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JENATOR MORGAN is home from the Sand-
KD wich Islands at last, and is sure not only that
Hawaii is to be annexed, but that it is certain to
become a State. Some kinds of ideas grow as fast
as other weeds in the warm climate of the Pacific.

THE State Board of Canvassers of New Jersey,
after counting the vote on the proposed anti-gam-
bling constitutional amendment, declares it car-
ried by a majority of 802. New Jersey, therefore,
is not to be at the mercy of horse-racing gamblers,
as was feared on the first returns; but the small
total vote still illustrates the inditference of the
people to public questions, and to that extent is an
argument against the referendum.

HARPER'S ROUND TABLE has emerged from jack-
ets and appeals now to youth. It is not to be a
weekly any longer. From now on it is to be is-
sued once a month, and it is to be a magazine de-
voted to stories, travel, and sport. In its new form
it will be considerably enlarged, so that it will Liold
bigger and better departments, more stories of
more vavious kinds, and larger instalments of seri-
als. One reason for these changes in the ROUND
TABLE is to make more feasible its simultaneous
publication in New York and London. It is felt
that British youth should have it, and have it
promptly, especially as there is no periodical in
England that fills quite the same field. There is
no prejudice in England against the American
magazines—as has been amply demonstrated there
for many years by the success and popularity of
HARPER'S MONTHLY. What suits:Americau read-
ers suits English readers of the same class. It is
expected that the ROUND TABLE in its new form
will suit both, and, keeping its old friends and
making new ones, may entertain all who like ro-
mance, sports, adventure, and honest ideals.

THE clever diplomat who writes for Figaro under
the pen-name of Whist, and who is thoroughly in-
formed on the tendency of thought in the French
ministry, bids this country o be wary in interfering
between Spain and Cuba, because France and other
European countries have American colonies, and
they will not assent to the assertion of our right to
interfere in the purely domestic concerns of colonial
administration. BISMARCK also sounds his note of
warning; and says that the MONROE doctrine is an
impertinence. It seems to us that the government
of the United States has been more than wary in its
treatment of the Cuban problem, and that it has
been more than kind to Spain. When it comes
time for us to act, interference will probably be
recognized as our duty by all impartial statesmen,
and it is not likely that we shall ask permission of
the French holders of Spanish bonds. As to Bis-
MARCK, he is somewhat late. Great Britain, whose
interests in America are much larger than those of
any other European government, has already rec-
ognized the validity of the MONROE doctrine. More-
over, it required either extreme old age or great
temerity on the part of the master-spirit of the
Berlin Treaty to speak of our mild assumption of
rights on this continent as an impertinence.

AvTHOUGH Mr. McKINLEY is hesitating about
taking an aggressive attitude on the question of
currency reform, Mr. GAGE, the Secretary of the
Treasury, has formulated a plan, which is defective
in its failure to provide for the retirement of the
greenbacks, and because it continues the present
system of banking on national securities. It pro-
vides for a refunding of all the remaining debt in
two and a half per cent. gold bonds, and for an
accumulation of gold by the sale of such bonds for
the redemption of all outstanding paper money.
This paper money, thus redeemed, is not to be per-
manently retired, however, although it is not to be
paid out again by the Treasury Department for
anything but gold. It is suggested that the na-
tional bank law be changed to permit the issue of
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notes to the par value of the bonds deposited by
them, and that the ten per cent. tax be repealed.
Mr. GAGE has changed his mind as to the practica-
bility of retiring greenbacks, and although he is in
favor of their withdrawal, he abandons the idea
because some of the politicians are opposed lo it.
Wihile legislation is not to be expected on this sub-
ject from this Congress, agitation should proceed,
and Mr. McKINLEY, it seems to us, is underesti-
mating the value of keeping the subject stirred up
unless he intends to do no wore for currency re-
form at the coming session of Congress than he
has done for bimetallism during the vacation.

THE interest in the municipal campaign in New
York is general throughout the country, and the
contest excites the attention of students of mu-
nicipal government everywhere. It is a contest,
pure and simple, between the interests of the me-

tropolis on the one side, and the selfish and corrupt’

interests of individuals on the othier side. Under
such a form of government as we possess it ought
to be the presumption that a large majority of citi-
zens prefer the candidates whose election would
mean a muunicipal government devoted to the city’s
interests, under which the streets would be kept
clean, the sanitary condition of the city maintain-
ed and promoted, the means of transportation the
best that modern invention has devised, the influ-
ence of great corporations no greater than that of
the humblest citizen, the assessment of property
fair and equal, the revenues honestly and effective-
ly expended, the police force willing, courteous,
fearless, and pure, the city courts real temples of
justice in which all men would be equal. It is gov-
ernment of this kind for which the ticket headed
by Mr. Low stands. As we have said before, it is
an ideal ticket. Never before in New York, or in
any other city whose officers are chosen by the
people, has a better ticket been nominated. We
doubt if so good a city ticket was ever nominated.
It really means all that it professes. In short,
Mvr. Low’s election would mean a more comfortable
city and a happier community.

AGAINST this ticket the city has Tammany’s
candidates. The issue is between the Citizens’
Union and this old and well-known organized cor-
ruption. Every one who does not vote for Mr.
Low votes, directly or indircetly, for Mr. VaN
‘WYycK, who is, confessedly, the mask for CROKER.
The pretorians of Tammany are clamoring for the
spoils, and they are eager to restore their old
“boss” in order that the municipality may be
governed for their benefit and for their profit. In-
stead of the kind of government that New York
would have if the Citizens’ Union succeeded and
Mr. Low were elected, we should have such a gov-
ernment as that which was revealed by the testi-
mony taken before the LEXOW committee. Mr.
AsSA BIRD GARDINER, the Tdmmany candidate for
District Attorney, is reported to have said, in a pub-
lic speech, which appeared to be reported steno-
graphically for the World, To Hell with Reform.”
He denies that he made this deliverance, but
the sentiment is as congenial to Tammany as
GRADY'S threat that the ‘‘organization” would
get rid of WARING as soon as it came into
power. Reform has at least given to New York
a police force that does not sell its own man-
hood and the administration of the law by black-
mailing fallen women, liquor-dealers, and gam-
blers ; it has given the poor man who has no
“pull” an even footing with all the rest of the
world in the courts; it has so changed these courts
and so weakened the ‘ pull ” itself that men who,
under Tammany rule, were forced to seek justice
as a favor and through the influence of the ‘* boss,”
may now retain their self-respect by demanding it
as a right; it has cleaned all the streets, and im-
proved the health and comfort of the city. This is
what Tammany wants to destroy. It wants a gov-
ernment that will enable its ‘‘bosses” and its ‘‘boys”
to run the city for their own profit, It wants toll
levied on law-breakers for the enrichment of the
leaders, for the replenishing, for example, of Cro-
KER’s purse, for the increase and improvement of
his English stud, for the gilding that is essential
to him in London. A filthy and law-defying city
would be the consequence of a Tammany victory
—a city that would once more shame every decent
man and woman doomed to dwell in it.

It is for such a government that PLATT also is
working. Mr. TracCY, who is busily disgracing
himself in PLATT’S interest, has practically con-
fessed during the week that he has no thought of
being elected, and that he believes that his own
and Mr. Low’s candidacies must result in the tri-
umph of Tammany. He spoke in Brooklyn of
the hopelessness of the struggle against Tammany
with the forces of the opposition divided. He was
referring to a time, before his nomination, when
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the Republican ‘‘boss” was pretending to desire
the defeat of Tammany. At that time PLATT was
willing to defeat Tammany if he could have in-
duced the Citizens’ Union to unite with him in
nominating a creature of his own, like District-
Attorney OrLcoTT. But when he found the Citi-
zens’ Union really meant to do its utmost to secure
good government, he resolved to bring about a
Tammany triumph. He lives on political corrup-
tion, and he languishes under virtuous government.
He knows that he cannot trade with a Low gov-
ernment, but that he may renew the old biparti-
san corruption which prevailed in the days before
LEX0OW’S commilttee inadvertently revealed PLATT
and CROKER sitting in friendly embrace up to
their necks in the mud of municipal corruption.
‘Whoever votes for Mr. TRACY next week will vote
for the restoration of CROKER's fortunes, and for
the renewal of this old partnership. If Mr. TRACY
were not a candidate, some of the Republican
votes that will now, perhaps, be given to him
would go to VAN WycK, but the bulk of the
vote would be cast for Mr. Low. A man like Mr.
Buiss, for instance, may be willing to help CROKER
indirectly, and may be persuaded in some way to
make it appear that this sound-money administra-
tion is for the Bryanite VAN WYCK, but he does
not possess the temerity to openly support Tain-
many and its ‘‘ boss.” Thousands of other Republi-
cans are being hoodwinked into voting for bad city
government by the pretence that PLATT cares for
principle, and that party regularity is of more im-
portance than character. Mr. GEORGE'S candidacy
is much more respectable than Mr. TRACY'S, for it
represents principles, and a protest against the
Tammany machine rule which has at last so bru-
talized the members of the organization that they
are the willing slaves of a horse-racer who lives
in England for gambling purposes. Mr. GEORGE’S
friends ought to be supporting Mr. Low; but if
they cannot do that, the next best thing for them
to do is to fight Tammany.

THE MOVEMENT FOR RECIPROCITY.

R. JOHN A. KASSON, who has been appoint-
ed by the President as a special commissioner
to arrange reciprocal customs treaties with foreign
powers, is one of the few trained diplomats in the
country. It is not only because he has had a
larger and more varied experience than any oth-
er American now in public life that he is better
equipped for the task of international negotiation,
but because the bent of his mind has led him, a
man of scholarly tastes in many directions, to study
very closely both the history and the methods of
diplomacy. The opportunity has not been given
to many Americans 2s it has to Mr. Kassox, in the
later days of the republic, to serve their country at
many foreign posts, and wherever Mr. KAssoN has
served he has.won distinction.

The policy of reciprocity is one that ought to
have the loyal support of the opponents of the
false philosophy of protection. In itself it is a
recognition by the protectionists that foreign com-
merce is not wholly dangerous to the welfare of
the country, and, to that extent, it is a sign of loss
of confidence in the commercial value of national
self-sufficiency. In the lastfourteen years the doc-
trine of protection has been carried to its logical
conclusion, so far as statutes can be thus effective.
Taxes upon imports have been heaped upon what-
ever we finally consume, and, in the latest achieve-
ment of mediseval economics, upon nearly all the
material that goes into our domestic manufactures.
The attempt to give to a few of our own citizens
all the possible profits of manufacturing, at the cost
of the many, has been tried most expensively. The
annual charge has amounted to hundreds of mill-
ions of dollars. That the attempt has been a
failure is clear to every mind that is not clouded
by the political or partisan value of the protection
side of the. tariff issue. Protection has burdened
the farmer without giving him the home market
that it promised; it has despoiled the wage-earner,
so that- his higher wage, which is his by reason of
the natural conditions of the country, brings him
less of comfort than the lower wage paid in wiser
countries; it has enriched a few manufacturers,
but, on the whole, it has been disastrous even to its
supposed beneficiaries; and it has ruined our for-
eign commerce and our carrying trade. Its politi-
cal and moral consequences have been even more
disastrous than its economic failures and blunders.
It has filled Congress with the agents of manu-
facturing interests, and it has diverted legislation
from being an instrumentality for the general wel-
fare into a means for private gain. The men who
theoretically have been chosen to enact laws for
the better government of the country, in reality
have become the servants of private greed, and
have misused the powers granted them for the
good of all, for the purpose of taxing all for the
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benefit of the few. The consequence has been cor-
rupt as well as tyrannical legislation. Besides this
—and perhaps it is the most deplorable of all the
results of protective tariff legislation—the country
has been taught that it is one of the functions of
government to provide for the comfort and welfare
of individuals, so that since the Republican party
adopted Mr. McKINLEY's idea that taxes may be
levied directly for protection, revenue being a mere
incident, the prevailing tarift policy of the country
has bred socialism, and is directly responsible for
the vagaries of the Ocala platform, and for all the
dangerous social and political heresies, including
the demand of the mine-owners for the protection
of silver, represented last year by the candidacy of
BryAN. -

In advocating the policy of reciprocity treaties
Mr. BLAINE came nearer to sound statesmanship
than in any other conception of his long career.
It was clear to him that something had to be done
to mitigate the rigors of the system which, under
the direction and fostering care of his own party,
had grown to such monstrous proportions. The
form, however, in which reciprocity was provided
for in the MCKINLEY att was most unfortunate.
The President was authorized to levy duties on
sugar, molasses, coffee, tea, and hides coming from
countries which, in"his opinion, imposed ‘‘ duties or
other exactions upon the agricultural or other pro-
ducts of the United States, which, in view of the
free introduction of such sugar, molasses, coffee,
tea, and hides into the United States, he may deem
unequal and unreasonable.” - In other words, the
President was authorized to compel countries whose
products were already admitted free into this coun-
try to lower their duties on our products under pain
of a fine in the form of a duty imposed both on
the producers of such products in the foreign coun-
try and on the consumers in our own country.

Absurd as this provision was, trade increased with
the countries which made concessions to the Unit-
ed States. Itistrue that the increase was not great;
it was not so great as it had been under the pre-
vious tariff act. But it must be remembered that
the years from 1890 to 1894 were years of depression,
and that the years from 1886 to 1890 were years of
prosperity. During the earlier period our imports
from the reciprocity countries increased 24.73 per
cent., and our exports increased 40.22 per cent. In
the four years during which the MCKINLEY act was
in force the increase in our imports was 28.62 per
cent., but in our exports the increase was only 22.78
per cent. That there was any increase whatever
is the more remarkable in view of the fact that the
total volume of foreign commerce conducted by the
United States fell off about $100,000,000 between
1890 and 1894.

In place of the awkward provision of 1890, which
empowered the President to drive South American
countries into forced discriminations in favor of our
farmers and manufacturers, we have a more rational
act, and although it authorizes a very feeble advance
in aid of foreign commerce, every little gain in this
direction that comes from the protectionists ought
to be gratefully accepted. The new law contem-
plates a possible small reduction of tariff taxation
on argol or crude tartar, or wine lees, crude, on
wines, spirits, and vermuth, and on paintings and
statuary, if the countries producing and exporting
them, or any of them, to us, shall make a treaty or
concessions reducing their customs taxes on the
products of this country. The section of the law
is broad enough to warrant the President in re-
ducing duties on French and German wines and
works of art in return for what he may consider to
‘be ‘“‘reciprocal and equivalent” treatment of the
American hog.

As we have said, this is not a great gain, but it
is something, and it is something more to obtain

_this recognition from the protectionists not only of
_ the value of foreign commerge, but of the fact that
- it is inevitable, and that the effort to obstruct it has
probably gone quite up to, if not beyond, the dan-
ger-point. Under the WILsON act the country had
a reminder that our manufacturing industries are
not all of them infantile or imbecile. When our
carpet-manufacturers sold their wares in England,
when our cottons were found in the shops of Man-
" chester, when American hardware could be bought
" in London, when American drills were working the
diamond-mines in South Africa, when our exports
of manufactured goods increased from 1894 to 1896,
the years during which the WILSON law operated,
from $183,728,808 to $228,571,178, some persons who
had always been protectionists were greatly bene-
fited by foreign trade. These facts indicate, per-
haps, the reason why we find a provision for in-
" creasing such trade in the most highly protective
tariff law that Congress ever enacted.

Therefore, although the provision for reciprocity
treaties is merely a scratch on the surface, so incon-
siderable, so halting, solame,soimpotent that it may
well excite derision, we are inclined to urge Mr.
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KassoN to diligenee in his undertaking, and to hope
for him all the small success that the law permits.
It is true that Mr. KASSON is not much of a protec-
tionist himself—at least he was not fifteen years
ago—but he represents the party of protection, and
it is a sign of great promise when such a party be-
gins to open port-holes in the Chinese wall with
which it has surrounded us. The trade that gets
through may be small, but the enlightenment will
be astounding.

THE BLINDNESS OF PARTY
SPIRIT.

THERE could hardly be a more striking illustra-
tion of the benumbing influence exercised by party
spirit upon the reasoning faculty of otherwise sen-
sible minds than is furnished by the municipal
campaign at present going on in Greater New
York. That Boss PLATT on one and Boss CROKER
on the other side should sternly insist upon the
obligation of every party man to vote the straight
party ticket from top to bottom, no matter how the
nominations were made, and that they should pre-
dict dreadful things in case their party tickets were
defeated, is perfectly intelligible. The unreason-
ing obedience of their cohorts is the bulwark of
their strength, failing which the dictatorship of
the bosses would soon lose its footing. It is equal-
ly intelligible that the sworn henchmen of the
bosses, who feed at their crib, should insist upon
strict party allegiance as the primary virtue of the
citizen, for their political, and usually also their
material, existence depends upon the favor of the
bosses, which, in its turn, depends upon the suc-
cess with which they keep their subordinate com-
mands in strict discipline. But that party men
who, being neither bosses nor heelers, have no
other interest in their parties than the accom-
plishment of certain public objects to be brought
about by organized effort should doggedly follow
the behests of the party bosses, even when the
slightest reflection must convince them that by do-
ing so they not only do not serve the public in-
terest but will hurt the true interests of their
respective parties, can be explained only on the
ground that the mere name of party exercises
upon their minds a dangerously confusing fasci-
nation.

The Democratic party is represented in this cam-
paign mainly by Tammany Hall. The thorough-
paced Tammany man, who in the event of a Tam-
many victory expects to have some of the pelf, or
whose moral sense has been utterly blunted by
long connection with that organization of political
pirates, will follow the drum-beat-of Tammany in
obedience either to a motive of unscrupulous greed
or to the force of brutish habit. But there are
to-day thousands of Democrats in New York who
would not participate in the robberies and black-
mailing operations which a victorious Tammany
would be sure to commit; Democrats who were
keenly offended in their moral sensibilities as well
as in their party pride by such doings of Tammany
in the past, and will be equally offended by them
in the future; Democrats who sincerely wish their
party to be honest and respectable, and guided by
high-minded and statesmanlike leadership. Such
Democrats know that Tammany Hall has for many
years been a stench in the nostrils of the whole na-
tion. They know that the noisome reputation of
Tammany Hall, which appeared as the ‘‘regular”
Democratic organization of New York, has in many
elections cost the Democratic party untold thousands
of votes. Theyknow that for this reason Tammany
has repeatedly been treated with signal contempt
by Democratic National Conventions. They know
that the disappearance of Tammany Hall from
public view, and the substitution for it of a decent
organization, would relieve the Democratic party
in its national capacity of an almost unbearable
burden. They know, finally, that Tammany Hall
by its recent nominations has proved itself utterly
unregenerate and incorrigible; that if put into
power over the municipality of Greater New York,
with its enormous expenditures and its almost un-
limited opportunities for fraud, peculation, and ex-
tortion, Tammany will inevitably give full rein to
its unscrupulous rapacity, produce a new and a
greater crop of shocking scandals, and furnish an
exemplification of boss rule in its most repulsive
form.

It would seem that with such a state of things
before his eyes every honest and sensible Demo-
crat, having the true interests not only of the city
but of his party, at heart, would gladly avail him-
self of any opportunity to relieve the Democracy
of this terrible incubus, or at least to prevent for
the future the sickening exhibitions of depravity
which, by their reflex upon the party at large, have
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injured the Democracy so much in the past. It is
hardly credible that in spite of all these obvious
considerations there should still be self-respecting
Democrats, in all other things men of sound sense,
now willing to give Tammany for four years free
range in Greater New York to do its very worst.
And for what reason are they willing to do this
incredible thing? Because, as they say, the Mayor
of Greater New York should be ‘‘a Democrat.”
And thus, to do homage to the party name—for
they certainly would not admit that Tammany
Hall embodies the substance of Democracy—they
recklessly sacrifice not only the interest of the
city, but the true interest of their party itself.
This is party spirit run mad.

On the Republican side we observe similar
symptoms of partisan dementia. The Republicans
won their majority for McKINLEY in this city
last fall through a combination of forces against
Bryanism. As any sane person could have told
them, the vote of last fall did not at all mean that
the city had become Republican in a party sense.
The thought that the allies of the Republicans
against. Bryanism would permit themselves to be
used for Republican partisan ends, and especially
for the support of Boss PLATT’s dictatorship, was
simply preposterous. Had the Republicans as such
accepted the principle of non-partisanship for the
municipal government of Greater New York, the
alliance might in a great measure, for this occa-
sion, have been maintained. As soon as the Re-
publican organization refused to do this, some of
the allies of last year returned to their former party
affiliation, while the bulk of them, re-enforced by
a large number of the most respectable Republi-
cans of the city and their following, rallied to the
non-partisan banner with SETH Low as their lead-
er. The Republican party in this city then re-
lapsed into its old state of a minority again, but
now a minority made still smaller in this muni-
cipal campaign by the loss of thousands of its most
respectable members, who have turned against its
narrow-minded partisan course.

But more than in point of numbers it has lost
in point of position. It appears no longer as the
enemy of Tammany Hall, but as its auxiliary.
‘Weakened as the Republican organization is, there
is not a shadow of a hope that its candidate for
Mayor, Mr. TRACY, can be elected. Every candid
observer will figure that out. Every canvass shows
it. Not only has the Republican organization re-
ceived no accession to its ordinary strength, but that
strength is seriously reduced below the ordinary
state. Whoever may be elected, the defeat of the
Republican candidate is absolutely sure. All the
Republican campaign can effect is to keep enough
votes away from Mr. Low to secure the success of
Tammany Hall. This must be, and undoubtedly
is, so clear to the Republican leaders themselves
that they have no right to complain if they are
charged with a deliberate purpose to bring about
just that result. In fact, their newspapers as well
as their orators direct their main attacks not against
Tammany, but against SETH Low. The country
knows this. Almost all the Republican papers
that have any influence in moulding public opinion
are already declaring that the Republican organiza-
tion of New York will be responsible if Tammany
succeeds.

This may be a matter of indifference to Boss
PraTT, who prefers Tammany to Low, because
with Tammany he can trade, while with Low he
cannot. But how is it possible that self-respecting
Republicans, who care for the interests of the city,
and also for the moral standing, the good name,
and the future prosperity of their party, should
support him in so reckless and nefarious a game ?
As men of sense they cannot indulge in the delu-
sion that Mr. TRACY has the slightest chance of
being elected. They must know that SETH Low is
the only candidate by whom Tammany Hall can be
defeated, and that by supporting Mr. TRACY they
are simply playing into Tammany’s hands. They
must know, further, that by turning over the city
to Tammany - on this conspicuous occasion they
will disgrace themselves as Republicans in the
eyes of the whole nation ; that by such conduct
they will render combinations of forces like that
which last year carried this city for McKINLEY
immeasurably more difficult in the future, and
that they will thus blight their prospects for an
indefinite time. And what can they hope to ac-
complish by such a course? To weaken Bryanism
or to promote any of the Republican policies?
Surely a Tammany victory would do neither one
thing nor the other. No, in thus making them-
selves the auxiliaries of Tammany Hall, the repre-
sentative of piratical government, they will only
have the satisfaction of voting a ticket labelled
““Republican.” That is all. They will thus dis-
grace and weaken their party for party’s sake. It
is difficult to imagine a blindness of party spirit
more dense and mischievous. CARL SCHURZ,
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‘GEORGE M. PULLMAN.

REAR-ADMIRAL JOHN LORIMER
WORDEN, U.S.N.

REAR-ADMIRAL JoHN LoRIMER WORDEN, United States
navy (retired), who died in Washington on October 18,
achieved an international reputation and earned the live-
ly gratitude of his countrymen by the energy and skill
with which he commanded the original Monitor in her
memorable action with the Merrimac. This duel of the
ironclads is one of the great historic sea actions, and its
result relieved a situation filled with possibilities of the
gravest evil for the Union cause.

The principal sea actor in this valorous drama was
born ‘in Sing Sing, New York, March 12, 1818, and was
on January 10, 1834, appointed a midshipman in the
navy from Fishkill, Dutchess County. Worden took up
his new work in the time-honored grooves,
performing the usual routine duties of
his profession, serving in junior grades
on the Brazil, Mediterranean, Pacific, and
home stations, and finally achieving the
grade of Lieutenant in 1846, twelve years
after entrance. During the Mexican war
he was again employed on the Pacific
station, and then in various duties afloat
and ashore up to the threatened outbreak
of the war of the rebellion.

This found him executive officer of the
frigate Savannah, attached to the home
squadron; but on April 6,1861, he report-
ed, in obedience to orders, at Washington,
““for special duty connected with the dis-
cipline and efficiency of the naval ser-
vice.” Whatever may have been this
enigmatic detail, it evidently was not
congenial, for he asked to be relieved of
it at once, and the next day applied for
service at sea in some one of the more or
less incongruous vessels then being as-
sembled for projected work in Southern
waters. He had had a great deal of val-
uable experience afloat, and must by this
time have commended himself, as many
quiet unassuming men do, to the good
graces of his senior officers. It is true he
is nowhere personally mentioned, proba-
bly because no especial opportunities for
distinction had hitherto offered; but in
his twenty-seven years' service he had
acquired such a reputation for energy,
trustworthiness, and tact, that when in
those parlous days ““a difficult, perhaps
a dangerous, journey ” had to be per-
formed, Worden was selected.

At this time the government was sorely
disturbed by the failure of certain officers
to seize and garrison important strategic
points on the Gulf and Atlantic coasts;
and as a question of policy relating to
this had been substituted for action by
a reference to Washington, Worden was
instructed to go South by rail and direct
the senior officer off Pensacola to re-en-
force Fort Pickens. Upon his arrival at
the coast, Worden had to solicit permis-
sion from General Bragg, commanding
the Confederates, to visit the flag - ship
Sabine, then lying off shore and well out.
While this was granted on the under-
standing that he had no written despatch-
es, Worden made it very plain that he had
verbal instructions; but this was consid-
ered so unimportant that after a violent
gale had partly subsided he communicated with the fleet
outside. As Fort Pickens was immediately strengthened,
Worden, upon his return, was seized by the very angry
Bragg, and sent to Montgomery, where he remained a
prisoner until exchanged in November.

At this time there was under construction at Green-
point, New York, a nondescript iron -clad craft which
owed its inception to the masterful genius of Ericsson,
and its possibility of existence to several patriotic gen-
tlemen, whose faith in the inventor was emphasized by
their lavish expenditure of money. * Luckily for Worden,
his temperament did not wed him to the traditional and
conventional, and he had so few hard-and-fast objections
to a craft that was as unlike the sea fabrics of his expe-
rience as mind could well imagine, that he accepted its
offered command.
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‘Work was pushed on her expeditiously, and in this he
was ably seconded by that fine officer and chivalrous
gentleman Lieutenant S. Dana Greene, whose untimely
loss later the whole service mourned. But the Confeder-
ates had been valorous in their well-doing, and when, on
the 8th of March, 1862, the Merrimac, flying the broad pen-
nant of Commodore Buchanan, advanced to the attack off
Newport News, she had in company two small steamers,
the Raleigh and Beawufort, and within signal distance three
other vessels, mounting in all fifteen guns. The Federal
squadron was anchored in two divisions, the steam-frigates
Roanoke and Minnesota and the sailing-frigate St. Law-
rence off Fortress Monroe, and the frigate Congress and the
sloop-of-war Cumberland —the glorious Cumberland of
deathless memory—off Newport News. These latter were
first attacked, and fast and furious and desperate was the
fighting.

The story of that diastrous day is too well known for
repetition, but the results were the loss of the Cumberiand
and Congress and the grounding of the Minnesota. The
attack on this last occupied the closing hours of the day,

‘but as she could bring only one 11-inch gun to bear, her

capture was deemed so certain that the Confederates
anchored for the night under Sewalls Point.

The gloom of the country and of the fleet was lightened
about nine that night by the rumor that the mysterious
ironclad Monitor had arrived in Hampton Roads; and
this was cheering news, surely, for what could be more
opportune or welcome than an accession which might give
buttle on something like even terms? Early the next fore-
noon the action was renewed. It resolved itself largely
into a duel between the two ironclads, tlie main efforts of
the Federal steamer being to protect the Minnesota, against
which the attack had been previously directed. Ramming
was tried by both sides, but without effect, and the pro-
jectiles of that day dropped as harmlessly from the case-
mates of one as from the turret of the other. The battle
raged all the forenoon, and in the end, as neither missiles
nor ramming seemed to affect the new ally of the sorely
stricken fleet, the Confederates withdrew. Buchanan had
been wounded the day before, and the Merrimac was then
in command of Lieutenant-Commander Jones. Shortly
before the end of the fight Worden was badly wounded in

" the face by the flame and powder-dust of a shell which

exploded just outside the sight-hole of his pilot-house, and

~the command, well and ably sustained, devolved upon

Lieutenant Greene.

The enthusiasm of the country was rampant. - Worden
received the thanks of Congress by name, and was ad-
vanced a grade —both rare distinctions, that lucklessly
rarely fall to naval officers in these ill-begotten days.
‘When he recovered from his painful wounds sufficiently
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to do duty—he never recovered entirely from the effects
of that bursting shell—Worden was assigned to inspec-
tion work in New York, and subsequently he destroyed,
under particularly creditable circumstances, the celebrated
Confederate privateer Nashoille. In 1866 he went back to
his old station—the Pacific—in command of the Pensacola,
and in 1868 he was promoted to the grade of Commodore.
He exercised later many important commands and duties;
was made a Rear-Admiral in 1872, and at bis own re-
quest—for by virtue of his thanks from Congress lis time
on the active list was extended ten years—he was in De-
cember, 1886, placed on the retired list.

Such, briefly sketched, is the career of a man who made
history—to whom was given the privilege of asserting the
supremacy of the new over the old; and who, in the very
nick of time, found himself in circumstances where his

REAR-ADMIRAL JOHN LORIMER WORDEN, U.S.N,

energy and promptitude redounded to the honor and well-
being of his native land. He served his country for over
sixty years, and he passes into the honored traditions of
his profession with the reputation of a good officer who
earned and deserved the gratitude of the people.

J. D. JERROLD KELLEY.

GEORGE M. PULLMAN.

GEORGE MORTIMER PULLMAN, who died suddenly at his
home in Chicago on October 19, was typical in many
respects of the successful American.  He accomplished
things. He was self-made. He began life as clerk in a

. village store at a salary of §40 a year. He ended it a mill-

ionaire, known generally as.the ‘ palace-car magnate.”
Between these extremes, and through the
various stages which led from the one to
the other, his life entered into that of
thousands upon thousands in various
ways. He made his mark in the world,
and in doing so accumulated a fortune of
probably more than §30,000,000.

Mr. Pullman was born in Brocton,
Chautauqua County, New York, on
March 8, 1831. His father was a hard-
working mechanic, who had forged ahead
a little in life by becoming a mover of
buildings. At fourteen George became a
clerk in a store at Westfield, New York,
and remained there three years. His par-
ents moved to Albion, and George, when
seventeen years old, went home to learn
cabinet-making. He soon had to become
the mainstay of his mother,.owing to his
father’s death. -He took up his father’s
business of moving buildings. The Erie
Canal was being enlarged, and young
Pullman moved scores of buildings away
from its banks. - After a while he moved
a brick building, and that unheard-of feat
was the starting-point of his fortune. It
took him to Chicago.

Friends had told Pullman of the task
of raising all Chicago about eight feet 1o
admit the making of sewers. He went
there and raised the Matteson House, a
brick building, without injury to the
building or any stoppage of business.
After that he had all the work he could
do, and became what in those days was -
called a wealthy man.

Pullman had become acquainted with
State Senator Ben Field,of Albion. There
was talk at that time of building sleep-
ing-cars. Field and Pullman talked it
over. A crude sort of car was put in
operation on the Chicago and Alton Rail-
road. Then Pullman went away to Col-
orado for three years. After he came
back he developed the sleeping-car idea.
He built the car *“ Pioneer,” spent $18,000
on it, and at once was started on the high-
road to fortune He had originated some-
thing. He built shops, employed thou-
sands, formed a company, whose affairs
he managed with consummate skill. Its
capital increased from a nominal sum to
$20,000,000. It owns at present 2600
cars, operated over 126,000 miles of rail-
road. All this was accomplished in the
years from 1867 to 1897.

Mr.Pullman did one other notable thing.
He built a city for working-men, the town of Pullman,
now part of Chicago. He built it for his employees, not
as a gift, but as a money-making enterprise. He gave
them sunny, healthful homes, good streets, good sanitation,
for what they had paid for unattractive homes. It is now
a settlement of 15,000 persons, and is still known as a
model city for working-men.

Soon after the panic of 1893 the Pullman Company and
the town of Pullman felt the hard times seriously.” Wages
were reduced and many men were out of work. There
was a demand for a restoration of wages. It led to the
great railroad strike of 1894—a strike that cost the country
millions of dollars, and was not ended until Federal troops
were sent to stop the rioting.

The cause of Mr. Pullman’s death was heart-disease.
He leaves a wife, two sons, and two daughters.
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FESTIVAL OF MOUNTAIN AND PLAIN AT DENVER, COLORADO—PROCESSION OF OCTOBER 6 PASSING THE GRAND STAND.

MISS MAXINE ELLIOTT.

THE DRAMA.

THREE productions, that offer material for contrast, have
lately been seen on the New York stage. 7%e Lady of
Lyons stands, of course, for the very epitome of the
old stilted methods of play-writing; and Mrs. Madeline
Lucette Ryley’s An American Citizen and Mr. Frank-
lin Fyles’s Cumberland, ’61, may serve as examples of
the methods of to-day. Lovers of Ibsen, of Pinero, and
of George Bernard Shaw would indignantly repudiate
either Mrs. Ryley or Mr. Fyles as belonging to the ““ new ”
school of playwrights; and it is certainly true that both
these writers display very little sympathy with realism
as realism is generally understood. On the other hand,
such dramatists as Pinero and Ibsen, appealing as they
do to special audiences, represent no popular movement
in thedrama. Playwrights like Mrs. Ryley and Mr. Fyles,
who make a direct bid for popularity, give, when they
achieve success, a clear indication of the condition of the
public taste. So it is worth while to take advantage of
the opportunity to compare the taste in the drama of to-
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day with the taste of sixty years ago, when 7%e Lady of

Lyons first won its extraordinary success.

At the Lyceum Theatre the ridiculous speeches and

episodes of Bulwer-Lytton’s romance have been followed .

with areally touching seriousness. Even when, during the
first act, Claude Melnotte whimpers and frets, and scolds
his poor mother because of his peasant birth, he re-
ceives from his bearers a sympathy which even Mr. E.
H. Sothern’s' popularity cannot make quite comprehen-
sible. All considerations of common-sense apart, however,
how admirably 7The Lady of Lyons is put together! The

first act presents the germ of the story with perfect clear- |

ness, and the drama develops it swiftly, coherently, and

always interestingly.. It is only as you follow it line by -

line that you see how cheap and false its sentiment is,
how absurd are the characterizations and the situations.

The chief interest of the production naturally centred
in Mr. Sothern’s performance of Claude, a part which, in
spite of its poor quality, offers an actor splendid oppor-
tunities for the display of versatility and power. Unfor-
tunately, these opportunities served to bring into relief Mr.
Sothern’s worst faults. His interpretation was sadly de-
ficient in strength, and his delivery of his longer speeches
grew painfully monotonous, notably that superb exhibition
of lying in which his palace on the Lake of Como is de-
scribed. Miss Harned,as Pauline, always made a very beau-
tiful picture, and in her quiet moments she played with a
charming naturalness. Her stronger scenes, however, over-
taxed her, and from a winsome girl she became almost ex-
asperatingly shréwish. The members of the supporting
company all did satisfactory work, the costumes were
beautiful and appropriate, and the elaborate scenery gave
the piece a finer setting than its merits deserved.

In turning from The Lady of Lyons to An American
(litizen, by so popular and so modern a writer as Mrs.

Ryley, produced at the Knickerbocker Theatre, one would-

naturally expect to be transported into the society of be-
ings of a wholly different world. And indeed the con-
trast at first seems very marked. Mrs. Ryley is nothing
if not “‘smart.” Her long experience on the stage has
enabled her to write from the actor’s point of view, which
is, of course, that of producing an effect in the swiftest
and the surest manner, and it has also given her an exceed-
ingly useful knowledge of those stage devices which are
so important in the more or less artificial creation that
every drama must be. She is able, therefore, to construct
plays with movement and with cleverly arranged cli-
maxes. When a ready wit and a talent for sparkling
dialogue are mentioned among her gifts, it would seem as
if Mrs. Ryley possessed all the qualifications that make a
good playwright. But skill and humor must. have a
foundation to work on, and in An American Citizen it is
in supplying this foundation that Mrs. Ryley shows her
weakness, just as she has shown it in previous plays. In
building her plot she has chosen one of those situa-
tions which for so many years have lain in the storehouse
of playwrights and novelists, and which find in 7%he Lady
of Lyons a conspicuous example. Over all the brightness

z

and the charm of the play hangs the shadow of this ab-
surd artifice. If one could accept Mrs. Ryley’s premises,
An American Citizen would be a thoroughly delightful
and even brilliant comedy. But the adventures of the
patriotic American citizen, Beresford Cruger, called upon
to renounce his country, to change his name to Carew, and
to marry within twenty-four hours an Englishwoman
whom he bardly knows, in order to gain a legacy and to
save his firm from disaster, result simply in dragging the
work down to the level of farce. The first act, which
transpires in the hero’s business office in New York, is ad-
mirably executed. The characters as they appear quick-
ly define themselves, the interest is firmly established,
and the earlier scenes give promise of a strongly executed
play. In spite of the absurdity of the situation develop-
ed toward the close, the interest carries over strongly to
the second act, where the hero, a year after his marriage
and immediate separation from his wife, appears in the
careival at Nice and accidentally meets Mrs. Carew. In
the scenes between the two Mrs. Ryley manages, through

BERESFORD CAREW (MR. GOODWIN) AND MRS, CAREW
(MISS ELLIOTT) IN “AN AMERICAN CITIZEN,” ACT III.
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delightful comedy, to show their liking for each other, and
to suggest, by many clever touches, its inevitable growth
into love. The third act, through a very natural and
amusing complication, introduces Carew into his wife’s
apartments at her hotel in Nice, and here Mrs. Ryley does
her most brilliant work. Indeed, few plays produced in
this country in recent years have contained scenes and dia-
logue so humorous and unforced. Moreover, much of the
humor serves to strengthen the character-drawing, which
is, of course, the highest compliment that could be paid
to it.

The last act transfers the hero to London, where, after
giving up his fortune, he is living in a garret, poor but
““game,” and fulliof confidence in the new stove polish
which he is booming. Mrs. Ryley’s material seems to
have failed her here, for in order to fill out the act she
brings on a wholly new interest in the shape of the scrub-
by boy who builds Carew’s fires and runs his errands.
The scenes between the two are amusing enough, except
during those few moments when Carew becomes almost
maudlin in his pathetic efforts to celebrate Christmas eve.
Of course his wife, by one of those miracles that are every-
day occurrences in the drama, hunts him down, and the
piece closes with an exceedingly pretty love scene, which
shows that Mrs. Ryley can handle not only humor but
sentiment as well. Iu spite of its faults, it is a thorough-
ly interesting work, and well worth the attention of those
who hope for the creation in this country of a drama of
our own. It is by far the best thing Mrs. Ryley has done
yet, and it is the play that makes her strongest claim to
being taken seriously. If she will only take herself and
her work more seriously, if she will choose a simple
theme and rely for her material wholly on her own obser-
vation of life and character, she will undoubtedly give us
one of these days, a genuine comedy of exceptional merit.

As Mrs. Ryley wrote An American Citizen for Mr. N. C.
Goodwin, it is safe to assume that she adapted the leading
character to his abilities, and she deserves credit for hav-
ing measured him so accurately. It is unfortunate that
Mr. Goodwin cannot rid himself of the suggestion of
vulgarity in his manner; if he could, he might be a
trifle less amusing to his old followers, who have not yet
forgiven him for ceasing to be a buffoon, but he would
take a much higher position as an artist, and he would
win many new admirers. He nearly always tries to be
natural, and for this endeavor in an actor the theatre-
goer ought to be very grateful. As the American Citizen
Mr. Goodwin gave a performance marked by both skill
and humor, and free from the least suggestion of exag-
geration. He is at his worst when called upon to be
pathetic, but fortunately Mrs. Ryley, save in that last act,
showed him mercy. Miss Maxine Elliott, as Mrs. Carew,
proved that she has made a great advance as an actress
since she was last seen here. She has not as yet acquired
authority, or added to her wonderful beauty the final
grace of dignity of manner, but she played with a great
deal of delicacy and with a charming humor.

After enjoying An American Citizen, one could feel
cheerful in thinking of new American plays, and could
look forward with agreeable anticipation to seeing Cum-
berland, ’61, a war drama by Mr. Franklin Fyles, a dra-
malic critic of long experience, recently produced at the
Fourteenth Street Theatre. Of course, through long
suffering from impossible plots and extravagant, hi-
falutin dialogue, Mr. Fyles might be expected to write
a sane, wholesome play that could be followed with in-
terest and pleasure by intelligent theatre-goers like him-
self. Perhaps this high expectation added to the disap-
pointment in his drama. Can it be that in all these
years Mr. Fyles has been studying not merely what is
good on the stage, but what is so bad that it will be sure
to be enormously popular? It is hard to believe that Mr.
Fyles himself really considers Cumberland, 61, a serious
piece of writing. He had a great opportunity; he might
have chosen from the war legitimately dramatic themes,
and woven them into a strong and human play. He pre-
ferred, however, to plan aseries of noisy episodes, of which
a grotesque vendetta was a leading feature, and he has
strung them together in a work that contains almost no
suggestion of real life and excites laughter when intend-
ed to be most impressive. The dialogue is stilted, the
attempts to create humor are extremely feeble, and the
work has very little to commend it save its skill in tech-
nical construction,which, on the whole,is very good. The
company contained players worthy of better work, among
them W. J. Ferguson, who was altogether admirable.

It would be pleasant, in looking back on the three per-
formances under discussion, to call attention to a great
advance in play-writing made since the days when the
affectation and the falseness of public taste established
The Lady of Lyons in favor. But whatever encourage-
ment we may derive from An American Citizen is sadly
dashed by such a piece as Cumberland, '61. As a mat-
ter of fact, during the past half-century public taste in
the drama has advanced very little, Our drama is piti-
fully inadequate in its mission of holding the mirror up
to nature; our playwrights seem to be actuated by a de-
sire to get as far away from nature as possible. The
standards and the intelligence that we apply to the con-
sideration of conduct and of character in daily life be-
come wofully warped when applied to that reflection of
life which we are supposed to find in the theatre. Here
and there we discover a dramatist who is faithful to the best
standards, and, as in Mrs. Ryley’s work, we occasionally
see excellence accompanying weakness, sincerity united
to hollow artificiality. But we have not yet reached the
plane where we can afford to laugh at The Lady of Lyons
and its multitude of companions. JoHN D. BARRY.

A SUCCESSFUL FESTIVAL.

TaE success of the third annual Festival of Mountain and
Plain has insured the continuance of the festival as one of
the established institutions of Denver for all time to come.
Numbers of the Western cities have developed a propensity
toward a big and elaborate annual frolic, more or less after
the pattern of the New Orleans Mardi-gras, but in the fall,
after the harvest, instead of in winter. Denver’s recent
merrymaking lasted three days— October 5, 6, and 7.
The whole State of Colorado was implicated in it, and
the several counties were represented by floats in the pro-
cession, while visitors came from far beyond the State’s
bounds. The first day there was a great procession rep-
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resenting industrial progress. The second day was all
frolic, with processions of maskers, grotesque floats, and
miscellaneous levity of all sorts. The third day’s show
was largely military, and the State troops, the available
regulars, and visiting military organizations paraded. It
wound up with a night procession, when, in the words of
a head-line artist, ¢ the phosphorescent trail of the Silver
Serpent laid an iridescent radiance upon the city, and a
brilliance that made the stars sneak behind the clouds.”
The trail led finally to the Broadway Theatre; and there
‘“the wealth and beauty of the State danced with the
Silver Serpent’s slaves” and had a royal time. It wasa
festival to be remembered. There were twenty-six bands,
and a band tournament. There was a big squad of Ind-
ians and a Wild West performance. There were military
companies, and competitions for them, and there was a
large squad of maids of honor, selected by vote from the
counties of the State, who adorned the pageants and
danced at the ball. The picture on another page of the
WEEKLY, of the procession of the second day passing the
grand stand, gives only a dim notion of the exuberance of
this lively show, The willingness to take a huge amount
of trouble and to spend a good deal of money for annual
frolics of this sort is an interesting featurve of contem-
porary Western character. Such ebullitions have never
developed on such a scale in New England or in the
Bast. They are of the South and West, and they indicate
the presence of a streak of spectacular gayety in the
American character on which we have not been much
used to count. It means, no doubt, a strong infusion of
French or German blood.

A MATTER OF MUNICIPAL OWNERSHIP,
AND WHAT CAME OF IT.

THE question of municipal ownership of street-car fran-
chises has aroused much discussion in recent years, but it
was not until Jast spring that any municipality in this
country was brought face to face with such a problem,
That municipality was New York city. It was discov-
cred that the city had certain rights of purchase in two
street-car lines, the Sixth and the %ﬂighmh Avenue systems,
and it was asserted that if the city did not gi’ercise those
rights at once, whereby it could secure absolute owner-
ship of the lines and obtain property worth $7,000,000
for about $2,500,000, it would practically lose its rights
through the permission of the State Railroad Commission
and the property-owners along the lines to change the mo-
tive power from horses to an underground trolley.

Public agitation in the matter reached a stage of bitter-
ness in a few weeks. The question of the city’s rights
and the city’s duty bounded like a ball from clubs and
labor organizations to the courts and the Legislature. - It
stirred up strife in the Board of Aldermen. The city offi-
cials, especially the Commissioner of Public Works and
the Corporation Counsel, were denounced by many as in-
different to the city’s interests. Politics began to play a
part in the discussion. It was not until litigation on one
phase of the matter reached the stage of appeal to the
highest court in the State and the local campaign began
to absorb public attention, that the question ceased for a
time to plague the people. :

There were probably not one thousand persons in all
New York city who knew that the city had any so-called
rights in these two railroads until there arose a bitter war-
fare between the two large street-railroad systems of the
city—the Metropolitan Traction Company and the Third
Avenue Railroad Company. Each wanted control of what
is known as the Kingsbridgeterritory,the undeveloped part
of the city to the north and east of the Harlem River.
They could not agree on a compromise. The Third Ave-
nue’s lawyers went to work to overhaul the Metropolitan’s
franchises. The Metropolitan leased the Sixth and Eighth
Avenue lines. It paid a rental of $145,000 for the Sixth
Avenue line and a rental of $215,000 for the Eighth Ave-
nue line. All the city got out of these lines in the way of
revenue was an annual license fee of $50 a car for every
car used.

The Third Avenue’s lJawyers diiscovered that the city ap-
parently had the right of purchase of both of these lines
by paying for the cost of construction and ten per cent.
additional. Inasmuch as the rent for the roads represented,
at twenty-five per cent., a capital of $7,000,000, and inas-
much as the cost of building had not been at the outside
more than $2,500,000, it was seen that the city could get a
bargain at-small cost, comparatively speaking. The Third
Avenue Company wanted to cripple its rival, undoubted-
ly, and take away from it two of its best-paying lines.

In 1851 the Common Council of New York gave per-
mission for the operation of these lines, reserving to the
city the right of purchase at the cost of construction and
ten per cent. additional, and also declaring that no other
power than that of horses should be used below certain
streets. The Court of Appeals has since decided that the
grant to the companies was not valid at the time, but that
the law of 1854 regarding railroad franchises made it valid.
Since that time there has been litigation on minor points
at various times about these roads. It was asserted in one
case that the railroad law of 1874 relieved the companies
from paying the annual license to the city. The Court of
Appeals decided otherwise, and declared that the rights
of the city were in the nature of a contract, which legisla-
tion could not abridge.

When the Third Avenue line’s lawyers made public
their discovery a hubbub started at once. A man named
H. J. Braker offered the city $2,000,000 for the franchises,
and also agreed to pay the entire cost of repurchasing the
roads, and, in addition, to guarantee a revenue to the
city of at least $100,000 a year for the roads. The Third
Avenue line offered first $1,000,000, with an annual pay-
ment of ten per cent. of the gross receipts, and then
practically offered to pay $4,000,000 for the franchises
outright. At once various organizations, political and
otherwise, took up the matter. The newspapers began
to discuss the case. It was contended by some that the
city had lost its rights entirely. Other persons said that
although tbe city had all of its original rights, having
done nothing to forfeit them, there was no legal way by
which it could avail itself of these rights.

Meanwhile the Metropolitan Company applied to the
State Railroad Commission for permission to change the
motive power on the roads. A clamor arose at once to

the effect that if the company was allowed to change the

motive power it would mean an addition to the construc-
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tion cost of the systems of $3,000,000, and that then 1he
city would not have a bargain if it should decide to avail
itself of its privilege to buy back the roads. It was con-
tended that by securing the roads before the motive power
was changed the city could make a profit of $318,000 a
year simply by leasing them at their present rental. It
was also contended that by issuing short-term bonds for
three years the roads would pay for themselves, and that
the city would own them absolutely to operate for itself
or to lease, in accordance with the terms of the charter of
Greater New York. It was also asserted that the city
officials ought to fight, by technicalities if necessary, the
right of the Railroad Commission to give permission to
change the motive power until the city’s exact rights of
ownership were determined.

The Traction Company promptly secured the permis-
sion to use the underground trolley. The Railroad Com-
missioners said their duty was purely ministerial in the
case. If the city’s rights were infringed upon, there was
a legal way of protecting those rights. It was no part of
their duty to go outside of their own legitimate sphere
of legal operations. The Commissioner of Public Works
then decided to grant permission to put in the new sys-
tem. The Corporation Counsel had advised him. that,
owing to a decision in a similar case involving the Third
Avenue line, and owing to changes in the general railroad
law, he was required to give the permit, and that if he
refused the Metropolitan Company could mandamus him,
In that case the city might not be in a position to assert
freely what rights it might have in the roads.

The Corporation Counsel was clearly disposed to con-
sider the question judicially. He pointed out that the city
had all of its original rights, even if the motive power
should be changed. Advocates of the purchase by the
city pointed out that those rights would be valueless
under such circumstances. The Corporation Counsel, in
an opinion to the Sinking Fund Commissioners, later de-
clared that he did not want to become a public obstruc-
tionist to a desirable improvement on a mere possibility
that the city might have certain rights in the matter.

The Board of Aldermen then considered a resolution
asking the Corporation Counsel to inform them about the
matter, and asking him to take such action as the city’s
interests demanded. The resolution was sent to the Rail-
road Committee. Finally a public hearing was given on
it. The City Hall was stormed, and the meeting was
almost riotous. It had to adjourn for a short time to se-
cure order. After a session of several hours the subject
was dropped for the time. .The Commissioner of Public
‘Works and the Corporation Counsel had drawn up a per-
mit for the Traction Company, with provisions that made
it practically certain the company would not accept.
Meanwhile the Corporation Counsel drew up a bill which
was sent hurriedly to the Legislature, giving the city the
right to issue bonds to buy the roads, and to operate or
Jease them in case it finally secured complete ownership
in them. The bill reached (he Legislature only one week
before final adjournment, and despite urgent effort, failed
to receive consideration.

The opponents of the Traction Company then declared
that at least the city should receive something for the
privilege of changing the motive power. They declared
thut the Traction Company would really be putting in new
railroads. For such a privilege that company pays the
city $150,000 a year for the use of Broadway below
Fourteenth Street. It was declared that the city, by this
new arrangement, would be giving up forty-five miles, five
feet wide and two feet deep, of city streets. At the rate
charged for vaults underneath sidewalks this would bring
several millions of dollars to the city.

It was evident that no move was being made or could
be made by the city authorities, in accordance with the
Corporation Counsel’s views, to check the Metropolitan
system. The Corporation Counsel had declared that the
city had no money with which to buy the roads, and could
get none, and that even if it had the money, it had no
authority to operate the roads should it secure them. A
tax-payer’s suit to stop the issue of the permit by the Com-
missioner of Public Works was the next move. Eugene
Clifford Potter asked the court to make permanent an in-
junction stopping the work, on the ground that the city’s
interests were being wasted. It was argued before Justice
Beach of the Supreme Court. Mr. Potter lost. Justice
Beach decided that the permit must issue. He did not
pass directly upon the right of the city for a repurchase.

An appeal was taken to the appellate division of the
Supreme Court, and that court sustained Justice Beach.

An appeal was taken from there to the Court of Appeals,
and it will be considered there soon. After this final ap-
peal was made the Sinking Fund Commissioners asked
the Corporation Counsel for a full survey of the matter.
He declared that what the city originally possessed in the
roads was simply an ‘‘option” to buy. Others had de-
clared that the agreement in question was in the nature
of a contract. The Corporation Counsel decided that some
board of the city must take action before the city could
do anything, and that the Legislature must put the city in
a position to manage the roads in case of repurchase. He
said nothing about a recent decision of the Court of Ap-
peals that the management of railroads within the limits
of a city is a ‘““municipal purpose.” He defended himseclf
warmly against the charge that he had been disinterested
as to the city’s welfare in the matter, and pointed out
that he had been alert, and had taken such action that in
no way could the city’s interests be put in jeopardy in fu-
ture litigation so far as his action was concerned.

All further litigation being stopped for the moment,
there was nothing for the Commissioner of Public Works -
to do, in the judgment of the Corporation Counsel, but
to issue the permit to change the motive power, and ac-
cordingly on September 9 the paper was issued, and in-
spectors were ordered to oversee the work. The political
platforms all had something to say about street-car fran-
chises and the city’s interests, as the result of the agitation.
Thus the case stands at present. It is a situation that has
befuddled most of the citizens of the metropolis itself.
‘What the result will be no one can predict. This much,
in the words of the Corporation Counsel, is undoubtedly
true:

*“If the city should ever find itself in a position to re-
acquire the roads, it is obvious that it will be able to do
so only after a long and bitter litigation.”

The situation evidently is one for thought by both ad-
vocates and opponents of municipal ownership of fran-
chises in the United States, F. M,
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A GREAT many people have been trying for a good
many years to understand Charles A. Dana. For twenty-
five years he has been under daily observation by several
hundred thousand people, who have followed the turns
of his mind as the Sun reflected them. It is doubtful
whether there is an American now living who has inter-
ested so many people so much, or who has excited so
many speculations as to his motives and character. There
was nothing mysterious about him, but there was a great
deal that, to most people, was surprising. - His.point of
view has always been a puzzle to observers. No one has
been able to say what he would do next. The most that
even an experienced observer could prophesy was that,
whatever it was, he would do it with vigor. Most of us
have had dreams of what we wished to accomplish in life,
and when retrospectively we inquire why the realization
has fallen so far short of the hope, we are apt to discover
either that we have been lazy or that we got tired and had
to stop and rest. It seemsas if Mr. Dana never got tired,
but had in him a marvellous vigor, which enabled him,
year after year and decade after decade, to pile one day’s
work upon another and make constant progress toward
the accomplishment of his desires. His three rules of life
secmed like the rhetorician’s three rules of oratory—action,
action, action. His rest was change of occupation. He
had great resources, physical and mental, and behind them
he had a will strengthened by years of resolute labor that
drove his machinery steadily and hard; and yet not too
hard, for he secemed to use his powers with the most exact
intelligence, neither abusing them nor letting any of them
rust by'disuse. : Never had a man a fuller appreciation of

the possibilities and satisfactions of mundane existence. .

He liked this world, and seemed to make it his business to
get out of it all the lawful gratification it could yield to
an intelligent being.  He worked hard, but he found great
pleasure in working; he played hard—hard enough at least
to yield him true recreation and keep him well. Few men
have more thoroughly cultivated or enjoyed the happiness
that is to be found in domestic life; very few men have
made their intellectual equipment yield them more enjoy-
ment. He liked to eat and drink, too, and to play -games;

he loved nature; he loved children; he liked trees and,

plants and flowers and animals—everything that was
beautiful or curious or interesting, whether it was na-
ture’s work or man’s.  'When so very many people make
such sorry work of getting pleasure out of life it is a lux-
ury, and a profit too, to contemplate a man who was good
at it. Happiness is largely an affair of the soul, and has
its own rules, and contradictory enough they often seem
to be; but having fun is an art, of which the first principle
is to keep a keen edge on the lawful appetites. No one
really enjoys his dinner unless he is hungry; no one can
long enjoy play unless he works. No one can have much
fun with his stomach unless he is content to keep a good
many things out of it, or much -fun with his head unless
he takes some_pains to keep it stored.. No one who is a
fossil, or an old fogy, or what the irreverent call a ‘* back
number,” or has ceased to learn or to have new emotions
and new ideas, need expect to have more than a second-
rate time. If Mr. Dana had fun, it was because he kept
all his faculties in use, and made them pay him tribute,
He was a very strong man, and that was his advantage,
but of more moment than that was it that he knew how to
keep alive, and was willing to take the trouble.

Most of us take pleasure, on occasion, in doing nothing,
and many of us find that these pleasant gaps in our ac-
tivities are agreeably beguiled by smoking tobacco. Mr.
Dana very rarely smoked. Ifno better method of beguiling
leisure moments offered, he would study the grammar
or the vocabulary of a new language, or simply think of
something different. There was another occupation in
which he did not indulge: he did not worry, nor indulge
regrets, nor cultivate remorse. Worry, as any one can
understand, would speedily have proved a destructive in-
dulgence to the editor of the Sun. Many persons worried
over the Sun, but Mr. Dana was not one of them. When
lie went home at night he left his newspaper behind him.

What makes conversation interesting is knowledge,
sumption, and the art of putting things; and ifa touch of
humor is added, so much the better. The same ingredi-
ents go to make an interesting newspaper, and into his
newspaper Mr. Dana put them all. His knowledge was
extraordinary in its scope and accuracy. He was a nota-
ble linguist; very learned in matters concerning trees,
plants, and flowers; wise in porcelains, pictures, and all
the objects that attract collectors; he knew history, litera-
ture, and people; he had edited an encyclopadia, and pub-
lished a collection of poetry which still holds first place
among books of its class and scope. All his life, too, he had
been in the thick of affairs, and when history had been
making he had his hand in the mixing of it. He had
thought the thoughts and shared the experiences of the
Brook-Farmers, had made the antislavery fight and learned
the business of newspaper-making in fifteen years of ser-
vice under Greeley on the Tribune. And he had served in
the war as the special observer and correspondent of Lin-
coln and Stanton. That was an extraordinary equipment
for an editor, and it is not to be wondered at that its pos-
sessor, when he came in charge of the Sun, made it count,
and that a notable newspaper resulted. It is a very com-
mon thing to hear editors and publishers of newspapers and
periodicals explain, when their products are censured or
criticised, that they are not editing to suit themselves, but
their buyers and subscribers. That is an explanation that
Mr. Dana never made. To all appearance he made the
Sun to suit himself and his purposes. Certainly its merits
were his merits, and its defects his defects, and he never
shuffled as to his responsibility for either. His manage-
ment of the Sun won him the execration of a good many
individuals, the admiration of very many others, and the
reputation of being the greatest newspaper editor of his
day. He knew good writing when hLe saw it, and also
good verse, and he liked both, not as a merchant likes
goods, but as an artist loves art. There never was an
editor more inspiring to his subordinates. His taste
was a literary standard that was respected from San
Francisco to Eastport. A poem that he would print in
the Sun was a fair poem; a poem that he praised was
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an excellent poem; a new poem that he was known to
carry about in his pocket-book was something young writ-
ers met to discuss. Very possibly the best days to have
known Mr. Dana as an editor were the old days when the
Sun-was still a four-page paper, which swelled to eight
on Sundays, and when the staff was still comparatively
small and every line of space counted. In those days cer-
tainly the Sun office was a fold where art was loved for
art’s sake, and where aspiring talent, uncertain of itself,
found recognition, guidance, and opportunity. In those
days, as ever since, Mr. Dana was liked and admired and
respected in the Sun office, and persons there, as clse-
where, with whom he had close personal relations, formed
strong attachments to him. It was said the other day, by
a man worn in his service, ‘“He was like a great tree, and
1 haye been glad to feel his shelter.” That is a sentiment
about him that many persons have shared, and not with-
out reason. He had much sentiment, and a sincere sym-
pathy with the under dog. 1f the worm would turn, he
would back the worm. He loved to sec the weak grow
strong; he loved to see the course of true love triumph
over the traditional obstacles. He strode through the
world shaping his own course, but a great charm about
bhim was that he never walked on stilts, and was never
disposed to shut himself off from his fellows and cowork-
ers,.but was both easily accessible to any one who had
any claim on his attention, and very courteous and agrec-
able to his callers. Usually in his office he did not stop
work to talk, but went right on reading his proof-sheets
or with whatever he had in hand, while he gossiped with
a visitor or discussed his errand.

Mr. Dana was one of the men, of whom comparatively
few are left, who knew intimately, by personal observa-
tion and recollection, many important phases of the his-
tory of the war. It is gratifying to learn that in the very
last year of his life he put into writing his memories of
his cxperiences as Assistant Secretary of War, and pre-
pared them for publication. :

The chief. biographical facts of his life are so well
known that they may be dismissed in a few words. He
was born in 1819, of a well-known New England family,
in Hinsdale, New Hampshire. R. H. Dana, who wrote
Two Years Before the Mast, was his cousin. His parents
took him while still an infant to western New York. His
first schooling he gotin a district school in Orleans Coun-
ty,.and his boyhood was speut in Buffalo, where he became
clerk in his uncle’s dry-goods store. That employment
failing,in 1837, e prepared himself for college in two years
and entered Harvard. He spent two years there, support-
ing himself partly by teaching. Then his eyesight failed,
and finding an open-air life necessary for a time, he left
college and joined the community at Brook Farm. There
he was concerned, among other employments, in editing
the Hurbinger. The Harvard degree which he did not
wait to take was conferred upon him in 1863, twenty
years after his class was graduated. In 1844,when Brook
Farm began to break up, he went to Boston, and found work
on Elizur Wright's Chronotype. In 1847 (fifty years ago) he
came to New York and found a place on the 7'7ébune. The
following year he .went to Europe as correspondent for
several newspapers. Then for thirteen years he worked
for the Tribune, then .the representative organ of all the
enthusiastic people who were to form the great Party of
Moral Ideas. He soon became the 777bune’s managing
editor, and earned a salary of $50 a week. During these
years he put together the Household Book of Poetry, and
with George Ripley edited the American Encyclopedia.
When the war broke out he made the 77ibune so much
hotter than Mr. Greeley could stand that they parted com-
pany, and Mr. Dana became Assistant Secretary of War
under Stanton. His chief service in that capacity was to
act as the special correspondent of the government at the
front, and to keep the Secretary of War and the President
informed of what was going on in the field. After the
war he spent a year in Chicago as editor of the Republican,
which failed from a lack of capital. Returning to New
York, he bought an interest in the Sun, became its editar,
made a prodigious newspaper success of it, and eventual-
ly became its chief owner. As editor of the Sun he has
been everywhere known, and very variously regarded.
When, after fifty years of hard work and meagre pay, he
began to be a rich man, he bought Dosoris Island, on the
north shore of Long Island, and made a country home
there, which is famous for the gardens and plantations
with which he adorned it. In later years lhe relaxed
a little the assiduity of his professional work, travelled
much in Europe and America, and interested himself in
collecting porcelains and objects of art. Still, up to the
time of the beginning of his illness last June (almost the
only illness he ever had), he kept up his usual routine
when at home, and went daily to his office. He died on
Sunday, October 17, and was buried on October 20 in the
churchyard of St. Paul’s church at Glen Cove. Two
Cuban flags, formed of red, white, and blue flowers, were
memorably conspicuous among the wreaths and crosses
that were left to mark his grave. Over the hill the Amer-
ican flag hung at half-mast from a school-house pole.

Miss Clara Barton, who got home early this month from
the sixth international conference of the Red Cross So-
ciety at Vienna, took early opportunity after getting
ashore to express the mortification it had caused her to
admit to the delegates at the conference that Congress
had not as yet seen fit to protect the Red Cross Society in
this country in the exclusive use of its name. Miss Bar-
ton said she had to confess that there were 284 American
persons, corporations, or firms who were using the red
cross as a trade-mark for private gain, besides ‘‘innumer-
able bodies which have founded Red Cross societies for
local purposes, and who are in no way connected with the
national organization.” Of course imitation is the sin-
cerest flattery, but Miss Barton seems to feel that flattery
of that sort may easily be overdone. She intimates, too,
that the Red Cross in this country is very insufficiently
endowed, and said that the European delegates to the con-
ference were surprised that the American society had not
been more adequately provided for.

Mr. Edwin Lord Weeks, the artist, and a writer well
known to readers of HARPER'S MAGAZINE, came recently
to this country from Paris, where he lives, to act as Eu-
ropean juror for the Carnegic Institute Exhibition at
Pittsburg. The appointment is complimentary to Mr.
‘Weeks, who, by-the-way, is just now amuch-complimented
person.  Very recently the international jury at Munich
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awarded him a first-class medal, which, as he went to
Munich as a delegale and did not mean to compete, he
felt constrained to decline; but he accepted another
first class shortly after, which was awarded him at
Dresden. His name has been put up by Mersen as cor-
responding member of the Institute of France.

These are the lines that du Maurier is said to have sent
to his father when, somewhat to his own astonishment, he
had passed a dreaded examination:

Care mihi princeps, sum per, mirabile dictu,
Proxima sed rasura, fuit, ni fallor, aratri.

Translated by the Cambridge Review, they run:

Dear Governor, ’tis no less strange than true

That, by a lucky fluke, 'm through, I'm through,
And yet it was, unless I’'m much mistaken,

A close shave of a plough—just saved my bacon.

The examination must have been one that he passed
in University College, Loudon, where he studied chem-
istry.

The incident recalls another that is associated with du
Maurier. To most readers of 7%e Martian Barty Josse-
lin’s gift of feeling the north must have seemed a pure
flight of fancy. On the contrary, it is stated that du
Maurier himself in his youth possessed this curious fac-
ulty, and,isince The Martian was published, other persons,
some of them well known, have owned up to the same
thing, It is an instinct that seems especially characteris-
tic of poets.

Among the adventurers who have planned to go to the
Klondike gold-fields next spring is Mr. A. H. H. Heming,
the artist,who started for the Barren Lands with Mr. Caspar
‘Whitney, but met with an accident which turned him
back. He intends to make again part of the journey he
made with Mr. Whitney, and will be the leader of an ex-
pedition which will travel to Dawson City by way of
Edmonton and the Athabasca and Mackenzie rivers.

Fiske Hall, the new Barnard College dormitory, is so
well along that the corner-stone, which was laid with due
ceremonies on October 16, was placed ‘about eight feet in
the air, at the top of the stone-work of the building. It is
better for the documents which go inside of a corner-stone
to have the stone where the sun and air can reach it. The
stone-laying was an interesting ceremony. Dean Smith
made an address, and Mr. Joseph Choate another, the
Dean supplying the more substantial sentiments, and Mr.
Choate the humor and some bits of news. One item of
news was that some one—a lady in England—had given
$5000 to found a scholarship in Barnard in memory of
Dr. Arthur Brooks. The giver of the new building, Mrs.
Josiah M. Fiske, was present, and herself helped to spread
the mortar on which the corner-stone was set.

Report says that the falling off of the Freshman class
at Yale is a subject of deep and puzzled meditation at
New Haven. Last year there were 354 Yale Freshmen;
this year there are 296. So Jarge a decrease scems to be
due to something else than chance, and there are vari-
ous guesses as to what has caused it. It can’t be hard
times, for most of the colleges show increased Freshmen
classes. Yale’s own Sheffield Scientific School shows a
gain of fifteen Freshmen, but in the Academic Depart-
ment is this loss of fifteen per cent. Some persons have
attributed this falling off to Bryan, some to Hinkey, some
to Cook, some to the removal of the fence, some to Yale’s
defeats in athletics, some to an alleged rise in the stand-
ard of scholarship, but there is no good reason to believe
that any of these guesses is right. No one knows why
those other fifty lads who were expected at Yale did not
go there. The way to find out is to get on the trail of
those lads and discover where they did go, and why. To
do that would not be very difficult, and the result of the
inquiry would be interesting. Meanwhile Yale intends
to keep open another year, anyhow.

There is a lively prospect of war between Princeton
University and the Presbyterian Church over the Prince-
ton Inn. Indeed, there is more than a prospect. Hos-
tilities have begun, and active skirmishing is in progress.
The Princeton Inn is a tavern conducted with the ap-
proval of the university authorities for the entertainment
of visitors, and also as a meeting-place for the upper-
class men of the university. It has a liquor license,
which it could not have obtained if the authorities of the
university were opposed to it, and it sells beer and other
alcoholic drinks. At the session of the New York Synod
of the Preshyterian Church on October 21, in Jersey City,
the Synod Reform Committee reported, ‘* with humiliation
and astonishment,” that a drinking-bar, legalized through
the signing of a petition by professors, has been establish-
ed at Princeton. In the face of such action by the con-
nivance of such authority, ‘“how long may we hope,”
cries the committee, “ to keep the pulpit, and even the
ministry, from the calamity of the cup?’ Entering its
‘““emphatic protest against the appearance of this old
monster under the sanction of professors,” the committee
warns Presbyterian parents against sending their boys to
any college where such temptations are tolerated.

On the same day the synodical convention at Plainfield,
New Jersey, discussed a resolution to urge the Presby-
tery of New Brunswick to discipline such of its members
as had signed the petition for the Princeton Inn license.
It was expected that the Synod of Pennsylvania would
discuss the same matter the same day, and perhaps have
;Ls 1lively a time over it as the Synod of Indiana lately
ad.

If total abstinence is demanded by the Presbyterian
Church, Princeton ought to be disciplined; but if mere
temperance js consistent with Presbyterianism, the Prince-
ton Inn, license,and all, would seem to be a good institu-
tion. Of course, if the university authorities believed
that the Inn promoted drunkenness, its license would be
taken away. What they do undoubtedly believe is that
it is a useful social institution that makes for good-fellow-
ship, and incidentally for good and temperate habits. It
is not known that total abstinence has ever been made to
prevail among the students of a great university; but it is
a comparatively simple matter in such a town as Princeton
to compel all drinking to be done surreptitiously and out
of sight. That, apparently, is what the synods would
like to see done. E. S. MARTIN,
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NANSEN'S CANVAS KAYAK, OR CANOE, AND MAST, AND THE PADDLE HE MADE FROM A SNOW-SHOE—ON THE SLED USED FOR TRANSPORTING CANOE
ARE HIS SKIS, OR SNOW-SHOES, SKI-STICK, AND TENT-POLE. '

NANSEN’S OIL-STOVE AND COVER, WOODEN CUP, MITTENS, AND LEATHER
LEGGINGS, AND A MODEL OF THE “FRAM” MADE BY HER DESIGNELR.

1. NANSEN'S BELT, SHEATH, AND KNIFE. 2. HARNESS USED BY NANSEN FOR
HAULING SLED. 3. HOOD WORN BY NANSEN. 4. BEAR-SKIN MOCCASINS
MADE AND WORN BY NANSEN.

POLAR BEAR PHOTOGRAPHED BY NANSEN JUST BEFORE HE SIHOT IT. NANSEN ON HIS ARRIVAL AT CAPE FLORA.

FROM DR. FRIDTJOF NANSEN’S COLLECTION.—[Ske Pace 1087,]
ARTICLES USED BY HIM ON HIS JOURNEY T0 THE FARTHEST NORTH, AND EXHIBITED IN NEW YORK UNDER THE AUSPICES OF THE AMERICAN GEOGRAPHICAL SOCIETY.
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- - THE PRIME GREAT SECRET.

¢ O such thing as the prime great secret, eh ?”

It was the Silent Member who spoke, a rare
occurrence in itself and one to command atten-
tion, but there was something more than mere

words in the sentence that has just been recorded. The
Fliend hastened to take up the challenge.

‘“No, sir; the prime great secret is but the baseless
fable of a duffer’s dream, our twentieth-century substitute
for the philosopher’s stone, and equally elusive and un-
substantial. Golf, with all things else in nature, has its
fixed laws, its immutable Jimitations—"

“ Most assuredly,” retorted the Silent Member; ‘1 have
watched your game long enough to know that. Limita-
tions, indeed! As it happens, your particular golfing cult
is founded upon Sir Walter Simpson’s ‘categorical im-
perative,” and ‘hitting the ball’ is the sum and substance
of all yourefforts. Given that as a premise and we arrive,
through process of logic, at the following beautiful para-
dox : the oftener the ball is hit, the fewer strokes it will
take to do the round. For a concrete illustration we will
examine your score-card for last Saturday’s medal play.”

The Silent Member walked over to the bulletin-board.
‘“ Here it is,” he went on. *‘ You hit the ball on that oc-
casion no fewer than one hundred and thirty-seven times.
Now what does that prove?”

‘‘ Nothing,” growled the Fiend. ‘“You know perfectly
well that I broke my play-club at the third hole.”

““But you continued to hit the ball,” persisted the Silent
Member.

¢ Of course I did,” roared the Fiend, goaded to madness
under this indecent application of the argumentum ad
hominem, ‘‘but somehow the confounded thing wouldn’t

““Precisely. Then you must acknowledge that there is
something in Zow you hit the ball if it is to go.”

“ Well, and what then?”

““Oh, that Zow is the prime great secret.”

““Indeed,” sneered the Fiend. ‘“Possibly you speak
from the vantage-ground of a personal experience.”

The Silent Member smiled, but there was an infinite
sadness in the lines about his mouth. “1I do,” he said,
simply. Then he opened the door and went out.

For some moments nobody spoke. The tremendous
significance of the Silent Member’s categorical aflirmation
was more than overwhelming; it was paralyzing. And
that last look in his eyes as he turned and closed the door!
There was a despair in it, a freezing hopelessness, that was
almost physical in its effects upon those who encountered
it. Robinson Brown actually shivered and his chair creak-
ed noisily as he leaned forward and held his hands close
above the crackling logs.

‘Woodehouse was the first to recover himself. *“What
rot!” he remarked, sententiously.

‘“Why, the old man, to my certain knowledge, has nev-
er had a club in his hand,” put in Egerton, ““and I've been
a member here for fifteen years. How about it, Ancient ?”

‘““He was one of the charter members,” returned the
Oracle, placidly, ““and dates back to ‘93 or thereabouts.”

‘“ A quarter of a century, then,” said the Fiend, making
a rapid mental calculation. ““That’s a long time to live
without playing molf. I always thought that there was
something uncanny about the man.”

““It’s equivalent to a stroke or hole to have him in the
gallery,” said Robinson Brown, decidedly. *‘I can’t play

BY W. G. VAN TASSEL SUTPHEN.

a little bit if I see him looking on. He always seems to
know what a fellow ought not to do, just before he goes
and does it.”

The impressiveness of this concluding statement was
somewhat marred by its lack of lucidity, and only Mr.
Brown’s fellow-members in Class C appeared able to grap-
ple with its subtle significance. They beamed complacent-
ly upon each other and interchanged unutterable winks.
Evidently there is a secret understanding among duffers.

“It isn’t hypnotism, either,” remarked Alderson,
thoughtfully. “ He doesn’t try to interfere in any way
with a man’s play, but there is something in that serene,
immovable, omniscient gaze of his that is absolutely fatal
to my holing-out. It makes me feel as though I was
about to read a paper at the T'wilight Club upon the mis-
takes in the Pentateuch, and had suddenly looked up and
recognized Moses sitting by the door.”

*“Well, in my opinion,” interrupted the Fiend, warmly,
““it’s most confoundedly impertinent of him. For a man
who, as the Anecient said, has been a member here for
twenty-five years and has never had a club in his hand—”

“But I never said any such thing,” interrupted the
Aneiént, in his turn.  “*If you’ll look back over the rec-
ords you’ll see his name often enough. Madison Grim-
shaw, captain of the club from 1893 to 1899; third man at
the open meeting in 1896; runner-up at Chicago in 1897;
six open wins from scratch in 1898, and the silver medal
at the amateur championship, same year; drawn against
Elphinstone of Peconic in the amateur finals of 1899, and
withdrew—there the record stops.”

“Well, of all things!” and the Fiend drew in his breath
sharply. ‘M. Grimshaw, our Silent Member, he the Mad-
ison Grimshaw. of those six glorious years, the golden
age of the Marion County Club! You can’t mean it?”

“ But I do; he is Madison Grimshaw.”

‘“But—but I thought—that is, I always understood—
there was a catastrophe, something tragic—went under in
a big match, didn’t he? Apoplexy, or perhaps it was
collapse. All the papers were full of it. I can just re-
member the excitement in the air.”

“1f you want the truth about it,” said the Ancient,
slowly, ““it was simply a case of too much prime great
secret.”

‘“Then there is such a thing?”

“Unquestionably.”

‘“And Grimshaw possessed it?”

““Without a doubt; and he has it still.”

“ But—but he never uses it.”

“He never did use it but once, and that is just where

the story comes in.”

‘“Fire away,” said the Fiend, with an air of tolerant
scepticism. “ Of course you won’t expect us to believe
the fairy-tale.”

“Certainly not,” retorted the Ancient. I don’t ex-
pect anything of a man who tees his ball in a bunker,
and yet has never done the course under triple figures.
Let me say, however, that I simply propose to state the
facts, and not to comment upon them. Have I the floor?”

The privilege was immediately accorded, and the Fiend,
under threat of being gagged with an old ball if he ven-
tured upon any interruption, retired to a distant corner
and affected to busy himself with the Golfing Annual.
But Woodehouse kept an eye upon him; there is jealousy
even among the wretched duffers of Class C, and he sus-

pected that the Fiend was hardly so indifferent as his ac-
tions would imply. - One may smile at the idea of a prime
great secret in golf, and yet be a villain.

‘“ As T have said,” began the old gentleman, “ our Grim-
shaw was indeed the Grimshaw of glorious memory, and
the crack amateur of his day. It was remarkable how
quickly he picked up the game, and since to natural gen-
ius he added an infinite capacity for taking pains, it is no
wonder that he was soon at the top of the tree. In Grim-
shaw the Marion County Club had developed a really
first-class man, and when the amateur championship
meeting for 1899 was awarded to us, we all felt confident
that our champion had more than an even chance to win
out.

“Well, at the end of the second day’s play it was pretty
plain that the contest for the gold medal lay between
Grimshaw and McLeod, an ex-Hoylake player and short
odds man. It was the old story of native skill against
imported talent, and for the first time the odds seemed to
be slightly in our favor. The luck of the draw kept the
men apart until the semi-finals, when they were paired
against each other, the second couple being Elphinstone
of Peconic and Hawley of Rollwood. Both Elphinstone
and Hawley were decidedly second-rank men, who had
managed to pull off their earlier matches through techni-
cal rulings, aided by unexpected reversals in form on the
part of their opponents. It was a foregone conclusion
that the survivor of the Grimshaw-McLeod match would
be the amateur champion of 1899, and the interest con-
sequently centred upon that contest. And upon the form
already shown Grimshaw had been backed to win.

“Now I had been carrying for Grimshaw. He had
great confidence in my judgment, although T was by no
means a crack in actual performance, and he had the idea
that T could steady him at a crisis better than anybody
clse, professional or what not. Of course I was doing my
best to pull him. through, both out of club loyalty and from
personal friendship.

“The match in the third round was a win for Grim-
shaw by five up and four to play, which looked very
fair on paper, McLeod being a strong player, but some-
how I fancied that the strain of the tournament was be-
ginning to tell upon my man. There were little signs of
weakness and indecision in his play, indicating that some-
thing was wrong. Of course it might be merely a tem-
porary falling off, but I began to feel a bit anxious. Nat-
urally I kept my misgivings to myself; it would have been
madness to even hint at them to Grimshaw.

‘I had been spending the tournament week at Grim-
shaw’s house, and on that particular Thursday night he
had gone up stairs at an early hour, presumably bound for
bed. A long night’s rest was exactly what he needed, and
I was consequently annoyed when I came up, a couple of
hours later, to notice that a light was still burning in his
bedroom. I knocked and then entered without waiting
for an answer. The room and bed were empty. I glanced
over at the corner where he kept his clubs, and—merciful
heavens!—the bag was gone. What-insanity of folly was
this ? Midnight practice before a crucial match! We
were lost indeed; I knew the match was McLeod’s as
surely as though I had seen it posted upon the bulletin-
board. I sank into a chair, crushed, broken-hearted. It
was now half past twelve.

““'The clock struck one, the door opened, and Grimshaw
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stood before me. I could hardly believe my senses. There
was a new light in his eyes and an assured smile upon his
lips that made him look like the Grimshaw of old; some-
thing had happened to restore his moral tone, some mir-
acle had given him back his pristine confidence in him-
self. I waited for the explanation.

“@rimshaw placed his bag of clubs in the corner, sat
down opposite to me, and prepared to light a cigarette.
Cigarettes! the rankest of poisons to a man of his tem-
perament. I-looked my blackest disapproval.

““Go easy, old man,’ he began, coolly. “It’s all right;
everything is all right, for I have the prime great secret,
direct from Colonel Bogey himself. I got it at the Thir-
teenth hole not half an hour ago.’

“Worse and worse! if this was really the explanation
of his altered demeanor. Poor fellow! it was only too
evident that his mind was giving way under the awful
strain of the tournament. A, this Juggernaut of golf!

“““You don’t believe me,’ said Grimshaw, looking at me
steadily. “ Well, what do you make of that? and he put
into my hand a small round object.”

The Aneient stopped, and fumbling in his waistcoat
pocket, produced a wooden box, which he solemnly hand-
ed to Alderson for inspection. It went from hand to
hand around the circle, and Woodehouse examined it with
especial interest. In shape it resembled a pill-box, and it
was made of some foreign-looking, close-grained wood,
very dark in color and highly polished. Upon the lid was
acouplet in black-letter, and Woodehouse slowly spelled it
out:

“ Once for far and once for sure
And once for what is past alle cure.”

The Aneient reached for the box, dropped it carelessly
into an outside pocket, and resumed his story.

*“*Open it,” said Grimshaw.

“1 did so, and saw that it contained a curious-looking
paste, or rather salve. It had an aromatic odor, not un-
pleasant, but quite unknown to me. Part of the contents
had been used, and now I could detect that same peculiar
odor hanging about Grimshaw himself.

““Well? and I looked at him expectantly.

“¢T may as well tell the whole truth,” he blurted out.
‘But first look at this,” and he handed me a parchment-
bound volume evidently of great age. It was in black-
letter, and purported to be a treatise on Black Magic,
printed at Leyden in 1527 by Carolus Nuyse, for Magister
Claudius Paraloubomatos, of the Academy of Universal
Science.

¢« What nonsense is this?" I said, frowningly.

“‘Read,” said Grimshaw, pointing to a marked para-
grapi.

“ Lette duffers toppe and duffers sclaffe,
The prime greate secret of the gowffe
The Bogey-Manne shalle give the wight
Who dares to playe, on moonless night,

“The Thirteen Hole from greene to tee.
A deede of darkenesg foul, pardie.

So once for far and once for sure
And once for what is past alle cure.”

“T lost my patience completely at this gibberish, and
shutting the book with a bang, I told Grimshaw plainly
that if he did not instantly throw away that cigarette and
go to bed, he would have to find some one else to carry for
him on the morrow. He listened to me exactly as though
I was some fractious child who had to be coaxed into
good-humor, and then said, quietly :

“¢Just as you please, old man. I absolve you from all
responsibility; but you have got to hear the story, and
you may as well resign yourself. Come in.’

“There was a knock at the door, and his man Pollock
entered, bearing a supper-tray. I groaned aloud. Welsh
rarebits and grilled bones! Well, nothing could matter
now, and I am very fond of a bone, so I resumed my seat
and held out my plate.

“*When I came up stairs this evening,” began Grim-
shaw, ‘I had every intention of going to bed at once,
and in fact I did get half undressed. DBut I soon discov-
ered that I was too unstrung to hope for sleep; that in-
fernal match with McLeod kept getting on my nerves,
and I knew as certainly as I am sitting here that I would
go to pieces to-morrow; I was a beaten man before the
match. In desperation I pulled a chair before the fire,
took down at random a book from the case, and deter-
mined to distract my mind, if such a thing were possible,
by an hour of hard reading. The book was this curious
old volume that I had picked up at a Seine book-stall last
summer, and of course the first thing I saw was the dog-
gerel verse that you have just read. The prime great
secret! Could there really be such a thing? and then that
odd fancy of playing the Thirteen hole backward on a
moonless night!  Somehow the ridiculous old formula
so gravely set down by the learned Magister Claudius
Paraloubomatos began to take hold of my imagination.
And then desperate cases—you know the old saying. 1
was more excited now than ever, and with that jingle
ringing in my ears I would not stop to reason with my-
self, The almanac told me that the moon would be down,
my bicycle was in the stable; you fellows were making
such a row in the billiard-room that it was an easy matter
to get out of the house without being overheard, and be-
fore I knew it 1 was on my way to the golf club.

““*The course was entirely deserted, but the night was
not absolutely dark, and I had no difficulty in making
my way to the fateful Thirteenth hole. I threw down a
ball upon McPherson’s precious turf, and took my bras-
sie. Then for the moment my courage failed me. To
drive a ball off a putting-green! It was an act akin to
sacrilege, and my knees knocked together with horror
at the unholy deed. And then some fiend whispered
McLeod's name in my ear, and my nerves grew steady
again. You know how I loathe the beast; let me be
eternally bunkered now but I would play out this devil’s
game to the last stroke.

¢ brought the brassie down with a vicious jab that
left a horrible howk upon the velvet surface of the green.
But I only laughed aloud, and followed after the ball
with a light-hearted recklessness that henceforth would
stop at nothing. I even hummed a tune as I prepared to
take my second.

‘¢« As you know, the Thirteen is a short hole and the
Sheol bunker is some fifty yards in front of the tee. As
I was playing the hole backwards I was, of course, ap-
proaching the bunker from behind, going into Sheol by
the back door, as it were. I did my best to clear the
hazard, but topped, and the ball rolled up close against
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the bunker, a duffer shot that annoyed me exceedingly.
I went to where the ball had struck, but it was not to be
scen. But right there, on the edge of the bunker’s cliff,
was that small box, together with what appeared to be a
gentleman’s visiting-card. I picked up the latter, and
immediately dropped it with a yell, for it was white-hot.
The turf actually sizzled where it fell, and a light smoke
arose as the card slowly curled up and resolved it
self into ashes. But in the mean time I had been able to
make out the writing upon it- *“ The Prime Great Secret,
with the compliments of Colonel Bogey. Use only as di-
rected.” .

*““The box was warm, but not unpleasantly so, and on
opening it I found it full of the strange ointment that you
have already seen. Evidently it was to be rubbed in
somewhere, and, after a moment’s hesitation, I bared my
left arm and applied a small portion. It had an imme-
diate and astonishing effect. The muscles and tendons of
my arm felt as though they had been suddenly endowed
with new vigor and elasticity. I had the strength of a
Samson in that left arm, and on putting it to a practical
test I was amazed to see how far I could now drive a ball.
Two, three hundred yards were as nothing; endowed with
this supernatural strength I would not be afraid to mea-
sure clubs with Jehu himself.

“This was all'very well, but I soon noticed that my
shots were hardly as straight as they were far, and that
my short game left much to be desired. Struck by a new
thought, I read again the couplet upon the box lid. “* Once
for far and once for sure ”—yes, that was it; 1 must make
a second application of the salve if T desired the equally
important secret of unfailing accuracy. This time I
anointed my right arm, the one that guides the club, and
I was delighted to find that now I was as sure as I had
been far. Straight as an arrow flew every drive; my
quarter shots had just the right pitch and cut; and my
putting was invariably up and straight. Far and sure:
what more could be desired? I had the prime great secret.
1 tried a few more shots simply to assure myself of the
reality of my good fortune, and then, gathering up my
clubs, I started for home, and here T am.’

“1 was about to speak, but Grimshaw stopped me.

¢ “There is nothing to be gained by discussing this re-
markable occurrence,” he said, airily. ‘But you can rest
assured that I am going to beat McLeod out in the semi-
finals, and in the mean time I'm off to bed. Hello! half
past one! Well, good-night, and tell the boys that they
can back me to the limit.’

‘“ Grimshaw rose, yawned, threw away his cigarette,
walked over to the alcove, and disappeared behind the cur-
tains.- I could hear him throw off his clothes and jump
into bed. Inten minutes more he was breathing regularly,
and looking in, I could see that he was sleeping as peace-
fully as any child.

“ Well, what was I to make of this cock-and-bull story ?
It was no use puzzling my brains over it; the, fact re-
mained that Grimshaw, in some inexplicable manner, had
recovered his lost nerve and old-time confidence in him-
self. He now believed that he could beat McLeod, and
that was the all-important point. And so, with some of
his new-born confidence inscnsibly communicated to my
own mind, I in turn retired to rest.

‘“As to the semi-finals, I need only say that Grimshaw’s
play was superb, and that he beat McLeod at that same
Thirteenth hole by six up and five to play. As we came
up to the green I noticed with a shiver a long jagged skelp
upon its smooth surface. It wasa cruel, gaping wound,
and to my excited imagination it had the appearance of
evil lips parted into a mocking and hateful smile. There
was something appallingly sinister and threatening in that
unearthly grin, if I may be allowed the expression, and I
felt decidedly uncomfortable and a bit shaky about the
knees. But Grimshaw only winked at me, and suggested
to the chairman of the Green Committee that McPherson,
the green-keeper, was in urgent need of a sound wigging.

‘“ Elphinstone beat his man, and this left him in the
finals with Grimshaw on Saturday. There could be no
earthly doubt of the result, so we celebrated the discount-
ed victory in the club-house that same night. Grimshaw
was the hero of the occasion, and we were all wildly en-
thusiastic over the anticipated triumph. There were ac-
tually some wagers laid that Grimshaw would win with-
out losing a single hole, and Elphinstone was so admittedly
outclassed that his friends were privately urging his with-
drawal. But he was an obstinate fellow, and insisted
upon playing it out. Plucky but foolish,we thought him.

“The contestants were to drive off for the thirty-six-
hole match at ten o’clock, and although there could be
but little interest in the match itself, the gallery was fully
as large as ever, it having been noised about that Grim-
shaw was to try and make a new record for the course.
The hour came, and I went into the dressing-room to call
him. I found him standing at the window with his
sleeves rolled up and the mysterious box in his hand. He
greeted me with a smile and said, cheerfully, ‘Just an-
other touch of this divine stuff and I think I can get down
to 72 for the first round.’

“““Hold on! I said, seizing the box from him.
leave well enough alone.’

‘““Nonsense! What possible harm can it do? I have
the prime great secret, my boy, and I intend to smash that
record into infinitesimal bits. The prime great secret!
Ha! ha! and he hummed gayly: ;

‘ Better

‘“““Once for far and once for snre
And once for what is past alle cure.’

‘“He put out his hand for the fatal box.

‘““Grimshaw, you fool,” T almost shouted, ¢don’t you
see the warning in those very words? If the doggerel
means anything at all, you will repent it if you apply the
ointment the third time. Don’t you remember the story
in the Arabian Nights of the covetous Baba Abdalla and
the magic salve that the dervish gave him? The applica-
tion to his right eye revealed to him all the riches of the
earth, but not content, he insisted upon trying it upon the
left eye, and was stricken blind. Once for far and once
for sure! What can be farther than far; what can be surer
than sure? And once for what is past all cure! I tell
you to beware.’

¢ “Pooh!” retorted Grimshaw; ‘the meaning is obvious
enough. It is the record that is to be past all cure after I
have finished smashing it. Give me that box, I say,” and
then before I could interpose another word he had snatch-
ed it from me and had smeared the salve liberally upon
his driving arm,
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‘“Perhaps I had expected that he would fall in a fit or
collapse in some other dreadful fashion, but apparently
the application had no effect whatever. He stood there
with a play club in his hand and tried a couple of
swings,

““ Well? and I looked at him anxiously.

¢ ‘It stings rather,” he answered shortly; ‘but that’s
nothing. Let's get out.’

*“As you know, there is a bunker some forty yards in
front of the first tee; we used to call it the Asses’ Bridge
in the old days. Elphinstone drove off and cleared it
nicely, and then Grimshaw stepped to the tee. He looked
fit to play for his life, and it was all that the Green Com-
mittee could do to suppress the continuous hand-clapping
that ran up and down the line like a discharge of mus-
ketry. Finally quiet was restored, Grimshaw swung back,
then down upon the ball, and—obh, merciful heavens!—

““Iwon’t give you the details,” resumed the Ancient, ve-
covering his composure by a supreme effort, ‘ but at the
forty-seventh fruitless stroke some of his friends went
down into the bunker and led him quietly but firmly back
to the club-house. And the name of that bunker is Grém-
shaw’s Grave unto this day.”

The Ancient stopped, and his faded blue eyes were full
of hushed tears as he turned his head away. The memory
of that awful moment was still fresh in the old man’s
faithful heart, and we could not but respect his display
of feeling and old-time loyalty to his unhappy friend.

It was Alderson who finally mustered courage to put
the question we were all dying to ask.

‘“But the prime great secret; it was gone, of course?”

‘““Not at all. He still possessed it in all its fulness and
virtue, and he has it to this day. He knows the game
and how to play it as no mortal man has ever done or
ever will.”

‘“But he never plays.”

o f&nd he never has played since that unlucky morn-
ing.’
*“I don’t quite follow you.”
‘“¢Once for far and once for sure
And once for what is past alle cure,’”

quoted the Ancient, solemnly. ‘‘The directions were
precise and absolutely truthful. The first application of
the salve endued Madison Grimshaw with superhuman
driving power, the second gave him supernatural accu-
racy, and the third—tke golf elbow.”

The Ancient rose and left the smoking-room, and one
by one the company followed him in silence until Woode-
house and the Fiend were left alone. The keen eye of
‘Woodehouse had noticed that the little box had fallen
from the old gentleman’s pocket as he rose, and it was
now lying under the table. The Fiend appeared to be
absorbed in his reading, and Woodehouse made a stealthy
move towards the coveted object. The Fiend looked up
suddenly, and Woodehouse yawned elaborately and walk-
ed to a window.

There! the Fiend’s eyes were riveted again upon his
book. Woodehouse took a tentative step in the direction
of the table, and the Fiend was reading harder than ever.
Woodehouse felt encouraged, lounged carelessly up to the
table, and filled his match-safe. Still no movement on
the part of the enemy. Woodehouse purposely dropped
his match-box and stooped as though to recover it. The
precious box was in his grasp; he straightened up; but
there was an iron grip upon his wrist, and a sullen, bale-
ful glance met his own.

“ Halves,” hissed the Fiend between his clinched teeth
as they faced each other.

Woodehouse hesitated a moment, but he knew the
Fiend full well. He nodded, and removed the lid. A
faint spicy odor could be sensibly detected, but that was
all.  T'he box was empty.

““@-r-r-r!” snarled the Fiend.
thing in it.”

Extract from the minutes of the Executive Commiltee,
June 26, 19—:

McPherson, the green-keeper, reported that on Tuesday night last
he had occasion to cross the course at a late hour, when he was sur-
prised to see a man standing at the Thirteenth hole with a club in his
hand. On approaching he recognized in him Mr. G. Graham, a mem-
ber of the club, and otherwise known as the Fiend. To the green-
keeper's amazement and horror he distinctly saw Mr. Graham proceed
to drive a ball off the putting - green with his brassie, incidentally
howking up the turf in a most ontrageous mauner, After a sharp per-
sonal encounter he succeeded in obtaining possession of Mr. Graham’s
club, and to prevent any further injury to the course he took it upon
himself to lock up the gentleman overnight in the tool - house. It
was resolved that McPherson should be presented with a twenty-dol-
lar gold piece in recognition of his prompt and commendable action,
and upon motion of Mr. Woodehouse, Mr, Graham was unanimousgly
expelled from the membership of the club.

“TI knew there was no-

Woodehouse came into the club the other day and an-
nounced that he was through with golf. “It’s both
effeminate and faddish,” he asserted, in his toploftiest
manner, “ and in future I shall go in for something intel-
lectual, like chess, the king of games, don’t you know.”

“ Good idea,” assented Alderson,with a wink at Robin-
son Brown, ‘‘Chess is undoubtedly the game for a man
who carries his left arm in a sling.” ~

“Do you mean to insinuate—” began Woodehouse,
getting very red in the face.

““ Not for the world, my dear fellow. Still it is not an
unheard-of thing for two moths to get singed at the same
candle.”

THE LURE.
CoME hither and behold them, Sweet—
The fairy prow that o’er me rides,
And white sails of a lagging Fleet
On idle tides.

Come hither and behold them, Sweet—

The lustrous gloom, the vivid shade,

The throats of love that burn and beat
And shake the glade.

Come, for the hearts of all things pine,
And all the paths desire thy feet,
And all this beauty asks for thine,
As I do, Sweet!
Winriam WATSON.
Copyright, 1897, by Harper & Brothers.



NEWS FROM THE KLONDIKE.

LETTER AND ILLUSTRATIONS FROM THE
VIL—EXPLORING THE

Angust 23, 1897 (continued).
ARKNESS comes on, and 1 stop for the night
with two old prospectors, this side of the pitch
into the Skagway, alongside a granite bowlder
as big 4s a house. Against its flat side, and
partially protected by it, they have piled their stuff, in the
very spot I should have chosen for my bed. They have a
little fire going, and their three horses are tied to bushes
near by, munching their oats. The men are well provided
with blankets, which, when supper is over, are spread out
on the ground beside the pile of goods, while a rope is
stretched to keep the horses from tramping on the bed.
These are both old miners. One, a man of fifty-four, had
been in former mining excitements, and he had seen bad
trails. Now every sort of opinion has been expressed of
this trail. When a man tells me a trail is bad, that counts
for nothing until I know what his idea of bad is. I
asked this man what he thought of this trail. Said he:

““I have seen worse trails for a short distance—five or
six miles or so—but this is the worst I have ever seen for
the distance. I went in over the trail when it was first
cut through, and I called it then a good trail, but I pre-
dict that if the rains keep up it will be impossible to
get a horse over.”

It has stopped raining. We lay our coats under our
heads for pillows, and our guns under the coats, and
turn in, Of course we cannot take off anything but our
coats and boots. We wake up in the middle of the night
with the rain on our faces. I put my broad hat over my
face, turn over, and go to sleep again.

Awugust 24, 1897.

We are up at five o’clock. Half an hour later I am on
the trail. There are several others on the trail with their
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packs. Everybody, no matter how dirty or tired, would
give any price for a photograph of himself, ¢ just to send
back home to show what I am like.” The men imagine
their friends would be surprised to see them begrimed and
unshaven and muddy under their packs.

We cross the Skagway on another corduroy bridge,
where a fine view up and down the valley is to be had.
Near here a considerable stream of water comes down,
probably from some glacier hidden in the clouds that hug
the tops of the mountains, and before it is half-way down
it divides into several more streams. The dullest or least
sentimental man on the trail cannot but stop to admire
this beautiful sight. From this bridge the trail follows the
valley of the Skagway; the trail is level now, the ground
being flat and boggy.

I went to within six or seven (estimated) miles of the
summit, and, as it was raining, put in at the tent of three
hardy fellows whom I had seen the first day at Skagway,
and who were down after feed for their two horses. They
had been two weeks on the trail. They tell me one of
their horses is played out this side of Porcupine.

‘“He fell over a bank forty or fifty feet, and was on
the trail next day all right, but he must have been hurt
inside. He's all shot to h—I now.”

Two of them go back, and return before night. They
report having shot the horse. They had a little fun at
first by saying they had sold the horse for a hundred and
twenty-five dollars.

“Of course we told him we couldn’t recommend the
horse, but it was a horse !”

This does not seem unreasonable to us, as any kind of
a ‘“ horse” brings whatever one asks for it. At length one

of the boys says: ‘““No; we
offered it to a man for
ten dollars. He said he
didn’t want it. Then we
offered to give it to him.
He said he didn’t want it
even at that price. Then
we asked him for a gun to
shoot it with, and he lent
us a revolver and we shot
it.”

I saw one of these men
afterwards. He told me he
had sold their other horse,
as they found that it was
cheaper to pack their own
goods on their own backs
than to carry in feed the
eight or nine miles from
Skagway. A horse is now
carrying hardly more than
a hundred pounds. A few
horses are passing along in
the rain. One or two im-
mense oxen go by loaded
with three hundred and
more pounds. It is aston-
ishing what they will carry.
And then, when they are
there, they can be killed
and eaten. Doubtless a horse can be eaten also, but most
people have preferences.

Every one is downhearted here. So near the summit,
yet so great has been their struggle that
hardly one expects to get in at all, but is
discussing seriously the best place to win-
ter. Said one: ‘I mean to go in if it takes
all winter. If a man can hunt and gets a
caribou he need not mind it.”

None of them feel like going back, but
most of them regret having started. All
of them blame the misrepresentation about
the trail, and there are many anxious in-
quiries about how it is at Dyea.

The trail along the bed of the river is a
continuous mire, knee-deep to men and
horses. Here and there is a spot where a
spring branch crosses the trail, and in such
spots, which are twenty to thirty feet
across, there is simply no bottom. One
such hole is beside our camp. Of the first
train of five horses and three men that I
saw go by, three horses and two men got
in, and with difficulty got out. After that
every horse went in to his tail in the mud,
but, after desperate struggles, got upon
solid ground. There are worse holes than
this. The trail is said to cross the river
by two more bridges, and then to continue
on to the summit by a road equally bad,
but no worse than what we have come
over. Past the summit no one seems to
know anything of the trail, only that a few
persons have got through, including two
or three women. - The men are discontent-
ed. The trail is all but impassable, yet
some are plugging along. These men, it is
predicted, will lose their horses, at this
rate, in three or four days. Some say that
something must be done to the trail; that
they are willing to put in work, but are
not willing that others should not quit and
lielp also.

There is no organization, no common
interest. The selfish are crowding on,
every man for himself. Unless something
is done, and done soon, the trail will be
blocked, and then no one will get through.

“It’s no use going around these mud-
holes,” says one of my fellows. “The
swamp is all alike. The only thing to do
is to make corduroy bridges every foot of
the way before there will be a trail. I am
willing to start to-morrow and bridge these
holes above here.”

No wonder they are discouraged. Rain,
rain, all the time—no sunghine up in these
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mountains ; their tent pitched in a mud- -

hole, their bed made on the stumps of bushes, their blank-
ets and everything wet and muddy. They are trying to
dry out a hair-seal cap and some socks before a miserable
fire. The very wood is wet,
and will only smoke and
smoulder.

August 25, 1897.

I remain all night in their
tent, and early this morn-
ing set out to come back.
I have seen enough of the
trail to know what it is like.
I should like nothing better
than to be able to go on to .
and past the summit; but
my goods are at Dyea—in-
deed, as things go in this
country, I cannot be sure
that I have any goods left
at all.

Concerning which, one
trifling but characteristic
incident occurred that has
almost slipped my mind.
When Ireturned from Dyea,
after taking my goods over,
I went to the tent,and found
that a steer had run away
and kicked some sparks
from a fire against the back
of the tent where some of
my personal effects were,

SPECIAL CORRESPONDENT OF
WHITE PASS TRAIL.
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INCIDENT OF THE SKAGWAY TRAIL.

and had burned out half the end of the tent before kind
neighbors extinguished it. It was not put out, however,
until the fire had burned the cover and part of the leather
off my camera, yet without hurting the camera. It had
destroyed the tripod cover without touching the tripod; it
had burned the gun-case without hurting the rifle; it had
burned some twenty pages of my diary, but had taken the
back instead of the front leaves. The only actual loss was
a few envelopes. One’s properly is not safe a moment
out of one’s eye.

I have made careful inquiry about the loss of horses
on the trail. The number is probably about twenty act-
ually killed, with considerably more badly hurt or tem-
porarily laid up. Each day now about four horses are
being killed. The number is bound to increase as the
trail grows worse (which is nearly impossible), and the
horses grow weak under the strain and lack of care.
‘When the sun and rains of summer shall have melted
the snow of Chilkoot, the White Pass trail will be paved
with the bones of ‘horses, and the ravens and foxes will
feast as never before until the white man sought a new
way across the great mountain. As many horses as have
gone in alive on the White Pass trail, so many will
bleach their bones by the pine-trees and in the gulches
—for none will come out.

A little while ago contracts were taken at twenty, then
twenty-five, cents a pound through. Just now six hun-
dred and fifty dollars was paid for a thousand pounds,
while a thousand dollars was offered, and refused by a
certain outfit, to take a thousand pounds over. Yesterday
a horse deliberately walked over the face of Porcupine
Hill. Said one of the men who saw it:

“It looked to me, sir, like snicide. I believe a horse
will commit suicide, and this is enough to make them;
they don’t mind the hills like they do these mud-holes.”
He added, ““I don’t know but I had rather commit sui-
cide too than be driven by some of the men on this
trail.”

Here is what one hears all along the trail: ‘““We
brought a boat with us, but we shed it at Skagway. It
cost us twenty-seven dollars in Seattle, and we sold it for
three-fifty, and were glad to get rid of it.”

Yet two Peterboro canoes are now on their way to
the summit. I saw them myself, as well as a man poking
along in the rain with a load of boat lumber on his shoul-
der, so long that the wonder is how it ever got around the
turns on Porcupine Ridge.

Word is brought down the trail that one man, who was
so fortunate as to get over and had his boat built and
ready loaded, went to sleep, and in the morning awoke to
find that the boat had been stolen and was on its way
down the Yukon. Surely that is hardship, yet it is only
one incident out of many. The history of this trail is yet
to be written, and will only be heard by the fireside of
old men.

On the way back, groups of men are met who have
ceased packing and are mending the road. There
is some talk of the trail being closed. Further on
the rumor is verified. Groups of men in charge of fore-
men are chopping down trees and building corduroy roads
over the worst mud-holes and over the most dangerous por-
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tions of the rocks. The manner of building is to take two
string-pieces, lay them side by side four feet apart, then
lay half-round logs across, and hold these down by two
more string-pieces pegged down solidly. In places they
have built piles of wood over the bodies of dead hLorses
that have become offensive, and these are being con-
sumed.

Between Porcupine and the Foot of the Hill the whole
road is being systematically and substantially put in or-
der. Not a horse nor a-man with a pack is allowed to
pass the Foot of the Hill. One man who attempted to
pass got roughly handled. He was threatened with the
black spot and all the Irish curses of the boss of the gang.
His excuse was that he had a tent up the road, and was
merely getting back home. At the Foot of the Hill a
rope is stretched across the trail, and several commiltee-
men of the miners stand guard and rigidly enforce the
rule that no man with a pack must pass over for the space
of three days; by that time, it is believed, the trail will
be fixed. There was a miners’ meeting last night, at
which the trail was declared closed. The town at the
Foot of the Hill was at the same time officially named
““Camp Edgemont.”

Two men came through from Dawson a few days ago.
No one knew it until after they had left for Seattle except
the doctor who keeps the little apothecary shop at Skag-
way. He told me about it while measuring out some
quinine pills :

“Isaw the two boys come by, and I recognized them as
from my town, and called them by name, and asked them
if they had come down the trail. They said they had,
and I asked them in. They came in, and one of them
helped the other off with his pack. I noticed it seemed
very heavy, so I came right out plump: ‘ How much dust
have you got? “Dust? they said; ‘that’s our grub.’
‘Oh, now,’said I, ‘you might as well tell me how much
you've got!” Well, they made me promise not to tell they
were there until after they had got away. They opened
up, and showed me eighty-five pounds of dust; the biggest
Iump was as big as my thumb. They came up by boat to
the White Horse Rapids, and afoot the rest of the way.
They told me that they threw the sack of dust down fifty
times, not caring if they ever picked it up.”

Fifty men might come through and no one would know
it. No man knows his neighbor, nor seems to care.
Speak to a man once or twice, and every one calls him your
‘““pardner.” The better class of men resent this expres-
sion; it is decidedly too familiar and vulgar—about as if a
stranger should address you as *“Shorty.” Tt is the regu-
lar thing here, however, and is no more of a lie than our
expression ‘‘ my friend.”

In the two or three days that have elapsed since I went
in on the trail Skagway has undergone further trans-
formation. The *‘ Pack Train” is housed in an imposing
frame building, where the bad whiskey continues to be
sold over a bar more like the real thing. A dozen new
wooden buildings have gone up, and more are begun.

With the shutting down of the trail, Mr. Scovel, the
correspondent of the World, stepped in with an offer of a
ton of dynamite for blasting, a hundred drills, and about
the same number of sledge-hammers and crowbars. A
wagon has just gone in with the powder, and experienced
foremen are also being paid to go in and take charge of
the rock gangs, while the others work at bridge-making
with their axes. It is hoped that by this means the road
will be made permanently fit for travel. The future of
the White Pass trail depends upon this, likewise the fate of
hundreds of men who have put every dollar into the trail,
and who, if they do not get through, will be ruined. Many
are saying that it is all now a big bunco game played on
innocent people by those who own town sites and are
interested in keeping the trail closed and people here.
This may be true; but it would seem a short-sighted
policy, for if the trail continues to have a bad name (as it
certainly has now), these town lots will have little value.
On the other hand, it is claimed that while the trail is al-
ready doomed, if a railroad is put through, Skagway may
become and continue to be an important town.

The Bristol, after many delays, amid angry mutterings
from the vietims of wild-cat enterprise, has unloaded her
goods. Jim has gone over to Dyea, so there is nothing left
but to follow. TAPPAN ADNEY.

THE TRANS-MISSISSIPPI EXHIBITION
AT OMAHA.

TuE great Trans-Mississippi Exhibition,which is to open
its gates at Omaha on June 1, 1898, will be the largest and
most important in the series of what may be called ‘“sec-
tional exhibitions” that have been held in this country
since the Columbian World’s Fair at Chicago. It will be,
moreover, the first to apply in a thorough manner the
noble lesson of artistic unity that made the Chicago ex-
hibition the greatest success of its kind, and in this fact
will lie its charm for the country at large. The oppor-
tunity to live through another enchanting day-dream—to
experience, in no small degree, not exactly a repetition of
the glories of the White City, but a revival of its spirit in
a new and delightful incorporation of the artistic ideas
that dominated at Jackson Park—is one that will surely
be welcomed by thousands of Americans next summer
and autumn. The influence of Chicago was manifest in
many ways at San Francisco, Atlanta, and Nashville, and
Nashville furnished the nearest approach to the model in
excellence of results. But in all three the manifestations
were fragmentary and detached, evident in details alone,
always lacking the coherence, the unity, that lay at the
very foundation of the Chicago achievement,

At Omaha, very fortunately, the central idea of the Chi-
cago exhibition was adopted at the start and made the
basis of the entire scheme. Mr. Frederic Law Olmsted, it
will be remembered, was intrusted with the designing of
the general plan; working in entire harmony with his
ideas were the various architects, with Mr. C. H. Burnham
as director of construction, and thoroughly imbued with
the spirit of carrying the masterly conception into faith-
ful execution. As at Chicago, the Omaha exhibition is
based upon a central and integral artistic conception find-
ing expression in harmonious subordination of every de-
tail to the dominating idea. At the outset Messrs. Walker
and Kimball of Boston and Omaha were appointed archi-
tects-in-chief, uniting the functions which at Chicago
were respectively intrusted to Messrs. Olmsted and Burn-
ham. Mr. Charles Howard Walker, of Boston, through an
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intimate association with Mr. Olmsted in various practical
matters, may, in a certain sense, be called a pupil of that
master, and his work at Omaha has been guided by the
same spirit that gave shape to Jackson Park, while his
associate, Mr. Kimball of Omaha, sympathetically directs
the execution of the work. The architects-in-chief were
intrusted with the designing of the plan, the selection of
the architects for the various leading buildings, and the
execution of the architectural details that should connect
and unite the several structures of the central scheme.

While the leading motive of the Columbian exhibition
was that of a group of monumental buildings arranged
about a formal ‘‘ Court of Honor,” surrounded by a land-
scape of natural character which played an important
part in the design, the conditions of the Trans-Mississippi
Exhibition site make it necessary that the landscape ele-
ment constitute but a minor feature, the formal portion of
the scheme dominating the whole. The conditions were
established by the importance of considering the main
approach to the site as the transverse axis in the design,
whose central feature accordingly took shape as a long
canal-like lagoon, or basin, forming the longitudinal axis,
and surrounded by the chief buildings of the exhibition.
This basin is crossed at the centre by Twentieth Street, a
broad and stately thoroughfare running from the city to
the exhibition grounds, and crossing the latter to suburbs
beyond. Altogether the ground area for the exhibition
constitutes about 200 acres, divided in three irregular sec-
tions; the arena of the exhibition occupying a rectangu-
lar strip 720 feet wide and a half-mile long.

The plan having been made and adopted, the architects
who had been invited to design the various buildings were
furnished with the scale of dimensions and proportions
necessary to a harmonious result, and requested to mect
at Omaha at a certain date, bringing the approved
sketches.  Their conferences proved a repetition of the
delightful experiences enjoyed by the architects who
came together at Chicago in a similar cause. All were
men representing the best phases of their art in this coun-
try, thoroughly trained in the great schools and in the
master houses, and purely artistic in spirit. Limited in
this work only by the list of measurements and propor-
tions given them, together with the material to be employ-
ed and the general style to be followed—a free Renais-
sance—they were otherwise left entirely free to follow
their individual preferences in their designs. They sur-
rendered themselves to their tasks with the fresh enthusi-
asm of their student days, giving material form to their
youthful dreams of architectural delights under the guid-
ance of matured judgments formed in the schooling of
practical work. Acting in unison, their aim was to shape
their designs in a way that—in producing a rich and har-
monious ensemble, and thus causing each structure to en-
hance the beauty of cach and all of its neighbors—would
enable each artist to show the best of which he was capa-
ble. Thus once more we have an evidence of the possi-
bilities of united effort guided by the enlightened spirit of
emulation, the work of each individual showing for the
best through its harmonious adjustment to environment,
rather than in endeavors at self-assertion by overshadow-
ing and overpowering one another’s creations. If only a
modern city could be built under like conditions!

The Fine Arts Building was assigned to Eames and
Young of St. Louis, the Manufactures and Liberal Arts to
S. 8. Beman of Chicago, the Agricultural to Cass Gilbert
of St. Paul, the Mines and Mining to J.J. Humphreys of
Denver, the Machinery and Electricity to Dwight Perkins
of Chicago, the Aunditorium to Fisher & Laurie of Oma-
ha, and the Horticultural Building to Charles F. Biendorff
of Omaha.  All of these structures are grouped about the
grand basin, with the exception of the Horticultural,
which is the central feature of the section of the grounds
near the river, where various smaller buildings, including
those of several States, are grouped. In addition the
United States Government Building, which occupies the
place of honor at the head of the basin, is the work of Mr.
Crane, one of the most talented of the assistants in the Su-
pervising Architect’s department at Washington. Besides
the various important unifying details, the architects-in-
chief design the Administration Building, the entrance
arch, and the two restaurant buildings.

At the main entrance, Twenticth Street expands into a
great circular plaza, where the trolley-cars and other con-
veyances land their passengers. Here is the great en-
trance arch dedicated to the twenty-three trans-Missis-

sippi States and Territories, whose Commercial Congress,
leld in Omaha two years ago, originated the exhibition.
This arch, decorated with the arms of the States, is to be
of stone, and will stand as a permanent monument when
the exhibition is over, forming the entrance to a handsome
park of ten acres to be located here. Beyond the arch the
grand basin is spanned by a handsome stone bridge, also
a permanent structure, for a portion of the basin is to be
retained in the park as an ornamental piece of water,
formal in design. Opposite stands the stately Adminis-
tration Building, in the shape of an arch and tower, giving
entrance to the grounds from the opposite side. It was
felt that a dome in this place would oppress the lower-
lying domes of the neighboring structures, and therefore
this building was given a peaked pyramidal roof, with
pinnacles, adorned in light and rich efflorescence. This
long basin has the same dimensions as the transverse canal
of the Court of Honor at Chicago. In the flanking archi-
tecture the motive is to produce a brilliant scenic effect,
analogous to that of a theatre stage with its wings; the
buildings have therefore been designed as much as prac-
ticable with colonnades, giving ““inand out " alternations,
so to speak, with large and luminous shadow spaces and
frequent accents of sparkling high-lights.

As at Chicago, the color scheme will be harmonious;
although instead of being a ** White City,” the intent is
to produce a Pompeiian aspect, with warm, brilliant sur-
faces, the projecting features of the architecture, how-
ever, for the most part kept in a warm ivory white. The
facades on either side of the long basin converge gradually
towards the west, creating a false perspective and ma-
terially heightening the effect of distance; this effect will
also be enhanced by the termination of the canal at this
end in a broad trefoil-shaped basin 400 feet wide, the ex-
pansion of the water surface behind the flanking architect-
ure giving the impression of indefinite lateral extension.
The westward vista ends at the United States Government
Building, with its lofty dome, an edifice of superb design
—quite in contrast with its predecessor at Chicago.

At the ecasterly end, towards the Missouri, the basin
terminates in amphitheatrelike architecture with a grad-
ual ascent, carrying the vision unconsciously upward to a
high aerial perspective between the twin restaurant towers,
with nothing visible beyond but sky, and creating here
also the impression of indefinite distance. The basin is sur-
rounded by a broad promenade or track, where a service
of motor-carriages will give a convenient transit system
about the grounds. The trefoil lake before the National
Government Building will be the scene of fireworks, and
there will be room for many thousands of spectators about
and upon the surrounding colonnade. On the canal there
will be aquatic processions and other festivities.

The grounds bordering the Missouri River will receive
parklike treatment at the hands of Mr. Ulrich, who was
an assistant to Mr. Olmsted at the Columbian Exhibition.
Between the central ground at the river this section will
form a large open expanse or concourse, and forty thou-
sand people can easily be seated about the great music
pavilion on the bluff, where there is a grand panoramic
view up and down the Missouri. To the southward of
this, around the Horticultural Building, numerous attrac-
tions will be located; among them an ethnological exhibit
in a huge wigwam, 300 feet high, surrounded by an Ind-
ian encampment. In this section will also be the dairy,
poultry, and apiary exhibits.

North of the central section will be live-stock and agri-
cultural exhibits, etc., including a large area showing
growing crops under irrigation, illustrating the agricult-
ural capabilities of the semi-arid West. It is promised that
the amusement section will be richer in attractions than
the famous Midway Plaisance at Chicago. Among the
mechanical novelties will be a ¢ giant umbrella,” raising
passengers 300 feet, and revolving them in a circle 250
feet in diameter. There will also be an exhibit of aero-
nautical devices. An area will be reserved for a race-
course, athletic sports, and competitive tournaments.
Back of the United States Government Building will be an
encampment of Federal troops, and near the trefoil lake
will be a life-saving exhibit, with daily demonstrations on
the water.

The States and Territories represented in this exhibition
number more than half of the units in the Federal Union;
they have an area of 2,000,000 miles square, and in the past
quarter-century their population nearly trebled, approxi-
mating 20,000,000 to-day. SYLVESTER BAXTER.



A STORY

CHAPTER XX.

ROM Megalopolis Karitena Wwas only four hours’
march, and Nicholas was anxious to force the pace
s0 as to reach it early next morning, before news of
their approach should have reached it. The Me-

galopolis men were as untrained as his own, but they knew
the country better, and he organized out of them a sort of
skirmishing party who should go in advance and inter-
cept any fugitives who might carry the news of the march
into Karitena. The only chance of taking it was if he
could find it unprepared, like Kalamata, and creep up to
it at night, and cither make a night assault or draw his
lines round it before he could be attacked.

Like Kalamata, the town was pregnable only from one
side, but on this the road ran steeply up to the gate paral-
lel with the citadel wall, thus exposing the attacking
party to a broadside fire if the besieged were prepared.
They were, in fact, more than prepared—they were expec-
tant—and Nicholas fell into a very neatly executed trap.

The skirmishing party had started alittle before sunset,
while the others were to set out soon after, so as to reach
the town by midnight or before, if possible make a night
attack, or, if not, take up their places so that when morn-
ing dawned the citadel might find itself beleaguered. But
the skirmishers, exceeding Nicholas’s instructions, had
gone too far, and were seen from Karitena, and all that
night the Turks made preparations for a carefully planned
assault on the morrow. However, Nicholas arrived about
midnight, and finding everything quiet, and hearing no-
thing from the skirmishing party which could lead him
to think that Karitena was prepared, reconnoitred the
ground, and decided not to attack it by night, for the gate
was strong and well fortified, and without artillery of
some kind would not quickly be forced; and he returned
to the men and gave orders for the disposal of the troops.
Those who were most trustworthy, consisting of the great-
er part of the Argive corps, were posted along the road,
and to guard the bridge over the Alpheus which led to
Tripoli; he placed the less trained soldiers to the north
and south, where there was less likelihood of attack. He
himself remained with the rawer troops, where his pres-
ence was more likely to be needed than with the Argives,
whom he thought he could trust.

Morning came clear and bright, and Nicholas, on foot
early, went forward a little to see if there was yet any
sign of movement in the citadel; and advancing to where
he could see the gate, he observed that it was open, and
that a couple of Turks driving mules were coming down
the path. This was an unexpected opportunity; surely
they could storm the place out of hand and have done
with it, and, going back to the men, he ordered an advance
atonce. The Argive troops were the vanguard, then fol-
lowed the small band from Megalopolis, after them the
main body, which he led himself. Ina quarterof an hour
all was ready, and, the Argive troops leading the way,
they advanced at a double up the steep path.

Then, when they were streaming up under the walls,
the Turks showed that they were quite prepared to re-
ceive them. A storm of musketry fire opened on them
from the length of the wall, and, like troops unaccustomed
to fire, they did the worst thing possible, and stopped to
return it instead of advancing. This was hopeless, for
their assailants were completely sheltered behind the
fortifications, and the Greek fire only chipped off pieces
of mortar and stone from the walls, and after losing sev-
eral minutes and many lives, they pressed on again gal-
lantly enough towards the gate, which still stood open.
This brought the main part of the army with Nicholas
under fire, but they were now moving rapidly forward,
and he still hoped that they would be able to get in. But
the fire had a demoralizing effect on these raw recruits,
who had seen nothing of fighting but the pillaging of de-
fenceless farm-houses, and as they were shot down one
after another, they too wavered. Once the first three
ranks stopped and would have turned to run, but Nicho-
las, smiling and cheertul, shouted out:

““This way, boys—this way! We shall soon be past this
little shower, and then comes our turn.”

His voice, and the words which, in the Greek, contained
a somewhat coarse but popular joke, had the right effect,
and they doubled on again to close up the gap between
them and the vanguard. But those few minutes had
been expensive, and it was marvellous how these men
faced all the horrors of a well-directed fire, the sudden
shriek, the involuntary cry of overwhelming physical
pain, or, hardly less horrible, the sudden striking out of
life into death; and Nicholas, looking back on the thinned
ranks, the terror-struck faces, but the determined advance,
thought gleefully, ** These are brave men, and this is what
they require.”

By this time the Argives had very nearly reached the
gate, but then came the second part of the Turks’ strat-
agem. Quite suddenly from inside poured out a band of
cavalry, some five hundred in number, who rode full speed
down on them. The Argives stopped, and attempting to
make the best of a hopeless job, the front ranks opened
fire and a few Turks fell. But the charge came on, the
two met with a crash, and the inevitable happened. The
ranks broke, and the men poured down off the road on to
the steep slope below like water. Resistance was not
possible, and the cavalry came on, hewing their way
through the congested mass of men. In the mean time
the firing from the walls went on steadily. Nicholas, see-
ing what had happened, knew that it was hopeless to try
to face this, and with afine wisdom, though deadly bitter,
did the best thing.

““Save yourselves!” he cried. “ Run!”

And they turned and fled down the road again, the
Turkish cavalry in their rear, hewing, hacking, and dis-
charging their pistols. The rout was complete; each man
fled as fast as he could go, while the cavalry, like a swarm
of stinging wasps, flew hither and thither, opening out as
they reached the plain, and chasing the men as they fled,
singly or in batches of five or six.

Luckily for the Greeks, the mountains came down close to
the plain here, and they struck for them desperately across
the narrow strip of level land, for there the cavalry could
not easily follow them, or only man to man. Nicholas,
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running down the slope for the road, tripped in a bush, as
it turned out luckily for him, for a sabre at that moment
swung over the place where his head would have been,
and the Turk, not waiting to attack him singly when there
were many little knots of men among whom he could pick
and choose, rode on, leaving him; and Nicholas, who had
sprained his ankle slightly as he fell, plunged into the brush-
wood, where he could not so easily be followed. His rifle
he had thrown away, for it impeded his flight, and he was
already some distance behind the others, who were, how-
ever, going in the right direction, towards Valtetzi, where
Petrobey had told them the camp would be.

But though the rout had been complete and utter, and
Nicholas was far from disguising the fact from himself,
he was filled with an unexpected exultation at the way
the troops had behaved for those two or three moments
which try the courage of any man when he is being fired at
and canuot return the fire. To be shot at when a man
may shoot in return and the chances are even is known to
be strangely exhilarating, but to be shot at and not to
shoot is cold matter for the heart. They had been
through the baptism of fire under the most trying cir-
cumstances, and, with the exception of that one moment
of wavering, had stood their ground till they were told to
stand no longer.

He crept painfully up the hill-side all alone,but the pur-
suit wasg past, and the cavalry, he could see, were returning
across the plain to the town, knowing it was useless to
pursue further. That fatal road up to the gate was strewn
with corpses, almost all Greck, and only a handful of
Turks and horses. Other horses, however, were careering
riderless about the plain, and Nicholas, with his aching
foot, thought how convenient it would be if he could get
one.

A quarter of a mile away he could see two or three of
the men trying to capture one of these, but they only suc-
ceeded in frightening it, and it bolted up towards the hill
where Nicholas was, and a couple of minutes later he saw
it burst through the first belt of trees and halt on a piece
of open ground below him. There it stopped, and in a
minute or so began cropping at the short-growing grass.
Its bridle, he could see, was over its head, trailing on the
ground.

Now Nicholas was an Odysseus of resource, and having
lived in the open air all his days, and having shrewd wits,
which he always kept about him, he knew the ways of
beasts and birds, and could imitate their calls to one anoth-
er; and, furthermore, his foot ached and burned, and not
wishing to walk more than he could help, he preferred
that this horse should come to him, rather than that he
should go to the horse. It was about a hundred yards
from him, but a long way below, and it was grazing quiet-
ly. So Nicholas, to make it alert, and also to assist in
bringing it nearer him, took up a pebble, and with exireme
precision threw it over the horse, so that it fell on the far
side of him. The animal, startled by the noise, stopped
grazing and started off at a trot in the direction away
from where the pebble had seemed to come, and directly
towards Nicholas. After a few yards, however, it stopped
again, and Nicholas whinnied gently. At that it looked
up again, and sniffed the air, but before it had begun eating
again he whinnied once more, and then lay flat down on
his back. In a moment the horse answered, and Nicliolas
called to it a third time, and he heard from below that it
had left the open and was pushing towards him through the
trees. Once again he called, and the answer came nearer,
and in a few moments the horse appeared, ambling quickly
up the steep incline. For a moment it did not see Nich-
olas, for he lay flat on the ground, half covered by the
bush; but when it did, sceing he lay quite still, it came
close to him and sniffed round him. Then, quietly reach-
ing out a hand, he caught the bridle as it trailed on the
ground.

This was satisfactory, for, besides getting a mount, he
had acquired a pistol which was stuck into its case on the
saddle, and getting up, he pushed the horse forwards
through the trees. Half an hour’s ride brought him into
a bridle - path high on the mountain-side, and he halted
here to take his bearings. Straight in front of him, and
not an hour’s ride distant, stood the huddled roofs of a
village, which he took to be Serrica, but at present he
could only see a few of the outlying houses. But at the
thought that this was Serrica his heart thrilled within
him, for it was the village from which his wife had come.
A wonderful return was this for him; already the work
of avenging her death had begun, and soon, please God,
should a Turk be slain for every hair of her head.
Ah! the accursed race who had brought dishonor to her
and to him—a wound that would never be healed! Helen,
too—little Helen, who ran towards him, crying, ‘¢ Father,
father!” Yes; her father heard her voice still; she should
not cry in vain!

He turned off the path in order to reconnoitre. His
heart pulled him thither, yet for that very reason he
would be cautious and not risk his ultimate vengeance.
From the slope above it he watched for ten minutes more,
and seeing no movement or sign of life in the village, con-
cluded that here, too, the Greeks had risen, and after driv-
ing out the Turks, had gone either to Petrobey or to
Kalavryta. And as he looked he saw that a dozen houses
at one spot were roofless, showing charred beams pointing
up to the sky; they had been burnt. At the end stood
the church dedicated to the Mother of God, and oh, the
bitterness of that! It was there he had been married;
from that door he had walked away with the dearest and
fairest of women, the happiest man in Greece.

Nicholas hesitated no longer; it was still an hour before
noon, and he did not care to travel during the day. He
would go down once more to the place; he would see it
all again, and lash himself into an even keener anguish
and a keener lust for vengeance; and making his horse go
quickly down the crumbling hill-side, in ten minutes
more he stood at the straggling village street. There was
the house—her house—just in front of him, and he went
there first. The door was standing open, and inside
he found, as Mitsos had found at Mistra, the signs of a
sudden departure. His brother-in-law, to whom the
house belonged, must Lhave gone to Petrobey or Kalavryta
—probably the latter-—and the thought was wine to him.

Husband and brother—a double vengeance; and his should
be the work of three men.

He had not eaten that day, but he soon found bread,
meat, and wine, and after stabling his horse and eating,
he went out again to the church. Every step seemed a
tearing open of the wound, yet with every step his heart
was fed with fierce joy. Ah, no! Helen should not call
in vain!

The church door was open, and he entered. It had not
altered at all in those twenty years since he had seen it
last. Over the altar hung a rude early painting showing
the Mother of God, and nestling in her arms the wondrous
Child; in front the remote kings did obeisance, behind
stood the ox and the ass in the manger. And casting
himself down there, in an agony bitter sweet, he praycd
with fervor and faith to the Mother of the Divine Child.
All the hopes and the desires of years were concentrated
into that moment, and he offered them up humbly, yet as
his best, to the Lord and the Handmaid of the Lord. Then,
in his excitement and his ecstasy as he gazed on that rude
picture with streaming eyes, it seemed to him that a sign
of acceptance, visible and immediate, was given him. A
light as steadfast but softer than the sun grew and glowed
round the two figures, the rough craft of the artist was
glorified, and on the face, so human yet so divine, there
came a sudden graciousness; it was touched with a pitiful
sympathy for him, and the eyes smiled acceptance of his
offering. Bowed down by so wonderful a pity, he hid his
face in his hands, faith struck fear from his heart, and in
that moment he felt that he had not prayed alone, that his
wife had knelt by him, and that it was her prayers mingled
with his that had brought for him this sign of the divine
favor of his work.

That night, as soon as the sun had gone down and the
way grew dark, he went on his journey with a soul re-
freshed and strengthened; he felt that the vow he had
made over the dead body of his wife had been attested
and approved by Christ and the Mother of Christ, and
from that hour to the end of his life never for a day did
that gracious vision, like bread from Heaven, fail to sus-
tain and strengthen him. And all through the clear spring
night the hosts of heaven that rose and wheeled above
him were ministering spirits, and the wind that passed
cool and bracing over the hill-side the incense which carried
his prayer upwards. He to whom vengeance belonged
had chosen him as His humble but willing agent; his
sword was the sword of the Lord.

He crossed the first range of hills by midnight, and
then struck the road which led by the khan where Mitsos
and Yanni had stopped on their way from Tripoli. 1t
was now only two hours to day, but seeing a light in the
windows, he drew rein to inquire whether Anastasis had
seen anything of the other fugitives. Looking in cau-
tiously through the windows, he saw that the floor was
covered with Greeks, who lay sleeping, while Anastasis,
gond fellow, was serving others with hot coffee and bread.

Nicholas tied up his horse and went in.  As he entered,
several of the men in a group round the fire turned and
looked to see who it was, instinctively clutching at their
knives. Then one got hastily up, and his head was among
the roof beams.

¢ Uncle Nicholas!” he cried. ‘It is you?”

. 2 \??Yho else should it be, little Mitsos, and what do you
iere ?”

** Petrobey sent me down this morning to see if any-
thing could be seen or heard of you, and when you did
not come and we heard from the others what had hap-
pened, we were afraid, or almost afraid—"

“I am not so easily got rid of,” said Nicholas. ““An-
astasis, I shall not forget that you were good to the fugi-
tives. Yes, I will have some coffee.”

Most of the men sleeping on the floor had awoke at the
noise and were sitting up. Nicholas took a chair and be-
gan sipping his coffee.

¢ Little Mitsos,” he said, aloud, “I do not know what
the others may have told you has happened, but I will
tell you what I saw. I saw a body of men who knew
nothing of war stand steadily under a heavy fire hecause
they were told to stand. I saw them go on under it
when there was room to move, but not one did I see run
away until I had to set the example and told them to run.”

Mitsos grew rather red in the face,

“The cavalry charged on them, and from behind the
fortifications came a hail of bullets. And I never de-
sire,” he said, striking the table with a great thump, ““nor
would it be possible, to command braver men.”

Mitsos held out his hand to the man nearest him.
¢ Christos, shake hands or knock me down,” he said.
“Ileal: my own words as one eats figs in autumn—one
gu p.N

“ What have you been saying?”’ asked Nicholas.

1 said they were cowards to run away. Oh, but T am
very sorry! They are bad words I am ealing.”

“ Weli, let there be no mistake, Mitsos,” said Nicholas;
“down they go.”

Christos, a huge, broad - shouldered country Greek,
looked up at Mitsos, grinning.

“There is no malice,” he said. *‘I called you a liar.”

““So you did, and there were nearly hard blows. Ob,
we should have made a fine fight of it, for we are neither
little men! But there will be no fighting now, unless you
are wishful, for I will deny no one anything, now Uncle
Nicholas has come. Why, you are lame, uncle! How did
you get here?”

*‘1 rode a fine Turkish horse,” remarked Nicholas.
‘““May I never ride a finer.”

Mitsos’s frank and unreserved apologies had quite re-
stored the amiability of those present, who, when Nicholas
had entered, were far from pleased, for Mitsos had made
himself peculiarly offensive. But though he could not
quite see how bravery was compatible with running
away, Nicholas must be taken on trust.

Nicholas bad fallen in with the last batch of fugitives.
Since noon they had been streaming up the hills; only a
few, apparently, were wounded, and these had been sent
on on mules to the camp. Those who had been wounded
severely, it was feared, must have fallen into the hands of
the Turks, for there had been no possibility of escape ex-
cept in flight. Altogether Nicholas reckoned that they
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“CASTING HIMSELF DOWN THERE, IN AN AGONY BITTER SWEET, HE PRAYED.”

had lost three hundred men, and but for his own prompt-
ness in seeing the utter hopelessness of trying to stop the
cavalry charge, they would have lost five times that num-
ber. Having satisfied himself on these points, he turned
to Mitsos again.

‘“How about the ship, and when did you get back?”

“Two days after you left Taygetus,” said Mitsos; and
then, with a great grin, * There isn’t anyship.”

“Tell me about it; and I, too, afterwards, have some-
thing to tell.” '

Mitsos’s story, which was, of course, news to all pres-
ent, was received with great applause, though he left out
that part of it which raised the exploit to a heroism, and
Nicholas smiled on him when be had finished. :

“It was well done,” he said; “and I think, little Mitsos,
that I, too, have friends who will, perhaps, aid me as they
have aided you;” and he told them the story of his vision.

‘“And by this T know,” he concluded, ‘“that our work
is a work which God has blessed, and, come what may,
not for an hour will I shrink from it or flinch till it is
finished, or till my time comes. Look, the cast is already
lightening. Get up, my lads, for we must push on to the
camp.”

In a quarter of an hour they were off, the men march-
ing in good order as long as they kept the road, but falling
out when they had to climb the rough hill-side. An hour’s
walking brought them to the top of the hills, and from a
detached spur, standing alone and commanding the valley,
they could see the lines of the fortifications which Petro-
bey was erecting. He himself seeing them coming while
still far off, rode out to meet them, and Nicholas spurred
his horse forward to mecet him alone.

‘“ Praise the Virgin that you have come, Nicholas!” he
said, *‘ for by this I know that there was no disgrace.”

“You are right. Had there been disgrace I should not
be here. But there was nothing but bravery among the
men, and the disgrace, if so you think it is, is on my
head.” And he told him what had happened.

““They are brave men,” said Petrobey, ‘“and yet I think
you are the braver for giving that order.”

‘I should have been a foolish loon if I had not,” said
Nicholas, laughing.

Since his arrival at the place Petrobey had seen its pos-
sibilities. The ground he had occupied was the top of a
large spur of hill, going steeply down into the valley and
commanding a good view of it. Its advantage was ob-
vious, for cavalry, which at present they were particu-
larly incompetent to meet, could not possibly attack them
here, and also it would be most difficult for the Turks to
get any of their big guns, of which there were several in
Tripoli, to assault it. They knew that in that town there
were at least ten six-pounders and certainly fifteen more
nine-pounders, though since they had occupied this place,
and found that the Turk had made no efforts whatever to

attack them, Petrobey suspected, and as it turned out
rightly, that they were not all serviceable. Furthermore,
occupying Valtetzi, they cut off Tripoli from Kalamata,
which was the nearest port, and which was, as Petrobey
feared, insufficiently guarded by the troops he had left on
Taygetus and the pass into Arcadia. However, by his oc-
cupation of Valtetzi there would be two passes to capture
before they could send help to Tripoli, and, as he said,
“They will be strong men if they take this.”

Tripoli itself lay about eight miles to the northeast, and
at present the whole body of men was occupied in forti-
fying the post they had taken. A village, largely Turk-
ish, stood on the spot, and day by day the demolition of
the houses went on from daybreak to nightfall, in order to
use the materials in building up a defensive wall. The
soldiers, meantime, as their barracks were converted into
fortifications, substituted for them huts of poles woven in
with osiers and brushwood, similar to those they used on
Taygetus. The walls, it must be confessed, presented a
curiously unworkmanlike aspect; here and there a course
of regular square stones would be interrupted by a couple
of Byzantine columns from the mosque, or the capital of
a Venetian pillar in which a strange, human-faced lion
looked out from a nest of conventional acorns and leaves.
Further on in the same row would come a packet of roof
tiles plastered together with mud, and a plane-tree stand-
ing in the line of the wall was pressed into the service,
and supplied the place of a big stone for eight upward
courses. Above that it had been sawn off, and the next
section of the trunk, being straight, made a wooden coping
for five yards of wall. Here a chimney-pot filled with
earth and stones took its place among solider materials,
and a hearth-stone placed on end, with'two inches of iron
support for the stewing-pot, stared foolishly out into va-
cancy. Then came a section which the builders had
drawn from a richer guarry, and a fine slab of porphyry
and two 7rosso antico pillars formed an éxclusive coterie in
the midst of rough blocks of limestone. But, though
heterogeneous, the walls were stout and high, and no-
thing else mattered.

Inside, however, things presented a much more orderly
and workmanlike appearance. The soldiers’ huts, it is
true, were small, but they would stand a good deal of
rough weather, and the floors were shingled with gravel
from a quarry close by. Two houses only had been kept,
in one of which were stored the arms, in the other the
ammunition, Petrobey and Nicholas, as before, occupying
huts exactly like those tenanted by the common soldiers.
The mules and herds of sheep and goats were driven out
every day under an armed escort to pasture on the hills
near, and penned to the south of the camp for the night.
Food was plentiful and the men seemed content, for the
booty already taken was very considerable.

In ten days more, before the end of April, the walls

were complete, and Petrobey, following out the plan he
had formed from the first, sent out countless skirmishing
expeditions, who, marching by night, conducted useful
though inglorious assaults against the Turkish villages
scattered round Tripoli, the inhabitants of which, feeling
secure in their neighborhood to the fortress, had not yet
sought refuge within its walls. Men, women, and children
alike were slain, the valuables seized, the flocks and herds
driven up to the camp, and the villages burned. In such
operations the losses of the Greeks were almost 7¢l. Once
or twice some houses defended by a few inside resisted
the attack and fired upon them, in which case the assail-
ants did not scruple to set light to the place, and in ten
days more only heaps of smoking ruins remained of the
little smiling villages which had been dotted about the
plain.

Petrobey also established another small camp on the
hills to the east of Tripoli to guard the road between it
and the plain of Argos and Nauplia. They had already
intercepted and bhad a small skirmish with troops coming
from Nauplia there. The loss on the Greek side was about
one hundred, on that of the Turks nearly two hundred, for
when it came to hand-to-hand fighting the Greeks every-
where showed a marked superiority. On this occasion
they had laid an ambush on both sides of the road, and
opened fire simultaneously on the regiment as it passed.
The Turks had with them a contingent of cavalry, but
on the rocky and wooded ground they were perfectly use-
less; and the infantry, leaving the road, had driven the
Greeks from their ground, though in the first attack they
had lost severely.

But this readiness to retreat when necessary. and not,
waste either powder or lives over positions which were
not important, was in accordance with the policy which
Nicholas bad indicated, and had been the first to put in
practice at Karitena; and it was exactly this harassing
guerilla warfare, in which cavalry could not be brought
into play, in which attack was unexpected, and flight im-
mediate upon any sign of a regular engagement, which
quite nonplussed the Turks. Though at the beginning
of the war their numbers exceeded those of the Greeks
vet each engagement of the kind lessened them in a far
greater proportion than the Greeks, who seemed, on the
other hand, to be mustering fresh regiments every day.
Had Petrobey at this period consented to give battle
in the plains, it is probable that his army would have
been wiped out if they had fought to a close, and it says
much for his wisdom that he persisted in a policy which
was tedious and distasteful to him personally. But the
Greeks were acquiring every day fresh experience and
knowledge, while the strength of the Turks, which lay
in their admirable cavalry and their guns, was lying use-
less.

[TO BE CONTINUED.]
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SPAIN AND THE UNITED STATES.

minds of many Spaniards in regard to Cuba within

the last twelvemonth. Men who would hardly have

dared to mutter some censure against the waste of
men and money in the West Indies now openly discuss
and challenge the expediency, the possibility, of fresh sac-
rifices. Men who dreaded, above all, the idea of being
branded with the charge of lack of patriotism, if they had
presumed a year ago Lo question the utility of keeping
ungrateful and disaffected colonies, now publish books,
like Sefior Alzola, an influential and well-known Conser-
vative of Bilbao City, to review at length the advantages
and disadvantages of the loss of Cuba, advocating even
its loss if it is to cease being a market for Spanish exports;
and the political and financial newspapers, the weeklies
and reviews, dispassionately call the attention of the pub-
lic to this work and to similar attempts to foreshadow the
separation between mother-country and colony. It was
only in private, and with an intimation that their state-
ments would be disowned in public life and in social cir-
cles, that some far-sighted Spaniards, during the first two
years of the present struggle, ventured to say that things
were fast coming to a pass in which the nation would
have to ask itself if Cuba was not saddling the mother-
country with more burdens than the connection was worth.
The same people, especially in financial and commercial
classes, and among the hard-working middle classes that
are the very sinews of the country—the men who do not
dabble in politics, and are frequently more educated and
enlightened than the professional politician and place-
hunter—timidly and thoughtfully remarked that Spain
had, after all, marvellously recovered from the loss of her
colonies on the American main in the early part of the cen-
tury, and need not, therefore, despair of her prospects in
the Old World, even if she had some day to part with
Cuba, however bitter and sharp might be the passing crisis
of separation. In the governing classes, behind the scenes,
in the intimacy of private conversation, it has not been
uncommon for months to hear politicians and statesmen,
military men and men of experience in colonial affairs,
frankly, if regretfully, say that even if Spain comes out of
this struggle with success and honor, she must make up
her mind sooner or later to the inevitable outcome of the
logic of events—that is to say, to the certainty that the
majority of the Cubans will evolve independence out of
autonomy, or any kind of more restricted self-government
that Spain will give them. That it will come to pass is
the gloomy confession—in the vernacular, ¢‘ eso tiene que
venir.” It is indispensable to note, however, that all the
Spaniards who are showing a disposition to look the real-
ities of the situation in the face are at heart bowing only
with reluctance to the force of circumstances and events;
but if the final crisis came upon them suddenly, quickly,
through foreign intervention, they would almost to a man
resist it as proudly and as regardless of consequences as
the rest of their fellow-countrymen.

The perceptible change slowly worked out by events
is even more striking in the present attitude of the gov-
erning classes of Spain towards colonial home-rule. On
the eve of the insurrection in 1893 and 1894, so few
Spaniards were inclined to tolerate anything like home-
rule in the colonies that the sagacious author of the first
reform bill, Maura, was sacrificed by Sagasta, and the
Liberal party agreed to the modifications in that very mild
scheme which the Conservatives and other opponents of
West - Indian self - government clamored for, until the
Abarzuza bill of March 15, 1895, was drawn up as a pa-
triotic compromise to rally the support of Spanish royalist
parties, little as it satisfied the requirements and the as-
piratipns of the colonies.

In the Conservative camp Canovas had much trouble
in inducing many of his adherents to assent to a policy
that Romero Robledo and others publicly stigmatized as.
a suicidal course. Though everybody understood that
the pressure of circumstances and the action of American
diplomacy had obliged Cdnovas to concede on paper re-
forms that General Weyler, given the conditions of the
colony, would easily minimize to suit the convenience of
the Cuban reactionary party, La Union Constitucional, and
the interests of Spain, Sagasta did not wish to remain be-
hind his great rival. He therefore made a public declara-
tion to the effect that the Liberal party was ready to go
as far as complete colonial autonomy if it was called to
the councils of the Regency in time to repair the mistakes
and the blunders of the Conservative party. The Queen
Regent herself was known to have said to foreign am-
bassgdors and to many Castilian statesmen that she had
no personal objection to colonial home-rule as long as it
implied no risk for the inheritance of her son that she
wished to hand over to him intact when he comes of age,
at sixteen, on May 17, 1902.

‘Whilst the élite of the statesmen and some generals were
moving for state reasons towards radical measures, simply
because they had a slight insight of the real state of
things in the colony, and of the effect that this state of
things was sure to have erelong on the relations of Spain
with the United States, the nation at large remained in the
dark so completely that only very recently have the ma-
jority of Spaniards awakened to a sense of the perils loom-
ing out on the horizon at home, in Cuba, and abroad.
How could it be otherwise when they have been so sys-
tematically deceived by their rulers and so patriotically
credulous? At every stage onwards they have been lured
into hearty efforts and costly sacrifices by the official day-
dreams of early results and approaching turns. of the
wheel of fortune. At the end of every rainy and un-
healthy season—and three have passed by in succession—
‘they have been assured that with more millions of dollars
and another annual levy of 90,000 lads of nineteen they
would come in sight of the goal of a nation’s noblest as-
piration, the pacification of Cuba, and keep their hold on
the last shred of their once-upon-a-time ‘‘Empire of Las
Americas.” At the close of each fine season, that was to
have helped their army to clear some if not all the prov-
inces of Cuba of the rebel bands, when little or no prog-
ress had been made towards the desired and pompously
announced termination of a cruel and senseless struggle,
another mirage was placed before this strange people,
who seem to be gifted with a Saracenic fatalism and stub-
bornness in their habit of hoping against hope for a turn
~in the long and weary path upon which they are treading
so gamely and pluckily. Indeed, it was curious to note
how public opinion seemed severe for the parents who de-
voted their lifelong hoards and savings—§16,000,000 in

IT cannot be denied that a change has come over the

two years—to redeem their boys from service in the colo-
nies, 53,330 in all, not so much on accoupt of the dangers
of campaigning as on account of the terrible climate,
which has laid low for¢ver more than twenty-five thou-
sand men, and caused about forty thousind wretched in-
valids to be sent home with shattered constitutions, and in
such a plight that no more touching and heart-rending
sight can be imagined than the arrivals of the returning
mail-steamers and extraordinary troop-ships, when three
times a month at least the viciims of yellow fever, ang-
mia, dysentery, and consumption are landed on the quays
of Santander, Cadiz, Corunna, Barcelona. They come to
seek rest und health in their father-land, and they tell
melancholy tales of those left behind in the dark Ma-
nigua, in the virgin forests of the Pearl of the Antilles, in
the crowded hospitals of the colony, where Inspector-
General Losada reports from 20,000 to 26,000 on the sick-
list out of the 140,000 men remaining of the 210,000 brave
boy soldiers shipped across the Atlantic in thirty-one
months. They tell also of the sick and wounded that
were embarked homewards in so serious a condition that
firom ten to fifty were on an:average consigned to the
eep.

The nation very s]owli discovered that the Cuban war
was fast accumulating heavy engagements, the burden
of which was sure to be laid in great part on the royal
finance and royal budgets. As the government found
ways and means for carrying on thé war by operations of
credit with the Bank of Spain, and by issues of stock,
Cuban and Spanish, guaranteed by the imperial treasury,
and the latter besides by a lien on Spanish customs reve-
nue, people took time to understand how fast the war
debt was accumulating, and how fast the proceeds of
issues and operations of credit had been ysed up without
covering anything like the total cost of the struggle. It
will suffice to say that the Cortes had authorized the Min-
ister for the Colonies to use $140,000,000 nominal of
Cuban five-per-cent. bonds and two issugs of $400,000,-
000 and $200,000,000 of Spanish customs-guaranteed bonds
for the war expenses in Cuba. On July 1 the minister had
used all the Cuban bonds except $8,600,000 nominal, the
whole of the first issue of customs bonds, and half of the
second issue, and six months’ pay was due to army, navy,
civil servants, pensioners, and army contractors in the col-
ony, making arrears of $70,000,000. Atfirstthe government
used part of the proceeds of the operations of credit and
of the issues of bonds to cover both the expenses and
the interest and amortization of the same up to July 1,
1897. This makeshift policy enabled the government
to go-on for two years and a half before it sprung upon
the Spanish tax-payers this summer the unpleasant reve-
lation that in the expenditure of the Spanish budget for
1897-8 must be included $18,200,000 for the interest and
sinking-fund of only a part of the war debt, the $120,-
000,000 of customs-guaranteed bonds. If the war is pro-
longed at the present pace of $250,000 per diem, greater
sacrifices will have to be'asked of the Spanish tax-payers
to meet the interest and sinking-fund of the $140,000,000
of Cuban five-per-cent. bonds and of all fresh issues neces-
sary to complete the pacification of Cuba. This alarms
public opinion and the press, as at last Spaniards recollect
that before the insurrection the colonial treasury could not
make both ends meet when the annual déficits averaged
four million dollars in days when, besides the ordinary
expenditure of the island, the Cuban debt of $150,000,000
and the floaling debt of the colony did not require a yearly
disbursement of more than $11,000,000 for the interest and
sinking-fund out of a total budget of $26,000,000. Finan-
cial and tributary considerations tend to make the nation
more anxious to attain a speedy pacification of Cuba.

The international aspects of the Cuban war have been
concealed from the majority of Spaniards even more than
the military and financial.” It has unfortunately been the in-
veterate habit of the government to affect an optimism that
was as little justified by facts in the foreign relations as in
finance and war. The Minister for Foreign Affairs, the
Duke of Tetuan, up to the very last of his long tenure of
office, was as much to be blamed as his poor chief, Sefior
Cénovas, for this system of keeping away from the nation
all data on the real state of affairs. Until facts and notes
were in a roundabout way brought to the cognizance of
the Spanish people, the Duke denied that European govern-
ments, consulted officially by himself and his representa-
tives abroad on the welcome and support they would give
the contemplated Spanish Memorandum in 1896, had all in-
timated that they were not disposed to go beyond purely
platonic sympathy, and would never risk any alteration
of the cordial relations they each and all desired to pre-
serve with the United States, for their own interests, po-
litical or commercial. About the same intimation was
courteously but very plainly given to the Madrid govern-
ment again recently,when General Woodford, in the name
of President McKinley, conveyed a commuynication which
caused the Spanish Foreign Office to sound once more the
dispositions of all the European powers, especially France,
Russia, Italy, England, and even Germany and Austria.
All this is kept from the majority of Spaniards, and hence
the illusions in which they indulge when they imagine
that the European powers, especially thase having colo-
nies yet in the New World,would assist Spain not only with
their moral but with material aid, in the event of a con--
flict between the United States and the Madrid govern-
ment in Cuba.

In the relations between the United States and Spain
during the Cuban war these characteristics of the con-

‘duct of the Spanish Foreign Office and government have

been even more striking. Whilst the press, echoing the
feelings, the presentiments,.the fears of the nation, was all
the time keeping up the deep distrust, the suppressed in-
dignation, the widespread hostility of all classes towards
the country without whose assistance, moral and material,
it was the common saying in Spain that the insurrection
would not have begun, developed, lasted, the government,
the Premier, and the Minister for Foreign Affairs never
once in two years and a half ceased to affect stolid opti-
mism. It can be comprehensible that state reasons should
have obliged them to attempt to preserve as long as pos-
sible the cordiality of official relations on the surface by
repeated declarations of perfect confidence in the friendly
and neighborly intentions of the Presidents, their govern-
ments, their authorities, by equally significant declarations
that the United States government had really done its best
to execute its international duties and to check filibuster
expeditions, refugees, Cuban Juntas, and sympathizers,

“ment has had to accept office.

whenever called upon to do so by the Spanish legation
and consulates. But why induce the Spanish nation to
believe that the majority of the American people, all the
educated classes of the great commonwealth beyond the
seas, were indifferent to the course and the issue of the
struggle in Cuba? Why tone down and affect to perceive
no meaning in the many warnings received at Washing-
ton by the Spanish minister or sent in at the Madrid For-
eign Office, verbally and in writing, by Mr. Hannis Tay-
lor, and culminating in the notes of Secretary Olney and
the message of President Cleveland? Finally, evén more
reserve was shown after President McKinley and Secre-
tary Sherman took office, and the nation was not permit-
ted to know anything of what the Spanish minister at
Washington must necessarily have wired to Cdnovas, Az-
carraga,and the Duke of Tetuan long before General Wood-
ford presented his credentials to Queen Christina a4t Mira-
mar Palace, in San Sebastian, on September 13. So blindly
was this lamentable system of ostrich policy persisted in
that the Duke of Tetuan and the Madrid government at
first went so far as to deny flatly that any unpleasant ver-
bal communication had been made on September 18 at San
Sebastian by General W.oodford, in his interview of nearly
three hours with the Spanish Minister of State and Sefior
Merry del Val, the latter acting as interpreter between the
two. The same denial of facts was continued for some
time after every foreign ambassador at the court of Ma-
drid had sent to his government full data concerning
what had passed in the above interview, and concerning
the long note that General Woodford handed Duke Tetu-
an also at San Sebastian, on September 23, to place on of-
ficial record what he had said on September 18, in virtue
of the written instructions he had received from President
McKinley. Nor has this note been published by the suc-
cessor of Duke Tetuan, and instead it has been semi-offi-
cially stated that its contents need inspire no apprehension,
and will be answered by the new Liberal government.

Is it surprising that. a people thus treated should have
been slow to awaken to a sense of the meaning of the at-
titude of the American government and of the American
people? At-the eleventh hour they cannot bring them-
selves to believe that both are in earnest and prepose to
do more than a weak attempt to interfere in the settle-
ment of thie Cuban question, failing which they would,
like a practical and money-making race, be perfectly con-
tent with a treaty of commerce to draw closer the com-
mercial relations of Cuba with the States. They are quite
at a loss to believe that humanity and civilization, and not
exclusively political aims and material interests, dictate

“the American aspiration for peace speedily restored in an

island which will soon be of no use to Spanish rule or
Cuban populations. They refuse to admit the supposition
that their governments can listen for one moment to the
contention of American diplomacy when it assumes that
a day may come very soon when, all warnings, advice,
proffered mediation, having been equally discarded, the
United States will have to take the steps they may deem
necessary for the establishment of complete and perma-
nent peace in Cuba.

It is in difficult circumstances that the Liberal govern-
It cannot afford to ignore
the present,disposition of the majority of the nation. It
cannot venture to attempt to suggest to them the accept-
ance of any American mediation, any understanding with
the States, without exposing not only the cabinet, the
Liberal party, but the monarchy and dynasty, to such a
wave of public ire, fanned by the press and oppositions, as
would sweep everything before it. Il cannot dream of
parleying too openly with the rebgls themselves without
incurring the risk of playing into the hands of its own
opponents, the Conservatives, who will very sbortly have
in the person: of the ambitious and unscrupulous Weyler
a military leader, or of the Republicans and Carlists,
which means revolution and civil war. Consequently,
with their old experience of consummate trimmers, Sa-
gasta and Moret have formed a docile cabinet, welded of
thoroughgoing home - rulers like Gamazo and Maura, to
pacify the Spanish party in Havana and the many Span--
iards from highest 10 lowest who still have a patriotic
dread of home-rule. These two able statesmen are now
shaping their course with much foresight from a purely
Spanish point of view. In the first place they have en-
deavored to show to Spain, America, and Europe that
they are in earnest, and determined to fulfil the promises
made when in opposition. Weyler has been removed
and Blanco sent out as a pledge that the policy of the last
years will be reversed in military and political matters,
that conciliation and political action will be again resorted
to, whilst the sending of 25,000 men for relief is intended
to be a warning for the rebels not disposed to accept the
advances of Spain.

These measures are in some sort the preliminaries of the
colonial policy which Sagasta and Moret propose to carry
out by successive stages as fast as the resistance of the
irreconcilable part of the insurgents and the condition of
the island will permit after so prolonged a struggle. This
colonial policy will not give Cuba a parliament, alocal re-
ponsible government, political home-rule, similar to what
England has given Canada, the Cape, and Australia.
Hijspano-Cuban home-rule will be an economic and ad-
ministrative autonomy, with political autonomy hedged
in restrictions destined to preserve the powers of the Gov-
ernor-General, the right of the imperial government and
parliament to interfere still powerfully and considerably
in legislative, economic, tariff matters. It is styled the
autonomy compatible with Spanish sovereignty and poiit-
ical and material interests. The promise held out of this
autonomy, when the Cortes some day can complete it and
the pacification of the island can allow its developments,
coupled with the preliminary steps reputed to be suffi-
cient guarantees of the sincerity of the Spanish govern-
ment and people, is firmly considered sufficient also to
entitle them, in the first place, to the submission of the
Cuhan separatists, and, in the second place, to more com-
plete observance of the rules of international law on the
part of the United States in regard to filibuster expedi-
tions, Cuban Juntas, and sympathizers in American ter-
ritory. The position taken up by the new Madrid gov-
ernment can safely be asserted to meet the warm support
of most Spaniards. Indeed, they seem to think that hav-
ing gone so far, it is for the United States to do what, in
Sagasta’s own words, would let the rebellion be crushed
in six months by simply keeping hands off.

MabEin, Oclober 10, 1897. ARrRTHUR HOUGHTON.
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FRENCH ANNIVERSARIES.

WE are apt nowadays to comment on the
wisdom of our ancestors in selecting one
or another episode of American history for
commemoration and holiday-making. The
French are doing the same thing—at least,
one distinguished Frenchman, Gaston Des-
champs, has done so lately, in a theughtful
article criticising the propriety of making
much of the Fourteenth of July and its
taking of the Bastille. M. Deschamps points
out the fact that the Bastille affair was large-
ly taken in hand by foreign soldiery in Paris;
that the old building was ingloriously and
foolishly surrendered, not captured by as-
sault; that the Parisians did not pay much
heed to the event until as a matter of curi-
osity they visited the despoiled prison; and,
last, that already a royal decree had been
framed to destroy it. © A monument to Louis
XVI. was to have been erected on its site.
Louis was heartily anxious to have the struc-
ture razed, and was dilatory in his share of
the movement chiefly because of the incon-
veuiences to the small shopkeepers hugging
the walls. M. Deschamps urges that much
worthier anniversaries for national French
celebration would be the 5th of May, when
the Estates-General were crowned, or Sep-
tember 22, when the Republic was pro-
claimed. .

DR. NANSEN'S ARRIVAL.

Dr. FripTJoF NANSEN, the distinguished
arctic explorer, reached New York on the
Luecania on the 23d inst., to begin a tour
which will extend through the principal
cities of the United States and Canada.

As his photographs indicate, Dr. Nansen
is a man of impressive appearance, but they
cannot do more than suggest the effect pro-
duced by his heroic proportions. He is six
feet two inches in height,with a proportion-
ate breadth, and those who saw his stalwart
figure were better able to understand how he
could undergo with such apparent ease the
hardships and privations of his journey
“ Farthest North.”

His mastery of English is extraordinary,
and he speaks it almost without accent. The
fluency of his delivery, his faculty of verbal
illustration, his collection of objects used
during the voyage of the Fram, and of pho-
tographs illustrating arctic life, make his
tour of the country an event not likely to be
forgotten soon by Americans who are inter-
ested either in the scientific aspects or the
romantic daring of his arctic travels.

The collection of ariicles exhibited at the
Savoy Hotel, under the auspices of the
American Geographical Society, has been
inspected by throngs of visitors, who were
chiefly interested apparently in articles of
the doctor’s personal wearing apparel, in
the ‘‘kayak,” or Esquimau boat, and. the
‘“gkis” or snow-shoes, used by him. The
kayak attracted special notice, having been
made on thie Fram, under his supervision.
Its frame-work of bamboo renders it supe-
rior in lightness to the average boat of its
class without detracting from ils strength.
‘With it is exhibited the sled on which it was
transported—also a product .of the factory
on the Fram, and one which would do credit
to the most expert of the native sled-makers.

The story that the clething worn by Dr.
Nansen while paddling the kayak has been
sold to a museum in Paris for a thousand
pounds sterling is disproved by the fact that
the suit is.now on exhibition in the United
States with the other souvenirs of the voyage,
though it is said that Dr. Nansen only ad-
mits with reluctance that he ever wore any-
thing so shockingly untidy. It is, however,
the identical suit he wore on his arrival at
Cape Flora, and in which he was photo-
graphed for the picture printed in this num-
ber of the WEEKLY.

Of the photographs he brings with him
perhaps none is more interesting to those
who prefer the romantic to the scientific
features of his travels than that which rep-
resents the result of a ““snap-shot” taken
with his camera on August 23, 1893, at a
polar bear, just before the snap-shot from
his-rifle by which the bear was killed. It is
believed that this is the only bear ever pho-
tographed in just that way, and amateur
photographers in more temperate regions of
the globe will be interested in knowing that
it is a matter of great artistic importance
not to make the exposure with the camera
too long before using the rifle.  In this par-
ticular case the bear was accommodaling
enough to pause on a hummock of ice he
thought too high to descend rashly. The
delay made the use of the camera possible
without what under different circumstances
might have been fatal results.

On his arrival in New York, Dr. Nansen
was received by a committec of his Nor-
wegian countrymen, who went out on the
steamer Fuavorite to meet the Lucania, and
accompanied him to his hotel. On the
evening of the 23d inst. he was formally
welcomed by the American Geographical
Society, and the Cullum geographical medal
was presented to him. After a torch-light
procession, serenade, and reception on the
evening of the 25th under the auspices of
the Norwegian societies, he left for Wash-
ington, where he was entertained at dinner
by Hon. Gardiner G.Hubbard, president of
the Geographical Society, who presided at
the reception held Tuesday evening at the
(Arlington.  Dr. Nansen was then formally
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welcomed to Washington by a committee
consisting of Vice-President Hobart, Secre-
tary Sherman, and other distinguished rep-
resentatives of the administration, assisted,
among others, by Captain-Schley and Com-
mander Melville, whose own experience of
subpolar conditions makes them all the more
willing to honor Nansen.

The first New York lectures. take place
on the afternoon and evening of November
6, at the Metropolitan Opera-House. The
change of programme, which gave the first
lecture of the course to Philadelphia, was a
result of the idea of his managers that the
New York public might be more interested
and instructed after the climax of-the muni-
cipal canvass than before it. His principal
engagements outside of New York are for
Boston, on November 4; Albany, November
9: Montreal, November 11; Detroit, Novem-
ber 15 ; Chicago, November 17; St. Paul,
November 20; and St. Louis, November 24,
with lectures at other points on intermediate
dates.

The reception at Philadelphia, October 29,
was arranged by the American Philosophical
Society, founded by Franklin, and said to be
the oldest scientific society in America. A
second Philadelphia reception was arranged
by the Geographical Society.
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NEW YORK

20 February, 1896.

Messrs. Hall & Ruckel,
Proprietors of Sozodont.

Gentlemen:

In reply to your favor:

I regard your

SOZODONT as most delightful and indispensa=
ble in the care of the teeth—the only dentifrice
of international reputation.

Yours truly,

SARAH BERNHARDT.

A sample phial of the liquid SozopoNT for the postage, three cents. Address (men-
tioning Harper’s Weekly) P. O. Box 247, New York.

HALL & RUCKEL,

Proprietors,

NEW YORK.

(Established 1848).

LONDON.
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GIFT OF ANTIQUE BRONZES TO THE
METROPOLITAN MUSEUM, NEW YORK.

To the already fine collection of antique bronzes at the
Metropolitan Museum, New York, a very important addi-
tion has been recently made by the gift of Mr. Henry G.
Marquand. It consists of figurini, articles of domestic
use, one group, and one large statuette. Some are of
Etruscan origin, the others Roman or Pompeian. But
the restrictions imposed by the Italian government upon
the exporting of antiques, and the secrecy which is there-
fore maintained concerning many recent discoveries, put
great difficulty in the way of an accurate determination.
Much of the data which would enable the experts to place
these finds is not forth-coming, so that the authorities at
the museum preserve for the present a reticence upon the
subject.

Among the examples of Etruscan \voxk they feel able
to mclude the curious caricature, the head of the Indian
Bacchus, some bodkins, and the mirrors. The caricature
(about two inches high) is of an old man with a wart on
the end of his nose and on each cheek, and a horn grow-
ing out of his head. It might suggest some comic char-
acter in a play, except that the old actors always wore
masks. One may xe(mrd it probably as just a jeu d’esprit
of some sculptor with more of rough humor than refine-
ment. The head next to it (about the same-size) bears the
characteristics associated with the Indian conception of
Bacchus as the bearded conqueror who pushed his blood-
less victories into the East—a myth which no doubt re-
verses the genesis of the god, whose worship really trav-
elled from the East westward. The arrangement around
the head, which has the appearance of the rim of a
straw hat, seems to be a formal treatment of the locks of
hair.

The mirrors are distinctively Etruscan, executed by
Greek artists, or at least decorated with Gréek motives.
The surface of each is engraved with borders and figures.
To the latter are appended Greek names in Etruscan
script, which reads from right to left. 1In the case of the
one with the thin handle the graved work is in excellent
preservation. The names of the figures are the Etruscan
equivalents of Helen, Aphrodite, and Alexander (Paris),
and the subject represents the goddess encouraging the
intimacy of the two lovers. Other articles of domestic
use are two vase handles, about seven inches high, which,
with a face at the base and a bird perched upon the top
recall some in the museum at Naples. Very similar also
in character to a jug in the same museum is the gourd-
shaped jug in this collection. The handle is almost iden-
tical in design, with a double curve to accommodate the
palm of the hand, and a projection for the thumb to rest
against. Mmeovel each has two ridges starting from the
rim at the ]un(tlon of the handle, and merging into the
curve of the back. The one at Naples is decorated with
goats, so that it is conjectured its use was for milk, and it
is entered in the catalogue as a ‘‘milk-jug.” We might
extend the same conjecture to this one.

The figurini vary in height from about seven to nine
inches. That of a lady in Roman costume, the stola and
pallium, recalls one of the little terra-cotta figures of
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Tanagra.- The pose, from every point, is pliant and
graceful; the expression of the face exquisitely refined;
the drapery extraordinarily delicate; while the voluminous
folds in some parts, and the limbs softly showing beneath
the tenuous fabric in others, present a charming distribu-
tlon of contrasts. The Veuus——pu haps a replica of some
larger statue, as very likely the rest of the ngurlnl are—
shows carelessness of proportion, the hands and feet, for
example, being noticeably too big. A beauuful fmgmeub
is vaguely described as ““of the Apol]o type.” Another
figure is evidently of Mercury. 1t has the winged san-
dals (talaria), the winged cap, and the lion’s skin which he
filched from Hercules. He is no doubt resting after one
of his mischievous escapades. From the pose one might
conjecture that the figure was copied from some statue in
which a support was introduced beneath the left arm and
a stone under the right foot.

There is an exquisite little head of Athene, about three
inches high, and a delightfully frank and joyous figure of
“Lros.” The little winged god has just touched earth
from a flight or bound. The left leg is still poised be-
hind, and forms a most exhilarating line of energy with
the outstretched arm. The other arm, holding a sort of
stalk, continues the beautiful curve of the rlght leg.
Small as the figure is, it thrills with buoyancy, grace, and
spontaneity. One suspects that whatever was held in the
left hand led the eye up to the top of the stem, which
possibly terminated in a calyx-shaped lamp.

The illustration does not do justice to the very beauti-
ful statuette, nearly four feet high, of the little Geta. This
prince, who, at the age of eighteen, was, like his brother
Curacalla,invested with the imperial purp]e during the life-
time of his father Severus, and afterwards was murdered
by his brother, differed from both in character. He was
noted for the Sweetness of lis disposition, and the boy
here depicted is indeed father to the man; and the sculp-
tor must have loved him, for nothing Sweeter or more
fascinatingly childlike could be imagined. He is repre-
sented as about eight years old, and the face is beautiful
in its happy, innocent expression, with loving eyes,
and lips that ripple with laughter. The pose is simple
and elastic, the limbs robustly soft the fingers dainty, and
the folds of the tumnic graceful and artless. Over each
shoulder and following down a fold of the drapery, back
and front, is a narrow band of metal superlaid, apparent-
ly for the purpose of covering the seam where the arms
have been joined on to the body.

The group representing Cybele, the Great Mother, on a
trinmphal car drawn by lionesses is a magnificent speci-
men of Roman art. The camera has distorted the pro-
portions, making the animals entirely out of scale with
the rest, whereas in the original the whole is composed
with a balance that gives each part its due significance.
Cybele, as usual, is represented with a turreted crown
upon her head, a patera in one hand and a tympanum in
the other, and drawn by the animals that, as well as leop-
ards, were held sacred to her. The chariot, with its four
wheels and raised floor, is of very unusual design. Ara-
besque ornament of beautiful design is engraved upon
the surfaces of the car and chair. The details throughout
are exquisite, and for the most part have escaped the rav-

ages of time. The aspect of the goddess is dignified and

- benign, her fornt noble, and the drapery disposed with

richness and delicacy. The lionesses - are wonderfully
modelled, the manes most truthfully rendered, and the
smooth poruons graved to represent the glowth of hair
in a mannper that is not only painstaking and accurate,
but very decorative. TUntil photography succeeds in re-

producing color, it can do little more than hint at the
beauty of antique bronzes.

CHARLES H. CAFFIN.

WILHELM THE ONLY—HIS SPEECH.

(TRANSLATED FROM A GERMAN MEMORANDUM FOUND IN THE EM-
PEROR’S PERSONAIL WASTK-BASKET.

THE ORIGINAL HAS BEEN
PRESENTED BY THE FINDER TO THE BRITISH MUSEUM.)

OHn me!
Ol my!
And likewise 1!!
Sit still, ye churls, whilst I orate—
Me, I, Myself, the Throne, the State.
I am the Earth, the Moon, the Sun,
All rolled in one!
Both hemispheres am I—
Oh my!
If there were three, the three
I'd be.
I am the Dipper, Night and Day,
The North and Southern Poles, the Milky Way;
T'm they that walk, or fly on wing,
Or swim, or creep—I m everything!
It makes me tremble like the aspen-tree
To think I’'m me.
And blink like stars up in the sky
To think I'm L
And shrink in terror like a frightened elf
To realize that I'm Myself.
Ye blithering slaves beneath my iron heel,
What know ye of the things I feel ?
Didst ever wake at dead of night
And stand in awe of thine own might?
God took six days to make the Jand and sea,
But centuries were passed in making me,
The universe? An easy task; but I—
- Oh my!
I can’t describe myself.  'Why, take
The speech the ancient peoples spake,
And then again take every tongue
By moderns spoken, writ, or sung;
And every tongue that is to be
Mix in with these—you cannot picture me,
So do not try, ignoble worms, to grasp
A greatness that can only make you gasp;
But look, and silence keep, unless some whim
Compels an utterance, then whisper, “ Him!”—
An awesome ““Him!”
‘Whilst I for evermore content will be
With ““Me”—
The simple yet majestic pronoun “Me!”
JoHN KENDRICK BaANGs.

ADVERTISEMENTS
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MR. CasPAR WHITNEY will be absent several months on a
sporting tour around the world, which he has undertaken for
HARPER’S WEEKLY. Proceeding overland to San Francisco
and Vancouver, on his way across the continent, he has gath-
ered material for a series of articles on sport in_the West.
From Vancouver he sailed for Siam, touching at Japan and
Clina. In Siam Mr. WHITNEY will penetrate into the in-
terior, which is one of the least-known lands in the world.
Iis main purpose there will be to hunt big game, Siam being
richer in varieties of the larger wild animals than either
Africa or India. After this hunt Mr. WHITNEY will pro-
ceed to Hurope, and will there prepare a series of articles
on sport in France, Germany, and England.

During Mr. WHITNEY'S absence this Department will
publish contributions from Mr. WALTER CamPp, Mr. JOHN
CORBIN, and other well-known writers upon special subjects
relating to Amateur Sport.

THREE-BALL MATCHES.

THE most interesting event in recent Britigsh golf has
been the lowering of the record for the St. Andrews links
by Willie Auchterlonie, the ex-champion. The score to
which he has now reduced this
record is 71, being a stroke below
the previous 72, which bad been
scored both by Mr. F. G. Tait and
by Andrew Kirkaldy. This score
of Auchterlonie’s was done on the
left-hand course. For the enlight-
enment of those unfortunate ones
to whom St. Andrews is not fa-
miliar, it may be explained that it
is the practice there to play the
course alternately by fortnights at
a time. For a fortnight we will
go out on the right-band side of
the course and come home on the
left—the first hole of one fortnight
becoming the seventeenth hole of
the next—and vice versa. It is an
excellent plan, giving much relief
to the course by changing the
places from which the approach
strokes —the most trying and
wearing of all for the green—are
habitually played, and giving va-
riety to the golfer by presenting
him with practically a new course.
The plan is worthy of mention no
less in its immediate connection
with Auchterlonie’s record-break-
ing score than as affording a sug-
gestion to the green committees of
other clubs of a manner of giving
their courses relief and their play-
ers variety. Inits connection with
Auchterlonie’s achievement it is
only fair to say that this course on
the left hand is generally consid-
ered just a trifle easier than the
other. Moreover, when Auchter-
lonie was playing, the high hole
‘coming in was on the lower ground
to the left of the Shelly bunker.
This is a common aiteration of the
course, which will explain its own
effects to: those who know the
green. For those who do not
know it, it is enough to say that
it is a change of the hole from a
green most perilously guarded to
one which is scarcely guarded at
all. Also, some of the tees were a
little.advanced from their positions
on the medal days, and on the
whole the course was a trifle easier
than when laid out at its full
length for medal play. We doubt,
however, whether it was at this
full length and manner of arrange-
ment when either Mr. Tait or An-
drew Kirkaldy scored 72, and for
the record score at full stretch of
the holes it appears that we still
have to go back. to the 73 scored
by the late Hugh Kirkaldy. Itis
true that the course is so seldom quite at full length and
difficulty that this 'score is comparatively seldom chal-
lenged under the same conditions, in spite of the immense
amount of play that goes on over the classic green; and,
in any case, Auchterlonie’s score, is not only a record of
marvellous play, but must, at any rate, be considered as a :
record for the St. Andrews course under any conditions
that bave prevailed since that far-back time when the
course only went out to the length of six holes.

Willie Auchterlonie made his record score in playing a
three-ball match—one of the players,by-the-way, being Mr.
Crockett, the novelist—and it is interesting to note in this
connection that very good, and in many cases record-
breaking, scores have very often been returned by a first-
class player while fighting the ¢ best ball,” as we un-
grammatically call it, of two others. ‘The best ball of
other two” is the Scottish, and therefore, we may suppose,
the golficé correct way of stating the conditions. Mr.
Tait, we believe, has made many of his fine returns on the
St. Andrews green while playing a match of this nature,
and likewise Andrew Kirkaldy, while, if it is allowable
to speak of one’s personal performances at all, the writer
may say that more than one of his own best scores have
been done under these conditions. The rcason is not
really very far to seek. In ordinary matches, if one
player be quite at the top of his game, and if he be
also in that happy vein of luck in which everything is |
““coming off ” for him—both which conditions are es-
sential for anything like a record score—it is seldom

Princeton,

Harvard.

that a single opponent will be found in the similarly ,

exceptional circumstances in which he would need to °
find himself in order to make the match equal. Usual-

ALEXANDER MOTFFAT,

CAMERON FORBES,

PAUL J. DASHIELL,
Annapolis.
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ly when the one man is playing transcendently well he
will have the other virtually beaten a long way from home.
It then becomes very difficult for him to maintain his
form, having nothing to play against, and accordingly his
play is apt to drift off into comparative inaccuracy, and
the promise of an exceptional score to be ruined. But in
playing the better of two other balls, where the lower
score of the combined players counts at each hole against
the single score of him who stands alone, then the single
man is almost sure to have something to play against—
something to challenge his skill, however great it may be.
Likely enough he may be many holes up; but two play-
ers can endure the stress of being many holes down better
than one. Each keeps up the other’s spirits, and though
the issue of the whole match may perhaps be virtually
settled while a number of holes still remain to be played,
yet at each of these holes individually the combined forces
are likely to challenge the single player’s skill shrewdly
enough, and keep his play up to the high level at which
he started it. It is harder fo demoralize two players than
one, and the spur of necessity for high endeavor is con-
stantly applied.

This, we may probably take it, is the explanation of the
fact, which is altogether beyond question, that more good
scores are made in three-ball matches, and especially when
one is playing the ““best ball of other two,” than under
any other conditions. ~And to say this is to say much in
favor of this mode of match-making. Some players have
an especial objection to three-ball matches—deeming that

GLENN S. WARNER,
Cornell.

WALLACE S. MOYLE,
Brown.

HARMON 8. GRAVES,
West Point.
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the third person gets in the way of the two others, that
it is a bore waiting while the third man plays, and so on—
but these objectors are in a minority. The majority have
an affection for the three-ball match, believing that it
brings more variety into the game—for in a three- ball
match,wherein all are engaged against all, each man is play-
ing two malches at the same time; one opponent may play
either so well or so badly at a particular hole that there
is virtually no fight for it, but there is always the other
opponent to give him a fight when the first fails. Also,
there is the pleasure of seeing twice as many strokes
(apart from your own) as you would see in a single match;

" and that there is a pleasure in watching strokes is hard to

deny in face of the large galleries that attend good golf
games. It is less realized that there is pleasure in watch-
ing the strokes of an opponent in one’s own match, but'a
moment’s reflection must show that the pleasure is there,

subconsciously, though one’s absorption in one’s own

game prevents one’s full appreciation of this source of
pleasure. That it is a pleasure to see an opponent make
a bad shot is a proposition that needs no argument to
prove it true. " -

Many players who have a liking for three-ball matches
in practice are rather inclined to condemn them in theory

- —especially when there are many players on the links—

as being likely to ‘“ block the green.” This blocking of
the green by the three-ball match, however, is a fiction
and a bogie rather than a reality. In the first place, ob-
serve what an odd man does if you do not take him into
a match: he goes and takes out a professional, and so
makes ‘yet another couple to further congest the already
congested green. Three men, each playing a ball, will

FRANK 8. BUI'TERWORTII,

W. C. WURTENBERG,
Dartmouth.

W. T. BULL,
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no doubt take longer than two, other things being equal;
but other things are not equal. The pace of golf on a
congested green is always determined, as if it were a
cavalry charge, by the pace of the slowest match. It is
very improbable that the pace of our supposed three-ball
match, granting the players to be fairly good, will be as
slow as the slowest match out. Therefore it is probable
that it will go at least as fast as the ordinary pace at
which the whole green is moving. In practice, moreover,
we do not find that a three-ball match is apt to go slower
than a foursome. There is more time spent in actual
playing of the strokes, no doubt, but, on the other hand,
there is not so much time spent in chat by the way, in
consultation over doubtful putts and dangerous strokes.
Each player goes on his own line unaccompanied, and
each, moreover, is playing under the consciousness that
the rule permits the party, not being a three-ball match,
behind to pass him without mercy. It is this last pro-
viso that is really the safety of the green from any inflic-
tion by a three-ball match, and it ought to be the sufficient
argument for those who wish to play one to sally forth
and do.so. If they go slow and kéep people back, they
may be passed. If they do not go slow, whom do they
injure?

This seems to be the reasonable position and pretension
of the three-ball match. It justifies itself either by its
speed or its annihilation; but there is something to be
said in favor of dealing out to the three-ball match a little
more mercy than the strict law allows it. If a three-ball
match be really traveliing slowly,
so as to be an impediment to the
progress of the general body of
players, and be not well up with
the party in front again, then it is
not only the privilege but also the
duty of those behind to pass, in
justice to the parties behind them
again. But if, on the other hand,
the three-ball match be well up
with the players ahead, so that the
party behind would gain only the
pitiful advantage of passing this
one match if they exercised their
legal rights, in this case it seems
more in accordance with common
humanity, as it is in accordance
with common golfing etiquette, to
let the three-ball match pursue its
unoffending, if illegal, life in peace.

‘Some day, remember, you may
wish to play a three-ball match
yourself, and then, if you treat as
Ishmaelites the party of three that
is in front of you to-day, you will
have no right to grumble if they
visit you with similar outlawry
when they find you engaged ahead
of them in a three-ball encounter.

HORACE G. HUTCHINSON.

Yale.

GOLF NOTES.

THE foreign-bred players have
made their presence felt in two of
the important open meetings of the
past weeks. The contest for the
St. Andrews cup really lay between
Findlay Douglas and W. G. Stew-
art, although Menzies was Doug-
las’s opponent in the actual finals.
If Douglas had the leisure for reg-
ular and continuous practice, he
would be easily at the very top of
the Eastern tree. It would be a
golfing event if he and Whigham
could meet again on the links this
season. The champion beat him
rather easily at Chicago, but there
are many who think that the young
Fairfield County golfer has still hi§
best game to show. o :

Stewart, the English player, has
at last rounded into top form, as
is sliown by his taking the medal
for the lowest qualifying score at
St. Andrews and by his easy win
for the Queens County cup. He
also won the gold medal of the
opening -day at ‘Morristown this
week, his second round of 79 be-
ing particularly creditable in view
of the fact that the course was en-
tirely new to him. The putting-greens, morcover, were
in poor condition, lumpy and fast. It is fortunate for
our American golf to have such examples of first-class
work upon which to form our standards. 1t is just the
stimulus that our tennis lacked so sorely and for so long.

It is hardly worth while to mourn over the cups that
have passed into the possession of Whigham and his
fellow-countrymen, for there seems to-be an unending
supply of the article in question. At the Queens County
tournament there were cups galore and for everybody.
There were three for classes A, B, and C at match play, one
for the Bogie competition, and one for the handicap. It
is all very well to be generous, and a big entry-list makés
for the credit of the club, but such an array of sideboard
ware only serves to emphasize our national weakness for
overdoing a good thing.. A consolation prize means some-
thing, but a cup that serves only for the exploitation of
dufferism has no reason for existence.

Carlisle.

THE GREEN COMMITTEE OF A WELL-KNOWN CLUB has
decided that in future the scores made in the monthly
handicaps shall not be given out for publication, The
idea seems to be that the golf played in club competitions

- is to be considered as a private amusement, and not as'a

recognized sport regarding which the public has a right
to be informed. Well, the printed figures are inclined to
be brutal in their- uncompromising -directness, and they
tell absolutely nothing about the hard luck which is so
large an ingredient in any card over the century mark.
And surely a man’s golf is his own property. His game
i his stock in trade, and his scores are the quotations that
from time to time may be made upon it.  He is, there-
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fore, entitled to protection from the possible effects of
popular depreciation. Precisely; only golf is a sport and
not a business, and least of all that kind of business that
masquerades under the name of sport.

In this connection it is interesting to note that at the
final handicap of the Queens County meeting there were
but thirty-three cards returned out of ninety-six starters.
This sort of thing was much in evidence last season, but
most of the clubs have now a rule in force under which a
player who fails to make a return has his handicap re-
duced, or even taken away entirely. Of course the vari-
ous green committees have no jurisdiction over any open
event at medal play. It is hardly necessary to credit the
delinqueuts at Glen Cove with any sinister motive on ac-
count of their failure to hand in their scores. Golfers
are but men, and vanity is a very human weakness. A
player who makes a creditable score in an open competi-
tion is not likely to let it go unrecorded for fear of the
remote possibility that his home green committee may
seize upon it as a pretext for reducing his allowance in
the club handicaps. In the great majority of cases it is
the indifferent and very bad score that the player would
have buried deeper than ever plummet sounded. There
are some features, however, of these ‘‘ farewell ” handicap
events that invite criticism. It is a common practice for
men belonging to several clubs to enter from the one giv-
ing them the highest handicap. They are in the game
entirely for what there is in it, and the spectacle is not an
edifying one. A golfer should have one club for which
he elects to play, and he should be always rated accord-
ing to that one standard. There is also too much of the
junketing element in this sort of wind-up to a regular
cup tournament. It comes as an auticlimax to the real
business of the meeting, its outcome is usually of no sig-
nificance whatever, and it gives undue encouragement L0
the mug-hunter, and to the frivolous-minded persons who
look upon golf as a mere amusement for an idle after-
noon. The Morris County club acted wisely in omitting
this useless fixture from its list of events, and the sub-
stitution of a team contest in its place was a happy idea.

W. G. va~n T. 8.

THE FOOTBALL SEASON.

Mg. MoYLE’s men from Brown simply smothered Yale’s
ends last Wednesday. It was but one more example of
modern method against the simple straight running game.
A mass on the tackle, swinging either way, but most ef-
fective when warped out, letting the runner circle the end,
tells the whole story of how Brown carried the ball three
times over the Yale goal-line; and, had she converted all
the touch-downs into goals, she would have tied Yale at
eighteen points. In commenting two weeks ago upon the
remarkable work performed by Mr. Moyle with the Brown
team and Mr. Graves with West Point, I hardly expected
them to make so good the statement within a few days of
each other. Harvard barely beat the cadets ten points,
and Yale could only get four points ahead of Brown. I
am sorry that the West Point men are not using the mod-
ern masses, because if they had been they would have
held Harvard as closely as Brown did Yale. As it is they
will give Yale a bad time of it on the 80th, and with a
few mass plays would stand a fair chance of attaining
the acme of their desires in actually downing one of the
big four.

Every week in the football season contains one or more
surprises, and every year has in it one tremendous upset
of some team’s confidence. The annual upset was, a few
years ago, the defeat of Princeton by Pennsylvania. Then
two years ago the defeat of Harvard by Princeton, when
‘almost every one had assumed that Harvard was the better
of the two. Last year it was Lafayette that gave us the
unexpected by defeating Pennsylvania.  Whose turn will
it be this year? The surprise of the week was undoubt-
edly the Yale-Brown game, and it deserves more than a
passing mention. Brown attempted her mass formation
once and bungled it. The next time, however, it came off,
and away went the runner over several of the white
streaks. Then shortly again, this time inside at the guards
opening, and the runner was only stopped from behind,
after dodging the last man, because Yale had had the
good judgment to keep one fast man who could follow.
Almost before they knew it, however, the machine was in
operation again, and Brown was over the Yale line for the
first touch-down. The kick at goal was an inexcusable
failare, for it was not a difficult one. Brown was too con-
tented at having scored to mind it much.

Then Yale, under the driving cheer of the bleachers,
which crackled over her head, set bravely to work, and
with irresistible banging straight plays of the simplest
order jammed her way down the field to a touch-down,
which the accurate Cadwalader made into six points.
And again they went at it furiously, Brown having al-
most no chance at the ball, and the score was 12 to 4.
Brown then began to see that the Yale play was simple,
though of the whirlwind order, so she took heart, and
gathering confidence, began to make her own plays felt
once more. The Yale ends were obliterated—in fact, so
entirely submerged that even on straight following up of
McBride’s kicks they allowed the Brown backs to double
them, and the score was speedily 12 to 8. Then Yale,
desperate under the sting of the disgrace, came up and
hammered out another six points. It was well for her
that she did, for Brown, without change of tactics, sailed
serenely up and across the field. Circling the Yale end
again, Brown swung over to the eastern side-line with
another gain, and then back from the edge once more on
the next play, landing the ball behind Yale’s goal, leaving
the final score 18 to 14, or-a victory for-Cadwalader over
the Brown goal-kicker—no more.

Yale’sdefence is a thing of the past. There was a time,
three or four years ago, when to get into Yale’s goal was
like treading upon sacred ground, but now the feet of
many men, from all the universities that play football
may trot unconcernedly over the line. - Does Yale realize
the seriousness of the situation? Her name is becoming
no longer one to conjure with in matters athletic, and in
football her fall has been almost headlong in the last three
years. It is no disgrace to be beaten. It is better for the
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sport of football that other teams shall win. But it is
not good for the sport, not good for Yale, not good for
the young men at that university, that defeat shall over-
whelm them, as it must in November unless the defence
is strengthened. It is not good that what ought to be a
match may become a spectacle. The gravity of the case
does not impress the college as it ought. There are too
few interested, and those that are interested do not stop
to reason out the situation. When a team’s defence is
gone it takes long hard work to rebuild it. Every team
coming to a big game selects from its category of fifty or
so plays a dozen that are really strong, and perfects these.
That is the offensive—to perfect a dozen plays. But the
defensive means to prepare to meet a possible fifty plays,
because it is impossible to know what particular dozen
plays the opponents may select. Hence the.greater time
and labor necessdary on the defence. Then the defence re-
quires a strong, able, well-organized second eleven. Yale
has hardly this. Her men are playing a dashing plucky
game, and they did not wavef when Brown kept scoring.
They kept scoring too, and with delicious abandon. It
is not that they were not up to and even beyond their
opponents in offensive effort, but it was not directed any-
thing like as well, and their defence did not exist. :

Of Harvard and Yale, the former is still leading, espe-
cially in the defénsive department. .Yale shuts up like a
beaten horse when driven down hard, but shows on the
offensive an entirely different spirit in adversity. Both
teams have a fancy for end runs. Harvard sends Cabot
around the opposite end, while Yale relies upon her
halves, Kiefer and Corwin especially, for end runs. The
plays will not come off against a first-class team, save in a
different way and with far heavier interference than either
team is giving to them at present. Harvard is using
some small wedge plays at centre with fair effectiveness,
and her guards back and tackles back are more up-to-
date work. These plays are worth working over and de-
veloping, for they can carry weight when the test comes.
‘What they lack in brilliancy, in comparison with the oth-
ers, they make up in practical utility, and they will be the
ones that are worth having in the list when the real time
comes. Yale begins to see that Harvard’s line is a heavy
one, that heavy ends will be a treasure on the 13th of
November, and is beginning to think more rationally of
the exact task ahead.

At this writing Princeton and Pennsylvania form a
class by themselves. There is no team that can reach

that class until it has in its category of plays those that '

carry heavy interference and carry it at high speed.
‘With this interference the guard or tackle openings may
be assaulted or a well-protected runner shot out around
the end. The formation of this style of interference takes
time for its mastery. Both Princeton and Pennsylvania
made use of it last season, and hence are in an advanced
position to-day.” Brown has taken it up, and is using
it with good results. Other teams must learn it and prac-
tise it if they wish to make the most out of the game un-
der the present rules. Neither Harvard nor Yale is as
yet up to it, although the former is making attempts that
promise some success. I say attempts advisedly, because,
while some of the formations are good, the interference is-
not sufficiently speeded up to make it effective. If the
Harvard coaches doubt this, let them take a trip to Phil-
adelphia and be convinced. I doubt very much if
the Harvard defence would stand against Pennsylvania
just now; certainly Yale’s would not. In this respect

there must be more marked improvement at the two New .

England universities or trouble will come. Yale is likely,
after her Brown experience, to take up plays where the
interference consists of more than three men. It is sim-
ply a human impossibility to perfect heavy mass inter-
ference in a period of two or three weeks. It takes months
of care and attention to get the men into place, to get them
moving together, and finally, and of vital importance in
the success of the plays, to get them moving fast.

This week Pennsylvania certainly deserves the palm for
progress. Her team has come along more rapidly than any
of the others, and is really close to championship form.
Her preliminary:season of practice and training may be in
a measure responsible for this, and it may be difficult to
keep the men on’edge until the Harvard game. But the
schedule is adapted for just such an exigeney, and owing
to the many objectighs advanced to summer training, the
Pennsylvania authorities will be especially upon the alert
to guard against any such disaster. I'hat the team is
playing very advanced football is beyond question. The
interference is quick to form, gathers headway rapidly,
and strikes hard. It is not yet as compact as it should
be, but is 'way ahead of that of any other team save per-
haps Princeton. = Even here Pennsylvania has made the
better progress of late, and would be a match for the
Tigers in any point save the kicking department; In
this, with hei three good men, Baird, Wheeler, and Ayres,
Princeton would have the advantage.

Having wiped out the Lafayette disgrace of last year
there is likelihood of the Philadelphians dropping their
fast pace. It would not be a bad thing for the Pennsylvania
team if it had a Princeton game in anticipation. It has
beaten Harvard with such positive regularity, although
not badly, that there is a spirit of certainty of the result
permeating the team. This is essentially antagonistic to
development. It is a something that only an unusual
game in prospect, like one with Princeton, can cure. The
every-day do-or-die feeling wears off, but if the orange
and biack banner of Princeton could be shaken in their
faces occasionally, it would make a world of difference.
It is a little like the boating situation at Yale until Cor-
nell shook it up a trifle. There has been too much win-
ning for the good of the sport, and it needs the spice of
uncertainty to stir up the real energies of all.

Many of the old men have become coaches, and have
thus added greatly to the development of the play. In
fact, the real progress of this sport in our country is large
ly due to the coaching principle, and the men acting as
coaches so stamp their character upon the play of their
charges that one can almost tell the school of a player
from the way he handles himself upon the field.

Among our present-day coaches in active work this fall
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there are some of the best examples of the ability to think
out and teach the play. Mr. George Woodruff, of the
University of Pennsylvania, is among the first. His posi-
tion as a player was that of guard at Yale. He is original,
enthusiastic in the extreme, and fertile in invention. Mr.
Alexander Moffat, of Princeton, was, as a player, behind
the line. He was an ideal kicker, and is able to impart
his skill to others. He differs from Mr. Woodruff in that
his enthusiasm is directed more to the result than to the
method. Mr. Forbes of Harvard is a more recent acqui-
sition to the ranks of football coaches. He was a player,
though not a ’varsity one. His coaching of Freshmen
tecams has been exceptionally successful. He is of the
painstaking, persistent type that attains its end by thor-
oughness. Mr. Butterworth of Yale was a brilliant full-
back not so long ago. As a coach he leads his men up to
a personal devotion to him and a forgetfulness of self that
are remarkable. His beliefs are in the line of regular plays
executed with irresistible dash.

Mr. Graves of West Point was a half-back. He played
both at Trinity and Yale. He is to-day one of the best
all-round coaches that ever crossed the gridiron. He is
especially strong in his ability to stop up the weak points
and secure a general even development. Mr. Warner
of Cornell has the credit of bringing his team up far
beyond their last year’s form. The work of Mr. Moyle
of Brown, formerly an end at New Haven, 1 have al-
ready mentioned. He is especially able in the develop-
ment of double passes and manceuvres eventuating in
end runs. Mr. Bull of the Carlisle Indians was a full-
back at Yale and a magnificent drop-kicker. He has put
the added kicking ability into the Carlisle eleven that
they so lacked last year. Mr. Davis of Lafayette, an old
Princeton player, taught his team to such good effect as
to secure a victory last season from Pennsylvania. Mr.
Stagg of the University of Chicago, an end rusher in his
day at Yale, has done much to develop strategic play in
the Middle West; while throughout the country are scat-
tered the more recent graduates of the big football col-
leges instilling into the minds of their willing pupils the
art of making touch-downs and goals. Mr. Paul Dashiell
is better known as an umpire than as a coach, but he was
a brilliant half-back in his day at Lehigh, and bas done
much for the game at Annapolis. Among men who have
never been players, but who have done much for the
strategic possibilities of the sport, Mr. Deland of Boston
is easily the most prominent. Until his advent the game
lacked a strong feature of combined assault, which he
made practicable.

The Carlisle Indians have demonstrated conclusively
that they are better than last season. It is true that their
scores have not been as sensational as they were in 1896,
when they played a half against Princeton which was
of the traditional ‘‘ hair-raising ” quality, a game against
Yale with the final score of 12 to 6, and a match with
Harvard when the crimson scored but once. This year
Princeton rolled up nearly as many as last year, Yale scored
twice as many, and Harvard has not been played. But the
style of the Indians’ play is much more rounded out. The
kicking game, which last season they seemed to ignore
as far as possible, and, when forced to it, to execute poor-
ly, is this year one of their strongest points. Hudson’s
drop from near the 30-yard line in the Yale game was one
that recalled vividly Mr. Bull’s own playing days. = The
Indian is a born tackler, and, like the bulldog, he never lets
go. He is much more mercurial in football than his bro-
ther the pale-face. His depression when losing ground
is extreme, and his elation correspondingly high when his
team gains some especial advantage. The pleasure and
pride which the New: York audience takes in the Car-
lisle team are well deserved. It is the people’s favorite,
and is always sure of the warmest kind of a welcome.
Yale’s game showed an ‘improvement in.defensive play,
but in offence her attempts to duplicate Brown’s tackle
and end over were rather crude.

Princeton found herself a party to a considerable con-
tract when she met the Cornell team at Ithaca Satur-
day. Until the game at Easton with Lafayette, Cor-
nell was an unknown quantity. It was understood; in
the way that football rumor circulates fromrcoach to coach
throughout the country, that Cornell was much more
fancicd by lher own people this year than last. That
certain methods of defence and offence had been
adopted, held fast to, and developed until the team
thoroughly understood and believed in them. But until
that first half of the Lafayette game there were many
sceptics who thought that the Cornell coaches were flat-
tering themselves unduly. But when the day of trial
came Cornell stood up to every belief, and Princeton, the
best team of last year’s season, the most aggressive driv-
ing eleven of 1897, with the possible exception of Penn-
sylvania, found it all an afternoon’s work ‘to score ten
points upon the Ithacans. The defence of Cornell was

‘remarkably well-conceived, and was executed with a vigor

that made it doubly effective, while her running game
had more real force in it than since the days when Os-
good made Harvard’s team stand on end at Springfield.
Besides, this year it does not depend upon one man.
‘Wheeler was the bright particular star of Princeton’s
team, and he might well be that on any team past or
present.

The other games of Saturday had been discounted in
football calculations long ago. That Pennsylvania was

“about to administer a crushing punishment to Lafay-

ette for her unholy aspiraticn and success of a year
ago was in the air everywhere; even the coaches
and best friends of Lafayette knew that the whipping
was due and the date at hand. And Pennsylvania did
not stay her hand. Lafayette was far weaker than
last year—somewhat due to injuries, it is true—and
Pennsylvania was far better. The Pennsylvania offence
showed itself the strongest of the year. The Harvard-
Brown game was also a foregone conclusion, especially so
when it was settled that Fultz could not play. With his
loss went much of the hope that Brown adherents had of
scoring. Gammons is good, but without his side partner
half his game is lost. Harvard exhibited a consideralile
advance in the steadiness of her defence when actually
driven to the work. WALTER CAMP.

“A PRIMER OF COLLEGE FOOTBALL.”—By W. H. LEWIS.—ILLUSTRATED.—16Mo, PAPER, 75 CenTs.—HARPER & BROTHERS.
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Beeman’s
The

-~ Original

Pepsin

Gum

Cures: Indigestion and Sea-sickness.
All Others Are Imitations.

18311 1897
Gountry Gentleman

ADMITTEDLY THE

THE

Leading Agricultural Journal
of the World.

Every department written by specialists, the highest
authorities in their respective lines.

No other paper pretends to compete with it in qualifi-
cations of editorial staff.

Gives the agricultural news with a degree of fulness
and completeness not even attempted by others,

Best Reviews of the Crops,
Best Market Reports,
Best Mechanical Execution,
Best Everything.

Price Reduced for 1898.

One Subscription, . . Two Dallars
Four Suhscriptions, . . Seven Dollars
Six Subscriptions, . .  Nine Dollars

The rest of this year free to all new subscri-
bers for 1898.

I~ Send for Special Inducements to Agents.

SpeciMEN Cories FrRee. Address

LUTHER TUCKER & SON,
Albany, N. V.

¥
|
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“The Lake Shore Limited”

Nos. 19 and 22

EVERY DAY IN THE YEAR
VIA

The Lake Shore &
Michigan Southern Ry.

In connection with the New York @
Central and Boston & Albany Rail-
roads, between
CH]CAGO, CLEVELAND, BUFFALO,

BOSTON AND NEW YORK.
Equipped with vestibule sleeping and %
compartment cars, buffet smoking and
library car and dining car. i

Send for book telling about these
and other fast trains, the route, etc.,
and illustrated booklet entitled “Jusgi-
fying its Excellence,” containing a short
sketch of the famous *“*White Mail,”’ to

A. J. SMITH, G. P, & T. A, Cleveland, 0. %

%

Lake Shore Dining €ar.

%
:
%
%
%
:
%

BY TIIE TWIN-SCREW EXPRESS

3.5, Auguste Victoria »= ety

For Madeira, Gibraltar, Malaga (Granada, Alhambra), Algiers, Genoa

Palermo, Naples, Genoa.

plane of personally conducted tours, has been ar- -2
ranged, per steamer COL
burg February 12, and Genoa February 21, 1898, °
Duration, 54 days.

HAMBURG-AMERIOAN LINE, 37 Broadway, N.Y.

OF THE
AN

(Uinter Cruise

LEAVING NEW YORK JANUARY 27, 1898,

Villefranche (Nice), Bizerta (Tunis), Alexandria (Cairo and __" 3
Pyramids), Jaffa (Jerusalem and Dead Sea), Beyrouth (Da- Z//
mascus), éonstantinople, Athens, Canea (Crete),

Duration, 69 days; Rates, $450 and upwards.
All appointments strictly first-class.
Another excursion at cheaper rates, and on the

UMBIA, toleave Ham- Z

For further particulars apply to

159 Randolph Street, Chieago.

70 State Street, Boston.

227 Walnut Street, Philadelphia.
401 California Street, San Franeiseo.

HARPER’S PERIODICALS

MAGAZINE, $4 oo a year. BAZAR, - - - $4 00 a year.
WEEKLY, $4 00 a yéar. ROUND TABLE, $1 00 a year.

|
: 'F.BOOSS & BRO.
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FORTY-EIFTH SEASON.

Importers and Makers of

FINE FURS

Beautiful Designs in

Sealskin Garments.

Novelties in

Sables, Seal, Persian, Mink,
Chinchilla, Marten, Etc.

LATEST DESIGNS, RICH LININGS,
FITTING WARRANTED.

A Special Department for Remedelling and
Repairing, with latect designs. Estimates
furnished.

F. BOOSS & BRO.,

449 BROADWAY. 26 MERCER STREET.

Four doors below Grand Street. Cable Cars
pass the door.

Style Book mailed on application.

Financial
Bills of Exchahge bought
Lette rs and sold. Cable Transfers

to Europe and South A frica.
Commercial and Travellers’
Letters of Credit. Collec-
tions made.

of
Credit.

Brown Brothers & Co.,

BANKERS, NO. 59 WALL STREET.

Surerelief )
RIDDER'S PASTILLES. -ovscs ASTINA,
(SRR . 50w, M4

R

)

HARPER'S - ROVND - TAB

A

&

3

1t is only possible in the limited space available to give more than a suggestion” o,
months, but upon request an illustrated circular, giving full details, will be sent, post free, to any address.

MON

3
$1 00 a Year |
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The Adventurers
By I;I..< B. MARRIOT WATSON

THLY MAGAZINE FOR YO

Published simultaneously in New York and London
SOME FEATURES FOR THE COMING YEAR

10 Cents a Copy

THREE SERIAL STORIES

The Copper Princess
By KiRK MUNROE

f the interesting material gathered for publication during the next twelve
There will be

Four for a Fortune
By ALBERT LEE

This is a thrilling story of adventure, the scene
of which is laid in an old castle away in the
mountains of Wales. There is treasure to fight
for, and there is plenty of lively skirmishing from
the first chapter'to the last, the incidents being
such as might have occurred in the riotous days
of the last century instead of in modern times.

H. B. M. WATSON

The mining region of Lake Superior is one
that has probably never before been utilized as
the scene of a story in fiction. It is in the bowels
of the earth that the hero of the present tale has
his adventures, and it is there that he finds and

« rescues the:Copper Princess. The story, like all of
Mr. Munroe’s tales, is full of valuable information.

A FEW SHORT-STORY TITLES

THE BLOCKADERS. By JAMES BARNES.

HUNT, THE OWLER. By STANLEY J. WEVMAN.

THE FLUNKING OF WATKINS'S GHOST. By Joun KENDRICK BANGS.
A CREATURE OF CIRCUMSTANCE. By MORGAN ROBERTSON.

A MORAL PIRATE. By Rear-Admiral J. H.

ARTICLES ON SPORT,

LAYING OUT A GOLF COURSE
By W. G. VAN TASSEL SUTPHEN

AN AMERICAN EXPLORER IN AFRICA

ELEPHANT HUNTING IN AFRICA
By SYDNEY BROOKS

FIRST LESSONS IN TILLER AND SHEET
By DuprLEy D. F, PARKER

SOME QUEER COLLEGE CUSTOMS
By RICHARD BARRY

In addition to the stories and articles, there will be,

First Number Ready November 1. AR

UpsHUR, U.S. N.

'TRAVEL, ETC.

By Cyrus C. ApAMs

FITTING UP A BOY'S ROOM
By J. HARRY ADAMS

. [ as usual, in_every number of the ROUND TABLE, the Departments—Stamps and
Coins, Camera Club, and Editor’'s Table—all greatly enlarged.  Competitions of various kinds, with money ;‘m'ées, will be held during the -
vear. For full particulars concerning these, see the announcement in the November number of HARPER’S R

UND TABLE. Address,

Here is a stirring narrative of the adventures of
four companions who have located a fortune hy
eans of an ancient chart. They start off to the
distant islands, where they believe the gold to L
located,and have such adventures as were common
in the old days of the buccaneers and freebooters,
The scene of the story is in' a picturesque locality,

A GREAT HAUL. By SoPHIE SWETT.
A HARBOR MYSTERY. By JoHN R. SPEARS.
A FRONTIER PATRIOT. By EpitH CARRUTH.

ELEPHANT HUNTING IN AFRICA

York a
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o . | | D Jaeger’s
SR SANATORY UNDERWEAR

AS USED BY

‘Dr. Nansen

on‘his famous A)rctic sledge journey.

““The result of all this experimenting was that I made
up my mind to keep to my woollen clothes, whichould
give free outlet to the perspiration. Johansen followed
my example, and on the upper part of our bodies we
each had two Jaeger Undershirts next the skin,” etc.,
etc.—* Farthest North,” Vol. 11, p. 115.

This Applies to You.

Jaeger Underwear allows the skin to breéathe,
freely, at the same time absorbing its exhala-
tions, leaving the body dry and warm. Gives
" the greatest warmth with the least weight.
Absolutely Pure Send for Illustrated Catalogue.

Main Retail Store: Branches :
16 WEST 23D ST., | 166 Broadway.
ROYAL BAKING POWDER CO., NEW YORK. New York. 248 W. 125th St.

The Cooking-School Girl,

IN TRAINING FOR THE GAME no matter how adept, can make no bétter soups than may the beginner who uses

h_<

Tae Turkey. *‘Say, Topknot, unless I'm completely used up Thanksgiving Day, I may come 9
out and watch the game.” ! 5
Extract ot BEEF
. G ) as “stock.” - Ittakes the place of the old fashioned soup-bone and gives to soups
- . a flavor otlta]_nable in'no otherway. Notroubleormysteryin its use. “Culinary
¢ - The quality of the soap &t Bven Wrinkles” gives Rany recnpesgioré)ups, sauces, etc.},lz.md'is mailed free. .
the best hotels and on sleeping cars — LoUL ampany, C t€ag o,
is not usually in keeping -with the »- . W ’/—’./"‘

luxury of modern travel.

‘Thete is nothing equal to an %

l l k 9 Porous
A C O C : S Plaster
for a pain in tte small of the back—in fact, anywhere. It
works like magic, but, be sure you gef* Allcock’s.”

The man who does not wish to use
for his toilet and bath, a soap of poor
quality and detestable odor, will carry .
Ivory Soap in his toilet case. -

Copyright, 1897, by The Procter & Gamble Co., Cincinnati

o : ll%Pointed Pens

Luxurious Writing! (H. HEWITT'S PATENT).

Suitable for writing in every position; glide over any
- = NTED paper; never seratch nor spurt.
M E 0N Made of the finest Sheffield rolled steel, BALL-POINTED pens are
(] - E more durable, and are ahead of all others

FOR EASY WRITING.

FINE LACES.

Chenille and
Spangled Tosca Nets,

$1.20 per box of 1 gross. Assorted sample box of 24 pens for
25 Cts., post free from all stationers, pr wholesale of
H. BAINBRIDGE & CO., 9 William Street, EDWARD KIMPTON. 48 John Street,
TOWER MANUFACTURING CO., 306 Broadway, New Yark.
J. B. LIPPINCOTT & CO., 715 Market Street, Philadelphia.
HOOPER, LEWIS & CO., 8 Milk Street, Boston.
A. C. M'CLUKG & CoO.. 117 Wabash Avenue, Chicago.
BROWN BROS., Lim., 68 King Street, Toronte.

ETTITIITITTTIZILIITTITITIZTEL L XS T3 P T T T T T T ETE T
. 9 Cliff-St., New York, Sept. 15th, 1896.
We have %‘urchased S. RAE & CO.’S FINEST ¢

SUBLIME LUCCA OIL at retail in the open ¥

market, and have submitted samples so obtained to

careful chemical analysis. b
We find the oil to be PURE OLIVE OIL un-

adulterated by admixture with any other oil or

other substance. It is free from rancidity, and all ;
other undesirable qualities, and it is of SUPERIOR

QUALITY ANB FLAVOR.

fHEC%iDO}(?HE CAL LABORATORY,

Jet Flouncings and “All-Overs, - ; ' —

Mousseline Robes
in Evening Shades,

Chiffons, Nets, Rufflings.

%fcoabwa” Ao 9% 6t

NEW YORK.

9

FITTTTTTTTTTE LTS Z 0 S0

Est. 1836. S. RAE & CO., Leghorn, Italy. 1§
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Joseph Gillott’s| MIND CULTURE
STEEL PENS. —how to think, read, study and ob-

GOLD MEDAL, PaRIS EXPosITION, 1889, serve — an  idea- systematizer — the
AND THE CHICAGO EXPOSITION AWARD. grga[’est work gfmodgrn lintes—

It is called a “seven-word, seven-minute
method of education, >’ has “‘the beauty of sim-
plicity.” One prominent instructor says, “It’s
400 years ahead of time.” New ideas—none
of the hackneyed, confusing present day

methods. Applying to any conceivable ques-
THE NEW NON-INFLAMMABLE " tion from every conceivable point of view.

c L E AN I N G F L u l D- Citizens’ edition, handsomely bound, $1.00.

Descriptive circular free. School edition,
reduced price in quantities. .

' to make money with s Magic | THE WHEREWITHAL BOOK CO.,
H ow Lantern or Stereopticon Bourse Building. Philadelphia, Pa.

HAND SEWED
PROCESS.

Just as good as those cesting $5
to 87. You can save . $2 to $3 on
every pair.

Imported Kangaroo Tops, fast color
hooks and eyelets, three rows silk stitch-
ing, oak leather bottoms, 155 different,
styles, and widths from A to EE.

Sold at our 52 stores in the,
large cities, and by 5000 retail
dealers throughout the U. S.
If not convenient to our storves
or dealers, send price, with 25
cents extra jor carriage, to
W. L. Douglas, Brockton,
Mass.  State size and
width usually worn.

isexplained in 250-page catalog
‘describing apparatus & Views
free. McALLISTER, Mfg. Optician, 49 Nassau St., N. Y.

I o ARPER’S thoroughly revised

and classified, will
[ be sent by mail to any address
/1 |COLLARS & CUFFS

<] BEST IN THE WORLD. J ?:n Z:::spt i CATALUGU
“America’s Greatest Railroad—The NEW YORK CENTRAL.”™™ i

(/| EARL &WILSON'S
/{ LINEN

Catalogue
Jree.
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