
er’s going to preserve them, because they 
won’t keep any longer. Do you know, 
Beatrice, I’m awfully afraid Scrap has 
swallowed one of the stones.”

“ Can you feel any lumps in him ? ”
Christy, in all seriousness, turned the 

dog over and prodded his little round 
stomach, while he rolled sleepy eyes at. her.

“ No,” she announced with relief; “ it 
isn’t there. You ought to have seen him 
fetch this morning. He’s improving all 
the time. He brought me a newspaper and 
hardly tore it a bit.”

“ Make him do it now,” Beatrice sug
gested. Christy was enormously flattered, 
and became very fussy and important. 
She ran and brought a folded newspa

per, and then took her stand out in the 
walk, where Beatrice might have the best 
possible view. Scrap was first roused to 
yelping excitement by flourishes about 
his head, and then the paper was thrown 
to a suitable distance.

“ Fetch it, boy, fetch it,” commanded 
his mistress. Scrap darted joyously for
ward and picked it up, then stood facing 
her roguishly, his eyes twinkling over the 
paper.

“ Bring it to me, dear,” ordered Christy 
in her most elderly accents. lie came 
frisking towards her, happy obedience in 
every line of him, until he was within six 
inches of her outstretched hand, when he 
suddenly darted back, wheeled, and was 
off down the road like a streak of light
ning, his prize held high in triumph.

“ Oh, you naughty boy! ” cried liis in
dignant owner, and away she flew after 
him. Beatrice leaned out and laughed.

The kitchen door opened, and Mrs. 
Oliver, in gingham apron and turned back 
sleeves, came out on the steps. She picked 
up the unfinished pan of apricots, shook 
them up with a critical glance, and then 
discovered the knife lying in the gravel.

“ I ’m afraid it’s my fault, mother,” said 
Beatrice from the window. “ She was 
working hard until I distracted her atten
tion.” Mrs. Oliver looked up with a smile.

“ It doesn’t matter; I ’d rather she 
played,” she said with her warm benevo
lence. “ Did you get rested ? ”

“ Oh, yes; I ’ll be down as soon as I  can.” 
And Beatrice drew herself away from the 
window to pour half a pitcherful of cold 
spring water into her deep basin.

Ernest was waiting for her when she 
came down.

“ Come out and look at the orchard, 
when you’ve had some breakfast,” he 
urged. “ The norther has made hay of it, 
I ’m afraid. I t looks worse than it did 
before we irrigated.”

She drank a glass of milk standing by 
the kitchen table—her face screwed with 
the effort and drawn as far back from the 
glass as possible, for yellow, country milk 
was always a little unpleasant to her.

“ It tastes of the cow,” she protested, to 
amuse Marion Sousa, who was filling the 
wood box. “ I like nice, clean, white milk 
that grows in cans.” The little Portuguese 
wheezed with amusement.

“ Miss Betty, she no like cow milk,” he 
explained to Mrs. Oliver, who was weigh
ing sugar in the laundry- “ She want city 
milk. We send down to city, get some 
milk for Miss Betty.” When Beatrice 
passed him ten minutes later, on her way 
to the orchard, he was still chuckling.
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“ Dear me, isn’t it easy! ” she reflected.
The little trees looked as though half 

the life had been drawn out of them. 
Their twigs had grown flabby and their 
leaves drooped. The ground had been 
sucked dry of every drop of moisture by 
the scorching wind, for that one stolen 
watering had been too slight to outlast 
such an ordeal. The subsoil was as dry 
as the surface. Ernest kicked at the 
ground impatiently.

“ I ’ve half a mind to turn the creek back 
and take the consequences,” he exclaimed. 
“ What if they did lock me up for a 
while ? ”

“ Well, there'd be a fine, too,” suggested 
Beatrice. “ We don’t want any outside 
expenses, thank you. Why is .Toe spend- 
i ng so much time cutting these dead weeds 
and piling them up ? ”

“ lie says they’ll seed the whole place, 
the next high wind. He’s going to burn 
the piles this morning.”

“ Well, just let him be careful how he 
burns things at this time of the year,” 
Beatrice commented.

“ Oh, he knows; ” Ernest was not in
terested in anything but. the orchard at 
that moment. “ Beatrice, I ’ve a good 
mind to go over and have another talk 
with the Curtises about this creek busi
ness.”

“ Oh, I wouldn’t ! ’’ she exclaimed.
“ Why not ? I shan’t quarrel with them. 

I’ll just see if I can’t make some reason
able deal, some compromise that will hold 
till the fall rains come. Or I’ll try to get 
one more good watering for the orchard.”

“ But, Ernest, Johnny Curtis is ill. I— 
heard so yesterday.”

“ All the better, then ; he won't he so 
belligerent. Or I ’ll see Koger, who’s a 
little the decenter. Do you want to come 
with me ? ”

“ No, I don’t,” she exclaimed. “ I—I 
wish you wouldn’t, Ernest. I ’m afraid 
they don’t feel like—granting us favors 
just now.”

“ Well, they can refuse, then,” said Er
nest philosophically. “ I would take the 
thing into court if we had only recovered 
that note. Do you realize that it’s due 
next Saturday ? ”

She nodded and turned away.
“ Perhaps Dean will pay up,” she said 

faint keartedly.
Ernest tramped resolutely up the can

yon and round the low bill behind which 
lay the Curtis barns. Seeing no one about, 
be -went on to the ugly white farmhouse, 
with its rigid little porch in front, shaded 
by a melancholy group of cypresses. Roger 
came to the door, looking rather startled.

“ I ’ve come to talk to you again about 
the water,” Ernest began, at which the 
other’s face relaxed, and he came out, 
closing the door behind him.

“ We’ll sit out here, if you don’t mind,” 
he said with a measure of cordiality. 
“ Johnny was pretty badly knocked up 
yesterday, and though lie is better, he isn’t 
fit for business yet.” lie leaned against 
the house, his hands in his coat pockets, 
and his visitor seated himself on the rail 
opposite.

“ You don’t look any too well yourself,” 
said Ernest abruptly.

“ Oh, I haven’t been sleeping- much.” 
Roger frowned and pressed his hand to his 
eyes for a moment. “ Do you ever have 
insomnia ? ”

“ No, not unless I ’m abnormally wor
ried.” lie spoke without intention, but 
the other stiffened a little, and glanced at 
him with a hint of suspicion.

“ Oh, of course. That’s different,” lie 
admitted, and Ernest, without under
standing, felt that he had retreated hope
lessly out of reach. Neither spoke for a 
moment. Roger appeared to be waiting 
with polite indifference.

“ About the water,” Ernest began with 
an effort; “ it comes down to this. If we. 
don’t water our orchard soon, and thor
oughly, we’re going to lose it, and we’ve 
put too much money into it to do that 
without a struggle. Now, are you willing 
to compromise in any way, if we can make 
it worth your while ( ”

Roger hesitated, staring down at his 
feet.

“ Why, I ’m willing enough,” he said 
finally. “ The trouble is, my brother isn’t. 
Johnny believes he’s within his rights—so 
do I, for that matter—and he says we can’t 
spare any of the water. That I don’t know 
about, but as he’s running the ranch, I 
have to take his word for it.”

“ Well, as to the rights of the case, the 
law will settle that when we can afford to 
fight it o u t E r n e s t  spoke with deter
mined friendliness. “ It's a question of 
in the mean while. You have the advan
tage of us now, and we must have water. 
What will you take for it I I ’ve no spare 
money now, but when our crops come

Roger walked up and down once or 
twice, frowning. Tie was plainly uncom
fortable.

“ We don’t want money.” he finally ex
claimed. “ It’s just a question of whether 
we can spare the water or not. If Johnny 
will agree that we can, I ’ve no objection 
to any reasonable division of the creek.” 

“ That’s very fair,” Ernest assented.
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“ I can’t talk to Johnny about it for a 
day or two,” Roger pursued. “ He isn’t 
tit to discuss anything now, and the doctor 
wants him to keep quiet. I don’t promise 
that I can accomplish anything—Johnny’s 
as pig headed as the devil—but I think if 
I go at him right-----”

“ Oh, you do! ” commented a sarcastic 
voice from the open window' behind them. 
The blind was pulled back, disclosing 
Johnny Curtis seated as close to it as pos
sible, a bath robe wrapped round him, his 
eyes burning at them with feverish anger. 
“ How do you propose going at me? ”

“ Johnny! What are you doing out 
here?” exclaimed Rog-er sternly. “ Y’ou 
had no business to get up.”

“ It seems to be as well I did,” retorted 
the other. “ I heard Oliver’s voice on the 
porch, and I thought something might be 
up. Give away our water as much as you 
please. I ’m not going to check your phi
lanthropy. Only, you’ll continue farming 
by yourself. I ’ve had about enough of it, 
any way.” He started to rise with dignity, 
but swayed dizzily' and dropped back 
again. Roger started towards him.

“ Don’t be an ass, Johnny,” he said. 
“ Here, let me help you back to bed. I ’m 
not going to touch the water without your 
consent.”

“ Well, set a man to wateh the pool,” 
said Johnny', pressing his hands to his 
burning head. “ Oliver’s quite capable of 
helping himself. No. I don’t, want, your 
help. Keep your hands off." And he 
walked uncertainly across the room, clo
sing the door behind him without an
other glance back.

They stood in silence, half expecting to 
hear the sound of a fall on the other side 
of the door; but, Johnny evidently reached 
the bed in safety'. Roger made no at
tempt to smooth matters over.

“ That was unfortunate—for your pur
pose,” he said with a slight shrug.

“ Unfortunate in every way,” Ernest 
answered quietly', turning to go. “ I don’t 
like to be on bad terms w'ith my neigh
bors.” Roger followed down the steps, and 
they walked slowly towards the stables and 
the low hill that separated the two ranches.

“ Johnn.y really isn’t—altogether.----”
Roger began with an effort; then he gave 
it up. “ It’s hardly possible to explain.”

“ You mean, he has his human side?” 
Ernest suggested.

“ In a way'; ” he took up the effort again 
with manifest shrinking. “ And then, he 
has been having a hard time, both in over
coming certain—defects and in living 
with me. I ’m not the most sympathetic 
of companions for him.”

“ No, I should fancy not,” said Ernest, 
with a frankness that made the other smile 
slightly.

“ Oh, I don’t blame him for disliking 
me; I would myself, you know,” Roger 
pursued. “ I feel very apologetic towards 
him. But, you see, there’s no one else who 
will live with him,’way off here. I t’s really 
not fair to him. I fall asleep yvhen he 
talks horse, and I grow very' quiet when 
he’s angry. If I could only' learn to swear 
back at him with real heartiness, he would 
like me so much better; but one can’t 
change one’s nature, can one? I  know I 
tried. But when I flung out oaths they 
sounded like deadly insults instead of 
genial rowing. It took me days to straight
en it out.”

“ You are very' different;” Ernest was 
looking at him curiously, wondering how 
much of all this he really meant, and why 
he gave the impression of talking from 
the other side of a wall, instead of face to 
face.

“ Yes, very,” Roger assented. “ You 
see, he started out with charm. He was 
always the attractive one. It takes a 
strong head to stand popularity. I ’ve al
ways been glad mine was never tested.” 
There was not a shade of jealousy or re
sentment in his voice, which -was coolly 
analytical and nothing else. “ People—in 
general—have never liked me, so I have 
no vices,” he concluded with a smile.

“ But didn’t you want them to like you ? 
Didn’t you hate not to be popular? ” Er
nest asked with boyish directness. They 
were passing round one side of the little 
hill now, and were nearly at the boundary- 
fence.

“ Well, I should like to be less violently 
unpopular with my brother,” he answered, 
still coolly critical, as though discussing 
some one else. “ I t’s rough on him. He 
hates me a little worse every day, you 
know. And to have to live with-----”

He stopped abruptly, for some one came 
running breathlessly' to meet them, with 
pale cheeks and frightened eyes.

“ Beatrice! What’s the matter ? ” ex
claimed Ernest. She pointed back to the 
canyon.

“ Oh, hurry!” she said, gasping for 
breath. “ It’s all—on fire—the grass— 
and there’s no water. Oh, hurry! ”

Ernest, sprang forward. From beyond 
the orchard a thick column of smoke was 
pouring up. With an exclamation, he 
darted off at a run. Beatrice turned to 
Roger and caught his sleeve in a tremu
lous grasp.

“ Break it down—oh, break it down!” 
she urged with a dry sob. “ The grass is
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all on fire, and there's no water to fight 
with. Everything will go. Oh, Roger, 
break it down! ”

He laid his hand over hers for an in
stant, and then, without a word, turned 
and ran back to the stahles. In less than 
a moment he was leading two of the men, 
armed with crowbars, lip the creek at a 
furious pace. Several stable boys, button
ing their coats about them, ran past Bea
trice, and, vaulting over the boundary 
fence, made for the column of smoko. A 
moment later she was flying after them.

N il.

J o k  had been burning his weeds only too 
effectually. The wind had risen so in
sidiously that one scarcely noticed its 
presence, and Joe, after firing his first pile, 
had passed on to the others, leaving it in 
charge of young Joe, who appeared to have 
attached himself permanently to the ranch 
force.

Scrap played the part of tempter by 
dashing frantically into the underbrush 
that covered the hillside, and setting up a 
furious yelping, suggestive of a treed wild 
cat at the very least. The first pile of 
weeds was burning peaceably enough, and 
the second was kindling, while big Joe 
was bending over the third, far up the 
canyon. Young Joe did not even struggle. 
With a plunge, he disappeared into the 
w’ild tangle, and next minute could have 
been heard scrambling and slipping up the 
steep hill in the direction of Scrap’s agi
tated clamor.

How the rest happened no one ever 
quite knew, for the fire was insulated by a 
strip of bare road. Perhaps the wind, 
which had suddenly begun to declare itself 
boldly, tossed some burning straws across 
into the patch of nettles that flanked the 
tiny shanty, half tool house, where Marion 
Sousa slept. A single spark is enough in 
a land crisped by drought.

The flimsy boards and curled shingles 
lent themselves readily to the mischief, 
and in a moment the smoke was curling 
up, black and pungent, while the little 
leaping flames, encouraged by the wind, 
set out through the dead grass, aiming 
straight for the fences and the barn.

It was the wind that first gave the warn
ing. Hearing it sigh about the corners of 
the house, Beatrice, whose sense of respon
sibility never slept, went out to warn Joe 
about his fires, and found the brown car
pet of the valley miraculously turning red, 
while from beyond the oaks came a greedy 
crackling that turned her faint with fear. 
At the same instant Joe’s voice, startled

out of its indifference, called “ Eire! ” dis
tantly from up the canyon.

Beatrice flew to the back porch and, 
seizing the iron rod, beat on the triangle 
a summons that brought the men running 
from every direction. There was no need 
to explain or to give directions. The dan
ger was so appalling, so immediate, it 
seemed to inspire them with instinctive 
wisdom.

In an instant, Lizzy, helped by Christy, 
was tilling every available bucket and pail 
with water from the laundry, while the 
men beat the tire back with wet sacks, 
darting right and left as it slipped by 
them, emptying the pails where the flames 
defied the sacks.

Beatrice, as she flew by, heard the crash 
of a fence beaten down with an ax, and saw 
Marion Sousa, wild eyed and blackened, 
dragging out his pitiful belongings, and 
stamping the fire from them as they blew 
about in the wind. Young Joe was not to 
be seen. In terror of judgment and his 
uncle, he was already scudding across 
fields and down byways in the direction of 
Titusville.

When Beatrice came back, panting, on 
the track of her reinforcements, she saw 
with sickening dismay t-liat Ernest was 
leading the live stock out of the barn.

“ Here, tie them over behind the clothes 
yard,” ho commanded, giving her the hal
ter ropes of the two work horses. “ I think 
we can save the barn, but I ’m not going 
to risk them.”

She took hold bravely, but at the smoke 
which met them, the brutes snorted and 
drew back, planting obstinate forelegs 
and glaring in stupid terror.

“ Come on ! Oh, you idiots, come! ” 
she implored them, tugging at the ropes.

“ Let me do it,” said a breathless voice, 
Roger Curtis, hatless and gasping, caught 
the halters with scant ceremony, and in an 
instant had the two lumbering to a place 
of safety.

The wind was increasing every moment. 
As she turned, Beatrice saw a stunted oak, 
bent close to the fiery ground, blaze up 
like a torch close under the eaves of the 
barn. A shower of burning twigs fell on 
its parched roof. Before it could take fire, 
one of the stable boys had swung himself 
up and was sweeping them off wdth n 
broom, his stockinged feet clinging reck
lessly to the slippery shingles.

Beatrice fastened the hose to two of the 
garden faucets, not stopping to answer Er
nest’s irritated query as to why she wasted 
time that way, and then ran to help with 
the buckets. She saw the sheriff, coatless 
and hatless, helping to pull down a charred
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and glowing fence, but bis presence did 
not seem in any way strange.

Lizzy, who was holding an ice cream 
freezer under the laundry faucet, looked 
up at her with scared eyes.

“ Miss Beatrice! ” she whispered, point
ing to the faucet.

The rush of water had dwindled to a 
thin stream. All the other faucets told 
the same tale. The spring was being ex
hausted. Five minutes more, and there 
would be no water at all. And meantime 
the wind was swirling the fire over grass 
and stubble, and the barn was surrounded 
on three sides.

And if it went? The wind was the 
other way, but for all that the house wras 
perilously near.

As Lizzy rushed out with her impro
vised pail, Beatrice set a bucket under the 
faucet. The stream was fading to a drip. 
Commanding Christy to watch it, she ran 
back into the pandemonium of smoke and 
shouts and feverish haste.

And then her heart gave a great leap of 
relief. At the end of the nearest hose was 
a dark spot, gradually growing larger. 
Even as she stooped and lifted it, the 
water gushed out, willing and plentiful.

Her shout drew the others, fearful of 
fresh catastrophe. Only she and Roger 
understood, but the rest did not stop to 
wonder. The water had come back—that 
was enough. With yells of triumph, they 
flew for it. Another moment, and one hose 
was playing on the barn roof, wdiile the 
other attacked the red carpet, reducing 
long streaks of it to black and ill smelling 
impotence.

The men plunged their pails into the 
horse trough, now streaming generously 
at the corners, and met the danger with 
new courage. They even joked and 
laughed excitedly at the blackened faces 
and bleared eyes, and showed the soles of 
their boots, burned nearly away. Through 
all the clamor, at intervals, came Scrap’s 
persistent voice, yelping up in the under
brush.

Beatrice brought a full pail to Roger 
Curtis, and ran back with his empty one. 
As she returned, she saw him spring for
ward up the steep side of the canyon, 
where the thin grass was crisply brown 
and as slippery as though glazed, and 
dash for a little red spot that had begun 
to spread with an odd effect of saturation. 
Sparks had evidently been whirled up 
there by the wind.

She struggled after him, slipping and 
falling, but saving her water at any cost. 
He caught it from her and spread it as 
widely as possible, and then they dashed

back for more. When she slipped, he 
caught her arm and held it till they were 
safely dow'n.

With two brimming pails, they strug
gled back again, losing no time in words, 
for if the fire once found its way up the 
hill, there would be miles of desolation in 
the wind swept cattle ranges back of them, 
and grave menace to the farmers of the 
hills beyond. The very tensity of the effort 
brought a certain exhilaration to Beatrice. 
Her eyes looked black above her flushed 
cheeks, and she laughed out as she reck
lessly trampled a little flame to death.

“ Dear young woman, be careful! ” 
Roger warned her, hut he laughed in sym
pathy. All his barriers were down. He 
was strong and eager, gay in his unre
straint. She saw at last the man he was 
meant to be, and all her blind faith was 
justified.

“ We’re winning! ” she called to "him, 
her voice glad with triumph.

“ Two more pails will do it,” was all he 
said, but her heart, swelled and pulsed and 
two little tears welled into her eyes for 
the warmth of his tone. “ Come! ” He 
held up his hand to her, and they flew 
down. Scrambling up, her breath came 
in gasps, but she laughed.

“ Let me take your pail,” he urged, but 
she shook her head. She would have car
ried any weight rather than lose that 
strong grasp on her arm. The last red 
glow died to smoldering black, and they 
dropped down breathlessly beside their 
empty pails,

“ We did i t ! ” she exulted.
“ Oh, didn’t we, though! There’s no

body like us! ” he boasted, and they 
laughed together, then went slowly down.

The fire was well under control now, and 
the workers relaxed a little. It was long 
past their linner hour, and they were faint 
and exhausted. At that moment Mrs. 
Oliver, pale but benignant, appeared at 
the back door with a laden tray. There 
was a pile of roast beef sandwiches, each 
one equivalent to a small meal, and a 
pitcher of lemonade. Roger Curtis sprang 
forward to help her, but she shook her 
head.

“ Don’t stop,” she said. “ It’s the only 
way I can be useful. Help yourself, and 
do keep an eye on Christy.”

The men, excited out of their usual 
bashfulness, cheered her gratefully, and 
made short work of her supplies. Christy, 
drenched, grimy, and glorious with ex
citement, came running up to get Mr. 
Black’s share for him.

“Little girl, you must be careful,” urged 
her mother.
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“ Oh, I am,” said Christy reassuringly, 
selecting a sandwich for her hero. “ That’s 
why I’m so wet. A spark got on me, and 
Mr. Black just dumped a bucket of water 
right on it. And he helped pull down the 
fence. Don’t you think he’s awfully 
brave? I want him to have the biggest 
glass of lemonade.”

“ Suppose mother goes and lets him help 
himself. Then you can eat that sandwich 
you’re carrying,” suggested Beatrice, care
ful not to glance at the sooty finger marks 
that were already decorating the white 
surface.

“ All right,” said Christy cheerfully. 
“ Come, mother, I ’ll take you to him.” 
Mrs. Oliver was looking at her draggled 
child in anxious perplexity.

“ Oh, Christy, dear, I wish you’d keep 
out of this. I ’m so afraid,” she said with 
a sigh.

“ Oh, I’m all right, mother. Mr. Black 
will take care of me—won’t you, Mr. 
Black?”

The sheriff straightened up from the 
smoldering stump he was chopping out.

“ I ’ll see she don’t come to any harm, 
ma’am,” he promised. Taking a glass of 
lemonade from the tray, he bowed solemn
ly and held it up. “ Your health. Mrs. 
Oliver.” A second later, he replaced the 
empty glass with a nod of satisfaction. 
“ That went like water down a rat hole,” 
he commented, relaxing a little. Christy 
laughed ecstatically. There was a delicate 
humor about, the phrase that made her 
yearn for a chance to use it herself.

Beatrice, overflowing with the gaiety of 
relief, went for a look at the smoking ruin 
of the cottage. Marion Sousa, kneeling 
on the blackened ground, was examining' 
the charred side of his little trunk, while 
the wind played havoc with its contents.

She chased and overtook a photograph 
and a folded newspaper that -wore starting 
up the. canyon on their own account. Then 
she quite forgot the little Portuguese, and 
stood staring at the orchard with a laugh 
of amazement, for all down its length, be
tween the tiny rows, long silvery lines were 
beginning to appear, drawing nearer every 
moment.

“ You did it on purpose! ” Roger Curtis 
accused her. with a laugh in his voice. 
“ This fire business was just a scheme to 
w7ater your orchard.”

“ Wasn’t it clever of us?” she agreed. 
“ We started two other fires, you see, in 
case that didn’t work, but we didn’t need 
them.”

“ If you’re really not going to want 
them, we might walk down and see that 
they are really out,” Roger suggested, and

they strolled along towards where the 
other piles of weeds had burned harmless
ly away. Christy’s voice, raised in rap
turous welcome to Scrap, followed them.

“ I think we owe you a - new suit of 
clothes,” Beatrice said regretfully, for he 
was wearing the light gray suit of another 
occasion she remembered. It was hope
lessly blackened and tattered now.

“ Oh, I’ll cheerfully dedicate it to the 
Cause,” he answered, looking down at it 
dispassionatelv.

“ The Cause?”
“ Yes; the Cause.” He smiled at her 

mystification. “ Oh, you wouldn’t under
stand,” he added teasingly. “ You’re too 
little yet.”

“ I can understand anything,” she as
serted, “ anything on earth, if you will just 
say it sincerely, the way you mean it.”

He shook his head. “ That won’t do. 
You must understand when I say it the 
Way I don’t mean it.”

“ But that’s such a cheap way to be in
teresting,” she objected. “ It’s like wear
ing your coat inside out and calling it 
humor.”

“ Perhaps one doesn’t do it to be inter
esting,” he suggested. “ It’s probably an 
infirmity—a sort of mental St. Vitus’ 
dance. You ought to be sorry for me.”

“ I am,” she said slowly, “ and I’m sorry 
for me, too. I wanted to be friends, but 
we never can.”

“ Do you mean that, really ? ” He had 
become suddenly serious.

“ I ’m afraid—I’m too little yet.” She 
tried to say it laughingly, but her voice 
showed she was hurt. He walked beside 
her in silence, his eyes on the ground, for 
several moments.

“ I ’ll tell you an allegory about the 
Cause,” he said finally. She felt a child
ish longing to cry out that she didn’t want 
his explanations, but compromised by 
averting her head, as though interested in 
anything but his words.

“ There was once a man who suffered so 
much with his eyes that he finally put on 
blue glasses,” Roger began. “ They weren’t 
becoming, but they brought him a great 
relief. In time he almost forgot how the 
world looked without them. Are you 
listening ? ”

“ Yes,” she said, yielding up her resent
ment and turning towards him.

“ Well, one day there was a great acci
dent, and people ran about in terrible dan
ger, saving one another’s lives and prop
erty. In the confusion his blue glasses 
were knocked off, and he rushed about like 
the others, seeing everything just as they 
did, too excited to know if his eyes hurt
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or not. Of course, the next day, when the 
excitement was all over, they nearly killed 
him, and he had to put on two pairs of 
blue glasses, to make up. But for that one
day he had----- Well, now you know
about the Cause.”

His story brought back to her something 
she had thought when they were strug
gling up the hill with their pails.

“ 1 know,” she said, a little shyly. “ It 
came to me today, ill the midst of things, 
that the man you were meant to be had 
asserted himself, and would not be de
nied.”

“ Perhaps. But remember, that is not 
the. man I am,” he warned her.

“ But it could be,” she ventured.
“ Today. But tomorrow I’ll doubt 

everything again, worse than ever.”
“ Even me ? ”
“ Even you.”
She raised her hands with a little ges

ture of helplessness.
“ Oh, if I could only prove it to you! ”
“ Prove .what ? What do you mean ? ” 

He had stopped short, and his look fright
ened her. Instinctively she ran to cover.

“ Oh, that the world is rather nice, after 
all,” she answered, and the lightness of her 
tone belied her former earnestness. “ It’s 
so much more amusing to take it serious
ly and in all good faith.”

“ It’s an attractive role, any way,” he 
answered, and she knew that she had put 
him at arm’s length again.

“ Don’t call it that,” she pleaded, sick 
with disappointment at having spoiled 
their moment, and trying blindly to bring 
it back. But the barriers were well up 
now.

“ That’s my jealousy,” he said. “ Just 
because I ’m not that kind, 1 get even by 
saying the kind doesn’t exist. One must 
keep in with one’s self love at any cost.”

She shook her head rebelliously.
“ Self hate is the more normal state, I 

think,” she exclaimed. He would not fol
low it up.

“ Here comes your sister’s little dog like 
a runaway engine,” he said, looking over 
his shoulder. “ He’s bringing- you a letter. 
I think. Have you trained him to act as 
postman \ ”

Beatrice glanced back at the small dog 
galloping proudly down upon them, stop
ping short at intervals to shake and worry 
the paper he carried.

“ Oh, Christy has taught him to fetch, 
and in consequence he fetches everything 
on the place that isn’t nailed down,” she 
said irritably. “ That may be one of Ma
rion Sousa’s belongings. Bring it here. 
Scrap. Fetch it, boy ! ”

Scrap cantered up, his eyes twinkling 
wickedly; but Beatrice knew that trick. 
Before he could whirl out of reach, she had 
swooped down on him, and held him firmly 
by the neck, while she pried the paper out 
of his mouth. He jumped up against her 
in a frenzy, trying to get it back, but she 
unfolded the soiled and torn document 
high out of his reach.

“ There’s something written on it,” she
said. “ Down, you bad boy! It says-----”
She broke off abruptly, staring at the pa
per with wide eyes. Her breath came in a 
soft little “ Oh!” of limitless wonder. 
Then there was a sudden blur of tears in 
her eyes, and she held it out to him with 
tremulous hands.

“ Roger,” she cried. " it's the note— 
Dean’s note! ”

They read it aloud, the short, simple 
statement by which Charles A. Dean 
agreed to pay two thousand dollars thirty 
days from that date. Beatrice’s face was 
transfigured.

“ It was due next Saturday,” she ex
plained. “ Oh, just think how it solves all 
our troubles! And we can fight you prop
erly about the water now! ” They both 
laughed at that. “ Oh, you don’t know 
how poor we’ve been,” she went on im
pulsively. “ A ragman came the other 
day and paid me two dollars and twenty 
five cents for some old bottles and sacks 
and kerosene cans—and it was a perfect 
gold mine! We lived on that two dollars 
and a quarter for days.”

“ Don’t,” he begged her distressfully. 
“ It’s intolerable, You poor child.
why-----” Something in her face stopped
him. She had turned the note over and 
was studying every corner of it in evident 
dismay. Before ho could question her, 
i he same thought came to him.

“ Wherever did it come from?” he ex
claimed.

“ That’s it,” she returned gravely. “ Oh. 
dear, we both know! ” she broke out a mo
ment later. “ It must have been from 
Mation Sousa’s things. They were blow
ing everywhere. We might as well face 
it.”

“ I can’t believe it.” lie said vehemently. 
She knew what he referred to.

“ It’s all unbelievable,” she agreed. “ If 
you knew good little Marion—lie’s so kind 
and obliging and devoted to ns. Why, I ’d 
trust him with anything—even now.”

“ Well, 1 never should have put my 
brother down as a common thief,” said 
Roger deliberately. They stood debating 
miserably.

“ Now that we’ve got the paper, we don’t 
eare about anything else. The money
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wasn’t so much,” she began suggestively. 
He would not help her, so she had to go on. 
“ I don’t, sec the good of—prosecuting, 
and all that, do you, when we have the 
paper ?”

“ But it may be your chity towards the 
State,” he answered impersonally. That 
had no effect. She merely shook her head, 
as though it were not worth answering. 
“ Your family will look at it differently,” 
he went on. That troubled her.

“ Ernest will be hard to manage,” she 
admitted; “ still, I think I can. I ’ll go and 
tell the sheriff now.”

“ What will you tell him ? ”
“ Just that the paper has been mys

teriously returned, and that I wish he’d 
let the matter drop.”

“ But, my dear girl, he can’t do that. 
He’s bound by law and oath to follow up 
every clue till he catches the thief.” They, 
still faced each other anxiously.

“ Well, then, he just won’t get any 
clue,” said Beatrice finally. “ We’ll find a 
way.” She turned back towards the house, 
but paused as Roger did not follow.

“ Why do you do this ? ” he asked, with

an effort that made his voice sound harsh. 
“ Why don’t you follow it up and have the 
criminals punished ? ”

She made Scrap an excuse for averting 
her face. For the moment her younger 
self was hopelessly dominant. Evasion 
and lightness seemed the only possible 
resources.

“ Oh, it would all be so unpleasant,” she 
said with a little shiver. “ And we have 
the note. That was the main thing, you 
know.” Later she realized all the simple, 
friendly honesty with which she might 
have met him with no loss of dignity, 
and w'rithed at her own inadequacy. It 
was terrible to appear trivial through 
sheer lack of presence of mind, when all 
her true impulses were fine and big. 
Roger accepted her explanation with 
grave courtesy.

“ Yes, that is true,” he said. “ And now 
I must say good by. You will send for me 
if there is anything I can do to assist 
you, won’t you ? ”

She thanked him nervously for his help 
and that of his men, and then went slowly 
back to the house.

(To be continued.)

CLORINDA’S VIOLIN.

Clorinda took it from its case,
That stolid thing of wood;

She lifted it anear her face—
How well it understood !—

Then, while I burned with envious ire, 
She laid her dimpled chin,

All pink with girlhood’s first faint fire, 
Upon her violin.

No wonder that it sudden woke 
To ecstasy of life.

Such touch from granite might evoke 
Love’s rapture and love’s strife.

No wonder that Clorinda’s bow 
Drew from each pulsing string 

Such harmony as Heaven must know 
When choired angels sing.

Oh, I am but a stolid thing,
W ith lips that mutely fail 

My heart’s pent melodies to sing 
In passioned plaint or wail ;

But if Clorinda once should rest 
That little dimpled chin 

Against my stupid wooden breast.
I’d shame her violin !

hvlah Ragsdale.
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XVI (Coniinued).
“ DEYOND a doubt, that is the house, 

u  and lie holds court this very night,” 
said Acton, as we came opposite the en
trance, with the line of carriages between 
us and the door. ’Twas a jam, indeed, 
and before we knew it we were caught 
between two lines of cursing coachmen, 
one driving up to the door, the other 
turning and moving back.

A chariot drew up, and I leaned down 
on my horse’s neck and looked through 
the windows up the steps into the house, 
when the vicious hiss of a whip on the 
other side sent my beast, that was none 
of the best, by a side jump against the 
coach, bringing me up to the door with a 
thump that shook the whole vehicle. And 
then I had like to have fallen into the 
mud; for there, looking at me out of the 
window, in some white and silken gown, 
with a whiter neck peeping out from under 
a furry cape, was a face 1 had had by me 
these ten days.

She knew me on the instant, and started 
forward with a cry of surprise, as if to 
speak. And then, on the impulse, the 
powdered head went up with a movement 
I knew full well, and the stare that only a 
high bred woman knows how to call up 
from some depth within her met my eye, 
as a gruff voice behind her cried:

“ Have a care there, my man! What 
the devil, would you ride in here by us? 
Come, Deborah, we are at the door; ” and 
I was pulled on by the frightened horse, 
and reached the door across the street, I 
know not how, in a daze of mind that 
finally landed me in a ditch by the gutter, 
as I slid off his back.

She had known me, I would swear; and 
vet she had given me as cold a denial as 
ever heartless wench gave any man. And 
yet—’twas but human nature to think it 
—yet I had saved more than her life but 
a fortnight ago, and risked my own skin 
in the saving. But what should I, Merton 
Balfort, expect, after all, and what right 
had I to think it could or should be other
wise ?

Still, what tricks the mind will play! 
I knew then that that face had been by

me ever since the night at the old tavern, 
and in my foolish thoughts the next meet
ing had happened again and again; but 
the real was of a far different order from 
the dream.

XVII.

As I looked about me to gather a bit 
of the situation of the house, I could not 
forbear an exclamation; for, dark as it 
v as. I could sec but a sorry house for our 
abode. The building was a straight af
fair, narrow and high, with a pointed 
roof like a Dutch house. And, though at 
first look there stood a house, I saw in a 
moment that it had been practically des
troyed by fire. The lower rooms seemed 
to have been hastily repaired, but the 
upper windows had no frames or glass 
in them, and the whole was blackened 
with singed wood.

Back of the house and towards the 
water I could make out in the murky 
darkness the black ruins of burned dwell
ings, and here and there tents built over 
roofless rooms, with now and then a light 
shining through the slits in the cloth.

Acton was standing grumbling to him
self, as was his wont.

“ This is no place for us,” said he. “ We 
shall be caught in a hole like rats.”

“ The longer we stand here, the more 
likely,” answered I, and forthwith I 
rapped upon the door with my sword hilt. 
No reply coming, we entered, to find a 
long, narrow hall, and stairs running 
straight up towards the next story. At 
the farther end a light showed under a 
door, and with a step we were at it, and 
found, on opening, an old woman con
fronting us with wonder and suspicion 
in her silent face.

“ Who be ye, then? ” asked she after a 
moment.

“ Listen, woman,” said I quickly. 
“ speak not so loud. We come here from 
Robert—from Robert, you understand,” 1 
added, as I saw her face go white and 
eager, “ and we are to wait here secretly 
for him-----”

“ Him?” cried she under her breath. 
“ You will not let him come hero? He

*  This story began in the Ju ly  number o f  T h e  J u n io r  M u n s e y .
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must not, now! ’T would be bis death in 
an hour. How came ye to let him 
come ? ”

“ lie comes of his own accord, and sent 
us on before,” said I. “ JDo not fear for 
him. He can •Watch over his own safety 
without our aid. But instead, give us 
food and drink, if you have it.”

She looked at us doubtfully a moment, 
and then went into the back room, which 
appeared to be the one chamber in the 
bouse spared by the fire. In a few mo
ments we sat down to a dish of salt beef 
and bread. I then carefully opened the 
despatches found on the dead man, and 
discovered them to be a full account of 
the forces at and around Newport, detail
ing Rochambeau’s strength and the num
ber of militia troops furnished him by 
Rhode Island, Connecticut, and Massa
chusetts, though to my certain knowledge 
the number was understated.

Following out a plan I had thought up, 
I altered the figures by scratching those 
given and writing in more than three 
times the number above, between the 
lines, as had already been done in one or 
two eases, as if the first account had been 
supplemented by later news. The des
patches of Ilazletinc were letters from 
Major Andre written in prison, and a 
statement giving out that Washington 
was about to make an attack on Paulus 
Hook and Staten Island, with some de
scription of (lie plan of attack. Whether 
this were true or not I could not tell, but 
I must take my chance. We were in the 
act of sealing up the packets again when 
there came a thunderous pounding upon 
the outer door.

“ What is it?” cried the woman.
“ Open in the name of the king! ” cried 

a voice from outside.
“ Oho! ” said Acton, under his mus

tache. “ They call upon us soon, eh ? ” 
and he drew his sword and stood looking 
at me.

“ Quick, woman,” I said, “ go to the 
door, and do you do the talking.”

“ What shall Isay?”
“ Ask who it is and what’s wanted.”
This she did, we standing by her close 

to the door.
“ Open in the name of the king! ” cried 

the deep voice again.
Acton and I stood back, silent in the 

darkness, with a stiff problem ahead of 
us, for there was no mistaking the voice 
of Hazletine.

“ Well, will you open ? ” cried the voice 
a third time; and then I bade Acton, more 
by signs than anything else, stand by the 
handle of the door.

“ When I open, catch him and bring 
him in,” whispered I, “ and put in all the 
strength in your big body.”

He nodded, and at my whispered in
struction tlie woman said again:

“ What for? Why should I open?”
“ Because I have a warrant for the ar

rest of a man now in this house.”
“ There’s none here,” she answered, and 

then, as 1 told her, cried out:
“ The door sticks. You must push 

from the outside.”
There came a muffled oath and then a 

savage kick at the door, and I heard other 
voices.

“ Harder,” cried the old girl, who 
seemed to grasp the idea, and as I felt 
a body press against the door, I let it 
swing suddenly open, and a man was 
driven into the hall and the door shut 
again before he realized that lie was down 
and one of the strongest men in the Col
onies sitting on him with his fingers so 
tight upon his gullet that he could only 
gurgle softly. We had him in the other 
room bound and gagged in a moment, but 
the pounding on the door was enough to 
wake the town.

“ Open in the name of the king! ” said 
a dozen voiees, and then the old door, 
strong as it had been made, gave percep
tibly to the force from without. I turned 
to the woman.

“ Is there a back way out? ”
“ Only into the lane, thence to Beaver 

Street, in among the ruins. But ye can 
go up stairs and down the outside steps at 
the back.''

“ So bo it, and quick, too! x\cton, pick 
up your mail and come on.” We were 
up stairs, had laid him in the gable, and 
were hurrying down to the second story 
again, when a crash told us we were too 
late, and in a moment the hall was full of 
men. They saw us at the top of the 
stairs, and started up.

“ Now. my boy, let them have it.” I 
cried, and we both fired at the leaders 
coming up two steps at a time. Two 
men threw up their arms and fell back on 
the others, and the whole crew rolled back 
to the floor.

“ Again, Acton.”
“ Aye, man,” laughed the reckless chap. 

“ Take the first and I the second. So! 
We wasted nothing.” Four men lay dead 
on the stairs before the others could re
treat. But our four pistols were of no 
further use.

I am no fool to lose heart in a tight 
place, but the game seemed up as we saw 
them gather tog'ether for another charge.

“ Yield yourselves up and we’ll do ye
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no harm,” cried one; “ but if ye do not, 
Cod help your souls! ”

“ Don’t bother strangers by calling on 
'em,” said Acton in a jeering tone, “ but 
come on, my lambs, and take us.”

A growl was the only answer as they 
started up the stairs again. We had the 
slight advantage of light, as well as of 
being above, and as the first two began 
to engage Acton, who stood at the top, I 
knocked the nearest over with the butt of 
my pistol, and then, leaning out from the 
crazy balustrade, began an exchange of 
thrusts with the next two, they fighting- 
straight over their heads, I down upon
them.

They stood their ground well, prevent
ing by their own bodies any others from 
taking part, until another jeering laugh 
from Acton was followed by the body of 
his man tumbling back upon them, trip
ping the whole crew over one another to 
the bottom, amid cries and curses that 
would have raised the dead. The howl 
was taken up by those in the hall, and
then, to our consternation, a loud shout of 
many voices came from the street. Run
ning to the sashless window- I saw half a 
hundred soldiers crowded around the 
door.

“ Back again! ” cried Acton. “ The 
whole town's on the way up stairs;” and 
in truth it looked so; for they had found 
a round table, and, holding this above 
and before them, they were coming 
slowly up, two deep, and as close as they 
could step.

“ I have it.” cried Acton—the man 
seemed always to become gay in a fight 
and find his best wits at the most hope
less time. “ Quick, man, that cupboard ! 
’Twill make cheese of the whole lot.” And 
we lifted the great double doored clothes 
press standing in the hall, Acton, the 
woman, and I, and pushed it over the 
stairs, carrying balustrade and all with it. 
The blow- was a terrible one, for the 
weight of the cupboard carried the table 
down upon the eight or ten men, and all 
went down together, amid dust, and cries 
and roars of laughter from Acton that 
fairly set me off as well.

The situation changed for the moment, 
for the brave cupboard had jammed it
self in the stairway so as effectively to 
prevent any ascent or descent by that 
passage for some good minutes to come. 
In the pause that followed a stifled cry 
from the old woman showed us behind 
the spot where the cupboard had stood 
a frameless window looking out on the 
roof of the next house. Roof there was 
none, however, only blackened timbers.

with here and there a patch of shingles 
still clinging in place.

’Twas a chance, and we took it. We 
were out in a moment, clambering- over tin- 
creaking timbers and down on the farther 
side into a lane, no wider than a man’s 
body, between two buildings. There was 
but one way to go and that into Broad
way, and in another moment we were at 
the back of the crowd of two or three 
hundred people standing about the door 
of the fated No. 2, howling and yelling, 
asking questions, and giving opinions to 
one another. Manifestly this was the 
safest place for the moment, till we heard 
a cry of joy from the inside and knew 
that the loaders must have overcome our 
friendly cupboard.

“ ( ’w i i i c . "  said 1 to Acton, and led him 
across the green to Clinton’s house, 
easily distinguishable for its many lights 
and the music coming from it. At the 
door we were challenged by a sentry and 
asked what was our business.

“ Special message to the commander in 
chief. I must see him at once,” said 1. 
looking at Acton in fear that the abso
lute astonishment sitting on his face 
would end the matter then and there.

“ You cannot see him now, man. He 
is-----”

“ ’Tis a dangerous thing to waste time, 
my friend, when Sir Henry Clinton is 
concerned. Call his secretary here at 
once;” and I stood aside on the steps to 
allow some late arrivals to enter, as if the 
matter were settled.

“ But you’ll get us hanged, man," whis
pered Acton. “ If you-----”

“ Hold thy tongue, man ! ’’ I said in the 
same tone.

“ But I don’t see-----”
“ Well, corporal, are you not gone 

yet i ” I asked angrily. “ Do you know 
that your head may drop off. if this delay 
gets about ? ”

“ I have my doubts,” he answered, “ but 
I ’ll call Mr. Cameron.”

Cameron, then, was the secretary, and 
he came in a moment, dressed in black 
;md rubbing his thin hands together.

“ Mr. Cameron,” I said before he could 
speak, “ I am Mr. Merton and this is Mr. 
Roberts. We have just come from New
port and Verplanck’s with despatches for 
Sir Henry. Be good enough to notify 
him at once.” And I showed him the 
despatches.

lie looked at us a moment through his 
narrow little eyes, and finally said:

“ Come this way, gentlemen, if you 
please;” and, going around the side of the 
house, we entered by a smaller door into



IN THE SH ADOW  OF W A R . 335

a cross corridor. As we passed along, I 
saw a brilliant series of rooms, polished 
floors, and groups of uniformed men and 
beautifully dressed women walking up 
and down the hall and dancing in the 
large ballroom. Then in an instant we 
stood in a dimly lighted room.

At the end of five minutes a large door 
opened on the other side of the study, or 
office, and a bright light from one of the 
ballrooms burst in upon us. A large 
hand held the door for an instant, and my 
body stiffened as I heard a lively, girlish 
voice I knew in my dreams saying half 
angrily, half playfully:

“ Hut, Sir Henry, you must not go. 
This is my dance! ”

“ My dear Mistress Deborah, I am far 
more unhappy about it than you can be,” 
said a high, somewhat querulous mascu
line voice.

“ I do not believe i t ! If ’twere true, you 
would not run away so.”

There came some answer, which was 
lost to us in the study; for at that mo
ment the door opened wide and a tall, 
thick set man entered and closed it quick
ly behind him. lie stood still a moment, 
not being able to distinguish clearly in 
the dark room.

Sir Henry Clinton at that period was 
well advanced in years. He would have 
been a handsome man but for his eyes, 
which by their expression gave to his face 
a sinister look that became more marked 
as he spoke. He had left his home in 
England only that he might win fame for 
himself in a few short months and return 
with a great name to his native land. His 
ill success against the American army, 
and his utter inability to cope with a 
mind like my commander in chief’s, had 
increased this dissatisfied, querulous, 
complaining side of his character, and he 
had now become thoroughly disgusted 
with the whole war. Such had been the 
gossip of this commander of the British 
forces in America, which had reached the 
ears of all of us out in Connecticut. 
Everywhere his troops would win battles 
according to European methods, and then 
be forced to retreat, losing more men in 
the retreat than the Americans had in the 
fight. This was anything but encourag
ing, and the general showed his chronic 
pettishness in his every action. He 
showed it now as he said sharply:

“ Well, Cameron, are you there? ” 
“ Yes, your excellency.”
“ Well, well, man! Speak up! ’Tis 

doubtless something of importance that 
causes you to call me now.”

“ I think it is, your excellency. Here

is a messenger from Boston and New
port.”

“ Ah, I see him now. Well, sir, what 
is it ? ”

I  handed him the despatches taken 
from the dead soldier. As he glanced 
over the papers, he rang- a bell and bade 
the orderly who appeared to search out 
and bring to him Lord Howe.

“ And, orderly-----” he added.
“ \ res, your excellency.”
“ Speak to the general cautiously and 

bring him away without attracting at
tention.”

“ Yes, your excellency.”
Nothing further was said until Lord 

Llowe appeared.
Howe had been superseded in the com

mand of the American forces of the Brit
ish army by Clinton, and for that reason 
alone he bore the present commander no 
very good will. But besides this he knew 
perfectly well that he was the abler offi
cer of the two, and he was anxious, there
fore, to be recalled to England, to avoid 
association as an inferior with Clinton. 
In the mean time anything that made his 
rival’s position more difficult only gave 
him the greater satisfaction.

“ My lord,” said Sir Henry, “ Mr.-----”
“ Merton,” I prompted.
“ Mr. Merton, here, has just arrived 

with news that a Ereneli fleet is lying in 
Newport harbor waiting to cooperate with 
the rebels! ”

Lord Howe had just come from a dance 
and was very warm. He wiped his fore
head and then replied calmly:

“ ’Tis the same as our news of several 
days ago. Sir Henry. What strength 
have they ? ”

I stepped forward to prevent questions 
coming to me and said:

“ I have further news! ”
“ What, still more?” cried Sir Henry. 

“ This seems enough for one night.” 
“ Major Andre had been taken to Tap- 

pan, and he is to be tried there as a spy 
immediately.”

“ What is the sentiment as to the re
sult ? ” asked Howe.

“ That he will be hung,” I answered.
“ Then will I hang every solitary Amer

ican in New York, whether loyal or 
rebel! ” cried Sir Henry, stamping his 
foot, while tears of vexation came into 
his eyes. “ Do you at once take 
measures-----”

“ Pardon me. Sir Henry,” interrupted 
Lord Howe coolly; “ will you permit me 
to take some steps in this matter? ”

“ By all means. I  wash my hands of 
i t ! ” .



336 THE JUNIOR MUNSEY.

“ Mr. Merton." said! How, turning to 
t»ie.

“ Yea, sir.”
“ Remain in the house for an hour. If 

you receive no instructions within that 
time, call here at eight o’clock eaeli morn
ing until you do. Is that correct, Sir 
Henry ? ” he asked.

Clinton was evidently terribly affected 
by the news of Andre’s sentence and 
could not turn his mind to anything else; 
but he said with an effort:

“ Mr. Merton, you have not eaten, prob
ably. Go in and join the ball and eat to 
your satisfaction. My lord, I am too 
stricken with grief to rejoin my guests. 
Will you take these gentlemen in and 
make my excuses ? ”

Lord Howe turned, and at my attempt
ing to apologize because of our costumes, 
he bade Cameron have us brushed up, and 
insisted upon my putting on a coat and 
waistcoat of Sir Henry’s, the one faced 
with red, the other of white satin. Acton 
was a sight when he was ready. He was 
always a handsome, great fellow; but 
dressed in these colors he would be no
ticed anywhere, and with the combined 
expression of absolute ignorance of the 
situation and his usual careless fearless
ness he would have brought me to laugh
ter if I had not had a great fear of what 
he might do.

So we left the study through the door 
by which Clinton had entered, and found 
ourselves the next moment in the most 
brilliant scene that had yet met my 
Puritan eyes. I have no doubt the court 
at Windsor or Whitehall was finer, but 
I had heard for more than a year that 
Clinton hold a inagnifiecnt court of his 
own, which vied, so our reports told, even 
with the king’s. In the great ballroom 
the lights of hundreds of candles, hang
ing from the ceiling in groups and all 
about the walls, lit up and reflected in the 
polished floor a hundred or more gay red 
uniforms, with here and there a German 
officer’s blue or black dress, and the 
white and pink and blue silks of women 
whose fair shoulders and necks held as 
high heads and as beautiful faces as I 
could imagine.

Some danced gracefully a minuet or 
the waltz. Others sat about on beautiful 
mahogany furniture,and still others stood 
in groups, talking and laughing as if no 
war or misery or any suffering troops 
were on the surface of the earth, to say 
nothing of all this at their very door. 1 
could not understand it. After all, ’twas 
a besieged town, and the frightful small
pox was raging all about them; and still

I could see one beauty after another flirt- 
ing with her fan and her bright eyes with 
some tall Britisher, and gossiping of the 
scandal of the hour as the fiddlers drew 
out the slow measures of a waltz.

Up to such a group we came, and Lord 
Howe, with no very good grace, accosted 
an old woman with wrinkled cheeks and 
a scrawny neck, yet bedecked in silks and 
satins and with a towering headdress that 
made her bob about like a decrepit 
peacock.

“ Mine, de Lr.ney,” said he, bowing low, 
“ permit me to present Mr. Merton, who 
has just arrived.”

The old lady looked at me through her 
lorgnette with a vicious squint,

“ Mr. Merton ? ” said she. “ What 
Merton? Anything to do with the Mer- 
tons of Salem ? ”

“ The- same family, ma’am,” said I, 
truthfully enough, yet I could not sec 
what business it might perchance be of 
hers.

“ A bad lot,” she continued, taking- 
down her new fanglcd eye glass. “Trai
tors to their king-, most of them, exeept 
Edward, and he has fled, they say.”

1 have never, God knows, had the con
trol of my too vigorous temper, and it 
will even to this day get the better of me 
at precisely the wrong moment, even as 
now, when I must needs answer somewhat 
bruskly:

“ Such division of sentiment is not con
fined to one family, ma’am, in these 
days.”

The result of this, bad taste as it was, 
was like to have upset me; for the old 
dame turned purple in the face and 
gripped her fan as she cried:

“ And what business is that of vours, 
sir?”

I was on the point of answering some
thing to turn her unexplained wrath when 
I  caught the sound of a peculiar kind of 
stifled gasp that had something so fa
miliar as to make me turn about—and 
find myself face to face with Deborah 
Philipse. Yet I should scarce have known 
her. Her hair was up from her face, 
powdered and with a flower in it, and her 
dress of some light silken cloth, I  know 
not of what color or quality, so made as 
to show- her fair young neck and shoul
ders, then running down to her waist in 
some sort of a pointed bodice all covered 
with a flowery design.

She was beautiful! She would be beau
tiful in the most wretched dress that was 
ever cast off by beggar; she would be 
beautiful anywhere; but now, in such a 
gown as I had never seen, she was as
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lovely a specimen of young womanhood 
as stood in that room, or any room this 
side of heaven, and perhaps on the 
other side, too. But I knew her eyes and 
her voice when she said with fine sarcasm, 
as she might to a stranger who had in
sulted her:

“ You deal in generalities, sir. ’Tis 
had taste.”

I could not hold her look, and so let my 
eyes fall and shuttled my feet in awk
ward fashion. Lord Howe saved me.

“ One must, know the niece nowadays 
as well as the aunt, eh, ma’am? Mistress 
Philipse, 1 have the honor to present Mr. 
Merton;” and he bowed with a reverence 
and a look that I did not like. What was 
she to him, I wondered ? In my turn I 
bowed and apologized I know not what 
to Mme. De Laney, and then in a mo
ment 1 had been presented, as well as 
Acton, to several ladies and one or two 
officers, Major Sproat, a Miss Knyp- 
hausen, General Patterson, and other 
younger men. Howe then moved away 
saying-:

“ Mr. Merton and his friend have rid
den far and eaten nothing, and by Sir 
Henry’s orders he is to he fed. Mistress 
Philipse, will you act as commissariat?”

But Acton I saw with many misgivings 
already striding across the polished floor, 
laughing and talking with the little mins 
Mistress Knyphauson. What would the 
reckless fool say? I hated to have him 
out of my reach.

“ Well. Sir Starved Man,” said the 
young- lady at my elbotv, “ will you eat? 
I must obey my orders.”

I offered her my arm, and, bowing1 to 
the group, we went into the banquet room 
across the hall; and when I had procured 
some food of a nature that was absolutely 
unknown to me, something of truffles and 
spices, ami sandwiches with paste of I 
know not, what substance in them, she led 
me without a word into the side hall and 
sat down upon the lower steps of the 
stairway.

“ So, sir,” she began in another lone, 
“ I know now7 who you are. It seems that 
you enjoy the profession of a spy.” I 
turned on her and looked her well in the 
face. “ Do you not think, perchance, that 
you might take a hint from Major 
Andre’s situation that may work so ill for 
him ? ”

“ Madam,’' said T, “ if T could equal 
Andre as a man, I would be willing to 
belong to what you are pleased to call his 
profession. He was the type of a gen
tleman.”

“ Was?” she asked under her breath.
11 .1 m

“ lie is dead, Mistress Philipse, or will 
he in a few days,” I said gently.

“ Andre has been—been---- ”
“ He was condemned two days ago.”
“ It is terrible, terrible;” and she 

looked at me with sorrow in her eyes. 
“ Why do you stoop to such things ? ”

“ I am not such a man! I  am not a 
spy, and tvhat I do now is neither your 
affair nor mine. I serve one who must be 
obeyed, and I do what he tells me to do. 
’Tis no more enjoyable a work than the 
one I had to do a few7 days ago.” I know 
not why I spoke so bitterly. Perhaps be
cause I had not till that moment looked 
upon myself as doing the work indeed of 
a veritable spy. “ You have me in your 
powe-, mistress, and you can tonight put 
an end to another spy, as you are pleased 
to infer I am. I cannot prevent you. In
deed, I do not know that I care."

She looked at me intently for some mo- 
meii1 s, and then, glancing beyond me. 
murmured:

“ I do not know. I cannot tell. Per
haps I should, for I  believe I know the 
reason for your presence here, and it is 
no doubt my duty—yes, indeed, I have 
been there,” she cried suddenly, in a 
lively voice. “ 'Tis a pretty town, Bos
ton, but so prayerful."

1 looked at her in amazement and then 
heard over my shoulder:

“ Deborah, ’tis long past midnight. We 
must go home.”

She sat quietly a moment, and I rose 
and bow7ed to .Ttidge Philipse, her father— 
a dignified and courtly, gray haired man 
of sixty, in a kind of court dress, I sup
pose, with long faced coat and knee 
breeches.

“ I will come directly, papa,” she said., 
“ Mr. Merton is just hero from a journey, 
and Lord Howe has bidden me see that he 
eats.”

He bowed without a word and moved 
on.

“ I do not know what I should do,’’ she 
continued.

“ The. tables are turned. Mistress Deb
orah.” I said. “ My life is in your 
hands;" and I saw her look quickly at me 
with a serious depth in her eyes. Then 
that glint came on a sudden and she 
cried:

“ Very well, then, you will do exaetly 
ns I hid. or—or suffer the consequences! ’’

“ I must.”
“ Then accept the invitation you will 

receive in a moment for tomorrow night."
“ I cannot do aught hut my duty, and 

that occupies me.”
“ Oh. you cannot ? We will see. I
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shall take my course as you elect.” Then 
in an instant she was looking at me ear
nestly. “ Do it for me! I want to tell 
you of something:” and she got up and 
walked towards a lady of graceful figure 
and as sweet and sincere a face as I had 
yet seen in that gay room.

“ Mr. Merton, let me present you to 
the dearest woman in this world, the 
Baroness Biedesel.”

With an amused laugh, the lady gave 
me her hand, and 1 bent over it without 
affectation, for any one could see that she 
was a generous, loving woman with a 
heart big enough for all and a face that 
was as beautiful as it was good. She 
spoke with a marked accent, but in per
fect English.

“ 1 am very glad to know Mr. Merton.”
“ But that is not all,” said the brazen 

young woman at my side. “ I want yoti 
to do something very kind to me.”

“ What is it, dear child?” asked the 
baroness.

“ Ask him to your supper tomorrow 
night. I find I knew him once long, 
long ago in Boston. Will you, dear? ”

The older lady leaned over and kissed 
her, laughing.

“ Surely. Will you come at six, Mr. 
Merton ? We live next the corner of Wall 
and William Streets, close by Governor 
Tryon's mansion.”

I said I would and thanked her, and 
we moved on to find the girl's father. As 
we approached, she looked up at me with 
a bland and childlike expression, and 
said softly:

“ You may live a day longer, sir! ” and 
was gone.

I saw a cluster of young men in uni
forms gather about her and beseech a 
dance, and heard them tell her she had 
driven Sir Ilenry away by her actions. 
And then she was the center of the room, 
with the men around her like bees, talk
ing and laughing as if she had not an
other thought in the world, and I knew 
it was right so, for was there another 
head set so jauntily on such another pair 
of shoulders in all that room? No, God 
knows, there was not.

I stood saying over to myself again and 
again, “ Yet she is my wife, young cox
comb that art leading her away so proud
ly ! She is my wife, man! She is my 
wife! ” And I went out through the 
hall saying it under my breath, and found 
Acton and took him off, saying it over 
and over again, till he began asking me 
what the devil ailed me and what I mut
tered about, and had I noticed Mistress 
This and Mistress That; and I bade him

go hang himself for a dirty spy as he 
was.

XVIII.

A t the stroke of six the next night I  
stood before the fine mansion which the 
Baroness Biedesel occupied, with a fore
boding, and, to tell good truth, a bit of a 
fluttering in my insides. We, Acton and 
I, had late in the night slipped back into 
the ruined house and found the old wom
an lying in the back room nearly dead 
with terror, and with the mark of a foul 
blow over her eye and down her cheek. 
We got her up and brought her to, only 
to find flazletinc gone. ’Twas no place 
for us, and so, on her advice and deeming 
the open method wisest, wc betook our
selves to the “ Star and Garter,” a board
ing house kept by Mrs. Hodges at the 
Battery, down below Clinton’s mansion 
and over against old Fort George.

There we stayed all day, working out, 
partly from our window view, partly from 
our information, the lay of the land back 
of Arnold’s house, just above the com
mander in chief’s mansion. Only once I 
went out to find a man named Low, who 
had been mentioned to me as a brave 
patriot of the Sons of Liberty, living un
der the stigma of Toryism to serve his 
country by staying in the city—a doctor 
chirurgeon. I went down Wall Street, by 
the hosts of shops that had laces and silks 
and satins in their windows, and rare 
fruits, aud met ladies daintily picking 
their way from carriages through the 
muddy streets, full of pitfalls and holes 
and filthy gutters whore the drains ran.

Four times in that hour I met carts 
with canvases over them, but not so com
pletely as to prevent one from seeing half 
a dozen dead bodies lying one on the 
other beneath the covering, going, so a 
shopkeeper told me, to the trenches up 
above the city, where they were thrown 
to rot in the sun and rain. Many of them 
were my compatriots, who had lain in 
the Sugar House or Bride'well Prison; for 
many thousands of our poor fellows lay 
here still, since the day more than three 
years ago when I had marched north 
with Putnam for my life. Low I found 
at last, and a good man and true he was 
to me. Somehow, he knew of my coming, 
and we arranged a plan for an attack at 
the foot of Arnold’s garden two days 
hence.

Then I left Acton, telling him—more 
shame be it to me—that I was going to 
sup in order that I might get word of 
Arnold’s habits. And yet what came of
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that dinner would have made me stop a 
bit had I foreseen it. And so I was 
ushered into the drawingroom in the fi
nest coat and breeks I <*0013 buy in the 
shops, and a tie and lace front that made 
me feel like a gaudy popinjay of some 
sickly European court. The baroness 
came in a moment and kindly bade me 
sit, saying the others would be there in a 
few moments. Indeed, I found the cus
tom prevailed to arrive half an hour late, 
which seemed to me then, and does still, 
to be a foolish fashion.

“ Do you know," said she with genuine 
tears in her eyes, “ that we have just 
heard of our friend Major Andre’s hor
rible Sentence ? Did you know him. Mr. 
Merton ? ’’

“ I never saw him. but he was a good 
and true gentleman,’' I answered.

“ These are terrible days. 1 c-anuot * 
sleep o’ nights for thinking that my little 
daughters may catch this terrible plague. 
Only this afternoon my husband told me 
that twenty seven of the poor prisoners 
died of it yesterday on the prison ships in 
the harbor. I wish I might do something 
to aid them, but. beautiful as our house 
is, we have hard labor to get wood and 
food, such is the price of all necessaries."

My better self warmed to the lady, and 
I told her she had a good heart, and that 
I, too, could not keep my thoughts from 
the wretched prisoners.

“ Governor Tryon and General Patter
son, the commandant of the town, are 
goodness itself to me.’’ said she. “ But 
’tis a terrible time, and often I yearn for 
my own dear Brunswick.”

“ ’Tis indeed a terrible time, ma'am, 
but if all the women had such hearts 
as yours the suffering would be infinitely 
less.”

She gave me a smile, though there were 
Icars in her eyes, and held out her hand 
to me.

“ We can do so little, and dare not at
tempt an opinion,” she said.

I stooped over her white fingers and 
kissed them, just as some one entered the 
room. Looking up, I caught a glance 
from a pair of dark eyes that sent a thrill 
of joy through my body, and made me 
laugh in spite of myself; for there stood 
Mistress Pliilipse with as surprised a pout 
on her pretty lips as ever was seen. Did 
she think I was paying court to another ? 
God be thanked, if she did !

But there was no time for more than 
a greeting and a friendly kiss from the 
hostess when in came the Governor of the 
town, Tryon, with his wife and daughter. 
Major Sproat, a Lieutenant Purdy, Gen

eral Patterson, and a man they called 
Captain Atherton, and who seemed to me 
at the moment to look strangely familiar. 
Then, as we sat about the room, I saw 
every one rise, and, turning to the door, 
saw a young man,hardly more than a boy, 
enter, talking easily with his compan
ions and nodding here and there as he 
walked over to the baroness, and I  
guessed rightly that 'twas the young 
Prince Henry, whose coming had reached 
even our Connecticut ears. Einally, with 
much fuss of chariot and horses outside, 
up drove the decrepit old peacock, Mme. 
de Lancy.

“ And why should I not he out? ” cried 
she in a venomous voice to the host, who 
had but congratulated himself on her 
being there. “ Do you think I am too old 
to get out of my bed ? ”

“ Uoit rerbar, ma’am,” cried the baron. 
“ You grow younger every day.”

“ ’Tis a wonder I live at all. Can you 
not give us a stick of wood to cook by, 
major?” cried she, turning on Sproat. 
who stood near. “ lit re have I  today paid 
eight pounds for a pitiful cord.”

“ Ma'am,” said the major, with apology 
in his tone, “ we are every hour sending 
parties to Long Island to get it as best, 
they can."

“ Stuff and nonsense!” cried the old 
dame, her face twitching like a play 
actor's. “ Why do ye not cut down the 
trees out here in the street ? I wish the. 
rebels were all gone to the devil! ” And 
she hobbled off on the arm of an officer 
to a beautiful mahogany chair that never 
was made in our land.

We were now a goodly company of 
twenty at least, and, dinner being an
nounced by a factotum all powdered like 
the rest, I stood at one side till the baron
ess, passing me. said, “ Go and take in 
Deborah." Then, looking at me with a 
friendly smile, but a sad face. “ Be good 
and kind to her tonight, for she is in 
great trouble.”

Trouble? What could be the trouble. 
1 thought, as I passed over to her and 
gave her my arm ? There was some dif
ficulty in getting the proper place in line, 
for each officer must go in as his rank 
dictated, and so, led by the young prince 
and the baroness, we marched into the 
banquet room with swish of silken gowns 
and tinkle of spurred bools.

After the saying of a grace, all were 
talking at the long tabic at once, and the 
murmur of voices kept me from hearing 
many words, except those on either side 
and immediately next to me. And in
deed the dishes that loaded the hoard and
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were each moment set before us by five or 
six men servants were by a good half un
known to me. Beef I could tell, and a 
dish of chicken, but there were others 
built up high with pasty and mixed in 
with colored sauces, the like of which I 
had not seen before1.

Blessed with a good appetite, I tasted 
all the men passed to me and found them 
palatable. Talk ran on current tilings, of 
the recent, fight in Staten Island, of 
Andre’s coming execution, and anything 
that came up; until In the midst of a 
foolish remark of her own invention, and 
with a laugh on her faee. 1. heard Mis
tress I’hi 1 ipse saying in a low voice, as if 
it came from some one else:

“ I have much to say to you—two 
things. .Have a care of your countenance 
and let no one read in vour face what you 
hear.”

For a moment I was at a loss, her face 
so belied her words. Then, taking up a 
glass of wine, I did ns J had seen others 
do already—held it towards her, bowed, 
smiled, and said, “ Proceed, mistress; I 
am listening’,” and drank part of the 
wine.

“ Good!” said she. “ Well, then, I 
learned from my father tonight that a 
famous—famous—agent of Sir Henry’s 
was found gagged and hound in the top 
of a half burned house at the foot of 
Broadway last night—your faee, man, 
your face! ” she laughed suddenly.

“ Tell us the joke, Mistress Philipse!” 
called Captain Atherton across the 
table.

“ Ah. ’tis a secret, captain,” said she 
brightly, “ between Mr. Merton and my
self. We are plotting the ruin of some 
one.” Then, turning to me, still with a 
smile on her lips, but a strange pleading 
in her eyes: “ I do not know what is being- 
done. But he is a secret agent whom no 
one knows, so that it must be keep quiet. 
But—but—they are searching with all 
the forces and power at. their command 
to find the man who did it. All that 
noise outside last night was the attack 
being made to capture him. They may— 
they may find him! ”

“ And if they do ? ”
“ They will kill him without trial, or 

the knowledge of anyone but themselves.”
I knew' it well, and had all day. Yet 

'tis not in me to deny that a cold shiver 
ran up my spine, as I stood up with the 
others and drank at the baron’s call the 
health of “ their gracious majesties the 
king and queen.”

“ I  am sorry for the man, whoever he 
be.”

“ God guard him! ” whispered the girl, 
with a white faee.

“ Pinch your cheeks, mistress,” said I, 
smiling, “ for I think the captain fears 
the joke is but a poor one.”

Tier face lit up with a quick, natural
sun le.

“ ’Twas not you, then, was it ? Tell 
me! ”

“ Rather tell Major Sproat on your 
right the pith of the joke,” said I, and I 
took to myself the rest of the glass of 
burgundy, for the wine Was good for the 
nerves, and before we were done there 
were five kinds set before us.

In a moment or two she turned again 
to me.

“ That was a capital story,” I said. 
“ Tell me the other you mentioned. Ah, 
’twill be less amusing—I can see from 
your soriwvful face! ” But the girl that 
I had seen stand tip before five ruffians 
in the foul tavern w-as as game here as 
there. She changed the expression of her 
face, but she could not alter the look In 
her eye. For a moment she crumbled a 
bit of bread at her plate, looking at it, 
and then:

“ There is not much of a story, and 
what there is of it is but an old and com
mon tale.”

“ Yet I would hear it, if I may,” I 
answered.

“ There was once a young girl—a fool
ish wench—who was bidden-by her par
ent to a good marriage.”

“ Ah! ” said I. “ ’Tis a fairy tale. And 
why was the wench a foolish wench? ”

“ A fairy tale, indeed,” she answered; 
“ but this foolish wench would none of 
this good marriage, because the man was 
a mean and cowardly wretch, and—and ” 
—she had turned to me a little, her hand 
still crumbling the bread, one white arm 
resting on the cloth, the other hand in 
her lap, quivering on her silken dress, and 
her fair white bosom rose and fell quick
ly—“ and she was forced to do this thing, 
this dreadful thing, by her father’s 
wish-----”

“ And,” said I suddenly, “ she ran away 
to escape it-----”

“ And was brought back to it,” she 
added, giving me a long look that stirred 
the very soul in me—“ was brought back 
to it, because the good man of the good 
marriage held the fortunes of her father 
in the palm of his hand.”

“ Thy face is a beautiful but an open 
hook. Mistress Deborah,” said I, interrupt
ing her, “ and there be those here that 
can read, I fear. So! That closes the 
volume partly”—for she had straightened
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up a bit, and a little pitiful smile strug
gled at the corners of her mouth. God 
knows, I could have taken her in my arms 
there before them all, and comforted her 
in her loneliness and trouble, and bade 
her have no fear. But I only said be
tween my teeth:

“ What did this good man to her? ”
“ He threatened her always and tried 

to force her to it, and held up the ruin 
of her family—he has, indeed, time and 
again.”

“ Curse the coward!” said I softly.
“ And—and she had no one to help her 

in this fairy tale—until she saw some

“Aye, dear heart, he is found,” said 
I. “ What shall he do ? "

“ If he would meet her and let h e r ------ "
“ Where and when ? "
“ Tomorrow night, a few rods beyond 

the Vauxhall Gardens, by a clump of 
four great trees.”

“ With God’s help, he will be there! 
And stay—let the princess in the fairy
tale have the good man meet her there, 
too! Aye, do as I bid, girl! ” I said, as 
a frightened look came into her eyes.

“ You are a good friend. Merton—Mr. 
Merton,” said she softly-, as her head bent 
for a moment. And there under the 
table, my foot touching hers, I put mine 
upon it and gave the only- pressure of 
sympathy vouchsafed to me. Up over 
her face lo her white forehead and on 
into her hair went a sweet flush that 
seemed to draw a smile after it, playing 
about her lips and into her beautiful eyes.

Strange that just then I caught a warn
ing look in the baroness’ face ns she 
talked on to the prince. Bui I did see 
it, and, not knowing what 1o do, drank 
off again at a gulp another glass of wine.

The little shoe fluttered under my 
boot, but did not withdraw, and for a 
moment we sat there quiet in the midst 
of that bustling, laughing, gossiping 
roomful, with glasses clinking and toasts 
tripping up and down the board: and 
as the hostess rose and all followed 
her example I caught a strange look in 
young Atherton’s eyes—where the fiend 
had I seen that face before?—that at this 
moment was enough to set me on fire as 
I stopped back to hand my- dinner partner 
to the door of the drawingroom. There 
I gave her to the fair young baroness, 
and saw them lock arms affectionately 
and walk on into the other room close 
together, but saying not a word.

“ Draw up to this end of the table, 
gentlemen,” cried the host cheerfully. 
“ Let us give the health of his royal high

ness!” And so we stood and drank 
again, and in good truth, what with my 
strange conversation and the two great 
pieces of news I  had heard within the 
hour, I  found I had had enough for one 
man, more than enough for one who had- 
not been blessed with a hat'd head that 
paid little heed to the fumes of wine. 
’Twas evident that some of the others 
had fared worse and drunk more. Tryon. 
who took the chair next the prince as we 
sat down on either side of him, let out 
the buttons of his waistcoat, and sat back 
puffing out his cheeks between his words, 
as if the purple veins had more than 
they could well carry.

“ Baron,” puffed he in a gruff voice, 
“ where got. ye this fine old burgundy-? 
'11s a rare bottle, as I am damned! Have 
.ye not found it to your highness’ taste? ” 
—lurning to the young prince.

‘‘Indeed I have,” said the latter. 
* There’s none better in London, I ’ll be 
sworn.”

“ ’Tis but just come in the last packet,” 
replied the baron. “ And Sir Henrv 
wotdd not bear but I should take some 
of it.”

“ 'Tis helped by the voyage, indeed i> 
is," puffed the Governor again. “ What's 
this we bear of the rebel Washington’s 
silly trick with Rochambeau ? ”

“ Mr. Merton could tell us much if he 
would,” answered Major Purdy. I was in 
the act of lighting my clay pipe when this 
startling answer froze me as I  sat with 
the taper in my hand: and then I took 
a long breath as ho went on: “ lie is just 
come from Newport. Is it not so, sir? ”

“ Oh, aye ! ’’ cried the Governor. “ Yon 
are the messenger that saw Sir ITonvy 
last night, eh ? ”

“ The French are safe and sound in 
Newport,” said I. “ And like to s t a y  
there.”

“ Let ’em be safe in hell as soon as 
they will,” said the general, “ and all the 
rest of the frog eating traitors.”

“ A health to the Governor!" cried 
Major Sproat, getting heavily to his feet. 
“ And damnation and confusion to the 
rebels all! May the whole lot rot in 
prison soon!” Down went more wine, 
and whether ’twas the drink in me or 
the thought of tomorrow night, I was 
near up at him for his cursed British 
toast. I moved my chair to join some 
of the younger men, and found myself 
close to Atherton, who was droning a 
song through his tipsy- lips.

“ Aye!” said he. “ Good! "Tis a 
proper sentiment. To hell with them 
all! But I'll give ye another. I'll hid ye
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drink to the brightest pair of eyes in the 
town, that were but just now not a hun
dred yards from our friend here.”

“ Good! Good! ” cried Prince Henry, 
and they drank what I and ail knew to be 
a toast to Mistress Philipse.

“ They say her Cousin Pendleton’s case 
goes by hard roads,” said a young fellow 
in a big red coat, “ and that she’ll none 
of him in spite of her father.”

“ I would I had his chance,” mumbled 
Atherton. “ I ’d win by fair or foul 
means, and that soon, too! For there’s 
no finer bit of female flesh in the 
colonies,”

I cursed the drunken beast under my 
breath, and held to my chair to keep my
self from driving his words down his 
throat.

“ He'll v in her yet,” said Sproat. 
“ They tell me Sir Henry is none too sure 
of the father’s loyalty, and some of the 
family, so ’tis whispered, are starving 
with the rebels at this moment.” At this 
I pricked up my ears.

“ I heard today, too,” laughed a young 
subaltern, “ that a reconnaissance was 
foiled at the judge’s country house up 
above Gowan’s Ferry but a week ago, and 
some good fellows lost. ’Tis rumored the 
old man knew somewhat of how ’twas 
done.”

The sweat came out in beads on my 
forehead. Had I perhaps made her lot 
the harder by my work? Curse these 
scandalmongers for fouls!

“ Tut! Tut! ” laughed Atherton, lean
ing forward and leering at the company. 
“ There’s more behind that little episode 
than Sir Henry knows.”

“ What is it, man?” cried one or two, 
drawing towards him.

“ The little girls will have their fling, 
eh, your highness? And she is no saint, 
they say, and a reconnaissance may not 
always be to study the enemy.”

The crew laughed out and cried to 
know the story.

“ Nay, boys, you should not hear it. 
’Twill take your thoughts from the 
cause,” said Atherton, leaning back and 
looking over the company with a patron
izing air.

But they cried out for it, and, with my 
breath coming quick and short, I leaned 
forward, too.

He slowly drank another glass and 
looked about him. Then, lowering his 
voice, he said:

“ The house is in neutral country and 
empty, and the lady has been on a little 
visit—a little visit, you understand— 
somewhere, and a well known coach was

found hard by broken down. I  saw it 
myself, for I was up there on special 
duty. And my little wench could spend 
a day or two in peace aud quiet with her 
cavalier-----”

“ ’Tis a foul lie!” I cried, striking the 
table with my fist till the glasses jumped 
about, and, rising, I stood over him, 
scarce realizing what I had done. For 
I knew him now well. ’Twas the “ jolly 
good fellow'” of Gowan’s Tavern!

They were all on their feet in an in
stant, except Atherton, who looked at 
me with a cool smile on his face.

“ And wliat pup are you, my Colonial 
squire, that trot about telling gentlemen 
they lie ? ”

“ Do not burden your dull brain to 
learn who I am. ’Tis but a cowardly 
gentleman, as you call yourself, who 
would blacken the fair name of a woman 
over his cups. Therefore, I tell ye, ye 
lie! The girl is as pure as snow! ”

Slowly he got upon his feet as the whole 
company stood dumfounded for a mo
ment, and, with a savage look in his eye, 
made a step towards me and lightly 
slapped me on the cheek before I could 
move. I had him by the throat in an in
stant, and would have choked the wind 
out of him had not the whole company 
jumped between us and pulled us apart.

“ Let me alone! ” cried he, with a white 
face, as half a dozen held him by the 
arms.

“ Silence! ” roared the Governor. 
“ What in hell’s name do ye mean here 
in the presence of vour superior officers! 
Patterson,” cried he, turning to the com
mandant, “ you’d better commit ’em both. 
Why, damme, do you think you’re in a 
tavern? Have ye no respect for a prince 
of the blood? And you, sir, whoever ye 
be,” continued he, getting more red and 
furious at each word as he turned to me, 
“ do ye think ye can bring your clown
ish Colonial manners here and tell peo
ple they lie ? ”

“ ’Twas a foul lie against a fair name,” 
said I, looking him in the eye.

“ Why, God—a—mercy! ” yelled the 
old fellow, fairly jumping up and down. 
“ The man tells me I lie, too! ”

But General Patterson and the baron 
stepped forward, the one coming up to 
me, the other taking the Governor by the 
arm.

“ Mr. Merton,” said the commandant 
slowly but coolly to me, “ and you, cap
tain, shake hands.”

We both hesitated.
“ Shake hands this moment and sit 

down or you will be in irons in ten
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minutes. Well, will ye or not? ” he con
tinued, his voice rising and a dark look 
coining into his face. And then Atherton 
broke from his friends, laughing a forced 
laugh, and held out his hand. I could 
do naught but accept it, though my heart 
was bitter at the action.

“ Now offer your apologies to Baron 
Riedesel,” commanded the general. And 
we did so and sat down glum as dor
mice. But Prince Ilenr.y saved the day. 
and I thanked him inwardly for his high 
sense of honor as well as his tact, for he 
stood up and said:

“ Governor Tryon, I ask you and the 
others to drink the health of Mistress 
Deborah Philipse.”

“ Well said, your highness! ” cried old 
Tryon, and we drank. But the party 
was killed for that night, and as we rose 
to go into the drawingroom Atherton 
came by me and said slowly:

“ Do you carry a little steel tool, my 
young merchant ? ”

I nodded.
“ And can ye play with it at times ? ”
“ I can try.”
“ Capital! ” said he, laughing. “ When 

shall we play together ? ”
“ The sooner the better,” said I.
“ Tut! Tut! So hot ? ” said he jocosely. 

“ ’Tis after midnight now. Shall we say 
at six in the morning and waive formali
ties?”

“ Where?”
“ Up in the fields by Corlears’ Hook. 

Have ye a friend in the town ? ”
“ I have, and we will be ready at six."
He laughed again and walked jauntily 

off, saying:
“ So, man, you carry it well for a civil

ian. Go now and say your prayers! ”

XIX.

W hen I got back to Mrs. 1 fudges’ I 
found our room empty. It was then near 
upon one o’clock at night, and what might 
have taken Acton forth I did not know. 
And so I sat me down to wait his com
ing. My thoughts were none of the 
brightest, and our case was hourly be
coming more serious. And yet the thought 
of that touch of a small shoe was more 
than enough to overbalance the danger of 
our situation and the chance of the 
wrecking of everything in the perhaps 
foolish duel I had brought on my own 
shoulders.

So they had set a marriage for her, her 
father and, I ’d be sworn, the old aristo
cratic witch, too, if truth were known! 
The thought of it made me get up and

walk around the room. Indeed, I had 
not known it till then, till I heard of this 
danger to her, but ’twas true. I could 
not live my life without her. I could nor 
see a future without that face by me, be
longing to me, to protect and comfort 
and serve as I would my own life—aye. 
far more! Would she have told me of 
her trouble, would she have trusted me 
with it and asked my help, if she had not 
cared? Could she, I tried to think, could 
she ask a man to save her if she did not 
think of him more than of others?

It could not be! In spite of her knowl
edge of my duty to my country, in spite 
of the fact that she belonged to the other 
side, in spite of all the impossible diffi
culties, she trusted me, believed in me. 
Could she love me? Aye, was it not fair 
to suppose so ? I got up again and shook 
the chair as if it had been the hand of a 
friend. God would not deceive a man so! 
And if that were true, then let come what 
would! I was young and strong, and I 
would win her to myself. I would!

A man cannot be asked to write down 
the dark thoughts that will crop up into 
his brain—I could think of none but her ! 
Let the cause be what it would, she should 
be mine, though the soulless rocks and 
hills of the land were ruled by king or 
president ! Could I not live in joy and 
happiness all the days of my life, even in 
the depths of hell, if she were by my 
side? And what could it be to me 
whether the edicts came from this side 
of the water or the other? Nothing! 
Nothing! She was my love, and I cared 
little of what might become of aught else.

What did I care for Arnold? lie was 
a wretched traitor to his country. Let 
him live or die, I cared not a whit! What 
was the fiend Ilazletine? Nothing to me. 
Let him do his worst, live or die! I 
had not known it, I had not guessed it, 
in myself till this night. I loved her! 1 
loved her because she was beautiful, be
cause of her high and fearless look that 
told of a fearless heart. She would do 
what she would; let no man guess other
wise. I loved her because of her own dear 
self as she sat in that little gown with 
her arms and throat shaming the white
ness of the cloth beneath the glasses— 
and with God’s good help, she should 
know it soon!

Acton came in and sat down and 
looked at me.

“ How long have you been here, 
friend?” asked he.

“ But a moment.”
“ Has aught happened? Any one 

come ? ”
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“ No.”
“ Then there will be one here soon. 

They’re hunting’ us close,” said he coolly. 
“ I care not a tinker’s dam.”
“ What ails thee, man l ” asked he, lean

ing forward in his chair and looking at 
me closely.

“ Nothing.”
“ Well, let's to bed. There’s much to 

do tomorrow. We must take the boards 
from Arnold’s fence by the water tomor
row evening.”

“ I do not know that we can.”
He turned quickly on me, looking at 

me with his great, honest blue eyes, and 
then, walking up to me, he put his two 
big hands on my shoulders, towering over 
me, and said again:

“ What ails thee, man? ”
“ Nothing.”
“ Merton,” said he, in his boyish way,- 

“ do ye forget, man, that there’s hun
dreds, perhaps thousands, of our men’s 
lives depending on the capture of this 
Hazlctine i ”

“ I do not much care.”
He stood looking at me in wonder for 

a moment, and then, gripping me with his 
strong hands, said:

“ I do not know thee, Merton! What 
would Rob Curtis say to thy mood, think 
you? Hast forgotten thy honor and let 
it sleep? Wake up, friend, and remember 
the trust the great Washington has put 
in you! I do not know all you have to 
do. You have not told me. But what’s 
to be done must be done quickly, or you 
and I and Curtis will be dead and nothing 
done.”

“ I am a crazy fool,” I muttered.
“ That ye are not, Merton,” said he with 

a kindly smile. “ But something has hap
pened, and you shall tell me.”

And he sat me down and drew out of 
me the lie I gave Atherton over the wine 
and the sequel that was coming in the 
morning at six. At that he laughed a 
free laugh and cried:

“ Why, man, I’ve seen ye in worse places 
than that and never knew you to take on 
so. Is he so marvelous a sword ? ”

I could not tell him the truth, and 
thought best to let him think so, and he 
thereupon began to talk to me in an em
barrassed fashion, telling me I  had too 
good a hand to lose in such a child’s play, 
and more and more, till I must needs 
smile at his ill concealed desire to bring 
me out of my supposed dread or fear, to 
meet this man. And so we talked softly 
together through the night as men talk 
but seldom in a lifetime, as no one could 
write down on paper, of home and friend

ship and chivalry to one’s God and one’s 
commander.

And I learned in those few hours some
thing of the soul of a great, honest man, 
awkward when he got upon such sub
jects, but with as high a view of life and 
honor and the love of good women as it 
has pleased God to let me hear from the 
lips of any man, or see in the eyes of any 
human being, save only one, and that, 
Heaven be thanked, no man! And in 
those few hours cropped up a friendship 
of man to man between us two that 
through many a trial lias lasted on to this 
day, and will till the death of us both, 
and after.

And so it came to five in the morning, 
a sultry autumn morning, still dark when 
we went down Beaver Street and through 
Princess to Queen Street, and thence 
down Cherry Street to the shipyards by 
the breastworks at Rutgers, and to the 
hill and fields at Corlears’ Hook. We had 
not gaged the distance well, and were a 
bit late in arriving, so that it was stri
king six in the barracks hard by when 
we came into the fields above the tide that 
flows between Long Island and Manhat
tan. The place was rolling country dotted 
with trees and undergrowth, and I had 
begun to think we should not find the 
others when I heard a hail and saw the 
party in a small hollow below us and 
nearer the river. There was a soft mist 
hanging in the bottom like that of an 
August morning, and we could make out 
half a dozen figures looming up as we 
came down to them.

“ Here they are at last,” said a voice 
that made me start, for I recognized it as 
that of Dr. Low, the ehirurgeon, who had 
laid out with me not twenty four hours 
before the plan for abducting Arnold. 
Then stepped up Prince Henry, Major 
Spi-oat, and Lieutenant Purdy, and last 
came Captain Atherton.

“ We have come to see fair play done, 
sir,” said the young prince, “ and to be in 
sufficient force to prevent any interrup
tion from the authorities, should such 
occur. You know all here but Dr. Low, 
I think.”

“ What name was it ? ” asked the doc
tor, shaking hands in a businesslike way, 
as if he saw me for the first time.

“ Mr. Merton and Mr. Roberts,” said 
Major Sproat, presenting us.

“ Well, gentlemen, if you insist on this, 
’tis time ’twas over,” said Low, and the 
major and Acton then measured my 
sword and Atherton’s. Finding them 
practically the same length, they led us 
to the bottom of a hollow and into an
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open bit surrounded by trees, and just as 
the light was fairly full grown for an
other day we were ready.

Acton was in his element. He talked 
in an offhand way with the others, hoped 
Atherton was a good hand, as his friend 
there was no fool, and -asked:

“ What’s the rules { ”
“ The first serious draw of blood settles 

the affair. Dr. Low deciding,” said the 
prince, “ if you will agree.”

“ My friend is quite at your disposal, 
gentlemen,” said Acton, bowing, while I 
walked up and down by myself. I had 
had .'O little time to think on the affair 
that the serious nature of it had not oc
curred to me, and now for the first time 
I began to think of what might happen 
to myself. If a stroke found me home 
and did for me, I did not much care. 
But I had a horror of a serious wound, 
so that I should live on here and fail in 
my work. My death was nothing to any 
one but General Washington, and he 
alone would know of my falling away 
from his commands.

“ Well, gentlemen, is all ready ? ” said 
the doctor.

We stepped out and drew. The two 
blades crossed, holding there for a mo
ment as each of us took a good look at 
the other. I was to do as I had done 
many times before in open fights upon 
a skirmish—wait to feel the strength of 
his wrist. He tried to do the same, but, 
becoming irritated, he made three quick 
passes at me, and, though his blade did 
not leave mine once, I knew I had a 
strong hand that had been in a long- and 
a good school.

Just as the third thrust came and I 
parried, I swung my point down, turned 
under his blade, and swayed his point 
out to the left, of me. It would have 
been my first thrust en quatre, had not a 
voice cried out:

“ Stop where you are, gentlemen, in 
the king’s name! ”

We both stopped, turned, and saw three 
men coming down the slope above us. 
They were in our midst in a moment.

“ Gentlemen, I come with the warrant 
for the arrest of that man,” and I took 
a sudden breath as I saw Hazletine stand
ing there pointing at me, “ and this man 
here,” pointing to Aeton. Acton laughed 
in his face.

“ What is this, sir?” cried Prince 
Henry, walking over to Hazletine. “ Do 
you not see you interrupt an important 
matter ? ”

“ Your highness, I  am obliged to follow 
the orders of Sir Henry. These men are

being searched for all over this town. It 
is a matter of great military importance.”

“ And can you not choose a bettor time, 
then ? ” asked the young man in the first 
tone of voice 1 had beard him use that 
showed lie was accustomed to issue rather 
than receive orders.

“ I cannot do it, your highness,” said 
Hazletine doggedly and none too po
litely.

“ Frank,” cried Atherton at this, “ ’tis 
an ill selected moment. What matters 
half an hour ? ”

“ It matters much," said the other 
hotly. “ They must come now.”

“ Must ? ” said Sproat in a questioning 
tone.

“ Certainly, major.”
“ Then, my friend,” said the prince 

quietly, “ listen to me. The military de
mands have nothing to do with this. We 
will go on with our affair. Therefore, 
leave us alone and arrest your men later 
as you can.” And he started to turn on 
his heel.

“ I shall be obliged to use force,” cried 
Hazletine. The young prince turned 
about as if the speaker had touched a 
spring in his mechanism. But before he 
c-ould speak Dr. Low said softly:

“ If you attempt anything of the sort 
you will simply become our prisoner! 
These two gentlemen have come here re
lying on our honor. They no sooner ar
rive than they are arrested. May it not 
appear to them that this is an ambush ? ”

“ In fact, some such thing might stray 
into our brains,” said Acton blandly.

“ Therefore,” said tlie prince, “ our own 
honor is here at stake, and we will, with 
your permission, or in fact without it, 
continue our affair and deliver these gen
tlemen where they came from in safety, 
or my name is not Guelph.”

Hazletine glared around him for a mo
ment and put his hand on a pistol, but 
the movement started the others, and be
fore he could draw six men surrounded 
his three and stood ready for anything.

“ ’Tis a piece of treachery to your 
highness’ august father,” cried the man.

“ I’ll look out for that,” said the prince 
haughtily.

“ You know not what you do! It will 
cost you your commissions, gentlemen, 
and, by God, I’ll do my duty! ” And he 
turned to his men and pointed at me.

Atherton stepped in front of me, as did 
the doctor, and for an instant we all 
thought a short but serious affair was be
ginning. Sproat put bis hand on Hazle- 
tine’s shoulder as if to say something; 
but the other threw it off fiercely, and
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the dark hatred the man bore me showed 
in his face as he turned to me and cried:

“ Have another half hour, you fool! 
I’ll see you hanged before night, mark me 
there! ” and he started to move off.

“ Stay, man,” said the doctor. “ You 
must remain till this is over. And you 
two men,” continued he, “ stand there 
before Major Sproat and Lieutenant 
Purdy, and do you, sir, remain by me. 
How, gentlemen. I think we can begin 
again.”

I had less taste for it than ever, after 
the quick action of Atherton when he 
thought I was to be attacked. But we 
were soon at it. and as I got into the 
work, and my head cooled down, the 
thought of her against whom this man’s 
jest had been directed stiffened my wrist 
and set me hard at him.

He played his rapier well after the 
orthodox fashion of dueling, and twice 
touched me, but not through the skin. 
Then, seeing that I stood on the defensive 
still, lie began to grow red in the face and 
his eyes lit up with anger. Hot a sound 
came from the others as we circled 
around each other, nor did I say a word 
until he began to press me hard, forward 
and back, forward and back, each time a 
different stroke. Then I exclaimed in 
surprise unconsciously, for he seemed to 
be a new man. My breath came hard and 
fast and 1 began to take the offensive. 
Twice, thrice, four times, he parried, and 
then, on a sudden, on he came, and I felt 
a sting in my left arm just at the biceps.

Dr. Low called a halt, and ripped up 
my sleeve in spite of my erics that ’t was 
nothing.

•• Leave me alone," cried I. “ Do you 
not see ’tis but a scrape! Come, sir, 
do not waste your time! ” And I broke 
away anti made at him with my temper 
half gone. We went, it hot after that, 
nor do I remember anywhere such quick 
work. Once I was down on my knees. 
Twice he saved his life by a prodigious 
side jump. And then—then I saw him 
come at me from below, his point up 
and falling a# he rose himself.

’Twas a stroke, a gasp, for I coidd do 
naught but strike his point down and 
then put all m,v strength of arm. wrist, 
and body to turn my blade under his. I 
did so, God knows how. but in an in
stant I felt my point at his hilt, and 
with a wrench his rapier jumped twenty 
feet away. By the force of the twist ho 
was swung Half round sideways to me, 
and, tripping over his own feet, he fell 
towards me—’(was all so quick I could

not tell how’t happened—hut I suddenly 
felt my sword touch his left side under 
the arm, and instinctively I jumped back 
and drew my blade away. Down he went 
flat on his side, with one foot twirled 
around the other, and I stood waiting as 
he got up.

The others jumped forward to him. 
But he pushed them hastily aside and 
strode up to me, as I stood there dazed 
and panting, and grasped my hand. Hot 
a word did he say for an instant. Then, 
turning to the others:

“ My friends, ’tis a new thing for Ath
erton to do. But you saw him! He 
could have run me through by but stand
ing still, and I say, by God, I ’ll fight 
no more with such a man! ” Then, turn
ing to me, he went on, “ Mr. Merton, I 
was drunk last night, and -what I 
sa id ------ ”

“ Hot another word, captain,” said I. 
“ ’Tis over, and, thank God, no harm 
done. Let the thing die here and now.”

They crossed about me and shook my 
hand and said I know not what that I had 
done, and quite naturally the prince said:

“ And now to Fraunce’s Tavern for 
breakfast.” And, moving off, we left 
Hazletine and his two men on the field 
without a word. But after passing the 
shipyards they went on into Rutgers 
Street, and just before we came to Cow 
Foot Hill the whole party, Acton and I 
with them, turned suddenly into a garden 
and entered what I found later was the 
famous Walton House of the Rutgers 
family, where the prince for the time 
lived.

’Twas a magnificent mansion, with 
great pieces of furniture, the banquet hall 
alone as large as two ordinary dwellings. 
Wo passed into the hall and through it 
into a library, where sat a table covered 
with bottles and cold food, enough for a 
hundred, it seemed to me. I could not 
but express my surprise at this plenty 
and magnificence in the midst of so 
much poverty and scarcity elsewhere in 
the city.

“ Ah, you do not know how we live!” 
cried Sproat. “ For whole weeks we eat 
nothing but salt beef, and then in comes 
a foraging party, and the whole town 
gorges for a week.”

The young prince took the head of the 
table and all set to work in the hot. 
murky air, opening bottles and serving 
the food. Ho one waited on us, and 
we were indeed a jovial party—or, at 
least, all were jovial except the doctor, 
who looked at me meaningly.

(To be rorfhmed.)



T H E  S T A G E
“ ALL CONQUERING AMERICA.”

“ Let the American papers cease grum
bling,” says a writer in the London Daily 
Mail, referring to the familiar plaint of 
New York journals that the English 
dramatists practically supplied our stage 
with plays. And he goes on to show that 
conditions are now reversed. Clyde Fitch 
will have three plays produced in London 
the coining season—“ The Last of the 
Dandies,” given by Beerbohm Tree, and- 
new comedies written for George Alex
ander and Julia Neilson. “ The Mummy 
and the Hummingbird,” which Air. 
Wyndham will present, is also the work 
of an American, Isaac Henderson. Will
iam Gillette occupies the Lyceum with 
his dramatization of * Sherlock Holmes,” 
and “ Ben Hur ” is to be exploited at the 
Drury Lane, while the newest London 
theaters, the Apollo and the Century, 
opened their doors with Yankee attrac
tions—very bad ones, by the way—“ The 
Belle of Bohemia ” and “ The Whirl of 
the Town.” “ Are You a Mason?” is 
also to be put on, and Jessie Millward 
will star in “ In the Palace of the King ” 
another American dramatization, while 
an English production of “ The Climb
ers ” is a possibility, so there is some 
reason for the paragraph in the Mail 
being headed “ All Conquering America.”

Since the foregoing was written there 
has been mild international excitement 
over the fact that three American pro
ductions in London were “ booed” in 
quick succession. But as two of them— 
“ Sherlock Holmes ” and the Goodwin- 
Elliott company in “ When We Were 
Twenty One ”—have developed into pop
ular successes, the incident is scarcely a 
matter for a court of arbitration.

On its part, New York will have, ac
cording to present arrangements, only 
five British plays—“ The Second in Com
mand,” “ A Royal Rival,” “ The Forest 
Lovers,” “ A Message from Mars,” and 
“ The Wilderness,” with “ The Messenger 
Roy ” in the musical comedy field. Next 
season the percentage promises to be even 
less, the English output for this year 
being slender. Arthur Bourchier will 
have the new Pinero play—the first he

has turned out since “ The Gay Lord 
Quex.” There is another Carton com
edy at the Criterion, and Air. Alexander 
will produce “ Paolo and Francesca,” by 
Stephen Phillips. In the musical line 
there will be “ The Toreador” to export 
to us, and there is an off chance that 
“ Three Little Alaids ” may also be seen 
in this country.

T H E  PASSIN G  OP MISS CAYVAN.
While it is possible that Georgia Cay- 

van may have ceased to live before these 
lines are read, it is more probable that 
she will recover. For a time her mind 
was wrecked, and she was little more 
than a shadow of the clever woman who 
eight years ago was the favorite person
ality in the Lyceum stock.

Aliss ('ayvan is now a little more than 
forty years old. She was born at Bath, 
Alaine, and her Americanism has always 
been a prominent trait in her make up. 
As a child, she was remarkably elever at 
recitation, and in due course she went to 
Boston for a finishing at the School of 
Oratory. She was only fourteen when 
If. AL Field, of the Aluseum, offered to 
engage her for his stock company as 
soon as she graduated. Instead of ac
cepting the opening, Aliss Cayvan went 
on the lecture platform to give readings 
on the New England circuit. She said 
no again when Steele Alaekaye, in 1879, 
gave her an opportunity to play a prom
inent part at his opening of the Madison 
Square Theater with “ Hazel Kirke.” 
But, like hundreds of others, she suc
cumbed to “ Pinafore,” making her debut 
as Hebe with the Boston Ideals, in Bos
ton. After that she appeared as Dolly 
Dutton in “ Hazel Kirke.” When this 
play was sent on the road with Effie 
Ellsler. Aliss Cayvan remained at the 
home theater and created Daisy Brown 
in Gillette’s “ Professor.” It was in this 
same year, 1881, that she gained renown 
by playing Jocasta with George Riddle 
in the Greek play, “ (Edipus Tyrannus.”

Aliss Cayvan was the first Liza in 
Bartley Campbell’s “ White Slave,” and 
later acted for a season with Haverly— 
once a Froliman in management—at his
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California Theater. Then A. M. Palmer 
engaged her to take the place of Sara 
Jewett at the Union Square. Here she 
was Marcelle in “ A Parisian Romance,” 
when Mansfield won fame in a night, and 
Jane Learoyd in “ The Long Strike.” 
Later she returned to the Madison 
Square to do the title role in “ May 
Blossom,” and then became a star for 
a short time in “ La Belle Russo.”

She began her career at the Lyceum on 
November 1, 1887, when Daniel Prohman 
launched his stock company there in 
“ The Wife.” Miss C’ayvan’s part, was 
that of Helen Truman, a married wom
an who swerves for a time to an old lover, 
but ends tip, in true stage fashion, by 
finding that it is her husband she loves 
best after all. “ The Wife ” hung tire 
at first, then picked up* and ran out the 
season to great business. The next role 
for the leading woman was Minnie 
(Jilfillin in Pinero’s pretty play, “ Sweet 
Lavender,” and in the same winter came 
another De Mills and Belasco society 
drama, “ The Charity Ball,” in which 
Miss Cayvan was Ann Cruger. The 
third season ojtened with another Eng
lish offering, Iladdon Chambers’ “ Idler," 
with Miss Cayvan for Lady Harding. 
The year was finished with a farcical 
affair from the French, “ Nerves,” in 
which the loading woman left the deep 
emotional to become funny as Mme. 
Zephyr Elaine. She returned to her 
heroics in the autumn, finding vent for 
them in Pinero’s “ Lady Bountiful.”

Her next role at the Lyceum was Lady 
Noeline in the Pinero comedy. “ The 
Amazons,” wherein the three daughters 
donned male attire, a proceeding which 
was not at all to Miss Cayvan’s taste. 
It was not this, however, that brought 
her to relinquish her post. Serious ill
ness prostrated her during the early 
nights of Sardou’s “A Woman’s Silence,” 
and Isabel Irving was secured to take Iter 
place. Miss Cayvan went to Paris, and 
after about a year recovered sufficiently 
to make plans for a starring tour of her 
own. But she had overestimated her 
strength. Some of the company had been 
engaged, and the preliminaries arranged, 
when again her health gave way, and her 
venture was postponed for a year. Then, 
in October, 1895, she brought out “ Mary 
Pennington, Spinster,” an English play 
of which Miss Cayvan personally was 
very fond; but it was too serious to suit 
the general public, and the new star soon 
fell back upon a revival of “ Squire 
Kate,” one of her Lyceum hits. It was

disease, however, not disaster, that finally 
brought about the closing of her career. 
She went abroad again in the vain en
deavor to stay the course of the destroyer, 
which had now' centered its attack upon 
the mind, and last year she had to retire 
to a sanitarium.

In view of the hit Mrs. Fiske has made 
ir. the character of Becky Sharp, it is in
teresting to recall that Miss Cayvan at 
one time contemplated choosing a version 
of “ Vanity F air” with which to launch 
out for herself. Possibly, had she done 
so, the sequel might have been of a less 
somber hue; disappointment at the recep
tion meted out to “ Mary Pennington ” 
undoubtedly had much to do with her 
filial collapse, although it was not the 
direct cause of it.

Like Viola Allen, Georgia Cayvan has 
never married; and there are other 
marked points of resemblance between the 
two women. Miss Cayvan was very jeal
ous of the good name of the stage. In 
1893 she lectured before the World’s Con
gress of Women in Boston, and in the 
course of her remarks she said:

The women of the stage—what will you do with 
them ? What is your duty towards them? You 
cultivate your flowers for the delight they give you, 
you do not step on them because they yield no use
ful fruit, you do not criticise them except in tender
ness, to make them more beautiful. I am not 
speaking to people of my own profession today, but 
as a woman to women I would make my plea for a 
better understanding, a more sympathetic apprecia
tion, of the women of the stage.

She went on to explain just why the 
life of the theater puts the women who 
adopt if to the supreme test:

The stage itself is noble and pure, but the pub
licity of its life is its stumbling block. I t  might 
seem pertinent to explain some of the influences 
that prevent an actress from being exactly like 
other women. Does it seem possible for a  woman 
who has to simulate a varied assortment of 
feelings every night to be like the woman whose 
every emotion is sincere and natural. In every 
other profession a woman may keep inviolate the 
holy of holies of her individuality. In this alone 
is the veil rent, and the sacrificial flame upon her 
altar she lights for the entertainment of the public 
—they little realize what it costs her.

A H IN T  FOR YOUNG PLAYW RIGHTS.
The boom in Clyde Fitch stock has 

given fresh impetus to the groat army of 
would be play writers. In their igno
rance, the scribblers appear to fancy that 
the ability to string words together in 
readable form constitutes one of the main 
requirements for the art of play build
ing. In reality, this very ability often
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serves as a hindrance rather than a help. 
The repeated failures of W. D. Howells 
and Mary E. Wilkins to turn out actable 
plays emphasize the point. Dramas 
written from this standpoint are apt to 
he tedious; their makers want to hear 
the actors speak the words they have set 
down for them, whereas the secret of suc
cess is to devise situations to which the 
dialogue shall be merely subordinate.

It is for this reason that so many 
actors succeed where the literary fellows 
simply flounder helplessly. Pinero was 
an actor before lie became a playwright, 
so was It. C. Carton. William Gillette 
and Leo Ditriehstein are other ex
amples. Gerald du Maurier, who pre
pared “ A Royal Rival ” for the stage, is 
an actor; so also is IT. V. Esmond, who 
now has two big successes lo  his credit— 
“ When We Were Twenty One” and' 
“ The Wilderness.” And the rule holds 
true in many other instances.

When George G. Hazelton, J r., broke 
into fame with “ Mistress Xell,” and 
inquirers were told that he was a law
yer, it seemed that he was an exception. 
As a matter of fact, he is another case in 
point. Burn in Boscobel, Wisconsin, he 
grew up in Washington, where ho was 
educated for the law; hut the stage at
tracted him more, and through the in
fluence of the late Robert G. Ingersoll, a 
friend of his father, he secured an intro
duction to Lawrence Barrett. This led 
to an engagement to play small parts 
with the Booth and Barrett company 
during tlicir last season. After that he 
acted for two years with Modjeska, but 
found himself unable to stand the wear 
and tear of constant rehearsals and 
travel. He retired, went back to his law 
studies, was admitted to the bar, and 
began to practise.

Meantime he essayed play writing, and 
his first output, entitled “ Edgar Allan 
Poe,” was produced in Philadelphia by 
Creston Clarke. His second play was 
bandied about from manager to manager 
like a shuttlecock, and finally laid away 
in its author’s desk as hopeless. Then, 
some eighteen months ago, the Gwyn 
wave struck England, and one day an 
agent walked into Mr. Hazelton’s law 
office and inquired about “ Mistress Xell.” 
It seems that Henrietta Crosman had 
been one of those who had declined the 
play some years before; hut the Gwyn 
boom reminded her of the manuscript, 
which, as all now know, landed her in one 
night among the leading actresses of the 
day.

Another of the newer writers for the 
stage who was once an actor is II. A. Du 
Souchet, whore “ My Friend from India ” 
came out a dark horse winner at the same 
Xew York theater m “ Mistress Xell." 
lie is a telegraph operator by profession, 
and while engaged in that calling, in the 
West, fell into the way of playing small 
parts in the local theater at night. After 
a time he gave up the wire for the foot
lights, but finally came to Xew York and 
secured a good berth at his original call
ing. satisfying his penchant for the stage 
by jotting down the lines of “ My Friend 
from India” between messages. For
tunately, an actor, Mr. Perkins, came to 
Du Souchet to learn telegraphy, and 
when the play was finished, he helped to 
look for a manager who would risk its 
production, with himself in the chief 
part. They were a long time in the 
search, hut patience had its reward in the 
issue. Mr. Du Souchet has since -written 
“ The Man from Mexico,” which is, how
ever, based on an idea from the French.

Lorimer Stoddard, who wrote “ Xa- 
poleon ” for Mansfield, and prepared 
“ Toss * for Mrs. Fiske and “ In the Pal
ace of the King ” for Viola Allen, was an 
actor for some years before he stepped 
into the other branch of theatrical work. 
The son of P. II. Stoddard, the veteran 
literary critic, he was a young man of 
much promise, and it will be a shock to 
many admirers of his work to learn that 
lie has recently succumbed to consumption.

From the foregoing list it will be ap
parent that a practical knowledge of the 
workings of the stage is more essential 
to the outfitting of a playwright than is 
the ability to cap an epigram with clever 
repartee. Even Clyde Fitcli, when at col
lege, had his inning at being a mummer. 
His preference was for the female roles 
in the plays presented by the students, 
some of which he wrote. By a practical 
knowledge of stage requirements is meant 
an understanding of what not to do—not 
to bring characters on as if shot out of a 
catapult, without loading up to their en
trance; not to make a quick change of 
scene, covering an interval of several 
years, without giving the actors time to 
change their clothes; not t > put seven 
acts into a society comedy just because 
you can’t make the action take place in 
one spot for more than fifteen minutes.

To be sure, Sliakspere eliaiiged the 
scene at his own sweet will, but it is 
considerably harder, so far as technical 
construction goes, for Air. Thomas of 
Xew Rochelle—who was once an actor,
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by the way—to build a farce than it was 
for the bard of Avon to put together a 
tragedy. In the sixteenth century they 
had no scenery; a card hung up in the 
wings announced that “ this is a forest, a 
castle, or an inn,” as the case might, be. 
With the elaborate mountings of today, 
economy must be observed in reg'ard to 
backgrounds. Matters of this sort the 
actor grasps more quickly than the man 
of letters. Consequently, it is rather from 
the player than from the author that the 
most suitable work for production will 
come in the new era of American drama 
on which we seem to have entered.

H ER TWENTY YEARS AT DALY’S.
It is a pathetic coincidence that two 

actresses, each of whom ranked high at 
the head of her respective stock com
pany, should be laid aside by illness 
long- before her work, in the natural 
course of things, might be adjudged fin
ished. It was Georgia Cay-van yester
day; today it is Ada Kehan. Plans had 
been made for Miss Rohan’s coming sea
son, and the play chosen, a new comedy 
by Martha Alorton : but in August came 
the announcement that all must be held 
in abeyance subject to Miss Rehan’s 
health, which seems never to have rallied 
from the slioek occasioned by Air. Daly’s 
death.

For just twenty years Ada Rohan 
reigned a queen at America’s leading 
house of comedy. She was born at Lim
erick, Ireland, April 22, 1860, but her 
memory carries little of the old country 
at that period, as her parents brought 
her to Brooklyn at five years of age. Tier 
father was collector of customs at the 
port of Limerick, and there was no 
thought of the stage in the family until 
Ada's two elder sisters drifted into the 
profession. One of them married Oliver 
Doud Byron, who had made a hit with 
“ Across the Continent.” Ada was four
teen when the actress who played Clara 
in this piece was taken suddenly ill. The 
company was in Newark that night, and 
Ada happened to be with her sister.

“ Lot me try it,” she urged, when she 
learned of the dilemma, and in this way 
she came to make her first appearance.

She did much better than any one ex
pected. and it was decided that she should 
follow her sisters’ example. Oddly enough, 
her New \ ”ork debut, effected shortly aft
erwards in a piece called “ Thorough
bred,” took place at Wood’s Museum, 
which stood on the site afterwards occu

pied by Daly’s Theater. She made no 
startling display of ability, but did well 
enough to secure engagements for small 
parts in support of stars like Edwin 
Booth, Adelaide Wilson, John McCul
lough, and Lawrence Barrett. During 
the next four years she advanced so far 
that she was cast for such important 
characters as Ophelia and Desdcmona.

it. must have seemed several steps back
ward to pass from parts like these to that 
of Nellie Beers, with which she made her 
debut at the present Daly’s Theater, on 
its opening night, September 17, 1879. 
The play, “ Love’s Young Dream,” was 
only a curtain raiser, with music, but 
afterwards it was a pleasure for both 
manager and artist to recall that the 
woman who was to be the pillar of the: 
house had a share, however small, in its 
dedication. Mr. Daly had seen her in 
Albaugh’s company at the Trimble Opera 
House, in Albany. She was playing in 
the Garrick version of “ The Taming of 
the Shrew,” called “ Katherine and Po- 
truchio,” and he engaged her forthwith 
Thfe was in the winter of 1878-79, and 
in the spring she made her first New 
York appearance, under his management, 
though not in his theater, in Zola’s 
“ L’Assommoir.”

Miss Rehan’s first real chance in the 
new house was as Miss Lou Ten Eyck in 
“ Divorce,” brought out September 30. 
1879. Later in the same season she cre
ated Kate Sprinkle in “ An Arabian 
Night,” which ran for two months, giv
ing place to the musical comedy from the 
German, “ The Royal Middy,” in which 
she was Donna Antonina. It was not 
until the second year of the house, when 
she appeared as a kittenish girl in 
“ Needles and Pins.” that Aliss Relian 
began to take the place there which she 
filled for so many years.

In 1885 she originated her famous 
Nisbe in “ A Night, Off,” and the next 
year saw the first of her Shaksperc cre
ations at Daly’s—Mistress Ford in “ The 
'Merry Wives of Windsor.” Her debut 
in old English comedy had already been 
effected, as Donna Hypolila in Colley 
Cibber’s “ She Would and She Would 
Not.” in 1883, followed, the next winter, 
by Peggy in “ The Country Girl.” It was 
between those two old comedies that Aliss 
Relian originated Flos in “ Seven Twenty 
Eight." perhaps the most popular of the 
many German comedy adaptations that 
came from Air. Daly’s pen. The number 
of a lottery ticket, which gave the play 
its name, was not hit on arbitrarily, hut
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was the number of the temporary theater 
on Broadway occupied by Mr. Daly after 
the burning of the first Fifth Avenue 
Theater, now the Madison Square.

The second Shakspere presentation was 
“ The Taming of the. Shrew,” with Miss 
Behan as Katherine, and ran from Jan
uary 18, 1887, until the close of the sea
son, April 30. The third, “ A Midsum
mer Night’s Dream,” with Ada Behan 
as Helena, filled out the time from Jan
uary 31 to April 7, of the following year. 
Miss Behan's Rosalind was first seen on 
the Daly stage December 17, 1889, and 
held it until February 12, 1890. She 
made her bow as Lady Teazle a year 
later. The fifth Shakspere play, “ Love’s 
Labor’s Lost,” with Miss Behan as the 
Princess o f  France, failed to meet favor, 
and was on view for little more than q 
week in the spring of 1S91. In pleasing 
contrast was the favor meted out to the 
sixth classic offering, two years later, 
when “ Twelfth Night,” with Miss Behan 
as Viola, ran from February 21 until 
April 8. The following winter yvas spent 
at Daly’s new house in London, where 
“ Twelfth Night ” scored a record of more 
than a hundred performances.

Two more Shaksperian productions 
were brought out by Mr. Daly, “ Two 
Gentlemen of Verona” and “ The Tem
pest,” but the fame of his leading lady 
will rest on her Viola and Katherine. 
The year before the famous manager’s 
death, commercial reasons led to his cast
ing her in melodrama, and “ The Great 
Buby ” was to have been followed by 
“ Hearts Are Trumps.” It is interesting 
to speculate what trend Mr. Daly’s policy 
would have taken by this time had not 
the sudden event of June 7, 1899, swept 
his company out of existence. Miss 
Behan remained in retirement until the 
following spring, when she acted on the 
road in some of her Daly favorites for a 
brief period. Last winter she took up in 
America the part originated in London by 
Julia Neilson in Paul Hester’s “ Sweet 
Nell of Old Drury,” but the public ap
peared to be strangely apathetic. Then, 
in the very middle of the season, she fell 
ill, necessitating the closing of the thea
ter during the New York engagement. 
Now that her dates for the present win
ter have been canceled, it is altogether 
problematical when she will act again.

Hers is a personality quite peculiar. 
She held strangely aloof even from mem
bers of her own profession, and is sel
dom seen on the streets. She is under
stood to have laid aside a goodly amount,

but lives very quietly in Vest Ninety 
Third Street. The death of her mother, 
last spring, made another decided break 
in her habits, for every Sunday she was 
wont to cross the river to Brooklyn and 
spend the day with the old lady.

Arthur Byron, for so long with John 
Drew’s company, and who has just 
started out for himself in “ Petticoats 
and Bayonets,” is a son of Miss Behan’s 
sister, Mrs. Oliver Dond Byron. Her 
other sister is Ilattie Bussell, still on the 
boards.

CONCERNING LILLIAN RUSSELL.
The tearing down of Koster A Bial’s 

to make more room for a department 
store removes from New York the music 
hall that was nearest in its appointments 
to the London affairs, famous the world 
around. Oddly enough, it was not built 
for a music hall at all, but was erected 
by Oscar Hammerstein as an opera 
house.

It is strange that New York is still 
without a home of variety that can com
pare with those across the sea. Our 
theaters are handsomer, but in London 
it is the halls that are more gorgeous 
than the playhouses. Nobody will pre
tend that Weber A; Fields’ is a fine affair, 
popular as are the shows presented there. 
Besides, it has quite lost its designation 
as the home of variety in the true sense 
of the term, being now wholly devoted to 
burlesque. Architecturally, too, it is a 
mere box of a place. The New York 
is showy at first glance, but tawdry on 
closer inspection; the style of decoration 
bears too close a resemblance to the icing 
of a wedding cake that has been kept too 
long. Hammerstein’s Victoria, while 
cheery and bright, lacks the spaciousness 
and solidity of the English halls, and, 
like Weber & Fields’, is leaning more and 
more towards burlesque pure and simple.

Speaking of Weber & Fields’, this is 
Lillian Bussell’s third season there. A 
sort of shudder went through the play
goers’ world when it was announced that 
the erstwhile queen of comic opera had 
become a member of the German dialect 
comedians’ stock company. Neverthe
less, in all probability, the past two years 
have been as pleasant to Miss Bussell as 
any7 part of her career.

Miss Bussell is a New Yorker, her 
maiden name being Helen Louise Leon
ard. The family going to reside in Chi
cago, Helen took singing lessons of a 
Professor Gill, and at an exhibition by
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his pupils sang “ Let Me Dream Again,” 
and “ Knowest Thou the Land?” from 
" .Mignon.” After that she sang in the 
choir of one of Chicago’s Episcopal 
churches, St. John’s, and studied with 
Mme. Jennivally, a classmate of Annie 
Louise Cary, who told,the girl that she 
would one day make a success in opera 
because she had “ the voice1, the physique, 
and the ability.” But after returning to 
New York, Helen Leonard tried in vain 
to secure an opening.

Finally, when she.1 was almost despair
ing, she obtained a foothold with Tony 
Pastor, who advertised her as an Eng
lish girl, with ballads such as “ Twick
enham Ferry” to sing. This was in 
1880, soon after “ The Pirates of Pen
zance ” was done in New York for ihe 
first time on any stage1. One night the 
late D’Oyley Carte and Arthur Sullivan 
dropped into Pastor's, and Carte, not rec
ognizing the woman who had "-been so 
frightened when she sang- before him, 
hoping for a place in “ The Pirates,” 
asked Tony Pastor if he would let him 
have “ that English girl.” The transfer 
was made, and Lillian Russell's weekly 
wage tripled.

The first opera in which she appeared 
was “ The Snake Charmer ” ; then came 
“ The Sorcerer ” and “ The Princess of 
Trebizonde.” After that she went to 
England, where she sang in new operas 
for two seasons. Soon after her return 
to this country she reappeared at the 
Casino, in which house she had won her 
first laurels. These were the davs of 
“ Nadjy,” “ The Graml Duchess,” “ The 
Brigands,” and “ Poor Jonathan.”

“ Nadjy ” was brought out in the win
ter of 1889. Francis Wilson had just be
gun to star in “ The Oolah,” and his 
place at the Casino was taken by .Tames 
T. Bowers. Miss Russell, whose name 
headed the cast, was Princes.* Eielka, 
with Fanny Rice for Xtulj.u. The beauty 
of Lillian Russell was 1 He talk of the 
town, and there was sueli sharp bidding 
for her services that her salary rose to 
fabulous heights. At last Henry French 
succeeded in getting her away from the 
Casino and placed her at the Garden 
Theater, with almost the eclat of a grand 
opera prima donna, in “ La Cigale.” But 
the pinnacle had been reached, and after 
a season or two it was apparent that a 
willing public had been ridden a little 
too hard. Mr. French drew out from 
the financial whirlpool that threatened.to 
engulf him. and Henrv F. Abbey took the 
fair Lillian under his wing. She ap

peared at his theater, now the Knicker
bocker, in operas specially written for 
her, such as “ The Tzigane,” by De 
Koven and Smith, whose “ liobin Hood ” 
was then on the top wave of its vogue, 
and “ The Queen of Brilliants.'’ But 
each production fell just short of hitting 
the bullseye; Abbey finally went into 
bankruptcy, and Miss Russell returned to 
the Casino for the third time.

Here she disported herself in “ An 
American Beauty,” an opera manifestly 
written to suit its star; but it served the 
turn little better on this occasion than it 
did when revived in London two years 
ago to exploit the charms of Edna May. 
Happier results were obtained, however, 
when she pooled issues with Jefferson De 
Angelis and Della Fox in “ The Wedding 
Day.”

Miss Russell’s next move was across 
the Atlantic, to sing in concerts in Ber
lin. After her return she was prevailed 
upon to take part in another stellar cast. 
1 his time in a revival of “ Erminie ” with 
Francis Wilson and Thomas Q. Sea- 
brooke; but in the fall of that year, 1899. 
she became a member of the Weber & 
Fields’ company. Naturally there -were 
wild rumors regarding the amount of 
the weekly salary that would induce the 
diva to descend from her throne of in
dependence and share small type with 
Dave Warfield, Peter Dailey, and John 
1’. Kelly. Some even stated fifteen hun
dred dollars as the sum—which.of course, 
was absurd. Whatever the figure, it ap
pears to be sufficient to keep Miss Rus
sell content. She can remain in town 
all winter, does not need to employ a 
press agent to invent queer stunts for 
her to perform on paper, lest the world 
should forget that she exists, and can af
ford to devote all her spare time to rec
reation and the task of keeping her figure 
down.

Apropos of this matter of personal ap
pearance, Miss Russell is reported to have 
let the public into the secret of her per
ennial youth, in so far as the subjoined 
confession will take them: “ My hair is 
not brightened with any substance, but 
is brushed until it shines. My eyes are 
bright because I sleep daytimes; my 
complexion is fair because I eat the right 
things, and my figure is good because I 
keep it where I want it.”

In 1he new burlesque, “ IToity Toity,” 
Miss Russell has more to do than in the 
past. Indeed, this year Weber & Fields 
have paid so much attention to the pic
turesque that the fun lags.
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Send for Our Free Book
and learn from il of  “ Thirty N ig h ts ’ Free Tria l,”  and about

THIS ------ and----------THIS
The old-fashioned hair mattress has distasteful and 1 

dangerous possibilities. The hair is taken trom the 
bodies of dead beasts. Vermin and germs have 
doubtless lodged in it, for it cannot be strictly purified. 
Such a mattress will absorb moisture, and needs 
frequent "  making o v e r ” — which is a dirty job.

In te llig en t com parison , not e x  a g g e r  a

H ie  Ostermoor M attress is hygienically constructed 
and is absolutely healthy. Patent Elastic  Felt has its 
origin in a pure vegetable Jibre, which is sterilized 
and made non-absorbent. Being made of airy inter
lacing sheets, it maintains its original shape and 
elasticity forever, and is absolutely vermin-proof. 
r statem ents an it claim s, has m ade f o r

The Ostermoor Patent $~| 
Elastic Felt Mattress, 1 » # .

<in enviable rep u ta tion . A  7-’  p a g e illu stra ted  book, ”  The Test o f  T i m e w i l l  be m a iled  upon ap p lica tion .
W e alone make and sell The Ostermoor Patent Elastic Felt Mattress. Mattresses ot so-ca lled  " ie lt .  ' 

“ elastic felt,“  etc . for sale at stores are fraudulent imitations. Our name, trade mark and guarantee is on 
every mattress. To obtain the genuine you must deal directly with us, either by mail or at our warerooms.

Thirty Nights’ Free Trial.
■Shy fi <>/; .7 >’0 E:ghis. and ii ii :> not c\ t-n all j mi 1 ia \e  hopt'djof.  If you d o n ’t beiievt: it i<j be the  e q u a l 

tn clean  lines>. d u rab ility  a n d  com  lo r  t of an y  #50 h a ir  
m aitress ev e r m ade, you  can  g e t y o u r m oney  back  by  
re tu rn  m ail —’‘n o  q u e s tio n s  a sk e d .”  T h e re  will be 
no  u n p lea sa n tn e ss  a b o u t it a t all.

2 feet 6 inches wide, 25 lbs.,  $ 8.35  1
3 feet wide. 30 lbs.,  - 10.00 \
3 feet 6 inches wide, 35 bs.,  11.70
4 feet wide, 40 lbs.,  - 13.35 |
4 feet b inches wide, 45 lbs.,  15.00 i

A ll 
o feet

3 inch es  
. long.

In c a r t '.  50'-. <,vtr». Special rsizr- at spei ial prices. 
Expre ss  C h ar ges  Prepaid to A n y  Poin t .

OSTERMOOR & COMPANY, 110 Elizabeth Street, New York
II f • c' ,v jlht'tf _ - .a<)<v , •• u re hen. Sr): it ft >rf> e t’ hr ok 1 * L'/i :t > \h Cu■•. >) to

“y e s , it s  a n  /n q e r s o W "

Robr ll.lngciroll A B l ’O. Dept 19,67 Corildfidl 51.. N.Y,

The Boys Say
that the I n o k r s o t .l  D o l l a r  
W a t c h  is as good us nnv ; that 
they regulate every th ing by it. 
and th ey prove tbrir  confidence 
b y  wearing Int. e r s o m .s when 
th ey  g ro w  to  be men. Ami 
what more e xa ct in g  crit ic  than 
a 2oth Century  youngster ?

This is the watch that makes 
it possible for every  youth in 
the land to a lw ays carry accu
rate time, be punctual,  and 
acquire systematic  habits. It 
sells in 10,000 stores, at J m x .), 
or  is mailed postpaid on receipt 
o f  price.
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out dirt

Many women write us:
We find Pearline most convenient 

forusein our rooms,for washing 
handkerchiefs and delicate things 
which we are afraid to trust to the 
laundry, or the servan ts, to h e  
w a sh ed  in the old way with soap

w  Avoid  
Im ita tion s

CURES WHILE YOU SLEEP

Whooping Cough, 

Croup, 

Bronchitis, 

Coughs, 

Grip,

Hay Fever, 

Diphtheria, 

Scarlet Fever.

D on’t  fa it to use Crf.SOI.ENE for the dis
tressing and often fatal affections for which 
it is recommended. For more than twenty 
years we have had the most conclusive as
surances that there is nothing better. Ask 
your physician about it.

A n  i n t e r e s t i n g  d e s c r i p t i v e  b o o k l e t  i s  s e n t  f r e e ,  
w h ic h  g iv e s  t h e  h i g h e s t  t e s t i m o n i a l s  a s  t o  i t s  v a lu e .  

A l a i .  D I M  4-<*IK TM .

'VAPO-CRESOLENE CO., 180 Fulton St.. New York. .

“R ide a cock-horse to Banbury'  C r o s s .
To SEE A FINE LADY UPON A W HITE HORSE. 
R ings on h e r  fingers.and b e l l s  on h er  toes, 
5HE SHALL HAVE MUSIC WHEREVER SHE GOES!*

j SO SINGS THE FOND MOTHER IN NURSERY RHYME
I To HER CLAD INFANT.THE WHILE KEEPING TIME:

And so can all mothers with tuneful refrain 
Delic-ht in their infants.whose health they maintain. 

Through
MRS.W FNSLOW S S O O T H IN G  S Y R U P

OVER FIFTY YEARS SOLD
II TO MILLIONS OF M O T H E R S  IN THE NEW WORLD A N D 01.Q

In  answ ering  any  advertisem en t an th is page i t  is desirable th a t yon  m ention  T h e  J u n io r  M u n s e y .
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LIFE SIZE DOLL
E Q I j r  “ Baby’s clothes will 
r n C C  now fit Dollie.”

G irls  can get tliis  b eau tifu l I.ife Size 
D o ll a b so lu te ly  F ree  fo r  s e llin g  only  tou r 
bo x es  of o u r  G re a t C o ld  an d  H e ad ach e  
T a b le ts  a t  2 5  c en ts  a  box. W rite  today 
a n d  we w ill se n d  you th e  tab le ts  by  m ail 
p o s tp a id ;  w h en  so ld  sen d  us th e  m oney 
< $ 1 .0 0 )a n d  we w ill se n d  you th is  I.ife  
Size D o ll, w hich is 2*/4 fee t h ig h  and  can 
w ear b ab y ’s c lo th es . D o llie  h as  an In 
d e s tru c tib le  H e a d , G o ld en  H a ir ,  R o sy  
G heeks. B ro w n  Eye~. K id  C o lo red  Bi*dy. 

a G old  E la ted  B eau ty  P in . R e d  S to ck in g s . 
B lack  S hoes, an d  w ill s ta n d  a lo n e . T h i-  
doll is an exact rep ro d u c tio n  o f the  finest 
h an d  p a in te d  F re n c h  D o ll, a n d  -will live  in a 
ch ild ’s m em ory  lo n g  a fte r  ch ild h o o d  days 
h ave  p assed . A d d ress , . j

\ U  I O M I ,  . l l E D I C I K E  C O ..
D o ll D ep t. 2 1 8  K , » n  l l a v e n .  C o i m .

L E T  US S T A R T  Y O U  !
t o  M O  W e e k l y  a n d  e x p en ses , TI«‘»» 

a i i« l  W o m e n —a t l i o m e  o r  t r a v e l i n g
O u r  a g e n ts  a n d  sa lesm en  m a d e  o v er 

las t y e a r  su p p ly in g  en o r
m ous d em an d  for o u r  fam ous < |u :* l* e r  
K s it l i  t b i b i n e l  an d  a p p o in tin g  a g en ts . 
W o n d e rfu l se lle r. > o  S e l i e m c  o r  
F a k e  > l e l l i o « U .  t V K I T E l o d a i  
f o r  M 5 V  F K O P O K 1 - p n r r  
T I O X .  P L A N S .  E T C ..  r l l C t

W  O R I .D  H F C .  C O ..  t> W o rld  B u ild in g . C i n c i n n a t i ,  O .

for Public E xhibitions, Church E ntertainm ents, 
for illustrating sermons. Many sizes. All prices. 
Chance for men with little capital to make money.
260-page Catalogue FREE.

TH E IM PR O V ED

lODOMETERI
For Carriages 

and Automobiles
R ECO RD S TH E  D IS TA N C E  TR A V E L E D .

W rite for d e s cr ip tiv e  c ir cu la r  J.

S. H. DAVIS & CO.,
68 & 70 Portland St., Boston, Mass.

W c A L L I N T E R .  J lfg r . O p t i c i a n .  4W N ia s s a n  Nit.. Ni. V .

□ P E E R ’S

HENRY A. DREER, 714Chestnut st„ Philadelphia, Pa.

HYACINTHS, TULIPS, DAFFODILS, CROCUS, IRIS, Etc.,
should be planted NOW for b loom ing nex t spring. No 
trouble to grow, always give satisfactory results, e ither in 
pots in the house, or planted outdoors in the garden. 

We offer below s sets of the most desirable bulbs
for the am ateur :

5 Hyacinths, assorted 
12 Tulips, “
I 2 Daffodils, “
50 Crocus, “
30 Iris, “

A n d  t o  e v e r y  p u r c h a s e r  o 
o u r  b e a u t i f u l l y  i l l u s t r a t e d  
f o r m a t i o n  o f  h o w  to  g r o w

Any one of these sets sent 
postpaid to any post office

( in the U. S. for 2 5  c t s . ,  
or the 5  sets, 1 0 9  bulbs 
in all, for $ 1 .0 0 .

a p p l i c a n t  w e  w i l l  s e n d  F R E E  
A u tu m n  C a talog u e ,  f u l l  o f  in -
B u lb s ,  e tc .

In  a u s v e r in g  any advertisem en t on th is  page it is desirable th a t you  m ention  T i i e  J l  NtoR M i n s e v .
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H ood’s
Tooth P ow der

Cleanses and preserves the teeth ; 
hardens and reddens the gums.

Neutralizes all acid secretions 
of the mouth and sweetens the 
breath.

Fastidious users pronounce it 
in every respect the best of all 
dentifrices — give it a trial and 
you will see why.
Large bottle, 25c. 
Mammoth size, 50c. 

Free S a m p le .
C. 1. HOOD CO.,

Lowell, Mass.

H ood’s 
M ed ica ted  Soap
Is distinguished for its cleansing, 
healing and antiseptic qualities.

Makes and keeps the skin pure, 
healthy and active.

Especially useful in all cases 
of pimples, blackheads, eczema 
or salt rheum, scrofula and other 
sores.

Gives that wholesome appear
ance everybody likes.
Trial size, 10 cents, r* \ ur\Ar\ r r \  Full size. 25 cents. " nUU LI LU.| 

F ree  S a m p le . Lowell. Mass.

p e s t &c

Short
Dress

n f  1 it w  ii . j g i t h c n - i l  
w a i . - t  w i t h  y i .  k  i- . i f  
t u c k s  a n d  l a c e  i n - e r -  
r i .  . a  : . s k i r t  N  t r i m m e d  
w i t h  t u c k '  a n d  rw<> 
h e r - , f i l c h e d  r  U f f l  e  s  
e d i t e d  w i t h  l a c e .  S i z c s  
•J a n d  ;S v e a r s ,

$ 2.00.
Tii/ m a il .  p a ir / ,

U extra.

O u r  n e w  c a t a l o g u e ,  l i s t i n g  n early*
2 ,0 0 0  A r t i c l e s  f o r  C h i l d r e n ,

more Than halt’ nfthem illuM i-atni. ->n .....ipt
of t his ;nlvert iN'iiieiii a in 1 t > -i:t p< .Mag--.

W e  h a v e  n o  i i s s e n t^ .
Our ■/rKi'lg -x,/./ ut this Or- ■'•'tore.

Address Dep't 9, 60-62 W. 23d St., N . Y.

ASTHMA
C U R E D

BY T H E

Kola Plant

T h e  K o l a  P l a n t .

P R r r  A  N e w  a n d  P o s i-  
I  I l C C t  t i v e  C u r e  f o r  A s th m a  
h a s  b e e n  f o u n d  i n  t h e  K o la  
P l a n t ,  a  r a r e  b o t a n i c  p r o d u c t  
o f  W e s t  A f r i c a n  o r i g i n .  S o  
g r e a t  a r e  t h e  p o w e r s  o f  t h i s  
N e w  R e m e d y  t h a t  i n  t h e  s h o r t  
t i m e  s in c e  i t s  d i s c o v e r y  i t  l ia s  c o m e  i n t o  a l m o s t  u n i v e r s a l  
u s e  i n  t h e  H o s p i t a l s  o f  E u r o p e  a n d  A m e r i c a  f o r  t h e  c u r e  o f  
e v e r y  f o r m  o f  A s t h m a .  T h e  c u r e s  w r o u g h t  b v  i t  a r e  r e a l l v  
m a r v e lo u s .  A m o n g  o t h e r s  R e v .  J .  L . C o m b s ,  o f  M a r t in i -  
b u r g ,  W e s t  V a .,  w a s  c u r e d  o f  A s t h m a  o f  t h i r t y  y e a r s ’ s t a n d 
i n g ,  a n d  M r .  A l f r e d  L e w is ,  t h e  e d i t o r  o f  " th e  F a r m e r ' s  
M a g a z i n e ,  o f  W a s h i n g t o n ,  D . C ., t e s t i f i e s  t h a t  a f t e r  e ig h t  
y e a r s ’ c o u tJ t t t lO  is  s u f f e r in g ,  e s p e c i a l l y  in  H a y - f e v e r  sea-. 
'O il, t h e  K o lf t  R a n t  c o m p l e t e l y  c u r e d  h im .  H e  w a s  s o  b a d  
t h a t  h e  c o u ld  n o t  l i e  d o w n  n i g h t  o r  d a y ,  f o r  f e a r  o f  c h o k -  
i  ig . A f t e r  f i f t e e n  y e a r s  s u f f e r in g  f r o m  t h e  w o r s t  f o r m  o f  
A ' t h m a ,  M r s .  A .  M c D o n a ld ,  o f  V ic to r ,  I o w a ,  w r i t e s  t h a t  

h e  K o la  P l a n t  c u r e d  h e r  i n  t w o  w e e k s .  R e v .  S . H .  E i s e n -  
b e r g .  C e n t r e  H a l l ,  P a . ;  R e v . J o h n  L . M o o re .  A l ic e .  S . C .: 
M r .  F r a n k  C . N e w a l l .  o f  t h e  M a r k e t  N a t io n a l  B a n k ,  B o s 
to n .  a n d  n i a n v  o t h e r s  g iv e  s i m i l a r  t e s t i m o n y  o f  t h e i r  c u r e  
o f  A s t h m a ,  a f t e r  f iv e  t o  t w e n t y  y e a r s  s u f f e r in g ,  b y  t h i s  
w o n d e r f u l  n e w  r e m e d y .  I f  y o u  s u f f e r  f r o m  A s t h m a  i n  
a n v  f o r m ,  i n  o r d e r  to  p r o v e  t h e  p o w e r  o f  t h i s  n e w  b o t a n i c  
d i s c o v e r y ,  w e  w i l l  s e n d  y o u  o n e  L a r g e  C a s e  b y  M a il  e ti-  
t i r e l v  f r e e .  A l l  t h a t  w e  r e q u e s t  i n  r e t u r n  i s  t h a t  w h e n  
c u r e d  y o u r s e l f  y o u  w i l l  t e l l  y o u r  n e i g h b o r s  a b o u t  i t .  I t  
c o s t s  y o u  a b s o lu t e ly  n o t h i n g .  S e n d  y o u r  a d d r e s s  to  

T h e  K o la  Importing C o .. > 0.  116 4  B ro ad  n a y .  X ew  York ( i ty .

In  answ ering  i1Vy  em 'se m ev i on flu's page if if  i/es/ra h/e th a t yon m ention  T h r  I t-Ni n e  M i n s e v .
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To FAT PEOPLE
I k n o w  y o u  w a n t  to  r e d u c e  y o u r  w e ig h t ,  b u t  p r o b a b ly  y o u  

th in k  i t  im p o s s ib le  o r  a r e  a f r a id  t h e  r e m e d y  is  w o r s e  t h a n  th e  
d ise a s e . N o w , le t  m e  te l l  y o u  t h a t  n o t  o n ly  c a n  th e  o b e s i ty  b e  
r e d u c e d  in  a  s h o r t  t im e ,  b u t  y o u r  f a c e ,  fo rm  a n d  c o m p le x io n  
w ill b e  i m p ro v e d ,  a n d  in  h e a l t h  y o u  w ill  b e  w o n d e r f u lly  b e n e -  
fited . I  a m  a  r e g u l a r  p r a c t i c i n g  p h y s i c i a n ,  h a v 
in g  m a d e  a  s p e c ia l ty  o f  t h i s s u b je c t .  H e r e  is  w h a t  I w i l l  d o  fo r  
y o u . F i r s t ,  I s e n d  y o u  a  b la n k  to  fill o u t ; w h e n  i t  c o m e s , l f o r 
w a r d  a  f iv e  w e e k s ’ t r e a tm e n t .  Y o u  m a k e  n o  r a d i c a l  c h a n g e  in  
y o u r  fo o d , b u t e a t a s m u c h  o r a s  o f te n  a s  y o u  p le a s e .  N o  b a n d 
a g e s  o r t i g h t l a c in g .  N o h a r m f u l  d r u g s  n o r  s ic k e n in g  p ills .  T h e  
t r e a tm e n t  c a n  b e  ta k e n  p r iv a t e ly .  Y o u  w ill  lo se  f ro m  3 to 5 
pounds weekly, a c c o r d in g  to  a g e  a n d  c o n d it io n  o f  b o d y .  A t  th e  
e n d  o f  f iv e  w e e k s  y o u  a r e  to  r e p o r t  to  m e  a n d  I w il l  s e n d  f u r t h e r  
t r e a tm e n t  if  n e c e s s a ry .  W h e n  y o u  h a v e  r e d u c e d  y o u r  fle sh  to

th e  d e s i r e d  w e ig h t ,  y o u  c a n  r e t a in  i t .  Y o u  w il l  n o t  b e c o m e  s to u t  
a g a in .  Y o u r  f a c e  a n d  f ig u re  w ill  b e  w e ll  s h a p e d ,  y o u r  s k in  w ill 
b e c l e a r a n d  h a n d s o m e , y o u  w ill  f e e l  y e a r s  y o u n g e r .  A i lm e n t  o f 
th e  h e a r t  a n d  o t h e r  v i ta l  o r g a n s  w il l  b e  c u re d .  D o u b le  c h in ,  
h e a v y  a b d o m e n ,  f la b b y  c h e e k s  a n d  o t h e r  d i s a g r e e a b le  e v i 
d e n c e s  o f  o b e s i ty  a r e  r e m e d ie d  s p e e d i ly .  A ll p a t i e n ts  r e c e iv e  
m y  p e r s o n a l  a t t e n t i o n ,  w h e th e r  b e in g  t r e a te d  b y  m a il  o r  in  
p e r s o n ;  a l l  c o r r e s p o n d e n c e  is  s t r i c t l y  c o n f id e n tia l .  T r e a t m e n t  
fo r  e i t h e r  s e x . P la tn  s e a le d  e n v e lo p e s  a n d  p a c k a g e s  s e n t .  
D is ta n c e  m a k e s  n o  d i f f e re n c e .  S a t is f a c t io n  g u a r a n t e e d .  S e n d  
f o r  m y  n e w  p a m p h le t  o n  o b e s i ty ; i t s  c a u s e  a n d  c u re ;— it  w il l  
c o n v in c e  y o u .  A d d r e s s

H EN R Y C. BRADFORD, M. D.,
^ 2 ^ E A S ^ 3 c ^ T R E E ^ N E ^ j r O R K ^

F RE E
A NEW  CUKE FOR

K id n e ys  Bladder
Diseases, Rheumatism, etc.

Disorders of the K idneys and Bladder cause B right's 
Disease. Rheum atism , Gravel, Pain in the Back, 
Bladder Disorders, Dropsy, etc. For these diseases 
a Positive Specific Cure is found in a new botanical 
discovery, the wonderful Kava-Kava Shrub, called 
by botanists the p i p e r  n u l l i y s t i e u n i , from the Gauges 
River, East India. It has the  extraordinary record 
of 1,200 hospital cures in 30 days. It acts directly 
on the Kidneys, and cures by draining out of the 
Blood the poisonous Uric Acid, Lithates, etc., which 
cause the disease.

R e v . J o h n  I I .  W a ts o n  t e s t i f i e s  in  t h e  A V re Y o r k  I f ' o i / d  
t h a t  i t  l ia s  s a v e d  h im  f ro m  t h e  e d g e  o f  t h e  g r a v e  w h e n  
d y i n g  o f  K i d n e y  d i s e a s e .  M r. C a lv in  G . B lis s .  N o r t h  
B r o o k f ie ld ,  M a ss .,  t e s t i f i e s  t o  h i s  c u r e  o f  l o n g  s t a n d i n g  
R h e u m a t i s m .  M r. J o s .  W h i t t e n ,  o f  W o  If b o r o ,  N . H .,  a t  
t h e  a g e  o f  e ig h ty - f iv e ,  w r i te s  o f  h i s  c u r e  o f  D r o p s y  a n d  
s w e l l i n g  o f  t h e  f e e t  a n d  K i d n e y  d i s o r d e r s .  M a n y  l a d ie s ,  
i n c l u d i n g  M rs . C . C. h o w l e r ,  b o c k  to w n ,  N . J . ,  a n d  M rs . 
S a r a h  T h a r p ,  M o n tc l a i r ,  I n d . ,  a l s o  t e s t i f y  t o  i t s  w o n d e r f u l  
c u r a t i v e  p o w e r  in  K i d n e y  a m i  a l l i e d  d i s o r d e r s .

That you may judge of the  value of this Great Dis
covery for yourself, we w ill send you one barge Case 
b y  mail free, only asking that when cured yourself 
you will recom mend it to others. It is a Sure Specific 
atid cannot fail. Address, The Church Kidney Cure 
Company, 431 Fourth Avenue. New York City.

' ^  .y. UfJA 1 .,f ,, ^  ̂  •

I M O R P H IN E  I
»  1,

» Laudanum, Cocaine and all other I

j DRUG HABITS j 
I  Free Trial Treatment at Home \
% PAINLESS, HARMLESS. SURE,
» PERMANENT, ENTIRELY NEW.
..T
I W e  w i l l  s e m i  a n y  o n e  a d d ic t e d  t o  M o n th  
'I o r  o t h e r  d r u g  h a b its ',  a  t r i a l  t r e a tm e n t ,  m i  fin - 5 }I I %$ . . .... . ;

\p  c i a l l v  w i t h  p h y s i c i a n s .  F r o m  t l i e  t im e  o f  t a k i -

:• 111
f o r  t e n  d a y s .  I R K  1C O K  C H A R G K , o f  tin*  m u s t  r e 
m a r k  a  1)1 e  r e m e d y  f o r  t h i s  p u r p o s e  e v e r  d i s c o v e r e d ,  
c o n t a i n i n g  t h e  g r e a t  v i t a l  p r in c i p l e ,  l a c k i n g  i n  a l l  
o t h e r  r e m e d ie s .  S e n d  n a m e  a n d  a d d r e s s ,  a n d  
p r o v e  t h e  t r u t h  o r  f a l s i t y  o f  o u r  c la im s ,  a t  o u r  e x 
p e n s e .  C o r r e s p o n d e n c e  i n v i t e d  f r o m  a l l ,  e s p e -

f i r s t  d o s e  o f  o u r  r e m e d y ,  a l l  t ie s  i r e  f o r  d r u g s  d i s 
a p p e a r s .  Y o u  b e g in  a t  o n c e  t o  s l e e p  w e l l ,  e a t  w e l l .

«I 
C t t €
I
€ «' t€r-
f € i t I I 
i 
£ I £ 
1

i 
C t

i _  _____ __...... .. .............. .
^  a n d  g a i n  w e i g h t  a n d  s t r e n g t h .  T h e  o n l y  r e m e d y  
'% t h a t  c u r e s  w i t h o u t  c a u s i n g  p a t i e n t  a n y  s u f f e r in g  
H  w h a t e v e r .  R e f r a c t o r y  c a s e s  s o l ic i t e d .  I n d o r s e d  b y  
H  p h y s ic i a n s ,  a n d  d i s s i m i l a r  i n  e v e r y  r e s p e c t  f r o m  
p  a n y  o t h e r  k n o w n  t r e a t m e n t .  O u r  r e m e d y  is  s u r e  

■p a n d  p e r m a n e n t ,  a n d  a t  e n d  o f  t r e a t m e n t  l e a v e s  
p a t i e n t  w i t h  h e a l t h  e n t i r e l y  r e c o v e r e d ,  a m i  f r e e  

' $  f r o m  a l l  d e s i r e s  f o r m e r l y  p o s s e s s i n g  h im .  C o r
e l  r e s p o n d e n c e  s t r i c t l y  c o n f i d e n t i a l .

ST. JAMES SOCIETY,
1181 Broadway, = ■ New York City.

The Argosy in Bound Form All volumes of The Argosy previous to the 
» — monthly form, April. 1894. are out of print. The

remaining volumes, all neatly bound in cloth, are veritable treasure houses of entertaining fiction. 7 scent ~ 
apiece. plus 25 cents postage, except verts. XVIII to XXIII, inclusive, which cost 5i.no, plus ;o cent-
postage. ERANK A. MIJNSEY, 111 Fifth Avenue, New York.

E v e r y  l i t t l e  g i r l  l o v e s  a  d o l l .  H o w  d e l i g h t e d  slit* w o u ld  b e  
w i t h  a  w h o l e  f a m i l y  o f  b i g  d o l l s  w i t h  w h i c h  t o  “  p l a y  h o u s e .  ’ 
T h e s e  d o l l s  a r e  n e a r l y  tw o  f e e t  h i g h ,  h a v e  r o s v  c h e e k s ,  b e a u t i 
fu l  h a i r ,  h e a d s  t h a t  w i l l  n o t  b r e a k ,  e y e s  th a t*  w i l l  n o t  f a l l  in .  
n o r  s u f f e r  a n y  o f  t h e  m i s h a p s  t h a t  d o i l i e s  a r e  l i k e l y  t o  e n c o u n 
t e r .  T h e y  a r e  t h e  20t h  C e n t u r y  m o d e l  o f  t h e  o ld  f a s h i o n e d  
d o l l  t h a t  G r a n d m a  u s e d  t o  m a k e ,  a n d  w o u ld  m a k e  G r a n d m a  
o p e n  h e r  e y e s  i n  w o n d e r .  T h e y  a r e  m a d e  o f  e x t r a  h e a v v  
s a t t e e n  t h a t  w i l l  n o t  t e a r ,  a n d  a r e 'd r e s s e d  i n  b r i g h t  c o lo r s  t h a t  
w i l l  n o t  f a d e .  T h e y  a r e  v e r v  d u r a b l e ,  a n d  w i l l  g iv e  a  c h i l d  
m o r e  r e a l  p l e a s u r e  t h a n  a n y  d o l l  m a d e .  W e  w i l l  g iv e  t h e s e  
f o u r  b e a u t i f u l  d o l l s  a b s o lu t e ly  f r e e  f o r  s e l l i n g  o n l v  f iv e  b o x e -  
o f  o u r  L a x a t i v e  S t o m a c h  T a b l e t s  a t  25 c e n t s  a  b o x .  W r i t e  
t o d a y  a n d  w e  w i l l  s e n d  t h e  T a b l e t s  b y  m a i l  p o s tp a i d .  W h e n  
s o ld  s e n d  u s  t h e  m o n e y  ($ 1 .2 5 ) a n d  w e  w i l l  s e n d  y o u  t h e  f o u r  
d o l l s  s a m e  d a y  m o n e y  is  r e c e iv e d .  A d d r e s s ,

N A T IO N A L  M E D IC IN E  CO .,
P r e m iu m  Dept. 218 L, N ew  H aven , C onn.

h i ttusw ering  any  a d vertisem en t on th is fr ige it  is desirable th a t you  m ention  T h e  J c n io k  M i n s e v .



THE QUEEN HYGIENIC 
KITCHEN CABINETS from *2.50

FREE 
CAIALOUI E

T h e  g re a te s t  lab o r sav in g  d ev ices  ev e r  in v en te d . T h e y  a re  w orth  th re e  c lo se ts . S a v e  H um*. 
I r o u b l e .  » p a t ‘e .  l a b o r  u im I i i i o h o .i . H a v e  co n v e n ie n t rec e p tac le s  fo r  a ll  b a k in g  u tensils , 
ce rea l p ro d u c ts , sp ices , tab le  l in e n , e tc . W e  m an u fac tu re  2 0  * l y l e s  in v a rio u s  sizes, ran g in g  
in p rices  from  $ 2 .5 0  u p w a rd s . W rite  fo r  o u r  c o m p le te  F re e  1 8 2 -p a g e  C a ta lo g u e . W f  
w i l l  s a v e  y o u  m o n e y  o n  K i t e l i e n  t ' a l i i n e t s ,  F u r n i t u r e  a n i l  H o u s e h o l d  
.H p e e i a l t i e * .  /,*«// d iv e r t  f r o m  f a c t o r y  a n d. s a v e  d e a l e r ’s  p r o fit .

address in FILL T H E  QUEEN C ABIN ET CO., Dept. L7, 232 to 236 Fifth Av., Chicago, III.

THE JUNIOR MUNSEY—ADVERTISING SECTION.
cost* x o m ix ; to i \  vi:vnc in :, write fob ofk tkoposh kin. as y way.

( f O C  A N D  E X P E N S E S  F O R  B O T HT O  $ O D  W E E K L Y  M E N  and W O M E N
\VN«CES™- $1,000 to $1,500 ANNUAL INCOME!

No Fake, Humbug or Toy Scheme. We’re Old Reliable Firm. Capital $100,000. WRITE US TODAY.
M r. R e ed  m ade  $88. t6 first 3 d a y s . M r. C o x  w r ite s : G e t a ll  the g o o d s  I can 
p la te. E le g a n t bu sin ess. M r. V a n ce  plate-. $30 to  $40 worth o f  g o o d s  a 
w e e k . M r. Sm ith  s t y s  : M a d e $35 s e llin g  outfits last w e e k . Y O U  M A K E  
$20 t o  $33 w e e k l y  ..t h o m e  o r tr a v e lin g  b y  P r o f . G r a y 's  N e w  
Q u i c k  P r o c e s s  >f ' . o l d , s i l v e r . N i c k e l  a n d  M e t a l  p l a t i n g  
on w a t c h e s . J e w e l r y , t a b l e w a r e . B i c y c l e s , a ll m etal g o o d s ;  
a ls o  se ll outfits. We-’ v e  don ’ p la tin g  for y e a rs . W ill s tart y o u . T E A C H  
Y O U . FU R N ISH  R E C IP E S , F O R M U LA S A N D  T R A D E  S E C R E T S  E R K H .
W e m a k e  outfits a ll  s ize s , sem i them  out > otn n iete. w ork o.t sam e prin- 
c io le  that R o g e rs  B ros, do t h . ir  b est p la t in g ...' B E S T  M A D E . G U A R 
A N T E E D . T H E  R O Y A L ,  l ’ K O F . G R A Y 'S  N E W  D I P P I N G  P R O 
C E S S , q u ic k , e a s y . L a te s t  M eth o d . "Goods d ip jted  in  m e lted  m etal 
ta k en  out in stan tly  w ith  fin est, m ost b r ill ia n t p la te , rea d y  to  d e liv e r.

T h ic k  p la te - ’ very  tim e, gu aran te ed  to  w ear 5 to  10 y e ars . A boy p la tes 2 0 0  to  80©  p ieeos tab lew are d a ily . No elev tr ie ily , dyiiam o or  polish ing necessary. 
T R E M E N D O U S D e m a n d  f o r  R E P L A T IN G . E v e r y  p erson , fa m ily , h o te l, o ffice o r fa cto ry  h a ve  g o o d s  to be  p la ted . Y o u  W O N ’T  N E E D  TO  
C A N V A S S  by our new  p la n . You ra n  h ire  b o y s  c h e a p  to  d o  yo u r p la tin g , the sam e a s  w e. T h is  b u sin ess is  honest an d  le g it im a te . P r o f i t s  E n o r 
m o u s , C u stom ers dr light d. We’re  old estab lished  firm . Capita) # 1 0 0 ,0 0 0 .  L a r g e s t  in ’ f r s .  K n o w  w h at's  req u ired . C u stom ers h a ve  b en efit -d" • tir 
e xp e rie n ce . Me $ u arau tee  e terv th in g . 1 .E T  U S  S T A R T  YO U . D o n ’t d e la y  a s in g le  d av . C A T A L O G U E  I KEE.
P  «  P  ET W R I T E  T O D A Y  for new  P ro p o sit io n . I A d d ress G R A Y  *fc C O . P L A T I Y G  U t l R K S .
"  C  C  Sa m p le , e tc., so  we ran  start von at o tv e . J 1 0 .1 0  M i a m i  B u i  I t i l  h r -. C i n c i n n a t i ,  O l i l o .

Cures Baldness.
Prevents Hair Falling Out, Removes Dandruff, 

Stops Itching and Restores Luxuriant 
Growth to Shining Scalps, Eye

brows and Eyelashes.

A TRIAL PACKAGE FREE.

M L L E . R IT A ,
H t  A venue ties C h am p s E lysees. Pari# , 

F am o u s F re n ch  C o n tra lto .

GEO. N. THATCER, 
C o v in g to n . Ky . 

P ro m in e n t  By. Official.

T h e  a b o v e  c u t s  p l a i n l y  s h o w  f o r  lh e m .s e lv e s  w h a t  t h e  
r e m e d y  w i l l  d o .

T h e  r e m e d y  h a s  c u r e d  t h o u s a n d s  a n d  n o  o n e  n e e d  f e a r  
t h a t  i t  i s  h a r m f u l .  W e  d o  n o t  a s k  y o u  to  t a k e  o u r  w o r d  f o r  
i t  o r  a n y o n e  e l s e ’s . S e n d  f o r  t h e  f r e e  t r i a l  a n d  l e a r n  f o r  
y o u r s e l f  j u s t  w h a t  t h i s  w o n d e r f u l  r e m e d y  a c tu a l ly  d o e s .

T h e  r e m e d y  a l s o  c u r e s  i t c h i n g  a n d  d a n d r u f f ,  s u r e  s i g n s  
o f  a p p r o a c h i n g  b a ld n e s s  a n d  k e e p s  t h e  s c a l p  h e a l t h y  a n d  
v ig o ro u s .  I t  a l s o  r e s t o r e s  g r a 3’ h a i r  t o  n a t u r a l  c o lo r  a n d  
p r o d u c e s  t h i c k  a n d  l u s t r o u s  e y e b r o w s  a n d  e y e la s h e s .  B y 
s e n d in g  y o u r  n a m e  a n d  a d d r e s s  to  t h e  A l t e n h e i m  M e d ic a l  
D i s p e n s a r y ,  4045 B u t t e r f i e l d  B u i ld in g ,  C i u c in a t i ,  O h io , e n 
c lo s in g  a  2- c e n t  s t a m p  to  c o v e r  p o s ta g e ,  t h e y  w i l l  m a i l  y o u  
p r e p a i d  a  f r e e  t r i a l  o f  t h e i r  r e m a r k a b l e  r e m e d y .

Overweight?
I f  y 0 1 1  a r e  l o o  lle«*li>  w e  e a n  s u p p l y  i l t e  r e m e d y .

M rs. S. M an n , La_ M o tte , la . ,  w r i te s :  “ Y o u r m eth o d  red u ced  
m y w eig h t 7 0  lbs. in  less  th an  3 m o n th s . T h is  w as 6  y ea rs  a g o , 
an d  1 h av e  n o t g a in e d  an  o u n ce  in  w e ig h t s in c e .” P u re ly  veg
e ta b le  an d  h a rm less  a s  w ater. A n y o n e  can  m ak e  it a t h o m e at 
l it tle  o r  n o  ex p en se . N o  s ta rv in g . N o  s ick n ess . W e  will m ail 
a  bo x  o f it an d  full p a rt ic u la rs  in  a p la in  sealed  p a c k ag e  fo r 4  cts. 
for p o stag e , etc. H a i l  C h e m ic a l  C o .. D e p t .  <><>, S t. L ou is, M o.

S A L E S M E N  A N D
AGENTS WANTED

B M >  W  % <>r.S — O u r  F am o u s 
* u r i i a u  M  s i l r r  S t i l l ,  a  w o n d er

ful in v en tio n —n o t a  filter, 2 2 ,0 0 0  
a lread y  so ld . D e m a n d  enorm ous. 
E v e ry b o d y  b uys. O v e r  th e  k itch en  
s to v e  it fu rn ish es  p len ty  of d istilled , 
a e ra ted  d r in k in g  w a te r  pu re, d e li
c ious an d  safe . O n ly  m eth o d . D is
tilled  M a te r  c u res  D y sp e p s ia . S tom 
a c h , B ow el. K idney , B lad d e r and 
H e a r t t ro u b le s :  p rev e n ts  fevers an d  
s ickness. W r i t e  f o r  B o o k l e t .  
Y«*w P l a n , T e r m * ,  e t c . ,  I ’R K K .

H AR R IS O N  M F G . CO.,
421 Harrison Bldg., Cincinnati, 0.

F A T
Reduced

tcith •

OBESITY
SOAP

LA PARLE OBESITY SOAP.
Result secured by application 
of the la ther ; no ru b b in g ; 110  

change o f diet or h a b its ; abso
lutely harm less and IT  W IL L  
D O  IT . Send for booklet.

I.A PAKI.K so.ir < o*ri\v, )>•■>(. 4.
Si. •Limes Itding. 2Gih SI. k  Broadway, Yew York.

GRAND INVENTION 3 0 0 . 0 0 0  S o l d  
LAST YEAR

for taking T urk ish , H o t A ir and V apor Baths at 
home, 3c each. O p e n s  I l i e  i n  H I i o n s  of 
p o r e s ,  d raw s  o u t p o iso n s  w hich  cau se  d isease . 
M illio n s  en joy  O u r  Y e n  S I  j  l e  ** < | u » k e r  *’ 

H n i i i  C a b i n e t  w eek ly . B eautifies 
c o m p lex io n . P re v e n ts  d ise a se . C u res  
C o ld s . F ev e rs . R h e u m a tism , G r ip p e , 
a ll B lo o d , S k in , K id n ey  and  N e rv e  
d ise a se s . L J u a r n n l e e d .  B est m ade. 
3 0  d a y s *  t r i a l .  P ric e  co m p le te  
8 5 .0 0 . Face A ttch  $ 1.00 e x tra . O rd e r  

to d ay . 8 2 . 0 0  K o o k  t o  l* a l  r o n s  115 K K . W R I T E  I 'Y .  
A G E N T S  W A N T E D  — $ 1  0 0 . 0 0  M O N T H L Y  4. E X P E N S E S .  
W O R L D  J I F G .  C O ..  1 5  W o rld  B u ild in g , « i n e i  n u a l  i .  «>-

■a th is  page U is desirable th a t you  m ention  T he  J unior M unsey.



THE JUNIOR MUNSEY—ADVERTISING SECTION.

HAYNER’S
PURE

JUST WHATnY 
PATIENT5 NEED

it  is p u r e :

...

D IR ECT

I  TO CONSUMER.

4 1

EXPRESS CH

tlViMiD
SA V ES MIDDLEMENiS P R O F I T S ,  

P R E V E N T S  A D U L T E R A T IO N .

H A Y N E R ’S D I S T I L L E R Y
WAS ESTABLISHED IN 1866.

We have enjoyed 34 years’ continual growth,until we 
now have one hundred and sixtydive thousand custom
ers throughout the United States who are using Hayner’s 
Whiskey, which is an evidence of true merit. We give 
you absolutely pure whiskey at the lowest possible cost.

Our entire product is sold direct to consumers, thus 
avoiding middlemen’s profits and adulteration.

If you want pure whiskey, read our offer:

W E  w i l l  s e n d  f o u r  f u l l  q u a r t  b o t t le s  
o f  H A Y N E R ’ S  S e v e n - Y e a r - O l d  
D o u b l e  C o p p e r  D is t i l le d  R y e  

W h i s k e y  fo r  $ 3 . 2 0 ,  e x p r e s s  p r e p a i d .
W e  s h i p  in p la in  p a c k a g e s  — no m a r k s  
to i n d ic a t e  c o n t e n t s .  I f ,  a f t e r  te s t i n g ,  it 
is  not f o u n d  s a t i s f a c t o r y ,  r e t u r n  it at o u r  
e x p e n s e  a n d  w e  w i l l  r e tu r n  y o u r  $ 3 . 2 0 .

S U C H  W H I S K E Y  A S  W E  O F F E R  F O R  $ 3 . 2 0  
C A N  N O T  B E  P U R C H A S E D  E L S E W H E R E  
F O R  L E S S  T H A N  $ 5 . 0 0  P E R  G A L L O N .

R e f e r e n c e s  — Third National Bank, Dayton; 
State National Bank, St. Louis, or any of the Express 
Companies.

W r i t e  to N e a r e s t  A d d r e s s .

T H E  HAYNER DISTILLING CO.
2 2 6  = 2 3 2  W .  F i f th  S t . .  D a y t o n .  O h i o .  
3 0 5 = 3 0 7  S .  S e v e n t h  S t . ,  S t .  L o u i s .  M o .

O rders  for A riz., Col., C al., Idaho, M ont., N ev ., N. M ex., Ore* 
U tah, W ash ., W yo., m ust call for 2 0  q u a r t s  by freight prepaid*

T a #  1 g w c . P a y t o n , 6̂'

In  an sw er in g  th is a dvertisem en t it is desirable th a t yo u  m ention  T h e  J u n i o r  M u n s b y .
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1851 The Phoenix 1901

Mutual Life Insurance Company
of Hartford, Connecticut,

Issues  E ndow m en t  Policies to either men or I 
I women, which (besides giving' Five other } 
j options) GUARANTEE w hen the In su red  | 
| is Fifty, Sixtv or Seven tv Years Old TO PAY | 
| $1,500 IN CASH FOR EVERY $1,000 1
! of Insurance in force. f
Z Sample poJjcit-b i .iU:s. ami oilier inbm m iiion  1
5 will Ik given "it application to tlie Home Office. z

|  JONATHAN 15. BUNCH, President. CHARLES H. LAWRENCE, Secretary. |
I JOHN At. HOLCOMBE, Vice-President. WILLIAM A. MOORE, Asst. Secretary, f

n,ww— wim i »ww i ,h w h iw  imH— mm -mm n mm— mw —hhJ

THE HOUSE

Patent 
Scroll Saw

T h i -  - a w  i a n  b e  u s e d  o n e  
w e e k  a m t  i f  n o t  s a t i s f a c to r y  
c :n i  b e  r e t u r n e d  a m i  t h e  
j im m y  w il l  b e  r e f u n d e d ,  
le s s  c h a r g e s  f o r  t r a n  s p o r t  a- 
1 i>'i)

A ll i :..11 a m i  s te e l  e x c e p t  
t i n 1 w o o d  t a b l e s .  D u r a b le ,  
e a - v - r  m in i n g ,  c h e a p .  I ’r ic e  
w k h  e x t r a  d e s ig n - ,  - a w  
b l a d e - ,  h a n d  d r i l l ,  e tc . .  
$ 8 .0 0 ; w i t h  l a t h e  a m i  
m i n i n g  lo o l- .  $ 10 . 00 .

A. H. Pomeroy, ’V.fiVv
1 '-it ,! i Srt«> .v JM . 8 5  ..M :

Scroll Saw 
Designs

• >n :< ceip; <>f 15 cents l
w ill  - e n d .  V"»M p a id ,  t h e  p a t-  
i e r n  «.if t l i i> T 11K K K -S H 1 1,1; 
R R  A C K K  !\ - i z e  i ; x j i . o v e r  
3 0 0  b- a m i f u l  M I N I A l T R l -  
D K S I b N S  f o r  S C R I M .  I. 
S A WI N < » .  a n d  m y  l i . i . r s -  
t k a t i  i) C a t a lo g u e  o f  S c ro ll  
S a w s .  I .a th e s .  K a n c y  W o o d s . 
S m a l l  I .t ic k s .  F a n c y  H in g e s .  
C a tc h e s .  C lo c k  M< > v em en i s, 
e tc  . o r  s e m i  6  cents  f-»r 
C a ta lo g u e  a n  <i M i n i a t u r e
D e s i g n s

h e^ c b r a c k e t -  w ith  a S c o d ]  S a w .

i ' i mst .V Hartford, Conn.

I ::y b  ■ ;■ ! M 'I  V.



A RANGE ROMANCE.

Mr. Teakettle dark loved Miss Shining Teapot.
But what could poor Teakettle do?

He was sooty and black; said Miss Teapot, “Alack!
Do you think I will e’er look at you ?

“You are ugly and old with your smoke and your grime, 
Make love to Miss Coal Shovel there;

Mr. Coffee Pot bright is my lover and knight, 
how you speak to me, Sir, have a care.”

“Ah, then you will shine and put others to shame.” 
(Miss Teapot was out serving tea.)

And when she returned, oh, her cheeks fairly burned 
As she cried, “Can it really be he?”

Now this unkind attack made poor Teakettle sad; Then Teakettle wooed, and he wooed not in vain, 
To the housemaid he told all his woe, for Miss Teapot her true love did know;

“Just wait ’til I rub you, and scour and scrub you,” And after a kiss, they sang, “All our bliss 
She said, “with Sapolio! Is due to



f v o s e "
j PIANOS

HAVE BEEN ESTABLISHED 50 YEARS

and are receiving more favorable comments 
to-day from an artistic standpoint than all 
other makes Combined.

WE
C h a l l e n g e

Comparisons.
By our easy payment plan, every family 

in moderate circumstances can own a V O S e  
piano. We allow a liberal price for old in
struments in exchange, and deliver the piano 
in your house free of expense. You can 
deal with us at a distant point the same as 
in Boston. Send for catalogue and full 
information.

\0SC  &  S O N S  P I A N O  C O .

160 Boylston Street, - - -  Boston.

m t  M D M M n m  m m  
Walter Baker  & Co..Ltd.

ESTABLISHED 1780. DORCHESTER. MASS.

IMS LABELS! 
THE GENUINE

BAKERS
COCOA

A IN D

CHOCOLATE
w i r  d i p  m  im M m  i r e  u s e

H A I R  T O N I C
The Test Hair Restorer.

<A *Positive ’Dandruff Cure.

ED. P IN A UD ’S Latest Perfume 
ROYAL W H ITE  ROSE

^ V Y Y W V t W Y W lY 't V W 'W W W lY W t V l'W lY Y W l?

I I f  C o f f e e  

$ ZF’e r fe c t l;^  $

A g r e e s  |  

! S t i c k s :  t o  I t .  i

If Not, Try

Postum Coffee
IF C O F F E E  DIGESTS

All is well. About one person in three suffers 
some form of bodily ail that gradually disappears 
when coffee is left off entirely.

Then 1 * what to drink ’ ’ is the question. Postum 
Food Coffee isttltepearest approach in taste (iden
tical when cardFuffy made), but instead of being a 
drug, it is the highest form of nourishment, fatten
ing and strengthening babies, children and adults.

If you ever tried Postum and got a poor bever
age it was because you failed to boil it long enough 
to bring up the flavor.


