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ThHe House on the Hudson.

BY FRANCES POWELL.

(Oopyright, 1908, by Charles Scribner's Sons.)

STNOPSIS OF PRECEDING CHAPTERS

Atens ., borm in Athens of American parents,
who have long Temained abroad. while a chiid In
France o offered & doll for some kisses by Lord
Evhrides. wh bets that any one can be bought He
joses. Athena's mother buys, from her winnings on
the bet, an antigue emeraid After the loss of her
father’'s fortune -T ber mother's tragic death lh:.o
stone, Which is jeft to her, she calls *“Nemesis ™
After father's death In America she sells the
emerald to Mr. Beveriey, through Richard Thorpe, &
ng lawyer, v ho cOmes 1o announoce that her cousin,
m Spurten. has obtained for her a position as
housskeeper and companion at Highgrove Hall, on the
Hudson. the home of Mrs. Erranti, an old and men
tally umbalanced jady, and her son Philig Mrs
Spurten mmits her Lo wearing & neme not her own
Augusta Dean She saves from drowning Mr. Randal
n, nephew of the purchaser of “"‘Nemesis who
Jives near by, and himself the wearer of the ring
During & house party she subjected to insult by
¢ Priitp's Triends, nan Sturgie. whom she finds
moning In the garden spring. where he
Philip seems vaguely to have had
the tragedy. He cla
T Richard
their

in

tas

wihing to
s e
Athens Tresume
aaks her to marry him. At
anl Athena Cismount

p. and Randal, whom
Athena the admixture of
his evident annoyance
g rpe., but prefers not
sefl. While they are
one of the servant
nges to sullen disp
on & client's busine: )
cruise On her returm she finds that
sharged all the servants and engagec &
of the grounds

DeETo

s ean

t  Phil's> has three entrances [
Jocke! AT Athena shadowed by & servant Athena
pecelves 1o more jetters from Thorpe. and finally s
toid that he has fled In an acoident !trd Ebbrides s
entertained 1 Pailip as ““Mr. Percy feigns lliness
end contr mterview with Athens. Je warns

aracter, her own questionahle posi
or 1o marry him. Philip
e orders Lim from the house
Athena's hand passionately

intervenes,
Phillp
and

1':::--. . T ¢ Thorpe's death. Philip offends
Athens by his im rtunities and plans & cruise on the
arht Mrs Brrant! warns Athena against Philip
:v\x”‘ ne tha is mot her son., but the child of
per hustend, & A Degro slave Mrs. Erranti has
Athens ='ecp W per, and recounts how she left hep
home with Phi protect him from her husbané’'s
brutelit:

XX XI1-—-(Concluded)
Blence agnin in the gayly tinted room, where
g heart was bres king anew over a long past

trage’

“Dear God,” moaned the poor lady, “give me
eourage! 1 must tell all to this white soul, this
purest of Thy children! feared not for my
own life, Athena, bul for Philip's. 1 thought to

gawe his father from the awful sin of killing his
@i, What came, my Ge 1, what came’
I must confess

Phillp was brought up a gentleman. There,
Phillp @id right, Athena, n'est-ce pas?

I made no answer, Again we were not In
sympathy.

“The man had accused Philip of cheating at
play. His honor demanded,—Eh, Athena, you
hear me? Philip was right, n'est-ce pas?™

“Pray rest, dear Madam,” I begged. Why say
to her, If Philip must avenge himself, where
were his fists? Why nof have broken a cane
across the insulter's shoulders? *“Try to sleep
now. You have wearied yourself too long.”

“l have confessed, my heart is less heavy—
vet to break one's word"—

She was quiet for a time. Then, beginning to
talk again, her mind, little by little, lost its
clearness. She forgot where she was, who was
beside her. Now she gave orders to Julie, or
scolded Mathilde; again, chatted gayly with
Randal, or spoke soberly to Philip. Toward
morning she fell into a light slumber. I, too,
slept

I was roused by her volce calling me loudly.

Continued on fourth page.

AN ATRSHAFT IN THE “LUNG BLOCK®
This narrow opening is relied on to supply fresh alr

to rooms five stories below.

Careers for the Coming Men.

Practical and Authoritative Discussions of the Professions and
Callings Open to Young Americans.
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Publishing.

BY ¥F. N,

It is the custom, apparently, to consider one's
own particular business in life as the most diffi-
cult and unsatisfactory of all the callings men
follow. But in writing of one's vocation, just
why one should always lay prominence upon its
difficulties instead of its opportunities and pleas-
ures I fall to see. Notwithstanding its draw-
backs, I still believe that the publishing of books
and magazines offers a good chance for young
men of imagination, ambition and cleverness,
and it is even fair to presume that the diffi-
culties and troubles of publishing are in many
respects more interesting than an equal number
of trials in some other business.

So far as our experiences go, the young gradu-
ate who starts out to decide upon a career seems
to be fascinated with the idea that in that it
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GROUND PLAN OF “THE LUNG BLOCK.”

The shafled sections are courts and airshafts.
case in 18%4; b, one case In 18%5; ¢, one case in 1896, and so on to k, one case in 1903
curred in the front or the rear tenement, all have been assembled in the front building, except in No.

Each letter represents one case of consumption reported to the Health Department since 18%4. a, One
As it is not possible from the records to tell whether a given case oc-

144 Cherry-st., where there was not room.

SOME  PLAGUE

SPOTS

IN NEW-YORK.

IN ONE BLOCK 265 CASES OF TUBERCULOSIS WERE

"We Ned to the swamps. Ah
all! 1 feared the whipping-post! My husband
wa: & devil—what might he do 10 me when he
jearned 1 had helped Phillp? 1 should have
stayed, I know—Ih hie ] fled—with Philip—
to the swamps. The ¢ INUE jde till, in his
dumsy boat—his s ing bo we might es-
oape on the river It was the last of March,
but hot to suffocation like to-day here, a
strange hot sp« of weather In the swamp,
when day cams 1 s dreadf close, deadly.
All day my heart be s I thought Phillp
must hear 1t and e ge Not that 1 had
Jost mine I had sworn 1 t go back alive
I had that in my pocket which should save me

“Philtp, his face set, Jooking ten years older
since the shame put upon him, never forgot my
need of care

““IT we escap he sald, ‘you are my
meother In earnc

“l promised. 1 have kept my word until now,
To save one of my own class from dishonor I
break it, though the breaking send me straight
to hell' Those of my blood stand by their own
class always. You are a Derohan, I—well, for

pou 1 break my word.
“] saved my name, my husband's name, from

Qisgrace. T bade Philip choose another., We
@ecided what we could, to help us bear the long
saiting—mnot t1ll night might we wventure far-
ther

“*My knight-errant from this day, Maman,’
said Philip, ‘I choose the name Erranti’'
“As he spoke the sky darkened. A shower

was coming. We heard thunder in the distance.
A sighing wind waved the long moss on the
branches and brought a sound that chilled our
blood—the far-off baying of dogs. The blood-
hounds were out—their cry told us they had

found the tral

“A Gesperate look was in Philip's eyes. We
knew we must take to the boat. Selzing my
arm, he dragged me toward the marrow bayou

which put in from the river There the bhoat

lay conocealed. It was too late. Close behind,
their heads parting the tall grasses as if they
were swimming, came the dogs. Among them
voe & man—my hushand! He had ridden hard,

for he was splaghed with mud from head to foot,

He was alone, but 1 knew his overseers, with
ithers, were close behindl. A devil, he had dis-
tanced then

“I crouched at the foot of a great tree. Philip

#tood before me. My hysband, drawing up his
horse, hent « gray eyes upon us and
aughed--«1n) P i« power and our despair
e laugh of a fiend, full of dreadful threats! I
oty for the little vial that was to
Saveme from what my hushand’s laughter prom-
988 There me at that moment-a deafening
peal of thunder: with it & blue glare of light-
ning, fllun i g the horrors of the swamp
and the wicked face of the man above us. Then,
through the ghastly light, shot a streak of red
fame. 1 heard the sharp report of a revolver.

I saw my hushand fall from his frightened
bome—saw Philip, epringing forward, shoot
Again. 1 Jost consciousness, stunned by horror
o Phillp's deed My AdAe my dear, he had
killed his fat

I thought from her pallor that she had faint-
el; but she ¢ W€ e cordial I gave her
and mot : ] k to . 1 marvelled
&t her det l-power that so
dominate s« and old age

Thank \ P 1" 1 whispered,
pressis g to the hand she had laid in
mine 1 Philip saved you Pray God, the
shot weqt : ‘

Ather

Then 1 » ‘ wred st wrds, forgotten
i my » { at her pursuer's disablement. She
bad accused Philip of wrongdoing And 11
thought he t done his duty This I sald
0 her She eve me curiously, saying, again
and agal

“He k his master, and his father, his mae-
ler a ‘

Distressed Ly this strange way of thinking,
this disajproval meted out, 1 could
not help sk ng that 1 thought unnatural. I
Qisliked Phily el t deserved praise,
uot blame, fr his } s¢, whom he had
Saved

a1me » she com-

Th ted thee
thou hast become as goddess Athena, as
< HE Stern. as forg A slave must
hot his master A son must not shoot his
father An awful crime 1 shared jit, living
With & murderer, keeping his secret. When first
Slone with Philip, out upon the river, I hated

Mm, but feared him as well So 1 held my
tongue—l shared his crime. God pity me!
“Later, in Prance, when I ate the bread he
tamed, I sank deeper. It was earned by hands
el with & father's blood! Yet he prospered
Twice, because of his flerce temper, he got Into
trouble. He fought two duele. In the last he
kilied hie man, 80 we had 1o leave Paris. We
came home—no, not home! We had none, Philip
ang I-deserve monme, for we are accursed. A
Mmurderer always dles hard; must face a violent
Geath, ‘tis said. Philip, too, lies under a wom-
AX'e curse, but it should weigh for little. The
Wite of the man he killed in Paris, she cursed
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REPORTED IN NINE YEARS.

Taat there are some horrible plague spots in
this city has been revealed in an investigation
recently carried on by Ernest Poole for the
on the prevention of tuberculosis, of
the Charity Organization Society, and reported
in & pamphiet entitled “The Lung Block.” The
“Lang Block™ i= close to the Esst River in the
Seventh Ward, one of the most congested «f the
city, a ward that is steadily, swiftly jacking
closer. Itn boundaries are Cherry, Catharine,
Market and Hamllton sts. “Between 1800 and
1800," says Mr, Poole, referring to the Seventh
Ward, “the density of its already crowded popu-
lation increased no less than 65 per cent. Now
it holds 478 humans to an acre. The ‘Lung
Elock' alone holds nearly four thousand, not to
mention dogs, cats, parrots and one weazened
old monkey. Of the humans, some four Pundred
are babies.

“It Is a hilock packed close with huge, grimy
tenements; these tenements Sre honey zombed
with rooms; these rooms are homes for people.
To squeeze in more homes, light and air are
slowly saut out. Halls, courts, alrshafts, are all
left crumped and deep and sunless.

“It is & block of a thousand homes. Through
halls, in rooms, on stairways, in courts, in shafts
and out on fire escapes are sprinkled the four
bundred babies. At the age of two they are
found alone in the street, aiready imbibing its
deep, muddy wisdom. So this muddy street
overflows into the home. It is hard for the home
to Xeep wholesome and pure. Things and peo-
ple—good and bad—have only partitions between
theil

‘In a block so congested the plague spreads
swittly. In the last nine years alone, this
block has reported 265 cases. From doctors,
druggisis, and all others who know, I gathered
that this is but half the true number. . . .

“Of the 265 cases reported on the block, 104
came from six old tenement houses alone,

“There is one called ‘The Ink Pot.' It has
front and rear tenements five floors high, with
a foul, marrow court between. Here live 140
people. Twenty-three are babies. Here I found
one man sick with the plague in the front house,
two more in the rear—and one of these had a
young wife and four children. Here the plague
i darkness and filth—filth in halls, over
and floors, in sinks and closets. Here
, nine years alone twenty-six cases have been
How many besides these were kept
And behind these nine years—how
many cases more?

“Rooms here have held death ready and waiting
for years. Up on the third floor, looking down
into the court, is a room with two little closets
behind it In one of these a blind Scotchman
glept and took the plague in 1894. His wife
and his fifteen-year-old son both drank, and the
home grew squalld as the tenement itself. He
died in the hospital. Only a few months later
the plague fastened again. Slowly his little
daughter grew used to the fever, the coughing,
the long, sleepless nights. The foul court was
her only outlook. At last she, too, died. The
mother and son then moved away. But in this
room the germs lived on. They might all have
peen killed in a day by sunlight; they can live
two years in darkness. Here in darkness they
lived, on grimy walls, in dusty nooks, on dirty
floors. Then one year later, in October, a Jew
rented this same room. He was taken and died
in the summer. The room was rented agai in
he sutumn by a German and his wife. She
had the plague already, and dled. Then an Irish
family came in. The father was a hard, steady
worker, and loved his children. The home this
time was winning the fight. But six months
later he took the plague. He died in 1001
This is only the record of one room in seven
years.,

“In the rear house is another plague room—
ficor, to the right of the low, nar-
row entrence. Here, in 1806, lived an old Irish
hatmaker, with his wife, his small daughter,
his two sons. He was housekeeper. He took
the plaguve, worked a year or more there on his
hats, then died. The cough came on his wife
soon after. She suffered long, weary months,
only to see at the end her young daughter begin
the same suffering. The mother died. The home
was shattersd. The girl was taken away by her

¥

lives

walls

reported.

secret?

:-um.and.oonmumdhcfnount. The two
| sons @ied of the same disease, spreading it out

into other tenements. So by this reom eue

saoie tagiix wea otted oty <" !

“This ie not all. When the next housekeeper
came to this same room with his wife, both
Were strong and well. The man took the plague
in 1899. He still fought for life when all knew
he was hopeless; he still lived on when he could
not rise, could barely speak, but only lie alone
in one of these closet bedrooms. There are no
less than twenty such rooms in this rear house
—windowless, six feet by eight. The winter of
1900 brought a memorable blizzard. While it
was raging, a Settlement visitor came to this
room and found the water pipe burst, the room
flooded. The plucky little wife had carried her
husband upstairs on her back. A few days later
his struggle was ended. The wife is still here.”

The nead of the dweller in the tenement house
Mr. Poole illustrated in the following story,
which he called “The Prayer of the Tenement™:

* ‘Breath—breath—give me breath.' A Yiddish
whisper, on a night In April, 1903, from the
heart of the New-York ghetto.

“At No. 18 Clinton-st., back in the rear tene-
ment, a young Rumanian Jew lay dying of con-
sumption. I had come In with a Jewish doctor,
With every breath I felt the heavy, foul odor
from poverty, ignorance, filth, disease. In this
room, ten feet square, six people lay on the
floor packed close, rubbing the heavy sleep from
tired eyes, and staring at us dumbly. Two
small windows gave them alr, from a noisome
court—a pit twenty feet across and five floors
deep. The other room was only a closet gix
feet by seven, with a grated window high up
opening on an alrshaft eighteen inches wide.
And In that closet four more were sleeping,
three in a bed, one in a cradle.

“ ‘Breath—breath—give me breath.” The man's
disease was infectious, and yet for two long
weeks he had lain here dying. From his sofled
bed he could touch the one table, where the
two families ate; the cooking stove was but six
feet from him; the cupboard, over his pillow;
he could even reach one of the cradles, where
his baby girl lay staring frightened at his
strange position. For his wasted body was too
feeble to rise; too choked, too tortured, to lle
down. His young wife held him up while the
sleepers stared silently on, and that Yiddish
whisper came over and over again, but now with
a new and more fearful meaning. ‘Breath—
breath—breath. Or kill me; oh, kill me”

“Two years ago this man had come to America
—one of the 488000 in 1901. He came young
and well and hopeful, with his wife and their
baby son. Two more had been born since then.
It was to be a new country, a new home, a fresh
start, a land to breathe in. *‘ Breath—breath—
give me breath™ He had breathed no air here
but the close, heavy air of the sweatshop from
6 in the morning until 10 at night. Sometimes
—he whispered—he worked on until 11

“He was not alone. In New-York to-day and
to-night are over fifty thousand like him work-
ing.
feverish labor, at the hour when other homes
are sleeping, he had come In through the foul
court and had sunk into restless sleep in the
dark closet 6 feet by 7. There are 361,000 such
closets in the city. And this was his home.

“ ‘Luft—giebt mir luft’ He spokesonly Yid-
dish. The mew country had gived the plague
before the language. For the sweatshop and
the closet had made him weak; his weakened
body could make no fight; the plague came in
and fed swiftly. Still on through fhe winter he
had worked over the machine in the sweatshop.
infecting the garments he sewed—feverish,
tired, fearful—to buy food and coal, to keep his
‘home’ alive. And now, on this last day of m’e_‘
ten times he had whispered to his brother, beg-

ging him to care for the wife and the three littie |

children.
“The strusggle now is ended. The home is scat-

tered. The smothersd whisper is forever hushed.

“ ‘Breath—breath—give me breath!
-nmmm-mmurwm
rooms.” M5 Sl Wonells |

MOTOR FACE IN WOMAN.

women . discovering that “living on a
motor ocar” is ::t m« of my“.x(;l:
pactt: -loo;'a.b:\m a woman's charm, but

And late in the night, when he left the |

touches the literary side it must, therefore, be
delightful—the literary aspect appealing to the
imagination and the commercial to the practical.

In the successful working out of the problem
we find that the imagination is quite as neces-
sary to the business side, and that the ability to
see visions and to work to the actual realization
of them is the only thing that really'coumg,
Books must not only be secured and printed,
but a market must be discovered for them, and
the ingenuity with which the readers are found
is the final test.

The dignified day when the publisher sat in
his cffice and decided from the manuscripts
submitted wiich he should publish, and then
sent the newly nade book to the booksellers
with the jdea that they would do the rest,
pazsed away before this century was begun. If
good books come to him and a&n eager public
demands them ani buvs ‘hem through their
own gracious good will, so much the better, and
he may ind2ed he thankful; but if he walts for
these conditions, he starves by the wayside,
Pgrhaps the publishing business is changing
(most things are) and the young men who can
adapt themselves to the conditions that are
coming and so be a little in advance of these
changes and in line with them will reap an
abundant success,

In a broad way It is true that the market for
good books and magazines is larger than ever
and rapidly growing; for a good many years
traditions in publishing have counted perhaps
most of all, and the average youngster has a
hard time with traditions., But traditions go for
less nowadays, and probably all publishers
realize that ihere remain to be Invented a good
many ways of bringing the book and the reader
together. How to sell the book—the single vol-
ume: novel, history, blograpay, or what not—
, to any really large proportion of the people who
would buy if they knew of its existence is what
the publisher wants to know. Books sold by
subscription are more fortunate in this respect,
since they do find a much larger prcportion of
the readers who really want and need a set of
volumes—and a good many who do not.

To come to the present day conditions, one
may consider that a publishing house, to exert
any lasting force, will have four well defined
fields of activity:

First—The general or miscellaneous book pub-
lishing.

Second—Books sold by subscription methods,

Third—Magazines.

Fourth—Educational or text book publishing.

There are, it seems to me, more drawbacks to
the first class than any of the other branches.
One is that the publisher of miscellaneous books
must practically recreate his business every
year. The profits (and fortunately, also, the
losses) are most variable—a popular novel may
sell 100,000 copies this year, and hardly more
than a thousand or so next year. This is a vital
trouble; the expenses are regular—éach success
leaves a train of rew ones—and the sales or
profits irregular. Each book is a small or large
speculation, as the case may be, and the resid-
uum of books left at the end of the year which

| can be counted on for regular sale year after
year is pitifully small. The merciful feature is
that a novel which once gets the public’s good
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will sells vastly more than in the old days, and
is therefore more profitable, even considering
the increased first expense of getting the public
to know that it exists.

The obvious need, one would say, then, is to
get those books of actual and acknowledged
merit which will last, but it is not only difficult

making them and telling the public of them
often takes a year, or several years, perhaps, to
recoup the first investment, Meantime, the ex-
pense goes on at the rate fixed by the novel,
which sells by the fifty thousands, we will say.
All this can be remedied by getting for more
porary popularity. No doubt it can be done,
but who will do 1t?

Another thing the coming publisher will do is
to invent books which the public really wants,
or thinks it wants, and he will manage to cre-
ate the book to fit a need which only this imag-
ination can foresee or guess at,

It has often been sald that authors are as
difficult to deal with as artists or musicians, but
experience leads me to belleve that the writers
of books are no harder to do business with than
the people who set the type and print the books
or the booksellers who sell them. An author’s
book is his baby—*“the chilé¢ of his brain,” I be-
lieve the correct phrase is. Can it be considered
strange that he looks with dread upon the critic
who wishes to chop out sectins and passages of
his pages, or remake what he has worked out
with care and labor? One might as well expect
& mother to have her baby improved by redue-
ing the number of its fingers or reshaping its
ears. The surprising thing is that so often is
the publisher’s opinion sought for and his advice
accepted so readily. It takes tact to deal with
writers, but no more than it does to deal with
any other person of spirit—a lawyer or doctor,
let us say, or a trained nurse,

I fancy that it 1s the notion of having rela-
tions with distinguished authors which makes
publishing appear attractive to the youngster
choosing a career, but let him not forget that
the pleasure and satisfaction of the relationship
rest upon a quid pro quo—that the publisher
must do his part with skill and ability to keep
the connection profitable to both. Maany times
his best"is not good enocugh; but, then, his con-
sclence need not trouble him, and he can let it
go at that.

The subscription work has the great ad-
vantage of dealing with the buyer direct. The
number of customers, and therefore the oppor-
tunities, are greatly increased. It would take a
page of this paper even to mention the schemes
which one must invent and are still to be in-
vented to york this out to its full fleld of use-
fulness. Happily, as a branch of the business
which has always been more or less looked down
upon, it is making its way up rapidly.

In the old days a book which cost 3 cents,
and a worthless one at that, was forced upon
an unwilling buyer for ten times that sum by
the sheer force of the feroclous and untamed
energy of a book agent. This old type of agent
was a terror to the customer and to the pub-
lisher, .and he robbed both the buyer and the
seller with a high hand. His modern prototype
gcorns to sell by the aid of the hard luck story,
and he leaves his customer with some remnant
of self-respect, 20 that he may again sell the
same man. Uncle Sam, also, has intervened,
and now probably half of the subscription books
distributed ncw are sold by mall, and the very
best books are brought Into homes on the so-
called instalment plan. How great this business
is In the aggregate it Is impossible to say, but
it is known that about half a milllon sets of the
Encyclopsedia Britannica have been sold in this
country—a book made primarily for the purposes
of a people living three thousand miles away.
This gives some indication of the possibilities.
They have only been touched. Surely the books
and the personnel will improve and buyers will
multiply manyfold.

Then we come to magazine publishing. A
great publishing house needs at least one maga-
zine—a hailf-dozen would be better If they might
all have separate fields and the force could be
gathered to run them all at a high level of ef-
ficiency. Mr. Harmsworth publishes forty or
more in England, and all with success. The
strong features of the magazine published in
association with the boocks is teo obvious to
talk about, but even as a séparate business it
has many advantages over book publishing. For
one thing, it has a more continuous life; once
begun, with a fair share of success it Is built
up year after year on a solid foundation. The
publisher has here also the pleasure of dealing
directly with his customers, whom, if he is
clever, he will interest as his friends both among
his subscribers and his advertisers. His chances,
too, are many sided and touch many depart-
ments: the suggestion of ideas in editorial con-
tents, in illustrating, In plans for selling and in
drawing Into his net the elusive advertiser who
won't be coaxed until all the others have been
secured.

The sale of educational text and college books
{s a thing quite apart, and here the young grad-
uate often finds his opportunity,

has the chance for a long and steady sale, the
risks are less constant and the effort less spas-
modie.

One would say that all these branches should
be In a healthy‘stue of vigor in this perfect

QUAINT FRENCH VILLAGE.
It seems hardly credible that not more than
thirty minutes from all the noise and bustle of
Paris there lie: a village that is so quiet, so peace-

ful and so old fashioned that ome would imagine |

one’s self at least one hundred miles away from
the gay capital. Here at this village, La Frette by

name, and about fifteen minutes’ walk from Cor- |

meilles, preparations for midday and evening re-
pasts have to be made very early in the morning,
for no such thing as a good shop Is anywhere near,

and the walk to Cormellles s one which one con- |

siders twice before taking, for it Is up steep and
rough roads. So dally, butcher, baker and green
grocer pass this quaint little place, and the wvil-
lagers gather round the various tradesmen and
make their purchases for the day.

They also buy their clothes In this way, and may
oftsn be seen trying on bonnets, dresses and boots
-in the middle of the street. From a scenic point of
view, all artists have agreed that there is no place
to equal La Frette between Paris and Havre. To
th-.‘en of the village Is the k of Malsons
| Laffitte, and the is rouville, while
| opposite lles the forest of St. Germain, In all its
! g:tn splendor. To the right is Herbiay, quite an
! portant place, whose church is viaible for miles
along the mme. La Frette itself has the gquaintest
villagers possible. Many of them speak worse
JFrench than those of the Midi. and it is an event
indeed when one takes a journey up to the capital
They are thriftlest of the thrifty. Only a short
time ago one of the peasants gave his daughter no
Jess a sum than 250,000 francs on her wedding day,
and another is to recelve the same amount on her
approaching marriage. And vet this man, who
must be worth 4,000,000 or 5000000 francs at least,
lives in a patched up old hounhnd digs In _the
flelds from early morning til lale at night.—(The
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| BRANDING SWANS.

|  Rather a funny ceremony that is gone through
| with every year has just been accomplished, and
that is the marking of the young swans, or cvg-
nets, on the upper Thames. Its swans are of
course a feature of the river after Richmond is
passed Some of them are owned by the crown, and
the rest by two of the ancient river “companies.™
and it is in order to Adistinguish them that the
cygnets are marked.

The swan markers are a plcturesque company.
They wear white flannels, and can be told apart
by their different colored jerseys. Those of the
King's men are scarlet, those of the Dyers’ Com

pany blue and white. The markers embark in half
a dozen skiffs, at the stern of which flles either
the King's flag—a white fleld, with a crown and
the royal cipher, “E. R."—or one of the banner-
ettes of the two companies.

The y sets out from Molesey Lock, and after
that are pretty lively, for the operation of

oung swans, is no holl-
3.1 pastime. The:

broken by a
The birds are caught
end of a long pule, hey are
beak—either with the royal mon
one of tLe companies. Usually the man who .
the brarding deprivés the swan marked by him of
one of its feathers, which he sticks in his cap as
a trophy. '
gnets is smaller than usual this
g A bad weather and floods

year, on account of the -
which have ailed along the river. By the way,
the ‘l'hnmnpmmu have a reputation for viclous-

ness, and folk who have seen what they can do

point to give
with their wings and make It & \‘

-

e ——

to get many such books, but the expense of !

serious work the sales secured for novels of tem- |

his college |
training and experience doing him an immediate |
and assured service. As a book once introduced |

pany nuvy blue, and those of the Vintners' Com- |

“Buy China and Glass Righe®

HIGGIN & SEITER

_FINE CHINA.RICH CUT GLASS

Commencing MONDAY, Septembes
$4th, and continuing the balance of the
month, we will make as a special induce-
ment for carly purchasing

A REDUCTION OF 25%

ON DINNER WARE,

{ HAVILAND'S FINEST LIMOGES CHINA, neat
| bordes decoration in pink and biue flowers, with
| sage green leaves, faney gold work, fancy dower
} rosette centre,

f Complete d&'nner set,

regular price 6140, spec. foo

Sept. .. . PP — T
Pl = % v, s sl Y SR il
PR % v e e B S
Cpon. B s, ainde it S S S,
R I8 e SNl o S S

FINEST LIMOGES CHINA, rococo flower bor-
der, sage green and pink, also light blue forget-
me-nots with shaded buff background. FNameg
rococo flower centre, goid edge.

Complets dinner set
Sept. .. «onssesscsnnsanceses GD
Soup set, 13 pleces, regular price 1035, spea. fo@
Sept - 7.00

FINEST LIMOGES CHINA, rococo sage green
border with dark green edge; clusters of roses
and blue forget-me-nots, sage green leaves, handleg
clouded burnished gold.
Complete dinner set, regular price

regular price 6275, spec. fo@

85,00, spec. fof
.. 41308

Tea set, 36 pieces, regular price 20.20, spec. for
Sept - . snvas cus

Soup =et, 13 pileces, regular price 240, spec. for
Sept ) ¥ . ot

Chop set, 13 pleces regular rrll‘; l.”JlI‘n. for
Sept. “oe .

FINEST LIMOGES CHINA, border decoration

of large roses in pink and yellow and green

leaves. Handles of ecovered dishes clonded golds

border of sage green on edge

Complete dinner set, regular price #6530, spea, for
Sept . ae s3s et ve b s SopsvETIscusapioss WIS
ENGLISH SEMI-PORCELAIN, border of green
lilaes illuminated with gold; gold edge.

Complete dinner set. regular price 2200, spec, for
pt - cedoed

Breakfast set, 33,pleces, regular price 1020, spe~.

for Sept i - SRt ee S
Tea set, 06 pleces, regular price S.00, spec.

Sept cio o e dnbuse savisessssivesnsivagincs I
Soup set, 13 pieces, regular price 535, spec fw

Sept . o USSR
Chop set, 13 pleces, regular price 299, spec. for

Sept. .. . - cesceescssascacscancacs SID

lad set, 13 pleces, regular price 5.40. spea. for

PPt ..cccscevvacecece cccssassnesscascuscescance SNDD

ENGLISH PORCELAIN, chrysanthemum dee-
oration in pink, blue and green; gold edge.
Complete dinner set. regular price 10.55. spec. for

BIBE .o ccoor cooesnes o ur i Suliie SOOI saentases 14.90
Tea set, 38 vleces, regular price 606 spes. for

BUPE oo s oe - cnngepsogss sebe consnces cnssssseacss - D
Scup set, 13 pleces, regular price 405, spec. for

sept = ctrbvccssitinsceoee GNP
Chop set, 13 pleces. regular price 270, spee. for

Sept ae p 06 s S SEREES SGOEETCONED 2.00
Salad set, 13 pleces, regular price 315, spec. for

Sept .o - vea . s seasesangbocacs SN

From all of the above mentioned sets separate

pieces can also be obt d at a corresponding
reduction. Several hundred other dinner sets are
ready for vour inspection. Our Annual Rummage
Sale is also on; special bargains in odd pieces of

china.

WEST 2IST & WEST 22D STS,,
NEAR SIXTH AVE.

publishing house we are talking of In profits
probably the magazines would yield best, then
the subseription department, then the text
books, and finally the misceilaneous book pub-
lishing, which is so apt to be “Prince or Pau-
per.” with the accent on the latter.

If one looks over the fleld, one sees oppertu-
nities In abundance. The men, young or @lid,
who can really do things are few and far be-
tween, but the men who can explain with great
force and detail and with ability why they
haven't done things are abundant. One comes
upon a great many men who have ideas, and
good ones, and ecan tell you how to work them
out, but the men who have the ideas and ean
and do work them out are many days’ journey
apart. It is only by developing the men one at
a time, letting the inexperfenced newcomer try
again the old schemes which we have tried In
vain, and now and then he will make a success
of some point which has been quite fruitiess
heretcfore.

In the next decade the sale of books will ecer-
tainly be vastly increased, and these are the men
who will do it. One hears it said that nowa-
days It costs more than it did to launch a beok.
If by launching we mean selling a large quan-
tity the start, this is unquestionably true,
but the cost of typesetting, paper, printing and
binding have not increased. The real meaning
fs that more ig expected In launching a book
than was expected a few years ago, and this
does cost money. The eapital Involved ls per-
haps greater, but capital for people who ecan
make success is probably more easily secured
than it ever was. Which, all being summed up,
| means that this writer has wasted a good deal
! of vainable space to tell again what is so well
known: that the opportunities are great for
men who deserve them and for those who cannot
| see and avail themselves of them the path is
long and hard

-
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! SANDALWOOD OIL

Ol of sandalwood, which = one of the most valu-
abie substances known to the perfumer, affording
an excesdingly delicate and delicious scent, has a8
last been made by synthesis.

It was purely an accident. Dr David T Day,
of the United States Geological Soclety, was mak-
ing some small chemical experfments the other
dav on the mantelshelf of his office In Washington.
He had some crude petroleum from a Texas well,
ard was putting it through various processes, mofe
for amusement than anything else, when he noticed
that the liquid resulting from & certain
had a powerful odor It was too strong
agreeable to the nost-iis; but he moistened a bit of
paper with the fluld, and. waving it in front of his
nose. perceived immediately that the smell was
that of .andalymod ofl. He had obtained, quite
by chance, an artificial oll of sandalwood—impure,
it s true, but eastly susceptible of purification
refining.

The discovery is belioved to be of great
commercially, but Dr. Day bas too much
business on hand to bother with exploiting &
thetic perfume, and makes the world welcome
his lucky “find” Inasmuch as the ofl can be got
from petroleum In endless guantities at & very
cheap rate, it is likely to drive the ordinary sandal-
wood oil, which ls obtained by distillation from the

wood, out of the market.
The destructive white ant of India and
which devours nearly everything save
not touch sandalwood, and that is one reason
so much of it = made up into
similar articles that come from Asia.
famtliar with the
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