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1.
From the solemn, snow-crowned Rockies, from
the hills of Sante Fé,

From the Colorado, leaping down its cactus*
bordered way.

To the poppy-glowing valleys by the bay Saint
Francis blessed,

Every hill and dale bears witness of the men who
‘swent out West.”

1.
O’er the thirsty, sun-parched desert toiled these
stalwart men and true.

Beaconed by the Star of Empire smiling down-
ward from the blue.

Westward, westward, ever westward, till each hill
side and ravine

Opened to them as the heavens opened to the
Florentine.

V.
Long years have fled : those days are dead; but
still their wealth is ours:

The golden grain on many a plain, the orchards
and the bowers,

The lowing herds, the bright-plumed birds, the
homes of peaceful rest

That crown the soil won by the toil of those who
»went out West.”
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The Story of My
Boyhood Days

LYMAN J. GAGE
[President of the United States Trust Company]
H’his is the first of a series of articles in relation to

e

boyhood of prominent Americans, written by
themselves, exclusively for Success—The Editor]

Tn my own career, | have

* learned that varied expe-

rience in early youth is often

of great value in after life.

My schooldays ended when |

was fourteen years old, and |

began work as a mail agent

on the Rome, Watertown and

Ogdensburg Railroad. | do

not mean to say that, when

| stopped school, my educa-

tion ceased, for it was after

1850 that my character re-

ceived its greatest develop-

ment | was but poorly sat-

isfied with my work as mail

agent, although it taught me

much that | did n’t know be-

fore, and | kept my eyes open

for something better. In a

short time, the death of the

presidentofthe United States

resulted in the loss of my first

position. The village post-

master was removed from of-

fice, and, of course, my dis-

missal followed. This was

discouraging, but | re-entered

the village academy to pur-

sue, for a time, my studies.

There was in our town a small

bank, and this institution had

always possessed a fascina-

. ) ) tion for my youthful mind.

The village postmaster was removed from

office, and, of course, my dismissal followed ™ | used to WatCh the mer-

chants going in with bags of

gold and bundles of green-

backs, and coming out again

with only account books in

their hands. | knew that the bank had some connection with the gov-

emment, and, being greatly impressed with its dignified appearance and

the actions of its officers, | was seized with a desire to work within its walls.

When 1 applied for a position, | learned that there was no likelihood of a

vacancy occurring in the near future; so, when | was offered a place in a

local stationery shop at a salary of a hundred dollars a year, | accepted

with alacrity. The wages were small, indeed, but in this shop | was

privileged to become acquainted with general literature, and spent many

hours with the great authors. So the months with the stationer were not

without profit

After a time there was a rival bank established in the town, and | was

offered the position of “ messenger and general assistant,” at the same old

salary of a hundred dollars a year. | did n*t hesitate, but left the store to

enter the bank, and so began my career in the financial world. My duties

as ““‘general assistant” were many and varied. | was janitor, first of all,

and attended to the heating of the building. | made many trips every day

to the cellar for coal, and | used to think the officials most extravagant

when they insisted on a fire when the days were comparatively warm. |

was obliged to keep the front sidewalk clear of dirt in the summer and of

snow in the winter, and had to sweep the floor of the banking room daily,
and dust the desks and furniture frequently.

When You Start in Life in a Strange City, Do not Expect ¥ Soft Snaps*

As the ““messenger” of the bank, | was sent around town with notices
of notes which had fallen due, and with drafts which had been sent to the
bank for collection from other cities.  All these duties kept me fairly busy,
but 1 still had time to learn something of banking as a business,and of the
transactions which took place behind the counters. As the business of
the bank increased, the teller and the bookkeeper welcomed my assistance
in their departments; and, when summer came, and there were no fires to
make and no snow to shovel, | had opportunity to learn most of the details
of the business. After a while 1 was intrusted with the work of the teller
or of the bookkeeper when either was kept at home by illness, and at the
end of my first year | felt that | was indeed ““cut out for a banker.”

I had so good an opinion of my accomplishments that | demanded of
my employers an increase of salary for my second year. They replied that
I was receiving all they could afford to pay, and | immediately
resigned. At this time, nearly every boy in Central New York
had the ““Western Fever,” and, after | left the bank, | devel-
oped a very bad case. | determined to start for Chicago to make
my fortune, and arrived there one day in 1855, with few dollars
and no friends. | had my mind made up to be a banker, and
supposed that it would be easier to find an opening in the western
city than it had been in my native village. Butwhen | made the
rounds, | found that no embryo banker was needed. | could not
afford to be idle, so | determined to accept the first position which
should offer, whether or not it was to my liking. It does not pay
fora young man starting in life in a strange city to be too particular

Lyman J. Gage

about what he does for a
living. | soon found a place
as bookkeeper for a lumber
company. The panic of 1857
affected even bookkeepers,
however; and, when the firm
found it necessary to reduce
expenses, 1 gladly accepted
appointment as night watch-
man.

1 had been in Chicago
three years before good for-
tune seemed to come my way.
I had visited every banking
house several times in search
of a position, for | was con-
vinced that banking ought to
be my career, and | was a
familiar applicant to all the
officials.  On the third of
August, 1858, a date 1 shall
always remember, | was sum-
moned to the office of the
Merchant’s Loan and Trust
Company, where my name
was on file as a candidate for
any position, however hum-
ble. ““Can you keep a set
of books?” asked Mr. Holt,

the cashier. ““L can try,”
was my answer. ‘' That isn’t
what we want,” said Mr.

Holt; “‘can you do it?”
“| can, if it can be done in
twenty - three hours out of
twenty-four,” 1 replied, and
1 was thereupon engaged at
an annual salary of five hun-
dred dollars.  After working-
for so long at uncongenial employment with low wages, this opening made
me very happy. 1 felt that my future was assured, for | had obtained, at
length, the long-desired standing-room in a Chicago bank.

janitor, first of all made many

The Public Would rather Invest its Money in Men than in Fine Buildingi

The story of my further progress can be of little interest to those who
are beginning life in the financial world. My early preparation in the New
York village was most useful, and, since | had also benefited from my ex-
perience with the world, my position was secure. If a young man has
some preparation for his work, if he secures a proper opening, and if he
behaves himself, there can be no question of his future. In two years after
| entered the service of the Merchant’s Loan and Trust Company, ! was
given the position of cashier, at an annual salary of two thousand dollars,
and naturally 1 was encouraged to find that my efforts were appreciated.
I enjoyed my work, and was more convinced than ever before that banking
was the career for which | was best fitted by nature.

Every successful man started in a different way from that adopted by
any other, and there is no rule which can be laid down ascertain to win in
the end. Some have received the benefit of a college training, and others
have been self-educated. Some began life in other business and drifted
into banking, and some were employed in financial houses from the very
beginning. It often happens that those who make the most earnest efforts
to succeed accomplish less than others who have had less preparation for
the work. The prizes of life do not always come to the most deserving.
Many things must cooperate to bring great results. Innate ability, which
schools cannot furnish, must find conjunction with conditions, circum-
stances, and opportunities which lie outside of individual control. If you
find a man great, distinguished, a business Saul among his brethren, do
not worship him overmuch. Perhaps among the humble and unrecog-
nized are a score or a hundred as worthy as he, to whom circumstances
were unfavorable or opportunity did not come.

The public appreciates more and more the importance of investing
money in men, not in buildings. When | hear of large gifts to erect mag-
nificent halls at our colleges, | think what greater good would be accom-
plished if that money'were used to help a number of deserving young men
and women through their college courses. When these young people have

finished their work in the world, they may each and all be able to

] erect fifty-thousand-dollar buildings for their a/ma maters. A cer-

tain generous-minded man once said to me, “ | have given money
quite freely to help the distressed, to soften the bitterness of help-
less age, and to alleviate the condition of the unfortunate; but
there was little or no inspiration in it When,on the other hand, |
have helped a bright boy to secure for himself a good education,
my imagination has become affected. | have seen mydollars—
won by hard application, in sordid ways,—transmuted into intel-
lectual agencies powerful to affect the thoughts and feelings of
generations which will live when 1| am dead.” This sentiment
is becoming prevalent among the thoughtful men of America.
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We laid hold of the chain, and dragged the warriors off to the pump

T was standing at the
door of the flour-
mill office one after-
noon in August The
office was on Main
Street,—a thorough-
fare fronting the rail-
road tracks and a long
strip of fenced grass,
dotted with newly
planted trees, called
the “*park,” —in a
North Dakota town.
It was hot | mean, hot Down that long thin
street, the shadows of false-fronted stores lay like
blue slag on molten iron. Nothing moved: this
particular metropolis-to-be of the Northwest was
given over to heat and silence. Yet it wasn’t a
muggy, sea-coast hot-wave that turns bone and
muscle into jelly,—it was a thrilling passion of
sun-power, light and heat together. Just to be
out in it on a horse over the prairie swells was to
taste the flavor of adventure. But no such thing
was possible for me. | had to take care of the
office. A thermometer inside that office marked
one hundred and fourteen degrees. Had it been
inside of me it would have marked three hundred
and fourteen degrees.
| shall not tell you of the series of injustices that
obliged me to stay in that hencoop of an office,
while the rest of the force went gleefully up the
line to attend a ball game. | did n’t count for
much, while the decision in regard to who
was to stay rested in the hands of Fate. It was
the manager’s own pack of cards | cut To this
minute | can recall the look of sophisticated as-
tonishment those rascals wore at my persistent
bad luck. | found out afterwards that every moth-
er’s son of them had his ticket bought They had
faith in that pack of cards. Most of the town had
gone with them, and this accounted for the deserted
village effect. Several days before this, ! had
read H. Rider Haggard’s““She,””—I sat up all night
to do it—and the desire to figure in remarkable
events had not yet worn off, but a more unlikely
place than that Main Street as a theater of adven-
ture could not be conceived, as | looked up and
down the length of it But hark! What sound is
that? *T is the rattle of wheels, and the““plunkety-
plunk” of a farm-horse’s trot  Now, around the
comer comes an ancient Studebaker wagon drawn
by an old horse, and in it two small boys are
seated on a bushel basket. This, as a break in
the monotony, was a disappointment | fell to
envying the small boys, for all that They could
go and come as they pleased; they were their own
masters, free to do as they liked in the world.
As if to show that this was, indeed, the fact,
in the broadest meaning of words, the two
urchins suddenly leaped high in the air, ut-
tering shrieks; then they landed on the ground
and scuttled across the park as fast as
their twinkling bare legs could carry them.
There was absolutely no reason for this per-
formance visible to the eye. The horse
stopped shortand turned his mild gaze after
them, then swung his head around an arc
until he saw me, at whom he gazed with that
expression of complete bewilderment always
so comical in an equine face. ““Account
for that, if you can,” he said, as plainly as
the printed words could do it Finding no

solution in me, he shook his head and blew his
nose. He was a kind old horse, always will-
ing to oblige, but to plan an independent cam-
paign was beyond him, so he stood just where
he was, probably saying, ““Great is Allah!” to
himself in the Houyhnhnm tongue, waiting for
what was going to happen to get about it The
plot increased in thickness, for the bushel basket
began a mysterious journey toward the back of
the wagon, impelled by an unseen power. It
was a curious thing to see in broad daylight
| felt quite a prickle down my spine as | watched
it Arriving at the end, over it went, disclos-
ing the secret From out of that basket came
a small bear, | swallowed an ejaculation of
surprise and looked at him. He, entirely un-
abashed, returned my gaze,—as funny a liiue
ruffian as | ever saw. On the end of his spinal
column he teetered, all four feet in the air, the
cock of his head irresistibly suggesting the tilt of
a gamin’s cap. His tongue hung waggishly out
of his mouth, and a sort of loose, dissipated,
tough, cynical humor pervaded his person, from
the twinkling of his little eyes to the absurd pose
of his hind legs. There was less of the imma-
ture bear about him than of the miniature bear.
| suppose a young wild animal is like a street
Arab, in that he receives his worldly knowledge
at an early age.

He had on a collar and chain, whereby | recog-
nized that he was someone’s property. To clear
this earlier part of his history, the two small boys
had been hired to take him to Mr. D—*s menag-
erie, when, after a struggle, he had been en-
sconced beneath the bushel basket They were
not the happy youths | had taken them for, these
boys,—how often we envy the lot of others un-
wisely!—for they were obliged to sit on the basket
in order to retain their captive, dreading all the
time what a moment’s carelessness brought to
pass, an attack from beneath. When one incau-
tious foot ventured too near the basket, Mr. Bear
promptly clawed and chewed it; hence the shrieks,
and the flight

Well, not wishing this piece of live stock to
escape, | walked toward him, affecting the uncon-
cern necessary in approaching an animal. He did
not retreat; he swayed on his spine and regarded
me jeeringly. | grabbed the chain and pulled.
Instantly, he nailed me by the leg. He had
nothing but milk teeth, or I should have been
much the worse for the encounter. As it was, he
pinched like a vise with his strong little jaws, and
| had all | wanted to do to pry him loose. | tried
to hold him at arm’s length, but he turned inside of
his baggy overcoat and bit and clawed until |
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gave that up. | then whirled him at the end of
the chain. He flew through the air with spread
legs until the chain snapped, when he landed
many yards away. He was up and off as soon as
he stopped rolling, and | after him. The boy who
was running the clothing store several vacant lots
from the office came to his door at that moment,
and, feeling that a bear hunt was more to his
taste than twiddling his thumbs in an empty store,
he came along, too, and the flour office and the
clothing store were left in the hands of Provi-
dence,—fortunately there were no thieves in old-
time Dakota.

In front was young Mr. Bear, boring a hole in
the wind, and behind him two boys, coming
strong, but not in his class for speed. Our quarry
gained one block in three. We just rounded a
bam in time to see him jump into a wood shed
behind a real estate office.

I knew there was a cat with kittens in that
wood shed, and | strained myself to reach there
before the fun was over. However, there was
ample time. The code of the animal duel is as
formal and long-winded as anything the mind of
man has devised. Probably everyone has seen
two young cockerels, standing with their bills to-
gether, apparently lost in a Buddhistic reverie,
suddenly broken by violence. They are only an
illustration. All animals have their ceremonial of
battle, when it is the fun of fighting, pure and
simple, the dinner question eliminated.

The weird war song of Mrs. Cat, pealing out
from the cracks of the wood shed, assured us we
would be repaid for our trouble, but the tone indi-
cated that the fell moment had not yet arrived.
We peered in through a chink. The cat was in
a comer, her fr.” 2y around her. Her eyes roamed
all over the wg'd shed, merely taking the bear in
en passant. She seemed unconscious of the awful
noise with which she ripped the air.

The bear, for his part, was unaware of the prox-
imity of a yowling cat He never so much as
glanced in her di ection, having found a very di-
verting chunk of coal, which he batted about the
floor. A singular thing was that, when the coal
moved, it always moved nearer to the cat

The cat prepared for trouble, after the manner
of her kind, and the bear prepared to cause it,
after the manner of his kind. Occasionally, when
a blood-curdling screech from his antagonist rang
upon his eardrums, the cub would stop a mo-
ment and gaze pensively through and beyond the
end of the wood shed, as if, indeed, from far off,
a certain sound, made filmy and infinitesimal by
distance, had reached him. Then he would smile
deprecatingly to himself, as if to say, ““How
easily | am deceived!”

Excellent as was the feigned indifference of mMr.
Bear, it must be borne in mind that he was op-
posed to an animal of parts. Our friend, the cat,
was not a whit taken in by the comedy. When
the time came for her to leap, she was ready, to
the last hair of her chimney-cleaner tail. She
had -been making most elaborate preparations all
the while, stretching and retracting her claws,
squirming her whalebone body flatter and flatter,
her tail assuming majestic proportions, while her
ears disappeared in inverse ratio.

Nearer and nearer came the chunk of coal and
the slouching little bear, a touch of caution in
each pretended careless action. Awful and more
awful grew Grimalkin's battle plaint,—her eyes
blazed demoniacally.

By some subtle assurance, we humans were
made aware that, on the floor of the wood shed, an
imaginary deadline had been drawn by Mrs. Cat,
and, when Ursus Minor advanced so much as the
length of a claw beyond that in his orbit, an
incident would mark his career. The words,
““catastrophe” and ““cataclysm,” by their origin,
suggest the nature of it You may believe me or

but the little bear understood not only thus
much, but he also knew where that line was
laid, and for fully a minute he tantalized us by
coquetting with it He would advance reck-
lessly, and we would say to ourselves, “ Now!”
when, lo! he would turn at the fatal point, to lie
on his side and amuse himself by clawing
at the chunk of coal. Suddenly, he boldly
stepped across. An instant of numbing si-
lence fell. A swish! A cat on a small
bear’s back! The scene is impossible to put in
words until a set of symbols shall be devised
that are to thought what the cinematograph
is to the eye. A hairy tornado rolled, twisted,
flopped, yelled, screeched, roared, howled,
tore, bit, scratched, clawed, and walloped all
over the place. It was an epileptic nebula;
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a maelstrom that revolved in every way
known to man at the same instant; a prod-
igy of tooth and claw. If that fight were
magnified a hundred times, a glimpse of
it would lift the hair on one’s head; as it
was, myself and the clothing store boy clung
weakly to the wall and wept

It was beyond the armament of either
combatant to do serious harm to the other.
The cat’s tough hide easily turned the
bear* s claws, and his teeth were too tiny to
work mischief; while his thick, shaggy
coat made pussy’s keener weapons ineffec-
tual.  As a consequence, the storm raged
for a long time with unbridled ferocity, the
motion of the foemen being so lightning
swift that it seemed impossible to tell who
was getting the better of it There was
energy in that small action and a bitterness
of sound proceeding from it that was al-
together indescribable, the mews of the
astounded Kittens quavering shrilly and
loudly through the general din and frenzy.

At length, in spite of his antagonist’s agility,
the bear managed to get his ““hold,” and puss,
wrapped in his strong arms, was practically
whipped; but not without protest, —she was a ‘* last-
ditch ” warrior. The bear settled back as grim
and stolid as General Grant might have done, while
the chivalry of the wood shed applied her hind
claws to his waistcoat like so many levin-bolts.
However, the bear could do a little in this line
himself The effect was that each was trying to
walk up the other unsuccessfully.

The ““strangle hold” began to tell. Never
shall | forget the frenzy of desperation in that
cat’s face as it appeared between the squeezing
arms of the bear. Their attitude had such a ri-
diculous resemblance to the ““Huguenot Lovers”
that | have not since been able to look at that cele-
brated picture with proper gravity of countenance.

At this point, my companion and ! came to the
rescue. Finding all attempts at separating them
by hand resulted in the usual wages of the peace-
maker, that of being bitten and scratched by both
parties, we laid hold of the chain and hauled the
war to the pump. The pump was only a short
distance away, yet it took us several minutes to
make the trip, as every time we turned and gazed
at them, their rigid adherence to their relative po-
sitions, no matter what condition as a whole this
mode of locomotion caused them to assume, and
the leering, bourgeois complacency of the victorious
little bear contrasting with the patrician despair
of the vanquished caused such a weakness to
come over us that we had to sit upon the ground
for awhile.

Water is the universal solvent About half a
minute under the stream of the pump formed the
solution of this problem. At the end of that time,
a wet and skinny looking cat, her elegance de-
parted, streaked back to the wood shed and her
offspring, while a sober and bedraggled little bear
trotted behind his captors to Mr. D—'s menagerie.

Such was my introduction to this bear, whom
we called ““Cat-thumper,” after the Indian fashion
of christening a child from some marked exploit
or incident in his career. This became contracted
tol* Thumper,’’ an appropriate title, for, with the fat
pickings of the restaurant, his bearship grew with
a rapidity that made it a puzzle how his hide con-
tained him.

Under these genial conditions Thumper devel-
oped a better humor. It became possible for one to
go in and romp with him, and in all the play he was
careful not to use his strength. So exemplary was
his conduct that his owner, a man who never could
learn from experience, because he thought he
knew everything in the first place, decided to take
him for a walk on Main Street Mr. D—'s nov-
elties were a standing menace to the security of
the town and his own person as well. The amount
of vanity that that fat little man possessed would
have supplied a theatrical company. One of his
first acts, on entering a town, was to purchase the
fiercest white hat, and the most aboriginal buck-
skin suit to be obtained, and then don them.
Almost the next act on the part of his fellow towns-
men was to hire a large and ferocious looking
““cow-puncher” to recognize in Mr. D—an an-
cient enemy, and make a vicious attack upon him
with blank cartridges and much pomp and circum-
stance, at which event the town laughed as a unit
Still it had no permanent effect on Mr. D—. Bad-
inage could not wither him nor blank cartridges
stale his infinite variety. With all his exaspera-
ting traits, he had an impassible child-like faith
in his own doings and a soothing influence on all
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* | will maintain that Mr. Jim made six cemplete revolutions 0

people that made one smile when one wanted to cry.

The passage up street was made with no hap-
pening worthy of note except, of course, that other
travelers gave him a wide berth, to Mr. D—’s ex-
treme gratification, until they came to the butcher
shop. Here Thumper’s first move was to steal a
fine tenderloin from the block, and swallow it
whole.

““Ye-re!” yelled the proprietor, an ex-Indian

scout, ““Whatcher doin’ there? Take that critter
out of here!”

““I’m willing to pay for the meat,” replied Mr.
D—, with dignity.

““That’s all right, too,” retorted the proprietor,
““but | promised it to Mr. Smith and it’s the only
one I’ve got How are you going to square that?
What do you mean by toting a brute like that
around, anyhow?” he wound up with increasing
choler.

““l cannot see but what | have a perfect right
to take with me any animal or animals | choose!”
said Mr. D—.

““Not into this shop, by Jingo!” said the pro-
prietor, reaching under the counter. ““Now you
sneak him out of here, quick, or I’ll shoot him.”

“Very well,” said Mr. D—, bowing, but red,
fvery well. Come, Thumper!"’

Thumper was in no mind to move. He liked
the situation well. Mr. D— pulled on the chain,
and Thumper overlooked it A small crowd
gathered in front of the door and encouraged Mr.
D—, by calling, ““Pull hard, the man says!”
““Now, altogether, yeee-hoooo!” and similar re-
marks. | have always felt that a bear enjoys a
joke. In this case | am sure of it Showing no bad
temper, he simply refused to budge, and, by this
time, when he had made up his mind, the decision
was final, as far as any one man was concerned.
Mr. D—’s temper went by the board; it was an
embarrassing situation. ““Come out of that!” he
cried, with a sharp jerk at the chain.

The look of irritation vanished from the pro-
prietor’s face. ““Why don’t some of you fellers
help the gentleman out with his bear?”” he asked.
Thereupon the spectators took a hand and Thum-
per was dragged into the street Evidently he
thought this one of the usual frolics to which we
boys had accustomed him; for,once upon the side-
walk, he began to prance and gambol in the grace-
ful fashion of his kind. It so happened that the
nurse-girl of the mayor of the town, a huge Swede
woman as broad as she was long, (which is almost
hyperbole,)came trundling her charge up the board
walk at the precise moment that Thumper bowled
over a gentleman in front of him and came plainly
to her view. Up went her hands and away she
galloped, the perambulator before her, as it was
not in the mind of the stout-hearted Vikingess to
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desert her duty, no matter what the fright
Whooping at the top of her lungs, she tore
up the straight walk, the carriage bouncing
and rattling, and the baby crowing with
delight at the rapid movement An In-
Sian stepped out of a store directly in front
of her. Him Telka rammed with such
fury that he landed on his neck in the road,
with his feet in the air. But, as he regained
his balance, resentment was drowned in
unbounded amazement ‘'*Wakstashoneee!”
he said, “ wakstashoneeeee!” which is the
limit in the Sioux tongue for expressing
emotion. Never had the Dakota warrior
expected to see the day when he would be
made to bite the earth by a Swede woman
and a baby carriage. Around the comer
for home whirled Telka, making the turn
like a circus horse. Arriving at the house,
she placed one fairy foot against the door
with such spirit and determination that the
lock-socket hit the opposite wall, then picked
up carriage and baby and went up-stairs with
them three rises to a leap. At the top she burst
into a wild oratory of ““tanks” and ““Eenyens”
and ““beejjeerens” and ““yoomps,” scaring her
mistress into the belief that the Sioux had at-
tacked the town in force,—an event she had long
anticipated in dread.

Thumper was led back to his pole in the park,
and fastened thereto with an ox-chain, this step
being taken at the request of an informal commit-
tee of citizens. ‘*Chained bear or dead bear” was
their ultimatum, for, while they enjoyed Telka’s
performance, they didn’t propose to make it a
custom to obtain their fun from frightened women.
So Thumper’s freedom of the city lasted but a day.
To make amends for this, we boys used to go in
and tussle with him oftener than before. The play
was the bright spot in the life of the captive. He
would begin his double shuffle of joy whenever a
group of boys made their appearance. At first,
this went well enough. As | have said, the bear’s
nature revealed its better side, under the benign
influence of plenty to eat, and | cannot remember
that he once took advantage of his vast and grow-
ing strength. Mr. D— encouraged the perform-
ances, as the menagerie’s purpose was to attract
the attention of travelers who had*a half-hour’s
wait at the station, and thus to spread the fame of
his railroad eating-house. But misfortune came,
through the applause of the passengers. Several
young men of the town embraced the opportunity
to show off. One of these, a brawny young six-
foot Irishman named Jim, used to punch old
Thumper pretty roughly, when he had a large au-
dience. Jim was neither a bad-hearted nor cruel
fellow; he simply had a body too large for his dis-
position. In the phrase of the West, he was
““staggering with strength,” and in Thumper he
found a chance to work off his superfluous nervous
energy,—also to occupy the center of our local
stage for the brief time of train-stop. Ifitis love
that makes the world go round, certainly vanity
first put it into motion.  * All is vanity,” said the
Preacher. From the devoted astronomer’s aus-
tere life-work to the twinkle of a fairy’s glittering
tinsel; from the glories of the first man up the
battle-swept hill to the infamous assassin, all is
vanity. Such a universal attribute must necessa-
rily be good, except in abnormal growth. Jim
showed his over-development of the faculty, while
the abused Thumper modestly sat still and grew.
And still he grew, and still he grew,—with a quiet
energy that made the fact that he had passed from
a large bear to a very large bear go by unnoticed.

Several times, when Jim was showing more skill
than Thumper, the memory of a mauled cat cameto
my mind. The ursine look shotatJim now and then
recalled it | even went to the length of remon-
strating, but it was without effect | once read seven
stories of the naval battle off Santiago de Cuba,
all in the same magazine, and all beginning, ““It
was on a beautiful Sunday morning,” etc., and,at
the mystic seventh, | wearied of the phrase.
Nevertheless, it was on a beautiful Sunday morn-
ing that that Nemesis in person attended to Jim’s
case. Circumstances were propitious. An ex-
cursion train, crowded with passengers, pulled up
at the station. Jim had a new suit of black broad-
cloth, plenty large enough for him, due to a tem-
porary aberration of our local Solomon who ran
a clothing store. Because of this victory, he was
in an extraordinarily expansive mood as he swag-
gered down the platform.

““l guess I’ll try a fall out of the bear,” he
announced to his companions, in a tone that in-
formed all of his intention. Gaily he swung his
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long legs over the fence and advanced upon
Thumper, who, by a strange coincidence, was
poised on the end of his spine, with his feet in
the air and his tongue lolling humorously out of
his mouth, as when | first made his acquaintance.
The bear noted his approach from the corner of
his eye, stretched out his paws, examined them
critically, seemed satisfied with the inspection,
shook himself thoroughly, and resigned affairs to
Fate.

Jim, pleasantly stimulated by the remarks of the
passengers and their eager interest in his doings,
marched up to Thumper, struck a picturesque
sparring attitude, and shuffled around, making sun-
dry little passes and jabs which the bear ignored.

““Punch him!” cried a voice in the crowd.
Jim hit, the bear ducked, lazily, but effectually,
and the crowd laughed. Jim drove right and left
at his antagonist; the bear parried, ducked, and
got away, until the crowd shrieked with merri-
ment and the Irishman was furious. He only
lived to punch that bear, and, at length, he suc-
ceeded in landing a stiff blow squarely on the end
of old Thumper’s snout The bear sneezed,
dropped his head, and stared fixedly at Jim.

“Run!” | yelled,—alack! too late. Up rose
Thumper to a paralyzing height, higher still went
his trusty paw, and down it came, with a swing-
ing, sidewise blow on the Irishman’s neck.

I will maintain, by oath, affirmation, or combat,
that Mr. Jim made six complete revolutions, like
a button on a bam door, before he struck mother
earth with the dullest of thuds.

Ten to one that the town was out one Irishman
would have seemed like a good business proposi-
tion, and, to clinch the assurance, the bear began
to walk on Jim in a fashion to cause his friends
uneasiness; yet it is not safe to predict results
when the individual in question comes of Fenian
parentage. While the bear kneaded Jim like a
batch of dough, some of us woke up and rushed
to the scene of action.

| do not remember clearly how we got Jim out
of it Some pulled at the bear’s chain, and some
grabbed him by whatever offered a hold. At
length, James was rescued, alive and weeping,
though, sad to say, three-quarters of the new suit
including the most useful portion of the nether
garments, remained in Bruin’s paws as the spoils
ofvictory. The crowd on the platform was charmed.
It was precisely the sort of thing it had traveled
miles to see.

Poor Jim! Hewas a spectacle. Tears, scratches,
and dust robbed his face of all humanity; the
scant remnants of the Sunday suit fluttered in the
breeze; his shaking knees barely supported him.
We gave him a stimulant, a blanket, and some
good advice. Mr. D—i for once in his life on the
right side of the question, was especially forward
in furnishing the last necessity. So passed Jim
from the field of his glories, and, barring some
scratches, bruises, and a stiff neck, (not to men-
tion the Sunday suit, as that loss really fell upon
Solomon,) he was as well as ever inside of a few
days. The only lasting result of the encounter
for him was that, when the small boy of the town
thirsted for excitement, there would arise a cry of
““Hey, Jim! bin down ter pet cher bear?” and
then a scurry to safety.

When the train departed, and the crowd had
disappeared, | went down and looked at Thumper.
He seemed unchanged. | offered him a cracker;
he stretched out the back of his paw, having
learned that people shrank from the sight of his
five-inch claws, in acceptance. This gobbled, he
eyed me, as he leaned back against his pole, like
an absurd fat man. Humor shone on the outside
of him, but | fancied that, deep down in his eyes,
| could see a dull red glow, Indian style. “ Now,”
said | to myself, ““from the pangs of Jim | shall
extract a moral lesson. Whenever | feel like
showing off at somebody’s expense, let me use
caution not to select for my victim a grizzly bear.”

What Thumper thought no man can tell.

w w

THE EPICS OF LIFE
Clinton Dangerfield

If God denies thee power to shape fair words.
To lore swift falcon ideas to thy tongue,

Know, none the less, it is not by a song.
However sweet, the world is kept so young |

Nay! 'tis by deeds: expression of that force
Thrilling our flesh, redeemed from brother sods.
Live thou thy poem, though it be unwrit—
1 yet will hold thee comrade to the gods.

SUCCESS
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Raising VValues In Fruits and Flowers

The evolution of the chrysanthemum—from the daisy to the gnarled flower, and then to the final success

TF the farmers and gardeners among the eighty
1 million people who now inhabit this country
should plant this year only seed of the quality that
their great-grandfathers planted a century ago, the
United States would not export grain, cotton, beef,
or fruit; but, instead, there would be a famine in
the land. Our broad and fertile fields, our greater
knowledge of fertilizers and of the chemistry of
the soil, and a century’s invention in improve-
ment of machinery for planting, cultivating, and
harvesting, could not prevail against the heredi-
tary taint of poor, faulty, half-wild seed, such as
the early farmers and gardeners of the republic had
to plant George Washington was one of the best
farmers of his time, but his com, wheat, oats,
onions, and potatoes could not be sold in the
market to-day, in competition with the best of
such products. Could one go back and dine with
the father of his country, at Mount Vernon, he
would see no marrowfat peas, no juicy carrots,
no broad-leaved, rich lettuce, no large, sweet on-
ions, no long, crisp celery, no large strawberries,
and no long-topped asparagus. As for fruits, there
would be no ““Wealthy” apples, no Concord
grapes, no Elberton peaches, and no Le Conte
pears. Indeed, such vegetables and fruits were
not grown then upon the face of the earth. Wash-
ington raised on his farm the best products known
in his day, but the model farmer of 1902 would
feed Washington’s seed com and wheat to the mill
and the live stock, and the foremost cotton farm-
ers of to-day would feed cows with his best seeds.

Vegetables gf >800 Would Be Rejected to-day

A century ago, most of the seeds used by Ameri-
can farmers were brought here from Europe, but
by themselves they would not grow here with re-
sults equal to those attained in their native soil.
Crossed with our indigenous plants, fruits, and
grains, in the infancy of their cultivation, our
apples held on to the bitterness of the wild crab,
our grapes continued sour, our pears were juice-
less, and our peaches retained their pungent acid-
ity. Our native maize, being little removed from
the wild state, and having no possible cross from
abroad, yielded little grain and much cob, and
our cotton ran to stalk and
seed without a desirable
staple. The wild strawber-
ries and blackberries, whose
luscious cultivated progeny
now satisfies the universal
palate, were then the forgot-
ten children of fields and
hedges. Many of the flow-
ers of field and wood, whose
lovely children and grand-
children thrive in the hot-
houses of metropolitan flo-
rists, lifted their pale hues
to the unheeding glances of
the retiring red men, and
sent feeble fragrance into
the unconscious nostrils of
the man-hunter.

Apples, grapes, Indian
com, and many cultivated
fruits and vegetables were
found here, either in the wild

An orchid, nurtured with the greatest care

state or grown by the red men, and we have some
slight knowledge of what these wild plants were
like. We know what the wild crab apple,one of
the parents of many of our best apples now, was
and is, the product of a tree overgrown in wood,
and as much at home in the forest or hedge as
in the orchard. The fruit was always small, ill-
formed, bitter, and worm-eaten, but the frontiers-
man encouraged this wild tree to grow in his yard,
and soon it began to show the result of his care.
Near it stood a tree brought from Europe.

Science Has Raised Values One Hundred Per Cent.

The imported tree was feeble; its fruit failed to
ripen, and was faulty. It was not acclimated. It
needed as much the vigor of the wild crab apple
as did the latter the European form and pulp and
sugar in its fruit and a riddance of its burden of
wood. The native and imported fruits were
crossed, and by long and tedious care in selection
and in crossing with thousands of varieties, we
now grow the finest apples in the world. The
Rhode Island Greening, with its many modifica-
tions, has long been a favorite for its pleasant
acidity and its excellent keeping qualities. For a
century, too, the Baldwin and the Newtown Pip-
pin, both chance results, have added glory to the
apple crop of New England. In the flesh and
blood of these magnificent fruits are doubtless the
vigor, tenacity, and endurance of their ancestor,
the wild crab, which graced the yards of the Pil-
grim Fathers. These famous apples, no less
than the men and women of this New England
generation, inherited the character of the first set-
tlers, who, in turn, acquired from the soil the
toughness and tenacity of the wild crab. The Con-
cord grape, the first of all for hardiness, endu-
rance, and health, was the chance discovery, in
1840, of Ephraim Ball, near Concord, Massachu-
setts. It certainly has in it the vigor of the
New England climate and the keeping quality
of New England granite. Where did this grape
come from ? If’all the hard, scrubby vines grow-
ing in New England hedges a century ago could
speak, some of them would doubtless claim this
marvelous offspring as a cross with some fine
European grape.

It was not until the begin-
ning of the nineteenth cen-
tury that scientific efforts
were made to increase the
values of fruits, flowers, veg-
etables, cereals, and fibrous
plants, in this country, but
quite all the families of
these plants have been im-
proved in quality and varie-
ties have been increased.
Indeed, in some of them,
the quality has been im-
proved a hundredfold, and
the wvariety multiplied a
score of times.

There is an apple, a peach,
a pear, a grape,and a melon
for every soil in this country
that can possibly grow them,
and for many localities there
are scores of fine varieties,
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The development and growth of

The picture on the left represents the tips ol the
modern, mammoth asparagus, the result of careful cul-
tivation. That on the right shows stalks of 1850

but the work in most places has been accom-
plished after infinite pains in selection, and
by crossing seed to overcome environment, and
to counteract disease peculiar to each locality,
and, in the meantime, to increase the quantity
of yield and improve the quality.

An account of how the great Northwest has
been made to grow most of the winter apples for
this country must not be omitted from this story
on the increase in plantvalues. The early farmers
of the vast prairies could find no apple tree hardy
enough for the climate. They spent fortunes in
nursery stock, and in planting trees, without suc-
cess. In 1855, Gideon M. Mitchell, of Minnesota,
planted thirty varieties of apple trees and a bushel
of seed. In nine years he planted, all told, nine
thousand trees. At the end of the tenth year he
had left, after the winter’s cold, only one tree, a
small seedling crab. From that, however, has
come the fine apple known in the market as the
“Wealthy,” a fruit from which the Northwest now
annually reaps millions of dollars. During these
nine long years of planting and failure, Mr. Mitch-
ell’s friends told him that nowhere in all that
region would an apple ever grow. His success
was a triumph in which he must have experienced
emotions similar to those of Columbus when, in
1492, he sighted the island of Guanahani.

Plants Are more Important than Seeds in Such Work

The story of how the Agricultural Department
at Washington is helping farmers of the arid plains
to grow wheat has lately been well told, as also
that of how' the Smyrna fig has been crossed with
the common varieties in California with great suc-
cess. But the table tomato, as it is of universal
consumption, is an example of the increase in
plant values that must appeal to all. It is a veg-
etable still a long way from perfection, but it is
one of the most distinctive illustrations on record of
what culture w'ill do with nature. Indeed, every
good quality that it contains, except its color and
its coolness for the stomach, has been bred into
it All its firm, well-flavored and comparatively
seedless pulp is the result of sowing, selection, and
cross-breeding of plants under the most favorable
conditions. In 1829, an American botanist found
the plant growing wild in San Domingo, brought
seed to Philadelphia, and planted it in his garden,
for ornament as the red ““love apple” appealed
to his fancy. The fruit was very small, with a
smooth, tough, thick skin, or rind, and contained
only bitter water and seed. At this stage no one
dreamed of eating a tomato; but, wuth its intensely
green branches and leaves and red fruit, it be-
came an ornament for every American garden,
and in such favorable environments, nature be-
gan to breed pulp into the fruit The palate and
stomach of men were not long in becoming ac-
quainted with the virtues of its cooling properties
on a hot day, and gardeners went to work to im-
prove it

Livingston was the first gardener to advance the
tomato from its primitive stage on the road to the
superb fruit that now graces the table and delights
the palates of so many millions of people. He
also made the important discovery of the unity of
the individual in the plant world. He says:—

““In passing over my fields of growing tomatoes,
which were still of all sizes, sorts, and shapes, my
attention was attracted to one having distinct char-
acteristics and bearing heavy foliage. It was un-
like any other in the field, orany t | bad ever
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been nurtured

Care and time have accomplished all this for the violet

The successful evolution of hickory nuts in size and quality

before seen. It showed itself prolific. Its fruit
was uniformly smooth, but too small to be of mar-
ket value. As | examined it closely, observing
how nearly alike any two tomatoes were on the
stalk, | wished they were larger. Meditating over
its possibilities long, a new idea came to me like
an inspiration. Why not select special tomato
plants instead of specimen “fruits? ”

The great success of his discovery taught plant
breeders that, in increasing the value of a plant,
the selection of the best plant is of far more im-
portance than the selection of the best seed.

The great sugar-beet industry of the world owes
its very existence to a discovery of Vilmorin. The
original sugar beet grown in France did not con-
tain enough sugar for commerce. The amount of
sugar could be easily determined in the beet, but
in making the test the reproductive qualities of
the plant were always destroyed. Vilmorin learned

The single azalea, an
attractive flower
with dainty blossoms

The double azalea, the result of grafting similar species
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An advanced tomato

A sample of the early varieties

how to extract the pulp without destroying the
plant, and by selection and cross-breeding he grew
a plant upon which the great industry’ is now
founded. We owe also to Vilmorin the present
carrot, a vegetable which was nothing more than
a thin, dry, hard, woody root, unfit for the stomach
of a sheep or a cqw. Year after year, he sowed
in a bed and carefully examined every root By
selecting seed from only the best plants for the
new sowing, he produced a carrot with more flesh
and less wood. The horse-radish, the turnip,and,
indeed, the potato vine, were once plants with thin,
dry, woody roots, without the least suggestion that
they would ever develop into food for man orbeast

The transformation of sea-island cotton from an
almost barren weed to a plant whose fiber ranks as
the finest and best cotton in the world is another
inspiring instance of what can be done to develop
plant values. W.ithout the fine sea-island cotton
in manufacture, the cotton crop of the Southern
States would not bring to the planter, and more
especially to the manufacturer, half the money
they now realize. Here was a tropical plant
brought from the Bahamas and planted upon the
seacoast islands of South Carolina and Georgia,
where it at first yielded no value. In fact, there
were whole fields without ten per cent of the plants
bearing any matured crop, and the best of the
staple, as it then grew', would now be worthless.
The best seeds were gathered and slowly the cul-
tivation of sea-island cotton attained the propor-
tions of a small industry.

Scientific Care Has Increased the Value cf Cotton

W. A. Clark, of Columbia, South Carolina, who
owns an extensive plantation near Georgetown,
was one of the first men to begin the scientific im-
provement of this cotton. What he has done and
is doing is now the work of most of the successful
planters. In a few words, it may be said that the
farmers went over their fields, picking only the
best plants, say a score of them, and the best
plants are those possessing the most vigor and
maturing nearest the proper season with seed
nearest the normal size, and with a staple supe-
rior in length, strength, silkiness, fineness, and
uniformity.

Then, out of this score of plants, or hundred, as
it may be, the best individual plant is selected,
and its seed planted. The seeds produce five
hundred plants, and the best plant among these
five hundred is selected and the seed is planted
by itself. The seed of the four hundred and nine-
ty-nine is also planted. The fourth year the seed
from these latter plants will seed a five-acre patch,
but this process of selection goes on and will
doubtless continue. Mr. Clark has succeeded also
in hybridizing the sea-island cotton with the short-
stapled upland cotton, producing a cotton worth
in the market some fifteen to twenty-five per cent
more than the ordinary upland cotton. The fine,
tawny Egyptian, and the dark brown Peruvian
cottons, have also been introduced and are now
being grown with some profit on the sea islands.
These cottons are of great value in certain lines
of manufacture, for it has been found impossible
to dye cotton in these rich brown and tawny colors.

In no other sphere of cultivated plant life has
increase in values been so marked as in floricul-
ture. When a layman visits a great flower-market
in a city, he is astounded at the endless varieties
of roses, chrysanthemums, and carnations. He

~Concluded on page 470\
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PART 1.

TI7E are accustomed to the

sight of diagrams which
show in what an extraordinary
measure everything has devel-
oped in the last quarter or half
century: the output of coal and
iron; baldness; the population
of countries and towns; the wealth
of individuals and communities; the
range of guns and the consumption of
soap; the length of railways and the sal-
aries of tenors; the circulation of newspa-
pers, the average length of life, and the num-
ber of divorces. There is one thing, however,
on which we never obtain statistics, although
it has developed to a greater extent than any
other, and that is whatmen agree to call ambition.

It has become commonplace to say that
the great impulses to all human effort are hun-
ger and love. This statement is true only re-
garding a certain phase of civilization. Daily
bread and woman’s smile are the aims of the
toil and struggle of man so long as he has not
raised himself much over the level of animality.

On a higher degree of development, a third
stimulus comes into play,—in many men the
strongest of all,—ambition. People desire to
become famous; they desire to be admired, en-
vied, imitated. Everybody strives to rise above
others, to overtake all competitors in the race of
life, to reach the goal first, to win the first prize.

To weigh the moral and material value of
the various forms of success, one against the
other, is clearly not easy to the ordinary mind.

There exists no common measure for them.

Their proportional estimation depends upon the

conception of the world and life, the temperament,

the coarser or finer soul-fiber of the person esti-

mating them. It is emphatically a case for the application of the classic
fable of the stork and the fox who invite each other to a meal. The fox
can naturally do nothing with the long, narrow pitcher of the stork, while
the latter is equally helpless with the broad, shallow dish of the fox. It
all depends on whether one has a muzzle or a long bill.

It will probably be most difficult to come to an agreement regarding
the value of the ideal of those for whom success takes the form of a moun-
tain of gold, because not many people have the moral courage necessary
to deal with the problem sincerely; in their hearts they probably all value
wealth, but it is considered low-minded and vulgar to admit this, while it
seems noble and superior to make a show of despising money.

Now, to despise money is very foolish, as it means to despise force,
and force is the essence of the universe. Money in itself is nothing, and
means nothing. It is a mere symbol. It is a conventional representation
of the whole of civilization. It virtually includes everything that, up to
this hour, man has created with his many-sided mental and bodily efforts,
—what he has wrested from nature in a struggle of giants lasting thousands
of years and has brought to a form suitable for human needs. Whoever
boasts that he despises money is saying, in effect, that he despises the pic-
tures of Leonardo and Velasquez, the statues of Michael Angelo, Carpeaux
and Paul Dubois, the view on the north Italian lakes, the Gulf of Naples
and the giants of the Alps, the singing of De Reszke and Patti, the violin-
playing of Joachim and Sarasate, the writings of Herbert Spencer, the sci-
ence of Lord Kelvin, and the inventions of Edison. All these one can
procure with money. That money can also be expended in a vulgar fashion
is not the fault of the money, but of those who spend it in such a low way.

At bottom, one cannot blame the young man who, when he starts out
on the race of life, chooses as his goal the milliards of a Carnegie or a
Rockefeller. He can think out for himself a good or a bad, a wise or a
foolish, a useful or a harmful employ of them, and according to his choice
will his ambition be attractive or repulsive.

MAX

No Other Business in Me World Pays so little as a Chase after Millions

It is true that a father, a tutor, or a friend of even moderate wisdom
only will never advise a young man to make the conquest of milliards the
task of his life. The prospects of passing the winning post as victor are
extremely unfavorable; while the probabilities that, in the struggle for ex-
cessive wealth, he will lose his health, his peace of mind, his better self,
perhaps his very life, are very great The possession of the milliards may
be happiness, but the earning of them is certainly a work which per-
emptorily excludes every idea of happiness. The road to the milliards
leads through all the circles of Dante’s * Inferno.” Supposing the goal to be
paradise, the traveler arrives there in a condition which leaves him but
little capacity for enjoying its bliss. The millionaire who lives on a daily
pint of milk of the value of six cents, and who in vain exhausts all the re-
sources of human invention in striving to obtain a few hours of sleep, has
become a common type in modem fiction,and | believe the portrait is true
to life.

Providence has happily arranged vegetable growth so that trees do not
reach the heavens. Great wealth can only be gained from man. It is
never the prize of solitary contemplation or secluded work at a desk in a
cozy study. One must go to seek it in the market place, in the midst of the
crowd. One must handle, outdo, overcome, or crush innumerable people.
One must be more clever, have more will power, or be more artful than
other men. This presupposes qualities which are not possessed by one
man in a million. The average young apprentice millionaire, when he is
not a fool, soon sees that he is not cut from the material of which money
kings are made. He calculates, that, on the whole, there is no other
business which pays so little as a chase after a million; so he abandons
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the race in time, before he
breaks down, devotes his ener-
gies to aims which are closer at
hand, and reaches, not the fab-
ulous milliards, but probably
an honest competence.
An ambition to conquer a
preeminent situation in public
life can be better encouraged. It
is, from its nature, more moral chan
that for the mere possession of money.
It is by definition sociaL The efforts it
necessitates are compatible with health and
happiness. It is true that here also we have
the broad road and the narrow path. One can,
in order to gain popularity, appeal to the bad
instincts of the crowd as well as to the good.
One may be the cad parasite and corrupter of
the people, or their stem educator, warner, and
critic.  One can arrive at the Capitol through
Tammany Hall, or by heroism on Cuban battle-
fields.  Whoever is not an incurable pessimist
will at least admit the possibility that honesty,
firmness of character, sound common sense,
public spirit, sympathy with one’s fellow men, a
little geniality, and a little gift of gab, will suffi-
ciently assure the possessor of these qualities,
which are not over rare even in their happy as-
semblage, the esteem and confidence of his
neighbors, and gain for him a reasonable, if per-
haps not phenomenal, success in public life. The
greater the number of citizens who have this kind
of ambition, the better for the community; for
their fruitful emulation, when it is controlled by a
well developed public Isense of morality, strength-
ens the natural solidarity and recruits constantly
precious forces for the work of the common weal.
In the struggle for success of this order, disap-
pointment is not probable; for, if the competitors
are many, so also are the prizes. Caesar preferred to be the first in the
village rather than the second in Rome. Now, to be first in Rome is
difficult enough, but the alternative leaves Caesar the choice of fifty thou-
sand situations.

Thirst for fame seems to be the most ideal ambition. It is the most
foolish of all. In no case is the appearance so different from the reality
as in the case of celebrity. To him who does not possess it, it seems the
sum total of all that is splendid. He who, according to the general opinion
of his contemporaries, possesses it, sees that it contains more bitterness
than satisfaction, and that it is not worth, in any true estimate of values,
either a night’s sleep or a day’s effort

There Are Many gf Us Who Do not Know for What Some Men Are Famous

Formerly, the feudal organization of society created hard and fast
limits to the cravings of every individual. The low-born, the poor man,
could not hope to lift himself much above the level on which the accident
of his birth had placed him. His boldest dreams never carried him be-
yond the extreme limits of his caste.

The democratic transformation of the peoples has changed this. The
emancipation of the average individual is, in some countries, complete, and
in others nearly so. Lowly birth and extraction are no longer obstacles.
Energy and talent, but of course smartness and unscrupulousness, also,
are keys to every door. Human forces now have full play, free from the
fetters of prejudice.  ““Quo non ascendam?"* cries, in Dionysian intoxica-
tion, every youngster who enters the arena of life to take up the struggle
for existence.

To nothing can the ““vanity of vanities” of the Preacher be so well
applied as to celebrity. Dante devoted to it the Terzine:—

Non ¢ 'I mondan rumor altro ch'un Jiato
Del vento oh' or vien quinci ed or vien quindi,
E cambia nome perche cambia lato.

““World renown is nothing but a breath of wind, which blows some-
times from here, sometimes from there, and takes another name because
it comes from another direction.”

All that Falstaff said of honor, which replaces no lost limb and brings
no dead to life, holds good of fame. What real use, what tangible advan-
tage does it bring the celebrated man ? His name is familiar to the world,
but, often enough, the people who know it have no precise idea of the
reason why they know it, or of the signification of the name.

Sir Richard Wallace presented the Parisians with some hundred pub-
lic fountains. They are, as is meet, known as ““Wallace fountains,” and
have rendered this name a familiar sound to people using Paris streets. A
reporter once overheard the following dialogue between two Paris workmen.—

““Old Wallace is dead!”

““What old Wallace?”

““You know quite well what Wallace,—the man who made his fortune
in fountains.”

Fualdeés is another name celebrated throughout France. It is that of
a man who was cruelly murdered in the beginning of the nineteenth cen-
tury. This tragic occurrence gave rise to a ballad which still lives in the
mouths of the people. Let anyone ask an average Frenchman if he
knows Fualdés. Out of a hundred thus asked, ninety-nine will answer:
“ Fualdés ? Certainly! He was the famous murderer.”

The visiting lady of a Sunday school asked the children: ““Do you
know what a poet is?” ““Yes,” answered a dozen voices, “‘Give me a
name.”  “‘Shakespeare.” ““Very good; now do you know what Shakes-
peare wrote ?”  General silence followed,—finally broken by the reply, in
a clear voice, ““The Bible, mum.”

[ To be continued in the September Success]
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Scientific Forestry

A NeW Industry Which Promises to Employ
a Large Number of Ambitious Americans

FRANK HIX FAYANT

,ﬂ, new field of industry is opening which
71 promises, in the near future, to enroll large
numbers of industrious Americans. It is the
field of scientific forestry. It is not one in
which a man can get rich quickly, and, per-
haps, he may never accumulate a vast fortune in
it, but it is one in which he can acquire a com-
petence and have a highly honorable and use-
ful career. In a few years, the United States
Government will have need of scientific for-
esters, for thousands of acres of forest land are
being devastated to keep up the great demand
for wood-pulp paper. Railroad companies and
lumber manufacturers owning vast tracts of
woodland are inquiring into the methods of sci-
entific forestry, and some of them are employ-
ing foreSterS.

The farmer sows his seed in the spring-
time, and in the autumn his field is ready for the harvest; but the forester,
who plants the young seedlings of spruce and pine in the meadow or on
a devastated ““burn,” must wait many years before his timber will be ready
for the market While the farmer gathers his food-crops every year, the
forester’s timber-crop requires nearly a century to grow. Such is the great
difference between the arts of agriculture and sylviculture.

From the prehistoric days when man first went into the forest to cut
wood for building his home, lumbering has been practiced, but forestry is
a new art The lumberman takes his ax and saw into the virgin forest
with but one purpose,—to fell all the timber that he can sell at a profit.
He works as does the miner, draining nature’s rich stores so long as he
can do so with gain to his material fortunes. When the ““pay-streak™ is
exhausted, the miner abandons his shaft, and seeks new ore deposits; and
the lumberman, when he has denuded a forest of all its marketable timber,
transfers his logging operations to another part of the woods, leaving nature
to heal the wounds he has made.

But the forester, while not ignoring the demands of his own pocket-
book, works for the remotest posterity. When he clears a tract of the
wilderness of its century-old timber, he sows the seed for a new forest,
although the new crop will not mature for anothgr century. He seeks,even,
by the scientific direction of Nature’s work, to leave for posterity a better
forest than he found. Surely, then, forestry is not an art to be practiced
by an individual. The simple lumbering of our forefathers, making the
most profit for to-day, and ignoring the morrow, is more attractive.  Since
the forester curtails his profits by making provision for posterity, forestry
can only be practiced by the state or by great investment corporations,
operating on so large a scale that the distant future must enter into the
calculations of this generation»

MEABURING TREES TO BE FELLED

These Barriers Will Check the Devastation gf Pulp-Makers and Lumbermen

Strictly economic considerations demand that the state prevent the
despoiling of our American forests by lumbermen and pulp-makers. The
yearly lumber harvest in this country now amounts to more than forty
billion feet Great tracts of virgin forest land have been devastated and
no provision made for the future. The increasing demand for daily news-
papers, and many editions of them, is having a marked effect on forests
close to the centers of densest population. A single New York newspaper
consumes one hundred and forty tons of paper every day, or one hundred
million pounds a year. Every day in the year thirty acres of timber must
be cut to feed the presses of this single newspaper. This is an exception-
ally large consumption of wood pulp,—the largest in the world,—but other
newspapers approach this consumption, and the yearly cut of pulp-makers
is rapidly increasing. In consequence, the available supplies of spruce are
diminishing in the United States, and the pulp-makers are moving north-
ward into the Canadian forests for their raw material

By the creation of great forests and reservations by the national and
state governments, like the three-million-acre preserve in the Adirondacks,
and the proposed Appalachian preserve, the state intends to set certain
barriers to stay the progress of the lumbermen and pulp-makers. But pro-
fessional foresters point out that the best interests of the nation are not be-
ing conserved by the present policy of forbidding the cutting of trees on
state lands. Alarmed by the denuding of American forest lands, the idea
has gained ground that it is a crime to cut down a tree. "Woodman,
spare that tree!” is the cry. But itis as idle to forbid the harvesting of
wood crops, when they reach maturity, as it would be to forbid a farmer to
reap his grain. Man must have food from the fields and wood from the
forests. As well stop the mining of iron ore as set barriers against lumber-
men. Timber must be had, and millions of trees must be felled every year.
What is demanded is not prohibitive legislation, but scientific sylviculture,
so that new wood crops may be raised to provide for future demands.

Forestry Is Something More Than Felling Trees <w3 Sending Logs to Market

A professional forester recognizes three objects to be attained by forest
growth: to furnish wood supplies, to provide protection of soil and water
flow, and to afford pleasure and sport On steep, Alpine mountain slopes,
where a forest cover is to be maintained to prevent erosion and the rapid
surface drainage of waters, protecting forests must be grown; as, in certain
sections of the Adirondacks, where the state or some individual wishes to
set aside forest property as a game preserve or recreation ground, a luxury
forest is maintained; but the primary object of forest growth is the pro-
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Some of the stately hardwood giants of a northern forest awaiting the advent of

Such picturesque forests as these must be devastated to supply
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the forester. Amid such scenes a student will learn the elements of his profession

Often wide rivers are used for transshipping logs ! at times the traffic becomes congested
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duction of useful material—of wood crops,—in the business forest The
energies of professional foresters are mainly directed toward the scientific
management of business forests.

Several colleges now provide a four-years’ course in forestry, leading to
the degree of ““Forest Engineer.” Three of the first professionally trained
foresters are now employed by the Forestry Bureau of the Philippines; one
by the New York Forest, Fish and Game Commission; one by the United
States Bureau of Forestry; four in the United States General Land Office;
two by Connecticut, while two are in the employ of lumbering companies.
Their salaries range from six hundred dollars to two thousand, four hundred
dollars a year. In this way these colleges are doing for forestry wnat many
institutions have done in mechanical engineering, mining engineering, rail-
way engineering, electrical engineering, marine engineering, civil engineer-
ing, and agriculture,—sending out men equipped with a highly specialized
training to manage scientifically the great industries of America.

The forest engineer, at the end of four years' rigorous study, finds that
forestry is something more than felling trees and shipping the logs to mar-
ket. His training, while highly technical, is as broad as that of any other
university graduate. For two years he works in the company of three
thousand other young men, preparing themselves for various professions.
Not until his upper-class years does he take up practical work in the col-
lege forest. In his under-class years he devotes a large part of his time to
the study of such basic subjects as mathematics, including analytic geometry
and the calculus; pen topography and land surveying; the natural sciences,
physics, chemistry, zoology, meteorology, entomology, dendrology, geograph-
ical botany, plant physiology, and geology, as well as political economy.
In his upper-class years in the university, he studies law and political
economy, botany, physical geography, and fish-culture and game preser-
vation. Text-book and lecture instruction in forestry runs through the four
years; but, in the spring terms of the junior and the senior yeai, the stu-
dents all live in the woods, where their instructors put them at work apply-
ing the principles taught in the lecture rooms.

In the Woods Students Don Rough Clothes and Work with Woodchoppers

The university lectures cover biological dendrology,—the life history,
laws of growth of trees,and their sylvicultural requirements; sylviculture,—
the principles of arboriculture, application of dendrology to crop production,
methods of reproduction, improvement of crops, nursery practice, and forest
planting; forest protection,—methods of guarding against trespass, loss from
fires, insects, diseases, and the measures to prevent erosion, washing,and dete-
rioration of soils; timber physics and wood technology,—the technical prop-
erties of wood and its uses; exploitation,—the methods and means employed
in the harvest of forest products, logging, transportation, milling, and the
preparation of wood for market. The foregoing lecture courses cover for-
est crop production. These are followed by courses in forest economy
which include forest mensuration,—methods of ascertaining the volume of
felled and standing trees, of whole forest growths, timber estimation, deter-
mining the accretion of trees and stands; forest regulation,—the principles
underlying the preparation of plans of management for continuous wood
and revenue production; forest valuation and finance,—the principles and
methods of ascertaining the money value of forest growths; forest adminis-
tration,—organizing a forestry service; forest history and politics,—the
historical development of the economic and technical features of modem
forestry ; reading German forestry literature.

Cornell’s forest is in the very heart of the Adirondack lake region,
one of the most beautiful spots in America. Big Tupper Lake is on the
west, and Long Lake on the south, while the Saranac Lakes lieto the north-
east Mt Seward lifts its lofty peak on the southeastern boundary of the
forest High elevations,slopings of varying aspect, valleys and river bottom
lands are represented in the diversified topography. About half the prop-
erty is virgin timber, the other half more or less culled of pine and spruce,
with a small portion of burned-over lands, where artificial reforestation can
be practiced. Centrally located at Axton, accessible by road and river,
and within four miles of the steamboat landing of the Lower Saranac, is the
foresters' little colony. There, in the spring, when the snow is gone, the
students don rough clothes and join the woodchoppers. Their fieldwork
includes the inspection of logging operations, timber estimation and meas-
urement, surveying, locating roads, nursery work and planting, marking
trees for cutting, practical work in sugar orchards, and excursions to fishing
grounds and hatcheries.

In the Adirondack forest, the hardwoods—birch, maple, and beech,—
predominate; while the more useful conifers—pine, spruce, and hemlock,
—have been yearly growing less numerous. In the eyes of lumbermen,
the white pine is the king of the woods, and, with the development of the
pulp industry, spruce is next in importance. The consumption of conifers
in this country is three times as great as that of hardwoods. The college
reservation being conducted as a ““business forest,” the leading aim is to
promote the growth of these conifers.

By Studying German Methods, Our Foresters Can Improve Their Work

Extensive nurseries for the raising of seedlings have been established
at Axton and Wambeek. This spring, a million trees were planted by
direction of the college. Five hundred thousand seedlings of pine and
spruce were shipped from the Axton nurseries to the New York State Forest
Commission and the Yale Forest School. The other half million seedlings
were planted in the Adirondacks by the college. In addition, three hun-
dred pounds of seed were sown in the nurseries. One and one-half million
seedlings should be the result of this sowing. The trees raised include
white pine, Douglas fir, Norway spruce, Scotch pine, Riga pine, European
larch, red pine, Colorado white fir, and white spruce. Experiments are
also being made with chestnut, chestnut oak, and hickory, from the Bilt-
more nurseries of the Vanderbilt estate in North Carolina; and Japanese
tree seeds, of some forty' species, from the forestry school at Komaba, Japan.
The late spring frosts, and birds, grasshoppers, and squirrels are all enemies
of the young trees. The squirrels, for instance, finding the white pine
seeds more toothsome than those of the cheaper spruce, systematically dug
up row after row of them, leaving the spruce beds untouched.

Most of the work of planting the seedlings has been done by French-
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Canadian wood-choppers, after they have fin-
ished their winter logging operations. The men
work in pairs, one digging a hole with a dibble
or a grub hoe, the other setting the plant Two
men set one thousand, six hundred plants in a
day. The cost of planting, including the cost
of the plants, varies from five to ten dollars a
thousand. The plants are placed from five to
nine feet apart Many of them, of course, die,
and the “ fail places ” must be reset the second
or the third spring after the first planting.

From Germany, where the art of forestry has
been practiced for two centuries, American for-
esters must learn much of their profession. The
Prussian state forests are nearly seven million
acres in area. Two-thirds of this land is man-
aged by clearing and artificially replanting;
nearly a third is managed by the rapid-removal
system.  On about thirty-five thousand acres,
single trees are selected here and there in the forest, leaving nature to
reproduce the crop. On the cleared areas, from two thousand to four
thousand seedlings per acre are planted; in twenty-five or thirty-five years,
this number is reduced to about one thousand, eight hundred trees growing
up like wheat in a field. In the Cornell forest, the best German practice,
modified by American conditions, is followed. About one thousand acres
have been cleared, and about one and one-half million young trees have
been planted in the clearings. Much of the college forest has been culled
by lumbermen of the merchantable pine, which is nearly extirpated, and
the spruce has been considerably reduced. It is, therefore, a decrepit
forest, and the aim of the foresters is to replace it by a more valuable forest
On burnt areas, now covered with aspen and brush, pine and spruce have
been planted, and meadows and abandoned pastures are being reclaimed to
the forest Waste land is thus made productive.

In Germany, all portions of the forest crop,
from the root to the brushwood, are immediately
salable in the neighborhood, owing to the den-
sity of population, but in the Adirondack wilder-
ness conditions are much different. To make
a market for the hardwood,—much of it long
past its maturity,—the college has made a con-
tract with a cooperage company to supply it
annually, for fifteen years, from ten to twenty
thousand cords of retort and full wood, and
two to four million feet of logs. Stave mills,
wood-alcohol plants, and a railroad, accordingly,
have been built in the forest to take the hard-
wood crop. The logging is done under the direc-
tion of the college foresters. This contract has
roused much criticism among those who love
the woods, but the college authorities point out
that the hardwood crop must be marketed, and
that this is really the simplest solution of a somewhat vexatious problem.

The ideal of a forester is a ““normal forest,” so constituted, organized,
and regulated that every year a definite number of trees may become ripe for
harvest, yielding a steady revenue from year to year. Our American tim-
ber is financially ripe at eighty years. Were the Adirondack forest con-
ducted as an ideal forest, the seedlings planted this spring would be fine
old trees, ready for harvesting, in 1982; next year’s planting would furnish
the crop of 1983, and so on. But in the virgin woods, which grew without
regard to man’s economic needs, the forester must begin by replacing the
old stock, a dead capital, by a better crop, a live capital. After this has
been done, he determines how much timber he can cut each year without
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Starting Spruce Logs on a Journey down Stream

A Nursery where Young Saplings Are Raised
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cutting into his timber capital. He culls the in.
terest, or the annual yield. The Cornell forest,
however, is too small to be managed on the
““sustained yield” principle, and the only thing
to be attempted will be to remove the old crop
and replace it by a better. At the end of thirty
or thirty-five years, the demonstration forest will
have to be left to mature. It is a pity thati-
should be so. With one hundred thousand acres,
an ideal management could be had.

With what care the logging operations are
carried on may be judged from the directors
instructions for a sample cutting. They follow:—

1.—No spruces are to be taken except dead or
crippled ones.

2.—All young thrifty growth of birch and maple
below ten-inch diameter, breast high, is to be left, unless
evidently interfering with young spruce, or unless old
runts and with low spreading crowns. All crippled and
dead trees are to be cut.

3.—If any choice in the removal of different kinds becomes necessary, the ad-
vantage is to be given to the better kind, following the grades downward from pine to
spruce, balsam, hemlock, birch, and maple.

4.—All beech that can be cut into firewood is to be taken.
5.—AIl hemlock, unless thrifty young growth from six inches down, is to be taken.

6.—Wherever there is any absence of young volunteer growth, leave enough
older timber to avoid making larger openings than four rods square.

7.—Log with the utmost care for young growth, felling trees into openings and
avoiding the smashing of polewood.

8.—In cutting roads, avoid, as much as possible, passing through young spruce.

9.— Prepare, split, and set up firewood on roadsides,—all cordwood to be cut
fifty-two inches in length, sawn,—all crooked pieces and rough wood sawn or chopped.

10.—AIll material down to three-inch diameter is to be worked up; all fuel wood
over five inches to be split; cordwood to be set up by grades; all sound material over
ten inches to be cut into logs, or eight inches if sound core, to be skidded separately
by sizes; all logs over fifteen inches to be kept separate. All hemlock logs are to be
held out.

In felling the hardwood, interesting facts as
to the ages of trees are learned. Of sixty maples
on which rings were counted in the first logging
operations, a diameter of twelve inches on the
stump was reached by seven, whose age varied
from one hundred and sixteen to one hundred
and eighty-three years; ten trees reached a di-
ameter of sixteen inches in one hundred and
seventy-two to two hundred and forty' years;
seventeen reached a diameter of twenty' inches
in one hundred and seventy-five to two hun-
dred and thirty-three years.

Although some instruction in forestry is
given in about forty' institutions in twenty-nine
diffe'.ent states, there are only three real forestry
schools in the United States, the Yale Forestry
School, New Haven, Connecticut, the New York
State College of Forestry, Ithaca, New York, and
the Biltmore School of Forestry’, Biltmore, (near Asheville,) North Caro-
lina. Yale offers a two years course to graduate students. The very
complete course at Ithaca has been outlined in this article. At Biltmore, a
yearly course, a combination of practical and theoretical instruction, is
offered. A complete list of other courses may be found on page 703 of the
““Year Book” of the Department of Agriculture, for 1899. Among the princi-
pal courses are those of one year at Berea College, Berea, Kentucky; Uni-
versity of Southern California, Los Angeles; of four months, Agricultural
College Experiment Station, Michigan; two terms, University’ of Minnesota
College of Agriculture; twelve weeks, West Virginia University, Morgan-
town; and six months and field work, State Agricultural College of Vermont

The Song of the FPine &

LJEAR now the song of the fine,
1  That is sung when strong winds sweep
Hot-flung from the mighty South,
Or the North Wind bellows deep:
Hear thou the song of the pine
When the sea-wet West beats in,
Or the Eastfrom his tether breaks
With clamorous, human din.
The long boughs quiver and shake,
Uproused jrom their primal case,
And bend as an organ reed
When a strong hand strikes the keys;
And a mighty hymn rolls forth
To the far hills' farthest line,—
Earths challenge and trumpet call,—
Hear now the song of the pine:—

gray hills are m

THE strong,
A ribbed thews of the earth ;

There have | marshaled my brethren, and laughed

at wind and sun ;

I tent with the crag and the eagle, the cloud-gods

saw my birth ;

| have drunk the strength of the ages,—a thousand

years as one.

I have warred with rift and crevice, with avalanche

and shale,

throne,—the rock-

Grappling my barren ridge with the grip of a mail-
clad fist
Storms roll their anger around me, torn through with
lightnings pale,
Or robe me in lonely ermine, or garb me with
shadowy mist.

The stars are mv near companions;—ever to them |

lift.
And grow to their nightly splendor with soul as far
and free,
Counting the swinging seasons by the planets’ veer
and drift,

Till again the fierce spring-joy wells up from the
earth to me:—

The old, fierce joy of living all primitive, undenied,
As breathed, from the Maker’s lips, on clay still
warm with His touch;
When no soul skulked or whimpered, or in impotent
weakness cried,
And life was a strong man’'s gift to be held in an
iron clutch;—

Held, or flung down as the pine-top shakes down a
ripened cone,
Then stretches green fingers skyward with

larger
faith and hope;

Shariot m. Hall

Glad without thought or question,— undoubtful of
earth or sun,—
From the bent blue overhead to the mold where
the dark roots grope.

But level sinkcth to level, as height calls up to height;
Courage is nursed of danger; tne dfeed, of the naked
need;
Came Ease to sit on the hearth, dear-bought with the
ancient might,
And, drunk with her smile, men slept and lapsed to
a weaker breed.

O men that dream in the lowdand | O men that drowse
on the plain !
Wake you and turn to the forests, turn to the far
high hills;
Ye shall win from their unspent greatness the olden
strength again;
Ye shall hear, in that lofty silence, the battle-shout
that thrills.

Ye shall find,in those utmost reaches,a power undefiled;
Wisdom untaught of sages, and beauty and truth
divine;
Love as pure as the sunrise when the first fair morn-
ing smiled;—
Rouse ye, nor linger belittled, shamed by the wind-
swung pine.
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A Hero
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In Spite or HiMself ’

John Oxenham

[Author of ““Our Lady of Deliverance”]

“T3 Eady?” asked the elder of the waiting men.

He was tall and thin, white-haired and
gray-bearded, and his eyes shone like stars. His
face was bronzed from much exposure to the sun.
There was a glow in it, however, which did not
come from the sun, a mighty determination which
was not produced by mere strength of will, a sweet
white soul-fire which had made him a power
throughout the Dark Islands.

““l am ready,” said the younger man.

His face was brown also, but not bronzed. There
was a lighter patch of tightened skin above each
cheekbone. His jaw was set so grimly that it
looked aggressive. His lips were tightly closed. His
eyes were unnaturally wide open at the moment
He looked slightly raised,—fey, in fact, as a man
looks when he and death meet face to face in a
narrow way.

In front, a crowd of islanders stood waiting for
them, at an angle of rock where the creek curved
round into the land. They carried clubs and
spears, and swung them restlessly. Behind lay
the blue sea. A white boat, just pushed off from
the shore, rode like a sea bird with wings out-
stretched for swoop or flight, and farther out was
a waiting schooner, whose white sails shivered
softly in a head breeze.

"Remember,” said the elder man, quietly, ““one
sign of flinching, and it is finished. Now, let us
go.” He bared his white head and said, softly,
““In the name of the Father, and the Son, and the
Spirit,” and went up toward the dark men like

the courteous Christian gentleman he was. The
younger man did the same.
The natives drew back, round the rock. The

white men followed. The men in the boat watched
intently, and then listened and gazed at the angle
of the rock. Their orders were to wait

The two men passed out of sight,—the elder,
quiet and calm, as if going for a stroll in his mis-
sion garden, the younger, strung to martyr pitch,
ready to endure to the utmost The islanders
retreated, foot by foot The white men followed
steadily. Then,suddenly, clubs whirled and hatch-
ets gleamed, and the brown men rolled on the
white men like a flood.

The elder man stood and eyed them stead-
fastly. He had been through such experiences
many times before. He spoke to them in words
he thought they might understand. For a moment,
the two men were like a rock in a foaming moun-
tain stream. Brown arms, clubs, and hatchets
whirled about them. But one man »n ten thou-
sand could have stood unmoved.

The white-haired man was such a one. He stood.

But the younger man’s face lost its look of
calm self-control. The n'rves had been drawn too
tight He cast one glance round and back.
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* Clubs whirled and hatchets gleamed, and the brown men rolled on the white men like a flood *

In an instant the white head beside him was
smitten and disappeared. With bent head inside
his folded arms, the younger man dashed at the
throng and sent the brown men spinning, as he
had sent men of a brawnier breed on the football
field. He burst through them in spite of blows
and cuts. He was nearly at the corner when a
well-flung club caught him deftly in the neck and
caused him to fall in a heap. The brown men
danced madly and let their shouts go up. They
took the younger man by the heels and dragged
him back to where the body of the elder lay, and
flung him on top of it Then the sailors from the
boat burst on them with a yell and sent the brown
men scattering.

It was days before the young missionary recov-
ered consciousness, and weeks before he could lie
in a chair on the veranda of the mission house,
weak from loss of blood, and weaker still in other
ways.

They tended him lovingly. Gracious women
ministered to him like angels. To them he was a
hero,—a saint,—a martyr almost To himself—!

He was almost too weak to think about it yet
He was hacked to pieces and terribly bruised.
When he trie'd to move, it seemed to him that not
one sound inch of flesh was left When he tried
to think, the little blood that was in him rushed
up into his head and set it humming and buzzing
and dyed his face crimson under the partly
bleached tan.

His mind was still in a state of confusion. His
thoughts were almost as broken as was his body.
He remembered facing the bristling brown men.
In his mind’s eye he could see their shaggy heads
and twisted faces, their white teeth, their gleam-
ing eyes, and the whirl of their brandished weapons.
After that all was blurred and broke off into sud-
den darkness. He had a dim remembrance of
intense strain and a sudden snap. He groped for
the ends of the broken threads, but they were
hidden in the outer void. He was still ver}' weak.

He accepted gratefully all that was done for
him, but, for the most part, lay in silence. His
sufferings were great, but no word of complaint
ever passed his lips. If he had permitted himself
any such words, they would have expressed his
regret that he still lived when his leader was dead.
To all he was a monument of patient resignation.

So great was his depression, and so slow his re-
covery, that it was decided at length to send him
home to recuperate. He acquiesced in this, as he
did in everything ¢lse they suggested. He thought
it unlikely that he would ever return. His heart
had been in the work, but he had been tried and
found wanting. The work, he said to himself,
was for abler ana more faithful hands.

The mission schooner carried him to the near-

est port of call, and, in due course of time, he was
lying in a deck chair, carefully swathed in plaids,
and the great steamer was bearing him homeward.

The story of the martyrdom and of his heroic
defense of his old friend,—how they two had gone
up alone to the peaceful assault of an Island of the
Night,—how he had fought for his leader till he
could fight no longer, and had fallen, at last,
wounded almost to death, across his dead body,—
had all preceded him. The very sailors were
proud to have him on board. The officers made
much of him in an undemonstrative way. The
ladies fluttered round his chair like humming-
birds and bestowed many attentions upon him.

He received it all in silence. He was still very
weak. How could he reveal his sick soul to these
strangers, and what good would it do if he should?

He had not yet decided what course to take when
he should get home. He had thought and thought
till he was sick of thinking, sick of himself, and
sick of life. Ah, why had he not died with the
brave old man, out there on the shore of the creek
behind the rocks? Why had his nerve given way
at that supreme moment? Why had this bitter
cross been laid upon him? It would have been
far better to have died,—far easier, at all events.
But easier and better run opposite ways, as a rule,
and have little in common.

Should he confess the whole matter and retire
from the field and find some other way of life?
Truly, he felt no call to any other work. This
had been the one desire of his life. He had
grown from youth to manhood in the hope of it
He believed he could still be of service, when
once he should get over the effects of his present
fall. Should he not rather bury the dead past
with God as the only mourner, and start afresh,—
to fall once more when the strain should come
again —he asked himself, with exceeding bitter-
ness. He grieved over his lapse as another might
grieve over a deliberate crime. But he postponed
any final decision as to the future till he should
feel stronger in mind and body.

There was a noted writer on board, a realist of
realists. He sought impressions at 