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THE CRAFITSMAN
HOME BUILDERS CLUB

HE CRATTSMAN HOME BUILDERS’ CLUB includes all yearly subscribers
m to THE CrarrsmaN. To belong to it implies neither dues nor obligations of any

sort—only the right to claim a benefit that we are glad to share with those
interested in our work. '

Anyone who wishes may become a member simply by sending in a year’s subserip-
tion to the magazine, and all members are entitled free of charge to the full working
plans and instructions for building, in the Craftsman style of construction, of any one
of the Craftsman houses published in the magazine. : 2
] We are glad to give this privilege because we believe so thoroughly in the Crafts-
man house. It is the result of long and careful study of the most practical methods
of planning, building, decorating, and furnishing houses that shall be permanently
satisfying 1omes, and its style is distinctly its own. With other styles we have noth-
ing to do, but on the Craftsman style of building and furnishing we are the authority,
and all our knowledge and experience is at the disposal of those who want to know
what not to do as well as what to do in creating their home surroundings.

Craftsman houses vary widely in size, style and price, but all are based upon the
same fundamental principles of simplicity, good construction, and such arrangement of
interior space that the daily work of the household is simplified as much as possible.
The interior is always so planned that the greatest amount of space and freedom is
secured within a given area, and the structural features are especially designed to
give such a sense cf completeness in themselves that the furnishings may be limited to
what 1s actually required for daily use.

One house, with perspective drawings of the exterior and parts of the interior,
elevations, floor plans and full description, with suggestions for color scheme and
furnishing, is published each month in Tur CraFTsMAN. Sometimes Craftsman cot-
tages or bungalows are substituted or added, and the plans and instructions for these
are given as they are for the regular houses of the series.

The publication of the Craftsman houses began in January, 1904, and there are
twelve each year. Any member of The Home Builders’ Club may select anv one He
chooses of the entire series and receive free the plans and instructions, In the event
of the plan chosen not being exactly suited to a given location or to individual needs,
any alteration of the plan will be made in our drafting-room, if desired, at a reason-
able charge.
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GUSTAV STICKLEY, THE CRAFTSMAN, 29 West 34th St., New York
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PICARDY: A QUIET, SIMPLE LAND OF
DREAMY BEAUTY, WHERE ARTISTS FIND
MUCH TO PAINT: BY JANE QUIGLEY

UST across the channel from Folkestone lies Pic-
ardy, with many delightful spots for the painter.
B 'This part of northern France is somewhat flat and
monotonous in some districts, but the artist’s eye finds
| beauty in the subtle tones of sand dunes as well as in
the more obvious beauty of opalescent sea and shim-
mering meadows. Most people cross to Picardy, by
the mail ‘route of Folkestone and Boulogne, but a more novel way 1s
to go by steamer from London Docks to Boulogne, and those who
love the sea, and are willing to sacrifice comfort for the sake of nov-
elty, find a great charm in the night passage from London Docks.
Even Londoners know but little of this part of the Thames given
up to commerce, yet it has a beauty of its own, especially by moon-
light, when the sordid quays and factories are obscured from view.
At Boulogne the painter finds delightful marine subjects, and
nothing could be more paintable in its way than the harbor -and
shipping viewed against the mellow background of the old town,
the ships and buildings reflected in the water of the harbor. One
can work from a boat or steamer, and thus escape the children and
loafers who so often spoil the pleasure of outdeor work. Boulogne
is too popular in the season for work, and the hotels and pensions
put up their prices in summer, but the Hotel Bourgoyne and Hotel
Derveaux are fairly reasonable and well managed. A8
Better suited to the needs of artists are the little towns of Etaples
and Montreuil and the villages of that district. The express trains
from Boulogne to Paris stop at Etaples, and after about twenty
minutes through green fields and past poplar-bordered rivers one
arrives at this quaint place so well known to artists. It has a group
of resident workers, and others come and go, working independently
or under a master. Many well-known men and women have worked
at Etaples, including Dudley Hardy, Ludivico, Garrido, Mr. and
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PICARDY: A QUIET, SIMPLE LAND

Mrs. C. Eastlake, and others; and it attracts a sprinkling of repre-
sentative American artists as well as students. "The usual plan is
to live in rooms or studios, and go for meals to the Hotel des Voy-
ageurs or Hotel Joos—unpretentious hostelries with fairly good
meals, served in an atmosphere of friendliness and stimulating
talk. In winter the place is deserted, except by a group of serious
workers who make it their home. Artists pay about twenty-five
or thirty francs a week for board, and rooms and studios are cheap.
Anyone who is lucky enough to find a place at the Villa Riant Séjour,
facing the river, will find a Parisian landlady—the embodiment
of joie de wvivre and good sense, who keeps her house in spotless
order.

little town, but it is healthy for all that, and endears itself

to many who work there. The artistic sense finds pleasure
in its winding cobbled streets, and mellow old houses, and in the
dark-complexioned southern looking people. Models are plentiful,
and pose well for a small Fayment either in the studio, or in the
picturesque gardens that lie hidden behind the street doors.

A great source of interest is the fishing fleet that comes up the
estuary of the Cauche to the quays where the fisher people and
shrimpers live in a colony of their own. There is constant work
for the sketch book, especially on Monday, when the boats go off
for several days, the whole family helping the men and boys to
start. All one can do amid this bewildering movement of boats
putting up sail, and people bustling about with provisions, is to
make hurried notes and sketches. Near Etaples is the lovely forest
of Le Tonquet, where one can work in absolute quiet, with vistas
of the river, the sandy coast and the sea beyond.

And this forest at Le Tonquet has a splendid character of its
own. Many of the trees being young, the effect is light and fairy-
like compared with older forests where giant trees shut out the sky.
The soil is sandy and the ground undulating, so high in parts that
one can look down upon Etaples and the sea coast as it stretches
far away toward the horizon. Great variety characterizes the trees
dark pines are relieved by light poplars and willows and silver
birches, so that the general effect is that of tender green, touched
with gold and silver. Here and there the carpet of moss and pine
needles is overgrown by gorse and brambles, and there are long
avenues and open spaces, peculiarly beautiful in spring and autumn.

ETAPLES has been called—and not without reason—a dirty
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A REVERENT HOUR IN PICARDY.
BY ADOLF L. LINDE.



“LA CAUCHE."”
BY H. VAN DER WEYDEN.



A DETAIL OF THE DECORATION IN THE
SORBONNE, PARIS. BY PUVIS DE
CHAVANNES. THE BACKGROUND A
MEMORY OF A PICARDY LANDSCAPE.



L'EGLISE ST, SAULVE, MONTREUIL-SUR-MER.
BY M. VAN DER WEYDEN,



PICARDY: A QUIET, SIMPLE LAND

Etaples is said to have been discovered as a place for artists by
a French engineer, Monsieur Delaporte, who was commissioned
to build the first railway bridge across the river Cauche. He was
himself a very good amateur artist and found the fishing village of
Etaples and its neighborhood full of subjects for artists. He was
contemporary with "Millet and Corot and intimate with them and
others of the Barbizon School, who came at his invitation to work
in Picardy. Among the well known men who have worked there
are J. C. Cazin, A. Besnard, Fritz Thaulow, Le Sidaner, Alfred
East, Dudley Ildld) and Rupert Bunny.

The habitués of Etaples during recent years include Mr. W. Lee
Hankey, whose delightful work, broad in treatment and full of
poetlc 1n=31o'ht is too well kno“n to need comment here. Many
of his best plctures have been painted in France and he has recently
been elected to the Societé Internationaliste des Aquarellistes, Paris.
Mr. Charles R. Sims, whose picture, “The Land of Nod,” attracted
much attention at this year’s Academy, also works at, or near, Eta-

les. 'The colony also imncludes Mr. Garrido, noted for his individual
and brilliant techmque, and Mr. Gwilt Jolle\ who studied in Paris
under Benjamin Constant and J. Lefebvre, and worked at Capri
and St. Ives before he discovered Etaples. He exhibits in London,
Paris and elsewhere, and has made a special study of sunlight effects.
John R. Greig, an Aberdeen painter of promise who formerly
worked in I‘IOlldlld has come to Etaples for subjects, and among
many other plonnsmg additions to the colony is Adolf C. Linde,
an American citizen of Russian parentage. Ilis painting of “A
Quaint Bit of Montreuil” was hung on the line at the Salon 1906.

Ehples attracts many women artists, foremost among them
being Miss Gertrude Leese. Miss Laily Defries, Miss Molony and
M]sq W. Chambers, all of whom exhibit at the Royal A('aderm and
other exhibitions. A picture by Miss Leese, “'[‘he End of the
Day,” in the Salon of last year was bought for the Art Gallery at
Christiania, and Miss Molony’s work has had much success.

painters, where several well-known Americans make their
home, Mr. Max Bohm notably. He attracts a following
of students by his power as a teacher ‘and the vigorous and sincere
personality which exacts good work from all who come under his
influence.. Mr. Bohm exhibits at the Salon and at Burlington

House, and was well hung at the recent St. Louis Exhibition. Mr.

NEAR Etaples is the village of Trépied, an exclusive nook for
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PICARDY: A QUIET, SIMPLE LAND

A. Koopman, an American, is well known in this country and in
America by landscape and genre pictures as well as by the many
excellent portraits he has executed. The accommodation at Tré-
pied is decidedly limited; the inn is small and there are no apart-
ments, but a furnished cottage may be hired occasionally. Near
Etaples, too, is the village of Dame-Camier, where Mr. Austin Brown
lives and has painted some of his best landscapes.

Montreuil-sur-Mer—an old walled town—is not far distant,
and offers plenty of material to artists. The winding uphill streets
and old gateways are picturesque and from the ramparts one gets a
panoramic view. Models are plentiful and there is ample inspira-
tion in the neighborhood for the landscape painter. Mr. Van der
Weyden, an American, lives at Montreuil and produces delightful
work which is better known in France than in England.

The people of Montreuil are accustomed to artists and their
erratic ways, and good board and lodging is provided at the Hotel
de France. There are some very interesting churches which at-
tract lovers of architecture, so in spite of its deserted look and repu-
tation for not being healthy, Montreuil has a distinct vogue among
artists, one of the many who have worked there being P%il May.

Another delightful French town is Abbeville, at its best on a
market day, with a typical crowd of country folk shopping at the
booths. The town has some quaint houses and a river flowing
through its midst, but its crowning feature is the Gothic Church,
the joy of artists.

About half an hour by train from Abbeville is the village™ of
Longpré, noted for the charm of its surroundings. It has a fine
but badly restored church, and some quaint houses, but artists
come there for the landscapes which inspired the great painter,
Puvis de Chavannes. The scenery is flat and the land swampy,
with beautiful ponds and water-lilies, and numbers of silvery poplars.
It is a place suggestive of nymphs and fairies where the great god
Pan might discourse sweet music. Steamers go from Longpré up
the river Somme to Amiens, the town which all tourists visit on
account of its beautiful cathedral. .

All this part of northern France, in common with many other
parts of that delightful country, is an ideal land for artists.” One
can get about so easily by train, bicycle or on foot, and live a simple
outdoor life of  perfect freedom, with nothing except the inevitable
small worries to disturb the condition necessary to good work.
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THIS PICTURE IS SHOWN AS A MOST PERFECT
EXAMPLE OF THAT STRUCTURAL BEAUTY IN JAPA-
NI BUILDING WHICH 15 PROVING JEH AN
INSPIRATION IN THE DREST OF OUR NEW AMER-
ICAN ARCHITECTURE.




A VERDANT BACKYARD: ALL ITS
BEAUTY GAINED FROM VINES PLANT-
ED BY THE TWO LITTLE PLAYMATES.



THE OTHER WOMAN: BY PAUL HARBOE

O THE soulful music of the great organ they went
arm in arm out of the church and entered a waiting
carriage. Immediately, at his order, they drove
off, and swinging around the corner at brisk speed,
rolled on toward their new home. The congrega-
tion tarried for a moment on the street, then scat-
tered slowly. The minister removed his cassock
in the anteroom, and the music having ceased he started slowly
down the aisle.

Suddenly he heard a childish sob and was startled; for the
church appeared to be empty. He looked about him. In the last
pew, in a crouching position, he found a young girl weeping. The
minister laid his hand gently on her thick brown hair. She raised
her head and her look was the look of a child to a parent.

“You must not stay here,” he said kindly, helping her up. “The
others have all gone.”

Without a word she put on her hat and started for the door, but
he called her back.

“Wait, my child,” he said. “Was it,” he pointed to the altar,
“was it anything to you?” :

She turned her eyes in the direction which the carriage, a few
minutes before, had taken.

“It was everything,” she cried brokenly, and hurried down the
steps.

The minister stood and watched her till she had disappeared.

“Her heart is broken,” he said softly, *and their hopes fulfilled
at my hand., God help me!”

* * s # * *

Knud Bertelsen had loved both of them. But the woman he
married had made more of him. She could wheedle and flatter,
which the other woman could not, and Knud, vain like most men
of unsettled minds and flexible temperaments, had led her to the
altar, believing in his heart that her love was a deeper, and hence
a better, love than that of the girl who wept in the church when it
was all over. Of course he found out the truth after a year or so.

His wife was a good-natured woman, easy to please and easy
to get along with, as Bertelsen’s friends said. In her younger years
she had been rather pretty. Her smile was pleasing; her eyes
playful; her laugh was music. But, it must be remembered, there
was a gap of six years between them, and this gap seemed to lengthen
as the years passed. The wrinkles came early in her matrimonial
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life. Bertelsen, who was on this side of the gap, hated the sight of
wrinkles; he considered them as artificial blemishes, and he cruelly
told her so. It was his first offense. More wrinkles came, then
fewer smiles, and even a frown. Bertelsen began to feel genuinely
sorry over his bargain. And as he thought of the other woman,
he forgot his wife; not all at once, but slowly, as one forgets a friend
who has died.

They had one child, a daughter. She had her mother’s eyes,
her smile, and her laugh. Bertelsen saw but little of her; at eight
she had been sent away to a girls’ school, and was not to come home
before her sixteenth birthday. Bertelsen took his wife to the school
once a year regularly; he was interested in the girl’s education, and
held long interviews with the teachers while his wife petted her
daughter and told her how good and kind her father was; which
the child, being precocious and sensible, did not believe. So she
cared little for Bertelsen. There was a sea of space between them
which neither tried to bridge. He took it all as a thing to be ex-
pected, as a story with real trouble in it, as a matter of course, and
sat down patiently to wait for the climax; for climax there must
be, he thought. And the climax came with his wife’s death, three
years later.

Matilda, of course, came home from the girls’ school, but she
did not go back. Bertelsen urged, entreated, even begged her and
reasoned with her; all to no purpose. She would stay. The girl
was fifteen years old. He was forty, and there were gray hairs in his
head and nervousness in his body. But he was happy, quite happy,
for he was free.

places, and they reopened the old book of love. She had not

married; there was no one else she cared for. Of course
she could forgive him. There was nothing to forgive! It was all
a mistake! It was her fault in part: she should have told him of
her undying affection! Of course! Of course!

But he loved her—loved her enough to tell his daughter the smooth-
est lies; he loved her enough to fret and worry over the future. He
was beginning to feel Matilda’s influence over him. It was feeble
at first, but it grew stronger as Matilda grew older. Another climax
to another story was coming.

Bertelsen had worried and fretted himself sick. His daughter’s
smile was pain, her look a command, and her laugh cut his nerves—

266

I IE MET the other woman, now and then, at out of the way



THE OTHER WOMAN

they were high strung, Bertelsen’s nerves. He was kept to his bed,
well guarded, but well nursed by Matilda. There were many times
when he nearly broke down and almost confessed his double life.
Then it happened one day that the other woman came. She came
again and again, and had long talks with Matilda; but she never
saw the despondent, the crippid Bertelsen. Finally, when Bertel-
sen was nearly well, Matilda told the other woman to stay away.
Before that she had told her many other things—about her mother,
of course. The other woman did stay away.

Bertelsen recovered and left his bed. He wanted to go out on
the first day; but his daughter very kindly, but very firmly, said no.

“You are not strong, father,” She smiled.

He realized the truth.

“In a few days,” she went on, still with the undefinable smile,
“we, you and I, will go to see mother’s grave.”

His head moved up and down mechanically.

““No one has been here, while I have been ill; no one except those
I have seen?” he asked finally, and closed his eyes. Bertelsen’s
nerves had suffered during the last few weeks. She waited and he
opened his eyes.

“Did you—did you expect any one?’

“No, no, Matilda, no, no,” he hastened to say.

“Well,” she said thoughtfully, ““some one was here—an old
woman, poorly clad, with a woollen hood. She spoke faulty gram-
mar and appeared to be ill-fed.” The girl stopped short and began
to laugh. Bertelsen did not hear her laugh this time. “And.”
there was a look of triumph in her eyes, “she said she had cried
i the church at your wedding, and that she loves you, and would
die for you; and all such silly stuff. But she will never come again,
I told her to stay away.”

Bertelsen got up from his chair quickly, like a man suddenly
made powerful. He hurried into the hallway, took his hat—and
hesitated. ‘

“You are not strong enough to go out get,” cried the girl: but
her voice had lost its music.

He laughed bitterly. He had waited to hear her say that.

“Not strong!” he shouted, throwing the heavy door wide open,
“I am as strong as the mighty Hercules you have read about at the
school. So she was poorly dressed, and spoke a faulty language!
She cried in the church, and said such silly things. Silly to you
they may be,” he went on, pointing his finger at her and advancing

>
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a step, “but sacred to me. IHa! Ha! She will never come again!
Yes, she will, she will!”

He dashed down the steps and was gone in an instant.

“My poor foolish father,” Matilda meditated. “All this ex-
citement may kill him.”

* * * * * *

He came back quite late, but his daughter had not retired.

“To-morrow,” he began abruptly, *to-morrow she will come,
and her home for the future will be here. She will have your
mother’s room. And I ask you, Matilda,” he continued with just a
bit of severity, ‘to treat her as you would treat your mother, were
she alive.”

“Father!” she cried, “mother has not been dead a year—you
will not marry again!”

He forced a laugh and it hurt his nerves—his heart maybe. “No,
Matilda, have no fear,” he said sadly. His daughter looked pleased.

“I knew you did not care for her!”

He laughed again very bitterly, and moved slowly to the door.
On the threshold he stopped and looked around. She was watch-
ing him with vague curiosity. He was about to say something,
but instead laughed again, and closed the door behind him. She
remembered that laugh for many years.




FESTIVALS OF THE HOPI: RELIGION THE
INSPIRATION, AND DANCING AN EXPRES.
SION IN ALL THEIR NATIONAL CEREMONIES:
BY FREDERICK MONSEN.

@ N THE three articles preceding this I have endeavored
to give some idea of the character and customs of
§ the gentle people who inhabit the strange little desert
republic known as Hopi Land, but so far have but
touched upon the question of their religion, which
is, in much greater degree than with any civilized
race that I know of, the foundation and mspiration
both of their social organization and of their personal point of view.

As would naturally be the case with a simple people living very
close to Nature, the mythology of the Hopitah is poetic and imagi-
native, and their ceremonials are entirely symbolic. The Hopi are
in no sense idolators and do not worship inanimate objects such as
the kaicinas and other images, but the spirits represented by them.
In the same way, it is not the sun itself that the Hopi reveres, but
the spiritual being or force residing in it. 'This Sun Spirit is held
to be the great creative power in Nature, and is therefore male,
while the earth is, of course, the female element, as in all primitive
beliefs. The origin of the Hopi mythology lies in a past so remote
that, even with the wonderfully accurate system of oral tradition
that is handed down from generation to generation, the source of it
13 lost. Some of their songs and incantations are expressed in archaic
language that is now no longer understood, and the meaning of
many of their ceremonial forms has been forgotten even by the priests.
The division between the esoteric and exoteric forms of this primi-
tive pantheism is not so sharply defined as in many other beliefs.
While there are a number of sacred and symbolic festivals and cere-
monials and many secret ceremonies at which the priests alone
officiate, the understanding of all the people as to their real meaning
is much clearer than is the case with people whose inability to com-
prehend the spirit behind the symbol has earned for them the name
of idolators. The Hopi religion has grown out of an exceedingly
austere environment, and it is but natural that the mind of the people,
from constant dwelling on the forces of Nature that give and sustain
life, should attribute godlike powers to natural phenomena. Con-
sequently, the greater number of their religious ceremonials are for
the propagation of the crops, and, expressing the greatest need of
dwellers in the desert, they generally take the form of incantations or

260,




RELIGIOUS DANCES OF THE HOPI

prayers for rain. As is the case with all primitive people, the re-
ligious philosophy of the Hopi is full of inconsistencies, but there is
no question as to their sincerity and devotion to the broad principles
of their own belief, nor of the reverent earnestness which lends such
extraordinary interest to their ceremonies and festivals.

The Hopi believe in a future life in an Underworld where their
spirits go after death, but they do not believe in future punishment.
I have not yet been able to find among them any myth touching the
creation of the world. Creation myths begin with the origin of the
human species, but they believe that the earth as it is now was already
in existence when the first human beings emerged from an opening
in it called Si-pa-pu, which they conceive to have been the gorge of
the Grand Canyon of the Colorado. Of course, being Nature wor-
shipers, their belief is not monotheistic; they deify the great powers
of Nature as the Father Sun and the Mother Earth, and the other
forces are known by such names as the Fire God and the Rain God,
the Germ God, ete.

It is but natural that people whose whole life and environment
tend to confirm their belief in the Nature forces to which they are
so close and which alone affect their existence, should be but little
affected by the efforts of Christian missionaries. Greal energy
has been displayed in the attempts to convert the Hopi, but they
maintain almost untouched not only their primitive mode of life
and government, but their religious beliefs and the strange cere-
monies that with them are acts of worship.

I well remember a conversation that once took place between
Pi-hu-ném-tiwa. one of the head snake priests, a missionary and
myself. The missionary was, of course, doing his best to convert
the Snake Priest and was enthusiastically telling him of the follies
of the Hopi belief, when the Snake Priest answered quietly: “We
may be foolish in the eyes of the white man, for we are a very simple
people. We live close to our great mother, the Earth. We believe
in our God as you believe in your God, but we believe that our God
is best for us. Our God talks to us and tells us what to do. Our
God gives us the rain cloud and the sunshine, the corn and all things
to sustain life, and our God gave us all these things before we ever
heard of your God. If your God is so great, let him speak to me
as my God speaks to me, in my heart and not from a white man’s
mouth. Your God is a cruel God and not all-powerful, for you
always talk about a devil and a hell where people go after they die.
Our God is all-powerful and all-good, and there is no devil and
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there is no hell in our Underworld where we go after we die. No,
1 would rather stick to my God and my religion than to change to
yours, for there is more happiness in my religion than there is in
yours.”

of nine days’ duration, and a number of these are attended
with elaborate secret rites in kivas or underground ceremonial
chambers, and terminate with the spectacular public performance
designated by the white people as the “dance.” Of the many im-
rtant ceremonies, none is so well known as is the so-called Snake
ance, which, on account of its spectacular character and the time of
its performance,—late in August,—has been most often visited by the
whites, but so far, I believe, the Snake Dance has been usually written
about from the viewpoint of an alien, rather than that arising from
an intimate understanding of and sympathy with the Hopi and their
beliefs, and so the meaning of it has been almost lost in the accounts
given of the spectacle itself. The Snake Dance is a prayer to the
spirits of the clouds, the thunder and the lightning, that the rain may
fall on the growing crops, so that they may reach maturity and the
ople may not suffer from starvation.

The date of the Snake Dance is always decided by the head Snake
Priest, who is guided by certain phases of the harvest moon, or,
more probably, by the condition of the crops. Sixteen days in ad-
vance of this date the first announcement is made by the town crier,
who ascends to the highest housetop and there proclaims in a loud
voice to the people of the pueblo that the great festival is about to be
celebrated. Eight days afterward, or on the first day of the nine
days’ ceremony, the Snake Priests retire to their underground kiva
and begin the preparation of pahos or prayer sticks, also making the
sand paintings on the floor of the kiva and erecting the sacred altar,
before which the sacred and secret ceremonial of snake washing and
blessing will take place. The sand painting is a piece of strange
and very interesting symbolism. It is in four colors, yellow, blue,
red and white, which denote the world directions, North, West,
South and East. A square bowl decorated with cloud terraces and
pollywogs, bird tracks and rain symbols, is placed to hold the sacred
water. Surrounding it, and describing a complete circle are SIX ears
of corn, four of which are of the colors that indicate clouds from the
North, West, South and East, while the fifth indicates the thunder
cloud, and the sixth the clouds from the Underworld.

DURING the year the Hopi have many festivals, most of them
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RELIGIOUS DANCES OF THE HOPI

At noon on the second day the priests begin their hunt for snakes,
traveling out over the desert toward the north and scattering widely
during the hunt. Their first effort is to capture such snakes as are
found wandering about on the sand, but they dig into holes for the
shyer reptiles which have sought cover. All kinds of snakes are
captured, but rattlers are supposed to be the most efficacious as rain
bringers, and therefore are the most eagerly sought. At sunset the
priests reassemble at some place previously agreed upon, and march
in single file back to the village. The next day the hunt is toward
the west, the next day toward the south, and the last day toward
the east. When the snakes are captured they are doubled up and
tucked in small buckskin bags carried for the purpose by the priests
who upon arriving at the kwa transfer them to a large bottomless
jar standing upon a stone bench.

On the ninth day at high noon and when the sun is shining through
the opening on the roof of the kiva, the jar is carefully li%ted from
the bench, allowing one snake at a time to emerge; when it is taken
by a priest who sprinkles it with sacred corn meal and then care-
fully washes it in a bowl of yucca suds. After this washing, the
snaﬁes are thrown upon the sand painting in the middle of the kiva,
where they are carefully guarded by the priests. Strangely enough,
the snakes do not show resentment, but rather seem to be 1n a more or
less contented frame of mind, which continues even when carried about
in the teeth of the priests during the public dance later in the day.

Co-operating with the Snake Clan in this, its most important
festival, are the Antelope men, whose kiva is also the scene of elab-
orate ritual, and from which can be heard the constant chanting of
secular songs. The Antelope kiva also contains an altar orna-
mented with paintings of cloud and rain symbols, and with a sand
painting like that already described in front of it. The kist in the
plaza where the Snake Dance is to take place has already been con-
structed, these preparations taking place on the eighth day. The
kisi is in the form of a conical hut built of cottonwood boughs and
cornstalks. In front of it is a small hole made in the ground and
covered with an old plank. This hole represents the Si-pa-pu, or
entrance to the Underworld, where reside the spirits of their ancestors.

and last day of the festival and begins when the Antelope
Priests leave their kiva and rapidly circle four times in front of the
kisi, each time stamping heavily on the Si-pa-pu plank with the right

THE Snake Dance takes place late in the afternoon of the ninth

ot fe ]
/=



¥ ¥

.

From a Photograph by Frederick Monsen.

“AT NOON ON THE

SECOND DAY THE PRIESTS
BEGIN THEIR HUN FOR SNAKES: TRAVEL-
ING OVER THE DESERT SINGLE FILE.




From a Photograph by Frederick Monsen.

“THE SNAKE DANCE BEGINS WHEN THE ANTELOPE
PRIESTS LEAVE THEIR KIVA AND CIRCLE FOUR
TIMES IN FRONT OF THE KISL”




From a Photograph by Frederick Monsen.
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From a Photograph by Fredericl Monsen.

“YTHE GATHERER WITH A EW
STROKES OF HIS FEATHER WHIP
REDUCES THE SNAKE TO SUBMISSION.”




From a Photograph by Frederick Monsen.

AFTER THE SNAKE DANCE THERE
IS A CEREMONY OF PURIFICATION,
FOLLOWED BY A GREAT FEAST.




From a Photograph by Frederick Monsen.

“THE PROCESSION IS HEADED BY A YOUNG

BOY WHO BEARS THE TI-PO-NI, THE
SACRED BADGE OF OFFICE, THE RIGHT
TO CARRY WHICH IS HEREDITARY.”




From a Photograph by Frederick Monsen.

“WHEN THE PRIESTS ARE SEATED ON THE LOWER
TERRACE, THEY BEGAN TO PLAY UPON THEIR
FLUTES A STRANGE AND MELANCHOLY AIR.”




From a Photegraph by Frederick Monsen.

“THE PRIESTS ROSE, AND FELL
SILENTLY INTO LINE, WITH THE
TWO MAIDENS IN ADVANCE."”



RELIGIOUS DANCES OF THE HOPI

foot, as a signal to the spirits of the Underworld that they are about
to begin an important ceremony. After the Antelopes have lined
up in front of the kisz, the Snake Priests leave their kiva and, walk-
ing rapidly with majestic strides, they repeat the performance of the
Antelope men and then line up in front of them and begin the dance
by swaying backward and forward all together and in strict time
to the chanting of the Antelope Priests. The dancers keep up a pe-
culiar shuffling motion of the feet and a rhythmic movement of the
hands, and the Antelope men do the chanting for all the rest of the
ceremony while the Snake men are dancing with the snakes.

Groups of three are now formed by the Snake men, each group
consisting of a carrier priest, an attendant and a gatherer, and these
wait their turn in front of the kisi, where the snakes are handed to
the carrier priest. Soon all the dancers are furnished with reptiles,
and, holding the squirming snakes in their teeth, they dance slowly
and with closed eyes around the plaza. 'The carrier priest is followed
by the attendant, who holds a snake-whip with which he distracts
the snake and so diverts its attention from the man who carries it,
and the gatherer is always ready to snatch up the snakes when they
are dropped to the ground. 1 have often noticed rattlesnakes held
closer to the rattles than to the head, so they could easily run their
heads into the eyes and hair of the carrier priest. It was nervous
work watching them, for it often appeared as if nothing could pre-
vent a fatal stroke, but the priests never seemed to be unnerved or
disconcerted in the least, and the programme is never changed.
After the plaza has been circled twice with each snake, it is dropped
to the ground, the shock of the fall being violent enough usually
to cause the rattler to coil and shake its rattles. Then the gatherer
with a few strokes of his feather whip reduces it to submission, picks
it up and hands it to one of the Antelope men to hold. When all
the snakes have been danced with, each one receiving the same
treatment, the head Snake Priest strews meal in a circle at one side
of the floor and the Snake Priests all gather around it. Then, at a
given signal all the snakes are thrown within the circle, where they
are sprinkled with sacred meal by numbers of Hopi maidens. Then
another signal is given, and the Snake Priests swoop down, grab up
as many snakes as they can carry and rush down the sides of the
steep mesa to the plains below to release the snakes in certain sacred
places, so that they may carry the prayers from the living to the dead,
and the ancestors of the Hopi may intercede for them with the Nature
Gods, that there may be plenty of rain.
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Meanwhile, the Antelope men march back to the kiva, after
stamping once more upon the Si-pa-pu plank in front of the kisi.
Later, e Snake Priests return from the fields to their kiva and
strip oﬁ their regalia. After this they go to the edge of the mesa
where the women are stationed with great bowls of dark-colored
liquid, prepared with man{; mystic rites and in great secrecy. This
is a strong emetic and is absorbed in large quantltles by the priests,
and the resultant effect is known as the purification ceremony. Im-
mediately after it the priests relax and are their sociable selves again.
Now they are ready to feast, for they have fasted during much of the
time given to the ceremony. Vast quantities of food are brought
to the kive and left on the roof by the wives and sisters of the Snake
Priests. There is general rejoicing in the village and everyone
keeps open house.

HE Snake Festival is celebrated in five of the seven Hopi v1llages

on the even years at Oraibi, ShlEaulow and Shimopovi, and

-on odd years at Walpi and Michongnovi. Alternating bien-

nially with each of the five Snake ceremonies are five Flute cere-

monies. The Flute Dance, as it is called, 1s also a festival of nine

days’ duration and is quite as interesting in every way as is the Snake

Dance. Preceding each one of these festivals are foot races and

other sports meant to be tests of agility and endurance, and proces-

sions of interest and often of great beauty. 'The festiv al culminates
in receptions and general feasting.

These feasts are never marred by drunkenness, because the
vices of the white man’s civilization have not yet corrupted the Hopi
festivals. So far as I know, this is the only aboriginal race that
has never invented an intoxicating clnnL and even to this da}, the
better element refuses the white man’s whiskey, because it “takes
away their brains.”

While I have seen the secret and sacred kiva ceremonies of the
Snake Dance and other religious festivals of the Hopi, it has so hap-
pened that my experience with the Flute Dance has been almost
wholly confined to the public ceremonial, so that I have only a gen-
eral knowledge of the meaning of much of the elaborate symbolism
employed. Like the Snake Dance, the Flute Dance is a prayer for
rain, and the one of which illustrations are given here was unusually
protraeted and elaborate because of the suffering occasioned by the
terrible and long-continued drought which destroyed crops and herds
throughout the whole western country, ten or a dozen years ago.
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J CAN give but a fragmentary description of the Flute Dance, as
1 1 was only a spectator with all the people, and could not follow,

step by step, the complex symbolism of the appeal to the Cloud
Spirits. This much I do know, that the Flute Dance is a poetic,
pastoral festival, in which the weird and,—to a white man,—
revolting features of the Snake Dance are entirely wanting, and
the gentler side alone of the Hopi nature is brought out. The
meaning of it, of course, is an act of worship of the great forces
of Nature upon which depend the life and death of the Indian.
As in the case of the Snake Dance, the announcement that the festival
is to take place is made sixteen days before the public ceremonies, and
eight of these days are passed in the intricate and complex ritual
and elaborate secret ceremonies before the Flute altars. These
altars are not unlike the Snake altars. They are adorned with
symbolic paintings and before each one is the sand painting on the
floor, already described in connection with the Snake Dance. In
the particular Flute Dance to which I refer, which took place at
Michongnovi in the year of the great drought, thirty priests officiated.
In addition to these, two Hopi maidens and a number of small boys
took part in a procession that was genuinely imposing in its dignity,
from an altar in the pueblo proper, down the precipitous trail and
through the side of the mesa to the large spring at Toreva. The
procession was headed by a young boy who bore the T-po-n: or stand-
ard, the sacred badge of office, the right to carry which descends from
father to son.

At the spring a number of intricate rites took place. At the
close of these preliminary rites, all the priests sat down around the
spring, which may be likened to an amphitheater sunk into the sand,
which is held back by rocky terraces that go down step by step. In
the center of the last depression is the basin of water, which meas-
ures perhaps twelve by fifteen feet across. When the priests were
seated on this last terrace, with the maidens standing like bronze
statues in the background, they began to play upon their flutes a
strange and melancholy air, which was more like a dirge than any-
thing I have ever heard in any country, savage or civilized. These
Hopi flutes are not properly flutes, but a species of flageolet, played
at the end instead of at the side. The tone is very soft and
strange, and this effect is intensified by the fact that they all played
in unison. They were not always all on the key, but the effect of
weirdness was rather heightened than marred by a slight dissonance.

As they played, the aged priest rose and began to go slowly down
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into the water. He stepped carefully and shudderingly because the
water was very cold and he was very old, but he resolutely knelt in
the water where it was shallow at the edge of the spring, then rose
again and slowly made his way, getting always deeper under the
water, into the center, where he disappeared entirely and remained
under for what seemed like several minutes to me, but in reality
must have been no more than a few seconds. Then he emerged
with both upraised hands full of corn and vegetables of all kinds,
melons, and all the things given by the kindly Earth that the people
may live. 'These he brought up one by one and handed to the priests
seated around the spring who blessed each article of food as it came
out of the water and laid it aside. After all had been taken out of
the spring the aged priest, shivering piteously but hopeful and serene,
came up from the water. The other priests rose, and fell silently
into line, forming a procession, with the two maidens in advance,
which slowly took its way back to the village on the top of the mesa.
The march was slow and frequently halted, for the reason that the
rites and observances connected with it were many and elaborate.
the priests and their attendants pausing every few steps to mark
strange, symbolic figures on the sand by strewing the sacred corn
meal. Special prayers were also uttered and the strange minor
chant formed an undertone to the entire ceremony, until finally
the procession reached the public plaza on top of the mesa. By
this time it was nearly dark, but the ceremony went on in the center
of the plaza where other mysterious symbols were outlined on the
rocky floor with the strewn corn meal, and numbers of supplementary
chants were sung until night closed down entirely and the moon
appeared, when some of the Indians came out, holding torches high
above their heads to illuminate the scene. There are no words for
all the ghostly beauty of that scene, the silver moonlight, the sharp
ink-black shadows, through which the torches show like smoky
yellow points of flame, the white night, the wide silence, and the
creeping chill in the air!

HEN came something so extraordinary that I am aware that
it will sound as if I were drawing on the rich stores of my
imagination for the coincidence which closed the festival. But

all I can say is that to my unutterable astonishment, it happened
exactly as I tell it. At a certain stage in this part of the ceremony
there was a pause. No one left the plaza, but everyone stood as
still as a graven image, and not a sound broke the hush, apparently
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of breathless expectancy. The stillness was so unearthly that it
became oppressive, and a few white friends who were with me began
~ to urge in whispers that we leave the plaza as all was evidently at an
end, and go back to our camp below the mesa, when suddenly there
- rang out such a wild exultant shout of unrestrained, unmeasured
rejoicing as only Indians can give in moments of supreme religious
exaltation—rain-drops had splashed on devout, upturned faces.

Their prayers had been answered. The spell of the drought-evil
had been ﬁroken, and the long strain of the solemn ceremonial gave
place to such a carnival of rejoicing as it seldom falls to the lot of
etvilized man to see. The older F%ute Priests retired; their work
was done; and the mothers hastened swiftly and silently about,
hiding away their little ones under husks and corn shucks, branches
and blankets, until the children were stowed away out of sight as
snugly and safely as squirrels in their nests. The flutes gave way
to the tomtom, and in a few minutes the plaza was filled with num-
bers of the younger men dressed in most fantastic and grotesque cos-
tumes. These represented the Kaifcinas, spirits who are regarded
as intermediaries between men and the GF-)ods of Nature. These
Nature Spirits are supposed to be very peculiar, grotesque beings,
with enormous heads and very long beaks. Tiny images of the
Katcinas are given to the children as dolls in order to familiarize
them from babyhood with the useful or dangerous beings that in-
habit the Hopi pantheon, and the only punishment as well as the
only inducement to good behavior ever offered to a Hopi child is the
admonition that if they are not good, kindly and obedient, the Kat-
cinas will catch them. 'That was why the children were all safely
hidden away before the young men, masked and attired as Katcinas
appeared, and the carnival began. With brief intermissions it was
kept up all night, and within a few hours the clouds had rolled from
the western horizon over the entire sky, and a gentle, steady rain
was falling. To add to the strangeness of the whole thing, the
drought over Kansas, Missouri and other parts of the West did not
break for some time after.

From the white man’s point of view, this answer to prayer was,
of course, the merest coincidence, but not all the power of church
and government combined could convince the Hopi that their God
had not heard them when the Christian God was deaf to the prayers
of churches and missionaries, and that their devotion to the ancient
faith had brought relief from famine and life to themselves and their
flocks and herds.
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s VU )ORTRAITS, portraits everywhere in Hawkins’

W || studio—portraits on the walls, portraits in the cor-
ners, portraits on easels. Unfinished portraits with
vague shadowy outlines hanging side by side with
finished portraits, so lifelike that they almost walked
out of the canvas at you.

Here hung the first portrait that Hawkins ever
painted—little Annie Murray, the singer—thouih you would never
recognize her with that unreal posture and smirk; and there on the
easel, with the paint still fresh, stood Hawkins’ latest portrait—
old Seripps the broker, so like him that you would have hesitated
to mention any values in stocks for fear he would stretch out a grasp-
ing hand and clutch the information.

It was this wonderful air of reality that marked Hawkins’ style.
He painted what he saw in people and if he did not see what was
handsome—so much the worse for the people. Many of the por-
traits now in the studio testified to this love for the truth at all costs,
for they had been left on his hands by clients who refused to pay
for sucﬁ outrageous likenesses of themselves.

There was Mrs. Van Dyke, the beauty, for instance, pictured
with every line and wrinkle of her carefully concealed age (Hawkins
liked lines and wrinkles), and, worse still, there was young Owen,
whom his family regarded as the type of all manly beauty, showing
under Hawkins’ brush the bulldog visage of a prize-fighter. Haw-
kins enjoyed these two specimens of his work hugely and had hung
them in a good light where he could keep an admiring eye on them.

the fact 1s, truth was his fetish—his whole artistic creed—
criticism and contumely glanced harmless off the shining armor in
which truth encased him and to reach Hawkins you would have
to find some lack of truth in his work, through which you eould
strike home.

Some vision of this had indeed come unaided to Hawkins on the
dull November day of which I write. It was one of the strange
ironies of fate that he should feel with every finishing touch which
he put to the most successful portrait he had ever painted that he
had someway fallen short of the mark. The ruthless realism of the
picture struck suddenly some hidden chord of sensibility never
sounded before and it reverberated loudly through his artistic con-
sciousness.

Had anyone a right to paint a face as he had painted Scripps’?
Was there not a finer, an altogether different art of portrait paint-
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ing which, penetrating farther into the reality of things, would have
revealed, in spite of the opacity of Scripps’ business look, an even
more real Scripps who was somewhat human? Had he always
failed of going deep enough? Had his success lain only in his true
eye and his patient power over details?

Hawkins faced squarely on this possibility and began as he
walked about the room to examine the different portraits in this new
light. -

on the other side of the street. In his state of awakened

conscience, his latest model appeared much in the light of a
victim, but Scripps had such a characteristically ugly looi as he
picked his way along that the artist in Hawkins looked at him with
fascinated interest. “‘Fully as ugly as I painted him!” he exclaimed
with satisfaction, but at that instant a mite of a baby who was trot-
ting along the pavement was jostled and thrown by the crowd—
and could that be old Scripps who sprang with such energy to the
rescue and set her so carefully on her feet? It surely was, and now
he was crossing the street toward the studio. He was coming to
see his portrait, of which Hawkins had never given him a sight.

For a long time he stood before it silently, while the artist glanced
with keen interest from him to the portrait, comparing the original
in his remarkable rainy-day garb with the portrait Scripps, so tidy
and arranged. ;

But he did not linger long over the difference in attire when he
noticed the look which came into Seripps’ face—a look he had never
seen there during the sittings.

“It’s wonderful, Mr. Hawkins,” he said slowly, with an appre-
ciation of its power which almost brought the tears to Hawkins’
eyes. ‘‘Wonderful—but——horrible!” he added in a changed
voice. “It’s a day of judgment to see yourself in paint, isn’t 1t?”’
he said solemnly.” “I look as if I'd made my pile, don’t I? and
not much of anything else, either . . . bargains—bargains—
bargains! written all over my face—and I got the best of the people,
too, didn’t 1?”

Hawkins was speechless.

“See here, Mr. Hawkins,” Scripps said appealingly. “You're a
great artist, but do 1 always look like that?”

“No, Mr. Scripps, no!” said Hawkins hastily, “but I chose
that as a characteristic expression.”

HE PAUSED before the window at the sight of old Scripps
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“Quite so!” said Scripps. “I thank you for telling me the
truth. I like the truth better than anything else.” .

Hawkins gave a start to find another enthusiast for truth in the
old man.

“I don’t deny the genuineness of the picture,” continued
Seripps. “It’s a splendid piece of work, but I don’t want my wife
and the girls to see it—they have a good opinion of me somehow
and I don’t want they should see it.”

He took his hat and started for the door. Hawkins would have
liked to detain him, but Scripps was gone before he could collect
his wits.

““Art for art’s sake’ isn’t all it’s cracked up to be,” said Hawkins
to_himself, as he surveyed the ugly portrait again and almost winced
himself at the sight of it. “I don’t mind so much when people
don’t look as handsome as they would like, but this stirring up their
consciences isn’t at all in my line—not at all—especially if they’ré
going to turn out better than I've made them look.”

CRIPPS meantime had left the studio more upset than he had
S been for many years, and ponderin;i,I perhaps ?or the first time,
the mysteries of his own nature. e had ordered his portrait
painted much as he had ordered his big, substantial house built,
as one of the customary accessories of wealth—and now the magic
wand of art was making it a revelation to him of what he himself
really was.

“What is the matter, John?” asked Mrs. Scripps, noticing at
once the difference in his manner. ‘““Lost some money?”

““Can’t anything happen to a body except to win or lose money ?”’
asked Scripps.

“That’s usually what you're up or down about,” said Mrs.
Scripps innocently.

“Things go wrong down town, father?” asked his eldest
daughter, entering the room.

“No!” said Scripps, fairly snapping at her. ‘I have other
troubles,” he added mournfully. Seripps was lost in thought during
the noonday meal, and did not return to his office afterward.

“I'd like to see you in the library a few moments, Maria,” he
said to his wife.

“Whatever can he want?”’ she said in a frightened whisper to
her daughter as she passed her.

Once in the library. Scripps seemed to have considerable
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difficulty in opening the conversation. He hemmed and hawed
and walked up and down nervously while Mrs. Scripps sat on the
edge of her chair in anxious anticipation. ,

At last, however, he seemed to come to some decision, and,
stopping in front of her, he said *“I suppose I've always scrimped
you as to money and made you uncomfortable, haven’t I, Maria ?”’

~ “It’s only right to,be economical,” said Mrs. Scripps with prim
virtuousness.

“It’s not right, though, to think’ of nothing but the almighty
dollar,” said Scripps grimly, “and I reckon that’s about what
I've made you do.’ )

His wife stared at him in undisguised amazement. “You've
never been and gone over to the revival meetings at the Methodist
Church, have you, John?”

Scripps chuckled in spite of himself at this. ‘“No, Maria, I
haven’t experienced religion, but I've experienced something worse.
I’ve seen how I really look!”

“Oh,” said Mrs. Scripps, much relieved. “You've been to see
your picture. Well, well, I wouldn’t care much if it wasn’t a real
good likeness. You can buy a handsome gilt frame for it and when
you see it hung up in the parlor and remember how we started
twenty years ago, you and I, you’ll feel mighty proud of it, and
no wonder.

Scripps stared at her. “But I tell you, Maria, the portrait’s
all Igfht' It’s the way I look that’s wrong.”

“How look?” said Mrs. Scripps.. “Didn’t you have on your
best coat and everything to matcﬁ? Come, John!”’ she said sooth-
ingly. “You're just out of sorts.”

‘Best coat!” cried Scripps, “gilt frame!” Can’t I make you
understand, woman, that I myself, John Scripps, looked a mean
skulking beast, a low-lived usurer, with greed written on every
ine of my face. And it’s so real,” he added, “that if it went down-
town to-morrow instead of me it would fool everyone into trans-
acting business with it.”

“Why, John!” said his wife, overcome with surprise.

“And all the while I was thinking I had climbed the ladder of
respectability so high,” continued Scripps, “I was going down
it—step by step.”

Mrs. Scripps began to cry quietly.

“For every dollar I've put into my purse, I've written two on my
face. Every time I've squeezed a poor person for a debt, I've
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drawn the furrow of avarice about my mouth. Den’t ever men-
tion money to me again, Maria,” he said, turning on her. “There
will be no more doling out small sums to you and asking what you
did with the last. You’ll have your own account from now on,
and all I ask of you is to spend it—spend it on yourself, spend it on
other people, spend it on good works—set it afloat, pass it on—and
see that you look generous and happy. Anyway,” he added, with
a touch of his old dryness, ““don’t you have your picture painted
until you’re ﬁfty!”

“gh, John!” said Mrs. Scripps tearfully.

“We’ll go to the theatre to-night,” he sai({. “You send a mes-
senger for the tickets.”

‘But, John,” said his wife, forgetting, “it will cost.”

“Cost be damned!” he yelled. “Send at once and do any-.
thianV else expensive you can think of.”

ith that he rushed from the room and Mrs. Scripps, left un-

nerved and hysterical, could hear him still saying, as he bundled
into his overcoat and out of the front door and down the street,
‘‘spend—spend—spend.”

T WAS on another dull day some two months later that Hawkins,
working in his studio, heard a familiar rap on the door, followed
by the entrance of a dingy figure, which, coming forward into

the light, revealed itself as Scripps.

He was surprised at Hawkins’ hearty welcome.

“You’re just the man I wanted to see, Mr. Scripps,” he said.

Scripps looked weary and worn, but he responded to this wel-
come with a bright glance.

“You see, I\fr. Hawkins,” he said, “I never paid you for that

rtrait.”

“Oh, that’s all right!” said Hawkins heartily. “You didn’t
like it, you know. You mustn’t feel obliged to take it.”

“It’s been worth a great deal to me,” said the old man, slowly.
“In fact, Mr. Hawkins, what I'm here for to-day is that I want
to pay double for it. If you don’t want the money yourself, you
can give it to some young artist. It may help him to paint por-
traits that show people up as they really are.”

Hawkins flushed. “See here, Mr. Scripps, we won’t say any-
thing more about that, for of course I wouldn’t take it.” He hesi-
tated a moment and then went on. “I may as well tell you that
I was much troubled when I saw how you felt about your picture,
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so troubled, in fact, that I've looked you up a good many times
when you didn’t know it.”

“You have!” said Scripps surprised.

“Yes! I found you were not at your office as usual, and then,
as I'm a curious person by nature, and felt besides in this case re-
sponsible for the change in you, I set out to discover where you did
spend your time.”

Seripps looked as embarrassed as a schoolboy caught playing
truant. .

“It’s a wonderful work you've been doing these months, Mr.
Scfipgs. I've watched you at it. T've known of the people you've
helped.” : :

ILg"scripps& protested huskily.

“I've seen you pass a.lon%l those remote streets of New York,”
continued Hawkins, without eeding his remonstrance; ‘‘the people
all know you now. You are probably not even aware how many
of them stop and look after you.”

Scripps could not say anything.

“You’ve worn yourself out for them, Mr. Seripps.”

“I'm not tired,” said Scripps enthusiastically and truly, worn
to a mere shadow of his former self though he was, a spirit looked
out of Scripps’ face and eyes, that spoke of an indefatigable and
undying ardor for life.

Hawkins looked at him admiringly. “You say my portrait
has meant a great deal to you, Mr. Scripps,” he said slowly. “I
think, to be entirely frank with you, I shall have to confess that
it has meant a great deal to me, too.”

Scripps turned in astonishment.

“I had always been so confident,” went on Hawkins, “that I
could see things as they were. Just because I had a true eye and
a keen power of observation, I thought I could paint people. I
did not go deep enough, Mr. Scripps. [ did not go deep enough!
It came to me on the day I finished your portrait, and the impres-
sion was confirmed when I saw your dismay at it. I want to tell
you I shall never do that style of work again. It's brutal,—it’s
materialistic—it ignores the real personality. If I have altered
your code, Mr. Scripps, you have altered mine, and here’s my hand
on it.”

Scripps gripped his hand heartily. “I thank you, Mr.
Hawkins,” he said.

“I suppose you don’t want to take another look at the portrait
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which has taught us both so many lessons?” asked Hawkins.
: Smﬂi%.h ! _ ;
"~ “Why, yes,” said Scripps nervously. ‘“Why, certainly, Mr.
Hawkins.”

Hawkins flooded the darkening studio with light.

" “T’ve kept it on the same easel, on the same spot—you see ?”’

Scripﬁs looked at the portrait one long moment and then at the
artist. He could not find any words, then he reached for a chair
which Hawkins quickly held out to him.

“Jt’s another portrait!”’ he finally gasped.

““A better likeness, Mr. Scripps,”’ said Hawkins, almost ten-

derly.

&‘he face on the canvas was even more real and lifelike than
the first face had been. It was Scripps in every line of it. There
was no softening of the grim contours, no glossing over the wrinkles,
no flattering the undoubted ugliness, and yet, indefinable and elu-
sive—mysterious as life itself—you felt the humanity of the man.
It lay concealed in the hard lines of the mouth—it looked out at
you from the eyes—it shone wonderfully from the whole countenance.

Hawkins himself felt humble as he gazed at it. It was some
divine spark of genius that had taught him how to paint the portrait
of the real Scripps.

SUCCESS

H, to be rich, the young man boldly prayed!
And set his firm foot on the crowded stair,
Now swiftly climbing, then again delayed,

But never resting in an easy chair;

At length he reached that dizzy, breathless air
We call success, where never mortal stayed
Content, but higher yet must do and dare,

Or else must lose the stake for which he played.

Onward he pushed and scorning as he passed
Every ideal and aim except his own,

As with an iron will and brutal stress

All weak competitors aside he cast,

He touched his sordid goal with wreckage strown

Lost, and defeated by his own success.
JouN ALBEE.



WOMEN SWEEP THE STREETS IN MUNICH,
AND SEEM TO ENJOY OUTDOOR WORK

OMEN sweep the streets in Munich. They do it well.
They are conscientious workers, cheerful and alert,
and they seem to enjoy it. A young American woman
who was there last summer was horrified at the sight
of women busy in the streets all day, broom in hand
from sunrise to sunset. * The idea of women doing
men’s rough work,” was her sympathetic wail. Now
as a matter of fact the idea was a very pleasant one. I have never
seen more wholesome, robust, contented working women than the
street-sweepers of Munich. Cheeks as red as August roses in the
Hof Garten; skin a rich lustrous brown, hands capable, muscles flex-
ible, a clear eye and clean smile—how often can one schedule such a
list of physical perfections in a New England kitchen.

And such nice, stout, pleasant colored, homespun clothes. Such
blues as you see in the Bavarian fields harvest days (where women
also help), such reds as belong to warm Bavarian landscapes, the
same rich vegetable hue that 1s in the red-tiled houses and capped
stone fences, the red of the earth. A soft blue petticoat, a red sacque,
a white kerchief, and a jaunty green Tyrolean hat with a gay little
feather, bespeaking an interest in decoration and adornment, is in-
deed a costume for White Wings to envy. There is a pleasant guten
Tag with a fine cordiality of intonation to every passer-by. A glad
danke schin for unexpected Pfennige, good cheer for every swing of
the broom, and a housewifely pride in the well-garnished Strasse.

And, when you stop to think of it, why should women be debarred
from wholesome outdoor occupation? What false standards of so-
cial conditions have been accepted that it has become a degradation
for women to work out of doors, in the fields, in gardens, in town
streets ?

Not that harvesting and street sweeping are always desirable, or
good for all women—but if any one prefers the open, sunlight to
shadow, fresh air to cooking smells, why must any one else shudder
to see such a one rosy and cheerful and enjoying life? And why
must there be an arbitrary dividing line of social sentiment that
makes it good form for men to earn a living out of doors and grow
stalwart and cheerful so doing, and degrading for women to do it ?
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SOME DECORATIVE PANELS BY ALBERT
HERTER, WHICH ARE A BITING SATIRE ON
MODERN HYPER-LUXURIOUS SOCIETY: BY
GILES EDGERTON

HE unusual and beautiful room which Albert Herter
o~ alt calls his studio is built with an open court extending
B ’ @ from skylight to entrance floor. One side of this court
- W is the hallway with the wall of brick divided off into

4 M arches. It was as mural decorations for these arches
p that Mr. IHerter designed the panels shown with

this article—panels at once finely decorative from
an artist’s point of view, and keenly satirical to the student of mod-
ern society.

There are five arches to carry decorative studies of Painting,
Architecture, Sculpture, Music and Poetry. Of these only the -
three here presented are completed and in place. Mr. Herter will
not talk of these panels as studies of modern social conditions, he
seems interested only in their decorative suitability to the spaces
for which they were designed. And, after all, what more is there for
him to say? What word or gesture or uplift of brow could more
effectually lay bare the selfish, self-centered, blasé, degenerate con-
dition of the hyper-luxurious, upper class society of either America
or Europe? And egotism; one should not forget the biting in-
cisiveness with which the egotism of the woman dilettante in life
is shown: not without charm, not without picturesqueness, never
without the quality of physical attraction; but entirely without
heart—according to the Anglo-Saxon definition; without soul—
as one thinks of spirituality severed from religion; and wholly,
tragically, without kindness, in the biggest sense of the word, where
it stands for tenderness, sympathy, gentleness.

Not one of the women has the slightest consciousness of any
lack whatsoever. Each one is insolently sure of life’s humble at-
titude toward her—her money, her position, her birth, What else
has Life to give a woman, except poverty and misery—these she
scorns. Even her interest in the five great arts is subjective. What
can they contribute to her pleasure, her beauty? Well? What
is art for—what is anything for? And the Frenchwoman in the
arch shrugs, and the American looks a shade more coldly imperious.

Indeed, so far has the egotism and insolence of the twentieth
century luxurious woman gone, so remote is she from the big tumul-
tuous, vibrating thing known as humanity, that mere beauty, the
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A DECORATIVE SATIRE

beauty that Nature gives, no longer satisfies her. Any one may
have this beauty, her maid, the woman who serves her in the shops;
and so her life study is not the great lovely radiance of beauty that
is in color and line and expression and esprit; she seeks the un-
usual, the eccentric, the trick that may differentiate her. She cul-
tivates pallor with morbidly red lips. She stains her ears red; or
tints her eyelids and upper face a strange yellow that is esoteric
and bewildering. Her hair is just a part of the color scheme she
desires in her make-up, red or gold or dead black or straw or white.

She calls this strange confusion of nature, her temperament. 1
have seen in Paris on the Boulevard des Italiens in a single after-
noon a dozen women with their faces painted a queer mauve, their
lips purple, and all draped in pale red or purple veils. I have not
yet found out what phase of mysterious ‘charm it was intended to
express. But the Frenchmen at the cafés knew. They peered
up over the pale green drink and wagged studio beards appreci-
atively.

In America the purple complexion has not yet arrived: but
among the newly rich insolence has taken possession of the younger
generation, and egotism with it, and the morbid desire for a per-
sonal picturesque eccentricity, and the need to express a full under-
standing that the world is largely peopled with *‘mere masses,”—
and above all there is the desire to seem artificial.

Mr. Herter does not, however, say any of these things. He
tells you how he found the lovely strange green and peach tints in
the brick wall by scraping off an ugly red paint, how half-way down
to the brick surface the workmen came upon these delicate mixed
hues due to a former painting. And so the wall was left, to the
workmen’s horror, a mixture of rarely lovely tints, and glazed. Mr.
Herter explains that the color scheme of the panels was worked
out to harmonize with the wall tints, and furnished with an accent
of black, which culminates in the center arch, to avoid an attenu-
ated delicacy of tone.

The inscriptions under each panel, in dead black with letters
of gold, form a part of the general color-scheme, and here and there
throughout the panels the gold reappears on cushion or embroidery
or furniture, a vivifying sharp accent in the exquisite variations
of pale greens and mellow peach bloom. Not for an instant does
the palette lose its head., nowhere does the artist forget the wall
which is the inspiration—women, children, men and interiors, all
are made to conform to the tones of the old painted bricks.
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PRAYER OF THE BRAIN-SPINNERS

From a decorative point of view the arched panels are an un-
usual and convinecing achievement; they are equally so when studied
thoughtfully and regretfully from a sociological viewpoint. They
are a searching and pitiless satire on modern luxurious existence,
presented in tints of a misty May sunrise,—the cruelest truth told
with a brush dipped in the calyx of a peach blossom. And, as Mr.
Herter contends, ‘‘the decorative effect in relation to the wall is
all right.” j

PRAYER OF THE BRAIN-SPINNERS

IVE us a work for our hands, O Master of Toil;
Weary are we of the din and shifting strife,
Endlessly waged in the endless fields of the air,
Weary of searching in vain for the clues of life.

Strong is the pull of the rock, the clay and the tool,
Quick in our blood is the yearning to carve us a sign,
Tangible, real, to stand in the eye of the sun,
Shapeless howe’er, yet by joy of creation, divine!

Give and withhold not, O Master of Toil and of Life!
Sweet will the rest be at nightfall, but sweeter to say

Words not, but works I leave, and the work s good,—
Even as God, on the eve of the seventh day!

—HerLeny M. BuLLis.

300



THE POLITICAL ECONOMY OF SAVING
BABIES' LIVES: PRACTICAL METHOD OF
IMPROVING CITIES’ MILK SUPPLY : BY JOHN
SPARGO

ROM the ““over population” ecry of Malthus to the
“race suicide” cry of President Roosevelt is an as-
tounding transition. Throughout a large part of
the nineteenth century the influence of the Malthusian
dread of an increase of population beyond the limits
of the means of sustenance dominated the political
economy of the English-speaking world—and most

of the rest of the world included in the category of civilization. The
idea was not restricted to the economists, but obsessed the popular
mind in a most remarkable manner. Whenever it was proposed
to do anything for the improvement of the conditions of the masses,
the cry was raised that nothing could be done until means were
found to check ‘““the devastating torrent of babies.”

Now, the pendulum has swung to the other extreme. 'There is
universal concern and fear because of a rapidly diminishing birth-
rate, and a cry of “race suicide” is the terror of the nations. Of the
facts there can be no question: the decline in fertility of the human
species in highly civilized countries ranks among the most interesting
phenomena which sociologists are endeavoring to explain. 'There
1s an increasing tendency to sterility in modern life, but whether we
should regard the fact pessimistically, as President Roosevelt does,
or optimistically, as Mr. H. G. Wells does, is too big a question for
discussion here. It may be that, as Major Charles E. Woodruff
and other scientists contend, this is but the beneficent working of
a great natural law, universally operative in all species, tending
to keep population within the limits of subsistence. The birth-"
rate diminishes, but so does the death-rate. An increased or even
stationary birth-rate with a decreasing death-rate would inevitably
lead to over-population. Formerly in civilized countries, the birth-
rate was high because the rate of extermination was also high—
conditions which obtain still in backward countries. To the holders
of this view, the decreased birth-rate is only Nature’s mysterious
and wonderful automatic adjustment to conditions.

Whatever the explanation may be, the facts remain. Unques-
tionably, sterility is almost universally the accompaniment of intel-
lectual and material advance. Polybius attributed the decay of
Greece to depopulation by this means, and says, “In our times all

201
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Greece has been afflicted with a failure of offspring, in a word with
a scarcity of men . . . though we have not been visited either
with a series of wars or with epidemic diseases . . . For when
men gave themselves up to ease and comfort, and indolence, and
would neither marry, nor rear children born out of marriage, or at
most only one or two, in order to leave these rich, and to bring them
up in luxury, the evil soon sFread imperceptibly, but with rapid
growth.” He urged the people of Greece to change their habits,
“or at all events to enact laws compelling parents to rear their
children.” Mommsen and Seeley among modern historians attribute
the decay of Rome largely to the same cause.

Something of fear lest the experience of these great civilizations
of antiquity be ours, whether justly founded or not, has had the
effect of awakening attention to the importance of keeping alive
the babies that are born. While the decline in the birth-rate is
probably not due in any measurable degree to choice and is a socio-
biologic question, rather than a moral one as Mr. Roosevelt, like
Polybius, believes, there can be no question as to the possibility
of largely reducing the infant death-rate, and, consequent{’ , of our
collective moral responsibility for the excessive infantile mortality
of the present. When England was confronted by a dearth of
soldiers, her statesmen turned their attention to the sources of the
problem, how to save the children. Because of the narrow margin
of births over deaths, France values her babies more highly than
ever, more highly than any other country in the world. In the
great Australian Commonwealths, the decline in the birth-rate in
recent years has caused great anxiety and forced statesmen and
men of science to seek ways and means of preventing needless in-
fantile mortality. In this country, our alarm at “race suicide”
has given a very noticeable impetus to child study, and especially
to the important subject of saving as many as possible of the tens
of thousands of babies now needlessly, ignorantly sacrificed every
vear. Never before in the history of the world, probably—certainly
not in modern times—was so much intelligent, serious effort devoted
to this important task.

ANY factors enter into the stream of causes which make up
M the great ocean of needlessly sacrificed baby lives, of which
the chief are perhaps ignorance and poverty. The ignor-
ance of many mothers—I am almost tempted to say the average
mother!—is most appalling. To hear a group of Settlement workers,
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visiting nurses and 1physieians relating their experiences and enum-
erating the many deleterious things given to young babies, is a tragic
experience. Babies a few weeks old given tea, beer, vegetables,
bread, fish, candy, ice cream, pickles—the awful list might be ex-
tended almost indefinitely. Undoubtedly, ignorant feeding is a
prime factor in the problem of infantile mortality.

And here a strange, almost frightful development of the nature
of the human mother enters, a truly wonderful phenomenon. The
best, indeed, almost the only safe, food for a baby is the milk of its
mother. Anything but maternal milk is foreign to the digestive tract
of the infant, as Dr. Chapin, one of our most distinguished author-
ities upon infant feeding, points out. While physical separation
takes place at birth, there is a very real physiological connection
between mother and infant, under normal conditions, for many
months afterward, until the child is weaned. It depends upon the
mother for life just as directly as it depended in the womb. Dr.
Chapin states the matter clearly when he says, “From a physio-
logical standpoint, the artificially-fed baby is a premature child.”
And the modern mother is growing more and more unable to nurse
her child at her breast. For some subtle reason, this function of
maternity is being atrophied in civilized women; and the higher their
civilization, the less able are they to nurse their own offspring.

There is not in existence, so far as I am aware, any considerable
body of statistical testimony which can be cited in support of this
assertion. The fact is admitted, however, by most of the leading
medical authorities. Hundreds of physicians of large experience
have assured me that they have found it to be so in 5leir ractice.
It is not, as is very generally supposed, that modern motﬁers are
unwilling to nurse their offspring, setting social pleasures above
maternal duties. This may be true of a very small number of
women, abnormal types. With the vast majority of women the
trouble i1s physiological, nothing less than an absolute decay of the
function. While among savages and primitive people the inability
of mothers to suckle their offspring is rarely or never encountered,
among the well-to-do classes in the most progressive countries it
1s so common as to almost become the rule. In this country, Dr. L.
Emmet Holt, a well-known authority upon all that relates to infant
feeding, finds this incapacity to nurse infants at the breast to be
increasing, mainly among the well-to-do classes, but also among
the poorest. Of the former, he tells us, not more than twenty-
five per cent. of those who have earnestly and intelligently attempted
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to nurse have succeeded in doing so satisfactorily for as long as
three months. ““An intellectual city mother who is able to nurse
her eh:ld successfully for the entire first year is almost a phenom-
enon,” he says.

Professor von Bunge, a famous German authout}, with the
assistance of over a hundred German, Austrian and Swiss physicians,
who had been his pupils, and were selected because of their relia-
bihty as observers, gatheled articulars concerning two thousand
families in those countries. ?{13 researches have convinced him
that by far the largest number of mothers who do not nurse their
offspring are physmloglcally unable to do so. He believes that more
than half of the mothers in the cities of central Europe are physi-
cally unable to suckle their infants. A famous Japanese physician
wrote me from Tokyo that breast-feeding tends to become more
and more difficult among well-to-do Japanese women. In the
language of an eminent %nghsh physician, “The human infant
tends more and more to become a parasite of the milch-cow.

N CONSEQUENCE of this critical failure of the maternal func-
tion, artificial feedmg for infants is on the increase and becomes
more and more important. It is not 1mposqlble, nor even very

unlikely, that in the course of a few generations artificial feeding
will be the rule in civilized countries and breast-feeding practic: a]h
‘unknown. What the causes of this strange phenomenon are no
one as yet knows. It appears likely that the complexity of life in
our modern cities has something to do with it, though it exists in
rural communities also, its prevalence in Ireland, for instance, being
the matter of much comment. Is there some connection between
the development of woman’s intellect and her failure as a mother?
Why is it that the domestic animals, living under much the same
conditions, do not appear to be affected in this way? Why is it
that the Jewish mother succeeds in nursing her infant while the
Gentile mother fails? These are questlons which science is not
yet able to answer.

A bewildering array of artificial foods, most of them cunningly

advertised, tempt the mother who is unable to nurse her own bal OV
as Nature intended. Of the great majority of these foods it is safe
to say that they are little better than poisons whose sale should be
forbidden. Of the remaining minority, few can be given with
perfect safety to every child, or with the expectancy of good results.
In Germany there is a law which provides that whenever a child
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dies in the first year of life the death certificate must state not only
the cause of death, but the mode of feeding adopted from birth.
The records show that of children fed upon artificial food fifty-
one per cent. die in the first year, while only eight per cent. of those
fed naturally, at their mothers’ breasts, die in the same period. In
attempting to secure a satisfactory substitute for mother’s milk
the aim should be, it is universally agreed by the medical profession,
to secure a food as closely resembling human milk as can be devised.
But, while milk is an animal substance, most of the patent infant
foods are composed wholly or in large part of vegetable matter,
such as wheat flour. Many of them coritain a large percentage
of starch, a substance which is indigestible by the infant and highly
injurious. Moreover, milk, especially as it comes to the child from
the mother’s breast, is a living biological fluid, while the prepared
foods consist of inert matter.

The best substitute for human milk is without question the milk
of the cow. Upon that there is an overwhelming consensus of
medical opinion. It much more nearly resembles human milk
than do any of the artificial foods containing vegetable matter, and
is for that reason desirable. Cow’s milk therefore becomes the
staple diet of a large proportion of the world’s babies—the infant
human animal becomes a parasite upon the cow. But while cow’s
milk is the one substitute which resembles human milk in so many
ways as to lead to its general adoption, it differs from the human
lacteal fluid in many important particulars. It is, through much
handling and almost inevitable exposure, more liable to bacterial
contamination. More important even than this, is the fact that it
has a hard curd, difficult for the single infantile human stomach
to digest, which is not to be wondered at when one remembers that
Nature intended it for an animal with four stomachs, while for the
human infant with its single stomach a soft-curded milk was Nature’s
wise provision.

When an animal is attacked by poisonous bacteria, they seem

of themselves to form in the blood certain protective, neutral-
izing qualities, called in the technology of the laboratory *anti-
bodies.”” It is contended by many experts that mother’s milk con-
tains these useful anti-bodies and carries them into the infant’s
body. They point to the immunity of breast nurslings from
infectious diseases. Mothers with typhoid suckle their offspring
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without infecting them. Professor Rogers, an eminent French
authority, has published a list of forty-nine cases of nursing mothers
admitted with their infants to an isolation hospital. Fifteen had
measles, nineteen scarlet fever, eight tonsilitis, one diphtheria, five
erysipelas and one mumps. With the exception of one debilitated
infant who contracted erysipelas, no child contracted disease, not-
withstanding that all were suckled by their mothers.

Whether bovine diseases can be transmitted to the human infant
through the milk of the cow is a question which the foremost medi-
cal and bacteriological experts of the world have affirmed and denied
with equal emphasis. Dr. Koch, the discoverer of the tubercular
bacillus, asserted with striking emphasis in London, six years ago,
that bovine and human tuberculosis were essentially different and
that it was impossible to transmit human tuberculosis to cattle by -
inoculation. Therefore, said he, we have no need to fear infection
from cattle by ingestion. He pointed out the fact that infants,
who depend in an increasing proportion wholly upon cow’s milk,
do not suffer as much as might be expected from intestinal tuber-
culosis. As against this sweeping assertion of Koch, there is the
undoubted fact that many experiments in this country and Europe
have beyond doubt accomplished the transmission of human tuber-
culosis to cattle, and that bovine tuberculosis has been accidentally
contracted by human beings. The evidence adduced by Dr. Rav-
enel, of the Pennsylvania State Live-Stock Sanitary Board, upon
these two points seems to be fairly conclusive. There is a cele-
brated case, familiar to most physicians, placed upon record by
Gosse, a famous physician of Geneva. His own daughter was
infected by drinking the milk of a cow upon his own farm which,
unknown to him, suffered with tuberculosis of the udder. That
she died of tuberculosis of the bovine variety, and that inoculation
was by ingestion, was abundantly shown by the post-mortem exam-
ination which, with rare courage, he performed himself. Professor
von Behring, after the most careful investigation, has announced
positively that bovine tuberculosis is transmissible to human beings
and is even more dangerous than the human variety. This is the
opinion, too, of the British Royal Commission appointed to inves-
tigate the subject.

When it is remembered that a very large percentage of cattle
—even in the most select herds—suffer from tuberculosis, the udders
and milk ducts being often diseased, the important relation of this
subject of bovine diseases to infant feeding will be readily apparent.
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Not long ago, a wealthy New Yorker, hoping to secure a safe and
pure milk sup