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' with witnesses are sent to Magistrate

THIS MACHINE-MADE WORLD
CONQUERS ONE-MORE REBEL

Man Who Lived Long Without a Telephone Gives Up
the Fight and Another Corner of Tranquility
Is Invaded. '

mail. In the corner is the address

of a shop. Inside is a card and on
the card is printed: "*My telephone num-
ber is—"'

it is a defeat. The tentacles have
reached into another little corner of
tranquillity and grasped it and shaken
1t inside out into the hurly-burly. This
man, saying so sententiously “My tele-
phone,” was one of New York's valiant
few holding off the blessings of civiliza-
tion. It was his ‘pride that he could do
his day's work without the help of oper-
ator as well as his predecessor of 1876
or even of 1896.

There are not many like him. Still
there are a few rebels walking with con-
scious rectitude, with a spark in their
eye at the mention of telephones and of
even other machines that one thinks of
in the same terms as the phone.

““Why,'" said this one, from whom the
last concession has been wruhg, “'I have
no telephone, but I have peace. Look at
my next door neighbor. He comes in
now and then from his shop to chat
about business or about this and tpat;
and can he? ‘Mr. So and so, the tele-
phone'—his clerks come running after
him and he dodges back and forth till
he forgets- what he came to say in the
tirst place. Yesterday I counted. Seven
times he was called away and at last
he gave It up. He went back, I sup-
pose, to sit hunched up there over that
telephone of his, walting. But me—I
em a free man.”

Compelled to Capltalate.

ﬁ. SQUARE envelope comes iIn the

¥ree and also favored. His is not one
of the sort of shops to which a telephone
is essential as the stock. It is a place
to draw customers who appreciate tran-
quillity; a shop filled with the curious
and the beautiful. on one of the avenues. !
There is no Old World pretense about it,
but it is a ripe place, with half lights
and shadows,

But ask him today. ‘*‘Yes,’ he says;
*1 suppose so. I guess it can't be
helped. Excuse me; there’'s the phone
ringing."”’

For the present there i3 no Joy for
him. The city has won.

He and his kind (for inwardly he is
still of them) belons to that most neg-
lected of all minorities—the city folk
who are in revolt against the mechan-
tsms of the city. They are of another
generation from those, more ignorant,
who were merely awed by the wonders
of invention.

Theirs is not the spirit of Mary, who
took in washing as late as 1903 and
would say triumphantly: “You can't
make me belleve the earth turns round,
*cause if it does, why don’'t the graves'
turn round so their headstones’ll be
where the feet was?’ Mary leaped with |
fright when the telephone rang, and its ‘
voice was the volce of the devil. i

Nor is it the spirit of those who come *‘
from a less Insistent civilization. The !
Neapolitan, content at home with eight]
telephones to each one thousand of pop- |
ulatjon, finds 182 in New York and is:
impressed. The little machine of rubberi
and black metal becomes a goal toward ;
which he advances through all the'
stages of pack and pushcart, until at:
Jast the day comes when it is installed
in the store he has acquired and his
family gathers to do reverence to it, the !
elders murmuring, the children joyous
till  even central

and experimental
wearles.

No, this minority observes, weighs and
gives {ts verdict—and for the rest of its
life fights off mankind in an endeavor
to go its own way. It is a story of com-
promise., yet on back-country ranches:
there are husbandmen who talk along
barb-wire telephone lines and are more
of the machine age than these. ;

The Philosophy of Tranquillity.

There is a philosophy in this which is,
not to be met with in all those who do,

without phones and such things. It is a
philosophy of tranquillity. The trouble
with the hum of machines, the philoso-
pher tells you, is that they do not hum
steadily enough; there is the peace of
the static and the peace of the spinning
top, but the jagged city and its ma-
chines go by fits, forever speeding and
slackening and speeding again, so that
there is no certainty.

And of all the machines and instru-
ments, he adds, the telephone is the most
persistent and the most penetrating.

In a way, however, it stands to him
merely as a symbol, for it is this which
keeps guard at his bedside and follows
him through the day with prongs’ of
sound. The whole matter concerns itself
not with the telephone merely, but with
ts ten thousand implications.

There are some who will not ride i{n
automobiles, others will have none of
subways, or something else. There are
old business' houses which have never
yielded to the typewriter, but measure
their year's business by the number of
barrels of ink they have consumed. Ask
in that quarter and the feeling is ration-
alized for you thus: ‘‘Quite so, and we
do it in the interests of efficiency; if
vou use machines, you write a hundred
letters where one will do, but not if each
word is weighed against the labor of
spreading out a drop of ink.”

Such words evoke a placid and for-
gotten city, one in which steam engines
haul the trains on the elevated, an even
earller city, perhaps, such as that which
sometinies drove out Third Avenue and
paused by a willow tree in the Thirties

and spent & lefsurely cool quarter hour
in an old tavern.

They are, in fact, & queer folk, these
rebels to whom a telephone is only a
disembodied complex with a glower as
persistent as the smile of the Cheshire
cat, till at length the thing itself is gone
and only the glower remains. A scat-
tered band, without plan and without
hope, shunning some one thing and some
another, unnoticed by the mass of the
town save now and then when an iso-
lated glimpse of one of them brings
snickers.

But is that snicker an expression of
mirth or of envy? How large, in truth,
is this minority of oddities? All the
Bell-mell majority, breaking the day into
dots and dashes, following the crowd,
and making the crowd—how much sym-
pathy, unrecognized and unadmitted, is
there here for the man who will not have
a telephone?

“None!" a volce shouts above the ckat.
ter.

Not so fast. Here are little Charlie
and Oscar and Elizabeth, the eldest 11.
Perhaps they do not think specifically
of telephones, and most likely they
would be pleased with the idea of the
machines which show plays on a silver~
sheet, but anyhow they decide to with-
draw from this machine city. They will
camp out. So for three days, though
within sight of their home, they camp
in a near-by park, and all the flash and
glitter and outcry of alarms sent over
miles of wires fail to reach their fast-
ness. The town reads about them and
pretends to be amused. But at bottom
the town envies the three youngsters.
Camping out—away from all the din,
from the autos and the phones! And
the town takes to dreaming in the terms
of Charlie and the man without a phone:

‘*Peace, comfort, rest; leave the clty
behind you.”’

How much of the holiday habit's
growth, so extensive these last few
years, is the avowed desire to become
£it again for coping with the machines,
and how muecin of it is just blind revalt
no different from the motive of the man

NEW BEAR MOUNTAIN BRIDGE
LEADS TO HISTORIC LAND

EAR Mountain Bridge, now being
Bswung across the Hudson River at

the entrance to the Highlands, will
give access to historic regions that have
remained virtually undisturbed since the
days of the Revolution. On the west
bank the bridge tower rises from the
ruins of Fort Clinton. Atop the sur-
rounding mountains may be found the
ruins of Revolutionary forts and camps
in a remarkable state of preservation.
From the driveway many paths, easily
negotiated, lead to scores of points of
historic interest. The great stream of
motor traffic attracted by this route to
the Highlands will find the pleasure of
the trip greatly enhanced by familiarity
with this famous valley. Much of the
region remains to be explored.
i Until the last few years surprisingly
"little was known of this region. Secveral
" of the old forts about West Point had
i been explored and rellcs collected and
! preserved by sympathetic hands. Some
‘ot the more Inaccessible mountain tops,
however, have not been visited in a
century and a half. The location of sev-
eral of the so-called ‘‘lost villages” or
camps of the Revolution is still in
doubt. though the work of investigation
and discovery has been systematically
carried on recently by the Field Explo-
ration Committee of the New York His-
torical Soclety.

The new bridge, by a curlous chance,
marks the exact line of the American
defense at the southern entrance to the
Highlands. It is not generally known
that a stout iron chain was carrled
across the river at this point to keep
back the British ships. A second chain,
more familiar to students, guarded the
Hudson at West Point, linking it with
Constitution Island. Several links of
this chaln are preserved in varjous his-
torical museums.
¢ The Highlands naturally played a
stirring part in the Revolution. Since

WHEELS OF JUSTICE REVOLVE

FAST IN THE TRAFFIC COURT!

Manhattan, said to be the busiest‘

court in the world, has fairly out-!
done itself during the past week. Be-|
cause of the three-day bholiday, with its
attendant crowd of motorists, the
dockets have been stuffed—and likewise
penalties have been swift and sure, not
to say severe, as was to be expected in
view of the recent statement issued by
Magistrate Renaud. The Maglstrate
said that he expected to be even sterner
than heretofore, and announced an in-
crease in the scale of fines. All of which
the general public views with satisfac-
tion, although it is hard to have it ap-
plied to one's self, to judge from the air
of crestfallen defendants.

Picture a room with capacity for per-
haps a hundred and twenty people, but
containing almost five hundred. They
stand in aisles, lean against the wall,
gpill through the doorways into cor-
ridors. Every class of soclety is rep-
resented, although the majority appear
to be truckmen and taxi drivers. Here
and there one may find a well-dressed
woman, or a stage star not averse to
publicity, or a fat, perspiring individual
ready to pay whatever fine may be due.
Many are foreigners, whose pleas are
difficult to understand and who are hot-
tempered and impetuous. There is a
liberal sprinkling of police officers.

The presiding Judge disposes of the
milling crowd before the rail in compar-
atively short order, and money passes
constantly from defendants to the clerk.
j.ast Monday more than $3,000 was
taken in and 318 cases were handled by
Magistrate Ryttenberg.

Really Two Courts.

Because of the great amount of work
{nvolved, the Traffic Court is not popu-
lar with city Judges. Accordingly, the
pgessions are divided among four Magis-
trates, who serve in turn. Even at that,
these four Landle only cases in which
the defendant pleads guilty. Those who
plead not guilty and who want a trial

THE Traffic Court of the Borough of |

House, who has a separate courtroom,
where the atmosphere is very different.
It is not overcrowded, the proceedings
are deliberate, and there one hears wit-
negses tell thelr version of the story.
Maglstrate House says that so far this
year more than 30,000 cases have been
disposed of. Such a record is possible
onlY by putting into use the scheme of
divlding the sheep from the goats, =0 to
speak—those who feel themselves to be
{njured and innocent being the sheep.
The guilty ones are lined up eight or
ten at a time and sentence is pronounced
gummarily. Among recent changes in
the law is on~2 which make it obligatory
for the Court to revoke the license of

any. driver who operates a car while he
§sintoxicated; -heretofore imposition of
that . penalty was optional with the

Judge. The law provides a fine of $300
or one vear in jall, or both, and license
revoked for six months, which is cer-
tainly calculated to make thoughtless
drivers think agalin,

‘“New Yorkers respect thelr traffic
laws unusually well,”” sald Magistrate
Ryttenberg, who was on duty in the
“guilty’”” court last week. ‘‘During the
recent visit of so many people from
other citier much favorable comment
was heard on that score. I attribute it
to the severity of this court—to Magis-
trate louse particularly, who has been
on duty here ever since it was inaugu-
rated.”

Public Attitude Changing.

‘““A few years ago people did not real-
fze the seriousness of breaking traffic
regulations,”” said Magistrate House,
“but with the immense number of vehi-
cles in the streets these days the atti-
tude of the public is changing. Why, I
think 1 could safely have pronounced
myself the most unpopular man in New
York at one time; but I don’'t believe
people regard me that way now.

““You see, this court is different, in
that the cases brought before us in-

volve the possibility of physical danger,
or even death, to an entirely innocent
person; it isn't simply a case of one
man breaking a law and thereby getting
himself into trouble. If two men come
to blows over an argument about poli-
tics or religion and are arrested for
disorderly conduct, it concerns only
themselves; but if a man drives a car
when he is drunk he may do any amount
of damage to innocent bystanders. This

court has to be severe—yes, can’'t be
too severe.”
In the ‘'not gullty’ court come the

‘‘homicide . cases,”” which. call for ecare-
ful investigation and cross-examination
of witnesses. One morning recently the
following dialogue took place between
the Judge and 2 12-year-old boy ecalleu
2s a witness to an accident in which
a child had been run over and killed by
a wagon.

‘““Now, Lwouils, is it wrong to tell a
story?"”

*‘No, sir.”

“Dd you go to school?”

“Yes, sir.” N

“Do you go to church?"

‘“No, sir.”’

“Do you go to Sunday school?”

“Yes, sir.”

‘“Now, listen to my question: 1Is it

wrong to tell a lie?"’

“No, sir.” .

Whether Louis applied his principles
to the case in hand is for the Magistrate
to determine.

All kinds of strange incidents come
up in this court. Many times an in-
terpreter is necessary to worm the de-
tails from foreigners. An old man, an ac-
complished linguist, has that post, and
straightens out many a tangle,

But while the slower processes of irial
go on in the small room, out in the
crowded court the offenders charged
with speeding, parking, not heeding the
signal, twrning cornpgrs fast, haying a
smoky car, driving sHithout licenSe, are
sternly reprimanded” and fined. The"
wheels of justice turn quickly here.

A :

the British forces occupied New York
and the northern region of the State,
this section of the Hudson was a valu-
able strategic point. Could the British
have kept the Hudson open and main-
tained easy comimunication between
their forces, the war might have ended
differently. The fact was appreciated
by Washington and his milltary ad-
visers, who made e¢very effort to con-
vert a rugged, narrow valley Into the
strongest citadel in the country.

One might say that the Revolution
began, as it ended, in the Highlands of

the Hudson. In May. 1775, Washington
was appointed one of a committee to
report on the defense of the Hudson
River in this region. The first work
of constructing fortifications was com-
menced on Constitution Island, at the
northern extremity of the Highlands:
Here a chain was carried across the
river to guard the northern entrance.
To this day several of the timbers
that held the chain in position mmay be
seen at the water’'s edge. At the close
of the Revolution most of the chain as
sold as junk. The boat used to carry
it to the nearest iron foundry in 1782!
was later tied up beslde a whart at
Cold Spring, and here its hull still lies.

The best preserved Revolutionary ritins |

in the Highlands are the old forts built
at the summits of mountains on cither
side of the river. In all there wers
upward of a score of forts. The moun-
tains are for the most part steep and!
precipitous. and the soldiers who labori- |
ously carried the stone for the forts toi
the mountain tops must have had a hard i

1

1

l

time of it. Many of the paths used by
them may still be clearly traced.
these steep paths were also carried
cannon uscd for defense. Ammunition
and food for the garrisons were carried
over the same trails. The old records
show that cows were pushed and
dragged up the mountain. The cows
never rcturned, for they were killed and
eaten by the soldlers.
The Forts at Wecest Point.

Up

The most accessible of these old forts
will be found on the miMtary reserva-
tion at West Point. Here the trails
have been widened and in many places
graded, so that the pedestrians can
reach the forts with little trouble. The
views from the mountain tops alone will
repay one for the climb. The forts
atop the higher and stecper mountains
can only be reached by stiff climbing. |
In some places the mountain tops were |
so steep, and the summits so pointcd,!
that foundations for the forts had to be:
built below the actual peaks and car-'
ried to the summit. It is believed that
Anthony's Nose, which looks directly |
down upon the Bear Mountain bridiye, !
was fortified, but the fact has not yet
been proved. The summit still affords
an interesting field for exploration.’

During the greater part of the Revo-
lutlon the American Army stationed in
the Highlands comprised regiments
from all the New England States, and
i’ropx New York, Pennsylvania and the
Carolinas. The rugged, lonely valley
must have presented a very busy scenec.
Hundreds of the huts or shelters used
by the soldlers are still in existence.
They invariably include a rude fireplace
built of stone. The bunks were built on
either side of the fire, and the structure
was covered with timbers or perhaps
only the old uniforms of the soldiers.

The woodwork has long since disap-
peared, but the fireplaces, when un-
earthed , show little change. About
them are found the cooking utensils,
and many camp relics, making it possi-
ble to visualize the life of the soldiers.

In some of the camps continuous streets
of these huts may be traced. The com-
monest relic discovered on the old camp
sites are buttons from uniforms. Since
these bear the regimental numbers they
make it possible to tell exactly shat
troops were quartered in the camp.
Investigators have found clues to
camp sites by consulting official records
or letters written by Revolutionary sol-
diers. It is learned, for instance, that
a camp stood near a stream, or Hetween
two mountains, on a particular road, or
at a certain distance from the Hudson
River. The archeologists thereupon dig
and sift the earth at various points in
hope of finding buttons or camp relics
that will identify it. In this way the
soldier's camps known as Hempstead
Huts, Camp Robinson’s Farm and Con-
necticut village have been definitely lo-
~cated. Several other camps-such as
Rutnams, New Boston and Soldiers’

Fortune, have so far cluded the
searchers.

Stirring plctures are recalled in the
Highlands. * These mountains once ech-

oed army bugles from a score of forts
and camps and looked down upon spir-
ited engagements. It was here that Ben-
edict Arnold carried on his correspon-
dence with the British forces and sought
to deliver the Highlands to the British.
One of the most picturesque scenes oc-
curred when news arrived of the birth
of the French Dauphine/ Out of respect
Jor Lafayette and France an elaborate

celebration was arranged. -Soldiers
climbed laboriously to the tops of thu
mountains, carrying quantities of fire.
wood. At a signal %reat bonfires were

simultaneously lightéed and blazed for

_hours n'_oxp.end to end of the J;ligl;landén.

O
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who was at last conquered by the tele-
phone? . -

“You see,”” he says, commiserating
himsel® in defeat, ®it is the aame thing."”

And all around him %s poimts out
signs, for Instance, the stefiograpners of {
lower Manhattan, returning again and
again at the lunch hour to the Aqua-
rium. They know every tish by sight,
and still they go, seeking the quiet cool-
ness as tranquil as\the bottom of the
gsea. He points upward to little homes
built on the rooftops of great buildings,
climbing as far as they msy as if they
would be cabins on a mountain. The
crowd itself, scarcely aware that this is
an age of machines, withdrawing into
the dark movie house, making the ma-
chine itself an Instrument of escape from !
the machine. Or college orators urging!
the young idea not to be content with ¢
“the cogwheel life”” but to train for
leisure as for a battle—following thus, in
part, the teachings of a school regarded
not long ago as precious.

“It’s a revolt,” says the man who has
come at last to the telephone. *“I'm
‘whlpped by this phone, I know, but still
there are all these signs of revolt. You
ican meet the city on its own terms in
' most things, but each of us must have
! some point of reserve and some refusal;
| we must to hold our self—qe\spect. It's all
lincreasing in a geometric ratio. If I
"svant to use the phone once I must use it
‘twenty times, a hundred. But you can
see mankind is coming to the limit,
! Escape. It's trying to find a way of
life. It's ¢ % * 1 say it's—"
i But the radlo across the street has
drowned him out.




