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The Fame cfSapolio

has reached far and wide. Everywhere in millions of homes there is a regard for it
which cannot be shaken. Sapolio has done much for your home, but now for your-
self—have you ever tried that «Dainty Woman’s Friend,” —HAND SAPOLIO,

for toilet and bath? It is a soap that puts the luxurious bathing of millionaires

A BEAUTIFUL SKIN
can only be secured through
Nature’s work.  Ghastly
horrid imitations of beauty
are made by cosmetics,
balms, powders, and other
injurious compounds. They
put a coat over the already
clogged pores of the skin and
double the injury.

DELICATE ENOUGH
FOR THE BABY. Alux-
ury for everybody. Neces-
sary to every wash-stand.
Assists the most elaborate
toilet. An exemplification
of the luxury of cleanliness.
Imparts the vigor and life
sensation of a Turkish bath.
Energizes the whole body,
bringing a glow and exhila-
ration.

HAND SAPOLIO neither
coats over the surface, nor
does it go down into the
pores and dissolve their
necessary oils. It opens the
pores, liberates their activi-
ties, but works no chemical
change in those delicate juices
that go to make up the charm
and bloom of a healthy com-
plexion. Test it yourself.

THE PERFECT PUR-
ITY of Hanp Sororio
makes iz a very desirable toi-
let article ; it contains no
animal fats, but is made from

etable oils. It is truly the
«“Dainty Woman’'s
Friend.”” Its use is a fine
habit.

the most healthful of theveg- |

within reach of the masses.

~

«« REALLY TRULY," as
the children say, there is
more good and less harm in
Hanp SapoLio than in any
toilet soap on the market.
Other soaps chemically dis-
solve the dirt—Hanb Saro-
L1o removes it. Other soaps
cither gloss over the pores of
the skin or, by excess of al-
kali, absorb the healthful
secretions which they con-
tain.

THE FIRST STEP away
from self-respect is lack of
care in personal cleanliness:
the first move in building up
a proper pride in man, wo-
man, or child, is a visit to the
bathtub. You can’t be
healthy, or pretty, or even
good, unless you are clean.
Use Hanp Sarorio. It
pleases everyone.

WOULD YOU WIN
PLACE? Be clean, both
in and out. We can not un-
dertake the former task—
that lies with yourself—but
the latter we can aid with
Hanb Sarorio. It costs but
atrifle—its use is a fine habit.

BY A METHOD OF ITS

"OWN, Hanp SapoLio

cleans the pores, aids the
natural changes of the skin,
and imparts new vigor and
life. Don’targue, Don't in-
fer, Try it!" It’s a lightning
change from office to parlor
with Hanp SarpoLio.

3

The Daintiest Soap Made is Hand Sapolio
—The only soap that makes. every pore respond, and energizes the whole body.
It is’a necessity to every man, woman, and child who would be daintily clean.

Keeps you fresh and sweet as a sea breeze; prevents sunburn and roughness.

Make the test yourself. Its use is a fine habit—its cost but a trifle.
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You to
Do It

in any pursuit can only be reached by continued and diligent perseverance in the work
SUCCESS chosen—in some cases it takes a life-time; but the fact that the Poultry Industry yields pOULTRY BOOKS
uick returns, makes it a desirable calling for men and women with limited capital. Chicks are hatched in - .
ree weeks—in three months they are broilers—in five months they are laying—working for you. As far as ‘Zﬁm‘,’"f :ﬂ;’"i:],:dm'; noé) X lkm“: l:ﬁ? .
1mmed1ate results go—there you have PROOF. publisher’s adve; prices by mall, postp:
- Poultry, Ducks, Geese and Turkeys.
A WORD T A Living from Poultry, ? K. Boyer, . . 9.0
(o] YOU AN IMMENSE INDUSTRY All About Brollers and Market Foultry Generally, 3
American Panclers Poultry Book, b E. Howard. 80
YOUNG When casting about for fu- THE \{AST SdUM of $30g000000repfesents the ‘mﬂualfsales of ot Wi saa Dol Plimouth Roves, | >
: 3 . poultry and eggs in the United States. Millions of people Biggle Pouitry Book, colored lllustrations, 50
MEN ture occupation .conmdcr. the under every imaginable condition are raising poultry. Some 31;?:.'""'&%:13. b7 ro'Q Bor. ot o
Poultry Business. Here is a business keep a few hens in the back yard, others breed fowl simply || Gl s Sagosiung i G G Do, pupee >
that never will be overdone. for pets and thousands have invested large sums of money in 1m- Cloagh's Bantam Book ; . . a5
mense poultry plants which are needed to supply the great demand c“""“m:m}fq’mm :”;" ,&?{mv':‘d R
YOUNG There is pleasure and proﬁt for Poultry and Eggs. Poultry raising has become an important Direazes of Pouliry, by D. E. baimen. D.V. M., . T 0
WOMEN : in Poultry Raisi Th mdustry. The condition of the meat and food produce markets has | St dh i : 1
¢ In Foulfry Raising. ! ?“' created an increased demand for Poultrv and Eggs, which is far Easy Mhryl«vl-cfwl-mu.,bylnu v. N-v- 3
sands of young women are raising %‘ti;eat}:r thag }t}he supplyk the prices meanwhile tending upward. FO Record: by H- A Kubug, »
e Egg an roiler market is a sure thing, and the fancy side is Eexs and 50
Poultry succcssfully . showing glorious results at the great annual Poultry shows. mm&"ﬁﬁ&nﬁi b’w"g‘.‘: P""‘i. D, »
oLD It is never too late to start in D B ot Domeatle ooy, vy Merta Doyie, 6l
ustrated e try, e,
. romo tlons, 2.50
MEN : the Poultry Business. Some of The American Poultry Advocate mnm;jmgmmwwwm.,,.. s
. § '
the best poultrvmen failed in other is ready to assist you in getting your share of that Three Hundred Dlustrated Standard of Pertuction, . - 180
Cost Poulrry Houses, .25
enterprises Millions of Dollars. You will learn Minorcas, a oon: u-u-m.c.u varletics, by Gee. p x.a.,, »
. Movey in Hons. by M. K. Boyer, .25
. ') o o New and Complete Mltq Book, by c B M-, 25
OLD In your good old days you practlcal poul RaISIn Phiicscghy of Jodglng, by beteh, Babeock asd Los, 1%
OMEN " . Plass for {’ouhry ouses, by 8. 2. Harroun, . . .10
w : can find in poultry much to Pooket Money Poultey, Mrs. Myrs V. Noeys, . 1
light d deb The Hen i through this instructive poultry paper. Everyissue is full of sound || Poultry, by 8. A. McFe . 50
ighten cares and debts. ¢ Hen 1s practical ideas, written g experienced poultrymen, thus sending Bouley (mem by Ho A Kuba. | |m-mam,. =
a mortgage lifter. the beginner ALONG THE RIGHT ROAD. Peuliey }}:};‘: GLE P - 180
= R o e o SRR
A Great Book for Fifty Cents THE AMERICAN POULTRY ADVOCATEis a finely il- o et raist 1‘{'{4,,_,, “,' €
or y lustrated monthly containing from 32 to 72 pages of practi- Practieal P’“‘go"‘ ltare, »
** The Whole Thing In a Nutshell.” cal and ici:nt:ﬁc pgult:‘{y therature on the reedmgdand "»:Z“'?' Poultry ldnpn.h: Lewls Wright, .;.u. : l;’g
raising of Poultr ucks, Geese, Turkeys, etc., including Preanain ooy : .
200 ECCSAYEAR also well edited epartmex‘lts for Pigeon ancteré, Breeders Froftanl Posing ':::‘"6"{' 5 7""’ . 13
PER HEN. of Belgian Hares and Pet Stock. Another attractive feature ‘;,"”,,‘;{‘3;",:,,'7;‘,",{2‘,’;‘"‘ 11,000 nemes, . L0
The fourth editlon of the book, 200 Egzs a Tear is a well conducted department for Women Poultry Raisers, Rulos of the Cook Pit, by Dr. H. P. Clarke, 2%
Per Heo,” Is now ready. nm-a enlarzed and edited b w Buceess with Poultry, fourth «Itlu. 100
In part rewrtten Contalne among €d Dy a woman. The Dantam Fowl, by T, F. M 50
otber things the method of os feeding by which Mr, The Hon Busioess, by Mrs May N‘*' -2
8. D. Pox, of Wolfboro, N. H., the m .Mwl‘_::!hu:‘ .?2
N :'.’,?k‘;,,':“m°;;”;"",:;'”"‘h‘,“ﬁ,“ hd WE INTRODUCE YOU TO THESE BREEDERS Profitalie Poultry Eeepling In all Branches, ©0
o The beok also rontsins reelpe for m""“‘,od" ‘:_';'g;,b;;,‘;:,";,m;;“;:“ "_‘;';g",:“m We have thousands of letters on file ahowing the it Preatably Poultey S rbwon oo A:ﬁm:’ ' ]
Bim In one winier ey 69 ogxs From 1 hens 4nd for 8ve days in smoceelon from the attA-lnod by %'oodon of poultry through advertising In the Profute ﬁmﬂ - ®
Toeieg the metbsie suilacd o o | Chamberlate, of Wolfbor X ML WL merican Poultry Advocate.™ Toe Pouiey Book, 16 pais 60 vnt cch, 36 il pagd evered
the month of January, 1902, 14 pullets picked at ra out of & farmer’s Sock hundndl of I“um . 10.80
i e P i S S AT, L B R it A i i
suthors’ am/ o wrl B e B e et b Tarkey Culture, by J. F. Crangle aad otbees, 0
e e i  MONEY IN EGGS B,
m ro%mu' nvo%i‘r'ﬂ?‘&‘x‘fc in Fresh Eggs Wanted LN 12;";.' - mm’ ‘:uwm.a. by m. wu o
. and wanted badly by MILLIONS of people 20 Regn & Yous Pat toms by . L. Warres, i
Broilers every day; and your chances are good along .
[ T ————— with thousands of poultrymen who sell all the
I AMERI CAN an d fresh eggs they can produce. One g5-cent book and the AMRRICAN POULTRY
1 p O U TRY ADVOCATE one year for 40 cents.
L 4 One 50-cent book, or two 25-cent books, and the
a Dvo C ’ TE P rize 4 0 O % Au:fuc:«cx?’onun\oinvgcunone yu:'lorwcu.
1.00 book, or two 80-cent book: 1 265
[0 1 5 Spvormon, R B, Vebvnaon, W08 @bets be. 113 ] w‘ : PROF. GEORGE F. THOMAS: at the ce(l)l?ebf)ok& and (ohre :?«nkl(e:x Pou:."l‘alrt ?\n;vo-
\ e innin g U. S. Agricultural Department estimates that “" one Y?’ ’:;;“‘Y tﬂ ¢ hook  them
H H () of hooks you
S k a thoroughly modernized Hen can realize for aud o A T n1CaY POULTRT ADVOCATE one year
toc her owner, 400 PER CENT. PROFIT. for only $2.00.

WE

OUR SPECIAL

OFFER

have just published a 64-page Illustrated Practical Poultry Book which is unique and com-
plete, invaluable to any one interested in fowls for pleasure or profit.
we will send you the ¢« American Poultry Advocate *’ for one year, and a copy of this book FREE.
Write to-day ; this is a rare opportunity.

Order at ONCE to secure the benefits of these remarkable offers.

American Poultry Advocate,

Send us 2§ cents and

CLARENCE C. DePUY, Editor and Publisher,

Circulation, 35,000 Copies per Month.

247 Hogan Block, Syracuse, N. Y.

SAMPLE COPY FREE.




Digitized by GOOg[Q



7506

satyrs. Scar dinavia—in which, for our present purpose, one may include Germany,-—was
another such country, with its gods and goddesses of the north, its thundering sagas, its nixies
and its gnomes, and its innumerable shapes of elf and sprite. Before either Greece or Scan-
dinavia, was there not ‘*The Arabian Nights,’’—with Aladdin and Sindbad and the Forty
Thieves? The main population of Ireland, to this day, consists of fairies; and to France we
owe Charles Perrault, who gave us Cinderella and Puss in Boots; Madame de Villeneuve, who
gave us Beauty and the Beast; and Madame d' Aulnoy, who gave us the Yellow Dwarf. Per-
haps England is the only country in the world that has contributed no fairy tale of any
importance, with the exception of the characteristic, trandesmanlike fable of Dick Whittington.
Such apparently indigenous fairy lore as England possesses it stole from Wales and Scotland.

Even America, misrepresented, as it is, to be a business country, has found time to honor
Santa Claus, and to give us— Joel Chandler Harris,—I mean, of course, ‘* Brer Rabbit.’’ Indeed,
America, strange as it may sound, is a fairy-tale country.

What is a fairy tale? Some one has defined a parable as an earthly story with a heavenly
meaning. I think one might define a fairy tale as a heavenly story with an earthly meaning;
for, the more you study fairy tales, the more you will find thatthey are, one and all,—in spite of
their paraphernalia of impossibility, —fancies illustrating the hard facts of life. Maybe the reason
of this is that they have grown out of the hard-wrought experience of the people nearest to the
earth; namely, those who till it, who sow it and reap it,—the people unprotected by wealth from
the terrors—and the wonders,—of the world.

One would expect fairy tales to find a home, of all environments, in a democracy,—
because they are the consolatory fancies of the downtrodden and the despairing, the dreams of
the dust. As I have said, it is in the dust that we find these diamonds of that desperate
dust that is man.

In fact, the value of fairy tales is just here: they are the dreams of *‘the common people.’’
No rich man could make a fairy tale, —according to the best known examples,—for the simple

reason that he already possesses all that all the fairy tales can give him.
A fairy tale is merely a paradox made of poverty and dreams. How do
all fairy tales begin? Take any of the best-known. With a beauty in
rags, or an adventurous barefooted boy, with nothing but his wits. How
do all fairy tales end? The beauty once in rags becomes a queen upon
a throne. The adventurous barefooted boy becomes a grand vizier.

In short, fairy tales represent the dreams of the poor and the unhappy.

Suppose, now, like Cinderella, you were the most beautiful mem-
ber of the family, a mere child, whose very beauty made you a menace

" to two elderly ugly sisters, who, by the authority and opportunities of
oppression, which are the sweets of age, hid you away in the kitchen.
Your sisters, being ladies of wealth and distinction, and much older
than you, are invited to parties. You hear the carriage coming for
them as you are washing the dishes in the basement; and you take a
cracked piece of mirror from the scullery and look at yourself, and
you say,—well, you say, ‘* What's the matter with the world, when my
two ugly sisters are driven off to the ball, and I am left behind washing
dirty dishes ? Oh, if only some one, some fairy prince, for instance.
could see me as I am!’’ No sooner have you sighed than a coach all
made of crystal, with white horses and gold-braided postilions, drives
up to your scullery, and—you are happy ever after.

Or suppose, now, that you were the third son of a poor miller, and
your father, dying, left the mill to his first son, a horse to his second
son, and to you, his third son, no more extensive property than a cat!
How ruefully you would look at your little, apparently ineffective,
unnegotiable asset'—and then suppose that your cat should turn into a
genius and take your affairs into his. hands and make you the Marquis

. de Carabas, and stop the king in his coach to do you honor, and give
you the king's daughter for your wife,—how then? Well, of course, it
would be a fairy tale!

Let us suppose, again, that you were very rich, with palaces and
every form of luxury, but, at the same time, your head happened to be
that of a wild boar, tusked and terrible, in spite of your kind heart!
How you would dream of some good girl that would see below your
uncouthness, see the gentle reality of your true self,—how you would

dream of her, enchanted, as you were, into a shape so cruelly unrepre- -

sentative. .

Again, suppose a princess came and sat by a spring in the forest,

and, in the playfulness of her heart, tossed from hand to hand a ball

of gold, and suddenly the ball of gold fell into the spring! And sup-

pose you were a frog atthe bottom of the spring,—really a prince, but

" apparently a frog,—would n't you think it a good world again if, taking

the ball of gold in your mouth, you bubbled up to the surface and the

princess, and, even after her breaking her promise to marry you, the

fairy-tale king, her father, insisted on her keeping it,—in spite of your
looking like a frog and being cold and clammy ?

Once more,— if you chanced to be a bear right out in a cold winter night, with nothing to
eat and no one to love you, would n’t you dream of a warm little cottage in the wilderness,—in
it a widow woman and two little girls, Snow-white, by name, and Rose-red,—and if, by chance,
you found such a cottage and pushed your nose into the door, would n’t you believe in fairy
tales if the widow took you in and bade you come up to the fire and warm out the snow from
your fur, and said to her little daughters: ¢‘Snow-white and Rose-red, come here; the bear is
quite gentle; he will do you no harm?"’

Indeed, one may say, parenthetically, that he can imagine no happier lot than that of a
bear in a fairy tale. Why, I wonder, is it that the bear, in actual life a rugged, uncompromising
animal, should, for the most part, be represented in story as a friendly, kindhearted creature,
with quite a touch of pathos about him,— a sort of great big lonely lost dog? With one or two
exceptions, he so figures in fairy tales, from the white bear that carried the poor husbandman’s
daughter to the ‘* Land East of the Sun and West of the Moon '’ to perhaps the most fascinating of
all bears, ‘“Kroff,”" in Mr. Raberts’s ‘* The Heart of the Ancient Wood.”* The only bears that
have a bad name in story are the three bears who almost ate up little Goldilocks in the middle
of the wood, and even about them there is something engagingly human. Besides, it must not
be forgotten that their home had been invaded during their absence, their porridge eaten, and
their beds slept in. Fairy tales being nothing if not moralistic, no doubt the meaning here is,
to use the words of the prince who appeared to Beauty in her dreams, Do not let yourselves
be deceived by appearances.’”” The bear, so to say, is the rough diamond of the fairy tale. He
is gruff and unpolished, but he has the best of hearts. No other animal is treated half so well
in fairy tales, although the fairy tale generally has a kindness for animals, particularly for those, like
the bear, whose appearance of ferocity and uncouthness belies them, or those, like the frog or
the mouse or the ant, whose ugliness or apparent insignificance subjects them to another form
of misunderstanding. In all this there may be seen a primitive naive recognition of the bond
that unites all living things, the mysterious freemasonry of just being alive together in a strange
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Beauty and the Beast are often
in evidence in our everyday life

in many a modern leaf-strewn wood,
you may still find Hiansel and Gretel

The Sleeping Beauties of to-day dream
of the prince that wiil yet awaken them

Littie Goody Two-shoes may sometimes be dis-
covered wooing the deep mystery of the fields
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The famous Frog Prince ever and anon
finds a ball of gold for his princess

The beginning of the Forty Thieves
has cast its shadow over our time

8now-white and’ Rose-red are finding
wonderful gnomes in our own woods

On some taii grass blade a modern
Hop o' My Thumb Is now and then seen
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world. If you help a frog out of his difficulties, the day will come when he will help you. Be
kind to an ant in trouble, and, when the cruel queen has demanded that you count all the ears
of corn by morning, all the ants in the world will come and count them for you. Be kind, the
fairy tales seem to say, always be kind,-—— and in your extremity your kindness to the unfortunate
powerless things of the earth will be returned to you a hundredfold. Superficially tests of in-
sight, the tests in fairy tales are always either tests of goodness or of courage. Whatever men-
aces you, whatever tempts you, be brave, be good,—and all will be well. The true insight is
goodness. Equipped with goodness, there is nothing for you to fear, in spite of all the illusory
terror of the world.  Only be good, and, therefore, brave, and no wolf shall eat you, no ogre roast
you in his oven, no wizard have power to enchant you,— except, perhaps, for a little while: just
to give the fairy prince or princess an opportunity of breaking the spell. Be good and brave,
and even your wicked stepmother or your ugly sister will get the worst of it in the end.

In regard to what I have been saying of fairy-tale animals, it is to be noted that, perhaps, the
only animal for which the fairy tale has no kind feeling is the wolf. Actually, 1 suppose, the
wolf is no more wicked than the bear, yet in all fairy tales—and particularly, of course, in
« Little Red Riding-hood,"" he is always the symbol of the terror that devours. The wolf may
be said to be, par excellence, the wicked animal of the fairy tale. Of course, there is the fox,
too, but the fox is rather a symbol of cunning than of fear, and is only dangerous to geese.

I said that fairy tales represent the dreams of the poor and the unhappy. To the poor
they bring diamonds, to the enslaved worker they bring idleness. In short, they bring to us
all The Shining Impossible,—they bring us the remodeled universe of which we have dreamed,
the reconstructed destiny. They fulfill Omar Khayyam's wish:—

Would I could shatter it to bits and then
Remold it nearer to the heart’s desire!

In a fairy tale you have only to turn the ring of an old sorrow, or rub the extinguished
lantern of an old dream, and all is back again,— palaces with shining windows, a thousand-
servants, and the only princess in the world. You have only to be
named Aladdin, and all these things shall be added unto you.

In a fairy tale the most beautiful girl in the world may die, and
the brier rose cover up her castle with its climbing bramble, —but she is
not really dead,—she will awake again in a hundred years! Even
death is not death in fairy tales. It is only—resurrection. For how
many centuries the heart of man, leaning over the bier of the beloved,
has dreamed: ‘*If only she could awake! Is there no power in this
magic universe that can lay the finger of resurrection upon these closed
eyes, this stopped heart,—lay the finger of speech upon these
silent lips 2"’

And, in answer to this sigh of the mortal heart, the mortal brain

.conceived an immortal fancy, and at the end of a hundred years Sleeping

Beauty at last stirs and breathes and opens her everlasting eyes.

The human heart ever longs for the impossible—for the joy
that lasts ¢« for ever after;’’ for the loveliness that never fades; for the
purse that is never exhausted; for the friend that is always true; for the
device that will do away with all the inconveniences of time and space,
and land you in Arabia the moment after you turn the screw in the
wooden horse, or China, maybe, if, like Gautier, you should say:—

She whom I love at present is in China,
She dwells with her aged parents,

In a tower of white porcelain,

By the yellow stream

Where the cormorants are!

The Shining Impossible! Obviously nothing else is so attractive
as the impossible; and the power of the fairy tale over the human
mind is that, whatever form of the impossible you may desire,—it
gives it to you. It is only necessary for you to lack something you par-
ticularly want,—in a fairy tale,—and an invisible servant will bring it to
you, even though it should be no more important than roast duck.
Indeed, bearing out what I have said,—that the fairy tale is the poetry
of the poor,—it is relevant to note what a part a good dinner plays
in a fairy tale. *¢I was anhungered, and ye gave me meat!"’

For instance, when Hinsel and Gretel, lost in the wild wood,
came at length upon the witch's house, ‘* made of bread and roofed
with cakes, the window being made of transparent sugar,’’ what was
their good fortune but an answer to their children’s dream of hunger.
If only the universe will give us something to eat! That has been the
cry of the poor man since the beginning. And the fairy tale answers
his longing with banquets where, as in the story of ‘‘The Sleeping
Beauty,’’ ‘* there was placed before everyone a magnificent cover with
a case of massive gold, wherein were a spoon, a knife, and a fork, all of
pure gold set with diamonds and rubies.’”” Fairy tales are nothing if
not nowveau riche. To eat! That alone is a fairy tale. To eat!

To eat,—perchance to dream!

Eating, indeed,. plays a most important part in fairy tales. Something good to eat-
Cannibalism, if necessary! Perhaps there is no more terrifying characteristic feature of the fairy
tale than the stepmother or the mother-in-law with ogreish tendencies. Take the case, for ex-
ample, of Sleeping Beauty. The prince must needs go to the wars and leave his wife and two
children in the keeping of his mother-in-law. No sooner has he gone than she bids the cook
serve up little Morning for her dinner, and the cook, being gentle, like all poor people,—in
fairy tales,—serves up a lamb stew instead,—and so on. In the story of ‘* Hinsel and Gretel"’
there is the same fear: the fear of little children that some one is lying in wait—to eat them
up! ¢*Hainsel, put out your finger, that I may feel if you are getting fat,”” said the old witch;
and ¢* That'll be a dainty bite,”’ she numbled to herself, as she watched Gretel asleep in her
bed. ‘*What shall I do?’’ cried the queen in ¢ The Yellow Dwarf;’* I shall be eaten up!"’
Oh, the fears, the frightful fears, the nightmares, of children,—the nightmares of a world still a
child! :

The hopes, the fears, the wonders of the world,—not only the tears in mortal things, but
the cruelty,—the terror! If you would realize the dread that encircles the life of man, read
any of the simplest fairy tales. Read ‘‘The Babes in the Wood,’’ or read ‘¢ Bluebeard.’”” The
dread that, mysteriously, is planted deep in our souls; dread formless, sometimes, and some-
times fearfully formed,—the terrible dread that comes of being alive! Yet, vivid as is this
dread, no less vivid is the dream with which the fairy tale illumines the life of man. After all,
it is a thing of hope, a parable of promise; even, one might say, it is the supernatural version
of a supernatural world. For the world is a world—just because it is supernatural; and it goes
on spinning its way among the other stars just because it is—a fairy tale.

The wonder of the world! Perhaps that is the chief business of the fairy tale,—to remind
us that the world is no mere dustheap, pullulating with worms, as some of the old-fashioned
scientists tried to make us believe; but that, on the contrary, it is a rendezvous of radiant forces
forever engaged in turning its dust into dreams, ever busy with the transmutation of matter into
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All of the world's Little Red Riding-
hoods have not passed with history

mind, and mind into spirit,—a world, too, so mysterious that anything can
happen, or any dream come true. One might even set up, and maintain,
the paradox that the fairy tale is the most scientific statement of human
life; for, of all statements, it insists on the essential magic of living,—the
mystery and wonder of being alive, the marvelous happiness, the won-
drous sorrow, and the divine expectations.

Those fairy tales that have taken the strongest hold upon the heart
and the imagination of the world have been those that recognized the

There are Cinderellas walting for a
magic carriage almost every day

SUCCESSsS

The story of Jack, the Giant Kilier.
helps to lliumine the life of man

along all by itself. Itis always in need of help from the stars. This is
one of the many morals of the fairy tale, which thus gives expression to
the holy hunger of the human heart. A precocious child asked me the other
day for a list of the twelve best fairy tales. 1 have little faith in such
lists of anything, but, for the sake of my child friend, I suggest this dozen:
¢« Beauty and the Beast,’’ ‘‘Cinderella,’’ ‘¢ The Sleeping Beauty,” ¢‘The
Three Bears,”” ‘‘Jack, the Giant Killer,”" ¢ Hop-o'-my-Thumb,’’ *¢* Sind-
bad, the Sailor,”’ ¢*The Forty Thieves,”* ** Goody Two-shoes,’’ ¢* Aladdin,"”

human need of supernatural aid and alleviation.

The earth can not get

*Hansel and Gretel,’* and ¢ Little Red Riding-hood."’

A New Series of “Diplomatic Mysteries”

We take pleasure in announcing to our readers that we have just drranged

by cable with Mr. Vance Thompson for a continuation through 1905 of his

wonderful series of « Diplomatic Mpysteries)” which have proved by far the

strongest feature of any American magazine during 1904.

These papers

contain extraordinary and amazing revelations of the inner secrets of the official
“cabinets” of Europe and America, and their publication in the Success

MAGAZINE Aas arowused wz’a’espread interest abroad and at home.

The first

article in the new series will appear in Succtss for Fanuary, 19035.

We do not often «ralk shop™ to our readers, but we can not forbear saying

that the collection, verification, and analysis of the vast mass of evidence out of
which Mr. Thompson sifts the truth, (and in which work he will spend practi-

cally his entire time in Europe for a whole yeary) means an expense for a

single editorial feature larger perhaps than will be required Sfor any other

feature announced éy an American magazine for the coming year.

The American Girl 1n Grand Opera

HEINRICH CONRIED

[Director of the Metropolitan Opera House Company]

THE singers of the United States are forginf ahead of
those of Europe. In afew years they will lead the
world. For the operatic stage, for example, more excel-
lent material may be found in America than in any other
country on earth, not excluding Germany and Italy, which
have been so long regarded as the wellsprings of music.
In thousands of church choirs throughout the country
there are singers who might win fame and fortune in grand
opera if they were properly trained. This is particularly
truec among American women singers, some of whom pos-
sess in great richness the natural qualifications for oper-
atic work. ‘T'hose who are representative have, besides
the voice, intelhgence, ambition, industry, and persever-
ance. ‘They dress well, carry themselves well, and in face
and manner are attractive.  In these particulars they are,
as a whole, far superior to the operatic aspirants of the
Old World. The latter are apt to be better endowed in
temperament, in artistic fecling, and in emotion, but a
very considerable compensation for these deficiencies may
be found in the American girl's greater vitality, sparkle,
prrsonal magnetism, and, always foremost, of course,
hcr voice.
‘The feminine voice in America has strongly impressed
me as bemng fuller and richer than in Europe. In this

country, for example, I rarely hear the thin, quivering
tones of the Italian and French tongues. The United
States is less prolific in high sopranos, and, among the
men, in tenors, than is the Old World, but in mezzo-so-
pranos, altos, and baritones, it has become preéminent.

The voice, however, is by no means the only consider-
ation 1n judging a young woman’'s equipment for grand
opera. Other essentials are the dramatic temperment, in
some degree, grace, and attractiveness of face. In Ger-
many I would give a good part in an opera to a homely
woman who is an artist, but T would hardly dare do it in
the United States. Here there is not yet a sufficiently
great and general appreciation of art in itself to render it
advisable to neglect the externals. The ear and the eye
must both be pleased. Audiences demand beauty on the
stage, and properly so. The effect of a good opecratic
performance is sensuous. There must be nothing jarring
or incongruous. ‘The music is beautiful, and to maintain
an artistic harmony its exponents must at least appear
beautiful.  ‘T'herefore, a young woman who has not a
graceful body and pleasing face would better not aspire
to grand opera honors, however fine her voice may be,
for she will be hopelessly handicapped.

Besides appearance there are mental weaknesses or

characteristics that unfit many women for grand opera.
I have often encountered an innate timidity and selt-con-
sciousness that could not be overcome in a great enough
degree to make it worth while or safe for me to take a
singer up. All true artists suffer from stage fright, of
course. but where the artistic feeling is strong enough
the fervor of the performance very quickly banishes iﬁe
embarrassment. But a self-consciousness that can not be
thus easily subdued is especially disastrous to a singer,
because it chokes and weakens the voice. It has fre-
quently spoiled scenes in operas, and is one of the factors
in my consideration of an applicant's fitness for my com-
pany or school. After a careful trial I am often com-
pelled to drop singers whose vocal equipment 1s fully up
to the standard. The general term we use in descrnibing
such cases is, ‘‘ not suited to the operatic stage."

Iiven with the voice and the Fcrsonality. an aspirant is
a long way, of course, from a place in grand opera, if he
or she lacks special training. This requires at least five
years, and can not be considered complete without a
period of living in the musical atmosphere of Europe,
where the traditions and feeling of music are ahsorbed.
There is no substitute in the United States for these fin-
ishing influences of a musical education. It is obvious
that this travel, the costumes needed for practice perform-
ances, and the many incidental expenses during these
years of training require a command of money. Itis
rather depressing to think that art should be so depend-
ent, but such is the case. Without financial backing at
the start, an aspiring young woman would better turn her
eyes to some other goal than grand opera, unless, indeed,
she possesses genius, for which, of course, no rules can be
laid down.
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story, and, young gentlemen,
us, ‘‘no interruptions, exclamations, or explana-
tions, if you please, when you find that you.¢do
know now that you know it.” I wish to judge the
story from the manuscript alone, at first.”

So we all sat silent and absorbed while Weston
read. I saw Dan twitch once or twice, and Halsey
pretty nearly break out, but the .old man's eye
was on them and no interruption occurred. I did
not see what part my knowledge played in the
matter, until the very end of it came, so I did not
say anything.’

This is:what Weston read : —

Bob Allison and I attended the School of Mines;
he was from South Caralina, and I from the East;
but, as we were both.up for the same course,—
geological chemistry,—both-enthusiasts in regard
to it, and, as-we often sat.together at lectures, we
became acquaintances,. then friends, then chums.
He moved to my lodgings and. for three years we
were inseparable,—the more so as we were both
somewhat shy and ‘made few outside friends. We
both got good sheepskins, had a few days mild
junket over it, and parted, each to his own home.

Letters passed, frequent at first, then with length-
ening intervals until they stopped, and three years
passed without my hearing from him. Into those
three years came for me sorrow and trouble that
put an end, for a time, to all my visions of fame
and profit in- my profession, and the end of the
time found me in the employ of a big diamond-
broking house, filling a position of considerable
responsibility, for I was the trusted agent, buyer,
seller, and, often, the unknown ¢‘go-between’’
for one or all of the big houses in the trade. How
I got into it I can scarcely tell, but I had backing
from one good friend, I always had a keen eye for
gems, my ‘‘ geochem '’ helped me, chance did the
rest, and so I had already been to Kimberly, to
Amsterdam, and to Paris, to buy and sell, and I
knew that my employers were only a part of a big
syndicate that controlled the diamond output and
sale of the world.

I was thinking over these and other matters,
one morning, coming down on the *“L,’’ when who
should come in and sit down opposite me but
Bob Allison, looking thinner, older, and haggard,
but Bob, all the same. He saw me, as I looked
at him, and we had hold of one another’s hands
in a minute. Just then my station was called, and
1 pulled him out with me and we went down
stairs like a couple of boys. We went to a caf?
and talked of old times and asked questions as to
the new ones. Bob had been in hard luck, his
family being all dead, and his property nearly all
gone,—just about my fix! Then I asked him:—

‘“What brought you to New York, and what are
you doing now ¢"’

Bob smiled an odd little smile, hesitated for a
minute, and then answered :—

“«I've been here nearly a year. I'm living on
the remnants of the wreck, am studying—and
experimenting,—on the old lines, and am waiting
for something to turn up. And what are you do-
ing now? Is it ¢ Professor Macy’ yet?"’

I was just going to tell him, when young Rosen-
thal—the junior of our firm,—tapped me on the
shoulder and said:—

««Excuse me, Macy, for interrupting, but can I
see you a moment ?'’

So I went off to a quiet corner, as he had some
important news, and talked a few minutes. Then
I invited him over to meet Bob, but he had an
engagement and had to be off.

When I went back to Bob I stood a minute with
my left hand on the back of my chair, looking
over the tables to see if I knew any one there.
When I looked at Bob again he was gazing at my
hand with a most indescribable mixture of earnest-
ness and amusement on his face. Finally he
pointed to my hand, and said:—

“Do you go in much for those?"’

««Those’’ was an absolutely perfect water-white
diamond that I was wearing in a ring. I always
wore one diamond and that as fine a one of its
size as I could find, partly because I was very fond
of a good gem, and partly for business reasons,
some very queer and profitable experiences having
started from my so doing. I was going to tell Bob
this and explain my business to him when Rosen-
thal’s voice sounded over my shoulder again, say-
ing, ‘I forgot to hand you this, Macy,”’ and he
gave me a paper connected with the business we
had talked over before and quickly walked away.
Bob looked after him curiously, and asked :—

“Who is your friend, Tom? Evidently he
goes in for precious stones,’’'—which was true, as
Rosenthal has a most barbaric taste for gems and

and he tunied.to ‘

wore them on two or three fingers of each hand.

If Bob had not made that remark I would have
told him who Isadore was, my connection with
him, and my business; but, after he had said it,
—and said it in the way he did,—I made up my
mind not to tell him,—at least, not just then.
So I laughed, and answered :—

¢« Yes, he is fond of jewelry, but he's a good
fellow, all the same, and I have business dealings
with him. But you were asking if I ‘went in’ for
diamonds? No, I don’'t; my finances, as well as
my tastes, won't allowit. But I do like one good
stone,—a perfect one, mind,—and this is abso-
lutely faultless,—look at it!"’

Bob took it and looked at it, and again that
curious amused look came into his face. Still
fingering it, he asked:—

““Do you know much about diamonds, Tom ?*’

‘¢Quite a lot, for an amateur.”’

“Do you know anything about ‘rough’ dia-
monds ?—uncut stones, I mean ?"’

¢« Not quite so much, for I can't wear tkem,
but, if you want to know anything about them, I
know a man who does know more about them than
any other man in America,—I might say, in the
world."’

Bob did not reply at once, but sat looking at
the stone with the same curious expression; finally
he handed the ring back to me, and said:—

««Can you spare me a couple of hours, Tom ?’’

«All day, if you wish it, my boy."’

«“Well, we'll mdke it all day, for you shall

‘*“*Do you know where
or how he got them?'"’

come with me and we'll have an old-time chat,
and perhaps you can aid me in a matter in which
I badly want somebody that I can trust implic-
itly,—and I know I can do that with you.’’

So we went uptown on the ¢“L,"" way up to
the ¢ jumping-off place,”’ walked a few blocks
west, and Bob stopped in front of a rather tumble-
down-looking building backing on the creek. He
must have seen a look of astonishment on my face,
for he laughed, and said :—

«It'sa ¢singed cat,’” Tom,—better than it looks!
It suits me, my purse, and my purpose, at this
present time, as you'll soon see.’’

It really wasn’t as bad inside as one would
have supposed, for Bob had fixed up two rooms
in very decent bachelor shape. After luncheon,
he said:—

‘“Now I'll show you why I asked you those
questions about rough diamonds,’’ and he went
out of the room and apparently down a cellar,
and soon came back with a wooden box, which he
handed to me, saying:—

«“ Look out: it's quite heavy! Take it to that
back window and tell me what you think of the
contents."’

I went to the window and opened the lid,—and
nearly let the box drop,—for in that box were, if
in the light of Bob’s question I saw right, several
hundred tremendous rough diamonds! He brought
a table over to the window, and I took them out
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one by one and tried to examine them, but my
hand shook, my heart thumped, and my sight
dimmed so that [ hardly knew what I was doing.
Now, I was a pretty good judge of cut stones, but
in some ways [ was and always had been a better
judge of rough stones. I had been to Kimberley
and Rotterdam several times for the firm, and
always had a chance to pass opinion on the
rough stones bought by it, and I could tell pretty
well,—as well as any man alive, except one,—not
only as to the color and ¢ perfectness’’ of an un-
cut stone, but could also give a pretty good guess as
to where it came from, and, if it were a very big
stone, as to whom it came from. But these
stones stumped me. That they were diamonds I
did not doubt for a minute, for nothing in nature
could imitate them so perfectly; but, although
they were perfect in color, and apparently without
a flaw, their ¢ light’’ was strange and their shapes
peculiar. I must have sat ten minutes fingering
them over, examining them minutely with my
glass, my thoughts running all sorts of ways,—in
fact, I must have been in a sort of trance, for
Bob's voice made me start, when he said:—

“*Well, old man, what do you think of them ?"*

*“For heaven's sake, Bob, where did you get
them ?"’

‘*Never mind that, Tom!
think of them.

Tell me what you
I'1l tell you more about them,

by and by.”

‘“ Well, Bob, if those stones are diamonds, —if
they will cut, and if they are gemstones,—you

have one of the biggest fortunes in the world in
that box!"’

«“Too many ‘ifs,” Tom; how can they be
cleared away 7"’

«*By having one—any one,—of them ‘cut.

“Do you know where I can get one cut, and
have it honestly done ?—I mean by that, do you
know where I can take one of those stones and
have it put to any and every test that a stone can
be put to, so as to be sure that it is a diamond,
then to have it cut to the best advantage,—to be
sure that no other stone is substituted for it, that
the very stone I take will be returned to me, and
with proof beyond doubt as to what it is and what
its value is? Can you tell me of such a place,
Tom ?"°

He was leaning earnestly forward toward me
with an expression on his face as if his life hung
on my answer. Did I know of such a place?
Yes, several of them, but only one was in Amer-
ica. Old Leon Rosenthal—or the syndicate he
represented in America,—had, some years back,
a falling out with some of his Rotterdam grinders,
—none of us knew what the trouble was, but it
must have been a serious one, for he had sworn
by all he held holy that he would drive the dia-
mond cutters of Rotterdam to come to America
and beg work of him, before he got through with
them. To make his threat good he started dia-
mond-cutting in America, and by hook or by
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crook, by the temptations of St. Anthony and the
salary of a king,—or a bank president,—he pre-
vailed on the most noted cutter in the world to
come over and take charge of the work. He put
him in a secure place, gave him every facility he
wanted, and the most skillful young men and
women that could be obtained, and in five years
Leon Rosenthal's threat began to be fulfilled, for
cutters—and rough stones,— began to come to
America. Donner—the man he imported, —knew
more about diamonds than any other man living.
His knowledge of them was marvelous. To him
came the representatives of emperors and kings
when the mammoth stones of their masters were
to change shape or ownership, and to him came
far final decision all the big uncut stones of the
world. He was the man to judge Bob’'s stone,
and, as I was on familiar terms with him and had
done him some little favors, and as he was noto-
rious for his honesty of opinion and his fearless
expression of it, I knew that I would get from him
an opinion of the true value of Bob’s stones and
a fair test as to their character and cutting. So I
finally answered :—

*No, old fellow, I can not tell you of such a
place, but I know of one run by a friend of mine
where I can take one or more of these stones and
get them thoroughly tested, and, if they will stand
cutting, perfectly cut. This friend of mine is ab-
solutely trustworthy and is at the very top of his
trade; if he says these stones are no good, you
<an rely on it that they are worthless, while, if he

““i1You and ! have been watched
and followed everywhere''’

says that they are good, you can rely on that also.
Although these stones are unique both in size and
shape, he will ask no questions of me if I am able
to tell him that I am satisfied as to their owner-
ship and history. There is still such a thing as
‘I. D. T." in Africa and other places, and, al-
though there isn’t as much attention paid to it
here, still with stones of this size there may be
questions asked. Now, old friend, so far as you
are concerned, I know you came by them honest-
ly; but, back of you and before you, do you know
anything about them or against them 7'’

Bob leaned back and laughed, a funny little
chuckle as if there were some good joke in it all,
and then said :—

«« Forgive me, Tom, for laughing at your ques-
tion, but the form in which you put that series of
questions would strike you yourself as funny if
you knew all,—and that ¢all’ I will tell you when
that stone you are going to take comes back. Now
I can only tell you this much: I know the full
history of those stones from the very beginning,
there is nothing crooked about them in any way,
and they are mine, honestly and by every right.
That is all that I will tell you or any one else at
this time; is it satisfactory ?"’

«+It"s satisfactory to me. Now, if you are satis-
fied for me to try my friend, I will take this stone,
as it is about an average of the lot in size, and,
just as soon as anything absolutely definite is

known about it, I will be sure to let you know.""

«* And how soon do you think that will be?"’

«« Perhaps twenty-four hours,—perhaps twenty-
four days!"’

«“Well, we’ll hope for the shorter time, for, to
tell you the truth, Tom, I have waited so long on
these stones that my patience is about gone. My
whole life and happiness lie in that box; if they
are as valuable as I think they are, I am a mil-
lionaire,—and you, old fellow, shall be onealso!"’
He put his hand on my shoulder and laughed at
me in a happy sort of way.

It was a little hard to talk much after that, for
a while; I sat fingering the stones, speculating on
their worth, and trying to make out to myself just
how Bob had ever come to own them. Presently
he got up, shook himself, and said :—

«*Come, Tom, quit guessing, take your stone,
and I'll put the rest away and we'll drop them
entirely for this afternoon. I've got a boat out
back here and we’ll go out on the creek for
a spin.”’ :

I put the one away in my pocket and he took
the boxfull into another room. When he came
back he said:—

““Now, I'm going to the boathouse for my
boat and I'll have her here in a few minutes.
Here is a magazine to look over while I'm
gone.’’

But the magazine did not interest me. Those
wonderful stones were too much on my mind, so
I threw it down and started to take a look around
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Bob's rooms. From the front the house was ap-
parently one story and an attic, but at the back,
owing to the slope of the land toward the creek,
there was another story below, a sort of stone-walled
basement. There was no appearance of door or
window in it from the outside, so I went inside
again and into Bob's bedroom. I found a lot of
our old knickknacks there, and, while pawing them
over, I noticed a door leading—apparently,—no-
where. On opening it, I found stairs leading down
into the basement, and, without thinking much of
what I was doing, I started down them. It was
pitchy dark down there, with not a ray of light
from anywhere, so I struck a match, found a gas
jet handy, lighted the gas, and looked around. I
found quite a big room, dry and warm, stone-
walled all around, and filled full of furnaces, re-
torts, crucibles, piping in all sorts of ways and
places, and a lot of machines and implements
that I could not even tell the use of. The whole
apparatus was evidently metallurgical, and it
struck me at once that the ready accessibility
of this convenient and secluded basement was
one very good reason why Bob liked the place.
Evidently he had been working very hard at his
profession, and had desired to do so secretly, too.
If I had not known him so well, I should have said
that he was either trying for the philosopher’s stone
or was counterfeiting,—for no thought or hint of
the real object of all this apparatus entered my
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mind,—fool that I was! With my knowledge of that
box of stones upstairs, with Bob's speeches still
in my ears, and with the mystery and secrecy of
this alchemist’s cave all around me, I still did not
have the faintest thought of the real object of it
all! I thought at last that Bob might be coming
and would feel bad to think that I had been pry-
ing into his secrets, so I hustled upstairs and re-
sumed reading the magazine, and, when Bob came
in, I said nothing to him of what 1 had seen.

Our siesta in the boat was not a success, for the
tabooed subject was a skeleton at the feast, and
neither of us could banish the thought of those
stones; so, after an hour or two of desultory talk,
I put in the plea of a forgotten business engage-
ment, which Bob accepted with willingness, and
then I went home, after making an appointment
for the next afternoon.

PART II.

THAT night I slept badly, —probably the big

stone under my pillow had something to do
with that,—and the next morning I felt like a boy
with a circus in town, for I could not do any
one thing thoroughly, and it seemed as if I would
«be late,’'—which | intended to be, for I did
not want old Rosenthal around when I should
show the stone to Donner, as he would ask too
many questions and want to take all the credit of
the find to himself, or else turn nasty about it and
forbid Donner having anything to do with it. He
always came to the shop between nine and eleven,
and was away by half past eleven, as he lunched
at twelve sharp and always at one place. So I
waited until nearly eleven before I went to the
shop, and met Rosenthal coming down stairs.
He greeted me as usual and asked if I had ‘‘any-
thing big on,’’ and, on my saying ‘‘ No,’’ he went
on down stairs and I went into Donner’s little
office.

He was a typical Dutchman, rotund, exasper-
atingly slow of action and speech, and with a
pronunciation that jumbled the consonants in
awful confusion. I took the stone out of my
pocket, and said:—

««Old man, here’s a conundrum for you,—and
a big one! Is that ‘puilding schdones,’ or ‘bure
garbon?’ ''—both expressive terms of his for
worthless stones and for a ¢ water white,"’

He took the stone and laid it carelessly in the
palm of his big fat hand and rolled it around there
with the fingers of his other hand,—a curious
trick of his,—he called it ‘* veeling der dexdure.’’
Scarcely had his fingers touched it than he gave
—what was for him,—a jump, hastily looked at
the stone, reached for his clamp, hammer, and
chisel, fixed the stone in the clamp, and clipped
off a corner. This piece he examined with his
glass with nervous haste, clipped off another
piece, examined that, and then suddenly turned
to me with his usually big red face a sallow white,
and said, in tones that betrayed a curious anx-
ety i—

‘¢ Mazy, vere in blitzen you ged dod schdone?"’

«From a ftiend of mine."’

“Vere he ged id 2"’

‘“Idon’t know, but he got it straight, I can
guarantee that!"’

¢« Hass he any more ?"’

““Why do you ask that, Donner? Are they
valuable ?"’

‘“Wallable? No, no! Dell your vrendt to
drow dem der riffer in, and vergeit dem. Go,
Mazy, go kwig, dell him schdob id, schdob id, I
zay, kwig! Oh, der vool, der vool! Iss der nod
enough ploot on der dings alretty yed ?'’

I was paralyzed,—I had never seen Donner so
excited,—the ruin of a half-million-dollar stone
by an incompetent grinder had not moved him to
an outbreak like this. I could not understand it.
Half remembered tales of great diamond robberies
flashed through my mind, and I said:—

‘“Donner, I tell you they 're honest stones. I
can vouch for the man that gave them to me! He
said they were his honestly, and I know—""

“Know? Know? You know noddings! You
are a shilt, a papy! Honesdly! Ja-ja, dey vas
honesdly his, dot vas so, dot was so, und dot vas
der trubble! Mazy, as you lofe your frendt, you
do vat Donner zay, you dake dot schdone pack to
him, und you dell him yust so,—Donner zay dot
schdone no coot, drow id avay, drow dem all avay,
vergeit dem unt kvid id,—kvid id, I zay! Dake
der schdone, Mazy, und get oud kvig!"’

«“Give me the stone!”’

It was old Rosenthal’s voice, but it had in it a
tone I had never heard, a fierce, discordant note,

[Continued on pages 793 to 796 ]
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MEN WHO HAVE MATCHED OPPORTUNITY

The Reason why Strong Men of All Ages—Hannibal, Cesar,
Cromwell, Washington, Napoleon, Fackson, Lincoln, Roosevelt,
and Others,—Have Been Able to Encounter and Master Greatness

ALFRED HENRY LEWIS

[Drawings by Charles Sarkad

VW RITING is so much like war that, if he who is to write and he who is to

fight would write or fight at a profit, each must precede his labors of
pen or sword with a season of thought. The one should study his subject ;
the other, his foe: also each should be sure of the lay of the facts and the ground.
For all that, now, when I have concluded that prescribed period of study,
and wholly ruminated the affair in interest, I still find myself, at the best,
no more than badly prepared. I have been unable to break my ideas to any
drill, or order them into aught like procession or sequence ; wherefore, in
their expression, it is a grave chance that they will offer only the spectacle of
motion without direction, like a dog chasing its tail ; or, as it were, a kind
of rhetorical Dutch waltz, wherein the person performing and his kindly part-
ner—in this case, the essayistand his subject,—seize on oneanother, solemnly
to revolve, without once leaving the floor-spot of their
first occupation.

What is greatness, in its definition? What are
its meanings and its signs? Certainly, it is not a
synonym, of happiness; for a man is so much like a
nation that the one you never hear of is indubitably
the one of most felicity. He wrote wisely who declared,
¢« Happy is the country which has no history,”’ since
the history of any country—uvide the bookshelves,—is
invariably the story of its troubles and its wars. And
so it is with a man.

Neither does greatness mean content. Indeed, it
is a broad risk that contentment would lead to the de-
struction of greatness. Contentment is the natural reason
of stagnation, which is but a pausing, or waiting for
death. Of all sentiments of condition, contentment
1s that one most disastrous. If it had not been for what
fanged discontent has gnawed at the souls of men, we
should be dwelling in caves,—should be eating our
meat raw and saving our fire to pray to, as did our ancestors for ages.

What, then, is greatness, and in what does it consist? Isit fame, adver-
tisement, celebration, or honor in men's mouths and in their annals? Isit
contrast >—a dove upon an asp’s nest, innocence brooding venom ?

If greatness be fame, then it must rest upon and change with conditions.
A modern greatness would discover more difficulties in its accasion than did
the greatness of another day. Two centuries ago, when Addison wrote
««Spectators,”’ fame was found living within a radius of twenty miles from
London Stone, and he was great who set three thousand tongues to wagging.
In this wider hour of telegraph and steam, no one is famous, and, per con-
sequence,—if the one rest upon the other,—no one is great who has not
compelled the encomiums of ‘thirty millions. Consider the slim limits of
those fields from which such as Addison, and, later, Johnson, harvested
their greatness. Now your English-writing man who would describe him-
self as great must blow so loud a blast upon his goose quill—a villain
metaphor!—as to be heard, not alone in his own country, but across conti-
nents and oceans,—to such sort has the world become swollen and fattened
through modern agencies and inventions. However, it is not altogether, but
only partly true that fame and the mere mention by men's lips constitute
greatness. Shakespeare is no greater, being read and honored in every
printed tongue, than he was when known only to those who saw and heard him
across the foot-candles of his little Southwark theater on the Bankside.

Speaking of the dramatic one of Stratford recalls his separation of
greatness—worn threadbare by much quoting,—into an isosceles triangle of
description. He speaks of those who are born great, those who achieve
greatness, and those who have greatness thrust upon them. Of the last sort
take Mrs. Stowe, with her ¢* Uncle Tom’s Cabin.’” There was the mighty
question of black slavery wringing the hearts of men. The subject was
absorbing, the interest ablaze and ready-made. The novel so fitted with the
hour—an hour which its author had not produced,—that it was given vogue
a thousandfold beyond its merit as simple literature. Had the writing and
printing of ‘“ Uncle Tom's Cabin’' been deferred until to-day, its author's
fame would have been vastly moderated. The huge per cent. of the great-
ness of Mrs. Stowe was thrust upon her by conditions. The same thing could
be said of Beecher, Garrison, Lowell, Whittier, and many another who

Mrs. SBocrates, otherwise known as
Xanthippe, frequently called her hus-
band’s attention to their emptylarder

flourished from the rostum or in the literature of that hour,—hot with
antislavery. Even diamonds of the first water gain much by proper setting.

I

«« PDLAGIARIST,”’ wrote Mark, the Delicious, while making notes for a dic-
tionary; ‘¢ Plagiarist, one who writes plays.’”’ Now I wish that greatness
were as readily laid down in a phrase. What should be that analysis to set
out, each by itself, those elements which compose the sum of greatness?
He who can make it could search the cradles of his country and indicate
the future's champions. Greatness does not lie wholly in the seed, the at-
tribute, and will lean on cultivation and opportunity. No man, however
powerful, may at all times rule the thing,—the circumstance. Also, great-
ness will depend upon the unusual,—upon a poverty
of occurrence. No matter how tall the tree, to be a
great tree it must be taller than its fellows. - By the
same token, since we've seen how greatness is com-
parative, where all are blind the one-eyed man is king.
When he of Avon spoke of those who are born
great, he meant princes of the purple. In his face be
it written that seldom, if ever, was a king, of himself,
great. His station and his scepter and his throne were
great,—like the six-shooter of a sheriff, —but he, him-
self, and aside from these, was poorly meager. A
scepter, or a throne, is the attribute of royalty; so far,
however, as it concerns that man who chances to be
royal, it is not an attribute, but a condition.

When one dips beneath the lies of history, where
is that king who should take rank as really great? In
whatever field he glanced, your search will show that
he burned like the moon by the reflected light of
some sun of commonalty. Is it a Henry to defy a
Rome and found a church? You will find a Duns Scotus, a Wyclif, an
Occam, or a Luther to precede him or live in his day, and plant that vine
whereof he has the vintage. Is it a Black Prince to capture a French
king at Poitiers? Chandos, the best soldier of England, rides at his bridle
rein. Chandos halts him, or moves him forward, and holds him in mili-
tary leading strings throughout. The prince plays with battle as a child
plays with a toy, and, for all the man's or soldier's work he does, might
have come upon the field in an ordinary perambulator.

. Jefferson, who did not be-
lieve in the native greatness
of kings, traveled through
Europe only to confirm his re-
publicanism, and returned
complaining of ‘¢the folly of
heaping importance upon
fools.”’ In good truth, a king
would find the path to any
personal greatness hopelessly
choked up. He would be with-
stood and paralyzed in his am-
bitions by the adulation of his
own courtiers,—adulation
than which opium is not so
soporific or more profoundly
a deliriant. That, aside from
a natural thin meanness of
blood, which is the heritage of all royalty, has been the mighty setback in
the crowned instance of a king. He has been too much stunned, not to say
stunted, by flattery, and he was not made to strive. Carneades said thata
king learns to do nothingrightsaveride. The horse, being no courtier, does
not flatter, but tosses him from the saddle as flippantly as if he were the
most vulgar of peasants. So a king—to save himself,—learns to ride.

Flattery or adulation destroys greatness. That is as true of commoner
as of king. Diogenes, speaking from (inside) his tub, inveighs against it for
that it lulls energy to sleep and betrays virtue. Also, recurring to kings,

Fabius no longer matched his mo-
ment, and was repuilsed by Hannlbal



December, 1904

‘“Had a king done half as much he would
have gone thundering down time '’

you may gain a glimpse of the inferiority of that greatness which is born to
that greatness which is achieved, and nourish anew your faith in a republic
by comparing our presidents with what kings and kaisers, czars and sultans
prevailed in their day.

Machiavelli writes that we are born evil and become good only upon
compulsion. He might have paraphrased that utterance of his pen and
written that we are born small and become great only upon compulsion.
Taking this to be verity, there will be no true greatness where circum-
stances do not exert a pressure. A simile for bubbling humanity might be
found in a kettle of soup. At the top is the froth, at the bottom the dregs,
while what is hale and sound and sweet and worth an honest spoon abides
between. There be those who, by vice of riches or station, are born above
need, —that is to say, of fear. There be those, so blackly the dregs of a
people, who are born below the touch of hope. And, since there is no fear
for the one, no hope for the other, both classes, speaking generally, turn
idle, desperate, and vicious. Upon neither falls that compulsion or pres-
sure whereof the Florentine speaks. No greatness can come from them; it
will have to emanate from that hale, sound, middle stratum which must
strive that it may live, and in whose keeping lie race-safety and the sol-
vency of time.

For the sake of Gray and his ‘*Elegy,”’ let us concede those Miltons
mute, and bloodless Cromwells, and flowers that blush unseen and sweeten
with neglected fragrance desert airs. And yet how shall one call these
imagined folks, in their passivity and with their existences but guessed at,
great? Without action, without assertion, they count for nothing, like the
gold, supposed or suspected, in the unmined bosom of a
hill. They say there is and can be no such noise-com-
modity as sound, wanting the presence of a listening
ear, It would be like drumming, with no drum. It is
the air-waves beating upon the tympanum which furnish
the sound. Now I should say that the bloodless, mute,
inglorious greatness of the reveren. verse-maker might be
of this latent sort. It exists in the antechamber of the pos-
sible, and might be invoked. Missing invoking occasion,
however, how shall one call it greatness ?

Granting them fairest measure, those unknown great
must remain unknown, because we may do no better by
them. Still, we may wring from them a deduction. Given
the man, with every element of greatness rife within him
and carried to its topmost bent, yet must he be added to
the proper hour before greatness can express itself. Napo-
leon, wanting his hour, would have come to naught. Grant,
unmet, or unmated of opportunity, would have lived and died a tanner.
The suitable hour encounters Grant; in five years he rides about, the
world’'s greatest soldier, a million and a half of men at his horse's tail.

11

Ner only must the man meet with the hour before he may teach the

world or even teach himself this greatness, but the man—to have
recourse again to Machiavelli,—must also be studious to match that hour.
«“For,"" observes the philosopher of the De Medicis, ‘I have many times
considered with myself that any man’'s great or little fortune consists in his
correspondence and accommodation with his times."’

. Hannibal overruns Italy
and pens the beaten Romans
within their walls. Fabius,
whose genius is stubborn and
defensive, like an oak tree or
Colley Cibber's stone posts,
matches the hour, which is
one wherein shields, not
swords, are at a premium.
Fabius stands off Hannibal,
and prevents his conquest of
the city. Fabius is great.

Hannibal's supplies run
low. The hour changes:
Hannibal turns weak and ag-
gression is demanded by
Roman needs. Fabius can

“The scepter and the six-shooter,— . "
do nothing but defend. His

both iook well on a throne '’

Mark Twain is the
master of many hours
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greatness falters and its luster dims; he no longer matches his hour. Scipio,
who was helpless in a day of bucklers, comes to the fore. His genius is
for attack,—for javelins, not shields. The question is how to drive Han-
nibal from Italy. Scipio says: ¢ Attack Carthage.”” The move results in
triumph, and Scipio, matching the hour, becomes great, taking the place
of poor Fabius, who dwindles out-of-joint of the new day.

Yet it is to be supposed that Fabious and Scipio were great. There
have been many great ones of similar feather, who were only great in
streaks and spots. Socrates, who leaves Xanthippe with a bare larder
while he talks, preferring debate to his trade as a stone mason, is not a
great husband. Cesar, who owes millions before he is of age, is not a great
business man. Sheridan, great as an orator and playwriter, is not a great
moralist. Grant, mighty as a soldier, is not a great orator. Jefferson,
great as a statesman, inventor, and scholar, is wanting in military instinct.

Of Americans, Washington, Franklin, Jackson and Lincoln were
greatest in an all-round way. They were great in war and great in peace.
Washington even achieved greatness in that most difficult of rdles, the
role of a private citizen. Franklin was great as a thinker and discoverer,
great in war craft and statecraft, and great in big and little things. He
produces a fire department, a police department, and
a postal department; he crosses the Atlantic and dis-
covers the Gulf Stream; he flies a kite and tames the
lightning; he writes proverbs, poetry, and prose; he
does more for freedom, and for liberty, than any of
those who were with him, or preceded him, or followed
him. Jackson was great with the sword; he was
greater with the pen: when he vetoed a robber bank,
and when he struck secession dumb and motionless
with a toast. Also, he was great in his defiance and
defeat of red tape,—that modern Minotaur. Lincoln
was doubly great as one who not only matched his
hour, but also made it. Speaking of Lincoln's
speeches against Douglas, Colonel Morrison, himself
a Douglas man, said to me:— .

«“I've heard thousands of political speeches and ' Then Shakespeare
made hundreds. Those speeches of Lincoln against trod the boards™
Douglas were the only ones I ever heard that hurt.”’

When folks speak of great ones of the past, they commonly have war-
riors, or conquerors, in their minds. That is for a reason given before,
and because the history of a country is a story of its wars. Leaving Amer-
ica and Americans,—Ilest partisanship defeat judgment,—and crossing to
the Old World, I should put Cromwell forward as that one greatest of the
great. This will provoke a scream of protest from Napoleoniacs. And
yet, consider: Napoleon is young, and Cromwell along in years, when they
come upon the stage. Cromwell sustains himself to the last; Napoleon,
defeated, ends at St. Helena.

Jackson was a firm admirer of Napoleon, and followed him step by step.
In the end he pointed out the latter's pivotal mistake.

«« It was Paris,’’ said Jackson, *‘not the English, that defeated Napo-
leon. He ought to have burned Paris, and thrown himself upon the
country. That is what I should have done, and the country would have
sustained me.”'  Jackson, unerring in his instinct zs a congenital war-dog,
was right, '

Napoleon was a soldier by education; Cromwell was a
farmer. Napoleon found trained soldiers at ready hand
when his career began; Cromwell must make his peasants
into soldiers under fire. In the blaze of battle he forged
himself and them; and, later, at odds of a brigade against
a roundhead regiment, the latter mowed down the flower
of Europe.

Cromwell, in his cold, sullen English, had a more
difficult meta] to deal with than did Napoleon. It asks
no mighty fire to melt a Frenchman,—at all times half-
solved in the heat of his innate hysteria. Napoleon coaxed,
bribed, and dazzled, as well as fought his way. The somber
Cromwell merely lied and fought.

Napoleon made terms with the church; Cromwell con-
quered church and nation. Napoleon would lose courage
and presence of mind; Cromwell's heart, whatever the
occasion and whether of peril or of safety, beat as steady and measured as
a clock.

Cromwell was whatever the moment asked. He could dissemble like
a Talleyrand, or he could be as bluff as Hdrry the Eighth. He wedded
caution to daring; he could follow policy and intrigue like Louis XI.,or he
could charge as recklessly as any Charles of Burgundy,—think in the saddle,
and carry decision on the point of his sword. Cromwell knew humanity in
the herd, and was great in that knowledge. When thousands greeted his
return from Ireland, one at his elbow—a courtier, of course, —congratulated
him on his popularity and the fervor of his welcome home.

««More would come to see me hanged,’’ quoth the cloudy Cromwell,
who never forgot that it is curiosity rather than love or loyalty that makes
the reason of every popular demonstration.

Cromwell was an expert of the mask; he could feign a feeling or pre-
tend a thought. He calculated coldly, and never permitted feud or the
knowledge of another’s treason, in esse or accomplished, to prevent use of
that man. He would plow with the heifer of his foe,—even with the foe
himself, while the plowing plowed advantage. He would meet folks known
to be false, he would seem to give them his confidence, he would let the
nose of venal expectation sniff reward, and he would be the picture of
unconscious innocence. Those false ones had been deluded; they were
in invisible irons, and always in sight. Cromwell, better than Napoleon,
knew men; better than Napoleon he matched each new hour and dove-
tailed with events as they befell. In seeming ever frank, he was as close-
locked as the grave; apparently pliant, he was as bendless as the oak;
never hearing, he was all ears; never seeing, he had the eyes of Argus;
innocent, he was a fox for policy; peaceful, he was as formidable as a bear;
slow, he was as swift to smite as a bolt from above; hesitating, he was as
prompt as a flashlight; careless, he was as accurate as a rapier; and of
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things, for things, and by things political he was never where
nor when nor what his enemies anticipated. Military in his
genius, he was always pushing for the high ground; being as
selfish as military, he held, with Thrasymachus, that ¢ justice
is the interest of the stronger.’’

There are songs, like ‘* Home, Sweet Home,'’' which move
me deeply. Yet | am unable to take words from music and
say that it is the one or the other which engages my sensibilites.
In similar manner you meet with men whom you can not fail
to know as great, even while the secret of their greatness baffles
your bestresearch. Richard Croker, who held his foot on the
neck of New York for sixteen years, was great. For all that you
could make no analysis of him that would serve to unlock the
mystery of it. To look upon him told as little as if you looked
upon a Corliss engine. It was only by estimating results—the
work done and the loads lifted,—that you were given a guess
at the power that slept in him.

In Croker, or in those better cases of Colonel William
Ralls Morrison and Secretary Walter Q. Gresham, you got a glint of greatness
in the attitudes that were held toward them by other men, —ones whom you
knew to be strong. It was as if they owned an inborn trick of command.
They told other men what to do,—and other men obeyed them. There is
this sort of natural bigness, or greatness, to be an attribute of certain men,
and its manifestation commonly is an attraction much like the attraction
of gravitation. You discover their greatness by observing the actions of
those who have come within range of their influences,—in brief, the old
story of Newton and the apple. Astronomers discovered the existence of
Neptune and Uranus through the actions of the other planets, long before
any telescope was made strong enough to bring them into view.

Not only is there this greatness born of a fashion of gravitation,—
I once described it as the hypnotism of beef, having most noticed it in
stout, thick, solid, vital folks like orator Robert G. Ingersoll and Speaker
Thomas Brackett Reed,—but there is also a greatness, like the greatness of
a Phidias or an Apelles, that is helpless and handless without its proper
tools. There have been statesmen—resistless forces of government, they
were,—who, without money, were powerless. The elder Walpole, to whom
England’'s debt is measureless, and who has not been matched for states-
manship since his day, if wanting money, would have been a turtle on its
back. He said he knew the price of every man, save two, in parliament;
also, he paid that price.

It is the fashion to say ill things of money. Even I, myself, took late
occasion to remark that money is so much like water that it commonly col-
lects in the lowest places. Now, in strict truth, there is reason for think-
ing that money has done more good than evil, and some of us ought to
apologize. There are dollars as stainless as stars; and, if
one must employ water in hyperbole, why, then, there be
lakes high up among the hills whose purity is even with
their altitudes.

While turning the leaves of a world's annals, one finds
few specimens of that regular and rounded greatness which
belongs with such as Franklin. For the most part, great-
ness is special and single in its kind. Brummel was great
as a fop; Byron, as a poet; Horace Walpole, as a gossip;
Cagliostro, as a humbug; Carlyle, as a phrase-maker, and
so one might continue throughout a summer's day, pushing
the buttons of every possible phase of human develop-
ment. At this pinch it is proper to say that no roster
of the sort in hand could call itself complete that omitted a mention of
ones who claim greatness by sheer stress of the physical. A prizefighter,
in his way, is as great as a poet, and practices a more recondite art. Why
should John L. Sullivan be refused his place with greatness? Was Franklin
great? Why, then, Sullivan got his brawn where Franklin got his brains:
both dealt at the same bargain counter of nature and paid the same price.

V.

W HILE the man who suspects himself as one capable of greatness should

lie in sleepless wait for his hour, to seize upon and wed with it, he
should be none the less sure that he possesses those attributes which will
give him mastery when the hour arrives. It is all very well for the cat to
play with the mouse; but there should be no reversal, and the mouse
should not play with the cat, There is no more piteous spectacle, none
more dangerous, than a little man in the coils of a great occasion. I think
this warning proper. Some truths are so obvious that no one misses a
knowledge of them. No one,. for example, is so dull as to prepare for the
past; no one is so reverently idiotic as to revere a future. Yet men miss a
wisdom of themselves that lies wide open to the eyes of all who surround
them. It was for these Burns wrote a poem, and wrote in vain. I say

again, while arranging to be great, don't mistake ambition for genius, and
think yourself equipped for greatness when armed only of desire.

And yet—to encourage souls of mustard seed,—there have been times
when the counterfeit passed current for the genuine, dross was as good as
The evi-

gold, and folks of pasteboard were reckoned folks of power.
dence of greatness, as greatness is here discussed, is glory;
and Montaigne, I think, speaks of glory as a shadow, some-
times before, sometimes behind a man, and for a general
rule a deal longer than the body which projected it.

Now, at the finish of all this cutting and basting and
stitching of phrases, I confess, what you must have guessed
in the beginning, that I can not tell what greatness is.
There was once a man, gray and old. During the fight at
the ' DobeWalls, when twenty-one buffalo hunters fought five
hundred picked Comanches two weeks, killed eighty of them,
and beat them off, he climbed from a window, bucket in
hand, to walk fifty yards, stay five minutes, and bring water
to a fever-ecaten comrade, dying with a bullet through his
lungs. During those five minutes, which were as five ages,
full twenty score of rifles were barking at him from four
hundred yards away. The pump and the pump-platform

He really must not iose
his preclous monocle

+« Cromwell Is ecilpsing Napoleon
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were pockmarked of fifty bullets. The old man’s hat was
shot from his head; a dog waskilled at his feet. And still he
pumped, stolidly and heroically. In the end he fills his bucket
and returns without a mark. -

I can not say that the stubborn old man was great, albeit
his dying comrade thoughtso. Had a king done half so much,
however, it would have gone thundering down the aisles of
futurity to the last syllable of time.

When the torpedo boat ‘¢ Winslow '’ lay helpless under
a rapid-fire hail of Spanish shells, a common wooden tug, the
‘“Hudson,”’ steamed in to her relief, the captain of the
* Hudson,'’ cool and careless, on his little bridge. He brought
his boat into that ark of fire without orders, and without hesi-
tation. For ten flame-fed minutes he lay rocking alongside
the helpless ‘* Winslow.”” Then he got his rope aboard and
towed her out of harm. The tug ‘‘Hudson'' came forth as
full of holes as a colander.

I will not say that the ‘* Hudson’s'' captain was great,
because the navy department has never said so. Besides, he was in the
revenue service, not the navy proper, and it is a recognized naval axiom
that greatness is impossible in the revenue service.

No, I re-confess that greatness, as an entity, escapes me; I can not
grasp it. A grizzly bear is not great, and yet, had a grizzly met with C:esar,
in his day, the grizzly would have won a victory and Caesar would have
become a thing for urns and mourning.

Favorinus, the philosopher, disputes with Adrian, the emperor, and,
when the dispute is hot, Favorinus yields himself as beaten.

*“Would you have me,”’ says Favorinus, winking an eye of philosophy
upon complaining friends, ‘‘would you have me wiser than one who com-
mands thirty legions 2"’

Who was greater, Favorinus, or Adrian ? ’

Pollio, the poet, writes verses in contest with Augustin, the emperor,
and the emperor's verses are finer than Pollio’s.

““For,’" said Pollio, ‘it is not well to write better than one who has
power to proscribe.’’

Who was greater, Pollio, or Augustin?

Dionysius, the tyrant, writes poetry against Philoxenus, and meets
Plato in joint debate. Dionysius, being defeated in the contests, sentences
Philoxenus to the quarries and sells Plato as a slave into the island of
Agina.

Who was greater, Dionysius, or Philoxenus ?—Dionysius, or Plato ?

No, I do not know what greatness is.

More, there is the element of accident. Casar goes through two hun-
dred battles and escapes without a wound. Most men deny the potential-
ities of the accidental, and in Caesar's case oft quote him
as first resolving to be great and then proceeding to trans-
act his greatness.

**Twenty-two,’" said Casar, thinking on the summers
hci had wasted, ¢ twenty-two, and nothing done for immor-
tality!"’

““There!'’ cry the great Roman's admirers; and then
they thrust the utterance under the noses of their cubs.

To you who aim at greatness and have came thus far,
I can, in my weakness, give but this counsel: emulate the
storm-tossed mariner as he appeals to Neptune. ¢ Thou
may'st,”’ prays that sterling sailorman to the angry god,
‘‘thou may'st save me, or thou may'st destroy me; for
myself, however, I shall hold my rudder true.’ .

Here are some opinions that may not be amiss:—

Macaulay says: ¢‘Society, indeed, has its great men and its little
men, as the earth has its mountains and its valleys. But the inequalities
of intellect, like the inequalities of the surface of the globe, bear so small a
proportion to the mass that, in calculating its great revolutions, they may
be safely neglected. The sun illuminates the hills while it is still below
the horizon, and truth is discovered by the highest minds a little before it
becomes manifest to the multitude. This is the extent of their superiority.
They are the first to catch and reflect a light which, without their assistance,
must, in a short time, be visible to those who lie far beneath them. Those
who seem to lead the public are, in general, merely outstripping it in the
direction which it is spontaneously pursuing."’

Theodore Roosevelt says: ¢« All I ask is a square deal for every man.
Give him a fair chance. Do not let him wrong any one, do not let him be
wronged.’’

»” »”

Vance Thompson’s ¢ Diplomatic Mysteries ”

OWING to the fact that Mr. Thompson was obliged to make an extended trip to Russia

in order to interview Count Leo N. Tolstoi for his article, '* Why the Czar Does not
Molest Tolstoi,”" he was obliged to omit the installinent for this issue. We greatly dislike
to break the continuity of Mr. Thompson's fascinating and interesting series, but he
insists that his facts must be verified before he undertakes the completion of an article.
He writes from Russia that he has been put to a great deal of trouble securing facts for
the Tolstoi article, and that he has several more people to see before he can finish his
manuscript. This article will explain a much mooted world question.
Inthe vast prison known as Russia thereis but one free man, —Tolstoi.
He is the only man who has dared to express a free opinion of the czar,
and has not been molested. Tolstoi has grown too great for punish-
ment. A blow struck at him would really disrupt the Russian gov-
ernment more than anything else. This and Mr. Thompson's other
mysteries, ‘' How Treaties of Peace Are Made,”” and ‘* The New
British Empire,—Southern Asia,’* will be the first of the new series to
begin with the January, 1905, issue.

» »
“Why Japan Must Win”
HOSMER WHITFIELD, special commissioner for SUCCESS in the Fat
East; Baron Kentaro Kaneko, life member of the Japanese house
of peers, and Yone Noguchi, the well-known author, have watched ‘the
war for SUCCESS from the time the first gun was fired. Many im-

Richard Oroker was endowed with portant matters which a rigorous censorship has withheld will be told
the inborn trick of command

by them in ‘“ Why Japan Must Win,” in our January issue.
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WASHINGTON DIPLOMATS OF THE PRESS

Newspaper Correspondents Who Stand close to the Government.—Their Many Notable
Achievements—How They Have Figured in the Great Affairs of the Government

C. ARTHUR WILLIAMS

I'r is related that, during the Republican National Conven-

tion, at Chicago, last summer, Speaker Cannon, of the
house of representatives, was approached by a political
writer from one of the papers of that city, who complained
that certain important information which had been given
to some of the Washington correspondents who were ¢ cov-
ering '’ the big event had been withheld from the local
reporters. *‘That is not fair,’’ said the local man: ¢‘we
are as good as the Washington correspondents,any time."’

My son,’’" replied the speaker, in his inimitable
manner, ‘‘ the Washington correspondents were given that
news because we knew we could trust them and were sure
they would handle it properly. You may be just as worthy
of confidence, but we don’t know it."’

While this may give rise to a suspicion that the
speaker is unduly prejudiced in favor of the men who have
so materially helped to make him famous, it is undoubt-
edly true that no body of newspaper writers in the world
occupies a higher place in the esteem of those with whom they come in
contact, or enjoys their confidence more completely, than do the men
who represent the press at Washington. There is a perfectly logical
explanation of this, which in itself may be accepted as a justification of
Mr. Cannon's view. The man whom a newspaper sends to the capital is
usually the best on its staff. His fitness is demonstrated before he leaves
the home office. The result is that the Washington correspondents are the
cream of the profession and are recognized and treated as such by those
with whom they deal. There are occasional exceptions, naturally, but they
only tend to accentuate the rule.

Of course these writers who furnish the world with the news of the
seat of government are not all on the same plane of ability and extent of opera-
tion. They range from the high-salaried chiefs of the
bureaus maintained by the metropolitan journals to the
representatives of the smaller newspapers, who are paid
no more than average reporters; from the men who enjoy
intimate confidential relations with the President, his
cabinet officers, and other officials, to those who come
in contact only with the congressmen from the states or
sections in which their papers circulate; and from men
whose views on current topics are regarded all over the
country as authoritative, to those who handle only local
news, and, not being expected or permitted to express
opinions, are really reporters rather than correspond-
ents. Yet confidence is reposed in all of them. The
big men may have accurate advance information con-
cerning the policy of the government in matters of the
utmost international importance, while the others are
told nothing of greater interest than the inside facts
about some local appointment a member of congress is

C. ARTHUR WILLIAMS,
The * Post,’”’ Houston, Texas

Reporting an exciting debate

endeavoring to secure for a constituent. But the princi-
ple is the same in both cases.

The personnel of the press-gallery membership under-
goes changes, naturally, but they are not as numerous as
might be expected. The numerical strength of the corps
is being constantly increased as the smaller papers grow
larger and richer. Many publications are represented, to-
day, which were not in existence a decade or two ago,
while others which could not afford a special Washington
service a few years back now have their own men at the
capital. At every session of congress new names are placed
on the official lists of accredited correspondents published
in the ‘< Congressional Directory.”” The Associated Press
handles general news in the most complete manner imag-
inable, but every paper waats matter its rivals do not get,
and wants it to be individual in style and character. The
growing army of special correspondents is the result.
Should all those whose names appear in the ¢ Directory "
attempt to get into either the house or the senate press gallery at one
time, many would have to go without seats. There were one hundred and
one specials on duty during the first session of the forty-ninth congress,
nearly twenty years ago. Now there are about one hundred and seventy-five.

Many of those who wrote Washington dispatches during Cleveland’s
first term are still writing Washington dispatches. Major John M. Carson,
the dean of the corps and chairman of the standing committee through
which is conducted all official negotiations between the correspondents as
a body and the two branches of congress, has represented the Philadelphia
<+ Public Ledger’’ for over a quarter of a century. O. O. Stealey has been
at the capital for the Louisville ¢ Courier-Journal '’ for twenty-two years.
He was a reporter on the old Louisville ¢ Courier’’ when, in 1869, it
merged with the ¢ Journal'' and Henry Watterson be-
came editor of the ¢‘Courier-Journal,’’ and his service
has been continuous since. A. Maurice Low, of the
Boston **Globe,'’ and S. E. Johnson and W. C. McBride,
of the Cincinnati ‘* Enquirer,’’ have supplied their re-
spective papers with Washington news for some twenty
years, and several others are still in the press galleries
who were there two decades ago. Most of these, how-
ever, have changed their connections in the meantime.

Qome of the correspondents could not be induced
to forsake their profession under any circumstances, but
many another has used it as a stepping-stone to a more
lucrative and responsible position in some other field of
endeavor. Charles A. Conant, for years the Washing-
ton correspondent of the New York ‘¢ Journal of Com-
merce’’ and the Springfield ¢ Republican,’’ showed
such a marked knowledge of financial matters that he
came to be recognized as an authority. When the
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would have been made had Mr. Wellman not gone into the matter as he
did, but the fact remains that he did go into it and that the lower offer
came soon afterwards.

The part that Mr. Wellman played in the settlement of the anthracite
coal strike of 1902 is all the more remarkable as indicating the various
fields of activity in which Washington correspondents sometimes operate.
In the early days of the strike George W. Perkins, one of J. Pierpont
Morgan's partners, was discussing it with H. H. Kohlsaat, the former
owner of the paper Mr. Wellman represents in Washington. Mr. Perkins
expressed the opinion that headway could be made toward an adjustment
of the trouble if some tactful, reliable man could be secured to conduct
negotiations between John Mitchell, the head of the striking miners, and
the interests represented by Mr. Morgan. Mr. Kohlsaat suggested Mr. Well-
man, and that gentleman, on being approached by Mr. Perkins, consented
to perform the service. He accordingly went to Wilkesbarre and spent some
time with Mr. Mitchell, whose personal friend he was and is.

He Would not even Trust the Document with the Hotel Stenographers

Without particularizing, it may be said that, after many conferences
with the strike leader and other interested persons, Mr. Wellman went to
New York with the outline of a plan of settlement to which Mr. Mitchell
had given 'his complete sanction. Consultations with members of the
Morgan firm followed, and various phases of the matter were discussed
with the labor leader over the long-
distance telephone. Then, one day,
Mr. Mitchell telephoned to Mr. Well-
man, at the Waldorf-Astoria Hotel, in
New York, the exact language of his
proposal, which the latter jotted down
on a piece of paper. The matter had
to be typewritten before its formal and
final presentation to the other side.
Mr. Wellman did not care to trust the
document to the hotel stenographers,
and a way out of the difficulty was
found when he met A. Maurice Low,
another Washington correspondent, in
the lobby. The two men went to a
writing room, a typewriting machine
was secured, and the proposed plan of
settlement was written out by Mr. Low
at Mr. Wellman's dictation. It was
then presented by Mr. Wellman to Mr.
Perkins, and the latter laid it before the
operators. Its main feature was a pro-
posal that all the questions involved in
the strike should be submitted to a
single arbitrator, whose decision should
be final. He was to have the right to
appoint a number of conferees and to
go with them into the merits of the case as thoroughly as he pleased, but
his judgment was to be supreme in the end and both sides were to abide
by it. When it is stated that the arbitrator thus suggested was none other
than J. Pierpont Morgan himself, it is not easy to understand why the whole
plan was utterly rejected by the capitalists. But it was. All negotiations
were declared at an end, and the history of their progress and failure is
here published for the firsttime.

Ready for a
¢ gentie roast’’

He Acted in a Confidential Capacity for Others while Serving His Paper

Then President Roosevelt interested himself in the matter, and again
Mr. Wellman's services were enlisted. He made frequent journeys between
Wilkesbarre and New York and Washington, and his diplomatic work
undoubtedly helped to bring about the agreement by which the differences
between capital and labor were eventually referred to the commission whose
findings resulted in an amicable adjustment. During the last days of the
trouble Mr. Wellman was called on by some of the individual operators to con-
duct negotiations between them and Mr. Mitchell with reference to certain
details of interest to both parties. Thus, at different times during the
strike, this Washington correspondent acted in a confidential capacity for
J. P. Morgan and Company, for John Mitchell, for the President, and for
the individual operators. He was obliged, of course, to use great tact and
finesse, as information frequently came to him from one of these sources
which could not be divulged to any of the others without jeopardizing the
whole plan of settlement. All the time, it should be understood, Mr.
Wellman continued to act in his journalistic capacity, sending to his paper
daily dispatches telling of the progress of the peace negotiations without in
any way violating any of the numerous confidences placed in him. So far

.as the outside world knew, he was merely performing the duties of a corre-

spondent, and this fact made his task much easier, as it enabled him to
act without subjecting himself to the espionage of other newspaper men,
who, of course, would have found much news in his connection with the
matter. One day he brought together George W. Perkins, John Mitchell,
and the late Marcus A. Hanna in his room at the Waldorf-Astoria, and not
one of the several reporters and correspondents who were watching those
men, as only reporters and correspondents can watch, knew of the meeting
or of the important matters that were discussed.

It was Mr. Wellman who was responsible for the christening of the
tariff revision movement originated by Governor Albert B. Cummins and
other lowa Republicans, and known the country over as ‘¢ the Iowa idea."’
Mr. Wellman had interviewed the governor at Des Moines, and, in writing
his dispatches, thought long and earnestly over the matter of a name for
the revolutionary propaganda set on foot by that official. Finally ¢‘the
Iowa idea’" was evolved, and ‘‘the Iowa idea'’ it is to this day. It was
Mr. Wellman, too, who first suggested to President Roosevelt that George
B. Cortelyou was the man above all others to manage the Republican
campaign as chairman of the national committee.

Some of Mr. Wellman's most notable ¢ beats’* were his forecasts of
the famous five-to-four decision of the United States supreme court, in the
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insular case, and of the appoint-
ment of Walter Q. Gresham as
secretary of state, in 1893. An-
other important achievement,
in conjunction with A. Maurice
Low, was the forty-eight-thou-
sand-word dispatch on the Ding-
ley Tariff Bill, the publication
of which in the Chicago ** Her-
ald '’ and the Boston ** Globe’*
is recognized as one of the
greatest ‘‘scoops’’ of recent
years. He has lectured here
and abroad, and his triumphs
as an arctic explorer are well
known. He is the inventor of
a new system of rail transporta-
tion, to which the attention of
magnates in New York and
elsewhere has been favorably
directed.

A. Maurice Low, the Wash-
ington correspondent of the
Boston ‘*Globe' and chief
American correspondent of the
London ‘¢‘Morning Post,’’ is
an authority on foreign politics,
and is as widely read and
quoted in Europe as on this side of the At-
lantic. He has no superior as a gatherer of
““big news,”’ and no correspondent in Wash-
ington works harder than he. He is not
large, physically, but his capacity for accom-
plishing things is truly wonderful. Writing
is at once his vocation and his avocation.
While others are enjoying themselves, he is
usually at his desk. This close application
has made it possible for him to turn out a
popular novel, several volumes on economic
subjects, a book on America, which is now
in the hands of his London publishers, and
numerous articles for magazines here and in
Great Britain, in addition to his newspaper
dispatches.

One of these dispatches, incidentally,
may be said to have been the means of pre-
venting a serious difficulty between this coun-
try and England, perhaps an actual conflict.
It was during the Alaskan seal-fisheries trou-
bles. James G. Blaine, then secretary of
state, had given orders to the United States
revenue cutters in Alaskan waters to capture
all British sealers found operating there.
The British government had ordered its fleet
to recapture any sealers so taken. Julian
Pauncefote, the British minister, had called
on Secretary Blaine and earnestly requested
the rescinding of that official’s original order,
with the understanding that such action would
be immediately followed by the recall of the
orders of the British admiralty. Mr. Low
learned of all these facts and gave them to
the world through his papers. The result
was that the matter was discussed by the par-
liaments of both England and Canada, further
diplomatic negotiations were entered into,
the offending orders were withdrawn, and an
agreement satisfactory to both nations was
finally made. Had the news been suppressed,
the situation might have been brought up to
a point where actual hostilities would have
been inevitable. Both sides had made some
very vigorous representations, as may be seen
from the official volume on ¢‘ Foreign Rela-
tions '’ for 18go. Mr. Low's dispatches were
promptly denied at the state department, as
such dispatches almost always are denied,
but they were later confirmed by the volume
just referred to.

Mr. Low enjoys the distinction of being
the only special correspondent in Washington
who ever scored a beat on an international
treaty, —at least, in recent years. He pub-
lished the text of the general arbitration con-
vention between this country and Great Brit-
ain, negotiated by Secretary Richard Olney
and Ambassador Julian Pauncefote, some days
before it was officially made public. One or
two other treaties have been printed in ad-
vance, but they have not come from Wash-
ington. Mr. Low is a native of England, and
is a brother of Sidney J. Low, the well-known
English writer, who contributes regularly to
the ¢* National Review,’’ of London.

Of the chiefs of the bureaus maintained in
Washington by the larger New York papers,
Samuel G. Blythe, of the ‘* World,"’ is the most

[Concluded on pages 819 and Sz0]

COLONEL WILLIAM Q. 8TERRETT,
The ‘“ News,'' Galveston and Dallas, Texas

JOHN P. MILLER,:
The ‘* 8un,’’ Baltimore

RICHARD LEE FEARN,
The ‘“ Tribune,’” New York

Copyvighted by Clinedinst, We-hington

ANGUS MCSWEEN,
“ North American,’” Philad’a
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SUCCESS

DON’T LET THE
YEARS COUNT

ORISON SWETT MARDEN

[Editor

a n d Founder]

‘] sAx to the years, as [ have said to the public, ‘Quand méme, 1 shall

conquer you.”'" There speaks a spirit that will never grow old; and
who that has recently seen Sarah Bernhardt can doubt that, as time passes,
she continues to make good her challenge to the years, ‘¢ Quand méme."’
Within one year of the threescore allotted to man the great actress is in
the prime of her powers, and does not look a day over forty.

It is not by any peculiar grace of nature that Madame Bernhardt and
many others 'who are more advanced in years than she still retain their
youth, but because of their attitude toward the years. They refuse to let
them count. They have made up their minds that they will not grow old
in the ordinary sense.

Mary A. Livermore and Julia Ward Howe are splendid examples of
youthful activity and mental vigor and freshness in old age. Henry Gasso-
way Davis, the octogenarian nominee of the Democratic Party for the vice
presidency, exhibits an elasticity and vigor of mind and body that puts
many a man of forty to shame. George Meredith, on the celebration of
his seventy-fourth birthday said: ‘1 do not feel that I am growing old,
either in heart or mind. I still look on life with a young man’s eye. I
have always hoped that I would not grow old as some, with a palsied intel-

lect, living backward, regarding other people as anachronisms, because.

they themselves have lived on in the other time and left their sympathies
behind-them with their years."’

When man becomes wise enough to recognize his own divinity, — that
he is as indestructible a principle as the law of mathematics,— that no ac-
cident of life, no friction, trouble or difficulty can touch the divine part
of him,—and when he recognizes the truth of being, that he is a part of
the infinite creative principle, he will not begin to show signs of mental
and physical decrepitude when he should be in the prime of all his powers.

a a

Age will never succeed in retaining a youthful appearance and men-
tality until people make up their minds not to let the years count,— until
they cease to make the body old by the constant suggestions of the mind.
- We begin to sow the seed-thoughts of age in youth. We look forward to
being old at forty-five, and to going down hill at fifty.

The very act of preparing for old age hastens it. As Job said, ‘“The
thing I feared most has come upon me.’”” People who prepare for a thing
and look for it, anticipating, fearing, dreading it in their daily lives, usu-
ally get it.

There is a great deal in the association of ideas. Never for a moment
allow yourself to think that you are too old to do this or that, for your
thoughts and convictions will very soon outpicture themselves in a wrinkled
face and a prematurely old expression. There is nothing better established
than the philosophy that we are what we think, and that ‘we become like
our thoughts.

Never smother the impulsé to act in a youthful manner- because you
think you are too old. Recently, at a family gathering, the boys were try-
ing to get their father, past sixty, to play with them. ¢ Oh, go away, go
away!'’ he said; ‘I am too old for that.'’ But the mother entered into
their sports, apparently with just as much enthusiasm and real delight as
if she were only their age. The youthful spirit shone in her eyes and
manifested itself in every movement. Her frolic with the boys explains
why she looks so much younger than her husband, in spite of the very
slight difference in their years.

Be always as young as you feel, and keep young by associating with
young people and taking an interest in their interests, hopes, plans, and
amusements. The vitality of youth is contagious.

When questioned as to the secret of his marvelous youthfulness, in his
eightieth year, Oliver Wendell Holmes replied that it was due chiefly ‘“to
a cheerful disposition and invariable contentment in every period of my
life with what I was. I never felt the pangs of ambition. . . . Itis
restlessness, ambition, discontent and disquietude that make us grow old
prematurely by carving wrinkles on our faces. Wrinkles do not appear on
faces that have constantly smiled. Smiling is the best possible massage.
Contentment is the fountain of youth."

We need _to practice the contentment extolled by the genial doctor,
which is not the contentment of inertness, but the freeing ourselves from
entangling vanities, petty cares, worries, and anxieties, which hamper us in
our real life-work. The sort of ambition he condemns is that in which
egotism and vanity figure most conspicuously, and in which notoriety, the
praise and admiration of the world, wealth, and personal aggrandizement
are the objects sought, rather than the power to be of use in the world,
to be a leader in the service of humanity, and to be the noblest, best, and
most efficient worker that one can be.

a 3

It is the useless complexities in which vanity and unworthy ambition
entangle us that wear away life and make so many Americans old men and
women at forty. The simple life can be the fullest, noblest, and most use-
ful. Rev. Charles Wagner, who is now among us, making his eloquent
plea for simple living, says that a simple life and a strenuous life are not
inconsistent, as a peaceful life and a vigorous life are not. In his little
book, ¢“ The Simple Life,”’ he shows most effectively how our needless com-
plexities of thought and feeling cause us to waste energies that should be
concentrated on useful ends. He emphasizes the fact that by our worrying
and vexation of spirit we rob ourselves of vigor that, rightly employed,
would accomplish valuable results. - . :

If you would live long, love your work and continue doing it. Don't
lay it down at fifty, because you think your powers are on the wane, or that
you need a rest. Take a vacation whenever you require it, but don’t give

up your work. There is life, — there is youth in it. ‘I can not grow old,"’
says a noted actress, ‘*because I love my art. I spend my life absorbed in
it. 1 am never bored. How can one have lines of age or weariness or
discontent when one is happy, busy, never fatigued, and one’s spirit is ever,
ever young? When [ am tired it is not my soul, but just my body."’

a a

A lagging step, a crippled form, and signs of decrepitude are evidences
of wrong thinking, and of ignorant or irregular living. Look at Susan B.
Anthony, the veteran reformer, in her eighty-fifth year, and at Mrs. Gilbert,
the veteran actress, in her eighty-third! Who thinks of these splendid
workers as old, or failing, or left behind by younger competitors? Miss
Anthony is as vigorous and full of enthusiasm in her work, to-day, as she
was half a century ago. At the international congress of women, held in
Berlin during the past summer, she was easily the most prominent among
the representative women of the world gathered there, and one of the most
active. Mrs. Gilbert, the oldest actress now on the stage, is this season
«tstarring’’ in a new play. These women never thought of laying down
their work or of growing old at fifty or sixty. They have found the great
drama of humanity too interesting to give up their parts.

«“We do not count a man’s years,”’ said Emerson, ‘‘until he has
nothing else to count.”’ It is not the years that age us so much as the use
we make of them, and the way we live them. Excesses of any kind are
fatal to longevity or the prolongation of youth.

Bitter memories of a sinful life which has gone all wrong make
premature furrows in the face, take the brightness from the eyes, and the
elasticity from the step, and make one’s life sapless and uninteresting.

The Bible teaches that a clean life, a pure life, a simple life, and a
useful life, shall be long. ¢ His flesh shall be fresher than a child's. He
shall return to the days of his youth.""

We grow old because we do not know enough to keep young, justas
we become sick and diseased because we do not know enough to keep
well., Sickness is a result of ignorance and wrong thinking. The time
will come when a man will no more harbor thoughts that will make him
sick or weak than he would think of putting his hands into fire. No man
can be sick if he always has right thoughts and takes ordinary care of his
body. If he will think only youthful thoughts he can maintain his youth
far beyond the usual period.

If you would ¢‘be young when old,”’ adopt the sundial’'s motto,—<‘I
record none but hours of sunshine.’”” Never mind the dark or shadowed
hours. Forget the unpleasant, unhappy days. Remember only the days
of rich experiences; let the others drop into oblivion.

It is said that ‘* long livers are great hopers.”’ If you keep your hope
bright in spite of discouragements, and meet all difficulties with a cheer-
ful face, it will be very difficult for age to trace its furrows on your brow.
There is longevity in cheerfulness.

a a

«“Don’t let go ot love, or love of romance; they are amulets against
wrinkles.’' If the mind is constantly bathed in love, and filled with help-
ful, charitable sentiments toward all, the body will keep fresh and vigorous
many years longer than it will-if the heart is dried up and emptied of
human sympathy by a selfish, greedy life. The heart that is kept warm by
love is never frozen by age or chilled by prejudice, fear, or anxious thought.
A French beauty used to have herself massaged with mutton tallow, every
night, in order to keep her muscles elastic and her body supple. A better
way of preserving youthful elasticity is coming into vogue,—massaging the
mind with love thoughts, beauty thoughts, cheerful thoughts, and young
ideals.

If you do not want the years to count, look forward instead of back-
ward, and put as much variety and as many interests into your life as pos-
sible. Monotony and lack of mental occupation are great age-producers.
Women who live in cities, in the midst of many interests and great variety,
preserve their youth and good looks, as a rule, much longer than women
who live in remote country places, who get no variety into their lives, and
who .have no interests outside their narrow daily round of monotonous
duties, which require no exercise of the mind. Insanity is an alarmingly
increasing result of the monotony of women's lives on the farm. Ellen
Terry and Sarah Bernhardt, ¢« who seem to have the ageless brightness
of the stars,”’ attribute their youthfulness to action, change of thought and
scene, and mental occupation. It is worth noting, too, that farmers who
live so much outdoors, and in an environment much more healthful than
that of the average brain-worker, do not live so long as the latter.

When Solon, the Athenian sage, was asked the secret of his strength
and youth, he replied that it was ‘¢learning something new every day."’
This belief was general among the ancient Greeks,— that the secret of eter-
nal youth is ¢“to be always learning something new.’’

There is the basis of a great truth in the idea. It is healthful activity
that strengthens and preserves the mind as well as the body and gives it
youthful quickness and elasticity. So, if you would be young, in spite of
the years, you must remain receptive {o new thought and must grow broader
in spirit, wider in sympathy, and more and more open to fresh revelations
of truth as you travel farther on the road of life.

But the greatest conqueror of age is a cheerful, hopeful, loving spirit.
A man who would conquer the years must have charity for all. He must
avoid worry, envy, malice, and jealousy,—all the small meannesses that
feed bitterness in the heart, trace wrinkles on the brow, and dim the eye.
A pure heart, a sound body, and a broad, healthy, generous mind, backed
by a determination not to let the years count, constitute a fountain of youth
which everyone may find in himself.
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RICH WITHOUT MONEY,—THE LIFE-
STORY OF GEORGE FRISBIE HOAR

HENRY CABOT LODGE

[Untted States Senator from Massachuserts)

[ HAVE been asked to write this brief article upon the late Senator George

Frisbie Hoar ‘*as an example of success without money.”" The words
in quotation marks are very suggestive, for the men in the past who have
made history, who have won high places, and whose names are household
words are not reverenced or remembered because they had or because they
made money. Very few, indeed, of the great men whose names are known
to posterity, and whose lives and deeds we study and commemorate, have
had any connection with money at all. Rulers and statesmen, soldiers and
sailors, poets and artists, historians and philosophers, men of religion and
men of science are those whom the world does not forget. 1f money enters
into their lives at all it is only as something entirely secondary. What
they did with money may have an interest, but the fact that they possessed
or amassed money is to the posterity which honors or loves or is interested
in them of no consequence at all. There have been lives written of cele-
brated misers, as of other oddities, but. Mr. Boffin is the only person
recorded as having a special interest in this branch of literature, and as to
the successful makers of mere money their lives seem to attract even less
interest than those of the hoarders.

His Life Was Successful in the Highest, Noblest Sense of the Word

Yet at this precise moment, to those who look neither before nor after,
it seems not a little remarkable, as the quoted words at the beginning
indicate, that a man should die at the close of a great and beneficent career,
honored by the nation and loved as much as he was honored in his own
state, who had never made or even sought to make money. Tried by all
the standards of the past it is not remarkable that a life like Senator Hoar's
should be regarded by all who know what that life was as a success of the
highest and noblest kind, but it may seem extraordinary to a generation
in which not the ability which makes money and conducts great enter-
prises, but the mere possession of large wealth, excites a more profound
and unwholesome admiration, perhaps, than at any previous period of
history.

No better antidote to this disease, which the frequent prostration before
the merely sordid indicates, could be found than a consideration of Mr.
Hoar's career. He was fortunate in his birth and in his upbringing. His
early manhood was given to the advancement of a great and unpopular cause.
His middle age saw the unpopular cause become popular, and beheld the
a¢complishment of the vision of his youth in the emancipation of the slave
and the preservation of the Union. From that time until his death his days
were crowded with great public work. He was for nearly thirty years a
leader in the senate, statesman, maker of laws, and ruler and guide of the
republicc. He died at the summit of his career with his fine intellect
undimmed, and his warm affections unchilled. The unhappiness of idleness,
the restless misery of wondering what new excitement could be found to fleet
away the petty time allotted to us here never touched him, for he had
always hard and incessant work to perform and never shrank from labor.
When the brief, well-earned vacations came, he was never at a loss and
the hours never hung heavy on his hands. He was a devout lover of
nature, and the woods and fields of Concord and Worcester were to him an
unfailing delight. There he rejoiced not only in the inanimate beauties
of hill and valley, of trees and flowers, but also in the flight, the plumage,
and the song of the birds in whose name he wrote, not long ago, the
charming petition which led to the Massachusetts statute that protects
song birds from destruction. He was fond of travel; he went to England,
traced the homes of his ancestors, and visited the places associated witt his
best-loved poets. He traveled in Europe, and to him all the monuments
of the past told their story as he looked upon them.

He was a scholar in the broad, unspecialized, old-fashioned sense.
His Greek and Latin went with him through life, and he read and read
over again the poets, the dramatists, and the historians of Greece and
Rome as he read his Scott or his Shakespeare. He had a wide and minute
knowledge of English literature, and such a lover of books and of good
literature has an unfailing resource and unending pleasure ever by his side.

He Loved Research and Discovery,—Historical, Artistic, and Literary

Heloved history, and her ample page was always unrolled to him. All
history interested him, but that of his own country and his own race he
knew by heart. In addition he was an antiquarian and collector. The
delights of research and discovery, just as keen when the subject is slight
as when it involves the fate of nations and the joys of acquisition which
only the seeker for historic or artistic or literary treasures is privileged
to know, were all familiar to him.

These were the diversions and the pleasures of his holiday times,—ol

the moments when he sought relaxation,—and he pursued them with the
same energy and earnestness which he brought to the performance of duty
and to the serious work of life. And yet, after all, it was that serious work
which was his greatest happiness, because he did it well, and because it
was of use and benefit to others.

He Did not, originally, Intend to Remain in the Stress of Politics
He was descended on the father's side from a family of position in

‘England which, for conscience' sake, had come to the New World, and

which, in the seventeenth century, gave a president to Harvard College.
On the maternal side he was the grandson of Roger Sherman, one of the
most distinguished of a distinguished family and one of the most eminent
of the Revolutionary leaders. Born in Concord, famous alike for its history
and its great men, he inherited all the best traditions which America could
give. He was born at the period when his birthplace was the home of
Emerson and Hawthorne and Thoreau, and when the whole of western
Europe and of America was stirring with the new movement which» sought
to complete the work of liberation in politics and society that the French
Revolution had left unfinished. His earliest impressions were of the lib-
eration of Greece, the fall of the Bourbons, the English Reform Bill, the
new thought of Emerson, and the bitter wrong of slavery which crove his
father from Charleston because he sought to defend a fellow being whose
skin was black. It was a remarkable time and a remarkable community.
Men's minds were filled with hopes for the uplifting of mankind, and with a
deep faith in the future of a liberated humanity. It is little wonder that
Mr. Hoar, with his family traditions of duty and public service, absorbed
the generous ideals of the time as naturally as he breathed his native air.

A young, hard-working lawyer, making his own way in the world, he
became one of the founders of the Republican Party in Massachusetts.
With that party he went through the early years of struggle and defeat.
With it he marched to the great victory of 1860. He went to the legisla-
ture, he rose steadily to the front rank at the Worcester bar, and in 1869
he went to congress. He looked forward only to a brief service. His work
in Washington was to be merely an -incident in his life, for his desires and
his ambitions were confined to his books and his profession. In reality
it was the beginning of a continuous public service, to be ended only by
his death, thirty-five years later.

From the Time He Entered the Senate, He Was Known as a Leader
He served for eight years in the house and then was chosen to the

_senate, where he remained for the rest of his life. He had attained a high

place in the house and had been one of the members of the electoral commis-
sion in 1876, sothat he came to the senate with reputation and position already
made. He was a leader when he entered the senate and a leader he
remained, with an ever stronger influence and an ever widening fame even
until the end. He brought to his service all the qualities necessary to
make a great senator. He was a lawyer of experience, learned and dis-
tinguished at the bar. He was a scholar in the broadest, most generous
sense. He was familiar with our history, with the growth of our constitu-
tion, and with all the decisions and arguments connected with it, to a
degree rarely equaled. He had a keen sense of humor, which never
deserted him, and a ready wit which made him extraordinarily quick in
retort and most formidable in the rapid exchanges of debate. His remark-
able memory enabled him to draw on his stores of knowledge at a moment's
notice and without the slightest hesitation. In his speeches his powers of
argument and of lucid statement, even more effective than argument, were
most conspicuous. Eloquence of a very high order was also his. All that
he said was admirable in form, expressed in English which had much of
the stately dignity of the eighteenth century, excellent in style, marked by
great vividness and force, and, when he was' roused or deeply moved, full
of feeling and imagination. .

In the less showy but equally important qualities he was fully as strong.
The acts to determine the presidential succession, to settle the method of
counting the electoral vote, to repeal finally all that remained of the tenure
of office act, that unfortunate legacy of the evil days of Andrew Johnson,
and, in very recent years, to establish a uniform system of bankruptcy are
examples of his power as a constructive statesman and lawmaker. These
are, however, but leading incidents in a career of untiring industry, for Mr.
Hoar was one of the hardest and most constant workers I have ever known.
He never spared himself, never shirked, and to all questions, great and
small, he brought the same thoroughness, the same determination, to do
the very best that was in him.

Unusual abilities, learning, scholarship, eloquence, power of work,
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in late moonshine over painted leaves. It would
be much later before they would set up a new
home together,—he was somewhat thin and rag-
ged, although less so than herself. But she could
never get away from unkemptness and a loosely-
wrinkled skin,so long asshe worried with a ruffianly
litter which did not scruple to take the best of
everything with force and strong teeth.

She had left the winter nest, upon a creek hill-
side, for a roomy hollow tree in the oak woods.
As she headed from it to the hollow, she grunted
sharply at her litter, although the sound was so
low it could not be heard ten feet off. But her
children understood,—they bunched themselves
behind her and went niggling down hill to plunge
into a thicket. On the way they kept their eyes
open for tidbits of snails, earthworms, or beetles,
jostling or even rolling each other over, in the
eagerness of the chase. Notwithstanding this,
they came to the thicket pretty well together.
But, hunt through it as they might, they found
nothing, so their mother led them outside, to
where a partly rotted lcg lay clear. It was never
a big log, and it had weathered to a shrunken
ghost. Miss Curlycue stuck her nose under it,
growling as she did it Instantly the litter's
noses also went under,—with thrusts and grunts
they soon had the log out of its bed, leaving bare
swarming wood lice, fat, juicy, white grubs, scuf-
fling black beetles, and wriggling red worms, all
up and down six feet of black earth. The litter
started to pounce upon the discovered prey, but
the mother rose on her hind feet, bristling, growl-
ing, and showing her teeth, and began to pummel
them away,—darting in herself, between buffeis,
to snatch some specially tempting morsel.
When she had eaten the best of everything, she
growled again—if her squeaky utterance can be
truly called a growl,—and whisked off, her tail
jauntily high over her back, instead of trailing
meekly behind. Presently she climbed an oak
tree and curled herself easily in a broad-sunny
crotch. When her children, after scrambling for
the fragments of the feast, came to the oak’s foot,
she spoke to them so fiercely that instinct told
them to leave her alone.

She never went back to the hollow tree nest, so
Didelphia, her daughter, became the head of
things. But she did not stay head long,—what
self-respecting possum could, with an only sister
timid, and of feeble mind, and five strapping
brothers forever fighting, each for his own way?
Didelphia, who was reckoned the eldest, and, as
such, the proud possessor of the family name, found
her own hollow tree before the next new moon,
and resolved to have a quiet life, whatever else
she might lack. She slept there through the best
part of daylight, going out when the sun got low

to forage and frolic with other young possums, -

her deserted family among the rest. They would
have had great sport, only all of them were still
growing, and, therefore, always hungry. It was
still warm, and so dry that the leaves fell fast,
although there had been no frost. The ground
was nearly everywhere too hard for rooting, —old
grass was tough and tasteless; new, so watery-
tender, and, withal, so short, that it was mighty
unsatisfying to a vigorous appetite. Though nuts
and acorns were ripening, Didelphia and her fel-
lows wanted something else. Each and several
they had sweet teeth, on edge for—they did not
know exactly what.

Notwithstanding their hunger, they went through
the whole round of possumly tricks. Didelphia
learned easily to let go all foothold and swing by
her tail from a high, slender bough, and,
when she had tired of the sport, to curve
herself into a lithe and nimble crescent,
catch the bough with her fore paws, draw
herself upon it, and sit there, triumphing
over the clumsy fellows who had gone
headlong to the ground, or caught on
lower boughs halfway down. Sometimes
she herself went down, but it was always
of choice, for the advantage of a swing-
ing start. Then she loosed her tail-hold,
but, before she was much more than free,
changed herflaccid pose to a tense spring,
or a half somersault that landed her
snugly on her feet. Sometimes, before
springing, she would set herself swing-
ing, pendulum-wise, so that she could
reach, in her leaping, boughs very far
aside. Indeed, the swinging trick had
such an infinity of uses, and was, withal, .
so diverting, that she practiced it until -~
she was past mistress of it.

When it came to ‘*playing possum,’'—

that is to say, shamming death, lying limp, breath-
less, and inert, with no stir of muscle, nor so much as
the batting of an eye, Grayhead, a yearling, a shrewd-
witted fellow from the other side of the creek, was
admittedly the best. That was not strange, his
age considered, or the fact that he had been
caught last season, and kept captive a full month,
living riotously the while upon fatty bread, sweet
apples, sweet potatoes, ear-corn, sliced pumpkin,
mush, and chicken bones. His captor had been
fattening him against Christmas time. Grayhead
had somehow slipped away upon the very edge of
slaughter, so fat that he could hardly do more
than waddle, but so stout-hearted, and, withal, so
tricksy, that he had not feared to make the at-
tempt. It was thrilling to hear him tell, in classic
possumese, how he had not tried to reach the
woods, at first, being sure that his arch enemy,
Wrong, the possum dog, would trail him, and
run him down in a wink; but how, instead, he had
painfully scrambled onto a low roof, thence to a
tree, an oak, overhanging a bigger roof, and how
he had dropped on the second roof and scuttled
along it to another tree, in whose high hollow,
twenty feet in the air, he had lain snug and safe
for three days, laughing to himself at the puzzled
Wrong, growling and scolding below. Then he
had skipped away, not over the ground, but along
a fence-top to the woods, liberty, and loneliness.
It was past mating time, so he had been fain to
house with another bachelor. He would never
do it again,—this he declared with a languishing
look at Didelphia,—Didelphia, who stared in-
nocently back, being as yet too young and hungry
to have a thought of love-making.

Grayhead, at first, had been supercilious. After
a little he made a point of haunting the range of
Didelphia and her crew. He taught them much
besides playing possum,—for example, to break
trail by climbing one tree, leaping thence to half
a dozen others in succession, moving at right
angles to the original course, then coming down
with along leap so as not to taint the earth at
any tree's foot. He had possibly learned that
from Ringtail and his sort, who invariably try
thus to befool their pursuers. Through the woods
he went almost straight away, but afield he ran in
zigzags and half circles, without, however,doubling
after the manner of Molly Cottontail. He fed
alone, and counseled the younger ones to do the
same, yet awhile. Greediness may have been the
root of the counsel, but Didelphia preferred to
think it wisdom.

She went to sleep in her hollow tree, one morn-
ing about daylight, wondering if she would ever
fill her gray coat, which, weekly, got richer and
thicker. ~ Outside there was the lulling patter of
steady rain, the swishing of wet boughs, and the
fairy flitter of falling leaves. She was very tired.
All night she had been playing or eating,—eating
things bitter in the mouth. The water she had
swilled at the spring branch had not washed away
the bitter taste, any more than the ruffling south
wind had made her cool. She wished she could
shed her new coat,—the old one, thin and shaggy,
would have been ever so much more comfortable.
So she thrust her nose half out of the hollow, and
forgot to nestle down among the leaves. Maybe
that was why she slept so long, and so hard,—
all through the day and on to midnight.

She awoke tense, thrilling, and electrically alive.

“The rain had ceased,—stars glittered overhead,

and the wind, sitting at northwest, sang shrilly
about her house. The moon, a little past full,
swam high and white in the velvet purple east.

SUCCESS

Underneath its rays the whole world glistened, —
everything was powdered royally with the diamond
dust of frost. Didelphia was out and away, a mad
thing in her joy. She'did not know why she was
so glad,—only that gladness had come to her in
a sweeping flood. Instinctively she headed away
from the woods and their shadows, toward the
lighted open. There were big old fields along
the creek, stretches of bottom and upland, un-
touched by a plow these thirty years. Didelphia
knew that she would meet her fellows there,—like
herself, riotously happy, and ready to run and race
until long after sunrise.

What a night they had of it,—with the white
moon wheeling up, then sinking down upon their
revel! Grayhead led the rout, of course, with
Didelphia at his heels. . Up, down, round about,
hither and yon, he darted, all hunger and weari-
ness washed away by knowledge that the lean
days were past,—henceforth the Brethren of the
Gray Coats would eat the fat and the sweet. Frost-
fall was the magic that had wrought the change.
All the old field borders were festooned with vines,
laden vines of frosted grapes, theretofore sour and
tasteless, but henceforth to be sweet and full of spicy
tang. And all the old field spread was dotted
and blotched with persimmon trees, some growing
singly, others in clumps, and all thickly beset
with tawny, blue-bloomed, many-seeded fruit. It
had been acrid, harsh, and biting beyond the
power of words to express. Now it would be melt- -
ing, even vinous, and more richly flavored than
the grapes. Well might the Brethren of the Gray
Coats rejoice and be glad. The feast set for them
would endure until the sun should be on the turn
again,—they might be gathering fragments of it
even in February, and might live on their accu-
mulated fat well into the spring.

There was no eating, that night,—the young-
lings, even, knew that they must wait till another
dark. When it fell fairly the feast began, yet
Grayhead, and others as wise, waited still another
day. Frost came again to make sweetness sweeter,
and fine flavors more flavorous still. Sunshine,
also, had work to do. When it was done, and the
third night fell, how these wary epicures raced
to the gorging, skipping as they ran, climbing up,
leaping down, tasting, testing, setting one tree
over against anothér, and swinging perilously to
snatch at grape festoons, or crouching, pictures
of content, amid bending persimmon boughs.

- They ate smacking their lips delicately, as became

epicures. Didelphia heard them without envy. She
had been too hungry and too ¢‘growthy’’ to wait,
but persimmons did not cloy like other things.
She fed with a relish as keen as that of any epi-
cure among them, and without the least lingering
doubt as to the filling of her new great coat.

«« It takes three frosty nights to fatten a rabbit
or a possum.’”” Thus says the countryside, with
full belief in the saying. Didelphia proved it
fairly,—the first frost had come late in October,—
before November's moon was full she was round
and sleek. So were all the rest,—Grayhead was
sleekest of all. He was, indeed, in prime-condi-
tion, a prize for any possum hunter, however
discerning. Possum hunters came out nightly.
Didelphia learned, in the first week of plenty, the
exceeding worth of the tricks she had been taught.
Although it was still every possum for himself,
or herself, there were often three or four in the
same persimmon tree, or clinging and swinging
in the same grapevine. Thus she saw many mov-
ing incidents, and herself had more than one hair-
breadth escape. Somehow she had always had
: the luck to be on the far side when the

hunters came, and the wit to run away
while still running was possible.

‘But there came a night, such as comes
to all possums, when every way seemed
barred. She had climbed a lone per-
simmon tree, whose fruit was almost the
sweetest and most luscious in all the
field. Grayhead and another—her father,
though she did not know it,—were in the
branches lower down. Didelphia had
gone high,—not quite to the top, but far
out on a bough so high and slender that it
had as yet escaped despoilers. She lay
along the branch, which bent under her,
sucking and swallowing, the very moral
and pattern of gormandizing bliss, when
out from the woods, up from the tall
sedge, came men with lighted torches,
and axes over their shoulders, whooping,
yelling, and crying on the dogs, which
came, barking and yelping, straight to
the tree’s foot. '
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AN

SUCCESS

IMPOSSIBLE CHOICE

The Story of a Family That Was not too Large

HARRIET PRESCOTT

SPOFFORD

HE held the lamp low, shielding the flame with

one hand,—a big, brown hand, used to
strong work,—and looked down at the rosy faces
in the wide bed.

There were three in that bed,—a tangled mass
of cherubs, one pillowed on another, and arms
and feet thrust everywhere. There was Marnie,
the first little girl that came after the older boy,

her mother's mainstay, the sweetest thing that,

ever grew on earth, faintly flushed with sleep now,
her curls in dewy rings. There was Betty, every
one of whose freckles he loved,—fairy favors, he
heard the minister call them,—little Betty, the
child that made trouble. ' There was Rhody,—he
recalled the day when he brought from town a
pair of red morocco shoes for Marnie,—and
Rhody came, and did not speak a word, but lifted
her little foot to his knee and held it there a
minute, bare and grimed, looking in his face, and
he put the red shoes away till he could get some
blue and some bronze ones for the others. No,
it was out of the question: he could not let them
go, his own three girls!

And in the trundle-bed there was Mamy, the
pale, silent child he had taken home when his
sister died, and had loved before he had any of
his own to love. No, no, he couldn't spare
Mamy; she was always in a dream, but she was
Mamy and his dead sister, too. He knew noth-
ing about Madonnas; but, if he had, he would
have said the young girl Mary must have looked
this way. He did not put things into words,—
but the worshipful feeling in his heart he had for
her he might have had for that other Mary ot
long ago. He had some degree of worshipful
feeling, indeed, for his own children,—they
seemed to him such miracles,—called into exist-
ence as if one summoned spirits from the vasty
deep. The baby slept with Mamy; her protect-
ing hand still held the small blanket about him.

He stepped on lightly in his stocking feet to
the room where the boys were, bowing his height
in the doorway. The dark head of Charles lay
on the pillow of the crosslegged bedstead. He
had gone into infinite distance in a slumber
deeper than dreams. The boy was his pride,—a
very different person from Harriman's Charlie;
Harriman's boy would never have come to any-
thing if he had lived. He expected great things
from Charles. Some day this fellow would go to
the general court.  Yes, he would do justice to an
education; he ought to have it,—but he couldn’t
If there was any grit in him he’d find a way him-
self. As for Tom and Billy, the little red-headed
rascals in the other bed,—why, without the twins
the place would be as still as the grave.  They
had been fighting, and had fallen asleep with
their arms locked in a wrestling grip, and would
wake up and be at it again at daybreak. And
then the ray of the Iamp caught a sparkle, and
he saw a tear on little Jo's cheek; he had been
sent to bed before the others, for some mischief
he had done. That tear brought a tear to the
father's eye. His mother was very tender of little
Jo,—doubly tender since the fall that lamed him.
He must make up to the little lad for that tear.

But, good heavens, how was he going to make
up anything to these children for having brought
them into the world to work and want and, per-
haps, live in poverty? That was what the woman
said, that afternoon, when she wanted Louisy to
give herone. Why were such women allowed to go
about the earth ? An angry sparkle shot across the

long-lashed hazel eyes that little Jo had inherited.

He turned away, but looked back from the
farther door, as a miser might look back at his
treasure. His wife was standing there, leaning
against the wall; hesaw her shadow tremble. He
put his arm over her shoulder, and they went
down the narrow stairs together.

His wife sat in the rush-bottomed chair, very
straight and rigid. You might have said that she
was one waiting for sentence of life or death. He
crossed to the other room and brought back the
big and battered Bible, and opened it at the
leaves following the Apocrypha, where lay all
the family records they had. At the foot of the
last page was the date of the baby's birth; there
was hardly room for one more. It was not an
unusual occurrence, by the time the baby came.
But Marnie’s name made him recall the night
when she was given back to them after the fever,
and he went out into the wintry dark, and saw the
stars shining in the deep midnight blue, far, far
from universe to universe, and the crisp, white
fields leading their level way to the great forest on
one side, and into the soft, mysterious glow of the
snowy horizon on the other. And he felt a sweet,
unnamed sense of innocence about him, as if the
soul of his mother had come out of the immeasura-
ble spaces to watch over the little child. He shut
the book hurriedly, and sat pulling at his sun-
bleached beard.

‘It's no use,”’ he said; ‘I can't give up one
of 'em."”’

«It seems such a thin’ for Marnie,’’ said the
wife. ‘‘Seems 'sef we hadn't orter slight it
She'd be fetched up like a lady. And she does
love the thin's thet ladies has."’

‘‘ She loves us more."’

The wife sighed, a long, low sigh, and took up
her knitting mechanically. ¢ You don’t suppose
it's stan’in’ in Charles's light, do ye 7'’ she said.
‘“She’'d send him to school an' ter college, cer-
tain. He’d know all there is ter know. Hé'd be
a great man, some day. He'd stand a chanct of
beihg president, mebbe.'’

‘“And we'd be where we be!"’

1 would n't let that hender,”’ she said, bend-
ing low over her narrowings.

«I would."”

‘“Heain’ tthet sort,anyway. Mebbeit would n't
be right ter tek sech a chance away from him,"’
she murmured, with another long sigh.

«It would n’t be right to take away from him
the chance of bein’ loved by his own kinsfolks, of
lovin’ them back, or helpin’ up his brothers and
sisters. W'y, wife, I sh’d think you wanted ter
git red of your children!"

She looked up, with a slow, bewildered look
in her dark eyes. He had seen just such a look
of soft reproach in the eyes of a creature he had
had to kill.
of 'em."’ .

“Doomin’ "em to what? I didn't know you
was so onhappy, wife.'’

««Oh, I ain’t, I ain't! But thet woman showed
me the diff'rence, and it seems’ dretful selfish not
to let 'em go,” she said, in a moment.

«'Tain't. 'Tain't, nowise. They're our'n.
They're our flesh an' blood. They 're our love
an' life. There's no injustice in their sheerin’
our lot. Ef we was rich they'd sheer it. An' so,
as we're poor, they can.”

I do’ know,’’ she said, ratherslowly; ‘'t seems
ter me thet I can see Mamy, now,—the way the

]t seems as ef we was doomin’
.

woman 'd dress her. She'd look like a sperrit—'"

““Mamy!"* There was a note of horror in his
voice, as if his dead sister stood ready to accuse
him of unfaithfulness. ‘¢No, I tell you, no, Louisy!
Ef we give one up, we’ve got to do it teetotally,
for good an’ all. We're never ter see thet one
agin. She ain’t goin’ ter hev it 'shamed of a lot
of poor relations, bimeby."’

“She couldn’t help its rememberin’,”* the
mother answered, defiantly.

¢ All but the baby."

‘“She can’t have the baby! She can't have the
baby! That's settled!'’ cried the mother, her
shaking voice caught in a sob.

«I'd ruther she’d hev him than any of the
others.”’

““No, no, no! My little baby! The helpless
little thin'!"* She rocked herself to and fro, her
hands hiding her face, ashamed of tears, but glad
of their relief. I don't ask for much,” she
sobbed, ‘but'tseéms’sif I might keep my own
babies!"’ :

1 sh’d think I was tryin’ ter rob yer of 'em!"’

‘1 do’ know but what ye be!"

‘“Come, Louisy. Don’tless quar'l over this.
It's too serus. You're all worked up. The
baby 's safe enough. She do n’t want no nussin’
babies. An’ little Jo's safe, though he's so
pindlin’ mebbe some delicate livin’ 'd be the best
for him—"'

““Soon s she see he was goin’ ter be crippled,
she’d send him back, an' he’d miss it more'n ef
he hedn’t hed it.”’

‘“He's one thet needs love, too, little Joe is,"’
said the father, reflectively. ‘¢ An’ she couldn’t
love him, no way, like his own folks.’’

There was no sound in the room, for a while,
but the woman's stifled sobs. She looked up
with a shudder; the whole black night seemed
pressed against the pane and staring in; now and
then the wind stirred a vine
there with a restlesstap. She
rose to light another lamp.
«It’s so dark,’”’ she said,
‘“seems as if I could n’t see
to think. And it’s so still
I'll hev ter holler!"’ As the
shadow ‘crossed the window
Bos'n woke outside, and
far-off Harriman's dog an-
swered his bay. .

““Folks can allus keep
their dogs!’’ she said.

““There, there, there!"
exclaimed her husband,
‘“you ain’t no need ter feel
so, Louisy. 1 guess e can
keep what's our’'n. They
ain’t gone yit. They ain't
goin’,—none of 'em. I'll
take the hull blame business
on me. W'y, yes, s’'pose’
thet pesky woman lost her
money! Where'd the child
be, then ?’’—and he started
to his feet and walked up
and down the kitchen.

““Yes!’’ cried the mother,
looking up eagerly from the
lamp she was adjusting,
whose flame glittered in her
tears; ‘‘s'pose she did!
'T ain’t. impossible, is it,
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now 2''  Then she tried to brush the tears back.

‘“An’ that puts a new face on it, you see.
We ain't stan’in' in their light sech an all-
fired lot, be we?> Wal, I was goin' ter say we'll
sleep on it, an’ see how it looks in the mornin’.
Sleep sometimes seems ter winner thin's. But I
guess we may as well thrash it out neow. Thet
woman says it will be a great thin' ter be saved
from work. But I do’ know 's I want ter save the
boys work. Work ain't no hardship."’

«“Thouten there’s tew much of it!"’

‘“An’ there’s a kind o' relish to the livin’ you
git outen’ the yarth. W 'en we’'ve done with it,
the farm'll cut-up inter market gardings for the
boys. Itain’tever ben worked fur half its wuth.””

‘An’ some of 'em may take ter trades. Jo's
a regular whittler a’'ready,’’ said the mother,
picking up her knitting again; ** but there's the
little gels.”’

“*They'll marry!'’ said their father. But then
something dashed the triumph of histone. ‘¢Least-
ways, it's likely. There’s husbands enough,—
sech as they be. I do’ know. 1'd kinder ruther
they stopped ter hum whilst we did."’

‘A lot of little gran’children ain't so bad,”
said his wife, persuasively. ‘I wouldn't hev
anybody miss the pleasure we've hed imr our
young 'uns.”’

** And the little folks 1l keep us young, comin’
back an' tumblin’ roun’. Wal, I guess we'll
chance it. Durn the woman! She thinks, be-
cause a man's got six or seven children,—how
many be they, Louisy? I never can keep count,
‘thouten I lot "em off on my fingers."’

““There's nine,—countin’ Mamy."’

‘*Sothey be. Wal, I guess there'slove enough
ter go roun’, and porridge, tew. Ary oneon’'em'’s
got a better lookout'n Harriman's poor youngster.
How many’ve they buried, Louisy,—the Har-
riman's ?"’

« All they hed, but this one.
ful shif'less creeter.”

«'Tain't everyone s got your faculty, Louisy."

The color mounted to his wife's face and
burned out the freckles there. ¢ The poor thin’
never hed no stren’th,’’ shesaid. ‘¢ She was jes’
beat out, like a flower in the wind. She was well

She was a dret-

meanin’.

““So's Harriman. He's a-bringin' of it up by
han’."”

‘“My! He’'ll never raise it,—an’ this weather,

tew. It'll foller its mother, sure. I wish 't—"
she paused, and began to wind up the ball.

* Wall,—what is it you wisht?"’

«Oh, nothin'. 'Tain't no matter,—excep' fer
a' temptin' Proverdunce. [ was goin' ter say "t |
wish 't we hed n 't so many of our own, so's we
could help Harriman.”’

¢ Louisy, I wouldn't darst say sech words.
P'raps we hev got more'n our sheer. And it
bears on a poor man, fer a fac’.'”" He stared
hard at the .crack in the yellow, whitewashed
wall.

*But, you see,’”’ she added, brightly, ‘‘they
ain’t one too many!"’

The clock struck stroke
after stroke, with an air of
finishing the business.
““Wal, I've gotter put the
taller on my boots,’ he said,
stretching his long length,
with hisarmsabove hishead ;
+«guess this lamp’ll jest
about last us,''—as his wife
turned out the onc she had
so recklessly lighted.

«Talk o work! I do
know's there's any pleas-
anter feelin’ than jes' bein’
tired.”’

“*When there's no more
todu,’ she answered. ¢ Did
you let the cat out?"’

**Yes. There he's on the
winder, neow. You let him
in whilst 1 wind the clock.
What you barrin’ the door
for?’" he cried, turning
about. ¢ That door ain't
never bin barred. I guess
the bolt's too rusted to be
drawed.”’

1 do' know,’* she an-
swered, nervously; ¢ the
children—""

He laughed. <¢1 guess
nobody won't git them chil-

U

=. .=~ dren ’'ith me roun’,”” he

*

said.  ** wonder thet woman did n't want this
clock!"’

““Ain"t ] told you? W'y, —

«“Wal, she can't hev it, little Johnny. It was
gran'sir's, and it's goin’ ter be gran'baby's.
There! 1've gotter be down to the last bars by
the time the birds stir. I1'll fetch my dinner
along. An' w'en that critter comes by, you can
tell her we ain’t doin’ no tradin' in children, an’
our'n’ll stay where God put’em. But she can
have the old sekkerterry she was hankerin arter,
—fer w'at's fair. Did she really say fifty dollars?"’

His wife nodded several times with emphasis.

« By mighty!"" he cried, with his eyes flashing,
«“] sh’d think she hed a screw loose. Don't
seem reasonable. King! she ain't fit to be
trusted with money, let alone children. W'y, I
ain’t hed so much as thet in han’ since Bates was
hung! Seems like highway rob'ry, or blackmail,
or suthin’. P’'raps we'd better say half that.
"T ain’t no use to us."’

‘1 keep rawsberry jam in it, and the jell, —thet
is w'en there's any to keep. An' the sugar cook-
ies,”’ she added, hesitatingly. ¢ I guess I'd better
say sixty. Ef she's offerin’ so much, she'll give
more. She's made me sech a sight o' trouble I
don’t feel ter spare her."”’

*She didn't mean ter make yer no trouble,
Louisy."’

‘*Anyheow, she made it,—a-wantin’ my-chil-
dren! An’ she wants the old flowered chany, tew.
For my part, 1'd ruther hev some new wite "ith a
gold band. And I forgit w'at she said she'd give
fer the spinnin’ wheel in the garret, an’ the brass
warmin’ pan, an' gran’marm'’s big copper kettle to
set a s'rub or a christian-anthem. But I do'know
es it's jes' the thin' ter take advantage of a weak
mind. Lf I knowed fer certain she wus n't a little
off, —why, father, I don’ b'lieve but there'd be
enough to buy a parlor organ!’’

“ Ef we don’tput it agin’ Charles’s schoolin’."’

Her face fell a little. ¢ Wife, 1'd like ter give
ye all,the desires of yer heart,”’ he said, wistfully.

‘I don't want anythin’ but w'at I've got!'’ she
cried, with a sudden passion, throwing her arms
around his neck in unwonted abandon, and hiding
her face a moment in his sleeve; ‘‘I've got you
and the children!”’

«* And I've got the best wife, and they've got
the besi mother in the hull of Christendom. Wal,
we'll hev to be a-stirrin’ 'bout as soon’s we're
asleep, and it’s closc to no time at all, neow."’

1" m sorter sorry fer that woman, though,*’ she
said, standing off and twisting up her fallen hair.
It was pretty hair still. ‘‘She’s areal lady. She's
real lonesome. She said 't would be like a sun-
beam in the house, like flowers, like music. She'd
orter take two of ‘em, she said."’

“Sho!"" An' she can't hev one. Jes' hear
that are owl a-laughin’ at it. That’s w'at I call
music.  It's a live flute—"'

««She said I'd no idee, 'th all them a-swarmin’
roun’, w'at it wus ter hev an empty house and an
empty heart like her 'n."’

*«Wal, then, 1'm sorry fer her, tew. But I
don 't feel no call ter give her my children. You
can give her the sekkerterry, ef yer wanter."’

““You do n 't believe the children ever'll be a-
layin' of it up agin us, do ye ?"’

] don't b'lieve they'll ever need ter know
anythin’ about it, 'thouten you tell 'em. An’ if
they du, I guess they 'll think there's nothin’ in
heaven above, or in 'arth beneath, or in the
waters that's under the "arth, better'n father an’
mother love. By George, there's that durned
rooster talkin’ about mornin’!"’

““Wal, you go 'long to bed. 1've gota sponge
to set.”” She went to her work, quick-footed,
light-hearted, her pulses singing a note of thanks-
giving. Presently all was quiet in the old farm-
house, except for the slow ticking of the clock,
and nothing stirred but the shadow of a climbing
rose that the red waning moon threw on the
kitchen floor, and that the cat crept round to
watch cautiously and play with furtively.

Sunset was pouring a purple glory across the
fields, the next evening, when the little girls ran
to meet their father, who came up slowly, and
wearily, and somewhat hesitatingly, carrying an
odd-looking bundle quite beyond their reach.
<1 thought 1'd bring it, myself, this time, "stid
o' the doctor,’"he said; ‘“but I ain’t ast your
mother yet ef she wants it.  Wife," he added, as
she came to the door at the tumult, ¢ Harriman's
been killed by the fall of that old ellum he was
allus 'lottin’ ter cut down. An' I come by, an’
there was this baby 'most perishin’, —hungry as
a bird that 's fell from the nest.”’
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*t+1 thought 1 'd ) \
bring it, myself, R - §
this time,’ , .
he said "’ : :

“You don’t say! The poor soul!"

«*1 do’know. Your han’s is pretty full up, now.
But, ef they send it to the poor'us’, it'll die afore
it knows w'at ails it. Somehow, I sorter felt

oy

pitiful for the little thin’.

+«Oh, mother, mother,”’ came a chorus from
tiptoeing, peering, clamoring children, ¢ it'sa
baby, —another baby! Oh, you'll keep it; do say
you'll keep it, mother! We'll rock it, we'll—"

¢« The poor mite! Here, father, give it to me,"’
said his wife, holding out her arms, the wild rose
pink flushing up her face. ‘‘Men are the on-
handiest,—goodness, it ain’t no heft at all! Dear
sakes alive, there's nothin' to it! Poor Harri-
man!—there! T ain't much more trouble ter
fetch up two together than one. I'm glad you
was goin’ by, father!"’

» »

The Czar Was “Called Down”

VER since he came to the throne, the czar of all the
~  Russias has been accustomed to take a morning spin
of two or three miles on his bicycle, whenever the weather
of the cold land he rules has permitted. He says it is the
surest way Lie has yet found of getting away from court
formalities, and of keeping his mind in a proper condition.
Earlier in his reign this morning ride was the cause of
several amusing incidents, at least one of which showed
the gentleman beneath the monarch. He had that day
chanced to wear the undress uniforin of a colonel in one
of his cavalry regiments. Before he had ridden far he
passed a very pompous old general from the extreme
southern part of his empire, but, not knowing him, the
wheelman bowled merrily past without sign or word. ‘The
next minute he heard, *‘I say, colonel, stop!’’

A little wondering and a little amused, the czar at once
dismounted, and waited till the other overtook him.

“Why does not my inferior salute the ofticers above
him 2" demanded the general, abruptly.

The czar, standing at attention, his fingers at the edge
of his cap, replied, ** 1 apologize, general. I have been
so short a time on the throne that I have not yet been able
to meet all the men who support me so ably.”’

>
Use of the Earth in Electrical Power-transmission

Sl'(’(‘b'ssl-'l'l. experimentsin the employment of the earth’s

conducting power in long-distance transmission have
recently been made in France, under the auspices of a
Swiss company. It has been found that the use of the
earth as a return-circuit or as a reserve line effects a sav-
ing of three quarters of the copper now required for power-
transmission, and, accordingly, of three quarters of the
energy now lost in the resistance of the line.  The sensible
zone of electrification extends only for a few hundred feet
around the point where the line makes its earth-connec-
tion, and there is no disturbance of telegraph or telephone
wires. In the opinion of M. Emile Guarini, the French
expert, these results mark an epoch in the history of long-
distance transmission of electric energy.

’
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CAN EUROPE IGNORE THE MONROE DOCTRINE?

The German Empéror and Other Great European Warriors Hint that It Must Be Abolished

HUBERT HOWE

BANCROFT

HEN so eminent an economist and statesman as Pro-

fessor Adolf Wagner, of the Berlin University, asks,
in all seriousness, ‘“ What has the United States of
America ever done for the civilization of the world?’’
—meaning, doubtless, to say, ‘*What has civilization
ever done for the United States?’'—and when both
kaiser and professor pronounce the Monroe Doctrine
«an empty pretension behind which is neither energetic
will nor actual power,”’ we pause for reflection, and are
led to exclaim, with Saul of Tarsus, ‘Can these things
be?"’

Since our late little disturbance with Spain, if not
indeed before then, we have been laboring under some-
what different impressions. We have even been led to
believe that we may now, without presumption, hold up
our national head beside Austria and Italy, cast a re-
spectful glance at France and Germany, and even venture
a wink at old England across the water. -Hitherto we
scarcely had the temerity to place ourselves in the cate-
gory of world powers, though we had bluffed the Old
Country to the top of its bent, unblushingly boasting
throughout Europe what we had done and could do, all
the while so interlarding our vainglory with dollars as
to make it tolerated. So, when we awoke to find our-
selves really ¢in the swim,”’ and, withal, wealthy,
humane, and progressive, it made us modest. [n awe
of ourselves we stood as before some mysterious dispen-
sation, and we became humble. There is no further

ment of Cuba, of China, and of Spain, even, in whose
just and necessary chastisement there was no vindictive-
ness. We were surprised that so much should be made
of that little affair in Manila Bay, and the other one off
Santiago Harbor, or that so much importance should be
attached to our cuffing Spain out of America, a feat which
scarcely afforded us pastime.

Yet even so it came upon us, this, our greatness,
and through no fault of ours. We could not help it
All unconsciously, without plan or premeditation, like a young giant merg-
ing into manhood, our strength developed and the result stood before us. To
be told by the herr professor and his kaiser, men of parts and erudition who
should know whereof they speak, that the United States has never done any-
thing, and that the Monroe Doctrine is but an empty threat with no intelli-
gent energy behind it,—it is discouraging. We do not claim to be working
for civilization, which, whatever it may be, does not require our help but
works for itself, tending to improve all things alike through agencies good
and evil. Men and nations do not make the power of progress, but are
made by it.

“Let the Germanic and Romanic Nations Unite,”—for Our Destruction

But, however blind Berlin may be, we can plainly see, because of the
origin and evolution of this commonwealth in the wilds of America, a fresh
flowering of civilization. We can see, among the blessings to the human
race wrought out by this benignant influence through the agency of these
Anglo-American states, broader Civil and religious liberty; a new and purer
republicanism, which regards with disfavor monarchism, class aristocracy,
a large standing army, and the degradation of labor. We can sce a nobler
manhood, an unfettered and more elevated womanhood, and a more intel-
ligent and refined society. Besides these and other beneficent influences,
many useful inventions have originated here, adding to ‘the comfort and
luxury of living, and, withal, a general development, in some respects, at
least, in advance of Old World ways. Even war, that curse of the universe,
as waged by us, is attended by more consideration and humanity and with
less atrocity than when waged by any other nation; nor have we ever fought
for gain or aggrandizement, after the manner of Europeans, but only from
necessity, and for the vindication of some sacred right or high principle.

What, then, shall be done to us because we do nothing
for civilization? as the Berlin school will have it; and what

"HUBERT HOWE BANCROFT

[ Mr. Bancroft is the author of  The His-
tory of the Pacific States,”” one of the most
important contributions to the literature
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HOW RUSSIA VIEWS IT

there was more and severer fighting than ever Europe
will give us, some millions of men have sprung up with
intelligent energy and money enough at command to
achieve pretty much anything that they may deem to
be right and necessary; and our Monroe Doctrine is
one of those few questions that brushes its mustache
upward and will never go for solution to The Hague.

The Germans are good fighters, but have not enough
to do. So they sail around the world and fire off their
guns at mud forts, while the good kaiser pats them on
the back with one hand, and with the other placates
the other great powers,—for more to be feared than
armies is the world’'s enlightened opinion. The German
emperor, however, is not to be taken too seriously; he
may not be so unwise as he sometimes seems, even
though his people do not like to have him out alone far
from home. Berlin will be careful how Germany goes
to war with a nation strong enough to give the kaiser the
drubbing he is aching for; careful, also, not to ignore that
power of powers, greater than any world power, or any
combination of Germanic and Romanic forces, the
world's sentiment as to what is just and fitting between
men and nations. It was this greatest of powers that
stopped the fire of the German gunboats on the Vene-
zuelan forts, and sent apologies to Paris and London and
Washington, whence emanated disapproval of such pro-
ceedings.

England Devotes a Million Dollars daily to Defense

Where, then, is the wisdom of this rivalry among
the powers in maintaining standing armies and building
vessels of war, when the question is one of merely men
and money and the result can be determined as well be-
fore the fighting as afterwards? England, this year, in
time of peace, including the new warships ordered, is
spending a million dollars a day on her army and navy.
Is Germany prepared to do more than this? Germany
will fight for territory and domination,—not stronger
powers than herself, but weaker ones; the United States will fight for neither,
having all that is wanted of both; but Americans will fight for a principle,
and that to the very end. Nor will it ever be safe for Germany to depend
upon the Germans in America to side with the mother country in the event of
war. Like Englishmen, Germans who have tasted liberty in these United
States are in no haste to abandon it for the mummeries of monarchy, and the
burdens and impositions attending it. All Americans, German-Americans
as well as Anglo-Americans, well know that it would be better for the United
States if Spanish-America were peopled by Germans in place of the mon.
grel intermixtures of Latin, Indian, and African blood, who spend their lives
fighting each other for supremacy. Unintelligent and non-progressive, self-
sufficient, and ungrateful, but for the United States they would become an
easy prey to the rapacity of foreign powers. If respectable Europeans wil)
come in and take their place, leaving at home their obsolete rulerships,
and their work-disdaining aristogcracies, with all their evil implantings and
attendant manipulations of power, they will be welcome.

living witnesses.
printed document

.

The Future of the World Is to Be Controlled by the Anglo-Saxon Race

The Germans in America no more want their kaiser or his representa-
tive to rule over them, here, than do Englishmen desire the presence of
King Edward. Hence I say it is plain that, if Germany is not building
war ships for home defense rather than for aggression, with the United
States especially in view, she is throwing away her money; for of what avail
is it for one sea power to arm to meet a superior sea power? With regard
to the United States, the case is different. Arming for defense with us requires
a force sufficient to meet any nation or combination of nations attempt-
ing to plant European rulership in America. We may be very sure that,
without adequate means of defense, the Monroe Doctrine can never be
sustained. Further than this, it is absolutely essential for
self-protection and the peace of the world for England and
America to have the best navies, at whatever cost; other.

shall be done to us because of our ¢ empty pretension'’ of
a Monroe Doctrine with ¢‘neither energetic will nor actual
power’’ behind it? Simply this, say the herr professor and
his kaiser,—let the Germanic and the Romanic nations
unite, relegate the United States to the infernal regions, and
dominate the world. This is what they say; this is what
they would do, were they able. Then would appear upon
the earth new Germanies: besides the present Germany a
Germany-in-America, a Germany-in-China, and a Germany-
in-Africa, with spoils for Italy and France, and something
also for Spain to civilize as she civilized Cuba and the Phil-
ippine Islands. :

The Germans Sail the Seven Seas Firing at Mud Forts

Pleasing teachings these may be for the school of Ber-
lin, but bad for Germany if she ventures too far, under the
impression that the Monroe Doctrine is but an empty pre-
tension, or that Romanic allies will enable her to dominate

wise France and Germany will help themselves to whatever
they want, under one pretext or another. Germany may
likewise consider it essential to her welfare to have the best
navy. But it is obviously impossible for the Anglo-Saxons
and the Germanic and Romanic combination both to have
the best fleet, so the longest purse will have to settle it.
Quite at variance with the German dream of domina-
tion through alliance with the half-defunct Latin race are
- the visions of other nations from other points of view. As
those who speak English read the signs of the times, the
future of the world is in the hands of the Anglo-Saxon race.
Having been the latest to emerge from barbarism into our
present civilization, and having the experiences of older
nations from which to draw, our nation has, or should have,
a development superior to all others, more especially as
with natural advantages were implanted inherent qualities
not common to all the races; and, as Rome was nearing the

the world. .

Before ever there was any kaiser, the Monroe Doctrine
was an established entity, with intelligent energy enough to
defend it against all comers. Since our Civil War, in which

UNCLE 8AM.—I'll smash ev-
ery window In your house, if
| like, but don’'t you come
near mine.—'*‘Novo Vremya,’’
8t. Petersburg

period of decline when progress began in England, and the
three or four thousand years which seem to be the allotted
life-term of nations are not yet half spent, may we not ex-
pect, if, peradventure, we can escape the pitfalls of anarchy
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colleague, Croffut,—perhaps you know him? If
so, I need n't tell you what a vain, shallow, venal
fellow he is, with his gift of gab that fools the
people.”’

«] know him,’'said I, in a tone which did not
deny the accuracy of Hoskins's description.

« Their object,”’ continued the senator, *‘is to
buy the control of the party machinery away from
those who now manage it in the interests of con-
servatism and fair dealing. If they succeed, the
only business interest that will be considered in
this state will be the Power Trust. And we shall
have Dominick, the ignorant brute, lashed on by
Roebuck's appetites, until the people will rise in
fury and elect the opposition,—and you know
what it is.”’

“*What you say is most interesting,”’ said I,
¢ but I must confess I have n't imagination enough
to conceive a condition of affairs in which any-
body with ‘the price’ couldn’'t get what he
wanted by paying for it. Perhaps the business
interests would gain by a change,—the other
crowd might be less expensive. Certainly the
demands of our party’s machine have become in-
tolerable."’

««It astonishes me, Mr. Sayler, to hear you say
that,—you, who have seen in politics,”* he pro-
tested, taken aback by my hardly disguised at-

tack upon him,—for he was in reahity ** party '’ and -

*“machine.”’ ¢+ Surely, you comprehend the situa-
tion. We must have money with which to main-
tain our organization, and to run our campaign.
Our workers can’t live on air; and, to speak of only
one other factor, there are thousands and thou-
sands of our voters, honest fellows, too, who must
be paid to come to the polls. They wouldn’t

vote against us for any sum; but, unless we pay -

them for the day lost in the fields, they stay at
home. Now, where does our money come from?
The big corporations are the only source,—who
else could or would give largely enough? And it
is necessary, and- just, that they should be repaid.
But they are no longer content with moderate and
prudent rewards for their patriotism. They make
bigger and bigger, and more and more unreason-
able, demands on us, and so undermine our popu-
larity, —for the people can’t be blinded wholly to
what s going on.  And thus, year by year, it takes
more and more money to keep us in control.’’

““You seem to have forgotten my point,”’ said
1, smiling. ¢ Why should yox keep in control ?
If you go out, the others come in. They bluster
and threaten, in order to get themselves in; but,
when once elected, they discover that it wasn't
the people’s woes they were shouting about, but
their own. And soon they are docile ‘ conserva-
tives,’ lapping away at the trough, with nothing
dangerous in them but their appetites.”’

+« Precisely, —their appetites,’’ said he.

¢ A starved man has to practice eating a
long, long time before he can equal the
performances of a trained glutton,” I
suggested.

His facial response to my good-humored

raillery was feeble, indeed, and it soon died-
in a look of depression that made him seem
even older and more decrepit than was his
wont. ‘‘'Tis the same story, whereverl go,”’
said he, sadly, ‘‘as the business interests
refuse to see their peril. And when I, in
my zeal, persist, they—several of them, Say-
ler,—have grinned at me and reminded me
that the legislature to be elected next fall
will choose my successor! As if my own
selfish interest were all I had in mind! I
am old and feeble, on the verge of the grave.
Do you think, Mr. Sayler, that I would con-
tinue in public life if it were not for what I
conceive to be my duty to my party ? I have
toiled too many years in its service—'’

‘“ Your record speaks for itself, senator,’’
I put in, politely but pointedly.

*“ You are very discouraging, Sayler,"’ he
said, forlornly, “ but I refuse to be discour-
aged. The party needs you,and I have come
to do my duty, and I won't leave without
doing it.”’

¢ ] have nothing to do with our company's
political contributions,”" I said; ¢*you will
have to see Mr. Ramsay, as usual.’

He waved his hand. ¢ Let me explain,
please. Roover is about to resign,—as you
probably know, he's been chairman of the
party’s state committee for seventeen years.

I've come to ask you to take his place."’

It was impossible for me wholly to hide
my amazement, my stupefaction. Had he
had the shadowiest suspicion of my plans,

of the true inwardness of the Croffut-Dominick

movement, he would as readily have offered me
hisown head. In fact, he was offering me hisown
head; for, with the money and the other resources
at my command, I needed only the place of official
executive of the party to make me master. And
here he was, giving me the place,—fancying he
could use me as he had been using Roover.

He must have misread my expression, for he
went on: ‘“Don’t refuse on impulse, Sayler. 1
and the others will do everything to make your
duties as light as possible.”’

1 should not be content to be a mere figure-
head, as Roover has been,'' I warned him. He
had come, in his desperation, to try to get the
man who combined the advantages of being, as
he supposed, an enemy of Dominick and of being
in one of the financially influential families in the
state. He had come to cozen me into letting him
use me in return for a mockery of an honor. And
I was simply tumbling him, or, rather, permitting
him to tumble himself, into the pit he had dug
for me. Still, 1 felt that I owed it to my self-re-
spect to give him a chance. ¢« If I take the place,
I shall fill it to the best of my ability."’

¢« Certainly, certainly,— we want your ability.”’
Behind his bland, cordial mask I saw the spider
eyes gleaming and the spider claws twitching as
he felt his net quiver under hovering wings.
“ We want you—we need you, Sayler. We ex-
pect you to do your best.”’

My best! What would my ¢ best'’ have been,
had I had only what he thought,—dependent upon
him for supplies, surrounded by his lieutenants,

“hearing nothing but what he chose to tell me, and

able to execute only such orders as he gave or
approved.

«I am sure we can count on you,'" he urged.

1 will try it,"" said I, with a hesitation that
was not altogether show.

He did not linger,—he wished to give me no
chance to change my mind and fly his net. I was
soon alone, staring dazedly at my windfall and
wondering if fortune would ever give me anything
without attaching to it that which would make
me doubt whether my gift was most bitter or most
sweet.

Hoskins announced the selection of the new
chairman that very afternoon,—as a forecast, of
course, for there was the formality of my ¢« election’’
by the sixty-three members of the state committee
to be gone through. His proposition was well re-
ceived. The old-line politicians remembered my
father; the Reformers recalled my fight against
Dominick; the business men liked my connection
with the Ramsay Company, assuring stability and
regard for ‘¢ conservatism;'’ the ‘*boys'’' were glad

**Hoskins denounced me as an infamous ingrate’’
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because 1 had a rich wife and a rich brother-in-
law. The ‘“boys'' always cheer when a man with
money develops political aspirations.

I.did not see Woodruff until I went down to the
capital to begin my initiation. I came upon him
there, in the lobby of the Capital City.Hotel. As
we talked for a moment like barely-acquainted
strangers, saying nothing that might not have been
repeated broadcast, his look was asking: < How did
you manage to trap Hoskins into doing it?"* I
never told him the secret, and so never tore out the
foundation of his belief in me as a political wizard.
It is by such judicious use of their few strokes of
good luck that successful men get thejr glamour
of the superhuman.

I left Woodruff, to join Hoskins. ¢ Who is
that chap over there,—Doctor Woodruff?'’ I
asked him.

‘“ Woodruff?*' repeated the senator,—‘‘oh, a
lobbyist. He does a good deal of work for Roe-
buck, I believe. An honest fellow,—for that
kind, —they tell me. It's always well to be civil
to them. They can do a lot of mischief."’

Hoskins's ¢‘initiation’’ of me into the duties
of my office wiped away my last lingering sense
of double, or, at least, doubtful, dealing. He told
me nothing that was not calculated to mislead
me, and he was so glib and so frank and so
sympathetic that, had I not known the whole ma-
chine from the inside, I should have been his
dupe. It is not pleasant to suspect that, in some
particular instance, one of your fellow men takes
you for a simple-minded fool. To know you are
being so regarded, not in one instance, but in
general, is in the highest degree exasperating, no
matter how well your vanity is under control. Per-
haps I should not have been able to play my part
and deceive my deceiver had I been steadily at
headquarters. As it was, 1 went there little and
then gave no orders, apparently contenting my-
self with the credit for what other men were doing
in my name. In fact, so obvious did I make my
neglect as chairman that the party press com-
mented on it and covertly criticised me. Hoskins
mildly reproached me for lack of interest. He
did not know—indeed, he never knew,—that his
chief lieutenant, Thurston, in charge at headquar-
ters, had gone over to ‘‘the enemy,”’ and was
Woodruff’s right-hand man, and it is not neces-
sary for me to say where Woodruff got the orders
he transmitted to Thurston.

My excuse for keeping aloof was that I was
about to be transformed into a man of family.
As I was fond of children I had looked forward
to this with more eagerness than I ventured to
show to my wife. She might not have liked it,
eager though she was also. As soon as she knew

that her longings were to be satisfied, she
entered upon a course of preparation so
elaborate that I was secretly much amused,
though I thoroughly approved and encour-
aged her. Every moment of her days was
laid out in some duty imposed upon her by
the regimen she had arranged after a study
of all that science says on the subject.

As perfect tranquillity was a fundamental
of the ré¢ime, she permitted nothing to ruffie
her. But Ed. more than made up for het
calm. Two weeks before the event, she for-
bade him to enter her presence,—¢‘or the
grounds,'’ said she, ‘*where 1'm likely to
see you. The very sight of you, looking so
flustered, unnerves me."’

While he and 1 were waiting in the sitting
room for the news, he turned his heart inside
out to me.

I want to tell you, Harvey," said he,
¢« that the—boy or girl—whichever it is,—is
to be my heir.”’

«I sha'n’t hold you to that,’" 1 replied,
with a laugh.

‘“No,—I"ll never marry,"’ he went on.
«“There was an—an angel,—you know the
Shaker settlement,—well, out there."’

I looked at him in wonder. If ever there
was a man who seemed unromantic, it was
he, heavy and prosaic and so shy that he
was visibly nervous even in bowing to a wo-
man acquaintance.

«1 met her,”” he was saying, ‘‘when I
was driving that way,—the horse ran, I was
thrown out, and her parents had to take me
in and let her nurse me. You've seen her
face,—or faces like it. Most of those Ma-
donnas over on the other side, in all the gal-
leries, suggest her. Well,—her parents were
furious,—wouldn’t hear of it,—you know
Shakers think marriage and love and all
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‘“The whole face appeared, and | stopped short in my speech’

that sort of thing are wicked. And she thought
so, too. How she used to suffer! It wore her to
a shadow. She would n’t marry me,—wouldn't
let me so much as touch her hand. But we used
to meet and—then she caught a cold,—waiting
hours for me, one winter night, when there'd
been a misunderstanding about the place we were
to meet,—I was in one place, she in another.
And the cold,—you see, she could n’t fight against
it. And—and,—there won't be another, Harvey.
All women are sacred to me for her sake, but I
couldn’'t any more marry than I could—could
stop feeling her sitting beside me, just a little
way off, wrapped in her drab shawl, with her
face—like a glimpse through the gates of heaven."’

Within me upstarted the memories that I kept
battened down.

*“Your children are mine, too, Harvey,"' he
ended.

I took from Carlotta’s workbasket an unfinished
bit of baby clothing. I went to him and held it
up and pointed to the monogram she had embroid-
ered on it.

“E. R. S.,"”" he read aloud. Then he looked
at me with a queer expression beginning to form
in his eyes.

*« Edward Ramsay Sayler, if it 's a boy,”’ said I;
«« Edwina Ramsay Sayler, if it 's a girl."”

He snatched the bit of linen from me and buried
his face in it.

The baby was a boy, —fortunately, for I don't
admire the name Edwina, and I should n't have
liked handicapping a child with it. Carlotta and
Ed. were delighted, but I felt a momentary keen
disappointment. [ had wanted a girl. Girls never
leave their parents completely, as boys do. Also
I should rather have looked forward to my child's
having a sheltered life, one in which the fine and
beautiful ideals do not have to be molded into the
gross, ugly forms of the practical. [ may say, in
passing, that I deplore the entrance of women into
the world of struggle. Womer are the natural and
only custodians of the ideals. We men are com-
pelled to wander, often to wander far, from the ideal.
Unless our women remain aloof from action, how
are the ideals to be preserved? Man for action;
woman to purify man, when he returns stained with
the blood and sin of battle!

But—with the birth of the first child I began to
appreciate how profoundly right my mother had
been about marriage and its source of happiness.
There are other flowers than the rose, —other flow-
ers, and beautiful, the more beautiful for its ab-
sence.
* * * * * * *

We—our party, —carried the state, as usual. Our
legislative majority was increased by eleven, to
thirty-seven on joint ballot. It was certain that
Hoskins's successor would be of the same political
faith; but would he be Hoskins? At first that
venerable custodian of the plum tree hadn't a
doubt. He had come to look on it as his personal
property. But, after he had talked to legislators
elect from various parts of the state, he became
uneasy. He found that the party's members were
dangerously evenly divided between himself and
the ¢ Dominick-Croffut’’ faction. Soon he
was at me to declare for him. I evaded as long
as I could, —which did not decrease his nervous-

ness. When he put it to me point-blank, I said:
““Ican’t do it, senator. I will not mix in quarrels
within the party."

‘ But they are saying that you are against me,"’
he pleaded.

* And your people are saying that I am for you,"’
I said.

‘But, surely, you are not against me and for
Schoolcraft? What has he done for you?"’

““And what have yox done for me ?"* 1 replied,
—a mere interrogation, without any feeling in it

““Tell me. 1 try to pay my debts.”
His eyes shifted. ‘* Nothing, Sayler, nothing,"’
he said. ‘¢I didn’t mean to insinuate that you’

owe me anything. Still, I thought—You wouldn't
have been state chairman, except—''

As he halted, I said, ‘* Except that you needed
me. And you will recall that I took it only on
condition that [ should be free.’’

““Then you are opposed to me?’’ he said:
‘‘nobody can be on the fence in this fight."’

‘I do not think you can be elected,’’ I replied.

As he sat silent, the puffs under his eyes swelled
into bags and the pallor of his skin changed to the
gray which makes the face look as if a haze or cloud
lies upon it. I pitied him so profoundly that,thad
I ventured to speak, I should have uttered impulsive
generosities that would have cost me dear. How
rarely are our impulses of generosity anything but
impulses to folly, injustice, and wrong.

‘“ We shall dee,’”’ was all he said, and he rose
and shambled away.

They told me he was a pitiful sight, wheedling
and whining among the legislators. But he de-
graded himself to some purpose. He succeeded
in rallying round him enough members to deadlock
the party caucus for a month, —members from the
purely rural districts, where the sentiment of loyalty
is strongest, where his piety and unselfish devotion to
the party were believed in, and his significance as a
‘‘statesman.’’ [ let this deadlock continue—forty-
one for Hoskins, forty-one for Schoolcraft, —until 1
felt that the party throughout the state was heartily
sick of the struggle. Then Woodruff bought, at
twelve thousand dollars apiece, two Hoskins men
to vote to transfer the contest to the floor of a joint
session of the two houses. After four days of ballot-
ing there, seven Dominick-Croffut men voted for
me,—my first appearance as a candidate. On the
seventy-seventh ballot, Schoolcraft withdrew, and
all the Dominick-Croffut men voted for me. On
the seventy-ninth ballot I got, in addition, two
opposition votes Woodruff had bought for me at
eight hundred dollars apiece. The ballot was :
Hoskins, forty-one; Grassmere, (who was receiving
the opposition’s complimentary vote,) thirty-six;
Sayler, forty-three.

I was a senator of the United States.

There was a wild scene. Threats, insults, blows,
even, were exchanged. And down at the Capital
City Hotel Hoskins crawled upon a table and de-
nounced me as an infamous ingrate,—a traitor, —
a serpent he had warmed in his bosom, etc., etc.
But the people of the state accepted it as natural
and satisfactory that ¢‘the vigorous and fearless
young chairman of the party's state committee '’
should be agreed on as a compromise. An hour
after that last ballot, he had n't a friend left except
some galling sympathizers from whom he hid him-
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OSTERMOOR & COMPANY

have secured five thousand copies of

o » .
A Delightfully Interesting New Book
on sleep and its value in relation to life, compiled
by Willard Moyer, with special contributions by
Rev.Dr.Edward Everett Hale, Dr. Orison Swett
Marden ot *Success,” Rev. Dr. Parkhurst, Dr.
Cyrus Edson, Hon. Chauncey Depew, Thomas A.
Edison. Wu Ting Fang, and many‘others, cover-
ing the fascinating subject of sleep in all its
shadows, phases and forms, moods, mysteries,
sentiment and accessories, divided into chapters
upon Import, Habit, Cause, Effect, and Value of
Sleep.
“The cry for sleep is cver greater than
the cry for bread. Sleep is of
Sar greater importance than food for
the preservation of life. . . . We cat
to sleep, but slecp to live.’

Sleeplessness, its causes, effects and remedies.
Tells all about Insomnia, how to avoid and cure—
many helpful aids to sleep—Dreams, Facts and
Fancies, etc. The
Poetry ot Sleep,
consisting of a
beautiful collec-
tion of the World's
choicest Poems,
Lullabys, and
Slumber songs.

Not the least at-
tractive is the
profuseg Tllus-
trated History of
Beds and historic
Sleeping Places,
from the time of Menes seven thousand years ago
one of which is reproduced (in miniature) abowve.

‘The book is a wonderfully instructive addition
to any library. Contains information of value
and exceptional interest. Makes a beautiful gift.

Of Royal Octavo size, 225 pages, profusely
illustrated with line engravings and forty inserts
in two colors, antique deckle edges, gilt tops,
old English style, exquisitely bound in gray or
green cloth and stamped in black and gold.

The book is not an}advertisement and con-
tains no advertising matter whatever, is sold
by us at $2.00 per copy, express prepaid, or is

Given Absolutely Free

with each purchase of an Ostermoor Mattress
providing you state that you are a reader of
“Success’’ and desire the book. This extraor-
dinary offer is made solely to test the pulling
power of “Success’ as an advertising medium
—and will not occur again. Mattress is shipped
express prepaid, the same day check is re-
ceived. The

Ostermoor
Mattress

needs little description—its merit is conceded even by
.njts sl:arm lcl:f itmitiuors :snd

ealers who try to substi- =

tute a “justasgood.” It is """ "'
built—not stuffed. Hand- 4 > ,

laid sheets of downy soft- /- A
ness, each full size, are
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tick. etter, softer, clean-
er, purer than hair. It is
germand vermin-proof. An
occasional sun-bath is all
it requires.

Our guarantee of 30
nights free tria/l—money
returned if you are not
satisfied in every way—
holds good even under
this special offer. Our
regular 136-page descrip-
tive book ‘‘The Test of
Time'* tells all about the
mattress and is sent you
free on postal request.

OSTERMOOR & COMPANY,

134 Elizabeth Street New York
Canadlan Agency: The Alsaks Foathor & Down Company, I4d., Neatreal

STANDARD SIZES
AND PRICES:

2 ft. 6 ln.wide, 25 Ibs. $8.35
3 ft. wide, 30 Ibs., 10.00
3 1t. 6in. wide, 35 ths., 11.70
4 1t. wide, 40 Ibs., 13.38
4 1t. 6 in. wide, 45 Ibs.,15.00

All 6 ft. 3 Inches long.
In two parts 5oc. extra.
Express charges pre-

puid to any place.
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$301,870,580.00

HESE figures represent the amount of de-
I posits in the banks and trust companies
in the Greater Pittsburgh district. This
means $450.00 per capita. The per capita in the
entire United States is but $27.00.
Just shows what a really great district Greater
Pittsburgh is.
No other district in the world can equal it.
Greater Pittsburgh ships more tonnage than
any other five ports in the world—her average is
86,636,680 tons a year. .
Pittsburgh’s production of coal is 36,137,346
bushels a year—equaling that of the entire Em-
pire of Great Britain —her petroleum production
represents half of what is produced in the entire
United States. She makes $15,000,000.00 worth
of the $17.000,000.00 worth of glass made in the
United States.

She is First in the Production of
Eighteen Commodities.

Wages average higher in the Greater Pitts-
burgh district than in any other part of the
country. The people have money to spend—
they live in fine houses—and enjoy the good
things of life.

Mistress of the Industrial Wdrld.

No other section on the globe equals Pitts-
burgh, and remember, she is just beginning to
expand.

Each month finds new factories locating here
—no, there are no free factory sites—when a
company wants to locate here they PAY for
the land, and gay a good price forit. -

Each month a new high water price is placed
on almost all desirable property—many of the
old families have made millions on realty invest-
ment right in the Greater Pittsburgh district.

You Can Make Money Too.

Right in the heart of the Greater Pittsburgh
district is Arlington—the prettiest home section.

The hub of a district that within a radius of
five miles pays out $130.000,000.008 year in wages.

The belt trolley line, which passes Arlington,
makes it but thirty-five minutesaway from Pitts-
burgh City Hall; five minutesride from McKees-
port—the third city of the Greater Pittsburgh
district—which has the largest Tube Mill in the
world; seven minutes from Wilmerding, the
home of the Westinghouse industries—the great-
est electric manufacturing plant on earth, where
every train on the main line of the P. R. R,,
ninety-four a day, stops.

Arlington is convenient to everywhere.

Arlington has water, gas and electric lights,

and new homes are springing up rapidly.
SECURES

$10 V'or
85 to $10 2o

PAYS FOR IT

There is no interest—no taxes—no mortgages
—no notes.

The lots are 30 to 6o feet wide—on 40 to 6o
foot wide streets.

The lots are priced at $200 to $1,000.

We allow railroad fare to lot buyes from all
points east of the Mississippi River. If you
can’t come now send us your remittance—select
your lot and come any time within six months,
and if you find that we have made any misrepre-
sentations we will allow you your railroad fare
and PAY YOU back your money with 6 per
cent. interest.

Arlington lots have advanced 15 per cent. in
the past eight months. We are so certain that
they will enhance rapidly in value that we guar-
antee that every unsold lot in 1906 will not be
sold for less than so per cent. above what we are
now asking.

The Lots Are Selling Quickly

Just a reminder, that if you want to become
a land owner in the wealthiest section under the
sun you should act at once.

Write to-day for booklet “*C" whick will tell
you all about Greater Pittsburgh and Arlington.

G. M. CYPHER & CO.,
Pittsburgh, Pa., or McKeesport, Pa.
REFERENCES:
Zreasury Trust Co., Pittsburgh, Pa.
First National Bank, McKeesport, Pa.

self. ‘lThose who had been his firmest supporters
were paying court to the new custodian of the plum
tree.

The governor was mine, and the legislature.
Mine to distribute—all of it, if I chose,—was the
Federal patronage, also, for Croffut was iny de-
pendent, though he did not realize it. Mine also
were the indcfinitely vast resources of the members
of my combine. No man could get office any-
where in my state—from governorship and judge-
ship down, as far as I cared to reach,—without
my consent, subject only to the check of public
sentiment, —easily defeated if it be not defied,
—1 was master of the making and execution of laws.
Why? Not because I was leader of the dominant
party; not because I was a senator of the United
States; butsolely because I controlled the sources of
the money that maintained the political machinery
of both parties. The hand that holds the purse
strings is the hand that rules,—if it knows how to
rule, —for it should never be overlooked that rule
is power plus ability.

I was not master because 1 had the plum tree.
I had the plum tree and all the other privileges
and prerogatives of power because I was master.

The legislature attended to such of the demands
of my combine and such of the demands of the
public as | thought it expedient to grant, and then
adjourned. Woodruffasked a three months' leave.
I did not hear from or of him until midsummer,
when he sent me a cablegram from London. He
was in a hospital there, out of money and out of
health. I cabled him a thousand dollars and
asked him to come home as soon as he could.
It was my first personal experience with that far
from uncommon American type, the periodic
drunkard. I had to cable him money three times
before he started.

When he came to me at Washington, in De-
cember, he looked just as before,—calm, robust,
cool, cynical, and dressed in the very extreme of
the extreme fashion. Ireceived him as if nothing
had happened. It was not until the current of
mutual liking was again flowing freely between us
that I said: ‘‘Doc., may I impose on your friend-
ship to the extent of an intrusion into your private
affairs ?"’

He started, and gave me a quick look, his color
mounting. ‘‘Yes,’ he said, after a moment's hesi-
tation.

«“When I heard from you,"’ I wenton, **I made

some inquiries. 1 owe you no apology for doing
it You had given me a shock,—one of the sever-
est I ever had in my life. But they told me that
you never let—that—that peculiarity of yours inter-
fere with business."’ .

His head was hanging. ‘‘I always go away,"’
he said. ¢*Nobody that knows me ever sees me
when—at such a time."’

I laid my hand on his arm.
you do—that sort of thing ?"’

The scar came up into his face to put agony
into the reckless despair that looked from his eyes,
and for an instant I stood on the threshold of /s
Chamber of Remorse and Vain Regret,—and well
I knew where I was. *Why not?'' he asked,
bitterly. ¢ There 's always a—sort of horror—in-
side me, and it grows until I can't bear it
and then—I drown it,—why shouldn't I? Who
cares for me? No man, no,—no one.’’

«That 's very stupid for a man of your brains,"’

*Doc., why do

said I. ¢ There 's nothing—nothing in the world,
—except death,—that can not be corrected or miti-
gated.”’

““But ske's dead,”” he blurted out. [

wished he had n't, for I feared the day might come
when he would hate me for knowing so much of
his secret.

¢««Still, —play the game, Doc., play the game!"’
I said. ¢ Play it with me for five years. Play it
for all there is in it Then—go back, if you
want to."’

He thought a long time, and I did not try to
hurry him. At length he said, in his old offhand
manner: ‘“Well, I "1l go you, senator; I "1l not
touch a drop.”’

He-did n't. Whenever I thought [ saw restless-
ness, evidence thatthe savage internal battle against
the weakness was on again, I gave him something
important and absorbing to do,—this, until I knew
the temptation had lost its power for the time.

This is the proper place to put it on the record
that he was the most scrupulously honest man I
have ever known. He dealt with the shadiest and
least scrupulous of men, those who train their
consciences to be the eager servants of their appe-
tites; he handled hundreds of thousands of dollars,
—millions, firstand last,—all of it money for which
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he could never have been forced to account. He
has had atone time as much as half a million dol-
lars in checks payable to bearer. I am not confid-
ing by nature or by training, but I am confident
that he kept not a penny for himself beyond his
salary and his fixed commission. I put his salary,
at the outset, at ten thousand a year; afterwards,
at fifteen; finally, at twenty. His commissions,
perhaps, doubled it.

Let me add a word as to our simple financial
arrangements. My assessments upon the various
members of my combine were sent, for several years,
to me, afterwards to Woodruff directly, in checks
for one thousand, five thousand, and ten thousand
dollars, sometimes by mail, and at others by
express or special messengers. These checks were
always payable to bearer; and I made, through
Woodruff,—for 1 kept to the far background in
all my combine's affairs,—an arrangement with
several large banks in different parts of the state,
including one at the capital, that these checks
were to be cashed without question, no matter who
presented them, provided there was a certain
flourish under the line where the amount was writ-
teninfigures. Sometimes these checks were signed
by the corporation, and sometimes they were the
personal checks of the president or some other high
official. Often the signature was that of a person
wholly disconnected, so far as the public knew.
Once, 1 remember, Roebuck sent me a thousand-
dollar check signed by a distinguished Chicago
lawyer who was just then counsel to his opponent
in a case involving millions,—a case which Roe-
buck afterwards won!

From the very beginning of my control I kept my
promise to reduce the cost of the political business
tomyclients. When I got the machine thoroughly
in hand, I saw I could make it cost them less than
a third of what they had been paying, on the aver-
age, for ten years. 1 cut off, almost at a stroke,
a horde of lobbyists, lawyers, threateners without
influence, and hangers-on of various kinds. 1 re-
duced the payments for legislation to a system,
instead of the shameful, demoralizing, and expen-
sive auctioneering that had been going on for years.
In fact, so cheaply did I run the machine that I saw
it would be most imprudent to let my clients have
the full benefit. Cheapness would have made them
uncontrollably greedy and exacting, and would
have given them a wholly false idea of my value
as soon as it had slipped their short memories how
dearly they used to pay. So I continued to make
heavy assessments, and put by the surplus in a
reserve fund for emergencies. I thought, for ex-
ample, that I might some day have trouble with
one or more members of my combine ; my reserve
would supply me with the munitions for forcing
insurgents to return to their agreement.

‘This fund was in no sense part of my private
fortune. That has been the result of the oppor-
tunities which came through my intimacy with
Roebuck and such others of the members of my
combine as were personally agreeable,—or, per-
haps it would be more accurate to say, not dis-
agreeable, for, in the circumstances, 1 naturally
saw a side of those men which a friend must never
see in a friend. I could not help having toward
most of these distinguished clients of mine much
the feeling a lawyer has for a guilty criminal he
is defending.

* * * * * * *

Except the time given to the children,—there
were presently three,—my life, in all its thoughts
and associations, was politics : at Washington,
from December until congress adjourned, chiefly
national politics, —the long and elaborate arrange-
ments preliminary to the campaign for the con-
quest of the national field ; at home, chiefly
state politics,—strengthening my hold upon the
combine, strengthening my hold upon the two
political machines. As the days and the weeks,
the months and the years, rushed by,—as the
interval between breakfast and bedtime, between
Sunday and Sunday, between election day and
election day again, grew shorter and shorter,—I
played the game more and more furiously. What
I won, when once it was mine, seemed worthless
in itself, and worth while only if I could gain_the
next point ; and, when that was gained, the same
story was repeated. Whenever I paused to reflect,
it was to throttle reflection half born, and to hasten
on again.

«“A silly business, this thing of living, is n't
it?’’' said Woodruff to me.

“*Yes,—but—"" replied I. ¢* You remember the
hare and the hatter in ‘Alice in Wonderland.’
‘Why ?* said the hare. ¢Why not?’ said the hat-
ter. A sensible man does not interrogate life ; he
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lives it. He plays his best with the cards he has.”

“H'm!" commented Woodruff.

We went back to the game,—shuffling, deal-
ing, staking. But more and more frequently there
came hours when, against my will, I would pause,
drop my cards, watch the others, and wonder at
them, and at myself, the maddest of these mad-
men,-—and the saddest, because I had some
moments in which 1 was conscious of my own
derangement.

It was in my second term as senator, toward the
middle of it, that I was speaking, one afternoon,
in defense of a measure for the big contributors
the party was forcing through the senate in face of
fire from the whole country. Personally I did not
approve the measure,—it was a frontal attack up-
on public opinion, and frontal attacks are as un-
wise and as unnece:sary in politics as they are
'n war. DBut the party leaders in the nation in-
sisted, and, as the move would weaken their hold
upon the party and so improve my own chances,
 was not deeply aggrieved that my advice had been
cejected. Toward the end of my speech, aroused
by applause from the visitors’ gallery, 1 forgot my-
self and began to look up there as I talked, instead
of addressing myself to my fellow senators. The
eyes of a speaker always wander over his audience
tn search of eyes that respond. My glance wan-
dered—unconsciously, —until itfound an answering
glance that fixed it. This answering glance was
not responsive, or even approving. It was the
reverse,—and, in spite of me, it held me. Atfirst
«t was just a pair of eyes, in the shadow of the
brim of a woman's hat, the rest of the face, therest
of the woman, hid by those in front and on either
side. There was a movement among them, and
che whole face appeared,—and [ stopped short in
my speech. 1 saw only the face, really only the
mouth and the eyes,—the lips and the eyes of
Elizabeth Crosby,—an expression of pain—and of
pity. I drank from the glass of water on my desk,
and went on. When I ventured to look up there
again, the face was gone. Had I seen or imag-
ined? Was it she or was it only memory sud-
denly awakening and silhouetting her upon that
background of humanity? I tried to convince
myself that I had only imagined, but I £nezw that
1 had seen.

Within me—and, | suppose, within everyone
else,—there is a dual personality : not a good and
a bad, as is so often shallowly said ; but one that
does, and another that watches. The one that
does seems to me to be myself; the one that
watches, he who stands, like an idler at the rail
of a bridge, carelessly, even indifferently observ-
ing the tide of my thought and action that flows
beneath,—who is he? I do not know. ButI dq
know that I have no control over him,—over his
cynical smile, or his lip curling in good-natured
contempt of me, or his shiug at self-excuse, or his
moods when he stares down at the fretting stream
with a look of weariness so profound that it is
tragic. It was he who was more interested in the
thoughts—the passion, the protest, the defiance,
and the dread,—which the sight of that face set to
boiling within me. Sometimes he smiled cynically
at the turmoil, and at others he watched it with
what seemed to me a bitterness of disgust and dis-
appointment and regret of which I should not have
believed him capable.

It was before this turmoil had subsided that
Carlotta suddenly appeared at Washington. She
had never stayed long there after the first winter ;
she preferred, for the children, and perhaps for
herself, the quiet and greater simplicity of Fre-
donia. But—*¢I got to thinking about it,’’ said
she, ‘‘and it seemed to me a bad idea for a man
to be separated so long from his wife and chil-
dren,—and home influences.”’

«That idea is not without merit,”’ replied I,
judicially.

- * * * * * *

It was through Carlotta that i came to know
Burbank well enough to see his possibilities.

He was in the house, representing the eastern-
most district of our state. { had disliked him
when we were boys in the state assembly together,
and, when I met him again in Washington, he
seemed to me to have all his faults of fifteen years
before, aggravated by persistence in them. Finally,
I needed his place in congress for a useful lieuten-
ant of Woodruff's, and ordered him beaten for the
renomination. He made a bitter fight against
decapitation, and, as he was popular with the
people ot his district, we had some difficulty in
defeating him. But when he was beaten, he was,
of course, helpless and hopelessly discredited, —
the people soon forget a fallen politician. He

¢rtook off his coat’’ and worked hard and well
for the election of the man who had euchred
him out of the nomination. When he returned
to Washington to finish his term, he began a
double, desperate assault upon my friendship.
The direct assault was unsuccessful,—I under-
stood it, and | was in no need of lieutenants,—
more than I could easily take care of were already
striving to serve me. His indirect attack—through
his wife and Carlotta, —fared better.

The first of it I distinctly recall was after a
children's party at our house. Carlotta singled
out Mrs. Burbank for enthusiastic commendation.
““The other women .sent nurses with their chil-
dren,’’ said she, ‘*but Mrs. Burbank came herself.
She was so sweet in apologizing for coming. She
said she had n't any nurse, and that she was so
timid about her children that she never could
bring herself to trust them to nurses. And, really,
Harvey, you don't know how nice she was all the
afternoon. Sheé’s the kind of mother I approve of,
the kind I try to be. Don’'t you admire her?’’

““1 don't know her,”’ said I; ¢ the only time
I met her she struck me as being—well, rather
silent.”’

«That's it,'"" she exclaimed, triumphantly,’
‘“she doesn't care a rap for men. She's ab-
sorbed in her children and her husband.’”” Then,
after a pause, she added : ‘* Well, she’s welcome
to him. I can't see what she finds to care for."

““Why?"' said L

¢ Oh, he’s distinguished-looking, and polite,—
offensively polite to women,—he does n't under-
stand them atall. He has a very nice smile. But
—he’s so stilted and tiresome,—always serious,—
and such a pose! It's what I call the presidential
pose. No doubt he'll be president some day."’

*“Why?"" said I. It is always amusing to watch
awoman fumble about forreasons for her intuitions.

Carlotta did uncommonly well. < Oh, I don't
know. He's the sort of high-average American
that the people go crazy about. He—he,—/ooks
like a president,—that sort of—solemn—no sense
of humor,—Sunday look,—you know what | mean.
Anyhow, he's going to be president.”’

I thought not. A few days later,—while what
Carlotta had said was fresh in my mind,—he over-
took me walking to the capitol. As we went on
together, I was smiling to myself. He certainly
did look and talk like a president. He was of the
average height, of the average build, and of a sort
of average facial mold ; he had hair that was a
compromise among the average shades of brown,
gray, and black, with a bald spot just where most
men have it.

His pose,—I saw that Carlotta was shrewdly
rightt He was acutely self-conscious, and was
acting his pose every instant. He had selected it
early in life ; he would wear it, even in his night-
shirt, until death. He said nothing brilliant, but
neither did he say anything that would not have
been generally regarded as sound and sensible.
His impressive manner of delivering his words
made one overvalue the freight they carried. But
I soon found—for I studied him with increasing
interest, thanks to my new point of view upon
him,—I soon found that he had one quality the
reverse of commonplace. He had magnetism.
Whenever a new candidate was proposed for
Mazarin's service, he used to ask, first of all,
‘“Has he luck?’* My first question has been,
‘“Has he magnetism?'’ and I think I am right.
Such of one's luck as is not the blundering
blindness of one’s opponents is usually the result
of his magnetism. However, it is about the
most dangerous of the free gifts of nature,—which
are all dangerous. Burbank's merit lay in his
discreet use of it. It compelled men to center
upon him ; he turned this to his advantage by
making them feel, not how /%e shone, but how
they shone. They went away liking him because
they had new reasons for being in love with them-
selves. :

I found only two serious weaknesses. The first
was that he lacked the moral courage boldly to do
either right or wrong. That explained why—in
spite of his talents for impressing people both
privately and from the platform,—he was at the
end of his political career. The second weakness
was that he was ashamed of his very obscure and
humble origin. He knew that his being *“ wholly
self-made’’ was a matchless political asset, and he
used it accordingly. But he looked on it some-
what as a beggar looks on the deformity he ex-
hibits to get alms.

Neither weakness made him less valuable to my
purpose,—the first one, if anything, increased his
value. I wanted an instrument that was capable,
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WING PIANO
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We make the WING PIANO and sell it ourselves.
It goes direct from our factory toyour home. We do
not employ any agents or salesmen. When you buy
the WING PIANO you pay the actual cost of con-
struction and eur small wholesale profit. This profit
is small, because we sell thousands of pianos yearly.
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but strong only when I used it and as I directed.

I wanted a man suitable for development first
into governor of my state, and then into a presi-
dent. I could not have got the presidency for
myself, but neither did I want it. My longings
were all for power,—the reality, not the shadow.
In a republic the man who has the real power must
be out of view. If he is within view, a million
hands stretch to drag him from the throne. He
must be out of view, putting forward his puppets
and changing them when the people grow bored or
angry with them. And the president,—in all im-
portant matters he must obey his party, which is,
after all, simply the ‘¢interests’’ that finance it;
in unimportant matters, his so-called power is
whittled down by the party's leaders and workers,
whose requirements may not be disregarded. He
shakes the plum tree ; but he does it under orders,
and others gather the fruit, and he gets little be-
sides the exercise and ‘¢the honor."’

I had no yearning for puppetship, however ex-
alted the title or sonorous the fame ; but to be the
power that selects the king-puppet of the political
puppet-hierarchy, —to be the power that selects
and rules him,—that was the logical development
of my career.

In Burbank I thought I had found a man worthy
to wear the puppet robes,—one who would glory in
them. He, like most of the other ambitious men
I have known, cared little who was behind the
throne, provided he himself was seated upon it,
the crown on his head and the crowds tossing the
hats that shelter their unthinking brains. Also,
in addition to magnetism and presence, he had
dexterity and distinction and as much docility as
can be expected in a man big enough to use for
important work. '

In September I gave him our party nomination
for governor, which, in our one-sided state, was
equivalent to his election. As [ had put him into
the governorship not so much for use there as for
use thereafter, it was necessary to protect him from
my combine, which had destroyed his two im-
mediate predecessors by over-use, —they had be-
come so unpopular that their political careers
ended with their terms. Protect him I must,
though the task would be neither easy nor pleas-
ant. Itinvolved a collision with my clients,—a
square test of strength between us. What was to
me far more repellent, it involved my personally
taking a hand in that part of my political work
which I had hitherto left to Woodruff and his
lieutenants. One does not in person chase and
catch and kill and dress and serve the chicken he
has for dinner; he orders chicken, and hears and
thinks no more about it until it is served.

Thus, all the vitally necessary but highly dis-
agreeable part of my political work was done by
others; Woodruff, admirably capable and most
careful to spare my feelings, received the de-
mands of my clients from their lawyers and trans-
mitted them to the party leaders in the legislature
with the instructions how the machinery was to
be used in making them into laws. As I was
financing the machines of both parties, his task
was not difficult, though delicate. But, now that
I began to look over Woodruff's legislative pro-
gramme in advance, I was annoyed at the rapacity
of my clients, rapacious though I knew them to
be. I had been thinking that the independent
newspapers—there were a few such, but of small
circulation and influence,—were malignant in
their attacks upon my friends. In fact, as I soon
saw, they had told only a small part of the truth.
They had not found out the worst things that
were done; nor had they grasped how little the
legislature and the governor were doing other than
the business of the big corporations, most of it
of doubtful public benefit, to speak temperately.

However, the time had come for me to assert
myself. 1 made no radical changes in that first
programme of Burbank's term. I contented my-
self with cutting off the worst items, those it would
have ruined Burbank to indorse. My clients
were soon mbling, but Woodruff handled them
well, placating them with excuses that soothed
their annoyance to discontented silence. So ably
did he manage it that not until Burbank's third
year did they begin to come directly to me and
complain of the way they were being ‘¢thrown
down'’ at the capitol.

Roebuck, knowing me most intimately and feel-

ing that he was my author and protector, was the
most insistent. ‘< We got almost nothing at the
last session,”’ he protested, ¢ and this winter—
Woodruff tells me we may not get the only thing
we're asking.”’

I was ready for him, as I was for each of the

SUCCESS

ten. I took out the list of measures passed or
killed at the last session in the interest of the
Power Trust. It contained seventy-eight items.
I handed it to him.

‘“Yes,—a few things,”’ he admitted, ‘¢ but all
trifles!’’

““You have already had thirteen matters at-
tended to this winter,”’ I said. ¢ The one that
can’t be done,—really, Mr. Roebuck, the whole
state knows that the trustees of the Waukeegan
Christian University are your dummies. It would
be insanity for the party to turn over a hundred
thousand acres of valuable public land gratis to
them, so that they can presently sell it to you for
a song."’

He reddened. ¢ Newspaper scandal!’’ he
blustered, but changed the subject as soon as
he thought he had convinced me that his mo-
tives were as pure as he professed—and doubtless
believed. :

I saw that Burbank's last winter was to be cru-
cial. My clients were clamorous, and were hinting
at all sorts of dire doings if they were not treated
better. Roebuck was questioning—in the most
malignantly friendly manner,— ¢« whether, after
all, Harvey, the combine isn’'t a mistake, and
the old way wasn't the best’’ On the other
hand Burbank was becoming restless. He had
so cleverly taken advantage of the chances to do
popular things, which I had either made for him
or pointed out to him, that he had become some-
thing of a national figure. When he got eighty-
one votes for the presidential nomination in our
party’s national convention, his brain was dizzied.
Now he was in a tremor lest my clients should
demand of him things that would diminish or de-
stroy this sapling popularity which, in his dreams,
he already saw grown into a mighty tree obscuring
the national heavens.

I gave many and many an hour to anxious thought
and careful planning, that summer and fall. It
wasn’t until a few days before Doc. Woodruff ap-
peared at Fredonia with the winter's legislative
programme that I saw my way straight to what |
hoped was broad day. The programme he brought
was so outrageous that it was funny. There was
nothing in it for the Ramsay interests, but each
of the other ten had apparently exhausted the in-
genuity of its lawyers in concocting demands that
would have wrecked forever the party granting
them.

“Our friends are modest,"’ said I.

““They're gone clean crazy,'’ replied Wood-
ruff,—¢<and if you could have heard them talk!
It's impossible to make them see that anybody
has any rights but themselves."’

«“Well, let me have the details,”’ said I.
¢« Explain every item on this list,—tell me just
what it means, and just how the lawyers propose
to disguise it so that the people won't catch on.’’

When he finished, I divided the demands into
three classes,—the impossible, the possible, and
the practicable.  ¢* Strike out all the impossible,’’
[ directed. ¢‘Cut down the possible to the ten
that are least outrageous. Those ten and the
practicable must be passed.'’

He read off the ten which were beyond the
limits of prudence, but not mob and hanging
matters. ‘‘We can pass them, of course,’’ was
his comment. ¢“We could pass a law ordering the
statehouse burned, but—"

¢ Precisely,’”” said I. ‘I think the conse-
quences will be interesting.’’ 1 crossmarked the
five worst of the ten possibilities. ¢¢Save those
until the last weeks of the session.’’

Early in the session Woodruff began to push
the five least bad of the bad measures on to the
calendar of the legislature, one by one. When
the third was introduced, Burbank took the
«Limited '’ for Washington. He arrived in time
to join my wife and my little daughter Frances and
me at breakfast. He was so white and sunken-eyed
and his hands were so unsteady that Frances tried
in vain to take her solemn, wondering, pitying gaze
from his face. As soon as my study door closed
behind us, he burst out, striding up and down.

“Idon’'t know what to think, Sayler,”" he
cried, 1 don't &now what to think! The de-
mands of these corporations have been growing,
growing, growing! And now,—you have seen
the calendar?’’

“*Yes,”" said I. ‘*Some of the bills are pretty
stiff, aren’t they ? But the boys tell me they're
for our best friends, and that they're all neces-
sary."

““No doubt, no doubt,”’ he replied, ¢‘but it
will be impossible to reconcile the people.'
Suddenly he turned on me, his eyes full of fear
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and suspicion. ‘* Have yox laid a plot to ruin
me, Sayler? It certainly looks that way. Have
you a secret ambition for the presidency ?"’

““Don"'t talk rubbish, James,”’ I interrupted.
Those few meaningless votes in the national con-
vention had addled his common sense. ¢ Sit
down,—calm yourself, —tell me all about it."

He seated himself and ran his fingers up and
down his temples and through his wet hair that
was being so rapidly thinned and whitened by the
struggles and anxieties of his ambition. My
God!"' hecried out, **how I am punished! When
1 started in my public career, I looked forward
and saw just this time,—when I should be the

“helpless tool in the hands of the power I sold my-
self to. +Governor!’'’ He almost shouted the
word, rising and pacing the floor again,— ‘¢ Gov-
ernor!’ '’ —and he laughed in wild derision.

I watched him, fascinated. I, too, at the out-
set of my career, had looked forward, and had
seen the same peril,—but I had avoided it
Wretched figure that he was,—what is more
wretched, more pitiable than a man groveling and
moaning in the mire of his own self-contempt ?
«“Governor,'’ I said to myself, as I saw awful
thoughts flitting like demons of despair across his
face, and I shuddered, and pitied, and rejoiced,—
shuddered at the narrowness of my own escape,
pitied the man who seemed myself as I might
have been, and rejoiced that I had had my mother
with me and in me to impel me into another
course.

«“Come, come, Burbank,'’ said I, ‘*you're not
yourself; you’ve lost sleep—""

«“Sleep!'’ he interrupted, ‘I have not closed
my eyes since I read those accursed bills.”’

¢ Tell me what you want done,”’ was my sug-
gestion. **I'll help in any way I can,—any way
that's practicable.’

«“Oh, I understand your position, Sayler,”’ he
answered, when he had gained control of himself
again, ‘‘but I see plainly that the time has come
when the power that rules me—that rules us
both, —has decided to use me to my own destruc-
tion. If I refuse to do these things, it will des-
troy me,—and a hundred are eager to come
forward and take my place. If I do these things,
—the people will destroy me,—and neither is
that of the smallest importance to our master."’

His phrases—‘the power that rules us both"’
and ¢‘our master,”'—jarred on me. So far as he
knew, —indeed, so far as ‘‘our master’’ knew,—
were not he and I in the same class? But that
was no time for personal vanity. All I said was:
¢ The bills must go through. This is one of those
crises that test a man’s loyalty to the party."’

“For the good of the party!’’ he muttered,
with a bitter sneer. ¢ Crime upon crime—yes,
crime, I say,—that the party may keep the favor
of the powers! And to what end?—to what good?
Why, that the party may continue in control and
so may be of further use to its rulers.”” He rested
his elbows on the table and held his face between
his hands,—he looked terribly old, and weary be-
yond the power ever to be rested again. 1
stand with the party,—what am I without it?"’
he went on, in a dull voice. ‘*The people may
forget, but, if I offend the master,—he never for-
gives or forgets. I'll sign the bills, Sayler,—zf
they come to me as party measures.’’

Burbank had responded to the test. He could
be trusted,—he would never have the moral
courage to revolt. I felt that I might safely re-
lieve his mind,—so far as I could do so without
revealing my plans.

I had not spent five minutes in explanation
before he was up, his face radiant, and both hands
stretched out to me.

That was, indeed, a wild winter at the state
capital,—a ¢ carnival of corruption,’’ the news-
papers of other states called it. One of the first
of the ‘*black bills’’ to go through was a dis-
guised street railway grab, out of which Senator
Croffut got a handsome ‘‘counsel fee’’ of fifty
thousand dollars. But, as the rout went on, ever
more audaciously and recklessly, he became un-
easy. In mid-February he was urging me to go
West and try to do something to ¢ curb those
infernal grabbers.”” I refused to interfere. He
went himself, and Woodruff reported to me that
he was running round the statehouse and the
hotels like a crazy man,—for, when he got into
the thick of it, he realized that it was much worse
than it seemed from Washington. In a few days
he was back and at me again.

*It’s very strange,’’ said he, suspiciously.
‘“The boys say they 're getting nothing out of it.
They declare they 're simply obeying orders.”’
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GENTLEMEN'S CLOTHES TO-MEASURE
BY NEW YORK'S SWELL TAILORS,

B. STERN & SON, 632634-636-633 BROADWAY.

We've been making clothes to-measure for nearly
fifty years. We've pleased generations of the best
dressed men of New York and hundreds of other
cities,

We are making clothes to-day for hundreds of men
of social, political, commercial and professional prom-
inence in all parts of the United States,

We do business in a large way, purchasing and
producing on a scale beyond the power of any other
exclusive custom tailors in this country.

Therefore, we are able to make clothes to-measure
for prices that are scarcely any higher than your
clothier charged for so-called “Fine” Ready-mades.

Try us - through any of our agencies. Write and
we'll send Illustrated Review of Correct Fashions, free;
also name of agency in your city.

Address Department No. 3.

N EXCLUSIVE CUSTOM TAILORS,
4

632-634-636-638 BROADWAY, NEW YORK.
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Are you satisfied to allow your money to
lie in a Savings Bank, and earn but 3%, when
you could double the interest by investing in
a thriving manufacturing business enterprise-?

Beceme an Invester en Easy Payments.

Banks are middlemen: they invest your deposits at a good rate, give you part of
what your money earns, and keep the rest as their profit. You get usually 3 per cent.

Capitalists invest their money direct in profitable business, and make, sometimes, -

as high as 12 per cent. on their investment.

The small depositor who uses the bank suffers, simply becanase his savings are too
small to use in buying stock for investment. )

We offer a plan by which the man who has but $10 a month to invest may use
it to buy stock in a manufacturing business paying 7 per cent.

We recently placed on sale 2,500 shares of the 7 per cent. Preferred Stock of The
Pennsylvania Soap Company at par value $100 a share. We are reserving 1,500 of these
shares to be sold at $10 down and $10 a month for nine months per share. Upon the
comgletion of the payments the stock becomes dividend-bearing, sharing pro-rata in
the Company's regularly declared dividends. With each share of the preferred stock
sold, we will give as a bonus one share of the common stock, par value $2s.

This offer means that the small investor can become a stockholder in a highly suc-
cessful and profitable industrial enterprise, on the same footing as the larger investor.

If you deposit money in bank at two, three, or even four per cent., or if you are
investing in ‘‘ trust fund ” securities, while this seven per cent. opportunity is in sight,
you do yourself aninjustice, even without considering the certainty of advance in price
on The Pennsylvania Soap Company's stock. Accumulations on $100 at seven per cent.
in twenty years would be $387, as against $180 at three per cent. But in the bank at
three per cent. the value of the principal would remain stationary.

FACTS ABOUT THIS BUSINESS.

The business of The Pennsylvania Soap Company is the manufacture of soaps.
MILLER’S Soap (made with Naphtha) MiLLER's POWERINE and DRr. Raus’s CUTANEOUS
SOAP, are our leading staples. We manufacture hundreds of other brands of soaps and
many perfumes to meet the demands of the retail drug and grocery trade, as well as
many special brands for large department and chain stores, for hotels, railroads, etc.

We have two large factories at most advantageous points of distribution ; one at
-Lancaster, Pa., one at Buffalo, N. Y

The seven per cent. on our preferred stock is a conservative guarantee of a com-
pany that has never failed in anything, and is backed by a business of over fifty years’
standing. This seven per cent. is based on the earnings of the company during past
years.

We do not need or want more capital to prosecute our business on its present
scale. What we do want this money for is to provide for the growth of our business.
We have paid seven dper cent. on our present amount of stock with our present facili-
ties. With increased facilities we can even more readily pay seven per cent. on the
increased amount of stock, because we can increase our production in more than direct
ratio to the increase in stock.

$3.00 Worth bf Our Goods Free.

N We will send free to every subscriber, upon receipt of first payment, $3 worth
| N\ of our goods for every share subscribed. As the monthly payments do not become
l N dividgend bearing’ until full subscription is paid in, we make this free offer of

. Miller’'s Soap, Miller's Powerine and Dr. Raub’s Soap to more than equalize

il \_ to you the apparent loss of interest on the installment payments. In dollars
J. 6. Miller, and cents iteis really double the amount of interest your money would
Treasurer. < earnin a year in a savings bank. Furthermore, this offer will give

every investor an opportunity to become thoroughly acquainted
The Posn“”(?nl. \\ wi}:;h the merits ot'pour goods.
03p Lompany, N

Lancaster, Pa.

REFERENCES
As to th standi f this . we refer you to Dun.
S et cust. C ncaster, Pa. and The

Bradstreet, The La L. rust C o
Union Trust Company, Lancaster, Pa., (ﬁelmtnrg of this stock.)
For full details about this invest t, our
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The Tale of an Ugly Dog
HELEN KENNEY

‘ No. HE 'S not much to look at, but there is n't money

enough in Uncle Sam'’s treasury to buy him, for 1
know that while that ‘ mongrel cur,’ as you call him,
lives, I have my best friend with me."’

So spoke Harry Culver, whom I had just overtaken on
Fifth Avenue. We had been college chums twenty years
before, but since those days had not met, as he had be-
come established in law in New York, while 1 had gone to
California to practice medicine. We had, however, kept
up a desultory correspondence, and .now, as [ left my
hotel, almost the first person I saw was my old friend
walking side by side with the most disreputable-looking
cur to be met in a day’s travel.

‘“Well, Hal,”" I replied, ‘‘that's a lot of money, and [
doubt if the beast has yet seen light that I would n't part
with for a very small fraction of it. As you admit that
he's ‘not much to look at,’ what makes him so valuable
in your eyes?'’

**It's rather a long tale,”” Culver said, ‘‘so come up to
my den if you wish to hear it.”’

[ gladly consented. In the course of a few moments we
were comfortably seated.

‘ Now for the story,”” I suggested.

*“"T was about ten years after we left college,”” Hal be-
gan. ‘‘I had been working very hard here in town'and
along in October I decided to go into the Maine woods
and have a try at some big game. [ spent a week in the
Moosehead country and was pretty successful. One day
I started out with only the dog, not meaning to go far, and
leaving the guide to pack up the spoils, as we were to
break camp the next day. I tramped on and on, talking
now and then to the dog, who kept close beside me when
presently [ discovered deer tracks. Of course my hunts-
man's blood was up in an instant, and - on [ went, not
realizing how far I was getting from camp, when I sud-
denly became aware that the sun, which had been shining
but feebly when I started, had entirely disappeared. In
fact, just at that moment a few big snowflakes came drift-
ing lazily down. I stopped and tried to get my bearings.
Unfortunately I had left my compass begind and had no
idea in which direction lay the camp. In a very few
minutes the snow was coming down more rapidly and a
strong wind was blowing. I decided that, in accordance
with the old maxim, the 'longest way 'round’ would be
the ‘shortest way home,” and began to retrace my steps.
I realized then that I must be at least five miles from
cam%hand I confess that the thought was not pleasant!

** The dog was acting queerly,—snuffing the air, running
ahead at top speed, stopping, growling, and returning to
me, then whining and again starting to run. [ thought
that the weather was worrying him, and so talked to him
as I tramped on. The snow was falling fast, and I realized
with growing anxiety that ere long the deer tracks we were
following would be entirely obliterated. At that moment
I heard, as I presumed, a dog howl, the sound coming
from a direction opposite to that in which I was going.
I stopped, wondering whether there was another hunter in
distress, orif [ wasneara camp. The dog was now frantic.
In a moment there was another howl,—then two,—three,
—a half dozen,—and the horrible truth came upon me
with a rush. We were being chased by wolves ! .

*‘I had only a few cartridges with me, was heaven only
knew how many miles from camp, and a blinding snow-
storm was raging. 1 was pretty sure that that would be
my last day on earth, but I determined to die fighting;
so, calling to the dog in as encouraging a voice as | could
command, we started on at our best, the dog_in the lead
and I willing to be led.

**The howling of the pack drew nearer and nearer. I
thought that, if they should get near enough for me to
shoot one, I could gain a little headway while the ravenous
beasts halted to devour their fallen comrade. On and on
they came, and, when they were so close that I could hear
the rustling made by gaunt bodies slipping through the
underbrush, I turned, and in sheer desperation fired at
random. That my shot was effective, I learned tfrom the
yell of the wounded. I was just congratulating myself
and starting to make the most of my respite, when I
stumbled over the root of a tree, and was flung to the
ground with such violence that I lost consciousness.

‘* When I recovered my senses, I was back in camp
with the Indian guide bending over me, while this ‘mon-
grel cur’ lay on the ground beside me in the saddest con-
dition imaginable. is sides were literally torn open, one
ear was gone, and the other was in strips, while an ugl

ouge over one eye completed the story of his combat wi
the wolves.

‘* As nearly as I could make out from the guide, who
spoke little English, he had noticed the storm coming up
and had staneg out to overtake me. The snow had begun
to fall soon after he started, and, driven by the wind, had
so obliterated our tracks that he was unable to trace us and
had been calling and firing his rifle in the hope of attract-
ing m{ attention, when at length he ran across the dog,
painfully dragging himself along in this mutilated con-
dition. In a moment he understood and was about to
take the dog in his arms and return to camp, confident
that I had been killed and by that time devoured; but the
animal seemed so distressed when he turned back. and
tried so hard to ask him to go forward, that he decided to
do so and perhaps get a shot at my slayers. Shortly after-
wards he came upon me and managed to get me back to
camp, where, after a rest, I came out as good as new.

‘“There had been only three wolves in the pack, so far as
the guide could judge, and, after the remaining two had
devoured the one Fshot, they had attacked the dog.
After a fearful struggle, he had apparently succeeded in
wounding one, whereupon the other, true to its nature,
completed the dog's work and was still at its feast when
the guide arrived and dispatched him.

‘* After hearing how the dog had led the Indian to me
when the poor brute was himself more than half dead, I
did n't wait a minute 'till I had him as my own. Since
then he has never left me ; and now you understand why
I say Uncle Sam has 't enough gold to buy him,—has he,
my boy?"'—and he leaned down and stroked the faithful
beast’'s ugly head.
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The Wrath of the

Diamond Syndicate
H. S. COOPER
[Continued from page 76:)

—half fear, half menace,—and his face had the
look I had seen on Donner's,—he was pasty-white
and-great drops of perspiration were on his face!
What had brought him back I do not know,—I
never.shall know! Blind fate, I guess,—the fate
that had made me lie to Bob,—that was driving
us on to the bitter end! .

Donner handed him the stone without a word
and sat in his chair shrunken, old, and haggard,
as if a great fear were on him, and Rosenthal took
the glass and the chips and examined them long
and earnestly. Finally he turned to me, tried to
speak, choked, gasped, cleared his throat, and
said, in rough, husky tones:—

‘“Macy, I want to speak to Donner alone; go

outside a minute! Don't leave, though,—stand |

right outside, for I may want you any minute."’

I went out with my head in a whirl and stood
just outside the door. I heard Rosenthal's voice,
harsh and eager, ana I heard Donner’s deep voice
say, */ misdagen? You vergeits dings, Mr.
Rosendal!'’ Then the voices changed to a lower
key, and it sounded as if Donner was pleading for
something, for his gruff tones changed almost into
a falsetto as they sometimes did when he was
touched or hurt. Finally the door opened and
Rosenthal beckoned me in, and said, in a very
earnest tone:—

 Macy, what do you know about that stone ?—
if it is a secret that you can not tell, I do not want
to urge you about it; but, if you can tell all you
know about it, I wish that you would do so.’’

He seemed so agitated and his manner toward
me was so different from his usual masterful one
—so0 actually pleading in tone, —that I was taken
aback. All sorts of suspicions passed through
my mind,—fool that I was,—all but the right one,
—but I threw them off, for I knew Bob too well
to think that anything that even touched on wrong
would have a place with him, so I finally an-
swered :—

*That stone was given me yesterday, Mr.
Rosenthal, by a friend of mine that I had not seen
for years; he asked me to find out if it is a dia-
mond and if it will cut,—that is, to find out posi-
tively if it is a gemstone."’

““Then he was not certain as to its being a
diamond ?"’

““Yes, he seemed certain as to its being a dia-
mond, but not as to its being a gemstone.”’

At these words Donner gave vent to a noise
that was either a grunt or a groan, and Rosenthal
turned to him with a sharp gesture, as if to silence
him; then he turned to me, and said:—

* Has he any more of them ?"’

I thought over the question a bit before I an-
swered it. I could not see that it would do Bob
any harm to answer it truthfully, while to deny it
or refuse to answer it might make trouble, if the
truth should become known.

Just then my eye was caught by Donner, who
was shaking his head vigorously at me from be-
hind Rosenthal's back,—I was so flustered by
this strange proceeding that I mechanically an-
swered :—

‘. YOS.' ’ .

Donner groaned again,—and it was plainly a
groan this time, but Rosenthal did not notice
him, and went on:—

‘*Many of them ?"’

Donner's head began to shake vigorously again,
and he held up one finger,—but I was in for it,
and determined to tell the whole thing straight, no
matter what happened, so I answered :—

‘Yes, a great many."’

‘“ How many ?"’

““Over a peck,—several hundred, I should
say ! "

““Wh-a-t?"

As Rosenthal s d this his voice rose to a perfect
shriek, his face became a fiery purple, his eyes
glared at me as if he were going to strike me,—
his appearance was so diabolical that I stepped
hastily back and Donner’s huge bulk rose and
was placed between us, but Rosenthal pushed him
to one side, and, as soon as he could control his
voice, stammered out:—

* Did you—did you see them ?"’

I did.”

‘“You saw them and handled them,—you ex-
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amined them very carefully, every one of them?'’

“Yes.”

¢« They were all like this one ?*’

‘“Yes, all of the same character, only some
were smaller and some larger."’

Rosenthal waited a second or two, and then,
looking me straight in the eyes, as if to be certain
that I told the truth, he slowly asked:—

““Do you know where or how he got them ?’’

‘“No, I don’t, Mr. Rosenthal; but, wherever
he got them, he got them honestly,—he told me
they were honestly his, and, when he says so, I
would stake all I'm worth that it’s so."

I'd gotten somewhat over my scare and was
getting angry at Rosenthal’'s manner. There
might be something not straight about the gems,
but I knew that Bob was straight in it, and it
jarred on me to have Rosenthal going on as he had
been, so I continued:—

«« If you know these stones, Mr. Rosenthal, and
think they are stolen or ‘I. D. T.,’ just say so,
and I'll bring my friend to you mighty quick and
you can get their story straight from him. I
think that would be the best way out of it, any-
way, and I'll have him here in an hour,'’—and
I started toward the door. Rosenthal, however,
sprang forward and caught my arm, saying:—

““No, no, Macy, don’t go off that way! I
suppose I did act funny about those stones; but,
to tell you the truth, I was flustered over another
matter, and something this old Dutch fool here
said made me angry. Now, about this stone,—
Donner shall give it a thorough test, and, if it is
‘fine,’” he will start the best man he has on it and
in a week or two your friend shall know all about
it! And now, Macy, I want your promise on one
thing,—do n’t tell yourfriend a word of what has
occurred here,—do n’t give him any hint of it or
of what Donner has said about the stone,—
will you ?*’

I hesitated,—somehow the words did not
ring true; I had known Rosenthal a long time,
and his manner now was not genuine; he was
“‘talking for time,"’ and I could see it. I knew
as well as possible that his outburst before had
been genuine, and the cause was neither ‘¢another
matter’’ nor that ‘‘old Dutch fool'* who was sit-
ting there with a woe-begone expression that was
pathetic on his big honest face. I could see, also,
that Donner was trying to catch my eye, and that
Rosenthal knew it and had shifted his position so
that he could see us both and anything that was
done by us. Still, I could see no reason for not
giving the promise asked. That it was a trick to
‘“do'’ Bob out of the stone I did not believe, for
I knew Rosenthal as ¢*dead straight’’ in any deal
and Donner’s absolute honesty was a proverb. I
was completely at sea to know what to do, for to
tell Bob of the rumpus caused by his stone did
not seem to be promising of any good, nor did the
suppression of that part seem as if it would wrong
him in any way. All this passed through my
mind in an instant, and, while I hesitated, Rosen-
thal did not relax his tense attitude of watchful-
ness nor did Donner raise his head. I made up
my mind—and heaven only knows why [ did it,
—to give the promise asked, and so I said:—

««All right, Mr. Rosenthal, I won't say any-
thing to my friend except that I have left the stone
with a man who will give it a fair and honest test,
—1I have your word for that,—and that he will
know the truth about it in a few weeks."

«That’s right, Macy, that's all I want, and, as
for the stone, 1’1l give you my word that you and
your friend shall know the absolute truth about it
as soon as it is known. Another thing, Macy, is
your friend a talkative man,—is he liable to say
anything about these stones to any one besides
yourself ?'’

I saw Rosenthal's game then,—at least, I
thought I did; he suspected, or, rather, believed
the stones to be genuine, and he wanted the first
show at them. His anger had evidently been
directed against me under the impression that I
was trying to make a tremendous big deal in
rough stones on my own hook, perhaps making a
profit or commission out of a sale of them to him
or some rival of his in the business, a profit that
would be a fortune in itself. So, in my egregious
and egotistical folly, I smiled to myself at my
astuteness in discovering his motive, and an-
swered:—

‘“No fear of that, Mr. Rosenthal; I am his
closest friend, and we were college chums together.
I know he trusts me as he trusts no one else on
earth, and he would not tell me a thing about
them nor would he talk to me much of them. I

can pretty well guarantee that no one will hear a .
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In the “Good Old Times”

In 1838 envelopes were Absolutely unknown.

A century ago farmers reaped their grain with sickles,
one acre being a fair day's work.

Not until February of 1812 did the people of Kentucky
know that Madison was elected president in the previous
November.

In 1834 one of the leading railroads of the United States

. printed onits time-table: **The locomotive will leave the

Ju—

depot every day at ten o' clock, if the weather is fair."

"The first typewriter was received by the public with sus-
picion. It seemed subversive of existing conditions. A
reporter who took one into a courtroom first proved
its real worth.

In England, some cegturies ago, if an ordinary work-
man, without permission, moved from one parish to an-
other in scarch of work or better wages, he was branded
with a hot iron.

When Benjamin Franklin first thought of starting a news-
paper in Philadelphia many of his friends advised against
it, because there was a paper published in Boston. Some
of them doubted that the country would be able to support
two newspapers.

One hundred years ago, the fastest land travel in the
world was on the Great North Road, in England, after it
had been put into its best condition. There the York
mail coach tore along at the rate of ninety milesa day, and
many persons confidently predicted Divine vengeance on
such unscemly haste.

When Thomas Jefferson was clected president of the
United States, on February 17, 1801, after one of the
most exciting political campaigns in our history, the grati-
fying news did not reach the successful candidate for as
many days as it now takes hours to transmit the result of
a presidential election to the whole civilized world.

When, in 1809, Richard Trevithick uttered the following
words, there were many who considered him an insane,
dangerous person: ‘‘The present generation will use
canals, the next will prefer railroads with horses, but their
more enlightened successors will employ steam carriages
on railways as the perfection of the art of conveyance.

When Benjamin Franklin first took the coach from
Philadelphia toNew York, he spent fourdays onthejourney.
He tells us that, as the old driver jogged along, he spent his
time knitting stockings. Two stagecoaches and eight
horses sufficed for all the commerce that was carried on
between Boston and New York, and in winter the journey
occupied a week.

Napoleon, at the height of his power, could not com-
mand our every-day conveniences, such as steam heat,
running water, bath and sanitary plumbing, gas, electric
light, railroads, steamboats, the telegraph, the telephone,
the phonograph, daily newspapers, magazines, and a
thousand other blessings which are now part of the daily
necessities of even manual laborers.

When the first two tons of anthracite coal where brought
into Philadelphia, in 1803, the good people of that city, so
the records state, ‘ tried to burn the stuff ; but, at length,
disgusted, they broke itup and riade a walk of it."" Four-
teen years later, Colonel George Shoemaker sold eight or
ten wagonloads of it in the same city, but warrants were
soon issued for his arrest for taking money under false
pretenses.

In the days of our grandfathers, carpets were a luxury.
There were a few woolen carpets in Philadelphia and New
York, afew ingrains, and here and there an imported
Turkish rug. But these were used for state occasions.
A rag carpet was the glory of a thrifty housewife. A few
Axminster carpets were made in Philadelphia, but the
century was well begun before ingrains appeared. Until
1850 there was not a power loom for carpet making in
America.

When, in 1858, Matthew Vassar was considering the
founding of Vassar College, he asked the advice of William
Chambers, the great philanthropist and publisher, of
Edinburgh, who tried to dissuade him from his purpose.
He urged him rather to apply the money to the founding
ofaschool for the deaf and dumb, or for the feeble-minded,
assuring him that his design for the higher education of
women was absurd and chimerical to the last degree, and
could but end in ignominious failure.

When our first foreign minister arranged to go to Lon-
don he was requested by the captain of the sailing vessel
in New York harbor to go aboard immediately. astily
buying a sack of flour, three hams, and a bag of potatoes,
he hurried on board ship to arrange with some sailor to
cook his meals, not knowing but that they might sail at
any hour. Five weeks passed hefore the boat left the
harbor. After six weeks at sea the traveler at length be-
held the outlines of the coast of old England.

On October 26, 1783, Aaron Burr wrote to his wife,
from Albany, after a journey from New York: ‘‘The

headache with which [ left New York grew so extreme |

that, finding itimpossible to proceed in the stage, the view
of a vessel off Tarrytown, under full sail before the wind,
tempted me to go on board. We reached West Point
that night, and lay there at anchor near three days. After
a variety of changes from sloop to wagon, from wagon to
canoe, and from canoe to sloop again, I reached this place
last evening.”’

A common nail is an excellent illustration of the dif-
ference between old and new methods. Formerly the
metal was cut into strips and then forged into shape
with hammers, and an expert took about one and one
half minutes for each nail. To-day they are made of steel
and are lighter and stronger. Strips are cut with steam
shears and fed into automatic nail machines. One man
tends three machines, each machine dropping a nail every
second. He turns out a hundred-pound keg of nails in
less than two hours, a work that once would have taken
him twice as many weeks.
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Wanted, by SuccessMagazine
t4 on a Straight Salary Basis

8 young man or woman in every county to take charge of our

subscription business. A few traveling positions also open.
Positions permanent. References required. Apply to

SUCCESS MAGAZINE, Desk 63, University Building, New York
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" it. Creative principles cannot live in a negative, destructive

. it can never be wrought out.

Character-building
through Thought |

XI1l.—How Negative Creeds Paralyze

EGATIVES do not accomplish anything. There is no
life in them,—nothing hut deterioration, destruction,
and death. They are great enemies of the success candi-
date. He who is always talking down everything, and is
continually complaining of hard times, bad business, poor
health, and poverty, attracts to himself all the destructive
and negative influences about him, and neutralizes all of
his endeavor.
Constructive thought abandons one who is always think-
ing destructively, and using destructive language, for he
has nothing kindred with the positive, —nothing to attract

atmosphere,and nosignal achievementcan take placethere.
So, negative people are always on the down grade, and be-
come failures. ‘They lose the power of affirmation,and drift,
unable to get ahead.

Negatives will paralyze your ambitions, my young
fricnd, if you indulge inthem.” They will poison your life.
They will rob you of power. They will reduce your self-
confidence until you will be a victim of your situation
instead of a master of it. Power to do is largely a result
of self-faith, or self-confidence. No matter what you
undertake, you will not do it until you think you can.
You will not master it until you first feel the mastery and
do the deed inyour mind. It must first be thought out or
It must be a mind-accom-
plishment before it can be a material one.

‘There is no science in the world which will bring a thing
to you while your thought repels it, and while doubt and
suspicion linger in your mind. No one can pass his scli-
imposed bounds or limitations. He who would get up in
the world must learn to deny his belief in limitation. He
must throw all negative suggestions to the wind. He
must think success before he can achieve it. He must
affirm continually with decision and vigor that which he
wishes to accomplish or be.

Supposing that a boy, some morning, shouid say, **1
can’t getup; I can’t get up; what's the use of trying?"’
It is perfectly sure that he cotld not get out of bed until
he thought he could, and had confidence in his ability to
leave his bed.

Don't Become a Helpless Victim of “Can't”

No boy can expect to rise in the world when he is
all the time saying to himself: ‘I can’t do this thing; It
is uscless to try, for 1 know I can'tdoit. Other boys may
do it, but I know [ can't.”” ‘The boy who thinks he can’t
get his lessons, who decides that he can’t solve his prob-
lems, and who is sure that he can't go through college,
can not do any of these things. Very soon, he will become
the victim of chronic can't. Negation will have mastered
him. ‘I can't’" will have become the habit of his life.
All self-respect and self-confidence, and all consciousness
of ability will have been undermined and destroyed. His
achievement can not rise higher than his thoughts.

Contrast this with the boy who always says, ** I will."
No matter what obstacles confront him, he says, "I will
do the thing I have undertaken.” ‘It is the constant
affirmation of his determination to do the thing which in-
creases his confidence in himself and his power to do the
thing until he actually will do it.

It would be impossible for a lawyer to make a reputa-
tion in his profession while continually thinking about
medicine or engineering. . He must think about law, and
must study and become thoroughly imbued with its prin-
ciples. Itis unscientific to expect to attain excellence or
ability enough to gain distinction in any particular line
while holding the mind upon and continually contemplat-
in% something radically different.

s it not, therefore, more than foolish, even ridiculous,
to expect to develop a strong, vigorous mentality while
acknowledging or contemplating weakness or deficiency ?

So long as you contemplate any personal defect, —men-
tal, moral, or physical,—you will fall below your possible
attainment, and can not approach your ideal or standard.

So long as youallow negative, destructive, tearing-down
processes to exist in your mind, you can not create any-
thing, and will be a weakling.

Many Are Handicapped by Failure Thoughts

Most people go through life crippled and handicapped
by thinking weak thoughts, diseased thoughts, or fallure
thoughts. It would bejust as sensible for a girl to try to
develop the highest type of beauty of physique and char-
acter by holding in her mind the ugliest ideals and think-
ing of herself as hideous. If she wishes to be beautiful,she
must hold steadily the beauty ideal in her mind and try to
measure up to it; then not only the physical but also the
moral nature will respond to this effort to attain the
@sthetic ideal; but, if she goes through life thinking she is
hideous, and deformed, and lamenting the fact, beauty
will never respond.

‘What a misfortune to see bright young men or young wo-
men hampered and restrained in their careers because of
holding sickly ideals and confessing weaknesses and de-
fects! Banish these ghosts, these unrealities, these enemies
of your success and happiness forever from your mind.
Rise up out of the valley oip despair and despondency, out of
the miasma which has poisoned the air around vou, and
out of the foulness which has suffocated you all these years,
into the atmosphere of excellence, of power, and of beauty:
then you will begin to accomplish something in life, and
to be somebody.

If people could only realize the demoralizing influence
of holding sickly ideals or failure ideals in the mind until
the standards of excellence are all dragged down to the
level of mediocrity or commonness, they would never
again be content to dwell in the valley of failure, or live in
the basements of their lives.
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blade. You cannot cut yourself or fail

to give yourself a smooth, delightful shave.  Think of the

waits you save, the cleanly delight of home shaving—and

the economy of it. A Gillette lasts for years. When you

have used each of the edges until dull, return to us and we

will give you six new blades at no cost to you. Additional

blades at nominal cost.

Awarded Gold Medal as the finest and most
satisfactory razor at the St. Louls Fair.

The Gift to Please Him Most

You cannot place yourself more pleasantly or lastingly
in the thoughts of husband, brother, father or friend than
by ending his shaving troubles. Give him a Gillette Razor.
Triple plated silver, with blades, leather case, sent prepaid
85‘; will save five times its cost the first year. pochi
Gift Gillette, 20-year guaranteed heavy quadruple gold

late Gillette Razor, in elegant case, 815. Same, in fine -
orocco case, with name gilded on case and engraved on
razor handle, a magnificent present, $12.
Ask your dealer; if he doesn’t sell it, get him to co: d with
us. At any rate, write for our intem‘ﬁnc booklecm free.

THE GILLETTE SALES CO.
1633 Manhattan Building Chicado, Ill.
Sales Agents and Manuf, of Hard Specialtice.

leferences — Continental National Bank, Chicago; Chicago Ne
tional lIB'ank: l;m‘;':.and Bnr:lnmt’a. '

Ad-wmlnf Jonrnalism, Story-Writing. Penmanship,
Letter-Writing, Mechanical and Electrical Engineering.
Taught in your own home by malil. Make more money. Ask
proposition to-day. NATIONAL CORRESPOND
KXCE SCHOOLS, 41 Pena. St., lndianapolis, U. 8. A.
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The Demand for New Ideas

WALDO P. WARREN
[Advertising Manager, Marshall Field and Company]

THBRE are many refreshing tendencies in the business

theories of to-day. We hear too much of the wrong
tendencies, and not enough of the right ones. But there
are right ones, as well as wrong ones; and, as the right
ones are gaininiground rapidly, the wrong ones must be
giving way to them. There are many grand and noble
1deas which are finding their way into the working theo-
ries of business management, and from there are radiating
good to an ever-widening circle of men and things.

One of the most hopeful tendencies of the times is the
reform which is going on, because of the demand made by
large corporations that their employees shall abjure liquor,
tobacco, gambling, and bad company. Thisis a strong
force for good. A young man who ‘‘plays the races,”
contrary to his father's advice and his mother's prayers, is
frequently brought to his senses by the sudden realization
that he must quit it in order to hold his position. Every
time the point is mentioned, some other large house sees
the great value of it and adds the requirement to its book
of rules, and so the reform spreads. [t tends to hasten the
coming of atime when a man will have to_be strictly
moral in order to obtain and hold a position of trust.

Again, the recognition of public confidence as the great-
est asset of a business enterprise has led to a reform in
manufacturing, buying, selling, and advertising. A man-
ufacturer who values the confidence of his customers more
than ill-gotten gains is careful not to adulterate his goods.
‘The point he thus wins enables him to pass his competitor
who is slow to understand, and virtually forces the latter
to cease adulterating his wares or to go out of business.
Wholesale buyers value confidential relationship with an
honest manufacturer, and so meet him on a better basis
than formerly; and for a similar regard for their own
customers they demand of the manufacturer only such
wares as are trustworthy. Retailers stand in the same
relation to their customers, and select and offer for sale
only the kinds of merchandise which it will pay consumers
to buy. Advertisers soon learn that the simple truth
about their merchandise is the strongest advertisement,
because it begets that confidence in the mind of the public
upon which the success of their business depends.

Friction between Employecs Creates Uscless Expense

It is also becoming recognized by many business man-
agers that friction between employees, or lack of proper
cooperation between the different branches of a business,
are sources of great and useless expense. It is found that
this may be measurably overcome by dismissing those

of human nature which prove unable to do anything
but breed dissension. This is a forcible object lesson for
the remaining employees who have even a taint of quar-
relsomeness. Word passes around that, if you don’t stop
your fussing with your fellow workers, you will lose your
position. It becomes an unwritten law that a chronic fuss-
raiser must get out. This puts a premium on genuine
cooperation, and in time the idea permeates the entire
organization, and harmony results.

e idea that hoarding all the information about a part
of the work makes a man secure in his position is giving
way to the better idea that a man who can teach others to
do his work is a most desirable kind of worker. Such a
man can broaden his own sphere by becoming a director
of other men, thus accomplishing many times the work
which he himself could perform, and infusing into it the
knowledge he has accumulated. This inevitably broadens
the men under him to whom he passes on his knowledge.
They, in turn, having a good example above them, are
taught to push the details down the line. The plan thus
enriches every member of the organization, and inevitably
tends to develop the entire business.

It has been satisfactorily demonstrated that responsi-
“bility develops the latent powers of an employee, thus
making him more valuable to his employer. ‘The recog-
nition of this fact leads to many subdivisions of a business,
with a man in charge of each subdivision, who is held
responsible for its successful conduct. ‘This not only gives
a microscopic view of the various parts of the business,
promoting the perfection of details, but also develops in
the employee a larger capacitv, which enables him to
relieve those above him of their smaller responsibilities,
allowing them to progress on a still larger scale because
of the additional time and freedom at their command.

The Rewards for New Ideas Were acver before so Great

Perhaps never before have men been so willing to pay
for ideas. A railroad director receives a handsome salary
for his opinion on a measure. A corporation lawyer is
asked a question, which he instantly answers, and his bill
for a large sum is cheerfully paid. It took only a moment
in each case, but the value of an idea can not be measured
by the time it takes to express it. It has taken a long
time to convince moneyed men of this point, and some of
them have not been convinced. But those who are wise
enough to see it are availing themselves of great oppor-

tunities for the betterment of their business. ‘Theidea has

its extensions, reaching throughout an organization. The
man in charge of a division of a business is given credit
for what he knows as well as for what he does. He is
given credit for what he leaves undone,—what he sees it
were wise not to do. The tendency is to encourage real
thinking throughout the organization, where formerly only
blind work was expected, according to the plan then in use.

The recognition of the value of a new idea, in regard to
a business point, is leading employers to encourage criti-
cisms and suggestions from emplaoyvees in respect to the
details of the business, thus utilizing their microscopic
view rather than depending solelv on the bird s-eye view
which is taken by the manager. A friendly feeling results
from this attitude, and the employee takes a deeper inter-
est in his work, developing his own capacity and helping
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step with just a little rag-time. fully tuneful.
mﬂha—{ieautiful concert waltzes. rhythm.

Farewell Nellle Mine—March song. To-night —Ballad.

FOLIOS—Each 49c., postpaid.
The Majestic Song and Dance Folio.
The Pioneer Rag Time Folio No. 2. .
T'he Whitney-Warner Waltz and I'wo-step Folio No. 1.
The Star Dance Folio No. 4.

Beaver No. 5 now ready.
iano accompaniment.

R

THE TROUBADOUR—T he brightest and most beautiful piece of music ever written.
a furore unexampled in the record of musical successes. If not procurable of your dealer, send us 28c. tor “The Troubadour,”
or for any one in the following list. $1.00 for your choice of any six, postpaid. All are art editions.
Bubbles—A bright, sparkling marchtwo- | Siks and Satias—A novelette. Delight-
An absolutely new

By composer of Wedding of the | Popples—A Japanese romance serenade

Winds. two-step. By composer of Hiawatha.
POPULAR SONGS

Yankee Glri—\Vords set to the catchy | The Troubadour—Words added to the

popular march two-step. beautiful intermezzo two-step.

Come Dowa Mr. Man In the Moon—Comic. | Nobody Seems to Love Me Now—DBallad.

its of America.

7

Our beautifully illnstrated Catalogue No. 10, containing thematics of our latest music, WAILED FREK.

THE WHITNEY-WARNER PUBLISHING C0. “ui&:%uic n 5o Woria™

Its melodious strains are sure to excite

The Toreador—Charming waltzes. Full
of smoothly flowing rhythm.

The Gondolier—An exceptionally bright
intermezzo for which we paid $5,000.

Stella—Ballad. Delightful melody.
Bedella—The great novelty song.
Lenore, My Own Lesore—Ballad.
MANDOLIN COLLECTIONS—Each book 2sc., postpaid.
The New Whitney-\Varner Mandolin Collection No. 2 and
1st and 2d mandolin, guitar and
These books contain the popular

135 Whitney-Warner Bullding,
DETROIT, MICH.
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‘“HOBO” OR TRAMP WIE, 50 Cts.
Whiskers, 26c. Wax Nose, 15¢. Joining Paste, for blending
lineacross torehead. 25¢. (irense Paint to represent sun-
26c. Liner to blacken eye 10¢. Entire outfit $1.40.
Send 2-cent stamp for catalogue and *“*Art of Making Up."”
E. TRADEMORE COMPANY. Toledo, Ohlo.

'Y u‘l Complete course. Admission to

RBar guaranteed. ILeads to degree.

Full eredit given by our own and other leading

regident law colleges. Our &pecial {g_gropolmon
te for it

i8 the best ever made. Wri

ay.
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NATIONAL ¢

ALE_JR. %
41 Penn. St., Indianapolls, U. 8. A.




Set of Books

Free

If You Answer this Announcement

TO WRITE
ADVERTISEMENTS

We will give Free to every “Success” reader, a set of
books on advertising, worth $15.00, who writes to us dur-
ing December and subsequently becomes a student.

If you are anxious to increase your earning power, we
will teach you by mail the best business on earth. The
best to help you advance in your present position, the best
to follow as a profession, and the best to round you out as a

business man.

It is nothing unusual for an advertise-

ment writer to earn from $50.00 to $100.00 a week.

They never receive less than $25 per week.

Send for our

beautiful prospectus, and our monthly list of employed
graduates whom we helped, now earning up to $100.00

IT'S FREE.

per week.

PAGE-DAVIS COMPANY

. Address Either Office
Suite 1221, 90 Wabash Ave., CHICAGO. Suite 1221, 150 Nassau St., NEW YORK.

Sewl 15 eents for 3 months’ trial subseription to
The Book-Keeper and

A handsome 240-page magazine for Bookkeepers,
Cushiers and Business Men. It teaches Book-
keeping, Shorthand, Penmanship, Law, Advertis-
ing, Short Cuts, Corporation Accounting, Bank-
ing, Business Pointers, Amusing Arnthmetic,

. [ 4 Lightniug (‘alculations, (‘ost Systems, Selling
Plans, Credits and Collections, ete. $1.00 a year.

The Book-Keeper l’nlsllnltln;a Co., Ltd.,

38 Fort 8t., Detrolt, Mich.

E. H. Beach, Editor*

A WONDERFUL BUSINESS OFFER

$50 to $150 per week and upwards POSITIVE. We want
representatives everywhere to operate sales parlors for the
ll‘cs‘l‘. most attractive, rapid relling Ladies’ and Gents’ dress

shoe known; ten N KW remarkable sight-selling health and
comfort features:; factory to consnmers; previous experience

unnecessary ; NO RISK: reply quick.

KUSHION KOMFORT SHOE CO., Boston, Mass.
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the business. To see his idea carried out by his superiors
puts new life into him, and adds new enthusiasm to his
efforts. He will work harder to develop another point,
and so win this approbation, than he would for any other
compensation.

en a business organization becomes a body of think-
ing men and women, instead of a vast machine of which
each individual is but a part, it becomes possible to govern
them more by the spirit and less by the letter of the rule,
thus utilizing individual judgment at those points where
a strict adherence to the rule is undesirable. It becomes
possible to eliminate a great deal of detailed system or
‘‘red tape,” and to substitute active judgment. This
develops individual capacity in the employee, while it
greatly lessens operating expenses for the employer, and
enriches the business with more intelligent work.

The advent of large corporations and great business
enterprises has necessitated the placing of salaried men in
positions of responsibility. In administering their affairs
they can not follow their own personal inclinations, be-
cause they must carry out the general idea of the owners
of the business. The owners or directors can not express
their wishes on every point these men will be called on to
decide, but the final result must be in accord with their
wishes. ‘This condition has given rise to a tendency to
build up a governing ideal, wﬁzch dictates the policy on
every point, and rises absolutely above the personality of
the man in charge of a division of the business who is
called upon to interpret a point according to that ideal.
The far-reaching effect for good of this method is hardly
appreciated. Its tendency is to preclude the possibility of
one personalitg growing dictatorial and autocratic to the
detriment of the business and to the impediment of har-
monious codperation. The erstwhile autocrat must bow
to the business ideal or he will be instantly judged out of
harmony with the purposes of the company. So thor-
oughly understood is the ideal among all members of the
organization that in his rulings he dares not vary from it,
fearing that it will react on his standing.

‘The spirit of these grand ideas permeates the business
world and begets other ideas which are in hgrmony with
them. They are the leaven at work in the great mass of
unleavened endeavor, and their further development is
certain.

» »

THE «“BIL(L)IOUS” MICROBE
JOEL BENTON

{Ithas been fully proved at length that our paper currency i
covered with microbes, a dollar bill having upon its surface
hundreds of thousands of such dangerous pests.— Exckange.)

I ’ve always yearned for money,
But have looked for it in vain,—

And now there comes a new talk
Which threatens direst pain;

For the men of science tell us
The bills that so much please
Are covered with bacilli
That are sure to bring disease.

Yet, thinking of the trouble

(Of which I ’ve had my fill,)
It takes to line my pocket

With a solitary bill,

It seems superbly needless
To stop one’s hunt for gain,
By saying what you seek for
Will give you bitter pain.

How is it those who owe you,
And neglect to pay their dues,
Seem never much affected
With diseases, or the blues?

They can even say, with science,
That their non-debt-paying ecase

Is merely altruistic '
To keep you from discase.

Still—in spite of all such logic,
Or whatever it may be,—

I have long been free from danger
From all kinds of currency.

And I wish a million microbes,
On dollars old but brisk,
Might drop within my pocket,

And I°d take the awful risk.

Is It Hard or Easy to Fly?

THAT the act or art of flying is not hard, in the sense of

requiring a great deal of mechanical power, is asserted
by a recent writer on the subject. The opposite opinion
has been maintained by competent engineers, but this
writer points out that their figures, if applied to bird-flight,
would indicate that a small goose must exert, when on the
wing, at least one horse power, which is, of course,absurd.
He believes that the power necessmx for animal flight is
extremely small, though successful flight implies always
very high speed.
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Glimpses of Progress

‘The largest telephone plant on any vessel has been
placed on the steamer ** Minnesota.”” It is both an inter-
communicating and a regular exchange. The switch-
board can be connected with the system of any city in
which the ship may dock.

William Greenow, Jr., has devised a method of electric-
ally heating the third rail above the temperature of the
air and thus melting snow and ice that mechanical means
have failed to remove. The invention has been tested in
New Haven, Connecticut.

A Cleveland man has put in operation a stenographic
office, where the dictations are received by telephone.
Thus six stenographers type the correspondence of about
forty business men who have not enough work to keep
stenographers of their own.

Rontgen rays are used to examine insulated cables,
every air bubble, particle of foreign substance, or imper-
fection, casting its shadow on the screen. This is es-
pecially useful for ocean cables, where faults would cause
serious trouble after laying.

A much-desired method of plating aluminum with gold
and silver has been devised. The troublesome oxide is
removed from the surface by a little soluble fluoride, and
a superficial coating of zinc or copper is applied by electro-
plating, which can then be plated with gold or silver.

Building the Siberian Railway around Lake Baikal,
where thirteen tunnels had to be bored, was greatly
facilitated by using electrically operated rock-drills, from
a steam generating plant in the middle of the section.
Lights and pumps were supplied from the same current.

Los Angeles, California, will try converting three thou-
sand acres of brush land into a public park and a produc-
tive forest, after the plan of many European parks that
pay for their care and produce a profit from the sale of
mature timber. It is the first experiment of the kind in
this country.

Two engineers of Southend, England, have compound-
ed from the waste of chemical factories a new fuel for use
in gas-heatin%. replacing asbestos and fire-clay, calling it
‘‘radiant.”’ It costs no more than fire-clay, gathers and
utilizes the blue flame, and affords three times the heat
available in present gas-heating.

This year completes a quarter of a century since electric
traction was introduced into Germany, and finds only
thirty-three miles of track operated by horse power. There
are now 2,400 miles of electric railroad or 3,500 of single
track. During the past year five per cent. of the branch
railroads substituted electricity for steam, and the success
makes probable a much wider substitution.

The electric ore-finder is locating ore beds in various
Eans of the world, long lost copper lodes in Coniston,

ngland, lead in Wales and Cornwall, and gold in Mexico.
In the Barrow district, England, where the hematite iron
supply was failin%; the instrument indicated new beds, and
boring revealed them, below the limestone that had pre-
viously been thought to bound the ore strata.

An entirely new power generator, named *‘'sylphon,"
hag been devised by Professor W. M. Fulton, of Knox-
vi‘ﬁe. Tennessee. It is an expansible and collapsible
vessel of very thin sheet steel, filled with liquids and gases
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Rambler Surrgr,'Blpe One,1908 Model

2cylinders;16 attual horse powers 1350
Jels $750-3$850 - $2000-$3000

Other mo

GIDEAS baqed upon long ex:

perience put into the hands of
mechanics, each doing one
thing and that ﬂaoroughly well,
and aided in fhis fhe mos
modern machinery, have made
ousands of Rambler enfhusiasts.
Send for our illustrated cata-
logue, The Rambler Magaziné
and A Little Histor:"

Thomas B. Jeffery & Company
gﬁz‘:ﬁ‘%‘;bc and %c{bm&(zmck&,.w;scqmin

Bogton,14s Columbus Avenue=-
304 -306 Wabash Avenue-Philadelphia, 242 North B
Street. New York Aglency,; 140 West Thirty-eighth
Street. Representatives in all leading citiea

peculiarly susceptible to changes of temperature and air .

pressure. Its chief application is as a clockwinder, the
the power generated being stored by a weight or spring.

The ' gold-ships'’ which are working the alluvial soil
in valleys of California and other western states, are mak-
ing fortunes from earth carrying only from twenty to thirty
cents a ton of gold. They are combinations of excavators,
belt carriers, and the latest processes of gold saving, and
cost from sixty to ninety thousand dollars each. Valuable
fruit land is being turned into deserts of rock by this new
kind of hydraulic mining.

Extensive experiments in the effect of electric light on
the growth of plants are being undertaken by the Horti-
cultural Society of England. Experiments in America
have shown marked effects, but not desirable ones in all
cases. Caulifiower and radishes run largely to top.
Melons, cucumbers, strawberries, beans and other vege-
tables were quickened in growth by several days. Flowers
are invigorated and produce deeper shades of color.

The treasure-seeking expedition to the bay of Vigo,
Spain, using the hydroscope and the compressed air
elevator invented by Cavaliere Pino, of Italy, has located
nine of the sunken galleons. Gold and silver worth
$140,000,000 are said to be in the gallecons. Permission to
search for treasure sunken at five other Elaces. including
Trafalgar, has been granted, and the sunken ships at Port
Arthur are to be raised by the process when war ceases.

Three buildings for the Rockefeller Institute for Medical
Research in New York will be completed in six months.
Superintendent Simon Flexner has studied the most recent
methods of scientific research in Europe, and the most ap-
proved facilities and equipment will be installed. Water
cure for skin and eruptive diseases will be among the first
things investigated, and elaborate baths are provided for
the animals to be experimented on. Photographic records
of all experiments are to be kept.

Several safety switches have lately been devised. One
tested by the ** Big Four " Railroad has a double switch-
bar, united in the middle of the track, and this can be
worked by a trip on an engine pilot, operated by the en-

ineer if he sees the switch is left open. Another switch,
invented by a young New York insurance clerk, Roy V.
Collins, is especially for electric roads, and is worked by
the motorman of a car from the platform, simply by
shutting off his power. This is being tested by several
lyu’g': city railroads, including the Metropolitan, of New
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‘ STAY AT HOME WHILE YOU

212X Medicine
Pharmacy
ad Nursing

A thoroughly practical series of instruction papers care-
fully prepared by physicians of wide experience (grad-
uates of Harvard University), form the basis of our work.
Young men and women who desire to enter a wider
field of knowledge and skill can take up this system of
HOME STUDY and become efficient in a reasonably
short time.

Lucrative positions are open everywhere in these pro-
fessions. Why not fit yourself ?

Send for our Annual Announcement, 1904-5

Boston Correspondence School of

Medicine, Pharmacy and Nursing
146 Massachusetts Avesse - Bostos, Massachusetts

SKEDOODLE

KROCKET PLUGS fit any electric sign or show win-
dow fixtare and hold a common electric bulh 8 or 16
candle power and wink the light on and off. Any-
body can puat in place. No skill required. An
electric flasher for every y at low cost. Send
16 cents for sample. Nold by electricians and fully
guaranteed—write for catalogue.

THE PHELPS COMPANY
47 State Street, Detroit, Mich.

The most sensible Christmas gift you can possihly make, Is
» pairof our Indian Lace Moccasins or Moccasin Shppers,
made of Genuine Moosehide, Indian tanned and
beautifully embroidered with Indian tribal designs.

Men's sizcs, 6 to 11, #2.75; ladies” sizes, 2to 5,%2.25;
Children’s sizes,5 to10, #1,50. Either kind sent pre-
paid upon receipt of price, and your money
refunded if they are in any way unsatisfac-|

tory. Send forfree mhl:fne.
Mets & Sebioerd, 58 Main 8t., Oshkesh, Wis,

. ment among the guests.

Mrs. Burton Kingsland’s
Talks

Entertaining a House-party

IF you would experience the gratifying assurance of suc-
cess in entertaining friends, there are three rules to be
observed. Do not attempt more than you can do easily,
Fleasamly. and well; aim, rather, to bring together those
ikely to be congenial, rather than to pay off social indebt-
edness; and be to all alike a fresh, unwearied, cheery
hostess, who seems to be enjoying herself witk her guests.
Some there are who appear to be working hard and with
evident anxiety for their friends’ amusement, but at the
expense of their own. An atmosphere of worry is created,
and to the guests it is like seeing the machinery behind the
scenes.

For the entertainment of several guests under one’s roof,
for three or four consecutive days or longer, we have
adopted the English name of '* house-party.’

It is not as formidable an undertaking as it seems to
those inexperienced in such hospitality, particularly in the
country; for, where there are many guests, they entertain
each other, every one has the ‘‘love of approbation*’ to
be gratified, and the mere fact of numbers gives an effect
of gayety that is stimulating.

et us suppose that you have decided to ask a half dozen
friends to spend a few days, that your establishment is a
moderate one, and that you wish to give your guests a
pleasant time without putting too severe a strain upon the
domestic exchequer. Of course, it is evident to the least
thoughtful that the pleasantest results follow when the
party includes an equal number of men and women.

Send your invitations as long as possible in advance, if
you would secure the guests whom you desire. Such in-
vitations are often given months ahead, but two weeks is
the shortest notice at which you may hope to get your
pani together. The time should be as definitely stated
for the departure as for the arrival. It is easily included
in the phrase, *‘I shall not let you go before Tuesday.'’

Invitations Should Correspond with the Affair

Itis well to {ve. in the invitation, some idea of the pur-
suits that may be expected, so that the guests may bring
bathing suits, riding clothes, and their favorite tennis
rackets, golf sticks, etc. It is also a distinct satisfaction
to visitors to know whom they are likely to meet.

Specify the train or boat by which you desire your
friends to come, or, better, give them a choice of two. A
time-table is often inclosed, to give fuller information. It
is our cordial American habit for one of the host's famil
to meet the guests at the station, and the hostess wel-
comes them with evident pleasure upon their arrival at
the house. She may herself show the women guests to
their rooms, or delegate that little attention to a daughter
or a well-trained servant. ‘I'he host usually takés the
men to their rooms, and tells them how they may get their
baths, etc. It is most important that an express wagon
or other conveyance shall be at the station, that the visit-
ors’ luggage may be prompgly delivered. Delay in this
regard is most annoying, for everyone knows that first im-
pressions are important, and the traveling costume of man
or woman looks incongruous by evening light, and is,
therefore, embarrassing to the wearer.

A good time for the arrival of a house-party is in the
late afternoon. The freshness of the air is pleasantly as-
sociated with the place, upon arrival, and it gives oppor-
tunity for all the guests to meet informally in the livin,
room for a cup ofgtea. after removing the dust of trave
and before dressing for dinner or '* high tea.”’

The furnishing of the guest rooms should be simple, —
elegance is out of place in the country,—but ** the pink of
neatness ' should be the ideal. Every hostess should
personally occupy her guest rooms long enough to make
trial of their deficiencies and insure their comfort and at-
tractiveness.

A lounge, with a slumber-robe folded at its foot, a de-
pendable clock, a wastebasket, writing and sewing mate-
rials, a whisk broom, cologne, a fresh cake of soap, plenty
of towels, an extra blanket, a candle, and matches should
form part of the furnishings of a guest-chamber.

Where two occupy a room, a screen will be appreciated,
and two small beds are preferable to a large one. Before
the arrival of her guests, the hostess should visit each
room, adding fresh flowers, and hestowing a touch here
and there to unstiffen the arrangement and give a home-
like look. Her personal ministration is needed and will
be recognized appreciatively.

People Are usually Hungry, away from Home

One of the secrets of ease in entertaining is the observ-
ance of the same care in setting and serving the table, the
same small courtesies in the relations of the family mem-
bers among themselves, and the habits of well-bred de-
portment in the ordinary, everyday life, as when guests
arg[_ﬁresem. .

e table linen may be less fine, but as spotless, and
the few dishes may be carefully prepared and habitually
well served. There remains but the need of catering more
bountifully and of adding an extra course or two upon
hospitable occasions. People are usually hungry when
away from home, and are not as critical as a nervous
hostess imagines.

The first evening is the most difficult to the hostess, but
games, in which the wits, memory, or attention of the
players is brought into competition, quickly break down
barriers of formality and make people feel acquainted.
A trifling prize—if only a pretty penwiper or a box of bon-
bons,—insures greater interest. The little award makes
the victory more conspicuous and adds éc/at.  The hostess
may be guided by circumstances whether to give a
‘‘booby " prize to make fun, or a *‘ consolation ' prize, to
be drawn for among those who failed to get the first honor.

There is often much unsuspected talent for entertain-
All such accomplishments, when
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kno;n to the hostess, should be amiably held at her dis-
posal. .

The hostess is the one who should propose going to
bed. The women usually withdraw first, leaving the men
to chat as they list. "The'host may retire when he pleases,
delegating to some one of the company the extinguishing
of the lights.

Before .separating, the breakfast hour should be men-
tioned and an offer made to awake any one dependent
upon that service. Where there are many servants, guests
are given the option of breakfasting in their rooms or with
the others in the dining room.

When the guests enter their bedrooms, they should find
the gas or lamps lighted, the beds opened, and the night-
clothes laid ready at hand.

As far as possible, let your guests live your life with you
and enjor the individual charm that belongs to every true
home. If you try to make it what you think theirs is, you
will give them but an imitation of that which has no
novelty for them.

Be simple and natural, and do not hesitate to absent
yourself from your guests to attend to home duties or en-
Joy the society of your family. Provide books, magazines,
picture papers, games, music, croquet, tennis,—and free-
dom to enjoy them. A continuous devotion on the part
of the hostess is wearisome.

Friendships Grow when People Act naturally

The liberty to go to one's room to write letters or off for
a solitary tramp,—if the spirit should so move one,—or to
tuck oneself away in a cozy nook to enjoy a book undis-
turbed., or snatch forty win{s in a hammock, on a drowsy
summer afternoon, makes one feel at home and at ease.
To be keyed up to ** company pitch** all the time makes
welcome the hour of departure.

Real friendships grow when people are simply them-
selves,—their best selves, of course. On the other hand,
persons away from home, with no duties to perform, like
to feel themselves cared for and provided with amuse-

ment,—so the hostess must be somewhat on the alert with- !

out appearing to be so.

I know a certain hostess who, when things begin to flag
a bit, not only has resources of amusement provided in
advance for this contingency, but introduces the idea by
saying, with animation, ** I feel just like doing so and so!
What do you all say to it?"" Politeness and the wish to
glea.se redispose her guests to fall in with her suggestion,

er enthusiasm is contagious, and the boredom that threat-
ened is put to flight before it has been fully recognized.

Those who have had much experience in_entertaining
advise that the men should spend their mornings together
and the women be left to their own devices unless some
special ‘sport or excursion is planned. Variety gives zest.
All meet at luncheon or early dinner with'a renewed
interest in one another.

A tramp through the woods or through shady lanes may
lead to some pretty, retired spot, where all find a surprise
luncheon ready for them,—sent on in advance. Coffee,
tea, sandwiches, salad, fruit, and cake, with, possibly, the
addition of hard-boiled eggs, will amply suffice. It'is an
improvement on the picnic, for, after a walk, one is glad
torest and eat.instead of beginning preparations for a meal.

Any repast served out of doors, or on the piazza, is sure
to please. There is often a pleasant interchange of neigh-
borly hospitality. We may insure kind attentions to our
guests by a like thoughtfulness when our neighbors have
visitors.

It seems a calamity when it storms,—at first,—but ex-
perience shows that the common misfortune draws people
sympathetically together, and most surprising resources
for entertainment are often revealed.

Do not Relax in Your Conduct before Visitors

Self-respecting households do not relax their principles
because of the presence of visitors, and, if it is their
habit to observe the Christian Sunday, they pursue their
customary devotion. While not imposing their views
upon their guests, they may exert what they believe to be
the right influence by inviting them to accompany the
family to church,— or by placing books in the living room
or on the piazza that are interesting, or even entertaining,
that yet ‘‘tempt one to one’s good,’—of which there are
many. ‘

In the evening, most people enjoy singing favorite old
hyinns in chorus, assembled on the piazza, with no light
but that of the stars, the darkness relieving self-conscious-
ness. The accompaniment of a piano from an adjoining
room gives support and confidence to the voices.

A good story may be read aloud, after the singing, by
the light of 4 lamp set behind a window opening on to
the veranda. Hawthorn's ** Celestial Railroad’’ makes a
good choice.

If the weather is chilly or stormy, forcing one to stay
indoors, there are many games that are adapted to instruc-
tion in Bible lore while preserving all the spirit of fun and
enjoyment that are supposed by many to belong only to
secular amusements. I know of a family that brings for-
ward a microscope on such occasions, and the marvels of
infinitesimal creation impress and interest more than a
sermon.

When the time of departure has come, the hostess is no
longer considered to be lacking in cordiality if she re-
frains from urging her guests to prolong their stay. Other
friends may be coming, and she need but express regret at
the near separation.

When a visitor is obliged to depart by an early train, he
or she takes leave of the hosts and their friends the even-
ing before, and all possible preparations are made to in-
sure every comfort. The breakfast is promptly served in
bedroom or dining room, and provision is made to drive
the guests to the station and insure that the lugﬁage shall
arrive in time. Some member of the family should ap-

ar in time to wish them ** Godspeed.” If the journey
1s a long one, an appetizing luncheon should be put up in
a box, that may be thrown away and not add to the **im-
pedimenta’’ upon arrival.

Guests should be made to feel that they have conferred
pleasure as well as received it.

The very art of life, so far as I have been able to observe, con-
sists in fortitude and perserverance.—~WALTER SCOTT.
a a
No young lady could have a better safeguard against adversi-
ties of fortune, or a better resource in time of need, than a good
knowledge of business affairs. —HARRIET BEECHER STOWE.
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Popular Science for the Home

Is the Sun Losing Powtr?

Recent Phenomena Indicate to Aitronomers that ¢ Old Sol*’
Is Beginning His Long Struggle against Extinction

PROFF.SSOR SAMUEL P. LANGLEY, whose invention of the

bolometer and solar researches made him famous in
the world of science years before his experiments with
aérial navigation began to attract attention, has recently
startled the public with the announcement that the sun's
light and heat are probably variable to an extent which
can be measured with instruments now in existence, and

! that within the past two years the variations have been
' just enough to produce a cooling of the whole face of the

earth, followed by a subsequent partial warming up again.
Moreover, Professor Langley avers that,in all probability,
the radiation of the sun has varied through much larger
ranges in the past, and may do so again in the future. It
is needless to say that here is a subject of prime interest
and importance to the whole race of mankind. If we can
not depend upon the sun, what can we depend upon?
Professor Langley's investigations, based on tempera-
tures observed at stations scattered all over the northern
hemisphere, indicate that last year the heat of the sun
rapidly declined about ten per cent., beginning in the
closing days of March. Theresult was an extraordinarily
cold summer in 1903, alike in America, Europe, and Asia.
Late in the fall there appears to have been a partial recov-
ery of the solar power, but the comparative coolness of
the spring and summer of 1904 suggests the question
whether there may not have been another falling off.
Even more interesting, and somewhat daunting, is the
question whether or not ten per cent. measures the maxi-
mum diminution that the sun’s radiation is capable of
experiencing. Even that diminution, if indefinitely con-
tinued, would lower the general temperature of the earth,
both winter and summer, twelve or fifteen degrees,—a
hard experience for many living forms. Suppose, then,
that the solar radiation should decline fif/zv per cent. the
thought is appalling! But there is no use of borrowing
trouble. Professor Langley does not say that he is abso-
Iutely certain that the sun varies; he only deems variation
to be the most probable exglanation of the observed facts.
But to the astronomer there is nothing improbable, or
contrary to the order of things observed by him in the
heavens, in the idea of a variable sun. The man who
knows nothing of the history of the stars may cherish a
childlike faith in the constancy of the sun. Like seedtime
and harvest, it is for him something to which an end is-not
thinkable. As it shone on'the Garden of Eden he takes it
for granted that it will continue to shine forever.
But astronomers know better. Their observations show

them that the universe is full of suns, many of them far

greater than ours, which are in all stages of evolution, and
that, whenever a sun reaches a stage at which our sun has
arrived, variability begins to assert itself. It comes to a
sun as stumbling footsteps and hardening arteries come to
a man with the advance of years. There are suns within
the range of human vision whose struggles against extinc-
tion are painful to look upon. They are much farther
advanced in age than is our god of day. Their perishing
energies give forth a lurid and uncertain gleam. They
flicker, and flare, blaze forth with sudden fury, and die
helplessly down again. So far as we can tell,"a similar
stage will not be reached by the central fire of our solar
system for several million years.

But: the sunspots are ominous. They show that the
work which is to end in the extinction of the sun has al-
ready begun. They disappear and then come back, like
the stigmata of an incurable disease. Slowly the absorb-
ent vapors thicken over the face of the sun. Sudden
changes in them, as yet inexplicable to science, may tem-
porarily alter their transparency, and thus increase -or
diminish the amount of solar light and heat that passes
through them on the way to the earth. We may as well
recognize the fact that our globe is a satellite of a variable
star, while thanking our good fortune that the variations
effecting us are not yet very great, and not likely to be-

come very great in our time.
a -

Radium Will Clarify Diamonds

The Continual Vibrations Caused by the Bombardment of the
Radium Emanations Produces the Change

THE universal interest awakened by recent experiments
with that wonderful new property of matter, radio-
activity, has served to make the world of readers generally
aware of the fact that diamonds phospharesce brilliantly
in the dark when exposed to the emanations from radium.
Indeed it has been suggested that this property offers a
sure and ready means of detecting fraudulent stones. But
Sir William Crookes has just discovered that radium pro-
duces another effect upon diamonds which is still more
remarkable, and possibly of more commercial importance.
It appears to be able to cure the defect of *'off color’
stones by changing their objectionable yellowish hue to
the desirable pale-blue or blue-green tint characteristic of
first-water gems. ,

Sir William took two yellowish diamonds, closely
matched in color and quality, and placed one of them in-
side a tube containing radium bromide, keeping it there
continuously for a period of seventy-eight days. In the
meantime the other stone was kept in a drawer, carefully
placed at a safe distance from all radium and other radio-
active substances. At the end of the time mentioned the
two diamonds were compared and it was found that the
one which had been subjected to the action of the radium

emanations had been deprived completely of its yellowish
color, but at the same time its surface had been consider-

ably darkened with a deposit of graphite. After being
heated, however, for ten days, in a mixture of strong nitric
acid and potassium chlorate, the dull film disappeared,
and the stone appeared perfectly transparent and spark-
ling with a beautiful blue-green tinge.

The explanation seems to be that the state of continual
vibration in which the diamond was kept by the bombard-
ment of the radium emanations for so many days produced
an internal change resulting in an alteration of the color
of the stone. Thus the effect of the emanations, as the
experimenter suggests, may be to cause a chemical as well
as a physical change, and he adds that, if the yellowish
hue is due to the presence in the diamond of iron in the
‘‘ferric’’ state, a reduction to the ‘‘ferrous’’ state would
quite account for the change of color. It may be said, hy
way of explanation, that iron in the ferric state shows a

ellowish or reddish color, and in the ferrous state a green-
ish or bluish color.

This discovery is one of the most interesting aswell as
most unexpected that has yet been made concerning the
effects of the radium emanations. The investigating chem-
ist, interested principally in the purely scientific aspects
of the phenomenon, is not likely to care very much about
the possible results on the diamond market, but possessors
of off-color stones may comfort themselves with the thought
that science has possibly found a way to increase the value
as well as the beauty of their jewels, although, in the pres-~
ent state of the matter, it would, perhaps, cost more to
‘“cure’’ a cheap stone by a course of radium treatment
than to exchange it for a better one.

Y Y

How Nature Produces New Species

The Old Darwinian Theory of Descent, for the Existence
of Life, Scems to Be Banished

GoME people think that, because science changes its views

from time to time, it is unworthy of confidence. They
do not sufficiently distinguish between facts and theories.
Science is compelled to deal with both, and a man of
science is never at a loss between them. Facts are fixed
things which, in themselves, can not be changed; theories
are attempts to group and account for facts, and a single
fact which refuses to fall into line may upset a theory and
compel its reformation.

A great deal of noise has lately been made over the
change that has come about in the opinions of scientific
investigators concerning Darwin's theory of evolution
and the origin of species. One might think that the whole
evolutionary doctrine had been overthrown, but it is not
so. On the contrary, the truth of evolution appears more
ﬁrmlf' established than ever before. The new facts have
simply brought about necessary changes in theoretical
details. A long neglected line of inquiry has been taken
up and pushed with extraordinary results,and thus phenom-
ena which puzzled Darwin have been explained. It is
in this way that science advances, by putting forward one
foot after the other. But, because she can take only one
step at a time, while each step produces a change in the
point of view, we must not jump to the conclusion that,
upon the whole, she is not advancing. Such changes are
the surest evidence of advance.

It is the study of the phenomena of heredity that has
caused the recent revolution in evolutionary doctrine.
Darwin and his immediate followers taught that new
species of plants and animals arise by a slow process of
continual accumulation of impalpable differences, under
the guidance of natural selection, influenced by their en-
vironment. In order to account for the vast changes in
life-forms that the world has experienced within geologic
time they pictured the history of this earth extending
back and back hundreds upon hundreds of millions of
years,—far longer than the discoveries of astronomy in-
dicated that the solar system could have been in existence.
Thus a dispute arose between the astronomers and the
phg'sicists. on the one side, and the naturalists on the
other.

** The earth must have been in existence at least a thou-
sand million years to give time for the evolution of its
living species,’’ said the Darwinians.

* It can not have existed more than twenty million years,
at the most,’’ replied the astronomers and the physicists.

So both stood fast, with locked horns.

Now, however, come such investigators as Hugo De
Vries, with experimental proof that a new species may
originate suddenly and develop rapidly, not as the result
of a ‘‘sport’ of nature, which was Darwin’s explanation
of such, to him, inexplicable phenomena, but in accord-
ance with the distinct laws of heredity. In De Vries's
garden, in Holland, an American plant, the evening prim-
rose, as if inspired with the purpose of opening the eyes
of scientists to the truth, suddenly began to produce new
forms. Nor is this the only example. Now that they
have learned how to seek them, naturalists can find abun-
dant instances of similar mutations. Bat, best of all, they
have formed a law underlying them.

An indication only of what this law is can here be given.
In brief, it depends upon the union of different germ cells
in the living organism. What this means is best shown
by an example quoted at the recent meeting of the British
Association for the Advancement of Science, by William
Bateson.

The blue Andalusian fowl is known to be a product of
crossing between certain species of black and white fowls.
Now, if a pair of blues are taken only about half of their
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chickens will be blue, the others being white or black.
Let these chickens grow up and produce in their turn.
From a pair of whites only whites will come, and from a
pair of blacks only blacks, éut from a pair consisting of
a white and a black the chickens will be all blue.

‘These facts give us a hint as to how nature operates in
the sudden production of new species. Such species are
the result of heredity, the product of latent germ cells
suddenly asserting their predominance when the circum-
stances demand it. Of course the complications of such
tendencies in all the races of living things must be very
great. Many years of study will be required even par-
tially to disentangle the facts, but a good start has been
made, and enough has already been learned to banish the
old difficulty about the inordinate length of time required
by Darwin's theory of descent for the existence of life on
this globe.

v v

A Magnetic Peril of the Deep

It Is Believed that a Number of Vessels Have Been Lost
l‘raagﬁ Unexplained Deviations of the Compass

. LAST April I endeavored to describe in “*Success’' some
of the peculiarities of terrestrial magnetism which
cause the compass needle in most parts of the world to
point many degrees either east or west of a true north-and-
south line. Attention was called in that article to the many
variations which the direction of the magnetic force under-
goes, and the consequent need of frequent revisions of
magnetic charts, especially for the bem:%t of mariners, to
whom an incorrect chart might mean certain shipwreck.
Since then a great shipwreck, resulting in the loss of six
hundred lives, has occurred, which, there is reason to think,
may have been caused by an unexpected and uncharted
deviation of the compass. The disaster referred to was
the loss, on the morning of the twenty-eighth of last June,
of the Norwegian steamship ** Norge'' on the half-sub-
merged islet of Rockall in the North Atlantic. A mysteri-
ous significance is added to this explanation of the loss of
the ‘*Norge'' by the suggestion that a magnetic storm,
originating in disturbances upon the sun, and accompa-
nied, as such storms frequently are, by a display of the
aurora borealis, may have been the immediate cause of
the fatal deviation of the needle.  The imagination is pro-
foundly stirred by the thought of a great ship crowded
with passengers laboring in an Atlantic storm and blindly
following the deceptive indications of its compass, whose
needle, unknown to the captain, was swayed from its nor-
mal pointing by a force emanating millions of miles away
in space, and which, at that moment, was filling the upper
atmosphere, high above the clouds, with the flickering
banners of the Northern Lights!

This suggestion as to the possible cause of the disasteris
based upon information collected at the Copenhagen Uni-
versity by Dr. August Krogh. A few years ago the cap-
tain of the steamship ‘' L. H. Carl,”" sailing from America
to Denmark, while approaching Rockall on a clear night,
when Northern Lights were playing in the sky, suddenly
discovered, to his dismay, that his compass was pointing
ten degrees or eleven degrees east of its normal direction
for that latitude and longitude. He corrected the course
of his ship, and, after a few hours, found that the needle
had returned to its proper pointing, while the aurora had
disappeared. If the night had not been fair so that he could
observe the pole star, the unexpected deviation of his
compass might have led to the loss of his ship.

Another ship captain reports a similar occurrence while
in the vicinity of Rockall, the abnormal deviation of the
compass bringing him twenty-five miles nearer to that
dangerous rock than he had intended to go. In this case
no appearance of the Northern Lights was noted, and
thus another question is raised; namely, whether there
can be any local cause, centering about Rockall itself,
capable of producing aberrations of the compass needle
in the absence of a magnetic storm.

It is not needful to point out the extreme importance of
such questions. The nations that possess great shipping
interests could well afford to spend large sums of money
in an endeavor to throw light upon them. The eccen-
tricities of the eartli’s magnetism and the supposed influ-
ence over them of disturbances in the sun constitute one
of the greatest and most puzzling of scientific problems.
How many of the ships that have sailed forth from great
ports, thronged with life and inspired with brilliant hopes,

never to be heard of again, have been the victims of aber-

rant magnetism ?
» »

Ah, but a man’s reach should exceed his grasp!
Or what is heaven for ’—R0OBERT BROWNING.

Unconscious Success-training

MODEST, unassuming young business man, to his great
surprise, was recently promoted to a position very
much in advance of the one he then occupied. He did
not understand when, or where, or how he had prepared
himself for such unexpected promotion. His friends, how-
ever, and those who have been watching his career, know
that, unconsciously, he has been preparing for his promo-
tion ever since he got a job as an errand boy in an office.
Indeed, if he had had the position to which he has been
advanced in mind from the outset,and if every step he took
had been dirccted toward it, he could no(?;ave adopted
a more effective means for the attainment of his end.

As a boy, this young man did not wait to be told things,
or to do this or that when it was obvious that it should be
done. He found out all he could for himself by observa-
tion, by keeping his eyes and ears open, and by being
constantly on the alert to increase his knowledge; and he
always did whatever he saw needed to be done, without
waiting for instructions. He did everything that was given
him to do as well as he possibly could do it. He did not
wait for big opportunities, but found his chance in every
little thing that came his way. In every errand he did he
found a chance 10 be prompt, businesslike, and polite. In
every letter he wrote, he found an opportunity for self-
culture, for lcarning how to be concise and how to express
himself in the clearest and purest English. He found an
opportunity for neatness and order in filing away papers
and in keeping the office cleanand tidy. These are a few
of the steps which led to his rapid promotion, although
when he was taking them he was not conscious that ie
was laying the foundation of his career broad and deep.

8n
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A WONDERFUL HELP ros BUSY MEN

AN 1DEAL GONSTANT RETTINDER

o Other Device Answers Its Purpose.

Used by thousands of wide-awake business men all over
the U. S. A practical system for memoranda. Takes care
of all appointments and duties automatically. Invaluable
to all who would be prompt, systematic or successful.
Order now and get the rest of this year FREE.

Prices include the rest of 1904 and all of 1905. smaiLL 1ARGE
Real Seal leather Case, cards, Quar.Oak I'ray $3.00 $4.00
Russia leather Case. cards, Plain Oak ‘I'ray 2% 3.2

Cow Seal Leather Case, cards, Ash Tray 2,00 2.7%
Sundays, extra, 35c, 50c. Future years, peryear 1.00 125

Order now and save express charges. ‘I'o introduce quickly,
weprepay in the U. S. on receipt of price. In Canada, deliver
without delay,express and duty.paid, for 20 per cent. extra.

Order now and begin to benefil by its use.
You Can Accomplish More, with Ease.
Do not tax your brain with things to be remembered. The
details of modern business are too many to carry on the

mind. The little things are often the important things.
Get the memorandum habit. It's easy with a Memindex.

A Few among Thousands of Satisfied Purchasers

H. D. Jackwox, Electricn) Engineer, Boston:  *“1t han proved in every way » good
thing. 1 enclose money-oraer in payment for two more.”

Grneral Erecrie Co., Schenectady, { Y.: * Pleane send me two more Mem-
index for which [ enclose #3.”  ‘Arex. Councnwaxn

A. Havinaxn, Grand Central Statlon, N. Y.: “Ilin quite ur to your description.”

H. 8. Harpe, Architect, New York: ¢ Without doubt the hest thing of its kind.”

L. H. Stawsoy, Real Estate, Nkw Youk: | find {t very useful and very satis-
factory. My friends say they are very wellpleased witl theirs.”

Ryrig Buos,, Touonvo: * We are inore than delighted with it.” (Uise about 25).

Narn Excuavar Bask, N. V.: Feh. 6 ordered one, Feb 20, two, Feb, 24, five,
Order now and get ready to start the new year right.

Gortolyou Started

Stenographer

Geo. B. Cortelyou, Ex-Secretary of Commerce and
Labor, and Chairman of the Republican National Com-
mittee, started his career asa stenographer. Many other
secretaries, conhdential and highly-paid 'emploEee_s
have found short hand a short cut tosuccess. The 1.CS.
System can teach Stenography to any one who'can
write long hand. Send for free Stenography Booklet.

International Correspond Schools,
Box 1172, Scranton, Pa.

Have You a Dog?

We will send, if you mention its breed,
Polk Miller's Great
Dogs; How to Take Care of Themj
Sen, Vest's Eloquent Tribute to
a Dog, and A Yellow Dog’s Love
for a Nigger (the famous poem) all
tor 10c, just to advertise Sergeant's
Famous Dog Remedies. A

POLK MILLER DRUG CO.
837 Main St., Rlchmond, Va.

LEATHER SKINS.

BEAUTIFUL VELVET FINISH, high- S| 50
est grade. Plain Skins, all colors. *
ASUPERBLIFESIZEINDIAN HEAD 83 w
on ubnve(innmv 8Rin.... ... *
INDIAN HEAD PILLOWS, Leather 54 m
back and front, long fringes............ .

Theee Hends are genuine 01 Palntingv. done "1y bigh salaried
articts, and eaonot be duplicated Isewhere under 15,00, tult
ablo for Devs, Table Covers, Wall Decoratlons. ete, Sent any-
P where, charges prepatd. upon receipt of price.  Write for Catalogus.
LEATHER GOODS SPECIALTY €O.,

21 West 38d 8t., New York.

Head done
In twelve
Ol Colors. Skine averace 4 ft.
long by 3 M. wide.
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SUCCESS

THE EDITOR’S CHAT

To-day Is the Day

WI{AT makes you think that you are going to do won-

derful things to-morrow when to-day seems so
commonplace, so void of opportunitgr? Why does to-day
look so prosy; to-morrow so poetic? What reason have
you to believe that you are going to be ideally happy and
harmonious, unselfish and helpful at some indefinite time
in the future, when to-day you are irritable and selfish,
uncharitable and unhappy? How is it that in some dis-
tant future you expect to get so much time to write good
letters to your friends and to those who are sick and dis-
couraged, and also to devote to self-improvement, to
broadening your mind, when you can find no time for
these things to-day ?

What is there in to-morrow that can work such magic
of improvement upon to-day? ‘Why do you feel that you
are going to be so generous to-morrow when you are so
stingy and narrow to-day? Why think that you are,
some time, going to pick up the many things lying about
the house,—almost useless to you, but which would be
very valuable to those who are poorer than yourself,—that
you are going to make up a box of cast-off clothing, books,
pictures, and other things that you can spare just as well
as not, and send them next week or next month to those
who will be glad to get them? You have not done it in
the past, why delude yourself into thinking that you will
do it in the future?

To-day is the day to say the kind word that springs to
iour lips, to obey the generous impulse that stirs your

eart. These people who haunt your mind, and whom
you promise yourself that you will help some time, need
your help now, and you can give it more readily now than
at any other time. Every to-morrow has, in addition to
its own cares and duties, all those which were neglected
in the past, while its opportunities and possibilities are no
greater than were those of yesterday.

Do not be selfish, at least with the things that you can
spare. Do not hoard them, thinking that you may want
them later. You can make an infinitely greater invest-
ment, in your own character, in satisfaction and happiness,
by giving them away than by keeping them in anticipation
of some future contingency that will never arise. You
may not be as magnanimous as you ought to be. You
certainly are not if you are covetously hoardinF things
which you can afford to give away. Giving will soften
vour heart and open a little wider the door of your gen-
crosity.

How can you ask an all-wise Providence to be generous
with you and to supply all your needs when you are so
stingy and mean with others? How can you ask Him to
give you abundance when you are not willing to share even
your superfluities with those who are absolutely in need?

Go up to your attic, look about your house and see how
many things are lying round that you can not only dispense
with, but which are also really in your way, that would
bring a measure of comfort and happiness to others less
fortunate than yourself.

Look over your old clothing and pick out the articles
that you will never wear again, but which would prove a
real godsend to some poor girls out of employment or who
have so many depending upon them that they can not
afford to buy necessary clothing for themselves. Do not

"keep those things until they become useless, thinking you

may need them some time. Let them do good now, while
it is possible.

Perhaps you have a number of pretty, but useless old
Christmas presents which you have been keeping for years,
merely out of a feeling of sentiment. Why not make some
poor children who, perhaps, never have had a Christinas

resent, happy with those things? They made you very
Eappy once and they will do so again, when you know that
they are making this Christmas brighter and happier for
others.

Look over your books. Pick out the duplicates, or the
paper-covered ones that you have read, and give them
away where the]y will be appreciated. There are probabl
books in your library, or lying around the house, whic
no one has looked into for years, or will read for years
to ‘come, which would be of inestimable value to boys and
gitls who are trzing to educate themselves under great diffi-
culties. Passthemon. The more you give away the more

ou will have and enjoy. The habit of stinginess strangles
ﬁappincss; the habit of giving multiplies it.

Perhaps you have damaged or old pieces of furniture
stowed away in the attic which would add greatly to the
comfort and brightness of some poor home. Go over your
china closet and see how many odd or chipped and dis-
colored dishes are lying there unused which would fill an
embarrassing want in many a poverty-stricken home.

When the fit of generosity comes over you as Christmas
time approaches, when you feel your heart softening with
human sympathy, go about the house and pick up every-
thing you do not need and send them away on their mis-
sion of love while the impulse is upon you. Do not let
selfishness and stinginess try to convince you that you
would better keep them, that you may find some use for
them in the future. Your impulse to do good is a divine
inspiration. Beware how you smother it, or let it pass by.

When you pass a great, bril]iantl{ liﬁhted store and see
poor, ragged, barefooted children looking wistfully from
the cold sidewalk at the beautiful Christmas things in the
show windows, go home while the picture is fresh in your

mind, and send your glad greetings to those poor children.

Odds and ends of ribbons, toys, trinkets, picture-books,
dolls, old clothing, Christmas cards,—anything and every-
thing that has been cumbering your house and clogging
your mind for years,—pass them along. They have served
your turn, and really do not belong to you any more. Let
them be messengers of good cheer, evidences of your love
and ‘*good will to men."”

How many people, not through stinginess,but from sheer
thoughtlessness and ignorance of the needs of others, stow
things away in cellar or attic that might help to open the
way to a great future for some poor boy or girl!

A highly cultured and refined woman not long ago told
me of her struggles to get a musical education in New
York when she was a.young girl. She was so poor that
for a long time she could not afford to hire any kind of an
instrument, and used to practice for hours daily on a
piano keyboard which she had marked on a sheet of brown
paper. While struggling to get along in this way, she was
invited to a dinner at the home of a very wealtzy family.
After dinner she was shown over the house by her hostess,
who took her from kitchen to attic. ‘‘And there,’’ says
the lady, *'in the attic, I saw stored away an old piano,
which I would have given anything I had in the world to
have possessed. I would have been glad to have walked a
long distance every day for the privilege of practicing on it.
I cared nothing for the sumptuous dinner, the handsome
furniture, the beautiful pictures, and evidences of luxury
on every hand, but that old piano, lying unused in the
attic, haunted me. It would have opened the door to
paradise for me, yet I dared not ask for it."

Recently, 1 was in the home of one of the most kind-
hearted of men, who is all the time helping others, yet
he had four pianos in his house only one of which was
in actual use. Probably it had never occurred to him that
he could help some poor struggling music pupil by giving,
or loaning him one of those unused pianos. ’

There are hundreds of poor girls in this country strug-
gling to get a musical education who can not afford any
kind of a piano. Why not give your superfluous pianos
or organs to these strugglers?

Give! give! give! notonly for the sake of helping others,
but that you may help yourself to grow larger, broader,
happier, more useful to humanity as the years go by. If
you have no material gifts to bestow, you can give your
love and good wishes to those who have little enough of
love or good cheer to brighten their lives. You can, at
least, help those poor people by your generous thoughts
and helpful encouragement. Perhaps you can show them
how they may better their condition. You may be able to
help them by practical suggestions to get away from their
sordid poverty. Perhaps you can show them how to plan
a little better, how to make their limited incomes go far-
ther, how to make their homes and lives a little brighter
and more comfortable. No one is so poor that he can
not give something to enrich others.

- a

You Can not Feel “blue” with the
Corners of Your Mouth Turned up

A WELL-KNOWN physician who has made a specialty of
nerve diseases, has found a new remedy for the
“‘blues.”” Not getting satisfactory results from drugs, he
tried the experiment of inducing his patients to smile
under all circumstances,—to compel themselves to smile
whether they felt like it or not. * Keep the corners of
our mouth turned up,’ is his prescription. It works
{ike a charm. With the corners of their mouths turned
up the patients are obliged to smile no matter how
melancholy or depressed they may feel. ‘' Smile; keep
on smiling; do not stop smiling,”’ the doctor will say.
‘*Just try turning up the corners of your mouth, regard-
less of your mood, and see how it makes you feel; then
draw them down, and note the effect, and you will be
willing to declare, ‘' There is something in it.""" He has
his patients remain in his office and smile. If it is not the
genuine article, it must at least be an upward curvature of
the corners of the mouth, and the better feelings invariably
follow.

This physician declares that if people will turn down
the corners of their mouths and use sufficient will power
they can actually shed tears. On the other hand, if they
will keep the corners of their mouths turned up, pleasant
thoughts will take the place of forebodings. His remedy
for the ‘‘blues” is the fruit of experience in his own
home. His wife was of morbid temperament, and, when
she was despondent, he would ask her to smile a little,
until the saying came to be a household joke; but it
brought good results. L

You may not be able to cultivate the optimistic tempera-
ment to any great extent, if you lack it, but cheerfulness
can be cultivated. We all know that, if we brood over
our sorrows, and dwell upon our misfortunes, our physical
being very quickly sympathizes with our moods.

I know a clergyman who gets great comfort for himself
and his people out of this assuring Bible text, ** When
thou passest through the waters, I will be with thee; and
through the rivers, they shall not overflow thee.”

A woman who has had great affliction says: ** I have had
nothing I could give but myself, and so I made the reso-
lution that I would never sadden any one with my troubles.
I have laughed and told jokes when I could have wept.
1 have smiled in the face of every misfortune. I have
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tried to let every one go away from my presence with a
happy word and bright thought to carry with them. Hap-
piness makes happiness, and 1 myself am happier than I
would have been had I sat down and bemoaned my fate."

o

The Girl Who Is Ashamed of
Her Mother

I'r is a sorry day for a girl when she feels herself superior

to her mother, and considers herself called upon to
apologize for her bad grammar, mispronounced words,
foreign accent, or slips in her speech. When a girl be-
comes so small and contemptible that she is ashamed to
apgear in public with her mother, because she is old-
fashioned and dowdy in appearance, her hands brawny,
her face prematurely wrinkled, and her form bent by long
years of drudgery for her children, she is indeed to be
pitied. She has fallen below contempt.

What a return to make to the poor mother for all her
self-sacrifice, for the years of patient trials cheerfully
plodded through that her daughter might enjoy advan-
tages that she, in her youth, never dreamed of !

‘the girls who are ashamed of their hard - working
mothers are few, happily, compared with the vast number
who appreciate, and endeavor to repay, their mothers’
sacrifices.  Still, there are too many of them,—girls who
do not even darn their own stockings, mend their own
clothing, or make their own beds.

I have in mind a mother who is constantly making
sacrifices in order that her daughter may make a good
appearance in society. She wears her old cloak and
shabby bonnet another year; she remodels for the second
time and tries (o freshen up the gown which should have
been discarded last year, so that the young girl may have
new ones and appear to as good advantage as other girls
of her age. She drudges from morning till night,.and
often far into the night, so that her daughter may have
more leisure to practice accomplishments, or to have a
good time. Anything is good enough for the slave-
mother. When the tired hands should be at rest, they
are busy with some dainty laundry work, or plying the
needle on some pretty thing for the girl's adornment when
she shall make her next appearance at a dance or a recep-
tion. The daughter, meanwhile, is gossiping about the
neighborhood, or is at the theater or some other place of
amusement, or, perhaps, she sits by reading a silly story,
or strumming on the piano. Should her mother ask her
to assist her by washing the dishes, clearing off the table,
or doing some other simple duty, she usually finds some
excuse for getting out of it.

a a

You Owe It to Your Mother

To manifest an interest in whatever interests or amuses
her. -

To seek her comfort and pleasure in all things before
your own.

Not to forget that, though she is old and wrinkled, she
still loves pretty things.

To make her frequent, simple presents and to be sure
that they are appropriate and tasteful.

. To remember that she is still a girl at heart so far as
delicate little attentions are concerned.

To give her your full confidence, and never to do any-
thing which you think she would disapprove.

To make her a partaker, so far as your different ages
will permit, in all your pleasures and recreations.

‘To lift all the burdens you can from shoulders that have

. grown stooped in waiting upon and working for you.

Never to intimate by word or deed that your world and
hers aredifferent,or that you feel in any way superior to her.

To treat her with the unvarying courtesy and deference
you accord to those who are above you in rank or position.

To study her tastes and habits, her likes and dislikes,
and cater to them as far as possible in an unobtrusive way.

To bear patiently with all her peculiarities or infirmities
of temper or disposition, which may be the result of a life
of care and toil.

To consult her and ask her advice in regard to whatever
you are about to do. even though you have no doubt as to
what your course should be.

To be on the lookout for every occasion to make what-
ever return you can for her years of sacrifice and planning
for your happiness and well-being.

To defer to her opinions and treat them with respect,
cven if they seem antiquated to you in all the smart up-to-
dateness of your college education.

To do your best to keep her youthful in appearance, as
well as in spirit, by taking pains with her dress and the
little accessories and details of her toilet.

Not to shock or pain her by making fun'of her religious
prejudices if they happen to be at variance with yours, or
1f they seem narrow to your advanced views.

To introduce all your young friends to her and to enlist
her sympathies in youthful projects, hopes, and plans, so
that she may carry her own youth into old age.

To talk to her about your work, your studies, your
friends, your amusements, the books you read. the places
you visit, for everything that concerns you is of interest
to her.

If she is no longer able to take her accustomed part in
the uousehold duties, not to let her feel that she is super-
annuated or has lost any of her importance as the central
factor in the family.

To remember that her life is monotonous compared with
yours, and to take her to some suitable place of amuse-
ment, or for a little trip to the countrv. or to the city if
your home is in the country, as frequently as possible.

The girl who endeavors to pay back what she owes her
mother is the one who will be most sought after by the
people who are worth while, and be apt to make the most
successful life.
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Handy Outlits §

for Home Use
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in his mode of dress as clearly and unmistakably as it can
in his manner or speech. The main thing is to dress neatly,
cleanly and without ostentation. Quiet coloss always look
well. They are becom-
ing to every man. No
man can wear a gayety of
tints, and if you will ven-
ture among well-dressed
men,—you for whom
this series is specially
written,—youwill observe
that they do not affect
“loud’’ and gaudy colors,
and that their chief effort
is plain, rich simplicity.
‘The man who throws a
watch chain across his
evening waistcoat is as
much to be pitied as he
‘. who sports black socks
' with russet shoes, or he
who insists that pale pink
is the only color to be
shown in ties.

Faddism and frothiness

do not constitute fashion and do not create style. The
assumption that a thing is ** the thing '’ because some ec-
centric wears it, is unwarrantable. Many of the peculiar-
ities in men’s dress seen at the recent horse show in New
York were ridiculous
and impossible, and
evolved nothing but the
wearers' distorted taste
and itch for the lime
ight. The day is over
when any one man or
group of men can force
a fad.

In America, dress
has been lifted to a sane
and sensible level, and
the deep appreciation
of its function in busi-
ness circles is destined
to endure. The igno-
rance of what fashion
fundamentally stands
for, which fora longtime
made the fop the com-
monly accepted concep-
tion of a well-dressed
man, has been largely
dispelled.

orrect dress in busi-
ness is an important
matter of ourlife. Many
large concerns now in-
sist that their clerks
must be careful about
their appearance. The For Afternoon Wear
insurancecompanies
and banks are unusually

For Morning Wear

particular about the dress of their employees. who are re-

quested to make it a matter of particular concern. A
stroll through the business section of New York or Chicago,
during the noon hour, or after business, would convince one
of the manner in which our ycung men look to their clothes.
But it is not the dress of the fop that is demanded. Far
from it. What is desired is the plain, simple, effective
style that stamps the American business man of refinement.

| ] | ]
W histler’s Lost Sketches

IT is not Fenerally known that the late J. McNeil Whistler
: once lost some of his best South American sketches.
He told the story to Arthur Jerome Eddy, as follows :—
‘I went out to Valparaiso in a sailing ship. I was the
only passenger. During the. voyage I made quite a num-
ber of sketches and painted one or two sea views,— pretty
ood things, I thought at the time. On arriving in port,
Y gave them to the purser to take back to England for me.
On my return, I did not find the package and made in-
uiries for the purser. He had changed ships and had
3isappeared entirely. Many years passed, when, one day,
a friend, visiting my studio, said : —

‘* By the way, | saw some marines by you in the oddest
place you can imagine.’

o ere?’ I asked, amazed.

**I happened in the room of an old fellow who had
once been rurser on a South American ship,and saw tacked
on the wall several sketches which I recognized as yours.
I looked at them closely and asked where he got them.

‘¢ Oh, these things,”" he said; ‘why, a chap who
went out with us once painted them on board ship, and
gave them to me. Do n’t amount to much, do they?"

*“***Why, man, they are by Whistler !"’

** ¢ Whistler,”" he said, blankly, ‘‘who's Whistler?'*

****Why, Whistler the artist,— the great painter.”’

‘¢ *“Whistler, Whistler,—I believe that was his name.
But that chap warn't no painter. He was just a swell
who went out with the captain. He thought he could
paint some and gave me these things when we got to Val-
paraiso. No, I don't think I care to let them go,— for,
somehow or other, they look more like the sea than real
pictures.” " "’

w »
YWe Gave His Man as Much Time as
He Wanted

UDGE SAUNDERSON, who is practicing law in Everett,
‘Washington, formerly lived in Kentland, Indiana, the
boyhood home of George Ade, the humorist.

‘ Ade was a peculiar character, in his younger years,"’
says the judge. He made my office a sort of a loafing
place during the little time he spent in loafing. He was
employed on a farm owned by a banker. One day he
walked into the office and said to me: —

‘** That man is the best I ever worked for.’

**Why?'' I asked,for I knew that something funny was
coming from Ade.

*“Well,’ "’ he replied, ‘he doesn’t aska mantodoa
days's work in ten hours,—he gives him sixteen.” "

““As a boy we didn't suppose that Ade would amount
to much,”” continued the judge, ‘* though his drollery was
always amusing."’ .
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THE FRANKLIN for 1905

The 1904 Franklin Light Car, with or without tonneau, was the marvel of the year. No
other car has so great a proportion of power to weight; no other car of its class established
such records for hill climbing or races; and as is well known, the Franklin Light Car

itinental Record in half

lew York) instead of 61. But, more important
o be so lively or so reliable; gave its owners so lit-
tle trouble and so high a degreeof satisfaction.
The Franklin Cars for 1905 arestill more
powerful in proportion to weight. We have
not added an ounce to the engine, but we
have discovered how to get two horse-power
more out of the same engine than we did last
year. Besides this, we have added two more
cars of higher power—20 horse-power and
30 horse-power. We have also taken a hun-
dred pounds from the weight of the Franklin
Light Car, and made it a model by itself—by
far the speediest and finest light car ever built.

SIX MODELS FOR 1905
Type E—Gentleman’s Roadster—very light and | Type F—Light Tonneau, five passengers, $1700.
speedy. Two passengers only. $1400. Type B—Light Tonneau four-passenger Car, $1650.
Type A—Light Car (same as last year wich improve- | Type D—20 H.P.Touring Car with side door,$2 500.
ments and higher horse-power) £1500. Same with | Type C—30 H. P. Touring Car with side door,
detachabie tonneau,'$1650. $3500.
Of course all have the four-cylinder, air-cooled motor, which is such a distinguished success. SEND ror CATALOGUE.

H. H. FRANKLIN MFG. CO., 323 Geddes Street, Syracuse, N.Y.

Member A iation Licensed Aut bile Manufacturers
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Towle’s
Log Cabin
Maple Syrup

Gold Medal

at the World’s Fair, St. Louis, 1904, for
absolute purity and richness of flavor—
the approval of millions of people con-
firmed by the World's Greatest Exposi-
tion. Always enjoyed—always reliable.
If your dealer cannot supply you with

Towle's Log Cabin :
“Selected” Maple Syrup
“Camp” Maple Syrup,or
“Penoche” Syrup

send us his name and address, with 10
cents and we will send you this beautiful
Log Cabin Souvenir Spoon.

Our booklet, “ From Camp to
Table,” contains recipes for a
score of dainty dishes and is
sent free on request.

Towle Maple
Syrup Company,

Find herewith 10c for
which please send me one
Lcg Cabin Souvenir Spoon.

W My grocer i5....oucinene [P .

Ad Writers’
Chart Free

This chart shows an important part of the 1. C. S.
System of teaching Advertising by mail. Our Pub-
licity Booklet gives full details of how, through a few
months’ study with the I. C. S, to equip yourself for
a pleasant, congenial position as ad. writer or adver-
tising manager at a salary of from $25 to $50 a week.
Chart and Booklet sent free. Write for them to-day.

International Correspondence Schools
Box 1172, Soranton, Pa. .

Can You Draw This ? £»

Cha;'les Wagner
and the Simple Life

GEORGE WILKINSON

FB\\' writers apply to their own lives all of the theories

and principles which they commend in their books.
Those who do are almost all invariably men of notable
character and writers of unusual force and influence. One
of these is Charles Wagner, the pastor of a church in Paris,

and author of ‘‘The Simple Life,”” a little book which

has deeply impressed the people of the United States.

‘The simplicity which Mr. Wagner extols with such sin-
cerity in his book he personifies in himself. He is a plain
man,—plain in appearance, manner, and speech. In
physique he is of large,bulk. His face is broad, with full
cheeks, a heavy mustache, and blue eyes eloquent with
earnestness. In dress he is wholly regardless of the pre-
vailing fashion. His manner is one of courtesy reduced
to its simplest terms. In his talks he at once takes hold
of the vital points.

He is so absolutely free from the intellectual pose of
the ordinary man of letters that, in the first moment of
acquaintance with him, one experiences a feeling of sur-
prise that he writes at all. It is easier to picture him with
a hammer at an anvil than with a pen at a table. He
appears to be what might be called an elemental man,—a
man like those of old, who saw life with an unblurred vis-
ion, and who, when they set down what they saw, touched
the fundamental chords.

‘The writer first met Mr. Wagner in a place rather re-
mote from the suggestions of the simple life, —the Grand
Central Station in New York City. Everywhere was a
confusion of sound and movement. Travelers were crowd-
ing about the ticket windows, asking hurried questions at
the bureau of information, or flocking to the trains. Tele-
phone calls were ringing, and telegraph keys were clicking.

SUCCESS

CNCREDIT

u can have a great Christmas
with a littie money if &gﬂ
the Loftls System. A ten dollar bill can
made to do the work of $100 in gift giving.
Belect a Diamond or Watch from our Cata-

| n
have ail the credit cource:lea of the Lofils System

‘without regard to their actual worth in do

should ask for particulars of ourspecial
caSh Bllyel's proposition to all cash customers. It is
nothing less than a signed agreement to refund in cash,

all you pald, less 10 per cent, at any time within one year. ¥

Every Diamond sold by us is accom-
ﬁllill'illltee panied by a written gnuz-.nue of value
and quality. Anf Diamond ever sold by us, is just so
much money, shouid you ever wish to exc! e for other
goods or a larger stone.
The Judges of the great Universal Ex-
Gold Medal gosttion at Bt. Louls, have awarded the
Gold Medal to the Loftls fystem. Our goods, F""’“'
terms and methods have been in competition with the
whole world, and we have won the day.
dorsement than the award of the Superior Jury at 8t. Louis
could be given to any exhibitor at the World's Fair. a
is now only a matter of days. You shou!
Clll‘istmas lose no time in writing for a eop‘y of our
Christmas Catalogue. It is the best possible guide to re-
liable goods, low prices, easy terms and fair treatment.
ease write today.

Pl
Loftis Bros. & Co., ZiNtritronine skwiizzs.
Dept. . 64, 98 to 98 State Btreet,
OHMICAGO, ILL.
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Outside the doors cabmen were chorusing importunities !

to a stream of incoming passengers.
ing, vehicles were rumbling by, and newsboys were shout-
ing shrilly. A thousand noises combined ina complexity
of sound. In every direction there was hurry and agita-
tion.

** Not much simplicity here,”” I said loudly to Mr.
Wagner. '

*“True, true,”” he replied, with a smile, glancing about
him. ‘‘See how the people hurry; see how anxious their
expressions are. Many of them are undergoing a nervous
strain, and for what? — merely to catch a train. [ think
that, with the great majority of these people, it is not a
vital matter that they should catch this particular train.
And yet they run, jostle others, and excite and exhaust
themselves.

‘It is a symbol of our modern life, this train-catching.
The train does not often carry them to places where they
will be happier or better off, and yet the passengers will
strain every nerve, and will sometimes knock each other
down, to catch it. In the same way people will wear
themselves out striving for the nonessentials of life, things
which are drawbacks rather than aids to real happiness or
contentment.

‘* We might change the metaphor, now that we are on
the subject, from a train to a ship. People leave the deck
of the ship of life and climb into the superstructure, in
order, chiefly, that they may have the pleasure of looking
down upon their fellow beings. But, when they are above
the deck, they find that there is no secure footing, and
they worry through their lives fearing that they may fall,
or striving to prevent others from climbing higher than

they. Itis hard, however, to live in accordance with one's
ideals. For example, I must hurry now, to catch my
train.”’

In another chat Mr. Wagner spoke of his impressions
of this country. ‘‘I think,’’ he remarked, ‘‘that my feel-
ing in regard to the United States, at the end of these few
weeks of my first visit, may be best summed up by the
word ‘astonishment.” On the other side of the water we
have long known, of course, of the greatness of this coun-
try, but, for those who have not been here, it is an abstract
conception, and far from adequate. The material achieve-
ment is very remarkable, but the spirit behind it all is
still more remarkable. My visit here has given me the
first opportunity of my life to observe a people, a nation,
in the flush of youth. The spirit of the United States, it
seems to me, is the spirit of young and lusty manhood,
and my meetings with your President, Mr. Roosevelt,
have impressed me with the feeling that he, in a way that
is striking, embodies this spirit.

‘* His purposes are very strong, and, instead of endeavor-
ing to attain them by following the devious ways of intrigue
and diplomacy, as is the method in the Old World, he
takes the direct path, surmounting rather than going
around the obstacles in his way. It occurs to me that it
was this same spirit of directness that built up your East,
that carried settlers into the wild regions of your West,
and pushed your railroads over the pﬁ:
tains.

‘I was particularly struck with the simplicity of the |

home life of the President. To one accustomed to view-
ing the pomp and ceremony which surround the rulers of
Europe, there seems to be something notable in the entire
lack of ostentation in the Roosevelt family. I was surprised
at Mr. Roosevelt's habit of inviting to {is private dining
table those who are doing good work in the world, quite
regardless of what their power or social position may be.
He looks to the man himself rather than to his appurte-
nances, and this is a brushing awayof the superfiuities
which is rare in men of his position. In Washington I
saw his boys starting to a public school, and one of them
did not even bother to wear a hat. This, of course, was a
small matter, but it impressed me. In Europe the chil-
dren of a ruler with not one tenth of the power of Mr.
Roosevelt do not go to school at all, much less to a public
school. They have a corps of private tutors, and rarely
venture into the streets except in elaborate equipages.

*The observance of complete simplicity in his personal ‘

and family life by the President of the United States, one
of the most powerful rulers on earth, has a wholesome in-
fluence, not only upon America, but also upon the world
at large.”

Car bells were clang-

ins and the moun-
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. frank without danger of publicity, and they act

Washington Diplomats|

of the Press :

C. ARTHUR WILLIAMS
[Concluded from page 767) I

widely known, Mr. Blythe has a remarkably well
developed sense of humor, and his satirical stories
of public men and matters are recognized features
of the «“World.”” No matter how serious his sub-
ject, he is never unduly serious in his treatment of
it, and sometimes he is almost flippant. But he
is always effective, and in his field he has no su-
perior. Henry Schroff Brown, of the ‘‘ Herald,”’
enjoys a wide acquaintance, and his bureau has an
established reputation for news-getting. Richard
V. Oulahan, the ““Sun’s "’ chief, is one of the most
popular of all the Washington correspondents, as
well as one of the ablest. The ¢ Tribune's’’ bu-
reau is in charge of Richard Lee Fearn, while that
of the “Times’' has been directed by Major John
M. Carson since that paper and the Philadelphia
‘*Ledger” came under the same management.
The Brooklyn ¢« Eagle’s’’ chief is Addison B. At-
kins, who, during his fifteen years at the capital,
has sent his paper enough facts—interesting, but
not partaking largely of the nature of news, as that
word is understood in the average newspaper office,
—to fill many volumes. But he by no means neg-
lects the live news field, and he has many ¢ beats"’
to his credit. At one time he was temporarily in
charge of the ‘“ Eagle’s’’ Paris bureau.

Few if any of the writers at the capital enjoy
a wider acquaintance with public men than Arthur
Wallace Dunn, the principal political man in the
Washington office of the Associated Press. Mr.
Dunn was born in Minnesota, and is still a west-
erner, notwithstanding his long residence in the
East. He s an ex-president of the Gridiron Club,
as is William E. Curtis, of the Chicago ‘¢ Record-
Herald,’* whose daily letters on travel and politics
are of remarkable value as sources of information
to the reading public. Mr. Curtis travels most of
the time, and has but recently completed a tour
around the world, but he is still an accredited cor-
respondent of his paper at Washington, and a
notable authority on practical politics.

The political reporters on the Washington
papers, notable among whom are N. O. Messenger
and W. W. Price, of the *'Star,"’ and .E. G. Walker,
of the ** Post,"’ are in close touch with officialdom,
and much of their matter is used by the corres- ,
pondents of outside journals, A large proportion
of the news from the White House comes originally
through Elmer E. Paine, the Associited Press
writer on duty there.

The Gridiron Club, the most remarkable organi-
zation of its kind in the world, is composed of forty
resident correspondents and ex-correspondents and
of a number of others who were formerly located
at the capital. It gives a series of elaborate din-
ners, every winter, and some of the most distin-
guished men of the age have been its guests,
The President is frequently entertained, and foreign
notables, diplomatists, cabinet officers, members
of the supreme court, senators, representatives,
and other officials are present on practically every
occasion. The organization derives its name from
its habit of ¢<roasting'’ its guests and new mem-
bers. This is done indiscriminately. The club
is no respecter of persons, and the President and
other prominent and dignified personages have
been chaffed as unmercifully as any. Of course
it is all intended to make fun, and, though the
grilling is frequently severe, everybody enters into
the spirit of the thing, and the willing victims
show, or try to show, that they enjoy the proceed-
ings as much as the others. The motto of the
organization is, ¢ Ladies are always present; re-
porters, never,”’ which, being interpreted, means
that, although the gentler sex is never in evi-
dence at the events which have made the club
famous, nothing is ever said that any woman
might not hear, and nothing that is said is ever
printed. The reports published in the news-
papers are confined to references to some of the
cleverest things arranged for the entertainment of
the guests and a list of those present. Of all the
many notable speeches made by equally notable
men none has ever found its way into type except
on one occasion when it was made apparent that
a distinguished guest, knowing he was with news-
paper men, expected his remarks to appear in the
newspapers. Those who are favored with invita-
tions understand that they may be quite free and
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THE GRAND PRIZE
at the world's Fair has been awarded to the

GOERZ LENS

in competition with the world. Goerz
lenses are essential in the making of per-
fect pictures. .

The manufacturers have always
claimed to make the best lenses in
the world—competition has proved
it. Catalog Free.

MAIN OFFICE:

Berlin-Friedenaw, Germany.

BRANCH OFFICES:
¢ & 5 Holborn Circus, London,
England.

22 Rue De l’ Entrepot, Paris.

C. P. GOERZ,
Room 82, 52 E. Union Sq.,

New York.

POSITION WANTED AS SEGRETARY

to a man of affairs, NOT a speculator, in New
York City. I can earn a salary of g5000 a year
in this capacity, but am willing to start in for a less
amount to prove my assertion. I am not a sten-
ographer, but am at present Treasurer of a large
corporation. Am not afraid of responsibility or hard
work, and have been told that I am clever, bright,
quick and diplomatic. Am 27 years of age. Can
give 5o references, if necessary, as to my honesty,
character and ability. Address AmpiTION, care of
¢« Success,”” Washington Square, New York City.

THR APPI R

MOBILOSCOP SI REAL MOVING PICTURE MACHINE
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E\M npon receipt of $1 00. Descriptive circular furniched.
DBON MFG. CO., 238 Broadwpy, New York City.
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EASY

Morgan & Wright
Rubber Heels

WICE the spring is given to your step

if you wear a MORGAN & WRIGHT
RUBBER HEEL. Fifty per cent less effort
required to walk—Fifty per cent is eased off.
your toes and half the strain taken from your
spine and nervous system.

We make every MORGAN & WRIGHT
RUBBER HEEL in our own factory, using
the finest quality of rubber all the way through.

That’s why we get the maximum resiliency
and wear.

Price 50c., attached, at your Shoeman's.
By mail, 35c.

When you order by mail, send impression of heel.

Morgan & Wright
Chicago

HATS DON'T WEAR OUT

It’s the scrubbing to remove dirt that ruina them. Every time a hat
set down, the brim needs brushln‘z: this handling soon spoils it.
The OUT OIGHT HAT SUPPORTER, attached inside of hat,
preserves it new and fresh 4 tiines as Iong. Every man who husa
@00d hat needs it. Send 25¢c. for sample. LIVE agents wanted

TRUFRIEND MANUFACTURING CO., OAKLYN, N. J.
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accordingly. . Invitations to the dinners are always
in demand and membership is a thing greatly
desired. New members are admitted only when

.vacancies occur through deaths or removals, and

the waiting list is consequently very large.

The correspondents and their families play an
important part in the social life of the capital
The entire corps is invited to the four official
receptions given by the President at the White
House, each winter, and many individual members
are on the most intimate social terms with the
recognized leaders of the city's society. Fine
homes are owned by several of the more promi-
nent writers, and the offices of some of the bu-
reaus, notably that of the Brooklyn ‘‘Eagle,’* in
a historic old house on Fourteenth Street, are as
handsome’as any in the capital.

The press corps is a recognized part of the official
establishment at the capitol. Commodious and
well-furnished rooms are maintained at govern-
ment expense, in connection with both the senate
and the house, and there is one elevator on the
senate side which may be used only by members
of congress and the newspaper men. .

As showing the degree of confidence reposed
in the correspondents it may be stated that many

‘of them knew why the commencement of hostile

operations against Spain was delayed, in 18g8.
The reason was a woeful lack of preparedness on
our part. Several knew, too, that large quantities
of munitions of war were being shipped here from
Great Britain, and, perhaps, from other foreign
countries. The information was withheld until
there was no longer any reason for its suppression.
Nearly every man who has acted as secretary to
the President in recent years has been more or less
confidential with the newspaper men, sometimes
for the purpose of testing public sentiment on
contemplated governmental actions, but more
often because the correspondents are liked and
respected and have demonstrated that they are to
be trusted. Frequently information is given out
with the understanding that it is not to be pub-
lished until a given date, and such confidence is
seldom or never violated. On many occasions,
though, the news that comes to the correspondents

- in confidence is never to be printed. The things

that Washington newspaper men have suppressed
have been more interesting, perhaps, than those
that have been told in the columns of their papers.

The Captain of the Supreme Court

EW of those who witnessed the opening session of the
United States supreme court at the national capital,
recently, ‘recalled the fact that Justice Holmes once
served his country on the field, even as he does now in
her highest tribunal. So, in all probability, none of them
realized that the dignified judge seated farthest at the
right of the chief justice was the *‘my captain'’ of Oliver
Wendell Holmes the First, the hero of that delightful
sketch by the essayist-poet, which he called ** In Search
of the Captain.”” Yet it was a true story—of the paternal
quest for the son reported seriously wounded at Antietam.
Numerous distressing circumstances united to throw the
anxious father off the track, again and again, but at le'ri%th
the search culminated happily in a railroad train. is
is what Dr. Holmes wrote of it:—

“In the first car, on the fourth seat to the right, I saw my
captain; there saw I him, even my firstborn, whom 1 had sought
through many cities.

“+*How are you, boy?’

“‘How are you, dad?’

“Such are the proprieties of life as they are observed among
us Anglo-Saxons of the nineteenth century, decently disguising
those natural impulses that made Joseph, the prime minister of
Egypt, weep aloud so that the Egyptians and the house of Pha-
roah heard,—nay, which had once overcome his shaggy old uncle
Esau so entirely that he fell on his brother’s neck and cried like
a baby, in the presence of all the women.”"

¥ -
How Hanna Saved John Ellsler

PERHAPS no other of the many anecdotes which have

been told of thelate Senator Marcus A. Hanna shows
more clearly the man's true kindliness, his steady loyalty
to his friends, and, withal, his innate business shrewdness,
than the following about the strong right hand of helpful-
ness which he once held out, in time of need, to old John
Ellsler, the dramatic manager:—

About the time that Mr. Hanna took up his home in
Cleveland, Mr. Ellsler, whose career is, to-day, one of
the traditions of the American stage, built the Euclid
Avenue Opera House there. He had put practically
all his money into the venture, so that, when some ene-
mies started to drive him to the wall, with the intention
of buying in the property at some merely nominal figure,
they had very little trouble in forcing the house into the
hands of the sheriff. Mr. Hanna had met Ellsler, and
liked him; moreover, he felt that the effort to bring the
best ‘‘shows’’ into the West was one that deserved well;
so, on the day of the sale, he was on the edge of the crowd
that had gathered to see the new theater change hands.

‘The bidding ran well, with Mr. Hanna always a little
in the lead, till, at length, it went to him. Then he made
Mr. Elisler his manager on shares, backed him up gener-
ously, and, in general, so guided and guarded the desti-
-nies of the house that, at length, it passed again into Mr.
Ellsler's sole control, the transaction having proved, finan-
cially, advantageous for all concerned.

SUCCESS
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‘That we have Secured as Special Contributors to our Columns during the
Coming Year, Among Others, these Distinguished and Popular Writers:
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SPECIAL INTRODUCTORY OFFER
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Good Manners for All QOccasions

This Volume is the One and the only Authority on Matters of Etiquette and Good
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within easy reach of the Humblest Home. It tells all about Etiquette of the Family,
Etiquette of Correspondence, Etiquette of Travel, Etiquette of Introductions, Etiquette of
Courtship, Etiquette of Weddings; Good Manners in Hospitality, in Receptions, in
House Parties, in Entertainments, in Dinners, in Luncheons; Etiquette of the Visiting
Card, Mourning Customs and Funeral Etiquette; Good Manners in Church, Good
Manners in Dress, Good Manners for Men, Good Manners for Women, Good Manners for
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that may confront you, Mrs. Sangster’s Book invariably solves them
instantly and correctly. Manuscript Completed November 9, 1904.
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desk either in Office or at Home
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' Gold Lettering

Distinctly Printed in Plain Type
A Necessity for Every Office
"And Every Home

The One Comprehensive Encyclopedia in such form as
20 be kept on a desk ready for constant reference.

No Business Man and No Home Should Be Without:

. These Five Volumes, SOLD TO EVERY NEW
; OR OLD SUBSCRIBER TO THE COSMO-
POLITAN MAGAZINE for $2.50, including one
 year’s subscription to either THE COSMOPOLI-
TAN or THE TWENTIETH CENTURY
. HOME. For $3.00 you can have the Encyclopedia

and both THE TWENTIETH CENTURY |

HOME and THE COSMOPOLITAN for one year.

The Five Volumes of the Encyclopedit are sent by express.
The charges can be paid by the receiver. If you wish
them by mail, send 80 cents for postage.

Address: THE COSMOPOLITAN MAGAZINE,
IRVINGTON, NEW Y_ORK ,

SUCCESS

'HOUSEKEEPING

A Handsome, Illustrated Monthly Maga:ine
Fascinating, Helpful

Makes a Home out of a House

Gooop Housekeering is bright, helpful, practical, and full of
good cheer. Each month it brings the whole family together in the
enjoyment of everything that is good.  Good stories and good
pictures to amuse the growns=-
ups and their childrén, good
goegcob ;; articles about the serious and DOI?;; a
s the lighter problems of the tilton
Homes | home, the bringing up of child- Readers
ren, education, higher thought,
music, art, ete.  Artistically, it is one of the choicest magazines. The |
illustrations delight the soul of the lover of art. Beautiful cover de-
signs in colors are a special feature.

IQOS—A FEW FEATURES—IQOS

The Table
The Fashions
Flowers
Homelike Rooms
Discoveries
| © Home Hygiene
Personal Health
The Hostess
Needlework
Margaret's Saturday Mornings
Tales from Real Life
Problems of Building
The Children and Their Discipline
IHustrated Special Articles
Interviews with Prominent Persons
Illustrated Articles on Home Life in
Foreign Countries

Home Problems of the Perplexi
Kind "

Some of the Noted
Writers

Thomas Nelson Page

Richard Le Gallienne

Mary Stewart Cutting

Ella Morris Kretschmar

Clifton Johnson

Edwin L. Sabin

Amy A. Bemardy

Elizabeth Knight Tompkims

Lillie Hamilton French

Mrs. Everard Cotes

Ethelyn Middleton

Countess Alida von Krockow

Florence Peltier

Jeanne Constentin

Margaret E. Sangster
HarrietPrescotiBpoflord Ella W. Peattie Carelyn 5. Ralley

These are but a few of the features and pruminent writers, or leaders
in their respective fields, who will help to keep Goop HOUSEKEEPING
during 19os, as in the past, the foremost publication of its kind in the
world. The whole magazine is dominated by a high purpose to be an
ever-ready help and inspiration toward making ‘' the higher life of the
household " a practical and delightful reality in every family, and a force
in social and civic affairs.

The new vear will be distinguished by many new things of our own
of such paramount importance they cannot all be disclosed here. Goobp
HouseEKEEPING has attracted to itself during the enthusiastic year now
closing a coterie of distinguished authors and artists, and it has developed
new writers, full of the ** G. H. spirit” and the vigorous, new life that
carries all with it.

W= WITH SUCCESS— By special arrangement Good Housekeeping
may be obtained in the Success Combinations (see other
pages) at greatly reduced rates.

$1.00 a Year----10 Cents a Copy
THE PHELPS PUBLISHING CO., Publishers

New York SPRINGFIELD, MASS.
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Is a PROFESSION—not a trade.
It is the work of BRAINS—not of hands.
' It commands a SALARY—not wages.

The Engineer is the man who directs great achlevements—who lays out the plans, makes the calcula-
tions and does the head work. The Engineer is the gemeral of a great army of workers. He is
the man who draws a salary and holds a position. The other fellow gets wages and keeps a job.

Engineering is the Great Profession of To-day and the Future

Pres. HEnry S. PriTCHETT, of the Massachusetts Institute of T echnology, writing in ¢¢ Youth’s Companion,’’ says :—

¢« He who leads in the world’s work to-day must be able to understand the forces of nature so as to harness them to the world’s
service. The man who can do this is the ENGINEER, and the boy who is ambitious to win a place among those who are to lead in
these great WORLD PROBLEMS will fit himself for the work of the ENGINEER.”

THE WHOLE STORY N D
The famous illustrator and cartoonist, JoHV T. McCUTCHEON, preaches a whole sermon in these companion

pictures, which we reproduce from the ** Chicago Tnbune’}“ of August 21St. g: is a story of nine out %f ten suc-
cessful men. Any man or boy can become an ENGINEER—can increase his income two times, three times
or ten times by devoting A FEW HOURS EACH WEEK to the right kind of readmg for a few months. We Men Who Kngw the Subjects We Teach
have hundreds of letters from successfui graduates (men and boys who have made their spare time count for The following, taken from a * want ad.”
something) which we shall be glad to send you. page os ;glekglfl;?ﬁ:e Enbune,

R
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T ..d Trihuna ofB-e.
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enced instrument on construics

‘tion; state salary, exp., and rof4

“ - erences. E F 336, Tribu‘ne omcou
Hore am I, siaving aleng at $15 a week, and thore Is Baxter, work- How Baxter got his snap.

Il. o-ly h!fu hard as I ‘0, and getting ton times the salary I get, 1 DRAFTSMEN-BRIDGE 'A\D STRLC'I‘UR
fsh ] had & suap iike his.” - datallere; car use J men, 1310 Monadnncksd

ENGINEER--A YOUNG hum OF RIPE 12X
‘N[ You get the right sort of practical knowledge in the shortest space of time, and by the rler.ce, Who bas bad practicat tems in steam
The Ork iS N Ot Hal’d most direct and simplest method. And thnsg:wthod does not interfere with your regular :ﬁeﬂ"”‘: and sogog‘-:ﬁl&;;t&v‘:n E&‘:‘:
occupation. The instruction is by mail, and you can take as long as you wish for a lesson. rotn In Other peoplote mork: e men wh ‘w

The Cost is Practlca“y Nothmg As you gow:gny;our increased earnings more than take care of the |Eeg*ired, s “’"‘,{{,‘:{,‘m‘,:‘_"ﬂ"":;‘;",';';gv:,{ th &, bead

cost of If they do not, you need not contmue to pay. to wili be masde chief engineer of o rad ﬂ'ﬂ'ulaho&

3 bum stute age, where previnusly ¢mplo;
‘We arrange payments to suit you. Fw and salary ;lpecled to begin on. Nadr
%, Tribune  uftice.

Until December 25th We are offering FOUR SPECIAL lNDUCEMENTb good until December 25th*

Write to-day for full particulars. . ENGINEERS AND MANA=
gers—Exp., competent, fot gas
THE DEMAND FOR MEN WHO KNOW pa§F and elostric lighting plant. in

the subjects below is greater than the su?ply

Select the course you would prefer to take up with us and we will send you full par- towns of 13,000'to Q0,000 state,
ticulars of the lessons, synopsis, tuition

etc. exp ,age, refs E F337, Tribune,,

CUT OUT THIS COUPON AND MAIL US TO-DAY P CHANICAL DRAFFMANW T - FLEoe

American School of Correspondence, Chicago, U. S. A. adnical expérienes: a kool fioxl lon for ¥ aht mam,

List of Courses to which Special Offer applies. Mark with an X the subject in which you are interested. Cut out and send to us. ABS n?.r ,t\-lr ‘3.‘?,’&.‘{3”’".’,?..“,%%“{“.“’ PO‘W-

0! S st clasr m

e e G et Worses tuotn | | S bl S
s cene ces ATS AN A id - e office

! ical E ....Locometive El(lleeflll ....Heating, Ventilation and PI'mb’g ....Knit Goods e

..Mechanical Electrlal [l Ileu'lu .. .Stmt-rnl Engineering vee .Collplet'e Architecture ....Mechanical Drawing xl?m%‘ﬁ‘&ﬁ‘nc e \F;V:"[ﬁﬂ?gﬂ%ﬁﬂ;‘ 5

..Sheet Metal Pattern ..Muaicipal Engineering ....Contractors’ and Bailders’ ....College Preparatory ferved: only firat class men nesdapply; &ato €xpes

, ﬂence&nd salary expected. Alddreos L F 6, Tride

.............................................................................. 1 S I RN ane_of
gam' :" :d Address ;MECHARICAL nu.:msn&w—b}z)im; xg;.z;.cn ‘
it vs“w__nn ................................................................... g N a 43 re(mlreé s B L B Teibane

To bring to the attention of persons interested in Mechanical and Architectural Drawmg, the high standard of our
instruction in this subject, we have compiled from our instruction papers a practical treatise on this subject under

title of COMPENDIUM OF DRAWING

Two volumes—nine hundred pages. One thousand illustrations. - These books would
make a handsome Christmas gift to any young man who is interested in-drawing,—a gift
from which he would derive profit every day of the year. The regular price is ten dollars.
Until December 24th we will send the books to readers of “ Success” mentioning this

paper, both volumes FREE

On approval (express prepaid). Keep them five days. If satisfactory send one dollar
per month for five months thereafter. Otherwise notify us and we will transfer them
absolutely free.

List of Authors and Subjects:

PART I PART 11
Prof. E. Kenison, M. L. T............... ... coviienn. Mechanical Drawing | Prof. W. H. James, M. L. T....... ... .. ... iiiiinnennnnnn Working Drawings
Prof. H. W. Gardner, M. L. T...............c.covne.en. Shades and Shadows | Prof. W. H. James, M. L. T ... ... ... . iiiiiiiiannnannnnns Mechanism
Prof. D.A.Gregg, M. . T..... ..........oooiut. Rendering in Pen and Ink | Prof. C. L. Griffin, formerly Pa. State College, Machine Design
Prof. W. H. Lawrence, M. L. T......................... Perspective Drawing | Wm. Neubecker, N. Y Trade School......... Sheet Metal Pattern Drafting
Frank Chateau Brown, Architect, Boston........... Architectural Lettering | Wm. Neubecker N.Y. Trade School .............cocvininvnnn.. Tinsmithing
. -—AT- -

.ARMOUR INSTITUTE OF TE.CHNOLOGV, CHICAGO, ILL.
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literature in the home.

bright vision it has given you of a world outside your own.

It is with peculiar satisfaction, therefore, that we announce OUR GREAT HOME LIBRARY OFFER for
the coming season and most strongly advise its acceptance by every single one of our readers. We have brought
together into one “ Library” a collection of stories which we can absolutely recommend to Success readers
as the representative work of the best American writers. In doing this we have purchased, from leading pub-
lishers and owners of special copyrighted stories, the right of compiling and manufacturing this exquisitely beautiful
set of ten volumes, which we have named the

Library of American Fiction

AUTHORS

THOMAS NELSON PAGE
BRANDER MATTHEWS
BAYARD TAYLOR
FRANK R. STOCKTON
HENRY JAMES

E. P. MITCHELL

PARK BENJAMIN
EDWARD BELLAMY

T. A. JANVIER

C. A. STEPHENS

H. H. BOYESEN

H. C. BUNNER
ALBERT WEBSTER
GEORGE PARSONS LATHROP
Davip D. LLoyD

N. P. WILLIS

HAROLD FREDERIC
WILLIAM HENRY BISHOP
“J. S. OF DALE"
JOHN EDDY

J. W. DE FOREST
NOAH BROOKS

F. D. MILLET

GEORGE ARNOLD

C. H. WHITE
LEONARD KiIP

About the Contents

HIS magnificent library contains about 2,000
pages of text, clearly and beautifully printed
on heavy paper. Within its covers are found
nearly sixty stories, representing the best work
of over fifty of the great American writers, (see
bst above). These stories are veritable gems of
literature.  Every story is complete in itself,—not
fragmentary, as in many so-called *¢libraries.”’
American literature of the present day is really the
besc, as well as the highest priced, produced in the
world, simply because American authors are writing
pure, terse, vigorous English, and develop their
plots with skill and power without undue prolixity.
It is the cream of these stories only which has gone
into the ¢¢ Library of American Fiction,” and the
list of authors given above will show how enormously
valuable is such a library in a2 home where the
mothers wish their children early to form correct
taste in literary matters. It is not too much to say
that in variety of style, in richness of interest, and
in real value in the home, this set of books is ab-
solutely unequaled, and we strongly and urgently
recommend it to our readers.

Address all orders to Desk 69

Special Introductory
Offer

Library of o-n; Price
American Fiction, ‘
710 VOLUMES $2 9 5
Express Paid by ‘¢ Success’’ °
SUCCESS, one year for both.

Second Offer

You may also order the Library of American
Fictioh (10 volumes) with any SUCCESS MAGA-
ZINE CLUB by adding $1.95 to the club price
provided the order is sent direct to The Success
Company, or is given to any Success agent pre-
senting proper credentials, -

THE SUCCESS COMPANY, Washirigton Square, New York City

SUCCESS

ur Great Home Library Offer

S OUR readers well know, we have always been strong advocates of good literature and the purchase of good
Public libraries are excellent institutions in their way, but you can’t Fet halt the
real enjoyment out of a book unless you own it yourself and learn to love every dog-eared page o

it for some

10 Volumes—Richly Bound—l6mo,—Nearly 2,000 Pages

AUTHORS

REBECCA HARDING DaAvis
HARRIET PRESCOTT SPOFFORD
FRANCES HODGSON BURNETT
CONSTANCE FENIMORE WOOLSON
MARY HALLOCK FOOTE
ELIZABETH STUART PHELPS
MARY PUTNAM JACOBI
LUCRETIA P. HALE

MARY AGNES TINKER

CELIA THAXTER

LINA REDWOOD FAIRFAX
MRs. L. W. CHAMPNEY
OCTAVE THANET

LOUISE STOCKION

MARGARET FLOYD

VIRGINIA W. JOHNSON
ELIZABETH D. B. STODDARD
MILICENT WASHBURN SHINN
JULIA SCHAYER

A. A. HAYES

JaMEes T. MCKay

HENRY A. BEERS

ALVEY A. ADEE

CHARLES S. GAGE

C. H. WHITE

CAPT. ROLAND F. COFFIN
CHARLES DE Kay

About the Bookmaking

ROM a bookmaking standpoint the ¢¢ Library

of American Fiction®' is most beautiful.

The type is large, and the books are exquisitely

printed on a fine quality of toned paper, especially

chosen for this work. Each volume is strongly and

richly bound in silver-gray watered cloth, which

has the appearance of fine silk. In all respects the

sct is a model of elegant workmanship. The ten

volumes will be carefully packed for shipment in a
neat box.

Our extraordinary ¢¢ Special Introductory Offer **
is made solely for the purpose of placing a few sets
in every city or town where it will advertise itself
and bring more orders. Our own subscribers and.
readers will have the exclusive benefit of our low
introductory prices.

The offer is good for a limited . time only, and
will be withdrawn as soon as the first (small) edition
is exhausied.  Prices to the general public will then
be advanced, but until we give notice to this effect
our readers and their friends may take advantage of
the ¢¢ Special Introductory Offer.”’
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Christmas Present
from ‘Success’

On Christmas morning (or as near to this exact time as possible,) several thousands
of our readers will receive through the mails, or by express, a Christmas Present
from Success. On New Year’s morning, several thousand more will receive a

New Year’s Present.

These presents from Success will be in the nature of a surprise. We are not
going to tell you anything about them beforehand, (except that they would cost at
retail from $1.50 to $5.00,) but we 4zow that the recipients will be delighted with
them and will regard them as among the best of their holiday gifts.

Who are to get these Presents?

We receive every year, particularly in the Holiday Season, thousands of orders,
reading in effect: «Please renew my subscription to Success and send Success also
tomy friend . I want him (or her) to have your valuable paper next year.”

It is those of our kind friends, who help to make two blades of grass grow where
one grew before, that we intend to remember with a holiday present. To
you—the reader of these words,—we will send such a present, if you will
send us two or more subscriptions to Success, one of which may be your own
renewal, though the other (or others) must be new. In order to be sure of
receiving this present at the appointed time, you should not fail to note carefully
the «Special Notice” below.

Special Noti.ce | Holiday Present Coupon

(1) To your letter containing the two or more subscriptions to Success, attach
the coupon on this page, giving us information on which Mr. Higgins can base his selec-
tion of a_gift to best please you.

(2) If your order with coupon reaches us by December 15th, we shall, undoubtedly,
be able to send your Present to reach you on Christmas Day, but, if after that time, it
may have to be a New Year's Present. Presents will be sent, however, for all orders DEAR SirR:—
(containing coupons) received by us bearing December postmarks, i. e., if you mail us
an order on December 31st, you will receive a Present, though it may not reach you until
January 1oth to January isth.

(3) In order to receive a Present, you must either (@] send us $2.00 for two single
subscriptions to SUCCESS, (or $3.00 for three, or $4.00 for four, etc.); or [¢]send us at full follows:
club prices two or nore Success Magazine or Book clubs (as advertised elsewhere), eack
club to contain a subscription tv * Success” ; or [¢] send us one separate subscription to
SUCCESS at $1.00, and 1ull advertised price on one or more Success Magazine or Book Name
clubs, each club to contain a subscription to** Success.”

(4) One of the SuccEss subscriptions sent may be a renewal, but the other (or
others) must be new.

(5) A more valuable Present will, of course, be given for three SuCCESS subscriptions
than for two ; for four than for three, etc..

(6) Although we prefer to send our Present to the friend who actually obtains and
sends us the SUCCEss subscriptions, we will, if especially desired, send it to any other
name or.address which he or she may give us.

GUARANTEE

EDWARD E. HIGGINS, General Manager,
Success Company, Washington Square, New York.

I am sending you with this an order for
subscriptions to Success. Please send Holiday Present addressed as

Street and Number .. _ .. _ . __ _

City or Town

827

We absolutely guarantee to our readers full satisfaction with our Holiday
Presents. If dissatisfied, the subscriber may return the Present to us, at our
expense, and we wlll refund all money paid.

All orders should be addressed to EDWARD E. HIGGINS, General
Manager, the Success Company, Washington Square, New York. Mr.
Higgins will give his personal attention to the selection of gifts.

County and State

[The subscriber will please give the following information regarding
the recipient of the present:] .

Age . Male or Female

Living in City, Town or Country
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You Want Cash

For Your Real Estate or Business

NO MATTER WHAT YOUR PROPERTY IS WORTH
Or in What Town, City, State or Territory it is Located

F I DID not have the ability and the facilities to sell your property, I certainly could not afford to

l pay for this advertisement.

Like my hundreds of other ads., that are continually appearing

throughout the country, its practically sure to place om my list 2 number of new properties, and
I am just as sure to sell these properties and make enough ‘money in commissions to pay the cost of

the ad. and make a good profit besides.
That is why I can afford to advertise.
up the largest real estate business in the world.

My ability to make quick sales has enabled me to build

Why not put your

and I am confident that

contrary I expect to sell

want.

If You Want to SELL, Fill Out, Cut Out,
and Mail this Coupon to me To-Day

I do not handle any of the side lines usually carried by the ordinary real estate agent.
make any money through renting, conveyancing, mortgages, insurance, etc.
and lots of it—or go out of business.

property among the number that will be listed and sold as a result of this ad.?

For cight years I have been making quick sales for hundreds of people in every section of the country,

I can make a quick sale for you.

1 do not
I must sell real estate—
I can assure you I am not going out of business. On the
more than twice as many properties this year as I did during 1903.

Eight years of the most active kind of experience, offices in principal cities from Boston to San
Francisco, hundreds of special representatives, and an expenditure of over $100,000 a year in adver-
tising give me better facilities for quickly selling your property than any other broker in existence.

It doesn’t matter what kind of a property you have; it doesn’t matter whether it is worth g100
or $100,000, or in what town, city, state or territory it is located, if you will send me a brief de-
scription, including your lowest cash price, I will tell you how and why I can quickly convert it into
cash, and I will give you my complete plan for handling it, together with a letter of advice

FREE OF CHARGE

The information I will give you will be of great vaiue to you even if you should decide not to
sell. Write to-day and send me a brief description and price of the farm, residence, timberland,
building lot, or any other kind of real estate you may want to sell.

If you want to buy any kind of a property in any part of the country, tell me just what you
I believe I can fill your requirements very promptly and save you some money at the same
time. . Use right-hand coupon. )

W. M. OSTRANDER, 391 North. American Building, PHILADELPHIA.

Use left-hand coupon.

If You Want to BUY, Fill Out, Cut Out,
and Mail this Coupon to me To-Day

...................................

W. M. OSTRANDER, 391 North American Bldg., Philadelphia.

Please send, without cost to me, a plan for finding a cash buyer for my property
WRECK COMSISES Of ... e ittt e ittt eeteeesnnneseeaseieseeessasassnssssannsns
inthetownorcityof................ et ettt eeteneeeenieeeneaeteenteasiearterrasteatnnas
County of ... woooies e and SIate of .......ooeeeeeeeeeeaeneenne
and which I desire to sell for $...........ccocoiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiriiiiiiisaitteienscanes

The plan is to be based upon the following brief description of the property:

...........................................................................................

......................................................................................

.......

....................................

W. M. OSTRANDER, 391 North American Bldg., Philadelphia.
With a view of buying, I desire information about properties whick corvespond

approximately with the following specifications :

Kind of Proferty........couononnenini ittt iiiiiieiiietiiiite ciiiiistareteaiaesnns

City or County or part of State preferved. ..... ......cccoviveviieiiieiiosiensssonsnnnncns

The price must be between §.................... ..... and $.......cccoiiiiiiiiirrencanee

Twillpay......couuueeeeieinnnnnn.. down, and the balance.............ccc..cviivinnnnnnnn

.......................................................................................

............................................................................................

.......................................................................................
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