THE

METAPHYSICAL MAGAZINE

Vor. XXII. JANUARY, 1908. No. 1

THE METAPHYSICS OF BUSINESS.
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Business and metaphysics. Business and religion. The opinion
that seems to be generally held on these subjécts is that business is
wholly unrelated to and has no connection with either of the others.
Yet, with the exception of the home life, there is nothing upon which
the happiness, prosperity and safety of mankind depend so largely
as upon the methods in which business is done and the spirit mani-
fested by those transacting it. In social intercourse, political affilia-
tion or religious belief it is possible to limit one’s associates and
interests to a tolerably defined circle and judge what degree of influ-
cnce his or her words or acts may have within these limits; but so
inextricable are the inter-relations of man with man in the perform-
ance of the business of the world that they embrace all sorts and
conditions of people, and an apparently trifling act of a person in one
place may seriously affect some one in a different part of the world.
The decision of a business magnate upon some matter of small
importance to him may cause the loss of employment and consequent
suffering to many people whom he would not willingly injure; or
it may be the cause of relieving the wants, brightening the homes
and renewing the hopes of people of whose existence he is ignorant.
The humble mechanic or laborer may, by neglect or carelessness in
the ‘work which is his business, cause death, maiming or loss of
property to the highest in the land or to people who consider that
“business” of any kind is a thing with which they have no concern.
The nations of the earth have different forms of government, of
religion, varying laws and customs, and the influence of these is but
coéxtensive with the national boundaries ; but business, the productive
industries of man and the distribution of the results, is world-wide
and its influence universal—a mighty power for good or evil.
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2 THE METAPHYSICAL MAGAZINE.

The spiritual motive for any act or course of conduct is the cause
of its resultant being beneficent or hurtful to mankind, and the
transaction of business is no exception ‘to this rule. When carried
on honestly, unselfishly and with a due regard to the rights and
welfare of others it promotes friendly relations between the nations,
tends to general prosperity of all and is a powerful preventive of
war with its attendant horrors and waste of life and treasure.
Among men there is no stronger or more enduring tie than a busi-
ness friendship that is based upon the confidence begotten of experi-
ence of the honor and integrity of the several parties. Such friend-
ship is constantly manifested in mutual aid and acts of kindness;
nor does its influence end with these, for the person who has acquired
an affection for and confidence in even a few of his fellow-beings
has opened his nature to influences that will lead to an increase of
brotherly feeling and charity toward all men. Brotherly feeling
and charity among men and nations is what is needed to change for
the better the condition of mankind.

Selfishness and dishonesty are convertible terms, because every
dishonest act arises from the desire that some benefit shall thereby
accrue to self without regard to its effects on others. Selfish and
therefore dishonestly transacted business, on the part of either
nations or individuals is the cause of unnumbered woes, wide-spread
misery and a tremendous obstacle in the path of evolution of the
race to happier and safer conditions. When practiced by nations the
sure results of dishonest business are the horrors of war, the oppres-
sion and spoliation of weaker nations by stronger ones and the
degradation of the stronger through loss of the consciousness
of honesty.

It was sclfish and dishonest “business” that fitted out fleets of
buccaneers to slaughter and rob the innocent natives of South
America and Mexico. The business of the East India Company led
to the conquest and spoliation of India and the slaughter of thou-
sands of the vanquished and the victors. Business “requirements”
forced China at the cannon’s mouth to open her ports to the admis-
sion of opium, to the degradation of a vast number of her people.
There are gold and gems in what was the Transvaal, and the “busi-
ness” of getting possession of these caused the conquest of two
republics, occupied by innocent and inoffensive people, and the
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degradation of free governments to the condition of provinces occu-
pied by “subjects.” “Business” said that “trade would follow the
flag,” and the United States violated the very basic principles of
its own government at the behest. The wretched natives of the
Congo country suffer tortures at which humanity shudders—and
supinely allows to proceed—because King Leopold’s rubber “busi-
ness” thrives upon the blood and agony. Every man and woman in
this nation who eats, drinks, wears or uses anything is each day
mulcted of a portion of his or her property to “protect” certain
“business interests.” But a volume could be filled with the records
of the hideous crimes that have been committed by nations in the
practice of this selfish and dishonest “business.”

When practiced by individuals or corporations this selfishly con-
ducted business leads to wide-spread and constantly increasing dis-
astrous results. It destroys the mutual confidence that should exist
between man and man, without which any marked evolution of the
race to happier social conditions is impossible; for few men will
endeavor to protect the rights and interests of others, unless they
feel confident that the others will protect them in the same manner.
Loss of confidence in his fellow-beings isolates the individual—
causes him to feel that he is fighting the battle of life against a host
of foes, instead of realizing that he is one of a vast army all of whom
are moving toward one common purpose, and that only by means
of mutual aid and protection can the whole army hope to overcome
the obstacles to cvolution, to happier and more stable social condi-
tions inuring not only to their own great benefit but to that of future
generations. This isolation of the individual man leads to hatred
and malice and all uncharitableness.

I believe that a great majority of mankind would prefer to deal
honestly and unselfishly with their fellow-men. Many enter upon
their life-business with the full intention of so doing and would take
pleasure and feel pride in continuing in the same course; but if
deceived and defrauded a few times by those in whom they have
placed confidence, they too begin to think that “business is a fight,”
and that as “in war all strategems are legitimate” they adopt the
methods of their ‘“enemies,” considering that it is mere “self-
defense.” The man who has been defrauded by another generally
feels anger and hate toward those who have wronged him. Anger,
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4 THE METAPHYSICAL MAGAZINE.

hate and distrust are spreading poisons in the human soul. If
admitted and fostered as against but one or a few persons, who have
perhaps deserved reprobation, many others who have given no real
cause for distrust will be included in the feeling, and the man,
imagining himself surrounded by enemies, resorts to all methods to
protect himself and to injure them. No matter how reprehensible
his own conscience may regard these acts, he justifies them to himself
by arguing that they are the “regular business methods,” and that
self-preservation compels him to use them.

The fraudulent “bankrupt” banker, living at ease on the mis-
appropriated earnings of hundreds of people who, confiding in his
honesty, trusted their means to his hands, has done more real injury
to humanity by the feelings of distrust in their fellow-men, anger
and hate, that his acts have engendered in the hearts of men, than
a hundred burglars or thieves that are expiating their crimes in the
penitentiary. These robbed people of small amounts of property
only. They betrayed no confidence because none was placed in
them and all possible means were taken to guard against their
depredations. The banker not only robbed people of their property,
but of what was of inestimably greater value—their confidence in
their brother-men.

Each man’s business (busy-ness) is or should be that employ-
ment of his physical or mental powers by which he makes return to
his fellow-men for the labor and skill by which they contribute to
the support and protection of himself and those dependent upon
him. If that which he gives is in adequate ratio to what he receives,
then he is an honestly self-supporting person. If that which he
gives, or has given, is not equivalent to what he has received, he is
a debtor to society by the amount of the deficit; while if in the
present he is rendering no useful service and has no overplus of ser-
vice performed in the past standing to his credit, then whether he
be prince, prelate, politician or professional man, he is a pauper—
one who subsists on the results of the labor and skill of others and
makes no adequate return. It may not be his fault that it is so; his
condition may be the result of sickness or natural disability; but in
the case of ninety-nine per cent of the vast army of non-earning

paupers the cause may easily be traced to ‘“‘existing business
methods.”
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Do not imagine that this is an argument in favor of the doctrines
of “wild-eyed socialism,” a diatribe against capitalists, or a plea for
“the down-trodden workingman.” The enterprising capitalist, the
honest banker, the inventor, the organizer, the able professional
man or educator, the author and the artist are each and all absolutely
necessary and useful social factors and their fellow-men should be
willing to contribute a liberal, but not an enormously extravagant
share of their earnings in return for the services performed.-

The value of the poducts of the world’s industries each year is
the equivalent of a certain amount of necessaries and comforts for
the use of the inhabitants. If some receive a greater share of the
value of these products than their efforts toward the production
amounted to, then of necessity others must receive less than their
just proportion. The newspapers stated, in relation to a recent
criminal trial, that one of the lawyers employed for the defence
received a fee of $100,000 for his services. The compositor who
“sets up” the type for this page, if he is a thoroughly skilled work-
man, probably expended as many years of time and more labor in
acquiring that skill than did this lawyer in studying the “quillets of
the law,” yet his remuneration for his labor and skill during ‘the
same period of time was probably less than $100. During that
month the compositor was producing—adding an appreciable’amount
to the completed labor of the world. The world was poorer by
the amount necessary for the lawyer’s support during the month
occupied in the trial—he added nothing, nor caused anything to be
added to its production. If the compositor’s recompense was just
and sufficient then the lawyer was vastly overpaid. If the lawyer’s
fee was a just recompense then the compositor'was frightfully under-
paid. It may be urged that the money with which the lawyer’s fee
was paid was inherited by the prisoner whom he defended, from his
father who left him a sum of some millions. This does not change
the status at all; because the services of no one man during one life
are worth to the world millions of dollars more than his living
expenses or the amount that others contribute for his'support ; there-
fore many men must have been mulcted of their just share under
“the rules of business” in order that this amount could be accumu-
lated by one individual.

A working woman is earning a dollar a day (above the average).
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She falls sick and a passing doctor is called in who gives fifteen
minutes of his time to diagnose and write'a prescription for which
his charge is two dollars. She works ten hours for a dollar—his
charge is at the rate of eighty dollars for the same time. Although
his education has been more costly and he is probably not profitably
employed every hour, yet her labor is harder and more exhausting ;
and though the result of his skill may be to restore her laboring
capacity, the difference in recompense or division of products seems
altogether too great. It is but justice to the doctors to say that many
of them perform a great amount of honest work for which they
expect no recompense ; but I am speaking of those who are governed
by “business principles.”

Suppose that A, B and C are joint owners of thirty acres of land
and they decide that each shall cultivate ten acres of it in wheat.
If A by superior strength, skill or opportunity is enabled to produce
a hundred bushels while B and C have harvested but fifty, and if
wheat is worth a dollar a bushel, A has a perfect and honest right
to the enjoyment of such comforts and necessities as that hundred
dollars will procure. But if the necessities of B and C demand that
they must purchase some of his wheat for sustenance or for seed
and he compels them to pay two dollars a bushel for it, he is doing
business by modern methods; but the dictum of his own spiritual
essence or conscience, if he appeals to it, will be that the transaction
was selfish and dishonest.

The cause of the insufficient means of livelihood, comfort and
education endured by far too many of the race and the unnecessary
and often degrading wealth of others may be found in the fact that
so many desire to become paupers—wish to enjoy a share of the
products of the world’s industry while rendering no adequate return.
The able-bodied man who abandons the field of industry and becomes
a “tramp” or a “bummer” is a dishonest pauper—he is each day
robbing the community of the amount that his labor should have
produced. The man who, seeing a large number of skilled mechanics
engaged in the manufacture of some machine which will add to the
comforts and increase the producing power of mankind and who
lays his plans thus: “This machine is necessary to a large class of
people. It can be produced, with a reasonable profit to the manu-
facturer, for twenty dollars. Now I will contract with the manu-
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facturer for the whole product of the factory and charge those who
will be compelled to have the machine fifty or seventy-five dollars
for each.” If he succeed in doing this (and it is done every day) it
is “strictly business”; but he becomes a pauper who is not only
robbing the community of what should be his own share of produc-
tion but also mulcting them dishonestly of a portion of their share.
The result of his act is far-reaching. The added producing power or
value of each machine to the purchaser would probably be such as
to make him willingly pay perhaps thirty dollars for it to the manu-
facturer, direct. Then an honest manufacturer would be enabled
to pay a higher price to the real producers—the mechanics and the
producers of his raw material ; or, in other words, enable those who
were benefited by the use of the new machine to contribute a larger
share of the result of their mutual labors to the men who pro-
duced it.

Are these exaggerated views? Let us see. Some years ago the
proprietors of a concern which sold sewing-machines for seventy-
five to one hundred and fifty dollars each, were, in the course of some
legal proceedings, compelled to show its books in court. From these,
and the oral testimony introduced, it was proved that the firm who
actually manufactured these machines received from eleven to fifteen
dollars each for the complete machine. Every poor, half-starved
sewing-woman who purchased one of these machines was robbed of
the results of many months of her weary and productive toil to
enable the paupers who had not expended one cent’s worth of
labor in its manufacture to accumulate vast wealth from the differ-
ence between the cost of manufacture and the selling price. I said
that such wealth was often degrading to the possessors, and this is
a case in point. On the death of the wealthiest of the men engaged
in the above business it was discovered that this ill-gotten wealth
had enabled him not only to indulge in grossly immoral conduct
but to induce others to participate in it.

These business paupers are more determined in their robbery
of the industrious, producing class than is the highwayman who
cries “stand and deliver”—he takes some chances, they take none.
Shylock has been considered a pretty strict “business man” but
his bond called for his pound of flesh only. The bond or mortgage
for a machine sold on the installment plan calls not only for the
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“pound of flesh” but for all the “Christian blood,” nerves, cuticle,
cells, etc., “thereunto belonging or in anywise appertaining.” It is
“so nominated in the bond” that if the buyer shall fail in the pay-
ment of any of the installments, the seller shall, without “process of
law” take possession of the machine, and the “money already paid
shall be considered as liquidated damages.” A poor woman may by
incessant toil and bitter self-denial have paid sums aggregating many
times the actual value of the machine, and by sickness, accident or
enforced idleness have been unable to pay one more installment.
Enters the modern Shylock with his bond and takes the machine
and all she has paid on it. It’s “business”; but the business of the
burglar is a lesser crime against humanity.

The writer lately visited a factory which manufactures the raw
material used in his business and desired to purchase a car-load of
it for cash. He was courteously refused on the ground that “if they
sold direct to the consumers the dealers or middlemen would not
purchase their goods.” It was “business,” but it meant that the
buyer must contribute a portion of the results of his industry to
men who had nothing whatever to do with the production of the
article he needed.

It is absolutely necessary that a certain number of people should
be employed in the distribution of the product of the world’s
industry, and others in carrying on such of the world’s work as
cannot be accomplished by individuals. When such work is honestly
and faithfully performed, such persons are rendering a full return
for the amount contributed by the public for their support, and that
amount should be a liberal one, commensurate with the results
attained by the exercise of their skill, labor and education; but in
making the “distribution” they should not be allowed to “distribute”
the greatest percentage to themselves, or in carrying on the business
of the agency to become masters of and dominate the community
which has appointed them to or allowed them to assume the office.

It is true that the patent laws and the protective tariff are some-
times causes of undue accumulation of great wealth in the hands of
a few; but they are both dishonest in principle and tend to the crea-
tion of public paupers. The invention of any useful article is or
should be a public benefit and the inventor a public benefactor. In
order that the public and the inventor should both receive justice in
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the matter an agency of the people should examine carefully into
the merit of the invention and award the inventor, from the public
funds, a sum liberally equivalent to the producing value of his
invention, and this without fee or charge. The invention should
then become public property. In case the thing would be useful to
but a limited class he could then be awarded the privilege of being
its sole manufacturer and seller at a stipulated fair and honest price.
Under the present method seven out of ten of the real inventors
make little or nothing out of the product of their brains. Some
“smart” man buys his patent for a small sum, or steals it, gets the
article manufactured at the lowest price that the necessities of men
enable him to compel them to accept, and then sells it for the highest
price that he can force the public to pay. He is a pauper.

The intention of protective tariff is, in the language of the poli-
tical demagogue, to “protect the working man” by enabling him to
obtain a higher price for his labor. If it protected all alike it would
be simply self-defeating, because the value of wages is its purchasing
power and if the tailor and the shoemaker are both protected in
high wages then the tailor pays more to the shoemaker for his
shoes and the shoemaker more to the tailor for his coat. They are
simply “swapping dollars.” But the wages paid to their workmen
are by no means commensurate with the vast sums of which pro-
tected manufacturers rob the whole people by the extortionate prices
which the shutting out of competition enables them to charge for
their products, and the wealth that enables them to still further
“protect” themselves by crushing out smaller industries. They are
absorbing a most undue proportion of the world’s earnings without
making any adequate return—they are paupers.

If the evil results of our present methods of business were con-
fined to the physical plane of being they would be bad enough; but
the result upon the spiritual nature and evolution of the race is
far more widespread and detrimental and of vastly more importance.

The sole hope of man to arrive at happier conditions of being.
lies in united effort to that end. The physical condition of a race or
nation is but the result of causes set up by the degree or quality of
spiritual evolution and perception of truth attained by the units com-
posing it. If a large number of the soldiers composing an army go
forth animated by the selfish intention to avoid danger to their
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individual selves and to put forth as little effort as possible, the
result of the battle must be defeat of the whole, and terrible slaughter
among those who bravely endeavor to do their whole duty; while
those who ignobly shirked their duty and left their comrades to bear
the burden and heat of the day cannot hope to escape the woes of
the vanquished. When each is animated by the same unselfish
purpose then these several purposes or wills become confluent and
that body of men becomes one physical giant inspired by one spirit
and well-nigh irresistible.

A gang of sailors are hauling on a rope to raise a great yard
to its place, but they are working “pulley-hauley-wise,” without
unison, and the weight does not move. One looks to the others
and cries “yo—heave—ho.” The “yo” is an appeal for united
effort, the “heave” indicates the purpose to be formed in the
mind of each and and the “ho” is the signal for a united manifes-
tation of that purpose, and the yard goes up “with a run.”

Each succeeding race of human beings is the army going forth
to endeavor to overcome adverse physical conditions, or rather
physical conditions which their own errors have made adverse—it
is the group of sailors endeavoring to raise the yard that will bear
the sail which will waft them to safety. Upon the unanimity of
their purpose depends their success and the fate of all. Nations
and races must abide karmic law—the sure sequence of events upon
causes—as surely as must individuals. These effects include all
the units. The soldier who did his duty bravely and the selfish
coward may both be slain in the retreat which the cowards brought
about; the sailor who lay aloft in the darkness and worked man-
fully to reef the topsail ere the squall struck must go down in the
wreck with the shirker who hid in the dark and lent no aid.

The conditions of life upon this earth can be made as happy
and secure as the members of the race desire. United soul-purpose
is all that is necessary to the attainment of that end. The purpose
being formed in the minds of many, every thought and act is bent
to its accomplishment. No human soul is wholly isolated. A nerve
of sympathy connects it with everv other soul and an intense
purpose formed in many souls communicates itself to unnumbered
others. This is evidenced in all great popular movements.

“Mankind is one in spirit and an instinct bears along
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Round the earth’s electric circle the swift flash of right

and wrong.”

The sure tendency of present business methods is to break
this circle—to deaden the nerve of sympathy—to isolate the soul
and leave it to fight for its own petty aims against a host of oppo-
nents instead of uniting with all other souls in the purpose of
general welfare and happiness.

The world is a farm which we are working “on shares.” The
greater the number of workers the larger will be the product and
the more liberal should be the share of each worker, proportioned
to the effective result of his labor. The work that each should
have to do is his “business.” Some must till the soil, some build
the houses and barns, some make the machinery; others must be
employed as educators, distributors, entertainers and beautifiers. If
cach faithfully perform his share with earnest endeavor to carry
out the united purpose and will of the whole, the result would be
ample subsistence for all, general diffusion of the comforts of
life, leisure for recreation and education, health and safety.

Utopia? Nothing of the kind. It is a purpose as easily accom-
plished by the race if once formed as the ascent of a hill by the
man who purposes and wills to do it.

Legislation will not accomplish this except in so far as laws
are the expression of the real will of the people. An awakened
conscience and purpose in the souls of men that “business”—the
daily occupation of each person, involving all his relations to his
fellow-men, shall be honestly conducted is the prime necessity.
Then would buyer and seller, producer and consumer, come
together on the ground of a common interest. The cost to the
citizen of a railroad ticket or a machine or a bushel of wheat would
be no more than a fair equivalent to his proportion of the cost and
management of the railroad, the cost of the raw material and work-
manship on the machine, and the labor expended in producing
the wheat. .

The tramp-pauper and the speculator-pauper would both be
eliminated; the former by refusing him hurtful charity and the
latter by declining to pay him tribute for value which he had no
hand in creating. Both would have to join in aiding to accomplish
the race-purpose or perish as unfit.
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We all know how combined effort on the part of a number of
people toward one purpose in the ordinary affairs of life increases
the fraternal feeling among them. So combined purpose on the
part of the race would lead it to a recognition of the true “brother-
hood of man” and of the vast, almost illimitable power inherent in
the united soul of the race. Beyond all this, unthinkably more potent
and wise, is the universal spirit—THE 1s—the Law which is Love.
Purpose of brotherhood and love and “fulfilling of the law” unite
the soul of man with this, its Source. Man shares in and becomes
the manifesting agent of the Law of Love and “to him all things
are possible.”

Poverty, crime, disease, are not the law; they are but goads to
drive us back into the paths that lead to peace. If mankind will but
earnestly purpose to make it their business to remove the causes
of these evils, they will disappear, and the redeemed race will wonder
at its folly in so long enduring evils that could be so easily cured.

CHas. E. CUMMING.
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THE ELECTRICAL AGE.
BY REV. J. F. RICHMOND.

The term electricity was derived from the Greek word Electron,
or amber, the substance in which the property of attracting light
substances by friction was first discovered by Thales, a Grecian
philosopher, some 500 years B. C.

Electricity is an imponderable, invisible agent, and all writers
prefer to tell what it has done, or can do, rather than attempt to
tell what it really is. It is probably material, of remarkable fineness,
and has been described by a late writer, as a stream of invisible,
infinitesimal particles of matter. The Cathode Ray one has described
as “an electric dance of atoms along the line of force.”

Possibly electricity is the essence of all material substances, out
of which all other material substances were formed, as it seems to
pervade all material substances, and possibly may lie at the base
of matter.

Doctor J. B. Dodds, a medical gentleman, in 1850, at the invi-
tation of Henry Clay, Daniel Webster and others, delivered before
the United States Congress a series of lectures on Electrical Psy-
chology. In these he set forth the idea that electricity was an eternal
substance, out of which God formed the worlds, and made every
tangible thing. He even declared that electricity was the body of
God and that by it, in its extended ramifications, God was able
to be everywhere present, and by it to instantly and perpetually
touch and control all things in His infinite dominion. He said elec-
tricity was the connecting link between matter and mind. Dodds
was a very reverent man, treating his theme with great solemnity.
He was a bold and vigorous thinker, and had a following.

Dodds’ views are not entirely accepted at this time, but it is
doubtful whether any man knows any more about the essence of
electnc1ty today than Dodds did in 1850.

It is remarkable that so many things of such v1tal importance
to man have remained so long outside of his range of vision. We
would all now shrink from crossing the Pacific Ocean without
steam ; we would not think of conducting the nations of the world
without iron, coal, or petroleum ; yet most of these are really in their

13
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infancy of use in the family of man. Seed thoughts, by observation
or study, are lodged in the human mind and sometimes wait cen-
turies for development. Hero, of Alexandria, is said to have dis-
covered the mechanical power of steam and to have constructed a
toy rotary steam engine 230 years B. C. But the thought-wave set
in motion at that time half slumbered for two thousand years in the
minds of Blasco, DeGarry, Savery, Papin and Newcomen, until
James Watt the master of them all, gave the world a power that
has liberated millions, and brought greater ameliorations to the race
than anything else we can mention.

But electricity, as the servant of man, now seems certain to
vastly outrun steam. Faint notions of the existence and power of
this marvelous agent have existed for centuries in the world, but
the real Electrical Age began about the middle of the Nineteenth
century. Franklin simply toyed with the subject, proving its identity
with the lightning, and then with the metallic rod, not to utilize its
power but to protect property from its force, he turned the current
uselessly aside.

In 1800, or a year earlier, Alexander Volta, a professor in the
University of Pavia, acting upon and correcting the experiments of
Galvani, prepared his pile of zinc and copper plates and submerged
them with acids, and became conscious that a mild electrical current
was under his control, but he had no conception of its vast meaning.

Sir Humphrey Davy, instructor in the Royal Institution of
London, seized upon the experiments of Volta and constructed a
powerful voltaic battery of two thousand cells, producing an intense
electrical current, and by closing the circuit of the battery by ter-
minals of hard wood or charcoal, and then separating them for a
short distance, he produced a most brilliant and magnificent flame,
dazzling to behold. So there was born into the world at that time
the wonderful, but now so common affair—the arc light. Davy
observed the marvelous heat of electric fire, and noticed that few
substances could resist its power of fusion or volatilization when
placed in the heated stream of the carbon electrodes. So Davy
became the pioneer in electrical chemistry. Davy decomposed by
battery-current potash and soda, and produced for the first time the
alkaline metals potassium and sodium, thus opening the great field
of Electro-chemical Industry to mankind.
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‘The Magnet has been the study of the ages, and may not now,
perhaps, be fully explained, but it certainly is one phase of electrical
economy. The first Loadstone is said to have been discovered in
Magnesia, in Asia Minor, and was named “Magnet,” from the place
where it was found. It is simply oxide of iron, usually a black,
granular, brittle stone, and when pure contains 72% of iron. It
attracts and magnetizes iron and many other metals, imparting this
marvelous quality most thoroughly to steel. The magnetic needle
is nothing but polished steel, thoroughly mag-netized, when it is
supposed thereafter to permanently adjust itself to the established
conditions of the world, and constantly point North and South. By
winding wire through which currents of electricity pass around iron
or steel, the metal becomes equally charged, the same precisely as
the Loadstone, proving conclusively that the effect is simply elec-
trical. In Muspratt’s Chemistry, we are told of a great magnet
exhibited in public that lifted a ton, to the amazement of the popu-
lace. The Loadstone or magnet I claim is simply concentrated elec-
trical affinity or power. How, in nature, it is thus concentrated
is the mystery. Ampére supposed that a closed clectrical
current surrounded every molecule of the particles composing the
Loadstone; a perfectly unprovable proposition, but one of those
working hypotheses employed by some thinkers, viz., the things no
man can either prove or disprove.

Electricity is without doubt the chief controlling element in the
physical universe. Whether it is or is not the source of light in
the sun, or by what processes it there operates, are topics too vast
to be even mentioned in this paper, but that electricity produces
light and heat, by speed and friction, in this world we all understand.

Electricity pervades everything we behold. The famous Leyden
Jar, a glass phial of great size covered within and without with tin
foil, could not entirely hold the agent, nor can any of the retorts or
so-called storage batteries of the present time. It gradually escapes
through everything. It is the unconquerable giant of the physical
universe.

Men have come to think that it plays a wondrous part in climatic
conditions, changes of temperature, the violence of storms, both of
wind and water, in the eruptions of volcanoes, and the devastations of
earthquakes. In its static or quiet conditions it is as harmless as
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water, but in its voltaic or rushing attitudes, it sets on fire the par-
ticles of the atmosphere, melts such metallic substances as do not
readily transmit it, dissolves the chemical salts of nature and decom-
poses water into its separate elements.

As man’s master, it is the most deadly antagonist of man and
beast; but as his servant, it is also man’s most powerful assistant.
That so few are killed by lightning is to me a great mystery, since
electricity pervades all space, rides on every breeze and is constantly
rushing with titanic force through all the universe.

But, while electricity wields a destructive force, it is without doubt
also a curative agent, casting such intense light in the X-ray ex-
aminations as to reveal all the points in the human system, and
by mild voltaic currents it tones up the animal forces and gives zest
to life.

Professor Clarke claimed that electricity entered the body in the
atmosphere we breathe; that the brain is a generator which dis-
tributes it to all the nerves; that disease is caused by the disturbance
in the electrical equilibrium, resulting in inflammation, or other evils.
He claimed that all inflammatory troubles were the result of exces-
sive electricity, and all sluggish or paralytic troubles were from the
deficiency of electricity. It is also known that electricity is a pow-
erful agent in the growth of vegetation. By causing light-currents
to flow in the earth around vegetables they mature much more
rapidly, proving that in this thoughtful age, electricity may be em-
ployed as successfully as fertilization or irrigation.

When Volta constructed his pile in 1800, men talked about gen-
erating electricity, but I do not think it is in any sense generated, or
produced—it is simply collected. It is now collected and made avail-
able, by certain machines called dynamos, which are steel machines,
in which many wires are coiled around steel, producing powerful
magnets. The cylinders of these machines are made to revolve by
water, steam or by electricity, and the volume of electricity gathered
corresponds with the number and size of the wires, the size of the
machine and the rapidity of the motion; the electricity meanwhile
being brushed into the desired channel by copper plates, or by a hair
brush. Electricity loses power by the escape of heat. Its light is
probably all produced by friction. We have said that electricity
passes through everything, but some substances transmit it more
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rapidly than others; hence it is found that it will pass along an
insulated wire under the sea, five thousand miles, in less time than
it will take to find its way through an India rubber ball an inch in
thickness. Concussion produces heat always, and it is by the sudden
stoppage of the electrical current in its rush, by carbon, or by some
other substance nearly impenetrable, that the light and heat are
produced.

The storing of electricity in the Leyden Jar was for experimental
purposes only, and large attempts to store it now are not attempted;
it is mainly manufactured as used. An abundant supply at the
dynamo, furnishes the potency or momentum, that sends it along the
negative copper wire, and if it meet no resistance it will fly around
the world while the clock is striking one.

An arc light is made by the passage of the electric current over
a space between two rods of carbon, vaporizing the carbon with its
intense heat, in a partially air-tight glass tube, to prevent too costly
combustion of the carbon. An incandescent light is made by the
insertion of a powerful resistant, usually of carbon; the rush of the
current suddenly impeded by the carbon produces intense heat, turn-
ing the carbon white, gradually consuming it, thus producing
the light.

It is probable that galvanism, magnetism, frictional electricity,
and the electric storm are essentially the same, differing simply in
volume and appearances.

The electrical world appears to have its own meets and bounds,
and does not conform to the ordinary lines of the physical world.
Captain Amundsen, the Norwegian explorer, claims to have reached
the magnetic pole, as he reached a place where the needle of the
compass became stationary and would no longer move. Wellman
says the electric North Pole is twelve hundred miles south of the
mathematical or geographical pole.

During the last twenty-five years the wondrous and multiplied
uses of electricity in economic forms have been the ever-startling
study of thoughtful men, something new being introduced at every
turn. The telegraph, installed by Samuel Morse between Baltimore
and Washington in 1844, extended rapidly until all enlightened
nations constructed it, and its lines extended under many seas.

The telephone, introduced by Alex. Graham Bell, at the Cen-
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tennial Exhibition at Philadelphia in 1876, has extended widely, and
is now one of the chief factors of communication in all the world,
saving an incalculable amount of time, which is money, culture, and
happiness, combined.

In 1885, an attempt was made to apply electricity to railroad
work. Previously the horse-car had done the work of passenger
transportation in cities. Fields and Edison each produced an
electric motor that they said would propel a car, but people laughed.
Finally one Leo Daft undertook to build a short line in Saratoga,
New York, to try the electric car theory. People said he was rightly
named—that he was Daft indeed—but he persevered and in 1887, he
had the unspeakable triumph of running a motor with cars on an
elevated railroad in New York City. After the great World Fair
in Chicago, the electric car system began to spread into the country,
and one year ago the capital invested in these lines was reported to be
Four Thousand Million dollars, and the work seems to be but just
begun. Electricity is also being introduced in the place of steam on
the New York Central, the Pennsylvania and other railroads, and
will soon largely displace it.

The great sources of water-power in the world, hitherto allowed
to run to waste, are being utilized in the collection and distribution
of electricity, which is transmitted for hundreds of miles, so that
distant cities are lighted, and power furnished for many mechanical
appliances, at reduced cost and without smoke or steam. No one
can tell to what uses electricity will be applied in the future. It can
be made to draw the plow, run the reaper, the saw mill, the flour mill,
the cotton mill, the crane and drill at the mine, the Atlantic Liner,
the submarine, the threshing machine, the sewing machine, the cook-
stove, the washing machine, and it can be made to rock the baby in
the cradle. Longevity should greatly increase, and it will, as elec-
tricity has come in to do more than half the hard work of the world.

The race has been constantly startled during recent years, with
the wonderful things that are being done with electricity. To
transmit thought over land or under oceans, by wire, was almost too
wonderful for conception; but next came the Marconi plan to trans-
mit it without wire—“Wireless Telegraphy.” As great an electrical
wizard as Thomas Edison at first doubted the possibility of this, but
it has passed far beyond the realm of doubt. On October 10th, 1907,
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as Marconi’s experts were testing some new receiving cones at their
station in Nova Scotia, they got accidentally into connection with the
station at Manila, and heard it distinctly announced that the Ameri-
can cruiser, Philadelphia, had reached Manila. This message had
traveled eleven thousand miles, and proves that under favorable
atmospheric conditions there is scarcely any limit to the range of
wireless telegraphy. A few days ago from an electric tower in
British Columbia, a wireless dispatch was sent across to Ireland and
the answer to it was received inside of five minutes. :

What a wondrous advantage is all this to the men of the sea!
During the year 1905, eighty-one sea-going vessels were lost in mid-
ocean, and stood reported in that ominous column—“MissING.” Now,
a vessel duly equipped can speak to those on land a thousand miles
away, and often obtain relief.

The matter of recording the tones of the human voice that they
may be reproduced at any time for ages, the taking of a photograph
accurately at the end of a long line in a faithful receiver, startles
our natural incredulity.

Nikola Tesla predicts that electricity will abolish sea warfare en-
tirely. He says that a tidal wave can be easily produced with twenty
or thirty tons of cheap explosives, that will roll such billows of water,
and open such chasms in the sea, that no vessel even of the Dread-
nought size can keep afloat. So that nations on their seaboards can
sink all the fleets that are sent against them.

FiNaLLy, this Electrical age is replete with study, discovery,
invention, accumulation, and triumph as no other ever has been.
What an age to think, to do, and to enjoy! I am glad to live in
this age. All knowledge is being sifted, and tried as in a crucible.
The time-honored Atomic theory is questioned in the blaze of new
experiments, and the question of general transmutation is raised.
Sir William Ramsey’s recent work with radium was remarkable, but
it did not destroy the Atomic theory. He did not succeed in produc-
ing copper, gold, or silver from atmospheric gases, but he thought
he saw evidence that helium, neon, and argon, existed in emanations
of radium; and that lithium, calcium, sodium, and potassium, are
disclosed by the spectrum as products of the degeneration of copper.

How the deep secrets of nature are being unlocked and chiefly
by the aid of electricity! All the precious metals and the precious
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stones were brought into their present state by most intense heat.
Through the ages man has been crippled in his arts by lack of suffi-
cient heat power. The highest heat of the fuel furnace and blow pipe
never exceeded 1700° or 1800° Cent. Flame fed by oxygen and
hydrogen has reached 2000°. But the electrical fires now glowing at
Niagara, equalling a thousand horse-power, are the wonders of our
time, melting down walls in the chemical world, hitherto supposed to
be immovable.

We are not yet able to gauge the possible heat of electricity. At
3500° we reach the point where carbon boils, consequently
the present electrodes made of carbon are destroyed at that point,
putting an end to manufacture, until other more enduring substances
can be obtained. Sir Wm. Crookes says, the manufacture of dia-
monds requires a temperature of 4200°, and a pressure of 225 pounds
to the square inch.

Andrew Noble thinks he experimentally produced electrical heat
reaching a temperature of 5200°, but it was of course flashy
and uncontrollable.

Surprising things are being produced at Niagara from common,
coarse materials. Out of sawdust, coke, sand and salt, comes a sub-
stance that ordinary fire cannot destroy. Aluminum is certainly the
coming, useful metal of the world. It is lighter than iron and
stronger and does not corrode. It is also the most abundant, forming
about one-twelfth of the entire crust of the globe.

But it has always so strenuously refused to part with its oxygen,
that it has been difficult to refine it, and so it has been too costly for
general use. Nearly every metal has its carbide; i. e., it will unite in
a nearly pure state with carbon. At Niagara, Aluminum Carbide is
now produced in electrical furnaces by heating common clay with
carbon, and in time, aluminum will largely displace copper, being
a better conductor than that long favored metal.

The electrical heat at Niagara, certainly approaches creative
flame-producing corundum and crystals, and many strange specimens
closely resembling the diamond. So wonders multiply from day
to day.

Great commercial changes will surely follow these marvelous dis-
coveries. The uses of electricity have already marvelously changed
the current of the age in which we live, in the transmission of

Google



THE ELECTRICAL AGE. 21

thought, in travel, and in toil. It has added billions in wealth to the
enlightened nations, not mentioning the dispatch and comfort. Will
not its sphere in manufacture at no distant day, give the world build-
materials for cities that flame cannot destroy, with furniture and tools
of a vastly more enduring character? I will not say it will bedeck
the race with diamonds, or fill the world with gold, but it is rapidly
changing all our notions of solidity and splendor.
J. F. RicaMoND.

It is well to think well of mankind, but ill to trust them much.
—Carlyle.

It is the initial business and purpose of life to be happy; and, lest
the moralist should object to this as a frivolous proposition, it may
be added: that it is true happiness synonymous with righteousness
which is meant—the quality of happiness that manifests itself in
abounding energy and good will, and that radiates exhilaration and
enthusiasm. —H. H. Van Dyke.

“Salute No Man by the Way.”—Few men suspect how much mere
talk fritters away spiritual energy. That which should be spent in
action, spends itself in words. Hence he who restrains that love of

talk layvs up a fund of spiritual strength.
—F. W. Robertson.

If you have overcome your inclination and not been overcome

by it, you have reason to rejoice.
~—Plautus.

He is most powerful, who has himself in his power.
—Seneca.

Yield to him who opposes you; by yielding you conqger:d
—Owvid.

The soul is superior to its knowledge; wiser than any of its
works, —Emerson.
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BETTER THAN MILLIONS.
A NEw YEAR’s StORY.
BY EVA WILLIAMS BEST.

If it had not been for the inquisitiveness of Deborah Ann Plim-
lott it would never have happened; but Curiosity, her well-beloved
Familiar stole in with the letter-carrier and perched upon the table
close beside a newspaper and letter for one of her lodgers, Mr. Adam
Adams, and a foreign postal card for her other lodger, Miss
Mercy Nunn.

Perhaps Miss Nunn herself may have been somewhat to blame,
going as she did away off “up country” all of a sudden; for if she
had been there when the mail arrived, Curiosity would have been
satisfied at once, and gone his way in peace. But Miss Nunn was
not there, while Curiosity was—and the postal card.

Obeying Curiosity’s command to look at the address, the Widow
Plimlott found it written in a qucer, crabbed, wriggling sort of
script, the chirography of an illiterate. Some of the pointed letters
took upon themselves airs, and soared above the loops of their
usually taller fellows; others failed to dip to a proper depth, while
many were but symbols of their real selves, uncertain and almost
undecipherable. Had not the rural delivery man declared the postal
card was for Miss Mercy Nunn the Widow Plimlott would never
have surmised the truth; but, now he had interpreted it for her, it
looked as “plain as day.”

Beyond the shining, clanking needles that fought fierce duels over
and under the ever-interfering thread of honest gray yarn which the
busy old hands were forming into a thick warm stocking, the Widow
Plimlott did not, at first, allow her eyes to rove. But Curiosity still
perched there, impishly intent upon making the knitter a victim, and
tempting her to avail herself of this fine opportunity to obtain news
at first hand. It was, at first, a hard and seemingly hopeless task ;
but Curiosity was conscious of his own power and the weakness of
his prey, and sat close to the little pile of mail matter biding his own
good time. How long it would have taken the imp to have accom-
plished his purposes will never be known, for a friendly gust of
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wind careened down the chimney and blew the card straight into
the Widow Plimlott’s lap.

With the powers of the air thus, as it were, inviting her to
read, the news-thirsty soul readjusted her spectacles and essayed to
decipher the cramped, crabbed writing upon the card. Slowly and
laboredly she followed the words—ending her reading with a small
shriek and gasp as their purport made itself known to her. As nearly
as she was able to make it out the message ran:

“Died at Catamarca, South America, on the 12th inst. of con-
sumption, your uncle, Nebuchednezzar Nunn, the millionasre.”

It was difficult to read, but she read it; it was difficult to under-
stand but she understood it, and it was the little spinster’s meekness
when put in the balance with this sudden good fortune (for Mrs.
Plimlott knew Mercy to be her uncle’s only relative and consequently
his heiress) that sent the humble little lodger high in the scale of
financial importance. The widow had always felt a real human
interest, and had guessed what no other had surmised, and kept
her secret. A host of fancies began to assail her anent the little
“plain sewer” who a fortnight before had gone out to the Wheatfield
farm to help the twin daughters make ready for their double wedding
early in the year.

Clicketty click went on the needles again, keeping pace with the
good woman’s thoughts, until without warning the used-up ball of
yarn let go its hold upon the little bit of crushed paper which had
formed its heart, which now rattled to the floor.

“Goodness me, the yarn’s all gone! I'll just run over to Adam’s
and get a fresh yank. I believe I’ll tell him about the good fortune
that’s come to Mercy. He’'ll be interested,” and with these words
on went the quilted black bonnet, the big woolen shawl and thick
mittens.

Adam Adams, bachelor, keeper of the “Corner Store” at the
Cross Roads, sat upon a nail-keg in a warm corner of his big, well-
filled shop awaiting the possible customer. And as he sat there
he dreamed—a strange yet not improbable dream. In his vision a
wonderful change had come to him ; the empty rooms above the store
were empty no longer, but habitable and snug and full of domestic
comfort. Curtains graced the now dusty windows, carpets covered
the dustier floors, and a brightness and cheer that came of living,
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loving, sentient things filled the whole of the upper stories of the
Corner Store.

It was a dream of dreams to the man on the nail-keg, and into
it began to appear the face of a woman—whose he was never to
know, for at this juncture the bell over the door startled him with
its jangling, and Adam awoke.

It was but a short walk from the Widow Plimlott’s house to
the Comner Store; yet during this brief passage a host of moving
pictures had gone flashing past her inner vision, and she saw that
which startled her. The pictures that appeared and dissolved as
she trod on sturdily through the crunching snow of the road were
similar in character to the vision of Adam Adams. Perhaps the
sleeping man’s, then upon another plane, caught the woman’s fancies
and wove them into a dream; perhaps this rendered him more sym-
pathetic with her mood and ready to accept her suggestion.

In her mind’s eye Widow Plimlott beheld the proprietor of the
Corner Store changed from bachelor to benedict; beheld the apothe-
osis of Mercy Nunn, the dazzling future of Adam, whose ally she
meant to be. In the large vistas of her growing imagination the
matchmaker saw wonderful changes, wonderful, wonderful changes!

It took not many minutes to impart the news that had been
shown to her by Curiosity and blown to her by the wind; and as she
labored through the telling and climbed the heights that led to the
airy castles she had so recently been building for him, the man’s
thoughts, as the startling climax reached him leaped far and further
ahead of hers.

At times one may live ages in a moment. Now it was that years
scemed passing with every moment. Capital was invested; houses
built upon his Cross Roads property; store enlarged; stock bought;
luxuries enjoyed, and home—the home he had somehow never
thought of possessing—loomed large upon the horizon of his fancy.

Heretofore indifferent to-the scant charms of the few spinsters
it had been his fortune to know, his interest centered suddenly upon
little Miss Nunn, the niece of the Argentine millionaire. She should
sit at the head of his table dispensing his—their—hospitality. Of
herself, of her pale little face and her slender little body he gave
small heed in his thoughts. The light in which he viewed her was
an impersonal one. True, she was transfigured by the sheen of
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the gold she had come to symbolize to him, but its gleam was as a
candle-flame to the dazzling sun of his own ambitions.

As he thought of acquiring all this by making Mercy Nunn his
own, Cupidity not Cupid whispered a caution in his ear. Best
woo and win before she knows the great and marvelous truth; the
spinster sempstress might stoop to lift the handkerchief which an
heiress might scorn.

To Cupidity’s voice, therefore, he listened approvingly ; he would
make Mercy Nunn his wife before she knew of the demise of her
wealthy relative—decidedly before. He would write to her—then
follow his letter.

Before he had invested his modest savings in this Corner Store,
Adam Adams had been a school-teacher, therefore his speech dif-
fered from that of the people of the farming districts round about
the Cross Roads. His early ambition had been to become a professor
in some college or higher grade school. But a chance to invest his
savings in what did prove to be a paying, lucrative business tempted
him, and he yielded to the temptation. At last he could build the
fine frame Corner Store at the Cross Roads, and invest in land when
any was going at a bargain. So to-day he was well-to-do, a pros-
perous man of affairs who had the gift of knowing what.his sur-
prisingly many male customers would be sure to want, and the
wit to add alluring novelties for the women. Because of his learning
he was appreciated and deferred to in many a knotty problem
political, agricultural and religious. People laughingly declared
Adams had his hands too full making money to think about getting
married, and the undenying Adams laughed with them.

Only a golden opportunity—such as this offered him by the
Widow Plimlott could have caused him to definitely turn his
thoughts into matrimonial channels. Once turned his fancies raced
on and on and on—then he spoke.

“Mrs. Plimlott,” said he, “your kindly suggestions for my happi-
ness and advantage are thankfully received. I shall give them my
serious consideration. Such news as this you have brought me
would spread like wildfire were it once known ; therefore I beg you
will keep the secret—put by the postal card until New Year’s Day,
when I trust you will be able to place it in the hands of—my wife.”

“La, man, how hasty and nice ye be! I never reckoned you’d
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be so willin’ all at once like. New Year’s Day is only three days
from now, an’—"

“I’'ll strike while the iron’s hot, Mrs. Plimlott—that’s my way
of doing business—"

“And this is ‘business,” Mr. Adams, an’ no mistake. But only
three days, sir—"

“You must leave the hurry of it all to me, Mrs. Plimlott, as
entirely as I leave to you the cleaning up of the upstairs rooms. Do
you believe that if I should fetch the necessary furniture from
Owensburg to-night that you could get it into place by New
Year’s Day?”

“Sakes alive, Mr. Adams, but you be brisk! Howsomedever
I s’'pect I could. There’s Marth’ Allen doin’ abs’lootly nothin’, ye
might say, an’ a powerful cleaner is Marth’—she could help fine.
An’ T could get William Penn to w’itewash an’ do the heavy, lifty
work—he’s a purty spry sort o’darky—well, yes, we could get it all
purty ship-shape come Choosdy. When be ye thinkin’ o’'—"

“I said leave that to me.”

And she did.

Out at Farmer Wheatfield’s the snow lay deep and white and
billowy over the pastures and meadow-lands. Not a blemish or
track of any kind marred. its white expanse, and save in the lane
that led past the homestead no signs of life were visible.

The snow in the roadway, although cut and trampled by many
a passing wheel, runner and hoof, was still so dazzlingly white that
old Farmer Wheatfield jogging homeward along its white length
looked in the sunset like a rich splash of glowing color, from the
butternut brown of his wide felt hat to the brick-red saddle cloth
of his big black mare.

On he came, a red-cheeked, grizzle bearded messenger of fate—
on and on until the noise of fresh, young voices greeted him from
the breezy altitude of the high-pillared porch.

“Letters? Oh, yes, you gals is allus expectin’ letters—an’ here
they be. But you bain’t the only ones this time, for Miss Mercy
she’s got one—a dandy big one, at that! You jest be a leetle keerful,
gals, er she’ll pass the jedge’s stand first and win the race!”

The improbability of the thing raised a general, good-natured
laugh in which the little woman cordially joined. Unsoured, kindly
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disposed, lacking in envy of the younger generation, Miss Nunn
has for years accepted the rural joking in good part. Hers had
ever been a state of genuine independence, and the respect of the
whole countryside had been her due. To secure her excellent services
it had been necessary to put'in a bid for the same weeks in advance.
That this letter she tucked into her apron pocket was such a bid
Miss Nunn never for a moment doubted.

Like Adam Adams the little woman had in her early youth am-
bitions that were never to be realized. But the dear ghosts of
these bright dreams could never quite be laid, and back and beyond
the prosy world of commonplace activities they hovered, a precious
host, to be called up at such times as the soul of the woman felt
the need of that which the material world could not furnish her.

Hope for hope, ambition for ambition, dream for dream, those
of the woman matched those of the man with the fact in his favor
that while he had allowed the love of money to render his longings
merely mortal, hers were immortal and must, ultimately, make
themselves manifest.

What she had been engaged to do at the Wheatfields’ had been
done, and Miss Nunn was packing her belongings to return next
day to her room at the Widow Plimlott’s when the unread letter
tumbled out of the pocket of the apron she had begun to fold. She
placed it on the pine stand beside the lamp, and did not open the
envelope until her satchel was packed. Then she read it.

To her surprise it was not the chirography of a woman that met
her eyes, but the bold, clear script of a man accustomed to the
use of a pen.

As that which he besought of her began, after the first breathless
seconds, to permeate her consciousness, it seemed to Mercy Nunn
her chief and most beautiful dream was “coming true.” A home—
a home of her very own, with a person of affairs to share it, one
upon whom her soul could lavish its wealth, and an honored name
to bear!

Strangely enough, it seemed to Mercy Nunn, after the first few
efforts to adjust her consciousness to the new conditions the idea of
it became quickly familiar. Her own, she realized, had come to her.

To Farmer Wheatfield was spared the hitching up to the old
red sleigh and conveying Miss Nunn to the Cross Roads. Early
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next morning the jangling of many-toned bronze bells drew the
attention of the Wheatfield household to the lane leading to the
highroad. A smart cutter and livery horse had turned in at the
upper end of this private avenue, and after a brief interval, Adam
Adams, with a fine flourish, drew up to the pillared porch. In a
few words he made known his amazing errand, secured his quarry,
and was gone.

The celebration of the Adams-Nunn nuptials in the little meeting
house that evening at early candle light was one of Cross Roads’
unforgettable events.

Mercy was ready—it seemed to her she had been ready all her
life for this “coming of her own.” The ashes-of-roses silk that had
been her dear mother’s own wedding dress, seemed to have been
always waiting for just this blissful emergency. As the Widow Plim-
lott drew the shimmering skirt over Mercy’s head and arranged the
gleaming folds about her trim, little figure, it seemed as though
her own mother robed her for her bridal, so lovingly the old hands
hooked and pinned and smoothed and patted the filmy folds about her.

Enough of heaven to satisfy Mercy had come upon earth ; enough
to set her pale face to blooming into almost beauty. “Her own”
meant something so much more divine than she had ever dreamed
could come to her.

As for Adams, he was surprised at the change that had taken
place in the meek little woman. The face of his wife was not that
of Mercy Nunn, but as unlike it as was the gown of shining silk
unlike the serge garment she had doffed for her bridal.

* * * x

New Year’s Day dawned clear and cold and beautiful. Every
breath was a frosty delight, every ice-covered twig a gem for
Nature’s adorning. The freshness, the brightness, the comparative
luxury of her new home filled the soul of Mercy Adams with speech-
less delight, and when calls upon her husband took him into the
store below-stairs, she went about touching now this now that of
her almost magically acquired possessions, with no thought of their
money value, but all thought of what, to her, they symbolized—home.

She was glad of her own natural accomplishment—the faculty
of preparing foods appetizingly; and the breakfast she served that
New Year’s Day seemed to her nectar and ambrosia.
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At its ending Adams reached an arm across the pretty table
and placed a postal card in the hand of his bride. “Read that,.
Mercy,” said he. And Mercy read.

Silently he watched her face. The happy light sobered out of
it, and Mercy lifting her eyes to meet his own said:

“Poor, dear, old uncle! He never was very strong, Adam,
always more or less an invalid. When he could preach no longer
the church made up a purse and sent him to South America for
his health more than for what good he might do, you know. Besides
it was cheaper living there, and that to a poor person is a matter
of great moment.”

“Miss Nunn—Mrs. Adams—Mercy—will you—won’t you—"

“Why, what is it, Adam?”

“Read—that—postal—aloud !”

She obeyed. Clearly, too clearly the words fell upon the man’s
ears: “Died at Catamarca, South America, on the 12th inst., of
consumption, your uncle, Nebuchednezzar Nunn, the missionary.”

It was over. The dazzling dream was ended, the glory of his
high hopes gone. Upon barren wastes lay scattered the dead-sea
fruit of his late ambitions and he took no heed of the soft voice offer-
ing explanations. The only explanation that could have affected him
had been made pitilessly plain to him. He did not care to hear
that Uncle Neb had died the glorious death of a martyr—he was
dying several sorts of a death as silently the castles he had been
building tumbled around him, as he stood, a disappointed man, deep
in the ashes of their ruins.

What that New Year’s Day brought to Adam Adams passes
ordinary speech to describe. Busy until nearly noontime supplying
his belated customers this and the other lack, he stood at last in the
midst of his bagged, boxed and barreled merchandise, the store door
bolted fast against further invasion, alone with his blighted hopes.

No shots rang out, no steel clashed, no red blood gushed. but
a battle, nevertheless, was fought in the silent place, and fought to
the finish.

Mortification clutched him, choked him, and would not be re-
leased until the dark foes that assailed his soul were met and mas-
tered. And this proved a battle royal, for he yielded to Rancor and
bitter Wrath, permitting these to do their evil will. Then the
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wretched rank and file—the disgust, regret, vexation and all that
follow in the wake of selfishness—these made havoc in the soul too
long a playground of inimical forces, too long an uncontrolled realm.

The man shrank at the first onslaught. The foes he had so long
given lodgment made him their prey and attacked him pitilessly.
What should he, could he do? How force Mortification to loosen
her hideous hold upon him? Somehow, somewhere there must be
help—he must find it—find it and face Fate like one worthy the
name of Man!

In the midst of the turmoil of soul the sound of light footsteps
overhead entered and mingled ; through the darkness that enveloped
his being glowed softly an ever-brightening star. And the star as
he gradually became conscious of it transformed itself into the face
of one who did not know, who need never know a truth that would
dim her pure faith in his manliness. Simply the thought of the
honest, simple, sweet woman who had given herself to him in all
ignorance of his selfish intent seemed to change the conditions
about him, to loosen the fell clutch at his throat. The thought of
her, his new possession, became as a buckler and shield, and he felt
he would somehow conquer.

As the good fight began now in earnest, as onc by one he met
the enemies of his peace and slew them, until not even Disappoint-
ment dared lift its ugly head, the light little feet above stairs were,
in their dutiful round, beating upon the floor a soft reminder of
better things than the sordid greed of gold.

* * * *

It was by the private side entrance that led to the upper story
of the Corner Store that Mrs. Plimlott came later in the day. She
found Mercy busy in her pretty little upstairs kitchen, and Adam—a
somechow puzzling different Adam to the one she had known—play-
ing cook’s mate.

“Ye’ll hev to excuse me, Mercy, fer runnin’ in upon ye so soon,
but I jest natchelly hed to see fer myself what effeck the great noos
hed upon yer spirits. I ’low ye read the postal?”

“Yes, Mrs. Plimlott, I did.”

“Then in the name of all that’s good how kin ye take it so
quiet-like ?”

“Why, Mrs. Plimlott, my uncle was very old and feeble. I didn’t
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expect him to live that long. I don’t wish to seem disrespectful
to the dear old gentleman, but I am too happy to let his death,
dearly as I loved him, cast a shadow over me now.”

“Wall—we don’t ginerally let the taking-off of rich relatives
grieve us overmuch. Wealthy, wa’'n’t he?”

“No,” answers a voice for her—a voice that has in it a strange,
new quality—“No, Mrs. Plimlott, he was a poor, poverty-stricken
gentleman who was sent by the kind members of his church to
South America as a missionary. I am sure you will understand what
I mean, Mrs. Plimlott, when I emphasize the word ‘missionary,” and
know why I ask that no reference hereafter be made to the deceased
relative of my wife. He is a man who is dead and gone—I am a
man who is alive and here—and a hungry man, as sure as there’s a
turkey roasting in Mercy’s oven.”

“But, Mr. Adams—"

“Take off your wraps, Mrs. Plimlott, and make us happy by
being our guest at dinner. I will see after her, Mercy, dear, you have
enough to do. Come, Mrs. Plimlott, make yourself comfortable,
then you and I can set the table.”

The older woman left the younger in the kitchen and followed
Adam to the cosy front room over the store.

“Laws, Mr. Adams, how homey and nice the place do look
a’ready! I fixed up this room, but—"

“But Mercy gave it life. And she has done more than this—she
has given me life. You and I have been partners in a game of
sneak, Mrs. Plimlott—let us both be ashamed of the parts we have
played in it.”

“Be as ’shamed as ye like—I ain’t, for I’ve got no call to be.
Reckon 1 kin do a good turn to two fellerbein’s ef it comes my way.
I 'lowed the postal card were what I read it to be, and knowed
it would tempt yer graspin’ nater, Adam Adams. But I'd 'a’ never
did what I done ef I hadn’t knowed for years that Mercy Nunn
admired ye fit to kill—that no other man on earth 'u’d ever soot her
but jest you. I figgered it out a woman don’t count no cost so
long ez she kin have the man she’s set her heart an’ soul on, an’ I
jest done what I could for Mercy—which doin’ will consist, I take
it, in holdin’ my tongue—"

“What are you two conspirators talking about?” This from
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Mercy, whose face, flushed a pretty pink from its recent proximity
to the kitchen fire, appeared suddenly in the doorway.

“Mercy, dear, I was just about to tell Mrs. Plimlott that she
is an angel—"

“So she is,” Mercy promptly agreed. *“And she has come to
visit us in our own particular paradise.”

“Ef so I be,” chuckled Mrs. Plimlott, “I reckon I'm that sort
that were sent to the Garden of Eden to keep an eye on Adam.”

It was Adam’s turn to agree. Eva WiLLiaMs Besr.

The more a man denies himself, the more he shall receive from
heaven. Naked, I seek the camp of those who covet nothing: Those
who require much, are ever much in want.

—Horace.

Since you cannot have what you wish, wish for what you can
have. —Terence.

No man can be brave who thinks pain the greatest evil; nor
temperate, who considers pleasure the highest good.

—Cicero.
Remember to be calm in adversity.
—Horace.
Courage leads to heaven; fear, to death.
—Seneca.
The burden which is well borne becomes light.
—Owd.
The day which thou fearest as thy last, is the birthday of eternity.
—Seneca.
Economy is a great revenue.
—Cicero.
Forgive others often, yourself never.
—Syrus.

If you have done your friend a kindness, do not regret it; rather
regret if you have not done it.
—Plautus.
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ART AND THE WORLD.
BY LEWIS WORTHINGTON SMITH.
HE SPEAKS

The winds are sullen on the lake to-night.

The clouds are closing in. Before the dark,
The driving mist will break against your face;
And when I take you to the dingy rooms

That still were bright because we called them home,
Our home until—dear heart, for this last night
I shall be prodigal and make the fire

Leap up with rosy flames to keep you warm.
Let us go back and shut the leaden sky

Out of our hearts. You love it more than home?
You would not lose Mount Regal towering there
Above the thickening glooms beyond your sight?
Nor I, dear heart, nor I, but now at last

We put it all into that happy world

That never can seem happy any more.

All, dear; yes, all. I almost think sometimes
That just to dream and cry ourselves to sleep
With some sweet wonder that our fancies shape
Would be the bravest joy our hearts could know.

Another boat with a man and woman in it pass across their
course. The two are singing softly in unison.

When the waters in the moonlight
Are crossed with silver foam,
In that soft and tender croon-light,
Who would pull the oar for home?
With singing and laughter
And eyes shining after,
Hands trailing the water and heart in a dream,
Let us drift in the star-shine,
Souls lost in the far-shine
That dies in the West with the daylight’s last beam.
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When the city’s lamps are flaming
Their glow against the sky,
From the joys our hearts are naming,
Shall we seek them, you and I?
With lap of waves lifting
And swing of boat drifting,
Eyes caught in the splendor that shimmers and flies,
Let us dream, through the rowing,
Of all things past knowing,
While far on the waters the earth glamor lies.

The boat floats by, and the two, after listening to the song a
moment as it dies away, turn again toward each other and the
current of their own thoughts.

HE SPEAKS

They love the world no more than you and I.
They need its joy no more. They have no souls
To take its good more bountifully than we,

To need it with a deeper need than we.

Joy fills their hearts. For them no senses beat
With thwartings, limitations, mad desires

That make these clouds a dull and driving gloom
To shut us in with failure undeserved.

Why should they laugh, when we must be denied
The all to need of which our souls were born?

SHE SPEAKS
The old, old question. Can we so demand
That every instinct burning in our flesh
And every aspiration of our hearts
Be gratified? That else this great, good world
Is neither great nor good?

HE SPEAKS

Yes. Is it good,
Can it seem good to you or good to me,
If those whose instincts are the purest, best,
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Whose dreams most surely seek the highest heavens,
‘Whose pleasures take them furthest from the brute,
If they must feel their every prompting mocked,
‘While lesser creatures spread the wings of joy?
What have I cared for? Music, books, and art.
They are my world. Gross tastes of grosser minds
Are lost in these more perfect ministries

Of flesh to spirit, followed, nurtured, loved.

If I am given these nobler cares and aims,

ITf I must breathe the thin, pure mountain air

In which the pulses beat to the glory of God,
Must I not then be given the nobler life

With power to live it nobly to the full?

Dear heart, *dear heart, this is the bitter end.

That picture that I painted with your arm

Lying across the casement round and full,

The sunlight on it and your upturned face,—

How could they think that nothing but a daub
‘When in your eyes the whole wide sky shone clear
And on your lips life palpitated warm?

There was my soul for all the world to sec.

What more have I to give them? Who could ask
So much and never seem to care or know?

So much in vain—

SHE SPEAKS

You do not paint for them.
Have you not said almost with every stroke
That folds the colors in the robe’s deep blue
Or rounds it on the cheek’s too splendid flush,
Have you not said that seeing beauty grow
Under your hands was still your highest joy?
Let us be happy, asking nothing more,
Leaving the world the pleasures of its own,
While we keep ours. You choose to paint a face
And find your joy in painting; rest in that
And leave rewards the world can give to those
Who can not pay themselves.
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HE SPEAKS

Yes, if I could.
That is the burning passion of it all,
That when I seem to cry my soul to heaven
In shapes and colors wonderful as truth,
More beautiful than summer skies at dawn
When purple peaks float in the irised clouds,
That then, to make my joy more fast and sure,
I still must have its warrant and excuse
In acclamations of the common voice.
To be so bound, so driven to depend
Upon such chance of favor, like a god
Stopping to beg of man a word of praise,
A hallelujah, or a loud Te Deum
In token of his work’s enduring worth,
To be so checked, excluded from my own,
Unless a thousand tongues—and they refuse,
They who can neither see nor understand—
Why should I need it? Being what I am,
That is my warrant for the all I ask,
Being so gifted with those finer tastes
That hold me firmly bound to finer needs.
That is the curse that makes the world unjust,
Makes God unjust, makes everything a lie,
Even the beauty of your rounded throat
That seems to give this poor and shrunken earth
A fuller hope. I kiss its whiteness warm,
Feeling myself a god in such a love,
Seeming a Grecian singer in the sun
With Aphrodite rising in the spray
For him to clasp and claim; and then, while still
Your eyes are shining on me and your breath
Is warm against my cheek, as if a rose
Had crushed its sweetness out between your breasts,
Then in the highest joy of all you give
My eyes drop down upon my empty hands,
Empty of gifts with which to fill your own,
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Empty of everything the world holds dear,
Empty of everything to match those needs
Of spirit in the flesh that make us throb
Twin passions of denial.

SHE SPEAKS

No, not I.
Have I been less than happy hour by hour,
Knowing beyond the world the all you are?
We are too grossly selfish every way.
How should we dare expect to be and have?
To live those fancies of the noblest minds
That lesser creatures can not hope to know
And with them still to have the joys of sense
As those may have who live for sense alone?
Such double measure of all human joy
Were more than human. Each, somewhere, somehow,
Is stinted, must be stinted. Make your choice.
Be in yourself the things that you would be,
Or have the things that are not of yourself,
Things that the world can give or take away.
No man both is and has. We pay the price
Of being in not having, or again
Of having in not being. lest at last
Not even the gift of earth and all the suns
Could make us happy.

HE SPEAKS

Oh, these needs, these needs!
These things that ought to be because they are!
I hate such trifling wisdom, paying toll
To meekness, prudence, all the host of fears
That counsel compromise. I loathe them all.
It is my right to have because I am.
How should I care to be the more and more
Through which man leaves behind the sodden brute,
If every upward leap my spirit makes
Narrows the hope that I may claim and hold
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The earthly good, the earthly fair and fine,

The earthly tender as I need them more?

Man can not be and have? Then down he sinks
And wallows in the mire, a loathesome thing
With eyes that gleam out of a foul, scarred face,
Dumb aspiration prisoned in the muck.

There is no god, no justice in the world,

If so our souls and bodies fly apart.

We have outlived that monkish faith and fear.
Our noblest souls should be our kings of sense,
Should clothe themselves in splendor, house themselves
In palaces of wonder, touch the skies

In leaping fancies where the spirit springs

And towering pinnacles of earthly pride.

Why should I care to paint—I do not care.

Let me go back and turn them to the walls,
Each canvas with the joy of earth abloom,
Lying about a world itself a lie.

Let each mad daub be splotched with murky black
Until at last it tells the bitter truth.

Then with my eyes subdued, my spirit sunk

Down to its tenement—until I feel

The clutch of death and all my being whirls

In one mad tumult and my breath draws hard,

I shall rebel forever, as a king

Chained in a dungeon curses every slave

Who brings him water when his right is wine.

They pass under the shadow of a church on the shore where
worshippers have just gathered for the evening service of prayer
and song. They begin singing a hymn at this moment, and the
two in the boat listen.

For freighted argosies that brave the sea,
For wealth of fold and field,
For ringing laughter when our hearts are free,
We offer here our praise and thanks to Thee,
Giver of every good our meadows yield,
The fruit of vine and tree.
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For larger hopes and more ennobling aims,
For passions flying earth,
For every finer thought or deed that flames
Out of our dust, we praise Thy Name of names,
Lord of the spirit’s every purest birth
That springs above our shames.

For every unattainable desire
That makes us kin with Thee,
For every thwarting when our hearts are fire
Too boldly vain, we praise Thee high and higher,
Giver of good through ill that sets us free
And bids us still aspire.

For every need that binds us man with man
In service fair and sweet,
For human wishes as they still outran
The wiser giving of Thy wondrous plan,
We praise the grace that draws us to Thy feet,
Lord of love’s fullest span.

The singing stops, and they remain silent for a moment in
the boat as it drifts along the shore. The woman’s face shows
itself the more responsive <ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>