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‘You're countin' too fast,’ interrupted the sheriff*

William Woffington, Volunteer Photographer

The Story of a Man who Thought

“WILLIAM, if you ever had an ounce of common
sense, you must have lost it. Really, I never

saw such a boy. You go at things helter-skelter,
and there s no telling where you 're going to end."’
Mrs. Woffington addressed these words to her
son. She believed that she still had a right to
address him as a boy, although he had long been

tramping through the ¢‘thirties.”” To her, big
and raw-boned as he was, he was still, and always
would be, her one pet lamb. Once she had reaa
a little dialect poem, one verse of which closed
with the quaint couplet:—

**And when you get 'bout forty-three,
“I'is time to leave your mother’s knee."’

That was the basis of her philosophy regarding
William. Never should he leave the old farm
until she was ready to have him go. Never should
he cross the threshold of her door to carve out his
place in the big world until, as she remarked, he
was ‘“old enough to take care of himself.”" So,
notwithstanding Mr. Woffington’s_numerous pro-
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tests that she was **spoilin’ the child an' preventin’
him from becomin’ the president of the United
States,”* she was calmly but forcibly obdurate.

William stayed at home. In fact, he didn't
want to leave. Great cities had no magnetic
charms for him, and the endless routine of farm
life, with its ever varying incidents, pleased him
beyond measure. Nothing was ever suggested
that he would not attempt to carry into effect,
even if he should fail in the end. He never said
**No,’”" and even when it was suggested that a
new wheel had to be supplied for the windmill,
or a famine in drinking water would be the conse-
quence, William was not dumfounded.

*The horses have had pink eye, and I've had
‘the measles, and the price of hogs has gone down,
and all since spring,’’ said his father, ¢ran’' I
don’t know how we're ever goin' to buy a new
wheel.”’
i+ ¢“Nevermind,’ said William; **I’1l make one."’

Jabez Smith, the son of his nearest neighbor,
and Priscilla Weston, who had been known for
several seasons as the belle of the village, had
decided to marry. Indeed, it was the chief
Thanksgiving Day event in their township. It
had occasioned more talk than the proposed in-
crease in taxes, for the young people were widely
popular. Every arrangement to make the affair
one of more than passing notice had been care-
fully planned. The ceremony, the reception and
the depaiture on the evening train were all brought
to a head w..1 scheduled finesse. There was only
one hitch. Jabez and Priscilla wanted a photo-
graph representing them as they would appear
just after the tying of the knot  Like the mighty
army of young married folks who had gone before,
they wanted a photograph to pass down to posterity
«*showing them as they looked when they were
‘married.”’ i :

The village photographer was away. Business
during the summer had been unwarrantably dull.
He had photographed nearly every resident within
a radius of a hundred miles, and, as the popula-
tion in the district had not increased since the
last census, he betook himself to another location,
but left his little gallery quite intact and ready for
business when he should return. But these mat-
ters had no necessary place in the affair, except to
make things more inconvenient, for Jabez and
Priscilla must have the photograph taken. Who
would take it?

«I will,"” promptly answered William, when the
question reached his ears.

It was as if a mighty matter of state had been
settled, or as if some determined patriot had an-
swered his country’s call. 'When William Woffing-
ton said that a thing was to be done, there were
those who knew that it was as good as done.

It was this particular determination that had
made his mother refer to his lack of common
sense and his readiness to ‘‘go at things helter-
skelter.”” But William wavered not The photo-
graph should be taker. )

This feature of the day grew in importance.
The ceremony itself, the bride's dress, and even
the honeymoon departure, for which the young
people had been collecting old shoes and surrep-
titiously storing away handfuls of rice, paled into
insignificance. William Woffington was asked,
almost every day, for permission to see the picture
taken, and he soon saw that the little gallery could
not hold the growing throng. He refused every
request, save those of the sheriff and his wife and
the bride's little brother and sister. He did ask
his own father and mother, however. ¢ Ma's
presence gives me encouragement, whenever I try
to do anything,’’ he said, ‘‘and then where she
goes pa must go, too.”" He
would have liked to exclude
the sheriff, but that officer was
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in the dark box. When ready, say, ‘Now smile,
please,” remove the cap, count thirty, withdraw
the box, close it, and leave it in the dark room
for development until I return.’’

This technical epistle needed some studying.
¢« A focus commensurate with the size of picture
desired’’ seemed to be an Iliad of plausibility in
a way, but to William it was an Iliad that had
not been rendered into English. He spent the
few days that remained between the arrival of the
letter and the wedding in repeated visits to the
gallery. He wheeled the old, loose-jointed cam-
era back and forth, he looked through the aper-
ture with the cloth over his head, and there before
him appeared the palm scene in all the grandeur
of its gray and pristine glory. But ‘‘a focus
commensurate with the size of picture desired"’
puzzled him greatly. Fearing that he would be
laughed at he dared not seek information on the
point.  He found the plate box and the plate and
remarked how easily they ran in and out of the
groove in the camera provided for the purpose. He
was willing to take a chance at the focus. Maybe
that would set itself right in the development.

The day came. Scores of the curious left the
little church before the ceremony and wandered
down the main street to the gallery. Inside, Wil-
liam Woffington and the sheriff began prepara-
tions. William was still wheeling the bungling
machine back and forth through the little tracks
that its years of usage had worn in the floor, won-
dering if the ¢ focus commensurate with the
picture’’ would come right, and the sheriff was
at the door keeping the merry but inquisitive
crowd at bay with the law that was reflected from
his battered shield. Really he was of more impor-
tance than William. Had it not been for his stern
upbraiding, the gallery would have been mobbed.

The bride and groom and the attending guests
and Mr. and Mrs. Woffington rode from the
church to the gallery in Mr. Woffington's farm
wagon. Cheer after cheer pierced the circumja-
cence as they wheeled before the door and
alighted. Men stood on the wagon's floor, on
fences, and on one another's shoulders in their
mad desire to see what was going on inside, but
the gallery was some distance from the ground
and they had no view.

‘*Take your place by the palm scene,’’ said
William,

*“Do we sit or stand ?'* asked Jabe:

+«Sit,"’ said William.

*“There’s only one chair,"’ broke in the sheriff.

*You mind the law, and I'll mind this affair,”’
replied William, with unmeet sternness,

*William, my cherub,”” said his mother,
softly.

**You sit, and 1’1l stand, Priscilla,” said Jabez.

“No, you sit, and L'l stand; that's stylish,”’

*“No, it’s polite for you to sit."’

While this debate was going on Mrs. Woffing-
ton went over to the bride and the bridegroom. A
tear glistened on her cheek. Something brought
back a similar scene in her life, and recalled the day
when she stood blushing beside her stalwart hus-
band. ¢‘Ah,"”’ she mused, ‘‘he was sitting, and
1 stood with my hand on his right shoulder, and
why not ask Jabez and Priscilla to do thesame?*’
With the dear memories clogging her brain, she
posed the man and wife. William entered no
objection. ‘*Ma’s done it, and ma's right,” he
said to himself, ‘*and maybe—'"

He stepped aside and approached the sheriff,

It was a last, desperate hope. He leaned over
and whispered in his ear.

*«Bill, what’s er—er, —the focus ?’

“Don’t know,”" answered the doughty peace-
maker. ‘*Don’t know, unless
it's some er that stuff in them

¢«sthe law’’ and demanded a
place at the undertaking, ¢ in
case thet there pesky camery,
or some o' them smelly bottles
should explode.”’
William's knowledge of
photography was as limited
as his ability to measure star-
distances, but that did not
thwart his purpose. Nothing
could thwart William's pur-
pose. He wrote to the owner
of the gallery, and, in reply,
a letter came which said:
«« Place the couple before the
palm scene at a focus com-
mensurate with the size of pic-
ture desired. Insert the plate

“Pelted by rice
and old shoes”

bottles in the dark room.’’

William jumped at this
gleam of light. Still he had
his doubts. Perhaps it would
be just as well not to experi-
ment.

He adjusted the plate box,
and with an air of dignity threw
the cloth over his head. In
the next instant, he jumped
back, startled, and placed his
hand on his brow.

““Gosh, all hemlock,”’ he
remarked, ‘‘you're standing
on your heads!"’

** Let it go some way,"" said
Jabez, in a shivering voice;
“I'll freeze if I have to sit
this way much longer."
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Priscilla’s set face mirrored her husband's
thought.

«All ready, then!'' called William. Then,
with steady precision, he added, ‘*Now smile,
please!’’

Truly, if there had been any hope of smiles
from the bride and the bridegroom it had been
irrevocably dispelled. But over the faces of the
specially bidden guests faint smiles rippled,—
smiles which seemed to greatly disturb Jabez and
his bride.

*Now, don't move till I count thirty,”" said
William,

“One, two, three,”’ he began, and continued
on to ‘‘five."’

“You're countin’ too fast,”" interrupted the
sheriff.

‘*What do you know about it?'’ asked Jabez

‘*Jabez! don’t move,’’ said Priscilla, twitching
his shoulder; ‘‘you’ll spoil it."

¢« Eight, —nine, —ten,—eleven,’’ William went
on, with slower effect. ‘ Fifteen'’ was reached,
and Jabez squirmed. That ¢ thirty”’ seemed as
far off as the eternal hills. His legs grew stiff.
If he did not move his arm it would drop off.
He had forgotten to smile! He did not know
what to look at. First he looked at William's
upraised arm, then at the smiling faces of the
spectators. Priscilla felt his uneasiness and laid
her hand more heavily on his shoulder. Itseemed
like a ton of dead weight. He shifted to ease it,
but Priscilla leaned harder. William reached
‘‘twenty-one.’’ [Each number was pronounced
with cautious precision.

**Go slower,’’ said the sheriff; ‘‘take a good
one."

Jabez turned his gaze to the speaker and glared,
A sudden throbbing noise seemed to overpower
him. A steady, hammer-like beating was being
administered to his body. In the sudden silence
it seemed awful,—like the approach of doom.
Louder, stronger, more powerful came each beat,
Alack! it was only the ticking of the watch which
William held in his hand.

**Twenty-seven, —twenty-eight, —twenty-ni, —'’
William thought it best to give a good exposure
toward the last,—‘‘nine.”” He drawled out the
‘'thirty’’ so that it covered nearly as many sec-
onds. Jabez did not wait until it was over. He
arose, stretched every muscle, and, with a wry face,
turned to Priscilla and said, **Come, darling."

<‘Better sit again,”’ said William, pleased at
the promised success of his work.

**Not for a thousand pictures,’’ answered Jabez;
‘‘do you want me to become a mummy ?"’

Away they went amid cheers, pelted by rice
and old shoes,—away to their new happiness.
There was only one person in all the district who
did not join the merry departure. William Wofe
fington was carefully depositing the plate box in
the dark room. Ay, he put it in the darkest
corner, and carefully locked the door for further
safety.

Two weeks later the proprietor of the establish-
ment returned. William was first at the station
to meet him. They walked over to the little gal-
lery and hastened inside. In about ten minutes
William returned. His face was fixed. He saw
no one; he spoke to no one. He seemed to be
as one transfixed. Mounting his horse he rode
straight to his father's farm. Only his mother,
patiently sewing a garment, was in the old home
at the time,

*“A fine picture it will make, eh, William?"
she asked, smiling.

There was no answer.
son startled her.

““What's the matter, William? Wasn't the
focus right?*’

‘“Don’t know, ma; I forgot to take the cap
off.”

The glum face of her

> >
This Trust Was Too Much for Him

PHILANDF.R C. KNOX, attorney-general of the United
States, is an enthusiastic angler. Recently he took a
trip to a mountainous region of Pennsylvania to fish for
trout. One of his guides was an old mountaineer named
Jacob Krebbe, and well known to the attorney- eneral.
Krebbe is quite an adroit conversationalist, and is not
unknown to the fishermen in his section as a humorist.
One hot afternoon, Jacob Krebbe and Mr.Knox chanced
by a big pool below a fall where the trout were risin
freely and snapping at a greenish-blue fly that was muc
in evidence on the surface of the water. Mr. Knox had
nothing in his fly-book that resembled the insect in ques-
tion, and, after a series of ineffectual casts, gave up in
disgust. The trout were all after the greenish-blue fly.
‘“Seems as if that green and blue fly had a sort of a trust
on that pool of trout,’* said the patient guide.
Mr. Knox nodded. I
**Well,"” resumed Krebhe, *'if you can't bust a trust
do n’t know, who can._ Let's begettin’.”



NOVEMBER, 1903

SUCCESS

629

“‘It’s a scientific, historic, precise’—and at every word his big hand made the glasses iump.—*'desiznatian af him®"
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“The Seventh”

or, the Settlement Fight in
HENRY KITCHELL WEBSTER
[Author of ‘“ The Banker and the Bear’' and ‘*The Copper King,”’ and Joint
author, with 8amuel Merwin, of ‘“Calumet ‘K’’’ and * The 8hort Line War’’]
[Copyrighted, 1903, by The Success Company. Copyrighted in Great Britain. All rights reserved |
CHAPTER I. trying to accomplish. 1'm completely mystified.'’

THE fifth annual meeting of the Carter Hall As-

sociation was nearly over, and most of the
twenty associates and Douglas Ramsay, the warden,
were glad of it The dinner which had preceded
it had been long, Ramsay's report, though cut as
close to the bone as he knew how to cut it, had
not been short, and the retiring president had
fairly surpassed himself. But when the new presi-
dent's turn came, he said that, if they would take
his speech for granted, he would give his time to
Mr. Ramsay. He believed that that gentleman
wanted an additional appropriation to the one
which covered his regular budget and would now
explain for what he wanted it.

This, being unexpected, was all the more interest-
ing, and everyone turned to see what was coming.
Ramsay drew his chair closer to the table and
**hunched’’ forward. He was a rather rawboned
man somewhere in the early thirties. His features
were not finely modeled, his hands were big and
knotted, and he gesticulated so violently with them
that his coatsleeves worked far back from his
wrists, his voice was rough in timbre, and the
range of his inflections was amazing. He worked
hard, he talked hard, he used hard words, and he
even smiled hard. But for all that he was not
unamiable, or underbred, or awkward, or even ill-
looking. What the mitigating quality about him
Wwas one could not at first discover. It would seem
absurd to call so outspoken, hard-hitting a2 man
tactful, but for three years he had worked in un-
broken harmony with the Carter Hall Association,
and his various predecessors could assure you of
the weight of that fact as evidence.

“If you listened to my report just now, you
know better than I shall know myself, to-morrow
morning, what we have been doing: how many
babies there have been on the average in the day
Dursery, how many boys in the sloyd classes, and
Soon. So far as we're concerned, we've had a
good year, We've made a good showing. But
how much we’ve accomplished for the ward in
that time, I don't know. After the compliments
Mr. Payne has been giving me, 1 guess I dare
own up that I don't know what it is that we're

*Surely you don’t mean that, Mr. Ramsay!"'
It was a white-haired but fresh-complexioned
woman who interrupted him and she spoke as if
reading out of a paper before a club. «Isn't it
to give those poor people a glimpse of the higher
life and to help them to attain it for themselves ?'*
There was a slight, indefinable stir all about the
table at that. It quickened galvanically at Ram-
say's reply.

‘“No doubt, no doubt, but what does that
mean? How are we going to translate it into
terms that will guide our actions ?*’

“In the last typhoid epidemic,’’ he went on,
hastily, ‘‘our ward, with one thirty-sixth of the
population of the city, had one quarter of the
cases,—nine times its share, —and I was not sur-
prised, for I knew what the sanitary conditions
were before it happened. In the tenements and
brothels south of Cameron Avenue, they 're at the
worst, but they 're nasty enough up in our part of
the ward. I'll not go into details unless you want
me to. That was the first investigation I made on
coming to Carter Hall, and when I saw how things
stood I began trying to have them bettered. I
wrote letters to the newspapers, and, after 1'd
compared notes with Robertson and Holmes on
their wards, we began to try what we could do to
get a reasonably good housing and sanitary bill
through the council. We stopped pretty soon
because we saw that we were trying something
about as possible as washing up a dirt road. The
man who stood in our way was the chairman of
the housing committee. He holds that place for
the purpose of preventing any such bill as we
wanted, and he is Alderman Albert Gollans of our
ward,—a newspaper the other day called him the
Duke of Cameron Avenue.’’

“That’s not a joke,"’ he went on, raising his
voice above the rustle of polite laughter. «It's
a scientific, historical, precise’’—and at every
word his big hand made the glasses jump,—
¢«designation of him. He levies tribute and grants
protection. He holds the ward, or a great part
of it, in a strictly feudal relation.’’

He leaned farther forward and began to talk

rapidly. < As I said, I know a lot less than I did
three years ago. I'm not near so sure what altru-
1sm means, or improvement of economic condi-
tions. I used to like to lecture on sociology, as
they call it. I would n’t do it now for a hundred
dollars. But I do know something about the ward
and the people in it and the way they live. And
I know that, if Carter Hall can cleanse the Augean
stables,—I mean, literally, if it can by law compel
the landlords to fill the vaults, flush the pipes, and
give the people air to breathe, if it never does
anything else, it will have justified its existence.'’

His voice, when he said it, had been clanging
in their ears like a big bell, but now he checked
himself suddenly. He leaned back in his chair
and wiped his red forehead with a handkerchief,
Then he said, quietly: “What I ask of you is an
appropriation of two thousand dollars to play poli-
tics. I want to tip Al Gollans out of his chair."

It was ex-President Payne who broke the silence
which followed. Theshower of heresies had thrown
his thoughts into some confusion. *Our policy
has always been opposed to that, Mr. Ramsay.
We have regarded our work as something quite
outside of politics. We want to elevate the masses
by—Dby the leaven of culture, and—""

“Don’t you want to think,’”’ put in another
man, ‘‘what the consequence of a defeat would
be to the settlement, before you embark in such
an enterprise? Would not a defeat be a serious,
a fatal blow to our influence ? And is not such a
conclusion quite possible ?*’

I can’t promise a victory,"" said Ramsay,
‘“and I think a defeat would no doubt impair our
usefulness for a time.”" Suddenly he thrust his
body forward. ¢‘You've been building a ship,’*
he said. ‘‘You've spent five years at it We
don't know the sea, except that it's stormy,
and our ship may come to grief in it, but it's
better to lose a spar than never to try at all. If we
can ride it out, we've won a victory for the city
as well as for ourselves, and, if the example of
success is worth anything, to other cities.

“I'm not asking you to go on a wild-goose
chase, either. I've canvassed the ward very care-
fully, and I think we stand a good chance to
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win. I can turn our men's club into a machine
of our own in half an hour. They're eager for
something like that. We can carry the six pre-
cincts north of Cameron Avenue and west of A.
Street. That's as certain as human certainty can
be." ’

«] don't know what Mr. Ramsay means, but
I'm sure—at least I hope,—he doesn’t intend
to express approval of machine politics, and cer-
tainly not to adopt them himself.”” The speaker
was a deep-voiced woman in a black gown. Her
name was Ficklin.

I should say that it depends on the machine,”’
said Ramsay. ‘I can imagine a good machine,
and even think I could build one.”

But the deep voice went on. ‘‘We founded
Carter Hall for the purpose of presenting an ex-
ample, an ideal, to the poor and degraded. And
rather than that we should sanction political bar-
ter and bargaining by our example, or sully the
ideal of civic purity by our actions, I would un-
dergo fifty defeats. [ should consider a victory as
the only disaster.’’

A young lawyer named Dallas spoke up quickly.
*“You don't agree with Abraham Lincoln, then,
Mrs, Ficklin? You know he said that good states-
manship is using individual meanness for the
public good.” '

Ramsay grinned across the table at him.
he?" he asked.

«*Oh, I'm perfectly capable of adding what I
can to the Lincoln myth upon occasion,’ re-
joined Dallas, ‘‘but I could n’'t make up anything
as good as that. That's according to Hay.”
Then, with hardly a pause, he continued: ¢« Tell
us some more about our chance to win, Ramsay."’

The warden made no reply for a moment, but
eyed the wineglass which he spun between his
fingers. When he did speak it was to Mrs.
Ficklin.

“I'm glad you brought up the subject,’”’ he
said, ‘‘because it’'s important that we should all
understand each other on that point before we go
further. 1 agree with you that one should take
high ideals into settlement work, and that, if he
succeeds, his neighbors become aware of those

«Did

ideals. Perhaps that's the measure of his success.'’ -

He was hesitating over his words,—feeling for
them rather cautiously,—and there were many
pauses in his speech. ‘‘But ideals are n’'t a matter
of externals. You can’t conscientiously present
one, for you can’'t exhibit an immaculate ideal
as you'd wear a clean collar. If you do, it will
soon grow rather dingy. If you keep it where it
belongs, why, contact with facts, even grimy facts,
won't soil it."’ .

««That's theorizing, and a little out of my line,"’
he went on, and his voice rose and his fist
thumped out his periods on the table. ¢But
here is what I want to say. We won't mince
matters. I'll not go into politics unless you tell
me to. But if I do go in it will be into practical
politics. I won't deal in pure abstractions on
Cameron Avenue any more than I'd talk in pure
Urdu. I'll take high ground when I can, but
lower ground in defaultof it. I'll appeal to any-
thing that will help me win and that isn’t dis-
honest. I don’t call it dishonest to get one man
to admire the view, and to show another that the
situation is healthy, and to point out to a third
that the soil is good for potatoes. Before I go in
you must decide whether you can trust me with a
free hand or not. I must do it in my own way. 1
shall no doubt do a few things, and be said todo a
good many more, which some of you will think
are wrong. When it's all over I'll tell you the
whole story, and you can judge whether it's been
a hard fight and fair fight or not. It will be too
late then, of course, to mend matters, and so I
say again that now is the time to make your
decision."”’

«“Let me add just this much more: if I'm
whipped, it will, as 1 said, impair the influence of
Carter Hall for a while. But the hall won't be
saddled with a warden who has outlived his use-
fulness. 1'm going in with my eyes open. I
shall play myself against the Duke of Cameron
Avenue, and, if 1 fail, I'll take the medicine that
the leader of an insurrection usually gets.

«I've made my speech wrong end to. Idon't
want you to think about the consequences to me
or even to Carter Hall. 1 want you to remem-
ber how poor and helpless those people are and
how they die; that disease doesn’'t take the
sickly ones, those who haven’'t much chance any-
way. It attacks the strong men who are carrying
them, the men and women who earn the cabbages
and the corn meal and the baskets of coal. I
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“eIf | fail, 1I'll take the medicine that the leader of an insurrection usually gets’”

could show you a map with the death spots all
over it, but I did n’t bring it because I don’t want
you to think of it in percentages. If this associa-
tion means anything, it means that those people
are your neighbors,—that Peter Salvinski, who
died of fever, who had ambitions and ideals as
good as yours and mine, and who loved his chil-
dren as you do, was your neighbor, and that all
of his family, who are pitifully trying to get on
without him, are your neighbors, too.”” There
was a pause, and then he said: «“That's all
Thank you for listening so long."’

There was a long silence. The twenty associ-
ates were not looking at the warden, or at each
other. At length somebody said, ‘‘I move that
the appropriation be made,’’ and with a palpable
flutter of relief it was done. ¢ Thank you,"”

said Ramsay, quietly, and by common consent the
meeting was over.

CHAPTER I,

RAMSAY walked downtown, and, before taking

the car out to the settlement, dropped into
a little café where they raised no objection to
his pipe, and sat down to a hot Scotch and a
half hour of solitary reflection. Solitude was a
luxufy not often to be enjoyed by the warden at
Carter Hall. For a while he dismissed from his
mind Alderman Gollans and the plans for the in-
surrection he meant to lead against him, and took
up another less important but not uninteresting
matter.

Just after the meeting had broken up, and as
he was leaving the room, the youngest and newest
of the twenty associates had accosted him and
asked whether he could take in another resident
at Carter Hall. ¢ Because, if you can,’’ she had
said, ¢I'd like to be thatone.”” He had told her
that he could not answer offhand. The hall was
supposed to be full, but it might be possible for
him to manage it. He would let her know the
next day.

Thanks to a late uncle, Anne Coleridge had,
quite in her own hands, a much larger income
than she could spend, and, as the preoccupation

" of both her parents in affairs of their own left her

as much to herself and as free to do as she pleased
as a girl in her position in society could be, the
wonder was, when you came to think of it, that
she had not ‘‘gone in for philanthropy'’ before.
What little he knew of her Ramsay liked. He
liked the humorous droop of her mouth he had
seen when Mrs. Carpenter had begun her well-
known dissertation on giving the poor a glimpse
of the higher life; when he had said he would let
her know next day whether he could make room
for her at the hall or not, he liked the flicker he
caught in her eyes, which told him that she knew
why he hesitated and that she did not take it
amiss.

But still he was not sure he wanted her at the
hall. Ramsay knew two sorts of women residents,
the earnest and the gracious. One or two precious
jewels in his experience had been both, but that
only proved the rule, and to preserve anything like

a just proportion between those classes was rather
a nice matter. There was no doubt where Miss
Coleridge belonged. She possessed a charm even
beyond that of most women of her birth and
breeding, and he knew that none would more in.
fallibly perceive it, or be more amenable to it
than his neighbors in the ward. But how she
would affect the balance of his family in the hall
was another matter. He knew she could sing. He
had heard her do it, and play her own accompani-
ment in what the people who knew said was a
really musicianly way, so he was sure she was ca-
pable of helping out Miss Enderby, but he didn't
know whether she would or not, or whether or
not Miss Enderby would relish it if she did.

His inclination was so strongly one way that he
resisted it for a while, but soon he yielded. ‘¢She'll
keep us out of the sociological rut,"’ he reflected,
‘“and won't it be a recreation, though, to see the
way she'll dress for dinner!'' Then a little re-
gretfully he put her out of mind and turned his
attention to a more important but less beautiful
object, the chairman of the housing and tenement
committee, Alderman Albert Gollans,

He had not been thinking of him three minutes
when the man himself walked into the caf?, es-
corting a couple of gaudily-dressed women. He
wore a dress suit, patent-leather boots which be-
trayed the fact that they were too small for him,
three diamond studs in his shirt, and a derby hat.
His closely cropped mustache was of the bristly,
aggressive sort, but his hair under some mollifying
influence or other submitted to be plastered tight
to his head and shone with positive brilliance.
He carried his overcoat on his arm.

Ramsay watched them go to atable, then knocked
the ashes out of his pipe and finished his glass.
Just as he put it down Gollans recognized him and
came over to where he sat. .

‘“Won't you join us, Mr. Ramsay?"’ he said, as
they shook hands. ‘I guess you don't know
Mrs. Gollans.”"

“I'm just going,’’ said Ramsay, rising. */I've
been out all the evening and I've a lot to do yet
to-night. Thank you, though.”

‘1 know you keep pretty busy.”" The alderman
smiled as he said it. ‘¢ I understand your men's
club out at Carter Hall is bigger this year than
ever before. You haven't asked me to go outand
make them a speech for a long while.”’

They were walking together toward the door,
and Ramsay stopped and faced him. He, too, was
smiling, and he held out his hand. If the warden
had ever been nice in the matter of handshaking,
he was well over it. ,

«1invite you now,"”” he said, cordially. ‘*Let’s
see. You're chairman of the council commit-
tee on housing and sanitary matters. Come out
and make us a speech on tenement conditions in
our ward. 1'd like to hear it myself, and 1 think
the rest would. Good night.”’

It was late when Ramsay reached the settleme!lt.l
and he noted with satisfaction that Carter Hal
appeared to be asleep and that he should have
his private office quite to himself. He sat down

n—‘
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“*What you propose seems to be that | hand over the Democratic machine’”

in his swivel chair, and, unlocking a drawer, took
out two little bundles of memorandum slips, one
indorsed ‘‘Independent,”’ and the other, ¢ Dr.
Haversham.’”” He spread them out before him,
keeping the two sorts distinct. The slips were
covered with figures: additions, deductions, com-
putations, totals, grand totals,—such as might
appear to a schoolboy as some nightmare problem
in arithmetic. Patiently he went over it, check-
ing this, altering that, and often consulting a card
catalogue on his desk or a filing cabinet at his
right hand, or odd-looking maps which he pulled
up from an ingeniously contrived well at the back
of his desk and buttoned over the edge of it
When he got to the end he drew a long breath
and shook his head. He locked up the slips in-
dorsed ‘*Dr. Haversham'' in the drawer again;
the others he gathered into a bundle, tore them
very fine, and dumped them into his waste-paper
basket.

James Haversham, M. D., was, perhaps, within
a year or two of Douglas Ramsay's age; he was
as good looking as regular features, a pair of keen,
intelligent eyes, and an athletic figure could make
him. He had a light, dry, nicely inflected voice;
he could talk about a great many things, and
gave evidence of having traveled and read rather
widely. Altogether, he catalogued very well, and
if you did not like him it was hard to say why.
The only thing you could put into words against
him seemed to be that he was vain of his hands
:d bestowed an inordinate amount of pains upon

em.

The ward was not curious, and nobody asked
or wondered why he had chosen to settle in Cam-
eron Avenue, except, perhaps, one of the newer
residents at Carter Hall, who nearly always sus-
tained a great surprise on first encountering him.
About five vears back he had taken the flat over
the drug store on the corner of Cameron Avenue
and B Street, and had hung out his shingle. His
first step was the sagacious one of making friends
with the police, and he did it so well tl:at it was
not long before most of the ‘‘emergency’’ cases
in the neighborhood—and there were a good
many between Saturday noon and Monday morn-
ing,—fell to his share. With that for a start, he
rapidly accumulated a considerable practice of
one sort or another. Fortunately it is not neces-
sary to go further into it than to say that it paid
him rather more than a living.

The doctor's chief aspirations were political.
He had joined the precinct Democratic club at the
outset, and was soon the most important mem-
ber in it. At the next club election, with a true
politician’s instinct, he had refused the captaincy
himself and secured the position for his chief
rival in the club, and thereafter gave orders, when
necessary, quietly, from behind the throne. Itis
enough to say that he knew how to make him-
self useful without making himself conspicuous.
After two or three years the county chanced to
go Democratic, and Haversham's share in the
victory was the office of county physician and a
modest amount of patronage in the way of sixty

day jobs,—which do not fall under civil service
rules,—small matters, but enough to enable him
to maintain himself as Democratic boss of the
ward. He was only minority boss, of course, for
the ward, and Gollans and the city administra-
tion were Republican. He made it go as far as
possible, and then went on as before, waiting for
events to offer him another opportunity.

Dr. Haversham's curiosity was smartly aroused
on the morning after the annual meeting of Carter
Hall Association when Ramsay called him up on
the telephone and asked for an appointment with
him. ‘“If you can come out here to the hall,
I guess you'd better. If you can't, I'll go to
your office,’’ he said, and the doctor, wondering
what could be in the wind, answered that he
would stroll in about three o’ clock that afternoon.

He did stroll into Ramsay's private office, just
as Mrs. Ficklin, who lectured once a week on
Browning to the Woman's Club, was coming out,
and the coincidence made the warden’s greeting
of the Democratic boss a little more spontaneous
than it otherwise might have been.

*“Who was she ?’' asked the doctor, as Ramsay
closed the door. ¢‘I've seen her somewhere, or
her picture.”’ .

‘Her picture is on the society page at least
once a season, so you've probably seen it. She's
Mrs. Ficklin."’

««Oh,'* said Haversham. The indifference in
his tone was a bit overdone, and it provided Ram-
say with a new idea.

The doctor sat down, and took a frankly com-
prehensive look about him. He had dined at
Carter Hall once or twice, but had never been in
here. ‘Do you know that this reminds me of
Al Gollans's office ?’" he said. ‘*He goes in for
this sort of thing."” A wave of his hand included
the filing cabinets, card catalogues, maps, and
other scientific paraphernalia. ‘‘ He has regular
office hours, and when a man goes in to see him
he makes him send in his name. It's ten to one
that he has his whole biography in his card cata-
logue, and then when the man comes in he knows
all about him. I think he rather overworks the
system, myself, though I must say he gets good
results. Do you know him ?*’'

““Yes, I know him pretty well. As for the sys-
tem, it can be overworked, but still you can't do
without it."’

He pulled a map out over the desk and mo-
tioned Haversham to draw up his chair. *“This
ought to interest a doctor,’’ he said. ¢ It shows
the sanitation in the ward. 1 suppose you know
a good deal about it."’

«] know it’s rather primitive and very nasty.
However, it don't bother the people out here.
They 're used to it, I suppose."’

«They aren’t so used to it that they don't die
of it like flies,’’ said Ramsay, gravely.

««Oh, yes! but, you see, they're bound to do
that, anyway. They'll find some capital law of
health to break. If it isn’t one its another.”’ He
was looking at the map, however, with a rapidly
growing interest. ‘*This is immense,’’ he said.
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¢ If we could only see what relation the deaths in
the last epidemic had to the conditions,—'’

Another map with little yellow crosses strewn

over it was under his eyes in an instant. He shook
his head over it awhile, and then laughed shortly.
““Well, that tells the story,’’ he said, and added,
ruefully, *“You don't often get a thing to work
out as neatly as that. Cause and effect aren't, as
a rule, so willing to be seen in each other's com-
pany. I congratulate you."’
‘“No, thank you,”’ said the warden, grimly.
¢ It comes rather closer home than that. Idon’t
mind telling you that I'm in earnest. It is my
purpose to clear up that map and some way or
other I'm going to do it. I want a city ordinance
to go on. Al Gollans, for reasons of his own, and
no doubt they're good ones, means that I sha'n’t
get one; and, as he's chairman of the housing
and sanitary committee, I can’t get my bill through
him or over him or around him. So I'm going
to try to throw him out. I'm going to try to beat
him in the April election.”’

Though it was in the power of Mrs. Ficklin and
some other worthy persons to prod him to growl-
ing, Ramsay was not a cynic. He took the highest
ground he could. He knew facts enough out of
Dr. Haversham’s career to establish a strong pre-
sumption as to his character, but, in the absence
of certainty, he paid him the compliment of hold-
ing a high motive before him. If there was a
spark of generosity, it should have been a breath
of air, not a wet blanket.

But the doctor was puzzled. What was Ramsay
driving at, anyway? Where was the graft? Why
talk to him about Gollans? He would give some-
thing to know the facts of the case. It would do
no harm to hold back a little,

“Oh,”” he said. ‘‘Independent, anti-boss, pur-
ity-of-the-polls, turn-the-rascals-out, reform sort of
thing, I suppose? Well, I don't wonder that you
settlement people try that on once in a while. But,
frankly, Ramsay, you can’t make it go out here."’

“I've no sneer for the crusader,’ the warden
answered, thoughtfully. ¢ He quickens the pulse,
anyway. But this isn’t going to be a crusade, It’s
to be practical politics. 1 didn’t ask you over
here with nothing more substantial to offer you
than Utopian fancies. It seems to me that for the
present our interests lie the same way. You want
Gollans out, yourself. But your Democratic ma-
chine can’t do it; you've been trying to for years,
And my plan—call it reform, if you like,—I'm
afraid couldn't do it, either. But together we
should make a better job of it. Together, with
luck, we could win."’

Haversham shrugged his shoulders. «*We'd be
glad to have you support our man, of course,’’ he
said. He was acting again, and again he rather
overdid it. Ramsay laughed and shook his head.
«Itwon't do,doctor. That's notwhat I propose.’

‘“What you propose seems to be that I hand
over the Democratic machine to help push along
your gaudy reform."’

‘I only want to borrow it.'' The warden's face
became serious and he began to speak more rap-
idly. ¢‘See here, Haversham. This is a matter
of business. I'll show you what I can do. I think
I can convince you that I can deliver the goods.
If I can, we'll add together what we've got. If
we've a chance to win, why, there’s a victory for
your party,—and personal advantage for you.’’

Ramsay did not overdo it. The last half-dozen
words of his speech had no labored empbhasis,
nothing but the little hesitation which preceded
them, but still they were significant.

«“Go ahead, "’ said the doctor. ‘*If you'll show
your hand, I'll show mine."’

[70 be continued in the December ** Success'")
] ]

A Modest Beginning

SENATOR ARTHUR PUE GORMAN, of Maryland, a little

while before the adjournment of the United States
senate last March, heard Senator Nelson W. Aldrich, of
Rhode Island, scolding a page for carelessness in deliv-
ering cards.

*1 will have you dismissed,’” said Senator Aldrich to
the boy; ‘‘this card was given to you to deliver more
than two hours ago and I have been here in my seat all
the time. What is your name? "’

*Gently, gently, Aldrich,” Senator Gorman interrupted,
laying his hand on the anfry Rhode Islander's shoulder;
‘‘give the boy a show. often made the same mistake

myself. Let it pass this time.”"
‘“You often made the same mistake!’" echoed Senator

Aldrich.

**Often,"” Senator Gorman replied. *‘Don’t you know
that I first entered the senate as a ﬁage nearly fifty
cars ago? [ have never forgotten those days. You
ﬁave no idea what a hard time a page has, with a half
dozen senators calling him at the same time and all of
them in a hurry. He is bound to make mistakes. If I
had been dismissed for a-little delay in delivering a card,
I should not, probably, be in the\senate to-day.’
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Harmonizing Tempers in Ma_qigd Life

dition that is worse than poverty.”” The truth of this

statement is to be found in numberless homes in every city in the land.
People seem to marry because they can picture a land of unalloyed happi-
ness in which they may dwell. After one or two years of married existence
the dream is shattered. Pride alone then bids many a man and wife live
together in inharmonious union. They have everything that life can give,
including too much of one thing,—temper. If they could know how to
harmonize their tempers, —how to meet each other in all the matters that
pertain to their lives,—the outcome would be too wonderful, too beautiful
even to record on these pages. In short, this grand life, which is really a

special privilege that has been given to us to enjoy, would increase in value,
and overflow with joy and contentment.

Temper Is a Thing That Should Be Exhibited only by Mad Dogs

How can tempers be harmonized? How can etymologists learn the
mysterious ways of industrious bugs and birds? By close application to the
subject that they have in hand. Mr. Husband, do you really know your
wife? Have you studied every phase of her make-up? Is she sensitive
and tender in her nature? Most women are. Do you say things that you
know will hurt her feelings? Do you make certain remarks about her, her
friends, her frocks, or her milliner's bills, in a certain semisarcastic way,
simply because you know that she will be cut to the core and that her finer
feelings will give way to her temper? Then she will round you up smartly
with some curt response, so curt that you did not believe she had it in her.
Certainly she did not let you know it when she and you were engaged.
No, certainly not. She did not want you to know it. She preferred to
show you only the pacific side of her nature, but you dared her and
thwarted her and made her angry. The worse her temper becomes, the
more you add insult to injury. Then you fling some piercing, parting
remark, as she sits with her tear-stained face buried in her hands, and you
slam out of the house and you meet a friend and—you smile.

You want to argue this matter with me and say that she has been
willful, or extravagant, or annoying, and that it is a wife’s place to be sub-
servient and ‘‘obey’’ her husband. 1 grant all of this. ButI do insist
that it is for a husband to help make his wife blend into a peaceable con-
dition in life even if it is a task that takes years. It can only be done by
address and politeness, by tenderness, and by showing that the fires of love
have not been burned out. Add to this a goodly amount of reason,—
downright, cool, calm, and justifiable reason,—and a large percentage of
civilized women of the world will learn to know that temper is a thing that
should be exhibited only by mad dogs.

Just because I am a woman, I do not intend to take the part of women.
1 do not hold that husbands are alone to blame for the lack of harmonizing
tempers in the world. There are few people so instrumental in destroying
the peace of man as fretting, unsatisfied, envious wives. 1 know men
whose dispositions would abash the seraphim. Lo! their wives will not let
them have a moment's peace,—no, not for worlds. They make adeliberate
effort to spread the germs of discontent whenever they can. They love to
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in a gentle tone.

««Then earn more money, and afford one,”’ she blurts out.

This man is doing the best that he can. He is doing all in his power.
He is working hard and is trying to make both ends meet. His wife has
no sympathy. She could be a great help and blessing. He loves her and
nothing in the world could make him refuse her anything within reason.

Happiness is the easiest thing to drive out of married life; derision is
the easiest thing to lure into it When two people marry they expect to
live in peace and contentment. If one or the other finds that it is impos-
sible to do so, he or she must make it a duty to bring about that condition.
The greatest things in the world are transacted in the midst of calm and
order. When the President and his cabinet meet, the most momentous
matters are taken into debate,—matters that may not only affect the peace
and standing of their people, but also the peace and standing of the world.
When the Spanish-American War was declared, it followed a debate that
lasted almost an hour, but during that time not a man spoke above a tone
scarcely more than audible. The greatest leader that the United States
congress ever knew—Thomas B. Reed,—awed men with a smile. Lincoln
was severest when cool and deliberate, but always smiling he judged and
admonished and left an impression. One Confederate prisoner is reported
to have said, ‘*Lincoln could have sent me to prison for twenty years, and
I should have gone happy, for I knew that his judgment and his 4car¢ were
right’' One of the most effective parliamentary bodies in the world is the
British house of commons, and yet one seldom hears within its walls a
word spoken in anger or with temper at bursting heat.

By Cool, Calm Reasoning, the Worst Family Quarrels Can Be Settled

If great deliberative assemblies can settle matters that affect their
people and other nations with cool, calm reason, why can not the lesser
but equally important affairs of the home be adjusted in the same manner?
Nathaniel Field says, in his spirited comedy, ‘*Amends for Ladies:”"—

Man is not the prince of creatures,
But in reason; fail that, he is worse
‘Than horse, or dog, or beast of wolderness.
Here is another quotation, from Charles Churchill, which I freely
advise every inharmonious-tempered man and wife to keep constantly in
view if they can not learn it by heart:—
Within the brain's most secret cells,
A certain lord chief justice dwells,
Of sovercign power, whom, one and all,
With common voice we reason call.

Unless tempers can be harmonized, no marriage can be truly happy.
Some may say that to resort to reasoning out every little quibble will lead
to a melancholy existence. Reason should never be considered a tyrant,
as Bryant said, but a counselor. However hard the struggle may be, it is
sure to lead to wonderful results, and as nothing in this life is gained
without struggle and honest effort, married couples who are not happy
only because they can not harmonize their tempers will find that the
struggle, even if it has taken years and years, will be worth the while.

.

The Sunshine Brigade - - Alfred J. Waterhouse

Make way, make way for the S8unshine Brigade!
There comes no gloom where its troops have
strayed,

For they bear the peace of the falry dells,

And laughter's the music that ripples and swells
To the rhythmic tread of their marching feet,
And they love the world, for the world is sweet;
And Worry and Trouble creep back, dismayed,
When they view the flag of the 8unshine Brigade.

Make place, make space for the 8unshine Bri-
gade,

As It cheerfully marches, in joy arrayed,

For the world has need of laughter’s tone,

And has worries and flurries enough of Its own;

And a smiling face is a message of cheer:

«Let the world wag on, there Is blessing here.'’

Oh, we need them ali on life's upward grade,
The beautiful folks of the S8unshine Brigade!

The flag. the flag of the 8unshine Brigadel

it is woven of light that the sunbeams made

As they kissed the waters that love them well

As they crept, as they leapt through a hidden
dell;

And there'’s never a thread of gloom that is hid

The strands of the suniight beneath, amid,

For a cheery heart is the emblem displayed

By those who would march in the 8unshine
Brigade.

A song, one song for the 8unshine Brigade!
Though | am unworthy, | know a maid
Who laughs to me when my toil is o'er,—

| would march behind as she marches before,
And, hearing the laughter of her | love,

There is nothing about, or beneath, or above
That can sadden my heart or make me afraid
As | march In her steps In the 8unshine Brigade.

Recrults, recruits for the 8unshine Brigade,

From those who have wandered, and stumbled.
and strayed,

Yet know the sweet music of laughter’s glad
song,—

That defeat presses down the battailons of wrong

Who know the love that was born to biess,

The pressure of Iips in a fond caress,

From those who are bilessed, though the ran
som Christ paid,

Recrults, recruits for the Sunshine Brigade!

 cmenanill
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John Hay, a World-Leader in Diplomacy

The Story of a Character Written in Achievements

IT is customary to speak of ministers of

foreign affairs and ambassadors as
diplomatists. Such they are, of course.
But a diplomatist who rises to the first
rank in his profession is more than a
diplomatist: he is a statesman; he deals
with the affairs of nations in their rela-
tions with one another rather than with
their purely domestic policies; he is a
statesman with a broader field, a more del-
icate responsibility, —a statesman of the
world.

By common consent the foremost
international statesman of to-day is an
American,—John Hay. Tributes to his
genius, his success, and his commanding
influence in the world's affairs, come from
all quarters,—not alone from his own
country, where appreciation has been
tardy though sure, but from Great Britain,
from continental Europe, and from the
Far East. The London ¢ Times,’' the
*‘Spectator’’ and ‘other English papers
sound his praises. It is the same in Paris,
where serious journals like ‘“Le Zemps'
and *“ Le Matin’’ justly regard him as the
most powerful figure of to-day's world-
diplomacy. From the Far East come the
tributes of events and of changing policies,
all centering in the touch of the master
hand of this American molder. In the
American isthmus, in South America, in
Russia, Roumania, and Turkey, his influ-
ence is felt.

There is no better test of success than
the estimate placed upon a man in his own
profession. The verdict of the masses may
be wrong; fame is sometimes won fortui-
tously, popularity by accident. But the
men who play the game know the players;
they know where there is strength, and
where there is weakness; they can afford neither to underrate nor to overrate
their adversaries. Among diplomatists, John Hay stands at the top. His
place has world-wide recognition. A few years ago most of the nations
sent as envoys to Washington their third-rate or fourth-rate men, their
beginners, their men of promise rather than their men of achievement.
Now they send the best they have. The men who come here, the créme
de la créme of the trained corps diplomatigue of many countries, have but
one verdict after they have been here long enough to form their judgment;
and that verdict is that the greatest diplomatist they ever knew is the
modest, democratic, serene American secretary of state. Talk with them
as | have talked, and it is this you will hear: ¢ Ah, your Mr. Secretary
Hay; he is so astute, so adroit. We can not do anything with him. He
understands everything, foresees everything. It is impossible to deceive
him or to get the best of him. He isa very great man. And yet it is such a
pleasure to deal with a gentleman so polished, so quick, so fair, so broad."

For This Quiet, Forcible Man the World Has a Growing Respect

Flattering as this estimate is, it may not be all-convincing. The
envoys at Washington may be too much influenced by personal contact.
It is best to seek a wider judgment. For it go to the prime ministers, the
ministers of foreign affairs, the leaders of nations, even to the sovereigns
of Europe themselves. Their opinion is the same. At London, Paris,
Berlin, St. Petersburg, Vienna, Rome, Peking, or Constantinople, every
head of a state, every minister, every publicist is watching and talking of
the American secretary of state. I know this from conversations with
ambassadors who have conferred with their sovereigns and their chiefs.
They tell me all eyes are upon America, and that when they look to
America they see only two men,—President Roosevelt and John Hay. The
former is more or less of an enigma to them; the latter, his guide, coun-
selor, and friend, the shaper of his foreign policies and instrument of their
execution, they fully understand. Of him they have no fear in the sense
of apprehension that he will be audacious, or
meddlesome, or over-ambitious. For him they
have a growing respect because of his quiet

tion than it is a German, an English, or a
French question. This problem is the
future of China. Every careful observer of
events knows that that problem involves:
1.—Is the vast Chinese Empire to hold
together or is it to crumble to pieces?
2.—Isit to remain virtually intact, gradu-
ally emerging from its stolid isolation and
assuming modern commercial and politi-
cal relations with the outward world, or is
it to be devoured by the hungry powers ?
If China stands, ‘‘the yellow peril’ is a
myth, because Christendom will always be
stronger than the Flowery Kingdom. But
if China should fall, and the greater part
of the four hundred million Chinese come
under the rule of a single power, what a
momentous change in the aspect of the
world that would mean! An oligarchy at
St. Petersburg holding within the hollow
of its hand eastern Europe and three-
fourths of Asia; six hundred out of fifteen
hundred millions of people upon the globe;
thirteen millions out of forty millions of
square miles of the inhabitable area of our
earth! Were such a thing to come to pass
the Muscovite peril, with four or five hun-
dred millions of yellow men used by an
autocratic-oligarchic power as puppet-in-
strumentalities in commerce or war, would
be a peril indeed, one before which the
remainder of the world might shudder.

One man has perceived this danger
more clearly than others, and has thrown
the genius of his statecraft into the breach.
It is known of all men that Russia plans
ultimately to be master of the most of
China. Russia is patient,sleepless. Time
is of small consequence. It matters little
whether a half-century, or a century, or
two centuries be required for the accom-
plishment of her purpose, so that she accomplishes it in the end. Stealthily
she creeps forward when conditions are favorable; when they are untoward
she halts. When powerful opposition appears s_hc may placate by retreat-
ing or seeming to retreat, only to advance again when the opposition is
withdrawn. Four years ago the huge northern bear was creeping eastward
and southward. He had managed to deprive little Japan of all substantial
fruits of her victory over China, reserving the plum for himself. Every-
thing appeared propitious. Germany was lustful for‘te'rritory, and to be
easily bribed with a small slice; France was an ally willing to lend money
and be complacent; Japan, standing alone, was a mere stripling; England’s
energies were turning to South Africa, where, it was written in the book of
fate, her blood and treasure must soon be poured out. The path seemed
open for the bear.

Suddenly there appeared from an unexpected quarter a proposal which
at first blush tended to excite ridicule. It was a demand from the United
States for the establishment of the principle of the ¢‘open door.'’ For
years Great Britain had tried to secure application of this principle to China,
but had tried in vain. The ‘‘open door’' means that there shall be no
more exclusive ¢‘spheres of influence,”’ but that, whether territorial integ-
rity shall be preserved or not, the ports of the country shall be kept open
to the commerce of all countries on equal terms. Mr. Hay knew his
trade too well to make a formal demand at the outset that the territorial
integrity of China should be respected. As to that question the United
States had no /locus standi, but as to the commerce of China the United States
had not only the common right to equal opportunity, but rights secured to
it by treaty with that empire; and in demanding the open door it was
only demanding that in which it had an actual interest and an undisputed
right to speak. The United States did not assume to say who should or
should not control Chinese territory; but it did dare declare that whosoever
might control it should recognize the rights of the United States therein.

To the surprise of the world, Mr. Hay secured assent to this principle
not only from England, Germany, and Japan,
and from some of the minor powers, but also
from France the ally, and Russia the leader in
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forcefulness and his consistent and insistent ad-
herence to certain policies which profoundly
affect their interests. They know that he will
always play the game fairly; but they know,
too, that he will play it with unexampled skill
and success.

It may be said, with truth, that this is the
first time an American diplomatist has seri-
ously impressed himself upon the Old World in
relation to affairs not purely American. Great
secretaries of state we have had, men able to
guard mostadmirably the interests of their coun-
try with dignity and learning. But their work
was exclusively with American questions. Here
we have a statesman who has become the central
figure in a problem which by long odds is the
greatest that confronts the civilized world of to-
day, and which is no more an American ques-

Two early portraits of John Hay

The one on the left shows Mr. Hay when he was a student
at Brown University, Providence, Rhode Island. The other
shows him as an officer of the Union army in the Civil War

Chinese aggression. These assents were in
writing; they were the formal pledges of na-
tions to nations,a joint agreement regarded by
the United States as having all the solemnity
of a treaty. At first there was an expression
of general incredulity as to the sincerity of
Russia. The record of the diplomacy of that
country for making promises which it never
intended to keep arose in many minds. But
Mr. Hay pursued his way. He had adopted
the principle that you may in the end pin
even a slippery customer down to the sticking
point if only you put him on record often and
solemnly enough. The doubters asked if three
pledges would be of any value where the first
was made without the intention of keeping it,
and, while Mr. Hay admitted that this looked
like a searching-question, still his knowledge of




634

human nature taught him tha
promises are bettergthan one, es:)ect?:ﬁ;
if all three are made to a number of
pamgs, rlxvc;t to one alone,

0 Mr. Hay secured his tripli
pledg«; from Russia, and the end ha;s’ 3::::
fied his faith.  After much squirming on
the part of Russia, and much timidity

and quibbling on the part of China, (for
Russian influence is dominant in the $or-
eign office at Peking,) a treaty between the
U_mtcd States and China has been signed,
with Russia's assent, opening to the world
certain ports in Manchuria, —namely,

Mukden and Ta Tung Kao.

Mr. Hay Stood Resolutely for a Principle

Highly significant of the true char- -
acter and aims of Russian diplomacy, the
czar's minister for some time endeavored
to placate the United States by consenting
to open these ports to American commerce
alone, reserving the right to close them to
the trade of other nations, But the
American secretary was not for a moment
tempted by this bait. He stood resolutely
for the principle of the open door for all.
Now the world is ringing with his praise.
Itis declared to be a notable victory. Lon.

The illustration %:
don is enthusiastic, Paris complimentary, S Jaking the ont
Berlin sympathetic. The world recognizes

that Mr. Hay has been fighting for civili-
zation, and that he has won, By persist-
ency, by skill, by starting right and stick-
ing everlastingly to it, he has achieved
what many diplomatists look upon as a modern miracle. He hasnot only
secured a pledge from Russia, but has also compelled the performance of
it Clear-eyed and serene, he declined to be caught and lost in the
meshes of Muscovite diplomacy and Chinese trickery.

A word may be permitted here as to the methods by which this
triumph has been won. The victory has been gained withouta show of force,
without a great American army or fleet in the Orient, and in the face of the
knowledge of every government in the world that the United States is not
ready to fight for its commercial rights in China. Yet the Russian govern-
ment has shown for some time past an almost painfully keen desire to pre-
serve the friendship of the United States. It could with safety, so far as
war is concerned, flout Mr. Hay and openly repudiate its pledge. But the
important position to which the United States has arisen as a counselor and
moral factor in the affairs of nations has caused the astute Russians to wish
to make sure of having the United States on their side. Just as there are
men whose word is more valuable than other men's money or muscle, so
there are nations which exert influence without the employment of force
or bluster.

All the leading nations now vie with one another for the good will of
the United States, wholly irrespective of the question of physical power.
One may imagine that thorough respect for the ultimate potentiality of the
United States—its vast wealth, its coming military prowess, its almost limit-
less financial resources, its prosperity, which awes and ovgrshz_xdoxys ‘the
world,—has played its part in this development. But pmpan}y it is a
tribute to the disinterested activity and the moderation and skill with which
our diplomacy has been conducted.

A Tussle with the Russian Bear Which the World Has Applauded

Again, Russian diplomacy overreached itself, as diplomacy of that sort
is likely to do. While pretending for the United States the greatest friend-
ship, while ever harping upon the traditional bonds between the two countries
due to the somewhat mythical value of a Russian naval dgmo_nstratxon in
our behalf during the Civil War, Russia was actually playing in bad faith
by endeavoring to bring pressure to bear upon China to refuse the requests
of the United States and to repudiate the pledges which she had made. In
other words, Russia craftily endeavored to keep faith \yith the United States
by inducing another power to be faithless, thus defeating application of th.e
principle which Russia had thrice pledged h.er word to! Ev:dence of this
duplicity on Russia’s part is in writing and in the possession of Secretary
Hay. It was what President Roosevelt referred to in his undiplomatic but
most timely and effective outburst against Russia anent the discussion of
the Kishenev petition. I am ina position to assert that possession of this
knowledge by Secretary Hay, and the skillful and wholly proper use which
he made of it, turned the tide at St. Petersburg and Peking and secured
the oper-port treaty. There are governments, as there are individuals,
who find it possible to trick and tergiversate; but there are few who like to
have the proof of their bad faith published to the world. What happened
in this episode is what often happens when shiftiness comes in collision
with honest straightforwardness backed up by courage. Some one has said
that wherever there is a great event there is always a great man; rarely has
there been a diplomatic triumph so completely due to the genius and the
steadfastness of a single individual.

The world does well to sing Mr. Hay's praise, for it is more than
probable he has builded better than any of us yet knows. For one thing,
he stayed the progress of the bear during a critical period. Virtually
alone and singlehanded, armed with nothing more terrible than a sound
moral and international principle and the skill and courage to present it
most effectively, he stood in the path till Germany recovered from her mad
desire, till France cooled a little in the one-sided copartnership, and till
Great Britain emerged from her South African travail. For another and
most important thing, he had shown that it is possible for other powers to
checkmate Russian intrigue at Peking, and to secure something like a fair
deal there. That Manchuria is Russian, and to be Russian to the end of
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time, no one really
ing the door in that
1t in the name of

doub;s. But by open.
Province, and openin
China and not l:; thi

imple is con.

prove of the utmost im ortance i
coming years. The bear ?s in Mané::u:?:
and it is not probable the powers will gt;
to war to expel him. Now that the Amer-
ican master of state c

raft has put upon
record the fact that other nations hl::re

r_ightg there, too, and that Russia's occupa-
tion is simply an occupation and not a
possession, the great hungry beast of the
north is likely for a long time to come to
find that this provinee is the farthest fron.
tier of his southward incursion,

Here Diplomacy Brought About Peace

To use the commercial rights of the
United States as an instrument with which
to assure Chinese commercial integrity
was in Secretary Hay's policy the thin
edge of the wedge. He next turned his
attention to the real object of his campaign,
the territorial integrity of that empire.
Fortunately an opening soon presented
itself. Everyone will remember the chaos
into which China was thrown by the
‘*Boxer'' uprising; the peril of the foreign
legations at Peking; the relief expeditions,
and the dramatic rescue. 1t is well to
remember, too, that Secretary Hay stood
between the prostrate and quivering dynasty and the hot and hungry
vengeance of the outraged powers,—between distracted China and Rus-
sian intrigues to take advantage of her woes by wresting great areas from
her domain. Fully to understand the situation it should be borne in
mind that it is thus Russia plays her game at Peking: bribery and cajole-
ment of certain ministers of the sovereign, intimidation of others, threats
to back up demands and to give an excuse for recreant Chinese officials to
yield,—in other words, she plays the brutal game of corruption and the
club. When asked why they sign secret treaties surrendering valuable
territorial or administrative rights to Russia, Chinese statesmen always
reply: ¢ We dare not refuse; there is the great Russian army at our fron-
tier.”” Often it is difficult to determine whether this supineness is genuine
fear or a pretext. )

But again rescue came from the office of the secretary of state in far-
away Washington. In his now historic note of July 3, 1900, Mr. Hay
outlined his policy of the preservation of the territorial integrity of China,
By the end of the following month he had secured the assent of all the
powers, Russia going so far as to declare that she 'had ‘'no designs of
territorial acquisition in China.’”’ As usual, Russian sincerity was doubted,
and as usual there was not long to wait for the expected duplicity. Soon
it was discovered that by secret treaty (a favorite part of the far-eastern
game with this nation,) a valuable concession of territory had been wrung
from unhappy China, and that the envoys of the czar were actually trying
to force the alienation of Manchuria, Mongolia, and also Turk&sqm:-—
that is, all of northernmost China. Once more was to be played a stirring
act in the great drama of eastern Asia; the bear was again to be confronted
by the one world-statesman who had a consistent and far-reaching policy
and the courage to enforce it. Mr. Hay protested to the Chinese minister
against the injustice and dishonor of a secret agreement with one power
while all the powers were in consultation as to the whole question of
China's fate and future. Fearing that China was too weak to withstand
the aggressor, Mr. Hay determined to rouse the powers to a realization of
the peril. In March, 1901, he sent out a joint note in which he_declared
that ‘‘the preservation of the territorial integrity of China having been
recognized by all the powers now engaged in joint negotiation concerning
the injuries recently inflicted upon their ministers and nationals by certain
officials and subjects of the Chinese Empire, it is evxdently. advantageous
to China to continue the present international understanding upon Ehls
subject. The government of the United States . . . desires
to express its sense of the impropriety, inexpediency, and even extreme
danger to the interests of China of considering any private territorial otl'
financial arrangements, at least without the full knowledge and approva
of all the powers now engaged in negotiation.’’
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He Aroused All Thoughtful Men to the Imminence of the Russian Peri)

This quickly elicited from Great Britain, Germany and Japan most
hearty acceptances. Russia hesitated, but the conscience of civilization
had been awakened by this master hand, and Russia feared to outrage it
by bold persistence upon her course. Within a few weeks the Russiam
ambassador at Washington handed to Secretary Hay in writing the pledge
of his government that it would withdraw from the proposed land-grabbing
agreement. Again the American statesman had grappled with the bear and
bested him. . .

How much longer this struggle is to continue, and what is to be its
final outcome, no man can say. But this brief narration of recent events
shows how great a debt of gratitude the world really owes Mr. Hay for what
he has accomplished up to this time. He has checkmated Adam Zad, the
bear that walks like a man, at every crisis of the game. He has held the
beast in Manchuria, and has secured the support of at least two of the great
powers—Great Britain and Japan,—in erecting the warning sign, «Thus
far, but no farther.””  Best of all, he has roused the thoughtful men of all
nations to the reality and imminence of that mighty peril, —that momentous
upsetting of the political and commercial” balance of power which must



NOVEMBER, 1903

follow if four hundrea millions of yellow men become the servants of the
four hundred aristocrats who rule the Russian empire. No one who knows
Russia and Russian statesmen imagines that the game is played out or that
the last chapter has been written. Russia intends to Russianize China, and
Russia will go on forever, while Mr. Hay must some day fall by the way-
side. There can be little doubt that sooner or later the great question
whether or not virtually all Asia is to be Muscovite must be settled by the
arbitrament of the sword. To one man belongs the honor of having stood
like Horatius at the bridge during the last four years. He has done his
work, or the most of it. He has gained time, precious time; he has shown
what may be done,and how to do it; at length he has a goodly share of the
world at his back. It is not too much to hope that ctvilization will pre-
serve the fruits of his toil. In these days the world marches fast, and no
other nation gains in power and gathers in responsibility so rapidly as our
own. There are men who believe that when come the final rush and
crush and crucial test of blood that are to tell whether or not an autocracy is
to rule nearly half the world, the United States will be at the front with all
its might in championship of the policy of its most distinguished world-
statesman.

To speak of Mr. Hay’s other activities is to open up many chapters in
the history of our own times. It is not generally known, but it is true
that, as a private individual in London, knowing all men there worth know-
ing, he materially assisted in keeping the peace between the United States
and Great Britain in the Venezuelan crisis. It must be known of all men
that as ambassador to Great Britain he played an important part in averting
European hostility to the United States at the outbreak of the Spanish-

The

According to statistics, there are 6,770,867 men, women,
and children in the United States who own deposits in
savings banks, amounting to $2,772,388,256.00. This
vast sum has been made up principally by the little

'l‘l-mm'r and romance are generally consid-

ered to be antipodean, and generally they
are quite so. It is most fitting, however, that there should be, even about
the practical working out of a very practical idea first formulated by a great
story teller, much that is romantic, even sentimental. In the popular mind
—in America, at least,—Benjamin Franklin gets the credit for having sug-
gested savings banks. This is probably due to the confident belief that he
could have suggested them if he had tried, because pretty nearly everything,
at one time or another, was turned over in his wonderfully comprehensive
and busy mind; also because it was in Philadelphia that such banks were
first on this continent successful.

No doubt Franklin could have deserved the credit if he had tried, but
the idea had been suggested before his time by Daniel De Foe, the writer of
‘*Robinson Crusoe.’’ In what we may call savings-bank literature, however,
it is Jeremy Bentham who gets the credit as father of this great idea, which
has assisted thrift most potently, and in millions of instances has done
more to alleviate poverty than all the ideas and works of the socialist Marx
and his followers combined. Whether Bentham got his idea directly from
De Foe or not there is no present means of knowing. But when, toward
the end of the eighteenth century, the former wrote on the subject, the latter
had been on record for more than a hundred years. The author of ‘*Rob-
inson Crusoe'’ may have anticipated the stealing of his thunder when he
wrote in his essay, ‘“Second Thoughts Are Best,”’ **Nothing is more easy
than to discover a thing already found out.’’ It is certain that De Foe
was far in advance of his time, and it is likely also that the English, of
whom he made such a lot of fun, did not take him seriously, though, to
be sure, they did take the trouble, now and again, to put him in jail.

At First Our Legislators Saw Great Danger Lurking in Savings Eanks

At any rate, Bentham gets the credit, for, before his influence had
waned, ¢ frugality-banks'' had been started in England and Scotland and
also on the Continent. These banks were reasonably successful from the
start, and soon the British parliament enacted a general law to control and
regulate them. The idea came to America by means of the English news-
papers, and soon public-spirited men in Massachusetts, New York, and
Pennsylvania were at work establishing institutions for the benefit of the
thrifty poor in America. The politicians in the state legislatures, particu-
larly in New York, did not take kindly to the idea. They saw infinite
danger in it. The managers, some of the legislators maintained, would
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American War. Called home shortly afterwards to be secretary of state in
the cabinet of his life-long friend, the late William McKinley, he entered
upon the career of which we have just had glimpses,—a career for which
he had been assiduously preparing himself through a life of travel, study,
and diplomatic service in many posts and many lands. This is not a
biography, but a study of character written in achievements. The lesson
should not be overlooked, however. It is this: success comes with train-
ing, with fitness acquired in work, and in thinking not at all of self but
only of results, If one characteristic stands out above all others in the
great secretary of state, it is modesty,—almost humility, —impatience of
self-seeking, aversion to praise, indifference to fame, finding satisfaction
only in devotion to country, to duty, and to friends.

The man who has stood for four years in the path of the northern bear,
who kept his wits about him through the long days of peril at Peking, who
removed the Clayton-Bulwer Treaty obstacle to the isthmian canal, who put
the Alaskan boundary question in at least a promising way of settlement,
who strengthened the Monroe Doctrine, who wrote the noble note to Rou-
mania concerning the treatment of the Jews,—a classic in our diplomatic
literature, —who put the American Jewish petition into St. Petersburg
despite the declared refusal of the czar's government to receive it, and who
secured reparation from Turkey for outrages upon American missionaries,—
the man who has done all these things and many more, and who has
served by the side of Lincoln, McKinley, and Roosevelt, has won a place in
literature and has been an ornament to journalism. Even with fame and
power he is and Will ever be one of the most democratic of Americans,
accessible, companion