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THE MENTOR

Fascinating Secrets of Nature 
That Everyone Should Know
HAS the great outdoors an irresistible lure for 

you? D o  you  long to  know more about the 
wonders o f  N ature— to be able to identify 

and classify the birds, trees, butterflies, and flowers 
you  see in your walks and rides through woods and 
country?

W ou ld n ’ t you  like to  know the tribes, families, 
and scientific names o f  the trees in your back yard, 
on the streets, or in the parks? W hat makes a tree 
com e into full lea f in th e  spring, sometimes within 
a week? H ow  the sap dissolves and carries great 
stores o f  concentrated food to  the buds?

W ou ld n ’ t you  like to  know the form, mechanism, 
color, markings, odor, time o f  opening and closing, 
and season o f  bloom ing o f  the blossoms and flow
ers? W h y  they must depend upon some special 
insect to  help perpetuate the species— how they at
tract such insect, and repel all others?

W ou ld n ’ t you  like to  know more about the inti
m ate life o f  the birds o f  the field, the city, the marshes, 
and o f  the shore?

W ou ld n ’ t you  like to  know how  butterflies elude 
capture— what tricks they em ploy— which feign death 
— w hich have a protective coloring, and which m im ic

that protective color
ing to  save their lives ?

You can easily gain 
an intimate knowledge 
of Nature’s tens of 
thousands of interesting 
secrets. You can know 
the stories of love, ad
venture, comedy, drama, 
tragedy, and travel that 
are daily being staged 
in Nature’ s world. All 
are revealed in the fas
cinating storehouse of 
nature-lore entitled the 
Little Nature Library.

These non-technical nature books are filled with authoritative 
information that is as absorbing as fiction. Each volume will 
grip your interest as few books can. Everything you learn in 
these books will be a source of life-long pleasure to you. The 
more you know of Nature the greater will be her charm for you. 
This kind of knowledge will increase your pleasure in your walks 
or drives through the woods, over the mountains, or in country 
lanes.

It’s So Easy to Know Nature
The Little Nature Library consists of four handsome volumes 

containing more than 1,100 pages of absorbing text and illustra
tions treating on all manner of nature subjects. Each book is 
handsomely cloth bound, size 5 ^  x 8 ^  inches. The titles are 
“ Birds,”  by Neltje Blanchan; “ Butterflies,”  by Clarence Weed; 
“Wild Flowers,”  by Neltje Blanchan, and “ Trees," by Julia 
Ellen Rogers. They are not dry-as-dust scientific Nature books 
— but every paragraph, every page, every illustration enthralls 
and fascinates. Through them you can quickly and easily be
come familiar with hundreds of Nature’s secrets. With their aid 
you discover new joy and keen interest in the great outdoors.
Send No Money—Examine Them Free

You need not send one cent, now— just the convenient coupon. 
Then when you receive the Little Nature Library see how it 
offers you the most interesting information you have ever read, 
and how it tells exactly the things you have always wanted to 
know about the great outdoors. The only way we can convince 
you is to have you examine the books for yourself at your 
leisure and in your own way. And, after your io  days’ personal 
examination, you will know that they are the most remarkable 
Nature books that have ever been offered to Nature lovers— the 
greatest dollar-for-dollar value you have ever seen!

If after 10 days’ examination you are not entirely satisfied with 
the books, you may return them. But if you want to add them 
to your library, as we feel sure you will, you not only buy them 
at an exceptionally low price., but you also have an added ad
vantage of 3 months in which to pay for them at only $2.00 
each month. Sign and return the coupon NOW— while it is so 
conveniently at hand.
Nelson Doubleday, Inc., Dept L-561, Garden City, N. Y.

Nelson Doubleday, Inc., Dept. L-561, Garden City, N. Y.
Please send the Little Nature Library for my 10 days’ FR EE 

examination. After 10 days I will either send you &1.50 and 
then $2.00 a month for 3 months, or return the books to you 
without owing you one cent.
Name.......................................................... .........{ ..............
Address ...........................................L .........
C ity.. . . . . . . ........................................State____. . . . . .  ___

If you prefer to pay cash, send only $7.00 in full payment.

Do You Know
— the tribes, families, and 

scientific names of the trees 
in your back yard, on the 
street, or in the parks?

— how to recognize the birds of 
the field, shore and marshes? 

— how butterflies elude cap
ture, what tricks they em
ploy to feign death?

— how plants travel, how they 
send seed abroad to found 
new colonies? How the bees 
and flowers labor together? 

— which insect is known as 
the Caterpillar Hunter?

— why the first clover crop 
failed in Australia?
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A ll  o f
Shakespeare

In this ONE volume
Printed in bold face type on 

Genuine India paper 
Every Play and Every Poem Complete
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M A D E I R A  A N D  T H E  
M E D I T E R R A N E A N
A W IN TER  TRIP W ITH DW IGHT L. ELMENDORF

" T H E  people o f ancient days believed the M editerranean  
M. to be the  center o f the univ— as its name .

G eographically they were w rong; but fo r  , ,
arty poetry, and religion they nam ed this great sea better
than they thought, fo r  here is  human interest touching 

every age and



VIEW FROM THE CAP- Located in a superb position two hundred and thirty feet above the sea, overlooking a 
UCHIN  MONASTERY V  busy fishing village clinging to the side of a steep cliff. The monastery is now run as a 

 hotel, the proceeds going to the Order. The captivating beauty of this spot has been 
AT AMALFI, ITALY  the inspiration of many artists who have aspired to transfer its charm to canvas

Elmendorf Photo  Ewing Galloway, N.Y.
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ADEIR A A N D  
THE MEDI- 
TER R AN EAN

A  PERSONALLY CONDUCTED TOUR WITH

D W IG H T  L. E LM E N D O R F
TRAVELER AND AUTHOR

A number of years ago I told the readers of The Mentor about some of 
the interesting places on the shores of the Mediterranean Sea. Travel on the 
Mediterranean was a very different affair then from what it is now, and a 
visit to the various beauty spots of that blue inland sea was a long and, at 
times, an inconvenient undertaking. I visited the Mediterranean first thirty 
years ago, when a circuit of the shores meant a journey of months by land 
and sea.

There were many ways of “ doing”  the Mediterranean then, but all of 
them had their hitches, their delays, and their inconveniences. To-day— the 
facilities of oceanic travel have been so developed— one may go with a party 
on a chartered steamer and visit all the important places on the Mediterra
nean shore with the steamer as living quarters throughout the whole journey, 
both going and coming.

On such a trip we see, without waste of time or effort, the beautiful scenes 
and interesting historic spots that travelers of an earlier day saw only at a 
great expenditure of time, effort, and money.

Before the great sea is reached, we break the voyage at Madeira— a little 
island paradise. Even before we anchor, a swarm of tiny boats surrounds us, 
bearing expert swimmers from five years of age upward, all begging a silver 
coin, which they will dive for and catch as it sinks in the clear blue water. 
For a dollar one of them will dive from the top of the deck of an ocean liner, 
swim under the hull and come up on the other side to claim his reward. In 
doing this he descends thirty-five feet under water, and at that depth swims 
for one hundred feet under the bottom of the steamer!

One no sooner sets foot on the stone quay at Funchal than the quaintness
3



M A D E IR A  AN D  THE M EDITERRAN EAN

of the town and its 
people is in evidence. 
N ow here else in the 
world does one go sled
ding every day of the 
year— w ithout sn ow .
A  wickerwork body on 
wooden runners, with a 
canvas canopy and 
chintz side curtains, 
makes an ideal vehicle 
for this hilly little city. 
A  team of patient oxen 
is the motive power, 
and we ride in perfect 
comfort over the small 
shiny cobbles with  
which all the streets 
are solidly paved.

The “ chauffeurs”  
are strong-lunged— they must be to hold their jobs. Running mile after 
mile, uphill and down, goading the oxen with one hand and lubricating the 
runners with an oily rag carried in the other, is not an occupation for the 
weak-hearted. These drivers in their youth probably peddled pretty little 
b ou ton n ieres, 
as the young
sters do to-day, 
running along
side the sledges 
and casting the 
flowers in the 
l a p s  o f  t h e  
riders, hoping 
for a coin in ex
change. These 
little  urchins 
will chase you 
half a mile for 
a nickel; their 
dimpled smiles 
are finally irre
sistible.

T h e  m o s t

A  P O P U L A R  T H O R O U G H F A R E  I N  F U N C H A L  
Bordered by stately plane trees and lined with little shops, where the fine Madeira 
needlework, wickerwork,, and famous wines of the island are offered at tempting prices

D I V I N G  B O Y S  G R E E T  T H E  S T E A M E R  A T  M A D E IR A
These urchins learn to swim as soon as they can walk. Their feats of aquatic 
skill usually win rewards of silver coins thrown into the water by the crowd 

that lines the ship’s rail

V 4.



E X C I T I N G  I N C I D E N T  A  four-mile slide down the smoothly cobbled roadway from the top of the moun-
O P  A  V I S I T  T O   tain above Funchal, in a wicker basket on runners.  Every sharp turn brings to view

a new scene o f gorgeous beauty. The skilful steering of the attendants makes this 
M A D E I R A    thrilling journey a safe one, in spite of the breakneck speed on the steep stretches

exciting experience that Madeira offers is the four-mile “ slide”  down the 
mountainside. To get to the top of the mountain we take the rack-and-pinion 
railway. The grade is steep, and every few feet brings exclamations of 
delight. Our leisurely upward progress is marked by changing panoramas of 
exquisite beauty, for every variety of semi-tropical vegetation flourishes 
here on the warm southern slope. At the top there is an excellent restaurant, 
literally above the clouds—when there are clouds. Spread at our feet, 
beyond the flowered hillsides, is a hundred miles of sunny sea, stretching in 
the distance until the horizon imperceptibly merges with the blue sky.

Now begins the “ slide.”  We get in a basket-like affair on runners and start 
down a steep, winding, cobbled path; at times we crawl along on the side of 
a deep ravine, then at a brisk run between garden walls, all but concealed 
with bright-hued flowering vines. Overhanging the pathway are giant 
geraniums, huge poinsettias, and other flowering plants in gorgeous array.

The last half-mile of the slide is taken at breathless speed, and at the end 
one finds a warm reception from the shopkeepers, who offer the famed 
Madeira needlework for sale in great variety—and sell it to you at New 
York prices, unless you are a good bargainer.

The departure from Funchal is always regretful; one could well spend 
many weeks in this sunny land.

Standing with a group on the deck of. a steamer approaching Gibraltar, 
one invariably hears expressions of surprise at the first sight of the Rock.
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Nearly everyone has had in 
mind a huge cliff jutting boldly 
out of the-water at the very 
entrance to the straits. In
stead we see first the rocky 
steeps of the Moroccan coast 
with ancient Moorish watch 
towers crowning each pointed 
eminence; then the hilly coast 
of the Spanish mainland to the 
northward, and finally a low 
cape with a graceful white 
lighthouse. The point of land 
which is Gibraltar is least im
pressive from the straits, and 
it is not until we sail well up 
into the splendid curving Bay 
of Gibraltar that we realize 
the dominating strength and majesty of this greatest fortress in the world.

After Gibraltar is passed, a day’s journey along the African coast, with the 
rugged, snowy peaks of the Atlas range in the distance, brings us into the curv
ing bay about which is built Algiers. In this fascinating city the Moorish 
first begins to make its indelible impress Algiers has just about an even
mixture of ancient and modern. Cross a street a stone’s throw behind the

m agn i f  ice nt 
w a t e r- f r on t 
boulevard, and 
you step back 
ten centuries. 
Enter one o f 

t hese narrow, 
winding streets, 
w h i c h  must  
h a v e  been  
traced original
ly by a grazing 
goat. No vehi
cles are here— 
they couldn’t 
pass; a man on 
donkey back 
would block the 
whole street.

A N  A R A B  H O U SE , A L G IE R S  
The' fact that many of the gleaming white houses are embowered 
in luxuriant foliage gives rise to the Arab saying that Algiers is 

“ a diamond set in an emerald frame”

MADEIRA AND THE MEDITERRANEAN

P L A C E  D U  G O V E R N E M E N T , A L G IE R S  
The snow-white mosque on the right is laid out; in the form of a Greek cross. The Turkish' 
architect who incorporated the Christian emblem in this is Moslem mosque was put to death. 

Not far to the east is the place de la Pecherie, the site of the pirates'  slave market
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M A D E IR A  A N D  THE M ED ITE RRA N EA N

In summer, in these la t itu d e s , th e  
sun beats down unmercifully, and the 
close-walled streets furnish shade.

E very other doorw ay is a shop, 
and we wonder what value the lei
surely proprietor places on his time, 
and what his “ overhead”  amounts to. 
You could buy his entire stock for a 
dollar— a day’s transactions must 
amount to a pitifully small sum. 
Two-score over-ripe tangerines, a 
string of shriveled figs, and a hand
ful of black dates would be a typical 
inventory. In other cave-like shops 
a small assortment of tarnished 
brassware is displayed. N ext is a 
meat shop, with a carcass of mutton 
— from its appearance too “ high”  
for civilized tastes. Another hole- 
in-the-wall contains a bakeshop with 
a few loaves of coarse bread, a tray 
of seed-cakes, and perhaps some 
native confections, insipidly sweet. 
Interspersed with all these are the 

inevitable cafes, where nothing but the black, sirupy Turkish coffee is served. 
A  small charcoal stove, a brass coffee-pot, a few tiny cups, and plenty of 
b en ch  room  is a ll 
that is needed. T he 
A rab men dearly love 
to group themselves in 
and about these little 
coffee shops, sitting 
idly hour after hour.
Mohammed put a ta
boo on strong drink, 
and his command is 
strictly obeyed by his 
followers to this day ;a 
drunken Mohammed
an is indeed a rarity.

Up at the top of the 
hill is a market place 
where the articles of

Ewing Galloway, N. Y .

THE BLUE GROTTO OF CAPRI 
Its entrance is only three feet high; inside, the cave widens into a grotto forty 
feet high and two hundred feet long. Everything appears to be silver and 

blue, while the roof twinkles with sapphire lights

UP T H E  SID E OF M T. VESUVIUS
T h e  electric railway, w hich gees alm ost to  the top  o f 
the co n e , affords m any fine views o f  the B ay o f  Naples. 
On a spur o f  the m ountain , at an elevation  o f  2,200 
feet, is an observatory . From  this position , between 
tw o  gorges dow n which lava streams flow, geological 

observations have been carried on  safely
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M A D E IR A  A N D  TH E  M E D IT E R R A N E A N

trade are such as might be got from a public “ dump”  in America. An 
assortment o f rusty cans o f all sizes, old whisky bottles, a few odd gob
lets, some pewter spoons, conserve jars, odd bits of hardware—all neatlyjj 
arranged fo r  sale.

Another stall has miscellaneous pieces of furniture, more or less wrecked, 
sundry bits of cloth, suitable for patching, and some dog-eared books in 
various languages-—surely nothing goes to waste in Algiers.

Here, as in every part of the Near East, a five-gallon oil can is eagerly 
sought for— to be used instead of the picturesque water jar which has been 
indispensable in the Oriental home for many centuries.

Outside the native section, Algiers is up to the minute— with wide, well- 
paved streets, electric trams, rushing automobiles, and neatly kept shops. 
The suburbs are truly lovely, with their pretty villas set about on the hill
sides, always surrounded with bright flowers, luxuriant shrubbery, and 
stately palms. Wherever one turns, a colorful picture greets the eyes.

Usually on leaving 
Algiers we make our 
way to the northward 
toward the Riviera 
region. The second 
m o r n i n g ’s sunrise 
finds us awakening to 
see over the bows the 
steep southern slopes 
of the Maritime Alps. 
The Riviera coast is 
undoubtedly the most 
beautiful in the world. 
Strung along the rocky 
shore for miles are 
world-famous resorts, 
where in winter the 
bright sunshine de
lightfully tempers the 
cold winds and all 
outdoors offers irre
sistible delights.

Monte Carlo is the 
center of this world of 
gayety. The Casino 
will attract both the 
curious traveler and 
the inveterate gam-

W IN D IN G  ROAD TO AM ALFI
N o t  built for speed maniacs bu t replete with delightful pictures at every turn. 
I t  follows the. rugged coastlin e and is dotted with colorful villages clinging to  

the cliffs
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bier, but only the latter will very long remain indoors. A stack of chips 
soon disappears even with a carefully studied “system,”  and the steady 
stream of currency of all countries that flows through this somewhat gaudy 
and, of late years, shabby gambler’s resort is suffi cient to pay large salaries 
to the local officials, relieve the permanent inhabitants of taxes, support 
the nominal head of the principality, his coterie, and the brilliantly garbed 
“ army,”  and still pay a fair dividend to the stockholders of the Casino. And 
yet the tables have never been found other than “ straight.”  It is a perfectly 
conducted Temple of Mammon, where thousands pay their devotions—and 
dollars—every year in the fond hope of getting something for nothing.

This, however, is the only sordid spot in the sunny Riviera district. The 
sparkling gayety of the winter vacationists, the holiday spirit of the residents, 
the invigorating sports and games, the superb scenery along the Grand Cor- 
niche Road, the warm transparent blue of the sea, the matchless climate—all 
combine to drive away care.

Another short sail, within sight of the Italian coast, and we come to 
Naples. Taken as a whole, the bay, with all its surroundings, is a sight of 
much beauty; but, frankly, the city of Naples looks best at a distance. The 
streets, unevenly paved, are not designed for comfortable rapid transit. A 
major portion of the city seems to consist of tenements, teeming with life.

9



M A D E IR A  A N D  THE M ED ITERRAN EAN

However, when we get 
away from the crowded 
center of Naples we .find 
many imposing avenues, 
and when the higher por
tions of the city are 
reached we catch glimpses 
of the fascinating curve of 
beauty backed up by 
smoking Vesuvius.

Over on the road to 
Pompeii are the famous 
macaroni factories. If it 
isn’t rainy these places are 
nearly hidden behind the 
racks on which this staple 
article of food is hung 

to dry. The road is a busy one, and dusty, and much of the dust is absorbed 
in the drying process, imparting a delicate yellow-brown shade to the maca
roni ! After we had seen a not-too-clean old man kneading the mass of dough 
with his feet we were amazed at the gusto with which the Neapolitan in
hales—yes, audibly inhales—his heaping dish o f “ spaghetti au gratin.”  
Verily, in Naples each man must, in time, eat his “ peck of dust.”

The real beauty of Naples, however, is not in Naples itself. The bold, 
rugged cliffs that form the southern tip of the crescent of beauty called the 
Bay of Naples shelter two towns of rare charm"—Sorrento and Amalfi—and 
broken off from the peninsula, and but a short distance westward, is the rocky 
isle of Capri.

Swift, comfortable steamers cross from Naples to Sorrento in a couple of 
hours. Before the vessel loses headway the gangway is encircled with a score 
of rowboats, , each one painted in bright colors and bearing the standard of 
some one of the hotels perched on' the edge of the overhanging precipice a 
hundred feet above. Hotel “ runners”  garbed like major generals clamor for 
your patronage. Entering a rocky:tunnel at the landing you are escorted to 
an elevator, which with jerky deliberation lifts you to the charming court
yard of the hotel.

Sorrento faces northward, and in summer is partially sheltered by the 
neighboring heights from the direct rays of the sun. At that season it is a 
flowery paradise. During the winter months, however, the southern slope is 
eagerly sought. ‘ The backbone, of the peninsula is quickly crossed in a 
swift automobile, and a ten- or twelve-mile drive leads to Amalfi. And such 
a drivel The steering wheel is in constant motion, swinging around sharp 
curves and jutting crags, over deep ravines and through dark tunnels. The

10



M ADEIRA A N D  THE M ED ITE RRAN EAN

road is a marvel of construction, carved almost in its entirety from the solid 
rock, at an average of three hundred to four hundred feet above the w arm  
blue sea. A t the end of this drive one is fairly' dizzy from the rapid and con
tinuous turns, but there still remains the physical ordeal o f clim bing the  
steep pathway to the old Capuchin M onastery (now a hotel), up a hundred 
and forty-odd steps. If your heart or legs are weak, there is a chair m anned  
by a couple of husky Italians, who will carry you to the hotel doorway. 
However you get there, the reward for your efforts is one of the w orld’s 
famous vistas, for it seems as if the monastery was planned to occupy the  
strategic position for beauty of location in this fascinating little fishing vil
lage. T h e cells of the monks have been converted into bedrooms, each with  
its individual balcony, where one m ay enjoy in complete privacy an out
spread panorama that rivals the best to be found anywhere.

Capri, “ isle of sirens,”  is beyond the ability of ordinary persons to  de
scribe. It is quickly apparent to the visitor why Rom an emperors, with the 
whole known world to choose from, selected this as their favorite abode and 
place of recreation. Here is complete seclusion, a superb climate, and a 
diversity of glorious views— a satisfying combination that should spell con
tentm ent to  anyone.

Everyone visits one or more of the famous grottoes— the Blue G rotto is the 
favorite, and everyone with a camera or a canvas brings away a picture of the

11



THE MENTOR

white-bearded “ fisherman”  who haunts the little town at the landing, and 
who has probably not cast a net or a line for many, many years, owing to the 
demands of tourists for “ poses,”  requests which are graciously granted for a 
small consideration.

The introduction to the rugged beauty of Greece, as we thread our way 
through the archipelago, lends Conviction to our preconceived idea that here 
indeed was a land of inspiration for the immortal poets. The mind react
ing to, scenes in and about Athens finds expression chiefly in superlatives. 
Everything is extraordinary! Amazing! Wonderful! The temples and other 
public structures of the ancient city were so solidly built that they have re
sisted well the ravages of time and the thoughtless destruction of man, and 
they are to-day tremendously imposing in their perfection even as ruins.

For some reason the ancient town was not overbuilt and absorbed in more 
recent construction, as Rome has been. The Greeks not only attained great 
delicacy and refinement in their smaller temples, but they carried it into their 
ponderous structures of immense proportion, such as the Temple of Zeus. It 
is only when one stands close by the columns that supported the roof of 
this temple (and there were once one hundred and twenty of these columns) 
that he can appreciate the gigantic scale on which the Greeks constructed 
their greatest shrines.

One of the oddest sights in Athens is a parade of the Royal Guard. The

TERRACE OF  
SHEPHEARD’S HOTEL, 
CAIRO  

Visitors to this cosmopolitan city like to sit here in the warmth of the Egyptian sun 
and watch the passing crowds. One can see representatives of every race in the 
endless procession past this door. Hindu magicians, snake charmers, animal trainers, 
sword swallowers, fortune tellers, and fakirs furnish diversion at all hours of the day

12
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S T R E E T  I N  T H E  The streets of Cairo In the outskirts of the city are comparatively quiet and orderly.
N A T I V E  Q U A R T E R  About every coffee house are gathered groups of men who sit for hours tipping black,
O F  C A I R O   sirupy Turkish coffee, converting in hushed voices. The enigmatic expression of their

faces adds a certain sir of mystery to the setting

costume worn by these men makes for anything but a military aspect. It 
consists of a small skull-cap with a long, heavy tassel, a bright red waistcoat 
with an abundance of shining braid, a flounced white skirt, coming just above 
the knees, long white stockings, and Turkish slippers with sharp, upturned 
toes and large, fluffy pompons. A company of these guards marching briskly 
along is well worth seeing.

Athens is the cleanest and best maintained city in the Near East. Marble 
from Mount Pentelicus, a few miles distant, is plentifully used in building, 
and the view of the city from the Belvedere of the Acropolis is one of rare 
beauty. The modem public buildings of Athens are in keeping with the 
character and refinement that marks the Parthenon and other noble temples 
of the Greek capital.

The troublous Dardanelles region and the great Moslem metropolis of 
Constantinople are one of the most fascinating districts of the Levant. The 
numberless bizarre and colorful streets and shops, the multitude of pictur
esque characters, and the oddities of Byzantine architecture are most alluring, 
and so are the many varied scenes on the shores of the “ Sweet Waters of 
Europe”  and the Golden Horn.

Palestine, the Holy Land, rises next in our thoughts as we skirt the 
coast of Asia Minor, past ill-fated Smyrna, Rhodes, Cyprus, and finally head 
in toward the noble range of Lebanon.

Up until the time of the Great War, Jaffa, notorious as one of the worst of
13
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th e w orld ’s p orts, w as 
the g a te w a y  to  P a le s
tine. B u t to -d a y , b en e
fitin g b y  th e  n e tw o rk  
o f  s p le n d i d  w id e -  
g a u g e  r a ilw a y s  co n 
stru cted  b y  th e  B ritish  
m ilitary  forces, H aifa  
has becom e th e  port 
o f en try . T h e  cres
c e n t- s h a p e d  B a y  o f 
A cre  furnishes the only 
shelter to  shipping to 
be found for a hundred 
m iles along this coast.

T h o se  w ho w ish  to  see P a l
estine as it  has been for m a n y  
cen turies should n ot long de
la y  th eir v is it. W ith  fine 
h igh w ays and m odern rail
w a y s, tra v e l and tran sp orta
tion  b y  d on key, horse, and 
cam el is rap id ly  dim inishing, 
and th e  n ecessity  to  do a 
th in g  to -d a y  in stead  o f th e 
in e v ita b le  “ to-m orrow ”  is in
fusin g new  life  in to  races 
heretofore d elib erate  in the 
extrem e.

T h e  arable land, w h a t 
th ere is o f it, is am azin gly  
fertile ; b y  m erely  scratch in g 
th e  surface w ith  th e  poin ted  
stick  o f a n a tiv e  p low  th e 
in h ab itan ts h ave  been able 
to  eke o u t a m eager portion  
o f food from  th e land. B u t  
th e  p revalen ce of stones, large 
and sm all, in a great p a rt o f 
th e  country would discourage 
even a Verm ont farm er in a 
very short time.
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Outside a score of the best 
known villages, the settle
ments are groups of tiny mud 
huts, each one about the size 
of a large dry-goods case. It  
seems as if a good midsum
m er th u n d ersto rm  w ould  
wash them away to the 
ground; but they stand, and 
the faces of the dwellers re
flect their cheerless and 
usually filthy surroundings.
Smiles are never seen in these 
villages, except on the faces 
of the younger children.

B ut from every hill-top an 
unexpectedly pleasing scene 
is spread at our feet. This is 
essentially a pastoral country, 
and peace seems to overhang 
it as from an ancient blessing.

In the north, Nazareth,
Tiberias, and the Lake of 
Galilee hold the greatest in
terest. T h e tortuous Jordan 
leads us southward to the 
region  o f Jeru salem  and  
Bethlehem, and to a great 
many other places associated with important events in Biblical history.

A  day’s journey by the new desert railway to Cairo, or by our steamer 
to Alexandria, and we are in Egypt. What magic there is in that word! A  
marvel to Herodotus twenty centuries ago, it is still the land of fascination 
and mystery, and will remain so for countless generations to come.

E gyp t is the grand climax of every Mediterranean voyage, with its glori
ous winter climate, its gigantic ruins left by a race of Titans, the colorful 
throngs in the streets, the Indian magicians with their wonders of black art, 
the uncanny performances of snake charmers, the weird native funeral pro
cessions with the advance guard of shrieking hired mourners, the queer 
processions of pilgrims setting out or returning from the holy Moslem 
shrine, Mecca. Cairo is truly the crossroads of the world.

Everywhere about us we find beggars, great numbers of them; beggars 
who b y  long years of experience have become skilled in their profession, 
beggars for the reason that they have nothing else to do, beggars trained to
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prey on the gullibility o f for
eign sight-seers. T he British 
Government used to  appeal 
to tourists not to  give so law- 
ishly to these beggars, because 
they collected sufficient in 
the tw o or three months of 
thè “ season”  to keep them in 
good financial shape for the 
whole year, and the people 
were form ing the habit' of 
i ndolence.

They say the children in 
Levantine la n d s  are born 
with outstretched hands. This 
seems credible after a few 
days in this part of the 
world. The children seem to 
lisp “ bakshish”  (money) as 
soon as their lips can form 
the simplest word. The 
slightest service, even an im

aginary one, brings with, it a demand for alms.
Get astride one of those diminutive donkeys for a little journey around the 

pyramids. Your donkey boy trots alongside praising his own ability as a 
driver and extolling his manly virtues. Mixed in the jabber is subtle flattery 
of his “ fare.”  If you are solemn and dignified, your donkey’s name is “ Moses.”  
If your aspect suggests a gpnial nature, your beast is “ Brandy and Soda;”  
if the boy takes you for a statesman, the hundred-odd pounds of animal is 
“ Teddy Roosevelt”  or “ Woodrow Wilson.”  But in these latter days you occa
sionally find a particularly agile donkey dressed up with a string of beads and 
dew-dabs hanging abou t his neck, with his coat of short hair trimmed in a pat
tern suggestive of an Oriental blanket. As he patters along with his ornaments 
jingling and his short, stiff legs pounding on the firm sand, your boy smilingly 
remarks, “ This one, Henry Ford.”  If you close your eyes, the illusion is 
complete.

Much might be said of points off the main highways along the Mediter
ranean—places that are easy of access if time allows. A detour can be ar
ranged into Spain and the hospitable little country of Portugal, or a visit 
made to Tangier and Fez in-Morocco. The auto-caravan trip in Algeria and 
Tunisia over fine new roads is recommended. There are many beautiful spots 
along the Dalmatian eoast of the Adriatic Sea, the Peloponnesian peninsula, 
the AEgean islands, and Sicily.

16



P IC T U R E S Q U E  SC E N E S
O N  T H E

M E D I T E R R A N E A N  S H O R E S

S T R E E T  S C E N E  IN  O L D  A LG IER S

There are two Algierses— the modern French town built by the water, and the ancient Arab 
city clinging to the steep hill. The old town furnishes most of the fascination for travelers. 
The streets are winding, steep, and narrow—some barely wide enough to pass through. The 
houses are whitewashed stone, bare and uninviting from the streets. The overhanging 
balconies are supported by small timbers, and give the impression that each house leans

upon its neighbor for support



THE PICO FORT AT FUNCHAL

Dating from the earliest years of Madeira, il now entirely obsolete and serves only for a support for a score of vineyards and 
trellised gardens. In the fort are some musty dungeons and the crumbling quarters of the former garrison
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AN UNUSUAL SCENE IN GIBRALTAR
Gibraltar's streets, with one or two exceptions, are blind alleys. Even Main Street is too narrow to permit any vehicles but the 
curious two-seated surrey drawn by a miniature horse. The city dines to the lower edge of the rock, and, although activity 
centers in the powerful garrisons, the street life comprises all races. The free port has attracted merchants with varied wares

from ail comers of the world
10
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Photo by Elmandorf Ewing Galloway. N. Y.
TYPICAL STREET IN GENOA

Genoa has a particular appeal for Americans because of its associations with Columbus. In his will, Columbus mentioned 
Genoa as his birthplace. Because of the city's magnificent situation it is surnamed “ La Superba.”  It has been a landing port

since the Middle Ages

21



UNCOVERED AFTER SEVENTEEN CENTURIES
Pompeii today is about one half uncovered. Excavation proceeds slowly, due to limited funds. During the eruption, the city 
was overlaid with ashes to a depth of twelve feet or more, preserving the lower stories in splendid condition. The stucco wails 
in some of the more pretentious houses bear paintings that give valuable data about life in Roman days. The stone face 
of the drinking fountain, from which poured a stream of water, is barely recognizable; the thousands of faces pressed

against it have worn away the features
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Photo by Elmondorf   _____ O  Ewing Galloway. N. Y.
PUBLIC FOUNTAIN, CAPRI

The center of civic activity. Thousands of inhabitants of the quaint old town on the western coast of Italy come daily to this
fountain for water and the exchange of local gossip
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MAJESTIC COLUMNS OF THE TEMPLE OF ZEUS, ATHENS

Hadrian completed this temple to the great god Zeus about 129 A.D. It was the third largest of any Greek shrine. The 
columns, of which there were originally one hundred and four, are fifty-six feet in height and five feet in diameter

24



INTERIOR, TEMPLE OF DENERAH, EGYPT

The exquisite tracery of the picture-stories of ancient Egypt route the admiration of traveler!. These carvings have 
retained their original delicacy, due to the mild, dry climate, and in some cases the original coloring is still evident
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A HOUSE IN CAPRI

The Island of Capri was the favorite resort of the Emperors Augustus and Tiberius, who lived there in the greatest luxury. 
Capri, the port, has about three thousand inhabitants, mostly fishermen and vine dressers
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MARY’S WELL IN NAZARETH
Here the housewives gather for their daily supply of water. The well has been the source of clear cold water for many hundreds 
of years, and even in the time of Christ it served as a gathering place for the women of that time— hence its name. The 
artistic earthen water jars are being displaced by the ugly but more practical five-gallon cans used by the oil companies as 

containers for gasoline, which when emptied are eagerly sought for the family reservoir

THE DAMASCUS GATE, JERUSALEM
Most important of Jerusalem’s many portals, excepting the Jaffa Gate, which is the one mainly used by tourists. The gate 
opens to the north, and is the main thoroughfare for the natives coming from the cities and villages of Judea, Samaria, and 

Galilee. The antiquated aspect reminds one that it dates from the fourth century
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TH E GARDEN OF GETHSEMANE

Just under the shadow of the east wall of Jerusalem is a carefully k e p t  plot which surrounds a few olive trees so ancient that 
they seem to groan under the weight of the years they have survived. Their trunks are gnarled and twisted as if they too had 
borne the agony of the Lord who suffered there. Life still remains in the smaller branches, and under the careful ministrations 

of a few monks who have the garden in their charge it is indeed a grateful sight in a land so nigged and barren
29



DAVID STREET IN JERUSALEM
The Broadway of Jerusalem. No vehicle* gain access within the walls except for a short distance at Jaffa Gate. At sunset all 
shops are closed, and few people venture out after dark, for the streets are unlighted. David Street runs eastward from Jaffa 
Gate to the temple, and is the boundary line of the four sections of the old city—the Armenian, Jewish, Christian, and Moham

medan quarters
80



TH E BAZAARS OF CAIRO

The strata in the native section of Cairo have been imitated in the tide shows of carnivals and expositions In every civilized 
land, but all these attempts lack the "atmosphere"  of the real thing. The Arab spends his waking hours almost entirely out 

of doors, and the streets are Ailed with surging crowds, and threading through them are every sort of wheeled vehicle
31



A DESERT “ DANDY”

A  superb example of Arab strength and grace. The beaded ornaments and the potent " charms”  are necessary adjuncts to his 
costume. Yards and yards of linen, wound in complicated fashion, form the headdress and robe
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MT. VESUVIUS  
T H E  W O R L D ’S M O S T   

F A M O U S  V O L C A N O  

Vesuvius dominates from every vista, by  
day and by night, from Naples or Capri, from 
Pompeii or Sorrento. Indulge at leisure, if 
you can, the glow of awe and wonder that 
comes at first sight of this dramatic pile. 
Consult your mental reserve of geography, 
history, and Bulwer Lytton, and then give 
yourself up to the luxury of just feeling 
Vesuvius. This may be done while you lunch 
in the shadow of the old fort, with the bright- 
colored sailboats and beflagged launches 
crowding the inlet between the coast and the 
island. Naples is green and majestic, the 
bay sparkles. Ten miles away, on the plain 
of Campania, Vesuvius stands guard— or 
challenger— with its eternal flag of smoke 
flying aloft, 4,200 feet above the sea. Those 
are truly brave villagers that have dared to 
build homes and plant grape arbors on its 
very breast.

Play around the mountain, get the per
spective of its twin peaks from all vantages, 
see it by sun, rain, and moonlight, and then 
go near. There are two irresistible view
points: one from Sorrento, the other from 
the ruins of Pompeii. Standing in the ruins

of the Pompeian Forum, you will realize not 
so much the vine-clad Vesuvius of the pres
ent as the fire-belching destroyer of eigh
teen and a half centuries ago.

The finest and deepest impression of 
Vesuvius is to come. The funicular road 
up the volcano passes the grape orchards, 
the piles of stone, slag, and lava indicative 
of the several periods of eruption. Govern
ment guides conduct you carefully over the 
rim of ashes to the vantage point for a view 
of the crater and the cone. And then— the 
moment of a lifetime! In the huge abyss the 
vapor clears and from the cone a crimson 
stream leaps and falls, and flows into the 
waiting bed of cold green mineral. That  
sinuous, brilliant fire against a background 
of desolation— a thing startingly alive in a 
region of death-flare, a menace, a blood-red 
scourge— and all else gray smoke, brown 
rock, dun-colored ashes! Strangely, you have 
no fear. You go nearer and nearer. The old 
guide supports you on the steaming pile in
side the crater; but for him you would forget 
danger and be lured still farther to the rim 
of the roaring furnace.

A t the sunset hour the descent is made to 
the pine-fringed city on the shore of the Bay  
of Naples. You have been face to face with 
Vesuvius, felt its hot breath, looked on its 
living furnace. It is an experience you can 
never forget. Della Mohr.
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SICILIAN * 
SILHOUETTES
BY SAMUEL R. STERN

Long before maps were made or geog
raphies written, the triangular wedge of land 
inhabited at the beginning of civilization by a 
tribe called Siculi undoubtedly divided the 
Mediterranean Sea in half. It is also likely 
that the island was formerly attached to the 
toe of Italy’s boot, from which it is now 
separated by the Straits of Messina. Sicily 
is the largest island of the Mediterranean. 
At the narrowest point, between Seylla on 
the Italian shore and Charybdis. on the 
island, the currents and tides are so treacher
ous as to justify the portent of the phrase 
“ between Seylla and Charybdis,”  meaning 
between two dread alternatives. The Straits 
of Messina are from two to twelve miles 
wide, and about twenty miles long.

There are several convenient ways of 
crossing from Italy to Sicily. The trip of 
170 miles from Naples to Palermo, on the 
northwest coast, is made daily in fairly goodr 
sized vessels. One can also go from Rome 
or Naples to Messina by a train that is trans
ported across the straits by ferry. The island 
has a population of about three and a half 
million people. A great majority of the peo
ple are engaged in growing fruit, nuts, and 
olives. Sicily is also the chief source of the 
world’s supply of sulphur, and her fisheries 
give employment to thousands of persona.

All Sicilian towns were apparently laid 
out on the same plan. No matter where 
you go, in the valley or on the mountain top,

you see people huddled together in small 
narrow houses built only a few feet apart, 
and often resting on arches that shade, the 
streets below. Some streets are too narrow 
to admit of a vehicle’s entering. Goats are 
everywhere—in the homes, streets, roads, 
and fields, and even climbing the olive trees. 
Cows and horses are seldom seen. The 
jackass is the only carrier of man and mer
chandise on land. The arched ways keep 
out the heat in summer and provide shade, 
and they also minimize the effect of the 
sirocco, a hot wind that comes from the 
Sahara Desert and creates great havoc. - It 
tears doors from hinges and windows from 
their casements, and the dust that follows 
in its wake penetrates to the innermost 
chambers of the-houses and stores.

Taormina, a popular winter resort in the 
Province of Messina, is reached from the 
coast by a remarkable motor road. Hairpin 
turns wind on a constant up-grade for 
hundreds of feet. A splendid panorama, 
gradually unfolding, shows the Ionian Sea 
below and Mt. Etna high above. Etna, 
situated near the east shore, is the loftiest 
point on the island, its elevation being 
nearly 11,000 feet above sea level. Alexan
der Dumas, writing of Taormina, described 
the prospect in the evening “ when the sun is 
setting behind Etna and the shadow of the 
great mountain is Cast upon the Calabrian 
hills, the forest and uplands glowing with 
purples melting into blues, and violets into 
reds.”  Nearly everything in this old-world 
town of 5,000 souls dates from a period before 
the Christian era. The hotel, majestically 
placed on a soaring peak, was built centuries 
ago as a castle for a medieval knight. In
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and about beautiful Taorm ina artists are at 
work, sketching the architecture and decora- 
tions o f  old  churches, towers, and buildings, 
and m aking pictures o f  the workers in the 
orange and lemon groves.

There is an open-air theater on ly  a short 
distance from the town that was erected over 
two thousand years ago when the Greeks 
were in possession o f the island. Local con
certs are often  held in this m am m oth amphi
theater.

It must have taken a deal o f  time, pa
tience, and labor to  construct towns like 
these on heights far above the sea. Y et all 
over Sicily you find them. T h e  principal rea
son for building them so was that the diffi
cu lty  o f their approach discouraged attack. 
If enemies did dare the trail they could be 
seen advancing and a better defense could be 
prepared.

Palerm o, called “ the happy,”  has an im
posing position on  the shore. W ithin its 
walls is a private chapel with mosaics o f 
matchless beauty portraying the creation 
and developm ent o f  man and the life o f  
Christ and the Apostles. Palerm o has four 
hundred thousand inhabitants.

Sicily is unfortunate in the fact that one 
sixth o f  the island is ow ned by  less than tw o

hundred people. O nly about ten per cent 
of the inhabitants live in the open country. 
Sicilians seem to prefer the cities, and often 
willingly travel m any miles to and from their 
work in the fields, forests, mines, or orchards. 
There is an entire absence of the cottage life 
found in other parts of Europe.

T h e better class of Sicilians are fine-look
ing. T h e women have handsome eyes, and 
the men are well groomed. T h e m ajority of 
the people are extremely poor, but their 
appearance and occupations are invariably 
picturesque. Gossipy old women sit in door
ways weaving their yarns. Younger ones 
go to the com m unity fountain balancing 
expertly their well-filled jugs, or carrying 
fuel upon their heads from the mountains 
to the villages below. T h e children are 
much overworked; extreme youth seems to 
be no impediment to heavy physical labor. 
M a n y young girls are employed making lace 
and embroidery.

T h e  roads of Sicily are for the most 
part very bad, and lend themselves to travel 
b y cart much better than b y automobile. 
B ut the island is so attractive that sooner 
or later tourists will compel a good roads 
movement, and then it will indeed be a 
motorists’ paradise.
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D R A M A T IC   
M O M E N T  IN   
H IS T O R Y   

T H E  O P E N IN G  O F  T U T A N K H A M E N ’S T O M B
 D e sc rib e d  fo r  T h e  M e n to r  b y  A r th u r  W e ig a ll

It was a dramatic moment in history, 
that hour in early afternoon on February 
16, 1923, when Lord Carnarvon passed
through the door of the death chamber of 
Tutankhamen, the very location of which 
had been forgotten before the first Rameses 
came to the throne. That moment has been 
described for The Mentor by Mr. Weigall, 
who was for many years Inspector-General 
of Antiquities in Egypt.

“ The uppermost feeling was of pity,”  he 
said. “ It touched all of us who were there. 
There was something of a sense of the tragic 
in it: compassion for this Pharaoh who was 
being awakened. Once so powerful, now he 
seemed like a man washed up on a strange 
beach, a man stranded in the ages, one left 
behind by time, with all his people gone. 
He had lain so long in his dark room; and 
now he was being brought from his own 
world into a world of cameras and moving 
pictures, X-rays and electric lights. There 
was not a soul there who did not feel a 
tremendous tension. We had come to the 
last of the great kings’ tombs, and probably 
the most complete. For more than a hundred 
years men had been seeking it.

“ The scene was like the setting of a 
drama, but it was intensely real: In the 
distance, the city of the dead, all gaunt 
and glaring; about us, the barren Libyan 
hills, with not even a palm in sight, and 
the hot narrow valley— Biban-el-maluk, ‘the 
doorways of kings,’ which they chose for 
their secret resting places so they might 
lie forever unmolested by marauders. And 
in the tomb itself, buried in the rock, the 
two K a  statues of Tutankhamen himself, 
each with the royal mace, on guard beside 
the sealed door in the outer chamber, with 
its treasures about them.

“ It is no doubt nonsense to talk of super
stitions. Yet even Lord Carnarvon was 
nervous. He was a sick man when he 
went to Luxor, and he was under a tre
mendous strain. This was the moment 
which would show if years of work had 
been wasted or would give up the biggest 
find. When the moment to enter came at 
last, after the way had been cleared, he was

A R T H U R  W E IG A L L  IN  H IS  S T U D IO
Preparing a cast of Tutankhamen for exhibition in 
Great Britain. As scientist, artist, and author, Weigall 
has for twenty years been discovering and describing 
Egyptian antiquities. He began his career as assistant 
to Professor Flinders Petrie, and later conducted ex
cavations at Thebes and Sakkara, and in other archaeo
logical fields. Mr. Weigall is the one standing on the box

laughing and joking nervously. His voice 
was that of a man strung up. He gave the 
word in some such phrase as, ‘ Well, come 
on, boys.’

“ Six weeks later, on the day of Carnarvon’s 
death, a colleague asked me, ‘Do you remem
ber what you said to me when he went in?’
I had forgotten. ‘What you said,’ my friend 
told me, ‘was this: “ If he goes in there in 
that spirit, I give him six weeks to live.’”

“ As the party filed down the stone steps 
of the tomb, I could not help thinking of 
Aladdin and the Forty Thieves. The en
trance was a spot of black in the brilliance 
of the desert. The heat shimmered on the 
barren earth and the biscuit-colored rocks. 
The dead-white road glared where it wound 
for miles through the necropolis. To one 
side a few police huddled in a tent; on the 
hill, thirty feet above the tomb, a watchman 
cooked his dinner at an open fire.

“ There came a tapping: Howard Carter’s 
chisel on the limestone blocks at the top 
of the sealed door leading to the third of 
the four rooms cut in the rock. Bit by 
bit the stone work came loose and workmen 
carried it out. The sharp tapping kept on, 
steadily. There was no other sound. The

*Note: The king’ s name is made up of three words, Tut-ankh-Amen, meaning “ In the Living Image of God.”
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tapping continued. It was like awakening 
at Resurrection. We had a curious feeling 
that the man inside was awake now, that 
he had heard and was straining to know 
what had come to him. The sealed doorway 
was swung free. At that moment a hawk—  
the royal bird of the Pharaohs—came soaring 
over the burial plain from Luxor; it hovered 
a moment directly over the tomb and flew 
straight into the west. This sounds like 
nonsense. None the less, it happened.

“ The seal covering the inner entrance 
was shifted aside. Two great eyes stared 
out through the opening: the magical eyes 
of the dead, painted on a panel of wood 
and left on watch.

“ The inner chamber, containing the cata
falque, is perhaps twenty-five feet by twelve, 
and ten feet high; its floor is three feet 
lower than that of the outer room. Carter 
and Carnarvon dropped down, carrying an 
electric torch. They found what appeared 
to be the first royal tomb intact. There 
is but ten inches between the catafalque 
and the wall; they squeezed around a corner, 
and on the front or the big wooden struc
ture found two doors, bolted and bearing 
the seals put there by priests after robbers 
had once entered the tomb.

“ When Carnarvon came out at last, his 
face was dead white. The doors creaked 
open as Carter shot the bronze bolt; within

the catafalque he and Carnarvon found a 
space of two feet, and then a second great 
box, shrouded with a pall of linen covered 
with gold sequins. Skill was needed to 
erect these tabernacles, which all but fill the 
chamber they occupy.

“ Robbers had entered the central chamber 
of Tutankhamen’s tomb, but the cata
falque, resealed by the priests, appeared 
not to have been entered. A vase or two 
lay about, and outside the doorway, which 
priests also sealed, a bit of linen drapery had 
been thrown over one of the Ka statues 
of the king: the desecrators could not stand 
the watchfulness of the figure. Often in 
such cases the thieves gouged out the eyes 
of the statues. The robbers that entered 
the tomb of Tutankhamen made their 
attempt before 1150 B. C. The burial place 
was already old: Tutankhamen ruled from 
1358 to 1351 B. C., and by 1150 the en
trance to his tomb was covered by a natural 
accretion of earth and by rubbish from 
the tomb of Rameses VI, in the hillside 
above.

Terror drove out the Egyptian thieves 
who so long ago dared the king’ s wrath, and 
something of that terror laid its spell on 
the exploring men of to-day, who came not 
to despoil but to preserve the name and 
story of a king whom some believe to have 
been the Pharaoh of the Exodus.
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ST E P P IN G  B A C K  
4 ,000  Y E A R S   
B Y  ALFRED HEINICKE

The disposition of the objects found in the 
tomb of Tutankhamen is an active source 
of speculation. Some will go to the British 
Museum, but the finest specimens will re
main in Egypt. The National Museum at 
Cairo is now undergoing a house-cleaning to 
make room for the Tutankhamen effects.

So many antiques o f historic importance 
w ere rem oved  from  
Egypt in the past, that 
the Egyptian Govern- 
ment created a Depart
ment of Government 
Excavations, and ruled 
that only after officials 
had chosen half of the 
rarest specimens un
earthed by European ex
peditions could the re
mainder be transported 
from the country.

Ever since a member of 
Napoleon’s military ex
pedition to the Nile found 
the Rosetta Stone, key to 
Egyptian hieroglyphics, 
the French have been ac
tive Egyptologists. In the 
middle of the last century 
Auguste Mariette, an as
sistant in the Louvre at Paris, went to Egypt 
to undertake archaeological excavations under 
the auspices of the French Government. He 
demonstrated such an ardent spirit and be
came such an admirer of Egypt that he was

T H E  IN S P IR A T IO N  OF A  M O D E R N  
F A S H IO N

appointed the first Director of Government 
Excavations.

With the aid of the Egyptian and French 
Governments, Mariette founded in 1858 the 
National Museum. He died in 1881, and a few 
years later plans were drawn up for a modern 
museum building in Cairo. At the entrance' 
is Mariette’s tomb, a sarcophagus unearthed 
in the Nile Valley. Sir Gaston Maspero, the 
noted French Egyptologist and author, be
came the second director of the museum.

The building, constructed at a cost of five 
million francs, was completed in 1902. In its 
stately halls have been assembled the rarest 

treasures taken from an
cient Egyptian tombs and 
S to re h o u se s . In the 
Gallery of Honor are 
m a n y  b e a u t i f u l l y  
carved granite basalt sar
cophagi. Here also are 
boats in which the ancient 
Egyptians carried their 
dead for burial in the 
pyramids. These boats 
were found imbedded in 
the loose desert sand-near 
the northern pyramids of 
Dalishur. Their discovery 
leads to the conclusion 
that the royal burial 
grounds could be reached 
only by boats in times 
of high water.

A heroic group on the 
stairway represents King 

Amenthosis III and his wife Tiji, with their 
three children. This splendid work of art 
was found in the years 1906—1908 and was 
brought to the museum in sections. Some 
missing pieces were cleverly reproduced;
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luckily, the heads were found intact in the 
excavations.

The Cow of Detr el Bahri and her chapel 
are particularly interesting to visitors. The 
sacred cow is called the finest piece of ani
mal sculpture ever taken from Egyptian soil.

Articles from the 
graves of the Theban 
Lings are found on 
the upper floor of the 
museum. Toilet req
uisites, musical in
struments, goldware, 
dresses,  tan and  
mirror handles, sug
gest a luxurious age.
The curators have 
sortedsmall sphinxes, 
s ta t u e tte s ,  axes,  
chisels, wooden tor
toises (used for pin
cushions), shoes and 
sandals, boxes for 
cosmetics used by 
the women of those 
days, and children's 
toys. In the Gallery 
of Gems are displayed 
the jewels of royal 
ladies of  E g y p t —  
necklaces, bracelets, amulets, and clasps of 
amazing workmanship.

The tomb of Queen Teja of the first dy
nasty yielded four bracelets of great beauty 
and value. The story of their discovery 
leads into the byways of romance. Centuries 
ago the queen’s tomb was pillaged and her 
mummy broken into small pieces. One of 
her forearms was secreted by a robber in 
a hole in the wall of the tomb. Here it re
mained forgotten. Finally the tomb was 
converted into a shrine; for more than a 
thousand years none of the pilgrims con

tinued to worship at the shrine, and no one 
discovered the hidden arm and the bracelets. 
The Copts destroyed the shrine, and later, 
when a foreign mission carried away the 
contents of the tomb, the arm still remained 
undisturbed. Finally it was discovered by  

 a workman who had 
put his dole of bread 
in the opening of the 
wall. When the band
ages were removed, 
Queen Teja's brace
lets clattered to the 
ground. They repre
sent the very earliest 
examples of jewelry 
known, dating back 
nearly 5,000 years 
before Christ.

Mummy hunting 
flourished for many  
y e a r s  in E g y p t .  
Hundreds were sold 
out of the country, 
u n t i l  f i n a l l y  t h e  
Government put a 
stop to this ghoulish 
trade. In room after 
room of the museum 
are ranged the coffins 

of dead monarchs and their royal house
holds. The arms of all mummies are 
folded over the chest. There were several 
different processes of mummy making. M ost 
of the bodies in the museum have been pre
served by means of spiced gums, or pitch, 
or carbonate of soda.

A  never-failing object of pilgrimage is the 
casket of Rameses, who built Thebes and 
Karnak and laid a heavy hand on the Israel
ites. Another tomb that always attracts 
attention is that of a princess mummy with 
a tiny baby.
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The  k a .    
M an’s Double in Ancient Egypt 

B Y  L O R IN D A  M . B R Y A N T

 T he Egyptians believed that every man, 
king, and god was born with a double person
ality. T h ey  were taught that a second self, 
or “ K a,”  was created 
with him, and that this 
K a represented him in 
the spirit world, through
out his life. W hen death 
came, the K a was free to 
wander at will. I f food 
and drink were not fur
nished for the K a, then 
it would wander about in 
search o f it. This to the 
Egyptian was unthink
able. Food must be fur
nished, and also an abid
ing place.

A  portrait-statue o f 
the deceased was always 
made so that the K a 
might recognize the home 
prepared for it. The Ka 
animated the statue and 
received  the m ortuary 
offerings. An invariable 
characteristic o f a Ka 
was its dignity. The 
effigy o f a prince must 
have a princely bearing, 
and one o f a professional 
person must have a pose 
indicative o f his calling.

A fter the statue o f the 
K a was made it was put 
in the Ka chapel, called 
the “ Serdad.”  This was 
an inner room of the 
mastaba, or tom b, o f the 
deceased. It was be
lieved that the carved 
image possessed intelli
gence, and that when it 
lived in its new home, the 
K a chapel, it could enjoy 
the odor o f the delicious 
o ffe r in g s  b rou gh t b y  
“ the priests o f the K a.”
The food was placed on a 
low table in front of the false door of the tomb 
where the Ka could easily regale itself. 
These tables— really a kind of doorstep to 
the false door— were made of marble, ala
baster, or granite, and were elaborately

In the Cairo Museum

T H E  V ILLAG E CH IEF
A Ka statue carved thousands of years ago, 
and accounted the finest known example of 
ancient Egyptian sculptural art. The face 
and figure are of wood;  the eyes are of 
quartz and rock crystal, with eyelids of 

bronze

carved with pictures of foods and 
drinks— cakes, bread, geese, beef, 
fruits, vegetables— and flower deco
rations. On many of the tables were 
small tanks or hollow channels where 
libations of wine were supposedly 

poured out to the honor of the deceased and 
his gods.

The freedom of the Ka was remarkable.
It could come and go as 
it willed; it could live in 
the other world or in this 
world. In the marvelous 
Egyptian exhibit of the 
Metropolitan Museum of 
Art, New York, is the 
re c o n s tru c te d  original 
tomb of Perneb, who 
lived about 2650 B. C. 
T h is  ro y a l s e p u lch e r  
was found on the west 
side o f the Nile at Sak- 
kara, the cemetery of old 
Memphis. The wooden 
portrait-statue of Perneb 
was destroyed by ancient 
plunderers. The museum 
authorities have substi
tuted for Perneb’s own 
K a  a r e p l i c a  o f  the  
famous “ W ooden M an,”  
which is one of the most 
remarkable features of 
the Cairo Museum.

In the British Museum 
is a wooden Ka figure of 
Rameses II taken from 
his tomb at Thebes. Old 
Rameses the Great merits 
interest on several counts.

Besides being one of 
the most powerful rulers 
o f an ancient dynasty, he 
is particularly worthy of 
notice because he was the 
father of one hundred 
and eleven sons and fifty- 
one daughters. He hon
ored several of his fa
vorite children by having 
small statues set up be
side his own Ka.

The Ka of Tutankh
amen has f r e q u e n t l y  
been mentioned in cable 

dispatches. Portrait-statues of the youthful 
ruler were discovered on either side of the 
entrance to the tomb, opened under sen
sational circumstances in February, 1923.*

*A picture of these statues is shown on page 37 of this issue
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OCCACCIO,  

KING OF STORY  
TELLERS  J

BY PHILIP HARRIDAN
It gives one a strange emotion, walking 

in the environs of Florence, to look over the 
walls of the identical gardens where Boccac
cio’s lovely ladies sat six centuries ago and 
exchanged with their companions the im
mortal tales of the Decameron.

There are two of these gardens. One sur
rounds the country house called Poggia 
Gherardo, a two-mile walk from Florence. 
Pools, greensward, and lanes pertaining to
the Villa Palmier! supplied_____
the background for the  
second part of the story
telling tourney comprised 
in the collection titled “ De
cameron,”  or “Ten Days.”

Boccaccio was familiar 
with both these estates as 
a boy. His stepmother 
dowered her husband with 
a farm near by, and young 
Giovanni lived there for 
several years. Information 
about his birth and boy
hood is not definite. He 
was born in 1313 or 1314 in 
Paris, where his father, a 
Florentine, was engaged in 
business. There the young 
merchant met and loved a 
French noblewoman. As a 
babe in arms the child was 
carried back to Italy, where 
his father married a girl 
of his own countryside.
When he .became a writer,
Giovanni was never tired 
of calling attention in his 
poems and stories to the 
beauty of the olive and cy
press trees that covered the 
bills. Twenty miles from Florence there is an 
old dwelling called the House of Boccaccio, 
part of which sheltered the youth Giovanni.

To please his father, he tried to learn the 
banking business in Naples, and later he 
studied law. For six years, he says in one of 
his works, “ he did nothing but waste irre
coverable time.”  He hated business and 
money-making, but he passionately loved 
the pursuit of culture. He had plenty of good 
times, too, for Naples was a gay city under 
the reign of King Robert, and the Boccaccio

GIOVANNI BOCCACCIO
Whose “Decameron”  ( ‘T en  Days” ) 
is one of the clastic* of literature, 
also wrote a Life of Dante and com
mentaries on the first sixteen can

tos of the “ Inferno”

fam ily had m any friends at R o b ert’s court.
Giovanni was still an unwilling student o f 

the law when on a certain fateful Holy Sat
urday he went to mass in a fine church o f 
Naples. While he was listening to the serv
ice there appeared to his eyes “ the won
drous beauty o f a young woman. . . .  I had 
no sooner seen her than my heart began to 
throb.”

Seized by her blond loveliness, he watched 
the lady leave the church . . .  and returned, 
on Easter Day, and saw her again, and she 
him. He learned that she was the natural 
daughter of the King of Naples, and the 
wife of Count d’Aqumo, to whom she had 
not long been wedded. Her age was about 
seventeen. Her personal allurements and 

her appetite for admiration 
h ad already involved her in 

numerous affairs.
After a protracted period 

of coquetry, the fair-haired 
countess accepted Boccaccio 
as a lover. Fast in Cupid’s 
chains, from now on he had 
but two desires: to write, 
and to continue in the 
smiles of Maria d’Aquino, 
the “ Fiammetta”  of his 
dreams. She became his 
inspiration and his despair. 
As Dante loved Beatrice; 
as Petrarch, Laura; so Gio
vanni gave himself to Fiam
metta. Faithless Fiammetta! 
She betrayed him when he 
was twenty-two. His en
tire life seemed then on 
the edge of disaster; but he 
found consolation in follow
ing after another and al
ways constant mistress- 
Literature. Of the many 
works he produced, the one 
most truly worthy of en
during fame is his romance 
“ Amorosa Fiammetta.”  He 
was the creator of the novel, 

and is named with Dante and Petrarch as one 
of the three founders of modern literature.

Even when Fiammetta died, Boccaccio’s 
love for her still remained a definite part of 
his existence. Because of her betrayal he 
mistrusted all women and held their moral
ity in contempt. This attitude is bitterly 
evidenced in bis “ Life of Dante,”  and in 
“ Corbaccio,”  written “ to open the eyes of 
the young to woman’s perfidy.”

When Boccaccio was forty years old he 
undertook the major work of his career, the
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Decameron. In this, too, he finds a place 
for false Fiammetta. She is named as one 
of the seven patrician young women who 
fled to the country from the mournful horrors 
of the Black Death, which ravaged Florence 
in the year 1348. Escorted by three gallants, 
they found diversion at the little palace 
identified as Poggio Gherardo, and on the 
walled terraces of Villa Palmieri. Amid these 
pastoral surroundings, the ten friends passed 
the time telling stories, crowning every day 
for ten days a new “ story master,”  and 
choosing a different theme daily.

These inventions of Boccaccio’s pleasure
seeking young Florentines were related in 
turn, ten tales to a day—  
some short, some longer, 
but all with variety as limit
less as humanity; better 
than the “ Arabian Nights’
Tales”  in their setting, more 
authentic than Chaucer’s 
“ Canterbury Tales”  in their 
relations of life, and spright- 
lier, more comic than either.
No literary product of the 
fourteenth century can be 
compared to this series of 
one hundred imaginary nar
ratives, just as in the thir
teen th  ce n tu ry  D a n te ’ s 
“ Divine Comedy”  was su
preme. There is a consider
able bibliography reciting 
the influence of the De
cameron upon the work of 
Shakespeare, Moliere, Keats,

Tennyson, Lessing, andother 
master writers of European 
nations. The French say 
truthfully that the subject 
matter of many of the ri
bald tales in the Decameron 
are borrowed from their lit
erature, but it was Boccac
cio’s genius that wove into 
a shining fabric these types 
and themes drawn from 
other sources. An epic poem, 
“ Teseide,”  written at Fiam- 
metta’s wish and dedicated 
to her, has an important 
place in the evolution of 
poetry in its modern form 
because o f its original 
rhythm. Chaucer adopted 
some of its principal features 
in “ The Knight’s Tale,”  and 
Lord Byron made use of the 
meter in “ Don Juan.”

The first printed edition of the Decameron 
was probably issued in Florence about 1470. 
The first English translation appeared in 
1620.

One of the pleasures that came to Boccac
cio in middle life was his friendship with 
Petrarch, whom he had long admired for his 
piety and gifts of scholarship. When he got 
word of his friend’s passing, in the year 1374, 
Boccaccio had himself been ill for some time 
at Certaldo in the Tuscan hills. His death 
came about Christmas time a year later. As 
specified in his will, he was buried in the vil
lage church, and there he lies still, the master 
story teller of all time, and a master lover.
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T H E  O P E N  L E T T E R
HA P P Y  New Year” — that’ s the 
greeting in millions o f mouths 
to-day all over the world. And 
the usual answer is: “ Thanks; 
same to you!”  Sounds cheerful 

and friendly, and so it is. But what does the 
greeting really mean, as it goes generally be
tween individuals? It ’ s a fair question to 
ask, for the familiar 
old words come so 
tripp in gly  o ff  the 
to n g u e  that; one 
doesn’ t always real
ize the wealth of 
good will implied in 
them. W e say: “ I 
wish you a Happy 
N ew Year.”  Think 
of it— Three Hun
dred and Sixty-five 
H appy D ays! This 
year, three hundred and sixty-six days! 
W hat more could we wish anyone than 
that?

OUR G R E E T IN G  
FOR

THE N E W  YEAR

Have you seen or read Maeterlinck’s 
p la y -p o e m , “ The 
B l u e - b i r d ” ? I t 
makes the meaning 
o f the New Year 
g r e e t i n g  c l e a r .  
Whether one is liv
ing in wealth and 
luxury or just com
f o r t a b l y  p rov id ed  
for; whether one is 
l iv in g  in cou n try  
cottage or city flat, 
or in a room and 
Henry’ s Della andkitchenette like O.

Jim—-it all comes down to the same simple 
question: “ Is the Bluebird there?”  If it 
is, one knows what the “ Happy New Year”  
greeting means.

W e don’ t care what one’ s material pros
perity, or lack o f it, may be. W e are not 
concerned about whether anyone can “ get 
there”  this year, if “ getting there”  brings 
one no happiness.

There’s just one thing we’ re thinking of on 
this first day o f . 1924, and we broadcast it 
here: W e wish you a 
"H appy New Year,”  
and it means a “ H AP
P Y  New Year” — just 
that.
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of material prosperity, and lots of unhappi
ness with it all. W e don’t wish that oh any
one W e mean H A PPY  New Year. We 
mean anything, great or small, that will 
bring happiness.

Sometimes, however, the greeting doesn’t 
earry all that meaning. Sometimes it simply 
means: “ I hope you get what you want this 
year.”  And the answer is: “ Thanks; I hope 
I do.”  I don’t think much of that New Year 
greeting. Getting what one wants doesn’t 
always mean a H appy New Year. Very often 
it means something quite different. It may 
mean the getting o f things and the accom
plishment o f things that bring no happiness 
whatever. When we say “ H appy New Year”  
we certainly don’t mean that we want to see 
anyone get everything that he or she is bent 
on getting. W e don’t mean material things 
at all. There are lots of folks that have lots




