




























































































VERSAILLES AND MARIE ANTOINETTE : 

by Grace Knoche 

J T was in Versailles that the peace treaty between Eng
land and the United States was signed, by which the 
mother country recognized the independence of her 
colonies in the New World. This was in 1783. Six 
years later the States-General met at Versailles where 

its members bound themslves by oath not to dissolve until they had 
given France a constitution. In 1870 and 1871 this old place of 
romance and fascination - whose decay had been averted by the timely 
restorations of Louis Philippe - became the headquarters of the Ger
man army during the siege of Paris and, after peace had been declared, 
the seat of the National Assembly while the Commune was triumphant 
in Paris. For a time it was the official capital of France. 

But memories of these events do not take the visitor to Versailles .  
The place is linked far more indissolubly in the general mind with the 
gorgeous and prodigal days of Louis Quatorze, Louis  Quinze, Louis 
Seize ; with Maria Theresa, Marie Leczinska, Madame de Maintenon, 
the selfish du Barry, the Duchesses of Angouleme and of Burgundy : 
with de Montespan and the powerful Pompadour ; with Bossuet and 
Massillon, who preached in the old chapel - to little practical result, 
one divines ; and with beautiful, headstrong, Marie Antoinette, that 
embodied lesson in Karma and the Law. 

The place itself has never been in any wise remarkable outside of 
the palace, the buildings pertaining to it, and the wonderful grounds, 
but these one may visit again and again to meet new beauties at every 
turn. Visitors are still shown the Queen's Room, once occupied by 
Marie Antoinette ; her " petits appartements " to the south of the 
Marble Court, opposite those of her husband, the unfortunate Louis 
XVI ; and the wonderful Galerie des Glaces, where we can almost see 
her now, surrounded by ladies and courtiers, on some occasion of state. 

The Glass Gallery ( see illustration) ,  was built by Mansard, in 
1678, the architect whose name is still associated with the roof of his 
designing. It is from two to three hundred feet long and but thirty
four feet wide. It is forty-three feet in height. Of its thirty-four 
superb arches, half are occupied by mirrors and the balance by win
dows looking out upon the gardens, the best view of these on the 
grounds being obtainable from the balcony of this great glass hall. 
This gallery, as is apparent from the illustration, is lavishly orna-
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mented, not only with pictures and frescoes but also with mscnp
tions in praise of Louis X IV which are said to have been written 
by Racine and Boileau. Kear it are the Galleries of \Var and Peace 
with their great allegorical pictures, and behind it on the court side 
are the apartments used by Louis XIV. 

The Palace proper is located in the Place d' Armes, at which point 
center the three converging avenues of Sccaux, Paris, and St. Cloud. 
Statues, allegorical groups, and the well-known bronze equestrian 
statue of Louis XIV, front the main building, and one reads, after 
passing through the imposing gate, this inscription : " A toutes les 
gloires de la France," 

which Louis Philippe justified by forming a collection of five thousand works of 
art (valued at :£ 1 ,000,000) commemorating the great events and persons of French 
history. 

On either side extend the great wings of the palace, while the main 
buildings stretch back, one after another, to the Marble Court. 

To describe in anything like detail the almost numberless fascina
tions of hall after hall, gallery after gallery, building after building, 
to say nothing of the great gardens with their courts, staircases, foun
tains, groves, and sculptures, would require a volume. The following, 
from the all too short description by Meissas, gives an idea of the 
lavish scale upon which the whole was laid out. 

The ground floor on the north wing on the garden side contains eleven halls 
of historical pictures from Clovis to Louis XIV, and on the side of the interior 
courts a gallery of tombs, statues, busts of kings and celebrities of France for 
the same period. The Halls of the Crusaders open off this gallery, and are 
decorated with the arms of crusaders, kings, princes, lords, and knights, and with 
those of the grand masters and knights of the military religious orders. 

On the first floor of the north wing on the garden side are ten halls of pictures 
commemorating historical events from 1 795 to 1855 ; on the court side is the 
gallery of sculpture which contains the Joan of Arc of the Princess Marie of 
Orleans ; and there are seven halls chiefly devoted to French campaigns and gen
erals in Africa, Italy, the Crimea, and Mexico, with some famous war pictures 
by Horace Vernet. The second story has a portrait gallery. 

In the north wing is also the theater built under Louis XV by Gabriel, which 
was first used on the sixteenth of May, 1 770, on the marriage of the Dauphin 
(afterwards Louis XVI ) and Marie Antoinette. Here, on the second of October, 
1 789, the celebrated banquet was given to the Gardes du Corps, the toasts at 
which provoked the riots that drove the royal family from Versailles. 

The central buildings of the palace project into the garden. On the ground 
floor are the halls of celebrated warriors (once the anteroom of Madame de 
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Pompadour) , marshals, constables, and admirals. The Great Dauphin ( son of 
Louis XIV ) ,  the duke and duchess of Berri, the Dauphin ( son of Louis XV ) ,  
Madame de Montespan, Madame de Pompadour, and the <laughters of Louis XV, 
all lived in this part of the palace. 

There is not space for more than bare mention of the gallery of 
Louis XIII, which leads to the Marble Court ; the famous lobbies and 
staterooms of the ground floor, filled with statues, busts, and memor
ials ; the Hall of Mercury and the series of halls on the garden side ; 
the throne room or Hall of Apollo ; the Coronation Hall which con
tains David's picture of Napoleon's Coronation ; the Queen's staircase ; 
the CEil de Bceuf, so named from its oval window, and which contains 
a large painting representing Louis XIV and his family as Olympian 
deities ; the Porcelain Gallery, so named because in it, during the reign 
of Louis XVI, the best work of Sevres was exhibited every year ; the 
rooms where Madame du Barry lived " and where Louis XVI ( the 
husband of Marie Antoinette) afterwards worked at lockmaking" ; 
the apartments of Madame de M aintenon, of the Cardinal de Fleury, 
and the duke of Penthievre ; the Imperial Galleries ; the great Battle 
Gallery (nearly four hundred feet long) in the south wing, the walls 
of which are hung with pictures and adorned with busts, statues, and 
memorial tablets commemorative of French victories ; and other 
rooms, suites, and halls. 

To a lover of nature, however, the glory of Versailles is its gar
dens. Shrubbery, hedges, great trees, terraces, statues, and sculptured 
groups lead one to the broad central avenue and the beautiful " Tapis 
Vert," which, further on, is continued by the Grand Canal, a strip of 
water two hundred feet wide and a mile in length. The Orangery, a 

superb piece of architecture, contains more than a thousand orange 
trees, many of them several hundred years old. Beyond this, broad 
staircases lead down to the Swiss lake. 

Of the fountains, the finest are the Basin of Neptune, famous for 
its sculptures, the Basin of Latona or the Frogs ( see illustration ) ,  
and the Basin of Enceladus. 

The gardens, which were planned by Le N 6tre and in the graces 
of a monarch who spent with a lavish hand, are a continual surprise. 
Here is the Queen's Shrubbery, where the Cardinal de Rohan carried 
out his part in the intrigue of the diamond necklace, which trailed in 
the filth of  court gossip all  over Europe the name of Marie Antoinette, 
although she was innocent. There is the King's Shrubbery, laid out 
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by Louis Philippe ; there, the Grove of Apollo ; farther on, the magni
ficent Colonnade, and the out-of-door ballroom or Rockery, with its 
waterfall. 

But interest centers in a beautiful little building - which now 
stands without the present park although in the time of Louis Quatorze 
it stood within it - the Petit Trianon, where Marie Antoinette used 
to play at housewifery and an imaginary, idyllic, peasant l ife. 

The Grand Trianon was built by Louis Quatorze and has beautiful 
gardens of its own, while the Petit Trianon ( see illustration ) was 
erected by Louis Quinze. It was the favorite residence of the Queen 
whose reign followed his own and who reaped in bitterness and suf
fering the harvest of tares that had been sown by those who came 
before her. 

It is impossible to understand Marie Antoinette, however well one 
may know her personal characteristics and the events of her reign ,  
without some knowledge of  the terrible heredity of storm and stress 
with which France had been endowed by those who came before. 
The strong, wise government of Anne, Regent and virtually Queen 
for nine years during the minority of Charles VIII, had left the count
ry " in a healthier condition than it had been in for ages," with a 
well-filled exchequer and a well-disciplined army ; with - more im
portant still - a loyal, contented people. But as soon as her hand 
was withdrawn from the helm a steady decline set in. The resources 
which Anne had hoped to see used in building up the country and 
improving the condition of the people were squandered on the Italian 
wars. These begot the civil wars , with their legacy of discontent and 
unbrotherliness, disintegration set in, and soon it was but a step to 
the conditions of unrest, suffering, and disloyalty that marked the 
condition of the people under Louis XIV, conditions accentuated by 
the rule of the king himself and his successor. 

Under " Le Grand Monarque " there was great display in high 
places : patronage of art, music, and letters ; the " lofty Muse " spoke 
through great artists and architects, through Moliere, Racine and 
Corneille, but far too loftily to reach the common heart. To royalty 
and nobility alike the peasantry were no more than to Coriolanus -
" minnows."  Famine, pestilence. and the cruel cold of winter carried 
them off by hundreds and thousands - and nobody inquired. 

Under Louis XIV the influence of the Jesuits was paramount ; 
and all the glories of Vers;:i,illes, of a renewed Paris, of great univer-



350 THE THEOSOPHICAL PATH 

sities and manufactures, and of royal patronage of the Muses, could 
not make up for the king's studied forgetfulness of an enormous peas
ant population. The people grew discontented and ferocious, like 
hungry, neglected, unreasoning children, as famine succeeded famine 
while the coarse du Barry followed Pompadour, as she, in her turn, 
followed the dangerous Montespan - for in the most vicious blunders 
of the king's reign one or another of his mistresses played a leading 
part, and they had no understanding of the nation's heart nor com
passion for what it had to bear. 

The gulf between king and people, " father and children," became 
yearly wider under the rule of Louis XV, who seemed to have inherit
ed all his father's vices without any of his virtues or ability. The 
Karmic load grew heavier. 

But out of the burden of misery sprang up, like good grains in a 
neglected field, writers and thinkers who had ideas and dared to 
express them and who felt the pitiable ignorance and suffering of the 
poorer classes. Voltaire attacked priestcraft ; Montesquieu brought 
forward new and startling ideas of liberty ; Rousseau sounded a new 
note in education and declared for the supremacy of conscience ; a 
clearer note was sounded in philosophy and in science. Freedom and 
Brotherhood were thrown into the common air as blazing ideals -
not fully understood, not rightly interpreted, but certainly living and 
forces to be reckoned with, since they did evoke a response from dis
couraged and hopeless, even from brutalized, hearts. 

France was in the throes of a terrible Karma when Marie Antoin
ette came to the throne, and in all the country there was no one - cer
tainly no one in power - who had the wisdom to diagnose its condition 
or the courage to apply a remedy. And a heavier burden than this 
Karma was never put upon human shoulders. 

To the modern woman of a certain irresponsible type - which, 
however, numbers its tens of thousands - the lessons of Marie An
toinette's life are as the writing on the wall. For these women are 
being weighed in the balance as she was weighed, and that they do not 
do as much harm or share as pitiable a fate is simply because they 
are drifting, for the time, in the shallows of a quieter part of life's 
great Karmic tide. Frail craft that storms would whirl to wreck may 
ride the waters of a land-locked harbor in safety. But the wrecks of 
these we see every day, too. Do we pass them unnoticed, or at least 
unprofited by, because wrecks are still so common in the great world-
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tide ? The woman who is pleasure-loving and " innocently " selfish, 
who has not awakened to her responsibility as a soul, who does not see 
the use of doing her full duty, and whose personal whims and desires 
weigh heavier in the balance than any consideration affecting others 
- this woman would do well to study the life of Marie Antoinette. 

VVhat was the ever-recurring note in Marie Antoinette's nature 
that kept what might have been music, forever " jangled, out of tune " ?  
Why did a people, who in their hearts wanted something to be true to, 
accuse her on all sides of indiscretions she never committed, of 
things she never did ? Much light is thrown upon this by the writings 
of H. Morse Stephens, author of a History of the French Revolution, 
though for the deeper understanding of the causes that led to so much 
woe for a whole nation, and indeed for the world, we must turn to 
Theosophy, and in particular to its teachings upon the duality of human 
nature. Says Stephens : 

It is hard to speak of Marie Antoinette with justice ; her faults were caused 
by her education and position rather than her nature and she expiated them far 
more bitterly than she deserved. 

She was thoroughly imbued with the imperial and absolutist ideas of Maria 
Theresa, and had neither the heart nor the understanding to sympathize with the 
aspirations of the lower classes. Her love of pleasure and of display ruined both 
her character and her reputation in her prosperous years, and yet, after a careful 
examination of many of the libels against her, it may be asserted with confidence 
that she was personally

. 
a virtuous woman, though always appearing to be the 

very reverse. 
Innocence is not always its own protection and circumspection is as necessary 

for a queen as for any other woman. Her conduct throughout the Revolution 
is heartrending ; we, who live after the troubled times, can see her errors and 
the results of her pride and her caprice, but at the same time she was the only 
individual of the royal family who could inspire the devotion which is always 
paid to a strong character. 

The main thread of Marie Antoinette's life is familiar to all who 
know the annals of France. Her life course was decided upon for her 
by her mother, the superb woman whom we know as one of the great
est rulers of Europe in any period, Maria Theresa, Archduchess of 
Austria, Queen of Hungary and Bohemia, and Empress of Germany. 
But however wise the judgment or pure the motive, to lay down the 
life course for another is taking liberties with Karma and with the 
soul, and well had it been for the beautiful little queen, and more than 
well for France, had Maria Theresa understood this law and known 
how to work in accord with it. History might have been different. 
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One feels, in touching the life of Marie Antoinette, so fascinating, 
so pathetic, so unjust to its own finer possibilities, the shadow of a 
great neglect somewhere, where hidden currents run. To be sure, that 
too was Karma. Yet, since we are one in essence, and since all in
coming souls are as subtly molded for strength or weakness, for weal 
or woe, by pre-natal as by post-natal conditions, this factor has weight 
in the equation of every life. 

But there was outward neglect as well. Her mother, absorbed in 
great national and international affairs - as though the quality of a 
princess' character, or of anyone's, for that matter, might not become 
a very serious international affair, given crisis, circumstance, and 
time - left the child to others. And these must have been dominated 
by the impulsiveness of her nature, in itself strong. 

They le ft her to run wild in field ancl forest, and while guiltless of actual 
wrong-doing, a passion for distraction and amusements brought to her account 
a host of indiscretions. She was one of the most uneducated queens known to 
history, unable to finish the signing of her own name at the marriage ceremony. 

Dut she loved music, and her great services to the operatic music 
of her day, and in particular to Gluck, who had been her teacher, not 
only placed Europe under a debt of gratitude, but show that there 
were deeps in her nature on which a rich and useful character might 
have been built, had anyone who touched her poor misunderstood life 
known how to build it. 

For diplomatic reasons Marie Antoinette was destined from birth 
for an alliance touching as nearly as might be the French throne, and 
before she was out of childhood her marriage with the French Dau
phin was negotiated. \i\!hen but fourteen she was married to the 
young Louis, a boy of sixteen, better than his grandfather, without 
the selfishness of Louis XV, but also without the masterful persistent 
strength of Louis Quatorze. vVhen he came to the throne France felt 
a new hope, for beyond a question the young king, though heavy and 
phlegmatic, cared for his people, for all of them to a degree ; he saw 
their needs, and he aimed to institute far-reaching reforms. Louis 
XV, who " died as he had lived, in flagrant vice," had sent his country 
a long way down the steep declivity of misfortune and at last there was 
to be a change. 

The opening of the reign was a period of hope ; all seemed to go so well. 
The king and queen were no common mortals : so young, so innocent, so graceful, 
they formed a strange contrast to the gloomy selfishness of  the past. And roi1sed 
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by a gleam of hope, literature itself also passed into sentimental idyls ;  the court 
itself was idyllic ; at the little Trianon the king and queen played at farm and 
mill ; the unreadable sentimentalities of Florian were the delight of Versailles ; 
the innnocent pictures of Gessner's pen had a great popularity ; the days of Paul 
and Virginia were not far off. These things occupied and deluded the upper 
world ; the middle vrnrlcl smiled in bitterness over the keen satires of Beaumar
chais ; the lower world starved and turned uneasily on its frozen couch.-Kitchin 

There is not space to dwell in detail upon the events that marked 
the reign of Louis XVI and Queen Marie Antoinette. The surveil
lance which she was compelled to endure made her suspicious of every
one, and when the storm broke and the Revolution was fairly ushered 
in, it was this habit of mind which led her to distrust the advice of 
Mirabeau and others who might have saved France the horrors that 
ensued and prevented the pitiable guillotining of both herself and 
the king. 

Louis XVI had the instinct of reform in his blood, yet again and 
again events interposed to prevent his carrying out plans and policies 
in behalf of the people. All the world knows the result. 

vVith all that the queen did not do, and all she did, we pity her so. 
If the world had a larger share of some of the qualities that endowed 
her with beauty, with charm, with that lightsomeness of view, how 
much richer it would be ! And too, she had no real chance. Thrown 
into the atmosphere of insincerity - for the French court of her day 
was a hotbed of the frivolous and the untrue - suspected as a spy 
by the whole nation, used as a piece of political machinery, with all a 
child's nature and with none of a child's view of life, uneducated, 
untried - what might not have been expected ? 

The lessons of history, and especially of this strangely Karmic 
life, how far-reaching they are ! vV ere on17 a voice upon the housetops 
one would cry these out to all the world, until the last woman had 
found her way out of a false view of life and up to the heights of a 
true philosophy - the sacredness of duty, the obligation of the soul 
to serve, the necessity of an unselfish purpose, the magic of soul
strength, the power of example, the righteousness of avoiding the 
appearance of evil as faithfully as the evil itself, not for one's own 
sake but for the ·world's. These precepts are ancient, yet ever new. 
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A FORGOTTEN TREASURE : by Lydia Ross, M. D. 
HE hospital in the mining camp where the railroad ended 

was crowded with patients, and every one on duty was ready 
to drop with fatigue. A week before the evening train had 
been derailed just below the station, and many passengers 
and most of the train-men were injured. There was con-

fusion and delay before the townspeople knew why the train was late, 
and rallied to the rescue. Before the news was telegraphed to head
quarters, a heavy cloudburst changed the trout-stream into a raging 
torrent, full of crashing rocks \vhich swept away the bridge further 
down the canon and laid the wires low along the damaged track. Then 
came the days when the town was cut off from the outer world but 
for the mail and supplies that came slowly up the steep and winding 
trail. 

The doctor in charge of the hospital sat at his desk after the morn
ing's rounds, feeling tired and depressed. There were two unidentified 
men in the large ward, each with a fractured arm and brain fever. 
In bed No. 1 3  the man was tall and straight, perhaps forty-five years 
old, with iron-gray hair and rather white hands for a workman. No. 
1 5  was younger, a stalwart, black-haired, blue-eyed man - probably a 
prospector. Both cases were doing poorly and needed more care ; but 
every nurse was already overtaxed. As a last straw, the capable Miss 
Stimson in charge of the ward had sprained her ankle. When her 
foot was dressed, she pluckily insisted upon being returned in a wheeled 
chair, and offered to remain on duty with the help of anyone who had 
feet to stand on and could take her orders. The matron had helped 
with the surgical dressings today and the other nurses ran in for a few 
minutes now and then ; but no one could stay. More attendants were 
expected to arrive over the trail tomorrow night, but what about the 
next thirty hours ? 

It was at this crisis that the \:Vidow MacLain arrived and was 
announced. What next ? the doctor thought, turning slowly round. 
What he saw was a quaint, trim bit of a body standing framed in the 
office doorway like an old-fashioned picture. There was a tint of 
color in the faded cheeks, and the Irish eyes had a dewy freshness that 
reminded one of little children, knee-deep among the daisies. She 
explained that she lived in a distant mining town with her son who left 
home a week ago to stake a claim here. He had not written yet, and 
she had just heard of the accident. Something must have happened, 
and she must find " vVillie boy " and take him home with her, she said 
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with a simplicity and wistful confidence that at once enlisted sym
pathy. Could she look among the sick for him ? she asked. 

" Certainly," the doctor said, thinking of the two strangers, and 
went upstairs with her himself. 

Her eyes swept over the white beds and then, quickly, with a light 
step, she went straight over to No. 1 5  and stood gazing at the moan
ing, restless figure with its water-cap and bandaged arm. She caught 
her breath in one stifled, pitying little sob as the free hand groping 
aimlessly in empty air, fell against her breast. She held it there with 
gentle grasp ; while her eyes, still fixed on the feverish face, were full 
of that courage and tenderness which motherhood wins in going down 
to the gates of death to welcome her own into life. 

" Shure, he's too sick to be moved," she said presently : " I' ll stay 
here with him " ;  and she handed her bonnet and shawl to the doctor 
with a fine air of decision and helpfulness that touched his tired nerves 
with new life. Now he knew how an overwrought woman could get 
hope and strength from the mere presence of a confident man who 
could be trusted. 

From the wheeled chair Miss Stimson reached up to pin the cotton 
gloves carefully to the shawl on the doctor's arm, and whispered : 
" Hide her things so she can't get away. She's a treasure ! "  

Certainly the little woman was a jewel, so rich in warm-hearted 
goodwill and " comfy " mother-ways, that the nervous tension of the 
whole ward seemed to melt away under the influence of her ready 
hand and soothing tones. \Vhen her own " \Villie-boy " was cared for 
and quiet, she turned to No. 13 .  How helpless and gaunt and sleepless 
he looked, and he had a broken arm too ! As he turned his hollow, 
burning eyes on her and reached up unsteadily to pat her cheek, she 
adopted him on the spot. She gave his medicine as Miss Stimson 
directed, and fixed him up. Then she sat quietly beside him and with 
gentle, rhythmic pats, she crooned an old, soft lullaby until even his 
eyelids drooped and he fell asleep at last with a contented sigh. 

Now it happened that No. 1 3  was the new and unknown superin
tendent of the mountain division - a reserved, ambitious, self-made 
man who wanted to first look the situation over unofficially. So he 
was traveling roughly dressed, on a second-class ticket, and had no
thing but loose change in his pocket when he was picked out of the 
wreck unconscious. In hastily sorting out the wounded the doctor 
assigned him to the ward. So when No. 1 3  opened his eyes and looked 
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around, everything was so strange and unreal he couldn't tell who or 
where he was. Somehow his changed identity had gotten under his 
skin. His head ached miserably ; his arm was stiff and heavy with 
a nagging toothache securely bandaged into it ; his back was so 
numb and lame he thought he must have a railway spine, dotted along 
with washouts that were bridged over by wireless messages of distress. 
He had felt something like this once when he was a little boy and was 
so sick and weak with a fever that he just wanted to let go and drift 
away. But there was something so sweet mixed with his pain and 
weariness then that it made him want to stay, and so he got well. 

This precious something made sickness endurable - he must find 
it ! It breathed happiness in the air, like a flower ; and yet a sick boy 
could reach up and touch it and feel it caress his fingers and lightly 
brush his cheek. It had been his very own ; but he had forgotten it 
somewhere along the line that had carried him up and up in l ife. He 
couldn't think it out ; he only knew that his train was backing down 
the whole length of the line, passing station after station until he 
should find that lost boyhood treasure. 

There were other passengers around him - all in charge of a 
Person in a most unofficial, dainty cap, a striped dress and a very 
white apron. She wore a pin with figures on it, too small for him to 
read : but she was undoubtedly the Conductor, with that self-contained 
and efficient way of settling everything and telling nothing. 

She made regular rounds of the bed-berths with a little, tasteless, 
glass cigarette. It might be some new kind of human steam-gage 
or time-test of a man's train ; for she would slip it into his mouth, and 
take hold of his wrist, and look at her watch and then write her report 
on the bulletin hanging on the headboard. At intervals her superior 
officer appeared ; he read the bulletins carefully and asked questions 
and thumped the passenger's chests to see if their wheels were sound, 
and then gave new orders. The train fairly tore over the rough road
bed, and No. 1 3  was so anxious to get through he couldn't settle down 
to sleep. He got so lightheaded at times that he would just catch 
himself falling headlong down the mountain cliffs ; and then his head 
would throb through endless stretches of dry, hot desert. 

The Conductor kept his head wet and gave him cool drinks, and 
was as attentive as a polished ebony Porter who was working for a 
terminal tip. She tried to keep everything properly scheduled and all 
right : but he knew that nothing could be quite right again until they 
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reached Boytown - miles and miles, and years and years back along 
the line. Finally, the Conductor appeared with a ladylike, wooden 
driving wheel on each side of her to help her along the train which 
was tearing through great stifling, glaring, noisy cities now, until his 
head was ready to burst. 

At last, far, far off, he caught a glimpse of green country : now 
they reached a meadow surrounded by a white iron fence, hung with 
l ittle bulletins ; then the train slows up as they pass the open door of 
the farm house. A soft home light streams out across the grass and 
through the fence and even into the train. He knows that it was 
lighted for someone else, not for him ; but it falls like comforting sun
shine over everything that faces it. The roadbed grows smoother and 
the air is fresher among the trees ; now they are running beside the 
shallow river where he and the other boys used to go fishing - just 
around that bend is the shadowy swimming-hole ; that is a meadow
lark singing ; and that breath of rosemary comes from the old front 
yard at home. 

The train hardly moves now : he is in his own little bed, at last, 
clean and cool and deliciously dreamy. He is so young he goes to 
bed when the room is full of floating dusk and happiness. Can he 
ever forget it - the best thing in his life ? With eyes closed, he 
reaches up, serenely sure of the tender, answering touch, and falls 
asleep with his hand upon the Treasure. 

TnERJ<� are numerous men of great skill ; there are others of great 
erudition ; there are others of great genius, and some of great courage ; 
but the rarest are men of great character. Such men stand at peace 
and remain undisturbed amid the vibration and kaleidoscopic move
ment of humanity. 

Knowledge and Peace are the attributes of such men. 
Gentleness and Courage are their qualities. 
Charity and Integrity are their principles. 
And let us remember that greatness of character is the purpose 

of existence itself. 
Perfection of character means absolute harmony. 
Absolute Harmony is the goal of humanity. 

D. C. 



SCIENTIFIC ODDMENTS : by the Busy Bee 

IT IS stated that Russia is seriously considering the proposal of  
some Swiss engineers to  tunnel the Caucasus Mountains near Tiflis, 
thus connecting the Black Sea district with the Caspian. The tunnel 
would be sixteen miles long and would take seven years to complete. 

THE Central London Railway is installing plants for ventilating 
its underground tunnels with ozonized air. The air is passed over 
electrified plates and driven to the stations by fans, where it is distri
buted by ducts. One of the plants is supplying 400,000 cubic feet per 
hour. In the old days of the steam roads the sulphurous fumes prob
ably purified the air ; they were not so bad after all. 

Vi/ ITH the aid of a good echo it is possible to arrange and sing a 
piece of music so that the echo will supply a harmonious second part, 
in canon. But apart from this there are echoes which will return the 
voice at a different pitch from that in which it was uttered. Such 
echoes have been investigated by Lord Rayleigh, who explains them by 
saying that the voice was composed of fundamental tones and over
tones, and the echo returned only the overtones. 

vVIRELESS telegraphy has recently been used to determine the clif
f erence in longitude between the Paris Observatory and Bizerta in 
Tunis, places eight hundred miles apart. Signals sent up from the 
Eiffel tower at regular intervals were heard in the telephone receivers 
both at Paris and at Tunis, and were timed ; while similar signals sent 
up at Tunis were also heard in both places. These data enabled the 
difference of longitude to be calculated, and also the length of time 
taken by the Hertzian wave to travel the eight hundred miles, which 
was found to have a mean value of .007 second, showing a velocity 
of the same order of magnitude as that of light. 

A KIND of perpetual motion machine has been invented which con
sists of a gold-leaf electroscope whose leaves are charged with the 
/3-rays coming from radium bromide. Their divergence causes them 
to come into contact with an earth connexion, which discharges them, 
and so the process is repeated indefinitely. This simple machine has 
been improved upon, and of course the principle can be carried out 
with elaborations. But the question arises whether this constitutes 
perpetual motion within the meaning of any act, law, or dictionary 
definition. Long ago somebody made a clock which was kept going 
by the rise and fall of the mercury in a barometer ; was this perpetual 
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motion ? Or she.II we argue that, because perpetual motion is impos
sible, therefore anything which is possible cannot be perpetual motion ? 

Foon might be scientifically defined as a nutritive pulp prepared 
by the action of certain bodily juices upon certain natural substances. 
The preparation, which is the first process of digestion, takes place 
usually outside the body, in a kind of dent in the skin, known as the 
stomach. Certain insects digest their food before taking it in, by 
projecting a fluid upon it. The larva of a coleopter, the dytiscus, 
common in our ponds, shaped somewhat like a caterpillar, with a large 
flat head armed with two curved hooks, is a case in point. It has no 
mouth, but the hooks have orifices and fine tubes leading to the diges
tive tract. The creature seizes the small fish or other victim, injects 
into its body a digestive fluid, and so dissolves the body and sucks it 
in. The same is true of some other insects ; perhaps it may explain 
why the mosquito injects a corrosive fluid into the body of its unfor
tunate victim. Are humans degenerating when they substitute pre
digested foods for the usual kind ? 

THE following particulars about severe hailstorms are from a note 
in The Scientific American. In Belgium, December 22d, 1 884, twelve 
persons were killed, seventy-eight injured, and one hundred and seven
ty head of cattle and five hundred and sixty sheep destroyed by hail. 
In the State of Bhor, October 5th, 1893, the hail covered the ground 
to the depth of from four to six feet ; six persons were buried beneath 
it and perished, while eight hundred and thirty-five head of cattle were 
killed. In the Moradabad district on May 1 st, 1 888, about two hundred 
and fi fty persons perished. In the United States one of the worst 
storms of this character occurred on September 5th, 1 898, in Nodaway 
County, Missouri. The path of the storm was three miles wide and 
eighteen miles long, its greatest violence being felt over a region of 
four square miles east of Clarmont. At one point in this region the 
fall of hail was so heavy, that a drift, unprotected by any artificial 
means, remained lying on the ground for four weeks after the storm. 
At the end of that time the people were found gathering the hail to 
make ice-cream. During the storm cylindrical pieces of ice four inches 
long by about two-and-a-half in diameter were picked up. In a field 
of eighty acres only one stalk of corn was left standing. 

WIRELESS telegraphy seems destined to overtake its predecessors 
in scientific invention and to establish its stations in every part of the 
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earth, triumphantly leaping the inaccessible places ; for it has no posts 
for buffalos to rub against and knock down, neither can robbers break 
through and steal its wire. This is an inversion of the usual order of 
procedure in the civilizing of wild regions - to install wireless tele
graphy first and before all the other appurtenances of civilization. The 
activity of various nations in their colonies bids fair soon to establish 
a complete system of communication " from China to Peru," and 
everywhere else on this earth, even if we do not succeed in telegraph
ing the forty-seventh proposition of Euclid to Mars. A British plan 
provides for a start from London to Gibraltar, thence to 1\tfalta, Alex
andria, Aden, Bombay, Colombo, Singapore, Australia ; from here 
there are various posts leading to Montreal and Glace Bay, whence the 
Atlantic can be crossed to Clifden on the west coast of Ireland. From 
this general course there will be branches to the Cape and other parts 
of the African coast, and to China by way of Singapore. Germany is 
connecting Berlin with her African colonies and other possessions, 
and France and Italy are also engaged on similar projects. 

WE read in a scientific paper that " the tests of R. \Verner and 
others have proved that ordinary physical bodies have an effect on 
photographic plates." This has been known for a long time, but be
longed to a class of phenomena regarded by orthodox science with 
little favor. There was no adequate explanation and it seemed easier 
to question the authenticity of the phenomena than to venture into an 
unknown realm. Now, however, we have radio-activity, which bids 
fair to furnish us with orthodox explanations of this and other phe
nomena. But the way in which a certain experimenter set to work 
to investigate is curious. Wishing to ascertain if the photographic 
emanations of human organs were due to radio-activity, he proceeded 
to incinerate portions of various organs, and placed the ashes in an 
instrument which tests radio-activity by its effect on the electric con
ductivity of air. In every case the presence of radio-activity in the 
ashes was confirmed. This method reduces the matter to a chemical 
question, but we should be much more interested in knowing the power 
of the living body than the chemical composition of its ashes. 

It seems evident that rays of some kind or other proceed contin
ually from every body, and that they are capable of registering them
selves on a sensitive receiver. This admission enables us to explain 
many things usually classed as " supernatural." 
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As a result of the conference of the directors of national astro
nomical ephemerides held in Paris last October, for the purpose of 
arranging a scheme of co-operation among the countries, thus avoiding 
duplications of the labor of computing, it was decided that the eclipses 
should be computed in alternate years at Washington and at Paris, 
and that the work of computing the daily positions of the planets 
should be divided between London and Paris. Other similar arrange
ments were made, and the co-operation will enable additional data to 
be calculated. As regards the wandering moon, it was resolved that 
the French ephemeris be based on certain French lunar tables, and the 
English ephemeris on certain English lunar tables ; so that if we do 
not find the moon in one place - why, we can look in the other place. 
The lunar theory is a tough problem ; it is because we know so much 
about the lunar movements that we know so little - if a bull may be 
permitted. In other words, her cycles are so comparatively short that 
their complications are noticeable ;  in the case of a planet, whose node 
is measured by tens or hundreds of thousands of years, these complica
tions would not be so evident. It was also resolved that the flattening 
of the poles is 1/297. This means that the longer axis is to be two hun
dren and ninety-seven times the difference between the longer and the 
shorter axis. 

IN discussing the cause of the bad effects produced in our organism 
by bad ventilation, a scientific writer reaches no definite conclusions 
and shows that the results obtained by experiment are conflicting. Is 
the evil due to excess of carbonic acid, deficiency of oxygen, toxic 
emanations from the breath, poisons from the skin, excess of tempera
ture, too much humidity, the influence of imagination, or to any com
bination of  two or more of these causes ? It has been shown that 
carbonic acid in much larger quantity than obtains in a badly venti
lated room can be breathed with impunity, and that breathing and 
burning do not diminish the oxygen in a significant degree. The 
writer quotes experiments tending to show that the poisons given off 
do not amount to much. He favors the idea that the combined influ
ence of high humidity and high temperature are mainly responsible. 
But may not the whole matter be put into a nutshell by saying that 
confined air is dead, and the air of heaven alive? Let the air be never 
so pure chemically, it never has the same effect as the pure air that 
blows in through the window, and it may well be that the passage 
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through heated flues kills it. And what could be said on the question 
from an electrical or magnetic point of view ? What, again, about 
those radio-active influences that make all the difference between nat
ural and artificial curative waters ? 

Tm� beneficent application of scientific invention is well illustrated 
by the use of the telephone as a means of protection against forest 
fires ; though it is to be regretted that such precautions should be so 
largely necessitated by the carelessness and want of thought of people 
who are members of the same community that employs the precautions. 
If we did not have so much thoughtlessness we should not need so 
many precautions ; and so it is with many of our inventions - they 
provide for circumstances which could be avoided. The lack of order, 
self-discipline, and unity, can be partially obviated by rules and ma
chinery - but only partially. 

The national forests are threaded with thousands of miles of wires, 
the living trees themselves affording the poles. At intervals instru
ments are attached to the trees. The forest rangers keep a constant 
look-out from lofty stations, where they are provided with cabin, field
glass, and map. vVhen a fire is seen, its location is determined with 
glass and map, and the ranger can call up the station nearest to the 
fire. Formerly much time and valuable timber were lost by the ranger 
having to ride to the nearest settlement for men, and go with them to 
the fire, after sending a messenger to headquarters for help. Besides 
this look-out for fires, there is the keeping of the line in repair, for 
trees fall and break it ; and the maintenance of food depots for the use 
of fire-fighters. The use of the telephone is supplemented by fiag
signals and sun-mirrors by day, and sometimes by gasoline torches at 
night. All this is wonderful testimony to the courage and energy of 
our rangers ; for it is difficult to get an idea of the vastness of the 
problem presented by the great distances and irregularity of the coun
try. And science ably seconds the resources of human prowess. 

IN the Western Ghauts, on the west coast of India, there is during 
the monsoon season, from the middle of June to the middle of Septem
ber, a rainfall which at Lanouli averages one hundred and seventy-five 
inches and sometimes greatly exceeds it. Some of this water is to 
be used as water-power for industrial purposes, and the undertaking is 
financed entirely by Indian capital. The plan is first to provide 40,000 
horse-power, which can be increased in the future. Three lakes or 
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reservoirs will be constructed. The Lanouli reservoir is to contain 
enough water for a supply during the monsoon season, bridging over 
any gaps that may occur in the rainfall. It will approximate one 
thousand acres formed by a dam 3800 feet long and 26 feet high. 
The Walwhan Lake is the second reservoir, intended to serve for the 
remainder of the year. It will be a mile and a half from Lanouli, 
formed between two spurs of hills by a dam 4500 feet long and 68 feet 
high. Later on a third reservoir may be constructed beyond Wal
whan Lake and connected with it by a tunnel. This reservoir will have 
a capacity of 7,000,000,000 cubic feet. The water will be led through 
masonry ducts to the fore bay, situated 2040 feet above sea-level, and 
thence through pipes s ix feet in diameter which will run down steep 
slopes and precipices to Khopoli, three hundred feet above the sea and 
ninety miles from Bombay, where the generating station will be. The 
head will be over 1730 feet and the static pressure 680 pounds to the 
square inch. 

One cannot but welcome a manifestation of the spirit of self-help 
and a desire to be abreast of the times. No doubt the ancient wisdom 
of India can be as well applied to active life as to contemplative 
seclusion. 

Tm� old idea of atmospheric nitrogen was that it was mere padding, 
put in to dilute the oxygen, which otherwise would be too festive ; which 
conveys the idea of a creator correcting his own mistakes. Now we 
are beginning to know a little more about it. The plants use it to 
build up the most nutritive part of their substance. 

Another thing we are learning is that the active agents in nature 
are living beings - alive and intelligent, even though " their heart 
may be in their head and their head in their stomach." 

Still another thing - the soil in which the plants live is not simply 
a lot of dirt, but is a vast and elaborate chemical laboratory, zoological 
garden, and machine shop, all in one. 

It is the nitrogen-fixing bacteria that take the nitrogen from the 
air and turn it into nitrates which can be used by the plants. These 
bacteria dwell in certain tubercles found on the roots of leguminous 
plants . Other kinds of bacteria do not take the nitrogen from the air 
but prepare the n itrogen that is already in the soil. 

But there are certain larger organisms whose business it is to de
vour the nitrogen-fixing bacteria, and these of course decrease the fer-
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tility of the soil. Now it has been long known that baking the soil 
made it more fertile ; but the reason was not understood until it was 
found that the baking kills all the larger kind of organisms, but does 
not kill all the beneficent bacteria, so that the latter in the absence of 
their enemies soon multiply. But as soil cannot be baked by the acre, 
other means have to be found for encouraging the beneficent bacteria 
and keeping down the other kind ; and this forms a large field for 
chemical and biological study. 

In this connexion it is mentioned that the latest reason for cultivat
ing the soil is not, as was supposed, to bring the rich soil from below 
to the top, but to bring the rich soil from the top below. The beneficent 
bacteria dwell near the surface, where they can get at the atmospheric 
nitrogen, so the idea is to plow them in so that the roots can get hold 
of them. 

CERTAIN natural electric phenomena, for which a somewhat sketchy 
explanation has been provided, repeated, and generally accepted, now 
need further explanation, it seems, the theory of electricity having 
advanced so far in other directions as to leave the old explanations 
behind. One of these is the case of the fishes that give electric shocks. 
The simplest way of explaining these shocks would be to deny their 
existence, but that is not considered to be within the sphere of prac
tical politics. It used to be considered that the electric organ of the 
fish consisted of a multitude of cells which acted like a voltaic pile ; 
hut it is now said that from five hundred to one thousand volts would 
be required to give a severe shock ; and it is not intelligible how such 
voltage could be generated in the fish without being short-circuited. 
In other words, the fish would shock himself long before he could get 
up enough force to shock anybody else. The problem appears to be 
analogous to the celebrated problem of  why the stomach does not digest 
itself. Again, the water by which the fish is surrounded is a fair con
ductor, especially sea-water, so that a voltage of five hundred or more 
would produce a current of hundreds of amperes in the water, repre
senting hundreds of kilowatts of energy, all produced by the fish. 

The phenomena of the thunderstorm are also called in question. 
The old theory was that the clouds and the earth accumulated opposite 
charges, and that the intervening air broke down under the stress. 
But it is said now that the break-down strength of air is about 75,000 
per inch, so that if the cloud were one thousand feet above the ground 
a thousand million volts would be required. This enormous charge, 
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spread over the whole area of a thunder-cloud, would represent a 
quantity of energy whose origin is impossible to conceive and whose 
destructive effects would be immense. So it is thought that lightning 
may be, not a rupture of the dielectric, hut <tn equalization of uneven 
electric stresses, analogous to the splintering of unannealed glass. 

THE invention of steam, telegraphy and other means of rapid com
munication made an incalculable difference to the world last century ; 
and this century another tidal wave of invention of the same kind has 
come over the world and is destined to influence it greatly. vVe have 
wireless telegraphy, and aviation is making good progress ; and we 
must not forget the introduction of the internal combustion engine �md 
its use in trackless locomotion. A new future is opened up for such 
countries as India and for such as Australia by the use of this method 
of propulsion and transport. In India an extensive use is being made 
of gasoline transport, which is found serviceable over the most hilly 
and winding routes. But the greatest advantage is secured by adopt
ing the principle of the " road-train " as opposed to that of " traction."  
In traction, a train of cars i s  hauled by a locomotive, so  that the press
ure of propulsion is all on a few wheels, which may injure the road or 
else spin around and fail to move the load. I3ut in the road-train 
system each car is self-propelling. This, however, does not mean that 
each car has a separate motor. There is only one motor, and that is 
on the first car (or engine ) ; but the power is transmitted to a uni
versal shaft running the length of the train and operating the wheels 
of each car, so that all the cars propel themselves by reaction against 
the ground and are not hauled by the engine. Facility in starting is 
afforded by a powerful spiral spring in each hub, through which the 
power is transmitted from the universal shaft to the axle of the wheel. 
This distribution of the driving power enables a very light engine to 
be used ; and this, in addition to the fact that each car has six wheels, 
much lessens the wear on the road. Ability to turn curves is given by 
universal joints between each pair of successive cars, and each car 
has its own automatic steering mechanism controlled by the car in 
front of it. The Scientific American Sitpplement gives pictures of a 
gasoline road-train at the Bombay docks with sixteen tons of  cotton ; 
and of a fourteen-ton gasoline road-train in Australia contrasted with 
a team of thirty donkeys drawing only thirty hundredweight. The 
working costs are light on account of the high average speed and the 
large proportion of useful load carried. 



THE LEAVES : by Joanna Magalhaes 

Adapted from the Portuguese by P. A. M. 

TRETCHED on the grass, his hands folded under his head, 
little John amused himself watching the fall of the autumn 
leaves, which the light afternoon breeze gently shook from 
the old chestnut branches. They fluttered awhile, looking 
quite golden against the flood of rosy beams of the declining 

sun, and their fall was so light that the blades of grass did not even 
bend under their weight. Watching their capricious movements little 
John thought there must be real life in them, and who knows ? Per
haps their whispering and rustling under his feet was a sigh or a song 
he could not understand. 

The child lifted up his eyes towards the dark branches supporting 
the rich yellow foliage under the blue vault of sky. The wind detached 
another leaf. For awhile it still clung to a neighbor, then a stronger 
puff blew it down and it fell on the little boy's head. He picked it up 
and put it between his eyes and the brilliant sunlight so that it turned 
quite golden with patches of green. John thought that the leaf trem
bled under the pressure of his fingers and again came the idea that i t  
must l ive and feel. He felt very drowsy. Unconsciously he began 
talking to the leaves as if they could understand him. 

" Pretty leaf," he said, " don't you feel sad when the wind blows 
you down from the tall branches ? It must be so nice to stay high 
up there, to see so far away above the houses and fields, and to have 
only the blue sky above you ! You are so pretty ! vVouldn't you like 
to l ive longer, instead of turning yellow and falling to the earth ? " 

The leaves did not answer. They continued falling down on the 
child's head and body. He rolled on the grass, crushing them under 
his weight and went on with his talk. 

" What are you, poor little things ? You pass away so quickly. 
A light breeze snatches you from the branch that bears you. I do 
wish you would tell me if you are sorry when you leave your lofty 
dwelling, your home in the air. Is it prettier up there than it is here, 
under the golden foliage ? How beautiful it looks against the blue 
sky. Can you see that the sky is blue and the sun golden ? No, you 
are only a chestnut leaf with a life that passes like a breath of air. 
Poor things, who after living so proudly on high must be trodden 
under foot and burned when you are dead . . . .  " 

The boy's speech was interrupted by a song in the distance, a 
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funeral hymn. A procession approached and passed under the vault 
formed by the giant chestnut branches. A young girl had died, and as 
the choristers sang, the bearers carried the coffin on the way to the 
cemetery. Her friends wept. She was so young ! It seemed such 
a little while ago that she was a child and played under the old trees 
among the dead leaves which now fell l ike immense golden tears on 
the dead girl's coffin. 

All passed : the white coffin, the white-robed singers, the bearers, 
the weeping friends. The funeral hymns died away in the distance 
and little John remained alone under the chestnuts, his head on his 
hands, and his eyes gravely fixed on the path. Above on the branches 
of the trees the dead leaves rustled in the light breeze and some falling 
seemed to murmur whispered words to the child's ears. Yes ! he was 
not deceived. In the solemn calm of the evening the leaves were 
answering the little lad. 

" Do not despise us, child," they said, " you are no more than 
we are. The wind blows us away at the end, and sometimes at the 
beginning of one short l ife. And is it not the same with you ? You 
people are but the leaves of the great tree called Humanity. Death 
carries you off, and we have seen more than one who appeared young 
and healthy, passing in his coffin along this narrow path. Arc years 
better than days, when they are passed and gone ? How are you better 
than we are after you are buried and forgotten ? Poor foolish child
ren, you who think you are something in the world, open your eyes 
and see your vanity ! You are but toys in the nursery of nature, yes
terday born, tomorrow dead. You are no greater than the leaves you 
despise. You are born, you grow old, you die. Child, it is not worth 
while to come out of the bud when springtime arrives. It is not worth 
while battling against storms and rain. Little by little we all grow 
old ; we fall from our height and descend under the earth. Believe 
me, life is a useless thing. Make no efforts, child ; far too soon you 
will see we are right. The glory of the sun, the blue of the sky, will 
not always be for you. Wait a little while for storms to come ; then 
remember our words, poor, proud, little worm . . . .  " 

The rustling of the leaves said no more. Their speech had taken 
the joy from little John's face. His smile vanished. The golden sun
light seemed less bright to him. His little heart grew sad when he 
thought of the dark and gloomy words he had just heard. 
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" Is life really useless ? Are we really no better than dead leaves ? " 
he asked himself, discouraged. 

The leaves fell silently and gave no reply. The perfect silence of 
evening was broken only by the song of a little bird, perched on a lo\v 
branch. John looked at it with great astonishment. 

" How can you sing so joyously ? Do you not know life is useless 
and we are nothing in the hands of Nature ? " 

" vVhat ! " replied the bird. " Life is useless ! vVho told you that ? 
Do you think it is useless to live when all is so beautiful around us ? 
\Vould K ature have done all this if it were useless ? " 

" But the leaves said so," said the child gloomily. 
" Child, child," laughed the bird in a trill of joyous song, " my 

feathers are not I .  And they will tell you life i s  useless when they 
drop out every year. And the dead leaves are the feathers of the tree. 
The tree lives on from year to year. The little leaves curl up and go 
to sleep in the heart of the tree and their feathers fall to the ground. 
They are jealous. But even they come again and feed the tree until 
they are part of it. And the real leaves rest all winter and peep out 
of the buds again in spring. 

" Nothing but leaves ! "  trilled the bird, joyously. " Nothing but 
leaves ? They are only the feathers of leaves. And your body is your 
coat of feathers. But you will come again next spring and you will 
make another beautiful bud on the great tree of Humanity, if you do 
your duty now. 

"And then in the great Springtime of the vVorld when it returns 
you may be a blossom and produce fruit that shall give the seed for 
many trees ! Nothing but leaves, indeed ! "  sang the bird. 

And Johnny woke up, joyous and full of happiness that he had 
his duty to do in life as a soul-leaf of the great Tree of the World. 

How foolish it were to be at so much trouble in cultivating a small orchard 
of trees, because we expect some fruit from it, and yet be at no pains to cultivate 
that which is instead of a whole estate - I mean Friendship - a soil the most 
glorious and fertile where we are sure to gather the fairest and best of fruit ! 

- Xenophon 




