
THIS iH-tly 'prakintr. an lalter-
aaa of a genuinfl in-

a the party of thr first part ap-

pnaehei with ¦ deflnitfl objecl in
\h\v. lii arn s lisl of quee-

ti,,' nn thinga he arishes to

istory
pil of him

.- .....i hi farorite
tained mon ur lo-- satis*

nwert to tl hc rctircs
to tabulatc thi

ghtest no.

nted te know. I knew
.,.¦; Edmond Jonea had

been Rusaiai -' deslfn
.. rorthcoming neai produc*

ing Amrri-
t attrs ". tkwi thr<*r jreara

f..r somo of (.ranville
who has since Hour

ttinga for tlio inner scei r«

aliba "¦ and .' Thr Happy Endii g."
miring work, I waa

as him, aml to talk to him; bttt
iew. no definite

t wanl
waa liko.

I found him al ¦ acaanic atudio over in the
iaj man (tiot yet thirty,

altbough he looks older) of medium hright.
alender, rather pale, with hair and heard of

-h red. A liiffk-ult man to dascribfl ac

eurately. Hc de*ea not m thfl leasl reaemble
the picture of him on this pajre, yet 1 Ila 1 ll
iropoi ibls to poin! wherrin tho portrait dif-

mim himaa f. Hii banda art

and pointod, thr senaitive handa of an

.rtist.
11" ai d another mai ter, irere stand*

inp bel lonaoiii roetangk of Jet hlsck
,i drop evidentiy. Upon tlir itiky aur-

face i d in chalk Um ©uUineo of h

bage ked by clusti > of ram*
. \ ti area of

several square feet waa covered with an ap-
mear ol orangi

I asked Jonea whai il was.
-Thn-'' That'a the back drop for "Till
... f the i sw balleta; they'ra

doing il to Strauss'a nrasic. Thia ia the mar-

bcc of Till'a home town. Here's my
foi i'" and hc picked up a

small colored drawing of rhe scene. "You see,
tho rathedral and the houi tek against

: just thr OUt*
n bluish gray. Thr fore parl

TWO OF THE "T1I.L EULENSPIE
GEL" 00STUME8.
DaateaM »*¦ Rafeflfi M_«a4 jaaflfl

fcivtwrn'tl Kterutur* abm.nd* in p'ny* flTrtfld
ttrattUAJ the Kuropean pennnnt't*

pae*i<ir»i'e ¦i-irh.ment to the sfltl Uhkick he

M .Hia hit ieapati imatinet.
theau*a "' his na(-

nyr ¦/: r (ae 1 ta ef the Luther-
an , -, r.j by the Hem**

.- tatoeea eafmMau from
,, ¦-. i ition ".- thoir faith,

Karl Sekoenkerr'i natei
rieai <fm tbe aad Heimath,"

the Sehiltar pri** aome years apn
,,» <;,,¦>«,. t Gr ';>nrzer pri.-.e in AUS-

nrrnly juaifd by the <ierman

h./ Anna

i'ii t'a haart. The Umging forhnme
, r><. in the

I ,r,

¦ed with Kl ijfai led -Itn! deli-
The mppeal whieh th- ttoeu

I' tragady ia

ifaera, stefaaera
nnd yn>,' M rmt itr.rr tn rf'urn t r,

riei/. ..;, m 1'ir-ntf, inhoojtitaklo,
\ t author, "Th*

l rr' Tribune Sun

M0NO1 ONOl -i.i. a ith a pac diai mrt
. of s aroasan

pirrrrd thr graj I of thr- rarly
-

Hub! i.r.:

other aouad, noth-
.¦ and Mewteg of tha* two

t-teamir,-** horSOS. and over ther*- Oa tha- wood'-*

tdffl now an-l Ihaaj the ahrill ral! of n pheaa-

'J ,,, aroa her dark i ¦.

st Um soft
serta of thr fmiewi v»..iich thr sileery-ahining

ni, berh scented seiL
Wi'h tho roia hairg-f eeet ha i aheulda
aiaagbed tiiaaooory, furrow aft-r f<..rr>,v,-, op

A YOUNG CHAP NAMED JONES
B. DEEMS TAYLORof th. scene il treated in thr MfltC Utay. ln

r'ront, sl the left, will I"' ¦ ¦¦'¦' merchant'a
booth, an.i 111 have nearly ¦ quarter o

atage, around tho booth, covered with bright
.olo.ed clothi of every deacription. Stntch
ing aero?- the squarc. from the I
house to the other, there'll be hanging a line
full of waah all blue, the brip.htest blue 1

can find."
I glanced up n\ the drop once ^ hii

w_ hH.i been taiking, the painter, using the
aketch ai i» guide, had been applyii brushful
after brushful of coloi. at random, il s<" med

tep back," Mid Jones.
.nd roddi lj the whi '< th ng ;'-

meaning. The .treaks of painl turned into »

trange, mad sky of pink snd orangc
zrny an. white cloods, whirling up, up

.. .. a background of lilac and violel and
purple What had been thr ragged edgei ol
thii maai of color became the akyline of i row

of houses. They were not the aober, perpen-
di-u'ar affairs that gTOW in real itreets. They
,. ai ed crazily to the npht and left; they awayed
toeether drunkenly, uith a "united we itand"
airj from their absurd chimneya roae prepoa
teroui columni ami ipirali of aooty amoki
th- ir roof? were n..t on straipht. The thing
was plainly impos. ib!o, hut it was lrr.sistibly
fui.iij.

COLORS SEEM TO SHOW UP BET¬
TER IF THEY HAVE TO FIGHT

FOR EXISTENCE.

..I'm glad you laughed,*1 Jonea was amiling
contentedly. "It's exactly what I hope the
.odiencs will do when they see it. I'm hoping
to get aome of the spirit of Till Eulenapiegel1

hii set. I want il to I""!. at tho igh the
sky had exploded an.l the whole town had gone

..It does," I said. "w hy the anvaa al'
blaek, to begin with?"

"That'a a new .cheme of mine- or rather -i

new application of sn old one. It'a been done

in eaael painting, bul never before, l think, in
acenery. Putting the colon on over tbe blaek

to give them ¦ peculiar brilliance. Thev
se m tn ahow up better thal way. Somehow
VOU pet more out of them if jrou make them
tipht for their exi.tence."

\f 1 it was so. The flaming aky aeemed to

poaaoaa a quality of bpht far beyond the men-

brightneai of the colon themselves, v.-hile the
Mark bulk of the rathedral loomed up with h

startling effecl of jolidity ri d relief. lt waa

to believe thal the acene possessed only

"I hope you won'1 mii d my ii ¦; I now

¦nd then to bother thr painter," sid the artist,
He found two rickety chain. "Sil down and
we ean talk."
He told hOW he happened to pet the commis-

sion to design the tetting for "The Man Who
Married a Dumh Wife," the Gnnvillc Barker
production that liist made him known to New
York.
"h was just luck." he said. "The Stage So

ciety w.re planning ro put on 'The Dumb vl
and I waa doing the acenery aed coatu
Then Barker took over the produdtioi 1 wa*

one of the propeities. ile just inherited me.

The other Barker se:- followed 'The Dumb
Wife 1 painted all the acenery for that my-
s"lf, beaidea designing the costumea and huild-
ine the propertie.."
That reminded me of a question to ask, a

leadmsr question. It waa not a question that I

partieularly wanted to ask. I thought I knew
the correct anawer to it befonhand, snyhow.
But it was a question that ¦ lot of people do
ask, indeed one that he had probabl] been asked
bc«ore.perhapa a hundred and fifty times or

so. I decided that I mipht a> well do my du'y
and be No. 151. I asked:

"Isn't thil new art of itagti decoration pri-
marily suitable for productions like 'The Dumo

"'

and down the field. the busy field crows at
her heels. 'The silvery plouphshare loosened
layer after laycr of the fat, black-brown boil
and turned it moothly to one side.
The woman's eyes were fixed on the furrow

which Btntched crumhlinp before her fee'.
Only when she turned dcxterously at the upper
end of the fleld her glanCi strayed cxpectantly
in the direction in which the big, atraw-roofed
gable of her house, with its crossed wooden
hor.eheads on the ridge, loomed throuph the
early morninp mists.
Had Klaas Hrookmann come yet? It war a

lonp way from the villagC to the lonely farm.
to which Petcr Karstena had yeai ago brought
her, that she mipht become a loyal helpmeet in
his life and labors and mipht bear him inhei-
iton for the land of his fatherr-. Guarded by
ancienl o_k tr,.. the house lay in ¦ dull ai-
leii'-e. Om WOUld not have thoupht from ita
,-tern exterior that warm, young life pulsated

:.: ii roof, that childiah troicea laughed
there as silvery a* the peals of tiny bells.
lautfbed despite the fact that wai, the im-

placable, bad alao here knocked imperiously on

the door tnd eonverf. d the tranquil cheer which
cuatomarily ruled behind its walla into snkiety
and apprehension.

But WiebkS Karttena had clenched her teeth
and had refuaed to let herself be conquered by
circumstanci A woman'i atrength was wiry
ar.d m woman'a ahoulden wenelastic. Though
husband and farathand were gone, war. arith
ita needs, had doubieri her capacity. ll blessed
th»' hand of the woman who COUragOOUaly guid
"1 the plough and rarefully BOWtd the -cod.

A Wiebke Karstciis mt lier la*! furrow a

flaxen-haired boy caflN toddlinp alonp a path
which led from the h0UM across the tield. In
hr- ti..r.fli*4 were a little payly painted tin pail
and a broken wooden spoon.
A light i;ime into the woman's eyo-. It wa1*

her JTOungest, her .Vt.-rkm. He had found
thinps tiresome at home. With fearle.R eon-

Rdenci the little fellow walked close by the
honea in order t<, na Us al hl nother'a knee.

* .- tenderly BtfOked hia hlond hend and then
baba him po off lo one .ide. Obediently he
Mepped away and nquatted himself down on

the adgi of the field, wheie in childiah nport

"DRAMATIST, PRODUCER, ACTOR, SCENE PAINTER.WE DONTT MATTER,
ANY OF US. AT OUR BEST WE ARE LTHE MEDIUM THROUGH

THROUGH WHICH AN IDEA IS TR .NSMITTKI)."

\\ ie' snd Till Euh ¦¦-: ts ' drama
m un themc is itaelf fantastic and improl a

"Certainly not I admit that in
-tate of development il haa been applied chii I
to scttinp? of the character you menti Bul
that is the fault of ua cene paintei
producen, rather than of the art itaelf. I

believe that many of the men who an

aigning this new ityl. of
unnecessarily. I*'

a um sa o mai. | nery
... il ia i uita

ngs. If the new art of
adaptable to any a ibje :t, si

new art of the atage will die,
"Have you Hi' d tO pet av. ay from

bizam .»<!<* of it?" I asked him.
I. ickily. I have had to. Tl B

ductiona an-i 'The Happy Endinp'
i fanciful in apirit. Bul ike the innei

scenea of 'Caliban.' Hen wa

mood. and a differei oroblcni.
fronted with ili''

Shakespearian nettii gs 1 ise that
waa only aix feel deep. Moreo er, thi
to be ahown in the open air, befon ai au

ence that .sat, part of it, mon- than a h
yards away. That meant the mina
Hen of detail. Those 'Caliban' seta were i.t.*-.

all a matti imple planea and lighl

"Bi twi '('alil an' and the Russia Bal 11
.... I had to design acenery for
¦ mo medy, a piece aomewhal

aimilar in locale and mood to Boomerang.'
Hen .ss no chsno to introduce any

of thi- ew art.
I had to painl Bmart interion. As a matter

tl em al all. We limply

them and
would

SOME DAY THE AMERICAN
DRAMA IS GOING TO GO BANG
.AND LEAD THE WORLD.

"Thal nd much like the waj a

ould do it."
IBut thi anager ia

md. V. '"¦ prad ially getting liim.
¦...ora-

tion an to ¦> W ¦-":. either to coi
the commercial manager or eliminate

him." Jonea grinned. "Maybe we can con-

vott liim ard then eliminate him."
He araa lenl for ¦ moment. "Befon lonp,"

HOME SOIL
By -inna Oadc Translated, with Introductor) Commcnt, b\

William L. McPheraon

bovelled the dark brou eai th <

gayly eolored bucket
Bul th« woman looked up again with s new

M.ut of surprise. Ths blood ro bed to her
heart. Wasnl that a l>lue and red cap bob-
bing up and down behind thr barc row of
birchea over yonder? Yes; it was he Klaaa
Brookmann, thr crippled letter carrier. Had
Peter written al last? H<> had nevei
lel her wait KJ long in RU! |><" M

Y. one oughl not to despair too aoon. Such
tter mighl saailj go astray. Despite the

anxiou cara which robbed her of aleep by
night and preyed on her Btrength by day, nhe
still cheriahed a consoling hope. an in<
guishable confidence. Perhapa he would
come h"mr himself, on a furlough, for sowing
timr, quite unannounced, ai th" eldesl

( thfl i illaKr familiea had doi
surprise her!

Shr knew thal although hr had answered
the eall of the King with loyal fervor every
flbre of hi- being drew him homewa
only to wifr and children, bul al^o to the aoil,
to which hr wa 4 attached with all o peaaant'a
pa aionate affection, with a love which was all
thr deeper because it never passnl hi lip
becauae il never rlothH itaelf in any out ward
. apresi ion.
On thal golden, aunny morninp when hr had

taken leave of her, what had hr said to con-

-iolr her, his face Ret and pair, hut his !ip*
amiling?

"Don'l woirv; WOeda arr hard to kill."
Ho would come back; hr certainly would

come back. He In alien .-«> 11'.' Hfl never could
imd resl there. Thfl good Lord would nol per*
tmt that, Aml he himaelf had motioned tothfl
in cription carved over thfl houss door:

"I.ord. bleaa us in our work,
And bleaa graciously all wa do,

A ad '. ': '" r,« I a;- 'ast ii
lt. our native earth."

.1-.-, ihe hoped and tniSted thai the I.ord
would grant the pioua prayer written over

the portal of the homestesd.
How he wonld be amazed, ber Peter, when

he came back and aw wha: her woman'a arm-i

had a ed!
Trembling v¦.' patience Bhe itanda there.

How lowl) ti old man hobblea along- much
foi one who awaited with so de

vnuring a longing; who wil mtieatpost
rard I the 1 hange the tormenta

ig and buoyanl
fidence into thi dai oe.

She called out to him cheerily. Had Peter
writti ii .'

Klaa I':ookmai n did nol snswer at
once. That is the way with age indifferent,

longer the feveriah
snguish of waiting. Blowly snd stifllj he felt
.¦ii .¦ d smong his letten, while the wife'a gase

d n. pi'im auapense on the unaightly
leather coven of hi po tman'a bag. Suddenly
it occurred to ber how blaek and forbidding
aa the ba *. i a the fate
which it ai r ed n in ii depth

Klaaa Brookm d ai la t, reluctantly
dn w a letter oui and han led it to her.

"I think then ething in that about
Peter."
Then h< Iim] ed awa), n ich fa tei a*- it

aeemed, than he had come.
The wifi eas in the soft

groui d of the furro itill hung about
her ihoulder si with paralyzing fear
...' the envelope which bean h.-r ram.-. That
unfamiliar, penmanship it certainly
was not b.-r husbsnd's. Then sho ., ,. ,( f,,,-
ihe flral time. The name of Captain von Wri
kow i- writteti on the back of the envelope,

he resumed th .ghtfully. "** Americans are

ead the worid dramatu-ally. I think.

we'll evolvc a preat school of

playwrigh , .

.."i don't believe it wil be a matter of ev_u-

tion It will come auddenly, I think. We are

an tn,..- people, a CO-dst pMffe. W«

terma of the dramatie. And wara
- aelfi Wtn

ser and close? to the real thing.
Some da: well ist go hang, like

.¦ ti e hand "and find we'ra lea '

.- he must have been

the acene painter, for he auddenly called out
. 11 him:

.Don't tOUCh at, Mr. Vincent." The

painter had juat added a preat aplash of

fellow to the y "That'a cxartly right.
Leave it just aa it i"."

.You know." he resumed, turning baek to

m., "it'a extraordinary the way ¦'

id a on thia atuff. Of course, he isn't exactlv
Bn ordinary BCOM painter. He ....--. er.se! work.

too, and they use him hen- for the little detai's

that require an expert knowledge of painting;
he does pictures on walla, and nrticie= suppose.

aeen throuph shop windows.things like

that. But, even ao, it'a amaxing to aee how he

adapta himself to this new atyle. If you could
.me of the atuff these people are called

upon to do! Not that mine ia better. neces-

sarily; aimply, the two atjrlea are utterly op
;-. ed.

THROWING THL WORKMAN ON
HIS OWN RESPONSIBILITY PRO-

DUCES BETTER SCENERY.

The waj ¦ aci painter nsually worka
take the icene model and aquan it up, Inch by
inch, upon the eanvas. Then, when he paints it
ii he must follow Ut* coloring and drawing of
.iie model nbsolutely."

Pannthetically it mipht be well to explain
Iy the 'snuarinp-up' process. The artists

orginal design is a tiny model of the flnished
made to a acale of about 44.inch to the

foot The Bcene painter takea this. piece hy
piece, snd drawing linea acrosa it dividea il
into a network of aquarea K-ittch across. ito

then dividea the larpe eanvas into one-foot

iquarea and tills these in from the corresponc.-
luarea on the model, thus obtaining a par*

:' -.-t enlargement.
.Here. on the other hai d." Jones continued,

waving hia hand toward the blaek drop, "the
painter is thrown more or leea upon his own

esources. Vincent enlarged this, for example,
..- taking gi st paina to daplicate

ne exactlv. The same with the

pa.nting. He follow- the peneral scheme of the
original, of course. but, not being guided bj

luares, ia bound to deviate aomewhat ia
.letail ¦'."

¦What ia the advantage of that?"
.Why, he approachea the work with an er-

tiroly different attitude. He is responsible not

only fot the execution of the work. but partly
for ita conception. A.a a consequenes, he takes
a pet uine, creative interest in it. Bseidea, he

ently geta accidental or experimental rf*
that are better than the original.

"It'a all wrong, I believe. to assume that the
artist'a first de.«ii_n for a scene is perfect, an..

thenfon, aacnd. After all, a scene is to be
looked at on the stape and not in an artist's
atudio. Conaequently when it comes to th.
actual makinp of the set certain defecta are al-

lound to become apparent that eouldn't
poasibly be foreseen."
"Then you'n not alway? certain of your c1*

."' I asked.
He laughed. "I ihould say not! There'a

no use pntending that we are. There was a

acene in 'The Happy Ending,' for instance. I*
showed a rainbow, and the thinp looked bear-
tiful in the model. Hut when we pot the set

painted, and up.well, that rainbow looked ex-

.* 7.-T$". .<>*. *r,^MHHMMi

Her face has become deadly pale. With
ahaking hands she opens the letter and reads
it mechanically, almost without compnhend*
ing what the st ranpe officer has written to her,
'he :simp!e pea.sant woman. I'ainfully she
puzxlee out the handwriting. even to the end.
where it says:

.Hc satistied. dear madame, that we

mouin him from our hearts! He, a simple
aoldier, and yet one of the best and bl_.
...'_. rtlt* now, topether with two of his
comiades, far from 'hc baaje soil which
he eultivated, in alien e. rii, yet m a .jr'ave
most acrupulously and lo.inply cared for."
"In alien earth."
She npeatl it aloud, as though -he must hear

it in order to believe it. She understands first
from those three words that he of whose safe
return she only a few moments apo was so

eonfldenl arill never eome back to ber.
Her plan.e wanders vacantly to the child

near by. Her Peterkin an orphan! And he
playa there so inuooontly ami contentedly. with
HO idea of what has happened. The burden of
ber aorrOW ie so new. Il shows itself at first
in ali its hanhness, all ita cruelty.
She atanda there, lur apron over her face.

and doea not know how lonp it is beforc she
realitea that in spite of her own prief life
atill unfciinply makes its demands on her.
She eollaet henelf, carefully puts the plouph
aside, aoftly ealla the little boy and drivee the
horaea home. She (ills the hay racks, wators
the hones, feeda the COWI and pips and trims
the fire for the midday m.'al. The children, nt
whom the tWO older ones are at school, will a*t
be hunfry and must have somethinp to eat.
Pinl come the imperious calls of life; aftei
ward the luxury of prief for the fallen.
When all is flnished she gOSS, takinp the little

one by the hand, into the low-ceilinped peasant
livinp room. With vacant eyes she looks ahout.
An envelope, with field post paper, lies ready
on the table. Near by are pens and an ink-
Btand, two brown paper cartons and a silvery
white tin packing box. in arhieh ahe had ia
tended to send some fresh butter to her hils
band.
Then it comes over her again. the pain of

her bereavetnent, In all Ita keennesa and hit*

actly likfl a slicr of watrnrie'.o'-
done over.

"The point is," ho araj I
architerture. Thr lines ar.d dima-nsioni in/'Plan of a bu ,,

H had v, ^

'¦'-I'rn-.ry
rattd on an nrrhitr. '

ba? followed i-r.jv .. -...j..
wouldn't star.d up. Bnt that fact is g jj?
l:on. not a virtue. BuppoOfl you could i_^
th<- skylirie of a buildinjr overnia-ht if it did .

look rtjjht when you rame to put it up? jn ,1
case of seenery >"' ***** ,!" Just that. wiiv.

4> ' W'
do it!

"That. I thii k, Ia tl e Vaturr,,-
thia a ¦g.ahBa

lity, o ". f and im| - ptaj q:jl',r
that *.at'« pi

\- ith a minin I frk ttoa \sv (,0n't jtY
tn m out oneeo l r aO ard then oonaoa

*% aad oh_
I i fil . .

." bo I:' d etwrngement, frora thr .*,,,..
,,. f iew- in fat *. Um oi Ij Mttofadsn
onfl is thr rrnrr^oirr thratrr, \V1-h 't| ^
-.-..mr studios. There ara plaaty of that*
Kw.ropr. an'! u wouldn't BUrprise "**<"¦ to arr »*.,
here. In soeh a thea Bceaa ori|*r».
wculd bfl a permanent of tho staff.iii.
tho actoro an.l thr taerathro force. Ho --.
r\porit;Tor.t, studyiag thfl effed of hi» srtner,
In perforraance, ehanging lt from ona day ¦

another until be had evolved -"miethir,,? th^
approoched srhal hfl wanted."
He Baghed. "II y t-imple ar*

r-isy when it's finish. ..a\e to gJtgaa
i"-i" hard to got H righl IsombIbj
and harmonio'is and Btill not intruaivt,
"The best seenery, :." he emtia-

ued, ''is virtually invisible. Tha r.earrr k
cornes to fulfllling it- proprr functios the lr.«#

ifl II dui | thr pf/font.
atn i\"
"\" tn that if --hould merely fonitpB,

feet baekground for tho a

"\o; nol exactly. Th»- ra net bj
finrtant. either. Nor is tho dramatiat, tarfta
matter. It's only th« p!a. 'he a_br-
lying idra, that naatters. What (a a ilrami'.r
anyhow? Just ¦ man who peta hold of an Haj
that'a Mggar 'har. he is. »nd ha |ssjb_|
spoils that.
"What is holding back lopaaastflf

the --lairr fa tlir fact that thr people Noearaal

t ontiuued on V

T1LLS TOWNSPEOPLE ARKV
MUCH ON LOOKS. BUT THKIK

CLOTHES MAKL IV
FOR THAT.

*-**e*v

terr.esa. Now he would need nothing ^0*
Never again! She would never agaia *****
to do anything for him. That BOOBBl to hr

the hardest blow of a!!. Oh, if -he eould on*

once more do somethins: to pleasfl h;m! S**'

binK, she Binks on the bench, throwfl her arffli

in despair on the ta ncr hw
on it.
The little boy st.an.is b] her, shy a-d fn^'

med. [fl mother In he c

dies up to her. and a^ shfl rr'or< J
lently and he i*er- that h cons0"'
tioh !?.;'* all ln vain hfl tuma tly and pa-

liently ajja-.i to his play and hifl goylf co]07"
bucket He nW\- clam *. ('|
woodi -i itoolfl aaa 'ooi ¦ *

thinps whieh Iie on the table.
Thr pratty white tin ps hoW .'.

ahineo and glittera, just likfl t:'e p*^_
Hr taki i the caae
and !'.>--. the time in
dark 'r.nvn earth which hfl haa i-Jt-oagal sma
from thfl plought

Three weekfl later.
"Itwasa plea ire tome I .'¦.rr'.^ ("p'

tain um Wriskou o aeeond Um* from ki*

BUtion .n tho a .¦ Ka
widow] to be
wish. E -1'"1

already I alien sarth » tranqui^
and t ;. flBfl *.»¦ -vl" "J
all the i'1"" *** _!

pa traaoaort m
body. not in ¦ *.''.'' JJ
its own, would ¦. >t '¦" permlsslblo, »r»r^
from thfl fact that it WOUld laffltt *****
li.fli.'ulties and a KOOd deal flf ^P*"1'J
aa Um burial ''¦'' NV ",d9

very doefl to our UlMO, I OOOid all the more

easily graal \"ur UqUflflt, 1 n,ive ' J
the contento of tho boxai which you m

me strawa oa tho oBouadi aad ' -^ vj
\,n. as a renn tnliniM'r. h B*otOgiapa
tho grave and it.s rarraundings. M*.v ',
bo a ooooolation te you in >"ur »*r"
Now tho gallanl here and father -wi*

far from the Mda to which hr 4*^ ».

tached with a true (Ierman pa*ai»«n i

Iom- and \rt tindrr Ufl Owa "'-"^ H nl."


