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THE RED CROSS GIRL.

i.

When Spencer Flagg laid the foundation-stone for 
the new million-dollar wing he was adding to the Flagg 
Home for Convalescents, on the hills above Greenwich, 
the New York Republic sent Sam Ward to cover the 
story, and with him Redding to take photographs. It 
was a crisp, beautiful day in October, full of sunshine 
and the joy of living, and from the great lawn in front 
of the Home you could see half over Connecticut and 
across the waters of the sound to Oyster Bay.

Upon Sam Ward, however, the beauties of Nature 
were wasted. When, the night previous, he had been 
given the assignment he had sulked, and he was still 



sulking. Only a year before he had graduated into 
New York from a small upstate college and a small 
upstate newspaper, but already he was a “star” man, 
and Hewitt, the city editor, humoured him.

“What’s the matter with the story?” asked the city 
editor. “With the speeches and lists of names it ought 
to run to two columns.”

“Suppose it does!” exclaimed Ward; “anybody can 
collect type-written speeches and lists of names. That’s 
a messenger boy’s job. Where’s there any heart-interest 
in a Wall Street broker like Flagg waving a silver trowel 
and singing, ‘See what a good boy am I!’ and a lot of 
grownup men in pinafores saying, ‘This stone is well 
and truly laid.’ Where’s the story in that?”

“When I was a reporter,” declared the city editor, 
“I used to be glad to get a day in the country.”

“Because you’d never lived in the country,” returned 
Sam. “If you’d wasted twenty-six years in the back- 
woods, as I did, you’d know that every minute you 
spend outside of New York you’re robbing yourself.”

“Of what?” demanded the city editor. “There’s 
nothing to New York except cement, iron girders, noise, 
and zinc garbage cans. You never see the sun in New



York; you never see the moon unless you stand in the 
middle of the street and bend backward. We never 
see flowers in New York except on the women’s hats. 
We never see the women except in cages in the eleva
tors—they spend their lives shooting up and down 
elevator shafts in department stores, in apartment houses, 
in office buildings. And we never see children in New 
York because the janitors won’t let the women who live 
in elevators have children! Don’t talk to me! Newr 
York’s a Little Nemo nightmare. It’s a joke. It’s an 
insult ! ”

“How curious!” said Sam. “Now I see why they 
took you off the street and made you a city editor. I 
don’t agree with anything you say. Especially are you 
wrong about the women. They ought to be caged in 
elevators, but they’re not. Instead, they flash past you 
in the street; they shine upon you from boxes in the 
theatre; they frown at you from the tops of ’buses; they 
smile at you from the cushions of a taxi, across restau
rant tables und|r red candle shades, when you offer 
them a seat in the subway. They are the only thing in 
New York that gives me any trouble.”

The city editor sighed. “How young you are!” he 



exclaimed. “However, to-morrow you will be free from 
your only trouble. There will be few women at the 
celebration, and they will be interested only in con
valescents—and you do not look like a convalescent.”

Sam Ward sat at the outer edge of the crowd of 
overdressed females and overfed men, and, with a sar
donic smile, listened to Flagg telling his assembled 
friends and sycophants how glad he was they were 
there to see him give away a million dollars.

“Aren’t you going to get his speech?” asked Redding, 
the staff photographer.

“Get his speech!” said Sam. “They have Pinker
tons all over the grounds to see that you don’t escape 
with less than three copies. Pm waiting to hear the 
ritual they always have, and then Pm going to sprint 
for the first train back to the centre of civilisation.”

“There’s going to be a fine lunch,” said Redding, 
“and reporters are expected. I asked the policeman if 
we were, and he said we were.”

Sam rose, shook his trousers into place, stuck his 
stick under his armpit and smoothed his yellow gloves.



He was very thoughtful of his clothes and always treated 
them with courtesy.

“You can have my share,” he said. “I cannot 
forget that I am fifty-five minutes from Broadway. And 
even if I were starving I would rather have a club sand
wich in New York than a Thanksgiving turkey dinner 
in New Rochelle.”

He nodded and with eager athletic strides started 
toward the iron gates; but he did not reach the iron 
gates, for on the instant trouble barred his way. Trouble 
came to him wearing the blue cambric uniform of a 
nursing sister, with a red cross on her arm, with a white 
collar turned down, white cuffs turned back, and a tiny 
black velvet bonnet. A bow of white lawn chucked her 
impudently under the chin. She had hair like golden
rod and eyes as blue as flax, and a complexion of such 
health and cleanliness and dewiness as blooms only on 
trained nurses.

She was so lovely that Redding swung his hooded 
camera at her as swiftly as a cowboy could have covered 
her with his gun.

Reporters become star reporters because they ob
serve things that other people miss and because they do 



not let it appear that they have observed them. When 
the great man who is being interviewed blurts out that 
which is indiscreet but most important, the cub reporter 
says: “That’s most interesting, sir. I’ll make a note of 
that.” And so warns the great man into silence. But 
the star reporter receives the indiscreet utterance as 
though it bored him; and the great man does not know 
he has blundered until he reads of it the next morning 
under screaming headlines.

Other men, on being suddenly confronted by Sister 
Anne, which was the official title of the nursing sister, 
would have fallen backward, or swooned, or gazed at 
her with soulful, worshipping eyes; or, were they that 
sort of beast, would have ogled her with impertinent 
approval. Now Sam, because he was a star reporter, 
observed that the lady before him was the most beauti
ful young woman he had ever seen; but no one would 
have guessed that he observed that—least of all Sister 
Anne. He stood in her way and lifted his hat, and 
even looked into the eyes of blue as impersonally 
and as calmly as though she were his great-aunt— 
as though his heart was not beating so fast that it 
choked him.



“I am from the Republic,” he said. “Everybody 
is so busy here to-day that I’m not able to get what I 
need about the Home. It seems a pity,” he added 
disappointedly, “because it’s so well done that people 
ought to know about it.” He frowned at the big hos
pital buildings. It was apparent that the ignorance of 
the public concerning their excellence greatly annoyed 
him.

When again he looked at Sister Anne she was re
garding him in alarm — obviously she was upon the 
point of instant flight.

“You are a reporter?” she said.
Some people like to place themselves in the hands 

of a reporter because they hope he will print their 
names in black letters; a few others—only reporters 
know how few—would as soon place themselves in the 
hands of a dentist.

“A reporter from the Republic,” repeated Sam.
“But why ask me?” demanded Sister Anne.
Sam could see no reason for her question; in ex

tenuation and explanation he glanced at her uniform.
“I thought you were at work here,” he said simply, 

“I beg your pardon.”



He stepped aside as though he meant to leave her. 
In giving that impression he was distinctly dishonest.

“There was no other reason,” persisted Sister Anne 
—“I mean for speaking to me?”

The reason for speaking to her was so obvious 
that Sam wondered whether this could be the height 
of innocence or the most banal coquetry. The hostile 
look in the eyes of the lady proved it could not be 
coquetry.

“I am sorry,” said Sam. “I mistook you for one 
of the nurses here; and, as you didn’t seem busy, I 
thought you might give me some statistics about the 
Home — not really statistics, you know, but local 
colour.”

Sister Anne returned his look with one as steady as 
his own. Apparently she was weighing his statement. 
She seemed to disbelieve it. Inwardly he was asking 
himself what could be the dark secret in the past of 
this young woman that at the mere approach of a re
porter—even of such a nice-looking reporter as himself 
—she should shake and shudder.

“If that’s what you really want to know,” said Sister 
Anne doubtfully, “I’ll try and help you; but,” she added, 



looking at him as one who issues an ultimatum, “you 
must not say anything about me!”

Sam knew that a woman of the self-advertising, 
club-organising class will always say that to a reporter 
at the time she gives him her card so that he can 
spell her name correctly; but Sam recognised that this 
young woman meant it. Besides, what was there that 
he could write about her? Much as he might like to 
do so, he could not begin his story with: “The Flagg 
Home for Convalescents is also the home of the most 
beautiful of all living women.” No copy editor wxnild 
let that get by him. So, as there was nothing to say 
that he would be allowed to say, he promised to say 
nothing. Sister Anne smiled; and it seemed to Sam 
that she smiled, not because his promise had set her 
mind at ease but because the promise amused her. 
Sam wondered why.

Sister Anne fell into step beside him and led him 
through the wards of the hospital. He found that it 
existed for and revolved entirely about one person. 
He found that a million dollars and some acres of 
buildings, containing sun-rooms and hundreds of rigid 
white beds, had been donated by Spencer Flagg only 
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to provide a background for Sister Anne—only to ex
hibit the depth of her charity, the kindness of her heart, 
the unselfishness of her nature.

“Do you really scrub the floors?” he demanded— 
“I mean you yourself—down on your knees, with a pail 
and water and scrubbing brush?”

Sister Anne raised her beautiful eyebrows and 
laughed at him.

“We do that when we first come here,” she said— 
“when we are probationers; is there a newer way of 
scrubbing floors?”

“And these awful patients,” demanded Sam—“do 
you wait on them? Do you have to submit to their 
complaints and whinings and ingratitude?” He glared 
at the unhappy convalescents as though by that glance 
he would annihilate them. “It’s not fair!” exclaimed 
Sam. “It’s ridiculous. I’d like to choke them!”

“That’s not exactly the object of a home for con
valescents,” said Sister Anne.

“You know perfectly well what I mean,” said Sam. 
“Here are you—if you’ll allow me to say so—a magni
ficent, splendid, healthy young person, wearing out your



young life over a lot of lame ducks, failures, and 
cripples.”

“Nor is that quite the way we look at it,” said 
Sister Anne.

“We?” demanded Sam.

Sister Anne nodded toward a group of nurses.

“I’m not the only nurse here,” she said. “There 
are over forty.”

“You are the only one here,” said Sam, “who is 
not! That’s just what I mean—I appreciate the work 
of a trained nurse; I understand the ministering angel 
part of it; but you—I’m not talking about anybody 
else; I’m talking about you—you are too young! 
Somehow you are different; you are not meant to wear 
yourself out fighting disease and sickness, measuring 
beef broth and making beds.”

Sister Anne laughed with delight.

“I beg your pardon,” said Sam stiffly.

“No—pardon me,” said Sister Anne; “but your 
ideas of the duties of a nurse are so quaint.”

“No matter what the duties are,” declared Sam;
“you should not be here!



Sister Anne shrugged her shoulders; they were 
charming shoulders—as delicate as the pinions of a bird.

“One must live,” said Sister Anne.
They had passed through the last cold corridor, 

between the last rows of rigid white cots, and had come 
out into the sunshine. Below them stretched Connecti
cut, painted in autumn colours. Sister Anne seated 
herself upon the marble railing of the terrace and looked 
down upon the flashing waters of the Sound.

“Yes; that’s it,” she repeated softly—“one must 
live.”

Sam looked at her—but, finding that to do so made 
speech difficult, looked hurriedly away. He admitted 
to himself that it was one of those occasions, only too 
frequent with him, when his indignant sympathy was 
heightened by the fact that “the woman was very fair.” 
He conceded that. He was not going to pretend to 
himself that he was not prejudiced by the outrageous 
beauty of Sister Anne, by the assault upon his feelings 
made by her uniform—made by the appeal of her pro
fession, the gentlest and most gracious of all professions. 
He was honestly disturbed that this young girl should 
devote her life to the service of selfish sick people.



“If you do it because you must live, then it can 
easily be arranged; for there are other ways of earning 
a living.”

The girl looked at him quickly; but he was quite 
sincere—and again she smiled.

“Now what would you suggest?” she asked. “You 
see,” she said, “I have no one to advise me—no man 
of my own age. I have no brothers to go to. I have 
a father, but it was his idea that I should come here; 
and so I doubt if he would approve of my changing to 
any other work. Your own work must make you ac
quainted with many women who earn their own living. 
Maybe you could advise me?”

Sam did not at once answer. He was calculating 
hastily how far his salary would go toward supporting 
a wife. He was trying to remember which of the men 
in the office were married, and whether they were those 
whose salaries were smaller than his own. Collins, one 
of the copy editors, he knew was very ill-paid; but 
Sam also knew that Collins was married, because his 
wife used to wait for him in the office to take her to 
the theatre, and often Sam had thought she was ex
tremely well dressed. Of course Sister Anne was so 



beautiful that what she might wear would be a matter 
of indifference; but then women did not always look at 
it that way. Sam was so long considering offering 
Sister Anne a life position that his silence had become 
significant; and to cover his real thoughts he said 
hurriedly :

“Take type-WTÍting, for instance. That pays very 
well. The hours are not difficult”

“And manicuring?” suggested Sister Anne.
Sam exclaimed in horror.
“You!” he cried roughly—“For you! Quite im

possible ! ”
“Why for me?” said the girl.
In the distress at the thought Sam was jabbing his 

stick into the gravel walk as though driving the mani
curing idea into a deep grave. He did not see that 
the girl was smiling at him mockingly.

“You?” protested Sam—“You in a barber’s shop 
washing men’s fingers who are not fit to wash the 
streets you walk on! Good Lord!” His vehemence 
was quite honest The girl ceased smiling. Sam was 
still jabbing at the gravel walk, his profile toward her— 
and, unobserved, she could study his face. It was an 



attractive face—strong, clever, almost illegally good
looking. It explained why, as he had complained to 
the city editor, his chief trouble in New York was with 
the women. With his eyes full of concern, Sam turned 
to her abruptly.

“How much do they give you a month?"
“Forty dollars," answered Sister Anne
“This is what hurts me about it,” said Sam. “It 

is that you should have to work and wait on other 
people when there are so many strong, hulking men 
who would count it God’s blessing to work for you, to 
wait on you, and give their lives for you. However, 
probably you know that better than I do.”

“No; I don’t know that,” said Sister Anne.
Sam recognised that it was quite absurd that it 

should be so, but this statement gave him a sense of 
great elation, a delightful thrill of relief. There was 
every reason why the girl should not confide in a com
plete stranger—even to deceive him was quite within 
her rights; but, though Sam appreciated this, he pre
ferred to be deceived.

“I think you are working too hard,” he said, smil
ing happily—“I think you ought to have a change.



You ought to take a day off! Do they ever give you 
a day off?”

“Next Saturday,” said Sister Anne. “Why?”
“Because,” explained Sam, “if you won’t think it 

too presumptuous, I was going to prescribe a day off 
for you—a day entirely away from iodoform and white 
enamelled cots. It is what you need, a day in the 
city and a lunch where they have music; and a matinée, 
where you can laugh—or cry, if you like that better— 
and then, maybe, some fresh air in the park in a taxi; 
and after that dinner and more theatre—and then I’ll 
see you safe on the train for Greenwich. Before you 
answer,” he added hurriedly, “I want to explain that I 
contemplate taking a day off myself and doing all these 
things with you—and that if you want to bring any of 
the other forty nurses along as a chaperon, I hope you 
will. Only, honestly, I hope you won’t!”

The proposal apparently gave Sister Anne much 
pleasure. She did not say so, but her eyes shone and 
when she looked at Sam she was almost laughing with 
happiness.

“I think that would be quite delightful,” said Sister 
Anne—“quite delightful! Only it would be frightfully 



expensive; even if I don’t bring another girl, which I 
certainly would not, it would cost a great deal of money. 
I think we might cut out the taxicab—and walk in the 
park and feed the squirrels.”

“Oh!” exclaimed Sam in disappointment—“then 
you know Central Park?”

Sister Anne’s eyes grew quite expressionless.
“I once lived near there,” she said.
“In Harlem?”
“Not exactly in Harlem, but near it. I was quite 

young,” said Sister Anne. “Since then I have always 
lived in the country or in—other places.”

Sam’s heart was singing with pleasure.
“It’s so kind of you to consent,” he cried. “Indeed, 

you are the kindest person in all the world. I thought 
so when I saw you bending over these sick people, and 
now I know.”

“It is you who are kind,” protested Sister Anne, 
“to take pity on me.”

“Pity on you!” laughed Sam. “You can’t pity a 
person who can do more with a smile than old man 
Flagg can do with all his millions. Now,” he demanded 
in happy anticipation, “where are we to meet?”



“That’s it,” said Sister Anne. “Where are we to 
meet?”

“Let it be at the Grand Central Station. The day 
can’t begin too soon,” said Sam; “and before then 
telephone me what theatre and restaurants you want 
and I’ll reserve seats and tables. Oh,” exclaimed Sam 
joyfully, “it will be a wonderful day — a wonderful 
day!”

Sister Anne looked at him curiously and, so it 
seemed, a little wistfully. She held out her hand.

“I must go back to my duties,” she said. 
“Good-by.”

“Not good-by,” said Sam heartily — “only until 
Saturday—and my name’s Sam Ward and my address 
is the city room of the Republic. What’s your name?”

“Sister Anne,” said the girl. “In the nursing order 
to which I belong we have no last names.”

“So,” asked Sam, “I’ll call you Sister Anne?”
“No, just Sister,” said the girl.
“Sister!” repeated Sam—“Sister!” He breathed 

the word rather than spoke it; and the way he said it 
and the way he looked when he said it made it carry 
almost the touch of a caress. It was as if he had 



said “Sweetheart!” or “Beloved!” “I’ll not forget,” 
said Sam.

Sister Anne gave an impatient, annoyed laugh.
“Nor I,” she said.
Sam returned to New York in the smoking-car, 

puffing feverishly at his cigar and glaring dreamily at 
the smoke. He was living the day over again and, in 
anticipation, the day off, still to come. He rehearsed 
their next meeting at the station; he considered whether 
or not he would meet her with a huge bunch of violets 
or would have it brought to her when they were at 
luncheon by the head waiter. He decided the latter 
way would be more of a pleasant surprise. He planned 
the luncheon. It was to be the most marvellous repast 
he could evolve; and, lest there should be the slightest 
error, he would have it prepared in advance—and it 
should cost half his week’s salary.

The place where they were to dine he would leave 
to her, because he had observed that women had 
strange ideas about clothes—some of them thinking 
that certain clothes must go with certain restaurants. 
Some of them seemed to believe, that, instead of their 
conferring distinction upon the restaurant, the restaurant 



conferred distinction upon them. He was sure Sister 
Anne would not be so foolish, but it might be that she 
must always wear her nurse’s uniform and that she 
would prefer not to be conspicuous; so he decided that 
the choice of where they would dine he would leave 
to her. He calculated that the whole day ought to 
cost about eighty dollars, which, as star reporter, was 
what he was then earning each week. That was little 
enough to give for a day that would be the birthday 
of his life! No, he contradicted—the day he had first 
met her must always be the birthday of his life; for 
never had he met one like her and he was sure there 
never would be one like her — she was so entirely 
superior to all the others, so fine, so difficult—in her 
manner there was something that rendered her un
approachable. Even her simple nurse’s gown was 
worn with a difference. She might have been a prin
cess in fancy dress. And yet, how humble she had 
been when he begged her to let him for one day per
sonally conduct her over the great city! “You are so 
kind to take pity on me,” she had said. He thought 
of many clever, pretty speeches he might have made. 
He was so annoyed he had not thought of them at 



the time that he kicked violently at the seat in front 
of him.

He wondered what her history might be; he was 
sure it was full of beautiful courage and self-sacrifice. 
It certainly was outrageous that one so glorious must 
work for her living, and for such a paltry living—forty 
dollars a month! It was worth that merely to have her 
sit in the flat where one could look at her; for already 
he had decided that, when they were married, they 
would live in a flat—probably in one overlooking Cen
tral Park, on Central Park West. He knew of several 
attractive suites there at thirty-five dollars a week—or, 
if she preferred the suburbs, he would forsake his be
loved New York and return to the country. In his 
gratitude to her for being what she was, he conceded 
even that sacrifice.

When he reached New York, from the speculators 
he bought front-row seats at five dollars for the two 
most popular plays in town. He put them away care
fully in his waistcoat pocket. Possession of them made 
him feel that already he had obtained an option on 
six hours of complete happiness.

After she left Sam, Sister Anne passed hurriedly 



through the hospital to the matron’s room and, wrap
ping herself in a raccoon coat, made her way to a wait
ing motor-car and said “Home!” to the chauffeur. 
He drove her to the Flagg family vault, as Flagg’s 
envious millionnaire neighbours called the pile of 
white marble that topped the highest hill above Green
wich, and which for years had served as a landfall to 
mariners on the Sound.

There were a number of people at tea when she 
arrived and they greeted her noisily.

“I have had a most splendid adventure!” said 
Sister Anne. “There were six of us, you know, dressed 
up as Red Cross nurses, and we gave away pro
grammes. Well, one of the New York reporters 
thought I was a real nurse and interviewed me about 
the Home. Of course I knew enough about it to keep 
it up, and I kept it up so well that he was terribly 
sorry for me; and------ ”

One of the tea drinkers was little Hollis Holworthy, 
who prided himself on knowing who’s who in New York. 
He had met Sam Ward at first nights and prize fights. 
He laughed scornfully.

“Don’t you believe it!” he interrupted. “That



man who was talking to you was Sam Ward. He’s the 
smartest newspaper man in New York; he was just 
leading you on. Do you suppose there’s a reporter in 
America who wouldn’t know you in the dark? Wait 
until you see the Sunday paper.”

Sister Anne exclaimed indignantly.
“He did not know me!” she protested. “It quite 

upset him that I should be wasting my life measuring 
out medicines and making beds.”

There was a shriek of disbelief and laughter. “I 
told him,” continued Sister Anne, “that I got torty 
dollars a month, and he said I could make more as a 
type-writer; and I said I preferred to be a mani
curist.”

“Oh, Anita!” protested the admiring chorus.
“And he was most indignant. He absolutely re

fused to allow me to be a manicurist. And he asked 
me to take a day off with him and let him show me 
New York. And he offered, as attractions, moving
picture shows and a drive on a Fifth Avenue ’bus, and 
feeding peanuts to the animals in the park. And if I 
insisted upon a chaperon I might bring one of the 
nurses. We’re to meet at the soda-water fountain in 



the Grand Central Station. He said, ‘The day cannot 
begin too soon ! ’ ”

“Oh, Anita!” shrieked the chorus.
Lord Deptford, who as the newspaper had re

peatedly informed the American public had come to 
the Flaggs’ country-place to try to marry Anita Flagg, 
was amused.

“What an awfully jolly rag!” he cried. “And what 
are you going to do about it?”

“Nothing,” said Anita Flagg. “The reporters have 
been making me ridiculous for the last three years; 
now I have got back at one of them ! And,” she added, 
“that’s all there is to that!”

That night, however, when the house-party was 
making toward bed, Sister Anne stopped by the stairs 
and said to Lord Deptford: “I want to hear you call 
me Sister.”

“Call you what?” exclaimed the young man. “I 
will tell you,” he whispered, “what I’d like to call 
you ! ”

“You will not!” interrupted Anita. “Do as I 
tell you and say Sister once. Say it as though you 
meant it.”



“But I don’t mean it,” protested his lordship. 
“I’ve said already what I------ ”

“Never mind what you’ve said already,” com
manded Miss Flagg. “I’ve heard that from a lot of 
people. Say Sister just once.”

His lordship frowned in embarrassment.
“Sister!” he exclaimed. It sounded like the pop of 

a cork.
Anita Flagg laughed unkindly and her beautiful 

shoulders shivered as though she were cold.
“Not a bit like it, Deptford,” she said. “Good 

night.”
Later Helen Page, who came to her room to ask her 

about a horse she was to ride in the morning, found her 
ready for bed but standing by the open window looking 
out toward the great city to the south.

When she turned Miss Page saw something in her 
eyes that caused that young woman to shriek with 
amazement.

“Anita!” she exclaimed. “You crying! What in 
Heaven’s name can make you cry?”

It was not a kind speech, nor did Miss Flagg receive 
it kindly. She turned upon the tactless intruder.
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“Suppose,” cried Anita fiercely, “a man thought 
you were worth forty dollars a month—honestly didn’t 
know!—honestly believed you were poor and worked 
for your living, and still said your smile was worth more 
than all of old man Flagg’s millions, not knowing they 
were your millions. Suppose he didn’t ask any money 
of you, but just to take care of you, to slave for you— 
only wanted to keep your pretty hands from working, 
and your pretty eyes from seeing sickness and pain. 
Suppose you met that man among this rotten lot, what 
would you do? What wouldn’t you do?”

“Why, Anita!” exclaimed Miss Page.
“What would you do?” demanded Anita Flagg. 

“This is what you’d do: You’d go down on your knees 
to that man and say: ‘Take me away! Take me away 
from them, and pity me, and be sorry for me, and love 
me—and love me—and love me!”’

“And why don’t you?” cried Helen Page.
“Because Pm as rotten as the rest of them!” cried 

Anita Flagg. “Because Pm a coward. And that’s why 
Pm crying. Haven’t I the right to cry?”



II.

At the exact moment Miss Flagg was proclaiming 
herself a moral coward, in the local room of the Republic 
Collins, the copy editor, was editing Sam’s story of the 
laying of the corner-stone. The copy editor’s cigar was 
tilted near his left eyebrow; his blue pencil, like a 
guillotine ready to fall upon the guilty word or para
graph, was suspended in mid-air; and continually, like 
a hawk preparing to strike, the blue pencil swooped 
and circled. But page after page fell softly to the desk 
and the blue pencil remained inactive. As he read, the 
voice of Collins rose in muttered ejaculations; and, as 
he continued to read, these explosions grew louder and 
more amazed. At last he could endure no more and, 
swinging swiftly in his revolving chair, his glance swept 
the office. “In the name of Mike!” he shouted. “What 
is this?”

The reporters nearest him, busy with pencil and 
type-writers, frowned in impatient protest. Sam Ward,
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swinging his legs from the top of a table, was gazing at 
the ceiling, wrapped in dreams and tobacco smoke. 
Upon his clever, clean-cut features the expression was 
far-away and beatific. He came back to earth.

“What’s what?” Sam demanded.

At that moment Elliott, the managing editor, was 
passing through the room, his hands filled with freshly 
pulled proofs. He swung toward Collins quickly and 
snatched up Sam’s copy. The story already was late— 
and it was important.

“What’s wrong?” he demanded.

Over the room there fell a sudden hush.

“Read the opening paragraph,” protested Collins. 
“It’s like that for a column! It’s all about a girl— 
about a Red Cross nurse. Not a word about Flagg or 
Lord Deptford. No speeches! No news! It’s not a 
news story at all. It’s an editorial, and an essay, and 
a spring poem. I don’t know what it is. And, what’s 
worse,” wailed the copy editor defiantly and to the 
amazement of all, “it’s so darned good that you can’t 
touch it. You’ve got to let it go or kill it.”

The eyes of the managing editor, masked by his 



green paper shade, were racing over Sam’s written 
words. He thrust the first page back at Collins.

“Is it all like that!”
“There’s a column like that!”
“Run it just as it is,” commanded the managing 

editor. “Use it for your introduction and get your 
story from the flimsy. And, in your head, cut out 
Flagg entirely. Call it ‘The Red Cross Girl.’ And 
play it up strong with pictures.”

He turned on Sam and eyed him curiously.
“What’s the idea, Ward?” he said. “This is a 

newspaper—not a magazine!”
The click of the type-writers was silent, the hectic 

rush of the pencils had ceased, and the staff, expectant, 
smiled cynically upon the star reporter. Sam shoved 
his hands into his trousers pockets and also smiled, but 
unhappily.

“I know it’s not news, sir,” he said; “but that’s the 
way I saw the story—outside on the lawn, the band 
playing, and the governor and the governor’s staff and 
the clergy burning incense to Flagg; and inside, this 
girl right on the job—taking care of the sick and 
wounded. It seemed to me that a million from a man 



that won’t miss a million didn’t stack up against what 
this girl was doing for these sick folks! What I wanted 
to say,” continued Sam stoutly, “was that the moving 
spirit of the hospital was not in the man who signed 
the checks, but in these women who do the work—the 
nurses, like the one I wrote about; the one you called 
‘The Red Cross Girl.’”

Collins, strong througn many years of faithful service, 
backed by the traditions of the profession, snorted scorn
fully.

“But it’s not news!”
“It’s not news,” said Elliott doubtfully; “but it’s the 

kind of story that made Frank O’Malley famous. It’s 
the kind of story that drives men out of this business 
into the arms of what Kipling calls ‘the illegitimate 
sister.’ ”

It seldom is granted to a man on the same day to 
give his whole heart to a girl and to be patted on the 
back by his managing editor; and it was this combina
tion, and not the drinks he dispensed to the staff in re
turn for its congratulations, that sent Sam home walking 
on air. He loved his business, he was proud of his 
business; but never before had it served him so well.



It had enabled him to tell the woman he loved, and 
incidentally a million other people, how deeply he 
honoured her; how clearly he appreciated her power for 
good. No one would know he meant Sister Anne, save 
two people—Sister Anne and himself; but for her and 
for him that was as many as should know. In his story 
he had used real incidents of the day; he had described 
her as she passed through the wards of the hospital, 
cheering and sympathetic; he had told of the little acts 
of consideration that endeared her to the sick people.

The next morning she would know that it was she 
of whom he had written; and between the lines she 
would read that the man who wrote them loved her. 
So he fell asleep, impatient for the morning. In the 
hotel at which he lived the Republic was always placed 
promptly outside his door; and, after many excursions 
into the hall, he at last found it. On the front page 
was his story, “The Red Cross Girl.” It had the place 
of honour—right-hand column; but more conspicuous 
than the headlines of his own story was one of Red
ding’s photographs. It was the one he had taken of 
Sister Anne when first she had approached them, in her 
uniform of mercy, advancing across the lawn, walking 



straight into the focus of the camera. There was no 
mistaking her for any other living woman; but beneath 
the picture, in bald, staring, uncompromising type, was 
a strange and grotesque legend.

“Daughter of Millionaire Flagg,” it read, “in a New 
Rôle. Miss Anita Flagg as the Red Cross Girl.”

For a long time Sam looked at the picture, and then, 
folding the paper so that the picture was hidden, he 
walked to the open window. From below, Broadway 
sent up a tumultuous greeting—cable cars jangled, taxis 
hooted; and on the sidewalks, on their way to work, 
processions of shop-girls stepped out briskly. It was 
the street and the city and the life he had found fas
cinating, but now it jarred and affronted him. A girl 
he knew had died, had passed out of his life forever 
—worse than that, had never existed; and yet the city 
went on just as though that made no difference, or just 
as little difference as it would have made had Sister 
Anne really lived and really died.

At the same early hour, an hour far too early for 
the rest of the house party, Anita Flagg and Helen 
Page, booted and riding-habited, sat alone at the break
fast-table, their tea before them; and in the hands of 



Anita Flagg was the Daily Republic. Miss Page had 
brought the paper to the table and, with affected indigna
tion at the impertinence of the press, had pointed at 
the front-page photograph; but Miss Flagg was not look
ing at the photograph, or drinking her tea, or showing 
in her immediate surroundings any interest whatsoever. 
Instead, her lovely eyes wTere fastened with fascination 
upon the column under the heading “The Red Cross 
Girl”; and, as she read, the lovely eyes lost all trace of 
recent slumber, her lovely lips parted breathlessly, and 
on her lovely cheeks the colour flowed and faded and 
glowed and bloomed. When she had read as far as a 
paragraph beginning, “When Sister Anne walked be
tween them those who suffered raised their eyes to hers 
as flowers lift their faces to the rain,” she dropped the 
paper and started for the telephone.

“Any man,” cried she, to the mutual discomfort of 
Helen Page and the servants, “who thinks Pm like that 
mustn’t get away! Pm not like that and I know it; 
but if he thinks so that’s all I want. And maybe I 
might be like that—if any man would help.”

She gave her attention to the telephone and “In
formation.” She demanded to be instantly put into 



communication with the Daily Republic and Mr. Sam 
Ward. She turned again upon Helen Page.

“Pm tired of being called a good sport,” she pro
tested, “by men who aren’t half so good sports as I am. 
I’m tired of being talked to about money—as though I 
were a stock-broker. This man’s got a head , on his 
shoulders, and he’s got the shoulders too; and he’s got 
a darned good-looking head; and he thinks I’m a 
ministering angel and a saint; and he put me up on a 
pedestal and made me dizzy—and I like being made 
dizzy; and I’m for him! And I’m going after him!”

“Be still!” implored Helen Page. “Anyone might 
think you meant it!” She nodded violently at the dis
creet backs of the menservants.

“Ye gods, Parker!” cried Anita Flagg. “Does it 
take three of you to pour a cup of tea? Get out of 
here, and tell everybody that you all three caught me 
in the act of proposing to an American gentleman over 
the telephone and that the betting is even that I’ll make 
him marry me!”

The faithful and sorely tried domestics fled toward 
the door.

“And what’s more,” Anita hurled after them, “get 



your bets down quick, for after I meet him the odds 
will be a hundred to one!”

Had the Republic been an afternoon paper, Sam 
might have been at the office and might have gone to 
the telephone, and things might have happened differ
ently; but, as the Republic was a morning paper, the 
only person in the office was the lady who scrubbed 
the floors and she refused to go near the telephone. 
So Anita Flagg said, “I’ll call him up later,” and went 
happily on her ride, with her heart warm with love for 
all the beautiful world; but later it was too late.

To keep himself fit, Sam Ward always walked to 
the office. On this particular morning Hollis Holworthy 
was walking uptown and they met opposite the cathe
dral.

“You’re the very man I want,” said Holworthy 
joyously—“you’ve got to decide a bet.”

He turned and fell into step with Sam.
“It’s one I made last night with Nita Flagg. She 

thinks you didn’t know who she was yesterday, and I 
said that was ridiculous. Of course you knew. I bet 
her a theatre party.”

To Sam it seemed hardly fair that so soon, before 



his fresh wound had even been dressed, it should be 
torn open by impertinent fingers; but he had no right 
to take offence. How could the man, or anyone else, 
know what Sister Anne had meant to him?

“I’m afraid you lose,” he said. He halted to give 
Holworthy the hint to leave him, but Holworthy had no 
such intention.

“You don’t say so!” exclaimed that young man. 
“Fancy one of you chaps being taken in like that! I 
thought you were taking her in—getting up a story for 
the Sunday supplement!”

Sam shook his head, nodded, and again moved on; 
but he was not yet to escape.

“And, instead of your fooling her,” exclaimed Hol
worthy incredulously, “she was having fun with you!”

With difficulty Sam smiled.
“So it would seem,” he said.
“She certainly made an awfully funny story of it!” 

exclaimed Holworthy admiringly. “I thought she was 
making it up—she must have made some of it up. 
She said you asked her to take a day off in New York. 
That isn’t so, is it?”

“Yes, that’s so.”



“By Jove!” cried Hol worthy—“and that you invited 
her to see the moving-picture shows?”

Sam, conscious of the dearly bought front-row seats 
in his pocket, smiled pleasantly.

“Did she say I said that—or you?” he asked.
“She did.”
“Well, then, I must have said it.”
Holworthy roared with amusement.
“And that you invited her to feed peanuts to the 

monkeys at the Zoo?”
Sam avoided the little man’s prying eyes.
“Yes; I said that too.”
“And I thought she was making it up!” exclaimed 

Holworthy. “We did laugh! You must see the fun of 
it yourself.”

Lest Sam should fail to do so he proceeded to 
elaborate.

“You must see the fun in a man trying to make a 
date with Anita Flagg—just as if she were no
body ! ”

“I don’t think,” said Sam, “that was my idea.” He 
waved his stick at a passing taxi. “I’m late,” he said. 
He abandoned Hollis on the sidewalk, chuckling and 



grinning with delight, and unconscious of the mischief 
he had made.

An hour later at the office, when Sam was waiting 
for an assignment, the telephone boy hurried to him, 
his eyes lit with excitement.

“You’re wanted on the ’phone,” he commanded. 
His voice dropped to an awed whisper. “Miss Anita 
Flagg wants to speak to you!”

The blood ran leaping to Sam’s heart and face. 
Then he remembered that this was not Sister Anne who 
wanted to speak to him, but a woman he had never met.

“Say you can’t find me,” he directed.
The boy gasped, fled, and returned precipitately.
“The lady says she wants your telephone number— 

says she must have it.”
“Tell her you don’t know it; tell her it’s against the 

rules—and hang up.”
Ten minutes later the telephone boy, in the strictest 

confidence, had informed every member of the local 
staff that Anita Flagg—the rich, the beautiful, the dar
ing, the original of the Red Cross story of that morning 
—had twice called up Sam Ward and by that young 
man had been thrown down—and thrown hard!



That night Elliott, the managing editor, sent for Sam; 
and when Sam entered his office he found also there 
Walsh, the foreign editor, with whom he was acquainted 
only by sight.

Elliott introduced them and told Sam to be seated.
“Ward,” he began abruptly, “I’m sorry to lose you, 

but you’ve got to go. It’s on account of that story of 
this morning.”

Sam made no sign, but he was deeply hurt. From 
a paper he had served so loyally this seemed scurvy 
treatment. It struck him also that, considering the spirit 
in which the story had been written, it was causing him 
more kinds of trouble than was quite fair. The loss of 
position did not disturb him. In the last month too 
many managing editors had tried to steal him from the 
Republic for him to feel anxious as to the future. So 
he accepted his dismissal calmly, and could say without 
resentment: “Last night I thought you liked the story, 
sir?”

“I did,” returned Elliott; “I liked it so much that 
I’m sending you to a bigger place, where you can get 
bigger stories. We want you to act as our special 
correspondent in London. Mr. Walsh will explain the 



work; and if you’ll go you’ll sail next Wednes
day.”

After his talk with the foreign editor Sam again 
walked home on air. He could not believe it was real 
—that it was actually to him it had happened; for 
hereafter he was to witness the march of great events, 
to come in contact with men of international interests. 
Instead of reporting what was of concern only from the 
Battery to Forty-seventh Street, he would now tell New 
York what was of interest in Europe and the British 
Empire, and so to the whole world. There was one 
drawback only to his happiness—there was no one with 
whom he might divide it. He wanted to celebrate his 
good fortune; he wanted to share it with someone who 
would understand how much it meant to him, who would 
really care. Had Sister Anne lived, she would have 
understood; and he would have laid himself and his 
new position at her feet and begged her to accept them 
—begged her to run away with him to this tremendous 
and terrifying capital of the world, and start the new 
life together.

Among all the women he knew, there was none to 
take her place. Certainly Anita Flagg could not take 



her place. Not because she was rich, not because she 
had jeered at him and made him a laughing-stock, not 
because his admiration—and he blushed when he re
membered how openly, how ingenuously he had shown 
it to her—meant nothing; but because the girl he thought 
she was, the girl he had made dreams about and wanted 
to marry without a moment’s notice, would have seen 
that what he offered, ridiculous as it was when offered 
to Anita Flagg, was not ridiculous when offered sincerely 
to a tired, nerve-worn, overworked nurse in a hospital. 
It was because Anita Flagg had not seen that that she 
could not now make up to him for the girl he had lost, 
even though she herself had inspired that girl and for 
a day given her existence.

Had he known it, the Anita Flagg of his imagining 
was just as unlike and as unfair to the real girl as it 
was possible for two people to be. His Anita Flagg he 
had created out of the things he had read of her in 
impertinent Sunday supplements and from the impres
sion he had been given of her by the little ass, Hol
worthy. She was not at all like that. Ever since she 
had come of age she had been beset by sycophants and 
flatterers, both old and young, both men and girls, and
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by men who wanted her money and by men who 
wanted her. And it was because she got the motives 
of the latter two confused that she was so often hurt 
and said sharp, bitter things that made her appear hard 
and heartless.

As a matter of fact, in approaching her in the belief 
that he was addressing an entirely different person, Sam 
had got nearer to the real Anita Flagg than had any 
other man. And she knew it; but Sam did not know 
it. And so—when on arriving at the office the next 
morning, which was a Friday, he received a telegram 
reading, “Arriving to-morrow nine-thirty from Green
wich; the day cannot begin too soon; don’t forget you 
promised to meet me. Anita Flagg”—he was able to 
reply: “Extremely sorry; but promise made to a dif
ferent person, who unfortunately has since died!”

When Anita Flagg read this telegram there leaped 
to her lovely eyes tears that sprang from self-pity and 
wounded feelings. She turned miserably, appealingly to 
Helen Page.

“But why does he do it to me?” Her tone was 
that of the bewildered child who has struck her head 
against the table, and from the naughty table, without 



cause or provocation, has received the devil of a 
bump.

Before Miss Page could venture upon an explanation, 
Anita Flagg had changed into a very angry young woman.

“And what’s more,” she announced, “he can’t do it 
to me!”

She sent her telegram back again as it was, word 
for word, but this time it was signed, “Sister Anne.”

In an hour the answer came: “Sister Anne is the 
person to whom I refer. She is dead.”

Sam was not altogether at ease at the outcome of 
his adventure. It was not in his nature to be rude— 
certainly not to a woman, especially not to the most 
beautiful woman he had ever seen. For, whether her 
name was Anita or Anne, about her beauty there could 
be no argument; but he assured himself that he had 
acted within his rights. A girl who could see in a well- 
meant offer to be kind only a subject for ridicule was 
of no interest to him. Nor did her telegrams insisting 
upon continuing their acquaintance flatter him. As he 
read them, they showed only that she looked upon him 
as one entirely out of her world—as one with whom she 
could do an unconventional thing and make a good 
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story about it later, knowing that it would be accepted 
as one of her amusing caprices.

He was determined he would not lend himself to 
any such performance. And, besides, he no longer was 
a foot-loose, happy-go-lucky reporter. He no longer 
need seek for experiences and material to turn into copy. 
He was now a man with a responsible position—one 
who soon would be conferring with cabinet ministers 
and putting ambassadors at their ease. He wondered 
if a beautiful heiress, whose hand was sought in mar
riage by the nobility of England, would understand the 
importance of a London correspondent. He hoped 
someone would tell her. He liked to think of her as 
being considerably impressed and a little unhappy.

Saturday night he went to the theatre for which he 
had purchased tickets. And he went alone, for the 
place that Sister Anne was to have occupied could not 
be filled by any other person. It would have been 
sacrilege. At least, so it pleased him to pretend. And 
all through dinner, which he ate alone at the same 
restaurant to which he had intended taking her, he 
continued to pretend she was with him. And at the 
theatre, where there was going forward the most popular 



of all musical comedies, the seat next to him, which to 
the audience appeared wastefully empty, was to him 
filled with her gracious presence. That Sister Anne 
was not there—that the pretty romance he had woven 
about her had ended in disaster—filled him with real 
regret. He was glad he was leaving New York. He 
was glad he was going where nothing would remind 
him of her. And then he glanced up—and looked 
straight into her eyes!

He was seated in the front row, directly on the 
aisle. The seat Sister Anne was supposed to be oc
cupying was on his right, and a few seats farther to his 
right rose the stage-box; and in the stage-box, almost 
upon the stage, and with the glow of the footlights full 
in her face, was Anita Flagg, smiling delightedly down 
on him. There were others with her. He had a con
fused impression of bulging shirt-fronts, and shining 
silks, and diamonds, and drooping plumes upon enor
mous hats. He thought he recognised Lord Deptford 
and Holworthy; but the only person he distinguished 
clearly was Anita Flagg. The girl was all in black 
velvet, which was drawn to her figure like a wet bathing
suit; round her throat was a single string of pearls; and 



on her hair of golden-rod was a great hat of black 
velvet, shaped like a bell, with the curving lips of a lily. 
And from beneath its brim Anita Flagg, sitting rigidly 
erect with her white-gloved hands resting lightly on her 
knee, was gazing down at him, smiling with pleasure, 
with surprise, with excitement.

When she saw that, in spite of her altered appear
ance, he recognised her she bowed so violently and bent 
her head so eagerly that above her the ostrich-plumes 
dipped and courtesied like wheat in a storm. But Sam 
neither bowed nor courtesied. Instead, he turned his 
head slowly over his left shoulder, as though he thought 
she was speaking not to him but someone beyond him, 
across the aisle. And then his eyes returned to the 
stage and did not again look toward her. It was not 
the cut direct, but it wTas a cut that hurt; and in their 
turn the eyes of Miss Flagg quickly sought the stage. 
At the moment, the people in the audience happened 
to be laughing; and she forced a smile and then laughed 
with them.

Out of the corner of his eye Sam could not help 
seeing her profile exposed pitilessly in the glow of the 
footlights; saw her lips tremble like those of a child 



about to cry; and then saw the forced, hard smile— 
and heard her laugh lightly and mechanically.

“That’s all she cares!” he told himself.
It seemed to him that in all he heard of her, in 

everything she did, she kept robbing him still further 
of all that was dear to him in Sister Anne.

For five minutes, conscious of the footlights, Miss 
Flagg maintained upon her lovely face a fixed and in
tent expression, and then slowly and unobtrusively drew 
back to a seat in the rear of the box. In its darkest 
recesses she found Holworthy, shut off from a view of 
the stage by a barrier of women’s hats.

“Your friend Mr. Ward,” she began abruptly in a 
whisper, “is the rudest, most ill-bred person I ever met. 
When I talked to him the other day I thought he was 
nice. He was nice. But he has behaved abominably— 
like a boor—like a sulky child. Has he no sense of 
humour? Because I played a joke on him, is that any 
reason why he should hurt me?”

“Hurt you?” exclaimed little Hol worthy in amaze
ment. “Don’t be ridiculous! How could he hurt you? 
Why should you care how rude he is? Ward’s a 
clever fellow, but he fancies himself. He’s conceited.



He’s too good-looking; and a lot of silly women have 
made such a fuss over him. So when one of them 
laughs at him he can’t understand it. That’s the 
trouble. I could see that when I was telling him.”

“Telling him!” repeated Miss Flagg—“Telling him 
what?”

“About what a funny story you made of it,” ex
plained Holworthy. “About his having the nerve to 
ask you to feed the monkeys and to lunch with him.”

Miss Flagg interrupted with a gasping intake of her 
breath.

“Oh!” she said softly. “So—so you told him that, 
did you? And—what else did you tell him?”

“Only what you told us—that he said ‘the day 
could not begin too soon’; that he said he wouldn’t let 
you be a manicure and wash the hands of men who 
weren’t fit to wash the streets you walked on.”

There was a pause.
“Did I tell you he said that?” breathed Anita 

Flagg.
“You know you did,” said Hol worthy.
There was another pause.
“I must have been mad!” said the girl.



There was a longer pause and Holworthy shifted 
uneasily.

“I’m afraid you are angry,” he ventured.
“Angry!” exclaimed Miss Flagg. “I should say I 

was angry!—but not with you. I’m very much pleased 
with you. At the end of the act I’m going to let you 
take me out into the lobby.”

With his arms tightly folded, Sam sat staring un
happily at the stage and seeing nothing. He was sorry 
for himself because Anita Flagg had destroyed his 
ideal of a sweet and noble woman—and he was sorry 
for Miss Flagg because a man had been rude to her. 
That he happened to be that man did not make his 
sorrow and indignation the less intense; and, indeed, so 
miserable was he and so miserable were his looks, that 
his friends on the stage considered sending him a note, 
offering, if he would take himself out of the front row, 
to give him back his money at the box-office. Sam 
certainly wished to take himself away; but he did not 
want to admit that he was miserable, that he had be
haved ill, that the presence of Anita Flagg could spoil 
his evening—could, in the slightest degree affect him. 
So he sat, completely wretched, feeling that he was in 



a false position; that if he were it was his own fault; 
that he had acted like an ass and a brute. It was not 
a cheerful feeling.

When the curtain fell he still remained seated. He 
knew before the second act there was an interminable 
wait; but he did not want to chance running into Hol
worthy in the lobby and he told himself it would be 
rude to abandon Sister Anne. But he now was not so 
conscious of the imaginary Sister Anne as of the actual 
box-party on his near right, who were laughing and 
chattering volubly. He wondered whether they laughed 
at him—whether Miss Flagg were again entertaining 
them at his expense; again making his advances appear 
ridiculous. He was so sure of it that he flushed in
dignantly. He was glad he had been rude.

And then, at his elbow’, there was the rustle of silk; 
and a beautiful figure, all in black velvet, towered above 
him, then crowded past him, and sank into the empty 
seat at his side. He was too startled to speak—and 
Miss Anita Flagg seemed to understand that and to 
wish to give him time; for, without regarding him in 
the least, and as though to establish the fact that she 
had come to stay, she began calmly and deliberately to 



remove the bell-like hat. This accomplished, she bent 
toward him, her eyes looking straight into his, her smile 
reproaching him. In the familiar tone of an old and 
dear friend she said to him gently:

“This is the day you planned for me. Don’t you 
think you’ve wasted quite enough of it?”

Sam looked back into the eyes, and saw in them 
no trace of laughter or of mockery, but, instead, gentle 
reproof and appeal—and something else that, in turn, 
begged of him to be gentle.

For a moment, too disturbed to speak, he looked 
at her, miserably, remorsefully.

“It’s not Anita Flagg at all,” he said. “It’s Sister 
Anne come back to life again!”

The girl shook her head.
“No; it’s Anita Flagg. I’m not a bit like the girl 

you thought you met and I did say all the things Hol
worthy told you I said; but that was before I under
stood—before I read what you wrote about Sister Anne 
—about the kind of me you thought you’d met. When 
I read that I knew what sort of a man you were. I 
knew you had been really kind and gentle, and I knew 
you had dug out something that I did not know was 



there—that no one else had found. And I remembered 
how you called me Sister. I mean the way you said it. 
And I wanted to hear it again. I wanted you to say it.” 

She lifted her face to his. She was very near him 
—so near that her shoulder brushed against his arm. 
In the box above them her friends, scandalised and 
amused, were watching her with the greatest interest. 
Half of the people in the now half-empty house were 
watching them with the greatest interest. To them, 
between reading advertisements on the programme and 
watching Anita Flagg making desperate love to a lucky 
youth in the front row, there was no question of which 
to choose.

The young people in the front row did not know 
they were observed. They were alone—as much alone 
as though they were seated in a biplane, sweeping 
above the clouds.

“Say it again,” prompted Anita Flagg. “Say Sister.” 
“I will not!” returned the young man firmly. “But 

I’ll say this,” he whispered: “I’ll say you’re the most 
wonderful, the most beautiful, and the finest woman 
who has ever lived!”

Anita Flagg’s eyes left his quickly; and, with her 



head bent, she stared at the bass drum in the or
chestra.

“I don’t know,” she said, “but that sounds just as 
good.”

When the curtain was about to rise she told him to 
take her back to her box, so that he could meet her 
friends and go on with them to supper; but when they 
reached the rear of the house she halted.

“We can see this act,” she said, “or—my car’s in 
front of the theatre—we might go to the park and take 
a turn or two—or three. Which would you prefer?”

“Don’t make me laugh!” said Sam.
As they sat all together at supper with those of the 

box-party, but paying no attention to them whatsoever, 
Anita Flagg sighed contentedly.

“There’s only one thing,” she said to Sam, “that is 
making me unhappy; and because it is such sad news 
I haven’t told you. It is this: I am leaving America. 
I am going to spend the winter in London. I sail next 
Wednesday.”

“My business is to gather news,” said Sam, “but in 
all my life I never gathered such good news as that.”

“Good news!” exclaimed Anita.



“Because,” explained Sam, “I am leaving America 
—I am spending the winter in England—I am sailing 
on Wednesday. No; I also am unhappy, but that is 
not what makes me unhappy.”

“Tell me,” begged Anita.
“Some day,” said Sam.
The day he chose to tell her was the first day they 

were at sea—as they leaned upon the rail, watching 
Fire Island disappear.

“This is my unhappiness,” said Sam — and he 
pointed to a name on the passenger list. It was: 
“The Earl of Deptford, and valet.” “And because he 
is on board!”

Anita Flagg gazed with interest at a pursuing sea-gull.
“He is not on board,” she said. “He changed to 

another boat.”
Sam felt that by a word from her a great weight 

might be lifted from his soul. He looked at her ap
pealingly—hungrily.

“Why did he change?” he begged.
Anita Flagg shook her head in wonder. She smiled 

at him with amused despair.
“Is that all that is worrying you?” she said.



THE

GRAND CROSS OF THE CRESCENT.

Of some college students it has been said that, in 
order to pass their examinations, they will deceive and 
cheat their kind professors. This may or may not be 
true. One only can shudder and pass hurriedly on. 
But whatever others may have done, when young Peter 
Hallowell in his senior year came up for those final 
examinations which, should he pass them even by a 
nose, would gain him his degree, he did not cheat. 
He may have been too honest, too confident, too lazy, 
but Peter did not cheat. It was the professors who 
cheated.

At Stillwater College, on each subject on which you 
are examined you can score a possible hundred. That 
means perfection, and in the brief history of Stillwater, 
which is a very new college, only one man has attained 



it. After graduating he “accepted a position” in an 
asylum for the insane, from which he was promoted 
later to the poor-house, where he died. Many Still
water undergraduates studied his career and, lest they 
also should attain perfection, were afraid to study any
thing else. Among these Peter was by far the most 
afraid.

The marking system at Stillwater is as follows: If 
in all the subjects in which you have been examined 
your marks added together give you an average of 
ninety, you are passed “with honours”; if of seventy-five, 
you pass “with distinction”; if of fifty, you just “pass.” 
It is not unlike the grocer’s nice adjustment of fresh 
eggs, good eggs, and eggs. The whole college knew 
that if Peter got in among the eggs he would be lucky, 
but the professors and instructors of Stillwater were 
determined that, no matter what young Hallowell might 
do to prevent it, they would see that he passed his 
examinations. And they constituted the jury of awards. 
Their interest in Peter was not because they loved him 
so much, but because each loved his own vine-covered 
cottage, his salary, and his dignified title the more. 
And each knew that that one of the faculty who dared 



to flunk the son of old man Hallowell, who had en
dowed Stillwater, who supported Stillwater, and who 
might be expected to go on supporting Stillwater in
definitely, might also at the same time hand in his of
ficial resignation.

Chancellor Black, the head of Stillwater, was an 
up-to-date college president. If he did not actually run 
after money he went where money was, and it was not 
his habit to be downright rude to those who possessed 
it. And if any three-thousand-dollar-a-year professor, 
through a too strict respect for Stillwater’s standards 
of learning, should lose to that institution a half-million
dollar observatory, swimming-pool, or gymnasium, he 
was the sort of college president who would see to it 
that the college lost also the services of that too con
scientious instructor.

He did not put this in writing or in words, but just 
before the June examinations, when on the campus he 
met one of the faculty, he would enquire with kindly 
interest as to the standing of young Hallowell.

“That is too bad!” he would exclaim, but more in 
sorrow than in anger. “Still, I hope the boy can pull 
through. He is his dear father’s pride, and his father’s 
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heart is set upon his son’s obtaining his degree. Let 
us hope he will pull through.”

For four years every professor had been pulling 
Peter through, and the conscience of each had become 
calloused. They had only once more to shove him 
through and they would be free of him forever. And 
so, although they did not conspire together, each knew 
that of the firing squad that was to aim its rifles at 
Peter, his rifle would hold the blank cartridge.

The only one of them who did not know this wras 
Doctor Henry Gilman. Doctor Gilman was the pro
fessor of ancient and modern history at Stillwater, and 
greatly respected and loved. He also was the author 
of those well-known text-books, “The Founders of Islam,” 
and “The Rise and Fall of the Turkish Empire.” This 
latter work, in five volumes, had been not unfavourably 
compared to Gibbon’s “Decline and Fall of the Roman 
Empire.” The original newspaper comment, dated 
some thirty years back, the doctor had preserved, and 
would produce it, now somewhat frayed and worn, 
and read it to visitors. He knew it by heart, but to 
him it always possessed a contemporary and new 
interest.



“Here is a review of the history,” he would say—he 
always referred to it as “the” history—“that I came 
across in my Transcript.”

In the eyes of Doctor Gilman thirty years was so 
brief a period that it was as though the clipping had 
been printed the previous afternoon.

The members of his class who were examined on 
the “Rise and Fall,” and who invariably came to grief 
over it, referred to it briefly as “the Fall,” sometimes 
feelingly as “the------Fall.” “The” history began when
Constantinople was Byzantium, skipped lightly over six 
centuries to Constantine, and in the last two volumes 
finished up the Mohammeds with the downfall of the 
fourth one and the coming of Suleiman. Since Sulei
man, Doctor Gilman did not recognise Turkey as being 
on the map. When his history said the Turkish Empire 
had fallen, then the Turkish Empire fell. Once Chan
cellor Black suggested that he add a sixth volume that 
would cover the last three centuries.

“In a history of Turkey issued as a text-book,” said 
the chancellor, “I think the Russian-Turkish War should 
be included.”



Doctor Gilman, from behind his gold-rimmed spec
tacles, gazed at him in mild reproach.

“The war in the Crimea!” he exclaimed. “Why, 
I was alive at the time. I know all about it. That is 
not history.”

Accordingly, it followed that to a man who since 
the seventeenth century knew of no event of interest, 
Cyrus Hallowell, of the meat-packers’ trust, was not an 
imposing figure. And to such a man the son of 
Cyrus Hallowell was but an ignorant young savage, to 
whom “the” history certainly had been a closed book. 
And so when Peter returned his examination paper in 
a condition almost as spotless as that in which he had 
received it, Doctor Gilman carefully and conscientiously, 
with malice toward none and with no thought of the 
morrow, marked it “five”.

Each of the other professors and instructors had 
marked Peter fifty. In their fear of Chancellor Black 
they dared not give the boy less, but they refused to be 
slaves to the extent of crediting him with a single point 
higher than was necessary to pass him. But Doctor 
Gilman’s five completely knocked out the required 
average of fifty, and young Peter was “found” and 



could not graduate. It was an awful business! The 
only son of the only Hallowell refused a degree in his 
father’s own private college—the son of the man who 
had built the Hallowell Memorial, the new Laboratory, 
the Anna Hallowell Chapel, the Hallowell Dormitory, 
and the Hallowell Athletic Field. When on the bulletin 
board of the dim hall of the Memorial to his departed 
grandfather Peter read of his own disgrace and down
fall, the light the stained-glass window cast upon his 
nose was of no sicklier a green than was the nose itself. 
Not that Peter wanted an A.M. or an A.B., not that he 
desired laurels he had not won, but because the young 
man was afraid of his father. And he had cause to be. 
Father arrived at Stillwater the next morning. The 
interviews that followed made Stillwater history.

“My son is not an ass!” is what Hallowell senior is 
said to have said to Doctor Black. “And if in four 
years you and your faculty cannot give him the rudi
ments of an education, I will send him to a college that 
can. And I’ll send my money where I send Peter.”

In reply Chancellor Black could have said that it 
was the fault of the son and not of the college; he 
could have said that where three men had failed to 



graduate one hundred and eighty had not. But did he 
say that? Oh, no, he did not say that! He was not 
that sort of a college president. Instead, he remained 
calm and sympathetic, and like a conspirator in a comic 
opera glanced apprehensively round his study. He 
lowered his voice.

“There has been contemptible work here,” he whis
pered—“spite and a mean spirit of reprisal. I have 
been making a secret investigation, and I find that this 
blow at your son and you, and at the good name of 
our college, was struck by one man, a man with a griev
ance—Doctor Gilman. Doctor Gilman has repeatedly 
desired me to raise his salary.” This did not happen 
to be true, but in such a crisis Doctor Black could not 
afford to be too particular.

“I have seen no reason for raising his salary—and 
there you have the explanation. In revenge he has 
made this attack. But he has overshot his mark. In 
causing us temporary embarrassment he has brought 
about his own downfall. I have already asked for his 
resignation.”

Every day in the week Hallowell was a fair, sane 
man, but on this particular day he was wounded, his 



spirit was hurt, his self-esteem humiliated. He was in 
a state of mind to believe anything rather than that his 
son was an idiot.

“I don’t want the man discharged,” he protested, 
“just because Peter is lazy. But if Doctor Gilman was 
moved by personal considerations, if he sacrificed my 
Peter in order to get even------ ”

“That,” exclaimed Black in a horrified whisper, “is 
exactly what he did! Your generosity to the college is 
well known. You are recognised all over America as 
its patron. And he believed that when I refused him 
an increase in salary it was really you who refused it— 
and he struck at you through your son. Everybody 
thinks so. The college is on fire with indignation. And 
look at the mark he gave Peter! Five! That in itself 
shows the malice. Five is not a mark, it is an insult! 
No one, certainly not your brilliant son—look how 
brilliantly he managed the glee club and foot-ball tour 
—is stupid enough to deserve five. No, Doctor Gilman 
went too far. And he has been justly punished ! ”

What Hallowell senior was willing to believe of what 
the chancellor told him, and his opinion of the matter 
as expressed to Peter, differed materially.



“They tell me,” he concluded, “that in the fall they 
will give you another examination, and if you pass 
then, you will get your degree. No one will know you’ve 
got it. They’ll slip it to you out of the side-door like 
a cold potato to a tramp. The only thing people will 
know is that when your classmates stood up and got 
their parchments—the thing they’d been working for 
for four years, the only reason for their going to college 
at all—you were not among those present. That’s your 
fault; but if you don’t get your degree next fall that 
will be my fault. I’ve supported you through college 
and you’ve failed to deliver the goods. Now you deliver 
them next fall, or you can support yourself.”

“That will be all right,” said Peter humbly; “I’ll 
pass next fall.”

“Pm going to make sure of that,” said Hallowell 
senior. “To-morrow you will take all those history books 
that you did not open, especially Gilman’s ‘Rise and 
Fall’ which it seems you have not even purchased, and 
you will travel for the entire summer with a private 
tutor------ ”

Peter, who had personally conducted the foot-ball 
and base-ball teams over half of the Middle States and 



daily bullied and browbeat them, protested with in
dignation.

“I won’t travel with a private tutor!”
“If I say so,” returned Hallowell senior grimly, 

“you’ll travel with a governess and a trained nurse, and 
wear a strait-jacket. And you’ll continue to wear it until 
you can recite the history of Turkey backward. And 
in order that you may know it backward and forward 
you will spend this summer in Turkey—in Constan
tinople—until I send you permission to come home.”

“Constantinople!” yelled Peter. “In August! Are 
you serious?”

“Do I look it?” asked Peter’s father. He did.
“In Constantinople,” explained Mr. Hallowell senior, 

“there will be nothing to distract you from your studies, 
and in spite of yourself every minute you will be im
bibing history and local colour.”

“I’ll be imbibing fever,” returned Peter, “and sun
stroke and sudden death. If you want to get rid of 
me, why don’t you send me to the island where they 
sent Dreyfus? It’s quicker. You don’t have to go to 
Turkey to study about Turkey.”

“You do!” said his father.



Peter did not wait for the festivities of commence
ment week. All day he hid in his room, packing his 
belongings or giving them away to the members of his 
class, who came to tell him what a rotten shame it was, 
and to bid him good-bye. They loved Peter for himself 
alone, and at losing him were loyally enraged. They 
desired publicly to express their sentiments, and to that 
end they planned a mock trial of the “Rise and Fall,” 
at which a packed jury would sentence it to cremation. 
They planned also to hang Doctor Gilman in effigy. The 
effigy with a rope round its neck was even then await
ing mob violence. It was complete to the silver-white 
beard and the gold spectacles. But Peter squashed 
both demonstrations. He did not know Doctor Gilman 
had been forced to resign, but he protested that the 
horseplay of his friends would make him appear a bad 
loser.

“It would look, boys,” he said, “as though I wouldn’t 
take my medicine. Looks like kicking against the 
umpire’s decision. Old Gilman fought fair. He gave 
me just what was coming to me. I think a darn-sight 
more of him than I do of that bunch of boot-lickers that 
had the colossal nerve to pretend I scored fifty!”



Doctor Gilman sat in his cottage that stood on the 
edge of the campus, gazing at a plaster bust of Socrates 
which he did not see. Since that morning he had 
ceased to sit in the chair of history at Stillwater Col
lege. They were retrenching, the chancellor had told 
him curtly, cutting down unnecessary expenses, for even 
in his anger Doctor Black was too intelligent to hint at 
his real motive, and the professor was far too innocent 
of evil, far too detached from college politics to sus
pect. He would remain a professor emeritus on half 
pay, but he no longer would teach. The college he 
had served for thirty years—since it consisted of two 
brick buildings and a faculty of ten young men—no 
longer needed him. Even his ivy-covered cottage, in 
which his wife and he had lived for twenty years, in 
which their one child had died, would at the beginning 
of the next term be required of him. But the college 
would allow him those six months in which to “look 
round.” So, just outside the circle of light from his 
student lamp, he sat in his study, and stared with un
seeing eyes at the bust of. Socrates. He was not con
sidering ways and means. They must be faced later. 
He was considering how he could possibly break the 



blow to his wife. What eviction from that house would 
mean to her, no one but he understood. Since the 
day their little girl had died, nothing in the room that 
had been her playroom, bedroom, and nursery had 
been altered, nothing had been touched. To his wife, 
somewhere in the house that wonderful, God-given 
child was still with them. Not as a memory but as a 
real and living presence. When at night the professor 
and his wife sat at either end of the study table, read
ing by the same lamp, he would see her suddenly lift 
her head, alert and eager, as though from the nursery 
floor a step had sounded, as though from the darkness 
a sleepy voice had called her. And when they would 
be forced to move to lodgings in the town, to some 
students’ boarding-house, though they could take with 
them their books, their furniture, their mutual love and 
comradeship, they must leave behind them the haunt
ing presence of the child, the coloured pictures she had 
cut from the Christmas numbers and plastered over the 
nursery walls, the rambler roses that with her own 
hands she had planted and that now climbed to her 
window and each summer peered into her empty 
room.



Outside Doctor Gilman’s cottage, among the trees 
of the campus, paper lanterns like oranges aglow were 
swaying in the evening breeze. In front of Hallowell 
the flame of a bonfire shot to the top of the tallest 
elms, and gathered in a circle round it the glee club 
sang, and cheer succeeded cheer—cheers for the heroes 
of the cinder track, for the heroes of the diamond and 
the gridiron, cheers for the men who had flunked— 
especially for one man who had flunked. But for the 
man who for thirty years in the class-room had served 
the college there were no cheers. No one remembered 
him, except the one student who had best reason to 
remember him. But in this recollection Peter had no 
rancour or bitterness and, still anxious lest he should 
be considered a bad loser, he wished Doctor Gilman 
and everyone else to know that. So when the celebra
tion was at its height and just before his train was 
due to carry him from Stillwater, he ran across the 
campus to the Gilman cottage to say good-bye. But he 
did not enter the cottage. He went so far only as 
half-way up the garden walk. In the window of the 
study which opened upon the veranda he saw through 
a frame of honeysuckles the professor and his wife 



standing beside the study table. They were clinging 
to each other, the woman weeping silently with her 
cheek on his shoulder, her thin, delicate, well-bred 
hands clasping his arms, while the man comforted her 
awkwardly, unhappily, with hopeless, futile caresses.

Peter, shocked and miserable -at what he had seen, 
backed steadily away. What disaster had befallen the 
old couple he could not imagine. The idea that he 
himself might in any way be connected with their grief 
never entered his mind. He was certain only that, 
whatever the trouble was, it was something so intimate 
and personal that no mere outsider might dare to offer 
his sympathy. So on tiptoe he retreated down the 
garden walk and, avoiding the celebration at the bon
fire, returned to his rooms. An hour later the entire 
college escorted him to the railroad-station, and with 
“He’s a jolly good fellow” and “He’s off to Philippo
polis in the morn-ing” ringing in his ears, he sank back 
in his seat in the smoking-car and gazed at the lights 
of Stillwater disappearing out of his life. And he was 
surprised to find that what lingered in his mind was 
not the students, dancing like red Indians round the 
bonfire, or at the steps of the smoking-car fighting to 



shake his hand, but the man and woman alone in the 
cottage stricken with sudden sorrow, standing like two 
children lost in the streets, who cling to each other 
for comfort and at the same moment whisper words of 
courage.

Two months later, at Constantinople, Peter was 
suffering from remorse over neglected opportunities, from 
prickly heat, and from fleas. Had it not been for the 
moving-picture man, and the poker and baccarat at the 
Cercle Oriental, he would have flung himself into the 
Bosphorus. In the mornings with the tutor he read 
ancient history, which he promptly forgot; and for the 
rest of the hot, dreary day with the moving-picture man 
through the bazaars and along the water-front he stalked 
subjects for the camera.

The name of the moving-picture man was Harry 
Stetson. He had been a newspaper reporter, a press
agent, and an actor in vaudeville and in a moving
picture company. Now on his own account he was 
preparing an illustrated lecture on the East, adapted to 
churches and Sunday-schools. Peter and he wrote it 
in collaboration, and in the evenings rehearsed it with 
lantern slides before an audience of the hotel clerk, the 



tutor, and the German soldier of fortune who was trying 
to sell the young Turks very old battleships. Every 
other foreigner had fled the city, and the entire diplo
matic corps had removed itself to the summer capital 
at Therapia;

There Stimson, the first secretary of the embassy 
and, in the absence of the ambassador, charge d’affaires, 
invited Peter to become his guest. Stimson was most 
anxious to be polite to Peter, for Hallowell senior was 
a power in the party then in office, and a word from 
him at Washington in favour of a rising young diplomat 
would do no harm. But Peter was afraid his father 
would consider Therapia “out of bounds.”

“He sent me to Constantinople,” explained Peter, 
“and if he thinks Pm not playing the game the Lord 
only knows where he might send me next—and he 
might cut off my allowance.”

In the matter of allowance Peter’s father had been 
most generous. This was fortunate, for poker, as the 
pashas and princes played it at the Cercle, was no 
game for cripples or children. But, owing to his letter- 
of-credit and his ill-spent life, Peter was able to hold 
his own against men three times his age and of fortunes 



nearly equal to that of his father. Only they disposed 
of their wealth differently. On many a hot evening 
Peter saw as much of their money scattered over the 
green table as his father had spent over the Hallowell 
Athletic Field.

In this fashion Peter spent his first month of exile 
—in the morning trying to fill his brain with names of 
great men who had been a long time dead, and in his 
leisure hours with local colour. To a youth of his 
active spirit it was a dull life without joy or recom
pense. A letter from Charley Hines, a classmate who 
lived at Stillwater, which arrived after Peter had en
dured six weeks of Constantinople, released him from 
boredom and gave life a real interest. It was a letter 
full of gossip intended to amuse. One paragraph failed 
of its purpose. It read: “Old man Gilman has got the 
sack. The chancellor offered him up as a sacrifice to 
your father, and because he was unwise enough to flunk 
you. He is to move out in September. I ran across 
them last week when I was looking for rooms for a 
Freshman cousin. They were reserving one in the same 
boarding-house. It’s a shame, and I know you’ll agree. 
They are a fine old couple, and I don’t like to think of
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them herding with Freshmen in a shine boarding-house. 
Black always was a swine.”

Peter spent fully ten minutes in getting to the cable 
office.

“Just learned,” he cabled his father, “Gilman dis
missed because flunked me consider this outrageous 
please see he is reinstated.”

The answer, which arrived the next day, did not 
satisfy Peter. It read: “Informed Gilman acted through 
spite have no authority as you know to interfere any 
act of Black.”

Since Peter had learned of the disaster that through 
his laziness had befallen the Gilmans, his indignation at 
the injustice had been hourly increasing. Nor had his 
banishment to Constantinople strengthened his filial 
piety. On the contrary, it had rendered him indepen
dent and but little inclined to kiss the paternal rod. 
In consequence his next cable was not conciliatory.

“Dismissing Gilman looks more like we acted 
through spite makes me appear contemptible Black is 
a toady will do as you direct please reinstate.”

To this somewhat peremptory message his father 
answered:



“If your position unpleasant yourself to blame not 
Black incident is closed.”

“Is it?” said the son of his father. He called 
Stetson to his aid and explained. Stetson reminded 
him of the famous cablegram of his distinguished con
temporary: “Perdicaris alive or Raisuli dead!”

Peter’s paraphrase of this ran: “Gilman returns to 
Stillwater or I will not try for degree.”

The reply was equally emphatic:
“You earn your degree or you earn your own 

living.”
This alarmed Stetson, but caused Peter to deliver 

his ultimatum: “Choose to earn my own living am 
leaving Constantinople.”

Within a few days Stetson was also leaving Con
stantinople by steamer via Naples. Peter, who had 
come to like him very much, would have accompanied 
him had he not preferred to return home more leisurely 
by way of Paris and London.

“You’ll get there long before I do,” said Peter, 
“and as soon as you arrive I want you to go to Still
water and give Doctor Gilman some souvenir of Turkey 
from me. Just to show him I’ve no hard feelings. He
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wouldn’t accept money, but he can’t refuse a present. I 
want it to be something characteristic of the country, 
like a prayer rug, or a scimiter, or an illuminated Koran, 
or—”

Somewhat doubtfully, somewhat sheepishly, Stetson 
drew from his pocket a flat morocco case and opened 
it. “What’s the matter with one of these?” he asked.

In a velvet-lined jewel case was a star of green 
enamel and silver gilt. To it was attached a ribbon of 
red and green.

“That’s the Star of the Crescent,” said Peter. 
“Where did you buy it?”

“Buy it!” exclaimed Stetson. “You don’t buy 
them. The Sultan bestows them.”

“I’ll bet the Sultan didn’t bestow that one,” said 
Peter.

“I’ll bet,” returned Stetson, “I’ve got something in 
my pocket that says he did.”

He unfolded an imposing document covered with 
slanting lines of curving Arabic letters in gold. Peter 
was impressed but still sceptical.

“What does that say when it says it in English?” 
he asked.



“It says,” translated Stetson, “that his Imperial 
Majesty, the Sultan, bestows upon Henry Stetson, edu
cator, author, lecturer, the Star of the Order of the 
Crescent, of the fifth class, for services rendered to 
Turkey.”

Peter interrupted him indignantly.
“Never try to fool the fakirs, my son,” he pro

tested; “Pm a fakir myself. What services did you 
ever------ ”

“Services rendered,” continued Stetson undisturbed, 
“in spreading throughout the United States a greater 
knowledge of the customs, industries, and religion of 
the Ottoman Empire. That,” he explained, “refers 
to my—I should say our—moving-picture lecture. I 
thought it would look well if, when I lectured on 
Turkey, I wore a Turkish decoration, so I went after 
this one.”

Peter regarded his young friend with incredulous 
admiration.

“But did they believe you,” he demanded, “when 
you told them you were an author and educator?”

Stetson closed one eye and grinned. “They be
lieved whatever I paid them to believe.”



“If you can get one of those,” cried Peter, “old 
man Gilman ought to get a dozen. I’ll tell them he’s 
the author of the longest and dullest history of their 
flea-bitten empire that was ever written. And he’s a 
real professor and a real author, and I can prove it. 
I’ll show them the five volumes with his name in each. 
How much did that thing cost you?”

“Two hundred dollars in bribes,” said Stetson 
briskly, “and two months of diplomacy.”

“I haven’t got two months for diplomacy,” said 
Peter, “so I’ll have to increase the bribes. I’ll stay 
here and get the decoration for Gilman, and you work 
the papers at home. No one ever heard of the Order 
of the Crescent, but that only makes it the easier for 
us. They’ll only know what we tell them, and we’ll 
tell them it’s the highest honour ever bestowed by a 
reigning sovereign upon an American scholar. If you 
tell the people often enough that anything is the best 
they believe you. That’s the way father sells his hams. 
You’ve been a press-agent. From now on you’re going 
to be my press-agent—I mean Doctor Gilman’s press
agent. I pay your salary, but your work is to advertise 
him and the Order of the Crescent. I’ll give you a 



letter to Charley Hines at Stillwater. He sends out 
college news to a syndicate and he’s the local Associated 
Press man. He’s sore at their discharging Gilman and 
he’s my best friend, and he’ll work the papers as far 
as you like. Your job is to make Stillwater College 
and Doctor Black and my father believe that when 
they lost Gilman they lost the man who made Still
water famous. And before we get through boosting 
Gilman, we’ll make my father’s million-dollar-gift labora
tory look like an insult.”

In the eyes of the former press-agent the light of 
battle burned fiercely, memories of his triumphs in ex
ploitation, of his strategies and tactics in advertising 
soared before him.

“It’s great!” he exclaimed. “I’ve got your idea 
and you’ve got me. And you’re darned lucky to get 
me. I’ve been press-agent for politicians, actors, society 
leaders, breakfast foods, and horse-shows—and I’m the 
best! I was in charge of the publicity bureau for Gallo
way when he ran for governor. He thinks the people 
elected him. I know I did. Nora Nashville was get
ting fifty dollars a week in vaudeville when I took hold 
of her; now she gets a thousand. I even made people 



believe Mrs. Hampton-Rhodes was a society leader at 
Newport, when all she ever saw of Newport was Bergers 
and the Muschenheim-Kings. Why, I am the man that 
made the American people believe Russian dancers can 
dance!”

“It’s plain to see you hate yourself,” said Peter. 
“You must not get so despondent or you might commit 
suicide. How much money will you want?”

“How much have you got?”
“All kinds,” said Peter. “Some in a letter-of-credit 

that my father earned from the fretful pig, and much 
more in cash that I won at poker from the pashas. 
When that’s gone I’ve got to go to work and earn my 
living. Meanwhile your salary is a hundred a week 
and all you need to boost Gilman and the Order of the 
Crescent. We are now the Gilman Defence, Publicity, 
and Development Committee, and you wall begin by 
introducing me to the man I am to bribe.”

“In this country you don’t need any introduction to 
the man you want to bribe,” exclaimed Stetson; “you 
just bribe him!”



IL

That same night in the smoking-room of the hotel, 
Peter and Stetson made their first move in the game 
of winning for Professor Gilman the Order of the 
Crescent. Stetson presented Peter to a young effendi 
in a frock coat and fez. Stetson called him Osman. 
He was a clerk in the foreign office and appeared to 
be “ a friend of a friend of a friend ” of the assistant 
third secretary.

The five volumes of the “Rise and Fall” were 
spread before him, and Peter demanded to know why 
so distinguished a scholar as Doctor Gilman had not 
received some recognition from the country he had so 
sympathetically described. Osman fingered the volumes 
doubtfully, and promised the matter should be brought 
at once to the attention of the grand vizier.

After he had departed Stetson explained that 
Osman had just as little chance of getting within speak-



ing distance of the grand vizier as of the ladies of his 
harem.

“It’s like Tammany,” said Stetson; “there are 
sachems, district leaders and lieutenants. Each of 
them is entitled to trade or give away a few of these 
decorations, just as each district leader gets his per
centage of jobs in the street-cleaning department. 
This fellow will go to his patron, his patron will go 
to some under-secretary in the cabinet, he will put it 
up to a palace favourite, and they will divide your 
money.

“In time the minister of foreign affairs will sign 
your brevet and a hundred others, without knowing 
what he is signing; then you cable me, and the Star 
of the Crescent will burst upon the United States in 
a way that will make Halley’s comet look like a wrax 
match.”

The next day Stetson and the tutor sailed for home 
and Peter was left alone to pursue, as he supposed, the 
Order of the Crescent. On the contrary, he found 
that the Order of the Crescent was pursuing him. He 
had not appreciated that, from underlings and backstair 
politicians, an itinerant showman like Stetson and the 



only son of an American Croesus would receive very 
different treatment.

Within twenty-four hours a fat man with a blue
black beard and diamond rings called with Osman to 
apologise for the latter. Osman, the fat man explained, 
had been about to make a fatal error. For Doctor 
Gilman he had asked the Order of the Crescent of the 
fifth class, the same class that had been given Stetson. 
The fifth class, the fat man explained, was all very 
well for tradesmen, dragomans, and eunuchs, but as an 
honour for a savant as distinguished as the friend of 
Mr. Hallowell, the fourth class would hardly be high 
enough. The fees, the fat man added, would also be 
higher; but, he pointed out, it was worth the difference, 
because the fourth class entitled the wearer to a salute 
from all sentries.

“There are few sentries at Stillwater,” said Peter; 
“but I want the best and I want it quick. Get me 
the fourth class.”

The next morning he was surprised by an early 
visit from Stimson of the embassy. The secretary was 
considerably annoyed.

“My dear Hallowell,” he protested, “why the devil 



didn’t you tell me you wanted a decoration? Of course 
the state department expressly forbids us to ask for one 
for ourselves, or for anyone else. But what’s the Con
stitution between friends? I’ll get it for you at once— 
but, on two conditions: that you don’t tell anybody I 
got it, and that you tell me why you want it, and what 
you ever did to deserve it.”

Instead, Peter explained fully and so sympathetic
ally that the diplomat demanded that he, too, should 
be enrolled as one of the Gilman Defence Committee.

“Doctor Gilman’s history,” he said, “must be pre
sented to the Sultan. You must have the five volumes 
rebound in red and green, the colours of Mohammed, 
and with as much gold tooling as they can carry. I 
hope,” he added, “they are not soiled.”

“Not by me,” Peter assured him.
“I will take them myself,” continued Stimson, “to 

Muley Pasha, the minister of foreign affairs, and ask 
him to present them to His Imperial Majesty. He will 
promise to do so, but he won’t; but he knows I know 
he won’t, so that is all right. And in return he will 
present us with the Order of the Crescent of the third 
class.”



“Going up!” exclaimed Peter. “The third class. 
That will cost me my entire letter-of-credit.”

“Not at all,” said Stimson. “Pve saved you from 
the grafters. It will cost you only what you pay to 
have the books rebound. And the third class is a 
real honour of which anyone might be proud. You 
wear it round your neck, and at your funeral it entitles 
you to an escort of a thousand soldiers.”

“I’d rather put up with fewer soldiers,” said Peter, 
“and wear it longer round my neck. What’s the 
matter with our getting the second class or the first 
class?”

At such ignorance Stimson could not repress a 
smile.

“The first class,” he explained patiently, “is the 
Great Grand Cross, and is given only to reigning sover
eigns. The second is called the Grand Cross, and is 
bestowed only on crowned princes, prime ministers, and 
men of world-wide fame------”

“What’s the matter with Doctor Gilman’s being of 
wrorld-wide fame?” said Peter. “He will be some day, 
when Stetson starts boosting.”

“Some day,” retorted Stimson stiffly, “I may be an 



ambassador. When I am I hope to get the Grand 
Cross of the Crescent, but not now. I’m sorry you’re 
not satisfied,” he added aggrievedly. “No one can get 
you anything higher than the third class, and I may 
lose my official head asking for that.”

“Nothing is too good for old man Gilman,” said 
Peter, “nor for you. You get the third class for him, 
and I’ll have father make you an ambassador.”

That night at poker at the club Peter sat next to 
Prince Abdul, who had come from a reception at the 
grand vizier’s and still wore his decorations. Decora
tions now fascinated Peter, and those on the coat of 
the young prince he regarded with wide-eyed awe. 
He also regarded Abdul with wide-eyed awe, because 
he was the favourite nephew of the Sultan, and be
cause he enjoyed the reputation of having the worst 
reputation in Turkey. Peter wondered why. He always 
had found Abdul charming, distinguished, courteous to 
the verge of humility, most cleverly cynical, most 
brilliantly amusing. At poker he almost invariably won, 
and while doing so was so politely bored, so indifferent 
to his cards and the cards held by others, that Peter 
declared he had never met his equal.



In a pause in the game, while someone tore the 
cover off a fresh pack, Peter pointed at the star of 
diamonds that nestled behind the lapel of Abdul’s 
coat.

“May I ask what that is?” said Peter.
The prince frowned at his diamond sunburst as 

though it annoyed him, and then smiled delightedly.
“It is an order,” he said in a quick aside, “be

stowed only upon men of world-wide fame. I dined 
to-night,” he explained, “with your charming compatriot, 
Mr. Joseph Stimson.”

“And Joe told?” said Peter.
The prince nodded. “Joe told,” he repeated; “but 

it is all arranged. Your distinguished friend, the 
Sage of Stillwater, will receive the Crescent of the 
third class.”

Peter’s eyes were still fastened hungrily upon the 
diamond sunburst.

“Why,” he demanded, “can’t someone get him one 
like that?”

As though about to take offence the prince raised 
his eyebrows, and then thought better of it and 
smiled.



“There are only two men in all Turkey,” he said, 
“who could do that.”

“And is the Sultan the other one?” asked Peter. 
The prince gasped as though he had suddenly stepped 
beneath a cold shower, and then laughed long and 
silently.

“You flatter me,” he murmured.
“You know you could if you liked!” whispered 

Peter stoutly.
Apparently Abdul did not hear him. “I will take 

one card,” he said.
Toward two in the morning there was seventy-five 

thousand francs in the pot, and all save Prince Abdul 
and Peter had dropped out.

“Will you divide?” asked the prince.
“Why should I?” said Peter. “Pve got you beat 

now. Do you raise me or call?” The prince called 
and laid down a full house. Peter showed four tens.

“I will deal you one hand, double or quits,” said 
the prince.

Over the end of his cigar Peter squinted at the great 
heap of mother-of-pearl counters and gold-pieces and 
bank-notes.



“You will pay me double what is on the table,” he 
said, “or you quit owing me nothing.”

The prince nodded.
“Go ahead,” said Peter.
The prince dealt them each a hand and discarded 

two cards. Peter held a seven, a pair of kings, and a 
pair of fours. Hoping to draw another king, which 
might give him a three higher than the three held by 
Abdul, he threw away the seven and the lower pair. 
He caught another king. The prince showed three 
queens and shrugged his shoulders.

Peter leaning toward him spoke out of the corner 
of his mouth.

“PR make you a sporting proposition,” he murmured. 
“You owe me a hundred and fifty thousand francs. PR 
stake that against what only two men in the empire can 
give me.”

The prince allowed his eyes to travel slowly round 
the circle of the table. But the puzzled glances of the 
other players showed that to them Peter’s proposal con
veyed no meaning.

The prince smiled cynically.
“For yourself?” he demanded.
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“For Doctor Gilman,” said Peter.
“We will cut for deal and one hand will decide,” 

said the prince. His voice dropped to a whisper. 
“And no one must ever know,” he warned.

Peter also could be cynical.
“Not even the Sultan,” he said.
Abdul won the deal and gave himself a very good 

hand. But the hand he dealt Peter was the better one.
The prince was a good loser. The next afternoon 

the Gazette Officielle announced that upon Doctor Henry 
Gilman, professor emeritus of the University of Still
water, U. S. A., the Sultan had been graciously pleased 
to confer the Grand Cross of the Order of the Crescent.

Peter flashed the great news to Stetson. The cable 
caught him at quarantine. It read : “ Captured Crescent, 
Grand Cross. Get busy.”

But before Stetson could get busy the campaign of 
publicity had been brilliantly opened from Constantinople. 
Prince Abdul, although pitchforked into the Gilman 
Defence Committee, proved himself one of its most 
enthusiastic members.

“For me it becomes a case of noblesse oblige,” he 
declared. “If it is worth doing at all it is worth doing 



well. To-day the Sultan will command that the “Rise 
and Fall” be translated into Arabic, and that it be 
placed in the national library. Moreover, the University 
of Constantinople, the College of Salónica, and the 
National Historical Society have each elected Doctor 
Gilman an honorary member. I proposed him, the 
Patriarch of Mesopotamia seconded him. And the 
Turkish Ambassador in America has been instructed to 
present the insignia with his own hands.”

Nor was Peter or Stimson idle. To assist Stetson 
in his press-work, and to further the idea that all 
Europe was now clamouring for the “Rise and Fall,” 
Peter paid an impecunious but over-educated dragoman 
to translate it into five languages, and Stimson officially 
wrote of this, and of the bestowal of the Crescent to 
the State Department. He pointed out that not since 
General Grant had passed through Europe had the 
Sultan so highly honoured an American. He added he 
had been requested by the grand vizier—who had been 
requested by Prince Abdul—to request the State De
partment to inform Doctor Gilman of these high honours. 
A request from such a source was a command and, as 
desired, the State Department wrote as requested by 
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the grand vizier to Doctor Gilman, and tendered con
gratulations. The fact was sent out briefly from 
Washington by Associated Press. This official recogni
tion by the Government and by the newspapers was all 
and more than Stetson wanted. He took off his coat 
and with a megaphone, rather than a pen, told the 
people of the United States who Doctor Gilman was, 
who the Sultan was, what a Grand Cross was, and why 
America’s greatest historian was not without honour 
save in his own country. Columns of this were paid 
for and appeared as “patent insides,” with a portrait of 
Doctor Gilman taken from the Stillwater College Annual, 
and a picture of the Grand Cross drawn from imagina
tion, in eight hundred newspapers of the Middle, Western, 
and Eastern States. Special articles, paragraphs, por
traits, and pictures of the Grand Cross followed, and, 
using Stillwater as his base, Stetson continued to flood 
the country. Young Hines, the local correspondent, 
acting under instructions by cable from Peter, introduced 
him to Doctor Gilman as a traveller who lectured on 
Turkey, and one who was a humble admirer of the 
author of the “Rise and Fall.” Stetson, having studied 
it as a student crams an examination, begged that he 



might sit at the feet of the master. And for several 
evenings, actually at his feet, on the steps of the ivy- 
covered cottage, the disguised press-agent drew from 
the unworldly and unsuspecting scholar the simple story 
of his life. To this, still in his character as disciple 
and student, he added photographs he himself made of 
the master, of the master’s ivy-covered cottage, of his 
favourite walk across the campus, of the great historian 
at work at his desk, at work in his rose-garden, at play 
with his wife on the croquet lawn. These he held 
until the insignia should be actually presented. This 
pleasing duty fell to the Turkish ambassador, who, much 
to his astonishment, had received instructions to proceed 
to Stillwater, Massachusetts, a place of which he had 
never heard, and present to a Doctor Gilman, of whom 
he had never heard, the Grand Cross of the Crescent. 
As soon as the insignia arrived in the official mail-bag 
a secretary brought it from Washington to Boston, and 
the ambassador travelled down from Bar Harbour to 
receive it, and with the secretary took the local train to 
Stillwater.

The reception extended to him there is still re
membered by the ambassador as one of the happiest 



incidents of his distinguished career. Never since he 
came to represent his Imperial Majesty in the Western 
republic had its barbarians greeted him in a manner in 
any way so nearly approaching his own idea of what 
was his due.

“This ambassador,” Hines had explained to the 
Mayor of Stillwater, who was also the proprietor of its 
largest department store, “is the personal representative 
of the Sultan. So we’ve got to treat him right.”

“It’s exactly,” added Stetson, “as though the Sultan 
himself were coming.”

“And so few crowned heads visit Stillwater,” con
tinued Hines, “that we ought to show we appreciate 
this one, especially as he comes to pay the highest 
honour known to Europe to one of our townsmen.”

The mayor chewed nervously on his cigar.
“What’d I better do?” he asked.
“Mr. Stetson here,” Hines pointed out, “has lived in 

Turkey and he knows what they expect. Maybe he 
will help us.”

“Will you?” begged the mayor.
“I will,” said Stetson.
Then they visited the college authorities. Chan-
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cellor Black and most of the faculty were on their 
vacations. But there were half a dozen professors still 
in their homes around the campus, and it was pointed 
out to them that the coming honour to one lately of 
their number reflected glory upon the college and upon 
them, and that they should take official action.

It was also suggested that for photographic pur
poses they should wear their academic robes, caps, and 
hoods. To these suggestions, with alacrity—partly be
cause they all loved Doctor Gilman and partly because 
they had never been photographed by a moving-picture 
machine—they all agreed. So it came about that when 
the ambassador, hot and cross and dusty, stepped off 
the way-train at Stillwater station, he found to his 
delighted amazement a red carpet stretching to a per
fectly new automobile, a company of the local militia 
presenting arms, a committee, consisting of the mayor 
in a high hat and white gloves and three professors in 
gowns and coloured hoods, and the Stillwater Silver 
Cornet Band playing what, after several repetitions, the 
ambassador was graciously pleased to recognise as his 
national anthem.

The ambassador forgot that he was hot and cross.



He forgot that he was dusty. His face radiated satis
faction and perspiration. Here at last were people who 
appreciated him and his high office. And as the mayor 
helped him into the automobile, and those students who 
lived in Stillwater welcomed him with strange yells, and 
the moving-picture machine aimed at him point blank, 
he beamed with condescension. But inwardly he was 
ill at ease.

Inwardly he was chastising himself for having, 
through his ignorance of America, failed to appreciate 
the importance of the man he had come to honour. 
When he remembered he had never even heard of Doctor 
Gilman he blushed with confusion. And when he re
collected that he had been almost on the point of refus
ing to come to Stillwater, that he had considered leav
ing the presentation to his secretary, he shuddered. 
What might not the Sultan have done to him! What a 
narrow escape!

Attracted by the band, by the sight of their fellow 
townsmen in khaki, by the sight of the stout gentleman 
in the red fez, by a tremendous liking and respect for 
Doctor Gilman, the entire town of Stillwater gathered 
outside his cottage. And inside, the old professor, 



trembling and bewildered and yet strangely happy, 
bowed his shoulders while the ambassador slipped over 
them the broad green scarf and upon his only frock
coat pinned the diamond sunburst. In woful embar
rassment Doctor Gilman smiled and bowed and smiled, 
and then as the delighted mayor of Stillwater shouted 
“Speech,” in sudden panic he reached out his hand 
quickly and covertly, and found the hand of his wife.

“Now, then, three long ones!” yelled the cheer
leader. “Now, then, ‘See the Conquering Hero!’” 
yelled the bandmaster. “Attention! Present arms!” 
yelled the militia captain; and the townspeople and the 
professors applauded and waved their hats and hand
kerchiefs. And Doctor Gilman and his wife, he frigh
tened and confused, she happy and proud, and taking 
it all as a matter of course, stood arm in arm in the 
frame of honeysuckles and bowed and bowed and 
bowed. And the ambassador so far unbent as to drink 
champagne, which appeared mysteriously in tubs of ice 
from the rear of the ivy-covered cottage, with the 
mayor, with the wives of the professors, with the 
students, with the bandmaster. Indeed, so often did 
he unbend that when the perfectly new automobile con



veyed him back to the Touraine, he was sleeping hap
pily and smiling in his sleep.

Peter had arrived in America at the same time as 
had the insignia, but Hines and Stetson would not let 
him show himself in Stillwater. They were afraid if all 
three conspirators foregathered they might inadvertently 
drop some clue that would lead to suspicion and dis
covery.

So Peter worked from New York, and his first act 
was anonymously to supply his father and Chancellor 
Black with all the newspaper accounts of the great 
celebration at Stillwater. When Doctor Black read 
them he choked. Never before had Stillwater College 
been brought so prominently before the public, and 
never before had her president been so utterly and 
completely ignored. And what made it worse was that 
he recognised that even had he been present he could 
not have shown his face. How could he, who had, as 
everyone connected with the college now knew, out of 
spite and without cause, dismissed an old and faithful 
servant, join in chanting his praises. He only hoped 
his patron, Hallowell senior, might not hear of Gilman’s 
triumph. But Hallowell senior heard little of anything 



else. At his office, at his clubs, on the golf-links, every
one he met congratulated him on the high and peculiar 
distinction that had come to his pet college.

“You certainly have the darndest luck in backing 
the right horse,” exclaimed a rival pork-packer enviously. 
“Now if I pay a hundred thousand for a Velasquez it 
turns out to be a bad copy worth thirty dollars, but 
you pay a professor three thousand and he brings you 
in half a million dollars’ worth of free advertising. 
Why, this Doctor Gilman’s doing as much for your col
lege as Doctor Osler did for Johns Hopkins or as 
Walter Camp does for Yale.”

Mr. Hallowell received these congratulations as 
gracefully as he was able, and in secret raged at Chan
cellor Black. Each day his rage increased. It seemed 
as though there would never be an end to Doctor Gil
man. The stone he had rejected had become the 
corner-stone of Stillwater. Whenever he opened a news
paper he felt like exclaiming: “Will no one rid me of 
this pestilent fellow!” For the “Rise and Fall,” in an 
edition de luxe limited to two hundred copies, was being 
bought up by all his book-collecting millionaire friends; 
a popular edition was on view in the windows of every 



book-shop; it was offered as a prize to subscribers to 
all the more sedate magazines; and the name and 
features of the distinguished author had become famous 
and familiar. Not a day passed but that some new 
honour, at least so the newspapers stated, was thrust 
upon him. Paragraphs announced that he was to be 
the next exchange professor to Berlin; that in May he 
was to lecture at the Sorbonne; that in June he was to 
receive a degree from Oxford.

A fresh-water college on one of the Great Lakes 
leaped to the front by offering him the chair of history 
at that seat of learning at a salary of five thousand 
dollars a year. Some of the honours that had been 
thrust upon Doctor Gilman existed only in the imagina
tion of Peter and Stetson, but this offer happened to be 
genuine.

Doctor Gilman rejected it without consideration. He 
read the letter from the trustees to his wife and shook 
his head.

“We could not be happy away from Stillwater,” he 
said. “We have only a month more in the cottage, but 
after that we still can walk past it; we can look into 
the garden and see the flowers she planted. We can 



visit the place where she lies. But if we went away we 
should be lonely and miserable for her, and she would 
be lonely for us.”

Mr. Hallowell could not know why Doctor Gilman 
had refused to leave Stillwater; but when he read that 
the small Eastern college at which Doctor Gilman had 
graduated had offered to make him its president, his 
jealousy knew no bounds.

He telegraphed to Black: “Reinstate Gilman at 
once; offer him six thousand—offer him whatever he 
wants, but make him promise for no consideration to 
leave Stillwater he is only member faculty ever brought 
any credit to the college if we lose him I’ll hold you 
responsible.”

The next morning, hat in hand, smiling ingratiat
ingly, the chancellor called upon Doctor Gilman and 
ate so much humble pie that for a week he suffered 
acute mental indigestion. But little did Hallowell senior 
care for that. He had got what he wanted. Doctor 
Gilman, the distinguished, was back in the faculty, and 
had made only one condition—that he might live until 
he died in the ivy-covered cottage.

Two weeks later, when Peter arrived at Stillwater to 



take the history examination, which, should he pass it, 
would give him his degree, he found on every side 
evidences of the “world-wide fame” he himself had 
created. The news-stand at the depot, the book-stores, 
the drug-stores, the picture-shops, all spoke of Doctor 
Gilman; and postcards showing the ivy-covered cottage, 
photographs and enlargements of Doctor Gilman, adver
tisements of the different editions of “the” history 
proclaimed his fame. Peter, fascinated by the success 
of his own handiwork, approached the ivy-covered cot
tage in a spirit almost of awe. But Mrs. Gilman wel
comed him with the same kindly, sympathetic smile 
with which she always gave courage to the unhappy 
ones coming up for examinations, and Doctor Gilman’s 
high honours in no way had spoiled his gentle courtesy.

The examination was in writing, and when Peter 
had handed in his papers Doctor Gilman asked him if 
he would prefer at once to know the result.

“I should indeed!” Peter assured him.
“Then I regret to tell you, Hallowell,” said the 

professor, “that you have not passed. I cannot possibly 
give you a mark higher than five.” In real sympathy 
the sage of Stillwater raised his eyes, but to his great 



astonishment he found that Peter so far from being cast 
down or taking offence was smiling delightedly, much as 
a fond parent might smile upon the precocious act of a 
beloved child.

“I am afraid,” said Doctor Gilman gently, “that 
this summer you did not work very hard for your 
degree !”

Peter laughed and picked up his hat.
“To tell you the truth, Professor,” he said, “you’re 

right. I got working for something worth while—and I 
forgot about the degree.”



THE INVASION OF ENGLAND.

This is the true inside story of the invasion of Eng
land in 1911 by the Germans, and why it failed. I 
got my data from Baron von Gottlieb, at the time 
military, attache of the German Government with the 
Russian army in the second Russian-Japanese War, 
when Russia drove Japan out of Manchuria, and reduced 
her to a third-rate power. He told me of his part in 
the invasion as we sat, after the bombardment of Tokio, 
on the ramparts of the Emperor’s palace, watching the 
walls of the paper houses below us glowing and smoking 
like the ashes of a prairie fire.

Two years before, at the time of the invasion, von 
Gottlieb had been Carl Schultz, the head-waiter at the 
East Cliff Hotel at Cromer, and a spy.

The other end of the story came to me through 
Lester Ford, the London correspondent of the New York



Republic. They gave me permission to tell it in any 
fashion I pleased, and it is here set down for the first 
time.

In telling the story, my conscience is not in the 
least disturbed, for I have yet to find anyone who will 
believe it.

What led directly to the invasion was that some 
week-end guest of the East Cliff Hotel left a copy of 
“The Riddle of the Sands” in the coffee-room, where 
von Gottlieb found it; and the fact that Ford attended 
the Shakespeare Ball. Had neither of these events 
taken place, the German flag might now be flying over 
Buckingham Palace. And, then again, it might not.

As every German knows, “The Riddle of the Sands” 
• is a novel written by a very clever Englishman in which 

is disclosed a plan for the invasion of his country. 
According to this plan an army of infantry was to be 
embarked in lighters, towed by shallow-draft, sea-going 
tugs, and despatched simultaneously from the seven 
rivers that form the Frisian Isles. From there they were 
to be convoyed by battle-ships two hundred and forty 
miles through the North Sea, and thrown upon the 
coast of Norfolk somewhere between the Wash and
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Mundesley. The fact that this coast is low-lying and 
bordered by sand flats which at low water are dry, that 
England maintains no North Sea squadron, and that her 
nearest naval base is at Chatham, seem to point to it as 
the spot best adapted for such a raid.

What von Gottlieb thought was evidenced by the 
fact that as soon as he read the book he mailed it to 
the German Ambassador in London, and under separate 
cover sent him a letter. In this he said: “I suggest 
your Excellency brings this book to the notice of a 
certain royal personage, and of the Strategy Board. 
General Bolivar said, ‘When you want arms, take them 
from the enemy.’ Does not this also follow when you 
want ideas?”

What the Strategy Board thought of the plan is a 
matter of history. This was in 1910. A year later, 
during the coronation week, Lester Ford went to 
Clarkson’s to rent a monk’s robe in which to appear at 
the Shakespeare Ball, and while the assistant departed 
in search of the robe, Ford was left alone in a small 
room hung with full-length mirrors and shelves, and 
packed with the uniforms that Clarkson rents for Covent 
Garden balls and amateur theatricals. While waiting, 



Ford gratified a long, secretly cherished desire to behold 
himself as a military man, by trying on all the uniforms 
on the lower shelves; and as a result, when the assistant 
returned, instead of finding a young American in Eng
lish clothes and a high hat, he was confronted by a 
German officer in a spiked helmet fighting a duel with 
himself in the mirror. The assistant retreated precipitately, 
and Ford, conscious that he appeared ridiculous, tried to 
turn the tables by saying, “Does a German uniform always 
affect a Territorial like that?”

The assistant laughed good-naturedly.
“It did give me quite a turn,” he said. “It’s this 

talk of invasion, I fancy. But for a fact, sir, if I was a 
Coast Guard, and you came along the beach dressed 
like that, I’d take a shot at you, just on the chance, 
anyway.”

“And, quite right, too!” said Ford.
He was wondering when the invasion did come 

whether he would stick at his post in London and duti
fully forward the news to his paper, or play truant and 
as a war correspondent watch the news in the making. 
So the words of Mr. Clarkson’s assistant did not sink 
in. But a few weeks later young Major Bellew recalled 
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them. Bellew was giving a dinner on the terrace of the 
Savoy Restaurant. His guests were his nephew, young 
Herbert, who was only five years younger than his uncle, 
and Herbert’s friend Birrell, an Irishman, both in their 
third term at the university. After five years’ service in 
India, Bellew had spent the last “Eights” week at Ox
ford, and was complaining bitterly that since his day 
the undergraduate had deteriorated. He had found 
him serious, given to study, far too well behaved. In
stead of Jorrocks, he read Galsworthy; instead of “wines” 
he found pleasure in debating-clubs where he discussed 
socialism. Ragging, practical jokes, ingenious hoaxes, 
that once were wont to set England in a roar, were a 
lost art. His undergraduate guests combated these 
charges fiercely. His criticisms they declared unjust and 
without intelligence.

“You’re talking rot!” said his dutiful nephew. “Take 
Phil here, for example. I’ve roomed with him three 
years and I can testify that he has never opened a book. 
He never heard of Galsworthy until you spoke of him. 
And you can see for yourself his table manners are quite 
as bad as yours!”

“Worse!” assented Birrell loyally.



“And as for ragging! What rags, in your day, were 
as good as ours; as the Carrie Nation rag, for instance, 
when five hundred people sat through a temperance 
lecture and never guessed they were listening to a man 
from Balliol?”

“And the Abyssinian Ambassador rag!” cried Her
bert. “What price that? When the Dreadnought man
ned the yards for him and gave him seventeen guns. 
That was an Oxford rag, and carried through by Oxford 
men. The country hasn’t stopped laughing yet. You 
give us a rag!” challenged Herbert. “Make it as hard 
as you like; something risky, something that will make 
the country sit up, something that will send us all to 
jail, and Phil and I will put it through whether it takes 
one man or a dozen. Go on,” he persisted, “and I bet 
we can get fifty volunteers right here in town and all 
of them undergraduates.”

“Give you the idea, yes!” mocked Bellew, trying to 
gain time. “That’s just what I say. You boys to-day 
are so dull. You lack initiative. It’s the idea that 
counts. Anybody can do the acting. That’s just amateur 
theatricals!”

“Is it!” snorted Herbert, “If you want to know 



what stage fright is, just go on board a British battle
ship with your face covered with burnt cork and insist 
on being treated like an ambassador. You’ll find it’s 
a little different from a first night with the Simla 
Thespians ! ”

Ford had no part in the debate. He had been 
smoking comfortably and with well-timed nods, impar
tially encouraging each disputant. But now he suddenly 
laid his cigar upon his plate, and, after glancing quickly 
about him, leaned eagerly forward. They were at the 
corner table of the terrace, and, as it was now past nine 
o’clock, the other diners had departed to the theatres 
and they were quite alone. Below them, outside the 
open windows, were the trees of the embankment, and 
beyond, the Thames, blocked to the west by the great 
shadows of the Houses of Parliament, lit only by the 
flame in the tower that showed the Lower House was 
still sitting.

“I’ll give you an idea for a rag,” whispered Ford. 
“One that is risky, that will make the country sit up, 
that ought to land you in jail? Have you read ‘The 
Riddle of the Sands’?”

Bellew and Herbert nodded; Birrell made no sign.



“Don’t mind him,” exclaimed Herbert impatiently.
“He never reads anything! Go on!”

“It’s the book most talked about,” explained Ford. 
“And what else is most talked about?” He answered 
his own question. “The landing of the Germans in 
Morocco and the chance of war. Now, I ask you, with 
that book in everybody’s mind and the war scare in 
everybody’s mind, what would happen if German soldiers 
appeared to-night on the Norfolk coast just where the 
book says they will appear? Not one soldier, but dozens 
of soldiers; not in one place, but in twenty places?”

“What would happen?” roared Major Bellew loyally. 
“The Boy Scouts would fall out of bed and kick them 
into the sea!”

“Shut up!” snapped his nephew irreverently. He 
shook Ford by the arm. “How?” he demanded breath
lessly. “How are we to do it? It would take hundreds 
of men.”

“Two men,” corrected Ford, “and a third man to 
drive the car. I thought it out one day at Clarkson’s 
when I came across a lot of German uniforms. I thought 
of it as a newspaper story, as a trick to find out how 
prepared you people are to meet invasion. And when



you said just now that you wanted a chance to go to 
jail------ ”

“What’s your plan?” interrupted Birrell.
“We would start just before dawn — ” began 

Ford.
“We?” demanded Herbert, “Are y ou in this?”
“Am I in it?” cried Ford indignantly. “It’s my 

own private invasion! I’m letting you boys in on the 
ground floor. If I don’t go, there won’t be any in
vasion ! ”

The two pink-cheeked youths glanced at each other 
enquiringly and then nodded.

“We accept your services, sir,” said Birrell gravely. 
“What’s your plan?”

In astonishment Major Bellew glanced from one to 
the other and then slapped the table with his open 
palm. His voice shook with righteous indignation.

“Of all the preposterous, outrageous— Are you 
mad?” he demanded. “Do you suppose for one minute 
I will allow------ ”

His nephew shrugged his shoulders and, rising, 
pushed back his chair.

“Oh, you go to the devil!” he exclaimed cheerfully.



“Come on, Ford,” he said. “We’ll find some place where 
uncle can’t hear us.”

Two days later a touring-car carrying three young 
men, in the twenty-one miles between Wells and Cromer, 
broke down eleven times. Each time this misfortune 
befell them one young man scattered tools in the road 
and on his knees hammered ostentatiously at the tin 
hood; and the other two occupants of the car sauntered 
to the beach. There they chucked pebbles at the waves 
and then slowly retraced their steps. Each time the 
route by which they returned was different from the one 
by which they had set forth. Sometimes they followed 
the beaten path down the cliff or, as it chanced to be, 
across the marshes; sometimes they slid down the face 
of the cliff; sometimes they lost themselves behind the 
hedges and in the lanes of the villages. But when they 
again reached the car the procedure of each was alike 
—each produced a pencil and on the face of his “Half 
Inch” road map traced strange, fantastic signs.

At lunch-time they stopped at the East Cliff Hotel 
at Cromer and made numerous and trivial enquiries 
about the Cromer golf links. They had come, they 



volunteered, from Ely for a day of sea-bathing and golf ; 
they were returning after dinner. The head-waiter of 
the East Cliff Hotel gave them the information they 
desired. He was an intelligent head-waiter, young, and 
of pleasant, not to say distinguished, bearing. In a 
frock-coat he might easily have been mistaken for some
thing even more important than a head-waiter—for a 
German riding-master, a leader of a Hungarian band, a 
manager of a Ritz hotel. But he was not above his 
station. He even assisted the porter in carrying the 
coats and golf-bags of the gentlemen from the car to 
the coffee-room where, with the intuition of the homing 
pigeon, the three strangers had, unaided, found their 
way. As Carl Schultz followed, carrying the dust-coats, 
a road map fell from the pocket of one of them to the 
floor. Carl Schultz picked it up, and was about to re
place it, when his eyes were held by notes scrawled 
roughly in pencil. With an expression that no longer 
was that of a head-waiter, Carl cast one swift glance 
about him and then slipped into the empty coat-room 
and locked the door. Five minutes later, with a smile 
that played uneasily over a face grown grey with 
anxiety, Carl presented the map to the tallest of the 



three strangers. It was open so that the pencil marks 
were most obvious. By his accent it was evident the 
tallest of the three strangers was an American.

“What the devil!” he protested; “which of you boys 
has been playing hob with my map?”

For just an instant the two pink-cheeked ones re
garded him with disfavour; until, for just an instant, 
his eyebrows rose and, with a glance, he signified the 
waiter.

“Oh, that!” exclaimed the younger one. “The 
Automobile Club asked us to mark down petrol stations. 
Those marks mean that’s where you can buy petrol.”

The head-waiter breathed deeply. With an assured 
and happy countenance, he departed and, for the two
hundredth time that day, looked from the windows of 
the dining-room out over the tumbling breakers to the 
grey stretch of sea. As though fearful that his face 
would expose his secret, he glanced carefully about him 
and then, assured he was alone, leaned eagerly forward, 
scanning the empty, tossing waters.

In his mind’s eye he beheld rolling tug-boats strain
ing against long lines of scows, against the dead weight 
of field-guns, against the pull of thousands of motion



less, silent figures, each in khaki, each in a black leather 
helmet, each with one hundred and fifty rounds.

In his own language Carl Schultz reproved himself.
“Patience!” he muttered; “patience! By ten to

night all will be dark. There will be no stars. There 
will be no moon. The very heavens fight for us, and 
by sunrise our outposts will be twenty miles inland!”

At lunch-time Carl Schultz carefully, obsequiously 
waited upon the three strangers. He gave them their 
choice of soup, thick or clear, of gooseberry pie or 
Half-Pay pudding. He accepted their shillings grate
fully, and when they departed for the links he bowed 
them on their way. And as their car turned up Jetty 
Street, for one instant, he again allowed his eyes to 
sweep the dull grey ocean. Brown-sailed fishing-boats 
were beating in toward Cromer. On the horizon line a 
Norwegian tramp was drawing a lengthening scarf of 
smoke. Save for these the sea was empty.

By gracious permission of the manageress Carl had 
obtained an afternoon off, and, changing his coat, he 
mounted his bicycle and set forth toward Overstrand. 
On his way he nodded to the local constable, to the 
postman on his rounds, to the driver of the char-à-banc.



He had been a year in Cromer and was well known 
and well liked.

Three miles from Cromer, at the top of the highest 
hill in Overstrand, the chimneys of a house showed 
above a thick tangle of fir-trees. Between the trees and 
the road rose a wall, high, compact, forbidding. Carl 
opened the gate in the wall and pushed his bicycle up 
a winding path hemmed in by bushes. At the sound 
of his feet on the gravel, the bushes flew apart, and a 
man sprang into the walk and confronted him. But, 
at sight of the head-waiter, the legs of the man became 
rigid, his heels clicked together, his hand went sharply 
to his visor.

Behind the house, surrounded on every side by 
trees, was a tiny lawn. In the centre of the lawn, 
where once had been a tennis court, there now stood a 
slim mast. From this mast dangled tiny wires that ran 
to a kitchen table. On the table, its brass-work shin
ing in the sun, was a new and perfectly good wireless 
outfit, and beside it, with his hand on the key, was a 
heavily built, heavily bearded German. In his turn, 
Carl drew his legs together, his heels clicked, his hand 
stuck to his visor.



“I have been in constant communication,” said the 
man with the beard. “They will be here just before 
the dawn. Return to Cromer and openly from the 
post-office telegraph your cousin in London: ‘Will meet 
you to-morrow at the Crystal Palace.’ On receipt of 
that, in the last edition of all of this afternoon’s papers, 
he will insert the final advertisement. Thirty thousand 
of our own people will read it. They will know the 
moment has come!”

As Carl coasted back to Cromer he flashed past 
many pretty gardens where, upon the lawns, men in 
flannels were busy at tennis or, with pretty ladies, 
deeply occupied in drinking tea. Carl smiled grimly. 
High above him on the sky-line of the cliff he saw the 
three strangers he had served at luncheon. They were 
driving before them three innocuous golf balls.

“A nation of wasters,” muttered the German, 
“sleeping at their posts. They are fiddling while Eng
land falls!”

Mr. Shutliffe, of Stiffkey, had led his cow in from 
the marsh, and was about to close the cow-barn door, 
when three soldiers appeared suddenly around the wall



of the village church. They ran directly toward him. 
It was nine o’clock, but the twilight still held. The 
uniforms the men wore were unfamiliar, but in his day 
Mr. Shutliffe had seen many uniforms, and to him all 
uniforms looked alike. The tallest soldier snapped at 
Mr. Shutliffe fiercely in a strange tongue.

“Du bist gefangen!” he announced. “Das Dorf ist 
besetzt. Wo sind unsere Leute?” he demanded.

“You’ll ’ave to excuse me, sir,” said Mr. Shutliffe, 
“but I am a trifle ’ard of ’earing.”

The soldier addressed him in English.
“What is the name of this village?” he demanded.
Mr. Shutliffe, having lived in the village upward of 

eighty years, recalled its name with difficulty.
“Have you seen any of our people?”
With another painful effort of memory Mr. Shutliffe 

shook his head.
“Go indoors!” commanded the soldier, “and put 

out all lights, and remain indoors. We have taken this 
village. We are Germans. You are a prisoner! Do 
you understand?”

“Yes, sir, thank’ee, sir, kindly,” stammered Mr, 
Shutliffe. “May I lock in the pigs first, sir?”



One of the soldiers coughed explosively, and ran 
away, and the two others trotted after him. When they 
looked back, Mr. Shutliffe was still standing uncertainly 
in the dusk, mildly concerned as to whether he should 
lock up the pigs or obey the German gentleman.

The three soldiers halted behind the church wall.
“That was a fine start!” mocked Herbert. “Of 

course, you had to pick out the Village Idiot. If they 
are all going to take it like that, we had better pack 
up and go home.”

“The village inn is still open,” said Ford. “We’ll 
close it.”

They entered with fixed bayonets and dropped the 
butts of their rifles on the sanded floor. A man in 
gaiters choked over his ale and two fishermen removed 
their clay pipes and stared. The bar-maid alone arose 
to the occasion.

“Now, then,” she exclaimed briskly, “what way is 
that to come tumbling into a respectable place? None 
of your tea-garden tricks in here, young fellow, my lad, 
or------ ”

The tallest of the three intruders, in deep guttural 
accents, interrupted her sharply.



“We are Germans!” he declared. “This village is 
captured. You are prisoners of war. Those lights you 
will out put, and yourselves lock in. If you into the 
street go, we will shoot!”

He gave a command in a strange language; so 
strange, indeed, that the soldiers with him failed to 
entirely grasp his meaning, and one shouldered his rifle, 
while the other brought his politely to a salute.

“You ass!” muttered the tall German. “Get out!”
As they charged into the street, they heard behind 

them a wild feminine shriek, then a crash of pottery 
and glass, then silence, and an instant later the Ship 
Inn was buried in darkness.

“That will hold Stiffkey for awhile!” said Ford. 
“Now, back to the car.”

But between them and the car loomed suddenly a 
tall and impressive figure. His helmet and his measured 
tread upon the deserted cobble-stones proclaimed his 
calling.

“The constable!” whispered Herbert. “He must 
see us, but he mustn’t speak to us.”

For a moment the three men showed themselves in 
the middle of the street, and then, as though at sight 
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of the policeman they had taken alarm, disappeared 
through an opening between two houses. Five minutes 
later a motor-car with its canvas top concealing its 
occupants, rode slowly into Stiffkey’s main street and 
halted before the constable. The driver of the car wore 
a leather skull-cap and goggles. From his neck to his 
heels he was covered by a rain-coat.

“Mr. Policeman,” he began; “when I turned in here 
three soldiers stepped in front of my car and pointed 
rifles at me. Then they ran off toward the beach. 
What’s the idea—manœuvres? Because, they’ve no 
right to------”

“Yes, sir,” the policeman assured him promptly; 
“I saw them. It’s manœuvres, sir. Territorials.”

“They didn’t look like Territorials,” objected the 
chauffeur. “They looked like Germans.”

Protected by the deepening dusk, the constable made 
no effort to conceal a grin..

“Just Territorials, sir,” he protested soothingly; 
“skylarking maybe, but meaning no harm. Still, I’ll 
have a look round, and warn ’em.”

A voice from beneath the canvas broke in angrily: 
“I tell you, they were Germans. It’s either a silly 



joke, or it’s serious, and you ought to report it It’s 
your duty to warn the Coast Guard.”

The constable considered deeply.
“I wouldn’t take it on myself to wake the Coast 

Guard,” he protested; “not at this time of the night. 
But if any Germans have been annoying you, gentlemen, 
and you wish to lodge a complaint against them, you 
give me your cards------”

“Ye gods!” cried the man in the rear of the car. 
“Go on!” he commanded.

As the car sped out of Stiffkey, Herbert exclaimed 
with disgust:

“What’s the use!” he protested. “You couldn’t 
wake these people with dynamite! I vote we chuck it 
and go home.”

“They little know of England who only Stififkey 
know,” chanted the chauffeur reprovingly. “Why, we 
haven’t begun yet. Wait till we meet a live wire!”

Two miles farther along the road to Cromer, young 
Bradshaw, the job-master’s son at Blakeney, was leading 
his bicycle up the hill. Ahead of him something heavy 
flopped from the bank into the road, and in the light 
of his acetylene lamp he saw a soldier. The soldier 
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dodged across the road and scrambled through the 
hedge on the bank opposite. He was followed by another 
soldier, and then by a third. The last man halted.

“Put out that light,” he commanded. “Go to your 
home and tell no one what you have seen. If you 
attempt to give an alarm you will be shot. Our sentries 
are placed every fifty yards along this road.”

The soldier disappeared from in front of the ray of 
light and followed his comrades, and an instant later 
young Bradshaw heard them sliding over the cliff’s 
edge and the pebbles clattering to the beach below. 
Young Bradshaw stood quite still. In his heart was 
much fear—fear of laughter, of ridicule, of failure. 
But of no other kind of fear. Softly, silently he turned 
his bicycle so that it faced down the long hill he had 
just climbed. Then he snapped off the light. He had 
been reliably informed that in ambush at every fifty 
yards along the road to Blakeney, sentries were waiting 
to fire on him. And he proposed to run the gauntlet. 
He saw that it was for this moment that, first as a 
volunteer and later as a Territorial, he had drilled in 
the town hall, practised on the rifle range, and in mixed 
manœuvres slept in six inches of mud. As he threw 



his leg across his bicycle, Herbert, from the motor-car 
farther up the hill, fired two shots over his head. 
These, he explained to Ford, were intended to give 
“verisimilitude to an otherwise bald and unconvincing 
narrative.” And the sighing of the bullets gave young 
Bradshaw exactly what he wanted—the assurance that 
he was not the victim of a practical joke. He threw 
his weight forward and, lifting his feet, coasted down
hill at forty miles an hour into the main street of 
Blakeney. Ten minutes later, when the car followed, a 
mob of men so completely blocked the water-front that 
Ford was forced to stop. His head-lights illuminated 
hundreds of faces, anxious, sceptical, eager. A gentle
man with a white moustache and a look of a retired 
army officer pushed his way toward Ford, the crowd 
making room for him, and then closing in his wake.

“Have you seen any—any soldiers?” he demanded.
“German soldiers!” Ford answered. “They tried 

to catch us, but when I saw who they were, I ran 
through them to warn you. They fired and------”

“How many—and where?”
“A half-company at Stiffkey and a half-mile farther 

on a regiment. We didn’t know then they were Ger-



mans, not until they stopped us. You’d better telephone 
the garrison, and------ ”

“Thank you!” snapped the elderly gentleman. “I 
happen to be in command of this district. What are 
your names?”

Ford pushed the car forward, parting the crowd.
“I’ve no time for that!” he called. “We’ve got to 

warn every coast town in Norfolk. You take my tip 
and get London on the long distance!”

As they ran through the night Ford spoke over his 
shoulder.

“We’ve got them guessing,” he said. “Now, what 
we want is a live wire, someone with imagination, 
someone with authority who will wake the country
side.”

“Looks ahead there,” said Birrell, “as though it 
hadn’t gone to bed.”

Before them, as on a Mafeking night, every window 
in Cley shone with lights. In the main street were 
fishermen, shopkeepers, “trippers” in flannels, summer 
residents. The women had turned out as though to 
witness a display of fireworks. Girls were clinging to 
the arms of their escorts, shivering in delighted terror.



The proprietor of the Red Lion sprang in front of the 
car and waved his arms.

“What’s this tale about Germans?” he demanded 
jocularly.

“You can see their lights from the beach,” said 
Ford. “They’ve landed two regiments between here 
and Wells. Stiffkey is taken, and they’ve cut all the 
wires south.”

The proprietor refused to be “had.”

“Let ’em all come!” he mocked.

“All right,” returned Ford. “Let ’em come, but 
don’t take it lying down! Get those women off the 
streets, and go down to the beach, and drive the Ger
mans back! Gangway,” he shouted, and the car shot 
forward. “We warned you,” he called, “and it’s up to 
you to------”

His words were lost in the distance. But behind 
him a man’s voice rose with a roar like a rocket and 
was met with a savage, deep-throated cheer.

Outside the village Ford brought the car to a halt 
and swung in his seat.

“This thing is going to fail!” he cried petulantly.



“They don’t believe us. We’ve got to show ourselves 
—many times—in a dozen places.”

“The British mind moves slowly,” said Birrell, the 
Irishman. “Now, if this had happened in my native 
land------ ”

He was interrupted by the screech of a siren, and 
a demon car that spurned the road, that splattered 
them with pebbles, tore past and disappeared in the 
darkness. As it fled down the lane of their head-lights, 
they saw that men in khaki clung to its sides, were 
packed in its tonneau, were swaying from its running 
boards. Before they could find their voices a motor 
cycle, driven as though the angel of death were at the 
wheel, shaved their mud-guard and, in its turn, vanished 
into the night.

“Things are looking up!” said Ford. “Where is 
our next stop? As I said before, what we want is a 
live one.”

Herbert pressed his electric torch against his road 
map.

“We are next billed to appear,” he said, “about a 
quarter of a mile from here, at the signal-tower of the 
Great Eastern Railroad, where we visit the night tele



graph operator and give him the surprise party of his 
life.”

The three men had mounted the steps of the signal
tower so quietly that, when the operator heard them, 
they already surrounded him. He saw three German 
soldiers with fierce upturned moustaches, with flat, squat 
helmets, with long brown rifles. They saw an anæmic, 
pale-faced youth without a coat or collar, for the night 
was warm, who sank back limply in his chair and gazed 
speechless with wide-bulging eyes.

In harsh, guttural tones Ford addressed him.
“You are a prisoner,” he said. “We take over this 

office in the name of the German Emperor. Get 
out!”

As though instinctively seeking his only weapon of 
defence, the hand of the boy operator moved across 
the table to the key of his instrument. Ford flung his 
rifle upon it.

“No, you don’t!” he growled. “Get out!”
With eyes still bulging, the boy lifted himself into a 

sitting posture.
“My pay—my month’s pay?” he stammered. “Can 

I take it?”



The expression on the face of the conqueror re
laxed.

“Take it and get out,” Ford commanded.

With eyes still fixed in fascinated terror upon the 
invader, the boy pulled open the drawer of the table 
before him and fumbled with the papers inside.

“Quick!” cried Ford.

The boy was very quick. His hand leaped from 
the drawer like a snake, and Ford found himself looking 
into a revolver of the largest calibre issued by a civilised 
people. Birrell fell upon the boy’s shoulders, Herbert 
twisted the gun from his fingers and hurled it through 
the window, and almost as quickly hurled himself down 
the steps of the tower. Birrell leaped after him. Ford 
remained only long enough to shout: “Don’t touch that 
instrument! If you attempt to send a message through, 
we will shoot We go to cut the wires!”

For a minute, the boy in the tower sat rigid, his 
ears strained, his heart beating in sharp, suffocating 
stabs. Then, with his left arm raised to guard his face, 
he sank to his knees and, leaning forward across the 
table, inviting as he believed his death, he opened the 



circuit and through the night flashed out a warning to 
his people.

When they had taken their places in the car, Her
bert touched Ford on the shoulder.

“Your last remark,” he said, “was that what we 
wanted was a live one.”

“Don’t mention it!” said Ford. “He jammed that 
gun half down my throat. I can taste it still. Where 
do we go from here?”

“According to the route we mapped out this after
noon,” said Herbert, “we are now scheduled to give 
exhibitions at the coast towns of Salthouse and Wey- 
bourne, but------ ”

“Not with me!” exclaimed Birrell fiercely. “Those 
towns have been tipped off by now by Blakeney and 
Cley, and the Boy Scouts would club us to death. I 
vote we take the back roads to Morston, and drop in 
on a lonely Coast Guard. If a Coast Guard sees us, 
the authorities will have to believe him, and they’ll call 
out the navy.”

Herbert consulted his map.

“There is a Coast Guard,” he said, “stationed just 



the other side of Morston. And,” he added fervently, 
“let us hope he’s lonely.”

They lost their way in the back roads, and when 
they again reached the coast an hour had passed. It 
was now quite dark. There were no stars, nor moon, 
but after they had left the car in a side lane and had 
stepped out upon the cliff, they saw for miles along the 
coast great beacon fires burning fiercely.

Herbert came to an abrupt halt.
“Since seeing those fires,” he explained, “I feel a 

strange reluctance about showing myself in this uniform 
to a Coast Guard.”

“Coast Guards don’t shoot!” mocked Birrell. “They 
only look at the clouds through a telescope. Three 
Germans with rifles ought to be able to frighten one 
Coast Guard with a telescope.”

The whitewashed cabin of the Coast Guard was 
perched on the edge of the cliff. Behind it the downs 
ran back to meet the road. The door of the cabin 
was open and from it a shaft of light cut across a tiny 
garden and showed the white fence and the walk of 
shells.

“We must pass in single file in front of that light,” 



whispered Ford, “and then, after we are sure he has 
seen us, we must run like the devil!”

“I’m on in that last scene,” growled Herbert.

“Only,” repeated Ford with emphasis, “we must be 
sure he has seen us.”

Not twenty feet from them came a bursting roar, a 
flash, many roars, many flashes, many bullets.

“He’s seen us!” yelled Birrell.

After the light from his open door had shown him 
one German soldier fully armed, the Coast Guard had 
seen nothing further. But judging from the shrieks of 
terror and the sounds of falling bodies that followed 
his first shot, he was convinced he was hemmed in by 
an army, and he proceeded to sell his life dearly. Clip 
after clip of cartridges he emptied into the night, now 
to the front, now to the rear, now out to sea, now at 
his own shadow in the lamplight. To the people a 
quarter of a mile away at Morston it sounded like a 
battle.

After running half a mile, Ford, bruised and breath
less, fell at full length on the grass beside the car. 
Near it, tearing from his person the last vestiges of a



German uniform, he found Birrell. He also was puffing 
painfully.

“What happened to Herbert?” panted Ford.
“I don’t know,” gasped Birrell. “When I saw him 

last he was diving over the cliff into the sea. How 
many times did you die?”

“About twenty!” groaned the American, “and, be
sides being dead, I am severely wounded. Every time 
he fired, I fell on my face, and each time I hit a rock!”

A scarecrow of a figure appeared suddenly in the 
rays of the head-lights. It was Herbert, scratched, 
bleeding, dripping with water, and clad simply in a 
shirt and trousers. He dragged out his kit bag and 
fell into his golf clothes.

“Anybody who wants a perfectly good German uni
form,” he cried, “can have mine. I left it in the first 
row of breakers. It didn’t fit me, anyway.”

The other two uniforms were hidden in the seat of 
the car. The rifles and helmets, to lend colour to the 
invasion, were dropped in the open road, and five 
minutes later three gentlemen in inconspicuous Harris 
tweeds, and with golf-clubs protruding from every part 
of their car, turned into the shore road to Cromer.



What they saw brought swift terror to their guilty souls 
and the car to an abrupt halt. Before them was a 
regiment of regulars advancing in column of fours, at 
the “double.” An officer sprang to the front of the 
car and seated himself beside Ford.

“I’ll have to commandeer this,” he said. “Run 
back to Cromer. Don’t crush my men, but go like the 
devil ! ”

“We heard firing here," explained the officer, “at 
the Coast Guard station. The Guard drove them back 
to the sea. He counted over a dozen. They made 
pretty poor practice, for he isn’t wounded, but his gravel 
walk looks as though someone had drawn a harrow 
over it. I wonder,” exclaimed the officer suddenly, “if 
you are the three gentlemen w7ho first gave the alarm 
to Colonel Raglan and then went on to warn the other 
coast towns. Because, if you are, he wants your names.”

Ford considered rapidly. If he gave false names 
and that fact were discovered, they would be suspected 
and investigated, and the worst might happen. So he 
replied that his friends and himself probably were the 
men to whom the officer referred. He explained they 
had been returning from Cromer, where they had gone 



to play golf, when they had been held up by the 
Germans.

“You were lucky to escape,” said the officer. “And 
in keeping on to give warning you were taking chances. 
If I may say so, we think you behaved extremely well.”

Ford could not answer. His guilty conscience shamed 
him into silence. With his siren shrieking and his horn 
tooting, he was forcing the car through lanes of armed 
men. They packed each side of the road. They were 
banked behind the hedges. Their camp-fires blazed 
from every hill-top.

“Your regiment seems to have turned out to a 
man!” exclaimed Ford admiringly.

“My regiment!” snorted the officer. “You’ve passed 
through five regiments already, and there are as many 
more in the dark places. They’re everywhere!” he 
cried jubilantly.

“And I thought they were only where you see the 
camp-fires,” exclaimed Ford.

“That’s what the Germans think,” said the officer. 
“It’s working like a clock,” he cried happily. “There 
hasn’t been a hitch. As soon as they got your warning 
to Colonel Raglan, they came down to the coast like a 



wave, on foot, by trains, by motors, and at nine o’clock 
the Government took over all the railroads. The county 
regiments, regulars, yeomanry, territorials, have been 
spread along this shore for thirty miles. Down in 
London the Guards started to Dover and Brighton two 
hours ago. The Automobile Club in the first hour 
collected two hundred cars and turned them over to 
the Guards in Bird Cage Walk. Cody and Grahame- 
White and eight of his air men left Hendon an hour 
ago to reconnoitre the south coast. Admiral Beatty 
has started with the Channel Squadron to head off the 
German convoy in the North Sea, and the torpedo 
destroyers have been sent to lie outside of Heligoland. 
We’ll get that back by daylight. And on land every one 
of the three services is under arms. On this coast 
alone before sunrise we’ll have one hundred thousand 
men, and from Colchester the brigade division of 
artillery, from Ipswich the R. H. A’s. with siege-guns, 
field-guns, quick-firing-guns, all kinds of guns spread 
out over every foot of ground from here to Hunstanton. 
They thought they’d give us a surprise party. They 
will never give us another surprise party!”

On the top of the hill at Overstrand, the head- 
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waiter of the East Cliff Hotel and the bearded German 
stood in the garden back of the house with the for
bidding walls. From the road in front came unceas
ingly the tramp and shuffle of thousands of marching 
feet, the rumble of heavy cannon, the clanking of their 
chains, the voices of men trained to command raised in 
sharp, confident orders. The sky was illuminated by 
countless fires. Every window of every cottage and 
hotel blazed with lights. The night had been turned 
into day. The eyes of the two Germans were like the 
eyes of those who had passed through an earthquake, 
of those who looked upon the burning of San Francisco, 
upon the destruction of Messina.

“We were betrayed, general,” whispered the head
waiter.

“We were betrayed, baron,” replied the bearded one. 
“But you were in time to warn the flotilla." 
With a sigh, the older man nodded.
“The last message I received over the wireless,” he 

said, “before I destroyed it, read, ‘Your message under
stood. We are returning. Our movements will be ex
plained as manœuvres.’ And,” added the general, “the 
English, having driven us back, will be willing to



officially accept that explanation. As manœuvres, this 
night will go down into history. Return to the hotel,” 
he commanded, “and in two months you can rejoin 
your regiment.”

On the morning after the invasion the New York 
Republic published a map of Great Britain that covered 
three columns and a wood-cut of Ford that was spread 
over five. Beneath it was printed: “Lester Ford, our 
London correspondent, captured by the Germans; he 
escapes and is the first to warn the English people.”

On the same morning, in an editorial in The Times 
of London, appeared this paragraph.

“The Germans were first seen by the Hon. Arthur 
Herbert, the eldest son of Lord Cinaris; Mr. Patrick 
Headford Birrell—both of Balliol College, Oxford; and 
Mr. Lester Ford, the correspondent of the New York 
Republic. These gentlemen escaped from the landing 
party that tried to make them prisoners, and at great 
risk proceeded in their motor-car over roads infested by 
the Germans to all the coast towns of Norfolk, warning 
the authorities. Should the war-office fail to recognise 
their services, the people of Great Britain will prove 
that they are not ungrateful.”



A week later three young men sat at dinner on the 
terrace of the Savoy.

“Shall we, or shall we not,” asked Herbert, “tell 
my uncle that we three, and we three alone, were the 
invaders?”

“That’s hardly correct,” said Ford; “as we now 
know there were two hundred thousand invaders. We 
were only the three who got ashore.”

“I vote we don’t tell him,” said Birrell. “Let him 
think with everybody else that the Germans blundered; 
that an advance party landed too soon and gave the 
show away. If we talk,” he argued, “we’ll get credit 
for a successful hoax. If we keep quiet, everybody will 
continue to think we saved England. I’m content to 
let it go at that.”



BLOOD WILL TELL.

David Greene was an employee of the Burdett 
Automatic Punch Company. The manufacturing plant 
of the company was at Bridgeport, but in the New 
York offices there were working samples of all the 
punches, from the little nickel-plated hand punch with 
which conductors squeezed holes in railroad-tickets, to 
the big punch that could bite into an iron plate as 
easily as into a piece of pie. David’s duty was to ex
plain these different punches, and accordingly when 
Burdett Senior or one of the sons turned a customer 
over to David he spoke of him as a salesman. But 
David called himself a “demonstrator.” For a short 
time he even succeeded in persuading the other sales
men to speak of themselves as demonstrators, but the 
shipping clerks and book-keepers laughed them out 
of it. They could not laugh David out of it. This 



was so, partly because he had no sense of humour, and 
partly because he had a great-great-grandfather. 
Among the salesmen on lower Broadway, to possess a 
great-great-grandfather is unusual, even a great-grand
father is a rarity, and either is considered superfluous. 
But to David the possession of a great-great-grand
father was a precious and open delight. He had pos
sessed him only for a short time. Undoubtedly he 
always had existed, but it was not until David’s sister 
Anne married a doctor in Bordentown, New Jersey, 
and became socially ambitious, that David emerged as 
a Son of Washington.

It was sister Anne, anxious to “get in” as a 
“Daughter” and wear a distaff pin in her shirt-waist, 
who discovered the revolutionary ancestor. She un
earthed him, or rather ran him to earth, in the grave
yard of the Presbyterian church at Bordentown. He 
was no less a person than General Hiram Greene, and 
he had fought with Washington at Trenton and at 
Princeton. Of this there was no doubt. That, later, 
on moving to New York, his descendants became 
peace-loving salesmen did not affect his record. To 
enter a society founded on heredity, the important 



thing is first to catch your ancestor, and having made 
sure of him, David entered the Society of the Sons of 
Washmgtoh with flying colours. He was not unlike 
the man who had been speaking prose for forty years 
without knowing it. He was not unlike the other man 
who woke to find himself famous. He had gone to 
bed a timid, near-sighted, underpaid salesman without 
a relative in the world, except a married sister in 
Bordentown, and he awoke to find he was a direct 
descendant of “Neck or Nothing” Greene, a revolu
tionary hero, a friend of Washington, a man whose 
portrait hung in the State House at Trenton. David’s 
life had lacked colour. The day he carried his certi
ficate of membership to the big jewelry store uptown 
and purchased two rosettes, one for each of his two 
coats, was the proudest of his life.

The other men in the Broadway office took a dif
ferent view. As Wyckoff, one of Burdett’s flying 
squadron of travelling salesmen, said, “All grandfathers 
look alike to me, whether they’re great, or great-great
great. Each one is as dead as the other. I’d rather 
have a live cousin who could loan me a five, or slip me 
a drink. What did your great-great dad ever do for you?”



“Well, for one thing,” said David stiffly, “he fought 
in the War of the Revolution. He saved us from 
the shackles of monarchical England; he made it pos
sible for me and you to enjoy the liberties of a free 
republic.”

“Don’t try to tell me your grandfather did all 
that,” protested Wyckoff, “because I know better. 
There were a lot of others helped. I read about it in 
a book.”

“I am not grudging glory to others,” returned 
David; “I am only saying I am proud that I am a 
descendant of a revolutionist.”

Wyckoff dived into his inner pocket and produced 
a leather photograph frame that folded like a con
certina.

“I don’t want to be a descendant,” he said; “I’d 
rather be an ancestor. Look at those.” Proudly he 
exhibited photographs of Mrs. Wyckoff with the baby 
and of three other little Wyckoffs. David looked with 
envy at the children.

“When I’m married,” he stammered, and at the 
words he blushed, “I hope to be an ancestor,”



“If you’re thinking of getting married,” said Wyckoff, 
“you’d better hope for a raise in salary.”

The other clerks were as unsympathetic as Wyckoff. 
At first when David showed them his parchment certi
ficate, and his silver gilt insignia with on one side a 
portrait of Washington, and on the other a Continental 
soldier, they admitted it was dead swell. They even 
envied him, not the grandfather, but the fact that 
owing to that distinguished relative David was con
stantly receiving beautifully engraved invitations to 
attend the monthly meetings of the society; to sub
scribe to a fund to erect monuments on battle-fields to 
mark neglected graves; to join in joyous excursions to 
the tomb of Washington or of John Paul Jones; to in
spect West Point, Annapolis, and Bunker Hill; to be 
among those present at the annual “banquet” at Del- 
monico’s. In order that when he opened these letters 
he might have an audience, he had given the society 
his office address.

In these communications he was always addressed 
as “Dear Compatriot,” and never did the words fail to 
give him a thrill. They seemed to lift him out of 
Burdett’s salesrooms and Broadway, and place him 



next to things uncommercial, untainted, high, and 
noble. He did not quite know what an aristocrat was, 
but he believed being a compatriot made him an 
aristocrat. When customers were rude, when Mr. John 
or Mr. Robert was overbearing, this idea enabled 
David to rise above their ill-temper, and he would 
smile and say to himself: “If they knew the meaning 
of the blue rosette in my button-hole, how differently 
they would treat me! How easily with a word could 
I crush them!”

But few of the customers recognised the significance 
of the button. They thought it meant that David be
longed to the Y. M. C. A. or was a teetotaler. David, 
with his gentle manners and pale, ascetic face, was 
liable to give that impression.

When Wyckoff mentioned marriage, the reason 
David blushed was because, although no one in the 
office suspected it, he wished to marry the person in 
whom the office took the greatest pride. This was 
Miss Emily Anthony, one of Burdett and Sons’ youngest, 
most efficient, and prettiest stenographers, and although 
David did not cut as dashing a figure as did some of 
the firm’s travelling men, Miss Anthony had found 



something in him so greatly to admire that she had, 
out of office-hours, accepted his devotion, his theatre
tickets, and an engagement ring. Indeed, so far had 
matters progressed, that it had been almost decided 
when in a few months they would go upon their vaca
tions they also would go upon their honeymoon. And 
then a cloud had come between them, and from a 
quarter from which David had expected only sun
shine.

The trouble befell when David discovered he had 
a great-great-grandfather. With that fact itself Miss 
Anthony was almost as pleased as was David himself, 
but while he was content to bask in another’s glory, 
Miss Anthony saw in his inheritance only an incentive 
to achieve glory for himself.

From a hard-working salesman she had asked but 
little, but from a descendant of a national hero she ex
pected other things. She was a determined young 
person, and for David she was an ambitious young 
person. She found she was dissatisfied. She found 
she was disappointed. The great-great-grandfather had 
opened up a new horizon—had, in a way, raised the 
standard. She was as fond of David as always, but his 



tales of past wars and battles, his accounts oi present 
banquets at which he sat shoulder to shoulder with' 
men of whom even Burdett and Sons spoke with awe, 
touched her imagination.

“You shouldn’t be content to just wear a button,” 
she urged. “If you’re a Son of Washington, you ought 
to act like one.”

“I know I’m not worthy of you,” David sighed.

“I don’t mean that, and you know I don’t,” Emily 
replied indignantly. “It has nothing to do with me! I 
want you to be worthy of yourself, of your grandpa 
Hiram ! ”

“But кого?” complained David. “What chance 
has a twenty-five dollar a week clerk------ ”

It was a year before the Spanish-American War, 
while the patriots of Cuba were fighting the mother
country for their independence.

“If I were a Son of the Revolution,” said Emily, 
“I’d go to Cuba and help free it.”

“Don’t talk nonsense,” cried David. “If I did that 
I’d lose my job, and we’d never be able to marry. Be
sides, what’s Cuba done for me? All I know about



Cuba is, I once smoked a Cuban cigar and it made 
me ill.”

“Did Lafayette talk like that?” demanded Emily. 
“Did he ask what have the American rebels ever done 
for me?”

“If I were in Lafayette’s class,” sighed David, “I 
wouldn’t be selling automatic punches.”

“There’s your trouble,” declared Emily. “You lack 
self-confidence. You’re too humble, you’ve got fighting 
blood and you ought to keep saying to yourself, ‘Blood 
will tell,’ and the first thing you know, it will tell! You 
might begin by going into politics in your ward. Or, 
you could join the militia. That takes only one night 
a week, and then, if we did go to war with Spain, you’d 
get a commission, and come back a captain!”

Emily’s eyes were beautiful with delight. But the 
sight gave David no pleasure. In genuine distress, he 
shook his head.

“Emily,” he said, “you’re going to be awfully dis
appointed in me.”

Emily’s eyes closed as though they shied at some 
mental picture. But when she opened them they were 
bright, and her smile was kind and eager.



“No, I’m not,” she protested; “only I want a hus
band with a career, and one who’ll tell me to keep 
quiet when I try to run it for him.”

“I’ve often wished you would,” said David.
“Would what? Run your career for you?”
“No, keep quiet. Only it didn’t seem polite to tell 

you so.”
“Maybe I’d like you better,” said Emily, “if you 

weren’t so darned polite.”
A week later, early in the spring of 1897, the un

expected happened, and David was promoted into the 
flying squadron. He now was a travelling salesman, 
with a rise in salary and a commission on orders. It 
was a step forward, but as going on the road meant 
absence from Emily, David was not elated. Nor did it 
satisfy Emily. It was not money she wanted. Her 
ambition for David could not be silenced with a raise 
in wages. She did not say this, but David knew that 
in him she still found something lacking, and when 
they said good-bye they both were ill at ease and com
pletely unhappy. Formerly, each day when Emily in 
passing David in the office said good morning, she 
used to add the number of the days that still separated



them from the vacation which also was to be their 
honeymoon. But, for the last month she had stopped 
counting the days—at least she did not count them 
aloud.

David did not ask her why this was so. He did 
not dare. And, sooner than learn the truth that she 
had decided not to marry him, or that she was even 
considering not marrying him, he asked no questions, 
but in ignorance of her present feelings set forth on his 
travels. Absence from Emily hurt just as much as he 
had feared it would. He missed her, needed her, 
longed for her. In numerous letters he told her so. 
But, owing to the frequency with which he moved, her 
letters never caught up with him. It was almost a 
relief. He did not care to think of what they might 
tell him.

The route assigned David took him through the 
South and kept him close to the Atlantic seaboard. In 
obtaining orders he was not unsuccessful, and at the 
end of the first month received from the firm a tele
gram of congratulation. This was of importance chiefly 
because it might please Emily. But he knew that in 
her eyes the great-great-grandson of Hiram Greene 



could not rest content with a telegram from Burdett 
and Sons. A year before she would have considered 
it a high honour, a cause for celebration. Now, he could 
see her press her pretty lips together and shake her 
pretty head. It was not enough. But how could he 
accomplish more. He began to hate his great-great
grandfather. He began to wish Hiram Greene had lived 
and died a bachelor.

And then Dame Fortune took David in hand and 
toyed with him and spanked him, and pelted and 
petted him, until finally she made him her favourite 
son. Dame Fortune went about this work in an abrupt 
and arbitrary manner.

On the night of the ist of March, 1897, two trains 
were scheduled to leave the Union Station at Jackson
ville at exactly the same minute, and they left exactly 
on time. As never before in the history of any Southern 
railroad has this miracle occurred, it shows that when 
Dame Fortune gets on the job she is omnipotent. She 
placed David on the train to Miami as the train he 
wanted drew out for Tampa, and an hour later, when 
the conductor looked at David’s ticket, he pulled the 
bell-cord and dumped David over the side into the 



heart of a pine forest. If he walked back along the 
track for one mile, the conductor reassured him, he 
would find a flag station where at midnight he could 
flag a train going north. In an hour it would deliver 
him safely in Jacksonville.

There was a moon, but for the greater part of the 
time it was hidden by fitful, hurrying clouds, and, as 
David stumbled forward, at one moment he would see 
the rails like streaks of silver, and the next would be 
encompassed in a complete and bewildering darkness. 
He made his way from tie to tie only by feeling with 
his foot. After an hour he came to a shed. Whether 
it was or was not the flag station the conductor had in 
mind, he did not know, and he never did know. He 
was too tired, too hot, and too disgusted to proceed, 
and dropping his suit case he sat down under the open 
roof of the shed prepared to wait either for the train or 
daylight. So far as he could see, on every side of him 
stretched a swamp, silent, dismal, interminable. From 
its black water rose dead trees, naked of bark and hung 
with streamers of funereal moss. There was not a sound 
or sign of human habitation. The silence was the 
silence of the ocean at night David remembered the
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berth reserved for him on the train to Tampa and of 
the loathing with which he had considered placing him
self between its sheets. But now how gladly would he 
welcome it! For, in the sleeping-car, ill-smelling, close, 
and stuffy, he at least would have been surrounded by 
fellow-sufferers of his own species. Here his com
panions were owls, water-snakes, and sleeping buz
zards.

“I am alone,” he told himself, “on a railroad em
bankment, entirely surrounded by alligators.”

And then he found he was not alone.
In the darkness, illuminated by a match, not a 

hundred yards from him there flashed suddenly the face 
of a man. Then the match went out and the face with 
it. David noted that it had appeared at some height 
above the level of the swamp, at an elevation higher 
even than that of the embankment. It was as though 
the man had been sitting on the limb of a tree. David 
crossed the tracks and found that on the side of the 
embankment opposite the shed there was solid ground 
and what once had been a wharf. He advanced over 
this cautiously, and as he did so the clouds disappeared, 
and in the full light of the moon he saw a bayou 



broadening into a river, and made fast to the decayed 
and rotting wharf an ocean-going tug. It was from her 
deck that the man, in lighting his pipe, had shown his 
face. At the thought of a warm engine-room and the 
company of his fellow-creatures, David’s heart leaped 
with pleasure. He advanced quickly. And then some
thing in the appearance of the tug, something mysterious, 
secretive, threatening, caused him to halt. No lights 
showed from her engine-room, cabin, or pilot-house. 
Her decks were empty. But, as was evidenced by the 
black smoke that rose from her funnel, she was awake 
and awake to some purpose. David stood uncertainly, 
questioning whether to make his presence known or 
return to the loneliness of the shed. The question was 
decided for him. He had not considered that standing 
in the moonlight he was a conspicuous figure. The 
planks of the wharf creaked and a man came toward 
him. As one who means to attack, or who fears attack, 
he approached warily. He wore high boots, riding 
breeches, and a sombrero. He was a little man, but 
his movements were alert and active. To David he 
seemed unnecessarily excited. He thrust himself close 
against David.



“Who the devil are you?” demanded the man from 
the tug. “How’d you get here?”

“I walked,” said David.
“Walked?” the man snorted incredulously.
“I took the wrong train,” explained David pleasantly. 

“They put me off about a mile below here. I walked 
back to this flag-station. I’m going to wait here for the 
next train north.”

The httle man laughed mockingly.
“Oh, no, you’re not,” he said. “If you walked here, 

you can just walk away again!” With a sweep of his 
arm, he made a vigorous and peremptory gesture.

“You walk!” he commanded.
“I’ll do just as I please about that,” said David.
As though to bring assistance, the little man started 

hastily toward the tug.
“I’ll find someone who’ll make you walk!” he called. 

“You wait, that’s all, you wait!”
David decided not to wait. It was possible the 

wharf was private property and he had been trespassing. 
In any case, at the flag-station the rights of all men 
were equal, and if he were in for a fight he judged it 
best to choose his own battleground. He recrossed the



tracks and sat down on his suit case in a dark corner 
of the shed. Himself hidden in the shadows he could 
see in the moonlight the approach of any other 
person.

“They’re river pirates,” said David to himself, “or 
smugglers. They’re certainly up to some mischief, or 
why should they object to the presence of a perfectly 
harmless stranger?”

Partly with cold, partly with nervousness, David 
shivered.

“I wish that train would come,” he sighed. And 
instantly, as though in answer to his wish, from only a 
short distance down the track he heard the rumble and 
creak of approaching cars. In a flash David planned 
his course of action.

The thought of spending the night in a swamp in
fested by alligators and smugglers had become intoler
able. He must escape, and he must escape by the 
train now approaching. To that end the train must be 
stopped. His plan was simple. The train was moving 
very, very slowly, and though he had no lantern to 
wave, in order to bring it to a halt he need only stand 
on the track exposed to the glare of the head-light and 



wave his arms. David sprang between the rails and 
gesticulated wildly. But in amazement his arms fell to 
his sides. For the train, now only a hundred yards 
distant and creeping toward him at a snail’s pace, 
carried no head-light, and though in the moonlight 
David was plainly visible, it blew no whistle, tolled no 
bell. Even the passenger coaches in the rear of the 
sightless engine were wrapped in darkness. It was a 
ghost of a train, a Flying Dutchman of a train, a night
mare of a train. It was as unreal as the black swamp, 
as the moss on the dead trees, as the ghostly tug-boat 
tied to the rotting wharf.

“Is the place haunted!” exclaimed David.
He was answered by the grinding of brakes and by 

the train coming to a sharp halt. And instantly from 
every side men fell from it to the ground, and the 
silence of the night was broken by a confusion of calls 
and eager greetings and questions and sharp words of 
command.

So fascinated was David in the stealthy arrival of 
the train and in her mysterious passengers that, until 
they confronted him, he did not note the equally 
stealthy approach of three men. Of these one was the 



little man from the tug. With him was a fat, red-faced 
Irish-American. He wore no coat and his shirt-sleeves 
were drawn away from his hands by garters of pink 
elastic, his derby hat was balanced behind his ears, 
upon his right hand flashed an enormous diamond. He 
looked as though but at that moment he had stopped 
sliding glasses across a Bowery bar. The third man 
carried the outward marks of a sailor. David believed 
he was the tallest man he had ever beheld, but equally 
remarkable with his height was his beard and hair, 
which were of a fierce brick-dust red. Even in the mild 
moonlight it flamed like a torch.

“What’s your business?” demanded the man with 
the flamboyant hair.

“I came here,” began David, “to wait for a 
train------ ”

The tall man bellowed with indignant rage.
“Yes,” he shouted; “this is the sort of place anyone 

would pick out to wait for a train!”
In front of David’s nose he shook a fist as large as 

a catcher’s glove. “Don’t .you lie to me!” he bullied. 
“Do you know who I am? Do you know who you’re 
up against? I’m------ ”



The bar-keeper person interrupted.
“Never mind who you are,” he said. “We know 

that. Find out who He is.”
David turned appealingly to the bar-keeper.
“Do you suppose I’d come here on purpose?” he 

protested. “I’m a travelling man------ ”
“You won’t travel any to-night,” mocked the red- 

haired one. “You’ve seen what you came to see, and 
all you want now is to get to a Western Union wire. 
Well, you don’t do it. You don’t leave here to
night!”

As though he thought he had been neglected, the 
little man in riding-boots pushed forward importantly.

“Tie him to a tree!” he suggested.
“Better take him on board,” said the bar-keeper, 

“and send him back by the pilot. When we’re once at 
sea, he can’t hurt us any.”

“What makes you think I want to hurt you?” de
manded David. “Who do you think I am?”

“We know who you are,” shouted the fiery-headed 
one. “You’re a blanketty-blank spy! You’re a govern
ment spy or a Spanish spy, and whichever you are you 
don’t get away to-night!”



David had not the faintest idea what the man meant, 
but he knew his self-respect was being ill-treated, and 
his self-respect rebelled.

“You have made a very serious mistake,” he said, 
“and whether you like it or not, I am leaving here to
night, and you can go to the devil ! ”

Turning his back David started with great dignity 
to walk away. It was a short walk. Something hit 
him below the ear and he found himself curling up 
comfortably on the ties. He had a strong desire to 
sleep, but was conscious that a bed on a railroad track, 
on account of trains wanting to pass, was unsafe. This 
doubt did not long disturb him. His head rolled 
against the steel rail, his limbs relaxed. From a great 
distance, and in a strange sing-song he heard the voice 
of the bar-keeper saying, “Nine—ten—and out!”

When David came to his senses his head was rest
ing on a coil of rope. In his ears was the steady throb 
of an engine, and in his eyes the glare of a lantern. 
The lantern was held by a pleasant-faced youth in a 
golf cap who was smiling sympathetically. David rose 
on his elbow and gazed wildly about him. He was in 
the bow of the ocean-going tug, and he saw that from 



where he lay in the bow to her stern her decks were 
packed with men. She was steaming swiftly down a 
broad river. On either side the grey light that comes 
before the dawn showed low banks studded with stunted 
palmettos. Close ahead David heard the roar of the 
surf.

“Sorry to disturb you,” said the youth in the golf 
cap, “but we drop the pilot in a few minutes and you’re 
going with him.”

David moved his aching head gingerly, and was 
conscious of a bump as large as a tennis-ball behind 
his right ear.

“What happened to me?” he demanded.
“You were sort of kidnapped, I guess,” laughed the 

young man. “It was a raw deal, but they couldn’t take 
any chances. The pilot will land you at Okra Point. 
You can hire a rig there to take you to the railroad.”

“But why?” demanded David indignantly. “Why 
was I kidnapped? What had I done? Who were those 
men who------”

From the pilot-house there was a sharp jangle of 
bells to the engine-room, and the speed of the tug 
slackened.



“Come on,” commanded the young man briskly. 
“The pilot’s going ashore. Here’s your grip, here’s 
your hat. The ladder’s on the port side. Look where 
you’re stepping. We can’t show any lights, and it’s 
dark as------ ”

But, even as he spoke, like a flash of powder, as 
swiftly as one throws an electric switch, as blindingly as 
a train leaps from the tunnel into the glaring sun, the 
darkness vanished and the tug was swept by the fierce, 
blatant radiance of a search-light.

It was met by shrieks from two hundred throats, by 
screams, oaths, prayers, by the sharp jangling of bells, 
by the blind rush of many men scurrying like rats for 
a hole to hide in, by the ringing orders of one man. 
Above the tumult this one voice rose like the warning 
strokes of a fire-gong, and looking up to the pilot-house 
from whence the voice came, David saw the bar-keeper 
still in his shirt-sleeves and with his derby hat pushed 
back behind his ears, with one hand clutching the tele
graph to the engine-room, with the other holding the 
spoke of the wheel.

David felt the tug, like a hunter taking a fence, rise 
in a great leap. Her bow sank and rose, tossing the 



water from her in black, oily waves, the smoke poured 
from her funnel, from below her engines sobbed and 
quivered, and like a hound freed from a leash she raced 
for the open sea. But swiftly as she fled, as a thief is 
held in the circle of a policeman’s bull’s-eye, the shaft 
of light followed and exposed her and held her in its 
grip. The youth in the golf cap was clutching David 
by the arm. With his free hand he pointed down the 
shaft of light. So great was the tumult that to be 
heard he brought his lips close to David’s ear.

“That’s the revenue cutter!” he shouted. “She’s 
been laying for us for three weeks, and now,” he shrieked 
exultingly, “the old man’s going to give her a race 
for it.”

From excitement, from cold, from alarm, David’s 
nerves were getting beyond his control.

“But how,” he demanded, “how do I get ashore?” 
“You don’t!”
“When he drops the pilot, don’t I------ ”
“How can he drop the pilot?” yelled the youth. 

“The pilot’s got to stick by the boat. So have you.”
David clutched the young man and swung him so 

that they stood face to face.



“Stick by what boat?” yelled David. “Who are 
these men? Who are you? What boat is this?”

In the glare of the search-light David saw the eyes 
of the youth staring at him as though he feared he were 
in the clutch of a madman. Wrenching himself free, 
the youth pointed at the pilot-house. Above it on a 
blue board in letters of gold-leaf a foot high was the 
name of the tug. As David read it his breath left him, 
a finger of ice passed slowly down his spine. The name 
he read was The Three Friends.

“The Three Friends!” shrieked David. “She’s a 
filibuster! She’s a pirate! Where’re we going?”

“To Cuba!”
David emitted a howl of anguish, rage, and protest. 
“What for?” he shrieked.
The young man regarded him coldly.
“To pick bananas,” he said.
“I won’t go to Cuba,” shouted David. “I’ve got to 

work! I’m paid to sell machinery. I demand to be 
put ashore. I’ll lose my job if I’m not put ashore. 
I’ll sue you! I’ll have the law------ ”

David found himself suddenly upon his knees. His 
first thought was that the ship had struck a rock, and 



then that she was bumping herself over a succession of 
coral-reefs. She dipped, dived, reared, and plunged. 
Like a hooked fish, she flung herself in the air, quiver
ing from bow to stern. No longer was David of a 
mind to sue the filibusters if they did not put him 
ashore. If only they had put him ashore, in gratitude 
he would have crawled on his knees. What followed 
was of no interest to David, nor to many of the filibus
ters, nor to any of the Cuban patriots. Their groans 
of self-pity, their prayers and curses in eloquent Spanish, 
rose high above the crash of broken crockery and the 
pounding of the waves. Even when the search-light 
gave way to a brilliant sunlight the circumstance was 
unobserved by David. Nor was he concerned in the 
tidings brought forward by the youth in the golf cap, 
who raced the slippery decks and vaulted the prostrate 
forms as sure-footedly as a hurdler on a cinder track. 
To David, in whom he seemed to think he had found 
a congenial spirit, he shouted joyfully, “She’s fired two 
blanks at us!” he cried; “now she’s firing cannon
balls!”

“Thank God,” whispered David; “perhaps she’ll 
sink us!”



But The Three Friends showed their heels to the 
revenue cutter, and so far as David knew hours passed 
into days and days into weeks. It was like those night
mares in which in a minute one is whirled through cen
turies of fear and torment. Sometimes, regardless of 
nausea, of his aching head, of the hard deck, of the 
waves that splashed and smothered him, David fell into 
broken slumber. Sometimes he woke to a dull con
sciousness of his position. At such moments he added 
to his misery by speculating upon the other misfortunes 
that might have befallen him on shore. Emily, he de
cided, had given him up for lost and married—probably 
a navy officer in command of a battleship. Burdett 
and Sons had cast him off forever. Possibly his dis
appearance had caused them to suspect him; even now 
they might be regarding him as a defaulter, as a fugi
tive from justice. His accounts, no doubt, were being 
carefully overhauled. In actual time, two days and two 
nights had passed; to David it seemed many ages.

On the third day he crawled to the stern, where 
there seemed less motion, and finding a boat’s cushion 
threw it in the lee scupper and fell upon it. From time 
to time the youth in the golf cap had brought him food 



and drink, and he now appeared from the cook’s galley 
bearing a bowl of smoking soup.

David considered it a doubtful attention.
But he said, “You’re very kind. How did a fellow 

like you come to mix up with these pirates?”
The youth laughed good-naturedly.
“They’re not pirates, they’re patriots,” he said, 

“and I’m not mixed up with them. My name is 
Henry Carr and I’m a guest of Jimmy Doyle, the cap
tain.”

“The bar-keeper with the derby hat?” said David.
“He’s not a bar-keeper, he’s a teetotaler,” Carr cor

rected, “and he’s the greatest filibuster alive. He knows 
these waters as you know Broadway, and he’s the salt 
of the earth. I did him a favour once; sort of mouse- 
helping-the-lion idea. Just through dumb luck I found 
out about this expedition. The government agents in 
New York found out I’d found out and sent for me to 
tell. But I didn’t, and I didn’t write the story either. 
Doyle heard about that. So, he asked me to come as 
his guest, and he’s promised that after he’s landed the 
expedition and the arms I can write as much about it 
as I darn please.”



“Then you’re a reporter?” said David.
“I’m what we call a cub reporter,” laughed Carr. 

“You see, I’ve always dreamed of being a war corres
pondent. The men in the office say I dream too much. 
They’re always guying me about it. But, haven’t you 
noticed, it’s the ones who dream who find their dreams 
come true. Now this isn’t real war, but it’s a near war, 
and when the real thing breaks loose, I can tell the 
managing editor I served as a war correspondent in the 
Cuban-Spanish campaign. And he may give me a real 
job!”

“And you like this?” groaned David.
“I wouldn’t, if I were as sick as you are,” said Carr, 

“but I’ve a stomach like a Harlem goat.” He stooped 
and lowered his voice. “Now, here are two fake filibus
ters,” he whispered. “The men you read about in the 
newspapers. If a man’s a real filibuster, nobody knows 
it!”

Coming toward them was the tall man who had 
knocked David out, and the little one who had wanted 
to tie him to a tree.

“All they ask,” whispered Carr, “is money and ad
vertisement. If they knew I was a reporter, they’d eat 
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out of my hand. The tall man calls himself Lighthouse 
Harry. He once kept a lighthouse on the Florida 
coast, and that’s as near to the sea as he ever got. 
The other one is a dare-devil calling himself Colonel 
Beamish. He says he’s an English officer, and a soldier 
of fortune, and that he’s been in eighteen battles. 
Jimmy says he’s never been near enough to a battle to 
see the red-cross flags on the base hospital. But 
they’ve fooled these Cubans. The Junta thinks they’re 
great fighters, and it’s sent them down here to work the 
machine guns. But I’m afraid the only fighting they 
will do will be in the sporting columns, and not in the 
ring.”

A half dozen sea-sick Cubans were carrying a 
heavy, oblong box. They dropped it not two yards 
from where David lay, and with a screw-driver Light
house Harry proceeded to open the lid.

Carr explained to David that The Three Friends 
was approaching that part of the coast of Cuba on 
which she had arranged to land her expedition, and 
that in case she was surprised by one of the Spanish 
patrol boats she was preparing to defend herself.

“They’ve got an automatic gun in that crate,” said



Carr, “and they’re going to assemble it. You’d better 
move; they’ll be tramping all over you.”

David shook his head feebly.
“I can’t move!” he protested. “I wouldn’t move if 

it would free Cuba.”
For several hours with very languid interest David 

watched Lighthouse Harry and Colonel Beamish screw 
a heavy tripod to the deck and balance above it a 
quick-firing one-pounder. They worked very slowly, 
and to David, watching them from the lee scupper, 
they appeared extremely unintelligent.

“I don’t believe either of those thugs put an auto
matic gun together in his life,” he whispered to Carr. 
“I never did, either, but I’ve put hundreds of auto
matic punches together, and I bet that gun won’t 
work.”

“What’s wrong with it?” said Carr.
Before David could summon sufficient energy to an

swer, the attention of all on board was diverted, and by 
a single word.

Whether the word is whispered apologetically by 
the smoking-room steward to those deep in bridge, or 
shrieked from the tops of a sinking ship it never quite 
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fails of its effect. A sweating stoker from the engine
room saw it first.

“Land!” he hailed.
The sea-sick Cubans raised themselves and swung 

their hats; their voices rose in a fierce chorus.
“Cuba libre!” they yelled.
The sun piercing the morning mists had uncovered 

a coast-line broken with bays and inlets. Above it 
towered green hills, the peak of each topped by a squat 
blockhouse; in the valleys and water-courses like 
columns of marble rose the royal palms.

“You must look!” Carr entreated David. “It’s just 
as it is in the pictures!”

“Then I don’t have to look,” groaned David.
The Three Friends was making for a point of land 

that curved like a sickle. On the inside of the sickle 
was Nipe Bay. On the opposite shore of that broad 
harbour at the place of rendezvous a little band of 
Cubans waited to receive the filibusters. The goal was 
in sight. The dreadful voyage was done. Joy and ex
citement thrilled the ship’s company. Cuban patriots 
appeared in uniforms with Cuban flags pinned in the 
brims of their straw sombreros. From the hold came 



boxes of small-arm ammunition, of Mausers, rifles, 
machetes, and saddles. To protect the landing a 
box of shells was placed in readiness beside the one- 
pounder.

“In two hours, if we have smooth water,” shouted 
Lighthouse Harry, “we ought to get all of this on shore. 
And then, all I ask,” he cried mightily, “is for someone 
to kindly show me a Spaniard!”

His heart’s desire was instantly granted. He was 
shown not only one Spaniard, but several Spaniards. 
They were on the deck of one of the fastest gun-boats 
of the Spanish navy. Not a mile from The Three 
Friends she sprang from the cover of a narrow inlet. 
She did not signal questions or extend courtesies. For 
her the name of the ocean-going tug was sufficient in
troduction. Throwing ahead of her a solid shell, she 
raced in pursuit, and as The Three Friends leaped to 
full speed there came from the gun-boat the sharp dry 
crackle of Mausers.

With an explosion of terrifying oaths Lighthouse 
Harry thrust a shell into the breech of the quick-firing 
gun. Without waiting to aim it, he tugged at the 
trigger. Nothing happened! He threw open the breech 



and gazed impotently at the base of the shell. It was 
untouched. The ship was ringing with cries of anger, 
of hate, with rat-like squeaks of fear.

Above the heads of the filibusters a shell screamed 
and within a hundred feet splashed into a wave.

From his mat in the lee scupper David groaned 
miserably. He was far removed from any of the greater 
emotions.

“It’s no use!” he protested. “They can’t do! It’s 
not connected!”

“What’s not connected?” yelled Carr. He fell 
upon David. He half-lifted, half-dragged him to his 
feet.

“If you know what’s wrong with that gun, you fix 
it! Fix it,” he shouted, “or I’ll------ ”

David was not concerned with the vengeance Carr 
threatened. For, on the instant a miracle had taken 
place. With the swift insidiousness of morphine, peace 
ran through his veins, soothed his wracked body, his 
jangled nerves. The Three Friends had made the 
harbour, and was gliding through water flat as a pond. 
But David did not know why the change had come. 
He knew only that his soul and body were at rest, that 



the sun was shining, that he had passed through the 
valley of the shadow, and once more was a sane, sound 
young man.

With a savage thrust of the shoulder he sent Light
house Harry sprawling from the gun. With swift, 
practised fingers he fell upon its mechanism. He 
wrenched it apart. He lifted it, reset, readjusted it.

Ignorant themselves, those about him saw that he 
understood, saw that his work was good.

They raised a joyous, defiant cheer. But a shower 
of bullets drove them to cover, bullets that ripped the 
deck, splintered the superstructure, smashed the glass 
in the air ports, like angry wasps sang in a continuous 
whining chorus. Intent only on the gun, David worked 
feverishly. He swung to the breech, locked it, and 
dragged it open, pulled on the trigger and found it 
gave before his forefinger.

He shouted with delight.
“I’ve got it working,” he yelled.
He turned to his audience, but his audience had 

fled. From beneath one of the life-boats protruded the 
riding-boots of Colonel Beamish, the tall form of Light
house Harry was doubled behind a water butt. A shell 



splashed to port, a shell splashed to starboard. For an 
instant David stood staring wide-eyed at the greyhound 
of a boat that ate up the distance between them, at 
the jets of smoke and stabs of flame that sprang from 
her bow, at the figures crouched behind her gunwale, 
firing in volleys.

To David it came suddenly, convincingly, that in a 
dream he had lived it all before, and something like 
raw poison stirred in David, something leaped to his 
throat and choked him, something rose in his brain 
and made him see scarlet. He felt rather than saw 
young Carr kneeling at the box of ammunition, and 
holding a shell toward him. He heard the click as the 
breech shut, felt the rubber tire of the brace give against 
the weight of his shoulder, down a long shining tube 
saw the pursuing gun-boat, saw her again and many 
times disappear behind a flash of flame. A bullet 
gashed his forehead, a bullet passed deftly through his 
forearm, but he did not heed them. Confused with the 
thrashing of the engines, with the roar of the gun he 
heard a strange voice shrieking unceasingly:

“Cuba libre!” it yelled. “To hell with Spain!” 
and he found that the voice was his own.



The story lost nothing in the way Carr wrote it.
“And the best of it is,” he exclaimed joyfully, “it’s 

true!”
For a Spanish gun-boat had been crippled and 

forced to run herself aground by a tug-boat manned by 
Cuban patriots, and by a single gun served by one 
man, and that man an American. It was the first sea- 
fight of the war. Over night a Cuban navy had been 
born, and into the lime-light a cub reporter had pro
jected a new “hero,” a ready-made, warranted-not-to- 
run, popular idol.

They were seated in the pilot-house, “Jimmy” 
Doyle, Carr, and David, the patriots and their arms 
had been safely dumped upon the coast of Cuba, and 
The Three Friends was gliding swiftly and, having 
caught the Florida straits napping, smoothly toward 
Key West. Carr had just finished reading aloud his 
account of the engagement.

“You will tell the story just as I have written it,” 
commanded the proud author. “Your being South as 
a travelling salesman was only a blind. You came to 
volunteer for this expedition. Before you could explain 
your wish you were mistaken for a secret-service man, 



and hustled on board. That was just where you 
wanted to be, and when the moment arrived you took 
command of the ship and single-handed won the naval 
battle of Nipe Bay.”

Jimmy Doyle nodded his head approvingly. “You 
certainly did, Dave,” protested the great man, “I seen 
you when you done it!”

At Key West Carr filed his story and while the 
hospital surgeons kept David there over one steamer, 
to dress his wounds, his fame and features spread 
across the map of the United States.

Burdett and Sons basked in reflected glory. Re
porters besieged their office. At the Merchants’ Down- 
Town Club the business men of lower Broadway 
tendered congratulations.

“Of course, it’s a great surprise to us,” Burdett and 
Sons would protest and wink heavily. “Of course, 
when the boy asked to be sent South we’d no idea he 
was planning to fight for Cuba! Or we wouldn’t have 
let him go, would we?” Then again they would wink 
heavily. “I suppose you know,” they would say, “that 
he’s a direct descendant of General Hiram Greene, who 
won the battle of Trenton. What I say is, ‘Blood will 



tell!’” And then in a body everyone in the club 
would move against the bar and exclaim: “Here’s to 
Cuba libre!”

When the Olivette from Key West reached Tampa 
Bay every Cuban in the Tampa cigar factories was at 
the dock. There were thousands of them and all of 
the Junta, in high hats, to read David an address of 
welcome.

And, when they saw him at the top of the gang
plank with his head in a bandage and his arm in a 
sling, like a mob of maniacs they howled and surged 
toward him. But before they could reach their hero 
the courteous Junta forced them back, and cleared a 
pathway for a young girl. She was travel-worn and 
pale, her shirt-waist was disgracefully wrinkled, her best 
hat w’as a wreck. No one on Broadway would have 
recognised her as Burdett and Sons’ most immaculate 
and beautiful stenographer.

She dug the shapeless hat into David’s shoulder, 
and clung to him. “David!” she sobbed, “promise me 
you’ll never, never do it again!”



THE SAILORMAN.

Before Latimer put him on watch, the Nantucket 
sailorman had not a care in the world. If the wind 
blew from the north, he spun to the left; if it came 
from the south, he spun to the right. But it was 
entirely the wind that was responsible. So, whichever 
way he turned, he smiled broadly, happily. His out
look upon the world was that of one who loved his 
fellow-man. He had many brothers as like him as 
twins all over Nantucket and Cape Cod and the North 
Shore, smiling from the railings of verandas, from the 
roofs of bungalows, from the eaves of summer palaces. 
Empaled on their little iron uprights, each sailorman 
whirled—sometimes languidly, like a great lady re
volving to the slow measures of a waltz, sometimes so 
rapidly that he made you quite dizzy, and had he not 
been a sailorman with a heart of oak and a head and



stomach of pine, he would have been quite sea-sick. 
But the particular sailorman that Latimer bought for 
Helen Page and put on sentry duty carried on his 
shoulders most grave and unusual responsibilities. He 
was the guardian of a buried treasure, the keeper of 
the happiness of two young people. It was really 
asking a great deal of a care-free, happy-go-lucky 
weather-vane.

Every summer from Boston Helen Page’s people 
had been coming to Fair Harbour. They knew it when 
what now is the polo field was their cow pasture. And 
whether at the age of twelve or of twenty or more, 
Helen Page ruled Fair Harbour. When she arrived the 
“season” opened; when she departed the local trades
people sighed and began to take account of stock. 
She was so popular because she possessed charm, and 
because she played no favourites. To the grooms who 
held the ponies on the side-lines her manner was just 
as simple and interested as it was to the gilded youths 
who came to win the championship cups and remained 
to try to win Helen. She was just as genuinely pleased 
to make a four at tennis with the “kids” as to take 
tea on the veranda of the club-house with the matrons.



To each her manner was always as though she were of 
their age. When she met the latter on the beach road, 
she greeted them riotously and joyfully by their maiden 
names. And the matrons liked it. In comparison the 
deference shown them by the other young women did 
not so strongly appeal.

“When I’m jogging along in my station waggon,” 
said one of them, “and Helen shrieks and waves at me 
from her car, I feel as though I were twenty, and I 
believe that she is really sorry I am not sitting beside 
her, instead of that good-looking Latimer man, who 
never wears a hat. Why does he never wear a hat? 
Because he knows he’s good-looking, or because Helen 
drives so fast he can’t keep it on?”

“Does he wear a hat when he is not with Helen?” 
asked the new arrival. “That might help some.”

“We will never know,” exclaimed the young matron; 
“he never leaves her.”

This was so true that it had become a public 
scandal. You met them so many times a day driving 
together, motoring together, playing golf together, that 
you were embarrassed for them and did not know which



way to look. But they gloried in their shame. If you 
tactfully pretended not to see them, Helen shouted at 
you. She made you feel you had been caught doing 
something indelicate and underhand.

The mothers of Fair Harbour were rather slow in 
accepting young Latimer. So many of their sons had 
seen Helen shake her head in that inarticulate, worried 
way, and look so sorry for them, that any strange young 
man who apparently succeeded where those who had 
been her friends for years had learned they must 
remain friends, could not hope to escape criticism. 
Besides, they did not know him: he did not come from 
Boston and Harvard, but from a Western city. They 
were told that at home, at both the law and the game 
of politics, he worked hard and successfully; but it was 
rather held against him by the youth of Fair Harbour 
that he played at other games, not so much for the 
sake of the game as for exercise. He put aside many 
things, such as whiskey and soda at two in the morning, 
and bridge all afternoon, with the remark: “I find it 
does not tend toward efficiency.” It was a remark that 
irritated and, to the minds of the men at the country 
clubs, seemed to place him. They liked to play polo 



because they liked to play polo, not because it kept 
their muscles limber and their brains clear.

“Some Western people were telling me,” said one 
of the matrons, “that he wants to be the next lieute
nant-governor. They say he is very ambitious and very 
selfish.”

“Any man is selfish,” protested one who for years 
had attempted to marry Helen, “who wants to keep 
Helen to himself. But that he should wish to be a 
lieutenant-governor, too, is rather an anticlimax. It 
makes one lose sympathy.”

Latimer went on his way without asking any sym
pathy. The companionship of Helen Page was quite 
sufficient. He had been working overtime and was 
treating himself to his first vacation in years—he was 
young—he was in love—and he was very happy. Nor 
was there any question, either, that Helen Page was 
happy. Those who had known her since she was a 
child could not remember when she had not been 
happy, but these days she wore her joyousness with a 
difference. It was in her eyes, in her greetings to old 
friends: it showed itself hourly in courtesies and kind
nesses. She was very kind to Latimer, too. She did 



not deceive him. She told him she liked better to be 
with him than with anyone else,—it would have been 
difficult to deny to him what was apparent to an entire 
summer colony,—but she explained that that did not 
mean she would marry him. She announced this when 
the signs she knew made it seem necessary. She an
nounced it in what was for her a roundabout way, by 
remarking suddenly that she did not intend to marry 
for several years.

This brought Latimer to his feet and called forth 
from him remarks so eloquent that Helen found it very 
difficult to keep her own. She felt as though she had 
been caught in an undertow and was being whirled out 
to sea. When, at last, she had regained her breath, only 
because Latimer had paused to catch his, she shook her 
head miserably.

“The trouble is,” she complained, “there are so 
many think the same thing!”

“What do they think?” demanded Latimer.
“That they want to marry me.”
Checked but not discouraged, Latimer attacked in 

force.
“I can quite believe that,” he agreed, “but there’s 
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this important difference: no matter how much a man 
wants to marry you, he can’t love you as I do!”

“That’s another thing they think,” sighed Helen.
“I’m sorry to be so unoriginal,” snapped La

timer.
“Please don’t!” pleaded Helen. “I don’t mean to 

be unfeeling. I’m not unfeeling. I’m only trying to be 
fair. If I don’t seem to take it to heart, it’s because I 
know it does no good. I can see how miserable a girl 
must be if she is loved by one man and can’t make up 
her mind whether or not she wants to marry him. But 
when there’s so many she just stops worrying; for she 
can’t possibly marry them all.”

“All!” exclaimed Latimer. “It is incredible that I 
have undervalued you, but may I ask how many there 
are?”

“I don’t know,” sighed Helen miserably. “There 
seems to be something about me that------ ”

“There is!” interrupted Latimer. “I’ve noticed it. 
You don’t have to tell me about it. I know that the 
Helen Page habit is a damned difficult habit to 
break ! ”

It cannot be said that he made any violent effort to 



break it. At least, not one that was obvious to Fair 
Harbour or to Helen.

One of their favourite drives was through the pine 
woods to the point on which stood the lighthouse, and 
on one of these excursions they explored a forgotten 
wood road and came out upon a cliff. The cliff over
looked the sea, and below it was a jumble of rocks 
with which the waves played hide and seek. On many 
afternoons and mornings they returned to this place, 
and, while Latimer read to her, Helen would sit with 
her back to a tree and toss pine cones into the water. 
Sometimes the poets whose works he read made love so 
charmingly that Latimer was most grateful to them for 
rendering such excellent first aid to the wounded, and 
into his voice he would throw all that feeling and music 
that from juries and mass meetings had dragged tears 
and cheers and votes.

But when his voice became so appealing that it no 
longer was possible for any woman to resist it, Helen 
would exclaim excitedly: “Please excuse me for inter
rupting, but there is a large spider—” and the spell 
was gone.

One day she exclaimed: “Oh!” and Latimer patiently 
13* 



lowered the “Oxford Book of Verse,” and asked: “What 
is it, now?”

“I’m so sorry,” Helen said, “but I can’t help 
watching that Chapman boy; he’s only got one reef in, 
and the next time he jibes he’ll capsize, and he can’t 
swim, and he’ll drown. I told his mother only yester
day------ ”

“I haven’t the least interest in the Chapman boy,” 
said Latimer, “or in what you told his mother, or whether 
he drowns or not! I’m a drowning man myself!”

Helen shook her head firmly and reprovingly. “Men 
get over that kind of drowning,” she said.

“Not this kind of man doesn’t!” said Latimer. “And 
don’t tell me,” he cried indignantly, “that that’s another 
thing they all say.”

“If one could only be sure!” sighed Helen. “If one 
could only be sure that you—that the right man would 
keep on caring after you marry him the way he says he 
cares before you marry him. If you could know that, it 
would help you a lot in making up your mind.”

“There is only one way to find that out,” said 
Latimer; “that is to marry him. I mean, of course,” he 
corrected hastily, “to marry me.”



One day, when on their way to the cliff at the end 
of the wood road, the man who makes the Nantucket 
sailor and peddles him passed through the village; and 
Latimer bought the sailorman and carried him to their 
hiding-place. There he fastened him to the lowest limb 
of one of the ancient pine-trees that helped to screen 
their hiding-place from the world. The limb reached 
out free of the other branches, and the wind caught the 
sailorman fairly and spun him like a dancing dervish. 
Then it tired of him, and went off to try to drown the 
Chapman boy, leaving the sailorman motionless with his 
arms outstretched, balancing in each hand a tiny oar 
and smiling happily.

“He has a friendly smile,” said Helen; “I think he 
likes us.”

“He is on guard,” Latimer explained. “I put him 
there to warn us if anyone approaches, and when we 
are not here, he is to frighten away trespassers. Do 
you understand?” he demanded of the sailorman. 
“Your duty is to protect this beautiful lady. So long 
as I love her you must guard this place. It is a life 
sentence. You are always on watch. You never sleep. 
You are her slave. She says you have a friendly smile.



She wrongs you. It is a beseeching, abject, worshipping 
smile. I am sure when I look at her mine is equally 
idiotic. In fact, we are in many ways alike. I also 
am her slave. I also am devoted only to her service. 
And I never sleep, at least not since I met her.”

From her throne among the pine-needles Helen 
looked up at the sailorman and frowned.

“It is not a happy simile,” she objected. “For one 
thing, a sailorman has a sweetheart in every port.”

“Wait and see,” said Latimer.
“And,” continued the girl with some asperity, “if 

there is anything on earth that changes its mind as often 
as a weather-vane, that is less certain, less constant------ ”

“Constant?” Latimer laughed at her in open scorn. 
“You come back here,” he challenged, “months from 
now, years from now, when the winds have beaten him, 
and the sun blistered him, and the snow frozen him, 
and you will find him smiling at you just as he is now, 
just as confidently, proudly, joyously, devotedly. Because 
those who are your slaves, those who love you, cannot 
come to any harm; only if you disown them, only if you 
drive them away!”

The sailorman, delighted at such beautiful language, 



threw himself about in a delirium of joy. His arms 
spun in their sockets like Indian clubs, his oars flashed 
in the sun, and his eyes and lips were fixed in one 
blissful, long-drawn-out, unalterable smile.

When the golden-rod turned grey, and the leaves 
red and yellow, and it was time for Latimer to return 
to his work in the West, he came to say good-bye. But 
the best Helen could do to keep hope alive in him was 
to say that she was glad he cared. She added it was 
very helpful to think that a man such as he believed 
you were so fine a person, and during the coming winter 
she would try to be like the fine person he believed her 
to be, but which, she assured him, she was not.

Then he told her again she was the most wonderful 
being in the world, to which she said: “Oh, indeed no!” 
and then, as though he were giving her a cue, he said: 
“Good-bye!” But she did not take up his cue, and they 
shook hands. He waited, hardly daring to breathe.

“Surely, now that the parting has come,” he assured 
himself, “she will make some sign, she will give me a 
word, a look that will write ‘total’ under the hours we 
have spent together, that will help to carry me through 
the long winter.”



But he held her hand so long and looked at her so 
hungrily that he really forced her to say: “Don’t miss 
your train,” which kind consideration for his comfort did 
not delight him as it should. Nor, indeed, later did she 
herself recall the remark with satisfaction.

With Latimer out of the way the other two hundred 
and forty-nine suitors attacked with renewed hope. 
Among other advantages they had over Latimer was 
that they were on the ground. They saw Helen daily, 
at dinners, dances, at the country clubs, in her own 
drawing-room. Like any sailor from the Charlestown 
Navy Yard and his sweetheart, they could walk beside 
her in the park and throw peanuts to the pigeons, and 
scratch dates and initials on the green benches; they 
could walk with her up one side of Commonwealth 
Avenue and down the south bank of the Charles, when 
the sun was gilding the dome of the State House, when 
the bridges were beginning to deck themselves with 
necklaces of lights. They had known her since they 
wore knickerbockers; and they shared many interests 
and friends in common; they talked the same language. 
Latimer could talk to her only in letters, for with her 
he shared no friends or interests, and he was forced to 



choose between telling her of his lawsuits and his efforts 
in politics or of his love. To write to her of his affairs 
seemed wasteful and impertinent, and of his love for her, 
after she had received what he told of it in silence, he 
was too proud to speak. So he wrote but seldom, and 
then only to say: “You know what I send you.” Had 
he known it, his best letters were those he did not send. 
When in the morning mail Helen found his familiar 
handwriting, that seemed to stand out like the face of 
a friend in a crowd, she would pounce upon the letter, 
read it, and, assured of his love, would go on her way 
rejoicing. But when in the morning there was no letter, 
she wondered why, and all day she wondered why. 
And the next morning when again she was disappointed, 
her thoughts of Latimer and her doubts and speculations 
concerning him shut out every other interest. He 
became a perplexing, insistent problem. He was never 
out of her mind. And then he would spoil it all by 
writing her that he loved her and that of all the women 
in the world she was the only one. And, reassured 
upon that point, Helen happily and promptly would 
forget all about him.

But when she remembered him, although months 



had passed since she had seen him, she remembered 
him much more distinctly, much more gratefully, than 
that one of the two hundred and fifty with whom she 
had walked that same afternoon. Latimer could not 
know it, but of that anxious multitude he was first, and 
there was no second. At least Helen hoped, when she 
was ready to marry, she would love Latimer enough to 
want to marry him. But as yet she assured herself she 
did not want to marry anyone. As she was, life was 
very satisfactory. Everybody loved her, everybody in
vited her to be of his party, or invited himself to join 
hers, and the object of each seemed to be to see that 
she enjoyed every hour of every day. Her nature was 
such that to make her happy was not difficult. Some 
of her devotees could do it by giving her a dance and 
letting her invite half of Boston, and her kid brother 
could do it by taking her to Cambridge to watch the 
team at practice.

She thought she was happy because she was free. 
As a matter of fact, she was happy because she loved 
someone and that particular someone loved her. Her 
being “free” was only her mistaken way of putting it. 
Had she thought she had lost Latimer and his love, she 



would have discovered that, so far from being free, she 
was bound hand and foot and heart and soul.

But she did not know that, and Latimer did not 
know that.

Meanwhile, from the branch of the tree in the 
sheltered, secret hiding-place that overlooked the ocean, 
the sailorman kept watch. The sun had blistered him, 
the storms had buffeted him, the snow had frozen upon 
his shoulders. But his loyalty never relaxed. He spun 
to the north, he spun to the south, and so rapidly did 
he scan the surrounding landscape that no one could 
hope to creep upon him unawares. Nor, indeed, did 
anyone attempt to do so. Once a fox stole into the 
secret hiding-place, but the sailorman flapped his oars 
and frightened him away. He was always triumphant. 
To birds, to squirrels, to trespassing rabbits he was a 
thing of terror. Once, when the air was still, an im
pertinent crow perched on the very limb on which he 
stood, and with scornful, disapproving eyes surveyed his 
white trousers, his blue reefer, his red cheeks. But when 
the wind suddenly drove past them, the sailorman 
sprang into action and the crow screamed in alarm and 
darted away. So, alone and with no one to come to 



his relief, the sailorman stood his watch. About him the 
branches bent with the snow, the icicles froze him into 
immobility, and in the tree tops strange groanings filled 
him with alarms. But undaunted, month after month, 
alert and smiling, he w ai ted the return of the beautiful 
lady and of the tall young man who had devoured her 
with such beseeching, unhappy eyes.

Latimer found that to love a woman like Helen Page 
as he loved her was the best thing that could come into 
his life. But to sit down and lament over the fact that 
she did not love him did not, to use his favourite ex
pression, “tend toward efficiency.” He removed from 
his sight the three pictures of her he had cut from 
illustrated papers, and ceased to write to her.

In his last letter he said: “I have told you how it 
is, and that is how it is always going to be. There 
never has been, there never can be anyone but you. 
But my love is too precious, too sacred to be brought 
out every week in a letter and dangled before your eyes 
like an advertisement of a motor-car. It is too wonderful 
a thing to be cheapened, to be subjected to slights and 
silence. If ever you should want it, it is yours. It is 
here waiting. But you must tell me so. I have done 



everything a man can do to make you understand. But 
you do not want me or my love. And my love says to 
me: ‘Don’t send me there again to have the door shut 
in my face. Keep me with you to be your inspiration, 
to help you to live worthily.’ And so it shall be.”

When Helen read that letter she did not know what 
to do. She did not know how to answer it. Her first 
impression was that suddenly she had grown very old, 
and that someone had turned off the sun, and that in 
consequence the world had naturally grown cold and 
dark. She could not see why the two hundred and 
forty-nine expected her to keep on doing exactly the 
same things she had been doing with delight for six 
months, and indeed for the last six years. Why could 
they not see that no longer was there any pleasure in 
them? She would have written and told Latimer that 
she found she loved him very dearly if in her mind 
there had not arisen a fearful doubt. Suppose his letter 
was not quite honest? He said that he would always 
love her, but how could she now know that? Why 
might not this letter be only his way of withdrawing 
from a position which he wished to abandon, from 
which, perhaps, he was even glad to escape? Were this 



true, and she wrote and said all those things that were 
in her heart, that now she knew were true, might she 
not hold him to her against his will? The love that 
once he had for her might no longer exist, and if, in 
her turn, she told him she loved him and had always 
loved him, might he not in some mistaken spirit of 
chivalry feel it was his duty to pretend to care? Her 
cheeks burned at the thought. It was intolerable. She 
could not write that letter. And as day succeeded day, 
to do so became more difficult. And so she never wrote 
and was very unhappy. And Latimer was very un
happy. But he had his work, and Helen had none, and 
for her life became a game of putting little things to
gether, like a picture puzzle, an hour here and an hour 
there, to make up each day. It was a dreary game.

From time to time she heard of him through the 
newspapers. For, in his own State, he was an “In
surgent” making a fight, the outcome of which was ex
pected to show what might follow throughout the entire 
West. When he won his fight much more was written 
about him, and he became a national figure. In his 
own State the people hailed him as the next governor, 
promised him a seat in the Senate. To Helen this 



seemed to take him further out of her life. She won
dered if now she held a place even in his thoughts.

At Fair Harbour the two hundred and forty-nine 
used to joke with her about her politician. Then they 
considered Latimer of importance only because Helen 
liked him. Now they discussed him impersonally and 
over her head, as though she were not present, as a 
power, an influence, as the leader and exponent of a 
new idea. They seemed to think she no longer could 
pretend to any peculiar claim upon him, that now he 
belonged to all of them.

Older men would say to her: ‘T hear you know 
Latimer? What sort of a man is he?”

Helen would not know what to tell them. She 
could not say he was a man who sat with his back to 
a pine-tree, reading from a book of verse, or halting to 
devour her with humble, entreating eyes.

She went South for the winter, the doctors deciding 
she was run down and needed the change. And with 
an unhappy laugh at her own expense she agreed in 
their diagnosis. She was indifferent as to where they 
sent her, for she knew wherever she went she must still 
force herself to go on putting one hour on top of an



other, until she had built up the inexorable and neces
sary twenty-four.

When she returned winter was departing, but re
luctantly, and returning unexpectedly to cover the world 
with snow, to eclipse the thin spring sunshine with 
cheerless clouds. Helen took herself seriously to task. 
She assured herself it was weak-minded to rebel. The 
summer was coming and Fair Harbour with all its old 
delights was before her. She compelled herself to take 
heart, to accept the fact that, after all, the world is a 
pretty good place, and that to think only of the past, 
to live only on memories and regrets, was not only 
cowardly and selfish, but, as Latimer had already de
cided, did not tend toward efficiency.

Among the other rules of conduct that she imposed 
upon herself was not to think of Latimer. At least, not 
during the waking hours. Should she, as it sometimes 
happened, dream of him—should she imagine they were 
again seated among the pines, riding across the downs, 
or racing at fifty miles an hour through country roads, 
with the stone fences flying past, with the wind and 
the sun in their eyes, and in their hearts happiness and 
content—that would not be breaking her rule. If she 



dreamed of him, she could not be held responsible. 
She could only be grateful.

And then, just as she had banished him entirely 
from her mind, he came East. Not as once he had 
planned to come, only to see her, but with a blare of 
trumpets, at the command of many citizens, as the 
guest of three cities. He was to speak at public meet
ings, to confer with party leaders, to carry the war into 
the enemy’s country. He was due to speak in Boston 
at Faneuil Hall on the first of May, and that same 
night to leave for the West, and three days before his 
coming Helen fled from the city. He had spoken his 
message to Philadelphia, he had spoken to New York, 
and for a week the papers had spoken only of him. 
And for that week, from the sight of his printed name, 
from sketches of him exhorting cheering mobs, from 
snap-shots of him on rear platforms leaning forward to 
grasp eager hands, Helen had shut her eyes. And that 
during the time he was actually in Boston she might 
spare herself further and more direct attacks upon her 
feelings she escaped to Fair Harbour, there to remain 
until, on the first of May at midnight, he again would
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pass out of her life, maybe forever. No one saw in her 
going any significance. Spring had come, and in pre
paration for the summer season the house at Fair Har
bour must be opened and set in order, and the pre
sence there of some one of the Page family was easily 
explained.

She made the three hours’ run to Fair Harbour in 
her car, driving it herself, and as the familiar land-falls 
fell into place, she doubted if it would not have been 
wiser had she stayed away. For she found that the 
memories of more than twenty summers at Fair Harbour 
had been wiped out by those of one summer, by those 
of one man. The natives greeted her joyously: the 
boatmen, the fishermen, her own grooms and gardeners, 
the village postmaster, the oldest inhabitant. They wel
comed her as though they were her vassals and she 
their queen. But it was the one man she had exiled 
from Fair Harbour who at every turn wrung her heart 
and caused her throat to tighten. She passed the cot
tage where he had lodged, and hundreds of years 
seemed to have gone since she used to wait for him in 
the street, blowing noisily on her automobile horn, call-



ing derisively to his open windows. Wherever she 
turned Fair Harbour spoke of him. The golf links; 
the bathing beach; the ugly corner in the main street 
where he always reminded her that it was better to go 
slow for ten seconds than to remain a long time dead; 
the old house on the stone-wharf where the schooners 
made fast, which he intended to borrow for his honey
moon; the wooden trough where they always drew rein 
to water the ponies; the pond into which he had waded 
to bring her lilies.

On the second day of her stay she found she was 
passing these places purposely, that to do so she was 
going out of her way. They no longer distressed her, 
but gave her a strange comfort. They were old friends, 
who had known her in the days when she was rich in 
happiness.

But the secret hiding-place—their very own hiding
place, the opening among the pines that overhung the 
jumble of rocks and the sea—she could not bring her
self to visit. And then, on the afternoon of the third 
day when she was driving alone toward the light-house, 



her pony, of his own accord, from force of habit, turned 
smartly into the wood road. And again from force of 
habit, before he reached the spot that overlooked the 
sea, he came to a full stop. There was no need to 
make him fast. For hours, stretching over many sum
mer days, he had stood under those same branches 
patiently waiting.

On foot, her heart beating tremulously, stepping 
reverently, as one enters the aisle of some dim cathedral, 
Helen advanced into the sacred circle. And then she 
stood quite still. What she had expected to find there 
she could not have told, but it was gone. The place 
was unknown to her. She saw an opening among 
gloomy pines, empty, silent, unreal. No haunted house, 
no barren moor, no neglected graveyard ever spoke 
more poignantly, more mournfully, with such utter hope
lessness. There was no sign of his or of her former 
presence. Across the open space something had passed 
its hand, and it had changed. What had been a 
trysting-place, a bower, a nest, had become a tomb. 
A tomb, she felt, for something that once had been 
brave, fine, and beautiful, but which now was dead.



She had but one desire, to escape from the place, to 
put it away from her forever, to remember it, not as 
she now found it, but as first she had remembered 
it, and as now she must always remember it. She 
turned softly on tiptoe as one who has intruded on a 
shrine.

But before she could escape there came from the 
sea a sudden gust of wind that caught her by the skirts 
and drew her back, that set the branches tossing and 
swept the dead leaves racing about her ankles. And 
at the same instant from just above her head there 
beat upon the air a violent, joyous tattoo—a sound that 
was neither of the sea nor of the woods, a creaking, 
swiftly repeated sound, like the flutter of caged wings.

Helen turned in alarm and raised her eyes—and 
beheld the sailorman.

Tossing his arms in a delirious welcome, waltzing 
in a frenzy of joy, calling her back to him with wild 
beckonings, she saw him smiling down at her with the 
same radiant, beseeching, worshipping smile. In Helen’s 
ears Latimer’s commands to the sailorman rang as 
clearly as though Latimer stood before her and had 
just spoken. Only now they were no longer a jest; 



they were a vow, a promise, an oath of allegiance that 
brought to her peace, and pride, and happiness.

“So long as I love this beautiful lady,” had been 
his foolish words, “you will guard this place. It is a 
life sentence!”

With one hand Helen Page dragged down the 
branch on which the sailorman stood, with the other 
she snatched him from his post of duty. With a joyous 
laugh that was a sob, she clutched the sailorman in 
both her hands and kissed the beseeching, worshipping 
smile.

An hour later her car, on its way to Boston, passed 
through Fair Harbour at a rate of speed that caused 
her chauffeur to pray between his chattering teeth that 
the first policeman would save their lives by landing 
them in jail.

At the wheel, her shoulders thrown forward, her 
eyes searching the dark places beyond the reach of the 
leaping head-lights Helen Page raced against time, 
against the minions of the law, against sudden death, 
to beat the midnight train out of Boston, to assure the 
man she loved of the one thing that could make his 
life worth living.



And close against her heart, buttoned tight beneath 
her great-coat, the sailorman smiled in the darkness, 
his long watch over, his soul at peace, his duty well 
performed.



THE MIND READER.

When Philip Endicott was at Harvard, he wrote 
stories of undergraduate life suggested by things that 
had happened to himself and to men he knew. Under 
the title of “Tales of the Yard” they wrere collected in 
book form, and sold surprisingly well. After he was 
graduated and became a reporter on the New York 
Republic, he wrote more stories, in each of which a 
reporter was the hero, and in which his failure or suc
cess in gathering news supplied the plot. These ap
peared first in the magazines, and later in a book under 
the title of “Tales of the Streets.” They also were 
well received.

Then came to him the literary editor of the Republic, 
and said: “There are two kinds of men who succeed in 
writing fiction—men of genius and reporters. A re



porter can describe a thing he has seen in such a way 
that he can make the reader see it, too. A man of 
genius can describe something he has never seen, or 
anyone else for that matter, in such a way that the 
reader will exclaim: ‘I have never committed a murder; 
but if I had, that’s just the way I’d feel about it.’ For 
instance, Kipling tells us how a Greek pirate, chained 
to the oar of a trireme, suffers; how a mother rejoices 
when her baby crawls across her breast. Kipling has 
never been a mother or a pirate, but he convinces you 
he knows how each of them feels. He can do that 
because he is a genius; you cannot do it because you 
are not. At college you wrote only of what you saw at 
college; and now that you are in the newspaper busi
ness all your tales are only of newspaper work. You 
merely report what you see. So, if you are doomed to 
write only of what you see, then the best thing for you 
to do is to see as many things as possible. You must 
see all kinds of life. You must progress. You must 
leave New York, and you had better go to London.”

“But on the Republic,” Endicott pointed out, “I 
get a salary. And in London I should have to sweep 
a crossing.”



“Then,” said the literary editor, “you could write a 
story about a man who swept a crossing.”

It was not alone the literary editor’s words of wis
dom that had driven Philip to London. Helen Carey 
was in London, visiting the daughter of the American 
Ambassador; and, though Philip had known her only 
one winter, he loved her dearly. The great trouble was 
that he had no money, and that she possessed so much 
of it that, unless he could show some unusual quality 
of mind or character, his asking her to marry him, from 
his own point of view at least, was quite impossible. Of 
course, he knew that no one could love her as he did, 
that no one so truly wished for her happiness, or would 
try so devotedly to make her happy. But to him it 
did not seem possible that a girl could be happy with 
a man who was not able to pay for her home, or her 
clothes, or her food, who would have to borrow her 
purse if he wanted a new pair of gloves or a hair-cut. 
For Philip Endicott, while rich in birth and education 
and charm of manner, had no money at all. When, in 
May, he came from New York to lay siege to London 
and to the heart of Helen Carey, he had with him, all 
told, fifteen hundred dollars. That was all he possessed 



in the world; and unless the magazines bought his 
stories there was no prospect of his getting any 
more.

Friends who knew London told him that, if you 
knew London well, it was easy to live comfortably there 
and to go about and even to entertain modestly on 
three sovereigns a day. So, at that rate, Philip cal
culated he could stay three months. But he found that 
to know London well enough to be able to live there 
on three sovereigns a day you had first to spend so 
many five-pound notes in getting acquainted with Lon
don that there were no sovereigns left. At the end of 
one month he had just enough money to buy him a 
second-class passage back to New York, and he was as 
far from Helen as ever.

Often he had read in stories and novels of men 
who were too poor to marry. And he had laughed at 
the idea. He had always said that when two people 
truly love each other it does not matter whether they 
have money or not. But when in London, with only a 
five-pound note, and face to face with the actual pro
position of asking Helen Carey not only to marry him 
but to support him, he felt that money counted for 



more than he had supposed. He found money was 
many different things—it was self-respect, and proper 
pride, and private honour, and independence. And, 
lacking these things, he felt he could ask no girl to 
marry him, certainly not one for whom he cared as he 
cared for Helen Carey. Besides, while he knew how he 
loved her, he had no knowledge whatsoever that she 
loved him. She always seemed extremely glad to see 
him; but that might be explained in different ways. It 
might be that what was in her heart for him was really 
a sort of “old home week” feeling; that to her it was 
a relief to see anyone who spoke her own language, 
who did not need to have it explained when she was 
jesting, and who did not think when she was speaking 
in perfectly satisfactory phrases that she must be talk
ing slang.

The Ambassador and his wife had been very kind 
to Endicott, and, as a friend of Helen’s, had asked him 
often to dinner and had sent him cards for dances at 
which Helen was to be one of the belles and beauties. 
And Helen herself had been most kind, and had taken 
early morning walks with him in Hyde Park and through 
the National Galleries; and they had fed buns to the 



bears in the Zoo, and in doing so had laughed heartily. 
They thought it was because the bears were so ridi
culous that they laughed. Later they appreciated that 
the reason they were happy was because they were to
gether. Had the bear pit been empty, they still would 
have laughed.

On the evening of the thirty-first of May, Endicott 
had gone to bed with his ticket purchased for America 
and his last five-pound note to last him until the boat 
sailed. He was a miserable young man. He knew 
now that he loved Helen Carey in such a way that to 
put the ocean between them was liable to unseat his 
courage and his self-control. In London he could, each 
night, walk through Carlton House Terrace and, leaning 
against the iron rails of the Carlton Club, gaze up at 
her window. But, once on the other side of the ocean, 
that tender exercise must be abandoned. He must 
even consider her pursued by most attractive guards
men, diplomats, and belted earls. He knew they could 
not love her as he did; he knew they could not 
love her for the reasons he loved her, because the 
fine and beautiful things in her that he saw and 
worshipped they did not seek, and so did not find.



And yet, for lack of a few thousand dollars, he must 
remain silent, must put from him the best that ever 
came into his life, must waste the wonderful devotion he 
longed to give, must starve the love that he could never 
summon for any other woman.

On the thirty-first of May he went to sleep utterly 
and completely miserable. On the first of June he woke 
hopeless and unrefreshed.

And then the miracle came.
Prichard, the ex-butler who valeted all the young 

gentlemen in the house where Philip had taken chambers, 
brought him his breakfast. As he placed the eggs and 
muffins on the table, to Philip it seemed as though 
Prichard had said: “I am sorry he is leaving us. The 
next gentleman who takes these rooms may not be so 
open-handed. He never locked up his cigars or his 
whiskey. I wish he’d give me his old dress-coat. It 
fits me, except across the shoulders.”

Philip stared hard at Prichard; but the lips of the 
valet had not moved. In surprise and bewilderment, 
Philip demanded:

“How do you know it fits? Have you tried it 
on?”



“I wouldn’t take such a liberty,” protested Prichard.
“Not with any of our gentlemen’s clothes.”

“How did you know I was talking about clothes,” 
demanded Philip. “You didn’t say anything about 
clothes, did you?”

“No, sir, I did not; but you asked me, sir, and 
I------ ”

“Were you thinking of clothes?”
“Well, sir, you might say, in a way, that I was,” 

answered the valet. “Seeing as you’re leaving, sir, and 
they’re not over-new, I thought------ ”

“It’s mental telepathy,” said Philip.
“I beg your pardon,” exclaimed Prichard.
“You needn’t wait,” said Philip.
The coincidence puzzled him; but by the time he 

had read the morning papers he had forgotten about it, 
and it was not until he had emerged into the street 
that it was forcibly recalled. The street was crowded 
with people; and as Philip stepped in among them, it 
was as though everyone at whom he looked began to 
talk aloud. Their lips did not move, nor did any sound 
issue from between them; but, without ceasing, broken 
phrases of thoughts came to him as clearly as when, in 



passing in a crowd, snatches of talk are carried to the 
ears. One man thought of his debts; another of the 
weather, and of what disaster it might bring to his silk 
hat; another planned his luncheon; another was rejoic
ing over a telegram he had but that moment received. 
To himself he kept repeating the words of the telegram 
—“No need to come, out of danger.” To Philip the 
message came as clearly as though he were reading it 
from the folded slip of paper that the stranger clutched 
in his hand.

Confused and somewhat frightened, and in order 
that undisturbed he might consider what had befallen 
him, Philip sought refuge from the crowded street in the 
hallway of a building. His first thought was that for 
some unaccountable cause his brain for the moment was 
playing tricks with him, and he was inventing the 
phrases he seemed to hear, that he was attributing 
thoughts to others of which they were entirely innocent. 
But, whatever it was that had befallen him, he knew it 
was imperative that he should at once get at the mean
ing of it.

The hallway in which he stood opened from Bond 
Street up a flight of stairs to the studio of a fashionable 



photographer, and directly in front of the hallway a 
young woman of charming appearance had halted. Her 
glance was troubled, her manner ill at ease. To her
self she kept repeating: “Did I tell Hudson to be here 
at a quarter to eleven, or a quarter past? Will she get 
the telephone message to bring the ruff? Without the 
ruff it would be absurd to be photographed. With
out her ruff Mary Queen of Scots would look ridi
culous ! ”

Although the young woman had spoken not a single 
word, although indeed she was biting impatiently at her 
lower lip, Philip had distinguished the words clearly. 
Or, if he had not distinguished them, he surely was 
going mad. It was a matter to be at once determined, 
and the young woman should determine it. He advanced 
boldly to her, and raised his hat.

“Pardon me,” he said; “but I believe you are wait
ing for your maid Hudson?”

As though fearing an impertinence, the girl regarded 
him in silence.

“I only wish to make sure,” continued Philip, “that 
you are she for whom I have a message. You have an 
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appointment, I believe, to be photographed in fancy- 
dress as Mary Queen of Scots?”

“Well,” assented the girl.

“And you telephoned Hudson,” he continued, “to 
bring you your muff.”

The girl exclaimed with vexation.

“Oh!” she protested; “I knew they’d get it wrong! 
Not muff, ruff! I want my ruff.”

Philip felt a cold shiver creep down his spine.

“For the love of Heaven!” he exclaimed in horror; 
“it’s true!”

“What’s true?” demanded the young woman in 
some alarm.

“That I’m a mind reader,” declared Philip. “I’ve 
read your mind! I can read everybody’s mind. I know 
just what you’re thinking now. You’re thinking I’m 
mad!”

The actions of the young lady showed that again he 
was correct. With a gasp of terror she fled past him 
and raced up the stairs to the studio. Philip made no 
effort to follow and to explain. What was there to ex



plain? How could he explain that which, to himself, 
was unbelievable? Besides, the girl had served her 
purpose. If he could read the mind of one, he could 
read the minds of all. By some unexplainable miracle, 
to his ordinary equipment of senses a sixth had been 
added. As easily as, before that morning, he could 
look into the face of a fellow-mortal, he now could look 
into the workings of that fellow-mortal’s mind. The 
thought was appalling. It was like living with one’s ear 
to a key-hole. In his dismay his first idea was to seek 
medical advice—the best in London. He turned in
stantly in the direction of Harley Street. There, he 
determined, to the most skilled alienist in town he would 
explain his strange plight. For only as a misfortune 
did the miracle appear to him. But as he made his 
way through the streets his pace slackened.

Was he wise, he asked himself, in allowing others 
to know he possessed this strange power? Would they 
not at once treat him as a madman? Might they not 
place him under observation, or even deprive him of his 
liberty? At the thought he came to an abrupt halt. 
His own definition of the miracle as a “power” had 
opened a new line of speculation. If this strange gift 
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(already he was beginning to consider it more leniently) 
were concealed from others, could he not honourably 
put it to some useful purpose? For, among the blind, 
the man with one eye is a god. Was not he—among 
all other men the only one able to read the minds of 
all other men—a god? Turning into Bruton Street, he 
paced its quiet length considering the possibilities that 
lay within him.

It was apparent that the gift would lead to countless 
embarrassments. If it were once known that he possessed 
it, would not even his friends avoid him? For how 
could anyone, knowing his most secret thought was at 
the mercy of another, be happy in that other’s pre
sence? His power would lead to his social ostracism. 
Indeed, he could see that his gift might easily become 
a curse. He decided not to act hastily, that for the 
present he had best give no hint to others of his unique 
power.

As the idea of possessing this power became more 
familiar, he regarded it with less aversion. He began 
to consider to what advantage he could place it. He 
could see that, given the right time and the right man, 
he might learn secrets leading to far-reaching results.



To a statesman, to a financier, such a gift as he possessed 
would make him a ruler of men. Philip had no desire 
to be a ruler of men; but he asked himself how could 
he bend this gift to serve his own wishes? What he 
most wished was to marry Helen Carey; and, to that 
end, to possess money. So he must meet men who 
possessed money, who were making money. He would 
put questions to them. And with words they would 
give evasive answers; but their minds would tell him 
the truth.

The ethics of this procedure greatly disturbed him. 
Certainly it was no better than reading other people’s 
letters. But, he argued, the dishonour in knowledge so 
obtained would lie only in the use he made of it. If 
he used it without harm to him from whom it was ob
tained and with benefit to others, was he not justified 
in trading on his superior equipment? He decided 
that each case must be considered separately in accord
ance with the principle involved. But, principle or no 
principle, he was determined to become rich. Did not 
the end justify the means? Certainly an all-wise 
Providence had not brought Helen Carey into his life 
only to take her away from him. It could not be so 



cruel. But, in selecting them for one another, the all
wise Providence had overlooked the fact that she was 
rich and he was poor. For that oversight Providence 
apparently was now endeavouring to make amends. In 
what certainly wTas a fantastic and round-about manner 
Providence had tardily equipped him with a gift that 
could lead to great wealth. And who was he to fly in 
the face of Providence? He decided to set about 
building up a fortune, and building it in a hurry.

From Bruton Street he had emerged upon Berkeley 
Square; and, as Lady Woodcote had invited him to 
meet Helen at luncheon at the Ritz, he turned in that 
direction. He was too early for luncheon; but in the 
corridor of the Ritz he knew he would find persons of 
position and fortune, and in reading their minds he 
might pass the time before luncheon with entertainment, 
possibly with profit. For, while pacing Bruton Street 
trying to discover the principles of conduct that 
threatened to hamper his new power, he had found 
that in actual operation it was quite simple. He learned 
that his mind, in relation to other minds, was like the 
receiver of a wireless station with an unlimited field. 
For, while the wireless could receive messages only from 



those instruments with which it was attuned, his mind 
was in key with all other minds. To read the thoughts 
of another, he had only to concentrate his own upon 
that person; and to shut off the thoughts of that per
son, he had only to turn his own thoughts elsewhere. 
But also he discovered that over the thoughts of those 
outside the range of his physical sight he had no con
trol. When he asked of what Helen Carey was at that 
moment thinking, there was no result. But when he 
asked, “Of what is that policeman on the corner think
ing?” he was surprised to find that that officer of the 
law was formulating regulations to abolish the hobble 
skirt as an impediment to traffic.

As Philip turned into Berkeley Square, the accents 
of a mind in great distress smote upon his new and 
sixth sense. And, in the person of a young gentleman 
leaning against the park railings, he discovered the 
source from which the mental sufferings emanated. The 
young man was a pink-cheeked, yellow-haired youth of 
extremely boyish appearance, and dressed as if for the 
race-track. But at the moment his pink and babyish 
face wore an expression of complete misery. With tear- 
filled eyes he was gazing at a house of yellow stucco 



on the opposite side of the street. And his thoughts 
were these: “She is the best that ever lived, and I am 
the most ungrateful of fools. How happy were we in 
the house of yellow stucco! Only now, when she has 
closed its doors to me, do I know how happy! If she 
would give me another chance, never again would I 
distress or deceive her.”

So far had the young man progressed in his thoughts 
when an automobile of surprising smartness swept 
around the corner and drew up in front of the house 
of yellow stucco, and from it descended a charming 
young person. She was of the Dresden-shepherdess 
type, with large blue eyes of haunting beauty and in
nocence.

“My wife!” exclaimed the blond youth at the rail
ings. And instantly he dodged behind a horse that, 
while still attached to a four-wheeler, was contentedly 
eating from a nose-bag.

With a key the Dresden shepherdess opened the 
door to the yellow house and disappeared.

The calling of the reporter trains him in audacity, 
and to act quickly. He shares the troubles of so many 
people that to the troubles of other people he becomes 



callous, and often will rush in where friends of the 
family fear to tread. Although Philip was not now 
acting as a reporter, he acted quickly. Hardly had the 
door closed upon the young lady than he had mounted 
the steps and rung the visitor’s bell. As he did so, he 
could not resist casting a triumphant glance in the 
direction of the outlawed husband. And, in turn, what 
the outcast husband, peering from across the back of 
the cab horse, thought of Philip, of his clothes, of his 
general appearance, and of the manner in which he 
would delight to alter all of them, was quickly com
municated to the American. They were thoughts of a 
nature so violent and uncomplimentary that Philip hastily 
cut off all connection.

As Philip did not know the name of the Dresden
china doll, it was fortunate that on opening the door, 
the butler promptly announced:

“Her ladyship is not receiving.”
“Her ladyship will, I think, receive me,” said Philip 

pleasantly, “when you tell her I come as the special 
ambassador of his lordship.”

From a tiny reception-room on the right of the 
entrance-hall there issued a feminine exclamation of 



surprise, not unmixed with joy; and in the hall the noble 
lady instantly appeared.

When she saw herself confronted by a stranger, she 
halted in embarrassment. But as, even while she 
halted, her only thought had been, “Oh! if he will only 
ask me to forgive him!” Philip felt no embarrassment 
whatsoever. Outside, concealed behind a cab horse, 
was the erring but bitterly repentant husband; inside, 
her tenderest thoughts racing tumultuously toward him, 
was an unhappy child-wife begging to be begged to 
pardon.

For a New York reporter, and a Harvard graduate 
of charm and good manners, it was too easy.

“I do not know you,” said her ladyship. But even 
as she spoke she motioned to the butler to go away. 
“You must be one of his new friends.” Her tone was 
one of envy.

“Indeed, I am his newest friend,” Philip assured her; 
“but I can safely say no one knows his thoughts as 
well as I. And they are all oS. you!”

The china shepherdess blushed with happiness, but 
instantly she shook her head.



“They tell me I must not believe him,” she an
nounced. “They tell me------ ”

“Never mind what they tell you,” commanded Philip. 
“Listen to me. He loves you. Better than ever before, 
he loves you. All he asks is the chance to tell you so. 
You cannot help but believe him. Who can look at 
you, and not believe that he loves you! Let me,” he 
begged, “bring him to you.” He started from her 
when, remembering the somewhat violent thoughts of 
the youthful husband, he added hastily: “Or perhaps it 
would be better if you called him yourself.”

“Called him!” exclaimed the lady. “He is in Paris 
—at the races—with her!”

“If they tell you that sort of thing,” protested Philip 
indignantly, “you must listen to me. He is not in Paris. 
He is not with her. There never was a her!”

He drew aside the lace curtains and pointed. “He 
is there—behind that ancient cab horse, praying that 
you will let him tell you that not only did he never do 
it; but, what is much more important, he will never do 
it again.”

The lady herself now timidly drew the curtains 
apart, and then more boldly showed herself upon the 



iron balcony. Leaning over the scarlet geraniums, she 
beckoned with both hands. The result was instanta
neous. Philip bolted for the front door, leaving it open; 
and, as he darted down the steps, the youthful hus
band, in strides resembling those of an ostrich, shot 
past him. Philip did not cease running until he was 
well out of Berkeley Square. Then, not ill-pleased with 
the adventure, he turned and smiled back at the house 
of yellow stucco.

“Bless you, my children,” he murmured; “bless 
you ! ”

He continued to the Ritz; and, on crossing Pic
cadilly to the quieter entrance to the hotel in Arlington 
Street, found gathered around it a considerable crowd 
drawn up on either side of a red carpet that stretched 
down the steps of the hotel to a court carriage. A red 
carpet in June, when all is dry under foot and the sun 
is shining gently, can mean only royalty; and in the 
rear of the men in the street Philip halted. He remem
bered that for a few days the young King of Asturia 
and the Queen Mother were at the Ritz incognito; and, 
as he never had seen the young man who so recently 
and so tragically had been exiled from his own king



dom, Philip raised himself on tiptoe and stared ex
pectantly.

As easily as he could read their faces could he 
read the thoughts of those about him. They were 
thoughts of friendly curiosity, of pity for the exiles; on 
the part of the policemen who had hastened from a 
cross street, of pride at their temporary responsibility; 
on the part of the coachman of the court carriage, of 
speculation as to the possible amount of his Majesty’s 
tip. The thoughts were as harmless and protecting as 
the warm sunshine.

And then, suddenly and harshly, like the stroke of 
a fire bell at midnight, the harmonious chorus of gentle, 
hospitable thoughts was shattered by one that was 
discordant, evil, menacing. It was the thought of a 
man with a brain diseased; and its purpose was 
murder.

“When they appear at the doorway,” spoke the 
brain of the maniac, “I shall lift the bomb from my 
pocket. I shall raise it above my head. I shall crash 
it against the stone steps. It will hurl them and all 
of these people into eternity and me with them. But



I shall live—a martyr to the Cause. And the Cause 
will flourish!”

Through the unsuspecting crowd, like a football 
player diving for a tackle, Philip hurled himself upon 
a little dark man standing close to the open door of 
the court carriage. From the rear Philip seized him 
around the waist and locked his arms behind him, 
elbow to elbow. Philip’s face, appearing over the 
man’s shoulder, stared straight into that of the police
man.

“He has a bomb in his right-hand pocket!” yelled 
Philip. “I can hold him while you take it! But, for 
Heaven’s sake, don’t drop it!” Philip turned upon the 
crowd. “Run! all of you!” he shouted. “Run like 
the devil!”

At that instant the boy King and his Queen 
Mother, herself still young and beautiful, and cloaked 
with a dignity and sorrow that her robes of mourning 
could not intensify, appeared in the doorway.

“Go back, sir!” warned Philip. “He means to kill 
you ! ”

At the words and at sight of the struggling men, 
the great lady swayed helplessly, her eyes filled with 



terror. Her son sprang protectingly in front of her. 
But the danger was past. A second policeman was 
now holding the maniac by the wrists, forcing his arms 
above his head; Philip’s arms, like a lariat, were wound 
around his chest; and from his pocket the first police
man gingerly drew forth a round, black object of the 
size of a glass fire-grenade. He held it high in the air, 
and waved his free hand warningly. But the warning 
was unobserved. There was no one remaining to ob
serve it. Leaving the would-be assassin struggling 
and biting in the grasp of the stalwart policeman, and 
the other policeman unhappily holding the bomb at 
arm’s length, Philip sought to escape into the Ritz. 
But the young King broke through the circle of atten
dants and stopped him.

“I must thank you,” said the boy eagerly; “and 
I wish you to tell me how you came to suspect the 
man’s purpose.”

Unable to speak the truth, Philip, the would-be 
writer of fiction, began to improvise fluently.

“To learn their purpose, sir,” he said, “is my busi
ness. I am of the International Police, and in thę 
secret service of your Majesty.”



“Then I must know your name,” said the King, 
and added with a dignity that was most becoming, 
“you will find we are not ungrateful.”

Philip smiled mysteriously and shook his head.
“I said in your secret service,” he repeated. “Did 

even your Majesty know me, my usefulness would be at 
an end.” He pointed toward the two policemen. “If 
you desire to be just, as well as gracious, those are the 
men to reward.”

He slipped past the King and through the crowd 
of hotel officials into the hall and on into the corridor.

The arrest had taken place so quietly and so quickly 
that through the heavy glass doors no sound had 
penetrated, and of the fact that they had been so 
close to a possible tragedy those in the corridor were 
still ignorant. The members of the Hungarian orchestra 
were arranging their music; a waiter was serving two 
men of middle age with sherry; and two distinguished- 
looking elderly gentlemen seated together on a sofa 
were talking in leisurely whispers.

One of the two middle-aged men was well known 
to Philip, who as a reporter had often, in New York, 
endeavoured to interview him on matters concerning 



the steel trust. His name was Faust. He was a 
Pennsylvania Dutchman from Pittsburgh, and at one 
time had been a foreman of the night shift in the same 
mills he now controlled. But with a roar and a spec
tacular flash, not unlike one of his own blast furnaces, 
he had soared to fame and fortune. He recognised 
Philip as one of the bright young men of the Republic ; 
but in his own opinion he was far too self-important to 
betray that fact.

Philip sank into an imitation Louis Quatorze chair 
beside a fountain in imitation of one in the apartment 
of the Pompadour, and ordered what he knew wrould 
be an execrable imitation of an American cocktail. 
While waiting for the cocktail and Lady Woodcote’s 
luncheon-party, Philip, from where he sat, could not 
help but overhear the conversation of Faust and of the 
man with him. The latter was a German with Hebraic 
features and a pointed beard. In loud tones he was 
congratulating the American many-time millionaire on 
having that morning come into possession of a rare 
and valuable masterpiece, a hitherto unknown and but 
recently discovered portrait of Philip IV. by Velasquez.

Philip sighed enviously.
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“Fancy,” he thought, “owning a Velasquez! Fancy 
having it all to yourself! It must be fun to be rich. 
It certainly is hell to be poor!”

The German, who was evidently a picture-dealer, 
was exclaiming in tones of rapture, and nodding his 
head with an air of awe and solemnity.

“I am telling you the truth, Mr. Faust,” he said. 
“In no gallery in Europe, no, not even in the Prado, 
is there such another Velasquez. This is what you 
are doing, Mr. Faust, you are robbing Spain. You are 
robbing her of something worth more to her than Cuba. 
And I tell you, so soon as it is known that this Velas
quez is going to your home in Pittsburgh, every 
Spaniard will hate you and every art-collector will hate 
you, too. For it is the most wonderful art treasure in 
Europe. And what a bargain, Mr. Faust! What a 
bargain ! ”

To make sure that the reporter was within hear
ing, Mr. Faust glanced in the direction of Philip and, 
seeing that he had heard, frowned importantly. That 
the reporter might hear still more, he also raised his 
voice.



“Nothing can be called a bargain, Baron,” he said, 
“that costs three hundred thousand dollars!”

Again he could not resist glancing toward Philip, 
and so eagerly that Philip deemed it would be only 
polite to look interested. So he obligingly assumed a 
startled look, with which he endeavoured to mingle 
simulations of surprise, awe, and envy.

The next instant an expression of real surpise over
spread his features.

Mr. Faust continued. “If you will come upstairs,” 
he said to the picture-dealer, “I will give you your 
cheque; and then I should like to drive to your apart
ments and take a farewell look at the picture.”

“I am sorry,” the Baron said, “but I have had it 
moved to my art gallery' to be packed.”

“Then let’s go to the gallery,” urged the patron of 
art. “We’ve just time before lunch.” He rose to his 
feet, and on the instant the soul of the picture-dealer 
was filled with alarm.

In actual words he said: “The picture is already 
boxed and in its lead coffin. No doubt by now it is 
on its way to Liverpool. I am sorry.” But his thoughts, 
as Philip easily read them, were: “Fancy my letting 
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this vulgar fool into the Tate Street workshop! Even 
he would know that old masters are not found in a 
half-finished state on Chelsea-made frames and canvases. 
Fancy my letting him see those two half-completed 
Van Dycks, the new Hals, the half-dozen Corots. He 
would even see his own copy of Velasquez next to the 
one exactly like it—the one MacMillan finished yester
day and that I am sending to Oporto, where next year, 
in a convent, we shall ‘discover’ it.”

Philip’s surprise gave way to intense amusement. 
In his delight at the situation upon which he had 
stumbled, he laughed aloud. The two men, who had 
risen, surprised at the spectacle of a young man 
laughing at nothing, turned and stared. Philip also 
rose.

“Pardon me,” he said to Faust, “but you spoke so 
loud I couldn’t help overhearing. I think we’ve met 
before, when I was a reporter on the Republic.”

The Pittsburgh millionaire made a pretence of an
noyance.

“Really!” he protested irritably, “you reporters 
butt in everywhere. No public man is safe. Is there 
no place we can go where you fellows won’t annoy us?”



“You can go to the devil for all I care,” said Philip, 
“or even to Pittsburgh!”

He saw the waiter bearing down upon him with 
the imitation cocktail, and moved to meet it. The 
millionaire, fearing the reporter would escape him, 
hastily changed his tone. He spoke with effective re
signation.

“However, since you’ve learned so much,” he said, 
“I’ll tell you the whole of it. I don’t want the fact 
garbled, for it is of international importance. Do you 
know what a Velasquez is?”

“Do you?” asked Philip.
The millionaire smiled tolerantly.
“I think I do,” he said. “And to prove it, I shall 

tell you something that will be news to you. I have 
just bought a Velasquez that I am going to place in my 
art museum. It is worth three hundred thousand 
dollars.”

Philip accepted the cocktail the waiter presented. 
It was quite as bad as he had expected.

“Now, I shall tell you something,” he said, “that 
will be news to you. You are not buying a Velasquez. 
It is no more a Velasquez than this hair-oil is a 



real cocktail. It is a bad copy, worth a few dol
lars.”

“How dare you!” shouted Faust. “Are you mad?” 
The face of the German turned crimson with rage. 
“Who is this insolent one?” he sputtered.
“I will make you a sporting proposition,” said Philip. 

“You can take it, or leave it. You two will get into a 
taxi. You will drive to this man’s studio in Tate Street. 
You will find your Velasquez is there and not on its 
way to Liverpool. And you will find one exactly like 
it, and a dozen other ‘old masters’ half-finished. I’ll 
bet you a hundred pounds I’m right! And I’ll bet this 
man a hundred pounds that he doesn’t dare take you to 
his studio!”

“Indeed, I will not,” roared the German. “It would 
be to insult myself.”

“It would be an easy way to earn a hundred 
pounds, too,” said Philip.

“How dare you insult the Baron?” demanded Faust. 
“What makes you think------ ”

“I don’t think, I know!” said Philip. “For the 
price of a taxi-cab fare to Tate Street, you win a hun
dred pounds.”



“We will all three go at once,” cried the German. 
“My car is outside. Wait here. I will have it brought 
to the door?”

Faust protested indignantly.
“Do not disturb yourself, Baron,” he said; “just 

because a fresh reporter------ ”
But already the German had reached the hall. Nor 

did he stop there. They saw him, without his hat, 
rush into Piccadilly, spring into a taxi, and shout ex
citedly to the driver. The next moment he had dis
appeared.

“That’s the last you’ll see of him,” said Philip.
“His actions are certainly peculiar,” gasped the 

millionaire. “He did not wait for us. He didn’t even 
wait for his hat! I think, after all, I had better go to 
Tate Street.”

“Do so,” said Philip, “and save yourself three hun
dred thousand dollars, and from the laughter of two 
continents. You’ll find me here at lunch. If Pm 
wrong, PH pay you a hundred pounds.”

“You should come with me,” said Faust. “It is 
only fair to yourself.”

“I’ll take your word for what you find in the 



studio,” said Philip. “I cannot go. This is my busy 
day.”

Without further words, the millionaire collected his 
hat and stick, and, in his turn, entered a taxi-cab and 
disappeared.

Philip returned to the Louis Quatorze chair and lit 
a cigarette. Save for the two elderly gentlemen on the 
sofa, the lounge was still empty, and his reflections 
were undisturbed. He shook his head sadly.

“Surely,” Philip thought, “the French chap was 
right who said words were given us to conceal our 
thoughts. What a strange world it would be if every
one possessed my power. Deception would be quite 
futile and lying would become a lost art. I wonder,” he 
mused cynically, “is anyone quite honest? Does any
one speak as he thinks and think as he speaks?”

At once came a direct answer to his question. The 
two elderly gentlemen had risen and, before separating, 
had halted a few feet from him.

“I sincerely hope, Sir John,” said one of the two, 
“that you have no regrets. I hope you believe that I 
have advised you in the best interests of all?”

“I do, indeed,” the other replied heartily. “We 



shall be thought entirely selfish; but you know and I 
know that what we have done is for the benefit of the 
shareholders.”

Philip was pleased to find that the thoughts of each 
of the old gentlemen ran hand in hand with his spoken 
words. “Here, at least,” he said to himself, “are two 
honest men.”

As though loath to part, the two gentlemen still 
lingered.

“And I hope,” continued the one addressed as Sir 
John, “that you approve of my holding back the public 
announcement of the combine until the afternoon. It 
will give the shareholders a better chance. Had we 
given out the news in this morning’s papers the stock
brokers would have------ ”

“It was most wise,” interrupted the other. “Most 
just.”

The one called Sir John bowed himself away, leav
ing the other still standing at the steps of the lounge. 
With his hands behind his back, his chin sunk on his 
chest, he remained, gazing at nothing, his thoughts far 
away.

Philip found them thoughts of curious interest.



They were concerned with three flags. Now, the 
gentleman considered them separately; and Philip saw 
the emblems painted clearly in colours, fluttering and 
flattened by the breeze. Again, the gentleman con
sidered them in various combinations; but always, in 
whatever order his mind arranged them, of the three 
his heart spoke always to the same flag, as the heart of 
a mother reaches toward her first-born.

Then the thoughts were diverted; and in his mind’s 
eye the old gentleman was watching the launching of a 
little schooner from a shipyard on the Clyde. At her 
main flew one of the three flags—a flag with a red 
cross on a white ground. With thoughts tender and 
grateful, he followed her to strange, hot ports, through 
hurricanes and tidal waves; he saw her return again 
and again to the London docks, laden with odorous 
coffee, mahogany, red rubber, and raw bullion. He saw 
sister ships follow in her wake to every port in the 
South Sea; saw steam-packets take the place of the 
ships with sails; saw the steam packets give way to 
great ocean liners, each a floating village, each equipped, 
as no village is equipped, with a giant power house, 
thousands of electric lamps, suite after suite of silk- 



lined boudoirs, with the floating harps that vibrate to a 
love message three hundred miles away, to the fierce 
call for help from a sinking ship. But at the main of 
each great vessel there still flew the same house-flag— 
the red cross on the field of white — only now in 
the arms of the cross there nestled proudly a royal 
crown.

Philip cast a scared glance at the old gentleman, 
and raced down the corridor to the telephone.

Of all the young Englishmen he knew, Maddox was 
his best friend and a stock-broker. In that latter capa
city Philip had never before addressed him. Now he 
demanded his instant presence at the telephone.

Maddox greeted him genially, but Philip cut him 
short.

“I want you to act for me,” he whispered, “and act 
quick! I want you to buy for me one thousand shares 
of the Royal Mail Line, of the Elder-Dempster, and of 
the Union Castle.”

He heard Maddox laugh indulgently.
“There’s nothing in that yarn of a combine,” he 

called. “It has fallen through. Besides, shares are at 
fifteen pounds/



Philip, having in his possession a second-class ticket 
and a five-pound note, was indifferent to that, and 
said so.

“I don’t care what they are,” he shouted. “The 
combine is already signed and sealed, and no one 
knows it but myself. In an hour everybody will 
knowr it!”

“What makes you think you know it?” demanded 
the broker.

“I’ve seen the house-flags!” cried Philip. “I have
—do as I tell you,” he commanded.

There was a distracting delay.

“No matter who’s back of you,” objected Maddox; 
“it’s a big order on a gamble.”

“It’s not a gamble,” cried Philip. “It’s an accom
plished fact. I’m at the Ritz. Call me up there. 
Start buying now, and, when you’ve got a thousand of 
each, stop!”

Philip was much too agitated to go far from the 
telephone booth; so for half an hour he sat in the read
ing-room, forcing himself to read the illustrated papers. 
When he found he had read the same advertisement 



five times, he returned to the telephone. The telephone 
boy met him half-way with a message.

“Have secured for you a thousand shares of each,” 
he read, “at fifteen. Maddox.”

Like a man awakening from a nightmare, Philip 
tried to separate the horror of the situation from the 
cold fact. The cold fact was sufficiently horrible. It 
was that, without a penny to pay for them, he had 
bought shares in three steamship lines, which shares, 
added together, were worth two hundred and twenty- 
five thousand dollars. He returned down the corridor 
toward the lounge. Trembling at his own audacity, he 
was in a state of almost complete panic, when that hap
pened which made his outrageous speculation of little 
consequence. It was drawing near to half-past one; 
and, in the persons of several smart men and beautiful 
ladies, the component parts of different luncheon-parties 
were beginning to assemble.

Of the luncheon to which Lady Woodcote had in
vited him, only one guest had arrived; but, so far as 
Philip was concerned, that one was sufficient. It was 
Helen herself, seated alone, with her eyes fixed on the 
doors opening from Piccadilly. Philip, his heart singing 



with appeals, blessings, and adoration, ran toward her. 
Her profile was toward him, and she could not see him; 
but he could see her. And he noted that, as though 
seeking someone, her eyes were turned searchingly upon 
each young man as he entered and moved from one to 
another of those already in the lounge. Her expression 
was eager and anxious.

“If only,” Philip exclaimed, “she were looking for 
me! She certainly is looking for some man. I wonder 
who it can be?”

As suddenly as if he had slapped his face into a 
wall, he halted in his steps. Why should he wonder? 
Why did he not read her mind? Why did he not know? 
A waiter was hastening toward him. Philip fixed his 
mind upon the waiter, and his eyes as well. Mentally 
Philip demanded of him: “Of what are you think
ing?”

There was no response. And then, seeing an unlit 
cigarette hanging from Philip’s lips, the waiter hastily 
struck a match and proffered it. Obviously, his mind 
had worked, first, in observing the half-burned cigarette; 
next, in furnishing the necessary match. And of no 
step in that mental process had Philip been conscious!



The conclusion was only too apparent. His power was 
gone. No longer was he a mind reader!

Hastily Philip reviewed the adventures of the mor
ning. As he considered them, the moral was obvious. 
The moment he had used his power to his own advan
tage, he had lost it. So long as he had exerted it for 
the happiness of the two lovers, to save the life of the 
King, to thwart the dishonesty of a swindler, he had 
been all-powerful; but when he endeavoured to bend it 
to his own uses, it had fled from him. As he stood 
abashed and repentant, Helen turned her eyes toward 
him; and, at the sight of him, there leaped to them 
happiness and welcome and complete content. It was 
“the look that never was on land or sea,” and it was 
not necessary to be a mind reader to understand it. 
Philip sprang toward her as quickly as a man dodges 
a taxi-cab.

“I came early,” said Helen, “because I wanted to 
talk to you before the others arrived.” She seemed to 
be repeating words already rehearsed, to be following a 
course of conduct already predetermined. “I want to 
tell you,” she said, “that I am sorry you are going 
away. I want to tell you that I shall miss you very 



much.” She paused and drew a long breath. And 
she looked at Philip as if she was begging him to make 
it easier for her to go on.

Philip proceeded to make it easier.
“Will you miss me,” he asked, “in the Row, where 

I used to wait among the trees to see you ride past? 
Will you miss me at dances, where I used to hide be
hind the dowagers to watch you waltzing by? Will you 
miss me at night, when you come home by sunrise, and 
I am not hiding against the railings of the Carlton Club, 
just to see you run across the pavement from your car
riage, just to see the light on your window-blind, just 
to see the light go out, and to know that you are sleep
ing?”

Helen’s eyes were smiling happily. She looked 
away from him.

“Did you use to do that?” she asked.
“Every night I do that,” said Philip. “Ask the 

policemen! They arrested me three times.”
“Why?” said Helen gently.
But Philip was not yet free to speak, so he 

said:
They thought I was a burglar/



Helen frowned. He was making it very hard for 
her.

“You know what I mean,” she said. “Why did 
you keep guard outside my window?”

“It was the policeman kept guard,” said Philip. 
“I was there only as a burglar. I came to rob. But 
I was a coward, or else I had a conscience, or else I 
knew my own unworthiness.” There was a long pause. 
As both of them, whenever they heard the tune after
ward, always remembered, the Hungarian band, with 
rare inconsequence, was playing the “Grizzly Bear,” and 
people were trying to speak to Helen. By her they 
were received with a look of so complete a lack of re
cognition, and by Philip with a glare of such savage 
hate, that they retreated in dismay. The pause seemed 
to last for many years.

At last Helen said: “Do you know the story of 
the two roses? They grew in a garden under a lady’s 
window. They both loved her. One looked up at her 
from the ground and sighed for her; but the other 
climbed to the lady’s window, and she lifted him in and 
kissed him—because he had dared to climb.”

Philip took out his watch and looked at it. But 
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Helen did not mind his doing that, because she saw 
that his eyes were filled with tears. She was de
lighted to find that she was making it very hard for 
him, too.

“At any moment,” Philip said, “I may know 
whether I owe two hundred and twenty-five thousand 
dollars which I can never pay, or whether I am worth 
about that sum. I should like to continue this con
versation at the exact place where you last spoke— 
after I know whether I am going to jail, or whether I 
am worth a quarter of a million dollars.”

Helen laughed aloud with happiness.
“I knew that was it!” she cried. “You don’t like 

my money. I was afraid you did not like me. If you 
dislike my money, I will give it away, or I will give it 
to you to keep for me. The money does not matter, so 
long as you don’t dislike me.”

What Philip would have said to that, Helen could 
not know, for a page in many buttons rushed at him 
with a message from the telephone, and with a hand 
that trembled Philip snatched it. It read: “Combine is 
announced, shares have gone to thirty-one, shall I hold 
or sell?”



That at such a crisis he should permit of any in
terruption hurt Helen deeply. She regarded him with 
unhappy eyes. Philip read the message three times. 
At last, and not without uneasy doubts as to his own 
sanity, he grasped the preposterous truth. He was 
worth almost a quarter of a million dollars! At the 
page he shoved his last and only five-pound note. He 
pushed the boy from him.

“Run!” he commanded. “Get out of here! Tell 
him he is to sell!”

He turned to Helen with a look in his eyes that 
could not be questioned or denied. He seemed in
capable of speech, and, to break the silence, Helen said: 
“Is it good news?”

“That depends entirely upon you,” replied Philip 
soberly. “Indeed, all my future life depends upon what 
you are going to say next.”

Helen breathed deeply and happily.
“And—what am I going to say?”
“How can I know that?” demanded Philip. “Am 

I a mind reader?”
But what she said may be safely guessed from the 

fact that they both chucked Lady Woodcote’s luncheon, 
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and ate one of penny buns, which they shared with the 
bears in Regents Park.

Philip was just able to pay for the penny buns. 
Helen paid for the taxi-cab.



THE NAKED MAN.

In their home town of Keepsburg, the Keeps were 
the reigning dynasty, socially and in every way. Old 
man Keep was president of the trolley line, the tele
phone company, and the Keep National Bank. But 
Fred, his son, and the heir apparent, did not inherit 
the business ability of his father; or, if he did, he took 
pains to conceal that fact. Fred had gone through 
Harvard, but as to that also, unless he told people, 
they would not have known it. Ten minutes after 
Fred met a man he generally told him.

When Fred arranged an alliance with Winnie Platt, 
who also was of the innermost inner set of Keepsburg, 
everybody said Keepsburg would soon lose them. And 
everybody was right. When single, each had sighed 
for other social worlds to conquer, and when they com
bined their fortunes and ambitions they found Keeps- 



burg impossible, and they left it to lay siege to New 
York. They were too crafty to at once attack New 
York itself. A widow lady they met while on their 
honeymoon at Palm Beach had told them not to at
tempt that. And as she was the Palm Beach cor
respondent of a society paper they naturally accepted 
her advice. She warned them that in New York the 
waiting-list is already interminable, and that, if you 
hoped to break into New York society, the clever thing 
to do was to lay siege to it by way of the suburbs and 
the country clubs. If you went direct to New York 
knowing no one, you would at once expose that fact, 
and the result would be disastrous.

She told them of a couple like themselves, young 
and rich and from the West, who, at the first dance to 
which they were invited, asked, “Who is the old lady 
in the wig?” and that question argued them so un
known that it set them back two years. It was a ter
rible story, and it filled the Keeps with misgivings. 
They agreed with the lady correspondent that it was 
far better to advance leisurely; first firmly to intrench 
themselves in the suburbs, and then to enter New York, 
not as the Keeps from Keepsburg, which meant nothing, 



but as the Fred Keeps of Long Island, or Westchester, 
or Bordentown.

“In all of those places,” explained the widow lady, 
“our smartest people have country homes, and at the 
country club you may get to know them. Then, when 
winter comes, you follow them on to the city.”

The point from which the Keeps elected to launch 
their attack was Scarboro-on-the-Hudson. They selected 
Scarboro because both of them could play golf, and 
they planned that their first skirmish should be fought 
and won upon the golf-links of the Sleepy Hollow 
Country Club. But the attack did not succeed. Some
thing went wrong. They began to fear that the lady 
correspondent had given them the wrong dope. For, 
although three months had passed, and they had played 
golf together until they were as loath to clasp a golf 
club as a red-hot poker, they knew no one, and no one 
knew them. That is, they did not know the Van 
Wardens; and if you lived at Scarboro and were not 
recognised by the Van Wardens, you were not to be 
found on any map.

Since the days of Hendrik Hudson the country-seat 



of the Van Wardens had looked down upon the river 
that bears his name, and ever since those days the Van 
Wardens had looked down upon everybody else. They 
were so proud that at all their gates they had placed 
signs reading, “No horses allowed. Take the other 
road.” The other road was an earth road used by 
tradespeople from Ossining; the road reserved for the 
Van Wardens, and automobiles, was of bluestone. It 
helped greatly to give the Van Warden estate the ap
pearance of a well-kept cemetery. And those Van 
Wardens who occupied the country-place were as cold 
and unsociable as the sort of people who occupy 
cemeteries—except “Harry” Van Warden, and he lived 
in New York at the Turf Club.

Harry, according to all local tradition—for he fre
quently motored out to Warden Koopf, the Van Warden 
country-seat—and, according to the newspapers, was a 
devil of a fellow and in no sense cold or unsociable. 
So far as the Keeps read of him, he was always being 
arrested for overspeeding, or breaking his collar-bone 
out hunting, or losing his front teeth at polo. This 
greatly annoyed the proud sisters at Warden Koopf; not 
because Harry was arrested or had broken his collar



bone, but because it dragged the family name into the 
newspapers.

“If you would only play polo or ride to hounds in
stead of playing golf,” sighed Winnie Keep to her hus
band, “you would meet Harry Van Warden, and he’d 
introduce you to his sisters, and then we could break 
in anywhere.”

“If I was to ride to hounds,” returned her husband, 
“the only thing I’d break would be my neck.”

The country-place of the Keeps was completely satis
factory, and for the purposes of their social comedy the 
stage-setting was perfect. The house was one they had 
rented from a man of charming taste and inflated 
fortune; and with it they had taken over his well-dis
ciplined butler, his pictures, furniture, family silver, and 
linen. It stood upon an eminence, was heavily wooded, 
and surrounded by many gardens; but its chief attrac
tion was an artificial lake well stocked with trout that 
lay directly below the terrace of the house and also in 
full view from the road to Albany.

This latter fact caused Winnie Keep much concern. 
In the neighbourhood were many Italian labourers, and 
on several nights the fish had tempted these born 



poachers to trespass; and more than once, on hot 
summer evenings, small boys from Tarrytown and Ossin
ing had broken through the hedge, and used the lake 
as a swimming-pool.

“It makes me nervous,” complained Winnie. “I 
don’t like the idea of people prowling around so near 
the house. And think of those twelve hundred con
victs, not one mile away, in Sing Sing. Most of them 
are burglars, and if they ever get out, our house is the 
very first one they’ll break into.”

“I haven’t caught anybody in this neighbourhood 
breaking into our house yet,” said Fred, “and I’d be 
glad to see even a burglar!”

They were seated on the brick terrace that over
looked the lake. It was just before the dinner hour, 
and the dusk of a wonderful October night had fallen 
on the hedges, the clumps of evergreens, the rows of 
close-clipped box. A full moon was just showing itself 
above the tree-tops, turning the lake into moving silver. 
Fred rose from his wicker chair and, crossing to his 
young bride, touched her hair fearfully with the tips of 
his fingers.

“What if we don’t know anybody, Win,” he said,



“and nobody knows us? It’s been a perfectly good 
honeymoon, hasn’t it? If you just look at it that way, 
it works out all right. We came here really for our 
honeymoon, to be together, to be alone------”

Winnie laughed shortly. “They certainly have left 
us alone!” she sighed.

“But where else could we have been any happier?” 
demanded the young husband loyally. “Where will you 
find any prettier place than this, just as it is at this 
minute, so still and sweet and silent? There’s nothing 
the matter with that moon, is there? Nothing the matter 
with the lake? Where’s there a better place for a honey
moon? It’s a bower—a bower of peace, solitude a— 
bower of------”

As though, mocking his words, there burst upon the 
sleeping countryside the shriek of a giant siren. It was 
raucous, virulent, insulting. It came as sharply as a 
scream of terror, it continued in a bellow of rage. 
Then, as suddenly as it had cried aloud, it sank to 
silence; only after a pause of an instant, as though 
giving a signal, to shriek again in two sharp blasts. 
And then again it broke into the hideous long-drawn 
scream of rage, insistent, breathless, commanding; filling 



the soul of him who heard it, even of the innocent, 
with alarm.

“In the name of heaven!” gasped Keep, “what’s 
that?”

Down the terrace the butler was hastening toward 
them. When he stopped, he spoke as though he were 
announcing dinner. “A convict, sir,” he said, “has escaped 
from Sing Sing. I thought you might not understand 
the whistle. I thought perhaps you would wish Mrs. 
Keep to come in-doors.”

“Why?” asked Winnie Keep.
“The house is near the road, madam,” said the 

butler. “And there are so many trees and bushes. 
Last summer two of them hid here, and the keepers— 
there was a fight.” .

The man glanced at Keep. Fred touched his wife 
on the arm.

“It’s time to dress for dinner, Win,” he said.
“And what are you going to do?” demanded 

Winnie.
“I’m going to finish this cigar first. It doesn’t take 

me long to change.” He turned to the butler. “And 
I’ll have a cocktail, too. I’ll have it out here.”



The servant left them, but in the French window 
that opened from the terrace to the library Mrs. Keep 
lingered irresolutely. “Fred,” she begged, “you—you’re 
not going to poke around in the bushes, are you?—just 
because you think I’m frightened?”

Her husband laughed at her. “I certainly am not!” 
he said. “And you’re not frightened, either. Go in. I’ll 
be with you in a minute.”

But the girl hesitated. Still shattering the silence 
of the night the siren shrieked relentlessly; it seemed to 
be at their very door, to beat and buffet the window
panes. The bride shivered and held her fingers to her 
ears.

“Why don’t they stop it!” she whispered. “Why 
don’t they give him a chance!”

When she had gone, Fred pulled one of the wicker 
chairs to the edge of the terrace, and, leaning forward 
with his chin in his hands, sat staring down at the lake. 
The moon had cleared the tops of the trees, had blotted 
the lawns with black, rigid squares, had disguised the 
hedges with wavering shadows. Somewhere near at 
hand a criminal—a murderer, burglar, thug—was at 
large, and the voice of the prison he had tricked still 



bellowed in rage, in amazement, still clamoured not only 
for his person but perhaps for his life. The whole 
country-side heard it: the farmers bedding down their 
cattle for the night; the guests of the Briar Cliff Inn, 
dining under red candle-shades; the joy riders from the 
city, racing their cars along the Albany road. It woke 
the echoes in Sleepy Hollow. It crossed the Hudson. 
The granite walls of the Palisades flung it back against 
the granite walls of the prison. Whichever way the 
convict turned, it hunted him, reaching for him, pointing 
him out—stirring in the heart of each who heard it the 
lust of the hunter, which never is so cruel as when the 
hunted thing is a man.

“Find him!” shrieked the siren. “Find him! He’s 
there, behind your hedge! He’s kneeling by the stone 
wall. That’s he running in the moonlight. That’s he 
crawling through the dead leaves! Stop him! Drag him 
down! He’s mine! Mine!”

But from within the prison, from within the grey 
walls that made the home of the siren, each of twelve 
hundred men cursed it with his soul. Each, clinging to 
the bars of his cell, each, trembling with a fearful joy, 
each, his thumbs up, urging on with all the strength of 



his will the hunted, rat-like figure that stumbled panting 
through the crisp October night, bewildered by strange 
lights, beset by shadows, staggering and falling, running 
like a mad dog in circles, knowing that wherever his 
feet led him the siren still held him by the heels.

As a rule, when Winnie Keep was dressing for 
dinner, Fred, in the room adjoining, could hear her un
consciously and light-heartedly singing to herself. It 
was a habit of hers that he loved. But on this night, 
although her room was directly above where he sat 
upon the terrace, he heard no singing. He had been 
on the terrace for a quarter of an hour. Gridley, the 
aged butler who was rented with the house, and who 
for twenty years had been an inmate of it, had brought 
the cocktail and taken away the empty glass. And 
Keep had been alone with his thoughts. They were 
entirely of the convict. If the man suddenly confronted 
him and begged his aid, what would he do? He knew 
quite well what he would do. He considered even the 
means by which he would assist the fugitive to a 
successful get-away.

The ethics of the question did not concern Fred. 
He did not weigh his duty to the State of New York, or 



to society. One day, when he had visited “the institu
tion,” as a somewhat sensitive neighbourhood prefers to 
speak of it, he was told that the chance of a prisoner’s 
escaping from Sing Sing and not being at once retaken 
was one out of six thousand. So with Fred it was 
largely a sporting proposition. Any man who could 
beat a six-thousand-to-one shot commanded his admira
tion.

And, having settled his own course of action, he 
tried to imagine himself in the place of the man who 
at that very moment was endeavouring to escape. 
Were he that man, he would first, he decided, rid him
self of his tell-tale clothing. But that would leave him 
naked, and in Westchester County a naked man would 
be quite as conspicuous as one in the purple-grey cloth 
of the prison. How could he obtain clothes? He 
might hold up a passer-by, and, if the passer-by did 
not flee from him or punch him into insensibility, he 
might effect an exchange of garments; he might by 
threats obtain them from some farmer; he might despoil 
a scarecrow.

But with none of these plans was Fred entirely 
satisfied. The question deeply perplexed him. How 



best could a naked man clothe himself? And as he 
sat pondering that point, from the bushes a naked man 
emerged. He was not entirely undraped. For around 
his nakedness he had drawn a canvas awning. Fred 
recognised it as having been torn from one of the row
boats in the lake. But, except for that, the man was 
naked to his heels. He was a young man of Fred’s 
own age. His hair was cut close, his face smooth- 
shaven, and above his eye was a half-healed bruise. 
He had the sharp, clever, rat-like face of one who lived 
by evil knowledge. Water dripped from him, and 
either for that reason or from fright the young man 
trembled, and, like one who had been running, breathed 
in short, hard gasps.

Fred was surprised to find that he was not in the 
least surprised. It was as though he had been wait
ing for the man, as though it had been an appoint
ment.

Two thoughts alone concerned him: that before he 
could rid himself of his visitor his wife might return 
and take alarm, and that the man, not knowing his 
friendly intentions, and in a state to commit murder, 
might rush him. But the stranger made no hostile 
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move, and for a moment in the moonlight the two 
young men eyed each other warily.

Then, taking breath and with a violent effort to stop 
the chattering of his teeth, the stranger launched into 
his story.

“I took a bath in your pond,” he blurted forth, 
“and—and they stole my clothes! That’s why I’m like 
this ! ”

Fred was consumed with envy. In comparison with 
this ingenious narrative how prosaic and commonplace 
became his own plans to rid himself of accusing gar
ments and explain his nakedness. He regarded the 
stranger with admiration. But even though he ap
plauded the other’s invention, he could not let him sup
pose that he was deceived by it.

“Isn’t it rather a cold night to take a bath?” he 
said.

As though in hearty agreement, the naked man burst 
into a violent fit of shivering.

“It wasn’t a bath,” he gasped. “It was a bet!”

“A what!” exclaimed Fred. His admiration was 
increasing. “A bet? Then you are not alone?”



“I am now—damn them!” exclaimed the naked 
one. He began again reluctantly. “We saw you from 
the road, you and a woman, sitting here in the light 
from that room. They bet me I didn’t dare strip and 
swim across your pond with you sitting so near. I can 
see now it was framed up on me from the start. For 
when I was swimming back I saw them run to where 
I’d left my clothes, and then I heard them crank up, 
and when I got to the hedge the car was gone!”

Keep smiled encouragingly. “The car!” he as
sented. “So you’ve been riding around in the moon
light?”

The other nodded, and was about to speak when 
there burst in upon them the roaring scream of the 
siren. The note now was of deeper rage, and came in 
greater volume. Between his clenched teeth the naked 
one cursed fiercely, and then, as though to avoid further 
questions, burst into a fit of coughing. Trembling and 
shaking, he drew the canvas cloak closer to him. But 
at no time did his anxious, prying eyes leave the eyes 
of Keep.

“You—you couldn’t lend me a suit of clothes, could 
you?” he stuttered. “Just for to-night? I’ll send them 
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back. It’s all right,” he added, reassuringly. “I live 
near here.”

With a start Keep raised his eyes, and, distressed 
by his look, the young man continued less con
fidently.

“I don’t blame you if you don’t believe it,” he 
stammered, “seeing me like this; but I do live right 
near here. Everybody around here knows me, and I 
guess you’ve read about me in the papers, too. I’m— 
that is, my name—” like one about to take a plunge 
he drew a short breath, and the rat-like eyes regarded 
Keep watchfully—“my name is Van Warden. I’m 
the one you read about—Harry—I’m Harry Van 
Warden!”

After a pause, slowly and reprovingly Fred shook 
his head; but his smile was kindly, even regretful, as 
though he were sorry he could not longer enjoy the 
stranger’s confidences.

“My boy!” he exclaimed, “you’re more than Van 
Warden! You’re a genius!” He rose and made a 
peremptory gesture. “Sorry,” he said, “but this isn’t 
safe for either of us. Follow me, and I’ll dress you up 
and send you where you want to go.” He turned and



whispered over his shoulder: “Some day let me hear 
from you. A man with your nerve------ ”

In alarm the naked one with a gesture commanded 
silence.

The library led to the front hall. In this was the 
coat-room. First making sure the library and hall were 
free of servants, Fred tiptoed to the coat-room and, 
opening the door, switched on the electric light. The 
naked man, leaving in his wake a trail of damp foot
prints, followed at his heels.

Fred pointed at golf-capes, sweaters, great-coats 
hanging from hooks, and on the floor at boots and 
overshoes.

“Put on that motor-coat and the galoshes,” he com
manded. “They’ll cover you in case you have to run 
for it. Pm going to leave you here while I get you 
some clothes. If any of the servants butt in, don’t lose 
your head. Just say you’re waiting to see me—Mr. 
Keep. I won’t be long. Wait.”

“Wait!” snorted the stranger. “You bet I’ll wait!” 
As Fred closed the door upon him, the naked one 

was rubbing himself violently with Mrs. Keep’s yellow 
golf-jacket.



In his own room Fred collected a suit of blue serge, 
a tennis shirt, boots, even a tie. Underclothes he found 
ready laid out for him, and he snatched them from the 
bed. From a roll of money in his bureau drawer he 
counted out a hundred dollars. Tactfully he slipped 
the money in the trousers pocket of the serge suit, and 
with the bundle of clothes in his arms raced downstairs 
and shoved them into the coat-room.

“Don’t come out until I knock,” he commanded. 
“And,” he added in a vehement whisper, “don’t come 
out at all unless you have clothes on!”

The stranger grunted.
Fred rang for Gridley and told him to have his car 

brought around to the door. He wanted it to start at 
once—within two minutes. When the butler had de
parted, Fred, by an inch, again opened the coat-room 
door. The stranger had draped himself in the under
clothes and the shirt, and at the moment was carefully 
arranging the tie.

“Hurry!” commanded Keep. “The car’ll be here 
in a minute. Where shall I tell him to take you?”

The stranger chuckled excitedly; his confidence 
seemed to be returning. “New York,” he whispered,



“fast as he can get there! Look here,” he added doubt
fully, “there’s a roll of bills in these clothes.”

“They’re yours,” said Fred.
The stranger exclaimed vigorously. “You’re all 

right!” he whispered. “I won’t forget this, or you 
either. I’ll send the money back same time I send the 
clothes.”

“Exactly!” said Fred.
The wheels of the touring-car crunched on the 

gravel drive, and Fred slammed to the door, and like a 
sentry on guard paced before it. After a period which 
seemed to stretch over many minutes there came from 
the inside a cautious knocking. With equal caution 
Fred opened the door the width of a finger, and put 
his ear to the crack.

“You couldn’t find me a button-hook, could you?” 
whispered the stranger.

Indignantly Fred shut the door and, walking to the 
veranda, hailed the chauffeur. James, the chauffeur, 
was a Keepsburg boy, and when Keep had gone to 
Cambridge James had accompanied him. Keep knew 
the boy could be trusted.

“You’re to take a man to New York,” he said, “or 



wherever he wants to go. Don’t talk to him. Don’t 
ask any questions. So, if you’re questioned, you can 
say you know nothing. That’s for your own good!”

The chauffeur mechanically touched his cap and 
started down the steps. As he did so, the prison whistle, 
still unsatisfied, still demanding its prey, shattered the 
silence. As though it had hit him a physical blow, the 
youth jumped. He turned and lifted startled, enquiring 
eyes to where Keep stood above him.

“I told you,” said Keep, “to ask no questions.”
As Fred re-entered the hall, Winnie Keep was com

ing down the stairs toward him. She had changed to 
one of the prettiest evening gowns of her trousseau, and 
so outrageously lovely was the combination of herself 
and the gown that her husband’s excitement and anxiety 
fell from him, and he was lost in admiration. But he 
was not for long lost. To his horror, the door of the 
coat-closet opened toward his wife and out of the closet 
the stranger emerged. Winnie, not accustomed to seeing 
young men suddenly appear from among the dust-coats, 
uttered a sharp shriek.

With what he considered great presence of mind, 
Fred swung upon the visitor.



“Did you fix it?” he demanded.
The visitor did not heed him. In amazement, in 

abject admiration, his eyes were fastened upon the 
beautiful and radiant vision presented by Winnie Keep. 
But he also still preserved sufficient presence of mind to 
nod his head dully.

“Come,” commanded Fred. “The car is wait
ing.”

Still the stranger did not move. As though he had 
never before seen a woman, as though her dazzling 
loveliness held him in a trance, he stood still, gazing, 
gaping, devouring Winnie with his eyes. In her turn, 
Winnie beheld a strange youth who looked like a groom 
out of livery, so overcome by her mere presence as to 
be struck motionless and inarticulate. For protection 
she moved in some alarm toward her husband.

The stranger gave a sudden jerk of his body that 
might have been intended for a bow. Before Keep 
could interrupt him, like a parrot reciting its lesson, he 
exclaimed explosively:

“My name’s Van Warden. I’m Harry Van Warden.”
He seemed as little convinced of the truth of his 

statement as though he had announced that he was the 



Czar of Russia. It was as though a stage-manager had 
drilled him in the lines.

But upon Winnie, as her husband saw to his dismay, 
the words produced an instant and appalling effect. 
She fairly radiated excitement and delight. How her 
husband had succeeded in capturing the social prize of 
Scarboro she could not imagine, but, for doing so, she 
flashed toward him a glance of deep and grateful 
devotion.

Then she beamed upon the stranger. “Won’t Mr. 
Van Warden stay to dinner?” she asked.

Her husband emitted a howl. “He will not!” he 
cried. “He’s not that kind of a Van Warden. He’s a 
plumber. He’s the man that fixes the telephone!”

He seized the visitor by the sleeve of the long motor
coat and dragged him down the steps. Reluctantly, 
almost resistingly, the visitor stumbled after him, casting 
backward amazed glances at the beautiful lady. Fred 
thrust him into the seat beside the chauffeur. Pointing 
at the golf-cap and automobile goggles which the 
stranger was stupidly twisting in his hands, Fred 
whispered fiercely:



“Put those on! Cover your face! Don’t speak! 
The man knows what to do.”

With eager eyes and parted lips James the chauffeur 
was waiting for the signal. Fred nodded sharply, and 
the chauffeur stooped to throw in the clutch. But the 
car did not start. From the hedge beside the driveway, 
directly in front of the wheels, something on all fours 
threw itself upon the gravel; something in a suit of 
purple-grey; something torn and bleeding, smeared with 
sweat and dirt; something that cringed and crawled, 
that tried to rise and sank back upon its knees, lifting 
to the glare of the head-lights the white face and white 
hair of a very old, old man. The kneeling figure sobbed; 
the sobs rising from far down in the pit of the stomach, 
wrenching the body like waves of nausea. The man 
stretched his arms toward them. From long disuse his 
voice cracked and broke.

“Pm done!” he sobbed. “I can’t go no farther! 
I give myself up!”

Above the awful silence that held the four young 
people, the prison siren shrieked in one long, mocking 
howl of triumph.

It was the stranger who was the first to act.



Pushing past Fred, and slipping from his own shoulders 
the long motor-coat, he flung it over the suit of purple
grey. The goggles he clapped upon the old man’s 
frightened eyes, the golf-cap he pulled down over the 
white hair. With one arm he lifted the convict, and 
with the other dragged and pushed him into the seat 
beside the chauffeur. Into the hands of the chauffeur 
he thrust the roll of bills.

“Get him away!” he ordered. “It’s only twelve 
miles to the Connecticut line. As soon as you’re across, 
buy him clothes and a ticket to Boston. Go through 
White Plains to Greenwich—and then you’re safe!”

As though suddenly remembering the presence of 
the owner of the car, he swung upon Fred. “Am I 
right?” he demanded.

“Of course!” roared Fred. He flung his arm at the 
chauffeur as though throwing him into space.

“Get-to-hell-out-of-here!” he shouted.

The chauffeur, by profession a criminal, but by birth 
a human being, chuckled savagely and this time threw 
in the clutch. With a grinding of gravel the racing-car 
leaped into the night, its ruby rear lamp winking in 



farewell, its tiny siren answering the great siren of the 
prison in jeering notes of joy and victory.

Fred had supposed that at the last moment the 
younger convict purposed to leap to the running-board, 
but instead the stranger remained motionless.

Fred shouted impotently after the flying car. In 
dismay he seized the stranger by the arm.

“But you?” he demanded. “How are you going to 
get away?”

The stranger turned appealingly to where upon the 
upper step stood Winnie Keep.

“I don’t want to get away,” he said. “I was hoping, 
maybe, you’d let me stay to dinner.”

A terrible and icy chill crept down the spine of Fred 
Keep. He moved so that the light from the hall fell 
full upon the face of the stranger.

“Will you kindly tell me,” Fred demanded, “who 
the devil you are?”

The stranger exclaimed peevishly. “I’ve been telling 
you all evening,” he protested. “I’m Harry Van 
Warden ! ”

Gridley, the ancient butler, appeared in the open 
door.



“Dinner is served, madam,” he said.
The stranger gave an exclamation of pleasure. “Hello, 

Gridley ! ” he cried. “ Will you please tell Mr. Keep who 
I am? Tell him, if he’ll ask me to dinner, I won’t steal 
the spoons.”

Upon the face of Gridley appeared a smile it never 
had been the privilege of Fred Keep to behold. The 
butler beamed upon the stranger fondly, proudly, by the 
right of long acquaintanceship, with the affection of an 
old friend. Still beaming, he bowed to Keep.

“If Mr. Harry—Mr. Van Warden,” he said, “is to 
stay to dinner, might I suggest, sir, he is very partial to 
the Paul Vibert, ’84.”

Fred Keep gazed stupidly from his butler to the 
stranger and then at his wife. She was again radiantly 
beautiful and smilingly happy.

Gridley coughed tentatively. “Shall I open a bottle, 
sir?” he asked.

Hopelessly Fred tossed his arms heavenward.
“Open a case!” he roared.
At ten o’clock, when they were still at table and 

reaching a state of such mutual appreciation that soon 
they would be calling each other by their first names,



Gridley brought in a written message he had taken from 
the telephone. It was a long-distance call from Yonkers, 
sent by James, the faithful chauffeur.

Fred read it aloud.
“I got that party the articles he needed,” it read, 

“and saw him safe on a train to Boston. On the way 
back I got arrested for speeding the car on the way 
down. Please send money. I am in a cell in Yonkers.”

THE END.
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Barker, Lady: d. Lady Broome. 
Barrett, Frank.

The Smuggler’s Secret 1 v. — Out of the 
Jaws of Death 2 v.

Barrie, J. M.
Sentimental Tommy 2 v. — Margaret 
Ogilvy IV. — Tommy and Grizel 2 v. — 
The Little White Bird 1 v. — Peter and 
Wendy i v.

Baynes, Rev. Robert H.
Lyra Anglicana, Hymns and Sacred Songs

Beaconsfield: Dide Disraeli.
Beaumont, Averil (Mrs. Hunt).

Thornicroft’s Model 2 v.
Max Beerbohm.

Zulcika Dobson 1 v.
Bell, Currer (Charlotte Bronte— 

Mrs. Nicholls), j 1855.
Jane Eyre 2 v. — Shirley 2 v. — Villette 
2 v. — The Professor i v.

Bell, Ellis & Acton (Emily, 
f 1848, and Anne, j 1849, 
Bronte).

Wuthering Heights, andAgnesGrey 2 v.
Bellamy, Edward (Am.), j 1898. 

Looking Backward 1 v.
Benedict, Frank Lee (Am.).

St. Simon’s Niece 2 v.
Bennett, Arnold.

The Grand Babylon Hotel 1 v. — The 
Gates of Wrath 1 v. — A Great Man 1 v. 
— Sacred and Profane Love 1 v. — WThom 
God hath joined 1 v. — The Ghost 1 v. — 
The Grim Smile of the Five Towns 1 v. — 
Buried Alive i v. —The Old Wives’ Tale 
2 V. — The Glimpse 1 v. — Helen with the 
High Hand i v. — Clayhanger 2v. — The 
Card IV. — Hilda Lessways 1 v. — The 
Matador of the Five Towns, and Other 
Stories IV. — Leonora ; a Novel 1 v. — 
Anna of the Five Towns 1 v. — Those 
United States i v.

Wide Eden Phillpotts.)
Benson, E. F.

Dodo IV. — The Rubicon 1 v. — Scarlet 
and Hyssop i v. — The Book of Months 1 v. 
— The Relentless City 1 v. — Mammon 
& Co. 2 v. — The Chailoners 1 v. — An 
Act in a Backwater 1 v. — The Image in 
the Sand 2 v. — The Angel of Pain 2 v. 
— Paul 2 v. — The House of Defence 2 v. 
— Sheaves 2 v. — The Climber 2 v. — The 
Blotting Book i v. — A Reaping 1 v. — 
Daisy’s Aunt 1 v. — The Osbornes 1 v. — 
Account Rendered 1 v. —Juggernaut 1 v. 
— Mrs. Ames i v. —The Weaker Vessel 2 v.

Benson, Robert Hugh.
The Necromancers 1 v.—AWinnowing 1 v. 
— None Other Gods 1 v. — The Dawn of 
All IV. — The Coward 1 v.

Besant, Sir Walter, J 1901.
The Revolt of Mau 1 v. — Dorothy 



Forster 2v. — Children of Gibeon iv.— 
The World went very well then 2 v. — 
Katharine Regina 1 v. — Herr Paulus 2 v. 
— The Inner House IV. — The Bell of 
St. Paul’s 2 v. — For Faith and Freedom 
2 V. — Armorel of Lyonesse 2 v. — Ver
bena Camellia Stephanotis, etc. 1 v.— 
Beyond the Dreams of Avarice 2 v. — 
The Master Craftsman 2v.—A Fountain 
Sealed IV. — The Orange Girl 2 v. — 
The Fourth Generation 1 v. — The Lady 
of Lynn 2 v.

Besant, Sir Walter, j- 1901, & 
James Rice, 7 1882.

The Golden Butterfly 2 v. — Ready- 
Money Mortiboy 2 v. — By Celia’s Arbour

Betham-Edwards, M.
The Sylvestres tv. — Felicia 2 v. — 
Brother Gabriel 2 v. — Forestalled 1 v. — 
Exchange no Robbery, and other No
velettes IV. — Disarmed 1 v. — Doctor 
]acob IV. — Pearla 1 v. — Next of Kin 
"Wanted i v. —The Parting of the Ways 
1 v. — For One and the World 1 v.— 
The Romance of a French Parsonage 
1 v.— France of To-day 1 v. — Two Aunts 
and a Nephew 1 v. — A Dream of Mil
lions i v. — The Curb of Honour 1 v. — 
France of To-day (^Second Series') 1 v. —A 
Romance of Dijon 1 v. — The Dream- 
Charlotte IV. — A Storm-Rent Sky 1 v. — 
Reminiscences 1 v. — The Lord of the 
Harvest IV. — Anglo-French Reminis
cences, 1875—1899 i v.— A Suffolk Court
ship i v. — Mock Beggars’ Hall 1 v. — 
East of Paris 1 v.—A Humble Lover 1 v.— 
Barham Brocklebank, M.D. 1 v.— Martha 
Rose, Teacher 1 v. — The White House 
by the Sea i v.

Bierce, Ambrose (Am.).
In the Midst of Life 1 v.

Birchenough, Mabel C.
Potsherds 1 v.

Bisland, E. (Am.): vide Rhoda 
Broughton.

Bismarck, Prince: vide Butler. 
Vide also Wilhelm Görlach 
(Collection of German Authors, 
p. 29), and Whitman.

Black, William, j 1898.
A Daughter of Heth 2 v. — In Silk At
tire 2 v. — The Strange Adventures of a 
Phaeton 2 V. — A Princess of Thule 2 v. — 
Kilmeny i v. — The Maid of Killeena, and 
other Stories i v. — Three Feathers 2 v. — 

Lady Silverdale’s Sweetheart, and other 
Stories IV. — Madcap Violet 2 v. — 
Green Pastures and Piccadilly 2 v. — 
Macleod of Dare 2 v. — White Wings 
2 v. — Sunrise 2 v. — The Beautiful Wretch 
i v. — Mr. Pisistratus Brown, M.P., in 
the Highlands ; The FourMacnicols ; The 
Pupil of Aurelius Iv. — Shandon Bells 
(with Portrait) 2 v. —Judith Shakespeare 
2 v. — The Wise Women of Inverness, 
etc. i v. —White Heather 2 v. — Sabina 
Zembra 2 v. — The Strange Adventures 
of a House-Boat 2 v. —In Far Lochaber 
2 v. — The New Prince Fortunatus 2 v. — 
Stand Fast, Craig-Royston ! 2 v. — Donald 
Ross of Heimra 2 v.— The Magic Ink, 
and other Tales 1 v. —Wolfenberg 2 v. — 
The Handsome Humes 2 v. — Highland 
Cousins 2 v. — Briseis 2 v.—Wild Eelin 2 v.

“Black-Box Murder, the," 
Author of.

The Black-Box Murder 1 v.
Blackmore, Richard Doddridge, 

f 1900.
Alice Lorraine 2 v. — Mary Anerley 3 v. 
— Christowell 2 v. — Tommy Upmore 
2 V. — Perlycross 2 V.

“Blackwood.”
Tales from “Blackwood” (First Series) 
IV.—Tales from “Blackwood” (Second 
Series) i V.

Blagden, Isa, j 1873.
The Woman I loved, and the Woman 
who loved me; A Tuscan Wedding 1 v.

Blessington, Countess of (Mar
guerite Gardiner), j 1849.

Meredith IV. — Strathern 2 v. — Me
moirs of a Femme de Chambre 1 v. — 
Marmaduke Herbert 2 v. — Country 
Quarters (with Portrait) 2 v.

Bloomfield, Baroness.
Reminiscences of Court and Diplomatic 
Life (with the Portrait of Her Majesty 
the Queen) 2 v.

Boldrewood, Rolf.
Robbery under Arms 2 v. — Nevermore

Braddon, Miss (Mrs. Maxwell).
Lady Audley’s Secret 2 v. — Aurora 
Floyd 2 v. — Eleanor’s Victory 2 v. —John 
Marchmont’s Legacy 2 v. — Henry Dun
bar 2 v. — The Doctor’s Wife 2 v. — 
Only a Clod 2 v. — Sir Jasper’s Tenant 
2 v. — The Lady’s Mile 2 v. — RupertGod- 



win 2 v. — Dead-Sea Fruit 2 v.— Run to 
Earth 2 v. — Fenton’s Quest 2 v. — The 
Lovels of Arden 2 v. — Strangers and 
Pilgrims 2 v. — Lucius Davoren 3 V. — 
Taken at the Flood 3 V. — Lost for Love 
2 v. — AStrange World 2 v. — Hostages 
to Fortune 2 v. — Dead Men’s Shoes 
2 v.—Joshua Haggard’s Daughter 2 v.— 
WeaversandWeft 1 v. — In GreatWaters, 
and other Tales i v.—An Open Verdict 
3 v. — Vixen 3 V. — The Cloven Foot 3 v. 
— The Story of Barbara 2 v. —Just as I 
am 2 v. — Asphodel 3 v. — Mount Royal 
2 v. — The Golden Calf 2 v. — Flower and 
Weed IV. — Phantom Fortune 3 V. — 
Under the Red Flag 1 v. — Ishmael 3 v. 
— Wyllard’s Weird 3 V. — One Thing 
Needful 2 v. — Cut by the County 1 v. — 
Like and Unlike 2 v.—The Fatal Three 
2 v. — The Day will come 2 v. — One 
Life, One Love 2 v. — Gerard 2 v. — 
The Venetians 2 v. —All along the River 
2 v.— Thou art the Man 2 v. — The Christ
mas Hirelings, etc. IV. — Sons of Fire 
2 v. — London Pride 2 v. — Rough Justice 
2 v. — In High Places 2 v. — His Darling 
Sin IV. — The Infidel 2 v. — The Conflict 
2 v. — The Rose of Life 2 v. — Dead Love 
has Chains 1 v. — During Her Majesty’s 
Pleasure i v.

Brassey, Lady, f 1887.
A Voyage in the “Sunbeam” 2 v. — 
Sunshine and Storm in the East 2 v. — In 
the Trades, the Tropics and the Roaring 
Forties 2 v.

“Bread-Winners, the,” Author 
of (Am.).

The Bread-Winners 1 v.

Bret Harte: vide Harte.
Brock, Rev. William, J 1875.

Sir Henry Havelock, K. C. B. 1 v.

Bronte, Charlotte: vide Currer 
Belt

Bronte, Emily & Anne: vide 
Ellis & Acton Bell.

Brooks, Shirley, f 1874.
The Silver Cord j v. — Sooner or Later 
3 v.

Broome, Lady (Lady Barker). 
Station Life in New Zealand 1 v. — 
Station Amusements in New Zealand 
IV. — A Year's Housekeeping in South 

Africa IV. — Letters to Guy, and A Dis
tant Shore—Rodrigues 1 v. — Colonial 
Memories i v.

Broughton, Rhoda.
Cometh up as a Flower 1 v. — Not 
wisely, but too well 2 v. — Red as a Rose 
is She 2 v. — Tales for Christmas Eve 
IV. — Nancy 2 v. —Joan 2 v. — Second 
Thoughts 2 v. — Belinda 2 v. — Doctor 
Cupid 2 v. — Alas I 2 v. — Mrs. Bligh 
i v. — A Beginner Iv. — Scylla or 
Charybdis? 1 v. — Dear Faustina 1 v. — 
The Game and the Candle 1 v. — Foes in 
Law IV. — Lavinia 1 v. — Mamma 1 v. 
— The Devil and the Deep Sea 1 v. — Be
tween Two Stools i v.

Broughton, Rhoda, & Elizabeth 
Bisland (Am.).

A Widower Indeed 1 v.

Brown, John, f 1882.
Rab and his Friends, and other Papers 1 v.

Browning, Elizabeth Barrett, 
j- 1861.

A Selection from her Poetry (with Por
trait) IV. — Aurora Leigh 1 v.

Browning, Robert, ƒ 1889.
Poetical Works (with Portrait) 4 V.

Bullen, Frank T.
The Cruise of the “ Cachalot” 2 v.

Bulwer, Edward, Lord Lytton, 
t 1873.

Pelham (with Portrait) 1 v. — Eugeno 
Aram IV. — Paul Clifford 1 v. — Zanoni 
IV.—The Last Days of Pompeii iv.— 
The Disowned 1 v. — Ernest Maltravers 
iv. — Alice iv. — Eva, and The Pilgrims 
of the Rhine iv. — Devereux 1 v. — 
Godolphin and Falkland 1 v. — Rienzi 
iv. — Night and Morning 1 v. — The Last 
of the Barons 2 v. — Athens 2 v. — The 
Poems and Ballads of Schiller 1 v. — 
Lucretia 2 v. — Harold 2 v.— King Arthur 
2 v.— TheNewTimon, and St. Stephen’s 
iv. — TheCaxtons 2 v. — My Novel 4 V.— 
What will he do with it? 4 V. — Dramatic 
Works 2 v. — A Strange Story 2 v. — 
Caxtoniana 2 v. — The Lost Tales of Mile
tus iv. — Miscellaneous ProseWorks4v.— 
Odes and Epodes of Horace 2 v. — Kenehn 
Chillingly 4 v. — The Coming Race 1 v. — 
The Parisians 4 v. — Pausanias, the Spar-



Bulwer, Henry Lytton (Lord 
Dalling), j 1872.

Historical Characters 2 v. — The Life of
Viscount Palmerston 3 v.

Bunyan, John, | 1688.
The Pilgrim’s Progress 1 v.

“Buried Alone," Author of 
(Charles Wood).

Buried Alone i v.
Burnett, Mrs. Frances Hodg

son (Am.).
Through one Administration 2 v. — Little 
Lord Fauntleroy 1 v. — Sara Crewe, 
and Editha’s Burglar 1 v. — The Pretty 
Sister of José IV. — A Lady of Quality 
2 v. — His Grace of Osmonde 2 v. — The 
Shuttle 2 v. — The Secret Garden 1 v.

Burney, Miss (Madame D’Ar- 
blay), ƒ 1840.

Evelina i v.
Burns, Robert, f 1796.

Poetical Works (with Portrait) 1 v.
Burton, Richard F., ƒ 1890.

A Pilgrimage to Mecca and Medina 3 v.
Bury, Baroness de: vide “All 

for Greed.”
Butler, A. J.

Bismarck. His Reflections and Re
miniscences. Translated from the great 
German edition, under the supervision of 
A. J. Butler. With two Portraits. 3 v.

Buxton, Mrs. B. H., f 1881. 
Jennie of “The Prince’s,’’ 2 v. — Won 
2 v. — Great Grenfell Gardens 2 v. — 
Nell—on and off the Stage 2 v. — From 
the Wings 2 v.

Byron, Lord, f 1824.
Poetical Works (with Portrait) 5 v.

Caffyn, Mrs.Mannington (Iota). 
A Yellow Aster IV. — Children of Cir
cumstance 2 v. — Anne Mauleverer 2 v.

Caine, Hall.
The Bondman 2 v. — The Manxman 
2 v. — The Christian 2 v. — The Eternal 
City 3 v. — The Prodigal Son 2 v. — The 
White Prophet 2 v.

Cameron, Verney Lovett 
Across Africa 2 v.

Campbell Praed: vide Praed.

Carey, Rosa Nouchette, f 1909. 
Not Like other Girls 2 v. — “ But Men 
must Work” IV. — Sir Godfrey’s Grand
daughters 2 v. —The Old, Old Story 2 v. 
— Herb of Grace 2 v. — The Highway of 
Fate 2 v. — A Passage Perilous 2 v. — At 
the Moorings 2 v.

Carlyle, Thomas, j 1881.
The French Revolution 3 v. — Fre
derick the Great 13 v. — Oliver Crom
well’s Letters and Speeches 4 V. — The 
Life of Schiller i v.

Carnegie, Andrew (Am.).
Problems of To-Day 1 v.

Carr, Alaric.
Treherne’s Temptation 2 v.

Castle, Agnes & Egerton.
The Star Dreamer 2 v. — Incomparable 
Bellairs IV. — Rose of the World 1 v. — 
French Nan 1 v. — “ If Youth but knew ! ” 
IV. — My Merry Rockhurst 1 v. — Flower 
0’ the Orange IV. — Wroth 2 v. — Dia
mond Cut Paste IV. — The Lost Iphigenia 
IV. — Love Gilds the Scene 1 v. — The 
Grip of Life 2 v.

Castle, Egerton.
Consequences 2 v. — “1-а Bella,” and 
Others i v.

Charles, Mrs. Elizabeth Rundle, 
f 1896 wide “Chronicles of the 
Schönberg-Cotta Family.”

Charlesworth, Maria Louisa, 
f1880.

Oliver of the Mill I v.
Chesterton, G. K.

The Man who was Thursday iv. — What’s 
Wrong with the World 1 v. — The Inno
cence of Father Brown 1 v.

Cholmondeley, Mary.
Diana Tempest 2 v. — Red Pottage 2 v. 
— Moth and Rust 1 v. — Prisoners 2 v. — 
The Lowest Rung i v.

Christian, Princess: vide Alice, 
Grand Duchess of Hesse.

“Chronicles of the Schönberg- 
Cotta F amily,” Author of (Mrs. 
E. Rundle Charles), J 1896.

Chronicles of the Schönberg-Cotta Fa
mily 2 v. — The Draytons and the 
Davenants 2 v. — On Both Sides of 
the Sea 2 v.—Winifred Bertram 1 v.— 
Diary of Mrs. Kitty Trevylyan 1 v. — 



The Victory of the Vanquished I v. — 
The Cottage by the Cathedral and other 
Parables i v. — Against the Stream 2 v. 
— The Bertram Family 2 v. — Conquer
ing and to Conquer 1 v. — Lapsed, but not 
Lost i v.

Churchill, Winston (Am.).
Mr. Crewe’s Career 2 v.

Clark, Alfred.
The Finding of Lot’s Wife 1 v.

Clemens, Samuel L. : v. Twain.
Clifford, Mrs. W. K.

Love-Letters of a Worldly Woman 1 v. 
—Aunt Anne 2 v.—The Last Touches, and 
other Stories IV. — Mrs. Keith’s Crime 
IV. — A Wild Proxy IV. — A Flash of 
Summer IV. — A Woman Alone 1 v. — 
Woodside Farm 1 v. — The Modern Way 
IV. — The Getting Well of Dorothy 1 v. 
— Mere Stories i v.

Clive, Mrs. Caroline, f 1873: 
vide Author of “ Paul Ferroll.”

Gobbe, Frances Power, -j- 1904.
Re-Echoes i v.

Coleridge, C. R.
An English Squire 2 v.

Coleridge, M. E.
The King with two Faces 2 v.

Coleridge, Samuel Taylor, 
t i834-

Poems i v.
Collins, Charles Allston, -j- 1873. 

A Cruise upon Wheels 2 v.
Collins, Mortimer, -f 1876.

Sweet and Twenty 2 v. — A Fight with 
Fortune 2 v.

Collins, Wilkie, j 1889.
After Dark IV. — Hide and Seek 2 v. — 
A Plot in Private Life, etc. 1 v. — The 
Woman in White 2 v. •— Basil 1 v. — No 
Name 3 V. — The Dead Secret, and other 
Tales 2 v. — Antonina 2 v. — Armadale 
3 V. — The Moonstone 2 v. — Man and 
Wife 3 v. — Poor Miss Finch 2 v. — Miss 
or Mrs.? i v. —TheNew Magdalen 2 v. — 
The Frozen Deep 1 v. —The Law and the 
Lady 2 v. — The Two Destinies 1 v. — My 
Lady’s Money, and Percy and the Prophet 
IV. — The Haunted Hotel 1 v. — The 
Fallen Leaves 2 v.—Jezebel’s Daughter 
2 v. —The Black Robe 2 v. — Heart and 
Science 2 v. — “I say No,” 2 v. — The Evil 
Genius г v. —The Guilty River, and The

Ghost’s Touch IV. — The Legacy of Cain 
г v.—Blind Love 2 v.

“Cometh up as a Flower” : vide 
Rhoda Broughton.

Conrad, Joseph.
An Outcast of the Islands 2 v. — Talcs 
of Unrest i v. — The Secret Agent 1 v. — 
A Set of Six IV. — Under Western Eyes 1 v. 
— ’Twixt Land and Sea Tales 1 v.

Conway, Hugh (F. J. Fargus), 
t 1885.

Called Back 1 v. — Bound Together 
2 v. — Dark Days 1 v. —A Family Affair 
2 v. — Living or Dead 2 v.

Cooper, James Fenimore (Am.), 
t l85T-

The Spy (with Portrait) 1 v. — The Two 
Admirals 1 v. — The Jack O’Lantern iv.

Cooper, Mrs.: vide Katharine 
Saunders.

Corelli, Marie.
Vendetta! 2 v. — Thelma 2 v. — A 
Romance of Two Worlds 2 v. —“ Ardath ” 
3 v.—Wormwood. A Drama of Paris 
2 v. —The Hired Baby, with other Stories 
and Social Sketches 1 v. — Barabbas ; A 
Dream of the World’s Tragedy 2 v. — 
The Sorrows of Satan 2 v. —The Mighty 
Atom iv. — The Murder of Delicia 1 v. — 
Ziska iv. — Boy. A Sketch. 2 v. — The 
Master-Christian 2v.—“TemporalPower’’ 
2 v. — God’s Good Man 2 v. — Free 
Opinions i v. — Treasure of Heaven (with 
Portrait) 2 v. — Holy Orders 2 v. — The 
Life Everlasting 2 v.

Cotes, Mrs. Everard.
Those Delightful Americans 1 v. — Set in 
Authority iv. — Cousin Cinderella 1 v.

“County, the,” Author of. 
The County i v.

Craik, George Lillie, f 1866.
A Manual of English Literature and of 
the History of the English Language 2 v.

Craik, Mrs. (Miss Dinah M. 
Mulock), j 1887.

John Halifax, Gentleman 2 v. — The 
Head of the Family 2 v. — A Life for a 
Life 2 v. — A Woman’s Thoughts about 
Women i v. — Agatha’s Husband 1 v.— 
Romantic Tales 1 v. — Domestic Stories 
iv. — Mistress and Maid 1 v. — Tho 
Ogilvies iv. — Lord Erlistoun 1 v. — 
Christian’s Mistake 1 v. — Bread upon 
the Waters iv. — A Noble Life 1 v. — 
Olive 2v, —Two Marriages i v. — Studies 



from Life tv. — Poems i v. — The 
Woman’s Kingdom 2 v. — The Unkind 
Word, and other Stories 2 v. — A Brave 
Lady 2 v. — Hannah 2 v. — Fair France 
IV.—My Mother and I iv.—The Little 
Lame Prince i v. — Sermons out ofChurch 
iv.—The Laurel-Bush ; Two little Tinkers 
iv. —A Legacy 2 v. — Young Mrs. Jardine 
2v. — His Little Mother, and otherTales 
and Sketches I v. — Plain Speaking i v. — 
Miss Tommy i v. — King Arthur I v.

Craik, Georgiana M. (Mrs. May).
Lost and Won i v. — Faith Unwin’s 
Ordeal iv. — Leslie Tyrrell I v. —Wini
fred’s Wooing, etc. iv. — Mildred iv. — 
Esther Hill’s Secret 2 v. — Hero Tre
velyan iv. — Without Kith or Kin 2 v. — 
Only a Butterfly iv. — Sylvia’s Choice; 
Theresa 2 v. — Anne Warwick I v. — 
Dorcas 2 v. —Two Women 2 v.

Craik, Georgiana M., & M. C. 
Stirling.

Two Tales of Married Life (Hard to 
Bear, by Miss Craik ; A True Man, by M. 
C. Stirling) 2 V.

Craven, Mrs. Augustus: vide 
Lady Fullerton.

Crawford, F. Marion (Am.), 
t I9°9-

Mr. Isaacs i v. — Doctor Claudius iv.— 
To Leeward iv. — A Roman Singer 
iv. — An American Politician i v. — 
Zoroaster i v. —A Tale of a Lonely Parish 
2 v. — Saracinesca 2 v. — Marzio’s Crucifix 
i v.—PaulPatoff 2 v.—With thelmmortals 
iv. — Greifenstein 2 v. — Sant’ Ilario 
2 v. — A Cigarette - Maker’s Romance 
iv. — Khaled iv. —The Witch ofPrague 
2 v. — The Three Fates 2 v. — Don Orsino 
2 v. — The Children of the King i v. — 
Pietro Ghisleri 2 v. — Marion Darche i v. 
— Katharine Lauderdale 2 v. —The Ral
stons 2 v. — Casa Braccio 2 v. — Adam 
Johnstone’s Son iv. — Taquisara 2 v. — 
A Rose of Yesterday i v. — Corleone 
2 V. — Via Crucis 2 v. — In the Palace of 
the King 2 v. — Marietta, a Maid of 
Venice 2 v. — Cecilia 2 v. — The Heart 
of Rome 2 V. — Whosoever Shall Offend... 
2 v. — Soprano 2 v. — A Lady of Rome 2 v. 
— Arethusa 2 v. — The Primadonna 2 v.— 
The Diva’s Ruby 2 v. — The White Sister 
iv. — Stradella i v. — The Undesirable 
Governess iv. — Uncanny Tales i v.

Crockett, S. R.
The Raiders 2 v. — Cleg Kelly 2 v.— 

The Grey Man 2 v. — Love Idylls i v. — 
The Dark o’ the Moon 2 v.

Croker, B. M.
Peggy of the Bartons 2 v. — The Happy 
Valley iv. — The Old Cantonment, with 
Other Stories of India and Elsewhere I v. 
— A Nine Days’ Wonder i v. — The 
Youngest Miss Mowbray i v. —The Com
pany’s Servant 2 v. — The Cat’s-Paw i v. 
— Katherine the Arrogant I v.— Fame I v. 
— Babes in the Wood i v. — A Rolling 
Stone iv. — The Serpent’s Tooth i v.

Cross, J. W.: vide George 
Eliot’s Life.

Cudlip, Mrs. Pender: vide A. 
Thomas.

Cummins, Miss (Am.), f 1866. 
The Lamplighter I v. — Mabel Vaughan 
iv.—El Fureidîs iv.—HauntedHearts iv.

Cushing, Paul.
The Blacksmith of Voe 2 v.

“Daily News.”
War Correspondence, 1877, by Archi
bald Forbes and others 3 v.

Danby, Frank.
The Heart of a Child 2 v. — An Incom- 
pleat Etonian 2 v. — Let the Roof fall in 2 v.

“Dark,” Author of.
Dark i v.

Davis, Richard Harding (Am.). 
Gallegher, etc. iv. — Van Bibber and 
Others iv. — Ranson’s Folly 1 v. — The 
Man who could not lose 1 v.

De Foe, Daniel, | 1731. 
Robinson Crusoe i v.

Deland, Margaret (Am.).
John Ward, Preacher 1 v.

“ Democracy,” Author of (Am.). 
Democracy 1 v.

De Morgan, William.
Joseph Vance 2 v.

“ Demos,” Author of : vide George 
Gissing.

De Quincey, Thomas.
Confessions of an English Opium-Eater 1 v.

“Diary and Notes”: vide Author 
of “Horace Templeton.”

Dickens, Charles, f 1870.
The Pickwick Club (with Portrait) 2 v. — 
American Notes 1 v. — Oliver Twist 1 v. — 
Nicholas’Nickleby 2 v. — Sketches 1 v. — 
Martin Chuzzlewit 2 v. — A Christmas 



Carol; The Chimes; The Cricket on the 
Hearth i V. — Master Humphrey's Clock 
(Old Curiosity Shop; Barnaby Rudge, etc.) 
3 v. — Pictures from Italy I v. — Dombey 
and Son з V. — David Copperfield 3 V.— 
Bleak House 4 V. —A Child’s History of 
England (2 v. 8°M. 2,70.) —Hard Times 
IV,— Little Dorrit (with Illustrations) 4 v. 
— The Battle of Life ; The Haunted Man 
IV. — A Tale of two Cities 2 v. — Hunted 
Down ; The Uncommercial Traveller 1 v. 
— Great Expectations 2 v. — Christmas 
Stories, etc. IV. — Our Mutual Friend 
(with Illustrations) 4 v. — Somebody’s 
Luggage ; Mrs. Lirriper’s Lodgings ; Mrs. 
Lirriper’s Legacy 1 v. — Doctor Mari
gold’s Prescriptions; MugbyJunction 1 v. 
■— The Mystery of Edwin Drood (with 
Illustrations) 2 v. — The Mudfog Papers, 
Iv. — The Letters of Charles Dickens, ed. 
by his Sister-in-law and his eldestDaughter 
4 v. — Fiate also Household Words, Novels 
and Tales, and John Forster.

Dickens, Charles, & Wilkie 
Collins.

No Thoroughfare; The Late Miss Hol- 
lingford i v.

Disraeli, Benjamin, Lord Bea
consfield, t 1881.

Coningsby IV. — Sybil IV. — Contarmi 
Fleming (with Portrait) 1 v. — Alroy 1 v. — 
Tancred 2 v. — Venetia 2 v. — Vivian 
Grey 2 v. — Henrietta Temple 1 v. — 
Lothair 2 v. — Endymion 2 v.

Dixon, Ella Hepworth.
The Story of a Modern Woman 1 v. — One 
Doubtfid Hour i v.

Dixon, W. Hepworth, f 1879. 
Personal History of Lord Bacon 1 v. — 
The Holy Land 2 v. — NewAmericaa v.— 
Spiritual Wives 2 v. — Her Majesty’s 
Tower 4 V. — Free Russia 2 v.— History 
of two Queens 6 v. — White Conquest 
2 v. — Diana, Lady Lyle 2 v.

Dixon, Jr., Thomas, (Am.).
The Leopard’s Spots 2 v.

Dougall, L.
Beggars All 2 V.

Dowie, Ménie Muriel.
A Girl in the Karpathians 1 v.

Doyle, Sir A. Conan.
The Sign of Four IV. — Micah Clarke 
2 v. — The Captain of the Pole-Star, and 
other Tales IV. — The White Company 
3 V. — A Study in Scarlet 1 v. — The 

Great Shadow, and Beyond the City 1 v. — 
The Adventures of Sherlock Holmes 2 v. 
— The Refugees 2 V.—The Firm of 
Girdlestone 2 v. — The Memoirs of Sher
lock Holmes 2 v. — Round the Red Lamp 
i v. —The Stark Munro Letters 1 v. — 
The Exploits of Brigadier Gerard 1 v. — 
Rodney Stone 2 v. — Uncle Bernac 1 v. — 
The Tragedy of the Korosko 1 v. — A 
Duet IV. — The Green Flag 1 v. — The 
Great Boer War 2 v. — The War in South 
Africa IV. — The Hound of the Basker
villes IV. — Adventures of Gerard 1 v. — 
The Return of Sherlock Holmes 2 v. — Sir 
Nigel 2 V. — Through the Magic Door 1 v. 
— Round the Fire Stones 1 v. —The Mys
tery of Cloomber IV. — The Last Galley 
IV. — The Lost World I V.

Drummond, Professor Henry, 
t i897-

The Greatest Tiring in the Morid; Pax 
Vobiscum ; The Changed Life 1 v.

Dufferin, the Earl of.
Letters from High Latitudes 1 v.

Duncan, Sara Jeannette: vide 
Mrs. Cotes.

Dunton: vide Th. Watts-Dun
ton.

Earl, the, and the Doctor. 
South Sea Bubbles 1 v.

Eastwick, Edward B., ý 1883. 
Autobiography of Lutfullah 1 v.

Edgeworth, Maria, vide Series 
for the Young, p. 29.

Edwardes, Mrs. Annie.
Archie Lovell 2 v. — Steven Lawrence, 
Yeoman 2 v. — Ought we tovisither? 2V. 
— A Vagabond Heroine 1 v. — Leah : A 
Woman of Fashion 2 v. — A Blue-Stock
ing IV. — Jet : Her Face or Her Fortune? 
IV. — Vivian the Beauty 1 v. — A Ball
room Repentance 2 v. ■— A Girton Girl 
2 v. — A Playwright’s Daughter, and 
Bertie Griffiths IV. — Pearl-Powder 1 v. 
The Adventuress 1 v.

Edwards, Amelia B., f 1892.
Barbara’s History 2 v. — Miss Carew 
2 v. — Hand and Glove 1 v. — Half a Mil
lion of Money 2 v. — Debenham’s Vow 
2 v. — In the Days of my Youth 2 v. — 
Untrodden Peaks and Unfrequented Val
leys IV. — Monsieur Maurice 1 v. — A 
Night on the Borders of the Black Forest 
IV. — A Poetry-Book of Eider Poets 



IV. —A Thousand Miles up the Nile 2 v. 
— A Poetry-Book of Modern Poets 1 v. — 
Lord Brackenbury 2 v.

Edwards, M. Betham-: vide 
Betham.

Eggleston, Edward(Am.),-j-1902. 
The Faith Doctor 2 v.

Elbon, Barbara (Am.).
Bethesda 2 V.

Eliot, George (Miss Evans— 
Mrs. Cross), j" 1880.

Scenes of Clerical Life 2 v. — Adam 
Bede 2 v. —The Mill on the Floss 2 v. — 
Silas Marner 1 v. — Romola 2 v. — Felix 
Holt 2 v. — Daniel Dcronda 4 V. — The 
Lifted Veil, and Brother Jacob 1 v.— 
Impressions of Theophrastus Such 1 v.— 
Essays and Leaves from a Note-Book 
IV. — George Eliot’s Life, edited by her 
Husband, J. W. Cross 4 v.

“Elizabeth and her German 
Garden,” Author of.

Elizabeth and her German Garden 1 v. — 
The Solitary Summer 1 v. — The Bene
factress 2 v. — Princess Priscilla’s Fort
night IV. — The Adventures of Elizabeth 
in Rügen Iv. — Fräulein Schmidt and Mr. 
Anstruther i v.

Elliot, Mrs. Frances, f 1898. 
Diary of an Idle Woman in Italy 2 v.— 
Old Court Life in France 2 v. — The 
Italians 2 V. — The Diary of an Idle 
Woman in Sicily 1 v. — Pictures of Old 
Rome i v.—The Diary of an Idle Woman in 
Spain 2 v. — The Red Cardinal 1 v. — 
The Story of Sophia 1 v. — Diary of an 
Idle Woman in Constantinople 1 v. — 
Old Court Life in Spain 2 v. — Roman 
Gossip i v.

Emerson, Ralph Waldo (Am.), 
-j- 1882.

Representative Men 1 v.
“ Englishwoman’s Love-Let

ters, an,” Author of.
An Englishwoman’s Love-Letters 1 v.

Erroll, Henry.
An Ugly Duckling i v.

Esler, E. Rentoul.
The Way they loved at Grimpât 1 v.

“Essays and Reviews,” the 
Authors of.

Essays and Reviews. By various Authors 
1 V.

“Estelle Russell,” Author of.
Estelle Russell 2 v.

Esterre-Keeling, Elsa D’.
Three Sisters IV. — A Laughing Philo
sopher IV. — The Professor’s Wooing iv. 
— In Thoughtland and in Dreamland 
iv. — Orchardscroft 1 v. — Appassionata 
iv. — Old Maids and Young 2 v. — The 
Queen’s Serf i v.

“Euthanasia,” Author of.
Euthanasia 1 v.

Ewing, Juliana Horatia, 11885. 
Jackanapes; The Story of a Short Life; 
Daddy Darwin’s Dovecot 1 v. — A Flat 
Iron for a Farthing 1 v. — The Brownies, 
and other Tales 1 v.

“Expiated," Author of.
Expiated 2 v.

Fargus, F. J. : vide Hugh Con
way.

Farrar, F. W. (Dean), f 1903. 
Darkness and Dawn 3 v.

“Fate of Fenella, the,” Authors 
of.

The Fate of Fenella, by 24 Authors 1 v.
Felkin, Alfred Laurence: vide 

E. T. Fowler.
Felkin, Mrs.: vide E. T. Fowler.
Fendali, Percy: vide F. С.

Philips.
Fenn, George Manville.

The Parson 0’ Dumford 2 v. — The 
Clerk of Portwick 2 v.

Fielding, Henry, j 1754.
Tom Jones 2 v.

Findlater, Mary & Jane (Am.): 
vide Kate Douglas Wiggin.

Fitzgerald, Edward.
Rubáiyát of Omar Khayyam 1 v.

Five Centuries
of the English Language and Literature : 
John Wycliffe. — Geoffrey Chaucer. — 
Stephen Hawes. — Sir Thomas More. — 
Edmund Spenser. — Ben Jonson.—John 
Locke.—Thomas Gray (vol.500, published 
i860) i V.

Fleming, George (Am.).
Kismet i v. — Andromeda 2 v.



Forbes, Archibald, j- 1900.
My Experiences of the War between 
France and Germany 2 v. — Soldiering 
and Scribbling 1 v. — Memories and 
Studies of War and Peace 2 v. — Vide also 
“ Daily News,” War Correspondence.

Forrest, R. E.
Eight Days 2 V.

Forrester, Mrs.
Viva 2 v. — Rhona 2 v. — Roy and Viola 
2 v. — My Lord and My Lady 2 v. — I 
have Lived and Loved 2 v.—June 2 v.— 
Omnia Vanitas 1 v. — Although he was a 
Lord, and other Tales 1 v. — Corisande, 
and other Tales 1 v. — Once Again 2 v. — 
Of the World, Worldly 1 v. — Dearest 
2 v. — The Light of other Days 1 v. — 
Too Late Repented 1 v.

Forster, John, I 1876.
The Life of Charles Dickens (with Illus
trations and Portraits) 6 v. — Life and 
Tinies of Oliver Goldsmith 2 v.

Fothergill, Jessie.
The First Violin 2 v. — Probation 2 v. — 
Made or Marred, and “One of Three” 
IV. — Kith and Kin 2 v. — Peril 2 v. — 
Borderland 2 v.

“Found Dead,” Author of: vide 
James Payn.

Fowler, Ellen Thorneycroft 
(Mrs. Alfred Laurence Felkin).

A Double Thread 2 v. — The Farring- 
dons 2 v. — Fuel of Fire 1 v. — Place and 
Power 2 v. — In Subjection 2 V. — Miss 
Fallowfield’s Fortune 1 v.

Fowler, Ellen Thorneycroft 
(Mrs. A. L. Felkin) & Alfred 
Laurence Felkin.

Kate of Kate Hall 2 v.
Fox, Caroline, f 1871.

Memories of Old Friends from her Jour
nals and Letters, edited by Horace N. 
Pym 2 V.

“Frank Fairlegh,” Author of 
(F. E. Smedley), "j" 1864.

Frank Fairlegh 2 v.
Francis, M. E.

The Duenna of a Genius 1 v.
Frederic, Harold (Am.), f 1898. 

Illumination 2 v. — March Hares 1 v.
Freeman, Edward A., j- 1892.

The Growth of the English Constitution 

tv. — Select Historical Essays 1 v. —• 
Sketches from French Travel 1 v.

Froude,JamesAnthony,f 1894. 
Oceana IV,— The Spanish Story of the 
Armada, and other Essays I v.

Fullerton, Lady Georgiana, 
t 1885.

Ellen Middleton IV. — Grantley Manor 
2 v. — Lady Bird 2 v. — Too Strange not 
to be True 2 v. — Constance Sherwood 
2 v. — A Stormy Life 2 v. — Mrs. Geralds’ 
Niece 2 v. — The Notary’s Daughter 1 v.— 
The Lilies ofthe Valley, and The House of 
Penarvan 1 v. — TheCountess de Bonneval 
IV. — Rose Leblanc 1 v. — Seven Stories 
i v. — The Life of Luisa de Carvajal 1 v. 
— A Will and a Way, and The Hand
kerchief at the Window 2 v. — Eliane 
2 v. (by Mrs. Augustus Craven, translated 
by Lady Fullerton). — Laurentia 1 v.

Galsworthy, John.
The Man of Property 2 v. — The Country 
House i V.— Fraternity 1 v. —Villa Rubein 
IV. — A Man of Devon, etc. 1 v. — A 
Motley IV. — The Patrician 1 v. —Justice, 
and Other Plays 1 v. — The Silver Box, 
and Other Plays 1 v. — The Inn of Tran
quillity i v. — The Island Pharisees 1 v.

Gardiner: v. Lady Blessington.
Gaskell, Mrs., j 1865.

Mary Barton 1 v. — Ruth 2 v. — North 
and South 1 v. — Lizzie Leigh, and other 
Tales i v. — The Life of Charlotte Bronte 
2 v. — Lois the Witch, etc. 1 v. — Sylvia’s 
Lovers 2 v. — A Dark Night’s Work 1 v. 
— Wives and Daughters 3 V. — Cranford 
IV. — Cousin Phillis, and other Tales 1 v.

“ Geraldine Hawthorne,” Author 
of: v. Author of“ Miss Molly.”

Gerard, Dorothea (Madame Lon- 
gard de Longgarde).

Lady Baby 2 v. — Recha I v. — Ortho
dox tv. — ThcWrong Man 1 v. — A Spot
less Reputation i v.— A Forgotten Sin 1 v. 
— One Year i v.— The Supreme Crime 1 v. 
— TheBlood-Tax 1 v. — Holy Matrimony 
IV. — The Eternal Woman 1 v. — Made 
of Money IV. — The Bridge of Life 1 v. 
— The Three Essentials 1 v. — The Im
probable Idyl IV. — The Compromise 2 v. 
— Itinerant Daughters 1 v. — Restitution 
IV. — Pomp and Circumstance 1 v. — The 
Grass Widow 1 v. —The Inevitable Mar
riage IV. — A Glorious Lie 1 v. — The 
City of Enticement 1 v.

Gerard, E. (Emily deLaszowska). 
A Secret Mission IV. — A Foreigner 2 v. 
— The Extermination of Love 2 v.



Gibbon, Perceval.
The Adventures of Miss Gregory I v.

Giberne, Agnes.
The Curate’s Home i v.

Gissing, George, j 1903.
Demos 2 v. — New Grub Street 2 v.

Gladstone, W. E., f 1898.
Rome and the Newest Fashions in Re
ligion IV. — Bulgarian Horrors, and 
Russia in Türkistan, with other Tracts 
i v. — The Hellenic Factor in the Eastern 
Problem, with other Tracts 1 v.

Glyn, Elinor.
The Visits of Elizabeth 1 v. — The Re
flections of Ambrosino 1 v. — The Vicissi
tudes of Evangeline IV. — Beyond the 
Rocks IV. — Three Weeks 1 v. — Eliza
beth Visits America 1 v. — His Hour 1 v. 
— The Reason Why 1 v. — Halcyone 1 v.

Godfrey, Hal: vide Charlotte 
O’Conor Eccles.

Goldsmith, Oliver, j 1774. 
Select Works (with Portrait) 1 v.

Goodman, Edward J.
Too Curious I V.

Gordon, Julien (Am.).
A Diplomat’s Diary 1 v.

Gordon, Major-Gen. C. G., 
t 1885.

His Journals at Kartoum (with eighteen 
Illustrations) 2 V.

Gore, Mrs., f 1861.
Castles in the Air 1 v. — The Dean’s 
Daughter 2 v. — Progress and Prejudice 
2 V. — Mammon 2 v. — A Life’s Lessons 
2v. — The Two Aristocracies 2 v. — Heck- 
ington 2 V.

Grand, Sarah.
Our Manifold Nature 1 v. — Babs the 
Impossible 2 v. — Emotional Moments 1 v.

Grant, Miss.
Victor Lesear 2 v. — The Sun-Maid 2 v. 
— My Heart’s in the Highlands 2 v. — 
Artiste 2 v. — Prince Hugo 2 v. — Cara 
Roma 2 v.

Gray, Maxwell.
The Silence of Dean Maitland 2 v. — The 
Reproach of Annesley 2 v.

Grenville: Murray, E. C. (Trois- 
Etoiles), j- 1881.

The Member for Paris 2 v. — Young 
Brown 2 v. — The Boudoir Cabal 3 V. — 
French Pictures in English Chalk (First 

Series) 2 v. — The Russians of To-day 
IV. — French Pictures in English Chalk 
(Second. Series) 2 v. — Strange Tales 
i v. —That Artful Vicar 2 v. — Six Months 
in the Ranks 1 v. — People I have met 1 v.

Grimwood, Ethel St. Clair.
My Three Years in Manipur (with Por
trait) i v.

Grohman, W. A. Baillie.
Tyrol and the Tyrolese 1 v.

Gunter, A. C. (Am.), j- 1907.
Mr. Barnes of New York 1 v.

Guthrie, F. Anstey: vide Anstey. 
“Guy Livingstone,” Author of 

(George Alfred Laurence), j-1876. 
Guy Livingstone Iv. — Sword and 
Gown i v. — Barren Honour 1 v. — 
Border and Bastillei v. — Maurice Dering 
IV. — Sans Merci 2 v. — Breaking a 
Butterfly 2 v. — Anteros 2 v. — Ha- 
garene 2 V.

Habberton, John (Am.).
Helen’s Babies & Other People’s Chil
dren i V. — The Bowsham Puzzle 1 v.— 
One Tramp; Mrs. Mayburn’s Twins 1 v.

Haggard, H. Rider.
King Solomon’s Mines iv. — She 2v. -— 
Jess 2 v. —Allan Quatermain 2 v. — The 
Witch’s Head 2 v. — Maiwa’s Revenge 
iv. — Mr. Meeson’s Will iv. — Colonel 
Quaritch, V. C. 2 v. — Cleopatra 2 v. — 
Allan’s Wife iv. — Beatrice 2 v. — Dawn 
2 v. — Montezuma’s Daughter 2 ___ The
Peopleof the Mist 2 v. —Joan Haste 2 v.— 
Heart of the World 2 v. — The Wizard 
iv. — Doctor Theme 1 v. — Swallow 
2 v. — Black Heart and White Heart, 
and Elissa 1 v. — Lysbeth 2 v. — A Winter 
Pilgrimage 2 V. — Pearl-Maiden 2 v. — 
Stella Fregelius 2 v. — The Brethren 2 v. 
— Ayesha. The Return of * She ’ 2 v. — 
The Way of the Spirit 2 v. — Benita 1 v. 
— Fair Margaret 2 v. — The Lady of 
Blossholme iv. — Morning Star 1 v. — 
Queen Sheba’s Ring 1 v. — Red Eve 1 v. 
— Marie iv. — Child of Storm 1 v.

Haggard, H. Rider, & Andrew 
Lang.

The World’s Desire 2 v.
Hall, Mrs. S. C., t 1881.

Can Wrong be Right? 1 v. — Marian 2 v. 
Hamerton, P. G., j-1894.

Marmorne 1 v. — French and English 2 v.
Hardy, Miss Iza: vide Author of 

“Not Easily Jealous.”



Hardy, Thomas.
The Hand of Ethelberta 2 v. — Far 
from the Madding Crowd 2 v. — The Re
turn of the Native 2 v. — The Trumpet- 
Major 2 v. — A Laodicean 2 v. — Two on 
a Tower 2 V. — A Pair of Blue Eyes 2 v. 
— A Group of Noble Dames 1 v. — Tess 
of the D’Urbervilles 2v. — Life’s Little 
Ironies IV. — Jude the Obscure 2 v.

Harland, Henry (Am.), J 1905.
The Cardinal’s Snuff- Box 1 v. — The 
Lady Paramount 1 v.— My Friend Prospero 
IV. — The Royal End 1 v.

Harraden, Beatrice.
Ships that pass in the Night 1 v. — In 
Varying Moods 1 v. — Hilda Strafford, 
and The Remittance Man 1 v. — The 
Fowler 2 v. — Katharine Frensham 2 v.
■— The Scholar’s Daughter 1 v. — Inter
play 2 V.

Harrison, Agnes.
Martin’s Vineyard I v.

Harrison, Mrs. : t. Lucas Malet.
Harte, Bret (Am.), f 1902.

Prose and Poetry (Tales of the Argo
nauts:— The Luck of Roaring Camp; 
The Outcasts of Poker Flat, etc. — 
Spanish and American Legends ; Con
densed Novels; Civic and Character 
Sketches; Poems) 2 v.—Idyls of the 
Foothills IV. — Gabriel Conroy 2 v. — 
Two Men of Sandy Bar 1 v. — Thankful 
Blossom, and other Tales 1 v. — The 
Story of a Mine tv. — Drift from Two 
Shores IV. — An Heiress of Red Dog, 
and other Sketches 1 v. —The Twins of 
Table Mountain, and other Tales 1 v. — 
Jeff Briggs’s Love Story, and other Tales 
IV. — Flip, and other Stories 1 v. — On 
the Frontier tv. — By Shore and Sedge 
IV. — Maruja IV. — Snow-bound at 
Eagle’s, and Devil’s Ford 1 v. — The 
Crusade of the “Excelsior” 1 v. — A 
Millionaire of Rough - and - Ready, and 
other Tales IV. — Captain Jim's Friend, 
and the Argonauts of North Liberty 1 v. 
— Cressy i v. —The Heritage of Dedlow 
Marsh, and other Tales 1 v. — A Waif of 
the Plains i v. — AWard of the Golden 
Gate IV. — A Sappho of Green Springs, 
and other Tales 1 v. — A First Family of 
Tasajara 1 v.—Colonel Starbottle’s Client, 
and some other People 1 v. — Susy 1 v. — 
Sally Dows, etc. IV. — A Protégée of 
Jack Hamlin’s, etc. 1 v. — The Bell- 
Ringer of Angel’s, etc. IV,— Clarence 
IV. — In a Hollow of the Hills, and The

Devotion ofEnriquez iv. — TheAncestors 
ofPeter Atherly, etc. iv.— Three Partners 
iv. — Tales of Trail and Town I v. — 
Stories in Light and Shadow 1 v. —■ Mr. 
JackHamlin’sMediation,andotherStories 
iv. — From Sand-Hill to Pine 1 v. — 
Under the Redwoods 1 v. — On the Old 
Trail iv. — Trent’s Trust 1 v.

Hawthorne, Nathaniel (Am.), 
j- 1864.

The Scarlet Letter 1 v. — Transforma
tion (The Marble Faun) 2 v. — Passages 
from his English Note-Books 2 v.

Hay,John (Am.), J 1905 : t.“The 
Bread Winners,” Author of.

Hearn, Lafcadio, j 1906. •
Kokoro iv. — Kwaidan 1 v. — Glimpses 
of Unfamiliar Japan (First Series) 1 v. 
— Glimpses of Unfamiliar Japan (Second 
Series) iv. — Gleanings in Buddha-Fields 
iv. — Out of the East iv. —The Romance 
of the Milky Way, etc. 1 v.

Hector, Mrs.: Tide Mrs. Alex
ander.

“ Heir of Redclyffe, the,” Author 
of: nide Charlotte M. Yonge.

Helps, Sir Arthur, f 1875.
Friends in Council 2 v. — Ivan de Biron

Hernans, Mrs. Felicia, -j- 1835.
Select Poetical Works 1 v.

Hewlett, Maurice.
The Forest Lovers 1 v. — Little Novels 
of Italy iv. — The Life and Death of 
Richard Yea-and-Nay 2 v. — New Can
terbury Tales iv. — The Queen’s Quair; 
or, The Six Years’ Tragedy 2 v. — Fond 
Adventares iv. — The Fool Errant 2 v. 
— The Stooping Lady 1 v. — The Spanish 
Jade iv. — Halfway House 2 v. — Open 
Country iv.— Rest Harrow 1 v.—Brazen- 
head the Great iv.—The Song of Renny 1 v. 
— Mrs. Lancelot 1 v.

Hichens, Robert.
Flames 2 v. — The Slave 2 v. — Felix 2 v. 
— The Woman with the Fan 2 v. — The 
Garden of Allah 2 v. — The Black Spaniel, 
and Other Stories 1 v. — The Call of the 
Blood 2 v. — A Spirit in Prison 2 v. — 
Barbary Sheep 1 v. — Bella Donna 2 v. — 
The Spell of Egypt i V. — The Dweller on 
the Threshold 1 v. — The Fruitful Vine 2 v. 
— The Londoners 1 v.

Hobart Pasha, Admiral, 11886. 
Sketches from my Life 1 v.



Hobbes, John Oliver (Mrs. 
Craigie) (Am.), f 1906.

The Gods, Some Mortals and Lord 
Wickenham 1 v. — The Serious Wooing 
IV. — The Dream and the Business 2 v.

Hoey, Mrs. Cashel.
A Golden Sorrow 2 v. — Out of Court 2 v.

Holdsworth, Annie E.
The Years that the Locust hath Eaten 
IV. — The Gods Arrive 1 v. — The Val
ley of the Great Shadow 1 v. — Great Low
lands i v. — A Garden of Spinsters 1 v.

Holme Lee: uide Harriet Parr.
Holmes, Oliver Wendell (Am.), 

t 1894-
The Autocrat of the Breakfast-Table 
IV. — The Professor at the Breakfast- 
Table IV. — The Poet at the Breakfast- 
Table IV. — Over the Teacups 1 v.

Hope, Anthony (Hawkins).
Mr. Witt’s Widow IV. — A Change 
of Air IV. — Half a Hero 1 v. — The In
discretion of the Duchess 1 v.—The God 
in the Car i v. — The Chronicles of Count 
Antonio IV. — Comedies of Courtship 
IV. — The Heartof Princess Osra 1 v. — 
Phroso 2 v. — Simon Dale 2 v. — Rupert 
of Hentzau tv. — The King's Mirror 
2 v.— Quisanté 1 v. — Tristram of Blent 2 v. 
— The Intrusions of Peggy 2 v. — Double 
Harness 2 v. — A Servant ofthe Public 2 v. 
— Sophy of Kravonia 2 v. — Tales of Two 
People 2 v. — The Great Miss Driver 2 v. 
— Mrs. Maxon Protests 1 v.

Hopkins, Tighe.
An Idler in Old France 1 v. — The Man 
in the Iron Mask 1 v. — The Dungeons 
of Old Paris IV. — The Silent Gate 1 v. 
— The Women Napoleon Loved 1 v.

“ Horace Templeton,” Authorof. 
Diary and Notes iv.

Hornung, Ernest William.
A Bride from the Bush 1 v. — Under 
Two Skies iv. — Tiny Luttrell 1 v. — 
The Boss of Taroomba 1 v. — My Lord 
Duke iv. — Young Blood 1 v. — Some 
Persons Unknown i v.—The Amateur 
Cracksman 1 v. —The Rogue’s March 1 v. 
— The Belle of Toorak 1 v. — Peccavi 1 v. 
— The Black Mask 1 v. —The Shadow of 
the Rope iv. — No Hero 1 v. — Denis 
Dent iv. — Irralie’s Bushranger and The 
Unbidden Guest 1 v. — Stingaree 1 v. — A 
Thief in the Night 1 v. — Dead Men Tell No 
Tales iv. — Mr. J ustice Raffles 1 v. — The 
Camera Fiend 1 v. — Fathers of Men 2 v. 
— Witching Hill i v.

“Household Words.”
Conducted by Charles Dickens. 1851-56. 
36 v. — Novels and Tales reprinted from 
Household Words by Charles Dickens. 
1856-59. II v.

Houstoun, Mrs.: *vide “Recom
mended to Mercy.”

“How to be Happy though 
Married,” Author of.

How to be Happy though Married 1 v.
Howard, Blanche Willis (Am.), 
f1898.

One Summer 1 v. — Aunt Serena iv. — 
Guenn 2 v. — Tony, the Maid, etc. 1 v.— 
The Open Door 2 v.

Howard, BlancheWillis.-j-iSgS, 
& William Sharp (Am.),| 1905.

A Fellowe and His Wife 1 v.
Howells, William Dean (Am.). 

A Foregone Conclusion 1 v. — The 
Lady of the Aroostook 1 v. — A Modem 
Instance 2V. — The Undiscovered Country 
i v. •—Venetian Life (with Portrait) 1 v. 
— Italian Journeys 1 v. — A Chance Ac
quaintance i v. — Their Wedding journey 
i v. — A Fearful Responsibility, and 
Tonelli’s Marriage 1 v. — A Woman’s 
Reason 2 v. — Dr. Breen’s Practice 1 v. — 
The Rise of Silas Lapham 2 v. — A Pair 
of Patient Lovers 1 v. — Miss Bollard’s In
spiration i V.

Hughes, Thomas, | 1898. 
Tom Brown's School-Days 1 v.

Hungerford, Mrs. (Mrs. Arglcs), 
t i897-

Molly Bawn 2 v. — Mrs. Geoffrey 2 v. 
—• Faith and Unfaith 2 v. — Portia 2 v. — 
Loÿs, Lord Berresford, and other Tales 
iv. — Her First Appearance, and other 
Tales iv. — Phyllis 2 v. — Rossmoyne 
2 v. — Doris 2 v. — A Maiden all Forlorn, 
etc. iv. — A Passive Crime, and other 
Stories iv. — Green Pleasure and Grey 
Grief 2 v. — A Mental Struggle 2 v. — 
Her Week’s Amusement, and Ugly 
Barrington iv. — Lady Branksmere 2 v. 
— Lady Valworth’s Diamonds 1 v. — A 
Modern Circe 2 v. — Marvel 2 v. — The 
Hon. Mrs. Vereker 1 v. — Under-Cur
rents 2 v. — In Durance Vile, etc. 1 v.— A 
Troublesome Girl, and other Stories 1 v. — 
A Life’s Remorse 2 v. — A Born Coquette 
2 v. —The Duchess 1 v.—Lady Verner’s 
Flight i v. — A Conquering Heroine, 
and “When in Doubt” 1 v. — Nora 



Crema 2 v. — A Mad Prank, and other 
Stories i v. •—The Hoyden 2 v. — The 
Red House Mystery 1 v. — An Unsatis
factory Lover IV. — Peter's Wife 2 v. — 
The Three Graces 1 v. — A Tug of War 
IV. —• The Professor’s Experiment 2 v. — 
A Point of Conscience 2 v. — A Lonely 
Girl IV. — Levice IV. — The Coming of 
Chloe i v.

Hunt, Mrs.: vide Beaumont
Hunt, Violet.

The Human Interest 1 v. — Wbite Rose 
of Weary Leaf 2 v. — The Wife of Alta
mont IV. — Tales of the Uneasy 1 v.

Hutten, Baroness von (Am.).
The Halo i V,—Kingsmead 1 v.-Thc Lord
ship of Love 2 v. — The Green Patch 1 v. 
— Sharrow 2 v.

Ingelow, Jean, -j- 1897.
Off the Skelligs 3 v. — Poems 2 v. — 
bated to be Free 2 v. — Sarah de 
Berenger 2 V. — Don John 2 v.

Inglis, the Hon. Lady.
The Siege of Lucknow 1 v.

Ingram, John H.: vide Poe.
Iota: vide Mrs. Caffyn.
Irving, Washington (Am.), 

t 1859.
The Sketch Book (with Portrait) 1 v. — 
The Life of Mahomet 1 v. — Lives of the 
Successors of Mahomet 1 v.—Oliver Gold
smith i v. — Chronicles of Wolfert’s Roost 
X v. — Life of George Washington 5 v.

Jackson, Mrs. Helen (H. H.) 
(Am.), t 1885.

Ramona 2 v.
Jacobs, W. W

Many Cargoes 1 v. — The Skipper’s 
Wooing, and The Brown Man’s Servant 
IV. — Sea Urchins 1 v. — A Master of 
Craft i v.— Light Freights 1 v. — AtSun- 
xvichPort IV. — The Lady of the Barge 1 v. 
— Odd Craft IV. — Dialstone Lane 1 v. 
— Captains All 1 v. — Short Cruises 1 v. 
— Salthaven 1 v. — Sailors’ Knots 1 v. — 
Ship’s Company 1 v.

James, Charles T. C.
Holy Wedlock i v.

James, G. P. R., f i860.
Morley Ernstein (with Portrait) 1 v. — 
Forest Days i V. —The False Heir 1 v.— 
Arabella Stuart 1 v. — Rose d’Albret 
I v. — Arrah Neil 1 v. — Agincourt 1 v. — 
The Smuggler IV. — The Step-Mother 
2 v, — Beauchamp x v. — Heidelberg 

IV. — The Gipsy IV. — The Castle of 
Ebrenstein IV. — Darnley 1 v. — Russell 
2 v. — The Convict 2 v. — Sir Theodore 
Broughton 2 v.

James, Henry (Am.).
The American 2 v. — The Europeans 
IV. — Daisy Miller; An International 
Episode ; Four Meetings 1 v. — Roderick 
Hudson 2 v. — The Madonna of the 
Future, etc. IV. — Eugene Pickering, 
etc. IV. — Confidence IV. — Washing
ton Square, etc. 2 v. — The Portrait of a 
Lady 3 v. — Foreign Parts 1 v. — French 
Poets and Novelists 1 v. — The Siege of 
London; The Point of View; A Pas
sionate Pilgrim IV. — Portraits of Places 
IV. —A Little Tour in France 1 v. —The 
Finer Grain IV. — The Outcry 1 v.

James, Winifred.
Bachelor Betty 1 v.

Jeaffreson, J. Cordy.
A Book about Doctors 2 v. — A 
Woman in spite of Herself 2 v. — Tho 
Real Lord Byron 3 v.

Jenkin, Mrs. Charles, 1885.
“Who Breaks—Pays” 1 v. — Skir
mishing IV. — Once and Again 2 v.— 
Two French Marriages 2 v. —Within an 
Ace i v. —Jupiter’s Daughters 1 v.

Jenkins, Edward.
Ginx’s Baby, his Birth and other Mis
fortunes ; Lord Bantam 2 v.

“Jennie of ‘The Prince’s,”' 
Author of: vide B. H. Buxton.

Jerome, Jerome K.
The Idle Thoughts of an Idle Fellow 
IV. — Diary of a Pilgrimage, and Six 
Essays IV. — Novel Notes 1 v. — Sketches 
in Lavender, Blue and Green 1 V. — 
The Second Thoughts of an Idle Fellow 
IV. — Three Men on the Bummel 1 v. — 
Paul Kelver 2 v. — Tea-Table Talk I v. 
— Tommy and Co. 1 v. — Idle Ideas in 1905 
IV. — The Passing of the Third Floor Back 
IV.— The Angel and the Author—and

• Others IV. — They and I, 1 v.
Jerrold, Douglas, f 1857.

History of St. Giles and St. James 
2 v. — Men of Character 2 v.

“John Halifax, Gentleman,” 
Author of: vide Mrs. Craik.

Johnny Ludlow: vide Mrs. 
Henry Wood.

Johnson, Samuel, | 1784.
Lives of the English Poets 2 v,



Jolly, Emily.
Colonel Dacre 2 v.

“Joshua Davidson,” Author of: 
vide Mrs. E. Lynn Linton.

Kavanagh, Miss Julia, j- 1877. 
Nathalie 2 v. — Daisy Burns 2 v. — 
Grace Lee 2 v. — Rachel Gray 1 v. — 
Adèle 3 v. — A Summer and Winter in 
the Two Sicilies 2 v.— Seven Years, and 
other Tales 2 v. — French Women of 
Letters i v. — Englishwomen of Letters 
IV. — Queen Mah 2 v. — Beatrice 2 v. — 
Sybil’s Second Love 2 v. — Dora 2 v. — 
Silvia 2 v. — Bessie 2 v. —John Dorrien 
3 v. — Two Lilies 2 v. — Forget-me-nots 
2 v. — Vide Series for the Young, p. 29.

Keary, Annie, f 1879.
Oldbury 2 v. — Castle Daly 2 v.

Keary, C. F.
The Mount i V.

Keeling, D’Esterre-: 2/. Esterre.
Kempis, Thomas a.

The Imitation of Christ. Translated 
from the Latin by W. Benham, b.d. i v.

Kimball,RichardB.(Am.),ji892. 
Saint Leger IV. — Romance of Student 
Life Abroad 1 v. — Undercurrents 1 v. — 
Was he Successful? iv. —To-Day in New 
York i v.

Kinglake, A. W., J 1891.
Eothen iv. — The Invasion of the 
Crimea 14 V.

Kingsley, Charles, J 1875. 
Yeast iv. — Westward ho ! 2 v. — Two 
Years ago 2 v. — Hypatia 2 v. — Alton 
Locke iv. — Hereward the Wake 2 v. -— 
At Last 2 v. — His Letters and Memories 
of his Life, edited by his Wife 2 v.

Kingsley, Henry, -j- 1876.
Ravenshoe 2 v. — Austin Elliot 1 v. — 
Geoffry Hamlyn 2 v. — The Hillyars and 
the Burtons 2 v. — Leighton Court 1 v. — 
Valentin iv. — Oakshott Castle 1 v. — 
Reginald Hetherege 2 v. — The Grange 
Garden 2 v.

Kinross, Albert.
An Opera and Lady Grasmere 1 v.

Kipling, Rudyard.
Plain Tales from the Hills 1 v. — The 
Second Jungle Book 1 v. — The Seven 
Seas iv. — “Captains Courageous” 
iv. — The Day’s Work 1 v. — A Fleet 
in Being iv. — Stalky & Co. 1 v. — From 
Sea to Sea 2 v. — The City of Dreadful 
Night iv. — Kim iv.—Just So Stories iv 

— The Five Nations 1 v. — Traffics and 
Discoveries iv. — Puck of Pook ’s Hill 1 v 
— Actions and Reactions 1 v. — Rewards 
and Fairies 1 v.

Lañan, May.
Flitters, Tatters, and the Counsellor 1 v.

Lamb, Charles, f 1834.
The Essays of Elia and Eliana 1 v.

Lang, Andrew: vide H. Rider
Haggard.

Langdon, Mary (Am.).
Ida May 1 v.

“Last of the Cavaliers, the,”
Author of (Miss Piddington). 

The Last of the Cavaliers 2 v. — The 
Gain of a Loss 2 v.

Laszowska, Mme de: vide E. 
Gerard.

Laurence, George Alfred: vide 
“Guy Livingstone.”

Lawless, the Hon. Emily.
Hurrish i v.

Lee, Holme: vide Harriet Parr.
Lee, Vernon.

Popejacynth, etc. 1 v. — Genius Loci, and 
The Enchanted Woods 1 v. — Hortus 
Vitae, and Limbo 1 v. — The Spirit of 
Rome, and Laurus Nobilis i v. — Vanitas

Le Fanu, J. S., J 1873.
Uncle Silas 2 v. — Guy Deverell 2 v.

Lemon, Mark, J 1870.
Wait for the End 2 v. — Loved at Last 
2 v. — Falkner Lyle 2 v. — Leyton Hall, 
and other Tales 2 v. — Golden Fetters 2 v.

Lever, Charles, J 1872.
The O’Donoghue 1 v. — The Knight of 
Gwynne 3 v. — Arthur O’Leary 2 v. — 
Harry Lorrequer 2 v. — Charles O’Mal
ley 3 V. — Tom Burke of “Ours” 3V. — 
Jack Hinton 2 v. — The Daltons 4 V. — 
The Dodd Family Abroad 3 V. — The 
Martins of Cro' Martin 3 V. — The For
tunes of Glencore 2 v. — Roland Cashel 
3 v. — Davenport Dunn 3 v. — Confessions 
of Con Cregan 2 v. — One of Them 2 v. — 
Maurice Tiernay 2 v. — Sir Jasper Carew 
2 v. — Barrington 2 v. — A Day's Ride 
2 v. — Luttrell of Arran 2 v. — Tony Butler 
2 v. — Sir Brook Fossbrooke 2 v. — The 
Bramleighs of Bishop’s Folly 2 v. — A 
Rent in a Cloud 1 v. — That Boy of Nor- 
cott’s iv. — St, Patrick’s Eve; Paul



Gosslett’s Confessions i v. — Lord Kil- 
gobbin 2 v.

Levett-Yeats, S.
The Honour of Savelli 1 v. — The 
Chevalier ďAuriac 1 v. — The Traitor’s 
Way IV. — The Lord Protector 1 v. — 
Orrain i v.

Lewes, G H., f 1878.
Ranthorpe IV. — The Physiology ot 
Common Life 2 v. — On Actors and the 
Art of Acting i v.

Linton, Mrs. E. Lynn, f 1898. 
The true History of Joshua Davidson 
IV. — Patricia Kemball 2 v. — The 
Atonement of Leam Dundas 2 v. — The 
World well Lost 2 v. — Under which 
Lord? 2 v. — With a Silken Thread, and 
other Stories i v. —Todhunters’ at Loan
in’ Head, and other Stories 1 v. — “Mjj 
Love! ” 2 v. — The Girl of the Period, 
and other Social Essays 1 v. — Ione 2 v.

Lockhart, L. W. M., j" 1882.
Mine is Thine 2 V.

Loftus, Lord Augustus.
Diplomatic Reminiscences 1837 - 1862 
(with Portrait) 2 V.

London, Jack (Am.).
Burning Daylight 1 v. — The Call of the 
W ild i v. — When God Laughs 1 v. — The 
Sea-Wolf 2 v. — South Sea Tales 1 v.

Longard, Mme de: v. D. Gerard.
Longfellow, Henry Wads

worth (Am.), 1882.
Poetical Works (with Portrait) 3 v. — 
The Divine Comedy of Dante Alighieri 
3v.—The New-England Tragedies 1 v. 
— The Divine Tragedy 1 v. — Flower-de- 
Luce, and Three Books ofSong 1 v. — The 
Masque of Pandora, and other Poems 1 v.

Lonsdale, Margaret.
Sister Dora (with Portrait) 1 v.

Lorimer, George Horace (Am.). 
Letters from a Self-Made Merchant to his 
Son IV. — Old Gorgon Graham 1 v. — 
Jack Spurlock, Prodigal 1 v.

“Lost Battle, a,” Author of.
A Lost Battle 2 v.

Lowndes, Mrs. Belloc.
The Uttermost Farthing 1 v.— Studies in 
Wives i v.—WhenNoManPursueth 1 v. 
— Jane Oglander 1 v. — The Chink in the 
Armour IV. — Mary Pechell 1 v. — Studies 
in Love and in Terror 1 v.

Lubbock, Sir John (Lord Ave
bury).

The Pleasures of Life 1 v. — The Beau

ties of Nature (with Illustrations) 1 v. — 
The Use of Life tv. — Scenery of Switzer
land (with Illustrations) 2 v. — Essaysand 
Addresses 1900-1903 IV. — On Peace 
and Happiness 1 v.

“Lutfullah”: "vide Eastwick.
Lyall, Edna, f 1903.

We Two 2 v. — Donovan 2 v. — In 
the Golden Days 2 v. — Knight-Errant 
2 v. — Won by Waiting 2 v. — Wayfaring 
Men 2 v. — Hope the Hermit 2 v. — 
Doreen 2 v. — In Spite of All 2 v. — The 
Hinderen i v.

Lytton, Lord: vide E. Bulwer.
Lytton, Robert Lord (Owen 

Meredith), "I" 1891.
Poems 2 v. — Fables in Song 2 v.

Maartens, Maarten.
The Sin of Joost Avelingh 1 v. — An 
Old Maid’s Love 2 v. — God’s Fool 2 v. 
— The Greater Glory 2 v. — My Lady 
Nobody 2 v. — Her Memory 1 v. — Some 
Women I have known 1 v. — My Poor 
Relations 2 v. — Dorothea 2 v. — The 
Healers 2 v. — The Woman’s Victory, and 
OthenStories 2 v. —The New Religion 2 v. 
— Brothers All i v.—The Price of Lis Doris 
2 v.—HarmenPols : Peasant 1 v.—Eve 2 v.

MCAulay, Allan (Am.): vide 
Kate Douglas Wiggin.

Macaulay, Lord, j- 1859.
History of England (with Portrait) 10 v. 
— Critical and Historical Essays 5 V. — 
Lays of Ancient Rome 1 v. — Speeches 
2 v. — Biographical Essays 1 v. — Wil
liam Pitt, Atterbury IV. — (See also 
Trevelyan).

M c Carthy, J ustin.
The Waterdale Neighbours 2 v. — 
Dear Lady Disdain 2 v. — Miss Misan
thrope 2 v. — A History of our Own Times 
5 v. — Donna Quixote 2 v. — A Short 
History of our Own Times 2 v. — A 
History of the Four Georges. Vols. 1 & 
2. — A History of our Own Times. Vols. 
6 & 7 (supplemental). — A History of the 
Four Georges and of William IV. Vols. 3, 
4 & 5 (supplemental). — A Short History 
of our Own Times. Vol. 3 (supplemental).

Mac Donald, George, f 1905.
Alec Forbes of Howglen 2 v. — Annals 
of a Quiet Neighbourhood 2 v. — David 
Elginbrod 2 v. — The Vicar’s Daughter 
2 v. — Malcolm 2 v. — St. George and 
St. Michael 2 v. — The Marquis of 
Lossie 2 v. — Sif Gibbie 2 v. — Mary 



Marston 2 v. — The Gifts of the Child 
Christ, and other Tales i v. — The Prin
cess and Curdie r v.

Mackarness, Mrs., j 1881.
Sunbeam Stories i v. — A Peerless 
Wife 2 V. — A Mingled Yarn 2 v.

Mackay, Eric, f 1898.
Love Letters of a Violinist, and other 
Poems i v.

M c Knight, Charles(Am.),11881.
Old Fort Duquesne 2 v.

Maclaren, Ian, j- 1907.
Beside the Bonnie Brier Bush 1 v. — 
The Days of Auld Langsyne 1 v. — His 
Majesty Baby I v.

Macleod, Fiona, f 1905.
Wind and Wave 1 v. — The Sunset of Old 
Tales i v.

Macleod, Norman, | 1872.
The Old Lieutenant and his Son 1 v.

Macpherson, James, j 1796: 
vide Ossian.

Macquoid, Mrs.
Patty 2 V. — Miriam’s Marriage 2 v. — Pic
tures across the Channel 2 v. — Too Soon 
IV. — My Story 2 V.— Diane 2 v.— Beside 
the River 2 v. — A Faithful Lover 2 v.

“Mademoiselle Mori,” Author 
of (Miss Roberts).

Mademoiselle Mori 2 v. — Denise 1 v. 
— Madame Fontenoy 1 v. — On the 
Edge of the Storm 1 v. — The Atelier du 
Lys 2 v. — In the Olden Time 2 v.

Mahon, Lord: vide Stanhope.
Maine, E. S.

Scarscliff Rocks 2 v.
Malet, Sir Edward.

Shifting Scenes i V.
Malet, Lucas (Mrs. Mary St.

Leger Harrison).
Colonel Enderby’s Wife 2 v. — The 
History of Sir Richard Calmady 3 v. —The 
Far Horizon 2 v. — The Score 1 ▼. — 
Adrian Savage 2 v.

Malmesbury, the Earl of.
Memoirs of an Ex-Minister 3 v.

Mann, Mary E.
A Winter’s Tale 1 v. — The Cedar

Mansfield, Robert Blachford.
The Log of the Water Lily 1 v.

Mark Twain: vide Twain.
“Marmorne,” Author of: vide 

P. G. Hamerton.
Marryat, Capt, 1848.

Jacob Faithful (with Portrait) 1 v. — 
Percival Keene 1 v. — Peter Simple 1 v. — 
Japhet in Search of a Father 1 v. — 
Monsieur Violet IV. — The Settlers in 
Canada 1 v. — The Mission 1 v. — The 
Privateer’s-Man 1 v. — The Children of 
the New-Forcst IV. — Valerie 1 v. — 
Mr. Midshipman Easy 1 v.—The King’s 
Own i v.

Marryat, Florence, -j- 1899.
Love's Conflict 2 v. — For Ever and 
Ever 2 v. — The Confessions of Gerald 
Estcourt 2 v. — Nelly Brooke 2 v. — 
Veronique 2 v. — Petronel 2 v. — Her 
Lord and Master 2 v. — The Prey of the 
Gods IV. — Life and Letters of Captain 
Marryat 1 v. — Mad Dumaresq 2 v. — 
No Intentions 2 v. — Fighting the Air 
2 v. — A Star and a Heart ; An Utter Im
possibility IV. — The Poison of Asps, 
and other Stories 1 v. — A Lucky Disap
pointment, and other Stories 1 v. — “My 
own Child” 2 v. — Her Father’s Name 
2 v. — A Harvest of Wild Oats 2 v. — 
A Little Stepson tv. — Written in Fire 
2 v. — Her World against a Lie 2 v. — 
A Broken Blossom 2 v. — The Root of 
all Evil 2 v. — The Fair-haired Alda 2 v. — 
With Cupid’s Eyes 2 v. — My Sister the 
Actress 2 v. — Phyllida 2 v. — How they 
loved Him 2 v. — Facing the Footlights 
(with Portrait) 2 v. — A Moment of Mad
ness, and other Stories 1 v. — The Ghost 
of Charlotte Cray, and other Stories 
IV. — Peeress and Player 2 v. — Under 
the Lilies and Roses 2 v. — The Heart 
of Jane Warner 2 v. — The Heir Pre
sumptive 2 v. — The Master Passion 2 v. 
— Spiders of Society 2 v. — Driven to Bay 
2 v. — A Daughter of the Tropics 2 v. — 
Gentleman and Courtier 2 v. — On Cir
cumstantial Evidence 2 v. — Mount Eden. 
A Romance 2 v. — Blindfold 2 v. — A 
Scarlet Sin IV. — A Bankrupt Heart 2 v. 
— The Spirit World tv. — The Beautiful 
Soul IV. — At Heart a Rake 2 v. — 
The Strange Transfiguration of Hannah 
Stubbs IV. — The Dream that Stayed 
2 v. — A Passing Madness 1 v. — The 
Blood of the Vampire 1 v. — A Soul on 
Fire IV. — Iris the Avenger 1 v.

Marsh, Mrs. Anne, j- 1874.
Ravenscliffe 2 v. — Emilia Wyndham 

1 2 v. — Castle Avon г v. — Aubrey 2 v. — 



The Heiress of Haughton 2 v. — Evelyn 
Marston 2 v. — The Rose of Ashurst 2 v.

Marshall, Mrs. Emma, | 1899. 
Mrs. Mainwaring’s Journal x v. — 
Benvenuta IV. — Lady Alice 1 v. — 
Dayspring IV. — Life’s Aftermath 1 v. — 
In the East Country 1 v. — No. XIII; or, 
The Story of the Lost Vestal 1 v. — In 
Four Reigns IV. — On the Banks of the 
Ouse IV. — In the City of Flowers 1 v. — 
Alma i v. — Under Salisbury Spire 1 v. 
— The End Crowns All 1 v. —Winchester 
Meads Iv. — Eventide Light 1 v. — 
Winifrede’s Journal 1 v. — Bristol Bells 
IV. — In the Service of Rachel Lady 
Russell tv. — A Lily among Thorns 1 v. 
— Penshurst Castle 1 v. — Kensington 
Palace IV. — The White King’s Daughter 
IV. — The Master of the Musicians 1 v. 
— An Escape from the Tower 1 v. — A 
Haunt of Ancient Peace 1 v. — Castle 
Meadow i v. — In the Choir of West
minster Abbey IV. — The Young Queen 
of Hearts IV. — Under the Dome of St. 
Paul’s IV. — The Parson’s Daughter

Mason, A. E. W.
The Four Feathers 2 v. — Miranda of 
the Balcony IV. — The Courtship of Mor
rice Buckler 2 v. — The Truants 2 v. — 
The Watchers 1 v. — Running Water 1 v. 
— The Broken Road 1 v. — At the Villa 
Rose IV. — The Turnstile 2 v.

Mathers, Helen (Mrs. Henry 
Reeves).

“Cherry Ripe!” 2 v. — “Land 0’ the 
Leal ” IV. — My Lady Green Sleeves 2 v. 
— As he comes up the Stair, etc. 1 v. — 
Sam’s Sweetheart 2 v. y- Eyre's Acquittal 
2 v. — Found Out IV. — Murder or Man
slaughter? IV. — The Fashion of this 
World (80 Pf.)—Blind J ustice, and “Who, 
being dead, yet Speaketh ” 1 v. —What 
the Glass Told, and A Study of a Woman 
IV. — Bam Wildfire 2 v. — Becky 2 v. — 
Cinders IV. — “ Honey ” IV. — Griff of 
Griffithscourt IV. — The New Lady Teazle, 
and Other Stories and Essays 1 v. — The 
Ferryman 1 v. — Tally Ho ! 2 v. — Pigskin 
and Petticoat 2 v. — Gay Lawless 1 v. — 
Love the Thief i v.

Maurice, Colonel.
The Balance of Military Power in 
Europe i v.

Maurier, George du, | 1896. 
Trilby 2 v. — The Martian 2 v.

M axwell, M rs.: v. M iss Braddon.

Maxwell, W. B.
The Ragged Messenger 2 v.—TheGuarded 
Flame 2 v. — Mrs. Thompson 1 v. — The 
Rest Cure IV. — In Cotton Wool 2 v. — 
General Matlock’s Shadow 1 v.

“Mehalah”: y. Baring-Gould.
Melville, George J. Whyte, 

f 1878.
Kate Coventry IV. — Holmby House 
2 v. — Digby Grand 1 v. — Good for No
thing 2 v. — The Queen’s Maries 2 v. — 
The Gladiators 2 v. — The Brookes of 
Bridlemere 2 v. — Cerise 2 v. — The 
Interpreter 2 v. — The White Rose 2 v. — 
M. or N. i v. — Contraband 1 v. — 
Sarchedon 2 v. — Undejohn 2 v. — 
Katerfelto IV. — Sister Louise 1 v. — 
Rosine IV. — Roys’ Wife 2 v. — Black 
but Comely 2 v. —Riding Recollections ivv

Memorial Volumes: vide Five
Centuries (vol. 500) ; The New 
Testament (vol. 1000); Henry 
Morley (vol. 2000).

Meredith, George, j 1909.
The Ordeal of Richard Feverel 2 v. — 
Beauchamp’s Career 2 v. — The Tragic 
Comedians 1 v. — Lord Ormont and his 
Aminta 2 v. — The Amazing Marriage 2 v. 
— The Egoist 2 v.

Meredith, Owen: vide Robert 
Lord Lytton.

Merrick, Leonard.
The Man who was good 1 v. — This 
Stage of Fools tv. — Cynthia 1 v. — One 
Man’s View IV. — The Actor-Manager 
IV. — The Worldlings IV. — When Love 
flies out 0’ the Window 1 v. — Conrad in 
Quest of His Youth 1 v. — The Quaint 
Companions 1 v.—Whispers about Women 
IV. — The House of Lynch 1 v. — The 
Man who Understood Women, etc. 1 v. — 
All the World Wondered, etc. 1 v. — The 
Position of Peggy Harper 1 v.

Merriman, Henry Seton, f 1903. 
Young Mistley IV. — Prisoners and 
Captives 2 v. — From One Generation to 
Another i V. —With Edged Tools 2 v. — 
The Sowers 2 v. — Flotsam 1 v. — In 
Kedar’s Tents 1 v. — Roden’s Comer 
i v. —The Isle of Unrest i v. — The Velvet 
Glove i v.—The Vultures iv. — Barlasch 
of the Guard 1 v. — Tomaso’s Fortune, and 
Other Stories iv. — The Last Hope 2 v.

Merriman, H. S., & S. G. Tallen- 
tyre.

The Money-Spinner, etc. 1 v.



Milne, James.
The Epistles of Atkins i v.

Milton, John, I 1674.
Poetical Works 1 V.

“Miss Molly," Author of. 
Geraldine Hawthorne 1 v.

“Molly Bawn,” Author of: "vide 
Mrs. Hungerford.

Montgomery, Florence.
Misunderstood 1 v. — Thrown To
gether 2 v. — Thwarted 1 v. — Wild Mike 
IV. — Seaforth 2 v. — The Blue Veil 
IV. — Transformed 1 v. — The Fisher
man’s Daughter, etc. 1 v. — Colonel 
Norton 2 v. — Prejudged 1 v. — An Un
shared Secret, and Other Tales 1 v.

Moore, Frank Frankfort.
“I Forbid the Banns” 2 v. — A Gray 
Eye or So 2 v. — One Fair Daughter 
2 v. — They Call it Love 2 v. — The 
Jessamy Bride 1 v. — The Millionaires 1 v. 
— Nell Gwyn—Comedian 1 v.—A Damsel 
or Two IV. — Castle Omeragh 2 v. — Ship
mates in Sunshine 2 v. — The Original 
Woman IV. — The White Causeway 1 v.— 
The Artful Miss Dill IV. — The Marriage 
Lease IV. — An Amateur Adventuress 1 v. 
— Priscilla and Charybdis 1 v. — The Food 
of Love i v.—The Laird of Craig Athol 1 v. 
— The Marriage of Barbara 1 v. — The 
Narrow Escape of Lady Hardwell 1 v.

Moore, George.
Celibates IV. — Evelyn Innes 2 v. — Sister 
Teresa 2 v.—The Untilled Field 1 v.—Con
fessions of aYoung Man i v.—The Lake 1 v. 
—Memoirs of my Dead Life 1 v.—Ave 1 v. 
— Spring Days IV. — Salve 1 v.

Moore, Thomas, J 1852. 
Poetical Works (with Portrait) 5 v.

Morgan, Lady, j 1859.
Memoirs 3 v.

Morley, Henry, J 1894.
Of English Literature in the Reign of 
Victoria. With Facsimiles of the Signa
tures of Authors in the Tauchnitz Edition 
(v. 2000, published 1881) i V.

Morris, William.
A Selection from his Poems 1 v.

Morrison, Arthur.
Tales of Mean Streets 1 v. — A Child 
of the Jago IV. — To London Town 1 v. 
— Cunning Murrell Iv. — The Hole in the 
Wall i v. — The Green Eye of Goona 1 v. 
— Divers Vanities i v. — Green Ginger 1 v.

Muirhead, James Fullarton. 
The Land of Contrasts 1 v.

Mulock, Miss: vide Mrs. Craik. 
Murray, David Christie.

Rainbow Gold 2 v.
Murray, Grenville: v. Grenville. 
“My Little Lady,” Author of: 

vide E. Frances Poynter.
New Testament, the.

The Authorised English Version, with 
Introduction and Various Readings from 
the three most celebrated Manuscripts of 
the Original Text, by Constantine Tischen
dorf (vol. 1000, published 1869) I v.

Newby, Mrs. C. J.
Common Sense 2 v.

Newman, Dr. J. H. (Cardinal 
Newman), ý 1890.

Callista i v.
Nicholls, Mrs. : vide Currer Bell.
“Nina Balatka,” Author of: 

vide Anthony Trollope.
“No Church,” Author of (F. 

Robinson).
No Church 2 v. — Owen :—a Waif 2 v. 

Noel, Lady Augusta.
From Generation to Generation 1 v. — 
Hithersea Mere 2 v.

Norris, Frank (Am.), J 1902. 
The Octopus 2 v. — The Pit 2 v.

Norris, W. E.
My Friend Jim 1 v. — A Bachelor’s 
Blunder 2 V. — Major and Minor 2 v. — 
The Rogue 2 V. — Miss Shafto 2 v. — Mrs. 
Fenton IV. — Misadventure 2 v. — Saint 
Ann’s IV. — A Victim of Good Luck 
IV. — The Danger in Yellow 1 v. — 
Clarissa Furiosa 2 v. — Marietta’s Mar
riage 2 v. — The Fight for the Crown 
i v.—The Widower i v.—Giles Ingilby 1 v. 
— The Flower of the Flock 1 v. — His 
Own Father 1 v.— The Creditofthe County 
IV. — Lord Leonard the Luckless 1 v. — 
Nature’s Comedian 1 v.—Nigel’sVocation 
IV. — Barham of Beltana 1 v. — Harry and 
Ursula IV. — The Square Peg 1 v. — 
Pauline IV. — The Peijurer 1 v. — Not 
Guilty i V. —Vittoria Victrix 1 v. — Paul’s 
Paragon IV. — The Rt. Hon. Gentleman

Norton, Hon. Mrs., f 1877.
Stuart of Dunleath 2 v. — Lost and 
Saved 2 v. — Old Sir Douglas 2 v.

“ N ot Easily J ealous,” Author of 
(Miss Iza Hardy).

Not Easily Jealous 2 v.



“Novels and Tales": vide 
“Household Words.”

O’Conor Eccles, Charlotte (Hal 
Godfrey).

The Rejuvenation of Miss Semaphore i v. 
— The Matrimonial Lottery i v.

Oldmeadow, Ernest.
Susan i v.

Oliphant, Laurence, f 1888.
Altiera Peto 2 v. — Masollam 2 v.

Oliphant, Mrs., I 1897.
The Last of the Mortimers 2 v. — Mrs. 
Margaret Maitland 1 v. — Agnes 2 v. —• 
Madonna Mary 2 v. — The Minister’s 
Wife 2 v. — The Rector and the Doctor’s 
Family IV. — Salem Chapel 2 v. — The 
Perpetual Curate 2 v. — Miss Marjori- 
banks 2 v. — Ombra 2 v. — Memoir of 
Count de Montalembert 2 v. — May 2 v. — 
Innocent 2 v. — For Love andLife 2 v. — 
A Rose in June IV. — The Story of 
Valentine and his Brother 2 v. — White
ladies 2 V. — The Curate in Charge 1 v. — 
Phoebe, Junior 2 V. — Mrs. Arthur 2 v.— 
Carità 2 v. — Young Musgrave 2 v. — 
The Primrose Path 2 v. — Within the 
Precincts 3 V. — The Greatest Heiress in 
England 2 v. — He that will not when he 
may 2 v. — Harry Joscelyn 2 v. — In Trust 
2 v. — It was a Lover and his Lass 3 V. — 
The Ladies Lindores 3 V. — Hester 3 V. — 
The Wizard’s Son 3 V. — A Country Gen
tleman and his Family 2 v. — Neighbours 
on the Green IV. — The Duke’s Daughter 
i v. — The Fugitives IV. — Kirsteen 2 v. 
— Life of Laurence Oliphant and of Alice 
Oliphant, hisWife 2v.—The Little Pilgrim 
in the Unseen i v.—The Heir Presumptive 
andtheHeirApparent 2 v.—The Sorceress 
2 v. — Sir Robert’s Fortune 2 v. — The 
Ways of Life tv. — Old Mr.Tredgold 2 v.

“One who has kept a Diary":
■vide George W. E. RusselL

Orczy, Baroness.
Petticoat Government 1 v. — The Scarlet 
Pimpernel IV. — I will Repay 1 v. — The 
Elusive Pimpernel iv.—Fire in Stubble 2 v. 
— ATrueWoman 1 v.— Meadowsweet 1 v.

Osbourne, Lloyd (Am.).
Baby Bullet i v. — Wild Justice 1 v. — The 
Motormaniacs 1 v. — Harm’s Way 1 v. — 
The Kingdoms of the World 1 v.

Ossian.
The Poems of Ossian. Translated by 
James Macpherson 1 v.

Ouida, | 1908.
Idalia 2 v. — Tricotrin 2 v. — Puck 2 v. — 

Chandos 2V. — Strathmore 2 v. —Under 
two Flags 2 v. — Folle-Farine 2 v. — A 
Leaf in the Storm; A Dog of Flanders; 
A Branch of Lilac; A Provence Rose 
iv. — Cecil Castlemaine’s Gage, and other 
Novelettes iv. — Madame la Marquise, 
and other Novelettes 1 v. — Pascarèl 2 v. 
— Held in Bondage 2 v. — Two little 
Wooden Shoes 1 v.— Signa (with Portrait) 
3 v.—In a Winter City iv.—Ariadně 2 v.— 
Friendship 2 v. — Moths 3 V. — Pipistrello, 
and other Stories 1 v. — A Village Com
mune 2 v. — In Maremma 3 V. — Bimbi 
iv. — Wanda 3 V. — Frescoes and other 
Stories iv. — Princess Napraxine 3V. — 
Othmar 3V. — A Rainyjune (6oPf.). Don 
Gesualdo (6oPf.). — A PIouseParty 1 v. — 
Guilderoy 2 v.— Syrlin 3 V. ■— Ruffino, and 
other Stories iv. — Santa Barbara, etc. 
iv. — Two Offenders iv. — The Silver 
Christ, etc. i v. —Toxin, and other Papers 
iv. — Le Selve, and Tonia 1 v. — The 
Massarenes 2 v. — An Altruist, and Four 
Essays iv. — La Strega, and other 
Stories iv. — The Waters of Edera 1 v. 
— Street Dust, and Other Stories 1 v. — 
Critical Studies 1 v. — Helianthus 2 v.

“Outcasts, the,” Author of: vide 
“Roy Teilet”

Pain, Barry.
The Exiles of Faloo 1 v. — Stories in Grey 
iv. — Stories without Tears 1 v. — The 
New Gulliver, and Other Stories 1 v.

Parker, Sir Gilbert.
The Battle of the Strong 2 v. — Donovan 
Pasha, & Some People of Egypt 1 v. — The 
Seats of the Mighty 2 v.— The Weavers 2 v.

Parr, Harriet (Holme Lee), 
f 1900.

Basil Godfrey’s Caprice 2 v. — For Richer, 
for Poorer 2 v. — The Beautiful Miss Bar
rington 2 v. — Her Title of Honour iv. — 
Echoes of a Famous Year 1 v. — Kathe
rine’s Trial iv. — The Vicissitudes of 
Bessie Fairfax 2 v.— Ben Milner’sWooing 
i v.— Straightforward 2 v. — Mrs. Denys 
of Cote 2 v. — A Poor Squire 1 v.

Parr, Mrs.
Dorothy Fox iv. — The Prescotts of 
Pamphillon 2 v. — The Gosau Smithy, etc. 
iv. — Robin 2 v. — Loyalty George 2 v.

Paston, George.
A Study in Prejudices 1 v. — A Fair 
Deceiver i v.

Pasture, Mrs. Henry de la.
The Lonely Lady of Grosvenor Square I v. 
— The Grey Knight 1 v. — Catherine’s 
Child iv. — Master Christopher 2 v,



Paul, Mrs.: vide “Still Waters.”
“ Paul Ferroll,” Author of (Mrs.

Caroline Clive), -j- 1873.
Paul Ferroll IV. — Year after Year 1 v. 
— Why Paul Ferroll killed his Wife 1 v.

Payn, James, -j- 1898.
Found Dead 1 v. — Gwendoline’s Har
vest IV. — Like Father, like Son 2 v. — 
Not Wooed, but Won 2 v. — Cecil’s Tryst 
i v. — A Woman’s Vengeance 2 v. — 
Murphy’s Master 1 v. — In the Heart of 
a Hill, and other Stories 1 v. — At Her 
Mercy 2 v. — The Best of Husbands 2 v. — 
Walter’s Word 2 v. — Halves 2 v. — 
Fallen Fortunes 2 v. —What He cost Her 
2 v. — By Proxy 2 V. — Less Black than 
we’re Painted 2 v. — Under one Roof 
2 v. — High Spirits IV. — High Spirits 
(Second Series) IV. — A Confidential 
Agent 2 v. — From Exile 2 v. — A Grape 
from a Thorn 2 v. — Some Private Views 
tv. — For Cash Only 2 v. — Kit : A Me
mory 2 v. — The Canon’s Ward (with 
Portrait) 2 v. — Some Literary Re
collections IV. — The Talk of the Town 
IV. — The Luck of the Darrells 2 v. — 
The Heir of the Ages 2 v.— Holiday Tasks 
IV. — Glow-Worm Tales (First Series) 
i v. — Glow-Worm Tales (SecondSeries) 
IV. — A Prince of the Blood 2 v. — The 
Mystery of Mirbridge 2 v. — The Burnt 
Million 2 v. — The Word and the Will 
2 v. — Sunny Stories, and some Shady 
Ones IV. — A Modern Dick Whitting
ton 2 V. — A Stumble on the Threshold 
2 v. — A Trying Patient 1 v. — Gleams 
of Memory, and The Eavesdropper i v.— 
In Market Overt IV. — The Disappear
ance of George Driffell, and other Tales 
IV. — Another’s Burden etc. 1 v. — The 
Backwater of Life, or Essays of a Literary 
Veteran i V.

Peard, Frances Mary.
One Year 2 V.—The Rose-Garden 1 v.— 
Unawares 1 v. — Thorpe Regis 1 v. — A 
Winter Story IV. — A Madrigal, and 
other Stories IV. — Cartouche 1 v. — 
Mother Molly IV. — Schloss and Town 
2 v. — Contradictions 2 v. — Near Neigh
bours IV. — Alicia Tennant 1 v. — Ma- 
dame’s Granddaughter 1 v. — Donna 
Teresa IV. — Number One and Number 
Two IV. — The Ring from Jaipur 1 v. — 
The Flying Months i v.

Pemberton, Max.
The Impregnable Cityi v. — A Woman 
of Kronstadt IV. — The Phantom Army 

IV. — The Garden of Swords 1 v. — The 
Footsteps of a Throne 1 v — Pro Patria 1 v. 
— The Giant’s Gate 2 v. — I crown thee 
King i v. —The House under the Sea 1 v. 
— The Gold Wolf IV.— Doctor Xavier i v. 
— Red Morn i v. — Beatrice of Venice 2 v. 
— Mid the Thick Arrows 2 v. — My Sword 
for Lafayette 1 v. — The Lady Evelyn 1 v. 
— The Diamond Ship 1 v. —The Lodestar 
IV. — Wheels of Anarchy 1 v. — Love 
the Harvester 1 v. — The Adventures of 
Captainjack 1 v. — White Walls 1 v. — 
The Show Girl i v.

Percy, Bishop Thomas, f 1811. 
Reliques of Ancient English Poetry jv.

Perrin, Alice.
Idolatry IV. — The Charm 1 v. — The 
Anglo-Indians 1 v.

Philips, F. C.
As in a Looking Glass 1 v. — The Dean 
and his Daughter 1 v. — Lucy Smith 1 v. — 
A Luck}’ Young Woman 1 v. —Jack and 
Threejills IV, — Little Mrs. Murray 1 v.— 
Young Mr. Ainslie’s Courtship IV.—Social 
Vicissitudes IV. -— Extenuating Circum
stances, and A French Marriage 1 v. — 
More Social Vicissitudes iv. — Constance 
2 V. — That Wicked Mad’moiselle, etc. 
i v. — A Doctor in Difficulties, etc. r v. — 
Black and White 1 v. — “ One Never 
Knows” 2 v. — Of Course iv. — Miss 
Ormerod's Protégé 1 v. — My little Hus
band iv. — Mrs. Bouverie iv. — A 
Question of Colour, and otherStories iv.— 
A Devil in Nun’s Veiling 1 v. — A Full 
Confession, and other Stories 1 v. —• The 
Luckiest of Three 1 v. — Poor Little Bella 
iv. — Eliza Clarke, Governess, and Other 
Stories iv. — Marriage, etc. 1 v. — School
girls of To-day, etc. iv. — If Only, etc. 1 v. 
— An Unfortunate Blend 1 v. — A Bar
rister’s Courtship i v.

Philips, F. C. & Percy Fendali.
A Daughter’s Sacrifice 1 v. — Margaret 
Byng iv. — Disciples of Plato 1 v. — A 
Honeymoon—and After 1 v.

Philips, F. C. & C. J. Wills.
The Fatal Phryne iv.—The Scudamores 
iv. — A Maiden Fair to See 1 v. — Sybil 
Ross’s Marriage 1 v.

Philips, F. C. & A. R. T.
Life iv. — Man and Woman 1 v.

PhillpOttS, Eden.
Lying Prophets 2 v. — The Human Boy 
iv. — Sons of the Morning 2 v. — The 
Good Red Earth 1 v.— The Striking Hours 
iv. — The Farm of the Dagger 1 v. — 



The Golden Fetich i v. —The Whirlwind 
2 v. — The Human Boy Again i v.— From 
the Angle of Seventeen i v.

Phillpotts, E. & Arnold Bennett 
The Sinews of War i v.— The Statue i v.

Piddington, Miss: vide Author of 
“The Last of the Cavaliers.”

Poe, Edgar Allan (Am.), 11849.
Poems and Essays, edited with a new 
Memoir by John H. Ingram 1 v.—Tales, 
edited by John H. Ingram 1 V.

Pope, Alexander, f 1744.
Select Poetical Works (with Portrait) I v.

Poynter, Miss E. Frances.
My Little Lady 2 v.—Ersilia 2 v.—Among 
the Hills IV. — Madame de Presnel 1 v.

Praed, Mrs. Campbell.
Zéro tv. — Affinities IV. — The Head 
Station 2 V.

Prentiss, Mrs. E. (Am.), j 1878. 
Stepping Heavenward 1 v.

Prince Consort, the, j- 1861.
Speeches and Addresses (with Portr.) iv.

Pryce, Richard.
Miss Maxwell’s Affections 1 v. — The 
Quiet Mrs. Fleming 1 v. — Time and the 
Woman i v.

Pyrn, H. N.: vide Caroline Fox.
Quiller-Couch, A. T. (“Q”).

Noughts and Crosses 1 v. — I Saw Three 
Ships iv. — Dead Man’s Rock 1 v. — Ia 
and other Tales 1 v. — The Ship of Stars 
i v. — The Adventures of Harry Revel 1 v. 
— Fort Amity iv. — Shakespeare’s Christ
mas, and Other Stories 1 v. — The Mayor 
of Troy iv. — Merry-Garden, and Other 
Stories iv. — Brother Copas 1 v.

Quincey: vide De Quincey.
Rae, W. Fraser, ý 1905.

Westward by Rail 1 v. — Miss Bayle’s 
Romance 2 v. — The Business ofTravel 1 v.

Raimond, C. E. (Miss Robins) 
(Am.).

The Open Question 2 v. — The Magnetic 
North 2 v. — A Dark Lantern 2 v. — The 
Convert 2 V. — The Florentine Frame 1 v.

“Rajah’s Heir, the,” Author of.
The Rajah’s Heir 2 v.

Reade, Charles, f 1884.
“It is never too late to mend” 2 v. — 
“Love me little, love me long” 1 v. — 
The Cloister and the Hearth 3 v. — Hard 

Cashjv. — Put Yourself in his Place 2v. — 
A Terrible Temptation 2 v. — Peg Wof
fington iv. — Christie Johnstone 1 v. — 
A Simpleton 2 v. — The Wandering Heir 
iv. — A Woman-Hater 2v. — Readiana 
iv. — Singleheart and Doubleface 1 v.

“Recommended to Mercy,” 
Author of (Mrs. Houstoun).

“ Recommended to Mercy ” 2 v. — Zoe’s 
“ Brand ” 2 v.

Reeves, Mrs.: v.Helen Mathers.
Rhys, Grace.

Mary Dominic 1 v. — The Wooing of 
Sheila i v.

Rice, James: v. Walter Besant.
Richards, Alfred Bate, | 1876. 

So very Human 3 v.
Richardson, S., f 1761.

Clarissa Harlowe 4 v.
Riddell, Mrs. (F. G. Trafford).

George Geith of Fen Court 2 v. — Max
well Drewitt 2 v. — The Race for Wealth 
2 v. — Far above Rubies 2 v. — The Earl’s 
Promise 2 V. — Mortomley’s Estate 2 v.

Ridge, W. PetL
Name of Garland 1 v. — Thanks to Sander-

“ Rita.”
Souls iv. — The Jesters iv. — The Mas
queraders 2 v. — Queer Lady Judas 2 v. — 
Prince Charming 1 v. — The Pointing 
Finger iv. — A Man of no Importance 1 v. 
— The Millionaire Girl, and Other Stories 
iv. — The House called Hurrish 1 v. —■ 
Calvary 2 v. — That is to say— 1 v. — 
“ Half a Truth ” 1 v. —The House Oppo-

Ritchie, Mrs. Anne Thackeray: 
vide Miss Thackeray.

Roberts, Miss: vide Author of 
“Mademoiselle Mori.”

Robertson, Rev. F. W., j-1853.
Sermons 4 v.

Robins, Miss: vide Raimond.
Robinson, F.: v. “No Church.” 
Roosevelt, Theodore (Am.).

Outdoor Pastimes of an American Hunter 
(with Portrait) i v.

Ross, Charles H.
The Pretty Widow iv. — A London 
Romance 2 v.

Ross, Martin: vide Somerville. 
Rossetti, Dante Gabriel, j" 1882. 

| Poems iv. — Ballads and Sonnets i v.



“Roy Tellet.”
The Outcasts I V. — A Draught of 
Lethe IV. — Pastor and Prelate 2 v.

Ruffini, J., f 1881.
Lavinia 2 V. — Doctor Antonio 1 v. — 
Lorenzo Benoni IV. — Vincenzo 2 v. — 
A Quiet Nook in the Jura 1 v. — The 
Paragreens on a Visit to Paris 1 v. — 
Carlino, and other Stories 1 v.

Ruskin, John, * 1819, f 1900.
Sesame and Lilies 1 v. — The Stones of 
Venice (with Illustrations) 2 v. — Unto this 
Last and Munera Pulveris i v.—TheSeven 
Lamps of Architecture (with 14 Illustra
tions) IV. — Mornings in Florence i v.— 
St. Mark’s Rest i v.

Russell, W. Clark.
A Sailor’s Sweetheart 2 v. — The “ Lady 
Maud” 2 v. — A Sea Queen 2 v.

Russell, George W. E.
Collections and Recollections. By One 
who has kept a Diary 2 v. — A Londoner’s 
Log-Book i v.

Sala, George Augustus, f 1895. 
The Seven Sons of Mammon 2 v.

Saunders, John.
Israel Mort, Overman 2 v. — The Ship
owner’s Daughter 2 v.— A Noble Wife 2 v.

Saunders, Katherine (Mrs.
Cooper).

Joan Merryweather, and other Tales 
IV. — Gideon’s Rock, and other Tales 
IV. — The High Mills 2 v. — Sebastian 1 v.

Savage, Richard Henry (Am.), 
t I9°3*

My Official Wife IV. — The Little Lady 
of Lagunitas (with Portrait) 2 v. — Prince 
Schamyl’s Wooing 1 v. — The Masked 
Venus 2 v. — Delilah of Harlem 2 v. —The 
Anarchist 2 v.— A Daughter of Judas 
IV. — In the Old Chateau 1 v. — Miss 
Devereux of the Mariquita 2 v. —Checked 
Through 2 V. — A Modern Corsair 2 v. — 
In the Swim 2 v. — The White Lady of 
Khaminavatka 2 v. — In the House of His 
Friends 2 v.—The Mystery of a Shipyard 2 v. 
— A Monte Cristo in Khaki 1 v.

Schreiner, Olive.
Trooper Peter Halket of Mashonaland 
IV. — Woman and Labour 1 v.

Scott, Sir Walter, -j- 1832.
Waverley (with Portrait) I v. — The 
Antiquary 1 v. — Ivanhoe 1 v. — Kenil
worth IV. — Quentin Durward 1 v. — Old 
Mortality IV. — Guy Mannering 1 v. — 
Rob Roy IV. — The Pirate 1 v. — The 
Fortunes of Nigel ir. — The Black Dwarf; 

A Legend of Montrose 1 v. — The Bride 
of Lammermoor 1 v. — The Heart of Mid
Lothian 2 v. —The Monastery 1 v. — The 
Abbot IV. — Peveril of the Peak 2 v. — 
Poetical Works 2 v. — Woodstock iv. — 
The Fair Maid of Perth 1 v. — Anne of 
Geierstein i V.

Seeley, Prof. J. R., I 1895.
Life and Times of Stein (with a Portrait 
of Stein) 4 v. — The Expansion of Eng
land iv. — Goethe i v.

Sewell, Elizabeth, f 1906.
Amy Herbert 2 v. — Ursula 2 v. — A 
Glimpse of the World 2 v. — The Journal 
of a Home Life 2 v. — After Life 2 v. — 
The Experience of Life 2 v.

Shakespeare, William, -J 1616. 
Plavs and Poems (with Portrait) (Second 
Edition) 7 v. — Doubtful Plays 1 v.

Shakespeare's Plays may also be had in 
37 numbers, at .*(, 0,30. each number.

Sharp, William, -J 1905 : v. Miss 
Howard, Fiona Macleod and 
Swinburne.

Shelley, Percy Bysshe, j 1822.
A Selection from his Poems 1 v.

Sheppard, Nathan (Am.), j 1888. 
Shut up in Paris i v.

Sheridan, R. B., f 1816.
The Dramatic Works 1 v.

Shorthouse, J. Henry.
John Inglesant 2 v. — Blanche, Lady 
Falaise 1 v.

Sidgwick, Mrs. Alfred.
The Lantern Bearers 1 v.— Anthea’s Guest

Slatin Pasha, Rudolf C., C.B.
Fire and Sword in the Sudan (with 
two Maps in Colours) 3 v.

Smedley, F. E. : -vide Author of 
“Frank Fairlegh.”

Smollett, Tobias, j 1771.
Roderick Random 1 v. — Humphry 
Clinker iv. — Peregrine Pickle 2 v.

Snaith, J C.
Mrs. Fitz iv. — The Principal Girl 1 v. 

“Society in London,” Author of.
Society in London. By a Foreign 
Resident i v.

Somerville, E. Œ., & M. Ross. 
Naboth’s Vineyard 1 v. — All on the 
Irish Shore iv. — Dan Russel the Fox 1 v.

“ Spanish Brothers, the,” Author 
of.

The Spanish Brothers 2 v.



Stanhope, Earl (Lord Mahon), 
t i875*

The History of England 7 v. — Reign 
of Queen Anne 2 v.

Stanton, Theodore (Am.).
A Manual of American Literature i v.

Steel, Flora Annie.
The Hosts of the Lord 2 v. — In the 
Guardianship of God 1 v.

Steevens, G. W., j 1900. 
From Capetown to Ladysmith 1 v.

Sterne, Laurence, j 1768.
Tristram Shandy 1 v. — A Sentimental 
Journey (with Portrait) 1 v.

Stevenson, Robert Louis, j 1894. 
Treasure Island 1 v. — Dr. Jekyll and 
Mr. Hyde, and An Inland Voyage 1 v. — 
Kidnapped IV. — The Black Arrow 1 v. — 
TheMasterofBallantrae 1 v.—The Merry 
Men, etc. i v. —Across the Plains, etc. 1 v. 
— Island Nights’ Entertainments 1 v. — 
Catriona 1 v. —Weir of Hermiston 1 v. — 
St. Ives 2 v. — In the South Seas 2 v. — 
Tales and Fantasies 1 v.

“Still Waters,’’ Author of (Mrs.
Paul).

Still Waters IV. — Dorothy 1 v. — De 
Cressy IV. — Uncle Ralph 1 v. — Maiden 
Sisters i v. — Martha Brown IV.—Vanessa

Stirling, M. C. : vide G. M. Craik.
Stockton, Frank R.(Am.),-j-igo2. 

The House of Martha 1 v.
“Story of a Penitent Soul, the,” 

Author of.
The Story of a Penitent Soul 1 v.

“ Story of Elizabeth, the,” Author 
of: "vide Miss Thackeray.

Stowe, Mrs. Harriet Beecher 
(Am.), j 1896.

Uncle Tom’s Cabin (with Portrait) 2 v. — 
A Key to Uncle Tom’s Cabin 2 v. — Dred 
2 v. — The Minister’s Wooing i v. — Old
town Folks 2 v.

“Sunbeam Stories,” Author of: 
vide Mrs. Mackarness.

Swift, Jonathan (Dean Swift), 
t 1745-

Gulliver’s Travels 1 v.
Swinburne, Algernon Charles, 

f 1909.
Atalanta in Calydon ; and Lyrical Poems 

(edited, with an Introduction, by William 
Sharp) IV. — Love’s Cross-Currents 1 v. 
— Chastelard and Mary Stuart 1 v.

Symonds, John Addington, 
t i893- t

Sketches in Italy 1 v. — New Italian 
Sketches i v.

Tallentyre, S. G. : v. H. S. Merri
man.

Tasma.
Uncle Piper of Piper’s Hill 2 V.

Tautphoeus, Baroness, f 1893. 
Cyrilla 2 V. — The Initials 2 v. — Quits 
2 v. — At Odds 2 v.

Taylor, Col. Meadows, f 1876. 
Tara ; a Mahratta Tale 3 v.

Templeton: vide Author of 
“Horace Templeton.”

Tennyson, Alfred (Lord), -j-1892. 
Poetical Works 8 v. — Queen Mary 
IV. — Harold IV. — Becket ; The Cup ; 
The Falcon IV. — Locksley Hall, sixty 
Yearsafter ; The Promise of May ; Tiresias 
and other Poems 1 v. — A Memoir. By 
His Son (with Portrait) 4 v.

Testament, the New: vide New.
Thackeray, William Make

peace, j 1863.
Vanity Fair 3 V. — Pendennis 3 V. — 
Miscellanies 8 v. — Henry Esmond 2 v. — 
The English Humourists of the Eighteenth 
Century IV. — TheNewcomes 4 v. — The 
Virginians 4 V. — The Four Georges; 
Lovel the Widower 1 v. — The Adventures 
of Philip 2 v. — Denis Duval 1 v. — 
Roundabout Papers 2 v. — Catherine 
i v. —The Irish Sketch Book 2 v. — The 
Paris Sketch Book (with Portrait) 2 v.

Thackeray, Miss (Lady Ritchie). 
The Story of Elizabeth 1 v. — The Village 
on the Cliff IV. — Old Kensington 2 v. — 
Bluebeard’s Keys, and other Stories 1 v. — 
Five Old Friends tv. — Miss Angel iv.— 
Out of the World, and other Tales 1 v. — 
FulhamLawn, andother Tales iv. — From 
an Island. A Story and some Essays 1 v.— 
Da Capo, and other Tales 1 v. — Madame 
de Sévigné; From a Stage Box; Miss 
Williamson’s Divagations 1 v. — A Book 
of Sibyls iv. — Mrs. Dymond 2 v. — 
Chapters from some Memoirs 1 v.

Thomas a Kempis: v. Kempis.
Thomas, A. (Mrs. Pender Cudlip). 

Denis Donne г v. — On Guard 2 v. — 



Walter Goring 2 V. — Played Out 2 v. — 
Called to Account 2 v. — Only Herself 
2 v. — A Narrow Escape 2 v.

Thomson, James, f 1748. 
Poetical Works (with Portrait) 1 v.

“Thoth,” Author of.
Thoth i v.

Thurston, E. Temple.
The Greatest Wish in the World 1 v. — 
Mirage IV. — The City of Beautiful Non
sense i V.—The Garden of Resurrection 1 v. 
— Thirteen IV. — The Apple of Eden 1 v. 
— The Antagonists 1 v.

“Tim,” Author of.
Tim i V.

Trafford, F. G.: *u. Mrs. Riddell.
Trevelyan, George Otto.

The Life and Letters of Lord Macaulay 
(with Portrait) 4 v. — Selections from the 
Writings of Lord Macaulay 2 v. — The 
American Revolution (with a Map) 2 v.

Trois-Etoiles: uide Grenville.
Trollope, Anthony, j- 1882.

Doctor Thorne 2 v. — The Bertrams 
2 v. — The Warden 1 v. — Barchestcr 
Towers 2 v. — Castle Richmond 2 v. —The 
West Indies IV. — Framley Parsonage 2 v. 
— North America 3 v. — Orley Farm 3 v. 
— Rachel Ray 2 v. — The Small House 
at Allington 3 v. — Can you forgive her? 
tv. — The Belton Estate 2 v. — Nina 
Balatka 1 v. — The Last Chronicle of 
Barset 3 v.—The Claverings 2 V. — Phineas 
Finn 3v. — He knew he was right 3 V. — 
The Vicar of Bullhampton 2 v. — Sir Harry 
Hotspur of Humblethwaite 1 v. — Ralph 
the Heir 2 v. — The Golden Lion of 
Granpere IV. — Australia and New Zea
land 3 V. — Lady Anna 2 v. — Harry 
Heathcote of Gangoil 1 v. — The Way we 
live now 4 v. —The Prime Minister 4 V. — 
The American Senator 3 V. — South Africa 
2 v. — Is He Popenjoy ? 3 V. — An Eye for 
an Eye i v. —John Caldigate 3 V. — Cousin 
Henry IV. — The Duke’s Children 3 V. — 
Dr.Wortle’s School IV. — Ayala’s Angel 
3 v. —The Fixed Period 1 v. — Marion Fay 
2 V. — Kept in the Dark 1 v. — Frau Froh- 
mann, and other Stories 1 v. — Alice Dug
dale, and other Stories 1 v. — La Mère 
Bauche, and other Stories 1 v. — The 
Mistletoe Bough, and other Stories 1 v. — 
An Autobiography 1 v. — An Old Man’s

Trollope, T. Adolphus, f 1892. 
The Garstangs of Garstang Grange 2 v. 
— A Siren 2 v.

Trowbridge, W. R. H.
The Letters of Her Mother to Elizabeth 
IV. — A Girl of the Multitude 1 v. — That 
Little Marquis of Brandenburg 1 v. — A 
Dazzling Reprobate 1 v.

Twain, Mark (Samuel L.
Clemens) (Am.), j 1910.

The Adventures of Tom Sawyer 1 v. — 
The Innocents Abroad ; or, The New 
Pilgrims’ Progress 2 v. —A Tramp Abroad 
2 v. — “Roughing it” IV. — The In
nocents at Home IV. — The Prince and 
the Pauper 2 v. — The Stolen White 
Elephant, etc. tv. — Life on the Mis
sissippi 2 v. — Sketches (with Portrait) 
IV. — Huckleberry Finn 2 v. — Selections 
from American Humour 1 v. — A Yankee 
at the Court of King Arthur 2 v. — The 
American Claimant 1 v. — The ¿ 1 000000 
Bank-Note and other new Stories 1 v. — 
Tom Sawyer Abroad 1 v. — Pudd'nhead 
Wilson IV. — Personal Recollections of 
Joan of Arc 2 v.—Tom Sawyer, Detective, 
and other Tales 1 v. — More Tramps 
Abroad 2 v. — The Man that corrupted 
Hadleyburg, etc. 2 v. — A Double-Bar
relled Detective Story, etc. IV. — The 
$ 30,000 Bequest, and Other Stories 1 v. — 
Christian Science 1 v. — Captain Storm- 
field’s Visit to Heaven & Is Shakespeare 
Dead? i v.

“Two Cosmos, the," Author of. 
The Two Cosmos 1 v.

Vachell, Horace Annesley.
Brothers 2 v. — The Face of Clay 1 v. — 
Her Son i V. — The Hill IV. — The Waters 
of Jordan IV. — An Impending Sword 1 v. 
— The Paladin 1 v. — John Verney 1 v. 
— Blinds Down IV. — Bunch Grass 1 v. 
— The Procession of Life 1 v.

“Venus and Cupid,” Author of. 
Venus and Cupid 1 v.

“Véra,” Author of.
Véra tv. — The Hôtel du Petit St. 
Jean IV. — Blue Roses 2 v. — Within 
Sound of the Sea 2 v. — The Maritime 
Alps and their Seaboard 2 v.—Ninette 1 v.

Victoria R. I.
Leaves from the Journal of our Life in 
the Highlands from 1848 to 1861 1 v. — 
More Leaves, etc. from 1862 to 1882 1 v.

“Virginia,” Author of.
Virginia i v.

Vizetelly, Ernest Alfred.
With Zola in England 1 v.

Walford, L. B.
Mr. Smith 2 v. — Pauline z v. — Cousin» 



2 v. — Troublesome Daughters 2 v. — 
Leddy Marget 1 v.

Wallace, D. Mackenzie.
Russia 3 v.

Wallace, Lew. (Am.), j 1905.
Ben-Hur 2 v.

Warburton, Eliot, f 1852.
The Crescent and the Cross 2 v. — 
Darien 2 v.

Ward, Mrs. Humphry.
Robert Elsmere 3 V. — David Grieve 
;v. — MissBretherton 1 v. — Marcella 3 v. 
Bessie Costrell IV. — Sir George Tressady 
2 v. — Helbeck of Bannisdale 2 v. — 
Eleanor 2 v. — Lady Rose’s Daughter 2 v. 
—• The Marriage of William Ashe 2 v. — 
Fenwick’s Career 2 v.— Diana Mallory 2 v. 
•— Daphne ; or, “Marriage à la Mode” 1 v. 
— Canadian Born 1 v. — The Case of 
Richard Meynell 2 v.

Warner,Susan vide-. Wetherell.
Warren, Samuel, j 1877.

Diary of a late Physician 2 v. — Ten 
Thousand a-Year 3 v. — Now and Then 
1 v. — The Lily and the Bee 1 v.

“Waterdale Neighbours, the,’’ 
Author of: v. Justin McCarthy.

Watts-Dunton, Theodore.
Aylwin 2 V.

Wells, H. G.
The Stolen Bacillus, etc. iv. — The War 
of the Worlds i v.— The Invisible Man 1 v. 
— The Time Machine, and The Island of 
Doctor Moreau 1 v. — When the Sleeper 
Wakes iv. — Tales of Space andTime 1 v. 
— The Plattner Story, and Others 1 v. — 
Love and Mr. Lewisham 1 v.—TheWheels 
of Chance iv. — Anticipations 1 v. — The 
First Men in the Moon 1 v.— The Sea Lady 
1 v.—Mankind in the Making 2 v.—Twelve 
Stories and a Dream 1 v. — The Food of 
the Gods iv. — A Modern Utopia 1 v. — 
Kipps 2 V.—In the Days of the Comet 1 v.— 
The Future in America 1 v. — New Worlds 
for Old iv. — The War in the Air 1 v. — 
Tono-Bungay 2 v. — First and Last Things 
iv. — The New Machiavelli 2 v. — Mar-

Westbury, Hugh. Acte 2 v.
Wetherell, Elizabeth (Susan

Warner) (Am.), j 1885.
The wide, wide World 1 v. — Queechy 
2 v. — The Hills of the Shatemuc 2v. — 
Say and Seal 2 v. — The Old Helmet 2 v.

Weyman, Stanley J.
The House of the Wqlf 1 v. —The Story 

of Francis Cludde 2 v. — A Gentleman of 
France 2 v. — The Man in Black 1 v. — 
Under the Red Robe 1 v. — My Lady 
Rotha 2 v. —From the Memoirsofa Minis
ter of France i v. — The Red Cockade 2 v. 
— Shrewsbury 2 v. — The Castle Inn 2 v. 
— Sophia 2 v. — Count Hannibal 2 v. — In 
Kings’ Byways iv. — The Long Night 2 v. 
— The Abbess of Vlaye 2 v. — Starvecrow 
Farm 2 v. — Chippinge 2 v. — Laid up in 
Lavender i v.

Wharton, Edith (Am.).
The House of Mirth 2 v. — The Fruit of 
the Tree 2 v.

“Whim, a,” Author of.
A Whim, and its Consequences 1 v.

Whitby, Beatrice.
The Awakening of Mary Fenwick 2 v.— 
In the Suntime of her Youth 2 v.

White, Percy.
Mr. Bailey-Martin iv.-TheWestEnd 2v. 
—The New Christians i v.— Park Lane 2 v. 
— The Countess and The King’s Diary 1 v. 
— The Triumph of Mrs. St. George 2 v. — 
A Millionaire’s Daughter 1 v. — A Pas
sionate Pilgrim iv. — The System 2 v.— 
The Patient Man 1 v. — Mr. John Strood 
iv. — The Eight Guests 2 v. — Mr. Strudge 
iv. — Love and the Poor Suitor 1 v. — 
The House of Intrigue 1 v. — Love and the 
Wise Men iv. — An Averted Marriage 1 v. 
—The Lost Halo 1 v.—The Broken Phial 1 v. 
— To-Day i v.

White, Walter.
Holidays in Tyrol 1 v.

Whiteing, Richard.
The Island ; or, An Adventure of a Per
son of Quality iv. — No. 5 John Street 1 v. 
—The Life of Paris 1 v.—TheYellowVan 1 v. 
— Ring in the New iv. — All Moonshine 
iv. — Little People i v.

Whitman, Sidney.
Imperial Germany 1 v.— The Realm ofthe 
Habsburgs iv. — Teuton Studies 1 v. — 
Reminiscences of the King of Roumania 
iv. — Conversations with Prince Bismarck 
iv. — Life of the Emperor Frederick 2 v. 
— German Memories 1 v.

“Who Breaks—Pays," Author 
of: vide Mrs. Jenkin.

Whyte Melville, George J.: 
vide Melville.

Wiggin, Kate Douglas (Am.). 
Timothy’s Quest 1 v. — A Cathedral Court
ship, and Penelope’s English Experiences 
iv. — Penelope’s Irish Experiences iv. — 



Rebecca of Sunnybrook Farm i v. — Rose 
o’ the River IV. — New Chronicles of Re
becca IV. — The Old Peabody Pew, and 
Susanna and Sue i v. — Mother Carey i v.

K.D. Wiggin, M. & J. Findlater, & 
Allan McAulay.

The Affair at the Inn i v. — Robinetta i v.
Wilde, Oscar, f 1900.

The Picture of Dorian Gray 1 v. — De Pro
fundis and The Ballad of Reading Gaol 
IV. — A House of Pomegranates 1 v. — 
Lord Arthur Savile’s Crime, and Other 
ProsePieces i v.—Lady Windermere’s Fan 
IV. — An Ideal Husband 1 v. — Salome 1 v. 
— The Happy Prince, and Other Tales 1 v. 
— A Woman of No Importance 1 v. — The 
Importance of Being Earnest 1 v. — Poems

Wilkins, Mary E. (Am.). Iі v* 
Pembroke IV. — Madelon 1 v. —Jerome 
2 v. — Silence, and other Stories 1 v. — 
The Love of Parson Lord, etc. 1 v.

Williamson, C. N. & A. M.
The Lightning Conductor 1 v.—Lady Betty 
across theWater 1 v.—The Motor Maid 1 v. 
— Lord Loveland discovers America 1 v. 
— The Golden Silence 2 v. — The Guests 
of Hercules 2 v. — The Heather Moon 2 v. 
— Set in Silver 2 v.

Wills, C. J., vide F. C. Philips.
Wilson, Woodrow (Am.).

The New Freedom 1 v.
Winter, Mrs. J. S.

Regimental Legends 1 v.
Wood, C. : -vide “ Buried Alone.”
Wood, H. F.

The Passenger from Scotland Yard 1 v.
Wood, Mrs. Henry (Johnny 

Ludlow), I 1887.
East Lynne 3 V. — The Channings 2 v. — 

Mrs. Halliburton’s Troubles 2 v. — 
Verner’s Pride 3 V.—The Shadow of Ash- 
lydyat 3 V. — Trevlyn Hold 2 v. — Lord 
Oakburn’s Daughters 2 v. — Oswald Cray 
2 v. — Mildred Arkell 2 v. — St. Martin’s 
Eve 2 v. — Elster’s Folly 2 v. —- Lady Ade
laide’s Oath 2 v. — Orville College 1 v. — 
A Life’s Secret IV. — The Red Court Farm 
2 v. — Anne Hereford 2 v. — Roland 
Yorke 2 v. —George Canterbury’s Will 
2 V. — Bessy Rane 2 v. — Dene Hollow 
2 v.— The Foggy Night atOfford; Martyn 
Ware’s Temptation; The Night-Walk 
over the Mill Stream 1 v. — Within the 
Maze 2 v. — The Master of Greylands 2 v. 
— Johnny Ludlow 2 v. — Told in the 
Twilight 2 V. —Adam Grainger 1 v.— 
Edina 2 v. —Pomeroy Abbey 2 v. — Court 
Netherleigh 2 v. — (The following by 
Johnny Ludlow): Lost in the Post, and 

OtherTales i v.—ATale of Sin, and Other 
Tales IV. — Anne, and OtherTales 1 v.— 
The Mystery of Jessy Page, etc. 1 v. — 
Helen Whitney’s Wedding, etc. 1 v.—The 
Story of Dorothy Grape, etc. 1 v.

Woodroffe, Daniel.
TangledTrinities iv.-TheBeauty-Shop 1 v.

Woods, Margaret L.
A Village Tragedy 1 v. — The Vaga
bonds Iv. — Sons of the Sword 2 v. — The 
Invader i v.

Wordsworth, William, | 1850. 
Select Poetical Works 2 v.

Wraxall, Lascelles, j 1865.
Wild Oats i v.

Yates, Edmund, f 1894.
Land at Last 2 v. — Broken to Harness 2 v. 
— The Forlorn Hope 2 v. — Black Sheep 
2 v. —The Rock Ahead 2 v. — Wrecked 
in Port 2 v. — Dr. Wainwright’s Patient 
2 v. —Nobody’s Fortune 2 v. — Castaway 
2 v. — AWaiting Race 2v.—The yellow 
Flag 2 v. — The Impending Sword 2 v.— 
Two, by Tricks IV. — A Silent Witness 
2 v. — Recollections and Experiences 3 v.

Yeats: vide Levett-Yeats.
Yeats, W. B.

A Selection from the Poetry of, 1 v.
Yonge, Charlotte M., j 1901.

The Heir of Redclyffe 2 v. — Heartsease 
2 v. — The Daisy Chain 2 v. — Dynevor 
Terrace 2 v. — Hopes and Fears 2 v. — 
The Young Step-Mother 2 v. — The Trial 
2 V. — The CleverWoman of the Family 
2 v. —The Dove in the Eagle’s Nest 2 v. 
— The Danvers Papers ; The Prince and 
the Page IV. — The Chaplet of Pearls 
2v. — The two Guardians 1 v. —TheCaged 
Lion 2 V. — The Pillars of the House 5 v. 
— Lady Hester 1 v. — My Young Alcides 
2 v. — The Three Brides 2 v. — Woman
kind 2 v. — Magnum Bonum 2 v. — Lovo 
and Life IV. — Unknown to History 2 v. 
— Stray Pearls (with Portrait) 2 v. — The 
Armourer’s Prentices 2 v. — The Two 
Sides of the Shield 2 v. —Nuttie’s Father 
2 v. — Beechcroft at Rockstone 2 v. — 
A Reputed Changeling 2 v. —Two Penni
less Princesses IV. — That Stick 1 v. — 
Grisly Grisell Iv. — The Long Vacation 
2 v. — Modern Broods 1 v.

“Young Mistley,” Author of:
■vide Henry Seton Merriman.

Zangwill, I.
Dreamers of the Ghetto 2 v. — Ghetto 
Comedies 2 v. — Ghetto Tragedies 2 v.

“Z. Z.”
The World and a Man 2 v.



Series for the Young.
30 Volumes. Published with Continental Copyright on the same 

conditions as the Collection о ƒ English and American Authors. Vide p. I.
— Price 1 M. 60 Pf. or 2 Fr. per Volume. —

Barker, Lady (Lady Broome). 
Stories About :— i v.

Charlesworth, Maria Louisa, 
j- 1880.

Ministering Children 1 v.
Craik, Mrs. (MissMulock),-j-i887. 

Our Year IV. — Three Tales for Boys 
IV. — Three Tales for Girls 1 v.

Craik, Georgiana M. (Mrs. May).
Cousin Trix, and her Welcome Tales 1 v.

Edgeworth, Maria, j- 1849.
Moral Tales 1 v. — Popular Tales 2 v.

Kavanagh, Bridget & Julia, 
t i877-

The Pearl Fountain, and other Fairy- 
Tales i V.

Lamb, Charles & Mary, | 1834 
and 1847.

Tales from Shakspeare 1 v.
Marryat, Captain, -j- 1848.

Masterman Ready 1 v.

Marshall, Mrs. Emma, | 1899. 
Rex and Regina 1 v.

Montgomery, Florence.
The Town-Crier; to which is added: 
The Children with the Indian-Rubber 
Ball i v.

“ Ruth and her Friends,” Author 
of.

Ruth and her Friends. A Story for Girls 1 v.
Wood, Mrs. Henry, -j- 1887.

William Allair 1 v.
Yonge, Charlotte M., j- 1901. 

Kenneth; or, the Rear-Guard of the 
Grand Army 1 v. — The Little Duke. 
Ben Sylvester’s Word 1 v. — The 
Stokesley Secret IV. — Countess Kate 1 v. 
— A Book of Golden Deeds 2v. — Friars- 
wood Post-Office IV. — Henrietta’s Wish 
i V. — Kings of England 1 v. — The 
Lances of Lynwood; the Pigeon Pie 1 v. 
—P’sandQ’si v.—AuntCharlotte’sStories 
о ƒ English History i v. — Bye-Words iv.— 
Lads and Lasses of Langley, etc. 1 v.

Collection of German Authors.
51 Volumes. Translations from the German, published with universal 

copyright. These volumes may be imported into any country.
— Price 1 M. 60 Pf. or 2 Fr. per Volume. —

Auerbach, Berthold, f 1882.
On the Heights, (Second Edition) 3 v. — 
Brigitta iv. — Spinoza 2 v.

Ebers, Georg, -j- 1898.
An Egyptian Princess 2 v. — Uarda 
2v. — Homo Sum 2v. — The Sisters [Die 
Schwestern] 2 v.—Joshua 2 v. — Per 
Aspera 2 v.

Fouqué, De la Motte, | 1843. 
Undine, Sintram, etc. i v.

Freiligrath, Ferdinand, -j- 1876.
Poems (Second Edition) i v.

Görlach, Wilhelm.
Prince Bismarck (with Portrait) 1 v.

Goethe, W. v., j- 1832.
Faust iv. — Wilhelm Meister ’s Ap
prenticeship 2 V.

Gutzkow, Karl, j 1878.
Through Night to Light 1 v.

Hackländer, F. W., f 1877.
Behind the Counter [Handel und 
Wandel] i v.

Hauff, Wilhelm, f 1827.
Three Tales 1 v.

Heyse, Paul.
L’Arrabiata, etc. 1 v. — The Dead Lake, 
etc. iv. — Barbarossa, etc. 1 v.

Hillern, Wilhelmine von.
The Vulture Maiden [die Geier-Wally] 
iv. — The Hour will come 2 v.



Kohn, Salomon.
Gabriel i v.

Lessing, G. E., f 1781.
Nathan the Wise and Emilia Gaietti iv.

Lewaid, Fanny, -j- 1889.
Stella 2 v.

Marlitt, E., -j- 1887.
The Princess of the Moor [das Ilaide- 
prinzesschen] 2 v.

Nathusius, Maria, f 1857.
Joachim v. Kamern, and Diary of a 
Poor Young Lady 1 v.

Reuter, Fritz, j 1874.
In the Year ’13 IV. — An old Story of 
my Farming Days [Ut mine Stromtid] jv.

Richter, J. P. Friedrich (Jean 
Paul), j- 1825.

Flower, Fruit and Thorn Pieces 2 v.
Scheffel, Victor von, | 1886.

Ekkehard 2 v.
Taylor, George.

Klytia 2 v.
Zschokke, Heinrich, j- 1848.

The Princess of Brunswick - Wolfen
büttel, etc. i v.

Students’ Series for School, College, and Home.
Ausgaben 

mit deutschen Anmerkungen und Special-Wörterbüchern. 
Br. = Broschiert. Kart. = Kartoniert.

Bulwer, Edward, Lord Lytton, 
t l873-

The Lady of Lyons. Von Dr. Fritz 
Bischoff. Br. JG 0,50. Kart. JG 0,60.

Burnett, Frances Hodgson 
(Am.).

Little Lord Fauntleroy. Von Dr. Ernst 
Groth. Br. ^61,50. Kart. JG 1,60. — An
merkungen und Wörterbuch. Br. JG 0,40.

Sara Crewe. Von Bertha Connell. Br.
JG 0,50. Kart. Л6 0,60. — Anmerkungen 
und Wörterbuch. Br. JG 0,40.

Carlyle, Thomas, | 1881.
The Reign of Terror (French Revo
lution). Von Dr. Luduuig Herrig. Br. 
JG 1,00. Kart. JG 1,10.

Craik, Mrs. (Miss Mulock), 
t 1887.

A Hero. A Tale for Boys. Von Dr. 
Otto Dost. Br. JG 0,80. Kart. JG 0,90.— 
Wörterbuch. Br. JG 0,40.

Dickens, Charles, j 1870.
Sketches. First Series. Von Dr. A.

Hoppe. Br. JG 1,20. Kart. JG 1,30.
Sketches. Second Series. Von Dr. Л. 

Hoppe. Br. Jiří,40. Kart. .481,50.—Wörter
buch (Firstand Second Series). Br. ^<i,oo.

A Christmas Carol in Prose. Being 
a Ghost Story of Christmas. Von Dr. 
(7. Tanger. Br. JG 1,00. Kart. JG 1,1.0.

Eliot, George (Miss Evans— 
Mrs. Cross), j 1880.

The Mill on the Floss. Von Dr. H. 
Conrad. Br. JG 1,70. Kart, JG 1,80.

Ewing, Juliana Horatia, f 1885. 
Jackanapes. Von E. Roos. Br. ^$0,50. 
Kart. JG 0,60.—Wörterbuch. Br. JG 0,20.

The Brownies; and The Land of Lost 
Toys. Von Dr. A. Muller. Br. JG 0,60. 
Kart. JG 0,70.—Wörterbuch Br. JG 0,30.

Timothy’s Shoes ; An Idyll of the 
Wood; Benjy in Beastland. Von E. Roos. 
Br. .4G 0,70. Kart. JG 0,80. — Wörter
buch. Br. JG 0,30.

Franklin, Benjamin (Am.), 
t I79°-

His Autobiography. Von Dr. Karl 
Feyerabend. I. Teil. Die Jugendjahre 
(1706—1730). Br. JG 1,00. Kart. JG 1,10.

II. Teil. Die Mannesjahre (1731 bis 
1757). Mit einer Beigabe : The Way to 
Wealth. Von Dr. Karl Feyerabend. 
Br. JG 1,го. Kart. JG 1,30.

Freeman, Edward A. f 1892. 
Three Historical Essays. Von Dr. С. 
Balzer. Br. JG 0,70. Kart. JG 0,80.

Harte, Bret (Am.), j 1902. 
Tales of the Argonauts. Von Dr. G. 
Tanger. Br. JG 1,40. Kart. JG 1,50.



Hawthorne, Nathaniel (Am.), 
-j- 1864.

Wonder Book for Boys and Girls. Von 
E. Roos. Br. dt 0,70. Kart. dt 0,80. — 
Anmerkungen undWörterbuch. Br. dt 0,40.

Hughes, Thomas, j 1898.
Tom Brown’s School Days. Von Dr. Z. 
Schmidt. 2 Parts. Br. dt 3,00. Kart. 
dt 3,20. Part I. apart. Br. dt x<]O. 
Kart. dt 1,80. Part. II. apart. Br. dt 1,30. 
Kart. jK 1,40.

Longfellow, Henry Wads
worth (Am.), j- 1882.

Tales of a Wayside Inn. Von Dr. H. 
Varnhagen. 2 Bände. Br. dt 2,00. 
Kart, dt 2,20. I. Bandapart. Br. dt 1,00. 
Kart. ^61,10. 2.Bandapart. Вг.^Лі.оо. 
Kart, dt 1,10.

Macaulay, Lord, Thomas 
Babington, j 1859.

England before the Restoration. (History 
of England. Chapter I.) Von Dr. W. 
Ihne. Br. dt 0,70. Kart, dt 0,80.

England under Charles the Second. 
(History of England. Chapter II.) Von 
Dr. W.Ihne. Br. dtx,oo. Kart, dt 1,10.

The Rebellions of Argyle and Mon
mouth. (History of England. Chapter V.) 
Von Dr. Immanuel Schmidt. Br. dtx,oo. 
Kart, dt 1,10.

Lord Clive. (Histor. Essay.) Von Prof. 
Dr. R. Thum. Br. dt 1,40. Kart, dt 1,50.

Ranke’s History of the Popes. (His
torical Essay.) Von Prof. Dr. R. Thum. 
Br. dt 0,60. Kart, dt 0,70.

Warren Hastings. (Historical Essay.) 
Von Prof. Dr. R. Thum. Br. dt 1,50. 
Kart, dt 1,60.

McCarthy, Justin.
The Indian Mutiny. (Chap. 32—35 of “A 
History of our own Times.”) Von Dr. A. 
Hamann. Br. dt 0,60. Kart, dt 0,70. 
— Wörterbuch. Br. dt 0,20.

Montgomery, Florence.
Misunderstood. Von Dr. R. Palm. Br. 
dt 1,60. Kart, dt 1,70. — Wörterbuch» 
Br. dt 0,40.

Scott, Sir Walter, -j- 1832.
The Talisman. Von Dr. R. Dressel. 
Br. dt 1,60. Kart, dt 1,70.

Tales of a Grandfather. First Series. 
Von Dr. H. Löschhorn. Br. dt 1,50. 
Kart, dt 1,60.—Wörterbuch. Br. .¿60,50.

Tales of a Grandfather. Second Series. 
Von Dr. H. Löschhorn. Br. dt 1,70. 
Kart, dt 1,80.

Shakespeare, William, ý 1616. 
Twelfth Night; or, What you will. Von 
Dr. H. Conrad. Br. dt 1,40. Kart, dt 1,50.

Julius Cæsar. Von Dr. Immanuel 
Schmidt. Br. dt 1,00. Kart, dt 1,10.

Macbeth. Von lire.Immanuel Schmidt. 
Br. dt 1,00. Kart, dt 1,10.

Stanhope, Earl (Lord Mahon), 
t l87S-

Prince Charles Stuart. (History of Eng
land from the Peace of Utrecht to the 
Peace of Versailles. 1713—1783.) Von 
Dr. Martin Krummacher. Br. dt 1,20. 
Kart, dt 1,30.

The Seven Years’ War. Von Dr. M. 
Krummacher. Br. dt 1,20. Kart, dt 1,30.

Tennyson, Alfred Lord, | 1892.
Enoch Arden and other Poems. Von 
Dr. A. Hamann. Br. dt 0,70. Kart. 
dt 0,80. — Wörterbuch. Br. dt 0,20.

Thackeray, W. M. -j- 1863.
Samuel Titmarsh and The great Hog- 
garty Diamond. Von George Boyle. 
Br. dt 1,20. Kart, dt 1,30.

Yonge, Charlotte M., -j- 1901.
The Little Duke, or, Richard the Fear
less. Von E. Roos. Br. dt 0,90. Kart. 
di 1,00. — Wörterbuch. Br. dt 0,20.

Manuals of Conversation (same size as Tauchnitz Edition).
Each. Volume, bound, Ji 2,25.

Fur Deutsche.
Englische Conversationssprache von

A. Schlessing. 4. Stereotypaufl.
Französische Conversationssprache 

von L. Rollin. 2. Stereotypaufl.
Russische Conversationssprache 

von Dr. Z. Koiransky.

For English students.
German Language of Conversation 

by A. Schlessing.
À l’usage des étudiants français.

Conversation Allemande par MAL 
L. Rollin et Wolfgang Weber*



Tauchnitz Dictionaries.
For sale and. for use in all countries.

Crown 8vo.
English-German and German-English. (James.) Forty-thirdEdition, 

entirely rewritten and greatly enlarged. Sewed Jí 4,50. Bound 
in cloth Ji 5,00. Bound in half-morocco Ji 5,50.

English-French and French-English. (James & MOLÉ.) Eighteenth, 
entirely new and modern Edition. Sewed Jí 5,00. Bound Jí 6,00. 

English-Italian and Italian-English. (James & Grassi.) Thirteenth 
Edition. Sewed Jí 5,00. Bound in half-morocco Jí 6,25.

Tolhausen, Technological Dictionary in three Languages. Complete 
in three parts. Each part with a new large Supplement including all modern 
terms and expressions in Electricity, Telegraphy and Telephony. Sewed dh 29,00. 
Bound in cloth dh 32,00. Bound in half-morocco dt 33,50.

V ol. I. Français-Allemand-Anglais. 6tènie Edition. Avec un grand 
Supplément de 1901. Broché dl 10,00. Relié en toile dt 11,00. Relié en 
demi-maroquin dt 11,5°. Supplément séparément dt> 2,00.

V ol. II. En gl ish - Ge rm an - Fr ench. 6th Edition. With a large Supple
ment published in 1902. Sewed dt 10,00. Bound in cloth di 11,00. Bound 
in half-morocco dt 11,50. Supplement separately di 2,00.

V ol. III. D eutsch - En glisch - Französisch. 5. Auflage. Mit einem 
Nachtrage von 1902. Brosch, di 9,00. Geb. in Leinen di 10,00. Geb. in 
Halbmarokko di 10,50. Nachtrag einzeln dt 1,00.

Pocket Dictionaries (same size as Tauchnitz Edition).
Bound Ji 2,25. Sewed Ji 1,50.

These Dictionaries are constantly revised and kept carefully up to date. 
English-German and German-English. Thirty-second Edition. 
English-French and French-English. Thirty-third Edition. 
English-Italian and Italian-English. Twenty-fourth Edition. 
English-Spanish and Spanish-English. Thirty-second Edition. 
Latin-English and English-Latin. Sixteenth Edition. 
Französisch-Deutsch und Deutsch-Französisch. Vierzehnte Auflage. 
Italienisch-Deutsch und Deutsch-Italienisch. Neunte Auf age. 
Espagnol-Français et Français-Espagnol. Sixième Édition.

Russisch-Deutsch und Deutsch-Russisch. (Koiransky.) 
б. Auf age. Br. Jí 3,00. Geb. Jí 4,00. Geb. in Halbmarokko Jí 5,50.

Imperial 4°.
Italienisch-Deutsch und Deutsch-Italienisch. (Rigutini & Bulle.) 

2 Bände. Band 1: 5. Auf age. Band 2: 4. Auf age. Brosch. Jí 18,00. 
Geb. Jí 20,00. Halbmarokko Jí 23,00.

Spanisch-Deutsch und Deutsch-Spanisch. (Tolhausen.) 2 Bände. 
Band 1: 6. Auf age. Band 2: 5. Aufage. Brosch. Jí 15,00. Geb. 
./¿17,50. Halbmarokko Jí 20,50.

‘ Imperial 8°.
Hebrew and Chaldee Lexicon. (Fürst.) Translated from the German. 

Fifth Edition. Jí 19,00.
Handwörterbuch Hwha«. <з——/ггт—~ 2(^ völlig пси 
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Latest Volumes. —April 1913.
Mary Pechell. By Mrs.
Belloc Lowndes. i vol. -
4390.

Mrs. Belloc Lowndes’ new book is a 
pretty love-story the scenes of which are 
laid partly in London and partly in the 
English country. An element of mystery 
runs through the whole tale, and keeps 
the reader’s interest thoroughly alive.

Child of Storm. By H. Rider
Haggard, i vol.-4391.

A romance of Zulu history by the 
author of “ King Solomon’s Mines” and 
“ She.” In this new book we are treated 
to some further exciting adventures of our 
old friend ‘‘Allan Quatermain.”

South Sea Tales. By Jack
London, i vol. -4392.

These wonderfully written tales of life 
in the great archipelago of the Pacific are 
almost as startling in their realism as they 
are bizarre in their nature. Jack London 
has given us the sharpest and best of his 
quiverful of remembered experiences.

German Memories. By Sid
ney Whitman. i vol.-4393.

Mr. Whitman, the author of “Im
perial Germany,” has lived and travelled 
much in that country and the acquaint
ances he has made at various times with 
German politicians of note and other 
eminent men lend an unusual interest to 
his new volume of reminiscences.

The New Freedom. By
Woodrow Wilson, і vol.-
4394-

A remarkable treatise on some of the 
most burning questions of the day by the 
new President of the United States of 
America, embodying the principles which 
are to guide the new government.

Witching Hill. By E. W. 
Hornung, i vol. -4395.

A series of connected episodes in the 
life of an otherwise prosaic young man 
and his friend, based on a novel idea in 
fiction, and reminiscent in their bizarre 
originality of the author’s well-known 
adventures of “ Raffles.”

The Antagonists. By E.
Temple Thurston, i vol.-
4396.
“The Antagonists” is essentially a 

study of types, though embodied in a ro
mance which is both naturally interesting 
and cleverly developed. The well-known 
author of “The Greatest Wish in the 
World ” and “ The City of Beautiful Non
sense ” has never compassed a more 
subtle analysis of character.

To-Day. By Percy White.
i vol.-4397.
In Mr. Percy White’s new novel we 

have the author of “ Mr. Bailey-Martin ” 
at his best. His humour is as subtle and 
his irony as keen and incisive as ever, and 
his hand as cunning in the portrayal of the 
snobs of modern life.

The Right Honourable 
Gentleman. By W. E. 
Norris, i vol. - 4398.

A politico-social romance of unusual 
interest, and a very clever study of some 
modern types. Mr. Norris’ literary style 
is as characteristically fluent and his touch 
as delicate as ever.

The New Gulliver, and
Other Stories. By Barry 
Pain, i vol. - 4399.

A collection of eight humorous tales 
on the most various subjects. “ The New 
Gulliver,” the first and longest of the 
collection, is a novel and most amusing 
conception of the social conditions obtain
ing in the mythical island of Thule.



Biblioteka
Latest

Studies in Love
Terror. By Mr:

Główna
UMK Toruń

1246148
Lowndes, i vol. - q.q.uu,—

The five stories contained in this new 
volume by the author of “ When No Man 
Pursueth” and “The Uttermost Far
thing,” are each and individually excel
lent, and are written by Mrs. Belloc 
Lowndes with passionate intensity.
The Weaker Vessel. By

E. F. Benson. 2 v.-4401/2.
This new novel of modern life by 

the well-known and favourite author of 
“Dodo” and “The Osbornes” is a

The Mating of Lydia. By
Mrs. Humphry Ward. 2 vols.- 
44O3/4-

This new romance by the well-known 
author of “ Robert Elsmere” is in every 
respect Xvorthy of one of the foremost 
living English lady writers. It captures 
the reader’s attention from the start and 
the interest increases with each chapter. 
Both as a dramatic tale of modern life and 
as a work of art it is admirable.

Soeben erschienen die ersten Bände einer neuen Sammlung, die 
den Titel

Tauchnitz- Bibliothek
Ausgewählte englische Werke in deutscher Übertragung 

trägt. Diese Sammlung soll in autorisierten tadellos guten deutschen 
Übersetzungen und in moderner gediegener Ausstattung die besten Werke 
der zeitgenössischen englischen Literatur bringen, mit der der Verlag 
durch die in englischer Sprache erscheinende Tauchnitz Edition in enger 
Beziehung steht. Das Format ist das allgemeine deutsche Romanformat, 
also größer als das der Tauchnitz Edition. Inhalt, Ausstattung und Preis 
der Bände machen die Sammlung gleichermaßen zu Geschepkzwecken für 
das verwöhnteste Publikum wie zur Reiselektüre geeignet".
Band i. Italienische Novellen. Von Maurice Hewlett.

Brosch. 3 Jfc. Geb. in Leinen 4 JL Geb. in Leder 6 Jt.
Band 2. Fräulein Schmidt und Mr. Anstruther. Von der 

Verfasserin von „Elisabeth und ihr deutscher Garten.”
Brosch. 3 Jfc. Geb. in Leinen 4 JÍ. Geb. in Leder 6 Jfc.

Band 3. Reiseskizzen aus Italien. Von J. A. Symonds.
Brosch. 3 JL Geb. in Leinen 4 Л-. Geb. in Leder 6 JL

Band 4. Die Stimme des Blutes. Ein Roman aus Sizilien.
Von Robert Hichens.

Brosch. 4 Jt. Geb. in Leinen 5 ./¿. Geb. in Leder 7 Jl.
Band 5. Kanadier. Ein Roman. Von Mrs. Humphry Ward.

leb. in 1 .edi :
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