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(Letter #37) Grand Hotel Pension de 1! Odeon
3 Rue de l'odeon, Paris. July 5, 1914.

My dear ones,-

Paris, at last! How I'm longing for Midgel It's just
like I thought it was, only more so, and it ig asking too much
of anybody to believe that I am really here. Celeste 1s beside
herself with joy. Ma foil She put my complexion on my forehead
this morning. And this afternoon she went out with Jules - I don't
know where - to the Bastille, or Maxims, or the Bon Marché or
somewhere. I'm seriously thinking of letting Donovans leave me here
when they go, the 15th. It isn't as if I would miss being in Lon-
don with them, for they "did" London last summer, snd are only
there on the fly. As for making the trip alone, that is nothing
to me now. I would undertake a trip to mars with equanimity.

I had the greatest treat when I arrived. Such a spread
of fat julcy letters! ?The waist hasn't appeared yet, but I am
looking for it eagerly, and the minute it comes 1 will put my
finger in the exact center and give it the Parisian touch! I pal-
pltated over Mr. Starling's letter. (Don't tell him.) I can per-
cleve that he is the "understanding" kind, and not of the ham and
eggs variety. I wrote him a scintillating answer, but tore it up,
for writing to matinee 1dols is altogether too conventional a thing

to be caught doing. However will you tell him for me - Gellia est

deiiea In partes tores: du bist vie eine blume:.combein doie .- ja?

I am sure he will read the tender hlidden meaning. I could add some
Italian too. but I will respect his suffering. And since he unfor-
tunately inquired about my hair, I supposeyou had best tell him I

can't attempt 1t at this distance. But break it to him gently. Why

couldn't he have asked about my voice instead? My drawl 1s so fetchingl




I must tell you about my trip to Paris. I bought a

ticket for a five o'clock train, and that meant getting up at

four, When 1 woke up my room was still dim and cool; but the sky
was all pink and the blrds were twittering; and I was sleepy; but
1t was awfully nice. It was too early to hope for anything to eat
at the hotel, no one was about but the portier. I left my bag for
him and went straight to the station where I procured some coffee
and rolls and jam and ate ravenously while the boiterers discussed
"that eccentric young . lady."

I travelled third, as it is fairly good in France, and
I thought I could stand anything for my few hours of Switzerland.
But after I climbed into the train my heart misgave me. It was
full of Italians who had been sitting up all night and were so dis-
heveled and dirty, and early breakfasts were in progress and meany
bables iIn evidence and some (not the babies) applied themselves
pretty frequently to the bottles that were wrapped up in their
clothes. However, after I got used to it, it was fun. It seemed good
to hear Italian again, and I aired my stock of it to their evident
delight; and they treated me like a Princess royal, and I took care
of the bables, and it was quite an experience.

At Basle, I got Into my new train and had a clean airy
compartment to myself and also a second cup of coffee and & ham
sandwich handed in thru the window from one of the little carts of
food, magazines, papers and postal cards,jwhich they wheel around
so much iIn these European stations. Then I had a short ride thru

Germany, and talked German for & while to a girl who rode a little

way with me, and redlly by the time I got into France I was talking




Chinese.

I was thrilled to find myself in France, but the land-
scape, while pretty and peaceful, 1s really very monotonous. The
poppies are lovely and some of the flields made me think of the
"Evening Call" picture in the Walker Gallery at home. The little
villages with which the country 1ls dotted are very dear. 1 saw one
that I resolved to come back to some time, but I've forgotten the
name of i1t already. "Ships that pass in the night," sald Maud, in-
appropriately and tritely.

| By and by, a French count golin with me. He didn't
me he was & count but a babe would have known 1lt. He carrlied a cane
and his mustache was too cute. When he saw me, he looked as if he
thought heavenh ad blessed him beyond his deserts. However, he was
dashed when I replied "Je ne comprends pas" to his first remark.
Dashed 1is all. He continued to talk looking me straight in the eye
and speaking distinctly. The joke of it was I really understood
all the time, and after he was convlinced that I couldn't understand
he confided in himself and I could hardly keep my face straight.
When lunch time came, I ate mine brazenly, But he starved, tho!' he
had some done up in a paper package. I saw 1t. Pride is a terrible
thingl

One of the questions, to which I gave my inevitable "je

ne comprends pas'" was whether I was familiar with Paris or not. And

itsoccurred to me to pretend that I knew it like a book. So I gave

only the most casual glances out of the window as we approached it.

It was a terrible strain. The country was sprinkled with gay little




bungalows, and there were new and preclse streets lald out, and
much building in progress. It reminded me of the suburbs of our
American cities. And bye &nd bye I could make out smoke against the
horizon and next one or two towers and then the jagred outline of
many roofs, and finally we were in among the tracks and "cabbage
patches" and other trains and shooting into a great station,

My little plan had falled for I dldn't even know how to
call a facteur. And when he picked up my bags I never said boo. But
I find there are lots more sheep in wolves clothing than wolves in
sheeps -clothing in this world. He took me thru the station, thru
the custom house, and installed me in a cab. And when we parted he
gave me his best bow and I gave him my best "Merci beaucoup". He was
a nice little man! My conscience will hurt me forever to think how
I snubbed him!

I can't tell you how I felt to be jogelng thru Paris
Streets! Paris streets.!' I would have know)them in Egypt! I never
saw sO many omnibuses, so many taxis, so many cabs. No wonder one
doesn't dare to cross without meking for an"island"- the 1little
platforms in the center from which one can get ones breath and

bearings. And the big wlde sidewalks are even livelier. They are

crowded with cafes at which people eat and drink all day, and spoon

too if they are demonstratively inclined. And the shops are on the
sidewalk. All kinds of things displayed. One wouldn't need the lang-
uasge here to buy anything on earth. One would only have to go out

on the street and then look around. It couldn't be very far away s

And dotted along are the "kiosks" of newspapers, magazines, and




flowers. The flowers are great shops of color. But for that matter
one sees color enough in the costumes.

One difference between Paris and other Furopean cities -
and one thing about 1t that is more like our cities at home - is
that people don't dress according to stetion. A shop girl's costume
1s a reproduction in cheaper materisls of the costume of the society
lady. She does her hailr the same way. And wears her clothes the
Same way. And has the same slouch and the same walk. In Venice, she
woild wear a biack shawl and look picturesque. In Paris, she has &
slit skirt with the best of them.

Well, I was staring. I didn't know how I was staring
till we were camught in a jam and the driver of an ice wagon, or some
elegant vehicle which happened to be next tolus, began to jéer at me.
I probably did look green with my sultcase at my feet and a hat bag
and kodak in either hand snd my eyes popping out of my head. I
didn't really care 1f.he did jeer. But I gave him a look that was
meant to imply I had béen born and bred in Paris and was bored to
death. As a rule, however; Geraldine Ferrar couldn't accuse me of
ironing my emotions out of my facel

Besldes being interested sand happy, I was, I must admit,

tired, sleepy, hungry, and a little nervous. I had been up since

four of course and not eaten much and everything was very strange.

So 1t 1is not enough to say thaet I was comfobted when I suddenly saw
an old friend. We were pPassing the Port Neuf and I looked right up
at - can you guess? - Paragot's Henry Guatre. I wanted to stop the

cab, make my way thru the crowd, and embrace him. Since then I have




made & pillgrimage to him. He isn't very far away. And I have taken
kodak p ictures of him for Kath in return for the "Jane Lister,

dere childe," she send me from London. And I could just imagine the
night Paragot smashed things up with his Crusader's mace snd came

out to get advice from thls royal person who sits on horseback, look-
ing out over theISeinel

The Grand Hotel Pension de l'odeon is in the latin
quarter. But the latin quarter isn't exciting any longer, the
Bohemians having removed to Montmartre. However, it is splendidly
situated for the sightseer, as almost everything one sightsees 1s
within a stones throw of it. It is in a very busy street and right
on the sidewalk.

I pald the cabman, carried my "traps" into the little
office, and managed to convey that I was Mademolselle Hart and
wanted to be shown to my room at once. Donovens weren't there yet.
It was only 3 end their train didn't get in till almost 7. They
had written me to that effect in Lucerne, so that I could change
my plens 1f T wanted to, but I was sure I would be all right, getting
in in the middle of the day, and anyway my ticket was all bought, so
I came. along. I was taken to my room, and the first thing I did was
to throw myself down on my bed with all my letters. When I had read
every one of them, I rang for hot water and had a bath. It had been
very hot and dirty on the train. And then, feeling much refreshed,

I rang again and procured tea, which made me myself again.

The saint who attended to me was named Michele. EHe 1is

little and sort of messy and doesn't look like & sain] but he is




the holiest one 1n the calendar nevertheless, and isn't ' his

charm delicious? He has complete charge of our rooms, brings our
breakfast to bed, comes up with my mail when he knows I am anxious
for it, and bows and scrapes every time he sees me even in the dis-
tance.

Well, due to his good offices, I soon felt rested enough
to get into white clothes, put on my hat, and go down on the street.
It was just getting dusk and crowds of people were hurrying home-
ward. I sauntered around till dinner time. We have a regular Board-
ing house dining room here.

The tables are terribly crowded, and everyone shifts
for himself, for if he paused to pass thinecs to others, all would
be eaten up under his nose. People are too busy scrambling to talk
much, but there is a dreadful clatter nevertheless, and the maids
fairly throw things at one with & propitiatary "merci" when they
don't hit the right spot. There are some Americans here, mostly
students as we are near the Sorbonne, but the ma jority of the people
are French, and of course the prevalence of the strange tongue adds
to the confusion. I was so bewildered thest first night that I

hardly could eat and wasn't I glad to see Donovans when they blew
in about the middle of dinner. They had come third class, too, but
hedn't had such good luck as I, and had been in = crowded compart-

ment with most annoying people. So they were all in too and right

after dinner we all "turned in". I shared a room with Betty, and we

both were asleep in two jerks of a lamb's tail.
The next day, Friday, was devoted to s ettling and rest-

ing. I was so tempted by the proximity of things I was longing to




see that I took one or two little excursions into the streets,

but. I never went far. However, it was good that we got into trim,
for Saturday followed, and that was the glorious Fourth. The
American colony here took flags and flowers to Lafayette's grave,
and the Ambassador gave a reception, we didn't find out soon enough
to attend, but I don't know as we would have anyway, for our time
1s so short and there is so much to be seen.

Right after lunch, we started out for the Bon Marche to
buy Francis a suit. There were a great many American flags out. The
Bon Marche.was flying with them. You know,really, its a very or-
dinary department store. You could hardly tell it from Donaldson's.
Of course, gloves and perfumes are very cheap, and hat frasmes too,
but then 1t's off season; and I walked thru the departments of
costumes and dresses without being very much tempted. We didn't
stay long after Francis had bought his Paris gown for the day was
too lovely to waste, but the first rainy morning that comes Mrs.
Donovan and I are planning to spend there.

You can see what a varied day we spent, as from the

Bon Marche we took the underground to the Madeleine. The Madeleine,

Church of St. Mary Magdalene, is not very old, having been begun by
Napoleon, but sheer architectural besuty compels one to marvel at

it. It rises in the very heart of the city, but elevated from the
streets so that one must ascend to it by a flicht of stairs, and it
has a very stately appearance; being surrounded by.maSSive Corinthian
pillars. It is bullt like a Roman temple. The interior is huge,
lofty, somewhat dim, beautiful in its simplicity for there sre many

statues and none of the gilding and gew gaws that render so many of




these churches atrocious. The'altar plece, ecstacy of Mary Magda-
lene, in marble, by Marechetti, and the Jeanne d'arc of Larche,
were the statues I liked best.

From the Madelene the Rue Royale leads down to the
Place de la Concorde, and the view which the steps of the Made-~
lene affords is delightfully characteristic of Paris. It'is a
very short little street but wide and always jammed with traffic,

and the broad sidewalks are occupied with shops and cafes and

crowded with a swiftly moving throng. Then at the end rises the

obelisk of the Place de la Concorde, and I will never forget the
way 1t looks. As we descended to the Rue Royale and mixed with the
crowd moving toward the Place, I thought back to the time when
every evening at six o'clock the row of tunbrels moved down it to-
ward the gulllotine. And as we stood in the Place where the guillo-
tine once stood end where almost 3000 people met their death, it
brought it all to me very vividly. Louis XVI, Marlie Antolnette,
Charlot’e Corday, Madame Roland, and many others whom Midge and I
have read of, talked over, and argued about, were actually beheaded
there. It didn't seem possible that I could be standing in the
place. And it was so beautiful, on that sunny afterncon, with the
fountel ns playing eand the motor taxis dashing past and the coffee
drinkers out in the sun and the hapvpy, cheerful, fashionably dressed
people moving in all directions. The obelisk which I mentioned came
from Egypt and was presented by some Remesss to one of the French

Kings. And it is surpounded by sparkling fountains, while eight

statues outline the Place representing the elght cities of France.




Strassburg was in mourning and hung with wreaths. It is often to

be found so. An evidence that Alcase is not forgotten. And indeed

1t would be a stupid person who thought thet that trouble was ended.
One of my gulde books says "Paris is primarily a city
of vistas." I thought of that as I stood on the steps of the Made-
leine and again when, bhaving progressed as far as the Place, we
stood looking about us. The Eiffel Tower and the gilded dome of
the Invalides stood out against the sky, while on one hand was the
Jardin des Tuileries and on the other the Champs Elysses leading
toward the Arc de Triomphe. Champs Elysses! Thinkof it! I believe
I had wanted to see 1t more than anythine in Paris! And that despite
the fact that I have naively supposed it was pronounced somewhat
as it 1s spelt and not Shawngzellezee as I have since discovered
that it is. It was late afternoon and thet is the time when it is
usually more brilliant. The Avenue was crowded with automobiles and
carriages bound for Longchamps, andin the park thru which it runs
the tea gardens were crowded with people, the Punch and Judy shows
were doing lively business, and the nursemaids snd children were
out in full force.
You can't imagine the difference between Americ.n and
French children. Of course American children are clever and French
children are stupid. That is a primary distinction. But bobbed hair
and busterbrown suits are far removed from the flowing curls, lace
collars, elaborate little costumes, long bare legs, and deinty socks

and slippers which all these little youngsters wear. They look like

little fairies as they run asbout in the green grass under the spread-




ing trees of these "Elysian fields." But to heark back to the tea
gardens. Of course, Mrs. Donovan and I couldn't get past them. So
I really took tea on the Champs Elysees, and we were not only pre-
sented with red, white and blue napkins, but also separated from
most of our worldly wealth, and all on account of our nationality
combined with the fact that 1t was the glorious Fourth.

While we were in the vicinity, we hunted up the Palails
de 1'Elysee. It standsin the midst of a huge garden surrounded by
a wall and not a glimpse of it was obtainable. It,is the home of
the Président of the Republic andin the past has been occupled by
many famous people, including Madame de Pompadour and Napoleon. I
was furlous to think I couldn't see it. But there is no admittance.

Well, we took the underground again, this time for Long-
champs, After this when you read in the Sunday paper about the
eccentric costumes appearing at Longchamp, you can picture me there
with my powerful lense for we installed ourselves on the first empty
bench we could find and looked harder thsn we'd ever looked before
in all our lives. The beautiful avenue which runs toward it thru
the Bols de Boulogne 1s the favorite promenade of the Parisians,
and here every afternoon during the season the carriages and tuto-
mobiles make thelr way, and deposit the beautiful ladies who walk
up and down once or twice to diplay their costumes and their charms
to the admiring lookers on who are always assembled. There are some

men, of course, regular tailor's models, with their gloves in their

hands and their sticks swinging on their arms. But they are only

accessories. The beautiful ladies, each a little more startling




than her predecessor, attract all the attention. Some of the auto-
mobliles stopped right in front of us, and we would wateh the
visions alight and trip away. Tripping is good, for you never be -
held such heels. And isn't the whole thing silly?

I never saw such make up 1n America off from the first
row 1n the chorus. Halr that never was on land or sea, blue black
eyes, and perfectly crimson lips. And some of the costumes would-
n't be allowed on the strests in America. A skirt slit clear to the
knee and worn with a brightly colored silk stocking wouldn't make

me blink. However, one can certainly judge the trend of the styles.

The suits have long pleated overskirts resching below the knee, and

the coats are short often with little vests, and with dark blue
suits little white hats are very popular. One sees them, too, among
the fall hats on display. I think I will get my suit like the last
one we saw that day. Simple gray trousers. Very effectivel! And capes

are the whole thing for afternoon wear, Darkly colored but brightly

lined, and falling in very graceful folds,

We didn't go out to the race. mf course but turned into
the Bols. That was surely a day of contrasts. From the heart of
artifice to the heart of nature in less time than it takes to tell
it! The woods are beautiful - like all woods, that is all one needs
to say of them. But they extend over 2115 acres and being owned by
the government are preserved as a beautiful naturalmpark. One
associates it, of course, with duelling, since it used to be more
popular than "the bridge at midnight." BRBut I was too tired to
associate 1t with anything. And my head was fairly dencing with all

I had seen.




We went home for dinner, and after dinner went early

to bed. Tired is no name for how tired I was. But next Fourth of

July can't I refer basck to last Fourth of July, and won't I have a

lot to remember?

And, so, thanking you all for your kind attention -
I really must run along. Paris, at lastl I can just end the way 1
began. I am so happy over being here, and I really think I will stay
on, at least another week, after Donovan's leave. Either here or in
Iondon, I must get some clothes or I shall come back looking like
South Bend. All contributions thankfully received.

And speaking of coming back, I am reaslly beginning to
feel I have been away long enough, and I've seriously thought of
sailing from Cherbourg. I won't do that, but my view of London

' I do want to get in egain on the family

is going to be "birds eye.'
circle. I wouldn't be surprised if Russell would suggest a camping
party to you, a8 I have conflided to him my desire to get off in

some real Minnesota woods after I get back. Doesn't th&t sound good
to you for the first two weeks in September? I can just smell coffee
cooking out of doors and see us all around the fire relating our
adventures. And Bick, too, pleasel I know Helen will have & happy
birthday. I wish my present could have reached her in time, but Paul
will bring or sentlit the first week in August, I will think of her
all daye.

All kinds o f love and kisses from over here,

Maud.
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(Letter #38) Grand Hotel Pension de 1'Odeon,
3 Rue de 1'Odeon, Paris, France.
July 1l2th, "1914.
My dears,«

You probably think my letters come pretty far apart,
but you see I never write them &t one sitting, and for all I
don't mall them very often, I am writing on one almost all the
time. In starting this one, I am overwhelmed with the weslth of
my material. We have done Paris pretty thoraughly. But of course
all we could do in so short a time was just to see it. And I am
not content to see a city. That is, see how other people live in
1t. I want to live a city. That is, live in it myself. I resally
lived Munich, and I certainly lived Venice, and sometime I want
to come and live my beloved Paris, too.

What I ought to do, is to let them leave me here. I
told them they could, and made all my plans to stay on for another
fortnight, but, as the days flew by, I weakened more and more, and
today I flatly refused to stay on and have been writing business
letters ever since. I don't knoﬁ. I feel as if I couldn't endure

any more lonesomeness, even for my principles. When I get home, I

will be as big a baby as Keth. I simply cling to Donovans like a

bur, their home life seems so precious, and they are very, very

good to me. All my days, I shall look ocut for lonesome people. And
never lose a chance to share my home with anyone who 1s longing

for a glimpse of one. But this is far from what I meant to say.
That I have put in a very busy week. And I would feel well tired
out, if it hadn't all been such a pleasure, and if I wasn't looking
forward to a week or so of rest in some charming English country
before sailing for home.

It is remarkable how one's general reading prepsres one




for a cityl Parls is so familiar to me! But that doesn't detract at
all from the pleasure of becoming acquainted with a new place. It
rather adds to it, for there is an immense satisfaction in confirm-
ing the authenticlty of ones mental pictures and in discovering de-
tails that are just exactly as they should be. I am thinking now
about the .Latin Quarter. As I told you, that is where our Pension
1s situated. And the atmosphere of the streets is all that one
could wish, as far as their being "latin Quartery" is concerned.

We visited the Sorbonne, the other day. There are num-
bers of colleges in this vicinity, but that was the most interesting

to us. It 1s an historic old school, having been founded in 1253,

and it 1s the center of immense activity today, as you will realize

when I tell you that it numbers 17,000 students. It is an enormous
plle and the very look of it made me want to go to school. The
classic statues over the entrance, the groups of students in the
court, the abstracted looking professors hurrying along the halls,
the ampitheatre, class rooms,and quiet library. Among the other
honors showered upon Teddy when he visited Europe, was that of being
asked to speak&n the ampitheatre of the Sorbonne, and I thought of
Aim while I was there. The ampitheatre contains Puvis de Chavannes'
allegorical painting "The Sacred Grove." That was reslly what we
went to see. And I enjoyed it, as I am beginning to appreciate his
soft colors, stately figures, and mystic stmosphere.

The Church of the Sorbonne adjoins. It is the oldest
part of the whole institution, having been begun by Cardinal Riche-

lieu whose tomb it now contains. It isn't a particulerly impressive




church, a post card shop being very mugh in evidence, but I was
glad to see 1t; for Cardinal Richelieu's tomb, with his statue
lying on it, and his hat suspended from the ceiling over it,
really brought him to me as an historical personage, while hither-
to he and his policy had been a paragraph heading to be glanced at
hastily emid note writing and cartoon drawing whileawaiting my
turn in Comstock's history class.

But to come back to the Sorbonnel Of course, the shops
surrounding it appeal to student taste. There are lots of "Oak
Trees," I suppose, if I could recognize them. But what I sdore are
the book stalls. If the books they contained were only in English,
I could never getpast them. They stretch in long lines; all along
the qual, on this side of the river. They are in the open air, but
closed like desks at night. And they are presided over by old
ladies ‘who sit down and sew or by o0ld men as yellow as thelr oldest
manuscripts. There are o0ld pictures for sale, and piles of second
hand musie, and stacks of back numbers of magazines, but the books
are the chief feature. 0ld books snd new books; fine books and

ragged books; classic books and trashy books; books of travel, his-

tory, drama, poetry; dictionaries, and grammars. Books of all sorts

and conditions, and as varied are the book lovers who pause to dip
into them. Oh, if I was rich, I would go with an open pocketbook,
along the rows of shabby people who stand before those stalls, steal-
ing, between furtive glimpses at the proprietors, moments of plea-
sure from the volumes opened at random. The arcades of the theatre

de 1'0Odeon are also converted into bookstalls, only they sell many

other things than books. The stationary, pens,pencils, ink, rubber




bands, and erasers make me long to be fitting out a roll top desk.

However, there 1s decidedly another life than starv-
ing student 1ife in Paris. Mrs. Donovan and I and Elizabeth spent
one morning with the rich and great. Over on the other side of
the river, are the broad beautiful streets, the luxurious hotels,
and the fashionable shops. And we saw the limousines standing in
lines while the falir owners spent their money, and we passed
Paquins and Worths and glanced into Ed Pinaud's establishments, and
we looked into windows of jewels and hats and dresses fit to make
one turn my favorite shade of green, and everywhere our country-
men or especially our country-women were being welcomed with open
arms. It was the Rue de la Paix, of course, where, as the American
Vandal said, you pay and pay and pay.l walked up it as if I was on
my way to order a gown for the next function at the Styvesant
Fish's, but 1f I order a gown it will be from the marked down coun-
ter of the Bon Marche, which may remind you of stopping at the
Radisson and eating at the Elgin lunch.

How I laughed over Mamma's letter where she spoke of
Kath's having her hair done in the new French Roll. Here I am in
Paris, but the only French Rolls I've seen are the extremely tough
ones I get with my breakfast. I'm going to go to a hairdresser while
I'm here if I don't do another thing, and I'm going to tell him
I'1]1 have a French Roll, a whole French Roll, and nothing but a
French Roll. I refuse to be out done by my backwoods sister.

I'm afraid the Paris I'm seeing isn't the modern Paris.

But it's Midge's and my wonderful Paris, and the one I wanted to

see. I can people all the dim little streets with gayly dressed

cavaliers, hastening under their dark cloaks to join some intrigue

or to serenade a lady. And I can turn the picture galleries back




into palaces and plot with the Medicis and flirt with the court

ladies. And Jeanne d'Arc and Henry of Navare and Marie Antoinette

and Maréuerite de Valols and all the others that Midge and I used

to gossip about on the old sofa back in their dining room are con-
stantly appearing in painting and sculpture to help out the illusion.
Oh how I wish Midge was here! But I'm just merely t asting things now.
And I won't gobble them up till we come tack together and can

divide them between us.

I didn't do Notre Dame according to Baedecker. I just
couldn't bear to. But I walked over early one morning to see it.
It's not far from here. There is an open square in front, and the
river on one side, and its gray and old Just as it should be. I
thought how the priest jumped down from the tower, and shuddered.
And Mrs. Donovan and I went over last Sunday to an afternoon ser-
vice., It was beautiful with the candles lighted and the organ play-
ing. And I sat and dreamed of the dwarf till it seemed I could fancy
him in the shadows, and the little dancing girl living up above
in the midst of the bells.

And oh I saw Hugo's tomb at the Pantheonl! The Pantheon
is right in the neighborhood, too, and we spent a glorious hour
there. It's most imposing, seen from the end of the Luxembourg gar-
dens, with a dome and Corinthian columns. It's not used as a church
any longer, but the s tatues and frescoes sre wonderful, and in the
vaults are the tombs of great men., It's sort of like a Westminster
Abbey. It i1s built over St. Genevieve's grove, and the Puvis de

Chavanne frescoes, "The Childhood of St. Genevieve," are exquisite,




while the Jeanne d'arc frescoes by Allouard are almost the love-
liest I've seen.

We Investigated them while waiting to go down to the
vaults. The gulde takes huge parties down every few minutes. They
were cold, they just set me to shivering, and so bare mnd gloomy,
and the tombs are 1n kind of 1little stone cells behind gratings.
Rousseau, Voltaire, Carnot, Zola, and ever so many others are
buried there, but I stopped when we came to Victor Hugo's. 1 wished
I had brought some flowers but I don't suppose that I could have
poked them thru if I had. But I let the party go on and leave me
and looked thru the bars as hard as I could and thought and thought
wnat a wonderful person he was and how many men and women he had
created and the work he had done and the good he had accomplished.
I suppose 1t 1s one of the penalties of greatness that one must
be burled in a great, cold, gloomy, vault and shut off by railings
from people who love one, but I did wish he was out in the warm

bright sunshine where things were green and cheerful.,

I loved Victor Hugo, and I never even have been g

Napoleonic admirer, but still I must say that nothing in Europe
has thrilled me, as did the tomb of Napoleon. One crosses a beau-
tiful bridge and goes up a wide avenue to the Hotel des Invalides,
which is sort of a soldier's home, and one can always see the
gllded dome which rises just over the tomb. From the high ceiling
of the church, two rows of tattered old flags are suspended, and
in a little ante room are some memorials of the Emperor, all of

which prepare one to feel some emotion over the tomb itself. OFf




the relics in the anteroom, I was most impressed by his death mask,

the cast madebf his dead face -directly after he died. It seemed

marvellous to be able to see his features. It took one back to St.
Helena, to the inaction which must have been so dreadful for him,
to the brooding to which he must have resorﬁed, to his lonely death.
To enter the tomb from the church, one passes the tombs
of Duroc and Bertrand, the friends who shared his exlile, and above
the entreance is carved a sentence from his will "Je déeire que mes
cendres reposent sur les bords de la Seine, am milieu de ce peuple
francals j'al taut aimf." (I believe that my ashes shall lie on the
banks of the Siene, in the midst of the French people whom I have
loved so well.).It is an enormous and exceedingly lofty room with
a faint bluish 1light penetrating from above, and at one end 1is a
high altar. Directly in the center, railed in, sunk about 19 ft.
below the floor, is the open crypt; and surrounded by stately mar-
ble figures representing his victories, and by sixty of the flags
he took in battle, in an enormous red porphyrg sarcophogus, lies
the body of the Emperor. The spasciousness of it, the silence, the
awe in the attitudes of the crowds of people looking down on him,
and the thought that in that quiet rests the one who kept all
Europe trembling, - I think it would stir anybody. Fully half the
people there were Americans, but I couldn't help wondering if Ger-
mans ever came, particularly when I read the inscription on a fresh
wreath which was very prominently pla ced on the tomb of one of the
generals. Roughly translated it said -- "Let no French soldier rest,

while there is a German in Alcase.”




We have had a perfect feast of art since we have been
in this dear city. The Luxembourg Gallery, while small, is a per-
fect little gem. It is mostly modern art, since every palting 1s
removed from it ten years after the death of the artist, and
either sent up to the Louvre or out to some provincial gallery.
Whistler's well known portralt of his mother, that charming little
"Piano Lesson," and Bougereau's lovely "Virge Consolatrice", are
still there.

Of course there is a great deal of hideous impression-
istic stuff. I stood and laughed in front of a sea green "visita-

tion" until they almost put me out. And before a wild looking pic-

ture of a railway station, a group of fashionables near me were

holding their breaths and gasping "exquisitel!" They say that the
idea in this modern painting is that it portrays vwhat the artist
feels, in looking at a certain subject, instead of what he s ees. It
1s dreadful to think of how some of the human beings in this world
must be feeling.

But I love modern sculpture as much as I dislike modern
painting. I do think that some of 1t surpasses the classic. The
Luxembourg is rich withr sculpture, and how I enjoyed itl!

While we were there, sn American family whom I had met
in Venice came in. There are a father and mother and two daughters,
the daughters very pretty and all stunningly dressed. They are
rolling in money and are on thelr way home after a trip around the
world. One of the girls attacked me breathlessly with the query -
"Say, have you seen the !'Septemb:r Morn' here anywhere? I'm just

dying to see it. It's had so much notority."




As for the Louvre, we have hardly begun it. We have
spent several days over there, but 1t would need several years.
It took us an entire morning just to find the entrance. Mrs. Dono-
van and I and Betty went over first, thinking we could mske a
starton it, and imagined that it would be the simplest thing in
the world. But the pslace is an enormous place, with countless
gates and doors gnd courts, and the garden 1is a regular park, with
carriages, automobiles, and omnibuses whizzing thru. We tramped
miles and miles but couldn't even find the way in.

I.guess we wuld be tramping yet if we hadn't encountered
Sarah Jane O'Dowd O'Conner. It was when we were wandering about the
garden that she burst upon us, a tell thin lively women with a
bobbing bonnet, and she turned upon us such a torrent of words,
dellvered in a very rich Irish voice, that we were struck silent

and dumb with amazement. We were American's weren't we? Oh, she

knew it, she sald when she saw us comlng "There are some Americans"

God bless them, if it wasn't for the Americans the grass would be
growing in the paths of ‘the Louvre." Why every time she entered a
shop on the Rue de Rivolil the proprietor and clerks all rushed to-
ward her and wanted to know if there weren't any American's coming.
And her husband who was a great professor, had many American ladies
in his classes. He was 5 Frenchman and she was an Irish woman snd
they had been married for twenty-five years and living in Paris.
Tho'! they were married in London. And didn't Elizabeth look like
Margaret Kendall, God bless her, she had the same expressive eyes,

the same sweet look about her. And,come to think of it, Mrs. Dono-




van looked like Mrs. Kendesll too. She was the picture of her. And
Mrs. Donovan and I were sisters? (just friends, Mrs. Donovan managed
to gasp.) "But the little girl was her sister?" ("No, her daughter.")
"Was it possible? And she was so young looking! She wouldn't be-
lieve it if anyone else had told her! (Here Mrs. Donovan managed

to interpose the supposition that she had kissed the blarney stone,
but this was repudiated.) Not she. Anytime, they could hgng her by
her heels from Blarney castle. But she had been born and bred in
Ireland and - (here she sort of felt her way) - we weren't by

chance of Irish blood?" That was too good. Mrs. Donovan and 1

looked at each other and.began to lsuegh snd then Mrs. Donovan asked
her to guess her name. The woman gave a joyous bounce "Murphyl" she
shouted. "I know it's Murphy." "Well, it's Donovan. That's almost

as good."

Mrs. Donovan answered. And then you should have heard
Sargh Jane - "Bless our hearts, she knew we were Irish. she had

seen it in Elizabeth's bright blue eyes, so much like Margaret Ken-
dall's. She had seen it in our fgces, in our intelligent faces!

You could always tell the Irish. Johnny Donovan! Was that her hus-
band's name? And did he come from the west of Ireland? Oh, we
should tell him we h ad met Sarah Jane O'Dowd O'Conner. He would
know who the O'Dowd O'Conners were. She was Madame Chaligny now,
but she loved her Irish name, and she often sald to Mrs. Kendall -
and so on.

The upshot of 1t was that she had some of her own poetry

to sell. Typewritten copies of her Effusions about Irelsnd. And

she sold one to Mrs. Donoven end signed it with a dashing hand,

Sarah Jane 0'Dowd O'Conner - Madame Chaligny. And she was cereful

to inform us that her husband, the great professor, let her sell




them to ¢ ive the money to the nuns. I think she did probably
drink to the nuns when she drank 1t up. Well, she called Mrs. Dono=-
van a rose and Elizabeth & rosebud. And quoted, "Not a rosebud is
nigh," but explained that in this case "A rosebud was nigh." And
she cautioned Mrs. Donovan that Elizabeth was a piece of unpolished
granite. That she was worth working on for there was something there
to work with. You could see it in her. Irish eyes. God bless tﬁe
child, how much she was like Margeret Kendall." Well, we've laughed
ourselves sick over 1t since, and I call Elizabeth unpolished
granite all the time, and we find Margaret Kendall, the fair un-
known, almost as handy to lay things on as S.J.0'D.0'C. did. But
it was thru her kindly offices that we lesrned when the Louvre was
open and how to get in when i1t was.

However, even after you are in, it is no simple matter

to know what you want to see and to find it when you know. After

you have found the art department there are miles and miles of

statues and paintings, and you.can hardly 1ook_from one end of

the grand gallery to the other. It took us a long while to select

& place to begin and then to find it in Baedecker, but once started
we fairly sailed along. Oh, there is so much to see, and there are
such treasures therel! I would beﬁapoy for weeks just browsing sbout
in it. I can't begin to ennumerate the things that I loved, but I
will say that I had never dreamed how besutiful the Venus de Milo
was. I have spoken before of the tolerant feeling one grows to

have toward famous things. But' why doesn't one stop to r eason that

they wouldn't be famous if there wasn't some big compelling cause,




which will compel us just as it has everybody else? You see the
Venus de Milo first, outlined against derk velvet, down a long
avenue of statuary, and it 1s so perfectly exquisite 1t makes you

hold your breath.

Among the paintings, I was most struck with Murillo's

"Immaculate Conception,” and "Holy Family", and with the "Holy
Family" by Andrea del Sarto, and I loved Raphael's "Saint Michel"
too. We found . "Visitation" by Ghirlandajo which we both adored,
and perhaps you have seen prints of Scheffers "St. Augustin and
St. Monica." Then there was a portrait of Mary Palmer by Laurence,
which looked like us, and which I immediately swore loyalty to,

nrt

and Leonardi de Vinci's "Lucrezia Crivelli" pleases me more than

the "Mona Lisa'. Among the more modern things, Henner's "Woman

Reading" and "Ingres!' "

Spring" were both lovely.

Speaking of the "Mona Lisa", Dr. Yonovan said he was
walking down the great Rubens' Salle when he heard a nasal voice
behind him - "Excuse me, but can you tell me where to find the
"Mona Lisa?" It was a girl who had been ignoring everything else
and was just simply looking for that. That is the way it is. There
i1s always a perfect crowd around it now. And one can hardly see it
without elbowing one's way. It pays to advertise.

I have seen copyists in all the European galleries,
but I have never seen so many as one sees in the Louvre. The rooms

are dotted with them. Some are little 0ld men who, you can see,

have lived for art, some are picturesquely long haired artists,




some are very chic and pretty girls, and some are frumps, but all
are installed with benches and easels and palettes and colors
and brushes 1n front of the plctures they have chosen. Some, I
suppose, do it for love, but most of them do it for money, and pick
out very popular subjects. They are always surrounded with watchers
some of whom are pretty frank in their criticisms, but they want to be
watched, as a rule, for they are hoping some rich American will be
struck with theilr work and buy it. Perhaps the same sort of Americans
as the one one hears about who said he had had all the American
artists paint his daughters and now he was going to bring them over
to Europe and have the o0ld masters paint them. Well, the coples
help me to appreciate the originals., I can't forget the copy of
the "Immaculate Conception" and how utterly lacking I found it.
I am weary with writing and feel 1like a cup of tea. I
will insist on tea every afternoon when I get home. Mrs. Donovan
and I discovered a dear little lavender tea shop near here. That
i1s, it is lavender outside, and the inside is shining clean and neat,
and a nice hot cup only costs 40 centenes, 8 cents. But often we
don't even spend that, but make it ourselves over her slcohol lampe.
‘and drink it in our kimonos before resting and dressing for dinner.
We are dying to drink at a sidewalk cafe, but Mr. Bae-
decker who is an indefatigable chaperons, says that sidewalk cafes

aren't patronized by perfectly nice ladies. According to that,

there must be a great many ladies in Paris who aren't perfectly

nice, for certain it is that the sidewalk cafes seem to be occupled

from morning till night.




One afternoon we went over to the Luxembourg Gardens.
They have such beautiful gardens here, the Louvre, Tuileries, and
Luxembourg, and the people use them so much. Men reading their
papers, women at thelr sewlng, and nursemaids with children, may
always be found. The benches are free, but the chairs cost 10
centimes, 12 cents. This afternoon, from 5 to 6, was a band concert,
and we took chalrs and stayed for it. There was what I would call
a motley crowd, if I used that kind of words on week days. And in
front of us were a couple of artists, sketching the types which
Were to be discovered in plenty. Mrs. Donovan called my attention
to the expressions on the faces when the music was sad. It was
really a study and a sort of a pathetic one at that. Paris has
more extremes of luxury and poverty, gayety and tragedy, than any
other city in the world, and for all the people are so lively and
vivaclous there is an undercurrent of seriousness.

My dears, I must stop wribing. I have as much more to
tell, but it can't be told now. I'1ll simply have to send my love
and ship this along, as it is. But there'll be more in a very
few days. And from England] A day nearer home, I'll be, when I've
crossed the channel. And the 2¢ postage rate!

Till then,’I am So lovingly, Mgud.

Daddle dear - I suppose by this £ime you have my card thenking

you for the check and telling you to go ahead with arrangements

~Aq -'_Q. T )
for the Arabic. I can't tell you how relieved I am to have/¥o tend

to it, and you are a perfect dear to do it. If you can't get the
Arabic or another 1 class boat, get me 2nd class or something. I

have lost all American pride about classes and would rather come h ome
2nd than spend the extrs money when I have spent so much. Haestily

and with love, Maud.




























& Taviton Street. Gordon Square, London, W.C.
England. July 21, 1914.

My dears, -

I suppose I have to get myself across that channel,
and I will say that I do hope 1t won't be as disagreeable this
time as it was last. T wés so happy to smell the sea again, so
happy to be running about a boat, so happy to hear English spoken,
but alas my happiness was soon dashed. However, all the Donovans,
who are splendid sailors, were sick too and worse than I was. And
I don't think there wer¢ many on the boat who could hold their heads
up. It was a corkscrew sea and worse than anything I had ever e x-

perienced, /But we had left Dieppe at 1 and we arrived in New Haven

about 4. I got my first view of England thru the porthole, ?@aﬁ&g_

ralsed up onione arm. We took the train at New Haven, we went third
cless, but oh, how beautifully clean it was. And what joy to be able
to- read the signs, to have the porters answer "thenk you," to feel
that we were in our mother country. Donovans, who spent all last
summer 1n Scotland and England, felt as i1f they were returning home,
and took delight in pointing out to me the typical features of the
céuntry we were whirling thru. But I would have knowiit was England,
"the holly hedges, the pretty peaceful fields and woods, the little
scattered villaggs. We got into London about 6, Victoria station,

|
English, the silk hatted men, the fresh-faced women and the school
girls with their ugly sailors and flowing locks.  And the derling
dignified Bobbies, and the po?ter who told Dr. Donovan our trunks
were'easy work, sir", and the red nosed cabman. If he hadn't have

been red-nosed, mothing could have induced me to ride with him!




Then rattling away thru the streets, Donovans kept exclaiming,

"Oh, this is Trafgslgar Squarel" "Oh, there is the kind of a bus

1

where you can ride up on top." "That i1s a hansom cab, Maud." etc.

etc. etc. And it kept me falirly bouncing. In this vicinity, there
are lines and lines and lines of boarding houses. All close up by
the sidewalk with gardens behind; all with neat door plates, bells,
and knockers; all with pretty white-capped maids to let one in. 5
Taviton Street looked much like 4 and 6 but immediately we were in-
side we saw the difference. It 1is about the kind of = boarding
house Aunt Mary would keep. There are, as Mrs. Donovan said, some
physical disadvantages, but the mental and spiritual advantages
more than compensate for these. Late as we were, we were given a
hot dinner, and Mrs. Brumwell, the landlady, treated us as if we
had been welcome guests, and Miss George, her cousin, brought me

up to my little white room at the top of the house, and -did all she
could to make me feel at home, and chatted with me wntil I found

I had told her all my family history without knowing it. So here

you have me in England, another day nearer home in actual travel,

end meny aeons in other ways for I'm among my own people again and
until you live for a while with a foreign race you can't appreciate
what that means.

As I will stay on here at Brumwells, I will have to tell
you more about 1it, so you will reslize how heppily situated I am.
I told you about the exterior and the white-capped maid who let us

in, and the interior is typically English. Mrs. Donovan says that




in Englend the living room is the drawing room if its only 2 by 4.
but our d rawing room happens to be a bona fide one. It is on the
second floor and is very long and a iry with long windows opening
out on the balcony. It has & fireplace, & piano, little cabiﬁets
of antiques, china, etc., spindle legged pink and white furniture,
end a tea set. The dining room is on the first floor and is a
large pleasant one. We don't see much of Mr. Brumwell, but MNrs.
Brumwell 1s sort of like Mrs. Barclay, and her daughter and Miss
George, her cousin, are both peaches. Mrs. Brumwell presides at
table and she 1s the kind of a person who makes every one feel at
his ease. She drawsevery one into the conversation and it 1is real
conversation, the sparkly kind.ljbere are some very interesting
people. We are the only Americans except two kids from Boston - one
of them 1s named Miles Standish - the Mayflower, of course - and a
Deke. (I told you Dr. Donovan was a Deke, didn't I?) There are

some nice English boys, too, one of them a medical student. And

Miss Eddy is en actréss and just lost & contract and comes to the

table with her eyes red but looking very pretty. And Miss Soloman

is an artist, but more of her later. We have big English breakfasts,
porridge,ham, etc., but I have grown used to continental breakfasts
and don't like them. And luncheon at 1, and tea at 4:30, a very
soclal time. And dinner at night with two kinds of meat and dessert
according to English custom. "Will you have hot or cold, Miss Hart?
Hot? A slice off the joint?” And "Dr. Donovan, would you prefer

cold shape or cherry tart?" "Joint" is roast; and "cold shape" is

fello. But anyway we have a beautiful butler! It is = perfectly




ideal place for me, as Mrs. Brumwell mothers me and the young
people are very Jjolly, and 1t 1s so cheap for London that Donovans
could hardly believe their ears, so I was bound to stay tho' they
are very crowded. The only way 1t could be arranged was for me to
share Miss Soloman's room, so I am moved from my little nest at
the top of the house. It 1s & beautiful room with a fireplace and
balcony, but it always looks like sin as she has the ertistic tem-
perament and strews her things from one end to the other. My table
is such a contrast to everything else in the room that it strikes
a positively discordant note. However, her tables are very inter-
esting. She is an srtist, as I sald. She is only 21 but a genius
and is already well known. Now she 1s illustrating & new adaition
of "Helen's Babiles" and her sketches are fascinating. I think she
is a jewess and she is an odd little thing, mature in her work,
but very young about everything else. One often finds geniuses so.

As untidy as she is, I love rooming with her. I guess I would love

to room with anybody. I dread to sit down all alone in & room with

everything as neat as & new pin and listen to my clock tick. When
I get home, I never, never am going to stay alone for one minute.
I am sure you're dying to hear about my new clothes, 1
thought I ought to do what shopping I had to do while Mrs. Donovan
was here to help me. So the afternoon after we came we went down
to Peter Robinson's, the blig department store, and made our pur-
chases. She bought a suit, and I bought a sult and a dress, both
too cheap to belleve. The sult is such a dark blue that it is al-

most black, and the skirt is one of the new styles, lots of gathers




around the walst, while the jacket is about medium length and has
a soft wide belt of bright colored satin. With & black hat and a
veil the color of the satin it will make a stunning outfit. The
dress 1is for dancing or nice afternoon wear, a very soft chiffon
of bright vivid blue. It is nothing but a robe, to be worn over a
white silk or satin slip. The shops are more attractive even than
those in Paris, and as the summer sales are on, everything is un-
believably cheap. I would give '‘anything to have a lot of meney to
squander and am threatening to write a story for an English maga-
zine and blow the proceeds on blouses.

As 1 told you, Donovans were here last year, so they
have the sightseelng done, and I am leaving most of mine to occupy

me after they go, and am plcking up stray threads with them. I had

just a2 peck 1nto Westmister - enough to find Jane Lister and the

poets corner - and it is as dear and old and gray as I erpected to
find it. I heard Big Ben and looked down all the streets and imagined
where Pam's house might be and I strolled around the cloisters where
the sunlit green of the c ourt makes such a contrast to the cool gray
dimness. I'm going to spend a day there soon. And Sunday morning
Francls and I went to St., Paul's to church and while I wasn't tre-
mendously i mpressed with that I am going over sometime and wander
about. The music was lovely and the crowd immense and on our way

out who should we meet but the Craig's. They had Just come down from
Lincoln. Mrs. Cralg spoke of having received Mamma's letter. I was
so glad to see them and made sn engagement to go over to their

boarding house the next afternoon. As it happened, I had to write a

note and break it, but I only postponed it till Friday, and that is

just as well for I can wear my new suit. They want me to go home




with them on the Leconia, but I told them that my fate was in
Papa's hands.

I am dreadfully disappointed at not being able to see
some of the.things I had most counted on seeing. To some of the
galleries, admission 1s absolutely impossible, while to others it
is only obtainable with an endless amount of red tape. Of course,
it is because of the Suffragette activities. Conditions practically
amount to a state of war. Not having seen many English papers for

sometime, I was surprised to learn how far things had gone. Fires,

bomb-throwlng andpicture slashing seem to have become qulte common.

And now the militants are even interrupting non-militanimeetings

and feeling is very intense. We went thru the Pgrliament Buildings
which, for a wonder, are still open on certain hours of certaln days,
but I never was so closely watched in my 1life. There were Bobbiles
posted everywhere. I hadn't know that the Parliament Buildings were
in the vicinity of Westminster, but they are just across the way.
They are beautiful in the Gothic style, I think - at any rate with
many delicate spires. They are on the banks of the Thames, of course,
with the terrace where members bring their ladles to tea. I must be
on a higher soclal scale In ny reading than in real 1life, I guess.

I felt so familiar with that terrace that I fully expected to be
invited there, and when I was barred off from it with the rest of

the tourists I felt as 1f the guard couldn't know who I was. It was
the same sensation to be out in the English country and not a guest

at a country house the way heroines are in stories. And at Windsor




Castle, I knew in my heart that I belonged at one of the Queen's
garden parties and not staring around after a guide. But the Parlli-
ament Buildines were very impressive snyway. The windows and paint-
ings of some of the long rooms of state were lovely. But in the
House of lLords and the House of Commons I had the surprise of my
life. I had expected to see some huge ampitheatre, but they are
quite small rooms. The House of Lords has the thrones for the King
and Queen and the chairs for the peers are in red leather, and the
House of Commons is in black leather. There are lobbies outside,
and Dr. Donovan who obtained permission to wisit a sitting last
year, said that not nearly all the lords attended and that in both
houses 1t was qulte a fad not topay much attention to what was
going on but to stroll about In the lobbies and talk and just come
back to vote. However, after this, when I read about what Mr.
Asquith and Mr. Lloyd George are doing I will know where to put
them anyway.

The two nicest things in London are busses and Bobbies.
They are rather closely assoclated in my mind, for I never take one
except on the advice of the other. Mrs. Donovan and I, who have

such good bats together, laugh at ourselves for our weskness for

both of them. The Bobbles are dears, such fine looking, good-natured
capable men. I never saw anything like the way they control the

traffic. I would just as soon start across the most dangerous look-

ing street if the Bobble hadhls hand up, and they are always as cool

as cucumbers. And they are so obliging. They iisten so attentively

to your woes, take such care to explain what you want to know, and

the "Yes, miss," and "Quite right, sir" are too beautifully deferen-




tial. One darling told Mrs. Donovan and I that the bus we were
looking for was -"Alghty Aight." Imaginel! We ride up on top of

the buses, of course. If you can get the front seat, they are as
Zood as automobiles, and being mixedup with nice friendly plebians
1s heaps more fun than riding closed in a limousine with a boquet
of artificiel flowers. If it railns, put up your umbrella: if you
are hungry convention permits you to eat out of a paper sack; it
has never cost me more thsn tuppence ha! penny and one can get a
lovely ride for a penny; and to haunt the tops of buses is the
ideal way to see London and its environs.

Yesterday I got my first intimate glimpse of rural Eng-
land. Dr. and Mrs. Donovan, Francis and I made an all day excursion
We left from Paddington and travelled third class just as the
Marchioness did; and when we alighted at the little country station
I felt a distinet shock because I wasn't met by a man in livery
and jolted along to the houseparty at Lady Maria's, where no doubt
the guests were assembled under the shade trees on the lawn drink-
ing tea from egg shell cups and eating little cakes. However, I was
quite content to install myself on the top of a bus and jog along
to the churchysrd at Stoke Pogis. It is the churchyard made famous

by Gray's elegy and for a wonaer it is absolutel satisfactory. The
LY Lo - y y

1little church with its "ivy mantled tower" where the owl "doth to

the moon complainwas all that 1t should.be, and we saw the corner
of 1t where Gray always sat, and it had an added interest for us,
for all the Penns were buried there with the exception of William

Penn who, having turned Quaker was excluded. The churchyard itself




with"many a mouldering heap" was so pretty and peaceful and we all
sat under "the yew trees shade" and Dr. Donovan read the poen aloud
tous. I have always loved it and learned it once but it never im-
pressed me so much before, for I had only to raise my eyes to ssee
the different objects mentioned, and Grgy‘s tomb which stands close
to the church testified eloquently to the truth of the lines on
death he had written. In the neighboring field stands a monument to
him,.

After leaving Stoke Pogis, we walked till we found a
place to lunch. I have gone back on s walking tour in Switéerland.
A walking tour in England is now my ldea of joy. The roads are
shaded with the most immense and loveliest trees, sometimes, the
way leads down little green lanfs; the fregrant green fields are
dotted with sheep; and in the parks of the big estates one can ac-
tually see the deer. The keepers houses, just at the gates, are al-
ways clambering with flowers, and makes me lone to stop for a cup
of tea. |One advantage to walking thru England is thst the villageé
are sociagé together. One wouldn't need to walk far as there would
always be fascinating inns and taverns. And best of all, the people
aré so friendly and courteous and quaint, I ;ish you could have

seen the place we ate, just by the roadside under s splendld tree.

The nelghboring field was golden with grain and beydnd it were holly

and hawthorn hedges and more énd even greener trees and the red of
farmhouse roofs among them. One really does feel that England 1is

the mother country. The charm it has is not unmixed with sentiment.
It draws one as a native land does. Somehow 1t seems like hometo me

tho' I have never seen it before,







Well, we consumed ham sandwiches and cherry tart and
fruit cake and bananas and I don't know what else. I had & ferocious
appetite, but I will say that English food sounds better than it
tastes. They don't season anything and the meat pies of which one
reads so much watering descriptions in Dickens were the bitterest.
disappointments of my life. They are cold and clammy, not hot and
savory, and the crust is inches thick and the filling consists of
uninteresting chunks. But I can't complain of that luncheon by the
roadside and after it was over we clambered up into a bus again,
this time for Eton and Windsor.!I never had knownthat Eton and
Windsor were so close. They are.just sacross the river from esath
other. Speaking of the river, it is lovely at that point, winding
In and out of green tree shaded banks. OFf course, the boat races

are a feature of Eton and the wzter:yai}ﬂive-with youngsters and

racing shells. The town too is swarming with tbhu\gt}s_.

look very queer with their traditional highkilk hats ard short

Eton Jackets. They come from England's best femilies and are a fine
looklng set of boys - just high school age. Down the river a ways is
Vanderbilt's island. We didn't go down to see it but heard many
rumors of its beauty._And across the river in a frame of trees one
sees the towers of Windsor. The palace is not open to visitors,
thanks to our friends the Suffragettes, but we obtained admission

to the c ourts and grounds. The 014 historie némes connected with its
gray walls and battlements made them fascinating, the trecs were
lovely, the moats a bower of green and flowers, the view from the
terraces enchanting, but, as I told you, I felt resentful at being

considered such a rank outsider. The present King doss not




great deal of time there and neither did King Edward but it wes a

favorite spot with Queen Viectoria who lived there about half of
every year and is burled near. There is a statue of her at the
entrance and the place 1s strongly associated with her. I was amused
at one of the taples they tell. It seems she often went down into
the town and visited some 0ld ladies with some of whom she had the
warmest friendships. On one occasion,-she was urging one of them to
come up to visit her at the castle, but the o0ld lady steadily re-
fused. The queen was remonstrating with her and seid "Why, I would

"

be just the same up in the castle as I am down here." "Oh yes, your

" the old lady assured her. "It's not you I'm afraid of,

Ma jesty,
your Majesty. It's them grand servants." I don't know as I blame

her for I am afrald of servants myself and English servants have a
certain pomp which is dazzling and a humbleness which is terrifying.
Mrs. Donovan and I drank tea and ate thin slices of bread and butter
at an enchanting shop with an enchaenting name "The Windlesora". The
other two left us as they had some private sightseeing to attend to.
So we lingered as long as we liked, looked into shop windows and came
on home alone. Mrs. Donovan is such a peach, more fun to "bat" with.
But speaking of tea, I seem to be collecting tea at famous places

as Mrs. Donovan does 1vy leaves. Tea in St. Marks Square, tea on the
top of the Rigl, tea in the Champs Elysees, tea in the shadow of
Windsor. It's not an extravagant habit as it is so cheap 1In this
country, and I think it is a happy idea, for think of the memories

I'1]l have when I'm drinking it at 905, in front of the fire.

ULY 23. I do impose upon you to a dreadful extent. I




em beginning my 8thpage if it was my first. If you

began the perusal in the evening, you would have to introduce sev-

beer lunches and to keep you awake. Let's hope

-
eral

you attecked it early in the morning when you were fresh., I haven't

had much mail from my happy home, but some that was awfully nice
from Russell. It doesn't seem to meyou write to me so very often,
seeing as how you are five and we aren't even but only one. That
aint gramminary but it's classical and I guess you get the ides.
last

Well, we forced an entrace to the Tate Gallery at

turned awey by a

'

burly policeman who said that it was shut up tight on account

The first time Mrs. Donovan and I went we were

of

thre wild ladles," but the second time we went prepared with a guer-

antee from a member of Parliament which, by means of much wire

pulling Dr, Donovan hed obtalned. The Americsan embassy won't issue

guarantees because so many Americans are in sympathy with the

Suffragettes and as I don't number many M.P.s emong my acquaintances

I am going to have a hard time getting to see many things. On this

occeaslon, having shone the magic letter at a side gate we were

s into

a little private office. Here Dr. Donovan presented the slip, his

passports, and other credentials which were exsmined by a committee
of grave looking gentlemen, and ‘I was obliged to state that I had

no destructive intentions. Then we were delivered to another officer

who delivered us to an official guide.

to follow the gulde but every room was

prevented us from lingering and looked

close to a plcture. It has its ludicrous side.

And not only were we obliged
‘guarded wit h policemen who
suspicious 1f we.even went

Hasn't 1t? Women




haven't great physical strength but they certainly are ingenlius at
making themselves annoying. I was reading in the morning's paper

how one failr bomb slinger, brought up for trial, insisted on keeping

her back to the judge and sang the Marseilles vigorously all the

time he was talking to her. Well, it was horrible to go thru the
gallery under such circumstances but I was exceedingly fortunate
be able to go thru at all, and it was lovely, lovely. The famous
Natt pictures are there, and a delightful collection of Turners,
and others, I liked especially were 'Sargent's "Ellen Terry in
Macbeth", Burne Jones' "King Cephetua and the Beggar Maid," Millais
"Boyhood of Rallegh,’ Lady Stanley's "The First Offence", Dicksee's
"Harmoney, " Wallis "Death of Chatterton”, aﬁd Field;s famous picture
"The Doctor."

I had written to Macbeth's a day or so before, and what
was my delight upon returning home Tuesday morning after my visit
to the Tate to find the following wire - "Come to dinner tonight-
seven o'clock, 96 Lauderdale Mansions, Maida Vale. - Dr. Wood 1s
here - Loving Greetings - Florence Macbeth." At first, I had & sink-
ing of my heart as to what I should wear, for I haven't got my trunk
yet, and my travelling clothes are getting so shabby, but then I
remembered my pretty new dress. I'm so thankful I happened to have 1t.
And people are always so good to me. That dear Miss George shortened
the hem for me, put on hooks and eyes, and made little black French
Knots all around the s kirt and on the front of the waist, which
was just the fouch it needed. I was downtown in the afternocon and
bought some white gloves. And when I got fressed and my halr curled,

with my big hat, green coat, white gloves, and the buckly slippers




papa sent me, I looked very nice. I took a cab, as I didn't have
any idea how to reach the address, and anyway I couldn't bear to

rush that chiffon up and down the side of a bus. I'm an awful kid

really. I was so tlickled at the idea of going in a cab to Maida

Vale to dinner that I fairly beamed. Macbeth's have a dear little
apartment, and I think that both Mrs. Macbeth and Flossie look ex-
actly as they always did. It seemed so queer tosee Dr. Wood in
London.. (He was just there for a day or so) Particulerly whenhe
sald at dinner that he wanted "just sbout a nickle's worth" of
something, "as Tom Hart says." It was an American dinner and maybe
it didn't taste good. Beefsteak, tomato salad, raspberry shortcsake.
Um! After dinner a German men came, & musician also, and we played
the victorla and talked. I think it is perfectly absorbing to hear
about Flossie's experiences, and anecdotes with famous people in
them, and I did have the best time. Macbeths say I must come often
They want me to spend an entire day with them, soon. They sort of
expect Mr. Macbeth in Ausust.

There seems to be no end to the nice things that happen
to me. The next afternoon, Mrs. Donovan and I ﬁent to see Herbert
Tree and Mrs. Patrick Campbell in the New Bernard Shaw play "Pygmelion"
I am now a Bernard Shaw devotee. The dialogcue was simply sparkling,
the psychology marvellous, and the interest absorbing. Kath must
read 1t, but it will lose a great deal by not being acted I'm afraid.
Tree was delightfully cynical and Mrs. Campbell sas the flower-girl
who was transformed into a duchess did some nighty clever écting.

And what do you think? The English won't relinquish afternoon tesa

A




even for the sake of a matineel It is served in the auditorium,
brought right to your seat. They brought us s trsy with the pot
cups and bread and butter and cakes. Our seats were 4 shillings
the tea six pence and it was a wonderful afternoon. I wanted to
right thru with it again, tea and all.

Well, Donovans leave tomorrow, for Oxford, Chester,
some points in Ireland, ahd home. I can hardly bear to see them go.
They have been so kind to me. But I will be In good hands here. We
are all like one big family. I told you about Jean Etty, the musical
comedy actess, who was so blue and out of a job and "broke'". Well
the other morning duringz breskfast she received a letter offering
her a small part in "The Arcadians.”" and it would have made you all
want to cry, as 1t did me, td see how the others rejoiced with her.
They flew to her and hugged her and had a regular Hart. celebration.
Miss Solomon, the little girl I room with, is a dear, too., She is
having wonderful success as an artist, and I do enjoy having her tell
me about her work. Mrs. Brumwell mothers us all impartially, and I
can't imagine a place 6n this side of the water, I would be more con-
tented in.

Oh, dear, will I never stop writing! It's most tea time
and I have been at it all day. Donovans are finishing up sight-
seeing and shopping and saying goodbye to friends. Honestly I can't

even let myself think about coming home. I know I'm in London, but

I can't help almost counting the minutes. And I know I shall push




the train and push the boat. Well, you are all dears, and we will

have some joyous times when we gre at home agein, and when we cross

together, I have already collected prices which prove that a family
trip 1s quite within our means.
Love and lots of it,

Maud.




(Lettar $41) ! -25=-!
O Taviton Street, Gordon Square,
London, W. C., England.
July 29th, 1914.
Dearest Harts,-
Oh,” said Maud, with a bounce - I'm so happy. It was
the crownirg piece of luck, that I should have happened in upon this
lovely pl.ce. For the first time since I left home, I am practically
not homesick &t all. The fact that I am so near home may have some-
thing to do with it, but my being with such kind people helps even
mores If Blck would only come to London and s tudy instead of Ber-
lin I would want her to come right in here. No one vould be lone-
some. Mrs..Brumwell mothers all of us, Miss George has taken me
under her speclal wing and even comes in to kiss me good-night and
tuck me in, and as for the crew, it is certainly a jolly one if they
are all English. The men, with the exception of the Andersons are
nondescript, but they are dears, studying for law and medicine re-
spectively, and kind of like Rupert and Helmus. The girls are peaches.
Miss Brumwell is Bunty, because she pulls the strings of the house-
hold. She 1s round and jolly and leughs like Bick. Miss Henderson is
a little Damish girl over here to learn the language. Miss Edwards
is a typical little business woman who has her breakfast in bed on
Sunday mornings. And Jean Etty, who as I told you just got a job with
"The Arcadians", is perhaps the most interesting of all. She began
six years ago, worked herself pretty well up, fell sick and got all
out of everything, and started back in the chorus. She has dreadfully

longhours for rehearsal. We hardly see her sanymore. They don't even

stop for lunch but only have time for coffee. The dancing is dread-

fully fatiguing too. Of course., She is general%ﬁdead when she comes

home. Miss Solomon's book will be done on Friday. It will be pub-




lished in September and won't I buy it and point out to you how we
did this and how we did that! Bunty's legs are always in demand.
Mr. Anderson sat for a half an hour the other day playing he was
Toddy and spilling imaginary soup down his neck. She wants me for
the lady who listens to Toddy's inspired recitation, and I will
show you myself with pride. You can just image how I am revelling
in local color and the kind of atmosphere one-doesn't breathe.

I have hardly opened my Baedecker but when I said thsat
the other day to Miss Solomon, she saild that I had seen more of
London than if I had. It is very satisfactory to have her feel
satisfled. Else sald that sbout Munich too and Paul said it about
Venice. I think I must adapt myself very easily. Lately however,

I might as well have been in Anoka, for I have been eyebrow deep

in writing. The very air here is creative and I simply had to get

to work. However; I worked very fast, unusually fast for me, and my
story is now done. I think it is the first story I ever wrote that

I didn't have to writedover and rearrange endlessly. I hardly changed
a word of this. I read it to Miss Solomon who approved, and I am

going to send it to an English magazine. I haven't an idea I can

get 1t In, but I am sure I can sell it in America. I am going to

hunt up an Oliver office to type it.

I see by the Minneapolis Journal which I read occasionally
at the American Express that you are still having your terrifically
hot weather. I am so sorry. I haven't felt uncomfortably hot this
summer. Mrs. Donovan thousht it was pretty bad in Paris, but none
of the days there were bad in comparison with a Minnesota "scorcher."

And here I am shivering all the time and not even wearing summer




dresses. Imagine} Your descriptions of bathing in Calhoun, bats to

the Shubert, running in at Kath's, etc., 211 sound so familiar

that I can almost fancy I am there. And oh won't we have good times

next winter? But I am going to California with the rest of you if

I can only hit on another lucrative dressmaker or two. By the way,
have you warned Jack about that story.Flease present my humblest
apologiss, and tell him I know it was positively unforgivable, but
1f he doesn't want to be appropriated by material hungry story
writers, he shouldn't be so fascinating. As for the bat - "On with
the dance. Let joy be unrefinedi"”

Well, Donovans have left me and are at present residing
in Oxford in a house named Fern Lee which sounded so perfectly jolly
that I almost went along. They left Friday afternoon Just after tea,
waving to me from the taxicab, and oh dear, I don't know when I will
see them again! But I've promised Mrs. D. to get her a concert en-
gagement in Minneapolis, and the Dr. that he shall unite me in noly
matrimony whenever I am doomed to be united. I told Mrs. D. that
1t still remaindd & mystery why under the sun they had asked me to
Join thelr party.The idea was certainly all to my advantage. She sakd
1t was my personality and I'm certainly glad I happened to have it
along. After they were out of sight I went oﬁ over to Mrs. Craig's.
They live in such a stylish pension. She received me in the prettiest
drawing room. Well, I am doing a few society stunts myself, as you
will see as I progress. That is one reason I haven't done more sight-
seelng, But I really think one does me .as much good as the other.

I thank heaven daily that I have my pretty suit. I really look guite

stunning in 1t with whife gloves and silk stockings and my cute pumps




There is no doubt about it. I'm not the simvle muslin type.

quite good-looking when I'm dressed in the extreme of
have my bored expression and my Poiret slouch. But thls dissertation
on my personal beauty is qulte irrelevant and I will go back to Mrs.
Craig. I can't even begin to tell you how much I like her. I am

wild fopfou to know her and the Dr. and they are anxious to meet you
too. She 1s as sweet as Loulse Peﬁham. Thet.'s the only person I could
at all compare her with, and they are not at all alike. She took me
up to her room and showed me all her new clothes. The sales here are
simply marvellous. The prices make me positively 11l they are so
low. Simply stunning suits for §20 and $25 and so on. I would give

nything if I could afford to buy the family's winter wardrobe. She
had two suits, 2 evening gowns, an evening coat, & hat, 2 blouses,
furs, gloves, fans, scarfs, etc. all simply lovely. They were leav-
ing London in a day or so but she gave me her address, and I am to
let her know my plans so that she can write me a steamer letter.
The last thing she said was that she hoped we would meet on the
Laeénia - Sept. lst. I am afraid the Laconia 1s too expensive for me.
They travel and live way differently from what I do. I will be just
as well content on the Arabic except for théeir company, and I in-
tend to rest 40 knots an hour all the way home anyway.

Saturday afternoon, Miss George asked me to go out to

Hampstead Heath, and Bunty and Mr. Anderson asked me to go to "the
pictures", (the movies). I went with Miss George as she had spoken

to me first, and oh, I wouldn't have missed going! It is a great

rolling tract of land, a sort of a park, but entirely natural. The




trees are magnificent, there is a dear little pond, and the green
laces are dotted with sheep. Of course, it isn't the scenery that
interests me, but the types of people one sees there. It is the
sort of place where 'arry brings 'arriet, you know. And they say
it 1s heaps of fun on Bank Holiday. 'arry and 'arriet were there
on that Saturday afternoon, holding hands on secluded benches,
and boys playing cricket, and nursemaids with babies, and some
solitary people. I think the girl in "The Halo" went there. Didn't
she? With her fiancé}s father? Saturday evening we all collected
in the dining room after dinner and played "donkey" and told
fortunes. It was a nice kilddlie time, like Kenney's kitchen i n the
Center Street house on winter evenings.

Sunday morning, Miss George and I went to hesr Dr.
Campbell.Morgan, a world femous Evangelist. I was prepsred not to
like him but I was crazy about him. He spoke on marriage, in re-
ference to divorce, and tho' I'm not divorced and never expect to

be, I wept until everyone that sat about me tho't I was & repentent

grass widow.

Do you remember a Mr. Martyn, a Mrs. Cox and a Miss

Frisby, who got on the "Canopic" at Madiera? He is the head of the
White Star Line in Europe. Mrs. Cox is his daughter, and Miss Frisby
his fiancee. They had the next steamer chairs to mine and took a
great fancy to me and Mr, O'Hagan and s2l]l the rest were so impreéessed,
for it seems they are terribly stylish. Mr. Martyn gave me some

letters of introduction and they all seemed to feel a personal re-

sponsibility about getting me from Genoa to Munich. Well, Miss




Frisby lives in Paris and Mrs. Cox in Windsor and they both gave .

ards and made me promise to look them up. I couldn't
Frisby's card but I wrote to Mrs. Cox as soon as got
sweet little note right back saying that Miss
Frisby wes visiting her and could 1 meet them at Stewards, Monday
for tea. They ;Pe living in the country during the summer, but
were to be 1n town for the day. Well, Stewarts is one of the fash-

ionable places, and 1 was so happy I danced & toe dance. I blessed

my new suit again, I tell you! They hadn't been much for dress on

ship board, but they wore simply delectable hats and costumes this

afternoon, and so did the friend who made a fourth to our partye.
The tea and toast and French pastry were great, and it was such
fun to watech the people, and Mrs. Cox and Miss Frisby laugh at all
my Jjokes, and think I am amusing, which is very agreeable. And - I
am so glad I'm the sort of a person people take fancies to - the
friend took a fancy to me, and took down my address and wants me
to come and take tea with her. Won't that be nice?

After Monday things sort of celmed down. I plugged away
at my story as 1l have in all these intervais and Miss Solomon and I
made & frultless trip to the National Museum which, like everything
else, 1s shut up tight on account of our friends the Suffragettes,
But this morning at breakfast, came a note from Flossie asking me
to meet here and her mother at "The Rendzvous" for lunch. "The
Rendezvous" is a little Bohemian restaurant in the latin quarter, a
rather famous little place, and I was so glad to go. We had a good

talk and a good luncheon and Flossie wouldn't let it be Dutch. After-




wards we shopped a bit and I came on home for tea. Oh isn't after-
noon tea a comfort. Always, always, always, shall it be served at
905 after my advent.

Well, now it 1s about time for dinner, and from dinner
I will rush off to church with the Macbeths. Wednesday evening
meeting. I haven't been in a Science church for so long. How T will
enjoy 1f. Macbeths are so good to me and, oh dear, so is everybody.
I'm s¢happy. Paul used to sigh and say - "It's a weary world,isn't
it." and I would invariably answer "No, it's a nice world." so that
at last he wouldn't wait for me to answer but would answer for me
giving up in high C for "nice" just as I always do. I am really
crazy about 1t. Acorss the street from me some husky lady is redder-
ing "For you're - my - ba-by - You're my wonderful child" - with
much feeling. All kinds of cabs and taxis are rattling past. It's

just twilight time. I am writing in the open drawing room window. Mr.

Robers just wandered in and Miss Solomon returning from the publishers

and Mlss George who had been out and wanted to know if I'd been g0o0d.
I assured her I'd been reading the prayer-book. No chanée to write
more I guess and anyway the gong will ring any minute.

So-much love to my dears. It seems to me you don't write
very often. What's the matter with Kath? But I love you all any-
how and a month from today I'll be on my way to you,

As ever,




(Letter #42)

London, W, C, England
Al 3, 1914,

My dears:

It is absolutely impossible for me to write of any-
thing but the war. We talk, eat, drink and sleep war, and it is
so on my mind and my heart that 1 can't settle down to do any-
thing else. Did you ever hear of anything so horrible, sSo in-~
famous, so unnatural as it is? Unnumbered thousands of men march-
ing out to slaughter, and unnumbered thousands of heart-btroken
women left btehimd them. Ruin, desolation, famine, misery and
gsuffering sweeping across the whole of Europe and nobody knows
.why. In spite of Germeny's officisl declarstion that she desires
peace 1 think she is at the bottom of it all, She declares war
on Russia and immediately marches on frence. But of course it
centers on Servia and Aunstria. Russia must help Servia. Then Ger-
meny must protect Austria. France rushed8 to the aid of Kussisa
and according to the triple allisnce l1taly must help Germanye.

But Itely has declared neutrality and thousands of ltalians are
rushing to enlist under the french flag. England's interests
lie with France, and Japan declared she would go with England.
Heaven knows how it will end, and Switzerland and Belgiunm and
Hollard are mobilizing and practically all Europe is in arms.

Of course you have read all this before, but 1 won-
der if the American papers describe the conditions things are
in. We should thank God on our knees that 1 am in England. Eng-
lish and aAmerican tourists are pouring into England by the thous-

ands but the lest train and the last boat have come and heaven

knows how those that got left will fare. The scenes of excitement

in Berlin and Paris are thrilling. Nothing in the cities is




normal and crowds march the streets singing snd shouting. in a
city like Péris where practically all the men are included in
the order to mobilize, the partings that are going on axe heart
breaking. 4nd as money is scarce end food supply doubtful, there
are tears and terror every place.

Scores of American and English travelled day and night

to get to Paris to get the last train out. They Imd to leave be-

hind them 211 their heavy luggage and some had only the clothes

on their backs. They couldn't leave the station to go to sleep

or get anything to eat, and they were locked into the cars like

snimels. T'hose who had drafts couldn't cesh them and paper money

wes useless. Two American girls arrived here yesterday after a

day and two nights of it. They were almost dead with fatigue and

on the verge of hysterics. But thinki of those who didn't get thru.
A Mrs, Waldo fromflashington is here and her husband

is somewhere in Germeny. And our nice aAnderson boys are in Brussels

snd we have not hesrd a word from them. Uf course telegraphic

cormunication is cut off and mail service suspended., I feel 1 am

as safe in England as 1 would be at home, the English are so

strong and sensible and reliable. The people don't want war. In

fact the demonstrations are all the other way, but wicked as it

seems they are to be forced into it, 1 am afraid. The army and

navy are making preparations. The streets are full of soldiers

and nobody can settle down to anything. At intervels of albout

ten minutes all rush to their windows and balconies in response

to the perfectly ghoulish cries of the newsboys with their new

extras, 1 hear them now .in my dresms.




1 have been thankful that Paul was out of it sand now
about. He is an bnglish soldier, a
feel very romantic. ‘his is the way it was.

night £ went to church with Bunty and emerging from the

church we found the sidewslks full of people and the streets full

of soldiers. 1‘hey had been obliged to leave their horses and were

pulling cannon along. They were the best built, nicest looking,

s g

freshest-faced bunch of &nglish boys, only volunteers called from

T

their various occupations on account of the war.
well, Sunty &nd 1 dived thra the crowd to look at
them, and were running along beside them with the rest of the

people, when they were ordered to stop, and we were alongside a

group in which was a man that vanty knew, an o0ld friend, and of

course while they waited he talked to us.rhen one of his friends,

the officer started to talk to me and when they all started up
again he came on the sidewalk and walked with us, for he didn't
have to push cannons and their way lay along with ours for half
an hour or so., 1 don't know if it was my fatal beauty or my in-
terest in the war or my enthusiasm for the Lritish, but for some
reason he liked me immensely, and he got hold of Bunty's friend
and asked if the four of us couldn't go for a bus ride or some=-
where to see the evenings exXcitement. And they fixed it up. 1
was pleased a8s Punch for L had been feeling terribly depressed
all daye.

S0 after supper we all went out for &m hour or so

and rode on the top of buses and walked and had & jolly time. He's







& nice boy 26, his family are all out of town at & summer resort
and don't know that he may be called to the front tomorrow ox
next day. Joesn't it seem terrikle? We got awfully well acquaint-
ed for one evening and told each other all our family history and
it was very queer but the fact that he was 80 alone and just
going but to face so much danger, such a crisis in his life and h
happened to meet me just made us get to know each other awfully
well. If he is called out today he is going to send me a note and
tell me and if he isn't 1 told him 1 would see him for just half
an hour tonight. L didn't know whether to or not but he is just

& boy and a dear youngster, and none of his people are here to
care,of rather,to know when he leaves, and he may never come back

as he told me very pathetically. 1 know if I was going to war it

would help & lot to have someone to send me off, so i am going to

meke mysell useful.
when 1L wrote wvou last 1L believe 1 had just emerged
from my writing vortex. ‘he next day i hunted up the Uliver peo-

ple and typed it. The Vliver offices are in that section of London

-

which for years has been the center of publishers and book sellers
and which probably has known more a&nxious young authors and srtists
than any other part of the world. 1t was lovely to feel that 1 be-
longed to it. 1 typed from ten till two when 1 was almost dead

and then 1 emerged with the other hot, tired, dirty and hungry

workers into the streets and hunted up an 4.B.C, lunch room, I had

poached egg on toast that was delicious. Ferhaps it was -the sauce

[

of appetite whech gave everything such a good flavor. 1 bought




big envelopes at an ancient shop and addressed and mailed my
story there and then to an Bnglish periodical. 1 would be opti-
mistie about selling it, if £t wasn't for the war and the finan-
yial situation. 4 don't suppose that would effect & big magazine,
but everything seems so upset.
1 have my trunk at last and furthermore 1 am moved
away-up-high-roome. 1 am 80 cozy there with
and pictures and books and tea set, and .
girls i and showed them all my &accwr ated treasures
they raved over
thru the customs. 1 still spend
room. ohe is putting me into a pni re as 1 told you. whe is
worried for fear if they have the war she can't sell her

and Jean is worried for fear no one will come to see her show,

and so it goes. Jean left last night for a tour of Englsnd and

won't be back to London till Christmes, unless, of cou:rse, the

box office receipts are affected.
Up to yesterday when the war reached its climax,l

had been busy sightseeing. fdaving reached London and turned around
s few times and taken my leisure at my maps and guide books, 1 got

begin and 1 began, and 1l cancelled my orders Ior my
luncheon here, that L might teke them where and when . wisheﬁ, and
1 took & header into the sights. I certainly do like to he thorough
about things and what of London 1 have gotten to know at all I have
gotten to know as well &s 6th and Nicolett. L have not only read

every word 1 could find about it, but have poked around in every

street and lane in the vieinity, and taken lunch and talked with




LY

the people and hung around every corner and watched. Ly umbrella
is always hanging from my wrist, my bag tucked under one arm and

my Baedeker under the other, and one finger is tucked into the

</

-

Baedecker to keep the place and 1 stop and read in doorways and
secluded streets.

The guarter that 1 have been investigatin
cinating to me that 1 can't seem to go to any other. Une must

weep away the rows of modern buildings and throng of up-to-date

people and recrea the medieval houses and re-people them with
the charscters of history and fiction who played out their dramas
there. What is G ity", embraces the commercial part
of London, and whi present is interesting because 1ts en-
terprises are of such gigantic importen its pa is even more
because it is so old and has so many associations,

ot. Fauls tov in the center of this region, a;d 80
it was at St. Panls that L begen. 1t stands on a small hill and
it is so immense, so weather beaten, so impressive with its domes
and pillers that it seems & logical center. There

church on this site since pasgan times and the present building

erected in 1875 upon the ruins of another which had stood since

1087. The interior is beasutiful in & big bare way and containsg

the tombs of meny men &ll more or less illustrious. 1 enjoyed my

morning there. Hunt's picturey, "The Light of the Wworld" which 1
had been so anxious ge been teken down on account of th
suffragettes.

hear wt. Fanl's is raternoster







book trade, and the neighboring streets are the ones where . men-

tioned so many young authors and painters got nipped in the bud.

Paternoster fow is a perfectly lovely place, & little narirow

always full of drays and dusty people, and a8ll the shops

either books or pictures and oh, the windows;and things

so deadly cheap. L went g8low along it and i1 was nearly jostled

to death and L plastered my nose at dusty windows until 1

4 Ui L

sight to behold, but, oh, was so0 heppy and when L reache

rned around and came right
aond rosaries were a8t one ti
sccounts for the names. aren't they lovely?
And then, too, there is smithfield
;he egion of the markets, and is so vividly described in
iwist, and which even longer ago was the ground where the
tournaments ¢ fai were held. 1t was also for a long
time the place of public execu nd many of the persecuted
Protestants,were burned to deeth tne: ‘he market days were
unique enough but btefore then the marty who were there dragged
forth to die before & jeering and unsympathetic multitude
even earlier the quaint miracle plays and the splendid bri

L

Hewgete Street lesding down to Holbern, was the
of the butchers, and the place where the new criminal

court stands is the site of the lewgate prison. The prison is
such & horrible plsce, next to the tower it I probably seen

more horror end degradation and crimcand suffering then any spot

in London and even now thet it is gone its shadow seems to rest




upon the neighhborhood.

Bartholomews

Hospital and Church are near her and the church is the second

-4 he ~
L 4 nDave

oldest in Llondon and the g 88t bit of medievalism ths

stumbled on for =& ng time. Une enters the court thru a little

0ld gate way 1tely leaves the new world hehind and
ote. Bepulchres’', whexre Captain

the days of public execution

modern barred out effectively from their ancie
walls snd
'« ‘hegyare perfect
life going on outside them.,
houges too that
upe Tho' No. 39 Lrook Stre is ) rebuilt
which Chatterton commited ici had just seen
the Tate, Lis little atti oom with, the windows showing the towers
and him thrown scross the limp
hair pushed back and his i8h 0
his
WOoXk-
ig a l1little narrow sgtreet
across the way from N 3¢ in order to look up
So longz that & frowsy lady in the window thought

1 was a German or an ulsterite or a suffragette 1L know. ihe hig,
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the Griffiths, Lkr. who

pret and the youngster
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adventures

laugh if

guide book,

g Lunch rooms where 1

am half thru

efore
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1t8 of the tahles

¥ open and an my afternoon.

suech special time I couldn't bear to

dressed for dinner.

letter was mailed, L remember 1 had dinnex

evening meeting with Macbeths. There

hes here, but we went to one first out

n

the serxvice lueacbeths introduced me “"a

and every one was lOTr '\' to me. 1 met

£
e |

musiciany and kLrsS. who is young and

who is & pesch, and Lrs. said she had

@ over to tea. and other americans wanted

Eel

was living. Sunday in the




evening -ag you know 1 went to church with Bunty and sang

choir at i big mission in Kingway Hall.

Before Yonovans went, we all went to Toynbee
Dr, D, got special permission for us to go. it is the old and
famous settlement house. The ride thru the slum district was mor=
bidly interesting and the settlement house is quite unique., 1t is
built in imitation of Uxford and in spite of the awful part of
the city it is in it has an ivy covered court. it has & library
and offers variouse practicel and culturel courses besides, and
most of the occupants are Uxford and Cambridge men and do the in-
dividual work that suits them.

1t is bank holddsy today, but
and the excursions have all been cancelled and

*oldie,. 18 't been out-at

fou mastn't worry about
London is perfectly safe. 4

4=

the excidement. There would be lots of material if L was in Faris,

there? for the old cry, "on to berlin", is resised, again

1

I just got such nice tter from home., 1 &m so glad
you &re all getting fat and sassy. 1 think of home lote, but
this last month will be the most fruitful of all, il the war
my peaceful sightseeing. S0 much love to every
Your devoted

l“-a L'l(l L]




(Letter #43)

London, England
angust 6, 1914

Dearests: =

You don't get me homel! 1've seen this war started and

I'm going to see it finished. 1 couldn't stend it to be out of the

thick of things now. 1 don 't thii would go home now even 1f 1
could, which 1 can't. Being in the biggest city in the world, thru
the biggest war in the world, is a situation to be spprecisted by
an aspirant for literary fame., #8 long as there had to be a war,
Providence was kind to let me get in on it. 1 don't know when you
will get this if indeed you get it &t all. Letters aren't coming
either way. 4t present one can't even cable, but I'm going to as
soon &8s the lines are clear.

I wrote you last on Bank Holiday, that
holiday when the crowds in the street were restless
merry, and & excursions were cancelled
be loaded with troops. lou remember that in the evening 41
say good bye to the soldier? well, at 8:30 1 walked down to the
gardens, as 1 had told him 1 would. But he didn't come. 1 had been
afreid he counldn't., kobtilization of the army was in progress, and
1 was snre he had been occupied with that even if he hadn't been
celled outes 1 walked back and got Bunty to walk over to the post
office with me which she did. We were on our wey home and had
turned inte Taviton Street when . heard someone whistling, "The
Ster Spangled Lanner,” and there was a taxi coming slowly up the
road and & soldier who had just jumped out walking slowly up the
sidewalk across the wﬁx.anﬁ'looking up &t our lighted windows. he
saw us directly and ceme across.

They had been ordered to leave at 8:30 and, of cour

he had given ur Y of coming, but the hour had been changed




to 11:00,., LHowever,

barracks, which He

mission and ts another officer with

a minute., It wasn't at all necesssry

asg

indefinite

even know number oIl

our

across and wished them both goo

d

awful lump in my throat. He said

come and see me agein, but or ¢

ime. e could just talk

then they had to jump in

1 waved till they turned & corner

8 nice boy and we were friends and it

going off that way so quick

must it

even let myself think

Breakfast is

They knock at my hot

W

at eight, and 1 here

developments most astou

and ‘_h '3

given to the new the

jtems of interest are dropped &ll thru 1

.

ones who secured the papers, while the

usto, over their porridge, becon and

tea. This inesday morning, we were all

felt it. We were gure thet wonld be

wary

already in the air. ue

.

1

and it wes

impending disaster, anxious

sruetions had been
had to

him,

of seein
alled

luck

8 minute

and

fathers

most thrilli

o

(=1

r piece of

rest
hem
approaching
decl
were anxious on

on account of

given not to leave the

get Special

rer-

and at that he had only

our engagement had been so

g me, as he didn't

the other officer

. lie hated to go and

o
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hack

he came

it he wa

ourse, will be in America

with the taxi waiting
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be Bunty and

off age

S it'hi—n ™ J-Aei s
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fully to
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in

and hushands can't

ng meal of a&ll the day

ter and the gong rings

to hear what the latest

news is always

dining room, &nd minor

he meal by thos fortunate

discusg them

1, toast, marmalade -and

the climax and

ared before night,

account of the

those on the continent,




anxious about getting 16 and the friends st home

us.

T L, L S 2D e e 5 RN e T, . SR
Hut somehow 1 Iind my attitude very differe:

the average american tourist. He seems to care more sbout
tion of the food supply and the value of his travellers

4

checks and the quickest way to get to lew lork or Kansas Lity thar

1an
1@ war put together. wWhile perhaps it is becsuse
i have been living in these places and have grown to know them,
but the war -itself and the movements of the verious srmies and the
plans and fortunes of wreat Lritian are
At any rate we were feeling
get rid of it and walked over to .the
papers and see t 1 could. But
these serious oking soldiers with their wives
0f the German embassy

ple waiting for their passports, and after

letters and autogrsphs of famous people couldn't
gave up in
lunch 1 went to see, with mrs. Smith, sbout some

took us to

1 never had my sympathy so wrung out and squeezed dry. The pexrting

scenes 1o be witnessed on sll sides were simply heart-rending. “‘he

In
¥

quiet un-demonstrative people thet L know London

1 -

he Ieeling of subpression is

was carrying his little girl of three or

four and his wife had & little baby in her arms. Some of the boy-
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were
i

rritorials/with red-eyed girls

lonely. L saw oue
partment, and sit
g0 in and cheer
women
are going unwillingl;
perhaps and just neglected getting
only return thru fear. They
and the bBnglish and are saying goodbye only to

£

he battlefield.
tea time 1 was as blue as & whetstone and
at britian had delivered her ultimstium to
fixed as & tiwme
fears, hopes
not want t takes a
but by
mith, Bunty and bussed it down-
very exciting. Urowds of people were every-
) Wewsboys shouting specials, and the vendors of tiny fla
doing & rushing business. in front of the Houses of Perliment,
throngs were watching the members come out and cheering the well=-
known ones. +‘he wall was lined with people and the square in Front
of Buckingham fFalace thronged with them. The bobties kept the peo-

P

ple moving, moving. 1 felt as if there was no rest for the weary.




Buckinghs

Il 8XC 11

in

Paul's

would happens 1t _ : Such 8 roar
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ocean, 1t came in waves,

=4

usly paused

3 )

“Rule Brittanis". Presently 1 began

he newsboys running and shouting thru our street. &8

live i1-will remember th 30 1A . those cries =
ared.
guieted down & 1i
the people next door came slightl
Ve Une pmlaved the pian with impartial crashes,

3t sang with spirit.
lister

Row" ,

done in this

kimono and

door was

my knocks

the

discovered 1 h&ad use
my last mateh . my ¢hild shal. r forget the night
Great Britian declared war on Germany.
1 wag rather listless at breakfast, as
over 1 dressed and went down to the american Express. Lobody had
& cent and 1 thought L nld well look like s éﬁlénded million-
aire as any one else and perhaps 4 would get better trestment. after
the high tragedy of the night before 1 found the refined comedy

at the Americen Lxpress rather reifreshing.

The door was still locked and the line extended about




two blocks. L walked down it to take my plsce
all sorts and conditions of &Americans, the humerous,
lor-made suited, the bejeweled, the

the shatby,

the tragic, 1
fficious, the anxious, the | the millionaires,
parties. all had long tales of woe about

the per-
them=-

sonally conducted
friends and everybody wanted to talk and notody
they

and food, the let
americen money they couldn't dispose of. Yo

5.0
21les A8 1 said 41

8dd to the gener: Y egan to drizz
' 1ling corner of my mouth

began to

listless but at all this th Smi _
get busy. 4 put up my umbrella and we waited, waited. Sehind us
very important person was telling & very tremulous and agitated
just how it happened. 1h front of us were some very vivaciow
r'he up and down, their eyes twinkling.

tops of busses.

nights

had evidently had s v bsa
ked me if 1 anding in line for money. 1 said
th:t in his opinion people who didn't want money
should give their places to th 1id at which L was moved to
and made him glare at me.

L= Biskw=

feeble chuckle
After L wag thru there L went to the steamship office
and then to the Lavoy Hotel, american headquarters. 1 registered
there for the transport uUncle oam is going tc . Uf course
prices are high and we have no butter for breeakfast and no sugar in

ouxr tes.
when . got home &t noon, Trom liackeths




egsking me to come oveér there., So after I had had my lunch and a
cat-nap I bussed it out to Maida Vale. I spent the afternoon with
them and stayed for supper and went to church. It wes crowded as
before and everyone had & message to give. 1 noticed & scatter-
ing of soldiers and couldn't help thinking with what a beautiful

spirit they were going to war.

Augs Tthe

I wes interrupted yesterday by shouts and music and
the tramp of feet, and dropping everything I went up to Euston
Road. There were soldiers marching off to war, blocks and blocks

of them., Territorials, all of them, and such slim, smooth-faced

young looking boys, meny did not look over 18. Some looked eager

and many more serious and some even as if they had been crying.

We had an early lunch and then some of us went to St.
Pauls to the service of intercession. There must have teen thous-
ends there, men and women and children and many had just sent desr
ones off to the war. Hext to us sat a mother and daughter, they
had tight hold of each others hands, and 1L saw one silly little
over-dressed girl with her eyes all swollen from weeping and her
handkerchief was 8 wet little ball crushed in her hand. They sang
Rock of Ages and God Save the King. I never heerd anything like
the way they sang that. The air was just vibrant and it fairly
made me tremble. And at the very end & dove flew in, it's entrance
seemed like a good omen. It circled around the dome and disappeared.

Oh, I wouldn't like to be the Kaiser on the Judgement




day. He will heve something to answer for, plunging Europe into

war. 1 hear the theory advenced that he is insane and it reslly
looks that waye.

Well, when we returned from church we heard the glad
news of the Andersons return. They had escaped from Belgium, Dur-
ing dinner they arrived. We attended them while they ate, asking

questions and hearing about Belgiums magnificent resistence.

A1l the love in the world to you, my deers,

s, ud e




(Letter #44) 5 Taviton St.
London, England.
Aug. 13, 1914.

Oh, I am so happy. Isn't it nice thet my trip should
be so fine up to the very last? I was afraid this last month
wouldn'ﬁ be good for much, but it is almost the very nicest of sll.
I am in the midst of the war excitement; there are a hundred things
to do and & hundred things to see; and no one could he homesick
in a Jolly house like this, with the Macbeths to turn to, and I

simply adore London, and I'm coming back. Oh, I'm coming back}

There is one thing that it would be a howling sheme

for the Harts to mise doing, and that's coming sbrosd together. I
was thinking of it yesterday morning as 1 was btowling along in
the sunshine on top of a btus. & whole party of Americens occupied
it with me, about such a crowd as the old "High Fly" whist club,
and what & good time they were havingl Let's not wait till 1917.
fhe ohly object in coming then would te that Helen would be thru
school, and we could hesve the whole year, but & summer would do,
and all we could ever induce Daddy to consent to, so lets mske
it next summer, 1916. Three or four stories like 1 sold Ainslees
would pay all my expenses, and I'll write enough for the whole
family., Of course, Kath and Gene must come too, and 1 wish we
could talk Uncle Jim's family into it. Oh, it will be great sport,
but I dare say you would like to get me home again before L start
out.

llail seems to be coming &ll right now, and 1 have re=-
ceived your information about the Arsbic. I will let you know as
gsoon as 1 can get passage. Happy @s 1 am, 1 can hardly wait to
get home. I &m longing for home, but the war has upset everything,

and my hopes are not raised too high, and if 1 have a few more




weeks to wait, I will try not to be discouraged, but will make
good use of my time.

Well, 1 have continued my wanderings, starting off
every morning right after breskfast, dressed in my shabbiest
clothes, and hugging my beg and guide book, driven to St. Pauls
on the top of & bus, alighted in front of the o0ld Cathedral, and
from there persued my way down the various grimy busy streets. I
can see myself walking along close by the wells for 1 want to go
slow, and the crowd goes fast, walking along, looking about
stopping often to refer to Baedecker, where I keep my place with
my finger, and abont eleven 1 stop into an A B C, or Lyons res-
taurant for & cup of coffee, and some crown cake, and then keep
at it agein till lunch time.

It is from an excursion to Fleet St. that 1 just re-
turned. It runs from the Strand to Ludgete Circus, and it is al-
ways crowded and always busy; many of the newspepers and magazines
are published here, and it is very hustling., I doubt if any his-
torical street in the world gives less evldence of its distinction.

I think thet if Dr. Johnson could be re-incarnated he would hard-

1y recognize the scenes of his labors. 1 turned off into Wine

Office Court to view the Inn of the Cheshire Cheese, where he and
Goldsmith used to dine, and where Boswell used to sit and wetch
and take notes of his idol. I didn't go in as ladies can't alone,
but 1 knew just what 1L would find if I did. I think it cleaves
to its pest, and I can just fancy the low ceilings, dim windows,
gle and lark pie e..

1 went on back into Wine Court where Johnson and Gold-

smith both lived and worked. They are narrow, dirty, busy little




alleys.

Ag noisy as Fleet Street is, quiet and age are just a
step away. & little court to the left &s one walks from the Strand
opens into the Temple and Chancery Lene to the right leads one
into Lincoln's Inn. 1 like the Temple best, but either of them re-
concile one to the law. 1 can't describe the peace and seclusion,

the cool gray of the cloisters, the fresh green of the ivy, the

delicious unevenness of the cobble-stones; the delightful unex-

pectedness of the gardens sloping down to the Thames., 1 don't
think they have changed at all since the days of Lamb and Gold-
smithe And the Temple Church is one of the most beantiful in Lon-
done The interior with ite dim light its tiled floors, its sleep-
ing crusaders, is so tender and imaginative., 1 was glsd that Godl-
smith was buried in the churchyard there.

I can't begin to tell you the places I look up. I went
thru the dirtiest, smelliest street to find St. John's Gate, and
1 honored Colonel Newcomb by seeking out the Charter House, an-
other o0ld world building, eand pesceful sheded court. 4nd the guild
hall had & fountain which recalled Nurenburg and pidgeons that
suggest Venice, and a medieval banqueting hall worthy of eny tale.
And 1 found the church-yard, the dingy church-yard, with the dirty
benches and litter of papers and fruit peelings, where I am posi-
tive that Pam gave the money to the dirty lady. 1 rested there,
too, and there was one sleepy o0ld man and one disheveled but
sociable young one, and there is s monument to the kind friends
who collectedand published Shakespeare's plays. &nd the plane

tree which Wordswroth mentioned in Poor Susan still stands in




Cheapside, railed in and hopelessly out of place. And so 1 could go
on and on. Oh, 1 am very happy. L am just living in Paradise. No
one cen understend my radiant expression when L come in tired and
dirty and hungry every day.This is almost the nicest pert of my
trip and 1 love to browse around alone. There aze'just two or three
humen beings with whom 1 couldshare this pilgrimege into the land
of the heloved past.

Have 1 t0ld you about Miss Henderson? She is a little
Danish girl working here while she learns the language. She is SO
pretty and dainty and refined and has so much character and 1 ad-
mire her for being willing to work for the sake of obtaining ad-
vantages which she counld not otherwise get. Some people snub her,
but 1 don't think she ceres much, for, being & lady, she can re-
cognize ladies, and she sees that those who look down on her are

the ones who are glad to heve some one to look down on.She always

wants to hear about my trip and to look over my pictures and cards

and we have great talks about art, history and literature.

The other day we went together to the Tower, and we
had & simply glorious day. How picturesque the Tower is seen from
the river or the bridge, with its walls and turrets end medieval
100k .. ahd tho' it is more disappointing when one enters, still
its history can triumph over even the tickets of admission and
the guards and rules and regulations which now infest it.

The moat is green and flowery, to be sure, but &t pre-
sent soldiers esre drilling there, which sets one %o moralizing &
1ittle. Of course, L saw the instruments of torture, and the ex-
hititions of armor, and the room whexe Sir Walter Raleigh was con-

fined so long, and the stairs beneath which (was it the littlgﬁ




princesses?) were smothered, and the well worn blocks with its
many dents, and the cruel looking axe, and the room where the
prisoners awaited their fate, and carved their names and initials
on those walls, and such a pitiful litte "Jane" there is, and the
window thru which she saw her husband teheaded, and the now peace-
ful sun-flecked court where she herself was behesded, and mary,
Queen of Scots, and Sir Thomas loore, and Ann Bolyn, and so many
others, and the little chapel where some of them are buried. It was
enough to depress one.. 1 did hold on to my poor little neck with
both hands for some minutes. But what brutes we. all are, even after
thinking about 811 those poor people and living thru in my vivid
imagination what they lived thru in reality,l. went out and had my
tea quite happily. Tea and cherry cake we had, and talked about love.

Yes, . have made some very dear friends here. They
accepted me by degrees but now all have falled. e have gay times
at tea and during meals, such lovely times in the drawing room,

and such walks and bats, you cen't imagine.

One night, Days .. the Australian people .. entsr-

tained the rest of_us, music and gemes and refreshments. 1t was
lots of fun. Another night we all walked down to Buckinghsm Pal-
ace to see the Royal Family come out on the balcony. They didn't
come, but we had & fine walk, and the crowds and lights were
lovely. Today they sre all sewing shirts for the soldiers, and 1
am going to go down and 8dd the charm of my presence as socn &8

I finish this. We have lots of music, and its amusing the way they
all think 1 can sing. kir, Claude often reads out loud to us with

his nice Bnglish accent. He reminds me of Kussell, and has done




lots of newspaper work, He has a girl, and we like each other
immensely and are together lots.

Sunday, after church, 1 went home with Macbeths. We
had the best homiest dinner, and sat at the table talking till
after three. #lossie got launched on some of her experiences, and
I was so glad, for 1 wounld like to write a book about the theatre.
I got a note from her again yesterday, asking me to supper last
night, but L couldn't go. ‘hey &are so dear end sweet and kind in
& hundred big and 1little ways and 1 love them.

Well, the war ... 1 have written pages and hardly
mentioned it, and yet it is very much in evidence these days. We
sti1ll rush for the papers, wear still forms the basis of all con-
versation., ¥he children in the streets parade up and down with
drums 2nd ‘cocked hats, and signs on which appears in scrawling

characters "Down with Germany", and always one hears national

musiec and the tramp of fee&; and everywhere one sees lines of

soldiers, marching, marching, marching. Big cards have sppeared
gummoning the men of the country to wer. "To arms, your King and
Country need you."' &nd a2ll the men in England seem to be hasten-
ing to help. The street pisnos play the "Marsefllaise” and the
erowds sing it, along with "Runle Brittania“and the vendors of
flags and "extras" still make the streets gay and noisy.

Oh, i nmust stop. 1 am & wreck from long writing, and
I ﬁould like to gzet 2 letter off to Hussell, too, &8s there is &
boat sailing tomorrow,

My next letter will probably tell you what sailing

arrengements 1 have made. All kinds of love to you all my dear




ones, from your member who isn't as far sway as

laud.

P.,S, Flossie's teacher tells me kath's picture is
on the cover of the lew York lusical Courier. 1'm going on a

gtill hunt for onee.
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(Letter #45) Aug. 18th, 1914.

My dearest Hearts.

Sept. Hth will 1 set my face toward home. I don't
know just what day 1 reach &merican soil, but it will be in or
around a week later, and I will have been out on my own wings
for almost eight months, before i come tack to the home nest.

My friends here all thought it best for me not to sail on the
"Arabic” as it is an English boat, so i am coming on the '"St.
Louis" an American boat, and 1 am sailing with Dr. and Mrs, Waldo
and daughter. They have been staying here ever since I came and
are charming people and L am so fond of them. Fortune sometimes
favors other people besides the brave, and you may put your mind
quite at rest about me, as 1 am sailing home under the American
flag, with these dear American people,

The bost sails to New York and is & seven day toat.

1 will tell you more about it next time 1 write. L love every
stick and stone of London, every day is more glorious than the

one preceding it. 1 am with such nice people, and they &ll seem

to love me. L have had such & wonderful time here, and now to sail
home to my loved ones, Clams and June bugs are no unit of mea

ment for my happiness.

Let me see, 1L mailed your letter Thursday afternoon,
and on returning to the house i sought the room where the sewing
was in progress, and 1 hopped onto the bed, the only vecant place,
next to Miss George, who tried he best to hide my incompetence
from the rest of the company, and then srmed with & thimble and

needle and thread, 1 proceeded to make a soldier such a shirt as

no soldier before nor since has ever worn. Mr., Clande read out

loud to us. Even the boys sewed on buttons and did what they could.




in the evening we collected in the drawing room and finished the
book. 1 also go mail from Minneapolis and Duluth.

friday morning L spent wandering thru Uxford, Hegent
and Bond Streets where the tig stores are. 1 was bent on sight-
seeing, but summer sales delayed me. L spent the afterncon here,
and we hed an early tea, as varoline was leaving. She is the
1ittle artist 1 told you of who was illustrating a new edition
of "Helen's Babies", but the book won't come out mow on sccount
of the war. 1t was a teautiful blue and white and gold day, and
we ate out in the gardens and gave her as zood a send-off as we
counld,

1t was a beautiful evening, too, and after dinner we
ell went downton. 1t was such fun on the bright busy streets,
bands were playing ell the netionsl airs, and it was very exciting.

Saturday morning, kiss George and L went down to the
steamship office to see about my ticket, then we did some shopping,
and came home early for lunch. We had a perfectly delightful trip
planned for the afternoon.

We took & trsin to Richmond, and from there & boat to
Kingston-on-Thames, where we got tea. After teking tea, playing
croquet and otherwise disporting ourselves, we took a toet back
to Richmond, and thence home.

Oh, how 1 wished, how 1 wished, you could See me. I
] ] s J

wore my red cap and red blazer and every thing was so nice and

Englishy The men in white flannels, the tes with scones! You

cen't imagine what a friendly and companionable river the Thames

is, It is simply covered with bosts and csnoes and all “along the




beautiful lewns of beautiful homes slope downgto the rivexr. There
are even swans. It is too lovely for enything. I was in the boat
with Mr. Claude both times, which 1 liked,and we asre coming again
in a week or so and stay to supper. We got home about ten and lrs.
Brumwell had supper waiting for us. Oh, it had been the nicest
days
) Sunday morning Mr.Anderson -and I lingered over break-
fast, till almost church time, when we realized the faset and rose
to get resdy he asked me what church I attended and said he would
go with me. 1 told him I was & Christian Scientist, he laughed
and said that was no place for him. He is going to be a doctor you
know, so 1 promised him 1 would go to ﬁestmih&ter with him in the

afternoon,

1 went off to church and afterwards got drawm into

the Macbteth and Griffith cirecle. They have so many friends there
and they are all so nice to me., llacheths weer the prettiest
clothes and for that metter Mrs.Griffith has a new and stunning
costume on every time 1 sée her. lMacbeths took me home to dinner
and we had another homey dinner and gossip. L just love them,
they are both perfect dears, you cen't iragine how good they are
to me. Well they are going to Spend their afterncon at a besuti-
ful home here. 1 had met the girl at church and she had asked me
"to0 come, too, but of course 1 couldn't on account of my.West-
minster Abbey engagement. So about five they went there and 1 ceme
on home Tfor tea,

The Days and kr,.,Anderson and I went to Westminster

for the evening service. Uh, how 1 love Westminsteri It is so dim




and grey and tender and imaginative and with the candles lighted
and the priests chanting, it is too lovely for words. There was
a war sermon and the Hational Anthem to close with. Well, we got
home for supper but the day was not yet ended. My soldier was
beck in town and wanted to see me. So L let my supper get cold
while I talked to him. His name is Harry Norris, did I tell you?
Monday 1 spent rushing downtown and beck, seeing
about my ticket. 1 was sccompenied by lir.Anderson and we mixed
pleasure with business looking in windows while we were walking,

and visiting as hard as we could while we.were on the tops of

busses. We got in about tea time then joined the shirt-making

brigede. Even kr,Claude was sewing, and 1 sat next to him. They

laughed &t my sewing dreadfully. 1 labored all afternoon and only
g0t =~e=wemeccmccncaw=-50 far. They say that the Laiser wonld de-
clere war on America too if he counld see my partiality for Eng-
lish soldiers and my devotion to the shirts. About half the time
at the table is occupied in telling Mr., Anderson that he can't
compete with the man in khaki and he might as well not try,.

Well after dinner the men in khaki énd another me
in kheki took Bunty and L to choir practice. I wore my crepe
dress with the green buttons end green ring and green bracelets
and green shoes and stockings and the effect was so fascinating
that we reached choir practice &s it was just dispersing. Then
we had quite a time to get them to go for iir. Anerson was coning
down after us and it was all very complicated and much fun.

The war doesn't touch us very closely as yet. The mail

seems to be coming -- the monsey and food panic hes subsided.




Troops of soldiers still mexch away to music. 1 can hear them
even now. And the news hawkers still do a lively business, but
the tenseness is absted.

I must stop writing now and go out. 1t is a lovely

sunny day, too precious to miss. Oh, 1 can't even let myself

think of coming home, I get too jubilant. What & reunion we'll

have «.. 8nd my lovely trip will leave so strong and happy and
Yrich in memories.
With such heaps of love,

Manpd




(Letter #46) 5 Taviton Street,
London, England
bugust 24

My dearst--

I am so sorry you heve been worried about mel I hope
the cable came &21ll right =nd set your minds &t rest. L have been
so safe and heppy. lacbeths received the most absurd clipping
from the ilsnkato Keview which steted they were penniless in Ger-
many. We all had & good laugh over it.

If I had been on the continent there would have been
cause to worry. The fatigue and hunger which had to be undergone
in getting back to England were bad enough, but the horrors which
some of those who were caught in Germany experienced would make
your hair turn white. The Germans were all mad with war, 1 guess.
At any rate they stooped to unmentionable atrocities, and girls
are beginning to arrive here now almost insane with what they
have been thru. I think when the truth gets back to America, the
United States will a hand in the war.

I an er so thankful we are neutral. But we won't
be neutral if success goes to Germsny, will we? However, success
won't g0 to them. Pride such e&s theirs was bound to fall, 1
thought when 1 was there that the blatant immorality of their
society conld not endure. It is fitting thet they should have
brought their own punishment upon them. 1t 1s enother illustration
of error destroying itself. They have plunged the world into war,
and it will be the swfulest war in history, but it will be the
last, -Divine intelligence can not be used to create such wicked
weapons, and to play such wicked warfare.

Brave little Belgium hes won unperishable glory for

her name by her gﬁllant resistences The story of how the white

faced silent people watched the Germeans come marching and singing

into their capitol and take insolent possession, is the most piti-




ful thing I ever read. But the Germans now have the Belgians at
their backs, and the French and English to face, and the Hussians
heading for Berlin.

Altho the war casts & shadow over everything I am
happye And in a few days L will be leaving for Liverpool to
for New Yorke.

I will get meil in N.Y. at 245 Broadway, care ThoS.

Cook and Sons, write me there, and how 1 wish some of you could

meet me. L1'11 be home pretty quick now, won't I? I suppose you

are instslled at 905, by this time, and that is where the cele-

bretion will take place. 1 will be so happy to get back, and
what a lovely time we are going to have forever after. Life will

be oneccontinual round of pienies, Urpheums, Sunday night lunches,

To say that L have hed a lovely trip doesn't half ex-
press it, and you will see all the good it has done me. 1 reslly
heven't hed e headsche or snything for just ages, and you don't
know how good it ms8 to be well and lively and embitious. This
trip was just the thing for me in many wWayS. 1t seems to me
has changed my whole outlook on life, and even all the hard
money Daddy has invested seems worth while, Daddy wouldn't have
to invest eny more hard earned money on me if he wounld say the
word. There are a couple of people here who would like the, job
of paying for my-green fripperies for life. How wounld you like
to have me live in London? .. No chance.

I am having such a very good time here that .l am

getting spoiled, and 1l will insist on being very friwplous when




1 get home. Oh, you can't imegine what fun we havel I wish you
could drop in npon us some day at afternoon tea, or in the even-
ing when we are having song fests in the drawing room, and 1

have promised by everything under heaven to come back. Uh, Gee,
isn't the world & nice place, and aren't there lots of nice things
to do. "The world is so full of & number of things, 1 am sure we
should all be happy &s Kings."

Well, I still prowl about London with my Guide Book
in hand. 1 generally spend my mornings that way, but L am no
longer alone. Mr.,Anderson with a suddenly acguired interest in
the tourist world, now wanders with me. We have bteen doing the
big shopping streets. Kegent, bond and Uxford and the neighbor-
hood of Buckingham Palace and Hyde Park. It is fun to wander a-
round with & man, for he is as good as & girl only he pays the
btus fare. This reminds me & little of theexploring Paul and 1
nsed to do in Venice. kr, Anderson is nice but so English., He
hasn't quite & monocle but eyeglasses that he takes on and off,
and he hooks his cane in his arm,

The other day we spent a delicious morning in Hyde

Park, walking down Rotten Row where the riders are cutting across

the fields which are like a bit of the country, admiring the
flowers and fonntsins. 4nd when we were watching the geese, he put
up his eye glasses snd said, "My word fonly he pronounced it my
wohd) "My word, extrsordinary birds - geese.” 1 just roared and

he didn't even know what I was laughing at. But English as he is,

he can't conceal my identity. The other day we were hustling along

on our way somewhere and & flag vendor darted up to me and said




"Here are the stars and stripes, lady". I am spotted for an Ameri-
can & mile off. The people here just love to listen to me talk.
And comment on my "I guess - cute - cunning - kind of, etc." But
on the other hand 1 turn up my nose at "Ripping", "Swanky", and
calling people "Nuts" and "rotters."

Oh, but the English people are nice and London is &
duck of a city. It is so big and yet so well regulated, simple,
pleasant and friendly. -

And have 1 told you sbout the sandwich men? The old
men who parade the streets with toards bearing bill posters
strapped on toth front and back? I can't imagine anything more
significant of a life that was a failure than to end it as a
sandwich mean. There are hundreds of them, all old, all drab, all
dreary. And the sidewalk artists, many cripples make their liv-
ing by drawing pictures on the sidewalk. Some are gquite clever
and do good work. The pascers-by stop and look and drop pennies.
Just now they draw battle ships and the Roysl Family.

Just to show you how my time is occupied; tomorrow,
Tuesday, all of us are boating up the Themes, to Hampton Court
for lunch and tes. Today, Monday, 1 stole the morning to write
to you. This afternoon I am going with friends to the National
Gallerye. And tonight Bunty and 1 have an engagement with what
what Mr, Anderson calls the British Army, namely, Mr, Norris and
Mr.Webb.

Yesterday, Sunday, was disposed of like this. ln the

morning I went toc church, Macbeths took me home to dinner, we had

such & good dinner and then our usual gossip and Flossie showed

about half & hundred Lucille gowns. in the evening Bunty and I




went to church with Mr, Norris and Mr, Webb and then we sll
came home to supper and & big sing in the drawing room.

And Saturday morning 1 was down town and cashed my
check and bought a ducky little plain black hat and & new blouse.

And in the afternoon we all took our tea out to
Epping forest and it was a lovely day and we stayed till it was
a lovely twilight. We played sll kinds of English games and 1
ran till 1 was simply dead, and Mr., Anderson much concerned. We
hed & late supper when we got home and so ended Saturday.

And Friday morning was spent in wandering. And at
noon when 1 was at lunch 1 was told that a lady was up in the
drawing room to see me. I rushed up and who do you think it was%
Mother's friend, Mrs. Snyder of Watertown. She was so glad to see

me she slmost wept. She is a perfect dear; isn't she? Ve had so

much in common and talked and talked. And she asked me to go home

to tea and dinner with her, so 1 changed into my suit and off
we went. And what do you think, she once met Kussell, and more-
over her son, who is studying musie in Florence knows Paul Conte
and tried to arrsnge it for her to meet Paul and hear him play
when she was in Venice, 80 ﬁe had plenty to talk about.

Lunchtime, so L must run along. I'm not so hmngry,
for 1 over-slept and had & dreadfully late breakfast.

1 love you &ll so much, and 1 give joyful wiggles
when I stop to think how soon I will be home. Gene and Kath
might as well give up their apartment for the month of September
ags I shan't let them out of my sight. And won't we have & grand
time., With much affection, ever devotedly,

lgud,




(Letter #47) 5 Taviton Street
London, England.
Aug, 28, 1914.

Lultisly the largest number in the world by the long-

naumber in the world snd raise it to the nth power

how happy 1 am. Oh, I wish I was just born and could live my happy

4.

live 2ll over, and then when 1 got to this part take forty-eight

hours to the days I'm so full of life, and busy and happy every

minnte, and 1 seem to have lost my knack of
things. a#nd 1 adore this place, and
tho' I'm seldom in it, even now lir.Anderson
to bring my writing down inte the drawing room, promising not to
speak to me if 1 will, but to study & y every mi
resisted, knowing the fatasl results of such a procedure.
be out on top of & bus in fifteen minutes.
wrote you last on konday morming, didn't 1I? Well,
after lunch L rushed off to irafalgar Square to meet friends and
the National Gallery. All the gelleries are open again, as the
declared & truce during the war, but i he Nati 3
open just six ro
it didn‘t teke us long
didn't interest me particularly, 18y W1 he 0ld Italian
rooms, and 1 have seen so0 much of the old ltalian arv.

After we were thru we climbed on the top of & bus, and
drove out to karble srch, which stands at one corner of Hyde Park,
and went to a moving picture show. Lhe] st sixpence, and last
over two hours, and just fancy, you cen have your tea brought to
you on & tray. 1L never saw anything like the English adhere to tea.
Well we saw a besutiful performance of "The Charge of the Light

Brigade", and some of the most marvellous scenes from the war now




raging. They were a 1litt too much for me, in fact. 1T
late when we go t hat we had to take separate busses
hurry home.

1
r

ride in the open ai 1 the busy streets

couldn't quite drive &ll the horr from my mind. 1 dropped a few
tears when 1 got home, and it took the united efiorts of the table
to cheer me during dinner. Oh, the wickedness of it a8ll ... the

n and

so bitter towarc ambition broug

about, and so bitter against the of which trained force and
eleverness can accomplil ; t is quite common talk here
that the kaiser expects le the wor 3ut the other nations

must mnite in the cause of peace civilization, and show him

of mortal pride and the weakness of mortal strength

anyway . it wasn't propitious tim

bye to my soldier friend. Both of them, kMr. Norri

184 dropped i vt noon to have their picture
4 ) MY = e R Tk Wy Ky . ;.
Norxris came & night for Jjust a minnte. We
couple of times. He goes now into
force sent across the channel.
will have to go. 411 the English

ny enthusiasm very amusing. 1 asked ur. Norris

Jy

Kaiser eat his Christmas pudding at

according to his boasts. And he saild,

we were standing on the doorstep krs. Brumwell came out and agked
him if he and Lr. Webb couldn't come in for an early breakiast

the next morning. He thought they could, so we Saif




oo timel

i

e Wenwd
ed unaer a

then rode on in the

e water on
of accidents. English country

creen meadows, hedges, and besu-
tiful trees. and the Thames, with green lawns coming to the
edge, flower-and-lantern-strung house boats, canoces, summer
and swmmer men, is the friendliest river imaginable. Unce we drew

Wi h was so loaded with blackberries that we could

neey & beank which we 8
git in the boat and eat
How nice it has n thet in konich and Venice and

London 1 have lived myse now other people

live there!l

Well, we rode back with the sweet new moon to guide

Hampton Court hustled up to the top of & bus agsin.
when we got home. &nd

ur, Claude washing and

Wednesday morning I left the house immedistely adidearx

lunch




gto
coffe
have American cocks. &An

s Lodir s
and & bath bun

to them, and we

¢ chair where the

th
which Scottish Kings wer
was originally supposed
to Joseph

literary people and ther

of &2 book worm as 4

much

long to go home for te=

restries. And then we wsa

Mr, Clande is studying

and has prime

commons

king

or somebody. And then we got to Poets Corner

we

lengthe 1

-

errands of terrifying

- | o
mias®d

in the

pped 8 cup

these A,B.C. places must

e is vile, but

excellent cup of coffee just costs tupence

a penny and 1 often take & breething spell in the

and regale myself

MeDougs Claude and

where the Royal tombs

the others as

e N - ol . e Ry G 1
gsuffragettes tried to

A YA 4 :
s G the |Ston

are always crowned, &

e crowned for six hundred and

r S £
r',"(‘\-;:: rg

to have come from the Holy Land and

&= | ke )
arna vo

L€

ir, Ulaude 1is as

e we fairly revelled, as X

and far more clever. Having lingered 100

o A

went to & cafe and had coffee and Fremnch

fo) g

1ked about past the house of Farlime:

OCe

and wants to be sent to the house of

ambitions. We walked to number 10

Downing street where the Prime Minister lives. it 1s decidedly

dingy but very historical and we planned how I

he lived there. Well, we

up here expecting to

to fetech me down to the

evening.

it would be when

ice

got home for dinner and afterward L came

but Bunty was sent up here

drawing room and we had & long and lively




Thursday likewise was strenuous. Hight after
out to Macbeths and had & little visit with them. Ther
Anderson at Trafalgar oquare and he took me
hedn't discovered, the market, and the second hand book
In the afternoon we were going to see a cricket match,
but it looked like rain so we went to the moving pictures instead
Then 1 went to Mrs. Snyders for dinner.
She had told me 1 might bring Flossie or one of my
M ossie counldn't come so I chose to go alone that we
gossipe She lives at the Strand Palace Hotel
beanty, with ;8 of Americans, & big luxurious lohby and loung-
ing room, an orchestra, and a glorious cook. 1t was s8ll such fun,
people and music and my heavenly steak. lsn't she

me home in & taxicab. 1 came bounc-

ing room and asked the folks if they had seen how

vame "swanking", home (an English phrase). When liv. Anderson and

Bunty hauled me out for a walk, after which I devested myself of
my happy regs and went to bed. Oh, yes, 1 d I'm alive.

I'm so gled yon have gotten my cable at last. 1t was
awfully slow going, but that wes to be expected in war time., 1
know you have all stopped worrying now and are gled 1 am ending
my trip so gloriously. 1 leave London one week from today and seil
one week from day after tomorrow. &nd at the rate time is flying,
even 1 am mathamatician enough to deduce 1L will be home pretty
guicke

~0 much love.
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