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Fig.1

It was dawn on a beautiful sunny Winter day. A little train coughed and
groaned as it struggled to reach the summit of the mountain. Hundreds of
impatient young lovers of the “white art” looked out of its windows. Among
them were two old friends Charles and Frank who had often made excursions
together across the wonderful Winter landscapes. At last the train pulled into
the little station, which for a few moments resembled a disturbed ant hill.
The long skis were quickly strapped on and the crowd slowly scattered. Qur
two friends immediately started for the highest peak in the neighborhood.
Up the steep slope they went and the little town was soon far below them,
Charles looked about and stopped. “See,” said he to Frank, “what a beautiful
picture this is. We must get a record of this without fail.” The knapsack soon
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lay on the snow and the camera was produced. After a short inspection of
the ground glass the platezholder was inserted, the slide pulled out and, snap!
the beautiful picture was recorded on the plate. (Fig. 1.) Onward again and
the edge of the forest was soon reached. Plenty of snow had fallen on the
previous day and the trees were dressed in their handsomest Winter clothing.
The soft crystalline masses glittered brightly in brilliant sunshine and over
them stretched a pure blue sky. Charles naturally could not slight this wonder-
ful picture and this also he recorded with his camera. (Fig. 2.) The summit
of the ridfe was reached. Up here old father Winter had conjured forth
especially fantastic effects. Not a trace was left of the actual structure of the
trees. Completely armored in snow and hoar frost they appeared to the friends
like fabulous creatures of old times. (Fig. 3.) With what tenacity they must
cling to life to be able in spite of very heavy burdens to overcome the on-
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slaughts of the storms which so
often rage over them with im-
measurable force. Certainly,
there was plenty of work for
the camera here. — Then came
a lovely, joyous glide down hill.
The snow flew high in all direc-
tions as the two of them flew
down the steep slope in great
curves. A final elegent curve
and they stood before the first
houses of a well known Winter
sport resort. (Fig.4.) Here jol-
lity reigned. It was the day of a
great sport carnival and thou-
sands of visitors had been attrac-
ted by the prospect of ski jump:
ing on a magnificent new course.
Naturally our two friends did
not desire to miss this mag-
nificent spectacle. They were at
Fig. 5 the course betimes so as to pick

out a good viewpoint. Now the
first jumper appeared at the top of the jump, a bugle call, and then he shot
downward faster and faster. With a powerful leap he left the course and flew
outward into the air to touch the ground again far below at the bottom of the
course. (Fig.5.) It was a wonderful effort. He leaped almost two hundred feet
through the air and the shrill hurrahs of the onlookers showed their appreciation.
Leap followed leap. Charles captured many of them with his camera. Finally
the jumping was finished. Our friends again took up their course through the
white element, and over and over again the camera had to be pulled out.
Sometimes they found a wide panorama over the snow:covered countryside
(Fig.6.) Farther on they found a comfortable little home sheltered by high
trees, whose white decorations made them appear as if Spring had already
come with its wreaths of blossom. (Fig.7.) — Then they entered the deep

Fig. 6

‘a mantle as noble as ch

forest once more where they
were surrounded by fairylike
glitter along the roads. The
tinest twig was adorned with

al
ermine. (Fig. 8.) At the edge
of the forest again they had a
wonderful outlook into the far
distance. Glorious white clouds
floated above in the deep blue
dome and made most wonder-
ful pictures. Finally, the shades
of the evening fell and all the
crowds of skiers directed their
course toward the little town.
When Charlesand Frankreached
this the lights were already
lighted and the snow:covered
trees and houses offered many
an artistic picture under their
glow. They must often stop
while Charles set up his tripod
and photographed some espe:-
cially beautiful subject to the
amazement of Frank, who had
no idea that it was possible to
photograph at night. Here was
a towering pine illuminated by
a gas street light (Fig. 11) and
farther on the old houses
slept their deep Winter sleep
(Fig. 10). — Meanwhile, the Fig.7
moon had come up and helped
to replace the failing evening light. The old House of God raised its tower
against the dark night sky and the little houses sheltered themselves in its
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