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$2,500.00

FOR FOUR SHORT STORIES
AND A POEM

THE METROPOLITAN MAGAZINE will pay
to anyone sending in ke best original short story,
of 7,000 words in length and received before March
1st, 1904, the sum of $800. For the second best story of
the same length the sum of $500 will be paid.

r I AHE METROPOLITAN MAGAZINE will pay
to anyone sending in Zke best oviginal short story
of 5,000 words in length and received before March

1st, 1904, the sum of $600. For the second best story of

the same length the sum of $400 will be paid.

THE METROPOLITAN MAGAZINE will pay
to anyone sending in tke best oviginal poem, not ex-
ceeding 36 lines and received before March 1st,
1904, the sum of $200.

NO RESTRICTIONS are placed upon contest-

ants. Contributions should, of course, be type-

written. Originality of idea, cleverness of con-
struction, and brilliancy of diction will be taken into
consideration in awarding the prizes.

WARDS to the successful contestants will be made

by the Editorof THE METROPOLITAN MAG-

AZINE and his staff of readers, and their judgment
will be final. No attention can be given to correspondence
relating to this contest. Contributions from subscribers
will be read before those of non-subscribers, but all manu-
scripts will receive a careful examination. Address Lit-
ERARY Prize DEeprt.

The Metropolitan Magazine Co.

3 West 29th Street, New York
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THE METROPOLITAN'S ADVERTISING SECTION

A Few Rubbed Sets

Ridpath’s History World
at Half the Price of New Sets

The Books are Royal Octavo 11 Inches Tall, 8 Inches Wide, 2'/i Inches
Thick, 6800 pages, 4000 lllustrations, Weight 62 Pounds, Occupy
21 Inches Shelf Room —And Will Be Sent on Seven Days Approval.

In cleaning up our stock for the new year we find a few slightly rubbed and mismatched
sets—no torn nor soiled pages; for the ordinary purchaser as good as new. But sooner
than rebind such a small lot we will dispose of them at what they would be worth to us with
the covers torn off, and on small monthly payments.

If you’d like to possess the only world’s history that reads like a story-
book yet is recognized as a standard authority,

Get Ridpath’s

This is the latest, most up-to-date, unabridged edition, contain-
ing the war with Spain, all about Roosevelt, Cervera, Dewey, the
Philippines, etc.

Saind for our beautifully Illustrated sample page book. It
will tell you all about the history,—How it came to written,

How it will Interest and entertain you, Why you need it.

Mctropolitan
March

And how you can secure one of these sets at about half MERRILL & BAKER

price. . . . 9 and 11 E. 16 St.,
Ridpath’s History of the World is a great big Ne vik

set of nine royal octavo volumes, with 4,000 illustra-

tions and many mans and color-plates. You pay Without cost to me, please

H i send the RIDPATH Sample-
only Si down. The rest %OU pay in small page and illustration book which

monthly payments. Cut the coupon off contains specimens of the Race

and send It to-day. ~ u - Charts, Chronological Charts, Col-
ored Race-Type Plates. Engravings,
Photo-Engravings, Tint-Block  Color-

MERRILL ®. BAKER Plates, Text Pages, with full particulars

and prices of the slightly damaged sets.
PUBLISHERS

9 and 11 E. 16th St. S S Name.

NEW YORK AAIESS oo
(1f you mention Metropolitan you needn’t cut out coupon.)

In writing to advertisers on any subject kindly mention “Tte Metropolitan Magazine”
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THE METROPOLITAN’S ADVERTISING SECTION

Odd Volumes of De Luxe Sets Below Cost

E have searched the librarles of the world | works of art, their sciences and inventions,—volumes

in vain for some adequate work which not | which give an authentic history of the people, places,

. only tells of the ancient histor{\; of our great- |and c¢ity themselves, as distinct from dry-as-dust

est nations, but also joins their past with their present, [ histories, giving political economy data, international

bridging the chasm of the ages, and showing how all |relations, legislative and national history, and long

these peoples live to-day, with descriptions of their |descriptions of wars, etc. We found none, and have
scenery, their cities, their home life, their dress and | brought out oae in 37 volumes.

manners, their emotions, legends, and habits, their

SOMETHING NEW, ALIVE, AND FRESH

it is a anique work. The student of Gibbon, Grote, |modern Greece as well as a classic Hellas. The
Hallam and Macaulay will find something new here, | Rome of Humbert is not the Rome of Nero. The
something fresh. ¢ will forget to say ‘‘Ancient | Europe of to-day is not less wonderful than the Eu-
Greece” and “Ancient Rome.”  They will all seem |rope of two thousand years ago.”
of to-day, full of vitality and energy. *‘There is a

YOU CAN WALK WITH GARRICK AND DICKENS

Without 1eavin§ our study, you can_walk with [hemians in the Latin Quarter in Paris, and a visitor
David Garrick an dmarles Dicicns down Fleet Street, | to Notre Dame and the Morgue. You may fight duels
or join royal marriage and funeral processions to St.|with the most gallant in IHeidelberg, or dally a while
Paul's Cathedral. You can be a Bohemian among Bo- | with the dark-eyed beauties of Spain.

THEY WILL MAKE YOU A GOOD CONVERSATIONALIST

If you chance to meet a traveler whose hobby is—  alto, the Arsenal, will cach bring before your mind a
say, for example, Venice —you will no longer fear the |distinct scene, and so with all the other famous places
names that once, though familiar, meant so little to |in the world. There are none more sought after than
you. You will have a perfect conception of the Bridge | good conversationalists. They are the pride of the
of Sighs, the buildings it connects, the origin of its |club and the joy of every hostess. They hold the key
name, the beauty of its construction. The artists of |to all hearts and the ‘‘open scsame” to good society.
the Renaissance and ldccadence will be as familiar | Especially is this so at present, when conversation is
to you as friends. St. Mark's, the Campanile, the Ri- | everywhere being bemoaned as a lost art.

WRITING PROMPTLY WILL SAVE YOU MONEY

The thirty-seven volumes Include the Histery; The work is elaborately illustrated with more
of the the Anglo-Saxon Peoples in twelve volumes, |than three hundred full-page photogravures upon Japan
Continental Europe in twelve volumes, and the Great | Vellum. There are a large number of coler illustra-
Cities in thirteen volumes. For example, there are two |tions done by hand in water colors. The most wonder-
volumes on Holland, two on the Rhine, two on Spain, | ful gart of the illustration is the acutal color photo-
two on Greece, two on Morocco, two on Palestine, |graphy which appears in many of them. In every sense
three volumes on London, two on Paris, two on Ven- |of ‘the word they are high-grade de luxe baoks.
ice, and two on Rome, etc. X They are royal library size, crown octavo, averaging
. In all there are fourteen authors who arc special- |about three hundred and fifty pages each. The paper
ists, each writing upon the country and people who |is a fine, specially made, laici deckle-edged paper, and
have been his garncular study and life-work, For [each leaf is water-marked. The margins are excep-
instance, Mahaffy writes two volumes on Grecce, |tionally wide, and the volumes are stitched at both the
Edmondo de Amicis two volumes on Spain, M. Horner | head and tail bands with silk. This edition is regis=
Lansdale two volumes on Paris, Charles Yriarte two | tered, numbered and limited.

- volumes on Florence, and so on.

THE GREATEST BOOK OFFER YET

You ce.n buy some (but not all) of the volumes described
at only a fraction of their regular price.

There are thirty-seven volumes in each complete set. but a few of the volumes are missing from
a dozen sets or so. If these were ordinary books, we could take new volumes and fill up the
sets, but this is a limited edition. Each set is numbered and registered, so that if Paris, for
example, is missing from set No. 227, there is no way of filling up the gap, becausc there
is only one copy of Paris No. 227. L. i

The regular sale of the books is by subscription and only in complete sets. We
have guaranteed not to sell them to bookstores. But for this guaranty we could
sell the whole lot to any ONE of a dozen bookstores in New York City.

Anything we can get for these broken sets . ithout
is so much money found. Q’g& pifine mail

your descrip-
tive ook an per

your advertisement

ifn Maren METRO-
POLITAN,

WRITE TO-DAY—DON'T DELAY 9,

Don’t miss this snap. Cut off the coupon (or if you mention
THaE METROPOLITAN MAGAZINE it will not be necessary) and write
us to-day, and we will mail you at once our illustrated descriptive
book and quote you a price that will surprise you.

MERRILL & BAKER ................................

You nced not cut off coupon sf you
9 and 11 Sixteenth Street, New York mention Metropolitan, £'p.

Name

.

In writing to advertisers on any subject kindly mention “The Metropolitan Magazine”



THE METROPOLITAN’S ADVERTISING SECTION

The Real Madame Du Barry:
Her Confessions and Memoirs,

AT LESS THAN HALF PRICE.
The Only Unexpurgated and Unabridged Edition.

FROM Henry of Navarre to and through the reign of Du Barry (whose personal confessions and memoirs
occupy four of the volumes) this set of books covers the back-stairs-and-kitchen-gossip side of French
Court history, much as Guizot covers its outward manifestations. And where so much was set afoot with
secret and obscure design, where so little was open and above-board, where boudoir counsels dictated trea-
ts and the wounded vanity of favorites instigated campaigns, where a low-born woman's caprice could
t forth the torch to lay waste the half of Europe, it is impossible to comprehend the curious events of
history without knowing the intimate details of those underlying causes. It is characteristic of these
Confessions and Memoirs that in dealing with the peculiar affairs which are assoviated in every one’s
mind with French Court history of the period, their very simplicity and frankness purge them of all

nse.
The undersigned controls a few sets of these personal French Court Confessions and
Memoirs (translated with fidelity into English), which can be secured, in complete sets only, at

J.B i very low price, and on small monthly payments, if preferred, provided application be made
Chadbourne, at once

h St i . . . ..
f iﬁ/%rk These few copies are from a limited number and registered de luxe edition, bound

p to sell at $10.00 per volume. But through a binder’s error the leather of the
Please send me

Particulars - ad- volumes is imperfectly matched; consequently it becomes advisable to dispose of
vertisement in the m outside the regular subscription channels, and at a price about equal to the
March Metropolitan. value of the unbound sheets.

Name A booklet fully describing the edition will be sent by mail, together

Address with price particulars, if you sign and send the inquiry slip at once.

You need not cut oft coupon if you
mention Metropolitan

In writing to advertisers on any subject kindly mention “The Metropolitan Magazine"
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THE METROPOLITAN’'S ADVERTISING SECTION

Every Home in There
IS a Piano

should possess a set of the “ World’s Best

Music,” for its presence in the house doubles

the value of the piano as an entertainer. It is

as necessary to a pianist or a singer as a library

is to a scholar or a workman’s tools are to a

workman, for it gives in compact form all the

music—both instrumental and vocal—that is

worth remembering and keeping. The set in

eight volumes— sheet-music size— contains 2,200

pages of the best music, handsomely bound and

indexed, so that any desired selection can be

found in a few seconds. If you were to buy the

music it contains, one piece at a time, it would

cost you over $200-00. Through our Musical Library Club—for a limited time—the entire set
will cost you one-tenth of that amount, and you can pay in little payments of $1.00 a month.

I¥pp* *  * » . * » |, The W orld’s B est M usic

All the world-famous composers arc represented in this
comprehensive collection of music— including such names as
Wagner, Liszt, Paderewski, Sullivan, Mozart, Handel,
6 fe- I Chopin, De Koven, Strauss and Gounod—but the selections
v Iy fa have been so carefully made by an experienced corps of
ot f music editors that none is too difficult for the average per-
m 5 former. The work contains JOQ instrumental selections by
w W the best composers, including popular and operatic melodies,
dances, funeral marches and classic and romantic piano
music. There are 350 best old and new songs, duets, trios
and quartets. Among the selections are 100 copyrighted
pieces of music by American composers. The sets are in
eight attractive volumes that are sheet-music size, but light
and easy to handle. All the music is bright, attractive and
melodious. The volumes are specially bound so they will

open flat on the piano and remain open.

To the music student this Library is more than half a musical education.
As a musical cyclopedia it is unexcelled, for it contains 500 biographies
of musicians and 400 illustrations, many of the last being handsome chro-
matic art plates in colors.  The volumes are handsomely bound in
Bisc  Volumes, 9x ia inches. art cloth and half leather.
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S ets Sent Free on Approval

Our Musical Library Club has secured an entirely new edition of the “World's Best

Music” at a price slightly above the cost of paper and printing. On this account we are

able to offer these sets at about one-half the regular prices—payable $1.00 a month.

Met. Through the Musical Library Club—direct from the publisher to the customer—you
3-04 can secure a set for $21.00 in cloth binding and $25.00 for the half leather. These
sets were previously sold for $35.00 and $40.00. The edition is small, so to avoid

Un-ir\?e:'sity disappointment in failing to secure a set, cut off the coupon to-day, sign it. and
Society mail it to 1Is. We will then send you a set (express paid by us ) for exami-

New York nation and use. After five days’ examination, if you are not satisfied, re-
turn the books to us at our expense. But if you decide to keep the set,
send us $1.00 at the expiration of five days, and $1.00 a month there-
after until the full amount is paid. An extra charge of $3.00 must
be made on Canadian orders to cover cost of duty and royalty.

A Handsome Bookcase Free F
We have a small number of elegant oak-wood bookcases, that are made
especially to hold a set of the “World’s Best Music.”  Their retai' irice
is $4 00 each, but we have decided to offer them as presents to prompt
subscribers. To obtain one of the bookcases free with your set. it
will be necessary to send your order without delay or you
will be too late, unless you care to pay the regular price of
$4 This bookcase is a present from us, and does not in-

crease the cost of the music in any manner.

THE UNIVERSITY SOCIETY
78 Fifth Avenue

In ordering cloth, change from 24 to 20 month*. N ew Y or k

In writins to advertisers on any subject kindly mention “The Metropolitan Magazine”
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A Work of Widening Importance
To the Book World

Ten Superb Large Volumes

January 9, 1904.

J. P. Je ,rooksto h School Crqokston. Minn., says
Fhe Ag_%olu @WQ&?YP surpassedl my expectatlon 1 have already made good use of them in my
work as Science Instructor and | know that "1 shall derive information from them for many years to come.

The color plates are excellent, its arrangement scientific and yet simple, and its binding substantial. Fifty
dollars would not buy my set if | could not get another.

. i January 12, 1904.
Aaron L. Treadwell, Professor of Biology. Vassar College, Poughkeepsie, N. Y., says:
Doubleday, Page & Co. are to be congratulated on the general excellence of the books comprised in their
NATLARE LIBRARY'. It is the most valuable series | know, for the use of the Nature lover, whether he is
interested professionally or non-professionally in natural history subjects.

300 plates in full color 1500 text cuts

500 other reproductions 4000 pages

—arm *xxKx

from photographs from life 5 1-4x81-4 inches

The Nature Library

For six years we have been working steadily to build up THE NATURE LIBRARY’, and, have spent
many thousand dollars to bring it to its present form of ten beautiful volumes. The set has become a standard
work—the only one of its kind in the world—and the sale has.increased very rapidly, more than ten times
as many being sold this season as last. There is no household iiT the land where these books are not needed;
for grown people, for schools, for children, for everyone who wants to know about birds, flowers, butterflies,
mushrooms, insects, etc., this set is absolutely indispensable.

JOHN BURROUGHS in his introduction well expresses the spirit of the books. He writes: “While
accurate and scientific, | have found them very readable. The treatment is popular without be-
ing sensational.” We have had made a book which to some extent expresses the beauty of THE
NATURE LIBRARY’. It contains some of the colored plates, several of the photographic re-
productions, shows text pages, binding, and so far as is possible describes the great work.

CUT OFF AND SEND TO US THIS COUPONwith your name and address and the —

book will be sent you with full information as to prices and terms. You incur no 1ctritas
obligation. o*
Doubleday
Page &
Doubleday, Page & Co. kwg§§5IS

34 Union Square f >§\ddrels\§tn
New York ,

In writing to advertisers on any subject kindly mention “The Metropolitan Magazine”
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About
Reading
Shakespeare

A knowledge of Shakespeare's plays
is a necessary part of a liberal education.
Shakespeare uses a larger vocabulary
than any other writer. A thorough course in reading his plays is the best possible training in the
use of words.

He gives English history in its most vital and attractive form. His plays are as interesting as
well-told romances, not only from the story-teller’s point of view, but also as a vast panorama of
the human soul and its emotions. The plays arc the foundation of every course of reading in English
literature and they form a part of every plan of liberal education in our universities. The best edi-
tion of Shakespeare’s works should be

The Corner-stone of Your Library

The New International Edition is the best and most readable of all editions of Shakespeare. It
has been edited and produced along modern lines and with the idea of giving the reader all the
“helps” possible. You will enjoy Shakespeare if you readthisedition, because its accurate text
and copious comments make it easy reading. It reproduces the celebrated Cambridge text, and it
is the only edition advertised that contains full Glossaries defining every difficult word; complete
Critical and Explanatory Notes, Prefaces, and CriticalComments on the plays and characters. A
unique feature is a Plan of Study for each play, outlining the best method of study and giving test
questions. This is the only edition containing this feature. A complete Topical Index, by means of
which the reader can find any desired passages in the Plays and Poems, is sent free with the set.
Shakespeare’'s works are given complete, including the Sonnets and Poems, and a Life of the Poet.
The sets are in thirteen (%3) attractive volumes—8x sRA inches in size—containing more than 400
reproductions of antique wood-cuts and superb color plates. The volumes are bound in cloth and
half leather. We are so confident in the superiority of this edition that we have organized a

Half-Price Shakespeare Club

through which you can have a set of this admirable edition sent to you free for examination. The coupon

cut from this advertisement and filled in with your name and address entitles you to the advantages of

the Club if it is sent in time. Upon receipt of the coupon a complete set of 13 volumes will be sent _

to you at our expense for five days’ examination, and it may be returned If not satisfactory. Tlut if 7 f  University

retained you may pay $1.00 within five days and $1.00 a month thereafter for twenty-two / J Society
montha-if the half-leather binding is ordered. If the cloth binding is ordered the Club price 78 Fifth Ave.
will be on!y$19.00, payable $1.00 upon acceptance of the set, and $1.00 a month for eighteen A - New York
months. The regular prices of this edition are $44.00 and $36.00—so the Club cuts the pret "up™
price almost in half. To be sure of a set at these low prices you had best act quickly. — H interna-
Mail the coupon to-day and secure a set at half price, as well as the valuable premiums ~ ~ F leather. v mati*r«rfnrT i
described below. ~F w** n ”n}ﬁi‘m”S >
. . . <0 ft "per month thereafter
cncn . NV will send, free of charge, to each subscriber to the Half-Price /. J ter2Lmonths: ifnoi eatlra<-»nry
Club edition, three valuable premiums. One is an attractive port ~F . Je*re#t t0 return h*
folio of pictures ready for framing, entitled “Literature in . O'~F 5
Art.” It is a series of renroductions by the duogravure color process of O Ay
great paintings of scenes from celebrated books. There are t6 pictures. (jr~"F amme..
each 11x15 inches in size. Every picture is a splendid work of art, KAF . v ek
full, of grace and beauty. This portfolio alone sells for $8.00. In ~F
addition to the Portfolio we send the Topical Index and Plan of /I~ F Street..... .
Study described above. The last two ﬁremiums cannot be pur- /
chased separate from the set for less than S6.00. SN F Mrt M

THE UNIVERSITY SOCIETY /
78 Fifth Avenue, New York

In writing to advertisers on any tfubject kindly mention “The Metropolitan Magazine"
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THE METROPOLITAN’S ADVERTISING SECTION

The Magazine for You

is the one that pleases your eye and satisfies your mind. The
Booklovers Magazine prints each month the cleverest, san-
est stuff that strong and brilliant minds can produce. Every
issue contains beautiful color pictures, one notable novelette,
popular literary discussions, intimately characteristic portraits
of eminent personages, striking articles by prominent writers,
and the best new things from the world of print—all richly
illustrated. The Booklovers Magazine is beautiful, sound,
and pleasing: altogether, “ The Magazine that is Different.”

Additional March Features

The Drama of Ihe Nomination—Pen pictures of the great national political conventions most
remarkable for momentous decisions or dramatic surprises. Many illustrations.

The Greatest English Cartoonist—Mr. F. C. Gould. James Douglas writes a brilliant apprecia-
ti(_)lrll t())f Gould’s work.  Awide selection of “ F. C. G’s” wittiest and most effective cartoons
will be given.

The OldgGuard of New England—Dr. George Perry Morris compares the present-day literary
opinions with those of thirty years ago. It is a valuable summary at the end of the
present epoch. Illustrated by many portraits.

Arlisls at Work—A series of unusual photographs.

The Color Pictures—Comprise the best recent work of En?lish and German artists.

Among the well-known paintings reproduced are : “ Gulliver among the Lillipu-

tians,” by J. G. Vibert, and “‘All Saints’ Day,” by E. Friant.

Fiction—Is represented by a strong, gripping story, dramatically and artisti-

cally written and well illustrated.

The World of Print—Will be as interesting as usual.

OUR SPECIAL OFFER

If you will send us Four Dollars, and your name and address writ-
ten on the attached coupon, we will send you THE BOOKLOVERS
MAGAZINE for 1904. We will also send you the twelve numbers

for 1903 bound in cloth and boards in two volumes. The
expressage will be fully prepaid by us. The color plates

alone in the back numbers are well worth a year’s

subscription.  We have not many sets left and

this offer will only hold good while they last.

in writing to advertisers on any subject kindly mention “The Metropolitan Magazine'
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ESSRS. HARPER 8 BROTHERS

beg to announce that MARY
JOHNSTON’S new novel, °‘“SIR
MORTIMER,”” Will be published in
book form early in the month of March.

_
rn writing to advertisers on any subject kindly mention “'The Metropolitan Magazine™
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D a r k t w a i i f

Six funniest Books

Com Sawyer Pudd’nbead (Uilson

Innocents Abroad Rouping It
Wal. | Wal. i

Innocents  Abroad Roughing T
ua. 2

Uol. 2

Heauttfulp Hounti  1&ccks

With Illustrations by E. W. Kemble, Peter Newell,
B. West Clinedinst, andJ. G. Brown.

Of all the books of the great humorist, these are the ones that have made his name
a household word wherever the English language is spoken.

jfun te Immortal—aaiortl) IReatung Ctoice

This is the first time that these volumes have been put within the reach of any but
the rich and published in a uniform, low-priced set.

€herpbohp Can Effort Cljmt
ent're set °f sx vol [Ee fhg argﬁs

? WA

OL1I? OFFFP prepald on recelpt O%I%I 0o0. If you do not

when they reach you, send them back at our expense, and we will return the $i.00.
If you do like them, send us $i.o0 every month for ii months. In order to keep
you in touch with us during these months, on receipt of your request for these
books we will enter vou as a subscriber for one vear. without additional cost to
you. for either HARPER’S MAGAZINE, HARPER'S WEEKLY, HARPER’S
BAZAR, or THE NORTH AMERICAN REVIEW. In writing, state which
periodical you want.

Harper & SrotljertS, $ublte&er0, JrranfcUn fequare, jfteto gorfc

In writing to advertisers on any subject kindly mention “The Metropolitan Magazine”
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Do X<0£7KhoWv

NATIONAL
f MAGAZINE

ou know Jtr Chappie—the boy who came out of the West almost penniless and has built up a

Natlon ma az
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AUGUST27 «1901
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The Nichols Folding Felt Mattress

Is Superior To All Others

Finest
slept on

I «»»r

Nichols Folding Felt
Mattress Co.,

Gentlemen:

The Felt Mattress ordered
from you was duly received,
in good order and the only
objection | And after using it
is, that the “ PUuged thing ™
keeps mo in bed too long—
(It's so comfortable | hate to
get up early in the morning).
Ain getting more solid com-
fort on it than a man of m
means can afford to indulge
in. It's an ideal Mattress—
the finest | ever slept on and
comes up to all you claim
for it.

Yours very truly
MILTON P. BOYD,

Fort Smith, Ark.

It gives perfect support and soft repose to ev-
ery portion of the body; combines the right pro-
cess with the right materials and will never grow
hard or lumpy. It is made of long fibre cotton
felt, in light, clean and well-aired workshops, and
is soft, clean and dow*ny. It is made in five
sections, folds without breaking or shifting and
is more convenient to handle than any other
mattress. It has eighty tufts, while the most ex
tensively advertised mattress has but thirty-six,
and tufts are important.

30 Nights Trial Free

We will gladly ship you a Nichols Folding Felt
Mattress and allow you to wuse it for thirty
nights. If you are not then satisfied that it is
superior in every way to any mattress on the
market, you may return it at our expense and
your money will be refunded at once, without

question. All we ask is that you give our mat-
tress a thorough trial. A handsomely illustrated
booklet, showing different styles of the Nichols

Folding Felt Mattress and giving prices, will be

sent free on request.

Lstds th«m all

NicholB Folding Felt
Mattress Co.,

Gentlemeu :

More than a year ago | fur-
nished my home with your
Mattreasea—have slept on one
every night and the unquali-
fied verdict of the whole fam-
ily and the numerous friends
who visit us is, that your
Mattresses are in the lend of
all we know anything about.
Any one who will tent them
as wo have, we are sure, will
come to the same conclusion.

It gives me pleasure to hand
you this cordial testimonial
and 1 wish you the success
your conscientious work
merits. | predict that you
will stand at the top in the
art of making tine Mattres-
ses.

Yours truly,

REV. IRL R. HICKS,

Editor Word A Works Pub.
Co,, St. Lou's.

THE NICHOLS FOLDING FELT MATTRESS CO.
2139 Luca.s Avenue,

St. Louis,

Mo.

In writing to advertisers on any subject kindly mention "The Metropolitan Magazine'
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Reproduced from a water-color drawing by Charles Livingston Bull.
TIIE WILDCAT...CROSSED THE GUIMIC BY GREAT LEAPS FROM ROCK TO ROCK.

—"The Rivals of Ringwaak.”
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Nobody gave heed that the girl rode
a mule or that the saddle was not her
own, and both facts she herself quick-
ly forgot. This half-log, half-frame
house on a corner had stood a siege
once. She could yet see bullet holes
about the door. Through this win-
dow, a revenue officer from the Blue-
grass had got a bullet in the shoulder
from a garden in the rear. Standing
in the post-office door only just one
month before. she herself had seen
children scurrying like rabbits through
the back-yard fences, men running
silently here and there, men dodging
into door-ways, fire flashing in the
street and from every house—and not
a sound but the crack of pistol and
Winchester : for the mountain men
deal death in all the terrible silence of
death. And now a prcacher with a
long scar across his forchead had
come to the one little church in the
place and the fervor of religion was
struggling with feudal hate for pos-
session of the town. To the girl, who
saw a svimbol in every mood of the
carth, the passions of these primitive
people were like the treacherous
streams of the uplands—now quict as
sunny skies and now clashing together
with but little less fury and with much
more noise. And the roar of the flood
above the wind that late afternoon was
the wrath of the Father, that with the
peace of the Son so long on carth, such
things still could bhe. Once more
trouble was threatening and that day

even, she knew that trouble might,

come, but she rode without fear, for
she went when and where she pleased
as any woman can, throughout the
Cumberland. without insult or harm.

At the end of the street were two
houses that seemed to front cach other
with unmistakable enmitv. In them
were two men who had wounded each
other only the day before, and whec
that day would lead the factions. if
the old feud broke loose again. One
house was close to the frothing hem
of the flood—a log hut with a shed of
rough hoards for a kitchen—the home
of Becky Day.

The other was across the wav and
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was framed and smartly painted. On
the steps sat a woman with her head
bare and her hands under her apron—
widow of the Marcum whose death
from a bullet one month before had
broken the long truce of the feud. A
groaning curse was growled from the
window as the girl drew ncar, and she
knew it came from a wounded Mar-
cum who had lately come back from
the West to avenge his brother’s death,

“Why don’t you go over to sce your
neighbor ™ The girl’s clear eves gave
no hint that she knew—as she well did
—~the trouble between the houses, and
the widow stared in sheer amazement,
for mountaineers do not talk with
strangers of the quarrels between them.

“I have nothin’ to do with such as
her,” she said, sullenly; “she ain’t
the kind "

“Don’t!” said the girl, with a flush,
“she’s dving.”

“Dvin’?”

“Yes.” With the word the girl
sprang from the mule and threw the
reins over a pale of the fence in front
of the log hut across the way. In the
doorway she turned as though she
would speak to the woman on the steps
again, but a tall man with a black
beard appeared in the low door of the
kitchen-shed.

“Tow is vour—how is Mrs. Day?”
“Mighty puny this mornin™—DBecky
"

is.

The girl slipped into the dark room.
On a disordered, pillowless bed lay a
white face with cves closed and mouth
slightly open. Near the bed was a
low wood fire. On the hearth were
sceveral thick cups filled with herbs and
heavy fluids and covered with tarpau-
lin, for Decky’s “man” was a teamster.
With a few touches of the girl's quick
hands, the covers of the bed were
smooth. and the woman’s eyes rested
on the girl's own cloak. With her
own handkerchief she brushed the
dcath-damp from the forchead that
already  scemed growing cold. At
her first touch. the woman's cvelids
opened and dropped together again,
Her lips moved. but no sound came
from them.
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A YELLOW MULE WAS HITCHED TO THE RICKETY FENCE IN FRONT OF HER.
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In a moment the ashes disappeared,
the hearth was clean and the fire was
blazing. Every time the girl passed
the window she saw the widow across
the way, staring hard at the hut.
When she took the ashes into the
street, the woman spoke to her.

“I can’t go to see Becky-—she hates
me.”

“With good reason.”

The answer came with a clear
sharpness that made the widow start
and redden angrily; but the girl
walked straight to the gate, her eyes
ablaze with all the courage that the
mountain woman knew and yet with
another courage to which the primi-
tive creature was a stranger—a cour-
age that made the widow lower her
own eyes and twist her hands under
her apron.

“I want you to come and ask Becky
to forgive you.”

The woman stared and laughed.

“Forgive me? DBecky forgive me?
She wouldn’t—an’ I don’t want
her ”  She could not look up into
the girl’s eyes; but she pulled a pipe
from under the apron, laid it down
with a trembling hand and began to
rock slightly.

The girl leaned across the gate.

“Look at me!” she said, sharply.
The woman raised her eyves, swerved
them once, and then in spite of herself,
held them steady.

“Listen! Do you want a dying
woman’s curse ?”’

It was a straight thrust to the core
of a superstitious heart and a spasm of
terror crossed the woman’s face. She
began to wring her hands.

“Come on!” said the girl, sternly,
and turned, without looking back,
until she reached the door of the hut,
where she beckoned and stood wait-
ing, while the woman started slowlv
and helplessly from the steps. still
wringing her hands. Inside, behind
her, the wounded Marcum, who had
been listening, raised himself on one
elbow and looked after her through
the window.

“She can’t come in—not while I'm
in here.”

The girl turned quickly. It was
Dave Day, the teamster, in the kitchen
door, and his face looked blacker than
his beard.

“Oh!” she said, simply, as though
hurt, and then with a dignity that sur-
prised her, the teamster turned and
strode towards the back door.

“But I can git out, I reckon,” he
said, and he never looked at the widow
who had stopped, frightened, at the
gate.

“Oh, I can’'t—I can’t!” she said, and
her voice broke; but the girl gently
pushed her to the door where she
stopped agrain, leaning against the lin-
tel. Across the way, the wounded
Marcum, with a scowl of wonder,
crawled out of his bed and started
painfully to the door. The girl saw
him and her heart beat fast.

Inside, Becky lay with closed eyes.
She stirred uneasily, as though she
felt some hated presence, but her eves
stayed fast, for the presence of Death
in the room was stronger still.

“Becky!” At the broken cry,
Becky’s eyes flashed wide and firc
broke through the haze that had gath-
ered in them.

“I want ye ter fergive me, Becky.

The eves burned steadily for a long
time. For two days she had not
spoken, but her voice came now, as
though from the grave.

“You!” she said, and. again, with
torturing scorn, “You!” And then
she smiled, for she knew why her
enemy was there, and her hour of tri-
umph was come. The girl moved
swiftly to the window—she could see
the wounded Marcum slowly crossing
the street, pistol in hand.

“What’d 1 ever do to vou?”

“Nothin’, Becky, nothin'.”

Becky laughed harshly. “You can
tell the truth—cant ve—to a dyin’
woman?”

“Fergive me, Becky!”

A scowling face, tortured with
pain, was thrust into the window.

“Sh-h!” whispered the girl, impe-
riously, and the man lifted his heavy
cves, dropped one elbow on the win-
dow sill and waited.




“listel  cbyouvartadirgveonais ars?’

“You tuk Jim from me!”

The widow covered her face with
her hands, and the Marcum at the
window—brother to Jim, who was
dead—Ilowered at her, listeninglkeenly.

“An’you got him by lyin’ ‘bout me.
You tuk him bv lyin’ bout me—didnt
ye? Didn't ye?” she repeated, fierce-
ly, and her-voice would have wrung
the truth from a stone.

“Yes—Becky—yes!’

“You hear?” cried Becky, turning
her eyes to the girl.

“You made him believe an’ made
everbody, you could, believe that |
was—was bad.” Her breath got short
but the terrible arraignment went on.

“You started this war. My brother
wouldnt ‘a’ shot Jim Marcum if it
hadn’t been fer you. You killed Jim
—your own husband—an’ you Kkilled
me. An’now you want me to fergive
you—you!” She raised her right
hand as though with it she would hurl
the curse behind her lips, and the
widow, with a cry, sprang for the bony



806

TURNING, THE GIRL SAW DAVE'S BUSHY, BLACK HEAD
--HE, TOO, WITH ONE ELBOW ON THE SILL.

fingers, catching them in her own
hand and falling over on her knees
at the bedside.

“Dont, Becky,
don’t!”

There was a slight rustle at the back
window. At the other, a pistol flashed
into sight and dropped again below
the sill.  Turning, the girl saw Dave’s
bushy black head—he, too. with one
elbow on the sill and the other hand
out of sight.

“Shame!” she said, looking from
one to the other of the two men, who
had learned, at last, the bottom truth
of the feud; and then she caught the
sick woman's other hand and spoke
quickly:

“Hush, Becky,” she said; and at
the touch of her hand and the sound
of her voice, Becky looked confusedly
at her and let her upraised hand sink
back to the bed. The widow stared
swiftly from Jim’s brother, at one win-
dow, to Dave Day at the other, and hid
her face on her arms.

“Remember, Beckv—how can you
expect forgiveness in another world,
unless you forgive in this?”

The woman’s brow knitted and she
lay quiet. Like the widow who held
her hand, the dying woman believed,
with never the shadow of a doubt,
that somewhere above the stars, a
living God reigned in a heaven of
never-ending happiness; that some-

dont —don’t —
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where beneath the earth a personal
Devil gloated over souls in eternal
torture; that whether she went above,
or below, hung solely on her last hour
of contrition; and that in Heaven or
Hell she would know those whom she
might meet as surely as she had
known them on earth. By and by
her face softened and she drew a long
breath.

“Jim was a good man,” she said.
And then after a moment:

“An’ | was a good woman”—she
turned her eyes toward the girl—"“un-
til Jim married her. | didn't keer
after that.” Then she got calm, and
while she spoke to the widow, she
looked at the girl.

“Will you git up in church an’ say
before everbody that you knew |
was good when you said | was bad—
that you lied about me?”

“Yes—yes.” Still Becky looked at
the girl, who stooped again.

"She will, Becky, | know she will.
Wont you forgive her and leave
peace behind you? Dave and Jim’s
brother are here—make them shake
hands. Won't you—won’t you?” she
asked, turning from one to the other.

Both men were silent.

“Won't you?” she repeated, looking
at Jim's brother.

“I've got nothin' agin Dave. | al-
ways thought that she”—he did not
call his brother's wife by name—
“caused all this trouble. 1%Ve nothin
agin Dave.”

A SCOWLING FACE, TORTURED WITH PAIN, WAS
THRUST INTO THE WINDOW.
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'YES, | FERGIVE IIER, AN” | WANT 'EM TO SHAKE HANDS.'
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The girl turned.
Dave?”

“I'm waitin’ to hear whut Becky
says.”

Becky was listening, though her
eyes were closed. Ier brows knitted
painfully. It was a hard compro-
mise that she was asked to make be-
tween mortal hate and a love that was
more than mortal, but the Plea that
has stood between them for nearly

“Won’t you,

twenty centuries prevailed, and the,

girl knew that the end of the feud
was nigh.

Becky nodded.

“Yes, I fergive her, an’ I want ‘em
to shake hands.”

But not once did she turn her eyes
to the woman whom she forgave, and
the hand that the widow -held gave
back no answering pressure. The
faces at the windows disappeared, and
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she motioned for the girl to take her
weeping enemy away.

She did not open her eyes when the
girl came back, but her lips moved and
the girl bent above her.

“I know whar Jim is.”

From somewhere outside came
Dave’s cough, and the dving woman
turned her head as though she were
reminded of something she had quite
forgot. Then, straightway, she for-
got again.

The voice of the flood had deep-
ened. A smile came to Becky's lips—
a faint, terrible smile of triumph,
The girl bent low and, with a startled
face, shrank back.

“An’ Pll—git—thar—first.”

With that whisper went Becky's
last breath, but the smile was there,
even when her lips were cold.
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THE NIGHT OF THE MONKEYS

“But | can see my under lip,” re-
torted Magh, angrily, sticking it out
and looking down at it, “and that's
more than you can do, with your lob-
ster's claw of a nose.”

Cockatoo had hit the truth about
the thumbs, for no ape can make them
go around, only in and out straight to
the palm. This matter of thumbs is
the great line of defence between man
and his disputed Simian ancestor.

“Our manner of life,” began Hanu-
man, in the little
silence that ensued,
“is to live in the
tree-tops. Our
families are raised
there, and we arc
seldom on the
ground.”

“No. the ground
is a dangerous
place,” concurred
Chimpanzee:
"Leopards, and
snakes, and Men,
and evil things of
that sort about all
the time. |, too,
build a little house
in the strong
branches of a tree,
and live there until
the fruit gets
scarce; then, of course, | have to go
to a new part and build another.”

“l thought | was the only animal
that had sense enough to build a
house," grunted Wild Boar.

“Perhaps you are,” said Chimpan-
zee; “I'm no animal.”

“You are a Monkey--——- ” began
Boar, apologetically.

“I'm not a Monkey,” insisted the
other, very haughtily; “they go in
droves. But we, who are the Jungle
People, build houses and have a wife
and family just like the Men.”

“You cant twiddle your thumbs!”
shrieked Cockatoo: but 1lathi reached
up with his trunk and tweaked the
bird’s nose before he could repeat the
taunt.

“Once upon a time.” began Hooluk,
solemnly, “there was a great Raja sore

"it was my people did that!" cried magot.

811

troubled because those of my kind, the
Apes, ate all the grain and fruit in his
country. To be sure it was a year of
much starvation. And the King com-
manded that all the Bandar-log should
be killed.

“Then Hanuman, the wise Ape, who
was our cousin, asked of my people
what might be done; but we, be-
ing tender-hearted, and not knowing
how to pacify the King, hung with
our heads down and wept in misery.

"Now this gave
Hanuman, who is
most wise, an idea.
He ordered all the
other Bandar-log to
go far into the jun-
gles and hide, while
we were to remain
and lament, and de-
clare that our
friends were dead.
The Raja, hearing
our sad cry, relent-
ed, and commanded
that the Killing
should cease. And
since that time we
have always cried
thus, and our faces
have been black,
and all because of
the dark sins of the
other Bandar-log.”

“Was there ever such a lie--—--
began Pardus; but Jackal interrupted
him, declaring that he, too, cried at
night because of the wickedness of
other Jungle Dwellers.

“By my lonesome life!” muttered
Mooswa. “I have heard the Loon cry
on Slave Lake, but for a real, depress-
ing night noise commend me to Hoo-
luk. I have no doubt his tale is quite
true, a cry such as he has could not
have been given him for amusement.”

“Scratch mv head!” cried Cocka-
too; “I think Hooluk’s tale is quite
true, for even I, who am only appre-
ciated because of my beauty----- 7

“Hide your nose,” croaked Kauwa,
the Crow.

“Because of toy beauty,” resumed
Cockatoo, “l once saved the life of
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THE NIGHT OF THE MONKEYS

all my Master's family. The bunga-
low was on fire and they were asleep.
‘Scree-ya ah-ah! I cried; then ‘Quick,
Pootai, bring the water——' "

“To be famous one must needs
know a great lie and tell it,” snarled
Pardus, disagreeably. “The way of
all Jungle Dwellers is to kill some-
thing; but here are pot-bellied, empty-
headed Apes, and Birds of little sense,
all boasting of saving lives.”

“Let me talk,” cried Water Mon-
key, scratching his ribs with industry.
“If I tell not true tales then call Horn-
bill, and Jackal, and King Cobra to
stand against me, for we are all of
the same land. We were a big family,
a full hundred of us at least, and every
way was our way—water, and land,
and tree top. We ate fruits, and nuts,
and grains, and things that are cast up
by the waters. Talking of fishing,
vou should have seen my mother.
When the sea had gone back from the
shore, we would all troop down.
When the Crabs saw us coming they
would scuttle into holes and under
rocks, and we’d catch every Crab on
the shore. It was my mother taught
me the trick—wise old lady ; I'd shove
my tail under the rock, the Crab would
lay hold of it, and then out he'd come.

“Oh, there was much good eating
on those shores. Fat Oysters the size
of a banana. It was mother showed
me how to take a stone in my hand,
and break them off the rocks. And,
as Magh has said, we are much like
the men, for not one of our family
would eat an Opyster until he had
washed it in the water.

“But we poor people had lots of
trials.” Crossing the streams was
worst of all. If we made the Mon-
key’s bridge from tree to tree, like as
not Python would be lying in wait to
pick off one of our number. And if
we walked across on the bottom——"

“Walked on the bottom!” cried
Sa’-zada, in astonishment.

“Yes, we never swim; we always
walk across on the bottom; though
sometimes, of course, we floated over
on logs; but that was very dangerous
because of Magar the Crocodile.”
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“Ghurrgle-ugle-ugle, uh-hu!” said
Sher-Abi, “the long-tailed one is right.
I could tell a true story touching that
matter. Whuff-f-f! but it was a hot
day. I was lying with my wife in the
water near the bank. I was hungry—
I am always hungry ; and getting food
in a small way is wearisome to one of
my heavy habit. I was resting, and
Black-head the Magar Bird was run-
ning about inside of my jaws catching
Flies for his dinner. And, while I
think of it, though I am by no means
vain of my sweet nature, I claim it was
most good of me to hold my heavy
lips open for him. Suddenly DBlack-
head gave his little cry of warning to
me and flew up in the air. ‘Some-
thing is coming,’ I whispered to Abni,
my wife; and, sure enough, it was the
Bandar-log, the Water Monkeys, chat-
tering and yelling, and knocking down
fruit from the trees as though the
whole jungle belonged to them.

“‘The old trick,, I whispered to
Abni; ‘float across like a log.” You
know I can look wondrous like a log
when I try; and a dinner of the Ban-
dar-log, even, was not to be despised
in a time of great hunger.

“‘Chee-chee, a-houp-a-houp, chick-
ety-chee-chee!” You'd have thought
their throats would split with the up-
roar when they saw one log floating
across, and another just starting.

“‘Oh, ho! cried the leader, swing-
ing by his tail from a limb of the Man-
grove tree, and peering down at me:
‘the wind is driving all the dead trees
from this side to the other. Get
aboard, children, quick.” And they
all clambered on to my back. shoving
and pushjng just like a lot of Jackal
pups——"

“IHave I not said it,” cried Gidar the
Jackal, “that Sher-Abi is a devourer
of our young. Jackal pups—mur-
derer!”

“Half way across,” resumed Sher-
Abi, “I opened an eye to takea squint
at the general condition of these Ban-
dar-log, as to which might be fat and
which might be lean, and, would you
believe it, the leader of these fool peo-
ple saw me looking, and screamed
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with fright. I closed all the valves of
nostrils and eyes, and sank in the
water. The Bandar-log were so ex-
cited that more than half of them
jumped into my jaws, and Abni, who
came back, hearing the noise, took care
of the others. Eh-hu! Gluck! Mon-
keys are stupid, but not bad eating.”

“Listen to that, comrades,” cried
Water Monkey. *‘Sher-Abi the Poach-
er boasts of killing my people. Have
I not said that our life is one of dan-
ger? He and Python are as bad as
Men. My mother was killed by a
Man, and all for the sake of a few
mangoes.

“But how were we to know that
Mango-tree was not as others in the
Jungle?” pleaded Oungea. “True it
grew close to a bungalow, but what of
that? Close to the Jungle, trees and
bungalows are so mixed up that no-
body knows which is free land, and
which is bond land. Have 1 not seen
even the Men-kind frightened over
such matters, and killing each other.
But, as I have said, this Man, who was
a Sahib, shot my mother as she was
in a tree. She clung to a limb, and,
yvoung as I was, I helped her, holding
on to her arms. All day she cried,
and cried, and cried, just as you have
heard the voung of the Men-kind ; and
all night she cried, too. In the morn-
ing the Sahib came out, and I heard
him say that he hadn’t slept all night
because of the wailing that was like a
babe’s. When he looked up at my
mother, she became so afraid that she
fell dead at his feet. Peeping down
through the leaves I saw the fear look
that Hathi has spoken of come into the
Man’s eyes, only they did not look evil
as they had when he pointed the fire-
stick at us. I swung down from
branch to branch to my mother, and
sitting beside her cried also, being but
a little chap, and all alone in the Jun-
gle. Then the Man took me up in
his arms and said : ‘Poor little Oungea.
It was a shame to kill the old girl; I
feel like a murderer

“He took me into the bungalow and
T had a fine life of it, though he taught
me many things that were evil.”
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“I don’t believe that,” sneered Par-
dus.

“Impossible!
Kauwa.

“What evil tricks are there left to
teach the Bandar-log?" queried Hathi.

“He taught me to drink gin,” an-
swered Oungea; “at first a little gin
and much sugar, and after a time I
could take it without sugar.”

“This rather bears out Magh's claim
that you Jungle Pcople are like the
Men,” said Sa’-zada.

“Still it was not good for one, this
gin,” continued Oungea; “leaving
one's head full of much sofeness in
the morning. DBut, of course, being
young, I was possessed of much mis-
chief that was not of the Sahib’s teach-
ing.”

“He-he! no doubt, no doubt,” cried
Hornbill, “it was those of your kind,
both young and old, who plucked the
feathers from my children once upon
a time. DPlaintain-at-a-gulp! but their
appearance was unseemly. You can
imagine what I should look like with
my prominent nose and no feathers.”

“My Master carried in his pocket
something that was forever crying
‘tick, tick. tick.” T felt sure there must
be Lizards or Spiders, or other sweet
ones of a small kind within; but onc
day when I had a fair opportunity and
pulled it apart. cracking it with a stone
as I had the Oysters, I got no eating at
all, but in the end a sound beating.

“Once I ate the little berries that
grow on the sticks that cause the
fire "

“Matches,” suggested Sa’-zada.

“Perhaps; I thought they were ber-
ries. Many pains! hut I was sick, and
my kind Master saved my life with
cocoanut oil.”

“Magh knows somecthing of that
matter,” declared Sa’-zada: ‘“‘when
she first came here she ate her straw
bedding and it nearly killed her.”

“A fine record these Jungle People
have,” sneered Pardus. “I. who
claim not to be wise like the Men.
have sense enough to stick to mv
meat.” ‘

“But Magh was wise” asserted

Caw-w!” laughed




Drawn by Arthur Heming.

“I SWUNG DOWN....TO MY MOTHER, AND SITTING BESIDE HER CRIED ALSO, BEING
BUT A LITTLE CHAP AND ALL ALONE IN THE JUNGLE.”

— “The Night of the Monkeys.”
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Sa'-zada, “for if she had not helped

us in every way when we were trying

'fjo_ fjave her life she would surely have
ied.”

“In my Master’s house,” said Oun-
gea, “was one of their young, a Babe;
and whenever | got loose, for they
took to tying me up, | made straight
for his bed, borrowed his bottle of
milk—there surely was no harm in
that, for we were babes together—and
scuttled up a tree where | could drink
the milk in peace. When | dropped
the bottle down so that they might
get it, it always broke, and | think
it was because of this mischief that
they whipped me.”

“Well,” said Sa’-zada, “we were
to have learned to-night why the
Bandar-log were Men of the Jungle,
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first cousins to the Men-kind; but all
I remember is that they ate matches
and straw and got very sick. For
my part | am very sleepy.”

“If you are tired, 1 will carr
llanuman,” lisped Python,
his ugly fiat head forward.

“Even |, who find it a labor to walk
on the land, will give any Monkey
who seeks it a ride,” sighed Sher-Abi.
"This talking of eating has made me
hung----- I mean ready to put myself
out for my friends.”

“Take your friends in. you mean,”
snarled Gidar, jumping back as the
heavy jaws of the Crocodile snapped
to within an inch of his nose.

“l think each one will look after
himself,” declared Sa'-zada: “it will
be safer. All to your cages.”

you,
shoving

Copyright, 1903, by The New York Zoological Society.



“there's a gentleman in the elevator------ ”

ATHERTON'S DEBUT

BY MARY B. MULLETT

ILLUSTRATIONS BY F. STROTHMANN

HERE was a knock at the
door and Atherton guiltily
slipped a photograph under

a pile of papers.

Then he said "Damn!” quite low,
and “Come in!” very loud.

Of course it was the elevator boy.
It always was. In the bachelor apart-
ment house where Atherton lived, vis-
itors were not allowed to get beyond
the public reception-room until the
hallboy had sent Ganymede-of-the-
elevator aloft to reconnoitre.

Possibly the hallboy and Ganymede
had heard the sad tale of the woman
who would insist upon saying she was
somewhere when she was somewhere
else. For their part, they managed it
so that the Royton bachelors had the
chance to say they were somewhere
else even if they were really some-

where. They held up all comers;
and they did it with an inflexible front
suggestive of hints about dead bodies.

This particular visitor, however, had
been blind to the hint. Or perhaps he
did not mind dead bodies. Apparent-
ly he did not mind anything. First he
bowled over the hallboy’s protest.
Then he assailed Ganymede in his lair
and it was a defeated elevator boy that
opened Atherton’s door.  Sticking out
his chin with a final flicker of spirit,
he said:

“I’'m sorry, sir; but there’s a gen-
tleman in the elevator--—--- 7

“Oh. no, there isn’t!” said a voice
over his shoulder.

“Buckley!” cried Atherton, jumping
up. “By all the gods, it’s Buckley!
Tt really is you, isn't it?” pulling him
into the room. “When did vou come ?
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And where was it from? You said
you were never coming back.”

“Did I? Must have had a lucid in-
terval.”

“You’re not sorry you've come?”

“Well, I'm not sorry to be seeing
you. We'll let it go at that.”

“I'll let anything go but you.
Where are your traps? We'll have
them brought up here and ”

“Sorry to differ with you; but the
traps and I are going somewhere else.
If you want to see me in a new role
the pleasure is yours. I'm a butter-
fly., I'm in the act of flitting from
flower to flower.” He waved his
hand airily. “I am literally here to-
day, and, just as literally I shall be
gone to-morrow. And with a right
good will I'll be going, too,” he added,
in an undertone.

“Back to the ranch?” said Atherton.

“Yes, in short order! Fact is, this
sort of life is worse than I thought it
was; and heaven knows—or at least
you know—that I thought uncom-
monly ill of it. No, my dear boy, I
prefer a country where men and
women have the courage to be either
good or bad and are not everlastingly
teetering and tiptoeing along on a
fence.”

“Oh, come now!” protested Ather-
ton. “You're the same old pessimist
on the same old subject. It's not so
bad as all that. Try it a while and
see if you don’t change your mind.”

“No, thank you, I don’t like the
brand.” He sniffed reflectively. “Speak-
ing of brand,” he said, “you’ve changed
yours.”

“Oh, yes—here, try some and see
how vou like it. Look at that, will
you? Very same old pipe I cut my
teeth on out there in the cabin, where
you taught me a thing or two worth
knowing.”

“You’ve strayed pretty far from
any teaching of mine,” said Bucklev,
rather grimlv: and he looked around
the luxuriously furnished room.

“T hope not.” Atherton straight-
ened himself with a quick touch of
pride.

Buckley looked at him searchingly.
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Then his eyes softened and he gave
a half sigh of relief.

“No matter about the teaching,” he
said. “You're yourself still——"

He stopped abruptly as his hand
rested on a pile of invitations. He
picked them up gingerly, one by one,
studying the addresses as if they were
pictures in which he saw many things.
Atherton smilingly watched him
through the smoke of their pipes.

“How did you do it?” said Buckley,
finally.

“Do what?”’

“Oh, you know. Break into society.
As I remember it, one could get in
only by fasting and prayer and the
peerage — preferably the peerage.
How did you make your entrance?”’

“Mine wasn’t an entrance,” laughed
Atherton ; “it was an invasion.”

“You seem to have landed on your
feet.”

Atherton looked up with quick sus-
picion; but he apparently found it
groundless.

“That is just where I didn’t land,”
he said. ““You know how the old bar-
barians used to swoop down on Rome,
make bonfires out of the palaces and
knock all the bric-a-brac to smither-
eens? Well, that’s the way I invaded
society. Rather strenuous, but it’s the
spirit of the age.”

“How was that ?”

“I don’t think even you would mind
going into society if you could do it as
I did.”

“Going in with fire and sword does
appeal to me. How did you manage
it?”’

“Seriously, Bucklev,” said Ather-
ton, “I’d like to tell you all about it.”

“Fire away, then, why don’t you?
You say that’s vour method.”

“It was in this case, at least. But,
see here,” he blurted out. with an un-
comfortable laugh, “I've got to men-
tion afternoon tea and ?

Bucklev stared. Then he laughed.

“T’Il bear up,” he said.

“But will vou take the thing seri-
ously and—"

“Can’t think of anvthing T’d take
more seriously than an afternoon tea.”
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“The reality, perhaps; but not the
mention of one—not that it’s the tea
that I want you to take seriously;”’
and Atherton suddenly began to laugh
himself. *“At any rate, not the one
where I made my début. That was the
time I did my little fire and sword act.
Do you remember Sanford?” he sud-
denly asked. “John C. Sanford—a
mine owner up in the Burnt Canyon
district? He stayed over a couple of
nights with us when he was out there
looking over his claims and stopping
leaks in the way the thing was run.
Oldish sort of man from New York,
with white hair and a black mustache,
who asked us why we were going to
the devil out there. And you said it
was because it seemed the likeliest way
of getting away from him. The devil,
not Mr. Sanford.”

“Yes, think I do remember him.”

“Well, as soon as I got here I went
down to the bank with my letters and
so on, and the first man I met was our
friend Sanford.”

“You told me that in your letter;
your one letter which didn’t seem able
to raise any epistolary children.”

“I know, T know. You'll under-
stand when I tell you what I'm going
to. Did that letter mention that Mr.
Sanford took me over to his club for
luncheon? Yes? Well, a week or so
after that, he came up here one day
and smoked my tobacco and somehow
made me talk a straight hour about
you and our life on the ranch. Then
he asked me to drop in at his house
some Friday afternoon. Said his wife
~and daughter would be glad to meet
me and >

“I see. Here enters the afternoon
tea. You went, of course.”

“Yes; but not right away,” pro-
tested Atherton, with an ingenuous air
of not wanting it thought that he
<natched at the invitation. “I really
Torgot about it except at intervals.”

“And the intervals never came on
Friday ?”

“Exactly. Finally one of them
made a mistake and got here late one
Friday afternoon, just in time to call

a cab—"
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“Call a cab,” dreamily murmured
Buckley, his eyes half closed. He
opened them again with a start and
said: “Well ?”

“Well—when I got to the house it
was already dusk. In the corner of
the hall there was a dull light sifting
through one of these hanging Persian
lamps. A man took my coat and then
led the way to the corner where the
lamp was. There was a doorway
there and a rather narrow, arched pas-
sage leading into a jolly, big library,
full of books and big chairs and the
flicker of a wood fire.  Just inside the
room at the end of the passage was a
young lady sitting at a tea-table.
There was a lot of glass and china.
At least it seemed a lot afterwards.”

“Did you take in all those details
at first sight? You're an undeveloped
Sherlock Holmes.”

“N-no, I don’t know. At any rate
they were there. And, oh, yes! 1
forgot to say that there were curtains
hanging at each end of the passage-
way and the devil’s own invention was
on the floor.”

“The devil’s?”

“Yes, sir! the devil's. Don’t you
believe any tommyrot about hell being
paved with good intentions, Buckley.
I tell you it’s paved with Oriental rugs
laid loose on a glassy, hardwood floor.
As for the skating down there—well,
I know all about it. When my foot
struck the hither end of the rug in
that passageway, I learned what skat-
ing was. I had been advancing with
the light and airy grace peculiar to
me, but when I set foot on that rug
I turned into a cannon-ball express.

“I think my right foot got into the
library first. It must have been about
the height of your head. But it didn’t
have much the start of the rest of me.
As T went through the door I instinc-
tively clutched the portieres. Even
a man in his senses would have done
that. I don’t claim to have been in
my senses; so, of course, I grabbed
the curtains as I went by.

“Talk about broken reeds, Buckley.
I don’t know the first thing about
reeds, but I've a liheral education in
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the meannesses of portieres. The
blamed things ought to have stopped
me in my mad career, you know, but
not they! They seemed to think I
was on my way to a picnic and they
promptly went along.

“Say, Buckley,” said Atherton, lean-
ing forward and shaking his head im-
pressively, “it was a picnic, now I just
tell you! The confounded portieres
broke loose from their moorings and
if we didn't everlastingly smash
things up! We landed on the tea-
table. I think my right foot went
clear across it. I haven’t more than
a vague, nightmarish idea of that stage
of the game. The old curtains were
over my head and I couldn’t see. I
could just hear an awful hullaballoo;
things smashing and people screaming.
Iispecially somebody yelling ‘Fire! ”

“There’s always some fool that does
it,” said Buckley, “no matter what hap-
pens; a cloudburst or a cat having a
fit.”

“But this time there really was a
fire,” explained Atherton. “At least
it was an incipient case. You see,
when I struck the tea-table and scat-
tered things like a lot of dead leaves
before a jigamaree wind, the candle-
sticks”—he threw up his hands—“well
they also ran. They landed, I am told,
in the lap of—of the young lady I had
seen sitting at the tea-table. She had
on these fluffy, lacy things that women
wear, you know, and the damned can-
dles set them on fire.”

“Gee!” said Buckley.

“Yes,” Atherton went on; “wasn’t
that the—well, to get on with my
story. I tore at those confounded por-
tieres until I got my head out. It
couldn’t have been more than a few
seconds (though it seemed an hour),
for the girl was standing right beside
me, awfully white, but trying to beat
out with her hands a pretty good-sized
flame here.” Atherton laid his hand
on his breast.

“What did you do?” asked Buckley,
rather sternly.

“Why, I had the curtains all mud-
dled around me, and I couldn’t wait to
get them off to put them around her,
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so I took her right into my arms.
That smothered the flames and I put
out the sparks with my hands.”

Buckley merely grunted and turned
in his chair. Atherton went on.

“Wasn't that the devil of a row to
kick up?” he said. “You never saw
such a scene of rack and ruin. We
all—there were some other people
there—stood kind of dumb for a min-
ute after I'd put out the fire in the
dress—they call ’em gowns now,
Buckley—then the girl held out her
hand to me and began to thank me.”

“Humph!” murmured Buckley.

“Wasn't it white of her?” said Ath-
erton.

“Training! Habit! Form!” grunt-
ed Buckley.

i Atherton flushed up; but he bit his
ip.

“Well, training, or habit, or form,
or all of them together, weren't enough
to make the rest of them equally white,
even though it wasn’t their china I'd
smashed or their gowns I'd set on fire.
Miss Sanford gathered us around the
fireplace, with our backs to the débris.
I suppose she hoped that that out of
sight would be out of mind. But one
of the young ladies—they’re young
women now, Buckley—wasn’t going
to let me off so easily. She found out
in two questions that Idaho and a
ranch were somewhere behind my New
York début, and that was enough. She
began to guy me about the sportive
ways of cowboys. Said she supposed
I had acquired a taste for broken glass
by shooting the gas-globes and bar fix-
tures to bits when my temper was ruf-
fled. Maybe I didn’t get ruffled then!
I never knew anyone more expert in
rubbing it the wrong way.”

Atherton spoke so hotly that Buck-
ley smiled.

“There seems to be a feather or two
still out of place,” he said.

“Perhaps there is. You see, it
was bad enough to have made the
break——"

Atherton broke off with a laugh.

“Good Lord!” he said. “For
months nobody could use that expres-
sion without getting a howl of unholy
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glee and advice to ‘see Atherton.” I
was recommended as an authority on
breaks. ‘When Atherton makes a
break,” they’d say, ‘there’s nothing for
the rest of us to do but pick up the
fragments and there are generally
twelve baskets full.’”

Buckley chuckled.

“Oh, go ahead!” said Atherton, re-
signedly. “Don’t mind me. I'm used
toit. But—I want to tell you the rest.
You see—that day—I stayed after the
others had gone.”

His boyishness had disappeared
now, except for the ready color which
flushed his cheeks.

“I suppose,” he said—“I suppose
I've loved her ever since.”

Buckley did not move except to
lower his eyelids until Atherton could
see only a narrow glint of light be-
tween them.

“She was so straight and square
and kind, God bless her! From the
very start, she somehow identified her-
self with my side of the exploit. I
don’t know how. I only know that
after a little while she was as much a
target for the chaffing as I was.
When people guyed me, she diverted
part of it to herself by making irre-
sistibly funny exaggerations of what
she had said and done. She actually
deceived my own common sense—for
a while. 1 was so confounded busy
listening to her and laughing at her
that I didn’t see she was taking a big
share of the ridicule—good-natured
ridicule, T’ll admit—all of which
should have been directed at my de-
voted head. When the truth came to
me, Buckley, I—hated myself and,”
his voice dropped, “I worshiped the
little girl.”

He looked up almost defiantly ; but
his lip was unsteady.

“She ’s square, I tell you, Buckley;
dead square.”

The older man said nothing. He
had been watching Atherton through
his narrowed eyelids, but now he raised
them and looked out of the window at
the soft gleam of the cathedral spires
against the blue sky.

gﬁlt was early last spring,” laughed
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Atherton, “that I made my début. 1
don’t know whether I've made myself
conspicuous, this summer, by my pres-
ence wherever the Sanfords have been ;
but I've been present all right. They
came back to town a few weeks ago
and I came, too.”

Atherton stopped as if the long lack
of response oppressed him. After a
moment Buckley turned.

“And you hadn’t said——" he be-
gan.
“No,” said Atherton, whom the half-
expressed question started off once
more. “I was afraid to. It was only
yesterday that I realized how she had
stood by me. That made me hope a
little and it made me determined to
have her, too, even if I had to move
heaven and earth and the other place.
So, last night I told her and—
and ?

“And it's all right now, eh?”’ with
a quizzical little laugh.

“Yes,” admitted Atherton, trying
not to look absurdly proud and by no
means succeeding.

He went to the desk, drew the pho-
tograph from its hiding place and
handed it, without a word, to Buck-
ley. The latter put down his pipe and
studied the picture silently. After
what seemed a long time, he handed
it back. His face looked somehow
older and his eyes more wistful.

“Well?” said Atherton.

“If it were anybody but you,” said
Buckley, “I should be tempted to
knock him down.”

“But—why—what——"" stammered
Atherton.

“I should think he deserved it for
his presumption in wanting to marry
a girl like that,” said Buckley, with a
half-serious laugh.

“Then you—--"
eagerly.

“My dear boy,” said Buckley, get-
ting up and putting his arm around
the young man’s shoulders; “you
know now why you were made with
knees. Give thanks on them every
day of your life.”

“You never gave me better advice,”
said Atherton, with an awkward

began Atherton,
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squeeze of the hand on his shoulder.
“And that’s saying a good deal. But,
| say,” he added, “now you’ll let me
send for your traps, won't you ?’

Buckley shook his head.

“But why?”

“Can’t!” shortly. “You’re going to
dine with me, aren't you? Ive a
berth on the nine o’clock train for the
West.”

“We'll dine together, of course.
But see here! | cant let you go.
Why won't yon stay ?”

“Why----- ”  Buckley hesitated.
“Why, | had other reasons, of course,
but | appear to have added another
which,” he smiled ironically, “seems
to make me out a good deal of a cad.
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And yet, the poor devil with the
crumbs, you know—well, | expect
even those crumbs would have tasted
better on his own table than under
that other table with its feast and all
that. No, my boy, you've got what
you deserve and I'm bully glad. But
it makes me want what | unfortunately
do not deserve and cannot possibly
have. The sensation,” with a solemn
shake of the head, "is very unpleas-
ant.”

“Nonsense! what makes you say that
you can't----- 7

“There, there!” interrupted Buck-

ley. “There’ll never be two debuts
like yours, Atherton. Where shall we
dine?”

"i TOOK HER RIGHT INTO MY ARMS.”
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A RATTLE OF WHEELS BEHIND HIM CAME TO A STOP.



A SON OF THE SOIL
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F he had been an Italian all the

women in the car would have

thought, “Poor fellow! How un-

happy he looks!” As he was a
Vermonter they glanced at his im-
passive face and thought nothing at
all about him. If he had been an
Italian he would have been thinking
that his heart must break within him.
Being a Vermonter, he was dimly con-
scious of an ache that was almost
physical and of a sick repugnance to
the scene about him, but set his teeth
grimly and tried to think of something
clse. For one thing, there was noth-
ing new in either the scene or the re-
pugnance. He had been coming down
on those cars at that time of the morn-
ing all winter long, and had hated it
the first time as he did now. There
was no reason in the sudden fury of
unhappiness that swept over him; and
so, being a Vermonter, he braced him-
self against all the hateful noises and
ugly sights and disagreeable smells,
and prosaically laid the intensity of his
feeling to a late supper. Moreover, he
reasoned, there could be nothing in-
tolerable in what he saw—an ordinary
surface car full of ordinary people go-
ing to work, the whole against a slid-
ing background seen in glimpses
through the windows of ordinary

shops on lower Sixth Avenue. As the °

elevated crashed and ground its way to
a standstill over his head every nerve
in Silas’ country-bred body quivered
in protest; but his hard-headed rea-
son insisted, “All" these people don’t
mind it. They’ve lived here all their
lives and stood it and I guess it’s noth-
ing so dreadful!”
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Then he looked about him at the
people in the car and hated them as he
had hated the noise outside. Their
stony indifference to him and to each
other seemed inveterately hostile to
eyes used to the universal country
greeting proffered to all humanity.
The glassy, unseeing stare with which
they regarded the vista of sordid build-
ings whirling by, the fixed pre-occupa-
tion of every one with his own affairs,
seemed to make them an assembly of
strange semi-conscious creatures, any-
thing but human, impossible to move
by any appeal. In contrast to their
immobility and apparent unconscious-
ness of their surroundings he felt him-
self quiveringly open to all impres-

. sions—struck in the face by every

sound of the gong, and blinded by the
huge grotesque advertisements of the
shops. He tried to divert his mind and
succeeded only in attaining a dull en-
durance which lasted until his corner
arrived, and he left the slight shelter
of the car and plunged head over ears
into the tumult of the street. He had
hated it every morning, but to-day it
seemed suddenly that it was too much
for him. He had never thought of
rebelling against his dead father’s
wishes, and he did not think of doing
so now. He had been a docile boy and
the habit was strong within him now
that he was a man. His father had
wished him to come to the city, and
that was the thing to do. It was a debt
he owed the elder man to make up for
what he had missed.

Ever since Silas could remember
there had been periods of fierce bit-
terness when in a few intense words
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his father had rebelled against the fate
that kept him on the farm, always end-
ing with, “Silas shall have the chance!
By gad, Silas shall have the chance!”
It had always been an accepted matter
that Silas should take up his father’s
life where he had been forced to lay it
down, and be the successful business
man his father had always felt it in
him to be; as he grudgingly devoted
his keen mind to the rotation of crops
and applied to the economical con-
struction of a silo, energy which he felt
instinctively was destined for the man-
agement of great affairs. It was char-
acteristic of his surroundings and
training that Silas had never thought
consciously of the greatness of the
sacrifice his father had made in leav-
ing the business life where he had be-
gun so brilliant a race towards suc-
cess, and coming back to the hillside
to take care of his invalid parents.
They were too weak to run the old
farm themselves, but clung passionate-
ly with every fibre to the soil. It
would have been worse than death to
take them away into an alien atmos-
phere.

Silas had always taken it for grant-
ed that when a man’s duty was as plain
as that, it was a matter of course that
he should do it; but to-day, as he
threaded his way through the huge
packing boxes on the sidewalk in the
lifeless, dun-colored air of one of the
big wholesale streets, he had a sud-
den sense of what a lifetime spent in
uncongenial surroundings meant. He
wondered with a quick rush of sympa-
thy if his father had hated the farm as
much as he hated this, and he thought
of the stern, bitter line of the mouth
with a new comprehension of the re-
volt and rebellion which had burned
beneath it. Into this unhappy and
turbulent brooding, there suddenly
came something that made him gasp
and stand still. He did not know for
an instant what it was, and then he
recognized, with a mounting wave of
emotion, the smell of arbutus. It made
him faint for a moment and relaxed
all his joints as though he were in-
haling chloroform. He leaned against
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the wall and watched the florists
wagons go by, coming from some
ferry landing. For a fraction of time
it really seemed to him that he lost
consciousness.

When he came to himself and
walked on, he felt singularly calmed
and lighthearted. He tried to reason
himself out of this mood as he had out
of the other; but reason as he might,
he felt a great serenity as though he
had taken a new decision, which was
to assure his happiness.

As he worked at his invoicing during
the morning this feeling grew, al-
though with it came back his sick dis-
taste for the gloom of the warehouse,
the hurry and clatter about him, and
the hard, pale, eager faces coming and
going feverishly. The head of his
department came by and looked at him
curiously.

“You look pale, Clinton,” he said.
“What's up ?”

The words were kind but the
brusque, impersonal manner prevented
Silas from making more than a per-
functory answer. The chief went on,
but as the hour came for closing (it
was Saturday and everyone had a half
holiday) he came again to Silas and
proposed, in the same dry and curt
manner, that he take a week’s vacation.
“It’s a slack time now till that cargo
of stuff comes in, and I'd rather have
you away now than later.” He was
already turning away as Silas thanked
him in tones he tried to make as curt
as the other’s. But in spite of him-
self something caught in his throat and
he felt a stinging in his eves.

It was all a dream to him from the
time he left the warehouse till he found
himself in the Grand Central Station—
a dream of noise and hurry and fever-
ish unrest of which the scene in the
depot was the climax—the rushing in
and out of trains, the clatter of open-
ing and closing gates, and above all
the grotesque and ant-like activity of
the crowds. They seemed to his over-
strained eyes to be running in and out
and back and forth in the same mean-
ingless, foolish fever shown by bees
about to swarm.
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at the violet shadows filling all the hol-
lows and at the luminous haze cover-
ing the mountains on the other side of
the valley.

A rattle of wheels behind him came
to a stop and one of his former neigh-
hors called to offer him a lift. He was
a man of sixty, with smooth-shaven
lips and a shrewd eyve. He looked
keenly at the young face next to him,
and after a few words about crops and
weather inquired, casually: “There
ain’t nothin’ the matter, be they? Ye
ain’t hum to stay?” Silas answered
as he had the men at the station, “Oh,
no, just back on a vacation.”

“Yer ma'll be real glad to sce ve.
She’s been pretty lonesome this win-
ter. That hired man—he's a smart
hand to work, but he’s a Canuck, an’
he ain’t no gret for company.”

The old man fell into a ruminative
silence, twitching the reins and cluck-
ing to the horse from time to time, but
not otherwise disturbing Silas, who sat
tensely waiting for the turn in the road
which should show him his own home.
When this came he drew a long breath
and leaned back in the secat very
quietly.

The horse jogged on. Silas did not
wait for it to stop before jumping out
and running up the walk to the side
door. This was open to the mild early-
spring air, but the room inside was
empty. Silas dropped his bag and
overcoat here, and went rapidly
through the dining-room to the
kitchen. No one was there, but a
voice from the pantry called, “That
vou, Jombaptiste?” The young man
went quietly and stood in the door
without speaking. His mother was
skimming the milk and did not change
her position till she had finished the
pan and set it carefully back on the
shelf. Then she wiped her hands on
her apron and turned about slowly.

“Why, Silas!” she said; “Why, my
son!”

They kissed each other soberly, and
hefore his mother could inquire, Silas
said again for the third time, “Nothing
is the matter, Mother., I'm getting
along fine. Just back on a vacation.”
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“Oh, Silas,” exclaimed his mother,
“I am so glad to see you! Are you
well? You look so pale!”

They went into the sitting-room and
Silas’ mother began asking eager
questions about city life and interrupt-
ing herself to complain that Jombap-
tiste was careless in feceding the horses.

After tea Silas set out to make a
tour of the farm buildings. In the
cow-barn he frowned at evidences of
Jombaptiste's  shiftlessness, but his
eves lighted up at the sight of three
fine new calves disporting themselves
with their usual graceful angularity,
and staring at him with luminous eyes
out of the dusk. Among the horses
he lingered long.  Old Daniel’s split
hoof nceded more treatment, he de-
cided, and found the vaseline on the
same shelf he had always seen it since
he was a boy. Jenny was in prime
condition—his mother was mistaken
about Jombaptiste's not giving enough
hay—but the two bay colts needed
exercise. They should be doing the
harrowing.

He walked about, touching every-
thing, examining the harness and look-
ing to see how much hay was left from
the winter's feeding. A new vigor
filled him; a rush of keen interest and
zest in life came over him. He stood
in the doorway and planned how he
should arrange the crops, if he had it
to do. He thought of his grand-
father's pride in the “Great Meadows,”
as they had alwayvs been called, and
meditated ways to improve them. It
came to him suddenly and as a new
shock that he would be invoicing goods
and that it would he Jombaptiste who
would cut the hay this year.

A moment later he wondered if
Jombaptiste gave the pigs enough to
cat. Going down to the pig-pen he
leaned over and scratched one of them
with a long stick. The first time he
had ever done it came into his mind—
once as a I'ttle hoy, when his father
had lifted him up. The satisfied grunt
of the animal sounded exactly the
same to him as it had that first time.

He stood by the pig-pen a long
time, till dusk had quite fallen and the
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largest stars were out. Then he went
into the house and went to bed. He
discovered that he was very sleepy.
Although his mother came by his door
only a few minutes later, he was al-
ready in a doze as she said good-night
and a moment later had slipped quick-
ly into a sound, dreamless sleep.

He woke as suddenly—quite wide-
awake, and lay still for a moment try-
ing to remember where he was. The
room was full of the soft diffused
glow of mountain starlight, and he
recognized all the familiar furnishings
at once. He sat up in bed, his heart
beating furiously. It was as though
someone had called to him. He felt
suffocated and went hastily to the open
window, leaning half out of it. It was
a quiet night, so still that the murmur
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of the river far down in the valley
could be distinctly heard, the only
sound in the breathless silence. The
whole valley lay before him, so famil-
iar that every turn and curve of it was
a part of his consciousness.

For a long time he knelt by the win-
dow in a tumult of emotion. A hard,
unyielding barrier seemed to have
broken within him, swept away by a
warm rush of some new feeling, inex-
pressibly grateful and welcome.

The old cat that had been his grand-
father’s favorite suddenly jumped in
at the other window and coming over
to the boy rubbed himself against his
bare feet. At the touch of the soft,
warm fur, Silas gave a half sob, and
catching up the cat, held it to his face.

“Tommy,” he said, in an unsteady
voice, “oh, Tommy! It’s not a vaca-
tion! I've come home to stay!”

[3
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CONSUMMATION

BY E. B.

Is it true

I OOK in mine eyes, Beloved!
That you and I have found each other now?
And when I smooth the dear hair from your brow,
Do I touch you and not the shadow of you

That I have known in dreams the slow years through?
My soul made long ago its maiden vow
Before no other than its mate to bow
In spiritual submission ; for it knew—
Beloved Brother of the Inner Shrine!—
That in the long procession of the years,
Slow with the weight of destiny’s arrears,
One laurel-crowned would bring me what was mine.
So I will offer incense to the spheres,
And drink with you Love’s sweet and bitter wine.



“ ‘child of the dead,’ she croaked."
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HEY had left us alone to-
gether in the dining-room,
me and Colin Fonnereau.

He was to be married the
next day, while | was to be best man.
He had written to me a month or so
ago asking me to come down and as-
sist, and | had consented, a trifle sur-
prised, a trifle curious; for | had seen
next to nothing of Colin Fonnereau
since the old days in St. John's Wood,
and, as for his people—I knew hardly
anything about his people, but | had
often wondered.

We had been at school together, and
then | had missed him, till he turned
up at St. John’s Wood. | discovered
him one morning in the barrack-yard
—my bedroom window overlooks it.
I knew his walk and that he was sol-
diering. “Of course that fellow over
there is Colin Fonnereau!” said |.
The club Army List confirmed this
verdict; so | went over to Ordnance
Road next morning, and we fell round
each other’s necks.

For three years afterwards V Bat-
tery was stationed near my rooms.

The whole turnout passed my win-
dows every other morning; Colin, a
useful-looking subaltern, bobbing in
his saddle beside the lumbering guns;
on Sundays, with a plume a foot long
in his busby, and a chest gorgeous
with gold braid, he would often go by
leading his men to church.

During those three years Colin and
I saw much of one another, nearly as
much as at school. | liked him. |
never quite understood him, | admit;
but we were very friendly all the same.
He was one of those men whose peo-
ple only exist on paper. He had a
father and a mother; their place, Fon-
nereau Hall, was somewhere in Hamp-
shire. He used to go down there oc-
casionally, but he never spoke about
the place, and only very seldom about
his people. T took him to see my
own; he used to dine at Manchester
Square with us once or twice a week.
Tknew all there was to know of him
in town, but outside—well, outside,
Colin Fonnereau did not exist: and |
never asked questions. Once he did
say just before leaving: “I’'m going
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down to my people’s; I'd ask you as
well, but it isn’t any fun—none at all.”
And then the peculiar look in his eyes,
that peculiar look which we could
never account for, deepened. He
seemed distressed: so I changed the
subject at the double ; but, all the same,
he might have spoken out. He had
known me long enough and well
enough. Again I caught his eyes, and
1 felt sorry for him.

Colin had always had those eyes
even at school. We never quite
agreed about them. The boys used to
call him Stowaway—there was a pic-
ture of one in a book, with eyes some-
thing like—till he made ninety-four
against Repton. Then we called him
Slogaway ; but Colin didn’t seem to
care. He had other peculiarities as
well. Looking-glasses appeared to
worry him; the one in his study was
never hung, and only used when really
necessary.

V Battery had at last gone abroad
to Umballa, and for years I had seen
nothing of Colin Fonnereau. We had
exchanged a letter .or two, and my
people got cards at Christmas. That
was all, till a note arrived telling me
that he was shortly to be married, that
he regarded me as his oldest and most
intimate friend, and would I therefore
kie me to Fonnereau Hall for the wed-
ding, and assist thereat as grooms-
man? Of course I accepted.

By special request I set out some
days in advance of the actual cere-
mony. Colin met me at the station
and drove me over. His greeting was
of the warmest, his spirits high.

“I am awfully glad you could man-
age it,” he said, as we stepped into the
cart. “I’ve been slack about writing
—a soldier’s life’s rather unsettled,” he
explained.

I replied that my present dignities
were proof sufficient that he had not
forgotten me.

“Madge is to dine with us to-night.
You'll like her,” he said. alluding to
his fiancée.

She was uppermost in what fol-
lowed. His eyes were quite clear, no
trace whatever of the old trouble
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in them as he rattled on about the
future—light-heartedly, hopefully, just
as any other man of his years and
prospects might have done. Colin
Fonnereau, like the rest of them, had
become commonplace, monotonously
happy.

Four miles of country road and
bare lanes under a pale January sky,
and we reached the Hall—a grey old
house standing in a deal of ground
and built round the four sides of an
inner court. The main entry to this
formidable pile was reached through
an arched gateway surmounted by an
ivy-covered clock-tower. The place
was Tudor-Gothic and heartily pictur-
esque.

“You don’t know my people,” said
Colin, sobering, as- the wheels ground
over the graveled quadrangle. We
pulled up, and he jumped out and
passed the reins on to a groom.

I was presented to his mother.
Mrs. Fonnereau, a stately and hand-
some woman well into the fifties, wel-
comed me as an old and valued friend ;
and tempering her cordiality was a
certain high-bred grace of courtesy,
that, besides putting me completely at
my ease, instantly won for her my
whole-hearted devotion.

Old Fonnereau, my host, came in
later with Madge Harewood. He
was very much like Colin; tall,
well set up, and dark complexioned;
but quite grey; and his eyes—well,
Colin’s had a peculiar look in them,
but, compared with his father’s,
they were ordinary—almost ordinary.
Old Fonnereau’s eyes were strange,
disquietingly so. During those first
days I often tried to hit upon their
exact expression, but never quite suc-
ceeded. When he looked at you it
seemed as though something were
dangling between, and that he was
looking at it and not at you. It
wasn’t quite that; but, just then, I
could get no nearer.

Madge Harewood was fond of
Colin; anybody could see it; and he
~was devoted—too devoted, I thought.

“Was the girl good enough?” and I
looked the future Mrs. Colin over
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somewhat doubtfully. Iler eyes met
mine, and she seemed to read the ques-
tion and answer it with a defiant
“Yes !77

We reached my room, and Colin sat
on the bed and smoked a cigarette
while I dressed. He, too, scemed
pleased to have me there. The old
look had come back again; even when
we were downstairs chatting I had
noticed it.

The room we dined in was not the
dining-hall proper, and it was this
especial chamber that Madge Hare-
wood wished to see. Colin humored
her, and after dinner we passed
through the long corridors, endless
in the candle-light. A few paces fur-
ther, and Colin halted, throwing open
the door of a large and formal apart-
ment. This hall was hung with family
portraits, and was mainly remarkable
for its size. Madge Harewood slipped
a hand through Colin’s arm, and he
smiled. He had not smiled before.

There were quite a dozen Fonner-
eaus on the walls and over the gallery
at the end, and all were pleasant
enough fellows till we came to the
more recent ones ; and here we paused.
Madge Harewood paused, and I
paused, and Colin faced them—and in
his eyes! I understood. All those
men in bygone fashions had the same
look, the same premature grey hair,
and their eyes were worse, infinitely
worse, than old Fonnereau’s—filled
with the same nerveless dread of some
spectral object dangling in mid-air.

“You’d better go,” said Colin.
“You are tired, little girl, and you
had best say ‘good-night, I think.
There are important things to be done
to-morrow, you know. And, besides,
we two fellows are apt to smoke you
out with our smelly pipes, even if we
doE’t bore you to death with our shop-
talk.”

He smiled at her almost appealingly
and his mouth wreathed upward at
the corners, though his eyes bore a
solemn look.

Madge glanced at him quickly and
saw that he genuinely desired to be
alone with me.

THE METROPOLITAN MAGAZINE

“Very well, sir,” she replied, “if you
have grown tired of me already »

“Madge!” exclaimed Colin, an ag-
grieved expression clouding his face.

She pretended to pout for an instant
and then breaking into one of her
liquid ripplings of laughter, ex-
claimed:

“You silly old goose.
idea of remaining to be ‘smoked out,
and cheerily bidding us *“good-night,”
she tripped lightly toward the half
opened door and was gone.

“She’s an angel, old chap,” sighed
Colin, and I noted the familiar, inde-
finable expression creeping back into
his eves as the girl's footfalls died
away in the corridor.

“Can you listen to the story of these
portraits ?” he resumed.

I nodded.

We were seated in that splendid
room, the old portraits lookihg doubly
sober in their brilliant setting, and, if
the story he now unfolded was wild
and horrible, a thing to shudler at,
it must have been the lights, the secur-
ity born of so much radiance, that
nerved me through the terrors of
those hours.

“I must go back,” Colin began, “to
him”—he pointed to the first of the
later Fonnereaus as he spoke. “He
is bad enough, and he is only the son!
The other is not here; he was never
painted. Downstairs there is a minia-
ture of him, as a young man, done be-
fore he went away—good-looking he
must have been, and there’s a touch
of the dare-devil in his dark face.
He was a soldier in the East India
Company’s Service, and exceptionally
able, I believe; was at Plassey with
Clive, at Wandewash with Coote, and
when there was no fighting to be had,
he would get leave and work for the
Company outside their territories, dis-
appearing into Berar or Oude, and
coming back with valuable informa-
tion. The French and the native
Princes feared him; but, knowing
many languages and possessing a
genius for disguise, he came through
unhurt. An account of three of these
excursions may yet be read among

I had no

*y



Drawn by Orson Luivuit.

'"“WE REACHED TIIE FLANK OF GOPHAR-LA. TIIE MIGHTY PEAK THAT OVERLOOKS
THE SACRED CITY OF LHASA.””
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the Company's reports. His last jour-
ney was to the North into the strange
countries that enclose the Himalayas,
and when they found him again, he
was like that"—again Colin pointed
to the stricken man's son. “He was
like that—only worse—far worse!
He had set out young, vigorous, alert;
he came back bowed as if with age,
his hair white, his face sunken and
furrowed, his mind disordered, and
peculiarly horrible must have been the
expression of his eyes. For the lids
had been slit across the middle, and
were now but half-healed. He is
said to have tottered into the station
without knowing it for what it was;
as though he had been led to a point
in the road and left to take his chance.
Thus he returned again, and no one
knew where he had been or what great
trials had so changed him; for he
had no answer to the questions they
put, and he was alone; he knew noth-
ing, his memory and with it his whole
past seemed lost to him, nor did he
even recognize the friends into whose
care he had come. They sent him
home after a while, to this house; and
here he was won back to some sem-
blance of life by the devoted woman,
whom, later on, he married—the
mother of his son. He lived here
quietly for a number of years, he and
his wife and the boy, and then one
night he blew his brains out.

“He had remembered. He left
papers behind him, the ink almost wet
on the last sheets:; and then those
others knew his story—our story—
the nightmare that has made us what
we are. He had lived in a merciful
darkness for ten years, and suddenly
his memory had come back to him.
But this is what he wrote——"

Colin had sprung from my side to
the tiny escritoire that stood, almost
lost, in a corner of the dining-hall.
He had the key by him. I followed
close; watched him unlock the panel
that dropped forward, then saw him
grope for the spring that opened the
secret drawer beyond. At last he
found it; and now the pair of us were
stooping over a bundle of papers, time-
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stained and worn with use. He
brought these back with him, loosened
the ribbons that held them together,
and began his pitiful story afresh,
reading aloud from the faded manu-
script on his knee.

“‘I was looking into our boy’s face
that is so like your own, my poor wife,
my dearest; that has your tender eyes,
and the sweet air I love so well.

“‘I was looking into our boy’s face;
he had come into the dining-hall with
the mirrors. For a moment he
stopped short, gleefully regarding
himself the while; and then he cried
for you and dropped to the ground
in a swoon. You know so much;
but not the reason of his terror.
Only I—it is only I who know that.
I was looking into his face, I marked
how his eyes changed, growing wide
and fearful with apprehension—there
was something familiar in this discov-
ery, in the cause of it as well. I won-
dered, I tried to recall, tried with all
my might—and then the mists, the
mists that these many years have
barred me out from life, melted away
and I remembered. I, too, was look-
ing into a mirror—endless mirrors
that would not leave me—not here in
the white light of day, but in the red
light of hell! The boy swooned, and
you came to him. I watched you
bathe his face, and, when he opened
his eyes, saw how he drew back and
fled the room. “I will not stay here
with these,” he cried: “I will not see
myself—never—never!” And after
that all the mirrors were curtained.

“‘They were curtained; but no one
knew why this was done, why the boy
had fallen to the ground, and why
now had come into his eyes the strange
look that all feared. None knew but
I, who had been dead these many
years, and who am once more living
—I, who have cheated Death! For
did I not die that far-away day when
they, the red lamas, led me through
their hideous temples, through their
thrice-cursed city that they call holy,
led me up to the temple-palace of
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Potala that is hewn out of the live
rock and stands high above the city.
They led me to the gilded roof with
the giant Buddha, so that they might
fling me into the pit where I died
slowly. My eyelids were slit and
nailed back so that I should see all.
It was like a dream, but it was no
dream; for my eyelids are scarred,
and I have been dead for ten years,
and I am bowed and old and white.

“‘But this is what I remember.
We had gone north from Patna into
the mountains of Bhutan:; and yet
further north into the bleak and arc-
tic country of the lamas. 1 had heard
much of their temples and mysterious
wonders of their sacred city and was
eager to learn more. At first we
came to monasteries, I and my ser-
vants; and there they prayed us to
return, urging that the country was
bare and difficult, and full of dangers
from roving bands of armed outlaws.
But the more they prayed, the greater
waxed my curiosity, and, feeling that
I could fare no worse than I had al-
ready fared in their inclement coun-
try, 1 thanked them for their warn-
ings, yet pressed onwards. We
passed the great lake which they call
Yandok-Chu. and came afterwards to
the town of Chetang, where I crossed
a broad river. Here my Indian ser-
vants, more prudent than myself
turned back, and neither threats nor
silver could move them to continue.
For the people we sojourned amongst
no longer prayed us to return, but
threatened all manner of punishment
should we persist in our ends.

“‘Left to myself, T asked assist-
ance of two pilgrim priests who, like-
wise, were faring to the holy city.
These were well versed in Sanskrit, a
tongue I, too, was familiar with, and,
by their aid I procured fresh servants.
long-haired yaks for my baggage, and
was soon on the road again. The one
priest had hastened on ahead, impa-
tient to reach the end of his pilgrim-
age, but the other was more phleg-
matic: a jolly fellow to all seeming,
who had noted my stock of provisions.
and who laughingly declared that
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where I went there, too, would he go,
for with me he would run no risk of
famine. He cheerily led the way as
our small party progressed slowly
through the mountains, where at last
we reached the flank of Gokhar-La,
the mighty peak that overlooks the
sacred city of Lhasa. I was for press-
ing forward, but the priest demurred.
“The night is falling,” said he, “and
the distance is far greater than it
seems. We will sleep first,” and he
gave orders for a halt. “At sunrise
we will descend,” said he, “and to-
night we will have pleasant dreams:
for to-morrow will be a festival.”
Smilingly he made this answer, and
smilingly he brewed the tea for our
meal—curses on his false face! And
the rest that is shaped like a dream,
but is no dream, must now be written.

“*When I awoke, I was no longer
on the mountain side with my ser-
vants and the priest, but down below
in the city of the lamas. I rubbed my
eves and tancied that I still slept;
and even now it seems as though what
passed was a dream; but when I
think and reason with myself, my
doubts are gone, and my bitterness
wells up twofolded.

“‘T was below in the city, and the
hour was close to noon. The air of
the temple was heavy; I looked about
me, at the stone pillars that were clad
with garments topped by hideous
masks. at the grinning faces that were
suspended from the rafters, at the
silks covered with strange paintings
that hung on the walls. Silent figures
were moving to and fro, and when
they saw me stir they came forward
and made me welcome. I rose, and
the lamas followed me into the small
courtvard outside. The sun was high
in the sky, and therefore T knew that
it must be mid-day: also by my hun-
ger I could tell that it was later far
than my usual hour of waking. They
brought me meat and drink with much
show of civility, giving a courteous
answer to my many questions, and
asking in their turn whence I came
and the nature of my journey. They
were of the red brotherhood of which
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[ had already heard so much, un-
comely and cunning in appearance,
with their yellow skins, small eyes,
and sparse beards; but so cager did
they seem and generous in their hos-
pitality that I lost my natural feelings
of distrust, and secretly wondered
how I had come there, and why 1
was so honored.

“‘I asked for Sherab Gyatso, the
priest with whom I had lain down
to rest the night before: and at this
they wagged their heads and ques-
tioned one another. They did not
know of such an one, they said.
Then I asked how I had come into
the temple, sceing that I was many
miles distant at nightfall, and, so far
as I knew, had not left my camp.
Again they consulted together, agree-
ing at last that they had certainly
found me slumbering in their temple
that morning, nor had any one of
them seen me enter; all of which
caused me great astonishment. But
as I was in the sacred city, the goal
of my wanderings, and about to pene-
trate its many mysteries, I had small
concern. Here, at last, were rest and
ease after my long weeks of hardship,
and I had eaten and drunk in plenty.
The world seemed very good. For
certain my servants and baggage were
wanting, and for these I made inquiry.
But here again the red lamas failed
me. They knew nothing, and had
seen nothing save what had already
passed. Then I told them that I had
lain down to sleep on the roadside, be-
low the crest of Gokhar-La: I, with
the priest Sherab Gyatso, my beasts
and servants, and that I had awakened
to find myself in their midst, and with-
out my companions.

“ “They listened to my strange story
with incredulous gestures, but prom-
ised that thev would send men down
the road in search of my party. This
offer quieted my misgivings and I
sipped my tea, the group squatting
round me, each a cup bhefore him.
Occasionally one would mumble his
devotions, or break off to swing his
praying-wheel, or to tell the beads on
his rosary.
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“‘The news of my waking spread,
and soon more lamas came into the
courtyard, which now grew crowded.
I recalled the promise that had been
made to me, and two men were dis-
patched in search of my baggage and
scrvants. For the present, therefore,
I was free to wander round the sacred
citv as I listed.

**To me this place rather than holy
scemed a fine medley of filth and
devil-worship.  The  temples  were
numerous, and with no great differ-
ence between any one and any other
of them. Fach enclosed some Buddhist
shrine, round which moved the many
pilgrims who had come from far and
near bearing their offerings. Yet to
none of these was shown the same
deference as to myself, an unbeliever
and empty-handed. The red lamas
conducted me from place to place,
cach one with an improving story on
his lips; yet cverywhere I saw the
same tawdry ornament and rude carv-
ing, the same monotonous inscrip-
tions, the same greed for tribute, the
same mocking lip-service of an un-
worthy priesthood. And everywhere
was filth and the unclean odor of gar-
bage. In the narrow strects the peo-
ple came and went, and chiefly con-
spicuous were the soldiery, carrying
matchlocks for weapons with forked
rests of wood bound to them, as did
our arquebusiers of old. Thev were
a motley crew, with pebbles in their
pouches for bullets, and black pow-
der from China.

“‘It was thus that I visited the holy
city, lacking neither in guidance nor
company: vet, anon, I tired of its
sameness, albeit too politic to let those
others know of mv weariness. A
poor reward. after the manv hard-
ships T had suffered, seemed what they
had shown me: and heartily glad was
T when the first part of mv pilgrimage
was ended. There remained yet the
famous temple-palace of Potala, which
is hewn out of the live rock whereon
it stands: and here T was told the
Grand Lama himself awaited me and
would give me audience. They spoke
much of the splendors of this palace,
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and, indeed, they had been lavish in
their praise of all I had already seen;
for these people regarded their poor
buildings as of an extreme grandeur,
nor was it fitting that I should unde-
ceive them, though sorely tempted.

“‘We now left the heart of the city
and reached the foot of that rocky
cminence, whose crown is the stone
temple of the Dalai Lama. The nar-
row pathway was worn smooth by the
fect of the many pilgrims who make
this journev. One behind the other
we ascended till we were joined by a
party from above, who, after the
proper salutations, returned to the
great gateway that opens on to an
inner court. More like a small city
than aught else is the temple of the
Grand [Lama. He himself stood there
to receive me, in robes of vellow silk,
richly jeweled and embroidered, and,
amidst the crowd of many-colored
lamas that was about him, I fancied I
saw the grinning face of Sherab
Gyatso, and the face of that other
priest who had hurried forward from
Chetang. But for these I had no
eves, seeing that the great man whose
life has no end was before me, the
Pope of this heathen race. He was
very old in appearance, yet erect in
despite of his years, and taller by a
head than any around him, his loose
robes making of him a majestic figure.
Yet was he not so tall as I.

“‘The Dalai Lama’s greeting was
of a dignity in keeping with his great
station. He himself led the way to
an apartment where tea was served
to us, and where discordant music was
made. There he asked me many
questions, displaying a great subtlety
in the wording, and drew from me a
confession of the wanton curiosity
that had guided me to his holy city,
where the white man was unknown.
Nor was this all; for he asked much
of the English and the French, of our
battles. and of the Company’s spolia-
tion of the Indian princes. He lis-
tened, his face heavy with thought, as,
half consenting, half betrayed by the
cunning form of his inquiries, I told
him what T knew. His private in-

THE METROPOLITAN MAGAZINE

formation, however, must have ex-
ceeded the few sources to which I had
access, for often he pressed me on
matters that I had never approached,
nor hitherto regarded as harboring
the lightest political significance. At
his instigation, I was forced to admit
that the Company traded largely, yet
plundered even more, that it scrupled
little so long as the directors and
stockholders divided large profits.
“And vou are one of its servants?”
he asked at last. “A very humble
one,” I replied. Then he left me.

* ‘There was little in that vast pal-
ace, few of its many courts and
shrines that I did not visit; wander-
ing for several hours with my guides,
the red lamas, among those massive
images in bronze, the rude carvings
and gaudy decorations of this city
within a city. Yet what interested
me more than all else was the skill,
the Titanic labor, which had cut these
walls, these terraces, chambers and
courts; these roofs and pillars and
smooth floors out of the solid stone.
There was no doubting this origin.
Often the waters of some deep-set
spring had forced their way through
the discolored rock, and worn a shal-
low channel for themselves to the arti-
ficial loop-hole by which they escaped ;
often I found myself wondering at the
carved pillars that seemed to have
grown up out of the soil, and were
again rooted in the mother-stone over-
head; or, again, at the metallic glitter
of some block of ore or crystal, that,
harder than its fellows, had resisted
the cunning of these mighty burrow-
ers. This palace was indeed a monu-
ment, and vaster even than those ruins
of Greece and Syria that I had lin-
gered amidst on my journeyings of
long ago. I followed its windings
with nothing but amazement, and
never for a moment was I filled with
the weariness that had assailed me
during the earlier half of this tour.

“‘As a last surprise they had re-
served for me the gilded roof of the
innermost temple with its gigantic
image of Buddha, and the wide out-
look over the city and the plain below.
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There I was again to meet the Grand
Lama and his train, tender him my
thanks and make my farewells. I
reached the roof and he was before
me, surrounded by his sword-bearers.
These carried long blades of Chinese
steel, and short knives of the same fine
metal. The spectacle, as the sunlight
shone on the golden floor, on the dull
bronze of the image, on the naked
weapons of the body guard, was bar-
baric and memorable beyond telling.
Far below lay the city and the bare
plain that stretches to the foot of
Gokhar-La, the mountain on whose
rugged flank I had lain down to rest
the night before with Sherab Gyatso,
the priest, my servants, and baggage-
yaks, and where perchance I still lay;
for, try as I might, I yet had some
doubt as to whether or no I were
dreaming, and the Dalai Lama, Lhasa,
the palace itself, part of my dream.
But too solid for any dream, and too
perfect in its order, was this spectacle,
the last my eyes were ever to dwell on
save with terror and the glaze of
Death. For now as I stood smiling
in the face of the Grand Lama, the
soldiers closed round me of a sudden
and bound me with leathern thongs.

“ T asked for an explanation of this
violence, and the Grand Lama an-
swered me. He was no longer the
suave prelate, but dark and threaten-
ing as he replied: “You have come
to report on my land and its riches;
you have come here with no pious
purpose ; you, the servant of the Che-
lingi-pa, of a brigand Company,
boundless in its greed, and knowing
neither law nor pity. You have seen
all; we have been generous, granting
your desires down to the most holy
places of my sacred palace. These,
too, we have shown you; but what
you have seen and learnt shall be lost
to you, for presently you will die.
And listen, it was Sherab Gyvatso, who
is now here, and Phuntshog, the red
lama that was with him, and whom
vou also met on the road, that told
me of vour coming—and now you are
trapped. Say, are we not as cunning
as the Chelingipa$”’
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“‘I listened with what courage I
could as he pronounced this sentence,
and, as his words fell, I knew for cer-
tain that the day’s work was no dream,
but the end of a weli-laid plot. For
I understood now the haste of Phunt-
shog, that other priest who had hur-
ried forward from Chetang to give
notice of my coming; I understood"
now why my false friend, Sherab
Gyatso, had ordered a rest last night
instead of pressing forward; saw
how he had brewed and handed to
me the tea that was drugged, and
how, while I slept deep, he and my
men had carried me to the temple be-
low wherein I had awakened. I knew
now that those other priests had
fooled me with their pretended ignor-
ance, and an empty promise to send
messengers down the road in search
of my recreant servants. I knew all
this; saw it clear and full. And there
was I, bound, and before me the yel-
low faces of the two pilgrim priests
who had led me into this trap. For
they had lost their backwardness, and
now stood hugely content in the fore-
front of my captors.

“‘The hatred that filled me as I
marked them gave me new strength.
I held my head proudly, and looked
fair into the eyes of the Dalai Lama,
crying, “You will do as you will
But if it becomes known that I have
suffered—for the one man you have
slain, there will come ten thousand.”
“Aye, and glad of the pretext,” he
answered, mockingly. And then he
raised his voice: “They will not
know,” said he, “for you will die
alone, and in a far-off land, and with
no witness but yourself — yourself
who will perforce keep silent. You
will die the Other Death, which is two
deaths, the death of the soul and the
death of the body; and the one you
will see with your eves, and the other
will have no meaning.” He turned
from me, and, as I stood wondering
at his strange words, two of his ofh-
cers stepped out with drawn knives.
T was bound and defenceless, and they
slit my evelids through the middle and
pinned the four curtains back against
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the flesh of my brow: and then one
came to me with a hot iron and a
cloth, so that there was little blood.
He it also was that cut my bonds. I
would have sprung forward then with
clenched fists, but the ground under
my feet fell away, and, they forcing
me, I dropped downwards, clutching
wildly at the air at the brink of this
sudden pit into which 1 had been
thrust. Too late! Pain and surprise
had delaved my nimbleness, and
though my hands were flung wide
about me, they but met the dank, re-
lentless stone by which I was encir-
cled.

“‘Past walls, now chill, now the

more cruel for slime, I fell: with here
and there a projection of hard rock
to beat at with my feet, to strain at
with my hands, and then this place
narrowed. I could once more think.
There had been flashing pictures be-
fore, of life, of death, of battle, of
England my home. Now there was
hope. This chimney narrowed, my
descent grew slower. More than once
my feet had rested for a moment on
some outstanding lump of stone, my
torn fingers closed over some rasping
stay ; and then the weight of my body
had dragged me on and on, vet ever
slackening, till at last I stopped short,
breathless, my hcartbeats shaking me,
as with arms and legs thrust out I
held my place. How long—how long
could I fight thus? I Ilooked up.
Far above, in the disc of light over-
head, were dim faces. God, how
cruel they seemed! And for this
punishment I had to thank the Com-
pany and its repute! Would none
rescue me? My strength was little
enough—1I could stay here, how long
—how long? Presently my thoughts
grew less wild. I might descend;
aye, use what force remained to me
for this purpose. It was better than
dropping—whither? Into death and
darkness. I shook the cold terror of
such an end from me. I would act.
While this prison of mine was nar-
row and of rough stone, it was not
difficult to move foot by foot lower
and lower. And so I descended.
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But soon my progress became more
difficult: the chimney widened and
again | came to a standstill pressing
outward with all my strength. Not
for long, however, could I remain in
such a position; for my body grew
leaden, dragging me away at last, and
I began to slip—to slip slowly as I
still struggled. ‘“Whither—whither,”
I cried. Hands and feet did their best,
but they could do little. “lleaven
help me,” I prayed, as the walls went
by. But now their nature changed;
they were no longer of hard stone,
but of some other substance, smooth
and polished and flat, so that I slid
now rather than dropped. Thus I
went onward, my face cold and dewed
with fear and terror, till at last my
one hand lit on a ring, a thick ring
and heavy, that hung from the wall
and which I eagerly clasped, stopping
stock-still and marveling at its pres-
ence.

“Again I rested and looked back.
Above, where the trap through which
I had fallen was still open giving a
small circle of light, I fancied that I
vet discerned the heads of those that
were watching my distress; and below
them were the moist walls of stone
against which my limbs had beaten,
and these merged into a semi-darkness
that grew dim and more dim; yet
there was still enough light to see that
where I hung by my supporting ring
was no stone, but, let into the wall
and square with it, some polished sur-
face of reddish metal.

“‘I looked downwards now, and
the distance seemed endless and
pitchy black but for a point of light
that shone white and clear below.
“If T could reach that!” thought I;
and, no sooner had the words passed
me, than the trap above closed, and
the point below vanished. I was in
the dark, an inky darkness, clutching
at my ring, and wondering how long
—how long could I hold without
dropping! And again the cold terror
of my plight seized on me.

“‘But I was not long to shiver
through this awful solitude, for pres-
ently came light—light from below,
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light from above—how thrown I could
not tell. Reddish it burnt, yet very
steadily ; and then I saw where I was.
This pit might be some natural chim-
ney leading downward from the tem-
ple roof to the foot of the eminence
upon which stood the Dalai Lama’s
palace. It might be natural, but so
diabolic were the contrivances that had
been added, that soon I understood
how exquisite an instrument of tor-
ture now had me for its victim. I
could see the slimy space above, the
cold rock cut and fashioned so that
those bosses and lumps projected
which had gradually stayed me as I
fell, its widths and narrowings.
There was nothing that could support
one for any length of time, but just a
succession of uncertain protrusions
that did their work of arresting the
descent of whosoever fought for his
life against them, so that by degrees
he would come to where I now rested ;
to those polished walls that fourfolded
my disfigured face, and from whence
depended rings like the one that I
now gripped with both my hands, see-
ing myself the whole while with my
large eyes that I could not close, the
wherewithal to close them being lack-
ing.
““Yes, the four walls of my cage
were of copper, and so rarely bur-
nished as to be like mirrors; and there
was I, regarding myself whatever way
I turned, and powerless to look else-
where or to escape the sight of my
own face. As I marked this, making
my discoveries in the red light which
the copper mirrors made more red—
as I looked about me in this hellish
light, I say, I knew at last the full pur-
port of all these preparations. I was
to die here miserably, and, perforce,
was to see myself die; I was to watch

I could not but watch with my un-
covered eves —and wheresoever I
looked would be that other self. And
below me was Death—Death that I
shrunk from, though, heaven knows,
it had been wiser to have met it
straightway ; aye, and a milder ending
than the one prepared for me.

“‘T looked about me more carefully.
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There were rings like my own in
plenty on the near walls, but anon
they ceased, and the naked copper
reached down endlessly. I might
have lowered myself by several ells,
but why waste my strength with this
bottomless pit as sole outlet? I would
be able to hold on where I now hung
for long minutes—a few long minutes
—till I grew faint and fainter; and
all the while my own face would be
looking into mine, would be watching
me, would confront me—all the while.
I could not escape from it. And at
the last, my eyes and those eyes would
call to one another; my eyes and those
eyes would fail and grow dim to-
gether, would together grow void and
lifeless. He—this other man—and I
would do everything together—he and
I, for he was I, and I he—and we were
both of us dying the self-same death.
“‘The longer I clung there, the
more this other self possessed me, till
at last I was no self of my own, but
stayed, intent, wrapt up in him, mark-
ing his every movement, wondering
what next he would do, and what were
the words on his twitching lips—read-
ing the terror, the pitiful terror and
agony that filled him. His face grew
into a book that was written with my
heart’s blood—it had no secrets from
me—it was bare, bare as the soul that
looked out from it! I knew each line,
and every quiver and tightening of its
flesh was some new page that he read
loud to me: and when he fell, and
struggled and fought madly with the
smooth walls—when. open-mouthed
and frantic, he cried to me as he
zained another resting-place — and
fell again, T saw it all with my wide-
open eyes till my brain failed me.””

Colin was speaking in quick gasps.
“Enough—enough!” T had cried when
he stopped short: and now he held
his breath, his head bent forward on
his shaking hands.

Thus we sat mutelv for a while.

“He remembered,” said Colin, at
last, breaking in on our silence, and
calm once more with thought of the
morrow. “He remembered, and blew
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his brains out—and those”’—his move-
ment embraced the portraits that be-
gan with the suicide’s son—"all those
others died by their own hand—my
father’s father, and his father, and
again this one and the son. Now do
you understand why my mother
watches and waits, why her life has so
far been one long martyrdom, is one
of apprehension—and hope!”

“But Madge,” I asked, keeping him
to his point, “where does she come
in?”

Colin moved closer. “You'll see
presently,” he explained. “I had
often suspected something of the sort,
brooding as I did. We all had, but
when I was out in India I made sure.
You remember, the battery was sta-
tioned at Umballa? Sometimes I got
leave and went up there. I could not
help it. The old ground drew me—
Nepaul and British Sikkhim — the
frontiers of Lamaism, that’s all I saw
of it. I learnt the language; I could
even read some of the sacred books.
But little resulted from my pains, till
the day I came to Ghoom. I had been
over the monastery, had explored the
temple—the place, as you may imag-
ine, interested me. However, these
are details. It was on my way back
to Darjeeling, and outside the village,
that I came across a very old woman
who is spoken of by the Europeans of
the district as the Witch of Ghoom.
I had often heard of her, for she seems
to have been planted there for time im-
memorial, but this was our first meet-
ing. :
“It was one of my bad days. I was
tired and depressed; the monastery,
with its all too-familiar images, masks
and tinsel, had reopened the old sore.
They were still there, no penny the
worse, while I——! The witch had
come out to me with her usual crv of
‘Salaam Sahib, backsheesh ?’ but when
she caught my face, her whole man-
ner changed. She spoke a dozen
words, and I saw that she knew me,
knew who it was that was riding by so
sick and desperate. ‘Child of the
dead. she called after me. ‘Child of
the dead,” she croaked. ‘Spirit more
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sad than the eagle, more sad than the
white mountains!’ these Buddhists arc
fond of hyperbole.

“l dismounted and offered her
money, which she refused. ‘From
the dead I ask nothing,’ she said.
And then she ran on, never turning
from my face. ‘It was long ago, and
the Sahib died. He fell, and where
he fell was water, though that he did
not know; and then he was dead.
His soul was dead, only his body was
alive; for he had died the Other
Death. His body they brought back
here, his silent body they led back to
his friends. It is the custom of the
holy city, for they would guard their
secrets. But the Sahib did not die.
He had a son, and you are of his race.
Do I not speak the truth ?’

“So she began, and,” continued
Colin, “she knew the story word for
word; how, instead of going to his
death, my ancestor’s fall had been
broken, and how he had come back,
not alive, but only animate. I told
her how he had been tended. ‘The
love of a woman,” she said; ‘it is that
alone can give life again to such as
you—the love of a woman/!’

“I had often thought as much: I
had often noted how the faces here
changed. My great grandfather mar-
ried without love and his son suffered
as he did, they say—till near his wed-
ding day. The son was wiser; and,
my father, you know. Each wife
that has come to our house with love
in her breast has taken one-half of
the burden from us; has helped build
up the soul that we have lost with her
soul—till now we are whole again.
The witch was right: ‘Let them
marry where they desire, were her
words, ‘and each time their pain will
be less. And you that are nearly as
other men, if you take a wife whose
heart is vour heart, no longer will you
be sad, and vour children will be as
the children of other men. And
that,” concluded Colin, “is why we are
near the end, and why it is Madge,
Madge alone, who has given us our
freedom!”

The candles were burning low now.
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One flamed in its socket and expired.

Another

Colin folded the faded papers on his
knee, and, candlestick in hand, went
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over to the empty grate. The ashes night, in all its naked horror.

CIRCE

BY LEE WILSON DODD

LT. men have sung of Circe; most have seen
Her cruel, sensitive lips, her eyes half green,

Half gold, with feline pupils; most have heard
Her sibilant, sly tongue hissing a secret word.
I, too, have spied her where a marble shell
Spilled turquoise water shimmering as it fell
Into a placid pool with lilies strown;
And | have felt the unsyllabled soft moan
Of wooing doves steal on my senses where
She lav in treacherous beauty, naked and brown and lithe
As the lean, lovely serpents she let writhe
Under her breasts and through her splendid hair.
No hogs saw | low wallowing in the mire:—
Only the sluggish snakes about her zone.
And near that forest where the doves intone,
Voluptuous leopards yawning with desire.

drove up the chimney or fell powdered
guttered and mumbled. between the bars. The story | had
listened to would never be told again
—never as | had heard it that winter's
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SONG of the Storm-spirit given,—
The Tempest’s all-masterful cry:

“Ye rear your proud Babels to heaven
And sndng your strange stars on the sky,—
Vet tell whether architects’ fashion,
Or say if their myrmidons form
A Thing with the primeval passion
To challenge the wrath of the Storm?

“O forth, in your lustihood faring,
To shoulder a struggle with me!
And learn my impetuous daring,
New-born of the Mountain and Sea,—
For he shall be stronger than seven
Who ventures my pozvcr to out-vie!”
A song of the Storm-spirit given,—
The Tempest's all-masterful cry!
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HERE was plenty of game
in the country, but we had
not met with much luck, Ser-
geant Taylor and I, so fol-
lowing the wide trail, the soft soil
scarred and seared by hundreds of
hoof-marks and the deep ruts of the
wagon train where our column had
marched a few days before, we rode
leisurely back towards camp, smoking
our pipes, and chatting on one theme
and another until we came to where
the river wound its sluggish course,
and paused here to let our horses
drink as they stood, knee deep, in the
slow-swirling water of the ford.

“Mr. Kent,” said the Sergeant,
throwing one leg over the pommel of
his saddle, and sitting sideways on his
horse as he knocked the ashes from his
pipe on the butt of his carbine, and put
out his hand for the bag of tobacco I
held towards him, “I suppose the
Major was tellin’ you about the fight
we had once right here? No?” as I
shook my head negatively, looking at
him over my hollowed hands shielding
the burning match—matches were
scarce in that country—as I puffed
away at my newly filled pipe, and then
passed the light to my companion.

Taylor lighted his pipe and carefully
blew out the flame before throwing
the match aside.

“Well, sir,” he resumed, “it wa’n’t
much of a fight as fights go, but the
consequences was interestin’. I.ord
bless me, that was nigh on to twenty
vear ago, and I got this then, or rather
in what followed,” shoving back his

soft hat, and putting his finger on an
old welt of a scar where it ran in a
little ridge back from his forehead in
the thick thatch of iron-gray hair that
covered his head ; then looking up and
down the banks of the stream with
peering, half-closed eyes—“The regi-
ment moved North that summer, and
I ain’t been in this territory since, but
I believe I could find them graves now
if there’s any trace of ’em left.”

“Graves?” said I. “What graves?
Did you lose many men?”

“No, sir. None of our own outfit.
It was a man and a woman we buried
there.”

The Sergeant settled himself back
in his saddle, and with a gentle twitch
of the bridle lifted his horse’s head,
and we splashed on through the ford,
Taylor’s eyes roaming over the oppo-
site bank, evidently busy, aided by the
keen sense of locality born of years of
experience on the frontier, in recall-
ing to his mind the details of the scene
of the adventure he had alluded to,
until, floundering and slipping in the
soft clay, our horses climbed the steep
bank, and we pulled up once more on
top of the bluff overhanging the river.

“Yes, sir, I got it now,” said Tay-
lor, half to himself, and with a com-
prehensive sweep of his arm. “I
r’member that flat there where the
point makes out from, because that’s
where we camped that night, and we
buried ’em there somewhere right un-
der the bluff. I don'’t think we got the
time just now. sir; but mebbe you'd
like to ride out here to-morrow ?”
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I nodded my head in ready acquics-
cence. I scented a story, for the Ser-
geant was evidently in a reminiscent
and talkative mood, and I knew his
peculiarities too well to bother him
with questions, so we rode along to-
gether in silence for a minute or two,
my companion chuckling to himself
at intervals, and twisting the ends of
his heavy mustache, deep in the
thoughts called up in our passage
through the ford.

“Yes, sir,” he said, finally, “it's
funny, though, the Major never told
you about it. He was a lieutenant
then, and a fresh caught one, too, and
for the matter of that I wa’n’t no vet’-
ran neither. Lord! we was just two
kids then, me and the Major. In them
days the army—Ileastways the cav'lry
—had its hands full. You seen a little
what it was like that time you was
with us up North. R’member that
mornin’ on the Sweetwater when the
camp was fired into? Queer, wa'n't
it, how them fellahs disappeared!
Rec’lect how we hunted all over the

TILL WE WAS RIGHT ON ToP OofF 'EM."”

country and never found hide or hair
of 'em?  Well, sir, the time I'm tellin’
about was just before we changed sta-
tions with the Sixth and went North.
There’d been consider’ble of a lull;
the Injuns had been pretty quict, and
we was gettin’ ready for our big move,
when one night word comes to the
post that there'd been a row over near
the Agency, and that a band of young
bucks had broken away, and at last
accounts was makin’ their way South.
B troop from the Agency was in pur-
suit, and orders came to us to head
’em off, and turn ’em back. Well, it
was boots and saddles on the jump,
and in no time C troop was trottin’
out from the post. We was divided
into two parties, one, under the Cap-
tain, startin’ cast for the Upper Cross-
in’, and the Major—I.icutenant he was
then, you know—with twenty of us
goin’ south, following the Big Bend,
with orders to keep clost to the river.
If the Injuns had got across we was
to pursue; if not. we was to lay for
’em there.



THE FOSTER-FATHERS OF C TROOP

“It was just in the gray before sun-
up when we parted company. You
know the shivery kind of feel you
have, sir, when you turn out onex-
pected from your warm bed before
daylight. Well, we all had it, and the
men’s faces looked pale and kinder
drawn up in the growin’ light, and
Billy Donaldson, my bunkie, rode
alongside of me all huddled up in the
saddle, tremblin’ and shakin’ with the
cold.

“Billy was as good a fellow as ever
lived, Mr. Kent, but he would drink,
and drink hard. Now I never seen
any harm come to a man from takin’
a drink now and then, provided he
stopped when he had enough, but poor
Billy was one of them kind of fellows
that never did know when to quit onct
he’d started in. He'd go for months
without never touchin’ a drop, and
then somethin’ or other’d start him,
and onct started he was like a horse
with the staggers—no holdin" him in.

“We was ridin’ along, column of
two’s, the Major leadin’, and I could
see, right up through the middle of
the column, his broad, straight back
swingin’ easy to the trot of his horse.
You know how the Major sits a horse,
sir, but you should 've seen him in
them days when he hadn’t no waist to
speak of, and them long legs of hisn
would wrap 'round the worst bucker
in the redgment till they squeezed the
livin’ breath out of him. I don’t think
the horse was ever raised could throw
the Major in them days, and damned if
I think one could, even now. Well,
as 1 was sayin’, we rode along for
some time when I noticed Billy kind er
leanin’ down behind his file-leader,
keepin’ out of sight of the Major and
fumblin’ inside his blouse, when what
do you think he produced but a glass
bottle—one of them ordinary black
beer bottles—and started tuggin’ at the
cork with his teeth. Now I knowed
blame well there wa'n’t no watter in
that bottle; no, nor no beer, neither,
and I didn’t take time to think what
I was doin’ before I had shcved my
hand right across his bridle arm—I
was ridin’ on his left—and yanked that
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bottle away from him before he could
say Jack Robinson. Lord! but Billy
was mad. He made a sort of dive
at me, but I ducked, and just then
we heard the Major’s voice. Now,
even if he was a kid lieutenant, there
was somethin’ about the Major’s way
of speakin’ that made you feel he
meant business, and that the monkey
with the buzz-saw wouldn’t be in it
with him, onct you got him real riled
up. We of C troop knowed him, and
me and Billy quit right there. I didn’t
dare to throw the bottle away lest the
Major’'d hear the noise, and I was so
scart to have him catch on to what
Billy was up to that I just slipped the
bottle into my pants’ pocket to get it
anywhere out of his sight. He looked
back hard at us for a moment, but
said nothin’ more, and we rode on
meek as two lambs, though I could
see that Billy was boilin’ inside to near
the bustin’ point.

“It was a pretty tough ride. We
kept it up all day, trot and walk, walk
and trot, haltin’ for five minutes or so
every hour to shift our saddles, and
every time we’d dismount that darned
bottle’d clink against somethin’, and
I'd keep that side of me turned towards
my horse lest the Major’d see the bulge
in my pocket. The blame thing was
rubbin’ my leg sore, but I daren’t get
rid of it. Billy sulked awhile, but he
was too good a fellow for his grouch
to last long, and bimeby out comes his
hand, and we have a good grip.
“‘You’re right, Dan,’ he savs, ‘you're
the best friend I've got in the troop.
Keep it from me, and don’t let me even
get a sight of it/ he says. So that
was all right and I felt better, though
I knowed all along Billy’d come round
in course of time.

“It was just about sun-down, and
the horses was all pretty well tuckered
out, to say nothin’ of the men. We
hadn’t struck a sign all dav—we hadn’t
expected to find any much before
comin’ near to where we was then—
but now we moved very cautious,
keepin’ well down between the hills,
and old Sergeant Hitchcock’d gone
on ahead to reconnoiter, for we was
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gettin’ pretty close to the crossin’. All
of a suddent the Major throwed up his
hand, and we come to a halt, and then
I see the Sergeant, mebbe two, three
hundred yard ahead, keepin’ close in
under a bunch of pecans, circlin’ his
horse, and wavin’ his hat, and pointin’
over to the timber by the river. Sign-
in’ to the detachment to stay where we
was, the Major spurred up and rode
out to old Hitchcock, and we see 'em
dismount, and go nosin’ round in the
grass like a couple of huntin’ dogs,
the Sergeant pointin’ here and pointin’
there on the ground until the Major,
jumpin’ on his horse, signalled to us,
movin’ his arm in long sweeps to right
and left. We knowed what he meant ;
I never see a squad deploy quicker, and
the horses, dead beat as they was,
seemed to know, too, what was wanted
of ’em, and away we went in a wag-
glin’ sort of line, thumpin’ across the
prairie for all we was worth.

“I never could quite recollect how
we struck ’em, Mr. Kent. The Major
was leadin’, of course: he pulled off
his ga’ntlet, and was holdin’ it in his
teeth, and he had his revolver in his
bare hand; old Hitchcock was right
up alongside him, and me and Billy
come tumblin’ in close behind. They
was only a small party, five or six
bucks, and was so taken up with their
devil's work, yellin’ and whoopin’, that
I don’t think they heard us comin’ till
we was right on top of em, so we got
’em all.” .

The Sergeant paused, cleared his
throat, and spat stiffly over his bended
bridle arm. T unhooked my big felt-
covered canteen which Taylor took,
and parting his mustache with one
hand, raised it to his lips with the
other; then, after a long pull. and
wiping his mouth with the back of his
hand:

“Talkin’s drv work, Mr. Kent.
Mebbe I'm tirin’ vou, sir,” he said.

“Go on! Goon!” I protested. “T'm
greatly interested. I'm curious to hear
what those Indians were up to when
vou struck them.” T knew the old boy
was only coquetting with me, and that
he had more “up his sleeve,” and that
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it needed but a word or two of encour-
agement to start him off again.
“Well, all right, if you say so, sir.”
Taylor laid his hand impressively on
my knee and looked earnestly into my
eyes. “Mebbe it was because I was
young then that it took hold of me
so, but of all the tough sights I've seen
inmy time that was the toughest. We
never knowed who they was, nor
where they came from. Settlers gave
this part of the country a wide berth in
them days, keepin’ clost to the railroad
they was buildin’ two hundred miles
south of the post, and what these two
poor things was doin’ way up here I
dunno. Anyway, they’d gone into
camp by the crossin’; they had a wag-
gin and a team of mules, and the
woman was prob’ly cookin’ supper
when the Injuns jumped ’em, because
there was a spider, with some fish and
bacon in it, and a kittle boilin’ on the
fire. The redskins had set fire to the
waggin, and it was roarin’ away full
blast. There was a pile of beddin’ and
blankets on one side, and bits of har-
ness and clothin’ and such laid all
‘round where the Injuns had scattered
‘em. We found the body of the man
lving clost to the watter. He was
stuck full of arrows as a pincushion of
pins. The brutes had scalped him, and
he was stretched out there, dead as
dead, but with a sorter surprised look
on his face. The woman had fallen
down between the fire and the bun-
dle of beddin’. She had her arms
stretched out, and onc hand had a-hold
of the end of onc of the blankets, so
tight that when old Hitchcock tried
to onbend her fingers, he had to use
consider’ble strength. She wa'n’t
scalped. She had long bright red hair
all spread out. and I never see such
white skin. Whether she’d been hit
at the same time with the man, or
whether one of the devils laid her out
as we come in on ’em, I dunno, but
she had a grea* hole in her head, and
when we turned her over she gave a
kind of sob, and was dead. From all
appearances they was just plain peo-
ple, just the kind you see comin’ pros-
pectin’ in a new country, but it seemed
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kinder sad and sorrowful-like, that
there wa’'n’t no marks, nowhere that
we could find, to tell who they was
nor where they come from.

“Well, sir, by that time it was dark,
and as we had come near on to fifty
mile that day, and what with marchin’
and fightin’ and excitement the whole
outfit was just about wore out, the
Major decided to camp just where we
was. We straightened things up a
little, looked after the horses, and had
a bite, and then we made the two poor
corpses as decent as we could. The
moon’d been up long before sun-down
so we had light enough to scrape out a
couple of holes under the bluft a hun-
dred yards or so back of where we
was camped—somewhere near where
I showed you just now, you mind,
sir—and we buried 'em right there.
As to the dead redskins, we just
chucked ’em into the river any old
way. So far’s I'm concerned, I ain’t
got no use for Injuns, dead or alive.

“I dunno how long I'd been asleep;
it didn’t seem no time at all; but any-
way, somehow ’r other I kind er come
out of a deep sleep in a half wakin’
sort er way, dreamin’ I was a kid,
and the cat was mewin’ for her sup-
per. I thought first mebbe there was
a mountain lion prowlin’ ’round camp
—you've heard ’em, sir—and rolled
over again; but a queer kind of noise
—da, da, da, da, quick like, and endin’
with a little whine—kep’ growin’ on
me till I pulled the blanket from my
head and listened, still kind er stupid
like. ‘Da, da, da, da, ai—ai—ai—ai—’
there it went again, and I roused up
and looked about me. The fire was
burnin’ low, and the moon was right
up above, and it was near as light as
day. All 'round the men’s heads was
stickin’ up out of their blankets, and
I see the man on guard by the horses
movin’ about oneasy, with his carbine
poked out; the Major was sittin’
bolt upright, restin’ on his two hands,
his hair all tousled on his forehead,
and his eyes blinkin’ in the firelight.
‘Da, da, da, da, wah—ah—ah——
just as if it come out of the ground
right amongst us, and—‘What in
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thunder’s that?” says the Major,
jumpin’ to his feet, and old llitchcock,
scramblin’ on all fours, stiff-like, out
of his blankets, ‘If 1 ain’t drunk nor
dreamin’, it's a babby, sir,’ says he.

“‘Wha-a-t! sings out the Major,
lookin’ dazed, and with that there was
another yell—no ‘da, da, da,’ this time,
but a tearin’, ear-splittin’ screech that
brung every mother’s son of us up,
all standin’, out of the blankets. As
to the Major, he jumped like a horse
struck with the spur, and with two
stretches of his long shanks he was
up to the pile of beddin’—which all
this time’d been layin’ to one side, no
one payin’ no notice to it since we’'d
picked up the young woman—and be-
gun pullin’ away at the blankets and
quilts and such, old Hitchcock helpin’
until way down in a sort er holler,
they came to a squirmin’, red-faced
baby, all done up in a white bundle,
layin’ there lookin’ up at ’em, solemn
as a goat.

“Queer, wa'n't it, Mr. Kent, how
in all that shootin’ and noise and
tromplin’ about that bundle of beddin’
wa'n’t touched? You'd think some-
body couldn’t help but tumble over it,
or step on it, or kick it about; but no,
that there darned baby slep’ on, on-
concerned, hid away and never givin’
no sign till he was good and ready. T
never knowed much about ’'em—never
been in the way of bein’ a fam’ly man,
so to speak—but I think there’s some-
tI:nin’ soopernateral about babies; yes,
sir,

“It was the only time I ever see
the Major fazed; but there them two
stood, him and old Hitchcock, lookin’
at each other with their mouths open
and their hands hangin’ down kind er
helpless like, too astonished to say a
word. But the baby helped ’em out.
‘Goo, goo!’ says he, and ‘Good Lord"
says the Major. Then he bends
down and stickin’ out his finger pokes
it, gentle-like, at the bundle, as if to
find out where the wrappin's ended
and the child begun. The baby give
a little squirm, and back come the
Major’s hand, quick as if he’d touched
a red-hot iron; but the baby cracks
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a wide-open grin, and as I'm a livin’
sinner, I never knowed before then
that babies was born without teeth!
‘Goo, goo!’ it says again, and ‘Good
Lord,’ answers the Mlajor, and this
time he shoves his hand under the
bundle and raisin’ up and holdin’ the
baby out careful as if he was afraid
of breakin’ it, steppin’ out soft as if
he was walkin’ on cggs, carries it over
by the fire, and sets down,

“Then it was that baby got his
work in on us. Mcbbe it was be-
cause he was frightened at all of us
standin’ ’round and lookin’ so aston-
ished like: mebbe it didn't like the
way the Major was holdin’ on to it.
Anyhow, it puckered up the red face
of it, give a kick, and let out a yell
that started even the horses to stomp-
in’ and pawin’. But that was only by
way of beginnin’. Jammin’ its face
into the Major’s blouse and scrapin’
its flat little nose against the buttons,
first there come a lot of little chokes
and gasps and cackles until he got
well wound up, and then it broke
loose. Lord, sir, you never heard
such a racket in your life. It'd give
a string of yells, fast, one after an-
other, and then it'd stiffen out and
hold on without a sound, mouth wide
open, gatherin’ wind, and then out'd
‘come a screech! And the poor
Major! You’d ought er 've secen his
face, sir. He'd rock and dandle that
baby up and down and across and
back, and git up, and walk around,
and say ‘Shoo! shoo! the sweat
pourin’ down his face, and then he'd
drop down by the fire and—well, you
know the Major ain’t a swearin’ man,
sir—but he certainly outdid the stable-
sergeant after a muddy drill on that
occasion.

“Meanwhile, old Hitchcock was
prancin’ ‘round, first on one foot, then
on the other, and workin’ his fingers
nervous-like, and finally he up and
says, ‘Beggin’ the leftenant’s pardon,
but I'm a married man, myself, and
I know what’s wrong with it. That
babby’s hungry, sir,” he says.

“With that Dutchy Steinhardt, the
cook, who’d been lookin’ on not know-
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in” what to do, like the rest of us,
breaks away, and scrabblin’ among his
blankets, comes trottin’ back with a
fryin’ pan in one hand and a hunk of
bacon and some hardtack in the other.

“*I Aix him in two minids,” he says,
in his German way, and claps the fry-
in’ pan on the fire,

“*Y" blame idiot!" yells old Hitch-
cock, ‘how’s it goin' to chew it? It's
only milk a babby can eat, and where
we're goin’ to git any——'

**Milk?" sings out the Major.
‘T.ord! why didn't I think of that be-
fore! Here, Tavlor,” catchin’ my eye
—'run and fetch my saddle bags!
Sergeant, vou hold the baby.” And
he passes the wrigglin’ bundle over to
Hitchcock and divin’ into the bags I
brung up, he pulls out one of them
dinky little tin cans of condensed milk,
and whippin’ out his pocket knife
starts to cuttin’ off the cover.

“Well, sir, no sooner’d the Major
handed the baby over, when it quit
vellin’!  Hitchcock got hold of it in
a kind er way it seemed to know—sort
er gettin’ one hand under its legs and
the other 'round its back so its head
was in the holler of the arm, I dunno,
but you could sece the old man'd held
babics before—and it begun that queer
kind of performance again of buttin’
his face into the Sergeant's clothes,
and snortin’ and chokin’, but it wa’n’t
quiet moren a minute before it was
kickin’ up the devil's own row again.
How the Major got the can open with-
out cuttin’ his fingers—he was that
nervous and rattled his hand was
shakin’—was a wonder; but he done
it, and there he stood, puttin’ his
finger into the can and stickin’ it into
the baby’s mouth. It appeared to
work all right for a minute, and the
baby spluttered and swallowed and
grunted, but the stuff scemed to sort
er stick, got up its nose and in its eyes
and plastered all over it, and the little
thing'd swallow and vell in a pitiful
way that was worse’n ever.

“O1d Hitchcock shakes his head.

“‘I dunno what to do,” he says, ‘the
stuff’s too thick and gummy ; it ought
er be mixed with watter, sir. Ef I
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only had a bottle mebbe I could make
it work.’

“When I heard them words they
just jarred me. If there was one
thing the Major wouldn’t forgive—
exceptin’ lyin’ and desertin’—it was
for a man to take with him on a cam-
paign the means of gettin’ drunk. I
knowed I was in for it, but I couldn’t
stand there listenin’ to that baby
cryin’, so up I steps, and takin’ Billy’s
bottle out of my pocket, I takes out
the cork, pours the whiskey on the
ground, and ‘Here's a bottle,’ I says,
and drops back, and stands at 'tention,
waiting for what was to come.

*Old Hitchcock grabbed the bottle
and chucks it to Dutchy.

“‘Here,” he says, ‘wash it out and
warm some watter, quick! Gimme
that cork! Anybody got a toothpick
in his clo’es? Will you take the
babby, sir?’ he says, handin’ it back
to the Major.

“And then the old boy gets down
in the grass, and takin’ the Major’s
knife starts to bore a hole through the
cork and to fittin’ in a quill toothpick
some one’d produced. Up comes
Dutchy with the fryin’ pan full of
warm watter and the bottle.

“‘Mix in some of that milk,’” says
Hitchcock. ‘So, that’s enough. Now
pour it in the bottle and shake it.’

“When the bottle was ready it was
for all the world like one of them
ketchup bottles you see on rest-rant
tables, only it was full of milk ’stead of
ketchup or pepper-sauce.

“‘Set down now, sir, please,” says
Hitchcock, gettin® on his knees,
crookin’ out his elbow and holdin’ on
to the bottle like a barber when he's
goin’ to shampoo you. ‘Lay it on its
back and hold its hands, sir. Never
mind its hollerin’!” And watchin’ his
chance when the baby opened its-
mouth for one of them long yells,
down comes the bottle, and out squirts
the milk plumb down the little cuss’s
throat.

“Well, sir, that baby seemed kind er
surprised. At first it'd choke and
splutter, but it wa’n’t but a moment or
two before_it quit cryin’ altogether,
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and soon its little round cheeks and
pretty red mouth was workin’ away to
beat the band. Hitchcock was getting
used to his job, too, and he’d squirt
away as gentle and just at the right
time, as if he’d been doin’ nothin’ else
all his life. Sometimes the baby’d
kind er choke a little, the milk’d run
out of the corners of its mouth, and
it'd look as if it was goin’ to spill over,
but the Major'd wipe it away with
his han’kercher as gentle as if he was
handlin’ dynamite or gun-cotton, and
old Hitchcock said it was a way some
babies had. We knowed he was the
only experienced one in the outfit, so
we took him at his word and had
nothin’ to say. Pretty soon the baby’s
eyes begun to blink; sometimes it'd
shut ’em, and then some fellow’d
move or a horse’d stomp, and it’d open
one eye and kind er look at you in a
comfortable way, but it wa'n’t long
before the Major could put it down in
its nest in the beddin’, and there it laid
with its little fists curled up, breathin’
soft and sound asleep.

“‘Well, so far so good,” says the
Major, shakin’ himself like a horse
when unsaddled after a hard ride.
‘But now, what’s to be done? I can’t
take it along with us, and T can't
abandon it here to die. Besides, I
haven’t another can of milk. If there
was only some way of gettin’ the poor
little devil back to the wimmin at the
post, he says, standin’ there pullin’
at his mustache and thinkin’ hard.

“‘Beggin’ the leftenant’s pardon,’
says Hitchcock, ‘that’s where the
babby belongs, sir. We could stitch
a bag together out er them blankets
and one of us ’

“‘Yes,’ says the Major, interruptin’
him, ‘I’'m afraid that’s the only thing
to do. And yet like as not there’s
more of them red devils cavortin’
about between here and the post, and
I don’t like to order

“With that—I dunno what got into
me, but I couldn’t help it—1I steps out
a pace, and was just goin’ to speak
up when the Major puts up his hand,
and lookin’ at me, black-like, shakes
his head, and I knowed that damned
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bottle of whiskey was workin’ in his
mind.

“‘No, not you,” he says; ‘half an
hour ago there was no man in the
troop I'd greater faith in, but now—
as it is, you can consider yourself
lucky that that bottle was put to bet-
ter use than you intended.’

“I got hot all over. I knowed he
was right, and I knowed he was
wrong; I was so ’shamed, sir, I felt
the sweat break out and my knees
shake; but for the life of me I couldn’t
take my eyes off his'n. Then I felt
somethin’ brush against me, and a
kind er thump on the ground as Billy
Donaldson brought his heels together
with a snap, and stood at ’tention at
my side, tall and straight and slim, as
fine a soldier as ever throwed leg
cross a horse’s back. Up goes his
hand to his hat in salute, and out
comes his voice, shakin’ some, but
clear and strong.

“‘Sir,’ he says, ‘I done it. I brung
that whiskey along. Dan took it from
me by force to keep me from disgracin’
myself. You know his record, sir,
and you know mine. You know he’s
a good soldier, sir, and I know he’s
the best friend a man cud have. I'm
the guilty one,” he says.

“The Major stood very quiet, his
legs spread apart, and his hands be-
hind his back, and looked with them
bright eyes first at Billy and then at
me. I see the nastv black look kind
er clearin’ away and the corners of
his mouth twitchin’ under his mus-
tache, whether to keep from laughin’
or somethin’ else, I dunno; but at last
he spoke up, talkin’ very slow and
plain.

“‘So that’s how the matter stands?
he says. ‘Taylor, I'm sorry for what
I said to you. You shall go. No,
don’t thank me; it’s your right since
you were the first to volunteer. And
—er—Donaldson,” he says, drawlin’ in
that high-class way he has, and lookin’
at Billy as if he could see straight
through him, ‘I’'ll give you a chanst,
my man. You shall go with Taylor?

“You cud er knocked Billy down
with a straw, he was so flabbergasted ;
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he kind er swallowed and tried to say
somethin’, but he couldn’t get a word
out, so he only saluted, faced right
about, and walked off towards the
horses. The Major just set down
again, and pullin’ out his note-book,
tore out some leaves and fell to
writin’ by the fire-light.

“‘Get things ready, Sergeant,” he
says, ‘and don’t lose no time. Tay-
lor, Barnaby looks a little played out’
—that was my mount, sir, a good
horse, but gettin’ on in years—‘you’d
better take Dandy.’

“Old Hitchcock and one or two
others fell to work cuttin’ up a blan-
ket, gettin’ out needle and thread, and
in no time the Sergcant was sewin’
away makin’ a kind of sack, sim’lar
to them cradles the squaws carries the
papooses in. Me and Billy sails in to
prepare for our ride, everybody got
busy about the baby, helpin’ the best
they knowed how, and by the time’
the bag was done and the baby, filled
up chockablock with all the milk it
cud carry, packed in tight and warm
and snug with nothin’ but its little
head—somebody had even wrapped a
handkercher 'round that—stickin’ out,
we was ready to start. Dandy was
the Major's horse, a fine big three-
quarter bred, a wonder for stayin’,
full of spirit, but gentle as a lamb with
them he knowed. Ie knowed me
well, for ‘twas me that groomed and
fed him, and always took care of him
since we’d been in the troop together.
So when I led him out and rubbed
him down again, and saddled and
bridled him, all he done was to look at
me kind er patient and wonderin’ like,
as if to say, ‘Well, I ain’t had more’n
three hours’ rest, and it’s kind er tough
to take a feller out again after such a
rough day, but if you can stand it, I
guess I can.’

“Billy’s horse was one of the tough-
est and strongest in the troop, not a
circumstance to Dandy, y’ know, but
a good all 'round an’mal, and as we
was to ride light—no pack, nothin’
but a canteen each and our arms and
am’nition—we hadn’t much consarn
but he'd pull through all right.
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They’'d fixed up the baby’s bag with
strips of blanket sewed on good and
strong, somethin’ like the straps on
a doughboy’s knapsack, and they tied
it up snug on my back, so’s it’d ride ’s
easy s possible and not shake up the
baby more’n could be helped.

“The Major came up to where we
was standin’ to-horse ready to mount
and handin’ each of us a paper, he
says:

“‘Ken, here’s letters to the Com-
mandin’ Officer, one for each of you
in case of accidents. You're in com-
mand, Taylor. March easy and keep
the horses ’s fresh ’s you can in case
you have to make a run for it. I hope
vou won'’t strike no more of them red
devils, but keep your eyes peeled.
Don’t follow the Big Bend the way
we come, but go straight across coun-
try by way of the Three Buttes; that’ll
save a good cighteen mile, and if you
use good judgment you’d ought er
fetch the Crossin’ by sun-up. Once
across the river you're safe enough.
Good-bye and good luck to you.
And he give us each a good shake of
the hand, and we mounted and rode
out.

“Old Hitchcock came runnin’ after
me, and says, whisperin’: ‘Here’s the
babby’s bottle and all.the milk that’s
left.

“‘Gee whiz,’ T savs; ‘I got a hole
wore in my leg now where I been
carryin’ it all day.’

“*‘Put it in the other pocket, then.
Ef the babby squawks do like you scen
me doin’. Like cnough it'll have a
belly ache before you git in,” he says,
grinnin’, ‘but I can’t tell you what to
do then, except to git it to the wimmin
quick ’s you can.’ And with them
comfortin’ words he left us.

“I think T said already it was a
very bright night. and we moved very
cautious, keepin’ in the shadows of
the hollers as much as we could. We
didn’t get along though as fast as
we'd er liked. Every time we'd try
to move at a trot, the baby’d object,
and start in to wind up like it done in
camp. It spilled over, too, once or
twice, and I had to dismount, onstrap
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it and fill it up again. So it was still
a matter er four or five mile from the
Crossin’ when day begun to break,
and the most exposed part of the
march still to make, for if you r'mem-
ber it, sir, the country ain’t so broken,
and the prairie stretches out pretty
flat till you come to the coulée runnin’
down to the river at the Crossin’.

“The sun was comin’ up fast, and
it was gittin’ lighter 'n’ lighter every
minute, so there wa’n’t nothin’ to do
but to keep a-goin’, and trust to luck.
We got along all right to about a
mile from the Crossin’, and was
already growin’ kind er careless-like,
thinkin’ only of gittin’ in, for we was
that dead beat we could hardly keep
our eyes open. Billy was ridin’ mebbe
four or five yard ahead of me, his horse
stumblin’ along half asleep, when the
baby started in hollerin’ again. Billy
begun cussin’ under his breath—which
wa’'n’t surprisin’, for that young un’s
yells was terrible tryin’ to a tired man’s
nerves—and looked back, scowlin’ at
us over his shoulder; I was just about
cussin’ back at him, when I see his
face change, wakin’ up all of a sud-
dent, and he yells out:

“‘Fer God’s sake, Dan, look behind
you!

“One glance back was enough, sir.
There, not half a mile away, came a
string of painted bucks makin’
straight for us, their feathers and tog-
gery wavin’ and their ponies comin’
along on the keen jump.

“‘Ride like hell for the Crossin'’
I sings out as I urges poor Dandy for-
ward, and Billy claps spurs to his
horse. We didn’t waste no more
words; both of us knowed it'd be all
day with us if we couldn’t git across
the river before the Injuns ketched up
with us. Once over we had a good
chanst of standin’ ’em off, for the ford
was too narrer to ride more’n single
file across. and they was high bluffs
up and down the river fer miles with
no way of clim’in’ out, even if vou
swum it, except just at the Crossin’.
The Injuns knowed this, too, and the
minute they see we found they was
after us, thev let out a lot of whoops
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and begun urgin’ on their ponies to
the top of their speed. Our poor,
played-out nags was doin’ their best,
but it was only a question of a very
short time when Billy’s horse, at any
rate, would have to go under.

“We reached the edge of the coulée,
and slid down the sides, I lookin’ to
see Billy turn over every second; but
his horse was game, and though he
went down on his knees at the bot-
tom, he scrambled painfully up again,
and kep’ on. Now we could see the
river shinin’ through the brush. I
looked back and see the Injuns slippin’
into the coulée; some was already
down and was gainin’ on us terrible
fast. Then Dandy’s hoofs squashed
in the soft mud where the trail entered
the river, and I felt the cool watter
slushin’ against my legs as we
splashed and plunged out towards the
opposite bank. I knowed Billy was
clost behind for I heard the hard
breathin’ of his horse; but just as
Dandy stepped out of the watter, and
I threw myself from the saddle, Billy’s
horse gave a big leap and come down,
his back broken by a shot, all of a
heap, with his nose just touchin’ the
shore, throwin’ Billy clean over his
head, and landin’ him plumb at my
. feet on the bank.

“The two leadin’ Injuns was already
in the watter, the first one mebbe a
third of the way over, and the rest
of the devils come swarmin’ down the
trail, makin’ for the river, howlin’,
yellin’ and shootin’.

“There wa’n’t no time to take cover,
for I see Billy was a little stunned like,
and T couldn’t leave him lyin’ there
helpless. The blood was runnin’
down my face from a cut in my hair
where an arrow had grazed me, but
it didn’t ‘mount to nothin’ yet, so slip-
pin’ Dandy’s bridle over my arm I
steps out, and coverin’ the leadin’
devil with my carbine, pumps a bullet
clean through him. I see him drop,
and his pony plungin’ in the watter,
and the other Injun turned back, but
not before I'd shipped another cart-
ridge into my Springfield, and got
him, too, and with that everv cow-

THE METROPOLI1 AN MAGAZINE

ardly son of a gun on the opposite
bank takes to cover like so many rats.
It was high time for us to think of
doin’ that same thing. Billy was
already crawlin’ behind some logs and
timber by the trail, and I run Dandyv
in among the cottonwoods quick's I
could git him there, for the devils
opposite was drivin’ lead and arrows
over towards us like mad, and then I
drops down beside Billy in the brush
behind the logs.

“‘Are you hurted, Billy ?’ says I.

“‘I think they got me in the leg,
Dan,” says he, still kind er dazed.
‘How about the baby ?’

“I swear, Mr. Kent, for the last
few minutes the thought of the little
cuss had gone clean out of my head,
and when Billy spoke, the heart in
me give a big jump, and knocked agin
my ribs that hard it made me gasp,
and I had the sack onstrapped and
pulled ’round in front of me in a jiffy.
Yes, sir, thank the Lord, it was all
right and snug as a bug in a rug;
it had got one hand out of the bag
somehow or other, and had its little
fist jammed down its throat, mumblin’
away at it as contented and happy as
you please. Now you tell me there
ain’t nothin’ soopernat’ral about
babies! If that little kid’d been hurt
in any way, I'd sooner had a ball
through my own head than meet the
Major; yes, sir.

“Well, sir, there ain’t much more to
tell, and mebbe vou’re glad of it;
when I get started this way I don’t
know when to stop. Well, I tied up
Billy’s leg—the ball had gone clean
through the big muscle above the knee
—and he tied up my head, and we laid
there for a few minutes, sendin’ a shot
’cross the stream every time we see
the bushes move, to remind our friends
it'd be onhealthy to try any monkey
business about comin’ over to see us.
We was anxious lest the baby’d be
gettin’ hungry again, for the milk was
all gone, and though I didn’t like
leavin’ Billy, even if I knowed there
wa’'n’t no great chanst of the Injuns
troublin’ him much before sun-down—
and long before that time help’d come
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from the post which wa'n't more’n
four, five miles away—we made up
our minds I'd have to go.

“‘Orders is orders,” says Billy.
‘You know him, Dan, what the leften-
ant said ’bout case of accidents;
there ain’t nothin’ else for you to do,
and besides, wot'd become of the baby ?
Leave your belt and carbine,” he says;
‘l can take care of any gent what
wants trouble, till you send help.’

“So I slung the baby on my back
again, and we shook hands, and I
started. The thing was to get out of
the timber without bein’ seen. The
trees and brush was pretty thick, and
Dandy was too dead beat to put out
more’n one foot after the other and
follow along quiet, so we succeeded
in gettin’ away behind a bend in the
coulée onperceived. When we got
out on the prairie I climbed into the
saddle somehow or other, and let
Dandy have his head. I dunno how
we ever made that four or five mile,
Mr. Kent. My cut was commencin’ to
burn like fire, and my head’d swim so’s
I could hardly keep from fallin’ off my
horse. I think I must have dropped
asleep or somethin’, for the first thing
I knowed I was ridin’ past the guard
house at the post, and the sentry was
runnin’ up to me with his carbine ad-
vanced sayin’ somethin’, I didn't hear
what, but all I says was:

“ ‘Dispatches for the Commandin’
Off’cer!” and I rides right on in a
dream like ’cross the parade, and kind
er lurches out er the saddle in front
of the Old Man’s quarters. I dunno
how I got up them little steps onto
the piazzy—I couldn’t feel my feet
when they struck the ground—but I
had sense enough left to onsling the
baby, to stick the Major’s letter into
the bag, and to give a knock at the
door. The Old Man’s hired girl opens
the door and sets up a screech, and
runs back into the hall yellin’ murder
and suddent death. I don’t wonder
she was scart, for they told me after-
wards I was a sight to frighten any-
one out of a year’s growth. I hadn’t
no hat, nothin’ but a bloody rag on my
head, and the blood’d run down and
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dried on my facc in dirty streaks; my
clo'es was all torc and I was mud
from head to foot, and I stood swayin’
and staggerin’ holdin’ on to the door-
jamb and mumblin’ to myself like a
man with the jim-jams. I guess the
Old Man must 'a’ been takin’ his
breakfast, for I see him in a kind er
haze, comin’ through the dinin’ room
door into the hall, and Madam clost
behind him. I kind er pulled myself
together when I see the shine of the
Old Man's shoulder straps, and salut-
in’ the best I could, and holdin’ out
the bag with the baby and the letter, I
says:

‘“‘Lieutenant Haliburton’s compli-
ments to the Commandin’ Officer, and
here’s the baby, sir.’

“‘Baby! sings out the Old Man,
‘whose baby '

“‘Lieutenant Haliburton’s
says I.

“‘Gracious! is the man crazy?
screeches Madam.

“‘Yes, ma'am,’ says I, and then my
knees wobbled under me and every-
thing got black.”

The Sergeant ceased talking and
commenced whistling softly. We
were nearing camp, and from the sur-
rounding hills the horse-herds were
moving in clouds of yellow dust down
to the picket lines. Below us, the
streets of the camp, the white tents
shining in the slanting rays of the sun,
were drawn in mathematical accuracy
;)f line on the smooth floor of the val-
ey.

“And what became of Donaldson,
Sergeant?” I asked.

“Oh, he came out all right, sir. A
party was sent to bring him in, and
we had a comfortable time in hospital
together for some time afterwards.
Better be trottin’ out now, Mr. Kent:
must be clost on to stable call.”

As we rounded a little mound, an
officer, a tall, handsome man, mounte
on a big Kentucky bred bay, came
cantering toward us, followed by a
dapper young soldier on a clean-
limbed gray, and I recognized my
friend and host, Major Haliburton.
Taylor stiffened in the saddle, shoul-

baby,’
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tiers squared, eyes straight to the
front, and raised his hand in precise
military salute. As the officer, re-
turning the salute, and with a friendly
wave of his hand towards me, gal-
loped past us, the orderly clattering at
his heels, Taylor turned slowly towards
me, and with a jerk of his thumb over
his shoulder, said:
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“That's him, sir.”

Then, in reply to my glance of in-
quiry :

“Yes, sirl that’s him,” a smile

breaking over his rugged features and
gleaming kindly from the clear gray
eyes, “that orn’ry, red-headed, frec-
kle-faced trumpeter of C troop—that’s
our baby, sir.”

THE LURE

BY THEODORE ROBERTS

HITE lamps along th' uneasy rim
W Of some far ocean—God's sure stars.
Against the white Cross, black and slim
The swinging measure of our spars.
Red lamps along the foreign quays;
Strange voices hailing in the dark ;
Hot winds across th’ expectant trees.
So deeds weave drcamings to endure.
Adventure lights his pilot lamps,

And every landfall lifts a lure.
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WHEN

“PICKLES”

CAME BACK

BY SEWELL FORD

ILLUSTRATED RY MALCOLM A. STRAUSS

O have put the nineteen-
cent ribbed blacks in with

T

the thirty - six - cent lisle
threads, that was bad
enough. But in addition, to have

mixed the worsted skeins and thrown
the gingham bolt on the silkoline
shelf, why, it was enough to provoke
a saint.

Elodia Bolthope made no claim to
saintship. She said so. But she did
think that Nicholas ought to be more
careful. What was he mooning
about, anyway? Why, he had hardly
treated customers decently the whole
day. lie hadnt asked Mrs. Bristler
about her niece, who was in the hos-
pital. lie hadnt even expressed

sympathy with Mrs. Scrimgeour over
the loss of her pet spaniel—and Mrs.
Scrimgeour bought all her toweling
and print goods there! It was little
things like that which kept the trade.
He knew it. She had told him so a
thousand times.

And so she had, fully a thousand.
And here she was telling him again.
Yet Nicholas Bolthope stood with his
back to her—stood in heedless defi-
ance and drummed his long fingers
on the rail of the little show-window
while he gazed unseeinglv between
festoons of figured cotton goods out
into Main Street. Elodia’s voice was
shrill and aggressive. Its very ac-
cent was accusing.
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clear eyes and complexion which he
had at twenty, and with the gray hairs
that should have arrived at sixty.
Also he found himself still tied to the
little store with the wooden shutters
and his name on the sign which read:

" N. & L BOLTHOPE
DRY GOODS AND NOTIONS.

He found himself playing the organ
and teaching a boys’ Sunday-school
class in the IFirst Baptist Church. He
found himself secretary of the Hayden
Musical Society, president of a debat-
ing club, member of the Doard of
Trade. He found himself possessing
shares in the Building and Loan Asso-
ciation and paying instalments on a
twenty year endowment policy.

Not that Nick did not value these
symbols of settled respectability and
thrift. He knew their worth. He
knew, too, that each was a check on
his restlessness. Ior the heart of
Nick was still young. Never had his
eyes forsaken the broad path. He
had wanted to join the rush to the
Black Hills gold fields, to try his luck
with a Florida orange grove, to hunt
for diamonds in South Africa, to join
an Arctic exploring expedition, to do
a dozen things which other men had
dore and about which the world
talked

On none of these ventures had he
ever started. Always something had
happened to keep him behind the
counter in the little store. Generally
the something had to do with the wel-
fare of his sister Elodia. Yet each
fall when they selected the holiday
goods Nick said to himself: “It is the
last time.” Wherever on the world’s
wide plain activities were at their
height, there dwelt the hope and inter-
est of Nicholas Bolthope.

Yet never did he put his hopes into
words. Even Elodia did not know of
them, and year by year her respect for
him dwindled. Once he had been her
ideal of what a man should be. She
had expected such great things of
him; but she had ceased to look for
them. He had become a person to be
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scolded and nagged into docile obedi-
ence,  She had come to feel that he
stood for no more than an initial on
the sign. This attitude she had as-
sumed gradually. It was the devel-
opment of years. As for Nick, he
never rebelled; and Elodia never
guessed how many sacrifices he made
for her sake.

On this May afternoon, however,
as he stood there at the little shop
window drumming his long fingers on
the rail, his spirit was nearer revolt
than it had ever been before. Look-
ing up through the young-leaved elm
branches which arched Main Street,
he saw the soft blue of the spring sky,
he breathed the scents of spring
through the open door, and there
awoke within him the old desire to
tread the broad path.

Upstairs in the little rooms over the
store he heard Elodia moving about.
He knew exactly what she was doing.
She had lighted the oil stove and had
put or the tea kettle. Now she was
in his room laying out clean linen for
him to wear at the choir practice.
Soon she would be cutting bread and
putting the tea things on the table.
When everything was ready she would
call down to him. Then he would
arrange the spring bell over the front
door and go up for a hasty meal.

“Oh, what’s the use! What's the
use!” It was neither groan nor com-
plaint. It was just the wording of a
sigh, a sigh that came from deep down
in the soul of Nicholas Bolthope.
Having uttered it, he came out from
behind the counter and began pacing
vp and down.

So absorbed was he in this contest
with himself, this old fight which he
had fought out so many, many times,
that he failed to heed what was going
on out of doors. Folks were running
down Main Street toward the railroad
station. Thev were shouting at each
other across the street. Dogs were
barking. Carriages were being driven
rapidly by.

Now all of these things were un-
usual, especially just at supper time.
Something must have happened; vet
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“Pickles!
no!”

He grasped her hands and swung
them from side to side, joyously.
With a quick movement, something
very like a hop and a skip, he turned
her about so that she faced the light.

“But vou're not Pickles?” this ban-
teringly.

“Yes, I am, Nick;
Pickles.”

“If you're Pickles, then, the real
Pickles,” here Nick held her at arm’s
length and looked into her eves with
a whimsical expression of distrust,
“vou know how to dance the Dolly
Varden. Do you?”

“You bet. Nick; trv me.” With a
hand on Nick’s shoulder and her head
resting on his necktie, she began to
hum the old polka tune.

“Now,” said Nick, tapping the toe
of his shoe on the floor, “one—two—
and a one, two, three!”

Away they went, up to the front
door, down to the back window.
There was a great swishing of silk-
lined skirts, a fine creaking of floor
boards — for at least one of the
dancers was no lightweight—and a
merry jingling of cups and vases on
the five-and-ten-cent counter. Up and
down they went, back and forth, a
dozen times until, with a panting rush
of breath, she exclaimed:

“There! Am—I—not Pickles? Oh!
Oh! Oh!” and again she laughed.

Nick, still holding her hands, his
face flushed, threw back his head and
laughed. too. And when they stopped
for breath they looked at each other
for a moment only to begin the laugh-
ing all over again. It was a most ab-
surd performance, to be sure.

At last, very red of face and
breathing deeply from the exertion,
the personage who had proved her-
self to be none other than Pickles, an-
nounced: “We'll make an evening of
it, Nick. We'll have a regular old-
time racket. Shall we?”

“Done, Pickles! I'll get mv hat.”

With as much eager abandon as a
schoolboy quitting the woodpile for a
game of marbles, he took her arm and

I forget Pickles? No,

the same old
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they sallied out on the sidewalk, leav-
ing the store to look after itself, leav-
ing also the unsuspecting Elodia pre-
paring tea in the little back kitchen
upstairs.

“We want some good horses, Nick,”
satd the impulsive Pickles. “You
know I like to move fast when [ drive.
Get the liveliest pair in town.”

“I know ; right up the street.”

“Can you still drive with one hand,
Nick? You remember—up through
the Park and out Kingsbridge way "
She nudged him with her elbow.

“Don’t 1?7 But there are just as
good roads about here, too.”

“Bully! We'll show ‘em speed.
And, Nick, can we find some Bock
beer anywhere?”

“Why, of course: we'll go to Billy
Martin's, four miles down the New
York road.”

“Hooray! And some rve bread and
Sweitzerkase ; c¢h, Nick?”

“To be sure, Pickles.”

And that was the way they did it.
Talk! How they did talk! It wasall
of the old davs. when Pickles led the
Black Crook chorus at Niblo’s, and
Nick, in the full magnificence of flow-
ered silk vest, peg-top trousers and
varnished boots, sat in the front row
and threw paper - frilled bouquets
across the footlights to her. For Nick
had sown a discrect crop of wild oats
in those days, and, like most of the
voung fellows about town, he went to
the city to do the planting.

At first it was Pickles whose mem-
ory scemed the keener, whose tongue
was most active. Nick’s attention
was largely occupied with the half-
forgotten task of handling the spirited
horses. Tt was so good to feel the
thrill of the taut lines between his fin-
gers, to listen to the rvthmical beat of
hoofs on the hard macadam. The
very presence bheside him of the sub-
stantial personage who would insist
on being no other than the Pickles of
old was intoxicating to his thirsty
senses. As one enjovs a pleasant
dream he listened. turning every little
while to more fully appreciate some
burst of vivaciousness.



WHEN «PICKLES” CAME BACK

Reaching Billy Martin’s they took
a little table in the corner of the honey-
suckle-screened veranda and called for
the Bock and the Swiss cheese sand-
wiches.

“You've forgotten your cigars,
Nick,” suggested Pickles.

So Nick found himself with a brim-
ming stone stein in one hand and a
cigar between the fingers of the other.
A cigar! Why, he had not smoked
for fifteen years. And Bock beer!
He had forgotten the taste; but it all
came back. He found that he could
even blow rings.

“Then there was that big spread we
had down at Pfaffs’, eh, Pickles?”
Nick was recalling things now.
“Wasn't that a rouser, though? You
know they made us get up on the
table and sing ‘Nellie Gray’.”

“Let’s sing it again, Nick.”

Nick moved his chair around be-
side her, leaned an elbow on the table
and, with their heads close together,
they did sing “Nellie Gray,” to the
surprise of some two dozen bicyclists
who were drinking ginger ale at the
other end of the veranda. The head
waiter promptly started their way,
bent on reproach, but Billy Martin
himself stayed the reproof.

“Let ’em alone,” he commanded. “I
haven’t heard that song for twenty
years and it sounds good. Let 'em
do anything they please.”

They sang “Charlie Boy, Charlie
Boy,” “The Low-Backed Car,” and a
half a dozen other good old tunes,
sang them with such feeling and
wealth of melody that the chatter of
the bicyclists was stilled. And well
it might have been. for the voice of
the self-confessed Pickles was one
which men paid a price to hear. Al-
though in “Aida” and “Carmen” it
had been most highly praised, never
was it richer in expression or sweeter
in tone than there on the veranda at
Billy Martin’s.

As for Billy Martin, he modestly
sent out a bottle of his best cham-
pagne, “with the compliments of the
house,” whereat Nick and Pickles
filled long-stemmed glasses and drank
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to Billy Martin. Then they drank to
the memory of old Pcter Mac, who
used to guard the stage door at Niblo’s.

“There were a lot of good fellows
and nice girls in the old crowd,” said
Pickles, “but I've forgotten most of
them. I don’'t know why I've never
forgotten you, unless it was because
you were my first beau. Yes, I did
think a lot of you, Nick. Do you
know, you almost persuaded me to
leave the stage and be Mrs. Nicholas
Bolthope. I suppose I should be help-
ing you keep a shop now, if I had.”

“But what did become of you,
Pickles? Who are you, and where do
you live?”

“I? Why—oh, pshaw, Nick! I'm
just Pickles. At least, I'm going to
be Pickles again, just for to-night, and
you're going to be Nick. We've just
come from Niblo's, you know, and
pretty soon we're going to drive up to
Harlem and back. A stirrup cup be-
fore we go. Come!

“Here's to one that I love

And here’s to one who loves me,
And here’s to all true lovers

I herever they may be.”

They touched glasses as they drank
the old toast, looking into each other’s
eyes, which is the way, of course, the
lovers’ toast should always be drunk.

It may all have been quite scanda-
lous, and from any standpoint but
theirs it was sure absurd, but not to
them. The charm of it lasted through
the drive back to town — for Nick
drove with one hand, just to show that
he had not forgotten how. The other
hand—well, Pickles held that pressed
against her waist, and once in a while
she patted it. As a reminiscence, that
homeward drive was, vou see, some-
what realistic. For a moment they
were both securelv back in their early
twenties.

The choir members of the TFirst
Baptist Church, as they filed out of the
building after an unfruitful period of
waiting for their organist, had no such
hallucinations. Warned by a sharp
clatter of hoofs they looked up to see,
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whirled under the all-revealing rays
of an arc lamp, a pair of lather-
flecked horses drawing an open car-
riage in which were two persons.
One of the persons was a stout, strik-
ingly dressed woman with hold, bril-
liant eyes. The other, who wore his
hat tipped at a raking angle over his
gray hair, who gripped a cigar be-
tween his teeth and who handled
reins and whip over the prancing
horses in that reckless manner some-
times affected by expert horsemen,
they recognized as Nicholas Bolthope,
the truant organist.

Sensation?  Yes, double distilled.
The Soprano gasped ; the Tenor whis-
tled ; the Alto seized the Basso by the
arm and pointed. In an instant the
astonishing revelation had vanished in
a cloud of dust.

Half an hour later Nick was hand-
ing the stout personage into a parlor
car. The spread rails had been re-
paired, the engine was being coupled
on.

“No, Nick,” she was saying. “No,
no! I've tried it—not once, but three
times, and two of them are still alive,
knocking about the world somewhere.
You wouldn’t want to be number four;
that would spoil everything for us
both. Lets just say good-bye—no,
never mind my name. Just remem-
ber me as Pickles, and you—well, you
may Kiss me just once, in memory of
her. Once, | said, Nick! There,
good-bye!”

The negro car porter grinned ex-
pansively as he saw it, that service to
the memory of Pickles. Good-bye it
was, too, for that was the last Nick
ever saw or heard of her, although
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next evening, as usual, she was seen
and heard of thousands. The world
is big for some of us.

And Nick? Well, headaches do
not last forever, nor do heartaches.
Reputation, though, and most particu-
larly in a country town, is a perishable
possession. For a few days Nick en-
dured tbe half-condemning, half-
approving glances of the village gos-
sips. Then, cutting and slashing the
ties that bound him, he put his feet
in motion on the broad path which he
had eyed so long and so earnestly.

The infrequent letters which came
to Elodia from him bore the strange
imprint of foreign post marks. From
France, from Russlia, from China and
from Japan they came.  Then they be-
gan arriving from Melbourne. They
have been coming from there, at least
once in three months, ever since.
F.lodia is glad to get them, too, for
they usually contain, besides news of
Nick and bis family, drafts of foreign
exchange which Elodia deposits to the
credit of her account at the First Na-
tional Bank.

“Some kind of mining business,
Nick’ in,” says Elodia, “and he’s
doing real well at it. Yes, he married
some one he met out there.”

No, it was not Pickles. Pickles ex-
isted only for one year, when Nick
was three and twenty, and for one
evening, when Nick was fortﬁ. The
faded photograph of her, with her bold
eyes and with her hair in a net, Elodia
found among the things Nick left when
his feet sought the broad path. But
the memory of Pickles—do you sup-
pose Nick left that behind, too? Who
can say?



AN INTERVIEW WITH MARK
TWAIN

BY CLARA MORRIS

ILLUSTRATED WITH A NEW PORTRAIT BY EDMUND FREDERICK

O. erratic a thing is memory,

with a great cat-like spring it

overleaps the years, and lo! I

am here in Wallack’s Theatre,
in a mournful, basement dressing-
room, whose doorway frames a sage-
like presence, and a voice is saying:
“Mr. er—er—Clemens—or—that is,
Mr, Mark Twain.”

“Ah, that is well,” thought I. “Mr.
—er—er—Clemens is doubtless a law-
abiding payer of taxes—he may even
be ‘Vox Populi’ and send up doleful
cries through the newspapers for
cleaner streets; but we know him not,
our pulses are not disturbed by the
deacon-like sound of the name; but
.when you say Twain—Mark Twain—
that tabasco-dash of American litera-
ture, that unregenerate and sinful
maker of fun, who has induced thou-
sands of care-ridden men to let the
other fellow do the worrying for a
bit, while they laugh care away and
incidentally many buttons—Mr. Mark
Twain—why, that’s different.”

I advanced. I have not a doubt
that I grinned unreservedly, as one
who would be prepared and ready for
laughter. I took his hand and—I
think the smile must have faded a bit;
such a slender, nervous hand, and the
work—Great Heaven, the work it had
done !—well-kept, ivory-tinted, heav-
ily veined, tired looking it was, but its
grasp—there was power for half a
dozen new books in its strength and
tenacity.

It is one of Mark Twain’s jokes to
make himself look like some learned

recluse sage, or perhaps his gray leo-
nine mane may suggest the German
composer of music. When I men-
tioned this, he said calmly: “Well,
my looks may possibly belie me, but
no one can ever accuse me personally
of—er—of intentional falsehood.”

“Mr. Twain,” I asked, sternly,
“have you ever been accused of any-
thing else ?”

He crossed his legs comfortably and
examined the toe of a very neat shoe.
“Sir,” I continued, in accusing tones,
“I once heard a countryman speaking
of you; it was in a train running
westward. He had thrown down a
comic paper disgustedly, and said he:
‘If a man can’t lie good, I'd ruther
he’d tell the truth, gol-durn it! Say,
now, I heerd that man Twain oncet,
and he can stand and lie till he’s black
in the face, and all the time you'd be
willing to swear he was jest chokin’
on a chicken bone.’ ”

“The world is very cruel,” he mur-
mured; but I saw neither indignation
nor contrition on his countenance.

“Sir,” I went on, “I am not a
woman of many accomplishments, but
I am a woman of many advantages.
For instance, I have been honored
with the acquaintance of two Mark
Twains.”

“Ah-a-h!” He drawled the excla-
mation in quite the tone of a man who
had been there before.

“Yes,” I answered. “One of vou
is known of all men and will be ever
remembered. The other is remem-
bered now by me alone, since the
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deep in his pockets and with mournful
emphasis, remarked: “Well, not much
it wasn't—end nothing! Why, that
double of mine has chased half over
Europe after me!” And then Mr.
Twain proceeded to tell me of a series
of such brazenly bold personations as
no novelist would dare offer in a work
of fiction. Much vain chasing and
cabling, and wiring, had finally worn
out the patience of the real Twain, and
he dropped out and left his friends to
do the worrying and chasing. Dut
once he had actually stumbled upon
his double—in Ireland, I think it was—
and he’d gone in and heard a portion

of his own lecture, impudently deliv-

ered by a bogus Mark Twain.

“I don’t sec,” I cried, “how you ever
endured it!”

“Oh,” he answered, with a checerful
perversion of my meaning, “it wasn't
such a bad lecture. It was a nice,
clean steal, and fairly well delivered
by the bogus scalawag.”

“Mr. Twain,” I interrupted, “that
was a very injurious remark. I would
not hear your enemy usc it. You
carelessly called that speaker a bogus
scalawag, which certainly implies that
the original Twain was the rcal scala-
wag.”

“Ah, there you go!” he answered,
sadly. “A man can never talk in a
comfortable, down-at-the-heel, half-
asleep manner with a woman! She’s
always watching for some little open-
ing like that where she can plant a
blow on his short ribs.”

“You are unjust,” I declared. “No
woman, recalling that first of all sur-
gical operation in Eden, would ever
be ungrateful enough to attack a man’s
ribs. But you have attained a philo-
sophic calm beyond my comprehen-
sion, when you can let a thieving
wretch like that go without retaliation
of any kind. There are not manv so
well ‘stocked mentally, with imagina-
tion so exuberant, with such a surfeit
and plethora of material that thev can
cheerfully welcome the impenitent
thief of their brain work.”

“H-hum! been having troubles of
your own, I reckon!” Tle looked
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several miles away into the corner
over my head, and softly asked: “Ever
have a story returned "Very well writ-
ten, but not quite suited to our publi-
cation, etc.,” and some time after seen
it printed without authorization and
without payment ?”

“Have 17" I cried. “Have I seen
my work printed only to learn that the
old firm had gone out, and that the
new firm was not responsible, because
it had just come in. DBut there,” I
added, resignedly, “I’'m only by way
of heginning—I haven’t got licked
into shape vet.”

“Why, sce here,” he said, kindly,
“you're away past that. Don’t you
know when vou're worth stealing,
you've arrived ?”

Of course, it was only a joke, yet
because it was spoken by a mighty
wielder of the pen, I knew myself to
be turning a fine lobster red, and 1
think T swelled “wisibly.”

Suddenly I broke out—*“I don’t be-
licve you are at this moment burning
with the desire to hear my opinion of
your literary work, but I am burning
with desire to tell you, Mr. Twain,
that of all vour hooks, the one before
which I take off my bonnet and go
down on hoth knees—the one I thank
you for from thc very bottom of my
heart, is your ‘Jeanne d'Arc.””

His hands stopped playing with the
coins in his pocket: “The place, the
people,” I rushed on, “they are so true,
so rcal. The leaves carry the scent
of the earth! And the kine—the flow-
ers—and incense, why, there are whole
clouds of it! And those poor peas-
ants—stolid, patient as the brutes they
tend, how their reverent faith in the
lovely legend of the ‘vision of the tree’
makes one’s throat ache! You see,
Mr. Twain, you have been an inveter-
ate fun-maker for so long, that noth-
ing on earth and very little in Heaven
has cscaped the tricksy spirit that
would find the ludicrous in great
Gabricl’s horn, if vou could handle it
a moment. Tf vour satire bites deep,
vou apply the balm of hearty laughter.
You take a drv hone of a subject as
dead as Herod. and solemnly turn it
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this way and that for a moment, and
lo! it begins to spit, to sputter and to
coruscate with wit, with fun and
laughter. And so it has come about
that like another famous being you
have created a I'rankenstein, an awful
monster, that must always laugh;
that resents a serious word or tender
memory in you; that would chuckle
with glee at your reading of a list of
dutiable articles, and roar with Ho-
meric laughter over the Sermon on
the Mount. This monster showed it-
self quite plainly when you began to
tell, to beautifully tell, the life story of
the little maid beloved of the world!
First it denied it was vour work at all
—for were you not a humorist? IHow
should you know aught of the dignity,
the tragedy, the pathos of those far-
off days and lands? Then unwillingly
convinced, this Irankenstein laughed
at the quaint, old-time wisdom; tore
up poetic fancies, seceking a jest at
their roots—then finding no fun in
the gentle peasant with the inspired
eyes, the great thing fell away and
disappeared; and other readers
watched the onward movement of the
high-hearted child from peasant home,
across battle-fields, through camp and
court, to prison and the stake—and the
wonder of your work seems to me,
sir, that where other pcople had made
of her a purely religious figure, a very
saint or an absolutely stolid peasant,
or again a theatric sort of warrior-
maid—all artificial and unconvincing,
your Joan is human to the core! (He
nodded his head.) Innocent—pure—
brave — home-sick little maid, her
‘voices’ seem as real as herself.”
(“They were,” he remarked, briefly.)
“But, oh!” T cried, “the labor—what
searching of archives—what dusty
delving! It must have taken years to
get all that material together! (He
nodded, rapid. emphatic nods.) And,
Mr. Twain, what is your very own
personal opinion—your true feeling
for Joan of Arc?”

He sat up very straight—he looked
at me very straight: “Miss Morris—in
that book you have my opinion; and,
so far as T can express, it is my true
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feeling for the wonderful Maid of
Domremy.”

“Thank you,” I said, and just be-
cause I was an actress and he was a
humorist, I dared not kiss his hand in
honest homage.

Then the door opened. I gave one
glance at him who stood there and
cried: “Oh, what is it?” I was to
give a “talk” from the stage that night,
and lo! he who was to have presented
me to the audience had not arrived—
but instead here was a bit of yellow
paper which briefly stated “Missed
train—awfully sorry.”

I lost color; my eyes went wide
with nervous fright.

Mr. Twain looked disturbed. “A-a-
anything gone wrong ?” he ventured.

“Wrong!” I cried. “The gentleman
who was to introduce me is—is—oh,
in a submarine boat for all I know—
anyway he’s not here! How can I go
creeping on the stage by my lone self
—1I shall feel more forlorn than a
whole asylum of orphans!” To tell
the truth I was dangerously near to
tears.

He cocked his head to one side, and
with a quizzical look, he held out one
hand deprecatingly, and with his drawl
in full force, he asked: “Well—do—
you—think—I—will—do—instead ?”

Oh! the genial hypocrite! Would
he do? Figuratively I could have
thrown myself upon his immaculate
white bosom for very gratitude.

“But you are good!” I said instead,
and beamed on him with a thousand
candle power! Just then I was called.
He sprang nimbly to his feet—took
my hand, and we went forth, and fell
together up a single step outside.

To fall down-stairs suggests acci-
dent and sympathy—to fall up-stairs
suggests idiocy and unfeeling laugh-
ter. Who so placeth a dressing-room
one step below the floor level, is a
criminal and should perish at the
sword’s edge. But it must be con-
fessed that one gains a clearer knowl-
edge of an author by falling up-stairs
with him, than by the closest reading
of his books. There is a spontaneity—
a warm sincerity in his remarks, that
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cral, he leaned back m his chair, and
pensively stroked his check.

“Do you know, AMiss Wade,” he
said at last, I am decad tired of all
this fret, and struggle, and worry? It
18 purposcless, and unavailing. At
least, it has been so to me.  Indeed,
1 am earnestly considering the advisa-
bility of cutting it all. What I would
like to do, 1s to take a real holiday,
putting the Lgeria into commission
for a long, dreamy cruise through the
Mediterranean and to the Orient.”

Perhaps so; but it was an idea that
[ instinctively felt he would never
entertain  seriously  for a  moment.
Drowsy cruises to the Orient were
the last things to commend themsclves
to this ice-covered volcano in the ful-
ness of his powers.  No long holidays
are among the projects heing revolved
in that fertile brain.

Else, why is he so keen in the dip-
lomatic advances he is making to
Haberkorn and the Dradys? In the
past, the transactions of these firms
were matters of entire indifference to
him; now, he keeps a constant scru-
tiny on cvery interest which touches
them ever so slightly.

Surely it is not for lack of congenial
associations that he has joined the
Tammany Club of his district. nor
do I think he has personal political
ambitions. Indeed, I was at a loss to
discover any motive, until T chanced
to read in the paper this morning that
voung Elmer Brady is being men-
tioned as a candidate for assemblyman
from that bailiwick.

To the Bradv influence T also attrib-
ute Shaw's recent purchases in Wee-
hawken Rapid Transit: and perhaps
the paragraph in last Sunday’s society
news to the cffect that Mrs, Louis
[Taberkorn and Miss IHaberkorn occu-
pied Mr. Cornclius Shaw's box at lida
on Friday night is not entirely free
from the same hint of commercialism.

I am thinking, as the Irish say. that
it will require a cool head and a steady
hand to drive those two ancient rivals,
Haberkorn and Drady. in double har-
ness, with Shaw cracking the whip:
but. unless T mistake my guess, that is
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the spectacle Wall Street is destined
to behold. A Roman standing race
on a bull and a bear is not impossible,
provided the beasts are made amenable
by the promise of food; and it must
be admitted that financial support,
social advancement, and political pre-
ferment is very tempting provender,

Yes, for all his air of ahstraction,
Mr. Shaw is to me at least singularly
unconvincing in his present attitude of
indifference to the “world and its
works.” It may be merely my own
fancy ; but 1 cannot help feeling that
he 1s watching the various steps in the
launching of the American Cotton-
Milling Co. with a lively and absorb-
g interest.

Ome might imagine from all this
that I am an extremely curious and
pryving person, indulging in unwar-
rantable speculations about the private
affairs of myv emplover.  Perhaps that
is so; but it is not because I am nat-
urally over-inquisitive, but because my
life has so few interests that my brain
is forced to work on the mental prob-
lems directly heneath my eyes.

There is, too, T must confess, a sin-
eular fascination for me in the study
of this man’s character, as I see it un-
folded in his manipulations-—manipu-
lattions which are as meaningless as a
cryptogram until one possesses  the
key; and then they stand out in regu-
lar, orderly scquence, manifestations
of a well-defined and pre-determined
plan.

[e is so absolutely assured, his
operations scem like those of a great
picce of modern  machinery, cvery
little cog slipping into its place at just
the right instant, the different arms,
and levers, and pistons shooting out in
a hundred directions. but all working
with exact precision, and in unvary-
ing obedience to a fixed master pur-
pose.

[ sometimes speak  frivolously of
Cornclius Shaw, as one may of Niag-
ara Falls, or the Rocky Mountains;
but. when 1 consider him as he is, I
am compelled to admiration and won-
der.

T test him by the standard of other
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men—DBrander, for instance: but, no,
I will not compare them. It is unjust
to Brander. He is too fine. Itis a
comparison between the delicate inter-
lacing of cloisson¢ and the massive
framework of a steel structure.

Yet, the weak heel of this Achilles
is his arrogance. He is likely to for-
get in a moment of surprise or anger
the uncharacteristic self-effacement he
has chosen as his present metier.

The other afternoon he was discuss-
ing in a general way with John Sharp
some of the plans under consideration
for the new corporation, listening
absent-mindedly to the propositions the
other was putting forward.

“We have thought it wise.” re-
marked Mr. Sharp, a trifle conscequen-
tially, “to recognize the labor organi-
zations in all the plants. Of course,
at present only the Centaur Mills and
the Bradys’ are unionized ; but ”

Shaw’s indifferent pose dropped
from him like a cloak. He sat up
straight and stiff in his chair. His
eyes flashed, and a dull red flush cen-
tered in the puckered frown between
his brows.

“What’s that?” he broke in, hotly.
“Unionize my mills? You'll do noth-
ing of the kind. I never have sub-
mitted to the dictation of my em-
ployees, and I don’t intend to begin
now.” His tone rang sharp, domi-
nant; his manner was one of uncom-
promising dissent.

Mr. Sharp gave him a quick, sus-
picious glance out of his shrewd, old
eyes. “You forget, Shaw,” he said,
coldly, “that they are no longer ‘your
mills,” except in a restricted sense.
You will certainly not attempt to
thwart the Executive Committce on
such an important measure of policy
as this? Remember, we are an un-
popular sort of a corporation to start
with; a little sop to public prejudices
will do us no harm.”

The tenor of his words was amiabhle
enough, nor was his tone particularly
menacing; but I think Mr. Shaw
understood that interference from him
in any of Sharp’s arrangements was
not to be brooked. The elder man
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sat gazing at the younger, and after
he had finished speaking nodded his
head once or twice as if to emphasize
his remarks. John Sharp realizes, if
none of his associates do, the power
and ambition of this Jinn they have
bottled up. I do not believe he has
ever forgiven himself for failing to
crush his wily opponent when he had
the chance.

Shaw bit his lip vexedly a second.
then caught himself together. *“I
agree,” he admitted, shifting easily
from the dictatorial into the argumen-
tative strain, “that it is a matter en-
tirely within the province of the LLxec-
utive Committee. Still, Sharp, 1
must persist in considering it a de-
plorable mistake. I have been through
this labor business forward and back,
vou know; and I tell vou,” slapping
his hand down upon the desk, “it is
suicidal folly ever to yield a single
inch.

“I.ook at our experience on the
D. N. & Q., for instance. We have
vielded, there, and compromised, and
compromised and yielded, until now
we hardly dare call our souls our own.
Engine-drivers, firemen, brakemen and
telegraphers, they are all banded to-
gether; and, what they want they get.
The owners of the property are the last
people to be considered.

“No, sir; I have kept the unions out
of my mills, and I tell you it is the only
way to get along. Once give them a
foothold, and they’ll own you body and
soul.”

“On the other hand,” interposed
Sharp, “if you don’t recognize them,
it's a strike or a threat to strike from
one year’s end to the other. Look,
how the Centaur people held out
against them. What did they gain?”

“The Centaur!”’ sneered the other.
“Don’t bring that up, Sharp, for
heaven’s sake! Why, if Martin
hadn’t been so infernally weak-kneed,
that strike would have been over in
five days’ time. It was he that kept
them out, running after them all the
time with concessions, and offers to
arbitrate, and Lord knows what not.
Why didn’t he come right out at first,
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and say: ‘We've got nothing to con-
cede and nothing to arbitrate. You
can stay out as long as you damn
please; but, when you do work for
us, it’'ll be on our terms, and not on
yours!” No; he simply let Ralph
Grier wrap him around his little fin-
ger.”

“Well, it’s Martin that’ insisting
on recognition, now,” confessed Sharp.
“He says that Grier has been working
like a beaver lately, and has pushed his
organization into every mill in the
combination. In fact, he asserts that,
unless we give them recognition, we
shall have a general strike on our
hands, just as soon as we announce
our company. That would be a nice
boom for our stock, wouldn't it?" sar-
castically.

“I don’t believe it," muttered Shaw,
doggedly. “Martin can always be
relied on to conjure up a scare of some
sort.”

“But, suppose it is true?” urged
Sharp. “Grier is just cute enough to
realize his advantage, and to play it

for all he is worth. What can we do,
if the union should start after us at
that time?”

“Fight 'em as long as we can; then
circumvent them,” rejoined Shaw,
with emphasis. “I’ll back my wits
against those of any labor leader that
ever was born, when it comes to a
question of whipping the devil around
a stump. I’ll tell you, Sharp; you
fellows leave the labor question to me,
and I’ll guarantee that I'll keep your
mills open, and won't have to ask per-
mission of any union to do it, either.”

“Well,” replied Sharp, hesitatingly,
“as | said, it's a matter for the Com-
mittee to settle, and hasn't been defi-
nitely decided vet. Since you feel so
strongly about it. youd better talk to
some of the rest of the boys. As far
as | am concerned. | dont care a rap
how it is arranged, so long as there
is a reasonable prospect of the mills
staying open.”

That ended the discussion for the
time being; but | saw Shaw’s eyelids
begin to droop, and his voice take on
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the purring note, which to me were
unfailing indications of trouble ahead
for some one.

“Fight ’em as long as I can; then,
circumvent them!” I wonder if that
is not the way Cornelius Shaw plans
all of his campaigns.

VII.
March 23rd.

I haven’t written anything for
weeks. It is almost April now, the
Spring is coming up this way, and I
find myself stirred with home-sick
longings for the country. Oh, Spring
comes to town, of course; but in a
tantalizing, elusive mood. She insists
that we recognize her presence, and
yet seeks to evade us. We follow, fol-
low hard upon her heels expecting to
catch her just around the corner, and
she meets us with a puff of cold wind
in the face, and mocks us with a vista
of bleak streets.

I saw yesterday that she was green-
ing the graves in old Trinity, and to-
day, while on the Avenue, I noticed
that the trees in the Park are no longer
a purple cloud on the horizon, but a
soft, green mist. Oh, yes, Spring is
here; but encompassed, environed,
dominated by the town.

But my heart sighs for Spring in
the real country—the broad, careless,
unconscious country. I do not want
to cherish my little patch of blue sky,
and find my sole type of the resurrec-
tion in the unfolding leaves of the tree
without my window. My eyes ache
to lose themselves in wastes of un-
fathomed blue, and to sink into deeps
and deeps — exhaustless deeps — of
green. Let those who will find pleas-
ure in watching a spray of peach buds
struggling to unfold in a patch of
garden.
bloom of wide orchards.

I shall never be content with small
means. Nothing less than the opu-
lence which shall enable me to make
my dreams come true will satisfy me.
Is the desire for wealth really as fun-
damentally vulgar and ignoble as we
are taught? Is there nothing more in

T want to gloat over the rosy
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it than is expressed in the cant phrasc,
“the lust of gold?” May it not be
some law of the soul seeking expres-
sion—the desire to dream true?

Daily, I am convinced that there is
nothing in the world so soul-stunting,
so spirit-abasing as poverty. What
an affectation is all this talk of its
spiritual compensations? All the
preachments about the satiety of
wealth may be true, of course, if one
has the nature of a swine, or the
imagination of a peasant; but, given
a normal, healthy nature, plenty of
imagination, and cultivation —and
wealth is necessary, eternally good.

When passing the flower stores in
the morning, I photograph their con-
tents on my brain that I may carry the
picture with me through the day.
But what a paltry substitute for the
real thing! What joy to buy those
heavy-headed roses, to scatter them
broadcast, or to fill my own house
with them, and be made glad by their
beauty and fragrance! What rap-
ture to possess beautiful pictures, and
throw open my galleries to the world;
to feel the vibrations of music draw
my soul to that far ocean of “melody
born of melody which melts the world
into a sea!”

I never see one of those degraded
street beggars that I do not long to
press a bill into his hand, and say:
“In pity’s name, go and spend it—
spend it as if you had a million more,
and let me see that miserable, hang-
dog look, that expression as if you
apologized for living, vanish, if only
temporarily, from your face.”

I hate to confess it, even to myself;
but Brander - constantly refers to.his
poverty, as if he expected always to
be poor. I cannot understand that,
especially since 1 have come to New
York. A knowledge of the business
world of to-day is enough to stimu-
late the most phlegmatic; and it
thrills, vivifies me. What power-
loving emperors, what freebooting
conquerors of the past ever dreamed
such dreams of globe-circling domin-
ion as our great business organizers
realize to-day? What magnificence
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of conception, what keen interplay of
interests can compare with that dis-
played in the commercial world?

How marvelous, too, has been its
subservience of science.  Students ex-
periment in iheir laboratories for vears
—presently the scarchlight of business
spies them out; and, behold, an in-
vention which revolutionizes the estab-
lished order of things! There are no
longer kingdoms to be wrested from
rulers, nor citics to be used as pawns
in that game of chess which went on
from age to age, and served to trans-
form the warrior to the diplomat;
but men still dream of temporal power,
and business offers the best channel
for their ambitions. In some future
age, when we look back and sce this
one in the hazy perspective of ro-
mance, the great epic of business will
be written; its Columbus, its Rich-
lieu, its Hawke and Drake will be
sung. To-day’s commonplace is a
drama for to-morrow.

Too much do I moralize; but it is
a recreation to moralize sometimes,
when you want to get away from
yourself — outside yourself, so to
speak.

The routine of life for me has been
broken lately by the arrival of friends
from the West—Julia Fairfax and
Susanne St. Quentin, and their moth-
ers. For months life outside my
office work has run along in such a
monotonous stream with so little agi-
tation of the current, that I did not
realize the banks were changing, and
the scenes were all new.

It has rather bewildered me. Once,
Susanne’s and Julia’s interests were
mine—a girl’s real interests in young
men, clothes and amusements, her
pretended enthusiasms for music, art,
charities, the last new novel; but I
find that I am now far away from
them, as remote as if the spaces of
the sky divided us. The old life has
become dim and foreign, and only one
figure stands out clear and distinct—
Brander.

I strive to feel the old thrill of in-
terest, when Susanne and Julia de-
scribe in detail the new gowns the
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girls are getting for Mrs. Burton’s
annual ball, or when they breathlessly
relate the exciting fact that *Jinny”
Mason has really married “Bob” Rey-
nolds, after years of indecision and
flirtation; but my thoughts wander.
It is really gone, so much of the old
feeling; and 1 did not want it to go.
I wanted always to feel the same to
the old place and the old people. I
hate myself that I cannot; and yet
I cannot.

Sometimes I feel as though I were
just a leaf in the current, swept on
resistlessly—where? Oh, not out to
sea; not out to the wide, open sea!
No; some kind eddy in the stream
will cast me up on the quiet, sheltered
shore, and there I shall wait until
Brander comes for me.

I have been very gay; oh, very gay
for me. Julia and Susanne refuse to
go anywhere without me; and in the
evening the private secretary sheds the
sombre chrysalis of her work-a-day
attire, and becomes a butterfly, flutter-
ing in that world of bright illusion, the

_ theatres, the hotels, the big, brilliant

restaurants. It is the life of the sur-
face again, and I enjoy it. All women
are butterflies at heart.

Last night we dined at Sherry’s;
then went on to the play. I wore my
long black crépe gown, and the girls
looked me over with approval. The
town was never made to be lived in
during the day. In the day hours, one
wants the sun and breeze, the trees,
hills and meadows; but at night, the
city enchants. She juggles her magic
lights, and woos one with a thousand
pleasures. I was excited and—no, not
happy. Must there always be a fly
in the ointment? Why doesn’t Bran-
der write to me? Why doesn’t he
write?

Something odd strikes me in the
girls’ manner, whenever they speak
of Brander, and it keeps recurring to
my memory. If I mention his name,
I can instantly feel on their part a
hasty, embarrassed mental withdrawal
from the subject.

During the course of the dinner,
Susanne was telling me of a Miss
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Mowbray who has recently come to
live in Springfield. She is, it secems,
very rich, very plain, but agrecable
and amusing. Susanne rattled off into
a description of some occurrence which
involved this Miss Mowbray and
Brander, when she was skilfully, but
unmistakably interrupted by Julia,
who, leaning over me, touched her
lightly and significantly on the arm,
exclaiming: “Susanne, do you realize
that Jane is the most distinguished
looking woman in the room? You
never appeared so well in your life,
my dear; you tall, haughty thing, with
your black crépe gown, and your black
velvet hair!”

I felt a sudden hot impulse of anger,
and could cheerfully have pinched her.
Why should they presume to spare my
feelings? Do they fancy that trifling,
surmountable circumstances have part-
ed Brander and myself? That a beg-
garly matter of money could do what
the disruption of worlds would fail to
accomplish ?

In an effort to control myself, I
glanced about me; and to my sur-
prise, saw Mr. Shaw at a distant
table with Mrs. and Miss Haberkorn,
exquisitely gowned, ugly women.

“Another stroke in his game of ‘cir-
cumvention,’” I reflected as I noted
the empressée bearing of this man of
assured position toward the two
climbers, who, for all their wecalth and
display, had hitherto found the social
ramparts impregnable.

What a picture was our whole en-
vironment, glittering with light, bril-
liant with color, heavy with perfume,
as animated, and vivacious, and artifi-
cial as the scene of a Marie Antoinette
fan!

I wish I would hear from Brander.
He has been very busy, I know; but
I miss his letters terribly, miserably,
more than I can say. I wait and
watch for the postman, and, when he
brings no letter, there comes a dull,
sagging fecling of unhappiness at my
heart, that lasts and lasts for hours—
days now,
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VIIL.
March 28th.

Our religious pendulum, Mrs. Ames,
seeing that I have been frivolously
worldly, has been recently offering me
antidotes in the way of ecclesiastical
teas. Yesterday afternoon, with rev-
erential impressiveness, she invited me
to accompany her to a very especially
unorthodox reception.

Knowing that it would be the sort
of thing that one cannot see outside of
New York or Boston, I begged an in-
vitation for Susanne, who is interested
in things uncanny. Permission to
bring her was graciously accorded, and
as the affair was at a very smart house
we girls looked forward to the after-
noon with some excitement.

Mrs. Ames led us with the assured
air of one versed in mysteries beyond
our undeveloped ken. One must be
something of a mental acrobat to
achieve the proper accordance with
Mrs. Ames’s spiritual moods. Some-
times she seeks repose in the orthodox
creeds, and we meet a “dear Bishop”';
again, she feels that the needs of her
higher nature demand something more
esoteric, and the object of homage will
probably be a Buddhist priest.

A solemn butler admitted us into a
hall as dark as Erebus, which smelled
like a foreign cathedral, so heavy was
the odor of incense. We stumbled
blindly into a drawing-room, faintly lit
by a few shaded lamps, whose dim
light was almost obscured by the
clouds of smoke wavering from the
smouldering censers. As through a
glass, darkly, we saw many women—
grand dames and freaks catholically
mingled—and a few men.

Our hostess was tall and pale, asceti-
cally elegant, infinitely composed, the
diplomatic chaperone of the last new
things in religions, determined that her
débutantes should be well placed.
Shrewd, far-seeing eyes, a spiritual,
ccstatic mouth. For a moment, the
long, pointed white fingers of the
psychic toyed with a diamond cross on
the bosom of a faultless, black velvet
gown, and disclosed the cushioned,
fleshy palm of the lover of luxury.
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“My dear Mrs. Ames,” composedly,

remotely. “Miss Wade. Miss St.
Quentin. | want you to meet my dear
Swami----- " She pronounced a name

with a “banana” in it; and we were
bowing to a tall Hindu in a white tur-
ban, and a dull red robe.

Mrs. Ames, with the fluent vocifer-
ousness of the American woman, im-
mediately began talking to him in a
rapid jargon that sounded as if she
had filched it from “Kim.” But this
dignified, impassive Hindu made no
grimacing pretense of interest. He
merely listened with unmatched and
impersonal courtesy.

“Professor Singerauf,” said our
hostess, gently.  Singerauf was sallow
and lean with protruding, bottle-green
eyes, and long, dry, dead hair. He
gave me a bony hand-clasp, and our
knuckles clashed together.

“1 have been waiting for you a long
time; but | felt sure that you would
come to-dav,” he said, in a voice of
peculiarly sweet timbre.

I glanced appealingly at Mrs. Ames;
but she was beaming at me, and ruf-
fling her feathers with the air of a hen
pleased to discover that one of her
chicks has turned out to be a gosling.

“You see,” continued Singerauf to
the women, who had crowded about
us, “I knew her long, long ago in
Babylon. | was a priest in the tem-
ple, and she was a princess of the
blood. Ah. how plainly 1 see her
colors----- 7

“Her colors?” exclaimed Susanne,
with involuntary loudness. “Why,
she is in mourning.”

The Professor smiled in faint, ab-
stracted, lofty amusement. “The hues
of vour aura,” he explained to me,
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“are absolutely distinct to the clearer
vision. And so, you have not learned
vour lesson, yet!” he added, sharply.
His compelling green eves looked deep
into mine, his strange voice thrilled to
some unsounded depths in my nature,
and for a moment I seemed to stand
on the edge of an abyss of pain.  “Suf-
fering must still continue its purifving
work,” he went on.  “And now—now
is the hour!” e lifted one menacing
forefinger, and his words fell on my
heart like hail.

I stood dumb, confused an instant :
then 1T laughed in defiant, embarrassed
bravado.

“You will have an opportunity of
hearing something more about colors,”
broke in the cool, calm voice of our
hostess. “The Swami is going to
speak.”

The women subsided into scats with
the usual flutter and rustle, and with
burning checks, and anvthing but the
mien of a Princess of Babylon, I hid
myself in an obscure corner. The
brief lecture which followed was onc
of a series, and treated of Occultism
beyond my comprehension; but had
the Swami spoken with the tongues of
men and of angels, I should probably
have failed to grasp his message, for
in my ear was constantly sounding
Professor Singerauf’s oracular “the
Ides of March are come.”

Presently, obeying some quick im-
pulse, I lifted my eves from my black-
gloved hands to find fixed upon me the
gaze of a man, whom I had noticed
casually when we entered the room. I
felt the sudden shock we experience
when some new planet swims into our
ken. Life seems momentarily arrest-
ed, and we feel the earth pause, and
the firmament breathe. We men and
women are as alike as peas in a pod;
but once in a while, once in a great
while, we meet some one who is eter-
nally different. T felt as if at last I
had seen an individual.

My recollection of him is somewhat
vague, as my mind seemed to receive
an impression of his characteristics,
his atmosphere, rather than his ap-
pearance. Perhaps, out in the broad
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sunshine he would be a very common-
place sort of a person; but, scen
through those clouds of drifting in-
cense, enveloped in its wavering illu-
sion. he was imperturbable. majestic
—like a rock in this ocean of secking,
avid femininity.

IX.
April 1, 1903.

When T came home from the office
last night, I found my letter, my long-
watched-for letter. The evenings are
long now, and it was still light. Un-
der the influence of the sunshine, and
the soft Spring rains, the young
leaves had budded on the one tree
without my window; a little crescent
moon swung far up in the pale sky.
In the strect was one of those big
piano organs. It played an old waltz
tune, and the children danced about
it in little groups.

Among those who had paused to
watch them I recognized, standing
on the opposite side of the street, the
same man who had caught my atten-
tion at the religious reception. There
he stood, tall and massive, as individ-
ual and impressive as he had scemed
through the haze of incense. He did
not look up, nor sce me; but again
the curious sense of expectancy swept
over me, again I waited—waited for
what? I do not know.

Smiling with content, I stood for a
moment watching the scene, and held
my letter to my heart before unscal-
ing it. I thrilled to see the Spring
and to love; and then I pulled it open.
“I am going to marry Miss Mow-
bray?!”’

Oh! They were playing it still, the
same waltz tune—la-la-la, la-la-la.

The sky grew duller, and the moon
brighter; but the beat of those meas-
ures still continues, either in the
street, or in my head.

I suppose to most women it would
seem a fool thing to do, to sit down
and write when your heart, or head—
I do not know which—is breaking;
hut T have no one—no mother, sister,
brother, or friend—to whom I can
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talk. What relief, what solace is left
me but pen and paper? For, | sup-
pose, all emotions must have their ex-
pression.

I wonder if every one that ever
lived, and loved, and suffered, has
felt the hurt of the splendid mockery
of the dawn. | suppose | slept some
during the night, because | suddenly
became conscious of the cold, that
penetrating, spring chill, and my head
felt indescribably heavy. | looked
about me puzzled, for | was still
kneeling by tbe window, my head on
my out-thrown arms. The dark was
beginning to palpitate with pale, mys-
terious light, mystical and unreal.
The houses opposite looked cold and
strange.
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The light grew so slowly that it
was more a suggestion than an actual-
ity which pervaded the atmosphere;
but at last the real dawn slipped over
the house-tops, joyous, triumphant,
flashing its magnificent command:
“Lift up your gates and sing!”

I am crushed beneath my gates, and
I can hear only one tune. It is a
clap-trap, old-fashioned waltz, and
the words set to it are, “l am going
to marry Miss Mowbray.”

I wish that tiresome thing would
stop ringing in my head—Ia-la-la,
la-la-la. 1 wish | could go to bed,
and sleep all day. | wish | did not
have to go to the office. La-la—oh,
stop!—"“l am going to marry Miss
Mowbray.”

(To be continued.)



ALERT, STURDY, CAPABLE, SELF-CONFIDENT, PATRIOTIC. LOYAL TO HIS EMPEROR AND PLEASED TO LAY DOWN
HIS LIFE FOR '‘GREAT JAPAN."

A PLAIN STATEMENT ABOUT
RUSSIA AND JAPAN

BY FREDERICK McCORMICK

ILLUSTRATED BY THE AUTHOR

N April 8, 1902, a solemn
agreement was signed be-
tween the Wai Wu Pu or

Chinese Foreign Office and
the Russian minister in Peking, which
provided for the evacuation of Man-
churia. According to this agreement,
which is called the Manchurian Con-
vention, the evacuation was to be ac-
cofnplished by Russia in three steps
as follows: the region south and west
of the Liao River was to be evacuated
at the end of six months from date,
the region from the Liao to the Amur
provinces at the end of twelve months,
and the northern country back to the
Siberian boundary at the end of eigh-
teen months.

The statement that these conditions
were fixed between Russia and China
in solemn agreement does not imply
that they were any more solemn than
the agreements of Russia and China

have ever been, which are, perhaps,
but little less solemn than agreements
between many Occidental nations.
But they were given to the powers
and accepted by them notwithstand-
ing the preposterous assumption of
superior domain which they contained,
and those powers were fully persuaded
to insist upon their execution.

It was as an observer and student
of Eastern politics that | made it a
point to be at the Wai Wu Pu at the
conclusion of the final conference, and
when the Russian minister, M. Paul
Lessar, came out accompanied by Lien
Fang, one of Prince Ching’s vice-
presidents, and closely followed by
the aged Chinese statesman, Wang
Wen Shao, | met him beside his sedan
chair and asked him if he would not
waive his original resolution to answer
no questions from the press and an-
swer one | should ask.
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“Yes," said he, “it is signed,” with-
out waiting for the question. When
I offered him my congratulations at
having successfully concluded a vexed
and distressing business—it had been
hanging fire for a year—he offered
me his hand and thanked me. He
had a right to fecl glad at thinking he
had done with it—though no one else
thought so—and to feel that he had
helped his country toward an ade-
quate though tardy scttlement with
China in accordance with plans which
had been carried out by every other
nation which had acquired identical
rights in the Boxer war. lis sincer-
ity seems the more genuine because
his people vilified him as a traitor
afterward when they found his con-
vention to be a nuisance.

The evacuation of the first scction
of Manchuria fixed for October 8,
1902, was accomplished without ex-
citement, and with reasonable promp-
titude, and was admitted by the un-
prejudiced to have fulfilled all the re-
quirements of the agreement. Rapid
Russian immigration to all parts ad-
joining the Manchurian railway then
followed, together with a growth of
commercial enterprises intended to
conquer as much of the industrial and
commercial field as possible, against
the time when complete and despotic
control might be divided with its
rightful Celestial autocrats—as well
as the rapid maturity of the fiat city
of Dalny in leased territory, from
which the entire interior commerce
was to be administered.

The Manchurian Convention was not
concluded without sinister alarms.
And although nothing of importance
was to be surrendered to China at
the expiration of the first date for
evacuation—there being no large citics
and no Russian works in Sheng King
Province west of the Liao—the same
rumors of war—war that every writer
on the political East has prophesied as
inevitable between Japan and Russia
these last ten vears—asserted them-
selves.  Having their day, they rested
until the date for the evacuation of
the second section when, in a period
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of suspense immediately following, the
whoic¢ world, in fact, was suddenly
scandalized by the announcement of
seven revolutionary demands present-
ed to Prince Ching in Lessar’s absence
by the Russian Charge d'Affaires,
amounting to a declaration of propric-
torship of the whole of Manchurnia, a
repudiation of the Manchurian Con-
vention, and an open challenge to
three powers.

The problem of the present ino-
ment is onc with that, and with the
several preceding years of inching
away not only the sovereign domain
of the unworthy Manchus, but the
feeding ground and natural outlet of
Japan. T'rom the beginning it is the
same.  And no mere devices of diplo-
macy or fashion of the press. no in-
genuity of time or trick of accident is
able to disguise its true aim or sur-
prise what passes for the *“manifest
destiny” and “providential right” of
this powerful and unscrupulous state
out of the struggle for its quarry.
The situation is a simple one which
all may understand without “diplo-
matic astuteness” or even an historical
chart.

An arbitrary boundary fixed on
maps by geographers shows with par-
donable error the division of China
and Siberia. To speak simply and to
the point, it has been a decade. at least.
since this line told the truth, if it ever
did.  Within that time, but more par-
ticularly within the last three vears.
or four, the line of actual division has
been borne down by war, and the
machinations of Russian agents and
Chinese traitors at the eastern end.of
the vicinity of where the Great \Wall
mects the sca, and moving west strikes
through middle Mongolia and ap-
proaches the route indicated in the
printed line of demarcation only in
the remote interior, where no one cares
to inquire and where only an occa-
sional traveler from the West has the
disposition to penetrate.

The fact now is that the military
party headed at Port Arthur by Ad-
miral Alexieff, Viceroy or King of
not only the Amur and Liao Tung,
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but all possible rights, held by Russia
to have been acquired in Manchuria—
a vague, illimitable patent—as well as
the element of the Russian government
assigned to commercial duties in
banks, railway and other industrial
enterprises, have found the idea of
evacuation preposterous and intoler-
able, and have secretly repudiated
Lessar’s Convention and determined
to extend the Czar’s dominion beyond
the Yalu, a bold, picturesque and en-
gaging scheme. Events have abun-
dantly shown that this plan was de-
termined upon finally at Port Arthur
by the council of Russia’s highest war
officials in July last. But although
it constitutes, de facto, a virile and
determined challenge to war on the
part of Russia, and, has, in part, been
already put into execution, we have
nothing to show that Japan has ac-
Cepted war as a matter of course, as
those who claim to know Japan best
have affirmed she would.

A few statements of history may be
made to show more clearly the atti-
tude and position of Russia in Man-
churia. After the evacuation of that
part of Sheng King west of the Liao,
the scheme of the Russia military mo-
guls to cover what they chose to re-
gard as the errors of Lessar and his
party, was doubtless the disguise of
their armies in railway guards’ uni-
forms, and the pay of the Department
of Finance—separating them in this
respect from the Board of War—and
the placing of them within a few
hours’ march of all the important posts
which they had held. This plan,
“which was explained to the public in
“more detail than elsewhere by the
Times' correspondent, has never been
carried out. FEvacuation ceased when
the end of the railway was reached
and only an illusionary movement of
troops instituted. There were, of
course bona fide departures. “P. p.c.”
cards published in the Russian news-
paper at Port Arthur doubtless regis-
tered the genuine farewells of hun-
dreds of officers who went back across
the geography line and the Amur,
But there was no published account of

those who replaced them or those who
returned. A resident of Mukden tes-
tifies that a brigade moved out of that
place bag and baggage, cook-pans,
ovens, tent-pegs—leaving no more
signs of returning than a bare and
blackened waste where their camp had
been—only to march in by another
gate four days after! The number
of troops in Manchuria is stated to
have been from forty-five thousand
to eighty thousand during the occupa-
tion, now increasing, with a mobiliza-
tion taking place on the northern bor-
der and in Liao Tung, which had no
less than thirty thousand troops Octo-
ber 1st.

An independent and interested spec-
tator of this movement by Russia for
three years, from the vantage ground
of the Chinese capital, I have seen the
succeeding issues of evacuation argu-
fied, and one by one put to sleep with-
out solution, by diplomacy. Japan has
now protested and now cajoled both in
Peking and in Seoul, and wilfully, or
under stress of British persuasion, has
thrown away rightful chances to make
war. In the demands made by Russia
on September 6th last, which are re-
garded as more audacious and more
dangerous than their predecessors, she
is offered what appears a final chal-
lenge beyond which, short of indefen-
sible violence, Russia, it would seem,
can do no more to provoke her. Hesi-
tating not a moment, Russia has not
only perfected her occupation of Man-
churia and fortified it, she has crossed
the Yalu with military telegraphs and
communications under guise, and is
preparing for the emergency of forti-
fying the passes on the Korean border.
In view of the present stage of the
situation then, as advanced from the
conditions laid down by the best writ-
ers of the last ten years, it seems not
impertinent to consider some of the
characteristics of these men whom fate
has made the creatures of an appar-
ently insoluble contention. I take it
that most of the civilized world treas-
ures a natural svmpathy for the little
island empire of Japan. and that in
layving down in print for all to see
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what appears to be the responsibilities
devolving upon Japan, we do not con-
fer burdens which it is the duty of
other powers to bear—England is
alone, perhaps, in insisting upon the
responsibility of all, or, at least, sev-
eral other great powers. Japan knows
she has no one upon whom she can
rely.

To take the Russian: It is scarcely
necessary to emphasize the inherent
military qualifications of the Cossack.
Schooled to the pony’s back, the car-
bine and the frontier campaign, he cor-
responds in hardihood and handiness
very closely to our own western Indian
fighters, and springs at his country’s
call from a region larger than the
United States. It is said that when
the Japanese shall have whipped the
Russian out of Manchuria, the Cos-
sack will still flow down upon them
like an unending tide.

Besides these wild and undisciplined
scouts, there is the regular army of
a quarter of a million men, with years
of service, many of whom, in desert
sun and arctic snows, in a rugged and
interminable land, are the veterans of
campaigns that have no history out-
side the silent archives of St. Peters-
burg.

The opponent of the Russian, on
the other hand, is the natural and
practical soldier.  He is the legatee of
the oldest civilized warrior race in ex-
istence, tracing his proud militant
heritage to the kings and clans of
prehistoric times. He is a man
pleased with his new modern military
diversions, apt, eager and enthusias-
tic, and he has already proved to a
great extent his efficiency by his
achievements in Formosa and during
the Boxer war in China. Alert,
sturdy, capable, self-confident, patri-
otic, loval to his Emperor and pleased
to lay down his life for “Great Japan,”
his army organized and on a war foot-
ing, he is without doubt not the man
whom the Russian military profess at
this time to so much despise. And in
addition, against the loyal Russians
in the East holding themselves at the
service of the “Great White Czar,”
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may be confidently set the thousands
of individual Japanese who honey-
comb Korea and Manchuria, hundreds
of whom, not fancifully as some have
affirmed in derision, but in reality are
spies and patriots pursuing substan-
tial as well as itinerant occupations,
knowing everything about them, in-
forming their officials, and competent
to destroy the Russian railway in a
hundred places, losing their lives in
the achievement or saving them, at
the command of their superiors.
They have done such things. On the
Pei Ho, in 1900, after the capture of
Tien-tsin, a native city, it was ob-
served that almost every body of a
foreigner floating in the stream was
a Japanese—a powerful commentary
on their fearlessness to those who un-
derstand the operations in that his-
toric action. They force themselves
into our reckoning, they compete for
the fortunes of war which are as likely
to rest upon their &gis as upon that
of the Muscovite.

We may speak, too, admiringly, of
the individual Russian so far as his
diligence and loyalty in the conquest
of the East concerns us. Like the
Japanese, by silent and determined
ways he has pursued his aims. The
love of empire is a passion without the
pale of the mind of common man as
he lives and thinks in a country like
the United States. In Japan there is
less than and perhaps more expansion
per capita. But in Russia, bordered
by eight thousand miles, more or less,
of impecunious and inconsequent
states, there are many men fired with
the mental vista of interminable de-
pendencies, tributary centrifugal king-
doms and unchecked dominion,
Alexieff, himself, who, a few years
ago, was the commander of a small
war vessel, is now the king of an
empire with a navy almost equal to
the fighting strength of Japan’s navy,
and an army of a hundred and fifty
thousand men, holding in his grasp
the alternatives of peace and war!
He is inspired by the same motives
that inspired the conqueror of the
Amur and those who preceded him.,



A PLAIN STATEMENT ABOUT RUSSIA AND JAPAN 887

The Russian diplomats and the long-
haired priests who walk the streets of
Peking and Seoul, are one and the
same with those who trod these high-
ways of the capital with Kublai Khan
and the Mings. The point is that
limitless empire, undisputed and un-
divided sovereignty, feudal honors of
high station are the incentive of the
empire builders who now infest the
northern borders of China and not the
convenient “‘struggle for an open port”
or “breathing space on the Pacific.”

One day several years ago the man
who is now Baron von Grote, one of
the most mysterious and competent
Russians in the East, unexpectedly
walked into the office of the Inspector-
General of Customs in Peking—he
was then in the Imperial Chinese Cus-
toms—and coming to attention pre-
cisely as would a soldier, with his feet
together and his body erect, said in
short, terse English: “I wish to resign
my position.” Not a word more did
he utter, but stood waiting for a reply.

The Inspector-General was non-
plussed for a moment and then asked
him what the matter was. Was he
dissatisfied with the treatment, the
work, or the remuneration—why did
he wish to leave?

“It is my duty,” said he, and noth-
ing more could be got out of him. He
held himself at the service of his gov-
ernment and something was required
of him which he could not promote
while in the employ of the Customs
service. This man is now at Urga
with almost complete power over the
administration of Mongolia.

Take Alexieff, a man of such in-
domitable temper and fierceness that,
if the unfortunate man’s friends are
to be believed, one of his lieutenants
killed himself rather than serve under
him. No Chinese can overmatch his
determination and violence, and not
all China can be half so powerful.
The rage of a Li Hung Chang or an
Empress dowager is as nothing, while
his genius is equal to any device for
the subjugation and acquisition of
states. The Russian genius is at
home and revels in all the labyrinths

of Chinese prevarications and diplo-
matic futilities. The acquisition of
Manchuria and Korea is a natural
achievement of the Russian. He is on
his own ground in such enterprises,
and the importance of the Russian
who is forming the Pacific branch of
the Muscovy empire therefore is quite
clear. And it is equally clear that
neither our sympathy with the so-
called Russian desire for an eastern
vantage, nor the pro-Russian shibbo-
leth of an ‘“ice-free port on the
Pacific,” nor the sentimental and am-
biguous claim by journalists of Rus-
sia’s fateful contention with the ele-
ments and the various dark forces of
fate and nature should obscure the
real nature of the Russian motive.
The men who have always managed
the expansion of Russia have struck
out vast boundaries from ambitions
arbitrary and complete. They aim
now, as then, at every contiguous state,
especially every Oriental state. And
the least with which they are at pres-
ent content is the acquisition of North
China, if not all of Korea. Russia
has not only sunk her beak to the depth
of a thousand millions of roubles
which De Witte says has been spent
on Dalny and the railway—enough as
far as political reasons go for holding
the country—but she has fixed her
ravenous talons in the medi®val pur-
pose to crush or disable the only power
that may threaten her Pacific domin-
ion, dividing the sovereignty of the
Pacific with America alone.

It is not to be expected that the influ-
ences which brought the gigantic Sibe-
rian railway into being and has since
organized dependent enterprises in all
parts of Manchuria and even in Korea,
should consent to the abandonment
of its quarry. And all this element
adds its protest to that of the great
integral military which nurses with
jealous care the least promise of a
war issue. We cannot conceive Rus-
sia or any great power giving way in
a scheme so vast and so important.

Russia is a barbaric body morbid
with the ichor of a religious supersti-
tion and ponderous with futurce great-
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ness. The great Unknown is just ap-
pearing vast upon the horizon, loom-
ing uncertain and fearful, and these
operations with which she is to subdue
it are the manifestations of a great ap-
prehension. They are also. so far as
those on the outside immediately con-
cerned with the present situation sce.
only the extension and encroachment
in a natural way, of despotism, and a
blind and unworthy stab at one of the
most valuable contributions to human
civilization — Japan. Manchuria is
stated to be vital to Japan. It sup-
plies her not only with food, but it
furnishes the bean - cake fertilizer
which enables her to produce an own
share of her food-stuffs, besides being
the convenient market for her manu-
factures, and with Korea, is the only
region for that expansion in which as
a growing empire she is in need.

The gravity of the present situation
in the north is not to us, as Americans.
selfish to a degree of our little trade,
but to Japan whose safety is jeopar-
dized. It does us little credit to con-
nive on a “practical basis” with St.
Petersburg for the protection of our-
selves and to let the Japanesc go where
thev will for assistance, although we
certainly are not called into this dis-
tant quarter to make trouble. It is
China who appears especially con-
temptible and decrepit, a mendicant
fawning, begging and blubbering as
occasion requires.

It had not been my purpose to touch
upon the probabilities of alliance in
war had not persons who ought to
know, some of them Chinese, brought
the subject to the attention of the pub-
lic in other places. But in doing so
and to avoid mere speculation which
seems particularly inane in face of
such a despicable mess as the present
complications present, I will speak of
Cathay alone.

It is probable that no one would
venture seriously to bring forward the
possibilities of Korea as an ally to
Japan, potentially or really. But on
the other hand, China has actually
been held up as a possible belligerent,
if not a powerful one. The best army
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and the only one available for defense
in the north is the Pei Yang army
of Yuan Shih Kai, the viceroy of the
metropolitan province of Chihli. And
let it be understood that the reason this
army might be available for defense
on the north would be the voluntary
protection of the capital and the throne
by the neutral powers having military
representation at Peking.  But Yuan
Shilh Kai's army does not consist of
forty thousand men, but of thirty
thousand, ten thousand of whom are
adequately equipped and might make
a stand against western troops. As
for the other twenty thousand, they
are not qualified for the arena, even for
speculation. The  potential military
uscfulness of China may be set down
at about the real military strength and
no more. No foreigner qualified to
reckon the case would concede more
than this.

We see then that China is of no
greater use to Japan than Korea,
which, unlike China, is deeply and
with some intelligence mourning her
forlorn condition without a solitary
means of defense or self-help.  Japan
has confessedly failed to persuade her
natural ally, China, to join her against
the Muscovite, and is therefore thrown
back upon her sole resources.

It may not be irrelevant to state that
the naval authoritics do not agree on
the relative strength of the Russian
and Japanese flcets. While the Amer-
ican admiral lately in the Gulf of
Chihli reckons by professional and
technical guidance the inferiority of
the Japanese, the British admiral in
the East places the Japanese consider-
ably ahcad of the Russian in fighting
ability and scamanship. Other Amer-
ican authorities differ from the ad-
miral mentioned. while many English
critics apprchend disaster to the Jap-
ancse if a naval engagement takes
place. So we may conclude that on
sca as on land the fortunes of war may
fall arbitrarily upon one or the other.

In concluding, it is well to point out
that it is always difficult to identify
exact historv. And there is probably
no place in the world where such a
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THE LYNX CAME UPON A STRANGE TRAIL, AND STOPPED SHORT, CROUCHING.

THE RIVALS OF RINGWAAK

BY CHARLES G. D. ROBERTS

ILLUSTRATED BY CHARLES LIVINGSTON BULL

WHITE flood, still and won-
derful, the moonlight lay on
the naked rampikes and dense
thickets of Ringwaak Hill.
Beneath its magic the wvery rocks,
harsh bulks of granite, seemed almost
afloat: and every branch, spray and
leaf swam liquidly. The rampikes,
towering trunks of pine, fire-blasted
and time-bleached, lifted lonely spires
of silver over the enchanted solitude.
Apparently, there was neither sound
nor motion over all Ringwaak, or over
the wide wilderness spread out below
its ken. But along the secret trails,
threading the thicket and skirting the
granite boulders, life went on with an
intensity all the deeper and more
stringent for the seal of silence laid

upon it. The small, fugitive kindreds
moved noiselessly about their affairs,
foraging, mating, sometimes even
playing, hut ever watchful, a sleepless
vigilance the price of each hour's
breath; while, even more furtive, but
more intermittent in their watchful-
ness, the hunting and blood-loving
kindreds followed the trails.

Gliding swiftly from bush to rock,
from rock to thicket, now for an in-
stant clear and terrible in a patch of
moonlight, now ghost-grey and still
more terrible in the sharp-cut shadows,
came a round-eyed, crouching shape.
It was somewhere about the size of a
large spaniel, but shorter in the body
and longer in ffie legs: and its nind
legs, in particular, though kept partly
gathered beneath the body iIn readi-
ness for a lightning spring, were so
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disproportionately long as to give a
high, humped-up, rabbity look to his
powerful hind-quarters. This com-
bined suggestion of the rabbit and the
tiger was peculiarly daunting in its
eftect. The strange beast’s head was
round and cat-like, but with high,
tufted ears, and a curious, back-
brushed muffle of whiskers under the
throat. It eyes, wide and pale, shone
with a cold ferocity and unconquer-
able wildness. Its legs, singularly
large for the bulk of its body, and
ending in broad, razor-clawed, furry
pads of feet, would have seemed
clumsy but for the impression of tense
steel springs and limitless power
which they gave in every movement.
In weight this stealthy and terrifying
figure would have gone perhaps forty
pounds—but forty pounds of destroy-
ing energy and tireless swiftness.

As he crept through a spruce
thicket, his savage eyes turning from
side to side, the lynx came upon a
strange trail, and stopped short,
crouching. His stub of a tail twitched,
his ears flattened back angrily, his
long, white fangs bared themselves in
a soundless snarl. A green flame
seemed to flicker in his eyes, as he
subjected every bush, every stone,
every stump within his view to the
most piercing scrutiny. Detecting no
hostile presence, he bent his attention
to the strange trail, sniffing at it with
minute consideration.

The scent of the trail was that of
a wildcat; but its size was too great
for that of any wildcat this big lynx
had ever known. Wildcats he viewed
with utter scorn. For three years he
had ruled all Ringwaak Hill; and no
wildcat, in those three years, had
dared to hunt upon his range. But
this newcomer with the wildcat smell
seemed about as big as three wildcats.
The impression of its foot on a patch
of moist mould was almost as large as
that of the lynx himself—and the lynx
well knew that the wildcats were a
small-footed tribe. Like most of the
hunting beasts he was well schooled
in the lore oi the trails and all the
signs were to him a clear speech.
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From the depth and definiteness of
that foot-print he felt that both
weight and strength had stamped it.
His long claws protruded from their
hidden sheaths as he pondered the
significance of this message from the
unknown. Was the stranger a delib-
crate invader of his range, or a mere
ignorant trespasser? And would he
fight, or would he run? The angry
lynx was determined to put these
questions to the test with the least pos-
sible delay.

The trail was comparatively fresh,
and the lynx began to follow it, for-
getful of his hunger and of the hunt
on which he had set out. He moved
now more warily than ever, crouch-
ing flat, gliding smoothly as a snake,
and hoping to score the first point
against his rival by catching him un-
awares. So noiselessly did he go,
indeed, that a weasel, running hard
upon the trail of a rabbit, actually
brushed against him, to bound away
in a paroxysm of fear and rush off in
another direction, wondering how he
had escaped those lightning claws.
In fact, the lynx, intent only upon the
hunting of his unknown foe, was
almost as astonished as the weasel,
and quite unprepared to seize the sud-
den opportunity for a meal. He eyed
the vanishing weasel malignly for a
moment, then resumed his stealthy
advance. A white-footed mouse, sit-
ting up daintily at the door of her
burrow, fell over backwards and
nearly died of fright as the ghost-grey
shape of doom sped up and passed.
jut the lynx had just then no mind
for mice. and never saw her.

The strange trail, for some hun-
dreds of yards. kept carefully to the
thickets and the shadows. In one
place the marks of a scuffle, with a
heap of speckled feathers and a pair of
slim claws, showed that the intruder
had captured and devoured an unwary
partridge, mothering her brood. At
this evidence of poaching on his pre-
serves the big lynx’s anger swelled
hotly. He paused to snift at the rem-
nants, and then stole on with added
caution. The blood of the victim was
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not yet dry, or even clotted, on the
leaves.

A little further on, the trail touched
the foot of a clean-stemmed young
maple. Here the trespasser had
paused to stretch himself, setting his
claws deep into the bark. These
claw-marks the lynx appeared to take
as a challenge or a defiance. Rearing
himself against the tree he stretched
himself to his utmost. But his highest
scratch was two inches below the
mark of the stranger. This still fur-
ther enraged him. Possibly, it might
also have daunted him a little but for
the fact that his own claw-marks were
both deeper and wider apart than
those of his rival.

From the clawed tree the trail now
led to the very edge of the open, and
thence to the top of an overhanging
rock, white and sharply chiseled in
the moonlight. The lynx was just
about to climb the rock, where there
beneath it, in the sevealing radiance,
he saw a sight which flattened him in
his tracks. The torn carcass of a
young doe lay a few feet from the
base of the rock; and on top of
the prey, glaring savage challenge,
crouched such a wildcat as the lynx
had never even dreamed of

IIL.

A few days before this night of the
white full moon, a gigantic wildcat
living some fifteen miles from Ring-
waak had decided to change his hunt-
ing grounds. His range, over which
he had ruled for years, was a dark,
thick-wooded slope overlooking the
brown pools and loud chutes of the
Guimic stream. Here he had pros-
pered, hunted with continual success,
and enjoying life as only the few over-
lords among the wild kindreds can
hope to enjoy it. He had nothing to
fear, as long as he avoided quarrel
with a bear or a bull moose. And a
narrow escape when voung had taught
him to shun trap and snare, and every-
thing that savored of the hated works
of man.

Now, the lumbermen had found
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their way to his shadowy domain.
Loud axe-strokes, the crash of falling
trees, the hard clank of ox-chains,
jarred the solemn stillness. But far
more intolerable to the great cat’s ears
was the noise of laughter and shout-
ing, the masterful insolence of the
human voice unabashed in the face of
the solitude. The men had built a
camp near each end of his range. No
retreat was safe from their incursions.
And they had cut down the great pine
tree whose base shielded the entrance
of his favorite lair. All through the
winter the angry cat had spent the
greater portion of his time slinking
aside from these boisterous invaders
or glaring fierce hate upon them from
his densest coverts. Thus occupied,
he had too little time for his hunting,
and, moreover, the troubled game had
become shy. His temper grew worse
and worse as his ribs grew more and
more obvious under his brownish,
speckled fur. Nevertheless, for all
his swelling indignation, he had as yet
no thought of forsaking his range.
He kept expecting that the men would
go away.

When spring came, and the Guimic
roared white between its tortuous
shores, some of the loud-mouthed men
did go away. Nevertheless, the big
cat’s rage waxed hotter than ever.
Far worse than the men who went
were three portable steam saw mills
which came in their place. At three
separate points these mills were set
up—and straightway the long, intoler-
able shriek of the circulars was rip-
ping the air. In spite of himself, the
amazed cat screeched in unison when
that sound first smote his ears. He
slunk away and hid for hours in his
remotest lair, wondering if it would
follow him. When, in the course of
weeks, he grew so far accustomed to
the fiendish sound that he could go
about his hunting within half a mile
of it, he found that the saws had
worked him an unspeakable injury.
They had fouled his beloved fishing-
pools with sawdust.

It was the big cat’s favored custom
to spend hours at a time crouched
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grel's masters: not one but would
have counted that the sweetest and
completest form of vengeance.

It is not surprising, thercfore, that
the big cat quivered with cager hate
when he saw the dog come lazily out
of the cook-house and wander toward
the spring—which lay just beyond the
thick trec! His eves blazed green, his
fur rose slightly, and he set his claws
into the bark to gain firm foothold.

Confident and secure the dog ap-
proached the tree. On the way he
jumped savagely at a chipmunk, which
dodged in time and whisked into its
hole. For a minute or two the dog
pawed and scratched at the hole, try-
ing to dig the little fugitive out. Then
he gave up the vain task, and moved
on toward the spring.

The wildcat gave one quick glance
on every side. There was not a man
in sight. The cook was in the cook-
house, rattling tins. Then the dog
came beneath the tree—and stopped
to sniff at the wildcat’s track.

There was a sharp scratch in the
tree above—and in the next instant a
brown furry shape dropped upon him
noiselessly, bearing him to the ground.
This thing was a mass of teeth and
claws and terrific muscles. It gave
one sharp screech as the dog's velping
howl arose, then made no sound but a
spitting growl as it bit and ripped.
[From the first the brindled mongrel
had no ghost of a chance; and the
struggle was over in three minutes,
As the cook, astonished by the sud-
den uproar, came rushing axe in hand
from his shanty, the wildcat sprang
away with a snarl and bounded into
the cover of the nearest spruce bushes.
He was none the worse save for a
deep and bleeding gash down his fore-
shoulder, where his victim had gained
a moment’s grip. But the dog was so
cruelly mauled that the - woodsman
could do nothing but compassionately
knock him on the head with the axe
which he had brought to the rescue.

Savage from the struggle, and
clated from his vengeance. the wild-
cat, with no further hesitation, turned
his back upon his old haunts, crossed
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the Guimic by great leaps from rock
to rock, and set southward toward
the wooded slopes and valleys over-
looked by the ragged crest of Ring-
waak.

The indignant exile, journeying so
boldly to confront a peril of which he
had no suspicion or forewarning, be-
longed to a species confined to the
forests of New Brunswick and Nova
Scotia or the neighborhood of their
boundarics. e was a giant cousin
of the common wildcat, and known to
the few naturalists who had succeeded
in differentiating and classifying his
species as Lynr Gigas. In weight
and stature he was, if anything, more
than the peer of his other and more
distant cousin, the savage Canada
lvnx. The cook of the camp, in tell-
ing his comrades about the fate of the
dog, spoke of the great wildcat as a
“catamount,” to distinguish him from
the common cat of the woods. These
same woodsmen, had they seen the
lynx who ruled on Ringwaak Hill,
would have called him a “lucerfee,”
while any Madawaska Frenchman in
their company would have dubbed him
loup cervier. Either catamount or
lucerfee was respectfully regarded by
the woodsmen.

For an hour the great cat journcved
on, wary and stealthy from habit
rather than intention, as he was neither
hunting for prey nor avoiding ene-
mies. Dut when he found himself in
strange woods —a gloomy cedar
swamp, dotted with dry hardwood
knolls like islands—with true cat in-
stinct he delaved his journey to look
about him and investigate. Prowling
from side to side, and sniffing and
peering, he presently found something
that he was not looking for. In a
hollow beneath a granite boulder, be-
hind the roots of two gnarled old
cedars, he came upon two glossy black
bear cubs, fast asleep. The mother
was nowhere in sight, but the intruder
shrank back with an abashed and
guilty air and ran up the nearest tree.
Thence he made his way from branch
to branch, and did not return to the
ground till he had put three or four
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by, to drop sharply behind a rock, or
sail away like a ghost among the ram-
pikes. But to none of these furtive
happenings did the watcher on the
rock pay any heed. He was waiting
for what might come upon the trail.

At last, it came. Stepping daintily
on her small, fine hoofs, her large eyes
glancing timorously in every direc-
tion, a little yearling doe emerged
from the bushes and started to cross
the patch of brilliant light. The
strange, upright pupils of the cata-
mount’s eyes narrowed and dilated at
the sight, and his muscles quivered to
sudden tension. The young doe came
beneath the rock. The cat sprang,
unerring, irresistible; and the next
moment she lay kicking helplessly
beneath him, his fangs buried in her
velvet throat.

This was noble prey; and the giant
cat, his misgivings all forgotten,
drank till his long thirst was satiated.
His jaws dripping, he lifted his round,
fierce face, and gazed out and away
across the moonlit slopes below him
toward his ancient range beyond the
Guimic. While he gazed, triumph-
ing, something made him turn his
head quickly and cve the spruce
thicket behind him.

1ML

It was at this moment that the old
Iynx, master of Ringwaak, coming
“suddenly out into the moonlight, saw
the grim apparition heneath the rock,
and flattened to the ground.

Through long, momentous, pregnant
scconds the two formidable and
matched antagonists scrutinized each
other, the lynx close crouched, readv
to launch himself like a thunderbolt,
the catamount half risen, his back
bowed. one paw of obstinate posses-
sion clutching the head of his prey.
In the eves of each, as they measured
each other’s powers and sought for
an advantage, flamed hate, defiance,
courage, and savage question.

Seen thus near together, catamount
by lucerfee, they were obviously akin,
yet markedly different. The cat was

_ishing.

THE METROPOLITAN MAGAZINE

heavier in the body, outweighing his
rival by perhaps not far from ten
pounds, but with shorter and more
gracefully shaped legs, and smaller
feet. His head was more arched,
sceming to indicate a greater intelli-
gence, and his flaming cyes were set
wider apart; but his mouth was
smaller, his fangs less long and pun-
His fur was of a browner,
warmer hue than that of the lynx,
whose grey had a half-invisible ghost-
liness in the moonlight. The tails of
both were ridiculously short, not six
inches in length, but that of the cata-
mount was straight and stiff, while
that of the lucerfee had a curious up-
ward twist that somchow mocked the
contortions of his huge and overlong
hind legs. The eves of the lvnx, un-
der his flatter forchead, were the more
picercing, the less blazing.  Altogether,
the great wildcat was the more beau-
tiful of the two beasts, the more intel-
ligent, the more adaptable and re-
sourceful. But the lynx, with his big,
uncouth hindquarters, and great legs
gathered under him, and exaggerated
paws, looked to be the more formid-
able fighting machine.

Thus, unstirring, they eved each
other. Then with a strident screech
that scemed to tcar the spell of the
night to tatters, the grev body of the
Ivnx shot through the air. It landed,
not upon the catamount, but squarely
upon the carcass of the doe, where, a
fraction of a second before, the cata-
mount had stood. The wary intruder
had not waited to endure the full shock
of that charge, but lightly as a puff
of down had leaped aside. The next
instant he had pounced. with a yowl
of defiance, straight for the lynx's
neck.

Lightning quick though he was, the
Ivnx recovered in time to meet the
attack with deadly counter-stroke of
bared claws, parrying like a skilled
boxer. In this forecarm work the
catamount, lighter of paw and talon,
suffered the more; and being quick to
perceive his adversary’s advantage, he
sought to force a close grapple. This
the lynx at first avoided, rending and
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punishing frightfully as he gave
ground; while the solemn height of
old Ringwaak was shocked by a
clamor of spitting and raucous yowl-
ing that sent every sleepy bird flutter-
ing in terror from its nest.

Suddenly, perceiving that the lynx
was backing dangerously close to the
face of the rock, the great cat sprang,
took a frightful, ripping buffet across
the face, broke down his foe's guard
and bore him to the ground by sheer
weight. Here, in this close embrace,
the binder claws of both came into
play with hideous effect. The clamor
died down to a tense, desperate, gasp-
ing snarl; for now the verdict of life
or death was a matter of moments.
Rut in this fearful and final test, when
there was no more room for fencing,
no more time for strategy, the more
powerful hind legs and longer, more
eviscerating claws of the lynx had the
decisive advantage. Though borne
down, and apparently getting the
worst of the fight, the master of Ring-
waak was in reality ripping his enemy
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to pieces from beneath. All at once
the latter sprang away with a scream,
stood for a second erect and rigid, then
sank limp beside the torn carcass of
the doe.

The lynx, badly torn and bitten, but
with no fatal injury, pounced upon
the unresisting body of the catamount
and mauled it till well assured of the
completeness of his victory. Then,
heedless of his wounds, he mounted
the carcass of the doe, lifted his head
high, and screeched his challenge
across the night. No answer coming,
he tore a mouthful of the meat to em-
phasize possession, stepped down, and
crept off to nurse his hurts in some
dark retreat; for not easy had been
the task of defending his lordship.
When all was still once more on Ring-
waak, presently descended again the
eenchantment of the mystic light.
And under its transforming touch
even the torn bodies lying before the
bright face of the rock lost their hid-
eousness, becoming remote, and un-
substantial and visionary.

SCREECHED HIS CHALLENGE ACROSS THE NIGHT.
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THE STORY OF WAGNER’S
«RING OF THE NIBELUNG”

BY GUSTAV KOBBE

HEY tell a story at the Met-

ropolitan Opera House of a

woman who bought tickets

for four consecutive per-
formances of “Parsifal,” under the
impression that, as it was a Wagner
work, it was like “The Ring of the
Nibelung,” and that it was necessary
to hear it four nights before you had
heard it all.

There are some strange delusions
regarding Wagner, and none stranger
that those about his plots. I have
had people who have seen “The Ring
of the Nibelung” half a dozen times
ask me questions about the story
which showed that they know as little
about it as they do about the plot of
“I1 Trovatore”—and no one ever has
been able to understand that. I know
there are some verses ending with the
lines,

“Such is the story
Of Il Trovatore.”

Nevertheless “Trovatore” still re-
mains the prize puzzle of Grand
Opera, with, it must be confessed,
“The Ring” a close second. It is the
power, richness and sensuous beauty
of the music in the “Nibelung” scores
that have given the trilogy, or, more
properly, the tetralogy its hold upon
the public. But how much stronger
that hold would be, were the story in-
telligible to all.

T account for the general ignorance
regarding the story of “The Ring of
the Nibelung” by the theory that
Wagner’s translators were his worst
enemies. They put his poems on the
translator’s block and chopped them

into English—or what passes for it.
I wish some truly inspired poet could
be moved to do them over again. But
as the literary millenium, in which
only such an object would be attain-
able, still seems far off, I will here en-
deavor to give a clear account of the
story Wagner has told in “Rheingold,”
“Walkiire,” “Siegfried” and “Gotter-
dimmerung.”

First of all it is interesting to note
that Wagner literally wrote these four
dramas backwards. In 1850, twenty-
six years before the “Nibelung” cycle
was produced at Bayreuth, he had
completed a drama for musical setting
and entitled it “Siegfried’s Death.”
He was about to sketch the music for
it, when he concluded that too many
of the events supposed to have oc-
curred before the rising of the curtain
were left to narration or taken for
granted. Wagner took nothing for
granted, except a fathomless ignor-
ance on the part of the public. Ac-
cordingly he thought it necessary to
lead up to “Siegfried’s Death” with
another drama, which he called
“Young Siegfried.” Not satisfied
that, even then, he had made the
“Nibelung” story sufficiently clear, he
subsequently wrote “Die Walkiire,”
and, as a prelude to the trilogy of
dramas, “Das Rheingold.” “Young
Siegfried” and “Siegfried’s Death”
subsequently became “Siegfried” and
“Gotterdimmerung.”

Wagner wrote all his dramas in the
seventh dimension. His dread of the
public¢’s ignorance led him to go into
the greatest detail. This accounts for
the oppressive length of his works,
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THE INVOCATION OF ERDA IN "GOTTERDAM MERUNG.”

from view. Now Donner, ascending
a rock, strikes it with his hammer.
The mists vanish and the castle in all
its glory is disclosed. A rainbow
bridge spans the chasm between the
rock and the height on which the
structure stands; and over this glow-
ing arch Wotan leads his spouse and
the other gods.

But through the stately music
which accompanies the gods’ entrance
into Walhalla, are heard the despair-
ing cries of the Rhinedaughters. For
Wotan, instead of restoring the Ring
to them, its rightful owners, gave it
to the giants, in lieu of redeeming his
original promise. It is this wrong
as well as Alberich’s curse, which pur-
sues Wotan and his race and eventu-
ates in their destruction.

Thus “The Ring of the Nibelung”
is a cycle of dramas with a moral
meaning; for it illustrates the inevit-
able consequences of wrongdoing, no
matter how craftily or even bravely
the wrongdoer and his race mav strive
to avert their fate. “Das Rheingold”
enfolds the story of the crime. The

three dramas that follow show its con-
sequences even unto the third genera-
tion and the twilight of the gods.

Wotan in his efforts to avert the
fate he fears begets the Valkyrs, wild
horsewomen of the air who bear the
bodies of slain heroes to Walhalla,
where they revive and become part
of the host with whose aid the chief
of the gods hopes to regain the Ring
from Fafner and restore it to the
Rhinedaughters. For Fafner has re-
tired to a cave in a dense forest, and
having, by means of the Tarnhelmet,
changed himself into a dragon, there
guards the Ring and treasure.

To further aid him in his struggle,
Wotan has created the race of the
Wiilsungs to which Siegmund and
Sieglinde belong. But evil fate pur-
sues them. Sieglinde is abducted by
the robber Hunding and forced to be-
come his wife. Siegmund wanders
through the forest, often pursued by
enemies and never finding a safe
abode.

The first act of “Die Walkiire”
shows the interior of Hunding’s hut,
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which is built around a huge ash tree.
A storm is just dying away without.
The door is opened and Siegmund
staggers in. Enemies are on his
track; lie has been wounded, is weap-
onless, and here he seeks shelter, who-
soever the dwellers may he. He sinks
down beside the hearth. Sieglinde,
having heard some one come In, en-
ters from an adjoining room. Seeing
the stranger's plight she revives him
with a draught of water.

Although they do not recognize each
other, a strange feeling of affinity at
once possesses them. They are
strongly drawn to each other, hut
Siegmund, exclaiming that evil for-
tune follows him where’er he goes and
that he will only bring sorrow to her
if he remains, prepares to leave.

With the outcry, “Thou can’st not
bring sorrow to the house where sor-
row already dwells,” Sieglinde places
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herseif between him and the
door, and Siegmund, deeply
affected, determines to await
I landing.

The latter, on his return,
listens with dark, ill-omened
visage to his unwelcome
guest’s story. 1lis kinsmen
were the enemies before
whom  Siegmund  (whose
identity 1binding suspects)
was fleeing. He himself
had been summoned to aid
in the fierce man hunt.
The laws of hospitality en-
tail upon him the entertain-
ment of the fugitive for the
night. On the morrow the
weaponless man must con-
tinue his flight or fall a vic-
tim to Hunding’s spear.

Lint during the night Sieg-
linde, in whose breast a far
deeper feeling than pity has
sprung up for the hunted
stranger, awakens Siegmund
and tells him that she put a
sleeping potion in her dread-
ed husband’s night draught
and that she will aid him to
escape and show him a
weapon wherewith he may

defend himself.

There is a gust of wind. The
doors are blown open disclosing a
lovely, moonlit landscape. In pas-
sionate accents (the famous Love
Song) Siegmund pours forth his love
for the woman who has befriended
him. and she ecstatically replies. She
tells him the story of the sword, whose
hilt he already has seen glowing in
the ash tree. At her forced marriage
to Hunding, a stranger, whom she
recognized as her father, entered and
thrust the sword up to the hilt into
the tree. To him who could draw it
out the sword should belong. All
tried. None succeeded. Then the
wanderer went his way.

A strangely familiar light, a scarce-
I?/ divined familiarity in Siegmund’s
eatures, which he, too, is beginning
to divine in hers, lead them to ques-
tion each other, and, when at last, they
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of Siegmund and Sieglinde. From
his dying mother’s arms he was taken
by the Nibelung, Mime, and has been
reared by him in the very forest where
Fafner, in dragon’s guise, guards the
Ring and treasure. Mime has tried,
but in vain, to weld the fragments of
Siegmund’s sword for Siegfried, until
Siegfried, impatient of further delay,
himself seizes the fragments and, in
the great scene that ends the first act
of “Siegfried,” welds them himself at
Mime’s forge.

Mime then leads the lusty young
hero, who is eager to fight the dragon,
to the monster’s lair. The crafty
Nibelung hopes, when the dragon has
been killed, to put Siegfried out of
the way and then gain possession of
the Ring himself. But when Sieg-
fried has slain the dragon, some of
the blood on his fingers comes in con-
tact with his lips, and he is enabled to
understand the birds and thus to learn
of Mime’s treachery through a little
feathery songster. He slays Mime
and then, led by the bird, he penetrates
the fire that encircles the Briinnhilde
rock, awakens the Valkyr, and she,
the virgin pride of the goddess yield-
ing to the love of the woman, gives
herself up to him.

But, alas, it is with the curse-laden
Ring which he has wrested from the
dragon, Fafner, that Siegfried plights
his troth. When in “Gotterdimmer-
ung,” he wanders forth in quest of
adventure, fate leads him to the hall
of the Gibichungs, where dwell Gun-
ther, his sister Gutrune and their half
brother Hagen, who is the son of
Alberich, the very Nibelung who
cursed the Ring. Thus Siegfried un-
wittingly goes from Briinnhilde’s arms
straight to his doom.

A love potion administered to him
by Gutrune at Hagen’s instigation,
causes him to forget Briinnhilde and
to desire Gutrune as wife. On the
other hand Gunther, who knows noth-
ing of Siegfried’s relations with
Briinnhilde, has been incited by
Hagen to desire the Valkyr for wife.
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Siegfried having through the potion
forgotten Briinnhilde, consents to dis-
guise himself as Gunther (by means
of the Tarnhelmet, which, too, he has
taken from the dragon) penetrate the
fiery circle and bear the Valkyr to
Gutrune’s brother. He does so. But
Briinnhilde, seeing the Ring on Sieg-
fried’s finger, knows it is he, not Gun-
ther, who really has conquered her,
and, infuriated at his supposed treach-
ery, she informs Gunther that she has
been Siegfried’s bride. She and Gun-
ther and Hagen now plan Siegfried’s
death, and, during a hunting party,
Hagen kills him by a spear thrust.

Meanwhile Briinnhilde has learned
through the Rhinedaughters of the
treachery of which she and Siegfried
have been the victims. Her once jeal-
ous hatred of Siegfried turns to a pas-
sionate yearning to join him in death.

As he lies upon the pyre she draws
the accursed Ring from his finger and
casts it back into the Rhine to its
rightful owners. Hagen, plunging
after it, is drawn down to his death by
the Rhinedaughters.

Briinnhilde fires Siegfried’s pyre
and then, mounting her Valkyr steed,
herself plunges into the flames. In
the distance Walhalla is seen burning
and crumbling away. This is the
“Twilight of the Gods.” Through
love, the very emotion Alberich
cursed, through Briinnhilde’s righting
of a foul wrong, and through her self-
immolation on Siegfried’s pyre, the
reign of the gods passes away and the
human era dawns upon earth. In
other words, through an unselfish act,
through the Valkyr's “negation of the
will to live” (to quote from the phil-
osophy of Shopenhauer, by whom
Wagner was greatly influenced) the
world is brought a step nearer perfec-
tion. It required a woman, a noble
woman, a Briinnhilde, to make the
sacrifice. In fact the “Nibelung”
dramas are Wagner’s tribute to the
crowning glories of woman—her per-
fect love, and the spirit of self-sacrifice
that seems part of her nature.
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“SHE KNEW ME, EFFENDI, AND SHE PASSED ME RY WITH A WORD—‘TRArrOR’!”

—"By Advica of Mouri.'
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T was rather a warm day in the

spring of the year. Washington

Street. New York, was dressed

in its best in spite of the muddy
streets and the brimming gutters;
every Syrian in the little colony that
lies along Washington between Rector
Street and Battery Place had his doors
wide open. The fresh air that swept
up from the redolent bay puffed
through the narrow, dark, little alleys
that ran back from the street into the
interior of the coffin-like houses, and
purged them like a breath from the
East. All day long the members of the
colony had worn an expectant look,
for a large French steamer was com-
ing in with a new batch of immigrants
from Araby the blest. Up to noon the
leviathan had not docked, but about
four o’clock the barge office said that
she would be at her pier in twenty min-
utes. All Washington Street immedi-
ately poured up toward the great pier
in a chattering, jovial crowd to meet
its countrymen.

One man alone, of those who had
leisure, did not move. He sat quietly
in the door of the bright and clean
little coffee house of his friend Mecl-
con, watching, with a knowing smile,
the egress of his compatriots, nodding
at their excited gestures and actions
and talk. Curious as to why he did
not join the others, I asked him, as
one friend addresses another, on a
delicate matter, what was his reason
for refusing to participate in the gen-
cral rejoicing.

For answer the old man grandly
‘waved me to a scat with the gentle
courtesv and gracious manner of his

whole race, and told me once again
the old story of the good tenjereh.
To those who have not heard it the
tale is interesting. It runs thus: Once
upon a time, many long years ago,
old Nasr-ed-Din Hojah wished to cook
some pilaf, but he had no vessel in his
kitchen that he could use. Going out
into the street, he met his good friend,
Hussein Pasha, and said to him:
“Brother, I desire to cook some pilaf
and kabak, but I have no dish. Lend
me a good tenjereh (saucepan).” Hus-
sein Pasha loaned him the saucepan,
and after some weeks the Hojah re-
turned it, and inside its capacious rim
another, smaller one. “Bismallah!”
shouted Hussein. “What does this
mean? [ loaned you one tenjereh and
you return me two after two months.
How is it?”

“Peace be unto thee, brother,” re-
plied the Hojah, solemnly. “Take
them both and go thy way in peace, for
the young was born while I yet had the
old, the mother.”

Nothing loath, Hussein took them
and went away rejoicing, being a sim-
ple man, thanking Allah for his mani-
fold mercies. And it so came about
that Nasr-ed-Din, some time Ilater,
wished again to borrow Hussein's
pans. which the good man was very
ready to have taken by the old priest,
seeing three in the near future.

Months passed, and as the old doc-
tor of the law did not return either the
old tenjereh or any new ones, Hussein
sought him out on the street, and when
the two met, cried vehemently: “Ho!
vou bearded rascal: what have vou
done with my lovely fenjerel and her
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young, you white-bearded scamp!
Would you rob me, scoundrel?”

“Allah forbid!” replied the Hojah,
devoutly, bowing his regrets. “I can
neither rob nor despoil you—both the
tenjerehs died some time ago.” And
both men wept sore, says the legend.

Just what the application of the old
man's story was to the occasion was
not entirely clear to me, and I asked
him if I might know why it referred
to the walk the people were taking to
the pier.

“Effendi,” answered the dignified
Saleem—his full name was Saleem
Esa Dadirrian—"you have not in you
the soul of the street. But you may
know why I do not go. Listen.”

Saleem was speaking in his own
tongue, with an occasional lapse into
musical Greek, so that dialect was not
thought of, though he had the most
beautiful and swift flow of broken
English man ever heard. His Arabic
was also swift and beautiful, and the
gutteral, soft tongue poured out a be-
wildering flow of rippling words,
smooth and sibilant.

“Years ago I came here to New
York, the city of the big rush,” began
Saleem, “and escaped, so I thought,
the troubles and persecutions that had
killed my father and made my poor
mother a cripple for life.” A bitter
anathema on the red story of the hid-
cous rule of the Turk over the Chris-
tians of his native hills of the Syrian
mountain districts followed the words.
so swift, so biting, so stern that it
made one’s blood curdle to hear the
dreadful words that rolled forth in
deep and sonorous mordancy from the
lips that had hardened into a thin, cold
line at the mere thought of the weary
and pain-racked years at home.

“I knew I could help the mother
more by staving here and sending her
money to come also than by staying
with her.- But my heart was left he-
hind, with the most beautiful maiden
in the Empire. Fairer was she than
the dawn on the desert, more lovely
than the flowers of paradise, and as
wise as Moses. Ah, effendi, she was
a treasure such as vou have never seen,

THE METROPOLITAN MAGAZINE

unless Allah has granted you the privi-
lege of seeing the daughters of Arabia.

“Four years passed, and I had money
saved. Allah was good to me here in
your land of cold and heat and su-
preme dust. But I worked harder
than I had known how to work in my
Syria. It is not to waste time here in
your New York; it is to slave like as
if the ferrash waited in the hand of
Azrael to smite him who toiled not by
night and by day. But I sent money
to the mother, and besought her to
bring me my beautiful Mary Ahmada
to New York, to the home of freedom,
where a man may speak above whis-
pers, where he need not stalk by night
to plot. She was to be my chosen one,
the pomegranate blossom of my old
age, blooming from the days of my
youth until the night. She came, but
ah! the dog of a sultan! Two days
before the ship got in I was arrested
for treason by a spy and taken—
shshsh! I went away. Then the spy
got ten of us into a fight, and your own
police came up and arrested us again;
we all went to jail. Speak of it never,
effendi,” murmured the old man, look-
ing about as he spoke the words softly,
“or worse things may happen here.

“When I got out of jail, full of grief
and anxiety, I looked for my beloved,
the daughter of a sheik, and in the
line of Khaled. Nowhere was she.
My heart bled. Who had taken my
pomegranate blossom, my ecvening
star, my houri? None knew. Ah,
effendi, those were days when I knew
no man, and when I no more said
kaloximéroma or kalyniktasas. (Good-
night—a good re-awakening.)

“But Allah never forgets the faith-
ful, and one day I met her on the
street, just at the setting of the sun
in the great waters. My heart stood
still : T could not speak for my joy. I
gazed upon her, enraptured, and she
knew me. She knecw me, effendi, and
she passed me by with a word—
‘Traitor!” Bismallah! Saleem stood.
and she passed, and the street knew
her no more. But in that black night
these hairs turned like the snow be-
fore the horses have trampled it, and
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the bitter weight of my heart broke
down through me so that my body was
as water; and I was faint all the night
and all the day long for the crying of
my sick heart. I was as water in the
hot dust, quickly spent, and vanished.”

The old man paused. He was get-
ting excited as he told his story and
lived the old heartache all over again.
I listened and waited silently, looking
out into the street dreamily, wonder-
ing what would be the end of his tale.
Presently Melcon brought fresh cof-
fee and more tobacco, with narghiléhs,
and when the glowing coal had
touched the fragrant Turkish leaf, and
the rosewater in the howls of the long-
necked pipes was gurgling aromati-
cally, he began again, in a more mod-
erate tone, Melcon sitting beside him
and nodding at every word, with the
solemn gravity an interested Armenian
invariably betrays when listening to
his betters.

“Ah! but that was a bitter re-awak-
ening, that next morning! I knew
not who I was, nor what, nor where;
my flesh was as fire, and ice was my
heart. My nights long ached for the
day to come, that 1 might not have to
toss upon my horrible couch; and all
my days wished for the nights that I
might not sit and think of what might
have been. Then I discovered what
had wrought this dreadful change in
my queen of bliss, my moonstar. It
was Esa, Esa Khouri. Truly was he
Esa (a leader, Joshua), for he led her
from me, and estranged her tender
heart that she knew me not, so that
the light of my eyes was obscured from
her that she could not see their radi-
ance on her path of darkness. But
that Esa—he had done her no harm;
only had he led her away from me.
She knew not that she had been de-
ceived. That was enough harm for me.

“Many days sat I with a sharp yata-
ghan, thinking. But my good friend,
Nouri, said not to kill. His counsel
was for a different thing:

“Peace and a delicious bed for thee,
Assad!”’ nodded the Syrian to a passer
who reverently saluted his white locks
and beard, with added good wishes.
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“Yes, he said not to kill; he said
other things.” Saleem paused again,
musing once more over the old days,
now long gone, and his narghiléh sent
up circling wreaths of fragrant blue
into the air as he idly dangled the
long, flexible stem about his finger.

“And I did not kill, effendi,” he
went on after a moment, though still
with perceptible effort. The old fel-
low’s face took on a singularly pure
and noble expression as he spoke, and
he regarded me with a piercingly sharp
and penetrating glance. I took
Nouri’s advice, and did what he asked.
Nouri, you must know, effendi, is what
vou call rebel ; he left the creeds of his
father and became a Christian. I do
not believe this young religion is good,
but for him, for Nouri, it was good.
It gave him even more wisdom than
he had when he was still a Muham-
madan. He was better than any
other Christian I have seen in this
dreadful city, and—wouldst thou see
what I did ?” he asked, suddenly, drop-
ping into the statelier form of address.

I silently nodded assent, and Sa-
leem gathered the folds of his capa-
cious dark burnoose about his lean
figure, for the afternoon air was still
sharp and keen in spite of the sunshine,
and led the way out into the narrow,
dark street, where it was already half-
dusk, though the sun was two hours
high from his setting. As we passed
down the dingy thoroughfare toward
the bay we were saluted respectfully
by everyone we passed, all of them
numbered among the faithful. All of
them knew Saleem; most of them
knew me; but their salutations were
for his white hair, and, by courtesy,
for the “infidel” he had seen fit to
honor with his company.

At last the way led into a dank and
rickety house of wood, three stories
high, and as dark as a wolf’s throat.
Through the alley from the street, that
led to the rear, we passed, to toil up the
six flights of stairs, Saleem in front,
muttering a prayer at every flight.

At last we stood before a door,
whereon was written, in Arabic, the
inscription: “Here rests the peace of
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God.” With a peculiar, shrill exclam-
ation of greeting, Saleem opened it
and shut me out in the dark for a mo-
ment. In a few seconds he returned
and threw it wide, bidding me enter,
a smile of satisfaction upon his scarred
and lined face.

Across the room sat a woman still
strikingly handsome, and still in the
bloom of middle life. Not all the
pangs of childbearing and poverty
could rob her of her olive and rose
complexion, her fresh and sparkling
eyes, her glorious cloud of silky, night-
black hair, that floated above her head
like a crown. On the floor played
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three little ones, and on her lap, as she
wove one of those beautiful Syrian
scarves for the head, lay a baby, coo-
ing.

We stood in silence. Saleem gazed
at the little group with tears in his
eyes, tears of joy, and his dim old vis-
ion was misty quite as he looked; I
was stilled with admiration for his
rugged old character. | needed not
his word of explanation—"They are
Esas"—to understand, nor yet the
pretty, shy greeting of the wife.

And this was what Nouri had ad-
vised. Truly was it “a good re-awak-
ening” for both man and girl.

LYRIC

BY JOHN KEMBLE

il, whither are you going—
O Soft light flakes of Winter’s snow,

To the pine-clad hills above

Or to fields that sweep below ?

And where began your coming—

Star-like bits of Summer's shroud,
In far Northwestern forests,

Or in yonder misty cloud?

Oh, whither are you blowing,

And why and whence and where.
Like ghostly dreamspun, drifting
Souls whitened by despair?



. THE
QUEENS QUAIRI

THE VERACIOUS AND HIGHLY ENTERTAINING LOVE STORY
OF MARY QUEEN OF SCOTS

BY MAURICE HEWLETT?*
SYNOPSIS OF PRECEDING CHAPTERS.

M FTER an unhappy period of mourning at the Court of Catherine de
/i Medici, Mary Queen of Scots, a widow at nineteen, goes to Scotland,
accompanied by her court and her brother, Lord James Stuart.
Received there by her Scottish subjects, without affection on account
of her Catholic religion, she looks with disfavor on the suit of George Gordon,
whose father, Lord Huntly, presents himself with George, John and Adam. At
Edinburgh John Knox comes into her life and dubs her “The Honcypot." A
quarrel arises between the clans of Gordon and Hamilton in which Lord James
Stuart interposes, imprisoning John and Adam Gordon; the former finally kills
his guard and escapes. A reconciliation takes place between the two clans and
George takes a Hamilton to wife. Both clans arc pursued to their strongholds,
and Lord Huntly and John are killed in the engagement, and through Lord
James, their bodies arc subjected to much indignity. Lady Huntly and her
daughter Jean are approached by Queen Mary; the former becomes an ardent
follower. Jean, however, furious at her wrongs, rejects all overtures. Adam
is retained by the Queen as page.

The Earl of Bothzoell comes from France. He persuades Lord Arran, a son
of the Duke of Chatclhcrault, to attempt to force the Queen into marriage, but
Arran confesses the plot and Bothzoell is imprisoned. Mary, brooding over
Bothwcll's part in the affair, sees in his action only affection for herself. Dcs-
Essars, a page given to the Queen by Bothzoell, conveys a letter and glove from
her to the imprisoned Earl, zvho escapes to France.

At the suggestion of Queen Elizabeth of England, Lord Henry Darnlev
comes to Scotland to pay court to Queen Mary. She, nothing loth, accepts his
homage and love, and falls completely under his influence. Lord James ap-
proves the proposed union, and the Queen consents to a hastily arranged secret
marriage. Elizabeth, now objecting to an alliance between Queen Mary and
Damley, recalls him and his father, the Earl of Lenox. They decline to return.
Lord James, now Earl of Moray, seeing Elizabeth’s sanction withdrawn, denies
knozvicdge of the secret marriage and is expelled from the Council. He flees
to Argyll. The public marriage takes place and Henry is proclaimed King.
He reluctantly accompanies Mary into battle against the Earl of Moray and
the clans of the West. Mary triumphs over her brother.

Bothzoell and George Gordon, nozo Lord Huntly, are pardoned and placed in
important positions of trust. The King, objecting to the reinstatement of the
two latter, zoithdrazos angry and suspicious from the court to lead a life of dis-
sipation at Inchkeith. This disturbs the Queen, but she allozos herself to be

* Copyright by Maurice Hewlett, in the United States of America, 1903.
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comforted by the ministrations of Signior David, the Italian secretary. Unfav-
orable comment is rife at court by her attitude towards him, and at last coun-
sellors persuade the King and Queen to meet at Linlithgow at Christmas.
There she announces her prospective motherhood. The February following,
through the influence of the Queen, Jean Gordon is married to Bothwell.

The sympathizers of the King plot with him against the life of Signior David,
and on the oth of March, the Italian is dragged from the Queen’s cabinet by
Archie Douglas and Lord Ruthven in the presence of the King and Lady Argyl.
The Queen is practically a prisoner in the castle. Huntly and Bothwell, also
guarded, escape, by the advice of Des-Essars, by a window.

On the morning following the murder of the Italian, the Queen sends Des-
Essars to find where the body is laid. With the aid of Adam Gordon, the stone
over the grave is lifted and the King’'s dagger removed from the body and taken
by Des-Essars to the Qucen.

In an interview with the Queen, confronted by his dagger red with the Ital-
ian’s blood, King Hexury confesses to Mary the names of the murderers. She
commands Sir James Melvill to go to the Provost, have the town convened to
come to her rescue. Through strategy he leaves the castle.  The town aroused,
he rides to meet the Earl of Moray, who, while approving the murder of Signior
David, has craftily protected himself. Melvill relates to my Lord of Moray
all that has taken place, and when they ride into Ldinburgh, the Queen's guards
are once more at the castle gates. She welcomes her dear brother, while the
Earl of Morton, Archie Douglas and their brother conspirators are astounded
at the attitude of the Earl of Moray towards his sister.

CHAPTER VIIL
AFTERTASTE.

HE Queen woke at eight
o'clock in the morning and
called for a cup of cold
water. She sat up to drink,

door, wagering, nudging one an-
other—‘He'll never come—never. Not
he!” Oh, Jesu Christ!” she cried,
straining up her bare arms, “let this
wound of mine keep green until the
time!”

“Hush, dear Madam, oh, hush!”

and was told that Antony Standen had
been at the door at half-past six, the
King himself at seven. Listening to
this news with her lips in the water,
her eyes grew bitter bright. “He shall
have old waiting at my chamber door,”
she said, “before he wins it.” Then
she began to weep and fling herself
about, to bite the coverlet and to
gloom among the pillows. “If I for-
get this past night may my God for-
get me.,” Mary Seton sat by the bed.
cool and discreet.

The minutes passed, she enduring.
until at last, unable to bear the trip-
ping of them, she started up so vio-
lently that a great pillow rolled on to
the floor. “I could kill myself, Se-
ton.” she said, grinding her little teeth
together, “I could kill myself for
this late piece of work. And all
of you there, whispering by the

says Seton, flushing to hear her; but
the Queen turned a white, hardy face.

“Why should I be hushed? Let
me cry out my shame to all the world,
that am the scorn of men and wedded
women. Who heeds? What matter
what I say? Leave me alone—I’ll not
be hushed down.”

Seton was' undismayed. “No wed-
ded woman am I. I love you,
Madam, and therefore I shall speak
with you. I say that, as he has proved
his unworthiness, so you must prove
your pride. I sa ?

There was hasty knocking at the
door; the maid ran: “Who is it
knocks ?”

“The King’s valet is without. The
King asks if her Majesty is awake.”

“Let him ask,” said the Queen; “I
will never see him again. Say that
I am at prayers.”
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Seton called, “Reply that her
Majesty is unable to see the King at
this time. Her Majesty awoke early,
and is now at prayers.” She returned
to the bed, where the Queen lay on
her elbow, picking her handkerchief
to pieces with her teeth.

“Sweet Madam,” she said, “bethink
you now of what must be done this
day. You wish to be avenged of your
enemies. . . ”

The Queen looked keenly up.

“Well, well, of all your enemies.
But for this you must first be free.
And it grows late.”

The Queen put her hair from her
face and looked at the light coming
in. She sat up briskly. “You are
right, ma mie. Come and kiss me. I
have been playing baby until my head
aches.”

“You will play differently now, I
see,” said Seton, “and other heads
may wish they had a chance to ache.”

The Queen took her maid’s face in
her dry hands. “Oh, Seton,” she
said, “you are a cordial to me. They
have taken my poor David; but have
left you me.”

“Nay, Madam,” says Seton; “they
might take me, too, and you need none
of my strong waters. There is wine
enough in your honey for all your
occasions.”

A shadow of her late gloom crossed
over her. “My honey has been racked
with galls. ’Tis you that have cleared
it. Give me my nightgown, and send
for Father Roche. I will say my
prayers.”

With a spirit so responsive as hers,
the will to move was a signal for
scheming to begin. Up and down her
mind went the bobbing looms, across
and across the humming shuttles, spin-
ning the fine threads together into a
fabric whose warp was vengeance and
the woof escape from self-scorn. She
must be free from prison this coming
night ; but that was not the half: she
intended to leave her captors in the
bonds she quitted. So high-mettled
was she that 1 doubt whether she
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would have accepted the first at the
price of giving up the second. Those
being the ends of her purpose, all her
planning was to adjust the means;
and the first thing that she saw (and,
with great courage, faced) was that
the King—this mutilated god, this
botch, this travesty of lover and lord
—must come with her. Long before
demure Father Roche could answer
‘his summons she had admitted that,
and strung herself to accept it. She
must drag him after her—a hobble on
a donkey’s leg—because she dared not
leave him behind. He had betrayed
his friends to her—true; but if she
forsook him he would run to them
again and twice betray her. She
shrugged him out of mind. Bah! if
she must take him she would take him.
'Twas to be hoped he would get
pleasure of it—and so much for that.
But whom dared she leave? She
could think of no one as yet but
her brother Moray. Overnight she
had separated him from the others,
and she judged that he would remain
separate. Her thought was this—He
is a rogue among rogues, I grant.
But if you trust one rogue in a pack,
all the others will distrust him. There-
fore he, being shunned by them, will
cleave to me: and they, not knowing
how far I trust him, will falter and
look doubtfully at one another: and
some of them will come over to him,
and then the others will be stranded.
Superficial reasoning, rough -and -
ready inference, all this. She knew it
quite well, but judged that it would
meet the case of Scotland. It was
only, as it were, the scum of the vats
she had seen brewing in France

But I keep Father Roche from his
prayers.

Affairs in the palace and precincts
kept their outward calm in the face
of the buzzing town. Train-bands
paraded the street, the Castle was for
her Majesty, the gates were faithful.
In the presence of such monitors as
these the burgesses and their wives
kept their mouths shut as they stood
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at shop-doors, and when they greeted
at the close-ends they looked, but did
not ask, for news. But the Earl of
Morton's men still held the palace, and
he himself inspected the guard. There
were no attempts to dispute his hold,
so far as he could learn, no blood-
sheddings above the ordinary, no libels
on the Cross, no voices lifkted against
him in the night. He held a morning

audience in the Little Throne-room,

with his cousin Douglas for Chief Sec-
retary; and to his suitors, speaking
him fair, gave fair replies. But it may
be admitted he was very uneasy.

That had not been a pleasant view
for him overnight, when the great
Earl of Moray, newly returned, walked
the hall with the Queen upon his arm.
[1is jaw had dropped to see it. Here
was a turn given to our affairs!
Dreams troubled him, wakefulness and
flving fancies, which to pursue was
torment and not to pursue certain ruin.
e slept late and rose late. At a sort
of levee, which he held as he dressed,
lie was peevish, snapped at the faithful
Archie, and almost quarrelled with
Ruthven.

“Do you bite, my lord?” had said
that savage. “If I am to lose my head
it shall be in kinder company. I salute
vour lordship.” And so he slammed
out.

Morton knew that he must smooth
him down before the day was over,
but just now there were more press-
ing needs. He told his cousin that
he must sce the King at the earliest.

Archic wagged his silvery head,
looking as wise as an old stork. “Why,
that is very well,” says he; “but how
if he will not sce you?”

“What do you mean, man?” cried
the Earl, upon him.

“Why, this. cousin,” said Archie:
“that the King is out of all hand the
morn. I went to his door betimes and
listened for him, but could hear noth-
ing forby the snivelling of his boy;
therefore made so bold as to open.
There I found the minion Forrest cry-
ing his heart out over the bed, and
could hear our kinsman within howl-
ing blasphemy in Fnglish.”
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“Pooh, man, ’'tis his way of a morn-
ing,” said Morton, heartening him-
self. “What did you then?”

Archie screwed his lips to the whis-
tle, and cocked one eyebrow at the
expense of the other.

“What did 1? I did the foolishest
thing of all my days, when I sent in
my name by the boy. Strutting moor-
cock, call me, that hadna seen him all
the day before! Oh, cousin Morton,
out comes our King like a blustering
gale o’ March, and takes me by the twa
lugs, and wrenches at me thereby, and
shakes me to and fro as if I were a
sieve for seeds. ‘Ye black-hearted,
poisonous bheast!’ he roars ; ‘ye damned,
nest-fouling chick of a drab and a
preacher!’ says he—ah, and worse nor
that, cousin, if I could lay my tongue
to sic filthy conversation. ‘I’ll teach
ve,’ says he, thunderous, ‘I'll teach ye
to play your games with your King?!
He was fumbling for his dagger the
while, and would have stabbed me
through and through but for them that
stood by and got him off me. Cousin,
I fairly ran.”

The Earl looked sternly at him.
“Tell me the truth, you Archie. What
devil’s trick had you played him?”

He looked so blankly, swore so
earnestly, nothing upon his honor,
that he had to be believed.

“Well, then,” said Morton, “what
may this betide?”

“Woe can tell, your lordship! Lit-
tle good to you and me belike.”

Lord Morton said, “I doubt he’ll
play us false. I doubt the knave was
working the courage into him.”

And there you see why he was un-
easy in his ruling of the palace.
Heavy, ox-like, slow-footed man,
thick-blooded, fond of thick pleasures.
slow to see, slow to follow, slow to
give up—he felt now, without more
rhyme or reason to support him, that
his peril was great. The King was
about to betray him. A hot mist of
rage flooded his eyves at the thought;
and then his heart gave a surge up-
wards and he felt the thick water on
his tongue. “If he betray me, may
God help him if He cares!”
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After his duties in the Little
Throne-room, in this grave conjec-
ture, it seemed good to him to get
speech with Mr. Maitland, who had
been let out of the house, but had let
himself in again when his master, my
lord of Moray, came home,.

“Pray, Mr. Seccretary,” sayvs he,
“have you any tidings of my lord of
Moray ?”

Mr. Maitland became dry. “I had
proposed to meet my lord, as your
lordship may recollect. It seemed
good to your lordship that I should
not go, but that Sir James Melvill
should—with results which I need not
particularize. 1 have not been sent
for by my lord of Moray since his
home-coming; therefore I know no
more of his lordship than your lord-
ship's self knows.”

The Earl of Morton rumbled his
lips. “Prutt! Prutt! I wonder now
if . . . 7 He began to feel sick
of his authority.

“The King, Mr. Maitland,” he be-
gan again, “is in some distempera-
ment at this present. I am in doubt—
it is not yet plain to me—I regret the
fact, I say.”

“One should see his Majesty,” says

“By my soul, man,” said Mr. Archi-
bald here—"

“By my soul, man,” said Mr. Archi-
bald, with fervor, “I don’t go near him
again for a thousand pound—Eng-
lish.”

“No, no, Mr. Maitland,” says my
lord; “but consider whether yourself
should not adventure my lord of
Moray.”

“My lord—"

Morton lifted his hand. “Man,” he
said, “you must do it. I tell you, the
sooner the better.” The hand fell
upon the table with a thud. Maitland
started, then left the room without a
word.

Very little was said between the two
gentlemen at this moment in charge
of Holyrood until the Secretary’s re-
turn. The Master of Lindsay intrud-
ed upon them to report that the Earl
of Lenox had left the palace, had left
Edinburgh, and had ridden hard to the
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west. Lord Morton nodded to signify
that his ears could do their duty.

“Like son, like father,"” said Archie,
when the Master had gone.

Soon afterwards Maitland knocked
at the door, entered, advanced to the
table, and stood therc, looking at the
ink-horn, which he moved gently
about.

“Well, sir! We are here to listen,”
cried Morton, in a fever.

Maitland was slow to answer even
then.

“I have been admitted to my lord
of Moray—so there is much to say.
He had his reader with him, but came
out to me. When I began to speak
he regretted at once that he could not
hear me at any length. He showed
me his table encumbered with business.
and declined at the present to add any
more to the litter. I urged your lord-
ship’s desire to have speech with him
as soon as might be; he replied that
his own desire was always, in all
things, to serve your lordship. I said,
‘Serve his lordship then in this’; upon
the which he owned that he failed of
strength. ‘I have a traveler’s ache in
my bones,” saith he. ‘l.et my lord
Morton have patience.’ "

He stopped there.

Lord Morton took a turn about the
room. “No more than that said he,
Maitland? No more than that?”

*His lordship said no more, my lord.
And therefore, secing that he plainly
wished it, I took my leave.”

The Earl looked at Archie Douglas:
some secret intelligence passed between
them in which the Seccretary had no
share.

“I am going to speak with my lord
of Ruthven in his chamber,” then said
he. “And, cousin, do you come also.”

The guard presented arms to the
great man as he went down the hall,
and a few underlings—women of the
house, grooms of the closet and coffer
—ran after him with petitions: but
he waved away all and sundry. They
fell back, herded into groups and whis-
pered together. The Secretary came
out alone and paced the hall deep in
thought. One or two cyed him anx-
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iously. How did he stand now? It
was a parlous time for Scotland when
nobody knew to whom to cringe for a
favor.

Then—two hours after dinner—
word was brought down into the hall
that the Queen would receive the Earl

" of Morton and certain other named

persons in the Throne-room. Great
debate over this. Lord Ruthven was
for declining to go. “We are masters
here. ’'Tis for us to receive.”

But Lord Lindsay shook his ragged
head. “No, no, Ruthven,” he says,
“take counsel, my fine man. It is ill
to go, but worse to stay away.”

“How’s that, then?” cries Ruthven,
white and fierce.

“Why, thus,” the elder replied. “If
you go, you show that you are master.
If you go not, you betray that you
doubt it.”

“I see it precisely contrary,” says
Ruthven.

“Then,” he was told, “you have a
short vision. It is the strong man can
afford to unbar the door.”

The Earl of Morton was clearly for
going. “I take it, my lord of Moray
is behind this message. Let us see
what he will do. He is bound to us as
fast as man can be.”

They sent up Maitland, who came
back with the answer that my Lord of
Moray had been summoned in likewise,
and would not fail of attendance upon
her Majesty. This settled the masters
of Holyrood. “Where he goes there
must we needs be also.”

Archie Douglas and Maitland had
not been required by the Queen; but
when Archie was for rubbing his hands
over that, the other advised him to
take his time.

“You are not the less surely hanged
because they let you see you are not
worth hanging,” said the Secretary.

Archie damned him for a black
Genevan.

At the time set the Earls of Morton,
Argyll, and Glencairn, the Lords
Ruthven, Rothes, and Lindsay, and
some few more, went upstairs with
what state thev could muster.
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They found the Queen on the
throne, pale, stiff in the set of her
head, but perfectly self-possessed.
Three of her maids and Lady Argyll
were behind the throne. Upon her
right hand stood the King in a long
ermine cloak, upon her left the Earl
of Moray in black velvet. Lord John
Stuart and a sprinkling of young men
held the inner door, and a secretary,
in poor Davy’s shoes, sat at a little
table in the window. The six lords
filed in according to their degrees of
ranking. Ruthven, behind Lindsay.
jogged his elbow: *“See the pair of
them there. Betrayed, man, be-
trayed!”

None of them was pleased to sce
that Moray had been admitted first,
and yet none of them in his heart had
expected anything else. It was the
King who drew all their reproaches:
in some sense or another Moray was
chartered in villainy.

The Queen, looking straight before
her, moistened her lips twice, and
spoke in a low voice, very slowly and
distinctly.

“I have sent for you, my lords, that
I may hear in the presence of the
King, my consort, and of these my
kindred and friends, what your wis-
doms may have to declare concerning
some late doings of yours. As I ask
without heat, so I shall expect to be
answered.” Pausing here, she looked
down at her hands placid in her lap.
So unconscious did she seem of any-
thing but her own dignity and sweet
estate, you might have taken her for
a girl at her first Communion.

The Earl of Morton moved out a
step, and made the best speech he
could of it. He had the gift, permit-
ted to slow-witted men, of appearing
more honest than he was: for tardi-
ness of utterance is easily mistaken
for gravity, and gravity (in due sea-
son) for uprightness. One has got
into the habit of connecting roguery
with fluency. But it must be allowed
to Morton that he did not attempt to
disavow his colleagues. If he urged
his own great wrongs as an excuse for
violence, he claimed that the wrongs
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of Scotland had cried to him louder
still. He now held the palace, he said.
for the prevention of mischief, and
should be glad to be relieved of the
heavy duty. Then he talked round-
about—of requitals in general—how
violent griefs provoked violent medi-
cines—how men will fight tooth and
nail for their consciences. Lastly he
made bolder. “If I fear not, Madam,
to invoke the holy eyes of God upon
my doings, it would not become me
to quail under your Majesty’s. And
if that which I hold dearest is en-
chained, I should be a recreant knight
indeed if I failed of a rescue.” He
glanced toward the King at this point;
but the young man might have been
a carven effigy. His end therefore
—for he knew now that he had been
betrayed—was a lame one: a plea for
mutual recovery of esteem, an act of
oblivion, articles to be drawn up and
signed, et cetera. The Queen, plac-
idly regarding her fingers, drew the
others after him, one by one.

The Earl of Glencairn had nothing
to say, as he proved by every word he
uttered ; the Earl of Argyll began a
speech, but caught his wife's eye and
never finished it. Lord Lindsay, an
honest, hot-gospel, rough sort of man
—who might have been a Knox in his
way—said a great deal. But he was
long over it, and slow, and prolix;
and the Queen none too patient. At
“Secondly, Madam, you shall mark
——" she began to tap with her toe;
and then one yet more impatient
broke in, feeling that he must shriek
under his irritation unless he could
relieve it by speech, This was Lord
Ruthven, a monomaniac, with one cry
for the world, and one upon whom to
cry it. If he spoke his rages to the
Queen in form he aimed them at the
King in substance, and never once
looked elsewhere, or threatened with
his finger any other than that stock-
headed starer out of strained eyes. He
thrust away Lindsay with a pawing
hand, and—“Oh, Madam, will vou
listen to me now?” says he. “We
speak our pieces before ye like bairns
on a bench, who have acted not long
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since like men, and men wronged.
And who are we, when all’s said, to
justify ourselves? Who was the
most aggrieved among us? Let that
man speak. Who had most cause to
cry out, Down with the thief of my
honor? Let him say it now. What
was our injury compared to that
man’s? If we played in his scene,
who gave out the parts? If we laid
hands upon our Queen, by whose com-
mand did we so? And into whose
hands did we commit her royal per-
son? Let him answer, and beat us
down with his words, if to any hands
but his own.” Wrought up by his
own eloquence, driving home his terri-
ble questions, he had advanced un-
aware close to the man he threatened.
The King jumped back with a short
cry; but the Queen, who had been
straining forward to listen, like a
racer at his mark, interposed.

“l am listening,” she said: “con-
tinue, Ruthven.”

Ruthven, at this check, began to
cast about for his words. He had
lost his flow. “As for yon Davy,
Madam, I'll not deny airt or pairt in

his taking——"

“Why, how should you indeed?”
says the Queen, smiling, rather
sharply.

“I say I will not, Madam,” says
Ruthven, flurried; then with a savage
snarl he turned short on the King
and fleshed his tooth there.

“And you!” he raved at him: “deny
it you, if you dare.”

The King went white as a sheet.

“Man,” said the Earl of Morton,
finely, “hold your peace. I lead this
company.”

Lord Ruthven said no more, and
Morton took up anew his parable.
What he did was well done: he did
not give ground, vet was conciliatory.
It was a case for terms, he said. Let
articles be drawn up, lands be re-
stored, offices stand as before the
slaughter, the old forfeiture be over-
looked, religion on either side be as
it had been: in fact, let that come
which all hoped for, the Golden Age
of Peace.
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The Queen consulted with her
brother, ignored her husband, then ac-
cepted. Maitland was to draw up
articles and submit them. For
Peace’s sake, if it were possible, she
would sign them. Rising from her
throne, she dismissed her jailors.
She took Moray’s arm, just touched
the King's with two fingers, and
walked through the lines made by her
friends, a page going before to clear
her way. The moment she was in
her room she sent Des-Essars out
with a letter, which she had ready-
written, for the Earl of Bothwell.

Left with his fellow-tragedians,
Ruthven for a time was ungovernable,
with no words but “black traitor—
false, perjuring beast of a thief”—and
the like. Morton, to the full as bar-
tered as himself, did not try to hold
him. He, too, was working into a
steady resentment, and kindlmg a
grudge which would smoulder the
longer but burn the more fiercely than
the madman’s spluttering bonfire.
And he was against all sudden follies.
When Ruthven, foaming, howled that
he would stab the King in the back,
Morton grumbled, “Too quick a death
for him”; and Lindsay said, drily,
“No death at all. Yon lad is wiser
than Davy—wears a shirt that would
turn any blade.” ‘“Then I'll have at
him in his bed,” says Ruthven. And
Lindsay, to clinch the matter, scoffs
at him with, “Pooh, man, the Queen
is his shirt of mail. Are you blind ?”

Into this yeasty flood, with courage
truly remarkable, the Earl of Moray
steered his barque, coming sedately
back from his escort of the Queen.
At first they were so curious about his
visit that they forgot the vehement
suspicion there was of treachery from
him also. The precision of his steer-
ing was admirable, but he ran too
close to the rocks when he spoke of
the Queen as “a young ladv in deli-
cate health, for whom, considering her
cager temper and frail body, the worst
might have been feared in the late vio-
lent doings.”

Here Morton cut in. “I call God
to witness, my lord, and yon, too.
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Ruthven, shall answer for me, whether
or not I forbade the slaughter of that
fellow before her face. For I feared,
my lord, that very health of hers.”

“And you did well to fear it, my
lord,” said the Earl of Moray; and
that was the turn too much.

Said Ruthven to himn, dangerously,
*You make me sick of my work.” He
peered with grinning malice into the
inscrutable face. “Tell me, you, my
lord of Moray, what did you look for
in the business? What thought yonu
would come of murder at the feet of
a woman big? God in heaven, sir,
what is it you look for? What is it
you think of day after day?”

Lord Moray blinked—but no more.
“Hush, hush, Lord Ruthven, lest you
utter what would grieve all who love
Scotland.”

Ruthven howled. ‘“Man, do you
talk of Scotland? Are we friends
here? Are we in the kirk? If we
are in council, for God’s sake talk
your mind. Ah!—talk of that, my
good lord ” he pointed to the
empty throne. “Man, man, man!
there’s your kirk and your altar—you
prater about Scotland’s love.” For a
moment he fairly withered the man;
but then, as drowning in a flood-tide
of despair, he lifted up his hand and
covered his tormented eyes. “Oh, I
am sick just,” he said, “sick of your
lying—sick, I tell you, sick—sick to
death!”

The Earl of Moray made a little
sign with his eyebrows and closed
eyes; and they left him alone with
Ruthven. It has never been denied of
this man that he had the courage of
his father’s race.

The “Articles of Peace and Obliv-
ion” were drawn up, tendered on
knees, and overlooked by her Majesty.

“I see your name here, Mr. Mait-
land, as in need of mercy,” she said,
with a finger on the place. Of course
she had known that he was up to the
chin in the plot, but she could rarelv
rfl:sist making the sensitive man wrig-
gle.
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He murmured something unusually
fatuous. .

“Oh, sir,” she said, “if you seek for
my pardon you shall have it. I am
contented with a few things. But go
vou now and sue for it in the maids’
closet. You will find Fleming there.
I cannot answer for her word, I warn
you; for if you say to a maid, ‘Love
me, love my dog,’ it is possible she
may rejoin, ‘Serve me, serve my mis-
tress.” That, at least, is the old-fash-
ioned pleading in the courts of love.”

He was greatly confused, the obse-
quious, fertile man, and she greatly
entertained.

“Go, Mr. Maitland, and pray you
find some phrases as you go. Tongues
ring sharply in the closet.” She
signed the Articles, and he was back-
ing himself out when she stopped him
with a seemingly careless word. “Ah,
I had almost forgot. These Articles
breathe peace.” She took them from
him and read the words. “ ‘Peace,
mutual forbearance and good-will’:
very fair words, upon which we must
hope for fair performance. The
guard at the doors and gates is re-
moved, no doubt? See to that, Mr.
Maitland, before you can hope for
pardon in the maids’ closet. Your
lady will not love you the more be-
cause you keep her in a cage.”

This was kittle work, as they say.
Unless the guard were off she could
never get out. Maitland, however,
took the hint, acted upon his own re-
sponsibility, and found none to stop
him. The lords—masters of Holy-
rood—were otherwise employed. Lord
Ruthven spoke of hanging himself;
the Earl of Morton was inclining to
think that Articles might, for this
once, make all safe. Alone, the Earl
of Moray admonished his servant, not
for removing the guard, but for not
having done so earlier. What peace
he made afterwards in the maids’
closet hath never been revealed.

The Queen went to bed very early,
and slept like a child in arms.

At two o’clock in the morning the
King was called, but answered the
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summons himself, fully dressed,
armed and cloaked.

“I am ready,” he said, before the
messenger could speak. ‘Fetch Stan-
den. I go to the Queen.”

He crept along the passage to the
dimly lighted cabinet, where he had
of late seen murder, and had to wait
there as best he could. He spent the
time in walking up and down—an
exercise whereby a man, in fear al-
ready, gains terror with every pace:
so agitated was he that when, after
an age of squittering misery, the
Queen came in deeply hooded, he for-
got everything and burst out with
“Oh, God, Madam, make haste!”

She gave him no answer, but
poured herself some wine, added
water, and drank. It was terrible to
him to see how much at her ease she
was, sipping her drink, looking about
the cabinet, recalling critically (if the
truth is to be told) the stasimons of
the late tragic scene.

Mary Seton came in, and Des-
Essars, laboring with a portmantle
and some pistols.

*“Drink, my children,” she bade
them in French, and they obeyed, tak-
ing stay and leisure from her.

The King bit his nails, fretted and
fumed—had not had the nerve to
drink, even if he had had the invita-
tion.

Standen stood by the wall, stolid as
his habit was—the flaxen, solemn Eng-
lish youth, with but one cherubic face
for a rape, a funeral, a battle, a chris-
tening, or the sacrament.

The Queen drew Seton’s attention
to him in a whisper, and made the girl
laugh.

Presently thev heard a step, and
then Stewart of Traquair was to he
seen, stalwart and watchful, in the
doorway.

“Ready, Traquair?’—the Queen’s
voice.

“All's ready, Ma’am.”

She fastened her hood, patting the
bows flat. “Come, Seton; come Bap-
tist,” she said. and gave her hand into
Traquair’s.

FHe kissed it before he led her away.
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Des-Essars went first with a shaded
lantern,

The great dark house was perfectly
quiet as they went downstairs and
through the chapel by the tombs of the
kings. Just here, however, the Queen
stopped and called back Des-Essars.
“Where does he lie?” she asked him;
and he pointed out the stone—she was
standing almost upon it—and for
many a day remembered the curious
regard she had for it: how she hov-
ered, as it were, over the place, look-
ing at it, smiling quietly towards it,
as if it afforded her some quaint
thought. Words have been put into
her mouth which, according to him,
she never said—melodramatic words
they are, rough makeshifts of some
kind of art embodying what was to
come. According to Des-Essars, she
said nothing, neither resolved, nor
promised, nor predicted; nothing
broke her smiling, considering silence
over this new grave.

“To see her there,” he says, “in the
lantern-light, so easy, so absorbed, so
amused, was terrible to more witnesses
than one. It opened to me secret
doors never yet suspected. Was
murder only curious to her? Was
horror a kind of joy?”

But it frightened Mary Seton out of
her courage. “Oh, what do you see
in there, Madam?” she whispered.
“What moves your mirth in a grave?”

The Queen turned her head as if
shaken out of a stare. She met Mary
Seton’s eyes in the lantern-light, and
laughed.

“Come away, Madam, come away.
Look no more. There’s a taint.”

“Yes, yes,” says the Queen; “I am
ready. Where is the King?”

“The King is gone, Madam,” said
Stewart of Traquair; “and I think
your Majesty will do well to be after
him.”

This was true. Arthur Erskine,
holding the horses outside the town
wall, told her that the King had rid-
den forward at once. at a gallop, with
his man Standen. She was therefore
left with but two—himself and Tra-
quair—for escort; but he assured her
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that every step had been taken, she
would be in no sort of danger.

“Danger!” she said, laughing light-
ly. “No, no, Erskine, I do not fear
it. Ruthven’s dagger seeks not my
back.”

They lifted her up, the rest mount-
ed after her; they walked their horses
clear of the suburb. After some half
mile or more of steady trotting the
Queen reined up and stopped the
party. She listened; they all did.
Far away you could hear the regular
galloping of a horse, pulsing in the
dark like some muffled pendulum.
Now and again another’s broke into
it and confused the rhythm.

“There rides in haste our sovereign
lord,” said the Queen. “Come, we
must follow him.”

By Niddry House—under the lee of
the wall—she found the Earls of
Huntly and Bothwell, Lord Seton,
and a company of twenty horsemen
waiting. The hour had gone five.

“God save Scotland!” had called
Traquair, and Bothwell’s strident voice
had countercried, “God save the Queen
of Scotland!”

“That voice hath blithe assurance,”
said she, when she heard it. She
joyed in adventure and adventurers.

She asked for news of the King.
“Where is my consort, Lord Both-
well? Rode he this way?”

“Madam, he did, and had a most
mischievous scare of us. We knew
him by the way he damned us all.
But he’s well away by now. You
may hear him yet.”

She gloomed at that. “Ay,” said
she, “I have heard him. I shall
always hear him, I think.” Then she
shivered. “Let us ride on, sirs; the
night is chill.”

Nobody spoke much. Lord Both-
well kept close to her right hand, Lord
Huntly to her left. They would
change horses at Gladsmuir.

The tide was breaking over wet
rocks. one pale streak of light bur-
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nished the rim of the sea, as Lord
Bothwell lifted down his Queen. As-
tounding to feel how fresh and feat
she was! The dark hull of a castle
could just be seen, suspended as it
seemed above a cloud-hank, with sea-
birds looming suddenly large and
small as they swept in and out of the

fog. Little tired waves broke and re-
coiled near by upon the weedy stones.

“Dunbar, Madam,” says Bothwell,
his hands still holding her—“and the
good grey guard of the water.”

The King, they told her, had ar-
rived some three hours before and was
now in bed.

(To be continued.)

THE SONG OF THE WANDERING
WOMAN

BY ELSA BARKER

HOU hast broken my soul on the wheel.
Thou hast drunk of my sorrow as wine,

Thou hast branded my brow with thy seal
And my faith thou hast hung for a sign.

Thou hast spilled all my dreams on the ground
And broken the strings of my lyre;

And the chords of my being are bound
Bv memories that mock at desire.

Thou hast taught me the knowledge of years
In a day, of despair | am wise;

Thou hast moistened thy bread with my tears—
Aye, bathed in the tears of mine eyes.

O Beloved, whose breath is my pain!
Thy shadow has darkened the world;
For thy spirit is thunder and rain
And thy love is a meteor hurled.

But thy darkness is dearer than light;
So | die, and my cry to be free

Is my song of redemption to God in the night
For the sins of the world and of me.



Drawn by Howard McCormick.

‘HER SHOULDERS GLOWED LIKE POLISHED GOLD, AND OVER ALL THERE FELL TO
HER HEELS THE GLISTENING GLORY OF HER BLACK HAIR.”

—"The Malangete.
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AR down the palm-lined road

they appeared, nearing with

perplexing rapidity. The head

of my companion snapped for-
ward and his eyes flamed. They
came in a file down the road, between
the palm trees, in the glowing tropic
light, swinging along with smooth,
resistless progress. Thev seemed to
glide; the bamboo poles, balanced on
their shoulders, slid as if on invisible
tracks laid above the ground, and the
tuba buckets at the ends were steady
as if floating in the air. Soon they
were near. The play of their great
thigh muscles became visible. THhey
turned the corner of the plaza with a
new burst of speed, and then they
passed us in magnificent action.
Down their naked heels came in turn,
pounding the ground; in one long,
smooth sweep from waist to toe the
legs flashed back in a quivering of
ropy sinew. Their naked bronze
busts glistened with sweat and the
supple back muscles, giving at each
step beneath the bamboo poles, un-
dulated liquidly beneath the golden
skin. Through the palm leaves cov-
ering the buckets a slight froth played
like silver lace. They passed us in a
flash of gleaming bronze; the creak
of the bamboo poles shrieked in our
ears ; the pungent, sulphurous odor of
the tuba stung our nostrils, and then
they vanished in the kaleidoscopic
color play of the market.

My eyes fell upon my companion.
He was leaning forward, his shriveled
legs collapsed beneath the trunk, his
whole weight upon his hands, his head

*Malangete is a Negros Visayan dialect word, demominating the men rwho gather tuba.

straining ahead like that of a bird in
flight, and in his eyes something
strange and moving—a soft, regretful
gleam, yes — God bless me, how
strange it seemed in that sullen, stolid
cripple!—a look of longing, longing
infinite.

From this day I watched him,
watched him as the tuba-carriers
flashed into the pueblo, at high noon.

He was about forty years old, and
above the waist he was beautiful.
From the belt the body shot upward,
broadening like a Greek urn into a
deep chest, and wide, massive shoul-
ders. Beneath the gleaming terra-
cotta skin the muscle played in elastic
bundles of power. His face was
hatchet-carved, with a relentless jaw
and eagle nose, and his straight black
hair was ennobled by a sprinkle of
gray.

But below the waist was ruin. He
had been hamstrung. His legs were
folded flaccidly beneath the trunk, the
calf against the thigh — powerless
things which, as he dragged himself
on his hands, trailed limply behind as
if some ignoble, useless attachment of
the great body above.

It was not often that he courted
this humiliation. Usually he was in
his nipa hut in the coconuts, silent
and alone. But regularly, a little be-
fore noon, he dragged himself to his
station in front of the store of Gong
Ah Deam, merchant and usurer, and
there, leaning against the wall, he
watched and waited for the coming

Tuba is the

fermented sap of the coconut palm, obtained by incisions made at the top of the tree.
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of the malangetes. There was some-
thing tragic about the man, a singular
dignity of woe, and as he crouched
there, that quality made him appear as
tall as those about him. He never
spoke and an awe—partly supersti-
tious, I think—kept a vacant circle
around him.

One day that man told me his story.
He told it to me in hoarse whispers,
impelled by some torturing desire to
unburden himself, in front of the store
of Gong Ah Deam, there awaiting the
coming of the tuba-carriers,

“I was one of them, seiior,” he said,
pointing with his chin toward the far
vista where the tuba-men would pres-
ently appear; “I was a malangete; yes,
the strongest and fleetest of them.
For five years I was the leader of the
file. They would challenge me often.
At first, as we strained toward the far
pueblo, in turn each would move up
and try to pass me, but I only quick-
ened a little as the man tugged at my
side, his breath whistling like the wind
through the coco trees, his legs stiffen-
ing till they cracked, till finally he
dropped back, gasping, to the foot of
the line, the tuba running down the
sides of his bucket while another
spurted up to wrest from me the
honor. After two years they ceased
to challenge me—all except one. I
was their acknowledged king—except
by one. His name was Herrera. He
was small and light and stringy. He
had no chance against me. I could
laugh and sing as he walked at my
elbow, agonizing with the effort.
Day after day, as I raced proudly
along, the long line behind me, the
bamboo pole springing lightly on my
shoulder, the tuba frothing in the
buckets, I felt him start out of his
place; soon his hot breath was on my
neck, and out of the corner of my
eye I saw his evil, yellow face. I
hummed and sang and cracked my
muscle with walking. And he hung
on, I don’t know how, sefior, he hung
on mile after mile, till I thought he
would die. Then suddenly he reeled
and sobbed, and inch by inch I passed
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him, proudly smiling, while his heart
burst with bitterness. We rushed into
the pueblo, and as I, raising my head,
spurted with new speed, and each man,
his eyes glued upon the back ahead,
strained to keep up, I knew that he
was last in the line, staggering blindly,
his tuba spilling at every step, a dis-
graceful spectacle. And to my ears
came the laughter of the women,
pointing their fingers at him.

“They looked at me with longing
eyes ; they laughed at him. For I was
strong and beautiful, sefior. I.ook at
these arms—they were a third bigger
then. And my thighs —they are
shriveled and soft now, like meat that
has hung in the market too long—but
they were like the trunk of the iron
tree, strong as the caribao’s, fleet as
the mountain deer’s. And he was
small and dried, and his legs were
bowed.

“Seiior, I knew why he challenged
me thus day after day. He loved
Constancia Torres. And I loved her,
too.

“We had played together when chil-
dren; we were youths and did not
know it; one day I saw her come out
of the bath and suddenly I was a man.
Her dripping padadyung, wrapped
high beneath her arm-pits, followed
the curves of her body like a long
caress; above, her shoulders glowed
like polished gold, and over all there
fell to her heels the glistening glory
of her black hair. And her eyes were
deep as the pools of the Cabancalan,
and her voice was soft as the sigh of
the breeze through the sugar cane at
sundown, and I loved her, sefior.

“Of course I won her. I went to
her father one evening and asked for
her and got her. She stood aside
while I spoke; a corner of her camisa
had slipped down from her left shoul-
der and the light shone on the golden
skin. She did not smile when her
father assented. Next day we were
married by Padre Marcellano, and she
did not smile.

“But I did not care, sefior. It
seemed such a little thing, her indif-
ference, near my love. Sefior, you
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A MIS-STEP

BY JENNIE BETTS HARTSWICK

CROSS the little brass crib
the mother and the physician
faced each other.
“Will he die?” her eyes
asked.

His lips answered their -mute ap-
peal. “The danger is over, Marga-
ret; he will get well.”

She put up her hand quickly in a
vain attempt to push back the crowd-
ing tears. “Thank God!” she whis-
pered, brokenly; “thank God!"

The boy stirred and the doctor laid
his finger on the delicate wrist. “The
medicine has got him,” he said, as he
closed his watch ; “it will hold him for
hours. Margaret,” in a lower tone,
“I think you might thank me a little.”

She looked up. He was smiling at
her across the crib. She smiled back
with eyes still wet. “I do thank you,
Paul, you know that. I believe Harry
would have died but for you. Oh, it
was horrible,” she went on, with a
shudder, “horrible—when he sprang
up so suddenly, choking and gasping
for breath. I can never tell you how
frightened I was. And you came so
quickly and you have done so much—
when I write to Ned ?

The doctor turned abruptly and
walked to the door leading into the
hall. Through the broad east win-
dow a gray ghost of dawn was creep-
ing. In its pallid glimmer the mas-
sive furniture took strange shapes
like uncouth, crouching forms. A
heavy dark rug at the doctor’s feet re-
pulsed the feeble daylight and showed
against the polished floor like an open
grave. The wide stairway wound
downward blackly. She had fol-
lowed him to the door.

“Are you going, Paul?” she asked,

anxiously. “You are sure Harry will
be all right ?”

“Indeed I would not go, Margaret,
if there was the least thing more I
could do; but Harry is getting on as
finely as possible. He will probably
sleep till nine o’clock. I shall have

the nurse here before he wakes. And
I'll come in myself about noon. Mar-
garet,” turning toward her, “you

must go to bed at once or you will be
ill yourself. Tell Katie to sit by
Harry, and promise me that you will
go to sleep directly I have gone.”
“Oh, I sha'n't really go to hed.” she
replied, “but I will lic down on the
couch and Katie will call me if he

stirs. Why, Paul, it is morning al-
ready. How dark the stairs are.
Wait. I will get a candle to light
you down.”

She entered the room again and
taking a tall candle in a silver holder
from her dressing-table lighted it at
the low-turned gas-burner. As she
passed the little crib she paused beside
it, looking down at the sleeping boy.
She lifted her hand to shade the
flame. Her loose sleeve fell back and
all the soft outline of her arm was
disclosed. A strand of her brown
hair had escaped from its low coil and
lay half curling on her shoulder.
Her hand, curved about the candle
flame, was tinted like a rosy shell.
From the dim hall the doctor watched
her.

“He is sleeping so well,” she said
brightly, as she followed him slowly
down the stairs. “Oh, Paul, you
have been so good.”

At the bottom of the flight he
turned and leaned against the newel
post, looking up. She was still some
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steps above him; an alluring picture
against the gloom. Her trailing
gown whispered silkenly along the
polished oak.

“I will lock the door after you,” she
said. She had reached the broad
landing at the foot of the stairs from
which but one shallow step led to the
floor of the hall. She placed the can-
dle upon a table. Its flame, wavering
in the draught, flung a grotesque
shadow of the doctor upon the wall
behind him.

“The dawn always makes me ner-
vous,” she said, with a little low laugh
as they crossed the landing. *It is
such a creepy time of night, or day—
which is it?—and I have been so
frightened about Harry.”

She glanced half-fearfully over her
shoulder at the wall where the doc-
tor’s shadow swooped down and cow-
ered like a demon. At the step she
stumbled—did she forget it, or did
her foot slip? He threw out his hand
to save her. She missed it and
swayed against him. He flung his
arms around her.

Outside upon the steps he waited
to hear the grating of the key in the
lock. It would mean that she had
risen from the low chair into which
she had fallen when he released her.

He was shaking from head to foot.
The dawn clutched him with icy fin-
gers. Beyond the street the frozen
river held the growing daylight like
dull glass. A low pall of fog op-
pressed the hills.

He stood shivering, waiting des-
perately for the sound of the turning
key. It came at last, a slow, metallic
click. He turned and went uncer-
tainly down the steps.

The sun was going down in a pas-
sionate west. The windows of the
stately houses along the river blazed
with the fires of his departure. Upon
the frozen stream the thick, scattered
squares left bv the ice-cutters gleamed
like blocks of pearl. The frosty air
was jubilant with bells as the smart
sleighs slid along the snowy street.
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“Hullo, doctor!” hailed a child’s
voice from one of them as the tall
form of Paul Trent turned the corner.
“Where's your sleigh? We'll beat
you in a race up the road.”

“All right, Jamesie; I'm your man,
to-morrow, though. I'm busy now,”
called the doctor, and waved his hand
at the passing sleigh.

All day long he had worked with
his accustomed energy; meeting each
hour’s imperative demands with alert
response. In his busy office he had
accomplished a vast amount of rou-
tine labor. He had performed more
than one delicate operation with the
steady nerve and clean precision that
made the work a marvel. In terse,
direct sentences he had delivered his
weekly lecture before the students at
the medical college. With stern re-
solve he had forced himself not to
think beyond the passing moment.
Only once his thoughts had leaped
ahead — when her brief summons
reached him—the half dozen words
which had bade him come to her at
this hour. He had sent his assistant
at noon to see Harry, and now as he
ascended the steps and rang the bell
the interval between dawn and sunset
stretched in his mind like a blank of
years.

He crossed the spacious hall and
entered the sombre library. A fire of
logs held back the shadows. The red
light of the dying sun pierced the
wide window-panes with level rays,
and the rich uniforms of the book
multitude responded with glints and
gleams of gold. A splendid tiger
skin spread before the hearth took the
firelight with the gloss of tawny satin,

She entered the room. He ad-
vanced a pace or two to meet her.
In the glowing circle before the fire
the man and the woman faced each
other.

For hours the dread of this meeting
had been resolutely thrust back in his
brain. He had instinctively nerved
himself as for an ordeal, and now that
the moment had come he was con-
scious only of a puzzled embarrass-
ment. This was- surely not the
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woman he had expected to meet—this
smiling Margaret confronting him in
the firelight with the gracious aspect
of every-day. He noticed her gown.
It was white and thick and soft with
a bordering of rich dark fur at hem
and wrist. He had told her once that
it suited her. He felt vaguely vexed
with her for wearing it now. Had he
dreamed it then?—that mad moment
in the dawn when her touch against
him had dashed down the barriers of
his self-control. But, no—the thrill
of that brief second was with him still.
The wild joy of that instant when her
lips lay warm on his was branded on
his brain forever.

“You did not come at noon as you
promised, Paul,” she said, with no
hint of displeasure in her charming
voice, “so I sent for you. Shall I
ring for lamps or do you like the fire-
light? I do. I rather like to fancy
myself as making a sunshine in a
shady place; there’s a bait for you,
Paul, but you don’t rise. Where are
your manners, man? Make me a
compliment at once, if you please.
Doctors should be adepts at flattery.
Oh," Paul, T feel so gay to-night.
Harry is almost all right again; the
nurse says he may get up to-morrow.
Have you been sleighing?” as a rap-
turous clash of ringing silver filled
the room and passed.

“Margaret,” he cried, half roughly,
“why do you go on like this? I would
not have come—I did not want to
come—I meant to write to you to-
night, but your note ” He stopped
abruptly and covered his face with his
hands.

She did not speak and he went
brokenly on. “I love you, Margaret.
I have loved you always, since we
were children. It’s all the excuse I
have. I have worked like a horse
since — since I missed you. Your
friendship was the best thing in my
life. I thought—it was — enough.
Such a life as mine does not nourish
sentiment, and I never had imagina-
tion. I don’t ask you to forgive me,

Margaret ”
The room was very still. Only the
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fire in its red cavern rustled and chat-
tered and wound lithe fingers about
the lichened logs. Presently she
spoke, hurriedly, as if goaded by some
pressing purpose.

“Paul—no, don't look at me. 1
can’t tell you if you look at me. You
never suspected, did you, Paul, that I
was a wicked woman, a flirt—a pos-
eur? Oh, really downright bad,
Paul; but I am, and after to-night,
you will not love me any more; for
I am going to cure you, do you hear?
I'm the physician to-night, and you
are going to be a credit to my skill.
It was all my fault, last night; it was
a deliberate effect—a pose. For a
long time I have suspected that you
cared for me and I was amused—ex-
cited by the idea. It flattered my
vanity. You never thought I was
vain, did you? But you were always
so reserved, so self-contained, so dif-
ferent from other men that I often felt
tempted to lead you on—to make you
show me that you cared. And last
night, even through my anxiety about
Harry, I felt the possibilities of the
situation and I—I made the most of
them. When you said the danger was
over and the tears came to my eyes I
only pretended to wipe them away:
1 meant you to see them. I have been
told they were becoming ”

“Margaret,” he interrupted, throw-
ing out his hands with a gesture of
protest,’‘you shall not say such things.”

She went on determinedly. *I
needn’t have gone down stairs at all
last night. Katie could have locked
the door—and you didn’t need a can-
dle—I could have lighted the gas, but
I knew the candle would be becom-
ing, too. And when I raised my
hand to shade the light I pushed back
my sleeve on purpose—on purposc.
Paul. And I followed you down the
stairs very slowly, so that you would
turn at the foot and see me—coming
with the light. And, oh, Paul, you
thought my foot slipped at the step.
It didn’t—it didn’t; 1 tripped on pur-
pose. I planned it all as I came down
behind you. I meant you to catch
me. I intended you to kiss——"




A MIS-STEP

A smothered sound, curse or sob,
broke from the man’s lips. He strode
past her toward the door. She ran
to him and caught his arm.

“Wait, Paul, wait; there is one
thing more,” her voice fell lower. “I
have often—laughed—with Ned—
over yvour—absurd infatuation.”

He turned upon her a face gray
with the torture of insulted pride, and,
brushing her hand from his arm, went
out of the room without a word.

Outside in the street the last of the
daylight lingered. The sleighs were
fewer. People had gone home to
dine. Overhead the sky looked cold,
remote. Low down near the horizon
burned a star.

As the strcet door closed bchind
him a boy in the uniform of a tele-
graph messenger ran whistling up the
steps.

The envelope was thin and foreign
and bore the Roman postmark.

Paul Trent started as he lifted it
from the pile of mail upon his office
desk. He knew the handwriting—
hers, though she had died in Rome a
month before. The news of her
death had dealt him a pang more of
reviving anger than of grief. The
seared wound had bled but for a mo-
ment; quickly it had been cauterized
anew. And now had come her letter
—for, dead or living, the letter was
from her. He glanced hurriedly over
the mass of correspondence and laid
it aside to wait for the arrival of his
secretary. The foreign letter he car-
ried into his private consulting room
and shut the door.

He sat down in his revolving chair
and tore open the envelope. His
hand shook as he removed the closely
written sheets. The letter ran:

“Dear Paul:

“Three vears ago T lied to you, and
now that T am ill, and, T think, going
to die. I must write vou the truth at
last. I don't in the least mind dying
except for leaving Harry: he will go
home with Ned's sister, who is with
us here, and live with her in Boston.
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This letter will be sent to you after-
ward.

“l must hurry. Oh, Paul, I have
borne for three years the knowledge
that you hated me living; but I can-
not bear that you should hate me
dead, for I loved you, Paul, always,
always; but you went away, so far,
and stayed so long—everyone said
you were not coming back, that you
meant to practice medicine in Berlin.
And then Ned came—and our people
all wanted it, and I thought you did
not care, so I married him. I don’t
think I was unhappy; Ned was very
good to me; and Harry—well, Harry
was divine! My life ran on calmly,
evenly, until you came home after five
vears of absence. And then I knew
—knew that all along I had been dull,
apathetic, asleep. Well, I did not put
on a rueful countenance or go about
making moans. I just went on as be-
fore; but in reality I lived only for
vou. [ used to wonder if vou cared.
Sometimes I thought you did, but
never until that morning in the dawn
when you turned and looked at me as
I came down the stairs was I sure.
1 saw it then, in your eyes, and I
feared and trembled with the joy of
it. No wonder I forgot the step.
Oh, Paul, I did forget it. I did not
stumble purposely. 1 never played a
part with you in my life—never but
once—the next evening in the library
when I lied to save us both. 1
thought I had to lie. It seemed the
only way, for after that moment on
the landing nothing could ever be the
same again. I knew we must not go
on meeting, for I was awake at last—
awake and afraid. T thought I must
make you hate me—despise me so
thoroughly that you would never will-
ingly come near me afterward.

“You see I knew you so well, Paul.
I remembered that when we were chil-
dren it used to anger you to be duped
—tricked in any way even in play.
You were always so proudly honest.
After we grew up insincerity was al-
ways the qualitv vou hated most.

“T did not think at the time that T
was doing a brave thing: hut as [
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THAT FAMOUS POLITICAL BATTLEGROUND THAT LIES TO THE EAST OF THE BOWERY.

THE PASSING OF THE
“DISTRICT BOSS”

BY JAMES L. FORD

HEN the grave closed over
Paddy Divver, the long
reign of the New York

east side saloon politician

came to an end, and it is a fact worthy
of note that ten thousand men, women
and children of the Second Assembly
District marched behind the coffin of
the one-time liquor dealer, judge and
“boss” who was the last of the dynasty.
A dozen years ago the political
leader of the kind that lived over his
own saloon and stood in the relation
of guide, friend and first aid in time
of need to the people of his district—
every one of whom he knew by sight
and name—was one of the strongest
factors in the politics of the town, and
one whose influence was felt even in
the highest councils at the national
capital. He has disappeared now,
pushed aside by the new conditions

which prevail in metropolitan life, and
in his place has come a statesman of a
totally different stripe.

Divver will live in history as one of
a rather remarkable ?roup of political
leaders, every one of whom has died
within the past few years. The most
noteworthy of these men, in my opin-
ion, was John Y. McKane, the Irish-
American builder and contractor who
placed himself at the head of affairs
in the town of Gravesend, Long
Island, about twenty years ago, and
ruled there with the absolutism of a
feudal lord until he was sent to Sing
Sing for tampering with the ballot
box. The town of Gravesend is an
old Dutch settlement that long ante-
dates the Revolution, as is evidenced
by the fact that the old road that runs
through it still bears the name that
was given to it during the reign of
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one of the George's, "King's High-
way.” The old village itself is a com-
munity of but small inflitence, despite
its great age. If it were not for the
fact that it includes within its limits
the famous, noisy and ever-beloved
watering place, Coney Island, it would
never have been heard of in political
history, and John Y. McKane would
not have been lured by the opportuni-
ties which it offered, from peaceful
and honest pursuits to the striped
clothes and gray walls of State's
prison.

Now the population of Coney Island
is very small in winter, very much
greater in summer, and augmented,
during the latter season, by an enor-
mous number of transient visitors
whose stay varies from an afternoon
or evening to two or three months.
Some of these visitors go down to the
city-by-the-sea to work, others to
amuse themselves, and a very few
because of the sea air and salt water
bathing. As far back as the days of
Mike Norton’s rule in the sixties and
seventies, there has always been inti-
mate personal intercourse between
Coney Island and that famous politi-
cal battleground that lies to the east
of the Bowery, known as “De Ate.”

John J. O’Brien, in his day the
Republican leader of this district, had
his summer home in Gravesend. So
did Moritz Herzberg, who owned cer-
tain profitable five-cent liquor stores
on the Bowery, and succeeded Paul
Bauer in the management of that pio-
neci’s huge seaside pavilion, bringing
with him to the island a score of his
own henchmen. There were dozens
of well-to-do eastsiders who had busi-
ness interest in Coney Island during
the summer, and who were, of course,
followed from one place to another by
hundreds of employes and hangers-on.
For this reason, the John Y. McKane
picnic in August — Coney Island's
Patriarch’s Ball—was attended by very
much the same crowd that made
merry at the grand annual ball of the
John J. O’Brien Association, held at
Pythagoras Hall, in Canal Street,
Manhattan, in January.
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It was this interchangecability of
population that gave McKane the idea
from which his power grew. If a
man lived on Coney Island for a few
weeks during the summer, he became
a citizen of the place, in the eyes of
McKane and his followers, and en-
titled to a vote there on election day.
If he happened to be working in New
York in the fall, that was merely a
temporary absence, and there was
nothing to prevent his running down
to the seaside to register and votec.

_In fact, for the convenience of those

who might have occasion to vote else-
where in the afternoon, special trains
were always run at frequent intervals
between New York and the Island on
the first Tuesday after the first Mon-
day in November. McKane's scheme,
therefore, while it increased the num-
ber of his own voters to a prodigious
extent, did not rob any of his neigh-
boring potentates of theirs, and so the
best of feeling continued to prevail be-
tween his bailiwick and the territory
east of the New York Bowery.

So skilfully did this man exercise
his power and so strong was the hold
that he obtained on his followers, that
at a political meeting, which I attended
myself, a committee was appointed to
visit McKane in his office at police
headquarters and ask him how he
would like to have the citizens vote;
and the answer which this committee
brought back to the crowded and ex-
pectant assemblage was that he would
let them know the day before election.
And this announcement was received
with a storm of cheers. But McKane,
whose rule was to a certain extent a
just one, although notoriouslv illegal,
carried his feudalism too far, with the
result that I have already named. He
came out of prison to find his old
faithful band of followers dispersed,
his territory annexed to New York,
and his power gone forever. Broken
in spirit and shattered in health, he
tried to return to his old business, but
he died soon after his release.

John J. O’Brien died while McKane
was at the height of his power and the
leadership of his district—the Eighth
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—fell into the hands of two men of
unusual force and ability, whose politi-
cal intimacy illustrates the fact, well
known to every well-informed New
Yorker, that there is a remarkably
close affiliation in the town in social,
business and political matters of the
Irish and Jewish peoples. One of
these new leaders, Barney Rourke, was
an Irishman; the other, Charles, bet-
ter known as “Silver Dollar,” Smith,
was a Jew. Both were liquor dealers
and each one kept a saloon whose fame
extended far beyond the confines of
the city. Rourke was short, sturdy
and taciturn, and seldom mingled with
the crowds that used to throng the
front part of his place of business in
Beach Street. Politicians who had
business to transact with him were re-
ceived in a small office at the rear of
his bar-room, and it was to this little
room that a President of the United
States came one Sunday morning
many years ago, making the jour-
ney from Washington expressly to
straighten out a disturbance that was
seriously affecting the harmony of
the district and seemed likely to affect
the Republican vote at the next elec-
tion. Rourke’s bar-room was a grimy
and uninviting place and contained lit-
tle in the way of furniture save the
bar, with its array of bottles, glasses
and beer-spigots, and a long line of
dusty liquor casks. Its profits, how-
ever, were large enough to enable
Rourke to leave a handsome fortune
at the time of his death.

Smith, the other leader of the dis-.

trict, was a man of distinctly social
temperament, who owed his nickname
to the fact that he had ornamented the
floor of his bar-room by imbedding in
it a thousand silver dollars, each one
secured in its place by an indestructible
cement, and having in their centre a
gold double eagle, presented for the
purpose by a fellow politician.

The fame of this extravagant
scheme of decoration spread so far
and so quickly that during the first two
days’ business of the saloon, fifteen
hundred dollars were taken in at the
bar, the voluntary contributions of
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men who had journeved a block or a
mile or ten miles, as the case might
be, to see the fool who had thrown
away so much money. Smith could
be found in his saloon almost any
afternoon or evening, and despite
many published accounts of his feroc-
ity as an ‘“eye-gouger,” he was a
pleasant spoken man, with large, mild
eyes and a face of the rather refined
Hebraic type. To him came the resi-
dents of the district—many of whom
were Jews of the poorest class—when-
ever they were in trouble. If a ped-
dler was arrested for selling without
a license or a laborer fined for drunk-
enness, the wife or mother came with
a shawl over her head to the Silver
Dollar Saloon to beg Smith to use
his influence in behalf of the erring
one. If there was a christening, wed-
ding, wake or funeral in the neigh-
borhood he was always in attendance.
His influence was great in the police
courts as well as in the councils of
his party, and his following in the dis-
trict proportionately large.

Another politician whose sphere of
influence was smaller than that of any
of the men that I have named, was
Mike Callahan, whom I first knew
when he occupied the important post
of conservator of good order, or
“bouncer” at Koster & Bial’'s Music
Hall, where I was merely one of the
stock dramatists. In spite of this dif-
ference in station, Mr. Callahan treat-
ed me with friendly courtesy until the
day of his death. A powerful man of
stocky build, and hair of a color that
suggests a quick Irish temper, Calla-
han’s experience at Koster & Bial’s
stood him in good stead when he be-
gan to sell liquor to the turbulent
population of Chatham Square and
vicinity. In the days of his “bouncer-
hood” he divided honors pretty equally
with Billy Edwards, of the Hoffman
House, in point of efficiency, though
each man worked according to his own
peculiar and characteristic lights. In-
deed, they may be said to have divided
the famous Latin phrase, Edwards
taking for his share “suaviter in modo”
and Callahan “fortiter in re.” Ed-
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wards used to coax and soothe quar-
relsome patrons while he led them
gently through the Twenty-fourth
Street door and down the steps to the
sidewalk. A prizefighter by profes-
sion, he never used his fists when
talking would suffice, and the period
of his rule in the Hoffman House bar
was long and peaceful. Callahan,
who had a tougher element to deal
with, never permitted a bouncing
seance to degenerate into a mere con-
versazione. He prided himself on his
skill in seizing his prey from behind
and—the waiters having hastily made
clear the path—rushing him swiftly
down the middle aisle and through
the front door to the sidewalk.

The fame therefore of his prowess
was well established when he went
down-town and entered politics. He
became a member of the Assembly,
and was the proprietor of several sa-
loons, of which the most notable was
the one that he conducted until his
death, last winter. It was situated at
the corner of Chatham Square and
Doyers Street, and the block on which
it stood and of which he was the dis-
trict captain, contained within its
limits the Chinese theatre and a popu-
lation of many nationalities. Calla-
han ruled his district with firmness
and justice, as such qualities go around
Chatham Square, and his death was
the cause of general lamentation on
the part of both Mongolians and Cau-
casians. Like McKane, he held him-
self as a feudal baron,,his idea of feu-
dalism being to keep his saloon open
on Sundays and during the hours pro-
scribed by law. This brought him
into collision with Theodore Roose-
velt, when the latter was chief of
police, and at Callahan’s trial, a
woman missionary came forward and
testified to the fact, well known to
almost everybody except the reform-
ers, that his saloon was an orderly
and decent place of its kind.

Paddy Divver was a man of serious
purpose, great political influence and
enormous personal following, who be-
gan life as a mechanic, became a suc-
cessful politician and a prosperous
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saloon keeper, and finally won the
leadership of his populous and im-
portant down-town district. He al-
ways heartily disliked the business of
liquor selling, and was glad enough
when the time came to give it up.

That Paddy Divver was from the
very beginning a well known and
highly esteemed personage in the Sec-
ond Assembly District, where he had
his home, is fully evidenced by the
fact that in his very first candidacy,
when he ran for alderman in 1884, he
received his nomination just before
election day, and in three days made
such a thorough canvass of the dis-
trict that he was defeated by that
almost invincible politician, Thomas P.
Walsh, popularly known as “Fatty,”
by a scant one hundred and fifty votes
out of seven thousand five hundred.
At the next election he defeated Walsh
by a much larger majority.

The honor that Paddy Divver prized
above all others in his life was his ap-
pointment as a police court justice,
which .carried with it the title of
“Judge,” dear to his heart so long as
breath remained in his body. It
should be said of him that he made an
excellent judge and handed down
many decisions which, although faulty
in English, were models in the way
of justice.

The old-fashioned saloon-keeping
politician has indeed passed away,
together with all the other old-time
types who counted for success on their
own personality. The old-fashioned
newspaper editor, whose personal opin-
ions were anxiously looked for by a
host of subscribers, has been replaced
by the modern newspaper proprietor,
who is simply a money-getter; the
old-fashioned landlord, who knew his
guests personally and could greet them
by name, has been superseded by a
soulless corporation which knows
nothing but numbers, and now the old-
fashioned politician has been replaced
by one who looks to a corporation
rather than to the people for his re-
wards.

Few men have received more abuse
at the hands of the press and the
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Sixteen Portraits

of Players



Copyright by Aimt Dupont.
OLIVE FREMSTAL, WHO PLAYS “FRICKA,” "VENTS” AND “BRANGAINE” IN THE
SERIES OF WAGNERIAN OPERA REVIVALS IN NEW YORK.



Copyright, by Aimt' Dupont.
LOUISE IIERNER, WHO IS AI''EARING IX A NUMBER OF ROLES IN TlLE NEW YORK
REVIVAL OF WAGNERIAN OI'’ERA.



From the Paintir.g by Jan Van Been.

ELSIE DE WOLFE, WHO IS APPEARING IN AUGUSTUS THOMAS’ COMEDY, “THE
OTHER GIRL.”



Photograph by Lizingston Platt.

EVA KELLEY AS A DUTCH GIRL IN THE MUSICAL COMEDY, "THREE LITTLE MAIDS.”



Copyright by Aime Dupont.

LILLIAN HEIDELBACH, ONE OF THE FLOWER MAIDENS IN THE NEW YORK PRO-
DUCTION OF “PARSIFAL.”



Copyright by Aimr Dupont.

ELLEN FOMSEX, ONE OF THE FLOWER MAIDENS IN THE NEW YORK PRODUCTION
OF "PARSIFAL.”



Photo by Baker's Art Gallery.

BLANCHE WALSH, WHO WILL SOON APPEAR IN A NEW PLAY BY EUGENE TRESBREY.



Photo by Sands & Brady.

JULIA MARLOWE, WHO, WITH E. H. SOTHERN, WILL APPEAR NEXT SEASON IN A
SERIES OF UNIQUE SHAKESPEAREAN REVIVALS.



Photo by Otto Sarony Co.

MIRIAM NESBITT, AS "LUCY RIGBY,” IN GEORGE ADE'S PLAY, “THE
COUNTY CHAIRMAN.”



Photo hy Sarony.

MINNIE ASHLEY (MRS. WILLIAM ASTOFQST%%,AENLER), WHO HAS RETIRED FROM THE



Photo by Burr Mclintosh.
ADELE RITCHIE, APPEARING IN THE NEW PLAY, “GLITTERING GLORIA.’



Photo by Pach.

MAUDE ADAMS, WHO IS TOURING THE COUNTRY IN HER NEW H.AY, “THE PRETTY
SISTER OK JOSE."



Photo by Marccat*.
MARY MANNERING, APPEARING IN HER NEW PLAY, “HARRIET’S HONEYMOON.**



Copyright by Fredericks.
AMELIA BINGHAM, APPEARING IN HER NEW PLAY, “OLYMFE.”



DOROTHY DONNELLY, WHO IS PLAYING THE TITLE ROLE IN BERNARD SHAW’S NEW
COMEDY, “CANDIDA.”
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Comfy

All these years we have advertised the Ostermoor Mattress and left the sale of our other pro-
ducts to our handsome book. A lady in Michigan writes us: “Your clever advertising has made me
covet an Ostermoor Mattress, but unfortunately when | was married we bought an outfit of hair-

stuffed ticks—too good to throw away; hardly good enough to keep. While visiting Mrs.

Detroit (one of your customers), | picked up a copy of your interesting book, ‘The Test of Time,’
and learned for the first time how many were the forms and how fair the prices of your

“Qstermoor” Cushions ™ Pillows

Among the many handsome and suggestive pictures | saw a window-seat idea that my husband says

THE

Ostermoor

Patent Elastic Pelt

Mattress

2 fret 6 InffcM wide,
It I, $8.35

1000
11.70

2 frel wide, 80 Ib*
3 fret 6 Inehea wide,

4 fret wide, 40 Ib* 13.35

4 15.00
All 0 fret 8 Inrhro lone.

Express Charges Prepaid.

In two part#, BO cents extra.
Special size* at special prices.

Look Out!

Mattresses expressed,
ings by return mail.

" OSTERMOOR & COMPANY,

Canadian Agency:

Dealers are trying to sell the “just as goodkind.”
mark label, sewn on the end.
prepaid by us,

we must adopt. Please quote me a price on a
cushion (like one on page 43), size of paper pat-
tern enclosed."” We wish you would

Send for Book
Hailed FREE

Our 96-page book, “The Test of Time,” not only
treats exhaustively the mattress question but also de-
scribes and illustrates (with scores of pictures), Oster-
moor Cushions and Pillows, for Window Seats, Cozy
Corners, Hall Benches and Easy Chairs; Boat Cushions,
Carriage Cushions, Church Cushions—wc have cush-
ioned 25,000 churches. It is an encyclopedia of com-
fort and good taste— may we send it? Your name on a
postal will do. It costs us 25 cents, but you are wel-
come to it—even if you send from curiosity alone.

Show them you can t and won’t be fooled.
same day check IS received.

The Alaska Feather and Down Co., Ltd.,

Ask to see the name
It's not Feltif it's not an Ostermoor.
Estimates on cushions and

160 Elizabeth Street,

30 Nights” FREE Trial

Sleep on the Ostkkmoor thirty
nights free and if it is notoven
all yon have hoped for, If you
don’t believe it to be the equal
In  cleanliness, durability and
comfort of any $50 hair inattreM
ever made, you can get your
money back by return mall—mno
questions asked.”

Don'tforget to send
for the FREE book.

“Ostermoor''and our trade-

New York

Montreal.

In writing to advertisers on any subject kindly mention “The Metropolitan Magazine*

samples of cover-
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Servant Question

—you Ll settle it so far as .Jc

the Washirvg anvd Clearvirvg =
are Concerned by

Supplying Yoxirs WitK

F}/Ieé Pearline =

ework will be dor\e
well —easily —safely
ai\d yoxi II Kave a

Grateful .,
Servant

titcrxo

HAMMHR A
I AUIﬁMATIC
Impossible

Sendforourfire arms encyclopaedia i

IverJohnson's /tr
Arms & Cycle Works  jm rjk
Fitchburg. Mass.. U5.A

In writing to advertisers on any subject ].indly mention “The Metropolitan Magazine”
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ANGELUS

After One Hearing,

You will say that if you had known what The ANGELUS really is, you
would have bought one long ago. Hundreds have said so.

We cannot tell you how piano music sounds. We can tell you, though,
how you can produce it—to your utmost satisfaction

If you say we still have not said a word about The ANGELUS itself, we
must ask for more space to explain it and pictures to show its attractive appear-
ance. We will gladly mail free an illustrated booklet telling all about it.

If you haven’t heard any real good piano music lately, perhaps you do not
realize how much pleasure you are missing. When you hear some again and

long to reproduce it in your own home, then send for information about The
ANGELUS and its wonderful

PHRASING LEVER

You can easily verify the fact that The ANGELUS is the only instrument

which is thoroughly satisfactory. Purchased by royalty and the world’s great-
est musicians.

AGENTS EVERYWHERE.
] \V [*1 O W 7L ‘i ESTABLISHED 1876
nlrhe W(|COX & WLhite C 0. Meriden, Conn., U.'S. A.

In writing to advertisers on any subject kindly mention “The Metropolitan Magazine'
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On any busy street countthe
number of Oldsmobiles you
see. If there are not more than
twice as many as any other make
of motor car, you are liviug in a

very exceptional C|5y.

.Oldsmobile ﬁro%ress 1d not stop with
bringing out the Standard Runabout—a
car that has sustained its reputation at
home and abroad in open contest with

all others. .
Oldsmobile perfection has been ap-

plied to other types of motor cars, and at
any of ourselling agencies in the larger
Cities, you can see our
Oldsmobile Standard Runabout
Price $650
Oldsmobile Light Tonneau Car 1
Price $950; without Rear Saat, $850 k
A Oldsmobile Touring Runabout  Zf.

\ Price $750 MA
Oldsmobile Light Delivery JRfl
S&YV W agon
mk V i Price $850 jfaw

For further particulars about the Oldsmobile line, see our nearest selling agent, or write direct.
A captivating automobile story, ‘“Golden Gate to Hell Gate,” free on request to Dept. 50

Olds Motor Works, Detroit, U. S. A,

Member of the Association of Licensed Automobile Manufacturers

In writing to advertiser 90 any subject kindly mention “The Metropolitan Magazinel
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C 14T)F f\fUIT V T Made in two forms: Biscuit and Triscuit.
w ITK L I/I/L 1/ T=fIL /11 The only light and porous foods made from
wheat without the use of fats, yeast or chemicals of any kind. Made in the most Hygienic
and Scientific Food Laboratory in the world, a Veritable Home of Purity, a place where
contamination cannot occur. /
Shredded Whole Wheat Biscuit is the standard all-day cereal and makes appe- /  To

tizing combinations with fruits, preserves or vegetables—2SO varieties of all-course dishes. . The

Triscuit, the New Cracker, is so baked by electricity that all the rich, nutty / Natural
flavor of the whole wheat is retained. Served with soups, preserves or cheese ~ too °>
Replaces crackers, bread, toast and wafers. bWara FlU

HEAT BEFORE EATING.

“1 most cheerfully indorse Shredded Wheat as a healthy and highly nutritious
food. Especially is it adapted for those suffering with weak digestion and
mal-assimilation.” W. Carey Allen, M. D.tColorado Springs, Colorado.

Sent FREE, our beautiful illustrated cook book, “ The Vital Question

at.
The Matural Food Company,
Makers of Shredded Whole Wheat Products ! Address

L Niagara Falls, New York, / Metro, uvch

In writing to advertisers on any subject kindly mention “Tlie Metropolitan Magazine”
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Hood’s
Tooth

Powder

Cleanses the teeth, hard-
ens the gums, neutral-
fzes all acid secretions of
the mouth and sweetens
the breath.

The most effective, de-
lighttul and economical
of all dentifrices.

Large slze, 25 cts.
Mammoth size, 50 cts.
Free Sample.

Hood’s
Medicated
Soap

Makes and keeps the skin
pure and healthy, smooth
and soft. Best for nurs-
ery, sick-chamber, toilet
and bath, and as a sana-
tive wash.
Trial size, 10 cts.
Full size, 25 cts,
Free Sample,

Nausea, Sour Stomach.
A lady awoke 1n the night so nauseated

MARCH
April May

Are pre-eminently the months of pimples, boils and
other eruptions, loss of appetite, that tired feeling,
biliousness, indigestion, dull headaches, and other
troubles caused by impure blood.

Hood’s Sarsaparilla
.and Pills

Are pre-eminently the remedies for all these troubles,

purifying the blood, clearing the complexion, giving

strength and tone, and buiiding up the whole system.
They form in combination

The Spring Medicine
Par Excellence

Accept no substitutes, but insist on having Hood’s
and only Hood’s.

&FIn many cases, especially where there is impure blood with pale-
ness or nervousness, both Hood's Sarsaparilla and Peptiron Pills (see
mention elsewhere) are indicated. and if both be taken a two-foid
benefit will be derived from each.

Peptiron Pills

and distressed that a cold perspiration
came out all over her. She reached for
her box of Dyspeplets, took one and
went to sleep.—A simple remedy but it
is doubtful if its equal exists. If you are
a victim of navsea, sour stomach or indi-
gestion here is an almost positive cure.
Dys Plets combine in sugar-coated
Pe tablet-form (delicious to

the taste) the most pepsin ever offered for the
money with the best of all other digestive
afents. and promptly relieve the discomforts
(o)

imperfect digestion. Sentto any address on
receipt of price, 25 c.°nts.

C. I. Hood Co., Lowell, Mass

{Chocolate-coated)

Ironize the blood, strengthen and quiet
weak and irritable nerves, cure nervous
dyspepsia, anemia, loss of color and
flesh, neuralgia, insomnia and exhaus-
tion.

Chocolate-coated, pleasant to take and
easily assimilated. :
By mail at $1 a box—a full month’s

treatment.
C. I. Hood Co., Lowell, Mass.

In writing to advertisers on any subject kindly mention “The Metropolitan Magazine”
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OFFEE accelerates, and over-works, the Heart1
This is how it stimulates, and why such
stimulation is dangerous.

Over-work weakens, and “runs down,” a
Heart, just as it would a horse.

A Heart that is “run down ” continually cries
out for more Coffee and generally gets it,—till the
abnormal condition results m Heart-failure, or
Nervous-prostration.

Nature sets the pace at which the Heart should
beat, just as the Government Inspector sets the safety-
valve on a steam Boiler,—at the highest pressure which
it can safely carry*.

Tampering with the *“safety-valve ” is risky.

“ Coffee-heart” is the penalty for forcing, (with Coffee,)
more work from Heartand Nerves than food supports them in doing.

And,—Coffee-heart now debars many people from getting
Life Insurance,—an ominous fact worth pondering over.

Postum cures “ Coffee-heart” and re-builds Nerve tissue,
while having the rich flavor, of fine old Government Java.

Because,—Postum is made from the outer coats of Wheat,
in which are located the Phosphate of Potash that feed Brain and
Nerve up to normal condition, so that they feel as good sin day,
as Coffee makes them feel for a few minutes in the day*.

These outer coats do not give up their rich contents of
Phosphate, except by thorough boiling,—as in Postum.

“Coffee-heart,” Dyspepsia, and Nervousness, generally
disappear when “Postum” has displaced Coffee six weeks.

A ten day trial will show marked improvement.

- POStUM ==

In writing to advertisers on any subject kindly mention ‘“The Metropolitan Magazine”
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Touring Car, MarK X LII

This car introduces important new features suggested by a year’s experience and perpetuates the best
points of the Columbia Mark XLI of Chicago-New York Record and Endurance Run fame. Mark
X LIl has a 106-inch wheel base and pressed steel frame with the chassis entirely independent of the body.
The four-cylinder engine, nominally rated at 30 h. p. but having developed 35 h. p. in actual tests, has me-
chanically operated inlet and exhaust valves and exclusive improvements in the spark timing, lubricating
and controlling devices. The material of the entire car is so distributed as to give the maximum of
strength with the minimum of weight, making it the lightest car of equal power ever built for touring.
P_rice, with standard tonneau body, $4000. Canopy top, $300 extra. Special prices for Aluminum, Limou-
SINE or surrey bodies.

A catalogue of the Columbias, including our $1750 12-14 h. p. Light Gasolene Ton-
neau and Electric Pleasure Vehicles will be sent on request; also separate Catalogues
of Electric Town Carriages of the coach class and Commercial Vehicles

ELECTRIC VEHICLE COMPANY, Hartford, Conn.

NEW YORK, 134, 136, 138 West 359th Street
BOSTON, 74, 76, 78 Stanhope Street
CHICAGO, 1413 Michigan Avenue

Member Association Licensed Automobile Manufacturers

In writing to advertisers on any subject kindly mention “The Metropolitan Magazine'
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MORE

than any other builder In the world
We have manufactured

Gasoline
Marine EnNgines

for 16 years.
It’s that experience we offer you
Ask your boat builder to specify Sintz
or King Engines

SEND FOR CATALOGUE

“KING™ Michigan Yacht & Power Co. SINTZ

Engine . ] Engine
Four Cycle Sintz Gas Englne CoO. (consolidated) ) tzwztl) gil/?ilﬁder
5 to oo hp. 1564 JHffasN AaLe, Detrat, Mch, USA i>£ to 50 h.p.
mmmmm
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In the eyes of the Chauffeur

Is the most satisfactory Automobile made for every-day ser-
vice. The two cylinder (opposed) motor gives 8 actual horse
power, and eliminates the vibration so noticeable in other
machines. The body is luxurious and comfortable and can
be removed from the chassis by loosening six bolts

Price with Tonneau $900.00
As a Runabout $800.00

Standard equipment includes 3-inch heavy double tube tires

We agree to assume all responsibility in any action the TRUST may take
regarding alleged infringement of the Selden Patent to prevent you from
buying the Ford—"'The Car of Satisfaction.”

We Hold the World’s Record
The Ford “999" (the fastest machine in the world) driven by Mr. Ford, made a
mile in 39" seconds; equal to 92 miles an hour.
Write for illustrated catalogue and name of our nearest agent.

Ford Motor Co., Detroit, Mich.

In writing to advertisers on any subject kindly mention “The Metropolitan Magazine”
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DETACH CLINCHER
To take the new “ Dunlop”
off the rim (the new rim)

loosen one screw only—and

Made under the G. &J. patents
off it comes. And the

(and therefore

of a construc-

rim can tion long since past the experi-
be fitted to a wood wheel as mental stage), with greatly im-
easily as an iion tire for the proved features, affording its
k wheel-maker has only to deal user the minimum of trou-

with flat surfaces. Let . L  ble, maximum of safety, A

us send you descrip- B k and long, honest,

service.
(HADE
bY

The Hartford Rubber Works Co. Hartford,Cad\n.u.S.a.

I &' arsinmaicnal wri'

-/'menship.and finish, but
(better adaptedto Ameri-
can conditions.
\ . A TRUE SIMPLEX
r\JV\D Cerwand Four Cylinder TOuring C; otors used exc|usive|y_ Prices
from $2,000 upwards.. Place your order

T he jCoeomobile Company of America, Bridgeport, Conn.
BRANCHES:— NtW vork, Broadway and 76th St.; Phit-adei-PKIA, 249 North Broad St;
Cnieaco, 1354 Michigan Ave.; Bridcpporr, Factory at Seaudc Park; Boston, ij Berkeley St.
Mtnl er Auochiion «f Utnutd AolmnobOe Mnai«<lgnr

In writing to advertisers on any subject kindly mention “The Metropolitan Magazine**
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OMPANJY.

The renaissance of bicycling brings with it one of the finest mechanical devices
invented since the beginning of this industry.

THE TWO-SPEED GEAR.
CHAINLESS BICYCLE

Enables the rider, by a slight pressure of foot on pedal, to change from high to low
gear for hill climbing and difficult roads.

Eastern Department, Hartford, Conn. Western Department, Chicago, 111
“ Columbia” *“ Cleveland ” “ Tribunel *“ Crescent” *“ Rambler” ‘‘Monarch”
“ Crawford ” “ Fay Juveniles' * Imperial ” “ Crescent Juveniles ”

Catalogues free at our 10,000 dealers’stores, or anyone Catalogue mailed on receipt of a two-cent stamp.

In writing to advertisers on any subject kindly mention “The Metropolitan  Magazine’
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A utomobile

for 1904 will be more
than ever indispensable
to automobilists, for in

A utomobile

is printed all the auto-
mobile' news from every-
where in addition to the
great number of special

articles.

W eekly, *2.00 Per Yeu

AT ALL NEWS STANDS

A Sample Copy for the ask

A utomobi

FULLER BLDG., MADISON SQ.,

THE
FOUR.-TR.A
NEWS

ing

le

N.Y.

CK

An Illustrated Magazine
of Travel and Education
MCRE THAN 128 PAGES MONTHLY

Its scone and character are indicated by the follow

ing titles of articles that have appea
issues:

Footprint* of Columbug in Spain—Illustrated,
A Watch with a History—Illustrated,
AJourney Among the Star*—Illustrated.
In the Great North Woods—Poem,
Where Pilgrim and Puritan Met—Illustrated,
In Kip Van Winkle's Laud—Poem,
Nature's Chronometer—lllustrated,
Abandoned Farms—Illustrated,
The Three Oregon*—Illustrated,
Ancient Prophecies Fulfilled—Illustrated,
The Stories the Totems Tell—Illustrated,
A Little Country Cousin—Illustrated,
The Mazamas—IIlustrated, .
When Mother Goes Away—Poem,
A Little Bit of Holland—Illustrated,
The Romance of Reality—Illustrated,
The War Eagle—Illustrated,
Under Mexican Skies—Illustrated,
Niagara In Winter—I lustrated.
Little Histories—Il'ustrated.

0O'd Fort Putnam,

Charter <*ak Chair,

The Confederate W hite House,

SINGLE COPIES 5 CENTS, or 50 CEN
Can be had of newsdealers, or by

George H. Daniels, Publis
Room 67, 7 East 42d Street,

red in recent

Frederick A. Ober

s. ft otdi

Frank W. Mark
Etvh E. Rexford
llrvkiah Rnttertrorth
Minna Irving

ft. V. Alhanoh

Hotcard If. CogoeshaO

Alfred Hnun
George ft. Daniels
Luther L. ftMen
Kathleen L. Greilj

WOi G. Steel
Joe Cone
Charles 1. Wells
Jane If. Guthrie

Mary 1, Austin
Marin It. Fentrick
Orrin E. Dunlap

William J. Dimplan
Bessie ft Dean
Herbert Brooks

TS A YEAR
addressing

her
New York

1Q!1 we offer a complete line of

Af Electrically propelled pleas- \ h
tdj lire vehicles. Finish,style and Ib
f practicability, unsurpassed.

Ease of operation, freedom from noise
and vibration—all features contribu-

ting to the luxury of travel, unite in

M They go the Route,

Our Gasoline Touring Cars embody the
latest approved features of the best engi-
neering practice. Four Cylinders, Bevel
Gear Drive, Slide Gear Transmission,
Pressed Steel Frame, Long Springs, Effi-
cient Brakes, Roomy Tonneau, Etc. Ad-
vance circular now ready. We mail it
promptly on request.

NATIONAL MOTOR VEHICLE CO.

joio East 22nd Street. Indianapolis, Ind.
HOMAN A SCHULZ 00., 134 W. 88th 8l.,
New York Represeutatlvea.
HAYDEN AUTOMOBILE CO.,
1337 Michigan Ave ,
Chicago, Representatlvea.

=
z>

In writing to advertisers on any subject kindly mention “The Metropolitan Magazine’
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The Cadillac is the only automobile embodying broadly utilitarian
principles. The picture above shows a strong, stylish, powerful
touring car that will accommodate four people comfortably;that is as
smooth-running and reliable as any high-priced machine. Remove
the tonneau, and it becomes a smart runabout—superior to

every other in simplicity and ease of operation;

equalled by none in speed, strength,

appearance or mechanical H
The U v f _ Tfenl
is an

automobile ab-

solutely unique in perfec-

tion of design and carefulness of con-

struction, No other is so easily and perfectly

adaptable to the various requirements of business and

pleasure ; no other has so many points of intrinsic superiority. Im-

proved wheel steering-gear; new departure in brakes; positive ignition.

Transmission is simple, noiseless and “ fool-proof.” When car is running on high

gear the speed can be regulated on ordinary roads by throttle alone. Engine develops

eight horse-power, runs without vibration, and will drive steadily, surely, power-

fully, “ wherever a wheel will turn.” Model A, 1904, with detachable tonneau,

seating four, allfacing forward, $850.00; without tonneau, $750.00. All 1904
Cadillacs are equipped with Clincher Tires.

Our tree Illustrated booklet P gives address of agency
nearest you, where the Cadillac may be seen and tried.

CADILLAC AUTOMOBILE CO., Detroit, Mich.

Member Association of Licensed Automobile Manufacturers.

In writing to advertisers on any subject kindly mention "The Metropolitan Magazine’
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World’s Easiest Running
Bicycle

Even athird-rate mechanic knows that more
can be accomplished with astraight, even pull
between the bearings, as in the RACYCLE,
than an uneven pull on the outside of the
bearings, as in all other bicycles.

Actual road tests demonstrate that the pro.
pelling mechanism of the RACYCLE, when
geared to 84, is so perfect as to enable it to
climb hills that are absolutely impossible for
any other style of bicycle, no matter how they
arc geared.

RACYCLE sales have steadily increased
while other bicycles have fallen by the way.
The history of the RACYCLE confirms the
truth of the late Herbert Spencer's doctrine of
"The Survival of the Fittest".

All attempts to revive Bicycle "Has Becns”
must prove futile as long as they are built with
an uneven pull on the outside of the bearings.

The RACYCLE cannot be made cheaply,
for its Crank Hanger alone costs as much as
the selling price of an ordinary bicycle.

Write for RACYCLE 1904 Catalog K and
learn the facts. SENT FREE.

The Miami Cycle & Mfg. Co,
Middletown, Ohio, U. S. A

In writing to advertisers on any subject kindly mention "The Metropolitan Magazine’l
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H
in comparison.

cept the Victor? Because they don’t hear the Victor

The twelve judges at the Pan-American Exposition
heard all machines and un .nimously decided for the Victor.

Languages Taught by the Victor.
Send for catalogue to the U. S. School of Languages,

Machine Co Cincinnati—Rudolph Wurlitter Co.
nlenl 1IIK|r|0Co New York—Victor IUtrIIl sttip. Co.
iR Nw 1Lr»>—1 Lriiv.

elphlaf

1Kjpi— J hr 1rI h

Jvn itan 1al
Kitiuii iT-vlimrlir 1 Soi Arm Iu.
omy > lesr—Vedl_ tun. Fire Alarm o'«
St Loui»—Victor Talklne Machine,Ltd.

»—Y un »e A l>«'e
\V-ichinet.n—S Kann. n* ACo.
| —W J Dter APro. Mn-t-n—=no 1 Hi,fit

Victor Talkmg Machine Company

1terhrai, S>nj.

Hentr ,Inc.

Chicago—Lyon It Heal?.
Hoelon40I|rcr Dnaon Co.

—Hir;>rAHiith.
—\Vltrinarm

New Ilaten —llenr* Horton.

Omaha—A ll.e.,,

Hc™or- Miller

Svraou.«c—W .]>. Andrew*.

Philadelphia

The o..ginal makers of the (»ram-<)-phone.

1127 Walnut, Philadelphia.

° Hk
. m' \
Vidor
Talking
M achine . A\,\
B B Pr V| o« }
" = L
"csBIZI Yl
T”
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If you don’t get the dog, you can’t
get the best results.
For sale everywhere— 25,000 dealers.

The original makers of the Gram-O-phone

In writing to advertisers on any subject kindly mention “The Metropolitan Magazine"
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McCray

Refrigerators

Porcelain Tile, Opal Glass
or Wood Lined.

All Slin, for Rwldenfcs, Clubs, Hotel*, Hospitals, (irocors, Mnrkrb,
Florists, etc. Are endorsed by physicians, hospitals and prominent
people. The McCray System of Refrigeration Ins'ires perfect cir-
culation of pure cold air, absolutely day McCray Refrigerators are
lined throughout with Opal Qians, Porcelain Tllo or Odorless
Wood, (uo ziuc is uaed.) They arc dry, clean and hygienic, of
superior construction, are uuequalcd for economy of ice and can
be Iced from outside ofhouse. Every refrigerator Is guaranteed.
McCray Refrigerators are also built to order.
Catalogues and estimates free.

Catalogue No. 39 for residences ; No. 45 for hotels, public Insti-
tutions, clubs, etc.; No. 66 for meat marketsj No. 63 for grocers;
No. 70 fur florists.

Valuable book, “ How to Uae a Refrigerator,” seut on request.

MGy Refrigeraior G, 346 Ml &, KacHhille Ird
BRANCH OFFICES AND SALESROOMS :
Chicago, 55 Wabash Ave. Columbus, Ohio, 356 N. High St.
New York, 341 Broadway. Columbia, S. C., Jerome Bldg.
Boston, 52 Commercial St. Washington, D. C.,620FSt. N.W.
Philadelphia, 1217 Chestnut St. Detroit, 305 Woodward Ave
San Francisco, 122 Market St. Pittsburg, 710 Penu St.
St. Louis, 404 N. Third St.
Address main office unless you reside lu one of the above cities.

ARE THE TWIN ENEMIES
OF THE HUMAN RACE

All along the highways of human
endeavor are the wrecks of “ the
pace that kills.” Happy the man
who knows enough to stop and
build up the machine before the
wreck is complete. For this pur-
pose nothing equals the liquid
malt food known a PABST
EXTRACT, The *“Best” Tonic.
For the run-down man, the half-
alive man, the over-worked man, it
presents a food and tonic combined,
easily assimilated and converted into
rich blood, muscle, bone and sinew.
All the healthy races live on grains.
The malt in PABST EXTRACT
is made from the finest barley, and
combined with the extract of the
choicest hops. Itis“the staffoflife”
in liquid form. The power of the
weakest stomach to extract all the
strength from malt is something
marvelous. In PABST EXTRACT
you have barley for the body and
hops for the nerves. A bottle a
day will do the Work.

Bookletmailed on application,Pabst ExtractDept., Milwaukee, W is.

In writing to advertisers on any subject kindly mention “The Metropolitan Magazine”
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P iano.

The advancement of the EVERETT
PIANO to the foremost position among
ARTISTIC INSTRUMENTS is
announced as an accomplished fact rather
than with purpose of boastfulness.

We especially wish to avoid the intima-
tion that former leaders have lost any part
of their value. On the contrary we desire

to express the belief that they are prob-

ably all they have been, and all the

manufacturers of them have represented
them to be ; all that the piano-building
science of forty years ago could produce.
At the same time we state that

The EVERETT PIANO is the
Greater Achievement of the more
advanced Science of this Epoch

In a recent note on Tone Quality, (as exemplified
in the Everett Piano), the eminent musical critic,
Mr. H. E. Krehbiel, states: —* But Tone Quality is
demanded by all the music that ever was, and will be
demanded by all the music that is to come so long as
the Art remains in the service of the Beautiful.”

The Individual Tone Quality of the Everett Piano
has gained for it the approval of such great artists as
Reisenauer, Gabrilowitsch, Burmeister, Hirschman,
Gallico, Pierce, Nordica, Campanari and Shonert, who
use it exclusively and endorse it unconditionally. You
would make no mistake by following their example.

If you are interested we have a
special proposition to make to you

Address Department F

THE JOHN CHURCH CO.

Cincinnati New York Chicago
London Leipsic

In writing to advertisers on any subject kindly mention “The Metropolitan Magazine™
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NO MORE MARBLE

Woodlawn Cemetery, New York; Brookline Cemetery, Boston, and
some others now prohibit the use of Marble memorials. Why? Be-
cause
MARBLE HAS PROVED A FAILURE
from the standpoint of durability. Is there any reason why Granite
will not prove just as much of a failure ? None whatever. Don’t erect
a monument to prejudice. Show your progressiveness by erecting a
Thin handsome sarcophagus, only $100. Worth $600

W hite Brorvze
f‘oh$70[§) :n gragite. tWetmake e:jﬂrj]ll Iined of_markfer*‘
M.ggu;ones‘ posts, etc., and have designs from M 0 n u m e n t

which is positively more enduring than the best of granite, far more beau-
tiful and artistic, and at the same time less expensive.

Before ordering a memorial, large or small, write us, stating about what
expense you anticipate, and we will send you a selected variety of our

BEAUTIFUL DESIGNS

with prices and information about White Bronze, all without putting you
under any obligations. Distance is no obstacle. We deal direct and deliver
everywhere. Write at once. Special inducements on winter orders.

cAddress w AGENTS W ANTED “73

Thin line monument and statue of Faith,
M NUM ENTAL BR NZE ) only $26'.. Wurth $100 to $500 In granite.

Our “Grave Cover*” are something

372 HOWARD AVE., BRIDGEPORT, CONN. e with Span apace for Hower tod. ©1C
r
Are You Going South?

FOR HEALTH. PLEASURE AND COMFORT GO TO

V iney X O oods

Inn

Southern Pines, North Carolina

And escape the severe climate. A mild, equable cli-
mate in the heart of the long-leafed pine section.
The elevation is 600 feet, the highest point in-the
turpentine belt; delightful climate; a place the tourist
and heaith-seeker will appreciate. It has perfect
drainage, being a huge sand bank. It is within the

A 1024-page book of over 1000 plans, hand-
somely bound. Price $100. Former price $2.00.
Express prepaid for 25c. Purchasers of the $1.00
book will require no other as it contains by far .
the laraest number of house designs ever published. Tine y tOoods Inn

THE BOOK CONTAINS
4090ne and two-story Cottages of $300to $1500; 340 Resi-

dences of $1200 to $1500; 379 Residences of $1500 to $2500;
225 Residences of $2500 to $9000; 100 St. l.ouis Residences.

Have designed churches, schools, libraries, theatres, stores,

influence of the Gulf Stream, to which it owes much
of the mildness of the climate.

a new hotel, accommodates 200 guests; all conveni-
ences; sanitary plumbing; electric lights; call bells;

hotels, banks, etc., all over U.S., and have a special depart- sun parlors; steam heat; golf links, etc.

men!ior the planning ul residences. Book of Church Plans 25¢

HERBERT C. CHIVERS LEON ST. JOHN, Southern Pines, N. C.
i* ARCHITECTES —1— —mm 4

Jn writing to advertisers on any subject kindly mentioﬁ “The Metropolitan Magazine”
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PARSIFAL M*

Composed on a

STECK

PIANO
TESTIMONIAL:

Bayreuth, Germany, Sept. 22d, 1976.

Richard Wagner places the Steele Plano in
the first rank, his opinion being shared by
his friend, Franz Liszt:

“ The tine Grand Plano of George Stack
& Co., of New York, which | have obtained,
Is everywhere acknowledged to be excellent.
My Freat friend, Franz Liszt, expressed the
liveliest satisfaction after he hud pla%ed
upon It. The magnificent Instrument has
taken up Its useful abode in my home, where
It will over serve for my pleasant entertain-
ment.” lIICNAKD WAGNER.

THE
OLD RELIABLE.

Send for Catalog.

Lift-+

GEORGE

STECK

I Raw cotton has advanced 60 per cent. The price of &CO
Sh&wknlt men’s half hose will remain about the same as b
heretofore, ami wo guarantee the quality to be always up -

to Shawknlt standard on all goods bearing our trade* 136F|ﬁh Avenue,
mark. Wespin our own cotton yams and have enough

cotton on hand to meet all demands. It will be a NEW YORK.

pleasure to send you our Interesting catalogue Bhowing
colors, gauges, and prices—It's free.
The Shaw Stocking Co., 10 New Fletcher St., Lowell. Hass.

A Special Bargain

Are You Going
to Build ?

Send 25¢ and we will * cme
send you our large book S 2548 l
of 125 plans— finest pub-
lished— giving views.plans, S - S SV\F
description and estimates “M/ r,” -
to build. Many of the
latest Colonial patterns.
The regular price of this
book is $i.oo. but in or-
der to circulate 50,000 '
g-i 556 House i><nTI0rc copies we are mak- i\ l*> 1T1 & Cco.
) g this SpCCiai one-fourth
price offer for the next few weeks only. W rite today.

J. H. DAVERMAN A SON, ARCHITECTS r e f e r )

368 Smith Block, Grand Rapids, Mich

LEADAM S *v SHOETREES

Take the curl out of the toe.

Shoe Trees becomean indls*

Hold the Sole flat p;n“sahle arlic.le wihth y;u;aler

. rogressive shoe d- S

Prevent |” EffECtS SELpL Lgeadam Shoe Trees.

of wet leather. Name on every pair,

DI’IVE‘ ernk'es OUt |nyyour town, send pdpirect

of the uppers. A
|nsure C0mf0rt Accept no substitute.
Pf0|0ng the Wear WITHOUT TREES WITH TREES Send for Booklet, Free !

Keep the shoe like new LIONEL K. LEADAM

fI3West 27th St.. NEW YORK

In writing to advertisers on any subject kindly mention “The Metropolitan Magazine”
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The life of an umbrella depends on the
strength of the framework. No matter if the
covering is the finest, costliest silk or the stout-

Steel est cotton, if the ribs are not properly con*

Frame structed of Best Material, the disasters por-

Defies the trayed above may be anticipated.
wind and the i you would have an umbrella that will

The

W eather .
stand repeated recoverings, see that your next
Oonly framework is a
STEEL
Frame on the
Market

It is made of best crucible steel, properly tempered, care-
Look lor the Name fully coated to prevent corrosion. A hardened rod which
will not bend or break, put together with phosphor bronze
wire. Automatic bulb runner. This frame is guaranteed
on the frame and is used by all reputable Umbrella Manufacturers.

An interesting booklet, “ The Life of the Umbrella,” will be sent on request
FELOOK for the trade-mark on your next purchase.
MANUFACTURED BY
NEWARK RIVET WORKS, 266 Lafayette Street. NEWARK. N. J.

I have a

r/iggWilil
ONE-PIECE BARREL AUTOMATIC FILLER

A real Fountain pen  [*3*?
not merely a Tank pen. “The
Black Knight" Is no built that
the flow la positively fontin-

nona OUR GUARANTEE

Can’t leak; harrel has no .
Joints. Can't overflow; Ink Ifpen lanot satisfactory,
return It in good condition

runs hack Into barrel when tarr
not In use. Can’t soil fingers; within ten days and money
Alls automatically by auction. will be refunded without

To fill, press coin In slot. question.
Full aize when In use NO More Bald Heads
Inches. Use Ink from any A postal will bring fuller par- . .

. . X The Kvans Vacuum Cap, used for ten minutes twice a
bottle.  Unique feed causes ticulars ; but why not send $1.50 day, will produce a normal growth of hair where a vestige
the Ink ‘to flow Instantly for the pen under condition of offollicle life exists. It forces a healthy circulation without
but will not allow It to our guarantee? Irritating the scalp or causing Inconvenlei.ce, and nature
drop from point and blot. does the rest. Send for booklet and absolute proof of our

Fitted with 14- A H claims. We may be able to refer you to someone In your
kt. gold pens im* ira Black nght vicinity who has used the Evans Vacuum treatment. We
fine, medium or PEN CO., merely ask you to Investigate.
stub points. Price, jE Sifl Dept, k, Evans Vacuum Cap Co.
$150. We make IT | 10 W est Street 430 Fullerton Building ST. LOUIS
and sell direct to | t ONEIDA New York OfTlce. Isoo Broadway
users. You save | 1] I ' Chicago Office. 119 Dearborn St.
dealers’” profits. 1 | NEW YORK

In writing to advertisers on any subject kindly mention “The Metropolitan Magazine”
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"Cornish

PIANO

Hand
Catalogue Free (&
tells how to save $150 to $250 if you buy your piano from the

factory. Write us a postal—the penny spent
will be dollars saved.

to those music lovers who Will have the best and yet

Catalogue shows

refuse to contribute to the enormous profits of retail dealers. all Styles

We also appeal to those shrewd, successful business people who
can afford to pay any price they please for a piano, but who object to V /y O *
w \y being ‘held up” forseveral profits. The economical instinct that leads to
FNot success will prevent such people from squandering $500 to $800 for a piano
when the equal of any in the world can be bought direct from its maker for con-
siderably less than half these figures There is just as much quality, satisfaction,
beauty and service in the Cornish Piano as can possibly be secured in any other, no y
7 m atter what its price. Itis as costly as any to make— you save, because (by our plan) >
f it is less expensive to sell. The Cornish Piano is absolutely guaranteed for twenty-five
years. The Cornish plan of selling direct from factory to home without the tax of middle-
men’s or agents’ profits and commissions— without even paying high price, city store rent—
must appeal to every thinking observer of the tendency of the times. Our record— fifty
years of success, 250,000 customers.

Sent on a Year’s Trial Free

Without any money In advnnre we will *»hip freight prepaid any Cornish Plano or Onrnn you mar
Mt and guarantee safe delivery. Test It for 30 DAYS, and If It Is not exactly ns we represent
It. or ITyou are not fully Mittalled and do nut helleie It equal to any jou can buy of local dealers for
one.third to one-half more money, return It at our expense. 1f you buy, payment may he made In
rash or easy instalments, as you prefer. Furthermore, we agree to refund the full amount paid
us nilh f. per cent. Interest added if the instrument Is not entirely satisfactory AFTKR A YKAIt'S
INK Inyour own home.

If Cornish Pianos and Organs were not thoroughly good and reliable,
would we dare bind ourselves to this contract aSWe 00

The Cornish Organs

are known the world over for their wonderfully fine tonal qual- |
ities. The orchestral toned reeds and our special system of tun- A
ing and voicing, produce an effect so rich in melody and vol-

ume as to practically equal the pipe organ. AwS

Cornish Organs are made in every convenient size and
r in handsomely carved and ornamented cases of rich-
cst woods. Like the Cornish Piano, these organs are
sent on a year’s free trial, sold at factory prices

and guaranteed 25 years.

H i The Cornish Catalogue describes all
styles of Cornish Pianos

m ad°rgs You
Cannot Play

n

teacher cannot be employed, we will present to you free (if you

and live in a locality where a music

it when ordering piano or organ) a paid-up scholarship in a leading cor-
respondence school, good for a complete course in music lessons by mail.
By this plan a family music class can be arranged in the home with great
pleasure and profit. W here a member of the family already understands
music, he or she can be a guide to the others. Any one can understand
the lessons. The only expense is for postage. Students buy music of the

school at half rates.

Full particulars sent with the catalogue. By all means write us to-day

THE CORNISH COMPANY, 31 Main Street, Washington, New Jersey.
In writing to advertisers on any subject kindly mention “The Metropolitan Magazine”
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New England
Watches

combine accurate time-
keeping, stylish shapes and
designs, the best methods
of construction and the
acme of simplicity. Feat-
ures that are satisfying to
the user and a certainty
that in the matter of price
no equal can be found.

FOR SALE BY ALL JEWELERS
CATALOGS SENT ON REQUEST

The New England Watch Co.

Manufacturers

7and 39 Maiden Lane, NEW YORK
.131-137 Wabash Avenue, CHICAGO
153 Spreclcels Bldg., SAN FRANCISCO

"STALL'S BOOKS!

SELF AND SEX SERIES

Subjects that should be understood by every person and
Information pro[>erly given which should not be hidden
by false or foolish modesty. Commended by highest
medical authorities. B

4 BOOKS TO MEN.
By Sylvanus Stall, D. D.
W hat a Young Itoy
Ought to Know.
W hat a Young Man
Ought to Know.
W hat a Young llunbnnd
Ought to Know.
W hat n Man of 45
OQught to Know.

4 BOOKS TO WOMEN.
By Mrs. Mary Wood-Alien, M.D.
and Mrs. Emma F.A. Drake,M.D.
W hut a Young Girl
Ought to Know.
W hat a Young Womun
Ought to Know.
W hat a Young W ife
Ought to Know.
W hat a Woman of 45
Ought to Know.

£/ per aqypoatfrit.  Sadfor teble ofaontarts® 1

3 NEW BOOKS.

“ Manhood’s Morning"” (Conwell). A book of hlgh
Ideals for young men. A g- Iden gift book, Ji. net !
*Faces Towards the Light,” devotional (Stall) A
splendid bookforsplrltual qulckenmg $1, net

* Maternity " (Drake), 5

Vir Publishing Co.

Have You
Children?

Then we can help you to pro-
vide for them without depriv-
ing yourselves or them. The
question of how to live well
and save well at the same time
is answered in our (free) book-
let. Write for it.

PENN MUTUAL LIFE
INSURANCE CO .~v?
Phila-delphia., Pa.

In writing to advertisers on any subject kindly mention “The Metropolitan Magazine™
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tanoard

PORCELAIN
Enameled Baths
and One-Piece
Lavatories

are necessary to your bathroom
because of their absolute clean-
liness and freedom from unsan-
itary cracks and crevices. A
bathroom equipped with them,
no matter how inexpensively, is
luxurious and beautiful and a
constant pride and comfort.

W hether you plan for a new bath

or an entire equipment, you will
need the help of our book of

“MODERN BATHROOMS.”

It shows many attractive interiors and special fixtures, with Ft

approximate costs in detail, and gives expert information and advice for bathroom arrangement un-
obtainable elsewhere. Sent free on request.

tEhvery piece of 1siandard'> IVare bearsour " Green and Gold * guarantee label (look for it) and has

e word ~taodard” or initials “S.

S. M. Co." cast in relief on the exterior. No others arc’genuine

The fixtures in this bathroom cost approximately $237.00 at factory, not including piping and labor.

We publish a booklet on the Standard* Portable Shower, entitled “ For Beauty’s Sake,” which tells how freedom
from illness and shower bathing go hand in hand. A post card brings it to you.

Standard Sanitary TOfit. Co. Dept.T, Fittsburg, Pa.,, U. S. A.

NEW FAN BACK. Order by Name.

Bicycle
Cards

. wear well.

Delightfully nice to shuffle and
deal. Smooth, highly polished,
full of snap, up-to-date designs.
Sold by dealers everywhere.
The U. S. Playing Card Co.

Cincinnati, U.S. A.

HOYILE oF 10r InJapsiBygs.

For Duplicate W hist, bestofcard games, use Paine's Trays
Lessons free with each set of trays. W rite for particulars

In writing to advertisers OB any subject kindly mention “The Metropolitan Magazine”
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Messrs. J. ® G. COX, Ltd.

Gorgie Mills, Edinburgh, Scotland, manu-
facturers of Cox’s “Checker-board” packet
Gelatine, offer to send, not as a premium,
but to encourage the use of gelatine and
gelatine preparations in the making of des-
serts, fifty Mission Hall Clocks, as illustrated,
in antigue oak, bronze figures, all charges
paid to destination.

The clocks will be shipped on July i5t
1904, to the fifty parties sending to

The John M. Chapman Company,
260 West Broadway, New York City, U. S. A

the greater number of the checkered
wrappers covering Cox’s Gelatine, of
the size usually sold at 75 cents per
package.

The wrappers must be securely fastened,
marked, and forwarded by mail or express
to the John M. Chapman Company ac-
companied by a letter stating mark and
the number of wrappers sent and

iving post office address and
?if different) freight station.

There are no conditions as to
guantity to be sent—the fifty par-
ties sending the greater number
will receive the clocks, which will
be free of advertisement of any
nature, and ornamental in any
house. The works are of first
quality, strike hour and half-hour.

Height of clock about six
feet.

While no conditions
are named, Messrs Cox
would be pleased to re-
ceive any formulas for
original or novel des-
serts. Be sure to re-
ceive and use

COX’S
CHECKERBOARD
PACKET.

Upon counting by disinterested parties, a certificate as to count will
be sent to everyone who forwards wrappers, i. c., the pasteboard box.

In writing to advertisers on any subject kindly mention “The Metropolitan Magazine™
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ITo American
Supremacy!”

GEORGE WASHINGTON
drank to American supremacy in a
foreign champagne—because he
could get no other. YOU can be
more patriotic and drink the toast in

the peer of any French vintage sold.

The cost of producing a champagne of the first
%allty is about the Same in Europe and in

merica. But when you buy a French wine you
are paying for the heavy duty and transportafion
across the Atlantic.

Cures While You Sleep
Whooping Cough,
Croup,
Bronchitis,
Coughs,
Grip,
Hay Fever,
Diphtheria.
Scarlet Fever,

Don'tfail to use Cresolene for the distressing
and often fatal affections for which it‘is recom-
mended. For more than twenty years we have
had the most conclusive assurances that there s
nothing better. Cresolene is a boon to Asth-
matics.

An interesting descriptive booklet is sent free,
which gives the highest testimonials as to its value.

ALL DRUGGISTS
VAPO-CRESOLENE CO.

180 Fulton Street, New York
1651 Notre Dame Street, Montreal, Canada

sore Throat

Hoarseness, Quinsy, Tonsillitis
Laryngitis and other throat
troubles quickly relieved
and promptly cured
by the use of

Hydrozone

This scientific germicide IS used and
endorsed by leading physicians every-
where. It is absolutely harm-
less. yet a most powerful healing
agent.

By killing the germs that cause
these diseases, without injury to the
tissue, Hydrozone cures the patient.
Sold by Leading Druggists. If not
at yours, will send bottle, prepaid,
on receipt of 25 cents.

«>j

57-F_Prince Street N*W YORK
FREE.—Valuable Booklet on How to Treat Diseases.

In writing to advertisers on any subject kindly mention “The Metropolitan Magazine”
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I_[t* Rurit is absolute; i}* Qerfume uneq}]alled.
rahsparent as crystal; Tragrant as flowers.

Manufactured by
FERD. MIILHENS, Cologne o/R, Germany

iSole Purreyor to their Imperial Majesties:

EMPEROR OF RUSSIA
EMPEROR OF AUSTRIA
SHAH OF PERSIA

U. S. Agents,

MULHENS & KROPFF, 298 Broadway. NEW YORK
Send 1sc. In stamps for fnil size sample cake.

THE “BEST” LIGHT

Ouiahlnem the Sun

Itapure white light makes day of night. Conta leas than kero-
sene; alx time* more powerful than electricity. Examined,

tested and permitted by the underwriters' association.
CATALOG FREE

NO DIRT-NO WICK-NO SMOKE--NO.SMEIL

Agents wanted. Exclusive territory, good commission paid.

THE BEST LIGHT COMPANY

Sole Owners of Original Titrate. 233 £. &) ST., (ANTON, OHIO.

THE PANTRELLA

FOR LADIES’ WEAR.

An entirely new production of the Pickering
M anufacturing Co. These garments have all
the elasticity and health-giving qualities of
the Knit Umbrella Pants combined with the
fit and finish of the French Muslin Drawers.
They are made from very fine flat-knitted
fabrics and finished with superior lace and
trimmings.

Ask your dealer for The Pantrella, sold
everywhere for 50 cts. per pair. If he
doesn’t keep them write for our latest illus-
trated catalogue sent free to any address.

Look for our fDI/l O'] |<n|t

Trade Mark Underwear.

PICKERING MANUFACTURING CO.
Lowell, Mass., U. S. A

rs. Winslow’s

Soothing Syrupe
An Old and
FOR CHILDREN Well-Tried

WHILECUTTING  Remedy
For over fifty years (
THEIR TEETH Mrs.Winslow’s Sooth-
ing: S)Brup has been ;
.~ used by millions of
mothers for their children -while teeth-
ing, with perfect success. It soothes
Ithe child, softens the gums, allays all J
[pain; cures Wind Colic, and is the best i
remedy for Diarrhoea. Sold by Druggists ’
in every part of the world. Be sure ‘and
lask for Mrs. Winslow’s Soothing Syrup, ]
i and take no other kind.

Twenty-Eve Cents a Bottle,

In writing to advertisers on any subject kindly mention “The Metropolitan Magazine’
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D.&C.
Roses
$1.00

For nearly 50 years we have
made Rose growing aspecial-
ty. W ith ~seventy green-
houses and a stock of over a |
million plants, we may fairly |
claim to be the Leading Rose |
Growers of America. Oncea j
year we make this special oiler of '
our great Trial Collection of 1(1
..1: 0. Rosen for #1.00, sent by
mail prepaid to any postoffice In the
U. 8. Satisfaction and safe arrival
guaranteed. Each variety labeled.
/.Superb, strong plants, hardy,ﬁrer-
I?_I&or(n]l,\r}gi kinds; no two alike. ani
I Willbloom continuously
this year. The collection Includes !
two reat new Roses, Philadelphia
Rambler and that remarkable Rose
Clotllde Soupert. Mention this paper (
when ordering and we will send you a return
check for 25 cents, accepted as cash on a future .
order. We will send/r«c with every order, and
to all who write fork, whether ordering’ or not, the ,
35th annual edition of our

New Guide to Rose Culture

for 1901.—The Lending Rose Catalogue of America. 148

pages. Tells how to grow, aud describes our famous Roses
and all other flowers worth growing. Offers a complete list of
flower and vegetable seeds. Ask for it to-day.

f THE DINGEE & CONARD CO., West Grove, Pa. ]
— 70 Greenhouses. Established 1850.

LARGE TWO YERR OLD

1 5 ROSES repaid for anl, *2011
THE AMERICAN BEAUTY SET

The Roses in this collection were grown in a cool tem-
perature and have been pruned so as to give best results

when planted. Agents sell these roses from 50c. to
$1.00 each
American Beauty Daman foehet Sour. Dc La Malmaison
Helen Gould White Hunan Cofhet Ivory
The Bride Meteor Mlle F. Kruger
Bridesmaid Mlle Ccell Berthod ITothllde Soupert
Papa Gouller Burbank Kalaerln Augusta Victoria
The above set of 15 two-year-old Roses will be sent to

any address in the IL S. or Canada, charges fully paid,
for only $2.00, guaranteed to reach you in good growing
condition. No more than two sets sold to same person.
W hen this collection is exhausted, money will be re-
funded. Owur new catalogue free. Order as collection A.

Address THE SPRINGFIELD FLORAL CO., SPRINGFIELD. OHIO.

SEND IOcts STAMPS OR SILVER
for 24 design booklet and plans.
A great assistance ta home
plan making.
D. S. HOPKINS,
tO Dept. X, Grind Rapids, Mich.

The New Magic Lantern

: EEP:

NORTHERN OROWN

GRAND PRIZE OFFER

Made to Introduce Our Fresh and Reliable
Northern Grown Seed* to New Customers

Gem CO||eCtIOI’1 Prixe-Winning Beets’, 13
Superior Lettuce, 14 Magnificent Tomatoes, 15 Earliest
Radishes and 16 Gorgeously Beautiful Flowers—In all
, 81 Best Varieties of Vegetable and Flower Seeds. Wsr-
lranted to please or jour money refunded.

Mention this Paper. WRITE TO-DAY.
SEND 10 CENTS

to help pay postage and packing, and receive this ,
1 remarkable collection of Seeds post-paid, to- /
gether with our Grand Lithographed Seed i
1 Buyers* Guide and Catalogue: gives full par- j
1 ticulars about the Best Seeds—Don’t /
W alt. Writ® To-day.

Great Northern Seed Co.
247 Ron®© Street
ROCKFORD, ILL.

GRAND

NEW

Hardy Gimbing Rose
DOROTHY PERKINS

—latest arrival is called “pink” Crim-
son Rambler should be planted as its
companion. Flowers are large and
double, are borne in clusters of from
ten to thirty, color beautiful shell-
glnkA Strong plants 20c. each, 8 for
0c., post-paid.

NEW PIERSOND FERN

The most beautiful in the world. Strong

r[P plants 40c. each, a for J?21.00. All plants

guaranteed to reach you in g_ood growin

condition. We offer_the biggest plani
bargains on earth. Our catalogue litli-

é}\. ?&,@{Jhed in colors tellsall about’it. Write

itto-day. Sent FREE upon request.

SCHMIDT & BOTLEY, Box E, Springfield, Ohio

K A K
O

INDS
USEED

S 154

j u endola, Core-
opsis, Canna, Ageraturn, Snapdragon, Chinese
Primrose, Sweet Alysum, Fox-glove Gilia, Mom
Ley Vine, Balloon Vine, Baby Breath, Blue Bella
ofScotland, Eastern Star, Petunia, Mixed Daisy,
Mixed Asters, Begonia, Mixed Poppy, Mignon-
ette, CalHopsis, Portulaca, Sweet Peas, Cypress
Vine, Pansy(mixed),Sunfluwer,SaIviﬁalsam
t Will mall tab FREE thl»

nd* ol Flower Seed! and 25 Bulba for 15 ccata la

ki
riLV,M ' *erar itwa-e«BtaCampfc W Uliead Seed Ca*ck and.
“Catalog free be leading 7oar order at aac*.

GREAT EASTERN SEED CO.
EVERETT. MASS..

S

collection »r hoico

THE NEW PHILOSOPHY.

An ideal location for a National Health Resort. ~The most successful
and approved treatment for STOMACH and INTESTINAL troubles, and the
numerous resulting nervous and sympathetic complications. A treatment
endorsed by eminent medical authority, and giving the best prospects of
permanent relief for Indigestion, malnutrition, constipation, headaches, ner.
vousness. Ac.

Write for information, prospectus, and booklet of The New Philosophy treat-
ment. A. IL tjwInburne, M. D., Statiou, G, Marietta, Ohio

with “the Bright White Light”

A perfect portable Magic Lantern, intensely brilliant, costs less than 2¢ per hour.
Thousands inuse. @lsoElectric, Calcium and Acetylene Magic Lanterns, Moving

Picture Machines and Films. New illustrated lectures, stories and songs.

Don’t

bay u lantern urﬁil you have received our Cireat8prinjr Bargain List and

Combination O

ers, sent free. Lautern Slides for Secret Societies.

WILLIAMS, BROWN & EARLE. Dept. T. 918 Chestnut St., Philadelphia.
In writing to advertisers on any subject kindly mention “The Metropolitan Magazine"
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Sf.. Kalamazoo. Mich.

Easter Spoon

***»rilifsilver. of «|m(-Jal Easier design, went In a dainty Faster Ix>x, liy
*

‘nail, on receipt of XV In coin or stamp*. Our beautiful catalogue, «on-

laiufng thousand* of Kwlf
silverware. etc., *cn

Itte, silver novelties, Jewelry, in<* leather

r
| %ree mi receipt of [>n*ial. TUI-: » tlIiKN

m tNsHKI.1) CO., Ooi.n AHil.VKRBMITIiH. Sal Middle St.. Portland. Maine.

W E
SEND IT

FREE

FOR
TRIAL

A SHOWER
AND
VAPOR BATH
IN ONE

Gold Plated Photo Brooch

copied from any picture.

ONLY 50 CENTS.
Made In NOMII fiOLI) and In KOLLKD flOL.D.

Special low price to Introduce thin beautiful
work. Send for trial onler.
from any picture for *«r.

16x20, 11.25.
ustrated catalogue and

FKKK. Agents Wanted.

STAR PHOTO

ii 11 Main St.,

M photoe copied
Crayon |[>ortraltii,
Picture* returned uninjured.
sample photo

O..
Andover, Ohio.

You Don't Khow

What You're Missing

Until yon begin to bathe the new way—the only wayto getreal
comfort and enjoyment bathing. To prove it we will send our

Perfection Vapor Shower Bath Free

for fifteen days’ free trial, all charges prepaid. T(rjy_lt for fifteen
days; if you are then willing to be without it, send it back at our
xpense.

tis the ouly perfect_ shower bath made that can be putup any-
where by anyone in afew minutes tno plumber needed), yet 1s
as handsome’and serviceable as a plumbed-in shower which costs
three times as much. _Itis ashower and vapor bath in one and the
onlg/ invention that willenableyou to take a complete Turkish Bath
at home.

The Perfect Vapor Shower Bath invigorates the system, soothes
the nerves, braces up the whole body and prevents colds, and
affords great relief in_case of rheumafism, malaria asthmi, ner-
vousness, insomnia, kidney trouble, catarrh, obesity, etc. it saves
time- no waiting tor the tub to fill, is self cleansing, saves water
bills, needs but little hot water It can be used winrever there is
running water, even without a bathtub, and anP/one can putitup.

We will send you the complete attachment, ready to put up.
charges prepaid. Try it fifteen aP/s without paying us acent. Ifyou
then"do not think it'is worth fully the pr.ee we ask for it, return it
at our expense. No risk to you.

ite for our new book, ""THE STORY OF APERFECT BATH,”
beautifully illustrated from life, and telling about several new
improvements, sent free on request.

VAPOR SHOWER BATH CO.,

604 E Granite Building. ROCHESTER, N. Y.

The public b warned lhalthe Perfection Vapor Shower Bath h frilly protected by
patents The urh as well as the seller»of an infringement now being offered for
sale will be prosecuted according to law.

In writing to advertisers on any subject kindly mention “The Metropolitan Magazine”



THE METROPOLITAN’S ADVERTISING SECTION

HOW TO CONVERSE
TAUGHT BY MAIL

BY OUR METHOD WE HAVE TAUGHT HUNDREDS OF STUDENTS

HOW TO SUCCEED |IN BUSINESS H il U £f
HOW TO OBTAIN AND HOLD A BETTER POSITION
HOW AND WHEN AND WHERE TO TALK FOR PROFIT

SALESMEN AGENTS SOLICITORS

You can double your salary this year by doubling your earning capacity.

The amount of money you make depends not upon favoritism or opportunity, but on the number
and amount of your sales. No other business offers such sure and quick returns for labor ex-
pended. Nine-tenths of the Art of Selling consists in the ability to Talk to Advantage.

We teach, by Individual instruction, the Art of Talking for Business, including the

Science of Salesmanship and the Art of Selling

Each student receives exercises and instruction suited to his peculiar need. Our descriptive matter,
sent in reply to a postal from you, will tell you just what you lack and how we can help you to ac-
quire it.

MANAGERS CLERKS PROFESSIONAL MEN

and all classes of business men and women need our Course of Study—How to Talk for Business.

We train your powers of observation, classification, analysis, intuition, perception, memory,
reason, judgment. Your personality becomes more attractive and impelling. You will be able to com-
mand attention, to hold your listener’s interest, to present a subject clearly, logically, tactfully and
convincingly. We teach you to read character, to know how to appeal to each different customer, to
say the right thing to the right man.

You may study our course in your spare moments. A few dollars for instruction and training
may bring you thousands of dollars in your business. Let US tell you more definitely about
our course and what It can do for you.

We teach— The Art of Selling, Talking for Business, Talking in Society, Bodily Culture and Charm
of Manner.

Write for Information and Blanks.

A. P. GARDINER., Pres’t

20th CENTURY INSTRUCTION CO.
Box 8. Central Bank Building-, NEW YORK

In writing to advertisers on any subject kindly mention “The Metropolitan Magazine”
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VaY of theWORLD"

IU)UTE
51 LOUIS

AXtit( for JotdciASSoirXfrti
rALVE s FAJIRVLY *(ft AN

ILLINOIS CENTRAL

THROUGH SLEEPING CAR LINES WEST

From Chicago to Dubuque, Minneapolis, St. Paul, Sioux City,
Council Bluffs and Omaha. Weekly Excursion Sleeping Car
to California via Omaha and the Scenic Route.

THROUGH SLEEPING CAR LINES SOUTH

From Chicago to St. Louis, Evansville, Nashville, Hot Springs,
Ark., and from Chicago, St. Louis, and Cincinnati to Memphis
and New Orleans. Weekly Excursion Sleeping Car to Califor-
nia via New Orleans and the Southern Route.

Fast Vestibule Trains with Reclining Chair Cars, Dining Cars and Buffet Library Cars
A. h. HANSON, 0. P. A , CHICAGO.

In writing to advertisers on any subject kindly mention “The Metropolitan Magazine™
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DELIGHTFUL WATER TRIPS

vie,palatial Steamships oftfe h*

(type line

ST.IOHNS river
SERVICE

Wm P Clyde

and Co *
GENIRAL AGENTS

THEO-G EGER>
QM

g STaTEST-
N Y- <4

Send No Money™ ° Eat Some Airl"

X ) X DEEP BREATHING PROMOTE8 HEALTH
You can obtain this stylish

- . Head Just Ilow to Wake the Solar Plexus, by Elizabeth Towne. It gives breath-
$12Ta||0r-M ade All Wool Suit ing exercises of great value, tells how to ‘train the emotlotia, outgrow fear,
Guaranteed to fit for anger, worry and develop concentrailon. which leads to mental strength

and poise. Ella Wheeler Wilcox says of this book: “ Iteontains a FORTUNE
°J|LV $ 7 9 5 In value If you follow the simple rules given.”  Price 25e. Send NOW.
providing you will hand an envelope ELIZABETH TOWNE, Dept. 7, HOLYOKE, MASS.

containing Samples, Catalogue and
Special Offer to ten men who in your
judgment would be likely to take ad-
vantage of our Tailor Made Suit of-
fer. Sent C. O. D. without paying

-
A 7
one cent in advance.
e e Read Collier’s
$12.00 suit for $7.95 in order to in-
troduce our Tailor Made Clothing in
your vicinity; for the reason that these
suits are made of such fine material,
cut and tailored in such first-class
Style, that the one suit we send you
will be the means of our selling a

great many more to the ten persons

you hand the ten sets of samples and , Instruments, Drums, Uniforms. Lyon £
advertising matter to, and to their , Illealy “Own-Make” Instruments are pre-
friends. . . > ferred by Thomas Orchestra, Banda Rossa,
You do not run the slightest risk; > Mascagni, etc. Lowest prices. Big Catalog;
we till your order exactly as given , iooo illustrations; mailed free; it gives in-
and send the suit to your express of- > structions for amateur bands.
fice for you to examine and try on. t
IF you find it a perfect fit and as > LYON & HEALY, 39 ADAMS ST., CHICAGO.
good a $12,000 Suit as you ever saw*. »
pay the express agent $7.95 and ex- » ARE YOU SHORT?
press charges. If not satisfactory, it »
will be returned at our expense. YYe » G”_BERT,S HEEL CUSH'ONS
know that you will be pleased, or we » *\Worn inside the shoe
could not afford to make a suit to » Increase Height, Arch the
your measure and ship it to you without a deposit. > Instep, Make Better Fitting
W rite to-day for Free Samples, Catalogue, instructions » Remove Jar In Walk-
for taking measurements, aDd #7.05 SPECIAL OFFKK. > Ing. Indorsed by physicians.
We refer you to the Milwaukee Ave. State Bank ofChicago, capital stock Simply placed in the heel, felt down. Don't require larger shoe*. H In»
$250,000.00. > 25c. *{ In., 36c.; 11n., 50c. per pair. At shoe and dofp’t stores. .
T. MOSE aoi floses Bldg., Chicago » nFrin Send name,sixe shoe, *height deslreli, and” %c. $fafnp for Bdft 4
v*c/v%\/%v v#v NLAU. ten days'trial (ALBERT MFfl.00., No.*0 Elm St., Rochester, N. Y.

In writing to advertisers on any subject kindly mention “The Metropolitan Magazine”
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THE WABASH

HAS SEVEN DISTINCT LINES
To the World’™> Fair

From KANSAS CITY, OMAHA, OES MOINES,
ST. PAUL, CHICAGO, BUFFALO
and PITTSBURG

Il la Ihm only line that landa paaaengera at the
World'a Fair Main Entrance

C. S. CRANE, Gen’l Paaa'r and Ticket Agent
St. Louis, Mo.

In writing to advertisers on any subject kindly mention “The Metropolitan Magazine”
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Twenty Years from Now
the living members of the

Century Life-Insurance Gub

will be counting the dollars comprising the snughlittle fortune which they built gradually and easily through the
membership Inthe CENTURY CLUB™ There should be several of these meml>ershipe in each home. Enthusi-
astic members In every state and territory express their delight and gratitude.

IF YOU ONLY KNEW
I you onty knew jtnstwhatthe Fne

C Iy is: e
T ypu onfy kney (NE easg/w ay ?Vtlegh éﬂ?brr%e bets secyre tne best Ilfe—lnfS%ran e from oneos the s ong and de-
endablé old-lire Companies, on small monthlly instalments, with all the warry o urdensome gr_emlumsle odt;

IOf 2 “mambertn how many dollars the CLUB’S wonderful NEIGHBORHOOD I’LAN puts into the pocket of every

ou on new all this (and some other things about the CLUB which every reader of the metropotitan macazinu
.ougyht to kr%wﬁ the Secretarg/ guesses you woulggclap yourqlanJE or toss your hat to tﬂe celling, o dd What 15 even more

jOYyOUS—join the CLUB and commence to see better times.
The CLUB is outfor thrift and helpfulnesH nnd finan-
cial success for all who are ellcible to membership,
iend for further particulars and seeif it isn’t so. The Secretary wil| mf.U yon a formal invijtation and a blank application
f,slrﬂr]ngryvkgg[aﬂl WRLCHIF vour usggwggtﬁpﬁéov?réﬂ%gﬁagdghac%and soon be in goo'& and regular gtgngmg

By monthllg come E .
Thus you may KNOW ; and as to Inote will On\X/%OSt you one or two cents, and not to know may cost you thousands of

dollar’s, why=don't you think you'd better KNO

HOW TO JOIN

Write at once for particulars, which will be promptl iletl you. In grder that youy may receive complete and personal
m rmation concgrnmg tﬁe exceptiona adeanta e g}?or(}eal%y the SE{JE& p ar?,/ plieas do notfail to answer[t)ﬁe two
ollowing questions in yourfirst tetter. ~

1st. W hattsyour occupation 7 2d. W hat Isthe exactdate of your birth 1
X%Er\é\gs” enable the CLUB to make you a very definite proposition. Otherwise it can’t.

CENTURY LIFE-INSURANCE CLUB, Section F

5, 7 and 9 East 42nd Street, New York,
RICHARD WIQHTMAN, Secretary
Very Member a Partner
Ireaderﬁof the Metropotitan Magazins, Houseinves, Students, Teachers, Farmers, Merchants, Doctors, Cler: gnlgzn
f d , but

orf)rap ers, Nurses, etc,, are rp itea éo promptly answer this announcement, and become not only membe
alpartners Inthe Century Club, and begin to share immediately In the cash profits of the enterprise.

In writing to advertisers on any subject kindly mention “The Metropolitan Magazine'
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THE METROPOLITAN'S ADVERTISING SECTION

CASH

For Your Property

We sell properties and business no matter where they arc—how much
or how little they are worth. We find CASH buyers and quickly. We
cannot afford to list your property and let it remain on our
books indefinitely. We must sell or go out of business.
We take charge of your proposition in a live up-to-date
way and we don’t let it rest until you get spot
cash for it. Our business covers the country.
We have branch offices in 18 principal cities
and an army of representatives to help us to
find buyers.  Worite us a description of what
you have to sell, state your price and we will
send you—free—a detailed, complete and efficient plan for finding you a buyer. Wprite now.
If you want to buy a property or business of any kind—anywhere—Ilet us know your require-
ments. We have, or will find you, what you are looking for.

$1, OOO 000 TO LOAN ON OOOD MORTGAGES AT 4% PER CENT.
ND 5 PER CENT.-ALL SECTIONS OP THE COUNTRY.

WE WANT MORE LIVE REPRESENTATIVES— men who cnii sell property, find desirable openings (or Invest

inent and In other ways help us to further develop this business. W rite for our proposition.

A. A. ROTTNER. & CO.

305 Real Estate Trust Building Established 1893. PHILADELPHIA. PENNA.
publishers of ROTTNER’S REAL ESTATE REGISTER, @monthly journal containing @ full list of properties and businesses

for sale everywhere. Mailed free.

CHATTEL MORTGAGE SALE
Of the STANDARD LIBRARY and ENCYCLOPEDIA of MUSIC

AVE 25 sets of the Standard Library of Music (The Rest Music Library in the World) pledged
to us on a loan which is past due and unpaid. To satisfy this debt we shall sell these sets for what
they will bring. We arc not interested in the cost of manufacturing these books, we simply want the money
back we loaned on them. You can get them for less money than they cost the publisher to manufacture.
There are sixteen volumes in the set sheet music size. We’ll send you full particulars if you’ll write
before the sets are all sold. We will allow purchasers of these sets to pay for them on the monthly pay-
ment plan if they prefer.
This Library of Music has been endorsed by Emma Fames Story, David Rispham, Frank Dam-
rosch, Paderewski, Rafael Joseffy, and many other eminent musicians.

IF YOU HAVE A PIANO you will find this col- IF YOU ARE FOND OP nUSIC, but do not
lection of music invaluable. it contains about 500  play yourself, you cannot make a better present to
ir;shr_umental Iselections t_by '(h?j bestt cdorpposersl,d_in- Yi(l)nlrjarryWIfe'l'h%nqexftan\]/g un:régncoantsier} a?lf %LS Mr/nal:]stmﬁ!
and Gances, fueral marches, classic and romaniic  KNoW about the history of music itself—the complet
piano music. Such composers arc represented as ’

Paderewski, Mascagni, Gounod, Sullivan, Wagner, aggiacggeg{f'mu;g?{ kfnoorv'pleda ecomplete encyclo-
Mozart, Liszt, Ralfe, and many others. p P YOU ARB A VOCAEIéT thi .
is grea
Musical Library will enlarge your reper- » y m.m.

IF YOU ARE A BEGINNER of music you will  tojre. It gives you 500 of the best old March |
find this library of music will be of the greatest as-  songs, duets, frios, quartettes, ar- Y Knlrker.
sistance to your musical education. Most of the se-  ranged for all voices and for piano ~ y ° boeker Mort
lections can be easily mastered by pupils of a year or accompaniments, the old popular Ay Loan r°*
two’s experience. For young musicians the work is melodies of your childhood, and ~ vy {g N&wYork”
invaluable. . the latest popular melodies A ~ witholll’ rMI ~ m0
Send Coupon for full particulars. of the past few years. ~n~y~ send melllustrated aam-
pie page book giving terms

KNICKERBOCKER MORTGAGE LOAN CO.,,

Librany.
Room 504, Townsend Building, 1123 Broadway, New York Cityi

In writing to advertisers on any subject kindly mention “The Metropolitan Magazine”
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CINCINNATI

THE METROPOLITAN’S ADVERTISING SECTION

Five times Speaker ofthe Massachusetts House o fRepresentatives
and a?i honored member o ftheJudiciary

CASH FOR REAL ESTATE

If you want cash for your real estate, we can get it — no mat-
ter where your property is located or what it is worth.

The magnitude of our business is your best guarantee that
we can make a prompt and satisfactory sale of your property.
Our chain of offices link together the important cities of the
United States and Canada. Our organization is as broad as
the continent. We buy and sell real estate.

United States Real
Estate $ Security €0.

We sell any kind of real property for cash. You fix your
own price. Well send you a plan to find a cash buyer. It will
cost you nothing to learn about our plan for selling your prop-
erty. Isn't it worth your while to know about this? The plan
itself will be valuable to you. We sell farms in Michigan to

PHILADELPHIA customers in New England and houses in Connecticut

to customers in California.
Send for our booklet “ How to Sell Real Estate/’

IT IS RESULTS THAT COUNT,
that is why we have a larger clientage than any other con-
cern in America. Stop and consider—We are the only
Real Estate Company that use the Daily Newspapers to
any extent. This is where the people who want to buy
or sell Properties look. It is expensive to advertise in
Newspapers, but we give our customers the best service
without regard to cost. Our list includes besides Mag-
azines the New York Herald, World, Journal, and Staats
Zeitung: Philadelphia Press, No. American, Inquirer, Bul-
letin, Telegraph, Record; Boston Globe, Herald,
Post,Journal and Transcript; Cincinnati Enquirer,
Times, Star; Louisville Courier Journal; Chicago
Tribune, American, Record Herald, Inter-Ocean.

OUR. OFFICES:

Boston—9"8-939 Old South Bldg.

Cincinnati— 1431 Union Trust
Building.

Chicago — 623 Stock Exchange

Building. .

Philadelphia— 14m Real Estate
Building. i
Springfield, Mass.  Phoenix

Building.
Hartford, Conn. —Ballerstein
Building.

Special representatives’
everywhere

Chronicle; Kansas City Star; Montreal Star and
over thirty other Canadian-papers. An adver-
tisement of fair size, appearing in this list would
cost at least $5000.00. We advertise every week.
You book your properties with us and you get
quick sales and honest service.

We Buy Endowment Insurance Policies
for cash, and pay more than the companies that
issued them.

Security

TORONTO

HARTFORD

MICAGO

SPRINGFIELD

In writing to advertisers on any subject kindly mention “The Metropolitan Magazine'
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WILLA’S YUCCA SKIN TONIC removes all blem-

ishes, and makes your complexion beautiful.
WILLA’S YUCCA POWDER protects the face, and
imparts the brilliancy of youth.

Willi's Yucca T o n ic
Willa's Yucca Pow der

The L E. RUSSELL COMPANY. P.O. Box 253, Detroit, Mich.

uc c a Ion
r the ski

prepared bv

HaW|IIa skinsp£

1°NdON ENGLAND
hf @« E.RUSSELL CO

OratDruggists or Department Stores

HOW TO BREATHE

FOR

Health, Strength and Encrance

Read Lung and JTuscte Cul-
ture the most instructive book
e¥er published on the vital subject
0

BREATHING AND EXERCISE

64 pages. Fully illustrated. 200,
000 already sold. Correct and in-
correct breathing described by

diagrams, etc. Book sent on
receipt of 10 cents.
P. von BOECKMANN, R. S.
1234 Hartford Bide-, New York
HIGH GRADE
HAIR SWITCHES
FIRST QUALITY III N HAIR, ORPINARY COLORS.
Z., 20 inches, - |307 liichen. - $25

22 Inches, -
2J4 oz., 22 Inched,

1 25 |3~ oz., 26 Inches,
- 1.40 |40z, 2dinches
Remit live rent* for postjure.
Gray - Blonde - Drab and Red Hair 25% to 50% extra.
Send e for
All short stem, three strands.
and we will match perfectly.
mail on approval to_be paid for when received if
satisfactory ; if unsatisfac ory return to us by mail.
Money returned if desired. All orders carefuII%/ and
promptly filled. Illustrated Catalogue of Switches,

W Irm \?aves $ Aymtlon

ROBERTS SPECIALTY CO., 112 and 114 Dearborn Street, CHICAGO.
T1IK OLD RFLIARLK HAIR GOODS HOUSE.

Send sample of hair
SW ITCHES sent by

GRAY HAIR
RESTORED

for Staining Gray, Streaked, Faded or Eye-
ISw ait: Walmtta Hair Siam

Entirely Harmless and Contains no poisons. Does not wash or
rub OIT. Lasting and easily applied. Gives a uniform color in

Bleached Hair,

Li*ht Brown, Dark Brown or Black. Is not Gummy or
St.cky. Absolutely Guaranteed. Druggists sell it. Agents make
#3 per day. Write for particulars. Price c, sent plainly

wrapped by mail, post-paid. TRIAL SIZE, 20c.

THE PACIFIC TRADING cO.f
Howard Nichols Building, ST. LOUIS, MO.

Hair a Sign of Weakness.

Gray Hair
Made Brown

Premature gra' Imir Ik universally regarded
it hsign of weakness. Unod positions in
bii*iik-»u and socle!) are uftcu lost because

MRS. POTTER’S
WALNUT JUICE
HAIR STAIN

make* gray hnir any shade of brown and
keeps It ko, with only one application a
month. CoulaiiiH liochemicals, simply the
pure juice of the black walnut. Regular
size, which lasts a year, mailed on receipt
ol |1 ;id»o on sale at first class druggists
Fikk Tuial — Will mall you n trial
package on receipt of twenty-five
cents to cover expense. W rite for
Mrs. Potter's * Counsel to ljidlea.”
An Interesting booklet, melied free.

.POTTER’'S HYGIENIC DEPOT
Suite 347 Groton Bldg.. Cincinnati, O.

In writing to advertisers on any subject kindly mention “The Metropolitan Magazine”
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A Razor
lor Tender SKins

«The Real” Safety Razor is radically different from any
other razor made. It is different from the so-called
safety razors because it is a real razor—not a
scraper. Itallows yon to shave on the only cor-

-The rect principle—with the draw cut. It strops on

ReaT' Safe* an ordinary strop, in the ordinary way.
2[*  ty R*z0r makes “ The Real" Safety Razor is different from
a perfectly clean, the ordinary razor because it is abso-
shomooth, comfortable lutely safe. It hasafull concave, short
ter how tough the I>eard or blade that gets into the hollows and
tender the skin. A big state- over the prominent points in a
ment, seemingly, but we make surprisingly easy manner,

you the cole judge. and without the pos-

c sibility of cut-
SAFETY ting your-

is made of the very finest quality ofsteel with an adjustable
guard for right and left hand. ~ The rigid handle gives you
positive control of the blade at alt times.

Our Oiler—buy one at the dealers or by mail—pay $2.00 for it
—try' it once, then "il you would rather have the s2o00, return the
razor, and your money will Ixc refunded without a murmur. Could
we do more ?

GEO. W. HORN RAZOR MFG. CO., Dept. P,

Little Valley, N. Y.
Agents wanted everywhere

Increase Your Income FOR

LEARN PROFITABLE POULTRY RAISING
be%l\lr racceu in te; chingdit has

Jhe%ome al. even “distinct
courses Dy tﬁ_‘e personal corre-
s el Telaculy o

ractical pou -
B teay ?le ygﬁ stydents ¥ 0

208

o ot 1P AR THESE TWO BOOKS
The C.ost 15 Small.
The Advantages Are Great.

ave Stud?l% S}Nith us_%aege m\gge
moniey. Thi ascma%pg USINess,
il offe

Writefor handsome illustrated prospectus giving synopsis of i i
the courses, and positive proofgfth% succegss 0 ol)jr s%hool, W It h O u r C 0 m_p Ilm €n ts_
Colombia Sabool of Poultry Collars, BOX630, Watervllle, 5. T. The facts are. It is impossible for us to give

full Information concerning our Institution by
letter. 1t must be done 'bY' printed books. That
is the reason we are willing to distribute the
books mentioned above among. proprietors,

N G | N E E R | N G managers, salesmen and prospecﬁive salesmen.

We want you to know all about the

Mechanical. Eleetrlral. Civil, Locomotive,
Stationary, Marine, Sanitary, Structural; SHELDON SCHOOL OF
Arrhltwtiirc, Refrigeration, Mathemat- SCIENTIFIC SALESMANSHIP.
ics Textile Manufacture, Drawing, etc.. .
TAUCHT BY MAIL You are welcome to these two books, if you are
engaged incommercialor professional lifé in any
Special, to o'cry reader of Tmk Metropolitan capacity. It is em.”ew within your power to
sending us ten 2-<ent stamps and the names of make acareful reading of them, worth thousands
three /rirmtn we will mallas a specimen of one of of dollars to you. You may be gratified with
forty regular lemon papers in each course our present success but you are not satisfied. You
‘sFirst Book on Mechanical Drawing” <Text-
bo0k No_ 58 K)by Ervin Kenlson§. B Instrac. want to make more money and these two books
tor. Maas. Inst, of Tech. Important features of will show you how to do it. _‘Thev will tell vou
the book are sections on Instruments, Materials, much about the SCIENCE OF SALESMANSHIP,
Alphabets, Lettering, Laying-Out, Penciling, which underlies the art of selling all things. As
Inking, etc soon as we receive your postal card_or letter,
Ilustrated 2f>0-p*gee llidle tin jwivin< full outlines asking for them, these two books will go for-
of *n different cmintes In Engineering (Including ward 1o you, postage prepaid. Address
<dingo Preparatory) may I*e had free on request .
AMERICAN SCHOOL OF CORRESPONDENCE The S. S. of S. S., 911 McClurg Bldg., Chicago

At Armour liiklktufc of Terhnolrtty, Chirago, 111,

In writing to advertisers on any subject kindly mention “The Metropolitan Magazine”
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Send for booklet, which explains why.

THE SMITH PREMIER TYPEWRITER QO G4

Executive Office Factory,

287 Broadway, New Y ork. Sybacusk, N. Y

Branches In all large cities.

The Typewriter Exchange

We will save you from 25 to 75 per cent, on Type-

() f rp E W R I T frf writers of all makes. Sperri]gesfo;nzanggtlglsogoufe.ertll\zg,_

chines shipped for inspection.

\'/2 Barclay St., New York
124 La Salle St., Chicago
38 Brumfield St., Boston

817 Wyandotte St Kansas City
209 North 9th St., St. Louis
536 California St., 'San Francisco

What Is Daus’ Tip Top?

O v Dau Top” Is
%ggestantym ES eVsICE o’?maﬂl

Iesfrroonq1 t eg V\rllrtltté%noajn |n5al
w mﬁshmc%ﬁw fg

ca € 0 d os

ma R o RRE dpober
Prlce$7 50 less trade ap> .,
pdiscount of 332+, or3 )o IIB |

THE FELIX F. DAUS DUPLICATOR CO.
Daus Buildiug, 111 John 8t., New York City.

Al the !tandar! iachmes zats of benteu

aﬂo W%I‘E{I af'to ?Pé’hg on I’IICtg T%FHEata (\)I\(‘I:]ue

IFISS® vmmm TER EMPORIUM, 202 LaSalle St. Chicago
WARDTI® Be Your Own Printer

Mailed on In open a .
APPLICATION territory Full Course of Instructions In Printing Free
7lodel Printing: Press—co»ting from 98 t

Th© WI”IamS T Wl’ltel’ CO 9150 —will earn and save more money for you than any
other investment. Over 45.000 »old. Three World's Fair

&%QL awards. Prints from card to small newspaper.

*utomaMm Pres? for n-Intimr vU Itin* c#H<». S*nd stamp

for catalog 0. MODEL PRINTING PRESS WORKS CO.,

DERBY CONN S. A. ndop
((O"ébm\»y. v 5 T dvicL 708 Chestnut Street, Philadelphia
In writing to advertisers on any subject kindly mention ‘The Metropolitan Magazine”
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EASTMAN The PREMO
NT: FILM

D ries fla t.

FILM PACK

No bothersome curling in develop-
ment—no rolling up of the negatives
afterward.

It has other advantages too— ortho-
chromatism (i. e. a correct rendering
of color values) speed— latitude.

Your Kodak dealer has it. No
advance over the prices you have always

paid for Eastman film. Doubles the value of the

$4t850.00 In Cash Prises for

Kodak Pictures. Send for circular. P re m O
EASTMAN KODAK CO.
Camera

All the convenience of film with

Rochester, N. Y.

"99( of Camera
Valueisin the lens’

the advantage of focusing
The "Style B" Goerz on ground glass.
lens lets light through
with the least possible

ist this i Any X4 or4 x5 Premo becomes
resistanceé— tnis Isneces- a daylight loading film camera by use of the
sary for instantaneous pho- Premo Film Pack Adapter. It loads simply
tography. Our new for- then with the 12 exposure Film Pack.

mula for the Goerz Style B 3X « 4*~ Premo Film Pack Adapter, . $1.00

H _ Premo Film Pack, 12 exposures, 3 x 4" .70

has pl’OdUCEd a Igns which en 4x5 Premo Film Pack Adapter, . . 1.50

ables the amateur to make pictures under Premo Film Pack, 12 exposures, 4x5 90

conditions which have heretofore been ASK. THE DEALER OR WRITE US FOR

considered unfavorable. When you buy @ BOOKLET “WITH YOUR FILM IN FOCUS.**

camera tell the man you wanta Goerz Lens.

Rochester Optical Co.

Sample Photographs sent on request ROCHESTER N. Y.

C. P. GOERZ,

Room 74, 52 E. Union Square, New York City
In writing to advertisers on any subject kindly mention “The Metropolitan Magazine”
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$5000 for a Short Story

famous story-tellers, but to encourage and develop younger
writers in the field of fiction, Coﬁlers Weekly offers the
following prizes for original short stories by American writers:

A FIRST PRIZE. OF

$5000

A SECOND PRIZE OF A THIRD PRIZE OF

$2000 $1000

w[TH a view to secure not only the ripest work of already

CONDITIONS OF THE CONTEST

Q There are no restrictions as to style or treatment of stories. Every manuscript
will be judged upon its individual merits. The stories may be of love, adventure,
business success; they may be humorous or pathetic. The chief requirements are
plot, style, character, atmosphere. nes of the various phases of American
lfe are desirable.

1. The author must be an American.

Il. There is no limit to the number of stories any writer may submit.

Ill. Stories mgr be of any length whatever, up to 10,000 words—but the preferable length is

,000 to 7,000 words.

Iv. Alicom ing MSS. must be itten and unsigned, but accompanied by a plain
mmmelope inscribed the title of the story and containing the writer's full
pame and address. Under no circumstances must there be any word or indication
on ‘the mnmr:a that would divulge its authorship. No one will know who are
the authors of prize-winning stories until the judges have selected the three best
manu‘criph. Tlxeenvelopum!hdueoorrupondmgmluwllllbenbeopemd but
not unh

. As the object of this competition is to secure as thottﬁonesu ible, the
Editor reserves the nght to purchase as many of ccessful as scem
suitable for publication. AH chmte&uonumllbepodfotatthenwd
five cents a word.

V1. The copyright of prize-winning and accepted stories is to vest absolutely in Collier's Weekly.

VIl. All MSS. must be mailed on or before June 1, 1904.

THE FOLLOWING GENTLEMEN HAVE CONSENTED TO ACT AS ]UDGES

Henry Cabot Lodge

United States Senator ﬁom Massachusetts

William Allen White Walter Page

Author and Journalist Editor “World's Work™

ALL MsSS. SHOULD BE ADDRESSED

SHORT STORY CONTEST, COLLIER'S, 416 W. 13th St., New York
Postage for their return should be inclosed in the esvelope containing the author’s name.

-

In writing to advertisers on any subject kindly mention “The Metropolitan Magazine”
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THE LOCKE ADDER

9 columns at once; Sub-
tracts—Moultiplies—

Divides. Sim -~fl|
pie. rapid. ,
handy. ~* 1 1
Canmot m
fr make rills- m
A takes—lasis a |
lifetime.
It is all you claim
or it— R.Harper,
Danville, HI. We highly
r recommend It—yets. Wallace
<Qamj Gr Son, Parnassus, Pa
a w ',;1 ue 4x jo*i inches. Price $5.00
deleft.? pre%ald in the United States. Write
to 4<wt EE booklet. Agents wanted.
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THE METROPOLITAN’S ADVERTISING SECTION

| Get You CASH for Your
Property

Or business—whether it be in the North, South, East or West. | do not care how
many agents have failed to sell for you, if your price is reasonable | will quickly get
you a cash customer, for my system is different than other agents’. Let me explain
my system to you and if you are not convinced beyond doubt | will not ask you to
Idist witrr:_ me. The information | give will lie of value and is free even if you decide to
o nothing.

W rite me wiwt you have with I sell Real Estate. Businesses and Patents

ca*h price aud 1 will give you H ion

my oplnlou tut to Ita salability p .
| have htindrodN of proper! leu,

bu»lne<M«ii and patent* Mated,

and If you want to buy | know *

can anit you.

YOU MAY MAKE ! WHAT IS TRUTH ?
$16,000 A YEAR | asked doubtii g Pilate.

This Agent Did )
It is

The headline of this advertisement sounds extravagant,

hut It comes to you from the largest real estate firm In
the world—a firm whose flnanclal standing Is respected
and appreciated by tbe largest banks and financial Insti-

tutions of this country—a Mrin whose sales of New York
property lhrmiKhout the United States amounted to over
four and a half million dollars during the past fourteen

months.
The offer which will make you Independent is the sell-

ing ofour New York City lots In your community. Ours : 3L P. INGE

Is a proposition which stands absolutely alone. As an of Mobile.

Investment It simply has no equal In the country, and

every one who bos ever taken hold of it with the energy required to

successfully carry on any business has made for himself thousands of

“our A Magazine of Individualit
Our Alabama representative. Sir. Inge, made over #10.000 last year; .

another distaut agent, Mr. K- Rock of Wflkensburg, Pa., made over >»,000 ag azine o ndividuall y

In the same time, and we have dozeua of agents who are now earning at

the rate of $2,000 a year lit their own communities, without interfering - -

with their regular business. . Edited by Michael Monahan
This offer should interest any man of ability and character. Mr. Inge Is

one of the most prominent lawyers In his State, and he did not undertake

the selling of our properties until he bad beento New York and S Untied H H H
himself beyond peradventure that all we claimed for our proposition was (A man s p ea k In g In h IS
true and ﬂm;rf tlltan truebl evderal very suceeaaful agents are rlergynien.

We want high-class, capable and energetic representatives In every com- H P
munity—we do not want canvassers. Our business is conducted on a natu ral voice th at’s a”)

high plane so that It appeals to the best class of Investors. An oppor-
tunity such as this Is rare indeed. It enables you to associate you’self

with a growing business—a business that Is sire to develop Info prac- Subsc r|pt|0 n, One Dollar a Year,
‘tjlcallybla natLonal Institution—Just as large, Just as strong and Just as

esirable as the great insurance companies. H

Your name ami address will bring further partlculars References will In advance

be required. Address “ Agency Department 103."

WOOD, HARMON & CO. ADDRES;

256-257 Broadway, New York | The Papyrus, Mt. Vernon, N. Y.

Are You Going to Build ?
MC LAGANS S B RBAN HOMIS

is a new book of 200 pages, size 8in. x toin., printed on
heavy paper, and contains over 200 designs, together
with floor plans and interior views, of up-to-date houses
that have actually been erected, costing from $1,200
to $15,000. Mostly all illustrations are from half-tone
plates from photographs taken especially for this book.

This book is a valuable aid to intending home build-
ers. Sent, prepaid, for $1.00.

Special Introductory Edition, 25c. in stamps for mail-
ing.

P. M. MAC LAGAN. Architect,
Lissner Bldg., Broad St. Newark, N. J.
Tn writing to advertisers on any subj'ect kindly mention “The Metropolitan Magazine”
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BUYING FOR A LIFE-TIME

Silverware is uot an article of daily purchase. You buy it to
last a life time. It pays to bestow some thought upon it.
Your first interest is that it shall be durable, next that it
shall be beautiful in design and faultless in finish.

“1847 ROGERS BROSY

is the trade-mark to be remembered and insisted upon when
buying spoons, forks, knives, etc. It is the brand of silver-
plate that has been famous for over half a century; the kind
that stays in the family through generations.  Many rich and
exclusive designs. Alldealerssellit. Sendforiiew Cstalogue

beautifully illustrating many patterns and pieces.

MERIDEN BRITANNIA CO., Meriden. Conn.
(international Stiver Co., Successor.)

NKtr YORK. HAMILTON, CANADA.

CHICAGO,
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THE ONLY REAL

W ear-Everl

Does this apply to your Kitchen
Ware? It is literally true of
ALUMINUM COOKING UTEN-
S1LS and makes them cheapest
in the end.

This is but one point of superi-
ority possessed by e<WEAR-
EVER” UTENSILS. It win be
to your own interest, to write
for our free book and learn of
many others.

T|i1e .

veaea  Aluminum
Cooking
Uten§\;’l Co., -

TRADEMARK

STAINS

If yon have only seen the_erode and tawdry colora of the

thinned-paint imitations of

Cabot*s Shingle Stains

gou_ have no idea of the beautiful coloring effects of the true
tains. They are soft and deep, like velvet, but transparent,

bringing out'the beauty of the wood grain.

Half as expen-

sive as paint, twice as haadsome, and the only Stains made

of Creosote, "the best wood preservative known.

samples on wood and Catalogue sent free on request

SAMUEL CABOT, Sole

-IgKiIby Street, Boston, Mass.
Agents”at all Central Points.

Manufacturer

M. Sneed, Architect, Newburgh, JV. F.

In writing to advertisers on any subject kindly mention “The Metropolitan Magazine'
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THE METROPOLITAN S ADVERTISING SECTION

oo IN # pEgks

(Ir. Oak I'ronl ami Top PL Lolden Oak
40 in. long, 22 lu. wide So. <144x22
We make a complete
line of
LOK Best Typewriter
OR THC yp
VAR Desks
Made in all the woods and finishes.  Many exclusive Il Di
| patented features—one of them, our drop front pigeon-hole Sell Direct to User
box is unequalled as a time-saving device. At Factory Prices
Recommended by 1 The man with a GUNN ” y
For sale by leading dealers or direct from the factory. Ask for catalogue A, mailed
Send for free complete catalog. free
(~'olden (Jr. Ouk
|JGUNN FURNITVBE COMPANY SVK 1IKPAY KKKH.IIT to all point east of the MifttdicHippi uud north O
Grand R ap ids. Mich. Tennessee. (Points bejoinl on equal bards.»
ALSO MAKERS "GUNN"SECTIONAL BOOKCASES THE FRED MACEY COf Ltd N
Ilepl. Y 3, 1215—1285 IMvUion St., brand KapbN. Mich.

.Makers of [lI"hdiradr OlHee and Library Furniture

‘tobXunddtrenCSecti°nal Bookcase

Pi.n.un.e,|
The Beal by
thoiisauna or
users. Al-
ways com-
plete but
neve r I11-
Isbed. It
grows with
your library
Has disap-

g THE ®
=% CHASE&BAKER
i PIANO PLAYER

out door. #1. Sknt
on Approval. Freight pre-
paid, direct from factorv. Send for Catalogue No. 24.
THEC. J. LUNDSTROM CO.,
Formerly The Sandnrd Mfg. Co. LITTLE FALLS, N. Y.

G EN U I N E TU R K I S H COUCH Thousands of Piar_los in thou-

sands of homes are silent to the

$l3 08 music which is locked up in them

- and are delighting no one for lark

of a Chase & Baker Piano Player.

No other player meets at once so

fully the wants of the man who

merely likes to hear a little lively

music and at the same time satis-

fies the trained musician whose

ear is sensitive to the least touch

of mechanical playing.
L Senton Approv_al i liusl: * HAhtK t'OXTASY, ItlTalo, K.Y

I Wide. seleeied Kirn-aried hacawosd frame: sieal wire, SPANZS + nan New York Agency: W, Krebe, Fifth Ave. &t
and tow filling: will always retain Its shape: covered with new patent
process Leather. Warranted not to peel off, crack. mar, or scratch;

will l«*t a lifetime. The greatest leather couch bargain ever offered
We challenge comparison at twice our price. Write to-day

STEWART BROS.. 489 N. High St., Columbui. Ohio.
In writing to advertisers on any subject kindly mention “The Metropolitan Magazine”
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OUTI NG

edited by CASPAR WHITNEY
The Outdoor Magazine o_f Human Interest

“ATHLETICS IN THE ARMY”

by Lieut.-Gereral Adna R Chaffee

Chief of Staff, Commanding V. S. Army

LIVIING <PHOTOG'RAVHS

HUMAN-INTEREST STORIES
by Stewart Edward W hite Vance Thompson
Leonidas Hubbard, Jr. Robert Dunn

NOT LIKE ANY OTHER MAGAZINE YOU EVER SAW

Send for Special Subscription Offer to
OVTING PUBLISHING CO.. 239 Fifth Ave.. N. Y.

Tn writing to advertisers on any sulLject kindly mention “The Metropolitan Magazine”
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YS

Imparts Delicious Flavor Insures Good Digestion

The Perfect Seasoning for Soups, Salads, Oysters, Clams, Fish
auces. Roasts, Gravies, etc.

Indispensable lor the table and in kitchen. Purer and more healthful than ground pepper.

THE ORIGINAL McILHENNY’S TABASCO

Used in leading Hotels, Clubs and Restauran's half a century. AT ALL DEALERS.
FREE—Write for “ Tabasco Book”—new and unique recipes.

MCcILHENNY’S TABASCO New Iberia, La

The Yankee Cork Puller

A HOUSEHOLD NECESSITY
up anywhere you wish—on the side-
ice box,door frame or wall —never mislaid.
Pulls all corks Instantly and without effort.
Simply moving handle up and down not
only draws the tightest cork, but also
automatically discharges it from the
machine. It is a mechanical marvel.
Removes corks clean—no bits left In bottle.
Sold everywhere, or sent direct, express
prepaid, on receipt of price. After 30 days
trial money refunded If not pleased.
Nickel Plated, SI.25. Silver Plated. $3.50.
For Hotels, etc., with clamp. Nickel Plated, $2.
Bookletfree. Order todayfrom makers.
THE GILCHRIST CO.
f03 Lafayette St., Newark, N. J,

$ 17 .91

BUYS THIS
Handsome
Extension
Davenport

Direct from the factory.

Retails at $25- Satisfac-

tion guaranteed or mon-

ey refunded. Quarter-sawed oak frame, piano polish, rich-
ly upholstered in high-grade velour, steel springs. Size,
plosed, 61 inches; open, 83 inches; width, 30 inches. Ad-
justable arms, which can be placed in six different posi-
ions, making it suitable for divan, couch, settee, or bed.
Freight prepaid east of Mississippi River and north of
Tennessee. Write for catalog of couches at factory prices.

GRAND RAPIDS COUCH COMPANY

60 W wf Leonard Street, Qrand Rapid*, Michigan
In writing to advertisers on any sul.ject kindly mention “The Metropolitan Mrgazine”
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You Must Read

THE HOUSE BEAUTIFUL

IF YOU WANT TO MAKE YOUR HOME ATTRACTIVE

A Design for a $J,000 Cottage, awarded a prize in The
House Beautiful Competition

It is a monthly magazine which gives you all the newest ideas in decoration and
furnishing, tells you the fashions in linens, hangings, window curtains, wall-papers ;
describes successful houses costing from $800 to $4,000, and gives plans and pictures
of them. It prints articles on arts and crafts, and tells you how to make furniture,
baskets, weave rugs, make bead bags and candle shades, and a thousand other things
for yourself and your home. It shows by illustrations what other people have done
and what you can do. It shows wherein taste goes farther than
money; itis interesting and practical and is the only magazine of the kind pub-
lished.

Regular departments are devoted to Notes and Comments from New York,
Home Economics, The Home Garden, Outdoor Work for Women, Housekeeper’s
Department, Seen in the Shops, Art and Artists, Questions and Answers (problems
in decoration and furnishing answered by experts free of charge), Arts and Crafts,
Collectors’ Interests (china, silver, pewter, furniture, etc.).

The House Beautiful is a magazine which no woman interested in the beauty
of her home can atford to be without. It is full of suggestions for house building,
house decorating and turnishing, and is equally valuable for people of large or

small incomes.
ELLEN M. HENROTIN, ex-Pres. Nat. Fed.of Women's Clubs.

Its readers all say it is a work remarkably worthy, thorough, and useful. The magazine costs $2.00 a year. But to
have you test its value, for 50 cents we will send it to you for three future months, including the great April Country
House Number, the largest of the year. Enclose 50 cents and address

HERBERT S. STONE, Publisher
11 ELDREDGE COURT, CHICAGO

Send at once. IShe January and February issues bvere entirely sold ou~t
tuithin afebu days o f publication.

In writing to advertisers on any subject kindly mention “The Metropolitan Magazine'
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W hen the bread
is spread with Karo
Every youngster
wants his share, oh

Kgro

CORN SYRUP

A Pure, Nutritious, Golden |
Syrup made from Golden Grain.

The Great Spread
For Daily Bread

Putup in friction-top tins, 10c,25¢c
and 50c sizes.
If yon cannoﬁ, %et Kar(? Com Sg/rlipatn\gour
rocer’s, please send us a postal givi
é, hls uaine and address. oo

A book of new rec?igts by Mrs. Helen Ann-
strong sent free upon request.

CORN PRODUCTS COMPANY
New York ami Chicago.

Hobart E. Newman, Washington, D, C.
at nine months, weighs 24 Ibs.

His mother writes:

“My baby suffered terribly from
acute indigestion, and from this
a terrible cough set in.  We tried
every food and form of modified
milk obtainable, but each only
made him worse, and at 52
months he weighed only 12 Ibs.

The first feeding of ESKAY’S
F()OD put him into a quiet sleep
and he has never had colic since.
It nourished him from the start
and at nine months he is still
thriving on it—a healthy boy
with rosy cheeks, as fat as can
be.”

Every mother needs our helpful
hook " HOW TO CARE FOR THE
BABY.” It is sent FREE with
samples of ESKAY'S FOOD.

SMITH, KLINE & FRENCH COMPANY
444 Arch Street, Philadelphia, Pa.

PRESIDENT
Suspenders

conform instantly to every bend of the body.
Metal trimmings, cannot rust. No leather to
soil the shirt.  .Satisfaction, a new pair, or
your money back. i

For summer comfort, ask for the Light-
weight President. Same principle—same
guarantee. 50c and 81.00any store,or mailed.

THE C. A. EDOARTON MFC. CO.,
Box 215, Shirley, Maes.

In writing to advertisers on any subiect kindly mention “The Metropolitan Magazine”
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Honest Dealing.

There is not a dishonest advertisement in
this magazine.

We exercise the greatest possible vigilance
to prevent the publication of any such ad-
vertising.

Every month we decline numbers of adver-
tisements which to the practised eye are not
entirely genuine.

We realize our moral responsibility in what
we place before our readers, and rather than
take any chances we reject all advertisements
in which sincerity and reliability are not en-
tirely self-evident.

Should any of our readers ever have the
slightest cause for complaint we earnestly re-
quest that word be sent to our Advertising

Manager.

THE METROPOLITAN MAGAZINE.

In writing to advertisers on any subject kindly mention “The Metropolitan Magazine™
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y OU can buy a watch the case

of which is warranted by some
maker, or you can buy a watch the
movement of which is warranted by
some maker, but the

Dueber-Hampden

Accurate-to-thc-Second
W atch

is the only watch in which both case and move-
ment are warranted by the same maker, because it is the only watch
which is made complete under one roofby one concern with the same
supervision for every detail. The Dueber-Hampden Watch is
the perfect product of the most complete factory in the world.
Before buying any watch send for free booklet, * Light from the
W atchman,” which tells the truth about watches, ours and others.

D ueber-H ampden W atch W orks

Canton, O hio

In writing to advertisers on any subject kindly mention “The Metropolitan Magazine'
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WeDouble the CostofOur Brewing
to Give You Pure Beer

We spend fortunes on cleanliness.

For instance, we wash every bottle four
times, when one washing— done, as it is, by
machinery— seems more than sufficient.

We clean every tub, every boiling vat, tank
or barrel, every pipe and pump, every time
we use Iit.

We bore wells down 1400 feet to rock for
pure water.

We cool the beer in filtered air.
We filter the beer by machinery.
We store Schlitz beer for months in refrig-

erating rooms until it is well fermented— until
it cannot cause biliousness.

We sterilize every bottle after it is sealed.

All this doubles our necessary cost— an enor-
mous item on our output— over one million
barrels annually. Yet we pay it all— just to
have Schlitz beer pure— -just to have it healthful
for you. Those who enjoy
it pay none of this extra cost,
for the price is the same as

standard beers anywhere.
Ask for the Brewery Bottling.

In writing to advertisers on any subject kindly mention “The Metropolitan Magazine”
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RELIANCE

We face insurance conventionality with boldness and hold cheerfully
to the idea that the best insurance word has not yet been said.
If it is in us we propose to say it.
If you won't listen the loss is yours.
We talk by mail to people who let us know where they live and
tell us what they want.
Address Dept, n

Reliance Life Insurance Company,
JAMES H. REED, President,
Pittsburgh, Pcnn-a.

Larger Original Surplus to Policy-holders
than any Company in the World.

In writing to advertisers on any subject kindly mention “The Metropolitan Magazinel
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THE “SOUL” OF A
SHIN OF BEE-

RMOUR’S

Extractof Beef
For Chafing-Dish Cookery

A convenient and economical way of entertaining.

It’s the seasoning and rapid cooking that make the
dishes taste so much better when done in a chafing dish, and
nearly all the dainty and toothsome dishes for which it is
noted will be improved by the addition of a small quantity of
Armour’s Extract of Beef.

“CULINARY WRINKLES” tells all about how to
use the chafing dish. Sent postpaid on receipt oF,
metal cap from jar of ARMOUR’S EX-

TRACT OF BEEF.

Armour Company
CHICAGO

Armour S Tomato Bouillon

R C O O K PURWPOSES
Diluted with a little hot water, it makes a delicious and refreshing bouillon. It saves time and trouble
of preparing canned or fresh tomatoes for seasoning and cooking purposes. It is specially recommended
for makjng oyster cocktail, baking fish, makii.g tomato soup or sauce, etc. It will keep indefinitely and

is pure and wholesome. Sold by all grocers. If your dealer hasn’'t it he can get it for you ; the small
size is twenty-five cents.

ARMOUR. . COMPANY, Chicago

In writing to advertisers on any subject kindly mention “The Metropolitan Magazine”



The appetizing flavor and satisfying quality of
Libby’s
Concentrated Soups

are due to the skill of the Libby" chefs and to
the purity" and strength of the ingredients
used. Libby’s ready-to-serve soups in-
clude among others, Oxtail, Mock Turtle,
Chicken, Tomato and Vegetable. Each
can makes six liberal and delicious portions.

Qur gooklet, “Good Things to Eat,"” mailed free Send
five Zcent stamps for Libby’s Big Atlas of the Work

Libby, McNeill & Libby
Chicago



The name

COLGATE & CO.,

on - Alwaysrestores colortogray hair, always.
Toilet and Shaving Soap, Perfumes, Sachets, ; ; ;
Toilet Waters, Talc and Dental Powders, The hair grOWS_rapldIy, stops coming out,
corresponds to and dandruff dlsappears.
tHE STERLING wmark $100

K. P. HALL A CO., Nashua. N. 1L Soldfor * jt+n

ON SILVER

AN T he ]
Dollar
m JVa|Ch

A practical timekeeper
for $1.00 seems almost in-
credible, yet in this age
of mechanical wonders it

is an accomplished fact.

It is explained by a steady output
of over 6,000 watches daily iin 19033.
made by machinery and” all exactly |
alike and exactly right.

No guarantee ‘can make a watch run |
better, but it does give assurance to the |
buyer—sec ours.

Sold everywhere by

50,000 dealers, or post-

paid by us.

ASK I'OR

AN INCKRSOLL

—NAME OX DIAL J rfefem 67 Corttindi Sc N'Y Cny’

Aw rr Thai if wirhouf

Robt. H. Ingersoll & Bro. Lt fomho el
Dept. 86 V-F O’F ogc Yll_DAhR"‘Jf

: wi mum 10rhrmn».

51 Maiden Lane  New York mmmﬁy AgrTmatiandr

Jforrrmoiiir® Rrpotny
JzC of<t)

THE CABKY miNTIMi CO., N. V.



